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Dear Reader:


It is my pleasure to present Love’s Damage by Timothy Michael Carson, an intricate tale about love, friendship, and overcoming the pain in relationships. Sometimes in life, we all have desperate moments. We panic when we think the person of our dreams is a flight risk and we do everything within our power to convince them that we are their true soul mate. But here is the thing; everything that looks good is not good for us and oftentimes the best solution is to simply let go.


Carson is phenomenal when it comes to developing his characters to the point where they seemingly leap off the pages. In Love’s Damage, he once again earns his worthiness as a writer to be reckoned with. There are many situations in this novel that you, the reader, will undoubtedly be able to relate to and others that are so extreme that they will keep you on the edge of your seat. A lot of things can go right in the game of love, but a lot of things can also go wrong. Carson explores them all in this exciting story.
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LOVE’S DAMAGE
By Timothy Michael Carson



Can’t function or think straight


It’s as if my everyday routine is in total disarray


I never knew I’d feel this way


Always heard it sung about in songs


Wouldn’t think I’d find myself so far gone


At first I tried to deny it


Then I wanted to fight it


Always told myself that romance was for the birds


Helplessly, I found myself falling for that four-letter word


The first time you uttered you were in love,


I found myself high like I was drunk from a buzz


You promised me forever,


That you and I would now be a “we” and an “us”


Had me thinking that I was more than enough


If I only knew of the damage that would ensue


I wouldn’t be sitting around dazed and confused


You were successful in making me the fool


Why did you have to utter that four-letter word?


I’m trying to understand what was true


It’s as if you don’t know how to play by love’s rules


Told me you never really loved me


Only gave me a ring to appease me


Yet, you come around to sporadically lay-up with me


Emotionally mistreating me


Yet, I keep telling myself that you still need me


You look me straight in the eye


Saying that there is still a chance for you and I


Imagine my dismay


When I found out that day


That some random trick is carrying your seed


The very seed you promised to me


You promised her my forever


That you’d shield her from the rainy weather


You now belong to her,


And she to you


But what about me?


I’m told that I’m jaded


My picturesque life faded


I’m losing myself


My heart’s in distress


I’m a total mess


To all lovers be warned


Choosing to play with the heart is tragic,


And in the end, you’ll endure the wrath


of Love’s Damage.





PROLOGUE


“Anjel, he burned you again?! How many times are you going to let him get away with this before you say enough is enough?” Shawna questioned me. She had an incredulous look on her face and I couldn’t tell if she was disgusted with me, or if she simply thought that I was pathetic for allowing this to continue.


I don’t know why I even bothered to tell her anything. She never took my side, and why should she? This was the second time that Mason had given me a STD. We were supposed to be faithful and committed to one another, yet here I was again having to make a trip to my doctor to get an antibiotic. I cringed at the thought of getting another shot in the ass. That has to be the most excruciating pain in the world. I didn’t have kids, but in my head, I’m sure that the shot of penicillin ranked somewhere up there with childbirth.


“Look at her acting like she didn’t hear you?” Kenton teased.


The two of them were my best friends in crime, and we always seemed to help one another out when it came down to love problems.


“I heard you. I was just thinking about the last time and how much it hurt, getting that shot in the ass. I still remember the way the nurse looked at me like I was some slutty whore. They never believe you when you tell them that you’re in a committed relationship.”


“And why should they?” Shawna countered.


“Come on, Shawna; why are you giving Anjel such a hard time? It isn’t going to do any good. He talked his way out of it the first time and I’m certain that he’ll manage to do it again.” Kenton put in his take on my situation.


“Wow, is this what friendship is really all about?” I interjected in jest. We all laughed. There was nothing like being ribbed by your friends whenever you were going through a rough patch.


“So, Kenton, what’s going on with you?” It was time to change the subject.


“Shift the attention off of you and onto someone else,” he voiced. “But since you asked, things are okay. There are problems in the bedroom, but they’ll pass.”


I almost spat out my sweet tea. “Problems in the bedroom?” I gagged.


“Yeah. Trevor hasn’t been able to keep it up lately whenever it’s time to do the do. I think it’s stress related, and hopefully it’ll pass…soon.”


“You’ve been telling us about Trevor for months, but we’ve yet to meet him. When are you going to make that happen?” I had posed this question before and Kenton still hadn’t brought his friend around. This really wasn’t like him. Usually, he couldn’t wait to introduce us to one of his new love interests.


“It wouldn’t be such a problem if he wasn’t so damn scared of acknowledging that he likes men.”


“Oh no! Tell me you aren’t dating a closeted DL brother?” Shawna’s eyebrows were raised and she had a look of revulsion on her face.


“What is the term that you dub guys on the low?” I asked Shawna.


“Dick loving!” Both Kenton and Shawna simultaneously yelled out.


I was so embarrassed. People from the neighboring tables were gawking at us. It was like the two of them didn’t realize that not everyone enjoyed crude language while enjoying a nice meal. I mouthed, “I’m sorry,” to one of the women staring at us.


“Can you two keep it down?”


“Let the bitch look,” Shawna’s foul mouth spat. She said it loud enough for the woman to hear. “So enough about you two. Let’s talk about me.”


Kenton. “Okay, lil’ cuz, what’s good with you?”


Shawna. “I’m going to kick Ryan to the curb.”


Shawna had been going through it with Ryan for over two years. He seemed to take her for granted and never happened to be available whenever she needed him to be. On top of that, he had four kids with two different baby mamas. The worst thing was that the brother was no older than twenty-five.


Shawna was definitely doing herself an injustice by dealing with him. But it wasn’t my place, or anyone else’s, to tell someone who they should and shouldn’t date.


“So what did Ryan do now?” Kenton asked. His lack of interest was evident.


“I think he got some bitch pregnant.”


“You think, or you know?” I asked.


Shawna. “You never know until a paternity test is done, but I’m almost certain. I’ve dealt with his cheating and his baby mamas for too damn long. I’m done!”


“Sounds like we all have some shit on our plates.” I let out a deep sigh. I was doing my best to mask my frustration.


“That’s an understatement,” Kenton added. “Let’s hope that we all can manage to make it through the tough times and work things out with our partners.”


We looked at one another. Our thoughts were all the same. There was no certainty in our relationships; only time would tell if we would be able to weather the rough times, that accompanied love, intact. 





CHAPTER 1
Anjel



“Now I lay me down to sleep, I pray the Lord my soul to keep…fuck that!” I sarcastically muttered to the emptiness of the room. Sprawled across my king-sized poster bed, slightly inebriated from the half-bottle of Rioja wine I had downed earlier when I had arrived home, I was preparing to call it a night.


It was another evening filled with disappointment. After being cajoled by my sorors to begin dating again, I decided to finally get out of the house and hit the social scene. I allowed one of my closest friends, Shawna, to introduce me to an associate of one of her male companions. Needless to say, it had been nothing but a waste of time. Next time, I’d stick to my strict rule of “no blind dates!”


When it came to dating, I was very old school. I still believed in chivalry. Meaning, I wanted a brother to come to my front door to pick me up and open my car door. At the end of the night, he’d walk me to my doorstep and wait for my signal on whether or not I wanted to grant him a goodnight kiss. Well, apparently my evening date, Kelvin, didn’t know the rules of dating. Except for initially coming to my door, he failed to do any of the other chivalrous acts.


Arriving twenty-minutes late without a courtesy call, I should’ve known right off the bat what the evening was going to entail. Instead of ringing my doorbell, he loudly banged on my door like he was the damn police. His only salutation was a weak “w’sup” and “you ready?” Going against my better judgment, I pushed all caution to the side and put forth the energy to see the date through to the end. That was another mistake.


As he drove to the restaurant, I prayed for dear life that we’d make it there safely. It was obvious that he had no knowledge of what a stop sign or a red light meant. It was a struggle hearing myself think; his inconsiderate ass had the audacity to blast his gangsta rap music at full volume. He made no effort of making small talk or building a rapport.


At the restaurant, he ordered an appetizer for himself, along with three drinks and two entrees. I was dumbfounded trying to figure out where he was going to put it all. He must have seen the bewilderment etched across my face; he explained that one of the meals was for later. As we waited for our food, I listened to this thirty-something grown-ass man rattle off his interests. These included playing with his Sony PlayStation, hanging in the streets with his boys, partying, and pursuing his rap career. The only questions he asked about me centered on my current financial status.


Before I realized it, I had rolled my eyes and sucked my teeth when he inquired about my salary. According to him, I had “to be balling to live in such a phat-ass crib.” Of course, I maintained my cool and played it off by jokingly telling him that it was a little too soon to be discussing our finances. Yellow flags were waving left and right, but I chose to ignore them. I was almost certain his next question would be somewhere along the lines of how long I waited before allowing my man to move in. Now, that would’ve sent me over the top; especially since I wouldn’t allow any man to move into my place. To me, the man was the provider; plus, I wasn’t a supporter of a man moving into his woman’s place. There are exceptions to every rule. For instance, my place might happen to be bigger or in a better neighborhood. In my eyes, a man was expected to be standing on his own two feet where cohabitation shouldn’t be a concern.


I’m going to kill Shawna, I vowed to myself. I don’t know why I let her young twenty-three-year-old ass try and set me up on a date. It was obvious that we had different tastes when it came to men.


Forty-five minutes after our plates had been placed on the table, our waitress finally came to see if we wanted dessert, or if we were ready for the check. I quickly declined dessert, but his greedy ass opted for an Apple Pie à la Mode. I was forced to tolerate him for another twenty minutes as he devoured his dessert. Luckily, when the waitress brought it out of the kitchen, she had also placed the check on the table.


When Kelvin finished, he picked up the bill to view the damage. “Whew, this bill is high!” he declared. Closing the bill holder, he pushed it over to me, asking if I had it. He went on to explain that he had to pay rent, his car note, and cell phone bill.


Before I could catch myself, I dropped my guard and lost my cool. “Are you fucking kidding me? I sat here eating a salad and drinking lemonade while you woofed down a damn twenty-ounce steak, a loaded baked potato, a side salad, and an extra serving of broccoli. Let’s not forget the three beers, the extra entrée, and the dessert that you just had to have. Now you’re asking me to foot the bill when I’ve been forced to sit here and watch that tire of a stomach of yours expand throughout the night? It’s a wonder you can see your dick when you look down without having to suck in your stomach,” I angrily ranted.


The waitress tapping me on the shoulder stopped my venting. I didn’t realize that my voice had escalated and the other patrons’ eyes were all on me. It wasn’t my intention to disrupt their evening. Quickly grabbing my purse and opening my wallet, I handed the waitress enough money to cover my meal and a tip. As I stood up, Kelvin had the nerve to make a tired comment about wanting an “independent bitch.”


I didn’t even take the time out to address his statement. I was elated that the evening was over. Exiting the restaurant, I breathed a sigh of relief as I trekked down the sidewalk away from Ruby Tuesday and headed toward the nearest hotel to get a taxi.


Now as I lie in bed, I started to review the night’s events, causing my blood to boil all over again. Trying to close my eyes, I couldn’t fall asleep. I was deeply disturbed about how tonight had gone down. During the day, whenever I was bored, I’d venture online to visit Bossip.com, one of my favorite weblogs. As entertaining as the stories were, the stories in their “Sex & Relationships” topics would have me shaking my head at some of the foolishness that people would write in about.


Entertainment aside, it was very disheartening when men were running around singing, rapping, and claiming to want an independent woman having her own. True, I was in fact one of these “independent” women, but me having my own didn’t eradicate the responsibilities of a man. I wasn’t selfish like some women who ran around screaming, “Why spend mines, when I can spend yours?” But I did expect for a man to take the time out to court me. Treat me to a nice dinner. Ask if I’m doing okay financially. Inquire about the last time I got an oil change, had the pressure in my tires checked, or had a car tune-up.


I remember back in 1999 when so many men were upset when R&B girl group TLC came out with their song “No Scrubs,” and in the same year Destiny’s Child came out with “Bills, Bills, Bills.” Men didn’t understand where these ladies were coming from. TLC wasn’t male-bashing. They were simply saying that they wanted a man who wasn’t living off of what someone else had. In short, they didn’t want a man who rode on the coattails of others. And Destiny’s Child wasn’t asking for their men to pay their bills; they were asking for them to pay the bills that they accumulated and contributed to.


I don’t know what happened to today’s men, but somewhere down the line, some of them had obviously lost touch with what being a man was about. Being a man was deeper than having the physical anatomy between your legs. In conjunction with the dick, being a man came with certain responsibilities and a state of mind. This is what separated the boys from the men.


The liquor had begun to take effect on my body. Closing my eyes, a pillow in my arms, I finally fell into an alcohol-induced slumber. Tomorrow would be a different day, but with the same ol’ shit. 





CHAPTER 2
Kenton



The tears fell from my eyes as I sobbed uncontrollably. I couldn’t believe that I had allowed this to happen to me again. Each time, I promised myself that I wouldn’t fall victim to its alluring power. But like a crack fiend, I desperately needed another hit. My attempts to go cold turkey and quit had all ended up being short-lived. Like dirty water going down the drain, I was sucked in once again. Unable to prevent it, I found myself once again in love.


“Man up, Kenton!” I chastised myself as I wiped the tears from my eyes with the back of my hand.


It all happened so quickly. I would find myself wrapped up once again in another relationship. For months, I would give and give. As each day passed, I would lose a little bit more of myself. I would become blinded by its hidden agenda. Then BOOM! I was once again crying myself to sleep. I never understood why love had it in for me. Reining me in, I would allow it to overtake me and block out any rational thinking. When it was done with me, I would be released from its hold.


I had given that muthafucka everything that he desired. There wasn’t anything that I wouldn’t have done. I had even allowed him to degrade me by passing me around to his friends. He claimed that watching others fuck me was the only way he could keep an erection. I didn’t understand how his attraction for me had changed so quickly after a few months. When we had first met nearly a year-and-a- half earlier, he couldn’t keep his hands off of me. My silly ass thought that it was my duty to play the role of a freak. I was a firm believer in the motto: “What you won’t do, someone else gladly will.”


In the beginning things were great. After we were done sexing, I’d be left panting, but extremely satisfied. My favorite time with him happened at the club. As the deejay spun the latest Beyoncé jam, I pretended to give Trevor a lap dance. What everyone failed to realize was that I was actually grinding on Trevor’s dick. He had cajoled me into cutting a hole in the crotch of my favorite skinny jeans and to lube up before we hit the club. Earlier in the evening, as the two of us grinded to song after song on the dance floor, my anxiety escalated. I didn’t know what he had in store for me, or where it was going to go down and my curiosity was getting the best of me. I had previously shared with him how I had always wanted to do it in a public bathroom, or in the stairwell of a staircase. I was certain that he was going to help to fulfill one of these fantasies.


Imagine my dismay when he pulled me to the side and asked me to sit on his lap. “Babe, sit down on my dick,” he seductively whispered in my ear. I could smell the liquor on his breath. I looked back at him to see if he was joking. Looking into his glassy, hazel eyes confirmed that he was indeed serious. I noticed his exposed erection protruding through his zipper. I wondered if anyone else noticed his massive protrusion. It was sheathed in a black condom; it was the color of black licorice. The opaqueness, brought about by the lack of light in the club, helped to camouflage it.


I grinded along to the beat of the song and as my hips gyrated in sync with the music, I lowered myself lower and lower. When he was completely inside of me, I leaned back on his exposed, sweat-drenched chest. His natural scent intermixed with his perspiration sent me to an all-time high. His pheromones were simply intoxicating. It was only our third official date, and I was fucking him in a room full of people.


I don’t know what had overcome me. My lack of caution probably had a little to do with the blunt I had smoked earlier, and the three Long Islands I had thrown back over the course of the evening. For the first time, someone had gotten me to release the locked-away freak that I kept hidden. I continued grinding and bobbing while sitting in his lap, allowing him to invade my inner walls inch-by-inch until he became one with me. I knew that he was about to reach his zenith when he pulled me closer, gripping each of my butt cheeks. He grunted something unintelligible and pressed his chest to my back, which resulted in him penetrating my body deeper. I felt the condom’s tip fill, and I relished in the fact that I had done something so uninhibited.


Our sex life had been active since that day. He fulfilled both my bathroom and staircase fantasies. He even added to that list. We did it on the balcony of his apartment, in the closet of a house party, and in the dressing room at Macy’s department store. So I was truly stunned when we were six months into our relationship and he couldn’t keep an erection during our sexual encounters. This is when I allowed him to invite guys that he had met online and a few of his friends to participate in our sex life. When a stranger was present, he always managed to remain hard. I’d be lying if I said that I wasn’t bothered that I could no longer please my man without the aid of another.


I always thought this was just a temporary fix, but as the months passed, it seemed that threesomes were a regular part of our sex life. I never could understand how he could get off on seeing me with someone else. During these rendezvous, he would barely touch me. The extent of his affection would extend as far as telling me to “man up and take it like a man.” Whenever he penetrated the other person, I would be filled with bouts of jealousy, but I kept my feelings to myself. The last thing I wanted was for him to become upset with me. What can I say? He had me sprung.


On numerous occasions, I tried to initiate things in the bedroom when it was just the two of us; but he would always tell me that he wasn’t in the mood, or he’d give me some other lame-ass excuse. In our relationship, he was the top, which meant that he was the one to do the penetrating. I suggested that we try having a more versatile relationship where we both did the penetrating, but he quickly shot that notion down. We went from having sex an average of three times a week to almost once a month. Looking back now, I should have listened when I was told that he was more than likely getting his elsewhere. It should have been evident to me that I was no longer of any interest to him. Even with this revelation, I still refused to let go and continued to convince myself that if I held on, this would all come to pass. Unfortunately, I would never think this way again.


One afternoon, I decided to come home early from an out-of-town business trip. To be honest, I didn’t feel like being bothered. I wanted to curl up in my bed and sleep the day away. I was slipping into a massive state of depression and didn’t know how to pull myself out of this funk. I should’ve walked away from Trevor, but I couldn’t. I had isolated myself from my friends and family; I breathed him, day in and day out. For the last eight months, he was the only thing that I knew.


Even today, I remember the details of that day so vividly. I entered my house, dropping my messenger bag on the floor at the door, and headed to the kitchen to get a glass of juice. Heading upstairs to my bedroom, I heard the shower running. I had given Trevor a key to my place for emergency purposes. At this time of the day, he should have still been at the office. Placing the glass of juice down on the nightstand, I kicked off my shoes, and proceeded to disrobe. My desire to ignite a fire in our passionless romance wasn’t completely dead.


Completely in the nude, I crept to the bathroom door, which he had left slightly ajar. Slowly opening the door, I began to enter, but stumbled back, flummoxed by what I was witnessing. Trevor was pinned against the shower wall, being penetrated by some burly stranger. My heart sank into my chest as my ass hit the floor. The commotion that my fall created caused both of them to divert their attention toward me. My eyes met Trevor’s through the steamy glass doors, and I battled to keep the tears from falling from my eyes. I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of knowing that he’d gotten the best of me.


Without uttering any words, I hastily scrambled to my bedroom and began to get dressed. I could hear the two of them muttering amongst themselves in the bathroom, but I was totally incoherent and their whispered words were foreign to me. I rushed downstairs and out of the house—my house. I don’t recall much after that. But when I returned after the sun had set, my house was empty. There was no trace of Trevor. He had taken all of his clothes and belongings that he had haphazardly left throughout the course of our relationship. On the nightstand in the master bedroom, he had left the spare key. There was no explanation, no “I’m sorry,” or any indication that he wanted to work things out. It was over. We were over.


I spent the next few days in seclusion with only my tears to comfort me. I vowed to never give my heart to another with the same intensity and openness that I had allotted Trevor. That was nine months ago, and I sometimes still found myself having a pity party as my heart remembered the pain that it was subjected to.


To help keep my mind off of Trevor, my homegirl, Anjel, bought me a Boxer puppy. I named her Kai. Keeping up with her and trying to train her certainly did help to distract me. But it was nights like this, when I was lying alone in bed, that thoughts of him crept into my mind. I said a silent prayer to the Man above, and closed my eyes. I was certain that it was going to be a restless evening. The coldness didn’t help matters—everyone wanted someone to hold when it is cold. But like I’d done since my relationship’s demise, I endured the loneliness.





CHAPTER 3
Shawna



I was on point in my fitted blue jeans and turquoise halter top. I was on the short and petite side, and they both accentuated my body frame and my cocoa brown complexion. To give me a little height and my booty that much needed lift, I was sporting my favorite pair of five-inch, open-toe pumps. It was nearing the end of winter, but I still had to look cute. Plus, once inside, I was sure that I’d do enough physical activity to remain warm. My upper body was kept warm with a light black, mid-waist leather jacket, which I had unzipped.


Stepping into the club, I was alone. I had decided to roll out solo that evening. I was at the club for a purpose and didn’t need anyone cock-blocking or disrupting my flow. Making my way through the crowded dance floor, I waved at those whom I recognized and threw a smile at some of the men gawking over their girlfriends’ shoulders, trying to catch my eye. I wasn’t in the mood for any drama. I was simply interested in having a little fun, breaking a sweat, and leaving with someone who could offer me a little exercise in the bedroom.


There was no shame in my game. I never pretended to be someone or something that I wasn’t. I was twenty-three years old and had a huge sex drive. At the moment, I wasn’t the settling-down type. In the past, whenever I had tried, I tended to grow tired or bored. So I always exercised all of my options. Some people—females mainly—would classify me as a hoe or something just as derogatory. But call it what you want, I knew what I liked and there was nothing and no one that was going to change that. Plus, I made sure to always practice safe sex. So for me, the sky was the limit.


Two years ago I was this naïve little girl that thought love was flawless, and I dreamt of the perfect man that would sweep me off of my feet. Haphazardly, I fell in love with Ryan, who was the epitome of what I thought the perfect man ought to be.


In the beginning, he would do the typical. He would wine and dine me. He’d constantly tell me how beautiful I was, which always caused me to blush. Occasionally, he’d have a floral arrangement delivered to my door. He was very attentive to all of my needs. But as time passed, I fell helplessly in love with him. Looking back now, it shouldn’t have been a surprise when he changed for the worse. It was as if he knew that I was madly in love with him and smitten by his charm.


Apparently when Ryan realized that I was emotionally dependent on him, his demeanor changed altogether; and although he was never physically abusive, he was extremely emotionally and verbally abusive. He made it a daily habit to tell me what my flaws were and to tell me what I should do to change so that I was more in line with his ex-girlfriends. No matter how hard I tried to please him, nothing really seemed to matter.


Like any woman in love, I overlooked his downfalls and concentrated on the stronger characteristics. As hard as it was, I learned to tolerate and worked with his two baby mamas and even played babysitter to his four kids whenever they came to visit and he wanted to go out with his boys. I bit my tongue whenever I suspected that he was still messing around with both of them and convinced myself that he’d never betray me in such a manner.


It took me two years to break away from him, and another year to get him completely out of my system and to regain my self-confidence. Now I was more determined than ever to not allow another man that type of power over me. Just like men were capable of fucking without becoming emotionally involved and leaving, so was I. In fact, it was my new sexual practice. I didn’t need anyone spending the night, and I didn’t want to see anyone’s face when I awoke the next morning. To emphasize this point, when someone asked to stay over, I’d tell them to go into the refrigerator and to count the number of eggs. The number of eggs would indicate how many people would be staying over for breakfast.


The thought of some stranger snoring in my ear and their morning breath hitting me in the face caused me to scowl. Pushing the thoughts of my past with Ryan aside, I turned my focus back on the present moment. As I stepped to the bar, my favorite bartender, Soraya, smiled at me as she handed me a pomegranate mojito. This was my favorite drink of the moment. I liked Soraya, but she liked me and made sure to let me know this with every chance that she could. I had nothing against lesbians. Growing up, I had a few associates who swung that way, but this young tenderoni was strictly into the type of dick that came attached to a man and was made of flesh and muscle. Not to say that I’d never consider letting a woman lick the kitty. I was never one to cancel what the future might have in store for me.


Taking my drink in my hand, I turned toward the dance floor to scan for my prey of the evening. The deejay was playing a song by one of these young Tampa rappers that had all the chicken heads popping their pussies and trying to back it up. I despised today’s hip-hop music. When did it become a trend for a man to sing about a woman having her own so that he didn’t have to worry about stepping up to the plate as a man should? Where was the chivalry in rapping about how many women you sexed? And who really gave a damn about someone rhyming about how much money they dropped at a strip club? Hell, if you let some of the women that these rappers call themselves smashing tell it, most of them would reveal that most rappers used this type of bragging as a way of overcompensating for the skills that they lacked in the bedroom.


This was something that my girl, Anjel, and I shared. To us, a man was a provider. Not to say that he should be dipping into his pockets to financially support a woman, but when it came to courting and dating, he should initiate and make the effort to illustrate that he was the man in the relationship.


I can’t necessarily blame men for this new lazy mentality. In actuality, it was these so-called independent women running around screaming they didn’t need a man and that they could do it all on their own that had given birth to this type of thinking. It was those women who were allowing deadbeat men to lie up around the house and smoke weed all day; and if homeboy did work, it was doing some meaningless job. Of course, let’s not forget to mention that those brothers, in those women’s eyes, weren’t real men if they weren’t fucking everything that threw her legs up in the air. All the time, they were treating their so-called loves of their lives with every type of disrespect humanly possible. Sometimes I had to shake my damn head at the standards that women held men to. Sad thing about it was that I used to be one of those women.


I sipped on my mojito, trying to erase some of the anger that I was feeling. When I looked up, I was staring into the eyes of one the sexiest brothers that I had ever seen. His skin was the color of dark chocolate, he was well over six-feet tall, and he had the brightest smile that shined through the obscurity of the club. Seeing that he had my attention, he made his way over to me.


“How are you doing tonight?” he asked in a foreign accent.


Blushing, I couldn’t help but to smile. I couldn’t recall a time when I had met a man that had me speechless. Finding my voice, I managed to stammer, “I’m doing fine. And yourself?”


“Mmm, now that I’m standing in your presence, I couldn’t be better. I’m Farai, and you are?”


“I’m Shawna. Farai, huh? That’s definitely a unique name, and I hear an accent. Where are you from?”


“I’m from the African country of Kenya. It is said that my name means ‘rejoice.’”


As I took him in from head to toe, I couldn’t help but to think about how I was going to be the one rejoicing when I got him behind closed doors. We engaged in small talk while I sipped on my drink. I was mesmerized by his encapsulating smile. It radiated through his perfect white teeth.


I had a fantasy about what it would be like to get it in with an African brother, and maybe it was the slight buzz I was feeling or just my horniness, but I thought that there was no time like the present to make that fantasy a reality.


I set the little bit of what was left of my drink on the bar and took Farai’s hand. Gently leading him toward the dance floor, I wanted to see if rhythm was truly an innate African trait. Twisting my hips to the beat as I led him to the middle of the dance floor, I was certain that his eyes were on my protruding bouncing ass.


When we reached a spot a few feet from the DJ’s booth, I went into full swing as I seductively began gyrating against Farai’s body. Much to my delight, he got into the groove as well. Holding me from behind, he grinded against me until his manhood was resting between my buttocks. We danced to some of the latest jams—hip-hop, R&B, and reggae before deciding to take a break.


Leaning up against the wall, I looked up into Farai’s eyes and he returned my gaze. We both knew what was on each other’s mind. He was undressing me with his eyes and I was doing the same to him. From what I could feel on the dance floor, Farai was packing the type of piece that required a girl to do some pussy exercises.


As I was catching my breath, Farai flashed me his signature smile before leaning down to whisper into my ear. “Would you like to get out of here and go back to my place?”


I came here on a mission and in almost an hour, it was almost complete. I allowed Farai to take charge and lead me out of the club. I was growing moist with the anticipation of what was about to go down.





CHAPTER 4
Anjel



“Anjel, you are so damn picky!” Alexandria exclaimed while rolling her eyes.


I had just given her a recap of my blind date with Kelvin. “You think I’m picky? Hell, I can’t help it that I have standards. I’m not trying to lay up with any and everything,” I protested.


“I’m not saying that you have to. All Shawna was trying to do was to get you back in the game. Kelvin was nothing but some practice. Shit, you could’ve even used him to clear out some of them cobwebs that are growing inside of that pussy of yours.”


“Okay, you have jokes, I see. I don’t need a man to help clean out any ‘cobwebs.’ That’s what my battery-operated boyfriend is for.”


“You need to leave that thing alone. With the abundance of dick out there, you don’t need anything that requires batteries.”


“Why not? It gets the job done and I’m never left unsatisfied,” I countered.


For a minute, silence filled the room as I focused my attention on the fireplace’s mantle. I fixated my eyes on the original painting that was mounted on the wall in the center. It was a constant reminder of a life that I no longer lived. It was one that I yearned for. The artist’s use of earth tones brought the abstract painting alive. I sometimes would be enthralled in the spirals of browns, the blocks of oranges, and hues of reds.


“You’re thinking about him, aren’t you?” Alexandria inquired.


As one of my closest confidantes, she knew that whenever I went into a silent spell, I was more than likely reminiscing about Mason. “You’d think that after all this time, it’d get easier. But every inch of this townhouse reminds me of him. All the decorum brings back memories of him. Everywhere I turn, I’m constantly reminded of him.”


“Have you considered selling the townhouse? Being bottled up in here isn’t exactly helping you to move on.”


“I’ve thought about it, but honestly, a part of me is still hoping that we’ll work things out and get back together. I keep telling myself that he needs this time to get out and explore his options. You know, like that Mariah Carey song ‘Butterfly’ or Maxwell’s ‘Pretty Wings.’”


“Anjel, have you taken into account that this might not happen? I mean, he might have truly moved on and is happy with her?”


“He’s not with her anymore,” I nonchalantly revealed.


“What? How do you know this? You’ve spoken to him?”


I hesitated before I answered Alexandria’s questions. I wasn’t proud of what I had done, and I wasn’t sure that I wanted her going off and running her mouth to our circle of friends.
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On the heels of Timothy Michael Carson’s critically acclaimed When the Truth

| Lies, comes his next enﬂ{rallin?‘page-tmner, Love'’s Damage.

Kenton, Shawna, andAnjel ‘can’t seem to elude heartache no matter how hard
they try. Trying to redefine the laws that govern the heart, each attempts to find and
keep love by playing by their own rules. But can they avoid the ups and downs, twists
and turns, and make-ups to break-ups long enough to find what each is looking for?

Kenton has had his share of being played and has decided to turn the tables. Tired
of having his heart broken, he decides to become the heartbreaker instead and makes
a personal vow to never again become a victim of love’s wrath. But how long can one
truly elude the rules of love?

His cousin, Shawna, doesn’t believe in playing by anyone’s rules. After a previous
relationship left her jilted, she adapts a “love’em and leave’em” attitude until a chance
meeting makes her rethink her approach to matters of the heart.

Anjel can’t stop holding on to a love she never really had. Obsessed with her
ex-fiancé, she will stop at nothing to get him back. From late-night drive-bys to
spontaneous pop-ups, she won’t stop until she recaptures his waning affection. But
when she gets what she thinks she wants, is she willing to pay the price it comes with?

In Love s Damage, the never-ending quest for love will take these three characters
to places they never thought they’d go and find them doing things they never thought
they would. But will they be able to successfully weather through the many highs and
lows on their quest for true love or will love simply find them...damaged?

Timothy Michael Carson is a Florida native, but currently
resides in Atlanta, Georgia with his two German Boxers.
Loves Damage is his second contribution to the literary world.

When not writing, Timothy is perfecting his skills at
Georgia State University. He will complete his undergraduate
degree in journalism, with a public relations concentration,
and a minor in English in fall 2011.

Timothy is also a poet, freelance journalist, and the
il founder of Ready2Speak Books. He is presently working on his
b/ third novel, the follow-up to his literary debut, When the Truth
Lies (2010), titled After the Smoke Clears. To stay current with
Timothy, please visit his website at: www.ready2speakbooks.
com. Timothy can also be found on Facebook: Timothy
Michael Carson-Writer and Twitter: authortmcarson
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