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CHAPTER ONE

	Asia sat upright in her seat and took in her surroundings. She knew that she was taking a big chance on catching the train with two ounces of coke on her, but she had no choice. She had to take chances like this if she didn’t want to continue living life on the brink of poverty. Especially when she was raising two children on her own.Asia was a very beautiful brown skin chocolate drop. When men saw her, their hearts automatically melted. She was twenty-two, 5’7 and her body was that of a black goddess. A lot of the people in the hood she lived in talked bad about her.The fact that Asia has two different baby fathers was a big reason why they gossiped. Her mother Janice, helped Asia out as much as she could, while she still held a grudge because of her daughter’s choice in men.

	“Ticket please?” the conductor said to Asia as he stood before her in a no nonsense manner.

	It was then that Asia realized she didn’t have her ticket in her hand. She’d bought it with her last $10. “Damn! I can’t find that shit nowhere,” Asia exclaimed as she searched her pockets and her surroundings.

	The conductor was at the end of a long strenuous day and he’d had enough of everything. “Well, you either gonna come up with $10 or you’re getting off at the next stop!” the rude elder black man spat.

	Asia’s heart filled with worry. She was dead broke and she damn sure didn’t want the police getting involved. She could just imagine what would happen to her kids if she got busted for some coke. “Sir, I just had my damn ticket in my hand, and I must’ve dropped it or something,” Asia explained, still searching.

	“I know you got ten damn dollars,” the conductor replied, smiling a bit. “As pretty as your ass is, you must got a pocket full of money.”

	“I got the ten dollars for her,” the gentlemen in the seat just behind Asia informed the conductor.

	Asia looked behind her. “Excuse me?”

	“I said, I got the ten dollars. You shouldn’t be talking to the young lady like that anyway, old man!” the gentleman said to the conductor, totally ignoring the black beauty before him, while handing over the ten dollars. 

	Asia’s hand was at her heart. “Wait a damn minute! I didn’t ask you to pay for my ticket.”

	He smiled at Asia but the stare he gave to the conductor was grim. “I know you didn’t ask me. It’s just hard to sit back and watch certain shit. Especially, when someone is being so rude.”

	The conductor rudely finished the transaction and went on about his business. After Asia sat back down,she was still searching of her ticket becauseshe didn’t know this man from a hole in the wall so she didn’t know what his true intentions were. Finally, she just gave up on looking for the ticket. “Look, give me your number or something so I can get you back your ten dollars,” Asia implied.

	He laughed. “Come, on. It’s only ten bucks.”

	Now Asia laughed. “Ten bucks? Who the fuck calls ten dollars, ten bucks?” she sniffled. “Where the fuck are you from anyway?”

	The gentleman looked around at the people who were in their surroundings, embarrassed by Asia’s vulgarity. “I’m from Flagstaff,” he whispered.

	“Flagstaff? Where the fuck is Flagstaff?” Asia chuckled as she began checking the man out. He didn’t look too bad. He was dressed up in a nice suit and she saw that he was well manicured, something she liked in a man. But he did have a fucked up situation that was supposed to be an afro on his head.If he wasn’t sitting there before her, Asia would’ve thought she was talking to a white man.

	His eyes looked frightened. “Can you please stop with the cursing? There’s people looking at us.”

	Asia took in her surroundings and anyone who had been ear hustling, quickly turned away from the conversation. “I don’t care about these nosy ass people,” Asia said for all to hear.

	The gentleman leaned forward. “You’re too beautiful to be cursing like that in public. From the looks of you I would have thought better.”

	Asia laughed. “Better what?”

	At aloss for words, he hunched his shoulders. “Better than nothing. Maybe I used the wrong word. I’m basically telling you that you’re too pretty of a woman to be out in the streets cursing in front of all these people. Most of them are elderly.”

	Asia gave the dude a weird look. “I hope you aren’t one of those bugged out motherfuckers!”

	The gentleman laughed and sat back in his seat. “Never that. I just think our people should represent themselves better than we do. Like I said before, it’s hard to just sit back and watch certain shit.”

	Asia was really checking the dude out now. He had a nice brown skin tone; his skin was blemish free. Not like many of the niggas in the hood faces were. Hood niggas ran the streets so much, that keeping an even skin tone was one of the last things on their minds.He looked to be tall, maybe about six feet. And he must have worked out or something, because he seemed to fill out the suit he was wearing perfectly. And his teeth… His teeth were all even and pure white.

	“Where did you say you were from?” Asia inquired again, but this time she was calmer and a bit more polite.

	“Flagstaff. Flagstaff, Arizona.”

	Asia was taken aback. “Arizona? They got black people in Arizona?”

	He laughed. “They have black people everywhere.”

	“That’s probably true, but black people aren’t wanted everywhere.”

	He thought about what Asia had just said. “I think a person of any color will be accepted anywhere as long as they carry themselves in an appropriate manner.”

	Asia was going to comment further, but there were other things about the man that she wanted to know. “What’s your name?” Asia asked as she suppressed a laugh. A black man from Arizona had to have a weird name.

	“Anthony.”

	Asia seemed to be in thought and then she gave a bit of a nod of approval. “With you being a black guy from Arizona, I thought you were going to have a fucked up white boy name.” she giggled.

	Anthony seemed a bit offended, but he allowed it to slide. “What’s your name?”

	She smiled with pride. “Asia.”

	Anthony smiled, taking in all of Asia’s natural beauty that seemed to be dominating the atmosphere. “I like that. It fits you perfectly.” 

	Asia smiled about the compliment. “So, what brings you to New York?”

	The question seemed to brighten Anthony’s spirit. “I was lucky to have landed a job in the same area where my mother resides. See, my father passed away two months ago, and I know my mother needs me right now.”

	“I’m sorry for your loss. You must be a good man to stop everything you were doing and come take care of your moms. That’s real.”

	“Mother,” Anthony corrected Asia. “But thanks.”

	Asia gave Anthony a funny look; a look that was both mocking and sexy at the same time. “Look! I don’t know how they talk in Arizona, but over here! Your mother is your damn “moms,”okay?” Asia replied with a wink and a few cackles.

	Anthony threw his hands up in surrender. “Okay, I got you, I got you,”he chuckled. 

	At first, he hadn’t paid any attention to Asia’s physical appearance. But now,Anthony took in the beautiful young woman before him. He was instantly attracted to her. His heart actually rumbled as he looked into Asia’s light brown, exotic looking eyes. They were a bit chinky, and their color was rare. Her hair was so jet black, that many would have wondered if she’d made it that way. But Anthony could tell she hadn’t. Asia was just so pretty that his heart begged him for her.

	“Why are you staring at me like that?” Asia inquired with a puzzled expression.

	Anthony shook himself out of the trance that had suddenly overcome him. His smile was sheepish. “Was I staring?”

	Asia leaned forward and gave a twist of her neck as she spoke. “Yes you was, and you sitting here talking about somebody being rude.”

	“I apologize for the staring. I couldn’t help it.”

	“So, you are one of those bugged out motherfuckers, huh?” Asia giggled as she checked the text message that had just come in.

	“No. it’s your eyes. Your eyes make me want to look into them forever.”

	Asia waved Anthony off. “Boy, stop playing with me,” she said as her lips was holding a hint of a smile, as she returned the text that had come from her mother. Janice was tight because Asia had given her mother $20 to watch the boys, while Asia supposedly went out to do job interviews. That was over six hours ago. Asia had already knew the time frame where she would be gone.But how else could she get her mother to watch the boys, while she went to the city to pick up the two ounces that would eventually get her and the boy’s life on track. She had to lie to her mother. Her text promised that she would be there within an hour. Asia also made a silent promise to herself, that she would give her mother an extra $20 as soon as she dealt with her first customer.

	WhileAsia’s full attention was on the phone, Anthony slid his wedding band from his finger, and quickly slipped it into a pocket. “So, when are you going to give me back my $10?” Anthony flirted.

	Asia stopped her texting and eyed Anthony over the rim of her phone. “You serious?” even before Anthony could reply, Asia added more. “Because if you are, I can give you back your funky ten dollars tomorrow.”

	Anthony waved Asia off. “I was only joking. I probably would have done that for anybody. Well, not just anybody.”

	“Oh? Like a damsel in distress?”

	“Exactly!” Anthony chuckled. It felt good having a conversation with Asia. Her aura drew one to her.

	“So, where you headed?” Asia inquired.

	Anthony smiled before he replied. “Pleasant Valley.”

	Asia looked at Anthony real weird like. “Pleasant Valley, Pleasant Valley?”

	“Yeah. Why did you say it like that?” Anthony chuckled aloud.

	“That’s the sticks for real! People be saying Poughkeepsie is country. Pleasant Valley is the real country!” Asia laughed.

	“I’m not from there. I told you about my mother, remember?” Anthony giggled, really enjoying himself. He looked at Asia’s lips and they seemed succulent and perky. They made you want to just reach out and kiss them. It took everything within Anthony’s being not to reach out and kiss them. He quickly adverted his eyes away from them.

	“Oh, that’s right. You’re a momma’s boy!” Asia joked.

	“What’s up with you and these momma jokes?”

	“Ooh, listen to you, country boy!” Asia laughed. “Trying to sound like us New York folks already.”

	“No. look at you,” Anthony said as he leaned forward and got serious. “I think we got off on the wrong foot,” he whispered in a tone of voice that only he and Asia could hear.

	The ride from Grand Central Station to Poughkeepsie was approximately two hours and within that time, the two had a ‘what you need to know’ conversation. They laughed, joked, and even argued a bit. When the train was stopping in Poughkeepsie, they were just exchanging phone numbers.

	Asia was in a good mood as she walked out of the busy Poughkeepsie train station. She was in search of a taxi, because there was no way she was walking the six blocks to her mother’s house, which was located on Thompson Street. She spotted one of the many Jamaican taxi’s that littered the parking lot and headed to the first one. She didn’t have fare, but she figured she would either work out a deal with the driver or he wouldn’t get paid at all. Maybe she could borrow the money from Janice? Asia knew that prospect may be impossible, being that Janice was probably mad at Asia already, for leaving the boys on her the way she did.

	“Where you headed?” the fat Jamaican man asked in his thick accent.

	Janice actually lived at 162 Thompson Street, but there was no way Asia was giving the man the exact address. “150 Thompson Street.”

	The driver turned the taxi around and headed to his passengers destination. As the taxi neared Thompson Street, Asia still hadn’t come up with a story to tell the driver. She had no choice, she had to call her mother and beg for the fare.

	Janice answered the phone in an angry manner. “I want to know what job interview takes eight damn hours.”

	“Mom, I’ll explain what happened when I get there.”

	“Well, where are you now? I’m tired of you leaving these bad ass boys here with me while you run the damn streets! I’ll be glad when you get out of my house, so I can have my place to myself again!” Janice ranted.

	“I’ll be there in a second, and don’t worry I’m going to get out of your house,” Asia replied in a sarcastic manner. As she spoke, she squeezed the lump of drugs that were hidden in the front of her panties. The package was very uncomfortable, but Asia knew that this was the safest way to transport the narcotics she possessed. All she could think about was the amount money she would make off the few ounces. It would definitely be enough to get her and the boys their own apartment.

	“Don’t you go getting mad at me! If you leave those no good niggas alone, you would still have your own place!” Janice barked.

	Asia ignored her mother’s harsh statement. “Mom, I need for you to pay for my taxi. I’ll pay you back in a few hours, I promise. Plus, I’ll give you something for watching the boys.”

	“You’ve got to be mad! You stick me with the kids, and now you want to borrow money too? What kind of men are you messing with? Seems like you always pick the broke ones! Fuck good sex! Sex don’t pay bills!”

	Asia bit her lip in anger. “I wasn’t with no man! I was out taking care of some business.”

	“Well, I don’t know what business you tended to and you coming home broke? Boy, you kids today is mixed up. All y’all want to do is smoke them stinking refers and blast that damn crazy music. Y’all need to start taking better care of yourself and stop using people all your lives!” Janice went on.

	Asia noticed that the taxi had stopped in front of 150 Thompson.“Are you gonna pay for the taxi, Mommy? I’m right outside the house.”

	Janice seemed to be in a debate with herself. “Come and get it,” she finally answered.

	 


CHAPTER TWO

	As Anthony was headed to his mother’s home located in Pleasant Valley, he couldn’t get Asia out of his mind. An image of her beautiful face had planted itself in the foremost corners of his mind, and it wouldn’t leave his imagination alone. Even though he had the system in his late model BMW X5 at a moderate volume, he could still hear Asia’s melody of a voice clearly in his head. He could see those lips of hers and when he did, his mouth watered as he thought about kissing those perky and robust lips. A warmth filled his loins as Anthony thought about the hug Asia had rewarded him with in her departure.

	At once, he wondered if Asia was currently involved with anyone. They hadn’t gotten that deep in conversing. Then Anthony realized that he shouldn’t be thinking about Asia in the first place when he had his wife Debbie, and his twin six year old daughters at home in Arizona; who were packing up to move to New York. But he just couldn’t stop thinking about Asia. His mind wouldn’t allow it. As he drove, he checked his phone to see the secret name he’d stored Asia’s number under. Robert. Debbie wouldn’t think anything of nothing if she ran across the contact. He would just say that Robert was a new friend, and he knew Debbie would think nothing more of it. Anthony wondered if he would ever call Asia’s number again, and just as soon as he was questioning himself, he already knew that he would. He couldn’t live with himself if he didn’t at least look into Asia’s captivating and wonderful eyes again. He didn’t know what would be his reason for phoning, but he was sure he could come up with an excuse. She said that she did hair. Anthony smiled openly, when he thought about the way Asia teased him about his fro, and he laughed aloud when he thought about the things she’d said about his country accent. Maybe he could call Asia and make a hair appointment? His heart rumbled at even the thought of her name. When he pulled into his mother’s yard and was walking up the steps, he didn’t know who he wanted to call first. Debbie or Asia? Anthony checked the time on his phone and saw that it was 9:43pm. He wondered if his mother was asleep. When he’d spoken to her a few hours ago, she was declaring tiredness and saying that she was showering and turning in early. She told Anthony that he knew where the key was, so if she wasn’t awake when he arrived, he could just let himself in.

	When Anthony entered the house, he saw that his mother had turned the lights down, and everything about the home seemed to be in sleep mode. Anthony hadn’t been to his parents’ home in years, but he still knew the place by heart. The first thing he did was tip toe towards his mother’s bedroom. When he peeked in, he found his mother sound asleep. He quietly closed the door, and headed to his old bedroom, which was now the guest room. Anthony pulled off his outer gear but even before he could protest his own actions, his fingers were dialing Asia’s digits. He already knew the number by heart.

	Asia answered almost immediately. “Now, how did I know you were going to call me tonight?” Asia said in happy spirits.

	Anthony suddenly wished he hadn’t called. “Did I call at a bad time?” he inquired with a voice laced with worry.

	Asia’s voice was cheery and energetic. “Believe me, if it was the wrong time, a bitch like me won’t even answer the phone.”

	“Wow! Don’t do that.”

	“Don’t do what?”

	“Don’t refer to yourself as a bitch.”

	Asia laughed and the vibrations from her laugh rumbled within Anthony’s soul and made him want to hold onto the feeling that he was feeling, forever and ever. “Look! Please don’t be calling me with that preaching shit. I get enough of that from my mother.”

	“Oh, that’s right. You live at home with your moms.”

	“Yeah, and like I told you. It’s only temporary. I’m about to make some real power moves to get my own place,” Asia replied with a bit of sarcasm.

	Anthony chuckled at the hint of Asia having the beginning of an attitude. He took that as a sign to change the subject. “I called you to set up that hair appointment.”

	Asia wasn’t stupid. She knew Anthony had more intentions than just wanting his hair braided. Especially, when Anthony didn’t seem like a guy who usually gets his hair braided in the first place. Anthony was clean cut and well-manicured. Braids would probably look ridiculous on him. In fact, Asia doubted Anthony ever had his hair braided. “Who do you usually get to do your hair?” Asia quizzed, anxious to hear Anthony’s bogus reply.

	Anthony was definitely stuck on stupid. He realized Asia probably saw right through his little scheme and now she was enjoying a little game with him. “Well, actually, I haven’t had my hair in braids in a long while. When you said you were in the hair business, it brought back memories-,” Anthony babbled.

	“Yeah, yeah,” Asia cut in. “I doubt you ever had your hair braided once in your whole entire life.”

	“See, now you’re wrong. What black man in today’s society doesn’t get his hair braided every now and then?”

	“A black man in Flagstaff, Arizona,” Asia exclaimed, bursting with laughter.

	Anthony couldn’t help but join in with the laughter. As he did so, he realized how sexy Asia’s laugh was. It made him wonder what
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