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   Synopsis
 
    
 
   Cezelia was a simple chick but her beauty was undeniable by anyone that ever laid eyes on her. Cezelia wasn’t faxed by what the world was into, she could care less about the latest fashion trends and who posted what on social media. At the tender age of twenty-five she was still a pure woman. 
 
   The only thing she secretly desired was love, real and genuine love from a man, however she isn’t looking for it. One day Prosper Valentine stumbles into her job and Cezelia is so focused on the task at hand that she doesn’t notice the gentlemen standing before her. 
 
   Prosper Valentine met all of her requirements in her dream man plus more, he was exactly what she dreamed about when she closed her eyes at night.
 
   He was different such as she but together they made the perfect couple. Prosper’s life was prepared before his birth but being married to Hadiya is something he refuses to do.
 
   Born into royalty and to a family who believes in sticking to their word, Prosper has no choice but to become one with Hadiya although he has no feelings for her. Cezelia is the one who he loves, she’s the one he wants to be with. 
 
   Ignoring his son’s protest of not wanting to be with Hadiya, Prosper’s father, Augustine is set out to destroy anything or anyone that stands in his son’s way of being with Hadiya. Take a ride through their journey to find if Prosper will go against the grain and defy his father all in the name of love? Will Cezelia be able to withstand the drama? What would you do if you had to choose between your happiness and turning your back on family?
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   Chapter one
 
   Cezelia
 
    
 
   Every night I laid in bed fantasying about his touch. I could picture him grabbing ahold of me with his big bulky hands, while I ran my fingers down the middle of his back, which was covered in African tattoos. His caramel colored skin shined under the illuminated light in our suite. I could tell by the different color shades of blue water, that we were some place tropical. The view from the balcony took away my breath. I was trapped in ecstasy as he ran kisses across my neck. The glow in his eyes had me hypnotized, and the way he licked his lips, he had that bad boy style that drove me wild. I didn’t know who this man was but I needed him in my life!
 
    
 
   I had been having the same dream for the past two weeks. I had no idea who this mystery man could be, but he was just my type. I got up out of the bed and cursed as I placed my feet on the cold hardwood floor. Shit, I can’t wait until I’m back in my own apartment. I said, out loud to myself. I had been staying at the family house with my mother, grandma, and several other relatives until the renovations at my place were complete. Placing my feet inside of my furry slippers I made my way into the bathroom to take care of my daily hygiene. With my towel and washcloth in hand I stepped into the stainless steel shower. 
 
   My nipples became erect as the water came down hard on my body. I threw my head back as the hot water knocked out any kinks I had. I imagined the man from my dreams was running his hands across my body. I was twenty-five years old and still a virgin. Yeah, I know it didn’t sound believable, but it was true. The men I was attracted to, never paid me any attention, or so I thought. There was nothing about me that screamed ‘that girl’. Well that’s how I felt anyway. I wasn’t built to be anybody’s supermodel, nor did I have flawless skin. I used concealer on an everyday basis to cover the blemishes on my face.  Weighing in at two-hundred and ten pounds, and barely standing at 5’5 I was what I liked to called thick. While the females that hated, preferred to use the term fat. I never wore the longs weaves past my ass, I chose to do the natural thing with my hair. I loved to wear it in its natural curly state, but most of the time I usually just styled it into a Halo braid. I stared into the mirror. Sometimes I wished my high yellow skin complexion was darker. Everything about me was just plain. I was always told I was beautiful, but I never felt that way. I was very insecure about my appearance. While I didn’t want to be a size five, I wanted to be noticed. What woman didn’t crave attention from a man? I had a warm spirit and was just as friendly as can be. I wasn’t shy or nothing, but somehow I always froze up when I came in contact around the opposite sex. 
 
    
 
    I went back into my bedroom and threw on a pair of black tights and an oversized sweatshirt, and went downstairs to see what everyone was up to. I didn’t bother putting on any make-up since I didn’t plan on leaving the house today.
 
   “Look who finally decided to get out of the bed. It’s almost eleven o clock and you just now getting up.” Said my grandmother Abagail in her strong creole accent. Everyone that knew her, called her Grann.
 
   We had both African and French in our bloodline. My family background was quite different from most people. I didn’t grow up in the hood, nor was I from a family that relied on public assistance. Don’t get me wrong, there’s nothing wrong with the help when you actually need it. But some people tend to take advantage of the system. Getting on it and never getting off, when there were people who could really benefit from it. My family wasn’t poor, nor were we rich. My parents worked their asses off to provide me and my siblings with everything we needed. I was the second oldest out of five kids. My parents lost everything during Hurricane Katrina. They literally had to start from the ground and work their way back up. They were only here at the house to get a break from the rest of my brothers and sisters. 
 
    My mother worked as a fashion stylist. She never brought any of her clothes from the department stores. She preferred to sew or stitch every piece of fabric she wore by hand. She prided herself in the work she did. My father owned a restaurant down by the Bayou. I always thought it was an odd place to have a business, but nonetheless he made money. With Mardi Gras going on right now, he stayed busy. Sometimes I would help him out when I found myself with nothing to do.
 
   “I was tired Grann, I barely got any sleep last night with all of the moaning that was coming from Aunt Rose’s room.”
 
   “Chile hush. Perhaps if you fixed yourself up sometime, a man would show some type of interest in you. If I was still young and had your shape, I wouldn’t be able to keep them away from me You’re just sexually frustrated that’s all.” 
 
   “I just bet you wouldn’t.” I mumbled underneath my breath. Love never found the older women in my family on its own. They had no problem whipping open the book of love spells that had been passed down from previous generations. I always wonder what my dad would do if he found out how he became acquainted with my mother. If I had to force love upon someone then I didn’t want it.
 
   “How many holidays are you going to go through being lonely? Before you know it you’ll be thirty with no kids and no man. Maybe then you’ll stop being such a sour puss all the time.”
 
   “Love will find me one day. Until then I’ll continue to go on with my life like I normally do.” She had struck a nerve with that comment. Valentine’s day was quickly approaching in just a few days. While everyone was walking around all in love, I didn’t even know what love felt like. Somehow it managed to bypass me. The only love I ever knew was the love I received from my father, and that wasn’t the type of love I wanted in my life right now.
 
   “Do something with your hair, wear some clothes that show off your shape a little. How will anybody ever take you seriously if you walk around looking right homely?” I got up from the kitchen table and walked into the living room. I could feel the tears swelling up in my eyes. I already had insecurities about myself, and the things Grann was saying wasn’t making me feel no better. I couldn’t wait to be back in the comfort of my own home. Being around a bunch of people all the time was not for me. My feelings were sensitive enough without getting bashed all the time. Grann had a way of saying things, not realizing she was hurting others in the process. Being around her all of these years I should’ve been used to it by now.
 
   “I’m sorry baby,” she said, taking a seat on the couch next to me. “I didn’t mean no harm in nothing I said. I just want you to loosen up and live life a little. All you do is work and sit in the house. There’s so much more to life than that.” She placed a cup of tea in front of me, and I quickly denied.
 
   “Nah, no thank you. You can keep that for yourself.” I loved Grann and all, but sometimes I didn’t trust drinking any concoctions from her. Especially since we had just had a conversation about me finding a man. 
 
   “Damn, I was hoping you would fall for it this go around.” I looked at her in disbelief. She was really trying to drug me with one of her love potions. I shook my head. Grann was taking things too far. 
 
   “Good morning loves.” My aunt said. She pranced into the living room wearing nothing but a thin satin robe. It wasn’t hard to tell she didn’t have any clothes on underneath. My aunt was pushing her late thirties and still lived her life like she was a teenager; wild and careless. 
 
    
 
   
“How long is this one around for?” I asked, she would never keep a man for longer than a month. Once she got everything she wanted out of them, she would dismiss him without a problem.
 
   “It all depends. I actually kind of like this one. The things he can do to a woman’s body is unbelievable. Wait a minute! Instead of worrying about my man, you need to find one of your own. Then you’ll be able to relate.” Everybody had so much to say about my non-existing love life it was sickening. I wasn’t the one placing these men in the trick bag, but nobody wanted talk about that.
 
   “I’ll let you have that one. But when the day comes that I do find a man, and I mean one that actually wants me there won’t be much any of you can say.” Laugh now hate later was my motto. I may have been insecure when it came to my appearance, but I was confident in speaking things into existence. 
 
   “I hope you don’t call yourself throwing shade little girl.” I rolled my eyes at my aunt. She always tried to pull that ‘little girl’ mess when we got into an argument. Age wasn’t nothing but a number. I was more mature than she was. She went out to the club with her teenage daughter. What mother did that? Me and my aunt had a love-hate relationship. We would be on good terms one minute, then ready to go down each other throats the next, but it was all love. My family was big on sticking together, and being there for one another. We all had some kind of bond with each other.
 
   “You two might as well stop before it begins. I’m not having no foolishness out of you two this morning.” Said Grann. Everybody knew when she spoke, it meant to shut up, listen, and do as you were told. 
 
   “Wish I could stay around and entertain you both, but I got a man to tend to.” She switched her hips as she left out of the room. She was an overgrown woman still living at home with her mother and teenage kids. My aunt was an example of everything I didn’t want to be.
 
   “Don’t even respond.” Grann said, “She does stuff like to get under your skin. She knows how sensitive you can be.” I gave Grann a kiss on her cheek, went upstairs and called my best friend Belle. Belle was practically family. We both grew up living right next door to each other. Our mothers had been good friends when they were younger, which resulted in us being so close. Just like me she had creole in her too. Belle was older than me by two years and I looked up to her. She was one of the few people who actually understood how I felt at times. She did everything with class. When she stepped foot out of the house she always had a pair of six inch heels on her feet. Belle wasn’t big on wearing the expensive designer brands, but she knew how to put an outfit together and make it look like it cost her a million dollars. 
 
   “Hold on for a minute Zel,” I heard some rambling in the background. “I’m back. I done turned this bedroom upside down looking for my phone charger. Don’t you want to come over and help your best friend get organized?” 
 
   “Only if you agree to go shopping with me. I need a full makeover.” I just couldn’t get Grann’s words out of my head about the way I looked. I would take what she said into consideration, but I wasn’t changing nothing about my hair.
 
   “What’s with the sudden change of heart?”
 
   “Grann voiced her opinion about why I can’t find a man, and you know how that goes.”
 
   “No need to go into details. What kind of look are you going for? Are we giving your hair a new look too?”
 
   “No, my hair will stay the same. But I do want it bone-straight, and maybe add some color to it.” 
 
   “Yesssss! I’m glad you’re finally giving up that old woman look. It’s about time you embrace your outer beauty. You are beautiful and I wish you would start seeing that for yourself.” 
 
   “I’ll be there in ten minutes.” I hung up the phone and grabbed my jacket. The weather was slightly chilly when I stepped outside. I was glad Belle didn’t live too far from Grann’s. I could’ve walked if I wanted to. 
 
   I used the spare key I had to Belle’s house to let myself in. “Where you at Belle?” I hollered out when I walked into the house. I had to make sure I was at the right address for a minute. Belle’s house was literally upside down. Shoes and clothes were all over the place. I didn’t know if we were ready to have a yard sale or if it was trash. 
 
   “I’m in the bedroom.” She walked into the living room with more clothes and bags.
 
   “What you doing with all this stuff? I asked,
 
   “You said you needed a makeover. There’s no point in you going out and buying a bunch of new clothes when I have stuff here with tags still on them. Me and you are around the same size, I’m just taller than you. Your foot looks to be about a size 8, am I right?” 
 
   “Your right.”
 
   “I’m going to put some outfits together for you while you go and organize my room. There’s drinks and food in the kitchen help yourself.”  I was glad Belle’s bedroom didn’t look as bad as the living room. She was even kind enough to have the containers sitting out for me. It took me no time to get her room back together. We finished up around the same time. When I walked back into the living room she had pieced everything together. 
 
   “So…. what do you think?” She asked,
 
   “I love it!” I replied, I could see myself getting use to this new style. 
 
   “Pick one and go try it on.” I pinched myself to see if I was really awake. The person I saw in the mirror was beautiful. Maybe my choice in clothing made me feel the way I did about myself. The heels I had on, were high enough where I could walk in them without breaking my neck. I stared into the mirror thinking about the man from my dreams. Right now my confidence was at an all-time high, compared to the way I felt this morning. 
 
   “I feel like a new woman.” I said to Belle.
 
   “You’ll definitely look like one once we do something with that head of yours. Are you sure you don’t want to try a weave? I mean you just might like it.”
 
   “It’s not my thing, I’ll leave that to you.” 
 
   “Alright, take that outfit off before you mess it up. and bring my flatiron and hair bag when you come out.” I changed back into my regular clothes and picked up everything I needed to be transformed into a new woman.
 
   “I’m ready block this man on Facebook. I don’t know why people think it’s okay to call you from off of that Messenger app. I swear these men be so damn thirsty.”
 
   “At least you got somebody who wants your ass. Pass him over here if you don’t want him.”
 
   “Now your sounding thirsty. Besides all attention is not good attention. Be with a man that wants you because you have brains and the potential to be his wife. Not someone who only wants you because your cute with a nice body.”
 
   Belle couldn’t understand my need to be touched by a man when she had men chasing after her. I was tired of using my rabbit to pleasure myself. I needed to feel the touch of a man, smell his cologne and everything else that came with having one.
 
   “That’s easy for you to say,”
 
   “I forgot you haven’t lost your V-card yet. Trust me when I tell you sex is not everything it’s caked up to be. Blessings come with patience, so don’t give in. Who knows you just might luck up and find yourself a husband.” Belle was being real funny. Men weren’t just marrying women nowadays. Besides being married was nothing more than a title. A man could have a wife and still be out cheating. 
 
   “Girl please, marriage is the farthest thing on my mind. How can I be a wife when I’ve never even been a girlfriend?”
 
   “Zel have some faith. Anything is liable to happen at any moment. What are you doing for Valentine’s day?” She asked, changing the subject. “We might as well go out to dinner with each other since neither one of our ass have dates.”
 
   “You not having a valentine is hard for me to believe.’
 
   “I have one. But I’m not feeling dude like that. I can tell he only wants sex from me and I’m not trying to end up disappointed and lonely come the next morning. I’d rather save myself the disappointment and turn him down politely. I don’t need the extra headache in my life. I get enough of that from the customers we deal with on a daily basis. Those people be some straight nuts.”
 
   “You ain’t never lie.” We worked at one of the largest banks in the New Orleans area. I was a bank teller while Belle was a manager at several of the different branches around. Nobody at work liked the tight knit relationship we had with one another. A couple of the other girls often complained to our boss that favoritism was taking place throughout the work place. Our boss; Derrick, paid it no mind. Both of our work ethics spoke for itself. I’d been an employee at my job for the last six years and made pretty good money. What started out as a temp-job after high school quickly turned into a fulltime job with benefits. 
 
   If we weren’t dealing with the other employees who were constantly hating, then we had the customers who swore the bank was scamming them out of money. When all it was, they had no money in their bank accounts. It was nothing to see someone get arrested for writing bad checks, or for identity fraud.
 
   “I don’t even want to think about that place. Tomorrow is only Monday.”
 
   “Have you ever had the same dream more than once?” I asked,
 
   “A couple of times I dreamed about hitting the lottery for a million dollars, but as you can see it’s never happened. Why?”
 
   “I’ve been having the same dream about the same man every night.”
 
   “Who is he?” 
 
   “That’s the thing I don’t know. Never seen him a day in my life.”
 
   “It’s just your mind telling you that you need a man that’s all.” Belle placed a mirror in front of me. I knew my hair was long, but I didn’t think it came down my back.” This doesn’t even look like me.” I shook my head and watched my hair swing left to right. I was finally starting to see the beauty everyone said I had. I modeled around the living room like I was walking someone’s runway. You couldn’t tell me nothing right now. 
 
   “I take it you like it?” 
 
   “I love it!” I couldn’t stop staring at myself in the mirror. I looked amazing! “What do I owe you for working a miracle on my hair?”
 
   “Coffee at lunchtime tomorrow. I’m going to need the extra boost. You know Monday’s can be hectic in that place.”
 
   “I’m sure I can make that happen.” I stayed and chatted with Belle until late in the evening. I suppose she thought she was my personal stylist as she gave me the rundown on what not to wear.
 
   “Don’t let me catch you with a pair of flats on! I don’t care how much the heels may hurt your feet. Kick those bad boys off behind the counters if you have to. Flats are tacky and for old women.”
 
   “Anything else?” I said, sarcastically.  She lightly mushed me upside the head.
 
   “Yes there is. Get you some lipstick to go on your lips. Makeup and accessories play a big part in making an outfit. I want you to look your absolute best at all times.”
 
   “Okay, I’ll see you at work in the morning. Thanks again.” 
 
   “Anytime Baby cakes.” Belle had a habit of giving out nicknames. We gave each other air kisses before I went out to my car. I left Belle’s house with bags on top of bags. As much money as she paid for these designer brands there was no way I would’ve gave them away for free. It took me three trips to the car before I finally had everything inside the house. I had so many pieces of clothing to choose from I had no idea where to start. I wrapped my hairs as I looked through my several options. Since I was only going to work I settled for a black blazer, and some burgundy high-waisted dress pants, and some black pumps. After ironing my clothes and taking a quick shower I let the sound of Adele lead me into a deep sleep.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two 
 
   Prosper
 
    
 
   “Hurry up and get out!” I heard Hadiya yell. I walked up the stairs quietly. Some strange man was struggling to put on his pants.  I chuckled when the man fell on his face. 
 
   “What’s the rush?” I said to my wife of twenty-eight years. The number sounded crazy since we were both twenty-eight years old ourselves.  We weren’t in love nor did we want to be with one another. We were hustled into love before we were even brought into this world. 
 
   Apparently her parents were poor and borrowed an undisclosed amount of money from my father. They had no way of paying back their loan so they came up with an agreement to give up their daughter to settle their debt. The only way Hidaya would become free would be by giving birth to a son and handing him over to my father. That way my father would have someone to pass his legacy on to. I was the oldest and wanted no parts, therefore everything shall be passed on to my first son.  
 
   My father Augustine was a very wealthy man. Money controlled everything around him. He brought my wife, the same way he brought my mother’s love. To this day I still didn’t know the full story. It was something they preferred not to talk about. All I knew was my mother was brought at an auction. She was supposed to work as his servant, but somehow things changed.
 
   “Our parents are on their way over. Don’t ask me why because I don’t know.” I ran my hands over my face. I hated having to fake how we felt when they came around. The love was nonexistent. I couldn’t make love to a person I didn’t want to be with in the first place.
 
   “Don’t be surprised if they ask you why you aren’t with child yet.” Having a child with Hadiya was not going to happen, ever. She was better off getting pregnant by the mystery dude she had in the room. 
 
   “It’s your fault I haven’t gotten pregnant yet! Jason can you excuse us? I’ll call you later on.” Hadiya blamed me for everything, but I was the cause.
 
   “Wait, you’re married and your husband is okay with you sleeping with another man? I need to find me a woman that’ll agree to some shit like that.”
 
   “It’s not what you think. But I hope your satisfying her needs, my man.” I said to the man whose name was Jason. I hit him on the back as he walked out of the room, he could have Hadiya; it wasn’t like I wanted her. 
 
   She waited until she heard the front door slam to start running off at the mouth. Her mouth was one of the reasons I could never see myself with her. Hadiya didn’t know when to shut the hell up!
 
   “You’re not going to mess this up for me. You will give me a son, whether it be by choice or by force!” Spit was flying everywhere as she yelled. She thought me giving her a son would be the end of all of her problems. She didn’t know my father like I did. He would never allow her to live a peaceful life, like he’d promised. This was a game to him. As soon as he got what he wanted we would all lose. 
 
   “If I was to get consider getting you pregnant, it doesn’t mean you’ll have a son. Suppose it’s a girl? Then what?”
 
   “Then we shall keep trying. My child will be born into royalty. You and your family will have no choice but to care for me and my seed!” Hidaya was so green to certain situations. If she thought my family would continue to take care of her, then she had better than twice. She made this seem as if it was about wanting her freedom. She was just greedy. She wanted a child for her own selfish needs. This was nothing more than a money thing to Hadiya. 
 
   Since I was born with a sliver spoon in my mouth it didn’t mean much to me. I had never worked a job a day in my life. I tried selling weed a few times, but somehow how my father managed to find out. He killed every dealer that placed their product in the palms of my hand. He forbids anyone in the streets from selling me anything. If they disobey his orders they would become a person of the past.
 
   Being poor and living a normal life didn’t sound so bad at times. At least then I would have control over my own life. I had no problem getting a job to support myself, but there was only one person stopping me and that was my father. His reach was long around this way. He had ties with everybody. Nothing you did got past him.
 
   “I’m telling you right now, having a baby by me will never happen!”
 
   “Don’t say I didn’t warn you about anything that may come your way!” she went into the bathroom with fire in her eyes. I didn’t care how mad she was. I was not having a child with a person I didn’t love. I sat down on the bed and stared at the wall. I had to devise a plan that would get me out of this arrangement once and for all. Killing Hadiya seemed like the only way it would happen. I just had to make the shit look like an accident or something gone wrong. 
 
   I had paid the family’s doctor a nice piece of change to gain access to her medical records. Whatever I could use to my advantage to kill her off I need to know about. It could’ve been a food allergy or health illness; I didn’t care as long as her death didn’t look like foul play.
 
   “Our parents are here.”
 
   “Alright, I’ll be down there in a minute. Close the door behind you.” I threw on a pair of Joggers and a white t-shirt. My father hated when we were urban clothes. He wanted all of his children to dress like him and wear tailor made suits and African rags. Last time I checked I was born and raised in New Orleans.
 
   So what do we owe this visit?” They could all forget about getting a cordial greeting from me. The family doctor was seated next to my mother. Knowing my father, he had threatened him to come along. It was either his way or six feet under. 
 
   It’s time to discuss some very important family matters. You’ve had more than enough time to give me a grandson. Now I want to know what the holdup is son?”
 
   “I guess I’ve been shooting blanks. Maybe I have a low sperm count and can’t make babies.”
 
   “Prosper, that name fits you very well. Your destined to be successful. I’m just not sure in what area. You disrespected us by not greeting us when you walked into the room. You know that’s unacceptable.”
 
   “Sup Pops,” I said, hitting him with a head nod.
 
   “Is that a way to speak to your father? Come give both me and your mother a formal greeting.” Reluctantly I got up and gave my mother a kiss on the cheek. My ill feelings were not meant to be directed towards her.  My mother, Acadia was a very loveable person. My father often took advantage of her kindness and it made her look like a weak woman. 
 
   I think she felt like she owed him her loyalty in exchange for giving her a better life. I hesitated to open my arms when I stood in front of my father. slowly I moved in for a hug. Quickly he did some kind of combat technique. He had me in a tight chokehold gasping for air. 
 
   “You will do what’s expected of you. Your mother is the only reason I’ve been so lenient on you over the years.” When he released his arms my body dropped down to the floor. For the first time in my life I felt hate in my heart. It hurt that it came from the man that helped bring me into this world.
 
   I could see images of me killing him in my head. He had just been moved up to the number one spot on my list. Just because I didn’t sell drugs didn’t mean I wasn’t a thug at heart. Growing up my father trained me and my siblings like he was preparing us for war. My infatuation with guns gave me an irresistible urge to kill. I wasn’t your typical thug. I didn’t grow up in a broken home nor were my parent’s addicts. My thug mentality came from the murderous side I had developed over the years. I only killed those who hurt my loved ones or did wrong by me.  In some ways I was just like my mother. It took me a long time to stand up for myself. Well that was until I caught my first body. Nobody knew about the dark side I had besides me and my brother August. He was with me the night that started it all. Our younger sister had been raped at a high school football game in the boy’s locker room. They had left her for dead. When she told us who the boys were, I went out seeking revenge. Needless to say they never played another game again. It was like I transformed into another person that night.
 
   When I got up from off the floor I stared at him long and hard. “I apologize for the disrespect father. I will do better.”
 
   “Very well son.”
 
   “Mr. and Mrs. Uba, how rude of me to not speak. I hope you both are doing just fine.”
 
   “It could be better if we had a grandchild by now.” I didn’t care at all for Hadiya’s father. I had no respect for a man that thought so much of money, that he would sell his own daughter. 
 
   “Zaire!” Shouted, Hidaya’s mother. “Prosper pay him no mind. He’s not quite himself these days.”
 
   “Neema, do not ignore the fact that our daughter should’ve been a free woman by now. She entered the child bearing stages a long time ago.”
 
   “Don’t blame her for any of this when you are the reason she’s in this predicament in the first place!”
 
   “Silence,” Augustine ordered. With the help of his cane he rose to his feet. To the average eye his cane was just that, a cane.  But those who knew him personally knew that it was nothing more than a holder for his sword he stored inside of it. 
 
   “Hidaya show Dr. Monroe to one of the vacant bedrooms. He will perform a full body exam to check out your reproductive system to determine the cause of you not becoming pregnant yet.” 
 
   Hidaya went upstairs without putting up a fight. She smirked when she looked my way. I smirked back at her. Death would be knocking at her door sooner than later.
 
   “I’m going up there with her. No man that isn’t her husband will touch her body without being supervised.” Neema was the only one who took this marriage thing serious. In her mind she really believed that Hadiya and I were meant to be together. 
 
   “I don’t care who goes with her, as long as it gets done.”
 
   I went to put on my black and blue number eleven’s. I had to go withdraw some cash from my bank account before I could get my day started completely. The only perks to being his son was I had access to money whenever I needed it. Over the years he made sure to deposit no less than twenty thousand dollars a month into the bank accounts he had setup for us. While my brother messed over his money, I opened up my own separate account. I was sitting on a few millions. I wasn’t dumb, I knew the day would come when I no longer wanted to follow my father’s rules.
 
   “You’re not going anywhere just yet! Dr. Monroe will be giving you an exam as well.”
 
   “Give me a cup and I’ll gladly jerk off for you. I’m not staying around for this bullshit!”
 
   My mother stood in between us before the argument got out of control. I could care less about my father’s threats. They were pointless. Either way I looked at it he was going to die as well. I left the house and hopped in my black on black BMW. As soon I came from the bank I was going house hunting. Hadiya could live in that house with whatever man she chose.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
   Cezelia
 
    
 
   I loved the attention I was receiving from my new look. All morning long my customers had been giving me compliments. I was in a good mood and it showed in the smile I wore on my face. I was even impressed by the number of men that kept asking for my phone number. Mind you these were the same men that looked past me on an everyday basis. The only change about me was my clothes, I was still the same girl. 
 
   “Looking good girl,” Belle said when she came over to switch out my drawer. With it being income tax time the bank was busier than any other time of the year.
 
   “I owe it all to you.”
 
   “My lord, look what God sent down from Heaven!” I lifted my head up to see what Belle was talking about and that’s when I saw the man from my dreams.  
 
   Please don’t walk over my way. I said inside of my head. My heart skipped a few beats. His look and body was certainly one of a God.
 
   “Good morning beautiful. Can I get a savings withdraw slip?” When he moved in closer on my counter I placed my hand over my chest. It was the man from my dreams in the flesh.
 
   “You alright Cezelia?” Belle asked,
 
   “I’m fine, just had a bad case of heartburn.” I handed him a slip to fill out. When he was finished he placed it back in my hand. I almost fainted from his soft touch.
 
   “I’m afraid, I’m going to have to get my boss’s approval for this. I’ll be back momentarily.”
 
   “Take your time.” He smiled, showing his teeth. He had gold fronts with diamonds in his mouth. He was probably one of the few men that looked fine in them.  “I’ll be right here waiting on you to return.”
 
   “Belle is Derrick in today? I need him to approve a transaction.”
 
   “What’s the name of the customer?” I read the name from off of the slip. It was quite unique.
 
   “Prosper Valentine,” I called out.
 
   “Do you not know who he is?”
 
   “No, I’ve never heard of him at all.”
 
   “He comes from the wealthiest family in New Orleans. His father is a very powerful man. Take a good look at his face and remember it. He needs no approval to withdraw any money.” I turned around and looked back at him. He didn’t look like the type to have his hands tied in drugs. But you could never be too sure.  
 
   “I don’t have enough money in my drawer for this amount.”
 
   “How much is it for?”
 
   “Eighty thousand dollars.” 
 
   “Hmm he’s caking. No worries he has his own vault. The keys are under my desk in the drawer. He knows his number.”
 
   “Mr. Valentine can you follow me this way?”
 
   “I’ll follow your whichever way you need me to.” He flirted, 
 
   I was glad my back was turned towards him so he couldn’t see the smile I had on my face. On the inside I was beaming. A handsome man was actually flirting with me.
 
   What am I so happy for? He probably does this with every woman he encounters. His money was stacked in increments of ten thousand’s, which made it an easy process. I placed eight bundles in a velvet black bag and handed it to him.
 
   “Is there anything else I can do for you?”
 
   “Have dinner with me this evening.”
 
   “Umm, I don’t know. I mean I don’t know you.” I was mad at myself for the dumb answer I gave him. I wanted to scream out yes! But I didn’t want to come off as desperate.
 
   “That makes it even better. We can get to know one another over a nice candle lit dinner and drinks. Don’t make me get down on one knee and beg you because I will, and that’s not even my style. ``”
 
   “Alright fine. Where should I meet you at and what time?”
 
   “How about you give me your phone number and I’ll call you when I’m on my way to pick you up. A woman should never have to drive herself to a date.” I read him my number off as he punched the digits into his phone. I jumped when my phone starts vibrating in my pocket. I wasn’t expecting him to verify my phone number in front of me.
 
   “Nothing personal, I had to make sure you weren’t trying to pull me a move.”
 
   “We need to get out of here before the alarm goes off.” The bank’s security system was setup to go off when you spent over ten minutes in a vault. It was their way of stopping any robberies from taking place. He signed off for his withdrawal and flashed that smile that I was slowly falling in love with.
 
   “I’ll see you later on this evening right?”
 
   “Yes!” 
 
   “Be looking for my phone call. Make sure you lock my number in your phone ma,”
 
   “Have a nice day Prosper.” I said, shooing him off. Lunch time was slowly approaching and the work pace had slowed down. All eyes were locked on me when Prosper blew me a kiss on his way out the door. I cleaned off my station and ignored the stares. I didn’t associate myself with none of the females besides, Belle. I heard all of the nasty comments they made about the way I dressed. To them I wasn’t up to par in the fashion world to conversate with them and that was fine with me. The less people that knew my business the better.
 
   “What was all that about?” Asked Belle.
 
   “Nosey aren’t we?” I said in a joking manner.
 
   “Don’t play. What’s the tea?”
 
   “That’s your problem. You always wanting to know what the tea is.”
 
   “Fine don’t spill it.” She crossed her arms and poked out her lips acting as if she was mad. 
 
   “He asked to take me out to dinner tonight!”
 
   “Oh shucks, my best friend going on her first date. Dealing with a man as fine as Prosper it won’t be long before you be telling me your cherry done been popped.”
 
   “Please, it’s not even that serious. It’s just a date.”
 
   “You’re kidding me right? Let’s make a bet that those red bottoms will be up in the air before the month is out. And I’m being nice by adding in a month.” Did Belle think I was that desperate where I would give my body to a man I didn’t know? I was glad I kept the part about him being the man from my dreams to myself. At least I thought it was him anyway. Like I’d promised Belle and I ended up having lunch down at a local coffee shop. The entire time I couldn’t keep my mind off of this Prosper character. 
 
   “Are you listening to me?” Belle asked, shaking the table to get my attention. 
 
   “Yeah, I think you should go with the navy blue and beige.”
 
   “Let me found out.” She grinned.
 
   “Find out what?” I replied, confused. I took a small bite from my turkey and cheese wrap. I didn’t have much of an appetite as thoughts of Prosper consumed my mind.
 
   “Your over there thinking about Mr. Valentine, aren’t you?” My cheeks blushed red in embarrassment. The way I was feeling was indescribable. Just yesterday I was the plain Jane girl that nobody wanted. Now today I had a man asking me out on a date. Stuff like this didn’t happen overnight. I was starting to believe that Grann had slipped one of her potions in my soup last night. It may have sounded crazy, but I didn’t put nothing past her. It was too much of a coincidence.
 
   “Why would someone of his status be interested in me? All these big booty model type chicks running around here and he asks for my number.”
 
   “Every man isn’t interested in a female with a big behind. What’s wrong with a man wanting a female because she has class and is sophisticated? Give the man a chance. At least he wants to take you out. Most men don’t even bother taking a woman anywhere.”
 
   Belle was right. Prosper may have good intentions after all. I cried about not getting noticed by a man and here I was finally getting the attention I craved. And still I managed to put myself down.
 
   “Listen, you know every year the company has its big convention in New York. Derrick asked me to represent our branch and of course one other person is allowed to attend. I was wondering if you want to go with me? All expenses are covered by the company. All you need to do is bring yourself and some clothes. So what do you say?”
 
   “When are we leaving? I could stand a few days away from here. It had been a while since I’d ventured to another state.”
 
   “I think it’s the week after Valentine’s Day.”
 
   “Belle that’s just next week!” 
 
   “Like I said, all you got to do is pack your bag.”
 
   A number that I didn’t recognize popped up on my phone. I let it vibrate for a few more seconds before answering it. Normally I ignored strange numbers.
 
   “Hello?” I spoke into my Samsung Galaxy. I was well overdue for an upgrade. I didn’t keep up with the latest in technology like Belle did. As long as I could text and check my emails, I was fine.
 
   “It took you long enough to answer the phone ma.”
 
   “Hi Prosper.” I sung in the phone. Belle was making kissy faces at me from across the table. I tried to kick her, but the pole was blocking my foot from reaching her.
 
   “I’ll be to your house around five if that’s not too early. There’s a movie we can catch before we go out to dinner.”
 
   “Okay that’s fine. I’m ready to text you my address now.”
 
   “Do that. Have a nice day my love,”
 
   “Thanks, you do the same.” I disconnected the call and before I could gather my thoughts together, Belle was down my throat with twenty-one questions.
 
   “So where is he taking you?”
 
   “I’m not sure. I just know it involves dinner and a movie.”
 
   “Sounds nice. Damn look at the time. We’ve been sitting here running our mouths, our lunch break been over.”
 
   We cleaned the table off and raced to Belle’s car. We made it back just in time. Customers were just starting to pull into the parking lot.
 
   ♥♥♥♥♥♥
 
   I had changed my clothes at least a thousand times trying to find the perfect outfit. I sprayed on my favorite fragrance by Coco Chanel and went downstairs to wait on Prosper. I was glad my stay here was coming to an end. I had received a phone call earlier that my apartment would be ready no later than Friday. I would finally be back in my own comfort zone. It was nice spending time with Grann while it lasted.
 
   “Where are you going all dressed up?” My Aunt Rose asked, I refused to let her get me in a bad mood before I left the house. She could keep the negative remarks to herself. From here on out only positive vibes were welcomed in my life.
 
   “If you must know, I have a date.”
 
   “Who’s the lucky man?” I shook my head when Grann came out of the kitchen with her love spell book wide open.
 
   “His name is Prosper Valentine.” Grann and My Aunt Rose looked at each other in disbelief. 
 
   “I knew it would happen sooner or later. I just didn’t think you would be the one to end it.”
 
   “End what?” I asked,
 
   “Nothing, Have yourself a good time. But stir clear of his father if things tend to go farther than expected.”
 
   Everybody but me, seemed to know who Prosper was, or had some information about his father. Grann was holding something back and that wasn’t like her.
 
   “How do I look?” I asked, ignoring the facial expressions they still wore. 
 
   “Gorgeous, I’m glad you listened and took my advice.
 
   “I’ll talk to you when I get back if your still up. Prosper just pulled up in front of the house.”
 
   “Enjoy yourself and be careful.”
 
   “I will.” I opened up the door and there stood Prosper wearing a pair of True Religion jeans with rips in the knee area. Why did this man have to be so fine? I wanted to grab his goatee and pull him in for a kiss on those luscious lips of his.
 
   “I hope you like roses.” He said, 
 
   “I love them.” I sniffed the red and white roses and handed them to Grann to place in some water. I closed the door to the house and walked over to his car.
 
   “By the way you look nice,” Like a real gentleman he opened up my door for me and helped me into the car. 
 
   “Thanks, so do you.”
 
   Before we pulled off he punched in the address to the movie theater into his navigation system. We didn’t say much to each other on the ride over until I decided to ask him a few questions. 
 
   “Your name is quite different. Does it have a meaning to it?” It was a lame way for me to spark a conversation, but the silence was killing me.
 
   “Back in my native country it means destined for success. My family is from Africa. We migrated over here when I was two. Can’t really remember nothing else.”
 
   “Do you ever go back and visit? I’ve always wanted to travel there.” Nothing about Prosper screamed African. While his features were slightly different, I would’ve guessed he had Indian in his blood.
 
   “As far as I’m concerned I’m black. I was raised over here and it’s all I know. My parents go visit my relatives every now and then, but I want no parts of that country.”
 
   I could relate to where Prosper was coming from since I was part African too. The Africans from Africa, didn’t consider us to be one of them since we didn’t live over there. I swept my hair from out of my face. I had to get used to wearing my hair down.
 
   “You don’t have any stalker exes I should be worried about do you?” He asked.
 
   “I should be asking you that. I’m sure there’s someone your involved with.”
 
   He placed the car in park when we entered the parking lot. He had yet to reply to my question. “Are you involved with someone?” I asked again. I felt like a fool when he ignored my question yet again. 
 
   “It’s complicated.” He took the keys from out of the ignition and placed them in his pocket. I didn’t see nothing difficult about the question. It was either a yes or no answer.
 
   “I got all the time in the world for you to explain. You can tell me now, or if you don’t our date will be over before it gets started. Trust me when I tell you I don’t mind taking a cab back home.” I was being bold with my choice of words. I may have loved the attention I was receiving but I wasn’t about to be the other woman to no man.
 
   “I have a wife.” He blurted out, I grabbed the handle to get out of the door but it was locked. Unlock the door now!” I was yanking on the handle so hard, I was bound to break it off. 
 
   “Let me explain before you run off. It’s not even what you think.”
 
   “How is it not what I think when you just admitted to being married?”
 
   “Our marriage was arranged. We’re not in love with each other nor do we want to be together. It was something our parents came up with before we were born. Shit if I wanted her, I wouldn’t be here with you right now. I’m not the kind of man that plays with a woman’s heart.”
 
   I had heard about children being placed in marriages at young ages in different countries, but I had never met someone who had been placed in that type of situation. I may have never been with a man but I was far from a dumb female. I knew all about the games they like to play. My life was drama free and I planned to keep it that way. The next move I made was real insecure of me. I asked him to show me some kind of proof. I wasn’t taking his word. I had just met him. 
 
   “Call her right now.” I snapped,
 
   “Huh?” He replied.
 
   “You heard me. I said call her right now.”
 
   “My word not good enough? You don’t trust me?”
 
   He had to be kidding me right now. He was talking about me trusting him when I had just met him this morning. With my clutch in hand, I got out of the car and proceeded to walk inside the movie theater. Our date was officially over. I know he didn’t expect me to be cool with him having a wife. It may have been acceptable with other women, but it wasn’t flying with me. 
 
   When I got to the window to purchase a ticket every movie that was playing had sold out. I walked down the sidewalk with no clue of where I was going.
 
   “Cezelia,” Prosper called out from behind me. I picked up my pace and started to walk faster. The heels I had on were burning a hole at the bottom of my feet, but I refused to let him catch up to me.
 
   “Cezelia” He hollered again. This man was not letting up! He was determined to get a response from out of me.
 
   “What!” I spat angrily.  “Why should I listen to anything you have to say. It’s not like you owe me an explanation anyway.”
 
   “Just hear me out. Our marriage was arranged. I can’t go into any specific details but I’m telling you the truth. The less you know about my family, the better for your own safety. I would never want to put an innocent person in harm’s way.”
 
   Right then I should’ve left Prosper alone. He was intriguing but something was telling me he was hazardous to my health. I had no idea how soon I would find out just how deadly he was for me. Not in a bad way, but in ways that we would be tied to each other forever. 
 
   “Do you know how to shoot a gun?”
 
   “Say what?” What he had just ask came way out of left field.
 
   “Right now is not the time for questions. There’s a white Sedan quickly approaching us. I’m ready to act like I’m giving you a hug. When the truck gets close I want you to shoot the tires. Right now both of our lives are in danger.” I swallowed hard and nodded my head. I didn’t want to kill anyone. What had I gotten myself involved in?
 
   “Are you with me?” He asked, wrapping his arms around my body.
 
   “Yeah,” I whispered, unsure of what I was saying. My parents would flip if they knew what I was ready to do. I was the good child, the child that did no wrong in their eyes. Now here I was about to do something that could possibly land me in jail for a long time. Prosper handed me his .45. I was scared shitless holding a gun in my hand. My hands trembled when I placed my finger on the trigger. The driver of the truck had slowed down. 
 
   “On the count of three I want you to squeeze the trigger as hard as you can. I’ll take care of everything else.”
 
   “Okay,” I said,
 
   “One, two, three!” The truck went swerving and ran right into a light pole. Prosper ran over to the vehicle and released a couple shots.
 
    “Come on.” He said, running away from the truck. Not wanting to be on a murder scene I ran as fast as my heels would allow me to. I was a nervous wreck when we reached the car. My body shook uncontrollably as I struggled to fasten the seatbelt across me. Prosper drove away from the scene like nothing had just happened. I looked out the window, expecting for red and blue lights to be behind us. What am I doing riding with a man that has to carry a gun around anyway? Mess around and I find myself caught up in some shit I have nothing to do with, but it was too late to be worrying now. I had already committed a crime by shooting the gun. I don’t even know if it was registered. 
 
   “I’m sorry about that.” He said, once we were far away from the area. I had a terrible headache from trying to process everything. 
 
   “Do you mind telling me what that was all about?” I didn’t want to hear no damn apology.
 
   “I already told you, the less you know the better.” My head jerked to the side when I turned to look at Prosper. He must’ve had me confused with his wife. 
 
   “Excuse me, but you just had me shooting at some random person. The least you can do is tell me why. If not, you can let me out right here. I’ll find my own way home.” I had already used that same threat on him, but this time I was dead ass serious. Wasn’t no man worth me going to jail for.
 
   “I’m more than certain my father sent that man after me. I’m sure it was to scare me into following his orders.” I frowned my face. None of what he was saying, was adding up. What was Prosper really involved in? My parents always warned me about those men who were associated with the streets, or thugs as they liked to call them.
 
   “It has to do with my marriage.” He went on to explain bits and pieces about his arranged marriage. It sounded like something you read about on the internet or a movie you watched on lifetime. What put the icing on the cake was when he called his wife on the phone and she confirmed some of the information he had told me. Prosper had been telling the truth after all. 
 
   I could understand him not wanting to have a baby by a woman he didn’t love, but the way she begged him for a baby on the phone had me feeling sorry for her. The desperation in her voice was sad. I couldn’t imagine being put in either of their positions. Truth be told, I didn’t see myself as talking to a married man, when in reality there wasn’t really a marriage. 
 
   The night didn’t go as expected, but after Prosper got rid of the guns at a friend’s house we still enjoyed our date, well sort of. We spent the rest of the time together sharing a few personal details of our lives. I made it clear to Prosper that I wouldn’t be partaking in anymore of his killings. He was on his own with that. I was not about to be his ride or die chick, the Bonnie to his Clyde or anything else that the chicks from the hood did. If he wanted my time, then he had better show and prove. But, right now I’m not even sure that I want to see him again.
 
   “Again, I do apologize for how our night started. Let me make it up to you by taking you out for Valentine’s day. I fully understand if you don’t want to see me again. Can’t say that I would blame you.”
 
   “Actually, I agreed to go out with my best friend Belle. Neither of us had dates at the time.” 
 
   “No problem. I got a brother who wouldn’t mind being her date. Let me know what she and say so I’ll know what type of reservations to make. It’ll be a fresh start.”
 
   Prosper was sweet enough to walk me to the front door. We talked for a few minutes. I had to admit I was caught off guard when he kissed me passionately in my mouth. I became moist between my legs as our tongues danced together. I had to take a few steps back to regain my composure. 
 
   “I hope that helps to make your decision. Have a good night ma!” I was still standing on the porch speechless when Prosper jumped in his car and pulled off. By chance everyone was in the house sleep when I walked through the door. I bypassed Grann’s room as quickly as possible. I pulled back the covers on my bed, and climbed into the sheets without a stich of clothing on. I ended up falling asleep with the phone in my hand. I couldn’t resist telling Belle all about the new man in my life. Plus, I had to see how she felt about going on a double date with Prosper and I. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
   Hadiya
 
    
 
       I don’t know what has Prosper tripping lately. He knows my life is on the line through this arrangement. How hard is it for him to just get me pregnant? For the last twenty-eight years of my life I had been trapped in misery. It was hard accepting the fact that I had no control over my life. I could easily run away, but where would I go? Augustine would make it his business to hunt me down and murder me in cold blood. I never even had a chance at making decisions on my own. My life had been planned for me before I was even born. I was in a marriage that didn’t mean a thing to me. Prosper and I had no connection to each other, besides sharing his last name. I was so desperate to be free, I was considering having relations with Prosper’s brother, August. It didn’t matter to me who the father was as long as he shared the Valentine bloodline. After all these years you would’ve thought Augustine would have given up by now. But that’s not the type of man he was. He ran everything with an iron fist. 
 
   When I first moved into this oversized house with Prosper, I begged my parents to find another way to pay off their debt. They kept assuring me I was in good hands, and that I would be well taken care of. Little did I know it would only be the beginning of hell! I may have wanted for nothing, but like all things it came with a price.
 
   Augustine expected me to treat Prosper like a King. Cleaning and cooking was all I did. At the time I moved in I was still a child. At twelve years old I knew nothing about being a wife. I still wanted to run around outside and play with baby dolls. I was robbed of my childhood, something I would never get back.
 
   By the time I turned sixteen Prosper and I finally understood what was going on. We made a vow that we would not force us to be together. Whenever our parents would come around we would put on a show acting like we were all in love. After a while they saw through it all. They were only concerned with me having a child.  Sex with Prosper only happened on special occasions. There was no way I would ever get pregnant with him always pulling out or wearing a condom. 
 
   He didn’t know that the last time we had sex, I poked holes in the pack with a needle. I knew there was nothing wrong with my reproductive system. I stayed up to date with my checkups. I always kept an ovulation kit around to see when I was the most fertile.  The last time Prosper and I had sex was on New Year’s Day. I was just waiting on Dr. Monroe to confirm my suspicions. 
 
   I had Prosper fooled thinking that I was letting Jason penetrate my secret area. We only had oral sex. I wasn’t dumb enough to risk having a baby that wasn’t part of the Valentine family.  That was another thing about the make believe marriage we had. Prosper had no problem with me having sex with another man. He was actually the one to encourage the shenanigans.  
 
   Prosper was on the phone going off on somebody when he came in all loud. I tried eavesdropping on his conversation but he stopped talking when he saw me.
 
   “Yo I’m a get at you in a few hours. I’m a try and get some sleep, and think this shit through.” He hung up the phone and grilled me for a few seconds. Being in the same room with him was starting to become unbearable. The rain outside was making me drowsy. Prosper must have felt the tension rising in the room. He walked swiftly into the kitchen and came back with a beer in his hand.
 
   “How did things go with Dr. Monroe?” He asked. He had his feet propped up on our expensive furniture, flipping back and forth between news channels. Prosper had been spoiled all his life. He didn’t appreciate much of nothing. He was just like his father, determined to have his way. Prosper had no idea what it felt like to come from nothing. I was the sacrifice of my family. You couldn’t tell me that my parents loved me. They only checked on me once a month, and that was only to see if was carrying their grandchild. I felt like my parents didn’t fight for me like they should have. Not once did my mother volunteer her life in exchange for my freedom.
 
   “According to Dr. Monroe, I’m pregnant.” I lied, Prosper’s eyes bucked wide as hell. He reacted just like I knew he would, unfazed.
 
   “Cool…Let me know when the first ultrasound is.” He continued to drink his beer. His nonchalant attitude was getting on my nerves. Even though I wasn’t pregnant I was mad that he could have cared less. 
 
   “That’s all you have to say?” I yelled
 
   “What do you want me to say? Ain’t like you don’t already know how I feel about this.”
 
   “At least be happy that we’ll both be free from under your father’s reign.”
 
   “You silly girl. You just don’t get it do you? You’ll never be free as long as my father is still walking this earth. I would’ve ran away long ago if I were you. Why are you wasting your time holding on to false hopes?” 
 
   Prosper laughed at me as he took another swig of his beer. He didn’t understand the fear his father had placed in my heart. Tired of Prosper taking my life for a joke I drew my hand back and slapped him dead in his face. I shocked myself with that one. My feet were stuck in place, I couldn’t move. He had blood coming out of his mouth, but it wasn’t much.
 
   I raced to the stairs but it was too late. I didn’t even make it to the first step, I was too slow. Prosper grabbed me by my ankles, dragging me back into the living room. My head thumped each time it hit the hard marbled floors.
 
   “You made the worst mistake of your life by putting your hands on me. I could kill you right now and feel no remorse for doing so.” He spat. Prosper used the back of his shirt sleeve to wipe away the blood from his mouth. I didn’t even flinch when a few specks of blood landed in my face. This was another reason that Prosper reminded me of his father. His temper could be ruthless. When Prosper got like this, it was best to leave him be until he calmed down.
 
   “Get from out of my face before you don’t make it to see another day.” My body was on fire. I crawled to the steps afraid that Prosper would only knock me down if I got up. When I heard Prosper walk outside I managed to use the little strength I had left to walk up the stairs. I locked my bedroom door once I was inside. My phone vibrated on the bed. Tears soaked my face when I read the text Dr. Monroe had sent confirming that I was indeed having a baby. I grabbed the largest suitcase I could find and threw as many pieces of clothes that would fit inside. I had to get away from here. With no other options, I reached out to Dr. Monroe for help. I needed a place to stay until I thought of a state to relocate to. Prosper was right about one thing. Even by having his son I would never be free. 
My heart grew heavy as I realized this was just a game. Was there really a debt to begin with or was this all a get rich scheme? When Dr. Monroe sent me a location to meet him at in the morning, my heart cried out. 
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
   Prosper
 
    
 
   I hadn’t been intrigued by a female since I was last with my ex, Charlene. Cezelia kind of reminded me off her a little, except she was less rowdy.  I thought I had fucked up my chance of getting with her after Augustine pulled that stupid ass stunt. I was taken aback when she still decided to spend the rest of the night with me. Shit, I was positive that shawty was going to turn me in to the police. I was glad that she wasn’t on that being a law abiding citizen bullshit, or else I would be sitting in somebody’s jail cell right now. Simply, by listening to her talk, I can tell she aint no hood booger. She put on this front like she wasn’t feeling a nigga, but I was fixin’ to change all that. When it was all said and done she was gonna end up in love with a nigga, and I would bet my last dollar on that.
 
    
 
   “Yo August, I’m telling you I think I found the love of my life.” I said to my younger brother. He had let me crash at his spot after the altercation I had with Hadiya. I swear my killer instinct almost kicked in when she slapped me. I was already watching the news like crazy to see if any witnesses had saw the shooting. So far no one had come forward and I was hoping it stayed that way.
 
   “For real? What’s her name? Where she from? She got any friends you can hook me up with?”  That was typical August for you. Always trying to find his way in some woman’s bed. I don’t think August took any relationship he’d ever been in serious. He always told the women he dealt with upfront that he was no good. Yet, they still chose to deal with him. 
 
   “Her name is Cezelia. She works over at the bank we got accounts at downtown.”
 
   “I still don’t know her.”
 
   “You ain’t supposed to. I don’t need you telling me you done been with her. But anyway, I told her you wouldn’t mind being her home girl’s date for Valentine’s day. I owe her another date. Man, shit went way left last night.”
 
   “What happened?”
 
   “Augustine had one of his goons following me. I had to body the nigga right in front of shawty. At a damn movie theater at that!”
 
   “Let me guess. It had to do with you and Hidaya’s bullshit, didn’t it? Man, I keep tell you to leave her ass.”
 
   “I’m telling you, I got to do something about the both of them. I can’t continue to live my life like this.” I said, slamming my fist down on the coffee table. It was the only relief I could get, until I killed again.
 
   “I’ve been thinking the same thing for quite some time now.” He stated. “I see the way dad treats you, and it bothers me. I’ve just started seeing how evil of a man he is.” He paused. August held his head down and stared at the floor. He took a deep breath and picked up a small dime bag of Haze from out of the canister on top of the entertainment center. He didn’t speak until the Swisher in his hand was twisted to perfection.
 
   “I overheard a conversation between Augustine and Hadiya’s father yesterday. There was never a debt to begin with. Hadiya’s father went to Augustine in hopes that he would accept her in exchange for some money. She was sold because her family wanted her to marry into a wealthy family. That way if something was to happen to you she would reap the benefits and all royalties would go to her since no children are involved. Why do you think Augustine wants you to have a son so bad? He doesn’t want Hadiya to inherit anything. It has nothing to do with her freedom. You know Augustine thinks very little of women. Just like most of the African men, they all believe in stripping women of their rights. You can’t tell me you don’t notice how submissive mom is to him. Have you ever wondered why we don’t see our sister anymore?”
 
   I was in deep thought as I listened to August. For the longest time I felt like he was working against me. Couldn’t nobody tell me that he wasn’t the one reporting my every move to our father. I always felt like August wanted to be me. I guess I was wrong.
 
   “I know we bumped heads for the longest time. I stayed under Augustine so that I could know what he was up to at all times. After I saw how hard you went to get revenge against the boys who rapped Nylah, I knew you would do the same if it was me. It’s only right that I have your back in return. I got this strange feeling that either Hadiya’s father or ours is planning to take you away from here. Let me know what you want to do about them and I’m with it.”
 
   Hearing August agreeing to kill our father made me look at him differently. While he possessed the same skills as I did, I never really saw him as a killer or the street type. August always kept his head in those books. He had graduated from college with a master’s degree in chemistry. August had a thing for messing around with chemicals. There was a couple of incidents where he almost blew up the house because his ass wanted to be experimenting with explosions. Come to think about it, he just may be a big help after all.
 
   “I need you to get in the lab and whip up something undetectable. That may be the only way to get rid of Augustine. As for Hadiya, I ’ma have to think about what to do with her. Since she dropped a bombshell claiming to be pregnant and shit.”
 
   “Bro, you tripping. You have no choice but to kill Hadiya if what she’s saying is true. I can see greed all in her eyes.  That bitch ain’t thinking about her freedom, it’s all about the money. Just say the word and I’ll dead her ass for you!”
 
   It had to have been the weed that had August talking like that. He knew damn well he wasn’t no killer. He was trying to be on some gangsta shit, and this wasn’t no game. I wanted things to go as smoothly as possible.
 
   “Shit!” I said out loud. I couldn’t go back to the house. I was sure Augustine had figured out I was the one that killed his worker. He probably had the entire area being watched like a hawk.
 
   “Does Augustine know about this spot?” I asked, August
 
   “Nah, this spot is only used for work and emergencies. I need my privacy.”
 
   “I might have to lay low here for a few days, until I find my own crib. You know the house is off limits.”
 
   “No problem bro. You can take the room in the back. Give me the keys to your car.” He demanded, 
 
   I was hesitant to hand over my keys. I loved that car. It was the first car I had ever brought, and I wasn’t trying to give it up. 
 
   “Take care of my baby.” I said, sitting the keys down on the table.
 
   “Trust me, I’m not driving your car. I love you and all but I’m not trying to be mistaken for you.” August joked, He made a call to someone telling him to come to through. 
 
   “You remember John, my roommate from college?”
 
   “Yeah, the nerdy kid with the thick ass glasses?”
 
 
   “Well that nerdy kid owns a storage company. He’s going to lend you a car, while he stores yours in one of the units. We’ll work on finding you a place in the morning. You can only stay here for so long. Don’t be surprised if Armadi calls you soon.”
 
   August was the only one of my younger brothers that wasn’t blind to what was going on. The rest of them had already been brainwashed by Augustine’s bullshit. I thanked August for lending me a helping hand and went into the backroom to kick back. 
 
   It was the middle of the night but I still decided to send Cezelia a message to see if she was alright. I hoped I didn’t scare her away. Her vibe had me straight digging her. It wasn’t hard for me to tell that she was good girl. I wasn’t trying to turn her out. I wanted her to maintain the good girl image that she had. When she didn’t text back right away, I figured she was already asleep. I turned the T.V. on and flipped to a news station. Somehow the truck had been set ablaze and they were unable to identify the body. A smile crept across my face. Augustine thought he had one up on me, but I stayed ten steps ahead of him. I made sure to play close attention to my surroundings everywhere I went. He wouldn’t catch me slipping like that. 
 
    
 
   ♥♥♥♥♥♥
 
    
 
   August had me way over on the East side looking at a house in the suburbs. It was located in a nice gated community with a mix of several different races. It was nothing compared to the mini mansion I shared with Hadiya, but it would have to do. I would be the only one living here. I didn’t need to walk through the house anymore. I was buying it.
 
   “When will this house be ready to move in?” I asked the realtor. August had been flirting with her since we arrived. All that game he was over there trying to spit, he needed to convince her to knock some numbers off the price.
 
   “Once the bank finalizes your payment, it should be ready by tomorrow. No later than the day after.” 
 
   “Take care of my brother and I’ll be sure to return the favor.” August said, as the young white girl giggled. August didn’t discriminate when it came to women He had no type, he liked them all. August would fuck anything that was willing to bust it wide open.
 
   “Is there any way you can speed up the process and have it ready by this afternoon? I’ll even throw in a bonus for you, if you can make it happen.”
 
   “Make that two bonuses’.” August said, trying his luck. 
 
   I looked down at my phone. There was still no word from Cezelia. If I didn’t hear from her by time the day was over then I would just have to chalk it up as a lost, and keep it moving. There were too many women around here who would love to be with a nigga like me. While I was feeling her yellow ass, I wasn’t about to chase after her.
 
   After I finished signing the papers, closing the deal on the house. I went outside to the car to think. Killing Augustine was the only thing my mind could focus on. I really wanted to just go shoot the house up, but I didn’t want to risk killing my mother or brothers in the process. Then I remembered that the Jump Off Girls were supposed to be in town. My father and August were one of a kind. Women and sex was their weakness.  My father had children back in Africa that he thought we knew nothing about. My mother didn’t always go with him when he went back to visit.
 
   I blew the horn letting August know that I was ready to go. Hadiya not calling my phone wasn’t normal. I was going to have August drive by there on the way out to see if anything was out of the ordinary.
 
   “Those white bitches are some straight freaks. She gave me head right there in the middle of the living room floor. Don’t worry bro, we didn’t make a mess. She swallowed it all, not wasting a drop!” August shook his body from side to side. “Bro I’m telling you, you need to get yourself a Becky. I can still feel the tingling sensation in my toes from busting off.”
 
   Just the thought of a white girl sucking my dick made my stomach turn. He could keep the Becky’s. I loved my black queens. “Can you stop playing around and be serious for a minute. I need you to swing by the house for me.”
 
   “I don’t get you bro. You wanted to be away from the bitch, but yet you wanting to check on her and shit. If you miss her just say so. You ought to be glad she hasn’t been calling and worrying you with her bullshit.”
 
   “I don’t give a damn about none of that. I just want to make sure she ain’t done nothing stupid. I swear she be suicidal at times.”
 
   I guess we can stop and check on your wife.” He laughed.
 
   “Chill with all that.” I ain’t find shit funny. August wouldn’t be laughing had he been placed in my position. I fought to keep my eyes open on the ride over. I barely got any sleep last night, thinking about Cezelia’s fine ass. I wasn’t about to let the mess with Augustine or Hadiya stress me out. I was more of a threat to them, then they were to me.
 
   “Yo, when do Hadiya ever drive her car?” August said, He stopped at the end of the road and backed into some trees so we would be out of eye’s view, but have a good look of the house at the same time.
 
   “I don’t know, maybe she got tired of sitting in the house all the time.” We sat and watched the house for ten minutes. After seeing nothing suspicious, we pulled off and went downtown. I had to see what was up with her ignoring my calls. If she wasn’t trying to fuck with me like that, then I needed to hear it from her mouth. 
 
   Cezelia had her head down, fumbling with her phone when I walked up on her. Her beauty always stood out to me whenever I saw her. “You can be on ya phone, but you can’t hit me back to let me know if you’re okay? If you want no parts of me then just say that shit. I’m no physic, I can’t read your damn mind. Enough with the games, let a nigga know what it is ma.” I know I came off on her hard, but I had to show her I wasn’t no average nigga. I don’t know what type of man she was used to dealing with in her past, but I wasn’t them. 
 
   “I texted you back last night,” I swear she looked just as good as I’d met her a couple of days ago. The pencil skirt she had on hugged her curves just right. I had a hard time focusing on her face, when her cleavage was sitting up high in the button up shirt she had on.
 
   “Shawty, no message ever came through my phone from you.”
 
   “I swear I did. I have no reason to lie about sending you a message.” She looked through her phone and twisted her mouth. “I thought I sent it, but it’s still sitting in my drafts.”
 
   “Well can I get an apology?” 
 
   “No, don’t think so. I still don’t know how I feel about you.”
 
   “Come on now. I didn’t know any of that was going to happen.” I said in a low tone. Cezelia had a few hating chicks staring and whispering our way. One of them was even bold enough to walk over and try her hand.
 
   “I don’t think Derrick would appreciate you having a personal conversation while on the clock.” I took a good look at the tall, dark skinned chick. There was no denying that she was bad, but her attitude made her ugly as fuck. It was clear she was jealous of Cezelia, because the attention wasn’t on her.
 
   “And I’m sure he wouldn’t like to hear about you being rude and causing a bunch of ruckus while she’s helping a customer. It’s very unprofessional and not a good look on your part.” As long as I was around, Cezelia would be respected. No woman or man was gonna throw shade and not expect a clap back. The girl said nothing as she walked back over to her station looking dumbfounded in the face. I turned my attention back to Cezelia. She was fighting hard to hold in her laughter. 
 
   “You didn’t have to do that. I can handle my own.”
 
   “As my girl your only job is to look pretty while cashing these people’s checks.”
 
   “I don’t recall saying that I was your girl.” She replied, she had a slick mouth, but I loved it about her. she meant no harm in the way she said things, which was why I gave her a pass with her mouth. 
 
    “Ya mouth doesn’t have to admit it, but your body language says enough. I bet your panties are wet right now just from hearing my voice.” I knew I had her when she bit down on her bottom lip. I tended to have that effect on a lot of women.
 
   “Prosper, you seem like a nice guy and all but you put my life in danger the other night. I hope you don’t think I’m the type of female to just let something like that fly. Then on top of everything your married!”
 
   “Man, you read the messages. That shit ain’t no damn marriage, it’s a fucking arrangement. How many fucking times do I have to tell you that?” Cezelia giving me the runaround had my blood boiling. Why couldn’t she just keep it a buck with me instead of playing a bunch of games.
 
   “Keep your voice down before you mess around and get me fired.” Even with her attitude she was still cute.  
 
   “What’s it gonna be? Let me know now, and I’ll be on my way.”
 
   “I can tell your arrogant ass is used to having your way. Let me make a few things clear. If you want to be with me you’re going to have to show me. Your words mean nothing to me. It’s all about your actions. First thing I need you to do is cut off all ties with your wife. If it’s an arrangement like you claim, then it should be no problem. Don’t have me out here looking stupid. I don’t have time for that. I’ve never been in a relationship with a man, nor have I ever had sex. Please don’t be the first man to give me a bad impression on all men.”
 
   “What you a lesbian or something? I mean it’s cool if you are. I like girls that like girls too.” I chuckled, at my own sense of humor. There was nothing wrong with imaging things.
 
   “No, I’m not a lesbian. I was never the girl that guys paid attention to. Anyway, my mind will be made up once you take me out on our second date as promised.”
 
   “By the way I’m far from arrogant. I just go after what I want. I don’t believe in quitting, so you rolling with me or nah?”
 
   “You taking me out to dinner or nah?” she replied back.
 
   “What time you get off?” I asked, I couldn’t wait until Valentine’s day to find out more about her. It was too far away for me. She had something about her that lured me to her. It could’ve been her smile, or the way her ass bounced when she walked in her heels. I could tell Cezelia wasn’t the type that needed a man. But she was the type of woman that deserved a good man. She wasn’t loud and ratchet, and that was a bonus in my book. I couldn’t see why any man would bypass her beauty. 
 
   “I get off at six, be here on time. Please don’t have me waiting. I get very angry when I have to depend on another person.”
 
   “Cool…” I looked around for August. He was in Belle’s face grinning up a storm. Belle didn’t know it yet, but it wouldn’t be long before she ended up in bed with August. She wore the same dumb look on her face as August. I was glad they were getting along though. With August and Belle making a love connection, I would be seeing more of Cezelia, since the two of them were best friends. August threw his hands up in the air, it was time for us to go. He kept looking at his phone, while trying to wrap up the conversation he had going on with Belle.
 
   “I’ll be here to pick you. Don’t be surprised if we got a couple of tagalongs this evening.”
 
   “I noticed, how close they were getting. Belle doesn’t normally fall for just anybody.
 
   “She’s very picky about who occupies her time. So I hope ya brother ain’t on no fuck nigga shit.”
 
   “Oh my! I didn’t think ya mouth could speak such nasty words,” I said, sarcastically
 
   “It can do a lot more.” Cezelia winked her eye and walked off. 
 
   “John wants to talk to us. He found something wrong with your car. He wouldn’t go into much detail over the phone, but by the tone in his voice I could tell it was something serious.”
 
   “If he done tore my car up, I’m fucking you up!” I said seriously. 
 
   “The only person you finna fuck up is Cezelia, miss me with all that shit you talking.”
 
    
 
   I opened up the passenger door to August’s car and laid the seat back as far as it could go. There was no telling where Augustine had his extra set of eyes watching us from. The moment we let our guard down, that’s when he would come in like a thief in the night. John had us pull around to the back of the storage units. The stench from the weed smacked up in the face, as we walked up on him.
 
   “What’s happening?” I asked, ready to get down to business. “What’s wrong with my baby?”
 
   “When was the last time you had your car fully inspected?”
 
   “Not since I first got it, what’s up?”
 
   “You all’s father came by here this morning, demanding that I hand over your car. Of course I played it cool and informed him that you had no car here. He said he’ll be back this afternoon with the police, so that my property can be searched.”
 
   “I’m lost. How the fuck did he know my car was here?”
 
   “That leads to my next discovery. After doing some digging of my own, I happened to find a tracking device inside of your speakers. It was hidden so well; you would’ve never known it was there.”
 
   I kicked a soda bottle out of my way, to relieve the frustration I was feeling. This whole time I was wondering how Augustine knew I was at the movies the other night, only to find out he’d had a tracking device placed in my car. I had to give it to him. He was real clever with that move. I would’ve never thought he had the brains to do something so smart. I grinded my teeth together. The urge to kill was becoming stronger. 
 
   “How soon can you get inside the lab?” I shouted to August, interrupting the private conversation he and John were engaged in. I wasn’t sure what all John was capable of doing, but if he could help assist in the matter, hey, the more the merrier.
 
   “Whenever I want to.”
 
   “Does John know how to mix the chemicals?”
 
   “I know a lil bit, but not as much as your brother.”
 
   “I’ll let August fill you in on what I’m trying to have done. If killing someone this way is too much of a hassle, then I’ll gladly resort to the old way of using weapons.”
 
   John looked at August strangely. I would’ve bet my last dollar that August had told him all about how our father got down, but I guess he didn’t. Lately I had been wrong about a lot of things. I guess overthinking led to that.
 
   “I’m not even going to ask who or what you plan on doing, but if you need any guns’ man, get at me. I got a mean ass gun connection. All I ask is that you don’t mention my name just in case the police come snooping around.”
 
   “Come on now, do we look like the snitching type of muthafucka’s to you. You see who our father is. You should know that bitch doesn’t run in our blood.” As much as I hated to admit it, August was right. We took after our father when it came to holding our own. All those hours we put in training as kids were worth it. We fought like warriors, taking out an entire crew. 
 
   “I’m just saying, you never know. People aren’t always who their supposed to be! I done seen the realist niggas turn into snakes, all because they couldn’t handle a little bit of heat.” I was surprised at the knowledge John the nerd was spitting. I didn’t expect him to know too much about the streets. 
 
   “I can’t dispute it.” August replied, 
 
   “Let me get the number to ya connect, and we shall be getting out of your head. How much I owe you for keeping my car here?”
 
   “I can’t accept anything from you. August is like a brother to me, and since you’re his brother, that makes us all family.” Why couldn’t all niggas be genuine like him. Nowadays niggas were too busy hating on the next, wasn’t nobody trying to help the next man, without wanting something in return.” He went inside his office and wrote down the name, number and address of his man’s. When he came back out he placed the piece of paper inside my hand.
 
   “Guard this with your life. Put it some place nobody will ever find it.” I folded up the paper and placed it inside my shirt pocket. After we were done chatting with John I had August take me to the shooting range we went to from time to time.  I scratch the itch I kept having. Releasing a couple shells would determine whether or not I still had the perfect aim. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
   Hadiya
 
    
 
    
 
   How could I have been so dumb? I was so desperate to finally have freedom, I walked straight into a trap. I honestly didn’t think for a second that Dr. Monroe would turn me over to Augustine. He sounded so sincere on the phone, I thought I could trust him with my life. I don’t know why I expected otherwise, when he worked for Augustine in the first place.
 
   My body reeked a terrible odor. My clothes were stained with dried blood. Augustine had killed Dr. Monroe right in front of me. I could still see the horrifying image of his head hanging from his body. It was a sight that I would never forget. Augustine, was the devil in flesh! To say I was terrified of him would be an understatement. I looked around the strange room, trying to figure out where I was. Nothing about the scenery was familiar. I felt like a prisoner, locked away, stripped of all my rights. 
 
   Long, metal shackles were secured tightly around my ankles. The chain was only long enough for me to move around the room. The only light I saw came from the window in the top corner. It was up so high, I couldn’t look out of it, if I wanted to. 
 
   “Hello? Can anybody hear me?” I yelled out, hoping to receive an answer from the other side. But the only voice I heard was mine, echoing throughout the room. A slight pain shot through my stomach. It was then that I remembered, I was with child. Why was I receiving such cruel treatment if I was finally fulfilling their wishes?
 
   My body cringed when I heard the locks from outside of the door being removed. I backed into the corner of the bed when Augustine walked in. He was big and tall, reminding you of a dark-skinned Suge Knight. Even his characteristics were just like him. Except Augustine was way more ruthless. His temper was more violent, and he had a short fuse. 
 
   “Just how far did you think you would make it without any money, or means of supporting yourself? Did you really think you could escape without me finding out?” I cringed when Augustine sat down in the chair next to the bed. This man was capable of doing the unthinkable.
 
   “I just want the freedom, I was promised.” I chose my words wisely. At this point I didn’t care if he saw the fear in me. I was ready for him to give me whatever torture he had planned.
 
   “I think it’s about time you know the truth. Your parents never had a debt with me. The money you were told they owed, was a lie. You were sold into what I would like to call a modern day slavery. They handed you over for a large lump sum. Your family is not poor, like you may think. Your father wanted you to be married into wealth. As you may already know women in our culture, have no rights, and I feel the same way. There’s no way in hell I would ever allow you to inherit any royalties’ if something was to happen to Prosper. I believe in keeping the riches in the Valentine bloodline.”
 
   I said a silent prayer in my head as I allowed the saline fluid to moisten my face. I was certain my life had reached its final limit. “Can you go ahead, and get it over with.” I said, I wanted my death to be as quick as possible. I could no longer stand the pain. I was ready for it to be over.
 
   “I never said anything about killing you. You’re of too much value at the moment. Dr. Monroe informed me of your condition before he even told you.  For your sake, let’s hope you’re carrying a prince. You’ll never desire for anything if you are. I don’t think you know how much of a powerful man I am. Hadiya, your livelihood is about to get better. Welcome to the royal affair.” 
 
   “I don’t believe anything you’ve said about my parents. They wouldn’t do something so foul.” Even I didn’t believe what I had just said out of my mouth. My parent’s actions over the years said otherwise. 
 
   “You’re more than welcome to speak with them yourself. They shall be arriving sometime tomorrow.”
 
   “Where am I?” I asked.
 
   “This will be your new home. Don’t worry you’ll have access to the entire mansion, once I get a few things situated. Get your rest. You’ll be needing it from here on out.”
 
   I didn’t move until Augustine was out of the room. I tried to shake what he said about my parents out of my head. I had so many unanswered questions, that I couldn’t wait to ask them. Everything Augustine told me, made sense. It was no wonder they never came to my rescue. Once they got the money, nothing else mattered to them. What I didn’t understand was why Augustine wanted me? Why did it matter if I was the one to carry Prosper’s seed? I wasn’t born yesterday. There were still some things that weren’t being said.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ♥♥♥♥♥♥
 
    
 
   I had been up all night. I couldn’t sleep comfortably in a place that I was unaware of. The sudden urge to urinate came across me. Not about to go on the floor, I tried my luck with the door. I gripped the doorknob and turned it slightly. I was surprised when it wasn’t locked. 
 
   Quietly I crept out of the room in search of the nearest bathroom. I barely made it down the hall when I was approached by Proper’s mother. She was a very beautiful woman. Her dark cocoa colored skin glowed flawlessly with her light brown eyes.
 
   “All you had to do was be patient. I was on my way to get you. Follow me this way. You look horrible.” The demeanor she had was so calm and sweet. But even then I was hesitant to trust her. My last dealings with Dr. Monroe taught me nobody was to be trusted. Hell, I didn’t even trust my own parents anymore. I felt like they had betrayed me in the worst way possible.
 
   “Is all of this even necessary?” I asked as I continued to follow her down the long hallway.
 
   “You may not see it right now, but Augustine is doing this for your best interest. He’s really not that bad once you get to know him.”
 
   “In what way is me being chained to a bed in my best interest? I have no clue as to where I’m at, and I’m supposed to be okay with all of this?”
 
   “I understand your frustration. I know all about your situation. I’m no different than you. Now either you can let me help you, or you can be miserable forever. It’s your choice.”
 
   “And how is that? How could you and I possibly be alike?”
 
   “The bathroom is right up the hall. Don’t worry, I shall be speaking with you soon enough.”  The small talk I shared with her was awkward. How was she telling me Augustine was a nice person, and then the next she was willing to help me. What exactly was she trying to help me with? I explored the house a little before finding the bathroom. The entire layout of the house had African décor. I wasn’t too surprised, since Augustine took pride in his culture. 
 
   The hot water sprinkling from the showerhead revived my body. I scrubbed the blood from off of my skin until the water ran clear across my feet. The fifteen minutes I spent in the shower felt like an eternity. Stepping out of the shower I put on the white plush robe that was hanging on the door. When I got back to the room, there were clothes on the bed waiting for me. 
 
   Acadia came into the room dressed in some of the finest cloth, I’d ever laid eyes on! She was definitely living up to her title as the queen. I bowed my head down to greet her. Unlike Prosper, I made sure to show respect when I was in his parent’s presence.
 
   “No need for all of that. Augustine is nowhere around.”
 
   “It’s just my way of showing respect.” 
 
   “Over the years I’ve been paying close attention to your every move. I really thought you were strong enough to break free. Instead, your just like how I was at your age, weak. Your scared of what Augustine may do to you if you leave. Which you should be.”
 
   Acadia had me confused. Just earlier she was saying how Augustine wasn’t as evil as he appeared to be, and now her mouth was singing a totally different toon. “What’s your story? What makes you and I equal? I didn’t ask for the life I’m currently living.”
 
   “No one ever asks for the things they experience in life. Imagine being sold as a sex slave, having several different men take advantage of your body. I was kidnapped from my family. The village I lived in was raided and burned to the ground by a bunch of human traffickers. Just days before it happened, they had been scouting out the people in the village promising us all a better life in America. Unlike what you may think I wasn’t born into the riches. Augustine just happens to be my savior. He recused me from the pain and physical abuse I was enduring. When I was placed into his hands, the physical abuse had been traded in for mental abuse. Just like you and Prosper I was expected to do as I was told. At the time I was nothing more than a peasant, he had in his house working as his servant. I lived in his mansion with him and his wife and she couldn’t stand me. She saw the lust in her husband’s eyes when he looked at me. She couldn’t have any kids, so that’s when Augustine began to seduce me. I only became the queen when I became pregnant with Prosper. He would be the next in line to take over the throne. Augustine’s wife was so furious, she threatened to go the police about him having sex with an underage girl. Not too long after that she vanished. Never to be heard from again.”
 
   My mouth was damn near hanging to the floor when she finished telling her story. I swear I didn’t think there was another woman close by that could relate to what I was going through. Augustine used his power and money to control those around him. “Do you think he killed her?” I asked, already knowing the answer.
 
   “How did Dr. Monroe die?” 
 
   “Augustine killed him.” I shivered, when I thought of the gruesome image.
 
   “Well there goes your answer. While your inside of this house you will say less as possible. These walls are thin, and I’m sure Augustine has this entire place wired. Several times throughout the day I will walk with you outside. I need your health to remain intact to ensure you’ll have a healthy pregnancy. I’ll also be helping you to get away once the baby is born.”
 
   “I don’t know. This could be some kind of setup to see where my mind is at.” I didn’t put nothing past anyone who had a close relationship with Augustine. He could have been ready to burst through the door at any minute. I wasn’t taking any more chances with my life. Her story could have been something she fabricated to test my loyal grounds.
 
   “You’re a lot smarter than I gave you credit for.” She smiled. “You may have the ability to read through certain situations, but you’re not cut out to be with a Valentine man. Mentally they will destroy you. Your too submissive. Whether you believe it or not, all men don’t like weak women. Allow me to help you, so that you may be free once and for all.”
 
   Strange enough, my mind was telling me I could trust Acadia. Her story was so similar to mines; I couldn’t see her leading me into the wrong direction on purpose. Perhaps, she was trying to live the life she never had a chance to enjoy. Her conscious may have finally settled in. It was never too late for a fresh start. 
 
   That evening when my parents joined us for dinner I was too distracted from thinking about the conversation I had with Acadia to confront them with the accusations Augustine had made against them. And from the looks of things they probably would not have cared if I did. They were too busy gawking about them becoming grandparents to be concerned with anything else. It almost made me think they had made some kind of deal with Augustine once the baby was born.
 
   “My darling baby is finally ready to become a mother.” My mother cried through drunken tears. She had drunk enough wine for everyone. I made up an excuse about me feeling nauseous and left the table. Augustine had finally moved me out of the dungeon and into a master bedroom. I had just about everything I needed inside of the room. I didn’t see myself rarely ever coming out. I had even convinced him to put a microwave and refrigerator in here. That way I would have no real reason to step foot in the kitchen. The only way they would see me would be if they came upstairs, and even then I kept the door locked at all times. The only thing my room lacked was a way of me communicating to the outside world. With no type of internet connection or telephone, the only form of entertainment I had was the cable television and a bunch of books. I wondered if Prosper was even thinking of me while I was gone. If he had sense, he would’ve have stayed far away from that house as possible. A knock at the door disturbed the peace that escalated through the room. I got up to unlike the door to find Acadia standing there with a tray full of fruit.
 
   “I thought you might get hungry during the night.” She said, pushing her way into the room. “I managed to talk Augustine into letting you go to a real doctor’s office. That way you won’t be copped up in this house all of the time.”
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   “The pleasure is mines. Your first appointment is scheduled in a few days.”
 
   “Will I be able to inform Prosper with updates about the baby?” 
 
   “I wouldn’t if I were you. I know my son doesn’t want to have a baby with you. You would only piss him off by keeping the baby and I’m sure you’ve seen just how bad his temper can get.”
 
   “You’re right. It would be nice if he would finally come around. I mean this child is still a part of him also. I would hate for our child to grow up knowing that his/ her father didn’t want anything to do with them.”
 
   “I’m not saying that he won’t ever come around. But I can promise you that his mind will not change about being with you.” When Acadia left out of the room, I got up to locked the door back. I flipped through a couple of pages inside a what to expect when your pregnant book and started to read up on a few things. You could always learn something new when reading.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
   Prosper
 
    
 
   Fucking around with August, I was on my fourth shot of Patron when someone I hadn’t seen in years came over and made herself known.
 
   “Hmm, You’re the last person I was expecting to run into.” There stood Charlene Maxwell, still fine as wine. I haven’t laid eyes on her since my twenty second birthday. Charlene and I had history together. We messed around with each other all through high school. Back then, she went above and beyond trying to prove she was the one for me. If it wasn’t for the fact that I was afraid of my father, we would probably be together today.
 
   “August dragged me down here. Ain’t no telling where he’s at in here.” Somehow I managed to let August talk me into coming down to Luscious. It was one of the biggest strip joints in the area. It was just a Friday night and the club was packed to capacity. Every week they rotated between having something for the ladies and men. Tonight was Gentlemen’s night and they had a few guest stars in the building, and from the looks of things, Charlene was one of them. 
 
   “A lot of things done changed over the years, I see.”
 
   “Don’t judge me. You have no idea what I’ve been through over the last six years. Bartender, can I get an Amaretto Sour.” 
 
    Charlene had one of those bubble butt’s that you only found in the south. I’m talking the kind you could literally sit a cup on, and it wouldn’t move. The gold glitter she had on her body only added to her sex appeal. Charlene was bad!  She was thick with long slender legs, and butter pecan skin. I couldn’t resist pulling her thong back and listening to it pop against her skin. My dick got hard just from looking at her. It could’ve been the liquor, but right now it didn’t even matter. 
 
   “Keep ya hands to yourself. I would hate to have to send you home to your wife with my scent all over your body. You know I’ll do it.” She smirked.
 
   Charlene and Hadiya hated each other. She always made it clear to Hadiya that she could have me anytime she wanted, which was true at the time. Charlene was the only female I had ever loved, besides my mother and sister. It crushed her heart when I broke things off between us. 
 
   “How have you been though? It’s been what six, or seven years since we’ve last seen one another.” 
 
   “Yeah, something like that. Don’t act like you don’t remember that night. I know I could never forget it.”
 
    Charlene gulped down her drink before ordering another one. Going down memory lane with her brought back some unpleasant memories. The night of my birthday Charlene and I made love in her parent’s basement until the sun rose. The next morning was when she broke some news that would separate us for years. Charlene had come clean and revealed that she was two months pregnant. I was so mad with her for keeping it a secret. I told her to get an abortion. Back then I was young, and not ready to be a father. Instead of talking things over and figuring out what we were going to do, I left her when she needed me the most. I wasn’t ready to be a father. I knew if Augustine would have found out, there’s no telling what he would’ve done to Charlene. I guess in a way, me being selfish protected her. 
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry.” Was all I could managed to get out. If I drank any more liquor, I was liable to get in my feelings and shit. Charlene had a soft spot in my heart. Seeing her in this environment did something to me though. What could have happened that made her resort to taking off her clothes for a bunch of men she didn’t know? For as long as I knew her, Charlene was always the conservative type. She didn’t so much as want to show her skin in a bathing suit, and now she was working at a strip club. Shit wasn’t adding up to me.
 
   “Too late for apologizes. Life threw me some hard punches when you left. I ended up having a child by a big time drug dealer. We ending up getting married a short time afterwards. We were married for three years before his life was taken right in front of me. I struggled to pay the bills, and ended up stripping. What was supposed to have been for a couple of months, eventually turned into four years. I got so addicted to the fast money, I couldn’t see myself going out and working a regular nine to five.” She admitted
 
   “Damn,” was all I could say. I wished she would have reached out to me. Easily, I would’ve helped her out during her hardship. I had more money than I could spend. It would be nothing for me to slide her a few stacks to get her out of the club. This shit was beneath her. She had no business doing the same shit that these bum bitches were in here doing.
 
   “Let’s go someplace in private and talk.” I suggested
 
   “I wish I could, but I still got three sets to do before I’m finished for the night. I tell you what, the hotel I’m staying at is nearby. I should be out of here by three. You should come through later on.” 
 
   Charlene wrote her room number down on a napkin. She was in room 40 at the Hyatt. I was glad she wasn’t staying in some rundown place. I shook my head when she walked off to go change into a new outfit for her next performance. My eyes roamed her entire body, Charlene was thick as hell!
 
   “The way you looking at Charlene, I see what ya next move ready be. What about what’s her name, umm Cezelia.” August said,
 
   For real Cezelia was the farthest thing on my mind while I was talking to Charlene. Since Cezelia and I were still on talking terms, I didn’t see a thing wrong about getting some ass from Charlene. It wasn’t like I was committed to her. 
 
   “Right now, I ain’t thinking about her. I’m drunk, and horny and I just want some pussy. All this ass around here and you think I’m worried about her? Shawty act like she can’t seem to make her mind up anyway.”
 
   “Yeah right nigga, who you think you fooling? You might be occupied for the night, but come tomorrow morning you’ll be sending her ass all types of good morning messages and shit like that.”
 
   “Fuck you!” I said knowing he was right. I was just fronting right now. August would never let me hear the end of it if I told him how I really felt about Cezelia.
 
   “You all in my business, what’s up with you and Belle?”
 
   “Shit, you know damn well I aint trading in my player’s card no time soon. But, if I was to think about settling down she would be the first female I’d take into consideration. She’s already well-established, got a good job, childfree, and got her own place. She ain’t out here looking for no handouts bro. She makes shit happen.”
 
   “I hear that.” When the D.J. called Charlene out to the stage to perform, I sat there for maybe three minutes before going outside to get some fresh air. I couldn’t sit around and watch a bunch of niggas lust over a woman that was once mine. Charlene may have said she was only stripping for the money, but to me that was some straight up bullshit! She loved the attention she was getting from the men as she took off her clothes. I let the napkin she wrote her room number on fly off in the wind. I wasn’t fucking with her on that level. 
 
   There was no way I could go home to an empty house in my current condition. I had to lay up in something wet. I ain’t want Cezelia to think that my intentions were just about sex, but would she rather me get it from her or somebody else? Not thinking that she was still awake, I went ahead and hit her ass up anyway.
 
   Me: You up ma?
 
   Zel: Yeah, what’s wrong?
 
   Me: I need you! Unlock the door, I’m on my way over.
 
   Zel: Why you playing?
 
   Me: Dead ass! Be there shortly
 
   Zel: Okay…...
 
   I went back inside to find August to let him know I was ready to roll on out. He was in the VIP room occupied with some red headed chick.  “Yo, I’m out!” I yelled over the loud music. His only response was a thumb up in the air. He was too busy with his face buried between her titties to say anything.
 
   “You leaving already?” I ran smack into Charlene when I turned around. It took a lot out of me to hide the disgust I was feeling from looking at her. 
 
   “Nah, I got to run out to my car for a minute. You finished for the night?”
 
   “Just about. Let me go count my money and freshen up, then I’ll be ready to go.”
 
   “You do that, and I’ll be at the bar waiting on you.”  I lied,
 
   “Cool, give me ten minutes.” By time Charlene got done I would be long gone. She would probably hate me for running off, but ask me did I care?
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
   Cezelia
 
    
 
   I was just sitting around the house slow sipping on some wine when Prosper hit me up. It had been a hectic day at the bank, so when I came home I took a shower and went to sleep. Now I was wide awake, not going to bed anytime soon. When Prosper texted me, immediately I went into panic mode. I seriously thought something was wrong for him to be hitting me up this time of morning. Prosper’s car lights flashed through the curtains in the living room. He tapped lightly on the door. I let him knock for a few more minutes before I got up to answer the door. I didn’t want to seem too eager to see him, even though I was. 
 
   “Is everything alright?” I asked when he walked through the door. He sat down on the couch staring off into space. He was zoned out.
 
   “I want you.” He replied, not quite sure what he meant by that. I changed the subject and offered him something to drink. 
 
   “Can I get you some water, wine or tea. I don’t drink soda’s.”
 
   “The only thing I want is you!” My body tensed up when he seductively licked his lips. The last time I tasted those juicy things, I damn near passed out on Grann’s front porch. Had me wondering what else his lips could do. 
 
   “I’m just fucking with you.” He laughed, and I laughed right along with him. “So you going to give me a tour of the house?”
 
   My place wasn’t that big, so there really wasn’t much for me to show him. When we got to the bedroom, he sat down on the bed and motioned for me to sit down next to him. I started to give him a kiss, but the smell from his clothes was doing something to me.
 
   “Why you so quiet? Talk to me.”
 
   “What do you want me to say?” 
 
   “Shit, I don’t know. Tell me how ya day was. How you feeling? What you thinking about? Basic shit like that.” He said
 
   “I’m fine and my day was busy. Not trying to be rude, but you smell like stale cigarettes and liquor. Do you mind taking a shower, cause you funking up my clean sheets.” I wasn’t trying to be funny or anything, but Prosper smelled like the outdoors. It was an old saying Grann use to tell me and my siblings after playing outside all day. He sniffed his shirt and frowned his face up. 
 
   “You’re right. Where ya bathroom at? I don’t need you running back and telling your home girl that a nigga got bad hygiene.” 
 
   “It’s the door right next to this one. Put your clothes in the hallway and I’ll throw them in the washer for you. And for the record I wouldn’t do you like that.”
 
   “I know the way you women like to talk.”
 
   “Everything you need is in the closet inside of the bathroom.” 
 
 
   “Good looking ma,” 
 
   I loved when it called me ma. It was something about the way he said it. His accent was always real strong when he spoke. I threw his clothes in the washer and came back into the room and got comfortable on the bed. I scrolled through the guide in hopes of finding something good to watch on T.V. The only thing on worth watching was Law & Order: SVU. 
 
   I dropped the remote control in the floor on accident when Prosper walked into the room with just a towel wrapped around his waist. He was indeed the man from my dreams. The tattoos all over his body confirmed it all. I looked at it as a sign from God. We were made to be together.
 
   
  
 

“I was in the shower thinking, damn a nigga didn’t even get a hug when he walked through the door. It’s like that?”
 
   “Of course not.”
 
   “Then why I ain’t got no hug yet?” I was saved by the bell. The dryer went off right when I was about to wrap my arms around him.
 
   “I’ll be right back.” I practically ran out of the room. Besides watching porn, that was the closet I had ever been to a man that had little to no clothes on. It didn’t make it no better that my body was in heat. It was becoming hard to control my raging hormones. Prosper don’t know how bad I wanted to lay him down on the bed and ride his dick backwards. In my head, I was thinking I was a pro at sex, knowing damn well I was a virgin. I figured I could use all the moves I remembered from the videos that I watched, and in no time I would be a beast in the sheets. I laughed at my own silliness. I wasn’t bold enough to try some of the things I had seen. Prosper acted like he didn’t believe me that day I told him I had never had sex before. 
 
   “Here go your clothes.” I was stuck in a trance unable to finish my sentence. Prosper had fallen asleep butt naked on top of the covers. I swear I got super wet when I saw what he was working with. I couldn’t let tonight go by, and wake up in the morning still being a virgin. I had to feel him inside of me.
 
   “You gonna keep staring or are you gonna come handle this for me?” I was so embarrassed that I had been caught stealing a peak, I turned my head the other way. 
 
   “Take those clothes off and come get in the bed.” He demanded. It was like my feet was glued to the floor as I tried to move. I did as I was told and took off my clothes. When I climbed into the bed I laid there, scared to death. 
 
   “Don’t go acting shy now.” Prosper said, as he rubbed on my thighs. I was taken back when he climbed on top of me, and started kissing my neck. He made a trail with his lips down my stomach and stopped when he got to my private area. He looked up at me with this devilish grin on his face, before diving in and licking my clit in a circular motion. I tossed my head back and enjoyed the different sensations my body was feeling. I let out a low gasp when his licking went from sucking to nibbling. My body trembled just before I exploded in his mouth. Prosper definitely knew how to work his tongue.
 
   I was still trying to catch my breath when he kissed me passionately in my mouth. Our tongues danced around together. I had just experienced my first orgasm, and my thoughts were all over the place. I hope I don’t regret doing this in the morning. I had to ask myself was I truly ready for the feelings that sex was liable to bring out. I wasn’t deeply in love with Prosper. But I could see myself getting there in due time. Besides the first little incident, the time I spent with him had been nothing but the best. I was a simple female. I didn’t get excited over the fact that he had money. I had my own also. Feeling Prosper’s bare skin touch mines was making me horny. 
 
   “Were you serious, when you said you were a virgin?” He asked out of the blue.
 
   “Yes,” I muttered. Nobody ever believes me when I say I never had sex. 
 
   “That only adds to the attraction I have for you. We ain’t got to go all the way. We can just chill for the rest of the night.” He said
 
   “No! I need to feel all of you inside of me.” I shamefully admitted.
 
   “You sure? Once it’s gone, you can’t get it back. Make sure this is what you really want.” 
 
   “It is,” I said with no hesitation. 
 
   “Alright, I can’t make no guarantees that it won’t hurt, but I will take my time.”
 
   “Okay,” I nodded my head. I couldn’t believe this was finally happening. “Ugh,” I screamed out as he slid inside of me. I had forgotten that Prosper was above average in size. 
 
   “You good? I’ll stop if it’s too much.” 
 
   “I’m fine!”
 
   “Damn,” Prosper said giving me kisses all over my necks and breasts. “I can tell you right now, I’m not going to last too long. You tight as fuck ma.” The pain I once felt had been replaced with enjoyable pleasure. I threw my hips in a circle with each stroke he gave. 
 
   “I’m about to cum,” I yelled, not wanting it to be over so soon.
 
   “Alright, We gonna cum together.” We both released our fluids at the same time. “I love you Cezelia.” He whispered into my ear.
 
   “I love you too Prosper.” I was worn out from our mini sex session. I turned over go to sleep, but Prosper nudged me. 
 
   “Go get cleaned up first.” I didn’t know what he was talking about until he nodded he head towards the middle of the bed.  “Don’t worry about this, I got it. Just show me where your clean sheets are.” I could barely move from the soreness between my legs. I quickly showered and washed up with my Summer’s Eve body wash. Prosper was laid back watching T.V. when I came out. 
 
   “You know your officially mines now.” Prosper said when I curled underneath of him. He had the most amazing body. He belonged in somebody’s exotic catalog. 
 
   “Is that so?” I smiled. I ran my fingers through the small curls in his hair. I couldn’t wait to properly introduce him to my family. I know Grann will love him. Hell, she would love any man that was making me happy. 
 
   “Yeah, from the moment I saw you, I knew you were going to be mines. There was something about you that I had to have.” I went to sleep wearing a smile on my face that couldn’t be wiped off. I wasn’t really sure where we stood now. He said I was his, but what did that really mean? I was ready to give him everything that came along with me as long as he didn’t play with my heart.
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
   August
 
    
 
   Prosper and Cezelia had bailed out on our plans for Valentine’s day at the last minute, but I was still going to show Belle a good time. While the rest of these niggas was around town making dinner plans and basic shit like that, I had something planned that she would never forget. Work had her stressed out. Supervising four banks was becoming too much for her to handle. When she took the promotion at her job she was only looking at the amount of money she would be making, she didn’t think about the extra work she had to put in. Belle needed a mini vacation to help ease her troubled mind. 
 
   Since I wasn’t no average nigga, I had my travel agent Monica, book a last minute flight to St. Thomas. Of course, she flipped out when she found out I was taking another woman with me. Monica was this bad ass broad I fucked around with a few times out of the month. She had that comeback that I couldn’t get enough of. In that crazy mind of hers, she saw us being together in a relationship. While by all means the pussy was good, never would I set up house with her. Monica just didn’t have the qualities I was looking for in a woman.
 
   “Everything straight?” I asked Monica. She had on this short mini skirt that rose up, every time she bent over. She ain’t have no panties on, and I could see her pussy lips from the back. She breathed heavily and sucked her teeth. 
 
   “I’m printing out your boarding passes now!” she said rolling her eyes.
 
   “Lose the attitude Monica. I’m not for the bullshit today.”
 
   “You really expect me not to have a fucking attitude when you got be booking trips for you and another bitch. I should be the one you’re spending Valentine’s day with. Not some random ass bitch you barely know. I see now you don’t recognize a good woman, even when she’s standing in front of you. But I bet you would know me if my luscious lips were wrapped around ya big black dick!”
 
   My dick grew harder than a muthafucka. Monica’s dick sucking skills were out of this world. Her mouth had no filter when it came to her speaking her mind. “I guess the diamond bracelet, Louie bag, and the ten stacks I threw ya way didn’t mean shit. Your so fucking ungrateful. I didn’t have to give your ass shit, but I did. You worried about another bitch when all you have to do is play ya positon!” Monica had me mistaken with them other niggas she was fucking with. If I didn’t fuck with her the way I did, I would’ve took all my shit back, but I wasn’t no petty ass nigga. I had feelings for shawty, but they weren’t the kind she was hoping for. 
 
   “I don’t care about none of this shit.” She threw the bracelet I gave her in the trashcan. I laughed at her ass. Monica was too old for the shit she was doing. She was acting like a teenager who had her heart broke for the first time. This wasn’t no love connection that we shared. She needed to pocket her feelings and stick with the damn script. She knew what she signed up for when she took the role.  “I want you! But for whatever reason, you don’t seem to get it.”  What did she want me to do, tell her I loved her when I didn’t? 
 
   “It’s not that I don’t get it. I just don’t want to fucking be with you!” I blurted out. I hated having to be harsh with my words. I was on the verge of snapping her damn neck. Monica knew how to push my buttons. Why couldn’t women have sex without getting their emotions involved. Couldn’t even enjoy busting a nut without them wanting to tie a nigga down.
 
   “Let me show you that I’m the only one for you.” Monica moved in close to me and reached for my belt buckle. I didn’t make an effort to stop her when she squatted down, pulling my pants down with her. My joint hung directly in her face. Monica thought she was slick. She knew I would tell her ass whatever she wanted to hear while we were fooling around. I felt a lump form in my throat, when she swallowed my shit whole. Five minutes was all she got out of me, before I was squirting my kids in her mouth. Monica was a freak, she swallowed all that shit not wasting a single drop. Her lips worked like a vacuum sealer, she sucked up everything.
 
   “Need any more convincing.” She said licking her lips. A knock at the door stopped me from going any farther. I pulled my pants up and snatched the boarding passes from off her desk and walked out. That would be my last time doing business with her. Finding someone to fill her position wouldn’t be hard at all. 
 
    
 
   ♥♥♥♥♥♥
 
    
 
   Don’t play with her, don’t be dishonest
 
   Still not understanding this logic
 
   I’m back and I’m better
 
   I want you bad as ever
 
   Don’t let me just let up
 
   I want to give you better 
 
   Baby it’s whatever, somebody gotta step up
 
   Girl I’m that somebody, So I’m next up
 
   Be damned if I let him catch up
 
   It’s easy to see that you’re fed up
 
   I am on a whole ‘nother level
 
   Girl he only fucked you over cause you let him.
 
    
 
   I was listening to this Trap Soul Album by some cat named Bryson Tiller. I had the track Don’t on repeat. I bopped my head to the words he was spitting. The whole song made me think about Belle. It wasn’t hard to see that she wanted me, but something was stopping her from opening all the way up. Usually it was a nigga involved when females acted like that. I couldn’t be mad about it, when I had just let Monica suck my dick. I didn’t mean for it to happen; I just didn’t stop her. 
 
   Ever since I had left her office she had been blowing my phone up with her crazy messages. I was starting to regret ever fucking with her on that level. I should’ve keep shit strictly business with her ass, but it was easier said than done. I only had an hour to make it to the airport, park and get checked in before our flight took off. Belle should already be there by time I get there. I told her to take an Uber to the airport. I didn’t have time to pick her up, I was already running late from dealing with Monica’s ass. 
 
   I went to go hit the repeat button again on my phone and saw I had a message from Armadi saying he wanted me to meet him at ‘the spot’. To me, it didn’t seem right. Armadi rarely ever hit me up. If he wanted to talk, he could’ve easily picked up the phone to call me. The whole scenario screamed setup. I hit Prosper up and let him in on what was going on. If I didn’t make it home, at least he would know the last person I was with. Prosper hit me back letting me know he would be in the vicinity of the area, just in case some shit popped off. Brother or not, Armadi wasn’t exempt from none of our bullets. He was probably sent on a mission by Augustine anyway. 
 
   When I got near the location, I rode through the area for ten minutes before pulling into the parking lot. I had to make sure I wasn’t walking into a trap. I didn’t trust Armadi at all. He would snitch on anybody to make himself look good.
 
   Ever since John found that tracking device in Prosper’s car I took extra precaution whenever I left the house, I went and got rid of my old vehicles. Now you wouldn’t catch me driving the same car for more than a week. Augustine wouldn’t be able to track my every move, if he didn’t know what kind of car I was pushing. I sat in my car staring at Armadi through the dark tint on my window. He tried to wear this hard look on his face like he was unbothered, but on the inside he was bitchin’ up not knowing who it was in the car. I didn’t get out of the car until Prosper let me know the coast was clear.
 
   Armadi flinched when I stepped out of the car. He looked around nervously. “What you want?” I asked him. I didn’t have time to be wasting. If he wanted to have a full blown conversation, he would have to get at me another time.
 
   “I’m a keep this shit plan and simple. You and Prosper need to stop fucking around and learn to follow orders!”
 
   “Lil’ nigga who is you talking to? Armadi I don’t know what got ya head swollen but you need to pipe that shit down before I smack ya brains loose. You putting yourself in a predicament that’s way out of ya league.”
 
   “I don’t give a fuck about none of that talking you doing bro. Augustine ain’t trying to go to war with you niggas. He just wants Prosper to fall back in line.”
 
   “This what the fuck you called me out here for? Man, fuck you and Augustine! What did he promise ya stupid ass for doing this shit? Wait, don’t answer. Probably that you would be the next in line to take over his legacy if Prosper doesn’t change his mind. I always knew you would be the one he brainwashed with his bullshit. You keep right on believing his lies. You ain’t no different than the rest of us.” 
 
   Out of all of us, Armadi was the weakest link and the most gullible. It didn’t take much persuading for him to go along with anything. He hadn’t figured out how to think for himself or to stand on his own two feet like a man. I now understood how Prosper felt all of those years. Augustine had us all his under his spell until Prosper and I wised up. Armadi just stood there, laughing. I turned to see what was so funny, and those couple of seconds almost cost me my life. The joke was on me as Armadi waved his gun in my face. I was pissed that I didn’t go with my first instinct, when I felt something wasn’t right. Never did I think my own brother would be the one to take me away from here. 
 
   “It’s a shame that it had to come down to this shit. Augustine said you would be easy to convince, but obviously he doesn’t know you like he thinks. All the shit he’s done for us, and you chose to turn ya back on the man who helped create us. Where is your loyalty? If it wasn’t for him, you wouldn’t have half of the shit that you do!” 
 
   Two shots rang out, sending Armadi to his knees. Prosper was behind me ready to finish him off. I pleaded with my eyes for Prosper to spare his life. I may not have been a killer, but it came naturally to Prosper.  “Let him live.” I begged. Armadi was not cut out for the shit that Augustine wanted him to do. 
 
   “You sure about this?” Prosper asked, “We just might need to teach his dumb ass a lesson. Let him get off easy this time, and he just might come back to be a bigger problem.” Prosper was itching to pull his trigger. I recognized the look he had in his eyes. Armadi was on the verge on losing his life if he made one wrong move, or said the wrong thing.
 
   “If you let me go, I promise to keep my mouth shut.” The situation wasn’t funny, but I had to muffle my laugh. Armadi wasn’t acting so tough, now that the tables had turned. 
 
   “Augustine, know you’re here?” He asked,
 
   “No” Armadi replied,
 
   “Good!” Prosper shot him again in both knee caps. Armadi quivered in pain, when he felt the burning sensation in his legs. “Better call you an ambulance before you bleed out. Stay clear out of my way. Next time I see you, you might not be so lucky.” 
 
   Prosper tucked his gun back in his waistline. “August get out of here. Somebody may have heard those shots and called the police.” I looked down at Armadi before dapping Prosper up. It aint pay to play follow the leader. The only reason I told Prosper let him live, was because of our mother. It would break her heart if she knew Augustine was turning her son’s against each other. She always wanted us to be close, but over the years it faded away. The love was barely there like it once was. By sending Armadi at me, Augustine had just made him a new enemy. I hopped in my car and left Prosper to deal with Armadi and went straight to the airport. I had plane to catch. I would deal with this shit once I got back.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
   Belle 
 
    
 
    
 
   “I wonder where August is taking me.” I said out loud, to myself as I hauled my luggage out to the car. August was starting to grow on me. We talked daily on the phone. He was someone I could vent to whenever I was having a rough day. Derrick had given me a promotion a work the week before, and I swear ever since then my stress level had been at an all-time high. When I went into work it was dark, and when I got off it was dark. The bank was starting to consume all of my spare time.  
 
   At first August didn’t seem like someone I would be interested in. He had that cocky swag, that I hated going on. He just knew he was God’s gift to women. I was far from the jealous type, but I couldn’t deal with all the attention he received from other females. I preferred for my man to be low-key and out of the mix, but August had a way of being the main attraction. But nonetheless I was still feeling him a lot. I was supposed to had been left the house, but I had a hard time deciding on what I wanted to bring with me. I lifted up the trunk and threw my suitcase inside. We were only going away for a few days, but I had damn near packed my whole closet. August never told me where we were going, so I didn’t know what to pack. I had to have a variety to choose from since I didn’t know what type of weather to expect. 
 
   Just saying August’s name made me get all bubbly inside. I almost lost it last night when he came over after coming from the gym. He wore these grey sweatpants, and that print he had was something to die for. I’m telling you, I could only imagine what he was working with underneath of them. 
 
   “I see ain’t much has changed about you. I hope that smile your wearing on your face is because you miss me.” The last person I wanted to see was my ex-boyfriend Jason standing on my front lawn. The sight of him made me sick to my stomach.  He brought back a bunch of unpleasant memories, that I fought so hard to forget. At one point in time he was a man I loved, wanted to build a foundation with and now I hated his ass with a passion! 
 
   Jason and I met back when we were both in our senior year of college. I was struggling to pay my tuition for my fall classes. Working at the bank wasn’t enough to pay for my classes and my bills. Back then I was barely getting any hours due to going to school. But, one day we were both in the registration office. I was in there to get an another extension to pay for my classes. He ended up overhearing the conversation I had with the woman in charge of collecting payments. She had denied my request. I was devastated. I was only two classes away from graduating. I walked out of the office unsure of what I was going to do. I just knew dropping out was not an option. I was sitting on the bench outside of the college crying my eyes out, when he approached me. I ignored him standing there. The only thing on my mind was how I was going to come up with the money. At the time stripping didn’t sound so bad. But, I had too much self-respect to take my clothes off in front of a bunch of strangers. When he told me he had paid for my classes, I thought he was joking. I was shocked when the woman told me everything was good to go, and that I had a balance of zero. I ended up starting class that following Monday. Jason paying for my classes was the beginning of something that I would later come to regret. Everything that glittered wasn’t gold. 
 
   “You need to get off of my property before I call the police.” I knew Jason wasn’t fazed by my threats. I wasn’t going to call the cops, but I had some nosey neighbors who didn’t tolerate suspicious activity. 
 
   “That’s how you treat the man that you love? Don’t act like you ain’t got love for a nigga.” 
 
   “Correction, I once loved you. Now your nothing more than a person I knew in my past.” Jason had a lot of nerve showing up to my house announced. It would’ve been a major problem if August had come here first, instead of going to the airport. Did he really think I still had love for him after the way he used to mistreat me? Back then I was young and dumb. He fooled me into thinking he actually cared about me, because he was spending a bunch of money. I was intrigued by things that only ended up causing me pain. 
 
   “I’m sorry for the way things were back in the day. I’m a changed man now.” I rolled my eyes at Jason and his weak ass apology. Nothing he said could ever male me forget all of the senseless ass whippings he gave me. His good looks tricked me into believing his character as a person was good. He could take his apology and shove it up his ass with the rest of the bullshit he was spitting. What we once shared together would never happen again, and I put that on everything. I walked around him to get to the driver’s side of my car. He yanked my arm, and I pulled away. I looked around for something to use as a weapon to defend myself with, just in case he tried to do anything stupid. I didn’t trust Jason at all. The days of him putting his hands on me were long gone. 
 
   “Touch me again, and I swear to God I’ll cut you.” I held the keys up in my hand. I was not playing with Jason. He didn’t have to take me serious, but I would make a believer out of him today.
 
   “You ain’t got the heart to hurt anyone.” He taunted, he was calling my bluff. Did he not know a scared person was a dangerous person and being around him I feared for my life? He moved in closer and that’s when I sliced a nice size out of his arm. He had no business being on my property and the no trespassing sign I had in the front window proved that. He had come to my place looking for trouble.   
 
   “You’ll never find another man like me!” He held his hand over the wound, I guess to stop the bleeding. 
 
   “I’ll be single again, before I settle with any man that reminds me of you.” I hurried up and closed the door before the situation escalated into more than it had to be. I was gonna mess around and miss my damn flight. Jason was taking his anger out of my back window by steading pounding on the glass. Every part in me was saying to run his ass over for every time that he had ever put his hands one me, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. He wasn’t worth me going to jail over. I had too much going on for myself to feed into his mess.  
 
   I looked into my rearview mirror to see him still carrying on with his antics. If I wasn’t in my car, Jason would’ve tried everything in his power to beat my ass. Now unless you have ever been in an abusive relationship, you had no idea how much fear a person could embed inside of your body. I drove away not once looking back. 
 
    
 
   ♥♥♥♥♥♥
 
   The look on my face was priceless when we arrived on the Island. I never wanted to leave the white sand and clear blue waters. We were supposed to have been enjoying ourselves, but something had August distracted. A few times I’d caught him zoned out and staring into space. The drinks I were dumping in my system had me more relaxed than usual. I couldn’t dance to save my life, but that didn’t stop me from gyrating my hips to the sounds of the beat. We were at this bar on the beach, sitting back, taking in the scenery. August downed a Heineken and rubbed his hands over his face. When he sat the bottle down on the empty chair next to him I pushed him all the way back in his chair and gave him an exclusive lap dance.
 
   When the song switched to Usher’s Nice and Slow I put my all into it. I twirled and popped my ass like we were the only ones around. I was putting on a show, but hell I didn’t care. 
 
   “Come on, let me talk to you for a minute.” He grabbed my hand and I followed him to this entrance to a cave.
 
   “I’m not going in there.” I said to him. We could’ve went back to our room if he wanted to talk. I was feeling good, and I didn’t want him to kill my vibe by talking and the look on his face let me know it was a serious conversation. The colors from the sunset were beautiful. I had to capture a picture of it. It was nothing I would see once I stepped foot back in New Orleans. “So what you want to talk about?” I asked him. He looked good in his red and white Jordan retro 4’s. August always stayed with a fresh pair of shoes on his feet. August had that pretty smooth butter complexion with a head full of deep curls to go along with it.
 
   “Us,” He quietly replied, it was almost as if he was afraid to say it. “Look, I don’t know what’s going on with me, but you got me wanting to settle down, and that’s now what I do. Relationships have never been my thing, but I feel like you can change all of that. I don’t want you to think that I’m saying this shit just to be talking. You really mean something to me.”  
 
   I was sure he could see my cheeks blushing.  Everything August was saying was quite flattering. But I had to remember so was Jason when I first met him. I couldn’t start a new chapter in my life with August if I was constantly reminded of the pain that Jason had caused me in the past. I had doubts about every man that showed any interest. 
 
   “If I give you a chance, just promise me that you’ll never hurt me.” My heart couldn’t bear anymore heartaches. If August decided not to act right, I would replace him in the blink of an eye. There were men who were chasing after me every day. He had one time and one time only to mess up what we had, and he could forget ever speaking to me again, and I meant that shit.
 
   “I ain’t perfect, but I would never hurt you intentionally.” He cupped my ass with his hands. The wind blew causing my already tight sundress to cling even tighter to my body. August picked me up and carried me to a secluded area of the beach. I didn’t know what he was doing when he sat me down on the sand and took off his shirt, and spread it out. He sat down first, before pulling me into his lap. “What you got on under here?” He said running his hand underneath of my dress. 
 
   “Nothing,” I blushed. I pulled my sundress up some and wrapped my legs around him. Having sex in a public place was something new to me. The thrill of getting caught turned me on. My loud moans blended in with the sounds of the waves. August didn’t disappoint one bit as we made love on the beach under the sunset. 
 
    
 
   ♥♥♥♥♥♥
 
    
 
   “I enjoyed spending Valentine’s day with you!” I said to August, running my fingers down his chest. We were laid in bed watching a movie, waiting on room service to deliver our meal. He had really showed me a good time. Last night after we made love on the beach I came back to our hotel room decorated romantically.  Everything from the rose petals to the candles lit all over the room, made me feel special. Jason didn’t even give me the feeling, that August was giving me. I wished this moment could last forever. Jason had been too busy showering me with gifts to take time out to get to know the real me. I didn’t want to move from out of his arms. I felt so safe in his presence.
 
   “I did too. You turned out to be different from than what I thought of you when I first met you.” 
 
   “What you mean by that?” I asked, slightly offended. I sat up, to get a good look at him, while he explained his comment.
 
   “I thought you were one of those stuck up girls.”
 
   “Oh okay,” I replied. I got that a lot so it didn’t bother me much. Truth be told I was far from stuck up. I was actually one of the nicest people you would ever meet. My facial expressions, made me appear mean, and what not. I guess after dealing with Jason, I didn’t really take any man serious.” What do you do?” I asked, I knew his family had money, but I wanted to know more about him on a personal level. I wanted to connect his mind, explore his soul, maybe one day we could even be soulmates. 
 
   “Much of nothing. I’m sure you already know that my family has money. I don’t have to work.” He said to me.
 
   “It must be nice, not having to work for anything.”
 
   “Not really. Of course, the money is good, but after a while, you get tired of having to follow certain orders to receive it. Let’s not talk about none of that right now.” I got out of the bed, and went to the bathroom to take a shower before our food arrived. When I was finished I walked out in just my towel. August had the food set up at the table with the candles lit and slow jams playing in the background. 
 
   “You sure do know how to make a woman feel good.” 
 
   “Oh, you haven’t seen anything yet. This is just the beginning. Like I’ve said before, I’m not the perfect guy, but my love is genuine. I never go out of my way for a woman unless I’m really feeling her.”
 
   “Well that’s good to know. I like you a lot. Do right by me and I’ll give you everything that I have to offer. I’ve done had my heart broke before, and I don’t think it can take any more pain.”
 
   “Don’t worry, I got you ma.” That was funny, Jason had said the same thing to me before, and I believed him. I had to quit comparing August to Jason. August deserved a fair chance at my love. 
 
   Once we were finished with our food, August took me shopping on the island, splurging plenty of money. At first I didn’t want to spend any of his cash, but eventually I gave in. I purchased a few things for my parents and Belle. I could not buy her anything. If it wasn’t for her, I wouldn’t even be here right now with August, but I was glad I went along. I made sure to grab two pairs of heels, before we exited the store. They went well with the dresses August had picked out for me. August saw me struggling to carry the bags in my hands. He took them out of my hand and carried them for me. 
 
   “I got one last place to stop at and then we can head on back to the room.”
 
   “Take your time I’m in no rush.” I said to him. When we walked into the jewelry store I sat down in one of the chairs, while August talked to the jeweler. My feet were starting to ache from all of the walking we had been doing. 
 
   “Belle, come over here for a minute.” I left the bags in the chair I was sitting in, and walked over to where August was. 
 
    “What you think about this right here?” He asked, holding a heart shaped diamond necklace in his hand. 
 
   “It’s beautiful.” I said, 
 
   “I knew she’s going to like it. I’ll take this one right here.” August said to the jeweler. I was jealous of whoever was receiving that beautiful necklace. He couldn’t go wrong with that choice; diamonds are a girl’s best friend.”
 
   “Would you like it giftwrapped?” 
 
   “No, she’ll be wearing it out the store.” I gasped placing my hand over my mouth. I couldn’t believe that he was buying it for me. August had spent more than enough money, since we had arrived here. In my head I had assumed it was for his mother, or a sister maybe.  
 
   “I’ll pay you back once I get paid on Friday.”              
 
   August frowned his face. “If I buy you anything, it’s because I want too. I don’t want nothing in return. You being here with me right now is enough.” August was making me feel all mushy inside. I loved how he wasn’t afraid to show his emotions. Finding a man that willingly showed affection in public was rare these days. August had that type of vibe that took you back to that 90’s music era. You know back when love was so real you could literally feel it in everything you did? Yeah, that’s how he had me feeling!
 
   “Can I ask you a question?”
 
   “Long as it ain’t nothing dumb.” I placed my hand down on the glass countertop and snapped my neck in his direction. “I’m just fucking with you, go ahead and ask anything you want.”
 
   “Where do you see yourself at in five years?” I blurted out. I had to see where his head was at, before I got my hopes up high thinking he was the perfect guy for me.
 
   “If you’re asking if I’m the type to settle down and start a family, then just say that shit. No need to beat around the bush.”
 
   “Well, are you?”
 
   “It’s crossed my mind a few times, but I’ve never come across a woman that I took serious enough to think about having kids. But you never know what will happen. I’m more of a go with the flow type of guy. If it’s supposed to happen, it’ll happen. Certain things I don’t believe should be planned.” 
 
   I only asked August about kids because I was the only child, and it ruined me in some ways. A lot of the time, I felt alone. I had no one to turn to but Cezelia, nothing was wrong with having her there when I needed someone to talk to, but it was nothing like that legit family love. After we took our bags back to the room, we walked the beach and talked some more. I was crushing hard like a school girl. August had me, and he didn’t even know it!
 
                                                                          
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
   Cezelia
 
    
 
   “Have a seat and take a minute to look over the menu. I’ll be right with you.” I said to the elderly couple that had just walked in the door. I just had to open up my mouth and tell my father I would help him run the restaurant. Today was the only day I had off this week, and to top it off it was the beginning of the weekend. This place was always packed on Friday nights I wanted nothing more than for closing time to arrive. My feet were hurting in the heels I had on and there was a bottle of Moet in the fridge at home waiting on me to pop it open.
 
   “I’m sorry about the wait. Do you need more time to order?”
 
   “We’ll both take the gumbo special along with a side of cornbread and two lemonades.”  I thought it was sweet that the older man ordered for the both of them. I hoped to grow old and have a love like theirs. 
 
   “If you don’t mind me asking, how long have you two been together?”
 
   “Lords willing, we’ll be celebrating our thirtieth anniversary this Sunday. And let me be the one to tell you that it wasn’t easy holding on. I almost went to prison a couple of times. But through every trail and tribulation that we faced were worth it.”
 
   “Diane, don’t go talking this child to death.”
 
   “Peter hush, I was just answering her question. You acting like I’m about to tell her a story that will embarrass your ass!”
 
   “Knowing you and your big mouth, it’s coming.”
 
   Their relationship made me think of the one I had with Prosper. I never planned on falling in love with him, but the more time we spent together the more I got attached. I gained feelings for him kind of quick. I really didn’t believe that we would make it this long. Deep down I just knew Prosper would leave me after the first time we had sex. I always heard women talk about how men never stuck around after they got what was between our legs. But with Prosper, that wasn’t the case, it wasn’t just about the sex. He actually took the time out to get to know me. Most night we just laid up in each other’s arms talking about what we wanted out of life. I pinned the meal ticket on the line. “Dad, I need two orders of gumbo.”
 
   “I’m on it baby girl.” Even though I was his oldest daughter he still referred to me as his baby girl. My younger sister couldn’t stand it. I walked behind the counter and poured two cups of the lemonade that everybody craved. I was nervous about asking my parents to meet Prosper for the first time. My father was pretty easy to get along with, where so my mother had high expectations. She was a hard woman to please, but I know she only wants the best for me.
 
   “Dad, can you do me a favor?” I asked, 
 
   “Yes baby girl”
 
   “I’d like for you and mom to meet a very special person in my life.” 
 
   “No problem, have them come over to Grann’s house later on. Anyone that can put a smile on that beautiful face of yours is alright with me.”
 
   “Thank you so much for being supportive.” I kissed him on the forehead and took the cups of lemonade and the gumbo out to the couple. I made sure they were completely satisfied with their meal before going into the back office to take a break. Thank God there were only three hours left before closing. I went ahead and let Prosper know to meet me at Grann’s house before it slipped my mind. Grann hadn’t been properly introduced to him, and already she loved him just from hearing me speak so highly of him. 
 
   A lot of the time I found myself wanting to cry from all of the love and affection that Prosper showered me with. I never thought I’d experience a love like this one. Prosper was so caring, and always concerned with making me happy. I just hated how he could be so secretive at times. He knew everything about me. I would ask him questions about his family and he would always tense up. The only blood relative I had met was August. Neither of them ever spoke about their family life. Even Belle had tried asking August questions, but he only ignored her. 
 
   This morning, when I left out the house Prosper said his phone would be turned off while he took care of business. This happened every time he had ‘business to handle’ I was beginning to believe that he sold drugs or did something illegal. Whatever he was doing, I just wanted him to be safe. I worried when I didn’t hear from him hours at a time. 
 
   Just when I was about to close my eyes, the alarm on my phone went off signaling that my break was over. I dreaded going back out to the front. By now I was hoping that the customers had slowed down for a while. When I walked back out to the front, I was surprised to see that all of the customers were gone, and the sign on the door had been turned to closed.
 
   “Where did all the customers go? It was packed out here right before I took my break.” I asked my father. He held a tub in his hand while he cleared the dishes off the table.
 
   “On Friday’s I close up early, only to open back up even earlier in the morning. I thought you knew that.”
 
   “Actually I didn’t.” I started to sweep up the food crumbs from off the floor when he came over and took the broom from out of my hands.
 
   “Go on to Grann’s and I’ll meet you there. You’ve been enough help for the day.” 
 
   “I’ll leave once I’m done cleaning. I can’t leave you to lock up by yourself.” I took the broom from him and continued to sweep the entire place. Finally, done for the night, I washed my hands and grabbed the bag of food from off the counter. I wasn’t cooking nothing once I got home.
 
   I was twenty minutes away from Grann’s house when I tried calling Prosper. His phone rung a few times, but he didn’t pick up. He would see I had called eventually. I reached back into my purse and grabbed my cellphone to dial Belle’s number. Since we now had men in our lives the only time we got to talk was at work, and even then we said very little to each other. Ever since the girls at the bank caught with of Prosper and August belonging to the Valentine family, we found ourselves constantly in the office. Thankfully, we had managed to avoid getting written up each time. It was sad that females would stoop so low to try and make another woman look bad. Jealously was the ugliest trait a person could possess. 
 
   “No I haven’t heard from August.” Belle chuckled when she answered the phone.
 
   “It’s not funny!” I whined, “I be worried about him when I don’t hear from him. Did August say where they were going?” 
 
   “You’re trying to get me into trouble asking all of these devilish questions knowing damn well I’m going to answer every last one of them.”
 
   “Well do you?” 
 
   “They went to go have a sit down with their parents, and that’s all I know.”
 
   “You just took away most of my paranoia. I be thinking the worst when he’s away.” All of my worries left when I saw his car parked in front of Grann’s house. I pulled up behind him, and ended my call with Belle. Prosper wasn’t inside the car when I knocked on the driver’s window, so I went inside the house, only to find him eating a slice of Grann’s famous chocolate cake.
 
   “You could have let me know you got my message.”
 
   “I’m sorry baby, I wanted to surprise you.” He reached down on side of the couch and handed me a big pink and silver gift bag. Inside of it was a pair of red bottoms, a red lingerie set, some candles and a bunch of other items to enhance our sex life. I couldn’t wait to get home. It was going down tonight! I had been watching a few sex flicks, and I had a few tricks up my sleeves that I was ready to try on him.
 
   “I want to see how you look in these tonight while I got your legs up high in the air.” He whispered into my ear. I put the shoebox on top of the other stuff in the bag. Grann loved to snoop around my belongings.
 
   “Zel, you picked yourself a good one here. He’s just so respectable and sweet.”
 
   “Thank you Mrs. Abagail.”
 
   “Call me Grann, your apart of the family now.” I kicked the heels off of my feet and sat down on the chair next to Prosper. We were able to sneak a few kisses in while Grann went into the kitchen. 
 
   “Your grandmother is something else.”
 
   “You have no idea.” Prosper rubbed his hands on my thighs. 
 
   You never told me you were part creole.”
 
   “I figured you would’ve caught on by now.” The front door flew opened and in strolled my mother wearing one of her latest designs. My father walked in behind her, followed by my Aunt Rose. I wonder what she’s doing here. She had finally moved into her own place a few days ago. “Mom and Dad, I would like for you to meet Prosper, the man responsible for the happiness in my life.” The room was silent for a few minutes, until my father threw his arm out for a handshake and my mother broke into a smile.
 
   “Nice to meet you both.” Prosper said. I led him into the dining room where Grann had an assortment of sweets on the table. Everyone was getting along, and things were going well until my mother decided to pry into Prosper’s family background, from there all hell broke loose!
 
   “Prosper, you look very familiar. Who did you say your kinfolks were?”
 
   “I’m a Valentine.” He said, “My father is Augustine and my mother is Acadia.” My mother dropped her fork down on table, and went off. She looked at Grann, and started screaming at the top of her lungs. She then turned to Prosper and yelled 
 
   “Get out of this house and stay away from my daughter! Nothing good comes from your blood.”
 
   “Mom, stop it!” I couldn’t believe that she was doing this right now. My father held his head down. I was hoping that he came to my rescue. I wanted to crawl under a rock and hide right now. She could’ve done this at another time.
 
   “Cezelia, shut your mouth right now! You’ve gotten yourself involved with the devil.” She was huffing and puffing like a mad woman. I had never seen her this upset before. All of this talk about Prosper being the devil was crazy. She was fine up until he said his last name. She had no one to blame but herself. Aint nobody tell her go signifying.  She was raising hell like she had a personal vendetta against his family.
 
   “And mom, I can’t believe you allowed this to go on. How could you let your own flesh and blood walk straight into a death trap, you ain’t shit for this one!” My Aunt Rose jumped to her feet in Grann’s defense.
 
   “I’ll be damned if you think you’re going to disrespect our mother like this in her own house. I’ll beat your ass first!” I sat in my seat stunned, as tears threatened to escape my eyes. I was humiliated. I loved my mother, but I wasn’t about to just let her disrespect Prosper, when he hadn’t done a thing to her.
 
   “Prosper, let’s go. You don’t have to stick around for any of her insults.” I pulled on his shirt to get his attention. His eyes were locked on my mother with this crazy look on his face. I couldn’t tell if it was one of anger or hurt, I didn’t like it. After a few more tugs, he came back around. Following me into the living room, I put my heels on so that we could get the hell from up out of here. We had barely made it to the door, before Grann came out to say her goodbyes. Glass could be heard shattering, as the commotion from the dining room grew louder. 
 
   “I’m sorry things had to end like this. Prosper it was nice meeting you and I hope this won’t be my last time seeing you.” Grann was always the one to calm a situation down. But if she didn’t get back in the dining room, she wouldn’t have one.
 
   “Why is my mother so upset?” I asked,
 
   “Nothing that concerns you. Call and let me know when you’ve made it home safely.” 
 
   Grann quickly pushed us out the door. I shrugged my shoulders when Prosper looked at me. I couldn’t answer any of his questions when I was just as confused. In no condition to drive I rode home with Prosper in his car. I would come back in the morning for mines. I broke down and cried all the way home. Tonight had turned out to be a complete disaster. I couldn’t believe my mom had acted like an ass. She didn’t have to worry about talking to me, until she apologized for being so rude to Prosper.
 
    
 
   ♥♥♥♥♥♥
 
    
 
   I was awakening up out of my sleep, by Prosper giving me some of the best head ever. After we had come back to my house from Grann’s I was so distraught over the whole ordeal with my mother, I had one too many glasses of wine. I ended up passing out on the living room floor. I tried to pretend like I was still sleep but the feeling from his warm tongue was too good to hold in anymore of my moans. 
 
   “Keep going, don’t stop!” I yelled, grabbing the back of his head and pushing it down farther into my twat. My body shook right before I felt my first orgasm arising. 
 
   “Turn over, I want to see that ass jiggle while I’m punishing ya ass.” Prosper said anything out of his mouth during sex, and it only made me wetter. I did notice my booty had gotten a little plumper since we had been messing around. I got on my knees and positioned my ass in the air so he could have easy access when he entered. 
 
   “Ahh, just the way I like it. I swear you keep this thing wet and tight at all times.” I could feel his balls slapping against the back of my pussy. I swear it feels so damn good! I squeezed my muscles tightly around his dick. A minute later my cream and his nut was joining forces together. Prosper picked me up and carried me into the bathroom where we went at it for another round in the shower. The water touching our skin along with our bodies making contact took me to another level ecstasy. I threw my head back as he sucked hard on my neck. I was sure they were bound to be some passion marks there come the next morning. 
 
   I dropped down to my knees and took his man in my hands. I closed my eyes and licked around his shaft. Prosper ran his hands through my hair when I took him all the way in my mouth. I let the spit fall from out the corners of my mouth and slobbed on his rod the same way I watched the girls in the movie do it.
 
   “Damn Zel,” Prosper said, I could feel him growing bigger in size, I sucked real hard until he exploded inside of my mouth. He helped me off of my knees and then scrubbed my body down in my favorite shower gel. I was a bit surprised when he started washing my hair for me. Once we were done showering, we dressed and got comfortable on the couch to watch a movie. Prosper didn’t have to go out and spend money to keep me happy. I was alright as long as I was in his arms. I told him all the time that material things didn’t matter to me. Money and designer things didn’t define who either of us was as a person. I only wished him meeting my parents had turned out different. 
 
   “Do you know why my mother would make those accusations against your family?” I asked Prosper. The question had been on my mind since we left Grann’s house. 
 
   “No, and can we not talk about that shit.” He scowled. 
 
   “I was just asking a question. You aint got to get all bent out of shape over nothing.” 
 
   “That’s the thing, you’re not supposed to know everything! Why is it so hard for you to just follow directions while somebody else leads the way for you?” 
 
   “Is it really a problem, that I want to know why my mother hates you so much?”
 
   ‘I don’t know and I really don’t care. That’s her damn problem.” Prosper stormed out of the living room. I watched him walk into the bedroom and come back out fully dressed with a black book bag on his shoulder. 
 
   “Where you running off to this time of night?” Ignoring me, he walked into the kitchen. “Oh, I guess I’m talking to myself now?” The alcohol made me mouthier than I normally would’ve been. The liquid courage was powerful. Prosper opened up the door to the refrigerator, feeling bold I took my foot and kicked the door shut. I hated nothing more than to be ignored. One way or another he was going to pay me some attention. 
 
   “The fuck is ya problem? You being real fucking petty right now!” I had his attention now! He should be grateful I kicked the door instead of his face. 
 
   “I’m being petty right now, but you’re the one acting like you don’t hear me talking to you. Where are you going? What’s inside of the bag?”
 
   “None of ya fucking business!” He spat. I sobered up real quick when I realized how disrespectful Prosper was being out of his mouth. He had better check his tone and get it together, fast, quick, and in a hurry! Prosper was used to seeing the calm and quiet version of me. He had no idea I could turn all the way up!
 
   “Zel, go on somewhere before shit fuck around and get ugly.” Prosper was taking me for a joke right now and it was pissing me off! I must have been feeling myself a little too much, before I knew it, I had tossed a glass of water in his face. My head hit the edge of the wall when he shoved me. 
 
   “Doing stupid shit like that, you gonna end up by yaself.” He walked past me, leaving me in the floor. I stayed in that same spot for ten minutes before it dawned on me that Prosper was gone and not coming back. I struggled to stay up until three that morning waiting on him to return. Finally growing tired of looking like a fool, I took my behind to bed. Eventually he would get out of his feelings and come back home.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
   Prosper
 
    
 
    
 
   While Cezelia was busy coming down my throat, I had other shit on my mind. The sit down with Augustine, didn’t go as expected. I was wishing that he would end the bullshit he had going on, so that I wouldn’t have to end his life. But nah, he had to take it there talking about as long as he walked this Earth I was going to follow his rules. Didn’t he know that I was a grown ass man? I’m telling you Augustine was bugging. I no longer respected him enough to even call him dad. The funny thing was not once, did he mention Hadiya’s name. But yet, he so badly wanted a grandson to bare his legacy. To me, that was ass backwards. The shit that pissed me off the most was Armadi’s stupid ass. I should’ve never listened to August. I should’ve killed him on sight. The entire time we were there, Armadi sat bedside Augustine, cosigning everything he said. Only out of respect for my mother was he still breathing, but if he kept up with the dumb shit, he was gonna find himself wearing all white. 
 
   I rolled down the window in the car hoping to catch a quick breeze to stay awake. Not getting any sleep had me irritable. I had been up all night scooping out the house and just as I had suspected, Augustine had the house being watched by his army. There were two men on post in the front yard and two more guarding the door around back. I had to find a way to get inside to check a few things out. 
 
   I couldn’t sleep in the same bed with Cezelia while she was under the influence. Her temper and mines combined could wind up to be a deadly combination. I only pushed her to stop myself from blacking out on her. Had she would’ve been somebody else, I would have shown no mercy on her ass. I know she was upset about the way her mother reacted, but I had nothing to do with that. She would have to go to her mother for answers, because I couldn’t help her. She had sent me this long ass text message apologizing for her actions. I read it, but I didn’t respond. I would hit her back in a few. She was working on my time now. 
 
   Looking at the house made me think about Hadiya. I figured she had finally gotten the freedom she wanted so badly, since she hadn’t reappeared yet. Wherever she had run off to, I wished her the best, no longer was she my headache. I was trying to refocus my attention on the two men on guard, when another message from Cezelia came through on my phone. Going out to dinner with August and Belle wasn’t really on my agenda tonight. But nonetheless I would end up going anyway. 
 
   I hid in the trees on side of the house. Screwing the silencer on my gun, I aimed towards the biggest man. His partner screamed like a bitch when his head exploded open, and brain matters got all over the place. When the two men came running to the front. I wasted no time sending off more shots I watched as their bodies hit the ground. They were no match for me. All of them were dead, before they could even process what was going on. I was pissed that I got blood all over my shirt as I ran through them niggas pockets, looking for the keys to the house.  I ran to my old bedroom and grabbed my passport along with any other important documents that I many need and got out of there. It was only a matter of time before Augustine did a role call on his men. At all times, he had to know their locations. 
 
   Getting rid of anybody associated with Augustine gave me a sense of power that I couldn’t describe. To me it didn’t matter how many men he replaced the ones I had already killed with, I would continue to get rid of them all until it was left with just me and him to battle. 
 
   For years when I was younger, I looked up to Augustine. Having a prestigious father meant a lot to me. Just off of my last name alone, I got into places that even the richest man couldn’t get into. It was never said how he gained that status that he held. Nobody never talked about why we came to live in America permanently. If I had to put my finger on it, he was caught up in back in Africa.
 
   The vibration coming from my phone snapped me out of my thoughts. I pulled my phone from out of my back pocket and answered it without looking to see who it was. 
 
   “What’s going on?” I said into the phone.
 
   “Bro, what time ya’ll gonna be ready. Belle been bugging me to get dressed for the last hour.”
 
   “Ready for what?” 
 
   “Don’t tell me you done forgot we’re going out tonight?” August asked 
 
   I had forgotten Cezelia had mentioned we were hooking up with August and Belle before I left the house earlier. When I got the urge to kill, nothing else crossed my mind. Shooting those men while ago took me back to the days when Augustine would set up bean bags for us to use as target practice. Seeing those particles explode always made me want to practice even more.
 
   “Nah, I’m on my way home now. Give me about an hour and we should be ready then.”
 
   “Make sure ya ass is ready too! A nigga aint’ trying to her bitch about us being late for this reservations she done made.”
 
   “I feel you. Zel, be on that same shit when we’re going somewhere.” I had talked Cezelia right on up. “She texting me now to see where I’m at.”
 
   “Listen, I know you got some good smoke at ya crib.” August asked, if it was up to him he’d rather smoke weed instead of eating food. He craved that loud, like a crackhead craved that glass pipe when the first came around every month. He couldn’t resist placing a blunt between his lips.
 
   “I stopped blowing weeks ago. I need my mind clear while I’m plotting on Augustine. You know how I get when I have my mind set on getting something done.” The line grew silent. Lately August always become mute when I bring up Augustine’s name. I had a feeling he would eventually back out on me, but if he did that was cool. Running solo I would only be responsible for my own fuck ups, if any were to happen.
 
   “I know this may sound crazy, but I believe I can talk mom into getting on board with us. Something in her is not the same.”
 
   I moved the phone from my ear to look at the name on the phone screen. This couldn’t have been my little brother I was talking to. I had also notice the difference in our mother the last I saw her as well. She now spoke her mind more freely, without seeking approval from Augustine to speak. It was like she was finally becoming her own woman. She was didn’t need validation from Augustine to know that she was a Queen. Even if her last name wasn’t Valentine, you could look at her and see she was worthy of more than the riches that a man could provide her with, and I wasn’t saying this because she was my mother either. In my eyes she deserved the world and more. 
 
   “I noticed it too, but I don’t know man. Augustine done had her wrapped around his finger for so many years, I don’t know if it’ll be that easy for her to betray him like that.”
 
   “The worst thing she can say is no. I’m willing to give it a try. If she doesn’t want to cooperate then we’ll just move forward with our own plan.”
 
   “I’ll leave the talking part to you. Just let me know what she says and we’ll go from there.”
 
   “Alright bet. We’ll talk more later. Let me hang up this phone before Belle bring her ass in here again, mean mugging like she can beat somebody.”
 
   “Keep running ya mouth and you gonna find out and we’re going to have big problems if we’re late for this dinner. It took me months to get a reservation at this place.” 
 
   I laughed, while I listened to them go back and forth. Lil Bro had finally found someone who was hot enough for his ass. Belle just may be the one to tame him after all. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
   Cezelia
 
    
 
    
 
   I was glad that Prosper had accepted my apology. I thought our relationship was over after the argument we had the night before. I got rid of any leftover alcohol that may have been in the house. I couldn’t be getting out of character like I did. I almost lost the man that I love by not being able to control my emotions. I was taking my anger out on him when the person I was mad at was my mother. 
 
   Prosper and I had only been together exclusively for about three months now, and we had both agreed that I would move into his house with him. Most of my stuff was already here, and I had given my landlord my thirty-day notice. I asked myself if Prosper and I were rushing into things, but I felt like I was making the right decision.  I guess you could say that I was sprung off of all the mind blowing sex we were having. It was like no matter how many times a day we messed around, it was never enough to curve my sexual appetite.
 
   Being in a relationship with Prosper had showed me who was really down for me. My parents didn’t approve of me being with him, but I was grown and more than capable of making my own decisions. I hadn’t spoken to them since the first night I introduced them to him. They claimed he only brought out the bad in me, but what they failed to realize was I hadn’t been this happy in a long time. My self-confidence was at an all-time high thanks to Prosper. He showed me the true meaning of love. When he wasn’t with me, I yearned for his love and affection. 
 
   I walked around the living room wearing nothing but a bra and some boy shorts while I did some light cleaning. I still had a few hours to go, before it was time for me to get dressed. Prosper, and I were going out to dinner with August and Belle. Apparently it was supposed to be a night of celebration, only I didn’t know what we could possibly be celebrating. I was glad to see Belle happy though. We finally had real genuine men in our lives.
 
   I can’t lie though, at time I had my suspicions that Prosper was out doing something he had no business doing. There were times when I would wake out in the middle of the night and he would be gone. My gut feeling kept telling me, Prosper was keeping something from me. I wanted to come straight out and ask him if he was seeing somebody else, but I didn’t want to seem insecure. Not about to mess up a good thing, I erased those thoughts from my head. 
 
   Once I was done cleaning, I turned on some music so that I could get a quick cardio workout in. Summertime was right around the corner and I wanted my body to be tight. I ‘whipped and Nae-Nae’ all across the living room floor. Sweat was dripping down my face by time the song had finished playing. I was alive and full of energy. I took my water bottle from out of the freezer to quench my thirst. When I shut the freezer door, Prosper was standing there in my face. I never even heard him come in the house. 
 
   “Where have you been?” I asked, while running a cold paper towel across my face. My body was hot, and needed to cool down. Prosper didn’t say anything right away which raised several red flags. It wasn’t until I looked at his shirt that I noticed the specks of blood. 
 
   “I’ve been out handling business.” He said calmly.  What kind of business could he have been handling that dealt with blood? I knew better than to ask questions that I wasn’t ready for the answers to. 
 
   “Eventually there’s a few things I’m a have to reveal to you. But right now the timing isn’t right.” After he said that, he walked off. Prosper had been acting real strange lately. I took a shower and got dressed in silence. I was afraid my curiousness would unlock doors that were meant to be closed. 
 
   “Speak on how you feel ma.”
 
   “I’m good,” I replied back. I slid my freshly pedicured feet into a pair of black booties. The small heel added to my height. Making me appear slimmer in the tight body con dress I had on.
 
   “I’ve been around you long enough to know when something is bothering you. Let’s get this over before we leave the house. I want tonight to be a good night.” Prosper fastened the gold cufflinks on his wrist. He put on his gold Cartier frames and grabbed me closely. 
 
   “Take those glasses off. I need to be able to look into your eyes when I’m talking to you.” He did as he was told. I stared into his pretty brown eyes before speaking from my heart. I hated when a situation bothered me to the point where it began to change how I felt about a person. One-minute I was madly in love with this man, then the next I had no clue as to who he was. 
 
   “What’s going on with you Prosper? You creeping off late at night, and then you come in with blood all over your shirt. I need to know what it is you’re doing!” 
 
   “What I tell you may change the way you look at me as a person. I haven’t told you every detail revolving around the life I live. To be honest, I’ve told you very little besides the stuff pertaining to my marriage. When I leave out at night, I go on a killing spree. “This,” he said pointing to the blood on the t-shirt he had just taken off, “Is from a scuffle I had with one of Augustine’s workers. When I went by the house to get a few things, they wouldn’t let me in, so I shot the both of them. It’s really no big deal.”
 
   “Are they dead?”
 
   “Of course! A dead man can’t tell no tales.” He said nonchalantly. Prosper was acting as if killing someone was normal. I sat down on the bench in front of the bed to digest his words. Looks could definitely be deceiving. 
 
   “Was this your first time killing multiple people together?” I had to ask, he could have been a serial killer for all I’ve known. I was shacking up with a man that I really didn’t know anything about. 
 
   “No, and more than likely, it won’t be my last.” Somehow the first date we went on had managed to slip my memory. Hell no, it wasn’t his first time killing. He had shot the man at the movie theater right before my eyes. I was so blinded by his love, I never bothered to look into his past. I took his word for everything, believing every word that he fed me.
 
   “Don’t act so surprised. I showed you the first night we met how I get down. Anything I do is to protect the ones that I love, including you. You don’t have to believe me but it is what it is. You’ll only think me in the end.”
 
   I don’t know what means by the last comment he made. I had more questions I wanted to ask him, but I wasn’t going to ruin my night with this mess. We hadn’t been together long, but I loved Prosper more than life itself. Only I understood the feeling that he gave me. Having someone to hold and comfort you during the cold winter nights, was enough to put all of my faith into him, especially when I know he’s the only person I have in my corner right now. I freshened up my makeup in the mirror. Beauty should have been my name; these eyes of mine were definitely looking at glory. Prosper and I walked down the staircase to wait on August and Belle.
 
   “Do you trust me with your life?” Prosper had his hand cupping my chin. My heart wouldn’t allow me to look him in his face and lie so I kept it honest with him.
 
   “I don’t know.” How could he possibly expect me to say I trusted him with my life, when he was keeping secrets from me. I wasn’t dumb, there was a lot more to his story that he wasn’t telling me. “I mean I love you and all, but I still need to get to know you more before I just tell you anything.” 
 
   “I understand.” He said with disappointment in his voice. If Prosper was going to be my protector, he was going to have to be honest with me, and it didn’t matter how much the truth may hurt me. I gave him my body in an exchange for his heart, but in return I wasn’t receiving all of him. We knew Belle and August was parked outside when the honking of the car’s horn wouldn’t stop. I made sure I had everything I needed inside of my clutch, before grabbing Prosper’s hand and walking out of the door. I squeezed his hand tightly and smiled at him. I hope it didn’t take what I said the wrong way.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
   Belle
 
    
 
   I smiled when Zel and Prosper got inside of the truck. The two of them was a good look together. I was glad that Prosper had popped that bubble that Cezelia kept herself hidden inside of. I wanted all of us together so that I could share some great news. August and I were expecting our first time. While it was a time that should’ve been a happy moment for us, it wasn’t. I would never forget the look of fear August had on his face when I told him about the unplanned pregnancy. To tell you the truth, I didn’t know where our relationship was going. August thought I was oblivious to the fact that he was still seeing other women. I saw the pictures and messages in his phone but I chose to play dumb until I caught him in the act. What was done in the dark would eventually come to the light. He put on a good show acting like he cared about me so much, but yet whenever I mentioned anything about the baby he shut down. Whether he liked it or not, he was getting ready to be a father in a couple of months. 
 
   “How’s everybody doing tonight?” August polluted the air in the truck with the smell of weed. I cracked my window down some to let some of the smoke flow outside.
 
   “Fine,” Prosper and Cezelia said in an allusion. 
 
   “Bro you want to hit this? With the look you got on your face, you look like you need it more than I do.”
 
   Prosper took the blunt from out of August’s hand and took a couple of puffs. I turned around and looked at Zel, she was busy looking out of the window. She had barely said two words since she had gotten in the truck. I had been around her long enough to know that something was bothering her. I couldn’t send her a message with Prosper sitting right beside her, I would just have to wait until we did a mirror check in the bathroom, once we got to the restaurant. 
 
   I became annoyed when my phone started to ring loudly inside my bag. Antonio would not stop calling me. I had told him every lie I could think of to get him to leave me alone, but nothing was working. This man was obsessed with me. If he wasn’t coming to my job, then he was randomly popping up at my house. I swear I think he’s stalking me. He never comes to my house when August is there. It was getting to the point where I was becoming scared to be alone in the house by myself. As crazy as he was acting, I didn’t put nothing past him. 
 
   Antonio was the last man I was in a committed relationship with, he was also the reason I stepped away from the dating scene. Like all men, Antonio was a real gentleman in the beginning. I enjoyed being around him, he helped me out financially when I was down, and took time out to know the real me. But that all changed when I gave him the good stuff I had between my legs. Something flipped inside of his head. He became real possessive, never wanting me to leave the house or be associated with anyone that wasn’t him. For the longest time I was in an abusive relationship that I never told anyone about. He had always threatened to kill me, if I was to ever leave him, and for a while I believed him. It was crazy how I had to find myself all over again, from being lost. Breaking free from that man was the best thing I could have ever done for me. I was finally getting my happiness back, and here Antonino had popped up out of nowhere. A part of me wanted to tell August what I was dealing with, but his attitude was so unpredictable. So far it hadn’t gotten serious enough to involve August. Hopefully Antonio would just take the hint, that I didn’t want to be bothered with him ever again in my life. Antonio was a lesson learned, and a mistake that I would never make again!
 
   I had August drop Cezelia and I off at the front of the building while he found a parking spot.  There was nobody standing outside to do the valet parking.   I used this time to get caught up with Zel before they came back.
 
   “What’s going on girl? Everything alright? You were real quiet in the truck” I moved a few strands of hair from out of my eye. The force from the wind was beginning to pick up, I moved in closer towards the door to prevent my wig from flying off, I needed it to remain intact until my hair appointment, which I had scheduled for Tuesday morning.  
 
   “How would you feel if August told you he killed me from time to time?”
 
   “Like I need to get the hell away from him quick as possible. Did Prosper admit to something like that?” 
 
   “He didn’t exactly say those words, but it was close enough to them. I don’t know whether I should be afraid of him or what.” Now I see why she was bugging. She went to bed every night sleeping next to a killer, not knowing if she was his next victim or not. Now she had me looking at August in a different light. He may be up to the same thing. He and Prosper always stayed gone together for hours at a time.
 
   “You thinking about leaving him?” 
 
   “That’s the thing. It bothers me, but yet I don’t want to leave him. I’m so confused.”
 
   “Only you know how you’re feeling. All I can say is the first time you feel like something isn’t right, leave and don’t look back.”
 
   “Where do I have to run to though? My parents still aren’t dealing with me and it’s always someone at Grann’s house.”
 
   “I guess our friendship means nothing.” I was somewhat offended that she didn’t consider my place, somewhere she could go to. When we were younger we would always runaway to each other’s houses when we were in trouble. Cezelia and I had been friends since we were at the sandbox stage. Her parents treated me like I was one of their children and mines did the same to her. 
 
   Prosper and August walked up looking like two men from off the cover of GQ magazine. I rolled my eyes at the females that walked past them gawking with lust written all over their faces. I was pissed when August returned the gesture by staring at her ass right in front of me like wasn’t there. This was the disrespectful shit that I hated. On point, Cezelia spoke up before I got a chance to put his ass on blast. 
 
   “I know you see us standing here? Since ya’ll looking so damn hard won’t you go ask for their numbers.” 
 
   “Man go on somewhere. It ain’t even like that. Why ya’ll got to be tripping. We here with ya’ll ain’t we?” said Prosper
 
   “Well what is it then?” You know what don’t even answer that. Belle let’s go on inside and leave these two to chase after some ass.” Cezelia stormed off towards the circular glass doors. She waited until the platform came to a stop before walking in. I ran after her to make sure she was okay. 
 
   “I’m fine let’s go get seated.”
 
   We strutted through the lobby of the upscale restaurant like we owned the place. All eyes were now on us as we approached the waiter. He checked his booklet for our names on the reservation list, and led us to an empty table on the second floor. The view we had overlooked the entire bottom floor. I glanced over the menu, while enjoying the sounds of the music coming from the live band on the stage. My stomach growled loudly, I was glad no one heard it. I had worked up quite an appetite on the ride over. At the rate I was going our bill was going to be expensive. I could literally eat everything on the menu. 
 
   My chest grew tight as hell when the waiter seated Antonio and some unknown female that was with him at the table beside us. I was now more convinced than ever that he was indeed stalking me. He was just blowing my phone up while ago and now he was at the same restaurant as me. This wasn’t no coincidence. I assumed he must have told the woman he was with who I was because she keeps cutting her eyes over here at my way. Antonio was playing games that I didn’t have then energy to engage in. Men always missed a good thing once it was gone. I sipped slowly on the glass of water. As soon as the waiter came back and jotted down our orders, I excused myself from the table and took off in the direction of the restroom. 
 
   I ran to the sink and splashed water on my face to help calm the anxiety I was experiencing. I was so on edge, I jumped when Cezelia opened up the door.  “What is Antonio doing here? Are you still seeing him?” she screeched
 
   “I don’t know! He won’t stop contacting me and every time I turn around he’s at the same place I am. To make it even worse, he’s been coming over to my house.” I went ahead and filled her in on the details. She paced the bathroom floor, as if it was her problem.
 
   “Why haven’t you went to the police and filed a restraining order?” Doing that never crossed my mind. With all this police brutality going on, I wasn’t a real big fan of theirs. 
 
   “I thought he would’ve went on about his business by now.” I admitted, but who was I kidding. This was the man that used to beat my ass so bad, I had to call out of work on numerous occasions. The kindness that I possessed in my heart allowed me to believe that people could change. I often overlooked the bad that a person did, but in this case I had played myself like a fool.
 
   “Wait, have you mentioned any of this to August?” Zel was asking more than enough questions. I understood that she was trying to help, but she was doing nothing more than raising the anxiety I already had. I wet a paper towel and wiped the beads of sweat from off of my face. Getting myself all worked up was not good for either me or the baby. The women in my family was always at risk for having miscarriages. My mother suffered four of them, before finally conceiving my younger brother, who ended up dying at the age of three. I didn’t want to repeat the same cycle. 
 
   “In case you haven’t noticed, August can blow things way out of proportion, and you already know how close him and Prosper are. Anything that one is involved in, so is the other.” 
 
   “Just try and keep it together in front of them. The way you were acting had us all alarmed. If being in the presence of Antonio is going to hinder you from enjoying your night, then fake sick or something and we’ll get out of here. Get yourself together while I go out there and let them know that you’re okay.” 
 
   “Thanks girl,” 
 
   “No need to thank me.” Zel, strutted out the bathroom with a confidence, that I wished I had. I wet the paper towel some more, and checked my appearance in the mirror. I wasn’t satisfied with what I was looking at. The nervousness was still evident in my face. 
 
   I wasn’t pay any attention when I came out of the back through and ended up walking right into Antonio. He eyed my body seductively and licked his lips. I tried moving around him, but he blocked my way. “Why you running from me? Have I ever given you a reason to be afraid of me?”
 
   Antonio was delusional if he believed the words he had just spat out of his mouth. No woman ever forgot about being in an abusive relationship. The scars may have faded as the days went on, but the pain still ran deep. I was irritated that this man still had the ability to put fear in my heart. I didn’t respond to his question. I was afraid that he still had a hand problem, and I wasn’t about to take a chance and find out. “I need to get going,” My lips trembled when I spoke.
 
   “You’ll go when I tell you, you can go. After all these years you still haven’t learned to be obedient? You do as I say, not as you please!” He roared, “Who’s the bitch ass nigga you’re flaunting in my face?” I fought to take in air. Antonio was trying to choke the life out of me, and he would’ve succeeded had not August and Prosper came running to my rescue. They kicked and stomped Antonio until he was a bloody mess. They didn’t stop whipping on him until the manager threatened to call the police for disturbing his place of business. With the way Antonio was looking, the altercation between them was far from over. He would do everything in his power to get back at August and Prosper. He had too much pride to just let this incident slide. 
 
   “You know this nigga?” August questioned me
 
   Instead of telling the truth, I lied. I lied, to prevent August from going to jail. After seeing the way, he had almost beat Antonio to death, I was sure he wouldn’t hesitate to finish the job if I told him the past I once shared with him.
 
   “No, he asked for my number as I was coming out of the bathroom and when I told him no he became violent.” I prayed that August believed my story. When you told one lie you had to come up with several more to keep up with the first one. I was able to relax when August took me in his arms and comforted me. 
 
   “As long as I’m around, you have nothing to worry about. I’m here to protect you.” August ran his hands over his waves once he let me go. He walked off, leaving me alone with Prosper and Cezelia. Nobody said anything. We just stood there, waiting for August to return. When August returned, he wasn’t alone. The manager was right beside him, with a smile on his face. 
 
   “Mr. Valentine here, explained the details of the unfortunate event. I’m sorry that you all had to go through this. The next time you visit is on the house. Feel free to make another reservation soon, and again I’m sorry.” If anything we should have been the ones apologizing. No longer in the mood to celebrate, I told everyone I wasn’t feeling well. I would announce the news about the baby tomorrow. I let Prosper sit upfront in the passenger’s seat on the ride back. I couldn’t be close to August, knowing I had lied to him when I should’ve just told him the truth. Before the night’s out I planned on coming clean. My conscious wouldn’t let me go to sleep feeling the way I was.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Fifteen
 
   August
 
    
 
   I kept looking at Belle through the mirror. She was laid against Cezelia, sleeping. The shit that had just happened back at the restaurant had me questioning her. Her story was lacking something. It was hard for me to believe that a random man that she didn’t know, just attacked her like that for not giving her a phone number. Nah, shawty wasn’t telling everything. She had to have known dude from somewhere. When I found out what ol boy’s name was I had John do some investigating on him. Just looking at the bruises he had left on Belle’s skin made me want to blow his find him and rip his head off with my bare hands. I swear if I find out shawty been lying to me, it’s a wrap. 
 
   “You know where you’re going?” Prosper asked. My mind wasn’t focused on the road. I had taken a wrong turn somewhere. I put on my flashers and pull onto the side of the road. The GPS said we were still going in the right direction, but it couldn’t be right. We were somewhere in the country. Wasn’t many houses around and the road was dark with no kind of light. 
 
   “What’s going on?” Cezelia asked from the backseat. 
 
   “Nothing, just a malfunction with the GPS. We’ll be back moving in a minute.” I reassured her. I went ahead and put in the address to the nearest gas station. It was better than being on a road where I couldn’t see shit. I turned off the flashers and pulled back into the lane. An eerie feeling came over me, but I shook it off and kept driving. I turned the volume up on the radio and listened to J Cole. The sound of silence in the truck was killing me. I was so wrapped up in the sound of the music, I never saw the car coming from behind us at full force.
 
   “Slow down and let that truck pass us.” Prosper said. He was now looking out of his window to see if any more cars were coming. “Alright, you good for right now. You talk to our mother yet?” he asked.
 
   “I can never get her alone. Every time I try to have a conversation with her, Armadi’s bitch ass always got to be around. I wished I never let you save his life. That nigga up to some shit, I can just feel it.”
 
   “I tried to tell you, he wouldn’t be nothing but a problem. Armadi ain’t forget about me shooting him in his knee. That nigga probably plotting on us as we speak. I…” Before Prosper could finish his sentence our car was sideswiped off the road. My head hit the steering wheel as the truck spiraled out of control, crashing into a tree. 
 
   “Cezelia and Belle, get the fuck out of the truck now and go!” I heard Prosper yell to the girls. They were trying to piece together what was going on. Cezelia was trying to get out of the car as quickly as she could. She pulled on Belle to move, but she was unresponsive. 
 
   “She’s not responding,” Cezelia cried. I turned around and Belle was sprawled out across the backseat with blood dripping down her face. Her head had hit the back window and it was covered in blood. 
 
   “Cezelia go! We’ll deal with her everything is going to be alright.” Cezelia ran off into the dark woods, I didn’t move until she was out of sight, or so we thought she was. I stumbled when I opened up the door to get out of the truck, and that’s when I was met looking into the face of Augustine. Before I could open up my mouth to say anything he shot me in my chest and then again in my shoulder. 
 
   “How many times did I warn you that being rebellious would be the death of you?” Augustine stood over stop of me as I lay on the ground and spit in my face. My breathing was becoming hollow and slowly I felt myself drifting away. I knew it was Prosper when I heard more shoots be fired in close range. Augustine didn’t even try to return fire, when Prosper came from onside of the car letting off shot after shot. 
 
   “Hang in there August, I’m going to get you some help!” Prosper said, I heard his footsteps running off into the woods. I thought Augustine was coming back to finish me off when I saw the lights of another vehicle pull close in. I struggled to lift up off the ground when a strange figure walked over to the truck and picked up Belle and walked off. My vision grew blurry and I couldn’t make out the face. I collapsed on the ground, and then everything went black. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Sixteen
 
   Cezelia
 
    
 
   I ran. I ran until my legs felt as if they would give out. August had been shot and I had no clue as to where Belle or Prosper was. We all managed to escape the bullet-ridden car. I managed to make my way to an unknown house. I knocked on the door as if my life depended on it, hoping someone could hear my cries. I had left August back on the scene while I came to find help. I was just about to give up, when I saw the front porch light click on. An older woman and her who I assumed was her husband came to the door, carrying a shotgun in his hand. I couldn’t say that I blamed him. Evil spirits were taking over people’s minds. You never knew what type of person you were dealing with. It was best to be able to protect yourself.
 
   “Please call an ambulance!” I begged. “My brother has been shot, and I don’t know what happened to my boyfriend or my friend.” I cried like a baby, while asking God to watch over and protect them. I was so shaken up from everything that had just happened, I blacked out. I could see the lips of both the woman and her husband were moving, but I couldn’t hear a thing they were saying.  I just wanted to know if everyone was okay. I had grown so attached to Prosper, I wouldn’t be able to carry on without him. 
 
   When I came back around I was lying in a hospital bed. As soon as my eyes opened, the room was bombarded with detectives ready to run through their never ending list of questions. Politely, I dismissed them away. I couldn’t tell them anything that I didn’t know myself. Prosper made sure to keep me out of the loop. Once I was released by the doctor I went to the front desk to see if they had information on any of them.
 
   “August Valentine is in room 208, but as of right now there’s nothing in the system on the other two names you asked about.”
 
   “Thank you, I replied to the lady working the desk. I walked down the hall to the elevator and pressed the button for the second floor. As slow as it was moving, I was better off taking the stairs. I reached to press the button again when the doors opened up. Could you imagine the look on my face when I stood in front of Prosper’s mother? I was only sure it was her because Prosper had showed me pictures of his entire family. I said nothing as I moved to the back of the elevator. I watched her from out of the corner of my eye. I was confused when she got off at the maternity ward. Prosper never said anything about anyone in his family being pregnant. If I wasn’t in such of a hurry to check on August’s condition, I would’ve followed her. 
 
   A lump formed in my throat when I walked into August’s hospital room. Over the short period of time I’d known him, we had formed a brother-sister relationship. It was nothing for us to pick up the phone and check on one another. I placed my hand in his. I felt his pulse and it was weak. 
 
   “August can you hear me?” I said in a whisper. His eyes fluttered a few times, before they opened up all the way. 
 
   “Take care of Belle.” He coughed uncontrollably. It was hurting me to my heart to see him like this. 
 
   “Sshh, don’t say anything, save your energy.” 
 
   “Take care of Belle,” He said again. “She’s pregnant. And remember this, Prosper loves you.” He gasped for air. Before I could respond to him the heart monitor began to beep erratically.
 
   “Ma’am, I’m going to have to ask you to leave.” 
 
   The nurse escorted me into the hallway while the doctors made an attempt to stabilize August’s condition. Hearing the news that Belle was pregnant made a pit settle in the bottom of my stomach. I had to find her. I stood in the hallway watching a team full of doctor’s running to August’s room. When I caught of glimpse of a white sheet being pulled over his body, I couldn’t bear to watch anymore. I can’t explain the feeling that came over my body knowing that August had just departed this Earth. I shed tears for both Prosper and Belle. The news of August’s death was going to tear them apart. With no transportation and no phone to call anyone, I carefully approached an older gentlemen asked him if I could use his phone to call a cab.
 
   “Excuse me sir.” 
 
   “Yes?” He turned around and asked. 
 
   “May I please your phone to call a cab. I really need to get home.” His face softened up a bit.
 
   “It’s not often I come across young folks of this generation who still have manners.” He said smiling. He handed me his phone. Luckily, for me the cab was only five minutes away 
 
   An hour and a half later, the cab driver was entering into the gates of the community. I could see an unknown vehicle in the driveway of the house. I had the driver drop me off a few houses down. After paying my fare and telling him to keep the change I walked up the sidewalk to the house. I pressed my ears against the door and listened for a few seconds. I could hear a female’s voice from the other side. Prosper was in direct violation. I swung the door open so fast, almost taking it from off the hinges.
 
   “You gonna disrespect me by bringing another woman into our house? What kind of games are you playing? My biggest fear when it came to Prosper was him being with another woman. It didn’t matter if you were a good woman who did everything they asked for, they would still find a reason to roam the streets looking for trash.
 
   “Cezelia, let me explain.” He touched my arms, and before I knew it. I was delivering blows to his face. I was dead wrong for putting my hands on him. I had allowed my anger to get the best of me. If I didn’t turn down a couple of notches this situation was bound to get out of hand. 
 
   “What is there to explain? How can you have the audacity to bring another woman into our home. For the last three hours I’ve been trying to figure out if you were alive or about to be written off as someone’s John Doe. Do you know I watched August take his last breath, and your telling me to calm down?” Whoever the girl was, sat on the couch cracking up. I didn’t find a damn thing funny at the moment. “Let me in on the joke. I want to laugh as well.” The girl looked at Prosper and stood up like she wanted some trouble. I may not have been a fighter, but she needed to know I could hold my own if necessary. 
 
   “Hmm, so you’re the one that has his mind gone. Let me be the first to say this, you hurt my brother in any way and I’ll make you suffer for the rest of your life.” Was this little girl threatening me?  
 
   “You’re his sister?” I asked,
 
   “Had you come in here acting like you had some sense instead of assuming things then you would know that. And by the way, we already know about our brother’s death.” 
 
   “Nyla, go in the kitchen. I’ll be in there shortly.” Prosper said to her. 
 
   “It was nice meeting you Cezelia,” She called out my name without me introducing myself. “It’s a shame we had to meet under these circumstances, but I’m sure you’ll be seeing a lot more of me lately.” 
 
   ‘I’m sorry about that.” Prosper apologized. “Nyla can be a tad bit too blunt at times.”
 
   “I’ve been worried sick about you.” Feeling my knees becoming weak, I sat down. “I can’t believe it’s gone.” My eyes wouldn’t allow me to shed anymore tears. Prosper’s attitude was too calm for him to have lost someone close to him. August wasn’t even my blood brother and I was all in my feelings about his death. 
 
   “I swear he’s going to pay for this!” Prosper screamed. He flipped over the glass table, causing pieces of glass to shatter everyone. Nyla came running into the living room to see what was going on. She went into the kitchen, came back with a broom and dustpan and began to clean up the mess. 
 
   “Who?” I sobbed, “Will somebody tell me what is going on around here?” Nyla stopped cleaning and looked up to an angry Prosper.
 
   “You haven’t told her yet?” She emptied the glass into a waste basket. “Cezelia, how well do you know Prosper, or anything about our family?”
 
   “Your family isn’t something he speaks with me about often.”
 
   “You need to go upstairs and pack. If our father finds out you’re the reason for Prosper disobeying his orders, he will kill the both of you! How could you keep her in the dark, when her life as well as yours is on the line?”
 
   “Shut up Nyla!” Prosper roared.
 
   “I’m not! She needs to know what is really going on around here. Now we’ve already lost August behind this bullshit. I bet you don’t even know that Hadiya was in the same hospital earlier. I bet mother failed to mention that Augustine is keeping her hidden because she’s pregnant!”
 
   “No that explains why I saw her going to the maternity ward instead of visiting August.” My voice cracked. I held my head down, and looked to the ground. I couldn’t stand to look at Prosper, knowing that he had been lying to me the entire time. Had Prosper been playing me all along? Why did he feel the need to keep lying to me? I couldn’t take my mind off the questions that I was asking myself. As much as I loved Prosper I couldn’t continue on with this relationship not being able to trust him. He may have been the first man I had been intimate with but I wasn’t weak and gullible. When something didn’t feel right to me, it usually wasn’t. I didn’t need a man to make me feel complete. My life was going just fine before I met him. I had allowed a man to control my mind with sex. I couldn’t be mad at nobody but myself for letting love cloud my better judgement. Come to think of it, I should’ve left him alone after that incident occurred at the movies. Sometimes I hated having a good heart. At times it often put me in messed up situations. It just wasn’t in me to treat someone wrong. People often took my kindness for weakness. I could get hurt a million times and not once would I seek revenge.
 
   “I can’t do this anymore.” I said to Prosper. “When I first met you, you told me you would never put me in any danger. But it seems like all you have been doing is feeding me lies to keep me quiet. I would have respected you more, had you told me everything upfront. Not what you wanted me to know.” 
 
   “Would you have stayed with me had I admitted I was nothing more than a killer at heart, who struggles the urge to shed blood? Since you want the truth here it goes. I’ve been plotting to kill Augustine so that I can be with you. The night I came home covered in blood, I was killing off his workers, one by one.”  Prosper was trying to make it seem like everything he had been doing was to benefit our relationship, but I knew better. He only did those things to save his own ass. If he was so concerned with our relationship, he would've been honest about what he was doing and where he was going at night.
 
   “The way I feel about you would not have changed had you been honest with me. August is dead and my pregnant best friend is missing because of you and your lies! If I had kept such things from you, would you still want to be with me?” I asked, Men were some funny creatures. Had the shoe had been on the other foot, he would've left me and not thought twice about it. I was everything he could have wanted in a woman, plus more. Yet, I wasn't good enough for the truth. I had opened up to this man, and told him my fears. He knew things about me that I wasn't comfortable sharing with anyone else. Prosper had me wishing I’d never given him the most secrete part of my body. He didn't deserve it. 
 
   “I’m sorry, I was doing what I felt in my heart was right. I knew if I came clean, you would only leave me like your about to do now.” Prosper’s apology was not going to cut it this time. “Sorry is not going to bring August back, now is it?” I didn’t give him a chance to answer. I went upstairs and packed an overnight bag. I had to get away and clear my mind before I lost it. Times like this I wished I had never given up my apartment. At least then I had a place to run to when I didn’t want to deal with Prosper. 
 
   I didn’t even bother to look at Prosper on my way out the door. I dragged my bags into the kitchen and said my goodbyes to Nyla, and she insisted that we exchange numbers. We agreed to have lunch together one day before she went back to Maryland. She didn’t have to say so, but I could tell there was more she wanted to talk about. 
 
    
 
   The next morning, I woke up and got dressed before anyone could notice I was here. I crept out of the house quietly, being careful not to wake anybody from out of their sleep. By now, I was sure Grann has seen the news. August’s death was noting being investigated as a homicide, since he had died from his injuries. I gave my car some time to heat up and tried calling Belle again. I must’ve dialed her number at least a thousand times, hoping that she would pick up the phone. I just needed to hear her voice so that I could know she was okay. 
 
   When I drove to her house and saw that her car was no there, I really began to worry. I used the spare key to let myself inside. I looked around the house and everything was still in place from the night before. Belle’s bed was still made. I knew then for a fact that she hadn’t come home. Her bedroom was always junky. Once I got back inside of my car, I sped into the direction of the police station to file a missing person’s report. I tried to erase the memories of the shooting out of my head, but I couldn’t. Whoever was behind this whole ordeal wanted us all dead. I could clearly remember the back window being shot out. The bullet barely missing my head. The driver kept ramming its car into the back of ours while letting out shot after shot. I could still hear the tires screeching after the vehicle we were in, ran off the road and into the woods. 
 
   “I’m here to file a missing person’s report.” I said to the officer. I sat my clutch down on his desk. 
 
   “You look familiar.” He said as he put on his glasses to get a good look at my face.
 
   “I’m sure you haven’t seen me around. I rarely ever get out of the house.” The way he was staring at me, had me feeling quite comfortable. I turned my head to the side to avoid eye contact with him. 
 
   “Aren’t you one of the victims from the shooting that occurred last night?” He asked,
 
   “I’m not sure that I know what you are talking about.” My heart was beating so fast on the inside. When he stood up, I was sure he was about to take me into one of the rooms to be interrogated. 
 
   “Is Cezelia your name?”
 
   “Yes.” I replied.
 
   “Take my card and get in touch with me later. Right now is not a good time for you to be here. I can’t say too much in here, but just trust me.” He placed his card next to my clutch. I made sure nobody was looking before I went ahead and picked it up.  “I’m not here to hurt you. Your putting your life in danger by being here right now.” He nodded his head towards the large glass window behind me, and that’s when I saw both of Prosper’s parents along with a pregnant woman who I was certain was Hadiya. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “There’s a spot up the street where I’m ready to grab something to eat from. Meet me there, in I say about ten minutes. Now get out of here before your noticed.”
 
   I checked my phone once I got in the car. Prosper had been sending me messages since last night. I read the messages, but didn’t reply. I wasn’t ready to talk to him just yet. I still needed time to think things through. I couldn’t deny the love I had for Prosper. He was my first love. I was just confused. I knew love could make you do some crazy things, but I never thought I would be involved in this craziness. 
 
   I was glad the tint on my windows were dark when Augustine and Prosper’s mother walked past my car. I don’t know why, but I pulled out my phone and snapped a picture of the truck they got in. I would send it to Prosper at a later time. I waited until they were out of sight, before I pulled off to go meet up with Detective Gonzalez.  My phone buzzed on the empty seat. My mood brightened up a bit when I saw my mother’s name appear on the screen. It had been a couple of weeks since I last talked to her. We weren’t really on speaking terms, since she didn’t approve of my relationship with Prosper. I missed her call by a few seconds. I was hurt when I went to call her back and she didn’t answer. I sent her a text letting her know that I still loved her despite us not seeing eye to eye at the moment. At least she would know that I wasn’t ignoring her. I parked my car in the back parking lot, and made sure my hair was secured inside of the knit hat I wore before going into the café.
 
   “Nice of you to join me. I have to admit; I didn’t expect to hear from you.” Detective Gonzalez said. I made sure my scarf was wrapped around my neck and face, shielding my appearance from any patrons inside of the Café. I didn’t want to be spotted to the police by anyone. I didn’t have to be from the hood to know that you don’t speak with the authorities. 
 
   “Can we move to the back of the room? This is too in the open for me if you get my drift.”
 
   “No problem.” He gathered his belongings and found a table close to the window, where I still had a good angle of the entire place.” I watched him pull out a large manila folder. He spread out pictures of different women across the table. None of them looked familiar to me, except Belle.
 
   “Do you recognize any of these women on the photos?” he asked,
 
   “Should I? All of them are way older than me.”
 
   “For years I have been working to build a case against Augustine Valentine. We have reason to believe that he’s linked to the disappearances of the women you see. Every female you see here, originated from Africa. They were all victims of human trafficking. At one point, each of them had some kind of ongoing relationship with Mr. Valentine.”
 
   “Okay, so what does that have to do with Belle?”
 
   “It’s no coincidence that his son was killed, and now his girlfriend done fell of the face of the Earth. Now, Miss Uba I’m trained to read people’s body language, and Augustine showed no emotion at all about his son’s murder. The only thing he wants to know is if there are any people of interest. Now you tell me how much sense that makes? I know if it was my son that had been killed, I would’ve been bawling my eyes out for the world to see.” 
 
   “Why is taking him down so important to you?”  For a few seconds he was silent. The look in his eyes read pain. I could tell that it was a pain he had been experiencing for years. 
 
   “This young lady right here was my sister. She was about your age when she got involved with Augustine. She left home one weekend to take a trip with him, and never returned. For years my family searched for her. Every time we thought we had a lead, we came up empty-handed. It was then that I decided to get in on the police force, working my way up the ladder. So you see, for me this is personal, just as well as it should be for you. I’m sure Abagail has some things she hasn’t told you about your family. Her and I happen to be very good friends.”
 
   “Really?” I said, “Can’t say that she’s ever mentioned your name. As of right now I can’t be of much help. I don’t know anything that could possibly help you. But I will certainly give you a call if I come across any information. Have a great day.” I walked out of the café as quickly as possible. Once I made it to my car safely, I removed the scarf and glasses that were on my face. Before I could get my keys in the ignition, my phone started ringing. Prosper was calling yet again. Instead of ignoring it this go around, I went ahead and answered.
 
   “Hey Prosper. I’m kind of in the middle of something. I’ll be by later on so we can talk.”
 
   “Around what time you think you’ll get here?”
 
   “I’m not sure. I want to say no later than eight. Maybe sooner.”
 
   “Alright ma, I’ll be here.” He said hanging up the phone. I put my phone back inside of my clutch, and sighed. It was too much going on at one time. I had never known Grann to keep secrets from the family, or was I the only one out of the loop?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Cezelia, is that you?” I heard Grann say when I walked in the house. I had just come from meeting the detective to discuss filing a missing person’s report on Belle. Everything around me was starting to crumble to pieces. I had a hard time getting through the day without thinking about Belle. What messed me up even more was when the detective said there was a strong possibility that Augustine was keeping Belle captive somewhere. When Detective Gonzalez revealed Augustine’s past, I was afraid I may never see Belle alive again.
 
   “Yea, it’s me Grann.” 
 
   “Don’t go nowhere. There’s something I want to speak to you about.” 
 
   After all of the events that had taken placed since last night, I really just wanted to go upstairs and get some rest. I was drained of all my energy. My body was craving sleep. “Okay, let me go change out of these clothes and I’ll be right back down.”
 
   I closed the bedroom door and logged onto to Facebook to see if Belle had posted anything recently. Of course, nothing had been updated, but when I clicked on her name in the Messenger App, her status came up as active, which was strange. Belle never got on, and not posted anything. I typed a few lines, just to see if I would get some kind of response.
 
   Me: Belle, are you there? Let me know if you’re okay. You got me worried sick over here. 
 
   For a minute I grew excited when I saw a reply being written from the other side. I waited for a few more seconds before seconds before sending another message.
 
   Me: Belle, what you doing girl?
 
 
   It wasn’t long after that before her account had become deactivated. I grabbed my phone with every intention of calling Detective Gonzalez about my new discovery, but I quickly changed my mind. I’d rather wait to make sure my information was solid. He had suffered enough disappointments over the years. I close my laptop and went downstairs to see what Grann wanted to speak with me about.
 
   “Hey Grann, you wanted to speak to me about something?”
 
   “Yes, have a seat.” She ordered
 
   “What’s going on? What mess have you gotten yourself into? Now before you try to make up a story, I’ve already seen the news. That chile’s murder is on every news channel around here. Thank God your name wasn’t mentioned in any of the reports.” I was hurt that Grann would think that I would lie to her. No matter what the topic was, I always told her the complete truth.
 
   “I really don’t know.” I said telling the truth.” I think his father had something to do with it all. I never told you that Prosper was in an arranged marriage. His brother August was killed and now Belle is missing.” I cried 
 
   “Wait! You’ve been laid up with a married man all this time.” Grann yelled not approving of it one bit. She must didn’t hear me say that his marriage was arranged.
 
   “I didn’t mean to yell. I just didn’t think you had it in you. With you always walking around acting like an old prune, I couldn’t picture you messing with another woman’s husband.”
 
   “It’s not like they’re together. Like I said before, it was an arranged marriage that he was placed in by his father.” I explained. I didn’t mean to get sassy, but Grann was making the matter more than it was. 
 
   “I should’ve told you this sooner, then maybe it would have saved you from the trouble you’re in now.” Grann left out of the room and returned with an old photo album. Most of the pictures were black and white news clippings. 
 
   “This right here is your Great-aunt Annalise. She was my oldest sister on my mother’s side. It’s been almost three decades since she went missing. This may come as a surprise to you, but she was Augustine’s first wife. Prosper’s mother worked for this as a housekeeper, but right under her nose Augustine impregnated Prosper’s mother. She disappeared right before Prosper was born. It’s not hard to see that Augustine is the one behind it. Do you recall me telling you to stay far away from Augustine, if things got serious between you and Prosper?”
 
   “Yes, but I didn’t really pay it any attention. That night I was just happy to be finally going on a date.” 
 
   “Which is why I didn’t want to spoil your special night with this. I figured it would reveal itself when the time was appropriate. I’m pretty sure your tired of hearing this, but Augustine is a very dangerous man. Stay away from him. I can’t stress that enough. He doesn’t know who you are, does he?”
 
   “No, I have never met the man personally. I did see him earlier down at the police station.” 
 
   “What were you down there for?” she asked
 
   “To file a missing person’s report on Belle.”  I replied sadly
 
   “Just make you listen well when I say to stay away. I don’t want anything to happen to you, it’s your mother and I’s biggest fear.” 
 
   “I can’t tell how my mother feels about me. We haven’t spoken in weeks.”
 
   “Give her some time. Eventually she’ll come around. You’ll understand her reasons one day when you have children of your own.”
 
   “I know she loves me. I just don’t understand why she hates Prosper so much. She didn’t even get a chance to know him before she started going off about how he was no good. You saw how she reacted when he said his last name.”
 
   “But know you should understand why. She was trying to protect you! A mother will do anything to keep her child from out of harm’s way. Even if it means destroying relationships. She did what she thought was best for you.”
 
   Why was everybody around me trying to make my choices for me? Was I not capable of making my own decisions? I was so blinded by love, I over looked a lot of things. I had almost forgot I told Prosper I would stop by, until he called my phone. I let it ring until it got to the voicemail. Once it stopped buzzing I would send him a message.
 
   “You need to get on home to that boy.” Grann said from out of the kitchen. She literally moved in silence. I never saw her leave the living room.
 
   “How you know what’s going on in here?” I laughed. Grann could sense everything. I didn’t have to be around her, and she would be able to describe my exact emotions. 
 
   “Even a blind man can see that you two share something special. It’s not hard to tell when a man truly cares about a woman. I don’t what you two are mad about, but go on home and make up. True love is rare to find nowadays. If you love somebody, you got to let them know today while they’re alive and living. Tomorrow is never promised.” Grann went back to cleaning up her kitchen. I loved the wisdom she possessed. She shared it with everybody she came in contact with. She was always willing to teach someone things she felt they could benefit from. She was just that kind of a person. 
 
   She hit the nail right on the nose when she said Prosper loved me. Since this was my first time experiencing these type of feeling for the opposite sex, I was still learning what this thing called love was all about. There wasn’t a relationship in history that didn’t face a tough time. I knew I could forgive Prosper for lying to me, but it would take some time before I could fully trust him again. I was too busy trying to play tough to even consider things from his point of view. I had to show him I wasn’t some naïve girl that he could walk over top of and get away with it. From here on out we were playing by my rules. He just didn’t know it yet. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seventeen
 
   Prosper
 
    
 
   The news of August’s death, hit me hard. My soul was crushed and I blamed myself for him getting killed. He would still be alive if I had never gotten him involved. August was my muthafucking rider, and now he was gone. Augustine was going to pay for taking his life, and so was Armadi. I had a feeling he was the one behind all of this. I should’ve just killed him when I had the chance. With the way I was feeling, no one around me was safe, except Cezelia. I was glad she was willing to come over and talk so we can work things out. With August no longer around, my support system was gone. I needed for Cezelia to be able to help me out during this tough time. I wasn’t no weak ass nigga, but this shit was killing me on the inside. I had to light up a spliff to help relieve some of this stress. It was only right that I kept his memory alive by doing his favorite pastime. I thought the weed would’ve mellowed me out, but it only made my mind race with crazy thoughts. I grew madder by the second thinking of August. He didn’t deserve this shit; why couldn’t it have been me instead. Tears of anger fell down my face. August kept to himself, never bothering anyone, unless the trouble was brought to him first. 
 
   “I’ll come back later,” Cezelia said. She stood in the kitchen dressed down in a Pink jogging suit with her hair pulled up into a bun. She looked good in anything she wore. 
 
   “Why you say that?”
 
   “Cause you look like you need some time to yourself, and I understand if you do.” 
 
   “Nah, I’m good. Sit down.” I instructed her. “You want some of this?” She frowned her face up, shaking her head no. “My bad, I forgot you don’t blow. Look I want to apology for everything that’s going on.” The same way I was hurting over August, was the same way she was hurting over Belle. Those two were close and couldn’t go a day without talking to each other, so I know not hearing from her was taking a toll on her as well. 
 
   “I’m the way that owes you an apology. I took my frustrations out on you, jumping to conclusions when I should’ve gave you a chance to explain. Had I known Nyla was your sister I wouldn’t have reacted the way that I did. And then hearing that your wife is pregnant triggered something inside of me. I refuse to share you with another woman.”
 
   “Who ever said anything about you sharing me? Even with Hadiya being pregnant that changes nothing between us. Besides she was so determined to get pregnant I don’t even know if that baby could possibly be mines.  But we’re not about to get into all of that.” Hadiya wouldn’t become relevant to me until she has the baby and a blood test is performed. And even then she still won’t matter. Augustine and my mother had better take care of that baby. Hadiya knew I didn’t want any kids by her. 
 
   “You’re not a woman, so you wouldn’t understand the things that go through our heads.” No matter how many times I told Cezelia she didn’t have to worry about me fucking around with another bitch, the thought always lingered in the back of her head. I would’ve still assumed Hadiya was either in another state or dead if Nyla hadn’t told me she was living with Augustine. 
 
   “I spoke with Grann earlier and she gave me the rundown about the bad blood between my family and yours. All I want to know is if my life is in danger like your sister claimed it was will I have to leave everyone behind and go on the run with you?”
 
   “Unfortunately yes.” She let out a frustrated sigh. I hate that I had caused so much drama in her life in such a short period of time. This was one of those cases where I should have just let her go to live her life, and be happy with someone else but I couldn’t. It was too late to change anything that had already happened. “And we’ll have to change our identities.” I said giving her a heads up. Wasn’t no point in telling her anything other than the truth. Being with me she had better learn to expect the unexpected. It wasn’t like I wanted to just up and leave my hometown but we weren’t safe. I didn’t know what Augustine’s next move was. 
 
   “Will we at least make it to August’s funeral?” I was not going to leave without paying my respects to my brother. It would be the last time I ever got to see him again. I wouldn’t miss that for the world. Augustine would have to shoot me dead in front of a church full of people if he thought he was going to stop me from saying my goodbyes. 
 
   “I really don’t want you to go. Anything is liable to jump off once my father sees me. But I know ya stubborn ass will just find a way to go against me. If it looks like something is about to happen, I want you gone as quick as possible.”
 
   “I hear you.” 
 
   “Cezelia, this is not a fucking game!” I needed her to fully understand that this was not the shit she saw in the movies. It was real fucking life! 
 
    
 
    
 
   ♥♥♥♥♥♥
 
    
 
   A week had passed since August was murdered. Cezelia and I should have been left the area, but she insisted that she see August put to rest. We sat in the last pew of the church, where we wouldn’t be recognized. Once the funeral was over, our new life would begin. My mother cried a heart welching cry when she went up to view his body. Everyone in attendance could feel her pain. August had touched several people’s lives in a many of ways. My mother was doing so much crying she had to be escorted out of the church by an Usher. I wondered how she got Augustine to agree to give him a public ceremony. He was always so secretive; I was surprised he let the public in on anything involving his personal life. As soon as Monica stood over August’s casket, the questions started flying out of Cezelia’s mouth. Monica was not the only one of August’s side chicks but she was the only one bold enough to pull a stunt like she did. She was hollering and hooting all over his body, putting on a show for the spectators in the building. 
 
   “Who is that woman?” She asked stretching her neck to get a good look at her. I wasn’t about to tell her Monica was a chick that August was still smashing while he was with Belle. 
 
   “I don’t know, probably some crazy chick that was obsessed with him. You know August was big on flirting with women.” 
 
   “Hmm,” she replied dropping the entire conversation. I glanced across the opposite side of the church and that’s when I locked eyes with Hadiya. It was the first time I had seen her since our last argument. Even with the extra weight she had put on from her pregnancy she was still attractive. When Hadiya got up and went out the side door leading into the hallway I waited five minutes before going after her.
 
   “I’m going to the bathroom real quick. Be ready to go when I come back out.” I said to Cezelia. She wasn’t paying me any mind. Her attention was still stuck on Monica. She was still doing the most. 
 
   “okay.” She replied never turning to look my way. I left out the door undetected and went around back to the side door. Hadiya was nowhere in sight. I walked up and down the hallway, and then I heard a door open up. 
 
   “Hurry up.” she whispered I gently closed the door behind me. 
 
   “Start talking.” I said to her. 
 
   “You shouldn’t be here. Augustine is serious about killing you. I can’t believe he killed August.” She sobbed August’s death came as a surprise to everyone. I let her have her moment to mourn and then I started grilling her. I wasn’t about to give her any sympathy when she was the reason for all of this.
 
   “Tell me everything you know or I swear I’ll kill you in this office. They’ll be having two funerals instead of one.” 
 
   “You know Prosper, I called you in here to save your life. But now I no longer care what happens to you. It’s not like you ever cared about me or my feelings. So why should I care about whether or not you live? With or without you, the child that I’m carrying in my stomach is set for life! As each day goes by I’m getting the freedom that I’ve longed for.”
 
   SMACK!
 
   “This is for all of the times you disrespected me and I put up with it. You may have thought of me as weak, but over the last few months I’ve found the strength I need to finally take control over my life. Now I highly suggest that you get rid of the bitch you came here with. Her or any other female will not deprive my child of having a father and the family that I’m supposed to have. ”
 
   SMACK!
 
    
 
   “That slap was for thinking my freedom was a joke. I suffered a lot under the hands of your family, but no more will I tolerate being treated any kind of way. Even if that means killing the father of my child to live the life that I should’ve had a long time ago.” 
 
   She whipped out a blade she had tucked between her breast and charged my way. She didn’t even get a chance to penetrate my skin. I beat her ass like she was a fucking man. I had told her one too many times about putting her hands on me. What’s good for the goose is good for the gander. These simple minded bitches always had to learn the hard way when it came to them staying in their lane. I blacked out as I continuously punched and kicked her in the stomach. I didn’t feel an ounce of remorse in me, when she stopped breathing. I was actually relieved. Hadiya was one less problem I had to deal with. There were only two people left on my list, Augustine and Armadi. 
 
   I couldn’t go back inside of the church with my shirt covered in blood. I texted Cezelia and told her to meet me at the car immediately. We had to get the fuck out of here, before they discovered Hadiya’s lifeless body. For a minute I thought about going back and killing Augustine in broad daylight, but I would’ve gotten no satisfaction from it. I wanted him to die a slow and painful death. I wouldn’t even have to put my hands on him or use a gun. August had given me the chemical he had mixed together, weeks before he passed. I was just waiting on the perfect opportunity to have it placed in his possession. When one of Augustine’s ‘loyal’ workers contacted me, putting me up on game. It became even easier to take him out. Augustine had been drinking his death every morning when he drank he daily glass of orange juice. He thought his health was declining due to old age, not knowing that sweet poison was speeding up the process. 
 
   I was growing impatient waiting for Cezelia to come out of the church. I pulled in the middle of the road when I saw her come out. She barely had both feet in the car, before I sped off.
 
   “What did you do Prosper?”  I sped in and out of traffic, racing to get back to the hotel and to grab our bags. Cezelia could answer her own question, she knew what I did by now. 
 
   “Unless you want to be a victim, I advise you to shut the fuck up! Right now is not the time to be asking dumb ass questions. When we get to this hotel, we’re going to get our bags and get the fuck out of the country until things die down. Shit is about to get real around here. I ain’t trying to hurt ya feelings, but right now there’s a lot on my mind.” I had to tell Cezelia anything to stop with all the questions she had all the time. 
 
   No doubt I loved her ass, but she was going to have to learn how to fall back some time. Once this shit was over I was going to make up for everything. I know I had turned her world upside down with all of the chaos we had been dealing with. My job as her man was to keep her happy and away from any type of drama, but it was like I was steady dragging her down. I was supposed to be making her bad days good and her good days even better. I was fucking all the way up.
 
   I placed my hand on her thigh to try and calm the tension down. Cezelia had too good of a heart for me to be talking to her any kind of way. “Ride this shit out with me. I swear I’m a make everything you went through worth it.” Cezelia didn’t respond, instead she placed her hand on top of mines and smiled. It wasn’t every day that you came across a female who didn’t ask for anything besides keeping her showered with happiness. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eighteen
 
   Belle
 
    
 
   I know by now my friends and family probably assume that I’m dead, but I’m far from it. That night Antonio was the one to take me from the truck. He had never left the restaurant and ended up following us out of the parking lot. Right now I had him thinking that we were getting back together. I was only entertaining the idea to protect the child that I was carrying. No matter what it took, I was going to return home to August where we could start our family. The scars on my face were finally starting to heal from the car crashing. I hadn’t been out of the house since he had brought me up here. We were in New York, where all of his family resided.
 
   I knew I was starting to gain Antonio’s trust when he started leaving me in the house alone. Any piece of change I found lingering around the house I hid inside of the loose floor panel. As soon as I got enough money to buy a bus ticket, I was out of here. It wouldn’t be an easy move to make with his sister always popping up at his house whenever she felt like it. It was probably her now, knocking on the door. 
 
   “Hey Lisa,” I said faking a smile when I answered the door. I couldn’t stand her ass! Jason had her spoiled. She felt like the world revolved around her and that everybody was supposed to bow down to her when she entered a room. Well I didn’t kiss ass. 
 
   “Where’s my brother?” she rudely replied. I wanted to drag her by that weave she had in her hair. She was a pretty girl, but her personality was ugly. 
 
   “He’s not here.” I walked in the kitchen to fix something to eat. It was easy to hide the pregnancy with my stomach still being flat as a board, but I couldn’t eat comfortably with Lisa steady staring me in my face.
 
   
“You’re up to something. I don’t know what it is, but when I find out I’m going to make sure my brother sends you back where he found you.” Little did she know, she would be doing me a favor by getting Antonio to let me go. It wasn’t like I wanted to be here anyway.  “He done moved you up in this house, and you do nothing but lay around all day long.”
 
   “If your brother doesn’t have a problem with me doing nothing, then why are you so concerned with what I’m doing?” I was growing tired of this little girl acting like she scared somebody. She had better find a seat before I sat her down myself. People never knew how to leave other people alone, until they went the hell off and then they wanted to label you as crazy. If me acting crazy was going to get her to leave me the hell alone, then I was going to put my all in it. I grabbed the knife that I used to slice the sandwich I was eating and pointed it directly in her face. The point of the knife touched the tip of her nose and I laughed a wicked laugh.
 
   “You have no idea what I’ve been through over the last few weeks. I have nothing to lose. I’m up her all alone without any family, so if you think by telling your brother some lies that it’s going to get me back home, then please do it. I don’t fuck with you when you come over here, but yet you seem to always find a reason to start with me. What’s the problem Lisa.? Why you really mad?” 
 
   “Since you’ve come back into the picture all of the attention is now on you. You’ve broken the close bond we have. All he talks about now is Belle this and Belle that, I just want my brother back.” Lisa was giving me a damn headache. All of the trouble she was causing just to have her brother back to herself was uncalled for. I mean really it wasn’t even that serious.
 
   “I have a plan that just might work, but I need to know if you’re willing to help me?”
 
   “What do I need to do?”
 
   “Sit down and we’ll talk.” 
 
   “I’m not talking to you while you’re pointing that knife in my face.” I took the knife down, but I didn’t remove it from out of my hands. I sat down at the island that was in the middle of the kitchen floor. I placed the knife down next to me, keeping it in arm’s reach never taking my eyes off of her.
 
   “I need you to help me get a bus ticket down south.” I said flatly. 
 
   “That’s it?”
 
   “Yeah. Do that and I’m out of ya hair for good.”
 
   “That ain’t nothing. I thought you were going to say some off the wall shit. Find out how much it costs and I’ll give you the money. You’re on your own with everything else.”
 
   “Say anything about this to Antonio and I’ll deny every bit of it and make you look like you were jealous of me. Oh, and I need you to get me a disposable phone. Nothing fancy.” I said to her. I had to let somebody know I was still alive. August probably losing his mind now, wondering where I’m at. 
 
   “I’ll be back with the phone later. Just make sure you keep it some place Antonio can’t find it. I don’t want him coming at me if he stumbles upon it when I’m the only one who really comes over her.”
 
   “Do what I’ve asked and you have nothing to worry about.”  I showed Lisa to the front door. I didn’t trust her, the same way I didn’t trust her brother, but I was going to use her ass. All I know she better not be on no dumb shit, contrary to what many people believed, I had a little bit of hood inside of me!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nineteen
 
   Cezelia
 
    
 
   “Your new name is Ivy Richards, make sure you memorize it permanently. Cezelia is now a person of your past. Forget she ever existed, okay?”
 
   I nodded my head, blinking my eyes to hold back the tears. My life had changed drastically over the last couple of months. Prosper was the only person I had left in my life. Everybody that I thought loved me showed me otherwise. They turned their backs against me when I needed them the most.
 
   There had still been no word from Belle since the night everything went down. Deep in my heart I believed she was still alive. I just had this feeling that she was out there alone and afraid. That night, I didn’t think any of us would make it out alive. I stayed in the hospital with August until he took his last breath. It was the first time in my life I had experienced death so close to me. 
 
   I gazed my eyes upon the picture on my passport. My identity was ready to change forever. My once long hair had been replaced with a short blonde bob. The woman on the picture was not me. Well in a physical sense it was, but mentally I was someplace else. The brightness that I normally had in my eyes was now dark and gloomy. This wasn’t the life I had planned for myself. I missed my family, and most of all I missed my freedom. Being on the run was not something I could get accustomed to. The only time we traveled was at night, when we couldn’t be seen.  Augustine wanted the both of us; dead or alive. He made that known when he sent the threating messages to Prosper’s phone.
 
   In less than ten minutes we would be boarding one of Proper’s private jets. The Grand Cayman Islands would be the new place we called home. I couldn’t lie I was nervous about starting a new life in a country, I knew nothing about. I would have to adapt to a new environment without anybody around me, besides Prosper. 
 
   Prosper had made me promise not to tell anyone where we were relocating, but it was a promise I couldn’t keep. While he was sleeping earlier, I snuck on the phone and called Grann. That was one person I couldn’t leave without saying goodbye to. I gave her the address that was on my passport and told her where I would be. I couldn’t have her worrying about me all the time. Plus, if something was to happen to me, I needed for her to know that either Augustine or Prosper was behind it. I loved Prosper, but right now I didn’t trust him. To be honest I didn’t even trust myself.
 
   “What you over here thinking about?” Prosper placed a glass of wine in my hand. He must could sense my nervousness. My lips trembled as I put the glass up to my mouth and pretended to take a sip. I wasn’t playing when I said I didn’t trust him. 
 
   “Just thinking about how excited I am to start this new journey with you.” I lied, 
 
   “Fasten your seatbelt, we’re getting ready to take off.” I leaned back on the headrest and closed my eyes. I wanted to get a nap in, but I was afraid I would never open them back up again.
 
   “Wouldn’t it be nice to start our own family while we’re here?”
 
   I coughed like there was something stuck in my throat. Having a baby by Prosper would not be happening anytime soon. In the beginning of our relationship I had my OBGYN insert the birth control Nexplanon inside my arm. It was supposed to protect me from getting pregnant for up to three years. I refused to get caught up by having a baby by a man I barely knew.
 
   “Practice makes perfect doesn’t it? Nothing wrong with trying until we get it right.” On the inside I had to laugh at my own joke. I knew it would never happen.
 
   “Are you sure you’re ready to embark on this journey? Once the pilot takes off there’s no looking back.”
 
   “I’m ready,” I assured him.
 
    
 
   I don’t even remember falling asleep. When I opened my eyes the jet was preparing for landing. The lack of sleep I’d gotten over the past few days was taking a toll on me. My body felt right sluggish. As soon as we got settled in, sleep was the first thing on my list.
 
   I stepped off the jet and admired the clear blue water. The entire atmosphere reminded me of the dream I had a few months back. I was unsure of what the Island had instore for me, but I was ready to tackle it head on. Little did I know, I would be facing obstacles that would be meant to break me into a million pieces. 
 
    
 
         To Be Continued…….
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
DAVID WEAVER prESENTS

-~

BRIDGETTE I'ESHA





