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Dedication

Well, this book being released on your birthday was no coincidence. I dedicate this book to you, Anastasia. I know that you will always have my back and there’s really no words to say that can thank you enough for providing me with that sense of love and relief.

Knowing that someone would do anything for you is an unexplainable feeling and I’m lucky to have a younger sister like you. I love you lil’ sis.

Happy Birthday!!!!!!

Embezzled Trust II:

Truth & Consequences

Chapter 1

Trent was literally sick as he sat in the cold cell. He felt like his insides were about to come of out his ass as he looked down at the blood all over his body and clothing. 

He’d been covered in blood many times before and it had never bothered him, but this time was different. His wife’s blood was literally on his hands. What had happened? What had he done? Was she really dead? 

He needed to know her fate right then and there but he’d have to wait God only knows how long. It had all happened too fast. It played over and over in his mind like a scene from a movie, but this shit wasn’t entertaining at all.  

He looked around to see who was crying like their world had ended but there was no one else in the cell with him. As he looked down at his hands he realized that he was the one sobbing out loud, his tears causing the dried blood on his hands to drip onto the floor. 

He tried to stop crying or to at least quiet his sobs, but he couldn’t. He felt like someone had ripped his heart from his chest and was repeatedly running it over with an eighteen- wheeled truck.

“I’m sorry,” he cried as his entire body shook. “I’m so sorry,” he said over and over again with his head in his hands. “Bring her back. God, please bring her back.”

*** 
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Tears ran down Anna’s face like a waterfall as the events of the past hour replayed in her mind.

She drove as fast as she could, running red lights and swerving around other cars. I have to go. Go where? she wondered as she thought about the text message that her friend had sent to her a few minutes before.

In her heart she knew what the message meant, she just hoped that she was somehow wrong. She almost missed her turn as the computerized voice told her to make a left at the corner. 

She screeched to a halt at the front door of the hotel, put her car in park and ran inside. She didn’t bother stopping at the front desk to ask for a key. 

She ran down the hall and was out of breath as she looked at the numbers on the doors as she passed them.

Takara got there a few minutes after Anna and they were both beating on the door of room 105, praying that they weren’t too late. They were surprised to see Trent, he was supposed to be in jail, but they were relieved to see that their friend was still alive.

Lynnae had tears staining her face and they needed to know what Trent had done to her. Lynnae asked them to wait in the hallway and they reluctantly obliged.

“What the hell is going on?” Takara asked as they stood outside of the room.

“I don’t know. How did he get here?” Anna asked in return.

“Do you think she sent that message because he’s trying to kill her?”

“I don’t know. I’m going back in,” Anna said as she lifted her hand to knock on the door. Both girls jumped as they heard a loud bang. 

“Open the door! Open the door now!” Takara screamed as they both pounded on the door, causing guests in nearby rooms to poke their heads into the hallway.

Trent slowly opened the door. Anna pushed past him and dropped to her knees beside her friend who was on the floor, bleeding profusely from her leg.

“What did you do? What happened?” Takara asked as she attacked Trent, hitting and scratching him all over his face and head.

“I didn’t. I tried to stop her,” he cried, not bothering to defend himself. He fell to his knees and crawled over to Lynnae. 

Blood was still pouring out of her leg so he covered the area that he thought the bullet had entered in an attempt to stop the bleeding.

“Call an ambulance!” Anna demanded as she pushed him aside. She found the bullet wound and applied pressure to it. 

Takara dialed 9-1-1 and told them that Trent had shot Lynnae and that they needed to get there fast. 

“What happened?” she asked Lynnae who didn’t say anything. Lynnae was pale and her breathing was rapid and ragged.

“What happened?” Anna asked, turning her attention to Trent who was standing over her, covered in blood.

“I was tryin’ to stop her,” he cried. 

“What was she trying to do?” Takara wanted to know.

“She was tryin’ to shoot herself so... I tried to stop her and I got the gun pointed away from her head but it went off anyway,” he explained.

“How did she get a gun?” Anna demanded, giving him an evil look.

“I gave it to her. I thought she was gon’ kill me.”

Anna and Takara looked at each other and couldn’t believe what they were seeing and hearing. Takara got down onto her knees and took Lynnae’s hand into her own and assured her that everything would be okay.

“You were going to let her kill you?” Anna asked. Before Trent could answer, the room was flooded with EMTs and police officers.

Anna and Takara were ushered into the hallway and Trent was handcuffed.

“What you doin’?” Trent asked as he tried to pull away from the police officer.

“You’re under arrest for attempted murder.”

“She’s gone,” one of the EMTs announced.

Everything from that moment on just seemed to be a blur. Had her friend really tried to commit suicide or was Trent just trying to cover his ass?

What had she missed? What could she have done differently to save her friend’s life?  

Anna was starting to replay the entire thing all over again when she heard a baby crying. Mieko, Takara’s mother, took Little Trent into her arms and rocked him in one arm while she used her free hand to retrieve a bottle from his diaper bag. 

She dropped an envelope onto the floor in the process, but she didn’t notice. She removed the cap and placed the bottle into the baby’s mouth, instantly silencing his cries.

Takara picked up the envelope and noticed that it had her and Anna’s names written on the front of it. She opened it and pulled out a piece of paper.

“What is that?” Jenna, Anna’s mother asked.

“I don’t know,” Takara said as she unfolded the piece of paper. 

All of the women read the short note at the same time. Anna and Takara both started to cry all over again as it was confirmed that Lynnae had intended to kill herself that night.

Chapter 2

Tammy didn’t know what to think as she headed towards the hospital. Anna had called Essence who had in turn called Tammy. 

Essence hadn’t told her much except that Lynnae had been shot and that Trent had been arrested, again. Tammy hadn’t even known that he had been released.

She parked in the emergency room’s parking lot and rushed in through the automatic, sliding glass doors.

“Hey, what happened?” she asked the small group. 

They all looked at her like she’d grown a second head.

“Umm, we don’t really know,” Takara finally replied.

“Trent shot Lynnae,” Anna chimed in. 

They knew exactly what had happened, whether Takara wanted to believe it or not. Maybe Lynnae had intended to end her life, but Trent had shot her.  

“What? How is she?”

“We’re waiting to hear from the doctor,” Takara told her.

Tammy walked back outside and called her mother. She and Trina were supposed to be arriving in Chicago any minute now.

“I’m on my way now,” Denise said as soon as she’d answered her phone.

“Ma, Trent is in jail again.”

“What do you mean again?”

“They said he shot Lynnae?”

“What? Why would he shoot her? When did he get out of jail in the first place?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know what your son is doin’.”

“Where are you?”

“The hospital. I’m waiting to see how Lynnae is.”

“Okay. I’ll meet you there.”

Tammy went back inside and sat down next to Takara, the only person that didn’t seem to be giving her the cold shoulder or the evil eye.

She wondered what was written on the piece of paper that Takara kept absent-mindedly flipping around in her fingers. She leaned back in her seat and tried to get comfortable. She could tell that it was going to be a long night.

Although Lynnae had lashed out on her, Tammy still loved her like a sister. She knew that she wouldn’t be leaving the hospital until she knew exactly how Lynnae was doing.

Chapter 3

“What the fuck did you do? I just saw you, what two hours ago?” Raymond asked once he and Trent were alone. 

When he had received the phone call that Trent was requesting his presence, Raymond had almost fainted. He had just gotten him released from jail less than two hours ago and here Trent was, back in handcuffs with an added charge of attempted murder. 

Raymond didn’t know what this young man was into but he knew that getting Trent out of a life sentence was going to be damn near impossible.

“Is she really dead?” Trent asked anxiously.

“I don’t think so,” Raymond said as he looked his client over. 

He looked like a serial killer. His eyes were wide, he couldn’t sit still and he was covered in blood. It was all over his hands, face and clothes.

“She okay?” Trent asked.

“I don’t know how she is. I just know that she’s not dead,” Raymond explained. 

Trent let out a sigh of relief as he ran his hands over his head. 

“Don’t get so damned happy,” Raymond told him. “You’re still facing attempted murder, along with the two murder charges.”

“I don’t care, as long as she good,” Trent replied. 

Trent was so relieved that Lynnae wasn’t dead that he couldn’t think about anything else. He didn’t care what happened to him at that moment. His wife was alive.

“You need to care. You’re making my job very difficult,” Raymond said as he tried to make eye contact with Trent. He had no luck though, because Trent was lost in his own world.

“So she good,” Trent said to himself as he smiled. 

“I’ll be back in the morning,” Raymond said before he left. 

He couldn’t deal with Trent right now. He was delirious and Raymond and his team had a lot of work ahead of them.

Chapter 4

Tammy woke up as someone gently tapped on her leg.

“Hey Ma,” she said as she wrapped her arms around Denise. She felt like she hadn’t seen her mother in years.

“Hey. You heard anything about Lynnae yet?”

Denise had already greeted everyone else. None of them seemed to be too happy to see her, but she didn’t expect them to be. In their eyes Trent was the villain of the story and she was his mother, so she was a villain by default.

Her only concern was Lynnae and Little Trent. Lynnae might not have wanted to see Denise or any of Trent’s family members for that matter, but Denise would never turn her back on her son’s wife and child. Family would always be family no matter what.

“Naw, not yet.”

“Oh.”

Denise and Trina sat down next to Tammy.

“Can I hold him?” Denise asked Takara, who was holding Little Trent in her arms.

“Sure.”

Denise smiled as her grandson was placed into her arms. She hadn’t seen him in months. He was growing so quickly.

Trina picked up the piece of paper that had slipped from Takara’s hand as she had been placing the baby into Denise’s arms. 

She was about to return the folded piece of paper to Takara when she noticed that everyone was staring at her. It seemed like everyone was holding their breath. 

Maybe it was her imagination, but now Trina was curious to see what was written on the piece of paper.

She stood up and slowly unfolded the paper. 

“Give that back. It’s not yours!” Anna said as she jumped out of her seat. She lunged towards Trina but Trina stepped away from her.

“Trent didn’t do nothin’ to that girl,” Trina said once she’d finished reading the suicide note.

“Yes, he did,” Anna said as she reached for the note.

Trina held it out of Anna’s reach. She was taking that note to the police so that she could clear her brother’s name. He loved Lynnae and would never do anything to intentionally harm her.

“That’s not your note and I want it back,” Anna stated firmly.

“It’s evidence that could clear Trent’s name,” Tammy chimed in.

“It’s not yours!”

“You can have it back once the police see it,” Trina told her as she placed the note into her back pocket.

There was no way that she was giving that note back to the anti-Trent committee. Her brother had done a lot of things but trying to kill his own wife wasn’t one of them.

Anna was pissed but she didn’t know what to do. She knew that she would get her ass beat if she tried to force the piece of paper out of Trina’s hand.

“It’s getting late. We should go home,” Jenna said as she stood up. She was visibly upset by what was going on.

Denise and her kids shouldn’t even have been at the hospital in her opinion. What kind of a person did it take to raise a murderer? There had to be something wrong with the whole family.

“I’m staying here until they have an update on Lynnae’s condition,” Anna informed her mother.

“Okay. I’ll take Little Trent home, then.”

“We’ll keep him,” Trina said as Jenna extended her arms towards Denise. 

“Lynnae wanted him to be with Anna or Takara,” Jenna replied. “She told them to come down to the hotel.”

“And Trent want him to be wit’ us,” Trina damn near screamed.

“I just want to do what’s in the best interest of the child,” Jenna said softly. She was really starting to feel intimidated.

“So what you tryin’ to say? That’s my nephew and he stayin’ wit’ us!”

Denise sighed heavily. She couldn’t believe that they were arguing over an innocent baby and in a hospital no less. 

“Trina, Lynnae left him with them so—”

“So what? This Trent baby too and he should be wit’ his family.”

“I don’t want to fight about it. About him. It’s okay if he stays with Lynnae’s friends. As long as we can see him,” Denise said pointedly.

“Of course,” Jenna quickly replied.

Denise kissed her grandson’s cheek before placing him into Jenna’s arms. 

She’d been in town for a few weeks and she planned to see her grandson each day that she was there. 

Chapter 5

“Why the fuck I’m still in here?” Nutso asked as he joined his attorney and the District Attorney in the interrogation room. 

He had given them what that they needed to find the killers. His attorney had informed him that Trent and Calvin were in custody, so he should have been released a long time ago.

“Because you haven’t given me all of the information. Your little deal for immunity goes away unless you tell me everything,” Victor Donavon informed him. 

Victor was a short, stocky white guy with short, blond hair. He was in his late thirties but looked to be at least fifty years old. 

He was a no non-sense kind of guy that believed in law and order. He wanted so badly to lock Trent, Calvin and Nutso up and throw away the key. He’d have to settle for two out of three for now.

He’d have to let Nutso go for now, but he knew that he would slip up again. He was an idiot and a career criminal. He was bound to slip up again and Victor would be ready to prosecute him when he did.  

“What else you wanna know? I gave you the niggas that pulled the triggers. C shot the bitch and Trent shot her old man.”

“And how did you get into the house?”

“We walked in the front do’.” Nutso laughed at his response. How else would they have gained entry into the home?

Nutso was acting really cocky and it was pissing Victor off. He hadn’t wanted to give Nutso a deal to begin with, but he didn’t have much choice since the Watsons’ cases had gone completely cold before Nutso had brought him the new information.

“Look, you little piss ant. You don’t have half the brain God gave a goat, so I know this wasn’t your idea. Someone else gave you the information needed to get into that gated community. 

Spit it out or spend the rest of your worthless ass life in prison. Now that we have Calvin and Trenton in custody, I really don’t need you anymore. I’d love to take this deal off of the table and watch you rot in jail right along with your little friends.”

Nutso leaned over and whispered into his lawyer’s ear. He then turned back to Victor.

“T.J. He gave me the code to the gate, told me how many people was gon’ be at the house and all that shit.”

“T.J.? That’s all you got? You know how many niggers named T.J. are running around this city? I’ll tell you what, since that’s all you have—”

“Wait, hold the fuck up. I ain’t say that’s all I got. His name is Travis Watson. Junior I guess.”

“Wait,” Victor said as he removed his glasses and sat them down on the table. He pinched the bridge of his nose between his thumb and index finger. “The victims’ son?”

“Yeah.”

Victor hadn’t expected that revelation. He’d had a sneaking suspicion that the job had been a set up, but he hadn’t suspected the son. He hadn’t even heard anything about a son, only a daughter. 

As far as Victor knew, the Watsons had only had one child. With this new information he needed to look into both of the Watson children.

Chapter 6

Reese rolled over in the empty bed and frowned. 

“T.J.!” she called out.

When she didn’t get a reply she climbed out of bed and headed into the master bathroom. 

When she didn’t find T.J. there she headed downstairs and into the living room. She checked the whole house but there was no sign of him.

“You seen yo’ daddy this mornin’?” she asked her son.

“Nope.”

“Go and eat in the kitchen,” she told him after watching him drip milk onto her new couch. Tremaine groaned as he headed into the kitchen.

T.J. was supposed to be off of work today and he hadn’t said anything to Reese about going anywhere. She had planned to spend the day at home with her two favorite men.

She walked back into her bedroom and picked up her cell phone from the dresser. She also picked up the piece of paper that had been placed underneath her phone.

Baby I had to leave. I wish I could explain but I can’t right now. I—

Reese reluctantly pulled her eyes away from the note as her phone started to ring in her hand. She had been hopeful that it was T.J. but the caller ID said that it was Theresa. Maybe she knew more about where T.J. had gone.

“Hello.”

“Where T.J.?”

“Umm...I don’t know.”

“You don’t know? Is he home or not?”

“No. What’s wrong?”

Reese was curious as to why Theresa sounded so anxious and a little upset.

“Lynnae is in the hospital, so when you talk to him, tell him to get there.”

Reese didn’t know what was going on as Theresa hung up the phone. Hoping to find some answers, she continued to read the note.

I love you and Tremaine and I promise I’ll be back as soon as I can. I just need to figure some things out. Don’t be mad. I love you. 

The note was simply signed, TJ. She sat down on the bed and reread the note two times.

Gone? Figure some things out? What had T.J. gotten himself into? Where had he gone to? When would he be back? What would she tell people? 

She had so many questions running through her mind that Reese thought her head would explode. 

“Tremaine!” she called out.

“Huh?”

“Get dressed. We gotta go.”

“Where?”

“Just get dressed.”

Chapter 7

T.J. pulled his hat down low over his eyes as he waited in line to board the Greyhound bus. The bus was headed to Los Angeles, California but he hadn’t yet decided where he’d be getting off at. He’d been going from bus to bus, unsure of where or even if he wanted to stop in one city. 

He hadn’t decided much, besides the fact that he had to get out of Chicago. When he had received the news that Nutso had been apprehended he had been nervous. When he had heard that Trent and Calvin had been arrested and charged with his father and stepmother’s murders, T.J. knew he had to get out of town.

If they had all been arrested he knew that his name was due to come up sooner or later. 

He had left in the middle of the night and he knew that Reese had to be worried sick. He had wanted to bring her and Tremaine with him but he couldn’t. He knew that she’d ask a million questions, none of which he was ready or willing to answer. He also didn’t want to have his son living on the run. Plus, it would be easier to lay low if he was alone.

He didn’t know how things had gotten to this point. He’d meant to rob his father but never for him or his wife to be killed. He couldn’t have his name linked to two murders. He just couldn’t.

And what would his family think of him? What would Lynnae think of him? The fact that Trent was involved was bad enough. Learning that he was also involved would be devastating.

Their relationship had been non-existent for most of her life and it had been strained lately. This would completely ruin their relationship. 

He wasn’t going back to Chicago until he had everything figured out. He hadn’t been present when the murders had taken place, so maybe his name wouldn’t come up. Even if it did, he hadn’t been there and couldn’t have known what would happen. 

As he took a seat in the back of the bus he wondered if he had acted prematurely. Maybe he had overreacted. He needed to get in touch with someone back home and see what was going on.

Chapter 8

It had been a long night sitting in the hospital waiting to hear from the doctors, but Tammy, Anna and Takara had refused to leave. The waiting room was pretty deserted and they’d all made makeshift beds out of chairs.

“How is she?” Anna asked as she sat up. The sound of a door closing nearby had awaken her.

“She’s alive” The doctor said after a sigh. “It wasn’t easy, given the amount of blood that she lost, but she’s hanging on. She’s a fighter.”

“What about her leg?” Takara asked sleepily as she rubbed her eyes.

“The leg is going to be okay. The bullet went right through and nothing vital was damaged. I guess she was just lucky. She’ll be just fine in no time.”

“Good.” Anna sighed.

“And the baby is doing okay as well,” the doctor told them as Essence walked in.

“Oh, nothing happened to him,” Takara said, referring to Little Trent.

“Well, it’s a little early to know the sex yet, but so far everything is fine.”

“Are you saying that she’s pregnant?” Anna asked.

The doctor felt silly as he realized that her friends hadn’t known that Lynnae was pregnant. 

“Yes, she’s expecting.”

“Can we see her?” Tammy asked.

“In a little bit. She’s not going anywhere anytime soon. I think you girls should go home and get some food and some rest,” he advised.

“After we see her,” Takara said firmly.

The doctor nodded, smiled and let the girls know that they’d be informed as soon as it was okay to go in and see their friend.

“Where’s Little Trent?” Essence asked once the doctor had left them alone.

“With my mother,” Anna replied.

“Oh okay,” Essence said as she sat down. “Ya’ll all right?” she asked.

“No!” Anna snapped. 

Why in the hell would they be all right? Their friend had almost died a few hours ago. 

“If there’s anything I can do just let me know. I can take Little Trent if you need me to,” Essence said, fully understanding how they must have been feeling.

“If anybody gon’ take him it’ll be me or my mama,” Tammy assured her.

“I was just offering. Damn.”

“Lynnae wanted Takara or me to have him so we will keep him, unless she states otherwise.”

Tammy didn’t like the way things were looking, but she didn’t say anything. She needed to focus on one thing at a time. Once she saw that Lynnae was okay for herself she’d make sure that Trina got the suicide note down to the police station.

After her brother was cleared of one of the crimes he was being charged with, she’d concentrate on getting custody of her nephew. He should be with them if he wasn’t going to be with his parents.
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Chapter 9
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Lynnae felt drowsy as she looked around the hospital room. She looked over at the I.V. and suddenly started to cry.

“Mrs. Harris, are you in pain?” a nurse that Lynnae hadn’t even noticed asked as she wrote something down on a chart. Lynnae just looked at the nurse like she was speaking a foreign language.

“I can get you some more pain medicine if you need it,” the nurse said as someone tapped on the door. Lynnae just continued to stare at her as three more people walked into the room.

“I think she’s still a little confused, so take it easy on her,” the nurse said before she left them alone.

“Hey sweetie,” Essence said as she sat down next to Lynnae. “You really scared us,” she said as she rubbed her friend’s hand.

“How do you feel?” Anna asked.

“You all right?” Tammy asked. 

Lynnae just looked from one person to the next as they asked her question after question.

Takara was at a loss for words as she looked at her friend. She still couldn’t believe that she’d tried to kill herself. 

What would they have done without her? What would her son have done without her? Did she know that she was pregnant? 

Takara had a million questions to ask but she knew that now wasn’t the appropriate time to ask any of them.

Tammy approached Lynnae and placed her hand on top of Lynnae’s. Lynnae moved her hand away from Tammy.

“We’re all still here for you,” Tammy told her before leaving the room. It hurt that Lynnae was being so cold to her when she hadn’t done anything wrong.

She wasn’t even sure that Trent had done anything. She knew that her brother did things that weren’t exactly legal and she assumed that he had killed before. She found it hard to believe though that he had killed a couple that posed no threat to him. 

Anna, Takara and Essence all assured Lynnae that they’d be back to visit her later that day before they left.

***
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Anna went home and took a shower. She had a light breakfast and went to lie down. She’d planned to take a nap then go back to the hospital. She needed to be there for her friend.

She was disappointed in Lynnae for even thinking about killing herself, but she understood where the feelings had come from. Lynnae was only nineteen and she’d already been through so much. 

Losing both of her parents was more than enough, but finding out that she’d married and had a child by the man responsible for their deaths had to be unbearable. 

Finding out that she was now carrying yet another one of his children must have been Lynnae’s breaking point, Anna surmised.

She couldn’t fault Lynnae, all she could do was support her. She’d have to help her friend to realize that she was still alive for a reason and that although things were bad, she could get through this. Anna would be by her side no matter what. 

***
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Tammy went to her house and got the suicide note from Trina. She then headed straight to the police station. She honestly didn’t know if Trent had killed Mr. and Mrs. Watson but she was sure that he hadn’t tried to kill Lynnae and she couldn’t let him be charged with her attempted murder. 

“Well, that’s fishy,” Detective Lewis, an old, pudgy, white man, said as he watched Tammy leave the station.

“What’s that? You think the note’s a fake?” his partner, Detective Williamson, a young, skinny white man, asked.

“I don’t know, but it sure is convenient that she found a note that could clear her brother’s name.”

“It could be legit. I’d wanna kill myself if I found out that my wife had killed my parents.”

“We’ll see. I’m no handwriting expert but I wanna compare the signature to her driver’s license.”

Williamson shook his head and laughed. His partner was always jumping to wild conclusions. He saw the worst in every person and every situation.

Williamson looked over Lewis’ shoulder as he pulled up Lynnae’s driver’s license on the computer. He printed out a copy and compared the two signatures.

“Looks the same to me,” Williamson said.

“Yeah, looks can be deceiving though. I’m gonna get this over to an expert.”

––––––––
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Chapter 10

Desiree’s feet felt heavy as she walked into the hospital room.

“Hey,” she said softly while placing her hand on top of Lynnae’s. “I’m glad you okay,” she said with a weak smile.

Lynnae just stared at her cousin. She could speak but she didn’t feel like it. She didn’t have anything left to say.

She felt like everything in her life had been a figment of her imagination. She didn’t want to be in this horrible world anymore, yet here she was.

“Why didn’t you call me?”

Lynnae didn’t say anything as she continued to look at her cousin. She didn’t want to see or talk to anyone.

“I woulda came. We coulda figured somethin’ out. I’m glad you okay though,” Desiree said again.

She had been so scared when Anna had called her with the news that Lynnae was in the hospital. She hadn’t even heard about Trent being charged with her uncle and aunt’s murders.

It had been all over the news so she didn’t know how she had missed it but she had.

She didn’t know if Trent had shot Lynnae or if she had shot herself, but it didn’t matter. She was just glad that her cousin was still alive.

“I’ll be here every day until you get discharged. I’ll check on the store, too.”

Lynnae closed her eyes as her cousin continued to talk. She couldn’t wait to be discharged. She planned to get a hotel room and be alone. She didn’t want anyone around, asking questions and feeling sorry for her.

Desiree talked to Lynnae for a while longer, reassuring her that everything would be okay, before she stepped out into the hallway.

“What’s wrong?” Theresa asked as she wrapped her arms around her daughter.

“I just... she coulda died. And where is T.J.?”

“I don’t know. I called him and Reese. She said she don’t know where he is either.”

“Imma call aunty Renee.”

“I already did. She ain’t heard from him either.”

Desiree couldn’t believe that T.J. was missing in action when Lynnae needed her family the most. He was going to get a piece of her mind whenever she got in touch with him.

Theresa walked Desiree over to a chair before she went in to see Lynnae. Her only niece was going through it and the fact that she couldn’t do anything about it saddened her.

It had seemed like everything was going well for Lynnae, then it all fell apart again. 
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Chapter 11
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“Trenton, why didn’t you call me as soon as you were arrested?” Denise demanded as she sat down across the table from her son. She could tell by his eyes that he’d been crying, something he didn’t do too often. 

“I don’t know.”

“You don’t know? My God, what have you done?”

“Nothin’.”

“You did something. Were you there when that girl’s parents were killed?”

Trent looked down at the stained, tile floor of the visitation room and sighed heavily. His silence said it all. Her son had gotten himself into serious trouble this time.

“Why Trent? Why?”

“It wasn’t supposed to go down like that.”

“Did you do it?”

“No. I ain’t kill ‘em.”

Denise didn’t know what else to say to her son. He had always found a way to get into trouble but this took the cake. He was facing multiple life sentences in prison, not to mention the mental damage that he must have caused Lynnae. 

“Boy, I don’t know what to do with you. I don’t understand how you manage to get yourself into so much trouble.”

“I ain’t do this, Ma. I ain’t kill her people.”

“I hope you can prove that, Trenton.”

She sighed before leaning over the table to kiss him on the cheek. 

She had gone out of her way to ensure that her children had ample opportunities to become more than statistics, from giving them names that weren’t stereotypically ghetto to moving to the suburbs as soon as she could, but Trent had seemed determined to drive her crazy. He hadn’t gone to college after high school, opting instead to sell drugs.

Denise knew that he had so much potential to be a legitimate success, but that lifestyle had never appealed to him. He liked fast cash and doing things his way. 

She had hoped that he wouldn’t end up spending the rest of his life in prison, but she didn’t honestly see how he could get himself out of this mess. All she could do now was pray and be there for him as much as possible.
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Chapter 12
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“What happened?” Reese asked as she rushed over to Desiree.

“Where is T.J.?” Desiree asked in return.

“Ummm... I don’t know.”

“How can you not know? That’s yo’ man, ya’ll live together.”

“He left. I don’t know why. I don’t know where he went, but he left.”

Desiree looked at Reese like she’d lost her mind. Why would T.J. just up and leave all of a sudden?

“Lynnae got shot last night,” she said instead of asking about T.J. again.

“What? She okay?”

“I guess. She alive.”

“Where was she at?”

“A hotel.”

“Why?”

“Trent was arrested for killin’ Uncle Travis and his wife and she went to a hotel. I guess she flipped out on his sister and everything and ain’t wanna be at her house no mo’. 

Trent got out somehow, went to the hotel and tried to kill her too.”

“What?!”

Reese sat down and tried to let Desiree’s words sink in. She didn’t know what to make of all of the news that she had received that morning. 

Had T.J. known that Lynnae had been shot? Why had he left like he a thief in the night? She needed answers. She needed to talk to him. 

Chapter 13

Kandi walked into the changing room and took a look around. She spotted her latest prospect, Olivia, in a corner talking on her cell phone. She looked stressed out, as usual. 

She was a nice-looking girl, standing 5’9” and weighing a hundred and fifty pounds. She was white with brown eyes and blonde hair that flowed down to the top of her round, surgically enhanced ass.

She was quite pretty in the face as well but you couldn’t tell because she was usually frowning. She was always worrying about one thing or another, money usually being at the top of the list.

“You dancin’ tonight, Vixen?” another dancer asked, referring to Kandi by her stage name. She could have used Kandi, it was sexy enough, but these hoes didn’t know her like that and they didn’t need to.

“I might,” Kandi replied simply. 

Olivia ended her phone call and picked up her overnight bag. 

“You leavin’ already?” Kandi asked her.

“Yeah.”

“Everything all right?”

“I just gotta make some money real quick.”

“Who you leavin’ wit?” Kandi inquired.

“Umm, I think his name is Ricky.”

“You think?” 

Kandi grabbed Olivia’s arm and led her out of the changing room.

“You can’t be leavin’ here wit’ just any nigga.”

“He cool. He been comin’ through here for a few months now. I always give him private dances.”

“How much money he talkin’?”

“Three.”

“Hundred?”

“Yeah.”

“Look Liv, I know you about yo’ money and I know you got kids, but what the fuck you gon’ do wit’ three hundred fuckin’ dollars?”

“It’ll only take a few minutes, and then I can come back and make some more money. He just want me to suck his dick.”

Kandi shook her head from side to side.

“Come wit’ me and I’ll get you two thousand dollars, cash money.”

“To do what?”

“The same thing you finna do wit’ Ricky or whatever his name is.”

Olivia bit her bottom lip as she weighed Kandi’s proposition. 

“If you can make that kinda money, why you workin’ in here?” Olivia wanted to know.

“To find other money makers. This lil’ money I make in here ain’t even enough to fill up my gas tank.”

Olivia frowned. 

“You a pimp?” she asked with a frown.

“No, but I know how to make some serious cash fast.”

“Is it safe?”

“Safer than Ricky,” Kandi replied sarcastically.

At least at the mansion the men had been screened for STD’s and there was always someone else around. In Kandi’s opinion, the mansion was the way to go if you were going to be turning tricks.  
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Chapter 14


[image: ]


Olivia followed Kandi into the mansion and took a look around. What the hell was Kandi doing working in a rundown ass strip club when she lived in this big ass house?

Kandi had called Blaise on her way over and he was waiting for her.

“My sweet Kandi,” he said before cupping her ass and kissing her cheek. She smiled as her pussy became moist.

They all walked into Blaise’s office and sat down.

“You know you could have handled this with Janet,” he told Kandi.

“But I wanted to handle it wit’ you. Olivia wanna make some real money.”

“Is that right?”

“Yeah. She ain’t shy and as you can see, she real easy on the eyes.”

Blaise nodded approvingly.

“So, I’ll get her all set up, then I wanna talk to you.”

Blaise smiled knowingly. Kandi had been going from club to club for the past couple of weeks to scout girls for Gentlemen’s Paradise. 

She would befriend the nice looking girls that always seemed to be looking to make some money on the side.

She figured that if they were willing to fuck a stranger for a couple hundred dollars, they’d damn sure be willing to fuck a nigga for two thousand dollars. 

The only problem was that Blaise charged his clients at least five thousand dollars per date and Kandi wanted her cut for each girl that she brought in. 

It was bad enough that she had to pay him a portion of what she was getting from her clients. At least this way she’d be coming out of the situation with more money in her pocket.

Kandi showed Olivia to a room that she could use for the night and told her that Janet would show her the ropes when she was ready.

“She’s beautiful,” Blaise said as Kandi rejoined him in his office.

“This I know. Now, let’s talk money. I promised her two g’s, but we both know you make at least five. I brought in ten girls in the past few weeks, which put a lot of cash in yo’ pocket. All I want is twenty percent, which leaves you wit’ forty.”

Blaise leaned back in his chair as he thought about what she’d said.

“I guess I could do that.”

“You could or you will?”

“I will, baby. Come here.”

Kandi walked around the desk and sat down on his lap.

“Daddy likes the way you take initiative,” he said before kissing her neck. 

He could appreciate the fact that Kandi was recruiting other girls while selling her own body. She was a go-getter and he liked that.

He also liked the fact that she was smart enough to know that she’d be older one day was looking for ways to secure her future.

“Really?”

“Yeah. You make Daddy real happy.”

He ran his hand up her thigh and underneath her short skirt. He slipped his hand into her thong and fingered her clit.

“Mmmm,” she moaned out loud.

He placed his moist fingers into her mouth and his dick hardened against her plump ass while she sucked her juices off of his fingers.

“Come up to my room,” she said as she stood up.

“Maybe later. Daddy gotta go.”

Kandi sucked her teeth and rolled her eyes. She tried to keep things strictly business between Blaise and herself but she was starting to really like him.

Besides the fact that his dick game was crazy, she just liked being around him. He exuded power and she loved a man in a position of power. His fat ass bank account was a plus as well.

If she played her cards right, she’d soon move out of the Gentlemen’s Paradise mansion and into Blaise’s home. 

“Aiight. I guess I’ll see you later.”

“Don’t pout,” he told her before kissing her forehead and leaving.
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Chapter 15
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Essence sat down at the table and waited for Calvin to be brought into the visitation room. She stood up as she saw him and the other prisoners being led in. They were all walking in a single file line, shackled at the wrists and ankles.

“Hey baby,” she said as she placed her hands on either side of his face and kissed him. “How you doin’?” she asked as they sat down at a table.

“I’m cool.” He shrugged. “What about you?”

“I’m all right. Everything is taken care of out here. I’m just waiting for you to come home.”

“I’ll be home soon.”

“I know.”

“You check on Lynnae?”

“Yeah. She’s still in the hospital.”

Calvin sighed as he looked down at the table. He felt so bad for Lynnae. It was like she couldn’t catch a break.

“She gon’ be okay,” Essence assured him as she placed her hand on top of his. “You just focus on getting out of here.”

She appeared to be strong and confident on the outside but inside Essence was scared shitless. She knew that Calvin was facing serious charges and deep inside she was scared. 

She didn’t know what she’d do if he was found guilty of two counts of murder. She hoped she wouldn’t have to find out.  

Chapter 16

Denise sat down and placed her hands in her lap. 

“You know that what you’re asking for isn’t going to be easy to accomplish, right?” Tony Dubois asked.

“I know that, but I think that it’s best that my grandson be with me right now. I’m the only grandparent that he has.”

Denise hadn’t seen Little Trent since the night she’d come into town, which had been almost two weeks ago. She’d call and try to set up arrangements with Anna or Takara but there was always an excuse as to why today wasn’t a good day. They were keeping her away from her grandson.

“I understand that, but trying to get a judge to take a child away from the biological mother is almost impossible.”

“But he’s not with his mother. She’s in the hospital.”

“Yes, but she is awake and has stated that she wants her son to be with her friends, right?”

“That’s what they said but I haven’t heard her say that.”

“So, why not go and talk to her. Solve this without taking her to court.” 

“The girl is suicidal. She is no position to take care of herself, let alone a child. She doesn’t even want to see me.”

“Then I’m sure she doesn’t want you to have custody of her child.”

“I’m not asking to take her child away from her forever, just until she’s fully recovered.”

“I get that she tried to commit suicide, but that doesn’t mean that she’s not capable of making sound decisions now. The suicide was a moment of weakness and confusion but she could very well be in her right mind again now.”

“I don’t think she is in her right mind. She’s been through a lot lately. If I can’t have custody I’d at least like visitation.”

“Technically, you have no rights to the child. Your son could petition for custody, if he wasn’t in jail, but you can’t. 

Once he’s been incarcerated for three months you can petition for visitation.”

Denise nodded as she picked her purse up from the chair next to her.

“Thank you,” she said before leaving the attorney’s office. 
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