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HE DID WHAT?!?

 


"OH, NO HE DIDN'T!"

"Mumma," I defend. "He was
drunk."

"Lies."

"But mumma..."

Meaty fleshy hand hits oak wood. The
wood bends.

"That boy is scum."

Spoken with finality like that, the
truth hurts.

"I love him," I try to
interject.

Pitch black skin curls, twists, a
grimace that defies the concept of loving such a cheating bastard
as Tarone Jackson, once love interest, now in apology (faked or
real) over the weekend's sins.

"John Frank Jr., you listen up and
listen good. That man needs a good solid frying in hell. Anyone who
dares cheat on my son ain't worth his salt."

Mumma leans over the kitchen table,
hand still positioned where it slapped down, dangerously close to a
coffee cup that was nearly overturned with the brute force of her
large and powerful arm.

"You find another man, you hear me. We
don't need that rodent hanging around here stealing your
youth."

It's final. The large black woman is
known for being the most stubborn woman on the block. No more
Tarone.

"Ok..."

I'm 25, slim and have a strong
athletic body. Surely, I can find a man with a job.
Surely...


FACE IT: NO ONE IN THE
PROJECTS HAS A JOB

 


"You gonna have to go after the white
boys," Martin advises between sips of coffee.

"White? Ew, are you kidding
me?"

He leans over the table and covers his
mouth side on with one hand conspiratively, not lowering his voice
in the least, something that ruins the effect entirely.

"Listen. Sure they got small dicks,
but they got money and cars..."

My best friend goes on about cars,
boats and houses like that is all there is to a
relationship.

I put up my hands.

"Martin, stop, stop," I
beg.

The large muscular black man does. I
think everyone in Da Sister's Cafe on 3rd Street is relieved. His
love of the white man is near religious. This is probably due to
the man's boyfriend Ted Michaels being rich. What he was saying
sounded uncomfortably like black on black racism. An old lady in a
black dress with a big cross sitting dead center between her ghetto
cleavage is giving us hateful glances.

"I'm not seeing a white guy," I state
firmly. "I just don't like them."

"Racist."

I stare in shock. Is he
serious?

"I'm stating a preference. White guys
aren't my type."

"Racist."

What the heck? Why is he being so
rude?

I push up from the cramped brown table
and give my friend a disgusted look.

"Apologize."

The large man doesn't budge. I can't
believe this!

Storming towards the door and nearly
knocking a young gang banger getting his morning latte before
hitting the block to rob, steal and sell crack, I rush outside only
to hammer straight into something solid.

"Ouch."

I fall to my rear and nearly tear my
jeans.

"Watch where you're going," I groan,
in too much pain to make it sound like a real threat.

A big white hand comes down. It is
calloused and hard. The skin of a workman, perhaps.

"Are you alright?"

I look upwards. Shock registers on my
face.

"Um... Yeah... wow-w-w. Ah, yeah...
good thanks."

He's hot. Blond, blue eyes, strong
jaw, big as a Mack truck and skinny around the stomach, probably
late 30s, and in a good suit.

"Let me help you up."

The gorgeous man yanks me to my feet
with no effort at all. I stand there, knees together, heart
beating, unsure of what to say, but wanting to say
something.

"Sorry about knocking you over there.
Did I hurt you?"

You'd think it would be the opposite
way around, but he's big enough to get hit with a brick and not
notice. Rock hard muscle, it pushes through his suit. That's
probably why he hasn't been jacked yet for being dressed like that
in this dump. 'Not-To-Mess-With' should be plastered on his chest.
Even I'm a little scared and he's being nice.

"I'm ok."

We stand there and watch each other.
His eyes stroll down my body and back up. Obviously he likes what
he sees. It makes me shiver in both delight and
excitement.

"I have to meet a friend. If you'll
excuse me."

Turning, he squeezes through the door
slightly side on, having to duck down, and enters the cafe. I watch
him through the window look around.

"Martin?"

Odd as it might seem, the one he is
there to see is my friend. He points to me. I blink a few times. Oh
no HE didn't!

Large and handsome calmly strolls out
and stops in front of me.

"Martin told me that I'm here to see
you."

OH NO HE DIDN'T!!!

"Ah, ok. Why?"

"I'm single. Martin said he knew a hot
black guy who was gay too." He pauses and looks me over. "I am glad
that 'he' is you."

My mouth comes open. Now that is one
hell of a twist in my life story.

"Ahhh..."

There's nothing to say. He smiles.
Arms are locked. We are soon walking towards a building site some
meters down the road.

"Where are we going?" I ask, as we
come to the front gate.

The large and powerful man strolls
inside. Workmen glance our way, but say nothing.

"This is my site," he tells me when we
get to a large office space. "It is a good place to get to know
each other."

I wonder at the meaning of his words.
The tone isn't strong, but the way he says them is very powerful.
They leave an impression, one that is part sexy, part
scary.

"In here."

The door
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