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To my daughter, Calina—


for pushing me to keep going when I wanted to give up.





CHAPTER 1



“Deeva, it’s not personal. We’re going through a tough time right now, with the economy being the way it is.”

The more Evan talked, the louder the ringing in my ears seemed to get..

“We haven’t taken on any new accounts in months.”

Was he kidding me? Did he suddenly forget I was the one responsible for setting up any new files that came through the door, fax, or computer? I’d done three of them the previous week alone.

“If business picks up we’ll—”

“Evan, don’t waste your time. Better yet, don’t waste mine. You think business has slowed down? Wait until I let all of my contacts know how you tried to bamboozle me. You’re about to find out what slowed down really means.”

“Deeva, there’s no need to—”

“No, Evan, there was no need for you to attempt to force feed me this bullshit excuse. I’ve been at this company for five years. For five years, Evan, I’ve sat patiently by and watched everyone else get promoted. I listened to you, when you told me to wait; that my time was coming. I remained loyal to you and your company. Helped you bring in new business.” By then, I was on my feet, my anger having propelled me from my seat. I pulled at the different things I’d brought in to personalize my space over the years and threw them in the box.

“Deeva, as I said earlier, this was not an easy decision for me to make.”

“Really, Evan? Then why is it that I seem to be the only person being let go?”

Evan tried to divert his eyes from my face.

“Exactly! Don’t think I’m going to go away quietly either. Expect a call from my lawyer.”

The look of fear on Evan’s face was payment enough; even though I’d never let him know it. Not one for confrontation with the proper authorities, Evan realized I had enough dirt to bury his ass more than the suggested six feet. Surely my severance package would be laced with a lil’ something extra, once we worked it out.

I sat in my car for a few minutes, wondering what my next move should be.

“A letter of recommendation? He can shove that shit where the sun don’t shine.” I angrily shoved the key into the ignition.

 

A few hours later, the girls arrived at my home to participate in my pity party.

“Damn, Deeva,” Cara said. “I can’t believe his black ass would do you like that. You practically helped Evan build his business. Now he wants to go in a different direction? What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

Before I could reply, Ebonee chimed in. “I’ll tell you what it means, Cara.”

“What does is it mean, Eb?”

By now, we were all a bit on the tipsy side.

“It means his blacker than Wesley Snipes ass wants to have Becky’s ass as the face of his business now.”

“The face of his business?” Cara asked.

“Yes. She’ll be the first face people see when they walk through the door. Right now Deeva’s face—even though it’s not as dark as his—is a bit too brown for the caliber of clientele he’s going after.”

“It’s not like Deeva’s ghetto or something,” Lisa slurred.

“Being ghetto has nothing to do with it,” Eb continued. “Deeva puts the ‘P’ in professional but, at the end of the day, what people see is what matters to some folks.”

“And, on that note, I’d like to raise my glass,” I said, my words slightly slurred.

Cara, Ebonee, and Lisa all raised their glasses; each looking at me expectantly as they waited for my next words.

“This one is for you guys.” I nodded my head toward them. “Thank you for having my back. For dropping everything and rushing right over; with bottles in hand, I might add.”

They all laughed.

My eyes began to tear up and my voice caught in my throat. I had to get my emotions in check before I could continue.

“Hey, hey, now. We got you, girl. Don’t you ever forget that.” Cara reached over and hugged me. The rest followed suit.

My nowhere job had ended but, without somewhere else to go, I felt lost. I had to figure out something, but what?








CHAPTER 2



The next two weeks went by in a blur of nothing. I did nothing. Pretty much ate nothing. The couch was starting to get a groove in it from the countless hours I’d spent sitting in the same spot in front of “the idiot box,” as my dad affectionately called the television.

The Mandrel Polk Show had become my favorite pastime. I especially loved the episodes where he would hire what he called “Sexy Decoys” to help prove whether or not a man was cheating.

Without fail, every man went for the bait and ended up getting caught on tape trying to hook up with the decoy. After this was shown, I didn’t know why he even wasted time reading the results of the polygraph tests the assholes volunteered to take. Obviously, he enjoyed adding more nails to their coffins.

I was able to get more than my fill of daily drama since the show aired three times a day.

 

“Girl, when was the last time you ventured outside?” Cara turned up her nose as she maneuvered around a pile of clothes; one of many strewn throughout my house.

“I’ve been outside. I go out to get my mail every day.” I pointed to the stack of unopened mail on the entryway table.

“You seriously need to reconnect with those of us in the living world. We’re taking you out tonight, and don’t think about telling me no. That’s not an option.”

“Whatever!” I patted the cushion underneath me. “I’m fine sitting right here.”

Cara pulled out her cell phone and started pressing buttons. “Umm, hmm, girl. She’s sitting in the same spot. Oh, I told her. Okay. I’ll see you when you get here. Bye.”

“Come on now. There’s nothing wrong with me. I don’t need to go out…”

“I’ll be in your room finding you something to wear. I’ll turn on the shower so the water’ll be warm enough for you to get in.” Without another word, she walked into my bedroom.

I threw my head back and breathed deeply. There was no use in fighting her, so I did as I was told.

 

“Now aren’t you glad you came?” Cara yelled over the loud music of the live band.

We ended up at a trendy spot in Atlanta, well known for its delicious food and first-rate entertainment. Two Urban Licks was nestled in a warehouse district, but that didn’t stop people from coming out. The valet line was backed up to the street when we pulled in. Your best bet was to call ahead and make a reservation, if you didn’t want to spend at least an hour waiting.

I swayed to the smooth sounds of the jazz quartet. The atmosphere was a nice change from sitting in front of the blue light of my television. My stomach was sure to express gratitude for getting a break from the microwave meals.

“I don’t believe this,” Ebonee stated as she watched her ex walk in.

We all looked at one another and burst into a chorus of laughter.

Willie Walker had been the love of Ebonee’s life during our days at Clark Atlanta University. Every single day for three years straight, we were sure to see him or hear his name.

“I haven’t seen that fool in like, forever. Since I kicked his ass out, after we set his ass up. Deeva, you remember that?”

“Umm, hmm.” Boy, did I ever remember it.

 

“Willie’s no good ass is at it again.” Ebonee stormed into my room and flopped down on the bed.

“What has he done this time?” I asked in a lackluster tone.

For far too long, Ebonee had been going through the same drama with Willie. I was sick and tired of constantly hearing about it. Like clockwork, Willie did something every other Friday to upset her. She’d sit around moping all weekend, while he went out and enjoyed himself. It was all a ploy. By pissing her off, he didn’t have to worry about her drilling him with questions while he did his dirt.

“Nothing you want to hear about—again.”

“I’m glad you know this.” I smacked my lips together, after applying a nice even coat of lipstick.

“I don’t think I’m going to go tonight.” Ebonee sighed as she played with the floppy ears of the stuffed animal on my queen-sized bed.

“Damn, Ebonee! You do this every weekend.” I turned from the mirror to face her.

“Do what?”

I gave her a look that spoke volumes.

“I know, Deeva, but he’s got my head all…all…”

“Screwed up! While you’re here worrying about Willie, he’s out getting his jollies off.” More than likely with someone else, I wanted to add, but she was my girl and I couldn’t be that cruel.

She rolled over on her back and stared at the ceiling. “When I ask him if he’s cheating on me…”

If sound effects could have been added, the sound of a needle being dragged across a record would have been appropriate at that moment. I stared at her in disbelief.

“Ask him? Are you serious? You actually think he’s going to tell you the truth? Girl, please. Your ass is stuck on stupid or something.”

“What do you suggest I do then, Deeva?” The attitude in her voice almost caused me to cuss her out, but I decided to do one better.

“I suggest you do a lil’ research of your own. Set his ass up and see if he falls for the bait.”

This made Ebonee sit up.

“Set him up how?”

“Since he knows me, it’s out of the question for me to do it, but I have a cousin who dances at a club. We can have her approach him and see what he does.”

“You think she’ll do it?”

“Think? I know she will.”

The questionable look on her face told me she wanted a little bit of back history.

“We’ve done it before. I’ve done it for her and she’s done it for me. So, it’s not a question as to whether she’ll do it. The only question at stake is if you want us to do it.”

I could tell she was thinking hard. We all have that “need to know” cell in our DNA that takes control every now and then. But, at the same time, we wonder if we’re ready for what we may find.

“Exactly what are you going to do?”

I began to explain it to her in a controlled tone. “My cousin will approach him and act like she’s interested. If he tries to holla at her, then you’ll have your answer. If he doesn’t, guess that means he’s telling you the truth and maybe things aren’t as bad as you think they are.”

Ebonee processed this information a while longer before agreeing to give it a try. It was on from there.

I called my cousin LaNasha and set everything up for the following night. Despite Ebonee’s protest, I was able to get her to go out that night and enjoy herself.

 

“I’m going to ask you one more time. Are you sure you want to go through with this?” I turned in my seat to face Ebonee, who was sitting in the backseat of my car.

She shrugged her shoulders. “We’re here now.”

“Okay.” I turned to LaNasha and told her how our little plan was going to go down. After the five-minute briefing, LaNasha got out of the car and walked into the club. Finding Willie would not be a problem. It was his Saturday night haunt and his car was parked in the lot. She would be able to roll up on him in his favorite hold up spot—near the bar in the rear of the club.

“Do we have to go in?” Ebonee asked.

“You don’t have to. On the other hand, I’m going in, just in case Nasha has a problem.”

I waited the planned ten minutes and got out of the car, leaving Ebonee staring out of the window.

It was Ladies Night so there was no cover. I showed my ID and then eased into the semi-crowded club. Midnight was still considered early for the club scene, but a special performance was scheduled. No one wanted to take the chance and miss the opportunity to rub elbows with some of the hottest acts in the industry.

I spotted LaNasha, who had wasted no time in finding Willie. She had gotten him away from his crew and he had her hemmed up in the corner. He hovered an inch away from her ear. Playing the part, LaNasha was laughing it up for him, batting her eyelashes and touching him any chance she got. It was all a part of the act. If we were going to nail him in one shot, she had to flirt and flirt hard.

We’d been in the club for almost an hour when I felt we’d gotten him hooked enough to bust his ass. I took out my cell phone and called Ebonee. She let it ring four times before she answered.

“Well?”

“Well? You need to come in here so we can tie this thing up.”

“Tie it up?!” she exclaimed.

“It’s a done deal, girl. I hate to tell you this, but…” I paused. Ebonee prided herself on their three-year relationship.

“I’m on my way in right now.”

She disconnected the call before I could respond. I looked toward the entrance in time enough to see her charging through the crowd.

“Not like that, Ebb,” I said to myself. She was running on pure emotions. I had to think fast or I was going to find myself in the middle of a scene that went from intense to insane in the blink of an eye. I jumped up and met her before she got close enough for Willie to see her.

“Ebonee, you’ve got to be cool about this, or you’re going to come off looking like a fool. Not to mention, you’re going to be putting my cousin out there like that and I’m not about to let that happen.” I snatched her by the arm and ushered her into the bathroom.

“Be cool?! Are you serious?!”

“Dead ass serious. Look, if you go over there half-cocked, ready to go upside his head, you’ll ridicule yourself. Then, he’ll know he’s got you. But, if you go over there and speak cool and calmly, in the friendliest tone you have, that’s going to rattle his cage. He won’t know what to think.”

“He’s in there all over another chick and you want me to play nice?”

“Exactly!”

Ebonee cooled down a bit from the raging bull I’d pulled in a few moments earlier.

“Ebonee, you’ve got to trust me on this. I’ve never steered you wrong, in all of our years of friendship. I’m not going to start now.”

She gave me a long, hard look and I could see her eyes softening a bit.

“Okay, Deeva. We’ll do this your way. But if he comes out his face wrong, I can’t promise you what I’ll do.”

“Cool. Now, let’s go wrap this deal up.”

We both readjusted our clothing and checked our images in the mirror before going back into the darkened club. We were strictly about business now as we approached Willie, who was close enough to LaNasha to be an extra limb.

LaNasha glanced up and gave us a quick wink before easing back slightly from an unsuspecting Willie.

“Willie? Is that you?” Ebonee asked.

He jerked his head so hard and quick, I thought for sure he had pulled a muscle in it.

“Eb…Ebonee?” His eyes were as big as Chris Tucker’s in Rush Hour.

“I thought that was you.” She leaned in and hugged him. “And you are?” she asked LaNasha, as if she had never seen her before.

“Candy,” LaNasha said and reached out for Ebonee’s hand.

“Nice to meet you, Candy.” Ebonee turned her attention back to Willie. “Well, I see you’re busy and all right now, so I’ll talk with you later. Enjoy the rest of your night.”

You could’ve blown Willie over with a feather; the way he stood there watching as Ebonee and I walked away from him. His mind must have been going a mile a minute, trying to figure out what was going to happen once he got in later.

“Is he still looking?”

I turned around and waved.

“He’s got a beam on you, girl.” We both laughed as we pushed our way to the middle of the dance floor and danced as if we didn’t have a care in the world.

Just as predicted, Willie’s fear of the unknown made him leave the club earlier than usual. By the time Ebonee arrived home, he was pretending to be fast asleep. Not wanting to set Ebonee off, he got up early and came in late two nights in a row. His inability to discuss the matter with Ebonee made her realize he was never going to change. When he came home on the third day, he was shocked to find the locks changed and all of his belongings sitting outside the door in two huge black garbage bags.

 

“You were always good at stuff like that. You and your cousin.”

“Speaking of, where is LaNasha now?” Ebonee asked as she brought her attention back to the table.

“She’s working over at Magic City.”

“Oh damn! She always said she was about stacking her paper.”

“She’s stacking paper, all right. If she could only stop spending it as fast as she makes it, maybe her stack would be big enough for her to afford to buy a place and stop renting.” I took another sip of my drink.

“What are you talking about?”

“Nasha told me, on a slow night, she can pull in anywhere from seven hundred to maybe a grand. On a good night, please. She rarely brings home less than twenty-five hundred.”

“Twenty-five hundred! Girl, I know some people who don’t make that in a month! I’d work two days a week and chill the other five,” Lisa replied.

“Hell, twenty-five hundred in one night? I need to hire me a personal trainer,” Ebonee added. We all laughed.

While Ebonee tipped the scales at a little bit more than 200 pounds, she definitely carried it well. Without sounding cliché, she was one of those “beautiful voluptuous women.” Regardless to what the media tries to peddle us, brothas love a sistah with meat on her bones. Ebonee was living proof of that.

“But that’s what I’m talking about. Most of these girls who dance, they ride around in nice cars. Dress in designer clothes. Carry designer bags, but don’t even own a house, a condo, nothing. They usually have nothing more than a night’s pay in the bank.”

“I wasn’t making that kind of loot on my lil’ piece of job, but I was still able to put away a decent amount of cash. Imagine how much I would have if I had the balls—” I said.

“I don’t think those would work in that particular line of work,” Cara quickly corrected me.

“You’re so right.” We all laughed. “If I had the courage to take my clothes off for a living, and had put the amount of time in that Nasha has, puh-lease. I’d have no less than a cool mil stashed away. My car would be paid off and so would my townhouse.”

“I hear ya, girl.” Lisa reached up to slap hands with me.

“For the majority of those girls, it’s easy come, easy go money.” Ebonee shook her head. “Just like niggahs who sell drugs.”

Willie walked over to our table. “Hello, strangers.” He flashed us a smile.

“Hey to you, too,” Ebonee replied.

“Been a long time, Ebby Baby.”

“You still remember my name, so I guess it hasn’t been long enough.” She rolled her eyes and turned away from him.

“Damn, girl, you still feisty as ever. Plus, I see you still holding on to old stuff.”

“What can we do for you, Willie Walker?” I asked.

“Damn, a niggah can’t come and say hello?” He looked directly at Ebonee.

Cara glared at him. “Okay, you’ve said it. Now you can move along. You’re kinda messing up the vibe we had going.”

“I see Cara is still the mouthpiece for the group.”

“Yep. That’s me. Now move along, Deputy Dog.”

“Willie. Willie.”

We all turned our attention in the directions of the voice.

“It was nice seeing you ladies again,” Willie replied, about to rush off.

“You’re not going to introduce us to your friend?” Ebonee turned completely around in her seat so she could get a good look. With the broadest smile plastered on her face, she waved at the woman and gestured for her to come over to our table.

“Ebonee, leave them alone,” Lisa pleaded. She was the one in the group who hated any type of conflict.

“Ebonee? Man, what you doing?” Willie asked as he began to back away from our table.

“I’m not doing anything but showing the girl a little Southern hospitality. You know, let her in on the kind of game her man is tryna’ run.” She smiled a bit brighter as the girl hesitantly came toward the table.

“Crazy ass,” Willie mumbled as he finally got around our chairs.

“What’s wrong, Willie? All we wanted to do was speak to your lil’ girlfriend.”

“All right, Ebonee. We’re not in that type of establishment,” Lisa reminded her.

“Sorry, Lisa. I was starting to forget myself there for a minute.”

“Besides, you’re making it seem like you’ve still got feelings for him. I hope that’s not the case.”

“Girl, now I’m about to show out for real, but on yo’ ass. Willie Walker could fall off the face of the earth for all I care. Care about him? I simply wanted to warn her. Wish somebody would’ve warned me. Deeva, why don’t you go offer her your services?”

I laughed.

“Okay, Ebonee. That sounds like a plan.”

The rest of the night was lively once we got beyond the Willie scene.

As we stood at the valet stand waiting on my SUV, the woman who’d been with Willie earlier came out the door.

“Excuse me,” she said to no one in particular.

I shot Ebonee a look, warning her to behave, but she knew I would throw down for her if it came down to it.

“I wanted to let you ladies know I wasn’t upset about Willie coming over to speak to you. He told me he went to college with ya’ll.” Her body language said she was a bit on the nervous side. As if she was expecting one of us to tell her something different.

“Yes, we all went to school together,” Lisa replied.

“Oh, okay. Umm, well, it was nice—”

“Look, I’m Ebonee. I’m not sure how much information Willie has given you about his past, but we dated for about three years. If you ever want to know why we broke up, give me a call.” Ebonee passed her a business card.

“We’re about to get married, so I don’t see why that would be necessary.”

“Oh, so you’re about to get married? Maybe you should give her your card, then, Deeva. If she know like I do.”

“Okay. The car is here.” Lisa hurried to the front, where the valet was still pulling up. She grabbed Ebonee’s arm on the way.

“Why would I need her number?” the woman asked.

“Listen, we wish you and Willie the best,” I replied. “Honestly. But if Willie Walker is anything like he used to be, all I can say is buyer beware.”

“Thanks to her…” Ebonee pointed toward me. “I didn’t make the mistake you’re about to and I got a feeling you know what’s up, too.” Ebonee climbed into the back of the truck.

As I walked to the driver’s side and handed the valet a tip, she walked over to me.

“Do you have a card?”

Stunned into silence, I stared at her blank face for a minute.

“Umm…I don’t have any cards on me right now—”

“Well, I’ll write your number on the back of her card.”

Cara reached over from the front seat and passed her a slip of paper.

“Here’s her name, number, and email address.”

“Thanks,” she said as she began to back away from me.

“Felicia.”

“No, I’m Deeva.”

“No. My name. It’s Felicia. That way you’ll know when I call. Felicia,” she said again, as she looked down at the paper once more before placing it inside her purse.

“Okay, Felicia.”

She gave us a meek wave before heading back inside through the heavy glass doors.








CHAPTER 3



“Girl, you’ve always been good at it. Why not get paid? You already have your first client.” Cara placed her feet on the matching ottoman in front of the leather chair she was sitting on. I was sitting at my desk.

Felicia had called me the very next day, with full details of Willie’s comings and goings. Along with that, she gave me a comprehensive story of their rocky one-year romance. The fact that he had proposed after she caught him talking to a woman he claimed that he worked with was enough to get her to thinking after running into us that night. She’d threatened to leave him and put him out of her house. It wasn’t the first time he’d been caught.

We scheduled everything to go down the following weekend. She’d told him she was going out of town on business. She wanted to see how much playing the mouse was going to do while the cat was away.

“Let me see the check again.” Cara put out her hand.

I handed it to her.

“Five hundred American dollars, baby. That’s a nice payment for something that may only take what? An hour at the most? Not even that long, knowing Willie.”

“The only thing I need to do now is find someone to do it. It’s not like I can use Nasha again.”

“If Willie is as dumb as he used to be, yes, you can.”

“Cara, that’s not nice.”

“No, it’s not, but it’s true.” We both laughed.

“Maybe Nasha can ask one of the girls she works with.”

“Now, that’s an idea. I’ll give her a buck fifty and she won’t have to take off a stitch of clothing.”

“That should be an added plus.”

I called Nasha to set everything up.

 

“Deeva, I can’t thank you enough,” Felicia said, sipping on a glass of wine. “That five hundred was money well-spent.”

I grinned. “Glad I could be of service to you, Felicia.”

“Would you mind if I give a friend of mine your number? She’s been trying to catch her man for years, but he’s been a bit of a slickster. I told her about you and she’s willing to pay twice as much as I did.”

I was definitely fine with that. A thousand dollars would be really nice.

“Sure. She can give me a call first thing next week.”

“I’ll let her know.”

“Girl, you should’ve seen Willie’s face when I popped in that DVD in front of everyone.”

I almost choked on my glass of wine.

“You showed everyone?”

“At the engagement party. I’m thinking about putting it up on YouTube, as a warning for any woman who may come across him in the future.”

Willie would probably want to kill me if he knew I had something to do with his demise—again.

Felicia held her glass up toward Ebonee. “Thanks, Ebonee. I could’ve taken your actions as being that of a jealous ex, but something told me it was more to it.”

“Girl, I don’t want to see another sistah go through what I did.”

“More of us should feel that way.” Felicia raised her glass to her lips. “I keep saying we need to have more of a sistah-hood with one another. Like women from back in the day.”

“You mean back when they would raise one another’s children if need be?” I thought about how many children MaDear had raised on those principles. How many uncles and aunts I had who were actually a cousin?

“Well, this was well worth it.” Felicia handed me another check. “I wanted to give you a lil’ somethin’ extra. My mother said to tell you it’s a thank you from her.”

The one-fifty I paid Nasha’s friend was given back to me with interest.

Felicia placed her empty glass on the table. “As much as I’m enjoying this, I really need to get going. Thanks again, Deeva. I’ll definitely be sending some business your way.” She winked at me.

“Thank you, Felicia,” I responded as I looked over the check in my hand.

Everyone waited for her to leave before running over to see how much she’d given me.

“Another five hundred dollars?” Cara asked in amazement.

“Maybe you need to charge more,” Ebonee said as she took the check from me.

Maybe I should.








CHAPTER 4



“I was thinking about calling it something catchy.”

“Hmm. Let me think.” Cara acted as if she was putting on her thinking cap.

“What about Loves P.I.?”

“Ebonee, please. Don’t you see I’m tryna’ think over here.”

She was definitely right about that. Cara was the creative and crafty one of the bunch.

“Give me a pen and a piece of paper.” She snapped her fingers. Excitement showed in her eyes.

“Here,” Ebonee said as she flung the paper and pen at her.

“Stop being a hater. It’s not becoming.” She picked up the needed tools and began to write a few things. After a minute she put down the pen and held the paper up.

“Well? Are you going to show us or not?” I was anxious to see what she had come up with.

“Ebonee, come. You look first.”

Ebonee walked over and stood behind her.

“Oh yeah! That’s hot, Cara!”

“You see how I came up with it.”

“That’s what makes it hot. “

Not able to stand any more of the growing suspense, I got up and grabbed the paper.

“Damn, you didn’t have to snatch it. Didn’t your mama teach you some manners?” Cara said.

“Shut up.” I sat on the sofa and crossed my legs beneath me.

There on the paper was the perfect name for my business: DeCoys, Inc.

“My first and last name blended. That is hot, Cara.”

“The smile on your face says it all. Now you just have to get somebody to do a logo for you, print up some business cards, and do a website.”

“You know I can help you find a nice office space. You’re definitely going to need that.” Ebonee took the sheet of paper back from me.

“You know people are going to want to be able to see if you’re legit; especially when they’re shelling out that kind of money,” Lisa said. “You’ve got to look the part.”

“I know that’s right, Lisa.”

“Well, Ebonee, you know my budget is a bit limited right now. I have to be able to survive off of the money I have in the bank, while I try to get this off the ground.”

“Don’t put that out into the universe. Think positive and claim it, if you want it.”

“I understand that, Ebonee, but you know I’m about my bank account.”

“Haven’t you ever heard, you gotta spend money to make money?”

The thought of going into my savings was frightening. With no other source of income coming in at the moment, I was afraid of what would happen if things didn’t work out.

Cara sat down next to me.

“Look, girl, you have to be willing to gamble on yourself. Everyone else can see your potential. Now it’s time for you to open your eyes, so you can see it, too.” She stroked my arm for added measure.

By now Lisa and Ebonee had joined us. Each one of them gave me a hug in a show of support and confidence.

“If you need a little something to help tide you over, you know I got you,” Ebonee added.

“Yeah, ’cause you know us other folks ain’t pulling in the dollars like this top earner Realtor over here.” Cara playfully brushed Ebonee’s shoulders off.

“Speak for yourself. Unlike you, I have a steady paycheck,” Lisa said.
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