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A fresh breeze travels through the slightly opened bedroom window chased by the warm sunlight that blankets his face. A soft breath concentrated on one spot on his neck claimed his attention from a contented night’s rest. Sage’s eyes slowly opened to the sight of a blue robin chirping on a blooming branch just outside of his window. He smirked as he welcomed the first signs of spring. He felt the leg of his companion move gracefully up his leg. He kissed her forehead as Deva dimly opens her eyes and kisses the spot her affectionate pant had been occupying for most of the night. Deva asked, “Do you know what to call this?”

“What?”

Deva rubs her leg across his member and whispers, “The perfect morning…. I love this easy access.” Moaning while lifting the sheets Deva says, “I see my point is duly noted.” Glancing out the window Deva sees the bird looking at them. “We can give the bird a springtime performance.”

“Not so fast Deva, you have a conference to speak at this morning, remember?”

“We have time.”

“Do we really?”

Deva rolled over and looked at the clock then looked under the sheets, bit her bottom lip, then looked back at the clock.

He asks, “You want a quickie, don’t you?”

“Yes, but your body doesn’t give them.”

Sage smiling says, “You want to get yours off, and that has nothing to do with me…So come here.”

“Yeah, but I would feel a certain way.”

“Selfish perhaps?”

“Yes.”

“Then I’ll fake it.” Deva pinches him.

“Oww! What was that for?”

“Because we are supposed to enjoy it together.”

He wrapped his arm around her as he leaned above her and says, “Deva, my enjoyment begins when I’m awakened to the feeling of your soft breasts pressed against me each and every morning and when your eyes meet mine, knowing that God granted me to see you another day.”

He made love to her. After pleasing her, he stood up and grabbed their robes. Deva smiled as she recognized the display of his fully erect package.

“I feel so used.”

“Sage, you are making me feel bad! Stop it!”

“I feel as if I’ve been treated like property.” He says jokingly.

“Oh baby, I’ll make it up to you later.” While walking away smiling Deva says to herself, I know it was cold, and I loved it.
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Sage is 6 feet tall with brown eyes, with a dark brown complexion. Though his shoulders are slender, he has an athletic build and a deep voice that captures the attention of everyone within the sound of his voice.

Three years ago, Sage went to the local supermarket to purchase groceries. While he was walking down an aisle he noticed a puddle of water on the floor and safely navigated around it. At the same time, a woman was walking towards him while reading the market’s circular and unlike Sage, did not see the puddle. Before Sage had time to warn her, she stepped into the puddle and both of her feet left the floor. Sage along with other shoppers in the aisle could see the horror in her face as the woman screamed while in midair. Just as the woman was about to hit the floor, Sage caught her. He breathed a sigh of relief, but he then lost his footing and fell flat on his back with her on top of him. With his arms outstretched from the force of their fall, the woman slowly and uncontrollably slid off of his body causing her neck to rest in the crook of his arm. He turns and looks at her and they smiled at one another as customers ran to their aid.

That woman was Deva. Since that day in the market, they have been in love with each other for 3 years. Deva (Day-vah), who was named after her father David, is 5ft 2 inches with sparkling hazel eyes. Deva was of medium build and wore her natural hair in twists. Deva is a realtor who did quite well in selling property and is truly a people person.

He says, “Baby, if you like, we can all meet up later for dinner so you can finally meet Perry the friendly ghost.”

Sage thought, for twenty years since the age of five, Perry and I have been through ups and downs just like everyone else except for these past four years. That is how long it’s been since we’ve last seen one another. I speak to him from time to time by phone and email but my lady thinks he is a figment of my imagination.

“Sage that is a great idea! I’m stopping at my mother’s house right after work, so I won’t leave there until I hear from you.”

Deva glanced at the clock. “UGH! I’m running late.”

Deva kisses Sage. “I love you!”

“Love you too Deva. No Tickets!” Sage thought to himself, Deva has such a heavy and expensive foot. If I didn’t know better, I’d swear Deva was on the payroll of our local police department.

Deva thinks that we are soul mates. We rarely argue. If we do, it was actually more like complaints. Like those crucial moments when Deva forgot to buy toilet paper or laundry detergent, or when I ate a little of her favorite ice cream and then forgot and left the ice cream carton sitting on the counter…overnight.

The phone rings. “Hello?”

“Sage?--- Dear is that you?”, came the crackling response.

“Yes Momma S. It’s me ma’am.”

Ms. Strong is Perry’s mother. Sometimes called Momma Strong or Momma S., has been the rock in the lives of Perry and Sage. Her husband passed away when Perry was a child. Sage was Perry’s best friend and played a strong role in Sage’s life during his late teens and early twenties.

“I’m getting dressed as we speak and I should be there within the half hour to forty-five minutes. Is everything okay?”

“Everything is well enough to wait until you get here.” Startled a little by Momma S’ answer Sage said, “I’m stopping by my stores for a brief moment to make sure everything is okay, then I’ll be right there….Alright?”

“Alright dear, I’ll see you soon…. Bye.”

“Bye Momma S.”

That conversation caused such a distraction that Sage was stumbling over everything in sight. He knew that whatever was weighing on her, had to be important because Momma Strong has nerves of steel.

Sage reminisces about the time he and Perry played a prank and asked over twenty girls to be their dates for the high school senior prom, and all of them said yes. They had it all figured out; that is until the night of the prom. They thought they could just ditch them all, call up a few girls from another school and leave town since graduation was just two days after the prom. Well, their scheme almost got them killed when two girls showed up sooner than expected.

Perry says, “I know we agreed on telling them to be here at 6, right?”

“I did tell them 6!” Yells Sage.

“The clock says 5 and it’s the right time, so why they are here and how are we getting out of here without being noticed?”

“Your mom just let them in.” Whispers Sage.

“We have to hide!” Perry says while becoming fidgety.

“No kidding Sherlock.”

“I mean from my mom!”

They dove underneath the bed and did not make a sound. Perry whispers, “Good thing we met at the rental and left our cars there. No one will recognize the car we rented out there to be ours.”

The doorbell rang as more dates showed up. Momma S came to the bedroom and knocked on the door. When they did not respond, Ms. Strong opened the door and began to wonder if they had already left, closed the door and went back down the squeaking stairs.

They slowly slid out from underneath the bed and without touching the blinds, began to peek outside. There were cars everywhere as their dates told their family and friends to come and take pictures. Since the theme colors of the prom were red and white, the girls looked like angry pieces of the American flag forming a hostile mob. Perry started laughing as Sage feverously began praying. After a while, Momma Strong went outside and spoke to the angry girls and the crowd dispersed. To this day, Sage wondered what Momma S said to the angry crowd, and after all of these years, he was afraid to ask.

Oh well, off to the stores, he thought to himself.
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Sage owns three tailoring shops, and a clothing store which was located within one of the tailoring shops. Customers from all over the tristate area visit Sage’s shops to have their clothes made. Once the customer’s outfit was completed and ready for pick-up, the customer took the final balance to the bank, deposited the money and brought the receipt to the store for verification of payment. The system is excellent.

While parking his car near his store, he recognized Scripts walking down the street. Scripts was a homeless man that was embraced by the entire neighborhood. People chatted with him as if he was just an ordinary family member that was just down on his luck. He’s known for giving quotes from the Bible, Quran and anything else that he felt contained credible information.

Scripts noticed Sage and says, “Brother Sage, Brother Sage! How are you today?”

“Scripts, I’m doing fine. You’re looking sharp today.” Sage straightens Scripts’ tie and asks, “You have a date?”

“I do look good don’t I? Thanks to you I have these fine threads.”

“No, thanks to the customers that did not pick up these clothes after two years. They are the ones to thank. I’m going to have to catch up with you later Scripts, I’m meeting up with Perry today.”

While scratching himself Scripts asks, “When did he get into town?”

“I’m not sure--- I suppose a day or two ago.”

“Brother Sage, I’ve heard some strange things about him.”

“Scripts, how in the hell have you heard things and you’re a local bum and Perry travels?”

“Because the homeless gossip too! And our information is as accurate as tits on a cow. I’m telling you something is wrong with that man. Now you can ignore me if you want, but you better be careful.” As Scripts walks away he says, “I may be a bum on life’s highway, but I see the cars and trucks that come by. If you don’t understand that, well…later brother Sage!” In a low tone Sage says, “Later Scripts.”

Sage entered the store and discussed with his store manager the tasks that needed to take place for the week. He also contacted the other managers at the other stores to give instructions of the same so that he could see Momma Strong sooner. He got into his car and drove toward Momma Strong’s house. He felt nervous because of her voice, and anxious because he has not seen his best friend and brother in years. As he tried to forget his conversation with Scripts, he notices a red Mercedes Benz with gold trim approaching him. The car has a personalized license plate that reads, MSRED 2 U. It was Mya. Red is her nickname. Mya is a single, very attractive, young woman, with a slender build and has no children, and is about 5 years younger than Sage who is 32. Mya is his accountant and does accountant work for other businesses across the country. Mya is also known for her beautiful red hair and the freckles on her cheeks.
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Perry and Sage met Mya when she was two years old. They were playing football in the grass when Mya’s mother called them over to ask for assistance while taking groceries into her home. They fell in love with Mya instantly because they were reminded of an animated program they loved. Sage, who was seven at the time said, “Perry, don’t Mya look like a mixture of Baby New Year and Heat Miser?”

“Yeah! Mya sure do! That’s cool!” They laugh. Perry walks up to her and says, “You have nice eyes too! You look like an angel. Does she have any brothers Miss…”

“My name is Ms. Biggen and this is Mya and no she does not have any brothers or sisters.”

“Well we will be her big brothers. We will always protect her from the mean boys and girls around here.” Sage liked Ms. Biggen. He had a crush on her and Perry would tease him by telling him Ms. Biggen just pulled up in her car. Sage would run to the living room window as fast as he could only for Perry to say, Psyche! Then he would chase him around the house. They would joke about it all of the time, but it didn’t bother him that much.

Sage and Perry did always look out for Mya. Whenever the ice cream truck came around, they treated her to a cone. And when all of the children in the neighborhood would go to the movies, they took good care of her, if her mother allowed her to tag along. They literally treat her like their baby sister.

As everyone began to enter their teenage years, the boys in the neighborhood knew that Mya was off limits. If someone tried to talk to her, Perry and Sage were not going for it. Mya was a cheerleader, the Class Vice-President, an honor roll student, and played chess.

The nerds loved her because of the chess, and the football players drooled over her as a cheerleader. Though the majority of the school loved her, Mya had a few fights in her teenage days. There was a classmate of Mya’s who attempted to cut her hair with scissors in the girl’s bathroom. Mya’s assault on the classmate was bad, however, when the mother of the beaten child entered the school and took one look at Mya, she could not help but succumb to the purity and innocence of Mya’s face. That particular incident carried her reputation of being able to hold her own well through her senior year in high school. That’s when the much older men were crashing their cars from starring at her too long while driving by. One guy actually had his girlfriend in the car with him when he rear-ended another car because he was staring at Mya. When Mya laughed, the woman jumped out of the car and wanted to start a fight with her. Mya ignored her until she called her a high heel-wearing bitch. That was the only word in the English dictionary that would change her self-composed attitude. In her mind, a female dog was the lowest thing on earth for a human being to ever be called. Mya, because she watched Sage and Perry fight a lot over the years, held her hands up in the manner being taught and threw punches and connected just as well. As Mya held her stance the man who had the accident stopped the argument. Once Sage and Perry heard about what had happened, they purchased a car for her and from that moment, the only time Mya walked is while going to and from her car.
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Sage and Mya make eye contact and stop alongside each other on the road.

“Good morning Red.”

“Hi Sage! And where are you going? Work is in the opposite direction.”

“I’m on my way to see Perry and you know how we get so you probably won’t see me there today, but if there are any problems, call me.”

“Okay.” Mya grabs a piece of tissue to wipe her eyes under her glasses.

“Is everything okay?”

“Everything is fine, it’s just that my allergies are acting up and I forgot to take my medication. Tell Deva that it’s still on for Saturday.”

“No problem Red. Talk to you later.”

“Bye Sage.”

Mya will make a fine wife for that lucky someone someday if she ever decides to take that route. Sage was thinking to himself. He traveled down a couple of streets, turned left and parked in front of a single home. The yard is a little rumpled and the flowerbed needs to be retouched. But it’s just turning spring so it won’t be long before this neighborhood is looking as beautiful as it normally does each spring. As Sage walks up to the house, he sees a black Porsche in the yard and remembers the times that he and Perry talked about what kinds of cars they were going to drive and who could beat who in racing. His brief daydreaming is interrupted from a voice from an upstairs bedroom window.

“You need to get a real car and get rid of that Impala SS crap!”

“I will when you beat me, oh but that will never happen.”

“Why not?”

“Because, I would take the lugs out, that’s why!” Perry, while laughing says, “Man you are still crazy. Come on up, the door is open.” Perry joined the Air Force right after high school for two years, and then briefly attended college to major in Foreign Affairs. It was not long thereafter that he began to get involved with the stock market and traveling. With a few stocks and high-risk tips, in six months he began living off of the interest of his moneymaking accounts.

Perry began to meet women from all backgrounds of life. If they were married however, he left them alone. His theory: Find a woman who is willing to leave with you at a spur of the moment. Take her on a trip that will relax and unwind her. That way you will know what it is about her that makes her special enough to grow with and possibly become your wife.

Sage enters the house and is shocked at its appearance. It is a palace, completely restored with up-to-date modern furniture. Just then, a short but heavyset woman walks out of a side room with eyes radiating peace and a smile that would calm a madman.

“Hello Sage! It’s been a long time since you were last here.”

“Momma S.” Sage says as he hugs her, “Please accept my apology. There is no excuse why I could not stop by here from….”

Momma S placed her fingers on his lips and said, “Son, the older you get, the greater your responsibilities have grown. Your visions are being met and you still have a lot to do. Hearing about you is as good as seeing you. Your parents would be so proud of you.”

At the age of 18, Sage’s parents were visiting a friend’s house when a drunk driver crashed his car into the kitchen striking a gas line. Instantly, the home exploded killing everyone. Sage was at his home with friends talking about the graduation, when the tragedy happened. Though he was devastated for years, his parent’s life insurance policies helped to put him through business school and establish his businesses.

Sage says, “I try to make them proud of me every day. Thank you Momma Strong.” At that moment a strange thumping sound came from upstairs. Momma S yells, “Babe…Are you okay up there?” There was no answer.

“I’ll check on him.” Sage starts up the steps skipping them like he used to do in his childhood days saying, “Yo P! Where are you?” He looked into the bathroom. Perry was not there. He walked down the hall to Perry’s room where the door was slightly ajar. As he slowly pushed it open, he said, “Yo P? Are you okay?”

Perry was slumped over a chair, gasping for air. Sage rushed over and assisted Perry back to his bed.

In a hoarse voice, Perry said, “Damn you sure toned up.”

“Yeah, and you need to pick up some weight or you’ll wither away. I told you, all that traveling is not good for the body.” When Sage had last seen Perry, he weighed about 250 pounds. Now he looks like he is less than 150 pounds.

“Well, being in the condition that you are in, dinner with Deva and I--- out of the question.”

“I am a little under the weather. I’ve been feeling this way for a few days. It comes and goes man.”

“Is that why Momma is edgy? You are worrying her to death! You know that you have to take better care of yourself.”

“Are you sleeping somewhere in this house where your lines are rehearsed? You sound just like her.”

With a serious look, Sage says, “Listen bro! I haven’t seen you in over 4 years and when I last saw you, you had on a tailor made suit, and one of the finest women in the modeling industry under your arm. You looked like a movie star. Forgetting that I know you, I almost asked for your autograph.” Perry bursts out with laughter. Sage smiles for a brief moment, then he says,

“I’m not used to seeing you like this. You look as if you are on your deathbed! Now, what’s going on because Momma S never sounded this way today in all the years that I’ve known her?”

The room became silent for a few moments. Perry takes deep breaths and says, “I have cancer and its spreading fast and I don’t know how much time I have left on this earth.”

Sage stood at the window looking outside at the cars. He knew it was lung cancer since Perry had been smoking from his teenage years. He smoked everything from cigars to marijuana. Sage reminisced about the time he told Perry to leave smoking alone.

Child Sage says, “What are you doing?”

“Smoking a cigarette.”

“Those are for grown-ups.”

“It don’t say it on this pack so you can have one too!”

“I don’t want one---they stink!”

“You’ll get used to it.” Child Perry puffs again and says, “Everybody smokes, except you. You are the corny one.” He blows the smoke into Child Sage’s face.

“My momma said that if you jump off the roof, someone would follow you.” Says Child Sage.

“Stupid! It’s, ‘If someone jumped off the roof, would you follow them?’ And no I’m not! But if somebody is smoking one of these, I would smoke one too.”

“OOOOOO! Momma S is going to rip all of the switches off the trees and tear you up!”

Child Perry stopped walking and with a nauseated look on his face while rubbing his behind with both hands, the cigarette dangling from his mouth.

“You gonna tell on me?!”

“I ain’t no dime dropper. You gonna get your own self in trouble. How do you get the cigarette stink off you?”

“I eat a lot of gum and tell Momma I was at the Chinese store at the corner. It always smells like smoke in there.” Child Perry nods in agreement.

The childhood memory slowly disappears and Sage is thinking about Perry and his current condition. Though his face is stern, a tear unhurriedly rolls down the side of his face. Sage wipes the tear away and walks alongside Perry’s bed, sits in a chair and says, “Perry, you are my brother and I love you and I cannot begin to imagine the physical and mental pain that you are enduring. If there is anything you need, without a second thought, it’s done. This is a promise that will never be broken.”

“My life or death?” He began to drift off to sleep.

“No matter what. My word is my bond.”

“That’s good to know Sage. I always could rely on you. When I die, there is something I will want you to do for me.”

“Okay P, consider it done. But do we have to talk about this now?”

Perry Yells, “Yes! I could leave this earth at any moment…. Now, Momma is squared away financially and if Momma stays in town I know you will keep in touch with her and ensure that everything is okay. But if Momma leaves town, always see her when you are available to do so. And make sure you bring her those wild flowers from Mr. Leaves’ shop. Momma loves them.”

“Yeah, I remember you going by that place when we received our report cards to help ease up on the whippings when Momma S saw your grades. That’s when her nickname was,” Perry and Sage say together, “Mean Steam Momma!”

Sage continues, “You thought Momma S switches were battery operated because it made a humming sound, the leaves never fell off and it left a lot of welts on your legs.” “Momma still has that switch. It’s there for her grandchildren…. I guess you could call it one of the rites of passage. Anyway I guess that will never happen since my status is getting so bad that I don’t have a desire for anything like that anymore. But Sage you can give her a grand. The love in this house is thicker than blood.”

Sage gets up from the chair and begins pacing the floors, “Man, we are supposed to watch each other’s family grow. Our juniors are supposed to grow up together and have the same bond as we have. We are supposed to grow old, fish, play chess, checkers, cards, and have cookouts…it’s hard trying to digest any of these things that you are telling me man! I just thought that, though we are not immortal…we would never die.”

“Well we are mortals and we will one day die. Now let’s talk about some positive and more interesting things…. How is that fine woman of yours?”

“Deva is doing great and I was hoping that the two of you would meet tonight…But we can do that another day when you are feeling better of course.”

“Ummm.” Perry says in a low tone and then asks, “You love her?”

“More than Deva knows.”

“How do you satisfy her?” Sage was facing the window and turned his head around to look at Perry with an eyebrow raised. “Besides the obvious, Sage?”

“I actually listen to every word Deva says. When we talk about each other’s day, I am deep into what Deva is saying. If my day was not a stressed filled one, I’ll massage her to ease her tension. And when Deva needs it, I give her space. I believe we are soul mates. Next month will be our 3-year anniversary and I think it’s time to take it to the next level. The ring will be ready for pick up any day now.”

“Damn…You are no joke. Just make sure my invite does not fall under a dresser.”

“Invite! I was hoping you would be my best man?”

“Brother, I wouldn’t settle for anything less.” They hug. “Congratulations Bro.”

“My lady still has to say yes.”

“Sage, the only way Deva will leave you is if you don’t propose to her. It’s good that you take care of her needs because no man is perfect, but if he pinpoints a woman’s precise need to the height of surrender, to her he is flawless.” Sage said,

“Oh, so that’s your philosophy on women? Interesting.”

Perry falls asleep. Sage pulls the covers up for him, takes out his cell phone to tell Deva about tonight’s dinner date being canceled.
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A few days later, Sage is at one of his stores doing inventory. He can hear Scripts and Mya along with a few of his customers talking in the front of the store.

Scripts says, “OOOO Red you are man’s worse nightmare.”

“Why is that Scripts?”

Scripts, in a silly way, shimmies his body and says, “Because your eyes are as creamy as soft milky caramel. Your lips are so perfect, it’s as if God hand-painted them himself. I swear I hear harps when you walk.”

“It’s probably his gas he hears, the nasty buzzard.” One customer commented.

Holding Mya’s hand, Script says, “Red, the bottom line is that your beauty wreaks havoc on my mind, my mind wreaks havoc on my heart…”

An employee interrupts and says. “Those lines and the sight of you being here, wreaks havoc on my appetite! Scripts! Leave Mya alone!”

Everyone laughs. The phone rings and a voice heard over the intercom saying Mr. Mecan, line 2. Sage picks up an extension.

“Hello, Sage speaking.”

“Hi Sage this is Momma Strong.”

“Momma S., I was just thinking about you and Perry. I was wondering if we could all go to dinner and a play this weekend. That’s if P is up to it of course. How is he today?”

“Oh baby I am so sorry to tell you this…. The Lord called him home this morning.”

Sage’s heart began to weigh heavy as it sunk to the pit of his stomach. Chills raced up and down his body. His eyes filled with tears. While trying to keep his composure he says, “I will handle everything that needs to be taken care of.”

“When your day is over, come by and we can discuss it.”

“Yes ma’am, I’ll be there.”

“I love you Sage!”

“I love you too Momma Strong!” After he hung up the phone, he picked up his keys and told Mya the sad news, and asked the manager to handle the store and closing duties since he was leaving early. Mya, so upset from the news went into her office and slammed the door. Sage wanted to check up on her but instead, went to the car and drove home.

He was so saddened by the loss of his brother, that he did not notice Deva’s car in the driveway. When he opened the front door and saw Deva standing there with her arms extended, he put his arms around her repeating, “My brother is gone. My brother is gone.” They slid down the living room wall onto the floor holding each other and slowly rocking from side to side. They sat there for hours. Finally, Sage asked, “How did you know?”

“Mya called me while you were walking out of the store. I was not far from home and came as soon as possible. I’m so glad I beat you here because one thing I do not want is for you to be alone.”

Responding softly, “As long as I have you, Deva I never will be.”


D.S. THE MEMORIES
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Sage helped Momma S with the funeral arrangements from beginning to end. Sage thought to himself, I wonder if this has to be one of the easiest funeral preparations ever. Perry took care of his own funeral, burial plot and tombstone. He even had the suit picked out for it.

Sage planned the date of the funeral and a place for the repast. Everyone was there from the neighborhood to pay his or her respects.

During the repast, Sage noticed Red wiping her eyes and asked, “Are your allergies starting again?”

“No silly!” Said Mya as they hugged. “Sage, if you need anything, let me know, okay?”

“Perry pretty much squared it away, but if you don’t mind, check in on Momma S from time to time.”

Momma Strong approached. “You kids will not have to worry about little old me, I’m about to spread my wings and do some traveling. Mya, I’m sure you can provide some assistance in that area.”

“I most certainly can ma’am. I’m at your beck and call.”

“Thank you dear I need,” Momma Strong sighs, “a change of scenery. Or should I say a change in life…. Take a cruise or something. I just have to get away from here. Some memories are best left behind instead of recurring. Sage, I need for you to stop by the house any time after 6 okay?”

“I’ll be there ma’am.” Momma Strong hugs and kisses Sage and Mya and walks to nearby friends and relatives.

Scripts walks up with two full plates of food. “Hey yall! This grub is better than the last supper…So I heard. I have to put a few plates in my cart.”

Sage asks, “Won’t the food spoil?”

“Nope! I have an ice chest under those clothes.”

Mya giggles and asks, “What else do you have in that cart?”

Scripts smiles, “I have a radio that plays soft music.” He winks at Mya. “A portable, battery-operated, color TV that’s cable ready for your entertainment.”

“Whose cable are you stealing from outside their homes?”

“Or businesses?” Sage adds while folding his arms.

A few moments passed. Finally Scripts says, “Today is a sad as well as a joyful day. I sure will miss Perry. He looked so peaceful and smooth in that suit.”

“We’ll talk more about this later. Scripts. But for now, make sure you get enough food. We really do not want any leftovers.”

“I should have brought a few of my friends.

“I thought those plates were for your friends?”

“Shiiiiit I wish I would! I don’t and wouldn’t feed anybody. Well except you Red, of course. But anybody else, I bring them to the buffet and that’s that.” Scripts peeks at his wrist. “Oh look at the time. Got to go!”

“Hi Scripts!”

“Why hello Ms. Deva. You look remarkable, I have to catch up with you later. Bye all!”

“Bye Scripts.” They responded as he hurried out the door.

“Hi Red!”

“Hello Deva!” Deva hugs and kisses Sage and whispers, “Are you okay baby? You haven’t been eating properly lately and I’m starting to have some concern about that.”

“I’ll be fine Deva.”

“Oh I know you will. This plate here is just for you. So start eating…or do I have to call Momma Strong over here?” Sage takes the plate and begins eating. “So Red, where did you get that purse from girl?”

“Girl you know you helped me pick it out.”

“I know Red, I just see the sadness all over your face and I’m trying to keep the spirits up.”

“Deva, every time I was in a bind, I swear Perry was there like my guardian angel. He was always there through my learning stages and for my venting moments. A very large piece of my being is gone.”

“I understand exactly what you are saying and feeling Red. He has definitely affected lives indirectly as well.” But we all have God to call for guidance and each other to remind us of that! Can I get an AMEN!”

“AMEN!”

Mya says, “I’m sorry but you all have to excuse me.” Mya abruptly walks away.

“Mya is taking this extremely hard Sage. Do you think Mya will be okay?”

“I don’t know. Perry did treat her like a baby sister.”

“Sage, I’m going to go and have a talk with her, I’m also taking my uncle to the airport this evening since my mother does not like to drive at night. So I may be home late. Maybe Mya will take the ride with me, because I really don’t think being alone right now is a good thing.”

“Just drive carefully whether you are able to convince her to go with you or not. If you become tired on the way home, stop at your mother’s and rest. Just call the house if that’s the case.”

“I will…I love you.” Deva kisses Sage.

“I love you too. I’ll see you later.”

Deva quickly walks off in the direction Mya has gone. Sage finishes his plate of food, takes a look at his watch and realized that it’s after 6 pm. He says good night and thanks everyone for their gathering of strength as they leave the rented hall. Sage stayed until everyone was gone and the hall was cleared of everything.
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Sage arrived at Momma Strong’s home close to 9:00 pm. The lights were still on and there were a few cars parked outside the home, so Sage did not feel too bad for coming to her home this late in the evening. As Sage was about to knock on the door, it slowly opened with voices behind it.

“Hello?”, says Sage.

“OOOh! You scared me!”

“I’m sorry madam. I certainly did not mean to startle you.”

The lady responds, “That’s all right.” Just then, Momma Strong walks down the hallway, “Sage darling come on in here. Daisy, you remember Sage?”

“Remember who?”

“I said Sage! When they were growing up, you never saw Perry without Sage. He owns the tailor shop in the center of town.”

Daisy put on her glasses, looks at Sage from head to toe while walking around him, glances at his eyes and says in a very low tone, “You are that Mecan child aren’t cha?”

“Yes ma’am…I am.”

“It was so sad and tragic to hear about your parents. You could see how happy they were to just be in each other’s company, and having you made them happier. I remember times I would see them sitting out on their lawn with a blanket and lunch basket as if they were in a park, just enjoying life as they watched you taking your wobbling footsteps in the grass. At times you would fall and your father would stop your mother from running to your aid because he wanted you to get up on your own. Looking at you today, you surely have done that. God watched over you with six angels. You are certainly handsome.” As Daisy begins twirling the beads on her neck and says, “I have a daughter who’s single and has a nice job and even though my daughter lives with me, you would never know that I was always there.”

While smiling Sage responds, “I am highly flattered Ms. Daisy, but the truth of the matter is that there is a woman in my life and I am very happy. Here name is Deva.”

“Who? Diva?”

“No, it is pronounced Day-va, but spelled D-e-v-a.”

Daisy frowns while grunting under her breath, “Well, to be so happy, I don’t see a ring on your finger.”

Sage kisses her on the cheek while thanking her for the conversation and for her to enjoy the remainder of her evening. Daisy stood there in a trance as Sage walked into the living room where the other guests that were paying their respects were gathered. Daisy yells to her companion, “Jay come on and stop dilly dallying! We have to go!”

Momma Strong told Sage, I will be back as soon as I see all the guests out. He responds, “Take your time Momma S. I don’t have any plans.” As the room is clearing of all the visitors, he is quickly reminded of his childhood moments as he stares at the pictures of Perry when he was little.
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Sage says, “Remember that Indian man’s house that burnt down the other day.”

Perry responds, “Yeah.”

“They threw a lot of his stuff out. Let’s go see what they threw out.” The kids ran to the house with all the trash outside and began looking in it.

Sage says, “Here are some nasty books.”

Perry says, “Let me see! Let me see! There’s a whole bunch here! Take some.”

“I am and we can take them to the secret clubhouse.”

Their location was at a corner house that was surrounded by trees and short bushes that were tall enough for anyone to hide there. The house was owned by a very old, pale looking man who walked very slowly to and from the neighborhood store. No one bothered him and he did not bother the kids who would have meetings in his hidden yard area.

The kids sat and looked through the magazines for hours, laughing and giggling at the women’s nude poses while making comments as to which ones were their girlfriends. Perry picked up a magazine and photos fell out, and when he picked them up he was speechless. Sage was smiling from ear to ear while flipping the pages in his magazine when he took a glance at Perry to see what he was doing. When Sage noticed that Perry was holding photos while his mouth agape, he jumped up immediately to see what had his attention. Once Sage saw the photos, his eyes became as wide as golf balls. It was the Indian man in the photo naked with a naked woman having oral sex. The other photos contained the Indian man with two or three woman.

Perry says, “Wow! Look at these girls! You think they are in these books?”

“They look better than the girls in the books!!” Sage says, pointing at the breasts in the photo, “Look at those! They look like giant footballs!” They laugh.

“I didn’t know the Indian man had all those girlfriends. I never see him outside.”

Perry says, “I saw him one time and got my mouth washed out with soap.”

Sage starts laughing while asking, “What did you do?”

“I don’t know! One day Mean Steam was outside with me when the Indian man drove by the house and Mean Steam said, ‘There’s Mr. Gigolo.’ So a few days later, we were in the supermarket and the Indian man walked by and dropped his wallet. I said, ‘Mr. Gigolo, you dropped your wallet!’ I know that I said it loud enough for him to hear me because everybody stopped and looked at me. Then I said, ‘it’s right there Mr. Gigolo.’ He looked at me like he wanted to beat me up. When he picked up his wallet, he said, ‘That is not my name.’ I turned around at Mean Steam and said, ‘I thought you said his name was Mr. Gigolo?’ Mean Steam said, ‘Boy I never said such a thing.’ I said, ‘Unhunh, when we were outside in the yard and he drove by and you said…’ That’s when Mean Steam smacked me in my mouth and took me home and washed my mouth out with soap.”

Sage was laughing so hard he fell down and began rolling around on the grass and hugging his stomach. Perry says, “I still don’t know why Mean Steam did that.”

“My mom tells my dad to make sure that he puts his wedding ring on when he gets out of the shower so the women out here don’t make passes at him because his gigolo days are over…. So I think a gigolo has a lot of women.” They stood there and thought for a moment while looking at the pictures of the Indian man with the women, looked at each other and said, “He is a gigolo!”

“So Mean Steam was calling him a name and not his name?”

“Yup!” Answers Sage. They laugh.

“We need to hide our magazines for later.” Just as they picked up the books, a smaller book fell out onto the grass. “What’s that?” Perry asked.

“It don’t look like a nasty book. Sage picked it up and read the word “Sutra”.

Perry said, “I like the color of that book. It even looks like we shouldn’t have it. I’ll put it in my pocket and when I finish it, I’ll give it to you.”

“Perry, don’t lose that book because I want to read it.”

Sage’s child past memories are interrupted by Momma Strong, “These pictures make you revisit the past doesn’t it?”

“Yes ma’am it does. Back then it was so…free. Not a care in the world. I thank God for a childhood that made me happy.”

“And I thank God for blessing me with the health long enough to see what fine men both of you have grown up to be. I’m so proud of you.” Momma Strong hands Sage a silver box with a lock attached.

“This is for you Sage. Perry said to give it to you when he passed. It’s locked but he said that you have the key.”

Sage smiled with his eyes filled with tears and asked, “When did he give you this?”

“He gave me this box the day before he died.” Sage thought to himself, Perry knew when he was going to die.

“Momma S, Perry and I would send each other all kinds of stuff by way of this box. I thought this box was lost. It’s been a lot of years since I’ve last seen it…. Thank you Momma S.”

“Oh dear you are very welcome.”

“I know it’s getting late but do you need me for anything to do for you ma’am?”

“No Sage, I’m just so tired and I wanted to give you this tonight since I’m going out of town for a while.”

“Well Momma, if you need me, I’m here for you.”

“I know Sage, and I will be just fine. Now go on, I’ll send you postcards.” They hug.

“I love you.”

“I love you too Sage, and kiss Deva for me.”

“I will….Oh, I might as well tell you or better yet, show you.” Sage pulls a ring box out of his pocket and shows Momma Strong the engagement ring that he bought for Deva.

“I’m going to ask her this weekend.”

“Congratulations Sage!” Momma Strong laughs while hugging him. “I knew you were going to ask her. It was just a matter of time. Deva is going to faint when seeing this beautiful ring.”

“As long as Deva says yes before the fainting occurs.” He replied.

“Oh you don’t have to worry about that. Deva would leave you only if you didn’t propose to her.

The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree, Sage thought to himself as he remembers Perry’s close to exact words. Sage looked into Momma Strong’s eyes with a peaceful smile and says softly, “Good night.” “Good night Sage.”


D.S. THE TRUST
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Sage drove home, walked into the living room, placed his keys and the box on the table and checked the messages for the day. Deva had left a message. “Sage, I’m on my way to my mother’s house. I’m not that tired but my mother, Red and I are talking up a storm so if you want or need me, that’s where I’ll be. Love Ya!”

Sage was physically drained. He took off his clothes, and drew water for a bath. Once he was inside the tub, he thought about the funeral. Seeing his brother lying there in that casket, he thought, No more will I hear his voice, or see him smiling or laughing at my jokes. No wedding. No children…Nothing. Sage thinks about the gravediggers filling the plot with the casket inside. With that in mind, he could not stop the tears from falling. Chills pulsed through his body so uncontrollably that he turned the hot water on, and submerged his body up to his nose…. But still the chills would not stop. Sage turned off the water and jumped out of the tub. He dried himself off and threw on an old pair of sweatpants. He snatched a blanket off of the bed, went into the living room, lit the logs in the fireplace and sat on the couch. Television was completely out of the question, and so he wrapped himself in the blanket and laid down facing the fireplace. Watching the flames, he occasionally glanced at the box that Momma S gave him. The warmth of the fireplace lifted some chills from his mournful soul. After an hour of glancing back and forth between the box and fireplace, Sage got up and grabbed the box, wondering, What would make Perry think that I have the key after all these years? Sage walked down the steps into the basement, picked up the chisel and hammer and said, “Ahh! Here’s my key.” Sage sat the box down onto the workbench and with one forceful swing broke the lock. He walked back to the living room with the box.

Sage started to become overly anxious as to what was in the box as he began to open it. Inside was a DVD, a phonebook, a cigar lighter and a key. Sage picked up the DVD and placed it into the DVD player and turned on the TV. Within seconds, Perry’s face popped up on the television screen and that startled Sage so badly that he yelled, “Oh Shit!” Perry was wearing the suit he was buried in. Sage shook his head in disbelief to what he was watching and sat on the sofa.

Perry says, “I know seeing me after just burying me is taking its toll. There is a cigar there. I want you to pick it up and light it with the lighter that’s there. I know you don’t smoke, but trust me it will calm you down. That cigar was made especially for you, by a very good Indian friend of mine at one of the reservations. He is aware of my condition as well as my intentions. Take small puffs now…You’re a rookie.” Sage picked up the cigar, lit it and began taking puffs. After a few moments, Sage felt good and calm.

Perry continues to talk; “Sage, I know I am about to die any moment now since I am seeing what appears to be ghosts or demons and so I want to share my lasts moments with you, my brother’s keeper. The key is to a safe deposit box at the downtown bank with your name and information to access it. There’s money there for you. Consider it a wedding gift for you and Deva. So what if your business is doing well! You could never have enough, so enjoy it. My life insurance policies and stocks that have been sold have set Momma for her remaining years.

I know you are in front of your fireplace but if it’s not lit, light it up.”

Sage glanced over at the fireplace and could hardly hold his head up. Sage felt so high and had a smile plastered on his face. “Sage, I want you to take my phone book and toss it into the fireplace to put a cap on my life. There are so many memories in that book. It was entirely too hard for me to destroy it, so bro, please finish what I couldn’t.”

Sage said, “No problem P!” He was so high that he could not get up to stand near the fireplace to toss the book. The flames appeared to be teasing him, moving side to side. He hurled the book into the fire, lazily threw an arm up and said, “It’s good!”

Perry says, “You may have to relight your cigar from time to time.” Sage had no problem doing that and after taking so many puffs he dropped the cigar onto the hardwood floor and he fell into a deep nod. He felt paralyzed and confused but could still hear and see Perry as he nodded.

The DVD continued to play. “Sage, you have always been smooth when it came to the ladies. You are so confident in everything that you do. I have always looked up to you, and I used to be jealous of you and never knew why. So I started talking to women pretending that your personality…was my personality. And it worked. Your character helped you to find your soul mate and my use of your character helped me to get all the women that I wanted.” Perry laughed and said, “It became apparent that my tongue was the stimulant to their lust…But what I’ve also learned is that when you knowingly abuse a talent, the consequences can cost you everything…including your life.

Sage, not only do I have cancer, I have AIDS, and it’s full blown. No one really knows the extent of my condition. I can count on three fingers who knows, not including the bitch that gave it to me. The fact that I contracted this virus while in Canada is what has bothered me the most. Canada! The woman is married! If I had known the chick was married at the time I met her, I would not have pursued her. The woman lied and poisoned my life.” Perry lit a cigar and yelled, “I despise her and all women like her who thinks that they can pick and choose when to play the role of the faithful wife by day and the single, sinful, bachelorette by night. Someone should make them all pay!”

He takes a puff of the cigar and says, “So the ones that chose this lifestyle and crossed my path, I made sure that they did. That book you burned contained all of the wives I successfully attempted to infect with H.I.V. I guess that is why I see all these demons around me just waiting for me to leave this world for the next. I know you would be disappointed in me and that is why I had you destroy the book before I told you everything. There’s nothing more that can be done about it!

Listen bro. Don’t let my sinister acts and incomprehensible transgressions cloud your heart and mind. You did not know because I never gave you a reason to mistrust me and our words were always bond. I broke that which was sacred to both of us, and for that I am sorry.” Tears began to roll down Perry’s face.

“Once I contracted this virus, I gave up the right path of conscientiousness and vengefully strolled on the road of vindictiveness. I tore the condoms all the time before I put it in them. And that sutra book that we found from the Indian man’s stash is dangerous! You and I used that book to develop our sexual skills for the women. You used it for good and I used it for bad. But, all in all, it should have been destroyed before we laid our eyes and hands on it.”

While laughing he says, “Sage, I once had six wives in one night just by prolonging and actually rationing my ejaculations. Man, if there were two of me we’d rule the world by morning!” Perry stopped laughing and puts out the lit cigar. “I’m not proud of what I’ve done. I’m not proud of what I’ve become. I…just…stop…caring. Please find it in your heart to forgive me.”

The DVD ended but Sage was sound asleep for the remainder of that night.

When he opened his eyes the following morning, they were pained by the sunlight that was coming through the windows. The combination of sunlight with the special cigar he smoked triggered a headache. He didn’t know how Perry smoked for the majority of his life.

He staggered into the kitchen for a hot pot of herbal tea. After pouring a cup, he walked back to the sofa, sat down, and looked at the fireplace. He noticed that the wood that was once there is just a pile of ashes.

He picked up the remote control to the DVD player and pressed play. Perry’s face popped onto the screen and startled Sage again. Sage pressed the fast forward button until he reached the spot on the DVD that he last remembered.

As Sage listened to Perry, his feelings of contentment morphed to displeasure and overwhelming disappointment. He rewound the DVD over and over again hoping that maybe, just maybe, what he was hearing from Perry was somehow a misinterpretation. But it wasn’t. He recalled throwing the phonebook into the fireplace, which now appeared to be mixed in with the ashes of the burnt out logs.

Sage asked himself, “Why has my brother deceived me? Abused our trust for one another? How could he do this to me?”

Sage grabbed the DVD and the box along with the cigar, key, and lighter. He began to rush towards the front door just as Deva, her mother, and Red were walking through it.

Deva said, “Hi baby!” And approached him to give him an embrace and a kiss. Noticing the appalled look on his face, Deva asked, “Sage? What’s wrong?”

“I have to go and I’ll talk to you later about it.”

“Honey you can talk to….”

Sage yelled, “I SAID I’LL TALK TO YOU LATER!” The women jumped at the sound of his raised voice. Sage gathered himself and leaned towards her, his arm rising slowly, extended to her to apologize for yelling and disrespecting her and the other women. However, his anger with Perry overwhelmed his intentions and instead he walked out of the house, got into his car, and drove off.

Mrs. Stacker says, “Pumpkin, don’t let what just happened upset you.”

“Momma, I’m not concerned about what he said or how he said it, I just want to know what made him act that way in the first place. That was the first time he’s ever raised his voice to me, or anyone for that matter, since we’ve met.”

“Well I suppose you all have something to discuss when he returns but be careful because one thing can lead to another. From yelling, to arguing, to hitting, to….”

“That’s enough, mom. Sage and I have been through a lot of storms and weathered them all! I love him because he has the mind of a scientist, the spirit of a visionary, and treats me well. Momma, the fact is that he can raise his voice from time to time, even at me. This is his home, I am his woman, and he is my man. The bottom line is that nothing on this earth can destroy what Sage and I have. God has blessed us.”

Mya asks, “Do you think Sage will propose?” Deva sighed and placed a log into the fireplace and lit it, “Yeah, I suppose he will. But if he doesn’t, I’ll leave him.” Mya and Mrs. Stacker said, “Ummmm, right.” Everyone laughs. Mrs. Stacker looked around in the living room and asked, “Pumpkin? Why do you have a cactus next to the fireplace?”

“Well, I asked Sage about getting a plant or fern for our place and he brings home a cactus. He said this was low maintenance and did not require a lot of my attention. I meant to get rid of it a year ago, but over time it just grew on me.”

“Well it needs to be moved just in case it catches fire.”

“It’s fine Momma. I’m getting some tea. Would anyone care to join me?”

Mya answers, “I’ll have a cup so I’m right behind you and then I’m going home.”

“Momma? Is there something I can get you as well?”

“Yes, I’ll be there. I’m just sliding, ugh, this cactus over just a little.” Mrs. Stacker struggled but managed to slide the plant away from the fireplace and noticed mail and other objects behind the plant. Mrs. Stacker gathered everything and walked into the kitchen. “There were a few things on the floor behind that cactus. You and Sage should be careful where you place things.”

“Thanks Mom, just set in on top of the counter and I’ll get it later.”

Mya says, “Dee Dee I want to thank you for being here for me girl. Perry’s passing is just so shocking. I knew he was sick, it’s just that now my protector and life guide is gone.”

“You have a man. Can’t you talk to him? He should be your key right?”

“My relationship is not that serious. There are levels of trust one has to reach in order for a title of that significance to be placed on his chest. I am focused on what I want in a man and I’m not accepting shortcut men! Clearly based on the puzzled looks on your faces you two may not understand what I mean, so allow me to clarify on this topic.”

Deva and Mrs. Stacker say, “Please do!”

Mya sips her tea and says, “If he has a car and a job but lives with mom, that’s a shortcut man! I would like to visit his house from time to time and relax in an environment different from my own. It turns me on and I can physically express how he makes me feel by having his own. If you know what I mean.” Mya stands up from the table and says, “I have entirely too much respect for myself to do that knowingly under another woman’s roof! Here’s another one. If I’m planning a vacation to travel, and I tell him about it several months in advance, of course it’s because I want it to be a couple’s vacation. He say’s okay, he would like that and how much fun it’s going to be and yada, yada, yada. I don’t expect him to pay for the entire trip, and don’t get me wrong ladies if he did, he will receive some bonus points! But he will pay at least half! I will inform him once when the money is due and the amount. If he is into me, he will not forget. If his amnesia kicks in, I will send him a postcard and tell him to burn my number because it’s highly guaranteed that I will be spending my pleasurable moments of my vacation with another, because that sorry man is a shortcut man. Attempting to lavish me and another woman at the same time, oh I will pop those pockets before I release that shortcut man. Momma drama, shortcut man! If his true definition of having employment is seeking employment, he my dear, is a shortcut man. Call me when your ass gets a job! A man that doesn’t work doesn’t eat. I don’t care how low the ding-a-ling swing, if I want a dependent, I’ll adopt or purchase a pet!”

Deva and Mrs. Stacker laugh hysterically. Mya joined in on the laughter and said, “Seriously, my attitude and handling of men came from the guidance of my brother Perry. I am so much stronger because of him. I am truly blessed to have had Perry and to have Sage in my life.” Deep in thought, Mya was concerned as to why Sage was so upset and was hoping that all would be well for him.


D.S. THE ESSENCE
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Sage drove to the gravesite where Perry was laid to rest. He walked up to the grave and began to speak as if Perry could hear every word. “You used me in your sick twisted plot! You’ve committed attempted murder with God only knows how many women. You’ve made me an accessory to your crime! Why couldn’t you talk to me? This is beginning to take a toll on me mentally. I…I can’t deal with this. You actually took my trust and manipulated it! You couldn’t go any lower than what you have done…. Or did you, and I’m completely oblivious to it? I swear to you, if I ever get the opportunity to right your unforgivable wrong, once this is over, I will never refer to you as my brother…ever again. It is clear that you denounced our relationship long ago. For whatever the reason, it doesn’t matter now.”

Sage took the cigar from the box, placed it in the palm of his hands and rubbed it between his hands until the cigar was completely gone. Sage then removed the lighter and drew back his arm as if to hurl it with all the might his anger would permit, but at the very last second, a desire to keep it overshadowed his anger. Instead, he calmly placed the lighter into his pocket, went back to his car and drove to the local police station.

When Sage arrived, he approached the service counter where a thinly built police officer stood eating a donut and reading a newspaper and said, “Excuse me officer, I would like to speak to someone about a crime committed.”

The officer asked, “Was it homicide?”

“Not yet officer…. Well I really don’t know.”

“One minute sir. Have a seat and someone will be right out with you.”

A few moments later, an officer walked out and asked Sage, “May I help you?”

Sage looked up and noticed the officer, a woman, about 5 feet 7 inches with a medium build, and an Hispanic accent.

Sage responded, “To make a long story short, my best friend basically had AIDS and used the virus as a weapon to infect cheating married women.”

“Wow! Um, my name is Officer Mendez.”

“I’m Sage Mecan.”

“Well Mr. Mecan, could you please follow me to my desk?” They walked to her desk and the officer rearranged some paperwork on it and asked Sage to take a seat. “I thought I heard a lot of strange cases, but this ranks among the top. Mr. Mecan, How do you know that this happened?”

“He’s dead now officer, but he left me a DVD.” He hands it to her. The officer placed the DVD into her computer and played it in its entirety.

“You burned the book didn’t you?”

“Yes I did.”

“Sir, he could be lying.”

“He could be officer, but I seriously doubt it.”

“Well Mr. Mecan the truth of the matter is that even if you had the book, nothing could be done. They could very well have been clients in his book or they could have been mere fantasies. Can you imagine the homes that would be destroyed if this were nothing but a simple hoax? There are too many questions but no answers. I’m sorry.”

Sage rose from his seat and noticed the picture frames on Officer Mendez’s desk. “You have beautiful children.”

“Thank you. I’ll be sure to tell my sister since these are her children. Maybe one day I’ll have kids as beautiful as them.”

Sage says sarcastically, “And has more of an open mind. Have a safe day officer.”

Sage left the police station unsatisfied and went home. He walked through the door, took off his shoes and went upstairs. Just then, Deva walked out of the bedroom.

“Deva, baby, I’m so sorry for raising my voice at you. It was uncalled for.”

“Well is everything ok now?”

“No, it isn’t and I’m so sick of this that I don’t know where to begin.”

Deva pushed the bathroom door open and said, “Then let me ease your tension.” Sage looked in the bathroom and exhaled in a low tone, “Ooh yeahhh.”

There were candles lit all over the bathroom and along the bathtub. The room was redolent with the aroma of fresh strawberries and vanilla. The bathtub was filled with warm bubble bath water and sea salt. Deva was wearing nothing but an open beige silk robe, undressed Sage from head to toe, and led him by the hand into the bathroom. Once he was inside the tub, Deva began to massage and wash every inch of his body, blew out the candles while moving from one part of his body to another until all of the candles were out. Sage was completely relaxed with a smile on his face while being led out of the tub as Deva dried him off. Deva took him by the hand once more and led him into the bedroom.

A candle on the dresser dimly lighted the room. Sage leaned back onto the bed as Deva started to lotion his body. Her gentle fingers along with the deep rubbing strokes made Sage feel as though he was falling deeper into a paralyzed state of ecstasy. Sage reached over and placed his arm under her waist and said in a relaxed tone, “Thank you baby.” He rolled her over onto her back and tenderly kissed her on the lips. Deva started to giggle, as he began to hum as his lips roamed all over her body. He securely cupped her buttocks into the palms of his hands and placed his lips on her most sensual spot. He hummed as his tongue rocked the man in the boat. She played with his ears as she rocked her pelvis. Deva licked her lips as they stared into each other’s eyes. As her arousal peaked, Deva grabbed the sheets in her clinched fists and reached for the ceiling, all in one continuous motion. Arching her back and crying, “Oh baby, oh baby yes!”

Deva slapped the bed and screamed in ecstasy. Slowly, he placed his tool inside her and began long, flexing deep strokes of pleasure as he talked, moaned and groaned passionately in her ear. Deva whined and cried as her legs trembled with unrestrained orgasm after orgasm. Her wetness and throbbing drove him crazy. As long as Deva stayed wet, he stayed hard. He sighed, “We are a perfect fit.” After hours of lovemaking, they both fell off to sleep.
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It was after 6 p.m. when Sage awakened in need to use the bathroom. After fumbling around the house for a few minutes, Deva woke. By this time Sage limped into the bedroom and fell on the bed.

Sage asked, “Are you going to the kitchen?”

“Yes honey, do you need anything?”

“I sure do. I need for you to grab that special ice that I have in the freezer. My knee is asking for special attention and I don’t want to deny it.”

“If your knees are going out on you that is an early sign of old age,” Deva laughs quietly to herself.

“Ha ha ha I heard that.”

“Okay, I’ll be right back.” Deva went down into the kitchen, opened the freezer and noticed a little black box with a card on top that read, “ICE”. Her hands started to tremble and her heart pounded faster. Deva grabbed the box and opened it to the oval diamond ring inside. Deva closed the freezer in shock. Sage was behind the door and down on one knee. Deva gave out a little yelp when she saw him down there with his robe on. Sage reached for the box and Deva placed it in his hand.

“Deva, on this earth you are the primary purpose in my heart, in my soul, in my life. Without you, I am dead. Deva Adrianne Stacker, will you marry me?”

Deva cried out, “Of course I will!” Sage placed the ring on her finger. Deva screamed with so much excitement and fainted. Walking out of the kitchen with Deva in his arms, he noticed the mail and a book on the counter.

Sage said, “Nah, it couldn’t be.” Once he carried her into the bedroom and gently laid her onto the bed, he went into the bathroom and brought back a dampened towel to place on her forehead. He ran downstairs and poured two glasses, one of water, the other of orange juice. As he placed them beside her bed, Deva awakened and said, “Sage, I love you.”

“Precious, I love you too, but we are going to have to work on the fainting spells,” he laughed.

“I know, but you have to take into consideration that I’m already worn out and your proposal just pushed me over the edge. The feeling that I’m experiencing right at this moment has me so scared that I, I…”

“You what, Deva?”

“I just want to stay in bed for a while.”

“If you like, I will stay here with you, bride to be.”

“No, I’ll be fine,” Deva whispered.

“I will be downstairs if you need me. Here is some water and juice if you are thirsty.” Sage pulled the covers over her, kissed her on the lips and left to go back to the kitchen. As he walked towards the counter, he began to feel fidgety and fretful with the need to satisfy his curiosity. Once he picked up the book and opened it, he saw all of the names, addresses and phone numbers of Perry’s ex-girlfriends. He felt like a ton was lifted off of his shoulders. “I can hardly believe this!” Sage said aloud as he walked into the living room. He thought, it doesn’t matter how it got there, I can care less. The bottom line is that I have it and I’m never letting it leave my sight! Now what to do next? I can’t take it back to the police station. The officer told me simply that there’s not enough to pursue even if I did have the book. The only way to right this wrong is to tell them directly. Face to face.

Sage noticed that the women were scattered all over the U.S. “Alaska!” Sage yelled and thought, I know this is going to be difficult. I can keep the stores in operation, but my traveling expenses may run pretty deep. Oh! That’s right! Perry said that he left me some money. Tomorrow I will go to the bank and check out the deposit box. If it’s enough, the wheels will turn. If not, I don’t know what I’ll do to reach them.
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Monday morning, Sage held an emergency conference call meeting from his home office with the store managers. “I will be out for a while and I’m uncertain as to how long. I’m going to leave the stores in your hands until I return. If you have any problems, call one another. I’m the last resort. Do you understand my number ones?” The managers responded with a simultaneous, “Yes.”

“Good. And when you pray, if you do pray…Keep me in them. I have to go. Goodbye.” Sage hangs up the phone. Deva walks into the room and asks, “Baby? Are you hungry?”

“I am but I have to get dressed and go to Banai Bank. I think Perry left some money for me and I need to know exactly how much.”

“Do you think it’s a lot?”

“I think it is since the safe deposit box is at Banai. You have to take into consideration that Banai Bank is for those with very large accounts.”

Deva asks with a puzzled look, “Well, we are not into any financial problems are we?”

“No baby, not at all.”

“Oh, okay. Well what are you going to do with it may I ask?” Deva puts her arms around Sage. “Sit down,” he said. Deva sat on his lap. He looks directly into her eyes and said, “Deva I have to leave town for a few days…Perry did something so unspeakable that it is hard for me to even talk about it right now.”

“Is it really that bad?”

“It’s a horrific and detestable act. It’s a temporary burden that I’ve chosen to bear until its end.”

“You can tell me anything.”

“I’m aware of that, but my conscience alone isn’t eased and as soon as this is all over, I will tell you everything.”

“You are scaring me.”

“Don’t be. It’s just that I’m always sharing everything with you and this is the first time that I am not. Right now, this is between me, Perry, and God. I need for you to trust me. Can you do that?”

“Yes. I do and always will.”

“Woman I love you so much that all I want is happiness flowing through your heart and sexy body, period.” They kiss. “I’ll grab some fruit on the way out.

He got dressed, grabbed some fruit from the kitchen and left for the bank.

Once he arrived and stepped inside of Banai Bank, he asked a bank representative about safe deposit boxes. The representative instructed him to go downstairs. Once downstairs, he sees an old man sitting at a desk.

“May I help you?”

“Yes sir you can. I have a safe deposit box that I wish to see.”

“Sure sir, your name?”

“My name is Sage Mecan and the account holder is Perry Strong. I think my name is listed as an alternate or beneficiary to the box.”

“Do you have identification Mr. Mecan?”

“I do.” Sage hands the old man his driver’s license. After a few moments of reviewing the information on the computer, he stands up and says, “Since you are here that means Mr. Strong is no longer with us, correct?”

Sage’s facial expression changed from respectful to stern after hearing Perry’s name. “That is correct.”

The old man hands Sage his I.D. and says, “Indeed it’s very sad to hear this. Please give my regards to Mrs. Strong.”

“I most certainly will.”

“Mr. Mecan, please follow me.” Walking through glass doors, the old man continues to talk. “Every so often a client of credence makes special requests of our bank, and we respectfully honor them to their fullest. This sir, is one of those moments. Do you have a key Mr. Mecan?”

“Yes I do.”

“Place it in here please.”

Sage placed the key into the lock and at the same time the old man placed a key into the other lock and turned it. The box opened.

“Mr. Mecan, the table is over there and when you are finished, you must exit through the side panel door, down the hallway and out of the blue door. Good day Mr. Mecan.”

“Good day to you as well sir.”

The old man opened the glass door and left. The door locked behind him. Sage pulled the heavy drawer out and carried it over to the table. He sat down and lifted the lid. There was a note that read, “Enjoy my brother! P.” Under the note was ninety stacks of one hundred dollar bills at five thousand dollars per stack.

“Perfect!” Sage says. He placed the money in a bag that was hidden beneath the money, put the note in his pocket, placed the drawer back into the vault and left the key. He walked out to his car and drove home.

When Sage arrived home, he took the money inside and called out to Deva at the top of his lungs. “I’m in the bedroom baby!” Sage walked upstairs and into the bedroom with the bag of money. Deva was on the telephone with a client. Sage placed the bag on the floor and grabbed an overnight bag and began packing clothes. Once Deva noticed his actions, she immediately ended the conversation with her client and asked Sage, “How did it work out?”

“I have enough to take care of everything. I need you to do something for me while I’m in and out of town.”

“Sure, what do you need?”

Sage stopped packing, picked up the bag of money and pulled a few stacks and tossed them into his bag. “I’m taking twenty grand and I need for you to contact the accountant, which handles the business account. If I deposited this money into any account, it will be reported or the account will be frozen by the bank.”

“Well how much is it?”

Sage looked at her and said, “Over four hundred thousand. Or maybe I need to open a safe deposit box.”

“Ok, now you are really scaring me.”

“Deva you’ve known me for being on the up and up, right?”

“Yes baby but…”

“But nothing Deva…My business is legitimate, my books are legit and we are a legitimate couple. This money from Perry is going to help set this straight. It just requires my time, along with this money, to do this and for you to be by my side in my decision while still remaining in the dark.” He grabbed her hand.

“Sage, you are asking a lot from me. I mean take a minute to look at it from my perspective. You proposed to me, then tell me you have to leave town, then you bring over four hundred thousand dollars into our home. All of this in less than twenty-four hours!”

“Look Deva, we’ve been together for over three years. You know my likes and dislikes, what makes me laugh and what makes me mad. My faults, my strengths, and my weaknesses and I know all about you. Now I’m not trying to have this one setback of another put a rip into what we’ve taken years to build. But I am caught in a dilemma. Will you do this for me?”

Deva nods her head in agreement.

“Good.” He looked down at her hands and said, “You look so beautiful with this ring on your finger Mrs. Mecan-to-be. I’m going to Boston and I should be back in a few days. This bag of money can sit in the closet for now. I’ll call you frequently to let you know that I’m doing fine and my location. Please don’t tell anyone what I’m doing.”

Deva yelled, “I don’t know what you are doing!”

“Good, that’s what you can tell anyone who does ask.” He laughed. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

They kissed. Sage grabbed his bag and left Deva looking at that bag of money.


D.S. THE MISSION
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Sage gets into his car and looks at the first name in the book. Mrs. Aleady Voss. Sage opens up his laptop and downloads the directions to her home. Sage notices a cell phone number, work number and work address for her. I won’t call her, at least not this moment, he thought. He arrived in Boston in nine hours, due to traffic, and checked into a hotel that was five minutes from the woman’s house.

The next morning, Sage drove to the corner street of Aleady’s house at 7:00 a.m., got out of the car and opened his hood and trunk. He removed a toolbox and his cell phone and programmed her number into his phone. He pretended that he was working on his car. An hour later a woman exited the home that Sage was watching. He immediately pressed the programmed number and looked at the woman as she walked to her car. When Aleady reached into her pocket and pulled her cell phone out to answer, Sage disconnected the call. He memorized her face and the vehicle Aleady was driving. He placed his tools in the trunk, and drove to her job, which was in a professional building. He stepped out of his car and walked to the entrance where he stood until he saw Aleady drive up to the parking lot. He watched Aleady gather her coffee and her things and got out of the car. As Aleady started towards the entrance he could feel his heartbeat increase. Sage took a deep breath and said, “Good morning Mrs. Voss.”

“Good morning Mr….”

“Mecan.”

“Do I know you?” Aleady asked with a puzzled look.

“No you do not but we have a mutual friend and I humbly request that we talk in private.”

Aleady looked Sage over from head to toe and with a flirtatious look said, “Sure, follow me.”

They walked down a hall, passed the security desk and stepped onto an elevator. On the elevator, Aleady says, “There is something about you. Though you say we’ve never met, I feel so strongly about you. I notice that your attire is tailor made. May I ask where you live?”

“Sure, I live in Philadelphia.”

“Hmmm, I have a special friend in Philly. Here’s my floor.” They exited the elevator and walked into her office. Aleady asked, “Would you like some coffee Mr. Mecan?”

“No thank you. I need to get to the reason as to why I’m here, so you may want to sit down.”

“No…I’ll stand.”

“Okay, my brother Perry Strong is dead.” Aleady gasps.

“He died from AIDS and out of the eight times you and Perry had sex, he may have attempted to infect you with H.I.V. I’m sorry.”

Aleady stood there speechless. Sage was about to leave the office when Aleady asked, “He told you about our relationship?”

“No he didn’t. Well not specifically.”

“Then how the hell do you know?”

“He indicated in his phone book along with the information to find you with.”

Aleady cut him off. “He doesn’t have a brother! Your last name is, uh, Mecan. His is Strong! Is this some kind of a prank? You’ve got some fucking nerve coming here and telling me that I may have AIDS! I have a family! A husband who loves me! You think I would jeopardize all of this for sex?”

“Mrs. Voss, Perry tore the condoms prior to….”

“I don’t want to hear anymore Mr. Mecan! Get out! Get the hell out!” Sage placed his business card on her desk and as he walked out towards the elevator, Aleady went over to her desk and picked up the card and read it and ran after him and asks, “You’re Sage?”

“Yes I am.”

“Perry told me a lot about you Sage. I’m sorry for yelling at you, it’s just that I haven’t been feeling well lately and now you are telling me this…I’m afraid.” The elevator doors opened and Sage stepped inside. He looked into her eyes and saw her fear and had a loss for words as the elevator door closed.

Sage left the building and scrambled for his car keys. Once he was inside, he floored the accelerator and left the business complex. On his way back to the hotel he pulled off onto the side of the road, and got out of the car. He walked to the passenger side, sat on the hood and looked towards the sky. “God, I don’t think I can do this! This is one task that is too heavy for me to carry on my shoulders! I need your guidance! I know I can’t do this without you! Please help me…Maybe this is not my battle to fight. Maybe I should have burned the phone book.” He grabbed the book from the car and removed the lighter from his coat. “Out of sight, out of mind.” Sage said as he flicked the lighter. Just as the flame caught, it began to rain and the fire went out. Sage looked up at the sky and noticed that the sun was shining bright and it was just one cloud passing by. That spooked Sage. He got back into his car and drove to the hotel. Once he was in the room he called Deva who immediately answered. “Hello my king!”

“Hello my queen. I just called because I wanted to hear your voice…Now that I’ve heard it, good bye.”

“Sage Mecan you better not disconnect this call!”

Chuckling, he says, “I’m just joking.”

“Sage, are you okay?”

“Yes, I’m doing just fine…How about you?”

“I’m fine. I was on my way to the office. I miss you.”

“Deva, I’ve only been gone less than 24 hours…. But I miss you too. We sound pathetic don’t we?”

“Umhmm.” She chuckles.

“Baby I’m not going to hold you up. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

Sage went to a deli, purchased a sandwich to eat and went back to the hotel room. He looked at the phone book to see where he was going to next. Maryland. Sage looked through the book and noticed that there were two other women in Boston. He realized that in order to do this effectively, without driving himself crazy, he would have to group these women by state, and cities within the state, and the best method of traveling without doubling back. Sage stretched back onto the bed and thought, God, I have been trying to downplay this dilemma, which is very serious. Please help me. He fell asleep.

Sage dreamt that he saw what appeared to be angels. They were flying about five to six inches above a hard surface that Sage was standing on. He could not see it because of the haze that covered the area. However, what caught Sage’s attention was the angels’ feet. Their soles were four inches thick and dark brown. Sage was about to take a step toward the angels when he suddenly heard the words, THOU CHOOSETH! THOU KNOWETH! Sage awakened and stared at the ceiling. He pondered over the dream that he had just experienced. He felt different but could not figure out what had changed. Sage sat up, grabbed the address book along with the laptop and began to reorganize the places that he had to travel to from North to South and then West. Once he completed his task, he noticed that it was close to midnight. He looked at his computer and thought, Poland Detz, who is the president of an art gallery. He downloaded the directions. The other woman’s name is Elaine Cons. An RN, that works at an animal hospital on the south side of Boston. Not far from the art gallery. Mrs. Detz, I’ll see first and then I’ll see Mrs. Cons.

Sage went into the bathroom and took a shower. Then he called Deva and talked with her for a few minutes before going back to bed. When he closed his eyes he immediately fell into a deep sleep. He dreamt of being in a room where a naked woman was laying across a love seat and said, “Come and give me my food baby, my body is hungry.” Her lips had stopped moving but words were still coming from her.

Sage realized he was hearing her thoughts. He then heard a familiar male voice saying, “Tonight is a night we will never forget.”

Sage turned around and said, “P!” Perry, also naked, was walking towards the woman. Holding his genitals, he said, “Dinner is ready and so is breakfast and lunch.”

Sage yelled, “Yo P! Why are you trying to do this to her?” He tried to push Perry but his hand went through Perry’s image. “You can’t hear me!”

He watched the woman perform oral sex on Perry while he was holding her head with one hand and a torn condom in the other. Sage tried to turn around to avoid watching, but he couldn’t move. Finally, Sage yelled, “I don’t want to see anymore!” and woke up with beads of sweat covering his face.

He stumbled out of the bed and into the bathroom. He grabbed a hand towel, ran cold water over it and began to wipe his face. Sage looked at his reflection in the mirror and noticed that his eyes looked different. He thought to himself, maybe they appear different because I woke up so suddenly. After drinking a glass of water, Sage got back into bed and fell asleep.

His next dream took him to a hallway. As he began to walk he heard voices and laughter. He came close to the end of the hall and approached a door where the voices were coming from. Sage attempted to turn the knob and push open the door, but instead walked right through it. Inside the room he saw a tiger in a cage that startled him when it roared while sleeping. And there he was, Perry, having sex with a woman, but not the same woman on the love seat. They were having sex in the doggie style position and her head was face down on the desk. Sage walked closer to get a better look at her and she was beautiful. She gripped the table and called out, “Give it to me daddy! Give it to me! Yes! Yes! Yes! Ahhhh!”

Perry yelled, “I’m about to come!”

“I want you to come in my mouth!” The woman pulled Perry’s tool out of her and placed it in her mouth where Perry released himself.

Sage thought, “I’m going to throw up.”

Perry says, “Baby you set a record. That’s three times tonight.”

The woman says, “Yeah but you came in me everywhere and denied me my protein until this moment. Good thing my tubes are tied.”

Sage throws up his hands and says, “Guess what lady? What are you going to do about your marriage and possibly your life when you find out you have been infected?” Perry walked into the bathroom as the woman put on her clothes and looked at her watch.

Sage could hear her thoughts; I hope my hubby is tired tonight because my kitty needs to go into a deep cat nap for a few nights.

Sage placed his hands on his face and said, “You are so clueless!” When he removed his hands from his face, he woke up in bed. He immediately sat up, looked around and remembered that he was in Boston. He thought, I know that these were no ordinary dreams. It was just too real. I felt as if I was getting an up close and personal experience of Perry’s life. I never dreamt about him before…Has God answered my call in my dream with the angels? I did choose those names and now I’m dreaming about them. Sage began to hyperventilate and paced back and forth across the room. He said to himself aloud. “All right I need…I need to calm down.” He sat down on the bed and rocked back and forth calmly. “I can’t…and will not lose it. If I begin to reflect too deeply, it may become more than what my scope can handle. I just want to tell these women what happened between them and Perry and be done with it…I’m not a prophet, a minister, or a savior. I’m just delivering a message…that’s it. I’m just a messenger. As long as I keep telling myself that, I can’t go wrong.”


D.S. THE OBJECTIVE
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It was 9:20 a.m. when Sage awoke the following morning. He got up and went to use the bathroom and when he looked into the mirror he noticed his irises were darker than usual. Sage thought, Even though my eyes don’t hurt and my vision is perfect, I still need to see an eye doctor. He showered, got dressed and went to the diner for breakfast.

After he paid for his breakfast, he called Deva. “Baby, you and I are going to have to talk.”

“What’s wrong Sage?”

“It’s nothing negative. Just that I threw this on you so fast about me having to leave, and I just want to let you know that I will make everything up to you.”

“I know that you will. Now, you handle your situation between you, Perry and God. When the smoke clears, I will be waiting. Love you.”

“I love you too Deva.”

Sage turned off his cell phone, sat in his car and ate his food. When he finished, he drove forty-five minutes following the directions he downloaded from his laptop. The directions led him to a beautiful building that was made of dark tinted glass. Along the path leading to the building were tiles made of marble, which changed colors when looked at from different angles. Sage could hear jazz music playing as he approached the sliding glass doors. He walked inside into an open area where exquisite art was displayed everywhere. The abstract paintings and stained glass murals almost caused Sage to forget his purpose for being there. A woman approached him from behind and asked, “How do you like the artwork?”

Sage turned and responded, “This art gallery is astonishing!” Sage’s eyes widened for a brief moment as he realized that it was Poland Detz, the woman from his first dream last night. Immediately, his expression became very serious. “Miss, I hope you can assist me. I’m looking for Mrs. Poland Detz.”

“Well you don’t have to look any further. You’ve just found her. And you are?”

“I’m Sage Mecan. There is something I need to tell you but I think it would be inappropriate to talk to you out here with your potential customers around.”

“Well, Mr. Mecan, can you tell me what this is in reference to?”

“Sure…Perry Strong.”

Expressionlessly, Poland eyed Sage from head to toe and said, “Follow me please.” They walked into an office and Sage quickly recognized that it was the room from his dream in which Perry and Poland were having sex.

“You can call me Poland since you are a friend of Perry’s.” Poland lit a cigarette, sat on her desk, crossed her legs and brushed down her skirt. “How is Perry? I haven’t heard from him in a while. It’s unlike him not to call.”

“Perry is dead Poland. During the fourteen times the two of you had sex, he may have successfully attempted to infect you with H.I.V.” Poland continued to smoke her cigarette and said, “He wore a condom.”

“Yes, Poland, he did. But he tore all of them before using them.”

“Mr. Mecan, are you here to extort money from me so that my husband doesn’t find out? Please tell me why you are here.” Poland smirked as she uncrossed her legs just enough for him to notice that Poland wasn’t wearing panties. He walked closer and sighed as he shook his head and said, “There isn’t anything you have that I want. I suggest that you and your husband get tested.” Sage glanced down at her wedding ring. Poland became nervous having Sage so close to her. And besides that, his eyes rattled her.

“Why should I believe you? I mean you come in here with your creepy ass looking eyes to tell me out of the fourteen times Perry and I had sex, he may have given me AIDS on purpose? Get the fuck out of my office! Out of my building! Off my fucking property!

To ensure her that it was not a hoax, he remembered one of her thoughts and said as he walked towards the door,

“It was heard, I could hardly wait to lick and ride the stick of my lolli-dick trick.”

“That shows how much you know Mr. Mecan, because I never said that to anyone!”

As he opened the door he turned and looked at Poland and said, “No, you never did say it to anyone on this earth, but those are your words. Good luck Poland.”

Sage left the building, got into his car and drove over an hour headed in the direction of the animal hospital. Once he arrived he thought to himself, I would like to know how Elaine Cons and Perry met when he doesn’t own any animals. But he could have met her anywhere. Sage got out of his car and noticed a kiosk that sold sunglasses. Since he was beginning to feel self-conscience about his eyes, he purchased three pairs. Looking in the mirror to see if they fit, he notices that his eyes were so dark that they looked like black pearls. He immediately put on the glasses and walked into the hospital. He stepped in front of the receptionist station and cleared his throat to get her attention.

“Excuse me.”

The receptionist responds, “Yes sir, may I help you?”

“I hope you can. I’m looking for Mrs. Elaine Cons.”

“And your name sir?”

“My name is Sage Mecan.” The receptionist picked up the phone and called Mrs. Cons. He could hear her voice on the phone. The receptionist asked, “Mr. Mecan is this personal or business?”

“You can tell Mrs. Cons that my reason for being here is personal.”

“Well, Mr. Mecan, Mrs. Cons told me to inform you that no personal business can be conducted at her place of employment.”

Sage immediately thought about the sexual encounter Elaine and Perry had in this office.

“I’m sorry sir.” The receptionist hung up the phone with Elaine.

Sage opened up Perry’s phone book and called Elaine on her cell phone. Elaine answers, “Hello?”

“Hello Mrs. Cons, this is Sage Mecan.”

Immediately confrontational, Elaine responded, “How did you get my number?”

“It was in Perry Strong’s phone book. I am a very close friend of his.”

“What do you want with me Sage Mecan?”

“I have a message for you and I was hoping to relay face to face and in private. Is that possible?”

“No it is not, so you can just tell me what it is you have to say and never call my number again.”

“That’s not a problem. Perry is dead and out of the thirteen times you’ve had sex with him, he attempted to infect you with H.I.V. This ends my message. Good-bye and good luck Mrs. Cons.” Sage hung up the phone and started walking toward the door when he heard rumbling sounds coming from the back rooms. A woman burst out into the area where Sage and the receptionist were. It was Elaine. Sage recognized her from his dream. Elaine glanced over at the receptionist who had picked up the phone and was maintaining eye contact with Elaine.

“Mr. Mecan, I’m Mrs. Cons and I want to know what makes you think that I slept with this man outside of my marriage?”

“Mrs. Cons, you had sex with Perry on that table.” He points at the receptionist table. “You had a marker in your hand and marked the table where the desk calendar is placed.”

The receptionist, who was eavesdropping on the conversation lifted the calendar and saw the marks. Her mouth dropped.

Sage continued, “There was a tiger in here that was asleep but the other animals yelled every time you yelled.”

Elaine yelled, “You liar! There was never a tiger in here.”

By this time more nurses walked into the area to see what was going on.

The receptionist said, “Yes there was. The tiger was back in the soft room because it made noises that startled the other animals. So we placed her in the sound proof room. But you were off the day we got her and it stayed overnight and was gone the next morning before you came to work. You would not have known the tiger was here. But you were here that night? No wonder my desk was rearranged.”

The receptionist turned to Sage and asked, “Sir, were you here before?”

Sage walked out of the office. Elaine followed him to his car and grabbed his arm and asked, “Were you there?”

“Only in my dream.”

“Mr. Mecan you are full of shit! You can’t even look at me and expect me to believe that?”

Sage snatched off his glasses and said, “I’m looking at you. Do my eyes tell you that I’m full of shit?” Sage’s eyes appeared dark and shiny as those of a shark.

Elaine placed both hands over her mouth and took a step backwards.

Sage continued, “I think there are many important questions that you need to ask yourself and only you can provide answers.” Sage put on his shades and got into his car. As he drove off, he could see Elaine in his rear view mirror stomping her feet, balling her fists, and yelling.
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Sage began to wonder again if it was worth telling them, for it seemed as though he was causing more damage delivering the message. He drove into a mall parking lot and parked his car, looked at his laptop and said to himself, New York is my next destination. Her name is Sonia R.M. Diaz who’s a professional makeup artist at a New York television studio. He veered back onto the highway and called Deva who answered the phone filled with excitement. “Sage! Baby, I sold two homes today. Both over $800,000!”

“Is that per house or total?”

“Per house and I’m ecstatic! Mya is with me, we’re in a restaurant having lunch.”

Mya yelled, “Hi Sage!”

“How is everything going? Are you okay?” Deva asked.

“I’m doing fine Deva, I’m so proud of you. Congratulations. You definitely have selling tactics down to an art. If anyone ever doubted your capabilities, they’d have crow for dinner.” They laugh. “Tell Red I said hello.”

“He said Hi Red. So baby, are you coming home soon?”

“I should be in tomorrow night. I’m headed for New York and I’m not really sure but I think the location is near Times Square. I’m going to get a room for tonight and handle this business tomorrow. I also have to see an optometrist about my eyes.”

“Baby what’s wrong with your eyes?”

“My vision is fine. I just need to get a check-up, that’s all.

“Are you sure that’s all Sage?”

“Yes, I’m fine. Now you go ahead and enjoy your lunch and celebrating your accomplishment. I’ll talk to you later.”

Deva whispered into the phone, “I miss you Sage and when you come home, I’m going to show you just how much. I love you.”

“I love you too Deva.” They hang up.

Mya Says, “It’s a good thing it’s not often you give secret messages.”

“Why is that Red?”

“Because, you can’t whisper if your life depended on it girl.” They laugh.

“Is everything alright with Sage?”

“Sage is fine.”

“Well Deva, the managers did become concerned when Sage suddenly placed them in the position of running the business without him.”

“Mya, do you think they are capable of, or should I say incapable of, sustaining the business while Sage is away?”

“Well it’s obvious that Sage has confidence in them or he wouldn’t have employed them in the positions that they have in the first place. The books are very easy to handle. Anyway, I guess what I would really like to know is why did he leave? Where is he?”

“You know how men are. They see an adventure worth pursuing and before you know it, they drop everything because it needs their undivided attention.”

Mya looks at Deva with an expression of disgust and asked, “You are not going to tell me, are you?”

Deva picked up her drink avoiding eye contact. Mya Says, “Aghh! It’s quite apparent that our sisterhood bond is not as sound as it appears to be! Fine…I’ll ask him when I see him.”

“Good luck.”

“And what is that supposed to mean? I’ve known Sage my entire natural born life. Clearly he is not secretive with me…I’ll ask and he’ll tell.”

“Red, why are you so concerned about this anyway?”

“Because it’s not like him. And I’m caring and curious about my brother’s well-being Deva. But you don’t have to tell me wench.”

Deva laughs and says, “Look heifer…His being is just fine and it’s for me, his fiancée, to take care of. Curious and caring ok, but right at this very moment, your narrow ass is nosey! Now, we are supposed to be celebrating today’s success. Not salivating over Sage’s mysterious missions. Can this be my moment?!”

Mya looked down at her menu and did not say another word. Deva looked out of the restaurant window and thought heavily about Sage.


D.S. THE SOUL
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Sage arrived in New York around 6:00 p.m. and checked into a hotel room not far from the television studio where Sonia worked. He went to a restaurant, ate, and returned to his room. He called Deva to let her know that he arrived safely, took a shower, and fell off to sleep.

He heard music playing and quickly jumped up. Sage thought to himself, I don’t recall turning on the radio. He got up from the bed and just when he reached to turn the radio off, he heard voices coming from the bathroom. He slowly turned towards the bathroom and saw a naked woman bent over the side of the tub with Perry standing behind her, his hands on her waist thrusting into her. “OOOH Papi, OOOH Papi. Not too hard Papi!”

“What’s wrong? Your husband too small? You’re not used to this?”

“Si Papi! But you have big, ummmm one!” Sage realized that this was another dream but this was taking place in the hotel that he was staying in, and perhaps the same room.

Sage noticed on the small of her back a tattoo of a tree with hearts, and names on it. Instantly, he found himself in a slightly dark room where in a far corner of the room a girl was sitting upright with her knees pulled into her chest. The girl appeared to be a teenager. Sage asked, “Excuse me, are you okay?” A door opened and Sage turns around to see who it is. In the doorway stood a fat man, about five feet tall, smoking a cigar, saying, “Your mother is not home again…You know what that means? Get over here and do what you suppose to do!”

Sage watches the girl rise from the corner and walk towards the fat man, simultaneously unfastening and pulling down her pants and underwear. Once in front of him, the girl turned around and bent over. The fat man took his cigar and pressed it on the small of her back. The girl screamed and fell to the floor.

The fat man grabbed her by the neck, says in a garbled voice while drooling, “Get up! I don’t want you doing that anymore! I don’t feel anything when I do it that way. On your knees bitch!” The fat man pulled down his zipper and grabbed the back of her head. The girl gave little resistance as he pulls her towards him. Sage walked over so that his lips were inches away from the fat man’s ear and said, “There will be a special seat for you in hell fat man.” Sage drew back his hand and swung so hard at him so that when he woke up from his dream the pillow was torn apart and feathers were everywhere in the room. After a few moments, he gathered his composure. He plopped back onto the bed and fell off to sleep.

The next morning, Sage arrived at the studio around 8:00 a.m. He walked up to the entrance door and rang the bell. He looked up and noticed a camera with speakers pointed down at him.

A voice responded, “May I help you?”

“Yes, maybe you can. I would like to know if Mrs. Sonia Diaz has reported to work. I have a message for her.”

A few moments later a woman approached the door with two small children and asks, “Excuse me, but were you asking for me?”

“Are you Mrs. Sonia Diaz?”

“Yes I am.”

“Then yes, I did ask for you.

“Okay, because I thought you were my husband when security rang me. He should be here now.

A car pulled up from the congested traffic, and a gentleman got out of the car. “Excuse me, I’ll be right back.” Sonia walks the children over to the car and begins speaking Spanish. As they conversed, Sonia’s husband kept looking at Sage who stood there watching them. After speaking with her husband, Sonia walks back towards Sage and asks, “Now sir, what’s this in regard to?”

“Mrs. Diaz, it’s in regard to Perry Strong.”

“What’s his name again?”

“His name is Perry Strong.”

“I’m sorry I don’t know him, and I must get back to work. Sonia hurried to get the door and dropped her keys. While bent over to pick them up, Sage noticed the tattoo on the small of her back as the same one in his dream.

When Sonia stood up Sage said, “I know that you know Perry. I just wanted to let you know that he is dead.” Sonia stopped walking and folded her arms as a tear began to roll down the side of her face. Sage then approached her from behind and whispered into her ear just in case the camera and audio were monitoring them and said, “Of the twenty-one times you had sex with him, he attempted to infect you with H.I.V.” Sage takes a few steps backwards and says, “This ends my message. I’m sorry to have to tell you this.” Sage turns to walk away and Sonia asks, “Who are you, his lover or something?”

“No…I was his brother…At one time his best friend. Now, I’m just a messenger.”

A car pulls up and a voice calls out, Sonia! Sage and Sonia turned toward the car and realized that it’s Sonia’s husband returning. He quickly parks the car and got out and says, “Honey, I forgot to give you the envelopes to give to Pops when you see him later.” As he approaches her, he recognizes her eyes are red and beginning to swell. In Spanish he asks, “What is wrong baby? Why are you crying?”

Sage says, “I will leave now.”

Sonia says, “No! There are questions I have. I want you to stay.”

“Okay.”

Sonia says to her husband in Spanish, “I need for you to leave and I promise we will talk about this later.”

“I want to know right now!” Yelled her husband.

“If I lose my job because of your hollering, you won’t have to ever find out because you will have too many problems of your own to worry about. Now please go, Papi.”

“All right, all right…I’m leaving.”

The husband stared at Sage hard as he got back into his car with the children and drove off. Sage did a double-take at the children and thought that he may have seen them before but immediately disregarded that notion. Sonia asks, “Why are you telling me this?”

“Mrs. Diaz, I’m telling you this because I feel as though you have been deceived and you needed to know.”

“How am I to believe you? You are a stranger to me. I don’t know your name. I never see you before. I want to walk away but I can’t because you may be telling truth. Help me to believe you.”

Sage was surprised to hear her response. It was unlike his prior dealings with the other women he visited. Sage takes a deep breath and says, “All right. I know about the tattoo on your back.”

Sonia says, “Perry could have told you that.”

“That’s true he very well could have told me. But did you ever tell him why you chose that particular spot on your body?”

“No, I didn’t.”

“In your early teens, you lived with a fat man who stood about 5 feet tall, who had a receding hairline with a bald spot in the center of his head. He wore a wife- beater shirt and smoked a cigar that left a stench in your clothes so bad you had to wash your laundry twice. With that cigar, he burned you in the spot where you now have the tattoo, while he molested you.”

Wiping her eyes and lowering her head, Sonia says, “That’s a lot of detail. I almost believed that you were there. My husband doesn’t even know this and my mother disowned me when I finally gathered enough courage to tell her. That fat bastard is dead from a massive heart attack. I spit in his face at his funeral. I hope he rots in hell. You never told me your name.” When Sonia raised her head and looked around, he was gone.
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Sage arrived home a little after noon. He went upstairs, took off his clothes and stretched out across his bed. Within moments he fell into a deep sleep. Sage dreamt of sitting under an elm, which was standing alone in the center of a green pasture. The tree was so high that it had no visible top. Flowers, shaped like apples, were floating by. Occasionally a few of these flowers would brush against his face and make a popping sound. They felt to him like the soft kisses a parent gives a newborn child. He heard a voice calling his name, then a flower touched his cheek and popped. Sage…pop. Sage…pop. He opened his eyes and realized that it was Deva calling him while kissing him on the cheek and neck.

He says, “Hi baby!”

“You must have been reading my mind because you are here just the way I wanted you to be.”

“What? In the dark?” Deva rests beside him and says,

“No, in the bed and butt naked.” They kiss as Deva starts gliding her hand down his abs and beyond. “I missed you so much and I want you so bad. Sage, make love to me.”

Deva took off her clothes. Sage rolls Deva onto her back and became excited by Deva’s glistening skin in the moon lit room. He kissed her lips and soothingly stroked her nipples. In the middle of fore play, he began to have images of Perry and the women he slept with flash through his mind. He tried to concentrate on Deva in an attempt to block them, but couldn’t. Sage eased his body down to the length of Deva. Soon, her weak spots submitted to his soft lips. Deva yelled, “I want you inside me! I want you inside me now! Please don’t make me wait!”

Sage, so excited from Deva’s heavy panting and begging, snatched her thongs off, spread her legs wide apart, and plunged himself into her. Deva gave out a long series of moans and clawed her nails into his back before finally wrapping him in her arms very tightly.

But the past dreams would not leave Sage alone. He leaned back in order to look into Deva’s eyes and concentrated on not losing his erection and possibly ruining their intimate moment. Deva looked into Sage’s eyes and says, “Baby, your eyes are…” but lost her train of thought and began to orgasm. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Whew! Oh Sage give it to me Pocahontas style, please.” While holding her and still inside of her, Sage rolled them over onto his back and sits up as her legs wrapped around him. Deva whispers in his ear, “Sage you make me so happy,” and began to cry.

“Let’s do it in the morning,” Sage said.

“You don’t have to ask. It’s yours.”

“No…I mean get married.”

“Yes, baby, let’s do it.”

“We just need a witness.”

“I’ll contact Mya in the morning…But, baby, why tomorrow? It’s not that I don’t want to and I’m well aware of your spontaneous character, that’s one of your main attributes that has me so crazy about you…. But you’re traveling to resolve the problem that Perry created and keeping me in the dark about it does bother me a little. Maybe we should hold off on taking this next step until this is all over? Everything was perfect before this happened.”

“Now we’ve had our problems in the past. Some more serious than others, and we withstood them all or we would not be here…Together.”

They stopped rocking. He says, “I feel as though God allowed us to enter each other’s lives. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I don’t want God to think we are only talking about it and not doing anything about it. We’ve talked…God heard. Now let’s do, so that we can receive more blessings. Because right at this moment, I feel as though we are living in sin. We can have a ceremony. We can have the whole nine. Let’s just do the most important part of the ceremony, tomorrow.”

He kisses her and asks, “Do you have a problem with that?”

Deva whispers, “No Sage…I don’t.”

They noticed that it was a full moon and how its light filled the bedroom. Sage’s interfering recollections disappeared as they made love throughout the night.

In the morning, they called Mya and asked to join them as a witness of their ceremony. They also stopped by the optometrist’s office to get his eyes examined. The doctor did not find anything wrong with his sight, only that his eyes had simply changed colors, which he found incredible and requested that Sage return one day for further studies.

By 1:00 p.m. that afternoon, they were married. They arrived back at home shortly thereafter. Sage turned the car off and immediately jumped out of the car and around to the passenger side. He opened the car door and picked Deva up from the seat. As he walked towards the house carrying Deva he asks,

“Mrs. Mecan, are you ready for a night filled with passion?”

“OOOH Sage, say it again.” He stops walking.

“Okay…Are you ready for a night…”

Deva interrupts, kicking her feet, “No silly!…Say my name.”

“Ahhh. Mrs. Mecan.” They kiss. “Mrs. Mecan.” They kiss again “Mrs. Mecan.” They kiss. “You know if we keep this up out here we may not make it inside and end up giving our neighbors a show.”

“I don’t care because I’zzz married now.”

“Okay, but once we start I’m not stopping.” He begins to lower his body.

Deva looks down at the ground, kicking her feet again yelling, “No Sage! Take me inside!”

Sage carries her up to the door, unlocks it and begins to push and says, “If you think last night was special, wait until I get you inside.”

“If I didn’t know any better Mr. Mecan, I’d think you were on a procreating assignment.”

“And when that happens, Deva, it won’t stop my strong desires of wanting to make love to you. Your spirit illuminates my being, pregnant or not. I love you so much Deva.”

“Sage you are going to make me cry. I love you too.” Sage pushes the door and kisses her as he carries her into their home. Sage looked into the room and said, “What the…” A few people standing there with their mouths wide open. Sage looks closer while lowering Deva and says, “Mrs. Stacker?” Who looks at him and replies, “Surprise!”

Sage looks at Deva who says, “Mom! I told you the keys were in case of an emergency for me!”

Sage says, “Well they’ll be useless tomorrow, because I’m changing the locks. Now is there anyone else in here that I should be made aware of?”

Mrs. Stacker answers, “No son, everyone else is out back in the yard. No one has been upstairs. If anyone needed to use the bathroom, I directed the guests to the restroom located in the den.”

Sage rubs his face as he walks up the steps towards the bathroom. Deva looks at her mother with rage in her eyes and says, “I cannot believe you did this! Just when I think the previous stunt you pulled could not be topped, you prove me wrong!”

Mrs. Stacker replies, “I apologize for disrupting your procreating plans, but you were well aware of the preparations your father and I had in store for you and Sage. What on God’s green earth did I do to deserve this act of deception?”

“Mother, give me the keys.” Mrs. Stacker hands her the keys. Deva grabs her mother’s hand and said to everyone else in the room with a pleasant smile, “Everyone please step out back with the rest of our company. Thank you. Wait a minute mother. I need to speak to you.” They step off to a part of the kitchen where no one could see the two of them and says to her mother, “I know that I can’t change you and the decisions that you make when it comes to me. After all I am, to you, your little girl. But you have to take into consideration that I am grown. I have a husband and you have a son-in-law who loves you and daddy very much. Now if Sage begins to have doubts about our marriage because I have a mother who will not allow my husband and I to create our own tranquil path together,” Deva smiles. “You’ll never see me again.”

“Deva, you know I don’t want you to leave me.”

“No mother, you don’t understand.” Still smiling, “I would kill you. Daddy would be wifeless and I would be incarcerated. Now we don’t need these extreme occurrences in our lives, do we?”

Sage walks into the kitchen. “Here are the two most important women in my life, my mother in law and my wife.”

Mrs. Stacker starts to cry and says, “Sage I am so sorry for being a pest and coming into your home without your permission, I just wanted to do something for you and Deva. I….”

Sage interrupted her and said, “Mom. I understand what you did and why you did it. I was just caught off guard. I appreciate what you tried to do which was to give us a reception.” He looks out into their back yard. “By the size of this crowd, I’d say you did a pretty good job. Thanks Mom.” He kisses her on the cheek. “Now let’s go outside and get something to eat. I’m starving!”

Wiping the tears from her eyes Mrs. Stacker says, “Wait! Wait! I want to introduce the two of you.” Mrs. Stacker runs out into the back yard and yells, “Ladies and gentlemen, may I have your attention please!” Everyone became silent. “I introduce to you the newlyweds, Mr. and Mrs. Sage Mecan!”


D.S. THE LOVE
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Sage and Deva began to mingle in the crowd and to thank everyone for coming. “It seems as if the entire neighborhood is here,” says Sage.

“That’s because of the love everybody has for you, son,” came a familiar voice behind Sage. When Sage turned around, he noticed that it was Scripts with a plate of food in each hand. “Besides having the best food for any occasion good or bad, y’all two are the most popular. I get tears of joy just thinking about the two of you.”

“You sure it's not the number of plates that you collected?” asks Sage.

“I'm appalled!” yells Scripts. “I'm mainly here because of the history in the making. Today we are all experiencing a mazedual connection.”

Sage laughs as one of the visitors of the party says, “That's not even a word. You just made it up.”

“Chump! Don't tell me what I made up. It rhymes with hazy except the y is an e. It basically means that you and Deva's unification is so fortified that there is nothing or no one that can break through the maze it created to protect it. Your marriage is the real deal! Not that five or ten year mess! Couples nowadays don’t understand the meaning of old-fashioned courtship and soul love. When a man and woman, did damn near everything together, down to wearing the same outfits when going out…” Everyone interrupts him with laughter. “See, you think what I’m saying is funny, but that sends a strong message to everyone that sees that couple.”

A guest yells, “Yeah, he’s hen pecked!” Everyone laughs again.

“No idiot! It means that the love for one another is uniform and they are satisfied with the world that they share and build together. I don’t see much hand holding with couples of today. So worried about what strangers think. If you love each other, it should not matter what people think.” He drinks some of his beer and continues to talk. “Young women lost respect for themselves! I remember when they dressed like ladies. Now they show off the crack of their butts just so someone could see her tattoo or the color of her thong! And expose everything about the breast except the nipple! Hell, the clothes they wear, are so thin, you can even see that! You know what I think should happen? I think all of the women from the late 20’s on up, need to bring back the long dresses that come down to the ankles. Just expose the beauty of her neckline. And when the lady walks, you see the respect that woman has for herself in her stride, leaving a great big room for the imagination! I guarantee you that young men will straighten up when they see elegance walk by them.” Mrs. Stacker says, “I see you are commenting about the flaws you see in the young ladies, what about the young men?”

“Oh, I have a lot to say about those filthy looking little bastards.” Everyone bursts with laughter. “That’s what I call them until they straighten up and fly right. What in the world possesses a person to walk around with their pants hanging halfway off of their ass? I have seen one young man who had his pants completely past the hump of his butt and then the belt was tied around his thighs, smoking one of those Philly blunts in one hand and gripping onto his pants with the other. I said to myself, now I know where all of his common sense went. It left with all those puffs he took. I believe you could sell him a full deluxe box of platinum knowledge. All he would hear is the word platinum and try to put it on a chain or in his mouth for teeth. These young adult boys are lost and choose to stay set in their ignant ways,”

The group says, “Ignorant.”

“Whatever, you know what I mean anyway, may have destroyed their generation. It’s obvious that the majority of them were raised without a father, who is a failure of course. And the mother, if not on drugs and that’s not a crack baby the woman has, had to work to make ends meet. Most of the time, the girl is young her damn self. What needs to happen is that the older men with just some wisdom…it does not have to be a lot, just some…talk to the younger boys that are just starting to reach the teenage years. They already see what the older boys are doing and know that it’s wrong. But they need help in finding self-respect for themselves, and the knowledge that they are cared about during their upbringing. And when they see those young ladies with the long dresses, they’ll know exactly what to say and how to treat a woman. Then the cycle can evolve and blossom once again because they can both see pride and admiration for one another. But getting back to Sage and Deva, I see the positive things in y’all. You two will grow old together. Well I said enough. Time to tell my story walking. Bye!” Everyone says bye to Scripts as he carries his plates of food to his carts and walks out of the backyard.

Deva's father approaches Sage and says, “You know, the old man is right. I see and feel an eternal relationship when I think of you and my daughter. It's certainly an honor to have you as my son-in-law. Welcome to the family, son.” They hug.

“Thank you Mr. Stacker.”

Mr. Stacker puts his hand on Sage's shoulder and says, “No…no son. You are going to have to address me with another name. David…Dad…. Not Mr. Stacker. Ok?”

Sage smiles and says, “Okay…Dave.”

Deva approaches. “Here are the most important men in my life. I need only one of them right now.” Deva grabs Sage's hand. They walk into the middle of their yard and begin to dance. “This is what I want…And that’s to dance with my king.”

A song plays in the background. You and I…We share a love that will never die….

Sage whispers in her ear. “My queen.” He looks deep into her eyes. “Now I feel complete.”

“Sage, does this mean that your journey about Perry is over?”

“No. That's far from over. It means that my world has all of the elements needed to handle the unknown.”

Deva begins to cry. “I've always wondered if I would find the man that would make me want to hold onto something within him…very tight, and never let go. Not caring where he goes as long as I'm just there feeling the beat of his heart, the expanding of his lungs, and the sounds of his footsteps. You make me feel like that and so much more. I'm so happy this is not a dream.”

“What if it was?”

“Then I'd rather die while I'm still in it than wake up and be miserable.”

“What if your reality is greater than this?”

“It's impossible to feel anything greater than this.” They passionately kiss as Sage is kindly wiping the tears from her soft face.

They stood there and slow danced for three hours. Everyone there began to feel as though they out stayed their welcome. By the time Sage and Deva realized that they had been slow dancing for hours, everyone was gone except Mrs. Stacker who was about to leave.

Mrs. Stacker yelled, “I locked up the windows and I will lock the door behind me. Bye newlyweds!” Mrs. Stacker closed the door behind her.

“We have to send thank you cards.” Sage says smiling as he locks the patio door once they were inside.

“My mother will handle that. Mom will do everything as professional as possible. Mom thinks that we are the Jones family.” They laugh as he picks her up and carries her through the thoroughly cleaned kitchen and up the stairs.

“You certainly know how to pick up where you left off.” Deva whispers in his ear and begins to nibble on his cheek.

“This is one of my many qualities. But of course you are aware of that.” Sage carries her into the master bathroom where they undressed one another.

Sage turned on the shower and stepped inside. Deva walked into the stall and began to wash his body as he washed hers. After they rinsed one another, Deva got down on her knees and began to caress and massage him. His legs began to buckle. He turned off the shower, stood her up, and got down on his knees. Deva placed her leg on his shoulder and leaned back against the wall. He picked her up and put her other leg on his other shoulder. Deva locked her legs around his neck and began to moan and tear at the walls and said, “Oh Sage! Babyyyy yes!” Deva threw her fists in the air as he carried her while in that position to the bed.

Deva says, “Baby, I have some oils in a bag that I just purchased the other day. I want us to use some.”

Sage responds, “Okay, where is it?” Deva turned on the light and began searching by looking on the dresser, in the closets, inside the dresser drawers and finally under the bed. “Here they are. I must have dropped them there and forgot all about it.” When Deva looked up, Sage had fallen asleep. “Noooo!” Deva yelled and stomped her feet and turned the lights off. After Deva chose to lie on top of him, it was not long before her snoring began.

Sage opened his eyes to look at her. He began thinking; I knew that you were tired. You were fighting it. Oh, how I love to watch you as you sleep. Deva starts to drool. He smiles. Your head is resting on my arm as if it was formed exclusively for you my queen. I will protect you with my life and my death. I also know that God favors us.

Sage whispers as Deva snores. “God, I thank you for everything that I have and everything I do not. I’m aware of the unknown’s evil existence and I need moments like these to handle them appropriately.” He falls off to sleep.

Sage woke up close to 6 in the morning and thought to himself, I have to make sure my lady is extremely comfortable before my quest continues. He took a shower, applied lotion to his body and went downstairs to prepare Deva’s breakfast. He wore nothing but an apron that tied around his solid waist as he prepared her meal.

It wasn’t long before the scent of the rolls had awakened Deva. She walked into the bathroom, took a shower and put on her robe before walking down the stairs. Heading towards the kitchen Deva noticed that he wasn’t wearing any clothes and just an apron. Deva stopped, leaned against the archway wall between the dining room and kitchen to stare at his backside. Sage turned around.

“Good morning, I didn’t know you were awake.”

Deva said, “No baby. Turn back around.” He turns around.

“If I could somehow reproduce and patent you, I’d be the richest person on earth. Each woman on earth whether single or married, would have one or maybe two of you. No one can tell me I’m not the luckiest wife on this planet.” While giggling, Deva grabs his butt. “I don’t want what’s on that tray. I want what’s underneath that apron.”

“Well you are going to need what’s on this tray to handle what’s underneath this apron. Now, do you want me to feed it to you here in the kitchen, the dining room, or the bedroom?” Deva reaches for the apron.

“I want it right here in the kitchen.”

“I’m talking about the food I cooked for you, Deva!”

“Oh, I guess you can feed it to me in the dining area. You are such a tease.” Sage smiles as he follows her while carrying the tray. He sat the tray down and pulled the dining room chair out for her. Deva sat down as he began to feed her.

“How does it taste?”

“Umm. Delicious.” Deva moves his apron and begins to fondle him. He grins. “You like? Oh, never mind. I feel the rising answer to that question.”

“Is that what you want right now?”

“No. I’ll just sit here and let you feed me.”

“You’re such a tease.” Deva smiles and did a gesture with her tongue as he puts the fork gently into her mouth.

“I’ve had enough food. Now I want this.”

“Okay, let me put the tray in the kitchen.” He takes the tray into the kitchen and when he walks back to the dining area, Deva was laying on the table with her legs open.

“I have a feeling I will never look at this table the same way from this point on.”

“It needs to be broken in like a lot of other things in our home.”

“Why Deva! I did not know you had this side in you.”

“Well there are a lot of things that I have in store for you husband. As your wife, there are no boundaries. So what are you waiting for? Come inside your majesty’s personal quarters.”

Deva draws back her robe in a sensual and seductive manner. Sage began to do things that drove Deva into a wild frenzy. From lightly scratching inside her thighs and nibbling on her toes, to soft succulent kisses around her areolas down to her perineum. He pulled her body to the edge of the table. Holding her legs, he slid himself inside her. Deva moans, “Oh baby, you make me feel so good.”

After a spell of lovemaking on the table, he carries her over to the living room sofa where Deva climbed on top of him. Their passion for one another is so entwined that they could feel the very pulse of each other’s heart beat inside themselves. He picked her up and began to carry her upstairs while he was still inside of her. They made love on the stairs. Her biting and scratching was so pleasing to Sage that he gave out a thunderous yell as his orgasm came long and strong as he pounded into her. At this point their legs were trembling and her orgasms were coming gloriously.

He picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. He placed her on the bed and turned her over and proceeded to make love to her from behind. He pulled back her arms and held her hands. With every slow stroke he gave, he stroked her palms softly. Deva moaned and whined while he dexterously rubbed her clitoris from time to time during the slow strokes.

By the time they’d finished making love, four hours had passed. They were exhausted.

Deva says, “If my kitty packed her bags to leave, I would understand.”

“Um, you would let her go?”

Deva whispers. “Hell no. I’d threaten her at gunpoint to stay where kitty belongs.” They laugh and Deva fell asleep.

Sage got up from the bed and staggered to his office. He was curious where he had to go to next. He picked up his book and said, “D.C. Dorothy Gales.

Based on the information I have here, I can only meet with her at night. Well that’s certainly convenient considering I’m tired and need a nap.” He goes back to the bedroom, laid down next to Deva and falls off to sleep.


D.S. THE REALITY
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In his dream, he is in a room where a group of nude women are standing in a circle. Their ages appear to range from the thirties to fifties. As Sage steps closer to the women, he sees a man blindfolded and standing in the middle of the women’s circle. It was Perry. He, too, was naked. He reached out and grabbed one of the women, which was Dorothy. The light in the room was red and filled the entire room. He walked her over to a bed, placed on a tampered-with condom, and proceeds to have sex with her while the other women watched. A few walked over and kissed on Dorothy. The others kissed Perry. He said, “I have enough to make everyone here very satisfied.” Sage counted the women. “Six! I know you are not having sex with them all at one time.” The women were drinking so heavily that they did not even recognize that Perry was having sex with a few of them without wearing a condom. “This has gone beyond nasty to just plain trifling.” Says Sage.

“I’m next.”

“Oh no the hell you aren’t Ann, I am.”

Ann says, “Connie you can’t handle that dick. He’ll split your old dried out shit permanently!”

A younger woman says, “Y’all old hags need to shut the hell up. You are fucking up my high so just get in where you fit in bitch.”

“TJ, for talking shit, you are going last.”

“Whatever bitches!”

Perry gets up from Dorothy, takes off his blindfold, and grabs Connie and Ann. Perry puts Ann face down on top of Connie and starts having sex with both of them pulling up out of one right into the other while they were kissing each other and moaning.

TJ Says, “Bee! You see this shit? Look at his ass move! He is tearing dat ass up!” TJ walks over and slaps Perry on the butt and begins imitating his motions while smoking her marijuana.

Sage stood there in disbelief. Sage could actually see Perry’s sinister smirk after he ejaculated into the women. He told them to get up and called over Bee and Taylor. He did the same to them as he did to the other women. Once he finished with Bee and Taylor, he called TJ over. The other five women had gone into the other room to get dressed.

TJ Says, “Good they are gone, because I want you to give it to me hard. But first, I want to put this rubber on you.”

Sage said, “Oh! Unknowingly, she happens to be a smart one.”

Perry said, “Please do.” TJ started to get down on her knees to give him a blowjob and placed the condom on her mouth and began to slide it onto his penis.

Sage walked over and said, “What are you going to do now P? It looks like TJ foiled your infection-spreading streak?”

Perry asked, “How do you want it? You look like a doggie style woman.”

Sage said, “Don’t fall for it girl! No don’t fall for it!”

TJ says, “No, I want to ride you.”

Sage says, Yeah TJ is being cautious. There must be a lot for her at stake and doesn’t want any mix-ups. TJ is one that got away brother! Ha! Chalk it up as a loss P!” After climbing on top of him and realized TJ still had the marijuana in her hand. TJ took one last puff and looked around for the ashtray. Sage looked also.

TJ said, “Oh, it’s right over there.” She rose up from Perry to get the ashtray. Sage yelled, “No!” That is when Perry took his fingernail and tore the condom. TJ looked back to see what he was doing and not noticing that the condom was torn, climbed on top of him again and began to kiss him. As he slipped himself inside of her, Perry says, “I saved the best for last.” Sage walked around the bed and watched them as TJ moaned and told him how good he felt. He noticed a tattoo of angel wings on her back. He places his hands up to the side of his face and says, “God, I don’t know how much more my mind can handle. AGHHHH!”

He wakes up to find Deva sitting at the dresser with the hairbrush in her hand, looking at him. “Baby, are you okay?”

“Yes, I’m fine.” He jumped out of bed and went into his office. He looked in the phone book and sure enough it had the information for all six women, who lived in the D.C. area. Deva enters his office.

“What’s wrong?”

“I have to go to D.C. tonight. I’ll call you once I arrive.”

He showered, dressed, and grabbed his travel bag. Walking to the front door he stopped to hug and kiss his wife. “Baby, I’m rolling out now.”

“Just do me one favor Sage?”

“Anything baby…What’s that?”

“Just come home the same way you left me.” They kiss. He cups her chin and stares into her eyes. “I will. I guarantee it.”

He left the city headed towards D.C. Once he arrived, he contacted Dorothy. She answers. “Hello?”

“Hello is this Dorothy Gales?”

“Yes it is. May I ask who is calling?”

“My name is Sage. I am friend of Perry’s and I need….”

“You are a friend of Perry’s and he gave you my number?”

“Yes he did. I need to see you….”

“Is this the number I can reach you on Sage?”

“Uhh, yes you can but….”

“I will call you back in 5 minutes.” Dorothy hangs up the telephone. Moments later, his phone rings.

“Hello?”

“Hello Sage. It’s Dorothy. Do you know where I live?”

“I have your address here.”

“Can you come over now?”

“Sure. I’ll be there in thirty minutes. Is that okay?”

“Oh that’s splendid! I’ll see you then. Bye.”

“Bye Dorothy.”

Sage arrived at her house a half hour later. He knocked on her door and a medium built woman answered. “Hello?”

“Hi, I’m Sage.”

“I’m Ann. Please come in.”

“Thank you.” Sage walks in. “Is Dorothy Gales here?”

“Yes Dorothy is in the basement with the other girls. Now if you will just follow me….”

“No, I won’t. It’s not that type of party. At least not while I’m here. May I ask who the other women in the basement are? Please?”

“Umm sure. It’s Dorothy, Connie, Bee, and Taylor.”

“Could you please ask them to come upstairs? Thank you.” Ann goes into the basement and comes back upstairs with the rest of the women Perry had slept with. “Please ladies…Have a seat.” Sage looked at them. Regardless of their ages, they were all beautiful and married. “I have a message for you. During the times that you’ve had sex with Perry, he has attempted to infect you with H.I.V. I’m sorry to be here to tell you this.” The room was silent for a moment.

“I thought he wore a condom,” Said Ann.

Bee responded, “He did…Didn’t he?”

“He tore it ladies. Plus he had sex with two of you without wearing one.”

Dorothy asks, “How did you really get my number and where is Perry?”

“Perry was laid to rest earlier this month. He tried to coerce me into burning his phone book without my knowledge of his acts towards the women in that book. Now I have a question for you. Where is TJ?”

Dorothy says, “I don’t know.”

Connie answers, “I do. TJ has been very sick and her family has been tight lipped about it.”

Sage says, “Now you may possibly know why. Please take me to her.”

Sage follows Connie’s car to the home of T.J. He got out of his car and walks up to Connie’s car to thank her. Her eyes were filled with tears and her make-up was smeared on her face. “I know there is something wrong with me, but I am too afraid to go to the doctor’s office. Not only may I be infected but my husband as well.”

“I am so sorry to have had to tell you this.”

Sage walks from her car and up to the door. He rings the bell. A woman answers the door. “Yes?”

“Good evening. I am so sorry to disturb you. I need to speak to TJ…It’s very important.”

“I’m sorry sir, but she is not available to speak to friends right now.”

“I’m not a friend. I am a messenger. I have one for her that has to be delivered. I know that you are a private family and I wish to continue to honor that. Please, let me speak to her.”

“I’m sorry.” The woman closed the door in Sage’s face.

Trying not to yell, Sage said, “I know about her condition and how it happened. T.J. would want to know ma’am. Please don’t make me yell it from the streets.” He waited a few minutes. “I’m sorry that you feel this way.”

Sage stepped back and was about to yell the message with all of the strength his soul could rally when the door opened. The woman said, “Please come in.”

“Thank you.” Sage walked inside. He asked, “Where is T.J.?”

“It’s the first door on the left down the hall.” Sage walked to the room and knocked. A nurse opened the door and said, “Please wash your hands and put on the smock and mask before you enter. Your germs could worsen her condition.”

He did as the nurse instructed and entered the room. He saw a very small woman sitting upright in her bed. He grabbed a chair and sat very close beside her while the nurse sat in a chair across the room to give them privacy. “Hello ma’am.” Sage, in spite of what she did, felt so bad for her because he knows that T.J. tried to be so cautious in what she was doing regardless of how wrong the act was.

“Please take your mask off. It’s not going to make matters worse. Besides, I want to see your face.” T.J. said with a weakened voice.

Sage removed his mask. Her eyes filled with tears turning her head away from him for a brief moment. TJ turned back towards him and said, “I knew you were coming to see me. I’ve been expecting you.”

“Do you know me?”

“I feel like I do. You have been in my dreams for the past week. I feel as though you have answers to the questions that I have in order for my soul to rest peacefully. You are handsome. I’ve never seen anyone with eyes like yours. I see that you are married too.”

“Yes I am, and thank you for the compliment.”

“I was married until I gave my husband this virus. I lost my children, my career as V.P. at an architectural firm was destroyed. I have enough money to plan my own funeral and the kids’ college tuitions. I just won't be around to see their lives blossom. Who gave it to me?”

“Perry did.”

“Perry Strong?”

“Yes.”

T.J. closes her eyes. “He wore a condom. I put it on him myself. I slept with one other man outside of my marriage and I swore up and down it was that man. But Perry? How?”

“He tore the condom when you were reaching for the ashtray. You were smoking marijuana that night and he did not have an opportunity to infect you until….”

“I reached for that ashtray. I remember now. I even looked back at him to see what he was doing. He was doing it to my girlfriends without protection and I thought he was going to take it off. That's why I looked back at him. Why me? That means my girlfriends….”

“Yes, it means they may have it too.”

Tears began to roll from her eyes. “You told them?”

“Yes, I did. Perry had a fatal vendetta against married women for cheating on their husbands. He contracted the virus from a woman who lied and said she was single when the woman was in fact married.”

“Ok. I guess now I know everything except your name.”

“Sage Mecan.”

“Like the flower or herb/plant?”

“Yes, like the flower. It was my mother’s favorite.” Sage rose from the chair as TJ began to cough. “I should have never let that woman convince me to talk to him.” Sage reached for the door handle and stopped. He turned around and asked, “What woman?”

By this time T.J. was coughing uncontrollably. Sage could tell that TJ was trying to gather her composure in order to answer his question, but couldn’t. Blood bursts from her nose and mouth. Sage went over to her and said, “Nurse is there anything I can do to help you.”

The nurse was checking the IVs. Sage grabbed TJ’s hand and stroked her hair to give her some comfort. T.J. stared into Sage’s eyes and smiled. Sage watched as TJ took her last breath and died. He began to tremble as he backed away from her bed. He had never watched death occur right before his eyes. It scared him. The room became eerie and cold to him. Sage bumped into the woman who allowed him to come inside of the house, as he left the bedroom. The woman turns toward TJ and the nurse who was pulling the sheet up over TJ’s face, and begins to cry and pray.

Sage left the house, got into his car and headed for the highway. Aloud, he said, “TJ, may the wings on your back in this life, carry you peacefully to the next.”
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Next, Sage had to travel to Virginia. He said, Chrissy “Sweets” Sampson, an exotic dancer at a strip club called Tops and Bottoms, and Patrice Goodness, a model. Sage arrived at the club at about 11:30 p.m. He approached the guard at the door and asked, “Excuse me sir, but do you know if a woman by the name Chrissy “Sweets” Sampson is working tonight?”

“I don’t know. You would have to go inside to check and see if that girl is here.”

Sage walked towards the entrance when the guard stopped him and said, “There is a twenty dollar cover charge.” Sage handed the man a twenty-dollar bill. The guard frisked Sage and told him that it was okay for him to go in.

Once inside, he frowned from the unpleasant scent. The club had no windows so the fresh air only came from the moments the door was opened by the customers. He sat at a table when a waitress walked up to him and said, “Hi, you look as if you could use a drink. Is there anything I can get you?”

“I guess a glass of orange juice with a bit of information. Can you help me with that?”

“Sure I can. I’ll be right back with your drink.” Sage looked around. There were large screen televisions everywhere, each showing a different porn movie. There were three dance floors where the women performed completely nude. Sage grinned as he watched naked women walk by and rubbed his leg looking for tips from him. He just continued to grin. The waitress returned with his drink. “Is that all you want for now sir?”

“No, I need some information. Could you tell me which woman is Chrissy Sampson?”

The waitress looked at him and replies,

“No, I don’t know her.”

Sage hands her a twenty.

“You know, that name does ring a bell…That girl used to work here but doesn’t any more. But her girlfriend over there may know where she works at now.” The waitress points at a woman who was talking to a very old gentleman at a bar and smoking a cigarette.

“What is her name?” Sage asked.

“Her name is Brazil.”

“Oh really…Well you tell Brazil that I will give her a one hundred dollar bill for coming over and sitting with me.” Sage hands her a five and says, “This is for the drink. Thank you.”

“No problem. Don’t be a stranger.” The waitress rubs his leg and leaves.

What is with the leg rubbing? Sage thought as he watched the waitress walk over to Brazil and whisper into her ear. Brazil slowly turned her head to take a look at Sage. Brazil raised a brow and turned back towards the old man. Sage rose up from his chair and walked in the direction of a video game, when Brazil approached him from behind and grabbed his butt. Brazil said, “I know you were not about to leave me were you?”

Sage turned around and looked at her. Brazil’s eyes were slanted and her body was stunning. Her height stopped at the bottom of Sage’s chest. Sage said, “I need to find Chrissy Sampson. I was told that you could tell me where to find her.” Sage holds up a one hundred dollar bill.

“I can’t take that from you unless I’m giving you a dance.”

“But I don’t want a dance.”

“Then I can’t tell you anything.”

Sage looked at her in disbelief.

“Follow me.” Brazil takes him to a booth where a man was sitting with a note pad. Brazil tells Sage, “Give me a twenty.” He hands her a twenty-dollar bill. Brazil gave the twenty to the booth man and takes Sage into a dark room with just an old couch in it.

“Sit down.” He sits down. Brazil takes off her thong and leaves her high heels on, the only article of clothing still on her. After straddling him, Brazil starts to grind on him and whispers in his ear, “Once you flashed that money in the air, all of the cameras in here saw it. They are funny in here when it comes to that. Some girls get money on the side from doing other jobs outside from here and if they are found out, they are immediately terminated and it’s hard trying to find work in VA.”

“Is that what happened to Chrissy Sampson?” Brazil stops grinding him.

“I’m curious…How did you know her real name?”

“Through a friend. Do you know where I can find her?” Brazil begins to grind again.

“I haven’t seen or talked to her in a while. Chrissy hasn’t returned my calls. All I know is that Chrissy moved to Maryland and working at a night spot called Honey Buns Gentlemen’s Club.” Sage hands her two one hundred dollar bills and lifts her up off of him. Brazil says, “Damn, I didn’t even get a rise out of you.”

“That’s because my wife has the key to this lock. Besides, I don’t get pleasure unless I’m doing the pleasing. Enjoy your evening ma’am.”

Sage arrived in Maryland at about 2:45 a.m. By the time he found the nightclub, they were closed and everyone was leaving. He saw a woman walking over to her car and he asked, “Excuse me, but do you know if Chrissy Sampson was here tonight?”

“Who?”

“Chrissy Sampson?”

“I’m sorry but I don’t know anybody by that name that works here.” Sage thought for a moment and then asked, “How about Sweets?”

“Sweets? No, I don’t know that name either. Come back tomorrow night when all of the girls will be here, its Golden Nut and Honey night! Bye!” The woman stepped into her Jaguar and pulled off.

“Oh, I’m sure I don’t want to miss that.” He says sarcastically.

Sage located a nearby hotel and checked in for the evening. Feeling exhausted from all of the driving, he showered and went straight to bed. His dream took him to an alley surrounded by abandoned buildings. As he started walking he could see a building with its lights on. Walking towards that building, he realized that it was the Tops and Bottoms strip club in Virginia. He heard moaning coming from a dead-end alley alongside of the building. He followed the sound as it grew louder. He noticed a man and woman having sex. It wasn’t long before he realized that it was Perry and a woman having sex on top of Perry’s Porsche.

Sage heard a noise coming from behind the car. He walked around and could not believe what he saw. It was Brazil sitting in a folding chair with one leg draped over the arm of the chair, holding a camcorder in one hand and pleasing herself with the other.

Sage looked back towards Perry and the woman. They were having sex in another position. He turned towards Brazil and this time she was standing and smoking a cigarette. He again turned to the couple and this time the woman was hugging the back of the Porsche while Perry held her legs up as he hammered himself into her. Brazil stood beside the car recording the action.

Perry says, “Sweets, you have the most addictive pussy I have ever had. How does your husband allow you to even get out with this juicy thang you got here?” He smacks her on both sides of her butt.

“He is too worried about other things besides his wife. That’s why I have you, bun. I love you Perry!”

He stops hammering and Brazil puts down the recorder. “Sweets, you don’t love me, you only love what I’m doing to you.”

“I know what I said, and that’s what I mean. I want to divorce my husband and be with you.” He pulls himself out of her.

Brazil looks down at Perry’s package and says, “That rubber you have on is broken.”

“Brazil, that’s okay. I have a sponge for extra precaution.” Sage shakes his head in disbelief and Brazil looked at Perry skeptically.

Perry says, “You can’t be with me.”

“Why not, bun?”

“Because I can’t be trusted.”

Sage thought, I can’t believe this man is actually telling the truth! Sage looks at Brazil and says, “This is what you should be recording! This right here!”

Perry says, “Look at us! I’m here with you tonight. Tomorrow night I will be with someone else. That’s just the type of man I am. This wraps it up for tonight girls. How much money do you want?”

“I don’t want your money tonight. I want you forever!” Perry gives her five hundred dollars and says, “I will be by in a couple of weeks to collect the DVD Brazil made. Is that okay?”

“Fine!” Chrissy stomps off towards the nightclub.

Brazil went over to Perry and kisses him. “Perry when are you and I going to make a video?” Brazil grabs Perry’s butt and squeezes it.

“I don’t know. It all depends on when you’ll have time to get away from your husband.”

“Excuse me! I’m not married!”

Sage said, “That’s why your life is not in jeopardy sweetie. You need to just get your butt back into the club before you catch a bad break.”

Perry says, “I don’t know…I’ll let you know when I come by to pick up the videos.”

“Okay, I’ll be waiting…Bye Perry!”

“Good bye Brazil.”

Sage covers his face and wakes up in his hotel room. He says, “I can’t believe Satan’s little helper has a damn code that he follows by, and enforces it!”

Sage had awakened close to noon. He picked up his cellular and noticed that Deva had called. He showered, got dressed, and dialed Deva when there was a knock on the door. Sage opened the door and realized it was housekeeping. Deva answered her phone as Sage spoke to the maid, “You don’t have enough room? Can you handle this, while I get that?”

“Oomph! A little more to the left. That’s it. Thank you.”

“No problem.”

Sage puts the phone to his ear and says, “Hello?”

“Sage, what are you doing?”

“I was helping the maid move a chair making it easier to vacuum but my bags were in the way. I was just about on my way out when the maid was coming in.” Deva starts laughing.

“What’s so funny, Deva?”

“Oh, nothing. Nothing at all. I was calling earlier to see how you were doing?”

“I’m doing fine. I’m in Maryland for the day. He looks at his book. “And then I’m going to Virginia later on in the evening. After I hang up with you, I think I am going to book a hotel room in Virginia before I get there.”

“That certainly sounds like a plan, considering that’s all I know what you are doing.” There was a moment of silence. “Sage…Are you still there?”

“Yes, I’m here. I knew it wouldn’t be long before I received bits and pieces of sarcasm from you, and rightly so. I will tell you everything once this is all over. But these are the times that we really need to be strong for one another. Sage got into his car and began looking for a hotel near the next woman’s address that he had to go and see. “There is a Howard Johnson near the place where I have to go so I will make my reservation as soon as we hang up.”

“Well baby, I’m about to go to a meeting, I will talk to you later on this evening, okay?”

“No problem. Enjoy your day, and I love you.”

“I love you too Sage, good bye.”

“Good bye.”

Sage called the hotel and made his reservation for that evening. Afterwards, he walked around in the park, visited a few malls and shopped at a few men’s stores before he finally headed over to the strip club.

It was 8pm when he arrived. He took a deep breath and entered the club. There was no cover charge, but a search was done to ensure no one had weapons of any kind. Sage found a table hidden off in a dark corner where one could see everything, so that’s where he sat.

There were nude women everywhere. He noticed that many were beautiful yet there were some that belonged in an old folk’s home. But it was obvious the men were tipping them as well or they would not be there. Sage stood up and looked very hard at the women as they walked by brushing their breasts up against him and gently grabbing his crotch. Sage thought, I need to hurry up and get out of here. Perfect, there’s Chrissy.

Chrissy didn’t look the same as his images of her in the dream, but he knew for a fact that it was Chrissy. As Sage approached her, he did not prepare himself for what he wanted to say. He gently grabbed her wrist. Chrissy turned to look at him, and gave a smile of interest as Sage said, “Hey good looking, there’s no reason you should be over here all alone…. Let me talk to you for a moment.” Chrissy pulls her wrist from his grip and says, “I’m alone because my time cost money.”

“Why, of course.” Sage pulls out a one hundred- dollar bill. He grabs her around the waist. “How much time can I get with this?”

“A lot. You want a dance?” Chrissy rubbed his crotch. He stops her.

“No, I just want to talk…Over here…At the table.” Chrissy follows him to the table and sits down. He puts the money in her hand.

“You mean to tell me all you want is conversation? What are you, gay?”

Sage smirks. “No, I’m not gay. I am a messenger and I have one for you, but I must ask you…Is there, by any chance a way that I could talk to you in private? Perhaps during your break and we could talk outside?”

“No.”

“How about when you get off from work?”

“No.” Chrissy was beginning to agitate him. While searching for her lighter, Sage began to think, Chrissy does not know me and I’m treating her as if the woman should. This is not working.

He says, “Chrissy!” You would think that her head snapped while turning to look at him.

“How the fuck do you know my name?”

“Oh, now I have your attention.”

“Oh, and you must be hard of hearing. I asked you a fucking question.”

“Perry gave me your name.”

“Perry…Perry…. Chrissy calmed down and asked, “Where is he?” Sage bit his tongue and thought, probably shoveling fire and brimstone for Satan next to Hitler. But instead he says, “Perry is dead, and out….” Chrissy cuts him off.

“How did you find me?”

“While I was at your old job in Virginia, I came across your girlfriend Brazil who told me you were here.”

“You know,” Chrissy points her finger at him. “I’m not feeling your vibe at all mother-fucker.”

“Listen Chrissy, Sweets whatever your stage name is. I just want….”

Chrissy interrupts him again.

“Sweets is not my stage name, Perry gave it to me meaning soft, wet, electrifying, edible, tasty, snapper.”

Sage gave her a nauseated look. Chrissy stood up, flipped the table over and yells, “What the hell are you frowning at, punk ass bitch?”

“You know…Has anyone ever told you that you have a very foul mouth?”

“FUCK YOU!”

“NO! NO!” Sage yelled at the top of his strong lungs as the entire club went silent. Even the music discontinued to play. “You were fucked twenty times too many as Perry attempted to infect you with H.I.V.! On your deathbed, you can tell Brazil that he only wanted married women who deceived their husbands to give this virus to! This ends my message. Good night and good luck with your husband!”

He walks toward the exit door as Chrissy yells, “I already know that I have the virus! I just didn’t know who gave it to me! While storming to her dressing room, the men and women in the club would jostle one another in order to form a path for her because they feared touching her.
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Sage drove off in the direction headed for the hotel in Virginia. He drove for two hours before he arrived at the small and secluded hotel. He got out, closed the door and just leaned against the car as he looked up into the sky. He said to himself, “This is such a peaceful looking night. I have to take this very moment and embrace it.” He grabbed his bag from the trunk and went inside. He approached the counter and informed the receptionist that he made reservations for the night. “What is your name sir?”

“Sage Mecan.” The check-in clerk looked for his information and handed him a key for his room. “That’s it? No credit card needed?”

“Yes sir, that’s it. Everything has already been taken care of.” He takes his key and thought; I guess things have changed when it comes to hotel rooms since the receptionist did not ask for I.D. to verify who I am. But this does have Deva’s name written all over it. He gets on the elevator and goes to his room. When he opened the door, his eyes began to water and his mouth quivered. Deva was standing in the room wearing just a golden sheer kimono style robe holding a glass of Chablis in her hand. Sage walks up to her and places his arms around her. They kiss. Deva removes his clothes.

“Deva, I’m just too mentally drained to even ask you questions. We can talk about it in the morning. One thing for sure, you definitely know how to please your husband.”

He takes a shower as Deva washes his back. He rinsed off the soap, turned off the water, and they walked into the bedroom area. His body was dripping wet and a gentle breeze from the open door that lead to the room’s balcony sent chills through his body. Deva bites on his chest and on and around his nipples. He says, “It’s a warm night. I want to go onto the balcony, but I don’t want to give everyone out there a complete show.” The balcony overlooked the hotel pool area where hotel occupants were talking and swimming. He turns off all of the lights, turns on the radio, grabs a chair, places it on the balcony and covered it with a body towel. Deva spans her leg across him as they passionately kiss. As his nature began to rise and guide into her, simultaneously they softly whispered, “Ahhh….” The occupants could not hear but hardly noticed Deva from below while bouncing up and down on Sage. Deva eased from rocking to just tilting her pelvis. Sage stared deep into her beautiful hazel eyes. He felt her muscles within grip and massage every inch of him. His release into her was so slow, long, and intense, that he started to tremble during his climax. After a moment, he began to talk.

“All that we share and have for each other stems from that precise moment in the supermarket. That entire day was planned for us to meet. We are experiencing the unimaginable simply because we are supposed to.”

Not too long after, Deva was sound asleep…

He joined her.
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His dream takes him to a field located outside of a gated airport. He walks along the gate and watched the airplanes on the tarmac circling the runway. As he rounded the corner fence, he noticed Perry’s car and heard his voice on the other side. Perry was laying flat on a yellow blanket and was nude from the waist down. There was a woman with her head resting on his stomach, sexually pleasing him.

The woman turns her head towards him and says, “I have a surprise for you.” The woman stands up and removes all of her clothes and leans her back up against the fence.

Perry says, “I see you got a tattoo.”

“Yeah, but look closer.”

Perry stood up and walked closer to take a better look.

He smiles.

“Patrice, you certainly are a wild one. Is this permanent?”

“Yup.”

“How do you cover it up for your photo shoots and from your husband?”

“I use body spray paint.”

Sage looked at the women’s tattoo. It was a pear, designed around and including her belly button. It had vines that went around her flawlessly tanned back. Leaves that looked like directional arrows had the letter “e” inscribed on all of them except for the last one, which pointed to her vagina, had an “s”.

“That’s very creative. The pear, the eeez, and the pussy. Oh, Perry’s puss….”

Patrice interrupts him. “Look! A plane is about to take off. Hurry up and give it to me!” Patrice turns around and faces the fence and grabs hold of it. Perry picked up her legs and plunged himself inside of her. Patrice screamed at the top of her lungs while looking up at the thundering jets that were simultaneously flying over their heads. Sage covered his ears and closed his eyes. He woke up in the morning looking at the ceiling of his hotel room. Deva was gone. There was a note on the dresser. He smiled as he picked it up. It read, “My king, I told you that there are things that I would do for you or should I say to you. I love you so much. Be careful and call me later. Xoxoxoxoxo, Me!”

He showered, dressed and sat down at the dresser to set up his laptop to locate Mrs. Goodness. The model agency is five miles from the hotel.

When he arrived at the address around 10:00 a.m. He noticed that there were three hanger style buildings and a ranch style house that sat off the back of the buildings. There were campers and trucks everywhere. Sage thought it looked more like a campground than a place for models. He got out of his car and walked into the ranch style house. A receptionist was sitting at a desk. “Hello sir, what can I do for you?”

“I’m looking for a young lady and I’m hoping you can assist me. Her name is Patrice Goodness. Is there any way you can locate her for me?”

“I’m sorry sir, though Mrs. Goodness is here in town today, and is in one of the hangers doing a photo shoot, Mrs. Goodness does not have time for fans or visitors.”

“I am neither. I just have a message for her and then I’m on my way from this town. Now please, would you contact her or even her agent?”

The woman rose from her chair and walked into another room. After a few minutes of waiting, Sage left the office and began to head towards the hanger that appeared to occupy the most equipment. When the receptionist looked outside to locate Sage, he was already in the hanger.

There were many people in the hanger and Sage blended in with everyone else. He saw the director’s chair with the bullhorn next to it. There was a table filled with pastries and beverages as well. Sage asked a woman that was walking by about the whereabouts of Mrs. Goodness. She pointed him in the direction where he had to walk. He said aloud, “This is going to be a little difficult.”

He noticed the receptionist along with a few security guards walking with her looking around for him. He locates Patrice just as the director instructed everyone to take a five-minute break.

“Yes! Here’s my chance. Mrs. Goodness!” Patrice turns and looks at him strangely. “I have to speak to you. I have a message for you.” He took a few steps towards her and one of the bodyguards stepped in between Sage and Patrice.

The bodyguard stood about a foot taller than Sage and 150 pounds heavier. The bodyguard said to Patrice, “Do you know this man?”

“No Stomp…I don’t.”

The bodyguard turned to Sage and said, “I’m sorry sir but you have to go.”

“Mrs. Goodness I just want to give you a message, but out of respect for you I would prefer to tell you in private.”

The bodyguard said, “Oh no sir! Patrice does not talk to anyone that is a stranger in private. Do you want to talk to him Patrice?” Patrice looks at Sage for a moment and slowly did a gesture indicating no.

Sage says, “It’s regarding Perry…Perry Strong.”

“I’m sorry sir, but I don’t know who you are talking about.” The receptionist and security approached Sage and told him that he had to leave. Sage began to feel uneasy about the situation he was in. He had the feeling if he had uttered another word they were going to create a problem for him. As he turned to walk away he again noticed the bullhorn next to the director’s chair. Sage picked up his pace and grabbed it. He ran over to a ladder near the set and climbed it to the top. By this time he had everyone’s attention in the hanger, including Patrice. He turned it on and slowly shook his head indicating his disappointment in her for not letting him talk to her privately. He spoke into the bull horn, “Patrice Goodness, out of the twenty times you and Perry Strong had sex, he attempted to infect you with H.I.V. This ends my message.”

There was a stunned silence. Then the bodyguard turns to Patrice and asks, “Is this true Patrice? Did you have sex with this man Perry?”

“No it’s not true! That man is a liar…He is a liar! Someone must have hired him to discredit me! To defame me because I don’t know anyone by that name!”

Everyone looks back at Sage. He smiles. “Well if he does not exist, why do you have a permanent tattoo with his name in puzzle form on your stomach?”

“Do you see any tattoos on me?”

“No I don’t, but when you remove that body spray paint from that area, everyone will see it.”

The bodyguard walked away from the area only to return with rubbing alcohol. He threw it on her stomach. Patrice put up a fight as he rubbed his hand across her body and noticed the pear on her belly button with the vine pointing down to her vagina. Everyone just stared in amazement.

The bodyguard says, “How could you do this to me? You told me that I was the only one besides your husband, but you put another man’s name on your body? And now I may be infected?

A security guard says, “Patrice may have infected me also. I’ve been sleeping with her for the past four months.”

The director sits in a chair and begins to cry. The Assistant Director said to him, “I understand why you are so upset. This is going to ruin the commercial shoot isn’t it?”

“No, I’m not worried about the shoot, I’m concerned about my health.”

“Don’t tell me that you slept with her too?”

“Yes.”

The receptionist says in her southern accent to Patrice, “To be married, you are one trifling whore! You are worse than a careless groupie!”

Patrice sat down on the floor and cried as she covered her face in shame. Sage stepped down from the ladder, looked back at everyone in the studio and left to return to his car. Once inside, he pulled off and drove down the road and into a gas station. He pulled out his book and read off the next two names that also resided in the Virginia area. Angela Tinthe, a local radio personality. And Joselyn Bergens, a Pastor.
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He returned to his hotel room and used the hotel gym and sauna to relax and relieve the minor tension that remained after his night of passion with his wife. Sage became so tired that when he opened the door to his room, he collapsed onto the bed and immediately went into a deep sleep at 1:00 p.m.

His dream takes him to an amusement park. He notices that he was standing next to the Tunnel of Love. He smiles fondly as he thought of Deva, but that smile disappeared when he heard Perry’s voice. He was walking towards Sage with a woman holding his arm. The woman says, “You know I’ve never been on that ride before?”

“You never got on this ride? Well we are about to change that Angela.”

Her cell phone rings. Angela looked to see who it was and was hesitant as to whether she should answer it. He asked, “Is it from home?”

“No.”

“Then don’t answer it. This is the second time since we’ve been together for the last ten minutes that your phone has gone off.” He strokes her hair and asks, “Can you turn it off for me please Angela?”

“I’m sorry Perry.” Angela turns off her phone.

Perry says to the ticket taker, “Since no one is riding this, do you think it could stall while we are inside for maybe 45 min?”

He slips the ticket taker a fifty-dollar bill, who in return says, “Sir, you have an hour. Now listen, when your hour is up, you will hear the motor in the tunnel come on, thirty seconds later, the chairs will move.” “Perfect! We’ll see you on the other side.” Sage followed them inside of The Tunnel of Love. Once the seats entered the tunnel, Angela anxiously grabbed at his belt. The float stopped. He grabs her hands and says, “Let’s get off.”

“It’s water around this thing. We can’t reach the ledge. We’ll get wet.”

“No we won’t, I will.” He removed his shoes and socks and stepped into the water. “Brrr…This water is cold!” Angela laughs as he picks her up and gently places her on the platform. “See Angela, you are not wet.” He took off his jacket and placed it on the floor. Angela sat down on his jacket and watched as he lifted the bottom of her earth-toned, flowery sun dress and pulled her thong to the side. He placed his head between her legs and began pleasing her.

“Now you are wet.” He said.

“Umm, yes I am. Good and wet. Can I have it now Daddy?”

He whispers, “I love it when you talk to me that way.”

“You do Daddy?”

“Umhmm.”

Sage thought, Daddy is trying to kill you. Daddy is going to infect you with his poison libido. Daddy is an evil daddy. You sure picked the wrong daddy.

Perry stood up and proceeded to put a condom on. Sage walked towards him with a puzzled look. “He didn’t pinch the condom. What are you up to P?”

Angela whined in a high-pitched tone,

“Daddy…Oh Daddy, thank you for giving me this good loving Daddy. Take the rubber off.”

Both Perry and Sage said, “What?”

“Take it off. I want to feel that head of a tamer you have. I want you to feel my warmness…It’s okay. You don’t have to worry about anything.”

“On the contrary, you have a lot to worry about if he removes that condom!” Sage said.

Perry reached down and snatched the condom off and re-entered her. Sage could sense Perry’s scrambled emotions. While on top of her, Perry rested the side of his face on her shoulder and stared at the displays inside the tunnel. Tears fell from his eyes.

“Oh I just cannot believe this…You are in love with her!? But she’s married P! What makes her so different from the others?”

Perry smiles as he displays a plotting expression. While still facing the displays he grins while moaning, “Oh Angel, you feel so good….”

Sage yells, “I know you are not doing what I think you are? Too much concentration to fake one P! Besides, you are a horrible actor!”

Perry says, “I’m about to aaagh!” Angela pushes Perry off of her onto his back and excitedly jumped on top of him. Perry says, “Whoa Angel! What gives?”

“I know what you are up to. Faking that orgasm so you could save your endurance for tonight when you come by the studio. We’ve been doing this too many times, baby, for me not to know the difference. Well I want all of it right now!” Angela pokes him in the chest.

Sage says, “If you really love her P, you would stop right this moment and leave her.”

Angela glides her tongue across his lips while looking into his eyes. Perry says in a begging tone and submissive manner, “Angela, please don’t make me….”

“You said that you would always please me. So please me now Daddy…I want to feel it when you burst inside of me.”

“Talk about famous last words. But knowing you, P, you’ll only release enough for her to feel. Not all of it. That is going to exhaust you.” Sage says, shaking his head.

Perry kissed her. Angela looked at him strangely and said,

“I thought you didn’t like to kiss on the lips?”

“I kissed you, because I love you, Angela.” They kissed again as they climaxed together. Angela felt his partial force as it slowly emerged from him and it filled her with delectation. Angela displayed a smile of complete satisfaction and embraced the moment.

Perry in a drained voice says, “We have to get back inside the chairs of this float before it moves. It’s an hour now.”

“Are you still coming to the studio?”

“Of course. Why wouldn’t I?”

“Because I know you, Perry. One moment your plans are with me, and within a blink of an eye, your plans are elsewhere. Considering that I sense a change in your emotional vibe, there’s a seventy-thirty chance that I may see you tonight. The odds are against me of course.”

Perry laughs as he picks her up and places her back into the seat. “What’s so funny?” Angela asked with a serious look.

“You are right.” He says as he puts on his socks and shoes.

“What? That I have a seventy-thirty chance of seeing you?”

“No, that my plans change within a blink of an eye. Remember, that’s how I met you.” They begin to kiss as the motors start up and the ride exited the Tunnel of Love.

Afterwards, they headed back towards the parking lot. Sage is walking along the side of them as they approach a car that was identical to Perry’s Porsche, with the exception in color. This one was white.

“Perry. Now that you have expressed your feelings to me, what’s next?”

“What do you mean what’s next? There is no next. You have a husband that you can’t leave. And I have love for a man’s wife who he literally cannot please. This is the limit for us. As simple as I am saying this, it just can’t grow any further.”

“Well at least I know whether I will see you this evening or not.” They kiss. “Call me when you are available.” Angela gets into her car and drives off.

Perry got into his car and started cussing as he drove off. Sage says while in the car, “Thought you could keep a normal relationship with that virus, hunh? You had the chance to come clean and leave her alone and chose not to. You are one weak, pathetic, poor excuse of a man. All of this over flesh!”

Perry pulled into a church parking lot. “Now you want to pray? For what, forgiveness? Or are you seeking salvation or guidance, comfort and repentance? You have got to be kidding me!” Sage stops talking for a brief moment and says, “I apologize for what I am saying. It’s not right for me to make comments such as these. Everyone, including me, has done things in the past that they are not happy about and asked God for forgiveness.” He sighs, “I’m lashing out because of the hurt I have inside for you not letting me be there to help you, that’s all.”

They walked inside the church. Perry found a spot in a pew, got down on his knees and began to pray. Sage also got down on his knees beside him. A woman walked out from behind them. Perry did not hear her but Sage did. As the woman walked towards the front of the church, Perry looked up at the woman who looked at him. They startled each other. “Sir, I did not know you were in here.”

“I’m sorry I startled you. I’ll be going now. I just needed to pray and this was the first place I saw so….”

“This is the house of the Lord. You continue to pray while I’m about to lock up the church and when you are done, I can unlock the door for you to leave.”

“Thank you.”

“It’s no problem. It’s no problem at all.” The woman sees the tears falling down the side of Perry’s face. “If you need to talk to me, I am here for you as well. Perry and Sage noticed the concern and very caring expression on her face and in her gray eyes. Perry says, “I do need to talk to someone.” The woman sits down next to him.

“Tell me what troubles your heart. My name is Joselyn Bergens. I’m the pastor of this church.” Sage stood up.

“My name is Perry Strong.”

“I can tell that you feel alone in this world.”

“I do.”

“And no one can understand your pain.”

“That’s right.”

“By the Lord’s will, whether we like it or not, we have trials and tribulations. So it is always asked, how we resolve them without losing faith? But the key to solving all of our problems is and has always been before us.”

“What’s that?”

“To put God first. Ask for his guidance in resolving your problems. God does not place a burden greater than what our minds can handle. You must remember that you are a child of God.”

Perry bursts out with laughter.

“I don’t think that I’m a child of God. I don’t think he cares about me or ever loved me.”

“God loves you and will guide you as long as you remain mindful of his presence.”

“At one time I believed that God did love me and looked after me…Now, I feel like an abandoned child in the midst of a dark forest without a purpose. Maybe my purpose is not to recognize myself as one of God’s children but rather a handyman for Satan.”

Joselyn places her hand on the back of his head and neck and began to massage that area.

“It is troublesome to see a man in such dire straits. For a few moments, I want you to reflect on something more relaxing, something that will help you to ease your mind and release your stress.”

Perry began to relax and reflect back to the moment he was in Massachusetts. Sage was also able to see his reflected moment.

Perry was walking down a supermarket isle when he sees a gentleman with a very familiar face. He walked closer and said, “Sir, I know you.” The older man says, “You look familiar as well.”

“Oh, I remember now. You used to live in my area until your house burned down.” It was the Indian man.

“Yes, young man I remember you now. You were always with the other fellow.”

“That’s right, his name is Sage and I’m Perry. You live out here now?”

“Yes, I do. How about you?”

“No, I’m just passing through to see some friends and then on my way to Canada. Wow, it’s been over fourteen years since I last saw you.”

“Yeah, that’s when you saw me in the store and called me Mr. Gigolo.” They both laugh. A woman walks by the aisle and the Indian man notices Perry wink at the woman and says, “I see you have an eye for beautiful women.”

“I sure do.”

“Well let me give you a little bit of advice. If you want to deal with a woman like that, you have to have the know-how to get her and the finances to keep her.”

“You think so?”

“I know so.”

Perry stares at her and says, “Look at those sexy eyes.”

“Yeah, and look at those diamonds on her ears.”

Perry laughs, and says, “Look at those perfect looking legs.”

“Look at the tennis bracelet.”

“Her toes look so tasty, I could suck on those all night.”

“Those sandals of hers don’t look cheap either.”

“The way her clothes are fitting her, tells me that I need to snatch her up and take her home and give her a good spanking.”

“They have high maintenance written all over them. Listen Perry, your pockets have to run pretty deep if you want a woman like that under your arm.”

The woman that they were staring at, walks down the aisle to Perry, kisses his cheek and says, “Baby I have everything that I need. I’m hungry. What are we going to eat?”

Perry looks at the Indian man whose mouth was hanging open. Perry says, “I don’t know, but toe-sucking is definitely on the menu! You take care and it was good seeing you again.” As Perry and the woman walked away, the Indian man did not utter a word. He just stood there in disbelief.

That memory made Perry grin, but then he became very sad again. The Pastor says, “Tell me what’s bothering you.” He looks at her with eyes of sorrow and gloom.

“I’ve hurt a lot of people and I don’t want to do that anymore. I wish my tongue was cut out and fed to dogs so I can stop luring women into my life.”

“Perry, women can be gullible, but it’s also their choice as to whether they want to be with you or not. It’s not your tongue that casts a spell on them to be with you. Only Satan has that type of power and even he is limited to the power of suggestion and I don’t think you are Satan. Do you?”

“No I don’t. But I feel like one of his helpers.”

Joselyn asks, “What do you say to them? The women? How do you sway them to meet your desires?”

“Pastor, I don’t think it would be wise to….”

“No, it’s okay. Tell me.”

Sage says, “Evidently not if your name was in his book.” Perry looks and picks up Joselyn’s hand. “I see that you are married.”

“Yes, and happily.”

“How does he feel about you being here?”

“He should feel just fine since I am in the house of the Lord.”

“I know that God is around all the time…I’m talking about being here alone?” He strokes her cheek, and begins to talk in a seductive manner. “You are too beautiful to be here doing things by yourself. If I were your husband, I would never let you out of my sight. Loneliness is something you would be no more.” He runs his fingers through the back of her hair. “From nibbling on your ears while gently running my fingers across your firm and delicate nipples…To rubbing my tongue on those soft lips that lie between those anxiously sexy, throbbing, looking legs. Making sure every inch that I give you is guaranteed to bring you pleasure beyond belief…. Do you want to taste what I want to give you?” In a daydreaming tone she responds, “Yes…I mean, no.” Joselyn rises from the bench and walks towards the back of the church towards the door. “I think it’s time that you left Mr. Strong.”

“God, I’m sorry for talking this way in your house.”

He approached her and said,

“This is exactly what I am talking about. My intention was not to really come on to you, I just wanted to show you that….” Joselyn grabs and kisses him as they fall to the floor with her on top.

“I want to feel those inches you have!” Joselyn yells while removing her blouse and bra.

“You told me that you are happily married.”

“I am mentally. But I haven’t had pleasure beyond belief in over thirteen years. We’ve done enough talking.”

Sage could see that Perry did not want to have sex with her, but he also knew that Perry was weak when it came to sex, and the fact that this woman was tremendously beautiful and partially naked did not make matters any better.

“Umm, I sure do like your rod.”

Joselyn helped Perry up and took him to another part of the church that looked like an apartment that contained everything from a fully furnished bedroom to a full bathroom with an attached Jacuzzi. Joselyn led him to the bedroom and instructed him to lie down. Perry says, “I don’t want to do this anymore. I’ve done so much wrong to so many people.”

Joselyn removed her skirt and panties, takes off his pants and says, “Do you have the strength to handle this?” As Joselyn placed his tool into her mouth, Perry’s eyes filled with tears that began to roll down his face and around his ears. “Please stop.” Perry whispers as his nature rises. Joselyn grabbed a condom and was about to place it on him, but after a few seconds of fumbling around with it, Joselyn gave up and jumped on top of him with her back facing him. Joselyn yelled frantically, scriptures from the bible while hammering onto him. Sage sorrowfully looked away as he sensed Perry’s orgasm inside of her. Joselyn laughed as her back arched and trembled during her orgasm. After completely satisfying herself, she fell off of the bed and tried to lift herself off of Perry. She then stood up and glanced over at him. He was laying there in a state of shock. Joselyn stepped into the bathroom, put her clothes back on, and returned with a washcloth. She wiped him down until she felt as though he was clean. When she began to pull up his pants, is when he asked softly, “Didn’t I tell you to stop?”

Joselyn smiles and says, “Yes, but your body was telling me to go, and to be honest I did not know which one to believe.” Perry smiles and stood up. “You’ve pleased yourself, now you feel so good don’t you?”

“Consider this a good deed in pleasing one of God’s chosen children to deliver the word.”

“I consider this as pleasing a Ho!”

Joselyn slaps him. He staggers into the bathroom and grabs the lotion off of the counter. He walks back into the bedroom and backslaps her with so much force that she fell onto the bed. Joselyn was dazed as he pulled down his pants and massages lotion onto his penis.

“What are you about to do Perry?” Sage hollered.

He rolls her over onto her stomach, flips up her skirt and yanks her panties off. He wipes the blood off the corner of his mouth and says,

“You’ve pleased yourself, now it’s my turn to be pleased! One good rape deserves another!” He pins her arms on her back and proceeds to rape her anally. Joselyn screams in horror as he forces himself inside of her.

“Is my length pleasing you now? How about the strength bitch?”

He stares at her while Joselyn screams, “Ahhh, I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” While laughing and calling her foul names, he climaxed inside of her. Perry releases her arms and looks down to notice that blood was not just coming from her, but also from his penis that began to ache in excruciating pain. He pulled up his pants and ran from the bedroom and out of the church. Sage woke up at 5:30 p.m. yelling, “When does the madness stop?”
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Sage showered, dressed and asked the hotel receptionist about the carnival that took place in the small town. Once he received directions to the location, he knew the church was not far from it. Perry only had her name, state, and occupation written down inside his book. He knew that was all of the information that he needed since his dream provided the rest. Sage drove up to the church when the sun was just about to set.

There were lots of cars parked inside of the church parking lot. Before he stepped out of the car, he closed his eyes and said, “God…Please guide my tongue and my actions. This is the most troubling moment for me based on these particular circumstances and I am aware that I cannot do this without your guidance. Amen.” An image of Deva flashed through his mind. He dimly smiled as he got out of the car and walked towards the church. He became calm.

When he walked inside, he glanced over to his left and noticed the closed door that led to the apartment. He felt disgusted as he walked down the center aisle and did not know why he started to feel this way. There were no children in sight. Only adults. Sage walked further and sat down in the area where Perry once had.

A voice from the front of the church says, “Excuse me sir? May I help you with something?”

Sage stands up and responds, “Yes. I need to speak to Joselyn Bergens.”

A woman approaches him and says, “I’m Joselyn Bergens. And you are?”

He stared at her for a moment because her hairstyle was different. Her hair was longer than what he had remembered in his dream. He clears his throat and says, “I’m Sage Mecan…I have a message for you but I respectfully prefer to speak to you in private.”

“My dear brother, we are family here. Whatever message you have to relay, please relay it.”

“I thought pastors were sensible people,” he mumbled.

He looked around the church and noticed that everyone was looking at him. He wanted to just say what he came to say and leave. But instead his facial expression became blank as he asked, “Am I really seen to you as a brother?”

“Why of course.”

“And are you my brother’s keeper?”

“Yes, I am.”

“But it’s only selective and to your benefit…Isn’t it pastor?”

Joselyn paused and eyed Sage from his dark shades down to his black shoes. His attire was completely black. She takes a deep breath.

“Mr. Mecan I’m sorry, but we have a program going on and either you could tell me your message now or return later after everyone is gone.”

“Well your second option is completely out of the question.”

“For some reason Mr. Mecan it seems as though you are playing games with me.”

“Yes, you are right--- I am. But it’s nothing compared to the type of games that you like to play. For example: My brother, an out of town wanderer, came here with a severely wounded soul and a broken down spirit seeking repentance and forgiveness for his heinous and atrocious acts.” He stepped past her and heads down toward the front of the church. “The acts? Having unprotected sex with married women and infecting them with H.I.V.!”

Gasps and “oh lords” were heard echoing throughout the church. He turns around and faces Joselyn and pointing at her. “You! You were the only known living human being that actually had the opportunity to stop and save him! And in doing so, saving the women he would have never met after you. I felt so disgusted when I first entered this church because of the domino of death that was structured and continues to spread well after his demise.”

“Sir, obviously you may be dealing with some personal demons or psychiatric issues and I’m going to have to ask you to please leave.”

“Oh, now I’m sir…No longer a brother. Humph. Well I surely wished you had treated Brother Perry with the same hospitality that you are providing me with this evening.”

Her eyes had widened. “Clearly, brother, under the eyes of God we are not to pass false accusations.”

“Believe me, sister, this is not a false accusation. While spreading the word in his ear, you also decided to spread your legs for his poison. Now hundreds, maybe thousands, have fallen by the wayside. Because of your selfishness and ministry of hypocrisy, you proudly display with so much pride around your neck and across your chest, souls are lost!” Joselyn turned around to face the back of the church in an attempt to hide the tears that were filling her eyes, then turned back around and began walking towards Sage and says, “You have no idea what you are talking about.”

“How have you been feeling lately?”

“How dare you walk into my church with this mess?”

“I pray that God have mercy on your soul.”

Joselyn agitatedly yells, “He raped me!”

“Not until right after you raped him!”

Joselyn raised her hand to slap Sage and he grabbed her hand just before it reached his face. A man that was standing on the side of the benches yells, “I’ve heard enough! Joselyn Bay Bergens, what in God’s name gives you the right to strike at this gentleman? You were chosen to deliver the word. But it appears that it is time that changes within this church have to be made that should have been made some time ago.”

He walks towards her as she looks at him with a crazed look and says, “James, you talk as if you believe him!” Joselyn snatches her hand from Sage’s grip.

“You are my husband and you are choosing a stranger’s tongue over mine?”

“I don’t have to choose. I’ve had my doubts for a very long time about you. Your church meetings without me, may I add. The late counseling sessions during that time I was in denial. But when you decided to have the small apartment added on…because you felt as though traveling ten miles was too far sometimes when you needed rest for your in-between meetings, I was no longer in denial, I became suspicious. So I placed a hidden surveillance camera inside of your apartment.” Joselyn collapsed to her knees. “James, I don’t know what to say.”

“Well, there is a lot I wanted to say as I watched man after man come into this church just about every night of the week! When I watched what had happened to you that day you took a piece of that man without regret!”

Joselyn looks up at him. “Yes, you did strip a piece of his soul. It almost appeared as if he was dead. But that did not stop you!” James eyes began to water. “When you slapped him and he did what he did to you….”

“I don’t want to hear anymore James!”

“Well you are going to hear it woman! You are going to hear everything I have to say right now! When he did what he did to you, I felt, avenged. Justice had its way of making sure you paid for what you sow. I was filled with so much hatred for you I had wished he only continued until you bled to death.” He sobs. Sage placed his hand on James’ shoulder for a brief moment as he walked past him and out of the church. As he sat in his car, the congregation filed out, as well, leaving the pastor and her husband alone. He searched for his notes and located the directions to the town’s radio station. Though it was a ten minute drive from the church to that station, it seemed like hours as he could not stop thinking about the anguish and deep wounds inflicted on that husband’s soul.

Sage arrived at the station and parked his car in the visitor’s area. He noticed the white Porsche with a license plate ANGEL II. He called Deva while she was in the kitchen with Mya and Scripts.

“Hi baby! I miss you so much! Please tell me you are heading home?”

“I wish I could, but I would be lying to you.”

“Well are you okay? Are you eating?”

“Yes I’m eating and I’m alright, you know that was some moment we shared the other night. I can’t wait to experience many moments like that one.”

Deva whispers into the phone, “Umm, you are beginning to make me tingle and that’s not good considering you are not here to satisfy my desire for you. If I wanted to have phone sex….”

“Phone sex?”

“Yes, phone sex. Unfortunately, that is something that could not take place because Mya is here.”

“There will be other times for that. What are you and Red up to for the evening?”

“Mya is helping Scripts get his life in order.”

“Helping Scripts or feeding him because he totes his life around in that cart. What is Red doing? Reorganizing it?”

“No Sage, Mya is helping him to get on welfare and housing. Did you know that he was in Vietnam? He’s receiving V.A. benefits from an injury he sustained for the rest of his life.”

“Yes I know. Tell them I said hello.”

“I will.”

Mya walks into the living room near Deva and says,

“Oops, I’m sorry!”

“It’s not a problem Mya, what do you need?”

“I need another note pad.”

“I have Sage on the phone. Talk to him while I locate another notebook.”

“Okay.”

Mya takes the phone and asks, “Sage, when are you coming home?”

“I should be there by Friday. Saturday at the latest, but let me ask you something. Why an interest, in helping Scripts?”

“Because I see the potential in him not wanting to remain homeless for the rest of his life. Now let me ask you something. What are you doing that is so important that has you in and out of town?”

He laughs and asked, “Why are you curious about what I’m doing?”

“I’m not curious. I’m more concerned than anything.”

“More concerned?”

“Yes, more concerned.”

“Okay…Okay. If you must know, I’m on a mission.”

“On a mission?”

“That’s right, on a mission…A mission from God.”

“Okay Sage.”

“That’s right, it’s okay because since it is a mission from God, that means I’m protected by God, so there is no reason you should have any more concerns, alright?”

“Umhmm.”

“Okay, and Red?”

“Yes.”

“I love you.”

“Yeah, I love you too.”

Sage laughs as Mya hands Deva the phone and takes the note pad. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome Mya.”

ϕ

Scripts yelled from the kitchen, “Hey what’s taking so long? I have engagements to make.”

“There is no engagement more important than this when I’m helping you to get back on your feet.” replied Mya.

“That is what I wanted to ask you Red. Why are you helping me?”

Mya sat down at the table. “I feel as though you were dealt a bad hand after the Vietnam War. In my opinion, my parent’s and grandparent’s generation did not give the support or provide the resources that would take care of you once you have returned home.”

“But that’s just it Red. Your parents weren’t treated any differently during that era than I was. Though I was old enough to carry a rifle with permission to kill, I couldn’t be served a damn beer. Everyone was treated worse than shit from a vulture. You know, I received more respect from the Vietnamese that I did from here. Did I ever tell you that I was captured?”

“No! I did not know that you were a P.O.W.!”

“I wasn’t a prisoner.” Mya looks at him strangely.

“You see, me and three of my ranger buddies, for whatever reason, wandered off of a path and right smack into a northern Viacom campsite.”

“Oh my goodness!”

“That was not my choice of words because if I was one of those cortooshonist people, you know, the ones that can twist and turn and bend all over the place.”

“You mean contortionist.”

“Yeah, one of them. Well I would have bent over to kiss my ass goodbye.”

“So what happened?”

“Well, while we were surrounded with their rifles pointed at our heads, the leader walked up to us and said in his language to his crew to take our ammo. Just leaving us with our rifles. Then he said to us in English, “Why are you here with white man fighting us when you should be fighting white man in America? You not belong here. Leave and no come back.” “I thought to myself, you don’t have to tell me twice. So I led the men back but while leaving, I had turned around to get a final look at the man who opened my eyes that had been closed for so long. I dropped my weapon at that moment and vowed to never pick up another weapon to fight any war ever again. So, once we finally found our entire unit, I washed up and changed my underwear.”

Mya laughed as Scripts says, “Well I figured when they killed me, whoever had to drag me off was literally going to have a shitty task at hand.”

Mya stops laughing. “But Mya, those men wanted what every human being deserves, and that’s freedom from bondage.”

“What did they say about your weapon when you returned?”

“Mya that was something they talked about for a brief moment because I started acting crazy. At times, I would run around naked, repeating that comment from that Vietnamese. The military sent me home so fast and gave me a full medical discharge.”

“So you have full access to the base?”

“Yup! I have to see the doctor at the VA clinic in the hospital once a month. There, I put on my performance just to ensure that nothing happens to my benefits. You know, it’s a shame that individuals have to act out of character in order to get what they want and deserve. My ex-wife Nancy was cheating on me, so when I returned home, we argued about nothing that grew into fights and furniture breaking just so that woman could leave the house to be with him. Nancy could have just left and didn’t have to bust up the tube or break the dishes! If he means that much to her, Nancy could have just told me. Thank goodness we did not have any kids. My family disowned me. I didn’t have that many friends, so I grabbed my stick and bundle and left that shabby town and wound up here. As a matter of fact, the first person I met was Sage.”

“Oh, I know that was special.”

Scripts takes a sip of his coffee and says, “It was. I was napping on top of a grate that is out in front of his store. Of course, at the time I didn’t know it was his. But he walked by and kicked me with his shoe and said, ‘Get up old man.’”

“I said, ‘haven’t you ever been told to never kick a person when they’re down?’”

“He said, ‘I’m not kicking you because you are down, I’m doing it because you are asleep and funky and like the sun, you need to rise and go west.’”

“As I got up I said, ‘Reciting a little Angelou hunh? Since you served as my human alarm clock, think you can be a chef and provide some food for an old man?’”

“He said, ‘I can provide you with transportation courtesy of our town’s finest?’”

“I turned around and it was a squad car.”

Mya laughs.

“I told him that was cold. You know they can’t drive. Smashing into each other and hitting innocent bystanders. I even heard they drag race! Sage laughed as the squad car went by and the officer and Sage waived at each other.”

“I said to Sage, ‘You know Po Po?’”

“He said, ‘Yes, I went to school with some of them and I have a few as customers.’”

“I said, ‘Customers?’”

“He said, ‘Yeah, this is my business and my building and my sidewalk. You thought I was telling you to get up because I was already up and I was jealous to see you sleeping in luxury?’”

“I was laughing so hard because I was sleeping on torn pillows, that was on a cardboard box and I also didn’t have any front bottom teeth. So when he saw my mouth he said, ‘Man, what happened to your grill? I know you have a tough time chewing. You must eat with your head tilted all the way back.’”

Mya had tears in her eyes from all the laughter as Scripts continued to talk.

“Sage said that I must soak my sandwiches in water and make sogwiches, soggy sandwiches.”

Mya leans back in the chair and says, “Please Scripts don’t tell me anymore. My stomach hurts from all of this laughter.”

“I didn’t tell you the best part…do you know he got me these teeth? Yeah! One of his clients is a dentist that hooked me up. Treated me like a patient with care and professionalism when I did not have a dime to my name. That’s when I knew Sage had a heart of gold and is the real deal. The neighborhood loves and respects him, since he constantly gives to the community and helps families that are struggling. The love for him is quite apparent.”

There is a silent moment when a tear falls from Scripts’ eye. With a concerned expression, Mya asked, “What’s wrong, Scripts?”

He sighs and says, “Before I met Sage, I always asked the heavens why I just didn’t get killed in Vietnam? Death cannot be any worse than what I’m going through here on earth, so what is my purpose?”

Mya’s eyes became misty as she grabbed Scripts’ hand and said, “Scripts, it is not for us to question, and besides you may be needed to help a loved one someday. You have plenty to offer. You just have to research within and trust in God, and I guarantee everything will fall into place. That’s why you and I are here this evening with Deva. We see that you are needed in the world. It’s just that you need a jump-start in the right direction. And so do I.”

“What do you mean Red?”

“It’s nothing. My mind is just wandering, that’s all. What is Deva doing?”

Mya rises from the chair and peeks into the living room to see Deva sitting on the sofa continuing her conversation with Sage and steps back into the kitchen area.

Deva says, “I cry myself to sleep sometimes when you are not here.”

“You know that I feel terrible by you telling me this…I’m coming home, right now.”

“Sage, you will do no such thing! You continue to take care of your business. That is extremely important and my mentioning of my sobbing is not a ruse for you to drop everything and return home. I’m just expressing my emotions to my husband…Sage?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me a poem before we hang up?”

“Yes. Remember the beach at Egg Harbor?”

“How could I forget? It was our first date. The moon was full and the ocean’s tide was rising near the giant rock we were sitting on.”

“That is what I’m thinking about.”

They close their eyes and begin to imagine being there. Sage takes a deep breath and speaks in a very deep tone so peaceful that it relaxes them completely.


“THOUGH YOU ARE THERE AND I AM HERE, THERE IS NO BORDER OR DISTANCE BETWEEN US. LOVE HAS BLOWN HER ETERNAL MIST OF IMMORTALITY ONTO OUR UNDYING SOULS. HOW DOES OUR COMFORTER OF ONENESS, BRAVES OBSTACLES AND HARDSHIPS, MANAGE TO REMAIN AS SOFT AS MILK? REARED WITH, THE YESTERYEARS OF CONSCIOUS JOYS AND TEARS. LIKE BLUE FLAMES OF FIRE COVERING A CALM AND DORMANT LAKE THAT IT DOES NOT TOUCH. BUT ITS CHARACTERISTICS OF UNIQUENESS STRENGTHENS ONE ANOTHER. NOTHING AS THIN AS A CLOUD, TO THE HARDEST OBJECT KNOWN, CAN PENETRATE IT. FOR THIS IS GOD’S GREATEST GIFT TO MAN THAT WILL CRADLE AND NOURISH US, NOT JUST FOR THIS LIFE…BUT THE NEXT.”



“I love you Sage.”

“I love you too Deva.”

They blew one another a kiss as they ended their call. He felt refreshed as he stepped out of his car and walked into the radio station.

A guard in uniform stopped Sage immediately and said in his strong, southern accent. “I’m sorry sir but that door was supposed to have been locked. No one is allowed in here after normal business hours.”

“I apologize for my late arrival. I’ve traveled from Philadelphia to deliver a personal message to Mrs. Angela Tinthe.”

The guard had a toothpick and began picking at his teeth for a moment as Sage stared at him. “You from Philly hunh?”

“Yes sir.”

The guard looks at his clothes. “You can tell you’re not from these parts here. Have a seat.”

“Thank you sir.”

He walks to his security desk and phones back to the studio room. Sage could hear him speak, “Yeah, there’s a visitor here from Philly to deliver a message to Mrs. Tinthe. Well, I think it’s personal. Why? He’s wearing plain clothes and not a uniform. Okay, I’ll tell him.” He hangs up the phone and says, “Mrs. Tinthe will be out during the commercial breaks.”

“I really appreciate your assistance.”

“It’s not a problem. Say, are those cheese steaks I hear about really that good?”

“So good and meaty that it takes two days to eat.”

The guard rises on the tips of his toes while swinging his arms and says, “Now that’s what I’m talking about! I sure wish I could taste one of those juicy steaks.”

“Well, you never know what the future may bring. Here’s my card. If you are ever in Philly, give me a call. I’ll also see if I can get you some tickets to a game of your choice.”

“Football or basketball? Heck, I’ll even take some baseball tickets. I’m not that much of a baseball fan.”

“It doesn’t matter what season. That embracing southern hospitality is also in the north as well.” They shake hands. A woman walks towards them. “Hello, my name is Mrs. Tinthe. You have a message for me?”

“Well I’m going to check the other doors to make sure they are locked and should be back in a few moments. Thanks again for that invite Mr. Messenger.”

“It’s not a problem at all…Take care.”

Angela displays a puzzling look and says, “I know that I’ve seen your face before.”

“Do you remember where?”

Angela pauses for a moment then her eyes widened and placed one hand over her mouth and began to fan her face with the other. Sage asked with concern, “Are you okay?”

“Excuse me for one moment, I’ll be right back.”

Angela ran back towards the studio and returned with something in her hand and asked him, “Do you remember this?”

Angela hands Sage a picture. As he stared at it, Angela watched his facial expression slowly change from a look of unfamiliarity to a smile of remembering everything from the images in that photo. His eyes became watery.

“Sage.” Angela softly called.

He nods his head.

“Perry gave me that picture and said it was one of his greatest memories that he wanted to share with me. I always kept it here since I do spend more time here than at home.”

“This is when Perry and I were celebrating our accomplishments in New York. We were near the Stock Exchange. He became very successful that day and my grand opening was the next occasion. It was also his birthday.”

He stared into the photo as he recalls Perry saying, “Brother, God has favored us. Now we have to favor our community. We can’t take the money with us, so we have no other choice but to spread the wealth.”

Sage says to Angela, “Up to this very moment, I’ve never had the opportunity to see this photo. Thank you for sharing it with me. For him to give you this, he had you very near and dear to his heart because he had always been extremely stingy with photographs.”

Angela stops smiling and asks, “What do you mean by had?

At that moment, an assistant approaches them and says, “Angela, you have to get back on the air in 20 seconds.”

Angela turns to Sage and asked, “Is there any place that you have to go to within the next hour? I would like for you to join me in the studio.”

“Well I don’t have any plans but…”

“Good! Follow me please.”

Sage follows her into the studio and into a booth. Angela placed a chair next to the one that she sits in. Sage sat down. Angela placed her headphones on, flipped a switch on the console in front of her and began speaking on the air. After the music began playing, Angela flipped the switch once again and placed the headphones around her neck, turned towards Sage and asked him, “Has Perry passed away?”

“I’m afraid so.”

Angela grabs a tissue and began to cry.

“I met him at a mall in D.C. I was sitting on a little bench, trying on boots when he said, ‘Your legs are too beautiful for covering.’”

“Not looking up, I said, ‘Well if I don’t put any on, I would feel naked.’

He said, ‘Then I’ll remove my clothes so you won’t feel too out of place.’

I said, ‘All of this over a pair of boots?’ I finally looked up and saw his tall, fine looking self and slid off the bench. This is so embarrassing, but as he bent down to help me up, he noticed that I wasn’t wearing anything under my dress. I said to Perry, ‘You have seen her but you can’t touch her.’

Perry laughed and asked if I would join him for lunch. I was reluctant at first but of course I agreed and lunches led to dinners, which led to breakfast…In bed.”

Sage looks at her finger.

“I see you are married. What about your husband?”

“Well, my husband did not mind that I had a friend, lover, whatever you choose to call Perry, because he was incapable of satisfying me in many ways. Sage, my husband was a quadriplegic. He sustained it during an accident in the military. He passed away recently, but I still wear my ring.”

“I’m sorry to hear about your loss.”

“Thank you. My husband knew about Perry but Perry did not know that my husband was aware of our relationship. Perry just knew about my husband’s condition.”

“That explains it.”

“Explains what?”

“I’m sorry. I was thinking aloud.”

“Well you might as well tell me.”

He sat there as he could hear the music play. Finally he says, “That explains why he wore secured condoms with you.”

“What do you mean by secured?”

“I mean he did not tamper with them while with you.”

“But why would he do that anyway, you are not making sense.”

“Mrs. Tinthe, Perry had AIDS and from that one moment you had unprotected sex with him, he may have given it to you. This is the message that I had to deliver.” Angela jumped up from her seat and threw the headphones onto the console.

“You are telling me, the man I fell so deeply in love with, not only did he die, but he may have given me AIDS? How do you know of this? What makes you so sure? Did he tell you that he gave it to me?”

“Mrs. Tinthe, if you feel as though this message is inaccurate, you can always get blood work done.”

He whispers into her ear. “Just remember that day in the amusement park, and you and Perry’s intimate moment inside the tunnel. I must be going now.”

Angela faced him as he walked out of the booth and the studio. While turning around, everyone was looking at Angela. “Why are you looking at me like that? What’s wrong with all of you?”

The assistant pointed up. Angela looked up and noticed the on air indicator was lit and looked down and noticed that her headphones hit the main switch that signed her back on the air. Sage heard Angela hollering and screaming that was also heard throughout town over the airwaves.

As Sage began to leave, Angela yelled, “Wait!” Angela attempts to hand him the picture but he declines to accept it and says, “He gave you that picture for a reason. It’s for you to do whatever you wish to do with it.” Angela began to walk towards her left and then her right as if lost and needed direction before finally running into the woman’s bathroom. The guard approached Sage and says, “Man that’s the message you had to deliver? To tell Ms. Tinthe about getting AIDS? Oh God. You basically told her that she is a dead woman walking! That sure is one hell of a message to deliver. Do you deliver happy messages to at least balance out the bad?”

Sage did not respond, but only hung his head while looking at the floor. “You are like the grim reaper except you take lives by delivering the message of death rather than just taking life itself. To be truthfully honest, I don’t know which one is actually worse, knowing what you are going to die from, or dying from it.” Sage looked up at the guard and was about to speak, but instead shook his head and walked towards the door. The guard realized that Sage was leaving and unlocked the door.

The guard said, “Mr. Mecan, you have a fine evening sir. Drive safely and have a safe trip heading back to Philly! I have your info right here so I can reach you once I come up north.” Sage turned around and waived at the guard as he got into his car.

Sage read the next person’s name in the book that he has to visit. “Heather Soles. A Mayor! I see Perry spared no expense to spreading his plight of destruction.” He said as he finds the directions to the small town located just outside the North Carolina border.

Sage located a small hotel and decided to stay there for the night. He parked his car and went inside to check in. He walked up to the counter and rang the customer service bell. He looked to his left to see that there was a woman sitting in the waiting area watching a program on the television.

Sage says, “Excuse me madam, but do you know where the person is who is checking people in this evening?” A young woman rises from the sofa and walks into the counter area and picks up a card and pen and says, “Please fill this card out.” He noticed that not only was she missing a bra, but also wearing a very thin cut off t-shirt that barely covered her extremely large breasts. His eyes widened as the woman asked him, “Is there a problem?”

“No, I’m sorry to have disturbed you.”

“It’s okay. I already saw this episode before. Do you want smoking or non-smoking?”

“Non-smoking, please.”

“One person?”

“Yes.”

“That will be sixty-four dollars and thirty-five cents.” He handed her a one hundred dollar bill. The woman looks at it, picked up a marker to test if it was a counterfeit bill. Sage smiled. The woman looks at him and says, “Well I do have to check.”

“Why of course, you have to follow proper protocol.”

“That’s right, because some people come from all parts just to find a place like this to pass funny money.”

“There’s no doubt the owner of this establishment can sleep well tonight knowing that they have one of their finest and professional employees on the job.” The woman smiled so widely that Sage noticed quite a few teeth was missing except her front two.

“You know, I have a friend back in my hometown who would love you.” He comments to the woman while thinking of Scripts as the friend for her to meet.

“Well that all depends on where you are from.” The woman glanced at the card he filled out and said, “Philadelphia! I have some cousins that live there. I’ve been there once when I was small but y’all city slickers sure know how to charm a lady.” She said while twirling her fingers in her hair and begins to bat her eyes.

Sage said, “I am so tired, well I guess I need to be heading to my room now, I just need my key.”

“Oh, you sure do. And you also need this.” The woman hands him the key to his room and a can of roach spray.

“Now why do I need this roach spray?”

“Just in case a few pesky old bugs come under the door into your room, you can just spray the door once you’re inside on the floor and around the door. It keeps them out.”

“What if there are bugs in the room?”

“Well then step on them or spray them!”

“Listen, I gave you my money for a room for one. That means without visitors, which includes bugs or anything else that has more than one leg!” The woman bursts out with laughter.

“I really do not see the humor behind this.”

“Sir, I can put you into one of the supreme deluxe suites for an extra fifty dollars.”

“Let me get this straight. It does not matter what room I’m in. I will use the same amount of water, towels, and space on the bed. The only difference is that, if I don’t want bugs to access my room it will cost me fifty dollars?

The woman laughs again. “I think you are trying to con me lady.” The woman stops laughing and begins to frown. “Why would you say that sir?”

“My car is the only vehicle out there in that parking lot. I’m probably your only customer! You could have simply given me a room without the bug problem in the first place and I would have never known. I’m sure your manager would not like to hear about this.”

“My father would not care.”

“Your father is the owner of this hotel?”

“He sure is!”

“That explains the liberal dress code.”

“The libi what?”

“Miss, if your hotel is that hard up for money, then here.”

He hands her another one hundred dollar bill.

“And keep the change. May I have my new room key please? I’m very tired.”

The woman hands him the key and his money.

“The money for the upgrade is not needed. I’ll just charge you at the regular rate. I’m sorry.”

“I’ll forget about it if you will? Deal?”

“Deal. Say, do you have a little time for some company this evening? I am rather lonely.”

“I’m sorry but I can’t do that.”

“You don’t find me attractive?”

He holds up his hand to show his wedding band and says, “On the contrary, you are very beautiful. It’s just that I’m very dedicated to my wife.”

“Now Mr. Mican….”

Sage interrupts and says, “That’s Mecan.”

“Okay Mr. Mecan…there is no way your wife would find out unless you tell her.”

The woman lifts one side of her shirt for him to see while walking around the counter.

“True, but I would also destroy something more valuable than my life.”

“What would that be?”

“My wife’s life.”

“Are all the men in Philadelphia like you?”

“In what way are you talking?”

“I mean like, devoted to their wives?”

“I don’t have an accurate answer to that question. I strongly would like to believe that they are. But I also have enough general logic to know that the earth’s fruit is sweet, convincing, and very seducing to the eye. It is the valued soul that has to control the conscience thinker alone and not the eye.”

“You sure talk funny. Your eyes look so different. It looks spooky but also sexy.”

“That’s because they are different. But let me ask you something, you came on to me after I told you that I was married. What was it that made you do that, your eyes or your soul?”

The woman thinks for a moment and says in a sorrowful tone,

“My soul.”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t care for myself too much anymore.”

The woman looks down at the floor and wraps her arms around herself and starts to rub her arms. Sage understood that a person that is troubled will always pour out their innermost feelings or desires to a stranger instead of sharing how they feel to a best friend or relative.

He says, “You are very beautiful and attractive, and have a keen sense of awareness about yourself. You start there. I am a man telling you this because, as a man that recognizes a good woman when he meets one, can tell you that you have absolutely no reason to feel that way about yourself.”

He looks around and then grabs her by the hand and guides her to a mirror in the reception area. He faces her towards it as he stands beside her.

“I want you to stare into that mirror and remember my words. You are a woman. The ultimate gift to life, earth, and man.”

He takes her hand and places it over her stomach.

“You are the greatest creation to life because you have a womb that contains triple darkness which is the most relevant to the existence of God. Light never shines there, nor is it needed to create life. The life that works from within evolves and finds ways to keep this earth healthy. I, as a man, need you to keep me balanced when I am lopsided, focused when I am daydreaming, and you to remind me that we are equal in each and everything we do. Without you, there can never be me.”

Sage wrote down a list of books and authors and handed it to her.

“Please take the time to get and understand these books. It will serve as a guide for you to develop a sense of awareness of who you are and the importance of your being here on this planet. Oh, by the way. What is your name?”

“Bianca.”

“Bianca, My wife’s contact number is on here also. You can call her anytime during the day. The evening is my time.” They smile.

“When can I meet that friend of yours? Bianca asked.

Sage laughs. “One day if you want to come to Philadelphia. On second thought maybe he can come down here and visit? You certainly have enough rooms for the two of you.”

“Well, I guess we will have to wait for a while before I meet him.”

“I wisely suggest that.”

Bianca hugs him and says, “Thank you for talking to me. You’ve said more to me than any man in my life, including my father, that has never said anything to me to make me feel so different inside. As if I….”

“Matter?”

“Yes, matter.”

“Then it was meant for us to meet tonight, because after you placed that bug spray on top of the counter, I was about to go sleep in my car for the night.” They laughed as Sage told her good night, grabbed his bags and went to his room.

Sage opened his hotel room door and slowly peeked in to see if there were any bugs on the floor or flying around in the room. It was too dark to tell so once he was inside and turned on the lights, he quickly turned around to see if there were any bugs crawling on the floor. He walked into the bathroom and checked there also but the room was completely bug-free. He breathed a sigh of relief as he changed into his sweats, drew back the covers for a final inspection, and hurriedly jumped into the bed. He began thinking about the woman he had to see tomorrow. I have to see a mayor of this town. I’m not sure if her political position is the current Mayor or not. How in the world did he pull this one off? The mayor is married, so a political scandal had to come out of this. Knowing Perry, he found a perfect way to slither his way in and out.

ϕ

Sage drifted off to sleep. His dream takes him to a house in which he is standing inside the living room. Sage says, “This ranch home is nice.”

A young woman in her mid-twenties, enters the room from the kitchen. She yelled, “Perry, I’m running into town to pick up a few things. I should be back in about half an hour to forty-five minutes. Do you want or need anything?”

“No, I’m fine. Thanks.”

“Wow! This woman is flawless!”

Sage stares at her face. “No make-up! No weave! I have to see if there is a wedding ring on.” He looked closer and noticed that there was no ring or even a tan line in place of one.

“He must be wearing a condom for her. Either that, or her husband does not care if this woman chooses to wear it or not.” Sage comments.

Perry walks out from a room with just a towel wrapped around his waist. “Listen, I need directions to the closest auto parts store. I have to pick up some parts for my car. I’m about to take my shower so by the time you get back, I’ll be ready.”

“Okay.”

The woman grabs her keys and pocket book from a nearby chair and walks out of the house. Sage followed Perry as he walked through the kitchen area into the enclosed garage where his Porsche was parked. He pulled out his cell phone that was attached to his car charger, walked back inside, and into the living room. He turned on the stereo and began dancing. After a few moments, he walked into the bathroom and turned the bathtub faucets on. He removed his towel and draped it over the shower door.

“I certainly do not want to look at you like this.” Sage comments as he turns his back to him. Perry lifted the toilet seat and began relieving himself.

“And I definitely do not want to hear that.” He says as he steps away from the bathroom area.

All of a sudden, the front door opens and a different woman rushes inside and closes the door behind her.

This woman was on her cell phone saying, “I had to stop at my daughter’s place to get something and I will be right there!”

The woman hangs up her phone and walks into the bathroom where Perry was still standing in front of the toilet and gave out a loud yelp. Perry jumped a little but not to the point where he missed the toilet. He looked at the bathroom door and realized that he could not reach it to shut and he tried to reach for his towel, but that was too far also. He looked back towards the hallway to find the woman still standing there and watching him.

“I guess I can’t get any privacy, can I?”

“Not with a body like that! You must be the gentleman my daughter Gabby told me about.”

Embarrassed by the fact that it was the Gabby’s mother, Perry shook himself off, flushed the toilet, grabbed the towel, covered himself and began apologizing repetitively.

“I am so sorry. I am so sorry. Please accept my apology. This is so awkward. I should have closed this damn door.”

“You came to do the photo session for my daughter, am I correct?”

“Yes ma’am I did.”

“Please, you make me feel so old. Call me Heather. Well is it over?”

“Yes, it was over late last night. That’s why I’m here. I was extremely tired and your sister, pardon me, your daughter offered to let me stay at her place since it ended much later than planned.”

Heather walks up to him. Heather looks just like her daughter except a fifty-five year old version. Heather has gray eyes and short stylish hair. “I’m going to ask you a straight question and I want a straight answer. Did you sleep with my daughter?”

“No ma’am!”

“Oh! My daughter is not good enough for you?”

“Your daughter gives beauty another meaning.”

“Gabby sure does.” Sage commented.

“Then what’s the problem?” Heather asked.

“Your daughter is still a virgin.”

“So you did try to sleep with her.”

“No, it, it, it….”

“It, it, it, hell! What’s with the stuttering? Do I have to slap you with a wet cloth? Answer me young man!”

“It came up with the conversations that were discussed last night with a few of her friends and I happened to overhear the discussion.”

Heather snatched his towel. Perry looked down to see if Heather was wearing a ring. It was a square diamond that had to be over four carats. It was so huge that it appeared to look like costume jewelry.

He calmed down, turned off the water in the bathtub and said, “That sure is a lot of love on that finger. Are you sure this is what you want to risk it for?”

“I’m the mayor around here in this town. I do as I please.” Heather got down on her knees, grabs his nature and asked, “Now what do you think?”

“I guess it really doesn’t matter what I think.”

“Good.” Heather began to please him for a few moments.

“I want you to give me this right now. We don’t have time, but I’m fitting this in. Think you can handle the task?”

“Heather sure is a bossy one,” said Sage.

“This is usually not my style, but for you I can make an exception.”

Perry carried Heather into the bedroom where he had slept from the previous evening and removed her clothes and neatly placed them on the floor to avoid wrinkles. Heather flopped onto the bed and he was right on top of her humping like a madman. Heather said, “I wish I could have this before every meeting with my staff. Whoa! Beat it up baby! Beat it up!”

It was not long before Gabby returned home and noticed her mother’s car parked outside. Since there was not enough room for her vehicle, Gabby parked behind her home. Entering through the back of the house, Gabby could hear thumping sounds against her wall. Walking into the living room, Gabby was about to call out her mother’s name when she heard yelling sounds over the music that was playing from the radio. Slowly walking down the hallway up to the doorway of the bedroom Gabby saw Perry with his back to her while on top of her mother. Her eyes widened in shock. Her mother looked up at her with a pleasurable pained smile, wrapping her arms forcefully around Perry burying her face between his neck and shoulder.

Sage followed Gabby who was running into the kitchen, picked up her phone and called her girlfriend.

“Hello?”

Gabby responds in a shaky voice, “Hi Angela it’s me.”

“Gab?”

“Yeah.”

“Girl, are you okay?”

“I need to talk to you.”

“Sure girl. What’s the problem?”

“I need to talk to you in person.”

“Well okay. I have to meet Perry later. We’re going to the amusement park for a little while, then I have to go to work. Do you want to come by the station?

Sage hears as Gabby pauses and thinks to herself, if I tell Angela at her job, it will kill her and I can’t tell Angela something like this over the phone.

Gabby says, “No, but could you come by my house once you get off from your shift at the station?”

“Sure Gabby. As soon as I get off, I will be right over. But are you sure you will be okay?”

Gabby sniffles and wipes her eyes and nose with a tissue. “Yes.”

“Well call me if you feel as though things could get worse. You hear me?”

“Yes.”

There’s a moment of pause. “Gabby, I’m on my way there.”

“No! I will see you later. I have to go now. Bye.”

“Okay, bye Gabby.”

Gabby disconnected the call before Angela could mention another word. Meanwhile, Perry heard a noise coming from outside the room, jumped up and said to her mother, “You have to get dressed. We can’t get caught by your daughter.”

Heather smiles and asks, “Will I see you later on this evening?”

“I doubt it.”

“Don’t act as if you didn’t enjoy it. I felt your satisfied moment.”

“I know you did. That was enough for you to get just what you asked for. Just keep this between you and me.”

Heather picked up his phone book and put her contact number in it. Perry walked into the bathroom, closed the door, turned on the shower water, and began to wash.

After Heather dressed, Gabby walked up to her and with a humiliated expression upon her face said,

“I can’t believe you would stoop so low to have sex with him in my home. How could you be so disrespectful to me, to dad, and yourself? You don’t even know him.”

“That is a fine specimen of a man. Girl I could not resist! Besides, he’s a weak and submissive man. If he didn’t want to, he could have pushed me away but he didn’t. You didn’t stop us either.

Heather smirks.

“I think you enjoyed watching it…just as much as we enjoyed doing it…since you haven’t let anyone put their loins among your virgin body.”

Heather reaches to touch her leg but Gabby swats her hand away. “Mother, you are not making any sense. Why are you talking to me this way? Are you drunk this early in the morning? I’m your daughter and you are treating me as if what you did was supposed to be discreet, and I’m wrong for catching you. You know that’s someone’s man!”

“Then that someone should have a shorter leash on him.”

“Or kept you locked tight in a kennel!”

“Oooh, what a sharp little virgin tongue you have.” Heather flicks Gabby’s chin with her finger. “I have a meeting to attend. Smooches!”

Heather walked out of the house, got into her car and drove off. Sage stood there amazed at what he was seeing. Perry came out of the bedroom completely dressed. His cologne lit up every room he entered. He looks at her and sees the discernment in her eyes while staring at him.

“You’re looking at me as if you want to instantly dissolve me into dust.”

“I believe a person should suffer rather than a quick demise. I don’t know where to begin with your trivial ass.”

“I don’t know why you are getting on me. We are consenting adults.”

“You know, I am sick and tired of hearing that bull about the consenting adult act. Do you know in other countries, acts like this can get you years in prison, if not worse? You had sex with my mother! In my house! You are so disrespectful! What about Angela?”

“Angela’s married.”

“Angela is my best friend and married to a man who is paralyzed. The whole situation is ugly when you think about it. The point is that Angela’s in love with you…just as much, if not more than her husband. And this is how you treat her? Angela has complete respect for you and it shows in her actions towards your disgusting ass! You are horrible!” Perry walks toward Gabby.

“Don’t even think about touching or even coming near me! For all I know, you could be a walking parasite.”

“DING! DING! DING!” Sage hollered.

“If you don’t tell her what you did, I will. Tonight. Now get the rest of your belongings and get out!”

He grabs his things and walks to his car. Gabby walks behind him. Perry’s cell phone rings. It’s Angela.

“Hi Angela.”

“Hi Perry, how are you?”

“I’m fine. I’m on my way to the carnival. Where are you?” He looks at Gabby who has an exasperated look upon her face.

“I’m talking to the nurse who just arrived so I will be leaving here in five minutes.”

“I’ll see you there.”

“Okay baby bye.” They end the call.

Gabby says, “I will tell Angela if you don’t.” Gabby opens the garage door for Perry as he pulls out. He rolls down the window and says, “Gabby, For what it’s worth I am truly…”

“Good bye Perry!”

Sage had awakened from his dream. He sat up in the bed and began to piece together the connection between Perry, Angela, Heather and Gabby. I can easily get this confused if I don’t get this right. He thought to himself.

Sage showered, dressed and stopped by the breakfast buffet, which was only muffins and orange juice to choose from. Before leaving, Sage was able to receive directions to the Mayor’s office from a hotel staff member. The information that he had of Mayor Soles, was a telephone number that was no longer in service. Once he arrived, there was construction equipment located around the building for renovation purposes. He parked his car inside a vacant lot next to the building. Once out of his car, Sage entered the building through a side entrance. He noticed two women looking down at papers on a desk that were in front of them. There was a room out of his view where a woman had also noticed him. When he entered she gasped at a man that was sitting next to her.

“Oh my stars!” The woman excitedly whispered in a southern accent.

“Now what’s the matter?” The man asked.

“It’s him, the out of town stranger. He’s the one that disrupted our church services yesterday. He told the pastor that she may have been infected with AIDS when the pastor committed adultery with this stranger’s brother.”

The man stood up to take a look at Sage and asked. “Then why is he here?”

“I don’t know but he said that he’s a messenger, but believe you me when I tell you, he don’t deliver good news. He is creepy and I fear his eyes.”

The woman grabs her sweater and says, “I’m convinced that no good news comes from him when he is around.”

“Well I’m going out there to see what he wants. Are you coming with me?”

“No I most certainly am not! I’m staying right here.”

The man walks out to approach Sage but by the time he gets close to him, Sage had already begun speaking to the women at the table.

“Excuse me. Good morning ladies.”

“Good morning.”

“I’m looking for Mayor Heather Soles.”

As he was talking to the women, he immediately recognized Gabby. Her hair was cut shorter than when first recognized in his dreams and she was exceedingly beautiful. All of Sage’s focus and questions were directed towards her only.

Gabby says, “Well, Heather Soles is no longer the mayor, I am.”

Sage’s eyes widened.

“I see. Is there any way I can get in contact with her?”

“If it’s political, I can easily assist you.”

“No Madam Mayor, it’s not. It’s personal. Will you help me?”

“Well could you tell me what it’s in reference to?”

“No Madam Mayor, I have to deliver a message specifically to her.”

After staring at him, Gabby picks up her phone and calls her mother. “Mom, are you done?”

“Almost. I should be ready in about ten minutes.”

“I’m on my way to pick you up. Bye.”

Gabby hangs up the phone and approaches Sage while grabbing her coat and says, “I will take you to her.”

Gabby turns to her assistant. “I will be back shortly…hold all of my calls until I return.”

They walked outside and within seconds, a black Lincoln Continental Limousine pulls up in front of them. Sage opened the door for her. “Thank you.” Gabby said while entering the limo. “Sir, are you getting in?”

“No, I will follow you with my car.”

“Please Sir, I insist.”

After thinking about it for a moment, he steps inside the vehicle. “Thank you again.”

“Don’t mention it.”

Gabby smiles, “So, now that I know that you know who I am, what’s your name? Should I call you Mr. Messenger?”

He smiles and says, “Mr. Mecan would be fine.”

“Okay. I want you to understand something Mr. Mecan, I treat my life outside of the political arena as well as my mother’s personal affairs, very private. We are a very close knit family.”

“I understand.”

“Do you really?”

“Yes. Sometimes there are moments when a family member says or does something that would be best kept as secretive as possible and in your case, political scandals can easily develop and not just ruin a career, but tarnish the family name.”

“It seems as though I should have put my foot in my mouth Mr. Mecan.”

“Hmmm.”

Sage turned his head to look out of his passenger window and watched the lightning flash across the gray cloudy sky followed by a thunderous sound that felt as if it was on the roof of the car. Gabby jumped and grabbed his arm surprising him.

Sage asked, “Are you okay?”

“Mr. Mecan, I am sorry. I’m just petrified of thunder and lightning! If I had known that it was going to rain, I would not be out here.”

Gabby slowly releases his arm. The rain began to pound on the car as if the rain was mixed with rocks.

“It’s beginning to hail and I am unable to drive through it Madam Mayor. I have to pull over until the storm passes!” The driver yelled.

“Do what you must.”

Gabby glanced over at Sage staring at the downpour, who was as calm as no one Gabby had ever seen before. “This does not bother you one bit, does it?”

“I just see it as watching God work.”

“And scare me half to death in the process.”

“Well you are to fear him.” They stare at each other for a moment. Gabby frowns while reaching for something to drink. Sage could smell her perfume that has a very attractive scent. “That’s a nice perfume you have on. May I ask what fragrance? I’d like to purchase some for my wife.”

Gabby smiles and asks, “Do you find it alluring?”

“It does have a scent that’s captivating.”

“It’s not a perfume, but two body sprays that I use. They mix perfectly with my body chemistry. I’ll tell you what they are but I don’t think you will get the same results with your wife as you are getting with me. I’m sorry, that came out a little disdainful.”

“It did sound as if you are arrogant, but I understand your intent of enlightenment.”

The car began to move and within moments, they pulled up to a medical building when Gabby said,

“Mr. Mecan, your persona does not give me the impression that delivering messages is all that you do for a living.”

The door opens and Gabby’s mother gets inside the car and says, “I thought you would have to pick me up in a canoe the way it was raining. Gabby, who is this fine specimen we have here? Is he another one of your male models visiting from out of town?”

Heather smiles from ear to ear at Sage.

Gabby says, “No. As a matter of fact, he is here for you.”

“Gabby my birthday isn’t for a couple of weeks but I do say, you certainly know my taste.”

Heather reached and grabbed his leg and in one continuous motion, Sage takes Heather’s hand off of him.

“I have a message for you but I prefer to tell you this alone Mrs. Soles.”

“You can tell me in front of my child. Do you know what it is Gabby?”

Gabby motions her head no and asks the driver to step outside of the car for a moment.

Sage said, “Very well, Perry Strong, the man in which whom you had an intimate relationship with, is dead. Perry died from AIDS.” Both women gasped. “From that one encounter, he may have infected you with the virus that causes AIDS. This ends my message.”

The silence was so concentrated, that their heartbeats were as loud as the storm that had just passed.

Gabby asked, “How do you know this? He told you what he did to her?”

“Not explicitly what he did to Mrs. Soles, but if I told you I really believe it would be hard for you to understand.”

“Of all of the messages to deliver, sir, this has got to be one of the most horrible and if not the most alarming one of all.”

“That is why I had preferred to drive my car and follow you instead. This is a disturbing message to carry.”

Heather sat there motionless. Not a word mentioned. Gabby’s tears combined with her mascara, covered her cheeks entirely. Gabby tapped on the window to alert her chauffeur to let him know that it was time to go back to the office. Not a word was uttered during the return trip back.

As the car approached the Mayor’s office, there were media vans everywhere. The media crew swarmed the mayor’s recognized limo as it was forced to come to an immediate halt.

“What in the world is going on?” Gabby yelled.

Gabby picked up her cell phone and called her assistant.

“Can you tell me why the media is outside the office?”

“I’m not sure Madam Mayor but it has something to do with your mother and that gentleman that came in here this morning.”

“This next question may sound a little ridiculous but why have you chosen not to contact me?”

“Well you did say that you wanted me to hold all of your calls and….” Gabby disconnected the call.

“It appears your message travels faster than the speed of light Mr. Mecan.” Gabby cleans her face and reapplies her mascara. Then Gabby cleaned her mother’s face who was still silent. “I don’t know how we are going to get inside with these cameras all over the place.” Gabby said.

“I can’t be seen by the cameras.” Sage said as he grabbed an umbrella from underneath the seat.

Gabby asks, “What are you going to do with that?”

“I’m going to escort your mother in. I’m sure you can handle the little crowd. But you have to be the diversion.”

“What do you mean?”

“You talk while I get her inside Madam Mayor.” He smiles. Gabby exited the car from one side and as the majority of the news personalities ran towards her and began questioning her about the allegations of a sex scandal, Sage aided her mother from the other side and ran through them like a giant rocket with the umbrella used as a cover until they were inside.

There were media in there as well, but without the cameras. The assistant ushered them into the Mayor’s office. Gabby entered the building and ordered everyone that was with the media to leave immediately and that someone would address them with a statement later.

Just as the last person had left, a man burst inside yelling, “Where is she? Where is my wife?” Sage heard him and knew that it was Heather’s husband. He stormed into the office and slammed the door behind him.

“Well Heather, are you going to tell me whether these rumors are true or not?”

“Dad, I don’t think you and mom should be discussing this right now.”

“Oh, why not? The whole town thinks your mother’s a tramp! I don’t care where we talk about it, but I don’t think there is any better time than right now! So Heather, are you going to say something, or just sit there like a statue?”

Heather remained silent.

“I guess it is true that you got that AID virus.”

Gabby wanted to correct him but sat down instead as he continued to talk, “All these years of being together! We’ve weathered so much. The loss of our home to that storm and the long struggle of rebuilding, the time when we thought we would lose Gabby at birth and all those days and nights praying together! When your parents died two days apart from one another and we were scratching up every cent we had to bury them! Then you got into politics, and I thought it was a good idea since you were laid off and wanted to do something for our small town! But damn, I didn’t know that you wanted to do the town! Or should I say the men in the town!”

“That’s enough daddy.”

“No it is not Gabby! Your mother is a disgrace.”

He walks behind the desk.

“This will get world press because you were political! I can’t believe you belittled yourself to this point! Next to our previous president, you have got to be the dumbest political figure in captivity! And to think, I have to sit back and watch you die!”

Heather jumped up and grabbed a large pair of sharp scissors off of the desk and said, “Not if I see you die first you ignorant, insensitive, drunk, son of a bitch!”

People rushed into the office and grabbed her as she was in mid-air and half way over the desk, swinging the sharp edge at her husband, leaving a six-inch scratch across his throat. His eyes widened with horror as he fell back against the wall holding his neck with one hand and pointing with the other screaming, “Get her away from me! The bitch has gone crazy! It’s that AID! It’s that AID!”

“It’s AIDS, not AID you illiterate lush! Let me go so I can cut his ass too short to shit!” As everyone was trying to subdue her, Sage was trying to get out of the office and leave that building.

The woman who had noticed him when he entered the building yelled at him, “Why are you in this town doing this? You were at the church and I may be mistaken but I’d bet that you had something to do with that radio woman, and now this! Can you explain why you are doing this? What good does your presence in this town bring?”

The room became silent and the air still while people in the room separated as he walked towards the door.

Then a voice pierced the solid silence and said, “Closure.” Sage turned around and recognized that Heather, appeared alone in a dark forest even though surrounded by lots of people that she knew very well. Sage cracked a smile as he left the office. Her husband yells, “You are over fifty but treated your body as if you were in your early twenties.”

“You act as if you are the victim! It’s been years since you’ve touched me, so I know you and your little Willy have been whoring around!”

“Well now that you ended our marriage and confirmed the divorce, it does not matter what you know! But if my little Willy and I did as you call it, whore around, Willy would be well covered! But it’s not about me and Willy! It’s about you and that AID you got, trick!”

“Aghhh! I’ll kill you! Let me go! Let me at him!” Everyone in the office was trying to calm Heather down as Sage managed to get out of the building and into his car. It began to rain again. He placed his key in the ignition and started his car. As he reached for his laptop, someone knocked on his driver side window. It was Gabby. He rolled down the window.

“Yes Madam Mayor. Is everything okay?”

“Would it be okay if I got into your car?”

“No, I don’t mind.” Gabby hurried to the other side and jumped in.

“Well are you going to drive?”

He raised an eyebrow and asked, “To where may I ask?”

“We’ll go to my place…If media is there, then we’ll go somewhere else. Unless you are in a hurry to leave this town?”

“Based on the love and embracement I received from your constituents in your office Madam Mayor, how could I refuse? But I would like to know why are you trying to leave with me?”

“Because you…Please can we just go?”

“I don’t know how you were able to just sneak out of your own office.” He pulls off and passes the media vans and groups of newscasters as Gabby slides down the seat in hopes of not being recognized. As they approached her home, Gabby noticed the area was vacant.

“Pull around to the back of my house.” Gabby removed keys from her pocket book and pressed a remote button causing the garage door to open. He backed up into the garage and turned off the car.

“Madam Mayor…”

She interrupts, “Please call me Gabby. My judgment of you tells me that you should.” They got out of the car. “Are you hungry Mr. Mecan?”

“Please…Call me Sage. My judgment tells me that you should.” They smile.

“As long as there are no cars seen around the house, the media is pretty predictable when it comes to not hanging around. Is there anything in particular that you like to eat? I must warn you, I am a bit of a health food nut.”

“That’s good to know considering I have been trying very hard to avoid the fast food restaurants.”

Gabby opens up her cabinets and asks, “Do you like tuna?”

“Yes.”

“Good, I’ll prepare enough for you also for your trip out of town.”

“Thank you.”

“It’s no bother, bearing in mind that you are closer to us than anyone would have ever thought you to be.”

His cell phone rings. It’s Deva. “Excuse me for a moment please.”

“Sure, you can go into one of the other rooms for privacy if you wish?”

“Thank you.”

He began to talk. “Hello my queen and how are you?”

“I’m doing fine my king. And you?”

“I’m good.”

“Sage, I got a call from a woman named Bianca. She told me that you gave her my number to receive guidance? What’s that about?”

“Bianca works at a hotel that I checked into last night, who happens to be the daughter of the owner of that hotel. I gave her your number because Bianca does need guidance but from a self-awareness perspective. The impression that I was getting from her is that she lacked the understanding of her self-worth and potential of anything that Bianca applies her mind to. But being as though I’m a man and can only give my viewpoints, I thought it would be better if…”

“I see where you are going with this.”

“I thought you would. Other than that, is everything else okay at home?”

“Yes, I’m just finishing up some paperwork. You haven’t received any calls from the stores have you?”

“Happily I must say that I haven’t and I must say that I’m rather elated. It appears that I have to rethink my organizational infrastructure once I return home.”

“It wouldn’t hurt…Baby, when are you coming home?”

“I anticipate tomorrow…Sometime late in the afternoon, but don’t bond me to it.”

“Be careful Sage.”

“I will…I love you.”

“I love you too Sage. Talk to you later.”

“Yes you will. Bye.” He hangs up his phone, asks Gabby if he could use the bathroom to wash his hands. After he returns to the kitchen, he sits at the counter and looked at Gabby who was staring at him.

He asks, “What’s wrong?”

“You are very loving to your wife. I was just wondering how long it would last?”

“Well, if your optimistic level rises any higher, it may just tickle my feet. To answer your question Gabby, it will last until I take my last breath. I can sympathize for the amount of pain that you have for your parents. Not just for your family but for the many families I had to deliver this similar message to.”

“You delivered this message to Angela?”

He nodded his head yes.

“Maybe that is why I haven’t talked to her today.”

Gabby places his plate with two sandwiches on it. “What would you like to drink?”

“Water would be just fine thank you, not just for the food, but for your hospitality.”

Gabby gets two glasses from her cabinet and fills them with spring water that she removes from the refrigerator.

“You’re welcome…So Sage, how do you manage to keep your composure when delivering a message like that to so many families being a family man yourself?”

“I just ask God to keep me focused when I deliver the grueling news.”

“But you are human, and certainly there are feelings that you can’t control.”

“I do have my moments…Moments of indecision and uncertainty.”

“I do have to admire you. Because you talked to your wife as if everything is perfect.”

“When it’s in fact not. I have to…I refuse to allow this to interfere with my world that my wife and I have created together.”

“In a sense, it seems as though you are denying yourself to release the disturbances that you are holding within to your wife who could be a key to helping you handle it better.”

“Perhaps, but I’m willing to take that chance.”

“To the brink of madness?”

“I don’t think it would reach that point Gabby. I said I feel the pain of the families, not an obsession to deliver the message and the urge to brow beat them while they are down.”

“Sage, pain that is withheld can bring a person to the brink of insanity.”

“Yes, but this pain can’t…For this is a sympathetic pain that can only be channeled by compassion and care. I understand that there’s two ways the mind can handle this when delivering this message…Either it’s through thoughtfulness or coldness…I’ve chosen thoughtfulness.”

“Sage, are you afraid?”

“Of what?”

“Of how people will react?”

“Fear will always rear its ugly face because of the unknown. But that is when the will of God reminds me that all is well when fear tries to take a swipe at me.”

Gabby was astonished by his responses, confidence in his tone and even his posture while he politely ate his sandwich. Gabby asked, “How does your wife find the strength to support you in all of this?”

“This sandwich is good…Umm, thank you. My wife does not know the details or the depth of this ordeal.”

“So you are keeping a secret from her?”

“Not necessarily. My wife knows that Perry did something.”

“You just didn’t tell her everything.”

“Precisely.”

“That’s still a secret no matter how you dress it up Sage.”

“Yeah, but it does not interfere with our unity.”

“Is that so?”

“Oh so it is…Let me explain something to you. My job as her husband is to keep her happy from every aspect possible in life that’s reachable. I’m not perfect by any means but I am perfect for her as she is for me. I am also aware of detecting when her feelings are up or down that may require me to step in and provide balance. I know when my wife is in a funk and needs her space even from me. And she understands me. I am a whole man who has found my whole woman. Now, I do believe that my test at this moment in life between me and my wife is a test of distance and not interference.”

“You are here with me in my home.”

“That is true, so I see that as a test of distance because I am away from my wife by traveling to other states.”

“What about me?”

He chuckles. “What about you?”

“Sage, I can see that you are not naïve enough to know what I’m talking about.”

“And in my eyes, you are not considered interference, my conceited one.”

Her eyes widened as she frowned. Gabby realized that his character was in fact genuine and reached over the table and placed her hand on his. “Sage, I must apologize to you again. I see that you are very unyielding about what you are doing and focused in doing it. I thought you were like Perry. He, too, had an acute seriousness about him as if he was on a mission and to label you was just a bad inaccuracy on my part.”

“Oh he was on a mission, but the price came at an expense that people like your mother could not afford. But I don’t see how his persona would have you think in that manner. Except…” He takes a drink of water, as they look each other square in the eyes.

He places his glass on the table and asked,

“Gabby, did he come on to you?” Gabby remained quiet for a moment and stared at him.

Then Gabby picked up her glass and drank her water then said, “No. He did not come on to me. You never told me how you found out about him and my mother.”

“I also told you that you would not believe me if I told you.”

“Well can I be the judge of that instead of you pre-judging me?”

“Alright. He didn’t tell me anything about your mother directly, I saw it occur in a dream.”

Gabby frowns in disbelief at him while the corner of her mouth and lips pointed skyward as he continued, “I read off your mother’s name prior to going to sleep and I dreamt about what had happened the moment your mother received the infection in detail. I’m aware of what conversation transpired before, during, and after. I know that it occurred in this house and I know what room they were in.”

“You know what room they were in?”

“Yes.”

“Please show me.” He sat there as Gabby started to walk out of the kitchen.

“Come on…Show me. Gabby follows him as he walks out of the kitchen and into the hallway where there were three rooms and the bathroom.

“Your mother rushed in through your front door and met him in here while he was about to step into the bathtub. No, he was standing here using the toilet when your mother walked in. Your mother pulled his towel off, the two messed around, and then came into this room.”

He pointed at the room that was now converted into an office. “There used to be a bed and I believe a yellow and white dresser in here but this is the room that he placed himself on top of her.” He stepped out of the hallway and into the living room where his back was to Gabby who became frightened because Gabby remembered that day as if it occurred moments ago. Gabby didn’t want to ask the next question but it was eating away at her so badly that her body began to tremble along with jumpiness and agitation.

Finally, after reaching a point that could not be tolerated anymore, Gabby asked with her voice shuddering,

“Was anyone else here?”

“Not when your mother walked into that bathroom.”

“What about the bedroom?”

“Yes.”

Gabby really became nervous at this point while heading towards a cabinet where liquor was stored for the company that came by to visit. Gabby did not drink in her entire life until that moment. “Sage, I want you to tell me who else was there?”

“You know the answer to that question.”

Gabby responded by yelling, “I know that I know but I want to know if you know so tell me dammit!”

He turned and faced her. Her head was nervously shaking while holding a wavering bottle of brandy in one hand and a glass cup in the other. Gabby was pouring more brandy onto the floor than in the cup as he softly answered,

“You…It was you Gabby. Your hair was much longer then. Well past your shoulders.”

Gabby gulped her drink and quickly poured another.

“You have a gift.”

“If you choose to call it that, then so be it.”

“You have the ability to see through God’s eyes! That is a gift! That is divine intervention.”

Sage sat there and began thinking about her words as Gabby gulps another glass of brandy.

“Did you see me and my mother arguing?”

“Yes…And the ultimatum that you gave Perry about telling Angela before you did.”

“This is really tripping me out.”

“That’s because we talk about the presence of God being everywhere and we ignore the essence and substance of that awareness.”

“You remind me that when I do talk to myself and pray, that God actually is hearing me.” Gabby placed the bottle and glass on the table and started sluggishly walking around the kitchen counter into the living room where she plopped down on the sofa and started crying.

“God, I am so sorry for sometimes having doubt of wondering if you could hear my prayers. My faith was broken down at times and my insight has been cloudy. Jesus! Please forgive me Lord! Geessh…This really messes with your head the more and more you think about it! A stranger talking about things that I know actually happened and I know it’s completely accurate, because I’m the only one that knew!”

After she stopped sobbing, she looked up at Sage and asked him, “Sage, what made you decide to get married?”

“Well, I’ve been with my wife for quite some time. We’ve learned from one another and grown with one another. My wife is perfect for me.”

“That’s beautiful, but I said what made you decide to get married?”

Sage was quiet as he sat in the chair. Then he became very sad as if he was reliving a bad moment in his life. Finally, after five minutes of staring into space he responded, “I was very much like him. You could say that we were identical. We were so wild with girls that one could think we were trying to outdo the man with the playboy mansion. As long as we had condoms, we had enough women to run through and use them on. We had bets on how many girls we would have sex with within a week. That was not so challenging after two weeks, so we would raise the bet to a day. Sometimes within eight hours. Then four. One day while this young woman and I were right in the middle of sex, something happened to me. A part of me had awakened, which made me stop. The woman started asking me why did I stop? I told her to get dressed. That woman began yelling at me as I grabbed her coat and escorted her out the door. Feelings of shame, indignity, ignominy, and disgrace overshadowed me. I felt as if my mother was looking over me and crying for the way I had been behaving and was mortified to even say that I was her child. I still remember that day as if God has placed it into the forefront of my memories. That which was lost crept back into my life with force as if to say enough is enough.”

Gabby asked while sitting up with slurred words, “What was it?”

“My conscience. Gabby, a man without a conscience is completely lost and very dangerous. Dignity does not exist. Shame displays its colors proudly. I was clueless to purpose, reason, idea or principles. I couldn’t look at myself in the mirror. Once I started to pull myself together, is the point in my life when my departed brother and I went our separate ways.”

“It seems as if you need a drink.”

“No, I don’t have a problem talking about my past because that is just what it is.”

“It sounds as if you were a womanizer.”

“As fast as they wanted to give pieces of themselves to me is as fast as I would take it. So maybe. Or I was just a man whore having sex with women who did not want to have a commitment and neither did I. My self-esteem was low and I wanted my parents back. I did not trust anyone, so seeking guidance from relatives was out of the question.”

He chuckles. “I remember shortly after my parents died, my aunts and uncles that I didn’t even know existed, were trying everything they could to get close to me because of my parent’s insurance policies. None of the relatives contributed to their funeral, but the people in the neighborhood did. I received money, condolences, and food. Anything that I needed, I could rely on my neighborhood to provide me with. That is why I gave and continue to give back to them so generously after my spirit that was so contaminated, was cleansed.

A few relatives even tried to get guardianship over me while unaware that I was already eighteen and considered an adult. They got the message when I emphatically expressed myself at the funeral. It was rather disrespectful the way I told them to leave me alone but the way that I saw it, my parents were physically gone, so were their siblings. There is a phrase, If you can’t trust family, who can you trust?” Well…I could trust the people in my neighborhood. Even during my degraded moments in life, the people were there. Not too long after I had my businesses up and running, is when I met my wife. There is no doubt that she is my gift from God.”

“You never did tell me what type of business that you have?”

“I apologize for that, I own three tailor shops. One has an attached clothing store.”

“I was wondering about your suit that you have on to be just a messenger. I know that it is tailor-made because it fits you perfectly and it is sharp! You certainly give designers a run for their money.”

“Thank you.”

Gabby leaned forward to stand up and fell back onto the couch and said, “Wow! I must be drunk!” Gabby begins to laugh.

“What is it that you need? I will get it for you.”

“I wanted to get another drink, but it appears that I may have had enough!”

“I agree.”

Gabby stretched out on her couch and said, “Sage, can you come here closer to me please?”

He walked over to her and kneeled by her without touching the floor and said, “Yes?”

Gabby stared into his eyes and said, “Perry came back by here that night after he met with Angela at the carnival.”

“Why?”

“To tell me that he was leaving town for good. I asked him, ‘What about Angela?’ Perry said that the relationship was over and Angela would just have to get over him. I asked, ‘Did you at least tell her that it was over?’ He said no. I felt like it was my opportunity to try and have him for myself that night since he was leaving.”

Sage stood up and began pacing the floor and said, “Wait a minute…Wait a minute. You tried to come on to Perry?”

“Yes.”

“What were you thinking? Granted, you did not know how dangerous Perry was, but this man was with your best friend. I mean, isn’t there an unwritten rule in your so called sisterhood about that?”

“Okay, I was jealous about the fact that Angela was able to get him while married to another man. Regardless of his disability, Angela still had two men. The fact is that you men are becoming rare to find!”

Gabby sits up and says, “Look at our town. There are more women than men. Some women have chosen to be with each other because they are sick and tired of looking and waiting for men to appear. The men that are in this town are married and the wives know that there is another woman or two on the side and don’t care as long as he comes home! My father included! Some of the parents and teachers of the only high school in this small town are literally coming to blows because the teachers are flirting with the little boys in school!”

Gabby sighs and says, “Sage, I have my needs too and for the most part, I take care of them personally…I saw the chance to get what I wanted and took it. You may not like the reality of this town and how it is, but I’m sure this is not the only place.”

“So what happened next between the two of you?”

Gabby slouched into the couch and placed her hands on her thighs. “After he told me that he was leaving town, I tried to persuade him to stay over that evening and to go home in the morning since he seemed as if he was tired. He sat down and I began to massage his shoulders. He started to become relaxed and then he jumped up out of the chair. I was startled at first and then I asked what was wrong and he just stood there as if he was in trauma. I thought he knew what I was trying to do in seducing him and was trying to fight it.”

“Go on.”

“I walked up to him and said that it was okay and that I wanted him, but because he was with Angela, I could not betray her. But now since you are leaving her, you and I can be together. I kissed his neck and chest and he began feeling all over my body. Then he whispered into my ear, that enough people have been hurt for one day and it could not go on. I asked him, ‘What do you mean by that?’ And he said that I was an untainted woman and he admired me so much for that. He said that my innocence does not deserve to be touched by someone like him and that being with him would be the most devastating thing that could ever happen in my life.” Gabby bursts out with tears.

“Gabby, Perry would not have touched you in any way, shape, form, or fashion because you were not married.”

“I don’t feel so well…I think I’m going to throw up.”

Gabby staggered into the bathroom. Sage could hear her continuously flushing the toilet. Gabby cleaned herself up and returned back to the living room to see Sage walking towards the garage.

“Are you about to leave?”

“Yes, I have to get on the road…Gabby, thank you again for your hospitality and I want to also thank you for allowing me to vent. I did not realize how much I had bottled up inside until I began to speak about my past.”

“You did have a lot to say about it. Maybe you can share that with your wife?”

“I imagine I can, once I’m home.”

“Don’t forget the bag of sandwiches I packed for you.”

Gabby picked up the bag off of the counter and handed it to him. “Thank you Gabby.”

“You are very welcome…God’s Messenger…I should be thanking you for just strengthening my bond with our Lord.” Gabby gave him a long hug as a few tears fell from her eyes. “Sage, I know that I may never see you again, so you take good care of your life.”

“Here is my card Gabby…If you ever think of traveling north to Philadelphia, call me.”

“I may just do that.”

“Do you want me to give you a ride back to the office Madam Mayor?”

“No I will call the office and have someone come pick me up. Besides, I have to sit down and figure out how to address this small town about my mother and father.”

“Promise not to drink over it?” They laughed as he started his car and she opened the garage door.

“Sage, I know this is personal, but if you don’t mind answering…What did your parents die from?”

“They died from a gas line explosion that was triggered by a drunk driver.”

Gabby gasped and said, “I am so sorry to hear that.”

“Thank you.”

“I want to ask you one more thing before you leave Sage but only because I’m nosey…What did you say to your relatives at your parents’ funeral?”

He thought for a moment and said,

“Let’s just say that by the time I was finished expressing myself and displaying my fiery tongue, even the pastor that gave the sermon, jumped into his car and sped off.”

“Wow.”

“You take care of yourself.”

“You do the same Sage! Good bye!”

“Good bye.” He pulled out of the garage and headed towards the highway. Sage pulls over to the side of the road to see where he has to travel to next. “I have to go to North Carolina. Her name is Skye Roles.”

He found a hotel just past the border and checked in for the night. He called his wife. “I’m in North Carolina. I have to take care of some business here. And then I need a break from this.”

“Are you okay?”

“Yes I’m fine.”

“Sage, a police officer came by looking for you today after we talked earlier.”

Sage thought for a moment and asked, “A female officer?”

“Yes.”

“Did the officer give a reason for the visit?”

“No. It just seemed as though the officer was wondering where you were. The odd thing about it is that officer was in plain clothes and indicated that it was personal and reflected that possibly you had some information for her. Do you have an idea what this officer could be talking about?”

“Baby, I don’t have a clue. But I will contact her once I return.”

“I’m going to get some sleep. I have to get up extra early in the morning for a meeting in Pittsburgh. Sage, I love you.”

“Love you too. Drive carefully tomorrow…Good night.”

“Okay, Good night.” Sage takes off his clothes and falls off to sleep. His evening was very quiet. He slept sound for close to ten hours. Once he awakened, he noticed that he did not have a dream, which would give details about Skye. He washed, dressed and stopped at a convenient store to get a bite to eat. He dialed Skye’s telephone number to make sure that the woman was there. The number was disconnected. Thinking, Okay, There’s nothing special about how she should be approached indicated in Perry’s book. After contemplating about this, he decided to just drive to the woman’s home and just hope that was the right thing to do.

He arrived at the address two hours later. It appeared to be a small open-gated community. This house looks abandoned, Sage thought to himself as he stepped out of the car. He walked up the path that led to the house when he heard a voice from a distance away. “Excuse me sir? Are you looking for someone?” Sage turned around to see a young lady who was holding a baby. “Why yes ma’am I am. I was hoping that I could catch up with Skye and her family, but by the looks of things, I missed them. Oh well, back to Philadelphia.”

“You drove all the way down from Philadelphia?”

“Yes I did. I just thought the number was disconnected because they may have had a new number.”

“Well sir, I do…”

“Please, call me Sage.”

“Okay, Sage I do have her forwarding address. But Skye moved to Florida.”

“Wow! All the way down there? I’m not sure if I’m up for that trip. I may have to just write her.” They laugh.

“Follow me Sage. I’ll get you the address.”

“Thank you so much ma’am.”

“Please, call me Faye. I’m not that old.”

“Yes Faye.”

He follows Faye over to her house and waits outside while Faye went to get the information. Faye returned and says, “I’m sorry I don’t have a telephone number.”

“Faye, this is just as good as a number. I need to get ready for my journey.”

“Do you need anything Sage? Perhaps, you would like something to drink or eat?”

“No thank you Faye, you are too kind. Oh how I love the southern hospitality. Take care Faye and once again, thank you.”

“Bye Sage! It was nice talking with you.”

Sage waves at her as he gets into his car and again as he drives off. He says to himself, “I’m off to Florida.”


D.S. The Light
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Sage stopped at a gas station to have the oil changed and a full tank of gas. He contacted Deva on her cell phone. “Hi Baby!”

“Hello, how are you?”

“I feel like a million plus, Sage. And you?”

“I’m fine, listen I need you to do a favor for me.”

“Okay, I’m listening.”

“If I give you a name and address, would you be able to locate a telephone number for me?”

“That shouldn’t be a problem. What’s the name and address?” Sage gives her the information.

“Hold on baby while I look it up.”

“Okay.” Deva made a few calls, found the information and read it to him as he programmed the number into his phone.

“Baby, are you on your way to Florida?”

“Yeah, it seems as though I don’t have a choice.”

“You always have a choice.”

“You are right, but I started this and I have to complete it or else I would never rest.”

“Certainly, we don’t want that.”

“Do I detect a little sarcasm?”

“Of course not darling.”

“I will give you a call once I arrive, and thank you. I owe you.”

“I can’t wait for the moment to cash in on that. I love you Sage.”

“I love you too.” They hang up.
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Deva felt the urge to do some shopping. Her secretary was notified about her plans of leaving for the day and to contact her if there were any problems. Deva stopped in the shoe store and noticed Officer Mendez.

“Why hello, officer?”

“Hello Mrs. Mecan. Listen, I want to apologize if I may have been a little edgy or disrespectful when I came to your home.”

“Girl, don’t even worry about that.”

“Did your husband return from his trip?”

“No, he is still out of town…. To be honest, it may be a few days before he’s back home.”

“Are you comfortable with that?

“Am I comfortable with what?”

“Your husband’s traveling out of town for such a long time?”

“Yes. I also trust that God is looking over him and protecting him from everything…Including temptation, if that is what you are speaking of.”

“I can see that your faith is strong, because your husband is quite handsome.”

Deva looks at her awkwardly,

“I don’t mean it in a way that I personally would try to tempt him. I’m just giving you a compliment.”

“Oh, well thank you.” They smile but Deva displayed a fake one.

“Mrs. Mecan is it all right that we go get something to drink and just chat?

“Sure it is, and you can call me Deva.”

“You can call me Tonia.”

They walked across the street to a café. They sat down and ordered their drinks and after a few moments of silence. Both started to speak at the same time. Tonia said,

“I’m sorry…You can go first.”

“Ok…I believe there is something that you want to either tell me or find out from me. I want you to tell me which one it is because I got bad vibes when you appeared at my doorstep. Not to mention inquiring the whereabouts of my husband. So tell me Tonia, what is going on?”

“Deva, your husband came to the police station with a DVD. On that DVD was his brother, best friend, whatever, saying that he had AIDS and that he had sex with many married women in attempts to spread the virus amongst them.”

Deva kept her composure at this point by sipping on her coffee as Tonia continued to talk.

“He wanted me to do something about it since he thought it was a crime. I told him that it wasn't and that the man on the DVD could be a prankster.”

“Tonia, what made you knock on my door?”

Tonia paused for a moment, took a deep breath and said,

“I have a sister Sonia, who is married and has two beautiful children and is H.I.V. positive. At this moment my sister is in the hospital and it may be full blown AIDS.”

Tonia's eyes began to water. “The man on that DVD may have given it to her.”

Deva covered her mouth as her eyes began to fill with tears. “My sister lives in New York and has not said anything to me, but my brother- in-law said that he saw a man outside her job. He recognized how upset my sister was in a way he had never seen before, but made him leave and asked the man to stay.” Tonia says in a stern Hispanic accent while raising a hand pointing towards the ceiling. “I need to know if that was your husband talking to my sister!”

Deva jumped up hysterically from the table.

Tonia says, “You said that you know your husband. Well do you know if he was in New York?”

Deva yells, “NO!” While running out of the cafe.

Tonia followed behind her. “No, as in you don’t know? Or no, he was not there? I have to know Deva! I need to know!”

Deva ran across the street to her car. Mya saw her as Deva was running to her car and yelled, “Hey girl!”

Deva looked back at her, jumped in the car and sped off. Mya followed her. Mya tried reaching her on the cell phone. Deva wasn’t answering. After a few turns into the neighborhood, Mya recognized that Deva was heading home. Once they arrived at the house, Mya jumped out of the car and said to her, “What’s going on? Why did you ignore me? And why were you driving like a bat out of hell?”

“Not now Red. Today is really becoming a troublesome one. A real trip!”

“Girl, will you tell me what’s going on!” Deva is pacing back and forth along her driveway.

“I can’t believe Sage is doing this. I know it’s what’s right, but why you baby?”

Mya is standing there expressionless; trying to figure out what Deva is talking about. Mya grabs Deva and says, “Will you get a hold of yourself? You are making a scene.” They look around and notice that the neighbors are staring at them. “Let’s go inside.”

They walked inside of the house and into the kitchen area. Deva looks inside the refrigerator and grabs a bottle of water. “I actually need something stronger than this to knock my spirit into place.”

“Will you explain to me what is going on?”

Deva looked at Mya and was about to tell her what was going on with Sage and decided not to say anything in detail.

Deva looked down at the table while saying, “I have a marital problem and I just have to get my composure. I will explain everything to you after I sit down with Sage to get clarification because at this point, I’m puzzled.”

“Okay, but if you need me girl, call me. You really had me scared. From my observation, the woman that was standing there watching you take off seemed pretty upset as well. Things just did not look too good.”

“Well Mya, they say believe half of what you see and none of what you hear. Tonia is a police officer here in the area and was sharing some information with me about her family and I had to just get out of there.”

Deva picks up her cell phone to contact Sage and before the signal was connected to him, Deva hung up. “I’ll wait until he safely arrives home. There’s no need to transmit negativity over the phone. I can hold my composure and wait for him to return. Now that I think about it, my initial reaction was similar to Sage’s when he stormed out of here the day after Perry’s funeral. Assuming that is what he was angry about. He had some items in his hand but I can barely remember what it was.”

“Deva are you talking to me or mumbling to yourself? Clearly, I don’t understand anything that you are saying.” Mya left the kitchen area to watch television. Deva walks into his office and begins to look around. Mya walks in. “Deva, Are you snooping around? Okay, you have to tell me girl.”

“Tell you what?”

“Is he cheating on you? I know he appears to be a strong and focused man but like us women, they do have vulnerable points. Even though I would find that very hard to understand or believe, so tell me girl, is he?”

“No, I don’t think he is cheating on me. I’m just looking for something, that’s all. I have to think like him to find what I’m looking for.”

Deva walked back to the entrance doorway and turned around to face the office. “If he wanted to hide something he would hide it under my nose. But since we are the only ones here, he wouldn’t hide it but neatly place it. Unless he wanted to speculate that I would want to become curious.”

Mya interrupts. “You are crazy. You cannot analyze a man because half the time he does not know what he’s doing and why? Girl, you need help.”

“Well help me then.”

“No, I mean mentally.”

Deva says, “Ha! I see it. I need help hunh?” Deva walked over to his stack of books on a shelf that looked a little out of place, moved the books and there was the box that Sage had that day when he hurried out of the house. Deva pulled the box down and placed it on the desk and stared at it for a moment.

“What’s wrong Deva?”

“This is his and I’m snooping around. I know that I am completely wrong for doing this.” Deva places her trembling hands on the box. Mya is looking with anxiousness. Deva slowly opened the box.

Mya screams, “What’s in it!?”

“Nothing. It’s completely empty. He has it with him whatever it is.” Deva placed the box back onto the shelf.

“I guess nothing is good Deva.”

“I guess it is, but I still have a lot of curiosity about this.”

“I’m going back into the other room to watch television. So you need to wait until your hubby gets back.”

“I guess you are right. I’ll be there in a minute.” Deva stood there and just looked around, while upset, scared and angry at the same time and could not gather herself.

“Sage I want you home with me. My soul needs you.” Deva grabs one of his sweaters, puts it on, and walked into the living room to watch television with Mya.
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Sage arrived in Florida fourteen hours later. He checked into a hotel not too far from Mrs. Coles’ residence. He called Deva. “Hello Sage.”

“How are you?”

“I’m fine.”

“I arrived here about an hour ago. I got something to eat and I wanted to call and talk to you for a while before I go to bed. Baby I just want you to know that I really dread the fact that I have to drive from state to state. But I will be heading back home at the latest by noon.”

Deva cries out, “I wish you were here right now!”

“Baby, what’s wrong? Everything was fine earlier when we talked. What is the matter?”

Sobbing, Deva says, “I just want you home. This should be our honeymoon and you are off in Florida! What’s wrong with this picture?”

“I see your point. Listen, once I arrive back into Philly, we can go anywhere you want to go and do anything you want to do. Is that okay with you?”

Sniffling Deva says, “Yes.”

“Now, please stop crying. That makes me feel so bad when you do that and since I’m not there it’s making it so much worse and if you are not strong enough for me, well I’m just not strong at all. I need the strength of both of us to handle these situations alright?”

“Alright Sage, I’m okay.”

“Good. Did anything interesting happen today?”

“Why would you ask that Sage?”

“Well I guess with the traveling I’ve been doing, I never asked you about your day that much, so I’m asking now.”

“Well I did see that officer today.”

“That officer came by the house again?”

“No, I sort of bumped into her at a store in town. We sat at the coffee shop and talked for a while.”

Now Sage became very wary but he did not want to give her that impression. So in a cheerful tone he asks,

“Deva, what did the two of you talk about?”

“Well, the officer did most of the talking about her family and I just listened.”

“Seems very nice.”

Without drawing suspicion to himself he asks in a nonchalant way,

“So, is that all the two of you talked about?”

“Well, we had a brief discussion about her attraction to you. The only one that I know who does not see you that way is Mya.”

“Yeah, that’s my little sister. I don’t remember if Mya was even at the reception.”

“I think I did see her but you know I only can remember one person being there with me, and that’s you.”

“Deva you know how to make me feel when I need it. You have on one of my shirts?”

“I sure do. I feel so good when I wear them.”

“You look so good in them too and on that note, I’m going to get some sleep. I will see you in a few days.”

“I love you Sage.”

“Love you too. Goodnight.”

Sage fell off to sleep after wondering if Deva was telling him everything about her new found friend, the police officer.

Sage slept peacefully through the night. He was awakened around 9 am to the sounds of children playing outside his hotel room. He thought, “Here is something I haven’t heard in a while, the sound of children’s laughter. It sort of gives you a sense that your day is going to start out just fine. Even when you are aware of the outcome of your day as it draws to a close.” Sage gets dressed and checks out. He was walking to his car when a child dropped his open soda can on him by accident. Sage stood there in disbelief. The child’s mother ran towards them from the rental office. “Sir, I am so sorry! I saw what my child has done. The woman hurriedly grabs her son and says, “Apologize to the man.”

“I’m sorry sir.”

“Accidents happen young man, I’ll be fine. It’s not a problem. I just have to find a store to get a change of clothes.”

“Well sir, there is a mall just behind the hotel.”

Sage walked to the side of the building and saw the huge mall that was behind it. “Wow, I did not recognize it when I arrived here last night. Thank you.”

“You are quite welcome and again I’m sorry. The woman yells at her child while dragging him and walking away.


D.S. THE TRUTH
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Sage got into his car and drove into the mall parking area. He walked inside to a men’s store and started to look at suits when a woman approached him. “Excuse me, Sage is that you?” Sage looked at her and for a moment he could not recognize her. Suddenly he responds, “Lynda? Lynda Jordan?”

“Well I was married but now I’m divorced. But yes.”

They hug. Sage and Lynda attended a business school together in Philadelphia but lost contact with one another after the graduation. Lynda stood at 5’10” tall, but with heels, about the same height as Sage. Her eyes are green with long beautiful brown hair that stopped at the middle of her back. Her figure was flawless while wearing gray sweatpants and a tee shirt that stopped just above the navel to show off her tight stomach and navel-piercing.

“Sage you look real good. You still have that baby face along with that Philly walk. That is why I was able to recognize you. But your eyes, I don’t remember your eyes looking so intense.”

“I know. They have changed over a period of time. You look good as well Lynda.”

Lynda gives a very wide smile while batting her eyes and grabbing his arm and asked, “What in the world are you doing down here? I thought you were operating a few tailor stores in Philly?”

“I am. I’m here to handle some personal business. Why are you here, on a seminar trip?”

“No, actually I live here in this boring town, but it’s quiet.”

“Linda, I have to buy some clothes. This child accidently spilled soda all over me and I did not bring a change of suitable clothes.”

“Well are you changing here in the mall?”

“Now that you mention it Lynda, I need to wash up. I’m beginning to feel sticky.”

“That’s not a problem, you can do that at my place, and I can introduce you to my son.”

“You have a son? How old is he?”

“He’ll be nine months next week.”

“Congratulations!”

“Thank you. He is with his grandmother now. But they should be at my place by the time we get there.”

Lynda sees the ring on his finger.

“Someone had a lasso strong enough to tie you down? What is the lucky woman’s name?”

“Her name is Deva and I just tied the knot a few days ago.”

“Is Deva here with you?”

“No…My wife is home.”

“Why aren’t you on your honeymoon? I apologize. I’m getting a little too personal. Look, find something comfortable, and we can get back to my place.”

“Yes, because I wanted to be back on the road by noon and it seems as though that’s not going to happen.”

Sage located a nice suit, shirt, and tie. He met her by the entrance of the mall.

“Do you have everything that you need Sage?”

“I hope so. If not, oh well.” Sage gets into his car and follows Lynda to her home. When he got out of his car she says, “We have to walk through this breezeway to the next block over. They are doing construction in my area of the neighborhood and I don’t want you to get any debris on your nice clean black car.” He smiles as he follows her. They walk up to her place and

Lynda notices that the front door is closed. “They must be over by the playground.” After opening the door Lynda shows him in. “Your home is beautiful.”

“Thank you Sage. It’s coming along okay. I haven’t been here long. The bathroom is upstairs and to the left.”

“I really appreciate this Lynda. I have to make sure we exchange information before I leave.”

“Okay.” He carries his things upstairs into the bathroom. Lynda brought him a washcloth and towel. Sage felt a little uncomfortable even though he has known her for quite some time. So he washed and changed his clothes very quickly.

Lynda yells, “Sage, I’m going to walk over to the playground and get them. I’ll be right back.”

“Okay, I’m not going anywhere.”

A few minutes later Sage stepped out of the bathroom with his new clothes on and ready to go. He started thinking about a tactful idea to contact Skye, in order to meet with her. He did not know if this was a direct home number or to her cell phone. “Nine times out of ten this is her home number. If her husband answers, then I will tell him that I am a messenger service, with an urgent message for Mrs. Skye Roles. I have to make sure that I’m professional and not intimidating. I simply have to keep it short and to the point.”

Sage removes his phone from his hip as he walks down the steps. He searched for the programmed number, took a deep breath and pressed the send button. The strangest thing occurred. As the phone number he dialed rang, the telephone in Lynda’s house rang. It startled him as he quickly turned around. The number he dialed rang again on his phone, while the house phone rang. Sage became very nervous as he listened to the rings follow one another. He followed the sound of her phone, which led him into her kitchen area. Sage walked over to the house phone and noticed it was a cordless phone with the number of the incoming call displayed. As he looked closer, his eyes widened with bewilderment and his jaw dropped. The number that was displayed on the house phone was his cell phone number.

Sage jumped as he yelled, “What the…” He started to pay more attention to her home. He noticed a picture with Lynda standing next to a man. Sage looked closer and recognized the man in the picture was Perry. Sage placed a hand on his forehead in disbelief as he backed into her souvenir cabinet. There was a vase on top that fell over. Just when it was about to hit the floor, he caught it. He placed it back just as the front door opened.

“We’re back!” Sage walked around towards the front door in awe. He saw a woman walk inside with her head looking down while leading a stroller inside. When the woman raised her head, Sage’s eyes felt as if they were about to fill with tears. It was Momma Strong.

“Oh my God Sage, is that you?”

“I’m not feeling well.” Sage became so stunned that he passed out onto the floor. He was out for about two minutes. Lynda was placing a towel on Sage’s forehead as Momma Strong was calling a doctor when he had awakened.

“What happened?”

“You passed out, that’s what happened. Did you eat anything today?”

“I had some fruit a few hours ago.”

“You scared me the way you hit your head on the floor that way.”

“I’ll be okay, but I need to ask you, why did you change your name?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean what is your full name.”

“It was Lynda Skye Jordan until I married but when I divorced, I kept my married name…Roles.”

“Oh, please accept my humble apology. I never meant for my words to come out so, so…” Lynda finishes his statement. “Aggressively?”

“I was going to say asinine, but your word is better.”

Lynda laughs. “The baby…Is it Perry’s?”

Lynda paused for a moment. “Yes, Perry is the father.”

“But you never told him.” Sage sat up while taking and drinking the glass of water Lynda hands to him.

“Why?”

“Momma S told me that it would be wise that we did not mention it to him because it could make matters worse for his cancer condition. The fact that he was terminally ill and not being able to care for his son would have devastated him. I’m sorry Sage, but that’s the decision that I’m willing to live with.”

“I have one more question.”

“Sure, what is it?”

“How are you and the baby’s health?”

“We are just fine. The baby may have a cold from time to time but other than that, we are perfectly fine. Besides, since my teenage years I’ve always been a worrywart. I constantly go to the doctors for checkups and blood tests. You know, you can never be too careful.”

“I agree.”

“Why do you ask?”

“I was just curious. That’s a question I always ask mothers when they have a child.” Sage picked himself up from off the floor and sat on the sofa. He watches Lynda and her son. “Say hi to Uncle Sage. While you were lying there, Momma S told me that you and Perry were as close as brothers, so I figure that would be appropriate.”

“What’s his name?”

“His name is Perry Skye Strong, considering that his father did not have a middle name.” Momma Strong enters the room.

“Sage, are you okay baby? The paramedics are on their way.”

“Well you can call them back because I’m fine now.” “Okay, I’ll call them back.” Momma Strong walks back to the kitchen. He stares at little Perry.

“Do you want to hold him?”

“Well I’ve…it’s just that I never held a baby before.”

“Well I’m sure you will have your own someday so we’ll just consider this as practice.”

Lynda preps his arms and places little Perry in them.

“Little P, you have your father’s eyes and his nose.” The baby laughs. “He likes you Sage.”

“He must see my angels that protect me.”

“Or he may see you as one.” He looks up at her and smiles. “Lynda, why is he frowning all of a sudden?” Lynda leans over to look at him.

“He’s pooping in his diaper.”

“Oh, okay. Back to mommy you go. You are beginning to smell like your father’s farts.”

Lynda laughs while carrying the baby upstairs. Sage smiles as he puts on his glasses and steps outside to get some air. He looks at his cell phone and notices that the charge is becoming weak. He turns it off. Momma Strong steps outside.

“Sage? Why are you here?”

“I was here to take care of some business…Why did you keep Perry’s son away from him?” Momma Strong pauses for a moment.

“Because he is or should I say was my son, and I would do anything to protect him.”

“Is that why you never said anything about his actual cause of death?”

“What do you mean? He died and he was buried, that’s all that needed to be said and done.” He faces her.

“Momma Strong, I’m talking about his AIDS virus. You never said anything to anyone. Not to Lynda or to any other woman that he may have infected.”

“Sage, is that why you are here? To tell Skye what my son has done?”

“I don’t think she is infected, but yes, that is why I am here. If he tried to give it to her, divine intervention played an intricate role…. I understand that now. Her doctors would have told her as well.”

“I did not know what my son was doing in all of his travels and to whom. Mya and I thought it was just business.” He stood there unmoving, but his emotions within were fighting hard to get out and express how he really felt, because at that moment, just about all of his questions were answered. All but one. And only one person could answer it.

“Momma S, I have to go home to my wife.”

“Oh my! The two of you got married and I missed it! Oh baby congratulations!” Momma Strong hugs him but his returning embrace was not his normal one. It was less than average.

“I have to grab my bags from inside.” He goes back inside and up the steps to look for Lynda and to pick up his travel bag and sees Lynda standing in her bedroom doorway with her arms crossed and crying. Sage noticed the curtains behind her, which draped her window and began to move from the moderate wind.

“You heard everything?”

“That and your phone number on my caller I.D. I called back the number and heard your voice. I heard enough to know Perry wanted to kill me when there was not a damn thing I did to him to deserve it. He knew that I was divorced and lonely when we met. He stayed at my place for a week. Sage, the man prepared my meals each day he was there. My breakfast before I went to work, and once I arrived home, dinner was ready. He’d feed me, bathe me and make love to me just long enough for me to have rested for the next workday.” Sage watches Lynda rub her inner thighs. “I have no problem admitting that I was whipped. He made me feel so strange that he could kiss me so overpoweringly in a movie theatre and I’d have an orgasm. He made me feel like he was created for me. His passing is the reason I left North Carolina. Those memories are still fresh in my mind. Do you think he had at least a little amount of love for me?”

“I don’t know Lynda. I do know that God has spared your life and the life of your child. If you want to hold onto the past to keep you going, you are not going to get far.

Sage caresses her face. “I’m not some extreme spiritualist. I’m just an average man. But, I have grown to a level of wisdom to know that God is our present and future. I began to remind myself of this 3 years after my parents died. To this day, I remain mindful of God in each and everything I do. For you and your child’s sake, you must do the same.” Lynda continues to cry again as he hugs her.

“I am truly sorry that you had to hear the truth about Perry this way.”

“If I haven’t heard the two of you talking, were you going to tell me?”

“I could not leave until you were aware. Now that you are aware, it’s time for me to leave. You have my number and I have yours. I don’t care how great or small your problem may be, call me when you need assistance. Are you okay financially?”

“Yes, Momma Strong made sure of it.”

“Good.” He picked up his bag and walked towards the steps. “Sage?”

“Yes”. He turns around and she softy kissed the corner of his mouth. “Drive carefully getting home to your wife.” They walked down the steps towards the front door. Momma Strong was sitting in the living room. “I packed a sandwich and also some fruit for you.” As Momma Strong struggles to get up, he rushed over to assist.

“Sage you are the true definition of a man, confident, determined, and supportive. You bring balance in your mind and it shows in your actions. Someone, who refuses to walk away from life’s responsibilities. You understand that what God has for you, is for you.”

“Thank you for your words Momma S. I love you.” They hug.

“I’m going to walk him to his car Momma Strong. The baby is asleep.”

“No problem, I was just about to go upstairs.” Lynda grabs Sage by the hand and leads him outside.

“Do you think I’m flirting with you Sage?”

“No, not really. You are just very happy and this is just a way for you to show it. And rightly so!” Lynda giggles.

“I wouldn’t say that I’m happy. I’m actually scared. But for these few moments before you leave, I feel so safe, as if your fundamental nature is the blanket of comfort.”

“Umm, Lynda I like that.”

“I’m a single parent raising a son. I don’t want him to be a momma’s boy.”

“Well there will be problems raising him, and he will do things that you just won’t understand. But just remember that you can call me, and I will help you. You don’t have to go through this alone.” They stop at his car. He grabs her hands and says, “Look, I know that it will be difficult to love again, but you will love again. And make sure you cover him up instead of the other way around as an extra precaution. It’s not good to compromise a few hours of orgasmic moments for death from a realistic perspective. I’m not trying to lecture you. You are a grown woman. It’s just that my recent experiences have been so informative that I have to share this. Lynda, if a man wants your heart and soul, he would not mind taking blood tests without any doubt to ensure the both of you will be fine before you give him your body. If he doesn’t want to, then you know that he is not looking out for your best interests or your son’s.” Lynda kisses him on the cheek as they hug. “Remove your glasses.” Sage takes off his glasses. “Your eyes appear as if you can see deep into my spiritual realm. They are beautiful. Are they contacts?”

“Thank you and no. I guess you could say that they came with the job.” He puts his glasses back on.

“I wish you could have stayed a little longer and just talked. I want to know more about Perry. The man you knew and grew up with.”

“Don’t worry, I will tell you many stories about him as a child and throughout his teenage years, so when Little P does things out of the ordinary, you will know why.” He gets into his car and starts it.

“Call to let us know that you arrived home safely.”

“I will.” Lynda waves as he pulls off. “God, please grant me safe passage to my home.” He says this aloud while entering the highway.
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Sage called Deva. “Hello.”

“Hi baby, please tell me that you are on your way home.”

“I am on my way home.”

“So much has happened within the past few days, and I will just feel very comfortable when you are here.

“What’s going on Deva?”

“Well a man has been by the stores asking for you.”

“Did he leave a name?”

“No, but they say he’s kind of weird. He hasn’t done anything that warrants the police to be notified. He just sits around in the area.”

“So, why so much concern about him? Lots of people ask for me.”

“Well, it’s not really him. The truth is my spirit is feeling disturbed and uneasy and that’s not good baby. I’m beginning to have lapses of insomnia. I need my 9 to10 hours and I’m not getting it.”

“I agree. It’s not good. I feel a little uneasy as well. Everything is going to be just fine. I will be home sometime in the morning. I won’t stop to get any sleep just to fill the tank only.”

“Sage, will that be safe? Maybe you could stop at a motel and sleep for a few hours.”

“No, I will be all right. Besides, I couldn’t sleep if I wanted to. I’ll call you when I reach the D.C. area. I love you.”

“I love you too. And Sage, please drive carefully.” Sage hangs up the phone and pushes the accelerator past 90 while checking his radar and C.B. radio to make sure they are on. He listens for indications of Highway Patrol as he speeds in excess of 100 mph. His thoughts begin to come into play.

My wife is bothered by my travels, but I have to do this. I have to make things right if no one will help me. So many lives destroyed by one man’s rage. Why most marriages are not honored the way that they are supposed to be, I will never understand it. The strength of values, let alone morals, can’t hold water in many households. Will my wife do the same to me? Does Satan’s hand of temptations stroke the fibers of my wife’s psyche, the way it picked at Lynda while flirting with me while aware that I am married? Or was it male attention being sought? Thinking, I could give it to her regardless as to whether it was conditional or not? I love my wife. And I can only pray that Deva has the same attitude that I have. This is why faith is the foundation. If you have a strong foundation, it is because of the strong faith. If you have a weak faith, you have a weak foundation because of the ills of this world. My parents’ relationship was fortified. There is no reason why my wife and I can’t have that same type of relationship. When the evil accidents of time calls upon me, I’d rather it be while we are together. I can’t imagine myself without her and don’t want to. As I think about this, the world scares me. I may be fighting a losing battle, but I will not stop until God gives me the sign to do so. Lord, I truly need your help with this. Speaking of help, Perry’s hands were not alone. And it makes me sick just to think about it.

ɸ

By 2 am, Sage was in South Carolina. He pulled over into a service station, filled his tank up with gas, purchased more soda with caffeine, and any other kind of snack food he could think of that could keep him awake during his travel to get back home. He was back on the road in no time.

An officer followed Sage all the way to the county line. Sage knew that the officer was waiting for him to go one mile over the speed limit to get pulled over, so he did one mile under it while setting it on cruise control. It was not long before Sage was back on the Interstate and traveling over 90 mph with other early morning drivers. He called Deva at 8 a.m.

“Hi baby.”

“Hi Sage, are you just getting into D.C.?”

“No, actually I'm in Delaware, so I should be there soon.”

“Oh, that is so good to hear baby. I'm going by the main shop. Mya is meeting me there and wants to talk to me about some houses in a few neighborhoods. So if I’m not back at home I will probably be still at the shop.”

“No problem. I'll see you in about an hour or two. Talk to you later.”

“Love you.”

“Love you too.”

By 9:30 am, he was home. He hurried inside only to find out Deva was not there. He took a shower, changed into a sweat suit, and got into his car to go to the main tailor shop. The closer he approached the store the more restless he became. When he arrived, he noticed Deva’s car parked in front of the store. He parked behind it. As he jumped out of his car with his briefcase and slammed his car door, he glanced over at a blue car parked across the street with a man inside. Sage did not pay any more attention than that. He walked inside. There were a few customers at the counter.

“Good morning everyone!”

“Hey, Brother Sage!” He turned around. It was Scripts sitting in the waiting area.

“Are you back for good? If so, I have a few ideas you can use for the stores.”

“Scripts, I’m sorry but I’m not in the mood right now.” He then asked his employee,

“Is Mya here?”

“Yes, she’s in her office.” Sage walked to the office, knocks on the door and enters.

“Why hello newlywed. Your wifey is in the bathroom. So how are you?” A minute passes as Mya is staring at him. “Sage, is something wrong?” He takes a deep breath and says, “Red, I watched you grow from a frightened and fragile little girl. Through your teenage years you were still shy but very much aware of the hood and its dangers. Street smart. Your college years helped to form you into an incredible woman.” Mya smiles as he walks closer to her.

“Mya, when did that change?”

“What are you talking about Sage?”

“I saw Momma S. who said you were the one that helped out a lot, which means you helped with Perry’s travels.”

“So what’s the harm in that?” Mya rises from her chair.

“You introduced Perry to those women, didn’t you?”

He yells, “DIDN’T YOU!” Mya jumps. “You were well aware of his H.I.V. status and lured those married women into a one-man ambush!”

“I did no such thing!”

“Oh really?

“Yes, really!”

“Well TJ would certainly beg to differ.” Her eyes widened. “Yeah, I know about her. Along with Dorothy, Ann, Connie, Bee and Taylor. But TJ told me just enough to know that you were the one who introduced her to him just before that woman died in my arms. You left a trail of breadcrumbs that implicates you as an accomplice to all of this! I’ll bet any amount of money all of your flights just about coincides with his! That day when I saw you, while I was on my way to visit Perry, you were crying because you came from Perry’s house! Not because of allergies! You are a murderer Mya! I can’t and will not show pity! I’ve seen too much pain and death because of you and Perry’s doings! What I don’t understand, and you owe me this much…why did you do it Mya? Tell me!” Deva opened the door and was standing there listening while the two argued.

“Mya? Is this true? You helped Perry?”

“Deva, you don’t understand!”

“Then make me understand, we are sisters.” Deva walked into the office and sat down in a nearby chair. The room became very quiet for a few moments. Mya finally speaks,

“I met a man. I fell head over heels in love with. Bruce. He was treating me perfectly. One day I had a surprise that I wanted so eagerly to share with him---- But it was me who got the surprise. I saw him with another woman…. I walked up on him, kicked him in the ass and cursed him out. He was trying to play me!

The woman with him was actually his wife. That woman pointed and laughed at me as she called him a sloppy mother fucker and that he needed to handle his business, while I stood there coming into realization that I was not even so much as his girlfriend…but his mistress. To add insult to injury, I was carrying his child! I had complications and miscarried.

I went to Perry while I was going through this ordeal. He asked for the man’s name and where he lived. I gave him the information. He told me he would take care of him. I thought he was going to kill him the way he was talking. But that is when I first saw the side of Perry I never knew existed. One night he told me to take a ride with him. He wanted to show me something. We rode for hours. Finally, we stopped at a cabin somewhere in the mountains. I noticed a car that was parked in front of the cabin. That car belonged to Bruce. I asked Perry, ‘Why did you bring me here?’ He said, ‘So you can watch your revenge at work.’ We got out of the car and walked around near a bedroom window. Perry was giggling. He said, ‘Take a peek.’ I looked and saw that bastard and his wife having sex. The wife blindfolded and handcuffed him to the bed. I asked him, ‘Why are you trying to hurt me?’ Perry said, ‘Look at death in its form take place. Look!’ I did. I watched them have an orgasm after orgasm until he fell asleep.

Perry told me to go to the car and that he would be there in a minute. I got back into the car and waited. Perry stood up at the window for the wife to see him. By this time I was in utter shock. He walked around to the front door. The wife came out to the porch and bent over. That’s when Perry had sex with her right there on the porch. She went back inside for a moment and then brought him something. At that time, I just put my head down and began to cry. Perry came to the car and asked, ‘Why are you crying?’ I asked him again, ‘Why did you bring me here?’ He then said, ‘I have been having sex with her repeatedly for weeks.’ He also said, he didn’t have to lay a finger on him, because he laid enough on, and in, his wife. He told the wife that it was a fantasy of his to watch her and her husband having sex, so the two of them arranged it. That’s when he told me that he was H.I.V. positive, and he made sure that Bruce and his wife would have the virus as well, and the main reason that we were there is not only for me, but he wanted to watch his poison spread from one person to another. He then asked me if that was a sweet enough revenge for me? I looked at him in horror. I could not believe Perry could do something so monstrous. Then I thought for another moment, I didn’t like what he did…I loved it. I said, ‘Not yet.’ I got out of the car and walked up to that window. The wife walked into the bedroom and saw me standing there smiling. The wife stood there with a baffled look on her face. I started laughing and pointing and told her without a sound, ‘I hope you read lips because I have the last laugh now bitch.’ As we left the area, I asked him, ‘What was that the wife brought you after you had sex with her?’ He said, ‘A washcloth.’

He began to tell me about the woman in Canada and he wanted me to help him meet women that were married and willing to cheat on their husbands. So I did. Sage, that day I saw you, I was coming from Perry’s house. He was rambling on about demons around him and that he was one of Satan’s Generals and moving up the ranks as the women he infected continued to infect others. I thought it was the medication, along with his condition, that was causing him to speak in such a delusional manner.

You see Sage, Hell have no fury like a woman scorned.”

“Your ass was not scorned! You said it yourself. You got played! Now I’m sorry to hear about your loss. That was God’s will. You helped destroy a lot of lives Mya!”

He grabs her and says, “May my nightmares, be your daily dreams!” The lights in the room flickered.

As he lets her go, everyone began hearing popping sounds and noticed a piece of wood chipped from the wall inside the office. Sage yells, “Get down! Someone’s shooting!”

A strange and unfamiliar voice called out,

“Sage! Sage! Get out here! I want you!”

Sage whispers, “Call 911.” They looked at the video surveillance monitor to see if they recognized the person.

“I don’t know him.”

Mya says, “That’s the creepy guy who has been coming by for the past few days looking for you.”

Deva says, “I think I know who that is.”

“Who Deva?”

“That’s Sonia’s husband!”

“Sonia! Sonia who?”

“The woman you went to go see in New York to tell her about the virus.” Sage looked at her in disbelief.

“I never told you about that. How did you know?”

“Her sister Tonia told me.”

“Her sister?”

“Yes, Officer Mendez. That’s her sister. Tonia showed me a picture of her sister and her family and said that a man had approached her sister and told her about having the virus. Tonia wanted to know if you were the person that delivered the message, because not only did you fit the description that the brother-in-law gave, you took a DVD to her and showed what Perry had done. It wasn’t long before I figured out what you were doing.”

“What did you tell her?”

“I said no, because you were somewhere else. I didn’t know what else to say to her so I had to make up something!”

“Okay…Okay…” Sage began to think about the man he saw that got out of the car and walked up to Sonia as he stared into the monitor and confirmed that Deva was right. It is her husband. The children that he saw in the car were the same children on the officer’s desk.

He said, “I knew I saw them before. I just couldn’t piece them together because I was in another state…I have to go out there.” Deva grabs at him hysterically.

“Oh no you don’t Sage! You stay right here!”

“I have to go. Someone may get or may have been injured. I can’t have that on my conscience baby.”

“Please Sage! Please do not go out there.”

“I will be fine, Deva…. You have to trust me…. Trust me okay?”

Unsteadily, Deva says, “I love you Sage.”

“And I love you.” He looked back at Mya with a look of disgust as Mya stared back at him from the corner of the office in a crouched position. He walked down the hall towards the front of the store. The man could see Sage and pointed his gun at him. In his hard Hispanic accent the man says, “That’s right. Walk this way. I want to talk to you before I put a hole in you.” Sage looked over near the waiting room and noticed Scripts lying on the floor in blood. “Why did you shoot him?”

“Because, he was in the fucking way, now move! You destroyed my life and now I’m going to destroy yours!”

“I’m sorry that you feel that way sir. I never meant to hurt you or anyone.”

“Is that what you said to my wife?”

“As a matter of fact, I did.” The man looks hesitant.

“Well, it just wasn’t good enough, since my wife took it upon herself to slit her own wrists! Now my wife is dead! I blame you for it! You told my wife about being H.I.V. positive, which means that you were sleeping with her! So you must have it too!”

“No sir, I did not sleep with your wife. My brother did, and if there’s any consolation, he is dead also. As for your wife, I am truly sorry to hear of your loss. Your wife seemed like a beautiful woman.”

“Sonia was a beautiful woman! But ever since you showed your face, nothing has been the same! Let’s go outside! Move it!” Sage and the man stepped outside of the store. Police officers were outside and their guns were drawn and pointed at the man. “SIR! PUT THE GUN DOWN!”

“If you shoot me, I will pull this trigger and kill him!” Officer Mendez walks up near them.

“Everyone hold your fire! I know him! Paco, you don’t want to do this.”

“He is the reason my wife, your sister is dead! I want revenge!”

“No Paco, he is not the one to blame. If you want someone to blame, look in the mirror.”

“What are you saying?”

“You know exactly what I am saying. You never gave Sonia the attention she needed after the children were born. You stayed out in the street with your friends. This man had nothing to do with that. It’s the way you treated her that made her vulnerable for anyone to take advantage of her.” “No! You are wrong! He took advantage of her with his money and fine clothes. He could have tricked her or slipped her something.”

“That sounds like empty excuses Paco. We can talk more about this after you put the gun down. Think of the children.” He starts to look away as if he was pondering about them for a moment. Officer Mendez continues, “I know that they do not want to lose their father also. They need you. Now please put the gun down on the ground.”

Just when Paco was about to place the gun on the ground, a police officer shot him. Paco’s gun discharged in the direction of Sage as Officer Mendez jumped to cover Sage. More gunfire erupted, people were screaming. Sage felt a sting. As he fell to the ground, the force of Officer Mendez falling on top of him caused him to hit his head on the concrete ground, losing consciousness. Deva ran out of the store and noticed Sage on the ground and began to scream while running towards him. Deva kneeled down beside him.

“Sage, wake up baby! Where is this blood coming from? Baby! Wake up! You told me that you would be fine! Don’t lie to me now! Sage, please wake up!” A paramedic hurried over and checked Sage’s vital signs. “We have to get him to a hospital.” He said. They rushed him into an ambulance and sped off heading towards the nearest hospital. Deva was in the ambulance with him.

A paramedic looked down at Sage while inserting an I.V. “It seems like he is smiling.” Deva looked at the expression on Sage’s face. “He is smiling. I’d give anything to know what he’s dreaming about.”

Sage was leaning against the Elm tree with no visible top. He walked towards a field of roses. They were not the average looking flower to him. They were gold in color. As he stroked them softly, it began to rain but the droplets were light green with a fresh pine tree scent. Sage walked upon a river that when he placed his hand along the stream, it felt like fur, but not like the kind of fur on a cat or mink. It was so soft, Sage wanted to jump into it. He hears words that felt as though they were filled with thunder:


YOU HAVE DONE WELL MESSENGER. SHARE YOUR STORY AND ALL SHALL KNOW…THOSE WHO KNOW SHALL FEAR MY WRATH. THOSE WHO DO NOT KNOW SHALL FEEAAR MY WRATH…SHARE YOUR STORY…MESSENGER.



Sage woke up in a hospital bed with Deva laying in his arm. His hand was heavily bandaged and his head was wrapped in gauze. He kisses her on the cheek. Deva wakes up and whispers, “You had me so scared. I was losing my mind. I don’t know what we would do without you.”

“We?”

“Yes Sage…I’m carrying your seed.” He kisses her.

“Sage, from now on, wherever you go, I’m going too.”

“Well, you don’t have to worry about that, because the only place I’m going is home and to work. No more messages…. That’s someone else’s job. I’ve done just about all that I’m supposed to do.”

“You are right about that Mr. Mecan.” Sage looked towards the entranceway. It was Officer Mendez wearing a hospital gown. Sage smiled.

“You saved my life officer and gave me this bruise at the same time. How are you?”

“I’m fine, and call me Tonia.”

“Okay Tonia…What happened to your hand?”

“It’s exactly what happened to your hand.”

“We were shot. It pierced the back of my hand and into yours. We both had operations to be stitched up. Seems that my brother in law was a terrible aim.”

“How is he?”

“He didn’t make it Sage.”

“I’m sorry to hear that…Scripts! What about Scripts, is he…?”

Deva answers, “Scripts is just fine. He was shot in the leg. He was playing dead so that he would not get shot again. He’s in the next room over. You can’t hear him?” Scripts is yelling, “Hey! When am I getting my sponge bath? I want that fiiiiinnne nurse too! I don’t want to file a complaint with the Advocate! Oh, there you are pretty nursey…”

“Tonia. What about the children?”

“Well Sage, as an aunt, I will also be a mother and a father. They’ll be staying with me. By the way, congratulations! I hear you have a new addition coming to your family.”

“Thank you.”

Tonia walks along Sage’s bedside.

“I owe you a great apology. There are advocates that handle situations such as Perry’s. The health department in particular would have helped you. A lot of occurrences could have been avoided if I had done my job a little more efficiently. I am truly, truly sorry.” Tonia starts to cry.

“Hey, hey…Don’t cry. Listen; when the baby is born I want you to bring the kids by, okay? Let’s stop talking about death, and focus more on life and family, because the way I see it, we are blood brother and sister…joined by a bullet.” Tonia nods, smiles, and waves while leaving the room.

“Wow, I’m going to be a dad…You know what that means?”

“No, Sage, what?”

“No more Pocahontas.”

“Sage, you are depriving me of my positional privileges so soon? We can still do it until the third trimester…Sage! Your eyes! They are their original color again.” They kiss.

“I love you so much and I will never leave you like that ever again. I can assure you of this.


P.S. THE MESSENGER
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Ten months have gone by since the shooting incident. The Mecan family is having a party to welcome the neighborhood over to see the new joy in their life. Everyone was there. Momma Strong and Lynda were also there with Little Perry Strong. Mr. and Mrs. Stacker were talking to Sage and Deva. David said, “You two have a beautiful son.” Sage replied,

“The two of you have a handsome grandson.”

“We sure do.”

Deva is holding the baby.

“It’s time for Junior to eat.”

Sage asks, “Do you want me to get a bottle or is Junior getting it straight from the tap?”

“From the tap today, because I’m not as sore as I was yesterday.”

Sage whispers, “Is there anything I can do to help ease the pain?”

“Why of course…I’ll tell you later after our guests are gone.”

“Ummm, that makes me want to end the party right now.” He taps Deva’s butt while he’s walking away.

Mrs. Stacker says, “I know for sure that I can handle one grandchild; two or three may be pushing it.” Sage smiles at her as he walks toward the managers of his stores.

He says, “I’m glad that everyone is here. I want to commend each and every one of you on the exceptional jobs you have done in helping one another out while managing the shops during my absence. You’ve done more than just shown that you have the tools to handle the business, you have also relieved me of all the little concerns that I’ve had about all of you. Next week, I want to sit down with everyone and discuss a partnership and 401k packages for the employees. It’s time to create a strong future for everyone. In particular, when it involves retirement.” Everyone was cheering and thanking Sage for his plans and course of action.

One manager says, “Man I can see it now. We can branch out to other states and travel around just like Red. As a matter of fact, where is Red?” Another manager says,

“I haven’t seen Mya in a while, now that you have mentioned it.”

“Has anyone seen or heard from her?” An employee of the shop says, “I haven’t seen Red, but I have seen her car around here from time to time near the supermarket. I saw a man loading her trunk with groceries one day.” Everyone yells, “A MAN!” Well, was he loading the car and driving it or just loading it?”

“I don’t know if he was driving the car. I’m just telling you what I saw, that’s all!”

Sage walks inside his home into the living room where Deva and Sage Jr. have been resting. He puts on a jacket and says,

“I’m going over to Red’s place to check up on her.”

“Then I’m going with you.” Says Deva,

“I thought you were feeding the baby?”

“He did eat. I burped him, now he is asleep. Mom can watch him while we are gone. Besides, Mom has been waiting patiently to hold and sing to him.” Sage calls Mrs. Stacker and asks her to watch the baby while he and Deva go to check on Mya.

“Why of course! Take your time coming back.”

“No, we will be back, as soon as possible.” Mrs. Stacker ran inside to be with the baby. Moments later Deva walks outside and they got into his car to travel to Mya’s house.

As he drives down the road, he looks at Deva and watches a tear as it slowly streaks down the front of her cheek. He slows down the car and pulls over to a soft shoulder on a quiet street. He gets out of the car. Deva watches him as he walks around to her passenger door and opens it. He extends his arm towards her to assist her by the hand. Deva gently grabs it. After exiting the car he closes the door, places his arms around her and began to hold her very close to him as Deva began to cry. He was aware of the reason Deva needed to release her emotion. They knew that they could have lost one another forever and that the fear of the unknown as a whole was so great that both of them could not see. That is, until the cloud that did not allow them to see it was gone. While laying her head against his chest Deva says, “You know I was very upset with you.”

“Why?”

“Because you did not let me in Sage. I tried my best to understand why you had to do this on your own. But I am your wife. Though you felt like it was the best thing to do to protect me from whatever was out there, you still put me in harm’s way! You could not control the way that officer was questioning and snooping around to find out more about you nor could you control the way everything came apart at the shop. Sage, I almost lost you!” Deva hits his chest.

“You are absolutely correct. There were a lot of problems that could have been handled in another manner. To be completely honest, at times I did not like myself at all during that whole ordeal. I was judgmental, arrogant, and cold hearted. I have fought so hard to disassociate myself from becoming a stranger in my own skin when I lost my parents. But I simply could not control it. Please accept my apology for hurting you in that manner and not including you.”

“I accept your apology.”

“Come on, let’s go.” He assists her back into the car and hurriedly jumped into the driver seat and pulled off.

As he’s driving, Deva asks, “Sage, what are you thinking?”

“Baby, at this point I don’t know what to think. I was pretty hard on Mya that day.”

“Don’t be down on yourself about it Sage. I can only imagine what you went through before talking to Mya.” Sage knew that was her way of wanting to know about his travels from New York to Florida. The tone in his voice became very serious,

“I will tell you about the ordeals I’ve encountered and the dreams I’ve had…even though part of me wants to refuse to allow your world to be touched by the filth of my memories.”

He pulls the car over in front of Mya’s home. They got out of the car and walked up the pathway to Mya’s door.

“It looks like her grass is well kept. Her car is here. Let’s see if Mya is.” Sage knocks…No answer. Sage knocks again and says,

“Mya, it’s me! Sage! Open the door.” The door opens. Sage and Deva walked inside. The door closed behind them. They turned around to see a man with a clean-shaven face and short haircut. He appeared to be well into his sixties. Sage noticed that the clothes he had on were made from material that came from his shop.

The man says, “Hello Mr. and Mrs. Mecan.”

Sage responds, “I’m sorry, but do we know you?”

“You sure do.”

A moment passes. Sage walks closer to him and takes a closer look and says,

“Scripts!”

“In the flesh!”

“Man you look human! All the years that I have known you with that nasty beard and long hair and junk yard smell representing Rip Van Winkle, I now know what you look like without it! What made you do a 360 degree turn? Where is Red?”

“Mya’s upstairs in her room.”

Sage looks at Deva and says, “Go up there and check on her.”

Deva walks up the stairs to her room.

Scripts says, “Now Sage, I have been taking care of Mya the best way I could and her place. Mya said that I could stay here with her.”

Deva yells, “Sage!” Sage ran up the steps like a track star. He ran into Mya’s room and almost passed out from the horrible stench that was coming from her room. Mya was sitting in a corner on the floor wearing an orange nightgown that looked extremely dirty while staring up and out of the window. Her hair grew wildly as if it was never washed or straightened for months. Her eyes were blood shot with bags underneath them. Mya smelled as if she has not had a bath in weeks. There were pill bottles everywhere.

Sage hollers, “SCRIPTS! GET YOUR ASS UP HERE RIGHT NOW!”

Scripts came to Mya’s bedroom door and said,

“Sage I told you, I….”

Sage interrupts, “I my ass! Mya looks like shit!” He grabs Scripts by the neck collar of his shirt and pushes him against the wall. “Why didn’t you call me?”

“Red told me not to or she would put me out.”

“What are these pills, Scripts?”

“They are pills to help keep her awake! Please Sage, let me go!”

“What?” He lets Scripts go. “Why? Mya, why are you taking pills to keep you from sleeping?” Mya looks at Sage and starts to cry.

He tells Deva. “Take these clean clothes and take her into the bathroom and clean her up. Please let her soak in the tub before you do anything.” Deva takes her into the bathroom.

“Help me clean up this room Scripts by picking up all these pill bottles and trash from off the floor and dressers, it looks and smells like a damn pharmaceutical hell hole in here.”

Sage opened the windows and pulled the sheets off of the bed and placed them in the trash bag.

“Scripts?”

“Yes Sage?”

He takes a deep breath, rubs his face with both hands and asks, “Did you do anything with her?”

“Sage, I’m not going to….” Sage looked at Scripts with an anger like no one has ever seen and said, “Answer…My…Question…”

“No Sage, I didn’t do anything with her. I wanted to the first few nights I was here after my surgery. Mya was nice enough to let me stay here and heal. But then Mya started acting real weird.”

“What do you mean weird?”

“Mya began popping pills and talking crazy about her dreams, or more like nightmares.” Sage dropped the trash bag and asked, “What nightmares?”

“Mya started rambling on about Perry and different women every night and how they were dying and bleeding all over the place. The way Mya was talking, I thought the woman went gothic! So I left her alone unless Mya wanted something. When I cooked, I made sure Mya ate also. I would bring her food into her room and Mya would tell me to hurry up and get out. When I would bring her next meal I would just grab all that I could from the last meal and leave…. I really do love her Sage.”

“You could have called me Scripts whether you love her or not. I really don’t want to hear it. Where do you sleep Scripts?”

“I sleep downstairs in the basement.”

“Okay, you continue to do so. You’ve done enough up here. I will talk to you when I get downstairs.”

Scripts removed the bags of trash from the room and went downstairs.

Sage stands in the middle of the bedroom and says, “God what have I done?” He walks out of the bedroom and closes the door.
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An hour and a half had passed when Deva walks Mya out of the bathroom.

Sage says, “Bring her in the other room while this one is airing out.” They walked into one of Mya’s smaller bedrooms. Sage says, “Mya, I want you to lay down and get some sleep.”

Mya starts to scream, “I don’t want to sleep! I want my pills! Give me my pills!”

Sage yells, “Mya! Mya! Mya! You are not going to have any more nightmares!”

Mya was curled under the blankets saying, “Please give me some pills to stay awake. Please Sage!”

“Mya, I’m not going to give you any pills. I’m not going anywhere. I’m going to stay right here with you.”

“You are not going to leave me?”

“No Mya, I’m not…I’m going to make sure that you have a very good dream tonight and every night from now on.”

“Sage, you promise?”

“No Mya, I guarantee it.” He started to stroke her hair and told Mya to close her eyes.

“I can’t. I’m scared.”

“Mya, I know you are, that is why I’m here. Now you must listen to me and you must also put your trust in God.” He rests his cheek against hers, while continuing to stroke her hair. Sadness began to overwhelm him as he thinks about the dreams that Mya had. A tear rolled from the corner of his eye and fell directly into hers. They fluttered as Mya tried to force her eyes shut.

“Mya, I’m sorry that I did this to you, but it’s going to be okay now.” He whispers in her ear, “Your dreams will be your dreams…Now sleep, sleep, sleep.”

A brisk air flowed through the room and pierced Sage and Mya sending a chill through their bodies. After Mya whined for a few moments, she fell off to sleep. He kept himself in that position while stroking her hair for at least an hour before he stopped, kissed her head and went downstairs. Deva approached him and they hugged as he said, “I really haven’t heard you speak a word since we walked into this house. Are you okay?”

“Yes, I’m fine…I just became speechless once we arrived and I don’t know why. Maybe it was unnecessary for me to utter a word while you were here to handle this problem. How is Mya?”

“Mya will be fine.” Deva ardently strokes the side of his face with her hand and kisses him saying, I’m so relieved this is all over.”


P.S.S. THE MESSENGER
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At the police precinct, an investigating officer brings a package to the Chief of Police.

“Chief, I think we have a problem.”

“What is it now?”

“Sir, do you remember the Diaz case with the fatal shooting of the suspect that’s related to the officer who also sustained an injury?”

“Yeah, yeah, what about it?”

“Well sir as you are aware, it was because of that tailor who told married women that they may be infected with H.I.V.”

“Yes, go on.”

“Well sir, it seems as though he had a book of names, addresses, as well as contact numbers to reach them.”

“Yes, that was turned over to the Health Department. You are telling me information that I’m already aware of, so get to the point!”

“I’m sorry sir. Well sir, it appears that there is another book.”

“Another book? Where is it?” He hands him the package. He opens it. “Where did you find it?”

“Someone dropped the package off with this note attached sir.” The Chief read the note and looked inside of the book.

“Well I just don’t believe this sh…! I want you to check the surveillance and see if you are able to identify the person who dropped this off, pronto.”

“Yes sir.”

“I want you to contact the Health Department immediately and have a representative sent over here as soon as possible!”

“Yes sir.”

“Well don’t just stand there! Get moving!”

“Yes sir.”

“One other thing…Contact that tailor. I want to talk to him personally. Whether he does, or even if he doesn’t, have any knowledge of this, he may be useful.
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