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Dedications


Shonell Bacon


In my life, there has always been three people who seemed to know that I could write and would write and pushed me even when I began to doubt myself; my grandparents, Charles “Pop Pop” Bacon (1929-1998) and Audrey “G” Bacon (1931-1998), and my mother, Brenda Henson. If I never get praise from anyone else BUT them, I would still feel oh so blessed. Love you . . . here and up THERE.


JDaniels


This is dedicated to u mama:


When no one else believed, u did . . .


When there was no one who felt I would achieve, u did . . .


When no one else cared enough to press me forward, u did . . .


When no one else felt I was ahead of the rest, u believed all these things.


U luved me, u believed in me, u were my greatest fan.


U listened and smiled and clapped your hands with ever bit of poetry and prose I would pen.


U never got bored, u never got tired of reading my stories, of listening to my lyrics, music and songs, and u helped me never to lose the faith, u helped me to stay strong.


And thru all my struggles and pains, u knew I would find my way, and u knew that thru it all that one day I’d stand tall, U KNEW. And your luv molded me to who I am today, and so for that, till the earth’s dying day mama, thank u, and Luvalwayz . . . 
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Luvalwayz . . .


By: JDaniels


Woman


One breath, one heart, one future planned one thought; we’ll take a chance expanding on this love.…


I hope, you see, that what you feel for me, is equal to my all consuming love . . . You see . . .


When the sun . . . cast its shining glow, and the stars’ . . . twinkle gleams below, then we know we have found our way, and we know, it will always stay, we can say and have faith till the earth’s dying day . . . Luvalwayz . . .


Man


No doubts, no fears, no wishing wells no tears, no misty clouds our hopes are very clear . . .


Believe, it’s true, that what I feel for you, will last thru years until infinity . . . We’ll be . . .


Like a child . . . with a spinning top, our sweet love . . . girl will never stop, yes we know, we have found our way, and we know, it will always stay, we can say and have faith till the earth’s dying day . . . Luvalwayz . . .



Both


I was lost . . . now I’ve found my way (found my way), clicked my heels . . . (boy/girl you’re here to stay), there’s no way, I will ever stray, we can say and have faith till the earth’s dying day . . . Luvalwayz . . . Luvalwayz . . . Luvalwayz . . .





PART ONE


Christopher & Tamara






Tamara . . .


Everything I learned about men, I’ve learned from my parents, Isabelle and Terrence Styles. They’ve been married for over thirty years, but they act like newlyweds. My dad often tells me about the first time he saw Mom. He was just starting out as a journalist and was covering a protest at the local university. That was all the information he was given . . . a protest, go and cover it. As he approached the Quad, the center of the campus, he heard the sweetest voice to ever grace his ears, my mother’s. Heard her speak, strong and loudly, of the racial injustice that was taking place on her campus and what needed to be done to try and bring racial harmony. Upon reaching the Quad, he watched this tall beautiful creature speak fervently, igniting thunderous approval from the masses around her. At the end of her speech, he smiled and knew that this outspoken woman would be his.


Every time I hear that story, every time I see the love in my parents’ eyes and know that they still love each other, I want that. I want what they have. It wasn’t always easy for them, but with that foundation of love, it made it that much easier to get through the rough patches. I actually went out into the world, expecting to find some love like that, and I wound up falling flat on my face, time and time again.


Nowadays, we’re all so hard on ourselves. You have sistahs in one corner calling all the brothas dogs and womanizers and you have all the brothas on the other side calling us sistahs gold diggers, just wanting someone to give them cash for giving up the ass. You hear nothing about the good sistahs and brothas that do grace the Earth. Makes me wonder if there are any more out there. Besides me, that is.


I dunno, everyday, it gets harder and harder to find a good, decent man. I didn’t say finnnnnnne. I didn’t say rich. I didn’t say weak. I said good and decent. Someone who treats you as an equal. Someone who is your friend and your lover. Now, I’m not knocking the other things. I would be lying if I said a fine man didn’t have me doing a double take, but looks fade. True love and admiration can last a lifetime. And that’s what I want.


I’m so tired of meeting Mr. Wrong. Got a sistah thinking she’s doing something wrong. I’m educated and I work very hard every day as an at-home web designer. I’ve been told that I have a sunny disposition. I can cook up a storm, I can sit back and wax intellectual with a man, or I can chill and watch a basketball game and actually know the haps of it. I don’t think I’m ugly and I love to meet people. So why can’t I meet someone that will treat me like the queen that I am?


Mm, mm, mm. This gets me hot. I don’t think I’m weak in any way for saying I want a man . . . that I need one. He won’t complete me, but to have someone that I can cry to, laugh with, talk to, play with, and then, after a long day, cuddle with and make love to until we both just fall asleep in exhaustion? WHEW . . . sign me up cuz I want some of that. Now, my relationships have been few and far between, but they have all been bad. Had one that actually tried to lay a hand on me and, after one time, he almost lost his life. The next man wasn’t satisfied with just me. NO, he had two other women on the side, and when I finally found out — easy seeing that he and the trick were screwing in MY bed, in my apartment — I just politely threw them both out and rolled on, as I tried to heal my wounds, the wounds of getting kicked around by these damn men. My last relationship . . . excuse me while I laugh for a hot minute.


WHY? Please, someone, tell me why this man wined me, dined me, told me everything that my ears wanted to hear, bought me things, took me places, loved me till I came too many times to count, gave me keys to his car and his apartment? Oh, wait a minute. Did I tell y’all he didn’t give me one important key? That would be the key to his five-bedroom house, the one that housed his wife of ten years, and his three children, ages three to nine. I can’t even begin to tell y’all what that did to me. For a minute, I thought he was the one. I don’t remember crying that much, ever. He took my heart, my smile, my tears, my trust, and my care for men. But most of all, he took away the thought I always had, that I was smart, smart enough not to get duped.


I don’t know why, but it seems like every time I hear a tale like this, it’s coming out the mouth of an intelligent, attractive black woman. I mean, what is going on? Are we so smart in our careers and achievements and compassion that we have lost our common sense? I dunno, but I do know that he left a very bitter taste in my mouth and it took over a year for me to approach or allow a man to approach me.


It was odd because I really wasn’t trying to meet anyone after that first year. I was getting used to not having someone. Hanging with my girl, Shameika, reading, going places with friends, just hanging. But when this guy stepped up to me one day, I almost fell over myself to say hi. I was chilling in the park, lying on a blanket with my headset on and reading a book, when I felt a shadow looming over me. There stood a tall — about 6’2” — light-skinned brotha with a body that led to some heated thoughts. He looked down at me, smiling, and told me with his full suckable lips that he just came over to say hi. He had seen me a couple times here at the park while he was jogging and he had just gotten the courage to come and say hi and to tell me that I was the most beautiful woman he had seen in a while. Now if that ain’t a line!!


But it hooked me in. That night, Chris and I went to a quiet restaurant for dinner and talked about so many things — sports, jobs, music, people we saw while we ate, any and everything. After dinner, we took a long walk along the lake adjacent to the park and just talked about whatever popped into our heads. I must admit, the brotha had it going on. He was taking time off work as a computer specialist to write. He was so animated as he talked about his writing that I was getting excited for him. He recited one of his poems to me and I was impressed. It was hard to look at him and hear him say he wasn’t seeing anyone. Even through his slacks and jacket, I could see the tightness of his body and how attractive he was. His voice had one of those drippingly sexy tones and his eyes and smile just invited you in. As much as I was enjoying this, I had to keep in mind that he was probably doing this tomorrow night with another chick.


The evening, much too fast in my opinion, ended at my doorstep. He told me how much he enjoyed being with me and I replied likewise. He then gave me a kiss, a very soft, tempting kiss, and said goodnight. Left me on my doorstep with my eyes closed and my body warm. I didn’t remember getting a kiss like that from anyone before, especially with them just leaving afterwards. I shook it off and laughed, walking into my apartment.


That was six months ago, and since then we have been each other’s significant other. Not to say it’s been happily ever after, because it has not been. I realized that he had many women before me and that, for the most part, it was all about sex. Fuck buddies or FBs is what he called them. Every time I saw one of his “friends” I immediately clinched inside, waiting for the shit to hit the fan. It never did, well hasn’t, YET.


  It’s actually been pretty good, minus my slips into my favorite game — GUESS WHEN YOUR MAN WILL SCREW UP. We’ve been taking turns staying at each other’s place and doing all those couple thangs. I’m trying really hard to open myself up. I told Chris about my last relationship, but left the other two out. Most men are afraid to hook up with a sistah who has emotional baggage, fearing that they will suffer the wrath. So, I figured I would keep the wrath inside of me and just try to imagine this thang between him and I as something that could last.


It’s not the longest relationship I’ve been in, but it’s the “realest” one, and to find someone like Chris, I just have to try not to mess it up with my thoughts and hope that he doesn’t do anything to make me regret loving him. It just seems like whenever I start getting close to a man, and he starts throwing that love word up in things, or better yet, that IN love thang, things go downhill fast. I admit, I love Chris, more than he knows, but every time I utter those words, or hear him say them to me, my heart prepares for the day when I won’t hear those words anymore.




Chris . . .


I guess everybody has it sooner or later. Some people seem to catch it prematurely and some are just plain late. Me, I think it happened just at the right time. I wasn’t looking for her; I wasn’t looking for anything, except maybe an agent. I had women I would date, but Tamara, everything changed when she came into my life. She wasn’t just a date. She was a drawn out plan of action. For a while there, I didn’t even know how to talk to her. I would get all nervous and shit. I was used to women coming on to me, giving me the play. I never had to do anything but sit and look pretty. Okay, I have to laugh at that one, but it’s the truth! But when Tee came into my world, all that changed. She changed me and made me start thinking new thoughts of forever. I saw her, I wanted her, she was just too lovely . . . 1 swallowed my normal feelings of “no way am I giving a lady a chance to say get lost,” and I approached her. And ever since then, I’ve been in a blissful zone. So happy that it’s almost scary.


Before I met Tamara, I felt like I had been running game, always looking for that new ass to hit, that new FB to call up for a fix. Of course, it was all on the DL. Women thought I was sweet and that’s the way I liked it. It worked like a charm every time. It was the way I worked. My college roommate and I used to kick mad game, but I was the quiet, shy one, or so the ladies thought. But Stephen, also my frat brother, he was then and still is the in yo face type of brotha. Women never got confused about what he was after. We used to get a kick out of which of us could mack the most women, and which of our techniques worked better. Those were the fun days, but a man can change, you know? And I guess I did. This was my first; okay not my first relationship, but the first time I felt like settling down. I guess now at twenty-nine I’m ready for more, need more, maybe looking for that perfect union.


Tamara . . . well she spends a lot of time at my place, which is cool by me because basically I just love looking at her. She has this raw appeal about her and homegirl sassiness that is a complete turn on to me. And yet she’s this good girl, you know what I mean? The type you marry. We started this romance, she dug me, I dug her, and nothing else really mattered except that fact. At least, that’s what I thought . . .


•  •  •


I was working hard, trying to finish a tough chapter. I don’t know where the mind freeze was coming from, but I just couldn’t seem to get my thoughts together. I don’t know if it was writer’s block or not. All I knew was that nothing was coming out of my imagination, which was vital to me as a writer. So I got up early in the morning like I always did for writing sessions, and tried to make my thoughts fab together.


At first I didn’t hear Tamara come into my computer room. Then I felt her, biting at the back of my neck, and then . . . well, you know, I was ‘bout it ‘bout it. She still had on her nightgown, so I grabbed her by the waist, sat her on my desk with her legs around my waist, dropped my pajama pants, and sunk deep inside her with one swift, forward thrust of my hips.


“Chris, you don’t have on a condom,” she moaned, “but, damn, you feel good . . .”


“Come on, Tamara. Just this once . . . this is you and me, Babe. It’s okay.”


“Oh, mmm . . . we shouldn’t. What if I get pregnant?”


“Shh . . . come on . . .” I pulled out and thrusted deep inside her again, feeling the pleasure building as she wrapped her sexy legs around my hips, still purring no, as we began a mutual rhythm of satisfaction. Soon we were both covered with sweat and moaning like crazy. I felt as though my ears were ringing and that all the feelings in my whole body were concentrated into one as I held and squeezed her to me, feeling her squeeze me as though she was doing her Kegel exercises. I could tell when Tamara started coming, feeling her contracting around me, triggering my own climax, both of us screaming out when the moment hit.


“I love you, Tee . . .” I moaned. Opening my eyes to look into hers, hmm . . . 1 could see the doubt in her eyes, even through the passion.


“You know you really didn’t have to say that,” Tamara said quietly as I moved off her. She got up to head for the bathroom, leaving me with my thoughts. When she returned, I looked up at her, breathing deeply. I was nervous, but I realized I couldn’t just let the subject die, that my feelings for this woman were real.


“I know I didn’t have to say it, Tee, but you know I really mean it right? Every time I tell you I love you, you always say I don’t have to say it, but I say it because it’s the truth.” I turned her face toward mine, trying to read her eyes. What was it about I love you that turned her off so much?


“I know Chris, and I love you, too,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “I need to shower, and you do too. Me first.” She smiled, getting up abruptly and heading out of the room.





Tamara . . .


With the bathroom door firmly closed behind me, I leaned against it, trying to catch my breath. In short steps, I padded over to the medicine cabinet and stared at my reflection. I was beaming. Who wouldn’t after being wrapped up in sexual motions with their man? My smooth cinnamon-brown face had a glow to it, and my brown eyes were shiny and bright. Mindlessly fingering through the wild, wavy locks of my hair, I tried to pay no mind to the tears that were leaving tracks down my round cheeks.


“Tee,” I whispered to myself, “it’s okay. He loves you, Girl. You. He doesn’t want anybody else.” It was like my mind and my heart were playing two different games. Logically, I knew Chris loved me, but in regards to my heart, it had been stepped on one too many times for me to just give him ME: lock, stock and barrel.


“Leaving me already?” Chris asked, as I waltzed out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around me, headed to the bedroom. In fluid motions, I stripped off the towel, and slipped on a pair of panties and a bra, along with a pair of jeans and tee shirt, all of which were located in the bottom drawer of Chris’ dresser. Now tell me we weren’t a couple?


Hopping into my Adidas while I dropped my dirty clothes in my backpack, I made my way back into the computer room, where Chris was sitting at his computer, waiting for a response to his question. His face read worried, and I didn’t want him to doubt me, doubt us. Not after this morning.


I walked up to Chris, situating myself between his legs to bend over and kiss his mouth. “Well, Baby,” I whispered, dropping another kiss on his lips, “I have some things to do today before we have our dinner tonight with the mothers. Sorry for the swiftness.”


Looking down at Chris, I noticed the uncertainty in his eyes. “Are you okay, Tee?” he asked, reaching to take my hands in his. Blinking back the tears that wanted to fall, I smiled, kissing his hands. “I’m very fine, Baby,” I reassured him. “Now lemme get outta here, and try to do some thangs before the dinner with our mothers.”


Blowing kisses, I picked up my backpack and quickly walked through Chris’ apartment to the front door. Before I had the chance to open it, Chris was behind me, spinning me into his arms to kiss me deeply, making me remember in all the heat the affect he had on me. “Mmm,” I moaned, my eyes fluttering open. “Boo,” Chris said, looking deeply into my eyes, making me shake inside of my bones.


“Yes, Baby.”


“You know I meant what I said . . . right?” He continued to stare at me, and I was torn. I could feel the truth in his voice, see it in his eyes, but my heart was telling me not to swoon, to be smart.


“I know you meant it, Baby,” I said, smiling, kissing him again. “I know, and I love you, too, Christopher.” With that, I gave him one last kiss as he opened the door for me and I made moves to my ride. “See you tonight!” I yelled as I quickly left and headed home.


•  •  •


I have to backtrack a minute . . . 1 can’t believe I let Chris sex me up without a condom. No matter how heated I’ve been in the past, I have always stopped for the jimmy hat. This time, I just let him. I said no, but a part of me didn’t care because of how I feel about him and knowing that we’re only with each other. But, damn, that was stupid of me. I’ll have to hope and pray that nothing comes from this. The last thing I want to do is have a Baby’s Daddy or get married or stay with a man because of a baby. I have a plan for all this. I prefer to go marriage THEN family and not vice versa.


I was so caught up in how Chris was making me feel. How good it was to be connected to him totally and feeling his love for me. I forgot all about my insecurities, or the fact that he didn’t have a condom on, and just let myself fall into the love-making that we were experiencing. Baby was working me just the way I love being worked and then he said he loved me and I could feel myself stiffen. I know he felt it, too, but I couldn’t help it. It scared the shit out of me.


Women are always talking about how men don’t open up and say how they feel, but I admit women do this, too. I’ve been in love with Chris for a minute, but I have never told him. I couldn’t. I was too afraid of getting rejected, of having my heart smacked and drop kicked.


I wonder how many of his FBs he told I love you to. See, this is the kind of mess my mind goes to when it’s scared, thinking about his other women. I know there was the one girl he said he was gon’ marry back a while ago, but he screwed it up.


I wonder if he loved her more than me. I wonder if he still has feelings for her. People say don’t ask questions if you don’t wanna know the answers. I don’t know if I really want to hear the answers to those questions, but I can’t help but think them.


Damn, I really love that boy and I don’t want this to mess up. Okay, okay, there are more pressing matters right now, like trying to smile in front of our mothers tonight for Mother’s Day. I know they have been waiting for some bells, but they ain’t happening yet. I read somewhere that people who say they need months and years before they can decide to marry someone are just making excuses. They’re just waiting to fall “in love” with that person. But in actuality, a person can know within weeks, months, of being with someone if they can mesh together, if they have what it takes in all aspects — personality, attraction, loyalty, etc.. — to make a relationship last forever.


I do feel that way for Chris. I love him, and I am in love with him. But, at the same time, I have this trust issue to resolve, and I have to feel beyond a reasonable doubt, that Chris honestly and truly feels that way for me. I won’t settle for anything less.





Chris . . .


I spent the rest of the day lost, enveloped in a world that was not my own. I was flowing like you wouldn’t believe. I became Julian Harris, my main character, fighting tooth and nail for his life in a courtroom tailored against black males in the early sixties. I had done a lot of research for this one. I had wanted to make sure that everything was true to life and that my writing had believability and literary merit behind it. Besides, it hadn’t hurt to have Joop, a good friend of mine, in my corner. Being a History teacher and all, he had schooled me on any of the civil rights history that I had forgotten.


I ran my hands over my face. I was sweating and could almost feel Julian’s hurt and righteous anger because of the unfairness of the times. I even shedded a few tears of my own as I wrote about his mother’s feelings and the hardships she had to go through, raising a young black boy in the sixties. Okay, okay, I’m the one writing this joint, but can’t a man have his sensitive moments? I feel the way one of my English professors used to say we should feel when we write. If I can’t feel it, if it doesn’t effect MY emotions, then nobody else is going to feel it either.


Just as I was wrapping up a draining courthouse scene, the phone rang.


“Hello?”


“Chris, Chris! Wassup brotha?” I immediately recognized Step, my college roommate, and one of my best friends.


“Not much, man. What trouble are you getting into?” Looking down at my watch, I was amazed at how quickly time had flown by. I had exactly an hour before I was supposed to be meeting Tee and our mothers at Red Lobster for dinner. I was literally tasting buttery lobster, or maybe it was my subconscious desire for fresh human seafood, or puntang to be exact. Yep, my mind is ALWAYS in the gutter, but my fantasies never take me far from my baby Tamara.


“I’m at work, Red, still in my office, but I wanted to see if you were playing ball with me and Joop later. I haven’t called him yet, but I feel like shooting some baskets.”


“I can’t. This is Mother’s Day. Don’t tell me you aren’t doing dinner with your moms, boy?” I asked.


“Naw, we did lunch earlier. Her, my dad, and Peaches. I swear he pisses me off like you wouldn’t believe. This was for my mom and he still spent the whole lunch going at it about me.” I could hear Step sighing through the phone lines. He and his old man never got along. Something that I never really had to worry about. My mom had raised my sisters and me solo. I had never known my dad and, like they say, you can’t miss something that you have never really had.


“Well, Tamara and I are taking our moms out for dinner together. I need to start getting ready for that right now, as a matter of fact.”


“Aww, man, you’re whipped! Shorty got you doing the couple thing all the way, doesn’t she?” Step snickered, laughing heartily.


“Shut up, aight?” I laughed back. “This is Mother’s Day. I need to get ready to show mine some love, and with that thought, I’m out. Later, dawg.”


After hanging up with Stephen, I quickly made my way into my bedroom, pulling out something to wear and jumping in the shower for a quick freshening up. Step was right in a way. This was a big time couples thing and, oddly enough, it had been Tamara’s idea in the first place. I had tried hard not to think about her a lot during the day, trying to keep from disturbing my writing flow, and had pretty much succeeded. Her attitude this morning bothered me. I couldn’t help but wonder if she had thought that my I love you was just passion talk, or a heat of the moment revelation.


Hell, I’ve had plenty of those. I’m no angel, but I know that this was not one of those times. It just seemed so right, she just felt so good, and I loved her. I was deeply, truly, and madly in love with Ms. Tamara Styles. But the fact that she seemed hesitant to say it back or that she booted out of here so fast, didn’t escape my notice. Not that I’m all cocky or conceited, (I’m not) but I’m also not used to women not saying it first, and especially not saying it back. Could it be that she wasn’t feeling the same feels for me? Damn now I really was buggin’. Women always loved me, right? So why wouldn’t Tamara, right? And why am I starting to talk to myself like this? And why didn’t she look happy to hear me say it?


Maybe she didn’t trust me; maybe she wasn’t in love with me like that yet. How could she not be? That’s pretty cocky to think maybe but hell, she should be. I mean, I’m not a dog or anything like that. I’m a decent looking guy, MORE than decent from what other women have been telling me since I first hit the puberty years, and I treat her good, damn good. Why am I still talking to myself like I’ve lost my mind or something? And why was it so hard for her to say it back?


The same thoughts just continually washed through my mind as I got into my Oldsmobile, took a deep breath, and gave a final glance in my mirror before making my way to downtown Baltimore.




Tamara . . .


I love my mother . . . I really do, but sometimes, we just clash, for use of a better term. As long as my mom and dad have been married and still, deeply in love with one another, I’m often times sitting and pondering how that reunion happened. My father is a very quiet man, who enjoys the peaceful life. Having retired just this past year from his long journalistic life, he spends most of his time building things, like assisting in the added rooms to our home. His idea of fun is a quiet evening in, with a good meal and a good movie, whereas my mother is flamboyant, to say the least. An ex- model, my mother’s main concern was looking good. I will admit, even at the age of sixty, my mother was all that. She didn’t look a day over forty, even though she insisted a day over thirty-five. Growing up, I fell into my father’s realm of life, loving the solitude, the quiet life. But being the only child, my mother vowed to make me as extravagant and outrageous as her. She failed.


And she lets me hear that every time we talk. Like now, as I tried to talk to her to confirm our dinner tonight. As soon as she heard my voice, she began questioning me about Chris. When were the wedding bells going to be ringing; when were we going to bestow her with a grandchild; when were we going to stop living in sin. My mind had been tuned out to most of her questions as I fell back into thinking about Chris. Ever since I left his place, my mind was spazzing over the feelings I had for him. I know . . . 1 know he thinks something is up, and it pains me to think I can’t get my heart and head together fast enough to reassure him. Chris is too fine to deal with me for too long. Any number of women would be willing and able to jump up in a relationship with him if I failed.


I gave my mother some excuse to get off the phone with the quickness and vowed to get myself in a calm place before this dinner. I spent the afternoon just lounging around, taking a long hot bubble bath, playing some Jesse Powell as I took my time dressing — something nice, but conservative for the mothers — a pair of dark red Capri pants, a white short sleeve v-neck top, and matching dark red jacket. I strapped on my new black platform sandals and smiled at my matching toenails and fingernails and how coordinated I was trying to be. With my mother, perfection is a necessity. The outfit, the shoes, the accessories, ALL COORDINATED or death would prevail upon me. As I released my hair from the scrunchie atop of my head, cascades of dark brown curls just fell around my head, and I laughed, knowing that Mom would mention that I do something to tame my wild mane.


I smeared on a bit of my chocolate kiss lipstick and checked my watch. I had called Chris earlier to tell him that I was taking my own car and would meet him at the restaurant. I just hoped that we could keep this morning’s activities to ourselves and get through this dinner without any casualties.


•  •  •


“So, when will we get to announce some big news?” This was Isabelle, my loving mother speaking. We had been at the restaurant all of ten minutes, hugging, kissing, saying our hellos, and had just been seated when my mom decided this was the perfect time for this question. I looked into her face, similar to mine, but slimmer, more elegant-looking. Her plucked eyebrow was raised up at me, questioningly, and I sat silent.


Chris was sitting opposite me beside his mother. I glanced over at him, hoping for some help in fielding this question. He gave me a lame smile and continued to chew on some lettuce from his salad. If it wasn’t a faux pas in my mother’s book, I would have swatted a piece of tomato at his behind, but I simply smiled up at the two mothers who were awaiting an answer.


“Well,” I began, clearing my throat, “Chris and I haven’t really discussed this yet.”


“And why not?” Chris’ mother asked. “I mean you two are at the perfect age to begin a family and give us some beautiful grandchildren.”


“And you two love each other, right?” my mother asked. In unison, Chris and I glanced up at one another and smiled, almost shyly. I could feel my cheeks glowing under my skin. No matter what was going on with us, that “love” was still there and very strong.


“Most definitely,” Chris answered, giving me a wink across the table.


“Then why wait?” my mother finished. “There is no right time for anything. If you feel it, and you want it, you DO it. Life is way too short for waiting and trying to find the right time.”


“Oh, but Mother,” I said, trying on my best proper English accent, “now you know that’s not how you see this at all. What about the bridal registries, and the millions of people to invite, and the perfect dress, and the perfect matching shoes, and the . . .” Chris and I broke into laughter at my rambles, but the mothers quickly jumped in to break it up.


“I didn’t say that wouldn’t happen,” my mother responded. “There would be a time for an engagement at which we will, Evelyn and I (said with a smile towards Chris’ mother) help to make sure the wedding is as beautiful and as perfect as it should be.”


“Well dag,” I said, “When will . . .”


“Dag?” my mother inquired. “Is that a word, dear?”


I could hear Chris snickering across the table as I tried to slip my correct speaking dictionary back into place. “Sorry, Mother. I meant to say, well, with you two doing everything, there would be no need to have Chris and I there, would it?”


“Now, dear,” Chris’ mother said, “we wouldn’t exclude you two. You babies will be the main attractions.”


“Like the elephants at the circus?” Chris asked, in a whisper. It took everything in me to keep the water I was drinking down. I could feel our mothers’ eyes just bore into him and I wasn’t going to save his butt this time. I sat back and enjoyed him getting the third degree.


But, as usual, the wrath came right back at me, as my lovely mother turned to me and said, “No, there will be no elephants. However, Tarn, you are getting a little heavy on that backside. Surely you don’t expect that to fit into any nice dress. Oh, and something will have to be done with that hair.” Two insults in one. And with that, dinner was served.


Thankfully, dinner went quickly and smoothly, without too much more painful swats at my ego. I wasn’t fat. What Mom didn’t realize because she’s a little lacking in the posterior, as well as in the front, is that most black women have fuller figures, something their men can sink their teeth into. I was very athletic and loved my daily morning jogs, and I didn’t eat sweets . . . too much. No matter how sophisticated and successful I am, I will always feel ten years old when in the presence of my mother. Love her as I do . . . that woman, my mother, makes me want to put her in a sleeper hold sometimes, and tonight was no exception. I quickly kissed her and Chris’ mother good night, watched them get into their cars and drive away.


Standing side by side, Chris and I watched our mothers drive off, out of sight. I could sense Chris staring at me, with those soulful brownish-hazel eyes of his, and I slowly turned to face him, tilting my lips upward into a soft smile. “Hi,” I said.


“Hi back,” he responded. I could feel his eyes raking down my body, from the top of my curly mane to the tips of my dark red colored toes. He was giving me one of those “come home with me” looks, but he knew as well as I did that we both had hectic days tomorrow, and besides, we were still trying to deal with what had happened that morning. Even with all that, I was standing here, looking at this man that I loved more than anything, and guess what? I’m hearing those damn bells and a funny tune called the Wedding March.




Chris . . .


“The moms got their own little gig going, don’t they?” I laughed weakly, trying to ease the tension in the air.


“Yeah they do, but you know I told you my mom has this thing about when women should be married. She acts like the mother of Whitney Houston’s character in Waiting to Exhale” Tamara giggled back.


I felt myself staring into Tamara’s eyes. Was there anything about this lady that didn’t stir me to no end? I really wanted to spend the rest of the evening with her. My body had an immediate reaction to her the first moment I saw her all decked out in those red pants, showing the shape of that sexy behind, her and her onion ass, and like a true onion digging into it brought tears to my eyes every time. Damn, here I go again! I need to shake myself!


“What you thinking about, boy?” Tamara had a look on her face that told me she knew exactly what I was thinking about. She stood against her car, this lovely blush rising to her cheeks, getting more of a heated look as I continually locked my eyes with hers.


“Thinking about you . . .” I pulled her close, burying my face in the base of her neck, planting soft kisses down her shoulder. She sighed, moaning a little. “Tamara . . .”


“Baby, I would love to be with you tonight, but I really need to sleep. We both have a busy day .tomorrow.”


“I work at home, remember?” I winked at her, putting my hands*down her backside, cupping her to me.


“So do I, but you still have your scheduled writing sessions and I know you’ve been goofing off so I am not gonna help you do that . . . YA HEARD?”


“Uh huh, what happened to all your proper English?” I laughed. “Frontin’ for your mama, you know you ghetto on da real!”


“Forget you, man!” she spat at me, rolling her neck in a homegirl fashion. “I’ll see you later, baby,” she said, kissing me softly on the lips. I deepened it, slipping my tongue into her mouth, exploring its essence.


“Chris, no . . .” She laughed breathlessly again, letting me know she was not unmoved.


“Aww,” I moaned. “Alright, I’ll let you slide tonight. See you, babe.” I gave her cheek a slow caress before she got into her car, whispering out a soft, “Bye.”


I chuckled to myself as I walked over to my car, thinking about our night. Leave it to moms to bring up the M word. Not that I had anything against marriage, especially feeling as I did toward Tamara, the thought had definitely crossed my mind. How would I feel about having Tamara Styles becoming Mrs. Christopher Grimes? Hmm,, something to seriously think about. But remembering her reaction this morning . . . well, needless to say, I wasn’t feeling totally confident about her feelings for me.


I laughed again, shaking my head as I unlocked my car door. Would you listen to me? Me, Chris “the bachelor” Grimes seriously considering giving up bachelorhood, and with a sistah who doesn’t even seem too eager to grab hold of me. But the thought of marriage to Tamara didn’t scare me the way I always thought it would. Made me feel kinda good inside, as a matter of fact. I had to somehow find a way to make Tamara understand that this was real for me, that I was dead serious.


Ignition turned, CD player pumped, Mase and Puff Daddy bouncing throughout the interior of my car as thoughts of Tamara ran through my head.


•  •  •


I got home and slipped on pajama pants and a robe, popped open a Pepsi, and opened up Word to get to typing. I had my next chapter all outlined out in my head, and wanted to put that outline on my processor before it slipped my mind. That had happened to me too many times to count. It was taking me a little bit longer to get through some of the chapters than others, but I was determined not to give up this venture. Writing was my life. I had more so been a short story writer ever since High School, having had many published in magazines and even a few in an anthology of short stories.


I had also done some contributing articles to magazines and zines. My zenith had been an article that I had written for BMW magazine, called Black Men in the Computer Age. Yeah, computers were my field, but writing was my love. Journalism had been my major, but I had gone to school a couple more years, grabbing a second in Computer Science. A brotha can’t be too careful in these days and times, nor too sure. But after a while I decided that I wanted to finally do what I had always dreamed of doing. Write a novel.


I took a breath and was about to start typing my outline, but oddly enough, my fingers had a mind of their own, and started typing something else instead.


Tamara . . .


Tamara . . .


Tamara . . .


Tamara . . .




Tamara . . .


Mm mm mm. My mother is a trip, dissing my hair and my booty, and pretty much giving me away to the highest bidder. She was such in this NEED TO GET MARRIED AND HAVE SOME CHILDREN tip. I remember when she used to laugh at me because I would talk about wanting a career and wanting to take care of myself before I got married. Many times, I had to remind her that she herself gallivanted as a model, that she too was a very independent woman. Isabelle swears she’s from that old old old school, the place where a woman was the housewife, while her man took care of the money matters. Every time she told me that mess, I would fall over laughing. She did, on occasion, don the apron and make a mean dinner, but that wasn’t the woman I remembered . . . and that wasn’t the type of woman I was either.


That woman . . . always distracting me from the more important issues, like Chris. It was weird. During dinner, I didn’t feel too apprehensive or nervous around him, but once the mothers split, he seemed a little cautious with me . . . well that was before we started kissing and he had a sistah wanting to forget sleep and go home with him. It wasn’t even about the sex, even though it was the bomb of bombs . . . it was just being in his presence. Chris made me feel like the only woman in a room, in the world, but . . . I just hate how my mind thinks. But, there were small moments of inadequacies between us, and it has me thinking. Is he already prepared to make me last week’s news? Am I still the girl he wants to be with? I mean, yea, he really wanted me to come home with him, and Lord knows I was aching to be with him, too. I can’t lie. I love the man, even through all these insecurities.


One thing that always has me tripping about men is their inability to vocalize. If they want sex, they can ask for that real quick, but when it comes to expressing themselves about a relationship or commitment or love or marriage, they act like they’ve forgotten how to speak. After a woman goes through that enough, she becomes almost shell-shocked — refusing to let that emotional side out for fear of being rejected. I mean, how many times has a woman gone with the flow, only to eventually tell her man she loves him, wants to be with him forever, and then all of a sudden he wants to see you less, making up lame ass excuses, other than the real excuse — he doesn’t want to get close like that!!


But I digress . . . it’s just that I can talk a blue streak about all these topics that are interwoven through this black love thang. It’s funny how something so good can make you go insane at the same time.


After I parted from Chris, I quickly drove home with visions of my baby all through my mind. But as soon as I stepped through my front door, it was like I had taken a bottle of Tylenol PM. I barely got my shoes and clothes off before I just tripped into my bed, clad in panties and bra. You know those kinds of sleep where you don’t even dream, it’s just complete and total darkness and you sleep hard and wake up with a screaming headache?


That’s what happened to me. I guess all the mental strain of the day before wiped me completely out. I’m usually able to “direct” pleasant dreams, but not this night. I only felt a darkness and, when I opened my eyes the next morning, I cried out . . . the pain was killing me.


After a short shower and an abundance of aspirin, I sat at my computer with a towel wrapped around me and tried to put my mind on work. As the founder and sole designer of Design in Styles, my job allowed me to sit at my computer, donned in pajamas, and create electronic magic. That’s what I had planned this morning. Plopping down at my desk, I booted up my PC and stared at the stack of proposals I was writing for various multimedia projects. While my girls Dee and Sha found their joy in sports and the mind, I was the techno geek, spending most of my time in front of a computer, totally enthralled by it . . . but today, guess what? I couldn’t concentrate to save my life.


My head was still killing me and I just couldn’t stop thinking about Chris. “Damn,” I groaned, rubbing my hands over my face. “I have to go see him.” In the couple of seconds per hour that my brain was allowed to think through my migraine, I grabbed up some files and threw them, along with some disks, into my backpack and went into my bedroom to retrieve my laptop, dropping it into its case. I’d even be nice and buy breakfast to take over there. It would be brunch now, but hey, it was the thought that counted. This way, I could chill with my baby, we could both get some work done, and perhaps, just maybe, we could talk about this love thang.


I didn’t even think about being cute today. With this head throbbing, I was lucky to come out my house matching. I settled on a pair of fitting blue jeans, a white tank top, and my Adidas, with a blue and green Adidas hat for good measure. I made it to Chris’ place in record time, happy not to have the cops out today to pull my butt over.


There was a car, a black Accord, parked out front of Chris’ place, but I paid it no mind. People around there parked like they owned the whole street sometimes. I dug Chris’ key from my back jean pocket and let myself in. Dropping my bags onto his couch, I opened my mouth to call for Chris, but stopped. I heard voices coming from the bedroom.


“What the hell?” I muttered under my breath. I heard Chris and a woman’s voice coming from the room. I stepped quietly up to the side of the slightly ajar door and listened in.


“What do you want from me, Dana?” I heard Chris ask the girl, a pretty girl. She was thin and attractive and I immediately wanted to run in and smack this black Barbie doll upside her head, but I bit my lip and continued to listen.


“I just want you to let us have another chance,” this Dana said. I saw her walk up to Chris and place her well-manicured hand against his chest. I cringed.


“You know I’m with Tamara,” Chris said.


“You have only been with her a couple of months. Baby, come on. You know you and I had something really beautiful going on. Back then, I just couldn’t forgive you for what you did to me. But I can now . . . and I want to. Let me make you happy.”


“Dana,” Chris responded, weakly. However, he didn’t push the girl’s hand away.


“I love you.”


I pushed the door open. My eyes were glued to Dana. I kept all the anger I felt deep inside of me. I wasn’t going to go off . . . not yet, anyway. Chris’ eyes damn near popped out of his head and ol’ girl looked scared, too. I felt like I was in the showdown at the OK Coral and whatnot. No one appeared willing to speak, so I began.


“Hello,” I said, slipping on an award-winning smile as I took Dana’s hand in mine and shook it. “I’m Tamara.”


“Uh, he . . . hello,” she said in her whispery soft voice. I m . . .


“I know who you are.” I could feel Chris staring at me. The room just became electrified with intensity.


“I’m gonna go,” Dana blurted out, already out of the bedroom. She didn’t even bother to glance Chris’ way. When the front door slammed shut, I turned and looked at Chris. He looked so guilty. My heart plummeted.


“Hey,” I said, in a voice I didn’t recognize. “I brought you breakfast.” I could hear Chris following me into the living room, as I dropped down on the floor and knelt at the coffee table, leaning to grab the breakfast bag off of the couch. “I got us some of those breakfast sandwiches we get at Kaplan’s all the time. I figured you hadn’t eaten yet.”


I pulled out the sandwiches, the orange juice, bottled waters, and napkins, and began to eat. The food was bland, the orange juice was too acidic, and the water taste like tap from a dirty faucet. My stomach felt like lead, but I kept that stupid smile on my face. Chris wasn’t saying a damn thing. I didn’t want to start ranting and raving like a lunatic, but the pressure was just building up in me.


It came out . . . fast and hard. “What is going on, Chris!? Ol’ girl wants to get back with you?” He began to talk, but I quickly jumped back into the conversation. “I knew this shit was going to happen. I heard you tell her that you were seeing me. Where was the ‘I love Tamara, I’m IN love with Tamara’? Huh? Where was it at then?”


Chris was rambling something off, but I had tuned him out . . . I was on a totally different page, a page that didn’t want to listen to his sorry excuses. When he said those famous words, my head clicked back into the conversation. “I’m sorry.” He sighed. “Nothing happened, we didn’t kiss or anything.”


Whoa, wait a minute, I said inside my pulsating, pained head. “Did I even SAY anything about you doing something? Only guilty Negroes come out their mouths with some mess like THAT!” My mind was gone. All I could see was every image of every bad relationship roll past my eyes. It didn’t matter that I loved Chris or that I had vowed to try and not let my emotional baggage follow me into this relationship. It didn’t matter that I was kicking myself inside for getting so riled up, or that I wanted to beat that girl’s ass or that I wanted to beat CHRIS’ ass. I got up from the floor, stumbling back into the TV. Chris tried to help me up, but I shook him from me.


“I thought this time would be different,” I whispered, more to myself.


“What time?” Chris asked, knowing to keep his distance from me.


I spun around to face him, my eyes dark, my face hard. “This,” I answered. “I tried to get rid of my baggage, to not think about how guys have continuously screwed me around. I tried to keep that from this relationship because you said you were different. Even when I found out about the barrage of women you have had, I told myself that was then and this is now. But, you’re just like all the others . . .”


He kept saying words, words that I can’t even hear right now. Something about love, and to please listen, wanting me not her, something, but I just couldn’t, not right now. I snatched my bags from the couch and bounded for the door. When I turned to look at Chris, his eyes looked sad, his body defeated, and I wanted so bad to just take him in my arms, but I couldn’t. ONE tear slid down my cheek, and I heard him say again, “I’m sorry, Baby” and I left. I needed air, needed to cry, needed to be alone, needed something. This relationship shit is for the birds.
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