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Chapter 1
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As the sun began to slowly set, a face caught my attention in the reflection of the microwave range. It appeared to be watching me, but when I turned to face it, there was no one there. Confused, I walked towards the open curtains of my kitchen window, trying to make sense of what I had just seen.

I had been in the kitchen since eight o'clock this morning, experimenting with a new recipe for my restaurant which opened just two months ago; V'LANY's. The name was a combination of two dear friends, Veytrice and Gelaney.

The restaurant was an instant success on its opening day. Our marketing and advertising efforts paid off, with more customers than we could accommodate within thirty minutes of opening. As I worked in the back to organize orders, two security guards I had hired informed me that we were exceeding our capacity by twenty people.

I was in complete shock. What was the purpose of hiring them if they couldn't do their job properly? Luckily, I had installed a state-of-the-art intercom system with four large speakers strategically placed in the ceiling to reach every corner of the restaurant. I politely grabbed the microphone and announced, "Excuse me, may I have your attention please? I apologize for any inconvenience, but we have reached maximum capacity according to safety codes. We kindly request that twenty people exit the premises so that we can accommodate everyone effectively. As a gesture of our appreciation, each person who complies will receive a complimentary dessert of their choice. Thank you and thank you for choosing V'LANY'S."

Why did I even mention that? As soon as the words left my mouth, a swarm of thirty people immediately made their way towards the exit, anticipating a free dessert. I quickly went over to the security guards and handed them each a hand stamper, instructing them to mark the twenty lucky individuals who would receive a complimentary treat. Well, that certainly got everyone's attention. That truly was an awesome opening. 

I had no idea who was peering inside my window. By the time I hurried over, they had vanished into the night. This wasn't the first time; it had happened just a week ago as well. Frustrated, I dialed the non-emergency line for the police, but their only advice was to keep my curtains closed and be cautious. It could have been foolish teenagers goofing around, but it still unnerved me. How far did this need to escalate for the police to take action?

At this point, I was sick and tired of it. Maybe I should just move on up to the east side like they did in that one old school TV show, I thought. I had been in this place for the last five years and was becoming quite the little superstar. My best friend's father was into real estate. Maybe he knows a Realtor, I thought. However, when I placed the call, his number was disconnected, no longer in service. After coming up empty handed, I did the next-best thing. I cleaned up my unfinished recipe and placed it in the refrigerator. Then I headed for my computer.

I was going to miss my humble abode, but I needed to make this change and surround myself with the security I should have. 

The place wasn't too shabby for someone seeking a two-bedroom, two-and-a-half-bathroom space with a den, attached garage, and a small backyard. I was able to afford it thanks to the profits from my cookouts and sales of baked goods. I accumulated at least eight thousand dollars getting my ghetto restaurant on.

I entered the den and logged onto Azo's List on my computer. The variety of items for sale was astounding. Among them were several houses, but one in particular caught my attention. It was a magnificent property, two stories tall with ten thousand square feet of land. The highlight was definitely the large swimming pool and Jacuzzi. Inside, there were five bedrooms, three and a half bathrooms, and a spacious loft. The kitchen was pristine with its granite countertops and elegant porcelain sink. All the appliances were top-of-the-line stainless steel, including a double oven, microwave range hood, stove top, and dishwasher. The kitchen also featured an island with a beautiful stainless-steel sink attached to it in the center.

The floors had eighteen-inch travertine tile and an enormous pantry. This house was more than I needed, but exactly what I wanted. It was in a gated community and had a hi-tech alarm system that was pre-wired for security cameras. I noticed the price had just been reduced, and it was less than 250,000 dollars. The location was in the Chandler Height/Higley area. I couldn't pass on this deal, so I wrote down the contact number and was ready to call.

"That's when the telephone rang. I picked it up and answered, 'Hello.'

'Hello, how are you?' the voice asked.

'Okay. And who am I speaking with?' I questioned.

'This is Mr. Grant Jowls,' the voice remarked.

'Mr. Grant Jowls? Mr. Grant Jowls who?' I inquired.

'I'm sorry for my rudeness, but I was given this number by one of your employees,' he replied.

'Oh really? Which employee was that?' I asked.

'Jamir Adams, I believe he said his name was,' he explained.

'Oh yes, Mr. Jamir, I'll have to give that Mr. Jamir a good talking to,' I joked.

'Well, the reason for my call is,' he continued. 'And let me first say, first off, I didn't mean to get that boy into trouble. It's just that after tasting that sweet potato pie you all make; I had to know the person who created it. And they said it was the owner, you, firsthand.'

'Well, Mr. Jowls we have business cards that we use for that, and Mr. Jamir has given you my personal home number. I don't use this number for my restaurant business number, but as an emergency contact number. It's just in case they cannot reach me on my cell phone or home office phone, which is where I am now,' I advised.

'I do apologize, and I won't make that mistake again, Ms. Key,' Mr. Jowls commented.

'I’m sure it won’t and with that said, how may I help you, Mr. Jowls?' I inquired.

'Well, two weeks henceforth, me and the Misses are having a dinner party. I was hoping I could have you come and bring enough sample trays of all your desserts and serve them up to my guests,' he stated.

'See, Mr. Jowls I was just beginning to relax my mind, but now I am very upset once again,' I said as I threw in a fake laugh. 'I am no servant and all my catering, serving, and setups are done by my hired staff. I do not do anything except collect the checks and make sure everything is done to the best of its ability before it leaves out of my restaurant. If you want something more than that, please ask my staff and request my head manager Ronin. If he's not available, then ask for my assistant manager Cadence; she should be just as fitting. Thank you, Mr. Jowls; you have a very blessed day; goodbye,' I said."

As I hung up the phone, my mood was already changing. The nerve of some people, still thinking that we are in 1659 and ignorantly slaving at that. Oh well, I can't let that make my day, I thought. I promptly blocked his number from my office and home line, and I continued with my house search. I picked up the written number and began to dial. Two rings later, and an older male voice picked up and answered the line.

"Hello," he sounded like one of those older gentlemen who do voice-overs.

"Hello, my name is Lynna, and I am calling regarding the ad placed on Azo's list," I explained.

"Oh... oh... yes, my dear, my son Royal placed the ad for me about two weeks ago. You are the first to respond to the ad. You see, I had the house built and completed about six months ago. My wife and I had decided to have the house built so that our grandchildren could stay with us," he chuckled. "Mainly for summers, Christmas, and spring breaks, but also for any of our kids if they wanted to come back home to stay. However, my wife ended up having a major heart attack two weeks before it was finished. She survived the attack but ended up needing 24-hour care. So, our son Royal wants us to move to Yuma, Arizona, to live with him, especially since her care will be necessary until our deaths. We agreed and will be moving as soon as the house is sold."

“I am very sorry to hear about your wife,” I said. 

“I'm sorry, young lady, for not giving you, my name. It's Blue Lattimore, but you can call me Blue,” Blue said. 

“Okay, Blue. I definitely love the house and would love to take her off your hands as soon as possible,” I said. 

“That's the best news I've heard in awhile. Let me contact my son so he can get you the information. Then I'll have him call you,” he said.

“Thank you, Mr. Lattimore,” I said.

Mission is accomplished. Now all I have to do is set up financing for a home loan, which won't be too much, because I have 150,000 dollars already set aside. I'll probably need another $100,000 or so. Then I can pay that sucka off in about three months with the monies from my other business. My business partner, who I've been neglecting for the last two months, has passed her boiling point. She knew I'd be making a big stride to venture into a new business. I mean, why wouldn't I since I had enough money to open a restaurant?

We owned a small healthcare staffing agency in the East Valley called OUR CARE AND LOVE Health Solutions. We started it more than two years ago. Boy, did it give us a run for our money. She figured I'd walk away from it as soon as I got V’LANY’S started and opened. But she can't be mad, because she was running her own business too. She recently opened her first beauty and hair supply spot about two weeks ago. She's been there every other day making sure it ran right. Our shops are next to one another, so her customers come into V’LANY’S, and my customers go in there.

I made the choice to return to the kitchen and complete my recipe. While walking, I noticed that my curtains were still open. As I approached the window, I caught a glimpse of a person's hooded head peeking up before they quickly ran away.

When I peered through the window, I saw a figure dressed entirely in black: a hooded jacket, pants, and shoes. Who was this person? My mind raced with possibilities. Surely now the police would take my concerns seriously, instead of just telling me to keep my curtains closed. I reached for my kitchen wall phone and dialed the non-emergency line once more.

“Hello, this is Lynna Key, and I live at 421 West Escarpa Drive Unit 142. I had called earlier about someone staring into my kitchen window. They came back, and it certainly wasn't somebody's foolish kids. Can you please have someone come out and take a report or something?”

“Okay, Ma'am, calm down,” the operator said. “Someone will be out in about twenty minutes.”

“Twenty minutes! Why so long?” I asked.

“Well, Ma'am, it's not an emergency, and this is the non-emergency line,” the operator replied.

“Okay, fine. I'll be waiting,” I said and hung up.

That was just the beginning of my to-do list. I carefully checked and secured all of my doors, locks, windows, and curtains. It wasn't my problem anymore; the next tenants could deal with it. They might not be as understanding as I am. It took a while for the police officer to show up, about thirty minutes later. But this isn't a bad area, so I don't know why it took so long. All he did was take a report and give me his card before leaving. After he left, I headed upstairs to get ready for bed and decided to take a shower first. In my room, I grabbed my night clothes from the last drawer of my old-fashioned dresser. My mom had given it to me before she ran off with a younger man who happened to be an NFL player. The dresser wasn't anything special, but it held sentimental value for me. It had been passed down through generations in our family and was made of light natural wood with black trim. The intricate carvings on it were medium to large sized daisy flowers and swirl symbols that gave it a unique touch.

I pulled out a matching silk hunter green pajama set, a pair of hunter green bikini panties and a tight hunter green tank top under shirt. I removed my long, thick and fluffy light gray robe and grabbed my white washcloth and a thick fluffy beach towel that was hanging against the wall, then entered the bathroom. First, I went over to the shower, which, just a month ago, I had the shower walls and flooring done in travertine tile. I also added a thick encased glass shower door.

I turned the water on a little warmer than lukewarm, undressed, and placed my worn clothes in the dirty clothes basket. I put on my old-school Jerry curl shower cap from the countertop and stepped into the shower. I felt the water gently massaging my body as I turned around in full circles. Taking my bar of soap, I soaked my washcloth and started washing my body, beginning at my neck and working my way down.

Exiting the shower, I dried myself with a towel and then reached for my Cucumber Melon lotion to moisturize every part that needed it. After washing my hands, I cleansed my face with Pretty-Plex, a product I'd been using for the past three months to clear up my minor acne scars and refresh my skin. Once done, I put on my robe, removed the shower cap, and hung it up.

First, I went over to the nightstand on my side of the bed, then lit two scented candles that sat on top of it and proceeded to do the same for the others on the second nightstand. I hung my robe up and put on my pajama set. I folded back the covers on my brand-new ultra-indulgent king-sized pillow top bed. I had it laced with two extra soft white downs, a nice size thick gentle all black comforter and a thousand-count thread sheet set. It was all white based with big red, yellow, green, and purple rose petals on it.

As soon as I laid down on the bed the phone rang. I was annoyed because it had to be at least ten o'clock at night I thought. How did someone think they should be calling me this late? However, when I checked to see the time, it was only a quarter past eight. I reached over to my nightstand and grabbed the phone.

"Hello," I said. 

"Hi. May I speak with Lynna?" a man asked. 

"Yes, this is Lynna, who is this?" I replied. 

"This is Royal Lattimore. My father gave me this number and told me you were interested in the house," Royal said. 

"Yes, I am. So how soon could we close the deal?" I asked. 

"Well, do you know the price of the house?" he asked. 

"I know it was saying something about being a little lower than $250,000, but I wasn't sure if that was the actual price," I replied. 

"Well, it cost less than that to build, but because of the upgrades, basement, and the pool, they were pricing it at $250,000 or a little more. Given that you have been the only responder, I really want my parents here. I’ll reduce the asking price to $185,000," he explained.

"Wow, Royal, are you sure about that? This house is a little more than two thousand eight hundred square feet with a basement and pool."

“It truly cost less than that to build and upgrade. My wife's father owns his own building company, and we get some of the greatest deals on homes that we have designed for building," he explained.

“Okay, Mr. Royal Lattimore you have a deal. Let me speak with my bank adviser in the morning, and we'll have a deal by the end of the business day,” I advised. 

“That sounds good,” he replied. 

“Great. Now you have a good night, Royal.” 

“You do the same Lynna, goodbye.” 

Yes, yes, yes! I was ecstatic. I was too excited to sleep, so I decided to call my best friend, Capri, and share the good news with her. I met Capri in second grade, and we hit it off on the first day we met, remaining best friends ever since.

Capri and I, though different in appearance, shared similar mindsets eighty percent of the time. Capri stood at five foot two, while I towered over her at five foot eight and a half. Her hair cascaded past her shoulders, braided in singles she did herself. She was a milk chocolate sista, with extra thickness and a big smile. In contrast, I am a caramel-colored sista with brown sugar eyes and a big ol’ ghetto booty. I had recently returned to wearing locks that reached two to three inches past my shoulders, a growth that took two and a half months. As I dialed my best friend's number, I sat up in bed and waited for her to answer, but instead of Capri's voice, there was only her voicemail.

Damn...

I left her a message letting her know my good news. My girl hardly ever answered her phone after she married that trifling butt Anderson.

He was a short, dark-skinned, nappy-haired cat. I introduced her to him when she first came to Arizona two and a half years ago. I had no idea homeboy would turn out the way he did. At first glance, he was already jockin’ on her. She arrived at my condo during the third week of her visit, bringing along her three kids and little nephew in tow.

My girl had the most beautiful kids, a set of twin boys and a little girl.

Now Anderson and Capri were all good at first, but when they became a couple, dude flipped a script for real though. After a year, they got married, and I couldn't understand it.

She chose to come to Arizona initially because she and her baby’s daddy Dayon of fifteen years finally called it quits. I remember when we first met Dayon; it was at the mall. She saw him first, but I was the one who had the courage to approach him. I had to get my mack on. So, I made sure my outfit was on point with a once look over at my reflection in the window of the nearby arcades. We were just leaving the movie theater after seeing the movie 'Downtown C-Town'.

I walked over in his direction and said, "Excuse me, can you tell me what time it is?"

He was wearing a pair of gray XZero7s Wear pants, a white T-shirt with a wifebeater underneath and a pair of black HXBar9s. His hair was slicked back in a long ponytail, and deep thick waves were running all throughout it. He had the cutest smile with one dimple on the right side of his face. Dang, that boy was fine as hell.

He just looked at me and said, “Girl you must be kidding, I know your butt got the time with that watch sitting in plain view on your right wrist.”

I was so embarrassed, but to regain my composure, I said, “My bad. See, I just had to come over and tell you something, but I guess that was it.”

He just laughed. "So, what is your name, though?" he asked.

“Lynna.”

“I am Dayon by the way, but you can call me Yon.”

“Okay, Mr. Yon, how about you let me get your number, or you could have mine.” We exchanged numbers, and he was on his way.

The only problem with Yon was that he was better for my best friend. Every time he was alone with me, he was way too shy. The boy didn't know how to speak and would stutter. I found it crazy because at the movies, he was just fine. The only thing that had him stuck was my cooking. Another issue was when I found out he was a year younger than me. I was fourteen, and he was thirteen. Back then, you had to be a year older for me to consider more than friendship. Even though that was my way, my best friend was a little different in her rules. I hooked them up, and they ended up making the bombest couple.

My best friend ruined my celebration call, so I took another route. I saw an advertisement for the Black Twine Chat Line on Swiss Black's website. Once I dialed up the line and got through, the prompt had me enter numbers to navigate the phone tree. Then it asked me for my online intro name. I went for Brown Sugar Chocolate. It asked for my introduction message, and I said, “Hello my name is Brown Sugar Chocolate, and I am five foot two, a hundred and thirty-five pounds, with a big ol' chocolate booty, size Double D titties and a fat cocoa brown kitty”. I wasn't on that line for five minutes with that message before I had damn near fifteen messages waiting.

Heck yeah, this could be something to loosen up the tension from today's events and relieve the minor headache I received from dealing with Mr. Jowls.

The first three messages up were nothing but perv ass white guys. So, when the prompt said, “press seven to block this caller,” I did so with no hesitation. My fourth message came up and I heard the sexiest brotha’s voice I have heard in a very long time. I tell you what, he sparked more than my interest. “Press the number two button,” said the lady prompt, “if you want to reply back.” I did. When he responded back to me, he asked for my name, location, age, and what I was online for. I told “Mr. I Want To Know” that I was Brown Sugar Chocolate. I lived in the City of Chandler, was 21 years old, and that I wanted to playhouse over the line. As I was sending him back my response, I got a one on one connect live on the next message.

I made the decision that I would accept it for the heck of it. However, I decided I would play my game. I made myself sound like an out of breath overweight big momma. I was like, “HEELLOO HOWW AREE YOOUU?!” Once again, it was one of those perverted white guys. I couldn't understand the fascination they had with us sistas. Anyhow, I just got ridiculously nasty with him in my big momma voice. I told him I was at home in the bed with a big ol' turkey leg, and I was rubbing the left side of my thigh with it. I continued to tell him I was doing that while also rubbing my plump ashy crusty dry feet together. I requested that he bring me a big ol' sweet potato pie and a gallon of French vanilla ice cream so that he could feed it to me until it was all gone. I went on to say that I would be massaging his hairy nipples with my turkey leg. Boy, he sure did get off that line fast.

About time I finished with him, I remembered you couldn't be doing that and have messages remaining. Nevertheless, to my surprise, the brotha who hit me up was still online. I pressed two as quickly as I could, letting him know I was interested with a live connect. As I waited for his response, I got up to grab my old school slow jams mixed c.d. The first song that played was Keith Sweat's, 'How Deep Is Your Love'. I laid back down to get the phone, not realizing I couldn't be doing that either. I made it just in time to hear the lady prompt tell me, “If you don't press the number three button to continue, the call would be ended immediately.” As soon as I hit the number three button, I heard this Latino guy's voice saying, “Papi King Joe” and a message following the main intro. It said, "Hey girl you sound hella fine, Mami. Why don't you let Papi take you to ecstasy?” I just laughed and pressed three for next. The following message was from some white chick. I thought I was on the female side, but I guess everybody's gotta get their pleasure somewhere. I skipped her, and that's when I got my response from that good sounding brotha. However, instead of live connecting with me, he asked me to connect him with him. So, I pressed the number one button for the live connect to be set up. All you could hear in my background was R. Kelly’s "Your Body’s Calling." He came on the line soon after.

"Hey, girl. How are you doing?" he said.

"Oh, very good now that I'm talking to you," I gushed.

"Oh really?" he replied.

"Yes, really. I mean isn't this the reason for being on this line?" I spoke.

"I would say so, girl. So, what's up? Are you down for some phone entertainment or what?" he asked.

I was beyond excited and definitely down for a little release.

"How about I start this off?" I asked.

"For sure, girl. No problem," he said.

I figured I would, since he was a little hesitant.

"Can you hear my music playing in the background?" I asked. It was the beginning of 'Feenin'.

"Hell, yes!" he said.

"Okay, can you hear me, baby? Can you see me, baby?" I asked.

"Uh huh," he replied.

"I have on some all-black thong panties with a black laced bra. I'm lying on my king-size waterbed and the only light I can see is the candle that's lit. My body is so hot right now that I want you so bad on top of me. Now, I'm turning on my left side so you can get behind me." The whole time I was explaining all I could hear was him. 

"Damn, girl. You are getting me all turned on right now," he said.

Damn, like that? I thought. “Really?” I asked.

“Mmm mmm, girl.”

What’s up with his little moan sounds? I thought. The next song up was 'Phone Sex'. Now this will really set things off. I smiled deeply. “So, what you have on for me Baby Boy?” I asked.

He busted out with some corny sounding shit when he said, “A pair of black-and-white polka-dot boxer briefs, no shirt, and no socks.”

“Oh, yeah,” I asked.

That's when his deep sexy voice kicked in. He then replied, “yeah.”

I heard him put the phone down. As I waited and listened for a moment, I could hear his dick being stroked up and down by his stroking hand. I couldn't help myself, so I started to touch my body. I reached for my right breast and started gently massaging it with my left hand. Then with my right hand I began sliding it down my body to my waiting pussy.

At that moment, I felt my nipples getting hard. I'm not an easy turn on, but with the right method I can get wetter than a freshly watered lawn.

I could hear him getting back on the phone as he moaned, “Damn, girl! You got me horny as hell up in here.”

Back and forth we went, and then it was on. It was my turn to touch my pussy. I imagined my middle finger was his dick. I was totally lit up at that moment.

“Damn girl, you know how to get a brotha going for reals,” he said. He was breathing faster and harder; you could tell he was enjoying this way more than I.

“Uh huh, baby give it to me boy. That shit sounds good as hell, give it to me. I’m certainly nearing your level Baby Boy.” Why did I say that?

The next thing I heard from him was, “Oh, girl! I just came; shit this phone sex shit with you was the shit.”

“NO!” I insisted.

I had almost another five or seven minutes left in me. I was so mad that I couldn't believe it. It hadn't even been five minutes, and the dude had already came. That stopped all sexual healing in motion.

“That's it? You're finished already?” I asked.

“Yeah, didn't you get yours?” he questioned.

“Hell nah!” I fumed. “I only started a couple of minutes after you did.”

He chuckled and said, “Well, my minutes are up, so can I get your number or what? You know, maybe we can do this again sometime.”

All I could say was, “Hell to the nah! You are worse than any bootleg link!” I hung up without saying goodbye. I got up, washed my hands, turned off my music, blew out the candles on the right side of the bed, and took my butt to sleep. I figured I wouldn't be connecting live again anytime soon.
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Chapter 2
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I woke up the next morning and glanced at the clock: five after seven. I was thankful for another morning to enjoy my day. I sat up, yawned, stretched my arms out, and rolled my neck around. It was time to get up and head to my restaurant. I still needed to talk to Mr. Jamir at eight-thirty today, then head to the bank to set everything up and place rental ads for the condo.

After running through my itinerary for the day, I took a quick shower to wash away last night’s bootleg phone sex activities. I put on a light ash colored pant suit with black leather pumps. I grabbed my smoky black tote bag and was on my way. I didn't make it halfway downstairs before my stomach started to growl like crazy. I was in such a hurry I forgot to eat breakfast. I still had a little time to eat. It was only seven-fifty, and the restaurant was only about ten minutes away.

I went into the freezer and pulled out a frozen mug I keep on the inside of the freezer door. I poured myself a mug full of orange juice, took out my pre-cut fruit from the storage container in the fridge, and grabbed a pre-cut whole wheat grain bagel and cream cheese. I stuck it into the toaster oven and toasted it for one minute. I had a full day ahead of me, so I figured I would keep the breakfast light. But you know a sista would have rather hooked up some French toast, fried potatoes and onions, half of that country-style ham steak, and cheese eggs. I ate as quickly as I could and headed for the door, but not before I cleaned up my mess. I couldn't stand a nasty kitchen or any other part of a house to be. When I stepped outside to close and lock my front door, I heard someone call out a name to me.

I knew it had to be a family member or old friend from my youth because the person used the nickname I had been trying to shed for years. I turned around, and it was my brotha, Lexton, ol’ peanut head boy.

Now he knew dag on well not to be calling me no damn Cheetie, I thought. I couldn't stand that name and didn't understand why it had to be my nickname. Everybody knew I wanted to go by my middle name, which is Ka'Lynna, Lynna for short. And that was only because my aunt and I have the same first name.

My brotha was kind of cute for a little brother, but he still had a big ol' head if you asked me. He stood about six feet with golden brown skin, reddish brown eyes, and weighed two hundred and twenty pounds.

"What are you doing here, fool?" I asked. 

"I just came from work, so I wanted to stop by and spend the day with you," Lexton said.

Lexton and I were not as close as we should have been, but that changed when our parents divorced when we were teens attending Chandler High School. Afterward, we were like a set of twins. My brother had a harder time dealing once our mother ran off with a Pretty Boy Floyd. This occurred after being divorced for four years from our father. Lexton was a mama's boy, of course. It did not make it any better that he did not have a strong father-son relationship either. He would always call me a daddy's little girl. What could I say? I felt I had a good relationship with both my parents. I guess I just put forth a little more effort toward our dad than he did. I think I put a little more effort in than my older siblings as well.

Our dad had an army of kids. His first two were from a different mother, both older than Lexton and me. With our mother, he had three: my older brother, Lexton, and me. He also has a set of twins younger than all of us, a boy and a girl. To top it off, we also have an adopted sister.

It was just my luck our oldest siblings felt the same way Lexton did. Now our adopted sister and older brother were pretty neutral, but the twins loved our father to death. I always tried to look for the good in everything, but I guess sooner or later you find out you can't be that way.

"I am going to have a talk with one of my employees and then I will be at the restaurant for about an hour to make sure things are going well. After that, I’m going to my bank to set something up for me," I explained.

"No problem. Like I said, I came to hang out with you, sister," he replied.

"Cool, do you still want to come along and spend the day with your sis?" I asked.

"I said, yeah, right?" he replied.

"Yeah, yeah. Fool, are you going to follow me or ride with me?" I asked him. He recently traded in his Ketzzen bike for a 2005 fully loaded Ash-colored sedan.

"Yeah, I’ll ride with you," he said.

I had just acquired the brand-new 2006 Double M Series at the beginning of the year, fully loaded with a Hemi engine. I fitted it with some new Lizgodaz 20x8.5-inch chrome rims and Moniker C-2 tires. Additionally, I tinted the windows as dark as legally allowed and painted it in three colors: baby blue on the top, a blend of baby blue and black in the middle, and solid black on the bottom. The interior featured baby blue suede with black trim. I also installed two 7.5-inch TVs in the headrests, along with a DVD deck stereo system and a six-disc CD changer. To top it off, I added a thousand-watt Conquian Multiplex amp, twelve-inch subwoofers, six by nine-inch speakers, six-and-a-half-inch speakers, and tweeters. I must admit, my vehicle was clean as hell.

“You can drive, fool,” I said as I tossed him the keys.

While on our way to V’LANY’S, we discussed his son K'very. I had warned him about getting involved before he became a father.

Despite my advice, he ended up in that situation and now has a beautiful two-year-old boy who recently turned two in March. My brother exclusively dated Latinas; hence, his son's mother is Puerto Rican and Salvadorian.

My nephew sports thick wavy brown hair that almost reaches his back, which is braided every other week. He flaunts a charming dimple on the left side of his face along with light brown eyes and skin as sweet as brown sugar. His spoiled behind garners attention from everyone he encounters, whether related or not.

With joint custody granted to my brother, he gets to spend time with his son every other week. During our visit to the restaurant, he dropped me off at the entrance before parking the car. As I entered through the front doors, the time displayed a little past eight-thirty.

"Hey, Ivy, how are you doing?" I asked.

"I'm fine, Ms. Key. How are you?" she replied.

"I don't mean to be rude. I'm fine. Have you seen Jamir?" I spoke. She pointed to the back and said, "He's back there somewhere."

"Thank you," I said as I headed toward the double entry doors.

I soon found Jamir walking out of the storage area with a twenty-five-pound bag of bread flour sitting on his left shoulder.

"Hey, Jamir, how's it going?" I asked.

"Fine, how are you?" he said with a heavy breath.

"I'll feel better as soon as I'm able to talk with you," I told him.

He set the bag down and asked, "About what?"

"Can you please join me in my office as soon as you can?" I asked.

"Sure," he nodded.

Two minutes later, Jamir was knocking on my office door.

"Come in," I yelled.

He opened the door and closed it behind him. Jamir, who stood at about five feet eleven inches with a well-defined physique, was twenty-two years old and of Creole heritage. He shared my complexion, had dark brown hair, and possessed the most exquisite clear green eyes I had ever seen. Hailing from Louisiana, he spoke with a distinct southern accent. I had hired him a month and a half ago and had been very pleased with his baking and cooking skills thus far.

"Did you encounter a gentleman by the name of Mr. Grant Jowls in the restaurant anytime in the past two weeks or so?" I asked.

Jamir stood back with his right hand up to his chin while allowing his fingers to rub firmly across his neatly trimmed goatee. After about a minute of him thinking, I was getting a little impatient.

"How about you have a seat in the chair in front of my desk, Jamir," I stated.

As he sat down, he said, "Why are you questioning me about some Grant Jowls?"

"Well, that particular gentleman called my emergency line last night. He indicated that you were the one who gave it to him," I replied.

"Mm hm," he nodded.

"Jamir, haven't I instructed all the employees and you not to give out my personal line like that?" I spoke.

"Well, yes," he paused to think. "Ms. Key, first off, let me apologize. Yes, I do remember some older man coming in here about two days ago. He caught me while I was heading outside to take my lunch break. I was in such a rush that I just gave him the first number that popped into my head."

"Okay, Mr. Adams. Let this be a verbal warning to you as well as a lesson. Because the next time something of this nature happens again, you will be docked a day's pay. Now if it's the same incident then you will be paying for my number to be changed as well," I told him.

"I'm sorry once again Ms. Key and I won't let it happen again," he replied.

"Good. Tell me what the special is for today," I said.

“I believe it's deep-fried cubed steak smothered in gravy, seasoned mashed potatoes with gravy, red beans and rice and cornbread,” he stated.

"Well that sounds really good, but let's do greens instead of mashed potatoes. Because the cubed steak is already smothered in gravy
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