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DEDICATION


I dedicate this novel to the memory of a very close and dear friend. Big Reds, if I had to use one word to describe you, it would be “determination.” No matter what the task, you completed it.
No matter how high the mountain was, you climbed it.
No matter what the goal was, you made sure to achieve it.
Your determination is what pushed me to complete this book.
In a way, it was my inspiration. I wish you were here with us now to read it.
Don’t worry though, I’ll have your copy waiting for you when I see you again at those pearly white gates. Always know, you are deeply missed and always loved.


Sincerely,
Your Friend


In Memory of Joshua Daniel Adams
(Big Reds)
September 10, 1981–June 4, 2002
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Tyrelle
LEARNED FROM THE BEST


Every little boy has one cousin or uncle in their family they look up to and want to emulate. Mine was my older cousin Terry. I wanted to dress like him, play basketball as good as him, but most of all I wanted to have all the girls that he had.


I remember, when I was younger, he had his girl Tracy over to the house. I was staying over for the weekend because he was taking me to Triples Nightclub on Saturday to see the Junkyard Band. I saw him rush out the door, go downstairs, and then come back upstairs with a disturbed look on his face. He came into the back room with me while I was playing Nintendo.


“Go in my room and ask Tracy to show you how to work the computer,” he said.


“But why? You already showed me earlier today.”


“I know that but she doesn’t. Just do what I said and stop askin’ so many damn questions. Oh, play dumb too, so she can break it down for you. I need about a good fifteen minutes.”


I didn’t understand what was going on but I agreed.


“All right!” I replied.


He then went downstairs and I went into the room and asked Tracy what he had told me to ask her. Sure enough, she was more than willing to show me. About twenty minutes had passed, and in walked Terry with a slight sweat.


“Damn, boo! A nigga’s missin’ you. Can’t I get some luvin?”


She looked at him with a smile filled with joy and was more than happy to oblige him. They both darted into the bedroom and closed the door. I knew what time it was, so Terry was going to be in there for at least two hours. Puzzled by why Terry was acting so strangely, I went over to the window and looked outside. I saw Ebony getting into her car. Ebony was the chick Terry had met about two or three weeks prior at the Safari Club.


It turns out that Terry had gotten his times mixed up with Tracy. He had forgotten that she was coming over early that day, so he had told Ebony to swing by. Terry had it that way; he never had unexpected visitors. He made sure all of his girls called him before coming over. How he did it? Hell if I knew. Later I found out that Ebony had called and said that she was up the street and on her way. Terry had me keep Tracy company while he went downstairs and had sex with Ebony in the basement. He knew that Tracy wouldn’t have any problems showing me how to use the computer and that would give him the time he needed.


After he finished with Ebony he didn’t just rush her out the house. No, he cuddled a little bit with her and told her that he had to pick his mother up from work so he had to get ready to go. He used the bathroom downstairs to wash off so Tracy wouldn’t smell Ebony’s scent on him. He told Ebony to go ahead and let herself out, like he was in a rush or running late so she wouldn’t press him, came upstairs, and took Tracy right into the room so she wouldn’t happen to look out the window and see Ebony getting in her car. He fucked both of them that day. The nigga was smooth, I mean smooth!
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Terry was always introducing me to all the right people. He had just been drafted by the Boston Celtics when I was in junior high school. It didn’t just stop with basketball; he was much smarter than that. He made sure he knew any and everybody. He knew NFL players, club owners, and entertainers. I probably knew more people by the age of fourteen than most people would ever meet. Shit, I even knew damn doctors and lawyers. Terry knew anybody that was somebody in D.C. and, after a while, so did I.


He taught me the two most important things in life; how to manage my money and my women. I had a couple of candy scams working at school from my locker and a different girl to call my own. They all went to different schools throughout the D.C area.


“Never mess with a girl that goes to school with you because everybody will know your business,” he would tell me.


When a girl has a boyfriend that goes to another school and someone wants to know about them, usually she will tell them,  “You don’t know him. He goes to another school.” Then the subject is dropped and your name is never brought up. See, this is important because you never know who knows who when it comes to girls. Everybody knows somebody! The chances of getting caught were slim to none, if you ask me.


Shit like that is what he taught me throughout my childhood; the ends and outs of how to be a playa. I only wish he’d taught me the ends and outs of how to be a man instead but like all things, you have to learn the hard way. . .








Terry
REALITY SOONER OR LATER SETS IN


I sat down and carefully planned out my weekend. Everything had to be perfect. I wanted to make sure everything was airtight. Angie wasn’t like any of those other chicks I dealt with; not to mention I hardly saw her. If it didn’t make sense to her, she was going to ask questions. I couldn’t have anything fucking the night up. She had class, cash, and an ass that just, MADE ME WANNA HOLLA!


I picked up the phone and called Ty (my little cousin Tyrelle) so he would know the drill. Couldn’t have him not knowing what was going on. Knowing my wife, she’d probably call him first looking for me.


“Hello,” he said, answering the phone.


“What’s up, Ty?”


“Shit! Trying to find something to get into tonight,” he replied.


“Why don’t you just call up Jodi or something?” I asked.


“I would if I could ’cause I damn sure need some ass right about now, but she’s in Chicago. I’ll fuck around and probably call April or something. I’ll explode waiting for Jodi’s ass. I need some now! What’s on your agenda for tonight?”


“Tonight? It’s more like the weekend.”


“Nigga, you do remember Tracy? You know, your wife? Sometimes I think you forget that you’re a married man. How in the hell are you going to spend the whole weekend with a bitch?” he questioned.


“Don’t question me. I know how to handle myself and this situation, thank you very much. That’s actually why I’m calling you. If Tracy calls you tomorrow, just say that I’m with you. Say I’m asleep or something. She won’t try to wake me. I doubt she’ll even call, but just in case. Can’t have two different stories.”


“So who’s the lucky lady getting all this special treatment?”


“You’ll never guess. I meant to tell you the other day when I ran into her. Man. . .”


“Who?” Ty asked, cutting me off.


“Angie.”


“Damn! For real? I haven’t heard that name in a minute. Slim was tough though.”


“Was? You should see her now. She’s off the hook! I tell you! When they say certain things get better with age, they ain’t lying!”


“So, what has she been up to?” he asked.


“Hell if I know. We weren’t talking about any of that. I was just trying to set up a time to get back in that.”


“Yeah, I know you were. I bet your ass was happy to see that some things haven’t changed.”


“Who are you telling? I thought she would be like naw, ’cause of how shit went down the last time, but she was game for everything. I’m talking ’bout she was telling a brotha how she misses me and shit,” I said.


“So, how are you going to pull all this shit off? If I remember correctly, slim doesn’t know your ass is married, so I’m sure she’s going to want you to stay with her the entire weekend,” he said.


“Did your ass forget who taught you what you know?”


“Here we go with this again. You taught me a lil’ something,” he said.


“I taught your ass more than that, so I’m pretty sure I can handle this situation.”


“Okay, how?” he asked.


“First of all, Tracy isn’t going to miss me. She’ll probably be out with her girls or something. She does her own thing on the weekends now.”


“That might be true, but I’m sure she’ll recognize that her husband didn’t come home that night and that’s when the shit will hit the fan. Y’all may be going through this lil’ beef phase now, but not coming home will put ya on a whole other level. I’m taking the Divorce Court level.”


“I’m sure it would, but who said I wasn’t coming home tonight?”


“What? Did you tell Angie already that you’re not spending the night?” he asked.


“No, I told you I didn’t tell her anything. I just set up the weekend festivities.”


“Then how are you going to get out of it, ’cause you know she is going to want your ass to spend the night?” he asked.


“Look, it’s simple. Usually I get home from the club around what? 3:30-4:00 a.m.? So, I’ll make sure I’m home Friday and Saturday night around that time. I did tell Angie that I’m having a house built out in Fort Washington and it’s not ready yet, so I’m staying with you,” I explained.


“Okay, that takes care of her spending the night with you, but not you with her,” he replied.


Good point! Then what do I do? I was stuck.


“Damn, good question. I didn’t think about that. I see what you’re saying. That just stops her from staying with me, but she’ll still try to get me to stay with her. I can say I don’t have any clothes or something like that? Naw, that sounds childish. If I don’t stay and don’t have a good excuse, she’s going to question the shit out of me. I go through that enough with Tracy. I’ll be damn if I’m going to put up with it from someone else.”


“How ’bout this? I’ll just call you on your cell round 3:00 a.m. to give you an excuse to roll. Tell her that something came up and we need you at the club. That should take care of Friday night,” he said.


“What if she asks what happened?”


“Tell her I didn’t tell you. All I said is we need you at the club ASAP. She’ll probably still be pissed, but she’ll have a good enough excuse not to trip. That way it won’t fuck up any ass for you on Saturday night. As for Saturday night, I don’t know how you’re going to get out of that, but if you can’t come up with anything, just roll. She didn’t trip off the cruddy shit you did last time, so she’ll eventually get over it if you roll Saturday night, too.”


I liked it. His plan was perfect. I’d still be home around my usual time so Tracy wouldn’t expect anything. On Saturday, I could just carry it like Ty said and just roll. It wasn’t like I’d be seeing Angie anytime soon after that. Plus, I wouldn’t have to hear her bitch.


“Sounds like a plan to me,” I replied.


“Why didn’t you call me earlier this morning or something? If you’d given me more time, I’m sure I could’ve thought of something, other than you just carrying her.”


“Naw, don’t trip. I like it. I mean, I’m not trying to carry her, but I would’ve already gotten the pussy, so why trip if she’s beefing? She leaves Sunday morning and I won’t have to hear that shit.”


“Just make sure you call Jeff and let him know what’s up, too. Tracy might surprise you and call him instead, then you’ll really be up shit’s creek,” he said.


“I will. You just make sure you remind him again at the club later on tonight as well. You know how his memory is.”


“You don’t have to tell me. You know I know. He has fucked up many an excuse for me on several occasions. I still think it’s a miracle that Jodi and I are back together in the first place.”


“Hold up now; that wasn’t his fault. I don’t know why you keep putting that on him. I would’ve done the same thing if I was him. You didn’t tell anybody shit. How was he supposed to know that you had that chick at your house?” I asked.


“How was I supposed to know that Jodi would pop up over the house? She hadn’t said anything when she’d called earlier that day about it and she didn’t leave any messages saying that she would either. I thought I’d be straight since she’d called and I didn’t answer. She had to know that I wasn’t home. That was supposed to give me the time to fuck Slim and get her up and out of there.”


“Your first mistake was giving Jodi a key. If she has a key, she has access to surprise your ass whenever she feels like it. Your second one, your dumb ass took another chick to your house. You know better than that! You do your dirt at her house or at a mo mo,” I said.


“I didn’t know she was coming over,” he repeated.


“Bottom line, that shit was stupid. Deep down inside you know your ass was wrong. You can’t even fake! You know you can’t blame Jeff. All you had to do was let us know what was up and we would’ve made sure she didn’t come over, regardless of who she’d called.”


“I don’t blame him for saying that he didn’t know where I was. It was when he told her, ‘He should be in the house. His ass is probably sleep and doesn’t want to answer the phone.’ Now that was just stupid. That basically gave her the idea to come over,” he said.


I could see his point.


“I see what you’re saying, but what you don’t see is that you usually tell us when you have something popping off. You didn’t tell us anything that day. So how was he supposed to know? When your ass is sleep you don’t answer the phone for shit. We all know this, so I could see why he said that. It sounded like the truth. Honestly speaking, Jodi usually leaves you alone when you’re asleep. That time, she didn’t. I mean, come on, Ty. Do you really think he would’ve told her that shit, if he’d known you had a bitch over?”


“I know he wouldn’t but, still, he should’ve just left it at he didn’t know where I was and then called me and told me she was looking for me. I mean, what if I was over Shortie’s house instead? Jodi would’ve still come over and seen I wasn’t home. Now I’m getting the shit questioned out of me when I walk through the door. And what if I’d fuck up by saying I was over Jeff’s house. I would’ve been caught right there, and let’s not forget I would’ve been walking up in the house smelling like pussy.”


Even though he was dead wrong to blame Jeff for that situation, he’d found a way to make his point and it was valid. Even if that would’ve happened, he still would’ve been short.


“That’s my point! If you have something popping off you should tell one of us in case she does call. Don’t leave us in the dark ’cause I’ll be damned if I’m calling you every time Jodi calls looking for you and I don’t know where you are. What do I look like?”


“Whatever. I wasn’t wrong. I don’t care what you say.”


“Weren’t you the one who just told me to call Jeff and let him know the deal in case Tracy calls him?”


“That’s different.”


It was pointless. He was going to have his point of view and I was going to have mine. I just needed to agree to disagree.


“I’m not even going to keep going there with you. I don’t feel like you can blame him. I know one thing, I bet next time your ass won’t bring a chick over your house. I’ll tell you that much!”


“I bet I won’t either,” he replied, laughing.


I heard the front door close.


“Lemme holla at you later. Tracy just walked in.”


He agreed and we both hung up.


I grabbed my clothes for the night. I needed to hurry up and get out of there before she found a way to start an argument. The only way I could prevent them was by staying gone as much as possible. I’d make the dinner arrangements when I get to the club.


I went into the bathroom and turned on the shower. It would’ve been nice if she was asleep by the time I got out. I took a quick shower to freshen up. I walked out of the bathroom with my towel on and saw Tracy lying on the bed relaxing, watching TV.


“Where are you going this early?” she asked.


“I’m going to work.”


“Can you take off tonight?” she asked.


I should’ve known. Every time I have something planned with another chick she wants us to do something. It’s like she has ESP or something.


“Not tonight, baby. Maybe another time.”


She moved over towards me and took my towel off. She began to massage my penis, teasing me.


“Come on, baby. I’m tired of all the arguing between us. I want to spend some time with you. I’ll make it worth your while.”


She began to give me oral pleasure that was better than usual. I couldn’t believe what was going on. What had come over her? I pushed her off me. I was determined to have my night with Angie.


“Stop! Stop! I have to get out of here. Another time, baby.”


“It’s always another damn time when it comes to me! I’m getting sick of this shit. I had to play second to basketball in high school and college. Thank God your ass didn’t make it in the pros, or we’d probably be divorced by now.”


She realized what she’d just said. I remained calm.


She continued, “I’m sorry. I know how you feel about that situation. I didn’t mean it like that. We hardly do anything anymore but argue. I don’t care if we go to a movie or the mall; just take me somewhere. I don’t care if you try to fuck me in a parking lot; just show me, in some kind of way, you’re still attracted to me. Buy me an ice cream cone. I just want to spend some time with you because at the rate we’re going, this marriage isn’t going to last that much longer.”


I had to pick and choose my words to avoid an argument, but anything short of me agreeing would’ve started one regardless.


“I know, baby, and I agree, but I can’t tonight. It’s the first of the month and I have to do the books and so forth. That’s why I’m going in early. Why don’t you call up Crystal tonight and do something with her and we’ll spend next weekend together? I promise.”


I grabbed my clothes and began to put them on. She gave me a look of frustration.


“Fine. Maybe Crystal can give me some dick,” she said to aggravate me.


She got up and went downstairs. I felt bad for turning her down. It had been a while since we’d done something together. She was actually reaching out to me and I didn’t grab on. But how could I? Who knew when the next opportunity to hook up with Angie would happen? I couldn’t pass the chance up. I continued getting dressed.


I walked downstairs and saw Tracy sitting on the couch, watching TV in the living room.


“Baby, I promise we’ll do something next weekend; just me and you.” She just nodded her head as if to say, “Whatever.”
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I arrived at the Cheesecake Factory fifteen minutes early. I wanted to make sure I was on time, this time, to make a good impression. Plus I wanted to see her fine ass walk through that door. I ordered a drink to take off the edge. I wasn’t sure why I was so nervous, but my nerves were definitely jumping. I looked at my watch to check the time: 7:20 p.m. I feel like that was the first time we’d ever hooked up.


“Can I take your order, sir?” the waiter asked.


“Give me another ten minutes or so. I’m waiting for my date to arrive.”


“Aren’t you Terry Shaw? Didn’t you play for Maryland?” he asked.


“Yeah,” I said modestly.


He didn’t look any older then twenty-one; maybe twenty-two. I was shocked that he even recognized me.


“My father talked about you all the time. He said he coached you,” the waiter said.


This is interesting.


“Really, who is your father?” I asked.


“Bill Lee,” he replied.


“Yeah, your old man coached me when I was fourteen. Wow, how is he doing?”


“He’s fine. He just had surgery on his knee again.”


“Really.”


I took out one of my business cards and wrote my home number on the back of it.


“So you must be lil’ Rob? He used to bring you to practice sometime. Give this to your father. Tell him to give me a call. It’ll be nice to pick his brain again. Well, actually, he used to pick mine.”


“Mr. Shaw, if you don’t mind me asking, whatever happened to you? By the way my father talked about you; I always wondered why you aren’t still in the NBA?”


“Right after I was drafted, I started to work out with the team voluntarily. You know, to show good faith. Anyhow, summer league was about to start up, and I still hadn’t reached an agreement on my contract with the Celtics. All I wanted to do was play ball. It was never about the money to me. The love of the game meant everything to me. Well, I agreed to play summer league as a good faith gesture while my contract was being worked out. I tore my knee in our second game of the summer. No multi-million dollar contract, no shoe deal, and no NBA career for me.”


“You couldn’t catch on with another team?” he asked.


I spotted Angie standing at the door. I stood up and waved to her so she could notice me.


She did, then I continued, “Yeah, I signed a two-year deal with the Bullets about a year and a half later. They were the only team that wanted to take a chance on my knee. My knee wasn’t the same afterwards. I played two years with them, then called it quits and retired. I always played at the highest level, and when I couldn’t anymore, I wasn’t going to embarrass myself playing just for a paycheck. Luckily for me, I got my education while I was in college and didn’t just depend on basketball.”


I’m not sure how old he actually was, but knowing Coach Lee, his son had to be playing somewhere. I wanted to let him know about my education and not just the NBA.


“Your father used to beat getting an education in my head all the time. He would say, ‘That basketball got you into school; now let your mind get you out of it.’ I owe your father a lot,” I said.


I helped Angie into her chair and sat back down.


“He tells me that every day.”


Angie stood back and listened.


“So you play as well?” I asked.


“Yeah, but I didn’t make it to a big-time college like you. I play at Towson; next year will be my last,” he replied.


“What’s your major?”


“Pre-law. I’ve been accepted at Georgetown Law School already.”


“I see you have a plan for life after basketball as well; that’s good. I usually go to Run-N-Shoot on Sunday mornings. Maybe you can show me your moves on the court sometime,” I suggested.


He began to grin.


“I’d like that, Mr. Shaw. Well, don’t let me interrupt your dinner any longer. Just let me know when you’re ready to order,” he said.


I was impressed by Angie. She never interrupted our conversation, nor did she become upset or anything. She sat back and listened, as if she was interested as well.


“I apologize for that. His father used to be my coach when I was younger,” I said.


“Oh, it’s no problem at all. I like how you stressed the importance of school to him. Nowadays, everybody wants to be the next Lebron,” she replied. She picked up her menu. “Let’s hurry up and order so we can eat, then get out of here. I want you all to myself tonight.”


I was instantly turned on by what she’d said.


“Is that so? I think I can take care of that for you.” I waved for the waiter to come back over to our table. “We’re ready to order. I’d like a steak, medium-rare, with a baked potato and string beans.”


“I’ll have the barbecue chicken breast with mashed potatoes and corn,” Angie said.


“And to drink?” he asked.


“Bring us a bottle of Merlot,” I said.


He grabbed our menus and walked off.


“Might I ask what you have planned for us tonight?” I asked.


“All I plan to do is be with you all weekend. I should be the one asking what you have in store for me,” she said.


“A night filled with fun is all I’m going to say,” I replied.


We enjoyed our dinner but mostly the dinner conversation. We continuously talked dirty to each other, growing our sexual appetite for one another. I was so horny that once we’d finally finished dinner, I asked for the check and we hit the door.


We headed straight for her hotel. I’d barely gotten in the front door before she started kissing me. At that point, I knew exactly how much I had her. She couldn’t wait another minute. I wanted to tease her a little longer.


“Slow down a little bit, baby. We have all night,” I said.


She did.


“Would you like a drink?” she asked.


“Sure, what do you have?”


She walked over to the bar in her suite. “I have some Remy, Hennessy, and a bottle of Moët.”


“I’ll have some Remy.”


She made me a glass and poured herself a glass of Moët. She walked over to the couch, handed me my drink, and sat down beside me. I took a sip of my drink. I placed it down on the table and stood up so I could give her a massage. She enjoyed every minute of it. My hands caressed her soft body. It became hot in the room quickly. She lunged over and started to kiss me passionately again. This time, I couldn’t resist. I wanted her then. I picked her up and took her into the bedroom.


We had passionate sex but something was missing. I wasn’t sure what but, once I was done, something didn’t feel right. I had an empty feeling inside of me.


I went into the bathroom to wash up but I turned on the shower instead. I didn’t want Tracy detecting any scents whatsoever. I got in the shower and let the warm water run over my body. I couldn’t help but to question what could possibly be wrong. Angie was perfect. The night was perfect. The sex was great but something still just didn’t seem right. Something wasn’t hitting home. Maybe I was just tired and delusional.


I came out of the bathroom to see Angie knocked out asleep. I went back into the living room and grabbed my unfinished drink. I went out on the balcony and felt the cool breeze. I stood there staring at the midnight sky, drinking my now watered-down drink. An unpredictable question then jumped in my train of thought. Was it all worth it? Was being with Angie that night worth turning my wife down? The answers to my questions became a shock. No, it wasn’t. No, she wasn’t. Why am I shopping for milk when I have the cow at home? That, I didn’t know. That, I couldn’t answer.


My mind was in circles wondering what I’d done and why I’d done it for so long, if it was all for nothing. What was the point? I needed to get out of there. I went back inside the hotel room and gathered my clothes. That was definitely not the place I needed to be right then. I got dressed quietly, trying to not wake Angie. I grabbed the bottle of Remy that was left and headed out the door.


I drove around the city trying to clear my head. It was only a little after midnight so I couldn’t go in the house yet. I didn’t want to go to the club either because I wasn’t trying to be around anybody right then. I called Ty to let him know he didn’t have to call me later on since I’d already rolled. I’d hoped to get his voice mail but I wasn’t that lucky.


“Hello,” he said, answering the phone.


I could hardly hear him because of all the noise in the background.


“You don’t have to worry about calling later on. I’ve already left,” I said.


“Hello!” he yelled.


I could tell he couldn’t hear me.


“Hello!” he yelled again.


I hung up the phone. Hopefully he’d go to his office and call back. I shouldn’t have called him anyway. I should’ve just turned my phone off when I’d walked in the door and let him get my voice mail. My phone started ringing. I knew he’d call right back.


“Yeah,” I said, answering the phone.


“What’s up? You called me?” he replied.


“I was just calling to tell you that you don’t have to hit my cell later on tonight because I’ve already left Angie’s hotel.”


“Why? What happened?”


“Nothing happened; I just rolled. For real, young, I really don’t feel like getting into all that, so I’ll just holla at you in the morning,” I said.


He didn’t try to force his will on me.


“Okay! Lookie here, there are a truckload of women up in here tonight, so you do you and I’ll talk to you,” he said.


We both hung up from one another. I continued to drive around the city. For some reason, driving calms me down when I’m upset and helps me to see things I wouldn’t see otherwise. I guess I’m more at peace with myself while I’m driving. I don’t have to worry about anyone asking me a rack of questions or continually wanting to know what is wrong.


I replayed the argument Tracy and I had earlier and the look on her face. All she wanted to do was spend some time with me and I’d turned her down for some ass. I just had to have my night with Angie and it wasn’t even worth it. Don’t get me wrong. The sex was good but it’s not like being with Tracy; nothing is. The more I thought, the more things didn’t make sense. Like, it didn’t make sense to go out and get something you already had. The way I’d treat Tracy didn’t make sense. I got on I-295 South and headed home. I needed to talk to Tracy. I needed to apologize to her.


I walked into my dark, empty house. There was no sign of Tracy. I looked around for a note but she didn’t leave one. I looked to see what time it was and it was going on 2 a.m. She’d obviously gotten over not being able to spend time with me and had found something else to do. I wondered what and with whom? I stopped myself from thinking like that. I remained positive. She’d probably gone over to one of her friends’ houses and would be home soon. I turned on the TV in the living and lay on the couch, waiting for her to come home.


The sound of the front door closing woke me from a deep sleep. I looked at the clock on the cable box and it read 4:48 a.m. It didn’t seem like I was sleeping that long. I jumped up, pissed at what time she was strolling in the house.


“Where the hell have you been?” I asked.


She was going up the steps. She ignored my question and continued upstairs. I followed behind her. She went into the bedroom with me following close behind.


“Did you hear what I said? Where have you been?” I asked again.


“I heard you the first time you asked me, but you’re not anyone to be questioning what time I come in the house,” she replied.


“I’m your damn husband; that’s who I am,” I said.


“Really, I can’t tell because you damn sure don’t act like it.”


“I’m going to ask once again, where have you been?” I said sternly.


“Does it matter where I’ve been? You made it perfectly clear earlier that you didn’t want to be with me, so I just found someone that did.”


I knew she didn’t just say what I thought she said. She must’ve lost her mind.


“What do you mean, you found somebody that did?” I questioned.


“Exactly what I said,” she replied.


I jumped in her face with my fist balled.


“What, are you going to hit me now?” she nonchalantly responded.


I wanted to, disrespecting me like that. I wanted to knock the shit out of her but I didn’t. I continued to stand in her face looking stupid.


“So you’re cheating on me now?” I asked.


It was all I could muster up. She smacked her lips and walked into the bathroom. I followed behind her.


“So what, you’re not going to answer me now?” I asked.


She winced. “Get out of my face!”


“No, I asked you a question. Are you cheating on me?”


“No I’m not cheating on you but I damn sure wish I was,” she replied.


“Then where the hell have you been?”


“Out!”


“Out where, damn it?”


“Not with you; I know that much,” she replied sarcastically.


“You know what? Fuck it! I don’t care where the fuck you’ve been. Fuck whoever you want! I don’t give a shit!” I yelled.


“That’s the damn problem right there. Your ass never gave a shit,” she replied.


“Whatever!”


“I damn sure wish I was fucking someone else. That’s probably the only way I’ll find someone that actually cares about me,” she said as tears began to come out her eyes.


I didn’t care. I walked out the bathroom and in the bedroom to grab my pillows, then I went downstairs. If I’d lain in the bed with her, I would’ve probably killed her ass. I stretched out on the couch and got comfortable. She came downstairs.


“So, is that what you’re going to do? Just run whenever we have a problem or an argument? I’m tired of you running,” she said.


“Why are you talking to me? You should be telling this to the muthafucka you’re cheating with. Isn’t that what you told me?”


“You know what, here I am down here trying to get past this shit and you want to keep it lingering. I told your ass I’m not cheating on you. If you must know, I was out with Crystal tonight.”


“Yeah, I’ve heard that before. I don’t care who you were out with. It wasn’t me; we know that much,” I said, using her own words against her.


“I’m not going to keep trying to kiss your ass. If you want to stay down here and stay pissed you can do it by your damn self. I’m going to bed,” she said, then stormed off. “I don’t know who he thinks he’s fooling. Just because he’s out fucking everybody doesn’t mean I am. He can kiss my damn ass,” she mumbled, walking up the steps.


I thought about how my night had ended with Angie. I needed to call her. Hopefully what I’d done wouldn’t affect the next night. I called on my cell phone to apologize for leaving the way I did.


“Hello,” she said, answering her cell phone still half asleep.


“I’m sorry to wake you. I thought I’d be leaving you a message,” I said.


“You know what? I have nothing to say to you. I can’t believe your ass left like that,” she said.


“I’m sorry. That’s why I’m calling. I’m just getting in the house myself. Something popped off at the club and someone started shooting so I had to hurry up and get there.”


I knocked on my wooden coffee table, hoping the tale I’d just told wouldn’t come true.


“You should’ve just woken me up. I could’ve gone with you,” she said.


“I didn’t want to. You looked so peaceful sleeping, so I just let you sleep. I didn’t think I’d be that long anyway. I’m sorry. Can I make it up to you tomorrow?”


I wanted to see how much of my story she’d bought.


“Yeah,” she sighed, “you better, but it’s going to cost you. You know I wasn’t finished yet. I wanted to go again,” she said.


“Really? You looked finished to me,” I said jokingly.


“I was finished for that round but we were scheduled for four,” she cooed.


I became turned on again.


“You better watch yourself before you find me over there now handling some business,” I said.


“You don’t see me stopping you, now do you?”


I thought about it but declined.


“Let’s hold off until tomorrow, boo. I want to make sure we go the whole four rounds this time. I’m dead tired now.”


“Well, go to sleep and call me in the morning,” she said.


I agreed. We got off the phone and I went to sleep.
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After what had happened, I was determined to have a blast with Angie. I’d cut shit short for no reason at all. I didn’t know what I was thinking. Nothing was going to ruin things for that night. I went to Angie’s, ready to get things started off the break. I didn’t want to play around like I’d done the night before. I wanted to start our festivities as soon as possible.


I knocked on the door and, to my surprise, Angie was reading my mind. She answered the door with nothing on but a smile.


“I must have the wrong room. I’m sorry, ma’am,” I joked.


She grabbed me. “Well, we just need to make it the right room then.”


We began to kiss passionately. I picked her up, closed the front door, and took her into the bedroom. I wanted her right then. Once we made our way to the bedroom, I laid her down. I took my pants off and tried to place myself inside of her.


“Baby, wait, I’m not wet yet,” she said.


I knew how to take care of that. I got on my knees and orally pleased her. I licked her vaginal walls and sucked on her clit. She became aroused and dripping wet in no time. I placed myself inside of her with ease. I wanted her to enjoy every minute of it. I took my time and paced myself like I was in a long distance race.


Our bodies met one another slowly in sync. She really began to get into it.


“Ooh!” she moaned.


She wasn’t the type of woman that liked to talk during sex like Tracy. That really was starting to bother me. I like being talked to. It turned me on and helped me climax. I pictured Tracy talking to me during sex, to help guide me along. I could see all of Tracy’s facial expressions as she told me to hit it harder.


I began to fuck Angie harder and harder. She still moaned with oohs and ahhs, but I couldn’t hear them. All I heard was Tracy.


‘Right there, baby. Yeah, I like it like that. Don’t stop, Terry. I’m about to CUM!’


I’m right behind you Tracy.


“Yeah, baby, you like that, huh?” I asked.


‘Yeah harder, I’m about to CUM,’ I imagined Tracy replying.


“I’m going to cum along with you, baby. I’m bout to cum,” I said.


I climaxed. I lay there exhausted from the sex I’d been longing for. Tracy lay on my chest, exhausted as well.


“I’m sorry, baby. I’m sorry for the way I’ve acted,” I said.


I kissed her on the top of her forehead.


I woke up out of my deep sleep, embarrassed. Reality set in and I realized that I hadn’t just make love to my wife, but Angie. The guilt started to set in. I couldn’t deny my feelings any longer. It was time for my wife and me to have a long talk. There were a lot of things the two of us needed to discuss. I moved Angie off me without waking her, put my clothes on and snuck out again.


I ran in the house and upstairs. No sign of Tracy. I should’ve known she wouldn’t be home. It was still relatively earlier. It was only 7:23 p.m. Time flew past. It went from 7:30 p.m. to 11 p.m. quickly and still, no sign of Tracy.


All of a sudden I heard a key unlocking the front door. It was her. I sat on the couch as she walked past. She went into the kitchen, then came back out into the living room where she saw me. She didn’t say a word and neither did I. I didn’t know what to say or how to start off the conversation. I just sat there. She went upstairs. I still didn’t move. I just sat there. Quickly my guilt turned into depression. What had I done?





Tyrelle
WE PLAYIN’ BASKETBALL


It was 9:30 a.m. and my phone was ringing.


“Hello!”


“What’s up, nigga? You didn’t call me back last night.” It was my cousin Jeff.


He was just like me. We were more like brothers than cousins because our mothers were so tight. You could always catch them at a card table together playing some whisk or spades.


“I know, my bad. April came by last night and one thing led to another,” I told him.


“April? I thought you were done fooling with that chickenhead. Plus, I thought you and Jodi were back together and you were going to be faithful.”


“Nigga, we are back together, but there’s too much pussy out here for me to be just settling down. Besides, Jodi’s in Chicago for some type of medical convention. What she doesn’t know won’t hurt her!”


“Fine, dig your own grave. I don’t know why you want to fuck wit dat bitch anyway. Only reason why April is trying to get with you is because she sees dollar signs.”


“Yeah, well she ain’t getting a cent so she can see what she wants as long as I keep seeing that pussy. Plus that bitch can suck a golf ball through a garden hose. You know she swallows, right? She actually gets offended if she spills one drop.”


We both laughed our asses off at that. Jeff understood me. He’d been with his girl for about four years but was still messin’ with skeezers behind her back. We’d run trains on a few.


“All I’m saying is that you need to watch yourself; especially with April. She’s a pregnancy waiting to happen. Jodi’s marriage material and furthermore...”


I cut him off. “We don’t bring up those words around here. You need to go somewhere else, talking about marriage.”


“Look, it’s time that we start thinking about it. I’m almost thirty. I’ve had enough pussy for ten men. It’s time that I take things seriously and you, too. Shit, Jodi’s fine as hell! She has a body that can put Viagra out of business and she’s a doctor. She isn’t one of these dumb-ass hoodrats from the club.”


I asked him, “Are you finished with the sermon? Because I’m a go ’head and get ready. We still ballin’ today?”


“Oh, you know it.”


“All right. I’ll meet you up at the Shoot around 11:30-12.”


“Bet dat!” he said.


I hung up the phone and started thinking. Was he right? Jodi and I had been together for the past three years. I started thinking about the day we’d met. She was in Med School at Howard and one of her sorors was in town. They didn’t feel like sitting in the house so they swung past the club that night. Jodi said she’d been in there before but that was the first time I’d seen her in the club since we’d opened. When I saw her, I knew right then that I had to have the woman.


I sat around for a good two hours trying to figure out how to approach her. If there was one thing that Terry had taught me, it was that everything in life was like chess. Without a good approach and strategy you will lose, but if you plan correctly and make the right move, straight like checkmate! She was bad. She was 5’9”, light brown, 145 pounds all in her thighs, ass and breasts, and to top it off, she had long black silky hair that was actually hers. She had on a black dress that showed every curve with black open-toed sandals. Her hair, nails, and even her toes were flawless. She had to be, if not the baddest, one of the baddest chicks in the club that night.


I decided to send her a bottle of Moët, compliments of the house, and of course I walked it over and introduced myself. When her girls finally went to the dance floor, it gave me the perfect opportunity to get better acquainted with her. We talked and talked. Before she left I slipped her my number. She called me about a couple of days later and the rest was history.


Maybe it was time for me to settle down. I didn’t know. I really didn’t have time to think about it right then. I mean, as far as I knew Jodi was faithful to me. She’d never strayed, but you can only trust a woman as far as you can throw one. I jumped out of the bed and started to get ready.
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Terry, Jeff, and I went to the Run-N-Shoot over on Marlboro Pike to play basketball every now and then. It was a way for us to release some stress. The court was our sanctuary, a place where we could just get away and enjoy ourselves. Not worry about our women or our careers. I grabbed my bag and put my long black basketball shorts, Washington Wizards cut-off T-shirt, and my Jordans inside. I put on my HOBO sweatpants and T-shirt, a pair of Nike socks, and my flip-flops, grabbed my car keys and headed out the door. I decided to drive the Navigator today, jumped in and headed on my way.


By the time I got there, Jeff and Terry were already on the court shooting around. I went inside the locker room and put on my gear and then went out and started to warm up. The gym was packed; it usually was in the summertime. All the high school, college, and pro players were there working on their games and hanging out. Hopefully, we could pick up two good players so at least we could get in a couple of games before we left. It was at least a twenty-five-minute wait just to get on the court and after your game, if you lost you had to sign the list and wait all over again. By then you’re looking at about another forty-five minutes to an hour to get back on the court.
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