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Chapter 1


Sitting comfortably on the plush gray leather living room sofa with her stockinged feet tucked under her ample bottom and wearing an old pair of sweatpants with a hole in the knee and a paint-splattered sweatshirt, Jamilah Parsons cradled a bowl of her favorite ice cream, Häagen-Dazs® Vanilla Swiss Almond, in her lap, despite the chill in the apartment on that cold February night.


Jamilah’s roommate and childhood friend, Sabrina Richardson, accompanied by her latest conquest, Darius Thornton, had just entered the apartment that Friday evening looking glamorous as always.


Wearing a full-length fox coat which draped her long, slender frame as if she had been born in it, Sabrina’s long, luxurious black hair fell down her back and, combined with the fur, gave her a regal air she carried all too well. Jamilah had always believed Sabrina could have been a high-paid super-model who traveled the globe showcasing world-renowned designers’ clothing while her picture graced fashion magazine covers worldwide. Possessing stunning looks with a figure to match, in addition to the exaggerated air of sophistication she had learned from her mother, Sabrina, nevertheless, was determined to fulfill her childhood dream of marrying a wealthy man so she would not have to work for a living.


“Hey, J,” Sabrina chirped.


“Hi.”


Immediately noticing what Jamilah was watching on television, Sabrina frowned. “Not again, Jamilah.”


Ignoring Sabrina’s comment, Jamilah continued watching Robert Townsend’s The Five Heartbeats, one of her all-time favorite movies. Since there was no special man in her life right now, and being the movie buff she was, Jamilah frequently passed her time in front of the television or at the theater, if she was not curled up with a good book or working.


“You remember Darius, don’t you?” Sabrina inquired.


“Yeah. Hi.”


Believing him to be one of the most handsome men Sabrina had ever brought home, Darius reminded Jamilah of Denzel Washington, although she thought he was much better-looking. Wearing his dark brown hair in a stylish fade, his smooth, cocoa-brown face was clean shaven, allowing his true masculine allure to shine. Although not unbecoming, his nose was somewhat flat, but his lips looked soft, sensuous and ripe for kissing. Despite his finely polished GQ cover model look, Darius’ warm, welcoming personality shone through as did his sincerity when he smiled at Jamilah and greeted her in that smooth baritone voice she remembered. “Hello, Jamilah. How are you?”


“Fine, thanks.”


Having a substantial title or position as a prerequisite to dating Sabrina, Darius was a senior associate at a major New York City law firm. She had been seeing him for a little over a month and often bragged that he would bend over backwards to do anything she asked. Beauty aside, Sabrina was quite pretentious, and it amazed Jamilah somewhat that Darius, who exuded humility, would be so taken with her. The old adage “opposites attract” sprang to mind whenever Jamilah thought of the obvious contrasts in their personalities, but truth be told, the same could be said of her and Sabrina’s friendship.


Peeling off her fur coat and tossing it carelessly across the arm of their rose-floral silk upholstered easy-chair, Sabrina said, “Sit down, Darius. I’ll be right back.”


Beneath the luxurious coat, Sabrina wore an ecru angora turtleneck sweater over ecru wool gabardine slacks. High-heeled leather boots of the same hue completed her ensemble. Standing five feet, eight inches in her stocking feet, even in her four-inch heels she was still dwarfed by her handsome friend who stood close to six inches taller.


Giving further direction as Darius took a seat at the opposite end of the sofa, Sabrina intoned, “Jamilah, keep Darius company for me while I go change.”


Sarcastically, Jamilah responded, “Yes, ma’am.” Smiling apologetically at Darius when she realized that Sabrina had not even taken his coat, she added, “Let me hang up your coat, Darius.”


“Oh, thank you.” Rising to remove his tan cashmere overcoat, he handed the garment to Jamilah, who immediately noticed how elegantly his brown tweed suit covered his tall frame. When he unbuttoned his suit jacket, she could see that his white shirt was crisp, as if freshly ironed. A beige and brown “power” tie was knotted expertly at his neck.


After hanging his coat in the closet near the front door, Jamilah then picked up Sabrina’s fur coat from the chair and hung it up, as well. Before taking her seat again, Jamilah asked, “Can I get you anything? Something to drink? Some ice cream maybe?”


“Oh, no, thank you, Jamilah, I’m fine,” was his reply.


You most certainly are, you gorgeous hunk of... Secretly ashamed of her lustful thoughts, she asked, “Is it really very cold out?”


“Yeah, the hawk is out in full effect tonight.”


Chivalrously, he waited for her to sit back down before he did the same. Mmm, Mama raised him right, she thought. Seated again, Jamilah picked up her bowl of ice cream, assumed her former position and resumed eating. Silence ensued for the next few minutes until she spoke.


“Do you want to watch something else? I’ve already seen it a dozen times, as I’m sure you’ve guessed from Brie’s remark. I can turn this off.”


“No. Actually, this is one of my favorite movies,” Darius commented.


“Really?”


“Yeah. I’ve seen it about five times myself. It kind of takes me back. Me and a couple of my college buddies used to sing together. We did a few talent shows while we were in school,” Darius admitted.


“Really?” Sitting up straight on the couch, she placed her bowl on the glass-topped coffee table and turned toward him. “You know, I used to sing with my cousins when we were little. We never did any talent shows, but we put on plenty of shows at family gatherings.”


Laughing, Darius guessed, “The Supremes, huh?”


“The Parsonettes.”


Puzzlement covered his face.


“Our last name is Parsons.”


Nodding with understanding, he responded, “Oh.”


“Hey, what are you two talking about?” Sabrina inquired as she returned to the living room. Dressed now in red silk lounging pajamas, wearing red satin stiletto mules with her hair pulled over one shoulder and fresh make-up, Sabrina looked stunning.


Jamilah noticed that Darius was immediately taken in by her friend’s appearance.


Sitting next to him and draping one of her long slender legs across his lap, Sabrina listened as Jamilah said, “Darius was just telling me that he used to be in a singing group when he was in college.”


Cooing in his ear with slight envy, she remarked, “Is that right? You’ve never sung for me.”


Jamilah blushed, but not as deeply as Darius did, she noticed. Suddenly feeling like a third wheel, she grabbed the remote control and turned off the television before picking up her bowl and heading out of the room.


No one noticed her departure.


Entering her spacious bedroom and turning on her bedside lamp, Jamilah sat on top of the multicolored goose-down comforter that covered her queen-sized bed and finished what was left of her ice cream.


“How come I can’t meet a man as fine as that,” she murmured in her solitude.


Placing the bowl on the nightstand and rising from the bed, she walked over to the full-length mirror that hung on the closet door and gazed at her reflection. I’m no beauty like Sabrina, but I look good enough.


Two inches taller than Sabrina and full-figured, Jamilah, however, was by no means fat. Healthy, that’s what her mother called her. Her size sixteen hips had turned plenty of men’s heads and her ample bosom had captured many men’s undivided attention. Beautiful, blemish-free, pumpernickel brown skin was her covering. Her nose and mouth were small and more European-looking than African in their structure. Many times had she been told that the slant of her eyes was very sexy. Shoulder-length culture locks were worn like an Afrocentric crown.


Maybe if I was a little slimmer... She suddenly frowned. “What am I thinking about? There is nothing wrong with me.” Turning in a huff and walking back to her bed, Jamilah picked up the book she was currently reading from the night-stand and propped herself up against her fluffy throw pillows to read.




Chapter 2


Hot, homy and hard, Darius turned to Sabrina immediately upon Jamilah’s departure. Her red silk pajamas—despite completely covering her body—afforded him a delicious view of her perfectly formed breasts, and the imprint of her erect nipples against the fine fabric had a titillating effect on him.


Strong arms enveloped her as he pulled her closer before finding her lips with his. Sabrina accepted his kiss, and relished the power she knew she had over him.


Having just dined at Morton’s on Fifth Avenue, Sabrina was impressed that Darius had not batted an eye when he was handed the one hundred and seventy-dollar check. She liked that. At least be isn’t cheap.


As she let his lips touch hers, Sabrina decided that she would keep him around for a while, but at arms’ length. Expert in the art of teasing, she knew his libido was inflamed because his breathing had become somewhat irregular, but she also knew how far she could let him go before she would have to stop him.


Good, she thought, let him set his heart on me. That way I’ll be sure to get exactly what I want.


Deciding to enhance his arousal just a bit more, she slowly slid her hand along the length of his thigh, until she was just inches from his crotch.


He moaned a breathless “yes.”


Reaching for her breasts, he gently but firmly squeezed one erect nipple before cupping the entire mound in his large hand. Aroused by his touch, Sabrina sighed involuntarily. Nevertheless, she would only let him go so far.


Her soft caress continued along his thigh, moving now to the inner side of his muscular limb. Removing his hand from her mound for just a moment, he reached for hers and guided it to the masculine evidence of his desire.


Impressed by his length and mass, Sabrina moaned, “Mmm.”


“Oh, Sabrina, I want you so bad.”


I know you do, she said to herself. But not yet,


“Let me make love to you, baby.”


Feeling Sabrina begin to pull away from him, Darius urged, “Come on, baby. Let’s go back to your room,” as he gently kissed her neck.


“No.”


“Aw, baby.”


Still pulling away, she declared, “No, Darius! It’s too soon for that.”


“Sabrina, you can’t tell me you don’t want me just a little. I can feel how much you do.”


“That’s not the point. I need to get to know you better.” Completely disengaging herself from his embrace, she rose from the sofa.


Disillusioned, dejected and dissatisfied, Darius remained where he was. His fierce arousal showed clearly in his pants. “What do you want to know about me?”


Shooting him a cutting glance, she sneered, “Don’t be funny. I’m not one of those girls you can take to dinner a couple of times and expect to fall into bed with you.”


“That’s not what I expect at all. I care about you, Sabrina.”


“Well, if you really care, you’ll wait until I’m ready,” she stated from across the room. Arms folded across her bosom, she wore a pout reminiscent of a spoiled child.


Rising from the sofa, Darius adjusted his pants before he stepped in front of her.


Damn, she’s beautiful, he thought. She knows how much she’s turning me on, and I know she’s trying to play me, but try as I might, I can’t resist her.


Gazing into her lovely brown eyes, he was immediately reminded of the first time that he had laid eyes on her. It was about five or six weeks ago and he had just left the office of one of his firm’s biggest clients. Standing directly in his line of sight when the elevator doors opened, he was momentarily awestruck by the long-haired beauty in the fox coat; the same one she had worn tonight. Stepping into the elevator, he noticed her right eyebrow rise just slightly, as though her curiosity was piqued by his appearance, but she masked it almost immediately, her face becoming that of a statue before he turned his back to her. Five other men occupied the elevator with them, but the silence in the car was deafening. The sweet fragrance of her perfume filled the air, without being overpowering. Looking over at the brother who stood to his left, Darius was slightly amused when he noticed that he was watching her out of the corner of his eye.


When the elevator reached the lobby, Darius stepped aside to allow her to exit first. He noticed that none of the other men made a move to leave the elevator before her, either. Once she had cleared the car, it seemed that they had all breathed a collective sigh of relief. He overheard one of the men murmur, “What a fox!”; knowing all too well that he was not speaking of her coat.


Lingering a moment once she had cleared the elevator bank, she’d glanced back at him with seeming indifference. She certainly is beautiful, he’d thought, knowing that she had expected at least one of the men who had exited the elevator behind her to say something to her, as was probably the usual case. But although each of them had made a point of getting one last look before continuing on their way, no one had said a word.


He had walked past her at the same moment she had turned and looked at him. He’d acted as if he hadn’t noticed her presence.


“Excuse me.”


Still remembering a chill that had run down his spine at the sound of her voice, he’d turned to her. “Yes?”


“Don’t I know you?”


Damn, that’s the line we fellas usually use, he’d thought. “I don’t think so. But that can be easily rectified,” he’d quipped.


Blushing, she’d said, “You look so familiar, I was sure we had met before.”


“No, I would definitely have remembered you. My name is Darius Thornton, though, so if we happen to run into each other again, I’ll be able to say we did meet before.” He then extended his hand.


She lightly took the hand he had offered. “Sabrina Richardson.”


“My pleasure.” Recalling how soft her hands had been at their first touch, he also remembered wondering how they would feel on his body—actually, he still did.


“Do you work in this building?” she’d asked.


“No, I was just meeting with a client.”


“Oh, I see. Would I be nosy to ask what line of business you’re in?” she had asked sweetly, but without pretense.


“Not at all. I’m an attorney.” He suddenly realized, she’d sized me up right there.


“Really? What area of law do you specialize in?” she had next asked.


“Banking.”


“That sounds interesting.”


“It can be.”


They had stood together in silence for the next few seconds. Darius had been waiting for her to make the next move since she had started it all.


“Well, I don’t want to take up any more of your time. I’m sure you’re a very busy man. It was nice meeting you,” she had said while extending her hand.


She’d snagged him at that point. “I would be honored if you’d take up more of my time. Is there any chance that I might be able to take you to dinner one evening?”


“Are you married?”


“No, I’m not. Never have been. And no kids, either.”


“Well, then, I think that can be arranged,” she had said with the sweetest, sexiest smile he had ever seen.


Standing in front of her now, Darius acknowledged that he was crazy about her and unwilling to do anything to jeopardize what he was sure they could have together. I’ll do damn near anything she asks. He couldn’t help himself. Not only was she beautiful, but she possessed such confidence and poise that he was proud to have her at his side. Being genuinely modest and not believing he was as handsome as he actually was, Darius felt privileged that a woman as fine as Sabrina would want to be with him.


Taking one of her hands in his, he softly said, “I’ll wait, Sabrina, for as long as you want me to. But I want you to know that you do something to me that no one has ever done before, and I can’t help how I feel, so if at times I get a little... excited, don’t hold it against me, okay?”


Smiling, she took a step closer to him, eating up the inches between them. “I just don’t want to go too fast.”


“I won’t rush you, Sabrina. I’ll never rash you.”


While allowing him to pull her into his arms and tenderly press his lips to hers, Sabrina thought, I’ve hit the jackpot.




Chapter 3


Employed as a graphic artist by a large insurance company for the past six years, Jamilah had a hand in developing brochures and other literature used by the company to assist orientating new employees. This year, for the first time, she had played a major role in designing the company’s annual report. On a few occasions, she was afforded the opportunity to work on the company’s advertising brochures. Working with the advertising team was what she really loved, but those opportunities only arose when one of the team members was out of the office. Artistic and ambitious, Jamilah often worked on a freelance basis out of her home. A computer with all of the latest software was perched atop a large antique cherry desk in one comer of her bedroom/office. The four-drawer, imitation cherry credenza that held hard copies of all her business records and jobs had a fax machine, color printer and scanner atop it, and was positioned between the desk and a drafting table.


Currently working on obtaining a full-time position with a major advertising agency as the second in command of its art department, she had interviewed with the head of the agency last week after speaking with the vice presidents of the art and marketing departments. Fairly certain that she had the job locked up, she was still on pins and needles awaiting their call.


Meanwhile, she dragged herself to work every day at the insurance company she’d been with for six years. Bored out of her mind with this position, she was feeling inexplicably and inconsolably melancholy on this particular Monday.


Currently in the throes of a severe case of PMS, the last thing she’d wanted to do was sit in the cramped little workroom she shared with three other artists, so she’d gone home early and was surprised to find Sabrina and Darius in the apartment when she walked in that afternoon at four twenty-five.


“Hi, J,” Sabrina greeted her cheerfully when she opened the door.


Wondering briefly what Sabrina and Darius were doing there so early in the afternoon, Jamilah’s curiosity about them waned just as quickly as she grumbled, “Hi, Brie. Hi, Darius.”


With a warm smile, Darius asked, “How you doing, Jamilah?”


“I’ve been better.”


Genuinely concerned, Sabrina asked, “What’s the matter?”


“I don’t know. I’m PMS-ing.” Dropping her pocketbook and portfolio on the floor without removing her coat, Jamilah flopped down into the plush cushions of the easy-chair she and Sabrina had purchased together when they first moved into the apartment.


Sabrina walked over to the console table that held their telephone and answering machine. Smiling brightly as she picked up the notepaper lying there, she said, “Well, I know what might cheer you up.” Sauntering back to Jamilah, Sabrina stopped in front of her. “Ellen Stengle from the Harper Agency called. She asked that you get back to her as soon as you can.”


Lighting up like she’d been jolted by electricity, Jamilah snatched the paper out of Sabrina’s hand as she hurriedly rose, almost knocking Sabrina over. “She did? When’d she call?”


Grabbing Jamilah to steady herself, Sabrina said, “Whoa! Take it easy.” Glancing at the clock on the wall above the dining table, she answered, “She called about fifteen minutes ago.”


Quickly checking her own watch, Jamilah nearly ran across the room to the telephone, immediately picking up the receiver and dialing Ellen Stengle’s number, which she knew by heart. “Oh my God, please let them tell me I’ve got this job. Cross your fingers, y’all.”


Holding up his two large hands, Darius crossed his fingers on each. Sabrina did the same.


The call was answered after the first ring. “Good afternoon. My name is Jamilah Parsons. May I please speak with Ellen Stengle? Thank you.” Turning toward Sabrina and Darius, Jamilah crossed her fingers as well. “Hello, Ellen? Hi, how are you? This is Jamilah Parsons returning your call...I’m fine, thank you...Yes...I accept.” Nodding her head vigorously and smiling broadly at Sabrina and Darius to show her delight, she continued, “Yes, that’s wonderful... Yes, I can start on the eighth...Oh, thank you. I’m really looking forward to working with you, too, Ellen. Thank you very much...Okay. Good-bye.” Screaming, “I got it! I got it!” Jamilah hung up the phone.


Elated and excited about her best friend’s good fortune, Sabrina rushed over and hugged her. “Congratulations, Jamilah! I knew you would get it. Oh, I’m so happy for you.”


“Thanks, Sabrina. Oh, my gosh, I got the job! I’m so excited!” Jamilah screamed once again.


Walking over to Sabrina and Jamilah, Darius leaned in and kissed her cheek. “Congratulations, Jamilah.”


“Thank you, Darius.” Sighing with pure satisfaction, Jamilah cried, “Oh boy, oh boy.”


“We have to celebrate, you know,” Sabrina said.


Chuckling to herself as she strolled back to the easy-chair, Jamilah flopped back into it. “I’m so happy, I could croak.”


“Come on, J, we’ve got to celebrate. We’ll take you to dinner,” Sabrina said as she moved back across the room to stand in front of Jamilah.


Finally shrugging off her coat, she said, “Oh, no, that’s okay, guys. I’m okay.”


“No! We’re going to take you to dinner, right, Darius?” Sabrina turned to him.


“Yeah, come on, Jamilah. This definitely calls for a celebration.”


“I don’t want to impose on you two.”


“How would you be imposing? You’d do the same for me,” Sabrina pointed out. “As a matter of fact, you did. When I got this job with Bryce, you took me out to celebrate.”


Sabrina was the personal assistant to the president of a large brokerage house on Wall Street.


Darius added, “Yeah, Jamilah, you deserve this. Sabrina told me how much you wanted this spot. And the way you walked in that door a minute ago, with your head down, looking all dejected... I think this would be the perfect way to cap off this great news.”


Looking over at him, she thought, Damn, he’s fine! Sabrina sure is lucky to have found such a sweet guy. Then, speaking directly to him, she asked, “Are you sure you don’t mind?”


“Do we mind?” Sabrina asked incredulously. “Girl, you know how we do. You’re my girl, and I’d do anything for you and we’re going out to toast your new job. Now come on.”


Reaching out and pulling Jamilah up from the chair, Sabrina directed, “We’ll go to Michaels in midtown. Darius knows the guy who owns the place.”


“Oh, that place is so expensive,” Jamilah grumbled.


Looking at Darius with a sugary, sweet smile, Sabrina stated, “Don’t worry about it. Darius can afford it. Can’t you, baby?”


Embarrassed by Sabrina’s statement, Jamilah frowned, but Darius just smiled. “Don’t worry about it, Jamilah.”


“But don’t we need a reservation?” she questioned.


“I told you he knows the guy who owns the place. We’ll get a table. We always do,” Sabrina stated confidently.


Looking at Darius questioningly, Jamilah watched him nod his head before she sighed.


“Come on,” Sabrina urged.


“Well, if we’re going to go there, I need to change. Do you guys mind waiting?” Jamilah humbly asked.


“Of course not,” Sabrina answered for Darius. “Sit down, baby,” she said, waving her hand in his direction. “Come on, J. Let’s see what you’re gonna wear.” Grabbing Jamilah by the hand like an anxious little girl, Sabrina led her back to her bedroom.


Once they were behind closed doors, Jamilah turned to her. “Sabrina, I’ve got to call Mommy and let her know I got the job. I’ll just be a second.”


“Go ’head.”


A registered nurse by profession, Jamilah’s mother, Alexia Witherspoon, lived outside of Atlanta, Georgia with her husband of nine months, Frank Witherspoon, Jr. She and Frank had moved there five months earlier. Before their relocation, Alexia and Jamilah would talk on the telephone nearly every day, and when Alexia first moved away, they had continued their frequent phone calls until they both came to realize it was too expensive, so they now conversed via the Internet, mostly.


Growing up, Jamilah had been the only child of her previously unmarried mother with no knowledge of, or contact from, her father. Abandoning the scene when Alexia told him of his impending fatherhood, at twenty years old and in her third year of college, and although crushed by his abandonment, Alexia knew she would do neither herself nor her child any good by harboring ill feelings for him, so she put him out of her mind before Jamilah’s arrival into the world. With her family’s unwavering love and support, Alexia was able to graduate from college and obtain her R.N. status, thereby affording her a means of earning a comfortable salary so she could care for herself and her young daughter.


As a little girl, Jamilah had inquired about her father only once. Alexia, having made a point of always been being honest with her daughter, had told her the truth, but without antagonism. Refusing to beat the man down about his irresponsibility, Alexia’s thinking was that it was truly his loss alone.


With the help of her father, Alexia was able to buy a modest three-bedroom house across the street from Sabrina’s family when Jamilah was four years old. Alexia and Dolly Richardson had never really become good friends, but the girls had taken an instant liking to one another despite their widely contrasted upbringings.


Sabrina was the only daughter and youngest child of Dr. Martin Richardson and his socialite wife, Dolly. Whereas Jamilah’s mother often had to penny-pinch to make ends meet, Sabrina’s family was relatively well off. While Alexia was busy at the hospital sometimes working double shifts, Dolly Richardson split her days between carpooling kids, sharing gossip at afternoon teas with the other housewives in the neighborhood and planning dinner parties for her husband’s colleagues.


When Jamilah was thirteen years old, Alexia began dating Frank Witherspoon, Jr., a retired Army captain. He was, in fact, the only father Jamilah had ever known and she loved him dearly. He and Alexia met when he was hospitalized after a car accident and she was his attending nurse. When he had first asked Alexia to move back to his home in Georgia after their marriage, she had been totally against it. Not wanting to leave her only child alone in New York City, Jamilah had finally convinced Alexia that she should go, telling her, “I’m not a baby anymore, Mommy, and you’ve sacrificed enough of your life for me. Now I want you to have your own happiness,” knowing she would never have to worry about her mother as long as Frank was around. She missed not being able to just pick up and go by their house, but every time she spoke to Alexia, Jamilah could hear how happy she was now that she was living her life for herself; that was enough for Jamilah.


Frank answered her call. “Hi, Frank,” Jamilah said happily.


“Hey, sweetheart. How you doin’ up there?”


“I’m. doing great! I got the job. I was just calling to give you guys the good news.”


“That’s beautiful, baby. I knew you’d get it.”


“Hi, Frank,” Sabrina yelled in the background.


“Tell the glamour girl I said, hi.”


Jamilah relayed, “Hi, glamour girl.” Sabrina laughed. “So, how’re you doing?” Jamilah then asked Frank.


“I’m pretty good. Just got back in from a day of fishing a little while ago. You should see these catfish I caught. Lexi’s gonna make us some fritters tonight. Too bad you’re not here to have some.”


“That’s okay; y’all better save me some. I’ll be down in a few months.” Jamilah laughed.


Laughing with her, Frank replied, “Yeah, okay. I’ll put some in the freezer for you.”


“Is Mommy there?”


“Yeah, hold on, baby. Here she comes with her fine self.”


Jamilah heard her mother say, “Will you stop?” Then, “Hi, sweetie. How you doin’?”


“I got the job, Mommy!”


“Oh, congratulations, baby. I’m so proud of you. I knew you’d get it.”


“Hi, Mommy!” Sabrina yelled over Jamilah’s shoulder to Alexia.


“Is that Sabrina?”


“Yeah.”


“Tell her I said, hi.”


“Hi, Sabrina. I can’t talk long, Mommy, ’cause Brie and her boyfriend are taking me out to dinner to celebrate, but I wanted to call you to let you know.”


“Well, I’m glad you did. That’s so wonderful. When do you start?”


“In two weeks.”


With her mouth away from the phone Alexia scolded, “Will you stop, Frank?” Then to Jamilah, “This man is a mess.”


“Sounds like I interrupted something,” Jamilah teased.


“If he keeps messing with me, there’s not going to be anything to interrupt.”


With a chuckle, she responded, “Well, listen, Mommy, I’ve got to run, ’cause they’re waiting for me to get dressed. I’ll talk to you this weekend, okay?”


“Okay, sweetheart. I’m happy for you and I miss you.”


“I miss you, too.”


“I love you, baby.”


“I love you, too, Mommy. Give Frank a hug for me. Bye.” When Jamilah hung up the telephone she said to Sabrina, “Frank is something else. I think he’s trying to get his swerve on.”


Sabrina laughed. “I heard that!”


“Hey, Brie, you know, we can go somewhere else. That place Michaels is so expensive.”


“I told you Darius can afford it. Stop worrying about it,” Sabrina reiterated with an off-handed wave. Already at Jamilah’s closet, she was going through her clothes looking for an outfit for her friend. “Ooh, wear this.”


Pulling out a black and shimmering gold spandex dress with a low princess neckline and long sleeves, she held up one of Jamilah’s favorite dresses.


“No, that’s too dressy. I’ll just put on my green velour pantsuit.”


“Oh, yeah, that’s cool.”


With her high sense of style and keen eye for fashion, Jamilah had always felt that Sabrina could be the commissioner of the fashion police. She never hesitated to tell Jamilah when she thought her outfit was not appropriately chic. Although Jamilah’s taste in clothes was perfectly fine, she did not spend time worrying about what the latest trend in clothing was or what other people would think about what she was wearing the way Sabrina did. Quality, comfort and how a garment looked on her full frame were what mattered to her.


“Why don’t you pin your locks up?”


Jamilah often pinned her hair up in various styles, depending on where she was going and the mood she was in. Since they were celebrating and she was dressing up a bit, she agreed with Sabrina’s suggestion.


Minutes later, as she stood in front of her bedroom mirror adjusting her clothes, Jamilah turned to Sabrina and said, “Hey, Brie, I hope you realize what a good man you’ve got in Darius. It’s really nice of him to do this.”


As she sat on Jamilah’s bed touching up her nail polish, Sabrina dryly replied, “Chile, that man will do anything I tell him to. I’ve got him wrapped around my little finger.”


“Don’t you care about him, though?”


Offhandedly, “Yeah, he’s all right. He’s a little soft for my taste, but he’ll do until something better comes along. Besides, he knows if he wants some, he’d better do the right thing.”


Surprised, Jamilah asked, “You’ve never slept with him?”


“Nope.”


“Doesn’t he ask?”


“Oh, yeah. He’s always trying, but I’m making him wait,” Sabrina said with a wicked grin. “It’s always better to make them beg for it.”


“How long have you been seeing him?”


“A little over two months.”


“You don’t think he’ll get tired of waiting, especially considering that he’s so generous with you?” Jamilah asked.


“Hey, if he does, he can get lost. I’m not sleeping with anyone who doesn’t do right by me, ’cause let me tell you, I know he can afford to do a whole lot more for me than he does, but since he’s holding out, so am I,” Sabrina said indignantly.


Jamilah chuckled. “You’re something else, girl. I don’t know if I could resist a man that sweet and that fine for too long.”


“Honey, he ain’t all that. I told you, he’s a pushover. I like my men to have a little bit of backbone.”


“Did you ever consider that maybe he has genuine feelings for you and he’s waiting for you out of respect?” Jamilah posed.


“Of course, he has genuine feelings for me. I don’t have time for anyone playing games. That’s my department,” Sabrina said with that same wicked grin.


Shaking her head, Jamilah said, “One day you’re gonna run into the wrong man with that attitude. You’d better be careful whose feelings you play with.”


“I’ll worry about that when the time comes. So far, I’m batting a thousand, don’t you think?”




Chapter 4


Dinner that evening was an event. Although Jamilah. was very impressed with the atmosphere and décor of the restaurant, as well as with the food and service, she initially felt like a “sixth” toe. Sensing her discomfort, Darius went out of his way to make her feel at ease. Jamilah was a little embarrassed at the way Sabrina seemed to fall all over him while they were out, though. She really thought Sabrina was overdoing the affection thing, especially since she knew Sabrina’s real feelings for Darius.


When they arrived at Michaels, the maitre d’ immediately inquired about their reservation. It was clear to see that the restaurant was very busy on this night. Before Darius could speak, however, Sabrina chimed, “We’re friends of the owner. He told us to come in anytime and not to worry about reservations.”


Clearly discomfited by Sabrina’s brashness, Darius was the picture of humility, however, when he spoke. “If you don’t have a table available right now, we’ll wait at the bar.”


“Well,” looking at the reservations list briefly, then looking out into the busy restaurant, the maitre d’ stated, “I believe I can accommodate you, sir. If you’ll fust give me a moment.”


“Thank you. By the way, is Mr. Michaels here?” Darius asked.


“No, sir. He’s gone for the evening.”


“All right. We’ll be at the bar.”


They moved into the smoky sitting room where Darius immediately ordered cocktails for each of them. Fortunately, they only had to wait about ten minutes before they were seated.


Once seated, Darius ordered a bottle of Moët & Chandon to toast Jamilah’s new job and, although Sabrina dominated most of the conversation throughout dinner, Jamilah tried to have a good time anyway. Looking across the table at her two hosts, she could see that Darius did, indeed, have very real feelings for Sabrina. That being the case, she felt a little sorry for him, especially knowing that Sabrina’s feelings were superficial, if not completely a lie.


Suddenly, and to her surprise, Darius spoke directly to her. “Jamilah, what are you doing this weekend?”


“Me? Nothing,” she quickly answered.


“Oh, good. You can come with us to this dance Saturday night,” Sabrina interjected.


“What dance?”


“A friend of mine is a member of the Association of Black Accountants and they host a spring dance every year which includes a full-course dinner,” Darius explained. “It would be great if you came. I’m sure you’d have a good time.”


“No, that’s okay. You know what they say, ’three’s a crowd.’”


“Hey, there’ll be so many people there, you won’t even have to worry about that.”


“Yeah, J. Besides, Darius has a friend I think you’ll like,” Sabrina added. “Darius, Mike’ll be there, won’t he?”


“Yeah, he’ll be there, but I’m not into matchmaking.”


“Oh, come on. All you have to do is introduce them. They’ll do the rest.”


Jamilah firmly stated, “I’m not into being match-made, either, and I don’t like blind dates.”


“It won’t be a blind date. Like Darius said, there’ll be plenty of people there so if you don’t like Mike, don’t worry about it.”


“I don’t know. How much are the tickets?” Jamilah asked.


“Darius’ll get the tickets,” Sabrina volunteered.


Rolling her eyes at Sabrina, Jamilah looked across the table and asked again, “Darius, how much are the tickets?”


“Don’t worry about it. I’ve got it.”


“No. You don’t have to pay for mine.”


“Jamilah, I’ve got it,” he insisted.


Sighing, she shook her head, “You’re too generous.”


He smiled appreciatively.


“Is it a formal?”


“Semi-formal,” Sabrina answered.


“Can I think about it? I’ll let you know before Friday,” Jamilah said to Darius.


He responded, “Sure.”


Sabrina, however, impatiently exclaimed, “Oh, come on, J! You need to get out. When’s the last time you went dancing? Besides, you’re not going to meet any men sitting up in that damn apartment all night.”


Embittered and embarrassed by Sabrina’s carping attack, Jamilah was thoroughly incensed. She needed no reminder that there was no man in her life; that there hadn’t been one in her life in a damn long time. She certainly didn’t need it broadcast in this restaurant.


With her head moving to emphasize each word, Jamilah stated, “I don’t remember telling you I was trying to meet any,” in an indignant tone as she stared icily at Sabrina.


Not at all put off by Jamilah’s tone or the look on her face, Sabrina threw back, “Well, you obviously aren’t.”


Angrily, “And why the hell is that your concern?”


Knowing that if he did not intercede, this little spat could escalate into World War III, Darius quickly interjected, “Ladies.” He glanced at Sabrina with a disapproving frown and an admonitory shake of his head, before he turned to Jamilah. “You can let me know by Friday, J. That’s fine.”


“Thank you.” With her anger growing steadily, Jamilah had to get away from Sabrina because she was afraid she would cause a scene if she stayed there. Rising suddenly, “Excuse me. I’ll be back.” She started toward the ladies’ lounge.


“Sabrina, you didn’t have to say that to her,” Darius gently scolded. “I think you embarrassed her.”


“Good. Maybe she’ll get up off her butt and do something about her situation.”


“Did it ever occur to you that she might not want to date anyone right now?”


“Look, you don’t know her, Darius. I do. I’ve known Jamilah for almost thirty years, long before either of us could spell our names. I live with her and I’m the one who has to listen to her whining about how she can never meet a nice man. How the hell is she ever going to meet anyone sitting at home?”


“Yeah, but you didn’t have to embarrass her like that. Maybe she didn’t want me to know that,” Darius considerately suggested.


Sucking her teeth indifferently, “Yeah, well it’s a little too late now.”




Chapter 5


After much consideration, Jamilah decided to attend the spring dance with Sabrina and Darius. Although she would never admit it to Sabrina, she was tired of sitting up in their apartment by herself. She’d grown weary of the solo movie runs, also. Besides that, how many times could she expect to go out with Sabrina and Darius without Sabrina eventually coming to resent her? Despite the fact that Sabrina didn’t really care about him—at least not the way he cared about her—Jamilah also knew that she would not hesitate to tell her to get lost if she thought Jamilah was getting too comfortable in his presence.


Indeliberately, Jamilah was actually looking forward to meeting Darius’ friend, Mike. Sabrina told her he was a doctor at St. Vincent’s Hospital, and that he also had his own practice in Harlem. According to her, he was even better-looking than Darius. She said Mike was not as tall as Darius but was taller than her and had a great body with muscles everywhere.


After struggling to decide what to wear, Jamilah settled for the black and gold spandex dress that Sabrina had initially suggested the night they had taken her to dinner. She loved the way this dress clung to her body. Although she was not thin like Sabrina, she was quite shapely. Her stomach was flat and firm for the most part, and this dress exposed her cleavage without being too revealing, and hugged her round hips comfortably. Due to her height, Jamilah often wore longer dresses, but the just-above-the-knee length of this one exposed her long, shapely legs. Slipping her feet into the black and gold peau de soie pumps with. the two-inch heels, she prayed they would behave. The last thing she wanted to worry about tonight was her feet hurting. It had been too long since she had been dancing and she was actually looking forward to doing so all night.


Jamilah pulled her locks up in a French roll but left a few loose in front to form a bang that hung down on the left side of her face. For an added touch she stuck a gold comb in her hair.


Reaching into the jewelry box that rested on top of her dresser, Jamilah decided on the one and a half-carat diamond solitaire necklace that her parents Alexia and Frank had given her when she graduated from college. It was small but elegant and did not detract too much from her natural beauty. She liked simple jewelry, nothing too large or flamboyant. Adding a pair of diamond studs to her ears, she next put the thin diamond tennis bracelet she had treated herself to when she got her Christmas bonus two years ago, on her right wrist. On her left wrist, she added her gold-tone and rhinestone watch-bracelet with the mother-of-pearl face.


Jamilah seldom wore make-up. She usually reserved such excesses for special occasions. This was one. With expert ability, despite the infrequency of it, she put on eyeliner and mascara and added a soft burgundy color to her lips. When her make-up application was completed, Jamilah stepped back and took a long, appraising look at herself. Noticing the seam of her dress was a little crooked, she corrected it. Turning left, then right, then completely away from the mirror but looking over her shoulder to check out the back, she thought with a smile, You go, girl.


She grabbed her everyday pocketbook from the bed and removed her wallet and keys. From her closet she pulled down her black and gold beaded dinner bag, and put her lipstick, wallet and keys inside, knowing that it would not hold much more than those few items.


“Okay, I’m ready,” she said to herself.


She left her bedroom and headed straight to the living room. Unaware that anyone had entered the apartment, she was surprised to see Darius and his friend standing just inside the front door.


“Hey, Jamilah,” Darius said brightly.


Sabrina turned to face her. A smile spread across her face when she saw Jamilah and an unspoken message passed between the two women with Sabrina’s wink. Despite how angry Sabrina made her at times, Jamilah was always happy to get a nod of approval from her friend.


“Hi, Darius. I didn’t hear the door.”


“I ran downstairs to check the mail and they were coming in,” Sabrina pointed out.


“Oh. Anything for me?”


“Nope. No mail. Mike, this is my roommate and best friend, Jamilah Parsons. Jamilah, this is Darius’ friend, Mike Francis.”


Jamilah stepped over to them and extended her hand with the introduction. “Hi, Mike. Nice to meet you.”


Mike extended his hand but his handshake was weak. “How you doin’?” he stiffly asked.


Sabrina was right about one thing; Mike was fine, but Jamilah didn’t think he looked better than Darius. His skin was fair and the reddish-brown hair on his head and face looked freshly trimmed. Sabrina had said he was taller than she was, but his stockiness made him look shorter, in her opinion. With a physique rivaling that of a weightlifter, he was generously built. Although Jamilah had heard on the radio that the temperature was close to freezing, Mike was not wearing a coat, and his suit—despite obviously being top of the line—made him look a little absurd. She thought to herself that he would probably look better in tight shorts and a muscle shirt.


Knowing immediately that he was not for her, especially after that handshake, Jamilah was polite nevertheless.


“Well, I must say you ladies are looking very lovely this evening,” Darius said sincerely as he put a hand around Sabrina’s waist.


“Thank you,” Jamilah said with a shy smile.


“Thank you, baby.”


Her usual glamorous self, Sabrina was wearing a long satin tuxedo jacket of shimmering bronze over a crinkled ankle-length bronze silk skirt. On her feet were t-strap peau de soie heels that were the exact same shade of bronze as the jacket and skirt. Her long black hair was curled and fell easily over her shoulders like a waterfall. As always, her face was expertly made up and her costume jewelry, although never ostentatious, quite noticeably matched her entire outfit perfectly.


“Do you guys want anything to drink before we leave?” Jamilah offered.


“No, thanks, Jamilah,” Darius said.


“Mike?”


“No, thank you.”


“Are we ready?” Jamilah asked, looking over at Sabrina.


“I am. Just let me get my purse.”


Jamilah moved to the closet and removed her brown mouton coat. As she started to don the outer garment, Darius moved to help her.


“Thank you, Darius.”


“You’re welcome,” he said with a warm smile.


Jamilah thought his friend could probably take some lessons in being a gentleman from Darius.


Reaching past her, he then removed Sabrina’s coat from the closet. As she returned to the living room, he held it up so she could slip her arms inside.


“Thank you, baby.”


He kissed her gently on her neck as he whispered, “You’re welcome.”


The 12th Annual Association of Black Accountants Spring Benefit was held at the Marriott Marquis Hotel in midtown Manhattan. While waiting to enter the hall, Jamilah noticed how elegant everyone looked. She noticed, too, the number of extremely handsome solitary men in attendance and hoped Mike would vanish like Copperfield as soon as they got inside. She already knew he was not interested in her, but that was perfect as far as she was concerned. At least I don’t have to worry about him getting in my way, Jamilah thought.


Once they were inside, Darius escorted them to their assigned table. Mike sat down for all of five minutes, then did the first polite thing Jamilah had witnessed him do all night.


“Excuse me, ladies. I see some people I know,” he said as he rose and quickly moved away from them.


Darius was at the bar getting them drinks when Mike walked away.


“Well, I’m glad he’s gone. Hopefully, he’ll stay with his friends,” Jamilah said, as she leaned in closer to Sabrina.


“Yeah, I didn’t realize he was such a jerk. Sorry, hon.”


“Hey, that’s okay. This is a big ocean, and I see plenty other fish,” Jamilah joked.


Giving her a high-five, Sabrina laughed. “That’s right, girl. Oh, yeah, I didn’t tell you, but you look great, J.”


“Thanks, Brie. So do you.”


“Thanks.”


Darius returned to the table then, carrying three glasses in his large hands. Sabrina reached out to grab the one closest to her, so he would not spill them while trying to set them down.


“Where’s Mike?” he asked immediately, as he turned and looked around the large hall for his friend.


“He went to visit some friends,” Sabrina volunteered with a sneer.


“And left y’all here alone?”


“That’s all right, Darius. Everything happens for a reason,” Jamilah said with a smile.


Looking embarrassed and quite uncomfortable, he shook his head. “I’m sorry, Jamilah.”


“Don’t apologize. He’s not my type, anyway.”


He tried a smile but Jamilah could see he still felt bad about his buddy.


Suddenly, Jamilah was approached from, behind. “Excuse me, Miss. Would you like to dance?”


Turning, she looked up and into the eyes of a tall and very handsome brown-skinned man in a tuxedo. A smile of pure satisfaction creased her face. “I’d love to,” she answered.


The gentleman pulled her seat back so she could rise with ease, and offered his hand. Taking it gently and graciously, she let him lead her to the dance floor. As she walked away, she looked back at Sabrina and Darius with a smile and winked.
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It was almost five a.m. when Darius pulled up in front of Sabrina and Jamilah’s apartment building. Jamilah moved to get out of the car as soon as he was parked.


“Oh, gosh,” she grumbled.


“You okay, Jamilah?” Darius inquired as he turned to look at her in the backseat.


“Yeah, but my feet are killing me.”


Smiling, “Well, you were on the floor all night. I guess they’re protesting a bit, huh?”


“More than just a bit. But thanks, Darius. I really had a great time tonight.”


“Hey, you’re welcome. I’m sorry that Mike wasn’t more hospitable.”


Waving her hand, “Don’t apologize for him. It was no skin off my teeth. To be perfectly honest with you, he did me a favor. I didn’t have to sit there pretending to like him.”


“Well, if I’d known he was going to be like that, I wouldn’t have brought him along. I mean he was going to be there anyway, but I wouldn’t have subjected you to him.”


“No, biggie. I had a great time. It’s been too long.”


“Well, I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.”


“I did. Thanks. I’ll see you later.”


“Okay, good night.”


“Good night, Darius. Good night, Brie.”


“I’m coming up,” Sabrina said.


“Oh, okay, but I’ll be asleep by then.” Jamilah laughed.


Once Jamilah had closed the door and started toward the entrance, Darius looked after her and said to Sabrina, “She’s cool. I like her.”


Looking over at him antagonistically, she sneered, “Oh really?”


“Yeah. She’s good people.”


“And what am I?” she sniped.


Darius turned his attention to Sabrina. “What?”


“What am I?”


“What do you mean?”


“You said she’s good people. What am I?”


“You’re good people, too, baby. You’re the best,” he said sensuously as he reached over and caressed her face.


Jerking her face away from his touch, her simmering ire began to surface. “I’ve noticed that you two are becoming quite buddy-buddy.” She could not hide the jealousy she felt in her heart.


“What?”


Yelling, “Have you suddenly lost your hearing? Why is it that I have to repeat everything I say to you?”


“Sabrina, I know you’re not thinking that I’m interested in Jamilah? I know that’s not what you’re thinking, right?”


“What am I supposed to think?”


“What? Did I do something I wasn’t supposed to?”


“It just seems to me like you’ve become quite friendly toward her. I mean, you paid for her ticket to this dance and you seemed to go out of your way to make sure she was comfortable tonight.”


Darius responded in annoyance. “If I remember correctly, Sabrina, you were the one who volunteered me to get her ticket.”


“Yeah, but you didn’t put up much of a fight.”


“What was I supposed to do when you put me on the spot like that? Besides, it wasn’t a big deal. And as far as me going out of my way to make her comfortable, I felt kind of responsible for Mike’s behavior. That’s why I’m not into matchmaking people.”


“Yeah, well, she didn’t seem to be having too bad a time after Mike left us. You didn’t have to fawn over her the way you did.”


Becoming angry now, he spat, “I wasn’t fawning over her.”


“What do you call it?”


“I call it your imagination!” Briefly looking away from her due to his agitation over her unfounded assault, he turned back and said, “You know what, Sabrina, why don’t you go on upstairs, because you’re obviously tired, coming up with all this craziness about me and Jamilah. She’s your best friend and I’m your man. Do you really think I would do something like that to you?”


“It’s been done before,” Sabrina stated calmly.


Banging the steering wheel in frustration, Darius didn’t believe that Jamilah had ever done such a thing. Angrily, he pushed his door open and jumped out of the car, immediately walking around to Sabrina’s side and sharply pulling her door open. He reached in to help her out of the car. When she was standing in front of him, he slammed the door shut and said, “When have I ever disrespected you, Sabrina? When have you ever seen me do anything sneaky and conniving like you’re suggesting?”


Sabrina ignored him.


“Look at me!”


She still would not look at him nor would she speak.


Darius could not believe she was acting this way. Trying to think of a time that night when he had paid an undue amount of attention to Jamilah, he kept coming up blank because he hadn’t. He had been courteous to a fault, but that was not unusual. He had an enormous amount of respect for women, black women, in particular. That was how he was raised. Besides, Jamilah was Sabrina’s friend and since she had always been nice to him, he tried to reciprocate her kindness. He did not see the harm in that.


“Sabrina, look, I’m sorry if you think...” Darius sighed defeatedly. “I’m sorry, okay?”


He loved this woman, but he didn’t know why. Aside from her beauty, he had learned that she was one of the most superficial and selfish people he had ever known. He felt, however, that she just needed someone to look after her, someone who genuinely cared about her. He wanted to be that person. He was sure she had many redeeming qualities that would come to light with the right nurturing. After all, seeing the type of person that Jamilah was and knowing that they had been friends for so many years had to mean something. Sabrina had once told him that she was an only daughter and had two older brothers; she was simply spoiled, he decided. He was aware that he didn’t help matters by giving in to her all the time, but his insecurity left him powerless in her presence.


“Sabrina?”


“Good night, Darius.” Sabrina turned away from him without another word and started toward the building.


As he stood there in stunned silence, a feeling of despair slowly panged at his heart and spread throughout his body uncontrollably. What did I do wrong? He watched as she entered the building and stepped into the waiting elevator. When the door closed, he turned and walked back around to the driver’s seat.


As he started home, he debated with himself about whether he should just forget about her. Hell, if she’s so sure that I would disrespect her like that already, what can I expect from a future with her?




Chapter 6


Jamilah was in the kitchen relatively early Sunday considering what time she had gone to bed. She had awakened feeling ravenous. She had just taken her pancakes off the skillet when the telephone rang. Reaching for the wall phone near the refrigerator, she answered, “Hello.”


“Hey, Jamilah. It’s Darius. How are you?”


“I’m fine, Darius. How you doin’?”


“I’m okay. How’re your feet?”


Laughing out loud, Jamilah replied, “Much better, thank you.”


“That’s good. Is Sabrina there?”


“Yeah. Hold on a minute.”


Jamilah placed the receiver on the counter that separated the kitchen from the dining area and walked back to Sabrina’s bedroom. Knocking on the door once, she then eased it open.


“Hey, Brie, Darius is on the phone.”


“What does he want?”


“I don’t know; I didn’t ask him. Why don’t you pick up the phone and find out.”


Sabrina rolled her eyes at Jamilah, then reached for the extension on her night-stand.


Jamilah closed the door when she heard Sabrina say, “Hello.”


Immediately returning to the kitchen to hang up the phone, Jamilah wondered, What’s her problem? Ever since she had gotten up that morning, she noticed that Sabrina was in one of her moods.


When she’d entered the kitchen upon rising, she’d been surprised to see Sabrina sitting at the dining table drinking a cup of coffee. Considering how-tired she had been, Jamilah had greeted her as cheerfully as she could. Sabrina had barely responded. When Jamilah had inquired as to what was bothering her, Sabrina remained silent. She’d just taken her cup, walked to the kitchen sink and dumped the remainder of her coffee in the basin, then left the kitchen.


“Do you want breakfast?” Jamilah had called behind her. “I’m making pancakes.”


“No.”


Sabrina’s bedroom door had slammed shut immediately after, and she hadn’t left her room since then.


They had been best friends for most of their lives, and growing up, Sabrina had always been the more popular of the two, but in her heart she had always been envious of Jamilah.


When they were kids, Sabrina had been a beautiful little girl and, as she did now, even then she attracted all the boys. The girls had all wanted to be her friend because boys were always hovering around her. Being her mother’s only daughter, she was always dressed in the finest clothes (she’d been selected Best Dressed Female three years in a row when they were in high school), and she was invited to all of the “in” parties.


As a child, Jamilah had always been big for her age and the smarter of the two girls. Having earned straight A’s all through school, she had always been some teacher’s pet, too. When they were kids, Jamilah wanted to be like Sabrina, to have boys fawning over her and girls looking at her with pure, unadulterated envy in their eyes. But when it didn’t happen, she went on with her life. Due to the fact that her skin was dark and she was slightly overweight as a child, Jamilah was overlooked by most boys, unless she was the object of their teasing. Most of Jamilah’s time had been spent either at the library—because she had always had a fierce love of books—or at home with her magic markers and construction paper creating one thing or another. Since Jamilah and her mother had lived across the street from Sabrina’s family from the time the girls were four years old, they had become fast friends despite their differences. Jamilah had always been content simply being Sabrina’s best friend; that had always been enough for her, and although she had never been a part of the “in” crowd, Sabrina had shared all of her confidences with Jamilah before anyone else.


Unbeknownst to Jamilah, Sabrina envied her brains and self-confidence. Jamilah never worried about what people thought about her; she was happy doing what she liked and to hell with whomever didn’t like it. She never felt a need to impress anyone with exaggerated stories or expressions of affection. With Jamilah, it had always been “what you see is what you get.” Sabrina didn’t feel secure unless she was included in all the right cliques.


Although she hadn’t been dating anyone for close to six months now, the relationships Jamilah had had in the past had been meaningful ones. The few men she had known had remained her friends even after their relationships ended and every so often she would get a call from one or another to see how she was. Sabrina knew plenty of men but she had never had a relationship that lasted much more than a year; most, not even that long. When she and her men broke up, it was for good; there was no communication and certainly no friendship. Sabrina had no friends who were men; with her it was always “what can you do for me?” and if the answer was nothing, she had nothing to do with you.


Despite her selfish ways, Jamilah loved Sabrina like a sister and, like sisters, they had their occasional fall-outs. Whenever Sabrina got in one of her moods though, like today, Jamilah steered clear of her. She did not know the origins of Sabrina’s sour disposition and she would not ask. She knew when, or if, Sabrina wanted to talk to her about whatever was bothering her, she would. Jamilah figured, however, that it had something to do with Darius, although she could not imagine what it could be. As she took her plate to the dining table and sat down to eat, Jamilah wondered, could they have had an argument after I left them last night, and if so, about what? Sabrina could be so temperamental sometimes, that Jamilah knew it could have been the littlest thing that had set her off and poor Darius, not really knowing the “real” Sabrina, would be completely unprepared for her attack.
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