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Dear Reader:

Many times, people find themselves caught up in tragedy when they are sitting at home minding their own business. Such is the case in Flo Anthony’s Deadly Stuff Players. Money can buy a lot of things in life, but it can also buy trouble; hence the saying “more money, more trouble.” In this witty, engaging novel, Anthony spins a tale of billionaires, high-stake equestrian races, drug dealers, deception and ultimately, revenge.

When a billionaire’s estranged wife is murdered in what appears to be a drug deal gone bad in Las Vegas, two celebrities that moonlight as crime solvers are quickly on the case. No one is whom they appear to be, old friendships are either strengthened or annihilated, affairs are revealed or newly cultivated, and no one is sheltered as bodies upon bodies begin to stack up, both in Las Vegas and in Los Angeles. Readers will surely enjoy the characters and the fast-paced action.

As always, thanks for supporting the authors of Strebor Books. We always try to bring you groundbreaking, innovative stories that will entertain and enlighten. For a list of complete titles, please visit www.zanestore.com and I can be located at www.facebook.com/AuthorZane or reached via email at Zane@eroticanoir.com.

Blessings,
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Fort Lauderdale, Florida


Spring 2010


As the yacht exploded into flames, the man fumbled with the keys as he attempted to unlock the orange Bugatti Bordeaux. He hit a button and the luxurious vehicle opened.


“All right now!” the man exclaimed. “I have the right key ring.” Moving swiftly before any fall-out from the fast-moving flames or smoke from the explosion could engulf him, the man threw his bag in, eased behind the steering wheel, thrust the key into the ignition and quickly drove away. He sped right past five fire trucks, three EMS units and at least ten Broward County Sheriff’s Office cars that were racing toward the blazing yacht. The man was headed toward Interstate 95.


As he exited onto the freeway, he snuck a glance into the Louis Vuitton duffel that he had taken from the yacht. As expected, it was stuffed with one-hundred-dollar bills that were supposed to equal $500,000. He sighed with relief again and tossed the bag into the backseat. He would count his new found fortune later.


Reaching for the glove compartment, he slowly opened it. True to the word of the man now lying somewhere at the bottom of the ocean, there was a wallet that matched the satchel inside. Pulling it out, yet keeping his eyes on the road, the man sifted through it. There was at least $10,000 in the wallet, along with a Black American Express card, a driver’s license, and nearly a dozen other credit cards inside.


It was too bad his cousin, Rolando, had to die. But, hey, that’s what happened to no-good drifters. After all, the man was Royale Jones, a famous retired baseball player for the Los Angeles Wildcats. He had conquered baseball. Now, he was about to take the entertainment world by storm. There was no reason to look back on the events of the last few hours now. It might take him a week to drive across country, but he had a car full of money and a head full of dreams of conquering the world. Driving this Bugatti was almost a religious experience. There was no turning back now.


Smiling, Royale shouted to himself, “Hollywood, here I come!”





Chapter One



[image: design]


December 2013


Valerie


As much as she loved a good party, at the final thrust toward turning into a seasoned citizen of age, Valerie Rollins also loved the comfort of her beautiful wrought-iron bed. A glass of Kendall Jackson chardonnay, a good Zane or Danielle Steel novel, a rerun of Law & Order: Special Victims Unit or a good Lifetime movie, and Val was good to go for the night.


Valerie Rollins was the gossip queen of Black Hollywood. She had a daily syndicated radio show, “Gossip On the Go With Your Gal Valerie Ro,” wrote a weekly syndicated column, and published her own magazine, Black Noir. Val was also a regular talking head on TV One’s Life After, and she still popped up on entertainment news shows here and there.


Her tiny two-bedroom home, or “cottage” as she liked to call it, was nestled on Fountain Avenue beneath the Sunset Strip. After a busy happy hour at Tisha Campbell Martin and Duane Martin’s hot spot in North Hollywood, Xen, Val had fallen fast asleep around nine. So, here she was half asleep/half awake at four a.m. on Saturday morning, catching an old episode of Entourage.


That Adrian Grenier was one gorgeous specimen of a man. However, her DVR was set to it and she couldn’t bring herself to open her eyes. She lay back, enjoying the dull roar of the television. All of a sudden, her beautiful solace was shattered by the ringing of the phone. Val glanced at her cat, Lucky, who had pounced on the phone as if she could answer it.


“Is that the TV?” It kept ringing. No, it was her phone. She managed a groggy, “Hello.”


“Val, it’s Rome.”


“Rome, what do you want? Do you realize what time it is? What’s going on?”


“Oh, can it, Val. Anybody who knows you, knows you’re watching Entourage. Listen, I’m on my way to your house. I have to talk to you and I can’t do it on the phone.”


“Rome, it’s four a.m. Are you crazy?”


“I’ll be there in less than twenty minutes.”


With that, he hung up. Rome Nyland was one of the finest black men on the face of the Earth. Six-foot-two with a body that looked like a Greek statue, Rome’s skin was as smooth as mahogany velvet. At one time a star wide receiver for the Los Angeles Rams, Rome was now a private detective. Val had met him around five years ago after his cousin, Charmaine Sutton, was murdered. As a journalist, who some people referred to as a “celebrity snitch,” Rome sought Val’s help in uncovering Charmaine’s, who people called “Charlie’s” murderer.


As a result, he and Val had discovered there was a serial killer running around Hollywood. Together, they had solved the huge case, which resulted in them uncovering the death of actress Jennifer Sands. Now they were best friends.


Val first met Jennifer when she was on Broadway, starring in the play Sally Hemings. From the start, the two girls had been BFFs. Although they had been tight, Val was shocked when Jennifer’s will was read and she had inherited $100,000, a Rolex watch, several diamond rings and a Bentley Coupe. Although she still drove her fabulous Cadillac XTS on a daily basis, Val loved to move around Hollywood in the beautiful white Bentley.


An only child, even though she was fifty-one, Valerie considered herself to be an orphan. Valerie’s parents had conceived her later in life, when they were in their late-forties. Her father, Clifton Rollins, died during Val’s senior year of college, when she was nineteen. Her mom, Stella, lived to be ninety. In the latter part of her life, she had relocated from Ann Arbor, Michigan to Los Angeles to live with Val.


Valerie had only been married once, in her early twenties, to a former heavyweight boxing champion. She never had any children. Her only living relatives consisted of a few cousins who resided in Michigan. Despite the lack of a biological family, Val was the opposite of lonely. She had sorors as well as wonderful friends. Her philosophy had always been the family that you selected was often much better than the one that selected you. She believed in living life to the fullest and had made Rome the brother she never had and his son. His son, Romey, made a devoted nephew. It would still be nice to find that special someone to enjoy her sunset years with. She was not ready to give up on that dream yet.


Royale


Rome and Val weren’t the only two people in Los Angeles with four a.m. plans on a Saturday morning. Royale Jones was holding court at Peppy’s Playhouse, an exclusive after-hours spot ensconced in the basement beneath a sports bar he owned in Compton.


Royale was in the middle of a hot dice game. He had been rolling sevens and elevens all night and planned to leave Peppy’s with a fist full of money. After that he was going to take care of the unfinished business he had back at the Horizons Hotel….the sexy and nubile reality star Roshonda Rhodes, who was a bronze beauty. She had worked for Royale back in Las Vegas, and he had promised her a clothing line endorsement. He was positive that she’d be waiting when he returned.


Even though his ambitious plans to conquer Hollywood as a film producer had not panned out for Royale in the manner that he had envisioned when he left Florida three years ago, he hadn’t done badly. After making a brief stop in Las Vegas and establishing connections there, he had finally gotten to Hollywood where he had opened a boutique entertainment company that encompassed record deals, party promotions and talent management. He also secretly had a lucrative side hustle that included prostitution and operating an international drug ring. However, Royale was ready to go legit. He was almost financially to the point where he could kiss the street life goodbye. The final deal he was currently working on would definitely bring those plans to fruition. Aside from aiming to represent Roshonda, Royale had recently signed actress Jermonna Bradley to his stable. Her addiction to drugs and fast living enabled him to get her to join the escort business. In fact, she was in Las Vegas right now servicing a client. Little did Royale know that arrangement would never take place.


Valerie


As Val was heading into the bathroom to jump into a quick bubble bath before Rome arrived, the phone rang again.


She picked it up. “Rome, I know you didn’t get me out of my bed to say you don’t need to talk now.”


“Val, it’s Jermonna. Please help me…Ro…Ro…” With that, the phone went dead.


Val yelled, “Jermonna? Jermonna? Where are you?”


Val quickly dialed Jermonna’s cell number, but it went straight to voicemail. Then she tried to *69 the call back, but it was restricted.


What had Jermonna gotten herself into this time? And who is Ro? Did she mean Rome? Maybe that’s why he was rushing over to her house before dawn, to tell her something about Jermonna.


One of the most well-liked characters on television, Jermonna Bradley portrayed Tiffany on the now cancelled Black Hollywood dramatic series, Baldwin Hills. But the girl was living her life as some sort of Hollywood hellion copycat, in and out of drug rehab, constant conflicts in clubs from Hollywood to New York to Miami and Europe. A magnet for lunatics, Jermonna had dated every crazy loser in the entertainment and sports world, not to mention a few street pharmacists, and was now a hot mess. For some reason, Val felt she had to take care of her. Hopefully, Ro was Rome, and, maybe he could tell her the latest calamity in Jermonna’s life.


Just maybe he might know where Val could find her little friend. It was the first Saturday in December. Val had planned to get started with Christmas preparations today. It looked like those plans were a thing of the past.


The weekend was off to a banging start! Unfortunately for Val, she had no idea how literally “banging” the next few days were about to become!





Chapter Two
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Jermonna


Standing five-foot-three and weighing one hundred ten pounds wet, Jermonna Bradley had a body all women envied and every man she came in contact with lusted over. Once known as the raptress “J Body,” Jermonna had broken into acting after a cameo on A Match Made In Heaven, a pilot that was never picked up.


Ironically, Peter Unger, the producer of Baldwin Hills, had somehow seen the show, fallen in love with Jermonna, and tracked her down. At the time she didn’t even have an agent, but Valerie Rollins had taken an interest in her and was always talking about her, taking her to parties with her, as well as introducing her to people.


Somehow, Peter recognized all of this, and contacted Val to get in touch with her. He felt that Jermonna would be perfect for the part of Tiffany, the zany bookkeeper on Baldwin Hills. That seemed like so long ago. After Jennifer Sands was killed by her crazy, look-alike, long-lost sister, Mavis Butler, Baldwin Hills was cancelled. Jermonna had found a little guest-starring work, but not another series.


To make matters worse, she had been busted twice for DUIs, ended up the star of an internet sex tape and, even though she was never indicted, it was suspected that she had killed Black Mike, a rapper that had been gunned down the previous year. Jermonna had been the last person to publically see him alive. So, now she was even having trouble getting on a reality show. As great of a dancer as she was, Dancing with the Stars didn’t even want her. And, now she was locked in a basement in Las Vegas waiting for some guy she didn’t even know to let her out. She was so desperate that she had started to date high-rollers that wanted to be seen with a celebrity for money. Why now?


Yesterday, she had received a call that Vance Dumas wanted her to appear in a commercial he was doing for a new boxer ad. He was not only one of the few black jockeys in horse racing, but he actually owned the race horse Wildin’ Out. Vance was the son of Victor Dumas, a black dot.com billionaire. Vance may have been tiny, but he was handsome as all get out! She had envisioned it was a stroke of good luck when she had run into his mom, Andrea, at Tao earlier in the evening. Knowing Andrea had a penchant for cocaine and young men, Jermonna had eagerly followed her off the Las Vegas strip to what the older woman described as a hot spot where they could really get their party on. However, the sports bar that Andrea had taken her to was bizarre. It was virtually empty, with no real wait staff, and the few men present had ogled her like she was a piece of meat.


Taking Andrea’s lead, she had followed the one named Sincere into a private room where they did a few lines of coke together, but he also must have spiked her drink. She had awakened with bruises on her arms. Her cash was also missing from her Hermes clutch bag. The door was locked and she had no idea what had happened to Andrea.


All of a sudden, she had heard Andrea yelling from the other side of the door. “Please, don’t kill me! I’ll give you as much money as you want! Please, let me live!” Andrea had pleaded.


There were two shots, then silence. Jermonna had called Val to find someone to get her out of the place, but her phone had died as soon as Val picked up.


Why did her cell phone go dead? If she could only get a hold of Val, she was convinced that Val would come and rescue her.





Chapter Three
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Valerie


Val was pouring herself a cup of Constant Comment tea when the bell rang. In a matter of seconds, Rome was at her door. Letting him in, she said, “This had better be good. You know I only get to sleep in on Saturdays and Sundays.”


Giving her a light peck on the cheek, Rome asked, “Do I get a cup of tea, some juice, a how are you? Something?”


Val had the herbal tea and honey ready for him, just like he took it. Rome eased back on her red, leopard-trimmed couch. “I got a call from Victor Dumas. He believes his estranged wife, Andrea, may be in danger. He’s afraid whatever trouble she’s in could put his son and his horse in jeopardy. It has to do with some baseball player and a gang threatening to kidnap her. Do you know anything?”


“Yeah. I have this fabulous new St. John suit trimmed in crystal fox with a hat to match to see their son Vance ride Wildin’ Out on the fifteenth. Kentucky Derby contenders start on their Road to the Roses in the $750,000 Cash Call Futurity at Hollywood Park. Then, I’m on the committee for the Santa Sleigh Ball that follows the race that night at the Beverly Hills Hotel, and I, had planned to head out today to get a dress for those festivities. In addition, I’m planning to bet on and win big with Wildin’ Out. And, now you’re telling me the extra Christmas shopping money that I was looking forward to winning, not to mention a fun night that includes raising money for Sickle Cell Disease, is in danger. Thanks for ruining my day before it’s even light outside. And, you can kiss your Christmas gift ‘goodbye,’ Scrooge.”


Shaking his head, Rome asked, “Seriously, Val. What’s going on with these people?”


“To be honest, Rome, I don’t know what happened to Andrea. She’s a woman I’ve admired for a long time. She revolutionized the fashion industry by refusing to lose weight and becoming the first plus-size woman to stroll runways all over the world. Now, all you hear about her is that she vips and vops with street pharmaceuticals. In other words, she’s known to be a veteran cocaine user, who also smokes tar heroin to smooth out the high. Even though Vance doesn’t use drugs, he runs with a very fast crowd that not only rides horses, they’ve been known to shoot and snort a colt here and there, too. I got a weird call from Jermonna right after you called. I know she’s been chasing Vance around.


“Maybe she was trying to tell me something about the Dumas family. I need to get on the horn and see if I can find her. I also got her a gig hosting a Bronner Brothers Hair Show next Friday night in Atlanta, so I have to make sure she’s there.”


“When did you start hanging with the high-rolling, horse-racing crowd?”


“A friend of mine founded an event called the Grand Gala to get African-Americans involved in the Kentucky Derby. She invited me there and I loved it. So, I started following Vance’s career. Now, when or wherever he races, I’m there. ”


Seemingly, out of nowhere, Val’s phone rang, causing the normally cool and calm Rome to jump! Picking it up on the second ring, Val answered, “Hello. I see. Are you sure? Has anyone notified her husband? Okay, I’m heading there.”


Hanging up the phone, Val told Rome, “Well, Andrea Dumas is no longer in trouble. She’s dead.”


Rome was shocked. “Where did they find her?”


He couldn’t believe he was too late to save his client’s wife’s life. Although the media wasn’t aware of the situation, Victor no longer lived with Andrea. However, he was still very concerned for her welfare and continued to allow her to live in the style she had become accustomed to as his wife.


Rome had given his word to Victor he would find her and make sure she was safe.


Val responded, “Las Vegas, at some sports bar off the strip. We also solved the Jermonna mystery. She was there with Andrea. She’s unconscious, but she’s alive. The source also says a witness swears he saw Roshonda Rhodes leaving the scene.”


“Roshonda Rhodes? That gorgeous woman on the reality show Diamond in the Rough?”


“That would be her.” Val smirked. “If she was there, I don’t know if she’s a suspect or another victim. Let me get dressed and pack an overnight bag. We’re heading to Vegas. If we hurry, we can catch the seven a.m. flight and be there by eight.”


“Forget packing a bag. I need to get to Vegas right away and try to do damage control for Victor before the media gets a hold of this. If we have to stay overnight or longer, I’ll buy you some clothes. You said you wanted to go shopping for a new ball gown. Here’s your chance. We’ll call it an early Christmas present.”


Val was way ahead of him. She poured at least two days’ worth of Meow Mix into Lucky’s bowl, threw on a pair of XCVI gray-graphite leggings with a matching cotton lace and knit long-sleeved coat, and her black Chanel ballet flats.


Despite what Rome had insisted, she tossed her always ready toiletries and makeup bags and two pairs of panties (she refused to leave town without extra clean underwear) into her Hermes Birkin bag, snatched her mink poncho and headed back into the living room where Rome was finishing up a call.


“That was Victor Dumas. I didn’t tell him Andrea was dead, just that she’d been involved in an incident and we are on our way to check it out. He keeps a Dumas Electronics jet at LAX. Victor is notifying the crew that we’re on the way. I’m going to leave my car in your garage; let’s take a cab to the airport.”


“I’ve never met the man, but I already love Victor Dumas’s style,” Val replied anxiously. “Let’s roll!”





Chapter Four
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2012


Roshonda


Growing up in Cleveland, Mississippi, a small town in the Mississippi Delta of 13,841 people, Roshonda Rhodes had constantly dreamed of becoming a Hollywood actress. A cross between Halle Berry and Beyoncé, Roshonda had used her exotic looks and lithe body to enter beauty pageants around the state. After winning titles at Delta State University, and in Jackson and Hattiesburg, she had finally won Miss Bronze Mississippi and headed to the national Pageant held in Las Vegas.


Placing in the top ten of Miss Bronze America had gotten her noticed by a small talent agency called Topaz Entertainment, which was based in town. The owner, Rebecca Fuqua, was a former designer who liked the procuring profession better. She was recently divorced from late-night talk show host, George Fuqua. She had convinced the naive Roshonda, who had never been out of the state of Mississippi prior to the pageant, that she could make more money letting her book her jobs right in Sin City rather than competing with seasoned actresses for jobs in Hollywood as an ingénue starting out.


After fronting money to get Roshonda breast implants, veneers on her teeth, and a flashy wardrobe, most of Roshonda’s “bookings” consisted of escorting high-rollers to events around Vegas that always ended up with her servicing them in bed. Whenever she complained to Rebecca, the buxom blonde would pull out her records and calculator, then punch up thousands and thousands of dollars in expenses that Roshonda still owed her.


“You see these numbers?” Rebecca would constantly ask the young beauty queen. “Once these bills are paid off, you’re free to do anything or go anywhere you want to go.”


So, for the past three years Roshonda had been stuck in Las Vegas. Back in Mississippi, her friends and family thought she was on the brink of landing a starring role in a casino revue. Instead, she was a glorified call girl.


It was a quiet night on the Vegas strip. Roshonda hadn’t received any calls from Rebecca about a date for the evening, so she thought she would take it easy, head over to the Forum Shops at Caesar’s Palace, do some shopping, then treat herself to a steak dinner at the Palm restaurant. That definitely sounded like a plan. There would be no grimy hands up and down her body tonight.


She hopped into a pair of MiH Marrakesh jeans, a simple tee shirt and a pair of Tapeet by Vicini heels. They were wedges and would be sexy, yet comfortable enough to walk around the Forum Mall in.


After dropping $1,300 on two pairs of Christian Louboutin stilettos, Roshonda headed inside of the Palm. Deciding to eat at the bar, she was surprised when a bottle of Cristal was placed in front of her as she perused the menu.


“Compliments of the gentleman at the end of the bar.” The bartender placed a champagne flute in front of her and poured some bubbly into the glass.


Roshonda almost started laughing as she lifted her glass to toast a “thank you” to the tiny little boy who was smiling at her. How could a kid buy a three-hundred-dollar bottle of champagne, and why was he being allowed to sit at the bar?


Oh no, she said to herself, the little smurf is coming down here.


Barely as tall as she was sitting, the munchkin stretched out his hand. “Allow me to introduce myself to you, Pretty Lady. My name is Vance Dumas. I was mesmerized by your beauty. There’s no way I can let you sit alone. Would you like to join me for dinner?”


Not wanting to laugh in the little guy’s face or hurt his feelings, Roshonda explained that she was enjoying a quiet night by herself. At that moment, former NBA stars Charles Oakley and Johnny Newman walked into the restaurant, making a beeline to Vance.


“What’s up, man? What are you doing here; shouldn’t you be training? We got you and Wildin’ Out in the Derby,” Charles said.


“I’m in town for the fight, then I’m heading home to Kentucky. I was trying to convince this beautiful woman to let me treat her to dinner,” Vance explained.


Smiling, Charles told Roshonda, “Girl, go with the man. He won’t make any fast moves. His horses do all the running for him.” With that, the hostess escorted the two men to their table.


“So, what do you say?” Vance asked. “Will you join me or what?”


“I would love to.” Roshonda thought to herself, He’s only four feet tall. If he tries anything, I’ll step on him.


Dinner with Vance turned into dessert. Roshonda had no idea a man could be so interesting. She had totally misjudged Vance’s age. He told her he was thirty, one of a few winning African American jockeys, and that he owned the horse he rode, Wildin’ Out. Looking at his platinum, diamond-studded Rolex watch, Vance told her, “It’s almost midnight. I’ve taken up all of your time. Let me have my driver take you home. Can I see you tomorrow?”


Roshonda didn’t want to be seen around the strip with Vance for fear that someone would give her vocation away. He seemed so nice. She quickly decided to invite him for lunch at her apartment. That way they wouldn’t run into any of her clients or fellow call girls. “You were so nice to treat me to dinner. If you’re not busy, why don’t you have lunch with me at my apartment tomorrow? I live in the towers at the Las Vegas Country Club. Would one o’clock be good?” Writing it all down for him on the back of the restaurant’s card, Roshonda continued, “My address is 3111 Bel Air Drive and my number is 702-555-1310. I drove here. It’s very sweet of you to offer, but I can see myself home.”


He smiled. “I’ll walk you through the mall.”


Great, now everyone would see her with this shorty worty. As they strolled past Gucci, Vance suggested going in for a moment. Never one to pass up browsing at Gucci, Roshonda followed him into the store.


“Hello, Mr. Dumas.”


“So nice to see you, Mr. Dumas.”


“Welcome back, Mr. Dumas.”


She now knew he was a jockey, but this man seemed to be as famous as Denzel Washington or Will Smith. Who was this little guy?


Speaking of Denzel, the movie star and his wife, Pauletta, were actually walking right toward them. “Vance, my man,” Denzel said as Vance shook his hand and kissed Pauletta on her cheek.


Vance told them, “I see you guys are doing a little pre-fight shopping.”


Denzel gave Vance a pound on the fist as they walked off.


Roshonda couldn’t take it anymore and eyed Vance. “How do all these people know you?”


“Friends of the family, beautiful; just friends of the family. I need to pick up a suit I had tailor-made for me. Do you see anything you like?”


“I’ve already exhausted my shopping budget for today, but I love their entire shoe and purse collection for the summer. When I build my bank account back up, I’ll probably come and pick up a bag with shoes to match.” She paused. “I’m going to get out of here. You go ahead and do what you have to do. I’ll see you tomorrow at one.”


“Are you sure I can’t see you home tonight?”


“I’m sure. Enjoy the rest of your evening.” With that, Roshonda left the funny little guy lusting after her in Gucci.





Chapter Five
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Roshonda and Vance


Roshonda rose early the next morning to prepare lunch. Vance hadn’t seemed to eat or drink much at dinner, so she decided on a lobster and pasta salad that she could pick up at the gourmet deli right behind the strip. As she got ready to embrace her daily cleansing ritual, the doorman rang her.


“Yes?”


“There’s a delivery down here from a Mr. Dumas. Is it all right to send everyone up?”


Everyone? Who was everyone? Pulling her pink satin robe tightly around her, Roshonda told him, “Yes.


She ran into the bathroom to quickly brush her teeth and run a brush through her hair. The doorbell was already ringing. Well, “everyone” was here. Roshonda opened the door to at least three men pushing carts filled with shopping bags from Gucci.


“What the hell is going on?” she yelled. After filling her living room with all the bags and boxes, one of the guys handed her a card that read:


Since you love the entire collection of shoes and bags, here it is, with all the dresses and clothes to match. See you at one. Love, Vance.


Okay, it was time to Google this guy. There had to be a half-million dollars’ worth of clothes, shoes and purses, not to mention scarves, belts and fragrances. Roshonda didn’t really know her way around the Internet, but, she had an iPad to check her emails from Rebecca and schedule her dates. She found Google and typed in “Vance Dumas.”


She couldn’t believe what she was reading on Wikipedia. Vance Dumas. Born: November 5, 1982. An American Jockey. Vance Dumas is the only son of American dot com Billionaire Victor Dumas and his wife, Andrea. The elder Dumas is among the eight Black billionaires in the world who include Oprah Winfrey, Mohammed Al Amoudi, Aliko Dangote, Mike Adenuga, Patrice Motsepe, Mohamm Horahim and Foloransho Alakija. A millionaire in his own right, Vance has a personal wealth of over $60 million.


Single, he resides in Versailles, Kentucky. Son of a billionaire, a multi-millionaire? Had God finally answered all of her prayers? Was this a dream that could turn into Roshonda’s worst nightmare if this little guy really liked her and found out she was nothing but a two-bit whore? Roshonda thought about Julia Roberts’ character, Vivian, in Pretty Woman. She had told Richard Gere’s character, Edward Lewis, a rich and powerful guy, that she wanted the fairy tale, and in the end, he had given it to her.


Maybe the same miracle could happen for her. Well, even if it didn’t, she had an entirely new Gucci wardrobe to try on and hang up, and she had to run out and get lunch. She decided to use her last few hundred bucks to purchase a couple of bottles of Cristal to serve Vance. Lunch had to be delectable. She would treat this little smurf so good, he would never want to get rid of her.


Roshonda


As Roshonda dashed back into her apartment, laden down with grocery bags and two bottles of champagne, her cell phone was ringing. She glanced at the number and wanted to push the “Ignore” button, but she’d have hell to pay if she didn’t answer.


“Yes, Rebecca?”


“Darling,” cooed Rebecca. “I have a job for you tonight. Jacques Michel from Paris is in for the fight and wants to book you for the night. He’ll need you to escort him there and pick up the usual bag of happy dust for him and anything else he might need. He’s paying $5,000. His car will be there to get you at seven. Dress to impress.”


Without even giving her a chance to respond, Rebecca hung up. Her command had been given. Roshonda would have to get Vance out fast and explain she had already promised an old friend she would accompany him to the fight. With her bubble burst by Rebecca’s call, Roshonda let out a deep sigh, and went about the task of setting her table for lunch with Vance. She placed an elegant gold lace table runner on it, then set two places with her prized Versace Medusa Dinnerware and matching champagne flutes. Designed by the late Gianni Versace himself, a golden Medusa set in the middle of the plates on a solid red/black background. A wide band in a black, red and golden scroll motif bordered the plate. The matching champagne flutes had the head of the Medusa in the stem. She placed a candelabra on the table with three white tapers in it, and a bowl of floating white roses in front of that display. The champagne chilled in a silver bucket. Finished there, she jumped into the shower.


It was time to get dressed. Roshonda hadn’t had time to totally look through all of the clothing racks that now filled every inch of her bedroom. However, she chose the flower print silk georgette kaftan dress that she’d had her eye on in the store forever. With its gigantic price tag of $2,400, she had never imagined she could figure out a way to own the beautiful dress. Slipping it over her head, it fit perfectly. How had Vance known her exact size? Gucci stated that the night-blooming flowers on the garment would create your own enchanted evening. She hoped the store knew what it was talking about.


Roshonda intended to definitely have an enchanted afternoon. Looking through tens of boxes of shoes, she decided on the light-pink patent leather high-heel platform-shoe with Mary Jane-style straps and an open toe. The heel would add five-point three-inches to her already five-feet-five-inch height. Roshonda didn’t want to make the little fellow feel like a dwarf, but she figured he must have desired to see her in the sexy shoes or he wouldn’t have bought them for her.


The buzzer rang.


“Mr. Dumas to see you.”


With an anticipation she had never felt before, Roshonda whispered into the intercom, “Send him up.”


This little luncheon could be her pot of gold at the end of the rainbow. It wasn’t every day a girl was about to have the heir to a billion-dollar empire eating lunch at her table. Please, God, let him want to stay for dessert.


“My, my, you sure make Gucci look good,” Vance proclaimed as he walked through Roshonda’s threshold. Kissing her lightly on the lips, he handed her a beautiful bouquet of sterling silver roses with one hand, and a bottle of Cristal with the other.


“Thank you. I already have a glass of bubbly chilled right here for you. I’ll put this in the fridge. The flowers are lovely. Let me put them in some water. Have a seat,” Roshonda told him as she put the champagne flute in his hand.


As she was walking into the kitchen to get a vase, Vance noticed her white baby grand piano. “Do you play?”


She told him, “Yes,” and then set the roses on top of the piano.


“Play something for me. I’d love a little entertainment before lunch.”


Few people that were in her present life knew that Roshonda played classical piano. She had won the talent competitions in every pageant she had ever competed in. For some reason, she felt she should play Chopin for this tiny, yet oh so elegant and wealthy man. So she sat down at the piano, her most prized possession, and began to play Chopin’s “Prelude in E Minor.”


As her fingers glided over the keys, Roshonda forgot about Rebecca, she forgot about all the horrible men with their hot breath, clammy hands and hairy bodies that violated her body almost daily. As she played the beautiful medley, she imagined herself to be onstage at Carnegie Hall or an opera house in Vienna. She slowly brought the song to a close, not noticing Vance was standing over her.


“Bravo,” he clapped. “That was almost as beautiful as you are.”


Amazingly strong to be so small, Vance lifted Roshonda up from the piano stool and leaned her back across the keys and up on the top. With the swiftness of the second hand on a watch, he took a sip of his champagne and poured the rest of the glass down the front of Roshonda’s pricey dress. With one hand, he ripped the expensive threads apart, saying, “Your skin makes a much better glass.”


Without speaking, he began to lick the cold liquid off the space between her breasts. Looking up, he slowly kissed her. As his tongue met hers, Roshonda didn’t know what to do. Did he know she was a prostitute? If so, did he expect to collect his money for all of the clothes with sex?


Sensing her uneasiness, Vance whispered in her ear, licking it at the same time, “If you want me to stop, I will. Baby, I don’t want to do anything you don’t want to do. I’ve been fantasizing about making love to you from the minute my eyes met yours in the restaurant.”


For some reason, Roshonda felt paralyzed and mute. She couldn’t move a muscle or force any words out of her mouth. Vance pushed her further back on the piano, ripped off the dress, her bra and panties, and proceeded to crawl up and down her body, licking every spot until he reached her g-spot. At that point his tongue dove into her clitoris, sending chills throughout her body, causing her to quiver. He slowly eased his head up, pulling down his pants at the same time.


Roshonda was afraid to look, but it must be true that big things come in small packages. The man’s penis eclipsed his entire body. It was as if it was an appendage all to its own. Like a magician, his hand produced a condom, and he was in her. The sounds of their bodies pounding up and down on the piano seemed to be a concerto unto its own. Gasping, Roshonda came and Vance, letting out a huge yell, came right behind her. He slowly pulled out of her and eased up.


Roshonda shook her back out and sat down on the piano bench. Smoothing down her hair, Vance asked, “Are you all right, baby?”


Not answering his question, Roshonda whispered, “What just happened?”


“We not only made love. I’m in love with you. I’ve been waiting for someone like you for a long time. Forget going to the fight. This is Las Vegas. Marry me tonight.”


Roshonda felt him slip something on her finger. She held up her hand and saw the biggest diamond you could imagine staring down at her. Where had that come from?


Stuttering, she told him, “Vance, we only met last night. I feel something, too, but are you sure?”


“I’m sure. Which way to your bedroom?”


“Why, do you want to see the clothes?”


“No, I want to make love to you again; this time properly. Then, we’ll get dressed, head to a chapel and you will become Mrs. Vance Dumas.”


Dreams can come true. Still wearing the five-point-three-inch Gucci stilettos and nothing else, she led him into the bedroom.


The ringing of Roshonda’s cell phone caused her to open her eyes. She could hear Vance talking to someone on his phone in the living room. She must have drifted off to sleep. It was dark outside. She glanced at her phone. Oh my God! Rebecca! Jacques Michel! She had six missed calls. Well, she certainly wasn’t going to call Rebecca back now. She inched up. My God, this man had rocked her world. Had this all been a dream? No, the ring was still on her finger.


Vance entered the bedroom.


“I see you’re awake. Your doorman rang up to tell you that a Monsieur Michel was downstairs. I took the liberty of saying you were unavailable. You are unavailable for him, aren’t you?”


“For Monsieur Michel and everyone else in the world, yes, I’m unavailable. For you, I’m available for the rest of our lives.”


“That’s what I like to hear. I called the marriage license bureau. They’re waiting for us. I also called the Little White Wedding Chapel. If it was good enough for Michael Jordan, Darryl Strawberry and my man Slash to get married there, it’s more than good enough for us. Get dressed. We’ll celebrate here tonight, then head to Monte Carlo in the morning and get on my father’s yacht. Let’s escape this world for awhile. I want you all to myself.” He paused. “Listen, I’d like to keep our marriage between the two of us until the time is right to tell my parents. Okay?”


That was fine with her. She had quite a few secrets of her own. One more wouldn’t hurt. Roshonda kissed her future husband on the lips and dashed into the shower. When she got out, she put on the burnt light georgette one-shoulder Gucci dress he had bought her, and paired it with her new Isabel contrast suede high-heel sandals with studded netting.


Not exactly a wedding ensemble, but it was gorgeous. Vance was waiting for her in the living room. Handing her a check, he said, “I believe you’re going to need this. We can drop it off to Ms. Fuqua on the way to the chapel.”


In Roshonda’s hand was a cashier’s check made out to Rebecca for $500,000. “I don’t owe her this much.” Roshonda gasped. “But, how did you know?”


Laughing, Vance responded, “I knew everything about you within five minutes of meeting you at the Palm. Come on, the future Mrs. Dumas, let’s start our new life together.”





Chapter Six
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December 2013


Roshonda


Jumping into her silver Bentley EXP 9 F SUV, Roshonda sped away from the Las Vegas club. She had driven here all the way from L.A. when she’d overheard Royale talking about making a big score off of Andrea Dumas. He had provided the exact address to whomever he was talking on the phone. She had written it down as he was reciting it. While she and Vance had been married now for a year, no one still knew about it. She often wondered why he had married her. He still showered her with clothes, jewels and furs, but who cared when she couldn’t show them off being on his arm. He had also forced her to take the offer to be on Diamond in the Rough, a reality show about grooming young talent. She had run into one of the producers when she was having drinks alone, as usual, in the Beverly Hills Hotel’s Polo Lounge.


He had judged a pageant she was in years ago and thought she would perfect as a judge on this particular show. Hey, it didn’t exactly pay American Idol or The X Factor judge money, but it was pretty good and had proven to be great exposure for her. Plus, Vance said if she was working, no one would ever imagine that she was his wife.


Her old friend, Royale, had implored her to meet him at that Horizons Hotel dump back in L.A. to discuss a possible endorsement deal for her. Upon arrival, it was obvious that he had other ideas. Even though she hadn’t known him personally when he had played baseball, he had the reputation of being a stand-up guy. Now, he was looking very sleazy. Well, even though Andrea didn’t know she was her mother-in-law, Roshonda felt she needed to protect her. So, she’d left a note for Royale saying she had an appointment that couldn’t wait and hightailed it through the desert to Vegas.
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