
Freddy Prince

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

Epigraph

Freddy Prince

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

Sign up for Shamar Phillips's Mailing List

Further Reading: If I Can't Have You

About the Author

Death is inevitable. With it comes change and great responsibility. We often believe the people in power have our best interests at heart. But most times, those are the people we should fear the most.
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Fighting for his community was always second nature for Freddy. After losing his own mother at the hands of police brutality three years ago, creating a change became his number one priority. Especially for women. Growing up having to be the man of the house changed his outlook on a lot of things in life. Not only did he see the division amongst races, genders, and social classes, but he saw the importance of it as well. Which was why he started the organization Elm’s St. Community. In honor of his late mother, Elmira “Elm” Prince.

Elm was a fierce woman. Tall and slender, soft-spoken when you were on her good side. She got the nickname “Elm” from her best friend of twenty years after she went postal on a man trying to rough her up. A lot of the gentlemen who tried to pursue her said she reminded them of Pam Grier when she played Jackie Brown—tough as nails but still delicate and beautiful.

“You aren’t nervous, are you?” Mo, his assistant asked. “There’s a lot of white women in the audience today, and you know they only came out to find something to argue about for their lil videos.”

“I’m used to the Karen’s by now,” Freddy chuckled. “I actually find some of their arguments interesting. Do I understand their point of view? Hell nah. But it's amazing how they twist shit about black people and what we stand for.”

Even though Freddy was one of the most profound feminists and pro-black activists in his hometown of Far Land, Virginia, he maintained his street credibility and always presented himself as himself. The man didn’t put on a front for the cameras. He didn’t switch up his accent or try to sound "white." He was clear and cutthroat, but with a very charming and classy undertone.

“Well, they really gon be mad after they hear about this center you trying to open,” Mo said. “I don’t see why. They have hella social clubs and brunch parties for the women in their communities. Why us black women can’t have the same?”

“They don’t want black women to see themselves as equals when really, y'all are superior.”

“See!” she exclaimed. “This why I rock with you. You be knowing. Not only do you be knowing, but you always got a bitch back.”

Mo became Freddy’s assistant two months after his first big event. He got invited to the mayor’s office to talk about some information he shared after his mom’s body surfaced, and Mo found her way into his path to warn him. She worked at the mayor's office around that time and overheard some heavy hitters talking about Freddy possibly being a threat. And even though he had the grace of the mayor, they wanted him dead too. A week later, with Freddy’s protection, she resigned from the mayor's office and put her best foot on the right side of the law.

While he and Mo waited for their time on stage to come, Freddy took mental notes about everyone in the room. Those who were there to support him, and the ones who were only there for damage control. During his career of shedding light on the corruption in the system, he made more frenemies than he did friends. A lot of those people were older white men and women who just couldn’t believe how far the truth had taken him.

“Freddy,” the director of the seminar approached him with her itinerary in hand. “You’re up next, and the crowd is already eager to see you. I don’t know if it’s that handsome face of yours, or they’re just ready for a riot,” she chuckled.

“I don’t wanna sound full of myself, but I’m gonna go with the first one, Ms. Mary.” Freddy laughed. “You know my intentions are never to start a riot.”

“I’m just messing with you sugar,” the older woman patted his cheek. “We all love you and everything you do for this community. Now get out there and do what you do best.”

The crowd roared when he walked on stage because he had the stage presence of a natural-born speaker and activist. He dressed well. He was very well spoken and engaged with his audience in unforgettable ways. He even respectfully left the floor open for those who wanted to contest his facts with negative opinions. And even though his audience was mostly women, the men came to their feet and gave him props too.

“Ladies and gentlemen, good afternoon.”

Freddy smiled and waved his hand along the sea of people. Before he got the chance to speak again, the crowd erupted another time with applause, cheers, and whistles. While they were busy showing him grace, he took a moment to look at the ceiling and raise a finger. It was his way of giving praise to his mom on her throne in the sky.

“Y'all know I never start my speech without telling my mom I love her. If it wasn’t for her and everything I got to experience in my life, I wouldn’t be half the man I am today. So, ma! Thank you. I love you.”

He paused briefly to let his words marinate into the crowd before he continued. It was a crowd control tactic he learned by watching the greatest of the great give their speeches. When it was all said and done, Freddy wanted everybody to remember they were all human beings and even shared some of the same emotions.

“Thank you all for coming out this afternoon. We're here today to share our thoughts, feelings, and recommendations on a project I’ve been trying to get off the ground for a while now. A social club for black women and black girls looking for guidance, love, and education. Looking for strength. Looking for resources and funding. Whatever it is, we, as a community, can afford to offer. My vision is a place where single mothers can turn for help with their families. A place where senior citizens can come and spend their days of retirement aiding the youth. A place that the homeless can call home.”

Freddy had a lot of great ideas for the community center he wanted to open. What he didn’t have was enough clean cash to get it up and running. Sure, he had the money to buy an entire stadium if he wanted to, but he was sure the government would’ve wanted to know exactly where it came from.

“How are you going to fund this community center?”

Shonnie Mitchell spoke up from her front-row seat in the audience. She was a paid journalist for Mayor Corbin Montgomery’s office, and she was always giving Freddy a hard time. Whether they were at a seminar or in the bedroom, her strong desire to be on top never allowed her to keep her mouth shut.

“That’s a brilliant question,” Freddy said, hating that she even brought it up. “I figured with all the government grants and loans being awarded to the upper class, Elm’s St. Community Center might benefit from a couple of those. We’re accepting donations too, of course. If you’re feeling generous.”

Shonnie shot him a smile while she jotted down some notes in her notepad. There were never any hard feelings between them. Sure, their conversations got heated sometimes, but Freddy knew she was just doing her job.

“The goal for the start-up is to collect as much funding as we can through donations, community events, and bake sales. Whatever it is we have to do, we’re willing to do it in order to see this project through successfully. This is an outlet for our troubled youth. Our struggling parents and the many hopeless addicts we encounter. Being a part of this means you could save a life.”

He used the last hour of his seminar for answering questions from supportive fans and ones from angry congressmen and their puppets. The board was against Freddy opening a community center for black women because they wanted to see the black woman stay down with no forms of empowerment. However, the excuse the board officials gave to the public was that it would raise community taxes, and many people were already struggling. So, those who were against his idea truly thought they were making the best decision.

“You killed that!” Mo dapped him up again when he came offstage. “And of course, Shonnie’s ass was right out there with her head stuck so far up the mayor’s ass, all she can talk is shit.”

“Shonnie’s just doing her job, Mo.”

Freddy laughed because he knew how much Mo couldn’t stand Shonnie. She didn’t like the way she pressed the issue with him in public but loved to have sex with him in private. To her, Shonnie was the definition of a fake-ass hoochie who did whatever it took to get what she wanted.

“Maybe one day she’ll see the grass ain’t greener on the other side and come work for us,” he said.

“Maybe one day I'll kick her ass.”

Mo rounded up their things and headed off to meet the director of the seminar to collect Freddy’s check. She was also in charge of coordinating the event staff to make sure donation checks got collected and set to be deposited. While she handled that, Freddy remained backstage to take pictures with the other charity advisors and potential donors. It was his least favorite part of being an activist. Sometimes, he felt like he was selling his integrity because he had to associate with people he didn’t like. But, for the sake of his community, he put on his best smile and shook hands with the white devils.

“Um, excuse me, Mr. Fredrick Prince?”

The softness in the voice reaching out to him sounded like one of Freddy’s favorite songs. The tone was subtle and sweet. New, even. When he turned his back on the photographers trying to blind him with their flashes, he saw a face he had never seen before. A gorgeous round face, amplified by different shades of natural make-up. Centered by the perfect nose and glossiest set of hazel eyes he’d ever seen. Even her silky mane of curls looked stunning.

“Hi,” he said. “How can I help you?”

She looked speechless for a moment, leaving Freddy feeling unsure about how she made it backstage. Normally, if anyone made it backstage, they had to already be established or had some kind of name for themselves. Or they knew someone highly ranked in the circle of dirty politicians who allowed them past security.

“My name is Kalani Salah. I’m an investigative journalist and was wondering if I could ask you a few questions.”

“Uh, yeah. Sure.” He wasn’t sure who she was or who sent her, but she was interesting enough to get a few answers out of him. “I have a few minutes before I get out of here. What’s up?”

“I’m working on a story about a woman whose body came up in the river a few years ago. She did a lot of community work in this neighborhood, and I’ve run across your name a few times in some of my notes. Apparently, you knew her?”

Freddy's mind automatically went back to the night of his mother's murder and the murder of one of Virginia’s top philanthropists. It was an ironic evening all those years ago. He tried his hardest to bury both images somewhere deep in his mind, but every time he turned a corner, they seemed to resurface.

“I know a lot of women,” he said. “Unfortunately, I know a lot of women who have lost their lives. It’s sad to say you would like to refresh my memory.”

Kalani gazed at him like she was trying to read his mind—like she was trying to pick through the bristles he called eyelashes and see what he was thinking. She couldn’t though. Freddy had the poker face of an expert gambler. Just like her father.

“Could we maybe set a day and time for me to come to your office to discuss the details? I don’t really want to give out too much of my story too soon, because there’s still a few holes and dots I need to connect.”

“You ready Freddy?” Mo came back to interrupt. “Who’s this?” she asked, turning toward Kalani.

“This is reporter Kalani Salah. She wants to set up a meeting to discuss a new story she's working on. Something about a murder.”
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Later that evening, Freddy returned home to his bachelor's pad. It was a large 4,200-square-foot warehouse loft with a red brick undertone. It was heavily splashed with earthy colors throughout because it reminded him of his mother. He kept the place dim, and the air spritzed with his favorite alpine scent to top it all off.

For a lot of reasons, he found comfort in his darkness. It always helped him relax after a long day of fighting for change. Though he wished he had a special lady to come home to at the end of a long day, the last relationship he tested out ended up being one of the worst experiences of his life. So he stayed single and enjoyed the peace of being alone.

Intimate love was tricky for Freddy. He seemed to always catch the women who either had a lot of baggage or the ones who were so afraid to lose him; they became overly obsessive. Just thinking about relationships made him cringe.

After pouring himself a drink from one of the many bottles of alcohol in his home bar, he went upstairs to prepare for the night. He didn’t have any specific plans; Freddy just knew he didn’t want to stay inside another night. It seemed like all he did was drown himself in work and help other people figure out their lives so much that he never took a moment to breathe. But that night, he vowed to relax and take in all of his success.

“Shonnie Mitchell.” He chuckled when he answered her call. “To what do I owe this pleasure?”

“Fredrick Prince.” She replied with enough flirtation in her voice to break a heart. “Should we meet up for drinks? I feel like I owe you one for my questions earlier.”

“I think you owe me more than just a drink. But, sure. Where to?”

“Meet me at our spot in an hour. I got you.”

When he hung up the phone, a risky smile slid across his face. Every time he and Shonnie got together, things always started out friendly. But somehow, someway, they always ended up with them in the bedroom. It was a bad habit he wanted to break away from for years, but every time she came through, he couldn’t resist.

Figuring they would end their night with a nightcap, Freddy lathered up in the shower and threw on a fresh pair of slacks and a button-up. He thought about wearing what he already had on, but he knew how Shonnie was. She was really personable and loved everything to coordinate. And since his suit was already picked out for the day’s events and not strictly for their meet-up, he knew she would have something to say about it. So, he changed.

“Mr. Prince, good evening. Your date is already seated and waiting for you to join her.”

“Thanks,” he smiled. “She hasn’t had too many cosmos already, has she?”

“No,” the host laughed. “I think she’s waiting for you.”

Using her position at the mayor's office, Shonnie got them last-minute reservations for Varia. It was a nice Italian restaurant in the city that had some of the best lasagna Shonnie had ever tasted. Freddy loved that place as well because it was the first fancy restaurant his mom took him to when she first started making an impact.

“There’s the most handsome man in the world.” Shonnie smiled and stood to greet him. “I just knew your ass would be late tonight. Where's your sidekick?” she asked, referring to Mo.

“I don’t know,” Freddy chuckled. “Probably somewhere enjoying the one free night we have. How are you?”

When he embraced Shonnie and gave her a kiss on the cheek, he wondered if those were things he could do for the rest of his life. They had a lot of chemistry and things in common, but when he really thought about them being in a relationship, he always thought their ways of thinking were just too different for anything long term.

“You pulled some strings to get in here, huh?” he asked.

“You know I did. This place is hard as hell to get into on a Friday night.”

“Right. Me and my mom always came in the afternoons, and it was crazy then too.”

A lot of things made Freddy think about his mom. He tried not to sour any moods by talking about her all the time
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