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PROLOGUE

Post-Christmas Rush

December 28

I can’t believe my argument with Terrell last night. His only reason for accusing me of being ungrateful—an ungrateful bitch is what I’m sure he really wanted to call me—was that I hadn’t swooned over his Christmas Eve marriage proposal. I’d accepted the dazzling diamond ring but hadn’t worn it since Christmas day. I reasoned that in my profession jewelry wasn’t a good thing to flash, especially rings. I’m sure I’ll marry him eventually but right now I don’t have time to plan a wedding. Wasn’t it enough that I’d agreed to take time off from work to celebrate New Year’s with him by going on a ten-day cruise?

Right now, though, I was wasting time sitting here under a hair dryer, fanning through an outdated copy of Suede magazine. Try as I might, I was unable to make sense out of the Dominican chatter of my hairstylist. Repeatedly, I glanced out the window onto the street to keep an eye on my car. Fifty-third and Woodland Avenue was not the safest neighborhood in Philadelphia. No, it was worse than that. It was more like a war zone from all the stories I’d heard on the news. I could see why people living here were so depressed. Half the neighborhood was burned out, and outside a grimy Chinese takeout on the opposite corner always stood a crowd of thugs hustling drugs. Nevertheless, I braved this crime-infested neighborhood on the wrong side of City Line Avenue every two weeks because it was the only place where I could go to get my hair bone straight.

Not that I was trying to portray some type of white woman image but the Dominican perm kept me from having to fuss with my hair during my hectic days. And in my profession, everything had to have its place. My hair and clothes were neat, and I did my nails myself because it was important for them to be trimmed and manicured. My hands were my number one instrument on the job.

My patience was short when it came to getting my hair wrapped, or maybe I was just anxious to get the hell out of there. I was praying that the snow that had been falling that morning would stop soon. I bundled up and exited the salon. I know that as soon as I opened the door of my Saab, at least three crackheads would be begging to clean off my windshield for a measly two dollars. I had the money ready to avoid an incident.

An hour later I was on I-95. My office hadn’t opened yet so I called the answering service to check for messages. Relaxed, since there were no emergencies, I turned up my radio to listen to my best friend, Cat, a psychologist, hosting her weekly talk show on relationships. I had to wonder if people, especially women, ever tired of hearing themselves complain about commitment phobia men. But Cat made it sound entertaining, handling her callers and their many problems with a dry humor that kept me in stitches.

Exiting I-95 at Cottman Avenue, I cruised down State Road, through the gates of the Crumholt Fuhrman Correctional Facility (CFCF), and up to the guard post. I flashed my identification and the guard nodded good morning. I parked in a visitor parking space and gathered up my bag as I prepared myself for a morning that I knew would make me laugh, at least later in my recollection of it.

After passing through the metal detector and having my bag searched, I sipped on a cup of the extra-strong java the correctional officers had brewed and moved on to the infirmary, where I waited for inmate number 764327 to arrive.

In light of the fact that the infirmary was situated inside a prison, it was better maintained than some of the public health clinics I’d seen.

Ahmed, which I’m sure wasn’t the name his parents had given him, was on the far end of handsome mostly because of the battle scars on his face. But his grooming was impeccable. His prison-issued khakis had razor-sharp creases, his jet black hair was smoothed back in neat waves and he always smelled like the scented almond oil that was sold at the hair salon.

“Doctor Cyn. Hey, what’s up?” he asked, his hands jammed in his pockets.

“The important question is, how are you feeling?”

“I’m cool. This my last checkup, right?”

“Yes, your regular doctor will be returning next week so you’ll be rid of me,” I stated as I took a seat on my examining stool.

“Hey, look, I’d rather have you grabbing my balls on any day than that old bastard.”

Ignoring his comment, I suggested, “Why don’t you change into a gown and let me know when you’re ready.”

Moments later Ahmed appeared from behind the curtain dressed in a green gown, sitting himself down on the exam table, his exposed skin glistening from more oils, I assumed.

I opened a jar of lubricant.

“Okay, stand up so I can take a look,” I said, as I bent him slightly forward, then eased my gloved and lubricated forefinger into his rectum. “Feels smooth as a board. No lumps, Ahmed. Now, if you could turn around, I’d like to show you how to do a self-exam.”

“Yeah, whatever you say, doc,” he answered, while pulling up his gown from the front.

Ahmed’s penis was long and thin. I’m sure it made up in length for what it lacked in width.

Using my right hand, I lifted his penis while I gently rolled his scrotal sac between my thumb and the fingers of my left hand.

“The best time to examine your testicles is right after you shower.”

His erection started to rise immediately upon my touch, as I had no doubt it would.

“The scrotal skin is most relaxed at this time and the testicles can be felt more easily. You should do this while you’re standing up, and it’ll only take you a few minutes,” I said, as my gloved hands moved over the surface of his scrotum.

“Oh shit, doc. You see what you done started?”

Ignoring his comment, I added, “You should pay attention to any swelling. It’s also important for you to gently feel the scrotal sac to locate and examine each testicle separately.”

“Damn, doc. Why don’t you stroke on that thing a little bit.”

I could tell he wasn’t really listening to me because I could hear a slight groan behind his words. Besides my last two exams, I wondered when was the last time inmate number 764327 had been touched by a woman in such an intimate place?

“Doctor Cyn, you sure you got gloves on down there?” he asked, sounding like a man who was about to ejaculate.

I knew what he was referring to, as I’d often heard that the thin texture of my exam gloves tended to make my patients think that they were feeling my skin against their own. That’s the way I wanted it to feel, natural. It had always been my goal to ensure that every touch was a little more sensual than clinical.

“I’m all through down here. Everything feels fine, Ahmed. It looks like the surgery was a success.”

“Shit, the only thing that could feel better is if you finished me off.”

Again I ignored him, pulled off my gloves and tossed them into the metal trash can.

“Doc, let me ask you something?”

“Sure, what is it?”

“When I get outta here, you gonna let me take you on a date as a thank-you?”

“There’s no need to thank me. I’m just doing my job.”

“Aww, you just saying that ‘cause you’re engaged to that state trooper Negro?”

“How’d you know that?” I asked, surprised that he knew my personal business.

“C’mon, doc. We know everything in here. Plus the word on the block is that he sent a message through one of the guards that we better not fuck with you.”

“Well, I don’t know what was said but you should know that Dr. Cynthia Lampley can take care of herself,” I answered. I was not surprised that Terrell would do such a thing.

“That’s what I thought. So here’s the thing. Any man that has to put that kinda word out must be some kinda blade, right?”

“I don’t get it.”

“You know, a punk-ass Negro unable to hold on to his woman.”

Now I felt like I needed to defend Terrell. “My fiancé is not a punk. Your examination is over and I have to go. You take care of yourself.”

How embarrassing for me that Terrell would do such a thing. I’d never felt threatened making visits to CFCF. It had been his constant badgering that I needed to let a man handle the inmates that made me take this assignment in the first place. Actually, I was going to miss coming up here and receiving all the attention I pretended to ignore from the inmates and guards alike. And only to myself did I ever admit how stimulating it was to see the quick rise of an incarcerated man’s penis. As for Terrell’s message, I would definitely be discussing that with him when I got home tonight.

As I waited to be buzzed back into the waiting area so I could exit the facility, the familiar cell block chatter began.

“Doctor Cyn, when you gonna feel on my wood?”

“Yo, doc. Hey, my dick is swollen. Can you help a brothah out with those fat lips.”

Rather than be insulted or annoyed at their catcalling, I just smiled to myself.

When I decided to step into the role of prison urologist, I’d been well aware that these men were used to having male doctors.

Ever since high school, when most of my classmates dreaded health education classes, I’d been intrigued with every aspect of the human body, particularly the male body. I knew my interest in male anatomy and physiology was the reason I’d become so successful. My success had come with lots of hard work, long hours and sacrifices, but I loved my job.
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