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FATMAN & ROBYN






By Jaid Black


Prologue

 


“Fetishes of any sort are a direct result of
the Oedipus complex,” the doctor sniffed. “Was your mother
fat?”

“No.”

“Aha! Then your mother was thin and you
subconsciously reject your innate attraction to her by fantasizing
about plus-sized women.”

Jake Chamberlin rolled his eyes and sighed.
Fully reclined on Dr. Jordan’s couch, he wasn’t sure if the
Freudian psychiatrist could see his frustration or not. “My mother
wasn’t thin either,” Jake growled, running a hand over the line of
his jaw. “She was average. Dead-ass average.”

“And your rejection of average has resulted
in your current fascination with chubby women. It’s so blatantly
obvious.”

“Blatantly obvious?”

“Yes. A blind man could see it.”

I can’t believe I’m paying this fucking
moron $300 an hour. “I see,” Jake drawled.

The pompous doctor had an answer for
everything. He reminded Jake of those TV psychics who changed their
interpretations of events based on the answers their audience
members gave. The shrink had missed his calling. He should have
been on some obscure cable channel wearing a swami’s turban and
looking into a crystal ball as he dispensed advice from the nether
regions of time and space. Lord knows he might have been more
effective.

Closing his eyes, he tuned out Dr.
Snake-Oil-Salesman and took a deep breath. The only blatantly
obvious thing happening in this room was the realization that this
psychoanalyst wouldn’t be any more help to Jake than had the other
five shrinks who’d preceded him. Six psychiatrists, two faith
healers and a weird back-alley voodoo priestess later, fucking a
stick-thin model was no more appealing now than it had ever
been.

Jake needed to get over this unnatural
attraction to what society labeled “chubby chicks”, and he needed
to do it quickly. The star quarterback of the New York Bloods
should have a trophy wife—a young, blonde, stick-thin Barbie doll
with fake tits and a sprayed-on tan. That’s what all men in his
position coveted and he should be no exception to the rule. He
didn’t like being different. He wanted to be the man society
expected him to be.

“…because your mother’s average weight
was so arousing, you subconsciously began fantasizing
about…”

Jake sat up, frowning. He didn’t have time
for this bullshit. The Bloods had their work cut out for them. One
more win and they’d be Super Bowl bound. At age thirty-seven, he
knew this was his last shot at the ring. He should have retired two
years ago after sustaining his third knee injury, but Jake had
wanted to retire as a winner.

He’d deal with his problems after he had
that ring on his finger. And, he thought with a grunt, after he
found someone who could actually help him.

“This is stupid!” Jake snapped, standing up.
At six-foot-five-inches and weighing in the vicinity of two
hundred-sixty pounds, he knew he was an intimidating figure to most
people. He supposed by the wary look on Dr. Quack’s face that the
shrink was no exception. He didn’t care. The fucker had wasted
enough of his time. “I don’t want to fuck my mother. Not
consciously, subconsciously or unconsciously!” I’ll have
nightmares tonight just from the suggestion! “Using your own
logic, I think you are the one who wants to fuck his mother.
It’s all you can think about!”

“Well, of course I do on a subconscious
level,” Dr. Jordan whined. “All men do.”

Jake grimaced. He would need counseling to
get over this counseling. His brown eyes narrowed. “Thank God I’m
not like all men.” He picked up his leather coat and shrugged into
it. “Get some help, dude,” he advised as he stalked toward the
door. “Seriously.”


Chapter One

Three months later

 


Robyn DiMarco decided that if today wasn’t
the most aggravating day of her thirty-four years of life, it
certainly rated right up there. She had woken this morning to hair
that wouldn’t be tamed, broken plumbing, loud garbage trucks and a
coffeepot on the fritz. To top it all off, the elevator in the
co-op she lived and worked in had apparently joined a union and
opted to go on strike. The clock hadn’t even chimed noon and
already she was tired, hungry, caffeine-deprived and, six flights
of stairs later, rather surly.

“Yo! You gonna fix this elevator in my
lifetime or what?”

“I could crawl to Jersey faster than
this!”

“What about the water? My kids’ laundry
doesn’t clean itself, ya know!”

Exiting the stairwell, Robyn walked through
the lobby and headed toward the front door. Completely in agreement
with the other co-op owners who were bickering back and forth with
the building’s maintenance manager, she harrumphed her solidarity
before opening the heavy door standing between herself and Mulberry
Street. Ordinarily she would have been polite and at least said a
passing hello to her neighbors, but she needed a cup or three of
coffee before politeness was biologically capable of setting
in.

Besides, she was a writer. Coffee was a must
for her occupation, and those suspense novels weren’t going to
write themselves.

“Yo! Robby! Where you going?”

Robyn sighed. She wasn’t in the mood to be
civil to the others in her co-op. The fact that she was related to
all of them made her feel even less inclined. That was the good
part about family, she conceded. You could have your bitchy moments
and all would still be forgiven. Well…eventually, anyway.

“What are you? My damn keeper?” Robyn asked
in fluent Italian, turning to face her brother. “I need air and I
need coffee. And not necessarily in that order.”

Dominic “Nicky” DiMarco flashed her a grin.
The same devilish smile that had broken the hearts of countless
women. “Bring me back some, sis,” he returned in English. “Coffee,
I mean. You can keep the air.”

She rolled her eyes. “Your generosity knows
no bounds.”

“That’s what she said.”

“And that is soooo last Tuesday, Nicky.”

“So is your hair.”

“That’s what he said.”

“That don’t make any kinda sense!”

Robyn grunted, conceding defeat. She’d pick
a verbal fight with her brother later. Like after she’d pumped
enough caffeine in her system to regain her usual bitchy wit. “I’ll
bring you back some coffee,” Robyn growled as she turned and
reopened the front door. Her speech reverted to Italian, the
constant flip-flop in languages a natural part of life for those
native to New York City’s Little Italy. “And a muzzle for your
mouth.”

“And cannoli,” Nicky called out to her
rapidly departing backside. “Plain! No chocolate chips.”

Robyn smiled her first real smile of the
day. Her annoyingly loveable Romeo of a brother would get his
cannoli. And he’d get it with chocolate chips.

* * * * *

Jake decided that being a freshly minted
Super Bowl hero was anti-climatic when you didn’t have a sexy woman
to celebrate with and fawn all over you.

That his idea of what made a woman sexy
wasn’t shared by the average male was starting to matter less and
less. Especially since he couldn’t even pretend anymore. Shutting
his eyes and fantasizing that whatever stick-thin model he happened
to be fucking at the time looked a lot less sticklike and a lot
more voluptuous no longer worked. As soon as he touched her body
and his hands felt nothing but skin stretched over bones…

He frowned, recalling his last disaster of a
date with that Swedish underwear model. His dick had gone limp
inside her. He supposed his cock was bigger while soft than most
men’s were while fully erect, because Ingrid hadn’t appeared to
notice. He’d managed to keep up the charade until she got her rocks
off, faked an orgasm at the precise moment she climaxed, made some
dumb excuse about needing to wake up early the next morning and got
the fuck out of there. That had been four long months ago.

Sitting in the far corner of Cha Chas, his
favorite bistro in Little Italy, Jake absently toyed with his Super
Bowl ring while he did his best to go unnoticed. He wasn’t in the
mood to sign autographs or talk to any dipshit reporters. He was in
the mood to eat pasta and get laid. A man with a sexual appetite
like his couldn’t be celibate for this long without a consequence.
Judging from how rock hard his dick was for no reason, he supposed
a serious case of blue balls was that consequence.

Sitting with his back toward most of the
other patrons, Jake broodingly stared at the bistro’s pastry
counter. He asked himself why he cared what other people thought
about his sexual preference. For the first time in his life, he
could understand how a gay man felt when he knew it was time to
come out of the closet. Jake was as far from gay as a man could be,
but it was the best analogy he could think of.

I love chubby chicks. So fucking what?

At least he didn’t get wood from fantasizing
about his own mother like that psycho shrink. He didn’t want to eat
dirt, get shit on or smell strange women’s underwear, like on that
TV special he’d seen about fetishes. And he wasn’t anything like
Tony, the Bloods’ star receiver. Holy shit! What a mess that guy
was. What the press didn’t know about his teammate—but Jake
unfortunately did—was that Tony would only date women who were
unnaturally hairy in all the wrong places and who didn’t mind him
wearing a diaper to bed before they fucked.

Jake pursed his lips. Why Tony had confided
that particular piece of information in him, he had no idea. To
this day he couldn’t pass by a box of Pampers in the grocery store
without grimacing.

Deep in distressed thought, Jake absently
ran a hand through his thick mane of hair, which reminded him that
he needed to stop by the barber shop to get it buzzed off. He’d
never let his dark hair go so long without a trim. He preferred to
keep it crew-cut short and the shit was damn near to his shoulders
now.

Distraction and depression, he decided. The
state of his hair, like everything else not working in his life,
was a direct result of distraction and depression.

“Ciao, bella signora!”

“Ciao, Marco! Ho bisogno di
cannoli.”

“Nicky?”

“Sì.”

Jake glanced over to the pastry counter in
time to watch one of Cha Chas’ employees share a laugh with a
customer. He started to look away, uninterested because he couldn’t
understand a word they were saying, but found himself doing a
double take instead.

He stilled. His damn dick that wouldn’t stay
down for nothing got impossibly stiffer. “Holy shit,” he
mumbled.

Jake’s dark eyes narrowed in desire as he
watched the embodiment of his every sexual fantasy throw her head
back and laugh. Her laughter was vibrant, enthusiastic and very
real. And, he thought, unable to stop himself from cracking a
half-smile
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