
 

 

Chapter 1 – come and see me for once 

“Swear these days all you say is come and see me for once 
Come and see me for once 

You don't ever come to me, you don't ever come to me.” 
PARTYNEXTDOOR 

 

It was 4am and I was up. I wanted to call him, but I knew that I’d messed up. It really was my 

fault. Everything that I said came from a place so deep and so dark that there would be no way 

he’d answer my call. I was the epitome of ‘mean’. I pushed him away because I just couldn’t 

handle what he was offering. To love him would mean that I’d have to face my own 

inadequacies. It would mean that my previous marriage dissolving wasn’t JUST the result of my 

ex-husband’s mental illness, but that I may have been a selfish bitch who just didn’t try hard 

enough. I ran. 

 

Now, Dorian was imploring me to try. Try hard enough and try again. But I was mean. I was 

mean, I was surly, and I was rude. Just eight hours ago I’d called him. I was getting off of work; 

it was the weekend. He’d been texting me all week and I’d spent most of the time leaving him 

on ‘read’ or answering with one-word responses. I don’t know what my problem is. It wasn’t 

like I had a stable of men entertaining me in my inbox – there were a couple Thursday night 

encounters I kept in the catalogue for fun times. But, Dorian was just SO eager! I mean, yes he 

was fine, but thirsty. Ok, ok, let me stop acting like this. It wasn’t thirst, it was genuine interest 

and I haven’t had anyone interested in me like this. 

 

Anyway, after an atrocious week at my job, I wanted some rubbing and heated loving. I knew 

what he was capable of - that boy was built to last. So, I sent him a pic of me in a whisper thin 

silk blouse layered over this blush colored Fenty lace bra. I was being plenty cheeky and I knew 

he’d bite. Within three minutes he responded with a text simply saying, “when and where”. I 

sent my address and told him 6:00pm. He replied back with a smiley face and water-droplet 

emoji, followed by the tongue-out emoji. It was in those moments when I realized I was dating 

a millennial and I’d shuddered with the thought of my friends calling me a ‘cougar’. I picked up 
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a bottle of dry white wine and chicken pasta for us to eat. I started driving home to get ready to 

get my back blown out.  

 

And he delivered. That day, he’d come straight from the gym to my house – I never went to his 

house when we had these encounters. I buzzed him up and left the door open. He walked in, 

calling my name loud, as if I lived in a penthouse space. He was funny like that, calling my name 

all frantic. I came out wearing an off-the-shoulder t-shirt, lace shorts, and a smile. He smiled 

back, showing dimples so deep I giggled at his adorableness. I always told him he reminded me 

of Lance Gross, or if, Lance Gross and Idris Elba had a baby. Just tall and chocolate and good! 

 

He was wearing a fitted New York Yankees cap, pull-over black sweatshirt, black basketball 

shorts, and compression leggings. The look was completed with a pair of really expensive 

customized Nike running shoes. He looked fashionably athletic. He walked over to me, smiling 

bright, I could see all his teeth. His eyes were sparkling. He licked his lips and kissed me on the 

forehead. I tried not to shudder, but ain’t nuthin’ like a forehead kiss from a fine man. 

 

“Can I take a shower?” he asked. 

 

“Of course. Don’t nobody want your sweaty balls on them!” I laughed a little, pulling myself 

away from him. 

 

“Who told you I was giving you my balls? Boy, someone thinks highly of themselves. I’m not 

your little play thing. I may have come over for some riveting conversation about the state of 

Black America.” I rolled my eyes and he laughed a bit. 

 

“Sir, when you send someone a ‘tongue out’ emoji, you imply that you delivering the goods. So, 

you know where the bathroom is. Towel and washcloth are in the cabinet in the hallway. I’ll be 

right here when you get back. Plus, I got Giano’s pasta!” 
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He smiled hard, walking to my bar cart. He poured himself a shot of whisky and sauntered to 

the bathroom. I watched him walk away, knowing that when he returned, my day would be 

made instantly better.  

 

He returned to the living room freshly showered, ignored the pasta sitting on the counter, put 

hands on my waist and lifted me up on the counter. This session was like a competition, where 

the other party wasn’t willing to lose. By 1am we were breathing heavy, splayed on the floor in 

my living room. I tried to get up, to sit on the couch, but Dorian pulled me close with one hand 

and pulled a blanket off the couch with the other hand. He covered both of us. I could feel his 

warm breath on the back of my neck. I heard him mumble that he loved me, but acted like I 

didn’t hear him. He said it again, more audible, clear enough for the world to hear. In return, I 

sighed. And that’s when the fight started.  

 

I remember when Ahlia told me she was getting married and that she wanted me to be her 

maid of honor. After finally leaving Jack alone, deleting his number, blocking him from every 

social media platform, and finally telling him to jump off the highest cliff into the deepest pit of 

rocks, he’d stopped calling her. My girl was a whole heart-eye emoji and I was truly happy she’d 

made the right choice. Corey was truly amazing and one of the kindest souls I’ve ever met - also 

fine as HELL. I was super hype for her new-found confidence. We, the home-girl clique, knew 

that a marriage was coming soon.  

 

She asked me to be her maid of honor, and of course I said yes. She’d been my friend since 

graduate school. She was the maid of honor at my ill-fated wedding and knew all my secrets 

from the 90’s. Ahlia always believed in love and she always believed in second chances. Me, on 

the other hand, was always skeptical. So, when she said, “Dorian will be walking down the aisle 

with you.” I sighed heavy. I knew she was trying to hook us up.  

 

“I totally believe in love! Like, totally. But not for me. Because men are most definitely trash 

these days. Premium trash on a hot summer day. But I’m happy you’re marrying a good one.” I 
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rolled my eyes while holding the phone in the air. I was on speakerphone, waiting for Ahlia to 

respond. I knew my girl was ready to be Mrs. Positivity. But, I didn’t care.  

 

Plus, I thought Dorian had to be a smooth 22 years old. Ahlia kindly corrected me, stating he 

was 32 years old. Dorian was one of Corey’s three younger brothers. Actually, he was the 

youngest, following a set of twins. Ahlia and Corey had dated for a long time, so, I knew of the 

brothers, but not really known them.  I did know all Corey’s brothers were FINE. Ahlia went on 

to tell me that he was an engineer, living in a huge house near the river, and freshly divorced.  

 

The following months wedding activities would acclimate me to this amazing family of men who 

were so dead-set on loving their partners that nothing would stop them. I’d never known black 

men raised so well. Dorian had a divorce under his belt, but no kids, paid, and fine? Why was I 

being dumb. The presentation intrigued me and we could definitely have some fun but I really 

wasn’t trying to be about the dating life right now. I was trying to get me together. I’d support 

my girl. That’s it. 

 

I made Ahlia wait almost a week for my decision, when I called her she squealed with delight. 

Lord, how was I gonna make it through the whole year. A ‘bridezilla’ I could handle. But a 

hopeless romantic, so in love that she drops a tear every time ‘their song’ plays, was too much 

for me! Ahlia emailed everyone a tentative wedding party schedule. There was a co-ed bridal 

shower, a girl’s trip, dress fittings and rehearsals, and of course the big day. I went through 

Dorian’s Instagram profile and chuckling at his posts on twitter, he was a bit of a ‘star’ on the 

internet. You know, one of those ‘watch me get dressed’ types. He seemed a bit into himself, 

but I could stand being his partner at the wedding.  

 

A brunch was set for the wedding party. Luckily, the key players lived in the same city so 

meeting up was the easy part. It was November and the weather was slightly brisk. I pulled out 

a black sweater dress, wine colored suede ankle boots, and pulled hair into a slick bun. I’d 

recently lost 50lbs and was totally in love with my glow-up. Fall is my favorite season and my 
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wardrobe was flourishing. I was the first to arrive at the restaurant because I’m always on-time. 

I saw Dorian pull-up. Well, I didn’t know it was him, actually I was admiring his car, a matte 

black Range Rover with gunmetal black accents. Whew! My kinda car. I saw a tall dark skinned 

figure step out wearing a gray peacoat. I expected to see those Chelsea boots that all the young 

guys tend to wear at brunch. Instead, he was wearing a pair of limited edition off-white 

converse, tags removed. He’d caught my eye, but I knew he wasn’t dining with us. 

 

We approached the check-in station at the same time. He let me go first. I asked for Ahlia and 

Corey’s party, that’s when I saw him look at me, “You one of the bridesmaids?” 

 

“Yeah,” I said trying to brush him off, I don’t talk to strangers, “You know Corey?” 

 

“Yes! That’s my big bro! I’m Dorian.” He smiled wide and reached out for my hand. I have to 

admit; his smile threw me off. I often remember feeling a bit breathless when he shook my 

hand. But, naw, this lil boy wasn’t gonna catch me off guard. Now look at me, sitting in the dark 

in my own house, bout to cry because he may never talk to me again. 

 

“Well, Dorian, it seems like we are gonna be partners in these wedding shenanigans. I’m Holly,” 

He smiled even wider. I could see all of his teeth.  

 

“Damn! Corey said that Ahlia’s bridesmaids were fine and he did not lie!” He smiled hard, I 

rolled my eyes, pushing my purse strap on my shoulder. 

 

“Really?” I was half-way ready to kick him in the shin, but something about that doggone smile! 

 

“Sorry, I don’t mean to be rude. But, yeah, you are beautiful and I’m happy to be your escort for 

the wedding. Hopefully, your husband . . . boyfriend . . . girlfriend . . .  won’t be mad.” 
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“You are cute! Slick way to ask if I got a man, which I don’t. But we have 11 months til the 

wedding date.” 

 

“We sure do.” He licked his lips, took out his phone, and started scrolling.  

 

We both walked to the waiting area. Our party showed up within the next 15 minutes, with 

Corey and Ahlia arriving last. We were ushered to our area, seated, and started making our 

orders. Dorian managed to sit across from me. During the two-hour brunch, I caught him 

sneaking looks at me. I swore to myself that I wouldn’t get caught up with this man. But, he was 

funny, smart, and really easy to be around. When Corey and Ahlia started being all lovey-dovey, 

we both rolled our eyes at the same time. We ended brunch with everyone exchanging contact 

information. I made the mistake of telling him that I’d already looked him up on the internet 

and he smiled saying, “well gon’ head and follow me on the ‘gram. Wouldn’t want you to miss 

out on these looks.” He ran his hands up and down his body, grinning.  

 

I told him I don’t do social media, like that, but I’d check in sometimes. He took my phone, 

opened my apps, and followed himself. He handed my phone back, letting his hand linger 

longer than necessary. I knew, I knew this was gonna be an issue! By the end of the next day, 

he’d already texted me telling me we should ‘hang out sometime’. I told him I was 42 years old 

and I don’t ‘hang’. That did not deter him. Later he sent me a link to a showing of Stormy 

Weather at the Rialto Theater. I’d made the mistake of saying our waitress looked like Lena 

Horne, and that Lena Horne was most beautiful in the movie, Stormy Weather. What a freaking 

coincidence that the movie was playing at the theater. I had to give him points for 

remembering, but I polity declined the invitation. He didn’t take no for an answer. He sent me a 

clip of the movie, saying that “Lena would be mad if we didn’t honor her with our black-ass 

presence.” I had to laugh. I agreed to meet up with him. 

 

How we went from movie buddies to ‘friends with benefits’ was so swift. I cannot decipher if it 

was the sex or just being in his effervescent space that made me continue dealing with him. I 
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tried to be casual. But now my mind was chaos. I really didn’t want to mess up Ahlia’s wedding 

day! I don’t know WHY I’d gotten involved with Dorian like this. At this rate, he’d barely want to 

stand next to me in the wedding photos. I just had to hold it together until October. Just not be 

simple, get over these feelings and hold it together. But, now I’m sitting in my bedroom, tears 

in my eyes, wondering if he’d even take my calls again. I thought I was in control, but somehow 

this man has taken my heart and started to reshape it. Change is hard and it hurts but does it 

have to result in loss? Did I want to lose him? Was he even mine to lose? 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 


