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INTRO






It is said that the admission of ignorance is the beginning of wisdom. Over the past couple of years my life has been turned inside out and so has my soul. It began on a night when my wife, Alicia, was hosting a poker party with a group of friends. They called themselves “The Office Girls.”


I was supposed to be securely tucked away in my sanctuary, the basement as it is more commonly called, while the office girls had their gala upstairs. Unbeknownst to my wife, the ventilating system in our home also served as a hidden microphone. As long as they were in the den I could hear practically everything that they said. I could also sneak out of the basement and walk in the backyard and see what they were doing as well. I know what I was doing was deceptive but I wanted to understand the behavior of women when they were not in the company of men. I convinced myself that it was all for the benefit of science.


The office girls arrived and they were in rare form. They pulled out the cigars, the beer, the liquor; the whole nine yards. Alicia had a huge round table delivered. I don’t know how they got that big thing through the doors, but they did.


I gave them an hour or so to settle in and then I snuck in the backyard and hid behind a tall bush. The bush was in front of a long picture window that was almost from the floor to the ceiling. My eyes became crossed as I tried to peek through the window with one eye. I thought hearing them would be a problem because I was outside but they were so loud I could hear them clearly.


They sat in a circle from left to right; Alicia, Wanda, Lisa, Susan, Pam, Darsha, Cynthia, Valerie, Tina, and Tazzy. It didn’t take long before they were drunk or at least acting drunk. I must admit, I don’t think Alicia was acting. I think she was completely and absolutely, drunk!


“All right! All right!” Alicia said. “It’s time for everybody to tell a secret they’ve never told anybody else.”


“Not tonight, Alicia,” Valerie said while shaking her head.


“Can we just play cards?” Darsha asked.


“You already know everything about me,” Susan added.


“Well, you already know everything you’re going to know about me, so don’t even turn your discussion this way,” Cynthia said.


“Me too!” Tina shouted.


“Me three!” Darsha followed.


“This is what tonight is supposed to be about, we, as women, sharing our secrets. I’ll start it off and I hope the rest of you follow suit.”


“No it ain’t, Alicia,” Valerie said, “tonight is supposed to be about getting paid!”


“Anyway, I’ll go first and somebody better go next,” Lisa said.


“Go ’head, girl,” Wanda urged.


“Lately I’ve been finding good men but they can’t seem to match where I am economically.”


“Economically?” Wanda asked. “Just go on and say they broke.”


“I won’t say broke, but they can’t bring what I can to the table.”


“But what if they love you, or treat you the way you want to be treated?”




“If they can’t match what I bring to the table there’s no way they can treat me the way I want to be treated, Cynthia.”


“Come on, y’all, don’t turn this wonderful night into a female pity party!” Valerie whined.


“I’m serious,” Lisa said. “If I bring the biscuit he better at least bring the butter.”


“Good point,” Valerie said. “Now let’s get back to the game.”


“No, my turn,” Alicia sighed. “I love my husband, but I’m scared to death my marriage is not going to work.”


“Dayum!” Valerie snapped.


I was stunned. I thought our marriage was perfect. I think even the office girls were surprised by Alicia’s little secret. The room was quiet and all attention was on her.


“Why would you think that, Alicia?” Cynthia asked.


“I don’t know,” Alicia said while playing with her chips. “I just never had a healthy relationship with a man and I’m not sure if the problem is me or them. I’m just afraid.”


“Wow!” Pam looked concerned. “But you can have any man you want.”


“That’s not my problem. My problem is what I want from a man and what that man wants from me are two different things. I mean my own father didn’t want me.”


“Damn!” Darsha said. “I didn’t see that coming.”


I didn’t see it coming either. I was numb from head to toe. I had never heard anything negative about her father or our marriage. If anyone should have picked up on those signs it should have been me. But I didn’t.


“I’ll be fine though, if it doesn’t work, then it’s nothing new,” Alicia said discouragingly. “I’m preparing for the worst.”


“Where is this coming from?” Cynthia asked.


“From my heart,” Alicia spoke softly.




“Girl, Johnny loves you and that’s all that matters.” Cynthia hugged Alicia.


“You gon’ be okay?” Valerie said as she picked up the deck of cards.


“I’ll be fine.”


“Then let’s get back to the game!”


The card game resumed and I was about to go back to my sanctuary when Pam mumbled something that momentarily interrupted their game and my return to the basement.


“I wanna say something,” Pam whispered.


“You?” Alicia sounded surprised that Pam wanted to be open with the group.


“Yeah, me,” Pam said. “But once I get this out I don’t ever want this to be brought up again!”


“Go ’head on, my niggah,” Wanda said as she blew circles of smoke from the tip of her cigar.


“Just say it!” Darsha said anxiously.


“Come on now, y’all, I’m winning.” Valerie was becoming very annoyed. “Are we here to play cards or have an open mike session on our broken hearts?”


“You’re so insensitive,” Susan said.


“You’re so insensitive,” Valerie sarcastically mocked Susan.


“Go ’head, Pam, I want to hear this.” Tina turned her chair in Pam’s direction.


“Well, I can’t tell you everything but there’s something I’ve been wanting to share ever since we became close, but I can’t.”


“Oh yes you can! You done already interrupted our poker game now!” Valerie said.


“Anyway, I, uh, when I was young, before I had my son, I had a little girl and I gave her up for adoption.”




“DAYUM!” Darsha shouted.


“DAMN!” Wanda screamed.


“Are you serious?” Cynthia asked.


“Let me finish, y’all!” Pam interrupted. “This ain’t easy for me.”


“We’re listening,” Tazzy assured Pam. “Continue.”


“The main reason why I’m having a hard time forgiving my mother about giving me up for adoption is because I did the same thing to my child. It eats me up inside. My child’s father and I fought during my pregnancy and I didn’t think he wanted the child. I didn’t want to raise a child alone so eventually I had to give her up for adoption. He wasn’t there for me! My father wasn’t there! No man has ever been there for me. And I’m pissed off to this day because of it!”


Pam slammed her fists on the table making the poker chips fly in the air.


“Calm the hell down, Pam! That ain’t gon’ help nobody!” Valerie shouted while grabbing her poker chips.


“Get that girl a valium.” Wanda laughed.


“You okay, Pam?” Cynthia asked.


“I feel better. Much better.” Pam smiled.


“You okay for real, Pam?” Valerie asked.


“I’m good.”


“Okay, back to the game.”


Pam sat out the rest of the game and watched as the other office girls continued to play competitively. They had different poker chips worth ten cents, twenty-five cents and one dollar. They started off playing for fun, but the longer they played, the more serious the game became and Alicia was the biggest loser. Wanda had taken over as the biggest winner and she was ready to close out in style.




“Whose turn is it to deal?” Tina asked.


“Mine!” Wanda shouted.


“You just dealt, Wanda!” Darsha shouted back.


“I got to make this money!” Wanda shouted.


“I need this money more than you, Wanda,” Alicia said.


“No the hell you don’t! I got to feed those big-mouth kids of mine. Yo’ skinny ass don’t even eat!”


“Here we go.” Alicia laughed.


“I’m serious, y’all,” Wanda said as she shuffled her cards in her hands. “Them dam’ kids will eat hell off the cross and reach back for the crown!”


“I have no idea what that means, Wanda.” Susan chuckled.


“You ain’t suppose to know, Snow White.”


“I got kids.” Tina tried to take some of Wanda’s poker chips. “Let me win.”


“Niggah, I’ll cut that hand off!” Wanda grabbed Tina’s hand. “You got kids, but you got good kids. Kids that won’t rob you in yo’ sleep if they need lunch money. My kids are bad! When I whoop their asses, they try to whoop mine back. That’s why I keep my taser handy and when them little son-of-a-bitches get outta line I tase them!”


“Wanda, stop lying!” Valerie said.


“Y’all heffas gon’ start believin’ what I tell you, when I tell you!” Wanda went into her purse and pulled out a taser gun.


“Girl, you know that’s not real,” Lisa said.


Wanda held the taser in the air and cut it on. “Now! Who want to be the first to get they ass stung to see if it’s real or not?”


Wanda stood up from the table and started to chase the office girls around the room. She pinned Susan in a corner and pointed the taser gun at her.




“You better quit playing, Wanda!” Susan held her hands in front of her, keeping Wanda at a distance.


“Come on, Snow White.”


Tazzy walked behind Wanda and tried to knock the taser out of her hand.


“Put that thing down before you hurt somebody, girl!” Tazzy laughed.


When Tazzy didn’t knock the gun out of Wanda’s hand, Wanda turned toward her and pointed the gun in her direction.


“Oh, I see,” Wanda walked closer to Tazzy, “you gon’ turn your back on a sister for Snow White.”


“You better stop, Wanda.” Tazzy backed up and stood behind Valerie. “Get that fool, Val.”


“Don’t be standing behind me, Tazzy!” Valerie pushed Tazzy away and ran in the opposite direction.


Everybody scattered in different directions, running away from Wanda. Tina was still sitting her seat, laughing hysterically. Tazzy ran behind Tina’s chair, separating herself from Wanda.


“Y’all get away from me!” Tina shouted.


“Wanda, stop it!” Tazzy laughed.


“Too late now! You tried to go against the people! Once you go white, you know you ain’t right!” Wanda kept pointing the taser closer and closer to Tazzy.


Tina jumped out of her chair and ran past Wanda, leaving Tazzy with just the chair between her and the taser.


“Okay, Wanda,” Tazzy said, breathing hard. “What do you want, ol’ crazy girl?”


“Now we talking,” Wanda said, “I want your chips! Poker and potato! And, um, I want your jacket.”


“Wanda, your big ass can’t fit that girl’s jacket!” Valerie said.




“Again, with the insults.” Wanda turned toward Valerie and ran in her direction.


“I ain’t runnin’ from your big ass!”


Valerie stepped to the side and pushed Wanda on the couch. Wanda fell on the taser, accidentally firing it into her side.


“AAAAAH, SHIT!” Wanda screamed. “OH LAWD HAVE MERCY!”


Wanda collapsed on the couch and her body started to convulse. Her eyes went back into her head, and she kept moaning. I wanted to run into the house to her aid but I didn’t want Alicia to know I had been spying on them. She didn’t seemed to be injured so I stayed outside. And to be frankly honest, it was funny as hell.


“Oh my God!” Tazzy said while running to Wanda’s side. “What did you do, Val?”


“I ain’t do nothin’.” Valerie kneeled beside Wanda and held her hand. “Wanda, you all right?”


“Give her some room to breathe,” Lisa said while putting a cool paper towel on Wanda’s forehead. “She’ll be okay, just give her some room to breathe.”


Tazzy and Valerie backed away as Lisa continued to talk to Wanda.


“Wanda?” Lisa rubbed her arm. “Wanda, you okay, baby?”


“Aw,” Wanda moaned over and over. “What happened?”


“Sit up, baby.” Lisa helped Wanda sit up.


“When I find out which one of you bitches shot me with that thang I’m gon’ kick yo’ ass!” Wanda said as she rubbed her side.


“That’s what y’all get for always playing so much!” Cynthia sat on the other side of Wanda and held her hand.


“That’s what I get?” Wanda asked Cynthia. “I almost died!”




“You didn’t almost die, Wanda,” Darsha said. “You just got shocked.”


“Just got shocked?” Wanda asked Darsha. “I just went beyond and back. I saw the bright light and everythang!”


“If you don’t shut the hell up I’m gon’ tase your ass again!” Valerie said.


“Yes sir!” Wanda said.


“Yo’ fried ass layin’ up here still talkin’ shit!”


“Leave me alone, Cleo,” Wanda joked as she put her taser back in her purse.


“Who the hell is Cleo?” Valerie asked.


“Ha! Ha! Ha!” Darsha laughed. “That’s Queen Latifah in Set It Off!”


“Give me that dam’ taser!” Valerie tried to snatch the taser out of Wanda’s purse.


“Get this man off of me!” Wanda screamed.


The office girls continued to babble as I walked back to my basement and sat in deep thought. Shortly thereafter, I heard Alicia coming down the stairs.


“You okay down here, baby?” Alicia asked.


I wanted to say hell no, but I pretended everything was fine.


“Yeah, sweetheart, I’m fine.”


“Okay.” Alicia smiled. “I was just checking on you.”


She started to run back up the stairs and then I called her back.


“Alicia!” I yelled.


“Yeah, baby.” Alicia peeked her head around the banister.


“Are you happy?” I said. “I mean, are you happy with our marriage?”


“I couldn’t be happier.”




She looked me right in my face and lied. If she could open up and be honest with her friends, why couldn’t she be honest with me? Women always complain about opening up and being honest but I guess that means they want men to open up to them. Alicia went back upstairs excited and happy while I sat in my basement, confused and bewildered. I thought I understood the nature of a woman. The way they thought. The way they behaved. The way they reacted. Apparently, I didn’t know shit.


There are over six billion people in the world and we are separated by only a mere six degrees. In the grander scheme of life, six degrees out of three hundred and sixty degrees can be construed as minuscule. But each journey begins with a solitary degree, or a solitary step. It all depends on those whom you meet along the way. Each person that you meet connects the three hundred and sixty-degree circle from your origination to your destination. Case in point, the journey to find one’s self can be a pilgrimage around the world or a walk from the backyard to the basement.















CHAPTER ONE






My name is Johnson Forrester. I am a former National Football League player. Today, I have a bachelor’s degree in business management, a master’s degree in sociology, and a doctorate degree in psychology. As a psychologist, I specialize in the emotional, behavioral and mental processes of the human psyche. Until recently, I had been a mental health clinician for the prison system. I have analyzed hundreds of men, both during their incarceration and their transition from prisoner to citizen.


Having achieved a respectful career in my field, I was encouraged by my mentor, Dr. Warren Glover, to start my private practice. He had recently retired and wanted to leave the mental health care of his newest patients in the hands of someone he trusted. Building a trusting relationship with new patients in the field of psychology is very important to the growth of their willingness to communicate. Dr. Glover thought I would be a perfect fit.


Taking Dr. Glover’s advice, I started my own private practice in the city of Atlanta, Georgia. Atlanta wasn’t far from the prison I was working for, and I needed to branch off and expand my career. Not to mention, I also had family in the area.




I was initially apprehensive because I wasn’t just opening a new office, I was beginning a new type of practice altogether. Assuming responsibility for Dr. Glover’s old patients meant that my new patients would be women and women only. Having never had female patients on a consistent basis, my familiarity with the female psyche was undetermined. I contemplated the probability of being unsuccessful but failure was not an option for me. Failure could mean losing my professional reputation, God forbid, wiping out my life’s savings.


Getting my practice up and running was more challenging than I had anticipated but where there’s a will, there’s a way. My wife and friends helped where they could and, before I knew it, I was standing in my office staring at my degrees on the wall.


I reminisced over the years it had taken me to arrive at this point, the disappointments, the extremely hard work, and then I smiled. Because in the end, the final step of your journey is what it’s all about. It’s not about the road you’ve traveled, because life doesn’t allow you to turn around and go back. It’s about your final destination. It’s about where your life ends up.


Ironically, my journey to becoming a psychologist began on the couch and not in the classroom. Earlier in my life, I was diagnosed and treated for erotomania. It is more commonly known as nymphomania. Erotomania is a psychological disorder marked by the delusional belief that one is the object of another person’s love or sexual desire.


Looking back on my youth, my behavior had all the signs of being emotionally disturbed. Not insane, but disturbed. I had an unusual desire to be accepted and loved by other people. That need for someone else’s approval made me lack confidence throughout my life.




My first experience with confidence came when I was fifteen years old and I had my first sexual encounter. I was a sophomore playing football on the varsity team. I didn’t get a lot of playing time, but to be the only player who was not a junior or senior brought me a lot of attention.


One day after practice, my girlfriend Regina and I were walking home. She was a junior, so I was quite proud to be dating an older woman, so to speak. We went over to her house to hang out. Her parents worked in the plant so they were never home until the late evening. We listened to music and then wrestled, but nothing serious.


That particular afternoon, we went further than usual. We were lying on Regina’s bed and started to kiss. She was using a lot of tongue, something I wasn’t used to doing. It felt good, so I thought what the hell? During our friendly wrestling match, I positioned myself between her legs and we started to grind. Regina closed her eyes and began to moan rather loudly. She slid her hand between my legs and squeezed my manhood.


“Take it out,” Regina said.


“Take what out?” I said.


“Your thang, I wanna see it.”


“Huh?”


“Take your thang out, I wanna see it.”


“You take it out,” I replied.


“Okay.”


Regina had always told me she was a virgin. The football team always told me she wasn’t. Some admitted that it was hearsay; others claimed it was firsthand experience. Judging by my experience with her, she was not a virgin but an expert.


“Take your clothes off, Johnny,” Regina said.




“Why?”


“Just take your clothes off!”


“Hold on,” I said, standing to remove my clothes.


After I kicked off my shoes and pulled off my shirt, Regina unbuckled my pants and snatched them to the floor. She had already stripped herself of her clothing and was waiting for me to join her in the bed.


“Come on,” Regina said, pushing her linen to the side and opening her legs. “I’m ready, come on.”


That was not the fantasy I had envisioned, but I couldn’t afford to let this opportunity to lose my virginity get away. I thought that it would be my passage to manhood.


“Don’t I need a rubber or something?” I asked.


“Naw, boy, if you pull it out I can’t get pregnant.”


“You sure?” I asked.


“Yeah, come on. Put it in.”


“Okay,” I said, grabbing my manhood and then trying to push it in. “Ouch!”


“What happened?”


“It hurts! It won’t go in.”


“That’s my thigh!” Regina said. “Move your hand, let me do it.”


Regina grabbed my manhood and guided it in.


“Ah,” Regina said, grabbing my ass.


She kept moaning and talking incoherently. I didn’t say a word because it felt kind of weird. It didn’t feel the way I had imagined. I was expecting a euphoric sensation but it was wet and uncomfortable. However, it must have felt pretty darn good to Regina because she seemed to enjoy herself.


She kept moving her hips and moaning, and I kept pumping. Her moans became louder and my pumping became faster. I assumed she reached her orgasm because she started to scream and her body began to jerk. She pulled my face to hers and rammed her tongue down my throat. I thought to myself, DAMN! This is a grown-ass woman!


“Keep going! Keep going!” Regina said.


Following Regina’s instruction, I kept going. The feeling was okay, but nothing that made me want to moan. And then all of a sudden, I felt this sensation at the base of my manhood. My arms started to shake. My eyes rolled back in my head. And like a volcano, that unbelievable sensation shot up my manhood and out through its head.


“OH!” I shouted, collapsing on top of Regina.


“See!” Regina said, trying to squeeze out every drop of juice that I had. “This feels good, huh?”


I heard Regina asking me a question, but I couldn’t answer. My orgasm felt even better in real life than it had in my dreams. When I could finally answer, all I could say was, “I love you.”


“I love you, too,” Regina said.


Of course we didn’t love each other, but it felt great to say it to one another. Regina and I had sex a few more times over the next year or so, and each time we said to the other, “I love you.” I guess I knew she didn’t love me, but at least I was getting the attention I wanted.


I coined that terminology as my own and that became my method of operation. I would make love, and when I had my orgasm, tell each woman I loved her. If she said it back, fine, if she didn’t, fine. Actually, my avowal of affection was always reciprocated. Even with my one-night-stands.


As I got older, my sexual desire became stronger and I experimented more. Traditional sex became boring to me. I didn’t want to be in a monogamous relationship so I dated married women or women who were in other relationships. I fulfilled the desires their husbands and boyfriends did not. I became their fantasies, telling them I loved them and giving them the attention they wanted and needed. I was attentive and sensitive.


One married woman finally decided to leave her husband after we had been seeing each other for years. I didn’t break up her marriage. She was seeing another guy at work and her husband found out. She told me she had feelings for her lover, but she thought I would try to compete with him for her affections. I told her that if she cared for her lover, he should be her choice.


Her pride wouldn’t allow her to say it, but she was disappointed that I wasn’t ready to fight for her. She tried to insult me by saying I was happy with always being the “other man.” I let her know that I wasn’t the “other man;” I was actually “the man.” I was having sex with her without having to deal with her annoying spoiled rants. As far as I was concerned, once she became available, her value to me diminished.


After I became bored with attached women, I decided to delve into one-night-stands. The thrill of telling a woman I loved her on the first night we met was a turn-on. And hearing her tell me she loved me back, even though I knew it was bullshit, intensified my orgasms.


Which brings me to Yvonne. I met Yvonne one night when I was on a date with another woman. Yvonne had a light complexion, very smooth with no blemishes. Her hair was long and curly. She had a thin shape, not much hips. Her eyes were big and she had long eyelashes that accentuated them.




As I was dancing with my date, Yvonne waved at me. Her friends pointed to her and then me while I was on the dance floor, making Yvonne’s intention obvious. When I sat down, she wrote her telephone number on a piece of paper and passed it around five tables to get to me. My date never had a clue.


Eventually, I called her and we hit it off. We didn’t live in the same city so it took a while before we had our first date. One week, her job sent her to town for training. We made plans to meet on her last night. We went out to eat and then back to her hotel room. It was late so we didn’t pretend that we were not going to make love.


We kissed for a while and then took off all of our clothes. We kissed and then Yvonne rolled on her back. I was a passionate lover and I was expecting Yvonne to be passionate. She was, but she didn’t want a lot of foreplay. We had sex in the missionary position only, but that was all we needed. It lasted for a long time and, if I must say so myself, pound-for-pound, I would rank her as one of my best sexual experiences.


I enjoyed myself so much that I went against my one-night-stand rule. The next day, I packed an overnight bag and drove an hour and a half to her house to spend the night. I was going to make love to her all night, get up the next morning two hours earlier than usual, and go directly to work.


When I arrived at her house, she told me to place my bag in her bedroom. As I was changing from my work attire to my casual gear, Yvonne received a telephone call. I couldn’t hear the conversation, but I assumed it was private when she stepped outside to her porch. Giving her privacy, I stayed in her bedroom until I heard her come back in the house.


“Did you get settled in?” Yvonne asked.




“Oh, yeah,” I said.


“Oh,” Yvonne said, “one of my friends is going to be stopping by.”


I remembered her friends from the nightclub, and from my recollection, they were fine as hell. I began to fantasize about having Yvonne and one of her friends at the same time. That would have certainly made the drive down worthwhile.


Yvonne paced back and forth from the living room where I was sitting to her front door. Finally, her friend pulled into the driveway. Yvonne stood at the door and waited for her to get out. I peeked out of the window to see which one it was, but I closed the curtain when I realized she would see me looking out.


All of a sudden, Yvonne walked into the living room and said nervously, “If my friend asks who you are, tell him you my cousin, Johnny, from New Jersey, okay?”


“What?”


“Just say you my cousin!” Yvonne demanded.


Yvonne walked to the door and opened it. A tall older gentleman walked in and kissed her. I didn’t know what type of freaky shit Yvonne had in mind, but I was not going to be a part of it.


“Hey, Alton,” Yvonne said, pointing to me. “This is my cousin, Johnny from New Jersey.”


“Hey, Johnny,” Alton said, looking at me suspiciously.


“Johnny,” Yvonne said, “This is my friend, Alton.”


“Your friend?” Alton asked.


“What’s up, man?” I said.


“Can I talk to you for a second, Yvonne?” Alton asked.


“Yeah, let’s go back here.” Yvonne walked toward the bedroom.


They went into Yvonne’s bedroom and started to scream at the top of their lungs. Alton did most of the screaming. They became quiet and then walked out as if nothing had happened.




“Well, Alton’s getting ready to go,” Yvonne said, walking him to the door.


“I ain’t going nowhere,” Alton said.


“Yes you are!” Yvonne said.


“Watch and see.”


“Alton! Would you leave?”


“You want me to leave, huh?”


“Please,” Yvonne said. “I will call you later.”


“I’ll leave, but I want to talk to you first.”


“Okay, Alton. I’ll be right back, Johnny. I’m going to walk him to the car.”


They walked outside and I sat in the living room. It was taking a while for Yvonne to walk back into the house so I peeked outside the window to see what was going on. Alton was yelling and going into his trunk. I didn’t know what he was going in his trunk to get, but I’d be damned if I sat around and waited. I calmly went into the bedroom and got my bag and then walked outside to my car. Yvonne left Alton and ran over to my car.


“Don’t leave, Johnny!” Yvonne said.


“I think it would be better if I left.”


“He’s getting ready to leave.”


“I ain’t goin’ no dam’ where!” Alton shouted.


“I think you need to talk to your friend over there,” I said.


“Let me get you something to drink before you leave.”


“Okay,” I said, sitting in my truck.


“I’ll be right back,” Yvonne said, running into her house.


When Yvonne slammed her door behind her, Alton started to walk toward me. I didn’t know what he wanted so I got out of my car.


“What’s up, man?” I said.




“Hey, bro,” Alton said. “I don’t know you and you don’t know me. I ain’t tryin’ to start no shit wit’ you, man, I just want the truth. That’s all I want! Yvonne ain’t yo’ cousin, is she?”


“You have to ask her that, man.”


“Come on, man,” Alton said, looking as if he was about to cry. “I love that woman, bro! Do you?”


“Again,” I replied. “You need to talk to her, man.”


“Bro!” Alton said, looking very angry. “This is killin’ me! Just tell me the truth! Please!”


I was saved by the bell when Yvonne walked out with a can of Sprite in her hand.


“Here you go!” Yvonne handed me the can.


“Thanks!” I said, climbing back into my truck.


“You don’t have to leave, Johnny. He’s getting ready to go.”


“Yes, I do,” I said. “You two need to talk, Yvonne. Obviously, there’s a big misunderstanding.”


“It ain’t no misunderstanding. Alton needs to go!”


“I told you, I ain’t goin’ nowhere,” Alton said.


“Well, I am,” I said. “I’ll talk to you later, Yvonne.”


“Okay, but I really wish you would stay.”


“Take care,” I said.


I drove the hour and a half back home prepared to take a cold shower. When I checked my voicemail I had three frantic messages from Yvonne. From what I could decipher, someone had been shot and she was at the hospital. She called the next day and explained what had happened.


“Hey, Johnny,” Yvonne said.


“What were those voicemails all about?”


“Oh my God!” Yvonne said. “After you left, Alton pulled his gun out of his trunk and put it to my head!”


“What?” I asked. “Are you serious?”




“Yeah! He told me he couldn’t live without me and if he couldn’t have me, nobody could!”


“What happened?”


“He said he couldn’t hurt me, so he pointed the gun at his chest and then pulled the trigger!”


“He shot himself?”


“Yeah! Right there in my front yard!”


“Is he okay?”


“He’s on life support right now!” Yvonne said. “They don’t think he gon’ make it!”


“Wow!”


“I went to the hospital with him and then I had to leave before his wife got there. But the last thing I heard, he wasn’t doing too well.”


“His wife?” I asked.


“Yeah, he’s married.”


“Hold on,” I said. “That man tried to kill himself because he didn’t want his mistress to be with anyone else?”


“I guess.”


“He’s a fool!”


“Johnny,” Yvonne said, “I need you to come down here and be with me.”


“You can’t be serious?”


“I need you.”


“You could have gotten me killed!”


“He wasn’t going to hurt you, Johnny,” Yvonne said. “He never tried to hurt me or the guy, it’s always him.”


“Bye!”


“Johnny, please don’t hang up!” Yvonne said. “You said you loved me!”


“Bye, Yvonne!”




“I love you, Johnny!”


“BYE!” I shouted.


I hung up the phone and decided that one-night-stands were no longer my cup of tea. After that, I thought I would try the monogamy thing for a while. I tried desperately to maintain a monogamous relationship, but whenever I met a woman, we would have sex immediately. The thrill of monogamy would be gone and I would move to my next monogamous relationship. During the course of one week, I had five monogamous relationships, and all were sexual. My last go at monogamy was with a young lady named Ariana.


She was born in Brazil but raised in the United States. She was about five feet four inches tall with long, jet-black hair. She had beautiful, brown skin, toned legs and a nice round ass like a black woman.


Ariana spoke Portuguese and English fluently. I spoke Spanish a little, but not Portuguese. I really didn’t care if I knew what she was saying or not—just to hear her speak a foreign language in the midst of hot sex was a turn-on.


We talked on the telephone every day for a month. I convinced her that we had known each other long enough to commit to one another. She agreed and we decided to meet at an international nightclub.


Ariana and I had a ball bumping and grinding against each other. We danced practically all night long. After we left the club, I asked Ariana to come back to my house. She thought I was being presumptuous and rejected my offer. Not wanting the night to end, I suggested a five-star hotel. I don’t know if making love in a hotel was more virtuous than making love in my house, but she agreed.




I left my car at the nightclub and rode with Ariana. When we got to the hotel we took our clothes off and stepped into the shower. I lathered Ariana’s body from head to toe and then she turned around and lathered me. My manhood was standing at full attention, sticking out like a shotgun. Ariana took her time and massaged it from the head to the base. Her hands felt so soft as she squeezed it lightly from top to bottom.


I sucked her hard nipples, which protruded from her breasts. The steam from the shower filled the bathroom with seductive smoke that increased the sexual tension between us. Our bodies fell against the wall of the shower as our cleanliness turned to nastiness. We kissed and fondled until we couldn’t take it anymore.


“Come on,” Ariana said, taking me by the hand.


We fell on the bed, wet and sudsy. Our bodies were slippery as we rubbed against each other. Ariana opened her legs and grabbed my manhood.


“Oh, Papi, it’s so big!” Ariana said.


“You like that?”


“Oh, si,” Ariana said. “But I don’t know if I can take it all.”


“I’ll be gentle,” I said, assuming that being gentle meant going slowly.


Ariana and I had wild and crazy sex that night. When the sun was coming up, we were still having sex. That hot Latina kept me up all night. I mean that literally and figuratively. But all good things must come to an end. I had an unwritten rule that daylight would greet me alone. Spending the night with a woman was fine, but waking up with a woman was against the rules.


Even though Ariana and I didn’t go to sleep, the rule still applied. I had to hurry and have my orgasm and get the hell out of that hotel room before the sun turned me into a pile of dust.


“I’m about to blow, baby!” I shouted.


“Oh, si!” Ariana shouted, moving her sweaty legs up and down the back of my legs like a frog. “Oh, si! Oh, si!”


“Oh shit!”


“Oh, si, Papi!” Ariana shouted. “Shit!”


Ariana’s Spanglish was turning me on. I was stroking so deep it felt like I was inside of her stomach. I twirled her hair in my fingers and pulled her head backward to look her in the eyes.


“You like that?” I said, stroking even deeper.


“Mucho gusto!” Ariana screamed. “Mucho gusto!”


“Oh shit, I’m coming!” I shouted. “Oh God, I love you, baby!”


“I love you, too, Papi!” Ariana screamed in my ear.


I reached beneath Ariana and palmed her ass in my hands. I lifted her off the bed, she wrapped her legs around my waist and I pounded her until I was completely spent.


“Oh, Papi!” Ariana said, breathing very hard.


I turned on my back and tried to catch my breath. Ariana climbed on top of me and kissed my chest and neck.


“Oh, Johnny!” Ariana said. “I love you so much!”


“Okay.”


“Okay?” Ariana lifted her head and looked at me in the face. “What does that mean, okay?”


“You said you loved me and I said okay.”


“Okay! Now I got it!” Ariana jumped off the bed and started putting on her clothes. “When you were between my legs you were in love with me, but now that you got what you wanted, you don’t love me no more, huh?”


“Calm down, Ariana.”




“You men are all alike!” Ariana walked into the bathroom and slammed the door behind her.


Ariana stayed in the bathroom a while and when she finally stormed out she was fully dressed and headed straight for the door. I thought to myself, if she had her clothes on, then whose clothes did she have in her hands?


I rolled over to the other side of the bed to look on the floor for my clothes, and they were gone. Ariana sped up her trot and ran out of the door before I could catch her. I wrapped the comforter around my waist and stood in the doorway screaming for her to come back.


“ARIANA!” I yelled. “Bring my damn clothes back!”


I stood there waiting, but she didn’t return. My first thought was to sneak to my car and get out of there, but I didn’t have my car. Not only that, I didn’t have my keys or my wallet.


“Damn!” I said, slamming the door and sitting on the bed.


I was forced to call one of my college buddies and have him bring me some clothes. Of course, he brought along more of the guys and they ragged me all the way home.


I called Ariana all day long and she refused to answer. I didn’t know where she lived or where she worked. My only means of contact was her telephone number. Oh, I begged and pleaded so much she eventually felt sorry for me and told me to come get my shit.


I called some of my friends and we rode five deep to Ariana’s house. I had my friend Tommy drive, because my nerves were a little shaken. Oh, I went in all by myself, but I told my boy to keep the car running. Just in case.


“Hey, Ariana,” I said. “I’m sorry if you misunderstood me this morning.”




“I don’t think I misunderstood you, Johnny.”


“I really care about you, Ariana, I really do.”


“Whateva!” Ariana responded. “Just get your shit and get the hell out of my house, okay?”


“Okay.” I reached for my keys and wallet, which she was holding in her hands.


“Hold on one second, mister!” Ariana said. “You think you can play with women’s emotions and get what you want and then drop them like a hot potato, don’t you?”


“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, still holding my hand out.


“You are a selfish, mean, rude pig!” Ariana said. “Here!”


Ariana slammed my keys into my hands. I could have just walked off and left things as they were, but I couldn’t. I was pissed off and I wanted her to know she was wrong.


“Maybe the next time you should know a man longer than a month before you have sex with him,” I said. “Maybe then, you won’t be so disappointed when you find out that’s all he wanted.”


“What?” Ariana asked. “What did you just say to me?”


“Look,” I said, sensing homicidal anger. “I think it’s best if I leave.”


“No!” Ariana said, running to the back. “No, you stay right there, mister!”


“Oh shit!”


I ran out of her house and jumped in the backseat of the truck.


“Go! Go! Go! Go! Go!” I shouted.


“What’s up?” Tommy shouted.


“Man, just go!” I yelled. “She’s getting a gun!”




Tommy sped off as Ariana was running to my truck with a gun in her hands, screaming at the top of her lungs.


“Man, what you do to that chick?” Tommy shouted.


“Nothing man, just go!” I shouted, ducking as much as I could beneath the dashboard.


We sped away and I considered it to be another unfortunate incident with a woman. I never gave it a second thought.

















CHAPTER TWO






Monogamy and I didn’t mesh, so I wanted to explore my wild side. I wanted to try an alternative lifestyle. The pleasure of having sex with women just for the sake of having sex was no longer a challenge for me. I knew what to say to the groupies for a one-night stand if I was in the mood. I knew what to say to women in relationships who had to make it seem as if they were having problems with their husbands or boyfriends. And I knew what to say to single women looking for a relationship. I told them all the same thing, or made them think the same thing: I loved them.


I had mastered the art of communication with women. Once I realized what type of man the object of my affection fantasized about having, I listened, studied, and became that man. I knew eventually I would disappoint them but my objective was to make love, not friends.


I felt no guilt! No sympathy! Nothing! It was not my fault that women could not accept men for being men. They had to make us into unrealistic fantasies. So, I became that fantasy.


As I said, my next thrill would be an alternative lifestyle. I wanted to explore the world of homosexuality. I know what you’re thinking, but hell no! I wasn’t referring to me and another man. I wanted to make love to a lesbian. I felt that had to be the ultimate challenge.


Playing in the National Football League had its advantages. My fame attracted those who may not normally be attracted to me. For example, Trinity. I met her at a sports bar, a gay and lesbian sports bar called The Ass Bar and Grille. I went with a bisexual friend of mine, Greta, who had told me it might be a great place to pick up a male-curious lesbian.


We sat at the bar for a long time just chatting with each other. Trinity and her girlfriend walked in and sat beside us. My lesbian friend, Greta, who was actually bisexual, pointed them out. Greta was a six-foot, blonde bombshell from Sweden. She had endless long legs, huge firm breasts and deep blue eyes. She was an international model introduced to me at a celebrity party in New York.


She and I met and had sex during my one-night-stand phase. She was one of the few who actually understood the terminology of a one-night stand. Because she was bisexual, and not totally homosexual, she didn’t count. She did teach me how to properly perform oral relations on a woman. It was like a class. Lights on, visual presentation, and then the oral test for my final grade. It was given on her, so she was happy with her teaching and my learning skills. Greta taught me to be passionate, patient, and unselfish.


Although Greta was a wonderful experience, I needed a bona fide, woman-only lesbian to satisfy my desire. The way Trinity was swinging on her girlfriend’s arm, she had to be a straight lesbian, so to speak. And boy, was she gorgeous!


Greta got their attention and invited them to come over and drink on our tab. Who turns down free booze? They joined us and we hit it off. They were familiar with who I was and knew plenty about football.


“I can’t believe I’m talking to Johnny Forrester!” Trinity said.


Trinity was white, with brunette hair and a tight, fit body. She had to be a former athlete. That body couldn’t have been natural. Her girlfriend, June, wasn’t bad looking, either. The more we talked as a group, the more our conversations became one on one. June and Greta had their own conversation and Trinity and I had ours.


Trinity was a financial advisor and that was our excuse to swap telephone numbers. I asked her a lot of personal questions. She made it perfectly clear that she was happy with June and our relationship would be strictly business. She also told me she had never been with a man and had no interest in being with another one.


She kept her word until I told her I was falling in love with her. I used her logic against her. She told me on one occasion that love shouldn’t be restricted to men and women. Love should be shared between two people who love each other, regardless of the gender. I told her that she was being hypocritical because she would not allow herself to love me because I was a man. I finally got through to her and she started to have feelings for me.


I asked Trinity why she loved June so much. She told me June was very attentive, very passionate and understanding. This was the same information other women had told me. After receiving that information, I became much more attentive and passionate. I made everything about her. I sent flowers for no reason. I planned spontaneous romantic getaways. I did everything June did and more. Eventually, Trinity was telling me she loved me and she had to figure a way to get out of her relationship with June.


She broke it off and invited me over for a romantic evening to consummate our relationship. We had a nice romantic dinner and then headed for the bedroom.


“Oh, Johnny,” Trinity said as I placed myself between her thighs.


“You ready, baby?” I asked.


“Oh, God, yes!” Trinity said, opening her thighs. “I want it all, Johnny! I want to feel every inch inside of me!”


“Put it in.”


Trinity took the head of my manhood and guided it into her wet vagina.


“Wait!” Trinity said, squirming around. “Wait a minute, it hurts!”


“Okay!” I stopped and then entered slowly. “Is that better?”


“Aw, yeah,” Trinity said. “Go slow, like that.”


Trinity and I moved slowly until she became used to having a man inside of her instead of a strap-on.


“Give it to me, baby!” Trinity shouted. “I want it deeper! I want all of that black stick inside of me!”


She asked for it, so I gave it to her, hard and deep. She screamed, shouted, yelled, bit me, scratched me and then cried.


“I love you!” I shouted as my orgasm hit.


“I love you, too!” Trinity screamed. “I love you, too, Johnny!”


After we had our orgasms we continued to hug and kiss. I wanted to watch television but Trinity wanted to ask questions, questions I really didn’t feel like answering.


“So, this is what it’s like to be with a man, huh?” Trinity asked, rubbing on my chest.


“Yes.”




“This feels good. I feel like I want to be around you twenty-four hours a day. I want to spend every minute with you.”


“Uh, okay.”


“What’s the matter?” Trinity asked.


“Nothing,” I lied.


“Something’s the matter, you’re acting strangely.”


“I think we need to slow down.”


“Excuse me?” Trinity said. “What do you mean exactly by ‘slow down’?”


“I just think we’re moving a little too fast here, that’s all.”


“Johnny, I broke up with my girlfriend because you said you loved me. I made love to you because you said you loved me. And now you say we’re moving too fast.”


“I never asked you to do any of those things.”


“You’re right, sweetheart,” Trinity said. “I overreacted.” Trinity kissed me on my neck and then rubbed my chest. “I love your manly chest.”


“Thank you, baby.”


“You ready for round two?” Trinity asked.


“Yup!” I said. “You?”


“Oh, yeah, baby. I’ll be right back.”


Trinity went into the bathroom and then came out and straddled me. She started to grind on me and my manhood began to rise. Trinity lowered herself on top of me and leaned forward and kissed my neck.


“Aw, you feel so good inside of me,” Trinity said.


“Ride it, baby.”


Trinity lifted my arms above my head and placed my hands together. The next sound I heard was not that of seduction, but entrapment.


CLICK!




“Hey, what’s that?” I could feel tight handcuffs around my wrists.


“Do you think you’re going to ruin my life and just walk out on me?”


“Trinity?” I said. “What are you doing? Take these things off!”


“You’re the master of deception, Johnny. Manipulate your way out of those handcuffs!”


“This is not funny, Trinity!”


“You’re damn right it’s not funny!” Trinity started to put on her clothes.


“Where are you going?” I asked.


“I’m going to find my woman!” Trinity replied.


It was almost five o’clock in the morning and this woman was going to find her ex-lover. Leaving me handcuffed to her bed. I was afraid and uncertain of what was going to happen. Night turned to morning, and then morning turned to afternoon. All the while, I was lying naked in Trinity’s bed, exposed and waiting for her to return.


I heard the door open downstairs and then I heard her walk upstairs. She passed the bedroom I was in, but did not enter. I heard her scrambling around in the bedroom next door. Next, I heard her walk downstairs and then out of the door.


I tried to use brute force to break the handcuffs but I couldn’t. My legs were free but they couldn’t do me any good. Because of the way I was handcuffed, with my arms above my head, I couldn’t get any leverage to use them to my advantage. I twisted and turned, jerked and pulled, but no matter what I did, those handcuffs wouldn’t budge.


I realized I wasn’t gaining anything. I was only losing energy. I was hungry, tired, and exhausted. I decided to reserve my energy just in case Trinity returned with some hired hands to finish me off.




I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. I tried to be optimistic about getting out of Trinity’s house without incident. But how could I? Surely she knew I was going to be pissed off and she was going to protect herself.


Saturday afternoon became Saturday night and then Saturday night became Sunday morning. I hadn’t eaten in almost two days but as much as I resisted, Mother Nature consumed me and I relieved myself. It was an incredibly uncomfortable situation but I had no alternative.


Around ten o’clock Sunday morning, Trinity walked in and unlocked the handcuffs as if nothing had happened. She walked downstairs and out of the door. I wiped myself and quickly put on my pants. I was weak from the lack of nutrition over the last couple of days, but I had enough strength to put my clothes on and get the hell out.


On my way to my car, I kept looking around waiting for someone to come out of the shadows. I couldn’t believe she just unlocked me and wasn’t afraid that I would retaliate or at least call the police. I got in my car and drove off, looking in my rearview mirror waiting for someone to appear.


After that humiliating experience, I left women alone for a while and tried to focus on my football career. I was introduced to my first wife, Deirdra, at church, and we started to date. I fell in love, at least, I thought I fell in love, and we were married.


One year after our marriage, my daughter, Brittany, was born. She was the joy of my life. I slowed down slightly with my obsession for women, but I didn’t stop. I had a wife and child at home and a woman in every city.


Deirdra began to find out about my affairs and threatened to leave if I didn’t stop. I was so arrogant I believed that in spite of my many affairs, she was not going anywhere. She tried to be a good wife and stay by my side, but the women became too much a part of our private lives. One day when I arrived back in town from an away game, she had packed her bags and left.


She asked for a divorce and I didn’t fight her on it. Not having Deirdra and Brittany at home, my sexual appetite was at an all-time high. I started to miss practice because I was having orgies in my home in the afternoon. My coach called me into the office and told me I was suspended from the team for an indefinite amount of time. That indefinite time became the rest of the season. Right before mini-camp of the next season, I was released.


My sexual addiction had caused me to lose my family and my job. I was a professional football player with multiple pro-bowl honors. But I was also a multimillionaire, single and out of control. My preoccupation with sex dominated my mind making everything else secondary.


Although I was still in my prime as far as football was concerned, no other team wanted to gamble on me because of my problems off the field. I was considered a character risk and I never played another down in the NFL.


The reality of being out of football was an eye-opening experience for me. I decided to seek counseling to try to regain control of my life. Fortunately for me, the result of that counseling transitioned my obsession for women to atonement for my past.


I sincerely wanted to make amends for the female victims I had emotionally destroyed as objects of my affection. I needed to understand what made me behave the way I did; contrarily, what made those women allow me to behave the way I did. I thought that by understanding my own psychological inadequacies I could somehow constructively redeem my past. That motivated me to go back to school and further my education, where I attained my master’s and doctorate degrees.


But as much as I would love to say that I was completely cured of my addiction, I’d be lying to you and myself. It will always be a daily battle, a battle that takes tremendous strength and resistance; a battle that I have won on some days and have lost on many others.


One may ask: why would a sex addict place himself in such a vulnerable position in terms of temptation? Some say that if women are your addiction, why do you opt to counsel “only” women? The answer is both simple and complex. Simply put, my sexual addiction was caused by my obsession to gain the attention of women. Women had always been the validation of my manhood, beginning from my very first experience.


Consequently, women served as the source of my self-esteem. Not my family! Not my friends! Not my coaches! Women! As a matter of fact, my lack of self-esteem stemmed from my parents’ emotional neglect and inability to show real affection.


I was born the younger of two boys in Buena Vista, Michigan. It’s a small automotive town located near the city of Saginaw. My parents were religious fanatics. They believed in two things, heaven and hell. If I followed their beliefs, I was bound for heaven, but if I did not, I was on a fast track to hell. As far as I was concerned, hell couldn’t have been much worse than growing up in my parents’ house. Even though I screamed for their love, I received no positive affirmation from them.


Well, my mother wasn’t the problem. Ma was an angel. My problem with her was that she allowed my father to chastise and bully me. In my mind a mother should protect her child and Ma should have prevented Pop from terrorizing me.




In Ma’s defense, she showered me with love when Pop wasn’t around to antagonize us. Pop, on the other hand, was brutally critical of me. Nothing I did was ever good enough for him. He never expressed any sense of pride for me or in me. Pop and I never really got along, but for my mother’s sake, we got by.


Although I pretended not to want his approval outwardly, I needed his approval and also his love. He was emotionally unwilling to give me either one of them. So, out of spite, if I couldn’t get his loving approval, I would rebel and make his life a living hell, just like mine. I tried everything under the sun to upset our perfect little household. Lying, stealing, robbing; anything I could do, I did it. In my constant battles with Pop, Ma usually ended up being the casualty.


Thank God my counseling allowed me to find peace within myself. That inner peace inevitably gave me the understanding to find peace with my father.


As rebellious and defiant as I was, my brother, Michael, on the other hand, was academically inclined, obedient, and couldn’t find trouble if it was in his front pocket. He was a good kid but he didn’t take shit off anybody. He didn’t allow anyone to push him around. Not even Pop! He stood up to the man and Pop never as much as raised his voice to him. Don’t get me wrong; my father didn’t fear Mike in any way, but he respected him.


It was pretty apparent at an early age that I was going to have Ma’s sensitivity, and Mike was going to have Pop’s toughness. Although I excelled in sports, always dated women, you know, all the things considered to be masculine, my father never acknowledged my masculinity. He constantly emasculated me because of my sensitive nature.


The fact that I was the largest person in the house by the age of fifteen didn’t make it any easier. In retrospect, I think Pop viewed my gigantic size as a threat and he reacted accordingly. He was small in stature but he was ferocious and very confrontational. He was well respected in our neighborhood, or maybe just well feared. I don’t know if he was overcompensating for his lack of size but he challenged everyone who said a cross word to him, especially those who were larger than him. And the larger I grew, the more he resented me. I was soft to him. Big and soft! He was determined to toughen me up. Even if it meant tearing me down.


If it wasn’t for Mike, there’s no telling where I would have ended up. He believed in me, and stayed on my back until I finally decided to straighten up and get my life together. As some siblings do, we grew up and apart, losing that close brotherly connection. But life brought us back together.


That brings me to my point. Mike, who is a novelist, recently wrote a best-selling book titled The Office Girls. In his book, Mike secretly documented the lives and issues of his female co-workers at a company called Upskon.


He wrote intimate confidential information about these women that he would later regret. When the book was about to be released, Mike had a choice to make. He could reveal his name as the author and receive worldwide acclaim, but by doing this he would be revealing the identities and private lives of the office girls. His other option was to conceal his name as author, remain anonymous, and protect his relationship with the office girls. He chose the latter, and things worked out for the better.


I didn’t realize the enormity of my brother’s celebrity until I accompanied him on a West Coast tour of his next book. I was used to getting attention by playing professional football but watching the attention he received seemed much more personal and intimate. For example, one of his book signings was hosted by a club in Los Angeles. The name of the book club was the Reading Divas. They treated him as if they really knew him and the characters in his book. I was marveled by his charismatic way of charming his audience.


Over time, I built a relationship with the office girls as well. As a matter of fact, my brother and I married two of the women from that office. He married Cynthia and I married Alicia.


I met my second wife at a New Year’s Eve party my brother was hosting. I was an uninvited guest. As soon as I saw Alicia, I knew I had to have her. She was gorgeous. She had naturally golden hair and an hourglass figure. She had a beautiful delicate face and a heart of gold.


Alicia and I fell in love instantly. We were married less than a year after our introduction. My daughter came to live with us after Deirdra lost her lengthy battle with cancer. Brittany and Alicia connected as well. Alicia adopted her and we became the family I always wanted.


As I became closer to the office girls and studied the history of my new patients, I found their behavioral patterns intriguing. The actions and reactions of both groups, surprisingly, were concurrent with the other. By medical definition, there was no exception between the two groups. Romantic relationships, family issues, financial burdens or financial prosperity, the reactions and resolutions to these issues were eerily similar among those women who claimed to need therapy and from those who claimed not to need it.


The more I examined the similarities of these two different groups, the more captivated I became with the natural behavior of women, not just the psychological, but also the physiological. My personal life as well as my professional life became consumed with the female species.


I had counseled hundreds of patients, but my demographic was predominantly male. Fortunately, I had my administrative assistant, Rosemary Dewitt, to rely upon. Rosemary was very sharp and kept my office running smoothly. Remarkably, she had never worked a day in her life before I hired her.


From my understanding, as a child, Rosemary was tested and her intelligence quotient was rated as one of the highest in the world. She was revered as a genius by other so-called geniuses. Her academic resume was impeccable. She had degrees from Princeton, Oxford, and Cambridge, one of which was a doctorate in psychology.


I couldn’t understand for the life of me why a woman of her academic background would want to work in a small mental health office. Judging by the Mercedes-Benz she drove to work every day, she wasn’t hurting for money. As a matter of fact, it looked like she could afford to loan me a couple of dollars.


She wandered into my office one day while I was painting the walls and asked me if I was hiring. I wasn’t at the time, but she seemed to be qualified to help so I offered her a job and she accepted.


Rosemary was a very light-skinned black woman, early forties and very thin. Her hair was jet-black and straight, with a part down the center of her head. She wore conservative long skirts and sweaters practically every day, even on those days when the weather was hot. But to her credit, she also wore a big warm smile. She spoke softly, with a delightful Southern drawl.




Rosemary and I worked diligently to have the office ready for our first day of operation. We wanted the office to appear as if we had been up and running for a while. The first patient had arrived and was sitting in my office. I was nervous as hell but Rosemary was as cool as a cucumber.


I smiled at her as she handed me the file. I quickly scanned the information, took a deep breath and prepared for my entrance.
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