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Finally, a dedication for you, Johnathan Mark Ellis.
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Acknowledgements

First, I must thank my readers! Without you I would not be on book #9. Thank you all for the support whether this is your first Jai Ellis book, your ninth Jai Ellis book or somewhere in-between. Thank you, thank you and thank you again.

To my mom Alice, my sisters Lolly, Stasia & Nunu, my bff T.P. Green and my good friend Obsession, thank you for always being there to read, critique, listen and even promote my work. You are all irreplaceable and appreciated even if it doesn’t always seem like it.  

I have to give a special thank you to DeTerrius, Kyeon and Trish! Without these three I don’t know how this book would have turned out. I appreciate all of the time and honest feedback that you all gave me.

Last but definitely not least, I have to thank everyone that helped to spread the word about this book or has been there to help in any way. Jennifer P, Jorie, Brandi M, Akia P, Akilam, Evelyn M, Tara B, Karen D-W, Le’Je, Rochelle A, Lynne C, Colleen, Latarsha, Shemika J, and Mary D. 

Thank you all!

I Wish You 

Loved Me

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1:

Rachel
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Have you ever wanted a man so badly that you’d do anything just to be the woman he loved? Well, that’s how much I loved Domiano. It was like he was the most perfectly imperfect man I’d ever known and not being the woman in his life was driving me crazy. I had to get him back and today was the day.  

I had clothes thrown all over my queen-sized bed, almost completely covering my zebra print comforter, yet as I admired myself in the full-length mirror that was mounted on the back of my bedroom door, I decided that I wasn’t satisfied with my outfit. It was cute, but cute just wouldn’t do today. Today my outfit had to be perfect. Everything had to be perfect on this special day.

Today was going to be an unveiling of sorts. I hadn’t seen the love of my life in eight months, two weeks and four days. I’d spent the better part of that time doing everything that I could to ensure that I was perfect for him. I’d worked too hard to let an outfit ruin things. 

My teeth were perfectly cleaned and aligned. My body was perfectly toned while maintaining that feminine softness that men desire. My sexual skills had been improved upon and my self-confidence was at an all-time high. Nothing was going to stop me from making Domiano’s jaw drop when he laid eyes on me. 

Yes, he had a new girlfriend, but that was only a minor problem in the grand scheme of things. When you’re meant to be with someone the way that I was meant to be with Domiano, there’s nothing and no one that can stand in the way. 

The moment he laid eyes on me he’d be ready to get down on his knees and beg me to give him another chance. I’d say yes of course, but I wouldn’t give in right away because he had hurt me and he needed to know that his actions wouldn’t be tolerated a second time. I’d become his dream woman though, so he’d never have reason to stray again.

I wiggled out of the blue jean Bermuda shorts and left them crumpled in a heap on the floor. I’d just pulled a pair of red, jean shorts off of the hanger when my phone began to ring. I sighed and rolled my eyes, the involuntary reaction I always had whenever my mother called. I thought about not answering, but I knew that she’d just keep calling back or worse yet, she’d come over if I didn’t answer.

“Hey Ma,” I said into the phone, doing my best to mask my agitation.

Every time I spoke with her she was trying to hook me up with someone when she knew that Domiano was the only man for me. 

“Hey honey. Did you ever call Val’s son Richard?” she asked, getting right to the point.

“No,” I replied.

“Why not? Rachel, you are twenty-eight years old and still single and you ain’t gettin’ no younger. You don’t have the luxury of being picky, girl. Your eggs are gonna dry right up inside of you. 

Richard is a lawyer and he’s not that bad looking. He’s never been married and he doesn’t have any kids but he wants to have kids one day. He is a good catch and you gon’ miss out waiting for Domino or whatever his name is.”

I’d put the phone on speaker and had sat it down on the dresser at this point because I knew that her mouth would keep going and going, just like the Energizer Bunny.

“I know Ma, and I’m dating other guys,” I said as I turned side to side, checking my ass out in the mirror.

I’d thought about getting butt injections but Domiano had once made a comment about preferring a woman with natural ass and tits, so I’d done countless squats, lunges and leg lifts to get the roundest ass I could without surgery.

“Who are you dating? I haven’t met anyone. Are any of them ready to make you their wife and raise a family? Your eggs are gonna dry up soon and no real man wants a woman that can’t give him babies. Plus, having kids once you’re over thirty isn’t safe for the baby.”

“I know and you’ll meet one of them as soon as things get serious. I gotta get dressed because one of them is taking me out to lunch soon. I’ll bring him by later if you’re available,” I told her, lying right through my teeth.

“You know I have that luncheon with the sisters from church,” she said.

“Oh, I forgot.”

“I just bet yo’ black ass did. Have fun and call me when you get home,” she ordered like I was a child.

“Ok, Ma.”

I hung up the phone and continued to admire myself in the mirror. The red shorts hugged my ass and hips perfectly and stopped just shy of showing off my ass cheeks. I wanted to keep it sexy without crossing into trashy, if you know what I mean. I needed Domiano to know that I was now comfortable with my body, but that I hadn’t become loose with it.

The leopard print bustier top made my B-cup breasts sit up nice and high and the strapless bra added at least one full cup size. Thank God for Victoria’s Secret.

Since this little shin-dig was going to be taking place in the backyard I decided to wear a pair of black, flat sandals. Having a heel get stuck in the grass wasn’t sexy at all.

I spritzed myself with some Guilty Gucci perfume, glossed my lips with some Shiny Kiss from Victoria’s Secret, grabbed my red wristlet and headed out.

I was going to see Domiano for the first time in months and I was anxious and nervous all at once. I knew that my new look was going to take his breath away. 
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Chapter 2:

Chanté
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I breathed a sigh of relief as I slid the glass door closed. Even with the patio door closed I could still hear the music and laughter coming from the backyard. It was hotter than hell outside and the cool air inside the house was more than welcomed.

Having a barbeque at my new home had seemed like a good idea, but after running around in that heat for the past hour trying to keep all of the guests happy, I was starting to rethink the whole thing. The kids were having fun though and everyone kept telling me how nice the house was.

I’d recently moved to the small town of Green Grove, which was a little over an hour’s drive away from our hometown of Chicago, with my fiancé and our three kids. The kids would be starting a new school on Monday so I’d invited some of the neighborhood kids over along with my family and friends. All of the kids seemed to be getting along well and I was relieved that my kids would see a few familiar faces on their first day of school. 

I got myself a can of Sprite out of the stainless steel, French-door refrigerator and sat down at the black, counter height table. I leaned back in the leather chair as I cracked the can opened before taking a long drink. 

As I sat at the table enjoying the cool, crisp beverage I looked out into the big backyard. Since I’d given birth to my oldest child Shawn I’d dreamt of owning a home of my own with a yard for him and his future siblings to play in. Shawn was now eight years old and actually having that yard that I dreamt about for so long was almost surreal.

I couldn’t help but smile as I watched my youngest daughter Alana walk over toward her daddy. She was only nine months old and could only take a few steps before she fell down, but she was persistent and always found a way to get to her daddy. She was such a daddy’s girl and always found a reason to be in his arms. 

I sat my pop down on the blue place mat that was in front of me and got out of my seat again. I was headed back into the yard so that I could get to Alana before she made it over to the hot grill that her dad was cooking on, but as luck would have it my younger cousin Kayla picked my daughter up before I even reached the door.

I sat back down and picked my drink up again. I watched as Kayla took Alana over to the grill. My baby girl reached out for her dad and he held her for a few minutes before Kayla took her again. Kayla took a cooked hotdog out of the pan that was next to the grill, gave it to Alana and took her back over to the sandbox where the other younger kids were playing.  

The sun was shining brightly as the aroma of grilled meats wafted through the air. My fiancé had been against having so many people over, but once he got on board he’d spared no expense on the food and drinks. From hotdogs to baby back ribs and Budweiser to Dr. Pepper, he’d supplied something that everyone would like.

The adults that were in attendance seemed to be enjoying one another’s company along with the food  while the older kids ran through the sprinkler and took turns sliding down the Slip ‘N Slide that Greg had set up that morning.  

I looked down at the engagement ring that had been placed on my finger just the night before as my hand rested on the tabletop. The bright overhead lights reflected off of the diamonds, causing a glare that made my heart smile. I finally had everything I wanted in life. 

I had a man that I loved and (finally) trusted, three beautiful, healthy kids, a brand-new Mercedes-Benz, a new four bedroom house with a big backyard, a two carat diamond engagement ring and the icing on the cake was the fact that I’d recently been able to quit my job and become a stay-at-home mom. My man had even promised to help me to start my own business soon, so life was great and I didn’t think it could get any better.

To say that I was grateful or blessed would have been a complete understatement. There wasn’t a word that I could think of to express the gratitude I felt for the way that everything had come together within the past couple of years. 

The way things had started between me and my fiancé along with the roadblocks that we’d encountered had kept me up on many nights wondering if we’d actually make it. I’d prayed until I’d run out of words, just hoping that all of the time and love that I’d given this man hadn’t been in vein. To see the way that things had turned out made me happy beyond words.

I could have sat and relished in happiness all day, but as they say; all good things must come to an end and this moment of happiness was no exception. I knew that my blissful peace, or ignorance as my mama preferred to call it, was going to come to an end the moment I’d noticed her walking toward the house.

She was part of the reason I’d come inside. I was so tired of her nagging and negativity that I had to get away from her for a while. She’d had nothing but bad things to say about my fiancé since the day I’d met him and even as she stood in the backyard of the house that he was paying for, she still had nothing but bad things to say about him.

I’d ignored her as much as I could, but sometimes it just got to be too much. I wished she’d had a man to take care of her and make her happy, but I could understand why she didn’t with the way she nagged. 

I swear she could literally nag someone to death. I guess she was attempting to murder me on this particular day because as soon as she slid the door closed behind her the negativity started again.

“So, who did he rob this time?” she asked as she sat down across the table from me.

I groaned silently and took a deep breath. I then took a drink from my pop, using every second to calm myself and keep from saying something disrespectful to her. I loved my mama, I promise I did, but that woman knew how to work the hell out of my nerves.

“The garage is finally taking off,” I explained as nicely as I could.

“You can’t possibly believe that, Chanté. There is no way that tenting a few windows and changing an alternator is profitable enough to be able to afford this house, two brand new cars and a diamond ring. Think, girl.”

I wanted to tell her that she was a jealous, miserable, lonely, bitter bitch who would never be happy because no man would ever want her nagging ass. I didn’t get a chance to though, because Domiano came to the rescue like he always did.
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Chapter 3: 

Domiano
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I parked my new, black Range Rover Sport near the curb and checked myself out in the rearview mirror before getting out. My lineup was fresh just like my gear and my black and white diamond chain and earring were shining like, well, diamonds. I thought about going right into the backyard where all the action seemed to be but decided to go into the house first since I needed to drain the main vein.  

I could hear Pat’s grating ass voice the moment I stepped into the otherwise quiet house and it made my stomach turn. I hated the way she talked down to Chanté and the way Chanté just took it. If she was my mama I’d have put her in her place a long time ago, but she wasn’t and I loved and respected Chanté too much to hurt her mom’s feelings.

I bypassed the bathroom that was located right off of the living room and headed into the kitchen. Both women were sitting at the table and although Chanté was a little sweaty and visibly annoyed, she was still beautiful. She’d always been beautiful to me. Her skin was the color of freshly ground cinnamon and her brown eyes always seemed to be smiling even when her mouth wasn’t. 

“Aye, can a man get a drink around here?” I asked from the doorway, just as Pat opened her mouth. 

I’m sure she wasn’t going to say anything worth hearing so the fact that I’d interrupted her was more than likely a good thing.

Chanté smiled as she finished off her can of pop and Pat excused herself, which I knew she would. She didn’t like me and I couldn’t stand her funky ass either.

“You gon’ get me a drink or what?” I asked.

“You know how to get somethin’ to drink,” Chanté replied as she looked over at me.

“I want you to get it,” I said before placing my hands on her shoulders and kissing her on the cheek. 

I inhaled the sweet scent of that sweet pea scented spray she loved so much. It wasn’t a hundred dollar an ounce perfume but I swear it smelled like it cost a million dollars when it was coming off of her.

“Your timing is perfect,” she said as soon as Pat had closed the patio door behind herself.

“Ain’t it always?” 

I smiled while sitting down in the seat that Pat had vacated.

“Whatever, boy. Greg is outside at the grill. Matter of fact, take that meat out to him,” she said as the doorbell chimed.

“Damn, I just got here and you workin’ me already. Ain’t even gave me nothin’ to drink, either.”

“You’ve been here damn near every day since we’ve moved in. You ain’t no guest no more,” she said as she opened the fridge and retrieved a bottle of Budweiser.

I probably shouldn’t have, but I kept my eyes on her ass when she bent over to get the beer. She had a nice little bump back there and I could appreciate a nice backside. She sat the beer down on the table and rolled her eyes at me.

“Thank you, big head,” I said as she rushed out of the kitchen, that ass bouncing right behind her.

“Hurry up and take that food outside!” she yelled over her shoulder as she made her way into the living room. 
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Chapter 4: 

Chanté
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I was so glad that Domiano had come into the house when he had. There was only so much of my mama that I could take and I had just about reached my limit with her and that mouth of hers.

I smiled as I opened the front door. I was happy to see my girl Mari and even happier to show her my new ring.

“Is that my newly engaged friend?” Mari asked, as if she’d rehearsed it. 

“That’s me,” I replied before embracing her in a hug.

“Congratulations, girlie! Now, let me see that ring,” Mari said.

I gladly held out my left hand so that she could get a good look at the cushion cut diamond ring. She took my hand into her own, turned it from side to side and smiled.

“I approve,” she said jokingly. “But seriously, I’m happy for you. I wasn’t sure about Greg at first, but he’s proved me wrong,” she admitted.

I’d known Mari only a few months longer than I’d known Greg so she’d been witness to all of the ups and downs that we’d gone through.

“Thanks girl. I knew he had it in him,” I replied.

“Ya’ll talked about that other thing?” Mari asked as we walked toward the kitchen.

My smile instantly faded. Mari was my girl and I loved her like family but she sure did know how to kill a moment.

“No, not yet,” I mumbled.

“Why not? Last night would have been the perfect time,” Mari said as she followed me out of the sliding screen door and into the backyard.

If it had been the perfect time I would have brought it up, I thought.

“No, it wouldn’t have been sin—”

“Ya’ll got some more popsicles for the kids?” my cousin Kayla asked, cutting me off. 

“Yeah. I’ll get ‘em after I get this food,” I told Kayla.

She nodded her head at me and turned her focus to Mari.

“Them shoes cute, Mari. Where you get ‘em from?” 

“Ummm...” Mari looked down at her feet as if she’d already forgotten which shoes she was wearing.

I smirked as I left Mari alone with Kayla. I knew that Mari hated to tell people where she’d bought things for fear that they’d go and buy the same, exact thing.

“I think I ordered them online. It was a while ago.”

I could hear Mari lying through her teeth as I walked over to the big, propane grill where Greg and Domiano were having a conversation.

They seemed to be in a serious, maybe even heated, discussion which abruptly ended when Greg realized that I was within earshot. They’d been arguing a lot lately and I was really starting to wonder why.
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Chapter 5: 

Greg
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I checked the burgers on the grill then closed the top again. I took a deep breath as Kayla made her way across the yard. She’d come over with my daughter only a few minutes ago but she was alone this time.

There was a good fifteen feet between the patio and the grill, which was good so that none of the kids would run into the hot grill and even better so that none of the other guests could hear the things that Kayla said to me.

“I want a big, hot sausage link,” Kayla said with one of her hands on her hip.

“Yeah?” I replied, opening the grill again.

“Yeah. Can you bring me one later?” she asked with a little giggle.

I tried to keep my eyes on the meat and off of the Bomb Pop that she was sucking on. There was no mistaking the fact that she was going out of her way to be very suggestive with that red, white and blue cylinder that she was working in and out of her mouth.

“I’ll see what I can do,” I told her as I discreetly looked around the backyard making sure that no one was paying us too much attention.

“You better come,” she said before making the entire Popsicle disappear into her mouth.

I swallowed real hard and forced myself not to watch as she slowly removed the Bomb Pop from her mouth, her lips lingering along the tip.

“I’ll be there. Now get from over here,” I told her as I noticed the patio door opening.

“I’ll be waiting,” Kayla said before she walked away, still sucking all over that Popsicle. 

I let out a sigh of relief when I realized that it was Domiano coming out of the kitchen and not Chanté. I didn’t want her to see me and her lil’ cousin whispering and shit. Kayla seemed to like dancing with danger, but I preferred not to arouse Chanté’s suspicions. 

I adjusted my pants, trying to keep my erection a secret, as Domiano walked right over to me. He sat the pan of uncooked meat down on the card table next to the grill. 

“You still fuckin’ her?” he asked, his eyes on Kayla.

“Don’t worry about it,” I replied. 

He was always trying to tell me what to do like he was the poster child for being a good man or some shit. 

“I don’t care who you fuck, but you playin’ too close to home. I mean, this Chanté house and you got her here kickin’ it and shit.”

“Chanté invited her, not me. I ain’t invite nobody, not even yo’ ass,” I reminded him.

“She invited her ‘cause that’s her lil’ cousin and she don’t know you fuckin’ her. You need to end that shit before she find out.”

“How the hell would she find out?” I demanded. 

“Kayla is young and dumb. She gon’ end up sayin’ or doin’ the wrong thing one day. Why the fuck did you even start this shit wit’ her?”

“Why you so concerned?”

“I care about Chanté and she don’t deserve this.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle as I listened to my friend talk about my woman like she was the love of his life.  I couldn’t believe that after all these years he still had a schoolboy crush on my girl. Some men might have felt some kind of way about that, but I wasn’t that kind of nigga. I knew that Chanté wasn’t going anywhere, especially not to Domiano’s ass.

They’d had ample time and countless opportunities to fuck around and they hadn’t, yet. I guess it was some kind of thrill for him to think that one day he’d be with her. I didn’t pay it much attention anymore. It used to bother me in the beginning but Chanté would never cheat on me, least of all with my friend.

“You still got a thing for her, don’t you?” I asked.

“Man, ain’t nobody got no thing for her, but I do care about her,” Domiano replied.

“Let me worry about Chanté. She got everything she want, and if she ain’t fuck you while I was locked up she never will,” I informed him.

“You need to learn how to treat her before somebody else do it for you.”

“I ain’t worried about it.”

“You should be,” he replied. 

He looked like he was about to say something else but decided not to when he noticed Chanté coming our way. I was glad that she was coming over toward us because I wasn’t in the mood to argue with him about my life and my relationship. None of it was any of his business.
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Chapter 6: 

Chanté
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Domiano must have really been pissed off ‘cause he wouldn’t even make eye contact with me as he headed towards the house. I wondered what had just happened between my man and his best friend and what they were being so secretive about. Domiano had been happy when he’d arrived just minutes ago and now he was suddenly upset. 

“You got some more food ready?” I asked Greg while watching Domiano head towards the house.

“Yeah. You can take these hotdogs and burgers,” Greg responded as he removed the last burger from the grill and placed it into the aluminum pan that was sitting next to the grill.

“What’s wrong with Dom?” I asked, trying to sound like I didn’t really care.

“Nothin’.”

“Oh. He looked like he was mad.”

“He good,” Greg snapped.

I could tell that something was wrong so I decided to drop the topic for now. Greg and Domiano had been best friends since grammar school. They were as close as brothers on most days but even brothers were bound to have disagreements from time to time.

“Okay. You good?” I asked him. “You want somethin’ to drink?”

“Nah, I’m aiight,” he replied with a smile that appeared to be less than genuine. 

“Okay, baby. Holla if you need me,” I told him as I picked up the aluminum pan and prepared to take it over to the table across the yard.

“You invited Rachel?” Greg suddenly asked. 

I looked around the yard and spotted the tall, thin woman headed my way.

“Yeah,” I replied, turning back around to face him.

“Why?” he wanted to know.

“Why not?”

“What if Mimi woulda came wit’ Dom?” he demanded.

Greg was annoyed but I didn’t care about his attitude or that vein in his left temple that was pulsating.

“Mimi know better than to bring her trifling ass to my house. That’s why she ain’t here. She knows I don’t like her and she should be ashamed of herself for what she did to Rachel,” I told him.

“Regardless of what you think about her, that’s his girl and I wouldn’t go to somebody’s party if they didn’t invite you.”

“Damn right you wouldn’t,” I said before walking away. 

I was sure he had more to say about the Domiano/Rachel situation but I wasn’t sticking around to hear it. Wrong was wrong and Domiano and Mimi had been dead wrong. If there was anything that I hated it was a female that would have sex with a man when she knew full well that he had a woman.

Me and Rachel made it to the patio set at the same time and I quickly sat the pan of food down while she got herself a can of pop from the blue and white cooler that was near the door. 
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Chapter 7: 

Rachel
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I hadn’t been to see Chanté and Greg’s new place yet since I knew that Domiano would more than likely be there. I hadn’t wanted to run into Domiano until my transformation was complete. He had to realize that I was the best woman for him and that there was no longer any reason to be unfaithful. Today I was finally ready and hoped that he would show up to the cookout.

Even when we’d been together he’d spent a lot of his time at Greg and Chanté’s place. That was the only reason me and Chanté even became friends. Domiano spent so much time with her and Greg that I had no choice but to get to know her.

I won’t even lie; I didn’t like her ass at first. She was always playing with, joking with and touching Domiano, which I didn’t like. Every man that I’ve ever been with had cheated on me and I knew that Domiano would eventually cheat on me as well. 

I also knew that most people cheated out of convenience and since Domiano would be at Greg and Chanté’s house even when Greg wasn’t home, I figured Chanté would be the woman he’d cheat on me with.  

Plus, him and Chanté always gave me a funny vibe. It was like they had some kind of a secret connection or bond or something. Chanté and Domiano seemed to be closer to one another than either of them was to Greg, although Domiano had known Greg way longer than he’d known Chanté.

Then there was the way that they touched each other.  Whenever Chanté and Domiano touched it was never just a quick slap on the arm or anything like that. It was always a lingering touch or a hug that lasted just a few seconds too long. 

I’d asked him about it, because I’m a straightforward person that doesn’t like to beat around the bush, and he’d assured me that their relationship was purely platonic. Now you know I didn’t just accept that bullshit because a woman always knows when something isn’t right with her man and something just wasn’t right about his relationship with Chanté. 

After I’d pressed a little harder Domiano explained to me that Greg had gotten arrested just five months after he and Chanté had started to date. Instead of walking away, which any woman with good sense would have done, Chanté stuck with him. She wrote letters, went to see him regularly and didn’t date anyone else during the time that he was locked up.

Domiano said that he really respected Chanté for that since Greg was locked up for so long. I’ll never understand why she did it, but that was her business. Anyway, Domiano said that she was a stand-up girl and even admitted that he’d come on to her while Greg was locked down, just to test her. 

He said the fact that he was around her for years while she’d only known Greg for a few months and she turned down his advances made him love and respect her even more.

I didn’t really like the fact that he’d once tried to have sex with her. I also didn’t appreciate the fact that he seemed to have her up on a pedestal, but in time I grew to accept their friendship. Domiano had been so good to me that it became hard to even think of him as being capable of doing anything wrong.

He was the kind of man that believed in caring for and providing for the women in his life and he had been damned good at it. When we’d lived together he’d paid the rent and most of the bills. 

He even paid the note on my brand new Yukon Denali while he continued to drive his old Impala. He came home every night and made time to take me out every weekend. If it hadn’t been for his cheating, things would have been perfect.

No one was perfect though and I’d come to realize that in the year that we’d been broken up. I had to take the good with the bad and luckily the good outweighed the bad where Domiano was concerned. Now that I’d gotten myself together, I was ready to see him again. I was ready to accept him and his flaws and to make our relationship last forever, no matter what.

The house was just as nice as Chanté had said it was, which was a surprise since she tended to embellish quite a bit. The two-story, single family home covered in grey siding was a cookie-cutter replica of all of the other houses that lined the quiet street, but it was nice and more importantly, it was in a nice neighborhood.

There was no store on the corner with drug dealers loitering in front of it. There was no broken glass in the streets or abandoned buildings and lots nearby. It was the kind of neighborhood I’d want to raise my kids in, when I finally had some. Me and Domiano would be having kids of our own soon. 

As I found a vacant parking spot on the street I spotted Chanté and Greg’s new Mercedes-Benzes parked side-by-side in the driveway and smiled. They’d gone from taking the city bus and living in a two bedroom apartment in the ‘hood to a four bedroom house in the suburbs with two luxury cars and I was happy for them.

I guess Chanté had seen something in Greg within those first five months that I just wouldn’t have been able to see. He’d been a petty thief back then and had stayed in and out of jail. Her patience and unconditional love was probably why she was living the dream while I was single and lonely yet again. Not for long, though. I would be living my own dream soon enough.

I took a deep breath before I opened the tall, wooden fence and followed the sound of music, laughter and talking into the backyard. There were more people than I’d expected scattered around the yard. Some were sitting down at the patio set or on metal folding chairs while others stood around on the green, freshly cut grass.  

I looked around and spotted the happy couple standing over by their new barbeque grill. It was big, silver and had a propane tank attached to it. Chanté was cute yet comfortable looking in her blue jean shorts, fitted Betty Boop t-shirt and red low-top Chuck Taylors. She had a way of looking nice in just about anything, which is something I had envied about her for a long time.

As she held the pan of food in her hands I could see that big ass ring from across the large backyard. Greg might have taken a while to give her what she wanted, but he only provided her and their kids with the best. He and Domiano were the same that way and I knew that the ring Domiano would propose to me with would be even bigger than Chanté’s. 

I smiled and waved as she noticed me. I didn’t want to interrupt her and Greg so I headed over to the cooler that was on the patio. I spoke to the unfamiliar people that were sitting at the tan and orange patio set and grabbed a can of Coke as Chanté made it over to the table.

“Hey,” I said before we hugged. 

I wanted to ask her where Domiano was, but I didn’t want her to know that I actually wanted to see him. I’d stated numerous times that I never wanted to see him again, but I’d obviously changed my mind about that.  

“I’m glad you came,” she told me with a smile. 

“I’m not stayin’ long. I just wanted to come and see you for a minute and to see that ring,” I informed her.

“Where you think you goin’?” she wanted to know.

She held her hand out so that I could get a better look at her engagement ring and I almost threw up in my mouth. It was bigger now that it was closer to me and the diamonds were flawless. I felt like I should have been wearing a ring of my own, but the time Domiano and I had spent apart would only strengthen our relationship and ultimately be the foundation of a strong, lasting marriage.

“Very nice,” I told her.

“Thank you. Now why ain’t you stayin’?” she asked.

“I don’t wanna be here when the hoe and his hoe get here.”

I wanted to see Domiano but I didn’t want to see his little slut Naomi, or Mimi as he preferred to call her.

“Too late,” she said with a smile. “Well, he’s here. I guess he left her at home so he could spend some time with you.”

I pulled the can of Coke away from my mouth and suddenly became self-conscious. Had Domiano seen me already? I needed to make sure that I looked perfect when he saw me. 

“I ain’t see his Impala,” I said, trying to visualize all of the cars that had been parked on the street when I’d arrived.

“He gave that to what’s her name and got him a Range Rover,” she explained, even though we both knew his girlfriend’s name.

I nodded as I recalled seeing the black Range Rover sport parked on the street. It looked like it had been cleaned earlier that day and the rims were huge. It was about time he’d gotten rid of that Chevy and upgraded himself to something nicer. My husband would need to drive in luxury.

“Damn, he couldn’t even buy her a new car?” I asked while laughing. 

I was glad that he’d paid my vehicle off before we’d broken up.

“I guess not,” Chanté said with a shrug.

I knew Domiano’s new girl had to be feeling some kind of way about the car situation. He had a brand-new vehicle, Chanté and Greg both had new cars and she had Domiano’s old car. Well, that was her problem. I guess he only took care of the women he really cared about, like me.  

“Where he at anyway?” I asked, scanning the crowded backyard.

“He’s in the house and he didn’t bring her, so you should stay for a while.”

“Nah, I’m good,” I said as I spotted Domiano coming out of the patio door. 

He had Alana in one arm and a beer in the opposite hand. He was so good with kids and I knew that he’d be a wonderful father. I tried to look away before he caught me but damn the man was fine. 

His low-cut, black hair appeared to glisten underneath the sunlight and the diamonds on his neck and wrist were shining for the world to see. And that milk chocolate skin of his looked good enough to lick. Man, did I want a lick?

The way the white, short sleeved shirt hugged his upper body put his toned arms and abs on display and caused me to feel a sudden rush of heat. I wanted to look away, I really did, but I just couldn’t. I took a long, deep breath as he made his way over to us.

“Hey Rae,” he said with that award-winning smile I’d grown to love.

I rolled my eyes at him and turned my attention back to Chanté. If I gave in too easily my plan might fall apart, so I had to make him work for my attention.

“I’m just gon’ grab a plate and go,” I said to Chanté before heading into the house.

I knew Domiano was watching my ass while I walked so I threw my hips a little harder than usual. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 8: 

Chanté
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“Not right now, Dom,” I said seriously as he prepared to go in after Rachel. 

“What?” he asked with a bashful grin. 

“Stay out here,” I ordered as I headed into the house.

“Okay, okay.”

He continued to smile as he threw his hands up in surrender. I went inside and locked the door because knowing him he’d try to come in anyway.

I needed to talk to Rachel because I hadn’t seen her in months and she looked better than ever. She was tall and was never heavy, but she was really toned now and her smooth, chocolate skin seemed to glow. 

She also seemed to be more confident. There was a time where she wouldn’t even wear capris in the summertime and today she was wearing a pair of short shorts and she looked great in them. She could front all she wanted but I had a feeling that she had a plan to get her man back and I couldn’t blame her. Domiano had his faults, but who doesn’t? At the end of the day he had the potential to be a good man and had truly loved her.

“Can I take some of these ribs?” Rachel asked. 

She was standing over my stainless-steel stove with a paper plate already piled high with steak, chicken wings, burger patties, hot dogs, and hot links.

“Yeah. Greg bought plenty,” I said with a wave of the hand.

“Good, ‘cause you know I can eat.”

I just smiled as I grabbed two cans of Coca-Cola from the refrigerator. 

“What you smilin’ about?” she inquired.

“I saw the way you looked at Dom.”

“Like I was gonna throw up?”

“Girl please. You looked like you wanted to jump his bones.”

“Nope. Not if he was the last man on Earth,” she said, not making eye contact with me.

“I think ya’ll gon’ get back together,” I told her for the hundredth time. 

I knew that she was still trying to get over Domiano, but I had a feeling that they were meant to be together. No one is perfect and he’d messed up in a big way, but I just had a feeling that they’d eventually end up together again. I also felt that if she took him back he’d never cheat on her again. Or he’d at least be sure never to get caught again.

“Not! After he cheated on me I could never trust him again. Then he had the nerve to make her his girl and move her into our apartment after we broke up? Hell naw. I’m good.”

Rachel was saying one thing but I knew better. I’d dealt with Greg’s infidelity and I knew how angry and hurt it could make you. I also knew how hard it was to actually stay away from the man you loved so much. I just continued to watch as she piled more food onto her plate
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