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CHAPTER 1

Christian Walker was three years old and held up
three fingers whenever anyone asked him his age. Christian was big
for his size. Sometimes, he was mistaken for being five, and he
possessed the ability to speak pretty damn good sentences for a
toddler. Kendall, Christian’s mother, phone rang, and Christian
yelled “Daddy!” He associated his father with fun. His daddy
tickled him and tossed him high in the air before catching him. He
would blow on his belly and make funny noises. Christian loved his
mother too, but he wanted to be like his Daddy, like most little
boys did.

Kendall had been logged onto her Facebook
page, scanning the profiles of her old high school classmates, and
she was amazed at how many of them were too damn huge to be only
thirty years old.

Baby Christian sprinted toward Kendall and
screamed “Daddy!”

“Christian, it’s not Daddy.”

Christian frowned in disappointment.

Kendall tossed him a Spiderman figure and
instructed, “Play with your toy, while I talk to Godmama
Chrissy.”

Chrissy Johnson and Kendall White had met at
Sunday School at Weeping Willow Baptist Church as eighth graders.
Chrissy’s family had relocated to Charlotte from Pittsburgh after
her father’s job had transferred him. Kendall was the first girl
that Chrissy had met, and they hit it off right away. They liked
the same kind of music, and they were members of the Praise and
Worship dance team in church. Each were the only girl in their
families. Chrissy’s family was ecstatic that she’d been so
fortunate to find a good friend, and sixteen years later they were
still best friends, Kendall had even named her son after
Chrissy.

Though they had a lot of things in common,
they contrasted in appearance. Kendall had a large Ethiopian
forehead, sensuous lips, and long natural hair and minuscule waist
and womanly figure. Kendall’s resembled East Africans so much,
they’d often approached her yelling Selam. She would simply laugh
and say that she was American. One cab driver had said she was
denying her heritage and said that she was East African, and she
would respond “My parents are from South Carolina.”

 


“I want my Daddy,” Christian whined.

“I don’t know where your daddy is. This is
Godmama. Now go play.”

“Godmama?” He repeated.

“Yeah, Godmama. Play with Spiderman while I
talk to Godmama.”

He sat on the floor, pitting his figures
against each other, while Kendall resumed her conversation.

“My bad girl. My phone was in the other room
when you called earlier.” She paused before continuing, “I was
watching these dumb ass hoes on the reality shows.”

Kendall knew and she knew this girl could
talk forever about nothing. Before she could cut Chrissy off, she’d
started talking again.

“I mean every episode, I don’t care if its
New York, LA, or Atlanta, it’s the same plot. Throw a fuckboy into
a love triangle, with two desperate chicks and the ratings go
through the roof.”

“Hey, hey, hey!”

“What’s wrong?” Chrissy asked.

“I called to vent, not hear about these
recycled reality TV chicks.”

Chrissy laughed, “Yeah, I was the one
returning the call. My bad.”

Kendall sighed. “It’s all good.”

“What’s on your mind, boo?”

“Dre hasn’t been answering his phone.”

“He’s a busy man. No man is going to stop to
answer your calls every time you call. He has to pay for that house
and Range Rover that you’re driving somehow. The man is working.
He’s staying busy, that’s how. My mama always told me don’t bother
a man while he is at work. I mean he could be not doing shit with
his life—"

Kendall sat the phone down then stared at
the ceiling; Chrissy was on another tangent. Kendall strolled to
the fridge, snatching a cranberry Snapple as a rubber ball whizzed
past her face. Christian was laughing as he picked up the ball and
was about to throw it again. She snatched the ball away from him
and said, “We don’t throw balls in the house, okay?”

He frowned and said, “I sorry Mommy!”

She kissed his forehead, then said, “It’s
okay, baby.”

Kendall picked up the phone and pressed it
to her ear. Chrissy was still yapping. “Will you shut the fuck up?
I called to talk to you about something, and you keep making this
about you and what you know and what you have heard. Can you please
be a good best friend today and listen?”

“I’m so sorry, girl. I’ll be quiet.” Even
though Kendall couldn’t see her, she mimed zipping her lips
together.

“Dre has a girlfriend.”

“Daddy?” Christian asked after hearing his
father’s name.

“No its not Daddy. It’s Godmama like I just
told you. Go play.”

“Dre is a married man!”

“He’s cheating. He has a ho on the side.
Someone that’s not me. Want me to spell it out for you?” Kendall
snapped.

“How do you know this?”

“A couple of nights ago, he came home and he
smelled of Classique by Jean Paul Gaultier. He doesn’t wear that,
obviously.”

“Did you ask him about it?”

“Don’t need to. The signs are there.”
Kendall paused. “He doesn’t answer my calls half the time, he comes
home smelling like another woman, and when he doesn’t smell like
another woman, he hops in the shower before getting in the bed.
Sometimes he’ll come in at 3 am and he’ll go in the guest bedroom
to shower, giving some lame excuse that he didn’t want to wake me
up.”

“But it is 3 am, Kendall,” Chrissy laughed.
“Do you want to be woken up at 3 am?”

“I’m up because I’m waiting on my man, and
he knows I’m up because I’ve called him twenty eight times.”

“I can’t say that I know the signs. I
haven’t had a boyfriend in two years. I don’t even deal with niggas
anymore. Slim, who comes by and gives me head then leaves in the
middle of the night… I can’t keep holding out waiting on him to get
his shit together and leave his mama house. The man is
thirty-five—"

“Listen, please.” Kendall was getting
irritated.

“So Dre’s cheating?”

“I’m certain.”

“But what are you prepared to do about
it?”

“What can I do? I don’t have a job; I can’t
leave him. I have a baby, and I’m broke.”

Chrissy had an idea. “Go back to school, you
were always the smart one.”

“I hate school. I hated everything about
school.”

“What about fashion? You can be a
stylist.”

“And what do I do while I pursue this
stylist thing? You want me to just stay put while Dre just run
around cheating on me?”

Chrissy rolled her eyes. “They’re all going
to cheat, like this meme on Instagram said, you might as well be
crying in a mansion than be crying somewhere in the projects.”

“You think all men cheat?”

“Most do.” Chrissy nodded.

“You think your daddy cheats?”

“They don’t make them like my daddy no
more,” Chrissy laughed. “Who says he didn’t cheat when he was
younger?”

“Did he?”

“I don’t know, but I know when my Uncle
Leroy died and we went back to Pittsburgh to go to the funeral, we
discovered that I had two cousins that I didn’t know existed.”

Kendall gasped, “He had another woman?”

“Two women.”

“Damn.”

“But your daddy don’t seem like the cheating
type, obviously Uncle Leroy was thotting around…”

“Uncle Leroy didn’t seem like a cheater
either. He was a deacon in the church and a track and field coach
at the high school. Word was it that Uncle Leroy had gotten one of
his ex-runners pregnant.”

“Oh wow. Damn. Uncle Leroy was a savage. So
she had two kids by Uncle Leroy?”

Chrissy laughed, “That’s just it. Uncle
Leroy had two baby mamas.”

“Who was the other baby mama?”

“The girl’s sister.”

“Stop it.”

“I’m serious.”

“So your cousins are sisters.”

“Yeah. Really nice girls. But my point is
there are skeletons in everybody’s closet.”

“So all men cheat?”

“I think most people cheat,” Chrissy said
matter-of-factly. “Or will cheat if the opportunity

presents itself.”

“Scandalous.”

“Yeah, but I wouldn’t have ever thought that
about him. But that made me realize if Uncle Leroy could cheat,
then anyone is capable of cheating. But you have it made with
Dre.”

Kendall laughed; she couldn’t believe what
she was hearing. “Since I got it made with Dre, I should just look
over it. What’s a little cheating right?”

“No, I didn’t mean it like that.”

“I’d rather have real love than material
things,” Kendall sighed.

There was silence on the other end of the
phone, then Chrissy stated, “You don’t think Dre loves you.”

Kendall all but whispered, “I do.”

“So do I.”

“But why do I feel so alone?”

“But you’re married.”

“Marriage ain’t nothing but a piece of paper
nowadays.”

“You’re right.”

Kendall looked at the 2.16 carat canary
yellow diamond ring. She’d initially hated the ring; the damn thing
costed too much—almost fifty thousand dollars—but then she’d grown
to love what it represented: the union between her and the man of
her life. She began to sob. “He’s cheating Chrissy. I think it’s
just time for me to accept the fact that he’s a cheater, and I’m
going to be alone.”

Chrissy, who usually had a lot to say, could
only say, “You’re not alone. I’m here for you.”

Christian waddled up to her, and she looked
in her son’s eyes as he said, “Don’t cry, Mommy.”

She smiled at Christian and said, “Mommy is
going to be okay, son. Don’t worry about Mommy.” She pinched his
chubby jaws and then gathered him into her arms.

 


* * * *

 


Her iPhone charging on the nightstand read 4:12 am.
She heard the water bustling from the shower of the guest bedroom.
She’d guessed that Dre probably arrived about ten minutes ago, and
it also told her that he had been with some woman and they had
probably gone out to eat at some fancy steakhouse, perhaps Upstream
or Flemings. One of the reasons she liked him is because he loved
to eat. He’d teased her that he was going to get her fat so nobody
else would want her. Even after they had eaten, he’d probably taken
her to the Ritz Carlton or perhaps her place, but if her place
wasn’t nice enough for him, she knew that they were in a five-star
hotel. Though Dre was from the hood, he had become bougie. Money
had a tendency to make hood niggas that way.

When she met Dre, she had to teach him the
difference between a salad fork and a dinner fork. She taught him
how to hold a fork. She taught him a man was supposed to walk on
the outside of a woman. Taught him not to place his elbows on the
table. Taught him to look the waiter in the eye and acknowledge him
and not to talk to service or professional people with slang or
hood jargon. She had taught him that Gucci was not the best
cologne. She bought him Tom Ford Tobacco Vanille and a small bottle
of Creed Aventis with her waitress check. She’d taught him how to
dress. She was more cultured than him—but not because she came from
a higher social economic class.

Kendall was a girl from the hood, but she
had big ambitions. She spent hours watching YouTube videos about
fashion, etiquette, and how to be a lady. She had dreamed of being
a creative. A designer or a writer or a stylist for the stars,
she’d style Beyonce and Rihanna, move to New York, and buy herself
a Brownstone. She’d also have a place in Paris. When she first met
Dre, she thought he was cute, but he was not her type. He was a
nice boy, but he didn’t have dreams. Well, his dreams were not as
big or ambitious as hers. He was a small-time hustler, and she
hated hustlers, but Dre wouldn’t go away. He gave her attention and
showered her with gifts. They weren’t expensive gifts, but he was
the only one that ever bought her anything, and she appreciated
him.

 


A year after their first date, she’d given
in and had sex with him. Two years later she had gotten pregnant
with Christian, and now that Christian was here, those dreams had
to be put on hold. She fought back the tears as she thought about
how much of herself she had sacrificed for him, but was it his
fault? She had become lazy, and she had gotten to the point where
she didn’t want to work. Why get a job? Her man had so much money,
he had taken her on so many vacations, and he had showed her so
much that there was no point in working. Plus, she had been with
him in the beginning.

She was with him the first day he’d met the
plug. Dre had gone from a street hustler getting a couple pounds of
exotic weed to a kingpin, and she remembered the day a strange
Mexican knocked on his door in their little run-down apartment in
the hood. She remembered because she was scared as hell.

The tattooed Mexican man had showed up at
the door wearing a wife beater, Dickies, and a t-shirt and asking
for Dre, who was in the bedroom asleep. Kendall had lied to the man
that Dre wasn’t home and closed the door, then dashed into the
bedroom to wake him.

Dre sat up on the bed, as she asked, “Do you
owe someone some money?”

He cleaned his eyes. “Hell no… Why?”

“A Mexican just knocked on the door and
asked for you, and I told him that you wasn’t home.”

“What? Asked for me?”

“Yeah, he asked for Dre.”

Dre dashed through the living room with his
9mm stuffed in his pocket, ran out into the parking lot, and
stopped the man who had been driving a Red BMW X5. “Hey,
amigo.”

The man lowered the window.

“You looking for Dre?” Dre asked, his hand
inside his pocket, caressing his weapon.

The man smiled and said, “Yeah.” He turned
off the ignition. “Can we talk inside?”

“What the fuck it is we need to talk
about?”

“I came to help.”

“Help me do what?” Dre was furious now
wondering who this strange motherfucker was.

“Carlos got locked up a week ago, and he
told me to call you.”

Carlos had been Dre’s connect and his
homeboy for a while. Carlos was big time, and he’d always consigned
Dre small amounts of weed and coke, and Dre had always paid
him.

“He got locked up for what?”

“The feds picked him up.”

“And who the fuck are you?”

“I’m Carlos’ connect, Juan.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Carlos is going to call you tonight.”

“So what do you want from me?”

“Can we go inside?” the Mexican asked
again.

Dre looked around before agreeing.
“Yeah.”

Dre and Juan disappeared inside his
apartment and sat on opposite ends of the sofa. Juan Marco
explained to him that he’d been working with Carlos for five years.
He’d already known about him, and Carlos had explained that Dre was
very trustworthy. After Carlos had gotten arrested, he’d asked for
Dre’s information, but Carlos was hesitant at first, he didn’t want
to be cut out; he wanted a piece of the proceeds. Juan would have
to put aside ten percent of his profits for Carlos if Dre wanted
the opportunity. Dre jumped at the opportunity to supply the
Carolinas. Two years later, he was a millionaire.

Kendall had counted so much money with him,
that her hands ached. They would sometimes count money for hours.
Dre was a young man, but he possessed an old soul and always
mimicked the ways the ways of older people; his father had been a
small-time hustler, too. He taught Dre that money counters were bad
luck. His father had grown up in a small town called Rock Hill in
South Carolina, and he was superstitious and believed in Root
Workers. But Kendall had been so sick of counting so much money all
they time, she convinced Dre to buy a money counter, and it had
made their life that much easier.

She would never forget the day he had he
proclaimed he was worth a million dollars, and they had counted the
money like they had did so many times before. This time when they’d
finished, he’d sealed it, and there was a big, silly smile on his
face.

She asked, “Why are you so damn happy?”

“I finally have it.”

“You have what?”

Dre’s grin widened. “I’ve made a million
dollars!”

“Are you going to quit?” Kendall asked.

“Why would I do that?”

“Because I’m pregnant.”

“You are?”

Kendall nodded. “Yeah.”

“Are you being serious right now?”

“Why would I lie about a thing like
that?”

He tossed the pile of money and sprinted
around the apartment in his drawers. “Imma be a daddy. Imma be a
daddy!”

His joy was infectious, and Kendall broke
out in a matching smile. She’d been kind of nervous about telling
him; she didn’t know how he would react. After he’d finished his
celebration, he stated, “We have to get married.”

“No, we don’t.”

He winced, slumped, then frowned.

She said, “I don’t want you to marry me
because we have a baby on the way.” Then, she asked, “If I wasn’t
pregnant, would you have asked me?”

His eyes narrowed as he said, “I haven’t
really thought about it.”

“Exactly.”

 


A year later, he proposed. Christian was
three months old. They had their parents, Chrissy, and her
off-and-on-again boyfriend, Slim, over for what was supposed to be
a Super Bowl party. He surprised her by proposing and presenting
her with a beautiful 2.2 halo engagement ring, that she’d felt had
been over the top. But of course she accepted because he was the
only man that she had ever really loved.

A year after that, they had a small wedding
of about 50 in Turks and Caicos.

 


She heard the buzzing of the Dre’s
toothbrush interrupting her memory and thought about the other
woman. Was she taller? Was she prettier? Did she have a better
body? Was she better in bed? The toilet flushed twice, she heard
running water from the sink, then Dre’s bare feet tiptoe across the
floor. He pulled the covers back and slid underneath them. He
smelled like coconut oil and soap, not like that whore that he’d
left in the street. Kendall stared at the wall on her side of the
bed, her back turned towards him as he crawled in the bed. This was
her side of the bed, and it had been for years. He scooted his body
over next to her, and she felt him against her butt. He slid his
arm underneath hers, grabbed her waist, and held onto her. He’d
always gone to sleep holding her, but that day, Kendall escaped his
grip.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“I’m hot, baby,” she lied. She didn’t want
him to touch her; she wanted no parts of him.

He scooted across the bed, and minutes
later, he was snoring. He didn't hear her cry.

 


* * * *

 


The next morning at the kitchen table, they ate
scrambled eggs, turkey bacon and toast. She’d prepared grits for
Dre. He loved cheese grits, but they were out of cheese, so he
would have to settle for plain ones. Christian was eating cereal
from his highchair when Dre came in from behind him, grabbed the
toddler, and made a monster sound. A trail of milk dribbled from
his mouth onto his chin. He looked up at Dre, laughed, knocked his
cereal bowl over, and held his arms up. Dre picked held him up and
tossed him in the air three times, and Christian giggled the whole
time. Dre was a man of average height, he was stocky and he had
skin the color of creamy coffee, with a slight mustache and a short
afro, faded around the temple.

Kendall cleaned up the wasted cereal and
milk, observing the interaction between Dre and Christian.

Dre asked, “Did you miss, Daddy?” He cut his
eye over at Kendall. “Good morning, baby.”

“Morning,” Kendall replied.

Christian responded with giggles.

Dre sat him back down in the high chair, and
Christian was still laughing. When Dre stepped away, he sobbed.

“Daddy ain’t going anywhere. I’m just fixing
me a plate of food,” he said, holding a plate up. Christian
realized that Dre wasn’t going anywhere and stopped crying. Dre
fixed himself a plate of grits, eggs, and turkey bacon, then poured
a glass of cranberry juice. He sat down beside Christian, who
smiled again with his hands toward wanting Dre to scoop him from
the high chair again. Kendall placed another bowl of cereal and a
blue Sippy-Cup filled with orange juice in it in front of the
toddler.

“Eat your food, Christian.” Kendall
ordered.

Dre flexed his biceps. “Eat your food so you
can grow up big and strong like Daddy.”

“Strong.” Christian held his arm up and
pretended to flex his baby muscles, too.

When Kendall sat down across from him, and
the couple made eye contact, she asked, “Where were you last
night?”

“You know me, out in the street. Had
business to take care of.”

“You couldn’t answer your phone?” She
asked.

“Was it an emergency?”

“No, but I would think a married man with a
child would answer his phone if his wife called,” his wife
snapped.

Dre stuck a spoonful of grits in his mouth,
then quickly swallowed. “How do you think shit gets paid around
here?”

Kendall rolled her eyes. “Dre, cut the
bullshit. We have enough money to last us for years.”

“But I can’t stopping making money until
Christian’s kids have money.”

“I want us to create a life together.”

“Me too, baby! But there is so much more I
want for my son. I see the white folks sending their kids to the
best school, making the best connections. That’s what I want for
Christian. I’m just saying.” Dre took a swig from his juice.

“How is the deal with the shopping center
going?” Kendall asked. Dre had been trying for months to purchase a
shopping center on the west side of town.

“We are close to closing on it.”

“What is the hold up?”

“Since I work for myself, it’s harder to get
things they want like bank statements and tax documents and
shit.”

“So give them your bank statements,” she
said as if it was the easiest thing in the world.

“I’m going to do that,” Dre snapped, “I know
what I’m doing.”

“Hey, I was just trying to help. That’s the
problem, Dre. You act like you don’t want me to help you
anymore.”

“I’m sorry, babe, but I know what I’m
doing.”

He continued to eat his grits as if the
conversation never happened. She stood then disappeared into the
other room. Dre picked Christian up from his highchair, carried him
into his room, and turned on Soul Pancake, a kid friendly YouTube
show. When he entered the bedroom, Kendall sat on the edge of the
bed crying. She looked up when she saw him.

“You’ve changed so much, Dre.”

Dre sprang to the bed and said “It’s not
like that, K.”

Dre called her K or Ken. Short for
Kendall.

She looked up at him. “How long do you think
I can take it?”

Dre threw his hands up. “Take what? Take
living in luxury? Take buying whatever bag and jewelry you want?
Going places you’ve never even imagined? Driving a Range Rover?
Yeah, you live a pretty fucked up life.” He laughed.

Kendall stood and pointed at him.
“Motherfucka, you really just tried me. Acting like I’m some kind
of gold-digger. You know I met you when you didn’t have shit. I did
not ask for this life. I was with you and you still ain’t have
shit. Remember we used to buy foodstamps from crackheads?” She
paused. “It’s crazy how quick motherfuckers forget.”

“That’s not what I’m saying at all.”

“What was the point of you saying that shit
then?”

“I’m trying to make sure that we don’t ever
have to go back to that life of being without.”

“We were happy. I was happy with you. Happy
when you were selling your little weed and we spent time together.
We were inseparable. The money came, and then the baby came, and
everything changed.”

“You didn’t want Christian?”

“Andre, you know damn well that’s not what
I’m saying. I wanted Christian and many more with you. You’re the
man I love.”

“So I’ve changed?”

“You know all I care about is me, you, and
Christian. Material shit don’t mean nothing to me.”

“You know you don’t want to go back in that
ratty westside apartment though.”

“I don’t.”

“Well, you have changed too.”

Kendall shrugged. “I’ve always wanted nice
things.”

“Now, you have them, and you’re still
bitching.”

“Is that what I’m doing?” Kendall was
furious.

“Sounds like it to me.”

“I won’t say a damn thing else then.”

“No. I want you to speak your piece.”

“Why can’t you come in at a decent time? I
don’t really know if you are fucking around or not, but it sure as
hell look like it.”

He avoided her eyes.

There was a long silence as she looked at
him and waited on him to respond.

Finally, he said, “I’ll do better.”




 CHAPTER 2

Her name was Catherine Smith. Dre had teased her when
he first met her, saying that she had the whitest name he’d ever
heard. She’d then said, “Maybe because I’m white.”

Catherine worked for her father’s real
estate firm. She grew up in a well to do neighborhood and attended
private schools and boarding schools before graduating from the Ivy
League school, University of Pennsylvania, with a business degree
from the prestigious Wharton Business School. Dre met her as she’d
been presenting a townhome, a place he could use as a bachelor pad
as he kept the place for his family in the suburbs. He was
attracted to her as soon as he saw her. She had a slender but curvy
build, with bee-stung lips and straight ivory teeth. Her
eye-popping runners legs were highlighted in the heels that she
wore that clacked across the hardwood floors. Her boyish short
haircut had him pegging her for a feminist lesbian until she said,
“I would be so turned on if my man had a place like this.”

As she led him into the foyer, he watched
her little, perky ass slink up the stairs, thinking “Skinny ass
Catherine will get fucked if she made one false move.” The townhome
was breathtaking, with the cathedral ceilings and private balcony
that offered an excellent view of Charlotte. Dre appeared relaxed
until she asked for his credit. He frowned. He didn’t know about
all of that. Kendall had taken care of all of that kind of stuff.
They had always used her credit to get what they needed. She knew
how to get things on credit. He never needed credit. Dre had
millions of dollars of cold hard cash.

Catherine stood with her hands on her hips,
a silly ass, naive ass white girl. She smiled very unassuming, and
he liked that.

“Look, I don’t know how my credit is
looking. I haven’t used it in a while.”

“No problem.” Catherine said. “Let’s just
run it.”

She passed him a questionnaire and a black
ballpoint pen. He stepped into the kitchen and leaned against the
marble island counter to fill out the paperwork. When he passed the
application back to Catherine, she snapped a picture of the
application with her smart phone and then emailed it to the office.
She smiled at him, and his penis awakened. Her nipples peeked
through her fuchsia blouse.

She explained, “This will only take five
minutes. Glenda, my Dad’s secretary, will run your credit and get
right back with us.”

She sashayed her perky ass across the room
and peeked through the window. For the first time in a very long
time he had been turned on by a white girl. He imagined what that
little frame looked like naked. Catherine Smith was the type of
girl that went to Soul Cycle, did Pilates and yoga, ate Greek
salads with feta cheese, and drank water with lemon. She was not
the kind of white girl who had fucked black men—at least a black
man like Dre—but perhaps some cornball nice guy that dressed in
khakis and loafers. She turned and caught him staring at her and
smiled back, the kind of smile that said “I know you find me
attractive but I’m just going to be nice and acknowledge it. But
you’re not going to get any pussy.”

Her phone rang, breaking the pair’s
unintentional stare-down.

“Glenda.” She smiled, nodded twice, and then
frowned before ending the call, and she said. “Mr. Walker, I’ve got
some bad news.”

“What is it?”

“You don’t have any credit. Glenda said it’s
like you don’t exist. I don’t understand it. Do you think it’s a
mistake? Do you think you wrote down the wrong social perhaps?”

“I don’t use credit.”

Her left eyebrow rose. She tiptoed back
across the room and faced him.

“I really want this place. What if I pay for
a year in advance?”

She rubbed her chin. “You do realize that’s
over fifty thousand dollars, right?”

She pulled up her calculator app and punched
in a few numbers.

Before she could calculate it, he said, “Its
$55,200.”

“Good with numbers, I see.”

“I’m better with blondes.”

She giggled. She didn’t find him funny, but
it seemed like the polite thing to do. “I mean if you can afford to
pay it up for a year, I don’t see why not.”

She glanced back at the application then her
left eyebrow rose. “You own a car wash?”

“A detail shop.”

“You know, I’ve never understood the
difference between a car wash and a detail shop. I thought they
were the same thing.”

“Well that’s like saying a gym and a fitness
studio is the same thing.”

“I suppose so.” She paused. “Is that all you
do?”

“Yes, why?”

“Only one car wash. I mean ‘detail
shop.’”

“Yes.” He was wondering why this bitch was
asking all the questions. Seemingly the same question over and
over, all of the questions were about his job. His business. His
occupation.

“And you are going to give me fifty thousand
dollars to rent a townhome?”

“$55,200.”

“Whatever it is. That’s a lot of money. You
must wash an awful lot of cars.”

“Detail.”

“Excuse me?”

He laughed, “What are you getting at,
Catherine?”

“Hey, listen, I’m not insinuating anything.
When can you give me the check?”

“I never said I was going to give you a
check.”

She smirked and spat out, “Cash?”

“Yes. Is that a problem for you?”

“No, it’s just rarely do I see people doing
business with that kind of cash nowadays.”

He smiled. “You know what they say. Cash is
king, right?”

“I guess so.”

“Look—” she glanced at the application
searching for his name “—Andre, this is not adding up.”

“What do you mean?”

“You own one detail shop, and you’re going
to give me fifty-five thousand dollars in cash. Are you doing
something illegal?”

He chuckled, “So you want to racially
profile me because I’m black? Ask yourself Catherine Smith.” He
paused, his words exploding off the walls of the hollow building.
“If I were white, would you have asked me all of these
questions?”

She thought for a second. And though she
knew if he was white, there wouldn’t have been extra scrutiny—or
perhaps no scrutiny—but he wasn’t white. He was a black man that
had zero credit, owned a car wash, and had fifty-five thousand
dollars in cash to give her to rent a townhome.

“Look, Andre, you’re right. I’ll rent you
the place, but only after a background check.”

“Fine.”

 


Two days after he’d submitted his background
check, a possession of marijuana charge came up, but it was a
misdemeanor and was nothing to be too concerned about. Catherine
met with him and he’d given her the cash. She handed him the keys
and told him that she needed her car washed and wanted to know the
location of the car wash. He responded that it was on the
application, then he told her that he would give her a free car
wash if she let him take her to lunch.

She was startled at his bold move. What
could they possibly have had in common except youth? And though
she’d never ever gone out with a black guy, she found Andre
attractive, very savvy, and mysterious.

They had gone out three times, and she found
him charming. He was surprised that Catherine liked trap music. One
night after they left the movies, he asked if she was going to
spend the night with him.

“What? I can’t spend the night with you. I
have to be at work in the morning.”

“Bring your clothes. You can shower at my
place.”

“I’m doing no such thing,” she exclaimed,
“but I will come by for a few.”

Inside the townhome, he offered her a drink.
She asked for wine, and he had a bottle of cheap red wine that some
girl he’d met had left in the refrigerator. Catherine frowned when
she read the bottle, “Santiago 1541.”

He knew it was cheap; he’d remembered paying
under ten dollars for it.

“Hey, I’m not much of a wine drinker.”

“I see,” she said stiffly.

She drank the wine and relaxed a little as
they sat on his sofa, watching an episode of Game of Thrones.
Midway through the show, he leaned toward her and planted a kiss on
her lips. Her hands traveled his thigh, and she gripped the
hardening bulge in his pants. His tool was thick and rigid. She
excited him and knowing this aroused her.

He stood and removed his boxers. His dick
swung wildly, and she appreciated his nice rounded chocolate ass
and his chiseled body. She’d never been with a black man before,
not like this. She’d kissed a guy in college, but he was a black
dude that pronounced words like her and was a well-off nerd whose
father was a neurosurgeon. Andre was a real black guy that came
from the hood and looked and dressed like a rapper.

He motioned for her to follow him into the
bedroom. She glanced at her watch knowing she had to be up at seven
in the morning. Maybe she’d be late this once.

 


* * * *

 


After they fucked, they were lying in the bed. He was
fully exposed, but for a kelly green sheet draped over her tanned
legs, her pear-shaped breasts were on full display. She turned to
him, and they exchanged smiles. “You know, I’ve never thought I
would be with a black man.”

“How was it?”

She smiled. “I don’t wanna weird you out,
but I’m starting to like you a lot.”

“Weird me out?” He laughed.

She smiled. “What’s so funny?”

“The way you talk.”

She shot him a glare that quickly faltered.
“Quit dancing around the subject, Andre.”

“What subject?” He knew what she wanted to
talk about but didn’t know if he was prepared to go there with
her.

“I like you.”

“And I like you.”

“So does that mean we’re an item?”

“An item?” He laughed again. “I really gotta
get used to your vocab.”

She crossed her arms and frowned. “So I
guess you just think I’m some dumb, white valley girl that you can
hook up with every now and then?”

“Not at all.”

“So where do we stand, Andre? I mean, I’m
not a whore. I can’t be coming through and sleeping with you
whenever it’s convenient for you.”

“I have a confession.” He sat up on the bed
and avoided her gaze.

“What is it?” She sat up and tried to make
eye contact with him.

“I live with a woman.”

She laughed. “You’re joking right?”

“No.” His face was very serious.

Her chest tightened. “What do you mean you
live with a woman? You live here alone. That’s pretty obvious.”

“I have another place. I have a son and
wife.”

She choked up; there were so many things
that she wanted to say but the words wouldn’t come, finally tears
spilled from her eyes. “You have a wife? What the fuck, Andre? How
can you do this to me? You think I’m just going to be some car wash
guy’s mistress? If you were a billionaire sure, but I’m young. I’m
attractive. No way I’m going be your little side boo.”

“I’m not asking you to be my mistress.”

“I will not continue to sleep with a married
man.”

“That’s not what I’m asking at all.”

She stood, slid on her jeans, and beelined
to the door, and he trailed her. She stopped at the bedroom door
and faced him.

“Andre, I can’t be number 2.”

“You will not be number 2.”

“But I am number 2.”

“Not for long.”

“Is there anything else you want to tell me
while I’m here?”

“Yes.”

Catherine waited for him to open his mouth
again.

“I’m not totally legit.”

“What do you mean you’re not totally legit?
First the wife and kid, now what? I don’t understand this.”

“I’m a drug dealer.”

“A drug dealer? You mean you sell like dime
bags of weed?”

“…Not quite.”

“What then?”

“Just say it’s a little bit more than
weed.”

“Oh my god! I should have known. The lump
sum of cash.” She placed her hands over head. “How did I get myself
involved in this?” She turned her head before he placed his hand
underneath her chin and forced her to face him.

“You like me, right?”

“Of course.”

“Help me go legit. I want to invest in real
estate. I want to be legal.”

 


Ever since that day, Andre and Catherine had
been inseparable, and she even introduced him to her father. John
Smith was a tall, thin, fresh-faced man with glasses, who looked to
be in his late forties though he was sixty-two. He greeted Andre as
they entered the corridor of the massive Victorian home. Catherine
had wanted Andre to make an impression on her father so she asked
him to dress down. He showed up wearing Stan Smith Adidas, jeans, a
black t-shirt, and a jacket.

Her father led them into his study. A book
shelf hovered behind his head.

Catherine and Andre sat across from him.

John said, “Cat, you didn’t offer Andre
anything to drink.”

“I’m fine, sir.”

“So… You and Cat are friends.”

Andre looked at Catherine then back at John.
He was not sure how to answer the question, not knowing how this
man would react if he knew that he was fucking his daughter like a
wild savage.

Catherine interjected, “Yeah we’re
friends.”

“Did you meet in school?”

“Yeah,” Catherine repeated.

“No.” Andre said.

John lowered his glasses.

“We’ve known each other since high school,
sir.”

“Oh.”

Dre looked annoyed at the lies in the
conversation and said, “Sir, with all due respect, me and Cat are
more than friends.”

Mr. Smith looked at Catherine. “What is he
saying?”

Catherine shrugged. “I guess he’s saying
that he's my boyfriend.”

“Your boyfriend?”

“Yes.”

Mr. Smith laughed, “Why didn’t you just say
so?”

“I didn’t know how to tell you.” Catherine
hung her head.

“Why? Because Andre is black?”

“Exactly.”

“Do you think I’m racist, Catherine? Times
have changed a lot since my day.”

“No, of course not. I just didn’t know how
you would react.”

John smiled at Andre. “I would like a word
with my daughter alone if you don’t mind.”

“No problem,” Dre said, then stood, heading
for the door.

“You can just go through the double doors in
the hallway, and it leads to the den. There is a TV in there if you
wanted to keep yourself occupied. We won’t be long.”

When Andre left the study, Catherine’s
father hissed, “Are you out of your mind?”

Catherine grimaced and swallowed hard.

“Catherine, you know I don’t approve of this
shit. Why would you put me on the spot like that? You think I
worked this hard for you to send you to these nice schools so you
to go off and have some mulatto children with some baboon?”

Catherine gasped, “What the fuck, Daddy! I
can’t believe you just called Andre a baboon.”

“What has gotten into you? Does your mother
know about this?”

“Not yet. I thought she would be at home. I
planned on introducing Andre to both of you.”

“Don’t even bother upsetting her with this
news.”

“I can’t believe you’re acting like
this.”

“Believe me, this is not an act.”

He stood and asked, “Have you slept with
this man?”

“That’s none of your business.”

“Jesus Christ Catherine, please don’t tell
me you’ve slept with that ape, next thing you know you’re pregnant
then bringing some mulatto child in the world that he’s not going
to take care of and you’re supporting him and the kid.”

“Daddy, I can’t believe what I’m hearing.”
She looked at him angrily. “FYI Dre has his own money.”

“Dre,” He laughed. “Not Connor, or Thomas or
Phillip. My daughter’s boyfriend’s name is Dre and what does “Dre”
do for a living?”

 


“He’s owns a chain of car washes, and he’s
an investor.”

Her father knew what that meant immediately.
“He’s trying to launder money.”

Catherine avoided her father’s gaze.

“Oh my god Catherine, is this guy doing
something illegal?”

“Look, Daddy, it’s not like everybody that
comes to us to do business is on the up and up.”

John asked, “What are you talking
about?”

“What about Filepe Torres?”

“What about him?”

“Have you’d forgotten that we’d counted 1.8
million dollars in cash when I was eighteen. Who has that kind of
money?”

“That monkey certainly doesn’t have that
kind of money, so I don’t know if dealing with him is worth
it.”

“First of all, he’s not a monkey, and he has
more money than you think.”

“He’s doesn’t have Filepe Torres money.”

“You want to bet? Possibly more.”

Mr. Smith’s eyebrows raised. “Oh
really?”

 


The next day, Dre visited John Smith’s
office dressed more casually than he’d been before. John stood and
shook his hand, then offered him a cup of coffee, which Andre
declined. “Cat tells me that you have money that you want to
invest.”

“I do.”

John Smith stood and walked around the rich
mahogany grained desk, approached Dre, and frisked him.

Dre jerked away from the man. “What the hell
are you doing?”

“I’m just trying to make sure I’m safe.”

Dre laughed. “You think I’m bugged?”

“I don’t know you.”

Dre was wearing a black t-shirt with Drake’s
face plastered across the front. He raised his t-shirt and rolled
his eyes.

John relaxed a little then resumed his
position on the other side of the desk.

“My daughter likes you.”

“And I like her, I like her a lot.”

“What do you want from us?”

“I’m not after your money, but I was just
thinking that you could help me go legitimate.”

“What do you mean go legitimate?” He paused,
then picked up a Mont Blank pen, passed it to Dre, and shoved a
yellow legal pad to Dre’s side of the desk.

“What is this for?”

“I need you to write down how much money
you’re trying to invest.”

“Why do you want me to write it down? Can’t
I just tell you?”

“Can you do what I asked, please?”

Dre scribbled a number then pushed it back
to the other side of the desk.

John Smith yelped, then his mouth flew open.
“You have 4.5 million dollars in cash?”

“Yeah,” Dre replied, now wondering why he’d
asked him to write the figure, down if he was going to turn around
and blurt it out.

John Smith stood and started pacing before
he sat back down. Then, he’d made eye contact with Dre. “How old
are you, son?”

“I just turned 30.”

“Why do you want to invest this? I’m sure
this is not all you have.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You’re already a millionaire.”

“I know, but I don’t like my career. Do you
understand? Plus there was this shopping center that I was trying
to purchase, but I couldn’t prove my income in order to buy
it.”

“I can imagine. Why don’t you just get a
job?”

“I don’t want a job. A job wouldn’t enable
me to buy the property. Why don’t you get a job?” John Smith let
out a hardy chuckle.

John Smith was perspiring, and he was trying
his best not to look nervous, while analyzing Andre at the same
time. “Look, I don’t want to know where you get your money. Don’t
ever tell me and don’t tell Cat.”

“Cat ain’t all up on my business like
that.”

“Keep it that way.”

“I plan to.”

“Don’t just plan to. Make sure you don’t
tell her shit. I don’t even want her to know what I plan to do with
you. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Do you really understand?”

What else was there to understand?
“Yes.”

“You realize that we both can be charged
with U.S.C. 1956, right?”

“What the hell is that?”

“The money laundering statute.”

“Sounds serious. I mean, when you say the
statute and all.”

“It sounds serious because it is serious,
son.”

“I understand. I have a friend with the feds
right now,” Dre said as he thought about Carlos.

“What’s he in there for?”

“I’m not sure.” Dre lied, but that was none
of John’s business.

“But it doesn’t have anything to do with
you?”

“It doesn’t. I’m sure of that.”

“Good.” John Smith settled back down in
chair before snatching up the pen, stuck it into his mouth, then
removed it. He scribbled on the legal pad, then scratched out the
4.5 million dollar figure.

“So what did you have in mind?”

“I wanted to invest in commercial real
estate. That’s where I heard the money is.”

“I have better idea.”

“What is it?”

“You’re going to start a company that
specializes in fixer uppers, and you’re going to buy a series of
fixer uppers and invest in REITS. Then I will use some of the money
to invest in affordable housing. I will write you a check at the
end of the year for your investments, and you can slowly show how
you have profited. There is no way that I can take that 4.5 million
and double it. But I’m sure we can give you ten percent return on
your money—about 450,000 dollars a year.”

“Wait a minute? I give you $4.5 million, and
you give me $450,000?”

“That is the return. The profit. You will
still have your 4.5 million. I will give it back to you at any time
with advance notice.”

“Okay.”

“This will be legitimate income. You will be
making $450,000 dollars a year. Andre, this is not the drug
business; this is great money for the average person.”

“I know.” Dre laughed. “I came from
nothing.”

“Me too.”

“Really?”

“I married up. I came from a small town
right outside of Greenville, South Carolina. I got lucky enough to
meet Cat’s mother, and her father was a real estate tycoon. He
taught me all I know.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Listen, we have to be careful.”

“I understand.”

“Don’t tell Cat shit about this.”

“You have my word.”

The men shook hands.


 CHAPTER 3

Christian was at the park with the nanny. Kendall was
cleaning the interior of her Range Rover as she often had to do;
she had a toddler for Christ’s sake. McDonald’s French fries,
action figures, and Legos blanketed the floor. She gathered most of
it and stuffed in a Hefty bag. When she slid the seat up searching
for more Legos, she stumbled upon a greeting card scented with
J’Adore by Christian Dior—the same scent that had been on Andre’s
shirt. She sat the trash bag down on the floor and disappeared into
the kitchen to read the note.

Last night was amazing, then again, every
day is amazing. I can still feel your hands around my waist. I love
the way you manhandled me, the way you made love to me, the way you
whispered you love me, and the way that you treat me. I’ve never
had a man give me the attention that you give me—the right kind of
attention. I love you. Every day is amazing. I can’t imagine life
getting much better than it is now. I can’t wait to spend the rest
of my life with you. Who knew that when I showed up to show you the
townhouse that it would be the start of something magical? Who knew
that the same townhome I rented you would be the one where we share
so many amazing memories. I can’t wait to become































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg





