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Prologue






My wedding day had come, July 30th. My dress
was beautiful; it accented my figure to the fullest. The corset
type body pushed up my already perky breast and the full bottom
wasn’t doing a bad job on my ass. The whole get up was fly. I
reached my hand up on my head, fixing my tiara. I ran my hand down
my hair, all eighteen inches of it. I had bone straight yaki,
number one. I had to make sure there were no kinks in it before my
I made my appearance. My bridesmaids and maid of honor looked
incredible, and I was about to marry my soul mate; at least I
thought I was. The church was packed, each pew full to the max. The
white satin and lace decorations accented the baby blue cushions on
each of those pews. The preacher stood erect at the end of the
aisle, clutching her bible, awaiting my arrival.

The church grew silent as the music of Eric
Benet started to play. Spend my life with Aamir, that’s what I
wanted to do and there was not a more perfect song to describe that
feeling. The groomsmen and the bridesmaids started their procession
down the aisle.

“Are you ready to be with him for the rest of
your life?” Tina, my maid of honor, turned around and asked me
standing in her position.

I looked at her, not saying a word. It felt
weird that Aamir’s own cousin would ask me a question like that.
Maybe she knew something I didn’t know. I tossed my hair over my
shoulder as I was really started to think about whether or not I
was ready to spend my life with him. No one had ever asked me that
before. I had friends and family question if I wanted to get
married at such a young age or not, but it never crossed my mind
that this arrangement would be forever.

My mother never approved of my relationship
with Aamir; in fact she hated him with a passion. Every chance she
got she told me so. I don’t know what you see in him. He’s not the
one for you. All he does is treat you like shit! These were the
statements I heard on a daily basis from her. It was my fault
though. I told her way too much about our relationship. She knew
about the cheating and the hitting and the verbal abuse. I knew I
was going to stay with him, so I don’t know why I even involved her
in that mess. What she was saying was right, but when you are in
love, nothing you say or do can make anything change. I had an
upset mother along with memories of a relationship that were mostly
horrible. I don’t know what I was thinking. All I did know was that
I loved him and wanted to marry him.

Tina turned around, “It’s show time.”

She knew her cue and it was coming up. My
hands started to sweat. I couldn’t even respond to her question.
Tina turned back around and started off into the church. I stood
there all alone. I didn’t have my dad or father figure to walk me
down and give me away. It was all on me.

Think, think. I told myself as I stood frozen
behind the doors of the sanctuary. I can’t leave him standing up
there waiting for me. He would kill me. I thought as I heard the
song getting closer to my cue. There was nothing I could do; I had
to go through with it.

The doors opened, everyone’s head turned, and
I began my decent to a life long arrangement. The whole way down
the aisle I couldn’t help but think that maybe this wasn’t the
right decision.







The Departure











I took one final look into the full length
mirror in the woman’s restroom at the Philadelphia International
Airport. Everything was looking good; good enough to take a 3000
mile trip. I put my final coat of lip gloss on my full, heart
shaped lips. My caramel skin shimmered and my oval shaped brown
eyes glowed from pure excitement. I couldn’t remember the last time
I had felt and looked that good.

I walked out of the restroom and back to the
waiting area. I was sitting there for only two or three minutes
before I heard the boarding call.

“We are now boarding Flight 1015, nonstop to
San Diego. We will be boarding first class and those with small
children first,” a polite female voice said over the intercom
system.

That’s me. I thought to myself as I gathered
my one carry on and walked to the boarding area. I wasn’t a first
class passenger, but I am undeniably a first class chick. I just
wanted to be closer to the gate when the call was made for my
section.

“All those seated in first class, please
report to the boarding gate now,” the voice continued. “We will
start boarding in about 2 minutes.”

I was so excited to get out of Philly and
leave that life behind me. I had grown to hate that city, those
people, and my life…there. I had been in Philly for seven years,
since I was sixteen. At first it was cool because it was a big city
on the east coast, but after the honeymoon period ended I was ready
to go. The whole time I was in Philly, I only had two good friends.
They were cool, but I missed my life and friends on the west
side.

“We will now be boarding rows 33-46,” the
airline personnel informed the passengers of Flight 1015.

The time was getting closer for me to board
the plane to my new life, and I just couldn’t wait. I mean, it’s
not like everything in Philly was horrible, just almost everything.
I ended up graduating from a pretty good private school, which set
me up to go to a good Ivy League college. When I was in college, I
had a pretty good experience until I met Aamir. He was the horrible
part of Philly I was leaving behind.

Aamir was like a dream to me, in the
beginning. It was my junior year of college before he started
tripping. He was hitting on me and treating me like I wasn’t
shit…yeah, he was defiantly tripping. It was bad enough that I
stayed around, but to top it all off I got pregnant in my senior
year. Luckily for me, it was only 2 months before I graduated, so I
wasn’t showing.

“We are now boarding rows 20-32,” she
continued.

That’s me, let’s do this! I thought as I
inched my way to the boarding gate. As I walked down the boarding
ramp, I thought about how I had lost my baby because of Aamir
hitting on me and how I still married him. Like a damn fool; that’s
what I was, like a damn fool. We were married for 2 ½ crazy ass
years, and I finally got the courage to leave his dumb ass. It
wasn’t easy, though. I knew when I got married it was for all the
wrong reasons, but I did it anyway. Aamir was a hell of a provider;
if he ain’t do shit else, he provided for me. Even though I worked,
I didn’t have to…I needed to. I had to save money for when I was
ready to really roll out.

I finally got to my seat, 23B, and settled
myself in. I stared out the window with pure excitement and relief.
I made sure when I booked my flight that I got a window seat; I
needed to make sure when we took off that I was leaving this awful
place and that when we landed in San Diego I could see the palm
trees. I leaned up against the window and reminisced about the way
I made my escape from that crazy-ass man. I remembered waiting for
him to go to work, like any other day. I had taken the day off, but
he didn’t know that. Why would I tell him that?! He left out the
door, and I started to execute my plan.

I had already packed some stuff and put it in
the basement by the laundry room; he never went in there. I was
like his maid; there was no reason for him to even venture in that
area. I ran through the house and grabbed everything I needed and
left everything that could be easily replaced. It took me all of
three hours to get everything out of the house and only two hours
to unpack at the new place across town. I had been planning this
escape for three months, and I finally did it. I only stayed in
that apartment for about a month before I decided I needed to leave
the city.

Aamir had started stalking me and acting
crazier than ever, and I knew I had to completely leave town before
he killed me. He would constantly call me and send me threatening
text messages. He was calling my mom, going past her house and
trying to get her to give him info on where I was. Yeah, it was
like that. He had lost his mind.

“The captain has put on the fasten seat belt
sign, so at this time we are asking everyone to return to their
seats and prepare for take off,” the stewardess said.

I had never left my seat; I was ready to go
from the time I got on the plane. Leaving Philly and going to San
Diego was the final act of me leaving Aamir. I know, I know - being
separated is not the same as being divorced, but to me it was good
enough. We never signed any paperwork to make us legally separated,
but I figured leaving the state is just as good. He wanted to cheat
and live the single man’s life, so now it’s my turn. I am not
looking to get married again; all I wanted to do was be free from
all the bullshit he put me through. And now I will be.

My best friend was waiting for me in San
Diego and had been since I left seven years ago. She told me I
could stay with her until I got on my feet out there; it was cool
with me because we were always close.

“Flight attendants please prepare for take
off,” the captain requested over the intercom system.

Here’s to my new life, I thought as I sat
back and looked out the window as the plane started backing up from
the gate. I took a huge sigh of relief because I knew better things
were to come in my life.






~






“Finally!” I said aloud as the plane hit the
runway of the airport in San Diego. All I could do was sing to
myself, “I made it, I made it.” I can’t even describe the feeling I
felt when the plane charted its way to the terminal and rolled into
the gate. It was time to start my life over, and I was ready for
the challenge. I could see the slim palms trees swaying in the air,
like the wave of a Miss America contestant. The sun beamed through
the tiny window I sat next to, and, even though it was only a tiny
bit of sun, it warmed me inside. I loved it. I loved it so much
because I knew what it meant. I hadn’t been in California for seven
years, and once that plane hit the ground I felt like I never left.
My emotions were so overwhelming, but I couldn’t cry. Not yet. I
still had to see Africa.

“The captain has turned off the seat belt
sign. You may now gather all your belongings and exit the plane.
Thank you for flying with us today,” the stewardess said as
everyone started to gather their things.

I slowly grabbed my bag I had stored under
the seat in front of me. I was in a rush, but I was on a plane with
too many other people who were also trying to get off. Once the
plane started to clear out, I stood up and inched into the aisle.
By the time I finished walking through the aisle of the plane and
the tunnel to the actual airport, I felt like I had been walking
for miles.

Damn! I thought as I realized I still had to
walk to the baggage claim. After 15 minutes of walking, I finally
reached the escalators to the baggage claim area. I hopped on and
happily rode them down. While descending from the second level, I
saw a sign that read “Shana A,” and it had me confused for a
minute. I got to the bottom of the moving stairs and walked toward
the fine-ass man holding the sign.

“Shana A,” the baritone-voiced man said as I
got closer to him.

I wasn’t sure if I should say that was me or
not because I didn’t know him, and Africa didn’t tell me that there
would be a man at the airport waiting for me. But as I looked at
the sign, I realized it was color coded in the colors of the
African flag. Only Africa would think of something like this.

“Yeah, that’s me,” I answered as I flirted
with him a little. “Am I supposed to follow you or something?”

“Yes, I’m your driver.”

“Driver?! Ok, I wasn’t expecting this,” I
paused as I gave him a look as if he wasn’t really my driver and
was more like a stalker. “I have to get my bags first.”

“Allow me,” he insisted.

And that’s what I did. I sat back and allowed
him to get my luggage. I told him I had hot pink luggage with big
black polka dots. I knew I had to be the only one with that kind of
luggage, so there was no need for me to even go with him to the
luggage belt. While I waited for him to return, I called my mother,
as I promised I would when I landed. Of course, she didn’t answer;
she was good for leaving her cell phone at home when she went out.
So, I just left a message, letting her know I made it safely and
everything was fine.

He came back with all 5 pieces of my luggage,
and we were ready to go. “Follow me,” he requested.

“My pleasure,” I flirtatiously replied as I
followed him close behind.

I checked him out the whole time I followed
him to wherever we were going. He was the kind of man that made you
weak in the knees. He was tall, dark, and beautiful. His skin was
like warm hot chocolate on a cold day. All I wanted to do was
follow him. I would follow him right to his bed if he would let
me.

“MMhhh,” I whispered to myself as I watched
his finely shaped ass move back and forth in front of me.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t hear you - you said
something?”

“Oh, no, I didn’t say anything,” I lied as he
turned back around.

I thought I was whispering, but I guess I
wasn’t. By the time we had reached the car he was driving, I had
mumbled and whispered so many nasty things about him it was
ridiculous. I couldn’t help it; he was too damn fine for me not to
make a comment about it.

“Shit!” I said loudly. “Whose ride is
this?”

I knew this must have been a mistake; maybe
there was another Shana A. in the airport that day.

He turned around and looked at me and
replied, “This is yours; allow me.”

He opened the door, but I couldn’t get in. I
walked toward the car in disbelief. It was a stretch Jaguar, a
black one. I knew I had to be the wrong Shana A., that type of shit
didn’t happen to me.

“Gurl, if you don’t get ya ass in this limo
it’s gonna be me and you!” a familiar voice screamed from inside
the limo.

“Africa!” I screamed back.

“Uh, who else would it be? Ya know I do’s it
big!”



“Aight, aight,” I paused as I got into the
limo. “You know you think I’m the shit, so this fits me just
fine.”

“You haven’t changed one damn bit!”

I got into the limo with my girl, and we
hugged like those people you see on TV that have been reunited
after going twenty years without seeing each other. We sat in the
back of the limo and waited for the driver to put all my bags in
the trunk. I guess I might have had too much stuff because he was
struggling to get them bags in there. Once he finally got those
bags in the trunk, he hopped in the driver’s seat, and we were on
our way.

“So…what’s the plan now?”

“Was I ‘spose to plan something else? What
else is there to do? I mean, I picked ya ass up in a stretch Jaguar
limo, what more do you want? DAMN!” she replied in a bothered tone
of voice.

“Uh…nevermind. It was just a question.”

Africa didn’t even respond; she just
continued to look out the window.

“It’s just my first day back in Diego in
years,” I continued. “So I thought that we would do something when
I got here.”

“I do remember you being all about you, but
damn!”

“I apologize,” I said as I noticed that she
was mad.

After that, I just shut up and enjoyed the
scenery. I knew Africa had had it with me, and the sad part was I
just got there. There wasn’t much conversation for the rest of the
ride; if there was, it was all superficial stuff. She asked me
about how my mom was doing and how she felt about me moving back
out west. I told her she was happy for me because I finally got
away from that crazy-ass Aamir. That was most of the talking we
did; I knew she was pissed with me.

We passed so many houses and apartment
complexes as we drove. I was sure we were going to pull into one of
the complexes, but we didn’t. I knew Africa didn’t live all that
far from the airport, but were driving for a long time. Just as I
thought I had figured out what was going on, the limo stopped. We
were stopped in front of a huge house, and it damn sure wasn’t
Africa’s.

“Uh…”

“I know you remember my cousin, DeShawn,
right?” she smiled as she asked me.

She knew damn well I remembered DeShawn - how
could I not? Yeah, it had been seven years since I’d seen him, but
he was one I would never forget. I remembered he was fine as hell
but had always been off limits. He was my best friends’ cousin, and
he was older than me, six years older. We always had chemistry, but
because he was always overage and I was under, we never pursued
anything. He was also a chick magnet, but I didn’t care back then
when I was younger, and I didn’t care now that I was older. He was,
without a doubt, the last person I needed to see at that point.

“Yeah, I think I do. You know it’s been a
while,” I tried to play it off.

Africa just looked at me sideways. “Don’t
even try to play it off. Gurl, you know you was all up on my cousin
back in the day!”

“Yeah, but that was then. I grew up.”

She knew I was full of shit, but she didn’t
even say anything else. I was starting to become antsy as I waited
to get out of the limo. I wanted to see him. I wanted to see him
desperately. All I could think about was his finely tuned body,
even better than the driver’s body. He was a pretty boy with a thug
attitude, and I loved it. And for a while when I was younger, I
swore I loved him.

“Yeah, whateva! Get ya shit, and let’s
go.”

“We staying here?” I paused as I thought
about the possibility of staying at DeShawn’s house “I thought I
was staying at your apartment.”

“You are. My car is here, and plus I told
DeShawn you was comin’ back into town, and he wanted to see
you.”

‘I wanna see his fine ass too!’ I mumbled
under my breath, trying not to be heard. We gathered all the stuff
inside the limo and asked the driver to beep the horn to let
DeShawn know we were there.

“Since when did DeShawn become a balla?” I
asked Africa as I stepped out the limo, gasping at his enormous
house.

“Gurl, his ass is an accountant now. He
finally got his shit together.”

“Let’s see, an accountant? That means he is
boring as hell and real serious. I guess, compared to how he used
to be, he has gotten his shit together.”

“Naw…you got it all wrong. He ain’t like ya
typical accountant; he’s serious at work when he’s crunchin’ those
numbers for the white man, but when he leave that office, he’s that
same old DeShawn he’s always been.”

I could tell she was so proud of him. Africa
always loved her little cousin, and she was the type that would die
for him. She was overprotective and made it hard as hell for any
female he would date. I always wondered how she would act if he and
I started dating.

“Yes, he did,” I replied as I thought about
what I could do with him now.

We both got out the limo and walked to the
trunk to get the rest of my bags. I picked up one, Africa picked up
another, and that sexy-ass limo driver got the rest. As we were
walking up the sidewalk toward the door, it opened. It was Devon,
DeShawn’s second oldest son. I knew about all of his kids, all four
of them and his crazy-ass baby moms. Do you think I cared? He was
still fine, and that’s all I cared about. I kept walking up the
pathway to DeShawn’s unexpectedly huge house, watching my step
carefully; I had the cutest black, open-toed shoes on, and I didn’t
want to mess up my pedicure. By the time I got to the door, DeShawn
was standing behind Devon, watching my every move. I looked up, we
locked eyes, and it was like seven years never passed.

“DAMN!!” I mouthed to him

“DAMN!” he mouthed back.







The Arrival











I couldn’t believe how he looked. Was it
possible to look that good?

“Hey, Shana,” he paused as he smiled at me.
“Long time no see.”

“Hey.” That’s all I could say. I was in awe
by every aspect of him. I remember him being fine, but when I saw
him that day it was like he had got ten times better. How was that
possible? It should really be against the law for someone to look
that damn good. That was exactly why he had three different baby
moms and all the drama that goes along with them. He stood in the
door, never moving. As I walked by him, I made sure I brushed up
against him so he could get a good look - and feel - at my whole
package. I was looking good that day, even though I had been on a
plane forever.

“’Cuse me,” I flirted.

“No, excuse me,” he replied as his eyes were
glued to every part of my beautifully curved body.

“Mmm Hmm!” Africa said as she shook her head,
“Don’t even think about doing nothing. Y’all need to keep y’all
eyes to y’allself.”

She knew how I was, and she knew how her
cousin could be. The both of us in the same area at the same time
was a recipe something hot and savory. I didn’t even respond
because I knew she was right. I walked into house and put my bag
down by the door. I told the limo driver to leave my bags near the
door, too. I didn’t want to bring them too far into the house
because I didn’t know how long we were staying. When I entered, I
walked right into his living room, the first one; you know the one
that nobody is supposed to sit in. The couch and love seat were
white. I mean the kind of white that was scary. I was afraid to
even look at it the wrong way in fear of making it dirty. Don’t
nobody get white living room furniture, whether you plan on sitting
on it or not. He got four kids, I couldn’t understand it.
Everything in that room was meticulously placed. I could tell a lot
of thought went into that room.

“So,” he said as he walked up behind me.
“How’s life been?”

“Aight. I see life’s been treatin’ you real
well, besides the dramatic females,” I smiled.

“Yeah, I guess you could say that. There
isn’t really that much drama though.”

He knew I knew he was bullshiting about them
females and their drama. Drama was DeShawn’s middle name. He always
had a bunch of chicks following him around and causing all kinds of
problems. I knew that much hadn’t changed since I had been gone. He
took me by the hand and walked me into the ‘formal’ dining room.
Once again, it was another room that was flawless. The beautiful
chandelier hung from the ceiling right above the marble topped
dining room table. My eyes got as wide as those of someone who just
got the surprise of their lives.

“Your house is beautiful,” I complimented as
I took a seat at the table.

“Thanks. I’ve been working really hard for
this. It feels good to be able to have a place like this,” he
paused and looked me in my eyes. “It would feel even better if I
had someone to share it with.”

I just smiled. He had so much game, it was
ridiculous. If I didn’t know him, he would have got me; I wasn’t
new to his game.

“It’s funny how we don’t see someone for so
long and think they are still ‘spose to be the same. I mean, when I
left, you was a grown-ass man living with ya mom, and now look at
ya. Somebody finally grew up.”

“Yeah,” he looked at me, “I heard somebody
got married. I guess you grew up, too…oh, my bad, I didn’t mean to
bring that up with everything you’re going through.”

“Boy, please! I could care less about that
idiot, and it’s his loss, not mine.”

“Africa told me a little ‘bout what was going
on, but she really didn’t get into any detail about it. So…”

He had a way of getting me to talk. I
couldn’t resist him back in the day, and I couldn’t resist him
then.

“So…” I paused. “I missed you so much; I just
had to come back.”

“Gurl, you betta stop it,” he replied as he
tried to hold back his blush. “You know we can’t even start nothin’
‘cause if we do it’s gonna be a problem.”

We laughed. We both knew it was true.

“Naw,” I said as I got serious. “I fell in
love wit some nut-ass dude, and he played me. We got married and
the whole nine. I don’t know what I was thinking…or maybe I wasn’t
thinkin’.”

It got quiet for a moment as I messed with my
perfectly manicured nails. It hurt to actually admit what happened
to me, and I damn sure didn’t want to look vulnerable.

“Hey, we all make dumb decisions. It gets
even worse when it’s ‘bout somebody you ‘think’ you love,” he took
a deep breath. “Shit, I got three baby moms! How that make me
look?”

I looked at him and smiled.

“Anyway,” he continued, “I’m happy in my
life, despite the drama those chicks cause. My only problem is that
I don’t have someone I can really get into me and share it with
me.”

I looked at him like he was crazy. “You know
you got chicks lined up at the door, waitin’ to get a chance with
you. I don’t know who you think ya talkin’ to; I know you.”

“The chicks do be on a brotha,” he laughed.
“But they all be one night stands and hoes. I don’t be feelin’ none
of them on a relationship level. I want a real woman. One who’s not
all ‘bout what I can give her and what she can take me for. I need
one that is ‘bout makin’ us better, together.”

He definitely had game, but he was saying
some true stuff. “I feel ya. All I want is for someone to be
truthful with me. Shit, if you don’t want me, then don’t talk to me
– ain’t that what my girl Fantasia said?”

We both laughed and enjoyed each other’s
company. It felt good to talk to him on a more adult level. We were
both grown, and we both had experiences that allowed us to know
what we wanted in a potential spouse. It was scary. Just as we had
got into a good conversation, Africa came barging in the room.

“Excuse me!” Africa forcefully said. “Uh, you
are my friend and you in here spending all ya time with the
playa!”

“Damn, Africa!” he replied with that ‘just
leave us alone’ tone of voice.

“Whateva,” she continued with the same
irritated tone of voice. “I’ll be waiting for you, Shana, in the
other room - but don’t rush on account of me.”

“Aight,” I nodded my head and waited for her
to leave the room. “Let me get ready to go. You know how her ass
gets when she can’t control a situation.”

We finished up our conversation and before I
could get up he ran and got a pen and pad. He thought he was so
slick. I wasn’t the slow type; I saw his strategy before we even
sat down at that table.

“Ya know you could have just given me the
number, and I coulda put it in my phone. This is the 21st
century.”

“I’m old school, you know that.”

I burst out in laughter. He was really
serious, but I couldn’t help myself. “You betta answer when I call,
too.”

“Why wouldn’t I?!”

“You know how y’all playas be. My number will
probably end up in some pile with the other ones,” I laughed.

All he could do was sit back and laugh to
himself. He knew I was right, and he knew I knew him all too well.
I got up from the table and found my way out of the formal living
space to where Africa was. She was waiting nice and patiently, with
an attitude of course.

“You ready?” I asked, even though I knew the
answer.

Africa turned to me and replied, “Yup.”

I followed her through the house; it was like
a damn maze. After twists and turns, we made it to his family room.
His son, Devon, was in there watching TV.

“So,” I paused as I looked around. “He has
really got himself together.”

“Yeah, I’m proud,” she said as she sat back
on the couch.

As we relaxed on the couch, we could hear
Deshawn in the kitchen arguing with one of his baby moms. I knew it
was one of them by the conversation he was having. At one point, it
had got really heated, and his voice became loud and angry. I tried
not to listen, but I couldn’t help it.

“Damn,” I looked at Africa. “Is it always
like that?”

“Yup. If it ain’t that one, it’s another one.
He shoulda kept his shit in his pants, but it’s too late for that
now,” she disgustingly continued. “I mean, I love my cousin to
death, and yes, I’m proud of him, but all this shit with his baby
moms and all the other miscellaneous chicks drives me crazy.”

“Yeah,” I completely agreed.

All I could do was agree; she was right. Even
though he was fine as hell and had a banging house, he had too much
drama from females. I knew from what I had just finished dealing
with back in Philly that I didn’t want the same thing on the west
side.

“Aight, Devon. I’ll see you later. Give your
big cousin a hug. Aight, DeShawn, I’ll call you later,” she said as
she headed for his garage, where her car was parked.

“Y’all out?” DeShawn asked as he walked out
of the kitchen. “You weren’t even gonna come and say goodbye…?”

“You was in the kitchen, handlin’ business,
and I sure didn’t want to interrupt that shit.”

“That wasn’t nothin’. I coulda hung up on
that chick. All she do is trip anyway. We ain’t even together, and
she ain’t even one of my baby moms!”

“Oh…” I paused as I gave him a look of
disgust. “Too much drama for me. Well, I guess I’ll see ya
later.”

I headed in the same direction Africa had
gone. I didn’t want to hear anymore about this situation he was
dealing with. It was too much for me, especially at that time in my
life.

“Call me!” DeShawn yelled as I walked
away.

I turned around, gave him a half smile, and
kept walking. I knew I was gonna call him, and I think he knew it,
too. Despite everything I knew about him, it was something that
caused me to want him even more.

Africa was out in the garage, waiting for me
to help her pack my bags in her car. We had the car all packed up
in less than five minutes. As we pulled out of the garage and
backed down the driveway, Africa beeped the horn as her final
goodbye.

Africa started to drive down DeShawn’s street
in the direction of her house. She told me she only lived fifteen
to twenty minutes away on a good day. We got on the I-5 expressway
toward I-78 East for San Marcos.

“So, what the hell was y’all talkin’ bout all
that time?”

“Nothin’. Nothin’ at all,” I smiled.

“Ok, I see you tryin’ to hide something,” she
said to me as she looked at me sideways. “But, soon as ya ass get
tired of his shit, you are gonna be tryin’ to talk to me.”

“Aight, aight. We was just talkin’ bout life.
My life, his life, just life.”

“I bet y’all was!” she replied, as if she
didn’t believe me.

We exited the expressway at the San Marcos
exit and headed straight for her apartment. We finally got to her
complex after bobbing and weaving through some back streets. I was
in shock. This place was beautiful, almost as beautiful as
DeShawn’s place. She lived in Barham Villas, a quant little
community in the suburbs of San Diego. Apartment my ass, these
things looked like houses, and compared to the apartments in Philly
they looked like mansions. Between the basketball courts, tennis
courts, and the banging pool, I couldn’t stop thinking I was in
over my head.

“This is too much,” I told Africa

“Whatcha mean?”

“I mean, look at this place,” I paused. “It’s
amazing. I mean, don’t get me wrong; I needed to leave Philly, but
my funds might not allow me to stay out here like I thought. I
remember when I was younger and living wit my mom, it seemed like
this was the way of life. But, movin’ to Philly showed me how other
people live in such wasted spaces. I hated it so much. It made me
feel like there was no better way, but lookin’ at that sun and
feelin’ the rays from it, now I know there is a better way. The
only question now is can I afford this better way?” I explained
with the passion of a pastor telling his sermon.

“Gurl, please! This is ya home until you get
on your feet. I don’t care how much time you spend at my place; you
my gurl.”

“Yeah, but…”

“But nothing. You are educated and beautiful;
you will be alright.”

“I thought I was prepared for this, but I’m
not,” I continued as I tried to calm myself down. “I don’t have a
job, I can’t put all my shit in ya place - it’s too much. What the
…”

“Gurl, calm down! Didn’t I tell ya ass you
was gonna stay with me?! And job, you know I gotcha. Where I work,
I run that place.”

“You ain’t gonna just be able to get me a
job! I ain’t no more special than anybody else that’s applyin’ for
it!” I screamed as I tried to explain to Africa that it wasn’t as
easy as she was making it out to be.

“Ok, in case you forgot, I am the damn
director of my program; we both do the same damn thing. If I say I
gotcha, then I gotcha, understand?!”

By now we had made it to her apartment and
had to park her car in the garage. Yeah, her garage. Everybody who
lived in this little community had their own garage. Must be nice,
right? Everything around there was nice, real nice and perfect.

“Ok, balla! I see you got ya little set up,”
I said sarcastically as we started to get out of the car.

“Yeah, I try,” she laughed.

We gathered all my things and put them inside
the door leading to her apartment. Africa ran upstairs to cut on
the lights and clear a pathway for us to bring my stuff up. When
she was upstairs, my cell phone rang. It was still in her car, and
I was back by the trunk. I ran to the passenger side door, trying
to reach my phone before the answering machine got it. I definitely
didn’t want to miss the call; it could have been DeShawn.

“Hello,” I answered all enthusiastically
without even looking at the phone to see the number.

“So you think you can move across the
country, and I wouldn’t find out?” a voice of sheer anger asked on
the other end of the phone.

At that moment I realized DeShawn gave me his
number and he didn’t have mine. Why didn’t I look at the phone? I
thought as I gathered myself to let him have it.

“Oh, ok,” I paused as my voice rose. “I see
you ain’t got nothin’ betta to do than to call me on some ol’
bullshit!”

“If you think…”

“If I think what?!” I interrupted him. “You
ain’t gonna harass me or threaten me, and if you think you are,
then you are mistaken. I am so over you and all of this. Goodbye!”
I hung up. My phone rang again. I hit ignore. It rang again. I hit
ignore. My phone must have rang at least 6 more times before I
couldn’t take it anymore and cut the phone off. With all that going
on, Africa didn’t miss a beat. She had gone upstairs once and was
already back in the garage. She just stared at me and started
laughing.

“What the hell is so funny?” I asked as I
walked back to the trunk of her car.

“You,” she smiled.

“Well, ya ass is the only one laughing. I
don’t find nothin’ funny.”

“Gurl, I don’t know how you deal with that
shit,” she said as shook her head. “I would have lost my damn mind
by now.”
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