
If I can't have you

by

Shamar Phillips

Copyright © 2023 Shamar Phillips. All rights reserved. No part of this ebook may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, please contact Shamar Phillips.



  	
	    
	      Also by Shamar Phillips

	    

      
	    
          
	      Bad For You

          
        
          
	          Bad For You

          
        
          
	          Still Bad For You

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      From Hell

          
        
          
	          Wedding Party From Hell

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Freddy Prince

          
        
          
	          If I Can't Have You

          
        
          
	          Engagement Party From Hell

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Epilogue

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


Brooklyn, the best borough in New York, was the birthplace of Jaxon Porter. He was a luxurious architect who built celebrity homes, elaborate office buildings, safe houses, and bunkers for crazy Y2K motherfuckers who always thought the world was about to end. Jaxon, whom everyone called Jax, left New York behind years before he became the man he was. An on-and-off relationship that turned sour caused him to keep his distance from the place he called home.

Even though his mom and younger sister refused to move to California, Jax didn’t go back to New York. Not until he knew for sure he could control himself in the world of temptation.

Temptation was what he called Naomi Knight. She was a successful lawyer who had everything she ever dreamed of. Except for the man of her dreams. Sure, she was engaged and had a five-year-old son, but she wasn’t completely satisfied with the man she chose. They lived together and had been since her pregnancy, but every time she tried to forget about Jax and move on with her life, something always took her back.

“I thought you hated New York? What's got you going back?”

“A friend of mine,” Jax said. “He has an idea for a community project and wants me to design the structure; give him pointers.”

Cher, Jax's best friend, assistant, and advisor, was a no-nonsense kind of woman. She was lighthearted and fun too, but when it came to business and staying focused, she went above and beyond to make sure nothing fell out of line.

“And you had to go all the way to New York for that?” Cher squinted. “You sure you ain’t going out there for something else?”

“Something else like what?” Jax laughed. “Family? Kendra? To give back to the hood?”

He danced around the question because he already knew what Cher had in mind. Jax was the only one who believed he was done with temptation for good. After five years of no contact whatsoever, his feelings for her were different. He still cared about her and thought what they had in the past was something special, but his days of waiting for her to make up her mind were over.

“Just making sure you ain’t planning on getting involved with that crazy girl again,” Cher said. “What was her name? Naomi? Something ain’t right about her, Jax. I’m telling you. She gives me bad vibes. Seriously.”

Jax stood at the window of his twelve-story office building and looked out into the city of Los Angeles. He thought about where he came from and how much of a toll his relationship with Naomi took on his life. It was a miracle he pulled himself off the path she sent him down and was able to fix the mess she made. So, the last thing he wanted to do was jeopardize it.

“I ain’t on that no more,” he said. “What me and Naomi had is done and over with. We've both moved on. I'm going to New York for business and to see my mom and my sister. That's all.”

“Good.” Cher said. “I don’t know if I can run this ship alone if you fuck around and go to jail again.”

Jax spent an entire year sitting in jail because of Naomi. He even got kicked out of NYU and lost every scholarship he had because of her. In their college days, she was one of those girls who loved attention but never wanted to commit to a serious relationship. She didn’t want Jax to commit to any serious relationships either. Unless it was with her. In a way, she wanted to have her cake and eat it too.

One night after they got into one of their many arguments, Naomi went to a frat party and hooked up with another guy. After being strung along by her for so long, Jax lost his cool and took his anger out on her date. Who, of course, pressed charges, and because Jax was already looked at as a troubled student, he was sent to jail and expelled from campus.

Sometimes, when he stood in the window of his office, he thought it was the best thing to ever happen to him. Had he stayed tied to his toxic relationship with a dangerous woman, he might not have become one of the few black billionaires in the world.

“Everything’s cool, Cher. I got this,” he said. “Have the housekeeper pack my essentials and let the pilot know I'll need a flight for this evening.”

"Yes, sir,” Cher said sarcastically.

“You’re in charge until I get back. I don’t exactly know how long this project will take, so if we get any new clients or major deals, make sure you handle them the same way I would. If it's anything overly important, call me.”

Jax trusted Cher with his business the same way he trusted her with his life. They were best friends, business partners, and knew each other like the backs of their hands. Although she was a beautiful woman who had curves for days and everyone thought there was more to their story than what met the eye, their relationship was strictly platonic. Besides, Cher was into women.

“You make sure you have fun on this trip,” Cher said. “Don’t let it be all about work. Spend time with your family. Your girl, Kendra, whom I like by the way. Go see some shows. Try new food. Go to a museum. Have fun! All you do is work now, and to be honest, you’re kind of boring.”

“I’m boring?” Jax laughed. “Says the one who’s in bed by eight thirty every single night. But I'm boring? Yeah, okay. I'll make sure I have a load of fun.”

After work that day, Jax went home to his multimillion-dollar mansion, grabbed his bags, and headed for the airport. His driver, a guy by the name of Booker T, tried to make small talk with him on the way, but Jax was too preoccupied thinking about Cher’s advice.

Having fun and staying away from Naomi seemed unreal to him. Naomi was a fun girl. Someone he could talk to and laugh with about everything under the sun. He didn’t neglect the fact that Cher was right though. He had to stay away from her or risk falling for temptation all over again.

“You going to visit your mom?” Booker T asked. “That’s a fine woman right there. Will you tell her I said hello?”

“You interested in my mama, Mr. Booker T?”

Jax’s tone was stern, but he was only teasing the old man. He actually liked Mr. Booker T and thought his mom would have a lot of fun with him. Since she was a single woman and all.

“I am.” Booker T laughed nervously. “I think she’s a gorgeous woman with a good head on her shoulders. I would love to take her to dinner the next time she’s in town.”

“Well, you know what? I'll let her know to put you down on her calendar,” Jax said as they pulled into the airway. “Take care of yourself while I'm gone. I'll have Cher send you a deposit to hold you over until I get back.”

"Yes, sir, Mr. Porter. Thank you.”

His flight to New York was a long one, but when he landed, he felt a breath of fresh air. The nagging, suffocating feeling he thought he would feel the minute his feet touched the ground wasn’t as heavy as he imagined it to be. New York was home to Jax, and after so long of staying away, it still felt like.

The air was lighter in Tribeca than it was in the city. It was sunny and bright, full of colorful birds, and not nasty pigeons trying to steal food on every corner. It was clean and mostly free of corner boys and shootouts. Jax owned a three-point five-million-dollar loft-style mansion there, and if it weren’t for the relationship he had with Naomi, he might have made it his permanent residence.

When he got home, he let himself into what looked like a model home for the perfect bachelor. It was expensively decorated, spacious, clean, and rich. A real gem that Jax couldn’t believe he nearly forgot about.

After getting settled in and letting his prospective business partner know that his flight landed safely, Jax kicked off his shoes and took it all in. New York was where it all started. Where it all ended and where it started again.

“Jones! What's good, my nigga? Guess who’s back in town.”

“Who this?” A hefty voice blared into the phone. “I know this ain’t my nigga Jax.”

“You already know! What's good with you? What's the move for tonight?”

Jax may have been an upscale businessman by day, but he never forgot how to connect with his brothers in the hood. He was like a Wall Street ball player who brought the hood to corporate America, and everybody respected him like he was Frank Lucas or something.

“Shit, we might as well throw a party for your return then,” Jones said. “It ain’t all the time a nigga like you come back to the hood. I thought you forgot about us.”

“Nah,” Jax said. “Set it up and let me know when and where. You know I'll never forget about my niggas in the hood.”

Jones was the party man of Brooklyn. Wherever there was a hype party going on, you could be sure that Jones had a hand in it. He was cool with all kinds of celebrities and athletes. He even had a few boys in blue on his payroll. He and Jax grew up hustling dimes and dubs together in high school, and from the first day they met, they became brothers.

It was around midnight when Jax started getting ready for the party Jones had planned for him. He showed up around an hour later rocking a fresh pair of Timbs, jeans, and a T-shirt. Regular-degular New York shit. Since everybody knew Jax was a wealthy man, he was extra careful about what he flashed and in front of who.

“My man!” Jones dapped him up. "What, it’s been five years since you been home nigga? What's up with that?”

“I know, right?” Jax laughed. “I had to get my mind right, you know. I was fucked up after I got kicked out of school.”

“Fucking with them crazy bitches,” Jones said. “I told you that bitch was crazy the first night I met her.”

The club Jones bought into was one of the nicest clubs in the city. It was large and upscale—a real upgrade from the basement parties he used to throw. There were rappers, drug dealers, and ball players lined up in the VIP, and strippers were shaking ass for every dollar that touched the air. When Jax took a good look around and saw how nice the joint was, he was proud of his brother.

“You did your thing in here,” Jax said. “I thought your ass was gon’ be a corner boy for life.”

While putting the finishing touches on a blunt he was rolling, Jones looked around his club and nodded.

“To tell you the truth, J, when you went to college, that shit inspired me,” Jones said. “After my mom's died, you wrote me a letter from school telling me to keep my head up. That shit touched me. It made me realize that y'all were the only two people I had in life. I had to make one of y’all proud. Now that she's gone, it’s only you.”

Jones was a street nigga to his core, but when it came to expressing how he felt, he was never too gritty to spread the love.

“I love you, bro,” Jax said. “And I'm proud of you. Always remember that.”

“Yeah, yeah, enough with this mushy shit,” Jones laughed. “Let’s pop a bottle and get lit tonight. It's a celebration, not no fucking intervention or some shit.”

After popping a few bottles of the finest champagne New York had to offer, dancing with some baddies, and reconnecting with old friends, Jax went to the VIP and kicked his feet up. Jones was off mingling with the ladies like he always did, while Jax sat by himself and observed the crowd.

When he saw Kendra entering the club from across the way, he jumped to his feet to meet her before any other thirsty nigga had the chance. She was bad. A sexy brown-skinned diva who made his mouth water every time he saw her. Luckily for Jax, she only had eyes for him. She never thought twice about giving anyone else the time of day.

“What you doing in here?” he asked as he stepped into her path.

“Looking for my man, that’s not my man,” she sassed. “What are you doing in here?”

Jax gave her a long look up and down before wrapping his arm around her waist and pulling her close to him. Whenever they were together, he turned into a complete lover boy and couldn’t keep his hands off her. He jumped at her every demand because he liked Kendra a lot. But he was hesitant to make things official between them because of his past.

“I think you found him,” he said.

“You think so?” Kendra looked into his eyes before tasting his lips to be sure. “I think so too.”

They went back to Jax’s VIP and got cozy. Kendra wasn’t much of a drinker, but in honor of her man, who wasn’t her man, being home, she decided to have a few. The night was young, and it had been a long time since she had the freedom to step away from her life as a mom and caregiver to her own mother to have fun.

“How did you know I was in town?” Jax asked.

“What if I said I didn't?” Kendra teased.

“Then I'd be wondering who you came here to see.”

He gripped her inner thigh as he eyed her figure. She was a fiend for his touch and all the spice he brought into her life. Even though Kendra was considered the proper wholesome good girl kind of woman, she did bad things for Jax because he made her feel comfortable.

“Jones told me you were here,” she said. “He said he was throwing you a party, and I should come out before all the ho’s get to you first.”

“I’ma kill that nigga,” Jax laughed. “I’m glad you came out, though. I missed you.”
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After a wild night of drinking and fooling around with Jax, Kendra woke up in his bed the following morning, forgetting all about work. She had to be back in Brooklyn at nine o’clock sharp, and waking up at eight thirty in Tribeca wasn’t going to get her there on time.

“Shit! Jaxon, you got me running late for work!”

She quickly jumped from the bed and ran into the bathroom to shower. Being that they had been seeing each other for so long, Kendra had her own stash of clothes in his closet for spur of the moments like those.

“Work?” Jax rolled over and looked at his clock. “Shit! I have a meeting I need to catch too. Yo, why you let us sleep so long?”

He too jumped from the bed and rushed into the bathroom to shower. Things were so easy between them; it was nothing for them to shower together after a night of hot sex.

“I’m not hanging out with you and Jones anymore more,” Kendra said. “Y’all niggas got me late. I'm never late. Not for work.”

Jax pressed his naked body against hers and kissed the top of her shoulder. His hands trailed down her curves and stopped when they got to her ass. If there was time to spare, he would’ve taken advantage of it. But Kendra was serious about keeping up a good standard with her job. She was a newly degreed paralegal and didn’t want to stain her name with petty attendance write ups.

“I’m sorry I made you late,” he said. “I’ll have the driver get you there ASAP. I put something in your purse for you too.”

“What am I some kind of prostitute?”

She turned to face him and saw that he was biting his bottom lip, fighting the temptation to take it there. Kendra was a sexy woman, and she knew just how to get him turned on. Even when she wasn’t trying to.

“Are you busy tonight?” he asked, ignoring her question.

“I won’t know until tonight, babe.”

“Well, if you’re not busy, I want you to come over. I don’t feel like I’ve seen you enough.”

Kendra was like putty in his hands. Whatever he wanted from her, he got it. Little did he know, she was head over heels for him and saw herself as his woman. Whether they were committed or not wasn’t a problem for her. Even when her friends said she was crazy for giving herself to a man who wasn’t committed to her and lived on the other side of the world, she held onto him.

“Okay.” She kissed him softly. “I’ll let you know.”

On her way to work, she thought about how much she loved Jax and how free he made her feel. He took care of her in ways no man ever had. When she needed help with school and healthcare for her mom, he came through. If her son ever needed anything and she couldn’t get ahold of his dad, Jaxon was there. No questions asked.

There were days when she felt like she was waiting around for something that would never happen, but he always found a way to make her reconsider. Jax was true to his word about his involvement with any other woman too; he was just very slow to commit.

“Damn girl, I thought you got lost or something. Long night?”

“It was.” Kendra sighed dreamingly. “Sorry I'm late. A friend of mine came to town last night, and we hung out for a while.”

After getting her degree as a paralegal, Kendra signed on with Naomi Knight’s Law & Practice. She was introduced to Naomi by her brother, Carlos, who is the father of Naomi’s son. They grew close after being introduced and really built a tight bond. So tight that Naomi was the one who convinced Kendra to get her degree so she could move up in the world.

“Oh! Okay, Miss Thang,” Naomi laughed. “I saw that fancy ass car you got dropped off in this morning. Mr. Man must have some coins in the bank. That wasn’t no regular Uber Black.”

Kendra laughed and waved Naomi off as the elevator stopped on their floor. Although they were close, Kendra kept her personal life to herself. She was very modest and reserved when it came to sharing information about her relationships.

“He does pretty well for himself,” she said. “Maybe I'll invite him to Carlos’ seminar tomorrow. You're still going to that, right? I don’t wanna go by myself.”

“Girl, your brother would have a fit if I didn’t come to this seminar. Of course, I'll be there, and yes! Invite your friend. We'd love to meet him.”

“Okay,” Kendra smiled. “I'll extend the invite.”

Working for Naomi’s law firm was a highlight in her life. At 32, it was her first grown-up job, and one she actually loved doing. Before she got pregnant and had to take a break from school, she thought she wanted to be a nurse but learned that research was more her thing. She researched everything. Especially things like murder and what made people do the things they did.

One night, while having a girl's night out, Kendra randomly mentioned a case that Naomi and her firm happened to be defending. Her thoughts on the cross-examination’s evidence interested Naomi so much that she encouraged Kendra to go back to school for something different. Naomi said she had a fine eye for observation, and she knew exactly what to look for. Since Naomi was a few years older and already the CEO of her own law firm, Kendra took her advice.

Why are you calling me?

She blushed when she looked at her watch and saw that Jax was ringing in. She hadn’t been in her personal office for longer than thirty seconds and he called right on cue.

“Yes? How may I help you?” She answered properly.

“Just calling to make sure you made it to work safely.”

“I did. Have you made it to your meeting?”

Her heart fluttered as she held the phone to her ear. Even though Naomi had a strict no cellphone policy while in the office, Kendra bent the rules sometimes because she was her sister-in-law.

“I’m on my way there now. Let me know if I'll be seeing you later, so I can be prepared.”

“Prepared for what?” she flirted.

“Whether you’re coming or not,” Jax said. “You never know, I might wanna get you flowers or something.”

He was always showering her with gifts and making sure she felt special. After two years of long-distance dating, it was a wonder to her how she wasn’t bored with him. They saw each other occasionally when she flew to Los Angeles or wherever he flew her out to. But he worked so much, and her schedule was just as demanding, so it wasn’t as often as she would have liked to see him. Yet and still, they kept a spark.

“Give me a few hours to find a babysitter, and I'll let you know. I don’t wanna ask Mom to keep Devaughn tonight since she kept him last night, you know.”

“You can always bring him with you,” Jax said. “You know I don’t mind.”

“I know you don’t, baby. But I gotta go before you get me in trouble with my boss, okay? I'm already late.”

“Alright, fine.” He playfully groaned. “Call me later.”

Jax was on his way to meet an old friend of his. Someone who also came from the slums and built an empire. Brandon Jones was a millionaire investor who wanted to branch out and start a project of his own. He had a vision for a social club designed to prepare the younger generation for the walks of life, and he wanted none other than his good friend to help him build on the idea.

“Jax, my man!” Brandon greeted him in his lobby with a firm handshake. “I’m glad you came out. I think you’ll like this new idea I have in mind.”

“I hope so,” Jax chuckled. “I came all the way from the other side of the world for this.”

On the way to the top floor of Brandon’s empire, he gave Jax a small tour and a briefing on what he did as an investor. Jax was surprised to learn that not only did Brandon invest in small businesses and overseas start-ups, but he also stirred pots in Fortune 500 companies as well. That was a pretty big move for a guy from Bed Stuy.

“Come in, have a seat, get comfortable,” Brandon said as he led Jax into his penthouse office suite. “I’ll pull up the draft of what I got going on, and you tell me what you think. It's a small idea on paper right now, but in my head, I think it could be something special.”

Jax took a seat on the black leather sofa near the window and waited for Brandon to get his projector screen in order. While he waited, he took a gander at Brandon’s office and let out a proud whistle.

“You doing your thing out here, I see. That's what’s up. I'm glad to see we all made something of ourselves.”

“Ay, we grinding to change the world, right?”

We grinding to change the world was a motto shared between Jax, Brandon, and Jones. Brandon was Jones’ little brother and he wanted to do everything his big brother did. Up until it was time to answer to the police. Brandon got Jones locked up for being too talkative during a sting and ever since that night, Jones cut ties with him. He saw Brandon as a rat, and in the hood, there was no love for rats.

“I don’t have a name for this yet, but the idea behind it is to target the youth. It’ll be a resourceful outlet for young men and young women to come and earn licenses, certifications, and scholarships to different programs.”

Brandon turned on the projector and pulled up his business plan for Jax to see. It was a plan he knew would take a lot of work, but it was also a great way to give back to the community.

“I would have classes for those who want to get their GED. Parenting classes for teenage parents. Job preparation courses. All kinds of shit,” Brandon said. “The whole idea with this is to be able to lend better resources and get as many black people out of the hood as possible. All I see every day is dope fiends, drug dealers, and kids throwing their lives away. That shit has to change.”

Even though Brandon was always on his Malcom X shit, Jax agreed with him. He thought there should be bigger and better resources for blacks too. Especially the ones stuck in chains to the hood with no way out. Brandon believed in his project with everything he had, and for that, Jax got on board with him.

“Good shit, B,” he said. “I like the idea and what you stand for. As long as niggas do right by the shit, it’ll work.”

“No doubt,” Brandon said. “This is something I have been thinking about for a long time. Now is the time to put it in motion.”

Once Jax had heard the last of Brandon’s business plan, he had a better idea of what to go for as far as the design. He wanted something modern and stylish. Large enough to hold up to a thousand people at a time, and he wanted it sectioned off so that each department had its own buildings.

The only thing left for Jax
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