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PROLOGUE

I knew it wouldn’t be long until I was back on top. It ain’t no way they could hold a gangster bitch like me down! I’ve played every position there is, from hood rich to a stripping chick, and all in the name of the game. It’s taken all I’ve had—sex, blood, and tears—but I’m finally back on my throne where the queen belongs.

Since I’ve moved to Atlanta, I’ve come into contact with a new breed of niggas and have even managed to cop myself one—an entertainer. And it wouldn’t be worth speaking on if I wasn’t indulging in all the benefits that come along with it. Not even Vegas—God rest his soul—could set me up like this dude has. The long-overdue extravagance that I’m being showered with is the treatment a true diva like me deserves. So to all those chicks back in VA, they can just look for me on Cribs and choke to death on their throw-up, ’cause I know they gonna be sick at the thought of me shitting on ’em!

The hundred grand I bucked Snake for was well worth it. He should have slept with both eyes open because, thanks to that money, I was able to get the clothes, crib, and attitude necessary to pull a true Atlanta baller. Unlike the small-time dealers in VA, Atlanta niggas do it real big! The CLK has been replaced with the CLS; gold fronts with iced-out grills; condos with million-dollar, high-rise penthouses. And the sexiest thing of all—Northern slang has been replaced with country grammar. Shit! Atlanta is definitely on a different level.

With that, and dough on my mind, I went to ATL in full effect, ready to grab the first thing balling. Big, tall, fat, or small, I wasn’t discriminating, as long as his pockets were deep and his safe even deeper!

It didn’t take long for me to peep out the competition and catch on to the game the chicks ran in the A. Just like the bitch we all hate, Super Head, the video chicken, or whatever they calling her these days, the shit is real! Chicks make it their business to get at these dudes and take them for a ride.

Off the top, I knew I had to come at the fellas from a different angle, so I took it back to the basics. No one in Atlanta knew my past, or anything about me, for that matter, so I could easily portray whatever image I wanted. I decided it was time to challenge myself, taking on a role that wasn’t anything near the real me. So I decided to stun the academy with my Oscar-worthy performance of that of a good girl. What guy doesn’t love the girl next door?.

No longer A Gangster’s Girl, no longer Married to the Game, now it’s Miss Prissy, bitches! But don’t get it twisted and get caught up in the role I play, and take me for a stupid chick and try to fuck me . . . ’cause I could easily switch that shit up and make it The Return of a Gangster’s Girl!




CHAPTER 1

Ceazia

“I’m bbbbbbaaaaacccckkkkk!”

With my mind on the prize, once I made my smooth landing in Atlanta, GA, it didn’t take long for me to find my prey and hunt him down. This Georgia peach was preserved all the way from VA, and my juices were 100% concentrate!

In all honesty, I don’t know if I actually hunted down my prey or if he carelessly just stumbled into my trap. Nonetheless, I ran into one of the hottest rappers on the charts, Parlay—Jason Williams to his family and the government.

It was barely even a month after I had settled down in my nice little condo in the Peachtree area, that I met Parlay the night of his album release party at Visions nightclub. All that Saturday morning and afternoon I groomed myself like the finest pedigree bitch I was. I hit one of the beauty shops, where I had my hair flat-ironed so straight that it made Pocahontas’ hair look like Buckwheat’s. The Koreans hooked my French manicure and pedicure up so tight that a bitch almost changed her name to Paris. The crimson pantsuit that I picked up at an upscale, second-hand boutique had been made for each curve on my body.

I know what you’re thinking—A second-hand shop?

I know. I even surprised myself, but when I saw it hanging in the window, I knew this particular garment would receive justice the second time around. I was just fortunate enough that the first bitch came to her senses and realized that she had to give it up and allow its rightful owner to stake her claim.

I set the standard when I walked up into the club with the perfect pumps; rhinestones embedded in the ankle strap. One would have thought that I was the guest of honor, the way heads turned when I arrived at the event.

Folks automatically pegged me for being Parlay’s girl, assuming, I guess, that someone of his caliber wouldn’t be caught dead with anything but the shiniest trophy on the shelf.

It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out where the man of the hour was. All I had to do was follow the trail of hair weave, silicon, and clear stiletto shoes; the groupies’ calling card.

I positioned myself where I didn’t necessarily have a clear view of him, but that wasn’t what was important. With my back to him and his entourage, I ordered a drink from the bar. After receiving my drink, I slowly turned around on my stool. Looking down at my drink, I innocently, yet seductively, took a sip from the straw. I then slowly looked up, and just like I thought, his eyes were fixated on me.

Upon first glance, I knew I had him. It was something about the way he looked at me with those deepset brown eyes that let me know what was up in a matter of seconds. Who cares if he did have his woman on his arm, and a few groupies to boot?

Instantly, I threw a seductive stare back. Once I hypnotized him with these panther eyes of mine, it was “game over.” I knew at that moment Parlay would be mine to keep.

I took the black, long-strapped evening bag off my shoulder and pulled out Parlay’s latest CD, which I had picked up at the record store after getting my hair done.

I took one more sip of my drink and then sat it back down on the bar before heading his way.

With my signature strut, the crowd seemed to disperse for me until I was situated in front of the table where Parlay was.

“Excuse me, Mr. Parlay?” I bat my eyes. “Could you autograph my CD for me, please?” I slid him the CD across the table and pulled a black Sharpie out of my purse.

His eyes said, “For you, baby, anything.” He stuck his hand out and took the pen.

While he removed the cover label and began writing, I pushed the mute button on the tired-ass game the lames in his crew were trying to spit at me.

Parlay handed me my CD back.

“Thank you.”

“Anytime.”

I turned to walk away. Hell, that’s all he could say. My ass had a tendency to make niggas speechless.

I made my way through the crowd.

“Hey,” I heard him call.

I turned around.

Parlay held up my Sharpie. “You forgot your pen.”

He reminded me of an old boyfriend who is all too thrilled, when he finds that the chick that just dropped his ass, left something of hers in his apartment—he can’t wait to call her to tell her to come pick it up so that he can see her one more time, in hopes of having some break-up finale sex.

“That’s all right. You keep it. You never know who else might want your autograph too.” I winked and then I stepped.

As I exited the club I looked down at the CD Parlay had signed. I couldn’t keep the smile secured behind my pouty lips, as it stretched across my face. I had to pat myself on the back for that one. In record time, I had done what all those hoes would spend all night trying to do—I had gotten Parlay to personalize my CD with both his autograph and cell phone number.






Becoming a Georgia peach took a little changing, but once I realized exactly what advantages those changes had, I was fully willing. I guess the shortage of straight men and excess of strip clubs had turned all the girls bisexual, so being slightly straight made me a part of the minority. Luckily, I was a freak in the bed and willing to explore just about anything for the love of money; otherwise, I may have ended up with the short end of the stick.

I learned that many men in Atlanta assumed bisexuality to be just simply part of life. The ones I came across seemed quite disappointed to hear that I didn’t get down like that. So when it came to Parlay, I took no chances. When he expressed his fantasy to me of having another chick join us in bed, I quickly delivered.

Parlay’s birthday, June 15th, was right around the corner, and I couldn’t think of a more perfect gift.

Of course, I lied and I told him that it would be a first for me, but I assured him he wouldn’t be disappointed. Banking on the one experience I had in Cancun, along with instructions from a wide collection of lesbo porno to make me a pro, I planned to deliver Parlay a threesome he would never forget!






I scouted Atlanta for the hottest chicks the city had to offer, from The Gentlemen’s Club to Magic City. And I must say, I was pretty impressed when I finally found her. Diamond was her name, and she was flawless in every aspect. Not only was she attractive on the outside, she was just as beautiful inside. She stood five feet, eight inches, and had a small waist. Her skin was a cocoa-brown with red undertones. I loved her jet-black hair, which had deep waves all the way down her back. And it didn’t hurt that she had a perfect white smile to add to her sex appeal.

Diamond, like most of the perspective candidates I had in mind, was a dancer too, but not the same type as the other girls. A creative art graduate from Georgia State University, she spent her days working at her very own dance school created for the city youth. And to top it all off, she was a Scorpio just like me, sharing the same sexual appetite, along with many other things. It just doesn’t get any better. There was not one bad thing any man or woman could say about that gorgeous little Indian girl.

I met Diamond unexpectedly. Although I was searching for the perfect woman to bring home to Parlay, Diamond just fell in my lap, literally. I was on one of my weekly shopping sprees at my favorite stores, Neiman Marcus, in Lenox Mall. As I sat trying on a pair of snakeskin Versace sandals, I noticed a young lady staring from afar.

At first, I thought to myself, What the fuck is this chick staring at? But the more I observed, the more I realized what was going on.

Like I said before—it’s all in the eyes. And her eyes were saying, “I want you.”

I smiled and turned my attention back toward the several pair of shoes I had in front of me.

Seemingly starving for attention, the young lady came over. “Those shoes really look nice on you.” She stood over me.

“Thanks,” I said, rather short.

Diamond was determined to force a conversation out of me. “Wow! That heel is high. I don’t think I could even walk in those.”

“Oh, it’s not hard at all. It’s only a three-and-a-half-inch heel.” I looked down at the shoe and then slid it off my foot, as though I was Cinderella with the glass slipper. “Here”—I handed her the sandals—“Why don’t you try it?”

She sat down in the chair next to me and placed the shoes on her feet. “Perfect fit.”

She stood up and took a couple of steps then stumbled and fell directly into my lap. “Told ya!” she laughed hysterically.

While still sitting on my lap, she continued to chat. “My name is Diamond. And you are?” She extended her hand.

“I’m Ceazia. It’s nice to meet you, Diamond.” I gave her a small shove as an indication to get off my lap.

“Oh, I was so comfortable here.” She stood up and removed the shoes from her feet. “I almost forgot we were in a department store.” Diamond gave me the same seductive stare as before, as she handed me the shoes.

That was enough confirmation for me. From there I knew she would be the perfect candidate to take home to Parlay.

I watched the shoes dangle in front of me before I took them from her hand and placed them back in the box. “Well, Diamond, it was nice chatting with you,” I said, gathering the shoes I wanted to purchase. I then walked away.

“You all set, ma’am?” the salesman who had gotten all the shoes for me asked.

I nodded and proceeded to follow him to the register.

Diamond walked behind, fishing in her purse for something. Just as I made it to the register, she handed me a business card.

I looked down at it—ATLANTA BEAUTIES, INC. Although I wasn’t familiar with that company, from looking at Diamond, I just assumed she was some sort of model.

“Can’t wait to hear from you,” Diamond said with confidence, before walking off.

Like a dude, I found myself watching her hips sway back and forth, butt bouncing with every step. I just shook my head and proceeded to check out at the register, knowing damn well that she had every reason to be as confident as she was, because I had every intention on ringing her phone.






“May I speak to Diamond?” I spoke through the phone receiver.

“Speaking.”

“Hi, Diamond. This is Ce—”

“Yes, Ceazia.” She cut me off, letting me know that she knew exactly who I was.

I was impressed, but didn’t let on. “How are you today?”

“Better now,” Diamond said.

I could hear her smile over the phone. “Same here.”

I decided to go ahead and play along. “So, Diamond, I have a little bit of running around I have to do today and I was just wondering . . .”

“I’d love to—Is two o’clock fine?”

I took the phone away from my ear and just stared at it. Can you believe this bitch? She thought she really did have me pegged. I chuckled and put the phone back to my ear.

We agreed to meet for lunch at two o’clock that afternoon.

I arrived at the restaurant at two o’clock sharp to find an even more prompt Diamond already seated and sipping on an iced tea.

After our pleasantries, I quizzed her on a few things, just to see where her head was. I wasn’t trying to bring just any old chick into my man’s home.

I was impressed to learn she was a creative arts graduate from Georgia State University and spent a lot of time conducting free dance classes at the local youth centers. Her goal was to eventually open a dance studio of her own.

I shared a thing or two about myself; the “good girl” side anyway. I mentioned my relationship with Parlay. Cluing her in on the fact that I wasn’t straight lesbo didn’t seem to deter her interest in me, at least not enough not to land me a second lunch date.

After a few more meetings with Diamond, I was pleased, and convinced that she was the one. Although a tender twenty-one, Diamond seemed to have a lot going for her, enough where it wouldn’t be in her complete best interest to go run and tell of her personal escapades with a well-known celebrity.

Whether it was lunch, a movie, dinner, or just hanging out at her place, I was more and more impressed at each of our meetings.

Finally, as we sat on the couch in my condo, the time came for me to proposition her.

From the photo albums I had flipped through while at her place, I figured she wasn’t a stranger to the dick because I had seen her hugged up with a guy or two, but to my surprise, her response to my proposition was just the opposite of what I had expected.

“Look, Ceazia,” Diamond said, placing her hand on top of mine, “I really like you. And I love a girl who is into pleasing her mate. But the thing is, I really like you, not your mate. I’m sure Parlay is a really nice lay—and it’s not that I’m trying to be with you on the side or anything—but if I am going to be with you, I don’t want any added interruptions.”

She stroked my hair and leaned in closer, going for the kiss.

Fuck. I had to think quick on my feet to not allow her to flip the script on something that was my production.

As her soft lips touched mine, I sat there waiting for her next move, which was that of her tongue separating my lips.

I pulled back shyly. “Diamond,” I whispered.

“You okay?”

I could hear the concern in her voice.

“Yes, it’s just that . . .” I paused for theatrics. “I—”

“Shhh.” She placed her index finger on my lips. “You don’t have to say it; I can see it in your eyes. You’ve never been with a woman before, Ceazia, have you?”

I didn’t mind allowing her to feel like the elder in the relationship, as long as in the end I got what I wanted. I slowly lowered my head, as if embarrassed by my lack of experience.

“I’m sorry if I led you to believe that. It’s just that when I saw you, I was so intrigued by you. I had never felt that way before about a . . .”

“A girl,” Diamond answered for me.

“No, a woman.”

On that note, I know her pussy got wet. I continued, while I had her juices good and flowing. “I guess me asking you to be with me and my boyfriend is because I was just scared to be with you alone. I mean, I’m older than you and everything. I didn’t want to disappoint you, and I figured, if I froze up or anything, I could use Parlay to run interference.”

Bitches weren’t any different than men, when it all came down to it—Allow them to feel dominant in the relationship, provide that “needy” factor, and they are putty in the palm of your hands.

After hearing me out and then taking a minute to allow my words to sink in, Diamond finally spoke. “I hear what you’re saying, but I really want it to be all about you—just me and you.”

“I really want to be with you too, but I would just feel much more comfortable if we did a threesome. I know I’m being selfish, but at the same time, I wouldn’t feel as though I’m cheating on Parlay.”

If it wasn’t for the fact that I needed to continue to look appealing in Diamond’s eyes, I would have let the tear that welled up in my eye to fall. But no way was I going to fuck up the perfection of my eyeliner that highlighted my eyes and end up looking like Tammy Faye Baker. My eyes spoke more than my mouth ever could.

Diamond sighed. “I want you to be comfortable. And I guess we could look at this as sort of a tester; we each get to sample before we sit down to a full-course meal with each other.”

I could have been opening up a can of worms, but what the hell, I was into this role way too deep.

“But what if you don’t like the sample, and I never get a full taste of you?” I licked my lips.

“Don’t worry, that’s not going to happen. I just want to make you happy.”

“Well, I’m glad you’re into making me happy, but what would really be pleasing to me is seeing Parlay sex you from behind while your head is buried in my lap.”

“But I really wanted it to be all about you,” Diamond whined. “I want to please you.”

“Well, you make sure I’m pleased, baby girl,” I said, allowing a little bit of my feistiness to find its way out, “and I’ll gladly return the favor.”

The grin on her face told me I had sung music to her ears. “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear, baby. You won’t be disappointed.”

Easily manipulated, Diamond agreed to the threesome with Parlay, with the misconception that eventually it would be all about me and her. Little did she know, I was willing to go to the highest extremes, from a grand stack to jewels, if necessary; there was no limit when it came to pleasing my man.




CHAPTER 2

Danielle

“Playing the game my way”

Another day, another dick, I thought to myself as I brushed my teeth and watched Dario through the bathroom mirror. He lay on the bed like a lump on a log.

Sex with him was never a thrill, but it kept my position as next candidate for partnership with the law firm secure. For each day I had to relive this tortuous act with Dario, I added another kick to Ceazia’s ass. She was the reason why I was in this predicament in the first place. And little did she know, the day I got the chance, I was gonna make sure she relived every miserable moment I had to deal with since Snake’s death.

After Snake’s death, a life of hell would have been a step-up for me. But knowing that everything happens for a reason, that dominos fall in line in order to lay that last one flat, and every dot connects in order to make a vivid picture, the series of devastation I endured was supposed to land me in the town I was in today, leaving crab-ass Virginia behind.

Once relocating to the ATL, I landed a job with one of Atlanta’s biggest law firms: Johnson, Smith, Davis and Williams. And after getting this job by any means, and I do mean any, as in “whatever it took,” I needed to be the next partner.

The one way to secure that position—lock one of the senior partners, Dario Duncan, between my legs.

Fat, black, and ashy, and topped off with a small penis, Dario had nothing to give me even the slightest thrill! But one thing I’d learned from the drama with Snake was that sex secures any woman’s needs or wants, as long as it was with the right person. The one that can create results for all of your heartache and troubles—and that Dario was.

Not quite Mr. Right, but definitely Mr. Right Person. Shit, I would much rather masturbate to a DVD from my extensive porno collection than have sex with Dario, but a chick’s gotta do what a chick’s gotta do!

Wearing the her portion of the thick, white, his-and-her English cotton bathrobe set, I walked into the luxurious master bathroom, which Dario had decorated in an earth tone and stone décor. I untied the belt, opened the robe, and let it slide down my shoulders and onto the floor. I took three steps up into the completely tiled two-head shower that was the size of a walk-in closet. I walked over to the showerhead on the left side and turned the water temperature on hell. I then walked over to the showerhead on the right and did the same thing.

Steam immediately filled the space.

I stood in the middle of the shower, allowing the water shooting from both directions to assault my body, begging Calgon to take me away.

“DDDDaaaaaaarrrrriiiiiooooo,” I sang from the bathroom shower to Dario, still asleep in bed when I had gone to take a shower.

I imagined him grunting as he rolled his fat ass over, pulling the covers over his face as he did each morning after we had one of these sickening rendezvous.

My stomach turned as I thought about the sex we had the previous night. An hour of foreplay for a minute of play—The things you gotta do to stay on top.

With his small pecker, I had to do a whole lot of work. I laughed aloud as I lathered my loofa with shea butter body wash.

“Big daddddyyyyyy!” I called him again, using my sex kitten appeal to lure him from a deep sleep into my gauntlet.

I figured the sooner he woke up, the sooner he could get his Jenny Craig-dropout ass up and dressed, and I could be on my merry way. Waking up to find me gone wasn’t how Dario preferred things; me either, for that matter. I learned early that it was better that I stay and offer a formal good-bye versus that nigga calling me and whining all day how he didn’t get a chance to tell me good-bye, and how he wanted to hook back up for a more cordial farewell. YUCK! It was better to give him that small bit of comfort than to have the threat of having to fuck him any sooner than I needed to.

After I called out to him once again, Dario finally raised his naked body from the dead.

With nothing but rolls of fat on his body, not having the strength the night before to slip on anything to sleep in after falling out exhausted from the “one-hour-and-one-minute” workout, he entered the bathroom looking like a yawning hippo, wobbling his way toward the shower.

“Hey, sweetheart.” he said as he headed in the opposite direction of the shower to go use the toilet.

“Hey to you.”

After using the bathroom he washed his hands and walked over to the shower.

I leaned my head out.

He kissed me on my cheek. “What’s up?”

“Nothing, baby.” I stepped back into the shower. “I’m just taking a shower so I can get dressed and get ready to go, but I didn’t want to leave without saying good-bye.” I tried to give him a subtle hint.

He hopped in the shower without hesitation and quickly found my body that was buried in the steam. I tried to wash up as quickly as possible, because I didn’t want to take the chance of him getting a hard-on and wanting more sex. I didn’t feel my stomach could bear another episode.

Apparently I didn’t move fast enough, because just as I turned around to rinse my face, I felt a brush across my back. At first I ignored it, hoping it was just his fat stomach brushing against my back, but it didn’t take long for me to realize it was his hand.

He gently applied pressure on my back as an indication he wanted me to bend over.

Even though that was the best option—I wouldn’t have to look at this whale of a man—I just wasn’t up for it. Besides, this nigga didn’t even have a condom on, and the last thing I needed was the disgusting feeling of his nut running all up inside of me.

“No, Dario, you don’t have a condom, baby,” I said in my best baby girl voice.

“You can’t leave me like this, Danielle,” he begged.

I knew he wouldn’t give up without a fight.

I didn’t have the time or patience to go back and forth with him, so I closed my eyes and did what I had to do. I got down on my knees and gave him the blowjob of a lifetime.

I never gave them lazy-ass blowjobs that sometimes defeated the purpose of not fucking a nigga in the first place. If you don’t give it your all, he might not come and you’ll end up having to spread them legs anyway, just so that he can hurry up and get his. Now you’ve ended up sucking his dick and fucking him. So if I was gonna do that shit, then I was gonna do it right.

I took Dario by his hard limb and placed it in my mouth. I paused and allowed it to just lie on my tongue, my lips wrapped around it, allowing just the warmth of my mouth alone to stimulate him.

Slowly, I began going back and forth on him. As hard as I tried to do it Vanessa Del Rio style, I was gagging with every stroke.

Amazingly, that turned this guy on.

“Deep throat this big dick, baby,” he mumbled between groans. “That’s right—choke on this big dick.”

Little did he know, if I had to, I could swallow his little dick whole. The gags were not a reflex from a long dick, but rather a reflex from a disgusting act—I wanted to vomit the entire time.

Lucky for me, not only was he fat, disgusting, and poor in bed, he also was a “minute” man.

Two minutes later, my job was over.

I quickly washed up and jumped out the shower.

In ten minutes flat, I was dressed and out the door. I wasn’t wasting any more time. I had to get the hell away from him, before I found myself having to let him hit it from the back after all.

Once I was in my car, a nice little fully loaded Eclipse, I headed straight to the interstate. That was the quickest route away from Dario.

After a couple of miles, good and far away from his ass, I pulled out my cell phone and called up Richard, my fiancé.

“Hi, baby!” I yelled into the phone with excitement.

“What’s up, baby?” He responded with just as much enthusiasm.






I had met Richard shortly after my move to Atlanta. His lawyer just happened to be one of the senior partners of the firm I worked for. One day as I headed out for lunch, Richard was on his way in to speak with his attorney. Our eyes locked at first glance. Once I realized that I was staring at him and that he had caught me staring, I put my head down in complete embarrassment. But then I thought to myself, Hell, he’s staring at me too.

“Hey, sexy,” he asked with a nod, “what kind of trouble could a sweet-looking girl like you possibly be in where you need the services of this place?”

I smiled. “I’m not in any trouble. I usually am trouble.”

“I see,” he said with the sexiest smile ever spread across his lips. “Well, Trouble—”

“Danielle.”

“Excuse me?”

“Danielle,” I repeated. “The name is Danielle, not Trouble.”

“Ummm, Danielle.” He extended his hand. “I’m Richard, Danielle, but like I was saying, if you ever want to get into some trouble with me”—He handed me a card from the wallet he retrieved out of his pants pocket—“just holler at me.”

I took the card and headed on out to lunch. Needless to say, once I got off work, went home, took me a shower and got relaxed, I called his ass, quick fast and in a hurry. And the rest, as they say, is history. From that day forth that six feet-six, 200-pound caramel frame was mine to keep. There was no way I could walk away from that gorgeous, baby face, accented with a beautiful white smile, dimples, and black curly hair.

Richard was my baby, and I loved him to death, but he was always on the road. Because he played for the NBA, nearly six months out of the year was spent away from home, and the other six months was split 50-50, quality time with me, hangout time with the boys.

I hated being apart from him, but I knew as an NBA wife I had to learn to live with him not being home as well as deal with the boys, groupies, whores, and even the down-low athletes that I’d heard so much about.

“When am I going to see you?”

“Hopefully I can come through one day this week, baby. You miss me?”

“Yes, I do, and I want my man home with me.”

“Man, don’t start that shit, Danny. You already know how it is. Like I’ve told you before, as my wife, this is the shit you’re going to have to deal with. This is my life, so speak now or forever hold your piece. And don’t hold that shit in until the preacher asks you at the altar.”

Damn! I guess he told me.

That pretty much ended the conversation—whatever the king says, goes. Birth date July 18th, Richard was borderline Cancer and Leo, and it was times like these when the king lion roared.

I sucked it up and accepted his word. “I’m sorry, baby. Just know that I miss you. Have a good game tonight. I love you.”

“Love you too,” Richard responded, before ending the call.

I flipped the phone closed and placed it down in my purse.

Five minutes hadn’t passed before my phone rang again.

It’s Richard. He’s called to apologize for coming off like that before. I fumbled through my Marc Jacob bag, trying to get to my phone. He does manage to come to his senses every now and then.

I looked down at the caller ID, and to my disappointment it wasn’t Richard. It was Jonathan, a young man I’d met one day while sipping a frappachino at Starbucks. He was sort of the “metrosexual” type. Not really my style, but I figured his position, a buyer for Chanel, would have great benefits. So without hesitation, I put him on my team.

“Hello,” I said in a singsong voice.

My face brightened as I answered the phone. Jonathan always seemed to cheer up my day. He always said the right words and called at the right times. If only Richard had those same qualities.

“Hello, beautiful. How’s your day going?” Jonathan asked, always concerned about my well-being.

“It’s going okay. I just spoke to Richard. He upset me a little, but I’m fine now.”

I was always open with any guy on my team that’s part of the starting line-up. I made sure to let each one of them know up front about the star player that I’m on the sideline cheering for. That way, each one is aware of his position and can play it accordingly; even if it means he has to be benched momentarily.

Jonathan was especially understanding. He and I had a perfect arrangement. He was married to his wife, and I was “married to the game.” He understood the rules perfectly—no feelings, no questions, just here to please each other—physical pleasure for him and financial and material pleasures for me—Who could ask for a better arrangement?

“How about brunch?” Jonathan offered.

“‘Brunch’?” I looked at my car’s digital clock. My morning had been so hectic that I hadn’t even thought twice about eating. “Sure. Where would you like to meet?”

We decided to meet at a delicatessen in the Buckhead area of Atlanta. Since I was already en route, it took me little time to get there.

As I arrived at the restaurant a few minutes earlier than Jonathan, I decided to take a seat and check my home voice mail.

“You have three new messages,” the automated recording said.

“Hmmm, three calls,” I said to myself, anxious to know who had called me.

My eagerness soon turned to dismay after the first two messages—Only bill collectors—Ms. Stevens owes this, and Ms. Stevens owes that.

I deleted the messages as soon as I heard, “This is Mr. Smith with County Financial,” and “This is Miss So-and-So with such-and-such.”

Once I reached the third message, my finger was already set on the number three to delete the message, but when I heard the familiar raspy voice of Shawn, I nearly dropped the phone.

“What up, sexy?” His words climbed out of the receiver and right into my ear, sending a chill down my spine. “This is Shawn—you know you ain’t have to buck on me like that. I’m home and can’t wait to reclaim my money and my kitty cat. Holla at a nigga 917-222—”

My body froze in a panic as my brain raced.

What the hell is Shawn doing home? I thought he would never get out. What about Richard? What if he finds out I set him up? What if he already knows and is setting me up? What am I going to do?






Shawn was Snake’s New York drug connection. Shawn had a supplier in every aspect of the game—Jamaicans for weed, Colombians for coke, and even a few white boys for the X pills (Ecstasy).

After Snake died, Shawn and I had an arrangement. Basically, he kept me on a status that I was accustomed to, and in exchange, I kept him happy sexually. In the beginning, I felt extreme guilt and planned to renege on me and Shawn’s little agreement, but Shawn had plans of his own.

After a few weeks, he became possessive and abusive, totally violating all the rules of the arrangement. With no way out and tired of the obligation, the beatings, and being dependent upon him, I made a vow to get him, as well as that bitch, Ceazia, the true cause of all my misery.

I continued to play along with Shawn’s little game, as I executed a game of my own.

A few phone calls and a few months later, I was successful in setting Shawn up. I’d finally gotten him off my back. He was served with ten indictments, which resulted in a sentence of twenty years federal time. He went straight to jail.

With no get-out-of-jail-free card in sight, my job was finally done.

After completing my job with Shawn, my next objective was to serve Ceazia.

That Ceazia bitch had gotten away for the last time.

As soon as I had gotten word that she had fled to Atlanta after her personal murder spree, my shit was packed and I was on my way right behind her. I promised to serve her for each lick I had received, each dollar I had lost, and for each person she had killed. And that was a sentence much longer than any man behind bars had ever served.

Finally free from Shawn, I set out on a new beginning. It was time to put my law degree and parents’ high-class status to work. Without hesitation, I moved out of Virginia and into Atlanta, leaving no trail. I just had no idea that fool, Shawn, would get out and track me down.






“Sorry to keep you waiting,” Jonathan said softly in my ear, nearly scaring me half to death.

“Oh shit!” I screamed and held my chest. I thought I was going to have a massive heart attack. I didn’t think my heart could take too many more surprises.

“I’m sorry. Did I startle you?” Jonathan asked.

“No. It’s okay. I was just deep in thought and didn’t even notice you coming behind me.” I paced my breathing, trying to calm my nerves.

During the entire time at lunch, I found myself off in a daze. That message from Shawn really had my head screwed up. I mean, I swear on everything, I could hear that nigga’s voice as if he was just right over my shoulder.

“Danielle . . . Danielle . . . Danielle,” Jonathan called out to me. “Danielle,” I heard my name being called. “Danielle.” It was getting louder. “Danielle!”

I swear I thought it was Shawn calling me. It took a moment, but then the voice finally registered in my mind.

By the time I answered him, I could tell he was pretty annoyed at my inattentiveness. “I’m sorry.” I sighed and ran my hand down my forehead. “Baby, I have a lot on my mind, you know, with the big case coming up and all. One mess-up and it could ruin my chances for partner,” I lied, quickly apologizing.

I had to be careful never to get Jonathan upset. Unlike the others, I knew he would leave my ass at any time if I got out of line. And I definitely wasn’t trying to take the risk of losing his top-notch dick.

“I can tell there is something bothering you, sweetheart. If you like, I will excuse you from lunch early.”

I accepted, but agreed to make it up to him later. He knew I would do exactly that too.

He paid the waiter, walked me to my car, and kissed me good-bye. His kiss alone made my body steam with lust. Jonathan knew the effect a simple touch could have on me.

“Why don’t you come over to the condo and let me give you a nice massage?” He opened the car door for me, allowing me to slide into the driver’s seat. He knew I would never pass on such an offer.

“Okay, baby, but no sex.”

“No sex.” He winked and then headed over to his white Jaguar.

He started his car and headed out of the parking lot, with me close on his bumper.

Twenty minutes later, we arrived at his Alpharetta condo. It wasn’t where he lived; it was where we played. Jonathan rented a condo just for our secret rendezvous. Since we each had a significant other, we both had a lot to lose and couldn’t risk the chance of getting caught red-handed at some hotel.

From the jump we both agreed to never jeopardize losing our mates by getting caught having sexual acts in either of our homes. With that said, our secret lover’s pad was more than a worthy investment.

With limited time ahead of us, we wasted no time getting down to business. One glass of champagne and one body massage later, I found myself engaged in passionate sex. Too busy thrusting in and out of me like a slivering snake, Jonathan didn’t have time for any “I-told-you-so’s.” He made love to me like a chef preparing a delicacy for the Queen.

Sex was always good with Jonathan, but something about this time seemed much different. The way he caressed me and kissed me was so warming and pleasant, but yet it all seemed so unusual.

After forty-five long minutes and multiple orgasms for me, Jonathan finally reached his peak. “I love you, Danielle,” he moaned as he thrust himself deep inside me, forcing out the words through clenched teeth as he ejaculated.

Again, I found my body in a state of panic. I was lost for words. And again, I felt like I was going to have a heart attack.

Jonathan sighed with gratification and rolled off of me.

I grabbed my chest and tried to pace my breathing, without making it look too obvious.

Luckily for me, Jonathan’s phone rang. “Hello,” he answered after reaching over and grabbing his phone off of the end table. “Just a minute, sweetie,” he said to me. He got up out of the bed and walked his naked body into another room for privacy.

That was my indication that it was his wife on the phone. I could hear him lie to her as he explained to her how he was with a client.

I actually found myself getting a little jealous, the longer their conversation went on. I quickly got dressed and began to gather my things. I headed toward the door, clearing my throat just loud enough for him to hear, but not his wife on the other end of the phone.

I then walked past Jonathan, in an attempt to get his attention and rush him off the phone.

Evidently it worked, because a few moments later, he walked behind me and grabbed me around the waist. “You’re so cute when you’re jealous,” he whispered in my ear and then kissed my neck.

“Who’s jealous?” I responded sassily and headed out the door.

Jonathan rushed to throw on his boxers. I then heard him run up closely behind me, to make sure that I got to my car safely.

Once I reached the car, he gave me a small peck. “Good-bye.”

I hopped in my car and drove off, admiring his sexy frame from a distance. Sure, I played my position allowing his wife to win this time, but one thing was for sure—hearing those three special words was a definite sign that my position would soon be changing to first string! So pad up, wifey. I’m hitting hard next game!
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