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PART I

ANGELA





Chapter One

“Hurry up, Angah,” Angela’s little brother yelled, unable to pronounce her name. “Mommy said, ‘Hurry up now.’” He tried to annoy her.

“Shut up, boy. I’m glad I’m graduating today, so I can get the hell out of here.”

“You’re not out of here yet, so I would watch my mouth if I were you,” her mother replied from down the stairs, surprising Angela, who thought she was outside by the car.

Angela had been the only child up to five years ago. Her parents had divorced when she was ten. Her father, a licensed electrician, had provided a comfortable life for her and her mother. Her mother got pregnant with her in high school, which made things difficult, but with the help of grandparents, she was still able to attend Old Dominion University and receive her nursing degree.

Together they worked hard to move themselves into Virginia Beach’s only upper-class, all-black neighborhood, L & J Gardens, where they purchased their first two-story, three-bedroom, contemporary-style home. They felt at the time that being around other black folks who had what they had was going to classify them as “better” black folks.

As her mother left for Leigh Memorial every morning and her father for whatever he did, Angela thought to herself, They have the perfect marriage. Until one day she came home and all her father’s things were gone. He realized that family life wasn’t for him—five years after the fact—but kept on paying the mortgage, so her mother never asked for anything else.

Angela resented him for a long time, but now she was older and had learned to look at the situation from another angle. Her mother and father argued all the time, and many times she could see why her father left, but didn’t dare say that to her moms. Her father always kept in touch, and she spent summers with him in Beltsville, Maryland.

 


 



After two years of being alone and trying the dating scene, Angela’s mother met Dr. Statton, or Ken, which he told her to call him. Ken didn’t look as good as Angela’s father, but he treated her mother well. Angela remembers the trips and the long weekends Ken and her moms would take. (She would be left at her grandparent’s house.)

It wasn’t long before Angela’s mother was pregnant with her little brother. They never married, but Ken was always in the picture. Angela admired the way Ken treated her mother and promised that any man she would even consider marrying would have to do the same.

 


 



As they traveled to her graduation, Angela was so excited about starting college in the fall, and that her parents had agreed to give her a hand if she got her own place closer to campus. If they didn’t, she was going to stay on campus—no way in hell was she going to stay home and have her moms all up in her business. Most of her friends would be going to school out of state, but she and her best friend, Monica, had decided to go to Hampton University.

When they arrived at graduation, Monica was waiting for her at the door. The girls took off so they could get with their classmates. Angela was talking to Monica when someone grabbed her from behind. She turned around to see her boyfriend Ray standing there.

“You still goin’ to Allen pool party after graduation? His parents suppose to be out of town, so it got to be the hype shit.” Ray shook his head to confirm that what he was saying was the truth.

Angela looked at Monica. “Monica, are we going to Allen party?”

“Yeah, but we goin’ to get there later on because we got to stop at Ski shit first—he havin’ his party out Lake Edward at the clubhouse. And you know how them LE niggas roll.” Monica gave Angela a high five, knowing it would irk Ray. “Heah, Ray,” Monica said, “you comin’ to Ski party?”

“I don’t know—I ain’t for the bullshit tonight. I’ll probably just see y’all at Allen house later. That Lake Edward shit probably end early anyway . . . guaranteed.”

 


 



Ray grew up in Wesleyan Chase, not too far from L & J Gardens, but just down the street from Lake Edward apartments, which was known for drugs, violence, and other illegal activities. Ray hadn’t planned on going to college. Actually he never cared too much for school; he knew he was going to work for his dad and one day take over the business, Decker and Sons Plumbing.

Ray stood about five foot ten and weighed about 210 pounds solid, which kept him destroying kids on the wrestling mat. He ultimately became captain of the wrestling team and two-time state champion contender. Ray had been with Angela since the summer before their junior year. He was popular among his peers and somebody the young ladies would kill to be with, but he knew Angela was no one to give any space to. Any man would gladly scoop her up with the quickness. Her dazzling light-brown eyes, smooth golden-brown skin, full and beautifully shaped lips, perfectly shaped ass that stunned men, no matter what she wore, all packed in a size eight frame with well-proportioned breasts. When the bra fell, the breasts didn’t; they stood up and begged for attention. She was set off with a short Halle Berry cut, which made her an extraordinary package.

To top it off, she carried a 4.0 GPA. Even though there were equally attractive girls at Bayside H.S., Angela was the only girl for him. He loved her more than anything, and if it went his way, right after she finished school, they would be married.

 


 



As Angela sat in the stands listening to her principal speak, she realized the day she never thought would come was here. She had everything planned; this summer she would work full-time as a receptionist. She had been there since the beginning of her senior year and really enjoyed it. Her and Monica were going to sign their lease at their new condo on the first of July, and then she’d be considered grown. The graduation class standing brought her back to reality as she heard the words, “Congratulations, class of 1996.”

As they strolled out the stands, she made her way over to her father. She knew he would come. He never had anymore kids, and he always let her know that even though he was in Maryland and she in Virginia, she was the most important thing in his life. And he did a great job showing it, even if he wasn’t local.

“Congratulations, baby girl,” her father said as they embraced.

“Heah, Daddy.” Angela smiled a wide smile, one that you could only get when in daddy’s arms.

“Just because you out of school, don’t mean shit—you ain’t grown, goddamn!”

“Shut up, James,” Lenore said. “I’m happy for you, love. Don’t pay your dad any attention.”

 


 



Lenore was from Washington, DC. Angela’s father had met her about five years ago, and they had been living together about four years. In the beginning Angela didn’t care too much for Lenore, but her father begged her to give her a chance—Angela’s problem was that her father was almost forty and Lenore was twenty-eight. By the end of the summer, they were the best of friends.

Lenore was stern like her mother . . . except, hanging out with Lenore was fun. She was beautiful and, at the same time, fly as hell. She was a cosmetologist and had been doing hair since the tender age of twelve. By the time she was twenty, she had landed a job at one of the top salons in the Northern Virginia/DC area. Her appearance was always together—hair perfect, eyebrows arched, makeup applied as if it was professionally done, and a body to kill for. Over the years, Angela started to admire Lenore’s style and wanted to be more like her than her mother.

Angela’s mother never noticed that she was turning into a woman. She didn’t want her to wear makeup, she wouldn’t let her arch her eyebrows, and the thought of getting nails was totally out of the question. Angela always wore her hair long since she was a young girl, something her mother took great pride in. But last summer when she was in Maryland, Lenore was wearing a short cut that made her jealous. Angela cut hers in the same style without thinking twice. When she got back home, her mother was pissed, and she remembered her mom and dad on the phone arguing for what seemed like hours. Her mom promised her father that Angela would never spend another summer in Maryland again. Her father laughed, knowing this was the last summer before Angela graduated, and her mother wouldn’t have shit else to say about that situation.

 


 



“So what you doin’ tonight?” Lenore handed Angela a card.

“Me and Monica goin’ to a couple parties, that’s it.” Angela responded as if it was nothing.

“Be safe, and no drinking and driving out here,” Lenore said.

“Here come your grandparents, baby. We’ll be here until Sunday at the Sheraton Downtown Waterside. The room is under my name. Call me.” James leaned over and kissed his daughter again.

“Hello, James,” her grandparents said.

“Hello.” James turned to Angela. “Call me,” he said as he strolled off.

Angela’s mother came up and hugged her. She held her face, looked into her eyes, and told her how proud she was and from here on nothing could hold her back. Her eyes began to water. “Don’t cry, Ma,” Angela said, trying not to get emotional.

“Baby, we’re all just so proud of you,” her grandmother said.

Just then, Dr. Statton walked up, holding her little brother. “Congratulations, love,” he said, hugging her.

Angela reached up and hugged him real tight. Even though he had never married her mother, he had been there through some tough times. Through her teenage years, many times she felt her mother didn’t understand what she was going through, but Dr. Statton did, and he would come to her rescue. Many nights when her mother worked, Dr. Statton would be at the house to cook, clean, and take care of her and her brother. She referred to him as her step-dad to her friends, and even though he never told her, he was like putty in her hands. He couldn’t love her anymore if she was his own.

“Thank you, Ken.”

“I forgot your gift, but you’ll get it tomorrow. And just because you out of school, don’t forget your curfew.”

“Ken,” Angela said in a whining voice.

“Okay”—he smiled—“you have an extra hour.”

Angela smiled and her mother just stared. They all began walking to the car when Monica and Ray came up, “Hello, Ms. Wood, Dr. Statton,” Ray said.

“Hello, Raymond,” her mother replied.

“Girl, what you gonna do?” Monica asked.

“Ain’t nothin’ change. I’ll be at the house waiting on you. Don’t you have to change?”

“Yeah, I was just asking. I’ll see you in a few.” Monica said, and she and Ray walked off.

 


 



Angela was trying to figure out what to wear. She didn’t know if she was going to swim or what. She called Monica to see what was up. “Heah, what you puttin’ on?”

“Shorts and a T-shirt,” Monica said. “Bitches might be tryin’ to act up tonight, and I ain’t for it.”

“I’ll throw my suit on under my other shit.”

“Just hurry the fuck up, girl. I’ll see you in five.” Angela pulled her white, two-piece body glove swimsuit out her drawer along with her sleeveless button-down that tied in the front. It was a little wrinkled, but she knew it would come off as soon as she got up the street. She twisted into her new Levi shorts, stepped back and looked into the mirror at how the jeans fit real snug on her phat ass, and let out a satisfying smile.

Just then the door to her room flew open. “Hurry up, bitch, we got some stops to make.”

“Where?” Angela reached into her closet for her new white Reebok Classics.

“You’ll see, come on.”

Angela loved her buddy, but she knew at times she had to calm her down. She and Monica had been friends since grade school. (Monica’s parents were killed in an accident when she was seven, leaving her and her brother of nine to be raised by her grandparents, who lived in L & J Gardens. Soon after, she met Angela, and they’ve been hanging ever since.)

“Girl, you know them shorts screamin’,” Monica said.

“They’ll make the niggas scream more. And look at your shit.”

“Shut your mouth—I’m grown now.”

They both began to laugh.

Angela was fine and she knew it, but Monica was no slouch. Monica was light skinned and stood a little taller than Angela at about five foot five”. Her ass wasn’t as phat as Angela’s, but it stuck out farther. Her breasts were bigger, with large nipples that usually poked through her blouse. When she was younger, it bothered her; now it was an attention-getter, and she knew how to handle it. She would always catch guys staring right at them. Her hair, lightened almost to a gold to complement her complexion, hung down on her shoulders, with little spiral curls all over. She wasn’t conceited but she knew that her narrow nose, small lips, high cheekbones, slanted eyes, and grey pupils that changed colors with the sun would fuck any nigga’s head up.




Chapter Two

Monica and Angela jumped in the car, headed to Ski’s party. Before they could hit Baker Road, they had their shirts off and had thrown them in the back seat.

“Where do we have to stop?” Angela asked.

“Goin’ out St. Croix and see what Fat Joe and Rome up to. They told me to stop by. Rome said I could come by—if I brought you.”

“See, you tryin’ to start somethin’. Suppose somebody else is over there and go to Allen party and tell Ray. Then I’m in some shit, and God knows I’m not tryin’ to lose my man, Monica.”

“It ain’t even like that. We just goin’ over there and smoke their weed, and then we out.”

“You know Ski got weed—fuck them niggas. You just want to see Joe fat ass. I don’t see what you see in him anyway.”

“He’s not bad lookin’—he got good hair, he dress his ass off, and he keeps weed.”

“His momma keep weed,” Angela said, correcting her.

“Don’t matter. She don’t care. And plus, he’s sweet.”

“Why you fuck that fat muthafucka anyway?”

“Because we friends like that, and he never runs his mouth. We’ve been friends like that since eleventh grade. I was going over there everyday after school smoking weed, and he would always hint around. Then one day I was playing with him, and he just started licking my pussy, girl, and I was hooked. He’s not a bad lover. Better try you a fat, muthafuckin’-ass nigga.”

“It’s all right; I’ll leave them to you. What about Quinn?” Angela asked.

“That’s my baby. But by him livin’ in Petersburg attendin’ Virginia State, that long-distance shit gets hard, and Fat Joe is cool . . . my fat man.” They both burst out laughing.

 


 



Monica had been with her share of guys; she was what some people would consider fast. She had gone to private school up to the ninth grade, but when she got to Bayside, she got wide open. By her junior year, she had calmed down and decided to only be with Quinn. Fat Joe was just her friend then.

Angela, on the other hand, had lost her virginity at fourteen to Monica’s brother. (He was real light like Monica and had grey eyes. Girls were always crazy about him.) One weekend she stayed with Monica. He came in their room and, with their grandmother in the next room, took her virginity. She remembers the first couple times it hurt, but as it became more frequent she came to enjoy it. When Angela realized that she was just a toy to him, she stopped giving in to his secret pleasures.

She then started talking to Ski, well known and real popular, not only at Bayside, but also throughout the Tidewater area. Ski was the highschool starting running back and was shown many Friday nights on the news, scoring touchdowns and doing interviews. He held city records in track and was what people considered a track star. Not even a month into their relationship, he had girls from Green Run, Norview, and Booker T. all wanting to fight her over him. She got tired of fighting bitches for no reason, so she let him go and vowed she would never talk to any one like him again.

Then Ray came along. Very popular amongst the students at Bayside because of his wrestling skills and his muscular body; he was laid back and quiet. He was never about trouble but could hold his own. He was so sweet to her, always having sweet things to say, giving her rides to and from school when Monica didn’t. They just clicked from the beginning and it’s been love ever since. Angela had no real desire to be with any other guy. Ray was her love; the only love she would ever need.

 


 



“Look, girl, there’s Dirt-Dirt car,” Angela said.

“He fixed his little Escort up.” Monica laughed. “I bet you anything Tammy and Ki over here.”

“Shit, I know them bitches here. There’s their momma car over there. Goddamn, girl,” Angela said all excited, as if she was about to jump out her seat, “whose burgundy Lexus with the thirty-day tags?”

“Girl, that’s Rome shit.”

“He traded in the Honda? What he doin’?” Angela asked.

“Naw, he gettin’ it fixed; it’s in the shop. You know he be drivin’ his brother cars.”

“Who’s his brother?”

“Bo,” Monica answered.

Angela got out the car. “Who the hell is Bo?”

“You remember our sophomore year when they had that big drug bust, and those Lake Edward niggas got caught up?”

Angela gave Monica a dazed look.

“Remember that sports bar that was up by the Food Lion where all those hustlers use to hang out?”

“Yeah,” Angela said, “we were like fifteen, sixteen years old.”

“Well, the head nigga name was Black. I never met him, I just heard about him. But you know Lo from out Lake Edward, right?”

Angela asked, “Didn’t he get like fifteen years or somethin’?”

“Yeah, that’s him, but word is, he suppose to be comin’ home soon and shit will hit the fan. They say that when they got busted, Bo told everything to save his own ass and didn’t do six months. Bo use to run hand in hand with them, and after shit went down, Bo hit the street and kept his own shit goin’. That’s why he gettin’ it now.”

“Shit, he ain’t doin’ all that,” Angela said, “because my cousin Quandra use to fuck with Lo, and she said that nigga was rich. I mean a-new-car-every-six-months rich.”

“Well, he makin’ money and he looks out for Rome. That’s why Rome always dressed his ass off.”

“You like that Lexus though, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I do.” Angela knocked on the door.

Fat Joe answered the door with a blunt in his hand. The house had about ten people inside, and the room was full of smoke.

“Where’s your moms?” Monica asked.

“She had to work all night; it’s my spot tonight. Why? What’s up?”

“Nothin’, fool.” Monica made her way through the crowd and to the couch.

“Wannabe, hood rats in this bitch,” Rome yelled.

“If they ain’t fuckin’, tell them to carry they ass home,” Dirt-Dirt yelled. “Talk to me, Rome.”

Rome grabbed his dick. “All these bitches know my steez, son.”

“Why y’all so fuckin’ nasty?” Monica asked.

“I wa’n’ talkin’ to you; she know who I’m screamin’ at.”

Angela said, “I ain’t playin’ with you, Rome.”

“I ain’t playin’.”

“Leave her alone, Rome,” Fat Joe said, “before I call Ray around this bitch.”

Rome jumped up. “Ray who? Must mean Ray Mercer, the heavyweight nigga . . . because that’s who you’ll need to pull me out his ass.”

Everyone started laughing.

“Niggas must not know where the fuck I’m from.” Rome gave the crowd the LE holler, and everyone responded. Then he sat, passed Angela the blunt, and slid closer to her. “So you goin’ to Hampton, huh?”

“Yeah, everything already set.”

“I’ll be over there with you.”

“For real?” Angela was excited. Just the thought of somebody else from school going over there made her feel good.

“I got to go; all the bitches over there. I’m goin’ hang with you and Monica and fuck all your friends.”

“You got problems, boy,” Angela said to Rome.

“You ain’t goin’ look out, Angela?”

“Hell no, that’s fuckin’ triflin’.”

“I’m goin’ look out, Rome.” Monica got up and gave him a pound. “Put you in there with all those stupid-ass hoes. Now pass that L.”

“I heard that. See, Monica my girl; Angela be on some bullshit.”

They sat around drinking, smoking trees, and listening to the latest sounds being played by the 103 JAMZ. After talking about anybody and everybody—who didn’t graduate or who wasn’t going to college—Fat Joe finally realized the time and thought it was time to burst, so he began to clean up.

Everybody headed out the door except for Monica and Angela. Knowing how his mother was, they didn’t want him to catch hell later on. She didn’t mind the drinking, smoking, or the company, as long as her shit was clean when she came home.

Rome came back through the door. “Last chance, Angela—What’s up?” He threw his hands up.

“I’m okay, Rome.” Angela smiled. “Thanks anyway.”

Rome picked up his keys off the table. “Rollin’ with me, Fats, or you drivin’?”

“I’m rollin’ in the Lex, muthafucka. What the hell I look like? I want to shine for the bitches a little bit too.” Fats held the door for them to get out.

 


 



They arrived at the clubhouse about eleven o’clock. It was packed inside and out, young ‘uns all up and down Lake Edward Drive, hanging in the streets, acting up. Monica and Angela parked the car and headed to the clubhouse.

The kid at the door had a stern look. “Five dollars a head for everybody—no exceptions.”

“Tell Ski Angela out here, fool,” Monica said, knowing Ski would look out for Angela.

Ski came to the door. “Monica, your charge is a hug.” Ski reached out and hugged her real rough, in a playful manner. “Angela, your charge is a big-ass hug and at least one dance. Slow dance. One where I can get my freak on.” He pulled her real close and tight, and hugged her, then let out a satisfying smile.

“We’ll see. You know what’s up” Angela said.

“Ray my man; he won’t mind.” Ski led them into the party.

They weren’t in the party twenty minutes before Angela was ready to go. When she wasn’t high, she didn’t worry too much, but as soon as she got her smoke on, she became very observant and eventually paranoid if not in a calm environment. (She first tried weed her sophomore year and realized she liked the feeling of being high. She found herself giggling and smiling about everything—that’s how her mother and Ken would know she’d been smoking.)

She went and found Monica who was in the corner smoking with Fat Joe and Rome, and gave her a look to let her know she was ready to go. Monica didn’t mind because she was anxious to see who was at Allen’s party anyway.

By the time she arrived at Allen’s party she knew her time was limited. Allen’s party she could enjoy—it was laid back and she knew nothing was going to kick off unexpected. Angela enjoyed hanging with the other crowd, but at times they could really get out of hand. Their idea of a good party was only if the party ended with niggas fighting or a little gunplay.

Allen’s parents lived in Church Point, an exclusive neighborhood not too far from the high school they all attended. His father was an electrical engineer, and his mother was an architect. Together they made his life quite comfortable in their eight-hundred-thousand-dollar home. They allowed him to have his pool party, but he was warned that it could not get out of hand under any circumstances.

When Monica and Angela walked in the back, all eyes fell on them. They looked extremely sexy in their shorts and bathing suit tops. All their classmates came up and started mingling, except for those in the pool. Before she realized Ray was behind her, he scooped her up and took her to the edge of the pool like he was going to throw her in. She begged him not to drop her, but she saw in his eyes that it was about to happen and changed her tactics. Instead of trying to resist, she reached out and hugged him, and in a soft whisper said, “Please let me take off these shorts and sneakers and I’ll get in with you.”

He agreed instantly. “You promise?”

Nothing and no one was as sexy as his girl to him. He watched her as she walked over and took off her shorts and sneakers. He gently took her hand and guided her into the pool with him. His day was going well. If she hadn’t showed up, it would have devastated him.

“What took y’all so long?”

She looked into his eyes. She loved when he expressed himself and asked her questions, like what she did was so important. She stood there as he held her, splashing water. She felt like a child having the time of her life.

After spending a half hour in the pool playing around, he eased up behind her. “Can we go?” he asked softly in her ear. “I know you have to be home soon and I just want some private time with my girl. Just you and me.”

“Yes,” she said smiling. She was really ready to go when he first picked her up. She felt her body aching for his touch, and all she wanted was to lay down, enjoy her high, and let him have his way.

“Heah, Monica,” Angela yelled, “I’m gettin’ outta here. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

Angela sat in the car thinking, while Ray went inside the Cricket Inn to get a room. Why would he pay for a room and I only had a little over an hour to be home?

He jumped in the car all smiles. “I know we don’t have much time, but I didn’t want to go somewhere and sneak like we’ve done so many times before. I want to take my time and enjoy you.”

She sat excited like a child, feeling good about what he was feeling. They went inside the room. Without hesitation they began to undress slowly, looking at each other as if not to be the first to undress.

They climbed into bed. He began kissing her as if there was no tomorrow. She was overwhelmed and responded immediately. He lifted up, put on a condom, and positioned himself between her legs. She lay back, stared into his eyes, and lifted her legs up and back to accept him. He slowly eased his way inside of her and felt the moistness from her body—it quickly let him know that he wasn’t going to last long.

She laid there not moving, just holding him tight as he bucked hard and fast like the young stud he was. She was starting to feel so good when she felt his body tense up and began to jolt. She tried to hold him, but he jumped up and hurried to the shower.

She was enjoying herself so much. She wanted him in her arms, to make love to her again. She got out of bed and went inside the bathroom figuring she would get in the shower and get him excited again. She pulled back the shower curtain and noticed his masculine body dripping with soap and water. She looked down at his thick, short penis swinging. Just moments ago it stood up, stiff as a board. She climbed in and stood behind him. She rubbed his back, then his chest. As she reached down to touch his penis, he turned around, rinsed the soap off his back, gave her a kiss, and jumped out. She stood there letting the shower drown her frustrations. She wanted him so bad, and he was done. When Angela finished showering, Ray took her home.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” she said.

“In the evening, I got to help my father with something early. I’ll call you when I finish, okay. I love you, Angela.”

She pushed the car door open. He grabbed her arm, leaned over, and gave her a kiss. Again she was smiling inside.




Chapter Three

The following morning Angela woke up to the smell of breakfast cooking. It wasn’t too often her mom got up before eleven on Saturday. Why was today special?

She wiped the cold from her eyes as she strolled to the kitchen. “Ma, why you up so early?”

“It’s nine and it’s not early. And I’m not your mother,” Ken said. “I’m making breakfast. I need just a few more minutes. So if you get showered and dressed, we’ll go shopping before anyone else gets up.”

Shopping was all she needed to hear. Within minutes she had showered and was coming out the room.

Her family was sitting at the kitchen table, eating. She sat down and joined them. As she ate, she wondered if Ken was still going to take her shopping.

Her mother handed her a card. “Look, here is your graduation gift from Ken and I.”

“Will you get my checkbook out my car right quick for me, Angela,” Ken said. “I’ll write you a check, but I’m not going to have time to go to the mall; you may have to call Monica.”

“If I had my own car I wouldn’t have to call nobody.”

Angela opened the door and let out a scream. Ken stood there with the keys to a brand-new ’96 Jetta. Angela knew this was Dr. Statton’s doing. After looking in the car, around the car, she stood back and smiled as she opened her card. Five crispy hundred-dollar bills fell out. She ran over and gave Ken the biggest hug he had ever gotten. “Thank you, Ken. Thank you, Mom. I love you guys so much.” Angela’s eyes filled with tears of joy.

Ken felt so good to be able to give her something, and for her to appreciate it like she did . . . “Listen to me, Angela, we bought you this car so you can get to work and back and forth to school—that was our sole purpose. The payments are three hundred and sixty-eight dollars a month, the insurance is seventy-seven dollars a month. Can you afford that and the rent you’re about to get into?”

“I can now, if I’m full-time, but not when school start.”

“You work for me now. Your job is to go to school like you’re supposed to and bring grades home to my satisfaction, and I’ll pay your note and insurance. But if the grades fall or if they aren’t up to par, you will quit the receptionist job, you will move back on campus, and I’ll sell your car to one of my interns. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir. I understand, sir.” Angela shook Ken’s hand and laughed.

She ran to the phone to call Monica. “Get up, girl. I got a car and some money, and I’m headed to Lynnhaven Mall. See you in ten minutes.” She jetted out the door, happier than any eighteen-year-old could ever imagine herself to be. She thought that now she could get around, take care of the things she needed to do without worrying anyone. She wouldn’t have any problem getting back and forth to work or to and from school in the fall. And now she could even drive when her and Ray went out. That excuse, “I don’t feel like picking you up and then carrying you back home,” was out the window. July couldn’t get here fast enough, Angela thought. She called Ray from Monica’s house to share the good news.

Ray seemed happy for her, but didn’t share the same excitement. His responsibilities as her boyfriend were about to be cut down. He enjoyed picking her up from work after practice and picking her up and going out. Most of all he enjoyed her depending on him and being there for her—this was his way of keeping her under his wing. Now it was going to be just conversations here and there as she ran and handled her own business. He would no longer be able to keep tabs on her, and this worried him. He knew she wouldn’t betray him and he trusted her. But he knew his girl was fine—she had a beautiful body, she carried herself like a mature woman and any man would be more than happy to take her. That’s who he didn’t trust.

 


 



Angela was finally moving into her new condo. (Ken knew a doctor who had purchased a condo in Willoughby, a beautiful section of Norfolk. The doctor moved to Virginia Beach and decided to rent it out. Ken found it to be perfect. She could get to school or her job within ten minutes, he thought.) Monica was moving with her and had plenty of help. She was inside chilling when Ray came through the door, then Angela and her help. “Heah, girlfriend. Heah, Ray.”

“What’s up, girl? What’s up, Quinn, Rome,” Angela said. “Can I get some help bringin’ my shit in—all these hard-head muthafuckas standing around.”

Monica’s brother came out of her room, catching Angela by surprise. “What’s up, Angie?”

Angela gave him a hug. Smell good, she thought, and still fine as hell, if not finer, but never again. “Monica’s breakin’ the lease already—they said no pets—especially no dogs in this bitch.”

He stood staring her up and down and smiling, figuring maybe he could be her friend, now that her and his sister were roommates. God she filled out beautifully and has grown to be quite a woman. “How you been? It’s been a little while.”

“I’m fine. Just fine.”

“Let’s grab your shit,” Rome said walking out the door. “I got to run.” Everybody followed.

 


 



Later on Monica and Quinn sat on the couch sipping Heinekens, while Angela and Ray got her room situated. They all started talking about what they were going to do for the Fourth of July.

“Turn that down a little bit,” Ray said.

“You don’t like Outkast, nigga?” Quinn asked.

“They be rockin’”—Angela said—“me and you, your momma, and your cousin too.” They all started laughing, and that started a long conversation about hip-hop music.

As the night progressed, they grew tired and decided it was time to retire. “Let me go make my bed,” Angela said. “I’m getting tired.”

“For real, girl, I’m gonna go climb in my bed as soon as I take care of something.” Monica pulled out a quarter of weed and a box of blunts.

“I heard that shit, girl.”

“Roll up,” Quinn said, getting some extra energy.

“Let me make my bed up real quick so all I have to do is jump in. Come on, Ray, you know I need your help.” Angela picked up her bag from Wal-Mart to get her new sheets, pillows, and comforter as her and Ray began to make the bed.

“Why you have to smoke that shit?” Ray asked.

“Just because you don’t smoke weed, don’t knock my thing. Plus, it’s only every now and then.”

“Yeah, right. I bet it’s gonna be an everyday thing now you have your own spot.”

“No, it’s not, Ray, but if I decide to, I have that right—I pay these bills around here.”

“And I have the right to leave.”

“Whatever.” Angela kept making the bed. After she finished, she asked Ray, “Are you going to stay in the room or come out and chill?”

“If you’re going to smoke, I’m going to head home.” She didn’t want him to leave, but she wasn’t going to argue or be controlled by anyone. Her father was in Maryland, maybe Ray forgot that.

“Will I see you tomorrow?” she asked as if she didn’t mind. She sat on the couch as he went out the door.

“What’s up with Ray, Angela?” Monica asked.

“Nigga trippin’ . . . tellin’ me I shouldn’t smoke. He don’t know I’m fuckin’ grown.” Then to Quinn, “Now pass the blunt, fool.”

Quinn passed the blunt. “Y’all hoes crazy.” Then he rolled another.

 


 



The summer seemed so short, Angela thought; another week and school’s going to be in session. She sat on the couch flipping channels, feeling like life couldn’t get any better. It was the weekend, and after the week she had, she was trying to enjoy doing nothing. Just then the phone rang.

“Hello.”

“What’s up, girl?” It was Monica.

“Nothin’. Just enjoyin’ the day doin’ nothin’.”

“You want to go to Pizzazz tonight?”

“Where?”

“Granby Street,” Monica said in an excited manner. “I want to check out that club Pizzazz, where the niggas poppin’ that Don and Crissy.”

“I don’t care; it really don’t sound bad.”

“I’ll be home in a little bit.”

Angela ran in the room to find something to wear. For the club, I have to have a little something, something to entice the fellows, and I really don’t have shit.

The ring of the phone disturbed her train of thought. She glanced at the caller ID to see it was Ray. She picked it up quickly. “Hello.”

“What you doin’?”

“Nothin’. Just tryin’ to find somethin’ to wear.”

“You comin’ by to see me?”

“I’ve been running all week, Ray. I figured I would just relax. You can come by here for a little while.”

“Okay, I’ll see you later on.”

“How later? Monica and I are goin’ to the club later.”

“Thought you were so tired. I’ll give you a call tomorrow.” Ray hung up.

“Hello . . . hello . . .”

Angela slammed down the phone. “I love that nigga, but he’s starting to get on my muthafuckin’ nerves—acting like a fuckin’ bitch. If he was any kind of man, he’d be over here fuckin’ the hell out of me, so I wouldn’t have the energy to fuck with anybody else . . . instead of acting like a jealous kid.”

She was mumbling now and tossing things around with a little more force than usual. Then she realized nobody was there. I am not going to be worried, not today. She continued to look for something to wear until she heard Monica come in.

“Got any company?” Monica yelled.

“Naw, girl, I’m chillin’.”

“I hope you naked,” Rome said loudly, “’cause I’m comin’ in.” He walked into her room.

“What’s up, Rome?”

“Ready to hit the club, find a little something, something.”

“You look nice, Rome,” Angela said.

“I know.” Rome started pulling weed and a White Owl out of his pocket.

“Look at Rome, Angela,” Monica said, “with his Calvin Klein gear, lookin’ all good.”

“Where did y’all hook up?” Angela asked.

“I was coming out of Hair Art, and he was going in Clippers, the barbershop next door. He started talking about going to Pizzazz, so I figured we all might swing out together and have a ball.”

“So,” Angela asked, “where you goin’ to stay, Rome? On campus or what?”

“Naw, my brother got a spot in Hampton, so I’m gonna chill over there—rent-free, nigga.”

“That shit worked out for ya, didn’t it?” Monica put in Mobb Deep’s CD. She and Angela sat down as Rome lit the White Owl, knowing how slow it was going to burn. They knew their head would be right for the club.

“CD’s are over there and some Heinekens are in the ’frigerator,” Monica said to Rome as she walked to her room to get dressed.

“Hurry the hell up,” Rome said real low and slow as if the weed was affecting him. “Don’t be like my goddamn sister.”

“Shut your high ass up, nigga,” Angela said.

Rome reached in his pocket and pulled out a coin. “Heads, I wash Angela back; tails, I wash Monica back—really, I don’t give a fuck which one I clean.” He smiled.

“Lock your door, Monica,” Angela yelled out going into her room. “Nigga’s bein’ nasty.”

Rome laughed so hard, he began choking. Then he sat down to finish the slow-burning White Owl.




Chapter Four

Rome pulled up in front of the club to check the crowd. The line was just down the building, so it was beginning to pack up. He cruised real slow past the crowd of people. He knew the two fine-ass bitches in the car made niggas admire him, and the Lex made bitches want him. He felt like the man. He was so glad Bo was letting him drive it, but it was only for a minute, only while Bo was in the rough hanging on the corner trying to get. So for tonight he thought, GS300 do your thing, do your thing.

They parked and went inside the club, thinking about the fake ID’s getting them over again. They thought the wait would be longer than it was, but the line moved pretty quickly. They eased to the third floor. Rome leaned over to the bar to order a drink.

“You not buyin’ us a drink?” Angela asked.

“Just because I drive my brother’s car don’t mean I have his pocket.” Rome had a smirk, like he was lying.

“We didn’t ask you all that,” Monica said.

“Is flat no better for ya? Just stand there and look pretty. Stick your ass out a little and y’all will have a drink in your hand in no time.”

“Look what she got on.”

“Look at that bitch head,” Monica added.

Angela laughed. “She could of did better than that—”

“Excuse me,” a dark-skinned brother interrupted, “I’m tryin’ to get a drink.”

They turned and looked at him; his accent caught them off guard. They stepped over to let him pass, checking out this rude man with what seemed to be an attitude. He stood about five foot nine, medium build, slight to the slim side, and had a close cut and a perfectly shaped beard. The gear he wore complemented his physique and the occasion. His beige linen pants that tied in the front and his silk brown shirt won him points for coordination.

As the bartender sat his drink on the counter, the stranger turned to reach in his pocket and caught Monica’s eye. “I’m sorry—would you ladies like a drink? Tell her what you want.”

“Alizé please,” Monica said.

“And you?” He stared straight into Angela’s eyes. She was very attractive to him. In his mind, he’d had her before. Or a bitch just like her.

She stared back. His long eyelashes and sleepy eyes made her weak, but the scar on his neck and the tattoo on his forearm made her see a man that was not for her. “The same,” Angela told the bartender.

The stranger pulled a small stack of brand-new money out his pocket, pulled off a fifty, and gave it to the bartender. They couldn’t help noticing the thick gold bracelet that matched the chain with the iced-out medallion around his neck. He picked up the drinks and handed them to the girls. That’s when they caught a glimpse of the beautiful gold Rolex with the diamond face.

It sent chills through Angela’s body. He didn’t look as good as Ray, but his style and persona made up for it in every way. She instantly took him as thug, a hustler, and she made a promise to herself that she was never going to go that route.

“Thank you,” the girls said smiling.

“No problem. It was my pleasure. What’s your name?” He looked at Monica.

“I’m Monica, and that’s Angela. Where you from?”

“Trinidad.”

Actually he was from Jamaica, but he knew they wouldn’t know the difference. And, really, it wasn’t their business.

“My name is Damien.” He reached out to shake their hands. “It was very nice meeting you both.” He looked into Angela’s eyes. “Hope I see you around.” He touched her on her slim waist and moved her out of his path.

Angela didn’t like him touching her, but he did it so smooth, she didn’t say a word.

They went to sit down and check out the crowd when this tall dark-skin brother with braids stepped up to Monica. Within minutes she was on the floor throwing down.

Angela sipped her drink and stared at her friend, trying to figure out what Monica actually saw in these thug-type niggas. Every nigga she talked to was straight hood, except for Quinn—he was a soft thug. He played thug, he dressed thuggish, but he was really soft.

As Angela’s drink emptied, the waitress replaced it with another. “Who sent it over?”

When the waitress turned to point, the man was gone. She described what he had on, and Angela knew it was Damien. She scanned the club for him and saw nothing. Later, when she was on the floor dancing, she caught herself looking around to see if she saw him. He wasn’t all that, she thought. No better-lookin’ than the other guys in the club, but his style . . .

After the club, they were all standing outside. Rome had begun talking to this young lady. After his conversation got going, Angela and Monica headed to the car.

Monica got close to Rome and said loudly, “I know you not out here disrespectin’ me . . . not in my face.” Then she and Angela started laughing. So did the girl he was talking to and her friends.

“Girl, I’m hungry,” the girl said to her friends.

“We gonna stop at IHOP on the way home,” her friend responded.

“Which one you goin’ to?” Rome asked.

“On Battlefield Boulevard,” she said.

“Me too, shorty. I’ll check you there.” Rome walked off with Monica and Angela.

“If we ride way out there with you, boy, you gonna feed us,” Angela said.

“For real. I’m hungry too. Goin’ all the way out there behind some bitch—she ain’t gonna give you none no way.”

“Shit, she gonna give some to this Lex.”

“It ain’t even yours,” Monica reminded him.

“By the time she find out, it will be too late.” Rome grabbed his dick. “I’ll be done fucked.”

They reached IHOP the same time as the girl Rome was talking to did. He said, “Peep that shit.”

Angela agreed. “Damn, that shit is nice.”

“Sittin’ on all that chrome, windows tinted. Couldn’t tell a bitch shit if I had that.”

Angela got out the car. “That Land Cruiser is beautiful.”

The girls Rome was talking to parked beside the truck.

“Come here, y’all. Get a table,” Rome said to Angela and Monica. They walked inside and were waiting to be seated.

Angela pointed to the corner. “Look, that’s that boy from the club.”

“Damien.”

Before they could even sit down, Rome came in and joined them. “Missed out,” Monica said.

“Naw, I’m goin’ over there after I drop y’all off—so hurry the hell up.”

“You comin’ way back out here?” Angela asked.

“Her crew live out here; she lives off Hampton Boulevard.”

“Be careful, boy. Don’t let that bitch get you in no shit,” Monica warned. “I know she probably got mad niggas.”

“Why you say that?”

Angela told him, “Tellin’ you to come over and she just met you. You ain’t the first guy she allowed to do that.”

“I know she ain’t got no man,” Monica added, “if she out here with her ass all out in that short-ass skirt. And her shirt’s too small—bitch titties about to bust the goddamn buttons. Just don’t be hardheaded, and be careful.”

 


 



They had known Rome since Bayside Middle School and they had all hung out many nights before, from middle-school dances to Lake Edward house parties. And now they’d all be going to Hampton. They knew there’d be more good times to come. They also knew a lot of girls had a lot of shit with them. They didn’t know her, but the way she was dressed—her weaved-in, long blond hair was put up in a french twist, and her nails were real long with airbrush designs—Monica and Angela knew the girl was fly. But fly girls can bring drama, and they didn’t want Rome in no shit.
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The girl walked over to Rome to tell him she would be home in about thirty minutes. She spoke to Monica and Angela and had a pleasant attitude. Even though they had negative thoughts about her, they could see why Rome was attracted to her. They noticed that her body was just as tight as theirs, but she had age on them. They also knew to keep her nails and hair up didn’t come cheap. As the girl walked off, she took one last glance at Monica and Angela. She knew she had her shit straight, but she would give anything to have the natural beauty that Monica and Angela possessed.

As they got up to leave, Damien was at the counter paying for his meal. “Thanks for the other drink,” Angela told him. “I didn’t get a chance to say it in the club.”

“No thanks is necessary, pretty girl,” he said with a partial smile and walked out the door. He didn’t even try to converse with her.

He’s so short-spoken.

Angela watched as the other females tried to get his attention, but he ignored them, climbed in his truck, and backed out.

“That ain’t no Land Cruiser, that’s a LX450 Lexus.” Rome looked at Monica and Angela. “Is Hampton goin’ to bless me with one of those?”

“We’ll see, starting next week,” Monica said.

Angela looked at Damien’s truck as he pulled off, and with thoughts going through her mind, she started toward the car. She didn’t know what he did, but he didn’t look as if he was worried. But why was he by himself . . . with that truck, jewelry, and money? Why was he goin’ home by himself? She sat in silence until Rome pulled in front of their building to drop them off.

“I’ll get with y’all later,” he said.

“Call us tomorrow,” Angela said.

“I’m goin’ to page you early,” Monica said, “and you better call me back.”

 


 



It was Monday morning and Angela didn’t feel like going to orientation. She pushed herself to the shower, threw on her sweatsuit, and ran out. She arrived on campus and looked around for Ogden Hall. She realized she was a long way from high school. She started across the parking lot in time to see Rome pulling up in his Honda Accord. It wasn’t the Lex, but it was his and it was dependable.

“What’s up, girl? Ready for this shit?”

“Ready as I’m gonna get.”

“Where is Monica?”

“She should be here. She stayed home last night.”

“You stayed home with Ray last night?”

“He came over for a little while, but he didn’t stay. He was still upset about Saturday night. He jumps to conclusions and wants to act all jealous and shit. Rome, you know I ain’t doin’ shit, and I haven’t given him any reason to get attitudes with me. I love Ray, but that shit’s gettin’ old.”

“Tell him. You have to let a nigga know when he’s pushin’ you away.”

“Right.”

They both heard a voice hollering their names. It was Monica coming across the lot. “What’s up, family?” she said smiling. Then she punched Rome. “You was suppose to call yesterday.”

“I chilled out with Quanita.” He shook his head up and down like a kid with a secret.

“Who the hell is Quanita?” Monica asked as they strolled into the building.

“Girl from the club Saturday.”

“That’s the hoochie momma name?” Angela asked.

“The hoochie is real chill. I got over there Saturday night. She came to the door in a long T-shirt. We smoked a blunt, and all she wanted to do was talk. But I actually enjoyed her company, even though I wanted to hit. I picked her up yesterday in the Honda. We went and checked out a movie and got a bite to eat. Then we went back to her spot, and she broke a nigga off lovely.”

“For real?” Monica asked.

“I’m going to keep seeing her. She’s a junior at Old Dominion. She seems to be pretty focused, and plus, she got the bomb shit.” Rome peeked around the room. “These bitches fine as hell—I’m goin’ to have a ball over here.”

 


 



The next week was full of campus tours and seminars. This was Labor Day weekend and after this weekend, it was straight business. Playtime was over. Monica and Angela decided to go to the Norfolk State game at ODU. It was always the shit.

The after-party was supposed to be at Pizzazz, but they decided to ride down the oceanfront. After strolling the strip for a while, things started to settle down and they were getting tired. “I’m ready to get a bath, kick back on the sofa, and chill,” Angela said.

“Let’s stop out Lake Edward and get us a dime sack first,” Monica suggested. “You know we need that.”

They started back up Atlantic Avenue toward Fortieth Street where they were parked. As they reached the corner of Thirty-second and Atlantic, they saw Damien and another guy walking up from Pacific Avenue. They stopped and waited for them to approach.

“Hello, ladies,” Damien said, “this is my brother. He goes to Norfolk State.”

Angela and Monica spoke, but never took their eyes off Damien. His brother, tall and lanky with dreads, no jewels, and a different color beaded necklace, was nothing like him.

“I keep running into you. It must be meant for us to spend some time together, or at least talk and get to know one another.” Damien moved closer to Angela and looked into her eyes.

“Is that right?”

“Look, I’m having a small barbecue tomorrow. It’s going to start about five. Page me, and I’ll give you the directions, okay? Bring Monica along. You both should enjoy yourselves.”

They agreed to call and headed home. “We goin’ to his cookout?”

“I don’t know. I’m still kind of unsure about him; I’m not tryin’ to get mixed up in any shit.”

“He just asked you to come to a cookout, not move the fuck in with him. He probably got a girl anyway.”

“No bullshit.”




Chapter Five

“I’ll see you in a little while,” Angela yelled as she walked out the door Sunday morning. It was early, but she was used to getting up for the early morning service instead of waiting until 11:30. She never cared for church too much and usually got upset with her mom for making her go, but ever since her mom and Ken joined The Faith Uphold Christian Center, she kind of looked forward to going.

As she sat in church, she listened to the pastor go from Scripture to reality, and reality to Scripture. The pastor’s theme was, “You don’t know what God has in store.” She then realized that God would not allow her life to be turned around by sending a hustlin’-ass player to stand in her path. Maybe she would meet a successful businessman or doctor like Ken, someone who would push her, stand beside her, like she had always seen him do for her mother. I’m not supposed to be thinking about men in church. My mind is supposed to be on what blessings God has in store for me, not what man is trying to interrupt my life.

 


 



Angela opened her condo door. What am I going to wear today? She tapped on Monica’s door. “What the deal, girl?” There was no answer, so she knocked harder to override the sounds of the stereo coming from Monica’s room. She might have company. Usually she listens to rap, but she’s playing Faith Evans.

“Monica!”

“Yo, I’ll be out in a sec.” Monica’s voice was low and sluggish, and Angela could barely make out what she was saying.

Angela walked away with a confused look on her face, wondering who Monica was entertaining. “I’ll see you later,” she said out loud. “I have to find something to wear.” She looked at her Levi jeans shorts again. She knew she would be banging in them, but she didn’t want to come off as a young-ass hoochie. Then it hit her, she had on a red thin skirt that buttoned up the front, red heels, white stockings, and blouse. She pulled her white top out that came down just above her waist, so her flat stomach would show. She then removed her slip and stockings so that the thin material would slide and flow with the movement of her perfectly shaped ass. Then she undid several buttons from the bottom of the skirt so a little thigh would show. Then she slid her foot into her red, open-toed sandals. “Good God.” She smiled, feeling proud of how she put that together so well.

Just then Monica came out of her room.

“We still—” was all Angela could get out before Monica covered her mouth. She didn’t want Quinn to know about the cookout.

Angela whispered, “Sorry. So what up, girl?”

“Not a thing.”

Quinn came out of Monica’s room sparking half a blunt. “How are you, Angela?”

“Fine now—since you got the medicine. When you goin’ back to Petersburg?”

“In a few. My man leavin’ about two. I’m going to meet him at my moms. I’m outta here.” He gave Monica the blunt, kissed her, and headed out the door.

“So what’s up, girl?” Monica asked.

“I’m down, girl.”

Angela went to her room to get Damien’s number. When she called, a girl answered, “Hello,” catching Angela off guard.

“Yes . . . can I speak to Damien?”

“Hold on.”

Angela held the phone, wondering if she called at a bad time.

“Yeah.” The voice with the accent came through the receiver.

“Damien?”

“Who is this?” Damien sounded stern.

“Angela.”

“Heah, girl, how are you?”

“Fine. I called for directions.”

Damien rattled off the directions. “Got it?”

“Yes. See you about five.”

 


 



Angela and Monica arrived at Damien’s house about 5:30, surprised at the beautiful home. There weren’t many cars in the front: the two cars he’d mentioned, a Dodge Intrepid, a black Tahoe with Jersey tags, and a Cadillac STS sitting on chrome.

As they approached the front door a young lady welcomed them in. She was a little on the heavy side, about five foot four, wide hips, and very large breasts, but the outfit she wore, she wore well. “Hello, come on in,” she said.

“Thank you,” Angela said. “We’re looking for Damien.”

“Sure, I’ll get him. I’m Rhonda, Damien’s sister.”

“I’m Angela, and this is Monica. Nice to meet you.”

“Everyone is in the back,” Rhonda said, turning to walk away.

They began to follow her. When they got to the sliding glass door to go out back, it opened and Damien appeared, acting surprised to see them. “See you found it.” He looked toward Angela. “There wasn’t a problem, was it?”

“No, you gave good directions.”

“Would you like something to drink?”

“Yes,” Monica answered.

“Show her where everything is, Rhonda.”

“I’m okay.” Angela looked at her surroundings. “I like this.”

“Let me show you around.” Damien took her hand and headed to the front to give her the grand tour. They walked into the living room. The older-looking couch, coffee table, end tables, and the pictures with the gold frames hanging on the wall gave her the feeling that the room was for show, not entertaining. They strolled through to the formal living room and stepped out into the dining area, which gave her a clear view of the large off-white marble dining table with matching chairs and china cabinet. The table was set for eight people to sit and have a formal dinner. Damien stopped in the oval doorway and looked back at Angela admiring his shit. He stepped back so she could slide through and get full view of the eat-in kitchen and family room.

Angela soon realized that Damien’s home was more extravagant than her parents’. How could a young man not much older than me afford something like this? She always heard of hustlers making money, but she’d never met anyone who had it like this.

She watched him as he guided her into his sunken family room with the marble gas fireplace. She tried not to stare at him, but he looked so good. She focused her attention back to the house. In his family room he had dark-green leather sectional with a beautiful glass table and the fifty-two inch Hitachi big-screen television.

“Come on, let me finish.” He walked up the circular steps.

“How many bedrooms do you have?”

“Four, counting the bonus room over the garage.” He entered the room over the garage. The audio system that covered half the wall was the first thing to catch her eye, then the nine-foot custom pool table that sat in the center of the room.

 


 



Damien focused his attention on Angela. She is beautiful, but just like every girl, she’s just out for the paper. No total commitment. By her being so young, he knew she was about games and trying to explore her options. So he figured he was just going to show her a nice time, nothing more.

He held her hand and showed her the other two rooms. “This is it.” He opened the door to his room. “Please excuse the mess, but this wasn’t the plan. Or I would of straighten up.” His accent was killing her.

She entered his room and her knees weakened. The king-sized bed had a large column bedpost that made her think of royalty. Opposite the bed, was another gas fireplace next to the sitting room, which held a love seat, chair, and small circular table.

They walked into the bathroom.

“Damn. This is the size of my brother’s room.”

The jacuzzi tub was large enough for four people. In the corner was a separate stand-up shower, his-and-her sinks on the other wall, and a huge closet.

This nigga home is beautiful. How the fuck did he achieve this? “How old are you, Damien?” Angela’s voice sounded soft and shy.

“I’m twenty-two. Why you ask?”

“I was curious. Do you live here alone?”

“No, my brother stays here too.”

She found herself daydreaming about spending time with Damien. He had her attention, but she was going to fight this. She could never see herself spending time with a hustlin’-type nigga.

“So how old are you?”

“I’m eighteen.”

He laughed. “How did you get in the club?”

It was the first time she saw him smile; he was usually real stern and serious.

She smiled. “Don’t ask.”

He looked at her beautiful smile. Damn, eighteen. Then it hit him. Maybe I can mold her into the woman I want. He imagined her lying nude in the middle of his bed. It was picture-perfect. He didn’t want to just fuck her, he wanted to make her fall in love with him, want him, desire him. Then he would have her mind and body.

He leaned back on the wall. “So what do you do?”

“I start classes at HU in a few days. I also work part-time at a lawyer’s office.”

“Where?”

“Off Freemason.”

He smiled. “Robinson down there?”

“Yeah,” she said surprised. Then she thought about a lot of young boys that went to see Robinson, local hustlers who had been caught in up in some bullshit. She could not hold it in any longer. “What do you do for a living? How do you afford this at twenty-two?”

“My father passed away when I was twelve, and when I turned twenty-one, I got my trust fund and came to Virginia. I bought this, and I opened a clothing store off Chesapeake Boulevard in Norfolk and it’s doing quite well. Do that answer both your questions?”

“Yes,” she said, giving him the benefit of the doubt. She still felt he dealt drugs. “So where is your girl, Damien?”

“No girl, Angela, just me.”

She had a look like she didn’t believe him.

“So where’s your man?”

“I don’t know. He’s somewhere.”

Instead of pursuing it, he figured he would leave it alone and just go for his. He leaned over in her ear and whispered, “I’m your man and I’m right here. Soon, you going to have to make a choice.” He stood in front of her, put his hands on her waist, and kissed her on the cheek. He took her hand once again. “Come on, let’s get back downstairs.”

Once there, they walked to the back and stepped out onto the deck that expanded the length of the house. On both ends sat large grills filled with food. Everyone was eating and enjoying the music.

Monica was standing with Rhonda. “So who lives here, Rhonda?”

Angela waited for her to answer, to see if it matched her brother’s.

“It’s Damien’s house, and my other brother came down to go to school. Almost everybody here leaving after the cookout; we got to get back to New York.”

Monica reached out and tapped Rhonda as if they’d been friends for years. “Where is his girl? I know he got one.”

“He haven’t had a main girl for years. He just has friends.”

Angela looked at Rhonda. “Are these all his friends?”

“No, just associates and people we know. I can say this—he had good things to say about you. I wish he could find a chill girl. Not no money-hungryass bitch. It’s plenty of them out here, and all they get is played,” Rhonda said as she walked away.

Damien came outside with a Backwoods in one hand and one behind his ear. Two girls came outside behind him. They sat down and began talking and smoking.

Angela looked on and actually felt herself getting jealous. She wanted his attention, the same way she had it earlier—undivided. She was almost ready to tell Monica she was ready to go . . . until Rhonda came back over with a drink and a blunt.

“Do you all smoke?”

“Hell yeah.” Monica reached out.

“Who’s the girls with Damien?”

“Those two girls over there are from New York. They came down for Labor Day. Pretty as hell, aren’t they? Those are the two most rude bitches you ever seen. The one on the left standing up is China, and the one wearing the green top is Maria. We know them from ‘Up Top.’ They’re mad cool; just don’t get them wrong.”

As Angela took the blunt and hit it, Damien looked dead into her eyes. She looked back like she had an attitude. She knew she had no right feeling like this, so she knew it was time to go. “We’re going to get ready and leave.”

“Already?” Rhonda asked.

“Yeah, come on, Monica.” Angela headed for the sliding glass door.

By the time she went through the house and reached the front door, Damien came inside, the usual stern look on his face. “What the fuck! You just walk out without saying shit to me.” He stood directly in front of her and stared into her eyes.

“Well, it seemed like—”

“I’m not talkin’ to you.”

Monica stood there. Didn’t say another word. She could tell he wasn’t playing.

“You were busy—that’s why I didn’t bother you.”

“No, you don’t just leave me without sayin’ anything. That’s rude . . . you understand what I’m sayin’?”

“Yes,” she said like a hurt child.

“Come here; you’re not leavin’ now.” He took Angela’s arm. “You can go back in there, Monica.” Then he and Angela walked out front. “These are my friends, you are my friend—I have to mingle with everyone. My peoples are leaving in a little bit.

“This new movie started Friday, and I want to see it tonight. It starts at 9:45. You can give Monica your car to drive home when she’s ready, but you are mine for the evening. What did I tell you upstairs? Tell me my exact words.”

“You’re my man and you’re right here, and soon I’m going to have to make a choice.”

“Okay. Now let’s go back in.”

The way he came at her scared her in a way, but she liked the way he took charge—telling, not asking everything.

She went in the back and started talking to Rhonda and Monica. Damien came back in and walked over to them. He sparked the Backwoods and began talking to Rhonda.

Monica and Angela just stared, not understanding a word.

He passed the blunt to Angela and walked back over to China and Maria so he could finish talking business.

The rest of the evening went pretty fast. Before long everybody was leaving.

“Don’t play with my brother, girl,” Rhonda whispered in Angela’s ear. “He’s all I got.” Then she turned and left.

How could she tell me that? Angela thought to herself. I’m not his woman; I’m Ray’s woman. Then she gave Monica her keys to drive home.

“You need some gas, Angela. Remember, you were going to get some on the way back home?”

“Let me get my purse.”

Before she could turn, Damien reached in his pocket and handed Monica a twenty. “I’m going to change,” he said. “I’ll be ready in a few.” Then he ran up the stairs to his room.

Monica asked her, “Are you going to be all right?”

“What you think?”

“Just be careful and go straight home. Call me when you get through the door.”

Angela went back inside to wait on Damien. His brother had run to take his friend back to campus, and now they were finally alone.

She decided to give him a hand with cleaning up. She started to straighten up his kitchen, but when he came downstairs—he had his shirt in his hand—her body got a certain jolt that she’d never felt before. She’d never seen so many beautiful tattoos. She quickly studied his body and ran her eyes past the scars and across the tattoos. Her body began to moisten. She could also smell the sweet aroma of his Black Jeans Versace cologne.

They stumbled around each other until everything was fairly clean, then they were out the door. They got in the LX450, and he threw in Tupac’s Me Against the World. They jammed all the way to the movies as the weed smoke filled the Lexus truck.

Throughout the movie Angela wondered if she was going to be faced with him asking for sex afterwards. She loved Ray and didn’t want to cheat on him or hurt him, but she didn’t know if she could tell Damien no, or even if she wanted to.

When the movie was over he walked to the truck and jumped in, tossing a D’Angelo CD. Before they reached the condo, he hit the track so that “My Lady” could come on. Damien reached out, took her hand as the song played, and kept hold of it until he reached her front door. “I enjoyed you today.”

“I did too.”

He leaned over and tapped his cheek for her to give him a kiss. She did and walked inside on a real high. Compared to Damien, the weed didn’t do shit.





End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0018.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0019.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_cover.jpg
BLACK REIGN
S AdlE A
EDD MCNAIR





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0016.jpg
ok





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0017.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0014.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0015.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0012.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0013.jpg
ok





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0010.jpg
XXX





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0011.jpg





OEBPS/thumbPPC.jpg
e






OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0009.jpg





OEBPS/thumb.jpg
BLACK REIGN
A A





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0007.jpg
ok





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0008.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0005.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0006.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0003.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_cover_guide.jpg
BLACK REIGN

S AE A
EDD MCNAIR





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0004.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0001.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0002.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0021.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0022.jpg





OEBPS/e9781601625137_i0020.jpg





