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Dear Reader:

We were introduced to the conniving vixen Aniyah Sanchez in Christine Young-Robinson’s debut novel, We Didn’t See It Coming. This scheming character took advantage of the wealthy Houston family and later served time for her criminal activities. Now she is out of prison and back on the streets with her eyes set on finding a rich man.

The novel takes readers on twists and turns through Aniyah’s encounters with her Aunt Tessa, who comes to her rescue and attempts to keep her on the straight and narrow path. However, Aniyah has her mind focused on snaring Jarvis Powell Jr., whose father owns a chain of banks. Not trusting Aniyah, the senior takes extreme measures to ruin her budding relationship with his son, whom he sees as a victim. It’s about power, money, family and greed and how one woman affects an established father and son bond. As always, thanks for supporting myself and the Strebor Books family. We strive to bring you the most cutting-edge, out-of-the-box material on the market. You can find me on Facebook @AuthorZane or you can email me at zane@eroticanoir.com.

Blessings,

[image: Images]

Publisher

Strebor Books

www.simonandschuster.com



[image: Image]



I dedicate this book to my oldest brother, Celess Young, Jr.

Dear Brother: I can still hear your voicemail in my head.

“Do What You Gotta Do.”

Thanks for the inspiration for the title of this book.

I know you are in heaven doing the happy dance.



Acknowledgments

First and foremost, I would like to thank God for making me a miraclewriter4u.

To my parents, Celess and Ruby Young, thanks for always being there for me.

To my hubby, Joseph, thanks for being such a great husband, father, and grandfather.

To my children, Nishika and Rahim, you’re my hearts. Thanks, daughter, for two wonderful and smart grandchildren.

To my siblings, Tynetta, Maxine and my twin, Christopher, you’re my rock.

My heavenly siblings, Celess Young, Jr., Lonnie, and Charlene, I miss you so much, but I know you’re smiling down on me.

To my mother-in-law, Ola Mae Smith, thanks so much for your love.

To my angel, Mrs. Witherspoon, I miss you.

To my agent, Dr. Maxine Thompson, thanks for believing in me as a writer.

To Zane and Charmaine, thanks so much for the opportunity to share my writing with readers. Words can never express how humble and grateful I am. To the Strebor staff and authors, I am honored to be in your company.

To the book cover designer, Keith Saunders, awesome job as always.

Thanks, Joan Dash (bestie), for always being there for me. Much love to Marvy Moore, Mercy Thomas, Pamela Williams, Victoria McCornell, Minnie Dix, Tia Wright, Carol James, Zina Jenkins, Angeleah Weldon, Tanji Dark, Tasha Martin, Johnathan Royal, Ricky Black, Zelma Whitener, Velma Patterson, Sharon Litaker, Tynetta Cohen, Felicia Young, Deborah Bush, Jo Ann Howard, Lavern Delima, Robin Duncan, Sylvia Grant, Yatifah Young, Vanessa Brown, Veronica Young, Connie Jenkins, Theresa Lewis, Yaphia Young, Deborah Pearson, Carmen Hampton-Julious, Summiya Young, LaShanda Shuler, Tanesha Reese, Renetta Pearson, Radisha Young, Ella Ray Jordan-O’neal, Latoya Mack, Vanette Delima, Tamara Mack Brailey, Shakeema Bryant Nix, Joelle McCornell, Ruth McFadden, Sylvia Santiago, Faverta Robinson, Jeanell Brown, Rose Branham, Rene’ C.J. Davis, Catherine T. Yeiser, Barbara Jones, Sylvia Scott, Sandra Lambright, Rita and Paul Daniels, Jacqueline Bouvier Lee, Summiya Dash, Michelle Branch-Howard, Demetria Dash, and Towanna T. Morant.

Special thanks to my cousin James Moore for your uplifting spirit and positive energy and Darryl Profit for being like a brother to me.

To my family, neighbors and friends, thanks for your love and support.

Thanks, Eleuthera Book Club for the wonderful book recommendations and discussions.

To my author-friends, thanks for always showing me love.

Thanks to the bookstores, online vendors, media, and book reviewers.

I’m grateful for the readers whom I’ve met and look forward to meeting many more in the near future.

I know I may have missed someone, but it was not intentionally.

Please do not hesitate to email me at miraclewriter4u@aol.com and share your thoughts and views.



CHAPTER 1

At last, Aniyah Sanchez would no longer be like a lion locked up in a cage. After spending four years in a South Carolina prison for fraud and kidnapping, she was being released.

As she stepped out of her cell, a male prison guard whispered in her ear, “Fruitcake, I’ll see you when you get back.”

Sniffing the fish odor that escaped from his breath, Aniyah turned up her nose. Didn’t he know after lunch to eat a peppermint?

“Goodbye, Slut,” an inmate yelled from another cell to her.

“You better get your last feel, Officer Mann,” another inmate added.

The inmates laughed throughout the ward, including the guard who sported a broken front tooth. He cupped Aniyah’s left breast with his right hand. Then he took the club he held in his other hand and placed it between her legs.

“I don’t think so!” Aniyah snapped her head, brushing him away. “Your time has expired.”

During her prison term, she had fulfilled the guard’s sexual needs in exchange for protection from conflicts that she had endured with other female inmates.

Aniyah, almost jogging, hurried ahead until she came to a point where she met up with another guard and other inmates that were being released.

Once the official documents were finalized, the guard let Aniyah out of the last door that gave her back her freedom. A chill ran through her body, but it quickly disappeared once the doors were slammed shut behind her.

Turning around, she took one last look at the place of residence she had called home. The fourth inmate in line wearing loafers donated by church volunteers, her feet made contact with the concrete ground.

Aniyah adjusted her eyes to the sunlight that blinded her. She pulled down on her red spandex dress that had risen up to her hips. It was the same dress she had worn before she became a part of the prison system.

Her once slender hips stretched the dress to its limits, but Aniyah strutted as if the garment was brand-new. She faulted her excessive weight gain from her no longer being able to shake her hips in the nightclubs. In prison, she mostly sat on her rear in her cell or in ongoing therapy sessions.

Under her armpit, she carried a plastic bag of her belongings and a pair of pumps. Her hands free, she twisted her flowing black hair up in a bun.

Other released inmates stopped to say farewell to each other, but Aniyah kept walking, too afraid that she might be called back by one of the guards.

Two female inmates ran past her, once they saw familiar faces of loved ones waiting to take them home. Aniyah was not looking for any family to come to her rescue. She would not know her father from any other black man on the streets. He was her mother’s one-night stand with no name.

Julia, her mother, had died two months ago in Mexico, during the time dyed eggs were given to inmates for holiday treats. Aniyah remembered the day the warden delivered the news to her. Guilt troubled her, since she had run away from home at the age of sixteen, leaving her mother behind to suffer a broken heart.

The only family she had left was her mother’s sister, Tessa Sanchez-Chavis. And she was not counting on her self-righteous aunt to come to her rescue.

Where am I going? I have no idea.

As the heat beamed down on her forehead, sweat dripped down her neck. The spandex dress felt like rubber against her body.

“Rosie Aniyah Sanchez.” She heard the name echoing in her ears.

Her eyes lit up, when she recognized the familiar voice. She locked eyes with her aunt. The solemn look on her face turned into a bright smile. “Aunt Tessa.”

She studied her aunt, noticing how much she had aged. Streaks of gray highlighted Tessa’s jet-black hair. Aniyah, elated, ran into her aunt’s arms. “I can’t believe you’re here.”

“You’re family,” her aunt said humbly in her Spanish accent, giving her niece a kiss on the cheek.

Together, they strolled to a parked black Mercedes-Benz.

Admiring her aunt’s ride, before prison life and without hesitation, if a man were driving the Benz, Aniyah would have easily flagged down the ride. She would have unraveled her bun to let her hair fall past her shoulders, propped one hand on a hip and batted her dark brown eyes. Then she would have worked her charm on the man behind the wheel, giving him her middle name instead of using her first name, Rosie. Played him for a sucker.

•  •  •

After all the counseling, her former lifestyle of being an escort and manipulating people, especially men, was supposed to be her past, but only time would tell.

Tessa unlocked the car door, hopped in and quickly Aniyah jumped in and took a seat on the butter-colored leather seats. A free ride from her aunt would do.

“How did you know I was getting out?”

Tessa reached over and gave her niece another loving hug. Then she became emotional. “I’ve been keeping up with you. And although I can’t forget what you did to the Houstons or me, you’re still family. I have made peace with it.”

“How about your lawyer-hubby, Baron?”

“He’s Mr. Chavis to you from now on. And, he’ll never forgive you for what you did to the Houston family, nor him,” Tessa admitted with a hint of bitterness.

“It’s not like it was his money.” Reaching down between the seats, Aniyah picked up a bag of boiled peanuts. She cracked open the peanuts, tossing a few in her mouth. While chewing, she continued to speak. “The Houstons are garbage people. Mr. Houston was a male whore. How can you defend him?”

“Don’t speak of the dead in a bad way,” Tessa argued. She recalled working as a young woman in the home of Rupert Houston, owner of Houston Commercial Construction Company. He was a man who loved to have his way with his beautiful female workers.

Aniyah sucked her teeth. “Mr. Houston can rot in hell. And so can his spoiled-ass daughters.” She slouched back in the seat.

In past years, Aniyah had crossed paths with her aunt’s prior boss, Rupert. Her greed for money led her to become his mistress. He had promised her a false dream on Lake Murray, South Carolina, to later do away with her.

Aniyah vowed to get revenge on him. To keep her quiet, Rupert included her in his will.

Aniyah took a few more peanuts, folded the bag, and placed it back where she got it. “I still say you were more loyal to his spoiled-ass daughters than you were to me.”

Staring at her aunt as she drove, Aniyah wanted to grab and shake her. Rupert’s unexpected death had left her a happy and wealthy young woman, instead of his three daughters, until Tessa discovered her wrongdoings. Instead of living the life of royalty, Aniyah had landed in prison.

Tessa sensed Aniyah was still bitter. “I believe in doing what’s right. You had no right to do wrong.”

“I didn’t want to be a maid like you and mama. I could have sent plenty of money to Mama.” Aniyah lowered her voice. “Now she’s dead.”

Tessa was surprised. “I asked the warden to not tell you about Julia.”

“You should have come and told me yourself.”

“I didn’t want you to be hurt. You couldn’t go to Mexico to your mama’s funeral.”

“Did you go?” Aniyah asked sadly.

“I went to visit her in her sickbed a month before she went to her heavenly home. She wanted so much for you to come to her bedside. I simply couldn’t tell her that I found you. You were in jail for doing bad things. It would have destroyed her. I stayed by her side to the end.”

Tears flowed down Aniyah’s face. “I’m glad you didn’t tell her.”

Tessa softly patted her niece on the hand. “Your mama loved you with all her heart.”

“I know…I miss her.” Aniyah wiped away her tears.

“Let’s go shopping. You don’t need to dress like you’re a loose girl.” Tessa had witnessed her niece’s dress code. The dress had risen up on Aniyah. It resembled a tunic shirt.

“I’ll go shopping. But I’m not throwing away this dress.”

“It’s too little.”

Aniyah saw her aunt glancing at her. She tugged at her dress, trying to cover her exposed thighs. “So I gained a few pounds. No big deal.”

“After shopping, you’ll trash it.”

“This hot dress stays with me.”

Tessa concluded that it was going to be a long day for her. The sooner she took her niece shopping and got her settled, the sooner she would be rid of her. She sighed. “Aniyah, you have always been difficult.”

“I think for myself. No one tells me what to do.”

•  •  •

After shopping, Tessa drove Aniyah to a two-story apartment complex in nearby downtown Columbia.

Aniyah looked out at the buildings as Tessa parked. Startled, she said, “This is where you and Baron live now. What happened to his house?”

“We still have our home. This is where you’re going to rest.”

Aniyah’s voice escalated. “Are you for real? Here?”

“I’m sorry, but there’s no way Baron will let me bring you into our home.”

“I’m your niece. He can now trust me.”

“I’m afraid not.”

Aniyah marveled. She heard the nervousness in her aunt’s voice. She was flattered that her aunt thought of her as a threat. In the past, she had seduced her aunt’s husband, prior to their marriage, in order to manipulate him to get to his client’s fortune.

They got out of the vehicle, carrying shopping bags by the handles. Aniyah followed her aunt to the front door. Unlocking it, they entered the one-bedroom apartment.

She proceeded to the middle of the living room, while Tessa, clenching her handbag, stayed put near the door.

Aniyah felt her aunt’s eyes piercing her, well-informed that she was uncomfortable being alone with her, but her attention was focused on her living arrangements. Next to a small wooden table, she tossed the bags that she held on a futon. Then she headed to see where she would sleep; leaving her aunt on edge to figure out if she would show any signs of psychotic symptoms.

Inside the bedroom, Aniyah spotted a four-drawer chest and twin-sized bed that was the bottom half of a bunk bed. Secondhand crap.

“I hope you like it.” Tessa dropped the other bags on the linoleum floor.

Aniyah mumbled under her breath, “No bigger than a jail cell.”

Returning back into the living room, Aniyah decided not to complain. She was convinced without her aunt rescuing her, she might be sitting on a bench like a homeless person.

Aniyah grinned. “It’s good.”

“There’s food in the refrigerator. I’ve stocked it with a few things, sodas and sandwich meats. In the cabinets, there’re cans of corn, black beans and a five-pound bag of rice.”

“Any steaks, lobster tails or shrimp?”

Tessa laughed. “There’re frozen foods, and chicken for you to cook. Tonight you can heat a frozen chicken TV dinner.”

Aniyah went directly into the kitchen adjacent to the living room. She looked in the freezer to see that few products loaded the freezer, including one ice tray. She slammed the door shut. Then she opened the refrigerator section. Removing a can of orange soda, she snapped it opened and took a swallow, quenching her thirst.

Tessa entered. As she watched her niece’s every move, she noticed the spandex dress Aniyah wore had risen up her thighs. “I say you should change into something more appropriate.”

Aniyah tussled with the dress. “Stop looking at my clothes. It’ll fit fine once I lose a few pounds. I’ll get sexy-looking again.” Shaking her hips, Aniyah looked around the kitchen, noticing something was missing. “Hold up…no microwave?”

“You can use the stove to heat a TV dinner.”

“Whatever.” Aniyah rolled her eyes.

“Change your style of dressing. Start off fresh by getting yourself decent work. And, find a good man that you can start a family with,” Tessa lectured with an air of sophistication.

Aniyah stared at her aunt as though she were a hated prison guard. She had not thought about a job. She twirled around. Cheerfully, she said, “I can use a money man.”

“It’s nothing like making your own money.”

Aniyah walked past her aunt, stepping back into the living room. Tessa followed behind her while Aniyah searched for any sign of communication technology.

“No telephone in here?”

Tessa shook her index finger at her. “When you get work, you can buy one.”

“If you want me to get a job, at least get me a cell phone.”

“For now, no phone. I’ll be coming by to check on you.”

Aniyah slouched down on the futon. She shoved her fist into the cushion, feeling the steel frame underneath. “I hate being broke.”

“In due time, you’ll find work. Make your own money.”

“I have no skills. No one will hire me.”

“There has to be something you like to do or you can go to college.”

“Aunt Tessa, getting out of jail is not the same as getting out of high school. I didn’t just graduate. No college for me.”

“You know how to clean.”

Aniyah jumped to her feet. Her mind went to the days she was forced to clean the toilet in her jail cells. Enraged, she yelled, “Hell to the no. I’ll die before I scrub another toilet.”

“It’s an honest living.”

“Never!” Aniyah snapped as she sat back down. “I’ll find something else to do.”

“Start looking for some kind of work.”

Aniyah banged her fist on the table. “I need money now.”

Tessa eased her way near the door. Digging in her purse, she pulled out a few bills. “This should be enough to get you by.”

Aniyah hurried over to her, snatching the money out of her aunt’s hand. Before she shoved the bills down in her bra, she counted up to a hundred.

“The rent on this apartment is paid in full for three months. By then you should’ve found work.”

“Give me a break. That’s not enough time.”

“You must have work by then. Baron won’t allow me to give you any more money after that.”

“He rules you.”

“Nonsense. We agreed on that decision.”

“Tell him what you want…you’re his wife, Mrs. Tessa Sanchez-Chavis. Stop being too easy.”

“I’m loyal to my husband. He’s a good man. I won’t let you ruin my marriage. Three months it is.” Tessa peered at her through hooded eyes.

Aniyah heard the authority in her aunt’s voice and said no more. She was not about to let three months turn into get-out-right-now.

“In the drawer, there’s a nightgown for you to rest in.” Tessa jingled her car keys as she made her way to the door. “I must go. I must prepare dinner for my husband.”

“I need to eat, too.”

“Heat your dinner. I pray you’ll turn your life around. My sister would want that for you. I’ll see you in a few days. And for God’s sake, don’t go anywhere near Milandra, Noelle or Kenley Houston. Baron and I have agreed not to disturb them about your release. They’re in a good place in their lives.”

Aniyah chuckled. “The fake sisters are history to me. I’m going to be in a much better place then, them uppity snobs.”

“I have faith that you’ll do fine, once you find work.” Tessa noticed she still had the apartment key in her hand. “You’ll need this.” She tossed the key to Aniyah. “Don’t lose it.”

Following her aunt outside, Aniyah watched as she got into her vehicle. “Weak bitch,” she hollered, once Tessa drove away.

Back into the apartment, Aniyah slammed the door behind her. She stood in the middle of the living room, sniffing the stale odor. She screamed, “I’m still in jail. The one time my Aunt Tessa could do right by me and she put me in a hellhole.”

Aniyah went into the bedroom. She bounced on the bed. “Dead mattress,” she fussed. “Aunt Tessa is going home to her fancy bed. I’ve got to sleep on a board for a mattress. Once again she shouted, “Weak bitch. Get a job, no way. My job will only be to find me a man with money. You and anyone else that gets in my way, will pay for treating me like I’m beneath you.”


CHAPTER 2

Awakened by the tightness of the spandex dress that clung to her body, Aniyah felt as if she had taken a nap in a pair of Spanx shapewear.

Out of bed, she wiggled her way out of the dress. She removed her bra, wiping away the puddles of sweat in the crease of her breasts. Fanning herself, she went straight to the television that sat on top of the chest, and turned it on.

The ten o’clock news broadcasted a photo of a long-haired, blonde white woman wanted by the police for fraudulent checks. Aniyah was relieved her past troubled life was old news to the media.

Bare on top and in her underwear, she went into the kitchen and turned on the oven. From the freezer, she opened a chicken TV dinner. She pulled off only the plastic film that covered a brownie for her dessert, put slits in the film over the peas and potatoes. Then she shoved it in the oven.

•  •  •

Aniyah sucked her teeth at the pink enameled tub. The tub was nothing close to a jetted Jacuzzi, but it had to do; she longed for a hot bath.

She adjusted the chrome knobs, letting warm water flow into the tub while she hurried back into the bedroom.

She pulled a beige nightgown out of the drawer. Holding it up, she mumbled, “Old granny clothes. No rich man will ever see me in this.”

Back in the bathroom, she saw that the running water had filled the tub halfway, and turned it off.

Once she slipped out of her underwear, Aniyah cautiously eased her right foot into the tub, making sure the water wasn’t hot. She sat down, letting all of the tension of prison life fade away. Happy she no longer had to share a bathroom with female inmates.

Aniyah closed her eyes, ready to get lost in her thoughts, but out of nowhere, a booming sound blasted in her ears, making her feel like she was bathing in the middle of a music concert. A lover of dance, she moved her body, splashing water onto the floor.

Not hearing any footsteps from the apartment above, she was curious where the noise was coming from. Relaxation was no longer on her mind. Aniyah stood to her feet. She made her way out of the tub. Dripping wet, she grabbed a towel, wrapping it around her body. Then she ran to the door.

Looking out of the peephole, she was not able to see a thing. She unlocked the door, using the door as a shield and stuck her head out. Right away she noticed a young man with sandy hair, cornrows tight against his scalp, dressed in jeans and a navy blue tee shirt. He held a beer can in his hand. Instead of slamming her door shut, Aniyah spoke. “Hi. What the hell is going on with all the music?”

Her neighbor focused his eyes on her, trying to get a glimpse of her figure, while he busy shoved his T-shirt down in his pants. “My man, Floyd in the next building is throwing a party for the peeps. Get dressed and join us.”

Aniyah’s eyes lit up. “Two minutes. I’ll be there.”

“What’s your name?”

“Aniyah.”

“I’m Lenvy, but everyone calls me, Gold. Check it out.” He pointed to his teeth.

Rolling her eyes, Aniyah shut the door in his face. So ghetto. Not my kind of man.

Running into the bedroom, she went through the bag of clothes her aunt had purchased for her. She got dressed in a red skirt and a white blouse that could easily be worn off the shoulder. Next, she brushed her flowing hair down the side of her face.

The smell of her food cooking took away the foul odor of the apartment. Aniyah ran and shut the oven off. She let the TV dinner stay in it to keep warm for later.

Out of the kitchen and back into the bedroom, she sorted through her bag from prison. She grabbed a tube of lipstick. Amazing to her, the lipstick was still good. Aniyah smeared the deep burgundy color onto her lips. “I’m back.” She smiled into a mirror hung behind a closet door, then swung around, admiring her hips. “A little plump in the bump doesn’t hurt.”

Grabbing the key, Aniyah stuck it in the deep pocket of her skirt. Then she dashed out of the door. Her GPS system was the loud vocals from the music.

•  •  •

At the next apartment building, people stood outside, chattering as if it were the middle of the day.

Aniyah strutted, holding her head up high.

Lenvy spotted her quick. “Hey, Pretty Lady, get on up these stairs.”

At the sound of his voice, Aniyah looked up and saw him looking over a balcony from the second-floor apartment. She realized that was where the music was coming from.

Aniyah made her way up the stairs, saying “excuse me” to people conversing. Young women who appeared to be in their early twenties looked her up and down.

Reaching the top of the stairs, Lenvy put his arms around her waist. He led her into the party scene as if she were his woman. Aniyah did not pull away from him; all she wanted was to have fun, and of course, a street guy was not on her list to be her lover.

Under dimmed lights, Aniyah followed Lenvy’s lead to a corner in the empty furnished apartment. People danced on the floor—hugged up and freestyle.

“You want me to pour you a drink?” Lenvy hollered in her ear over the music.

“A beer will do,” Aniyah hollered back in his ear, bouncing to the music.

Lenvy left and returned. Popping the tab off the can, he handed her the beer. Aniyah tilted the can up to her lips, taking several gulps before she went back to bouncing; giving him the clue she was ready to hit the dance floor.

“Come on, girl, let’s see your moves,” he said.

Lenvy started dancing with her in the spot they stood. Aniyah held her beer can up in the air as she shook her hips from side to side.

Turning her back to him, she eased her rear up against his crotch. It felt good feeling a man’s body part; she wanted it that way, not like in prison where she had no choice.

Moving away from Lenvy, Aniyah turned around and faced the grill in his mouth. She wanted to scream at him, “Please keep your mouth closed.” But she did not. If Lenvy thought he was going to score with his new neighbor, he was in for a big letdown.

They steadily danced to the beat of the music until it changed into a slow jam.

Lenvy put his arms around her neck. Once he pulled her close to him, she was quite aware he thought he had her right where he wanted her to be.

Aniyah smiled, as she got a kick out of turning him on, only to later leave him flat in his tracks. She pressed her breasts into his chest.

“Damn, pretty lady, you’re hot.”

She tickled his ear with her tongue. “I’m sexy.”

“That you are.” Lenvy moved his hands down to her backside, touching every inch of her.

Aniyah handed her empty beer can to a passerby. Then she followed Lenvy’s lead. She eased her hand down to his backside. Attempting to squeeze his buttocks, her hand landed on the right side pocket of his jeans—feeling his wallet was about to fall out.

Without hesitation, she slapped a kiss on his lips, praying he did not cut her with his grill. Her lips stayed glued to his long enough for her to ease the wallet the rest of the way out of his pocket. Plus, if anybody happened to be watching them dance, she wanted all eyes focused on their kiss. She began to rub against his manhood as she continued to kiss him. But with her free hand, she moved quickly, pulling out a few bills. Balling the money in one hand, Aniyah let the wallet fall to the floor. No way am I going to try to put it back in his pants pocket.

Aniyah felt his left leg ease up between her thighs.

“Damn, lady, you got my bells jingling.” Lenvy grabbed hold of his manhood.

“You need to cool off. Let’s go outside.”

Aniyah turned away from him, stuffed the money down in her bra. She darted to the door.

“We can go to my place,” Lenvy suggested, wiping sweat from his forehead.

The music changed to an upbeat tune. Outside, Aniyah danced faster and faster, twirling around. Lenvy ran after her, trying to keep up with her.

“Who’s that lady?” Floyd, the party thrower, asked.

“My new neighbor,” Lenvy said.

“She’s a hottie.”

“Man, don’t get any ideas. She’s already express delivery to apartment 2D,” Lenvy said.

That’s what you think. Aniyah became dizzy from twirling around and around, then stopped. “I need another cold beer.”

“Got you covered.” Lenvy headed back inside.

Aniyah rested against a parked vehicle, pressing down on her chest to flatten any bulges from the money.

Lenvy returned with her beer but held up his wallet. Aniyah played cool to not give herself away.

“I’m glad I went back inside. My damn wallet came out of my pocket. Some broad had it in her hand. Say she noticed it when she stepped on it.”

He handed Aniyah the beer, than checked inside the wallet. “Shit, I’m missing some twenties from my paycheck.” Angrily, Lenvy snatched the can from her. “I know weave head didn’t take my cash.”

Aniyah folded her arms. “She’ll deny it. And, no one inside is going to admit taking it.”

“I know what you’re saying. I’ve copped a few bucks off the floor at parties before.”

With a smile on her face, she got off the vehicle. “It’s been fun, but I need to get home. I’m tired.” She yawned.

Lenvy caught her by the hand. “I make a good blanket.”

“I need air, not heat.”

“I’ll blow cool air on you all night.”

“Tell me what kind of work do you do?”

“I fix people’s rides,” Lenvy said proudly.

“The owner or worker of the business?”

“Worker. Why does it matter?”

“Your paycheck is too weak to handle me.”

“Aw…I see…you’re a gold digger.”

“Call me what you want.”

Aniyah strutted to her apartment building. Lenvy walked right behind her, keeping his eyes on her rear. She felt him coming close up on her and spun around to face him.

Giving him a wink of the eye, she rested her hands on her hips. “I’m into men with plenty of money and credit cards.”

“Maybe I fit your needs.”

“Please.” Aniyah laughed. “I bet the only plastic you own is a prepaid one.”

“If I do, it’s still a credit card.”

Aniyah made it to her apartment door. “See you later, neighbor.”

“You know, you’re wrong.” Lenvy scratched his chin.

Aniyah unlocked her door. “I could sleep with you if I choose to for free sex. Play with your mind.” Teasing him, she placed another peck on his lips, giving Lenvy the opportunity to pull her into his arms. He pressed his lips against hers. He tried to force his tongue inside her mouth, but that was where Aniyah ended it. She scrambled her way out of his arms. “It’s been grand. A lady must get her rest. Be nice and refreshed for the money-man of her dreams.”

Lenvy annoyed. “You ain’t all that.”

“Goodnight, neighbor. Sorry you don’t fit my needs,” she said, winking her left eye at him. She went inside her apartment, slamming the door in his face.

•  •  •

Aniyah splashed her lips with water, rinsing off any slop from Lenvy’s mushy lips. She pulled off her dress and unhooked her bra. As her breasts fell, so did the money.

Her thoughts went to the tips she had learned about pickpocketing from her former cellmate, Katey Walsh, who was serving time for theft. It had paid off. Aniyah counted out sixty bucks.

She stashed the money in her bag. With a growling stomach, Aniyah went into the kitchen, removing the cooled-off TV dinner from the oven. It was warm enough to eat. Sitting at the table, she sat tall, placing a paper towel on her lap. Then she lifted the fork to her mouth and pretended she was eating lobster in a gourmet kitchen.

When she came back to reality, she grumbled, “Where are you, money-man?”



CHAPTER 3

The morning light seeped through the closed blinds. Startled by the sound of a travel-sized alarm clock, Aniyah sat upright in the bed. She fumbled on the nightstand to locate it. It’s Monday morning. Crazy aunt making sure I go look for a damn job.

The day before while others worshipped, Aniyah had slept a day of comfort from being freed of prison life.

Dragging herself out of bed, she went straight to the shower. Her next move was inside the kitchen. There she prepared a morning breakfast of eggs, bacon, instant grits and juice.

At the table, she closed her eyes and envisioned that she sat on a patio, viewing the soothing waters of Lake Murray. She imagined drinking her orange juice from a crystal glass, with her meal prepared by a chef and served on fine china. She also pretended she was eating with sterling silver flatware.

Aniyah sat upright in her seat as she tasted the flavors of her meal. Once she opened her eyes, she flashed back to reality. Her eyes traveled over to the refrigerator. It had no outside dispenser for water or ice for her convenience. She would have no choice but to defrost the freezer.

The floors were covered with linoleum instead of tile or hardwood floors. I have to get out of here. Aniyah got up, tossing her food in the trash. Then she poured the rest of her juice down the sink drain.

From her belongings, she dressed in a sleeveless blouse and blue skirt. It fitted every curve of her body. She smoothed foundation on her face and slapped lipstick on her lips. After sliding her feet into a pair of black pumps, Aniyah tossed a black handbag, compliments of her auntie, on her shoulder.

Peeking out the door, she made sure there was no sign of Lenvy, not wanting to have to deal with her neighbor.

Out on the street, she noticed plenty of the parking spaces were available, since many tenants were off to their jobs. She walked into the direction of Main Street, which was a few blocks away. Down Main Street, she crossed Elmwood Street, where the morning traffic was busy. She continued to walk until she was able view the State Capitol building, straight ahead of her. She also admired the trees along the street, especially the Palmetto Palms.

Aniyah watched as people in their business attire entered office buildings to begin their workday. Professionals.

Looking inside the window of a small café, she studied men dressed in dark pants and bleached-clean shirts with ties around their necks. They sat conversing over cups of coffee.

Hot-looking men twirled around in her head and she aimed to get her claws into one of them. Her interview process, she hoped, would start sooner than she thought.

Aniyah’s attention turned to a tall building on the other side of the street. She looked up to read the company’s name. “Powell Bank,” she mumbled, admiring the beautiful glass double-paned doors. Crossing over to be closer to the bank, she watched as the doors swung open repeatedly from bankers going inside.

One day I’ll have lots of money to put into a bank.

Instead of going inside, Aniyah went to a vending machine, where she eyed an elderly man walking with a cane. He dropped a few coins into the slot.

“Let me help you.” She rushed to his aid, pulling the lever open.

“You’re so kind.” He brushed the gray whiskers on his chin.

Aniyah reached in and pulled out two Monday’s newspapers—she handed one to him and slid the other under her arm.

“Have a good day, Pops.” She spotted a nearby bench and took a seat. Unfolding the paper, she read the headline: “Forecast predicts record summer heat.”

Reading the title made her hot and thirsty. She wanted to go buy a drink, but her plans changed fast when a white limousine drove up in front of the bank. Her eyes blurred from dollar signs that flashed in front of her vision. Aniyah put the paper down on the bench. She waited for the driver to get out. Negative thoughts crept into her mind. She took a deep breath. What if this is one of the Houstons? She did not want any contact with her past. She snatched the paper, holding it up to cover her face. She peeked over it.

The driver hopped out and opened the back door. A man who appeared to be in his seventies and dressed in a navy suit got out of the limo. He carried a black briefcase in his right hand. His eyes were puffy from what seemed to her like he did not get much sleep. Wrinkles and wrinkles attacked his face. She did not need another old fart, but the man had to have money, and plenty of it.

“Thanks, Roy. I’ll call you when I’m ready to go home,” he said. Aniyah listened to his grumpy tone of voice.

“Yes, Mr. Powell.” The driver tilted his hat and got back into the limousine.

Her eyes shot straight to the signage on the bank. She wanted to jump to her feet and dance, but instead she sat still, watching Powell, Sr. make his way inside his own bank.

It was time for her to leave. She was anxious to find out everything she could about him, but another limousine drove up.

Aniyah giggled. “What? I’m loving all of this.” She kept her eyes on the next mystery person that was chauffeured. She wondered if it was the old man’s wife.

The driver opened the door. A younger man holding a briefcase in his left hand stepped out.

Aniyah noticed he did not resemble the first man. The only thing handsome about him to her was the gray tailored suit he wore. She noticed a deep scar on the left side of his face, from his cheekbone to the tip of his lips. It was not the scar that made him unattractive to her; it was his oversized forehead and square head. His belly expanded the suit jacket.

The man never lifted weights in his life.

She saw no bulges coming from his arms much less his pants. But on the other hand he had to have money. Who is he? Aniyah wondered. She listened to his conversation with the driver.

“I’ll give you a call later. Not sure what time I’m leaving work today.”

“No problem, Mr. Powell,” the driver said.

“Man, like I’ve told my drivers in the past. You guys are around the same age as I am. Call me by my first name, Jarvis.”

“Yes, Sir.” The driver tilted the cap he wore.

“Another Powell. Jarvis Powell. Oh crap. He must be the son,” she mumbled.

Aniyah tossed the paper on the bench.

Strutting in front of Jarvis, she buckled to her knees, pretending to fall. Jarvis dropped his briefcase, catching her. She landed on her back into his arms. Her legs stretched long, causing her skirt to rise, exposing her thighs.

“Give me a hand,” he called to the driver.

Together they helped Aniyah to a bench.

With his handkerchief, Jarvis fanned her. He studied her beauty while her eyes were closed. He admired the dark eyebrows above her closed eyes. “Call an ambulance.”

Aniyah heard the word, ambulance. Her eyes popped opened. She acted as if she were in a daze. “Who are you? What happened to me?”

“You fainted,” Jarvis said, “and gave me a scare.” She eased up, trying to sit up, but Jarvis assisted her. “Take your time.”

“I should have eaten before I left home.”

“Get her a bottle of water, out of the cooler,” Jarvis ordered his driver. “It’s too hot to go without food or plenty to drink.”

Aniyah smiled at him. “I’m sorry to interrupt your day.”

“I love coming to the aid of a stunning woman.”

The driver handed Jarvis the drink. Jarvis opened the bottle and placed it to her lips.

Aniyah took sips of the water. “I feel better already.”

“Are you certain that you don’t need to see a doctor? Or maybe my driver can take you home,” he offered.

“I’m good. I’ll go and get a bite to eat.”

Jarvis turned to his driver. “You can go ahead. See you later.”

The driver picked up Jarvis’ briefcase, and handed it to him.

Jarvis looked down at his diamond watch, noticing it was ten o’clock. “I have forty-five minutes to spare,” he said, gazing at her. “How about I take you across the street and treat you to a meal? I don’t want you leaving here falling out again in another man’s arms.”

Aniyah extended her hand to him. “Then I can’t say no.”

Jarvis, standing a couple of inches taller then Aniyah, helped her to her feet. He held out his arm. Aniyah locked arms with his. They walked across the street, appearing to be a couple.

•  •  •

Entering the café, Aniyah and Jarvis smelled the aroma of fresh-brewed coffee.

“It’s nice and cool in here.” He escorted her to an empty table for two at a far-corner window, overlooking a side street with parked vehicles.

When he pulled the chair out for her, Aniyah graciously took her seat. He helped push her chair in closer to the table, covered with a white tablecloth. It was set with Zebra-striped placemats, and a fork and spoon wrapped in white napkins.

“You’re such a gentleman,” she said, feeling like a princess.

“I try to be.” He took a seat across from her. “Now tell me, what’s your name?”

“Aniyah Sanchez.”

“Hello, Aniyah Sanchez.” He held out his hand. “I’m Jarvis Powell.”

“Nice to meet you.”

They shook hands.

A male waiter handed them menus. Aniyah browsed the menu, but Jarvis knew what he wanted to eat. He had dined at the café numerous times.

“I’ll take a cold iced tea. The salmon cakes sandwich with extra mayonnaise is what I’ll have.” Jarvis handed the menu back to the waiter.

“And for the gorgeous lady,” the waiter said, directing his attention to Aniyah.

Jarvis’ eyes lit up. “Gorgeous she is,” he agreed.

“That’s enough.” Aniyah blushed. “Give me an order of buttered toast. Iced tea for my drink.” Her morning breakfast had her still full.

“You need more than that to eat.”

Aniyah chuckled. “One bite at a time.”

“So, do tell, do you work around here?” Jarvis was eager to know.

“Looking for a job.”

“What kind of professional skills do you have?”

“I…can answer phones. Receptionist,” she said, knowing with a lack of office skills that was probably the only job she might get through without getting fired.

“Have you been looking long?”

“First day, and I’m falling apart.”

“Are you new to the area or changing jobs?”

“I just moved here from Cancun, Mexico,” she lied. Is this man a detective instead of a banker? “Hope to find my sperm donor papa.”

“So you think he’s here in this town. What’s his name?”

She paused. “No clue. Black man.”

“Whew. That could be any older brother walking around here.”

Aniyah put her hands up to her eyes. She pretended that she was about to cry. “It hurt very much when my mama told me she didn’t know my papa’s name.”

Reaching across the table, Jarvis held her hands. He took a deep breath at the softness of her petite hands. The waiter came back with their orders and Jarvis released her hand.

They took bites out of their food.

Jarvis spoke once he stopped chewing. “Maybe I can help you with a job.”

“Do you know someone hiring?”

“I’m the vice president of Powell Bank.”

“The bank across the street?”

“Family-owned business.”

“Sorry for passing out in front of your place of work,” Aniyah lied, not making him aware of her devious plans.

He laughed. “My personal assistant, Terry, is going on maternity leave. I’m in the process of reviewing temp applications for her position.”

Aniyah took hold of his hand. “Please consider me,” she begged.

“The job is temporary. No longer than four months.”

“It’s a paycheck.”

Leaning her head to the side, Aniyah batted her eyes. She watched him take in her sultry look.

“The position is yours.” Jarvis figured she would complement his front desk with beauty and brains. It would give him a reason to look forward to going to work, besides business.

Aniyah got up, sat on his lap and pressed her breasts against him. Jarvis sat stiffened in his seat. “I promise you won’t regret having me. I’m pretty good at everything I do.”

“If you’re feeling better, you can come over to the bank with me. Terry will get you started.”

Aniyah sat back down in her seat. Her life was changing for the best right in front of her eyes.

“I’m a little rusty, but I do learn fast.”

“Nothing major. You’ll do fine.” Jarvis smiled, knowing she was different than the other women he dated. Her dress nor shoes were of the latest designer wear. Aniyah dressed simple to him. She did not show off a big rock on her finger in hopes of blinding him. Her manners were not of a snob. He felt it was time for him to sample a different kind of woman. He’d had his share of women who lived their lives concerned only about wealth and status.
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