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CHAPTER ONE 

June 1998 

Ty started to not even bother to tag her Louis Vuitton luggage but did so as a precaution 

and to abide by the rules, which was a chore in and of itself. She dropped its wheels to the 

ground and headed out the doors of the Hartsfield-Jackson Airport in Atlanta. Just like she 

didn’t have to wait long at baggage claim, soon as she stepped from the sliding doors, she saw 

Graig standing outside his van, waiting impatiently. The hazard lights blinked rapidly as well as 

those who were also parked in the NO PARKING zone. His irritation subsided when he saw Ty’s 

face. He met her more than halfway and took her fancy luggage and the backpack she was 

carrying. 

“Good to see you.” He smiled at her. 

“You too.” Ty walked the length of the van to get to the passenger seat. 

After placing her things securely in the back, Graig quickly closed the doors and ran to 

open the door for Ty. 

“Here you go. How was the plane ride?” He extended his hand to help her in. 

Trying to keep her cool, Ty got in without Graig’s assistance. “I told you before, I can 

open my own door.” She scoffed and slammed the door shut. 

Contrary to her actions, Ty was actually happy to see Graig. She thought about him 

practically the entire nine-hour trip from Germany. She longed to see a familiar face. Graig 

recently settled in Augusta, Georgia three months ago. He got everything prepared for Ty’s 

arrival. They intended to start anew, leaving behind whatever plagued them back in Germany, 

when they were in the military. 
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Graig bumped his gums during the two-hour ride, getting Ty up to date on what had 

been going on since his arrival. She listened intently and was excited for the possibilities of 

being in a new town. The van was still moving when it pulled into the driveway of their new 

home, and she hopped out in anticipation. 

“Woman, at least wait ‘til the car is in park.” Graig yelled out the passenger window. He 

jerked it in park and fetched her belongings from the trunk. 

“Hurry up, bro.” Ty watched him fumble with the bags. “I got it.” She took the backpack 

and the keys from his hand and entered through the side door. 

The ranch-style home was perfect for Ty; a step up from the barracks she was used to 

living in. The side door led right into the kitchen, which could pack 100 people, easily. The shiny 

wood floors looked as if they’d just been shellacked moments earlier. Plush brown carpet 

covered the long and wide living room area. Ty unlaced the combat boots she wore and held 

them in her hand. She let the softness of the flooring cool the bottoms of her feet and tickle the 

crevices between her toes. She sat on the ledge of the fireplace, admiring the detail of the 

brick. 

“Damn, this is nice.” 

“I told you.” Graig grinned, proud that he had done a good job. “The pictures don’t do it 

justice, do they?” 

Ty shook her head then darted toward the long hallway to the rest of the house. Graig 

was on her heels, acting as a tour guide. 

“This is the master bedroom.” Graig rested her suitcase at the door. 
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“I see … so why is your shit in here?” Ty tossed her backpack on her bed as she looked 

around at random items of Graig’s that were strewn around the room. 

“I was breaking it in before you got here. Ya know, so it’d feel more like home.” Graig 

kidded. 

“Breaking what in? I hope you ain’t have no bitches in my bed. Only I can do that.” 

“Come on, nah. I wouldn’t do that. Shit, this is a nice ass room. I was just enjoying it 

while I could.” 

“All right, well, your time is up, nigga.” Ty playfully socked him in the arm. “We can 

move your shit to another room later.” 

The house was set up just how Ty liked it. Graig had known Ty long enough to know her 

taste. He had the majority of their belongings shipped so that Ty only needed to concern herself 

with clothes and toiletries to get her through the remaining months in Germany. She washed 

off those long hours she stewed in her clothes, and while she did, Graig unpacked her things 

and placed them in their rightful spot. When he finished, he zealously watched her through the 

partially-steamed shower doors, catching glimpses of flesh. Ty’s voyeuristic nature lent itself to 

her leaving doors open, walking around naked, getting dressed in front of people … whatever. 

She wasn’t shy when it came to her body, a quality that Graig indulged in whenever the time 

allowed.  

He took a few steps toward the bathroom door, declaring to himself that maybe, just 

maybe, she would recognize him for the somewhat decent man that he was and fawn over him 

like he so rightfully deserved. Just as soon as the idea escaped his mind, he was unable to take 

another step. His memory reminded him of his inappropriate actions two years ago and a rush 
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of guilt flooded his judgment. He knew there was no chance in hell that Ty would come to that 

realization, for he didn’t believe it himself. Instead, he put his palm on the wall for support and 

jacked off with the other. 

*** 

Ty swept her hand across the misted mirror. She took a towel from the rack and sopped 

the excess water from her long, curly hair and grabbed another one and securely fastened it at 

her bosom. She brushed her tendrils into a ponytail and coiled the loose hair tightly into a bun. 

On the bed, Graig laid out a bottle of Jergen’s lotion and Curve for Men cologne. Ty 

methodically moistened her thick-in-all-the-right-places body from her feet up to the tribal sun 

tattoo on the back of her neck. She squirted the fragrance on her wrists and neck then 

proceeded to getting dressed. Next to the pheromone-attracters was an ace bandage, which 

she used to bind her B-cup sized breasts. She squirmed into a sports bra and white beater, and 

then slid on a pair of basketball shorts, her favorite type of gear. 

*** 

She and Graig were met with cheers when they entered Mesha and Spencer’s house. 

Following behind Graig, Ty hardly had her foot in the door when Mesha embraced her with a 

bear hug. 

“Oh my God, it’s so nice to finally meet you. My father talks about you all the time. It’s 

like I already know you.” Mesha loosened her grip and guided Ty to where the others were. 

Mesha’s fiancé Spencer and Graig were seated at the dining room table. 

“Welcome to Georgia.” Spencer stood and gave Ty a dap. 
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“Thanks, man. I’m happy as hell to be here.” Ty sat at the table, ready to partake in the 

illicit activities. “Do you want me to help with something?” 

“Nah, I’m good. I can do this shit with my eyes closed.” Spencer licked the cigar wrap, 

sliced it open with a razor, and dumped its contents on the table, shortly after replacing it with 

something more potent. 

“How’s my little man?” Graig asked Mesha, who was standing by Spencer’s side. 

“You know he never gives his big sis any trouble,” Mesha said proudly. “He’s taking a 

nap.” 

Ty bounced her head to the music softly playing in the background. “So, do y’all like it 

here?” She looked at Mesha and Spencer. 

“In this house or in Georgia, period?” asked Spencer. 

“Period.” 

“We love it.” Mesha attempted to speak for both of them. 

“It’s awite,” Spencer injected. “Kinda boring at times. They behind on a lot of things, like 

music and shit like that.” 

“Yeah, I heard that’s how it is in the country,” Ty said. 

“Other than that, it’s cool. Better than Germany from what my daddy tells me.” Mesha 

gave her two cents. 

“That’s for damn sure,” Graig agreed. 

“My daddy said that you’re looking to start your own business,” Mesha questioned. 

“Oh yeah.” Ty situated the blunt between her thumb and index finger and inhaled 

deeply. 
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“That’s what I’m talking ‘bout.” Mesha gladly accepted the Mary Jane. “What kind?” 

“I’m thinking a cell phone store. Me and my best friend, Kaydi, gotta talk more about it 

when she get here.” Ty gulped the liquid from the shot glass and chased that by sucking on a 

lemon. 

“Partner?” Mesha shot a stare at Graig then at Ty. “So, somebody else is coming?” 

Not able to withstand Mesha’s nosiness any longer, Spencer interjected, “Damn, Mesha. 

Why you all up in they business? The girl just got here. She tryna chill out.” 

Honestly, Ty had no problem discussing money or ways to get it. She was a hustler and 

would try anything once if she believed she’d make a profit from it. She spent the rest of the 

evening observing Mesha and Spencer, wondering what role they’d play, if any, in her mission 

to make this money. 


