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Chapter 1
Jordyn
My head was beginning to ache. Brandon, my fiancé, was trying to explain the blueprint of our soon to be Gold Cost Chicago home, but I was just not getting it.
I shoved a forkful of my beef fried rice into my mouth and took my time chewing before I said anything. “Could you explain it again? I’m just not getting the description.”
Brandon paused mid-sentence and fixed his dark brown eyes on me in frustration. I watched as he ran his large coffee complexioned hand over his 5 o’clock shadow beard and sighed.
It was a weekly thing Brandon and I had started when we first started dating to spend Friday nights relaxing at one of each other homes and ordering takeout food. Today’s meal came from Yang Chow’s in Los Angeles.
“Okay, it’s easy, really.” he said as he flipped back to the first page of the blueprints. “This is the kitchen on the right. It will lead out to a huge sundeck on the left,” he gestured with his hands. “This area to the left of the kitchen will be the sunk-in living room. This winding staircase will lead up to the second level where we will have two guestrooms, and a home office.”
Brandon glanced at me to make sure I was following along. “Our bedroom will take up the entire third floor, with the exception of the adjoining baby room. Now-”
“Wait, what?” that got my attention. I sat up strait and brushed a stray curl that had escaped my knit scarf out of my face. “Who said anything about a baby room?”
“Jordyn, where do you suppose we put our kids?” he gave an exasperated sigh.
“What kids, Brandon?” I frowned “I thought we agreed to make that the bathroom.” I had lost my appetite, so I pushed my held eaten plate away from me.
“I just thought it would be easier if the baby room was near us,” he tried to reason as he scratched the top of his head.
“Again I ask, what kids? I’m not planning on having kids for at least another three years.” he knew this already. We had a long discussion before we got engaged six months ago.
“Jordyn, can you try and think about someone else for a change. What about what I want? Did it ever occur to you that I want kids right away? I’m thirty-five; I’m not getting any younger.” Brandon argued as he pulled his athletic frame off the floor and began pacing around.
“That’s not realistic, Brandon. I still have another year before I get my bachelor’s degree in physics. And you know my boss promised me the vice president position when she retires next year if I finished school, I need at least two years to get settled into my job.” I couldn’t figure out why he was acting as if this was all news to him.
We had planned, and agreed to wait a few years before starting a family. Not only for my benefit, but for his also. Brandon’s architectural firm was the most prominent firms in the United States. He had all sorts of wealthy, and famous cliental looking for him to design an original, unique home for them in places like Hawaii, the Caymans, and other exotic islands.
Brandon liked to handle the celebrity clients himself, and was away on business quite frequently. He said it would take a few years before he was able to settle down and hand some of the workload to his assistant, a Megan Fox look alike who he was training.
He didn’t want to leave me with the responsibility of having to raise kids alone, while he spent weeks away from home, so we agreed that waiting three years benefited us both. So I was confused where this attitude was coming from.
“Jordyn, I make more than enough money for the both of us to live the luxurious life. I don’t know why you insist on working.”
Bandon Rue was a very handsome man normally, but at that particular moment, I found him very ugly.
“Excuse me for having career aspirations,” I snapped as I got up to bring my half eaten food into the kitchen.
Brandon was hot on my heels. “I know what this is really about. You’re getting cold feet, and just looking for a way out.”
I turned from dumping my food down the garbage disposal, to find Brandon towering over me. I was only 5’4, while he was 6’1, so he was obviously larger than me. But with the heated anger filling I’m more and more, he appeared more like the big bad wolf trying to intimidate little red riding hood.
I’m pretty sure that image popped into my had because I was currently wearing my red Baby Phat athletic suit, along with a red, multicolored kit scarf on my head that I had knitted myself. The whole analogy caused me to let out a little giggle.
“I’m glad you find me funny Jordyn” he glared at me.
“I’m not laughing at you, and I’m not looking for a way out.” My headache was beginning to intensify. “Look, can we go to bed and continue this in the morning?”
“If you’re not looking for a way out, then why have you pushed the wedding date back twice? We were supposed to be married a year ago.”
“Brandon, you’re giving me a headache,” I commented as I rubbed my head.
“You know what, forget it,” Brandon threw his hands in the air and went storming into the living room.
“What? Forget what?” I yelled as I followed him. I found him shoving his feet into his boots. “Where are you going?”
“Home. I don’t have time for this.” he responded as he grabbed his blueprints off the floor. “Jordyn, I love you, I really do. But until you can grow up and stop being so selfish, the wedding is off.”
Then just like that, he was gone.
Selfish, did he really call me selfish? Since when did having career goals become selfish. I didn’t want to spend my whole life as just an assistant. He had his career, why wouldn’t he let me have mine?
I stood in the living room and stared at the tons of empty Chinese food cartons that were scattered around my metal coffee table. I didn’t have the energy to clean it tonight. It would have to wait until the morning.
Instead, I dragged my tired body up to the bathroom. A hot bath would be perfect right now. After filling the tub with mildly hot water, and pouring my favorite lavender & vanilla scented bath gel into the water, I turned to the mirror.
My hazel eyes were a shade of red, thanks to my migraine. My brown sugar toned face was oily, my full lips were slightly chapped, and my black shoulder-length wavy hair seemed to have a mind of its own. No wonder Brandon Left. I’d run to if I had to look at this.
Stripping my clothes off, I spent over an hour soaking in the tub before deciding to get out. I applied lavender scented lotion on my skin, and then slipped on my favorite oversized orange bed shirt I loved to wear. The thing seemed to swallow my tiny size four frame. The shirt made my already small B-cup’s practically invisible. I may have a small chest, but at least I have nice well shaped hips, and a sexy lush Beyonce butt to make up for what I lacked in the chest department.
Turning my attention away from my appearance, I climbed into my large, wooden canopy bed, and slipped between the peach cotton sheets. I decided to call Brandon before I went to sleep, but I got no answer from his cell or his house phone.
Ending the call, I laid back against the numerous peach pillows that decorated my bed, and began to think back to when I first met Brandon two years ago.
It was career day at UCLA, and I decided to check out what companies were there. I had no interest in it, since my career was already mapped out, but I was curious anyway.
I was surprised to see so many companies were there, and most of them fortune 500 companies. I noticed most of the students were dressed like they normally dressed for class. Granted, so was I, but I was not interested in a job. Didn’t they know you had to dress for success, even at a job fair? Always leave a great first impression.
I was about to turn and leave, when a tall coffee complexioned brotha with a very muscular build, and a very nice light gray suit caught my eye. He was talking to equally tall women with a slightly tanned milky complexion, long dark hair, piercing blue eyes, and a body to die for. Her black pencil skirt hugged her round butt, and her white silk blouse seemed to be straining to hold her large melon breast inside. Every time he said something, the woman would laugh, and thrust her cleavage in his face in a very obviously manner.
He must’ve since me staring at him, because he suddenly turned and locked eyes with me. I swear my heart skipped a couple of beats when he smiled, and waved me over to his booth.
“Hello, I’m Brandon from Rue and associates. And this is my assistant Courtney,” he introduced.
“I’m Jordyn, with a y,” I managed to get out my dry mouth.
“Well Jordyn with a y, it’s nice to meet you.” he chuckled. “Have you ever considered a career in architect?”
“No, I’m a physics major,” I told him, and caught his Megan Fox look alike assistant rolling her eyes as if I was waiting their time.
“Smart and beautiful, Well I’ll tell you a little about the company anyways,” Brandon began to then explain the job of an architect, and how the company works.
As he went on and on, I didn’t hear a word he said. I was to mesmerized by the way his smooth, full LL Cool J lips moved, and the way his chocolate brown eyes seemed to sparkle when he looked at me. Now I wished I had wore something better than the worn jeans with the holes at the knees, old Rolling Stones t-Shirt, and Yankees baseball cap that I had on.
“So, does that sound like something you’d be interested in,” Brandon spoke, knocking me out of my daydream of what it his thick lips would feel like to kiss.
I blushed, realizing I had been caught staring. “Uh, yes, it does.” I lied. I had no interest whatsoever in architect, I was only interested in the man who stood in front of me.
I glanced at my watch and realized I was going to be late for my next class. “I have to get going to class.”
“Well, why don’t you give me your number so I could set up a time to meet and talk more about the job with you,” Brandon offered, handing me a paper out of his pocket to jot on, instead of the candidate list he had on the table for his other prospects.
I gave Brandon my number, and wished I could’ve stayed to talk longer, but at least I managed to irritate his assistant Courtney, who must’ve thought she was to gorgeous to have his attention taken away from her for someone like me.
Brandon called me that same evening, and asked me to join him for lunch the following day at Melisse in Santa Monica. I was impressed because I knew what a fancy, upscale restaurant that was. I wondered if he took all his candidates to such elegant restaurants, or if he was trying to impress me.
But that was not the problem. I had nothing fancy enough to wear to such a place. Luckily my sister Ariel was a fashionista and let me borrow her Michael Kors dress that had a draped blouse bodice attached to a gold necklace style halter, slim belted waistline, and a long flowing skirt.
To say that I was surprised when Brandon showed up ready to discus business would be an understatement. I must’ve gotten my signals all mixed up because I figured he was interested in me for more personal reasons.
Halfway through his speech, Brandon stopped and looked at me for a long time, before speaking again. “I may not be as smart as you, but I’m smart enough to know when someone is more interested in me, then my work.”
I blushed, and tried not to chock on the piece of filet mignon Brandon had pre-ordered before I got there. I washed it down with a sip of the glass of red wine Brandon had also insisted on. “Your job sounds really interesting. It’s just, uh…not my kind of thing.”
Brandon chuckled, and sat his fork down. “To be honest, I wasn’t really interested in interviewing you for the job.”
Over dinner Brandon explained to me that he was the owner of the company, and his assistant Courtney is the one who usually handles the interviews. That explained why she seemed put off with me. It was obvious she wanted Brandon, and was irritated that he was paying me more attention.
As I lay here now in my bed staring out at the nighttime sky, I thought about how I worked so hard to get Brandon. Now I needed to figure out how to compromise enough to keep him.
Chapter 2
Jordyn
Today was supposed to be me and Brandon’s appointment with the wedding planner to discuss the menu, but that obviously wasn’t going to happen. It was almost noon, and I had already called Brandon at least eight times that day, but still got no answer. He must really be angry this time.
With nothing else to do with my day, I decided to pay my older sister Ariel a visit.
Dr. Ariel Taylor-Vaughn was what you called a new age relationship therapist. She had all the education and training as Dr. Phil, but used a different approach to her sessions. Ariel’s sessions varied everywhere from meditation with your partner, to role playing, and even sensual massages. She was an unconventional therapist. As strange as some of her techniques were, she had a 90% success rate.
I knew going to visit my sister was a bad idea as soon as I walked into the living room and saw her and her friend Maylin sitting in front of a table loaded with sex toys.
Maylin Lee was Ariel’s Korean friend, who taught sex classes to couples. She was a petite thing. She was barely 5 feet tall, thin as a stick, with large almond shaped brown eyes, and corn rolls in her long jet-black hair. Maylin was one of those women who only dated black men, and they couldn’t get enough of her kinky butt.
“Do I even want to know what y’all are doing,” I asked as I slipped my feet out of my maroon sling back wedges before walking on her snow white carpet over to the light blue leather sofa next to them.
“Hey sis,” Ariel’s hazel eyes lit up. “Lin and I are starting a school of Tantra.”
“Seriously,” I asked as I folded my feet underneath me, and flared my brown maxi dress over my legs. These two surprised me every day.
“What did you think I was learning to become a sexologist for?” Ariel said.
On the outside, Ariel was well put together. She appeared no different than any high powered, corporate women today. She never wore anything that wasn’t designer. Even her socks were top of the line. She was always in style. She even cut her long curly hair into a short, curly version of Halle Berry’s pixie cut. She was, as Tyra would say, Fierce. But behind closed doors, the girl was freakier than erotica author Zane.
Elliot, Ariel’s husband, came strolling into the living room carrying a tray of food. “Okay ladies, here is your club sandwiches, cut into little squares, carrots, celery, and apple juice.”
“Thanks hon,” Ariel said, placing a nasty kiss on his thick, caramel colored lips.
Elliot didn’t even seem to care that his wife was sitting in front of a table full of adult toys with her friend.
Maylin turned to me as soon as Elliot was out the room. “Right now we’re planning an introduction workshop to give people an idea of what we’ll be teaching.”
“You guys are going to actually be showing people how to have sex?” this was too weird, I thought as I picked up one of the glasses of apple juice
“Only the advanced class goers will be doing that. And most of them prefer private lessons. The first classes will be focusing on eye gazing, breathing, how to slow down to derive more pleasure from simple things like caresses & kisses. That sort of thing. We’ll also give homework in the form of videos, books, or whatever else to the beginners. Here,” Ariel handed me a paper copy of what the book will look like.
I flipped through the book, which talked about what karma sutra and Tantric sex was, and other erotic things.
“What am I supposed to do with this,” I frowned
“Keep it, use it. Brandon will love you to death for it.” Ariel suggested as she nibbled on a carrot, “And take this. It’s a DVD of the instructional video were going to use for the beginner classes.”
“Ariel, you know good and well I intend to remain a virgin until Brandon and I are married,” I said, finishing off my apple juice.
“Then you’ll know what you’re doing on your honeymoon night,” Ariel continued on.
Seeing that I had no intentions of taking it, Ariel stuffed the DVD and the paper book into the tote bag I had sat on the floor.
“I need another glass of apple juice.” I took my cup into the kitchen, where I found pots of delicious smelling food simmering. Shrimp linguini, jerk chicken, chicken Cesar salad, and garlic grilled tomatoes, amaretto chocolate fondue, and an assortment of exotic foods I’ve never seen before.
Being a professional chef, the kitchen was Elliot‘s domain, not Ariel’s. Elliot only cooked large meals when they were expecting company over. That, along with the “toys” Ariel had out, made me wonder what kind of company they were expecting.
I was about to head back into the living room, when I overheard Brandon’s name come out of Maylin’s mouth. So I hid on the other side of the door to listen to what they were talking about.
“Ariel, I know what Brandon looks like, and I’m telling you, it was him I say going into a motel with a tall, curvy, Megan Fox wannabe girl,” Maylin whispered.
I peeked around the corner to find Ariel shaking her head.
“I don’t believe you,” Ariel said.
“I didn’t believe it either, so I followed them to see if I could see what was going on after they never came out of the hotel room. They left the curtain partially open, and know what I saw,” Maylin paused for dramatic effect. “Brandon had that skank pinned against the wall, sandwiched between him, and another dude. They were doing her at the same time.”
Ariel’s eyes were now bulged out. “Seriously?”
“Yes. I left when she started getting down right pornographic. It was nasty,” Maylin scrunched up her face in disgust.
“So nasty, you sat there watching them that whole time,” Ariel asked in disbelief.
“I had to be sure it was him. Besides, he’s the only man who drives a silver Maserati with dollar signs on the plate. So, are you going to tell Jordyn?”
Ariel shook her head again. “Nope.”
“Ariel, you have to. She’s about to marry that two timing jerk.” Maylin whispered loudly.
“Why, so she can do nothing about it, just like when I told her I saw him with some Brazilian slut at a Tantric workshop.”
Ariel was referring to the time she said she saw Brandon with some Shakira wanna be girl about six months ago at a sex convention she went to in San Diego. Ariel said a colleague saw Brandon with the same chick in the advanced Tantric sex class, where they actually engaged in intercourse with their partners.
I knew Brandon, and he was not into that sort of thing. I told Ariel she must’ve saw Ryan, Brandon’s brother who lived in San Diego, and could pass for his twin.
I had heard enough of the two talking about me behind my back, so I joined them back in the living room.
“Elliot’s cooking up a storm in there,” I said, as I adjusted myself back in my original position on the sofa.
I noticed Maylin eyeing me, and I wondered if she was going to spill the beans after all. “What, Maylin?”
“Where’s your engagement ring?” she asked.
I looked down to where the 20 carat Harry Winston classic Winston emerald cut diamond ring used to sit on my finger. “I took it off. Brandon and I are taking a break.”
Ariel struggled to keep from smiling, especially when she noticed the dirty look I was giving her.
“What. You know I can’t stand Brandon. He’s an egotistical, self-centered, jerk who throws his money around like it grows on tree. I just hope it’s for good this time.” Ariel let the triumphant smile spread on her face.
“Girl, you know we like Brandon, but we love you much more without him,” Maylin laughed at her attempt at a joke.
Some love. If they loved me, they wouldn’t be gossiping behind my back, then try and keep it from me. It made me wonder what the rest of the family said when I wasn’t around.
“Well, as much as I’ve enjoyed my visit, I must be going home now. I have a test to study for.” I grabbed my tote bag off the floor. I had to make sure to toss Ariel’s sex video and book out when I got home.
“Wait, can you drop something off at Aunt Robyn’s house for me?” Ariel jumped up and went bouncing up the stairs.
She returned seconds later with a pink and brown polka dotted bag. My aunt Robyn loved pink & Brown. She even decorated her home office in those colors.
“What’s in the bag?” I was curious to know.
“Something I picked up for her when Elliot and I went to that nudist resort in Hawaii last month. I’ve been too busy to make it over to her house.” Ariel held the bag out for me to take it, and then pulled it back suddenly. “Don’t be nosey Jordyn.”
“Why would I want to look inside that bag? Especially if it came from a nudist resort.”
“Because you’re nosy. You can’t help yourself.” Ariel held the bag out again, this time letting me take it.
“I am not nosey,” I snatched the bag, and walked out to my kiwi green Ford Escape SUV.
My sister knew me better than I realized, because as soon as I got into my car, the bag seemed to be begging me to look inside. So I did. And I wished I didn’t.
There were two things inside. The first thing I saw was a statue. Upon closer inspection, I saw that it was actually a wooden Ashanti love & fertility doll. The second thing was a book entitled “the sex starved wife. What to do when he‘s lost desire,” by an author named Michelle Weiner Davis.
I didn’t even want to know what the story behind those was. I was going to do as I was told, and drop them off.
The sun was just setting by the time I made it to my aunts Highland Park home. I made a mental note to not stay to long, because I had a lot of work to do.
My Aunt Robyn’s house was like something you’d see on MTV’s Cribs, her house was that gorgeous. Her husband CJ was a celebrity photographer and is the reason they lived in such a beautiful home.
“Hey Jordyn,” Jose Alba, Robyn’s next door neighbor greeted as I stepped out of my car. “You look beautiful today.”
I glanced down at the dress I had on. “Thanks Jose”
When I rang the doorbell, it took a good minute for someone to answer. When they did, CJ only stuck his dreadlocked head out the door.
“Jordyn hey. Robyn’s not here.” CJ said, still not opening the door for me.
“Okay, well, could you make sure she gets this,” I handed him the bag.
“Yeah, sure,” he said, and then slammed the door.
“Okay,” I mumbled to myself as I walked back to my car.
“Jordyn!”
I turned to find Alex Alba walking towards me. Alex was the older brother of Jose, and the sexiest Cuban man I’ve ever seen. His black curly hair was cut low in a Cesar style cut and smoothed out in soft waves, and he now sported a neatly trimmed goatee. Boy was he fine.
“I haven’t seen you in a while,” I said taking my eyes away from his lean, muscles that rippled underneath his peanut butter toned skin.
“I’ve been busy trying to get my dance studio off the ground.” Alex eyes followed my gaze, which was locked on his chest. “Sorry about my appearance. I was helping Jose install some high tech stove.”
Alex pulled at the sweaty tank top, which gave me little peaks of the lightly haired muscular chest underneath.
“To me a stove is a stove, but I guess for a personal Chef like Jose, there is a difference. It’s not like the food will taste better with an expensive stove,” Alex laughed
“I know what you mean. My brother-in-law is a chef also.” I agreed as I found myself staring down at my fuchsia colored toenails.
I don’t know why that man always made me feel like a teenage schoolgirl with her first crush. I first met Alex a year ago when his brother moved in, and Robyn insisted on inviting him over for dinner. Jose brought Alex along, who didn’t even live with him. Brandon and I were dating at the time, but even if we weren’t, I wouldn’t have perused Alex. What if it didn’t work out? How awkward would that be running into him whenever I came to visit my aunt.
Alex’s intense gaze began to make me feel awkward. He had the loveliest pair of brown eyes, which looked like two pair of topaz stones.
“I heard you’re getting married, congratulations,” Alex said after a minute.
I held up my ring less left hand for him to see.
“Oh, I’m sorry. Talk about foot in mouth,” he said apologetically, although I swear his eyes lit up a little at that revelation. “Well, I won’t keep you. I just wanted to come out and say hi. I hope I run into you again,”
“Same here see ya,” I rushed into my car before I started giggling like an idiot next.
I breathed a sigh of relief when I was finally done writing my school report. I stood and stretched my tired body. Glancing at the clock, I saw that it was 2am. It was definitely time for bed.
I made my way up the stairs to my bedroom, not caring where my clothes landed as I stripped them off. I was too tired to even shower, or look for a nightgown, so I fell into bed with my bra and panties still on. Normally, I hated sleeping in them, but tonight would be an exception.
As I lay there in bed, I began to think of Brandon again. He hadn’t called me all week. I wondered if Brandon was still mad at me.
Even though it was so late at night, I needed to hear his voice. He had to talk to me eventually, so I picked up the phone and dialed his house.
“Hello,” a woman giggled into the phone after it rang four times.
I pulled the phone away from my ear to look at the number I just dialed. It was Brandon’s alright.
“Hello,” the girl said again, this time a little more irritated.
I heard a guy in the background mumble something before the line went dead. If it wasn’t obvious before, it certainly was obvious now. Brandon and I were officially over.
Chapter 3
Robyn
For some unknown reason, I woke up early Saturday morning in a very good mood. I didn’t have many, so I treasured my good days whenever they came.
I looked over at CJ, who lay next to me sleeping soundly. Boy he was handsome. It was easy to see why people often thought he was around thirty, instead of his real age of forty. I truly believed it was his youthfulness and his good looks that got him into trouble a lot.
But no marriage was perfect. Everyone had their issues. CJ had his, and I had mine. But we were doing well lately, which probably contributed to my good mood.
I glanced at the clock, and saw that it was only 7am. I was usually up at 5am on workdays, so the time didn’t faze me much. But after spending Monday through Friday working forty, sometimes fifty hours a week, I wished my body would allow me a few extra hours of sleep.
I continued to lie peacefully in my bed, watching the ceiling fan slowly twirl above our California king sized cherry wooden sleigh bed. Suddenly, an idea hit me.
Since I had nothing to do, and CJ didn’t usually work on Saturdays, I thought I’d plan a special day just for the two of us. Starting with breakfast.
Carefully getting out of bed so I wouldn’t wake CJ before I was ready, I made my way to the shower.
After thoroughly showering using my orange ginger aromatherapy shower gel from Bath & Body Works, I applied the matching lotion, then slipped into my gray and red silk kimono style lounge gown, and headed downstairs to get started on cooking.
Breakfast was CJ’s favorite meal of the day, so I made sure to do it big. I took my time cooking scrambled cheese eggs, diced potatoes, bacon, sausages, and fresh squeezed orange juice. I even made my homemade banana nut muffins he loved so much. I placed everything in the yellow china wear my mother bought us as a wedding present. I only took them out on special occasions, so they still looked brand new.
It was just after 9am when CJ finally made his way down the stairs wearing his paint splattered baggy jeans and t-shirt. His shoulder-length ropelike dreads were pulled back away from his cinnamon complexioned face, and his beautiful amber toned eyes was fixed on a piece of paper in his hand. This was not exactly the way I hoped he’d look when he finally came down.
CJ paused when his eyes finally left the paper in his hand, and saw the spread of food on the table. Instead of looking pleased, he seemed to frown.
“What’s all this,” CJ finally asked.
“Breakfast, of course,” I smiled at him, and waved him over. “Come and sit down before the food gets cold.”
“I don’t have time. I have a customer coming in a few minutes who wants me to paint her picture.” he mumbled as he grabbed a bottle of water, and an apple from the fridge.
“Well, tell her she’ll have to reschedule. I thought you didn’t work on Saturdays.” I felt myself getting angry by the minute.
“I can’t. This is the only time Natalya could work it into her schedule, and she’s willing to pay me double.”
“But I thought we could spend the day together. , Just the two of us, like we used to do. Remember when we used to go biking around Venice Beach, and have a picnic in the park? I thought we could-”
“Robyn, didn’t I just say I had to work! I don’t have time for nonsense.” CJ yelled. He stopped yelling when a cherry red Mercedes pulled up in front of his art studio. “I have to go.”
I watched as Natalya, who looked like a wannabe Kim Kardashian, stepped out of her car. I didn’t like the seductive smile she gave my husband. She was dressed very suggestively in a skirt that barely covered her huge behind, and a halter top that did little to contain her larger than life obviously fake breast. And to top it off, CJ had the nerve to openly stare at her voluptuous body.
I may not be curvy like Natalya was, but I was not ugly at all. Being 5’8 with a slender, svelte figure, minimal curves, a small bubble butt, and modest chest definitely got me my fair share of attention from men young and old.
But unlike CJ, I chose to respect my marriage vows. My figure is the reason I was able to spend the majority of my teen years modeling for some of the top designers in fashion. Believe me; I still knew how to work with what I had. I was still the same weight I was when I was twenty, and that’s something big for a forty year old these days.
I started to feel depressed as I sat there staring at the table full of untouched food. I didn’t know why it was so hard for my husband to spend at least five minutes with me lately. I spent more time with my brown furry Yorkshire Sage, than I did with CJ. And with our nineteen year old daughter Khloe being away at Howard University, I was in this huge house all alone on most days.
My hunger had long gone, so I jumped up and threw all the uneaten food into the trash. I knew it was wasteful, but at the moment, I just didn’t care. I did however; decide to save the banana nut muffins for my niece Jordyn, because I knew how much she also loved them.
I went back up to the room to change into my dark denim pants, and simple T-shirt. Since I had nothing to do with my day, I decided I may as well get a little housework done. I pulled out the vacuum and went through every room of our 5,000 square foot Hollywood Hills home.
After that, I dug out the wood polish and cleaned every inch of the honey wood banister, and all the wood things I could find in the home. I even cleaned things that didn’t even need cleaning. I re-made beds that had not been slept in, I did two loads of laundry, and I even managed to finally organizing the bookshelf in my office.
Four hours later, I found that stupid Mercedes still there and I had absolutely nothing else around the house to do. How long did it take to snap a few pictures and paint someone?
I realized that CJ was not coming out of that studio anytime soon. With that figured out, I changed into my black wide-legged slacks, white tank top, and red beaded necklaces. I grabbed the muffins I had made earlier, and decided to go visit my niece.
Chapter 4
Bellenda
I was having a good dream. You know, one of those dreams where you feel no pain, and everything is just right. It was one of those reoccurring dreams people have been known to have. It’s a dream I like having over and over again, but at the same time, is a little annoying.
I was relaxing on a white sandy beach sipping on a pina colada drink, and enjoying the warm rays of sun. It was like heaven on earth. I was on the island of Fiji. I’ve always wanted to go there. So far, I’ve only been there in my dreams.
Each time is the same though. I’m relaxing in a shiny olive green bikini with a wide-brimmed straw hat on my head. I lift my head to look out into the crystal blue water, and see a figure of a man walking towards me. I have on these large Jackie-O sunglasses that are very dark, so I have a hard time making out his face.
Every time I have the dream it’s the same, only slightly different. I lift my head to look out into the water, and see a man walking towards me, only I never see his face, and I never remove my dark glasses. Each time, he gets closer and closer to me, but never close enough for me to see his face.
Well today, he finally got close enough to me for me to see who my mystery man was. The only thing hindering me was my larger than life dark shades on my face. So I reached to remove them, and would you believe that as soon as I slid the darn things off, I was awakened by a loud hammering.
Talk about being annoyed. I had been having this dream off and on for the past year, and I’ve never gotten that close to seeing who the guy was. He started off far away in the water, and every time, moved a little closer.
My father’s side of the family took dreams very seriously. They believed it was your subconscious trying to tell you something that you were too stubborn to see any other time. So I planned to have my sister Robyn’s husband sketch out an image of my dream man. What I planned to do after that was beyond me.
The hammering felt like it was ringing in my head. I glanced at the clock, and saw that it was only 7am on a Saturday. It took me a minute to realize the hammering was coming from my house, and not from my next door neighbor Carl’s house.
“This man is going to get it,” I mumbled as I slid my floor-length black silk lounge gown over the tiny black silk chemise I slept in.
The whole reason I moved to the mountains of Mill Valley was so I could have peace and quiet. I pushed a strand of my long, dark silky hair out of my face as I went stomping down my loft style stairs, speed walked barefoot over the hardwood floors towards where the sound was coming from in front.
I snatched the front door open, and almost broke it when the glass door went slamming into the wall. The sound made Carl’s round head pop up in shock. A smile softened his mocha colored face when his molasses brown eyes finally registered It was me who made the noise.
“Well if it isn’t Victoria Rowel’s long lost twin, finally up and at ‘em,” he drawled.
“What are you doing?” I growled at him.
“I’m fixing your porch swing,” he said in a tone like I asked him what color is the sky.
I put my hand on my almost nonexistent hip and glared at him. He must’ve finally noticed the cold stare in my cloud gray eyes, because he put down his tools and stood to his full 6 feet height.
“Do you know what time it is?” I felt myself getting angry because while I was totally irritated, he stood there like an idiot smiling at me.
“Yes, its 7:15.” Carl scratched his salt & Peppered, close-cropped head.
“In the am,” I yelled. “I don’t know how you folks did things when you were in New York, but here in Mill Valley, we like to sleep.”
Carl crossed his thick arms over his husky, muscular chest. He told me he used to be a pro football player in his younger days, but I didn’t care. I hated football, and never followed it. I couldn’t even tell you if Kobe Bryant played golf, or if Tiger Woods Played basketball. It was amazing to see that a fifty year old man could still keep his body in good shape, even after all those years.
“It's not good for a person to sleep all day.” Carl wiped his dusty hands on his equally dusty jeans.
I growled, literally, sounding more like a wounded cat, than a ferocious lion. The sound make Carl chuckle, which made my anger rise. “Get Lost!”
I then went stomping back into the house, and left Carl standing on my porch having a good laugh at my expense. No wonder the man was still single. He was as irritating as a summer day is long.
Since I was now wide awake, I decided I may as well get dressed, and see what the day brings me. A smile finally spread across my face when I thought of taking a shower. I had spent a ton of money to replace my boring old standard shower, with a state of the art one with a large shower head that hung from the ceiling, had twelve different massage jet streams that squirted water out all along my body, and was large enough to fit at least a dozen people in it. That’s what the sales associate told me at least. The jet streams were my favorite. They felt like tiny little fingers massaging my muscles. It was the ultimate luxury, and went along great with my peaceful home.
My shower was made of stone, and had a tented glass sliding door. It took up one whole side of the bathroom, and lead over to a huge picture window that let me gaze out at all the natural beauty of God’s green earth while I showered. It was a one way window, so no one could see in. I loved living in the wooded area much more than I did when I lived in busy Los Angeles.
Once I was done showering, I slipped into one of my favorite peasant skirts, this one a lavender color and stopping at my ankles, and a white cotton tank top. I pulled my mid-back length hair into a sloppy bun and slipped my feet into my brown ballet flats.
I needed to go into town to get some groceries because the only thing in my fridge was bananas, corn flakes, orange juice, raisin bread, and a pack of chicken. I usually ate take out, so I never bothered to shop much. With it being just me, I never had a reason to keep my fridge stocked with tons of food that would just go bad before I could get a chance to eat it, so I preferred to shop as I need. I had a taste for orange chicken stir fry, so I had to get the things I needed to cook.
Since I didn’t have any milk, a bowl of corn flakes was out of the question. I would just have to get something in town.
I grabbed my knitted hobo bag, and was searching for my car keys, when I noticed Carl was still seated on my porch. The man was worse than a mosquito, I swear.
Setting my purse down on my violet colored leather sofa, I walked back out to the porch where Carl was seated sipping a steaming cup.
“Your still here,” I said in an exasperated voice. I notice the plate, and pot of coffee on the table next to him. “What’s this?”
“Raspberry scones and coffee. Have a seat and eat with me.” Carl grabbed my hand and forced me to sit on the chair next to him.
I glanced over at the porch swing that had been sitting totally on the ground. Carl had one side hanging up. “You didn’t have to do that, you know.”
“I know, but I wanted to.”
I bit into the scone and a soft moan escaped my lips. After Carl was forced to give up his football career when he suffered a knee injury while playing, Carl turned to his second love. Baking. He had once ran a very successful pastry shop in Manhattan. He said his wife used to always dream of moving to Mill Valley one day, but Carl never wanted to leave his business.
When his wife died in a tragic car accident, Carl sold his business, and moved out to Mill city on his own. That was a little over a year ago.
“So, what are your plans for this lovely weekend?” Carl asked, breaking into the peaceful silence.
“No plans, just sitting around the house, read a book, get started on my garden. I don’t know.” I sipped my cup of coffee.
“You can do that any day.”
I looked over to find Carl’s dark eyes studying me. “You have a better idea of how I should spend my weekend?”
“As a matter of fact, I do. I’m attending a cocktail party an old football friend of mine is having in San Francisco tomorrow, and I’d like you to be my date.”
His words seemed to hit me like a ton of bricks. I should’ve known it was going to come to this. I knew he would eventually try and ask me out. Why is it that just because a woman starts enjoying your company, a man views it as an opportunity to move in for the kill.
“I can’t,” I finally said in a low voice.
“You can’t, or you won’t.” Carl’s usually soothing voice now held a hint of irritation in it.
I couldn’t blame him one bit. In the past year that he’s lived next door to me, he’s asked me out at least three times, and I’ve turned him down each time.
“I can’t,” I repeated. I had lost my appetite by now.
“Bell-”
“Trust me, you don’t want me.” I whispered.
“How do you know what I want Bell?”
I scratched at an imaginary spot on my café au lait complexioned arm.
“Bell, it’s just one date. It’s not like I’m asking you to marry me.” Carl sat back and signed in frustration.
I stood and walked back into the house.
“Please leave,” I said over my shoulder.
I ran all the way upstairs and found myself heading to the spare room where I kept my ex-husband’s things. He had been dead for three years now, but I have yet to forget myself for what I did to him.
I knew Carl was interested in more than friendship with me, but I couldn’t give him more. I knew once he learned the truth about me, he too would turn and run far, far away. That was a heartbreak I couldn’t risk again.
Chapter 5
Jordyn
It was 2 o’clock in the afternoon and I was still laying in bed feeling depressed. Everything people said about Brandon was true. He really was a dog. Of course, I already knew that, I just didn’t want to admit it. I guess I was walking around with my eyes wide shut, so to say.
As I continued to lie in bed, I began thinking about our relationship. I began to realize Brandon had a habit of treating me wrong a lot like the time his brother came to visit.
Ryan was relocating from Washington to San Diego, but decided to stop and spend the weekend at Brandon’s since it had been over a year since they last saw each other face to face.
Ryan could easily pass for Brandon’s twin. The only difference in the two was Ryan wasn’t as muscular as Brandon.
Since Ryan’s visit would mark my first time meeting him, I wanted to make sure I made a good impression I had already met Brandon’s parents Christopher and Farah, and his youngest sister Nicollet, but Brandon and Ryan were very close. If Ryan didn’t like me, then Brandon would most likely end our relationship. They were that close.
I had arrived at Brandon’s house early that day so I could prepare a good home cooked meal for Ryan when he arrived. Brandon was at work, and would pick Ryan up later that day, so he had no idea what I was up to. He assumed I was putting last minute touches to the guestroom.
I spent all day preparing honey ham, collard greens, sweet mashed potatoes, and macaroni & cheese with bacon bits and broccoli bits in it. I knew how much Brandon loved my macaroni.
By the time they finally arrived at the house, it was around 6pm, and I was just taking the ham out of the oven. I was taken aback by how much Ryan really did look like Brandon.
“Wow, Jordyn. I must say, Brandon did you no justice with the way he described how beautiful you were.” Ryan greeted as he pulled me into a huge bear hug.
“Your too sweet,” I blushed.
“What smells so delicious in here,” Ryan asked as he rubbed his six pack of a stomach.
“Oh, I thought I’d fix you a nice dinner to welcome you.” I pulled the dirty apron off that I had been wearing and set it on the chair.
“Why did you do that!” Brandon barked from behind Ryan.
I turned my attention to Brandon, who stood there glaring at me from the doorway of the kitchen. “I thought it would be a nice jester.”
“Well, I don’t want that crap,” he frowned at the food on the stove.
“Brandon, I spent all day cooking this food!” I glared at him as I folded my arms across my chest in annoyance.
“Did I ask you to do that? No. what I want is pizza.”
I stood there, embarrassed as by the way Brandon was behaving, and Ryan standing there looking back and forth at us argue over food.
“You seriously rather have pizza over a nice home cooked meal? You love when I cook.” I knew he couldn’t be serious.
“Like I said, I didn’t ask you to cook. You did that on your own. Now, I’m going to order my pizza and watch the game on TV.” Brandon said, and then walked back into the living room.
“Well, I’m definitely looking forward to getting my grub on. I heard you can throw down in the kitchen,” Ryan broke into the stained silence that had fell on the room after Brandon left.
“Why don’t you go and join Brandon, and I’ll bring your plate to you.” I picked up a plate to start fixing his food, but Ryan stopped me.
“That’s not necessary. I can do it myself,” he said.
“Ryan, you’re a guest. Now go,” I pushed him towards the living room.
“Okay, okay. I’m going.” Ryan chuckled.
By the time I had finished preparing is plate and brought it out to him, Brandon was already munching on his supreme pizza.
“Thank you very much.” Ryan awarded me with a sexy dimpled smile.
“Would you like ice tea, or pink lemonade to drink, I asked Ryan.
“Iced tea, please,” he responded politely.
Brandon held his half empty glass in the air towards me, not taking his eyes off the television.
“What am I supposed to do with that?” I asked, getting irritated by him more every minute.
Brandon finally peeled his eyes off the TV. “Fill it, what do you think?”
I was two seconds away from telling him what he could do with that glass, but since his brother was sitting there, I held my tongue. Instead, I snatched the glass from him and went to the kitchen. When I returned with the glasses, Ryan stood up.
“Thank you. I really do appreciate it. You didn’t have to go through so much trouble, but you did.” Ryan kissed my cheek.
“I wanted ice tea too.” Brandon stared at the glass of pink lemonade in my hand in disgust.
I just slammed the glass down in from of him, not caring if some spilled on to his overpriced glass table. “It’s what you already had in the glass, so I just refilled it with the same thing, excuse me.”
I stood there for a few seconds waiting for him to say something. “Can I get a thank you?”
Brandon turned and glared at me. “For what for getting me something to drink? You were already getting him one, so what’s the big deal. You didn’t even get me what I wanted.”
“Whatever,” I mumbled, and went back into the kitchen
I could hear Brandon in there talking about how I was trippin’ and Ryan trying to get him to be more thankful for a woman like me. Fat chance. Brandon was used to women doing whatever he wanted just because he was fine and wealthy. I must admit that to a certain extent, I did. But unlike the other women, I was not afraid to tell him off.
Instead of sitting down and eating, I decided to pack everything in container and eat later at home. That’s what I was doing when Ryan came back into the kitchen. “I put another plate of food in the fridge for you.”
“Thank you. I’m going to enjoy that later. Everything was delicious. Thank you, again.” he began to help me pack up the food. “You know, you’re too good for my brother.”
“Tell me something I don’t know,” I joked, as I carried empty dishes to the sink to wash.
“I’m serious. He doesn’t appreciate how good you are to him. Shoot, I wished I had met you before I did,” Ryan said truthfully.
Ryan was starting to make me wish the same thing, and I just met him. Instead of replying to his comment, I moved to load the dishwasher, but he stopped me.
“Don’t do that. I’ll do those. You’ve done enough already. It’s late, and you should get going.”
“Are you sure?” I felt weird leaving him with my mess to clean up.
“Let me help you carry those bags of food to your car,” Ryan took two of the four bags I had, one containing a peach cobbler pie I never got to cut into.
When we passed through the living room, Brandon’s eyes zeroed in on the bags of food in my hands. “You took all the food?”
“Yes,” I simply responded as I continued on towards the door.
“Why didn’t you leave anything for me?” Brandon had the nerve to ask.
I gave him a cold stare. “Because you said you’d rather have pizza.”
I tried not to laugh at the dumbfounded expression on his face as he snatched the box of half eaten pizza off the table and headed to the kitchen.
I hadn’t realized I had dozed off until I heard someone ringing my doorbell. It was obvious they weren’t going to go away, so I forced myself out of the bed and went to answer.
When I got to the door, I found my aunt Robyn standing there with a container in her hand. She frowned when she saw me.
“Eww, why aren‘t you dressed?” she asked
I glanced down at my baggy polka dotted pajama pants, and worn t-shirt. I attempted to finger comb my tousled hair as I walked into the living room and popped down on the sofa. “Isn’t that what Saturday’s are for?”
“I bought you some banana nut muffins,” Robyn said as she set the container down on the table, then studied me. “You’ve been crying.”
I was sure I had huge puffy eyes from crying all night, and most of the morning.
“Tell me what’s wrong.” My aunt said in a soothing voice that made me break down in tears again. “Oh honey, come here.”
My aunt scooted over to me and pulled me into her arms like I was a little baby. “Brandon and I are through.”
I looked up at my aunt and could tell she was a little spectacle. After all, we had this same conversation a lot before. “I’m serious this time. I called his house, last night, and some woman answered the phone. It was obvious by her giggling that they were in the middle of having sex. Why anyone would bother to answer the phone when they were having sex, is beyond me.”
“I’m so sorry to hear that. I really thought Brandon was different from all the other guys these days. Certainly thought he was different from CJ, but he’s no different.” Robyn had a faraway look in her amber colored eyes.
“Uncle CJ? What are you talking about?” I sat up, interested in knowing what was on her mind. I always thought my aunt and her husband had the perfect marriage. Guess I was wrong.”
“Sooner or later, you’ll come to realize that all men are the same. All men cheat. Some only in their minds, others actually act on their thoughts. But they are all the same. I, unfortunately, married the latter. CJ is what I call a serial cheater. The man doesn’t know how to be faithful. Let me tell you about our first years of marriage.”
Robyn grabbed a muffin from the container, then sat back to tell her story.
Chapter 6
Robyn’s story
Sometimes I sit and ask myself why CJ ever married me. He’s never seemed like the marrying type. Women have always been very fond of him, and he was equally fond of them.
I knew CJ had been with more than a few women before he met me, but he assured me his playboy days were over. He said he fell in love with me the first time he laid eyes on me. I’m sure the fact that I had a skimpy bikini on at the time, attributed to his attraction. I was modeling for a designer’s new swimsuit line, and he was the photographer. Whatever the reason, I never questioned his love for me. It’s everything else I had issues with.
When we first married, CJ’s photography business was just taking off. He had taken photos of celebrities like Diana Ross, Farah Faucet, and Barry White. That put him on the map in Hollywood as the go to guy in the photography world. With the money he earned, he was able to buy the 5,000 square foot home we currently lived in. I thought the house was a bit much personally, but he insisted on us living there.
CJ turned the guest house out back into his personal art/photography studio. It was an extra space away from his regular studio in Hollywood. He wanted a personal space where he could do his side ventures.
In addition to being a celebrity photographer, he was also a skilled artist. He used the area to paint beautiful paintings of people. Some of his artwork has been showcased in some of the most famous art museums around the world.
But somehow, I started to notice that his only clients consisted of young, pretty women. My friend would tell me I should be a little careful of whom CJ lets into that guesthouse, given his reputation for loving women and all, but I trusted my husband.
My friend’s words began to eat at me over time. Even though I trusted my husband, curiosity would not let me rest.
So one night I found my husband was still in his studio with a client. It was around 10, or 11pm. I decided to go check in on him to see how much longer he was going to be.
The door was unlocked, so I went right in. what I found was my husband feasting on some blonde bimbo’s huge melon sized breast while one of his hand were busy trying to free himself from his pants, and the other deep between the girls legs. They didn’t even know I was there until I accidentally knocked over an easel trying to escape the scene before me.
Needless to say, the girl left immediately, while my husband ran after me. I threatened to leave, but in reality, I know I wasn’t going anywhere. I was twenty years old, pregnant, still in school, and had no job. CJ was the one paying for my college education, so I felt stuck.
I had no choice but to forgive him. He swore that was the first and only time he’s ever done something like that. He even took a break from painting while I was pregnant. He said he didn’t want me stressed out and worried. I figured that was the end of that.
One night while we were enjoying a peaceful dinner, the phone began to ring over and over again. Now, anyone who knows us knew that 6pm was our dinner time, and not to disturb us, so I figured it must’ve been important. I started to get up and answer it, but CJ jumped up before I could and got it first. He took the phone into the other room to talk.
This made me mad because like I said, dinnertime was supposed to be our time. I got up and followed him. I stood outside the den where he had ran off to and listened.
What I heard was my husband tell some woman how much he love and missed her. I had heard enough when I heard CJ tell the woman in a very graphic, lewd description, what he’d do to her once I went to bed and he was able to sneak out.
He obviously didn’t count on me pulling my five months pregnant butt from my chair, or he would’ve closed the den door. Again, my huge stomach got in the way, this time knocking over a crystal vase as I ran as fast as I could up to my room. I could hear CJ hot on my trail, begging me to stop and let him explain.
He promised he wouldn’t cheat on me anymore, and like a fool, I believed him. I had to get out of there. I tried to pack my clothes, but CJ made that impossible by snatching what I just packed out of the suitcase. So instead, I just grabbed my keys and purse and left.
I had nowhere to go because I didn’t have any money, and I didn’t want to use a credit card for a hotel, in case CJ tried to track me. So I went to the only place I could think of. My parents’ house. I knew my mom would let me stay there, no questions asked. But two months later, and 7 months bigger, her patience was obviously wearing thin. I never left the house. I was content with just sitting up in my old bedroom watching talk shows.
It surprised me that it took CJ two months to find me. Maybe he was just giving me space. Maybe he didn’t really care. He probably had that bimbo all up in my house. Regardless, it took him two freakin’ months to come.
I refused to go with him, but my parents had other plans. It became clear that they had called him and asked him to come because somehow they had managed to pack all my things.
So much for the support of your parents. CJ insisted he was the one who called them, but I didn’t care. If my parents were kicking me out, I had no choice to leave with him.
Things never got better; he just got better at hiding his affairs. He installed a lock on the guest house door, and had a private line put in there also.
I knew CJ had never stopped screwing around on me; I just didn’t have the energy to argue anymore. I threatened to leave repeatedly, but to no avail. I decided to just deal with the hand I was dealt with. The only reason I stayed was for my baby. I wanted her to grow up in a two parent household. She was all I cared about.