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CHAPTER ONE
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In the year 1921, Victor Von Frankenstein III was a man of means. He was unlike his ancestors, and he was well aware of the family history and chose money over living up to it. When he took over the famous castle, he remodeled it. Cost a bit. It was a ruin that he restored and took pride in. He didn’t care that the locals didn’t care for him. But it wore off in time as they waited for something of horror to come out of it, never came to light.  This Frankenstein was only interested in parties and having a good time. That was until, while visiting an English pub, he met a Nubian bar maid that caught his eye. But the romance ended as she became ill. For four nights, he looked for her, and she was not there. After a time, he sent someone to look for her. He finally got word where she was, and he went to see her.

He found her in a rooming house in squalor; cancer had taken her. She was thin; her body was a reflection of what she once was. In the basket next to her bed lay a child. A son. Crying. He ran to her and professed his love for her. She spoke to him.

“I will not be long here on this earth; if you love me as you say you do, then love this child. He is your son.” He looked at her. The man that wanted nothing, cared for nothing, cared for her and his son.

He was with her when she passed away. He paid the money that she owed for her room. He took his son and introduced him to the family. He gave him his name, Victor Frankenstein IV. His family accepted him. Victor was afforded every scholastic opportunity his father could afford. At the age of thirty, he had obtained his Master’s degree in English and taught at a local college in Germany. He went to the United States and was commissioned as a private school teacher in Cambridge. The first Black English teacher. 

That is where he met and married Laylah Valentine. He left Cambridge and accepted a position at USC. So, they packed up and moved to Los Angeles, California. He bought a large house in the Pacific Palisades. It was in the summer of the year of 1951. Ten years later, on May 16th, 1961, Victoria Elizabeth Frankenstein I was born.  She was the first in a long line of male children of the Frankenstein line to be born a girl. And as a child, Victoria was a child to be reckoned with. By the time Victoria was six months old, she was walking. By the time she was four, she was reading at a first-grade level. By the time she was ten, she was tested and found to be gifted. She graduated from High school at the age of thirteen. She taught herself to speak German, Spanish, Italian, Japanese, Mandarin Chinese, and French. She was accepted to the college where her father taught. She started on a degree in Biology that led to Physics, then she studied nuclear Medicine, being the first black bio physicist at the age of nineteen. By twenty-two, she was mastered in the ten forms of Biology and wrote a thesis on the study of chemical biology. In short, she had inherited her three times great-grandfather's genes and was a genius. And with all that intelligence, it couldn’t prepare her for what was to come. Victoria was alone most of the time. With nothing but her classes and her computer to befriend her. She was studying late in the University library.

“Hey, do you know where the restroom is? I am new here.”

Victoria didn’t look up and raised her arm to point to where the restroom was located.

“Thank you. Can I put my books here?”

Victoria tapped the table with her index finger. The girl put her books down, running off to use the bathroom. When she returned, Victoria was gone.

“How about that!” the girl said. She picked up her belongings and walked out of the library. As she left the building, she saw the girl that she was speaking to sitting in the grass with her laptop. She walked over to her.

“Hey, that was rude!” she stood there, and Victoria didn’t even acknowledge her. She was engrossed in her studies. 

“Do you hear me?

“Jesus could hear you.”

“Well, she speaks.”

“Is there another restroom you need directions to?”

“No, but you might need some directions on how to not be a bitch!” the girl walked off.

Victoria watched her as she stormed off. Her cell phone went off.

“Hello?”

“Yes, sir. On my way.”

Victoria hurried to pack up her things. It was a call from her father. Her mother was dying of cancer. She ran over to where her motorcycle was parked and rode over to the hospital. When she got to the floor where her mother was, her father was standing out in the hallway near her mother’s room, talking with the doctor. She stood by quietly, waiting on her father to finish talking with him. When the doctor left, he turned to her and hugged her. “Your mother wants to talk to you.”

He sat down in the chair in the hallway. Victoria looked at him. Then setting her helmet down next to him. She walked into her mother’s private room.

“Hello Vic!” she looked too frail.

“Hello, mother.” She leaned over and kissed her.

“Sit down, my love; I have something that I want to tell you.” Victoria did as she was asked.

“Baby, you know you, and I are always honest with each other. I have never held back from telling you anything. I need you to listen to me.”

“Mom, what is it?”

“I have been offered the choice of another round of chemo, and I have decided that I am not going to do it.” It was as if the breath was knocked out of her.

“I can’t do it anymore, baby. I have thought long and hard about this. I just can’t put my body through it again.”  Victoria looked into her mother’s eyes. She could see that she was ready to leave.

“What do you want to do, mother?”

“I am going to come home. I will have a hospice nurse come and stay with us. Your father is going to convert the downstairs den for me as we speak. I want to go home, Victoria. I want to go home.” Victoria reached over and laid her head on her mother’s breast.  She wanted to hear her heartbeat. “I understand.”

For the next six months, while her mother and father suffered through her mother’s illness, Victoria immersed herself in Stem cell research, with an emphasis on tissue rejuvenation. When her science teacher realized her studies, he gave her permission to use the lab after hours. This was the only way Victoria could keep herself together. The loss of her mother was a thought that was unbearable. In her heart, she felt that with all of her knowledge, she should be able to find a cure for her mother’s illness. Day in and day out, she worked. Seldom eating, trying to get ahead of her mother’s cancer.

“Hey, come with me to the science building. Dr. Lemure left notes for me to study for next month’s test.”

“Wow, how in the hell did you get him to help you out?”

“He is not as mean as you think; you just have to ask.”

Victoria’s eyes were glued to the microscope. She had introduced samples of stem cells from a rabbit to cancer cells of another and was waiting to see the response. Then she put in a serum that she produced and entered it into the petri dish and waited. She sat motionlessly. After five minutes, there was no response. She lost it.

“FUCK IT! FUCK IT!” She pushed the table that was next to her to the floor; she put her hands to her sides and screamed.

Tayo, a friend of Tin Tin, who was with her in the hallway was approaching the lab to get the notes when standing together, witnessed her outburst. They looked at each other. Tayo walked in and looked at her. Victoria, crying, slid down to the floor.

“Hey, what’s going on?”

“I am running out of time! Do you understand? I am running out of time!” Tayo sat down next to her as Tin 

Tin was picking up her papers.

“Why do you feel you are running out of time.”

“My mother, she is dying of cancer. I changed my program to study the effects of stem cells on cancer cells. And I have been working hard and nothing! Nothing!”  She put her hands to cover her face.

“How long have you been here?” Victoria didn’t respond

“Honey, I think you need to get out of this lab!” Tin Tin stated

Victoria looked at her. “Yes, that’s right. I am the bathroom girl. Come on.”

She helped her up from the floor. Tin Tin went to the desk on the far side of the room and grabbed the envelope that was meant for Tayo. “Come with us; you will feel a lot better.” Victoria was not going to argue. Ten minutes later, they were sitting at O'Doul's, a small tavern located in downtown Los Angeles.  Tin Tin was coming over with beer mugs. He sat them down in front of everyone. Victoria stared at hers. They looked at each other. Tin Tin spoke to her. “You have to drink it to feel the effect.”

“My name is Tayo Harris. This is my friend Tin Tin, his real name is.”

“Timothy Gabriel,” he interrupted her, “Tayo and I grew up together. We are best friends.”

“I’m Victoria. Victoria Frankenstein.” She picked up her beer mug and drank.

“Wait, are you related to the English professor?”

“Yes. He’s my father.”

“And your mother is ill?” Tayo looked at her. Victoria shook her head yes.

“Wow, so you are the brainiac.” Tayo looked at Tin Tin. Victoria was looking at the beer mug.

“Who?”

“This little lady graduated from high school when she was just thirteen. She speaks several languages and has several degrees.”

“I see. I heard about you; I didn’t know that was you.”

Victoria picked up her beer and drank it down.

“You want another one?”

“No, I need to get back to the lab.”

“Okay, but just sit and breathe for a while; the lab animals and test tubes will still be there.”

Victoria knew that she was right.” 

“What good is all of this,” she moved her hand over her forehead, “If I can’t find a cure.”

Victoria was stressed. “Hey, hey! I get you are driven. But you got to know that you are attempting to do something that every doctor in the world has been trying to do for years! You are not alone. Have you thought about collaborating with some of them to see how far they have gotten?”

“No...I guess I haven’t.” her phone went off. She pulled it out and looked at it. “It’s my dad; I gotta go.”

“Come on, I will drive you back to the University.” They left the bar so Tayo could drive her to her car.

Victor was in the room with Laylah. The cancer is spreading aggressively. She has lived longer than their doctor told her that she would. She could barely breathe. “Victor, take care of our daughter. She is going to need you. You two need to repair the rip that is between the both of you. She is not going to come to you; you need to go to her. You need to let her talk to you, and you need to listen to her, Victor. You need to give her time to express how she feels.” She grabbed his arm. “Are you listening to me?”

“Yes, beloved, I hear you. You know I love her.”

“I know you are very proud of her, but you need to let her know that it’s more than just grades. You are a good father and a good husband. You are a beautiful man. We have prepared her scholastically, but we failed to prepare her for life.” She started coughing. He pulled her up in his arms. He held her close. “I love you, Laylah... I will always love you.”

She took a deep breath; she was wheezing. With tears in her eyes, she spoke to him. “You...were my best life.” She was gone. Victoria ran into the room, but she was too late.
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CHAPTER TWO
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The funeral was hard to take for her father. Victor’s heart was broken. He watched as his daughter took a rose and sprinkled the dirt on the coffin. The service turned out the whole faculty and any student that was in his class. They were there to support him. There is no one left in the Frankenstein line. Victoria and Victor are the last survivors of that line. If Victor had all the love in the world surrounding him, Victor would only want her. He stood there as they lowered her body to the ground. Everyone was leaving after that. They touched his shoulder, and they shook his hand, but Victoria couldn’t take her eyes away. In the sadness of her mind, all she could hear was her mother’s laughter when she was a child at play with her, she saw her face when she washed away her tears after a bad dream. When the kids at school so jealous of her genius, bullied her, she remembered her mother's words of encouragement. She lifted her hand to her face to remember the touch of her lips against her cheek, and she closed her eyes, and she remembered how she smelled. All of these are memories that will stay with her forever, like the voice she used to hear sing to her when she was a baby. 

“Baby, it’s time to go home.”

“Dad, I will see you at the house.” He kissed her forehead. “You know that you are the greatest love we created. You were her joy and mine too.”

She looked up at him. “I know that I have never told you, I know that I could’ve shown it more, but you are my jewel. I never understood your genius, but I know that you inherited it from your great grandfather. You are the first in a long line of Frankenstein’s to have this gift.” He tilted her chin up to him. “I know that it’s just you and me... and it’s okay. When you need me. I will be there for you.”

He kissed her again. “I’ll see you at the house.” He walked away from her to wait for her at home.

She stood there. Watching as the men started to put the dirt over her coffin. She sat down in one of 

the chairs. As the shovel put the dirt over her mother, it felt like a loud pounding of a drum. A giant drum pounding on her heart. She put her hand to her chest. She wanted to scream. She wanted to jump on top of that coffin, pull the lid up and look at her one more time. She leaned over and put her hand over her face. She couldn’t breathe. Then she felt it. A hand around her shoulder. 

“We are here, Victoria. We are right here, honey.” Tin Tin’s voice was telling her. He pulled her close to him. 

“OH, GOD! I FAILED HER! I FAILED HER!" Tayo sat close to her. 

“You didn’t fail her. You tried everything you could. There just wasn’t enough time and information. You are a genius; you didn’t fail her. You tried to do it as quickly as you could to find a cure. Like everyone else that tries to find a cure, and when they come, they never happen overnight. You have a jump on everyone. You are a genius, you are twenty-two years old, and others had to wait years to graduate to just get to the point where you are. You have years on them. They are not waiting for the time to pass to give them the knowledge that you have to obtain in just a few short years. Now that you have the knowledge, all you have to do is work with it. Use it. You will make a difference. You can make a difference; you just can’t give up. There are others out there. Children are dying every day from this horrible disease. This disease is a branch on a tree, with so many different types affecting so many ways.  The one thing that unites us, the one thing that no matter where you come from. No matter what language you speak, the one thing that all of us in the world have in common is that we either know someone who has had cancer, who has died from cancer, or someone who is having it themselves. And they are looking towards scientists like you to solve it. And it takes time, not minutes, not seconds but time. And I don’t know a lot about you, but I know one thing about you, Victoria, you are a fighter. I know that you are not going to let this go in spite of the pain and the loss of your mother. You are not going to take this. I know that you will fight to find a cure. You didn’t fail her. You are not guilty of failure; you are guilty of not having enough time and the resources to make that difference now. But I know you will.” Tayo took her hand. Victoria looked at her. 

“And you better get ready because we are going to be there to marvel at the brilliance that it is going to bring.” 

“A gay man and a lesbian woman... I bet you never thought you would have friends like us.”

Victoria looked at Tin Tin, “Friends.”

Victor walked around his house. Room to room. He walked into the kitchen. What he saw and what he heard were echoes of the laughter of his wife and daughter making cookies. When he walked outside, he saw his daughter learning how to swim for the first time being taught by Laylah. On the wall by the staircase were pictures of every award his daughter ever won. His marriage certificate, Victoria’s birth certificate. He walked into the den where his wife passed. Her hospital bed was to be picked up on Monday. He sat down on the empty bed. He looked at the pillow that held her head. Overwhelmed, he wept. He had so many memories of his wife. Her body, the first time he caressed it. The smell of her hair, even the way she snored at night, and the fights they had about whether or not she did snore. He went upstairs to the master bedroom and sat on the bed. He moved his hand over the comforter. He made love to her in this bed. His daughter was conceived in this bed. He could see her body. He laid down on her side of the bed. Her perfume he could still smell. He cried out her name in anguish. He fell to the floor on his knees and rocked back and forth. In his pain, he spoke to his wife. 

“How am I to go on without you? How are we supposed to live without you? How can I? You are all over this house, Laylah! I can still smell you. I can’t bring someone else here. I can’t live in this house without you. And if I sell this house and go elsewhere, you are not going to be there. Here are my memories. Here is where we built our life. This is where it all started for us. Here is where it began.” Victor was in pain, pain that he couldn’t see his way clear from. He heard her laughter, his name being called. He felt his life spiraling out from under him. 

“This wasn’t how this was supposed to be.” He cried deep tears. His body shook hard. He had nothing else to give. 

“Laylah!” he screamed out her name.

They were standing near Victoria’s car. “I know you have to go home. If you would like some company, give me your phone.” Victoria gave her the cell phone. Tayo put her number and Tin Tin’s number in her contacts.

“Why don’t you guys follow me to the house? I could use your friendship, and I think my dad might rest easy if he knew that I wasn’t too shook up.”

“Sure. Lead the way.”

They got into their cars. Tin Tin was riding with Tayo.  “Are you worried about her?” Tin Tin asked

“I think she must think that she is the loneliest person in the world.”

“Then we have to convince her that she isn’t.”

“I hope we can. She really is a good person; she just needed to know that she could have friends.”

“Yeah, I get that.”

They followed her to the Palisades. The front gate opened, and they drove through.

“Damn! I have never been in a place like this!”

“Look, Tin, don’t act silly. Don’t make a big fuss. For Victoria to be who she is, you had to have known that a lot of money was in her life.”

“Yea, but I didn’t think she had this much.”

“Tin!”

“Okay, Suga, you don’t have to worry. I will behave, but I promise you, if a butler or a maid jumps up, you are going to have problems.”

They got out of the car. Walking over to Victoria, they stood in front of the door. “Okay, I know what you must be thinking, so I am going to tell you, you are about to be surprised.” 

She unlocked the door and stood aside so they could come in. Tayo's eyes were about to fall out. “This house is beautiful, Vic!” she smiled a little. “Gurl, are you like rich?” Tin Tin asked.

“Follow me,” Victoria told them. She brought them into the living room. The large fireplace with the large oil painting of her mother above it.

They all stood in front of it. “Sit down,” Victoria asked. They both sat down on the sofa. Victoria sat across from them.

“I need to tell you something.” They listened to her tell her story about her family tree. When Victoria was done, she sat there looking at the floor. “So, wait, you are the great-great-great-granddaughter of Victor Von Frankenstein?”

“Yes.” She spoke.

“Well, that explains a lot,” Tayo said to her.

“You got your genius legal!”

“So, you are not rich; you are wealthy!” Tin Tin teased. “Hey, now that we are buds and all, I need help with my tuition!” Tayo poked him in his arm. “Okay. But you can adopt me. I come very cheaply!”

“How is that?” Victoria asked him. “Well, you will never, and I do mean never, have to worry about me coming home and telling you that I got some girl knocked up. And I am already potty trained, and I can bathe and feed myself. You will not have to kid-proof the house, and I can swim. And I can talk, and you can understand me.” Victoria tried not to laugh, but Tin Tin was making it impossible. She put her hand over her mouth and laughed.

“Is your father okay?” Tayo asked.

“I’ll go and check on him. He usually comes downstairs when he hears voices. Help yourself to the bar. I’ll go check on my father.” Tayo got up to walk over to the bar with Tin Tin right behind her. Victoria ran up the 

staircase and down the long hallway to her parents' suite. The door was closed. So, she knocked on it. She waited, but he didn’t ask her to come in. She stood outside the door and then decided to go downstairs and join her friends. It felt good to think that she had them.

They sat around telling stories about themselves until two in the morning. It was Tayo that finally noticed the time.

“Well, I know I got class later this morning. I think we should go. You ready, Tin Tin?”

“Yes, I guess so.”

“Well, the both of you are welcomed here whenever I am here. Come by after school and meet my father.”

“Great.” She walked them out to the front carport and waved at them as they left. Going into the house, she rinsed out the glasses and put them on the bar. She set the alarm, turned off the lights, and went upstairs to her room. The house was so quiet, and for the first time all day, she didn’t feel that bad. She missed her mother, and Tayo and Tin Tin helped her. But she knew her pain was not going away too easy. She undressed. Victoria was a tall woman. She stood six foot three in height, her father stood six foot seven, and all the men in the family were tall. Her mother stood five feet eleven inches.  Victoria’s hair was long, thick, and cold black thick curly hair that she wore in braids that went past her waist. She had sea-blue eyes, a gift from her father; they were deep, and to look into them, was soul-baring. Her eyebrows were thin. With dimples in her cheeks and thick curly eyelashes, Victoria’s face would allow you to get lost in it. She had an hourglass figure that would stop traffic wherever she went. 

Whenever she walked into a room, it would get quiet. Men and women would stop talking and look at her, watching her tall frame glide across a room as if she was hoovering on a cloud. She has been smiled upon by many, and she was not naïve either. She was a proud Frankenstein, she felt that she commanded that attention, but she was humble. She was never interested in boys or men. She didn’t have time for that. Victoria pulled her braids into a ponytail, braiding them all down and putting a rubber band around the bottom to keep them in place while she slept. She put on her pajamas. She put her cell phone on the charger when it went off. She looked at it was a text message from them. “I know you are tired. Just wanted you to know we made it home and that despite the cause of us being together, it was nice. See you in the lab tomorrow. "She turned her phone off and laid down. Pulling her pillow close to her, she cried softly to herself until she went to sleep.
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He walked into her room and flounced down on the bed next to Tayo. Waking her up.

“If you are going to go to class, you better get up. I got coffee and cereal waiting for you in the kitchen.” She turned over. “What do you think about Vic?”

“I like her. She seems nice.”

“Yes, she does. I hope she gets through all of this.”

“Me too!”

“Let’s have breakfast, and then I will call her. I just want to make sure she is okay.”

“Sure.” Tin Tin moved off the bed and went into the kitchen. Tayo sat up on the edge of the bed and looked out at the sunshine that was coming up. She stretched her body out, smiling, and got up to get ready for school.

Her alarm on her cell phone went off. Victoria got up and got herself ready. That was when she noticed it. There were no smells of breakfast coming from the kitchen. She didn’t really expect him to be open to the morning routine so soon after her mother’s passing. After getting dressed, she picked up her books and went downstairs to start breakfast for her father. Within a half-hour, she made toast and eggs with sausage and cheese. She poured coffee into his favorite cup. She put the food on a tray. She took a banana, put it on the tray, and went to take it upstairs to him. She knocked on the door softly. 

"Dad?” she waited, “Dad, are you up?” there was no answer. She opened the door.

Tayo and Tin Tin were sitting at the table eating breakfast. When the news came on.

“We are standing in front of the home of Victor Frankenstein, who was found dead this morning from an apparent suicide. His daughter Victoria found him in his bathtub. We haven’t heard anything other than he must have been dead since sometime yesterday, the same day that he had just buried his wife Laylah, who had died of cancer. We have been waiting for his daughter to come out of the house. We wanted to make sure that she was well, but she was not answering the door. Scholastic society and USC have lost a champion. Professor Frankenstein is the heir to the Frankenstein fortune. He is the direct descendant of Victor Von Frankenstein. We are generally concerned over his daughter Victoria. Victoria graduated from high school at the age of thirteen and has several master’s degrees and Bachelor's degrees.”

Tayo was out the door with Tin Tin with her. They got in the car, and Tayo drove like a maniac. “Easy homie, we will get to her.” She took a short curt to get to the house. When they got there, there were so many reporters in front of the gate she couldn’t drive to it. Frustrated, Toya honked her horn. 

“MOVE THE FUCK AWAY FROM THE DAMN FUCKING GATE...GET THE FUCK AWAY, OR I WILL RUN YOU BITCHES OVER!” She gunned her engine and moved the car forward. As she got closer to the gate, it opened. Tayo drove through. As she got out of the car. Victoria ran to her crying. Tin Tin put his arms around them both. All three were standing there together, crying as they walked into the house. “He killed himself, he killed himself. Oh God, he killed himself!” Victoria fell to the floor, taking Tin Tin, who was holding her, with him.

“I’m so sorry, Vic... I am so sorry!”

Victoria, out of stress and grief, passed out. Tayo got up and looked around the house. She walked along the long hallway, past the den. The hospital bed was still there. She closed the door, walking past it she came to another room, she ran back towards the front “Tin! Bring her here!” Tin got up and carried Victoria to follow Tayo to the other room. “This must be the guest room.”

“No, this is the maid’s room.” She walked over to the other door, and it led to the kitchen. She opened to show Tin Tin. 

“Oh, I see.” 

“I don’t want her to go and wake up down the hall from her father’s room. The police tape is still across it.” She pulled out her phone to look at the time. She walked into the kitchen and looked around. Next to the pantry, there was a to-do list on the side of the door. There was only one phone number listed on it. she looked at the number and got her phone out. 

“Hello. Yes, this is Tayo. I am a close friend of Victoria, have you heard the news about her father? Good, can you come over and clean up her father’s room. Victoria has passed out, and we have her in your room resting. There are a lot of reporters around. Yes, we are going to stay with her; it’s just myself and Tin Tin... okay, thank you so much.” Within an hour, there was honking. Tayo walked outside to the gate. There was a minivan, and the lady waved at her. The reporters were asking and shouting questions. 

“What the fuck is wrong with you people! Hasn’t any one of you ever lost someone precious in your lives... have you whoremongering drama queens forgotten what the fuck that feels like? Are you so numb to someone else’s pain that you only care about your fucking paychecks! Fuck! We just buried her mother yesterday, her father is gone today, for the first time in her life, she is alone! Don’t you fuckers give a damn about what she is going through! Get the fuck out the way and let the van through! Matter of fact, GO THE FUCK HOME! If she has anything to say, you will know. But for now, respect her right to privacy. For God’s sake, leave her alone. She is never going to come out to you, and if you don’t leave, she will have you all arrested for trespassing. FOR THE LOVE OF GOD, GO HOME!”

Tayo was crying. She unlocked the gate as the reporters moved out of the way and let the van come through. After locking the gate, the woman in the van came out and introduced herself. 

“I am Merlin. I am the housekeeper. The Frankenstein’s were very kind to me and my family. I will come in and clean up. When she is ready, we will come back and take care of his things. We’ll go clean for now.” She touched Tayo, who was wiping her tears from her eyes. Merlin opened the door, and the rest of the workers went inside and up the stairs to clean up. Tin Tin came from the room. “She is going to be out for a moment. That girl hasn’t had a quiet mental moment all her life. I am sure she won’t be up for another three, maybe four hours before she wakes up.” Tayo walked over to the bar and poured herself some tequila and walked back to the room. Tin Tin poured himself a drink and one for Victoria and walked back into the room. Tayo took her drink and took it straight down. Tin Tin did the same. Tayo laid down on the bed next to Victoria, and Tin Tin laid next to her. They laid there with Victoria, holding her lovingly.

Within two hours, Merlin had cleaned the house. She walked to her room and found them sleeping. She closed the door and left the house. It wasn’t until six that Tayo heard the cell phone ringing. She got up, and she could smell food. Tin Tin and Victoria were up. She got up and joined them in the kitchen. Tayo stood next to Victoria, who put her arms around Tayo. “Thank you, thank you both. I have never had anyone give a damn about me that weren’t my parents. I am glad that I pissed you off about the bathroom. I would have never....” She was choking up. 

“Would you come with me to the funeral?”

Tin Tin stood up with them. “Yes. We will be there.”

“I don’t want to stay in this house alone.”

“I found the number for Merlin; she came over and cleaned up your father’s room. She will come back when you are ready to take care of his things.” Victoria sat down in the seat next to the table. “I don’t know what to do! I don’t know!” she was shaking. 

“You don’t have to suga. I will make the arrangements; just give me the card.”

“Will you Tin Tin?” Victoria asked him. 

“Yes, you can bet there is one thing I know how to do is save money suga. You can trust Tin Tin.”

“Let’s get out of here and go to the house; I know you don’t want to be here. Set the alarm, and let’s go.” Victoria got up and walked out the door. They rode in silence in the car. When they got to the apartment in Santa Monia, Victoria laid out on the couch. “This feels so warm.” Tin Tin looked at her. “The couch?”

“No, here, in your place.”

Tayo walked over to her and sat next to her on the couch. She moved her hand over her face and then rubbed her arm. “You can stay here as long as you want.”

Tin Tin walked over to them. “I will make the phone calls for you tomorrow. I will take care of it.”

Victoria looked at both of them. “Who would have thought that I would find friends, true friends like you two.” She yawned, closed her eyes, and fell asleep just like that.

Tin Tin went into his room and pulled the blanket from his bed and covered her with it. Then motioned for Tayo to come with him to her room.

“Poor thing! I am heartbroken for her. No wonder she is shutting down.”

“Can you imagine what a person like her is like? She was racing against the time against her mother’s cancer taking her life.  Now her father.”

“I think he did it because he just couldn’t be without his wife. I have heard of people dying from a broken heart; I just thought it was a metaphor.”

“No, my mother died in a plane crash, remember?”

“Yes, I remember.”

“What you don’t know is that my father visited her grave every day; he left her voice on the voice mail and never changed it. He cooked the way she did; he laid her nightgown on her side of the bed for months after the funeral. My Aunt moved in with us when he stopped wanting to do anything, he stopped eating, and he wouldn’t talk to anyone. When he saw me, he wouldn’t respond; he just looked at me and smiled, that was all.”

“I remembered the day we came home from school, and he was gone. Passed away in his sleep.”

“He laid down and took his nap.” Tayo had tears welling up in her eyes. “I know what she feels, and I hurt for her. To lose both parents back-to-back. If he could have just seen her... see past his pain to her, he would still be here for her.”

“Suga, maybe that was the problem; he didn’t have anything else to give. He couldn’t see anything past his loss. Even though that is sad. It is the kind of love I wish I could have. Someone who loves me that much.”

––––––––
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TAYO, IN HER THOUGHTS responded to him. “I am not sure if I want to be loved like that. I would want someone to love me wholly and honestly, but if something happens to me, I would want them to move on so that their heart doesn’t feel hopeless and feel that they will never be loved again.”

“You could never find love like that again.” Tin Tin looked at her.

“No, you may not find love like that, but you can find love as good as that with someone else. So many people that have lost their loves in their lives move on to find a new and greater love and move on to live that life with a newfound kind of love.”

“You are thinking of Samantha, aren’t you?”

“That was not a great love. I thank her for showing me who I am. But she was out of control, and I know that I couldn’t save her; Samantha was broken when she came to me.”

“But you blessed her by showing her what real love was all about. You stood by her violent jealousies, her insecurities, everything. When she tried to kill herself the first time, you were there for her.”

“I wasn’t there the second time. It took me a long time to learn that our relationship wasn’t healthy for me or for her. She was a toxic mess, and I had to realize that I could not fix her. You taught me that.”

“Honey, you knew it; you are a smart woman even back then. You just needed hear it from someone out loud to match what you had been telling yourself.”

She hugged him. “Tin, what is going to happen to her?”

“We are going to be good friends to her and give her the space that she needs to marinate on all that has happened to her. Let her make her own choices and pull the line when she gets out of it like friends do. We can only be there for her until she tells us to fuck off. We just need to love her.”

Tayo walked out of the room and looked at Victoria curled up on the couch. “I can do that.”
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CHAPTER FOUR
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They were standing by the graveside looking at the headstones of both her parents; lying next to each other is what her father wanted, and Victoria, with Tin Tin’s help, saw to it that his wish to be by his wife was fulfilled. They all were walking to the limo.

“What are you going to do now?” Tayo asked her.

“I think we should go back to my house and help me pack up their belongings.” They looked at her. “Suga, are you sure that you are ready for this now?” She looked at him. “When would be the proper time? It's not going to hurt any less if I wait three months from now; the pain is still going to be the same. 

“She is right, Tayo.” 

“Tin, I would be proud if you would see if there were anything of my father’s that you would like. I know that it sounds a bit morbid, but I would feel better seeing you in it than some homeless person. Does that make sense?” Tin Tin looked at her. “Does that sound creepy?” Victoria asked him.

“No, suga, I know what you are saying, sure.”

“Tayo, I would feel good about that for you too.”

“Okay.”

“Then I will order boxes, and I will donate them to someone on the other side of town. I couldn’t bear...” she couldn’t finish.

“Don’t worry, honey, we know what you mean.”

“Thank you so much; I don’t know what I would have done without you being here.” Tears were falling from her eyes. “I don’t think I could have gotten through this.” They hugged her.

“Hey! We are the sunshine gangsters! We ride or die! All for one and one for all” Tin Tin had a bold smile on his face.

Victoria broke out in laughter, “Don’t you mean the musketeers?”

“No, I mean sunshine gangsters, we forcefully spread the love.” They all laughed as they got into the limo and headed to her house.

It took them a week to get everything situated with her parents' personal items. Victoria had a thrift store come and pick up the many boxes of clothes from the house. She ordered a large truck and paid the movers to come and pick up the furniture from her parents' rooms and deliver it to a thrift store, The hospital bed was picked up that following Monday. They were sitting in the kitchen cooking dinner.

“Well, next week it’s school time. We have to get back to classes.”

“Yes, I know.” Victoria was plating up for everyone.

“Damn! You can cook!” Victoria smiled.

“What are you going to do, Victoria? Are you going back to school?”

“Yes, I am going to continue my research. You were right, Tayo; I know that I can’t give up. I will share what I have so far and reach out to the different schools of thought on it and see if I can be of some help. I will go back on Monday.”

“You going to keep the house?” Tin Tin asked.

Every room in the house was empty. Everything that belonged to her and her parents she donated. 

Only the kitchen still stood. Victoria felt like her father did about her mother; now that they were both gone, there was no need to stay at that house. Too many memories and too much pain were here. “No, I am going to sell it. I’m going to buy a house, just a smaller one. Maybe a four or five-bedroom?” she was looking at them.

“Really?” Tin Tin caught the hint. “You think we could live together?”

“I think as long we respect each other’s privacy and space I think so, a five-bedroom would give up our own rooms, we can use one room to study in, and If I can find one with a basement, I can use that space to continue my research without tying up the school lab.”

“I think that would be great!”

They were looking at Tayo. She hadn’t said anything. Then realizing she wasn’t in the conversation, she looked at them both. “Sure. I mean, great! That will be great.”

“I will call the realtor that sold my parents this house and give her the details.” Victoria left out of the kitchen and returned with three glasses and a bottle of wine, and an iPad.

“Let’s make sure we get what we want. So, I am going to need a list of what we all want in a place and then take out the outrageous and narrow it down to the realistic and have her look.”

As they sat around the table going over what they would be looking for, the doorbell rang. They all looked at each other and followed Victoria to the front door. She looked in the door monitor and recognized the gentleman standing at the door with a leather bag in his hand. She opened it,

“Hello, Mr. Letterman.”

“Hello Victoria, how have you been?”

“Please come in. These are my friends. This is Tayo, and This is Tin Tin; come in. As you can see all the furniture is gone so won’t you come into the kitchen? It’s the only place that still has chairs.” 

“This is Mr. Letterman; he’s my father’s attorney.”

“Yes, I am here about the will your parents left.”

Victoria inhaled and exhaled. “Okay, you can speak in front of them.”

He opened up his bag and pulled out an envelope and pulled papers from it. And began to read it.

“I Victor Von Frankenstein, being of sound mind and body, do hereby bequeath all I own to my wife and daughter, Victoria Elizabeth Frankenstein and Laylah Frankenstein, in the event that we both pass, everything that is owned by me, and my wife will be given to our daughter Victoria Elizabeth Frankenstein.” He handed her the paper so she could see that both of her parents had signed it. She ran her fingers over the signature to touch them. “Here is the deed to the house, here in California where you are now; this is the deed to the Castle in Germany and the Chalet in Switzerland and the one in Aspen, and the Palace in Zanzibar. You need to sign here.” He handed her the papers for the deed.

“This is the information on the bank accounts. Your parents started a trust fund for you when you were born. That now belongs to you. The amount now is at seventy million dollars. You will need to sign here for that account. Then there are the papers for you to sign to take over the accounts they had. The money is being moved over into the main account. Sign here. And then sign this that says I came and give you the paperwork.” Victoria signed the papers. “Here is the amount of the funds that your parents left you.” He handed her the bank information. She looked at the paper and looked at Tayo and then Tin Tin. 

“What?” Tin Tin asked. She handed him the paper. He looked at it and started coughing. Tayo took the paper and looked at it. “Is this correct?”

The lawyer smiled and winked at Victoria. “I can assure you that every penny is accounted for. Here are your passports and the pink slip for the cars. Here are your bank account debit cards in your name, and here is the pin for the debit cards and the pin for the credit cards in your name as well. The funds are available to you now.” He put the papers back in the envelope and gave her a copy. And then stood up. 

“What do I owe you for your services?” Victoria looked at him. 

“You owe me nothing. Your father took care of it before he passed. I am going to give you my card if you need anything let me know. I served your father, and I would be proud to serve you as well. Just call me.” He turned to show himself out, but they all walked behind him to the front door.

Tin Tin and Tayo looked at Victoria. “I didn’t know that you could put that many zeros in front of a number. Victoria, you are the only living heir. You are a zillionaire! probably the only black zillionaire on the planet!”
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