Should Have Known Better
It was around midnight when Joseph a.k.a Joe and I met at our favorite café on the Upper East Side in the Brentwood District.  I walked nervously inside to find Joe already seated in a booth at the back of the restaurant.  As I made my way over to him, all sorts of things ran through my mind.  The most obvious one being, “What if we get caught?”  As bad luck would have it, the jukebox began to play “Secret Lovers” by Atlantic Star.  I was horrified to say the least and wanted to just turn around and sprint out of the dining establishment.  My desire to see Joe however wouldn’t let me leave.  As I continued on my journey to the booth, a hot shadow came over me as I ingested each and every word of the song.  

Here we are, the two of us together,

Taking this crazy chance to be all alone,

We both know that we should not be together,

Cause if they find out it could mess up,

Both our happy homes

Verse 2

I hate to think about us not together,

As soon as I look at you it will show on my face,

Then they'll know that we've been loving each other,

We can't let'em know, boy, no, no,

We can't leave a trace.

Chorus

Secret lovers that's what we are,

We should not be together,

But we can't let go cause we love each other so.

The odd thing was that I had never given much thought to meeting Joe before, so I couldn’t understand why I was feeling so nervous that night. Why did the words of that song get to me so much?  Maybe it was my guilt that was finally catching up to me.  Only time would truly tell! I had to pull myself together, otherwise my night with Joe was going to be ruined. 

I took a seat in the booth, as a huge smile grew on Joe’s face.  I tried to relax and return his smile, but my nerves wouldn’t allow me to relax.  I was visibly shaken from the words of the song.  As it was, Joe and I were both in relationships and fell in love quite by accident.  The irony of it all was the fact that I met him through his partner, Michael, at a surprise birthday for Joe.  Upon introductions, our attraction was instant.  We both tried to fight it by avoiding each other all night; but as fate would have it, we came face to face after all.  Michael and my partner, Jason, both ended up inebriated and fell asleep.  While they slept, Joe and I began the process of cleaning.  It was during this time, that things spiraled out of control.
 You see, Joe was carrying too many dishes at one time and dropped them on the floor.  As I kneeled down to help him pick them up, a strong force began pulling our lips together.  We shared an intimate kiss and thus our secret love affair began.  At first, we tried fighting our feelings for each other by saying that it was merely an accident, but then desire took over which caused Joe and I to get together once or twice a week.  Five years had passed and we were still going strong unbeknownst to our devoted lovers.  We should have felt guilty but lust would not let us think otherwise.  And there we were on another clandestine meeting.  What in the world were we doing?

“Delvon are you ok?” Joe asked with concern in his voice.

“Yes baby, I’m fine.  That stupid song shook me up that’s all.” I replied.

“What did I tell you?  You worry too much.”

“You’re right.  One would think I would be use to this by now.”

“Yeah, you should since we’ve been doing this for over five years and always been careful.”

“You’re right baby.  I apologize.”

“Good, I’m glad to hear it.  At any rate, I have a surprise for you.”

“Oh, what kind of surprise?”

“One that you’ll like.  Let’s get out of here.”


I followed Joe out of the restaurant to his car.  As soon as I climbed in on the passenger side, Joe planted a wet kiss on my lips.  I felt electricity running through my body, as I tasted his juicy lips.  How do I describe the kiss?  It was like a 4th of July Celebration-stars and stripes forever, bombs bursting in air.  You get my drift.  The kiss was the bomb.

“Joe, should we be doing this in public?  What if someone sees us?” I said in between kisses.

“Relax baby!  We’re over 30 miles away from our houses.  No one knows us in this area.”  Joe said as he stuck his tongue down my throat.


We kissed for what seemed like hours.  I was weak for Joe and his loving always sent me into orbit.  As our lips parted and we were catching our breath, Joe started the car.  He drove out of the restaurant parking lot onto the busy street.  We rode in silence as the music blasted from the car stereo.  As we went through the traffic light, Joe began to slow down and then pulled over next to the curb.  He came to a complete stop, turned and looked at me.

“Baby, here’s the key to room 307 at the Fairmount of Brentwood.  I’m going to let you out here so we won’t be seen going in the room together.  I’ll meet you there in five minutes.

“Ok baby!  I’ll see you there shortly.” I said as I planted a kiss on his lips.

I walked the two block to the hotel, adorned with enough lights to make one feel as if they were taking a walk into a premiere party in Hollywood.  It was too be expected though, as the Fairmount Brentwood was the most luxurious hotel we had in the city, and I was impressed that Joe would choose a five star hotel for one of our weekly meetings.  I knew he had something special planned if he went through all of this trouble just for me.

As I made my way through the lobby, I couldn’t help but to be to get caught up in the ambience of the hotel.  It was so beautifully decorated.  I got jittery as I thought about all that Joe had done to make this night possible for us.  A big smile grew on my face as I thought of making love with him.  I skipped to the elevator and pressed the button for floor number 3.  As the door opened, I sprinted to the room and slid the key through the door slot.  As I opened the door, Joe had the lights out with candles burning all around the room with the mellow sounds of Maxwell singing “Till the cops coming knocking.”  He appeared out of the darkness in a beautiful white terrycloth bathrobe with nothing-on underneath.  I got excited as I noticed his manhood pointing straight at me.  It was going to be a night of blissful passion.  I giggled like a little schoolgirl. 

Joe walked up to me and began to tenderly kiss my lips.  I placed my hands underneath the robe and began rubbing his back.  I pulled him closer to me as his manhood pressed up against my stomach.  The sensation was becoming heated, which caused my manhood to come to life.  I could feel it swelling in my pants.  I shifted my standing position to release some the pressure, as moisture began to form on my back.  The wetness of my shirt made me uncomfortable.  I had to be free of my clothes.  Joe sensed my uneasiness and began to remove my outfit, little by little.

He pulled my shirt above my head, bending down to suck my erect nipple.  I felt electric volts running through my body.  I cried out in pleasure.  “Oh Joe!  

Damn baby!”  Joe didn’t utter a word, as he threw my shirt on the floor.  I stepped out of my shoes while Joe tugged at my belt until he unbuckled it.  My pants fell to my ankles.  Joe put his hands in my underwear and grabbed my manhood.  He began to massage my erect manhood using my secretion as lube.  I was jumping around like a bunny rabbit being chased by a fox.   “Oh baby, that feels so good.”  I cried out.

Not once making a sound, Joe pulled my underwear down to my knees.  I began to wrestle to free myself of my Tommy Jeans.  By this time, Joe had removed the robe he was wearing.  We stood in the entryway staring at each other in our nakedness.   I walked up to him and dropped to my knees and took his manhood into my mouth. Joe began to tremble.  I grabbed his ass and pulled him closer to me.  I slipped, slid and slobbered all over his erection.  He was squirming trying to get away from me, but I wouldn’t hear it.  The harder he tried the more I tickled his erection with my tongue.  He screamed out, “No Delvon!  Please Stop!  Please baby, I can’t take anymore.”  I relented just a little from the pleasure I was giving him.  With that opening, he managed to pull me up to a standing position.  We kissed.  He began pushing me into the middle of the room, not missing a beat with they symphony our mouths were playing.  The heat in the room was rising until I noticed a red light pointing directly at me.  I jumped back.

“What the fuck is that?”  I inquired with excitement in my voice.

“Relax baby.  I thought we would do something freaky by recording our lovemaking.”  Joe replied.

“I have one question for you.  WHY?” I screamed.

“So, we will always have this memory to cherish.”

“Joe, we are both in relationships. And I don’t know about you but Jason will kick my ass if he ever saw this.  Besides, haven’t you learned from R. Kelly’s mistake?  We can’t leave any evidence of our transgression.  There’s too much at stake.”

“Come on baby!  Relax.  I promise you that no one other than us will ever see this tape.”

“Joe, no!”

“Please, for me.” Joe said as walked up and started kissing me.  

I could feel myself being reeled in.  “Joe.”

“Come on baby!  Just this one time. Please!”  Joe begged as he kneeled down and took my limp manhood into his mouth.

I caved in as my manhood craved for Joe’s mouth.  What was life without a few risks?  I would later regret asking that question.  I was having the time of my life and didn’t think twice about how much damage a tape of this sort could do to one’s life if it got into the wrong hands.  But before I could give it a second thought, Joe had pushed me down on the bed.  He quickly ran to reposition the camera to capture this escapade.  I lay there on the bed thinking of how much I loved Joe and regretted that we had to sneak around to be together.  Don’t get me wrong I was in love with Jason but loved Joe almost as much.  

As I lay there in my thoughts, Joe walked over to the bed and climbed on top of me.  He tenderly kissed my lips as he slowly began to slide back and forth.  The friction was causing me to get hotter.  I palmed Joe’s ass as he pumped up and down.  I knew what he wanted, and I pushed my legs toward my torso and arched my back.  Joe rubbed my ass until his finger came to a resting position on my hole.  He gently massaged my opening, as I screamed out in pleasure. 

“Oh yes baby!  Give it to me.”

 Joe rose up and forced my legs up even higher.  He did a nosedive right into me, which sent shivers up my spine.   I moaned louder which only made Joe become more ravenous.  He licked, sucked and chewed on me as if I were a piece of meat.  I was moving about frantically trying to push Joe away.  He pushed my arms aside while his tongue penetrated my opening.  I came unglued.

“Joe, oh baby yes!  Yes, give it to me.” I screamed out in passion.

My opening had become moist, as Joe continued to tongue fuck me with the precision of a professional diver.  My desire began to burn even deeper.  I wanted to feel him inside of me.  My body hungered for him.

“Joe, make love to me now.”

He retrieved the condom and lube, which we were laying on the bed next to us.  He teased my opening as he applied the lube.  My desire was growing every second in anticipation of Joe entering me.  Finally, he forced my legs back and slowly entered my opening.

My breath became trapped in my throat as I could feel my flesh giving in to Joe’s invasion.  His manhood began to grow inside of me, and the feel of his thrust turned me on even more.  I arched my back so he could get in deeper.  He thrust in and out slowly at first then sped up the pace.  He kissed my lips, as he continued to penetrate my wound.  I wrapped my legs and arms around him and met him stroke for stroke.  I could tell by the look on his face that he was enjoying himself.  Finally, he said something for the first time.

“Damn baby!  You feel so fucking good.”

I kissed his lips, as he pushed my legs up even higher.  Out of nowhere, Joe began to pound me harder and harder.  All of sudden, the pleasure turned into pain.  I pushed against his chest, but he pushed my arms away.  He continued to violently assault me as I tried to push him off of me.  He was relentless.  I cried out.

“Joe, please stop baby!  You’re hurting me.”

After a few more minutes of non-stop pounding, Joe finally gave me a break.  I was heated but not from passion.  I figured he was acting for the camera, so I was going to give him something for the camera as well.  I managed to roll him over onto his back.  I pushed his legs up toward his chest and put lube on his opening.  I grabbed a condom and quickly put it on.  I thrust all the way in without any warning.  Joe screamed.

“Oh damn baby!  Slow down.”

It was as if I didn’t even hear him.  I was generally a passionate lover, but that night I wanted to teach Joe a lesson for hurting me.  I forced his legs up as high as they could go and penetrated his opening with reckless abandon. I pounded him as hard as I could, tuning out everything he was saying.  The more he pushed the harder I pounded.  He cried out again.

“Delvon please!  That really hurts.  Slow down.”

I ignored his plea and continued to pound away.  When I had my fill.  I forcibly flipped him on his stomach and went to work again, pounding as hard as I could.  I leaned in and kissed his lips biting it a bit just as I would about to release it from my mouth.  He cried our in agony again.

“Delvon, please stop.  You’re hurting me.  Please baby!  Please!” 

I got beside myself and grabbed him by the back of the neck and said, “Shut up bitch!  Take this dick.  Take it!  You know you want it.”

“But baby, it’s hurting too much.”

His cries went unheard again, as I continued to pound him into submission. He whimpered in defeat all the while begging for me to stop the assault I was wailing against him.  My anger came to an end though.  My conscious took over, and I started to feel bad for treating Joe like a back alley slut. 

I gently pulled out and helped him to turn over onto his back.  I climbed on top of him, looking into his beautiful brown eyes.  I passionately kissed his lips feeling awful for mistreating him.  

“Baby, I’m sorry.  I guess I got carried away being in front of the camera.”  I lied.

“I know baby.  I got carried away too.  It was starting to feel good.  Hell, I never knew I would like it rough.”

We laughed.

“You’re so bad, but I like it.” I said laughing.

“Come here.” Joe said as he pulled me on top of him.  “Make love to me the way I like it.”  He said as he kissed me on the lips.

Joe pushed his legs up toward the ceiling, and I slowly slid inside.  I began to thrust in and out at a steady slow pace, not repeating my earlier behavior.  I could feel Joe tightening his muscles around my manhood, and it was sending me over the top.  He wrapped his legs tightly around my body, pushing me into him deeper.  I buried my head in the crevice of his neck and began to thrust deeper and faster.

“Oh yes, that’s the way I like it.  Give it to me daddy!”

“Yes, daddy is going to give it to you real good.”  I said while sticking my tongue down his throat.

Joe began meeting me stroke for stroke, and the feeling was magical.  I could feel myself getting close, as my muscles started tightening and becoming stiff.  My man juice was quickly approaching the top.  Joe sensed it.

“Yeah baby.  Shoot it!”  He said as he began to shake violently.  “Ah baby!  I’m about to…shit baby!…Ahhhhh!”

Joe wrapped his arms around the small of my back and held me tighter, pushing my climax to the top.  I gripped the sheets with my hands as I moaned.  Joe began to shake violently, squeezing me even tighter.  I erupted like a volcano.

“Me too baby!  Yessss!”

My entire body jerked, as Joe was squeezing the breath out of me.  I felt as if I had been trapped in between two brick walls.  I lost all my strength and collapsed on top of him.  We lay there with man juice all ourselves, just breathing heavily.  My energy was drained and I couldn’t move a muscle.  

“Baby, get off of me.  I can’t breath.”  Joe said laughing.

“I wish I could.  I can’t move.”  I replied.

“Ok, let’s just hold each other for a while.”

“That’s cool with me.”

Joe and I lay there for about five minutes when Mr. Sand Man hit me.  I slowly drifted off to sleep, enjoying the feel of Joe’s body next to mine.  Joe nudged me indicating that it was time to get up.  I managed enough strength to roll off of him.  

Joe got up and turned the camera off, much to my delight.  I was very apprehensive about this idea.  Something in the bottom of my stomach told me that I would live to regret ever agreeing to be on tape.  

“Delvon, get up.  We have to get cleaned up and get out of here.  It’s already 2:30 in the morning.”

“Yes Dear.  I’m coming.”

Joe turned the water on in the shower and hopped in.  I came staggering into the bathroom like a man who was gin drunk.  I climbed in the shower behind Joe and grabbed him around his waist.  He laid his head back on my shoulder, and we began to kiss.  I was becoming aroused again but knew I didn’t have time for another session.  I had to get cleaned up and get home to Jason.  I knew he would return home from his weekly card party around 3:30, so I had to be hasty and get back to the house like I hadn’t left, and I did just that.

I arrived home at exactly 3:20 a.m.  I was happy to see that Jason’s car was not in the garage because I didn’t feel like explaining to him where I had been.  After six years, he could look at me and tell when I was lying.  I never had to worry before since Joe and I always met earlier enough where I could get back home without being missed.  Like clockwork, I heard the garage door go up and I knew Jason was returning home from a night on the town.  The good thing was that he was so predictable and that’s the reason why I was able to get away with my infidelity for so long.  In the back of my mind, I knew one day my cheating ways would catch up to me but not that night.

Several weeks had passed without incident, and Joe and I continued our secret rendezvous right under our lover’s noses.  I had gotten in way over my head and wasn’t sure how to find my way out.  There were times when I thought about running away, but my mother always said, “You can’t run from your problems.  They will only follow you.”  So I opted to stay and continue on with my life.  As it was, things were going well for me.  I was still having my cake and eating it too.  But like something else mama would say, “All good things must come to an end.”  I never gave that much thought since I had been covering my tracks for so long.  So I thought!

It was a usual day for me as I was leaving the office to head home.  I wasn’t all that excited since I had nothing planned for the evening.  It was going to be another night of dinner and television with Jason.  That’s all we seemed to do.  Well, when I arrived to my car, there was an envelope on my windshield.  It was a handwritten note from Joe telling me to meet him at the Marriott Room 210 near Southland right after work.  I smiled with excitement, although I should have been apprehensive since this was not our usual meeting night.  I paid it no mind and grabbed my cell phone to call Jason.  

“Hi baby.” I said.

“Hey you!  Let me guess.  You’re calling to see what I want for dinner?”

“No baby.  I wish it were that simple.  I’m calling to let you know that my boss just handed me a last minute project that must be completed before tomorrow morning, so I have to stay here until I get it done.”  I lied.

“Sweetheart, I understand, just don’t work too long tonight.

“I promise you I won’t my love.  It shouldn’t take more than two hours, and I’ll be there before you know it to hold you in my arms.”

“Oh, you’re the best.  I don’t know what I would do without you.  I love you.  Get your work done and I’ll see you when you get home.”

“I love you too.  I’ll see you real soon.  Mauh.” I replied. 

“Back at you baby.  I’m sure this will be a night for you to remember.  Work that is.”

“Trust me, it will be uneventful.  Talk to you later. Bye.” I said as I hung up the phone.

I started my car and headed toward the Southland area.  I got an uneasy feeling because Jason used to get so upset whenever I had to work late.  This time though he was a little too accommodating.  What was going on?  I didn’t think on about it, as I thought about an evening of passion with Joe.  

I pulled up to the hotel and dashed inside the building heading for Room 210.  When I got off the elevator and located the room, the door was slightly ajar.  I knocked quickly and let myself in.  Joe was nowhere in sight.  I called out for him.

“Joe darling, where are you?” I said.

“Here I am.”  Jason said appearing from the bathroom.  “Are you surprised to see me?  It didn’t take you long to finish that special project your boss gave you I see.  You fucking liar!” Jason snapped.
My voice was trapped in my throat, as I realized that my gig was up.  I had been cold busted.  There was no way I could worm or lie my way out of this one.  My feet became cemented to the floor, and I became dazed and confused and unsure of what to do.  I just stood there in silence.

“What’s the matter Delvon?  You look like you’ve seen a ghost.   What were you thinking?  What the fuck were you thinking?” Jason yelled.

I just stood there not responding, which seemed to infuriate Jason even more.  He frantically paced back and forth in the room yelling and shouting at me.  I figured that if he were going to kill me he would have to catch me.  I tried to leave, but Jason caught me at the door and pulled me back into the room.   

“Oh no playa, you bring your cheating ass back here!”  Jason shouted as he yanked me by the back of my collar.

“Jason, please don’t kill me.  Please.” I begged.

“Oh now you’re worried about me killing you.  You slimy maggot!  You should have been worried about me doing that when you first started fucking Joe.”  Jason screamed at the top of his lungs.

“Jason please!  I’m…”

“If you say you’re sorry.  I swear I kill you with my bear hands.”  He snapped.

“May I go?  I’ve suffered enough.” I said, before I realized what had come out of my mouth.

“What!!!  I don’t fucking believe this.  You’re suffering.  Just imagine how I felt after discovering that the man that I have loved for the last six years has been fucking one of our friends.  Motherfucka, you haven’t even begun to suffer all that I’m going to put on your ass.  Now take a seat in that chair.”

“Jason.  Baby please.  I just want to leave.”

“Delvon if you don’t sit your ass down now.” He said with blood stained eyes.

I took a seat in the chair as instructed.  Jason walked over and stood directly in front of me.  Fear began to consume me, and I started shaking, as I thought Jason was getting ready to whoop my ass.  He stood 6’2” 195 pounds with a muscular build, and there was nothing my 5”11” 165 pound slender frame could do to defend myself from an assault by him.

Jason grabbed the remote control and the TV popped on.  When the picture came into focus, it was on the scene when Joe first started fucking me.  I felt embarrassed because I had never allowed Jason to make love to me like that, so I looked away.  Jason grabbed me by the chin and snatched my face forward, forcing me to watch myself on film.  I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes.  I was disgusted with myself, but it was too late for shame at this point.  I should have thought about all that before I laid down with Joe.  I could see the hurt in Jason’s eyes.

“Delvon, first of all I want to know how long has this been going on?  And what pains me the most is seeing Joe doing something to you that I should have been doing.  You led me to believe that you never got penetrated, and then I see something like this.  Oooh, you just don’t know how much I want to lay hands on you right now.  But you now what?  You’re not worthy of an ass whooping.  Your sorry ass is going to suffer far more when you don’t have my love to count on anymore.  I’m listening.  What do you have to say for yourself?”  He questioned.

I didn’t respond.  I sat there staring blankly into the television.  Tears began to roll down my face as I realized just how much I had hurt Jason with my infidelity and also realized that I would never be able to make this one up to him.  I had lost him forever.  However, Jason wasn’t moved by my tears.

“Why are you crying Delvon?  Are you crying cuz you been caught? Or are you crying because you think I’m going to put my foot up your ass?”  Jason said as he got up in my face.

I jumped thinking that he was about to strike me.  Jason burst into laughter, falling back against the wall with his hand over his heart.

“You truly are a piece of work.  For the first time in our relationship, I’m seeing you for who you really are- a chicken shit motherfucka.  Now, I’m going to ask you again, how fucking long has this been going on?”  Jason yelled.

“Jason, I’ve hurt you enough.  So, I really don’t think it’s a good idea for me to answer your question.”

“Bitch, I will ring your scrawny neck!  Answer the fucking question now!”  He shouted.
I wiped the tears from my eyes and spoke.  “Jason, you can kick my ass or do whatever you want to me, but I can’t hurt you anymore than I already have.”

“Don’t patronize me Delvon!  You don’t give a rat’s ass about my feelings.  If you did, you wouldn’t have been messing around behind my back.  Now, answer the question.”
“What difference does it make?  It’s not going to change the fact that I cheated on you.”

Before I knew it, Jason was on my ass like hot butter on popcorn.  He snatched me up out of the chair by my collar.  If looks could kill!  

“Who the fuck are you getting smart with?  I will kill yo black ass right here where we stand.  This is your last chance.  How long have you and Joe been fucking?”  He shouted as he stared down at me with murder in his eyes.

“No, I ain’t saying.”

Jason backslapped me so hard it knocked me over the chair where I had been sitting.  I just lay there on the floor holding my face.  I began to pray that he wasn’t going to kill me.  He walked over to where I was laying and kicked me in the back.

“Get yo punk ass up!  Get up!  You’re going to tell me or I promise you I’m going to squeeze the life out of your stupid ass.”  Jason said as he snatched me up off the floor.  

He placed his hands around my neck and slightly added some pressure.  I could feel my oxygen flow being cut off, but I had made up in my mind that I would rather die than to hurt him more by saying that Joe and I had been messing around for three years.  I couldn’t do it and I didn’t. 

“You’ll just have to kill me.  I’m not hurting you anymore.”

I felt a punch in my groin, knocking the wind out of me.  I doubled over only to feel an elbow to the back of my head.  I fell to the floor and next came a barrage of kicks to my side and my back.  Jason snatched me up again and with one hand held me by the shirt I was wearing and began to slap me across the face, slinging me around like a rag doll.  As much pain as I was in, I refused to cry out.  I just wanted him to get all of his anger and frustration out, even if that meant me losing my life.  But it wasn’t my day to escape all the hurt and pain that I had caused.  Jason released me from his grasp and pushed me to the floor.
“I apologize Delvon.  I should have never hit you.  In spite of what you’ve done to me, I didn’t have a right to put my hands on you.  Please forgive me!”

“I’m the one who should be begging for forgiveness after all I’ve put you through.  Can you forgive me?” I asked.

“Hell naw.  I hate you, and I never want to see you again.”

“Jason, please don’t leave me.”
”Oh contraire my brother!  I’m not the one leaving.  You are.  All of your stuff is packed up and waiting for you in the garage at the house.  Why should I have to lose everything just because yo tired ass cheated.  Oh no sir!  You’re dismissed and just in case you try to get into the house, I’ve had all the locks changed.

“Jason wait!”

“Oh and just so you’ll know, Joe blamed this whole sordid affair on you.  He and Michael are still together and look at what you have now.  Nothing!  You dumb bitch!”  Jason said as he walked out and slammed the door behind him.
I sat there pondering my situation, trying to come up with a plan of action.  Since I couldn’t go back to the house, I knew there was only one place I could go for comfort- my mother’s house.
She must have sensed my troubles, as she met me at the door.  As soon as I entered the house, I reached out to give my mother a hug; instead of her reaching back for me, she slapped me across my face.  At that moment, I knew Jason told her what I had done.  I was about to get another ass whooping.  Twice in one day and I deserved it.

“Delvon, I’m so disappointed in you.  How could you have done something like this?  I raised you better than that.”  Mother scolded.

“Mommy, how can you take his side?  I’m your son.” I said through tear stained eyes.

“I don’t give a damn if you’re a California Raisin!  Wrong is wrong!” She yelled.

“Mommy please don’t yell at me.  Jason has already blasted me out and giving me a beating that I’ll never forget.”

“Good!  You deserve it.  How could you be so stupid?  I knew you would run over here but oh no buddy.  You caused this problem so you go fix it.  You can’t stay here.”

“Mommy please!  I don’t have anywhere else to go.” I cried.

“That’s your problem.  As much as it pains me to do this, Delvon I want you to leave right now.”

“Mommy, what are you saying?”

“Delvon, leave this house now.  I can’t stand to look at you right now.”  She said as she opened the door.

I walked out defeated with my head hanging down.  I was so confused and not sure what to do.  I was sure Jason had gotten to all of our friends, and they were going to treat me the same way that my mother did.  I drove off again pondering what I was going to do.

Discounting what Jason told me about Joe, I picked up the phone and dialed his number.  He answered after the first ring.

“Delvon, please don’t ever call me again.  I’m trying to work things out with Michael, and I can’t have you messing that up.”  Joe said as he hung up the phone.

I was hurt and couldn’t believe Joe would betray me this way.  After all, it was his idea that we record our session.  I knew it was a bad idea.  I just knew it; but by this time, it was too late to beat myself up about the incident.  I should have used better judgment, and I wouldn’t have been in the precarious situation that I found myself in at the time.  My mind was going in circles, and  I had to find a place to rest my head. I needed to gather my thoughts.

I first went to the bank to get some money, but Jason had withdrawn all the money out of our joint account.  I’m glad I was smart enough to have a separate savings account and credit card that he knew nothing about, just in case of one of these emergencies.

I checked into an extended stay hotel not far from where I worked.  I decided to go get my things the following day, giving Jason time to cool off and giving him a chance to think about taking me back.  I knew that was asking a lot after deceiving him for so long, but I was willing to take my chance.  If the shoe was on the other foot, I probably wouldn’t take me back either.
I returned to the house the following evening to pick-up my things.  I tried to talk to Jason, but he didn’t accept any of my calls nor would he answer the door.  He wasn’t lying when he said that he would make me suffer.  He packed only my clothes and didn’t give me any of my personal affects.  I deserved it and couldn’t blame him for being angry, so I decided that the best thing to do would be to leave him alone.
Instead of having a relationship from the neck up, I had with from the waist down and it cost me everything that I loved, even my mother’s behavior was different towards me after that.  I was a little hurt, but could I really blame her?  She had accepted my relationship; and in her mind, Jason had become part of the family.  And out of stupidity, I destroyed that foundation.  What a mess I had made?

The end for now.

“Why are you scared now?  

