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1.

On a rainy Saturday afternoon
Cassandra White met with her nephew in a diner on the west side of
Atlanta. She hadn’t expected a call from Liam, but it was nice to
know the newly minted college boy hadn’t forgotten about his dear
old aunt. Cassandra felt a sense of commitment to her nephew, in
the motherly sort of way that meant she would do just about
anything for him.

From the moment she walked into the
diner and saw him waiting for her in the booth by the window, she
knew something was wrong. Liam was usually a happy-go-lucky sort of
kid, but it was clear that the first few semesters of college had
worn him down. He looked like he lacked sleep, and more than that,
he looked nervous. What exactly did her nephew want to talk about
today?

“Hey mister,” Cassandra said sweetly,
giving Liam a hug as he stood up. “Gosh did you get taller since
the last time I saw you?” Cassandra was eternally short at five
foot three, she thought everyone was tall.

“Aunt Cassandra,” Liam said, voice
shaking. “Thanks for coming.”

They sat down opposite each other in
the booth. Outside, the rain streaked down the glass window in a
hundred tiny rivers. A car drove by out on the street and kicked up
a spray of mud onto the parking lot. Liam was fidgety. Looking at
the menu but not really reading it.

“Alright what’s up with you?”
Cassandra asked, waving off the waitress when she approached. “I
can tell something is up, Liam.”

He set down the menu but wouldn’t meet
her eyes. “I messed up, Aunt Cassandra,” he sighed. “I messed up
bad.”

“Alright, okay. Everybody messes up
sometimes. What did you do?”

Liam’s eyebrows furrowed
and his mouth became terse. Cassandra could see the debate in his
eyes, the word choice, the ‘best way to say it’. She cleared her
throat and gave him a look – continue!

“Well it’s like this,” Liam said in a
long exhale. “I’ve been studying a lot for college, you know? And
that takes some late nights, Aunt Cassandra. I’m not partying or
nothing, I swear. I just take it to stay awake and
study.”

“Take what?”

Liam cleared his throat and flicked
his eyes about the diner in a paranoid manner. Then he said:
“Cocaine.”

“You’re taking cocaine to study?”
Cassandra mused. “Come on, Liam. Don’t BS me. You’re partying at
school, aren’t you?”

“Sometimes…”

“Are you addicted? Is that why you
need help?”

“Gosh no, Aunt Cassandra!”
Liam sounded disgusted. “I just do it sometimes. With my friends…but the
thing is, I might have, sort of kind of, gotten involved with the
wrong crowd.”

Cassandra leaned back in the booth and
her face took on the mask of concern. “Do you owe money?” she
asked.

“It’s not that simple.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s not
just the cash,” Liam
sighed, digging his fingers into his eyes out of frustration. “I
mean yeah, I’m into him big time…but this guy, this
dealer…he’s a pusher man,
Aunt Cassandra. Like, he comes around and pressures me to buy the
stuff even when I don’t need it. It all started when me and my
friends were trying to score one night, no biggie, just wanted to
have some fun. But we couldn’t cop from anybody. We found this guy
through a friend of a friend, but I
was the one who went into his place to get it.
He’s a weird guy, Aunt Cassandra. Scary. Exactly what you think a
thug from Atlanta would look like. And he’s big. Bigger than me.
Really strong, too. So, when he started asking me questions, seeing
where I lived and stuff, I just kinda answered him. I was high
already, I should say. He gave me a bump of some crazy stuff and
after that it was hard for me to lie or tell him no. He found
out everything about me. And now, fuck this is hard to say – he uses it to
blackmail me into buying from him on the regular! But I don’t want
to. I want to stop…but I just have no idea how to get him to leave
me alone.”

Cassandra felt bad more
Liam. She could see how mixed up he was. She also knew that he
couldn’t go to his parents with this. He was confiding in
her. Seeking her help to
get him out of a bad mess. The only problem was, Cassandra had no
idea how she could help. If it wasn’t money he needed, then what
could Cassandra do? She was a petite, 55-year-old tv personality
that looked fifteen years younger than she actually was, and
despite being off the air for a few years now, was still quite
famous. How did any of that add up to intimidating a drug
dealer?

“What do you want me to do, honey?”
Cassandra said consolingly. “We can call the police? I won’t tell
your parents about this, I promise.”

“No, we can’t do police,” Liam said.
“I’ll get kicked out of school if anybody catches wind of me buying
coke…no, Aunt Cassandra, I need you to go talk to him.”

“Liam, what can I do? Why would he
listen to me?”

“Because you’re
you!” Liam whispered
desperately. “Everyone in Atlanta knows who you are. If you went
and spoke with him, maybe he’d realize he was getting in over his
head. That if someone from the news was showing up on his door,
he’d realize that’s not the route he wants to take. Something.
Anything!” Liam reached across the table and grabbed his auntie by
the hand. “Please, Aunt Cassandra. You’re the only person I can go
to with this.”

Cassandra sighed. She looked out the
window and saw a shallow reflection of herself staring back against
the rain splattered glass. Her hair was blonde now, not like it was
when she was on air, but her gorgeous face was still the same and
as recognizable as always. She was dressed fresh from the gym
today, tight spandex clothing, her figure quite alluring. Cassandra
wondered if she had what it took to talk down a drug dealer from
harassing her nephew.

I have to try,
she decided. For Liam.
It’s the least I can do.

“Where does he live?” Cassandra
finally broke the silence.

“In the deep hood.
Summerville.”

Cassandra shuddered. “Does he live
alone?”

“Yeah,” Liam replied. “He makes good
money. Made plenty off me, that’s for sure.”

“Look, Liam, I’ll do this.
I’ll try – so
don’t get so excited. But you have to promise me something,
alright? No more drugs. No more coke, no weed, and no
booze until you’re
twenty-one. This is your future we’re talking about here, honey. No
more playing games with it, alright?”

Liam nodded quickly and
enthusiastically. “Of course, Aunt Cassandra. Whatever you say…so,
you’ll do it then?”

“I’ll give it a try. Can you write
down the address for me?”

Later, after the bill was paid and
Liam had walked Cassandra to her car, Cassandra sat in the driver’s
seat thinking about everything her nephew had just told her. There
was an element of danger to this favor he was asking her.
Regardless of how recognizable or famous she was, Liam wanted his
aunt to go into one of the worst neighborhoods in the city and
confront a criminal. She could not take it lightly, but she could
not tell him no.

Cassandra White pulled out
of the diner parking lot and headed for home. Another question
lingered in her mind, and it was one she did not have an answer for
yet: should I tell Thomas?
Her husband was a loving man. Someone she could
really tell anything to. But he would never in a million years
allow her to waltz into Summerville and start chatting with a dope
dealer in a crack house. Thomas would squash the whole thing, and
then Liam’s parents would probably find out.

And then Cassandra would have failed
as an aunt.


2.

That same night, as she came out of
the shower wrapped in nothing but a towel, Thomas asked Cassandra
how her lunch had gone with Liam.

“Oh it was a very nice time,”
Cassandra said. “Liam is doing really well.”

“That’s good to hear.”

Thomas came into the bathroom and
admired his sexy wife. Cassandra found that he couldn’t keep his
hands off of her since switching from brunette to blonde. Even now,
as he stood gawking at her, Thomas seemed as if he might tear the
towel off her supple body at any moment.

“Keep it in your pants,” Cassandra
said, applying face cream in the mirror. “I’ve got a
headache.”

“Fine, fine,” Thomas said
disappointed. “But once you’re feeling better, I’m going to go
to town on you,
Mrs. White.”

Cassandra rolled her eyes and giggled.
Later, when they were in bed together, Cassandra remained silent
with her thoughts whirling until she finally decided on a course of
action. On a lie, and a favor. The two would be done in conjunction
with one another, and no one would get hurt, Thomas would never
know a thing, and Liam would be free of this thug that was haunting
his life.

“I’m going out tomorrow
afternoon,” Cassandra said, turning in bed to throw her arm and leg
over her husband. “Errands. Might see a movie. A
me day, if you
will.”

“I’m not invited?” Thomas smiled in
the dark.

“Wouldn’t really be
a me day then,
would it?”

“Oh sure, sure.” Thomas planted a kiss
on her forehead. “And when you get home, I’ll make us dinner. How’s
that sound?”

“Sounds perfect.”

Thomas put an arm around his wife and
hugged her close. Cassandra closed her eyes. She was committed to
her decision. It was no more than a white lie she’d just told her
husband, and there would be no harm in it. That was as deep as she
was willing to cut to help her nephew out. A lie that would
eventually be buried by time.

Now, all that remained was the
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