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Dedication

 


This book is dedicated to all the Nerds, Geeks, and Weirdos. Feel free to be who you are and offer no apologizes for who you are.
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The hot New York sun didn’t compare to the heat radiating from Lena’s body. Her legs were trembling, her softest place moist from anticipation. Denise was right on the other side of the brown hotel door. Lena stared at the golden numbers on the door right above the peep hole, number 1839. She would remember that number for the rest of her life.

Lena proceeded to knock, but found herself hesitating; something wasn’t right. She turned around, took a deep breath and then set her eyes back on the golden numbers. She couldn’t do it yet. Lena walked back down the long hallway and stopped in front of the wall-length mirror standing at the end. She stared at her curvaceous body. Her long, black hair, naturally wavy and bouncy, was as flawless as her black mini dress that seemed to cling in all the right places. The black Jimmy Choo platform sling backs adorning her feet added the extra sexy touch that would make any man offer her the moon and the stars. All she wanted was for Denise to offer her love.

Lena’s stroll back to 1839 was slow and steady. The butterflies in her stomach seemed to turn to birds fluttering. Her palms began to sweat. The only thing standing in between her and Denise’s arms was that door. Lena could hear the TV playing inside the room; Denise was definitely there. Lena knew it was now or never. She knocked on the door.

“One second.” Denise looked at the door, wondering who was interrupting her dose of Celeb-reality. She still couldn’t believe she had joined the masses in watching Basketball Wives and Real Housewives of Atlanta. The small black alarm clock on the dresser flashed 9:39 P.M. It couldn’t be housekeeping; it was too late.

Denise rose from the comfortable spot her body had created in the plush hotel bed. The cool breeze hit her; she looked down at her blue and white boxers and sports bra; it definitely wasn’t appropriate to open a door in. She stepped into her old basketball sweat pants and put on a white wife-beater.

Denise peered through the peep hole, but could see nothing. She knew someone’s finger was placed over it.

“Who is it?”

Lena’s heart skipped a beat. “Management.” Lena lowered her voice, hoping it wouldn’t be easily recognizable. Her heart began to pound as she heard the dead bolt. She knew she was about to have a heart attack as the door slowly opened.

Denise’s inner alert system sounded. Something wasn’t sitting right with her. Why would management have their finger over the peep hole? Her television wasn’t loud, and the room was paid for a week in advance. Denise paused as a sly smile covered her face.

“You think I’m dumb enough to fall for that, Cool.” Denise joked as she swung the hotel door open. As the door opened, her expression instantly turned to pure shock.

Lena smiled.

Denise’s eyes widened like a deer caught in headlights. Speechless, Denise turned her head then turned back; she knew she had to be dreaming.

“You left and I didn’t get to say good-bye.” Lena immediately found herself staring into the woman’s big brown eyes.

Denise’s muscular biceps protruded as she crossed her arms.

“Sooooooo, you came all the way here just to say good-bye?” Denise affectionately responded. “Or is there something else you want to say?” Her eyes slanted, still fixated on Lena and the dress that was wasn’t leaving much to her imagination.

Lena’s body trembled. She didn’t know if the pounding from her heart or the throbbing between her walls was harder. She could feel Denise peering into her soul, trying to understand what would make her leave the comfort of her beautiful loft in Memphis with her superstar husband to stand at her hotel room door. Denise continued her straight-faced stare. Lena felt the walls closing in on her. Things weren’t going as planned. She figured she would be in Denise’s arms at first sight.

“I realized that I didn’t want to say good-bye. I can’t say good-bye because, Denise, I love you. I know it took me a minute to realize it, but if you will have me, I’m yours.” A single tear fell from Lena’s right eye.

Denise blinked. She uncrossed her arms, dropping them to her side. Her straight face was emotionless. Denise lowered her head, a thousand thoughts running through it. Was she for real? Would she leave again? What about the baby?

Denise glanced back at Lena. She had never looked so fragile. Lena’s beauty was breathtaking. Denise’s eyes roamed her excellent physique. Women paid good money to get injections and surgery to have what Lena developed naturally. Denise couldn’t speak; even with all of her questions there was only one thing she could think to do.

Denise, long arms extended, placed her hands on each side of Lena’s frame. Neither could speak; only short breaths escaped them. Denise passionately placed her lips against Lena’s softness, the stickiness of her lipstick binding them like glue. Slowly their lips parted, their tongues eager to meet each other like it was the first time. Lena’s arms wrapped around Denise’s tall frame, and she could feel the heat between her legs turning into a full-fledged fire.

They made their way into the hotel room without letting go of their fervent embrace.

The sound of drama from the TV show in progress faded from their minds. Denise removed Lena’s black dress before there was a chance to blink. Lena eased her way onto the king-sized bed.

Denise admired Lena’s body. There wasn’t a flaw in sight. Lena’s big, brown nipples were protruding through her black lace bra. Denise took a step forward. She ran her fingers up the sides of each of Lena’s thighs until reaching her matching black lace thong. She slowly slid the small piece of soft, Italian lace down Lena’s legs, revealing her sweetest place. Denise placed her index finger in Lena’s soaking wet walls, and smirked.

“Are you sure it belongs to me?” Denise rubbed Lena’s clit, causing goose bumps to cover Lena’s legs and arms.

“Yes, baby, it’s—”

“Ladies and gentlemen, we’ve begun our initial descent into the Charlotte area. We’re currently twenty-six miles from the airport and should be touching down in ten minutes.”

Lena jumped at the flight attendant’s announcement. She looked around, noticing her view was not of Denise’s hotel room, but of the back of a seat. Lena sighed as she pulled her iPod headphones off.

“Looks like you were having a good dream.”

Lena looked over at her neighbor. The older white woman closed the thick Stephen King book she was reading. A warm smile appeared on her face. Lena smiled back, feeling comfort from the woman’s smile.

“It was a great dream. I didn’t snore, did I?” Lena whispered.

The woman laughed. “No, you didn’t, you were a great neighbor. Much better than the last one I had.” The woman placed her book in her blue travel tote. “Is this your final destination?”

Relieved, Lena smiled and laid her head back on the seat. “No, I have a layover before making it to where I’m headed.”

“Well, I can tell you are anxious to get to your destination. Must be a good man waiting at the gate for you.”

Lena wanted to laugh, but instead she smiled. She would let the woman think that a man was the reason for her happiness, but she knew the truth.

Her mind drifted back to her dream, causing her body to tingle. In a few hours it would become a reality.
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Denise stood in front of the tall skyscraper. She finally knew what Dorothy felt like when she opened her door to find out she wasn’t in Kansas anymore. Denise felt like the country mouse in the big city. Whenever she’d traveled before, it was with a group of teammates. This time she was alone and completely clueless. She was amazed she made it out of JFK, triple amazed that she reached her destination without getting lost.

Denise took a deep breath and walked through the large glass doors. She had never been in such an elegantly designed building. The marble floors were so clean, they gave off a shimmer. Denise walked over to the information desk behind which was seated an older gray-haired woman.

“How may I help you?”

“Umm, I’m looking for the Miller-Lewis Agency.”

The woman gave Denise an awkward glare. “My goodness, where are you from? Texas? Mississippi? I haven’t heard an accent that deep in my life. You gotta be Southern.”

Denise smiled. She wasn’t sure if it was a compliment or an insult. “I’m from Memphis, actually.”

“Oh, Memphis. Ever been to Graceland?” The woman’s bright aqua eyes popped open.

“No, I haven’t. Well, I’ve passed by it a million times, just never took the tour.”

“Oh.” The woman’s excitement level disappeared. “Oh well, I’m sure it’s nice. You want the twenty-seventh floor.”

“Thank you.”

The woman smiled again. “You have to love that Southern hospitality. No one ever says thank you anymore. You are welcome.”

Denise smiled and walked off. Denise dropped her duffle bag on the elevator floor. She watched as the lights ticked off the numbers of each floor. She suddenly felt nervous. Her heart began to race. Denise studied her reflection on the mirrored walls. Strands of her hair were flying from her ponytail. She removed the holder and smoothed her long hair before tightening it again.

The elevator door opened right into the agency. Denise stood frozen in her spot. She was expecting to walk through a door; that way she, could take a moment to exhale.

“Are you coming in?” the receptionist behind the glass desk in front of the opened elevator doors asked while giving Denise an awkward look.

“Yes, I am,” Denise said as she got off just as the doors were closing. She walked up to the desk.

The blonde was attractive, and she knew it. If her clothes weren’t expensive, then she really knew how to bargain-shop. Her hair was cut perfectly in a Victoria Beckham signature bob. The receptionist was busy applying her lipstick. She looked at herself in a small desk mirror then looked up at Denise.

“Well, who are you here to see?”

“Mariah Murphey. I’m Denise Chambers.”

“Have a seat.” The receptionist pressed a few numbers on her multi-line phone.

Denise walked over to the chic waiting area complete with two white suede oversized chairs and matching couch. There was a white shaggy throw rug underneath the glass coffee table. Sitting on top was one single purple orchid plant and the newest copies of Sports Illustrated, ESPN, Vogue, Vanity Fair, and RollingStone. Denise felt out of place sitting in the chair in her Freedom University sweat pants and T-shirt.

“Denise?”

Denise looked up to see Mariah walking toward her. Her red hair pulled back into a tight up-do. Denise wondered if Mariah ever took her hair down. Denise smiled; it was good to see a familiar face.

Mariah, always in an elegant pantsuit with the same up do, began scouting Denise when she was a freshman. Denise always thought she would go with a black sports agent if the time came; however, Mariah won her over with her bigger than-life personality and her focus on business. While other agents were trying to tempt her with big dreams, Mariah kept it real.

Denise stood up and shook Mariah’s hand. She noticed the vacant expression on Mariah’s usually cheery face. Something seemed a little off, but Denise couldn’t place it.

“Let’s go back to my office.”

Denise followed Mariah down a long corridor. She glanced into other agents’ offices, each showcasing some of their triumphs with pictures of their clients on the walls. Denise walked into the office. She looked around. Denise expected an open glass room like the ones she’d seen on TV. Instead Mariah’s office was filled with various shades of brown with hints of red in a few places.

Mariah sat down at her desk. Denise sat in the chair in front of the desk. Denise didn’t know what to make of Mariah’s expression, which was very straight. She was used to a big smile.

“Denise, there really isn’t an easy way to say what I have to say, so I’m just going to let it out.”

“Um, sure. What’s up?”

“We have a problem. I’ve been working my ass off to try to correct it but—” Mariah pulled out a few sheets of paper. She slid them over to Denise.

Denise’s heart dropped at the print out of Commercial Appeal, Memphis Flyer, and Freedom Daily newspaper articles, each about her injury caused by her bi-polar ex-girlfriend Rhonda.

“Why didn’t you let me know about this?”

“I don’t know. It all happened so quickly. I was just so focused on getting better and getting here. Why? What’s the problem?”

“The problem is that your doctors have stated that you will need physical therapy for a few months.”

“Yeah, just for physical conditioning reasons, and it’s during off season. What’s going on, Mariah?

Mariah gave Denise a grave look. “Denise, the Liberty no longer wants to pick you up.”

The words hit Denise like a ton of bricks. Her hands began to shake. “But, what ... why can’t I just play for them and show them that I’m OK?”

“Because it’s deeper than that, with the past issues of lesbians harassing teammates, and worse, they don’t want the woman who is coming into the team with lesbian drama on her record.”

Denise could feel her dreams slipping from under her. “So that’s it? Is there no other team?”

“I’m so sorry, Denise, but at this time, no. There have been some offers for you to try out next year after a lot of this has died down.”

Tears began to flow from Denise’s eyes. “This can’t be happening. What am I supposed to do? Where am I supposed to go? I don’t have anything. This really can’t be happening to me.” Denise’s hands were shaking, her heart was beating fast. She could feel the walls closing in on her. She tried to take a deep breath but found it hard to breathe.

Mariah noticed Denise’s expression. She rose out of her chair and rushed over to Denise.

“Denise, are you all right? Do you need a doctor?”

“No, I ... need ... a ... career.” Denise couldn’t control the tears, which flowed like the Mississippi.

“Denise, I’m so sorry. I don’t want you to think of this as an end. It’s only one year, then you can play. I’m not giving up on you. I’m going to help you in any way I can. You aren’t the first person this has happened to. You can play, just not this year.”

“This can’t really be happening. What am I supposed to do? Where am I supposed to go?”

Mariah’s heart was breaking as she watched Denise fall apart in front of her. She had watched some of the most arrogant women and men come in and out of her office over the years. The one who really deserved to make it had lost everything.

“You are already booked in the hotel for a week. Go there and just relax. If you need more time, don’t worry about it. I promised you I would take care of you, and I’m a woman of my word. Just relax, think about what you want to do. Consider staying in New York, or maybe moving somewhere else. Whatever you need, I’m here for you. I’m only a phone call away. I can have a driver downstairs to take you to the room.” Mariah placed Denise’s hand in hers. “Denise, I’m going to make something work for you. I give you my word.”

Denise wanly glanced at Mariah, her eyes red, tear ducts full. She couldn’t speak. She slowly nodded her head. Denise stood up and walked out of the office, passing by all the offices she had planned on seeing over and over. She glanced at the receptionist, who was too engrossed in a phone call about a pair of shoes to see her walking out of the office. The elevator doors closed, Denise watched the numbers going down, her happy and anxious feelings replaced with feelings of disparity, agony, and confusion. She was lost.
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The Charlotte airport was massive. Unlike the Atlanta airport, and its train that speeds you to your next terminal, the Charlotte airport was made for walking. Lena looked down at her next gate, GATE D. She looked up at her current gate, GATE A. Just her luck. Lena started on her cross-airport trek, watching handicapped and overweight people enjoying the handicap carts that would take them swiftly to their next locations. Lena thought about playing the pregnancy card, but changed her mind; she could use the walk.

After an hour, a large slice of cheese pizza and two bottled waters, Lena’s last plane began to board. She felt someone looking at her. Out of her peripheral she noticed a familiar face. She turned around to see a woman from her last flight.

Lena immediately realized what feeling she got from the woman. She had to be gay. The short red-bone’s style reminded her of the first time she met Cooley. The woman’s baggy jeans, oversized Nike shirt and blue and white Jordan’s were the first giveaway. Lena studied her masculine walk. She had a blue and white fitted cap pulled down with her hair pulled back in a ponytail. Lena’s mind was so fixated on Denise that she didn’t pay attention to the woman on the first flight.

The stud smiled at Lena. Lena returned a smile.

“Now boarding our First Class, A Plus and Business Class passengers,” the male gate agent said over the microphone.

Lena headed to the door, and the stud followed, ending up right behind her. Lena could feel the stud’s eyes on her, and made sure not to turn around.

Lena sat down on the second row and let the window shade up. She smiled. In a few hours she would be in Denise’s arms.

The attractive stud walked on the plane, and Lena’s eyes met hers. The stud looked at her ticket then glanced at Lena.

“You were on my last flight, right?” The stud flashed a smile.

Lena noticed her white teeth. “Yeah, I think so.” Lena felt herself getting nervous. Did the stud think that she was interested because of their small exchange at the gate? Lena turned her head toward the window as the stud put her book bag in the overhead compartment and sat down and buckled her seat belt. Lena closed her eyes, hoping the stud would think she was ’sleep.

“My name is Terrin.” The stud reached her hand out.

Lena looked at Terrin; she noticed her almond-shaped eyes, hazel with a hint of emerald, slightly slanted on the edges, and very alluring.

“I’m Lena.” Lena shook Terrin’s hand, very soft but strong, just like Denise’s hands.

“So is New York your final destination, Ms. Lena?”

“Yes, actually, it is.” Lena smiled.

“Business or pleasure?”

“Pleasure, definitely pleasure.”

“Ahh, must be nice. Business for me; however, I have a feeling this flight might be a bit pleasurable.”

Terrin and Lena looked at each other at the same time, their eyes connected.

The flight attendant stood at their seats with a big smile on her face.

“Can I get the two of you anything to drink?” The flight attendant smiled, while the passengers in coach struggled to get past her and to their seats. Lena had never sat in coach before, and she never planned to.

“Bottled water please,” Lena said.

Terrin asked for a Coke. She quickly focused her attention back on Lena.

“Pleasure, huh, let me guess, you are going to meet your woman?”

The corners of Lena’s mouth quirked upward. “What makes you think it’s a woman?”

The flight attendant handed them their drinks.

Terrin took a sip of her Coke. She smiled. “Are you saying it’s not?” Terrin smirked.

“I’m not saying it is or isn’t. I just wondered why you would assume it was a woman.”

Terrin sat up in her seat and leaned in toward Lena. “Let’s just say it’s my lesbian intuition.”

“Are you saying I look gay or something? Did your ‘gay-dar’ go off on me?” Lena motioned her fingers like quotation marks. She heard her bestfriends, Carmen and Misha talk about their gay-dar in numerous conversations.

“My gay-dar.” Terrin laughed. “If that’s what you want to call it. Or if could have been the fact that no straight woman would have been looking at me the way you were. Also, no straight woman would have smiled back when I winked at you. And ... no woman who isn’t gay moans a woman’s name in her sleep.”

Lena’s jaw dropped. Her cheeks flushed red from embarrassment. “How did—”

Terrin gave a sly grin. “I was sitting in front of you. Don’t worry, Lena. Your secret is safe with me.” Terrin finished her small cup of Coke.

The flight attendants manned their posts as the plane began to coast. They began to go over all the safety rules and regulations. Lena pretended to listen while Terrin opened a copy of Sports Illustrated.

As soon as the flight attendants finished, Lena turned back to Terrin.

“So, let’s say you didn’t hear me. Would you have guessed I was gay off your other comments?”

“Not really. But I can’t lie. I was surely hoping you were, when I changed my seat number to sit by you.” Terrin looked ahead with a grin on her face. Lena blushed.

“Look at you, little sneaky. What were you expecting, to put me into the mile-high club?”

Terrin laughed. “No, I was just hoping to have a great conversation while on the flight. Then when we landed, I was going to ask for your number so I could take you out in New York.”

“Oh, so you had it all figured out.”

“I had the long trek from our last terminal to come up with it.”

Lena blushed; Terrin was definitely charming. “Well, great conversation we can have. The rest, I’m not too sure about.”

“Well”—Terrin looked down at her watch—“I have two hours to change your mind about that, just like I changed my seat.”

Their eyes locked on each other again. Lena’s face felt warm. She twisted a few strands of her hair around her finger. She was openly flirting with a woman and it wasn’t Denise.

“So why are you going to New York?” Lena asked.

Terrin frowned. “Conference. Very boring stuff, a bunch of nerds sitting around talking. Nothing like you going to meet your little love. So is it gonna be all romantic and cliché? Her holding a sign with your name on it, you run into her arms at the gate?”

Lena laughed; the Cancer in her loved the hopeless romantic aspect of Terrin’s words. “No, she actually doesn’t know I’m coming. It’s complicated,” Lena said, thinking about the messy situation she created for herself.

They paused their conversation as the flight attendants performed their duties of alerting passengers of the various procedures and exit doors while the plane coasted to the runway. The plane finally took off. Lena watched as the lines on the runway passed by. The take-off was her favorite part of flying. She watched as the houses and land below began to look like hundreds of little boxes.

Terrin leaned closer to Lena. “Oh, you just gon’ pop up on the chick. That’s brave. What makes it complicated?”

“Trust me, you would need more than two hours.”

“OK. OK. Well, give me the Reader’s Digest version,” Terrin said, looking at Lena.

Lena couldn’t resist.

“Well, long story short, she was my college roommate that I cheated on my boyfriend/new husband with, but that doesn’t really matter because he’s cheated on me a million times. But I realized that I can’t live without her, so I had to do what I had to do. You know what I’m saying?”

Terrin’s eyes tightened, and her bottom lip fell slightly open. “Wow, I smell a Lifetime movie of the week. Guess he can’t be too happy right now.”

Lena’s mind drifted to Brandon. She knew he was probably furious. He might even be on another plane coming to kill her and Denise. “I don’t know what he’s thinking. I care, but I just couldn’t do it anymore. I ... I love her.

Terrin gazed into Lena’s brown eyes. “Do you think she feels the same way?”

“She does. Well, she did. I hope she still does.” Lena looked out the window. The thought never occurred to her that Denise might not feel the same way about her anymore. She had hurt Denise so much, she could only hope it wasn’t too late.

“In that case I wish you nothing but good luck. I hope she takes you in her arms and gives you the best kiss you ever had.”

“Is that what you would do if you were in her shoes?” Lena gazed into Terrin’s eyes.

“If it was me, I would forgive probably anything coming from a woman as beautiful as you.”

Lena and Terrin exchanged smiles. Lena looked back out the window. Terrin was attractive, and witty, but she couldn’t hold a candle to the love of her life. Denise was it, and she knew it. She was on her way to meet her destiny.
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Cooley shifted her position in the uncomfortable airport chair. She noticed a white couple sleeping, their legs hanging off the ends of the row of three connected chairs, their duffle bags worn and dirty. Cooley figured they must travel a lot. She couldn’t imagine falling asleep in an airport. She wouldn’t be able to protect her bags if she was ’sleep, and the idea of someone stealing even the smallest of her belongings would get her a one-way ticket with airport security.

Cooley looked down at her watch. Two hours to spare and she had nothing to do. The airport was virtually shut down; she should have been in Atlanta by the time her flight was going to board. All because she forgot to print her boarding pass. Cooley made a mental note to never do that again.

She arrived an hour early, only to find all the kiosk stations at the AirTran station broken and only one ticketing agent, who seemed to be moving at a pace equivalent to a snail. The three people in front of her were becoming restless. The couple next in line walked up to the ticket counter. Cooley wanted to laugh. There in front of her stood a real-life Norbit and Rasputia.

The large woman was loud, making sure everyone knew how tired she was of waiting. She constantly shifted her weight from one overrun flip-flop to the other. Cooley felt sorry for the frail, little man with her. He looked so unhappy. Cooley wanted to tell the woman to shut the fuck up, and tell the man to run as fast as he could.

As soon as the man made a quiet gesture for the woman to calm down, she went off.

“Don’t tell me to calm down. Hell, we gon’ miss our plane, dealing with this bullshit. But I’d bet you would like that, wouldn’t you?” She hissed at her husband.

All he could do was turn his head and sigh. Cooley knew that it couldn’t be her. She would have to pull a “Chris Brown” on a woman like that ... and she didn’t believe in hitting women.

The couple’s turn came. The agent’s face dropped, knowing he had a headache headed his way. The agent typed their information in, printed their tickets and proceeded to check their five bags.

“OK, that will be one hundred and ninety dollars,” the tall male agent stated.

“What! Why?” the Rasputia look-alike snapped.

The man in front of Cooley looked down at this watch and huffed. He shifted his weight from his right leg to his left. Cooley knew exactly how he felt.

“Ma’am, airline policy states that your first checked bag is fifteen dollars, a second one is twenty-five, and each additional bag is fifty dollars.”

The woman rolled her eyes. Cooley wanted to scream but remained calm. She still had thirty minutes to get to her gate. She could make it. The reaction on the man’s face in front stated that he didn’t even have that long to make it to his destination.

“I didn’t know anything about that. It didn’t say that when I booked the damn flights. I don’t think I should have to pay that much to check my bags. Hell, I bought the plane tickets. Y’all always trying to get over on us. That’s why your companies are going under.” She rolled her neck while her hand flew around.

“Ma’am, the policy has been in effect for a very long time. It is included in the information you are supposed to read before you accept your ticket, and”—the man handed her the reservation page she brought with her—“right here, right on the bottom of your page, it even says it.” The agent didn’t budge as the gayness in his voice responded in a nasty/nice tone. That only irritated her more.

“See, this man about to ...” she whispered under her voice, but loud enough for everyone to hear. “Well, I need to talk to a supervisor because that is ridiculous. That’s more than I paid for the ticket. And I don’t like your bad-ass attitude”

“I told you not to pack all those damn bags to begin with,” the woman’s frustrated husband chimed in.

Cooley smirked; he had a little backbone after all.

Rasputia shot him a glare that would scare children.

The agent rolled his eyes. “One moment please,” the agent said, walking over to another booth to call for a supervisor.

“What the fuck!” The man in front of Cooley finally snapped. “I’m missing my flight over this bullshit!”

Cooley couldn’t help but smirk; she felt the exact same way.

The woman looked back at the man. She felt no remorse for causing a line of people to miss their flights over her mistake.

The husky man in front of her had on a leisure suit, but his stance showed that he didn’t have any quarrels about going at it with her, if need be.

The woman’s husband just shook his head. He hoped the man laid a good smack down on his wife.

The gate agent signaled for the woman to come over. He handed her the phone and walked back over to his line of angry travelers.

Cooley looked down at her watch. If she could get her ticket, get through security, and run to her gate in ten minutes, she could still make her flight. Cooley pulled her blue fitted cap off and wiped her forehead.

She glanced over at the woman, who was arguing with someone on the phone. Her livid face let Cooley know she was losing. Cooley smiled. She hoped they made her pay the full amount. Cooley glanced at her husband. His face was borderline angry and irritated, not by the airport, but by his nagging wife.

The agent was overworked and stressed. The man in front of Cooley was going off about having to take another flight. Cooley had to give it to the agent. He was keeping his cool under a lot of pressure. Cooley’s boiling point was reaching its peak. Now she was down to six minutes.

“I know you are dealing with a lot, but can I make my flight?” Cooley’s turn finally approached. She handed the agent her ID and confirmation number. The agent sighed. “I’m sorry, but that flight is already boarding, but I can get you on another flight. I do apologize.” The man seemed to relax a little at seeing someone who was obviously “family” like him.

Cooley cringed. “How late will it be?”

The agent began to type rapidly. “Well, your final destination is Atlanta. We can get you on a flight at 10:03 A.M.”

Cooley sighed. She knew she wasn’t in a major rush to get to Atlanta, she was just ready to bid farewell to Memphis. “Whatever.” Cooley looked down at the agent’s ID tag. “Morris, I see you are dealing with a lot. It’s cool.” Cooley flashed Morris a smirk, her deep right dimple setting in.

The gate agent smiled; His eyes went from stressed to relief. Cooley knew it was amazing what a smile could do. A nice smile and deep dimples could melt the heart of almost anyone.

The agent printed Cooley’s ticket and handed it to her. “I’ve also upgraded you to first-class for your troubles,” Morris said as Cooley handed her large suitcase to him.

Cooley pulled her credit card.

Morris shook his head. “Don’t worry about it.”

Cooley smiled, showing her deep dimples. “Thank you, man. Hope your day goes better.” Cooley winked as she headed toward security.

Now she was dreading that three hour wait. Cooley’s eyes began to shut. She shook her head. Cooley picked up her Gucci book bag and put it on her back. She walked through the bare halls of the Memphis International Airport. The brown walls were unappealing. Something about the AirTran side made that whole side just look cheap.

Cooley made her way to the sad excuse for a food court. Everything was closed, but Backyard Burger was in the process of opening. It was eight in the morning, but the idea of a good Backyard burger didn’t sound bad. Something to eat could help her mood.

Cooley walked over to the bookstore across from the food court. She glanced at the table of bestsellers. She picked up a copy of Eclipse from the Twilight series. Denise and Carmen were hooked on the series. Cooley thought the movies were all right, but she couldn’t bear to be spotted reading a book made popular by teenage girls. Cooley spotted the small section of African American novels. She scanned through the various titles, most dealing with some type of hustler, pimp, or stripper. Cooley didn’t know what was with the sudden increase in hood-related books. She picked up Sleeping with Strangers by Eric Jerome Dickey and read the inside of the book.

“That’s a good book,” a soft voice said.

Cooley turned around to see a cute and petite brown-skinned girl standing behind her. Her green shirt let her know that she was an employee. She looked young, but she had to be at least eighteen, since she was working and not in school. Cooley liked her short haircut. She usually liked girls with long hair, but since Rihanna started rocking hers short Cooley started feeling short, rocker looks on sexy black women.

“Is it? I’m real behind in his books. I think the last one I read was Chasing Destiny.”

“Well, this is a series around a hit man. They are really good books, but I suggest reading them in order. That’s the first one.”

Cooley nodded her head. “Well, then I guess I will take your advice,

“Great.” The girl smiled as she walked behind the counter.

Cooley picked up a box of Dentyne Icebreakers and a PowerAde. The girl began to ring her purchase up.

“So tell me, Chasity,” Cooley said after reading her nametag. “How can a person go about getting to know you better?”

Chasity looked up, her face covered with surprise. “Um, excuse me?”

Cooley was confused. She knew the girl was flirting with her, or was she? “I was just wondering how a person can get to know you better. You seem to really know your fiction and I could use—”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea. I doubt my boyfriend would like that.” Chasity quickly put the items in a bag and handed Cooley her credit card and bag.

Dumbfounded, Cooley took the items and walked out the store. Cooley wasn’t used to rejection. The girl was cute, but she wasn’t all that. Usually Cooley could have pulled her with little effort at all.

Cooley walked into the women’s bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror and gasped. It all came back to her. The large scar crossing her left cheek, mostly healed but still with a brown scab over it. No wonder, Cooley thought to herself. She pulled out her small tube of Neosporin and dabbed a little on the ugly mark.

Cooley grabbed a bite to eat and made her way back to her gate. More passengers had shown up, the dusty traveling couple still sprawled over the chairs. She took a seat and pulled out her iPod and headphones. She scrolled through the playlist section, trying to find the right playlist to fit her mood.

“This is our gate.”

The familiar voice sent chills down Cooley’s spine. She looked up to see Misha walking toward her gate, and next to her was Patrick, the man who not only stole Misha away, but impregnated her in the process.

Misha’s and Cooley’s eyes met. Patrick looked at Cooley, his smile turning into a glowering stare.

Misha looked as though she had seen a ghost. She looked at Patrick and whispered something to him.

His face didn’t change; he nodded his head and stood in the same spot like a tall bodyguard as Misha walked over to Cooley.

“I thought you were already gone,” Misha said as she got closer.

“Missed my flight. So we are on the same flight, I see.”

Misha sighed “I guess so. Look, I just wanted to make sure everything was—”

“Misha, you don’t have to say anything. Just go be wit’ ya boy before his head explodes.”

Misha looked back at Patrick, still standing in the same spot, staring at them. Cooley looked at Patrick. She couldn’t figure it out. He was wearing a pair of khaki board shorts and a yellow graphic tee from American Eagle and a pair of sandals. Nothing about him seemed special. Cooley knew her designer jeans and shirt were ten times better-looking than what he had on. Cooley dressed fly whenever she left the house. Just because she was going to be on a plane was no reason to not look good.

Patrick, on the other hand, looked like he had rolled right out of bed and headed to the airport. He didn’t look like he belonged next to Misha, who was dressed in a cute pair of shorts and a white blouse that hung off of her shoulders.

“So are we cool?” Misha asked.

Cooley tried to not focus on how beautiful Misha was. Her smooth brown skin had a glow to it. Her long, thick, black hair bounced with any slight movement.

“We’re cool.” Cooley realized she was completely focused on Misha. She noticed Misha’s eyes glance in the direction of her right cheek. Cooley’s body tensed, and she turned her head.

“I see it’s looking a lot better.” Misha could feel Cooley’s uneasiness. She suddenly wished she didn’t say anything. “Well, um, I guess we will see each other around? Maybe we can have a bite in Atlanta sometime ...”

Cooley shook her head and gave Misha a sardonic smile. “Riiiightttt, maybe. Well, you better go be with your boy before he comes over here.” A piece of her wanted him to walk over. She wanted to get him back for the sucker punch he’d landed the day they met. She had never fought over a woman until that day at Misha’s dorm room. She made a vow never to do it again.

Misha put her hand on her hip. Cooley’s nonchalant attitude always irritated her. “Cooley, I really want us to be friends.”

Cooley felt her anger rising. In front of her was the woman she loved. Standing just a few feet behind Misha was the man she played her like a fool for. “Misha, I can’t do this right now. Maybe when I get over the fact that the woman I loved, the woman I was supposed to be with, is now with, and pregnant by some nigga. I’ll be able to talk, but not now. So can you please just leave me be?”

Misha looked at Cooley, a pained look in her eyes. “I’m sorry, Carla. Take care of yourself.” Misha turned around and walked back to Patrick.

They walked over and sat at the gate across from Cooley. Patrick put his arm around Misha. He glanced over at Cooley and smirked. Cooley wanted to jump up and beat his ass; instead, she picked her things up and moved to a chair facing the gate wall. The last thing she wanted to do was have Patrick flaunting his victory in her face.

The last hour passed by quickly. Cooley boarded the plane and got comfortable in her first-class seat. She placed her book bag beneath her feet. As soon as she looked up, she found herself face to face with Misha and Patrick again. They stood there in silence while waiting on the line of people placing their bags in the overhead compartments to move.

Misha looked down at Cooley. She mouthed the words “I’m sorry.”

Straight-faced, Cooley put her headphones in her ears and opened her new book. The short flight to Atlanta was going to be the longest flight of her life.
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Lena’s plane landed and began to coast to the gate. She had slept the rest of the flight. She looked over to see Terrin still reading her Ebony magazine. Lena glanced down at the page and gasped.

“Can I see that?” Lena asked as she looked at the magazine.

Terrin handed her the magazine.

Lena couldn’t stop staring at Denise’s face. There she was, the woman she loved, standing in a picture with other top African American women basketball players. A small profile of Denise was on the next page along with profiles of each player. Her smile was radiant even on the page.

Lena took a deep breath.

“Know someone or something?” Terrin said, looking down at the magazine.

“Yes, I do.” Lena couldn’t stop smiling.

“Ohh. One of them must be your girl. Which one? Wait let me guess.” Terrin looked at the page. She pointed at Denise. “Chambers, isn’t it?”

“How could you tell?”

“Lucky guess, or maybe the fact that you were calling out to Dee in your sleep.”

The plane stopped, and the door opened. People immediately began to get up and gather their items. Lena and Terrin stood up and headed out of the aircraft. The terminal was filled with passengers. Terrin and Lena walked toward baggage claim together.

“So, you are doing it big, huh? Got you a basketball player.”

Lena thought about Brandon, her pro basketball player, who was probably tossing her things out on the streets as they spoke. “I guess I have a thing for basketball players.” Lena instantly realized how she sounded when Terrin’s face dropped a bit. “I didn’t mean it like that. I don’t purposely look for ball players or anything.” Lena felt like she was having an outer body experience. “I really sound like a groupie right now. But it’s really not like—”

Terrin laughed. “Let me stop you before you give yourself a heart attack. I knew what you meant the first time. No need to explain. A lot of women dig that tall, athletic look. Us shorter chicks get the short end of the stick, literally.”

Terrin and Lena laughed. Lena felt back at ease.

Lena and Terrin finally reached the baggage claim area. Terrin turned around to Lena. “I know you are here for your girl, but I wouldn’t be me if I still didn’t try to get your number.”

“Now you know that wouldn’t be right.”

“So your ball player won’t let you have friends? Not a good sign in a relationship.” Terrin shook her head.

Lena smiled. “It was really nice meeting you, Terrin.”

Terrin shrugged her shoulders and smiled. “Well, in that case, it was nice meeting you, Lena. Maybe we will run into each other again one of these days, if Chambers doesn’t work out.”

Terrin took a couple of steps backward then turned around. Lena watched her walk to the baggage area where the luggage was starting to circle around.

Lena walked toward the front door. She noticed an ATM machine, thought about using her joint account but figured Brandon would be watching it. If she was in the same situation, she would have turned his access off by now. She remembered her emergency card, her American Express her father told her to never leave home without. She thought about her father. What would he think if he knew his princess left her Prince Charming to be with Cinderella? Lena shook her head, hoping to shake her uneasy feelings as well.

Lena withdrew three hundred dollars and put it in her bag. She walked out the front door and headed to the taxi area. The assistant quickly got her a cab.

The Middle Eastern driver looked at her via his rear-view mirror. “Where to?”

Lena realized she had no idea where she was going.

“Um, can you take me to Saks Fifth Avenue?”

The driver nodded his head and pulled out.

Lena pulled her cell phone out and turned it on. As soon as the Sprint logo disappeared, her voice mail and text message alerts began to blaze. 10 New Voice Mails, 17 New Text Messages. Lena opened her text message inbox.


Hubby Cell 10:03 A.M.: You doing some low down shit Lena.

Hubby Cell 10:06 A.M.: Fuck you Lena go be with that dyke.



Lena continued to go through the messages. As the time wore on, the angry messages turned to desperation and hurt.


Hubby Cell 2:11 P.M.: Lena please, just come home.

Hubby Cell 2:45 P.M.: Please Lena, I need you, I love you.

Let’s work this out.



Lena felt tears forming in her eyes. She cleared the screen and dialed Carmen’s number.

Carmen picked up on the first ring.

“Oh my God, Lena! I cannot wait for you to see my loft. It’s not as swanky as your million-dollar pad, but damnit, I’m gonna dress it up and—”

“Carmen, wait a minute,” Lena said, cutting off her ecstatic friend. “I wanted to know ... umm ... do you have any contact info on Denise? Like her hotel?”

Carmen looked around her storage unit to see if there was anything important she was forgetting. “Umm, I don’t know the number, but I think it’s an Embassy Suites.”

“Do you know where?”

“No, I don’t. Just call her cell. I’m sure she’ll answer for you.”

“Have you talked to her since she arrived in New York?”

“Actually, no. I called, but it went to voice mail. I’m guessing she was in her meeting. She had to meet her agent as soon as she got there. Hey, where are you? I want you to meet me at my new crib. It’s on Harbor Town, so we are real close”

Lena forgot she didn’t tell anyone she was going to New York. “I can’t right now, but I’ll call you as soon as I’m free.” Lena hung up. She looked out the window at the fabulous city.

Lena picked her phone up and scrolled to Denise’s name. A picture of Denise popped up. She smiled. The time was near.

 


 



The driver was waiting in front of the office, just as Mariah had promised. He smiled and opened the door for Denise. Denise climbed into the luxury town car and closed the door. She looked at the beautiful building that held her nonexistent future. Suddenly it didn’t look as shiny and beautiful. She saw bird droppings on the walls and trash on the ground. New York suddenly looked grimy and unappealing.

Denise heard her phone vibrating from inside her duffle bag. She rummaged through the side pocket until finding the phone. Lena’s face flashed on the screen. Denise sighed. She took a deep breath and answered the phone.

“Yeah?”

Lena’s eyes widened, her heart racing. “Hey, Denise, hi.”

“What’s up?”

“I was just, um, I was calling to check on you.”

Denise rolled her eyes up, hoping the cool air conditioning would stop any tears from falling. “I’m fine.”

Lena smiled. “That’s good to hear. Um, Carmen said she tried to call you to get your hotel and room number, but you didn’t answer. I was, um, about to go into her house.”

Tears ran down Denise’s face. Her voice trembled. She struggled to get it under control. “Uhhh ... I’m at the Embassy Suites, downtown. I don’t know the room number. Just tell her to ask for my room.” The feeling of failure set into Denise’s soul. Lena was married to a pro ball player and she was now nothing.

“Great. Well, I’m sure you are doing super important things, so I’ll talk to you later. Miss you.” Lena couldn’t stop smiling, completely oblivious to Denise’s somber tone.

“Bye.” Denise hung the phone up. She couldn’t tell Lena the truth. She didn’t want to tell anyone she was a failure. She looked up at the driver. “Hey, are there any stores around here? Like a liquor store?”

“Sure. I’ll take you to one. Celebrating, huh?”

“Yeah,” Denise uttered.

It was ironic. She’d spent years turning down drink after drink because she wanted to be perfect when she started her career. She was cautious her whole life. The idea of not pleasing her grandmother, or ending up like the other people in her family had struck fear in her for years. Now that she didn’t have a career anymore, she could drink like a fish and it wouldn’t matter.

 


 



Lena smiled as the taxi pulled up to Saks. She paid the driver and stepped out of the car. She didn’t have anything to wear, and she wanted to look perfect for her special night. The large store was filled with designer clothes, accessories, and perfumes to help her create a look that would make Denise want to eat her alive. She made a mental note; she needed a sexy dress to surprise Denise with, some smoking lingerie to entice her, and something comfortable to chill in when they had their first breakfast as girlfriends.

Lena opened the doors to the store that would help make her dream come true. First stop, the dress; last stop, Embassy Suites.
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The flight couldn’t land quickly enough. Cooley shifted in her seat, as the plane coasted to the gate. Her palms were sweating. She noticed the flight attendant talking but couldn’t make out what she was saying. Everything sounded like the teacher on Charlie Brown. Cooley looked around. She made sure everything was packed, so she could just fly off her seat.

The attendant gave the go-ahead to leave. Cooley jumped up and off before the other passengers in first-class could even stand up. Cooley didn’t look back. She scurried to the subway inside of the Atlanta airport.

Luck seemed to be on her side, as the doors opened as soon as she made it down the stairs. Before she knew it, she was walking up the escalator to the baggage claim.

Cooley sighed. Her good luck had run out. She’d made it to baggage claim before the bags had been taken off the plane. Cooley stared at the escalator; at any moment Misha would be appearing, probably hand in hand with Patrick. The thought made Cooley’s stomach turn.

Cooley stared at the baggage claim belt, hoping that she would develop ESP and cause the bags to begin to fall. The loud buzzer made her heart race. Slowly bags began to fall to the now rotating belt. Cooley stared at the opening like she was waiting on a million dollars to come out. Her heart began to beat hard.

She turned around to see Misha and Patrick walking toward the baggage area. Cooley jerked back to the baggage belt. Her hands began to tense up; she was experiencing a new feeling. A woman was making her nervous.

What the fuck is wrong with you? Cooley thought to herself. She caught a glimpse of her reflection in the metal baggage claim. She didn’t recognize herself. She felt herself becoming the one thing she vowed never to be. She was becoming weak over a girl. She had become just like the punks she talked about. She had allowed herself to enter the constant stream of women who let other women affect them all in the name of love. Her father would be turning over in his grave if he saw what she had become.

When I get out of this airport, I swear no woman is ever going to get me like this again. Fuck love. That shit is for the birds, Cooley thought to herself.

Cooley shook her head. She took another deep breath. Get a grip. You are Carla Cooley Wade. She saw her Gucci bag headed her way. Cooley grabbed the bag off of the belt.

“Excuse me, but can I get your autograph?”

The low, sexy voice sent chills down Cooley’s spine. She smirked. She knew the voice instantly.

“No autographs. But if you give me your number ...” Cooley turned around and smiled. Sahara stood in front of her with a Kool-Aid smile on her face.

Sahara pulled her shades off, tossing her silky hair in the process. “What are you doing here?”

“Well, I was told that the new A&R rep was arriving at the airport, so I decided to hop in my new ride and come pick you up myself. I hope you don’t mind.” Sahara extended her hands.

Cooley wrapped her arms around Sahara’s small waist. “Not at all.” Cooley nodded her head. She glanced down at Sahara’s petite, thick frame. The pair of Seven jeans she was wearing fit her thick thighs like they were painted on. She looked thicker than Cooley remembered, and her designer rags a big upgrade from the stripper heels and cheap clothes that adorned her last time they were together. The brown stiletto boots just added to her sex appeal.

“Like what you see?” Sahara took a step back, modeling her outfit for Cooley.

“You could say that. I don’t know what you have been doing, but keep it up, ’cause you look damn good.”

Sahara looked passed Cooley. “Umm, seems like I’m not your only fan here.” Sahara nodded her head.

Cooley turned around to see Misha staring in her direction, while the oblivious Patrick watched for their bags.

Cooley smiled; the tables were turned in her favor. “Nah, it’s nothing like that. So, are we gonna stand here all day, or are you gonna take me to check out your ride?”

“After you.” Sahara smiled.

Cooley turned back toward Misha. “Give me one moment, OK?” Cooley walked off before Sahara could respond. Her hands were no longer sweating; the nervous feeling was replaced with her usual cocky confidence.

Misha quickly perked up when she noticed Cooley walking in her direction.

“Hey, um, I’m out of here, but I wanted to come back and say good-bye, and I wish you two all the luck in the world.” Cooley looked at Misha. Patrick quickly turned around. His straight face amused Cooley.

“Thanks, Carla. Keep in touch, OK.” Misha gave Cooley a friendly hug.

Cooley manned up, giving Misha a strong hug, a hug filled with love. She wanted Misha to feel her one more time.

“Sure. I will. And, hey, I’m sorry about everything, man. You have a really wonderful woman, and congratulations on the bundle of joy.” Cooley extended her hand toward Patrick.

Patrick hesitated but finally shook Cooley’s hand. “Thanks.”

“Well, I got to run. Take care of yourself, Misha.”

“You too.”

Cooley turned around and walked back to Sahara. She wrapped her arm around Sahara as they walked out of the airport. Deep down, Cooley knew it was the last time she would ever see Misha.

“Oh shit, so you riding like this?” Cooley grinned at the cherry red BMW.

“You know I had to ride well.”

“OK, do I want to know what you are doing right now?” Cooley placed her bag in the empty trunk. She could tell the car was brand-new by the unused trunk and drive-out tags.

“You will find out in due time. Trust me.” Sahara pushed her keyless entry to unlock the doors. They got in the car and drove off.

Cooley placed her shades on as they drove down the busy Atlanta expressway. “So, um, I wanted to apologize for—”

“Cooley, save it. There’s no need for it, trust me.” Sahara looked at Cooley.

“Nah, it wasn’t cool for me just to leave you at the crib like that. It was a big mistake on my part, and I really do apologize for it.” Cooley put her hand on Sahara’s thigh. She had turned Sahara down during Christmas break because of her love for Misha.

“Well, thank you for the apology. I do appreciate it. I can’t lie. I was a little upset by you leaving me.”

“Really?”

“OK, truth is, I was real upset. Cooley, you know there’s been something growing between us for a while now. Hell, by the way you used to look at me I would have never in a million years thought you had anyone waiting back in Memphis.”

“I know. Trust me, it wasn’t that I wasn’t feeling you. Misha and I just sorta happened and it grew. I never meant to hurt you.” Cooley ran her hand through Sahara’s long wavy hair. She glanced at the radio, which was talking about Jam Zone.

“So, tonight is the big Jam Zone listening party for the new artist they have signed to the new R&B division,” the male DJ stated.

“Yeah, I’m real excited to check out the new acts. I heard they got some that are gonna be killin’ the game,” the female co-host added.

“Big-ups to Jam Zone. They’re doing big things in the city,” the male responded. “Speaking of Jam Zone, one of their artists isn’t doing so well right now. According to MediaTakeOut, rapper Supa Sonic has been dropped from the label.”

“What!” Cooley yelled.

Sahara stared at the bumper in front of her.

“According to the Web site, Big Ron and the other Jam Zone artist and execs have grown tired of Supa Sonic’s antics. Supposedly, she crashed a private party at Big Ron’s house. Some say she pulled a girl out of the party by her hair,” the male DJ added as Cooley listened.

“We hear that she was seeing the female and was upset that the girl went to the party without her; however, no reports were filed,” the female co-host added.

Cooley turned the radio down.

“Do you know anything about this?” Cooley turned to Sahara, whose bleak expression said it all.

“It’s true. Sonic has lost it for real. It’s the drugs. They tried to get her help, but she didn’t want it. Big Ron didn’t have a choice. She was acting crazy everywhere she went, especially at clubs.”

“Damn, why didn’t I know about this? Every time I call her, I get her voice mail.”

“She hasn’t been answering her phone since it happened. Big Ron told her she had to get out of the house.”

“That wasn’t her house?” Cooley put her hand on her head. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

Sahara shook her head. “No, it belongs to the company. That’s why you are able to still stay there. No one has seen her since the incident happened.”

“Man, I wish someone would have called me. I would have tried something. I feel so bad. I wouldn’t be here today if it wasn’t for Sonic.”

“Cooley, there was nothing anyone could do. She didn’t want help. I think she actually moved from blow to—”

“Don’t tell me that.” Cooley pulled her iPhone out and texted Sonic’s phone. “I’m sending her a text. I hope she will respond. Damn! I can’t believe this.”

“Well, hopefully she will text you back, but don’t count on it. One thing I learned about Sonic is that when she doesn’t want to be found she won’t be.”

Sahara looked over at Cooley. Cooley’s eyes were tight. Sahara stared at the large scar on Cooley’s cheek. “Cool, I don’t know if you want to talk about it, but”—She ran her finger across Cooley’s jaw.

“Don’t.” Cooley jerked her face away. “I ... I don’t really want to talk about it.”

“OK, OK, I just—”

“Just nothing. I don’t want to talk about it.” Cooley took a deep breath, realizing she was snapping on Sahara for no reason.”

Sahara glanced at Cooley. “Cool, you are supposed to be a whole lot happier right now. You are about to start an amazing career. I know we should go out tonight and celebrate, party like rock stars.”

“I’m so not in a party mood.” Cooley rested her head on the window. Sahara made her remember her scar. She didn’t want to be seen looking the way she did.

“Oh my God, I’m gonna need you to snap out of this funk. You are about to see a really big artist. You should be excited, not moping over something that isn’t that serious.”

“How can you say it’s not that serious? Look at me. I look—”

“You still look just as sexy as you did the first time I saw you.” Sahara smiled. “I kinda like it actually. Gives you a little hardness. Sexy.” Sahara winked.

Cooley couldn’t help but smirk. She had to give it to Sahara. She knew what to say to make her feel better, even if she was lying.

“Wait ... how do you know so much about my job anyway? I thought all you were doing were a few videos.”

Sahara smiled. “Well, I got another job now in the company.”

Cooley’s eyes widened. “Really, and that is?”

“You ask too many questions. You will find out real soon, trust me.”

“OK sneaky ass. I can’t wait to find out.”

Cooley looked out the window at all the big houses. She looked over at Sahara’s beautiful face. Cooley wondered if this time it would be right. She put her hand on top of Sahara’s hand. “Did I tell you that I’m really glad you picked me up?”

“No, but I’m glad to hear it.” Sahara licked her lips.

Cooley felt her nature rising.

“Man, I am not in Memphis anymore.” Cooley looked out the window. She knew her life was changing. She looked over at Sahara. For the first time in a while she felt like her old self.
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