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Prologue
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“You need to tell her the truth!” 

Theresa couldn’t believe that her brother was trying to marry a woman when he hadn’t even told her that he had a son from a previous relationship. It was a recipe for disaster. 

“You need to mind your business.”

“Travis, what you gon’ do? Hide your son from your wife forever?”

He thought about the question, and he didn’t have an answer. He loved his son, but he also loved his fiancée. He didn’t know why he hadn’t told Melanie about his son yet. 

He’d fallen for her so quickly that he hadn’t even thought about anything that had happened before they’d met. Now, he felt like it was too late to tell her.

She talked about them getting married and having children together. He couldn’t bring himself to tell her that he already had a child. That would shatter the dream that she’d created for them. He didn’t know how Melanie would feel about it if he told her. What if she didn’t want to be with him anymore? That wasn’t a risk he was willing to take.

As long as he provided for his son financially and went to visit when he could, he was still a good father, right? 

“She deserves to know, and T.J. deserves to have a father!”

“I know, but I can’t tell her. I’ll still be there for my son but...”

“If she can’t accept everything about you then she’s not the one. You need to tell her.”

“Or what?”

“You ain’t even told Renee that you’re engaged! That’s going to break her heart.”

“We’re not together anyway. I’ll take care of this myself.”

“Well, you better. It’s best that they both get the news from you instead of someone else.”

Travis looked at his sister like she had lost her mind. He wasn’t going to tell his son’s mother about his fiancée. She’d have a fit.

“Someone like who?” he asked. 

“They’re going to find out somehow. Why not just tell them yourself?”

“Because they don’t need to know. What’s the point?”

“This is some real bullshit. What are you going to do about holidays?”

“I don’t know, Theresa, but I’ll figure it out. You just keep your damn mouth closed.”

“And if I don’t?”

Travis took his sister’s words as a threat, and he didn’t take too kindly to threats.

“She’ll find out,” she assured him. 

“If you tell Renee I’ll never forgive you. And you’re not invited to the wedding.”

“What? You’re so afraid of what that fuckin’ white girl will think of you that you ain’t gone invite yo’ own sister to yo’ wedding? What about Mommy and Daddy?”

“Stop with all the damn questions!” 

Travis didn’t know exactly how he would do it, but he’d just have to keep his wife away from his family.    
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Chapter 1:

Rich Girl
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Melanie awoke to the sun warming the side of her face. She slowly wiggled from out of her husband’s arms and quietly crept out of her warm bed and into the bathroom. She washed her face, brushed her teeth, and went downstairs to start breakfast.

Lynnae awoke to the sound of birds chirping outside of her window, the sun peeking through the semi-sheer curtains, and the smell of bacon cooking.

She turned her head slightly to the left and checked the time on the digital clock on her nightstand. Sighing, she stretched out in the warm queen-sized bed. She decided to lie in bed for a few more minutes until her alarm clock sounded. 

A few minutes later, Lynnae turned off her alarm clock after the first beep and climbed out of bed. She padded across the carpeted floor and into her bathroom. She brushed her teeth, showered, and got dressed. 

She admired her pretty, even-toned skin, which was the color of fresh baked peanut butter cookies, as she added a little lip gloss to her pink lips. 

She fluffed up her long, black, curly hair and blew herself a kiss in the mirror before getting up from her vanity table. She grabbed a pair of black Balenciaga heels and headed down the winding stairs. 

“Good morning, sweetheart,” Travis greeted his daughter as she joined him at the kitchen table.

“Good morning, Daddy. Good morning, Mommy,” Lynnae said with a smile as her mother sat a glass of orange juice down in front of her.

“Pancakes, okay?” Melanie asked Lynnae as she sat a plate of French toast, two sunny-side up eggs, bacon, and a half a grapefruit down in front of Travis.

“Yes.” Lynnae nodded. “One small pancake, two strips of bacon, and two hard boiled eggs,” she added.

Making breakfast was a treat for Melanie. She loved making sure that her man and their only child were well fed and ready for their day. That was her job in life, caring for her family. Travis brought home the money, and Melanie took care of the home and her body.

Once her family had left for the day, her personal trainer usually showed up for a two-hour workout session, unless Melanie decided to take an early morning jog. Melanie was forty years old, but she was just as fit as a teenager or at least someone in their early twenties. 

She worked out hard every day. She’d been a track star when she had met Travis in college, and she still loved to run. She knew that in order to keep her man she needed to keep her body just as tight as it had been when he had fallen for her.

Melanie sat Lynnae’s food down in front of her as the phone started to ring. Smiling, she quickly glanced over at Travis then picked up the phone from the kitchen counter. She’d been receiving strange phone calls for the past month or so, and the caller always asked for Travis.

“Hello,” she answered cheerfully.

“Is Travis there?”

She frowned at the now familiar voice.

“He’s having breakfast right now. May I ask whose calling?”

Travis sat his fork down on the table and walked over to his wife. He knew exactly who was calling.

“I know he’s avoiding me and­­­­­­­––”

Melanie looked up at her husband as he stood holding the phone cord in his hand.

“Why’d you unplug it?” she inquired.

“Because you have better things to do. I’ll take care of it. Just leave the phone unplugged for the rest of the day.”

Melanie smiled sweetly and nodded. She trusted her husband, but something was fishy.

“I’ll see you tonight.” He kissed her cheek. 

“Have a nice day.” She watched him leave then started picking up the dirty dishes from the table. 

Lynnae wondered what was going on, but she knew that her parents would be all right. They always made up quickly. 

She washed her hands and then slipped into her Balenciaga heels as the doorbell rang. She knew it was Ryan, her driver. He came at the same time every morning.

“See you this afternoon.”

“See you later, Mommy.”

Lynnae grabbed her backpack and headed for the front door. 

“Good morning, Miss Watson,” Ryan greeted the teen as he opened the back passenger side door of the Lincoln Town Car.

“Good morning,” she said, nodding politely. 

Lynnae admired all of the perfectly manicured lawns, expensive cars, and even more expensive homes as she was driven out of her gated community and towards her private high school. 

Once they neared the school, Lynnae started to text her best friends Takara and Anna, like she did every morning. They’d all been born and raised in the Chicago suburb of Winnetka, one of the most expensive suburbs in the United States. They’d been born with silver spoons in their mouths and didn’t know the meaning of the word no. 

“Double chocolaty chip Frappuccino for you,” Takara said as she gave Lynnae her usual morning drink. “And a vanilla bean Frappuccino for you.” She handed Anna hers.

“Thank you,” Lynnae and Anna said at once then giggled. “Jinx,” they both said then laughed again.

“Your turn tomorrow,” Takara reminded Anna.

“Of course,” Anna agreed then took a long sip of her icy drink. 

They’d all had breakfast at home, but they enjoyed sharing Frappuccino’s together every morning. It was their “thing”.
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Chapter 2:

Daddy’s Little Girl
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Lynnae looked on as her father talked. She hung on to his every word. She always had. He was her hero, her provider, her protector, and she was his little princess, even though she wasn’t all that little anymore. She was fifteen years old now, but she’d always be daddy’s little girl. She had always been close to her father for as long as she could remember. 

As a young girl, she’d stand on his feet and look up into his handsome face as they danced around the living room. She was always watching a football game with him or asking for his advice. She knew that he’d do absolutely anything for her, and she loved him for it. 

“A team is composed of many parts, but no one part is more important than any of the other parts. If a big machine is missing one tiny mechanism, the machine will eventually stop working. It’s inevitable. And for that reason, there will be no more intimidation or misuse of authority. No part is unimportant, but all parts are replaceable. Have a nice weekend,” Travis said dismissing his employees.

“Hey, baby girl,” he said, kissing Lynnae’s forehead.

“Hey, Daddy.” She smiled as she looked up at him, admiration gleaming in her eyes. She thought that her father was the greatest man on God’s green earth.

“You ready for your driving lesson?” he asked while packing up his briefcase.

“You know you could pay a professional to teach me to drive,” she joked.

“A professional? Are you saying that I can’t drive?” he asked with faked surprise and hurt etched on his handsome, milk chocolate colored face.

“Of course not.” She shrugged. “I’m just saying that you could use your time for... business things.”

She looked around his office. It was huge, professionally decorated by the state’s best interior design team, and it had a beautiful view of the Chicago skyline. 

“That’s so... impersonal. I’m teaching you to drive like my father taught me, so let’s go.” He nodded towards his office door.

“That would be fitting if I were a boy,” she continued to joke as she led the way to the parking lot. 

“I wished, but here you are,” he joked back.

“Uhh,” she gasped, pretending that her feelings were hurt.

Travis took his daughter’s backpack and placed it on the backseat of the Mercedes-Benz CLS550 along with his leather briefcase. He opened the driver’s side door for her and closed it once she was inside. 

“Test time,” he said with a smile, climbing into the front passenger seat. 

Lynnae was excited and nervous all at once as she buckled her seatbelt. She’d dreamed of driving this beautiful car but not in rush hour traffic, maybe an empty parking lot. And not with her father watching her like a hawk.

You know how to drive. Just relax, she told herself as she adjusted the mirrors and her seat. She sighed quietly and started the car. Looking over her shoulder, Lynnae slowly started to back out of the parking space. 

Instantly, she slammed on the brakes. Her eyes nearly popped out of her head and her heart out of her chest as she nearly hit another car that was backing out as well. She waited for the other driver to pull out of his space and drive a few feet away before she proceeded to back out. 

Travis busied himself with his Blackberry as his daughter navigated the city very slowly, pissing off lots of people trying to get home after a long day’s work. 

“How far do you want me to drive?” she asked softly, keeping her eyes on the road and her hands on the steering wheel.

“Until we get home,” he replied calmly. “Stop by the florist,” he added without looking up from his phone.

Lynnae smiled to herself as she drove. 

Her father was always buying her mother something just because. He wouldn’t have it delivered either. He always gave it to her himself so that he could see her face light up when she received it. Lynnae knew that whatever man she married would have to treat her the same way that her father treated her mother.
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Lynnae was a little more relaxed as she eased out of the parking lot. They were leaving the floral shop that was a few blocks away from home. If she’d made it this far, getting home would be a piece of pie.

Travis reluctantly answered his phone as Lynnae stopped at a red light. He knew that the caller would keep calling until he finally answered.

“Hello.”

“What up, Pops? You busy?”

“Yes, I’m teaching my daughter to drive.”

“You never taught me to drive.”

“I’ll have to call you a little later.”

“Yeah, I bet. You ain’t never got time for me.”

“I’ll call you back as soon as I can.”

“Secrets don’t stay buried for long.”

Lynnae was puzzled as her father turned his cell phone off. That conversation had sounded very strange to her. She wondered who had been on the other end, but she knew better than to get into her father’s business.

“Good job,” Travis commented as Lynnae pulled into the long driveway.

“Were you even paying attention?” she asked while cutting off the ignition, relieved that she’d gotten home without wrecking the car.

“Of course. I just didn’t want to make you nervous by watching you like a hawk,” he said, nodding as he got out of the car. 

He knew his daughter better than she’d ever know herself. He had been watching her and was very proud of her progress.

Lynnae patiently waited for her father to come around and open her door. He had taught her that that’s what real men did.

“Thank you.” She took her father’s hand while he helped her out of the car. 

She led the way into their beautiful home where the aroma of something delicious greeted them.

“Hey, Mommy. What’s for dinner?”

“Well, hello, Lynnae. We’re having steak, mashed potatoes, and a vegetable medley,” Melanie replied, smiling at Travis.

“For my queen.” He handed Melanie the colorful floral arrangement.

“Thank you, love,” she said as she took the bouquet of flowers from him then pressed her lips against his.

“Homework. Call me when dinner is ready,” Lynnae said as she padded up the carpeted stairs.

“How was work, dear?” Melanie asked as she took the flowers into the kitchen to place them in a vase.

“Nothing special yet nothing to complain about.” He shrugged nonchalantly. 

She prepared him a drink like she did every night then they talked for a while. After a while Travis went to get out of his suit, shower, and put on something more comfortable.

After dinner, Lynnae watched the news with her father, like they did every night, before she went to bed.

“In other news, there was a shooting at a high school on the city’s south side.  Two teens were killed; five others wounded and left in critical condition. No suspects have been named yet. If you have any information...”

“Ignorance,” Travis said, shaking his head and sighing. “Everybody wants to be a drug dealer, a gangster.” 

He kept Lynnae sheltered from the ills of the world. She’d never date a thug, become someone’s baby mama, and live on welfare. He’d make sure that she married a doctor, lawyer, or successful entrepreneur like himself.

Travis hadn’t been born into money. He’d been born into poverty but had refused to stay there. He went to college and started his own software company. He was now one of the wealthiest men in Illinois. 

He was a black man that had come from the inner city and had actually made something of himself. A lot of black people, including his only sister, hated the fact that he had married a white woman.

“Why couldn’t you marry a sister?” they’d ask.

“I didn’t fall in love with one,” he’d reply, but that was never good enough for them.

“You wanna be white.”

“You hate your own kind.”

“White is right, huh?”

“Slave ass nigga.”

He’d heard anything that you could think of. He could deal with it from strangers, but he refused to accept it from his own family, which is why he hadn’t seen or heard from many of them since the day he’d proposed to Melanie. That and the fact that he still hadn’t told Melanie about his son.

He loved his family, but Melanie was the woman that he’d been created by God to love. He wasn’t going to let anyone come between them.  
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Lynnae made sure that her uniform was neat and free of wrinkles once more before she grabbed her backpack and headed down the stairs. Her parents had already left her father for work and her mother for an early morning jog. Lynnae had a bagel and a half an apple before she met Ryan out front.

“Good morning, Miss Watson,” he greeted her as he opened the back door of the Lincoln Town Car.

“Good morning,” she responded, climbing inside.

Ryan opened the door, and Lynnae thanked him before she joined her friends in front of their private high school.

“OMG, your dad let you drive his Mercedes all the way home from downtown?” Takara asked in amazement. 

Most of the students were white, followed by biracial, a few were black, a few were Asian, and very few were Hispanic.

“Yeah,” Lynnae said, nodding like it wasn’t a big deal. “I think he’s going to get me the CLS550 coupe for my birthday, but I’m going to act surprised,” she added.

“You’re so lucky. Mom says I have to start with a Lexus,” Anna complained as she checked her email on her new iPhone. 

Anna was white with blonde hair and blue eyes. The all-American girl. Her mother was a lawyer, and her father a stockbroker.

“That’s not bad,” Lynnae replied, shrugging as they walked into the school building.

“I’m getting a Porsche,” Takara said surely. 

She was Japanese and spoiled rotten, not to mention she was a genius. She had a cute, shy, innocent look about her with short, dark hair and black rimmed glasses. Both of her parents were pharmacists. Her mother worked part time while her father worked long hours.
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“Whose house this weekend?” Travis asked as Lynnae packed her pink Chanel overnight bag like she did almost every weekend.

“Takara’s,” she answered softly.

“What’s wrong?” he asked as he sat down at her computer desk.

“I just... I don’t know.” She shrugged. “I was thinking of staying home.”

“With us old folks?” he teased.

“I’m just not feeling well. I’m sure I’ll be fine.”

“I’m sure you will be,” he agreed. “Ice cream and boy talk, what else could a girl need?” he asked before he kissed her forehead and left her alone to finish packing.

Lynnae smiled while zipping her bag. She had a bad feeling in the pit of her stomach. She didn’t know what, but she knew that something bad was going to happen.
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Chapter 3:

Uninvited Guests
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Melanie bit down on her bottom lip as she tried to decide between the two dresses laid out before her.

“The red one,” Travis stated simply, tying his tie in the mirror.

“You always pick red.” She put the black dress back into the closet.

“Only on you.” He kissed her cheek. “The car will be here in fifteen minutes.” 

At that moment, his cell phone started to ring. He left the room and answered the call as he headed down the winding staircase.

“I told you that I would call you tomorrow,” he said in a hushed tone. 

Melanie tried to listen in on the conversation, but he was talking too softly, and he was now halfway down the stairs. She shrugged it off and continued to get dressed.

“I just need a loan,” the man on the other end of the phone said, sounding pressed.

“You don’t have the means to pay it back, and I don’t have that kind of money to give away.”

“Fuck it then. I’ll get it on my own, you fuckin’ dead beat,” the man said crisply before he hung up. 

Travis put his phone into his jacket pocket and had a drink before Melanie came down the stairs.

“Umph umph umph,” he said as he met his wife at the bottom of the staircase. He took her hand, kissed it, and then led her to the front door. “You sure we have to go to this thing?” he asked, admiring her lean, model-like figure as she got into the car.

“Yes. We reserved our seats, and they’re expecting us,” she reminded him with a smile. 

They were headed to a charity dinner that was being thrown by one of his friends who had invested a lot of money into Travis’ company before he’d made a name for himself. They couldn’t just not show.
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Travis rolled over in bed and felt for Melanie. Her side of the bed was empty.

“Mel?” he called out.

“In the bathroom,” she called back. 

He closed his eyes, and she was back in bed within a few minutes. It was hard for him to sleep without her after sleeping with her for so many years.

“You okay?” She rubbed his stomach. 

It wasn’t as flat and toned as it had been when they were younger, but he was in great shape for his age.

“Yeah,” he assured her as he placed his hand on top of hers. 

“Okay,” she whispered. 

He’d been tossing and turning all night, but she figured it must have been something work related, although he had been having secretive phone conversations a lot lately. She trusted her husband completely and knew that he wasn’t having an affair. She just couldn’t figure out what had him up at night, but she knew that he’d tell her about it when he was ready to. 

“I love you,” he told her before he drifted back off to sleep.
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Melanie started a pot of coffee while Travis went to retrieve the newspaper from the front lawn.

“Inside old man,” a young guy said as he pressed a gun against Travis’ ribcage.

“Stay calm, I’m going inside,” Travis said calmly as he walked back into his house followed by three young men.

“You want a big breakfa––” Melanie’s breath stopped in her throat when she saw the three masked men with her husband, one holding a gun at Travis’ side.  

“Sit down, bitch!” one of the men ordered, waving a gun at her. 

Melanie sat down at the kitchen table, tears staining her face.

“I don’t have much money in the house, but I’ll give you what I have. Just don’t hurt my wife.” Travis looked from one masked man to the next, wondering how they had gotten into his gated community. 

He wasn’t a cop, but he figured masks were a good sign. They must not have planned on killing them, or they wouldn’t have cared about keeping their identities hidden.

“Where yo’ purse and wallet?” one of the intruders asked.

“Innn...inn...inn... in the bedroom,” Melanie stammered, her eyes glued on her husband. 

Travis couldn’t meet her eyes. He was helpless. He couldn’t defend her, and he felt horrible about it. 

One of the men sprinted up the stairs and started to ransack the place as he went from bedroom to bedroom looking for Melanie’s purse and Travis’ wallet. You could hear lamps and other things crashing to the floor as he made an unnecessary mess.

Travis prayed that they’d get what they wanted and quickly leave him and his wife alive. 

“Pin codes,” the man that had gone upstairs said as he returned with a handful of credit and debit cards.

Through gritted teeth, Travis said, “Let me see the cards.” Who did these hoodlums think they were to come into his home and make demands?

“What’s the fuckin’ codes?” one of the other men yelled before he shot a bullet into the ceiling.

“Cut that dumb shit out,” the third man demanded as he slapped the trigger-happy guy across the back of his head.

“I need to see them. There are a few different pins,” Travis said coolly. He didn’t want to anger men with guns pointed at him and his wife.

“Discover.” The man holding the credit cards held the silver colored card so close to Travis’ eye that it touched his eye lashes.

“1673.”

“Visa Platinum.”

“1673.”

“MasterCard.”

“7316.”

“Capital One.”

“7316.”

“Chase Sapphire.” 

Once Travis had given them the pin codes for the cards, one of the men left to withdraw all of the money that he could from them.

“Get the rest of the money,” he demanded before he left.

“You a sellout ass nigga, huh?” one of the men said as he chuckled. 

“I ain’t even know they let niggas live out here,” the other replied.

“They let him out here cuz he fuckin’ Becky,” the first one replied, chuckling again.

“This nigga livin’ in the suburbs with a white bitch. She ain’t got no ass, and she ain’t all that in the face either,” he said as he shook his head from side to side.

“I bet she swallow though,” the second intruder snickered before he and his friend exchanged handshakes. 

Travis bit down on his inner cheeks and tried to maintain his composure. 

“You cook?” one of the men asked Melanie. 

She nodded as she looked over at Travis, wanting him to do something.

“I’ll have scrambled eggs, bacon, and French toast,” one of the intruders told her. 

She didn’t know if he was serious or not at first, but when he yelled, “Now bitch!” she knew that he was.

Melanie nervously started to prepare what had been demanded. Travis watched the clock as his wife cooked. Time was moving so slowly, and he just wanted the ordeal to be over with already.
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Lynnae nodded her approval as Takara modeled a cocktail dress.

“I’m so getting it,” Takara gushed as she admired herself in the three-way mirror.

“Are you going to try on anything?” Anna asked when Lynnae hung up the phone.

“It’s just... I’m not supposed to use my card without telling my parents, and they’re not answering,” Lynnae replied, feeling uneasy.

“Then text them. They know that you need a dress for homecoming, so they won’t be upset. Maybe they’re having hot, honeymoon sex while you’re away.” Takara said, giggling.

“Ewww ,ewww, eeww.” Lynnae frowned and covered her ears.

“Just get into a dress,” Anna demanded with her hand on her hip.

Lynnae had a bad feeling, but she blocked it out and started to try on dresses with her friends. Her parents never slept in, and they always had their phones nearby. They weren’t even answering the landline. 

She’d have Takara’s driver take her home as soon as they were finished shopping. She needed to know what was going on.
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Travis listened to his phone ring again. He knew it was Lynnae because he only had one ringtone downloaded into his phone, and Lynnae had insisted on it. Anytime she called “Daddy” by Beyoncé would play. He’d heard it five times that morning, but he hadn’t been able to answer.

“I love you,” he whispered into Melanie’s ear as he held her.

He never took his eyes off of the intruders who ate like they’d been invited over for breakfast. 

Only two were there, the third was still out draining their credit and debit cards. Travis knew that their money was insured by their bank, so he wasn’t worried about that. He just wanted the ordeal to end, but it was just beginning.

“I can make a run for it. Maybe I could get to the gun in your office,” Melanie whispered quickly.

“No. They just want money,” he assured her.

She pulled away from him, and he knew that she was going to try and make it into his office to get his gun. He grabbed her wrist and the sudden movement got one of the intruders’ attention. He quickly picked up his gun, turned around, and fired one shot. The bullet hit Melanie in the chest, and she fell into Travis’ arms.

“Baby,” he gasped as he looked down at her blood soaked camisole. “Call nine an ambulance,” he said without thinking. 

“Fuck that! She’ll be alright.” The trigger happy one started pacing nervously.

“Now they gotta go. Damn, you a dumb ass,” the second guy said, shaking his head. 

“What? Naw, she cool. He’ll be back with the money in a minute. We leave, he call the ambulance, and she good, right?” Trigger-happy asked.

“Wrong! The bitch is dying, ain’t no saving her! Kill ’em,” the second guy said.

“No, you don’t have to. The ambulance will get here quickly, and I don’t know how any of you look so––”

Before Travis could finish his statement, gunshots started to ring out, sending bullets flying at him and his wife. His body and hers were hit over and over again with hot metal. They eventually hit the floor, him on top of her. 

“I love you, Mel. I’m sorry,” Travis said before he took his last breath.

“What the fuck is going on?” Credit cards asked angrily as he walked in on the bloody scene. 

“She, she moved. I thought she was trying to run, and I tried to stop her so I––”

“You shot her?!” He looked at the dead bodies slumped on the hardwood floor.

“Yeah, I just ain’t want her gettin’ away.”

“Ya’ll hit the safe?”

“Naw I forgot,” the third one admitted.

“Ya’ll too busy in here eatin’ and shit, leavin’ DNA on that fuckin’ silverware,” Credit cards fumed as he collected the forks from the table and put them into his pocket. “Let’s go!” he yelled angrily before jogging out of the front door. 

He knew that he shouldn’t have agreed to this job, but he’d owed someone a favor. They hadn’t even hit the safe, which had been their main objective.
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Lynnae had finally decided on a dress, shoes, and a clutch. 

“Let’s do lunch at 312,” Takara suggested as they got into the back of the Town Car.

“I need to go home first. I still haven’t been able to reach my parents,” Lynnae replied anxiously.  

“Okay. We’ll stop by your house. I’m sure things are just fine. Then we’ll do lunch.”

Lynnae looked out of the tinted windows as the driver slowed down then finally stopped. He wasn’t in her driveway, but as she looked out of the window, she understood why.

“What’s going on?” Lynnae asked as she saw red and blue lights flashing and yellow crime scene tape being put up near her home.

“Maybe Miss Holt finally died. What is she like three hundred?” Anna joked.

Lynnae climbed out of the car and made her way towards her house.

“Ma’am, please stay behind the tape,” a tall, muscular police officer said as he pushed her away from the house.

“I live here. Where are my parents?” She tried to see into the house.

“Your, your parents,” the officer said as he looked down at the young girl. “Lynnae?”  

“Yes. What’s going on?” A knowing lump began to form in her throat.

“I’m sorry to inform you, but your parents...”

Lynnae collapsed. Immediately, the officer caught her and did his best to hold her up. With the help of another police officer, he got her into the back of a nearby ambulance.
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Chapter 4:

Brother From Another Mother
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Still in shock, Lynnae sat in the dim interrogation room being bombarded with questions.

“I don’t know, and I don’t care,” she cried, shaking her head.

“I know this is hard for you, but you might be able to help us find the person or people responsible for your parents’ deaths,” she was told.

“What does it matter? It won’t bring them back,” she screamed in frustration. 

“Let’s give her some time,” another detective said as she walked into the small room. 

She could only imagine what this girl must have been feeling. From what they could tell, Travis and Melanie didn’t have any enemies, and they were the only family that Lynnae had ever known.
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Lynnae didn’t know what to think. How had this happened? They lived in a private, gated community. You had to have a code or be granted access by the guard at the front gate to even get inside.

“Lynnae, are you okay?” Takara asked as she stroked her friend’s long, curly hair. 

Lynnae was silent as she cried. 

“You can stay here as long as you want,” Takara told her friend, but it wasn’t true. 

The girls had no control over the things that would soon be taking place.
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Lynnae had decided that the reading of her parents’ will wouldn’t be necessary. She was their only child; naturally she’d inherit everything, so the documents were delivered to her.

She was so confused as she read the wills that she didn’t even bother to read the letter that her father had written for her. Her mother’s will was rather simple, leaving all of her assets to Lynnae when she turned eighteen. 

Her father, however, had requested that his assets be divided between his two children. Lynnae had to read the document a few times to believe it. 

Her parents didn’t have any other children. She’d always been an only child. Lynnae called her family’s attorney to get to the bottom of this.

“Miss Watson, I’m very sorry about your loss.”

“Thank you, but what is this about my father’s son?” she asked.

“Well, it appears that your father has a son from a previous relationship and––”

“That my mother didn’t know about?” Lynnae demanded, cutting him off.

“It appears as though your mother was not aware,” he confirmed.

“Are we sure that he is, indeed, my father’s child?” Lynnae wanted to know.

“That isn’t relevant. He could have left his money to anyone that he wanted, regardless of relation,” the lawyer explained.

“And he gets his money now?” Lynnae asked angrily. “Half of all of the money that my father worked so hard to earn?”

“Yes, he is over twenty-one, which was your father’s only stipulation since he’s no longer in school. You can have access to your trust fund when you’re eighteen, assuming you’re still a student.”

Lynnae ended the phone call and threw the papers onto the floor.  An older brother? That was absurd and ridiculous. Her father would never have kept such a secret from her and her mother. Lynnae wouldn’t believe it. It just didn’t make sense. No sense at all.  
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The next few weeks were hell for the young girl. She was being treated like a suspect instead of a parentless victim, and her parents’ funeral was very hard for her. She wanted to lay down with them and be taken away too.

How could a child make it in the world without their parents? They were all she’d ever known. She depended on them for everything, and without them, she didn’t know how she would go on.

No one could console her. She lashed out at people that would rub her back and say, “It’ll be okay.” or “They’re in a better place.” They weren’t in a better place. Their place was at home with her, not inside of boxes, soon to be covered with dirt.

She’d never be able to ask her parents for advice or to even have a meal with them. Everything was messed up, and there was nothing she could do about it.

Lynnae couldn’t believe that she’d gone out with her friends and lost the only family that she’d ever known in the blink of an eye. And on top of that, she was continuously being asked questions that she didn’t have answers to.

“I told you that I don’t know!” she yelled at the female police officer yet again.

“Miss Watson, you need to help us,” the officer said as calmly as she could. This spoiled little rich girl was getting on her nerves.

“No, I don’t! Did you do your job? Did you protect my parents?” she demanded. “Who would do something like this? Thieves! Drug addicts! Thugs that you should be arresting and getting off of the streets!”

“I’m done. The social worker can have her,” the female officer said before she walked out of the expensive house. 

She understood that Lynnae had lost her parents, but she had to wonder if the teen had something to do with it. Most people would try to remember as much as possible, but Lynnae pretended not to know anything. The detective needed to find out if Lynnae had a boyfriend or anyone else in her life that her parents hadn’t approved of.

Everyone that she had talked to had said that Lynnae wasn’t a boy crazy teen and hadn’t even had her first boyfriend yet. She was focused on school and making her parents proud.

That might have been true, but the detective needed to know that for sure. She’d seen many cases of young girls working with their boyfriends to kill her parents because they didn’t approve of the relationship. This was starting to look like one of those cases to her.

“Lynnae, I’m Anita, and I’m here to make sure that you’re placed in the care of someone that’s suitable and––”

“We’re suitable, and Lynnae can stay here as long as she wants,” Mieko, Takara’s mother, cut in.

“That’s very sweet, but it’s not that simple,” Anita said apologetically.

“Why not? We’ve known her all of her life, we have the means, and we can keep her in the environment that she is comfortable and accustomed to,” Mieko said, shaking her head from side to side, her short, bone straight, black hair moving as she did.

“Miss Sasaki, that is great, and we can look into that option, but per her father’s wishes, we have to see if Lynnae’s aunt is willing to take her in,” Anita replied.

Lynnae’s mother had been an only child, and her parents were living in a nursing home. Her father’s parents were also in a nursing home and his sister hadn’t so much as seen Lynnae since she’d been born. 

Travis had decided that if his sister couldn’t accept his wife, she’d have nothing to do with his daughter either, unless he and his wife were dead it seemed.

“My what?” Lynnae asked softly.

“Well, according to your father, his first option is your only aunt, Theresa. We are trying to get in contact with her now. Hopefully she’ll take you in.” Anita smiled weakly at her.

“Take me in? She can’t. I don’t even know her. I’ve never met her,” Lynnae cried. She wanted to stay with her friend.

“I understand that, but family is family, and we have to try that option first if at all possible.”

“Can she stay here for a few more days?” Mieko asked as she took Lynnae’s hand into her own. 

She didn’t want to see her leave. She’d practically raised Lynnae just as Melanie and Travis had practically raised Takara and Anna.

“Yes, but we have to go and see your aunt Monday morning,” Anita told Lynnae before she left the beautiful home.
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Chapter 5:

Family Reunion
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“Why don’t you know your aunt?” Takara asked Lynnae as they lay in her bed staring at the ceiling later that night.

“I... she didn’t like the fact that my father married a white woman, so my father stopped talking to her.”

“Oh.”

Lynnae had no idea what to expect when she met her aunt. If she hadn’t liked Melanie then why would she be willing to take Lynnae in? Money, Lynnae decided. She knew that her parents had lots of money and her aunt probably wanted it.

***
[image: ]


Monday came way too fast, but there was nothing Lynnae could do about it. She’d decided that she wouldn’t fight it. She’d go and meet her aunt and see what happened.

Her aunt obviously hated white people, so of course she’d turn Lynnae away since she was half white. Then, Lynnae would get to go back to stay with the Sasaki family. No need to worry.

“Call me,” Takara said as she hugged her friend.

“Of course.” Lynnae nodded before she got into Anita’s Toyota Corolla. 

Lynnae rode with her hands nestled in her lap and didn’t say a word as she stared out of the window. Her stomach sank when she saw something she’d only seen on TV a few times. 

“Where are we?” she asked nervously.

“Almost to your aunt’s,” Anita replied. 

Lynnae swallowed hard as they drove past abandoned buildings, empty lots, and people standing on corners drinking from bottles that were inside of brown paper bags. 

The area was rundown, dirty, and rough looking. Lynnae had never been nor had she ever thought that she would be in such a place. She made sure that her door was locked as Anita stopped at a red light.

“Are you sure?” Lynnae asked as she started to wring her hands in and out of one another.

“Yes.” Anita nodded as she parked next to the curb. 

Lynnae reluctantly got out of the car and followed Anita up to a rundown house.

“Watch out!” a young girl said as she ran past Lynnae, nearly knocking her over.

Anita knocked on the door a couple of times before it slowly opened. 

“Hello, you must be Rita,” a familiar looking woman said.

“Anita.”

“Oh yeah. Come in.” Theresa stepped aside to let them in. 

Lynnae couldn’t believe how much Theresa looked like her father, only more feminine. Kind of like herself but with darker skin.

“Lynnae,” Theresa said as she enveloped her niece. 

Lynnae was stiff and her nostrils were assaulted by the smell of cigarettes as the stranger held her. 

“I can’t believe your daddy never brought you around,” she said as she stepped back and looked Lynnae over.  

Lynnae stood as still as a statue as Anita and Theresa sat down on the old, tattered couch.

“Sit down, honey.” Theresa smiled at her.

Lynnae sat on the edge of the couch and prayed that she wouldn’t have to stay there. It was so old, cheap, and dirty looking that she couldn’t possibly live there. She didn’t even understand how this woman could be related to her father. She didn’t have class or money, and she lived in the inner city. 

Lynnae was overwhelmed, so much so that she didn’t hear anything that Anita and Theresa talked about for the hour or so that they were there. All she could think about was getting back into Takara’s clean, safe neighborhood.

“I’ll be back in the morning to help you get Lynnae registered for school,” Anita said as she stood up.

“Great,” Theresa nodded and smiled.

“It was nice meeting you,” Lynnae said as she stood to leave, as well.

“Umm, you’re staying here.” Anita looked at her confused.

“I’m what? I thought you said we were coming to meet her and see how things went,” Lynnae said anxiously.  

“We did and things went well.” Anita nodded in confirmation.

“I thought you had to look around, do a background check or something.”

“We’ve done that while you were staying with the Sasaki family,” Anita informed her.

What? This can’t be! Lynnae thought desperately. “I... I can’t. Takara and I are going to study together tonight.”

“it’s okay, Lynnae. Here is my number, you call it anytime.” Anita shoved a business card into her hand. 

Lynnae watched helplessly as Anita left her in this stranger’s home.

“It’s okay, child,” Theresa said, closing the door behind Anita. “I know yo’ daddy spoiled you and this is a step down for you, but you’ll be just fine. You have a cousin yo’ age,” Theresa said happily.

Lynnae was speechless. She felt like she’d been abandoned on another planet.

“Come on so I can show you yo’ room,” Theresa said as she started to walk up the stairs. 

Lynnae reluctantly followed. 

“You’ll share with Desiree. She at school now. She’s your cousin, and she’s fourteen like you.”  

“I’m almost sixteen,” Lynnae corrected her aunt.

“Same thang. I had her to clear out a couple of drawers, so you just put your stuff in there.” She gestured towards a dresser that looked like it had been handed down from Harriet Tubman.

Just then they heard the doorbell ring. Theresa left Lynnae alone as she went back downstairs. Lynnae sat down on one of the twin-sized beds in the room and put her head in her hands. She’d never had to share a room with anyone, let alone a stranger, and she hadn’t slept in a twin-sized bed since she was ten years old.

Lynnae felt so alone and was suddenly overcome with sadness. She started to sob out loud as she realized that her parents were never coming back.

She heard her phone ringing and knew that it was Anna because of the ringtone, but she couldn’t answer. She wouldn’t have been able to even speak because she was crying so hard. She turned off her phone and went into the bathroom to clean her face. 

Lynnae didn’t recognize the girl in the mirror. She’d cried so much lately that her eyes were red and puffy, her nose was red and had dried skin around it, and she looked worn. 

She needed to look presentable before she met her cousin. She rummaged through her Gucci purse until she found her make-up bag. She put some moisturizer on her face then put on a little foundation and bronzer. Although she didn’t feel good, that didn’t mean she couldn’t look good. After looking at herself one more time in the mirror, she went back into the bedroom that she’d be sharing with a cousin that she’d never met.

“Is that a real Gucci purse or a knock off?” a teenaged girl asked, startling Lynnae. 

Lynnae looked at the girl like she was speaking a foreign language. 

“I’m Desiree, yo’ cousin,” the girl introduced herself. 

Lynnae continued to look at the girl strangely.

“Do you talk?” Desiree asked with an attitude.

“Ummm, yes,” Lynnae finally answered.

“I’m sorry about what happened to yo’ mama and daddy,” Desiree said softly.

“Me too.”

“Sit down.” Desiree motioned towards the bed across from the one she was sitting on. 

Lynnae sat down with her purse and her hands in her lap.

“So ya’ll was rich, huh?” Desiree asked with curious eyes. She hadn’t seen her uncle very much, but when she did, he was always in an expensive suit and an expensive car.

“No.” Lynnae shook her head. She hadn’t considered her parents to be rich.

Looking Lynnae up and down, Desiree said, “Oh, I heard T.J. got major bank now that his daddy died.”

“T.J.?” 

“Travis Junior. Uncle Travis’ son. I can’t believe ya’ll never met. He’ll be over today or tomorrow. He always over here. His baby mama Sherice live across the street.”

“Oh.”

For the next thirty minutes, Desiree filled Lynnae in on their family history before she heard a familiar voice coming from downstairs.

“T.J. here.” Desiree jumped up from the bed. “Come on so you can meet him,” she said, waiting for Lynnae to join her.

“Ummm, I don’t know, maybe later,” Lynnae replied nervously.

“Later? Girl, come on,” Desiree demanded with her hand on her round hips. 

She was younger than Lynnae, but her body was womanlier. She had full breasts, round hips, and a plump butt. Lynnae was thin and had very small breasts and virtually no curves at all.

Lynnae reluctantly followed Desiree down the stairs and into the dining room where Theresa sat at the table talking to a young man that looked an awful lot like Lynnae’s father. There was no denying that this was her brother. 

She stood looking at him in awe even though he seemed not to even notice that she’d walked into the room. She stood motionless as T.J. greeted Desiree then turned his attention to her.

“What’s up, lil’ sis,” he said before he pulled Lynnae into his arms. 

She didn’t reply, nor did she move. She just let him hold her for a few seconds. 

“I’m sorry about yo’ parents,” he whispered into her ear before he kissed her cheek. 

“Thank you,” she managed as her eyes started to fill with tears. 

He started to step away from her. She was compelled to pull him in close to her again, but she didn’t dare. They’d had the same father and something about T.J. seemed so familiar to her. 

“I gotta go. Thanks for keepin’ Tremaine. Reese should be home in a couple of hours,” T.J. said to Theresa. He looked over at Lynnae and their eyes met for a few seconds before he left the house.

“Don’t start that shit,” Theresa said as a small group of young kids ran in through the front door. “Sit down and do yo’ homework,” she added as the kids started to take off their shoes and backpacks.

One of the boys was T.J.’s son Tremaine, one lived next door, and the two girls were Theresa’s. Being in a small house with so many kids would be a big adjustment for Lynnae.
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Chapter 6:

Up All Night
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Lynnae laid awake most of the night thinking about T.J. Their encounter had been very brief, but she liked him so far. He kinda dressed like a gangster with his jeans lower than they should be, but he seemed nice. And he had a son. She was an aunt at fifteen; she couldn’t believe it. 

“Wow,” she mumbled before she turned onto her side and finally drifted off to sleep.
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Theresa fumbled around the nightstand until she found the snooze button on the blaring alarm clock.  She gently moved her daughter’s hand off of her face and climbed out of bed.

“Jenessa, get up,” she said, flipping on the light in her other daughter’s bedroom.  

Theresa went to take a shower before she went to yell at Jenessa again.

“Get up! You not gone make me late again today!” Theresa yelled before she went back to her bedroom to wake up her youngest daughter, Porsha. She sent Porsha to wash her face while she got dressed.

“Ma, Porsha using my towel!” Jenessa yelled down the hall.

“Am not!” Porsha yelled before she stuck her tongue out at her older sister.

“Hurry the hell up and stop fuckin’ around!” Theresa yelled as she searched her room for her nametag. She went through the same drama with her kids every morning.

Desiree groaned as she awoke to the sound of her sisters yelling at one another and her mother yelling at the both of them. It was the same madness the teen woke up to every morning. She looked over at the clock on her nightstand and kicked the covers off. She was going to be running late again.

She had to fight with her sister for almost five minutes before she was able to take a quick shower. There were washcloths, razors, and toys floating around her feet but she ignored them. There was nothing like a nice, hot shower to get her day started right. 

“My God,” she groaned as the hot water suddenly turned cold. “I hate this house,” she said, getting out of the shower. 

Desiree brushed her teeth and slipped into a pair of skintight jeans, a fitted, low-cut top, and a pair of purple and white Nikes while Lynnae sat around like they had all the time in the world.

Getting ready in the morning was like something Lynnae had never seen. Every time she tried to get into the bathroom someone else rushed in ahead of her and slammed the door in her face. How rude! 

“Is that an IPhone?” Desiree asked as Lynnae checked the time on her cell phone.

“Yes.”

“Yo’ parents was rich,” Desiree stated surely.

“What time does class start?” Lynnae asked anxiously. She hated to be late for things.

“Seven forty,” Desiree said over her shoulder as she walked across the hall.

“Hurry up, Jenessa,” she yelled as she beat on the bathroom door. “Lynnae gotta get dressed, so we can go!”

“Girl, shut up. She shoulda got up earlier.” Jenessa rolled her eyes at her older sister.

“Girl, move,” Desiree said, pushing her sister out of the bathroom and into the hallway.

“Maaa!” Jenessa yelled as she stormed into her mother’s bedroom.

“Come on, Lynnae, befo’ Porsha get in here,” Desiree called across the hall. 

Lynnae was so relieved to take a hot, well kind of warm, shower that she didn’t realize how long she’d been in there.

“Lynnae, hurry up,” Theresa said, knocking on the bathroom door. 

Lynnae turned off the shower and put on her pink Victoria’s Secret robe and slippers.

“Girl, we only got a few minutes before we gotta leave,” Desiree said as Lynnae plugged in her leopard print blow dryer.

“What?” Lynnae asked as she checked the time. She decided not to flat iron her hair and instead put some curling mousse on it and got dressed.

“You wear high heels to school?” Desiree watched as Lynnae slipped into a pair of three-inch heels.

Lynnae shrugged. “Sometimes.”

“Ooookay.” Desiree smirked as she grabbed her backpack. Lynnae wouldn’t be wearing heels to school for long after she walked to that bus stop a few times.

“Did we miss breakfast?” Lynnae asked as she followed Desiree into the kitchen. 

“Nah.” Desiree opened the cabinet and pulled out a box of Pop-tarts. She didn’t have the time to sit down and have breakfast, her mother didn’t have time to cook one, and they usually didn’t have a lot of food in the house anyway.

“I wanted that,” Jenessa whined as Desiree tossed the empty box into the trashcan.

“Too bad,” Desiree replied before she ran out of the door with the un-toasted pastry in her hand. She’d have to eat it on her way to the bus stop, which she did on most mornings.  She’d also have to share with Lynnae.

“Ma, I want a Pop-tart,” Porsha whined as the older girls left the house.

“You’ll eat at Miss Miller’s,” Theresa said as she hurried to help Porsha into her sweater. 

“What about me?” Jenessa asked.

“You’ll eat breakfast at school. Let’s go.” Theresa herded her kids towards the front door. 

They all walked three blocks where Porsha was dropped off with the babysitter. Then, Jenessa and Theresa walked another four blocks until they got to Jenessa’s elementary school.

“I’ll see you later. I love you,” Theresa said before she kissed her daughter on the forehead and hurried down the block. She had to make sure that she caught her bus in time, so she wouldn’t be late for work at the discount store where she worked as a cashier.
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Chapter 7:

The New Girl
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“No, thank you,” Lynnae said after Desiree offered her a strawberry Pop-tart. 

Desiree shrugged. She didn’t know what Lynnae thought she was going to fill her stomach with, but that was on her.

“Is the car parked down here?” Lynnae asked as she followed Desiree down the block.

“No, but the bus stop is,” Desiree replied.

“Oh.” Lynnae was confused. 

Desiree led the way to the bus stop where five other teens were waiting. 

“The school bus stops here?” Lynnae asked Desiree.

“No, the city bus.” Desiree shook her head. She’d never met such a clueless person. 

When the bus stopped in front of them, everyone rushed on, paid their fare, and found a place to sit or a pole to hold onto while they stood up. Lynnae and Desiree were the last two people to get on and there were no more seats available. 

Lynnae stood next to Desiree and looked around. There were at least nine boys sitting down that hadn’t offered their seats to the four girls that were standing. Lynnae thought that this was very impolite, but she didn’t say anything.

Desiree smiled as she noticed an overlooked seat. Lynnae frowned as her cousin quickly sat down between a heavyset woman holding a wiggly toddler on her lap and an old man that looked like he might die at any moment.

Desiree put her headphones into her ears and listened to Nicki Minaj, Wiz Khalifa, Trey Songs, and some of her other favorite artists as Lynnae held on for dear life, wondering how this could be legal.

What if someone fell and got hurt? She didn’t know if she’d be able to get used to this. People were repeatedly stepping on her expensive high heels, her feet hurt already, and she was sure that the man sitting in front of her was purposely rubbing his leg against hers. She felt so violated and couldn’t wait to get into the safety of her new school.

“Come on.”

Lynnae quickly and happily followed Desiree off of the bus. She stayed close as they headed towards a huge crowd of teenagers. 

Desiree met India, Ebony, and Nichelle in front of their rundown high school.

“I’m starvin’,” India complained like she did every morning. 

Her mother had five kids and although she received over five hundred dollars’ worth of food stamps every month, they never seemed to have any food. Her mother either sold the food stamps for cash or gave them to one of her boyfriends who spent them on his mother, girlfriend, sister, and brother.

“I had a Pop-tart, but I’m still hungry,” Desiree chimed in as they slowly followed the other students into the building. 

They went to one of the roughest schools in the city. It was nothing like Lynnae had expected. She felt like an outsider as Desiree and her friends carried on a conversation like she wasn’t even there. She really missed her friends, her Frappuccino, her town car, and most of all, her parents.

“You got your class schedule?” Desiree asked as if she’d just remembered that Lynnae was even there. 

“Yes.” Lynnae nodded as she retrieved the folded piece of paper from her jacket pocket.

“Okay. Meet me right here after school,” Desiree said before she walked through the metal detector.

Lynnae’s heart started to pound in her chest as she watched her cousin get swallowed up in the sea of unfamiliar students. Once she’d cleared the metal detector, feeling like a criminal, Lynnae set off to find her homeroom.

“Lynnae this is Donna, she’ll show you around,” the teacher said before Lynnae could even sit down.

“Okay.” Lynnae nodded nervously as everyone stared at her. She had never been the new girl in school. She’d gone to school with most of the same students since preschool. 

Once the bell rang, Lynnae almost had to run to keep up with Donna, who was eerily quiet. Lynnae picked up the pace as one girl grabbed another girl’s hair and slammed her into a locker. She looked back over her shoulder and couldn’t believe that no one was trying to break up the fight.   

She followed Donna into a crowded classroom. Nervously, she sat in the math class looking around. She was good at math, but she couldn’t hear what the teacher was saying over all of the talking, laughing, and arguing that was going on around her. Why wasn’t the teacher restoring order? 

“I heard that nigga dick little as hell.”

“I ain’t giving her shit. That shit was her fault just as much as it was mine. Fuck her.”

“I’m just trying to fuck, you dig?”

Lynnae had heard curse words before, she’d even used a few on occasion, but she’d never heard kids talk like this and in front of an adult at that. The teacher continued with the lesson as if he had the students’ undivided attention. No one was paying attention but Donna, Lynnae, and about three other students.

“Can you hear him?” Lynnae asked Donna.

“No, but I know how to do these equations,” Donna nearly whispered. 

“Oh.” Lynnae nodded. She knew how to do the equations as well, but that wasn’t the point.

Lynnae stopped trying to hear the teacher after a while. She wrote down the homework assignment from the board before following Donna to their next class, which was chemistry.
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“Give me some,” Nichelle whispered as she saw Ebony eating from a bag of Flamin’ Hot Cheetos that she had concealed underneath her desk. 

Ebony quickly passed the bag of chips to her friend, making sure that the teacher didn’t see. Nichelle sat the chips underneath her desk and ate a few.

“Give me some,” India said to Nichelle who then passed the chips to her. India passed the chips to Desiree and by the time Ebony got them back there were barely any left in the bag.

“Greedy bitches,” Ebony mumbled as they left the class.

“You should have brought enough for everybody,” Desiree replied.

“Whatever. I had to hustle up on these few dollars,” Ebony informed her friend. 

Life was hard for these teens, but they all stuck together. They understood one another’s situations at home and loved each other like sisters.

***
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Lynnae took the only seat that was left and opened her notebook so that she could take notes. This class was quiet, and she could hear everything that the teacher was saying. What a relief.

“You have a tardy pass?” the teacher asked as two boys tried to creep into the classroom ten minutes late.

“Uhhh, we was helpin’ wit––”

“Get late passes,” the teacher said without even looking at them. 

The boys left and came back a few minutes later and sat down. One sat next to Lynnae and stared at her.

“This my table,” he told her.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said as she quickly started to gather up her belongings.

“I’m just fuckin’ wit’ you.” He chuckled. “What’s yo’ name?”

“Nathan, you wanna teach the class?” the teacher asked, turning away from the blackboard.

“Naw, you got it.” He nodded. “What’s yo’ name?” he asked Lynnae again once the teacher had turned around towards the board.

“Lynnae.”

“You new?”

“Yes.”

“I’m Nate. If you need anything, let me know,” he said with a smile.

“Okay.” She nodded
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