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Six Days In January- A Novel

By William Fredrick Cooper

EXCERPT ONE:

*  *  *  *  *  *

“Get off of me, you fucking bastard!  Get your dick out of me!”  Della pounded on William’s chest and shoulders until he backed off.

“Della, please, I’m so sorry.  I don’t know what I was thinking.  It must have been our conversation earlier,” he continued.  “Please forgive me, I didn’t mean anything by it.”

“You are one fucked up individual, William!” Della screamed as she stormed around the bedroom in a fury.  “How could you?  Every single time I give in to you, I feel more and more like a fool for listening to your trifling, sorry ass.  But, not anymore.  Get the hell out and stay the fuck out of my life!”

William stood by the bed, naked, his erection subsiding.  “Baby, please, don’t get hysterical.  Calm down.  You need time to think this over.”

“Hysterical?  You’ve stepped over the line too many times before…but to call me another woman’s name!  Is Barbara the bitch you told me all about?  Your friend?  Well, she can have you, because you can’t do shit for me!”  Della made her way to the dresser, turned on the bedroom light and started emptying belongings he had left at her house on the floor.

Watching her in silence, he couldn’t stop his eyes from blinking as Della’s tirade moved from the dresser to her bedroom closet.  A pile of clothes, underwear and toiletries from prior visits was accumulating on the floor.  The sex with Barbara wasn’t even that good, he thought.  When Della was finished, she slumped to the floor and started crying.

Up to this point, he hadn’t moved.  But now, still naked, he staggered over to her with drunken tears of his own forming in his eyes.  “Della, I’m sorry.  I don’t know what else to say.” Now seated next to her, he tried to rest his head on her shoulder.

Della angrily moved away and began stuffing his belongings in a blue duffel bag.  “That’s the problem with you, William.  You never know what to say.  Then again, you always seem to know exactly what to say.  But you know what?”  She paused to sniffle and wipe the tears from her face.  “I just wish this had happened before, because I should have done this a long, long time ago.  This past year has been such a waste of my time, trying to get your black ass to act right and treat me the way I deserve to be treated.  All I wanted from you was honesty and respect, and you can’t even give me that.  You never have.  You’re a fuckin’ dog, like so many of you sorry ass black men.”  She started sobbing again.

“Della, I care about you, you know that.  I’m just going through a lot, right now.  That conversation we had earlier had me thinking about her, that’s all.  You have to believe me when I say she doesn’t mean anything to me.”

Blankly staring off and ignoring all pleas, Della recounted an incident she’d observed earlier that day while traveling to work.  She saw a teenager outside the D-train station trying to get this young sister’s attention while attempting to be cool in front of his boys, communicating his attraction to her with all of this, “Yo, baby,” shit.  The young girl had ignored him, so he called her a bitch and threw a snowball at her.

“Later on in life she’s going to run across guys like you; always full of shit,” she continued.  “Always looking for that next piece of ass.  Never knowing how to treat a woman; only trying when things go wrong.”  She paused, shaking her head in disbelief.  “I don’t believe some of you brothers today.”  Lifting herself from the floor, Della sorted through the remains of the heap to find his suit.  “Just looking at you is starting to repulse me, William.  Please hurry up and leave.”

“But you can’t believe how sorry I am,” William implored, as his clothes were being thrown at him.  “It will never happen again.  I promise.”

“You’re right about that.  You are sorry, and you’re damned straight, this shit will never happen again.  Now, hurry up and leave.” Della left the bedroom, refusing to let him see her cry anymore.

William got dressed and picked up his briefcase, leaving the duffel bag she’d packed in the middle of the floor where she left it.  Entering the living room, he found her on the couch, her knees pulled up to her chin with her arms wrapped around them.

“Della, please accept my apology.”

“Let me give you some advice, William.  Stop apologizing so much and start acting like a real man.  Now, get out.”

“Please, can’t we just start over?  Nothing like this will ever happen again.  Della, please.  Look, I can start here.”  Pulling a Tootsie Roll from his coat pocket, he remembered how she loved the small chocolate candy. 

The peace offering would not work tonight.

Della rose and walked to the front door.  “Start by learning how to love someone besides yourself.”  She opened the door.  “Good-bye.”

Drunk, defeated and dejected, William walked past her without turning around and made his way to the elevator.

Della stepped into the hallway.

“And you can continue by learning how to fuck!”  The door slammed.

*  *  *  *  *  *

Now, walking through lazy snowflakes and swirling winds this Friday morning, William McCall wondered how he had gotten there; not back into Della’s life or even into her bed.  

Still feeling the lingering aftershock of Della’s lambasting of the black man, William realized that he’d become the negative stereotype often stamped on his brothers, and was mortified.  In the past, it had been he who’d cried from being left in pain; it had been his feelings that were always taken for granted.  He recalled a time that seemed so long ago, when the thought of William McCall being a dog was so unfathomable, so farfetched, it would have made anyone who knew him scoff in amusement.

Stung by Della’s words, he’d never wanted to be considered in such a negative light.  But after all his lies, all his broken promises and all of the mortgaged dreams they were supposed to share, he knew she was right.  

In fact, from the moment they’d begun dating, Della had exuded tolerance to a fault.  Exhibiting patience more durable than Egyptian pyramids, William felt she’d understood his patience, albeit, grudgingly.  Unreturned phone calls were analyzed with prudence.  His sabbaticals during their acquaintance were forgiven.  Even the many times he’d told her “‘something came up,” were accepted without much of a fight, for there was no official commitment, no concrete definition to the union.  All these actions had been accepted as part and parcel of dating William.  Restraining all objections to these unspoken rules and rarely articulating discontent, Della had been incredibly compliant.

However, tonight had been the final straw, for William’s selfishness now bordered on blatant disrespect and total disdain for her feelings.  Della’s leniency now eroded, much like a river wearing down a sturdy mountainside, she refused to put up with his irrational behavior another second.

I can’t really blame her for throwing me out, William mused while reaching for his MetroCard at the train station.  I wouldn’t put up with my recent actions, either.  Feeling as though one woman would never be enough to satisfy his cravings, until tonight he had never confused his sex partners.  Whichever woman he was with, he’d always wanted them to feel like the chosen one.

He reflected on that time when he’d been so different…but had he been a better man?  Still considering himself a good black man, he knew he had a lot going for himself.  A young, intelligent legal professional at Goetz, Gallagher and Green, one of New York’s prestigious firms, he had a secure income, as evidenced by a closet full of suits, shirts and footwear.  He spent hours at a midtown Bally’s working to strengthen his lanky frame and an affinity for sports contributed to his fitness.  Proud of his sinewy build, his narrow hips, lithe, yet powerful legs and moderately-built chest declared him, without words, an athletic sort.  With smooth, clear mahogany skin, ivory teeth, a bald dome and a gold hoop earring in his left lobe, he could pass for Jordan, if he were a half-foot taller.  Witty, articulate and polite—after years of being perceived as uninteresting, boring and not sexy, labels that are an albatross weighing on any halfway decent brotha—he was considered highly desirable.  But he had reached a crossroad in his life where he was growing into a man he couldn’t possibly be proud of.  He wasn’t strong, not in the ways he needed to be.  He’d never been, not even in the past when his compassion and sensitivity were construed as a weakness.  The bitterness and pain of years past had hardened him, but he still was not strong.

Dwelling on a time where innocence and naivete were apparent, he remembered a cold night in February many winters ago, when he’d fallen in love.  He thought he’d loved many times before—too many—but it had always been a fickle, pristine kind of energy.  But years ago, on a snowy, moonlit evening just like this one, he’d stumbled and fallen upon a love that had changed everything, and felt the heartbreak that would make even the most hopeful romantic cynical.  

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.

