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Chapter

1

 


Chi-Chi entered Club Home accompanied by a
young Asian lady name Susan Ling. They were newly formed business
associates. A new song by the rappers T.I. and Swizz Beats was
blaring through the sound system. Chi-Chi was bouncing to the fresh
club song as he looked around at the all the young ladies walking
around scantily dressed. He wasn’t a steady regular but he had
partied enough at Club Home to be comfortable.

Susan, on the other hand, not only felt
uncomfortable, but she felt totally out of place. Chi-Chi never
told her where they were going, but just to dress down for their
meeting. Susan’s idea of dressing down for a business meeting was
wearing a simple navy blue, pin stripped dress suit that hung three
inches above her knees paired with a sleeveless white dress shirt
that went perfectly underneath the matching navy blue, pen stripped
blazer, completed with a pair of 3” navy blue Jimmy Choo heels.
Since the summer night was hot and humid, she elected not to wear
the blazer.

Chi-Chi though, was prepared. He was dressed
in “club mode” wearing white linen pants, a baby blue linen, short
sleeve shirt, with matching baby blue Mauri gators. Around his neck
he wore a blue and clear diamond necklace. It was weighed more than
10karats and had no pendant.

“I thought we were having a business meeting.
What are we doing here?” Susan asked over the loud music with a
trace of annoyance in her voice. She was second generation American
with no accent.

“We are having a business meeting,” Chi-Chi
told her. He immediately noticed the annoyed look on her face. “A
lot of my buyers are hard partiers. They often invite me to a lot
of their parties so to make sure they know I’m cool I party with
them. And they’re not the kind of people you can show up and party
with for a hour or two and then split.”

Susan cracked an understanding smile. Chi-Chi
wanted to know if she could hang with the big boys. But little did
he know she had a high tolerance for alcohol despite being only
4’10”, 115 pounds. She strutted gracefully over to the bar in her
Jimmy Choo’s, flashed a flirtatious smile and quickly got the bar
tender’s attention. “Can I get two shots of Patron Silver please!”
she ordered over the loud music. The bartender nodded before
pouring the two shots for her.

Chi-Chi, who had followed her to the bar, was
standing beside Susan when she ordered her shots. “I don’t do shots
ma-ma,” he told her.

“They’re both for me.”

“Good. Let me get a bottle of Ace of Spades!”
Chi-Chi told a barmaid who was standing close by. Sensing she’d be
rewarded with a hefty tip, the barmaid quickly ran and got the
bottle of expensive champagne.

“Here you go sir,” the barmaid told Chi-Chi
minutes later as she handed him the gold bottle in a bucket of ice
along with two flute glasses.

Chi-Chi popped the cork and poured him a
drink.

“Here’s to doing good business together!”
Susan told him as she raised one of her shot glasses in the
air.

“To good business!” Chi-Chi chimed
in.

Susan drunk the shot with out any salt, lemon,
or hesitation, slammed the shot glass down on the bar and quickly
grabbed the other one. She did the same with that one
also.

Chi-Chi smiled and said, “I like that. Grab a
glass.”

“I don’t mix liquors.”

“So get you a bottle of Patron . Don’t worry,
it’s my treat.”

“Okay,” Susan said as she caught the attention
of the bartender again.

They stood by the bar drinking and talking
about everything besides business. Chi-Chi wanted to get a good
feel of Susan personally so he would understand what kind of person
he was going into business with. He even asked her questions about
her childhood. At some points during their conversation there were
times when no one spoke for a few minutes. This was when Chi-Chi
watched the crowd, observing the throng of females who walked back
and forth.

“You plan on dancing?” he asked
Susan.

“I guess so. I never really thought about it,”
Susan replied with a nonchalant smile. The alcohol was beginning to
creep up on her but by no means was she intoxicated.

“Good, me too. In fact I’ll be right back,” he
told her as Usher’s ‘In the Club’ came on.

Chi-Chi, being the smooth person he was,
walked up behind a young lady who had been eyeing him for the last
minutes. She was dancing alone so he didn’t hesitate to start
dancing with her, with or with out her permission. He moved to the
beat of the music waiting for the right time to speak to her. When
the right moment came he leaned in close to her ear making sure she
would be able to hear him and asked her, “you ever made love to a
thug in the club wit his ice on?” He was singing the provocative
lyrics to the song.

“Wow…now that was original,” the young lady
said smartly as she gave Chi-Chi a big smile. She liked him from
the first time she saw him by the bar but didn’t know if Susan was
his girlfriend or not.

“I doesn’t matter if it’s original or not, as
long as it works,” he told her with a smile.

He was being cocky and she liked that. “I hear
that.” They danced together for the next 15 minutes without saying
another word to each other. But in honesty there was no need to,
for their body language spoke volumes loud enough that both of them
listened. Their dance lasted for the next three songs, and they
danced closer and closer as time the time passed.

“I’m thirsty. I’ma go grab me something to
drink,” the young lady said finally breaking the
silence.

“What you drinking?” Chi-Chi asked her as they
continued dancing to the music. They were standing face to face
staring in each other’s eyes.

“I’ll have what ever you having since it’s
giving you so much heart,” the young lady said jokingly.

“I’m drinking ace of Spades. It’s good, you’ll
like it,” Chi-Chi told her. “Come on let’s go get you a
glass.”

When they got to the bar Susan was in the
company of a young man who had just happen to strike up a
conversation with her. She wasn’t interested in the guy but she was
lonely and the conversation was entertaining.

“Let’s grab a table in the a corner or
something,” Chi-Chi told her.

Susan didn’t respond but she watched the young
lady Chi-Chi had just met with a cautious look before dismissing
her. She turned her attention to the table section. “I don’t see
one,” she told him.

Chi-Chi waved the barmaid over, who was happy
to come over quickly. “How can I help you?” the barmaid asked
him.

“I got a problem. Well, two actually,” he told
her. Before she could ask what his problems were he answered her
unasked question. “My bottle is almost empty. I need another one
and a table. The table section is packed so I’ll settle for the
v.i.p. Who do I have to talk to to get up in there?”

“I can get you in there,” the barmaid told him
eagerly. “Just let me go check wit the manager first to make sure
it’s not rented out for a private party.”

“Aight,” Chi-Chi replied before the barmaid
walked off to find the manager. “She gonna go see if she can get us
in the v.i.p.,” he told Susan and his new found friend.

The barmaid returned several minutes later
with a bottle of Ace of Spades in a bucket of ice and a bottle of
Moet, also in a bucket of ice. “It’s free. It cost $100 to get in,
but you get a free bottle of Moet,” the barmaid told Chi-Chi as she
displayed the bottle of champagne.

“Aight, I’ll take it,” Chi-Chi told
her.

“Follow me,” the barmaid told him. The trio
followed the barmaid closely as she led them a short distance to
the v.i.p. area that was densely populated but filled with tables
and chairs, and a small make shift dance floor. The area was
segregated from the rest of the crowd by a bunch of velvet ropes,
which surrounded the entire area and slightly elevated.

“You take AmEx cards, right?” Chi-Chi asked
the barmaid as she sat the buckets down on a table.

“Yes,” the barmaid answered at the sight of
the platinum American Express card.



“Aight, here you go. Keep the tab open cuz I
might get another bottle or two,” Chi-Chi told her as Susan and his
new friend took a seat at the table. “And take a $50 tip for
yourself.”

“I can’t charge my tip to your bill,” the
barmaid told him with a pleasant smile.

“Aight,” Chi-Chi said as he dug in his pocket.
He hardly ever carried more than $100 cash on him at one time.
“Here you go,” he said as he handed her $50 in cash.

“Thank you,” the barmaid said gratefully
before walking away.

Chi-Chi took a seat at the table also once the
barmaid was gone. “Me and my partner is gonna talk business for a
minute. I don’t wanna bore you so you can go dance or you can chill
if you want,” he told his new female friend.

“I’m all danced out right now. I’ll chill,”
the young lady said happily. She was eager to know what Chi-Chi did
for a living.

“So marketing genius, tell me how can we
benefit each other?” Chi-Chi asked Susan, who was a tipsy by
now.

Susan took another shot of Patron Silver
before beginning. “First off, together we can expand your list of
high end clients by targeting a different but also the same time
audience. Right now, you’re doing well selling to a few select
buyers with money, albeit how ever they managed to get it. What I
propose is getting you some exposure. We can do that two ways. One
is the obvious, and that’s advertising in the magazines that love
to grab the attention of minorities. No offense but it’s true,”
Susan told him frankly.

“None taken,” Chi-Chi replied.

“Good. Now the other is by lending some of
your high end, custom pieces to people in the music industry who’s
dying to walk the red carpet or what ever award show like their
record is doing great but for some reason don’t have it in their
budget to splurge on jewelry. Everyone knows the music artist
follow the latest trends like their going out of style and that
includes what ever jeweler is hot at the time.” Susan knew her plan
was simple but highly effective. She sat back in the high back
chair with her arms folded with a confidant look that showed
Chi-Chi that she knew what she was talking about.

“Who do you know in the music
business?”

“I know a lot of people on the CEO and the
A&R level. They can persuade their artist to wear your pieces
to events that everyone will be attending. They even have certain
models they use for album covers. The next thing you know people
are flocking to your shop trying to get their hands on the next big
thing,” Susan told him.

Chi-Chi was silent thinking about what Susan
just told him. He knew in the music industry people never did
anything for free. “What’s in it for these CEO’s and A&R
friends of yours?”

“For starters, free publicity of course. Every
body what’s to be that person who was up on the next big thing
first. Shit, you see how they throw around Jacob’s name like he’s a
god. And he’s only still popular among the music business because
there’s no other competition,” She explained. “Now I’m not gonna
bullshit you and tell you they’re going to automatically do all
this for free. Most of the time they’re gonna do it as a personal
favor for me.”

“And what about the other times?” Chi-Chi
asked.

“Well, then we’re going to have to see what
our budget is like. Depending on what they’re asking for. But who
knows, maybe they might just want a price cut or something simple
like that.”

“Okay,” Chi-Chi replied blandly. “You know, it
irks me when people talk about Jacob like he’s the best or
something. My craftsmanship is much better than his. Not to mention
he’s really generic and his stones are almost always flawed,”
Chi-Chi bragged. “You see this?” he asked leaning across the table,
showing Susan his chain more closely. “10karats and no
flaws.”

Susan admired the necklace more closely, even
holding it in her hand for a brief moment. “I love the platinum
setting.”

“Everyone does. That’s what makes it so
special,” Chi-Chi said cocky. He took a sip of his flute of
champagne then asked Susan, “We talked about what’s in it for the
people you know. What’s in it for you?”

Susan smiled and answered, “15% of all
referred sells.” She knew she had him hooked at this
point.

“You got yourself a deal but we have to come
up with a concrete way to track all your referrals.”

“Perfect. I’ll fax you the contract first
thing in the morning to formally seal the deal.” Susan was proud of
herself. She knew working with Chi-Chi would be a good career
move.

“So I guess that means we have something to
celebrate!” Chi-Chi said happily as he grabbed the bottle of Ace of
Spades and poured Susan and his female friend a drink. That’s when
it dawned on him that he didn’t know her name. He wanted to ask her
but he decided to wait.

Susan took her glass of champagne from Chi-Chi
and took a sip. She then stood up and started dancing when The
Dream’s ‘I Love Your Girl’ started playing.

“Go ahead, go dance. I’ma be right here,”
Chi-Chi told her as he watched her move seductively to the
music.

“Okay,” Susan replied. She took a sip of her
champagne and placed the glass back on the table before walking
off.

Chi-Chi watched her for a second admiring her
spirit as she made her way to the dance floor. Seconds later Susan
was dancing with someone she just met.

 


“I don’t know if it’s because I was really
feeling you from the start or because of all the alcohol I drank.
But I never got your name,” Chi-Chi told his female friend. “I’m
Chi-Chi.”

“It’s Angel,” his female friend told
him.

“You definitely is,” Chi-Chi commented
flirtatiously.

Angel smiled at the complement. Everything
about Chi-Chi told her he had money and wasn’t too shy to spend it.
And she wasn’t about to pass up the opportunity to find out just
how much he had.

“You enjoying yourself?” he asked
her.

“Of course.”

“That’s good,” Chi-Chi said flatly. “You came
by yourself?”

“No, I came here wit my home girl but she’s
probably somewhere around here whoring around,” Angel said
playfully.

“Oh yeah? Maybe you should go get her. Just to
make sure she’s safe, you know?”

“That’s okay. She’s alright.”

“You sure? I’m, she can party wit us. I really
don’t mind.” Angel couldn’t tell but Chi-Chi had ulterior
motives.

“Um…okay. I’ma go see if I can find her. I’ll
be right back,” Angel said before getting up from the
table.

Chi-Chi watched as she walked away with a
little quickness in her step. Maybe it was due to her wanting to
hurry up and get back to him. Or maybe it was because she didn’t
want to take a chance on another female stealing Chi-Chi’s
attention from her while she was gone. What ever the reason was,
Chi-Chi just loved the way she moved in her tight fitting blue
jeans. They hugged her hips in the right spots making her rear end
enticing. And if that didn’t do the trick her tight, black
sleeveless shirt made her breast more perkier than they really
were, not that they weren’t perky already. And the way she moved
across the floor in her three inch, black, strapless Nine West
heels she was wearing made her all the more sexier, even though her
outfit was simple and basic. But Chi-Chi wasn’t concerned on what
she was wearing. Angel stood 5’5” and weighed a perfect 125 pounds,
all in the right places. Paired with her flawless light brown skin,
long cinnamon brown hair and the sexiest smile you could find with
out looking in a magazine, she could have easily been a super
model. That’s what Chi-Chi was looking at.

 


Angel searched Club Home high and low looking
for her friend Raquel, who she eventually found dancing with two
men. They her in the middle of a human sandwich as they both were
grinding on her ass. “Excuse me…excuse me!” Angel said as she broke
up the erotic dancing. “We need to talk!” she told Raquel as she
pulled her from between the two men.

“Gimme a minute. I’ll be right back!” Raquel
told the men she was dancing with as she stepped away from them
with Angel keeping a tight grip on her arm. “What’s up?” she asked
Angel.

“I met this guy. He up in the v.i.p. poppin’
bottle of Ace of Spades like there’s no tomorrow. He’s definitely
trying’ to get his party on!” Angel told her.

“What…how many friends he got wit him?” Raquel
asked ready to ditch the men she was partying with.

“It’s just him and some Chinese
chick.”

“His girl?” Raquel asked with a displeased
look.

“Nah, she’s his business partner or some shit.
Who the fuck cares! All I know is he poppin’ bottles and he wanna
party!”

“He white?” Raquel asked trying to get a
better idea who the man was that angel was raving about.

“Would you stop asking so many damn questions
and come on!” angel said as she grabbed a strong grip on Raquel’s
arm and led her to the v.i.p. area where Chi-Chi was
waiting.



Tired of waiting for Angel to return, Chi-Chi
got up and joined Susan on the dance floor, who was now dancing
alone. She seemed content with that. He danced in front of her,
being mindful not to get too close to her but not to be too far
away from her so she wouldn’t get offended.

“So did I pass your test?” Susan asked him
with a warm smile as they danced.

Chi-Chi laughed at the question. “You look a
little bent, but other than that you did good.”

“Bent? Please…I could drink you under the
table anytime!” Susan bragged. “I just didn’t wanna over do it
since this suppose to be a business meeting and all.”

“Yeah, aight. Next time I’ll make sure it’s
not a business meeting.”

“Oh…this my song!” Susan said hyped when
Plies’ “Bust It Baby” came blaring through the sound
system.

“What you know about Plies?” Chi-Chi asked
with a surprising look.

“Are you serious? Plies is the truth! And what
girl could go wrong with Ne-yo?”

“I’m impressed,” Chi-Chi said
truthfully.

“Oh…I see. You didn’t think the little Asian
girl knew about rap music,” Susan said in sarcastic tone. “I’ve
been hooked on rap ever since Nas’ Illmatic.”

“Aah shit!” Chi-Chi said really impressed.
“The next time we hook up remind me to show you my music collection
on my Ipod.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Susan said as she
looked over Chi-Chi shoulder. “Don’t look now but here comes your
new girl friend. And she got company with her,” she told Chi-Chi
referring to Angel.

Chi-Chi turned around just in time to see
Angel walking up behind him accompanied by her friend. “Hey…glad to
have you back. I thought you disappeared on me,” he
joked.

“Why would I do something rude like that? You
mad nice,” Angel told him. “This is my friend I was telling you
about. Her name is Raquel. Raquel, this is Chi-Chi,” Angel said
introducing the two.

“Nice to meet you,” Raquel said politely as
her eyes sized Chi-Chi up.

“Like wise. If you’re thirsty, I have a bottle
on ice at my table. There’s some extra glasses. If you want you can
help yourself,” Chi-Chi told her being polite.

“Okay,” Raquel said.

“Hold up, I’ll go wit you so I can get me
something to drink too,” Angel told her. Together, the two walked
over to Chi-Chi’s table.

As they walked off Susan told Chi-Chi, “I
think I’ma call it a night.”

“So early?”

“Yeah…I have to. I gotta get up early for work
in the morning. I have an important meeting in the morning,” Susan
said apologetically.

“Aight…you need me to give you a lift or
anything?”

“No that’s okay. You stay and enjoy yourself.
I live on the East side not too far from here. I’ll just hop in a
taxi.”

“At least let me pay your cab fare,” Chi-Chi
said as he dug in his pocket.

“That’s okay, I got it,” Susan said stopping
him. “Trust me, I’ll be fine.”

“Aight…gimme a call as soon as you get in so
I’ll know you made it home safely.”

“Deal, and I’ll have the contract faxed over
first thing in the morning so we can make everything official.”
Susan gave him a short hug before walking away.

“Aight,” Chi-Chi replied as he watched her
leave the dance floor.



“Your business partner is leaving’ us?” Angel
asked, referring to Susan, as she joined Chi-Chi on the dance
floor. Raquel was right at her side.

“Nah, she gotta get up for work in the
morning. So it’s just us now,” Chi-Chi told her.

“Oh well,” Raquel said smartly before Angel
could say anything, as she took a sip of her champagne. “We dancing
or what?”

“Hell yeah!” Chi-Chi replied eagerly. “I like
her, she’s cool,” he told Angel as he started to move to the
music.

“Yeah she’s mad funny,” Angel agreed as she
too began to move to the music.

“I see,” Chi-Chi said flatly. He took turns
dancing with the two females switching back and forth, grinding
against both of them.

As the night progresses, Chi-Chi spent the
night drinking and dancing with Angel and Raquel. The more they
drank the more Angel and Raquel seemed to be vying for his
attention. And Chi-Chi took full advantage of it too. He was
constantly grinding and feeling on both of the women. Angel, not
one to be out shined by Raquel, took the initiative to make the
first move. She gave Chi-Chi a short kiss. To her surprise he
didn’t pull away, he reciprocated. What she didn’t know though, was
that while they were kissing Chi-Chi was feeling on Raquel’s
ass.

“This spot is getting whack. Let’s take our
little party some where else,” Chi-Chi suggested with a fake look
of boredom.

“I don’t care. Where you wanna go?” Angel
asked.

“Let’s go to my crib,” Chi-Chi
said.

“I don’t care but I came wit my friend. I
don’t wanna just leave her,” Angel told him.

“So don’t. She could come too,” Chi-Chi told
Angel. “What’s up Raquel, we about to slide to my crib. You wanna
roll wit us?”

“Shit I’m down. It ain’t like I got anything
else to do up in here wit these lame ass niggas,” Raquel said
gamed.

“It’s settled….she down.” Chi-Chi put his arm
around Angel’s waist and led her off the dance floor before she had
a chance to back out. Raquel followed right behind them. He quickly
paid the tab and left the club holding them both by the
hand.

When they got outside the night air was
extremely warm and humid due to the summer season being in full
swing. The streets were teeming with partiers all hoping to get
inside the jam packed club before it was too late.

“We need to walk to the corner so we can catch
a cab. There’s too many people over here,” Raquel said a she took
inventory of all the people on the street.

“I don’t do the cab thing ma-ma,” Chi-Chi
bragged as he pulled his car keys out of his pocket. He pressed a
button on the key chain deactivating the security alarm. It chirped
and the lights pulsed on the 2008 Atlantic Blue, 650i BMW
convertible parked directly across the street. He then activated
the automatic start on the remote. The engine purred to life but it
went unheard due to the busy night life. And if that wasn’t enough
to get his new friends attention, Chi-Chi put the top down, all
before stepping one foot of the curb. Angel was impressed as
Chi-Chi led them across the street and to his BMW by the
hand.

Raquel’s face lit up with greed as they got to
the car. “Oh my god…are these Burberry seats?”

“Yeah,” he replied as he opened up the
passenger side door. He pulled the passenger seat forward allowing
one of them to get in the back. He didn’t care which
one.

“They hot!” Raquel told him as she got in the
back seat. She wanted to ride in the front with Chi-Chi, but he was
Angel’s friend. Raquel was just along for the ride, but she didn’t
mind. She knew how to play her position until the time was
right.

“My feet are killing me,” Angel said as she
got in the front, passenger seat.

Chi-Chi heard her as he walked around to the
driver’s side. He quickly got in behind the steering wheel and told
her, “If they pretty I’ll rub ’em for you when we get to my house,”
flashing a salesman smile.

“Boy please…I keep my feet done,” Angel
boasted.

“So let me something then,” he replied as he
took his Iphone out it’s case and plugged it into his car’s sound
system. Angel slipped her right foot out of her three inch Nine
West heels and put it up on the dash board as if to prove a point.
“Yeah, those are sexy,” he said admiring her newly pedicure
toes.

“Here. Let me put that seat back for you so
you can relax,” Chi-Chi told her. He hit a switch on the driver’s
side door. The passenger seat reclined slowly as it pushed back
smoothly. “How’s that?”

“That’s definitely better,” Angel answered
with a grateful smile.

Chi-Chi toyed with his play list looking for
something to drive to, constantly glancing in his rearview mirror
at Raquel. “So what you tryna get into tonight?” he asked Angel,
who had her head laid back on the passenger seat head
rest.

“What ever…it don’t matter,” Angel replied as
if she didn‘t have a care in the world.

“That’s good,” Chi-Chi said flatly in a low
voice seconds before Lil Wayne’s “A Millie” came blaring through
the sound system scaring the hell out of Raquel. “My
bad.”

“It’s aight,” Raquel replied with a short
smile.

Chi-Chi eased out of his parking spot and
brought the car to the other side of the street by Club Home’s
entrance. People were trying to figure out who he was. A group of
scantily dressed females gave him the eye as he smiled at them. One
looked as if she was going to be bold enough to speak to him
although he had two females in the car with him, but he pulled off
before she had the chance.

“So, you live up town?” Angel asked as Chi-Chi
drove up town.

“Something like that. I live in Chelsea,” he
answered as he glanced in the rear view mirror at Raquel. “You
aight back there?”

“I’m tipsy but I’m good. I’m just enjoying the
fresh air,” Raquel said with a half drunken smirk.

“What…you gotta earl?” Chi-Chi asked
cautiously.

“Please…I’m tipsy. I’m not drunk,” Raquel told
him.

“I feel you. I’m a little tipsy too. I
couldn’t drink cuz I had to drive. But when we get to my crib I’d
definitely gonna get my drink on. You want something else to
drink?” Chi-Chi asked her.

“I don’t even care. I’m down for what ever,”
Raquel said still with a smile on her face.

“I hear that,” Chi-Chi replied. “What about
you?” he asked Angel as he placed his right hand on her
lap.

“I told you already, it don’t matter to me.
What ever you wanna do, I’m down,” Angel replied. She was in a
blissful zone.




Chapter

2

 


Thirty minutes after leaving Club Home the
trio arrived at Chi-Chi’s West 26th Street co-op. He was
a new owner in a newly built building that catered to the chic. He
had a two bedroom loft, which he lived alone. The building lobby
was consisted mostly of glass except for a red leather sofa which
sat in the lobby matched with new style art deco leather chairs.
Angel was in awe as they walked through the empty lobby, minus the
door man. He was a young 20 something, light skinned black man who
was diligently alert, making sure he the only the right element
entered the exclusive building. Chi-Chi nodded and he nodded back
with a slight smile. He was accustom to Chi-Chi parading women in
and out of the building all hours of the night. He even was called
upon a few times to make sure Chi-Chi’s guess made it safely to a
taxi.

“This is a nice building,” Angel said as they
stepped on the mirrored elevator.

“It’s a piece of shit full of white people who
think they chic. I’ll show you what nice is when I buy my house out
in Jersey,” Chi-Chi told her with disdain in his voice. The comment
was a knee jerk reaction that took Angel aback. He pulled her close
to him and gave her a deep kiss before the elevator reached it’s
destination.

Angel was so caught up in the deep kiss that
she stumbled as they stepped off the elevator. But then again it
could have been all the liquor she consumed.

“What’s wrong, you want one too?” Chi-Chi
asked Raquel as he led them to his loft. She blushed but she didn’t
answer. 

“Gimme a second,” Chi-Chi told them as they
entered his dark apartment. It wasn’t completely dark since there
was a very dim light illuminating from the kitchen. Chi-Chi slipped
his Mauri’s off and headed for the kitchen table next to the dim
light. Angel and Raquel, who were standing motionless by the door,
could see him picking something up that resembled a portable DVD
player. The screen on the object lit up in the darkness and seconds
later the lights came on in the loft showing them how nicely it was
decorated.

“You have to leave your shoes at the door. I
don’t let no one walk on my rug in their shoes,” he told them as he
headed for the living room.

“Your rug is pretty,” Angel complemented as
she stepped barefooted on the plush white carpet.

“It’s alpaca,” Chi-Chi said flatly. “Y’all can
have a seat,” he said directing them to an all white leather sofa
that sat in the middle of the living room facing a blank wall. He
touched the screen of his universal remote and almost instantly
Alicia Keys video showed up on the blank wall from an over head
projector, which was hidden under the second floor of the loft. He
placed the universal remote on a glass coffee table in front of the
sofa before heading for a glass bar, which set against the wall
between two ay windows. “I got some Henney and some Cuevo Gold.
Which one y’all want?” he asked them.

“I’ll want some Henney,” Raquel answered
up.

“I’ll take the Cuevo,” Angel
answered.

Chi-Chi returned with the two bottles of
liquor and three glasses. “I don’t do dishes so keep that in
mind.”

“Not a problem,” Raquel said as she took the
bottle of Hennessy from him as he sat down on the sofa between
them. Angel reached for the bottle of Cuevo Gold and a shot
glass.

Raquel uncorked the bottle and then took a big
gulp. When she finished she licked her lips and said, “I don’t do
dishes either.”

“You so fuckin’ ghetto!” Angel said playfully
as she poured her a shot of tequila. “I don’t drink from bottles. I
have class.” She then took down the shot.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4879
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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