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10  9  8  7  6  5  4  

“The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. He makes me to lie down in green pastures; He leads me beside the still waters. He restores my soul; He leads me in the paths of righteousness For His name’s sake. Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil; For You are with me; Your rod and Your staff, they comfort me. You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies; You anoint my head with oil; My cup runs over. Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me All the days of my life; And I will dwellin the house of the Lord Forever.”
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-Psalm 23
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Thank You, Father God, for another book I can call my own. Thank You for giving me the strength and courage to continue as a writer. 
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Prologue
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“William, I called you back into my office because your PSA score returned a bit high. I don’t want to alarm you, but I don’t want to let this go either. We need to run more tests.” 

The doctor standing in front of William continued speaking, although his words went unheard. William felt he didn’t need to listen any further; he already knew the results in the file carried in by Dr. Thomas were bad news. He was right. His prostate-specific antigen—or PSA as the doctor called it—alerted the physician that something was wrong.

“So, what does this mean, Doctor?” asked William.

“I’m going to order more tests from here. Once I get the results from your blood work, I want to do a screening for prostate cancer.”

William struggled with the news as he sat quietly. “Will this afternoon work for you?” He doesn’t answer when the doctor asks if he can do more testing today. 

William Lee Majors Sr. is a business owner in Anchorage, Alaska, a widower of twelve years, and a loving, protective father. Since his wife, Jean, died from a brain aneurysm back in two-thousand-one, William and his son, Billy, have been on their own. Jean took her last breath when her son was only five years old, leaving him and her husband behind to mourn her death. William promised Jean that he would always take care of their boy. He also vowed he wouldn’t take up with any other woman until after Billy was a grown man and could take care of himself. He didn’t want to start a new life with a new wife attempting to raise his child, so he chose to live as a single father.

William owns and operates Anchorage Lumber Company, a thriving commercial lumberyard in the middle of the city. He’s put everything into his business with a profitable return; however, in the past year, his company hit rock bottom, with William working around the clock to turn things around. It took him months to dig his company out of debt, and now this.

The doctor says again, “William, I would really like to get testing done as soon as possible. Are you free this afternoon?”

“I can’t do this today. I, uh, have a lot of work to finish. We’ll have to do it another day.” He stalled; he was in no rush to hear the words: William, you have cancer.

“William, as I said I—”

“As you said, Doc, you don’t want to wait too long.” William was smug when he finished the doctor’s sentence. “I got it, but I’ll have to reschedule...”

Four years later, William is a prostate cancer survivor. After his biopsy was positive, his doctor immediately started treatment. 

After a radical prostatectomy and chemotherapy, his family prayed over his recovery. With his son right by his side, William Majors made it through what he now considers the most challenging time of his life. However, with his body in remission and his son turning twenty-one in less than a month, his need for a female companion was increasing by the day. He’s looking for more than just a friend or a dinner date; he wants a wife, someone he can share his life with. William is ready to open the modern three-story cottage he built from the ground up to more than some random chick; he’s ready for real love.

William is an attractive, brown-skinned, debonair gentleman, standing an even 6 feet tall. His salt and pepper curls are trimmed to fit the shape of his smooth face without a hair out of place. He weighs a solid one hundred ninety-eight pounds and is in good shape for a man of his years. His soft, dark bedroom eyes and full lips make women find him so appealing, especially the women around the Anchorage area, but William keeps them and their advances at bay. He ensured their lonesomeness and lukewarm casserole dishes never passed the front door. He dismissed their over-seasoned, home-cooked meals and dry pastries with nothing more than a pleasant thank you for the food he nor Billy intended to eat. 

Over the years, so many women have tried and failed with William, no matter their efforts, because he just wasn’t ready . . . until now. The only problem is he didn’t know where to start. He didn’t want any of the desperate, flabby, tired selection of women that was constantly trying to feed him and his son. He’s a fifty-four-year-old father, so clubbing is completely out of the question. He’s never attended a church service, so meeting a good ole’ church girl wasn’t going to happen either. He doesn’t trust anyone off of dating apps, so his future wife, in his words, would have to come and find him, which is exactly what happened when Jennifer Payne came into his lumber company a few weeks ago.

William’s nose was opened the moment she came in, looking for the perfect grade of granite for her new countertops. When she told him her name, William instantly wanted her and knew he had to have her. 

Jennifer walked into his life that day, and the rest is history that William Majors Sr. would someday wish he could rewrite. . .
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Chapter One
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Billy and William are in the driveway looking at Billy’s new bike. He is so excited as he walks around it, and so is William. “Aww, man, Dad, I love it! Thank you so much.”

“Well, you only turn twenty-one once, son, so I thought I would do something extra special for you.”

Billy took his eyes off his brand-new Honda motorcycle long enough to hug his father. “Dad, this is exactly what I wanted.” He looks back at the bike. “But it’s so expensive. Are you sure we can afford a bike like this?”

William put his hand on his son’s shoulder. “Billy, this is my gift to you. Don’t you worry about how much it costs or if I can afford it. It’s yours; I only ask that you be careful so you don’t hurt yourself.”

Billy gives William another hug. “Dad, thanks again.”

William Lee Majors Jr., or Billy as everyone calls him, is finally a man. William provided a wonderful life for him after his mother died, giving him the best of everything no matter the cost. Even after Anchorage Lumber Company threatened to close its doors more than once, Billy still never wanted for anything. 

He now attends Alaska Pacific East University, a small liberal arts college near home. He’d always dreamt of attending a bigger school in a bigger city like Los Angeles or New York but didn’t want to leave his father. Billy knew his dad would always take care of him, but he wanted to ensure he could care for himself. So, he plans to finish school to be more of an asset to his father and his company than a burden. 

At Alaska Pacific, Billy is majoring in Business Management with a passing grade with damn near every girl that crosses his path. Like his dad, females flocked to his feet. He has long legs, standing 6-foot-3. He works out, so he has a nice body with a six-pack. He’s cute, too, with a baby face, dimples in both his cheeks, nice lips, caramel skin, and hazel eyes. Billy knows he’s fine, but he’s not conceited. 

“So, which young lady are you bringing to your big birthday bash?” asked William.

Billy’s cheeks turn red. “Dad . . .”

“Don’t be embarrassed, son. These girls around here are nuts over you. That’s why that phone of yours is buzzing all day, every day. I know what’s up.” William grins like a proud Papa when he says, “You’re just like your old man, son.” 

Billy starts to read a text message as he and William chat.

You should come over again tonight Billy. I have something sweet I want you to taste 3:17 PM.

“Dad, I’m not sure who I’m bringing to the party yet.” Billy puts his phone away, knowing exactly where he’s heading after he showers. “I was thinking of asking Ashley or Teyana, but I’m also thinking about asking Shay, Miranda, or Raina. I’m not sure, though.”

None of the names Billy just mentioned belonged to the horny female from the nasty little text message. 

Billy had so many girls on his dick he was starting to lose count. Women couldn’t resist him—a trait that will prove dangerous for more reasons than one.

William chuckles. “Well, at least you have it narrowed down.”

“Dad, you know, you really don’t have to go all out for this party. Instead of that expensive club, we could have something right here at the house. I know how tight money is. Besides, you’ve already done enough.”

William’s face turns serious. “Billy, you’re my son. I want to make sure you have anything your heart desires. Boy, you know that. When you turned eighteen, you told me you wanted your twenty-first birthday party at the club, so that’s where it’ll be.”

“Dad, you remembered that?”

“Of course, I remember, son, so it’s done. Billy, I know you’re a man now, but I’m still here for you. I always will be. I promised your mother I would take care of you.”

“I know. And, thanks, Dad. Not just for my party or this bike, but also for the life you’ve given me. You’ve always taken good care of me, even if it meant deep sacrifices for you.”

“Now, don’t you concern yourself with my struggles and sacrifices; I just want to make sure you’re happy.”

“I really appreciate you for that, Dad.” Billy’s face lights up. “We can hoop at the club, go swimming, get massages . . . I swear my party is going to be so lit.” Billy hugs William again. “You’re the best! Thank you for letting me get your club membership for my B-day.”

“No problem. Remember, whatever I have belongs to you, son . . .” William Majors will regret those words.
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Chapter Two
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A few mornings after Billy’s big birthday party, William is having brunch with his brother, Ronnie, and his bigmouth sister-in-law, Epatha. They’ve been sitting here pleasantly, eating for almost thirty minutes until Epatha starts on William. She promised Ronnie she wouldn’t on their way to the café, but she had something to say, so she was about to let it out. 

“William, that was some party you put together for Billy the other night. I haven’t seen so many young people under one roof since that boy graduated.”

“Yeah, well, I wanted to do something special for my son for his twenty-first birthday.”

“And you don’t think a fifteen-thousand-dollar bike was special enough?”

Ronnie tries to save his brother. “Epatha, that’s enough . . .”

“No, Ronnie, he needs to hear this.”

“Epatha, it’s none of our business, though.”

“It’s okay, Ronnie. Let her speak her mind. Her thoughts aren’t going to change anything, but it’s always good to hear an opinion from someone who shouldn’t have an opinion on the way I spend my money on my son for his birthday.”

Epatha put down her glass of clamato juice before taking a sip as if William had caught her off guard with his sarcasm. “Oh, William, please. Chile, save that kind of passive talk for Billy because you know it doesn’t faze me. Honey, I’m going to always have an opinion.”

“But, do you always have to speak your opinion? That’s what I’m wondering?” asked William. 

“I sure do. I wouldn’t have it any other way. Just like that, Wendy Williams, honey, I say it like I mean it.”

Ronnie—a tall, average, medium-built black man—and Epatha—a short, brown-skinned woman with a decent body—are an attractive middle-aged couple who have been married for over two decades. They tried for many years but didn’t have any children of their own. They didn’t stop trying until Epatha had a hysterectomy last winter. Even after a specialist told them they had less than a ten-percent chance of carrying a baby to term because of Epatha’s hormonal disorder, they still didn’t give up. They dreamed of having a son, but when their dreams derailed, helping to raise Billy was a welcoming responsibility they both accepted.

Even with the enormous support from his brother and sister-in-law, William and Epatha don’t always see eye-to-eye when it comes to Billy. Epatha is very vocal over William spoiling his son. She also tells him every chance she gets that he shouldn’t have given up his love life for Billy. For years, she’s screamed from the rooftops that he could still be a good father even after taking a new wife, but her views were completely ignored since William never listened. He dedicated himself to Billy, and his sister-in-law couldn’t change that.

Epatha looks across the table at William before she starts up again. “So, Will, Billy is twenty-one now. He’s all grown up, probably thinking about a family of his own.”

“Epatha, what are you getting at?” William asked before putting a fork full of scrambled eggs into his mouth.

“What I’m getting at is, you said when Billy turned twenty-one, you would start to look for a wife.”

William laughs when he throws up his hands and shakes his palms toward the ceiling. “Whoa, where is this coming from all of a sudden?”

“Will, you know it’s time. Hell, we all know it’s time. I want to see you happy.”

“Who says I’m not happy?”

Ronnie jumps to his brother’s defense again. “Epatha, let’s not do this today, okay? I’m sure when and if William is ready for a companion, he’ll make that move without you hounding him. It’s all in his time. So let the man breathe.”

Epatha waves him off. “Oh, Ronnie, you take everything to the next level. I wasn’t suggesting he goes out tonight and find a wife; I was merely reminding him it’s time he—”

“I’ve been seeing someone.” William jumps in.

Epatha and Ronnie stopped fussing long enough to look over at William, who was still working on the plate in front of him. 

As he speaks of Jennifer, he’s casual and relaxed before he takes a sip of juice, wipes his mouth with the cloth napkin from his lap, and feeds himself a piece of wheat toast. That’s when Epatha asks, “Did you say you’ve been seeing someone?”

William answers, “Yea, I did.”

“How old is she?” That was Ronnie.

“When were you going to tell us?” Epatha.

“Does Billy know?”

“Is she pretty?”

“Does she have any kids?”

“Has she ever been married?”

“Is she married?”

“Does she want to get married?”

“How long have you been seeing her?”

“Where did you meet her?”

“What does she do for a living?”

“Does she have good credit?”

“How old is she?” Ronnie came back to his original question.

William continues with his meal. He doesn’t let his brother or Epatha’s mountain of questions throw him off. Instead, he simply says, “Her name is Jennifer.”

Epatha and Ronnie appear on the edge of their seats while waiting for more.

“That’s it? ‘Her name is Jennifer?’ What’s her last name? Where is she from?”

Ronnie asks a third time, “How old is she?”

“Epatha, you and Ronnie will meet her in due time.” He looks at his brother. “And Ronnie, don’t worry, she’s not a grandma. Actually . . . she’s quite the opposite.” They both watch as William speaks of his new lady.

“Well, Will, how about we make tonight due time? I’ll cook. Eight o’clock. Bring wine.”

William wipes his mouth again before putting his napkin onto the empty plate. “Epatha, I’m not bringing her over tonight.”

“Why not?”

“Because I want to talk to Billy first. I don’t want to get Jennifer’s hopes up by letting her meet my family only to have her crushed if things can’t work out.”

“‘Can’t work out?’ William, are you listening to yourself? Billy is a grown man. It would be great if he liked your new lady friend and the idea of his dad having someone special in his life, but even if he doesn’t, you shouldn’t let that stop you. William, it’s time you took your life back. You’ve raised your son. Now it’s time for you.”

William stands up and reaches for his wallet. “There you go again, Epatha, with your goddamn opinions. You just never quit, do you?”

“Nope, I sure don’t.”

“Come on, bro, you don’t have to leave. She’s finished.” Ronnie looks at Epatha when he asks, “Right, Epatha?”

She looks up at William, trying to hold back laughter when she says, “Will, sit down; you know I’m just looking out for you so you don’t grow into a grumpy old man, chile.”

William ignores her. He places five twenty-dollar bills on the table and tells Ronnie, “I’ll see you on the green at three o’clock,” before he excuses himself and heads for the exit door.

***
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Five minutes till three, William is cruising down O’Malley Road to meet his brother for golf. He knows he’ll be rushed with questions about Jennifer, per Epatha’s request, but he’s not answering anything else about her. His family will meet the new woman in his life soon enough if it’s meant to be.

William thinks about his son as he drives. He didn’t know how to tell Billy he’d been seeing someone. He could blurt it out the same as he’d done with his brother and Epatha, or he could try a different approach, like taking his son to his social club for a nice Sunday dinner. He could order all Billy’s favorites, a bottle of the club’s best wine, and anything else to help him break the news.

William thinks dinner at the club would be perfect. He even reaches for his cell to make reservations but decides against it. He didn’t want to wait until tomorrow night; William had to get what was on his chest out now. So, instead of calling for dinner reservations, he dials his son’s number. He turns the volume down on the radio while waiting for him to answer, hoping Billy will pick up before he loses his nerve. 

When he answers on the second ring, he sounds out of breath. “Hey . . . What’s up, Dad?”

“Hey, son, what are you up to?”

“I just finished working out. What are you doing? And Dad, don’t say you’re working; it’s a nice Saturday afternoon.” 

“No, no, son, I’m not working.” William keeps himself collected as he speaks. “I’m meeting your uncle for golf here shortly, but there is something I want to talk to you about first.”

“Dad, is everything okay?”

“Son, everything is fine.” William pulls into the first parking spot he comes to at the golf course. “I was going to wait to mention this, but I didn’t want your aunt or uncle to beat me to it.”

“Dad, please tell me your cancer isn’t back.” 

“Billy, no. God no, I’m fine.”

“Okay, that’s a relief.” Billy pauses for a second. “So, what are you worried Unc or Auntie will tell me before you can?”

“Billy, son, you know you’ve always heard me say that I wouldn’t take up with a new woman until after you were a grown man. I didn’t trust anyone to raise my son except me. Well, you’re all grown up now, son, so I’ve decided to consider dating. I mean . . . I am dating. I met a woman some time ago. Her name is Jennifer Payne. She’s single, has no kids, has never been married, she’s pretty . . . and she’s independent, son. She’s not one of these golddiggers we’ve discussed around here. She owns a small interior design business, and she’s a nurse.”

William pauses momentarily to allow his son to speak, even though he doesn’t know what Billy will say or how he’ll react. He hoped he wouldn’t throw a tantrum and forbid him to see Jennifer before he hung up on him, but he couldn’t be sure that he wouldn’t, so he patiently waited. 

“Dad, this is great! When do I get to meet her?”

William smiles as he exhales. He thought the worst would happen when he told his son of Jennifer, but he was wrong. Billy’s voice and enthusiasm tell William just how wrong he was.

“Uh, how about tomorrow night? We could have dinner at the club and maybe a nightcap back at the house.”

“Aww, cool, Dad, I’m there.”

“The club, six o’clock tomorrow evening.”

“Six it is.”

William is overjoyed. “Son, I’m going to let you go. Your uncle just pulled in. Have a good day. I’ll see you at home later.”

William smiles big as he tucks his phone away in his pocket after he ends the call with Billy. He sits in his car even after his brother pulls into the parking spot beside him. He has to assemble himself before he greets Ronnie, but he can’t help but want to shed a few tears of joy. 

He thinks we’re almost there, baby, getting out. Jennifer makes William so happy. He doesn’t want to lose her, but if his son shows ANY disapproval, she would be dismissed even faster than the women he’s sent packing in the past. Billy comes first, second, and last, and William plans to keep it that way.
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Chapter Three
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A few hours after golf, William came home, showered, and changed his clothes before leaving. He told his brother he couldn’t meet him for shots like they do every Saturday after a game because he had a date with Jennifer. He didn’t tell Ronnie he was canceling because of her because he would’ve started asking questions again the way he did out on the green. William eventually broke down and told him Jennifer was only thirty-four, but that was it. He didn’t tell his brother anything else, though he wouldn’t stop asking about her. Shortly after their game, William said, “I’ll see you next week, bro,” before rushing to his car to get home and get ready. 

Later that evening, after their dinner date at their favorite seafood spot on L St., Jennifer said she was tired and didn’t want to go to the movies as they planned. So, instead of heading to the theater, William stopped and grabbed her something sweet before they came back to his house to chill out a bit. Now they’re on the sofa making out with William, trying to control himself. 

“Will, tonight was so nice. I enjoyed myself with you. I always do.” Jennifer caresses the back of William’s head as he kisses and licks her neck. 

“Me too. We need more nights like this.” 

As they sit here, William admires everything about Jennifer, especially her cocoa-colored, soft skin. She’s a naturally beautiful young woman who doesn’t wear much makeup because she doesn’t have to. She has jet-black, straight hair that flows just beyond her shoulders without the help of extensions. She’s one hundred forty-one pounds, 5-foot-8, and sexy as hell. Her high cheekbones and full lips made her resemble Jennifer Williams from Basketball Wives.

Jennifer is an RN with a bachelor’s degree in nursing and is making pretty decent money. As William told Billy, she runs a small interior design firm for wealthy clients in and outside the area. She can sing too. She sang to William on their first date, which blew his mind. He’s been hooked ever since, and now he’s in love with her.

Jennifer lies her head on William’s chest. “So, what are you doing tomorrow?”

He doesn’t answer, being too occupied with his thoughts to take Jennifer upstairs, undress her, and rub all over her body. He’s on hard, and so are his nipples, but he plays it cool. 

“William . . . am I going to see you?”

“What? When?”

“Tomorrow.” She looks up at him. “Do you have plans?” 

“No, not tomorrow. I’ll just be here at the house relaxing for the first part of the day. What about you?”

Jennifer kisses his lips before she says, “I just want to be with you.”

“Good. I’m glad you said that because I want to be with you too. I also want you to meet someone tomorrow night.”
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