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			Chapter ONE

			“Trick, get off me!” yelled C-Bone, a twenty-three-year-old rapper who just hit triple platinum on Billboard last week, as he rolled over and threw the used condom into the trash can near the king-size bed. The white satin bedspread slid off his toned Hershey-chocolate body, showing his tight six-pack abs.

			Twenty-two-year-old Mercedez Johnson’s honey-brown face turned beet-red. “You wasn’t saying that shit last night.”

			“This is the reason why I don’t let groupies spend the night.”

			“Look here, you wanna-be-Lil-Wayne rapper. I’m not a fucking groupie.” The veins in Mercedez’s forehead tightened. She felt her blood pressure increasing as she stared back into the face of the man who had her climaxing just a few minutes ago.

			“I couldn’t tell by the way you threw yourself at me.”

			“Fuck you!” Mercedez yelled.

			“Look, whatever your name is, it’s best that you get your shit and go.”

			Mercedez was more upset at herself than at C-Bone. She had fallen for his charms, and before she knew it, she was no longer in control, and control was something she rarely gave up. She had ended up in his plush luxury hotel suite. With one kiss, she’d melted, and with condom after condom, she’d fucked him like a porn star, deep-throating him like he wanted, forgetting her golden rule of never sleeping with a man on the first date.

			Pissed that he couldn’t even remember her name, she mumbled obscenities under her breath.

			“It’s always about the money with you hos.” C-Bone stared at Mercedez, daring her to back down.

			Mercedez was not a ho, but for that remark, she vowed to make him pay. Without saying another word, she got out of the bed and headed straight to the bathroom. The huge bathroom was the size of her living room. The vanity area contained everything she needed to freshen up. She removed the soft, white, fluffy towel from near the tub and turned on the shower.

			The hot water cascaded down her body. She closed her eyes and thought about the events that had led up to this moment.

			Mercedez didn’t have a habit of sleeping around. Yes, she dated, and her dates usually grossed more than six figures. She preferred dating ballers, like NBA players and NFL players. Rappers were usually not at the top of her list of dating choices.

			Meeting C-Bone wasn’t a coincidence. The previous week, she had looked through the online database of Groupies Incorporated, an underground organization she and her half-sister, Kandi, had started a few years ago, and came across C-Bone’s profile. It indicated that he was not only stacking papers but also packing a good ten inches. Watching him onstage the previous night had her creaming in her panties. She’d lost count of the number of times he grabbed his crotch as he spit out the rhymes to his latest hit song.

			She’d known then that she wanted him. She’d seen the rap star on various interviews and read countless magazine articles about him. There was something about him that made him stand out from the rest. She hadn’t pinpointed it yet and had hoped to find out after meeting him face-to-face. It wasn’t business; it was personal. The other groupies in the place couldn’t compete with Mercedez. Dressed in designer gear from head to toe, she had waltzed her five-foot-eight-inch frame—not counting her spiked heels—into the arena as if she owned the place. Her confidence, along with her natural good looks, commanded attention from both men and women. To the other groupies’ dismay, Mercedez had charmed her way backstage and got next to C-Bone. Four hours later, after the after party, they were fucking like rabbits in his five-star hotel suite at the Ritz-Carlton.

			Last night, he wasn’t calling her a trick when he was dipping his tongue in between her sugar walls. Nor was he saying that when he screamed out in pleasure as she rode his dick as if he was a prize stallion.

			Now Mercedez dried off and removed one of the thick white robes from a hanger and put it on.

			When she reentered the room, C-Bone was still lying in the bed. She ignored him and located her short one-piece sequined dress, which had been flung onto a nearby chair. She could sense he was watching her. She allowed the robe to drop to the floor and slipped the dress over her curvy body. Since she was blessed with a ghetto booty, she had to pull extra hard to get the dress over it. She brushed her long freshly done blond weave with her hands, and the curls bounced back into place. Satisfied that she was looking as fly as the night before, she sat on the edge of the bed to put on her stilettos.

			“Wait, you forgot something,” C-Bone said, as he retrieved his wallet from the nightstand and threw a stack of one-hundred-dollar bills at her. The money fell onto the bed right in front of her. “When can I see you again?” he asked, with a twinkle in his eyes and a smirk on his face.

			Mercedez retrieved the money without taking her eyes off C-Bone and placed the bills in her bra. In the morning light, he wasn’t as attractive as he had been the night before because of his bad attitude. She wanted to reach across the bed and wipe the smirk off his face. “Never.”

			She slipped on her crystal-clear stilettos and pranced out the door. She fumbled through her purse to locate her cell phone. She accidentally bumped into one of the maids.

			“Excuse you, too,” Mercedes snapped.

			The maid started saying something in Spanish. Mercedez wasn’t fluent in Spanish but could tell from the woman’s tone that her words weren’t nice.

			“Please don’t go there. I’m not in the mood.”

			The maid looked at Mercedez as if she was daring her to say or do something. Mercedez stared her down and then continued down the hallway because she didn’t have time for an altercation with a maid. She shouldn’t have been rude to the woman, but she was still livid about what had transpired with C-Bone. Her original plan to get C-Bone to like her had backfired. He had every right to call her a groupie, because instead of keeping their relationship platonic until she could learn more about him, she had given in to her desires. Frustrated with the situation, she was not in the mood to talk to anyone. Fortunately, there was an available cab sitting out in front of the hotel.

			“Las Colinas, please,” Mercedez said as she slid in.

			“I only do Dallas,” the male cab driver responded.

			Mercedez leaned closer to the glass between the front and the passenger seat. “Last time I checked, Las Colinas was in the Dallas metroplex, so either you can take me there or not.”

			“Fine, but it’s going to cost you.”

			“Oh, I get it. You thought I didn’t have the money. Let me tell you something. I probably have more money in my purse than you have in your entire bank account. On second thought, let me out. I’ll find another way home.”

			“I’ll take you,” the cab driver pleaded.

			Mercedez didn’t want to hear it. With his attitude, she didn’t trust him to know where she stayed. She exited the cab, ignoring his pleas for her to stay. She retrieved her cell phone from her purse and said to the person on the other end, “I need you to come pick me up. I’m at the Ritz-Carlton.”

			She strutted back into the hotel lobby. Her stilettos clicked on the brown marble floor. She stood and admired some of the expensive paintings adorning the walls as the light from the chandeliers cast a dim shadow. Ignoring the stares from some of the hotel patrons, she found a seat in the hotel lobby and checked her Facebook page. She updated her status and then checked her Groupies Incorporated e-mail. When her sister, Kandi, had first come to her with the idea of starting Groupies Incorporated, she thought she was crazy. But with Dallas being a Southern hub for all forms of entertainment and sports, it made sense. Why not keep a database on all the ballers who were willing to spend their dough on a good time? The ballers, not to mention their significant others, weren’t too happy about this database being available. Groupies who were willing to pay the monthly fee had Web access to all of the information they needed on their quest to hook up with a baller.

			The database held information such as celebrities’ likes and dislikes, whether they had fetishes, or if they were abusive in any way. It also contained schedules of what cities they would be visiting so groupies could plan their strategies. Some women would travel from city to city, hoping to upgrade their status from groupie to wifey. Ninety-nine percent of the time, they were living in false hope, but everyone thought she would be in that one percent, bagging a celebrity with bank and living the good life.

			Mercedez knew there was no such thing as happily ever after, so she wasn’t looking to be tied down to any one man. She was in love with two things: herself and money. If the man didn’t have money, he didn’t need to waste her time. She had a hard time typing in an entry about C-Bone on her iPhone with her long acrylic nails, but she did it. She mentioned his stank attitude and downgraded him to three stars from five stars when it came to fucking.

			She laughed out loud to herself because she knew it was a lie. If it wasn’t for his bad attitude this morning, she would have given him five-plus stars, because not only did he have ten inches, but he also knew exactly how to use it. He had her climaxing multiple times. That was another reason she was pissed. She’d had plans to fuck him several more times before leaving to go home.

			Before Mercedez could press save on her entry, she received an incoming call. “Coming,” she responded, after answering the phone.

			She saved her database entry and said out loud, “Now, take that, C-Bone.”

		

	
		
			Chapter TWO

			Calvin Bell, also known as C-Bone, ignored the goings-on around him as his crew, which included his DJ, dancers, several up-and-coming rappers, and a small entourage of friends and women, got ready to get back on the road and hit the next city. They were Atlanta-bound. He stared out the window of his luxurious tour bus, which looked like an apartment on wheels, and thought about how far he had come. Two years ago, he was an unknown rapper from New Orleans, but now everybody from east to west and north to south was rocking to his songs. Some critics compared him to Lil Wayne, while others compared him to T.I. Either way, their enthusiasm for his music now made him a hot commodity.

			While T.I. was serving his time, C-Bone belted out song after song, making sure he filled the void that was left wide open. As luck would have it, one of Lil Wayne’s producers got a hold of his demo and, just like a dream, had C-Bone in the studio, and the rest was platinum history.

			Calvin licked his lips as thoughts of Mercedez crossed his mind. The moment he’d laid eyes on her, he knew he had to have her. He was surprised that not only was she physically attractive, but during their brief conversation, he realized there was more to her than a pretty face. He found her intriguing.

			He felt bad for the way he had talked to her, but since being on his second concert tour, he had been approached by so many groupies that he automatically grouped her with the rest after their night of passion. He normally didn’t give a second thought to any woman, but there was something about Mercedez that kept her front and center in his mind. He wanted to see her again but didn’t blame her for cursing him out and not leaving any contact information after he treated her like a ho.

			Calvin found the recorder on his cell phone and began rapping. “Who’s that chick with the fly-ass shit? Who’s that chick with a body like this? Who’s that chick I wish was riding my dick?”

			Jay, one of his best friends from elementary school and now his right-hand man, slipped into the seat next to him and said, “C-Bone, I ain’t heard that one.”

			“Just something I’m working on.” Calvin placed his phone back on his clip.

			“Speaking of fly-ass chicks, who was that honey you was with last night? Man, she had a banging body.”

			“She was all right.” Calvin downplayed her attractiveness, although he knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that she was actually one of the finest chicks he had ever been with, and he had been with plenty before and after his new celebrity status.

			“Her friend had it going on, too, but you lucked out and got the cream of the crop,” Jay said, as he bopped his head to the music blasting through the speakers on the bus.

			“I hear you, man. Wake me up when we stop.” Calvin tilted his seat back, turned his head toward the window, and closed his eyes.

			He didn’t get much sleep the night before, so now he would make up for it. Every time he closed his eyes, to his dismay, Mercedez filled his thoughts. Her sense of humor and her ability to speak on a variety of subjects were things that stood out about her. It didn’t hurt that she made love like a porn star. He drifted off, but unfortunately, Mercedez also filled his dreams as he slept.

			• • •

A few days later, Mercedez and Tasha Owens, one of Mercedez’s best friends, sat on her cream-colored leather couch in her town house in a Las Colinas subdivision. Mercedez looked hypnotized by the evening news on the big-screen television.

			“Earth to Mercedez,” Tasha said.

			Mercedez couldn’t get C-Bone out of her mind. He had disrespected her, so why was she even thinking about him? “What?” she snapped.

			“Can I borrow five hundred until Friday? My rent’s due.” Tasha picked up one of the magazines on the coffee table and began flipping through it.

			Mercedez rolled her eyes. “Who do I look like, Chase Bank? Not. You better get you a sponsor, because I don’t loan friends money.”

			“But I’m tired of asking dudes for cash.”

			“That’s because you keep messing with some broke busters.”

			“Everybody can’t be like you.” Tasha rolled her eyes. Her bad weave moved as she tilted her head.

			Tasha was above-average-looking, but she could look better if she took extra care with her appearance the way Mercedez and their other childhood friend CoCo Plies did. Whenever they went out, Mercedez or CoCo would have to make sure Tasha’s hair and clothes were on point.

			“Bitches, open up,” CoCo yelled from the other side of Mercedez’s front door.

			“This is not the hood,” Mercedez said to Tasha as she got off the couch. “She needs to chill with the yelling.” She jerked the door open.

			CoCo was dressed in designer wear from head to toe. “It took you long enough,” she said, as she swung her Dolce & Gabbana purse from one shoulder to the other and walked past Mercedez.

			“Bitch, you need to keep it quiet. My neighbors already look at me crazy.” Mercedez closed the door and followed CoCo to the living room.

			“Fuck ’em. They not paying your bills,” CoCo responded, as she plopped down onto the cream-colored leather chair across from the sofa.

			Mercedez sat down and crossed her legs under her. She looked at Tasha. “Go ahead and ask her the same question you asked me.”

			Tasha shook her head.

			Since Tasha wanted to act shy all of a sudden, Mercedez said, “A closed mouth don’t get fed. In your case, it won’t keep a roof over your head.”

			“So what’s going on?” CoCo removed her Gucci shades and placed them on the glass coffee table.

			Mercedez continued, “Our girl needs some money for her rent.”

			CoCo laughed. “Didn’t you sleep with C-Bone’s right-hand man last night?”

			Tasha said, “Yes, but he didn’t give me any cash.”

			CoCo and Mercedez looked at each other. Mercedez opened her mouth to speak, but CoCo interrupted. “No, I got this. Did you get anything out of it?”

			“No,” Tasha responded.

			CoCo asked, “Then why in the hell did you give it up?”

			A smile flashed across Tasha’s face. “Well, I did get multiple orgasms.”

			“Girl, please. I can do that shit myself,” Mercedez said.

			Tasha pouted. “Is money all you two think about?”

			“Yes,” Mercedez and CoCo said in unison, before giving each other a high five.

			

		

	
		
			Chapter THREE

			Later that night, Mercedez lay in her bed by herself, wondering what Kandi, her twenty-six-year-old half-sister, was doing. Because of Kandi, she was the owner of her own business at the young age of twenty-two. Kandi and Mercedez shared the same father, and it wasn’t until Mercedez turned fourteen that she learned she had a half-sister. Ironically, they had both lost their mothers when Mercedez turned fifteen, months apart, and their father was the one who united them. When Mercedez turned eighteen, instead of celebrating, she and Kandi were burying their father, who had been killed by a rival drug dealer.

			With both of their mothers and their father dead and gone, they were all they had. Kandi could be coldhearted because of the things life had dealt her, but she had a softness for Mercedez. Kandi had taken over their father’s drug business after his death, and she had to become ruthless in order to maintain the level of respect her father had in the business. Kandi did not want Mercedez to be a part of that life, so she went out of her way to make sure Mercedez was equipped to take care of herself through more legal channels.

			Because of Kandi, Mercedez was able to go to college and get a business degree. Her graduation gift from Kandi was part ownership in Groupies Incorporated. She hired Tasha as her assistant when Tasha got fired from her previous job as a sales clerk.

			Mercedez had dozed off when her phone rang with her sister’s special ringtone, “Like Candy,” played.

			“What’s up, sis?” Mercedez asked.

			“Checking on you. I see you’re hanging out with rappers now,” Kandi remarked.

			Mercedez opened her closed eyes. “What are you talking about?”

			“A picture of you with C-Back, C-Bone, or whatever his name is, plastered all over Instagram. It’s made it onto some of the gossip blogs.”

			Mercedez laughed. “It’s C-Bone. Tell me you’re not kidding.”

			“Now, you know I’m too busy to be playing games. So what’s that all about? You haven’t gone and fell in love, have you?”

			“Of course not. He was in town for a concert. Saw what I liked. Checked him out in the database you so skillfully created and went for it.”

			“I want you to keep a low profile. Fortunately, they only got your first name and not your last. Let’s keep it like that.”

			Mercedez didn’t know why Kandi was tripping. It wasn’t as if they were running anything illegal. The database was available to paid members and only provided information on where the high rollers would be. What women chose to do with the information was outside the realm of Groupies Inc. This was the first time she had been in the gossip network online. As soon as she hung up with Kandi, she sent text messages to Tasha and CoCo. She picked up her iPad from her nightstand and typed in “C-Bone” and “Mercedez” and was surprised to see their picture on several of the more popular gossip sites. “At least I looked good,” she said out loud.

			She read the captions below the picture: “Is this C-Bone’s new chick?” “Who is this Mercedez?” She also scanned some of the comments. One commenter asked, “Who in the hell name their child Mercedez? Bet her parents drove a hooptie.”

			Mercedez was pissed as she read some of the comments from the haters.

			“She looks like a wannabe model . . . signed Bizzy B.”

			“C-Bone, when you get tired of messing with skeezers, holla . . . signed YellowJackie.”

			“Can’t believe you with that dumb blonde. You need a woman like me . . . signed Triple D.”

			They were just jealous because it was not them in the picture with C-Bone. Mercedez stared at the picture. For a few minutes, she imagined her and C-Bone as more than fuck partners. His Hershey-chocolate complexion was a direct contrast to her honey-brown. Both were sporting Colgate smiles and from outside appearances looked good together. Too bad Mercedez didn’t date rappers, especially ones with huge egos. She should have let Tasha fuck him instead and taken her ass home. Her curiosity to find out more about the man everyone knew as C-Bone wasn’t worth the headache.

			Who was she kidding? There was no way Tasha could have handled his dick the way Mercedez handled it. Her pussy started getting moist just thinking about C-Bone’s long, thick dick. Not shy about pleasing herself, she turned the laptop off and placed it on the end of her dresser. She retrieved her battery-powered dildo from her middle dresser drawer.

			Less than ten minutes later, Mercedez was moaning as if C-Bone was the one boning her instead of the chocolate plastic dick. She thought about how C-Bone dipped his dick in and out and twirled it around, hitting her pussy walls, as her muscles tightened around the dildo, causing her body to convulse into an orgasm. “C-Boooone,” she moaned as she reached the big O.

			• • •

“Jay, tell whoever it is I don’t want to talk. You know I don’t like giving interviews before a show,” Calvin said the next night, as he prepared to go onstage at the Chastain Park Amphitheatre.

			“Man, this is a reporter with Time. I think you need to talk to him,” Jay insisted. Jay was not only Calvin’s best friend but also his assistant.

			Calvin took the phone from Jay and answered a few questions. He handed the phone back to Jay. “No more phone calls, please.”

			Jay left Calvin alone with his thoughts. Calvin peeked at the video screen that scanned the crowd for the afternoon showcase. It was a packed stadium. His DJ played his intro music. Calvin said a quick prayer as he went to join the dancers onstage. The crowd got wild as he spit rhymes from his current hit song. The building seemed to rock from side to side. Calvin fed off the energy and put on a forty-five-minute set that left the crowd shouting and wanting more.

			“I love you, C-Bone!” one fan shouted from the stands.

			“C-Bone loves you, too!” he shouted back, as he wiped the sweat from his face with a white towel.

			He walked across the stage with confidence. He threw the towel out into the audience and watched the women go crazy.

			“Now, that’s what I’m talking about,” Jay said, as C-Bone exited the stage.

			Cameras were flashing, and C-Bone went to the area set up specifically for him to meet fans. He posed for pictures and signed autographs for more than an hour. He got Jay’s attention. “Let’s wrap this up. I’m ready to get it turned up.”

			“C-Bone wants to thank everyone for coming, but he has to go now,” Jay told the crowd.

			Several fans chanted, “C-Bone! C-Bone!”

			Calvin loved hearing his name shouted, so he ended up signing autographs for another hour. By the time that hour was up, his hand was numb. He stood up. “OK, everybody, I got to go now. Don’t forget to cop my new album next month.”

			He couldn’t make it out the door without groupies groping at him. His eyes scanned the room while he signed autographs, but no one held his attention long enough for him to consider taking her back to his room with him. He was still hyped up from the concert, so he didn’t need a drink when he got to Club Excel. He didn’t need a drink to have a good time. He would get one drink, sip on it, leave it, and then get another—never drinking one full glass the whole night. He saw the downward spiral his father had experienced after becoming an alcoholic and vowed not to let that happen to him.

			Although his crew was known for smoking that “ooh wee,” he didn’t. He had to keep his mind clear so he could handle his business on and off the stage. He couldn’t stop smiling as the club’s DJ kept his songs on constant rotation throughout the night.

			Calvin was enjoying the eye candy when one of the ladies slipped beside him and whispered in his ear. “Let me rock your world tonight,” she said in a soft, light voice.

			Calvin turned and got a good view of the young lady who had felt bold enough to approach him. The skintight dress had her big breasts on display. He was a breast man, so he was satisfied thus far. His eyes continued to travel down. She had a small waist followed by a huge, tight ass. His eyes then trailed their way back up, and he was about to tell her yes, but then he got a good look at her face. His pending hard-on went limp. He would have to turn the light off twice in order to keep his dick hard, because her face was butt-ugly.

			“Hey, Jay!” Calvin yelled several times.

			Jay walked over. “What’s up, man?”

			“This chick here wants to fuck somebody. You down?”

			Jay checked her out. “I can sit my drink on that ass.”

			“She’s all yours.” Calvin stood up.

			“Hey, where you going?” she asked.

			Calvin responded, “My boy, Jay, here. He’s going to take good care of you. Have fun.”

			“B-but . . .” she stuttered.

			Calvin didn’t hear what she said and didn’t care. He made his way through the crowded VIP area and headed directly to the bar. For a brief second, he thought he saw Mercedez. When he blinked and looked back in that direction, the woman with the curly blond hair was gone.

			He could kick himself for how he had treated Mercedez. Although he pretended not to remember her name, it was forever imprinted in his brain. If he had played his cards right, he could have gotten her number and at least hooked up with her whenever he was back in Texas. Mercedez had that “good good,” and his dick and his mind wouldn’t let him forget the feel of her lips or how tightly her walls gripped his dick when she rode him.

			“I saw you peeping me out,” the Mercedez look-alike said, as she slid in front of him at the bar.

			“Oh, you did. So what’s up?” Calvin said, as his eyes scanned her body up and down. She wasn’t Mercedez, but she would do. His dick hardened as she rubbed her body against him.

			She grabbed his hand. “Let’s take this outside.”

			Calvin threw some money onto the bar to pay his tab and followed the woman, who still didn’t have a name, out of the bar. Once they were outside and could hear each other without being drowned out by the noise, Calvin asked, “Baby girl, what’s your name?”

			The words seemed to purr off her lips. “Jamie, but you can keep calling me baby girl.”

			In the parking-lot light, he glimpsed a wedding ring. He normally didn’t fool with married women, but his libido was in overdrive, and he didn’t feel like masturbating. He needed the real thing.

			“Jamie, are you married?” he asked, as he inhaled her floral scent.

			She placed her hand on his chest and batted her eyes. “Does it matter?”

			His mind was telling him, Hell, yes, but his body was responding, No. He listened to his body and said, “All I know is he’s not here with you right now, so I guess it doesn’t.”

			She grabbed his dick. “Let’s take this somewhere else. I don’t like people all in my business.”

			She was boldly groping him in public. Calvin didn’t need any unnecessary drama, so he obliged her. He retrieved his cell phone out of his pocket and called his driver. “I’m out front. I need you to take me back to the hotel. You can come back and pick up everybody else.” He looked down at the woman. “That problem will be solved soon.”

			Thirty minutes later, Calvin and Jamie were tearing each other’s clothes off. Calvin fell back onto the bed as Jamie straddled him. She planted kisses on his neck and trailed kisses all the way down his chest. Before he had time to think, her lips were wrapped around his thick dick. Her lips smacked as if her mouth was a suction cup. With the sounds she was making and the wetness of her mouth, it didn’t take Calvin long to come in her mouth. His dick got hard again after seeing her swallow his cum.

			Now wanting to dig into some pussy, Calvin grabbed a condom out of his wallet and placed it on his dick. Jamie was wet and ready, and he dug in deep as he had Jamie screaming out for joy. He turned her onto her stomach and hit it doggie-style. He thought about Mercedez as he let out a stream of cum into the Magnum condom. Calvin didn’t care if Jamie had an orgasm or not. He was just glad to be able to release the frustrations that had built up since sleeping with Mercedez.

			Calvin went to the bathroom and flushed the condom down the toilet. He hoped Jamie would be dressed and ready to go once he returned. Jamie’s head peered from underneath the cover. “Ready for another round?” she asked.

			“We’re leaving early in the morning, so I better get me some sleep,” Calvin responded.

			She sat straight up in the bed. “So that’s it? You get yours and leave me hanging?”

			Calvin could feel his blood pressure rising. “Look. You came on to me. I think we were both pleased.”

			Jamie flung the covers off the bed. “C-Bone can’t hang with a woman like me. I see. And here I thought you were supposed to be all that. This is some bullshit. I wanted to fuck all night. For what you did, I could have done that with my husband.”

			Calvin stood there. “Well, I suggest you go find him, because we’re through here.” He didn’t mean to sound so cold, but he was getting sick and tired of the groupies thinking they ran him.

			Jamie grabbed her clothes and put them on. “I’m reporting you to Groupies Inc., because this is some bullshit.”

			Calvin was confused by what she was talking about, so he ignored it. He reached into his pocket. “Here’s one hundred dollars. It should be enough to get you a cab home or wherever you want to go.”

			Mumbling cuss words, Jamie snatched it from his hands and stormed out of his hotel room.

			“Good riddance,” Calvin said, as he locked the hotel door. “I need me a steady shorty, because fucking these groupies is getting old.”

			Calvin lost count of how many women he had slept with over the course of the past two years, but however many, he made it a point of always wearing a condom, no matter how much the woman insisted she was on birth control or disease-free. He’d heard how Eazy-E contracted AIDS, and he didn’t want to become another statistic. In fact, that was another reason he was at a point where he wanted to settle down with one woman. He had a high sex drive and a busy life, so settling down hadn’t been an option before. But he thought he could make it work now, with the right woman.
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