EXCERPT TWO:  Fall 1988

Fall arrived, and the R&B group Guy dominated the airwaves with a new sound called the New Jack Swing.  Luther Vandross was on tour with Anita Baker, serenading crowds with ballads off a new album entitled Any Love.  And William was about to progress to another level with Andrea.

With the seeds planted and watered at Mr. Leo’s, and judging from the steamy phone conversation during which “it” was hinted at, both knew consummation was imminent.

Wanting to be sure this time, on a Monday morning in mid-October William sent a floral arrangement to Andrea at work along with a note carrying ‘The Question.’

Her answer came that afternoon while they shared a turkey sandwich in an empty conference room at his workplace.

“Yes, I would love to make love to you,” she said over lunch.

William was startled, pleased and discomfited, all in the same moment; a moment that he had lived for, seemingly forever.

“Are you sure you want to do this?  I mean I was just…”

“Just tell me the time and place,” she replied, locking him into a deep, heated kiss before leaving.  “Mmm.  I can’t wait.”

Neither could William.  That evening, he made reservations at the Penta Hotel, setting a tentative date two weeks from that Saturday and giving himself ample time to set the perfect stage.

During this period he traveled all over the city, frantically searching for any and everything that would enhance the romantic atmosphere.  Noticing Andrea’s fondness for Cabernet Sauvignon wine, he purchased a bottle.  He found a place called the Unique Boutique in Greenwich Village that made air-brushed designs on T-shirts.

She needs another one, he decided.  

Outdoing himself with this design, he selected a long aqua shirt and had a large red heart with an arrow running through it placed dead center in the front.  Over it was an inscription in black:  My Heart Forever Belongs to…  It continued on the back.  My Crumbcake…  I Love You.

Two words came to mind once he saw the finished product. “It’s priceless.”

The artist agreed.  “You must really love her.”

“I do.”  William handed him the money for his work, plus a ten dollar tip.  “It’s for a special occasion.”

“Good luck,” the designer said as William exited.

The last thing needed took courage for him to purchase.  Out on a midnight run to the Playland Arcade, he passed an adult sex store.  Smiling mischievously, curiosity set in and he entered.

He deliberated over buying porno movies to view with her.

Too forward, he surmised.  He breezed by them, as well as dildos, beads, breast clamps and penis rings.  Right before he approached the private booth section, a section of G-strings caught his attention.

Nope, I’m not going to war, he thought while spying a pair that emulated army camouflage fatigues.  

There was another with the label, “The Big Whopper,” patched on the front.

Talk about vain, he said, shaking his head.  I’m not that big.

Then he saw it, a tiger-print garment with a big, black zipper in the front.  He snatched the display model and smiled.

That Sunday night, William decided to model his G-string.  Waiting until midnight when he thought his grandparents were asleep, he locked his room door, and for the first time in some months, put in the red light.  Off came his flannel pajamas.  Pausing with trepidation, he sighed while slipping out of his black nylon boxers and donned the seductive outfit.  He closed his eyes timidly and walked over to the mirror dresser by the room door before opening them.  

I think she’ll like this, he thought after taking a deep breath.

Because of a nonexistent love life during the summer months, William had saved eight hundred dollars and treated himself to a new stereo system, a black component stack with a high-speed, dual cassette deck, surround sound, and a compact disc player.  Into the CD player went Bobby Brown’s Don’t Be Cruel.  He searched for song number five and turned the volume down a bit.  “Rock Wit'cha” filled the room, and William, wanting to entertain Andrea as well as make love to her, was feelin it.

Time moved in slow motion as William danced to the pulsating rhythms of the song, much like a stripper in a male revue.  Envisioning Andrea lusting for him while watching him do this, then fantasizing about the moment their two dripping bodies would finally collide, his body ripples turned sensual, the gyrations erotic.  Drifting deeper into his fantasy, he kept thinking how that Saturday he wanted to be Andrea’s superman, her chivalrous knight-in-shining-armor over dinner, a gentleman during the movie he planned on taking her to see, her private stripper during the wine and intimate prelude, and lastly, the most breathtaking, exhilarating lover she had ever experienced.

On that evening, he would make love to Andrea in every way imaginable.  He would lower himself to her soaked triangle, smother it orally with all the affection he could muster, then, enter Andrea’s flowing channel with a stiffness craving to love her the best it could.  With sensuously seductive slow strokes, then, long hard ones that would propel her to prolonged passion, his motion would drive her to heights she never before reached, culminating in a continuous chain of climaxes.  Then, when she thought it was over, he would make her shudder again in orgasmic release with more of him in all of her.  On that evening, all the love that had been rampaging through his soul for so long would escape bondage, be let out in its entirety, and she would gladly receive every bit of it.

Suddenly, William was startled out of his zone by three hard knocks on his room door.  Forgetting that the door was locked, he yanked a blanket from the bed and covered himself.

“Boy, turn that music down!!”

“Sorry, Grandma!” he yelled back, and as she went back downstairs, he buried his face in a pillow and laughed.

