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What’s Done Is Done

(The Affair)

“I can’t believe I just fucked another man’s wife,” Wade said to himself as he showered, using his hands to rub the soap against his firm, dark brown physique. He thought that if he scrubbed hard enough, he could wash away the sin he had just committed. Wade ran his hands over his bald head and down his face, then buried his face into his hands. He shook his head and let out a deep sigh. He put his head directly under the water and allowed it to slap down on his clean, shaved face. He deserved to be slapped for what he had just done. 

Just then, Dinah entered the bathroom, still naked from the passionate love she and Wade had just made—in her and her husband’s bed no less. Wade bit down on his thick bottom lip, damn near drawing blood, as his dick stiffened at the sight of Dinah’s sexy silhouette. He wiped away the steam from the glass shower door to get a clear look at each and every curve of her voluptuous body. 

“Might I join you, love?” Dinah said in a faint whisper, moistening her thin, puckering lips with her tongue. 

Wade stared in awe at her five-foot-seven-inch frame. It housed all one hundred fifty-five pounds of her thick, but solid, womanly body. Looking at Dinah for the hundredth time still felt like the first time for Wade. Her coal-black shoulder-length mane was in disarray, but in a sexy way, a way that reminded Wade of how they had just gotten buck wild. He quivered as his dick tingled. Dinah’s D-cup breasts hosted a pair of chocolate nipples that seemed to stare back at Wade. He imagined them glistening with sudsy water and began to stroke his throbbing manhood at just the mere thought. He had never seen Dinah’s breasts drenching wet before. He had seen them damp from the sweat their two bodies had created by smacking up against each other, but he had never seen them glistening with trickles of water dripping off them. 

In fact, this was only Wade’s second time he’d ever seen Dinah’s breasts at all. Although he had known her for over sixteen years, he had been with her intimately only once before, but that was before she had gotten married. 

Dinah stood before Wade like a well-poised dime piece. Her pussy was well trimmed as a result of the regular monthly waxing she received from Sasha at the Charles Penzone Grand Salon. It was a perfectly shaped Bermuda triangle. Her confidence, which was sometimes mistaken as conceit, was the sexiest part about her. She was happy in her skin. Dinah didn’t act silly and shy about her body or try to hide the extra thickness around her thighs and midsection. She wasn’t fat, just bigger than most women preferred to be. While other women were starving themselves on liquid diets or stuffing themselves on the Atkins diet, trying to become size sixes and eights, Dinah maintained her size-twelve figure most of the time. During the summer bunny months of June, July, and August, she was sure to be a firm size ten, but as for the remaining months of the year, she was a comfortable and attractive size twelve and proud of it. And around November and December, when she had indulged in one dessert too many during the holidays, there was no shame in her game when she had to frequent Lane Bryant a couple times for those size fourteens. 

“Well?” Dinah said, walking right up to the shower door, her bare feet softly padding against the gray marble floor. She took her finger and traced a water droplet down the shower door, looking into Wade’s dark brown eyes the entire time. 

How the fuck did it come to this? Wade thought as he looked back into Dinah’s slanted eyes—eyes that made most people think she had Asian blood somewhere in her bloodline. She’s my best friend. She’s my married best friend. 

Staring into Dinah’s eyes, hearing them beg for entrance into the shower with him, Wade pushed the shower door open for her to accompany him. 

“I take that as a yes.” Dinah smiled. 

How much worse could things get anyway? Wade thought as he watched Dinah step partway into the shower to test the water temperature. She lifted her left leg and stuck it under the spray before succumbing her entire body to the water. With all of the steam filling the bathroom, she figured the water must be pretty hot. She fluttered her toes, of which the nails were painted in a fiery red, a polish Wade had had the pleasure of applying earlier, right after he had tongued them down. 

Watching Dinah’s movements actually made Wade precum. Everything seemed to be happening in slow motion in Wade’s mind. Fuck it! It can’t get any worse, he told himself again. What’s done is done. His eyes burned through Dinah’s thick flesh. 

“Umm, perfect,” she said, referring to the temperature of the water. She was now all the way inside the shower and stood directly under the stream of water, allowing it to run down the front of her body. Wade closed the shower door behind her. 

Not wasting any time, Wade stepped behind Dinah, pulled her against him, and entered her from the back. He was rock hard and there was no need to play around, besides, her husband would be home soon. The thought of him walking through the door and catching him cumming inside his wife only intensified the moment for Wade. Pumping in and out of Dinah, he pulled her head back and began sucking her neck. With his eyes wide open, he looked down and watched her titties bounce to each of his thrusts. 

Still inside Dinah’s warmth, Wade reached up and adjusted the showerhead so that the water pounded down onto her juicy breasts. Wade imagined that the water running down and between them was his cum. He pumped harder as her wet, glossy titties mesmerized him. Wade was definitely a breast man. He wanted to just bite down on them, and that is exactly what he did. 

Wade pulled himself out of Dinah and quickly turned her around. He began nursing on her breasts, going from one breast to the other. 

“Wade,” she moaned. “But it felt so good. I want you back inside of me.” 

“Now it’s going to feel even better,” he promised as he took one hand and lifted her leg, and then took the other and placed himself inside her. He began to thrust deep, but slowly, in and out. He cupped her breasts in his other hand and began to bite down softly on her nipples. He then sucked them hard, and the harder he sucked, the harder he fucked. He had her rammed up against the shower wall, fucking her hard. Fast and hard. Faster and harder. 

“Slow down before you cum,” Dinah said. “I want you to cum in my mouth, not my pussy.” 

“I won’t cum yet,” Wade promised. “It feels too good up in here to end it right now.” 

“Okay, baby.” Dinah threw her head back and took every inch of him inside of her. She closed her eyes and let Wade do the damn thing, pushing every button, slamming against her walls. My husband never fucked me like this, Dinah thought. “He never made me feel this good...ever!” 

“Huh?” Wade asked. 

For a minute Dinah thought that she might have spoken everything she was thinking. But, fortunately, it was just that last part she had allowed her subconscious to voice out loud. 

“I said just fuck me, Wade,” Dinah said, her voice filled with ecstasy. “You can cum if you want to, all you want to, and where you want to. Just don’t stop making me feel good. I’ve never felt this good before. I swear.” 

Wade’s head was getting bigger by the minute— both heads. Dinah’s sexy commands only aroused him more. His dick throbbed with sensation, and his head throbbed with the fact that he was giving it to Dinah just right. He had never even fucked Slim this good before. He hadn’t remembered receiving this much excitement and pleasure during the lovemaking between him and Slim. It wasn’t because Slim was his on-again, off-again girlfriend, and sometimes fiancée, of eight years and that he had gotten tired of fucking her. It was because Slim never told him how good he was making her feel. Dinah stroked his ego as if it were a soft six-week-old puppy. 

When they first started having intercourse, the sex between Slim and Wade was out of this world. The fact that Wade was Slim’s first made it just that much better. Maybe things had simmered down because Slim hadn’t had much experience and never took the initiative to experiment. She was still a good regular lay though. If only she knew just how much of a big part sound effects play in lovemaking. That would have made it all the mo’ better. Slim moaned and groaned during sex, which turned Wade on. He had made her toes curl on many occasions, generating a few oohs and ahhs, but she wasn’t nearly as talkative as Dinah. Wade liked for a woman to talk dirty, to at least assure him that he was hittin’ it right. Dinah was an ego booster for sure. 

“Oh shit, Dinah.” Wade groaned as she tightened herself up around his muscle, grooving to her own melody up and down his dick. 

He placed his hands on Dinah’s ass and lifted her into the air. Wrapping her legs around his waist, Dinah continued sliding her pussy up and down him. 

“I love you, Wade,” Dinah said as she stared into his eyes and began to kiss him on the mouth. She had never kissed him on the mouth before, not like this—not this passionately. It was almost as if a kiss this passionate only confirmed their indiscretion; sealed it with a kiss, so to speak. Wade sucked on her tongue, giving her some tongue love right back. “I really do love you,” she reiterated, just in case he hadn’t believed her the first time, or heard her over his moans of ecstasy. 

Of course she loved him. They had been confidants since the tenth grade. He loved her too. But at this moment, their love was something much more than it had ever been before. It was something much more than they had ever imagined it being. 

“I love you, too, Dinah,” Wade said, looking into her eyes and slowing his tempo. “I want to be with you forever. Damn, why can’t I be with you forever?” 

Dinah closed her eyes and sighed with a faint smile. How was it that another man, a man other than her husband, was making her feel this way? So good? Like she was the only woman in the world worthy of being loved? Why hadn’t she just gotten together with him when she had the chance? How did things turn out the way they did? He was the man she should be married to. 

Dinah could feel her body starting to slip from Wade’s grip as she weakened and lost herself in thought. 

“Hold on to me, baby,” Dinah said. “Don’t let me go.” She tightened her closed eyelids and held on to Wade like it was a matter of life and death. “Please don’t let me go.” 

“I’ll never let you go,” Wade responded. “Never.” Staring down at the base of her neck, unable to determine whether the moistness that covered her body was from the water or the sweat they had worked up in the steam, Wade began giving it to Dinah as if this was the last nut he’d ever crack. 

Dinah began to moan as Wade thrust himself as deep as he could possibly go inside of her. The quick, deep strokes penetrating Dinah simply blew her mind. 

“Oh, baby!” Dinah yelled. “That’s right, baby. That’s the spot. Um-hmm, right there. Oh, Wade. Oh shit, Wade. Yeah. Yeah. Fuck me, damn you! Fuck me!” 

Wade knew Dinah was cumming. He could feel her pussy muscles gripping his dick. He could feel her fingers pressing into his back like she just wanted to rip away his skin. He stood still, allowing her to ride his dick until she had been pleased. Until her limp body trembled. 

“Put it in your mouth,” Wade said, pulling out of her after her trembling ceased. 

Without an ounce of hesitation, Dinah fell to her knees and wrapped her lips around his thick, manly muscle. Tasting herself turned her on as she performed oral sex on Wade. She didn’t care about the water ruining her fresh perm. All she cared about was making Wade feel as good as he had made her feel. 

“Oh, Dinah. That feels so good,” Wade said, grabbing hold of her wet hair. He clenched her hair tightly between his fingers and started pumping her head up and down on his dick, slowly milking the cow. 

As Dinah devoured Wade, she began to massage his balls. This drove him crazy, and he started to get weak in the knees. Wade placed his hands on each side of the shower wall to balance his weight. He then closed his eyes and was in heaven as Dinah sucked his dick like no other woman could have, like no other woman ever had. 

“I’m about to cum,” Wade moaned. “Oh shit, baby, I’m about to cum.” 

Just then, Wade erupted into Dinah’s mouth. She swallowed what she could but let the overflow run down her chin. She grabbed hold of his dick and jacked it off all over her neck and breasts. Talk about wearing a pearl necklace proudly. She then began using her hands to rub it in. 

“Goddamn!” Wade said as he watched her. Wade pulled Dinah up by her hands and aided the water in cleansing away his cream from off of her. He then grabbed the soap and created a lather as he began to wash Dinah’s body with his hands. Silently, she allowed him to cleanse her. Once he had rinsed all the soap from her body, he took Dinah’s face into his hands and spoke softly and sincerely. 

“You know we can’t ever do this again, don’t you?” Wade asked. 

Dinah knew those words were coming, but she hadn’t really had time to mentally get ready for them. With no response prepared, she looked down as her eyes began to water. 

“Don’t cry, baby,” Wade said, pulling her against his chest. 

“But I love you,” Dinah managed to say through a cracking voice. “I want to be with you again and again and again, Wade. It’s always been you. I’ve tried to hide it by marrying a man who I wish was you. But I can’t do it anymore. I can’t wear this mask any longer. It’s time that we are true to ourselves.” 

“I know,” Wade whispered. “But we can’t,” he protested. “Things are too complex now. It’s too late, Dinah. You are not mine. You belong to another man. You belong to him.” Wade lifted Dinah’s face to his own. They stared into each other’s eyes as he continued. “You are another man’s wife—and not just any man. You’re my brother’s wife.” 
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“You Say She’s Just a Friend”

(A couple years prior to the affair) 

Slim sat at the bar, watching the action going on at the pool table behind her through the oblong mirror that was lined with liquor bottles. A couple of Wade’s buddies—Cory, who was a taxicab driver, and Mike, who was an old college buddy—and Wade’s identical twin brother, Tye, lingered around, downing beers and heckling as Wade and Dinah played each other in a game of pool. This was the Friday night norm for this clan of old high school and college friends. Watching her man laugh, drink, and play games with another chick was really starting to take its toll on Slim. Every time she thought that she had accepted and could deal with the fact that her boyfriend’s best buddy was a woman, the next life of the catty bitch deep down inside her surfaced. 

How Slim could let any woman intimidate her was incomprehensible. She had to know that when God handed out beauty and class, He gave her seconds. Take Halle Berry, Gabrielle Union, and Beyoncé and then combine them into one woman, and that woman still wouldn’t have anything on Slim. 

Given the nickname Slim in high school because of her very thin frame, Zoey Cambridge was a five-foot-three-inch head turner with big brown saucer eyes that glistened. Her set of perfectly thick and long black eyelashes couldn’t be patented to be sold in drug store cosmetics departments. They were one of a kind. Women even eyed her down, wishing they had even a mustard seed of her beauty. More so than her pretty face, it was the way Slim carried herself that made her so beautiful. She never wore clothes that were too revealing, but she didn’t dress like a nun either. Slim’s Donna Karan, Ralph Lauren, and Liz Claiborne wardrobe complemented her elegant style. Although she was a solid size six, she always bought size eights just to make sure that her clothing wasn’t tight-fitting. 

Noticing his woman sitting at the bar with her back to him, drinking her third wine spritzer, Wade thought it might be a good idea to let Slim know he hadn’t forgotten about her. Well, actually, he had forgotten, but he didn’t want her to know that. He wasn’t used to her popping up and joining them at their Friday after-work happy-hour ritual. He had been doing this for years now with his buddies, but for the past couple of months or so, Slim had started showing up. Her mother must have been giving her the “how to keep the fun in a relationship by doing some of the things your man likes to do” talk, also known as “the compromise” talk. It was either that or her best friend, Broy’s, “don’t let no other bitch be around your man like that” talk. 

In all actuality, Slim decided to start showing up only when she thought her women’s intuition was trying to tell her something. She was certain that if Wade and Dinah hadn’t already fucked before, they were gonna. So she was bound and determined to be on the scene as much as possible to cock-block, and popping up unannounced was only one way of doing it. 

Wade had never invited her to his little Friday night happy-hour get-togethers, not once. After all, he knew that a smoke-filled neighborhood hole-in- the-wall wasn’t really the type of atmosphere Slim enjoyed. She preferred a more upscale downtown-Columbus restaurant/bar, like the Brown Stone. She wasn’t bourgeois, nor did she prefer to be around bourgeois people; she just enjoyed a guaranteed nice adult crowd minus even the slightest hint of drama. 

“Hey, Slim,” Wade shouted to her over Usher’s song “Confessions.” “You sure you don’t want to play next?” 

Slim glared at Wade through the mirror with her burning brown eyes. She swept her bangs to the side, even though they settled right back into place on her forehead. She had had bangs for only a week. She hadn’t gotten used to them yet. For years she had worn her shoulder-length hair straight with a part down the middle. But Broy, a gay guy she had worked with for the past five years, told her that she was long overdue for a hairstyle change. Thinking that perhaps a change in her appearance would add even more spice to her and Wade’s relationship, and perhaps keep his mind off Dinah, Slim had her stylist not only give her bangs, but also dye her hair dark brown with light shades of honey. Broy had once suggested to her that her straight black hair was not becoming to her fair skin. He teased her by telling her she looked like the mother from The Munsters. 

At first, contemplating whether or not to acknowledge Wade’s query, Slim slowly turned her petite frame around on the barstool. What came out of her mouth surprised Wade, as well as herself and everyone else in the room who knew her to be a soft-spoken debutante. 

“You know goddamn well I can’t shoot no goddamn pool,” Slim snapped. Obviously she had downed one too many drinks and was starting to let the alcohol speak for her. 

Everyone just looked at Wade, who was covered from head to toe in a slimy sheet of embarrassment. Just then, Tye walked up to the bar and stood next to Slim, then shouted to his brother, “I told you, man, about fuckin’ with these high-yellow chicks. They evil. Got split personalities and will change on your ass in a matter of minutes, just like pit bulls and shit, man.” The cackling from the clan could be heard over Usher’s voice. 

Slim looked at Tye, who was the spitting image of her boyfriend, the man she deemed the most handsome man in all of Columbus, Ohio, but saw nothing but ugly in Tye every time he opened his ghetto mouth. 

“Fuck you, Tye,” Slim said between her teeth. Her slick tongue was on a roll now. She might as well go all out. It wasn’t often she could let loose with her vocabulary and blame it all on the alcohol. 

“Fuck me?” Tye said, looking around to make sure Slim was actually talking to him. “Fuck me? Baby girl, I’d have to charge you.” Tye winked at her, then proceeded to order a drink from the bartender. 

“Well, you can file that under NEVER,” Slim spat in a slur. 

Tye just shook his head and laughed as he waited on his drink and then made his way back over to the pool area. He loved messing with Slim, always trying to push her buttons, not because he disliked her, but because it was fun teasing his brother’s girlfriend. Besides, he loved the side of Slim that he knew existed deep down inside of what he considered to be her stuck-up ass. The normal quiet side of her bored the crap out of him. He always saw it as a challenge to bring out the bad in a good girl. Plus, from his past experience with women, the good girls were always wishing for that bad boy to bring out the bad in them, and he had had the pleasure of making quite a few good girls’ wishes come true. 

Dinah, on the other hand, had always tried to cater to Slim’s feelings, at least in the beginning. Even though her and Wade’s relationship was strictly platonic, Dinah realized that it must have been hard for Slim to get used to and accept the idea that her had a woman for a best friend. It would probably be hard for any woman to completely grasp and be 100 percent comfortable with it. But she understood that it was difficult for Slim. Wade had shared with Dinah the numerous arguments and conversations that he and Slim had had over his close relationship with her. 

Finally, Dinah realized that no matter how much she accommodated Slim, Slim was bound and determined not to fully accept her as Wade’s friend and nothing more. That’s when she decided that—behind Wade’s back, of course—she’d have a little fun with Slim by tapping on her eggshell skin every now and then, taunting her about her and Wade’s friendship, doing and saying little things that she knew would aggravate Slim. But considering that Wade hadn’t as much as gone over to Slim and asked her if she wanted a drink for the past two hours, Dinah gave Wade “the look.” It was the look that said, “Enough pool playing with me—go over there and check on your girl.” 

“She’ll be all right,” Wade replied to Dinah’s unspoken comment as he continued to shoot pool. 

Slim whisked back around on her barstool, and once again watched Wade through the mirror and sighed. She had told herself that just as soon as she found the time, she was going to pay someone to teach her how to play pool. She had been saying that for years, though. Too bad she never actually got around to doing it. She would have loved to have gone over there and just regulated that pool table, even whipping Dinah in a game or two. She sucked down the last of her wine spritzer, then sat her glass down on the bar. 

“You fine?” the bartender asked. 

“No,” Slim answered. “I’ll take another drink.” 

“One more wine spritzer coming up.” 

“No. I think this night calls for a shot of tequila.” 

“You got it,” the bartender said, picking up her glass and walking away. 

Slim looked into the mirror and glared at Wade and Dinah, who appeared to be totally enjoying their game of pool. “Make that a double,” she yelled to the bartender. 

Wade and Dinah were the absolute epitome of the perfect friendship. It was like he was Jack Tripper and she was Janet. Looking at the two of them now, no one could have ever imagined that they would ever end up involved in the twisted relationship they would soon find themselves in. 

“Are you going to be okay in there?” Wade asked Slim through the master suite’s bathroom door in her roomy free-standing condo. 

She didn’t respond to his question, but the sound of her hurling into the toilet was answer enough. It was that double shot of tequila that put her stomach over the edge, leading her to pray to the porcelain goddess. Wade knocked on the door a couple more times, with no response from Slim; then he walked over and sat down on her queen-sized bed. 

Finally, the toilet flushed and Slim walked over to the sink and brushed her teeth. A few minutes later she exited the bathroom, looking as pale as a ghost. 

“Come lie down, baby,” Wade said, getting off the bed and rushing to her aid. 

He walked her over to the canopy bed, which was draped in a dark navy blue material intertwined with light blue sheer pieces. Pulling down the satin blue-and-silver comforter and the matching sheets, Wade tucked Slim comfortably into her bed. “You really slammed ‘em down tonight, huh?” he stated. 

With a look of shame on her face, Slim nodded in agreement. How could she have drunk herself sick? Not even in college had she ever needed a designated driver. Hell, she had always been the designated driver. Lucky for her, though, Wade was there to see to it that she got home safely. 

“Now just get some rest and you’ll feel a lot better in the morning,” Wade said, rubbing her forehead, then planting an almost fatherly kiss on her head. 

“Do you need anything before I go?” 

“Before you go?” Slim questioned with a confused look on her face. “Where are you going? Aren’t you going to stay here with me tonight?” 

“Honey, I can’t. Dinah’s waiting outside for me. I brought you home in your car and she followed me so that she could take me back to the bar to get mine.” 

“That’s stupid,” Slim said, rising up in the bed as if she was experiencing an amazingly quick recovery. “Why didn’t you just drive me home in your car anyway? Then you could have just stayed here, spent the night with me, taken care of me, then taken me to pick up my car in the morning, once I felt better.” 

Wade shrugged his shoulders. “I didn’t think of all that. I was just so worried about you. I mean, when you stood up from that barstool and puked right there all over your new designer shoes, I just wanted to get you home safe and sound. Dinah just offered to help and I accepted. It made sense then. I guess it doesn’t matter now.” 

“It does matter!” Slim snapped, her anger partly from hearing the replay of the humiliating night’s events. “Because now here I am, sick as a dog, can’t even move or get out of bed, and where is my man? Is he here with me? No, he’s off with some woman.” 

“Here we go again,” Wade said with a deep sigh. 

“What do you mean, here we go again? I’m sorry, Wade, am I tiring you? Are my feelings a burden?” 

“Oh, Slim, honey. I’m not off with some woman. It’s Dinah,” Wade said with a chuckle. “I love you, babe. You know that. We’ve been together for umpteen years, and Dinah has always been my friend, even before I met you.” 

“Is telling me that Dinah has been a part of your life longer than me supposed to make me feel better? Because believe me, Wade, when I tell you that it’s not!” 

Wade began laughing. 

“Oh, and now this is funny to you too? Oh, I get it.” Slim flopped straight back onto the pillows and pulled the covers up to her neck. “I’m just a joke to you now, huh?” 

“You’re not a joke, Slimee Slim,” Wade said, his chuckle fading. “It’s just that you sound like one of those girls in the movie White Chicks when you get all mad and jealous.” 

Slim thought about how she had sounded while on her tangent. “I guess I do, don’t I?” she said as she, too, began to slightly chuckle. 

“Yes, you do,” Wade replied, nodding his head. “I’m gonna have a BF,” he said, mocking the movie. 

“A bitch fit,” Slim played along as the two began laughing. “I can’t help it,” she coughed, grabbing her stomach. “I’m just so frickin’ pissed,” she said, once again imitating one of the characters in the movie. 

Wade began to laugh hard at that point because Slim really did sound just like a white chick. Slim picked up a pillow and threw it at him. He caught it and threw it right back at her. Wade then walked over and sat down next to her on the bed. 

In a serious tone, Wade asked sincerely, “Have I ever given you a reason to be ‘so frickin’ pissed’ when it comes to Dinah?” Slim shook her head in the negative. “Have I ever given you a reason when it comes to any woman?” Slim shook her head. “Even when we had our breakups and weren’t together, did you ever hear of me getting with any other woman?” Again she shook her head. “Then why is it that you can’t see that you are the only woman for me, Slim? The rest of the world sees it. Why can’t you? I’ll never do anything to jeopardize this right here.” Wade pointed to his chest and then to Slim’s. “And don’t forget that, you hear?” Slim stayed silent. “You hear?” 

“I hear,” Slim said, smiling, feeling much better about the situation now. 

“Now, do you need anything before I go?” Wade asked again as he rose off the bed. 

“No, I’ll be fine,” she assured him. 

“Call me if you need me.” Wade picked up her hand, kissed it, and then let it go softly. 

“Can’t you come back after you get your car?” Slim whined. “But then again, your car is on the other side of town where you live, and I know you probably don’t feel like driving all the way back over here, do you?” 

“But I will if you really want me to,” Wade said, hoping deep down inside that she really didn’t want him to. 

“No, you go ahead and get yourself some rest too. I’ll be all right.” 

“Okay, sweetie. Love ya,” Wade said as he headed out of the bedroom. 

“Call me in the morning,” Slim shouted as Wade vanished out of her sight. 

Wade exited Slim’s condo, locking up behind him with his key to her place. He walked out to Dinah’s black convertible Sebring, where she had been waiting with the car running. 

“Sorry it took so long,” Wade said, getting in on the passenger side. 

“Don’t worry about it,” she said, waving her hand. 

“Is your girl straight?” 

“Yeah, she’s good.” 

“Alrighty, then. You ready to head back to the bar so I can whip yo’ ass in another game of pool?” 

“Let’s do it,” Wade said, hitting the dashboard and then pointing. “Only I’ll be doing the ass whipping.” 

Dinah put the pedal to the metal, and the two headed to join the rest of the crew that was still hanging out at the bar, waiting on them to return...minus Slim. 
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Brotherly Love

Wade, Dinah, Tye, Cory, and Mike sat in a crowded sports bar shooting the breeze and downing pitchers of beer. They had all just finished a strenuous workout at California Fitness, as they often did once or twice a week. Mike was the more serious exercise fanatic, and it showed in his musclebound build. He was actually the one who had convinced the others to join the gym, none of them getting nearly as much of their monthly fee’s worth as Mike, who went to the gym five days a week—with or without them. But when they did all go, they got their money’s worth for that day anyway, doing numerous sets on the weight machines as well as free weights, and several miles on the treadmill. Dinah kept up with the guys as if she were one of them. 

“Yo, bartender,” Tye called out, running his hand over his bald head, “can you get me and my dudes here another pitcher of MGD, please?” 

“Dudes plus lady,” Dinah corrected him. 

“Oh, girl, no offense. You know you just one of the dudes.” Actually all of them considered her to be just one of the guys. Wade grabbed Dinah in a headlock and proceeded to give her a knuckle sandwich. 

“Boy, get off of me,” Dinah said, pushing him away. Tye then turned his attention to Wade. 

“Yo, bruh, where’s Shelby?” Tye joked in reference to Slim. After seeing the movie The Best Man, it had been an inside joke amongst the friends that the character Shelby in the movie reminded them of Slim. 

“She’s in her cousin’s wedding, so she and Broy are out looking for a dress, shoes, or something. I don’t know, man,” Wade answered, finishing off the last swallow of beer from his mug. 

“See, that right there; I don’t get it,” Tye said, lighting a cigarette. Smoking wasn’t a huge habit for him. He only smoked when he was in a bar drinking a beer; even then, he’d have to borrow a drag from someone. Fortunately for Tye—but unfortunately for the rest of the gang—earlier that night the bartender had slipped him a cigarette. The laws hadn’t yet changed, preventing smoking in public places.

“Aw, come on, man,” Cory complained. “Don’t nobody wanna smell that shit. Kill yourself but don’t take us with you.” He began to shoo away the smoke from Tye’s cigarette. 

Wade gave Tye an evil look. Tye had been promising Wade for some time now that he would give up smoking. Losing their father to a stroke when they were only ten years old and then losing their mother to diabetes the year after they graduated college, all they had now was each other. Wade often had nightmares that he would lose his brother next. He worried that Tye would give himself lung cancer and die. Wade had begged Tye to give up smoking; he’d even stolen his packs of cigarettes on occasion, which was another reason why Tye now didn’t bother to buy them. 

“Next week, man, I promise,” Tye said, replying to his twin brother’s evil glare. “I can stop if I want to. I don’t do it all the time.” 

“There is no certain amount that you can die from,” Wade argued. 

“Next week, man,” Tye said, taking a puff. “Next week.” 

“Yeah, you said that last week,” Wade snapped. He poured himself a glass of beer from the pitcher the waiter had just set down on the table. 

“Anyway, like I was saying,” Tye said, taking the conversation back to Slim, “I don’t understand how it is that she goes and kicks it with Broy, who just happens to be a man, but yet she gets all bent out of shape when you wanna hang with your partner, who’s a girl.” 

“Yeah, but the dude is gay,” Wade said in Slim’s defense. 

“So you mean to tell me that if Dinah was a lesbian, she’d be cool?” 

Wade shrugged his shoulders. “Man, I don’t know. It don’t even matter. Dinah’s my peoples, regardless, and Slim is my woman. That ain’t gon’ change, so she’ll just have to deal with it.” 

Dinah smiled. It was always comforting to know that everything about her friendship with Wade was two-sided. She knew that some of Wade’s and Slim’s breakups were because of her; it made her feel bad, but at the same time it made her admire their friendship even more. Wade always tried to convince Slim that he wasn’t choosing Dinah’s friendship over their relationship, that he was just choosing not to have to deal with the distrust and nagging and that if their relationship was going to be based on such, then he’d rather be by himself. Dinah was certain that even if Wade and Slim were to ever break up permanently, the same dilemma would exist with the next broad. But she didn’t worry because she knew that she and Wade had been friends for so long and had shared so much that there wasn’t a person in the world Wade would choose over her; that was with the exception of his brother. 

Although Wade had been born only five minutes before Tye, one would think that Wade had been born five years before Tye. The twins were identical, down to the birth marks that rested between the small of their backs and the cracks of their asses. But one evening, while scrubbing them down during a bath, their mother had discovered that Wade’s mark dented in slightly at the top to take on the shape of a heart, while Tye’s was simply oval-shaped. Even though the two brothers were identical in their features, in personality and character, it was evident that Wade and Tye were very different individuals. 

Sophisticated, chic, and clean-cut, Wade had always been the overachiever. In school, he had not only aced his own exams, but on occasion he had also even aced a few of Tye’s after playing the ole switcheroo on a teacher or two. Up until the boys were in the eighth grade, their mother had forced them to dress alike. She thought it was “sooo cute.” But in high school, Tye flat out refused to run around with Wade while looking like a pack of Twinkies. Besides, wearing different clothing would be the only way people could tell them apart, once they figured out who was wearing what for the day. It had always been impossible to tell them apart; they had even fooled their mother a time or two, but just as soon as one of them opened his mouth, the mystery of who was who was immediately solved. 

Tye, the smooth operator, playa-playa, was the loud and outgoing one. He had been secretly slated as the “asshole” twin. Wade was a much nicer and more caring person than Tye, yet Tye’s gregarious spirit was what attracted people to him. While they were growing up, people never saw one without the other. Wade had friends because Tye had friends. Wade never made it a point to go out and meet new people, so each of their friends had started out as Tye’s friend first. But to befriend one, you had to befriend the other because the twins were one in the same. 

They had attended Ohio State University together and shared a dorm. After graduation, they moved into a luxury apartment together at the complex where Tye was the manager, which is where he currently worked and where the two brothers still resided. Because of his people skills, whenever Tye hosted the annual tenant-appreciation BBQ/swim party, it was like Mardi Gras—exciting, fun, and sexy. Sexy because Tye made it a point to personally invite all of the single female tenants, who in turn came dressed like they were trying to make the cover of the Sports Illustrated swimsuit issue. 

Wade was soft spoken and kept to himself, never taking the initiative to introduce himself to people or mingle and associate with them. If Dinah hadn’t literally run into him one day in the school hallway when she was running to class, breaking his nose—with blood squirting everywhere, including on her— the two of them might not have ever become friends. But she felt so bad about his injury, all due to her, that she made it a point to find out where he lived and go check on him every day after school. Once he returned to school, they ended up having lunch together every day and attending the school football games that Tye played in as the running back, just like they had been friends for their entire lives. The type of relationship the two had was clear, and they
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