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CHAPTER ONE

RYAN

 


 


I wrote on the board with an erasable marker:
5x - 6 = 3x - 8

I turned to face the class. “So, who thinks
they can solve this linear equation?” My eyes scanned the classroom
in search of a willing victim. Of course, all the students either
had their heads down praying I didn’t call on them, or had faces
full of confusion. I tapped my foot impatiently. This damn easy
ass equation and nobody can solve it? “No takers, huh?” I was
about to pick somebody at random when a hand went up in the back
row. I adjusted my glasses as I looked up. It was Jason Peterson.
Since he never participated in class, I was pleasantly surprised
that he was volunteering.

“I’ll take a shot at it mah dude,” he said,
flashing a smile. I folded my arms and gave him a stern look. Jason
instantly understood what this look meant, and quickly corrected
himself. “Uh, I mean Mr. Davis.” He smiled again as he slowly rose
from his desk and approached the board.

Being a 24-year-old Algebra teacher in the
Bronx, I was probably a lot younger than most of the instructors
these students were accustomed to. But I constantly made it known
that I wasn’t going to take shit from any of them just because I
was young. Now, don’t get me wrong, I was generally pretty cool and
laid back. But I was also firm and strict, because some of these
kids would definitely try you if you let them. However, I
remembered how much I used to loathe boring and pain-in-the-ass
teachers when I was in school, so I vowed I would never be like
that once I became a teacher. To that end, I always tried to mix
the right amount of friendliness with fear. On the whole, I felt I
was successful. All of my students respected me and enjoyed my
teaching style.

Jason walked towards me with his beige Levis
slightly sagging off his waist. Maybe it was because I was from the
Midwest, or maybe I was just getting old, but for the life of me, I
still couldn’t understand why these New York kids walked around
with their pants practically falling off.

Jason had to be either 17 or 18, but had the
body of a grown ass man. This kid was a fucking towering inferno.
He played on the school basketball team, and had to be about 6’3 or
6‘4. Jason was the most popular kid in the class, and arguably in
the entire school. All of the little girls were constantly up in
his face, grinning and laughing like groupies. Every eye in the
class was glued to him as he glided to the front of the room. He
was wearing an Aeropostale hoody and a white v-neck t-shirt
underneath, that clung to his lean frame, outlining his muscular
chest.

It must’ve been something in the water or the
food these days, cause they definitely didn’t make ’em like this
back in my day, I thought. I handed him the marker and stood off to
the side.

“Um…let’s see now,” Jason said as he stroked
his perfectly-manicured goatee and studied the equation.

“Solve for ‘x’ by isolating the variable,” I
said, attempting to help him out.

“Yeah, I know,” he replied, as he began to
write on the board. A few seconds later, he put the cap back on the
marker and looked at me with a smug expression. I reviewed his
handy work and read the answer out loud.

“x = -1. And…you are CORRECT, sir! Good job,
Jase!” I congratulated him. It always made my day when a student
grasped a new concept.

“Thanks Mr. D,” he beamed, as he
instinctively reached out to dap me up. I smiled and shook my head,
before grudgingly dapping him up. The class burst into laughter at
the sight of this, but it was all in good fun, so I didn’t mind too
much.

The rest of the period flew by pretty
quickly. I assigned the class some homework to do over the weekend,
which as I anticipated, was met with moans and groans. I told the
kids to have a good weekend and dismissed them. As they filed out
of the classroom, I turned my attention to cleaning the board. I
picked up the water spray bottle and a rag. I sprayed the board and
began wiping it down as quickly and thoroughly as possible. It was
Friday and I was just as eager as my class to get the hell off of
here. I began singing “Make It Rain” by Travis Porter as I
continued cleaning. I was just about to drop it low, when I
suddenly heard a voice boom from behind me: “Aye, Mr. Davis?”

I dropped the spray bottle and nearly jumped
out of my damn skin! I could’ve sworn I was alone. I swung around
and placed my hand on my heart. It was Jason. “Woah! Are you a
ninja or something? I didn’t know you were standing there,” I
said.

“My bad yo.” He laughed. “I didn’t mean to
scare you, or interrupt your uh, ‘singing’.” He grinned
broadly.

“It’s OK. I’m alright. What’s up?” I smiled,
mildly embarrassed as I bent over to pick up the water bottle.

“Yo, can I ask you something?” He said,
holding his Algebra book and a notepad in his hands.

“Of course, Jase. You have a question about
today’s lesson?” I placed the cleaning rag and spray bottle on my
desk, and gave him my undivided attention.

“Nah.” He shook his wave-covered head. “I was
just looking over the homework you gave us and tried to do one of
the problems real quick.” He showed me what he had scribbled on the
notepad. “Can you tell me if this is right?”

“Let’s see,” I said. I took the book and
notepad from him and laid them on my desk. I leaned over and
quickly scanned his work. I could feel him peering over my
shoulder.

“Yep, this is correct!” I stood up and turned
around, bumping into him. It felt like I had collided with a brick
wall. A tall, clear-faced, dark-skinned, and attractive brick wall.
He was standing so close to me that I could smell his Axe body
spray. “Oops, sorry,” I blurted out while taking a step back.

“My bad. I shouldn’t have been all up on you
like that,” he replied.

“No problem. Anyway, you’re knocking these
equations out the park, Jase! Or slam dunking them, which is
probably a more appropriate analogy in your case.” I smiled as I
gave him back his book and pad. “Keep it up, man.”

“Thanks, Mr. D. I can’t take all of the
credit though; I have a good teacher.” He grinned as he shoved
everything into his book bag. I hated to admit it, but this kid had
the prettiest and brightest Colgate smile I’d ever seen! “Aye, you
coming to the game tonight?”

By this point, I was practically blushing and
cheesing like the rest of these school girls when Jason talks to
them. This was the longest I had actually conversed with him since
the school year began a few months ago. “No, I actually have other
plans for the night,” I replied. I was either going to hang out
with my friend Trevor for a few drinks, or chill with my boyfriend,
David. Not that I would’ve attended anyway, since I couldn’t stand
basketball.

“Oh aight. Guess you got a hot date tonight,
huh?” He winked and laughed.

“Yeah, something like that.” I chuckled.

He stood silent for an awkward second,
staring into my eyes. I didn’t want it to, but I felt my dick begin
to stir. He then smiled and licked his lips. “That’s what’s up.
Have a good time Teach.”

“Uh, thanks Jason.” I nervously cleared my
throat. “Good luck tonight, and enjoy your weekend.”

“Thanks. See you Monday.” He smiled again and
gave me a lingering stare before pulling the straps of his North
Face book bag over his broad shoulders and confidently striding out
of the room.

I sat on the edge of my desk and adjusted my
tie. I exhaled. Were my palms actually sweating? I was amazed and
perplexed by what had just happened. Was it just my imagination,
or was this kid actually trying to flirt with me just now?

I continued to pondered that question, until
Ms. Clark popped up in the door way. Jenny Clark was one of my
colleagues in the math department.

“Hey Ryan. You getting out of here soon?” She
asked, a smile spreading across her soft, oval-shaped face.

“Hell yeah!” I replied enthusiastically.
“What about you?”

“You didn't know? I'm about to run out of
this bitch!” She whipped her neck and laughed heartily, her fire
red weave bouncing atop her head. “A sista's got things to do.”

“I hear that,” I said as I began clearing my
desk.

She folded her arms and leaned up against the
doorway. This meant that she was about to get nosy. “You have any
plans for the weekend?”

“Oh, uh nothing special. Probably just
chillin' with my girl,” I lied. I was never one to spread my
personal business around the work place. I wasn't out of the closet
where I didn't need to be. No one on the faculty knew I was gay,
and that’s just the way I wanted to keep it. When I first met
Jenny, I instantly got a vibe that she was kind of attracted to me,
so I told her I was in a long-term relationship as a smokescreen.
This slowed her advances, but didn’t stop them altogether. Every
now and then she would still try to flirt with me on the slick. It
was cool though. Hell, it was actually kind of flattering that I
still had beautiful women hitting on me (even if they weren’t going
to get the dick).

“OK, have fun. I'll see you Monday,” she
replied cheerfully.

 


*****

 


While driving home I received a text from my
boyfriend, David, that put a big smile on my face. He confirmed
that he was coming to NY tonight to visit me for the weekend. David
lived in Boston. We had met in a club about six months ago. It was
love at first sight. (Either that, or I was fucked up and horny
that night). We instantly hit it off and against my better
judgment, we eventually began a long-distance relationship. At
first, we would see each other every weekend. Either he would come
down here, or I would go up there. But the past few months, things
had begun to cool off. He was always busy with work, or at least
that’s what he said. But I wasn’t going to sweat it. I was just
happy that I was finally going to see my baby tonight!

Once I got home, I called my friend Trevor.
“What’s up you?” I said when he answered.

“Hey, what’s up ho?” Trevor exclaimed.

“Nothing much. Looks like I’m going to have
to take a rein check on those drinks. Dave is coming down
tonight…and…”

“Mm hmm. Say no more. I gotcha. Your boo is
coming all the way down from Boston to munch your box for the
weekend. Shit, I ain’t mad atcha!” He burst into raucous
laughter.

“Shut up, with your crazy ass! I hate you!” I
shot back, laughing also.

“Don’t hate me. Hate your ravenous BOX!” He
quipped.

“Stupid.” He was damn right it was hungry
though, considering I hadn’t had any in two weeks. I started to
tell him about the awkward conversation I had with Jason after
class, but decided against it. Trevor had a tendency to take stuff
and run with it. If I told him about this, he would blow it way out
of proportion, and I’d never hear the end of it.

“Well, since you’re going to be all BOO’ed up
tonight, I’ll see if anybody else wanna hang. If not, I guess I’ll
just have to bundle up my li'l pussy and hit the streets solo!”

“Of course.” Trevor stayed running the
streets. “Alright. Well have fun and be safe.”

“I will. Tell Dave I said ‘hey’ and give him
a few back shots for me too chile.”

“BYE TREVOR!” We both laughed as I ended the
call. That boy didn’t have a lick of sense.

I made me something to eat and then went in
the bedroom to lay down for a minute. I wanted to be well rested
for the sexcapades that were sure to jump off when Dave arrived. I
woke up a few hours later and jumped in the shower to get freshened
up. As the warm water washed over me, I found my thoughts drifting
back to earlier today and Jason. I couldn’t help but chuckle at it
all. I had pretty much convinced myself that the sexual tension I
felt while talking to Jason was all in my mind. I mean, what were
the chances that this kid was actually gay or bi? And even if he
was, why in the hell would he be interested in me like that? (Um,
not that I’m ugly or anything.) It wasn’t like I would ever
actually do anything with him, but it was still kind of flattering
to think this sexy ass young dude might be interested in me. Hell,
in this lifestyle, when you hit 25, some of these gay kids be ready
to take you out back and shoot your ass.

I got out of the shower and dried myself off.
I massaged lotion on my body as I admired my reflection in the
mirror. A nice athletic frame, smooth mocha skin, a nice fat ass
(but not all big and bitchy), nice teeth, a sexy pair of dimples
and braids to the back. Yep, I most definitely still had it going
on.

I went into my bedroom and threw on some
Hollister sweat pants and a wife beater. When I went back to the
living room, I plopped down on the plush sofa. My phone was sitting
on the coffee table. It was chiming to let me know I had a new
voice mail. I quickly snatched it up and played the message. It was
from David.

“Hey baby. I’m sorry, but something came up
at work and I’m not going to be able to make it down there tonight.
Hopefully, I’ll get to see you tomorrow. Call me back when you get
this, aight?”

I tossed the phone back on the table. I
stretched out on the sofa and let out a dejected sigh. I liked
David a lot, but I was getting really tired of this shit. I was a
faithful dude by nature, but this shit was getting hard. Am I
being played? Is Dave up to no good behind my back? I quickly
pushed the jealous thoughts out of my head. I wasn't going to be
one of those insecure, distrustful dudes who always suspected his
boyfriend of cheating on him. I considered calling Trevor back to
see where he was going to be shaking his ass tonight, but by this
time, I had gotten comfortable and didn’t feel like leaving the
house. I rolled over and picked up the remote from the table. I
flipped through the channels until I came to Friday Night Smack
down. I folded my arms across my chest. Well, it looked like I
was going to spend Friday night at home alone watching
wrestling.

Maybe I should’ve gone to that basketball
game after all, I mused.

 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO

JASON

 


 


I proudly strolled into school on Monday
morning like I was THE muthafuckin' King of the World! After single
handedly winning our game on Friday night (with a few assists here
and there), I was an even bigger man on campus than before, if that
was even possible. As soon as I stepped foot through the doors,
everybody jumped on my dick like I was a celebrity and shit, and I
ain’t even in the NBA yet. The halls were buzzing with activity.
Undoubtedly, it was because of my presence.

I strutted through the hall to my locker with
my back straight and my head held high. Every few feet, niggas were
running up to me, giving me dap. While bitches were waving,
winking, and whispering to their friends when I passed by. I was
the undisputed mayor of this bitch. It was hard being Jason
Peterson (well, not really), but somebody had to do it. After
fighting my way through the adoring student body, I finally managed
to make my way to my locker. I twisted the combination lock a few
turns to the left, and one to the right. I opened my locker and
began to shuffle through my books. Suddenly, someone slapped me
across the back hard as fuck. I swung around, prepared to lay
somebody’s ass out, until I saw who it was. It was my
boys--Antonio, Keyshawn, and Corey. Aside from being my partners in
crime, they all played on the basketball team too.

“Yo, what’s good my niggah?” Antonio said,
with a big ass grin on his face.

“Aye, what’s up mah dude? You almost got
fucked up right here son,” I said, reaching out and pulling him
into a bro-hug.

Antonio laughed and flashed a blinding smile.
“You weren’t gonna do shit nigga.” Ant was a 5’11, bronze-skinned,
Blatino dude with the face of a cover model. He had nice juicy
lips, jet black curly hair, and a six-pack that would make
Budweiser envious. Out of all the dudes on the basket ball team and
in my clique, we were the tightest.

“Mista Three-Point Machine! Whuz goodie?”
Corey said, clasping my hand. Corey was a 6’1, peanut-butter brown
husky (but not sloppy) nigga with a cute face. This nigga was hood
as they come, and could talk the panties off of any bitch he
met.

“Big J! What up my nig?” Keyshawn said,
playfully punching me in the chest. Keyshawn (or “Key” or “Shawn”
for short) was a fly ass East Indian Guyanese dude. He was 6’0,
with a bangin' body, sexy ass hairy arms and legs, an Almond
Joy-complexion, always smelled good, and his gear was always on
point. He was definitely a thuggish pretty boy if I ever saw one.
He wore his hair all spiky and gelled up like that dude on Jersey
Shore. In fact, he kinda looked like a chocolate version of
whatever that dude’s name is.

I looked at my white G-Shock. 8:00 A.M. Like
clockwork, I automatically pulled my brush from my back pocket and
gave my hair a few strokes. Three brushes on the left, three on the
right, four brushes on the back, and five on top, to be precise.
This was my hourly routine. Yeah, it was a little obsessive and
compulsive, but what the hell was I supposed to do? A nigga had to
make sure his waves stayed spinning like the Earth--360 degrees,
365 days a year.

I slammed my locker and made sure the lock
was secure. We bullshitted and talked about our weekends and all
the bitches we bagged since Friday before dispersing to go to our
first period classes. Me and Antonio had the same first period
class, so we walked together. As we were walking, I noticed
Principal Johnson and Mr. Davis walking down the hall talking. The
two of them were headed our way. Principal Johnson came up to us
with a smile.

“Great game Friday, fellas!” He said, patting
me and Ant on the shoulders simultaneously.

“Thanks Dr. J,” I replied. I turned my eyes
to Mr. Davis and gave him a friendly smirk. “Bet you wished you
came now, huh?”

He chuckled. “Yeah, sounds like I missed a
good game. I heard ya’ll did your thing out there.”

“No doubt! We always do our thing, Teach.
Especially me. I love to put in work. I’m a beast!” I said, flexing
like Hulk Hogan used to do. “But
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