







PRAISE FOR CHASER

“For those who don’t know Miasha (Never Enough), it’s time to get on board with this outstanding writer. Her bold strokes balance the violence of drug dealing with fellas making quick cash any way possible. What makes her latest soar is the spot-on slang and trash-talking dialogue, which is both joking and profane. Plus, tension crackles off her pages. Street lit fans will be thrusting this title into their friends’ hands, demanding that they read it. Buy multiple copies.”

—Library Journal

“Chaser is a fast-paced street romantic suspense starring a young woman who learns the hard way what matters in life. Fans who relish a different kind of contemporary romance will want to read Leah’s tale of struggling to survive the mean streets of Philadelphia.”

—Harriet Klausner

“Miasha introduces us to Chaser, another fast-paced page-turner in her heavy-hitting arsenal of novels. Though filled with enough cash, imported cars, and designer labels to entice the most status-conscious reader, Miasha’s Chaser is a reminder that every choice has a consequence. True Miasha fans will certainly enjoy this book, while new readers will appreciate the thought-provoking story line that’s cleverly wrapped up in a not-so-ordinary package.

—Sistah Confessions Book Club (Baltimore, MD)

PRAISE FOR MOMMY’S ANGEL

“Miasha keeps things moving at a fast clip, but the basic empathy and understanding that pervade are the story’s real appeal. [She] never loses sight of the basic humanity of all the lost souls that surround Angel.”

—Publishers Weekly

“In the midst of all the same voices in literature, Miasha brings authenticity to the pages of this novel. She’s the crème de la crème—enjoy!”

—Vickie Stringer, Essence bestselling author of 
Let That Be the Reason

“Mommy’s Angel highlights some of the harsh realities that many of our society’s poor and forgotten children face in life … Earthy, realistic, and full of unpredictable twists and turns, Miasha has written a novel that is sure to please.”

—Rawsistaz.com

“Mommy’s Angel is a fast-paced, well-written, realistic view of what addiction does to our communities. It sheds a bright light on how the addict’s hurt, pain, and trouble are recycled onto the people closest to them.”

—Danielle Santiago, author of Grindin’  and Essence #1 
bestseller Little Ghetto Girl

“A poignant tale of innocence lost in Brooklyn.”

—K’wan, author of Gangsta, Street Dreams, Eve, and Hood Rat

PRAISE FOR DIARY OF A MISTRESS

“Miasha cleverly builds up the suspense and throws in several unexpected twists. Her latest release is filled with intrigue and will keep you turning the pages. Diary of Mistress will make you think twice about who you trust.”

—Sheila M. Goss, e-Spire Entertainment editor and author of 
My Invisible Husband

“Miasha has done it again. Diary of a Mistress is a sizzling novel full of unexpected twists and guaranteed to leave readers in shock, and gasping for air, as they excitedly turn each page.”

—Karen E. Quinones Miller, author of Satin Doll, I’m Telling,
and Satin Nights

“Diary of a Mistress is an intense, captivating, and twisted love triangle. Miasha allows the usually silent mistress to raise her voice through the pages of her diary.”

—Daaimah S. Poole, author of 
Ex-Girl to the Next Girl, What’s Real, and Got a Man

“Only Miasha can make it hard to choose between wanting to be the mistress or the wife.”

—Brenda L. Thomas, author of Threesome, Fourplay, and 
The Velvet Rope

PRAISE FOR SECRET SOCIETY

“Scandalous and engrossing, this debut from Miasha … shows her to be a writer to watch.”

—Publishers Weekly

“A sizzling and steamy novel … The storyline will hold readers’ attention and entertain them in the process.”

—Booking Matters

“Miasha enters the arena of urban literature full-throttle and ready to swing … surely to become one the most talked-about novels of 2006.”

—Mahogany Book Club (Albany NY)

“Miasha cooks up a delicious drama with all the ingredients of a bestseller—seduction, vindication, and lots of scandal.”

—Brenda L. Thomas, author of Threesome, Fourplay, and 
The Velvet Rope

“Miasha tells it like it is. Her writing style is gritty and gripping, and will keep you reading and wanting more.”

—Karen E. Quinones Miller, author of Ida B

“Miasha writes with the fatal stroke of a butcher knife. This book is raw material. Squeamish readers beware. You want proof? Just read the first page.”

—Omar Tyree, New York Times bestseller, and NAACP Image Award–winning author of the Flyy Girl trilogy

“With Secret Society, readers should be prepared to expect the unexpected. Each page is a roller-coaster ride of emotion, drama, and intrigue. Miasha packs her debut novel with so many scandalous scenarios that the reader can’t help but anxiously turn the page in anticipation. An excellent debut that still has me shaking my head in amazement, long after I read the last page!”

—Tracy Brown, bestselling author of Dime Piece, Black, and 
Criminal Minded

“Miasha writes with fire in this tale of two girls with a shocking secret and a story told with raw, heartfelt drama that is sure to carve this first-time novelist a place in the urban lit world.”

—Crystal Lacey Winslow, bestselling author of 
Life, Love & Loneliness
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Preface


“What about the so-called pact we had? Huh? What happened to that? ’Til death, remember?” I screamed at Si-Si

“This is death!” she yelled back, then she paused. She looked around as if she was trying to see whether our outbursts were bringing any unwanted attention our way. Then she took a second to gather her composure. “Death to Sienna, death to Si-Si, death to Vida,” she said in a much lower tone.

“What are you talkin’ about, Si-Si?” I asked, too frustrated and too high to figure out any riddles.

“The life we were living is over, Celess. It’s a wrap. Give it up. Turn yourself in. The streets are not safe for you.”

“And they’re safe for you?” I asked. “What, you want me to cover my whole body? Will that make me safe? ’Cause if that’s what you want, I’ll do it. But I’m not turning myself in!” I said. “Not unless you are!” I added.

“Well, that’s your choice.” She gave no argument. “Whatever you decide to do, that’s on you.”

“Okay, cool. Now that we have that understanding, what are you going to do? I say we hook up with some of these rich-ass oil niggas and build us an empire off they dime.” I wanted bad to get back the life Si-Si and I had when it was good.

“I’m done with all that, Celess.” Si-Si shook her head. “Last night,” she began slowly and steadily, as if the words that were about to come off her tongue were fragile, “Amir took me to take my shahada. Then this morning we went … and got married.”

I was in total and utter shock, almost speechless, but I was able to yell out, “What?”

Si-Si looked around again. Then she explained, “Celess, I don’t wanna end up like my mom.” Tears began to escape her light-brown eyes, which was all I could see of her. “Or like all the other women I’ve known throughout my life. I want to grow old someday. I wanna settle down and have children, watch them grow and play and laugh and learn, and just witness a normal existence before I leave this earth. And I don’t see that happening if I continue on this path. All the sex and the drugs, the alcohol and the partying, it’s all a waste,” she said, shaking her head. “Wasted energy, wasted money, wasted time. I mean, we had our fun, yes, I’ll admit that. But realistically,” she paused, looked down and back up, then she continued, “how long will it last?” Si-Si wiped her eyes and took a breath. She shrugged her shoulders, and with the most sincere look in her eyes, she said, “I want a real life, Celess, not just a fast one.”

Too bad I wasn’t buying it. I mean, not only was it sudden and random, like many decisions Si-Si made, but I was high, and she was blowin’ it. I rolled my eyes and folded my arms, resting them across my stomach. I was so ready to dismiss all that Si-Si was saying. I mean, we had been through so much shit together, and for her to just turn her back on me for some nigga she practically just met didn’t make any sense to me. I was sure she was just talking out her ass. Amir got in her ear a little bit, broke her off some good dick, and flashed his wealth before her—and she was ready to submit. I was sure she just needed a wake-up call.

“We’re still young, Si-Si! You actin’ like we ’bout to croak! We have our whole lives to change,” I reminded her, thinking about the ten years, minimum, that we had left to play.

Si-Si didn’t say anything. She just looked around, her eyes bouncing from one golden dome to the next. I thought I had her, and I started to seal the deal with a plan for us both to switch out of the fast lane in 2014. I figured we could agree to at least five more years of making money and moves. But right before I had the chance to propose we make a deal, she said something that sent chills down my spine.

“Celess, you need to get out of the game while you still have your life to change.”

I unfolded my arms and brought my hands to my face, holding them over my eyes for a second. The last time I heard someone say something like that to me, I didn’t take heed. And not only did I come close to death, but I also lost the dearest person to me.

I had mixed emotions. I didn’t know what to say or do, but right then on that rooftop in Dubai, my life with Si-Si up until that moment flashed before my eyes like scenes from an action movie. Taking me back to the beginning, fifteen months ago, when she and I first stepped off the plane in Rome.
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“I got a million text messages,” Si-Si said as soon as her phone booted up.

“You too?” I asked, glancing down at my phone as I briskly walked beside her through the Leonardo da Vinci Airport headed toward baggage claim. It was a quarter after four. We had been in the air for close to sixteen hours since we departed Los Angeles the day before. The Rome airport was extra crowded for some reason. I mean, yes, it was a Friday, and I’m sure that had a lot to do with there being lots of travelers, but goodness, there had to be another reason for the massive number of people entering Rome on that day.

“David is worried sick,” Si-Si said of the famous Hollywood actor she had fallen in love with several months back. “He’s like, ‘Call me, please. They’re saying you’re either dead or running from the law …” She whispered one of the many messages she had on her phone.

I looked at her as she scrolled her Dash with the same pity in my eyes that she had in her voice, and I huffed. I knew it had to be hard on her, abruptly leaving David and then not being able to let him know she was safe.

“I wish I could call him of all people,” she continued. “Just to tell him I’m okay.”

Like I figured, I thought. I didn’t say anything, but it was a good thing that Si-Si read my silence correctly and didn’t make the call.

“I just think we need to get somewhere safe before we decide what we’re goin’ to do and who we’re goin’ to call.”

Si-Si nodded in agreement. “You’re right,” she said. “We gotta be smart.”

“Everything we do and say gotta be thought out,” I added. I looked at Si-Si for her response, and she nodded again, although she didn’t seem to be paying me much attention anymore. Instead, she was focused on the crowd of people standing before us holding signs up for whomever they were there to pick up.

“Where is Andrew?” she mumbled, her eyes squinting.

“Call him,” I said.

“Damn it!” she exclaimed. “I was supposed to call him as soon as we landed so he could meet us at baggage claim.” She threw one hand on her forehead, while the other palmed her phone. Then she mumbled, “All those texts threw me off. And that message from David …”

Si-Si was shaken up, I could tell. I’d never seen her so disoriented before. I decided to take charge: It was clear to me that she was overwhelmed.

“Here, you sit down and call Andrew.” I led her to a bench. “I’ll go get your bags.”

Si-Si did as I told her, and she took a seat. Even sitting, she couldn’t keep still. Her legs were trembling. I watched her for a moment before walking over to the luggage carousel, then turned to check on her often. I felt the need to keep a close eye on her. She seemed so unstable. I imagined she was still shook up about having killed that guy back home. And how could I blame her?

No sooner did the carousel begin dishing out the bags, than Si-Si’s luggage fell onto the belt. The beauty of first class, I thought. I reached out to grab them as they got near, but a gentleman on his cell phone intervened.

“Excuse me, sir,” I said as I sized him up. He was a medium-height white guy with some edge and even a little bit of swagger. He had on a fresh pair of blue, green, and white Dsquared2 sneakers, a matching V-neck long-sleeve tee, and a pair of True Religion jeans. His dark curly hair peeked through a navy True Religion trucker hat.

“Are you with Sienna?” he asked, ending his call and putting his cell in his jeans pocket.

“Sienna?” I questioned, confused by his approach and briefly mesmerized by his sexiness. Then a lightbulb went off in my head, and I said, “Oh, yes, Si-Si. You must be Andrew.”

“Yes,” he said, nodding. “And you are the friend she just told me about.”

“Celess.” I shook the hand he freed up for our formal introduction, now wondering why Si-Si had just told him about me.

“Yes, Celess. I’m sorry,” he said. “Si-Si didn’t mention to me that she was bringing someone until now. But it’s certainly nice to meet you.”

“Oh.” I paused. “Well, I hope it’s not a problem.”

“No, not at all. I’m assuming you have bags as well?”

I shook my head. “Actually, no … I … They lost my luggage.” I lied real quick. I sure wasn’t about to tell him that I had no time to bring my luggage because I was running for my life.

“Oh, good, because I was going to have to ask you to leave yours behind too. They won’t fit in my car, so you two will just have to get new things.”

“Oh … okay,” I said, impressed.

“So take me to Sienna?” he said anxiously. “I’m dying to see that girl.”

“She’s right over here,” I said, as I led him away from the carousel and over toward where Si-Si was sitting. “We thought we’d be waiting a little while for you to get here, seeing as how Si-Si was supposed to call you as soon as we touched down.”

“Oh, well, she called when you guys boarded and told me everything was on time so … I actually got here earlier than I’d planned, and I just parked. Figured I’d wait for her at baggage claim,” he explained, briskly walking one step behind me.

“Si-Si!” I called out.

She looked up in my direction. Her eyes were locked on me until I got closer to her. They then drifted past me and landed on Andrew.

“Andrew!” she squealed as she stood up to hug him.

He chuckled as he squeezed her in his arms. “Well looky, here,” Andrew said, standing back to look Si-Si over. “Where have you been, Sienna? What have you been doing?”

Si-Si looked at him, almost staring. Her eyes were watery. She shrugged her shoulders and said, “Just … living.” Then she cracked a huge smile as if to keep from crying.

Andrew smiled as well. “Yeah? Well, I hope living good.”

“As good as life gets,” she replied.

“Good,” he said. “What brings you to my side of the world? It’s been so many years. I thought you forgot about me.” Andrew stood stiffly, as if paralyzed by Si-Si’s presence.

“I could never forget you, Andrew,” Si-Si said. “Just been trying out independence, that’s all.”

“How you like it?”

“It’s good. It’s good. Just can get awfully lonely.”

“So you missed me?”

“That’s one of the reasons I’m here.”

“What would be another?” Andrew asked.

“Just needed a change of scenery. One’s own world can get so repetitive. It never hurts to put it on pause and visit someone else’s.”

Si-Si had a way with words. I swear she had more game than me.

“Well, let’s go. I have a lot of things planned for us,” Andrew said, finally ending the small talk.

“I hope the first thing involves gettin’ a drink. Because I need one,” Si-Si said.

“Oh, where I’m taking you, there will be champagne for days, my friend.”

“And where might that be?” Si-Si asked.

“To Genoa, the biggest boat show in the world. You came at the perfect time,” Andrew told her as he grabbed her hand and started to lead us out of the airport.

“Um, wait a minute, where are my bags?” Si-Si remembered.

He shook his head. “I stopped your friend from getting them,” he said. “Whatever’s in them won’t stand up to what they have at the shops in Via XX Settembre, believe me. Besides, they won’t fit in my car. In fact, we’re gonna have to squeeze your friend in. I didn’t know you weren’t coming alone.”

“Yeah, that was my fault,” Si-Si said. “I had so much going on you wouldn’t believe, and I just was so happy to get in touch with you, it completely slipped my mind to tell you I was bringing Celess. I hope that’s no problem.”

Andrew grinned. “Nothing’s a problem when you’re with me,” he told her. “You know that.” He put his arm around her shoulder and guided her outside.

In that moment Si-Si lit up. Her whole energy changed. She went from being frazzled and a bit lost to seeming whole again. I guessed she felt a sense of security with her old friend. And when we got outside to his car, I could see why.

This handsome Italian guy led us to a white Bugatti Veyron with red leather interior and white piping. The only time I had ever seen one was in an issue of the Robb Report a while back. The picture did it no justice. It was to die for. If we were going to be stuck on another continent for who knew how long, I was soooo happy and relieved to know that we would be staying with money. Hell, I felt secure too.

Si-Si glanced back at me with a grin on her face. We made eye contact, but that was it. We both remained silent as we lapped it in the passenger seat of the 1.4 million-dollar car.

We pulled up to yet another airport, where a private plane was waiting for us. At first, I figured Andrew had chartered it, but after getting on board and seeing his signature engraved in all of the headrests, I knew he actually owned the aircraft. Impressive. Si-Si called the right one, I thought. My problems back home were fading away faster than I thought they could. And I wondered for a minute whether it was normal for someone to be so obsessed with money and fine things that nothing else in the wide world mattered. But, hell, I never was considered normal in the first place. So why worry about fitting that description now?

“So how long’s this flight?” Si-Si asked Andrew as she helped herself to a glass of white wine.

“It’s just over two hundred miles. We’ll be on the ground in no time.”

“Well, good, because I’m so over being in the sky right now.”

“I bet,” Andrew said, taking a seat beside Si-Si.

As soon as he sat down, Si-Si rested her head on his shoulder. I watched the two and admired the Kodak moment. Moreover, I felt happy for Si-Si. I knew she was distraught about having seen her mother murdered and then having pulled the trigger on a man. I could only imagine what emotions she was feeling. I was just glad that she had someone in addition to me to lean on. Especially someone as rich as Andrew.

When we landed in Genoa and got off the plane, Andrew led us to another white Bugatti with red leather interior and white piping. It was exactly like the one we had left in Rome. I did a double take.

Si-Si shot Andrew a look like she was thinking the same thing I was, and Andrew explained himself.

“I like what I like,” he said.

Boy, oh boy, I thought, this guy was stuntin’ hard, and I couldn’t help but be turned on by him. Nevertheless, I maintained my composure. He was Si-Si’s friend. Besides, I was sure he had someone he could hook me up with when that time came. And what I was even surer about was the fact that whoever that might be had the same type of money Andrew obviously had. Everybody knows birds of a feather flock together. So I would be patient.

We positioned ourselves in the passenger seat again and were off. I hoped we weren’t in for a long ride, because sitting on Si-Si’s lap in the two-seater was uncomfortable. The one thing I did enjoy, though, was being able to see the sights. Italy was a beautiful place—refreshing even. I mean, the architecture there made me want to cry. Honestly, I had never seen anything so unique and prestigious. I thought about my best friend, Tina, and the time she’d visited Derek’s family in Italy during their monthlong honeymoon, and I remembered her telling me how beautiful this country was. She was so right. Quickly, I changed the subject in my head. It had been years since Tina was killed, but thinking about her was bound to have me break out into tears. And God knows, I didn’t want to do that in front of Andrew. He had just met me not even an hour ago, and I didn’t want his first impression of me to be that I was this emotional, crazy chick. I turned my attention to the amazingly beautiful vehicle I was in.

After admiring every detail, from the navigation screen in the rearview mirror to the key, which resembled a small pocketknife, I decided to break the silence.

“How much is on the dash?” I asked Andrew.

Without taking his eyes off the spiraling road, he replied, “A little over two fifty.”

“Wow,” I said.

Quickly glancing at me, he boasted, “And it gets there in less than a minute.”

I nodded my head slowly and repeated, “Wow.”

“So what does one have to do to get a car like this?”

“Well, place an order.”

“And what’s that process?”

“Just three hundred and fifty USD,” he said nonchalantly.

“Three hundred and fifty thousand dollars is needed just to place the order?” I had to verify.

Andrew nodded. “Pretty much.”

Even Si-Si commented on that one. “So while other guys are buying Bentleys or Ferraris, Andrew here is using that money just to order his car,” she said, boosting his already big ego. “Gotta love it,” she concluded.

“Got to,” I added.

After a quick ten-minute drive from the Genoa airport, we arrived at the Bentley Hotel, a modern, luxurious structure with the perfect name. The valet parking attendant was at our door instantaneously.

“Mr. Coselli.” The guy nodded his hello to Andrew.

Andrew put some folded bills in his palm and patted him on the shoulder as he made room for the young man to take his place in the driver’s seat.

We went inside the five-star hotel, and the lobby reminded me of one of Vegas’s most upscale spots. The Art Deco meets couture décor gave a rich and futuristic feel. We checked into the room Andrew had reserved. Good thing it was a suite, because I had my own room. I could enjoy my privacy, and Si-Si and Andrew could enjoy theirs. I didn’t have any bags or anything, so I didn’t have much settling in to do. All I did upon entering the luxurious bedroom was come out of my dirty clothes, take a nice long bath, cover up in the complimentary bathrobe, and plop down on the bed. I attempted to watch some TV, but the language barrier and my exhaustion made that impossible. I was asleep in no time.

I awakened to the smell of hot breakfast, despite the fact it was already lunchtime. Indeed, I had slept well into the next day. My body needed the rest. I stretched and got up out of bed. I went to the bathroom, washed my face, and brushed my teeth. Then I went into the living room to see where the aroma of bacon and eggs was coming from.

“Good afternoon,” Andrew said as he ate his well-balanced breakfast. He was fully dressed.

“Good afternoon,” I said. “I didn’t mean to sleep so late. Is Si-Si up and dressed too?”

“No, she’s out like a light,” he said, focusing on getting a piece of his omelet on his fork. “She didn’t sleep well last night. Tossed and turned a lot,” he said.

“Oh,” I said. “She had trouble sleeping on the plane too.”

“Yeah, that’s flying commercial for you,” he said, then he asked, “You want breakfast? There’s plenty in there. I figured I’d order everything on the menu rather than wake you two.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I’m starving.” I moved toward the food display.

Andrew wasn’t exaggerating. He really had bought the entire menu. Once again I was impressed. He was continuously outdoing himself. He was his own competition. That’s a rich nigga for you, I thought.

“So, Celess, right?” Andrew decided to strike up a conversation.

“Yes.”

“You and Sienna were both big actresses in the United States, huh?”

“Well, we were certainly working on it,” I said modestly.

“I see. That’s interesting. The last time I saw Sienna she was this young, ambitious girl with so much drive and passion. I knew she would go on to do big things.”

“Yeah, that’s exactly how she was when I met her,” I said, recalling the day I had been shopping at the boutique Si-Si worked in and how she had quit on the spot after I told her I could show her how to get money. I smirked at that memory. To this day, I had never met somebody so fearless.

“Well, today is the first day of Salone Nautico Internazionale—”

“The what?” I interrupted Andrew.

“The International Boat Show. It’s an annual thing. They showcase some of the biggest and best yachts.”

“Oh, right. I remember, yes, of course.”

“Yeah. And, uh, I have my eye on something, so I need to be there.” He glanced at his watch. “I’m going to leave some money, so when sleeping beauty awakes, you two can have a driver take you to Via XX Settembre to get some clothes and things. It’s within meters of here. You could actually walk, but I wouldn’t want you to do that. And once you get done, call me and I will meet up with you. Okay?”

I nodded. “Sure. Thanks.”

Andrew disappeared in the room he and Si-Si shared for a few minutes, then he reentered the small living room. He was carrying a wad of cash. I thought he was going to peel a few bills from the wad and hand them to me, but he gave me the entire thing.

“Get something nice. I want you two to be the most beautiful girls there. Not that that should be hard. But you know what I mean.”

“No worries,” I said. “We know how to show up.”

Andrew grinned, and I took notice at how clean he looked. He wasn’t wearing a hat, and his hair was slicked back, allowing his thick, dark eyebrows to take center stage. He cleaned up well for the boat show, I thought. I watched him gather some of his belongings, which included a sports jacket and a briefcase, and head out the door. “See you later,” he said.

As soon as the door slammed behind him, I started counting the money. There were 575 bills altogether. Two hundred of them were 500-euros bills, and the other 375 were 200-euros bills. That equaled 175,000 euros. Now, what the hell was that in USD? I was eager to know. I went in the bedroom where Si-Si was oversleeping.

“Si-Si, wake up already!” I started opening the drapes, figuring the bright sunshine would help. “Si-Si!”

“Huuuh?” Si-Si sighed as she slowly rolled over in the bed.

“Wake up, girl, ya friend left us a mountain of cash to go shopping, and now I can’t sit still!”

I sat on the edge of the bed next to Si-Si’s head. After rubbing her eyes repeatedly, she sat up.

“What?” she asked. “What are you so hype about?”

I waved the money in her face, and with a Kool-Aid smile, I said, “This.”

“Where did you get that from? Where is Andrew?”

“He left to go to that boat show. He said for us to take this and get something to wear for today. He said he want us to be the baddest bitches at the show.”

Si-Si shook her head. “He didn’t say that.”

“Well, not in those exact words, but that’s what he meant. Now get up, shower, and let’s go do some damage!”

Si-Si didn’t budge. Instead, she just shook her head as if to say, Um, um, um.

“What’s wrong?” I questioned her lack of enthusiasm.

Then as if she had just snapped out of a daze, she said, “Nothing.” And with a more upbeat tone and attitude she said, “Let’s go.”

It took Si-Si and me only about a half hour to get dressed. All we had to do was shower and throw on the same clothes from the previous day. We both felt dirty and uncomfortable, but it was only for a short period. We called for a car service like Andrew instructed and had the driver take us shopping. It was in the car that Si-Si counted the money for herself. She knew how to convert the currency and everything.

“Two hundred and fifty,” she said when she was done.

“You are lying to me!” I couldn’t believe that Andrew had given us $250,000 cash money, right off the bat.

“No, I’m not,” Si-Si said. “He’s megarich, Celess. This to him is nothing.”

“What the hell, he print money?”

Si-Si chuckled and said, “Something like that.”

I paused and looked up at Si-Si, my eyebrows furrowed. I needed clarification. I mean, I wasn’t about to be spending no counterfeit money, especially not while I was already running from the law.

“Not like that,” she said, reading my thoughts. “He owns stock in the Federal Reserve,” she explained. “Lots of it.”

“As much as I love money, I don’t know what the Federal Reserve is.”

“Put it this way.” Si-Si broke it down. “He practically owns the U.S. Mint.”
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