
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    WHO SHOT YA 1-3 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lock Down Publications and  
 
    Ca$h Presents 
 
    Who Shot Ya 1-3 
 
    A Novel by Renta 
 
    


 
   
  
 


 
    Lock Down Publications 
 
    P.O. Box 870494 
 
    Mesquite, Tx 75187 
 
      
 
    Visit our website 
 
    www.lockdownpublications.com 
 
      
 
    Copyright 2018 by Renta Who Shot Ya 1-3 
 
      
 
    All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems without permission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in review. 
 
    First Edition July 2018 
 
    Printed in the United States of America 
 
      
 
    This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any similarity to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 
 
      
 
    Lock Down Publications 
 
    Like our page on Facebook: Lock Down Publications @ 
 
    www.facebook.com/lockdownpublications.ldp 
 
    Cover design and layout by: Dynasty Cover Me 
 
    Book interior design by:  Shawn Walker 
 
    Edited by: Lashonda Johnson 
 
    


 
   
  
 


 
    Stay Connected with Us! 
 
      
 
    Text LOCKDOWN to 22828 to stay up-to-date with new releases, sneak peeks, contests and more… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Submission Guideline. 
 
      
 
    Submit the first three chapters of your completed manuscript to ldpsubmissions@gmail.com, subject line: Your book's title. The manuscript must be in a .doc file and sent as an attachment. The document should be in Times New Roman, double-spaced and in size 12 font. Also, provide your synopsis and full contact information. If sending multiple submissions, they must each be in a separate email. 
 
      
 
    Have a story but no way to send it electronically? You can still submit to LDP/Ca$h Presents. Send in the first three chapters, written or typed, of your completed manuscript to: 
 
      
 
    LDP: Submissions Dept 
 
    Po Box 870494 
 
    Mesquite, Tx 75187 
 
      
 
    *DO NOT send original manuscript. Must be a duplicate.* 
 
      
 
    Provide your synopsis and a cover letter containing your full contact information. 
 
      
 
    Thanks for considering LDP and Ca$h Presents. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Acknowledgments 
 
      
 
    I hail from the mud. I heard it was beauty in the struggle, but the blocks I come from created monsters outta innocence. Ain’t no beauty in that, I salute the fam. I ain’t got too many, yet the few I do have, the love is pure. I owe y’all the world. When I fight for a breath to breathe, y’all do CPR. When I’m on my other shit, y’all blow me off and do shit to get me right. 
 
    Only when it’s real, mayne! Cash and the LDP, fam, what’s up? I honestly don’t know how far this pen will take me, but just for the opportunity to see, I salute the squad. At times I don’t know if God is listening. If He said ‘fuck me’ or if I am talking to the wind, but just in case, I’m still trying to understand. 
 
    Either or good lookin’ my, ‘G’. I owe you one. Moose I ain’t gotta say it, at times like this, I just hope you can see me. To my readers, I do it for y’all. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Free My Mu'Fuckin’ Brother 
 
      
 
    Sweat dripped from his forehead as Nutz crouched outside of Destiny Kendricks’ red brick home. The bushes concealing him made a good cover as he awaited her arrival. He’d been camouflaged behind those bushes for at least four hours. Yet, four hours held no measure compared to his crooked intentions. Darkness had fallen upon the tainted streets of Denton, Texas, and the four lines of the white he'd indulged earlier had him anxious. As well as prepared to execute whoever, and whatever dared come between him and his brother’s reunion.  
 
    “Fuck this bitch at?” he wondered out loud.  
 
    As if God had heard the frustrations lacing his voice, headlights from a gray Dodge Charger, illuminated the exterior of the four-bedroom house. A crazed smile touched his lips as he screwed the silencer onto the P.89.  
 
    “Showtime,” he whispered.  
 
    He observed intently as Destiny unknowingly strolled right past the bushes where potential death sat, awaiting the right moment to monopolize. She was fumbling with her keys, trying to balance the bag of groceries on her hip, while inserting the key into the lock, all at once. A woman’s intuition is the feminine attribute of a man’s instinct and ten times more powerful. As if Destiny could sense Nutz presence, she nervously glanced around.  
 
    “Damn, I wish Sa'Mage hurry up and bring his ass home,” she said aloud.  
 
    Destiny turned back to the door finally getting it open. Just as God allowed her this small blessing the devil appeared in the form of a gangsta. Fear suddenly gripped her as she felt the muzzle against the back of her neck, causing her to inhale deeply and freeze on impact. Nutz slid closely behind her and began whispering his reasons for invading her place of safety.  
 
    Nutz aggressively grabbed a handful of her hair. “Dig this, sweetheart. My beef ain’t with you, feel me? I don’t intend to harm you, but if you go against the grain, I'll push your next thoughts through your forehead.” Nutz used the barrel of his gun to emphasize his point. Then he ran it down her pretty face. Fear vibrated through her body as he brought his lips’ inches from her ear. “Me and your pussy ass husband got some bidness to ‘tend to. Since I know, you’re the Queen of the board—” He ran his tongue over her ear, then continued. “I must snatch you up to see if he’s the type of playa, that depends on his Queen to win. Or is he as heartless as I am and can play without his most powerful piece? I'm gonna ask you right now can you follow instructions, love?”  
 
    Destiny struggled against him and inhaled deeply. Nutz jammed the barrel into the side of her face, so hard it broke the skin, and a small tear of blood ran down her face.  
 
    Urine escaped from Destiny as she lost control of her facilities. Tears formed and fell from her eyes as the realization of her predicament set in. She nodded her head in confirmation. Nutz brought his face inches from her neck. She could feel his warm breath on her perspiring flesh, as her body shook from sobbing.  
 
    “Let’s hope your boy loves you enough to lie under oath,” Nutz hissed.  
 
    Destiny’s mouth was suddenly covered with a wet cloth. She held her breath trying not to inhale the odorless gas until her lungs screamed for oxygen.  
 
    “Just breathe, mama. It will be over before you know it. Destiny was still fighting not to inhale. “Damn, just relax mane.” He sang in her ear and as she continued to fight, her vision slowly dimmed.  
 
    The bags of groceries shattered to the ground, her hands instinctively went to his hands, and she scratched him weakly to no avail. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head, as his dick pressed against her.  
 
    Right before she faded to black a strange thought crossed her mind- ‘Damn, this nigga dick is big and harder than steel. I can’t believe the last dick, I’m gonna feel belongs to the nigga that’s gonna murder me.’  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sa’Mage Kendricks’ and two of his colleagues sat around the bar in Bennies Bar and Grill. They were celebrating the closing argument, that would seal the trial of, David ‘Ice-Berg’ Swanson versus the State of Texas. Tomorrow they’d make history. It was headlined across the front page of every major newspaper and magazine in the state. Tabloids made such a controversy about it, the people up high thirsted for a guilty verdict. Not only would they be taking down one of, Dallas and Fort Worth’s most lucrative drug dealers. They’d also be sending a clear message to the streets. That no one was above the system. Even if they had to cheat and fabricate, they'd get you if they wanted you.  
 
    Sa’Mage was the lead District Attorney, and if tomorrow was a success his name would go straight to the desk, as the Bureau’s greatest hero. He may even get the early retirement he'd been leaning towards. 
 
    “Let’s make a toast gentlemen to success and justice.” he smiled wickedly. “And to hefty raises,” he added raising his shot glass full of, Remy Martin.  
 
    His cohorts acknowledged his offer with a drunken toast, “To success and hefty raises.” As if they could care less about the justice part.  
 
    All three men laughed at the inside joke. Unbeknownst to either, tomorrow would end a crazy turn of events that couldn’t have been anticipated, even if they had been forewarned. 
 
    Nutz sat in the stolen Caprice observing Sa’Mage’s reactions. He took a deep pull of the peach flavored Phili and laughed silently, witnessing the usually well-poised attorney come unglued, as he read the text. Once Sa’Mage pulled into his driveway next to Destiny’s car shit played out real funky, and he sobered up quickly.  
 
    “I wonder why she didn’t pull into the garage?” He questioned unaware of his surroundings.  
 
    Sa’Mage was tipsy and horny, so he didn’t notice the door to his home was ajar, or the groceries scattered all over the ground until he was up close. The scene caused him to panic instantly. His first reaction was an irrational one. He stormed the house, screaming his wife’s name, hoping at any moment, she’d jump from her hiding place and tell him it was all a cruel joke.  
 
    As he paced back and forth, he turned back to the doorway. He studied the scene once more it was obvious she’d been grocery shopping. Then as if they magically appeared, he finally noticed the keys in the lock. Tears formed in his eyes as he became apparent a struggle had ensued.  
 
    “How the fuck could someone enter a gated community, and touch a District Attorney’s wife?” He questioned, panic turned to fear, and he finally became coherent enough to think rationally.  
 
    He reached in his pocket for his cell, his mind was set on calling the authorities until he noticed he had three missed calls and two unread messages. He checked his messages first.  
 
    If you call the police, you will be responsible for her blood spill. In five minutes I’ll let you know the bidness.  
 
    The signature at the bottom of the text read, ‘The Reaper’  
 
    Nutz smiled as Sa’Mage reread the message for the third time. “Bitch, ass nigga.” He gritted as the last minute ticked into the five minutes he’d been waiting.  
 
    He grabbed his phone from the console, then speed-dialed the distraught man. After the second ring, Sa’Mage answered screaming obscenities and making threats he’d never have a chance to fulfill. Nutz listened intently, as the D.A. cried like a little bitch, and inordinately shot off questions of his Queen’s whereabouts.  
 
    Tired of his ranting Nutz decided to speak. “Shut the fuck up, pussy.” The silence was golden as Nutz relished in the power he held over the ever so powerful, District Attorney. His nostrils flared, as he allowed anticipation to torture the moment. “It seems as if we both hold treasures that belong to one another. I’m not an unfair man, so let’s compromise,” he proposed.  
 
    Sa’Mage was beside himself with confusion. He was shaking as he racked his brain in an effort to figure out how he could be so careless.  
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” he seethed. “What do you want from me? Don’t you know who the fuck you’re dealing with?” Sa’Mage took the phone away from his ear in fury. He placed his lips close to the mouthpiece and screamed into the phone. “Where is my wife, you, son of a bitch?” Rage sent him spiraling as tears welled in his eyes. “I don’t possess anything of yours and if it’s money you want, I only have four thousand in cash. Anything more you’ll have to wait ‘til the bank—  
 
    Before he could finish his statement Nutz lost his cool. Slapping the steering wheel, he boiled with rage. “Dig this you uptight, Uncle Tom, ass nigga.” With each word, Nutz pounded a closed fist against the top of the dashboard. “I— don’t— want— your— fuckin’ money!” he glared at the man from the tinted windshield, Nutz couldn't stop the thought of torturing him from playing inside his head. “This shit is bigger than any amount of currency you could afford me. This shit is bigger than your career and your wife!”  
 
    Rustling could be heard from somewhere in the back of the car. As if he could see her through the back seat Nutz took a quick glimpse in the rear-view mirror, before turning his head back to Sa’Mage.  
 
    “In this life family is sacred. For mine, I’ll defile every religion, go to war with God, and give my right nut.” Nutz took the gun off the passenger seat and stared at it lovingly. “So, again you have something that belongs to me. More like someone, that I share air with through two different lungs. I miss my nigga, just as much as you’re missing yo’ bitch, right now. So, are we gonna do bidness or what?” Nutz aimed the tool in Sa’Mage’s direction, taking mock shots.  
 
    Nutz watched as Sa’Mage racked his brain pacing on his lawn. He could tell the man loved his wife.  
 
    Sa’Mage was still confused. “I—I—I just told you. I don’t have anything that belongs to your family. Do I know you? Who have I prosecuted that—” Sa’Mage stopped midsentence, as the epiphany hit him like a Mac truck, ‘David Swanson, aka Ice-Berg! Nobody else in the state would have balls big enough, nor be treacherous enough to violate the home of a federal prosecutor.’ With tears in his eyes, the wee hours of a Monday night were tainted by Sa’Mage’s laughter. The sound was so foreign it echoed through the serenity of the upscale neighborhood. He had to admit, David Swanson was an admirable man. Even from the supermax federal facility, the drug dealer was persistent.  
 
    Sa’Mage had spent the last five years trying to corner the infamous, Ice-Berg, but the crook was too slippery, always on his game. He was untouchable like Nicky Barns. Until he made the foolish mistake, of beating one of his workers half dead for trying to play him over fifteen hundred dollars on a brick he owed. This resulted in the dude yearning for revenge, siding with the F.B.I, in an attempt at bringing Ice-Berg and his team to their knees.  
 
    Now, after all his hard work and manipulation. Ice was attempting to simply walk away from being brought to justice for his bawdy ways, damn! 
 
    Noticing his demeanor change Nutz assumed the D.A.’s brain was that of a fortune teller’s. “I see we are on the same page, being as though, you haven’t finished your sentence.” Nut awaited his response only to get none. “You don’t have to speak, Counselor. Just listen, when all is said and done, we’ll both get what we deserve. Tomorrow you and your office will fail to submit enough evidence. Better, yet let it be known, that the evidence you used to paint the picture of my people has been tampered with. This means all the wiretaps and fake ass witnesses you have go out the window.”  
 
    Sa’Mage was furious. “So, what the fuck am I supposed to tell the Judge—my superiors?” he raged.  
 
    Nutz took the phone from his ear and stared at it as if it had offended him. Placing the phone back to his ear, he hissed his next words, “You tell them pussies to free, my mu’fuckin’, nigga.” He disconnected the call and tossed the phone out the window.  
 
    As he started the ignition, he heard a muffled scream. He smiled deviously, as the sound grew more consistent. Just as he was passing by the Kendricks’ residence, he hit the horn and sped off. All the while, Destiny was tied at the wrists and ankles with rope, and a piece of duct tape covering her pretty lips.  
 
    Nutz slowed down to the regulated speed limit thinking, ‘It would be a hell of a time to get pulled over in a stolen car, with the D.A.’s wife in the trunk.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Business & Pleasure 
 
    Not in That Order 
 
      
 
    Snow strutted into the Fortune Five Hundred Company as if she owned the place. Her bow-legged walk demanded attention, her firm, yet round ass encouraged every investor and lawyer in the vicinity to commit visual adultery. Her blonde hair was hot combed bone straight, causing it to hang mere inches above her voluptuous ass. Her 5’9 height, said a whole lot of something.  
 
    Once she reached the receptionist, she tapped her perfectly manicured nails against the granite and marble countertop, in an imposing way. The middle-aged man behind the desk stared, becoming awestruck. He couldn’t take his eyes away from her erotic look. Her sun-kissed skin, glowed under the luminous lights, causing her ocean blue eyes to exude a sense of a mystery, a sexuality.  
 
    “Excuse me, sir,” she began. “I have a meeting scheduled for twelve o’clock with, Mr. Jordan, and I’m about, ummm.” She glanced at her fashionable women’s Rolex. “Uh, ten minutes late due to heavy traffic. You wouldn’t believe the hell, I’ve been through, but that’s neither here or there. Could you be a dear and let him know, I am truly sorry, and I’ll make it up to him over brunch?”  
 
    As if he finally realized, the beautiful feline standing before him was real, he stuttered his response. Mr. um, Mr. Jordan, is currently in a meeting, but he’ll be done in a few. I’ll notify him of your presence, whom may I tell him you are?” He asked as he turned to the schedule book. Getting no response, he glanced back up at her.  
 
    Snow licked her lips as she replied. “Tell him, Ms. Pussy, is here to see him and I apologize again for being late.”  
 
    The man was shocked. “Excuse, excuse me? Ehhh, what did you say your name is, again?” He looked as if he’d been hit with a thousand bolts of electricity.  
 
    Snow couldn’t keep the smile gracing her full lips. “Ms. P-U-S-S-Y!” She spelled it out for him.  
 
    The man’s face flushed. “You may take a seat.” He pointed to the sitting area.  
 
    Brains sat across from Steven and Jordan’s Investments. He listened intently, as Snow deceived the receptionist into believing she actually had an appointment with the multi-millionaire investor.  
 
    ‘So far so good’, he thought as he continued listening from the microdevice, he and Snow communicated through.  
 
    His only problem with Snow’s way of executing her game was that she could become so brazen with her dialect. ‘Ms. Pussy’. He frowned at the notation. It was far from professional, and surely a gamble with the cards dealing with a man of, Mr. Jordan’s stature. 
 
    Brains had been contriving this scheme for the last five months. He was a forty-four-year-old con, that viewed his craft as artistry. He loved the essence of deep deception and this long-awaited con was meant to be one of his most exquisite works. He was already a wealthy man, but the passion for the sport held him captive.  
 
    A slight gust of wind rustled the Wall Street Journal he was reading. He took another sip from his Starbucks cup just as a man in a tailored pinstriped, Brooks Brothers Suit sat next to him on the bench. To the public eye, the two men appeared to be merely enjoying the moment of bliss away from whatever their professions were. Yet, no one would have thought to notice, that the briefcase the man walked away with wasn’t the same one he’d arrived with. The one he’d left with was filled with stacks of money for the confidential information, that only the United States Government had access to. Now it laid at the foot of a conman.  
 
    Brain smiled at Snow’s success. “She’s in,” he said proudly. 
 
    Snow sat with her legs crossed pretending to be intrigued with her nails. Even though she noticed the well-dressed man approaching, she never took her eyes away from her cuticles.  
 
    “Excuse me, Ms.—ummm, Ms.—uhh.” His uncertainty was clear.  
 
    When he was notified of his supposed meeting, his first impulse was to alert security but just as Snow forethought. The name was the only thing that intrigued him, causing him to investigate the situation.  
 
    Snow stood offering her hand. “Ms. Pussy,” she clarified.  
 
    The man seemed flustered. “Okay,” he began. “Well, Ms. P., can I call you, Ms. P? Pussy seems, how can I put this—vulgar.”  
 
    Snow smiled at his sensitivity. “Call me whatever you like, Mr. Jordan, but pussy shouldn’t be viewed as ugly or profane. At the end of the day, pussy is exactly what a real man desires. Not to mention, it’s the name I was birth with, Mr. Jordan,” Snow giggled at the sound of Brain’s voice coming through her earpiece demanding she cut the bullshit and get to business.  
 
    Ashford Jordan stood strictly. No emotion showed on his face, but mentally he was curious of this beautiful woman’s intentions. “I’m not trying to be rude, Ms. Pussy.” He cleared his throat after the name, “But not only have you manipulated my receptionist, but the law. Not to mention, my time is very limited, as is my patience. So, let’s cut the bullshit and give me a good reason, why I shouldn’t have security escort you off the premises.”  
 
    Snow stared into his eyes as she replied. “Security is not needed, Mr. Jordan. As we speak, I have a proposition for you, that will make you and your company millions if not billions. I merely ask for fifteen minutes of your patience. After fifteen minutes are up if you’re not convinced, this is a very lucrative venture, I’ll buy you dinner and pay for your wasted time.”  
 
    Without a hint of amusement, Ashford Jordan turned and headed in the direction of the elevators. “Follow me, for your sake, let’s hope this venture you speak of is worth my attention because if not—” He turned and gave her a devious look. “You’re gonna be surprised how much my time cost, not to mention, how expensive my taste in food is.” 
 
    Brains had now replaced his Wall Street Newspaper with a laptop. He typed away at the keys listening to Snow put on a beautiful performance. No woman could’ve played the part better. Who would have believed just eight months ago, she was a full fledge prostitute in the stable of a crazy pimp? Brains saved the man’s life in a sticky situation and in return the pimp promised him a favor. He coulda never imagined, Brains had his eyes on the white beauty.  
 
    Once he proposed his request, the pimp didn’t think twice about his decision. He figured that the white whore was a small price to pay when compared to what Brains had done for him. Little did he know, this particular white girl had the potential to be more than a mere prostitute. Brains had studied her mannerisms and had an epiphany. She was a gold mine and he was thinking far beyond her pussy. Now eight months later, his assumptions proved one had to be a jeweler to understand the clarity of a real diamond.  
 
    “As I was saying, Mr. Jordan, South Africa is a middle income emerging market, with an abundance of supplies to natural resources. Their stock exchange is the seventh largest in the world of modern infrastructure supporting and efficient distribution of goods to major urban centers throughout the region. Growth was robust from two-thousand four, to two-thousand eight, as South Africa reaped the benefits of macro-economic stability and global commodities.  
 
    “The only reason stability slowed down in the second half, is because of global fiscal crisis, that impacted commodities prices and demands. Yet, as we speak, the stock is rising once again in concerns of diamonds. To be exact, in two-thousand eight the exports on diamonds stood at an all-time high of eighty-one point forty-seven billion, F.O.B. Now it’s twenty-seventeen and if you’ve been entertaining the portion of stock, you’ve recognized the rise in percentage.” Snow paused and took a sip of water from the bottle of Ozarka, he offered her. “I have assessed two things, Mr. Jordan.” From the look in his eyes, she could tell he was calculating the profits.  
 
    He stared at her intensely. “So, you are proposing, that I place my hard-earned money into a thesis built from the fibers of fact and opinion?” He asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    Snow smiled with assurance. “No, Mr. Jordan, I am proposing that we put our money into this thesis. I mean, isn’t your whole profession built from the fibers of fact and opinion? What I am saying is your every decision is calculated risks in terms of comity, right? Listen, Mr. Jordan, I’m not here to waste your time or mine.  
 
    “I run a very successful import and export company, but the type of money it takes for me to capitalize within this venture, I don’t have. You’re an investor, that holds partial ownership of a fortune five-hundred company. It’s in our best interest to make this move. It’s profitable endeavors.” Snow then did the unthinkable, she uncrossed her legs and sat with them apart, just enough so he could see, she was panty-less and freshly shaved. His eyes grew the size of golf balls at the erotic, slutty act.  
 
    “Look, Mr. Jordan, I’m willing to do almost anything for this deal to go through. If you don’t trust my business sense, then please allow our lawyers to discuss the specifics over lattes and mochas.”  
 
    Mr. Jordan’s eyes never left her bare treasure. Perspiration began to seep through his pores, as his thoughts, lust, and desires overrode his ethical judgment. Snow observed him intently. His weakness was evident to any woman familiar with seduction. From the beginning of time, pussy has been the downfall of men. Ashford Jordan was no different from the last mu’fucka, that fell victim to its psychology.  
 
    The temperature in the spacious office seemed to rise in Fahrenheit, as Snow stood from her seat and seductively strolled around the desk. Their eyes never left each other, as she used her left hand to sweep family pictures, documents, and pens to the floor. With her right hand, she reached over and began wrapping his tie around her wrist. Pulling him closer until their lips touched.  
 
    “Solicitation is illegal, Ms. Pus—” Mr. Jordan spoke, but was cut off. 
 
    “Shhh,” she hushed him. “Baby, I won’t tell anyone if you don’t.” She softly pecked his lips, while her free hand descended towards his visible stiff shaft. “You do know that you’re going overboard?”  
 
    “I should have security to remove—” Snow’s tongue snaking into his mouth, cut his speech short.  
 
    His pants were undone and his small dick was now free from its confinement. Precum seeped from it, allowing Snow the pleasure of knowing she had him exactly where she wanted. While gripping his tool, she whispered the words that sealed the deal.  
 
    “Shut up, Mr. Jordan. How many other bitches have you met with a pussy this fat?” She asked releasing his manhood, sitting back on his desk.  
 
    Never taking her eyes off him, she pulled her skirt up to her waist, exposing a pair of meaty thighs, connected to her petite waist. Even though those were beautiful assets, Ashford Jordan couldn’t take his eyes off her hairless pussy, pouting at him. Nectar oozed from between her lips and saturated her feminity as if she’d forgot to dry them after she’d taken a piss.  
 
    She used her middle and index fingers to spread her treasure. “Hungry?” she moaned.  
 
    Mr. Jordan loosened his tie and swallowed all in one motion. “Famished,” he replied.  
 
    Brains sat back and smiled at her success. From his laptop, he sent Ashford Jordan a portfolio of everything he needed to know. Within this memo, he also sent a small attachment introducing himself, as Snow’s lawyer. His smile turned into victorious laughter, as he packed up to leave.  
 
    ‘Snow is unpredictable,’ he thought. “The plan was to fuck Jordan, but not literally. Fuck, I’m good, mami.” He whispered into the device as he hailed a cab. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Assata 
 
      
 
    Lightning flashed across the Heavens as rain tainted the Earth. A strong gust of wind blew through the cemetery, causing Assata to hate his rash decision of discarding his shirt and Armani suit jacket. He stood naked from the waist up as the freezing rain seemed to make love to his skin as if it was trying to wash away his iniquities. His tears blended, with the essence of Heaven’s moisture, as he whispered soft confessions into the atmosphere in hopes, of God delivering a vital message to a nigga that was dear at heart.  
 
    “Lord, I’d be lying if I told you, I’ve never sinned or broken a promise to you, but it was never my intentions. My ‘G’ from within the most untamed portions of my life, I’ve slain men and sold poison to my community. All in the name of shit, I considered righteous and justified, but Father—” Tears ran away from his eyes, blending with the rain. “Never have I—never have I—I—fuckkk,” he screamed as anguish and venom coursed through his veins.  
 
    He stared down at the fresh soil that had been thrown on top of his right-hand man’s casket. He regained his composure and continued his conversation with God. “Father never have I snatched the soul from a man, that was innocent of blasphemy.” Thunder roared from deep within the sky as if God disagreed.  
 
    At that moment, the reality of never seeing or being able to fuck with his nigga again came crashing down on him. As the rain began to fall harder, it pelted his flesh. Assata crumbled to the wet grass surrounding the plot of dirt, that submerged his potna’s physical being, and dug his fingers as deeply as he could into the moist earth.  
 
    “Damn, my nigga!” He moaned as if the mental pain was a physical one. “I can’t believe you took this nap without me—why you leave me, dawg? I—I don’t understand this type of pain, fam.” Mucus drained from his nose.  
 
    Assata felt as though the rain wasn’t merely soaking him externally, but somehow it found its way under his skin. It felt as if he was drowning internally, with every tear Heaven shed. “Nigga, you know, my life story. You know, how my own family left me for dead, bruh. You know the promises my, T-lady made, and how she broke them all when she died on me. You see? I can now blame you for leaving me the same way, Shy. But, why homie? Why you let them pussies kill you, my nigga? Whyyy?” Assata sobbed passionately. Unbeknownst to him, an intruder had violated his privacy. 
 
    Jazzy stood quietly, witnessing her brother’s best friend lose himself in the night. Shy was her older brother, and they loved each other dearly. She’d constantly nagged him about leaving the streets, but it was a fate he’d been created for. He had a hard head, now he laid six feet beneath the same streets, he dedicated his life to. Jazzy couldn’t even attend the funeral. She couldn’t accept seeing her older brother, her hero in a pine box. Tears began to spill from her eyes as not only her heart but also Assata’s agony killed her softly, with each word that slid from his tongue.  
 
    She’d known him her whole life. She’d craved him since she was old enough to be in tune with attraction. Assata was exactly that, a gangsta! But, he was a very loyal and respectful one. Even when she tried to seduce him with her feminist ways, he’d simply ignore her. She could recall a day when she was home alone, stepping out of the shower. She didn’t even have a chance to dry off good before the doorbell rang.  
 
    Jazzy wrapped the terry cloth towel around her half-dried body and headed for the door. As she reached the living room, Assata was already stepping through it. He was family, he’d been walking in their house for as long as she could remember. So, why he rang the doorbell was lost to her. She stood there with water dripping on the carpet and her hands on her hips in a sassy manner. For a split second, she witnessed the desire in his eyes burning dramatically, then as if the reality of who she was set in, that same lustful gaze turned into a look of disapproval.  
 
    Most guys became enchanted with her foreign features. Her cinnamon red skin complexion, her large, yet slanted grey eyes, and her short curly hair was so silky and shiny, one would think she was using chemicals. Her attributes were courtesy of her Trinidadian, mother, and father. So, to say, she was a boss bitch would be an understatement. Jazzy was loyal and kept her word, at all times. What man wouldn’t die to possess a bitch, with just enough ass, nice sized titties, and fierce loyalty?  
 
    That’s why seeing Assata overlooking her kinda made her feel insecure. She remembered dropping the towel allowing Assata a glimpse of her, then seventeen-year-old body. She was appalled when he rolled his eyes and walked right passed her. The next week she went off to UCLA in hot pursuit of her, Bachelor’s Degree in Physiology. She’d been gone nearly three and half years.  
 
    Now, in her last semester, God seemed to have a different plan. There she stood staring at her brother’s best friend, lying on top of his grave, as if the sun was out instead of the rain, that seemed to be drowning him. Jazzy figured now was the best time to make her presence known. 
 
    Assata laid on top of Shy’s grave allowing the rain to beat against his skin. The wet mud covered his naked flesh, as well as stained the red Armani slacks he adorned. He gripped the twin P.90s at his sides as he stared blankly into darkness. It was as if the rain, that pelted his eyes did nothing. He felt nothing, but the cold steel in his palms. The only thing on his mind was revenge.  
 
    He suddenly began laughing at the thought playing before his eyes. “I told you, nigga—yeah—I know you was smiling down. When you saw, I showed up to your service. I stole yo’ shine, nigga—hahaha. We always said we’d show up to the other’s funeral one day. I did that shit, nigga.” He continued laughing thinking about how the many mourners at the service stared in awe, as he stepped up to the casket choosing to be the last mu’fucka to view his dawg.  
 
    Already shirtless, fully tattooed, and his Glock nine on display. He took Shy’s favorite black steel gun from his waistband, cocked it and laid it inside the casket, with a box of hollows. He then reached into his pockets and pulled out a knot of money, eighty-five thousand dollars to be exact, and tossed in there along with an ounce of Kush.  
 
    Assata saw a disturbance out of his peripheral. He gazed through his tinted Versace frames noticing Shy’s moms, Leah holding a man at bay. Leah knowing her son and Assata’s relationship respected the way he loved her only son. She knew if the shoe was on the other foot Shy would’ve done the same thing. Assata turned back to the casket, closed it on the love he’d just given, and walked out.  
 
    As he snapped back to the here and now Assata gazed down at his ruined pants, then at the white and red Gators on his feet. He sat up, laid his twins on the wet ground, and picked up the gallon of Henny, he’d brought for the occasion. Assata twisted the cap off, tilted the bottle, and allowed the Earth to have the first pleasures.  
 
    “For you, my nigga a toast to a real, nigga.” He whispered, then took a long hard swallow. “Auughh,” he proclaimed. The slight heat caused his face to frown up. “I should have been there, my dude—”  
 
    “Then you woulda been buried right next to him.” Jazzy intervened, stepping out of the darkness. 
 
    Assata quickly tossed the bottles and snatched up his twins. He trained the infrared in the direction of her voice.  
 
    Jazzy dropped the umbrella. “It’s been a long time, Assata.”  
 
    The rain was no friend of people without mercy it began to soak through her Dolce and Gabbana dress. Even still, her beauty couldn’t be denied. Assata stared at her through blurry eyes. He couldn’t fathom this gorgeous woman being the little girl, that used to nag him with her adolescent crush and premature sense of love. He hadn’t set eyes on her in three and a half years, and from this celestial image standing before him, allowing the rain to grace her skin. He could tell the journey matured her in more than a simple mental sense.  
 
    Due to the fabric of her attire being some type of silk, the rain made it seem transparent. Her dark chocolate nipples protruded against the wet fabric. It gave him a clear view of her C-cup breasts. Her 5’5 statue was thick in all the right places. The way that her hips bulged from her small waistline made it simply arduous for him to look away from her defined attributes. The ardor that consumed him carried him through a mental odyssey, that couldn’t be classified as anything else, but Nirvana.  
 
    “What, I’m still too ugly to speak to?” Jazzy broke the silence.  
 
    As if her voice shook him from his state of admiration, he turned away from her and laid the twins back down onto earth. Streaks of lightning lit up the sky as he sat back down. “I’m sorry, fam,” he whispered. “I should’ve been there for, Blood. But I—I—I—don’t know what happened. I’d just gotten off the phone with, bro. Not even three hours later, I’m answering my phone to screams of y’all, ma Dukes. All she kept saying was he’s gone. I didn’t understand what the fuck she was talking ‘bout at first, but outta nowhere, I started feeling this crazy shit, right here.” He pounded on his chest. “I knew who she was talkin’ ‘bout, but-but—” Tears cascaded from his eyes as Jazzy shared his heart broken melody. “I shoulda been there Jazz—and maybe—maybe—”  
 
    Jazzy closed the distance between them until she was standing directly above him. Without thinking she hiked her dress up a little so that she could be comfortable in her attempt, then she sat down behind him. She pulled him close, embracing him to her bosom, wrapped her legs around his waist, and held him as he heaved and released the pain he harbored. Due to her being at his back, he couldn’t see the tears spilling from her eyes like lava from a volcano.  
 
    Jazzy loved her brother deeply, as she held and rocked Assata’s pain away, the rain camouflaged her tears. She made a vow, that she’d help Assata find her brother’s murderers and punish them. After it was all said and done, she’d make Assata fall in love with her in the process. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Destiny awakened to unfamiliar surroundings, she was disoriented and cold, she couldn’t remember where she was or how she’d gotten there. There was a dim light flickering on and off above her head, as she tried to move, she was stunned at the realization of her wrists tied behind her back.  
 
    “Where the hell am, I?” She questioned as panic surged through her veins.  
 
    As if needing assurance, she glanced down at her bare breasts and stared horrified at her protruding nipples. All at once the nightmare came rushing back to her. Tears cascade down her pretty face as not only the tainted visions but also the tingling sensations between her legs reminded her of her current situation.  
 
    Destiny now vaguely recalled being stripped out of her clothes, dignity, and power. She could still hear the sadistic laughter of the monster who mounted her. She could feel him as he bombarded her with his filth into her essence. She remembered hearing a door open in the distance, and as the monster was yanked off her, another horror played before her eyes. His brains were blown out of his head at point blank range.  
 
    She began weeping harder, as she recalled her hair, face, and clothes being splattered with blood and brain matter. Her heartless savior gazed deeply into her eyes and delivered his craziness.  
 
    “You need to pray that your husband is loyal to you, if not—” He absently pointed the gun at her. “It’s lights out, lady.” She passed out after that.  
 
    “I gotta get the hell outta here,” she panicked.  
 
    Destiny attempted to sit up, but without her arms shit was useless. Suddenly, she felt a cool liquid pooling around her face, the dim light made it hard to determine where it was coming from, or what it was. As if her sense of smell kicked into overdrive, the distinctive smell of rust, filmed around her mouth. Due to her face laying against the floor it was hard to maneuver, so with all her might, she used agility to roll over onto her back.  
 
    In this position, she could see her surroundings better. I guess you can say, this small blessing was also her curse because the old cliché, ‘Don’t go looking for answers you can’t handle.’ Became true right before her eyes.  
 
    No more than five feet away from her lied her rapist. His brains hung from his skull as puss and blood flowed like a river.  
 
    Her last thought before passing back out was, ‘Please husband, please love me like you say you do.’ 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next morning, the courtroom was packed. Ice-Berg observed the scene, as the bailiff announced the judge.  
 
    “The State of Texas and the County of Denton, versus David Swanson, is now in session. Please stand for the Honorable Judge Carter.” The bailiff announced.  
 
    Everyone stood and the short white judge entered from his chambers. The courtroom was filled with spectators. Some anticipated a guilty verdict, while others were rooting for the home team.  
 
    Intensity swallowed the atmosphere, as the judge took his seat. “Be seated,” he spoke in his good ole boy drawl.  
 
    David knew he was doomed. Three counts of possession with an attempt to deliver, conspiracy to commit murder, and possession of a firearm. Not to mention, the feds still claimed to have the other shit at his head.  
 
    Mark Schutz his attorney sat poised as if he had no worries, but the actuality of the situation was that he had no faith in beating the case. He’d tried his best to get Berg to take the deal of twenty years state and thirty years feds but with them type of numbers, shid. Why not hold court? The cards were stacked against him. Schutz felt sorry for the young man because he was a good dude. He was twenty-six years old, with a whole lifetime ahead of him.  
 
    “Lord, have mercy,” he whispered. He leaned over to his client’s ear. “How do you feel, David?”  
 
    From the look he received he could tell, that was a stupid question.  
 
    David leaned over and replied with as much integrity as he could muster. “Dig this, Mr. Schutz, I’m a man first and a gangsta second. I knew the consequences of my actions before I sat in this chair.” The two men made strong eye contact. Berg placed his hand on the older man's shoulder in a comforting gesture, “I didn’t complain when I was blowin’ big bread and fuckin’ bad hoes in some of the most expensive suits, so there ain’t no complaining now.” He paused, allowing his eyes to scan the crowded room until they landed on a group of men, that looked, as though they would kill everyone in the room to ensure his freedom.  
 
    Nutz sat in the midst of the group with a look of contempt on his face. As if he could feel his brothers gaze, he turned his eyes to him. Nutz saluted him before tapping his chest with a clenched fist. Berg nodded his head in acknowledgment, then turned his attention back to his lawyer. “These hoes gave me the opportunity to save myself, but that punk shit ain’t apart of the constitution I was bred under.” Ice-Berg leaned back in his chair and scratched his nuts. “Fuck it, I’d rather ninety-nine years, the chair, or the needle. You did yo’ job, that’s all me and my locs could ask for. I’m Gucci.”  
 
    “Is the State ready to proceed?” Judge Carter acknowledged the D.A.  
 
    “Yes, your Honor, the state is ready.” The D.A. responded.  
 
    Judge Carter turned his eyes toward Schutz and Berg. “And you, counselor?”  
 
    “Yes, your Honor, as ready as can be.” 
 
    Nutz sat on the back row in the courtroom smiling. He and his brother made eye contact. Ice-Berg had no idea of Nutz sacrifices. It was agreed there would be no communication, so he wouldn’t get tied up in the sinking ship. The diamonds in his mouth glistened, as he wondered how his brother would react in the end.  
 
    “Fix yo’ face, nigga—lil’ bro on deck. Blood in my eyes, until you touch the ground.” He whispered, then stood and walked outta the courtroom leaving behind an observer, so he’d know if the District Attorney really loved his bitch. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The courtroom erupted in complete pandemonium. Never in the history of the state had an attorney retracted his argument, claiming upon further investigation, that the evidence he submitted was built on lies submitted by witnesses. Who weren’t credible based off their run-ins with the law. As far as the wiretaps were concerned, David ‘Ice-Berg’ Swanson’s voice was never actually recorded.  
 
    The judge was furious. “Order in the courtroom!” he screamed. He fixed his glare on the district attorney. “So, you mean to tell me, not only are you saying this man isn’t guilty of any of these heinous and unlawful crimes. But, you’ve also allowed this trial to continue due to a personal vendetta?”  
 
    “Uhh—uhhh, Your Honor—I—” Sa’Mage tried to explain, but his thoughts were indecipherable and crazed.  
 
    What happened next confused, as well as stunned, Judge Carter. Sa’Mage Kendricks’ crumbled to the floor and cried like a child. Nevertheless, the verdict was in.  
 
    “Has the jury reached a verdict?” A balding Hispanic man stood for the judge.  
 
    “Yes, your Honor—we the jury finds the defendant, David Swanson not guilty of all charges he has been accused of.” The juror states. 
 
    The courtroom erupted once again. Ice-Berg and his lawyer sat speechless. Never in a million years did they expect this outcome. Ice-Berg turned in his seat just in time to see his little brother Nutz making his exit, right before he turned, and locked eyes with him. The small wink he gave let Ice-Berg know everything he needed to know. Real niggas do real things! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Destiny awakened for the second time. This time she was well aware of her predicament. Even though she was still a little boggled, her instincts told her she was not alone. Suddenly, a tall figure stepped from the shadows. Destiny’s breath caught, as the intruder descended upon her. He was dressed in all black attire, complimented by a black ski mask, hiding his facial features, he squatted down and sat her upright. Now eye to eye, the man’s eyes became beautiful to her.  
 
    For some strange reason, she lost herself in the turquoise pupils, as she did her breath quickened. Anger flooded her veins, as she questioned herself, asking how she could allow herself to lust after a man she hadn’t even seen? Thirst for a man, that was possibly going to take her life?  
 
    “Listen,” he began. “This was all bidness, love. What this sucka did to you—” he nodded his head at the corpse. “Was never part of my plans. Your husband just chose the wrong profession.” He then allowed his eyes to travel the length of her slender frame.  
 
    Destiny feared he’d have predatorial thoughts, so she spoke the first words that came to mind. “Please, don’t rape me again, just kill me.” Tears escaped her eyes all over again.  
 
    The masked man laughed. “Rape you? Look, lady—wrong, nigga. I just told you, I’m not with that shit. Why do you think, ole boy’s brains are all over the place?” He smiled as if he’d done something romantic.  
 
    Destiny was beyond angry at this point. “What the fuck do you find funny?”  
 
    The masked man smiled. “You.”  
 
    She couldn’t believe his audacity. As she decided to give him the lashing of his life, her eyes were drawn to the gigantic .357 he gripped with his gloved hand.  
 
    “Why don’t you just let me go?” she whispered. Looking into his eyes she trembled at what had his attention. He stared, lustfully at her pussy. “Please, let—me—gooo—” she cried.  
 
    In one swift motion, the man stood to his feet and placed his pistol in his waistband. He bent slightly over and placed his arms under her armpits, lifting her to her feet, effortlessly.  
 
    “Turn around—” he demanded.  
 
    Fear consumed her, as she thought of a million excuses to give him, in order to stop him from doing whatever it was he had planned. “No, please don’t,” she pleaded.  
 
    The man seemed impatient and tired. He spun her around quickly. All the while, she screamed, trying to resist, but the rope binding her ankles and wrists only tightened.  
 
    “Shut the fuck up, woman, and be still! Please.” Something inside his voice stilled her.  
 
    Suddenly, the ropes binding her wrists was cut loose. Surprise surged through her, as her mind tried to wrap around what was happening.  
 
    The man turned her facing him, so that they were eye to eye, without turning his gaze from hers. He squatted, then sliced through the rope restraining her ankles. He raised his head just enough to be eye level with her crotch. Gazing up at her, he planted a soft kiss on her kitty.  
 
    “Get dressed, Ms. Lady.” He pointed to her neatly folded clothes, resting on a wooden crate in the far corner of the room.  
 
    “What’s going on?” She asked in disbelief.  
 
    The masked man stood to his feet and replied. “I’m taking you home.” 
 
    
  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sa’Mage was distraught as he waited for the phone call. All sorts of thoughts surged through his mind. Him being disbarred from his practice. What every station and paper in the nation would say about him in the morning? His colleague’s opinions of him? Despite, all that nothing mattered more to him at this point, but the return of his wife.  
 
    “How did I get her into this craziness?” he wondered.  
 
    He could practically hear her as if she was standing there in his presence.  
 
    “Your job is gonna be the death of us.” She’d screamed during one of their many arguments.  
 
    This one caused by anonymous phone threats received due to a high-profile case he was prosecuting. The vibrating of his BlackBerry startled him from his memory.  
 
    “Hello?” He answered without the slightest glimpse of the display screen.  
 
    He could hear her whimpering and incomprehensible gibberish. Chills ran down his spine as recognition flooded his spirit. “Destiny, baby, where are you?”  
 
    “I can’t—do—this—anymore, I’m—I’m so—” The crying became hysterical.  
 
    He heard the phone crash to what he assumed to be the floor. “Destiny, baby, where are you? Let me know so that—”   
 
    “Hello?” A voice interrupted his pleading.  
 
    “Baby, I’m so, so sorry that—”  
 
    “Hello?” The feminine voice interrupted once again.  
 
    Something conversant about this voice brought tears to his eyes as recognition set in. The voice belonged to Destiny’s mother. The same mother who talked her husband into loosening his grip on his baby girl’s life.  
 
    “Sa’Mage?” she hissed. “How fucking dare, you allow this to happen to my youngest daughter? Sa’Mage—you’re a poor excuse of a husband. Even if it takes my last breath, I will keep you away from my child. You better pray, my husband has a good heart because you have disgraced this household, as well as your own. Don’t try to contact Destiny ever again!”  
 
    “But, Mrs. Black, I—I—” That’s when he was introduced to the dial tone. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ice-Berg stared at his younger brother admirably. He was at lost for words as Nutz told him the lengths he went through to recapture his freedom. Nutz acted nonchalant about the whole episode. To him, loyalty was everything his loyalty to his big brother, held no limitations.  
 
    “So, now what? What’s the business from here on out? You know, that shit is gonna be turned all the way up, right? These crackers don’t like to see a nigga outsmart them. They’re gonna be aimin’ at your shower cap now,” Nutz questioned. 
 
    Ice-Berg nodded his head in agreement, as his life flashed before his eyes. “Dig, lil’ bro. You gave me breath again. I can’t repay you for that, a nigga was done for.”   
 
    Nutz watched something dark enter his brother’s eyes. Something like dark clouds seemed held in place by misplaced pride. Ice-Berg stood and glanced around the high-rise apartments. The plush white carpet felt thicker, the black and white décor, and marble finishing appeared more detailed.  
 
    ‘When a man is shown, his life can be taken away in the blink of an eye. He learns to appreciate the small shit.’  
 
    Walking over to the large picture window he stared out at the rain slick street. “Bro— so, the least I can do is keep it one hundred with you, just like I always have. Bro, I’m right back at ‘em. Not only am I gonna flood the city worse than before. But, while I am doing it, I’m going to murder every one of them suckas who took the stand against me.” Ice-Berg vowed.   
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    A Beautiful Con 
 
      
 
    The owner of the Black Dodge Magnum stepped out of his house with a smile on his face. To the naked eye, he would pass as a Boss Nigga. True enough his grind allowed him the pleasures of splurging on his lavish lifestyle. Not only did he own a two-story, five-bedroom home, that was fully furnished with imported furnishings. He also owned a Lambo Diablo, a ‘G’ Wagon, two Jags, and the Black Mag that sat on 26s parked in front of his house at the moment.  
 
    To say that he was on money would be an understatement. To the average ears, the nigga would probably be considered, the realest nigga alive if judged by his cover. Yet, a book should never be judged by its cover, because when writing his own book, the fakest nigga can become one of the realest. This man was a prime example of the cliché, ‘there’s no loyalty amongst thieves’. 
 
     Just two weeks ago, he was summoned to pay his debt to the federal government. For his cooperation testifying against his then best friend, Ice-Berg. He received a pardon from his offenses of Interstate Trafficking attempting to distribute fifteen bricks of pure Columbian Coke and tax evasion. But to him, as well as, the Government’s horror, Berg somehow slid through the crevices. No one knew how he did it except the ones that needed to know.  
 
    His written confession would have hung, Berg being as though he was his everyday accomplice. To make matters worse, he had convinced his girl, Tisha Swanson. The love they shared superseded the devotion she had for her own brother. It’s no secret that dick can blindfold a woman to some of the purest shit. Tisha was as weak for a fat dick and good game as they come. It killed Berg knowing his baby girl turned on him for a sucka, but God worked in dangerous ways. Because revenge was a fine cuisine and Berg planned on partaking of its pleasures.  
 
    The magnum idled at the curb as a woman stood beside it awaiting his presence. She was the temporary replacement, that his designated driver Big Moon appointed him. Being that he trusted Big Moon’s judgment he never even gazed at the woman until this moment. Now that she stood before him, he could at least say Moon had great taste. Even though she wasn’t his usual type, Lil’ Mama was sexy as she wanted to be. She stood about 4’9 and weighed about one-hundred, twenty pounds. Her dreads hung low in a very erotic design. Although she was small she was well compacted, from her posture one could tell she knew she was bad.  
 
    “Good day, Mon.” She spoke in a sultry Jamaican accent.  
 
    The informant strolled over to where she stood and towered over her with an intense gaze. “What’s a beautiful woman like you doing drivin’ mu’fuckas around instead of mu’fuckas drivin’ you around?” he critiqued.   
 
    Lil’ Mama instantly peeped his game and replied. “Money waits fa no man. Meh, maybe beautiful to he but dat don’t mean meh don’t have to work to earn my keep just like everyone else, star.  Now if you want to you can drive me around and show me de city,” she smiled seductively.  
 
    The man smiled. “Naw, mami, I’m good on that, but you dine with a boss later tonight, kool?”  
 
    She slyly moistened her lips. “Aye, mon tats cool.” She then opened his door and waited for him to slide in the backseat.  
 
    As she made her way to the driver’s side something caught her eye. A sky-blue CTS sat on the opposite side of the street, three car lengths away. The car itself wasn’t what intrigued her. It was the silhouette of the driver, that captured her attention. He sat real low in his seat trying to be inconspicuous, but the soft glow from whatever he was smoking gave him away. As she slid behind the wheel, she took one last glance at the vehicle before pulling off.  
 
    ‘Damn—me, buggin’,’ she thought as she pulled outta the subdivision.  
 
    She glanced back at the man of the hour and asked if she could put on some music, he nodded and continued his phone conversation.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ice-Berg allowed a solitary tear to fall from his right eye, as he stood over his baby sister with a silencer-equipped pistol planted directly between her eyes. She cried sincerely, as she stared into the eyes of her bloodline. What she saw was the essence of disdain, hurt, and anguish.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Berg—I con—co—confused,” she sniffled. “I was so—”  
 
    “Shhh,” Ice-Berg, shushed her. “It’s Gucci, sis. I know what love and loyalty will do to a mu’fucka.”  
 
    Tisha’s face relaxed into a sense of hope. “Yeah, I know right. I mean this some crazy shit. I feel so bad, kuz you always told me, that loyalty was to death. I violated the motto. Betrayal is suicide—I know, I fucked up, Berg. I’ll never cross you again. I mean—you just said, you understand how love and loyalty can fuck a person up. I mean—how would mama have reacted if you killed me? Boy, untie me from this chair and let’s wait on, Butta, to come back home. He’s not family anyway. You love me, right?”  
 
    Tears fell from both their eyes as he replied. “Yeah, I understand, that even family will betray you for their own reasons.” He then squeezed the trigger at point blank range. Tisha’s body crumbled over. “Yeah, I understood, sis—” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Teasley Lane the Jamaican woman stopped at a red light and noticed the same sky-blue CTS from earlier creeping up behind them.  
 
    “Ahhh, aayyyee, mon—member the Blue CTS me told chu of bock at tee house?” she questioned.  
 
    “Yeah, what ‘bout it?” he asked curiously.  
 
    “Well, mon, tere it is again.”  
 
    The man turned his head in the direction she pointed, and as if life took on a slow-motion scene Nutz pulled up just enough, that they were almost eye to eye. He was grinning like the devil.  
 
    “Go,” he screamed. “Drive this mu’fucka, now!”  
 
    But to his utter confusion, the car didn’t move. He turned back to the woman, to find out why the fuck she wasn’t following orders only to find a .44 mag pointed at his face. He tried to react, but he was a little too late. A slug penetrated his face and he died with his eyes open.  
 
    “Berg say to tell chu tanks fa being a good friend.” She spit on his limp body and climbed out the car.  
 
    In broad daylight, she grabbed the gas can Nutz held out of the window to her and drenched the inside of the magnum, then set it aflame. Without remorse, she slid into the passenger side of the CTS, smiling at her handy work.  
 
    Nutz pulled into traffic slowly once the light changed for the 3rd time. A grey Ford Explorer was parked two blocks away awaiting their arrival. The CTS would suffer the same fate as the man and the black mag they’d left blazing. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
       
 
      
 
    Her sweat dripped onto his face as he raised her leg high in the air. She was positioned on her side smiling back at him mischievously.  
 
    “Do it, mutherfucker,” she taunted.  
 
    Feeling his manhood being tested, he used his dick to massage the length of her pussy lips.  
 
    Snow enjoyed his foreplay so much, she began rubbing her clit. “Uummm,” she purred as he slid into her essence.  
 
    He stroked her long and deep as their tongues danced. All in a moments time and without her consent or preparation, he slid outta her kitty and positioned the head at her backdoor. Slowly he worked the head into her forbidden treasure. Hastily, she tried to get her leg down, but his grip was firm, and he inched his muscle deeper into her.  
 
    “Shiiit—it—it hurts you, muther—fucker! T—take—take it out,” she protested.  
 
    As he submerged his thick seven inches in her ass, he whispered, “Just relax, love—I promise you’ll enjoy it soon enuff.” All the while his stroke became more intense.  
 
    “Oohhh shit. Babyyy—shisss,” she cried.  
 
    She began playing with her clit as fast as she could, trying to turn the pain into pleasure. He noticed this and began pumping faster. Snow’s pleasure was suddenly over the edge, she began working her hips as her ass got wet.  
 
    “Tell me, I’m your dirty, white whore. Tell me, those black bitches can’t fuck you like I do. Tell me, mutherfucker—” she screamed taking his dick in her ass like a porn star.  
 
    “Oh shit, take this black dick bitch,” he growled as he began to feel the sensations that came with an explosive nut.  
 
    His back stiffened, as he tried to control the eruption, yet just as he began to tame the beast raging through him.  
 
    Snow began experiencing a strange development and lost it. “Oh—my—fuckin’—Jesus,” she screamed.  
 
    The tightened of her ass cheeks made the man release into her essence.  
 
    Brains relaxed in the lobby of the Hilton. He listened intently as Snow gave herself to a man she’d been seducing for the past three weeks. This escapade would be the key to their success. The man in question was none other than, Ashford Jordan’s Representative and Legal Advisor.  
 
    Brains couldn’t contain the feelings surging through him. It was like Snow’s success gave him a hard-on, and something to be proud of, all at once. He smiled standing to leave. “Good girl—fuckin’ good girl—” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Four hours later 
 
      
 
    Antone’s Barbershop was empty except for three occupants. They engaged in a conversation, that could and would get each of them a conspiracy case if this particular dialogue ever left this room.  
 
    “Dig, Tone, I’ve known you since you were a pup, right? I’ve taken you in and been as close to a father figure than you’ve ever had, right?” 
 
    Tone nodded in silent agreement leaning back in his chair. “Now, look, Bobby Ray.” He addressed Brains by his government. “Don’t walk into my establishment insulting me, old man. You know you can miss me wit’ the spill and tell ole Tone what you need, and it’s done. I owe you my life and even after that, I’ll be in debt to you for introducing me to the feel of alligator shoes. So, spit it out. What can I do for you, old head?”  
 
    Brains smiled, “Look, I’m embarking on a new venture, I’m playin’ on. I’m not tryin’ to run a cap. I got a sucka in my web. I’m not tryin’ to let ‘em loose, till I suck ‘em clear of his hard-earned grip. This one kinda risky, yet the takeoff is a masterpiece.” Snow laughed at his excitement.  
 
    Brains was so amped his hand gestures were borderline comical. Shooting up from his seat, he began pacing the floor and continued explaining his plans. “It’s going to take every piece on the board to fleece this mark and get to the other side of the board to capture the king.” Suddenly he spun and locked eyes with, Tone. “Now, in order to capture this king, we must be overly strategic and precise with our advance.”  
 
    Tone nodded his head in understanding as Brains started pacing again. There was a studious look on his face, as he slammed a closed fist into the palm of his hand.  
 
    “The king’s financial status was the strength behind his empire, but understand even though, the mighty dollar is the element that keeps the world spinning. It all boiled down to a mu’fucka, that’s controlling it and the heart that he possesses to keep it.” He paused midstride and trained his eyes on Snow. “This king we’re seeking to hoodwink his heart is too meek.” Brains slowly stalked over her like a hungry panther, with an eye contact only they could understand. Brains turned his eyes to Tone his empire was crafted off pure genius. Yet, he lacked the spine to hold onto the power he had incurred. Everything was set, except one final, but vital detail.”  
 
    Tone raised his brow in inquisition. Brains facial expression was serious.  
 
    He waved a manicured hand around the conservatively decorated room. “We need to turn this barbershop into imports and exports distribution.” Tone shrugged his shoulders. “A man of your prestige shouldn’t have a problem with that small detail.”  
 
    Brains glanced at his Swiss Watch then allowed his gaze to settle on, Snow. She took this as her cue to deliver the final blow to seal the con.  
 
    “The problem doesn’t lie within the ability to create the illusion,” she said.  
 
    Tone looked baffled. “So, where does the problem lie?” Snow smiled seductively, as she glanced at her Rolex. “The problem lies in time. We have precisely two hours and twenty-nine minutes to cover ground and convert this place into a relatively respectable place of business. But first, you need to terminate all your hair appointments and inform your employees, that they have the day off with pay. We have a team on standby. Plus, it would be a complete catastrophe if we’re in the middle of the biggest pay off of our lives and a line of nappy headed mutherfuckers storms in for their usual taper fade.”  
 
    The room exploded with laughter. Brains pulled out his iPhone and held the #1 down for his associates he had on speed dial. Whoever answered the other end listened, as Brains spoke briefly. He merely said, “Bring in the equipment.”  
 
    Snow couldn’t prevent the sensations shooting through her body. Money simply made her pussy wet. “Showtime,” she whispered. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Detective Hunter scribbled in his notepad, as the ghettofied woman recalculated her version of the brutal murder committed six hours ago. “So, you say, two men and a woman pulled up in a blue vehicle. The woman jumped out of the passenger side and opened fire on the deceased?”  
 
    The woman rolled her eyes and smacked her lips. “Look, Mr. if you’re really trying to catch who did this, you need to get the story correct. Ain’t nobody said the woman opened fire. I said the bitch’s hair was fire. She had these dreads that was oh so cute and—”  
 
    Detective Hunter put his hand up. “Ma’am—I’m not interested in the woman’s head. We’re trying to solve a murder here.” He turned to the crowd. “Did anybody see what happened here today?”  
 
    A girl with purple and black hair stood defiantly and replied. “Ain’t no snitches out here cracker.”  
 
    Fed up, Detective Hunter turned and walked away. He snickered at the obscenities that landed on his back. Forensics combed the area, as numerous law enforcement analyzed, and congregated around the crime scene. Due to the fact, the victim had ties with the Bureau the boys up high was definitely on deck.  
 
    “Hey, Hunter, wait up.” A feminine voice deviated him from his destination.  
 
    She stood at least five feet tall and had shoulder length hair, that was always pulled back into a tight ponytail. Her skin wasn’t flawless, but it wasn’t overly blemished either. She resembled a lady basketball player with a homely face.  
 
    “How are you, Detective Winslet?” Hunter stopped allowing her to catch up.  
 
    “I could be better if dead bodies weren’t popping up all over the city.”  
 
    Hunter raised his brow. “Bodies as in more than one?”  
 
    Winslet looked at him through questioning eyes. “What, you mean to tell me, you weren’t notified about the murder of twenty-year-old, Tisha Swanson?”  
 
    Detective Hunter stood emotionlessly. Even though his mental was racing full speed. ‘Ice-Berg’s younger sister?’ he thought.  
 
    Being an investigator on the Swanson case had caused him many sleepless nights and massive heat on the home front. He vividly, remembered the hurt and animosity, that burned in Ice-Berg’s eyes when he was told his sister and best friend was willing to testify against him.  
 
    “Hunter—Hunter, are you alright?” Winslet brought him out of his reverie.  
 
    “Huh? Yeah—yeah—I was just wondering how, Mr. Swanson, is going to react to the news of his baby sister and best friend losing their lives on the same day?”  
 
    Winslet knew how hard Hunter worked to bury David ‘Ice-Berg’ Swanson under the confines of a federal max prison. Only to watch with astonishment the hard work and late nights shattered in vain.  
 
    “Well—she began—I pray, the Lord has mercy on me for what I am about to say, but it’s the truth. I hope that the deaths of his family bring him to his knees and shows him the grief he’s caused all of us and many others.” She glanced over at the taped off area surrounding the charred Dodge Magnum. There was no need for the ambulance, the coroner was wide-eyed, as they closed the doors on the burnt corpse.  
 
    Hunter smiled. The chase was back on, but this time, Berg was going down and staying down. “Naw, Detective, I don’t think this shit-head mutherfucker will be grieving too much over these two. In fact, I think, he’s more informed about the deceased than we are.”  
 
    Detective Winslet stared at him perplexed. “What would make you say that, Hunter?”  
 
    Hunter smiled. “Oh—it’s just a hunch. Let’s go over to Catrina’s Deli over on Hickory and talk about it over a cup of her Trinidadian Joe.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The sleek, black, stretch limo pulled in front of ‘World Commodities.’ Ashford Jordan and his legal advisor, Justin Crow sat behind the tinted windows enjoying the sounds of soft classical music. Jordan sipped from a chilled glass the amber color Brandy seemed to hypnotize him, as he stared at its substance like he could actually see the actual ingredients. He pretended to be listening to the counselor, as he bitched about the corruption of wall street, but Ashford had his mind on the erotic escapade Snow had taken him on.  
 
    He stirred the two ice cubes that chilled his cognac. His thoughts carried him away and the deeper he traveled, the more blood rushed into his male organ. A devilish smile crept across his face as he reflected on how Mrs. Waynebrook. Who Snow properly introduced herself as after they copulated did things to him he’d seldom fantasized about.  
 
    Justin Crow felt disrespected. “Mr. Jordan—Mr. Jordan? Do you hear me? These assholes are trying to ruin the stock market. Bryant and Westbrook Internationals are buying up this new clinical drug and—” he stopped midsentence and stared in bewilderment. “What’s so, funny? What’s the cheesy smile for, Mr. Jordan?”  
 
    Distracted from his trip down memory lane Ashford decided to give his prick of an attorney his attention. “Since, you must know, Justin. I was just thinking about this wonderful woman we are about to invest our hard-earned money into. She’s beautiful.”   
 
    Justin couldn’t help but smile. “Not to mention, very—very creative.” He responded allowing his own thoughts of Snow to overpower his mental. He vividly recalled how tight she felt as he fucked her in the ass.  
 
    “Creative?” Ashford asked realizing his slip-up.  
 
    Justin refocused his eyes on his client, only to find him staring quizzically. “Business. She’s very creative and business savvy!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    ‘Bidness Savvy’ 
 
      
 
    “Sell now the share is losing interest!” Snow screamed at the flat screen showing apparent decreases in sales.  
 
    Ashford Jordan watched in amazement as she shouted orders at thirty investors set up in the vast opening. He stared up at the screen mounted on the far wall to his right. The digital showed the share in platinum was declining considerably. A glance at the action going on in the room was intense as the consumer market unfolded before him. As he studied his surroundings a slight smile crept across his lips.  
 
    Standing next to him was his lawyer and next to Justin stood Tabius Malone, Ms. Waynebrook’s lawyer. In order to be heard over the ruckus, he leaned over and verbalized his excitement.  
 
    “This may be one of the best investments we’ve ever made.”  
 
    Justin simply nodded his agreement, as he fantasized about the many ways, he planned to lavish himself with his newfound wealth, he and Snow planned on embezzling from his employer. After the check was signed the plan was to have the currency transferred to an offshore account, then simultaneously, Ashford would meet his demise by way of a terrible accident. Even better there would be no evidence implicating him to the crime.  
 
    He and Snow would be free to enjoy their quest on the beautiful island of the West Indies. The group of islands divided between the British and U.S. serving as a landmark constituting their territory, the Virgin Islands to be exact. A perfect place for one or two to retire.  
 
    “Justin!” The sound of his boss’s voice raided his reverie.  
 
    “Huh? Oh, my apologies, Mr. Ashford. I was simply thinking about what the USA Today said about the market.”  
 
    Ashford Jordan’s eyes studied him intently. “Oh really, and what might that be? It had to be something intriguing, that you couldn’t hear your name being called—three times to be exact.”  
 
    Justin stared back at him uneasy and replied. “It basically spoke on how shifty the market could be at times but due to this new tracking device system called Sigfig—”  
 
    Jordan cut him off abruptly. “What does Sigfig have to do with your—”  
 
    “If you’ll let me finish, I’ll explain,” Justin countered.  
 
    Ashford smiled a wry smile and motioned for him to continue.  
 
    “As I was saying Sigfig keeps track of your investments. The investment service keeps track of your average per day up to a sixth-month average. Their largest holdings, most bought and most sold. More than a million investors nationwide, with total assets of forty-five billion, managed their investment portfolios online with Sigfig.”  
 
    Ashford didn’t understand why this bit of information should mean anything to him, or his lawyer being as though, they were about to invest not one, not two, but three million dollars of his hard-earned money into the world commodities. Little did he know, Justin was beginning to get cold feet about the treachery, lurking in the darkness. Yes, Snow was a beautiful, smart woman, with an amazing sex drive. But, was she worth life in prison? A sickening feeling overcame him, as he visualized himself going to prison for capital murder. It would ruin him.  
 
    Not to mention, he wasn’t cut out for a prison cell. He’d be somebodies bitch before the second day. Fuck the islands this scandal, he wanted no parts of. So, in an attempt to plant the seed a better way, as well as a safer way to invest his money, he threw Sigfig out there on a limb.  
 
    “I too have done my research on the tracking device Sigfig,” Malone spoke for the first time. “But, you must understand, that whatever company you choose to invest in there’s always the possibility of markets switching directions.” Malone smoothed his hand over his Brooks Brothers suit, brushing away invisible lint.  
 
    Anyone who knew him knew the twitching of his left eye was a clear indication of his fury. He turned his attention to Ashford in an attempt at discrediting Justin’s word.  
 
    “A particular share maybe on the rise this week showing no sense in change, but the next moment, you check interest, you find that particular market has crashed. No device can rationalize better than the human brain, so why even consider it?” Malone turned facing the action in the room. He emphasized his point with a sweeping hand gesture. The room was buzzed with activity. “The stock market is rise and fall, risks and rewards, but I can assure you, World Commodities is as stable as they come and has the potential to multiply, even triple your investments into a larger fortune.”  
 
    After he assured, as well as canceled, Justin’s attempts he turned his attention to the insidious lawyer. “Mr. Crow, may I have a word with you in regard to the paperwork needed to finalize our dealings?” He proposed with a deceiving grin.  
 
    “Ummm—I—I think that—”  
 
    Before he could finish, Ashford Jordan patted him on his back with a bit of order. “That sounds wonderful. I’ll be here when you get back.”  
 
    Just as he was about to decline, Snow appeared from the midst of ringing phones and excitement in the room.  
 
    “Now that you and your lawyer have witnessed my business etiquette can we get back to the matter at hand?” Her aura was lascivious as she stared into Mr. Jordan’s eyes. Turning her gaze to the two lawyers she could sense the tension staining the air.  
 
    “Is there a problem, Malone?” She addressed her lawyer.  
 
    With an evil glare, he replied. “No, not at all. Me and my fellow colleague are about to go over a couple details, we’ll return shortly. Why don’t you keep Mr. Jordan occupied until we do?” Malone replied. 
 
    From the look in his eyes, she could tell something was off. She nodded in accordance. Without taking her eyes away from, Justin Crow she thought, ‘Damn, he had some good dick! Such a waste, such a fuckin’ waste.’   
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~3 Months Later~ 
 
      
 
    Since his release, Ice-Berg crashed the asphalt with an iron fist. Due to the exposure of his case his old connect politely cut him off, but a good connect was nothin’ to a boss. Instead of crying over spilled milk, he painted the city red with the blood of the transgressors who violated him in the worse way. Yet, any real nigga, that’s ever dealt with men who were connected knew getting money and bloodshed never coexisted.  
 
    As he bled his enemies his mind never strayed from the mission of securing a good connect. Which is how at this moment, he found himself at a roundtable, positioned by an Olympic sized swimming pool. He stared out at the silhouette of a naked, feminine, deity swanning below the surface of the clear waters. The tables were decorated with fresh fruits, blueberry pancakes, an assortment of juices, sausages, and coffee. The mini mansion standing behind him blew his mind.  
 
    It was designed with Greece in mind even out in the massive yard, statues of Greek Gods, were sporadically stationed. The whole experience made him realize, he was merely an accomplished hustler. He would have to step up his game to live the life his new connect Russia was living. The sound of splashing water stole his attention from the beauty of his surroundings, only to have it stolen again by a much more magnificent sight.  
 
    The bronze Goddess emerged from the pool with an elegance that was almost risqué. She had perfect sized breasts, a hairless pussy, and a small waist complimenting her curvy, yet petite frame. As she dried her hair with the towel, that was just minutes ago folded neatly at the edge of the pool, their eyes met. At first, she seemed slightly startled, but as she continued to study his poised nature and boss etiquette. Her dark, hypnotic eyes filled with raw, animalistic, lust swan within her essence.  
 
    At that moment, Ice-Berg realized this gorgeous feline standing before him was extremely insidious. He could tell that behind the beautiful eye and radiant smile, she now blinded him with was something dark. She seductively slid her bikini bottoms over her curves, allowing him a few more delicious seconds at viewing her feminist treasure. Finally done with her teasing, she draped the towel over her slender shoulders and erotically walked in his direction.  
 
    As she descended upon him her nipples jutted out towards him. They were the size of silver dollars and the same hue of her luxurious hair, that was slicked back, hanging past her plump ass cheeks. Now standing within his orbit she seemed even more breathtaking. She reached over and grabbed a strawberry from the selection of fruits without acknowledging him.  
 
    Ice-Berg wondered who she was, yet didn’t want to be disrespectful. He turned his attention back to the lawn and its brilliance.  
 
    “Even though thu exterior appears to be calm, me can almost bet, thu dick is hard and your curiosity is getting the best of thu.” Yet, thu’re too respectful to speak on thu desires, or thu fear me husband so mush, that a look is the only attention that thu’ll afford me.” Her Ecuadorian accent was thick. “Thu silly Amadacans and thu silly ways,” she giggled.  
 
    Finally turning his eyes back to her, he laughed inwardly, yet his façade never changed. The hilarious part was that she was absolute. His dick was hard as granite for sure and he was too respectful to do anything other than look, but even that was considered a sin, now that he knew what the gigantic diamond ring bulging from her finger represented.  
 
    “Umm, I think you forgot the top of your bikini by the pool,” he began.  
 
    First silence, then gentle laughter. Ice-Berg glanced down at his diamond-encrusted Rolex. “I don’t mean to sound impatient, but do you know what’s taking your husband so long?”  
 
    The beauty simply rolled her eyes before answering. “Me, husband, believes the world operates on his time. He is probably out on the green acting like he’s the Russian version of Tiger Woods. But, if he’s scheduled a meeting with thu, he’ll be here soon.”  
 
    Belle pulled out a chair across from him and took a seat. “Now—” with an open hand she introduced herself. “My name’s, Belle. The wife of the great man thu are about to see.”  
 
    Ice-Berg studied her feminisms for a few seconds. It was beyond him how the woman felt so comfortable, sitting topless, at the table with a stranger and still extrude the aura of a respectable woman.  
 
    He released the first words that came to mind. “Aphrodite.”  
 
    She gazed at him inquisitively. “Aphr—ite? I no understand tis word. Tell me more about this Aphro? Umm—aphr.” She used her hands to express her nonunderstanding.  
 
    Ice couldn’t stop laughing. She stared at him with a puzzled look. “What’s so damn funny?”  
 
    This only made him laugh harder. “I’m very sorry, love—I’m sorry.” He slowly regained his composure. “Aphrodite—she was a Greek Goddess of love and beauty.” He allowed his eyes to reveal his meaning.  
 
    A small smile crept across her pouty lips. “Are ju trying to say, that thu find me to be beautiful?”  
 
    Fire danced in his eyes as he ventured out onto the edge of his conversation. “No, sweetheart, I’m saying you are beautiful. Not trying to say, and as for the comment you made earlier, about me being too respectful or simply fearful of your husband? Belle, I’m a gangsta in my own right. Respect, your husband has earned his place at the table, so of course, I regard him with a certain amount of revere. But, fear, he bleeds like every other nigga, I’ve met.  
 
    “I don’t know how they rock in Rome, but I’m from the grit of the lone star state fear becomes a deadly element when associated with mu’fuckas that ain’t got it together. This lifestyle this gonna be me one day. This game wasn’t created with fear in mind. Only bosses are allowed at the long table. I’m the definition of a boss’s etiquette. So, with all due respect, pop your eyes out of their sockets, place them on your tongue, and watch what you say to me.”  
 
    Belle reached over and grabbed another strawberry from the platter and gently placed the tip of it between her lips. Without taking her eyes away from his she partook of it.  
 
    Sensually, placing the half-eaten fruit back on the platter, her eyes seemed to darken as she studied him. “Your balls must be very big Mr—Umm, thu never gave me, thu name.”  
 
    Standing to make his departure, he directed his attention to a huge statue of the Greek God, Apollo to his left. “Tell your husband, I find it very disrespectful, that he conducts business this way. Good day, Mrs. Belle.” Turning to leave he walked straight into a hulking figure.  
 
    The first man, he’d just ran into, stood at least six-five, and weighed over two-hundred sixty pounds. He was dressed in all black, with a visible Bluetooth in his ear, and black Ray Ban sunglasses adorned his muscular face, hiding his glare. The second man, to his right, was in identical attire but wasn’t as menacing. They had their hands in their suit jackets, undoubtfully grasping instruments that caused death.  
 
    “Butch—Gruco, settle down fellas.” A baritone voice sounded from behind the pair.  
 
    At his request, the two men relaxed their hands and stepped to the side. His appearance was contradicting when you compared it to his profession. He stood about five-ten at best. He had deep-set blue eyes, that shocked you at first glance. The scar that ran from the middle of his eyebrow to the middle of his cheek, was what gave him up as a man, that had dirty dealings. His sandy blonde hair was long and curly. Outside of these few attributes, one would never peg him for a Russian drug Caesar.  
 
    Yet, he was one of the most dangerous men on this side of the hemisphere.  
 
    A crooked grin graced his lips as he extended his hand— “Mr. Swanson, pleasure to meet you.”  
 
    Taking his hand in a firm grip Ice-Berg returned the grin. “Berg will be just fine, Swanson sounds so formal, don’t you think?”  
 
    “Berg, you say? As in, ‘Ice-Berg’, the infamous king pen, that the whole state is pissed at for finding a way to piss on the Judicial System? Ice-Berg, the twenty-six-year-old, David Swanson, that lives in a four bedroom, two and half bath, red brick home, located on the outskirts of Denton, Texas, in a small town named, Argyle? The ballsy young man, that possesses a quick trigger finger and a lust for exotic women? Berg, of course.” After revealing to Ice-Berg that he’d done his homework, he turned his gaze to his beautiful wife, who was now applying suntan lotion on her perky breasts  
 
    “Speaking of exotic women—Belle, excuse yourself, my dear wife. You have no place amongst men.”  
 
    She gathered her things and made her exit, but before she could pass Russia called to her. “Wife stand before me.”  
 
    Belle stopped between the four men and stood before him. Palming her naked breasts he began massaging the left one. “Exotic wouldn’t you say, my friend, Berg? A diamond from the North-Western coast of South America. Ecuador, to be exact.” Now pinching her hardened nipples his eyes burned into hers. The pain he was causing her wasn’t evident to the masses, yet the two of them understood its implications. Yet and still, she seemed inured to his actions.  
 
    “Ecuador has an abundance of beautiful things, but please understand my friend, beauty is merely the death of a foolish man. The splendor of our visionary has been our downfall from the beginning of time. Once one obtains beauty, he also obtains a million enemies for everybody desires the beautiful, never knowing that kingdoms has fallen, men have been betrayed, and deaths have followed in its wake. All for the sake of beauty.” With that being said, he kissed her forehead and dismissed her. Then with cold eyes, he turned his sights back to, Ice-Berg. “Now—let’s talk business.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    As Ashford Jordan typed away at the computer keys a funny feeling invaded his senses.  
 
    “Maybe we need to wait for our lawyers return.” Him and Snow were now in the confines of her office, which was actually Antone’s, but Jordan was none the wiser.  
 
    The events that led him to the laptop Snow provided for him was stimulating, as well as deceptive, depending on whose viewpoint one was looking from. It all began once the door to the office closed and secrecy enclosed their dealings. Snow seduced him right out of his trousers. In seconds, she had his dick deep down her throat and his balls clenched lightly.  
 
    “Oh, my God,” he moaned as she rapidly bobbed up and down on his member. His hands became lost in the blonde locks as he gripped her head and fucked her mouth. “Shiii—shittt—my fucking wife—ohhh! She—she’s going to divorce—uhhh, shittt.”  
 
    Snow stared up at him and studied his expression. The pleasure, that radiated from his face, and the pulsating of his penis confirmed her suspicions, he was about to cum.  
 
    “I’m abo—bout to—umm, to cum. Keep going, baby suck it! Suck this dick!” Ecstasy cried from his lips.  
 
    In order to bring her plans to fruition, she slowly slid away from his erect muscle. Yet, he still tried to chase his moment of bliss. She literally had to pry his hands away from her head.  
 
    “What’s the problem?” he wondered.  
 
    Seizing the opportunity Snow stood and straightened her attire. “I have a glorious idea.” She replied as she walked around her desk and opened the Dell laptop computer that rested on top of it.  
 
    She began typing until she accessed what she was looking for. “You do know how to access your own account, don’t you? Or does Justin spoon feed you with your own money?”  
 
    Pride was a beautiful thing because that’s what caused Ashford Jordan the intellectual investor, to make the biggest mistake of his forty-seven years of living. “Spoon feed me? Justin is merely my watch dawg. Yes, he usually handles my legal business, but my money is my money.”  
 
    Snow smiled successfully, but to Mr. Jordan, it was more suggestive. “What do you have in mind?” He asked inquisitively.  
 
    Snow seductively walked over to him and place the computer in his lap. It was a hilarious sight to see the multimillion-dollar investor, with his slacks down at his ankles and a computer in his lap.  
 
    “What better way to invest your money into a lucrative venture and have your cocked sucked all at once?” She whispered as she reclaimed her previous position.  
 
    “Well, I don’t know, Ms. Waynebrook maybe we should wait for-ahhh—Ms. Waynebrook!” He couldn’t even finish his sentence, Snow had his now re-erect penis gripped between her small fist. She jacked him off as she kissed his purplish head.  
 
    Between licks and kisses, she whispered. “That’s—the—account. That—I—” She allowed a few inches into her mouth, held it there, and sucked as she allowed her tongue to taste the precum leaking from his nature. Then she slowly slipped it out of her mouth with a pop. “I want you to transfer the fund to that account.” Snow turns her attention back to the task at hand, she takes him back into her mouth and swallows him whole.  
 
    The speed she applied took him over the edge. Her eyes never left his as his fingers began stroking the keys. Bliss captured his mind, and if he was a stronger man, the account that flashed across the screen would have revealed the meaning of the strange feeling now masked by the essence of euphoria. Everyone knew the Cayman Islands was the safe haven for a crook’s treasures, now it held Brain’s as well, two-point-three million dollars’ worth, to be exact.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Forbidden Attraction 
 
      
 
    Destiny Kendricks’ hadn’t been to a club in almost three years. Why would she? She was a married woman, but between the distress of her parents constant nagging of her never going back to Sa’Mage and Sa’Mage’s consistent calls, she was going crazy. Making it easy to accept her cousins, Tammy and Falisha’s invite to the opening of Club Dreams. Now as she sat at the table with her youngest cousin, Tammy she began to regret her desperate decision.  
 
    Destiny was dressed conservatively, in a yellow Banana Republic tube dress, a pair of four-inch nude stiletto heels, and a yellow head wrap completed her assemble. She watched her eldest relative, Falisha dance with some dude, whose hair was in cornrows.  
 
    “Oooh, she’s so nasty. Look at how her nasty ass is all over that dude,” Tammy said in disdain.  
 
    Destiny laughed out loud. “Leave my girl alone, she’s just getting her groove on.”  
 
    Tammy frowned at her sister. “More like getting her fuck on. So, what’s been going on with you, Mrs. Thang? You are going to divorce that lame, ain’t you?”  
 
    Destiny rolled her eyes. “Aren’t, not ain’t,” she corrected. “I don’t know if I’m divorcing ‘Mage, just yet. I just don’t know! I still love him he’s my—ummm, my situation.” She frowned at the fact that she couldn’t respect calling him her husband. “I just don’t know, right now.”  
 
    Tammy couldn’t stomach her older cousin’s lack of heart. “Bitch, is you crazy? This dude allowed you to be kidnapped by some thug, ass niggas, that coulda killed you. What type of man would allow that shit to take place at home? You need to leave his bitch ass. I always told you, you need a ruff neck in yo’ life.”  
 
    Destiny looked at her cousin like she had two heads. “Tammy maybe that’s why you’re always single. Then when you’re in a relationship, you’re always getting your ass kicked. So, how can you enlighten me about a man, when your definition of one is a bum, that drives a 745 BMW. But, still lives at home with his mother? Girl please, I am a successful arts agent. What would I look like showing up to a gallery with a forty-year-old man who still thinks it’s cool to have his pants hanging off his ass? I’d rather not, Sa’Mage may not be perfect, but he’s all man. You need to get your shit together before you start giving me advice.”  
 
    Tammy couldn’t believe she’d just put her on blast like that. “Now hold up, you stuck up bougie, bitch! I was simply trying to be a friend and offer my advice. You know what? On second thought, you’ve always been spoiled. Always had your nose in the air, like your shit don’t stink. Really tho— really, fuck you, D.”  
 
    Destiny smiled at her relative’s anger. Emotions always told the truth and as she digested Tammy’s words she now understood, why she’d always distanced herself from her female relatives. Jealousy, envy, and hate is a deadly concoction, that will taint the heart of any mu’fucka, who sipped from its essence. Destiny grabbed her Tory Burch clutch purse and stood to leave.  
 
    “I’m sorry, you feel that way, Tam.” Heated tears began to swim in her eyes.  
 
    She placed the oversized square framed pair of Dolce’s on her face before Tammy could have the pleasure of witnessing how much her words affected her.  
 
    Tammy pinched the bridge of her nose as the stress she’d been harboring all week came crashing down. As Destiny began to walk away, Tammy’s heart called out to her, “Des—Des—Des, wait.” Destiny stopped but didn’t turn around. “I’m—I’m, so sorry, cousin. All that stuff I said was emotional baggage that’s been having me PMS’ing. You’ve always been my favorite girl. We’re like sisters I didn’t mean to upset you. It’s just when you made me look at my own situation—I guess, I just lost it. The truth hurts and everything you said about me was true.” Her own tears now clouded her vision.  
 
    “Tam, we’ve never been like sisters. Whether you meant those words or not, words spoken can never be taken back. I won’t hold a grudge, you’re family but it still hurts, because you know how soft my heart is. I forgive you, little cousin.”  
 
    Destiny turned and headed for the door. Just as soon as she was about to make her exit, a waitress cut her off.  
 
    “Excuse me, Miss—I can see, you’re about to leave. But, you have an admirer, who bought this drink for you. He also tipped me very well to make sure you got it, and this note.” She handed Destiny a Sex on the Beach along with a folded napkin.  
 
    “And whom do I owe my appreciation for going this far just to get my attention?” Destiny asked.  
 
    The waitress pointed to the VIP Section, but the table she was pointing to was empty, except for a bucket of ice chilling a bottle of champagne.  
 
    The waitress seemed bewildered. “I swear he was just there—he was—” she stopped short and a smile kissed her lips.  
 
    Destiny stared at her confused and perplexed. The waitress simply pointed indicating someone was behind her. Destiny turned to find a God standing before her. His attire consisted of a burgundy, New Era hat, that sat so low on his head, you could barely see his eyebrows. A burgundy Gucci dress shirt, a pair of white Gucci shorts hanging slightly off his waist, adding edge to his appeal.  
 
    To make his ensemble complete, a four-hundred-and-ninety-dollar pair of Pierre Hardy leather high tops adorned his feet. They were burgundy, with white soles a perfect addition to his outfit. A diamond encrusted key pendant, glistened from the forty-inch Cuban link, hanging admirably from his neck. But, it was the two-tone Aviator shades concealing his eyes, that enflamed curiosity as they studied one another.  
 
    “Um, thanks for the drink and the ughh—” she stared at the folded napkin. “The umm—napkin.”  
 
    The God smiled at her. The bottom row of his teeth was an indication that thirty racks was nothing to fuck off. Normally, mouth jewelry was a complete turn off for Destiny, but this God standing before her was putting on for the black brothers. His aura couldn’t be denied. Destiny took a ladylike sip from her glass. Usually, she didn’t indulge in drinking anything other than a glass or two of wine, but the night held her captive and she desperately needed an escape from her thoughts.  
 
    “I’m usually not a man of many words, but from the moment I set eyes on you tonight. I knew I had to step outside of my sense of ordinary if I wanted to get your attention. My truths are either going to scare you away, or you’ll simply respect me for my realism.” He broke the silence.  
 
    Due to the music being loud Destiny couldn’t understand what he was saying, she stepped closer allowing the stranger into her space. “I couldn’t understand you over the music. What did you say?”  
 
    The stranger gently wrapped his arm around her waist and slightly pulled her into him. Before she could protest his lips were lightly brushing against her ear as he whispered words into her soul, causing her to become confused, wet, and appalled.  
 
    “Ever since I kissed you there, I’ve found it hard to control my nature. Maybe it’s the animal in me that has me fiending for your essence and yearning for your attention. I don’t know what it is, but that night you stared into my eyes, I knew you felt it too.”  
 
    All at once, fear, and pleasure stirred a hurricane inside of her. The voice, the height, his aura. It was the same attributes she’d been analyzing in her dreams. The same attributes causing her to question her sanity. In sequence, the glass slipped from her hand, the room became too small, her fear became morbid and recognition evaded her senses. Her knees became weak as her mental began to overwork itself.  
 
    She wanted to scream but knew she wouldn’t be heard over the loud, obscene music.  
 
    Her thoughts ran wild. ‘Why didn’t I just stay home? What does he want? Is he here to finish me off? Why is my pussy so damn wet?’  
 
    The stranger could feel her tremors as they raced through her body. He basked in her fear, lust, and realization. It angered him, that even after he’d kill a man for touching her, she still felt the need to fear him.  
 
    “Ms. Lady—please don’t fear me. My gangsterisms has so many boundaries when it comes to you. I’d never hurt you and if nobody else knows that truth, you should.”  
 
    Destiny moved with caution, as she unwrapped herself from his embrace. To her surprise, he didn’t put up the least bit of resistance. Surprising even herself, she slowly reached up and slid his stunna shades off his face. As she gazed into his exotic colored eyes, heat rushed to her cheeks, and her mind took her back to the dimly lit room she shared with a dead man.  
 
    Standing before her was none other than her kidnapper, her savior, the man that killed for her.  
 
    “Look—I know this shit seems crazy, maybe even sick. But, I can’t get you off my mind—” He never finished his sentence.  
 
    ‘Poow!’ Destiny slapped him so hard his thoughts became unscrupulous. “Do you have any fucking idea what you’ve done to my world? Do you think this is some type of amusement to your juvenile ego?” She stared at him incredulously. “Is this some type of game? Are you some type of amateur or something? This is unbelievable!”  
 
    The stranger eyed her intensely rubbing the spot she’d just assaulted. He tried to bring some rationality to a situation, that couldn’t be explained after the sin was already committed. “Dig this, lady—I know, that I could—”  
 
    ‘Smack!’ Another slap caused fire to ignite in his eyes. His first instinct was to grab her by the throat and squeeze the fire outta her, but common sense saved him and her from his animalistic nature.  
 
    “Don’t—ever put your fucking hands on me like that. I understand you’re upset. In all honesty, I don’t even know why I’m standing here admitting my identity to the one mu’fucka, that can get me five to ninety-nine years. It’s just that I can’t—I can’t get you—man, fuck this punk shit.” He pushed passed her and walked out into the night.  
 
    Destiny stood motionless. “Excuse me, Ms. are you, okay?” A slim, brown-skinned brother asked, as his gaze traveled from her to the shattered glass giving reality to a nightmare she was desperately trying to awake from.  
 
    “Huh, what did you say?” she questioned perplexed.  
 
    “I asked if you were alright,” the brown-skinned brother repeated. 
 
    Destiny knew she must’ve looked like the dead, yet she asked the rhetorical question anyway. “Yes, I’m okay. But, why do you ask?”  
 
    The man thought before he spoke. ‘Maybe I shouldn’t have stopped for this, Sista. It’s apparent she’s a couple fries short of a happy meal.’ “Well—you’re blocking the exit, with a crazed look on your face, and shattered glass at your feet. Not to mention, you have tears running down your pretty face.”  
 
    Destiny placed her hands to her face. She had no idea, she’d allowed rain to fall from her eyes. “Oh my, God—I can just imagine how crazy, I must look. It’s just that—oh, never mind. I’ll be okay.” Destiny turned on her heels and did the stupidest thing she’d ever done in her twenty-six years of living. She ran after her kidnapper.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Assata reversed his G-5 Benz truck into the only empty parking space available. It was a beautiful, Sunday evening in the nutty city of Denton, Texas. Fred Moore park or ‘Fred Mo’ as natives called it was packed to capacity, with ballers, gangstas, women, and children. Assata sat reclined inside the spacious luxury vehicle as six clarion screens illuminated the tinted windows.  
 
    MO3’s newest hit ‘Always Be’ blasted from the eighteen-inch speakers, causing the reclined butterscotch seat to massage his muscular back. All eyes focused on the twenty-six-inch big heads glistening under the radiance of the sun.  
 
    “Naw, I can’t cuff no hoe and damn, sho I ain’t wifin’ shit/ if it ain’t just ‘G’ down yo’ throat, then yo’ chips is all I can get/dig this-you gone hold me down bitch, when times get this/you gone be around if I go broke and I can’t buy you shit—” he sang along with the verse.  
 
    Every nigga in the park glared at the luxury machinery encasing the gangsta’s orbit. Niggas knew how the God that sat behind tint fucked around. He was the typa nigga, that would push a nigga’s wig back for disrespecting him, then attend the same nigga’s funeral simply to pay respects to the man’s family. Not to mention, his squabble game was fierce. Him and Shy’s rep spoke for itself, even after Shy’s demise.  
 
    Even though Assata moved solo, niggas still treaded lightly, while in his cipher. Every bitch present felt the power he radiated. His presence sent tension, hate, lust, as well as fear in the atmosphere. Yet, regardless of what was going on around him, he reclined unfazed, ruling his emotions. The truest sense of a black man flowed from his pores fearless like the men of the Mandingo Tribe. His presence heightened the moment.  
 
    About fifty feet from the truck four young women, stood to the side of the basketball court, watching as sweaty niggas ran up and down the pavement doing their best impersonations of the And-1 Mixtape. Jazzy stood out amongst the foursome. Her skin looked as if she’d been tanning under the sun on an exotic island. His eyes changed colors as she stared out at the aggressiveness being exuded on the blacktop. Her plump ass and shapely thighs filled out the pair of stretch Oscar Delarenta Jeans that hugged her every curve, to top it all off the fact that, she knew she was a boss bitch sealed the deal.  
 
    Marcella her best friend elbowed her. “Um, bitch, ain’t, that your boy’s truck over there?”  
 
    Turning to get a better look Jazzy’s eyes became slits as she observed a thick, dark-skinned girl leaning into the driver’s side window. Even though, her and Assata wasn’t an item she couldn’t stop the feeling surging through her. Jealousy was an uncomfortable force when speaking in terms of someone, who one feels should belong to them. Although, Assata wouldn’t so much as kiss her lips ever since the emotional night at her brother’s grave, they’d been vibin’ on the phone day and night.  
 
    To her, that meant progress in the right direction. This only made her feel bad about communicating with his enemy, Nutz. It wasn’t like they were doing anything. Nutz was just her playa potna, that she’d always be cool with because he was a real nigga. But she knew Assata wouldn’t dig that he’s always been a protective man. He would never respect a female associating with another nigga. Friends or not. In his eyes, she might as well had been fuckin’ him, cause ultimately that’s where it would lead.  
 
    Since she didn’t belong to either man, she didn’t see a problem, kickin’ it with a nigga. She was bossy and would never carry herself like a hoe.  
 
    “Yeah, that’s Assata, but he’s not my boy,” she replied rolling her eyes at her girl.  
 
    She turned her attention back to the game, but she wasn’t fooling anyone let alone herself.  
 
    Marcella continued staring as the chocolate girl flirted with Assata. Her shorts were so short her ass cheeks practically hung out of them.  
 
    “Tasteless, bitch,” she murmured.  
 
    Gracy made the third wheel of the foursome. “Hump, you ain’t never lied, girl.” She added gazing at the G-5 lustfully. Six pairs of eyes landed on her. “What?” She exclaimed noticing the gaze. “Jazzy, telling the truth, he ain’t no boy. That nigga, Assata’s—all man with his black ass.” She looked at Jazzy. “I’ll snatch his crazy ass up if you don’t want him, Jaz.”  
 
    “Bihhh, please, I have the best friend privilege. So, I get dibs on his sexy ass first,” Marcella interjected.  
 
    Laughter escaped everyone except, Jazz. Ignoring their banter, she reluctantly, returned her gaze to the chocolate girl now sliding into the passenger’s side of the truck. Enough was enough, it seemed as if her feet had a mind of their own, as she made her move in their direction.  
 
    “Jazz, where you going?” Tessa fourth and most diplomatic of the group asked.  
 
    Marcella laughed, “Shid, she going to get her man,” she said as she began taking off her earrings.  
 
    Assata was just about to put the truck in drive when the passenger door flew open.  
 
    “What the fuck?” Chocolate exclaimed staring at the cinnamon-skinned, beauty, interrupting her flow.  
 
    “No offense, cutie, but you have to raise up outta this truck,” Jazzy said.  
 
    Chocolate stared at her thinking she needed to simply go away. Noticing this girl’s disregard Jazzy decided to take another approach, “Bitch, if you don’t get your fake, Kelly Rowland, lookin’ ass up outta this truck, I’m going to snatch yo—”  
 
    ‘Baamm!’ Before her sentence could be completed, the chocolate girl shot a quick one to her lips.  
 
    “Bitch, back the fuck up off, me.”  
 
    At that moment all hell broke loose. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Destiny stood outside the nightclub staring bewilderedly into the night. ‘Where could he have disappeared to that quickly?’ Just as the question entered her mind, a black BMW 645Ci pulled to the curb about four feet in front of her. The valet stepped from the 6-series coupe and awaited the owner.  
 
    From behind her, a baritone voice caused her to get nervous. “Curiosity is a strange notion, sometimes it can be a good thang, and other times it can be bad.”  
 
    “Well, in this case, which is it good or bad?” she countered.  
 
    Her strange addiction stepped from behind her, and over to the valet holding his door open.  
 
    “Good lookin’, homie.” He reached inside his pocket and pulled out a bankroll. He peeled fifty from the huge stack of his bills and handed it to the young attendant.  
 
    “Preciate it, O.G. A nigga need this.”  
 
    Nodding his head as a response Nuts turnt his attention back to Destiny. “You come here with somebody?”  
 
    Destiny simply stood there and stared at him. Her heart and mind were at war. Sanity and insanity danced to the melodies of rationality’s limits. Without taking her eyes off of him, even though she was scared shitless.  
 
    Destiny walked to the passenger door and opened it. “Rather good or bad curiosity has gotten the best of me.” She slid into the seventy-thousand-dollar car. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Assata vs. Nutz 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    “Ooooh, shit Ass—ata—shiss damn, nigga. It ooouu, it feels like you—oouuu, fu—take it.” She sang as she slid up and down my thick eight and half-inch dick.  
 
    My mind wasn’t even with this bitch. Until the moment, lil’ mama leaned forward, placed her hands on both sides of my head, her face in the crook of my neck, and started popping her pussy all crazy. The God lost it, I’m not one of them lame ass niggas that be tellin’ a bitch how good her pussy is—making shit up. If the pussy good, it’s good, if it ain’t I’ma tip the hoe for effort and be in the wind.  
 
    But, shorty had me grippin’ her ass cheeks and biting her neck. Isolating her upper body she used her lower half to take a nigga to the place that made the strongest of niggas soft. Six raised herself up, she slid off my dick, until she had only half of it inside of her treasure, and just like that she worked me into a crazed frenzy. All the while, I was trying to pull that ass all the way back down to the base of this dick.  
 
    Lady was adamant about driving a nigga crazy. She did her, so I did me. I begin driving upwards. This only enhanced the feeling of pleasure surging through a nigga. 
 
    “Damn, ma.” I finally growled. “You tryna make a nigga wife you or sumtin’?”  
 
    What I do that for? She slid off me with the quickness and took me in her mouth. My shit hit the back of her throat. Lil’ mama didn’t take her eyes off mine as she swallowed my spirit. Bitch sucked my soul from my body.  
 
    After my shit eased Six licked her lips and used her tongue to wipe the last drop of cum that oozed from my nature. She kissed the head and got up without saying a word. I watched her two ass cheeks bounce, as she walked into the bathroom that was adjoined to her room. She didn’t close the door, so I had a clear view as she sat on the toilet and pissed.  A nigga had to smile at her audacity. The bitch was a live female and definitely a paper chaser.  
 
    She was a yellow bone, long hair don’t care chick, with a light blush of freckles kissing her face. Her chestnut colored eyes sealed the deal. Standing 5’7 and weighing one-hundred, seventy pounds made her just my kind of bitch. She was a dancer at Club Pearls the way her curvaceous frame worked the stage, elevated her to the status of being ‘that bitch’ of the establishment.  
 
    After wiping her pussy and washing her freshly manicured hands, she made her way back to the bed with a soapy warm towel. She strode her sexy ass over to me, took my flaccidness into her hand, and began wiping me down. I reached over to the nightstand, grabbed the half-smoked blunt and lighter, and put flame to the drow as my mental strayed once again. All I could think about was Jazzy’s lil’ sexy ass.  
 
    Why she had to come back? Okay—I’m trippin’, I know she had to come back to show love to, fam. But, why she had to come back so grown—so womanly? See a nigga will fuck a hoe all day long, but when that one bitch comes around, that one bitch, a nigga knows is built to last. That one, that stands on loyalty and morale, a nigga will change the game for her. That shit is rare and Jazzy stirred something in me that no other bitch had before.  
 
    Noticing, my mental wasn’t with her, Six did what most women do when they felt neglected.  
 
    “Assata,” she whined. “What’s it gonna take for you to leave this street shit behind? It’s not like you hurting for loot or nothing, even if you was you know I got you.”  
 
    I allowed the potent weed smoke to escape my lungs before, I answered. “Look, ma, we’ve been down this road befo’. You, know, how I rock out here. The grit is where you met me, but now that the dick hitting the right spots yo’ emotions tryna guide you, and you wanna house a nigga.” The frown on lil’ one’s face, let me know she wasn’t diggin’ my gangsterism’s, but she had to respect what was real.  
 
    “Say I ‘G’ for you, Six. You’re everything a street nigga dreams of in regard of a good bitch. I also need you to understand this shit ain’t no fantasy. This life I’m living ain’t one I chose, it chose me and at any moment, I could catch a slug to my face.” 
 
    Six never took her eyes from her task. The warm towel felt good against my skin, as she lifted my nuts and cleaned me completely. The tension in her body told me, she didn't like where my spiel was headed. As I reached down and grabbed the half-smoked blunt on the dresser. I could see the rain forming in the wells of her eyes. She stood in front of me holding the wet towel in the palm of her hand. Without hesitation, she grabbed the blunt from my hand and rolled her eyes in frustration, but I shook that shit off and further explained my mindset. 
 
    “At any moment, Allah becomes tired of my hustle. I can end up in front of a judge facing five to ninety-nine. With them type of numbers, how much love will you hold for me then, ma?” Snatching the blunt out of her hand, I took a deep pull from the gut, before blowing the smoke in her direction. “None, you know why? Cause nobody gives a fuck ‘bout a nigga when his time is up. When a nigga time expires so does the love. So, tell me Six, why you keep comin’ at me with this leave the streets shit? You gone take care of me, while I’m caged up doing thirty to forty-five years and the loot gone?” 
 
    “Yes, I will,” she proclaimed. 
 
    “Fuck outta here, lady. Let me ask you this and I want a true answer. What would make you betray me, love?”  
 
    Six flung the towel at my chest and tears ran down her face. “You know what, Assata, fuck you. All I ever tried to do was show and prove to you, that I’m nothin’ like these other hoes out here. You already know dick nor money moves me. I’m a woman, that works for my own shit. I know how to play with my pussy better than any nigga can fuck me. All you know about me is what I reveal. You have no fuckin’ idea, Assata. Honestly, I’m not ‘bout to sit here, and try to convince you of my loyalty.”  
 
    Rage shone in the liquid fire racing down her face, as she tried to get her point across. “And, boo, just for the record the life you’re living is the life you’re choosing to live. You may not have chosen it, but you’ve become just like every other nigga, that lives in it, institutionalized in the stigma of the hustle. The only reason you may catch a bullet to the face, or for God to become tired of your hustle is because you caught the disease every nigga before you and with you has contracted. You don’t know when enough is enough.”  
 
    I stared at her through glassy eyes. The look painting my face spoke volumes. Six rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I am a stripper, Assata. Yeah, I display my body for niggas, that only recognize me by my ass and titties, but when it’s time to quit. I bet you I won’t have to be told twice.”  
 
    I sat up. “When is enough gonna be enough, Six?” I stood to retrieve my belongings. I looked down at the beautiful woman that had tears drying on her pretty face. “I know that you attend the University and shit, but you're stripping because you want to, ma. You could have any job—there’s plenty of jobs that don't require you degrading yourself, for niggas that put a price tag on you.  
 
    “You know a nigga will help you if you need it, but Beyoncé got you on this other shit. Dig this, Six, Beyoncé has a nigga that she’d never cross. Beyoncé has been rich half her life. She’s never had to experience the typa shit we have. So, who are we to blessings? I’m just saying, love, when it comes to decisions we all have a few to make.” I put my clothes on and smashed out. 
 
    After leaving Six’s spot, I had some heavy shit on my mind. Yeah, I was driving a G-5 and had a pearl white MBZ CL-550 parked in the driveway of a two hunnid thousand-dollar home. Yeah, I rested my head on fluffy pillows and lavished myself with satin sheets, but a nigga got lonely at night. Every boss nigga knows you can’t bring any typa bitch into your lion’s den. That’s the main reason, one side of my king size Egyptian sculpted bed stayed cold at night.  
 
    It was mad dangerous inviting strangers into your home. A nigga never knows the caliber of the bitch he loving on until he wakes up to find a masked gunman with a semi-automatic weapon aimed at his face. So, I protected my sanctuary with keen judgment and a reclusive perspective. I knew I couldn't live like that forever, but I was addicted to the kitchen. I couldn't explain the rush, I felt when I ran up on a nigga with that banana shoota. It was just the life for me.  
 
    All my niggas lived on the edge. The street shit was our religion, and we were thick as thieves. It started out with four of us, but now that my ace, Shy had returned to the soil, that left me, Gusto, and Strange. Three the hard way. Gusto was a straight killa. He actually enjoyed bustin’ a nigga’s shit. He was a pretty boy, nigga with a crazy ass murder game. With the ladies, he was even deadlier. 
 
    I mean that literally because my nigga was cursed with what we called them alphabets—H.I.V. Yet, he wasn't out there passing it around like it’s cool. He was just doing him living every night like he might not see the morning. 
 
    As for Strange, he was a live wire from Fort Worth, Texas. But, he was real quiet-like, almost a mute. He was real observant and believed strongly in family values.  
 
    Strange was a tall, black ass nigga, with one green eye and the other dark brown, hence the name Strange. But those was my niggas. I trusted them and no one else. 
 
    Six had my head twisted. She wanted more than I could give. Plus, I was thinking about other shit. I couldn't believe that pussy ass nigga, Nutz was violating the game like that. That nigga had to be foolish to think he could slide through my side of town and not face the music. 
 
    We had been long-time enemies since we were lil’ niggas. I was reppin' the Kreek, Piru territory, B.I.P Bleed in Peace, O.G. Rusta. This nigga Nutz was bred of Hic Street and everybody knew those whack ass niggas repped five-deuce Hoova.  
 
    Him being spotted on my side of town created a conflict of interest. Even without the ongoing beef of our hoods, our most intimate grievance against each other, derived from the most common element that set flame to beef—a bitch! The very object of my fantasies to be exact.  
 
    Jazzy and Shy had to move out of the hood with their pops somewhere on the other side of town. They had switched schools and errythang. They ended up going to Denton High, that’s where the majority of them fuck niggas of Hic Street went. Shy ended up coming back to the block with his T-Jones ‘cause he was putting on for the hood and his pops wasn’t feeling him getting his ‘G’ on.  
 
    His old man was a devout Muslim so that shit didn’t blow over too well, but Jazzy found a home there. It just so happened, that the sucka Nutz went to D.H.S as well. Even though he was three years older than her, he and Jazzy started fuckin’ around. If it wasn’t bad enough for her to be fuckin’ around with a nigga from the other side. I flipped out when she started bringin’ the sucka to the block.  
 
    In the end, he had to take that bullshit ‘98 Seville to the shop, ‘cause, I hit that bitch with eight fireballs. This only made shit between us worse. I’m from the dirt with this gangsta shit, so I fed the flame. I’ve always G’d for lil’ one. Jazzy has always been the type of female a real nigga dreamed about. She just needed a real nigga to love her. His mother was a fiend, and her pops was a good dude who just made mistakes. She coulda been like the rest of these bum bitches and used her pussy to catch a boss, but baby girl desired more outta life. She’s one of the few females from the ruts that finished high school. If that wasn’t enough she ain’t got fifteen, or twenty niggas, that can testify how good or bad her pussy is.  
 
    She attended college in Cali and has always walked the loyal line. She didn’t know, I sent a bankroll every month through her brother just to make sure she was good. She deserved it. Yet, even with all that said I’d never fuck with her heart. I know, I won’t do shit but destroy it. I’m not ready for that lovey-dovey shit. So, I let her do her. She deserved her happiness.  
 
    My nigga Shy used to tell me, “Bro, I see the way you be lookin’ at my lil’ sis. Bro, you, my Ru and she’s been loving you since the sandbox. Do y’all—just don’t hurt my blood, fam.” He made me promise not to pursue her until I was ready to settle down. Needless to say, I locked it in and till this day my word is still solid.  
 
    Make a long story short, before she left for Cali she broke it off with Nutz pussy ass, but somehow word got back to him, that she did so for me. That shit was a fabrication, but truth ain’t a factor amongst enemies. It was simply another reason to aim at each other’s head. Now, the hood was in an uproar and had been since Shy’s death. Hollow tips had been flying and blood had been spilled.  
 
    We lost some dear niggas and they lost even more. Shit ain’t safe it’s going down any and everywhere. So, now I’m checking the magazine on my Mac 11, preparing to get my hands dirty. Playboy shoulda ran the light, kuz it’s what just caused him his life. Word ‘round town was that Ice-Berg had a hand in Shy’s bloodshed. Blessed be his soul.  
 
    “I told you, Shy. I’m gonna murder all them, bitch niggas! Red Rum Ru.” With that pledge, I speeded the G-5 in front of the nigga’s Audi, throwin’ the whip in park.  
 
    I hopped out, it was about to be fourth of July, in the middle of March death on this pussy ass nigga. I didn’t notice the bitch in the passenger seat until the hollows began singing that tune. Fuck it, she gotta get it too! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Nutz~ 
 
      
 
    I was sitting at the light feelin’ like a boss should. Rolling in my baby the Audi R8 Coupe. It ran a nigga ‘bout one-hundred thirty-four stacks and some change. That’s not including the loot, I laid out on the deuce-fours, the five flat screens, and the eighteens beating so hard in the trunk it felt like, I was going to crack the asphalt. To compliment my status, I had one of the baddest bitches sitting sideways on the passenger seat. This bitch was bad. She stood ‘bout 5’5, with short curly hair, that wouldn’t fit any other female except her, and a body outta this world. Her slanted grey eyes was covered by an exclusive pair of bubble eyed Gucci shades.  
 
    Her head was bobbin’ to the sounds of Tink’s new hit, ‘Bonnie and Clyde’ stuntin’ with the boss. Baby girl's name was, Jazzy. She was from the Kreek, but I met her back in my lil’ nigga days. She had a nigga gone from first impression. I once thought we had something real, but there was a conflict of interest that couldn’t be ignored.  
 
    A conflict of interest by the name of, Assata. That pussy boy acted like him and his team’s guns was the only ones that clapped. I had seen Assata slump a nigga in broad daylight, but that didn’t faze me. We went from squabblin’ as lil’ niggas to bustin’ at each other as teens. All in all, there was no way we could coexist. Someone had to return to the earth and since my two seeds needed me to show them how to be men, dude had to be the one to die.  
 
    ‘Yeah, I'ma slump his ass,’ I decided. 
 
    Finally, the light turned green. “Man, what the fuck?” I screamed as I pulled off.  
 
    A black on black G-5 Benz truck on some gold big heads cut me off. Caught off guard my mind didn’t register what was going on until two clues snapped me back to reality quick.  
 
    The only thing going through my mind was, “Damn—who gonna take care of my sons?” 
 
    In sequence Jazzy uttered. “Oh shit, Nutz, that’s Assata’s truck,” she panicked.  
 
    Then out stepped the devil himself. He swiftly slid out the driver’s seat, and even though the Dallas Mavericks fitted sat dangerously sideways on his head, it never came off. What finally brought self-preservation into play was when I notice the big Mac11 he was aiming my way. The clip was so long it made the whole gun look fake. I threw the R8 into reverse and tried to get the fuck outta there, but I guess Assata had other plans.  
 
    Hollow points came spitting at me in a hail of fire. The windshield shattered and glass showered me and lil’ mama. I ducked down attempting my escape. I jacked the wheel hard to the right in order to turn this bitch around and that’s when shit went bad for a nigga. Assata ran towards us letting his murder game speak for him. The fucked-up part is that I couldn’t get to my tool. Unfortunately, turning the wheel like I’d just done, fucked me rather than helped.  
 
    My side of the whip was exposed to the slaughter. That was a big mistake, because first, my shoulder exploded, then my left arm. I could hear Jazzy screaming hysterically.  
 
    “Drive, Nutz, get us the fuck outta here.” This bitch couldn’t have noticed I was hit.  
 
    Finally, getting the whip back in drive. I crashed my foot on the pedal and worked the wheel. With an open shoulder and leaking arm, I got us the fuck outta the storm. Before I could give thanks to the Heavens, I took one more hit to the thigh. Thank God for small blessings, because it coulda been my head. Four minutes later, we were speeding down Moore Street. I don’t know which situation caused it, but two things transpired seconds after I thought we was clear. 
 
    I looked in the rear-view mirror and low and behold, the Devil had caught up to us again. The G-5 was fast approaching and all of a sudden my whole right side locked up on me. Dizziness hit me hard, and as I started losing control, the wheel followed suit. My whole side felt like it was on fire and to make shit worse this hoe wouldn’t stop screaming in my mu’fuckin’ ear.  
 
    All I remember is the impact that the collision with the fire hydrant had. I remember feeling blood pour from the gash on my forehead then staring down the barrel of death. 
 
    Click—click—click!  
 
    The bitch ass nigga ran out of bullets. A small smile crept on my lips as the sound of Denton's finest tainted the air. No doubt they were on the way to me—then blackness! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Hunter~ 
 
      
 
    That motherfucker made a fool of the entire Bureau of Investigations, the DEA, and the ATF. The last I heard the prick of a district attorney, that blew the case is now flipping burgers at the local burger joint. The son-of-a-bitch made history with the stunt he pulled. The County of Denton was still facing heat and the Bureau was still under scrutiny. It’s all a fucking faux pas. It makes our great state look like a paradise for crooks to migrate. It makes us look incompetent. I am in an alliance with the Federal Bureau and the higher-ups are having a shit fest behind this fucker’s disrespect.  
 
    So, I am after him diligently. At this moment, I found myself at, yet another violent crime scene. So, far there had been forty-eight shell casings retrieved within a two-block radius. Not including the three that was lucky enough to leave marks. Shame that the shooter didn’t have much of an aim, because if he’d been a little more in control. He would’ve done us a big favor by ridding the city of the scum, that was carried away on the stretcher.  
 
    “Hey, there Hunter, how’s it going, buddy?” A local cop by the name of Adams acknowledged as he walked up beside me.  
 
    I continued to stare at the bullet-riddled Audi. “Beautiful car—” I grunted.  
 
    This got a snicker or two from the blue. He obviously caught the pun, intended. Seeing as I didn’t join in on the laughter Adams composed himself and cleared his throat.  
 
    “So, what brings the detective with the brass balls to a crime scene, that won’t even make the front page? Last I heard you had your own practice, and you were running interface with the Bureau, along with some hot shots that work with you. Word around the station was that you and your colleague are the modern-day Alex Cross and Sampson, from those James Patterson novels.” 
 
    “Media gossips, Adams. I heard the gossip as well, I just take it in stride. The partner in question isn’t a partner at all. Her name is Detective Winslet and she’s a Fort Worth homicide detective who helps me from time to time.” My gaze returned to the punctures in the side of the Audi. There was one thing that became clear to me the perp elucidated his actions. He didn’t intend for, Mr. Swanson to walk away from his car. I watched as the crime scene tech approached me.  
 
    “Detective, I got something I think you might need to see.” As I turned to walk away, “Hunter!” Someone called my name.  
 
    I turned my head to Detective Winslet. “Detective Hunter.” She strolled over to us with a sense of pride in her stride.  
 
    We acknowledged each other with handshakes, then her eyes went to Adams. He extended his hand in a friendly gesture.  
 
    “Adams, D.P.D.”  
 
    Never the rude the epitome of savoir-faire, Winslet gripped his hand in a feminine, yet firm shake. “Winslet, D.P.D as well.”  
 
    A moment of maladroit silence passed before Winslet spoke. “I’ve been a detective for this precinct for four years now. I know damn near every officer on our force, including the chief, Lonny Flemington. I don’t believe our paths ever crossed.”  
 
    Adams smiled a handsome smile. “It’s probably because I recently returned from a five-year tour. Since you’ve only been here for four years, it’s no wonder we’re not familiar with one another. Yet, before I was called to duty, I walked the beat for six years at this very precinct.”  
 
    Winslet turned her gaze to me. “Which explains how you two seem so chummy.”  
 
    I shrugged, “Hey, he’s been around.” I laughed as her face became flushed.  
 
    That’s what she gets for throwing her experience around. So, what do you have for me, Detective? I inquired as I recalled the way she approached.  
 
    As if, she was just remembering a smile crept onto her lips. She pulled a small notepad out of her back pocket and opened it to the section she desired, but before she spoke, her eyes went from me back to Adams. This reminded me of the disappointment I owed the young man. “Adams, from this moment on. This case is of federal importance. The victim is under the scope by the bureau, we can’t have D.P.D interfering with our investigation. So, if you’d be so kind, would you please excuse me and my partner? We have things to discuss—privately. The modern-day Alex Cross and John Sampson—remember?”  
 
    The officer grinned, then asked, “What do I tell the Captain, when he asks why me and the boys pulled out of the investigation?”  
 
    As if on cue, a brown Crown Vic pulled up and out stepped two plain-clothed men. You could tell who they were before the tallest of the two flashed his I.D.  
 
    “F.B.I, I’m Agent Crawford and this is my partner, James O'Malley.” He then turned his eyes to me. “Detective Hunter, you mind briefing us on the situation with our boy?”  
 
    “Not at all, Crawford.” I then turned to Adams. “Tell the Captain, we’ll be in touch.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    What Else I Gotta Do! 
 
      
 
    “Give me that honey looove/there’s something in your eyes, baby,/it’s telling me that you want me baby/tonight is your night/and you don’t have to ask for nothing/I’ll give you everything you need/so giiirrl don’t be shy/ooooh, child/baby come inside/oooh/turn down the lights, there is something that I want from you/Right noooow/Give me that honey loooove/that sweet, sweet love—" 
 
    R. Kelly crooned from the surround sound echoing from the club’s high-tech stereo system. The thick diva commanding the stage had the entire club hypnotized. The lights were completely off. The strobe light that danced across the stage was the only illumination used for her act. Glitter saturated her flawless skin, a pair of glow in the dark, cat-like contacts shined from under her long lashes. I was completely naked except for my glow in the dark G-string.  
 
    The clear six-inch stilettos I wore made my ass cheeks poke out further than they already were. But, it was the ten-foot Albino Boa constrictor, I danced with that made my act Class A material. There is nothing more seductive than a bad bitch with a tropical snake. It all exuded from my eroticism. Erotically I danced with the music, as dollar bills rained down on me from every angle. Yet, I was oblivious to the downpour.  
 
    Like a lioness, I stalked my prey. As my green eyes landed on the entrée of my desires. I rolled my belly like a professional belly dancer. All the way down I rolled and swayed until I was on my knees in this same position. Then I crawled over to my delicacy. He was seated at the far end of the stage. Diamonds glistened from his neck, ears, wrists, and mouth.  
 
    Gossip amongst the strippers was that he was a true bred from New York with a lot of loot to fuck up. Like a goddess, I positioned myself directly in front of him. Our eyes met through the darkness the boa gently constricted, as it crawled outward towards the man of the hour.  
 
    Unfazed by the serpent he never took his eyes away from mine. As I switched positions I placed my pedicured feet on each side of the stage, with my legs spread, as I sat my juicy pussy in the out-of-towner’s face. Even through the darkness, he was able to see the wetness glistening from my partially exposed feminine lips.  
 
    ‘Let’s go to the mall baby/I’ll pick you up around three/don’t you worry about a thaang.’ R. Kelly continued serenading the atmosphere.  
 
    As if, the snake knew what to do it slithered down my belly making its descent to my garden of Eden. As if we were the only two present, I allowed my hands to fondle my C-cup breasts. I passed my navel and the head of the boa hovered slightly above my treasure. Its tongue tasted the sweaty air, as its red eyes studied its surroundings.  
 
    Anticipation thickened the air, as I used my right index finger to travel down my thighs until it landed upon my engorged clitoris. I massaged it gently moaning in self-pleasure. Four minutes before the end of my act, I decided to take it to the next level. The snake slid his head under my G-string as I pulled the thin material to the side exposing my freshly waxed pussy. The snake tasted my ecstasy, as a long moan escaped from my lips, and cum shot from my essence. Without warning my nectar splashed against his lips.  
 
    Once the song ended I righted myself and crawled over to the New Yorker.  
 
    I used my fingers and smeared cum over his lips before saying, “Meet me at the exit in fifteen minutes.” Quickly, but with flair, I made my departure.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    As I walked into the dressing room after my set. The life of what I yearn to escape hit me straight in the face. First came the now familiar smell of sweat and a hundred different perfumes. Then all eyes focused on me. I could feel jealousy all around me.  
 
    ‘These hoes are so lame. Ever since I started at this bitch ass club these hoes been hating on me.’ I thought. 
 
     As I walked over to my station, my eyes landed on the dingy bitch that had her sweaty ass cheeks in my chair.  
 
    “Isis, I’m not in the mood for your bullshit, tonight. So, please just get out of my seat.”  
 
    The bitch gave me a look like I was bothering her, then turned her attention back to Honey. The girl stationed next to me. “As I was saying, girl, before I was rudely interrupted by this nobody—” she began but that is as far as she made it before my tolerance ran out.  
 
    Straight to her eye is where my fist landed. But, it was the hook I sent to her temple, that made the bitch get some sense and guard her grill.  
 
    “Bitch, I said get out of my seat!” No time to waste, I reached over, grabbed a fist full of the hussie’s weave, and drug her airheaded ass out of my chair. I guess she had no other choice, but to begin swinging wildly.  
 
    So, with my free hand, I went to work on that ass. My uppercuts slowed her ass down real fast. I thought the bitch was getting tired and truthfully, I was too. I released the hoe’s fake ass hair and landed one more blow before she could raise her head all of the way up. That will show a bitch that a true Dallas bitch is real about her shit.  
 
    Then, ‘Baam!’ The bitch swung a wild, ugly hay-maker dazing me. Then the hoe charged me, that move wasn’t one she should’ve made. Our impact drove us into the vanity behind me. The Mexican girl, that was standing there had to rush out of the way to avoid getting run over. 
 
    “Aagghhh,” I groaned as my back crashed into the mirror shattering the glass.  
 
    Jagged pieces rained down on us. Luckily it didn’t cut us until I snatched up a nice size piece and slashed the bitch across her fugly face. She screamed and grabbed her wound. Blood poured from her face like a faucet. She began screaming hysterically. I commenced to putting my foot in her ass. Out of my peripheral, I saw the intentions of ‘Wet-Wet’ another dancer I didn’t much care for.  
 
    Her and Isis are road dawgs, so I knew she was fucked up about the ass whooping I was giving her. But, right as I was about to give her, her chance.  
 
    My best friend, Mi’Shay stepped up to the plate. “Bitch, if you try anything other than standing still. I’m going to beat that ass.”  
 
    Everybody knew Mi’Shay meant every word. Bitches around here feared her, she was known inside and outside of the club for beating a bitch. Finally, Isis fell to the ground, then another problem occurred. The door to the dressing room flew open. Bull and Gucci stepped in, Bull was one of the many bouncers that ran security, but Gucci was the owner.  
 
    He stood with a toothpick hanging from his mouth. Gucci looked from me, then to Isis who was still on the ground moaning and holding her face. Then he turned his eye to the destruction left behind from our mayhem.  
 
    In his deep southern drawl he said. “Now, I’m not concerned about how much it’ll cost to fix Isis’s face. Hell, I’m not even concerned about why the fuck you bitches have problems. What I am concerned about is which one of you hoes, is going to pay me for the mirror y’all broke? Y’all clean this shit up and before you leave. Six, find your way to my office and stop bleeding all over my damn floor.” He turned and walked out.  
 
    Bull stared at all of the bare titties like he’d never seen them before. He winked at me, then turned and followed Gucci’s departure.  
 
    I looked down at my bleeding hand, I must’ve cut it when I grabbed the jagged piece of glass.  
 
    Before heading to the shower, I spit on Isis’s bitch ass. “Stupid, bitch—all this over a fuckin chair.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~ Destiny~ 
 
      
 
    I stood over a sedated, Nutz. His slow breathing made it seem as if he was at home in his own bed, rather than laid up heavily drugged in a hospital room. What happened to land him in his current predicament still had me quite curious, even shook. My mind wondered what this man did for a living. What all was he into? Outside of kidnapping and trying to seduce his captives. I’m sure he’s a major player in the streets.  
 
    The foreign cars, the five-hundred-dollar pair of shoes, as well as the jewelry all added up to one thing—money. Blood money from my perspective. Yet and still, his swag was different from my idea of what the streets bred. He had etiquette. His mannerisms were that of a boss. Yes, his aura was that of someone you didn’t want to cross.  
 
    “Oh my, God. Why am I even here?” I asked for the sixth time since I arrived.  
 
    “Ma-maybe, you—” I jumped when he spoke.  
 
    “You’re awake! I’ll go get the nurse,” I said as I began to head for the door.  
 
    “No,” he said hoarsely, “I don’t need no nurse.”   
 
    His face winced, as he reached for the glass of water, that was apparently left for this reason. I watched as he sipped it slowly.  
 
    “You sure you don’t need a nurse?” I asked curiously.  
 
    He gazed at me through lidded eyes studying me, then placed the glass back on the stand. “Yes, I’m sure. But, you can come over here and help me sit up.” He grimaced trying to upright himself.  
 
    “Oh, Lord, hold on—let me help you,” I spoke, rushing over to assist this strange creature, that I found myself intrigued with. I used the controls attached to the bed and pressed up as the bed began to rise.  
 
    It put him in a sitting position. “Argh, shit,” he exclaimed.  
 
    I stopped and stared at him apologetically, “Sorry.” 
 
    “Nah, ma, you good ‘preciate you.” I smiled at his vernacular. He studied me once more. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    I couldn’t really give him an honest answer. Hell, I didn’t know the answer. I just gave him the only honest answer, I could give.  
 
    “Well—um, an officer contacted me while I was at work and told me you’d been shot. He said the reason he contacted me was because he was going through your phone looking for an emergency contact and found my number under—um, wife.”  
 
    Our eyes locked as I waited for him to clear the air, yet all he said was, “Stop avoiding the question, Destiny. Why are you here? Not how you got here—not who contacted you. But, why did you come?”  
 
    Releasing a long gush of wind, I finally had to admit the truth. “I—I don’t know,” I whispered as I turned to get the hell out of there as fast as I could.  
 
    Before I could take the slightest step in the opposite direction, he reached out and gently, yet firmly latched on to my wrist. I turned to face him stubborn tears welled up in my eyes. Confusion, anger, lust, curiosity, and anticipation—it was all part of my insanity at this very moment.  
 
    Just this morning I had my family’s lawyer contact Sa’Mage. He should be receiving the divorce papers in a few days. He refused just as I thought he would. But, my lawyer informed him, that if he decided to take this in front of the courts, we’d not only win but also clear him out. Sa’Mage wasn’t a stupid man by far. He knew if he stood before any judge in the state of, Texas. He’d undoubtfully lose and have to pay alimony. So needless to say, he ended up conceding.  
 
    ‘Please don’t confuse my actions with my emotions.’ I love Sa’Mage this man is attentive, loving, responsible and dedicated. It’s just that his profession has caused us one too many problems on the home front. It’s not safe with him anymore. This last incident was the last straw to add salt to the wound. I was standing in the presence of the very man, that help create the rift in my marriage.  
 
    That night at the club I left with him and he took me to a beautiful place surprising even me. He drove us to a spot located on the outskirts of the city. It was a splendor, a cliff that had a sixty-foot drop into a celestial lake. From our location, we could see the airport. For a second, we simply fell in love with the silence, as we followed the descent and departure of the aircrafts.  
 
    Then out of our moment of silence, he asked me. “If you could just pack your shit and aboard one of those planes—where would you go?”  
 
    Without looking in his direction. I answered, “Egypt!” 
 
    “Why Egypt?”  
 
    I continued to gaze at the beautiful invention that defied gravity. Then moments after his question, I gave him my reason for yearning.  
 
    “To visit the North-Eastern part of, Africa. It’s a beautiful country on the Mediterranean. It’s the homeland of the mighty, Queen Nefertiti and King Ay, who was known as God’s Father. Which in some cases can simply indicate its bearer being the father of a queen. But, for more of an ancestry of the people and the wonders they created. I just want to go back to where it all began. Not simply our ancestors but our knowledge—our power. Home,” I whispered. “It’s the home of our people.” Then I verbalize what we both knew but evidently forgot. “James—I mean, Nutz, I’m married.”  
 
    What happened next surprised me for the third time that night he began to strip. Once he was down to his boxers, he opened the car door. I was appalled, I knew this negro didn’t think he was getting any.  
 
    Before I could cuss his ass out he replied, “I know.” He slid out of the 6-series and before he did the unthinkable, he turned around and stared at me through the illumination of the headlights and tinted windows.  
 
    “Escapism,” he said.  
 
    The crazy muthafucka plunged sixty feet into the dark reflecting water.  
 
    “Escapism.” A perfect word for my current actions. An attempt to forget reality through fantasy.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    My pussy was now cleaned, but my hand throbbed from the thirteen stitches used to seal the jagged cut from the jaded glass, courtesy of Denton Regional Hospital. The out of towner whose name is, York drove me to a modest flat he stayed at when he was in town. As we pull up to the apartment building my cell phone rang. Reluctant to answer, I allowed voicemail to pick up the call.  
 
    “What’s good, ma? That yo’ nigga or sumin’?” York questioned. 
 
    I giggled a little and replied. “And what if it is? I’m here with you, Daddy.”  
 
    Seeming content he said. “Right—fuck dude, ma. You, wit’ a true God, now.”  
 
    Little did he know this Samsung was a throwaway. I allowed voicemail to pick up because the caller would hear me informing him all was a go and the door to the apartment would be unlocked. Sexy as he was York was simply flossing too hard around the wrong type of niggas. We’d been on him for about two months now. We knew all about playboy’s business. The ten gauges he kept under the couch. The four bricks he had disguised in flour bags. We even knew about the forty stacks he had stashed safely in the safe, hidden inside the big screen television.  
 
    Actually, from what I heard the T.V. wasn’t a T.V. at all. It was merely the T.V. frame. ‘Who in the fuck thinks like that?’ I know so much about dude’s honeycomb hideout because he has that sickness most niggas who ain’t used to having shit catch after they stumble on a few pennies—diarrhea of the mouth.  
 
    There are four things in this cruel world that will make a weak nigga run his mouth as if he was drunk. One some wet pussy, two some fire head, three a pistol in his face, and last but not least an interrogation room full of federal agents and a little pressure. As for this boy York, it was the fire head from my girl Mi’Shay that made him spill the beans.  
 
    All it took was two nights of freaking for him to start bragging ‘bout the loot and drugs. What gives niggas the impression, that a bitch will respect them any differently. I don’t have the slightest idea, but in this case, I’m glad, York was foolish enough to reveal his hand to a scandalous bitch like Mi’Shay. She was always down to make a quick dollar, so when she told me how this nigga was running off at the mouth. I passed the info to ‘my boo’ and here I stood.  
 
    Willingly ready to suck, fuck, whatever my baby needed to add to his ways of life. What else I gotta do to prove to this nigga I was built to be his queen? 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    Sticking to the shadows of the apartments. Gusto, Strange, this nigga Fiya a young stick up kid from around the way, and myself made our way towards York’s spot. We’d been waiting for this nigga for quite some time. With gloved hands, I gripped the MPS tightly. With a quick glance behind me, I noticed my niggas, masked up, in all black, clutchin’ weapons that should be illegal to niggas of our caliber.  
 
    Just around the corner three doors enclosed somebody’s privacy and protected somebody’s treasures. Behind these three doors, somebody felt safe. Power surged through me, as the anticipation of the unknown enhanced my senses. My eyes locked onto the door in the middle breezeway.  
 
    “Showtime, my niggas!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    Ecstasy was the only word that could be used to describe the way I was feeling at the moment. But, before I put you onto why I’m on the verge of cumin’ all over my best friend’s lips. Allow me to bring y’all up to speed on how I ended up straddling Mi’Shay’s face as York fucked her like he had a point to prove.  
 
    Let’s backtrack a few hours. Once we got to his apartment, York was all over me. I wasn’t trippin’ ‘bout the four-play. I wasn’t even trippin’ when he pulled me close to him, slipped his hands behind me, and cupped my bare ass cheeks. His jeweled hands lifted my skirt so that it sat on top of my plump ass. As he massaged my money maker, he sucked my neck at the same time. While he did his thing I wondered, what he’d do if he knew he was merely getting my pussy wet for another nigga’s dick to slide up in it.  
 
    Then the craziest shit entered my mind. How did I end up as a stripper, that set niggas up to get their shit taken? I wasn’t raised like this. I wasn’t raised to be attracted to niggas like Assata. But, I guess you can say my promiscuity derived from my strict upbringing. I grew up in a devoted Catholic home. Strict would be an understatement, really. My father wouldn’t allow me to attend public school. He felt today’s society of teenagers would contaminate his little princess.  
 
    My mother, uggh the woman, was brainwashed by him and the Virgin Mary’s way of life. So much so, that every article of clothing I possessed growing up could’ve been the garments of a Monk. Long story short when I was eighteen years of age I left. As soon as, I began attending sorority parties, nightclubs, and rocking the latest fashion? Oh, my God, not to mention my first encounter with a real ‘boss nigga’. That was all she wrote.  
 
    Needless to say, when my father heard about my new identity he blew the roof. He and my mother cut me off financially, with hopes of me returning to them on my hands and knees. But, the only place you’ll find me on my hands and knees is at Club Pearlz. As niggas pop bands on this fat ass. Now, back to the current. York released my ass cheeks and found a different part of my body he wanted to explore. The extra tight pink wife beater, I had on did little to conceal my hardened nipples. Not to mention, I was braless.  
 
    “Wait, hold up, playboy.” I finally whispered.  
 
    I brought his face to mine and peck him softly on the lips. Then I gave him the tongue. Reaching down, I found his erect dick straining against the fabric of his Akoo jeans. I grab it and dragged him over to the burgundy leather sofa.  
 
    “Sit,” I demand.  
 
    I reached behind my back and unzipped my skirt. As I shimmied it down over my hips. I watched as York’s eyes bore down onto the spot, that was semi-covered by the skirt. Lust, curiosity, and passion it boiled in his round browns as the skirt fell and pooled around my pedicured toes. The pink thong I had on hugged my lower lips so snuggly they imprinted the fabric.  
 
    “You like what you see, Daddy?” I purred and like a stupefied dog, he nodded his head. “I got a surprise for you,” I said, as I walked over to my purse and retrieved my phone.  
 
    I press down on the number 5 and speed dialed the other piece to the puzzle. As I spoke into the receiver, I watched York’s face turn from a look of lust into a look of concern.  
 
    After I ended my call, I smiled at him seductively. “You don’t have any music in this bitch?” I asked as my eyes landed on the surround sound entertainment center.  
 
    Ignoring my question, York’s paranoid ass got off the couch and headed in my direction. “Who was that, ma? You on that stick-up shit or what, huh?” His sudden change in demeanor shook me a little. “What—what are you talking about, York? I just told you that—" 
 
    ‘Bam—bam—bam!’ The knocks at the door stopped me short.  
 
    “Go answer the door.” He said, then reached under his shirt and came out with a nickel plated .380. He aggressively pushed me towards the door.  
 
    “What the fuck is wrong with you, nigga? Are you, manic depressive or something?” I screamed as I stumbled towards the door, with the crazy nigga right on my heels. As I opened the door, York pushed me out of the way and aimed the .380 at the person standing there.  
 
    “Wha—what the fuck?” Mi’Shay said staring down the barrel of the pistol.  
 
    A perplexed look crossed, York’s face as his eyes roamed over her 5’9 frame. Then he scrutinized her attire, a long string of pearls hung from her neck. The Burberry trench coat she sported was tied in front, yet the cleavage peeking from underneath made it evident she wasn’t wearing any clothes.  
 
    “Damn, ma—my bad, I’m wilding, yo,” he apologized as he lowered the weapon.  
 
    As the shock wore off, Mi’Shay’s heart began to beat regularly. A small smile crept onto his lips as she stared at him and pulled the sash loose. As the trench parted, a perfect set of pierced titties and a trimmed cat greeted him.  
 
    “You was going to kill all of this good pussy. Before you got the chance to get your dick wet?” Mi’Shay questioned.  
 
    “Ma, I was—”  
 
    “Shhh,” she silenced him with a finger to his lips. Removing her finger, she used her tongue to trace the outline of his lips.  
 
    “Y’all gonna get it poppin’ right there in the breezeway? Or, y’all gonna come in and get this shit poppin’ the right way?” I interrupted from the living room couch.  
 
    Mi’Shay pushed him backward into the apartment. Right before she entered behind him, she caught a glimpse of a masked face peeked around the corner.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~ Assata~ 
 
      
 
    Just as she said it would be the front door was unlocked. I pushed the door open slowly. Aiming the muzzle through the small opening, I took a quick glance inside. The lights were off in the living room. I glanced behind me and nodded at Fiya with a signal. I let him know he was up next. If we were walking into a trap, and if York was a nigga that stayed on note. Fiya wouldn’t be as missed as one of my main niggas, Gusto or Strange. So, he’d have to be the first one in. Like a trained Navy Seal he slid into the darkness of the apartment.  
 
    The rest of us waited for him to give us the signal before we entered. Out of the darkness, a gloved hand appeared in the shape of a ‘P’. Silently, me and the goons ventured passed the point of no return. Since I was the last to enter, I shut the door behind me. My eyes fell upon the floor model big screen, that was encased within a very expensive entertainment center.  
 
    A loud, slapping noise, followed by a moan serenaded the air. “Fuck her, yes—yeeesss—ummm—eat this pussy, Shay!” I heard a familiar voice crying out.  
 
    A wicked grin formed on my lips this bitch is bossy.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    My juices saturated Shays lips as I began to cum for the third time. The faster York fucked her the more pressure she applied to my clit.  
 
    “Oooh, Shay—girlll, I’m— I’m—bout—uhhh, I’m ‘bout to cum—fuck.” I moan as honey poured from my fountain of love.  
 
    Shay licked me clean until I became too sensitive to rock in this position any longer. I had to force my face away from her deadly tongue. I turned so I could see how she was taking all the dick this Nigga was putting in her. The pussy must’ve been good because the nigga’s eyes rolled to the back of his head. I could tell he was on the verge of nuttin’ because his strokes became intense.  
 
    “Damn, ma, this—fuckkk? This shit is crazy, yo,” he grunted.  
 
    “Yasss, Daddy—ooh, fuck me—fuck me, daddy,” Shay purred.  
 
    I crawled over to her and took one of her engorged nipples into my warm mouth. As I sucked and gently nibbled on it, I used my thumb and pointer finger to squeeze the other one so that neither one felt neglected.  
 
    “Ooh, shit—oh shit, I’m ‘bout to nut,” York screamed as he pulled out of her. He began feverishly jacking his eight and half inches until he bust.  
 
    “Y’all enjoying yourselves?” Assata asked.  
 
    York reacted with the quickness of a mongoose, as he rolled off the bed and came up with the .380.  He screamed aiming the gun in the masked men direction.  
 
    Mi’Shay jumped up off the bed. “Strange!” She screamed as York reached out and grabbed her back by her hair.  
 
    “Bitch, get back here,” he growled. “Oh, so yo’ name is Strange, huh?” He turned his attention back to Shay. “Where you was going yo’, huh?” He placed the pistol to her temple. “How you know these niggas names, bitch? I’ll tell you how—y’all hoes set the kid up. Yo, this hoe will catch a hot one if you niggas don’t back the fuck up out of here.” He yelled as spit flew from his mouth.  
 
    Then a turn of events that wasn’t part of the original script transpired. Without my consent, piss escaped from me as a gunshot rang out and a pair of lifeless eyes stared at me after the body fell to the floor. What the fuck had I gotten myself into?  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    This bitch ass nigga held this bullshit high-point .380 to Mi’Shay’s head. We simply stared as the pussy made threats like he was the one in control. I noticed that the girl ass nigga was so shaken, he didn’t even notice his heat was still on safety.  
 
    “Strange,” Mi’Shay screamed as tears slid down her pretty face.  
 
    I glanced at my nigga to see how he was taking this certain turn of events. I noticed him and lil’ one was getting real close lately. Without warning, Strange stepped forward and aimed his Glock .40 at York’s head. The infrared beam landed directly in the center of his thinking cap.  
 
    “Nigga, if you think a bitch, means more to me than getting my fam straight you a fool.” Suddenly he changed his target and with precision, his gloved hand squeezed the trigger. A hollow point spat from the silencer, equipped pistol, and found its destination in the middle of Mi’Shay’s forehead. Her soul escaped as her body crumbled to the floor.  
 
    York bitched up real quick. Mi’Shay’s blood and brain matter stained his face. “Please, please don’t kill me, yo.” He dropped the bullshit .380 to the floor and threw his hands up to the air.  
 
    Gusto rushed over and slapped him across the face with the butt of the .45. Without warning, Fiya vomited all over himself. Me, Gusto, and Strange looked from him to one another.  
 
    “Weak ass nigga,” I mumbled.  
 
    “Say, man—there’s no need for all the physical. God—the work’s in the closet and the loots stuffed inside the shoe boxes,” York volunteered.  
 
    I looked down at the machinery, I held in my gloved hand. I had to laugh, cause I’d brought the MPS instead of the nine because I enjoyed the fear it instilled in niggas. Niggas saw this big head mu’fucka and knew without a shadow of a doubt shit wasn’t sweet.  
 
    Without hesitation, Strange moved towards the closed closet. “Say, my G—if you fuckin’ around, I’ma knock yo’ shit back and storm yo’ spot. So, don’t be on no fuck shit. What I’ma find in this closet?” He said as he stared at the closet door.  
 
    York got nervous sweat began to dot his flesh. His silence made even my suspicions go up. Sticking his ear to the door Strange listened intently. A strange look formed on his face.  
 
    “There’s somebody in there,” he whispered.  
 
    I kept my eyes on the boy, York.  
 
    “Who’s in there?” Gusto asked.  
 
    The hoe ass nigga switched from tuna to a shark in a matter of seconds. “Fuck y’all, niggas! Y’all niggas gonna have to murk me up in here, son. I’m Queens, nigga. Go hard or go home, Duke.”  
 
    I couldn’t help but laugh at his antics. This hoe ass nigga done watched State Empire one too many times, but the thing about it is this ain’t Queens and it sho’ ain’t no movie. 
 
    Gusto laughed as well. Phew—Phew! The sweet sound of fireballs being hushed by a silencer flooded the room. York crumbled to the floor right next to, Mi’Shay.  
 
    “Bitch ass nigga.” We all glance over at the closet. “Whoever’s in this bitch, you better bring yo’ ass out, now,” Strange demanded.  
 
    Silenced followed so you know what followed a deadly silence. Three shots penetrated the door—then two more. Something or someone rather crashed to the floor.  
 
    “What the fuck, dawg? What you cat’s, into?” Fiya screamed through the moments he wasn’t throwing up.  
 
    Then, if that wasn’t bad news whimpering could be heard from the other side of the bed.  
 
    “Damn,” I completely forgot about, Six.  
 
    I rushed over to where she lied in the fetal position. She looked pale as she mumbled incoherently. I smelled urine, then I heard some bad shit. 
 
    “I’m so, so sorry, Mi’Shay. I—oh, God! I didn’t know—I didn’t know, they were killers,” she cried. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    Please, Lord, don’t let them kill me—please. Lord! Mother Mary, I’m sorry for—"  
 
    “Man, get the fuck up, Six. You trippin’, ma,” Assata said reaching down to help me up.  
 
    Surprising even myself, I began kicking, scratching, and swinging. All I could do to protect myself from what I assumed was coming. I’d seen too much.  
 
    Whaap! First, I became paralyzed with fear, secondly, the sting vibrating across my face assured me, I’d just been slapped.  
 
    “Bitch get a grip before something bad happens to you,” Assata demanded. He reached down and offered me his hand. “Get up, ma.”  
 
    I stared at him, trying to evaluate his intentions, but the ski mask hid his facial expressions and his eyes had no emotion.  
 
    “Please, Assata—I promise, I won’t say anything—just don’t kill me please, boo,” I begged as tears rolled from my soul.  
 
    “Six, I’m gonna say this one more mu’fuckin’ time—get the fuck up!” The impatience in his voice told me his tolerance level was getting short. “Where yo’ clothes at, ma?”  
 
    Disoriented, I gaze at him perplexed, that did it. His eyes darkened, as his hand found my face, but this time he didn’t slap me. He gripped my jaws a little to firmly. “Six, go find yo’ damn clothes, get dressed, and wait for me in the car. If you do anything stupid, like call the cops or leave. I’ll find you, wherever you’re at, and rock you to sleep. Nobody is going to hurt you, ma. Chill the fuck out,” he assured, but the looks Gusto and Strange was giving me spoke volumes.  
 
    They didn’t want to let me leave this room alive. I spotted my clothes over in the corner, walked over, and retrieved them. In the same manner, I walked my little scary ass over to Assata.  
 
    As I begin to get dressed I looked in Assata’s eyes and said, “I’m good. I’m gonna stand over here by you until you ready to leave.”  
 
    He studied me with intense eyes. “You sure?”  
 
    I nodded in agreement. The truth was I wasn’t ‘bout to walk pass Gusto’s ass. Just as soon as I did he would’ve shot me in the back of my head. The look he was giving me assured that.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    After getting what we came for Strange opened the closet just to see if playboy was telling the truth about the other work and loot. Laid down on the floor, with eyes wide open, and blood pouring from the gunshot wounds was a massive Doberman pincher, asleep eternally.  
 
    Strange looked back and shrugged his shoulders. “He shouldna barked at me, I’ma dawg, too.”  
 
    We all laughed, well, everyone but Six and Fiya. As a matter fact, Fiya sat over in the corner with a sickening look on his face. As Strange rummaged through the closet. I glanced over at my nigga, Gusto who was now eating an apple he found in York’s fridge.  
 
    “Where you find this nigga at?” I asked.  
 
    He glanced over at Fiya. “Man, bro, the nigga is my lil’ sista’s boyfriend. The sucka always talkin’ that gangsta shit, so I brought him along. Pussy ass nigga,” he remarked.  
 
    Strange came out of the closet, carrying a shoe box filled to the brim with money, and about two and a half bricks of powder. “Guess the nigga was telling the truth,” he smiled tossing the work and loot to Gusto to put in the bag with the remainder of our new-found fortune.  
 
    Gusto always the extremist came out of the bag with a can of lighter fluid. “Fiya, get yo lil’ bitch ass over here.”  
 
    Fiya stood and stumbled over to him fearfully. “Wha—what’s up, Gus?”  
 
    Gusto handed him the fuel. “Pour this shit everywhere you can.”  
 
    Fiya took the can of fluid with shaky hands as soon as he turned to follow orders. Gusto clobbered him over the head with the butt of his .45. Fiya fell to the floor out for the count. Gusto picked up the lighter fluid and saturated not only the room but Fiya’s sleeping frame. As we made our exit black smoke was already flowing from the evidence that would soon be no more.  
 
    “Damn, I love it when a good plan comes together! Now, what the fuck am I gonna do with Six’s scary ass?” I mumbled to myself. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    Standing outside Assata’s door, I’d battled with myself for the last fifteen minutes. Maybe I should just walk away! It was too frustrating all the hurt, shame, anger and emotions. It was all just too damn much. They say pressure burst pipes. That’s the thought that raged through my mind, as I collapse where I stood, while tears bled from my eyes like an open wound.  
 
    “Why? Why did he try to kill, me—me!” Unconsciously, my hand reached for the door.  
 
    I don’t know how long, I sat there losing my mind before I realized the door was wide open. Assata stood before me in all his sexy ass glory. In nothing but a pair of Ralph Lauren boxers that did little to conceal his deliciousness. As I tried to pull myself together our eyes lock. He observed the cuts and bruises from the aftermath of his very own gangsterism’s.  
 
    Before I could pull myself to my feet, he rushed over to me, and effortlessly pulled me up. Anger took prestige and boiled over, as I scratched and punched him relentlessly.  
 
    “You tried to kill me, you black mu’fucka! I can’t believe—you actually tried to—”  
 
    Using much force Assata found my right wrist and held it, until the point of pain. He pulled me into the foyer and closed the door examining me. “You’re hurt! Who did this to you? Fuck you mean, I tried to kill you, Jazz?” He fired off each question with venom spewing from each word.  
 
    Fear and confusion surged within me, as I took notice of the monstrous pistol, I didn’t see when he answered the door. Anger stained his eyes as his care and fire overwhelmed me. Even through my emotions, the attraction I held for this man found its way between my legs.  
 
    “You, Assata, you almost killed me,” I whispered harshly as he stared at me perplexed. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~ Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    I awoke suddenly the sweet aroma of perfume had my senses alive. Yet, the problem was I stayed alone, so there shouldn’t have been any other scents except my own dancing around. I quickly reached for the .40 I kept cock and ready under the opposite pillow, panic and bewilderment told the story, even before the soft voice confirmed my suspicions.  
 
    “Chu sleep as if chu safe in su casa. Chu shake hands with dangerous men. But, sleep with chu gun under your pillow, as if chu have time to grab it before enemies fill chu with bullets.”  
 
    I reached over and turned on the lamp beside my bed. I tried not to allow fear to taint my face. But shid—this typa shit didn’t happen every day, especially to a nigga like me. Standing before me was a deadly, beautiful creature, that even I knew shouldn’t have been there. Belle held my .40 in her small hand with a grip that left me no room to doubt her experience.  
 
    “Fuck, you doing here? Bitch, you must be crazy!” I exploded trying to crawl out of my king size bed.  
 
    The look in her eyes said so much, that I reconsidered my decision and awaited her reasoning.  
 
    “Chu so vulgar and disrespectful to a woman of my caliber, if chu enjoy being alive. I suggest chu be more careful with chu tongue, si. It’s a powerful little instrument, inside the bed and outside of it.” She giggled to herself.  
 
    She studied me for a moment and did the craziest thing ever. She threw the pistol on the bed. I snatched it up before the pretty bitch could blink, my free hand squeezed her neck, cutting off every precious breath her lungs craved to keep her amongst the living.  
 
    “Bitch, how the fuck you get in here? Why the fuck are you here?” I hissed through clenched teeth.  
 
    I was thinking this hoe must be manic or something. Her eyes began to roll to the back of her head, yet a blissful smile creased her face. The sudden urge to jam the tool down her throat ate at me, but the sudden feeling of something hard resting against my dick told a tale of a wasted life.  
 
    “Let—go—of—me,” She forced from somewhere deep.  
 
    Reluctantly, I did just that a nigga needed his nature. Stepping away from her, she gulped down mouthfuls of oxygen. The black .22 she clutched was small, but I knew size had nothing to do with the results of the fire it spat. I did what seemed appropriate, I laughed. I’d already noticed the .40 had been robbed of its clip. This bitch not only found a way into my castle but also assured I’d be at no mercy.  
 
    “Don’t you ever—ever put chu fuckin’ hands on me again,” she growled.  
 
    “Fuck, you doing in my house, lady? You trying to get us both killed? Your husband—”  
 
    “My husband knows nothing of this. He won’t find out if chu knows what’s best for you,” she interrupted. “Me come to ensure chu tat chu package arrived safely. I also added three more Ki’s to the seven you were already promised. Me know, chu now come home and tings are—” She paused and looked around my scarcely furnished room. “Slow, should I say. So, I want to help you climb back to the level a man like chuself deserves.”  
 
    This bitch had lost her fuckin’ marbles. There was no way I was working for her and copping from her nigga, too.  
 
    “Look, Mrs. Lady, you’ve violated my space. You’re holding me hostage with a .22. Your whole energy is a contradiction, that doesn’t sit well with my cipher. You have my life in the balance, yet insult the God in me by trying to make me your worker.” Deciding on chance, I walked past her, outta the direction of her little toy.  
 
    From the first moment, I laid eyes on this hoe, I knew she was treacherous. But, she was more than sneaky and dangerous she was suicidal. Her nigga was gonna want blood for the sins of her actions. Even tho, I was ‘bout that action my pockets were too small to wage war with a kingpin, especially over a bitch. Before I could exit my room, I smashed into a stone wall, or at least I thought it was but it was just some big ugly mu’fucka, with an even bigger gun clutched in his mitts.  
 
    This bitch done brought a cause for war into my home and all I could do was watch as shit unfolded. Glancing back at her, she smiled with an innocence, that would blindfold a nigga to her true nature if he didn’t know better.  
 
    “Deja Que pase el,” she said.  
 
    Whatever the fuck she said must’ve meant get the fuck out the way. The ugly mu’fucka stepped out of the way with a quickness. Stepping into my living room my thoughts lead me to the P.89, I keep under the couch cushion. However, the MAC in homie’s hand, warned me that my spirit would already be standing before, God before my hand could clutch the steel. Besides, if the hoe knew to check under my pillow in the bedroom. Then nine times outta ten the tool had already been found.  
 
    I took a quick glance at her to find her standing in confirmation. This shit was crazy. At least that was my mindset before my eyes landed on one of the most beautiful visions I’d ever seen in my twenty-six years of living. Ten blocks of raw cocaine sat on my living room table. As I scratched my head I didn’t even notice, Belle had eased up beside me with the silence of a stalking cat.  
 
    “Chu eyes can never lie to me, David. Chu are a lion, that needs his own pride to protect. From the very moment, I laid eyes on chu, I knew chu were Fuerte, ambisioso! El único.”  
 
    I gazed at her quizzically, like bitch you know I’m all nigga. I don’t understand that shit.  
 
    Catching on she said, “Strong, ambitious. The one! Me no want chu to work for me, you owe me nada. Yet, if you are half the man I assume you to be. You’ll see me beyond the nice breasts and moments of flirtation you witnessed at the poolside of me casa. Aphrodite, I think, was merely a compliment. I’d much rather be the image of Santa Muerte, the saint that me papa prays to, that his papa prayed too and—” she smiled, “—well, chu get me point, hmm.” 
 
    Finally tearing my eyes away from the pyramid of promise. I figured out the point of this pretty mu’fuckas angle. “You’re playing a dangerous game, Belle. You disrespect my home and offer me drugs that’ll more than likely end up painted in blood. From the moment, I saw you, I knew you were sneaky and burning to dance with the devil. I don’t give a fuck what you see in me. I do know you don’t see a sucka.  
 
    “Now, dig this, seven of these pretty bitches are paid in full, but the extra three screams future bloodshed. Since it’s your husband, you’re stealing from it’s your neck on the chopping block. My thing is nobody gives away one-hundred G’s worth of work expecting nothing in return. So, let’s cut the propaganda and talk shop. What you want from me, ma?”  
 
    For what seemed like forever we had an eye wrestling match. Until she finally lost her fuckin’ mind and tested my nuts at the same time. Her face was stone as she stared me in the eyes.  
 
    “Chu are absolutely correct, blood will spill in due time. The question is whose blood will it be? I no want chu love, I want chu hands wet with the blood of my husband,” she smiled. “A sacrifice to the holy death.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    It’s been some crazy shit popping off with me in this lifetime. But, to have my nigga’s baby sister think, I tried to off her fucks with me in a crazy way.  
 
    “Fuck are you bumpin’ ‘bout, Jazzy?” I growled.  
 
    As rain fell from her eyes she opened a book, that crushed me to read. Even though, I’m the main character in the story. She explained how she was rocking with Nutz three days ago and someone tried to kill her. As she cried I damn near lost control, as recollection somehow transported me back to the day in question. The recoil of the MAC, as I molested the trigger, the adrenaline surged through me, as I savored the moment of twisting Nutz wig back. Then finally my thoughts landed on the bitch in the passenger seat—Jazzy.  
 
    Instinctively, I pull her to me envisioning the blood, that coulda been spilled that day, fuck. “I apologize, mama. I didn’t know—I swear it, Jazz. You know I’d never bring harm to you.” My soul cried as I palmed her face and studied the evidence of me putting my gangsta down.  
 
    The damage was minimal, yet anger ignited within me. “Fuck was you with that pussy for, anyway?” I seethed. “You back rockin’ with, lil’ daddy? That’s the same nigga, the streets sayin’ smoked your—damn.” In frustration, I released her and punched the wall.  
 
    That shit slipped I could feel the heat radiating from her stare. Jealousy and insanity clouded my senses now I had to explain this shit.  
 
    “Wha—what did you just say, Assata? Run that shit by me again. Finish yo’ statement, mu’fucka.” The defiance I knew surged through her bloodstream, boiled over into her eyes.  
 
    I turned to face her—shiddd—somebody has to be the devil. Why not me? “Look, Jazz, the streets talked to a real nigga. It’s being whispered, Nutz and his pussy ass brother got Shy’s blood on their hands. But, we both know how the streets tell false tales. I’m not sure who wacked my dawg, but since I’m not sure. I’ma paint the city red with them, niggas, whole block.” I studied her awaiting her to lose herself in her emotions. The craziness of her reaction still had me lost for words. “Forgive, me Shy—" 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Nutz~ 
 
      
 
    Days passed since I was released from the hospital. I hadn’t left the safety of my crib since I got here. The pain in my shoulder was folly. My arm had a dull ache, and the right side of my body still felt numb. But at least, I still had all my limbs, and I had a live-in nurse. Well, not live in but she’s here from sun up to sun down tending to my every need.  
 
    She cleans and dresses my wounds and makes sure the kid is fed. She even bathes a nigga. Now, that’s some boss shit.  
 
    “Hey,” she exclaimed as if she could feel me praising her.  
 
    “Hey, yourself, mami. What’s in the bag?” I asked since she acted like shit was top secret.  
 
    “Nosey much,” she giggled.  
 
    “This right here is G-14 classified, but since you need to know. I got two movies, they’re that ole school gangsta shit, too.” She pulled the whole store outta the bag, then tossed me a bag of mini butterfingers.  
 
    “Now, that’s my shit.” I saluted her and tore the bag open.  
 
    She held up two movies. “Love and Basketball or Menace to Society?” she questioned.  
 
    “Menace to Society is the bidness we all know ain’t shit gangsta ‘bout no Love and Basketball. It’s good shit, though. Menace to Society, hands down!” I made my pick.  
 
    She frowned her face. “Umph, just like a street dude, but it’s your night. So, shoot ‘em up bang-bang it is.”  
 
    I watched as she headed for the kitchen. This had to be the baddest mu’fucka in the Lone Star State. She was a classic beauty who made a pair of sweats, and a wife beater look like a million-dollar outfit with no make-up needed. She returned from the kitchen, then dimmed the lights and joined me on the couch.  
 
    She tucked her feet up under her legs and faced me “Thought it was a movie night, Queen—or am I the movie?” I joked watching her watch me.  
 
    “What do you want from me, James?” The question was direct and simple. I still found myself at a loss for words.  
 
    Yeah, I felt something for her. Yeah—I wanted to fuck the shit outta her pretty ass. But, how did I tell this woman, that the life I live is filled with monsters? That loving me is deadly? But, I want her regardless?  
 
    “Feel me, ma, a man can swim the ocean, climb over a mountain, or try to build a staircase to heaven attempting to obtain something he can believe in. It’s crazy because once he’s earned scars and leaked his blood on different parts of the earth, just to live within the moment of holding the mu’fucka, he fought to hold—none of that shit mattered. I’m a street nigga with a dark path, Destiny. The shit I want from you can’t be placed into words because it’s something deep. I gotta show you what I want from you.” I reached over, grabbed her hand, and pulled her to me. She flinched as I placed her hand on my bandaged shoulder.  
 
    “Destiny—this is real—these holes aren’t a part of no prep for some rap video. I understand you’re a winner, we are just in different worlds. So, what I want from you shouldn’t be the question. What I need from you will satisfy your curiosity and apprehension.”  
 
    I pulled her feet from beneath her, then Destiny straddled me, careful not to put too much weight on my wounds. Our lips were inches apart. “Well, what do you need from me, Nutz?”  
 
    Destiny had me hard as a rock and I threw caution to the wind. I kissed her as if life was ending any second. As I pulled away slightly, the truth slid from my lips with hopes of not getting rejected.  
 
    “I need your life, Destiny. Your love, loyalty, your trust—I need your life, ma.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    Sweat dried on our skin as we laid there spent from some real animalistic shit. This nigga was a beast in the sheets. Even though, I hadn’t had many sexual partners. I couldn’t imagine anyone with a deadlier stroke.  
 
    “Assata—Assata,” I repeated. “Stop acting like your ass sleep. Don’t you think we have something to talk about?”  
 
    His eyes opened slowly and just the way this man gazed at me, made me want to make sweet love to him again and again.  
 
    “Yeah,” he responded “Why the fuck was you in the car with that lame? Let’s start there and the rest will fall in place.”  
 
    Instantly, I got defensive. No one knew me and Nutz relationship. Not even Nuts himself. Truth be told, I loved Nutz in a sick kinda way. Assata is my childhood fantasy! I’ve always had fire for him, but he would never even consider giving into me. I wanted this man to the point of insanity, but he shunned me like the plague. That typa shit cracked a girl’s confidence, that’s exactly what happened to me.  
 
    When my brother moved back with our moms. I was all alone with a father that meant well, but was spitting shit I wasn’t trying to hear. So, when me and Nutz met not only was it a confidence booster, it was also an opportunity to make Assata see he wasn’t the only gangsta in the world.  
 
    Long story short, a game turned into something real as I realized some of the same attributes Assata possessed so did Nutz. Over time Nutz became my generic version of the man my heart yearned for so much, that I fell for his thuggish ass, and gave him my virginity. My heart still beats for, Assata. Seeing Nutz again awoke my feelings for him. Only long enough, for me to realize a substitute only ignites the desire for the real thing.  
 
    How do I explain that to this man? I exhaled. ‘Just keep it funky with him’. I thought. “Assata—you know me and Nutz used to rock. I ain’t spoken for, so I saw no ill will kicking it with him. I know y’all don’t like each other, but I’m not part of that life. You’re out here living as if you’re in a Western movie. You tried to murder me.” The fire in his eyes warned me to reconsider my words. “Well, you tried to off him. The bigger picture is you coulda sent me to the same place those guys sent my brother. That was sloppy. Now you gotta worry about someone turning your name over to the cops for a five-hundred-dollar tip from crime-stoppers because your crazy ass attempted to kill someone in your own truck,” I fumed.  
 
    His eyes let me know, I’d hit a nerve even though his facial expression stayed indifferent. “Look, Jazz, I—” he tried to explain, but I’d had enough of listening.  
 
    “No, Assata—you look. That’s my brother who was buried under all that dirt. Now, I know you’re on top of this, but two heads are better than one. I think you’ll like my thoughts way better than your methods.” I said straddling him and easing down on his readiness. “But, first—tell me everything you’ve heard about what happened to my brother.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    ~Snow~ 
 
      
 
    Stepping out of the shower, I felt rejuvenated not to mention, I was quarter million dollars richer. My long blonde hair looked almost brunette hanging in a tangled mess down my back. I smiled at the reflection of my perfect D-cups standing proud. Turning around I glanced at my unique ass cheeks. This ass had gotten me into a lot of delicious troubles over the years. It had also gained me some unwanted attention, as well.  
 
    Especially, from the hatin’ ass sisters that always seemed to find a reason to hate. I wondered, how could they want to whoop my ass simply because their men couldn't control their eyes?  
 
    I didn't trip shit like that. I was all about my riches. That’s why I never got my heart broken by some worthless ass nigga. I mean, I respected a nigga for what he was worth, but they were all replaceable.  
 
    A man turned my life around. He took me from being a high-priced hoe to molding me into a prolific hustler. He had been a beautiful mentor and an even better partner in bed, but his cleverness had become too transparent. Plain and simple I was tired of the bullshit. It’s like I was saved from one exploiter, only to be enslaved with another man’s selfish fantasy.  
 
    That’s why even though, it was going to hurt to do it—Bobby had to go. I was meeting him tonight but I was plotting. Before long I would plot his death. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Fitting the Pieces 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    Me and Nutz sat face to face with the most bread either one of us had ever seen in our young lives as the money machine clicked. My mental was everywhere before bro interrupted my daydreams.  
 
    “Damn, nigga—we’re ghetto millionaires,” he exclaimed. “That’s a million and a half in a punk few months. Bro, that ese broad you fuckin’ is the truth. You always finding diamonds in the ruff. You need to lace me to where you met her, so I can go snatch me up one.” he laughed.  
 
    I passed the blunt to him and stood to stretch. “Fam—some shit is better left unspoken. It’ll keep us all safe when certain secrets are honored as they’re meant to be.”  
 
    He screwed his face up, “Since when do we keep secrets, bro? Nigga, we blood, and best friends. We don’t keep no mu’fuckin’—”  
 
    I snatched the Kush stick from his fingers and cut him off. “See, lil’ bro, that’s the problem with the game. Niggas don’t know how to seal their lips. That’s what leads to indictments. Benjamin Franklin once wrote, ‘The only way to keep a secret between three people is if two of them are dead.’ Now, there’s nothing in this world, I wouldn’t lace your chucks up to.  
 
    “But, I want you to always remember, there’s no such thing as no secrets when life and death is on the board. There are some things in life best held close to the chest. The feds can’t force outta nigga what he don’t know. A goon can’t torture the location of the safe from someone who has no idea where it’s at. Yet, for the man that risked it all to see my feet back on solid soil. I’ll make an exception, but first—I need to know something.”  
 
    A curious smirk creased my brother’s lips. We knew each other so well, he could see the wheels spinning in my head before he spoke. “Fam, fuck you talking too? We came up on the same cornas. Trapped outta tha same projects. I know the game as well as the laws. Yet, what you’re forgetting is that we’re in the mud together. We know shit about each other, that can get both of us the electric chair. Miss me with the real nigga spill and give it to me straight. No chasa, this yo’ shadow you talkin’ to, not a worker.”  
 
    I laughed at my nigga’s realism. “We’ve never kept a secret or fucked each other’s bitch. No snake shit in our castle. Kool, folk—sho’ you right, but before I tell you the craziest shit you’ve ever heard. As well as pull you into some shit, that may end up with both of our fuckin’ heads busted, let me ask you this.” He raised his left eyebrow, quizzically. “You fuckin’ that D.A.’s wife, Nutz?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Destiny~ 
 
      
 
    Everything was set tonight we fully expected my art exhibit would be a smash hit. Me and my friend, Markus who is also the creator of most of these beautiful paintings and sculptures put our all into this night. Sipping from my Martini glass I stared transfixed at the beauty of his work.  
 
    “Remarkable, the use of light and shadow—and image that hints at deep pain, yet conveys a promise of hope,” I whispered.  
 
    “Girl, you’ve been one of my biggest admirers, and critics since we were in college. Yet, you still find yourself within the contrast. I’ve known you for most of our adult life. The only time you become so entranced with a color scheme is when your mind is all over the place. So, spill it, bitch.” Markus broke through my reverie.  
 
    Without taking my eyes away from the painting. I searched for the words to explain my thoughts and feelings.  
 
    “Have you ever just wanted to get away from it all? Just pack a bag and leave? Tell nobody where you’re going?” Finally, I directed my eyes his way. 
 
    As he sipped the yellow concoction in his glass he studied me intently. “Girl, palease, I’ve been gay for as long as I can remember. Just imagine what I went through being one of three boys, and always attracted to my brother’s friends. I’ve been an outcast my whole life. Of course, I’ve wanted to just vanish to places where no one knows me. But, Des, that’s not how life works. We can’t run from ourselves, and we damn sure can’t just pack a bag and leave behind things we’ve invested so much into. Especially, the people who love us regardless of our—shall I say, abnormalities.” He struck a pose to make his point.  
 
    I laughed at his silliness. “I know that Marky, but when we started this place. Did you ever imagine the success? The failures before it? The stress of it all?”  
 
    He narrowed his colorful eyes. “This is about, Sa’Mage, isn’t it? You love that man, Des, okay I get that. There’s nothing wrong with that. But, you can’t allow love to torment you when being in love is the ultimate goal. When was the last time you spoke to him?”  
 
    As if on cue the bell above the door chimed alerting us to a new arrival. The person that stepped in caused me to arch my eyebrow but caused Markus to look at me as if to say, “Lucy, you have some explaining to do.”  
 
    The night would be very interesting, indeed.  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Snow~ 
 
      
 
    Ever since Brains introduced me to his sexy ass nephew Assata. I won’t lie, the slut in me has been working overtime. I couldn’t keep my eyes off his thuggish ass. His girl caught me, eye fucking him a few times the look she gave me, let me know we wouldn’t be getting along. Yes, the girl was a bad bitch, to say the least, but I’m no slouch and Snow always gets what she wants. I’m not trying to be wifey or nothin’, but I’m gonna fuck him one way or another.  
 
    “Bitch, you, betta snap outta whateva has your ass in la la land and focus on what the fuck, I’m saying.” Brains seethed.  
 
    I focused my attention allowing my eyes to capture every face present. Assata, Jazzy, some dude with funny eyes named Strange, and a pretty boy named Gusto were all present. We all listen intently as Brains bounced his ideas off us. He looked from me to Assata.  
 
    “Nephew, this some big boy shit, you and your gal tryna pull off. I dig Jazzy’s plan and in a few minutes, shit is gonna get funky. You know, yo’ Unk keeps his ears to the street. I have some associates that has a way to kill two birds with one stone. Assata, you just gotta tame that temper of yours, and see beyond the moment. You’ll get what you want, but first, let’s get to the money.”  
 
    The expression on Assata’s face revealed he was lost. It was amusing to watch as confusion and curiosity stained his hard features. He had no idea how hard it was about to be to tame his temper, once he saw the other piece of Brain’s plans. 
 
    The sound of the doorbell rang and all eyes went from Brains to the door. Brains smiled at me with a crazed look in his eyes and gestured to the door. I could barely contain my hormones with so much testosterone and ‘G’ shit in the atmosphere. The bulges under all these niggas shirts told a tale all in itself. I knew this new turn of events was about to set a flame to the fumes in the air. I stood to get the door, but first, I made sure Assata’s fine ass was paying attention. I wanted him to see this ass bounce as I strutted away. Just an appetizer to the main course. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Destiny~ 
 
      
 
    Pride surged through me as I observed success in the making. I watched as Markus spoke to a prospective buyer. The man’s blue eyes were startling, in contrast to his sun-kissed skin. Curly sandy blonde hair framed his face, taking the edge off the sharp features, that otherwise gave him a dangerous appeal. It’s been whispered that the man’s money was dirty, but that’s none of my business. I’m more interested in the quarter million he intended to spend on merely three pieces of our art collection. Markus worked being two of those pieces. A crowd of nameless, yet important people admired other artwork with the promise of a small fortune by the end of the night.  
 
    The champagne in the flute I’d been nursing had become warm, and my nerves were shot. Everyone was oblivious to the darker presence in the room. No one seemed to notice the micro bugs planted all around the room, nor the small lens of the camera’s peppered sporadically, well everyone but me and Markus. His posture told me his nerves were as jumpy as mine. I assumed his knowledge of the unsuspected company sprinkled around the room, but most importantly not knowing why they were there. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg ~ 
 
      
 
    The tension was thick as I stood with my hands in the air making it obvious, I was there in peace. This nigga, Assata, and his two road dawgs had they burnas aimed in my direction with deadly intent. The only reason my blood wasn’t splashing on the floor, was because this nigga Brains placed himself in the middle of the funk.  
 
    Facing his nephew he said. “Assata, you, niggas are being disrespectful. Put the shit up and sit down. If you ain’t feeling the spill the nigga gives, y’all can whack the nigga at your own discretion. But, if one drop of blood touches my Persian carpet, you, niggas won’t be too far behind him.”  
 
    He then looked at me. “Young, nigga, I came up with your ole man back in the day. He did me a few solids when I needed a helping hand. Since them, white folks has him locked away in their prison. I’ve been repaying my debt by helping you reach your goals, but you and my nephew got blood in y’all eyes that I won’t stand in the middle of. So, for the sake of everyone involved make this nigga see why it’s in the best interest of us all to place the bullshit on hold.”  
 
    I looked to Assata. He was the only one that still had his banger on display. His eyes were on fire and there was no time to waste. He honestly didn’t give a fuck about his uncle’s Persian rug.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Nutz~ 
 
      
 
    “Damn—I can’t see how niggas be wearing this typa shit?” I was fresh to death fa sho’, but the tuxedo jacket was way too fitted for a nigga of my stature. Fuck it—I’m out here. There was a cluster of uptight looking ass niggas standing around conversing about God knows what. They must’ve thought I couldn’t hear because the dialogue became hushed as I passed. Something made me glance at the person nearest me, and a moment of craziness surged through me. I could’ve sworn, I’d seen the sucka somewhere before. I almost stopped to ask him, but the mission I was on caused me to keep it moving. Yet, I couldn’t shake the sick feeling eating at a nigga.  
 
    “Damn—I’m trippin’ but I never forgot a face.  There ain’t too many niggas, that a nigga will confuse for a District Attorney,” I told myself.  
 
    A quick glance back assured me that I was trippin’, or was I? The Kush had me on one even though it wasn’t him. I coulda sworn, I saw six people when I passed now there was only five. No more Kush for the boy tonight. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~ Assata~ 
 
      
 
    “Man, you mu’fuckas gotta be stupid or summin’ Unk. I can’t believe you even entertaining this shit. Nigga, this a suicide mission.” I was burning up as I paced a hole in my uncle’s floor.  
 
    The whole room had their eyes on me. I looked to Jazzy her eyes were down, and that sexy ass look she gets when deep in thought was evident.  
 
    “I know you ain’t considering this shit, Jazz?”  
 
    Her hazel-greens raised and focused on me. “Assata, baby, the nigga explained his plan of action. If I must say so myself it’s a pretty good one. I think we can pull it off G, but shit like this will take all of us under one umbrella. I know you—” 
 
    “Fuck that shit you talkin’ ‘bout.” I dead that shit she was bumpin’. “These pussy ass niggas smoked yo’ blood, and you wanna trust them with our lives?” I turned my wrath on my flesh and blood. “Unk, you know, you’ve been like a pops to me, but you outta line bringing my enemy here. This ain’t how it—" my words caught in my throat as the white girl, Snow strutted into the room.  
 
    Her hair was pulled back into a tight bun and the strapless, white, Versace dress she was squeezed into molested her curves. She gave Unk a brief glance setting her sights on me.  
 
    “Assata, I know, it’s not my place to speak on your business, but this is the problem with men. Y’all allow pride to guide your footsteps. Then by the time, it’s too late to react, all that can be said is, “I fucked up.” But, ‘I fucked up means nothing when you’ve sacrificed your whole camp on a whim, or missed out on millions because your insight couldn’t surpass your hindsight. I’ve been involved with some made men in my life, every one of them fell victim to their own arrogance. My advice is that you place your beef to the side if only for a moment and get this money. I can’t tell you if these other men are trustworthy or not. But, I can tell you that this pussy comes with a money back guarantee if it doesn’t serve its purpose.”  
 
    The look in her eyes hinted at her double meaning, but I’m not a tender dick nigga. I don’t give a fuck ‘bout none of that shit.  
 
    “Look, I’m sure you may be able to pull it off, but the fact still remains this sucka right here had a hand in my right hand’s death and I want—” before I could finish my sentence.  
 
    I was face to face with the deadly side of a bad mu’fucka, with a clip so long I wondered how I’d missed it from the jump.  
 
    “Look, Assata, we’ve been at it since lil’ niggas. I’ve slumped some of yours and you put even more of mine in the dirt. You know, I don’t fear you and you know without a shadow of a doubt, that my pistol bust just like yours. I’ma say this one time and never say it again—” the nigga stared into my eyes without blinking. “I didn’t eighty-six that nigga, Shy. You think I’d put yo’ ace in the dirt nigga, and be stupid enough to trust you at my back in a plot to get cake? Assata, you know, we cut from the same cloth. I’m here to break bread with you and yo’ circle not fuck over you.”  
 
    The nigga’s eyes never left mine, even though he had to hear the distinctive sounds of slugs being jacked into the chambers of Gusto and Strange’s burnas.  
 
    “We can end this shit right now, fam. Yea, yo’ squad can shut my lights out, but I doubt either one’s aim is precise enough to do so before I do you. The thing is if we get this shit jumping we all lose. You’ll die without knowing the nigga that smoked yo’ boy. I’ll die without being able to spend the loot I’ve risked it all for, and we’ll both miss the opportunity of a lifetime.”  
 
    With that being said the nigga took the tool outta my face and stepped back. I smiled and with the quickness of a viper, I went straight in his mu’fuckin’ mouth and dropped him to his back pockets.  
 
    “Nigga, you bet not ever pull a tool on me, and not use it.” I hissed before Jazzy stepped between us.  
 
    “Assata stop this is dumb shit, bae,” she screamed as her eyes filled with water. “I know you got blood in your eyes, hell we all know that. But, baby, Shy’s gone and no matter how much blood you taint these streets with, he—he’s not coming back, A.” Her eyes pleaded with me as murder danced in mine.  
 
    Something in her gaze spoke to me in a language only we could comprehend. “She’s right nigga—let’s get this bread. After we fill the safe we can fill a tub up with the blood of, Shy’s killa.” Gusto said beside me before he looked to Berg. “I’ve never fucked with yo’ side for the sake of you, and everybody you’re close to. I hope you ain’t had a hand in my nigga’s death.” He then looked to Strange. “I’m in, fam.”  
 
    Slowly, but surely nods of agreement went around the room until the only ones left on the outside of the plan was me and Jazzy.  
 
    “I’m with you wrong or right. If you with it, I’m with it—if you ain’t feeling it we can walk out this door, right now.”  
 
    She let it be known where her loyalties stood. My eyes were burning into Berg.  
 
    “This Russian nigga is about that action, fam. I’ve been plotting on the sucka for a minute and can’t see how to get at the boy. He's plugged in with some heavy mu’fuckas and he ain’t no slouch.”  
 
    “So, tell me again, how we gonna get the ups on this pussy boy?” Brains slapped me on the back.  
 
    “Well, Neph, that’s where your uncle comes into play,” he said smiling at Snow.  
 
    “Baby girl you know what to do.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Destiny~ 
 
      
 
    “Boy stop,” I gushed as Nutz stood behind me with his arm securely around my waist.  
 
    He’d sucked my neck so many times, I wouldn’t have been surprised if there was a mark of passion there.  
 
    “So, baby, is that him?” I whispered.  
 
    Nutz tensed as he pulled me even closer to him. “Shush,” he demanded with a stern face. “Watch your mouth, Des—that’s not your business. Damn, I don’t even know why I told you the business,” he fumed.  
 
    I turn to him and wrap my arms around his neck. “Baby, I’m sorry. I wasn’t being nosey or nothing. I’ve just never been a part of anything like this. I want you to know I’m down that’s all.” I put on a small pout for him.  
 
    As he kissed my lips I could tell he was over it just that fast. “It’s Gucci, ma just walk light, so you won’t piss the ground off,” he replied before looking at his watch. “Where the fuck is she?” He whispered more to himself than to me.  
 
    As if on cue one of the most gorgeous creatures that even I’d ever set eyes on walked into my establishment. Jealousy kissed me internally as I watched a strange smile blossom from Nutz lips.  
 
    “So, you got jungle fever now, handsome?” I joked.  
 
    He took his eyes off her for a fraction of a moment, only to say something that left me speechless. “Ma, I’ve never fucked a white girl before in my life, but this bitch even has your pussy wet. Would you fuck her?”  
 
    My silence encouraged him.  
 
    “I thought so,” he smiled. “It’s not jungle fever the bitch just got that effect on people—niggas and bitches alike.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Snow~ 
 
      
 
    I strutted into the gallery as if I was poetry in motion. I stood in the middle of the room allowing my eyes to scan the floor, but the disappointment that eased into my expression revealed to all who had eyes to see, I’d been stood up. Turning my sights on a portrait of a nude woman crying by a river. I strutted over to it and studied its beauty like an avid fan. The title of it is was ‘Cry me a River’ the allure of it had actually taken my breath away.  
 
    “Beautiful, isn’t it?” A masculine voice made love to my ears from behind me.  
 
    I knew who it was without turning around. Only a powerful man treasured the notion of ‘why waste time’.  
 
    “I think it’s powerful—the standard of true beauty,” I replied.  
 
    Turning to face him I found myself swimming in the depths of his piercing eyes. I had never really been attracted to white boys but that turned me on. He could get this pussy with no fight. 
 
    I slowly licked my lips and accepted the flute of wine he handed me.  
 
    “Yes,” he smiled. “Yes, it’s a beauty, but it pales in contrast to the masterpiece standing before me. Your name is?” His accent was heavy Middle Eastern, maybe.  
 
    I took his outstretched hand and as he pulled mine to his lips I smiled.  
 
    “Tiffany, but you can call me Tiff, and you are?” He never took his eyes away from mine, as he began to scare the hell out of me.  
 
    “Lucifer—me and the devil have the same name—nice to meet you, Tiff.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Hunter~ 
 
      
 
    “So, tell me again, why we’ve bugged this funky little art gallery?” I questioned the man whose name I won’t mention, just yet. He along with my partner Winslet, a few D.E.A boys, and I sat in the back of a utility van watching history be made. The respectable establishment had become a den of snakes. Not only did we have international drug smuggler, Obolensky a.k.a Russia but also the Bureau's favorite girl, Snow all in the same room.  
 
    The icing on the cake was not the simple fact that they were being introduced, but more of how and why they’d come to be in acquaintance. The street punk Nutz was as smart as he was stupid. He’d literally talked his way into a federal indictment. The man that set this investigation in motion sat beside me.  
 
    “We’ve bugged this place because this is where it begins. As we speak there are two other team of agents in other locations monitoring the other piece of this enigma. This is bigger than you think detective. We’ve chased Bobby Ray a.k.a Brains and his exploits all over the world. Only to find him in his last phase of work. If it wasn’t for the superior work of my informant, that I will not mention Mr. Brains would be thought to be retired, but not only have we caught back up to his trail. We can be certain he’s elevated his status as an international con man. To a conspirator to commit murder, as well as linking us to one of the most prolific drug operations the U.S. has seen since Big Meech and his B.M.F stories. We’re in alliance with the A.T.F and your division. This time David Swanson, is going down and he’s bringing company.” he declared. 
 
    I smiled and patted him on the back.  
 
    “Says the man that’s made a mockery of the Federal Government for your sake let’s hope you’re right.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Blood—Camera—Action 
 
      
 
    ~Snow~ 
 
      
 
    Four weeks had passed since my introduction to the king-pin, Russia. He’d done almost everything in his power to spoil me, outside of buying me the drop head Rolls Royce, I hinted at wanting for my birthday. It still amazed me how powerful a man could be, until his dick was wet, and his nuts were empty. I’d only known the man for a short while, and in his attempt to try to impress me he’d revealed so much. I knew that he kept a portion of his shipments at a warehouse in a small town outside of Dallas called Desoto.  
 
    He sends a quarter of that to a two-story house on the outskirts of here and allows his youngest brother to lead the street operations. As well as have whatever he needed in terms of weight on standby when needed. I tell you being a white girl with ass had its perks. He spent more time with me than he did with his own wife. She must be one of those out of shape boring women because her man’s craving for this pussy was primal.  
 
    I’ve yet to give in, but I’ve sucked his cock until he was at the brink of eruption. However, I always stop before he nuts. Being a seductress takes more than having a pretty face and nice body. It’s levels to this shit and I’m on the top floor. At the moment, I was surrounded by two beautiful women. We were inside this plush stretch limousine Jazzy, me, and a long-legged Mexican chick Brains implemented into our mission. We were sitting and enjoying shots of Pure Hennessy White.  
 
    The drive to our destination had been filled with laughter. Even though, it was just us women. I could see that Jazzy was a really cool chick. Yes, I’m still gonna fuck her dude, but she is a real bitch, and I’d never been the type to speak against another woman. My attraction to Assata wouldn’t allow me to consider her a friend, but if only for tonight we were cool as a breeze. As I gazed out of the tinted windows, I noticed the landscape had changed. We pulled up to the two-story house and this mofo was beautiful.  
 
    A medicated lawn equipped with a snaking driveway complimented the red brick structure. We’d met here a few times before because he said it was convenient. I figured it was the last place his wife would suspect him to be with another bitch. Risky, but crafty. I watched as the driver stepped out and searched for weapons. I assumed the two guards were satisfied because they allowed him to step away over to our door.  
 
    I smiled and stepped out with grace. Jazzy and the Mexican chick I’d come to know as Mya followed my lead. If I must say so myself the three of us together created a picture of perfection. The red Christian Dior cocktail dress, I wore set off the four-inch heels that laced up my calves and stopped with an exotic bow behind my knees. My hair flowed down my back.  
 
    Jazzy and Mya were no less beautiful in similar dresses by Oscar De la Renta. Even the guards seem awestruck. They were so lost in their lust for beauty, they led us to their boss without searching us. Mya openly admired the cottage style structure.  
 
    “Now, this shit is sexy, mamis. Wait that’s not the word I’m looking for,” she frowned slightly before looking to Jazzy. They burst out laughing the cognac was working its magic. Before pulling off our driver honked his goodbyes. We all waved. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I pulled the limo over a few blocks from the house. Screwing the suppressor onto the semi-automatic, I summoned the beast within me. I didn’t know how this shit was gonna spin, but it was either go hard or go home. The ‘G’ in me wasn’t hearing none of that go home shit. Stepping outta the car I glanced around to make sure no eyes were on me. The earpiece in my ear crackled to life.  
 
    “Nephew, it’s all on you now. The ladies are in but two guards are outside the door. Remember what I told you,” Brains said.  
 
    I frowned, I musta missed whatever part of the conversation he was referring to.  
 
    “Unk, fuck you talm-bout, what you told me?” I questioned.  
 
    The silly ass old man burst out laughing. “Nigga, I know, I ain’t no pimp but pimp remember what I told you,” he laughed.  
 
    I joined in on the laughter as I foot back to where I’d just dropped my bitch off. I hoped she was tougher than Six when it came down to it ‘cause I was about to put my gangsta shit down. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~The Squad~ 
 
      
 
    Brains, Nutz, Berg, Strange, and Gusto awaited the signal, that would let them know it was show time. The black Envoy they were in was so cloudy with smoke. It was hard to see one’s hand if he put it in someone’s face. What was distinctive, was the sound of clips being checked, and slugs being jacked into place. Every weapon involved had clips that held thirty or more bullets. Every nigga there had put their murder game down at one point or another.  
 
    Nutz was the first to break the silence. “Say, Berg, you know I love you, right?”  
 
    Not sure if he was showing a sign of weakness all eyes turn to him. “Nigga fuck you on—you catching pussy or something?” Gusto spat.  
 
    Nutz ignored him. “Do you, nigga?” He repeated to his brother.  
 
    “Nutz, you, my mu’fuckin’, brother. You know, I love you, nigga. If you spooked though you can switch places with me and be the driver. I’ll go in and put my murder one down. You know I’m—" 
 
    “Man shut the fuck up, cuz. You as well as these monkey ass niggas right here know I’m ‘bout this life. You also know you can’t go in there just in case shit don’t turn out right.”  
 
    “I asked you what I asked cause you trust these niggas with our lives. If they get the double cross in the mix for us. When we get to hell I’ma make sure I hit you dead in yo’ mu’fuckin mouth.” The whole truck exploded in laughter, well, everyone except Nutz and Gusto.  
 
    Even through the fog of smoke, the twinkle of Gusto’s gold teeth could be seen being an evil sneer. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~ Assata~ 
 
      
 
    As I made my way up the driveway, I saw the two guards that searched me when I dropped the girls off. The one closest to me stiffened upon seeing me. I raised my hands in the air to show him, that I was unarmed. I hated the tight ass suit Brains forced me to wear. The Glock .40 in the small of my back was digging in my skin with each step. I stopped about eight feet away from them. Their hands tightened on the Mac 11’s they had on full display. The dark shades hid their eyes, I knew they were watching for the slightest reason to air my black ass out, but my posture was free of malice or drama.  
 
    The big mu’fucka said, “No te acerques mas.”  
 
    The look on my face must have told them, I didn’t comprehend whatever the fuck he’d just said. Cause the second nigga spoke in English.  
 
    “Don’t come any closer—” he paused “Where you car limo man?”  
 
    With my hands still in the air, I gave him my spiel. “Look, I’m not trying to disturb you boys. I just caught a flat ‘bout a block away, and I ain’t got no car jack to change the tire. I was just—” 
 
    The shorter dude said something in Spanish, that musta been funny and disarming because they laughed, and the tension in their bodies relaxed.  
 
    “We no care about you problem, senor. You need to leave this place until you are called. Tis ting you speak of is you own dilemma”  
 
    Heat began to surge through me. ‘Pussy ass ese tryin' to flex on me 'cause he knows I'm outgunned’. I turned my eyes to big boy. He showed his spite by spitting on the ground by my feet. I noticed his hand tap the butt of his heat. I looked from the glob of spit back to the muscle faced sucka. I smiled, nodded, and turned to walk away.  
 
    “One more thing before I go,” I said through clenched teeth.  
 
    I spun back in their direction yanking the tool from its resting spot. The temperature changed as I hit big boy first. I didn’t need too much aim the extend on my burner was my assurance. I just squeezed with thirty bullets in the extendo, I was assured to hit something. Big Boy’s face exploded as his glasses flew up in the air. Silent kisses of fire slipped from the bidness side of the .40.  
 
    I walked to the beef rather than tryin’ to duck and dodge. I saw the last nigga standing trying to shake his surprise. I whacked his stupid ass for nutting up when the beef was on. Two to the chest dropped homie before he could get a grip on the Mac. He wheezed and clutched his chest as if he could stop his life from slipping away from him. I stood over him and put the burna to his face. His breath was ragged, and his eyes pleaded with me.  
 
    “Maybe you will be more respectful in yo’ next life,” I growled giving him two to the face.  
 
    Tapping the earpiece I sent the signal to the wolves. Just for good measure, I picked up lil’ man’s Mac 11.  
 
    My earpiece crackled, “We’re bending the kona, fam.” Gusto’s voice came through.  
 
    I looked around at all the mess I’d caused with little sound. I gotta find out where Unk got these suppressors from. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    All eyes were on me as I put on the show of my lifetime. I’d never been a stripper, but tonight I was all the way out of my body. Sensually, I rolled my belly to the melody of ‘Beyoncé’s ‘Strip for You’ playing from my iPhone. I watched Mya deep throat Solomon. Solomon is Russia’s brother. He had boyish features with his brother’s eyes. He seemed real mellow especially in comparison to his older brother. Who seemed to exude an air of danger and mischief.  
 
    Not long after we arrived him and Snow disappeared up the stairs leaving me and Mya, with Solomon and two other foreigners. I honestly couldn’t distinguish the ethnicity of. What I did know was after a few drinks. Which I assumed was spiked, because I’d only sipped a little. My senses were way too sharp not to mention, my hormones were on fire for no apparent reason shit had gotten a little wild.  
 
    Mya wasted no time with the two she’d all but manhandled. As she sucked one dry, the other was behind her sweating like a slave and knocking the lining out of her poor little coochie. The third man sat on the couch opposite of them stroking himself into a frenzy, watching me squeeze my nipples.  
 
    “Lord, please let Assata, hurry up,” I whispered to myself smiling for pretense.  
 
    As if God was laughing at my request mister small dick jumped up and headed my way with his little worm in his hands. I put my palm against my chest stopping him short.  
 
    “Hold up lover boy.” The look of confusion on his face was priceless. “Patience makes the pussy wetter.” I murmured and took his manhood into my hands, guiding him back to the couch. Pulling his face to my nipples I sighed as I stroked him. Baby needed to hurry the fuck up. I was nothing like Snow and Mya. I’d fuck around and get us all killed, because I ain’t fucking, sucking, or even taking off my panties. That’s on Shy’s grave. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~ Assata~ 
 
      
 
    Soon as the squad walked up the driveway and saw my work. My nigga Gusto showed all thirty-two of the gold fronts in his mouth. Even from behind the ski-mask I could see thirst for blood surging through him.  
 
    “I woulda gave em’ the whole clip all face shots.” He whispered in my ear. “But, nice work champ.”  
 
    I smiled pulling the ski-mask out of my back pocket. I pull it over my face, then put my finger to my lips, and demanded silence. As I twisted the doorknob I could only pray that it wasn’t locked. The galaxies must have been on my side, because not only was it unlocked it opened without sound.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    Shit done got real. I don’t rock like this at all, but with this nympho bitch Mya taking it in every orifice she had. The cat I was entertaining was animalistic with lust. So, I had to choose between the lesser of three evils. It was either give him head, let him fuck, or let him suck my pussy. The first two would be blaspheme, so I let the nigga pull my panties to the side and lick this pussy. He was doing his thing. Unconsciously, I gripped the back of his head. I decided I may as well get a nut before the fireworks begin.  
 
    Well, at least that was my plan until I looked up from this pussy eating ass foreigner, sucking my kitty, and set sights on eight pairs of evil eyes boring into the freak show on public display. Being as though his back was to the door, he didn’t see the nightmare behind him.  
 
    I cleared my throat. “Umm, I don’t think our company is satisfied with y’all’s performance.” I assumed that my lack of participation caused the look of confusion on his face, or maybe it was the statement I’d just made. Whichever it was he sat up on his knees and attempted to glance backward. What happened next transpired in slow motion.  
 
    A mixture of grayish matter and thick blood, sprayed stains on my pussy and stomach as his face exploded. As he fell face forward, I got a glimpse of the socket where his right eye used to be. Frantically, I shoved him off me and tried to wipe his brain matter and blood off my skin, but it only seemed to lather like I was putting on lotion.  
 
    Maybe I was in shock or on my way to it because a small shrill scream came from deep within me. I honestly didn’t know how, because my mouth seemed to be locked shut.  
 
    “Shut that hoe up, fam,” Assata growled.  
 
    Gusto moved in my direction with a monstrous gun in his hand. ‘It’s over with’, I thought. I threw my hands out in front of me as if I could block a bullet from piercing my flesh. To my surprise and horror, two gentle coughs from his pistol quieted the room and sent me to an early grave. Then everything went black. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Nutz~ 
 
      
 
    I smirked at these boy’s work. The Mexican bitch was slumped over the couch with two in her chest. Bitch was bad too. Silly hoe shouldn’t have been doing all that screaming! Just a waste of pussy. I saw Gusto’s aim was getting better, though.  
 
    “Oh shit, Jazz,” Me and Assata said in unison. 
 
    We rushed to her. I was thinking why the fuck did he involve her, anyway? That shit made me wanna whack his bitch ass. Jazzy, ain’t the typa bitch, that needs to be a part of this kinda shit. Now, look she done passed the fuck out from the slightest sight of blood. Movement out the corner of my eyes made me swing the tool in that direction. 
 
    Strange had the two eses or whatever the fuck they were on their knees. They looked pathetic with shriveled up dicks, and sweat pouring from their session with Mya. They must’ve been immune to death because they kept it ‘G’ under our get down. Well, one of them the other nigga looked like he was ‘bout to piss himself. I assumed he wasn’t tryna face the same fate as his boy because the pussy spoke up.  
 
    “I’m Russia’s cousin, me show you where the money and coca is if you let me live.” He said with a heavy accent.  
 
    I looked to Assata he looked at the man in his eyes and vowed to let him breathe if he made our jobs easier. The cat glanced over to his homie, but the slim baby face mu’fucka glared at him shaking his head. He said something in whatever language they speak. They had the nuts to glare back at us as if there was a reward for being brave. I respected the lion though. At least he would die with dignity.  
 
    “The coke is in the kitchen underneath the refrigerator. All you do is remove the vegetable tray at the bottom. You’ll see that it opens up to a hole in the floor. You’ll find what you are looking for.” The lamb of the two explained.  
 
    Assata looked to Brains and Strange without words they headed to see ‘bout homies claims.  
 
    “The money?” I questioned.  
 
    He looked from Assata to me before he replied. “It’s in the safe behind the portrait of the Chateau de Villandry. The code is—” The stubborn one hit him with a right cross before Assata shot him in his side.  
 
    He crumbled as he clutched his wound. The mu’fucka must’ve been crazy because a wicked smile touched his lips as he whispered. “Ye’ gonna visit de devils when Russia sees ye treachery.”  
 
    By now Jazzy had come around and Assata said to me.  
 
    “Say dawg get her out of here.”  
 
    Instinctively, I frowned at the nigga. He may run these other niggas but he had me fucked up. I was ‘bout to tell him just that until, Jazzy stepped to me taking my hand. Her eyes were lost. I knew this wasn’t the time to be on no freak shit. Her nipples stood at attention and the speckles of blood staining them made my dick hard, maybe I really am a nut case.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I stood behind the homie as he opened the safe. As it swung open stacks on top of stacks of big faces stared back at me.  
 
    “Turn around slowly, homie. Don’t do nothing that’ll make me paint all that bread with your last thoughts.”  
 
    Folk turned around sweat made his face look almost comical, as he stared at me with the million-dollar question in his eyes.  
 
    “Me give you what you come for you gave your word not to—to kill me.” he stammered.  
 
    A hint of my diamonds pecked from behind my lips. “My word is solid, fam. I’m not going to kill you.”  
 
    His body relaxed as he smiled in relief. “Thank you! Thank you. You won’t regret it, I—”  
 
    The smile slipped from my lips as I shut him down. “Naw dawg I never said you wasn’t’ going to die. I just said I wasn’t going to kill you.”  
 
    Panic tainted his facial. “But—but you said—” that’s all that escaped his lips before hollows rocked him to sleep eternally.  
 
    “Your cowardness killed you pussy! In the next life be a gangsta.” I hissed at his corpse as I gave him three more to the body, just cause he was a pussy. I looked up at all this bread. “Damn!” This was the true definition of blood money!  
 
    I laughed, then a sound behind me made me spin with the tool ready to bark.  
 
    “Whoa, lil’ daddy, be careful with that thing!” My uncle said dropping a bag at my feet. “Twenty bricks—uncut—stamp is fresh looks like dude was connected with the Cartel.” He looked around. “Where’s Snow, Neph?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Brains~ 
 
      
 
    We left Strange to bag up the money and wait for our return. As I climbed the stairs behind my nephew my heart beat against my chest. I’m getting too old for this shit. Me and Assata crept up the stairs with our pistols raised and ready to fire. The silence was thick. There was too many closed doors where a mu’fucka could hide. I won’t lie I was nervous. I’m not no killa I pay niggas to solve problems. I’m not no new jack but this ain’t my vibe. Assata stopped suddenly making me run into him. He glared back at me as I was the cause.  
 
    He pointed to the room on the left wing and back at himself, then to the right indicating he was going that way. This son of a bitch was trying to split up. Without waiting for my response, he took off leaving me no other choice, but to follow instructions. A sick feeling caused acid to rush up my throat but I forced it down. Stepping to my bidness I put my ear to the closed door, silence. I eased the door open, heart pounding, and gun leading the way like I’d seen in the movies.  
 
    Relief flooded through me empty. I turned to go to the next room, but the sight of my nephew standing in the doorway straight ahead stopped me short. It wasn’t that he was just standing there staring. It wasn’t even that his body language spoke a million words that caused tears to flood my vision. It was more of the fact, that he wasn’t pointing his gun like they do in the movies. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~ Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I’d found Snow she was laying naked on silk sheets with blood flowing from her like a fountain. A window in the corner was open and the drapes blew in the wind. Shit was ‘bout to get ugly, fam. The mission was to whack the Russian and rob him, but the moment called for other shit. Uncle B shoved me out of the way and stepped into the room. Seeing his bitch with her throat slit fucked him up. He cried but no tears fell.  
 
    “Unk, we gotta get the fuck outta here. That Russian mu’fucka got away, ain’t no telling how he’s rocking right now.” I looked over at Snow he leaned over her and just stared. “Unk, we gotta—go.” I hissed losing patience.  
 
    He closed her eyes and without looking at me, he headed for the door. That’s when all hell broke loose and gunshots sounded off below us. We looked at each other and rushed out the door. Maybe the nigga was in shock, or his intentions was to just join his bitch. Before I could stop him my uncle ran down the flight of stairs. Even though I was only a few feet behind him I couldn’t stop him from his intentions.  
 
    I watched as he hit the last step with his tool spitting in the direction of the living room. Don’t ask me how the nigga knew where to find trouble. I don’t know, but what I did know was he found exactly what he was looking for. I watched him shoot it out slug for slug, with whomever he was having a drawdown with. His body jerked a few times but the way he worked lead me to think he was safe.  
 
    I ran the rest of the way down the stairs swinging the burna in the direction Unk was aiming. Only to find nothing there. Blood was everywhere. Cautiously, I walked deeper into the room. Instantly pain, anger, and regret ate at me. Strange was D.O.A, looking over at what musta happened, my heart hurt for my dawg. The bitch ass Russian I hit in his side musta still been amongst the living. He waited us out, mayne!  
 
    The bullshit high point .380 that laid on the floor beside him, told me our mistake of not being more observant.  
 
    “Let’s get this shit and murk out Unk—shit not right,” I said as I begin picking up stacks that musta fell out the trash bags that came from God knows where.  
 
    “Unk, snap out of that shit and let’s get this shit ova wit,” I snapped.  
 
    Turning to see what his fucking problem was my heart shut down. “Naw, come on Bobby Ray,” I broke as I rushed over to my flesh.  
 
    He was leaking with his back against the wall. A blood-red smear ran down the wall as he musta used it to slide down. Tears tainted my vision.  
 
    “Damn Unk,” I looked down at the holes in his chest. “Fuck,” I screamed as I punched a hole in the wall. “See God this why I lose faith,” I whispered to the wind.  
 
    Brains coughed up blood then smiled at me. “Did—did I—did I get him, ne—neph?”  
 
    I just nodded as rain stormed down my face.  
 
    “Assata, we got to—” Nutz began as he entered with his burna clutched.  
 
    He observed the massacre all around us. We locked eyes and my vibration was intense. He walked over to the bags and started snatching shit up.  
 
    “Fam, them people on the way—we gotta burn.” He mumbled as he heaved two bags over his shoulders.  
 
    I looked back at Unk he’d already crossed over on me.  
 
    “Send my love to my T-lady and squad old man. I’ll catch up when it’s my time.” I saluted as I did to him what he did to Snow. I closed fam eyes so he wouldn’t see the madness suffocating a nigga. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Love and Betrayal 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    It had been three months since the shit went down with the New York, nigga. Even now, I couldn’t believe, I walked away with my life. Me and Assata haven’t really been vibing like we used to. Maybe he was still fucked up about me freaking out on him. I’m merely a woman. I love that nigga to death and will go to the ends of the earth for him, but I’m no killer. I miss my boo, though. I’ve called him too many times in the past week.  
 
    I’d even reached out to his boy Gusto, but something wasn’t right about him. He’d called me a few times and seemed cool, but I refrained from talking to him too much, so he wouldn’t get the wrong impression. Thinking about Assata was crazy. I’d only seen him three times since the situation, neither time had he fucked me. I even went as far as— 
 
    My phone started ringing, speaking of the devil. A big smile graced my lips when I heard ‘One Plus One’ by Beyoncé. It’s the ringtone I had for Assata.  
 
    “Heeeyyy baby,” I gushed. This nigga brought the woman out of me.  
 
    “I’m pulling up step outside, mama,” he said before the call dropped.  
 
    My smile slipped. Looking at the screen, I realized this nigga was on some bullshit. The bass from this nigga’s whip was so loud it vibrated my window. His favorite song, ‘Always Be’ by MO3 made me smile. This nigga listened to that song at least a thousand times and still fuck with it like it’s his first time.  
 
    I rushed to slide into a pair of forces. The boy shorts and muscle shirt, I was wearing was enough to entice any nigga even though it was loungewear. All this ass and thighs I had even a nigga of Assata’s pedigree couldn’t resist. The day was sunny as I stepped outside. From my second story apartment, I could see the glare of his jewels as he sat on the hood of his Chevy SS. Like always the nigga had generated the attention of all the ladies.  
 
    Shayla a petite chocolate girl, that stayed on the first floor was always up in his face. Even though Assata wasn’t officially my nigga, these hoes ‘round here knew the deal. Soon as she saw me, she put on this fake ass smile, as if she wouldn’t slice my throat the moment I turned my back.  
 
    “Heeyy, girl, I was just telling Assata how hot this burgundy paint job is,” the bitch lied.  
 
    I rolled my eyes at her, before narrowing my eyes at his black ass. He had this little gesture he always did with his left eyebrow when he was amused.  
 
    “What’s good, ma. I ain’t did nothin’. You know, I wouldn’t disrespect the game like that, but if you consider lil’ mama right here yo’ potna. You need to find a better choice of friends.” His bluntness seemed to rattle her because her eyes bucked, and she looked as if she couldn’t believe he’d just put her on blast.  
 
    He hopped off the hood and headed for the driver’s side. Before sliding behind the wheel, he looked over to me and said, “You gonna stand there looking stupid? Or you gonna get in and at least act like you didn’t just insult me?” He looked over to Shayla. “I woulda respect you more if you woulda just kept it funky with her and told her you wanna fuck me. I’m the God of my universe—she’s my rida, but not my bitch. You’ll get further by keepin’ it one-hundred, ma. Stay up.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    The woman sitting across from me was only a shell of her former self. The last time I saw Keisha she was vibrant and happily in love with my brother. Even though, it had been a few years since we’d seen each other. It was crazy to see the effects time, and the lack of self-worth could have on a person. This woman used to be one of the prettiest women in my neighborhood. The envy of her time, yet this creature sitting before me contradicted my claim, as she tried to finger comb her dry hair.  
 
    The bags under her eyes aged her terribly and her skin was so taut, her bones seem to be a second away from poking through. Her skin was so splotchy and it was just pitiful to see the aftermath of a fallen star.  
 
    “Why the fuck do you keep looking at me like that?” She growled I could see shame all over her face like a shadow.  
 
    “Kesh, you can’t keep living like this,” I said as I waved my hand around the living room littered with takeout containers.  
 
    The floor hadn’t been vacuumed and the smell of stale cigarettes hung in the air. “This shit ain’t you at all girl, we’re boss bitches. Remember you once told me, that the difference between a bitch and a boss bitch was the attitude and morale? Kesh, we’re all fucked up about, Shy but—"  
 
    “Jazz, you don’t know what it’s like to live like this. Shy was—is my soulmate. I can’t close my eyes without seeing—” water streamed down her face and she breathed deeply. “He’s my every thought, Jazz. I can’t fuck with another man without feeling nasty. I—I—”  
 
    I watched as the rest of her strength slipped and she folded over, with her face in her hands. The sister in me caused me to walk over and hold her as tight as I could. It’s a powerful thing, emotions.  
 
    “When it’s real—the love, when the love is solid, you feel that shit!” I sympathize with this queen, my heart spilled from my eyes in the form of liquid. “It has to pass, Kesh—he would want you to live, baby girl. He would want you to be—” her sudden actions stopped me short.  
 
    She sat up straight with resolution. With hot tears running down her face, she fucked my world all the way up. “No, you don’t understand, Jazzy. I’m tired—I’m sooo tired.” she moaned.  
 
    My confusion at her sudden change of expression must have been all over my face because she cupped my face in her hands. “Jazzy, you have to get Shy’s phone. The last person he talked to was the one who killed him. I heard the whole conversation.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~ Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I had shorty at the lake in Lake Dallas. It was warm out and the best part ‘bout it was, that outside of a couple further up shore it was just us. Lil’ Baby sat with her knees pulled close to her chest, as she stared out at the waves of the water rolling onto the sand by our feet. The wind blew softly, carrying the aroma of this gas, that I was trying my best not to choke on down the shore. My eyes rolled over her lil’ thick ass. The boy shorts couldn’t hold all that ass, so it escaped from the bottom forcing the back of ‘em up her ass crack.  
 
    I don’t know if she’d done that shit on purpose, or if she just didn’t feel it. Naw, she did that shit on purpose, but I’ll play along.  
 
    “Say, yo’ shit hungry?” I asked.  
 
    She looked at me with a frown. “Naw, I’m good, I ate before you showed up.” I smiled, this shit was too easy. “So, why yo’ ass snackin’ on them shorts like that?” I busted out laughing.  
 
    She tried to play tough, but that shit didn’t last as she took a playful swing at me. “Shut up, boy!”  
 
    Somehow, we ended up wrestling, and in the end, she was on top of me. Yeah, that shit was purposely! Sand was all over her arms and chest. I assumed the cool breeze, was what had her chocolate nipples peeking through the muscle tee. This shit was gonna be hard, but lil’ one is my baby, and she deserved the real. I sat up with her still in my lap, face to face like a real nigga ‘pose to be, with a solid bitch and opened my chest to my queen.  
 
    “Do you believe in destiny, Six? I ain’t talking ‘bout that shit them white people be talm-bout in the movies. I’m talking ‘bout that real deep shit. That, yeahhh, this what it’s all about typa shit?”  
 
    She searched my eyes for an indication, why I was asking her this typa shit. “Do I believe that God has a plan for us—” she began.  
 
    I placed my fingers to her lips. “Naw, queen, I respect the O.G. I honestly don’t know if he exists or not, but I’ve been barking at dawg my whole life, still I’m waiting for answers. That’s not what I mean. See, baby girl, when people are unsure of shit, or can’t explain certain aspects of life they use God as a rationality. Only God knows, or if it’s God’s plan—but God does know.” I brushed sand off the side of her face, as my eyes study hers intently. “Just because a baby comes out of the womb stillborn, or an innocent little girl gets hit by a stray bullet in a chaotic situation, doesn’t mean it was in God’s plan.” I don’t know what made me do it, but my hands took on a mind of their own, as they traveled over her body. I smoothed them down her back, over her ass cheeks, and down her thighs, then finally rested them on her waist. 
 
    “That shit was a sign, that the devil is just as real as the O.G. The negative to the positive of life. No way to have one without the other.” Six wrapped her arm around my neck, maybe my touch was misleading. But, this might have been the last time, I’d get to explore her touch, so I did nothing to discourage it. I told her to stand up and with a look of confusion, she obliged.  
 
    Still confused she reached out her hand and helped me to my feet. Hand in hand, I lead her down to the shore, witnessing the beauty of the horizon. “Destiny is the magnification of one’s creation. If God is up there, he allows us to create destiny. That’s why in your Bible it says, ‘faith without work is dead’! If a mu’fucka believes in something, you work to make that dream a reality. We are controllers of where we end up.” Six released my hand and folded her arms like she could read my mind and knew exactly where the conversation was headed. 
 
    “Yeah, sometimes shit don’t turn out as we plan, but that’s what works. It’s that faith in you to see the end of shit. Destiny is where we end up, feel me, ma?” I looked over in her direction.  
 
    She bit her bottom lip and nodded her head. “Six, you’re my nigga. We’ve been thuggin’ for a minute, I’ve always kept it ‘G’ with you.”  
 
    Without blinking I came from the hip with mama. “I’ve met—well—I’ve known her for a while and we talkin’ ‘bout rockin’. We not official and I’d never cast you to the side, but lil’ mama got a piece of my heart. A long time ago, I made a promise to a nigga I love dearly, and –” she shut me up by putting her hand over my mouth.  
 
    “So, it’s true?” she whispered.  
 
    “Huh, is what true?”  
 
    Tears clouded her eyes and without another word, Six took off running.  
 
    “Damn, Shy, I’m trying to do this shit right, dawg,” I whispered, before getting up following, Ms. Lady. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    I’d been calling Assata’s ass for hours. As I sped through traffic, I couldn’t focus. Kesha told me the whole conversation, she’d overheard Shy having. She told me, that she begged him not to go but just like so many niggas before him, he overestimated a woman’s intuition. The thing eating at me the most, was how she said Shy ended the call. There are only four niggas that use that code and know the meaning of it. Assata’s phone was still going to voicemail, as I pulled up to my mama’s house.  
 
    It was as run down as ever and as I stared at the poverty surrounding me. All I could do was thank God for being my Father. Anxiety consumed me as I pressed the call button for the third time. ‘Why does Assata have his phone off?’ 
 
    Frustration surged through me until a light came on in my head. Gusto would know what’s up with, ‘A’. The phone rang three times before his gruff voice blasted through my speakers.  
 
    “Gus, have you heard from, Assata? I’ve been trying to call him, I keep getting the voicemail? It’s starting to worry me to be real.”  
 
    I could hear him fumbling with something in the background before he said, “Naw, fam, last I heard from bro, he was making a run. You know dawg, though. I’m sure he’s good. What’s poppin’ though, you need something done? You know all you gotta do is say the word.”  
 
    I hesitated for a second or two this shit I was holding inside, wasn’t the type of shit you just go blurting to just anybody, but this family. Gus been rocking with the circle since the sandbox. He had a right to know just as much anybody else. So, I told him what Kesha told me about the phone conversation, that was overheard. I even told him how Kesh said he ended the call.  
 
    Maybe he could help me piece this shit together. His side of the line was silent for a second before he said. “Where you at, Jazz? Don’t be riding around the city looking for no mu’fuckin’ killa by yo’ self, wait on Assata. Where are you?” he fumed.  
 
    Before I could answer, my phone beeped alerting me that another call was coming through. I glanced and almost hung up on Gusto to answer Assata’s call.  
 
    “Never mind, Gus,” I said without waiting for a response.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    Assata just dropped me off at home. There were no more tears, but the hurt was still raw. I couldn’t believe this nigga chose another bitch over, me. The bitch that rides with him no matter the situation. I asked myself a thousand times, what could she have over me? Was her pussy better, her head game? Was she prettier, freakier? What makes this shit so deep, is that he spit in my face even further, by dropping four rubber-banded bundles of money. He said it was forty grand and had the audacity to say, he didn’t want to see me in the club again.  
 
    Really nigga? I left that shit right there in his car. I was lost as I entered my apartment. As soon as, I closed the door and locked myself in. I placed my back to the door and soft tears clouded my vision.  
 
    “I hate him, I hate him, so much,” I whispered.  
 
    Sucking in a deep breath to calm my nerves something more than air erupted my lungs. The familiar aroma caused my stomach to drop.  
 
    I hadn’t had a face to face with him in months. I’d ducked him all I could, but I knew eventually he would come. The red ember at the tip of the wineberry black-n-mild, he loved so dearly was the only indication, that he was sitting on my couch. It was so dark, I couldn’t make out his features, but I didn’t need light to distinguish his pretty ass. The nigga had been in my nightmares since I met him. With my eyes now adjusted to the darkness. I could see his silhouette moving as if he was a phantom of the night.  
 
    Suddenly, he was so close we could’ve kissed. “You can’t answer the phone for a nigga now, Six?” He whispered against my lips.  
 
    Disgust swirled through me. “What do you want, dude?” I tried to push past him, but he forced me back in place and like magic, his fingers appeared around my neck. “I can’t—can’t—breathe.” I rasped, scratching his hands.  
 
    Slowly he eased his grip, but his hand was still in place to remind me of the thin line between life and death.  
 
    “What do you want? I told you our business was over after the last time. I told you, I love Assata, but you steady try to use me to get at him. Why do you hate a man that would die for you?” I hissed, as my eyes got cloudy.  
 
    “Bitch, you don’t know that, nigga! He’s not who you think he is.” His eyes flashed with a look of hurt. “He did this to me.” he seethed.  
 
    Emotions was like a hurricane in him, as he released me and headed for the couch. I studied him, as he sat down and picked up the cigar.  
 
    “What did he do to you? That man is—” My words died as fresh pain reminded me what he’d done to me.  
 
    As if he could see right through the turmoil, forming a river within me, he said. “So, he finally told you ‘bout his lil’ slut, huh?” He laughed at his own humor. He’d warned me, I was about to get my heart broken, but love had me blind.  
 
    “Look, Six, we got a problem. It may benefit your situation, as well as get me closer to yo’ goal, but—”  
 
    I put my hand up to stop him. “No, whatever it is, you can do it yourself. I told you, I want nothing else to do with this shit. I—I love that man regardless of who he’s with.” I mumbled.  
 
    He stood up and walked over to me. He placed his fingers under my chin, lifting my eyes to his. “Ma, it matters not how deeply you love him. If he finds out you had a hand in Shy’s murder, he’s gonna murder you in cold blood.”  
 
    I frowned, “Wha—what?” My mental spun rapidly. How, does Assata know? Is that why he gave me the money—to leave?” A million questions danced in my head until he solved the riddle. “While you was playing in the sand—” he brushed the sand off of my chest. “His bitch has been playing private eye all over the city. At this moment, she’s trying to find Shy’s phone. If she does shit’s gonna get real bloody. So, she has to go.”  
 
    Fear raced through me. “I thought you said, there was no way this would trace back to us. You’ve used me ever since I met you and—” a knock at the door, caused him to place a hand over my mouth, silencing me. With the other hand, he pulled out his pistol.  
 
    I removed his hand and gently pushed him towards the back room. He resisted at first, but the sound of Assata’s voice motivated him to take cover. I watched until he disappeared. The last thought I had, before turning back to the door was,  
 
    ‘Gusto is right if Assata finds out, I was part of his boy’s murder—I’m a dead bitch.’ 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~ Assata~ 
 
      
 
    “I know you’re in there, Six. Open the door, baby girl.” I’d been standing out there a good five minutes before I heard movement behind the door.  
 
    “What do you want, Assata? You said all, that you needed to say shouldn’t you be home with your—your—what did you call her, your Earth?”  
 
    This is why mu’fucka’s don’t keep it solid with each other. The truth is always sought but rarely respected. Being a real nigga has lost its value, it has become a spoken identity. People have become too lax in faking with each other, that lying to the face of the ones they love have become natural. That’s not how it goes.  
 
    My frustration mounted. “Six, look fam, I find it funny how you always telling me to keep it muddy with you. But, when I do, you shun my realism. How am I, supposed to respect you as a woman, if I can’t even talk to you without the fear of you not respecting me for keeping it real?”  
 
    That must have done it because the door opened and she quickly stepped outside and shut the door. Her body language seemed fishy, but maybe I was trippin’.  
 
    “Damn, a nigga, can’t even come in no more?” I laughed to kill the tension.  
 
    She leaned against the door and crossed her arms over her chest. Attitude strained her face and the redness of her eyes told me, she’d still been crying. I gotta weak spot for shorty, so this shit fucked with my two-step.  
 
    “Look, Six, I just came to give you this.” I dropped the cake, I tried to give her earlier at her feet. “I know, you ain’t no charity case. I ain’t trying to pay you off, dawg. A nigga—” 
 
    She frowned, “Nigga, what I tell you about calling me your, fam? I’m not one of them niggas you trap with. I understand you got a new bitch or better, yet you’ve been having her around. I’m just the last one to know, but I’m gonna be respected. Call me by my name, Assata,” she fumed.  
 
    I think I need to let mama cool off cause the way she rockin’ wit’ me, would make me fuck around and go upside her head, and she knew it. I stepped to lady and pulled her close to me. I wanted to kiss those juicy ass lips, but the respect I have for Jazz wouldn’t let me play myself.  
 
    Was I wrong to feel for shorty? She kept it all the way funky with the God. Even though I was bred not to trust, she was one of the few people in this life that I did.  
 
    “Look at me, Six,” I demanded. Her eyes bored into mine, as I prepared to make my exit. “You are a nigga’s backbone. You’ve fucked with me even before the pennies and whips. I thug with you the long way, Ms. Lady. You gotta stand by me through my every decision—not just some of them.” I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her closer to me. Her body was tense and there was something strange about her facial expression, that I couldn’t quite put my finger on. I paid it no mind, as I slide my hand over the imprint of her pussy lips to emphasize my point. 
 
    “I’d never tried to lock down this pussy, nor have I prevented you from finding your sense of love. I’ve never experienced it—can’t really say I believe it even exists. But, this shit I feel for lady, started way before you, and it has nothing to do with you.” I took my hand and brush the loose strand away from her face. Will you be content with me seeing you fantasize? Would it have been better for me not to have told you?”  
 
    She shook her head, that one action caused her soul to leak from her eyes in an emotional thunderstorm. “I just—I love you, Assata. You’ve always known that. I know your just keepin’ it ‘G’, but what about me? What do you expect me to do with these feelings I have, huh? While your somewhere playing house with some other bitch. What do you expect me to do? My heart is yours, Assata. I’m not able to see this shit, right now.”  
 
    I held baby girl as I digested her words. I don’t know if it was the moment, or if someone very close around was smoking Gusto’s favorite Black-n-mild.  
 
    


 
   
  
 


 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    To Die For 
 
      
 
    ~3 Weeks Later~ 
 
      
 
    ~Destiny~ 
 
      
 
    I walked into the Golden Triangle Mall trying to be inconspicuous, as I headed for the food court. Man, I don’t know why he chose this place to meet out of so many other places, that would’ve been less of a possibility of us being caught. The glasses I wore seemed to cover most of my face, and the shawl covering my head made me feel comfortable enough to walk without fear of being spotted.  
 
    I was elated to see that the court was clustered with people. I spotted the man, I’d come to meet at a corner table. He smiled and waved me over. The smell of hot pretzels and fried foods aroused my senses until my stomach reminded me, that I hadn’t eaten all day.  
 
    “Hey, baby, how has your day been?” He greeted, with a warm hug before we took our seats.  
 
    “It’s been a long one Sa’Mage. I just need it to be over with. As a matter of fact, I can’t wait until all of the craziness is over and I can come back home.” I interlocked my hand with his I hadn’t felt his touch in months. “I yearn to sleep in my own bed, with my own husband. Is that too much to ask? Sa’Mage smiled, then released my hand, and returned his attention to his food. “I know you have enough on tape to convict, Ice-Berg and his brother ten times over. That man even admitted to kidnapping me. I’ve worn wire after wire!”  
 
    Sa’Mage swiftly snapped his head up and placed his finger against my lips, before gazing around the room to make sure no one overheard me.  
 
    “Keep your voice down, Destiny, you don’t want anyone to overhear you,” Sa’Mage said.  
 
    I nodded my head in understanding before saying in a much lower tone. “I’ve been there during drug transactions and conversations Berg has had with his suppliers. Damn, it’s the feds, a person can get convicted off word of mouth. What else do you need?”  
 
    Sa’Mage continued eating his food as if I hadn’t said anything. Okay, okay, I know you’re wondering how did this come about? Well, the short version Sa’Mage is my husband, I love him. So, when he came to me with his plan to take Nutz and his crew down. I had reservations but once he assured me, he’d not only get his job back but also had a chance at becoming Governor of the state, it was a no-brainer. So, here I am his way of infiltrating Ice-Berg’s circle. Never did we imagine, he would be in alliance with the kingpin Russia. A bonus so to speak.  
 
    “Earth to Destiny, what has your attention so deeply?”  
 
    Snapping back to the here and now, I tried to focus. “Huh, what you say?”  
 
    He smiled. “Are you thinking about your little boyfriend. Have you fucked him, Destiny?”  
 
    I was appalled. I’m out here risking my fucking life, for this stupid motherfucker, and he had the balls to question my loyalty.  
 
    “How dare you?” I sneered. “You have no fucking idea how hard it is to play a role for a man as dangerous as Nutz. At any moment, he can have the slightest hunch, and it will all be over. You are a fucking asshole, Sa’Mage.” I stood up from the table and headed for the restroom.  
 
    On my way there I bumped into a brick wall, to my astonishment it came to life. “Excuse me—I am, so sorry!” I managed to say, as we both squatted to clean up the mess I caused.  
 
    “It’s cool, lady, I shoulda been more aware of my surroundings instead of running my mouth on this phone. It’s peace, my name’s Assata, by the way—you are?” He extended his hand.  
 
    “She’s taken,” Sa’Mage said from behind me. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Hunter~ 
 
      
 
    For the past few months, things have been tense. The massacre and discovery of, Bobby Ray a.k.a Brains, as well as his accomplice Snow, set off a bomb within the city. A lot of officials lost their jobs, and some were barely hanging on to theirs, due to us running an unauthorized task force. More importantly, this shit storm happened right under our noses. The pieces were still scrambled, but my guess is that the plan fell apart in the end. Somehow Russia caught on and killed Snow before slipping into the night.  
 
    The bad part is, we were blind to the slaughter until the gunshots from the .380 high point were fired. By then, death was already in the air and the house was clear. The director of the Bureau went apeshit. Now, I’m buried under a mountain of paperwork, as Detective Winslet poured me a hot cup of Java.  
 
    “What’s the plan now, smart guy?”  
 
    Without looking up I said. “We’re going to take them down regardless to what our superiors say. Once we get these scumbags in cuffs, we’ll turn over the evidence we have and be fuckin—” the ringing of my phone paused me.  
 
    The text message that came through gave me great reason to smile. It’s confirmed Nutz and Ice-Berg will be moving a shipment in three days from today, Saturday, February third. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    I was so frustrated. Two weeks ago, we had our first real piece of hope, that would lead us to my brother’s killer. Only to have it lost in a search for a phone, that has somehow vanished into thin air. My mom seemed to have thought I had it. Assata can’t remember and Kesha won’t answer her fuckin’ phone. The night, I told Assata the story Kesha told me, he froze and stared. I told him the way she said Shy ended the call, he just couldn’t wrap his mind around the possibilities.  
 
    “D.B.D.” Is their circle’s way of departing and only people close to them understands the depth of it. ‘Death Before Dishonor’ is literal with the term. It narrows it down to two. It was absurd, because both him and Gusto loved Shy and would never harm him. So, someone was playing a dangerous game and it could only end one way—death.  
 
    Pulling up to Kesha’s house, I felt a tingling feeling in my stomach. Don’t ask me why, but shit was just too crazy, right now. I reached the door and knocked, on the second try the door crept open on its own. I glanced behind me, kids were out playing football in the middle of the street. Elders were out on their porches things looked normal. So, why did it feel like I was the white girl in the horror movie?  
 
    I laughed, as I pushed the door open and walked in. That’s when I knew shit had got real. The stench was so heavy, I gagged. I covered my mouth and whether it was stupidity or sheer curiosity. I stumbled through the small house until I stopped where the smell was the strongest. The bathroom, I used my shirt to push the door open.  
 
    “There you are,” I screamed in elation, seeing her smiling face.  
 
    That was until I saw all the blood spilling from both her wrists. Now I was screaming in horror! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    Me and Nutz stood in the middle of this dusty ass warehouse, that used to be the old Morson Mills Factory before you entered the ghetto of Southeast Denton. You know, when shit is going too good for a nigga, some fuck shit always pops up. As my brother, smiled at the fifty bricks that had just been delivered. I wondered where did all this end for him.  
 
    With that in mind, I turned to him. “That shit looks like chow time huh, bruh?” I grinned at his excitement.  
 
    He turned to me, “Nigga, we here. This what we do it for.” My eyes told a story of disappointment that he caught instantly. “Sup, fam? You got the world at your fingertips, but you looking like you don’t deserve it.”  
 
    I shook my head, as I leaned against the wall. “It’s not that at all, cuz—it’s just—maaannn, we can’t sell dope forever. I mean, there has to be another plan, Nutz. Now, that we’re at the point in life, we’ve always dreamed of we gotta have an exit.”  
 
    I watched him sit down on an empty crate and pick up one of the kilos of raw cocoa. He pulled out a small pocket knife, cut a small slit in the tape, and scooped a small mountain onto it. I watched as my little nigga snorted this bullshit and leaned his head back as if he’d discovered that heaven ain’t so far away.  
 
    When he finally set his eyes on me he said. “My nigga, you’ve always known this was the life for me. I’ve been having these street dreams our whole mu’fuckin’ life. I am a dope boy, Berg, the game is all I know. I don’t know the first thing about running no bidness, bro. I’d rather stay at what I know and bleed this concrete.”  
 
    Anger rushed through me. I wanted my brother to see beyond his false sense of success. I slapped the brick out of his hands before I gave him my spiel. “Bro, ain’t no future in what we do, fam. Yea, we know a few successful mu’fuckers in the game. That’s because they branched out beyond the streets, or they quit while they was ahead.”  
 
    I kicked the brick so hard, it slid across the floor leaving behind a white trail. “Nigga, damn near everybody we grew up with either dead or doing football numbers. None of them niggas coming home no time soon.” I used my fingers to count the few homies we lost in the game. “Dino got thirty, T-money got close to the same shit, Lil’ Tay caught forty-five, and Lil Red facing forty. Now, tell me, fam you see a happily ever after in them type of numbers? When the last time you wrote one of them, Nutz?”  
 
    My younger brother merely shrugged. “That’s what I’m saying, folk, you forgot ‘bout them niggas just like everybody else. Look, Nutz—I know what it feels like for them white folks to play God with your life. I don’t give a fuck about how much a mu’fucka claims they love you. They’ll leave you for dead. I love you to death and even if you was facing life, I’d never turn.  
 
    “Nutz, life don’t stop our grief. Mu’fuckas ain’t loyal no mo’, fam. Every bitch you’ve ever given your heart to will be in the wind, the very minute you sign your name on that dotted line. I’m tellin’ you, fam. Let’s change the story, homie. Our book ain’t gotta end—”  
 
    Nutz jumped up with anger registered on his face. “Look, big bruh—I ain’t on this spiel you giving niggas. You want to know what your problem is, fam. You’ve become too big for where we came from. Bruh, you, my dude and I’ll kill the world for you, but I ain’t rocking how you rockin’, right now.”  
 
    Our eyes locked in a showdown of pride and finality. “Cool!” I said without looking away. “After this our road splits, bro. You’re my other half and when you need me, I’ll rise to the occasion, but let me pour you this last cup to sip from, family. Even Escobar was knocked down from his very own tip of the mountain. I ain’t going back to that cage, Nutz. I’ve been behind that wall twice, you saved me once. I’m out before I’m crucified. After this I’ll introduce you to, Russia—I’m out, fam.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    I never fucked Gusto—never. I met him a month before Shy was murdered. All four of them were really close. It surprised me when Gusto, showed up to the club by himself and paid me for a dance. I was hesitant he knew I was Assata’s girl, and truth be told a bitch knew that nigga was foul and had I entertained him, I would've been just as sour as he was. So, I gave him his bread back and went on about my business, but when the doors closed and it was time to go home, there he was. 
 
    A pretty boy ass nigga with a bankroll, he tossed in my hands. It was so many big faces, I thought he was playing some type of game. Ain’t no lap dance that expensive. The curiosity got the best of me and we ended up in his Rover, with him giving me his rundown on murkin’ the nigga I saw Assata with religiously. At the time, me and Assata had barely started rockin’, but I didn’t know Shy like that. He never spoke.  
 
    The one time I did try to be cool and speak, he took it as me flirting and told Assata to check me. That punk shit didn't sit well with me, so I concocted something real slick for his ass. Long story short, I had my homegirl, that danced with me lure him where Gusto told me to and from there it was a wrap. Then, after Assata did me dirty, I figured it was cool for me to start talking to Gusto. There was no better way to hurt a nigga than to fuck somebody he’s close to.  
 
    Not long after we started kicking it, I was ready to put this wet pussy in his life. We were chilling at my place. We had been up all night taking shots and just kicking the shit. Just when my kitty started throbbing Gusto passed out on me. 
 
    ‘Ain't this some bullshit?’ I said to myself.  
 
    Looking down at him, I decided to wake him up to some of this good pussy. Maybe if I got his nose wide open Assata would see what he’s missing. I unbuckled Gusto's pants, reached down into his boxers and pulled his dick out. It only took a few licks and a stroke to get that motherfucker hard as steel. Easing down on him was delicious and as he stirred, my pussy was tight and wet. I rocked back and forth while pressing my hands down on his chest. 
 
    “You definitely know how to wake a nigga up.” He said in a gruff voice, as he pumped the dick up to meet my grinding hips. 
 
    “You like it, boo?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah.” 
 
    “Show a bitch, how much you like this fat pussy.” I licked my lips in anticipation. 
 
    “Oh, I'm about to show you.” he boasted.  
 
    Gusto flipped me over onto my back and stuck his face in my dugout. His tongue parted my lips and he gripped my ass tightly, as he searched for my clit. Before long I was humping that nigga's face with no reserve. Minutes later, I showered his mouth with my liquid pleasure. 
 
    “Ummm,” he moaned savoring my taste. “Now, I'm about to blow your back out. Show you what boss dick feels like.” 
 
    “Don't say it, slay it.” I was dying to get fucked out. 
 
    I opened my legs as wide as I could and invited him inside my treasure. When that rock-hard dick penetrated me, I wrapped my legs around his waist and accepted all that he wanted to give me. 
 
    Gusto had me screaming with pleasure. As he pounded my pussy all I could think was, ‘Damn, he got the typa dick that a bitch will die for’. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Gangsta’s Cry Too 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    These past few days, I’d been trying to nurse my baby back to sanity. She’d never been any street bitch and too much pressure can burst the strongest pipes. I’d seen the toughest mu’fuckas snap under too much heat. The death of Kesha rocked mama. She’d been having some fucked up nightmares and some crazier mood swings. I hated seeing Jazz so vulnerable that’s why I’d planned a night on the town with, Red. I’d even went, as far as doing something I hadn’t done in years.  
 
    I’m in love with poetry, I’d been writing and displaying my work since I was a lil’ nigga. It was just that, as shit got more time consuming, I hadn’t had the time to expose that side of myself. I’m flying through the city collecting that bag. Shits been suave for the boy ever since the get down at the Russian’s spot. The only thing that bothered me, was that shit had been too quiet. The calm before the storm, them niggas over there on Hickory and Oak Street been getting to that check as of late.  
 
    They’d took their hustle all the way up to Fred Moore Park, and that’s too close to me, and my dawgs side of the hood. My villain niggas been barking at me ‘bout a few run-ins with them niggas over making moves too close to the turf. Before I romance my lady, I gotta check in with my relative Lil’ Joe to tell him to get his loc’s in check before it’s bloodshed. Joe was a hothead, he and his ace, Lil’ Mack had never been scared to put their murder down, but that was my flesh.   
 
    At one point in time, we were thick as thieves. I came up sleeping on the same floor when Aunt Pearl used to let a nigga come in outta the cold. Even though, my fam was Crip crazy he loved me to death. Y’all fuck with me I’m gonna put it down for the real niggas tonight. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    The sound of my phone ringing forced me from my bed, that had become my coffin. My girls had been calling me, for the past few days. I had yet to return a single text or call. Honestly, things had been mad crazy. You would think, that Shy being my brother and my attraction to hood niggas, would’ve prepared me for this kinda shit, but I’d never been a part of this typa lifestyle. So much blood, so much death. I just couldn’t deal. While scrolling through my text, I noticed one from Nutz. Surprise surged through me it had been weeks. Even against my will, his message caused me to blush. 
 
    //: Sup, beautiful? I know shit has been crazy for you. I respect your stand, with your new dude. I’m not trying to disrespect that at all, but my heart wants you to know. I love you, regardless who we’re with. Whether, you’ll admit it or not, I know you still hold a special spot for ya’ boy. I’m just sending you my love, queen. I’m Nutz over you! 
 
    Instinctively, I smiled but still erased it without a response. I’ll always have love for Nutz but I’m not that type of female. My heart beat for ‘A’ and regardless of my history with, Nutz there was nothing in this world, that could make me hurt him like that. As I scrolled down, my alert went off telling me a picture message just came through. Nutz is crazy. I clicked on it, Nutz was cheesin’ real hard, holding a giant bear and what seemed to be a bottle of wine. The caption underneath read.  
 
    Open up, I brought you brunch!  
 
    Confused, I read the text again. The sound of the doorbell scared me half to death. Looking down at my naked body, I rolled my eyes at the balls of this man. He knew Assata would snuff his lights out for disrespect, but he’d always been one to follow his own rules. It angered me, as I rushed to find something decent to throw on. Opting for some loose-fitting jogging pants and a muscle tee.  
 
    I headed for the door. Since my dad left the house to me before he moved to California. He never made any changes to this house, so this nigga could see me as I entered the living room. He grinned at me through the glass on the side of the door, as if he could care less that my posture was hostile.  
 
    “What the fuck, Nutz?” I was heated, as I swung the door open. “Fuck you just pop up at my house without being invited? You know, this ain’t cool, my dude and before shit gets misconstrued, you need to leave.”  
 
    Hurt registered on his face. “Look, ma, I’m not here to disrespect you or your man. Marcella just told me you’ve been lost since, Kesha eighty-sixed herself, and you not answering nobody’s calls. I just came to put a quick smile on your face and dip. My gal’ waiting on me anyway” he said.  
 
    My attention was drawn to a tiny whimpering noise at my feet and my heart was stolen, when I looked down at the white Pitbull puppy.  
 
    “Oh my, God.” I stooped down to pick him up and that’s all it took for me to fall in love with him. Hugging him close to me, I looked back at Nutz. “Thank you. I appreciate the love Nutz, you know how to make me smile—always have, but the fact still remains that this ain’t how it go.”  
 
    Nutz nodded his head in acknowledgment. “You’ve always been loyal to who you’re with.” His eyes were tainted with a question, he seemed to fight with. “Can I ask you a question, Jazz?” I nodded my consent. “Before you left, why’d you hurt a nigga, like that? Was it for, Assata?”  
 
    I smiled, that’s been a million-dollar question for years. “No, Nutz, it wasn’t for ‘A’, I just needed time to see life. You were and still are a die-hard street nigga. You wouldn’t have been faithful. It wouldn’t have worked. As far as, Assata, I’ve always G’d for him, but he wasn’t feeling me. He valued my brother too much. When I came back it was only to find out about, Shy. As we all know, no one can control the affairs of the heart, sooo—” I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s obvious.”  
 
    I assumed him finally hearing the truth of my decisions before I left had given him closure. I swear, I could actually see the burden lift off him.  
 
    “That’s what’s good, Jazz. I thought—” His voice trailed off. “It don’t matter what I thought. I just want you to know, I’m here for you, fam”  
 
    Finally, noticing the bottle he had gripped in his hands. I looked at him with a smirk. It was Moscato my favorite, he knew it.  
 
    Noticing my look he said, “Oh, this, I just thought it wouldn’t hurt to have one drink for old times sake. Maybe you can give me some advice on this new woman in my life.”  
 
    Uncertainty unbalanced me, I battled with my loyalty versus the innocence of showing my appreciation, for this nigga showing concern for my well-being. I looked at him, something in my gut told me to just decline, and end this episode that’s been in rotation for far too long.  
 
    “Nutz, look, you know you’ll always be the man, that has taught me most of what I know. I gave you my purity, nigga, but at the end of the day, none of that shit matters. I got what I’ve looked for, for that nigga I am ten toes flat. I salute you and yo’ gal, maybe one day we can sit down and have that drink, but Assata will be present. There’s nothing between me and you, nor will there be any moments alone. The implication is sometimes greater than the act. I won’t crack the trust, between me and mine for a moment in time. I appreciate the gifts and concern, but after this, our road is at its end.”  
 
    The look in his eyes was a mixture of hurt and pride. With a small smile, he sat the giant bear and bottle at my feet, before erecting himself and pulling me to him.  
 
    Kissing my cheek, he embraced me and replied. “You’ve always been a rare female, Jazzy. I respect your vibration, baby girl. I just wish I was the lucky man.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    Whoever said gangsta’s don’t cry, is a mu’fuckin’ lie. Tears bled in my eyes as I pulled away from the curb. I’d just pulled up to Jazzy’s spot to check on her and got the surprise of my life. Nutz holding a big ass teddy bear and some wine—Jazzy smiling. My first thought was to jump out and whack they dumb asses, but the playa in me wouldn’t let me go out like that. I’ve always stood by the reality, that a nigga can’t control a hoe’s pussy when it’s her nature to be who she’s always been. I can never blame the nigga for getting his dick wet if there’s no loyalty, or brotherhood to be loyal to.  
 
    “Damn,” I whispered as I blinked away the pain in my eyes.  
 
    First time, I’d ever given myself to a bitch, look what I get! I was speeding through traffic, replaying the vision of Nutz leaning in to kiss her before I smashed off. Real niggas get raw deals! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    I stirred in my sleep as the dream I was having became a nightmare. Assata saw me and Gusto at a club and the hurt on his face was so deep, that satisfaction boiled over in me. That is until the tears fell from his eyes, and his pain was so powerful, it became my own. It was so thick, that it snatched me right out of my slumber. To my surprise, the tears and hurt followed me right into consciousness. Why the fuck did I stoop so low? I tripped the fuck out, my mental was aflame, and all I could do was cry, as regret raged through me like a tidal wave.  
 
    “What have you done, Six? Why would you, Man?” Gusto mumbled, almost giving me a heart attack.  
 
    I’d forgotten he was here. My room was dark, as he sat on the edge of the bed and pulled on his black-n-mild. The illumination from my window had shadows dancing around us as my drapes drifted lazily in the wind.  
 
    “I—I don’t know, Gus.” Shame ate at me. “I just was so hurt, so confused—drunk, I—” Every excuse I came up with seemed empty.  
 
    The truth was there was no rationality for this sin but at the same time. I knew I couldn’t take it back. Suddenly, I felt dirty.  
 
    “Gus—this was never ‘pose to happen—none of it. You gotta go—our dealings are over. I’m telling Assata, every—” At the speed of lightning, he stood before me with a gun, so big it looked fake in his hand.  
 
    “Bitch, you ain’t telling Assata, a fucking thang. You did this to yourself. Your dumb ass allowed your pussy to lead you to an early grave.” The confused look on my face, allowed him to look at me in a way, that I could only describe as sympathy.  
 
    He sat down beside me, the story he told me rocked me to sleep. “Last night you asked why I hate, Assata, so much. Why I did, Shy in? Well, this is it. I tell you this because I’m a good nigga at heart. Six, life made me a monster. My own squad dug me an early grave and now you’ve written your own script in this horror movie. About three years ago, Shy called me and told me to get dressed. Him and Assata was on their way to pick me up ‘cause they had a team of bitches that wanted to rock with us.  
 
    “One of the girls wanted me specifically and said the other two wouldn’t move without their girl. My first response was naw, I’d been out in the Ruts all week. I’d promise my bitch it was her night. As a matter of fact, as I spoke to my dawgs my wifey was in the shower preparing to fuck me in every way I could imagine—anything I could fantasize ‘bout. I had it right there in my own home.  
 
    “But naw—Shy, kept screaming this bullshit ‘bout it’s my turn to take one for the team, etc. So, I did what most street niggas do, I lied to my queen to show up for, my niggas. Make a long story short—” his face contorted, as he relived the worst night of his life.  
 
    I held my breath, as he cleared his throat and continued. “We get to this house on Ruth Street and the girl, that answered the door embraced, Shy. Some bitch named, Vodka. I won’t lie, the little bitch was super thick, with a pretty face to match. So, you know, I could only hope my hounds blessed me as equally, rather than sticking me with the lil’ sista that’s bigger than the big sista.” We both laughed at his humor.  
 
    I was still lost as to where he was going. But intuition told me, that at the end of this tale, I wasn’t going to like his conclusion.  
 
    “To my surprise, the sista they introduce me to was the baddest one of the three. An amazon with so much ass, I assumed she had to have paid a bankroll for it. She introduced herself as, Da’Shana. She told me she’d had her eyes on me for a long time. She said we’d met a few months ago at Club Infernos and I never called her.  
 
    “That shit sounded funny, cause a nigga in my position can’t afford to forget a face. Beyond that I don’t drink, so the hoe had to be lying. That should have been my indication, to take my ass home, but I am only a man. I did mention, this bitch was bad with a capital ‘B’. All in all, I fucked the hoe over and over again as my gal’ blew my horn up. They say karma is a bitch.  
 
    “Not even two to three weeks later, me and my gal was maxin’ at the spot when the news came on and there staring at us was the same bad bitch, I’d fucked with no condom. This bitch was wanted in three different states for passing along the virus. As I sat lost in a trance, my girl sucked her teeth, she couldn’t have known, her next words would cause her—her life.  
 
    “See, that’s why a mu’fucka gotta be careful, who they fuckin’ with.” She then playfully hit me in the arm and said, “Baby, if you’ve fucked her you got that As-I-Die-Slowly.” She laughed, then I put two in her face!”  
 
    When he finished his tale my world spinned. It was like an outta body experience.  
 
    “So, now you know why I hate, Assata, so much. Why I put the fix on, Shy— and now, why you’ll hate me so deeply! I got AIDS, Six—and I got it cause I thugged with niggas I loved to the dirt.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    After Nutz left, I found a Hefty trash bag and disposed of his gifts, even the Moscato! The things a girl will do for love. Earlier, I got a text from Assata, that I must’ve missed when Nutz showed up.  
 
    //: Don’t be late. Meet me at Jhon-Jhon’s at 9:10 p.m. sharp. 
 
    10:15 a.m. December 3rd  
 
    Right up under that text was another one that confused me. 
 
    //: I’m a block away—come outside! 
 
    10:20 a.m. December 3rd  
 
    I don’t know what made my heart race, but I look at the time of his text, and tried to remember what time I’d received Nutz text and erased it. My heartbeat was in overdrive, as I came up blank. I said fuck it and hit my baby up. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but something wasn’t right. If Assata said he was around the corner, why didn’t he show up? Why didn’t he call me this morning? Why ain’t he pickin’ up? By the time I concluded what musta happened, I was in a river of tears.  
 
    I’d called him ten times in the last twenty minutes and every time it went straight to voicemail. The puppy barked at me as if he knew something was up. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    “AIDS! I—gave—myself—AIDS!” It seemed to echo off the walls of my mind like a loud drum in an empty room.  
 
    I stood on shaky legs and so many emotions poured out of me. They boiled over into a fit of rage as I showered Gusto with blows. The guilt inside me thirsted to place the blame on anyone else, but myself.  
 
    “You did this to me,” I screamed as he tried to restrain me.  
 
    Suddenly, I didn’t know if I was lying down or standing up as stars circled in my head. I didn’t understand what had just happened until Gusto stood over me with murder in his eyes.  
 
    “Look, bitch, I never intended to fuck you. I’d never fuck over nobody like that. It’s only one mu’fucka, I want to feel my pain. Now, that you’ve committed suicide, I gotta way we both can get some revenge. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    All Is Fair in Love and War 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    It’s been almost three weeks since I turnt Nutz on to the plug and cut ties with the game. After the lick on Russia’s bitch ass, things got spooky. Even though Russia hadn’t said anything, I knew in these types of situations everybody was a suspect. I think the only thing that allowed me to still have life was the fact that, Snow was a white girl and there was no way to link her to me or my people. As a matter, of fact, those were the words from Belle’s mouth.  
 
    She was still hot, that the murder plot turned out to be a robbery, that left everybody leaking, but the intended victim. I told her shit happens. Yeah, when shit has cooled off, we’ll get his bitch ass, but right now he’s running his operations from across the water. He had business with the big boss and he’d been M.I.A for a few weeks. I’d been running that dick in, Belle. That bitch is an animal in the bed. I know, I’m playing with fire, but how could I let this boss bitch get away, without seeing if what they said about Latin women is true?  
 
    It is her pussy wet as Niagara Falls, and she freakier than a porn star. I see why them ese’s be putting all them babies in they women. They never stop fucking. It’s now 9:15 p.m., I’m at the crib with so much to do. My doorbell let me know, my company had already arrived. Going to the door, I smiled in anticipation of this bitch.  
 
    Belle got a nigga nose open. As I opened the door, she pulled the sash on her coat, it opened and she was butt ball naked underneath it. See, this is why I got so much to do, but not enough time to do it. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    Me and my girls sat at a table center stage. We were enjoying ourselves, as beautiful brothas and sistas showed their talent. I’d yet to hear from Assata. I just prayed that he’d show. I remembered him telling me, he does stand up poetry, but it’s kinda hard to believe. I’ve only seen that other side of the man. Tonight, I hoped to not only get the opportunity to meet the other side of Assata, but also to see if my assumptions were correct, or if I was merely overreacting.  
 
    Someone nudging my shoulder snapped me outta my thoughts, just in time to hear some host introduce an Afrocentric Queen named Freedom to the stage. She stepped to the mic, as the lights dimmed, and the spotlight radiated her beauty. Her wild hair glistened from underneath a red scarf and her big Bambi like eyes were at half-mast, as she caressed the mic like it was the most beautiful dick she’d ever touched. The crowd simmered down, her beautiful full lips opened to reveal a deep sultry voice, that put you in that mood to make deep passionate love. 
 
     “Hey, Gods and Earths, I’m here again to do a piece that I call, ‘Forever in a Glass Jar’. I know you sistas out there gonna feel me on this one. I just ask you brothas to vibe with me, as I give you me.” She said as she turned her eyes to a midnight black brotha at the table next to mine.  
 
    “I wish that forever could be captured in a jar, held until we meet again. I don’t know when that will be, but if it’s in another lifetime I’d hand you the jar, and when you open it, we’d be transported back to this week again.  
 
    “During our last encounter, I vowed to never be weak again— 
 
    We argued— 
 
    We fucked— 
 
    And then you left as if we’d never speak again. 
 
     But, every time, I closed my eyes I fell so deep again. I find no peace in merely ‘I’, or me, and him. I just thirst for ‘we’ again. Wait, there I go again— 
 
    Lusting for a love that’s no good for me.  
 
    I’m not saying, you’re too hood for me. I’m just asking if you think, forever can be captured in a jar? 
 
     I wonder, God, within everything that’s been manifested, tried and tested.  
 
    “Why can’t you trust? I know the last woman you gave your heart to was a slut, but how can you hold her sins against me? Simply because she only knew how to love if you made her nut, but you’d simply thought she’d change cause you loved too much? Hush! 
 
     I don’t want no excuses, I’m not foolish enough to think a lifetime of pain will be erased overnight. But, the essence of a soldier’s fight is what makes him reign supreme. There’s no such thing as finding forever in a dream.  
 
    “Just painted scenes captured on a canvas lost within a forest of trees. 
 
     So, maybe we will meet again—it may be in another lifetime—at that moment, I’ll embrace you warmly and tell you, that I understand now how knowledge and wisdom can give birth to a star. 
 
     Even though, it’s a beautiful fantasy, forever can’t be captured inside of a glass jar—” 
 
    The room erupted, as she held up a clenched fist, and smiled her departure. The host held up a glass of cognac.  
 
    “Yeah, y’all had to feel my girl, Free. She always heats this muthafuckin’ mic up.” He hyped the crowd. There were snaps and glasses in the air all around the packed room. “Now, tonight, we have a special young brotha that’s been more like a son to me over the years. Now, for those of you who ain’t never experienced this shit before. Playas hold on to your ladies, ladies hold onto your panties, cause my youngin’ is gonna have to come on with it after what Free just did.”  
 
    The crowd reacted to his test with a round of applause. “So, without further ado, y’all mu’fuckas show some deep love to my boy, Assata!”  
 
    Chills ran down my spine at the mere mention of his name. The lights dimmed, and a red spotlight shined down on the small stage. Anticipation was thick, as we all waited for his presence to fill the room. Me solely, I waited for our eyes to meet. Suddenly, he was there, center stage and shirtless. His chocolate skin stained with tattoos of his journey. The ski mask on his stomach was the biggest piece. It was a goon praying as chaos erupted around him.  
 
    His Gucci pants slightly hung from his waist only Assata could step into a club with his burna tucked in his waistband on full display. As sexy as this God was the one thing that couldn’t be ignored, was the pain in his eyes. He pulled the microphone out of its cradle, with one hand and held a big Gulp cup that only those close to him, knew was filled with his drink of choice codeine, in the other.  
 
    “What’s the bidness world? I had a piece that I worked on for the past few days. But, after the pill, I had to swallow today. I think I’ll do my best shit giving it to you straight from the gut.” Then as if he knew I’d come, as if he had this particular seat reserved for me. He looked through the darkness and his eyes lock with mine. My assumptions became my reality. My heart crumbled into a million pieces as he cried internally.  
 
    “Shid after that heat, Free, just laid down. I didn’t know if I’d be able to live up to the standard,” he flashed his diamond smile at Free who was now sitting to my right. Some female in the back of the room screamed over the noise.  
 
    “Don’t worry about the standard, suga, just give us your soul, just standing your sexy ass up there has me lost in your vibe.”  
 
    The crowd roared in amusement. Assata nodded in appreciation, as he sat his cup down on the stage, and looked back in my direction.  
 
    “I’ll call this one, ‘Ocean of Grief’. 
 
     At a time, that I had lost focus you appeared like hocus-pocus. Poetry in motion, I don’t even think you know it.  
 
    I know, that this is my chance at true love, I don’t want to blow it.  
 
    So, here, I’m giving you my heart and trusting you to hold it, cause I’m a good nigga from a city gone mad. Guess, I just fell in love with a good girl in a situation gone bad. 
 
     I wanna say this is the best thing I’ve ever had. Honestly, I ain’t got nothin’ to compare it to.  
 
    It’s like, spending a few bands on a suit, but having nowhere to wear it to. Or like, you’re a bag of money and I’m the poor man, that happened to stumble up on you. All I can do is stare at you— 
 
    Crazy, I guess—but today you taught me well. 
 
     An ocean of reality under a small ship, set to sail. 
 
     I wanna degrade you and call you names like slut—whore—or Jezebel, but how can I condemn you for not being who I wanted you to be. When you’re just being a female?  
 
    “That would be like—like sayin’ an oyster isn’t an oyster simply because it’s lost its seashell or losing my faith in a wish simply because none of mine has come true. Even though, I’ve dropped a penny in three wishing wells. 
 
     I wonder— if Superwoman ever fell weak, who would she be? 
 
     Would Coretta Scott King, still be legendary if she ever chose to cheat? 
 
     Would Martin still dream without sleep, or if I was a different typa nigga, would the love we have to be so deep, that I could see beyond this pain at my feet, that’s drowning me in an ocean of grief?  
 
    “Yet, that’s just what I wonder. I’m not the typa nigga, that can look back where I began. ‘Cause at times it’s hard to look through the rain and see the sun. 
 
     There’s no way for you to be the moon without reflecting the sun. Now my moon lives behind an eclipse. 
 
     I speak to the Heavens until there’s a hole in my chest big enough to sink three ships. It’s as if my mental is at war with my heart, strapped up with three clips.  
 
     I’d be a lie to say, I am happy for you. In fact, I wish, I knew magic, so I could conjure up something tragic for you. That’s only for the moment. Tonight, I’ma cry in the shower so my tears can blend in with imagined raindrops. 
 
     My heart is now locked away, you’ll never be able to reenter it cause I found a way to change the locks.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    “Coje Esta Panocha, Cojela,” Belle moaned, as she rode this dick.  
 
    Her titties swung in my face as I spread her ass cheeks apart. I was making sure she got every inch of this eight and a half inches of meat. The pretty bitch was riding me so hard, it almost hurt, but the almost part didn’t hold a candle to the sensations rushing through my dick every time the pussy swallows me up, so I allowed her to freak out.  
 
    “Chu ready, huh? Chu ready for me to cu—cum, Papi?” She moaned as she sat up straight and fucked a nigga to death.  
 
    She was in her zone and my shit was pulsating when the sound of a lighter disturbed our melody, a small flame illuminated the dim room. Maybe this hoe was so far into the moment of euphoria, she missed the telltale signs of something being amiss. The sound of her husband’s voice snapped her crazy ass back to reality real quick. Throwing her to the side, I snatched the .40 from under the pillow.  
 
    “You know, my friend—te ting I’ve never understood about you race is that you greed.” He whispered through a mouthful of cigar smoke.  
 
    His two henchmen aimed Mac-90’s at us awaiting the signal to turn my California king into my death bed. I looked to Belle to see how she was taking the sudden turn of events. To my surprise, the silly hoe had a smirk on her face.  
 
    “Chu could at least allowed me to get me nut before chu rudely interrupted,” she purred.  
 
    This bitch had lost her mu’fucking marbles.  
 
    “Look, Russia—this—this shit is all wrong, fam. I—”  
 
    “Shut the fuck up!” He cut me off. “I’m an important man, Mister Swanson, so it pays to know what goes on around me. I’ve done work for the Solntsevskaya Bratva, as well as many other outfits. I’m from the old country, it pays to be observative. Have you ever heard of the ‘Vorovskoy Zakon?”  
 
    Before I could tell the sucka fuck naw, he continued. “Of course, you know noting of the codes, I’m bound by. You’ve shown you’re disrespect enough to show, that you honor noting. I’ve always known my dear, Belle, was a slut—whore! I was willing to overlook, that small detail in the name of business. You see, her father is a very important man in my dear city of Moscow. He is, or shall I say was the man that supplied me. The deals he gave me were worth far more to me than his worthless daughter, he forced me to marry in order to reach such great success.”  
 
    Belle began to climb outta bed at the past participle that he used in reference to her pops, but I blocked her with my arm. Hoe may be a human shield in a few seconds.  
 
    “Reno,” He snapped, at the brute to his left. Instantly, he turned and walked outta the room.  
 
    “I no need the services with Mr. Chavez any longer. I’ve decided to cut—ummm?” He put a finger to his head as if he was in deep concentration. At that moment, the nigga Reno came back in with a black bag in his hands. Reaching inside, he pulled out a severed head. A sick feeling swirled through my gut, as the silly mu’fucka tossed it onto the bed, and I watched it roll until it was facing us with white eyes.  
 
    Simultaneously two things transpired. I leaped from the bed squeezing the tool, shid if I’m going out. I may as well do it like a ‘G’. Pain exploded in my shoulder as I fell to the floor, the last thing I heard before the deadly silence was Belle screaming.  
 
    “Mi Papa,” I guess Russia cut ties with the homie, literally. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    When It All Falls Down 
 
      
 
    February 3 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Hunter~ 
 
      
 
    I sat at my desk as my mind ran wild. Tonight, was the night, that we take Ice-Berg and his flunky’s down. There was no question in my mind, once we captured the pawns, they would give us the king on a silver platter. Russia wouldn’t know what hit him, once the birds got to singing. We’d got a thirty-man indictment starting from the big man all the way down to the driver of his car.  
 
    ‘It’s gonna be a beautiful night.’ I thought when an officer I allowed to help with tonight’s extravaganza interrupted my train of thought.  
 
    “Hey, Hunter, you think this prick of an attorney’s wife knows what she’s doing? Can she be trusted?”  
 
    I moved too quickly and knocked over my cup of Java, as I snatched him by his lapels. “Look, you fucking dickhead, what did I tell you about—” All eyes were on us.  
 
    I released him, smoothed the wrinkles I caused out of his thrift store jacket, and tried to calm myself. Lowing my voice I growled, so only he could hear me. “Listen, Sampson, this thing we going on isn’t anybody’s business. You can’t just go around speaking as if this shit is public information.”  
 
    I followed his eyes to something behind me, I locked eyes with Winslet as she stared at me quizzically. “Code blue,” she said.  
 
    That’s the code that let me know shit was about to get real peculiar.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    I’d been laying in my bed crying so hard I was sick. AIDS—HIV, that shit didn’t happen to bitches like me. The pain had turned into seething heat, as I thought about the plan, Gusto ran by me. His logic was that if it wasn’t for Assata neither one of us would be in this current predicament. Which was true in a sense, because if Assata wouldn’t have called on Gus’, to ensure he got some ass. Gus would have stayed home that night, instead of finding himself laid up in some infected pussy. If he wouldn’t have tried to play me to the left like some sideline bitch, I wouldn’t have fallen victim to a sick dick.  
 
    Assata has to pay for his role in this, I think a taste of his own medicine will be a perfect conclusion to this madness. That was my thoughts as I dialed his number to put me and Gusto’s plan in motion. I would have never guessed how easy this would be until I heard the slur in his voice when he answered the phone.  
 
    “Assata, please come over, baby. I need you sooo badly.” I cried into the phone.  
 
    He told me he’d be here and not to be on no bullshit before he hung up in my face. I glanced over at Gusto smiling wickedly.  
 
    “You may as well get over here and ride this dick one time before he comes. It can’t do no more harm than it already has.”  
 
    I’m a fool, but not no damn fool. I stood up and laughed at him. “Nigga, that’s overkill. I wouldn’t fuck you again if your dick ejected the cure to this shit. Assata is on the way, you need to leave.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Nutz~ 
 
      
 
    I’m heading out the door and without paying attention I run right into Destiny.  
 
    “Whoa—whoa, where you headed in such a hurry?” She asked, wrapping her arms around my neck.  
 
    I leaned down to kiss her pretty lil’ lips then replied, “I got some shit to tend to, ma. I’m gone catch up with you in traffic. You’re welcomed to stay until I come back,” I said dangling my keys in her face.  
 
    She looked at me strangely but quickly tried to cover it up with a smile. I caught it and curiosity had gotten the best of me. “What was that look for?”  
 
    She tried to front on the kid. “Nothin’, baby, just get at me when you through with what you gotta do.”  
 
    “What’s the bidness, ma? You trying to slide with a nigga or sumthin’?” I went against my better judgment.  
 
    I’d already told her about my dealings and my plans, but I understood the nature of a woman. She’d walk into hell with a nigga if she rocked with him like that.  
 
    It’s just the knowledge of knowing she’s with him, that makes her disregard the danger of the mission. Since I locked in with shawty, she’d never been the type to crowd a nigga. It had to be the feelings, that had her looking at me as if I was lying to her.  
 
    “Why would I want to go with you to see another woman? Who you taking me for, Nutz?”  
 
    I studied her. ‘Oh, that’s what this is, she jealous. She all in her feelings ‘cause she think I’m all up on the next bitch.’  
 
    “Mama, you on some rah-rah shit, talking ‘bout another bitch. You the only bitch I’m checking for, love.”  
 
    She rolled her eyes and poked her lips out in a cute lil’ pout. “Yeah, whatever—you can only try that, with one of those other little girls you be spending time with. I may be from the suburbs, but that doesn’t mean I’ll fall for that slick stuff you be trying to butter me up with.”  
 
    Fire was in my eyes, I exposed queen. “You catching feelings, ma? Look, you know, what I do out here. Today I’m gonna be as dirty as I’ve ever been. To top it off, my brother has left the business to me. I don’t want you being a part of this side of my life, but shid, I could use the company.”  
 
    Peace washed over her features. Little did I know Berg’s words would soon be the headline of my life. In my case, in order for two people to keep a secret between them, one of us had to be dead.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    My mind was everywhere as I pulled up to Six’s apartment complex. The drank I’d been taking to the neck, had a nigga lazy and the imbalance of today’s events wouldn’t stop playing on the big screen of my mental. This the reason why I keep my heart silent. When a nigga allows himself to feel for anything other than his bread, he becomes a victim to what he wanted to believe in, versus the shit he’s always known.  
 
    I’ve always found it funny to see niggas falling head over heels for a bitch, expecting her to be the perfect hoe, but never thinking that before he met her, she was tainted. So, when she trips and falls on the next nigga’s dick, why would you blame her? Calling her hoes and sluts, as if she didn’t know that already. Her and her homegirls sit around and laugh about being sluts, but nigga’s sit around and slap each other on the back for being suckas.  
 
    Shame on me. Sliding from the whip I only had two things on my mind—fucking the shit outta Six and this nagging feeling, I’d had in my gut ever since Jazzy told me what Kesha said. The nigga that killed Shy was on the home team. It was only one other mu’fucka that sealed a deal with the motto—but damn it can’t be— 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Gusto~
  
 
    Some niggas understood, why I rocked the way I rocked.  Some were whispering behind my back, “This is a hoe ass nigga!” 
 
    They couldn't judge me, because they had never walked in my size tens. Yeah, I whacked, Shy. He had to know the hoe had that shit! How else could he explain me getting the baddest hoe in the house? Even, if he didn’t know, him and Assata was ‘posed to be my ride or dies. We’d put niggas in the dirt together. We lied, stole, and killed for the circle, ‘D.B.D’—Death Before Dishonor!  
 
    But, yeah, I wanted Assata to hurt, just as bad as I had been hurting the past few years. I wanted him to feel what he’d done to me. That’s why I camped outside Jazzy’s spot. She was too dangerous. The bitch was like a hound dog, and that’s something I couldn't let ruin my plans. She’d been home for the past thirty minutes. I planned to wait outside ‘till the lights went out, then make my move. Baby girl was about to sleep eternally! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    Assata’s eyes were intense as he stood in the doorway. I could tell he was lifted, I could also see something else in him, that I couldn’t quite put a title to. A wounded animal maybe.  
 
    “You gonna let me in, or just stand there and stare at me, fam?”  
 
    I hate when he referred to me as fam, my nigga, or any of that shit he called his boys. I stepped to the side anyway, but not before I gave him that look, he knew all too well. I watched as he sat down on the couch. Then I closed the door and followed suit. My nerves were shot and the love I had for this nigga was kicking my ass as I focused on his black ass.  
 
    “Was it his fault? Did he deserve what I was plotting to give him? Why does it feel like this?” Questions danced in my head. I tucked my feet underneath me, as I turned to face him. That’s when the power of this man hit me. Tears well up from somewhere deep in him and raced down his face. He turned to me and contradicted everything I’d convinced myself to believe was just and rational.  
 
    “Six—all my life, I never believed in happily ever afters. I’ve lived to die and really never giving a fuck what comes in between. I’ve never actually given a fuck about love or affairs of the heart, cause to me loyalty died in the early centuries. I—” he lowered his head and tried to compose himself. 
 
    Something about his pain washed over me, and his tears became my own, as my eyes swam behind a threatening waterfall.  
 
    “My moms was taken from me when I was fourteen. It’s like, God, played a bad joke on me. February fourteenth, she asked me to be her Valentine. That was the last I knew of real love because she was found D.O.A in an alley in Florida on February fifteen, twenty-four hours later. Twenty-four hours, fam. I vowed to never give my heart again.” he whispered.  
 
    Confusion turned into liquid heat as it dawned on me, that this nigga was sitting her crying over another bitch. I don’t know if that’s what pushed me over the edge or naw—fuck that. That’s what I did, leaning over to him, I lifted his head up. First, using my tongue I licked his tears away, then climbed in his lap exactly like I did Gusto. I kissed his wanting lips. Maybe he wanted it, as bad as I wanted to give it to him, cause he kissed me back as if this was the reason he came here in the first place.  
 
    I reached down to undo his belt, as I grinded my pussy back and forth on his rigidness. His power strained against the fabric of his jeans and as I released him. I was thinking just like one of those vindictive bitches. Who’d been hurt by a nigga she loved too much, to see him happy with the next bitch. If I can’t have him—well, y’all know the rest! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Hunter~ 
 
      
 
    “Falcon one—this is team, Red Bear. Do you copy?” I said into my radio.  
 
    Me and my special task force had the road blocked off from Lakey all the way to Park Lane. We had the streets cornered off. Standing beside me was none other than the man, that made all of this possible former Assistant District Attorney, Sa’Mage! I told him it was a bad idea for him to show his face, but I couldn’t argue with the fact, his wife was our star witness and was currently the passenger in the brown Crown Victoria we were waiting to appear.  
 
    “We copy Falcon One—we have the suspect in sight. He’ll be your way in 5—4—3—2—” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Nutz~ 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, Nutz, look at all these fucking police!” Des’ screamed.  
 
    It seemed as if a million law cars had blocked off the road. I slowed the car to a stop. For some odd reason, something smelled fishy. As I sat there with D.P.D now blockin’ me in from the back as well. All I could hear was Berg telling me, it’s no future in this shit.  
 
    “Damn, cuz,’ I said aloud.  
 
    Destiny seemed on the verge of panic, as she focused her vision on something in the distance. Her body language was odd, as I followed her eyes to what had her attention, my blood froze, and the pieces fell into place. The night I kidnapped her played in my mind, as if it was a motion picture.  
 
    “Where is my wife, you son of a bitch? I don’t possess anything of yours and if it’s money that you want—” he hissed into the phone on that cold night.  
 
    That memory was overshadowed by the scene at the art gallery the night Snow met Russia for the setup. I recollected passing a group of men. De Ja Vu made love to all my senses as I recalled seeing the familiar face. When I turned around to see the bidness one of the cats had disappeared in the night. Demonic laughter escaped my lips as reality slapped me dead in the face.  
 
    This hoe got one up on the kid. Not only me but nine times out of ten the hoe wired up, so the whole circle got a cell with their name on it.  
 
    “Nutz,” she screamed. “Are you fucking kidding me. Are you about to try and shoot it out with the fucking D.P.D and F.B.I?”  
 
    Dazed, I looked down to find the grey and black Ruger clutched in my right hand. Truthfully, I couldn’t remember grabbing it. I had ten bricks of raw in the secret compartments of this bitch, a loaded pistol, and the bitch that set me up. That was damn near life. I slapped the steering wheel in regret. My greedy ass dry riding to make a sale. I got workers for this shit. I just decided, that the twenty-minute ride to the spot would be easy money never could have anticipated this.  
 
    “Mr. Swanson, this is, Detective Hunter. We have you surrounded—there’s no way out. Please, turn the car off and drop your keys and weapons out of the window.”  
 
    I vaguely heard the cock sucka speaking through the bullhorn, as I hit the master lock to all my doors.  
 
    Destiny looked over at me bewildered as if to say. “What the fuck”, but instead she said, “Nutz, what all do you have in this car?”  
 
    Without replying, I reached into my pockets and pulled out the half ounce of snow, I kept on deck—just in case. I wasn't no junky, I just liked to get my nose dirty every once in a while. I poured a little mountain in the palm of my hand and did as much as I could before potency rocked my world. Destiny was disgusted.  
 
    “What the fuck are you doing? I can’t believe you. You’re worried about getting high, we have the whole state against us.”  
 
    I merely leaned my head back and allowed my shit to drain. Feeling the last bit crawl down my throat, I looked over at lady, easing the tool to her face. I smiled menacingly, all the while the bullhorn was screaming ‘bout this being my last chance at a peaceful surrender’. He must not know my get down.  
 
    “Bitch take off yo’ mu’fuckin’ shirt.” I hissed, as blood starting leaking from my nose. I was high as Pluto.  
 
    “Huh, take off my shirt? W—what are you talking about, Nu—Nutz?” she stammered.  
 
    My trigger finger was itching, I glared at the bitch. She couldn’t know she was seconds away from her pretty face being knocked through the back of her mu’fuckin’ head.  
 
    “No more games, bitch. I know you set me up—I see your husband out there. I know he was at the art gallery that night. So, dig, either you’re about to do what the fuck, I ask you to do, or I’ma ‘bout to knock yo’ lips off your face. I won’t ask again!” By now, the taste of blood let me know, I must have looked like an animal.  
 
    She must have seen the beast in me cause the fake bitch started blubbering ‘bout them making her do it. She didn’t want to—blah—blah—blah, so I did what my heart told me to do and slapped the slut in the mouth with the pistol.  
 
    The weak hoe’s light turned out on impact, stupid bitch! I reached over and ripped the buttons off her shirt until the thin wire taped to her body was revealed—shit was funky now, my nigga! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    I’d just finished cleaning the house from top to bottom. Now I was just tidying up my pops old room. I couldn’t believe it was only a few years ago, that me and Shy would sneak in here and steal a few dollars from my pops stash. ‘Till this day I think he knew we were stealing it, so he’d put more each time. He loved us and knew Shy was too stubborn to accept anything from him, so it was his way of catering to Shy’s ego indirectly, anyway.  
 
    This man left half of his clothes some with price tags hanging from them, as well as his shoe collection. I smiled, as I walked to the back of the huge walk-in closet that’s when I saw it. A clear bag with ‘personal property’ stamped onto it. Instantly, I recognized the blood on the clothes inside it. My heartbeat was crazed, as I bent down to pick it up.  
 
    Tears blurred my vision, as I inspected the contents of the bag. I missed him so much. Preferring to put the bag back where I found it, rather than deal with the pain it was causing. I did just that, but before I could turn to walk away, a sense of nausea hit me. The phone—could it be? 
 
    Rushing back to the bag, I picked it up in my anticipation, I ripped it open. My brother's bloody clothes, jewelry, and a wad of money tumbled to the floor, but no phone. Rummaging through the bloody mess, it was as if Shy was urging me to keep going.  
 
    The jeans were stiff with blood, but even without the stiffness, there was no mistaking the imprint visible through the jean pocket. My pulse had reached my ears, as I reached in the pocket and my hand came in contact with the only piece of evidence leading me to my brother’s death. As I pulled it out my hand shook. Without a second to waste I powered it on.  
 
    “Please, be charged,” I begged to no one in particular, but maybe someone was listening because it powered on even though the percentage showed one-percent.  
 
    I anxiously awaited the call log to appear. As I waited, the notification flashed letting me know the battery was about to die. The call log appeared, my blood froze, the phone died and—  
 
    “You just couldn’t let the dead rest huh, sis?” He said from behind me.  
 
    I knew I’d come to the end of my life. Honestly, the only regret I had was that I wouldn’t be able to assure my baby, I died a real bitch. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I sat there on the couch, ass naked sucking the shit out of Six’s titties. My drank had me sideways and I was numb. This bitch had been trying to get my dick up for the past half hour. She’d tried sucking it, jacking it, everything but put me in the pussy. As good as mama was lookin’, my mind couldn’t stop recapturing my bitch hugged up with my enemy. That shit rocked me. This that once in a lifetime typa bitch. This ain’t how it ‘pose to go.  
 
    “Assata,” Six moaned in frustration.  
 
    “Huh, my fault baby girl I’m lost in the sauce.”  
 
    Six jumped up with attitude and strutted her lil’ sexy ass to her room. I could really care less, but right when I decide to get my black ass up and leave she came back and dropped to her knees. I stared down at her through hooded eyes, as she took my limp dick into her mouth, on contact something felt different. Six had my shit real wet and once she came off it with a popping noise, she blew softly and like magic, my shit saluted.  
 
    She smiled and pushed a halls cough drop to the front of her lips before swallowing it whole. She climbed back into my lap with the swiftness of a cat. She leaned down and stroked the dick, as she positioned herself above me. She placed soft kisses on my neck and paused before she inserted me.  
 
    “Assata—” she whispered between kissing my neck.  
 
    I turned my head, so she could do her thing, my eyes focused on something on the end table, that rocked me hard as fuck. As soon as her pussy lips began to kiss the head of my dick, I locked eyes with her. My high was blown. Shit started flippin’ in my head like a horror movie. The aroma of the wineberry black-n-mild, I smelt the other day. I knew only one mu’fucka that smoked them, that damn sho' wasn't, Six! 
 
    ‘What the fuck!’ 
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 Part One 
 
      
 
    When one knows how to make love to their thoughts he becomes a God of his nature. As playas, we sometimes become so enchanted with the Rubies in our vision, that we disregard the clarity of a diamond. Yet, only a boss can tame his nature and make sound decisions in the waters of temptation. Who’s to say one is inadequate rather than merely not trained? Every man wasn’t molded to be a boss so for him to be who he was created to be is not a flaw, but an edge to every hungry nigga’s game. If there were no squares; who would the wolves prey on?  
 
    Let me give you this jewel the streets blessed me with. See, I was raised by a dope fiend and a mean selection of game niggas and bitches. Yet, not to say I don’t have a pure section of self, because in the midst of being groomed for perceptive perfection. I was also being taught a vital law of the land—loyalty! Selective loyalty because not everybody deserves that portion of you. There is a rule amongst the breed—it’s a law, one must always stand on because when you forget, you become an animal.  
 
    You can’t play—con—or not give a fuck about everybody! You gotta reserve love, loyalty, and respect for some people. Jewel, a game nigga once told me, “Assata, if you have a woman you love, yet you know she is a hoe. How can you blame her for what she is rather than never forgetting who she is? Your heart fell for her on its own, she is just being her. She may change her stance, but it’s her walk that she can’t change. Yea, a hoe will change for the right cat, but it’s only the breed of a nigga that can understand the value of her pussy versus the virtue of the woman herself.  
 
    It’s up to you to decide which you’ll invest your heart, sweat, and time into. If you fall for her—put a baby in her, etcetera—etcetera, then the union crumbles and another nigga snatch her up and treats her the way she deserves to be treated like a slut, versus the way you treat her. You can’t be fucked up. She is—who she was from the first day you met her. Your love or the fact she is your baby mama, doesn’t change the fact she’s a—well, let’s just say a free spirit!  
 
    Master your thoughts—become a fox mentally and a wolf in the terms of observation. The fox is crafty, it knows when to be a predator and how to escape the reality of being a prey. The wolf, on the other hand, is bred from a pup to be a predator. Yet, it knows how to be one. The wolf’s most keen sense is his observation. Through observation, you’ll see the weakness of your bitch and or team. The smallest crack in your game will allow the serpents to slither through the opening that shoulda been closed.  
 
    It’s a known fact, wine ages with time—the longer it sits the more it rots! The more it rots the better it tastes. My nigga, sometimes good shit comes from bad thoughts. Even Abraham Lincoln knew that—that’s why he signed the Emancipation Proclamation.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    Betrayed 
 
    ~Nutz~ 
 
      
 
    “James Swanson—this is your final warning—turn off the vehicle—toss the keys and any weapons on your person out the window and step out of the car, cautiously. Get on your knees with your hands behind your head. Failure to comply will result in immediate gunfire—I repeat—failure to comply will result in immediate gunfire! You’re surrounded—there is no escape—" 
 
    Those are the words the agent spoke through the megaphone but in my head, I heard. ‘Get the fuck out the car so we can murk yo dumb ass, black lives don’t matter!’ Only thing I can think is there’s no way out. Exasperated, I laid my head against the steering wheel—all sorts of shit rushed through my mind. I wondered how many niggas locked up behind them bricks has sat in this type of situation and laid it down? I wondered how many of those boys vowed to hold courts in the streets rather than be judged by twelve? Thought after thought fired through my mind.   
 
    Destiny stirred beside me—the animal within me was telling me, I should put one in her melon and just go out legendary. But, on the other hand, this bitch maybe my only way out. I lifted my head up at the sound of the ghetto bird; two armed men stood locked and loaded at the doors of the helicopter as it circled around me.  
 
    “Wha—wha—happen?” Destiny rasped through split lips. 
 
    Her eyes were unfocused as the sounds of the helicopter intermingled with the fool still speaking through the bullhorn. She looked down at her exposed chest, the wire was snapped and blood tainted her skin. Once her eyes met mine, the bitch did some real white girl shit, she screamed at the top of her lungs. I pointed the tool in her direction and the devil spoke through me. 
 
     “Bitch, if you don’t stop all that pussy ass screaming. I’ma push your next daydream all over that seat,” I hissed, nudging her head with the barrel of the pistol. 
 
    The menace in my stare quieted the silly bitch. However, she knew I was ‘bout that action, so I ain’t have to repeat myself.  
 
    “I’m not gonna ask yo’ fake ass why you did it. I don’t even give a fuck. What I do need to know is what all they know?” Destiny trembled in her seat searching for answers. “You know what it don’t even matter, this what you gonna do tho—you ‘bout to get yo’ punk ass husband on the line. I’m talking like now, bitch!” Spit flew from my mouth as the cocaine in my veins heightened my senses.  
 
    Tears ran a race down her face as she wedged herself against the door and cowered in her seat. 
 
    “James, please listen to me—please,” she begged. “I—” 
 
     “Bitch, I’m not gonna ask you again. You set me up, fam! I kept it all the way ‘G’ wit’ you and you bit me. I’ve done all the listening I’m gonna do with yo’ fake ass,” I growled, laughing at my own stupidity.  
 
    Irony is a bitch, the same get out of jail free card, I used to get my brother out of a jam, is the exact same one putting the nail in my casket.  
 
    It’s crazy how lust can drive a man to recklessness. I was so busy trying to put my dick into something, that I allowed a snake to slither into my camp. I should have known shit was ‘bout to get ugly when the punk bitch wouldn’t give me the pussy. My thoughts were interrupted when Destiny reached for the door handle attempting to make her escape. I laughed harder as the child safety locks enable her plan.  
 
    “Let me out! Let—me—out—plee—please,” she broke down. 
 
    Like a maniac, my laughter stopped and my face became a mask of square fuckin’ business.  “I usually don’t give second warnings but then again, I usually don’t let a bitch get one up on me either. So, the day is filled with new shit, huh?” I used the tip of the gun and wiped away a stray tear. “Look, Des, or whatever the fuck your name is—you got me in some deep shit and you ‘bout to get me out of it.” I used my free hand and reached over grabbing a handful of her hair, forcing her to stare at the predicament she caused. “It’s either that or I’m gonna sign those indictment papers them white folks gonna give me with yo’ blood! Either or—you gotta pay up. In blood or with your help—your choice,” I hissed.  
 
    Destiny looked at me wide-eyed, I could tell she was wrestling with her options. I understood what love did to this female and Destiny was just the pawn in a vicious game of chess played between good and bad.  
 
    “Destiny, you’re so blinded by your emotions for that pussy ass attorney. You can’t see that he doesn’t give a fuck about you. If he did, he never would have fed you to a hungry crocodile-like me.” Destiny struggled against my grasp, but I only held on tighter. 
 
     “Wha—what do you want me to—to do James? I mean—the—they have us surrounded. They know, I am here—they know you have drugs in this car and you’re armed.” Tears streamed down her face ruining her mascara. “Jus—just please don’t make this any more complicated than it already is. I don’t wanna see you get hurt,” Destiny cried.  
 
    Her words infuriated me, causing fire to ignite in my eyes and my finger to twitch on the trigger. “Call—your—husband! I’m not sayin’ it no more!” Lava spilled from my lips. I watched her shaking hands as she reached for her purse. “Don’t be stupid lil’ one you know I’m surgical with this shit, matter fact—” 
 
    I released her hair, reached over, and snatched the purse out of her grip. She jumped so high her head damn near hit the roof. I kept the pistol aimed in her direction, as I poured the contents of her purse into my lap. The sneaky mu’fucka had a .22 she obviously was going for if I woulda been dumb enough to allow her to. I picked up her phone and pushed the rest of the contents on the floor between my legs. I made sure to kick the pistol under the seat away from the desperate bitch.  
 
    I handed her the phone while laughing at the clown that had repeated the same shit about surrendering for the hundredth time. As if they were gonna let loose into a car with the Federal Attorney’s wife. The stupid mu’fuckas had to know I was onto her. I bet the pussy ass D.A. lost his head when I snapped the wire.  
 
    “Sa—Sa’Mage?” The sound of Destiny’s voice snapped me out of my thoughts. 
 
     I reached over and snatched the phone from her, without warning. “Hello—hello? Destiny, can you hear me, baby? The voice on the other end panicked. 
 
     “Hey baby I’m home,” I sang into the receiver. 
 
     The silence on the other end of the phone was profound. I took the phone away from my ear and glanced at the screen to make sure the line was still connected. The heat that exploded from the phone let me know he was in fact still there.  
 
    “You little piece of shit! You better not lay a finger on her or I will—”  
 
    I’m thinking yeah—yeah—yeah mu’fucka—how this cat gonna threaten a wild man with nothing to lose? “Shut, yo’ bitch ass up,” I screamed into the phone as spit flew everywhere.  
 
    I had already made up my mind how this story was going to end. May as well try the last card that lady bad luck had dealt me. “Yo’ bitch ass played a nice game of chess house nigga, but the thing you couldn’t have anticipated is the mind of a madman once self-preservation kicks in.” I turned my head slightly in Destiny’s direction to keep her in my eyesight. “Now, I know, you don’t give a fuck about this bitch. That’s one thing we got in common, but the difference between us is that you can’t show it.”  
 
    To show him how serious I was, I took the phone away from my ear, and backhanded Destiny with the pistol. Her hands shot to the newly open gash, as she screamed in agony. “You hear that—you hear that, house nigga! What I need you to do is get your boys to back the fuck up and let me through. Nobody is to follow me and once I am clear, I’ll drop yo’ bitch on the other side of the road unharmed and be along my merry way. If not—” I left the promise hanging in the air, so the sucka could come to his own conclusions. 
 
     I heard him as he took the phone away from his ear. Through the windshield, I watched as he walked over to a tall white cat standing by a van. A few seconds passed and what seemed to be a heated debate ensued. It went on for roughly two minutes.  I watched as Kendricks’ put the phone to his ear in exasperation. The deep breath he took, told me I was not gonna like what he was ‘bout to say. 
 
     “Listen, James—I—I need—” No love resided in my heart as I cut him off midsentence. 
 
     “Naw, you listen, homie! You got twenty seconds to clear this bitch out or you can call the meat wagon and tell ‘em to make reservations for two cause this bitch is ‘bout to die, and after that, it’s gonna be some real John Dillinger shit.”  
 
    Destiny rocked back and forth and cried softly, as a river of blood poured from the gash in her face. “Now you can test my ‘G’ or save your wife, neither matters to me. Her life is in your hand's homie, think quick cause the coin is flippin’ in the air, once it lands on heads or tails your life will be altered just as mine has. I glanced over at Destiny and watched as she tried to stop the wound from bleeding. “Twenty seconds ain’t long, fam especially when life and death has to be determined somewhere between the numbers one and twenty.” I disconnected the call and focused my gaze on Destiny.  
 
    She rocked back and forth mumbling incoherently, she was so lost in whatever conversation she was having with herself, that she didn’t even flinch when the muzzle kissed the side of her head, that’s when I tuned into her words— 
 
     “Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want, he makes me lie down in green pastures—” Unbeknownst, to her the phone had just been picked up on the other end. 
 
     “Hello—hello—Swanson? Listen—I need more time—" Boom! The cannon exploded in my hands. Destiny’s scalp along with her prayers crashed through the passenger window. “Twenty,” I growled, into the phone before the car begun to shake from the numerous shots of high-powered artillery.  
 
    The last thing I remembered was my brother’s last words before he washed his hands with the game. “Mu’fuckas ain’t loyal no mo’, fam. Every bitch you’ve ever given your heart to will be in the wind, the very minute you sign your name on that dotted line. I’m telling you, fam! Let’s change the story, homie.” I shoulda listened to bro! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I once read that if you allow a man to choose arrogance over being humble, the true nature of his heart will spill from his tongue. I’ve learned that envy—jealousy—and greed was a poisonous concoction, and when a mu’fucka digest its essence, the infliction that comes along with its bitter taste is deadly. An enemy is a snake in the cage. That’s how it should be viewed at all times! See the serpent has been a man’s enemy since the day Eve gave her ear to a slick talkin’ nigga. The serpent, who told her the power of her pussy and caused her to sew fig leaves together to cover herself from the eyes of her very own man.  
 
    Yea—you can say that the man covered himself as well, but it was after Eve told him how powerful his dick was. See, this reversal of roles disrupted the natural order of things, so it introduced humanity to snake shit. It was the first recorded time a man ever snitched. Genesis 3:11-12—the first time a woman reflected her man—Genesis 3:13—the first time a man was introduced into his natural self—a God! Genesis 3:22/Psalms 82:6. The serpents game was so powerful, he reversed the roles between man and woman as, Eve lead her dude to not only defile his garden, but also his God!  
 
    The ones we allow to close, the family and friends we bring to the table to break bread with. The very ones we feel comfortable enough to fall asleep around, these are the most poisonous snakes that grace our castles. It’s cause they’re so close—so silent. This is the virtues of the serpent. Imagine having the very nigga you entrust your secrets to. The same man you’d sign ninety-nine years for, picture what it feels like to have that same cat cross you over a bitch or a few pennies. Imagine him aiming at your thinking cap over a misunderstanding he coulda got understood.  
 
    When you fuck with a nigga he deserves the benefit of the doubt, right? Can you boys imagine the woman you’ve taken outta tennis shoes and introduced to the appeal of stilettos? The woman that knows the combo to the safe. Yea, that same bitch you repped in front of the world—fuckin’ a nigga you consider family?  
 
    The thang that flows through your mind is. “How the fuck that happen?”  
 
    I’ll tell my G—when you forget about the last time you trusted a man? When you took the snake out of its cage and allowed it to crawl around the house. That’s how it happened—the last female you allowed into your fold that didn’t know how to control her pussy. That’s how it happened, fam. You allowed your vision to be clouded by the word ‘real’ and forgot the diamond necklace at home.  
 
    Yeah—the necklace is the scars that taint your neck from all the times suckas tried to slice your throat. The diamonds are the experience that comes with betrayal and costly mistakes. It’s always the ones we call friends that bite us, fam, but I guess if Sammy the bull could do it to Gotti anything is possible! Real niggaz get raw deals. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    Before my lower lips kissed the tip of his manhood something in Assata changed. I saw it, felt it. Before I could insert him inside of me, my equilibrium was stolen, and somehow it had become hard to differentiate between consciousness and subconsciousness. The motherfucker had just hit me like I was a fucking man! What the fuck? In the brief moments of trying to blink the disorientation and pain away. I couldn’t seem to wrap my mind around what could have possibly caused him to flip out like that. Assata stood over me with death in his eyes. 
 
     “Assata—ba—baby, what! What’s wrong?” I stammered. 
 
     The look of pain, betrayal, and clarity was a deadly melody exuding from his stare. He held up a half-smoked black-n-mild and my blood froze inside my veins.  
 
    “When did you start smoking wineberry black-n-milds, Six? I must have missed the memo or something lil’ one, cause I’ve never seen you smoke. As a matter of fact, it’s only one mu’fucka, I know that rock with these nasty sumbitches. The math equation I’m trying to break down shouldn’t equate the two of y’all in the same room together,” he growled, as he tossed the black-n-mild at my feet. “The only way that expression could even be politically correct is if I’ve been dancing with snakes and bitch I ain’t never been a fan of reptiles unless they were on my feet.” He reached down and grabbed a handful of my hair.  
 
    Assata yanked me to my feet, my scalp felt like it was on fire. I tried to get to my feet as fast as I could before the crazy son-of-a-bitch snatched a patch out of my head. 
 
     “A-ssaa-tta!” I screamed in an attempt to plead my case.  
 
    My back slammed against the wall, his hands wrapped around my neck and with the constrictions of a boa constrictor. Asphyxia sang its tune as stars danced before my eyes. My left eye stared down the tunnel of what must have been a 100-caliber pistol! Every word that slipped from his lips was punctuated with a different aggression. 
 
     “What—tha—fuck—is—up—Six?” His eyes were red as coals, I could see my funeral in his pupils. 
 
     “I—ca-can't—breathe,” I rasped. 
 
    Assata seemed to snap out of an evil induced vision, releasing my throat with an air of regret. Yet, he kept the hideous gun aimed at my head. As if the weight of the world was on my shoulders, I folded over and hungrily suck in a lungful of air. One never knows how precious oxygen is until they’re deprived of it. I felt like I was hyperventilating as a tropical storm raged through the small island on the left side of my chest and at ninety-nine miles per hour, it pushed itself up and out of me until a river raged down my face. My every mistake—my stupidity—the harm I’d done, it all busted out of me like water did the levees in New Orleans. 
 
     “I’m sooo sorry, Satta!” I never meant to hurt you, baby, I—I—oh my God,” I screamed, as regret shattered me into a million emotional pieces. 
 
     I love this man—deeply, but I had done shit to him, I knew we could never bounce back from. In hindsight, I could see the shit that drove so many females that loved a street nigga to the point of doing shit they never imagined. Assata backhanded me causing me to scream out, I held my face as it was stricken with pain.  
 
     “God ain’t got nothing to do with this, fam. If you knew me like you know, you know me—you better catch vomit at the mouth and give me the real.” Assata punched a hole in the wall as he took deep breathes. “It’s some nightmare on Elm Street shit going down. Ain’t trying to go to sleep and meet the Boogeyman,” Assata said, then grabbed my face forcing me to look at him. “This the bidness, ma—I ain’t fucked up about you giving the nigga pussy cause ain’t no rewinding that, but—” 
 
     “See, that’s why I fucked him,” I erupted. The look on his face became mask with danger, but he gave his undivided attention. “You’ve never given a fuck about me, Assata Lamar!” I threw caution to the wind and slapped his hand away from my face. “I gave you more than my pussy, dude. I gave you my heart and all I’ve ever been to you is a warm mouth to stick your dick in and a piece of convenient pussy!” Tears streamed down my face as I slid down the wall into a puddle of melted shame—hurt—and confusion.  
 
    In a hurricane of mixed emotions, I told him the absolute truth. For the next half hour or so, I gave him the closure he deserved. No matter how painful the truth was, he deserved it. Deep down, I understood that being an emotional creature caused me to do shit that didn’t justify the means. I shoulda never fucked his potna. I buried my face in my hands out of shame. I now understood that it did not get me retribution, only some good dick and a lower sense of value. Assata stood over me breathing hard. 
 
    “Out of every nigga, you coulda fucked, Six, why a cat I thug with—huh? You helped kill a nigga I would give my spine for—you-you—” Unexpectedly, he busted out laughing, then the dam broke and allowed his pride to melt into liquid that burned down his face.  
 
    I stared at him confused like, ‘what the fuck’? My expression only seemed to inflame his laughter.  
 
    Assata leaned down so that we were face to face. “You played a nigga so good, I became the exact typa nigga I despise, a sucka!” He laughed harder and louder. “Crazy part ‘bout it, shawty, I really gave a fuck about your filthy ass!” He had the speed of a striking cobra when he struck me across my face with the butt of the pistol. My world tilted, as blood poured from my left eyebrow. He must enjoy that S&M shit because again he grabbed a handful of my hair. 
 
     “Urrruugggh,” I screamed, as he yanked me to my feet and crashed the tip of the gun through my teeth. Death has to be better I think to myself! 
 
     “Fuck, is he at, huh? Bitch if you lie, you’ll die for days—I’ll murk your slut ass—revive you—then kill you again! On gang,” Assata shouted. 
 
     Blood leaked from my mouth as everything blinked in and out like a picture show. The only thing that held me up is the hair he clinched so tightly in his hand. 
 
     “Answer me,” he exploded—then—his face went slack. Suspicion set aflame in his eyes as they searched mine, no doubt finally putting the pieces together. Assata let me go and gravity pulled me back to the ground hard. As rain fell from my eyes, my mind couldn’t conjure up any rational reason why I was still breathing. 
 
     “Kill me—” I whispered, as he rushed into his clothes. As Assata headed for the door, he didn’t even look back as he said— 
 
     “You’re already dead, Six.” Then he disappeared into the night.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    He had perspiration leaking into his eyes as he ran blindly through the dark woods. The underbrush was dense, with every stride escape seemed more and more unattainable. Many welts and scratches canvased his young flesh from his face on down to his legs as vines and withers showed no mercy to his ambition to get away. Yet, he pushed forward, something with a thirst for his blood—something sinister and dark, stalked him relentlessly. His reality and nightmare was separated by a mere tear of consciousness flickering between the two like a slide show. 
 
     Moments of familiarity—Belle’s face—him and Nutz as kids—a feeling of boarding a plane—voices—but what never changed no matter the scene, were the woods—and the feeling of being pursued. So, he ran and ran like his life depended on it! Unexpectantly, he cleared the woods only to find himself ankle deep in muddy water—a swamp! The bare trees scattered into the night, erected from tainted water that was stained with patches of grass and thick green algae. He paused for vital moments—breathless. His eyes scanned the darkness from the perpetual swamp to the direction that death. While in high pursuit, dread consumed him.  
 
    It was either plunge forward through the unknown or await whatever fate was sure to come from behind. “Decisions—decisions,” An evil child-like voice said, giggling in his head.  
 
    A sudden movement in the darkness forced his hand and without further thought, he stepped further into the icy water.  
 
    “Berg,” a familiar voice sang sweetly to him. He knew the voice, but there was no way possible it could be rational. “Beerrg—heeelllp meee!” The voice followed him.  
 
    Ice-Berg forced his way through the sludge. It seemed as if he was sinking in the thick mud. Then something or someone, entered the water behind him and with a quick glance, he tried to see through the darkness and the fog that had somehow become so thick, all he could make out were silhouettes and shadows dancing under the pale moonlight. Still, he knew it was out there and coming straight for him.  
 
    “Why, brother?” The voice whispered in his ear. 
 
    As he became startled from its proximity, he snapped his head forward, that’s when reality lost its battle with the nightmare. Tisha, his sister, materialized before him with a demonic smile contradicting the love in her eyes. Blood and brain matter stained the heavenly white dress their mother laid her to rest in, and a patch of her skull was missing where the bullet he’d taken her life with entered and exited.  
 
    “What, aren’t you happy to see your baby sister?” She sang stretching her arms out to hug him.  
 
    Ice-Berg was so terrified, he backed pedaled in an attempt to put distance between them. But in his haste, he didn’t notice the numerous snakes slithering at his feet. He fell backward into the cold water and instantly dark arms pulled him under. He was suffocating, his lungs were filled with putrid water. As he attempted to claw his way to the surface, he couldn’t understand how the water, he stood in had become so deep. Finally, breaking surface he tried to regurgitate the nasty water that felt like worms in his stomach.  
 
    The sky had turned an evil purple and as his eyes found Tisha’s. Time tumbled backward as maggots crawled out of her mouth and she tried to force words that sounded like a cult chant. Involuntary, he screamed as mud-slicked hands snatched him back under the blackness. He fought and screamed until he broke surface again. Ice-Berg swung with all of his might in an effort to battle what he couldn’t win against.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Ice-Berg,” a feminine voice called to me.  
 
    In my insanity, I didn’t notice that the voice no longer belonged to my deceased sister. All I knew was that evil was here for me in the form of one of my greatest regret. A pair of strange hands held me but failed to restrain my left arm. I swung as hard as I could with a yearning to save myself from the unknown.  
 
    “Fuck—the fucker just sucker punched me!” A gruff voice declared in agony.  
 
    The sudden outburst caused me to pause and crack my eyes open. Four, maybe five unfamiliar faces stared down at me. A sudden bright light shined into my eyes causing me to squint, as slender fingers probed my face. My right eye was forced open as exhaustion fell over me almost immediately. I had no more energy left in me, so I merely observed, as whoever these strangers was assessed me. The light clicked off and through the haze of my mind, I tried to recall the events that led up to me being in this strange place. From somewhere above the haze, a blinding pain surged through me, my shoulder and stomach was being probed and the pain was excruciating. Yet, I had no energy to cry out. 
 
    “How is he, doc?” A feminine voice penetrated the cloud of darkness.  
 
    The answer to that million-dollar question was lost as the murky waters pulled me back under, but this time I surrendered to its embrace without a fight. The last thing I see before my lights dim to total blackness was Belle’s face. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    I stood perfectly still perfectly still, as chills crawled up and down my spine. “Why, Gus—why Shy? I—I thought y’all were brothers, D.B.D remember?” I still held onto the phone as I slowly turned around to face a man, I once respected—a man, I once embraced as family—my brother’s killer.  
 
    He stood in the doorway with a black pistol aimed at me, but from the look in his eyes, I saw the confliction—the uncertainty. This man had a hand in raising me. He’d watched me grow from a girl to a woman. But now that the cat was out the bag, I wondered how much weight history would carry, when the nigga’s secrets could end his days in the form of either the chain gang or a bullet with his name on it placed in the equation. A storm of memories reflected in his eyes in tears that refused to fall.  
 
    He replied with a sad smile. “Brothers,” he whispered. “You shoulda left well enough alone, Jazz. Shoulda just stayed in Cali—the dead needs no company, lil’ sis. Now look,” Gusto shrugged his shoulders like I made him do this. “You’ve put me in a compromising position, fam—D.B.D.  I took that shit literally, Jazz—I loved my niggaz from a cold heart,” He pounded his chest with his free hand. “I’ve killed and bled for them niggaz, how did they repay me?” Gusto stepped closer to me.  
 
    I could smell the hint of black and mild on his breath as he looked me dead in my eyes. “Listen close, lil’ sis, this tale I’m ‘bout to give you is the reason I had to smoke one of the dearest nigga’s to me—your brother—it’s also the reason, you’ll have to be buried next to him.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
    Flashbacks 
 
      
 
    Belle screamed as I squeezed round for round from the Glock .40. Life and death was being determined in that room, as the short burst from their guns sprayed the bed. I dropped to the floor still blastin’ this mu’fucka right before the lights went out. My room was a war zone as gunfire illuminated the darkness. I heard one less gun as something heavy fell to the floor. One down—two more to go. I rolled myself against the wall away from their aim, they’re out of their element.  
 
    Click—click— “Fuck!” I screamed, as two things placed the odds back into their favor. First, I’m outta bullets—secondly, pain exploded everywhere!  
 
    I didn’t know how many times I was hit, but I did know it was the worse feeling I had ever felt. A sudden chill blew through the room—not the typa breeze that came from wind sneaking through an open window, but the typa cold that came from something like those steel cabinets at the morgue that they kept the bodies in to stop them from decomposing quickly. Suddenly, words were spoken from the darkness that sent chills down my spine.  
 
    “La Santisma Muerte chu are great and merciful. You protected me from evil and accepted me without judgment. Oh, holy death, accept this right of blood offering as my sacrifice to you—” I heard Belle praying to Santa Muerte, who is a saint. I learned that drug cartels and men that accept death as a gift rather than the end prayed to.  
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    “He’s dreaming again,” I heard someone say from somewhere far away.  
 
    “Belle,” I moaned but there was no answer.  
 
    Yet, I felt something sticky, thick, and warm splash on my body. I wanted to wipe it away, I wanted to get up, but I just couldn’t muster the energy to do so. Yet, I could still make out the sultry voice of the woman, unfortunately, she was speaking in another language. The only words I could make out were puzzles within a bigger enigma. Dragons blood, reapers blood, valerian root, and vandal root. Along with something about The Leviathan!  
 
    “Fuck, Leviathan,” I repeated in my head.  
 
    I knew that word, but what was it? Then it hit me, The Leviathan. It was in the Bible! A sea monster, a serpent. In Satanism, it was a demon of the fire which could be controlled by the witch or warlock and brought into the world to fuck shit up! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    “You ask me how I could kill our brother? He killed me first,” Gus spat.  
 
    The pain registered on his face showed how much he hated himself for how shit turned out. But the betrayal he felt wouldn’t allow him to see beyond what he couldn’t change. He couldn’t see that the ending result was just as much his fault as it was theirs. No one forced his dick into that woman. I honestly, didn’t understand what would be the purpose of intentionally giving him the virus? Yet, a confused mind was one of the most complicated to convince and that was one of the main reasons I knew, I was about to die. Maybe unconsciously, I had prepared for it since the day we buried Shy because I felt no fear—only anger. Heat bubbled inside of me and before I could control myself, I slapped him.  
 
    Gusto laughed menacingly as he grabbed my hand and snatched the phone from it.  
 
    “You know Assata gonna murder you, right? You’re a fake nigga, Gus—you killed your own dawg cause you couldn’t control your dick! My brother loved your hoe ass and you killed him! You could kill everybody you know. In the end, you’ll still be dying,” I hissed.  
 
    His face contorted into an evil smile, that one could tell was strained. “See, Jazz, I’ve always respected your, ‘G’. You’re not afraid to speak your mind regardless of the situation, but lil’ sis we must all die one day. Who we meet up with in the afterlife matters not. God or the Devil—Assata? Gusto placed the phone in his pocket and made the tip of the Glock kiss my forehead. “He’ll now know what it feels like to live hanging off of the edge of life. He will die daily just as I am dying,” he said with a look of satisfaction.  
 
    In confusion, I ask for clarification. “What do you mean?”  
 
    Gusto laughed and replied. “I mean exactly what I said, Assata is somewhere not controlling his dick as you say. As we speak he’s dying and enjoying it!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Six~ 
 
      
 
    ‘Dying wasn’t nothing like I expected,’ I thought as I laid in this cold tub and allowed my life’s blood to spill from the slits on both of my wrists.  
 
    I had prayed and inscribed a letter to my parents as well as to Assata. I wanted them to know that this wasn’t their fault. The words I wrote to Assata played in my mind, as my life drifted away with each drop of blood.  
 
    My Baby,  
 
    It took me twenty-eight years to truly understand, that love can’t be taught by reading a book. Our story started so beautifully, Satta—the good girl and the beast. I can apologize for crossing you until the last drop of my blood splashes against this floor but being the type of man that you are. Your heart will only understand what would take a lifetime to show. Baby, we both know that in this lifetime that’s not possible. So, I’ve decided to try in the next life. Hopefully, we meet there one day. I never meant for shit to get so blurry, bae, but I guess when the good girl falls for the beast, she never anticipates one moment to the next. I love you, Satta.  
 
    Maybe, one day you’ll be able to see that the only reason, I ever went against the grain is because that love I harbor for you is tainted when it is not reciprocated. A woman loves deep, Satta. She loves deep enough to kill for you, deep enough to kill you, and at times deep enough to kill herself! I’ve done all three in the name of loving you, baby. Although, it may sound crazy to many, to the ones that love that deep it’s perfectly sane. Lol! It’s the true meaning of loving someone to death. No—I’m not crazy, bae just the good girl, who fell deeply for the beast. In the end—I just want you to remember the conversation we had by the lake before shit got crazy?  
 
    The answer is, Yes, Assata I believe in destiny. Yes, I believe in love! I do and as I conclude this letter, I want you to always remember. Even though a man creates his own destiny, that same destiny can be altered when he begins to believe in the things he once didn’t. Be happy, baby, but never forget yo’ rida, signed in blood. 
 
                                                                                                                                            Your lady, Six                                                                                                                                                          
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    ‘Dying—enjoying it?’ In my mind, I was thinking what the fuck was this nigga talking about? I assumed the confused look on my face was evident because the nigga seemed amused. My mind was running wild, out of nowhere my heart began to ache. My hand shot to my chest, it felt like I was having a heart attack. Maybe Gusto felt as though, I was finally realizing that death is certain, or maybe he was just ready to get it over with. Resolve etched into his facial, as he made that sad smile again and told me it wasn’t personal. 
 
     “Send my love to Shy, fam. Tell him we’re even,” he said, as he pulled the trigger.  
 
    Boom—boom—boom— 
 
     The tool burped in his hand. I felt no pain, as I fell to the floor. My head hit something sharp as my world tilted. I didn’t know how many times I was hit but I did know, it was the worst feeling I had ever felt. Then there was a deadly silence. Yet, even in death I still couldn’t shake the feeling of emptiness, and right as my light dimmed, it hit me! Something happened to Assata! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I mashed the pedal to the floor as I gunned the whip to get to Jazzy before everything I love was taken away from me for sins I was innocent of! All this time this nigga has had them alphabets. I honestly, didn’t know how the fuck he got ‘em. It honestly, never mattered to me cause that was my dawg! Yet, the shit Six just dropped was some deep shit. I didn’t eighty-six the punk hoe, cause I got love for the woman. I’m a man that has seen the craziest shit in life, and when it comes to women, I had always understood what the heart of one contains.  
 
    A woman loves deep and is just as vindictive when she’s hurt. Women are emotional creatures that will do whatever it takes to make her man feel the way he makes her feel. I tapped the break slightly, then I came off Loop 288 at a suicidal 80mph. Something out the corner of my eye caused me to glance at the car pulling up beside me. Doing almost a 100mph shouldn’t nobody be moving at the same pace unless they were following or chasing me. Shit! I swerved into the next lane as a masked gunman let loose with what seemed to be a Mini .14.  
 
    My window shattered, but if I was hit I couldn’t tell. Like magic, the burna was in my hand and the clip hangin’ out that bitch was a full thirty rounds that made me feel like I could shoot all day. If I was ‘bout to meet the reaper, I was coming with company. A burst of rounds swiss cheesed the side of my shit, I eased up on the gas, so I could work this bitch efficiently. Fuck duckin’ down in the seat trying to hide from death. I had one hand on the grain and the other I used to finger fuck the tool. I took my eyes off the road for just a blink, I glanced at my attackers, niggas hung out of a black on black GMC with blue bandannas covering their face. Fuck! Slugs jumped out the side of the P.89 as I went head-on with death.  
 
    I musta rocked the right mu’fucka cause the SUV swung quickly in my lane. I stumped down on the break to prevent colliding with it. It veered off somewhere, I couldn’t tell because I was fishtailed and that was all she wrote. All I remembered was the feeling of the whip flipping so many times I lost count, but I do remember the stillness after it landed on the roof. I remembered the dizziness, the blood, but most of all, I remembered someone pulled me from the car.  
 
    I heard a feminine voice say. “Get the gun out the car.” Then shit went black. “Say, Shy, I’m on my way dawg!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    We Need You—Wake Up 
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
    Weeks later— November 1, 2018 
 
      
 
    The constant beeping of the EKG and all the other machines he was hooked to, sounded like seconds being counted down as God made a decision about his life. It was a time, I had to fight to hold on to hope and sanity. However, my grip on both seemed so fickle. It had been weeks since I was found in my house unconscious, drowning in my own blood from a head fracture. It had also been weeks since they found Assata naked outside of the hospital. He was apparently, dropped off by a fleeing vehicle.  
 
    So much to say, yet so many jagged pieces that didn’t fit together. I honestly didn’t know what happened, except that Gusto was found dead under an underpass with three fatal shots to his back. He must have thought, I was dead the night he came to kill me. Thankfully, when the gun fired I hyperventilated and passed out. From what Mar told me I hit my head during the fall busting it wide open. What I burn to know was—who shot Gusto? Who saved my life without wanting to be acknowledged? Also what happened to Assata?  
 
    They found him naked on the ground of the hospital. Once my girls found me at the house bleeding all over the floor, they got the ambulance ASAP! They’d stood beside me through the entire ordeal. Marcella kept me informed about what was being said in the streets, but I didn’t pay it any mind because people in the hood don’t know how to mind their own business. I stood over my baby and I allowed my fingers to trace the bandages wrapped around his face. It broke my heart to see my baby, laid up in that cold ass room with all those tubes and IV’s running in and out of him. He hadn’t as much as stirred since I came to his room. Still, I didn’t leave his side for anything besides to shit, piss, and go home to shower and get a change of clothes.  
 
    I cried and prayed for him so much I wondered if Allah could hear me.  
 
    I leaned over him with my lips inches from his ear. “Please, bae—wake up! I miss you, sooo much,” I whispered. “We miss you, yes I said we. I’m prego, Satta. You’re going to be a father. So, you see baby, you have to wake up,” I cried, as I laid my head on his chest.  
 
    My tears soaked the hospital blanket and all I felt was helplessness. That was one of the hardest things for a woman to feel regarding her dude.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I didn’t know how long I had been laid up in the hospital, but I had been mentally awake for days. I had heard everythang going on around me, especially Jazzy. The worse part ‘bout being comatose was not being able to respond! While listening to lil’ one cry and pray over me. It hurt like hell, not being able to heal that shit. Each time shawty mentioned, God I wanted to tell her He didn’t exist, but then again, who was I to rob her of her anchor to sanity? I had fought and fought to snap outta this coma shit, but my body just wasn’t rocking with my mind at that moment.  
 
    So much shit played through my mind. Shit had to change if I was gonna bring a seed into this world. I couldn’t risk its life or Jazzy’s by rockin’ the way I did. But shit the mud was what I was familiar with. I found myself drowning in the waters of my experience. I had to mentally relinquish the hold on what I had become so attached to. Familiarity is a beautiful consciousness when speaking in terms of your gal or someone you love, but it’s a two-edged sword. It was also a disease! When one becomes too familiar with a certain way of life, fear of the unknown stagnates their growth.  
 
    How can one become the master of the universe when all they know is their universe? I was gonna murk them pussy boys that tried to take me under. That’s on gang!  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
    9:30 a.m., December 16, 2018 
 
      
 
    I woke up in the same cramped chair, I’d been sleeping in for the past month and a half. For some strange reason, something felt off. It was that feeling you get when your peace is invaded? As I tried to adjust my eyes to the gloom of the room, I was scared to death by Medusa! I screamed unconsciously and recoiled into the chair.  
 
    “Goose! Get away from that young lady, right this minute! Nobody wants to wake up to your ugly face, dammit,” A middle-aged woman admonished. Once she stepped in front of Medusa, I saw how well kept and beautiful she was. She looked down at me studiously. “You must be, Jazzy?” she said with an extended hand.  
 
    I was skeptical but didn’t want to be rude, so I took her hand and gave a slight nod of affirmation, that I was indeed who she said I was. For some reason, I felt uncomfortable in her presence even though, I didn’t know who she was.  
 
    I assumed it was etched on my face because she smiled her pearly white teeth at me. “Oh, forgive me chile, in my sixty-five years of living I sometimes get ahead of myself, my name is Lovey.” She glanced over to where Assata was assumed to be at peace. “I guess you can say I am this knuckleheads mother, well—the closest to a mother he’s had since my baby sister, his mom, was killed in Florida.” She then turned and for the first time I notice the other man standing beside Medusa—well, now that I could see clearly, it was not Medusa, just a slim cat with long dreads.  
 
    The other guy resembles Assata vaguely the differences were evident though. “These two hooligans are Assata’s brothers. The one with that hair is his eldest brother, Goose, from San Antonio and the short quiet one is Pain, he’s from here. We heard what happened to my baby when these nice people contacted me about Assata’s accident. With a weary face, she glanced over at Assata. “The car is in my name—hell all his things are in my name. So, they contacted me to tell me about the car and my baby.”  
 
    Curiosity got the best of me. “And me, how did you know who I was, Mrs. Lovey?”  
 
    She flashed that motherly smile again. “Baby, I know everything about my baby! He tells me everything. Beyond that baby, I know your whole family, Jazmina. Good people, she reached up and patted the side of my face tenderly. “Matter fact, your mother was over at my house not too long ago.”  
 
    I cringed when she said that. My mom was a full-fledged addict and our relationship was strained. I despised the weakness of the woman that gave birth to me.  
 
    I jump from the soft contact of Lovey’s hand against my face. “You must forgive her, chile. God is the judge of this life and there’s a reason, He gave you the mom that He gave you. Maybe if she wasn’t so weak in your eyes, you’d never have the strength to be so strong. Never shun small beginnings.” She leaned closer to me, her eyes explored mine. For some reason, I felt naked, literally! “Chile, you’re pregnant?” she said matter-of-factly.  
 
    Chills ran up and down my body. ‘Is she psychic or something?’ I thought.  
 
    As if she could read my mind she said, “Lovey’s been around for a long time, chile. When a woman lives as long as I have, she knows things!”  
 
    Goose stepped forward, I didn’t realize how intense his eyes were until this moment, as he focused his attention on me. “Listen, I know you’ve been through a lot. I am not trying to add more to your plate, but we need to know everything that you know about my lil’ brother’s beef. Anything is helpful.” The veins in his neck expressed how he felt to see his little brother laid up with tubes down his throat.  
 
    “I honestly don’t know what happened.” I looked at him with a look that said, ‘Come on you know your brother!’ Assata has millions of niggaz that wanted him dead, but none that I could think of that would have the nuts to try.  
 
    Lovey reached up and grabbed a few locks of his hair to move him from in front of me. “Boy, can’t you see this chile has been through enough. Save that mess for after she’s eaten some real food and slept in her own bed,” Mrs. Lovey scolded.  
 
    I could tell, he was not feeling that idea, but the respect he had for Lovey took prestige over his gangsta. The look in his eyes was a direct indication of our future encounters. The dude Pain had yet to speak, but his stare was intense and it made me a bit uncomfortable. Lovey walked over to Assata and rubbed her hand over his face in a motherly gesture. You could almost feel the love she has for him. We watched as she closed her eyes, bowed her head, and acted like she was praying, but it was something deeper than that.  
 
    It was as if energy was being traded between her and Assata. Deeply spiritual and scary. “He’ll wake up, he’s just tired. God isn’t through with him yet,” she said opening her eyes.  
 
    I could see the tension ease in both brothers as if her prophesy was spoken by God himself. Just as peace entered the room, Lovey looked to Pain then to Goose. “And neither is the Devil.”  
 
    That’s when the machine, Assata was hooked up to started going crazy! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I heard Lovey speak over me. My big mama always had a power about herself, that some would confuse for evil if they didn’t know her. But, she was the sweetest woman, I had ever known. Our family came from Opelousas, Louisiana back in the late seventies and migrated throughout Texas. Lovey was the eldest of eleven kids and her gift has been harnessed over the years so much that she scared people. Her hand against my face was electric. I could literally feel the energy she was transmitting into my limbs. I could feel my blood surging through my veins. Even though I couldn’t see my surroundings, I could almost picture the knowing looks on Pain and Goose’s faces, as well as the confusion on Jazzy’s.  
 
    Somewhere between subconsciousness and reality, me and the old lady met in a collision of chemistry. Whatever that shit was that gave birth to a woman’s love for her child. It was like, I was walking through a thick mist of fog. Nothing else existed, but this galaxy of awareness that only she and I existed within. I stumbled blindly through the mist until the fog opened to a clear stream flowing backward. It was surrounded by still maples and wildflowers. There observing me from a small clearing sat Lovey. Her smile was radiant as she watched me.  
 
    She stood to embrace me. “Chile, what I tell ya hard headed butt about them streets? Now look at chu—someone has you laid up in this here hospital, looking like the dead warmed over.” She held me at arm’s length and studied me.  
 
    Her stare was powerful—she loved me—feared for me but knew that the blood in my veins was spiked with the DNA of her late husband—a fighter! A street nigga! After a long pause, she gave it to me as raw as a brick of Columbian Cocoa.  
 
    “Assata—you must stop this mess. You’s lucky one of them bullets ain’t sent you to be with yo’ mama!” The fire that ignited in my eyes told her, her words fucked with me. Yet, with a sad smile, she continued. “You see, chile, you may outrun a bullet, but you can’t outrun God? Even though he watches over fools and babies alike. He makes no mistakes when he wants something rather it be their health, attention, or life!” Lovey turned away from me and walked over to the bank of the river. She stared down at the turbulent waters as she allowed the waves to kiss her feet. “When he talks yous better listen, chile, cause he speaks out of love and anger alike.” The frown on my face made her giggle at my stubbornness.  
 
    I picked up a small stone and tossed it into the river, as I wondered how could a body of natural water flow backward? “Lovey, you know you raised me to fear God, but God don’t give a fuck—” The sharp look she gave reminded me of the strength in her arms when she used to work them switches on my black ass. “Sorry, Lovey, you know I didn’t mean to be disrespectful. But, Big Mama, if there is a God up there—if He knows everything before it happens. Why He let it happen? I don’t get dude, Queen.”  
 
    My statement must have been one she anticipated, because she too turned her attention to the river, with a knowing smirk. “Baby I am not God. Some things I can rationalize, but again—I am not God, chile.” Lovey reached over and grabbed my hand, pulling me closer to the riverbank. She pointed at the water and there I saw my reflection, except, it wasn’t me in the present time, it was me as a child.  
 
    My pulse quickened. “You see, Satta, God is like a road of love, but a highway of pain. No matter which you choose to travel first, you’ll eventually end up doing a hundred miles per hour on the other as well, because they lead to the same destination. How do you cultivate love without fighting through the pain? What would give you the motivation to survive the pain if love wouldn’t be obtained?” Lovey turned to face me. “God is a mysterious one, and religions have been created based off of so many different perspectives. Some people follow Jesus to get to Him—some follow the teachings of Muhammad—and some even follow Satan! The point is no matter who or what you believe in, it becomes God! A man without something to believe in is a man destined to fail.”  
 
    She then turned to me with a penetrated look and ask me a question that was so simple, yet so hard to answer. She placed both hands on either side of my face. “Assata—do you care if you live or die?” Her eyes searched mine, as I asked myself the same question. For some reason, I couldn’t seem to come to a solid answer. At least not the typa answer, a nigga would give to his moms.  
 
    I came from a place where summers were short and the winters seemed to last forever. On the conas that me and my niggaz thugged on, dying wasn’t a thought. It was simply a matter of time! A roll of the dice that a nigga really couldn’t control. Her eyes looked sad as she realized I couldn’t answer her question. Lovey nodded her head in disdain—or maybe she was having a trip down memory lane.  
 
    She whispered, “So much like your Grandfather—he always said you’d be the lion.” With the same sad eyes, she rocked my galaxy, as she began to fade from my world. I reached for her—my heart became heavy—I needed understanding. “The lion is brave, Satta, but even the king of the jungle can be run from his pride or die trying to defend it! This young woman of yours is with child, but before you become a father, you’ll have to know the answer to my question. Since you don’t, the child will pay for the sins of his father.” By now, Lovey was barely a mist.  
 
    I was lost, I chased an apparition of my Queen. Then something dawned on me, she said his, it’s a boy. “Please, Lovey—come back,” I raged but all I heard was the sound of the machines I was hooked up to and the doctors that rushed in.  
 
    “Everyone out of the room. The patient is going into cardiac arrest!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    A New Day On My Block 
 
    ~Tomorrow~ 
 
    A month later—January 16 
 
      
 
    The sun beamed down on the block the Kreek as we called it was just like any other hood around America. It had hoes trying to snatch a bread winna, fiends doing some of everything for that next high, and niggaz chasing that check! It didn’t matter how that dolla came, with blood on it or if it came from their moms’ purse— money was truly the root of all evil. The streets gave me the name Tomorrow, a fifteen-year-old nigga outta the ruts. I been out in this jungle my whole life. My mom’s a fiend and if I didn’t get it by crooking, my lil’ sis and brother’s stomachs would touch their back.  
 
    I wasn’t trying to hear it, period. “Dice on me, Clack.” I heard my nigga Dino yell at the pitch-black nigga from Hic Street. I knew it was ‘bout to be some shit from the look the nigga gave homie. “Nigga, fuck the dice on you, cuz, you broke bad two shots ago? Fuck outta here with that crumb shit,” he hissed.  
 
    That nigga must got a drum or something nearby! Willow Creek and Hickory Street are arch enemies. Villain and Piru niggaz out the Kreek and Hoovas across the park on Oak and Hic Street. Southeast Denton ain’t big at all and everybody knew every fuckin’ or everybody was related! That how is how small the city actually is. Yet, no matter the relation or size of my city, niggaz died everywhere and being disrespectful in the next niggaz playground would have yo’ thinkin’ cap leakin’.  
 
    I guess this nigga Clack thought cause he was an O.G. Capps relative he got a pass, but maybe he ain’t heard that us young niggaz go dumb. Dino looked from the sucka to me. I know my nigga like the back of my hand. I guess Lil’ Jackie musta read the signs cause he was the only reason Clack’s bitch ass wasn’t on his way to talk to God—or the devil, right now.  
 
    “Hold up, fam.” He puts his hands up to caution Clack. “Dice is on that young nigga. You crapped out two rolls ago!”  
 
    Clack frowned before he exploded. “Nigga, you on that homeboy shit, Lil’ Jackie cause you know this nigga people.” 
 
    “Bitch ass nigga, you got one more time to use that pussy ass word, and it’s gonna be cuz you did that I paint this mu’fuckin’ concrete wit’ yo’ blood—Blood,” I seethed as I clutched the banga. The tension was thick as I watched playboy daring him to try my ‘G’.  I may be young but niggaz knew my get down.  
 
    “You niggaz gonna kill each other or get this money?” A feminine voice cut through the electricity.  
 
    Reluctantly, I took my eyes off this bitch boy and set them on something way more appealing. I stared at a pair of pedicured toes on up to some butter pecan thighs. I allowed my eyes to roll over her essence until they landed on her dark hypnotic eyes. The bitch sorta resembled a thick Yara Shahidi, but she was darker with more spaz to that ass. Armani stood bow-legged, with her titties perky in a skin-tight, midriff tank top that complimented, the off-white mini skirt hugging her juicy ass hips. The belly ring glistened in the sun, as she stood with just enough jazz and attitude to take the malice outta the testosterone that was dancing in the air.  
 
    “I don’t give a fuck who the dice is on. I’m trying to get at this money. So, you boys play nice and do rock, paper, scissors or some shit to see whose roll it is,” she smiled seductively at me then at Clack’s bitch ass.  
 
    True to form, the pussy ass nigga Clack held his hand out to hand her the dice. Just like a wienie ass nigga, he’d rather lose his life over the dice when it came to a nigga but offer a female he never kissed, let alone fucked everything he was just willing to die, kill, and create a war behind. I laughed as Dino snatched the dice out the niggaz hand and in the same movement whipped that tool on him.  
 
    “These dice ain’t worth yo’ life, homie, but I’ve killed for less. So, it really don’t matter, it’s yo’ call, folk.” The look in Clack’s eyes told a tale all in itself, but the thirst for his blood swam in Dino’s eyes like a vampire.  
 
    We all knew Clack wasn’t no tuna—it was not in his blood, but homie wasn’t dumb enough to try to have a drawdown with a hunnid doc holidays, at least I hope not anyway.  
 
    “What’s poppin’, folk, we gonna play with these cubes or play with these tools?” Dino questioned as if he was asking about a game of ball rather, than asking a nigga to decide his fate.  
 
    The fire in Clack’s eyes burned down to embers as he gave a slight nod indicating he was gonna keep his life.  
 
    “That’s what’s up, fam but I’m not stupid, my boy. I just upped this burna on you. I know you, wit’ it, Clack so before shit gets ugly—hand yo’ tool to Lil Jackie.” Clack’s face balled back up automatically, but before he relit that fire, pussy extinguished it, again.  
 
    “Clack, baby boy, you’re way too young and handsome to be on this kid shit with this young boy. He may not know better but you do,” she said, then stepped to the lame with her hand out for the pistol.  
 
    Dino looked kinda salty about her downplaying him, but I gave him a look that said ‘chill’. Even though, I’m one of the youngest niggaz in my hood. I came up hard and fast with my wolves. Just like any other hood in the wilderness, it’s shark-eat-shark—dawg-eat-dawg! I’m up on the seductions and trickery of these hoes out here. I learned from the best—a dope fiend! The skepticism on Clack’s face spoke volumes, but some whispered words in his ear, from those juicy ass lips rocked his wienie ass to bed as Armani reached under his shirt and removed the bulge that was evident. But, not before she caressed his dick and turned to hand Lil Jackie the steel. Before she turned back around, she winked at Dino letting him know it wasn’t personal. The bitch knew how to assuage a man’s ego. The smile on my niggaz face told me, he had just gotten macked!  
 
    “Now can we get to this bread? I’m trying to see if I can tap you boys’ pockets before y’all kill each other,” she giggled.  
 
    I’d yet to say anything beyond my irritation of Clack’s constant use of that vulgar word— ‘nigga’. Dino dropped twenty on the ground and shook the cubes for his shot. Even though, I was his back I didn’t bet against my man’s so Lil’ Jackie faded the bet. He got popped out the gate!  
 
    “Big ups to my Fo’s and Tray’s—Folk nation in this bitch!” Dino boasted.  
 
    Dino was a Gangsta Disciple but he was from the cona. He’d left for a while, but when he came back they blessed him with Folk bidness. Niggaz was fucked up but them boys wasn’t tryin’ to see Dino get on his dumb shit! Dino was on a roll but true to form, lady, lucks slutty ass switched on fam, and he crapped out with two hunnid on the wood. Him and Lil Jackie family, so he ain’t sweat it, but no nigga that’s a true man wants to lose. Dino was fucked up. By now the dice game was in full swing. 
 
    “T, what’s up?” someone yelled.  
 
    I tried to recognize the voice over all the noise. I eyed the crowd and spotted ‘em as they headed in my direction. It’s Ms. Maria, my niggaz Shy’s mom. I saw the wolves swallow her up before I could get to her. Niggaz surrounded her with all types of sizes of dope trying to outdo the next nigga. Not one nigga gave a fuck ‘bout her being the homies moms and who was I to cast a stone. I helped feed her habit as well. Maybe not, in the same manner, those niggaz did, but in the end, it was all the same.  
 
    “I got them two for tens that’ll make you sin!” I heard one of the niggaz sales pitch.  
 
    I smiled, ‘you gotta love a hustla’. I had to force my way into the throne of hungry niggaz. Some of them gritted on me, but it is what it is.  
 
    I spotted Ms. Maria. “Excuse me, that’s who I’m shopping with,” she pointed me out.  
 
    I could tell niggaz wasn’t feeling that, but she wasn’t the only smoka in the hood, so niggaz wasted no time getting back to bidness.  
 
    “Whew,” she exclaimed. “These knuckleheads don’t respect shit anymore.”  
 
    I stared at her in disappointment. I hated seeing my nigga mom out here bad like that. Niggaz didn’t give a fuck about her being a homies T-lady. They’d let her degrade herself in some of the vilest ways with no regard for the love Satta and Shy gave the hood. Me, I gave Ms. Maria her fix to keep her off these crooked streets. I was trying to help her salvage the little bit of dignity she still had. I gave it to her without accepting her money. I’d want my hood to do the same for me even though, I know these same niggaz I rode, stole, and killed for served my Queen an ill hand.  
 
    Still, I didn’t blame ‘em. We were all hungry and just cause I respected the game didn’t mean the game deserved respect.  
 
    My face balled up immediately. “Damn, Maria, what I tell you about being out her like that? You know Shy wouldn’t be cool with you being out here bad like this!” I frowned at the skimpy sundress she was wearing.  
 
    Even though she was up in age and a smoker, the woman still had that sex appeal. “I know, T, but I’ve been calling you all morning and yo’ shit keeps going to voicemail,” she whined.  
 
    I took the bidness phone off my hip and frowned at the black screen. I tried to power it on but no deal! I could only imagine how much money I’d missed since the battery died.  
 
    “And stop trying to use my son’s name to make me feel bad. Shy is dead and he’s not coming back! Now are you gonna help me out or do I need to go elsewhere?” she said, making me want to knock her lipstick crooked.  
 
    She knew I wouldn’t chump her off to one of these savages, but she was dead ass about turning to one if I couldn’t feed that monkey on her back. Without another word, I walked towards the trap. I knew she followed me even before I looked back. I wondered if Shy’s fucked up with me for serving his Queen?  
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Jazzy~
  
 
    It had been a month to the date since Satta’s been laid up in that cold hospital room. It took Ms. Lovey days to finally get me to leave his side. When he woke up I wanted to be the first face he saw, but the truth was my faith was all fucked up. I had never been the type to question Allah but then again, I had never known anyone that was in a coma. I did my research and found out that the doctors were correct, it was a 60/40 chance that Satta would awaken outta the state he was in and even if he did, there were numerous misfortunes that could wake with him, loss of memory, paralysis, mental illness and more. The fucked-up part was that the sixty percent of him not waking up is stronger than the forty that he would.  
 
    Even though, the doctor said it was all up to him. I knew that they couldn’t give us any promises because they didn’t rely on faith, as we had. They only placed their stamp on medicine and their ability to operate! My heart called out for Assata. My body craved him—my body craved period! Lately, my mental capacity had been lost in a world of questions and what ifs. ‘What if Assata didn’t wake up? What if I moved on thinking he’s not gonna wake up and he does? Would he fault me? Was that betrayal— so on and so on.’  
 
    As I was thinking those things and preparing for a much-needed hot bath, my doorbell rang. Fuck! Why did it seem that every time I was about to wash my ass somebody showed up? In frustration I headed for the door, wearing but my t-shirt and panties. I wondered who it could be. No one outside of my girls and a few family members knew where I rested at. Quickly sliding on a pair of shorts, I headed for the door.  
 
    As soon as I got to the living room, Marcella’s cheesing face was the first thing I saw fogging up the glass. I couldn’t help but laugh at her goofy ass, yet the bitch’s timing was nerve wrecking. I unlocked the door, ready to give her a piece of my mind, but the surprise was on me. As she stood there with that silly ass grin on her face, a six-foot fantasy come true stepped from the side of the door.  
 
    “Shotta!”  I shouted in surprise.  
 
    My mouth hung to the floor as I tried to find the words to speak rationally. Shotta was my ex-dude. I met him when I was at UCLA, he’s a street nigga with intelligence. We started kickin’ it—well we fucked a few times and somehow became inseparable while I stayed on the west coast. Once I got the news of Shy’s murder, I packed and left like a thief in the night, and even though a woman was supposed to be dignified at all times. I had to step down a notch and deliver the news to him over the phone. Now—here he stood! All six foot- two inches of him. His skin the color of malt liquor, and those long pretty lashes over his bedroom eyes. The only flaw about his nature was the chest length dreads he kept done in a cute pattern. It was not that they didn’t fit his swag, it was just that I was not into the dread head thing. Never have been! 
 
    “Sup, babes, you had to know I’d show up. I can tell that you’re glad to see me,” His cocky ass said with a slight smile that revealed the adorable dimples I used to lust over. 
 
     “And how might you come to that conclusion? That I’m glad to see you, I mean?” I arched my eyebrow in anticipating his answer.  
 
    He laughed, “How else can I tell, J? I always told you your body couldn’t lie to me.” His eyes then trailed down to my chest—and it hit me—how my nipples use to get hard from his presence.  
 
    I blushed as I crossed my arms over my chest. I turned my gaze to Mar, there was no need to ask how they got in touch. When she used to visit me out west Shotta introduced her to his cousin and as far as I know, they never stopped communicating.  
 
    “Mar, what you on, I mean—you know the deal. So, why would you be so messy—so disrespectful?” She opened her mouth to explain, but I put my hand up stopping her. “Bitch save it, there’s no excuse!” I rolled my eyes at her before turning my gaze on Shotta. “Shotta, I told you we needed to cool off. I mean—this poppin’ up to my house without an invitation ain’t cool. You know I got feelings for you, but I also have someone I’m seeing, and we already had a misunderstanding with this same type of fuckery. Mar knows that!” I frowned at her.  
 
    The smile slipped from his face an anger took its place. “Yeah, she told me about your little friend, but I’m here to get what’s mine. Look, Jazmina, I’ve let you play house with homeboy long enough. Now I’m coming for what’s mine. He’s placed your life—" 
 
    “Shotta,” I interrupted him. “What you not understanding? I’m not yours—really, I’ve never been.” I felt a headache lurking behind my eyes—pinching the bridge of my nose. I exhale a deep breath. “Shotta, you shouldn’t have come here. Yea—Mar may have told you about him, but what she couldn’t have told you was that he’d kill you for coming for what’s his!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Tomorrow~ 
 
      
 
    After I made sure Ms. Maria was straight, I found myself back at the dice game just in time for the dice to land on Snake-Eyes crappin’ some skinny pocked face out. I squeezed back in next to Dino, I saw my boy working clean. The stack of bills in front of him told the tale.  
 
    “Finally,” Armani exclaimed. “You niggaz acting like y’all ain’t wanna give a bitch a play at the dice.”  
 
    I watched, as she took the dice and dropped her short sexy ass down into a crouch, with her legs spread eagle. That fucked me up. It caught the whole squad off guard. All I saw was raw hairless pussy lips pouting out at a nigga. Them bitches was so fat it was like somebody hit a pause button on the hood and the only movement was the lil’ bad ass kids running wild, and the sound of music blasting from niggaz systems.  
 
    “Damn, you niggaz, gonna keep staring at this pussy or try to get at this bankroll, I got right here?” She flashed a knot that was as big as a small pocketbook.  
 
    If she wasn’t the big homies, Tricky’s relative I’d relieve her of all that shit, like right now. The nigga Clack snapped back to reality first. 
 
     “Bitch, you doing that shit on purpose. A sucka would fall for that weak ass shit, but not the Clackalac!” This lame ass nigga thought he’d said some playa shit.  
 
    Armani didn’t respond, as she dropped fifty her first roll, and just as I thought, the clown Clack matched her. She shook the dice real good, so niggaz could hear them clacking together and released them as if she was born to do that shit. I watched as one landed on the tray and the other spun before it settled on a pretty four. 
 
    “Hit dice!” She did a lil’ dance before she picked up her Lucci. “I’m feeling lucky today boys. I’m getting the house on my next roll,” she said, as she dropped five crisp hunnids on the wood and all eyes landed on her.  
 
    Niggaz underestimated females when they played a man’s game, but what most niggaz didn’t take the time to realize, was that some women were schooled by game niggaz, so their game was just as tight as ours.  
 
    “A’ight—I see that’s a lil’ too steep for you po’ hustling niggaz—” she reached down and picked up two of the bills then caught the eyes of each of us as a challenge. 
 
    “Man, I got that bet, ma,” a nigga from the block named Ja’Ray called.  
 
    “Naw, nigga, I got my back,” T-Money interjected, as he dropped three crisp ones on top of the three already down, but Armani wasn’t impressed. 
 
    “Hold up, daddy,” she said to T-Money. “You can’t speak on my money.” She turned her attention to Ja’Ray. “I want that fade too.” She dropped three more hunnids in a separate stack.  
 
    In my mind, I’m thinking ‘come on, fam.’ How the fuck a nigga not gonna sense something fishy jumpin’, when a bitch bettin’ threes on her first roll? That was how boys always ended up being food. They take their eyes off common sense and allow bravado to lead them into the lion’s mouth. Ja’Ray smiled at T-Money mischievously like, ‘nigga you ain’t runnin’ shit.’ That shit musta gotten under homey’s skin cause his dumb ass spoke up quick. 
 
    “We may as well shoot the other two bills, sweetheart. I mean—since you’re so sure about your issue and all.”  
 
    I laughed at fam. I grew up with the nigga, but he was as green as grass. Armani dropped the two on the six already down and lame brain followed suit. He dropped a band of three hundred on the first roll. Bitch didn’t even have a point yet. As she shook the dice, our eyes met in a clash of acknowledgment. Every bet she made, I side betted with the clowns that was just as stupid as Ja’Ray and T-Money.  
 
    These was my dawgs but shid, as I said earlier it’s dawg-eat-dawg when it came to getting that bag. If Armani was an outsider, I would have gladly rocked her to sleep but since she was one of S-E-D’s finest. I’ma eat off her plate. She let the dice roll and as them bitches tumbled, I watched the niggaz watching the dice as they rolled to a stop. 
 
    “Naturals,” Armani screamed, as she raked up her loot. She then snatched up the dice as T-Money reached for them. “You niggaz are as good as this pussy!” she mocked as she rattled her femininity. 
 
     All eyes zeroed in on her lower lips, all except mine. I watched admirably as she replaced the crooks, trick dice, with the actual ones.  
 
    “Bitch let me see them dice,” T-Money fumed. She merely dropped them at his feet and as he inspected them, she frowned. “What, you tryin’ to accuse me of cheating?” she screamed. She threw a hundred at him and another one to Ja’Ray. “There, I’m buying my way out the game. You niggaz sore losers,” she said, as she stood and strutted away.  
 
    T-Money was still inspecting the dice for flaws. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Goose sat inside his white-on-white Benz truck observing the scene from afar. The day had been profitable and the best part about it was he didn’t have to kill nobody. He watched the dice game and laughed at the clowns getting taken fast for their chips. Whoever, lil’ mama was had a game ‘bout her only a game nigga could detect. He watched as she played the crowd with seduction and he saluted the awareness of the shorty that peeped her but kept his lips sealed.  
 
    “What you thinkin’ ‘bout, bruh?” Pain asked.  
 
    Turning his gaze to his younger brother, Goose couldn’t shake the feeling that had been nagging him since he got the call about his lil’ nigga being gunned down.  
 
    “Somethin’ ain’t right with this whole shit, bruh. There are too many loose ends that lead nowhere, and Ms. Lady lil’ bruh rockin’ wit’ tellin’ me some spooky shit ‘bout some nigga wit’ aids trying to whack him. We need to get to the bottom of this shit fast. I got shit to tend to back in the Tone, but I ain’t leaving till whoever tried to take Assata out is eliminated—them and their entire bloodline!”  
 
    Pain simply nodded his head as he twisted up a Kush stick. There was no need to verbalize his intentions cause his tool barked for him, but there was one thing that ate at his mind and he needed to run it by fam. 
 
    “Goose—what you think about the girl, Jazzy? You think she had anything to do with it?”  
 
    Goose turned his attention back to the activity in the hood. “For her sake, let’s pray she don’t,” he whispered.  
 
    Pain leaned his seat back to get comfortable. “Or it’s night-night for lil’ baby,” he seconded. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    My eyes popped open to a light so bright, it seemed like my head just cracked open. My head was pounding, it felt as if I was about to throw up. Nausea spun through me like a hurricane in the middle of the Pacific causing me to snap my eyes back shut.  
 
    “Arruugh,” I yelled, as I grabbed both sides of my dome.  
 
    As soon as my hands made contact I knew something was wrong—terribly wrong. I started feeling around my cranium, I was confused by the thick padding wrapped around my shit.  
 
    “Chu, mas take it easy, Papi. Chu no position to move so—so fos,” she said, from somewhere beside me.  
 
    Instant recognition serenaded me causing me to pause and crack my eyes open into slits trying to brave the powerful light. Belle sat next to me, looking poised and exuding sex as if things never got crackin’ in my room. I was at a loss about how many days—hours—or minutes has passed, from the looks of shit, I had missed quite a lot. The bed I was in must have been a freaky mu’fucka cause it was massaging my back and the mattress molded to fit my form. The room I was in, was aglow with the sunlight pouring through an open window, that allowed fresh air to flow through the room causing the drapes to dance lazily in the breeze. A vase of fresh wildflowers was next to my bed, but that didn’t explain why the fuck, I was here or what the fuck was going on.  
 
    I intended to say just that, I turned my attention to Belle, but as soon as I opened my mouth to speak, fire rushed through my lungs and my words escaped my lips in a whisper. Fear bathed me and I guessed she saw it cause she did this calming gesture with her hands while filling a glass from an ice pitcher. She handed it to me and looked at me with a gentle smile.  
 
    “Drink—chu feel mosh better. Chu been through a lot and me know tu wan explanation. So, drink and ask chu questions.”  
 
    I sip the cold water gingerly, without taking my eyes off of her, and as it slid down my throat, relief was a beautiful companion. “Wha—what’s—going, B—Belle? Wha—what’s happened—to—to me?” I croaked.  
 
    I guess some shit was better left under the dirt cause the shit she told me, fucked me up so bad I damn near passed out. She said I’d been out of it for thirty days. That night in my room shit got ugly, I was hit three times, once in the shoulder, once in the stomach, and once in the thigh. Two of the henchmen that came with Russia were laid down, but Russia got away. She said she got me out of there and we’d been in Guayaquil, the largest city in Ecuador.  
 
    She said my face has been plastered all over the news in connection to a drug enterprise and the kidnapping of a federal attorney’s wife. Fuck! The F.B.I and the D.E.A wanted me, and I was number ten on their most wanted list. The next bomb the bitch drops on me put me out for the count, as hurt raced through my veins like it was my life’s blood itself. Nutz was dead—killed! My heart turned cold at once, froze over like the Atlantic. Dead—my nigga, my baby brother? My mind tried to put the pieces together, that’s when she fucked me up like a mental patient! Literally, she told me, that she’d had a private doctor to do reconstructive surgery on my fuckin’ face. She changed my identity to help me elude the laws back in the states. She said, she knew my drive and knew I’d never find peace here. She finished by telling me the spookiest shit ever!  
 
    “Santa Muerte saved us that night in chu room and we owe her what we’ve promised instead of me husband’s blood, it will be ours that becomes the sacrifice for the Holy Death. Chu mos go back and kill our enemies or we will both die!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    Wake Up—We Need You 
 
    ~Twisted~ 
 
      
 
    As I walked into the trap on Ruth Street, it was like walking into one of them white boy’s meth labs somewhere out in the middle of the country, except this shit right here had straight hood niggaz with millions on their mind. As soon as I hit the kitchen, my mans Lil’ Joe handed me a face mask. I watched as four naked bitches capped and bagged that ‘Boy’ up as my loc’s observed and directed. ‘Boy’ is what we call heroine out here in the streets, it’s the strongest and most addictive narcotic ever discovered.  
 
    The streets know me as Twisted, Hoova Crip nigga off Hic Street, and the lil’ cousin of Ice-Berg and Nutz. My right-hand is Lil’ Joe also Hoova. Ever since my loc Ice-Berg disappeared from the face of the earth, we’ve been running shit. The spot pumped that ‘White-Girl’ at first, but I’m assuming someone fucked up the shipment and added two bricks of ‘Boy’, and since then—well—the streets been jumpin’.  
 
    “Sup, Cuz?” Lil’ Joe locked the hood with me and our fingers connected into two capital C’s.  
 
    “Shid, grooving loc, what’s crackin’ over here?” I inquired, as I watched the packaging of my shit. One of the girls looked up at me with lust dancing in her pupils. 
 
    “Sup, Tessa?” I acknowledged lil’ one.  
 
    We’d fucked around a few times and lil’ baby was a troopa. Even though she fucked with them niggas on the otha side of the hood, she kept it funky wit’ me. She was a jazzy lil’ bitch, the only reason I ain’t wife her was cause the bitch had me skeptical of her get down. Any bitch that rocks wit’ the enemy of where she’s from has the potential to be a snake. So, for the time being, I just watch her and prep her to be Queen one day. That’s exactly why I checked her and Joe, not on no sucka shit, but it’s levels to this shit. I’d already told both of ‘em, I didn’t want her in none of the spots, but for some reason, she thought she needed to hustle. 
 
    “Fuck, I tell you, ‘bout bein’ up in the spot, Tessa?” I gritted, as my eyes bore down onto her. She frowned as she stood up and her titties saluted a nigga as she walked over to me.  
 
    “Nigga fuck I tell you ‘bout tryin’ to demand shit when you ain’t put a claim on none of this?” she said, rubbing her hands down her body.  
 
    I looked at Lil Joe before I said, “Bitch go get yo’ clothes and go sit in the car before I wring your neck!”  
 
    She rolled her eyes dramatically, but that ass turned and did what the fuck I told her to. She knew I believed in smackin’ a bitch when she failed to know her place amongst men. She also knew that I hate defiance. I was suddenly, snapped outta my thoughts by the sound of Lil’ Joe’s laughter.  
 
    I turned my heated gaze on him. “Fuck so funny, Cuz? I told you not to let her in the spot, homie. This ain’t no place for my bitch. What if I let your gal in the spot and let her get naked?” 
 
    The laughter never left his voice as he responded. “Cuz, my bitch is right there,” he pointed to Mena, a dark-skinned girl from the hood. She was naked as a newborn and as her eyes found mine. I diverted my stare from her succulent titties. 
 
    “Cuz, a bitch gonna do what she chooses when you’re not around. That’s why I don’t sweat it but on the set, if you woulda told me you got tags on shawty. I wouldn’t have disrespected yo’ game like that, Hoova. You make it seem like she’s just anotha hoe, so I saw nothin’ wrong with lettin’ her hustle,” Joe rationalized.  
 
    Even though I was still heated, I knew my nigga was speaking the gospel, so I let it go. “You got that ready for me?”  
 
    Joe’s didn’t speak another word, as he turned and walked over to the cabinets.  
 
    He pulled out a backpack and tossed it to me. “Fifty large.” 
 
    I turned to make my exit and caught Mena eye fuckin’ me.  
 
    I shook my head, “Say, Cuz, yo’ bitch being a slut indirectly. But how can you blame her, when you got her in a position revealing all that’s pose to be for your eyes only?”  
 
    I kept laughing as I smashed out, but not before I heard the unmistakable sound of hand against face. Cuz could talk that playa shit all he wanted, but no nigga wanted his hoe to be a hoe outside of the bedroom.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    I walked into my house after spending the day at my baby’s bedside, I was exhausted. Me and Lovey had built a beautiful bond, and there was no more questions whether or not I was strong enough to stand by my man. Lovey told said she couldn’t blame me if I chose to move on with my life, and neither would Satta. She didn’t know Satta like I do, he would blame me.  
 
    “Chile, a woman has to determine what loyalty means to her. If you choose to leave this man, it matters not how I feel or what I think, nor Assata. If a woman can find peace with a decision she’s made no matter how foul or dishonorable it is, then she is a woman that doesn’t walk by morale, but a woman who lives the life of a generation. A generation that slices the throats of the ones they vowed a lifetime to. Sugga, only thirty percent of women are who they say they are, the other seventy percent are exactly who they don’t say they are. I know you’re part of that thirty percent, and if you choose to move on. It wouldn’t be for any other reason, then this man right here not waking up before you die. You’re a woman, Jazmina, and you are a rare breed, baby. Pressure is always harder on women like us cause we love deeply.” 
 
    I smiled at the memory of that conversation, as I stripped out of my pants. Gotta love women like Lovey. As I pulled my shirt over my head, I headed for my room with a burning desire to find my sleigh bed. I decided I would shower after I got a few winks in. At least that was the plan until his voice spun me in the direction of my dining room, that’s when shit got real. 
 
    ‘Smack!’ Life became blurry, as my body turned with the impact of the slap. Before I could gather myself he was on me. He slammed my back so hard into the wall, that it caved in and I was pinned inside it.  
 
    “Bitch, you know not to disrespect me like that—ever,” he raged with slits for eyes.  
 
    Tears spilled from my eyes as all the promises he’d made about never putting his hands on me again, was broken for the millionth time. The millionth time, that he vowed this would never happen again. Shy dying wasn’t the only reason I came back. I had to beg this nigga to let me attend my brother’s funeral because he didn’t trust me outta his sight. He’s the same nigga that told me if I didn’t return he’d find me and kill me.  
 
    “What, you thought you could run away from home, huh? Bitch, I own you,” he spat, as malice did the tango in his eyes. 
 
    “I—” I sniveled— “I hate you so much! I’ll never belong to you again—you-you promised not to do this again!” I had raindrops falling from my eyelids.  
 
    I could see the tornado in his eyes die down just a little bit. His dreads were laid across his face making him look like a sexy ass madman. Only if sex appeal could override abuse, I’d fall back in love with him, but since it couldn’t, I merely stared at him with the deepest hatred.  
 
    “Miss me with all that broken promise shit, J. You make me do this shit to you. I told you to bring yo’ ass back home, but you tried my gangsta anyway. You even tried to play tough when Mar was here. Now you don’t sound so tough,” He smiled sinisterly, as he used his knuckle to wipe my tears away.  
 
    His head was tilted to the side and the insanity laced within his words told me, he meant every—single—word. 
 
    “Baby girl, you know, I’m ‘bout that murder shit. So, take my words as serious as you took your brother’s death. You have twelve hours to have yo’ shit together and be ready to get back West or I’ma kill that nigga you been visiting at that hospital. Then I’ma whack the old bitch that be there more than you. You’re coming back home, or you’ll be the death of him. I almost got him on that freeway. But if I must say so myself the boy is a gunslinger,” he revealed the missing pieces.  
 
    The pieces of the puzzle I’d tried to put together, well, those mu’fuckas had just fallen in place. I felt chills running down my spine, as I came to the harsh realization, I was the reason Assata was laid up in that cold room. The devil had followed me to the people I love, now the man I had always envisioned being mine was in a coma.  
 
    Immediately guilt spilled from my eyes. “You—you will never take me away from him. Why, Shotta, why would you want a woman that can’t love you? Why won’t you let me be happy?” 
 
    He gave me the deepest truth an animal could ever give a person. “I guess, I’d rather see you dead, than happy with another nigga. You got twelve hours, Jazzy, play with me if you want. Please don’t be stupid, love, let’s leave peacefully. Nobody has to die, ma, but they will if you test my shit,” he said, as he took his pistol from his waist and aimed it at my head.  
 
    The first thing that came to my head was Assata’s poem, ‘Ocean of Grief’, when he said, “I can’t say I’m happy for you—in fact, I wish I knew magic, so I could conjure up something tragic for you!” I wondered if somehow, he’d learned magic. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
    Four Months Later 
 
      
 
    What’s the use of a bulletproof vest if the nigga aiming at your thinking cap was the same nigga you allowed close enough to your thoughts? They say that the best way to determine the value of ones potnas was to bring money or a bitch into the equation. Money can cause a hungry niggaz stomach to blindfold him to his morals. I learned that a bitch with a little bit of ass and titties will drag the serpent outta a nigga that lacks the ability to control his dick. That’s the weakness that stole the definition from a man. A nigga must see beyond loyalty and what sounds real. Loyalty is the fibers of a righteous man’s foundation, yet the actual foundation is his beliefs, his morals, and his limitations.  
 
    A man with no beliefs has no balance. A man with no limitations will do anything. How can he trust the next man when he can’t even trust his very own limits? That’s why I fucks with a cat based on his beliefs. If his beliefs are righteous, how can his loyalty be tainted? If I questioned somebody, I’ve already allowed into my cipher, that meant I needed to tighten the fuck up! My decisions affected my life. My bitch’s life, the wellbeing of my seeds, as well as my whole structure and fam. A man gotta make good decisions cause if the vibrations become hazardous to the shit he loved, he becomes a dangerous man.  
 
    The type of nigga that will accidentally kill himself by way of his very own decisions. I gotta be a boss cause my castle—my woman—team—and child depends on my decision making. That’s what I was thinking as Lovey lit candles all around me and placed her hand against my forehead. My limbs sparked a flood of her spirit and I could feel the ole lady stepping into her love. It’s as if a gravitational pull guided my feet until I was stumbling through the fog. It’s as if my feet had a mind of their own, as they led me like a navigational system.  
 
    Unexpectantly, I stepped from the fog and into a bright sunlit cemetery. Its familiarity paused me cause without having to be told, I knew where I’d end up. So, that’s where I headed, I spotted Lovey at the tombstone laying down a fresh vase of roses. As I walked up behind her, I read the engravement on the marble headstone— ‘Ruth Ridge, A Mother, Sister, and Daughter-1967-2002, Always in our Hearts.’  
 
    “We never know when it’s our time, chile. Sometimes God comes at a time none of us expected and maybe that’s why the bible says He’ll come like a thief in the night. How you doing, baby?” She said, without the slightest indication of her knowing I stood behind her.  
 
    This was one of the many tricks she’d mastered over the years. I didn’t take my eyes off my T-lady’s tombstone, as I nodded my head like Lovey could see me. 
 
    “Maybe—but I think if there’s a God, he’s just a thief period. He’s too cool with the devil and sometimes while they’re playing chess, he sacrifices some good people in order to win a game that he could win in one move. I’m coolin’ Lovey, how are you, beautiful?”  
 
    Turning to face me she smiled at how I viewed shit. This lady raised me to be a man, and to never hide the true me from nobody. So, I gave it to her from my gut. The raw truth of how I felt. She’s the typa woman that respected the real in a nigga.  
 
    “Chile, you’ve been mad at God ya whole life, but I can promise you, if you wouldn’t have Him in your life it woulda been you buried under all this dirt, instead of Him taking your mama to get your attention. You’re not God, Assata, no matter what you’ve read in them crazy books,” she laughed softly at my facial expression. “What, you didn’t think, I’d be snooping around your house, while you’ve been here in this dark place? Boy plaaease—I’m a woman, chile,” she said in a sista girl way, with an arched brow.  
 
    I loved this lady. I laughed at her silliness but knowing her like the back of my hand, I saw the storm in her eyes. Something wasn’t right! “Lovey—why did you come here, mama?” My question seemed to strike a nerve because she cringed slightly.  
 
    “Why would something be wrong, chile, can’t I just want to spend time with my baby boy?” She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes.  
 
    “Lovey,” I whispered, as I gently took her face into my hands. “You’re my world—you’ve stood beside me through the good, bad, and the ugly. We don’t fake nor keep secrets from each other, mama—tell me! Tell me what’s happened, Queen.” The resolution was a powerful element, as she placed her hands on top of mine.  
 
    “Assata, you have to answer the question, you have to baby.” 
 
    I was confused, as I looked at her, searching her eyes. “What question, Lovey? What are you talkin’ ‘bout, Queen?” 
 
    She smiled bitterly. “Do you care if you live or die, chile?”  
 
    For some reason this time she asked just felt different. I thought about all the shit I’d done in my life, the few people that had actually loved a nigga. All of ‘em I thugged for—my nigga Shy—he gone—gotta live for him. Jazzy, even tho, she fucked over me wit’ Nutz, I still fucks with her. My big bro Goose—the nigga will kill the world for me. I couldn’t die on him. My other brother, Pain? Damn, and Lovey? All this shit sunk into my soul and slipped from my tongue in the form of absolute truth!  
 
    “Yes, Lovey—I think, I do care.” 
 
    Lovey looked at me quizzically and shook her head amazed. “You think? Well, rather you do, or you don’t matter not at this moment. Things has changed, chile, and people need you, their lives depend on it.” She then turned to my mom’s tombstone, “Wake up Assata—you have to wake up—now,” she demanded, as she began to fade away. 
 
    “Nooo—not yet, Lovey—I need more than that! Who needs me mama—who?” 
 
    “Wake up baby—we all need you! Wake your behind up!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    She unwrapped the gauze from my head slowly. I hadn’t seen my own face in almost two months. Yet, I’d obtained all of my energy back. The wounds healed nicely even though, I gotta deal with this shit bag from the hit I took in the stomach. But, shit coulda been worse though. Anticipation and fear exuded from my pores as she got to the last wrap. All sorts of shit rushed through my head. What if the surgery didn’t sit well with my face? What if the hoe got me lookin’ like Gary Coleman’s lil’ brother? The breeze that fell over my face let me know that it was free from the cotton cage, it’s been hiding behind for the last six weeks. I studied her facial expression as a slow smile blossomed into her features.  
 
    “Chu are a brand-new man. You are handsome and beautiful all at once. We will be victorious, hmm,” she said, as she walked over to the dresser and picked up a handheld mirror.  
 
    As she walked back over to me she said something in her native tongue and held the mirror out to me as if it was a relic so precious we had to be very cautious with it. Fuck all the theatrics, I needed to see my face. I snatched the mirror from her and she laughed softly at my impatience. I had slow determination, as I lifted the mirror to my face. A sharp breath got stuck in my throat as me and my reflection faced off.  
 
    These mu’fuckas had me looking like a gangsta version of Ginuwine. Except for the voice and skin tone, I looked just like a pretty boy ass nigga. The mu’fuckas even changed the color of my eyes to smoke gray, dark niggaz ain’t got these type of attributes unless they’re cut wit something. Plain and simple, these folks had me looking like a whole ‘nother man. I didn’t even recognize myself, so I knew the authorities wouldn’t either. Even if, I was standing next to the Americas Most Wanted pictures they have of me posted all around the states.  
 
    A crazed smile eased onto my face. My first order of business was gonna be retrieving the reins to my empire. Fuck it, new identity—new chance, and nothing to lose. Them white folks murked my brother, somebody gotta answer for that shit, and I knew just the mu’fucka to start wit! If it wasn’t for him, none of this shit would have happened. It’s time to bury the bullet and I got a whole drum of ‘em to bury him with! 
 
    “Chu have chu work cut out for tu. Me know chu going to reclaim chu position of power. But chu mos remember chu promise to the Holy Death—chu mos give her the blood of mi husband or it will be our blood that spills.” 
 
    As she said this my mind took me back to the weirdo shit that was happening while I was sleep. The Leviathan, dragon blood—reapers blood—valerian root—vandal root?  
 
    “Belle—what the fuck is reapers Blood? While I was sleep, I heard a woman speaking of the Leviathan!” 
 
    She looked at me almost surprised, yet after a few moments of evident consideration, the resolve washed over her face. “A spell! Mi mama placed a smell on you. A spell of protection—” she paused again, then continued. “A dark spell that will help you in your pursuits but will taint your soul.” Our eyes lock in a showdown of questions, answers, and frustration.  
 
    “How did Russia make it out of there alive? How did we survive?” I questioned, but somehow already knew the answer. 
 
    Belle smiled, “Devils shoestrings,” she said.  
 
    I had confusion painted all over my face in the form of a whole bunch of, ‘what the fucks’ and even more ‘Bitch you better elaborate.’  
 
    Interpreting my facial expressions correctly, she didn’t hesitate to answer. “A root from honeysuckle. It grows in wild fields and forest. It’s used for protection, some people bathe them in gin and bury them in the ground, or the door to your room. It trips the devil, stops him, and gives him pause, if only for a moment!” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
    Life Loses Its Meaning 
 
    ~ A Face in The Dark~ 
 
      
 
    I’ve had my eyes on the chess board since things took a change for the worst—well in some cases—cases like mine. It’s changed for the better if I must say so myself. A few pieces had to be taken off the board, but sometimes it’s best to play with pawns instead of utilizing your power pieces because it gave you more sense of the game. It gave you a feel of what it felt like to fight with a sword instead of a gun. A lot of shit almost went down a few months ago when Jazzy’s clueless ass almost got herself killed. What type of bitch lives alone and doesn’t lock her door? I’m saying if a mu’fucka wants to get in there’s more than one way to skin a cat, but damn, don’t make it easy for them.  
 
    Yet, that’s neither here nor there because I helped her cheat death. I even staged it to make it look like Gusto was slayed in his car. The only reason I intervened with the reapers plan was because I needed Jazzy to help me carry out my plans. Assata! That sexy motherfucker was the plan. In his situation, I was kinda late, but the motherfucker handled his own, like a real nigga suppose to. I just cleaned up his mess and got him to the hospital before he bled to death.  
 
    I have to admit stripping him naked was the best part of it all! His dick thought uncircumcised was beautiful! But never mind his dick, I have bigger plans for our baby boy, Assata. First, I had to make sure he stayed alive long enough to bring those plans to fruition. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Armani~ 
 
      
 
    The night-club Dreams was packed to capacity. Everybody was in that bitch, from the raggamuffins to the bad bitches. It was easy to spot the boss niggaz and even easier to distinguish the lames acting like bosses. I even saw this wienie ass nigga go to the bar and pay the bartender for two empty bottles of Ace! Like, where they get those niggaz from? How I saw it was if a female gave you some play simply because you can drop twelve or fifteen hundred on a bottle, she’s just as lame as the nigga who bought the empty bottles cause a niggaz pocket don’t determine the nigga. It only made him look like somethin’, but in actuality, he might not be shit, except another nigga with full pockets.  
 
    Me and my girls were up in the V.I.P doing our thang. It was turnt all the way up in this bitch and the whole Kreek was on deck! Niggaz were drunk and out of control. Tomorrow and his ace, Dino were over in the cut lookin’ devilish as ever. Them two lil’ niggaz was always up to something, but I like Lil’ Tomorrow’s badass. Any bitch with eyes could see that he was gonna be a boss one day. The potential was evident. Dino, on the other hand, hell I thought he’d be dead before he turned twenty-five. I wasn’t trying to jinx lil’ buddy, but he was a monster and it was only a matter of time before the inevitable transpired.  
 
    Tricky and the high life Villain Circle was live and direct. They were celebrating the homecoming of some nigga named, Lil’ Heavy. I heard he used to do his thing back in the day but got cased up when the fed boys came to town back in 2003. It’s now 2018 and the nigga was just seeing daylight. Damn, fifteen years, I bet that niggaz nuts is smoking. 
 
    “Gurrlll, look at all this money in here. A bitch can’t even keep my eyes on just one nigga! Got me feeling like a slut,” my girl Marcella screamed over the music.  
 
    Her and our third wheel, Tessa clinked their glasses. I leaned over and corrected her silly ass. “Bitch, that’s because you are a slut,” she dipped her middle finger into her drink and stirred it before pointing at me.  
 
    I met Marcella and Tessa a year ago when I first moved here from Dallas. Marcella went to the University of North Texas and that’s the reason I moved up here to this little ass city. How I worked them niggaz at dice made me no hoe, I’m just a hustla by design. I revealed my pussy to do what needed to be done. But none of those niggaz knew what this juice box felt like. Sex just don’t move me the way it moves the average bitch. I have a daughter that depends on me to teach her how to be a woman and I take that shit seriously.  
 
    “Excuse me, ladies, these are for you from the gentlemen at the table over there.” The waitress pointed at a table over in the corner.  
 
    “Uh oh.” I saw those Ruth and Hic Street niggaz up in there.  
 
    This shit was a molten pot waiting to spill over. Twisted and the goons made it rain. The young niggaz were Crip crazy over there, as they chunked up their sets and repped their shit. Twisted saluted Tessa and went ‘bout his business. I guessed he sent them drinks to let her know he’s in the house so don’t act up. The nigga was looney. Well, that was my thoughts until the nigga Lil’ Mac blew a kiss at me and held up a bankroll. I laughed at his silly ass. Yea, he was cute, but I’m not fuckin’ with the opposition at all!  
 
    I told Tessa all the time that that shit ain’t righteous, but since she was from Ruth Street, she was like fuck it. She moved to the Kreek a few years ago and that’s how she and Mar got cool, but as I always say, bitches will either be the strength of the empire or the destruction of it!  
 
    “Damn,” Marcella said, as she elbowed me to get my attention.  
 
    My eyes followed her excitement until I found what had the whole VIP observative and curious. There was some Ginuwine looking nigga walking into the spot, dressed in a white Givenchy suit, with baby blue pinstripes. The silk baby blue shirt he wore underneath the jacket, had the top three buttons undone, revealing a red gold Cuban link that had chunks of diamonds embedded in it. But the eggshell white Mauri Gators was what set off his attire. He moved with the etiquette of a boss and the first word that came to my mind was the plug!  
 
    I watched as he spotted Twisted turning up bottles with a frown on his face, he attempted to approach the table, but before he could take three steps in that direction, them shootas barricaded him with their tools in hands. The Ginuwine looking dude seemed unfazed, as the light shined on his bald head. He put his diamond encrusted hand in the air and did this circle like motion, seconds later shit got real movie like. A small army flooded the V.I.P packed the typa heat that could melt iron. There was something fucked up ‘bout them, their posture was barbaric, but the main distinguishment was the big ass tattoos on their faces. Some of them were bigger than others, but the words MS-13 were unmistakable.  
 
    As the music stopped and playboy’s aura received the respect it deserved, he smiled shining a gold tooth. “Dig, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. But either way, it’s done, I’m leavin’ with that nigga in tow,” he said, pointing his finger in Twisted’s direction. “I came in peace and that’s how I plan to leave.” He then turned his eyes to Twisted and continued. “Cuz, we got some unfinished bidness to talk about and it can’t wait.”  
 
    Lil’ Joe stepped forward with his cannon in his hand. “Shid, Cuz, if you got something to say spit that shit out. Cause he ain’t going nowhere without us. If he do it will be over my dead body!”  
 
    The man in the suit laughed. “Cuz, taking him over your corpse is the easy part, can’t you see the thirst in the eyes of my shootas?”  
 
    All eyes turned to the gunmen. Now that I was more alert, I saw that those cats weren’t black, they were Mexicans, but darker. Each and every one of them looked hungry for blood and willing to turn this club into a bloodbath, just on the word of this bald-headed, grey-eyed man. I was so confused because he was as dark as a room with the lights cut off.  
 
    “Joe Milson, nigga, I know your whole family lil’ nigga. Don’t make me go dumb—y’all can come with cuz. I wouldn’t have it no other way.”  
 
    Joe frowned his face up surprised. “Say, homie, don’t be using my government like we familiar. Wait, how the fuck you know me, anyway?”  
 
    At that time Twisted stepped up beside Joe and stared at the stranger with a studious eye. “Nigga, we don’t bar you or yo’ shootas, we are shootas. We gone step outside and see what you talmbout, but don’t make no more threats or Lil’ Joe’s body won’t be the only body getting stepped over.” He stared into the stranger’s eyes.  
 
    The bald guy was unfazed by the proclamation, he whistled and like trained soldiers the ese’s left the same way they came.  
 
    The stranger looked as serious as death. “I got a message from ya big homie, Berg.” He turned and made his exit, never looking back to see if Twisted followed.  
 
    Twisted and Lil’ Joe looked at each other and followed without further debate. Long after they’d left, the D.J. still hadn’t started the music back up. Mu’fuckas was still wondering if they were ‘bout to die—including me. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    Somewhere deep in this dark place, a wound of lightening raged across a pitch-black sky. The illumination showed a chipped road leading somewhere unknown. “Wake up, we all need you!” Lovey’s words played inside the walls of my head like a favorite song one can’t get outta their mind. The sky was lit by another streak of light and that’s when I saw the sign that pointed to the road. It said, ‘Wake Up’ with an arrow pointing straight out. It didn’t take a scientist to know what time it was. I decided to do what the Lion, Tinman, Scarecrow, and Dorothy did, I followed the chipped road.  
 
    Out of nowhere, but I shoulda expected it rain began to fall from Heaven. I had no shelter or shield from its essence, yet I braved it and kept pushing forward. It seemed with each step it fell harder. There was no wind, but somehow the rain came down slanted and heavy. Somewhere from up ahead, I saw a speck of light. It looked as if, I was standing in a pen tube, staring from the back of it and out the opening that the cartridge slides into. Another sign appeared to my left, it pointed in the direction of the light.  
 
    I fought my way through the storm that was now a mixture of hail and rain. I ran my hands over my face to clear it from my eyes, something strange caught my eye—red, blood red! My hands were covered in it, but how? Am I cut—nosebleed? Through the confusion, I looked down at my body and for the first time, I noticed that I’m naked and my chest—my feet—me, I’m drenched in the thick blood. I held my hands out in a cupped fashion and watched as it filled with thick red blood. Then—the hail—wait—not hail, bullets, 7.62s—AK47 bullets!  
 
    I heard the splash of the rain—blood, as it hit the ground. The clinking of the shells as they bounced off the stained concrete. I picked up my pace from a jog to a straight out run. From the darkness, the sounds of the automatic gunfire resonated, as a powerful blast of lightning-caused me to look up at the sky, which caused me to stumble into a free fall. I was helpless to prevent it, so I thrust my hands out to lessen the impact, but it did no good, I sank into the two-foot inches of red liquid and tinted brass.  
 
    A shadow passed over me causing me to turn on to my back, shid—if I’ma die, I wanna face off with my killa. The shadow wasn’t a shadow at all, but something even crazier. Above me, in the sky that was now blood red, lightning danced as I stared at a real live picture in motion of the day I tried to whack Nutz. In a flash of light, the scene changed to my first kill at fourteen. Through glazed eyes I watched as with every squeeze of the burna, a different kill played in heavens floors. It was as if the sky was a big ass plasma feeding me the animal side of my nature. The shells jumped from the different tools I had used and fell to earth like snowflakes. They sounded loud, but I felt nothing even though they bounced off me as I bathed in the blood of the ones I’d slayed.  
 
    I felt nothing, Well—that was until shit got wicked. The next scene stoles my breath. It was my mother in a dark alley arguing with some faceless nigga. Shit got heated and he struck her—hard, over and over again until she crumbled to the ground—D.O.A! Tears mixed with the blood on my face as I gritted my teeth against the sudden pain inside the spot where my heart was ‘pose to be. Then Jazzy looked down upon me. She was trying to say something, but I couldn’t hear her. I focused on her pretty lips, as I read them, I formulated six words that she seemed to repeat as many times as the faceless nigga struck my moms.  
 
    “Save me—baby, I need you!”  
 
    Then a stranger with what looked to be snakes in his head appeared, but I couldn’t see his face. He snatched her into darkness that I couldn’t enter. My blood was boiling, my limbs twitched, fire was in my veins, and right as the sky faded to a pitch-black state, I saw Lovey. She was crying, she was scared, she was—  
 
    “Aaarruugghhh,” I screamed in rage.  
 
    I popped out of the blood with murderous intentions, shit looked different. The many sounds rocked me as I tried to get my bearings, and as sweat poured from my pores, one thang was certain—this scene right here wasn’t no dream or nightmare. This was real life! The monster had risen, and murder was in my eyes.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~A day later~ 
 
      
 
    Goose and Pain looked on as Lovey listened to the doctor trying to explain, how a coma patient just disappeared in the middle of the night. She didn’t look surprised nor alarmed, but the doctor interpreted her passive look as concern. He’d repeated the same shit three times.  
 
    Lovey placed her hand on his shoulder in an assuring gesture. “Sweetheart don’t worry yourself of God’s work. My son will be okay. Just like a dog, he will always find his way back home. God has his hand on that boy and God knows what he’s doing. So, don’t worry about my Assata—no sir. Your hospital is safe from any ramifications. You have my word.”  
 
    The doctor stared at her skeptically. “Bu-but, he may be in danger. It’s impossible for him to—”  
 
    Lovey patted his shoulder softly before turning to look at Pain. He grabbed her hand and led her away.  
 
    Goose then stepped to the doctor with a backpack. “Doc, I think we need to step into your office.” Fear fell over his face in a moment of panic. Goose instantly recognized it. “Naw, Doc, it’s nothing to be alarmed about, but I’m sure your staff wouldn’t understand a black man handing you a backpack with eighty-grand in it—would they?”  
 
    The doctor looked from him to the backpack, once their eyes met again, one thing was evident—money spoke the same language anywhere. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I eased the door open as silently as possible. I knew I had to look crazy, being barefooted and in this skimpy ass hospital gown. As I closed the door behind me, I felt naked without my tool. I felt like every second was being counted off by the devil without it. I closed the door behind me, the silence was as thick as a bitch with ass shots as I felt my way around in the dark. I knew this house like I knew my own, so it was nothing to find my way around without light. I wasn’t sure if I’d step into a trap or not so I walked light so I didn’t disturb the devil if he was sleep. Slowly but surely, I checked every room, every closet—everything. I saved Jazzy’s room for last.  
 
    The door was closed and as I stood before it a sick feeling swam through my veins. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but something wasn’t right, yet still, I eased the door open and quickly stepped outta the way just in case someone was lying in wait and sent shots my way. Now sure that the house was empty, I flicked the light on. The room bathed in a dim glow as I inspected my surroundings—everything seemed normal, but the bed looked as if no one had slept in it in days. I stepped further into the room and sat down on the edge of the bed. I had to figure out what the fuck I was going to do.  
 
    I didn’t know what happened the day them fools tried to put me under, but I remembered being pulled outta the whip and some hoe talkin’ ‘bout getting my burna. So, that told me that somebody wanted me to live—but most of all—somebody didn’t want me to go to jail. They cleaned up behind me. Who though? Where the fuck was Jazzy at? Then—as if it was a bad dream—the reason I was speeding to get to her festered in my mind, Gusto. What happened? Jazzy was there to see me at the hospital so she’s safe, but—hold up—I musta been moving too fast and missed it. 
 
    Now the envelope in the middle of the bed was evident as truth itself. My gut spoke to me even before I reached for it. “Don’t read it,” it told me. But curiosity killed more than a cat. My name was inscribed in cursive across it in Jazzy’s handwriting. I opened the envelope and pulled the letter out, and life lost all of its meaning. 
 
      
 
    My Assata, Feb 14                                                                                                              
 
    I don’t think there is ever a good time to say good-bye. Never a good time to tarnish a love like the one, I have for you. So, I won’t say nor do either of those things. But, I will give you what you deserve— the truth! Baby, I haven’t been 100 with you. Yes, ninety percent but the other ten percent sometimes outweighs that whole ninety, right? Baby, please don’t hate me—my love for you is the air I’ve used to keep my sanity. You’ve touched a part of me Assata that no other man has or ever will. I won’t allow it! I honestly can’t imagine a better man to leave my heart with.  
 
    So, that’s what I’m doing. I’m leaving my heart with you, Assata so that no other man will be able to possess it. Take care of it, my baby, and do me a favor. Don’t take yours away from me—I need it to live—to breathe—to know! To know that no other woman will be able to say she has it. To know that I still live. I guess you’re wondering what the hell is going on, huh? So here it is—you remember the girl Karla that used to be my roommate? Well, she has a brother name Shotta and we fell for each other while I was out west.  
 
    I was confused and lost, Satta. You was out in the streets and—well—you can imagine the rest. I came here for Shy’s funeral, and instead of merely losing him, I also lost my heart—to you! So much so, I was willing to leave behind all that I had back in Cali to be with you. Long story short, he came for me, bae—and I realize now that I love him. If you’re reading this, it means you’re out of the coma—at first, I was lost—but in the end, I knew you’d come back for me. Big smiles, baby—I love you! Please don’t come looking for me. Let love be as it was. I’ll die loving you baby!  
 
    Listen, I want to end this with my heart—do you remember the story of Mohammad going to the mountain? I need you to go there—to the mountains! Remember what he did for his family—his wife? What she did in return? I need you to hear me, Assata! It’s not time to get mad at God nor question my decisions. Forever, is in the mountains my baby—you just have to climb up there to get to it. Remember me, Assata, the little girl with the pigtails that used to sneak out to check on you when your nine- year old ass was out under the street lights. Gus is dead, baby—he killed Shy! Go find your heart Assata—I’m rooting for you! 
 
                                                                                                                         Your Bonnie 
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    It doesn’t matter if it’s an enemy or strategy you must know the exact measure of brains and brawn to use in order to succeed in your conquest. In this game of chess that some perfect, yet some play so thoughtlessly—it’s imperative that you observe with keen eyes the depths of your foes ego and greed. Even for a master of a craft it sometimes can be too easy to miscalculate a certain move if he’s too busy focusing on his insecurities rather than his audacity. A meek decision is the reflection of a nigga with no heart—no nuts! In order to become great, you must learn the power of an audacious execution.  
 
    “Chess—strategy and observation. You must be sharp! A king knows better than to fall victim to poor decisions and or gluttony. Even during a feast, he insists that everyone around him eats until they’re full—drink until they’re drunk. Even to his Queen, he says “Eat, my love, this is a moment to celebrate.” This is his rib. He’s molded her to fit him, to think like him, and to protect him. So, if she’s not his reflection by now, she’s the block that will destroy the pyramid. The one who will betray him in due time.  
 
    So, he must test her well. He sips his first cup of wine and pretends to be full. The only mu’fucka he prevents from partaking of the festivities is his general. The one that he trusts with his life. He leans over to him. “Don’t eat—don’t drink. The meat is a poisonous snake and the wine is its venom. It’s proportioned so that there is enough poison in each dish to kill if one overindulges,” he whispered to him.  
 
    Then together, they watch as every mu’fucka falls face first in their plates. Dead—dead from the mere essence of their own greed and lack of observation. The king glances over at his Queen, love, trust, and loyalty it all radiates from her eyes as she holds up a small portion of meat. “I’ll never let you down, my King,” she says. Then she places the meat in her mouth and chews it. A smile creeps onto the king’s face. “Observation my dear General, if they would have simply taken a glance, they would have noticed that the meat was blue, and the wine was black.”  
 
    Never take your eyes away from the chess game, because even though she’s essential and can maneuver all over the board, sometimes even the Queen should be sacrificed, especially when she’s not trustworthy! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Murda—Temptation 
 
    ~Pain~ 
 
    Eight Months Later 
 
      
 
    I stood over a nigga named Qua with blood in my eyes as I held the fifty caliber between the windows of his soul. We had his bitch ass tied and duct taped to a chair in his living room. He was steady trying to tell me something but the tape covering his mouth had his words sounding like one of them Christian people speaking in tongues. Sweat poured from the boy’s body as fear escaped his eyes. He knew he was ‘bout to go to sleep, eternally. Blood spilled from the cuts and gashes he incurred from the ass-whoopin' I put on him with the butt of the .50.  
 
    I’m cut-throat to the bone when it comes down to my enemies but all in all, I’m a good nigga, that’s the only reason I snatched the tape from his mouth, allowing his bitch ass to speak his last words.  
 
    “Pain—Pain,” he screamed so loud I almost reconsidered my decision letting him speak.  
 
    “Look, you bitch! If you scream one mo’ time. I’m gonna knock yo’ muthafuckin’ brains all over this bitch’s dress,” I growled, as I nodded towards his baby moms tied up next to him.  
 
    “Cool, my man—sho you right.” He took a deep breath and continued. “Look man—I swear that shit that happened to y’all’s brother had nothing to do with Hic Street! If it did, I’d know about it, Cuz.”  
 
    ‘Boom—’  
 
    The tool burped in my hand and his left shoulder exploded spraying his baby mama with speckles of blood. Muffled screams ensued from her tapped mouth, but I didn’t even give the bitch a glance. Dino rushed over and up-righted the boy. He cried incoherently, and I couldn’t blame him. The whole corner of his bidness was somewhere floating in the atmosphere. 
 
     “Don’t be disrespectful—watch your mouth, homie—you don’t see none of your homies here,” I said, then felt Goose tapping me on the shoulder.  
 
    “Let me rock with him, lil’ bro,” Goose requested. 
 
    I stepped back and allowed my fam to work. It never amazed me how a crocodile could be so diplomatic as this one.  
 
    “Look homie—I can give two fucks ‘bout this lil’ gang shit you, country boys got going on. Somebody gotta pay for tryin’ my lil’ nigga. Now you can either let us know who the trigga men are or sacrifice your whole family for some niggaz, that will fuck yo’ bitch as soon as you’re off the shelf.” Big bro was a dragon with eyes of fire, as he stared at Qua maliciously.  
 
    “Look, man, I’m telling you the honest to God truth—I—don’t—know—shit! If anybody would try to start a war in the hood without lacin’—aww shit,” he screamed, as Goose jammed the butt of the AR into his open wound.  
 
    Forcefully, he wedged it in the niggaz shoulder until a quarter of the barrel was buried inside the boy’s shit. Damn, he was better with me—at least I woula just dome called him and got it over with. Real shit tho—it was plain for all eyes to see that this boy was tellin’ the truth. Niggaz like Qua wouldn’t sit under pressure like this. He’d have been told on his mama if she was the one responsible.  
 
    “Pleaaseee, okay—okay! I know, I’m—oh God—I know, I’m ‘bout to die but please spare my gal and kids. This is my—my karma—not theirs,” he cried through the sniffles and deep breaths.   
 
    I locked eyes with Goose, I could he was in a dark place, as he barked orders at the boy. “Shut the fuck up nigga! Your karma is— their karma! You and your faggot ass homeboys tried to whack my lil’ brother, and these streets ain’t gonna be safe till it’s painted with the blood of the guilty—starting with you!” He then turned his eyes to the niggaz two seeds, a boy, and a girl.  
 
    The little boy must have been about three or four and the little girl was about six. Dino stood next to ‘em with a monstrous .44 in hand. Tears fell from the beautiful little girl’s eyes as she held her younger brother close to her adolescent body. 
 
    “Is tat a gum in your hand mister?” she asked curiously.  
 
    Goose looked to Dino. “Dino, get them outta here, fam,” Dino smiled but complied.  
 
    I guess big bro did have a heart. Seconds pass after Dino left the room. I awaited the signal from big bro, but he merely stood over Qua and stared down at him. His eyes were clouded over as dark reflections set flames in his eyes. 
 
    “I think we need to make a statement, Pain.” He put the AR down, removed the velvet satchel from his shoulders that I’d been wondering about since we set out on this mission. Then he reached inside, and with a slow antagonizing display, he pulled out the sharpest, shiniest scalpel I had ever seen. It was the length of a midget’s arm, with what looked to be a snake carved out of some typa gold for a handle. I looked at him like he was crazy. I mean, I knew we had been apart for a minute but— “What the fuck?”  
 
    I jumped back as the blade swooshed through the air in a wide arch before finding shelter halfway through Qua’s face. Bloodshot out everywhere. Goose’s hands and face was tainted with its essence, as he stared at his handiwork. Vomit rushed up my throat, but I fought to hold it down. I’m a ‘G’ through and through, but this shit was some real Hannibal Lecter type shit. As a testament, Qua’s bitch began to choke as her dinner rushed up to her esophagus, but it had no exit due to the tape over her mouth. Her chair rocked wickedly as her body fought to relieve itself of what would surely be the death of her in a few minutes.  
 
    A mushy sound could be heard as the blade was pulled from dude’s face. He looked like a sliced tomato split into two sections and barely held together by the spinal cord, that the blade didn’t slice through.  
 
    ‘Whack—whack—whack!’  
 
    Blood squirted everywhere as vertebrae and cartilage was severed, with each swing, fam punctuated his words. 
 
    “Somebody—gotta—pay,” Goose growled. 
 
    I turned my head after the first piece fell from homie. Silence permeated the room. I looked to Goose curiously, to see what the bidness was, big bro was outta there! He was drowned in blood and some other typa matter that I couldn’t quite pin the color of. He looked demonic as he smiled—gold shined from behind blood-stained lips.  
 
    “Since we ain’t got all the pieces to the puzzle yet, we’ll just send pieces of this nigga to his big homies until they piece the shit together for us.” He then said the craziest shit ever. “Help me bag this boy up, lil’ bruh.”  
 
    I turned my eyes to ole girl, but she was already outta there. I aimed the .50 at her and let off two shots to her face, just in case. I turned my gaze back to big bro.  
 
    “Fam, you know, I love you, but—” that’s as far as I made it before gunshots were heard from the direction where Dino took the kids. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Other-Side of Town~
  
 
    A small Toyota bent the corner of Hickory Street. The tinted windows were pitch-black under the glow of the moon. It was 2:15 a.m. and the activity on the block was still at an all-time high, as the natives pumped narcotics between houses, up and down the street, as well as along the corner that led over to Oak Street. A group of rowdy youngsters stood on a porch freestyling and whatever else to keep warm from the frigid breath of the night. A youngster named Mookie did a beat against the wood paneling of the house as his loc Archie blessed the spectators with his skills.  
 
    “I’m sick with it/need an asylum/niggaz test my shootas we’ll whack him, and whoever standing beside em/drop em wit’ the barracudas, on my mama they’ll never find em/just me and ridas/Hic Street finest, I was bred where the weather be/colder than a polar bear pussy, better check my pedigree/I’m doing it for them niggaz that kame ahead of me/reppin for my block till the opposition bury me/raised off can goods/same conas that Kapp, Dre, and Lil Man stood/ name not Luther, but I’m a king of a grand hood/hood infused wit’ narcotics/lil niggas watchin’—plottin’ for their training day—Denzel Washington/so tell me what you know ‘bout it/moms bein out late/lil brotha and sista need me so my life on the line to  make sho the fam straight.” 
 
    Niggaz went dumb as the homie came from the gut wit’ it, but it was one lil’ nigga that knew it was real out there so his eyes were glued to the activities of the block. He saw the small car as it eased to the curb and instantly his hand went to his waist. He tapped his potna Tutta and nodded his head at the car. This was a drug-infested cona, so it was no reason to be alarmed, especially when the passenger window rolled down and the female driver leaned over.  
 
    “What’s up? You niggaz working or just warmin’ up that porch. I got two hundred to spend with whoever has the best dope,” she yelled, scratching her arms as that monkey rode her back. “Come on, now, I’m sick y’all—I need my medicine!”  
 
    The porch turned into a zoo as niggaz pulled packs out their ass, from under their nuts, and some other crazy places. As they rushed the car, the only thing on those boy’s mind were adding that two hunnid to their stash. Only one could get the bite, though.  
 
    Mookie beat everyone. “Sup, ma—I got that shit Frank Lucas had across the water! You’ll nod for years,” he said, as he flashed a handful of heroin capsules. By now six or seven dudes were at the car screaming their sales pitch. “Hold up—hold up, damn,” she screamed over the pandemonium.  
 
    She reached over and gave Mookie the two hundred in exchange for ten capsules, causing agitation and disappointment to the unlucky. “Awww—don’t look so sad y’all—my smoking partner is in the backseat. He may want to spend a little bit.”  
 
    Hope sparked in the eyes of the young wolves. “Where he at? I can’t see dude,” one of the young niggaz said, as he placed his face against the back window for a better look.  
 
    ‘Boom!’ His face disintegrated as the window exploded. Blue ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta. The Draco spat fire like a dragon, as the blue bandanna wearing figure operated it surgically. From side to side and in a sweeping arch, attempting to annihilate everything moving. Archie ran full force with survival on his mind. Tutta who was running beside him, flipped forward like someone pushed him hard from behind—the reaper was here and hungry for souls and homie’s name just so happened to be on a 7.62.  
 
    Several shots from the porch caused the reaper to change course. The lil’ nigga that spotted the car from the jump was working his burna like a man. If there was a reward for holding it down, he’d had earned it, but the reaper didn’t give a fuck about bravery. He just wanted what he came for. The block was waked now—shots rang out from everywhere. 
 
    “Get us the fuck outta here, Tracy!” the reaper screamed, as the small car jerked forward and barely missed a shirtless gunner takin’ aim at the windshield.  
 
    He jumped out the way as Tracy gunned the compact car down the street, fishtailing onto East McKenny in a life-threatening escape. The back window exploded as the car hopped the curb onto East McKenny. Luckily, the main street was almost deserted as they flew through the red light and made it to safety.  
 
    “Slow down, Tracy—we peace, ma. We good—we—damn,” he said, as he pulled the blue flag from his face. “Pull over right her, fam—we gonna have to foot it from here.” 
 
    Tracy’s nerves were shot as she pulled the car over into a small cul-de-sac, sweat beads flooded her face as she stared at her shaking hand.  
 
    “Assata—you owe me extra for that, boy—you said you just wanted to scare those boys. Boy, I know y’all’s mamas. I can’t believe you-you owe me,” she said shakily.  
 
    Assata laughed, “Come on Tra—you know, I got you, lil one—I ‘preciate the get down too. My fault I didn’t keep it muddy with you out the gate. I didn’t need you all shook up and shit,” he said, as he got out the car.  
 
    Tracy used her shirt to clean the steering wheel before following suit. She smiled her stained teeth at him. “Boy, Moose would beat yo lil’ ass if she was still here, let’s get out of here before we get jammed on a humbug and get the needle. I want my money when we get back to the Kreek,” she laughed, as she walked passed him.  
 
    She made it four or five steps before Assata called out to her. “Hold up, fam—I got your pay, right now.”  
 
    “Good! Now we can separate, we don’t—” she began, as she turned to face him.  
 
    The gloved hand tightened on the CK arms .45—his trigger finger steady, and with a light tap fire rolled from the tip of it, exploding her face like a watermelon dropped from a two-story window. Her body tried to catch up with her spirit, as she stumbled backward, and finally crumbled to the street with her remaining eye open. Assata glanced forward, then rushed back to the car leaving behind no witnesses except God.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~A Face in the Dark~ 
 
      
 
    My legs were spread eagle, as a six foot even Adonis sucked my pussy as if it was his favorite entrée. My hand held the back of his head, while I suffocated his face with my pleasure, as I grind my pelvis back and forth on his lips.  
 
    “Suck—ohhh— this—umm pussyyy,” I moaned, as I squeezed my left nipple, turned on by the sight of my juices saturating his face. “Suck it—ssuuucckk it, you mu-oh-mutherfucker,” I screamed, as the damn broke between my legs and my waterfall came down thick—warm—slow.  
 
    I pulled his face away from my lower lips and forced him on his back. Then I pulled him to the edge of the couch so that his ass cheeks were barely on the cushion. I straddled him by way of planting my feet on either side of him and squatted over his dick. I reached down and began massaging his thickness as he palmed my breasts and pulled my right nipple into his mouth. I slid down onto his delicacy and squeezed my lower lips into a vise. The amazed look on his face told me, my little trick was a delicious surprise.  
 
    I eased all the way down to the base of his cock and my pussy lips kissed his nuts before easing up slow and droppin’ all my weight down onto him. There was no barrier between pussy and dick—just wet—hot—penetration. My mind carried me to the object of my fantasies, Assata! The way I watched him put his gangsta down last night had my kitty on fire. He was an animal and as I rode his dick, I closed my eyes and imagined it was Assata’s dick I was taking so savagely. I went faster and deeper, as I bounced this ass like I was trying to win the twerking queen contest. I felt his hands on my ass trying to control my wild movements—but he was out of his league. 
 
    “Oh shit—ma—I’m—damn, ma—I’m ‘bout to—Aaaughhh,” he screamed, as his passion erupted from his nature and got trapped by the rubber barrier separating his flesh from mine.  
 
    I still rode him into a frenzy, while thoughts of Assata had me crazed with passion. 
 
    “Oh—Jesus—fuckin’—Christtt! Ass—Assata, I’m ‘bout to—to—A-sssaat-ta,” I screamed, as my ocean below created a hurricane around his pole.  
 
    I felt his shit at ease instantly, confused, I cracked my eyes open as the tremors subside. When our finally met, evil stared back at me.  
 
    ‘What the fuck?’ I thought. I’d just given this motherfucker the best nut of his life and he looked disappointed—angry even!  
 
    “Who the fuck is Assata, bitch?” he hissed. 
 
    No—I didn’t—I couldn’t have—did I? “How do you—” I began, but then it hit me. Assata’s name musta slipped while I was lost in the moment. Oh well, this motherfucker, ain’t my man!  
 
    “You need not worry about who the fuck he is! Don’t get stupid, homeboy, you’re already flirting with death for fucking the bossman’s lady.” I matched his tone.  
 
    The storm in his eyes faded as he was snatched back to reality  
 
    “In that case—” he said, as he turned into a monster!  
 
    He pushed me off of him, turned me around, and rammed his dick in my asshole for good measure.  
 
    “Yes, you crazy, son of a bitch! Fuck me like Russia isn’t your boss!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Tomorrow~ 
 
      
 
    Me and the squad rolled up to Club Dreams thirty deep. I can assure you everyone was strapped and ready for action. We were made niggaz, so we passed up the long ass line that bent all the way around the block. Niggaz screw faced us like they had a bad taste in their mouths, but they knew we was piped up.  
 
    “What’s the business bitch ass nigga? You looking like you wanna have a showdown?” I heard my nigga Spyda spaz on a muscular black nigga with a Rick Ross beard. 
 
    He chewed on a toothpick as he met Spyda’s stare without fear. We all stopped, sixty pairs of eyes bore down on the nigga. Dino was thirsty to get it poppin’ which fed the movie that’s ‘bout to be made. Tricky stepped up being all diplomatic and shit.  
 
    “You niggaz at ease—this dawgs night—we here to support the homie so it ain’t gonna be none of that bloodshed unless truly necessary.” He turned his low gaze to the black, muscular dude. “Say, homie, this your lucky day. Thank whoever you pray to cause tomorrow you may be food. This is your warning—be easy, bleed!” He then turned his back to him and just like the other twenty-eight of us with the exception of Dino, the hoodie he had on read. ‘Kreek Nigga Beware of Dawgz!’ Reluctantly, the rest of us turned to follow, but my eyes stayed on the sucka. He saw me analyzing him and laughed as if he knew the world’s biggest secret. I stored it in the back of my mind to be on the lookout for the nigga. Something wasn’t right with the homie. I caught up with the gang only to step into a heated convo between the bouncer, Bear, and Tricky. 
 
    “Fuck you mean, naw? Bear, you know, me and my niggaz ain’t partying without our bangaz. Look—” Tricky pulled out a big knot and peeled a rack from the stack. He tried to hand it to the bull neck, football playin’ built ass nigga, but he pushed it away. 
 
    “Naw, Trick, yo’ bread ain’t no good tonight. Last time I let niggaz in with heat, the club was mobbed by an army of crazy ass Mexicans and some bald head nigga. Gold Tongue ain’t feelin’ that typa shit in his club, and I ain’t losing my job over you niggaz bullshit. Y’all can either leave that shit in the car or parkin’ lot pimp, but ain’t nothin’ happenin’, homie,” Bear demanded. 
 
    Defiance glowed in his eyes as him and Tricky drew the line in the sand. “Nigga, who the fuck you talkin’ to like that? You ain’t sold that shit!” Dino upped his clappa. Ever the dramatic one, he wanted to get it poppin’.  
 
    I stepped up before Tricky had a chance to. “Naw, Dino, Trick is right. This Assata’s night, we gonna rep for, fam tonight. Some of us just gonna have to parkin’ lot pimp with the bangaz to make sure shit don’t get ugly. It ain’t shit.”  
 
    Bear looked at me with respect and a bit of relief. I looked to him with truth and a whole lot of resolution. “Say Bear, if something pops off while we’re naked, if I breathe to see daylight, you’re a dead man— that’s on H.L.V!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    “A’ight, mu’fuckas, I see the house is filled with drunk mu’fuckas!” The host, Blue, screamed in the megaphone. “A lot of y’all may remember me from John-John’s hosting poetry night. But as we all know, shit got funky a few weeks ago and the owner, Pop, had some real legal issues that forced him to close the establishment. For all you mu’fuckas that’s been living under a rock, the fed boys came to town, and well—y’all know what’s up, and if you don’t, it wasn’t meant for you too. Damn, look at this mu’fucka,” he pointed to a slim light-skinned man that sat close to the stage. “You musta been one of them mu’fuckas that’s been living under a rock?” The crowd laughed at his jest. “I bet when Malcolm Little said, “we didn’t land on planet rock, planet rock landed on us—you was like, yeah—that nigga tellin’ the truth. Look at you—lookin’ like, who the fuck is Malcolm Little?” he paused to sip from the amber liquid in his cup. “Malcolm Little, is Malcolm X, mu’fucka!” The club was in an uproar.  
 
    Dude laughed along with everybody else, but the slight red tint to his skin told the tale of his embarrassment.  
 
    “A’ight, a’ight—tonight is poetry night and we got some bad shit in store for you ladies and gents. So, without further ado, let me call a real queen to the spotlight. Y’all give it up for Earth Freedom,” he said, as the lights dimmed, and the smooth jazz band played a real funky instrumental. 
 
    Free stepped onto the stage with her usually wild hair, braided into two big braids twisted to the back. She was a true redbone, that knew how to exude the right amount of sex appeal, and not overshadow her self-respect. The black skinny jeans hugged every curve and cuffed at her ankles revealing the Charlotte Olympia peep-toes that adorned her feet. Her D-cup breasts looked like they defied gravity in the YSL made shirt, that allowed the gold droop necklace, that was accentuated by a chocolate Vivian Diamond to plunge between them. She smiled that sexy smile, as she did her ritual with the microphone, caressing it from top to bottom. 
 
    “Peace, my people, it’s always a pleasure to be able to exploit my passion to y’all.” You could tell the hood was on deck because instead of snaps and mellow applause, niggaz whistled, made comments about her curves, and wild out altogether.  
 
    Not letting that faze her, Free took it in stride. “Tonight, I’m doing a piece, I like to call ‘Merely Perfect Strangers’. Y’all vibe with a queen.” Her eyes were half mass as she held the mic with both hands without takin’ it out of its cradle. “Why is it, that every time I see you, you look as if you’ve lost your best friend? 
 
    As if you went to sleep and woke up to realize, love wasn’t real, but before you fell asleep—you was in your best trance? 
 
    Yet, to those that doesn’t know any better, they merely see your contagious smile— 
 
    The name of your shirt—the price of your best pants— 
 
    I see beyond that God and if you allow me to pass you by, continue to live that lie, you may miss out on your best chance. 
 
    I see what’s inside of you without sonography— 
 
    A raging hurricane that twists to reach out and grab me— 
 
    Until I’m swept into a beautiful destruction— 
 
    An ocean of pain—anger—and seduction— 
 
    Surrounding an island called ‘the heart’ that merely needs a beautiful reconstruction. 
 
    I want to give you my loyalty—that’s gotta be worth something 
 
    Picture us in a locked room doing things that surpass the embodiment of fuckin’— 
 
    Climax without the physical need of touchin’—learn each other, until we’re so hot that we burn each other when we finally start touchin’— 
 
    On the point of combustion—baby please—pay attention—no interruptions. 
 
    I want to Bonnie and Clyde for you, revolve around you three hundred sixty-five days of the year, the approximate time that it takes the earth to revolve around the sun— 
 
    I’ll be your rida, put the bullets in your guns— 
 
    Your survival—breathe air into your lungs— 
 
    Your freak—ride that dick til’ you speak in tongues— 
 
    Your rib—if you go to jail, I’ll stand beside you, even if tomorrow never comes, but first—we gotta meet each other because right now, we’re merely perfect strangers.” 
 
    The crowd went silly, as she blew a kiss and walked away throwing the peace sign in the air. 
 
    “Yeah, that sexy mu’fucka right there, makes an ole nigga contemplate adultery,” Blue yelled over the excitement.  
 
    “A’ight now, Blue, don’t make me cut you,” An attractive middle-aged woman yelled from the side of the stage.  
 
    “Oh shit,” he said in mock surprise. “I forgot Angie was here, y’all give it up for my beautiful wife. Baby, you know, that was just a jokie joke!”  
 
    The club ignited with laughter once again. Even Angie had to laugh at her husband’s silliness. He put a hand in the air and did a calming motion.  
 
    “Y’all, mu’fuckas settle down, I got something real nice for the ladies.”  
 
    Many whistles could be heard throughout the spacious club. “Bring it on, Blue—we waiting, baby,” A chubby sista screamed from somewhere in the back.  
 
    Blue laughed, “I bet yo’ hungry ass is waiting—waiting on the night to end so you can make it to the nearest IHOP!” The club was a volcano as it erupted with drunken laughter. Big girl was comfortable in her skin, yet she still gave him the finger. “Naw, love—Blue loves the ladies. I see you over there putting on for the plus size women. But dig this next act, is a very dear friend of mine and I love to see him work. Most may know him for putting it down in the streets, and some may know him from gracing the stages of some of the hottest night spots, and—some may know him from his hoeish ways—look at you,” he pointed to a cute sista by the bar. “I ain’t even said his name and you lookin’ like, I hope it ain’t Tyrone.” The cuties companion gave her a curious look, as the club exploded in humor. “Naw, homeboy, I’m just bullshittin’, don’t get home and Ike Turner yo’ gal. Anyway, without further ado, y’all give it up for my godson, Assata!” 
 
    The love was pure as I made my entrance. I was fresh as always, the Ferragamo slacks sagged slightly from my waist, but they hung over my black Gators perfectly. I was shirtless underneath the black vest that was complimented by a blood red back. My ensemble was completed by a forty-two-inch cable, that had a Draco AK.47 that looked like it was made with glass for a pendant. A black bandanna was tied around my head to add to my thug appeal.  
 
    “What’s the business world?” It sounded like a dog pound, as niggaz started barking and throwing up sets like they was auditioning for the next Westside Connection video. Even some of the Crip niggaz gave it up, but the ladies set the standard. 
 
    “Say, Blue, fuck you always setting my shit up behind, Free’s? You know that’s not right, fam—the lady makes it hard to catch a break!”  
 
    Blue merely smiled as he raised his cup of Remy. 
 
    “I ain’t done this shit in a lil’ minute, fam, due to a storm that’s been blowing through my universe as of late, but I’m fighting the good fight. Death ain’t want me yet, so tonight I want y’all to thug with a gangsta, as I give you a piece that I’ve dubbed, ‘Ghetto Boy Stranded’.” After the crowd simmered down, I released a typhoon of pent-up thoughts and pain. 
 
    “Who’ll cry for the ghetto boy—the lil’ ghetto boy that never had the chance to grow? 
 
    The lil’ ghetto boy that never had the chance to know— 
 
    To know what it’s like to have pops show up to my game— 
 
    To know what mama had on her mind as she stuck the needle in her veins—stood under a pale moon with a smile on her face as she danced in the rain— 
 
    Who’ll cry for me? That boy inside that never had a chance to grow— 
 
    That lil’ nigga that got lost somewhere inside of me that you’ll never get the chance to know?  
 
    I guess some niggas are best left buried within a cemetery of secrets— 
 
    A black diary that’s held tightly by that lil’ boy that’s buried inside me so that prying eyes won’t be able to read it. 
 
    I was once told that love isn’t so far and all I have to do is stretch my arms to reach it— 
 
    Yet, I am scared because my heart is made of glass, and if it's dropped it may shatter into a million pieces. 
 
    I’m a castaway—trapped on an island of broken promises— 
 
    Surrounded by a sea of forever that didn’t last longer than tomorrow did. 
 
    Loving you is like a soldier on the battlefield, holding a dying friend that he’d fought beside his whole tour. 
 
    Listening to their last words—a sickness to which you wished you had an old cure. 
 
    I wonder who will cry for the lil’ ghetto boy—the boy that’s locked inside of a Pandora's box. 
 
    Shid, you ain’t even gotta cry for ‘em—just try to find the keys to pandoras locks. 
 
    May you can’t—maybe no one will, love—feel—or cry for the ghetto boy that’s trapped inside my spirit— 
 
    Don’t sweat it lil’ ghetto boy—I’ll cry for you—I’ll just do it in silence, so no one can hear it.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Armani~ 
 
      
 
    The boisterous crowd was wild with awe and emotion. Whoever this nigga was he’d just brought down the house. He was dark chocolate, with a swagga that was his own. I couldn’t take my eyes off of him. Tattoos peek from under the thin vest he wore, he had puppy dog eyes, that seemed to see everything roll over me in seconds. The corner table that me and my girls were seated was to the left of the stage in perfect view. I crossed my legs and sipped a chilled glass of Perrier Jouet. I could feel my juices making me sticky. The Jeffrey Dodd slip gown that molested my every curve, allowed air to make love to my skin, enhancing the experience to the point I felt like I was naked in this dark room—just me, and this—dessert of a man.  
 
    “Damn, bitch,” Tessa snapped me from my fantasy.  
 
    Confusion eased onto my face as I tried to gather my senses.  
 
    “What? Why the fuck are you yelling in my ear, like I’m deaf?” I spazzed on her.  
 
    “Well, bitch, you must be I’ve been trying to get your attention for the last thirty seconds. You’ve been bouncing your leg so fuckin’ hard you knocked over my fuckin’ Cosmo!” She pointed to the stain on the cloth that she musta used to clean up my mess.  
 
    I so embarrassed, as I tried to salvage my dignity, by saying I had to pee but didn’t want to miss the poem. All six pair of eyes landed on me and were stained with skepticism. “What? It was a good poem,” I chuckled.  
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
    Last Call For Alcohol 
 
      
 
    “Hey—Assata! Assata—wait up,” A feminine voice called to me from behind.  
 
    I turned to see what the bidness was and came face to face with beauty.  
 
    “Ummm, hi—I know we’ve never been properly introduced, so I thought this would be as good a time as any to meet the infamous Assata.” She stuck out her hand. “I’m Freedom.”  
 
    My diamonds peeked from behind my lips as I took her hand and brought it to my lips. Damn—she was as soft as I imagined. 
 
    “That’s peace, earth, and as you know, I’m Assata. It’s a pleasure to finally meet the woman of every hour.”  
 
    She smiled revealing deep dimples. “I didn’t know gangsters could be so charming.”  
 
    I gazed into her soul before giving a response. The anticipation was beautiful as our eyes danced. “Maybe you just have the wrong definition of a gangsta.” Lil’ one was tickled at my ‘G’, my eyes were tryin’ not to drop to those come suck me titties. 
 
    “Say, Satta—come on dawg, we trying to smash out, big homie,” my lil’ nigga Tomorrow yelled, as the squad surrounded us.  
 
    The alarm was evident in her posture as thirty-something Blood and Piru niggaz pulled up in force.  
 
    “Well—I guess we’ll allow fate to bring us together again,” she said, as she took a quick glance at the goons that looked as if they were part of Al Queda.  
 
    Before turning her attention back to me with questions swimming in her eyes. I took her hand for the second time tonight. I eased the tornado of curiosity and fear, spinning within her internal. 
 
    “Peace, queen, you’re forever safe with me. But more importantly, real niggaz don’t wait on fate to dictate how shit plays out. So, tonight you riding with a gangsta, we’ll skip fate, and make our own rules.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    Missing Him Is Better Than Getting Him Killed 
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck, Jazz?” Charla screamed as she pulled the glasses from my face.  
 
    My eye were swollen shut from the fight me and Shotta had the night before. The punk motherfucker hit me with a closed fist because his jealousy caused him to see shit that wasn’t actual. The night started well, he’d taken me to the club with him and his people. While there, a cat I used to go to the university with recognized me and spoke as I headed to the ladies room. To make a long story short, Shotta left me at the club without a ride home. I had to catch a ride with Charla, back home.  
 
    I was so heated, I couldn’t think straight. I mean, fuck typa punk shit was that? Who left their woman at the club without a ride? So, I bade Charla goodbye and walked in the house intending to give the son-of-a-bitch a piece of my mind, but as soon as the door closed, shit got real spooky. Before, I could come up with a defense, his closed fist connected with my left eye. I’m not a punk bitch so after I got up off the floor, I fought him with all I had. My small fist didn’t do too much damage so, in the end, I ended up with a swollen eye and a nosebleed.  
 
    “Jazmina.” Charla snapped me back to the here and now. “I know that’s my brother. Lord knows I love him, but baby girl, you need to do what’s best for you. My grandma—moms—my whole family loves you, but no one will blame you if you leave his triflin’ ass!” Inspecting my eye she stared at me as though, I was the saddest child in the orphanage. “I can’t believe he did this to you. Your way too good for that man. You even left your dude back home for him—what else can he possibly want?” she fumed. “He shouldn’t be hitting on you at all, but especially not while you’re pregnant with his fucking child!”  
 
    Tears blurred my vision. The other day at the doctor’s I got the surprise of my life. I had been pregnant for months! That means that it could either be Shotta’s or Assata’s. Life had been taking me so fast, I didn’t even know when I first missed my menstrual. I cried all night. How could it be that I don’t know who the father of my child was? Am I a hoe? Is this Allah’s way of a sick joke? I didn’t know, but if it was Shotta’s I couldn’t hurt Assata like that. So, I pushed him to the back of my mind, yet he lived at the front of my heart.  
 
    I loved that man so much! I wanted to go to him with all my soul, but that would only cause destruction! I couldn’t do that to my baby, so I had to forget him. I had to, he’d never understand me having another man’s child. He’s not that typa man. So, forgetting him was my only option. Now I just had to convince my heart and soul to do the same.  
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Pain~
4:15 a.m. 
 
      
 
    The after-hours was in full swing as niggas and bitches snuck off to get their fuck on. Me and Tomorrow tossed back shots of Henn Dog like it was water, we were lit. One of those lil’ hoes was gonna take me to the room tonight, anyway. As a matter of fact, me and the lil’ bitch, Tessa had been eye fuckin’ all night. The lil’ Meagan Good looking shawty had me on her game. Ever since she moved to the hood, I’d wanted to cut lil’ baby. I heard she was rocking with the boy Twisted. I didn’t know how true that was, but it didn’t even matter. I ain’t have no papers on the bitch and even though I respected the homie Twisted’s get down, there was no loyalty between us. 
 
    “What’s poppin’, dawg—you just zoned out on me,” Tomorrow interrupted my thoughts. The lil’ nigga had drunk like he was a fish.  
 
    “Naw, bruh—I’m just thinkin’ ‘bout cuttin’ something.” 
 
    The look on fam’s face told me he felt the same. “Why you don’t pick one of these lil’ hoes and smash out? You see all this ass up in here, P, ain’t nan one gonna turn a breadwinner down. This shit is a molten pot of horny freaks. This the after-hours, that’s what they came for, dawg. Why else will a bitch be out here at the after-hours with the vampires?” His young ass dropped a jewel on me. 
 
    I ‘G’ for lil’ homie—he’s a pup but possessed a big dawgs perspective. The hood made old niggaz outta babies.  
 
    “Yeah, I’m digging that, lil’ bruh. But the hoe I’m trying to bury my bone in is over there being sweated by the nigga Twisted.” I acknowledged wit’ a head nod in their direction.  
 
    Tessa was on the arm of Twisted and they were surrounded by shootas, yet her eyes kept checking for me, whenever her sneaky ass caught Twisted not hawking her. See that’s why I didn’t trust hoes. These lil’ females are only loyal to the nigga that keeps their pussies wet and their bodies draped in designer clothes.  
 
    “Yea—that trick ass nigga got the hoe in a chokehold, bruh. You may as well choose one of these other lil’ sluts ‘round here, shid it’s a few that’s crushin’ Tessa’s punk ass.” Tomorrow gave me an alternative. 
 
    I shook my head, as I pulled my phone off my hip. I texted a number I kept locked in, then told lil’ bro I’d catch him in traffic, and I made my exit. I was gonna get that lil’ bitch tonight—watch me work! As the door was closing I had to laugh at the last thing Tomorrow’s stupid ass said, before I left.  
 
    “Damn, dawg—that hoe’s pussy must be heavy on yo’ mind if she got you going to the car to jack off! Come on, bleed—that bitch ain’t even that bad!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    “Boy, quit lying,” she exclaimed.  
 
    We ducked off in our own lil’ corner. I made sure to pick a spot where I could see the goings and comings of the spot. There was way too many enemies to chill wit’ my back to death. As soon as we left the club, I got my banga off the front tire wheel, where I stashed it for quick access when the sucka, Bear told me I couldn’t bring it in. So, I was fully clothed now and the slightest implication of beef would be acknowledged with the whole clip.  
 
    “So, you mean to tell me, you’ve never been in love? Never believed in it? I don’t believe that” she said in disbelief. “I can’t believe that Assata, your poetry—your passion—it’s—” 
 
    “It’s just how I feel, love—shit, I’ve been through,” I cut her off. “Love, naw—queen, I’ve never believed in it, but recently I thought that my perception was proven wrong. Yet—how wrong could I had been when I awoke after months in a coma to find that the woman I gave my heart to was absent. She packed her bags in the middle of a storm and ran off with my faith and lost hope of believing in the fantasy of love.” Grey clouds roll over her eyes as she looked at me like a wounded animal. I laughed lightly to ease the mood. “It’s Gucci, ma—I’ve learned that it’s just how women are.”  
 
    This ensued an offended look from her. I could see the confliction within her, so I changed the topic. “Freedom, is that the name your mama gave you or just the pseudonym you use to hide behind?”  
 
    Reluctantly, the frown eased off her face, but not before she lightly smiled. “You’re smooth, God, but the earth has to understand God in order to rotate. We’ll come back to that insult you just gave me, but—I’m a real woman, Assata. I have nothing to hide, so let’s get that straight! Freedom, is my birth name my mother gave it to me because she was and still is a black liberationist. She loved powerful black women, especially Isabella Baumfree.”  
 
    The look on my face screamed, “Who the hell is Isabella Baumfree?” she giggled and continued. “Isabella Baumfree became Sojourner Truth. She was an abolitionist and feminist born into slavery. She escaped in eighteen twenty-seven, and became a lead orator against slavery, as she fought for the rights of women. My mother idolized that woman, so she took the last four letters of her original name and named me Freedom! Now, you, mister ‘it’s just how women were—was’ is Assata your government, or do you have something to hide?” she smiled with an air of retribution.  
 
    I returned the smile. “Touche,” I winked at her. “First off, I appreciate the history lesson, but I know all about Ms. Truth. I admit you lost me with the birth name, but we’re never too old to learn. Secondly, Assata is, in fact, my birth name. It means— he or she who struggles.” She cut in with a wink of her own.  
 
    She glanced at her watch, then jumped as if someone had doused her with a cold cup of water. “Oh, my God!” A pitied look etched onto her face. “I’m so sorry, King, but I have to cut this beautiful meeting short. I had no idea it was this late. I guess I got lost in your debonair company.” She attempted at medicating any offense that may had been taken by her need to leave, but she had me confused.  
 
    I’m not one who took offense to a woman doing her. I ain’t got tags on lady, anyway. I saluted her as I stood to take her back to her car. Following suit, she placed a hand against my chest to stop me. As I looked down at her I witnessed the storm roll back into her eyes. “Assata, have you not found yourself in my poetry?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Pain~ 
 
      
 
    Marcella’s phone vibrated, seeing the number, she smiled thinking he was calling about getting some money. Because Lord knows she needed it. She excused herself from her company and answered as soon as she walked into the ladies room, thankfully it was empty.  
 
    “What’s up, shorty wanna be a thug?” she knew I hated that shit. 
 
    “What I tell you about that bullshit, Mar, I may be small but my dick ain’t!” I cracked on the caramel complected bowlegged big booty, C-cup bitch.  
 
    “You know it’s not, but so what—there’s a million niggaz with big dicks,” she retorted.  
 
    I’d run up in lil’ baby a few times back when niggaz was wearing Platinum FUBU, around ’99-01. She’s a live catch but only for a nigga that had tough skin. The girl’s track record placed her on the blacklist with live niggaz. She has fucked the whole Kreek and maybe them niggaz from the other side too. For some niggaz, that’s Gucci, but I ain’t having no hoe on my arm that every nigga I know, knows what that pussy like. A nigga needs something he can be selfish with and can’t nobody be selfish with no freak. So, me and mama became good friends. She put me on pussy restriction, cause she couldn’t control her pussy. Anyway, she turned me on to her homegirls, so shit was gravy.  
 
    “Dig, I’m tryin’ to have a word with ya potna Tessa mayne make that happen for me,” I proposed.  
 
    She did this little suckin’ noise with her teeth, that she did when she was ‘bout to get on her other shit, but I smashed that out the gate. “Damn, bitch, every time yo’ dusty ass call me, I come thru but the one time I’m callin’ you-you with the bullshit—fuck you, dawg.” I hung up on her, then waited twenty seconds exactly before my horn rang again. “Yea, fuck you want, fam?”  
 
    “Damn, nigga, you always on that aggressive shit. Pain, I’m saying though—I just thought money was the topic, so you surprised me with the other shit,” She whined in my ear.  
 
    I had to respect the girl for her mind frame, but my dick was smokin’ right now, and I could give two fucks ‘bout how her mind frame was.  
 
    “Look, Mar, I got some live bidness online for you, but we’ll get to that later. Right now, I need you to get lil’ mama to step outside so I can vibe with her real quick.” I could hear the wheels spinning in her head, as her scandalous ass plotted on a way to pull it off.  
 
    “Give me a few seconds and she’ll be out. That nigga Twisted all on her pussy. So, I’m with y’all to make shit look good, and miss me with that just to vibe with her spiel, nigga. You, not my nigga, pimpin’.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Armani~ 
 
      
 
    I won’t lie, that dark and lovely specimen of a man, Assata had captured my mind. As I leaned over to whisper in Tessa’s ear, I was driven to find out who dude was. The whole hood seemed to turn out for him, so he had to be from the Kreek, but how was that if our paths had never crossed?  
 
    “Tess, who is that dude over there with the girl, Free?”  
 
    Tess looked over in the direction, I was indicating and for some reason, a strange look crossed her face.  
 
    “Who, Assata? Girlll, that’s a nigga you need to stay clear of!”  
 
    I looked at her with inquisition in my eyes. She looked like she wanted to drop the subject but knew I’d just get the fuck up and go ask someone else, so in reluctance, she explained.  
 
    “Mani, you know, you’re my girl but Assata is spoken for—well—kinda,” she said, exhaling. “You remember my girl, Jazz, we’re always talking about?” I looked at her like yea, what the fuck about her? She rolled her eyes and continued. “Well, that’s her dude. But right now, she’s—umm—she’s dealing with some heavy shit, right now. Let me put you onto something real quick though, this between me and you—understand?”  
 
    She stared at me waiting for confirmation like we we’re making some type of high profile pact. I nodded my head in agreement. “I’m serious, Armani, this can’t leave this table.” My intense stare told her she was pissing me off with her procrastination.  
 
    “Look, Mar, is my girl and all but you gotta watch her. She’s a serpent with a capital ‘S’! She did some real foul shit too, Jazzy because Mar has had a thing for, Assata since we were little. Now that she thinks that, Jazzy is out of the picture, she has her eyes set on Satta. It would be in your best interest to watch her, and by all means stay away from that man over there,” she dropped the bomb on me.  
 
    I was thinking, ‘What the fuck?’ I was still lost and not giving a fuck about what Tessa said regarding Mar. They were best friends and she was sitting there telling me all her girl’s dirty little secrets. I was new to the circle and sure she liked me. But you don’t spit on your girl’s name like that, especially if you were in her face every day smiling like shit was all good. If I felt like that about one of them, I’d just pull ‘em to the side and let ‘em know the real. I was ‘bout to say this to Tessa until Marcella stumbled out of the restroom, with what appeared to be tears staining her pretty face.  
 
    She power walked to the table. “Tessa, oh my God, can you please take me to the hospital? Something happened to my grandmother, I need to be there for her,” she cried.  
 
    Tessa jumped up and wrapped her in a tight embrace—fake bitch! “Yes, you know, I got you, girl, you ready?”  
 
    Marcella nodded. Turning to a table over, Tess told Twisted what was up but it wasn’t no need because all eyes were on Marcella. My heart went out to her as pain radiated from her body language.  
 
    “No pressure, lady, take care of your girl. I’ll see you when you shake loose.” He respected her space as they made their exit.  
 
    Mar turned to me, “Armani, can you come with us? I need my girls?”  
 
    I got up and grabbed my Balenciaga bag without hesitation. “Say less, girl.” Together we left to support our girl’s folks. At least that’s what I thought. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    “I really enjoyed your company, Assata, maybe we can do it again sometime soon,” Free said, as we stood on her porch not knowin’ how to cap the night off.  
 
    Well, I knew exactly how to end the night, but I didn’t think that would be a good suggestion on the first date—if that’s what you called it. Fuck all this teenage nervous shit, I stepped into her space, wrapped my arms around her waist, and pulled her into me. I placed my forehead against hers and let her see the beast hidden in my pupils.  
 
    “Listen, lady, I’m not trying to push and shove—no pressure on my end, but I’m digging you. Not saying I’m ready for relations cause, I’ll just end up fuckin’ something up cause—” I took her hand and placed it on the side of my chest where my heart was ‘pose to be. “Cause, I don’t have nothing here, life stole my innocence and left an animal inside me, Free, but even the beast needed the beauty to find that prince that lived inside of him.” Without her consent, I placed my lips against hers then slipped my tongue between those juicy ass lips.  
 
    First, surprise caused her to tense up, but after a few seconds she wrapped her arms around my neck and obliged. I swear, I ain’t the typa nigga that goes around smoochin’ bitches, it was either this or get real barbaric and pop one of those juicy ass titties out and try my luck. So, I figured this would be safe and way more civilized. She broke the kiss with a soft moan and placed her hands against my chest.  
 
    Then she stepped back just a little to give our bodies a bit of space, before we did exactly what she spoke of in her poem, and combusted. She flashed those sexy ass dimples and for the first time, I noticed the braces. Maybe I had noticed them before, but was too entranced by the rest of her to give a fuck, now that I saw ‘em it was ova with! It was just something about a woman with braces that turned me on. 
 
    “Assata—uhh—thank you for the—the umm. The beautiful way to end the night but I really need to get to bed. You know—work in the a.m.”  
 
    I rubbed my hands over my waves. I had to mentally tame my nature. I wanted this lady—needed to bury this aggression inside her. But I knew she wasn’t the typa woman a nigga could just run up in. She was a rare typa bitch period, without another word I turned to leave. She grabbed my wrist preventing me from leaving, so I turned back facing her.  
 
    She said some shit I’d never forget. “Black man, a woman is like a handful of diamonds. Let’s say, out of the whole handful, only one is actually real? Let’s say you cock your arm back as far as you can, and throw that handful of diamonds out into the world? Then you take on the journey of finding that one real one, let’s say one by one you find everyone but the authentic one? Baby, just because it seems you’ll never find it, doesn’t mean it’s not out there to be found. Peace, God, oh and by the way, I’ll cry for that little ghetto boy.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Tomorrow~ 
 
    5:00 a.m. 
 
      
 
    As I stumbled outta the after-hours, I was on my ass. The majority of my niggaz had either went home to their wifey or crept off with one of the jump offs. Me and Dino had two lil’ freaks that went to one of the universities, which one, I couldn’t recall. But I do know, I was ‘bout to run up in one or—maybe both of ‘em,  depending on the alcohol.  
 
    “Damn, folk, it’s chilly as a mu’fucka,” Dino exclaimed.  
 
    I was so busy watching the bitches booty cheeks as they walked in front of us, that I ain’t even notice the hawk—until some heat lit up the night. The yella broad in front of Dino flew backward. The only indication that something was wrong, was the sound of that pipe sounding like a helicopter blade, as it spits fire at us—well that and the yella hoes face missing. I sobered up real quick. You can call me a hoe ass nigga or whatever, but I snatched the dark skin shawty into a choke hold, attempting to use her as a shield. I knew that wasn’t gonna stop no major heat, but it served its purpose as lil’ one’s head snapped back like Mike Tyson had punched her in the face.  
 
    She got two heavy to hold, so I dropped her and up the Nina, letting loose blindly as I ran for cover. Diving across the hood of a grey Buick, the spray of bullets that zigzagged across it after me, told me that whoever was gunnin’ for us was fa’sho wit it! Damn—fuck was Dino—God must be ready to beef cause as soon as the thought crossed my mind. I spotted Dino on one knee letting off with two pistols screaming some shit I couldn’t hear over the thunderous gunfire. He had blood spilling from his lips and in live motion, I watched my niggaz head bust open, and his body jerk at the same time.  
 
    Heat filled my eyes as four blue-bandanna clad niggaz ran up on him. A big nigga stood over fam and emptied the whole clip. I heard the gun click as sirens interrupted the night. Three of the niggaz take off.  
 
    “Let’s go, Cuz—the boys on the way,” someone yelled.  
 
    Big dude pulled the bandanna from over his face and pointed the empty gun in my direction, then he smiled and disappeared into the night. Vengeance swam into my veins as I remembered the pussy ass nigga that stood in the line wit’ the Rick Ross beard—the nigga that laughed like he knew the world’s biggest secret! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
    Shit Done Got Real 
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    Ever since I revealed my identity to my lil’ homies Twisted and Lil Joe things have been bitter sweet. My lil’ cuz Twisted was getting comfortable in his position of power, and truthfully it suited him, so me showing up didn’t blow over to well, as he’d gotten used to the idea of me being dead and him taking the reins. But once I was able to prove, I was who I proclaimed to be, he had no other choice but to hail to the king. It was either that or die for something he’d one day get back. The nigga was family, but if I could kill my sister, a woman who came outta my mama’s pussy. I would do the same to my uncle’s son.  
 
    I sat at the head of the long oak placed in one of the dining rooms of my new seventy-five hundred square foot home, my mind carried me back to the day I first laid eyes on the opulence of Russia’s mini-mansion. I vowed I’d have that shit, I knew I was destined to be a boss. The five bedroom, four bathrooms, and Akee wood floors was merely the appetizer to the main course, which was the shark tank I had built into my floor.  
 
    I had five baby sharks that inhabited it as the tank ran a curving trial throughout the house in the form of a river ending in the master bedroom. The glass enclosure made it look as though, you were walking on aqua water and my five pets. It was danger trapped within a place of beauty.  
 
    “Say bruh, you shoulda saw how that boy thinking cap exploded when we hit him with the whole sixteen, Cuz. I just wish I coulda got the sucka that dove over the car as well,” D-Kuz raved as if he didn’t get the wrong nigga.  
 
    My grey eyes flicked over to Twisted for less than a second. “Cuz, you didn’t get ya man’s! Now, not only will the niggaz be on alert, but now it’s about to be a war! We don’t even know for sure it was them niggaz that wet the block up, and to top it off, yo’ stupid ass revealed yo’ face to the nigga Tomorrow like he ain’t a killa. That nigga may be young, but he’s as vicious as the Chucky Doll.” I sniffed the imported cigar filled with Perique. My mouth watered at the thought of the strongly flavored black tobacco from Louisiana. “You missed ya man, fam. Now, Pain and Assata will be gunnin’ for us.”  
 
    Fear registered on his face, as I leaned to the left and allowed one of my henchmen to light my new addiction.  
 
    “But—but, I— I got—” 
 
    “Tha wrong mu’fucka!” I slammed my hand onto the table. “It’s groovy tho, Hoova—you’ll get ‘em next time.” 
 
    “Yea, you know, I won’t fuck up like that no more, Cuz—that’s on, OG—” 
 
    His words were cut short by the thin line of razor wire Twisted looped around his neck. The surprise was evident, as he tried to get his hands up under it, but that only made it clinch into his neck deeper. Hell burned in Twisted’s eyes as he salivated for the kill. Through a fat cloud of smoke, I watched the fight for dominance between life or death, Twisted thirsted for death, but D-Kuz was dehydrating to live.  
 
    “Yea, Cuz, you will get ‘em, but it will be in the next life where they’ll join you. First though, purgatory. You’ll take the same journey Dunte Alighieri took in his poem, ‘The Divine Comedy’,” I hissed, as death took the lead on the will to live.  
 
    D-Kuz was a big dude so Twisted had to work a little, but as homie’s eyes went white and the spasms ceased. I could tell all them push-ups family did in lock-up paid off. A thin sheen of sweat covered his face, as he had to force the wire out of the deep ravine that it sliced into dude’s larynx. The eight men sitting there with me didn’t seem to enjoy it at all.  
 
    “Gentlemen, when I say get ya mans—You get your fuckin’ manz! If you whacked the whole house, you better be sure you get the people you came for!”  
 
    Twisted sat at the head of the table opposite of me, looking as if the kill had given him life. I smiled at fam, he was gonna make a good boss one day. I snapped my fingers, the room suddenly buzzed with the activity of my in-house staff, that filled the table up with specially prepared dishes.  
 
    “You cats enjoy your breakfast.” I turned my eyes to look over at D-Kuz slumped over in his seat, his head was back, with the inside of his neck revealing.  
 
    I realized that life had fucked me up, damn Nutz, I warned you, Cuz. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Pain~ 
 
      
 
    “Oh—my—fucking—G—G—God!” Tessa screamed as I dug in that pussy.  
 
    I held her ass cheeks open and short stroked the pussy, as she played with her clit. The lil’ bitch had just enough for me to hold on to as I did my thang, she threw it back at a pimp as I watched the pussy swallow me like a starved feline. 
 
    “Put—put your thumb in my ass, Daddy!” She was going stupid on the dick.  
 
    I put my thumb in my mouth, then pushed it against her exit wound, like butter it melted inside and locked around my knuckle gently, yet firm. I pulled my dick out halfway and drove balls deep—as hard and fast as I could. 
 
    “Ye-yeah—give it to me, Daddy! Oh, I’m—give—shit! Jesus—I’m ‘bout—to—cum on this dick,” she whined, as she tried to crawl away from the savagery I was putting on that fat mu’fucka between her legs.  
 
    She released sexy whines from her lips as my nuts tightened. My third leg throbbed as my eruption rushed through my body like a butted train with no breaks. I lifted my eyes from the sight of her shaking ass cheeks. I fell into a frenzy and looked over at Marcella as she stared at us. Her fingers were wet with her juices as she feverishly played with that monkey. I damn near saw stars as my soul exploded from my dick like it was cast out by Jesus himself. A loud moan caused me to look over at Mar as the last drop of my seed emptied into Tessa’s essence.  
 
    Her eyes were somewhere in the back of her head and for the hundredth time, I asked myself why these hoes were acting like we couldn’t all do us merely cause they were best friends? They had prolly done more than this before but now they were on the ‘we got limits trip’. Some females never ceased to amaze me. I wished we wouldn’t have dropped Armani’s thick ass off, but shorty wasn’t with it. She seemed fucked up ‘bout something but shit—it was what it was. I pulled out of Tessa and fell face first into the mattress on my last leg. 
 
    “Uh-hmm—nigga, you got me fucked up,” Tessa laughed. “I know this pussy ain’t put yo’ lil’ ass to sleep—not you—‘Mr. I’ma put that ass to bed’,” she teased.  
 
    Marcella grabbed her clothes and headed from the bathroom. “Bitch, if you’re gonna be fuckin’ this nigga and riskin’ yo’ life with Twisted’s crazy ass, you better get used to it, cause Pain’s sorry ass gets lazy when he got that brown liquor in his liver.” That’s all I heard before my lights faded to black—shit had just got real! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Hunter~ 
 
      
 
    “Motherfucker, what the fuck, Hunt? Why didn’t we call this in? They just murdered that man in cold blood and we just sat back and let it happen,” Winslet hyperventilated.  
 
    I placed the binoculars in my lap and bit into the jelly roll, I’d purchased for the wait. Jelly dribbled onto my white button up, I used my hand to clean it up as best as I could. I looked over at Winslet, the expression on her face was a mixture of disgust and horror.  
 
    “Winslet, have you forgotten, I’m on disciplinary leave for the botched arrest of James Swanson,” I asked heatedly. “We sat here and watched them commit murder because for one that’s one less murderer that we have to deal with. Two our mission is on a much larger scale than what we just witnessed, and last but not least, the undercover work you’re about to do for me won’t blow over too well, if you would’ve jumped out like you’re a female version of Alex Cross.” The confused look on her face prepared me for the war of words about to ensue.  
 
    “Undercover work? What undercover work?” she exploded.  
 
    “You’re about to infiltrate Assata Jackson’s circle. He’s the key to finding the scumbag, David Swanson. We have to bring these guys to their knees. Our dear city depends on—me being reinstated, Winslet. I need you to back me on this partner. I can’t pull it off without you.” Before I could even finish pleading my case, she shook her head.  
 
    “No—I’m not having anything to do with this, Hunter. This is absurd! I will not place my job, nor my life on the line for your crazed obsession with a ghost. We both saw that house—the blood stains. The shell casings—the man is dead, Hunt—dead. Now if you want to get your job back, I suggest you go to your superiors and plead your case. You have a license to your own practice, fight for it. Don’t keep shoveling shit on top of the fresh batch you’ve already wiped your ass from. We’ve been working together for a long time, Hunter, I’ve always respected you as an upright officer of the law, don’t make my belief a past particle.” 
 
     A wicked smile creased my lips, “Oh, you’ll do it—in fact, you’ll do it and like it,” I growled. “If not, the whole force between here and Fort Worth will know your dirty little secrets. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Armani~ 
 
    Two days later 
 
      
 
    “Mami—Mami—Mami, Aunty Kris is here. Mami—Mami—wake up!” My five -year old daughter jumped up and down on my sleigh bed, on the verge of making me pop her lil’ ass. 
 
    “Bitch, you still sleep? It’s two in the afternoon! What time you get off last night? I know them niggas wasn’t throwing that many dollars,” My sister Kristasia laughed, as her black ass opened my drapes to let some light into my room.  
 
    I groaned in frustration as an instant headache made me squeeze my already closed eyes tighter. “Bitch, why you gotta be so loud, Kris?” I pouted like a lil’ girl, then threw back the comforter, and stumbled out of bed. My ass cheeks jiggled with each step and since I’d slept in nothin’ but a t-shirt and thong, it wasn’t no controlling it. “Arugh, you get on my nerves, Kris!” I slammed the door to the bathroom and shook my head at my sister’s laughter.  
 
    The night had been long indeed. I did overtime at the office building I worked at, in downtown Dallas. At 6:30 p.m., I rushed into class ten minutes late. If that wasn’t enough, I made it home just in time to take a quick shower and get to the club before them thirsty hoes I worked with sucked all the money up. By the time, I made it home, it was two o’clock in the morning and I had to be at my primary job at five! Shit, I had to call in! I washed my hands and splashed cold water on my face to wake up.  
 
    As I looked up into the mirror, my Nubian skin radiated, but my eyes contradict my beauty. I was so sleep deprived, I knew, I’d have an old face before the age of thirty-one if I didn’t slow my ass down. I popped an Advil and stepped back into my room to find my bed made, and my sister in my closet flipping through my clothes. “What the fuck! Kristasia, did I forget to tell you, you get on my nerves?”  
 
    She burst out in her goofy ass laughter as she exited the closet, right as I laid across my bed. She threw a skin-tight pink Marchesa gown, and a pink and gold pair of Zanotti, shoes elevated with pistols for a heel on the bed also.   
 
    I looked at her confused. “Girl, you know you can’t fit my clothes. All that ass you got, you’ll bust my shit. If you do, that ass is coming off some of that money you and that nigga got put up for that wedding!”  
 
    She merely rolled her eyes. “Mani—why the hell would I need to squeeze all this ass in one of your dresses when I have a closet filled with clothes I haven’t even worn yet? No, sweetheart, this is for all this ass to squeeze into,” she said, as she slapped me on my bare ass cheeks reminding me I was still in my thong and t-shirt.  
 
    I scrunched my nose up, she must had shit confused! “Uhh, I’m not going anywhere, Kris. I have a ton of homework to do and I got so much shit to do here that I’ve been putting off. I—” 
 
    “Bihh, miss me with the extras. We’re going to the block party in the Kreek. You better be ready by three. We ain’t kicked it together since I started my business.” I had to laugh, as she gave me her best puppy dog look. I loved my girl, she knew, I couldn’t tell her no. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Assata~
  
 
    The block was on and popping as I pulled up in the Kreek in this wine red painted monster. The 2018 Navi was squatting on twenty-eight-inch chrome, big heads that was blinding as I pulled to a stop in front of my Aunt Pearls house. The high and lows flooded the interior of the truck as J. Cole’s ‘Three Wishes’ beat so hard from the push of the subs in the back. It was hot as a bitch, so I had a forest green bandanna tied around the fresh, high, bald-fade I’d just got this morning. I was shirtless a usual, after enduring all the pain for this ink on my skin, I’d better show it off.  
 
    I was dressed in tan Gucci shorts that cuffed at the bottom revealing the forest green and red Gucci pattern, that also accentuated the forest green Gucci shoes with the tan Gucci logo. You already know my ice game was sick! Kush smoke snaked from my lips, and as I observed my corner through rose-tinted Versace lenses. One thing became powerfully evident, more than it had ever been. My people had become complacent with dire circumstances, the ghetto!  
 
    I glanced down at the Uzi 22LR in my lap, and ran my hand over the twenty-round magazine, as I wondered how did we as a people become so barbaric to the point, that in order to enjoy a sunny day in our own neighborhood, we had to have submachine guns at the ready? Somehow, the war stopped being with the mu’fuckas tryin’ to keep us in the hood and started with the mu’fuckas that’s ‘pose to be fighting the same fight. Jarred from my thoughts, the passenger door opened, I tightened my grip on the Uzi, with a beastly look on my face. 
 
    “Damn, Damu, you safe—this our hood,” Tomorrow laughed sliding in and closing the door.  
 
    “When that ever stop bullets from flyin’ lil’ bruh? It’s in our own hood that our lives became a question,” I schooled him, as I passed him the crippy that had me high as Neil Armstrong. I laughed, as he tried to big chest that bidness and damn near coughed up his lungs.  
 
    “Fuck this, bleed?” He asked between coughs.  
 
    I rocked with lil’ bro, he was a troopa! “That’s that new shit everybody talmbout, fam. That bidness needs to come with a warning sign, huh?” I laughed, as he handed it back like it was the plague.  
 
    “You ain’t never lied, big homie, but bleed this the traps been jumping and you ain’t picked up none of your dust. You got niggaz sittin’ on ya bread like they don’t steal no more.”  
 
    I glanced out the tinted windshield, I had to admit that since I came outta that coma and found my world upside down, my dope money had been the last thing on my mind.  
 
    “Yea—go figure, fam. Boys do steal and I’m not saying they won’t test me, but I am saying most of ‘em ain’t got a GED let alone a high school diploma. Testing me will only earn them a ‘D’ on their report card, the ‘D’ on death,” I said, as I opened the door and slid out of this gorgeous designed machinery.  
 
    I had the Uzi in hand and the blunt in the other. I wanted boys to see how long the clip was. They already knew I’d use every round, on my mama! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Armani~ 
 
      
 
    By the time we got to the block, it was going down! I got out of my pink and black Buick Regal Sports-back. Me and Kris instantly became the center of attention. I had to switch my attire from the ridiculous assemble that Kris had picked out. I wasn’t about to be on my feet all day in those heels and these block parties always came with the bullshit, so I refrained from wearing the dress as well. Instead, I opted for something more leisured and comfortable. A simple pink skin-tight Couture tee cut off right at the bottom of my titties, allowing just enough of them to hang from the bottom, so niggaz would be staring at all day in hopes that they spill all the way out.  
 
    The diamond in my belly button glistened in the sun, as it dangled from a thin chain. The pink Couture boy shorts that hugged every curve, were pulled up enough so that the print of my monkey winked as I walked, but the sexiest thing about these French cut shorts was the word Couture written across the back. As they slid between my cheeks. I could only imagine how many niggaz stared in an attempt at deciphering what it said. Last but not least, the pink white-on-white Air Forces I wore, with no socks complimented my attire.  
 
    Kris was just as hoochie as I was in a white see-through military jumpsuit, with nothing under it but stickers in the shape of stars over her nipples and a blood red thong. The Brian Atwood heels she had on was fierce as she strutted beside me.  
 
    “Girl, Art, is gonna put his foot in your ass if he sees you out here showing off his goods,” I said as we walked down the block just sight-seeing.  
 
    “Bihh, please, that nigga know, I ain’t trying to hear none of that,” she sassed. “Besides, he knows this pussy all his. He better not try to get active out here. Say, ain’t that Mar and Tessa nem over there?” She pointed in the direction of Bonnie’s house.  
 
    I rolled my eyes and got heated all over again. I hadn’t fucked with them since they pulled that act at the after-hours. Armani even had Tessa fooled. When we stepped outside, out of sight of Twisted and his crew.  
 
    The conniving bitch wiped her face. “Shit, fucking water ruined my make up!”  
 
    Bewildered, me and Tessa looked at her like she had two heads. She went on to explain that the nigga Pain wanted to see Tessa, and in order to get her from up under Twisted’s phycho ass, she had to do something. The look Tessa gave me screamed. ‘See I told you!’ I thought she was about to spaz on the sneaky bitch for playing foul, but when Pain pulled up beside us in a black-on-black Lexus RC 350 sitting on black six’s. The bitch fixed her face and looked at the nigga like she wanted to suck his dick, smiling all hard and shit.  
 
    I was fucked up that they prevented me from introducing myself to that black ass nigga, Assata. 
 
    “Assata, what’s up Bitch?” Kris screamed beside me causing my heart to beat outside of my chest. How does she know him? My confusion was shadowed by my lust, as I spotted him standing with Tomorrow and Pain next to a beautiful burgundy Navigator on some of the biggest rims I’d ever seen. The thing that stole my attention away from the beauty around him was the monstrous gun in his hand. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    My bro Pain had us in tears as he told us how he passed out on some pussy that he’d waited on for as long as I could remember.  
 
    “NyQuil! I’m telling you, bruh, that girl got that tucked in pussy.”  
 
    Me and Tomorrow glanced at each, then turned our quizzical eyes back to him, but it was Tomorrow that asked the thousand-dollar question.  
 
    “Fuck is tucked in pussy, fam?”  
 
    Pain looked at us as if we had been living on Mars. “Bruh, it’s self-explanatory, ‘tucked in’—after you come outta that wet-wet, somebody gonna have to tuck you in, on blood!”  
 
    I opened the door to the truck and laid the tool on the ostrich interior.  
 
    “Assata, what’s up biiitch?” A loud female’s voice made me smile.  
 
    I turned to see my homegirl who’s like a sister to me coming straight for me. This bitch was thick in all the right places. She had long, jet-black hair, with a ridas ambition. She’s a boss niggaz prayer. We had never crossed that invisible line where there was no turning back and we never would. She was my peoples and I respected her too much to shoot at what was between her legs, but it was a plus cause all her homegirls were game for a live nigga.  
 
    “What the b-i, bihh,” I said, as I pulled her into my embrace.  
 
    “Nigga, why you ain’t call to check on me? You know, I’ve been worried about you ever since I heard what happened. I came up there, but I doubt you knew that. They told me only family was allowed. Yo’ gal, Jazzy, said she would tell you, but I bet her stuck up ass ain’t tell you shit!”  
 
    My face instantly balled up. “That ain’t my gal, fam—and naw, I didn’t know you came. But, I love you for the love, my nigga.” I tapped my chest with my fist as an indication of feeling that shit in my heart.  
 
    “Oh, excuse moi,” she said sarcastically. “I heard she was your gal, at least that’s what the hood says.” 
 
    “Damn, Kristasia, you don’t see nobody else, but Satta or something?” Pain barged his jughead ass in my mix. She turned her gaze to him and rolled her eyes. “Sup, Pain—you okay?” 
 
    “Shid, I would be if you let me see what’s up with that tuck in,” he retorted.  
 
    Me and Tomorrow burst out laughing. The confused expression painted on her face only made it more comical. She stared daggers at bro, even though, she didn’t have the slightest idea what he was talkin’ ‘bout—she knew him! She gave him the finger, then acknowledged Tomorrow before turning her attention back to me. 
 
    “So, what’s up for the night? I know your black ass got something live to get into.”  
 
    Showing her what expensive teeth looked like, I shoot my regular curveball. “Shid, hopefully, one of yo’ potnas! Quit playing, what’s up with lil’ baby you used to kick it with?”  
 
    She thought for a second. “Who—oh—Tonya? Boy please—that bitch was not good enough for you, but—” I saw an amused look ease into her features. “I think, I got somebody you will like to meet. She’s my sister, but she’s different she’s just your type,” she said, as she grabbed my hand and led me away. 
 
    “My type, what’s my type, Kris, a one-night stand?” Without saying another word, she dragged me through a crowd of folks. I felt naked for some reason. Then it hit me—I forgot to grab that burna. Fuck, pussy always made a nigga forget what he was ‘pose to be doing. Where he was supposed to be and, in my case, that I got enemies. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
    Pieces of The Puzzle 
 
      
 
    “Mama, you have a package at the door. They want you to sign for it, they won’t let me,” Mena yelled to her mom.  
 
    Ma Duke came quickly to the door as if she had been awaiting the package. She stood curious to know what it could be as the took the package to be signed. She gazed at the mail man in question and handed him back the signed document. With no name on the package, you saw her mind wondering as her face wrinkled. Ma Duke grabbed the package then closed the door.  
 
    Mena rushed back to her room as frustration surged through her veins. Her mind carried her back to the argument that her and Lil’ Joe had before he dropped her off at home. She’d been having a bad feeling all day. It wasn’t anything specific, it was just one of those women things that couldn’t be explained. She felt it in her limbs and to top it off, her brother Qua had been missing for days. To some, that may not be anything to set off alarms, but for her brother that was unusual.  
 
    His phone kept going to voicemail and his baby’s mom as well. Today she planned on driving out to Lewisville to check on them, yet she felt something bad was gonna happen. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but she just knew. Her nerves got the best of her, she took her iPhone off the dresser and plopped down on her bed, knocking some of the many stuffed animals she’d collected over the years onto the floor. She held the number one down as the word ‘Baby’ popped onto the screen.  
 
    Turning onto her back and staring up at the ceiling, the ringback tone played the song ‘Juice’ by ‘Yo Gotti’—on the second ring he picked up with the music blasting. 
 
    “Sup, fam—don’t be in my ear with all that crybaby shit. I told you I’ll be there to get you after I get back from the Cliff.” He got straight to it before she could even tell him the reason she was calling. Now that she was sure he was peace, a big smile formed on her lips as her free hand twirled a lock of her hair around her finger.  
 
    “Boy, miss me with that big boy spiel. You know, you’re missing this wet-wet—don’t be Cubic Zirconia.” 
 
    “Fuck that mean, Mena?” 
 
    “Fake, nigga—Cubic Zirconia is a fake gem—don’t be fake,” she said with humor in her voice. 
 
    “Yea, whatever, bitch you know I’m missing that. But let me focus so them boys don’t sneak up on me. I’ll get at you when shit nice, boo.” 
 
    “Alright, baby, make sure you be safe, Lil Joe, I don’t feel right. I told you not to go, but whatever. Just make it back to me, okay?” 
 
    “Lady stop all that stressin’—I’m at you in traffic,” he said and disconnected the call.  
 
    “Arrgh, I hate when he does that shit! Always hanging up the phone without saying, ‘I love you’,” she fumed.  
 
    As she scrolled through her call log, she tried her brother again, as soon as the voicemail clicked on, shrilled screams of her mother, forced her off the bed into a full sprint to the living room. What she found discombobulated her at first. Her Ma Duke laid balled up in the fetal position as she retreated in one herself. The only words that Mena could decipher were the ones that closed her heart and opened up a furnace of hate. 
 
    “My poor—poor baby—not my baby—nooo, Lord—not my Qua!”  
 
    She cried a heartbroken melody that only those who loved her could dance to.  
 
    Mena was confused as she rushed over and dropped to the floor beside her mama, she shook her and cried. “Mama—ma—what’s wrong—talk to me!”  
 
    Her only response was the same repeated words. “Nooo, Lord Jesus—not my babbby—not, Qua, God—Nooo!”  
 
    Mena’s eyes watered without consent. Something terrible had happened to her brother, but what? She released her moms, attempting to stand, but her world turned upside down and it appeared as if she was walking on the ceiling—or maybe the house had shrunk—nothing made sense, except one thing. Her Ma Dukes hands were bloodied with a stomach-turning stench emitting from them. There in her hands, clutched closely to her bosom was half of Qua’s face. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    She pulled me pass the porch where the O.G. Hub was workin’ the grill, then we stopped in front of a group of thots on my Aunt Pearl’s porch.  
 
    “Heeyyy, Assata,” They all said in unison.  
 
    Well, all except one, a chocolate skinned female, with a body that would make a preacher fornicate, lil’ baby acted as if the God wasn’t standing before her. 
 
    “Mani, I want you to meet somebody—this is my boy, Assata. Satta, this is my little sister, Armani,” Kris introduced.  
 
    Ms. Lady scanned her eyes over me in a quick assessment. Shid—I ain’t knockin’ it, my shit scanned over her curves. I knew she saw through the lenses of my shades and could recognize the hunger of the beast residing behind the playrisms of my nature. I reached over and took her hand into mine, without an invite or consent. She wanted to fight it but the soft, yet firm grip I had demanded her undivided attention. I wouldn’t accept nothing less.  
 
    Ever the bold nigga, I stepped into mama’s space. “Dig, queen, you can front all you want, but God sees it all. Your nonchalance is cute, but don’t let it cause us to miss out on what maybe something that can last forever. Within the first five minutes of a nigga, a woman knows if she will fuck him. So, that means if you shave two and a half minutes off that five, that leaves two and a half minutes to know if she is attracted. So, what’s up ma?”  
 
    Her slightly slanted eyes bored into mine as an amused expression eased onto her face. “How long you been practicing that line?”  
 
    I laughed. “Shid, maybe my whole life or maybe they were just manifested from me being willing to say or do anything to spark your interest. Either or, do you fault me for being willing to do it all to win you ova. At least the God should get an ‘A’ for effort!”  
 
    The fight was lost. The smile on her chocolate face told me that much, but what was more evident was the clouds that rolled in Marcella’s eyes—fuck. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Winslet~ 
 
      
 
    Maneuvering through the thick crowd, she spotted her target. Three of them actually. Bennie Weatly a.k.a Goose, Dunte Jackson a.k.a Pain, and Tomorrow Lawson. All three stood next to a white Benz truck. Goose was in the driver’s seat with the door open. His long dreads were held back from his face by a navy-blue bandanna. His eyes were observant and it was a guarantee that he had something inside that truck ten times more dangerous than his stare. I placed myself in plain view of the crew as I tried not to look too out of place, yet conspicuous. Taking out my phone, I texted the other piece to my puzzle, but as I waited the impatience in my stance spoke volumes. Yet, that was just to the naked eye.  
 
    Truthfully, I was disgusted with my attire. I had on a one-piece short suit. The hem of it was cut so high, I expected my ass cheeks to spill out at any minute. I stood five- foot ten, six-one in the Valentino heels. I looked like a tall prostitute. My usual ponytail was gone, and my hot-combed hair hung loosely around my face, it was bleached white with streaks of black giving it life. I had the front of the one-piece zipped down to the center of my chest, to allow the firmness of my breasts to wink at whoever cared to look. To complete my ensemble, I made sure to spray an extra spray of Prada La Femme onto my breasts. The gold glitter lotion that moisturized my body had me looking like a paper sack brown goddess. 
 
    “Sup, babe, what’s yo’ name?” A chubby, afro wearing ape crowded my space. I attempted to ignore him and pasted a look of irritation on my face. “Come on, sweet cheeks, don’t be like that. I’m just tryin’ to get those digits,” his corny behind tried to spit game.  
 
    I almost laughed in his face, but instead, I elaborately twisted my neck in a snaking motion trying my best impression of one of those ghetto chics. To the naked eye I was giving him a piece of my mind, but to him, I said, “Tony, you have to at least try to be smooth. You got to have better lines than that! Digits—they stopped saying that back in the early nineties.” Tony was one of the best undercovers in the unit. To take down these boys I needed all the help I could get.  
 
    “Winslet, I’m already sticking my neck out for you, don’t add insult to the humiliation of an upstanding cop!” He smirked in a way that seemed as if he found my theatrics amusing. I frowned and rolled my eyes in faux irritation.  
 
    “I owe you one, but put your game face on, my knight in shining armor is headed our way,” I said, smiling internally that our plan worked.  
 
    “Sup, Ms. Lady, this sucka bothering you?” Goose asked, with his hand close to the bulge of his waist.  
 
    Lord, please don’t let blood spill. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Over on Hic Street~ 
 
    Hours Later 
 
      
 
    The trap was jumpin’ as ‘Jeezy’ played from the system in the living room, ‘If Them Birds Could Talk’, had the atmosphere set for the hustle. As he stood over the counter and held the top of the blender in place, he watched the lactose and heroine mix blend. Twisted nodded his head as ‘Jeezy’ spoke the Gospel. Lil’ Joe sat at the table with a blunt in his mouth, as he watched the money machine flip through a stack of bills, separating eighty-grand that was already stacked on the table before him, neatly piled into banded stacks. The vibration of his phone jarred him from his task, yet without taking losing focus, he pulled it off of him and took a quick glance, then tossed it on top of the eighty bands. He exhaled a cloud of smoke and shook his head at Mena’s constant calling. She knew he hated to be disturbed while tending to his B-I, but the bitch had called ten times in the last thirty minutes. 
 
    “Fam, this bitch, Mena, getting on my nerves. She on this superstitious vibe—dumb bitch trying to ruin my vibe, Cuz. On Hoova I’ma smack her when I get done.” He turned off the blender, then Twisted walked over and took the blunt out of his mouth. 
 
    “Cuz, shawty means well. You can’t be fucked up about her giving a fuck about you. You coulda got one of these blood suckas that don’t give a fuck ‘bout you, nah mean?” 
 
    “Yea, fam, but she knows how I am about bidness, feel me? 
 
    “Yea, I feel you, bruh but what if she hittin’ you ‘bout something important? Ain’t nobody gonna be blowin’ up yo’ horn like that just cause they care,” Lil’ Joe laughed. 
 
    “Yea, you ain’t putting that dick in yours right, that’s why they ain’t on your jack like that!” 
 
    “Nigga, you got the Twist wrong if you don’t think I handle mines. I got that stalka meat!” Lil’ Joe looked at him curiously. “You know—that meat that will have ‘em on stakeouts in front of ya spot,” Twisted clarified, as he did a lil’ jig to demonstrate his meaning. They shared a laugh. 
 
    “Naw, for real though—what’s good with bro-in-law, Qua? The nigga been MIA on that thirty he owes us.” 
 
    “Shid—I—” 
 
    The sound of the front window breaking ceased all conversation as both savages went for their heatas.  
 
    “Fuck, cuz,” Twisted said, as he gripped the Mac 10 with the fifty-round drum on it.  
 
    The bitch was pretty with a twelve in cooling system on it. He rushed into the living room, war-ready wit’ Lil’ Joe at his back with an AR. Twisted surveyed the shattered window. Lil’ Joe came around him and when his eyes landed on what captured Twisted intrigue. His lunch came hurling up from his stomach. Twisted turned his eyes to his potna in crime. 
 
    “Nigga, all the work we put in and you still get queasy at the first sight of a little blood?” Twisted shook his head, then turned back to the ruined floor. Half of Qua’s face and what seemed to be his heart perfumed the room with a foul odor.  
 
    “I wonder where the other side of homie’s face is, Cuz. I’m fucked up ‘bout that thirty bands. I’d like to pick his brain to find out where it’s at,” he said, as he laughed at Lil Joe still spitting up the contents of his stomach. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Goose~ 
 
      
 
    “Thank you—thank you—um, your name is again?” She smiled a bashful smile.  
 
    “It’s no need to thank me, lady, the name is Goose by the way. I noticed the distress in your body language. I had to see ‘bout you. I usually don’t get into other people’s mix like that, but yo’ sexy ass needs to be protected by superman every day!” I got on my bullshit and she blushed.  
 
    She stuck out her hand, “Pleasure to meet you, Goose. My name is Kamika.”  
 
    I took her hand, interlocked my fingers with hers and pulled her to my side. I guided her towards the truck. “Who you come with, Kamika?” She rolled her eyes dramatically, seeming as if my question bothered her. She diverted her eyes to stare into the distance, it seemed as though she had something heavy on her mind.  
 
    “Just some bozo I call my boyfriend. He got mad at what I’m wearing, and as soon as my feet touched the ground, he pulled off and left me here. I’m so pissed—like really! I don’t even know anyone here. I’m new to the city and this son-of-a-bitch pulls a stunt like this. I’m so through!”  
 
    I’m glad she said that, cause I’d hate to have to add more beef to an already full plate. Yet, I’m a killa, it ain’t shit to me—Weatly Kourts stand up! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~A face in the Dark~ 
 
      
 
    I knew this bitch from somewhere. I never forget a face and this bitch was looking real familiar! As I kept my distance from the crew, I had to fight to stay semi-incognito. Even though I adorned these baggy clothes and hat, some assets just couldn’t be hidden. Especially, my most prominent feature, so you know the vultures were out. I lost sight of Assata when he was whisked away by that hoochie, that was out here damn near naked. I won’t lie though the bitch knew how to make naked look good! I had a plate of bar-b-que in hand, as I took a seat on the hood of my car, still watching the crew through the oversized designer glasses. As I bit into a beer link, I couldn’t help but observe the dude with the dreads that I’d learned was Assata’s older brother.  
 
    He looked dangerous and knowing Assata if they’re anything alike, I knew he was a ladies man. A sudden shock caused me to pause in midbite, my plate tumbled to the street, and my mouth hung agape—naw—couldn’t be! It seemed as if she stared straight at me. Yet, that’s not what fucked me up and set flame to an already chaotic situation. Even though, she’d dyed her hair, trying to pass as sexy—well, she’s always been sexy, but circumstances robbed her of her flare long ago. The point was—I knew the bitch, she’s a cop! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Armani~ 
 
      
 
    “You asked for five minutes of my time away from my girls. So, here’s your claim to fame, don’t waste it because I’m not average and I don’t need no nigga!”  
 
    He smirked and looked at the activities of the block party, Assata acted as if my statement was never made. “It’s crazy ain’t it, ma? How we can burn for the opportunity—take the ghetto for instance—we yearn to escape oppression, but when the opportunity to seize that desire presents itself. We don’t know what to do with it—so what we do? I’ll tell you—we find pleasure in the idea of what it would be like to possess it and become comfortable within a promise that one day we will.” His eyes turned to me slowly, through the designer glasses I felt how intense his stare was. 
 
    “Ma, I saw you the other night at the after-hours. How you was checking for me. I saw when you leaned into Tessa, no doubt askin’ ‘bout me. So, yeah, I asked for five minutes, but it’s been ten and you ain’t walked away yet. Physically, you get my attention, but baby girl, physical attraction only lasts so long, we all grow old.” He lifted his hand to the part of my exposed breasts.  
 
    I slapped his hand away and he chuckled. “That shit right there, the way you carrying it, ma. A nigga will only respect what you show him. The way a woman dresses speaks a lot about that woman.” 
 
    “So, what you saying, Assata? I’m a hoe or something, because—” 
 
    “Miss me with that,” he interrupted. “Don’t put words in my mouth, fam. I just jeweled you, earth, but what I am saying is, don’t find pleasure in the idea of what it would be like—we have the opportunity to make it a reality.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
    Plans, Blood, Betrayal 
 
    ~A month later~ 
 
    Nizhny Novgorod, Russia 
 
      
 
    Russia sat on the terrace of his ninety-five-hundred square foot home, staring out at the Volga River. The table before him was set for Kings, well—in this case, Russian drug lords. There were cultural dishes adorning the table, such as Frittata an open-faced omelet with cheese, mixed into the eggs rather than as a filling. Tonnarelli, Orecchiette, Trofie, and Mezzemaniche were merely a few of the cuisines on the menu. He sipped his white Negroni, as he waited for the arrival of the last member of the Black Mamba Mafia. A branch of the Russian underworld, the five present members spoke in their native tongue, as he absently rubbed his hand over the newest addition to his war wounds.  
 
    It was a three-inch scar running from the corner of his mouth, inching towards his chin. He’d acquired it during his haste to escape the brutality in Ice-Beg’s room that night. He’d underestimated the young killa and lost two of his best men for the blunder. He’d almost lost his life to a fucking nigger! Every time he thought about it, the scar began to itch.  
 
    “Vor, you seem to tink hard, hmmm? Please share—” a short dark-skinned member trespassed into his thoughts.  
 
    His eyes burned into Russia’s as he gorged on everything he could bet his hands on, Russia’s eyes were pitiless. “I’m thinking that if you and the tiger ain’t successful in the states. I’m gonna have you both castrated!”  
 
    “Guud—I’ll be luuking forward to it, but until then, why don’t you tell us how the son-of-a-bitch escaped you!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    A lot of niggas took life altering chances for things that will never justify the means. They found themselves buried under them white folk’s prisons with the typa number that out of the seven billion people here on earth, only five or six will ever grow ole enough to see, or wind up sharp as a thumb tack with their people standin’ over them sayin’ their last goodbyes. All because being broke is the worst reality in the world. We go head first into shit without a limitation, and that’s how niggaz find themselves doing eighty-five percent in the feds, cause they tried to make trappin’ a career, rather than a means to an end.  
 
    Everybody wanted that one lick that would set them straight for life. That was exactly what I’d been plotting for the last thirty days. As I sat here with my back against my mama’s headstone, I stared out at the last dying rays of sunshine. That time of the day when the Heavens were several different colors at once? More pink than blue—slightly purple—a touch of red, beautiful!  
 
    “What’s good, mama? I know, I ain’t been by to fuck with chu in a minute but things been crazy, Queen. Shit, honestly, I don’t know where to begin. Since I’m not too sure ‘bout Heaven and Hell, I don’t know if you’ve been watching your boy. But, either or—I’m still above ground, mama. Still that same lil’ nigga you left behind. It’s just that now—that lil’ boy is trapped in the body of a beast. Can I tell you a secret, mama? Something in me died when that nigga took you from me.” Soft winds blew, as I used my fingers to unearth a handful of soil—it may be mental, but just as I pulled that little bit of dirt off of the six-feet that hid her from the pain of a gangsta, I felt just a lil’ bit closer to her. I rubbed the dirt back and forth in my hands and continued to watch the sky bruise.  
 
    “I’ve lost a lot, ma—done a lot of shit, I wish I could rewind, but I guess life don’t work like that. Yo’ kids good though—we ain’t close as we used to be. I guess sometimes life draws up its own conclusion. It’s life, ole lady—heard you got some grandkids out there somewhere. I ain’t met ‘em and proly never will, but at least someone will carry the name, huh,” I laughed at my own lack of emotion.  
 
    The wind seemed to blow harder and I noticed it was now kissed with a slight chill. I busted open the Garcia Vega, I’d brought for this special occasion. I emptied the tobacco onto the grass. A sun-dried leaf slapped me dead in the face as the wind kicked up a notch.  
 
    I began laughing. “Mannn, Moose, where else I’ma dump it? It’s a plant too, chill,” I laughed a little bit harder at the thought of my moms being heated ‘bout me fuckin’ up her patch of earth.  
 
    I filled the cigar leaf with this Kush they call, ‘Blue God’. I twisted and put flame to it to ensure it was all the way dry before I spared it. I took a deep pull from the gut, the potency instantly made me regret not respecting it. It felt like my soul was on fire, as I choked and tried to regurgitate the smoke. Tears were in my eyes—I got back to my T-Jones.  
 
    “Me and ole’-man’s kids still thick as thieves. Pain ain’t changed, and Goose on some religious shit, but them my ridas, mama. Naw, I ain’t even met you no daughter-in-law. Shid, ma, I can’t even find the right woman, that I can respect enough to put my seed in. These females out here weren’t created to be queens mama. But, I think I’ve found a rida—I’ll let you know how it turns out. Beyond that, Queen, the real reason I came here today is cause I need a favor. I’ve been planning something in my head for a while, I’m ready to put it in effect. How it’s gonna turn out—that’s in God’s hand—or maybe the Devil’s. I don’t know, but what I need from you, is if you can see me—watch over me—talk to God if He’s up there. Any of these things, I need it, mama. It’s not a promise, I’ll walk outta this with my life, and I ain’t goin’ to nobody’s jail—never again! So, if you don’t hold me down, I’ma be on my way to see you—soon. Tell God or whoever running shit up there, this is my last ride. If I succeed, Ima do shit different. If I fail, shiid, I’m comin’ with a Draco and a hunnid on the drum. I’ma be mad as a bitch!” 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Detective Winslet~ 
 
      
 
    It’s been two months since the day I met Goose, and things have been real intense. I hadn’t seen much, but the money I’d helped count had to have come from somewhere. Truthfully, I should have been bowed out of this insanity and went to the Board of Investigations about Hunter, but the threat he held over my head, was one I never want uncovered. I’d successfully infiltrated the circle of Bloods, and unearthed some interesting information. Just sittin’ around the traps and listening to the young boys, I’d learned that there was a small war brewing.  
 
    There was some new guy speaking and supplying Hic and Oak Street. He’s said to have no regard for human life. It’s hard to believe that Goose or Pain are the monstrous guys they’re said to be. Goose is attentive and smart, he’s God-fearing and to top it all off, he’s not gang-related. Pain seems kinda sneaky, always watching and quiet.  
 
    The dude Assata was never around, but his protégé, Tomorrow, seemed to be the wildest. He was the only one I’d seen deal drugs. The other day he got drunk and cried—blubbered out the shooting that transpired at an after-hours spot out on Teasley Lane. He cried and admitted to nutting up in an attempt at saving his own life, but couldn’t save his homeboy, Dino’s. I wondered how he’d react if he knew I was there. 
 
    “What’s on your mind, partner, you seem preoccupied? Listen, Winslet, I know, I kinda forced this on you, and I owe you one. I know these guys are a dangerous bunch, but I promise you when things get too deep, I’ll pull you out. You know I mean well—right?” Hunter stared out of the window as we exit the city limits.  
 
    I nodded my head in acknowledgment. The problem wasn’t how dangerous they are, it was now about how dangerous I am now that my heart was in the equation. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    These past few weeks, things had been beautiful between us. Though Assata was a constant thought, I had to place him in the back of my mind. Now, that I thought about it, maybe things turned out how they should have. I mean, Shotta was a good dude, he just had a temper. He grew up watching his father beat his mother, so he acquired a sad trait. Yet, he loved me—he has to. How else can you explain traveling thousands of miles across the states to bring me back to him?  
 
    At least that’s the rationality he gave me, and it seemed quite logical. I never asked for this shit. I couldn’t get Assata and Lovey killed! I didn’t know how they felt. However, if there was a chance to go back to my man, I would. But, there’s consequences to actions and who’s to say Assata would accept me back? It’s too late now anyway, I’d gotten engaged. As I stared at the three-carat solitaire, a bitter smile quirked at the corner of my lips. Charla and mama loved it—I loved it—but my heart was way in Texas. Keeping that thought, I walked into the clinic with determination in every step.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Pain~ 
 
      
 
    ‘Lil’ Boosie’ blasted from the boisterous speakers as Lil’ Joe and Mena sat at the light on Bonny Brea. The ganja smoke was so thick that it was a wonder he could see the road. Mena had her phone in her hand texting as the track changed to, ‘Oh Lord’, one of her favorite ‘Boosie’ singles. As they waited for the light to change, an elderly lady pushed an old grocery cart filled to the brim with her life possessions across the street in front of them. Due to the hunch in her back, she moved slowly as a snail. A long dingy pastel sundress flowed in the wind as she pushed along. No one noticed the backward wig on her head, but Lil’ Joe.  
 
    He burst out laughing at the sight of the vagabond having the nerve to have a little dog in the cart, with a small evidently broken television. Mena rolled her eyes at his silly ass as he slapped the steering wheel in humor. His jewels glistened through the cloud of smoke, and one could tell he was getting it in. The light turned green and the old lady was still trying to lug the heavy cart across the street. Horns could be heard everywhere, but it was useless because the wheel on the cart seemed to be broken, and the old lady seemed adamant about moving it. In frustration, Lil Joe stepped out of the car with a frown on his face, 
 
    “Damn, you, old hag. I don’t know why the fuck you tryin’ to move this busted ass shit anyway,” he growled, as he grabbed the front of the basket and yanked it out of her grasp.  
 
    To his surprise, not only did it move easily, it was also light. The little dog yelped as Lil’ Joe turned his eyes to the old lady, by the time he realized the fix was in, it was too late. Granny came from under her dress with a Mac 11, equipped with a suppressor attached to it. Three short busts opened on him, flipping him. Blood erupted from the intimate wounds from the Mac, as Lil’ Joe fought to hold on to life while choking on his own blood. His eyes were to the Heavens as specks of red blood blended with the freckles on his face. The old lady stood over him in broad day and stared down, then attempted to empty the remaining inhabitants of the extend into him. Lots of screams could be heard from the car as granny took off in the direction, she’d come.  
 
    Mena screamed and screamed, as she called 9-1-1, yet fear held her in place as ‘Lil’ Boosie’ shook the interior of the Delta 88’. ‘Oh Lord/I ain’t—gonna do no mo’ wrong/ohh oh Lord—’ he rapped. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Twisted~ 
 
    Hours later 
 
      
 
    “Wait—hold up, cuz— Fuck you mean, Joe got hit?” I shouted into the phone.  
 
    “Baby, he was hit twenty-one times. He was found over there in Concrete City off Bonny Brea.” Tessa wept into my ear-piece. “He was barely breathing when the ambulance got to him. I’m up here with Mena as we speak.”  
 
    I was silent as a cemetery, as the devil forced himself into my veins. I couldn’t cry, as I pictured my nigga laid up on some cold slab of steel. 
 
    “Twisted—Twisted,” Tessa panicked in my ear. 
 
    “I know this nigga ain’t hang up on me—I know not,” she yelled. 
 
    “I’m here, ma,” I whispered. 
 
    “I’m sorry this happened, baby. I know how close you and Lil’ Joe was, but please don’t do nothing stupid.” 
 
    Even though I just boo’d her up, me and Tessa had been close since middle school. She’d been fuckin’ wit’ a nigga through it all, TYC, boot-camp, and three years in the big house. She’s kept it ‘G’ with me. Even though, she’s given her pussy to other niggaz. I knew, I always had her heart.  
 
    “Look, Tess—I’ll get wit’ you when I finish my issue. As a matter fact, I’ll meet you up there, which hospital you say he’s at?” 
 
    “We’re at Regional, but baby the laws are deep. Why don’t you wait till—” I hung up in mid-spiel? 
 
    Berg walked in at the end of the conversation. He was wiping his hands on a paper towel. “Who was that—fuck you lookin’ like that?” 
 
    “Lil’ Joe dead, fam. The ambulance picked him up on the Brea,” I growled.  
 
    He looked at me like I had two heads. “Fam, dead people don’t take a ride on an ambulance!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Pain~ 
 
      
 
    As I stripped outta the hot ass wig and dress. I laughed at how lame niggaz could be. Hoe’s couldn’t be trusted, and Lil’ Joe was a testament to that shit. The whole while he was fuckin’ the bitch Mena, he never took the time to observe the hoe. The thing about Mena was that it was more mental than physical. When Mena found out ‘bout her brother, she automatically turned to her nigga, Lil’ Joe, for solace. The nigga was so caught up in these heartless streets, he ignored her heart and guess who listened to it.  
 
    Yep! The same heartless streets. She called Tessa as she was doming me off, I heard the entire convo. From there, it was nothin’ to spread a little dirt out there, knowing it would get back to her. The streets told her that Lil’ Joe and Twisted rocked the nigga to bed cause he owed them some cake. Everybody knew he hustled for them boys, but what they didn’t know was that he kept his bread at his mama’s house, stuffed in the teddy bears his sister had all over her bed.  
 
    The dumb bitch told Tessa, thinkin’ she was her girl and Tessa told me during pillow talk and a mouthful of dick. Long story short, it was nothin’ to pull up on her during her moment of emotion and confusion. I offered her not only a friend but also a cold plate of revenge. She led his stupid ass to Concrete City and as I laid in wait, she texted me, and let me know their whereabouts—the rest was history!  
 
    “Damn, dawg—Kasha ‘nem gonna be fucked up ‘bout this shit. Lil’ Joe was a good nigga, bleed—that’s our, fam. I ain’t gonna lie, that shit gonna sit on me for a minute,” Satta said. 
 
    I looked at him as if he had got the plague, yea, Joe was our fam, but he was a beast! A beast that killed for the other side. Only a fool would feel some typa way for whacking a loose lion—twisting the cap off a Big Red. I told my brother exactly that! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
    Surprise 
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    After a long meeting with my hounds, and a dope-fiend named, ‘Get There’. I tried to wind down, what better way to do so than by spending some time with the lady, Free? Her job whatever it was, kept her tied like shoelaces, so it was almost like trying to walk into a penitentiary with civilian clothes on to get her away for a few minutes.  
 
    “Call Freedom,” I spoke into my Bluetooth. ‘Calling Freedom,’ it replied. The phone rang ‘bout three times before it was answered by the voice of a lioness.  
 
    “Hello?” she sang. 
 
    I ain’t on no weak shit, I swear, but an instant smile formed onto my lips. “The bidness was, Goddess?” I asked.  
 
    A long whoosh of breath sounded as if she’d just collapsed into her chair. “Work—work—and more work!” 
 
    “Well, how about a break—can you do brunch—or maybe dinner?” I proposed hopefully. I swear if she puts me off again it’s— 
 
    “Dinner will be fine. I’ll be able to finish up at the office and take a nap before I’m whisked away by my thug in shining armor.” 
 
    “Good answer.” 
 
    “Huh, what you mean?” She giggled, but I thought she already understood my double meaning. 
 
    “What’s understood needs no explanation—what time can you get away, ma.” 
 
    “Ahhh—bossy much,” she laughed merrily. “I like—I like—so let me see, I leave my métier job at five and I—”  
 
    “I’ll be there to get you at eight-thirty, Ms. Lady—and Free?” 
 
    “Yes, Assata, what is it?” Free replied. 
 
    “Wear your hair down for me.” 
 
    “That’s peace, God, but will I be overstepping my boundaries to ask where we’re going and what’s the attire?” she asked. 
 
    “You’ve read the Bible before, Free?” I questioned. 
 
    “Of course—but what does that—” 
 
    “Everything! If you can come as you are to church, what makes any other place any different?”  
 
    “Umm— maybe because they may say that, but you’d never see anyone actually coming as they are. The church is a molten pot for fashion.” 
 
    I laughed at the authenticity of her revelation.  
 
    “Surprise me, Free,” I exclaimed. 
 
    “That I will do.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Twisted~ 
 
      
 
    When I reached the waiting area, the first thing I notice was Tessa rocking Mena back and forth in a sister embrace. 
 
    “I love him so much, Tess—I feel like—like, that shoulda been me that took those bullets—it all happened so fast. The old lady—the gun—she-she shot him! Over and over and over again! A fuckin’ old lady, Tess,” she wept. 
 
    Tessa consoled her the best she could. “Baby girl, this ain’t your fault. If you woulda been the one to take those bullets, it woulda tore that man up. Then it woulda been meaningless because he still woulda been hurt. I know you’re hurting baby, but it’s gonna be okay, Joe’s a strong man—he’ll pull through.” Tessa hugged her tighter as she inconspicuously wiped her own tears away. 
 
    Twisted watched the scene before him with an aching heart. As the whole, Hic and Oak Street poured into the room. A beautiful red-skinned woman with a face kissed by freckles appeared, surrounded by a gang of blue bandanna clad men and women. Her eyes were bloodshot, but alert. I rushed to embrace her, with water in my eyes. I could only hold her and share in the heartbroken melody that played between two mu’fuckas brought together under a seal of loyalty for one thing—revenge! She wrapped her arms around my neck, placed her lips inches from my ear, and spoke in a sotto voice. 
 
    “Twisted, I raised you boys from lil’ locs. We all knew the consequences of the life we live. My baby is a gangsta, he wouldn’t want us to be on all this emotional shit, when we can be using our time on something more productive, like finding the sons-of-bitches who has him in there fighting for his life. I want you to find ‘em, baby. Find ‘em and make their whole family pay in blood and tears for what they’ve done to my son,” Ms. Pearl proclaimed in anger.  
 
    She took my face in her hands, her bloodshot eyes revealed a mother’s pain, but also the danger that she tried so hard to bury. As our eyes communicate what our lips shouldn’t, an Asian doctor walked over to us with alarm in his eyes. The waiting area was filled with gangstas and every one of us had the taste of blood in our mouths, so his fear was warranted. Denton’s finest was ever present, and as Pearl faced the doctor, she whispered to one of her three daughters to clear some of the niggaz out.  
 
    “Are you the family of Joseph Williams?” the doctor asked. 
 
    “Yes, we are, doctor—I’m his mother and the others are brothers and sisters. How’s my child, doc?”  
 
    A skeptical stare was plastered on his face, as he glanced in the officer’s direction and stuttered as he asked— “Can we step into the back Ms.—Ms.—” 
 
    “Pearl—Ms. Pearl—and no, we can’t step anywhere doctor. Why don’t you just give it to us straight, so we can skip all the extras.” 
 
    One of Denton’s finest walked up with his hand on the butt of his weapon. “Is there a problem, Doc?” 
 
    My face balled up instantly. “Say, Cuz—” I growled. 
 
    Pearl put her hand up. “Never mind this Uncle Tom ass nigga, Twisted!” Her eyes locked onto the officers. “If you woulda been that quick to do your job. My son wouldn’t be laid up in this hospital fighting for his life. You mu’fucka always come around after the fire, but you shoulda came around when you saw the smoke!” Spit flew from her mouth, as she was now inches away from the officer’s face with no fear. Pearl rolled her eyes at the officer and addressed the doctor. “Now, Doc—how is my fuckin’ son?” 
 
    Fear etched the doctor’s features, he looked to the heated cop then back to Pearl. “I’m sorry— he didn’t make it.” 
 
    “Nooo,” Kasha, Joe’s sister screamed, as she crumbled to the floor. Fam attempted to calm her, but she was inconsolable.  
 
    Mena came and stood by me. “He didn’t make it, did he?” Tears were already in her eyes and her body language read my answer before I could even speak. I shook my head in confirmation, she turned and ran out of the room. As I stared at the destruction around me, I wondered why real niggaz had to go? Berg leaned against the wall seeming to be in deep contemplation. I made my way over to him and his eyes lifted to mine. 
 
    “What’s crackin’ dig, I ain’t gonna sit here and act like I feel yo’ pain cause I don’t know how to feel that shit no mo. I done lost so much that my feelings fucked up. I can say that yo’ tears are mine and when my tears fall, revenge is the only remedy for me,” Berg stated in anguish. 
 
     I looked at my big cousin. “Something ain’t right, fam—fuck was homie doin’ in Concrete City?”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Asatta~ 
 
      
 
    I valeted the G-5 at the curb—Betty Wright knocked at mid-levels as I observed the scenery. It was a clear night, the moon looked as if someone tied a rope around it and pulled it closer to her Victorian themed home. The terracotta roof, shined under its illumination, giving off a wet glow. The stars looked like small diamonds on a velvet cloth, it made me want to take my horn out, snap a few pictures, and send them to Jazz—she loved the stars. Then it hit me, and my chest turned cold as I was reminded of the betrayal, the fuckery! My horn vibrated on my hip, snappin’ me out of my regret. ‘Chocolate’ flashed across the screen. 
 
    “What you know about it, mama?” I answered.  
 
    I heard the smile in Armani’s voice. “Nothin’, what you doing, bae?” 
 
    I glanced at the house and reclined my seat to get comfortable for the wait, and to vibe wit’ lil’ baby. Over the past few weeks, me and lady had been rocking kinda tough. I fucks with her hard body, but I’d noticed something was off ‘bout baby. Naw, not no ill snake shit, but bipolar—nigga. I’ll bleach yo’ clothes, bust yo’ windows—but I love you with every breath I got typa shit.  
 
    “Assata, you hear me?” she yelled. 
 
    “My fault—I’m tending to some business—what’s good wit’ you, ma?”  
 
    “You always tending to business—don’t forget you added a little more to your plate. A businessman can’t start businesses all over town and forget to tend all of them. Each one adds something to your success. So, you invest your attention equally!”  
 
    I chuckled lightly as I listened to her philosophical humor. “Let me find out I got you open, Chocolate?” She did this little sexy ass laugh as ‘Playas ‘Cheers to You’ came on.  
 
    “Chocolate, huh? I like that, yeah Satta, you got me open, boy. Open like a Super Wal-Mart, but I will close if I ain’t yo’ flavor. I know you’ve been hurt by people you loved, you’ve told me that much, but give me my own story to create. I’m nothing like those girls—not even a little bit. Dick don’t move me and it ain’t shit for me to be loyal.”  
 
    I reclined my seat a little further back, as I listened to Chocolate’s thoughts. “Listen, I know your heart still beats for that girl—umm, what’s her name?” She questioned as if I didn’t know the streets had already told her. 
 
    “Jazzy,” I humored her. I knew damn well she ain’t forget it.  
 
    “Yeah—her—I’m cool with that because I know, I’ll make you forget about her. You need to, she’s showing you her caliber.” Chocolate paused and with a soft voice she said, “Just don’t hurt me, King.”  
 
    As I laid in wait, listening to Chocolate’s spiel, the door to the house opened and Heaven walked out. 
 
    “Dig, lady—we’ll catch up in traffic, business is on the way. I need my undivided attention, so I don’t make any mistakes.” 
 
    “Um-hum—it’s cool, daddy, just make sure you think about what I said. Even Wal-Mart can close if it’s located in a neglected area.”  
 
    “Peace, lady—if any door closes and gets locked. What you think they make master keys fa?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Goose~ 
 
      
 
    I snapped the pin back into the SKS after oiling it, my mind was filled with uncertainties. Many things could go wrong. This shit Assata had planned was the ultimate last lick but intermingled with the possibility of being the ultimate fed’s case or burial. It was in stone though, the squad knew their position. I trusted my lil’ nigga and the heart to heart him, Pain, and I had last night at Lovey’s sealed our agreement, that this would be our transition away from the game as a whole.  
 
    Shid, it was time for a change, I’m forty-three years old, and God has been talking to me for quite some time. The doorbell interrupted my train of thought. As I placed the SK under the bed, I heard Lovey at the door talking to someone. As I came around the corner she yelled, “Ben, you have a package at the door!”  
 
    “I’m right here, Lovey—stop all that yelling woman,” I teased. 
 
    “Chile, you know, your ears are just as bad as mine and you’re just in your forties,” she giggled. 
 
    I laughed at her truths as I show my I.D. and signed for my package, some typa envelope. The aroma of Lovey’s cooking made my stomach growl, so I went to where my nose led me—the kitchen. It was empty, except for the pots simmering on the stove. I sneaked over to the biggest one, removed the top, and the heat from her famous Cajun Gumbo splashed in my face. The big spoon sat on the counter. I grabbed it and dipped it into the pot, finding a few shrimps and sliced sausages. I closed my eyes in preparation of the explosive taste, my taste buds were already on fire. Steam beat the spoon to my lips and just as my mouth opened, a snapping sound could be heard before the sting. 
 
    “Ouch,” I screamed, knowing what the bidness was before I even set my eyes on Lovey pulling the towel back for another pop.  
 
    The spoon was already on the floor. I ducked outta there as fast as I could, but not before she got another good pop on my arm. 
 
    “And don’t you come back in here until I’m done, ya hear?” she laughed.  
 
    We’ve been doing this same ritual since I was a lil’ nigga running wild and my big mama used to send me down here to get me out the Courts. Once I made it back to Satta’s old room, I closed the door, plopping down on the bed and opened the envelope. What the fuck? The contents spilled onto the floor, as my blood boiled and something dark snaked into my veins. In Islam, it was called, Iblis—Christianity, Satan. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    The candlelight flickered, casting soft shadows to dance over our faces. 
 
    “Are you two ready, to order?” the waitress smiled.  
 
    I looked at the menu. “Yes, I’m ordering for me and my lady.” My direct eye contact told Free I had her.  
 
    “I’ll have the Chateaubriand and mashed potatoes with brown gravy, and Moussaka and wild rice for the lady.” 
 
    “Got it—anything particular to drink?” the waitress inquired. 
 
    “Yea—bring us a bottle of Chateauneuf du Pape and a bucket of ice—that will be it,” I requested. 
 
    “Excellent! Coming right up, but until your meals are prepared, enjoy our complimentary amuse bouche. She pointed to the bite-sized slices of lamb. The surprise was painted all over Free’s face. She placed her hand to her chest in mock astonishment. 
 
    “I’m floored— not trying to sound uncultured or as if I’ve never been away from home. But, I’m the typa girl that believe in asking questions when I’m lost. So—umm—what did you just order us?” 
 
    I nodded my head in understanding, I respected her realism. I leaned closer to her as if I was preparing to tell her the world’s greatest secret. 
 
    “Plainly, I ordered myself a double, thick-center cut of beef tenderloin, stuffed with seasonings.” I used my fork to grab a piece of the finely cut lamb and placed it in her mouth.” For you, it’s a Greek dish with layers of ground lamb and eggplant topped with cheese.” Using the pre-set napkins on the table, I wiped the corners of Free’s mouth. “I tried it last time I was here, just thought you would enjoy something different. Now, enough about our dinner, I’d rather vibe about something more intriguing.”  
 
    “Like?” she asked with a smile. 
 
    “Where did the Queen, Freedom, come from? I mean, you popped outta nowhere. To top it off, the accent gives you away. What is it, East Coast?”  
 
    Her eyes twinkled. “You're full of surprises, Mr. Lamar. Yes, I’m from New York—Queens to be exact,” she stated boldly. 
 
    “Why come way down here to the dirty—I mean, I ain’t complaining. I’m just saying—you coulda went anywhere, but as fate would have it, you’re here with me.”  
 
    She looked at me bemused. “I thought we didn’t believe in fate?” 
 
    “We don’t—the word just fit the conversation.” 
 
    She busted out laughing, “And a sense of humor—a girl could spend forever with a brotha like you. But to answer your question—fate did not bring me here. My occupation sent me here to help open another branch. After that, I’m going back home.” Free took another bite of the lamb as fulfillment filled her face.  
 
    Surprise plastered my face. “Going back? But, you just said a girl could spend forever with a brotha like me. I guess forever ain’t that long.  
 
    “Yes, Assata, it is but it’s more to me than poetry. I can’t up and pack my bags and just leave behind my family and friends back home. Besides—forever is more than the notion of time. It also consists of what we make it. The lengths we go to in order to add chapters to a story, can either be a long or created in series.” 
 
    “Peace, Earth—that’s deep waters I can swim in all day. But, let me ask you something.” 
 
    “Shoot,” she said. 
 
    “Am I your paramour or am I really this lucky to find you without God? How long have you been, Earth?” She did this little giggle that I’d grown to find delicious.  
 
    “Well, if you put it that way—it’s complicated. My father is a God, but my mother was born N.O.I. My father introduced me to the Asiatic Black Man, my mother had me doing Salat. My father hated it but loved her, so he respected the fact that after she prayed to Allah, she praised her God—Him. God—do I have one? No!” 
 
    “So, you’re confused?” 
 
    “Not at all, I just respect the pantheism.” 
 
    “Pantheism?” she lost me with that one.  
 
    She smiled and jeweled me. “The belief in and worship of all Gods. I feel that the world was created by, Allah! The only logical explanation of existence.” She saw the rebuttal before I could verbalize it. She put her hands up in the peace sign. “Peace, God—I’ve read Darwins ‘The Descent of Man’, and his ‘On the Origin of Species’. I’ve studied True Islam’s ‘The Book of God’— ‘The Quran’, all the way down to the Bible. I can’t tell you how we got here, but I’ll take my chances on Allah versus an explosion.” 
 
    Before I could speak, I remind myself that everyone has a right to opinion. So, I would be out of line to excoriate her for hers.  
 
    “I respect your lane, ma. I don’t know how we got here either. But, I don’t know the spook in the sky. Yes, I think people have the wrong perception of their studies. I know we as a people misread shit and create our own philosophy,” I stared at her.  
 
    She must have taken my statement as a jab at her cause she frowned her pretty face. “I don’t have—” 
 
    “Hold up, Queen,” I interrupted before she allowed her anger to sink any deeper. “I wasn’t speaking of you! What I’m saying is that we can create our own perspective based off of another person’s facts. I’m God-body and the way I interpret the Bible and the Quran may differ from a Christian or Muslim. Take, for instance, Genesis— it speaks of God creating the Earth—vibe with me. It says, in the beginning, God created the Heavens and Earth. The story of Adam and Eve when she was taken from his rib.  
 
    “Earth, Genesis 1:2-4, the Earth was without form and void, and darkness was the face of the deep. Think of a woman before a man sticks his dick in her—her stomach is flat, right? Now—think of her stomach during pregnancy—her hips expand, her ass gets fatter, can you see it now?” I educated her. 
 
    “Yes, I see your philosophy, but darkness—explain that?” 
 
    I smiled wickedly. “While the child is in the stomach, it’s dark in her womb. The child can’t see—now when He separated the Heavens from the waters. It was the process of a woman’s water breaking, the child slipping from her womb, and letting there be light,” I said comically as our food arrived.  
 
    She laughed with me, but I could see the wheels spinning in her head. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    As I sat with my legs spread wide open in this harness, I felt cold—lost—confused! The doctor turned to me with an empathetic smile. “You don’t have to do this, Jazmina.” 
 
    “Let’s just get this over with. I can’t take the chance of the gamble,” I said, as tears cloud my vision.  
 
    His nurse looked at me in understanding, or maybe pity—either or, she said nothing. As he prepared the anesthesia, I shook my head at the doctor. “No, Doctor Lewis, I won’t be needing that.” A confused look was shared between them.  
 
    “Jazmina, I can’t allow—” 
 
    “This is my fucking body! If you don’t want to do the procedure, bring someone that will!” My emotions spilled out of me like lava from a volcano.  
 
    “You’re right, Jazmina, it’s your choice. Just lie back and—” 
 
    As he went into his rant about the pressure I’d feel on my abdomen and blah—blah—blah—I laid my head back as my child cried through my eyes. Something cold slid into my garden as a poem by some cat named ‘Lamar Ridge’ echoed in my head.  
 
    ‘Love Can Sometimes be Blind’ 
 
    “What made you do it, was it too much to bare? 
 
    I thought you loved me—wanted me 
 
    But now, I know you didn’t care 
 
    Late nights I felt it—your pain—your pleasures—your hurt 
 
    I could feel when you shed a tear  
 
    I even heard the words as you spoke to God as you prayed for deliverance from your greatest fear 
 
    I’m part of you, that’s why you always sick 
 
    I loved you with all of my small heart, that’s why when you did anything wrong to your body, I’d give you a gentle kick 
 
    I knew when you and daddy had sex 
 
    I’m the reason your pleasure was so great—I’m also the reason your moods swung, the times you didn’t want to talk—didn’t want to be touched—didn’t want to text. I even knew the time you and the other man met 
 
    But mama—I wouldn’t have told daddy your secrets, we all have faults 
 
    So, mama—please stop thinking these bad things—I can read your thoughts 
 
    Today you told Daddy you were going to Granny’s house confirmed my greatest fear 
 
    I guess it’s because that talk you had with the doctor, you didn’t know I could hear 
 
    On the way to the clinic, you silently wept 
 
    Vowed to never tell Daddy about me, so your secret will be solemnly kept 
 
    “Mommy, I love you,” I screamed, as you sat on the table and savagely shook 
 
    I felt the pain as you fell asleep and the doctor yanked me out with his hook 
 
    “Mama, why?” I cry, as I lay on the floor as an embryo and begin to close my eyes 
 
    Right, as I take my last breath, I realize that in the events of my demise, love can sometimes be blind.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    Again, I stood on Free’s porch under the radiance of the stars and moon, the silence was thick. The silk sleeveless Tulle Oscar Delarenta mini she had on looked transparent under the pale light. Her nipples saluted ya boy, as I tried to etch each and every detail of her face into my memory, as it framed by the matching silk scarf that only allowed a peek of her hair to be displayed.  
 
    “Hard-headed,” I whispered.  
 
    She looked at me confused. “I told you to wear your hair down, but you're just as classy.” In the same movements, I made the first time. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her close, “I thugs with you, Free, for the first time in life, a nigga wishes there was more than twenty-four hours in a day.” I kissed her lips prepared to make my exit. 
 
    “L.A.” She grabbed my hands and placed them on the back of her thighs—bare skin! Her hands guided mine up under her dress, my dick rocked up as they slid over her curves and silky skin—all over her ass cheeks. 
 
    “L.A means no in Swahili. La, Satta—don’t leave—since you remember so much. You’ll remember, you told me to surprise you,” she whispered in my ear before turning to give me her tongue.  
 
    Surprised was putting it lightly—as I tongued lady. I was still trying to figure out where her panties went. Her dress was up to her waist and she was as naked under that mu’fucka as Eve was before she ate the fruit! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
    All Work—No Play—Well? 
 
    ~One Day Later~ 
 
      
 
    The family fell into the dilapidated building like roaches in the dark. Red and burgundy flags were tied around faces, necks, and wrists. Piru, Blood, and some Weatley Court gangsta’s were on deck. Nobody knew the reason why they were summoned to the spot, but when a ten-sixty was called, niggaz had betta show up. After the last of the squad poured in, the doors shut and goons stationed themselves around the room—piped up. Everything from SKs, M4s, and .40s were locked and loaded. As they stood in the center of the madness Assata, Goose, and Pain stared out at the killas in assessment.  
 
    Goose, not being from these parts, wondered how they were gonna react to what was about to transpire. He knew just because a nigga could shoot a banana didn’t make him a gorilla. Assata aimed his burna in the air and fired off three shots into the roof of the warehouse. Dawgs and civilians alike clutched their heat, yet the shots had its desired effects.  
 
    “Dig, you niggaz, listen up. This ain’t no mu’fuckin’ party! Every one of you boyz know what’s poppin’ in a few days, and ain’t no bitching up now. We ain’t leaving nobody behind. Nan nigga we come with get left unless he’s dead! Death is the only option for fuck ups. Anyone of y’all got that pussy of just scared to die—any weak links—get tha fuck out, Bleed! Now, if you in—” He allowed anticipation to make love to the room. “We’ll be filthy rich, if we fail—” He looked around at the fifty-six men present. “We holding court in the streets, but—failure is not an option. I’ve planned this shit for a minute and trust is all we need. Follow instructions as they are given and by this time next week, you boyz will be somewhere counting your share of paradise. But first, we gotta get that bag!” He turned his eyes to Goose. 
 
    Goose stepped forward. “Before we smash out, I need you, fellas, to sit tight for a second. I got a show y’all may enjoy.” He turned to Kamika and wrapped one arm around her waist. She stiffened at the feel of the barrel of the pistol, he poked in her back. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Detective Winslet~ 
 
      
 
    I was the only female present amongst a room filled with lions and crocodiles. Pretty peculiar, but I tried not to look as jittery, as I felt. Something just didn’t feel right though, but now I had a lot to report. There was something big going down in a few days, and we were about to see what it is. That was my thoughts before I felt the bad side of Goose’s gun dig into my back. I stiffened with a sharp breath as he leaned into my ear.  
 
    “Bitch, I suggest you stand still and don’t give the slightest indication you’re not enjoying the show. Or you’ll be found somewhere full, spoon-fed the whole clip,” he whispered harshly.  
 
    A door opened at the side of the room, Tomorrow and Pain dragged in an unconscious, naked man with some type of cloth over his head. I watched as Assata sat a chair in the middle of the room and they went about tying the man to it. A sick feeling filled my stomach once they secured him to it. Pain pulled the cloth away, and acid rushed up my throat, but with every ounce of strength I could muster, I forced it back down.  
 
    The man with the dusted lines that approached me at the block party, now sat strapped to the chair, beaten within an inch of his life. There was so much blood—so much. Oh my God! What had I gotten us into? Pain walked over to us with what looked to be an Israeli AK. Goose stepped from behind me with a gold tooth smile etched on his face.  
 
    “Enjoy the show, shorty.” 
 
    I glanced at Pain, the look in his bottomless eyes told me, he knew—he knew, I was a cop, but more importantly, that I’d committed treason! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I watched big bro take off his shirt, his dreads hung wildly. I was curious to know what he was ‘bout to do with this law boy. He fucked me up when he showed me the stack of pictures of the pig and Kamika. There was pictures of Kamika in a black Dodge Charger with the cock sucker, Hunter that had been sniffling ‘round the hood. Her at some typa Academy Graduation. Her being a fuckin’ cop, period! After bro saw the big boy in one of the pictures, he recalled seeing him at the block party. He said, he was sweating shawty, but I bet it was all staged.  
 
    The bitch played my dude, now I was ‘bout to— fuck! Big bro just pulled out a pretty ass long scalpel with a gold handle. Lost, I looked over at Pain. He flashed me all thirty-two gold teeth and used two fingers to point from his eyes too big bruh as if to say watch. Tomorrow walked over to the boy with a tin bucket of water in his hands. As he pulled his arms back for the dash, you could hear the ice cubes clinking together inside of it. Using a hard arch, water and ice punched dude into consciousness.  
 
    As though, he was drowning, he struggled in the chair speaking gibberish. The only coherent words were four that I’d heard a lot in life.  
 
    “Please—don’t—kill—me!” 
 
    Goose gave him an evil sneer, as he rubbed his hand back and forth over the sharp blade. Me and bro have ridden dirty a million times in the past. I had never seen him with no knife. He was a killa fa sho, but had he spilled over into the waters of a lunatic? He turned and made eye contact with us before.  
 
    “The other day I was maxin’ at my people’s crib, and some of the spookiest shit happened! I got a package without a return address,” Goose said allowing his eyes to scan the crowd. He made eye contact with as many people as he could before he resumed his speil. “That may not sound like no big shit, huh? Well, this when shit gets ugly, fam—I’m not from here. Nobody outside of the squad knows me or most of y’all.”  
 
    I watched as bro ran the sharp blade over his open palm. A thin red line opened up. The sight of blood surprised me because he hadn’t used any pressure to the gesture. That was indication that the blade was dangerously sharp. Me and Goose’s eyes met in a deadly clash, and even though, I still didn’t understand his angle, I knew his intent was death.  
 
    “Nobody knows my government outside of my brothers. I know neither of them gossips like bitches.” He nodded with an evil smirk on his face. “As I opened the pack, I’m thinkin’ this ain’t gonna be good news. Low and behold, picture after picture of not only me and every nigga of the block, but also this fat fucker,” He said, as he slapped the fat part of the blade across homies face, blood squirted instantly. Goose grabbed a handful of the fat dude’s afro and forced him to look at him. “It took me a minute, but once the pieces snapped into place, it fucked me up! This the same nigga I been seeing ‘round the block coppin’ work from us. The same nigga I stepped to for hawkin’ a bitch. This nigga is in several of these pictures. This dick sucka is coming out a precinct in what I found out to be in Fort Worth. Long story short, the sucka is an undercover snake that’s been put onto us somehow.” He turned his attention back to dude and shit got crazy. 
 
    “No—no, you’re wrong—you’re—oh, Saint Joseph—help me! Somebody—plea—please,” he cried, yet Satan had no sympathy for tears and with a meticulous control Goose cut through homies sternum down through his stomach.  
 
    The blade was so sharp flesh was still in place, but in slow, live motion. Blood oozed from the wound and just at the bottom of the slit near where the duodenum was located, his insides snaked onto his external. Goose laid down the blade, Tomorrow handed my brother what looked like a syringe. We watch as he took the cap off and pushed the injector just a bit so that an unknown liquid shot from it. Goose smiled like a child who’d discovered Willy Wonka’s Chocolate Factory. Fat boy was in a daze, as he watched his interior slowly, but surely easing from the confines of his body.  
 
    “This shit right here—” Goose held up the needle like he was a salesperson, promoting a new invention. “I found this shit on the black market. It’s ‘pose to calm you—slow your blood flow to give you precious moments to spare. Its origins date back to World War II. It was given to soldiers that had been maimed to give them just a little bit more time to live until help came.” As he injected the serum, all you heard was fat boy releasing a soft cry that sounded like his soul escaped in a whoosh of breath.  
 
    Then he relaxed noticeably, yet still, amongst the living—he was somewhere far off inside a euphoric nightmare. The shit that happened next was something outta a scary movie. One of the homies brought in what looked to be—dog food! Goose took the bag from dude, then kneeled before the fat boy and before our eyes, fam opened dude up, careful to push his split intestines back inside of him. He began to infuse dude with the dog food. By now, a few cats had tossed their lunch. 
 
    “Aww, man—dude fucked up mentally, dawg,” One cat moaned in between regurgitating his breakfast.  
 
    A quick look at Pain told me he was thinking the same shit I was. Big bro missing a few screws, but this boy right there was a weak link, and it was better to eliminate the potential of a problem rather than have to deal with it later on down the road when we’re too deep in the mix to press rewind.  
 
    “He gotta go,” Pain whispered to one of the homies.  
 
    I watched as he took Pain’s place by the law bitch. Pain and another homie escorted, Mr. Weak Stomach outside under the pretense of getting some fresh air. Seconds later, three gunshots sung him to sleep and from that point on if niggaz felt some typa way, they held their tongue and their vomit.  
 
    I turned my attention back to Goose just in time to see two white Pitbulls brought into the room. These bitches were beautiful, but their growls and snarling teeth revealed the hunger within them.  
 
    Goose smiled. “Catrina—Heaven, sit,” he demanded. 
 
    Both dogs obeyed while licking their chops—never taking their eyes off of big boy. Their noses were in the air as if they could smell their meal.  
 
    Bro turned his eyes to Kamika. “I bet y’all wondering why I brought my bitch here tonight, huh? Well, this is why, she’s been next to me—next to y’all—and as far as I know, she is down by law,” he snickered at the inside joke. “Yet, just like everybody else in this bitch, she has to walk through fire to prove that shit!”  
 
    I turned my eyes to lady—her eyes were filled with fear and confusion! Yet, the one thing that couldn’t be denied was—she knew, we knew. She knew it was do or die at this point. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Winslet~
  
 
    “Oh my God! He’s going to kill me, I just know it!” I thought as my eyes blurred, but for the sake of my life. I blinked away what would surely be the death of me. 
 
    “Come here, baby,” he called to me. 
 
    My feet were tons of cement, or maybe pounds of it because as much as I tried to will them to move, they just wouldn’t comply! In frustration, I looked to Goose to tell him exactly that. The look he gave me triggered my body, suddenly I stood before him as if I was having an out of body experience. He palmed my face and looked deep into my eyes. His hand limped across his face as blood dripped off of his hands—staining my face. An officer’s blood! He pulled his gun off his waist, glared at me, and allowed evil to slip from his lips. 
 
    “You got two choices—you can either put him to sleep or join him in eternal rest,” he said, so low I could barely hear him. 
 
    He noticed the reluctance, then aggressively grabbed my wrist and forced the gun in my hand. I entertained the thought of using it on him, but a quick glance around me ensured, that act would be suicide. In a harsh whisper, he forced me to commit cold-blooded murder. 
 
    “You can either put a bullet in his head or deal with every nigga in this room, taking turns fucking and sodomizing you before I put one in your head! Nobody knows who you are, but they will if you don’t get active. Now, put him out his misery,” Goose demanded. 
 
    I glanced behind me at the present members of the organization—then to Tony. We had been through a lot together. I was the reason he was here—in a warehouse in the country on his deathbed—death-chair. What—the—fuck—ever. Yet, and still, he was dead either way, by my hand or not. I swallowed the lump in my throat and stepped to my shit. I stepped back a few steps and aimed the cannon at my longtime friend. His eyes were unfocused—dazed. He stared at me, but recognition didn’t set in until tears blurred my vision, and my hand started to shake. I mustered every hurt—every betrayal—and when Hunter’s face replaced Tony’s.  
 
    “Ka—Kamika—Winslet—d—don’t—please!” My heart cracked down the middle because it was Hunter’s face, but Tony’s voice. A solitary tear tumbled from my left eye as resolve snuck into my being and right as he attempted to plead again, the pistol jumped in my hands. Once—twice—over—and over and over—click—click—click, until it was empty.  
 
    “Psst—Psst—sic him, girls,” Goose said.  
 
    Two white blurs raced past me, and snarling turned to moans of pleasure as they tore into his stomach. The sound that could be distinguished above the beastly feast was—click—click—click—click. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~IceBerg~ 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Papi-Chulo—oh yass,” she moaned, as she reached her peak. 
 
    Belle rolled off me and laid within our essence, attempting to catch her breath. 
 
    “Chu are the baass,” she screamed. 
 
    I laid there satiated but tried to put all the pieces to the puzzle together. My manz, Pablo told me a big shipment of ‘Boy’ was on its way to the spot as we spoke. Pablo was Belle’s relative that headed the El Sai out of Cali. He was the new plug for the fam now that Belle’s pops had got whacked by the boy, Russia. Speaking of homie, his silence had been paramount, that’s what fucked with me. Although, he didn’t know what I looked like, or where I squatted at, I knew men like him were relentless.  
 
    “Wha is it, David—chu seem distant, and after you’ve partaken of tis sweet poosy, me no understand hum?” Belle rolled onto her stomach and propped her face in her hands, she stared at me quizzically.  
 
    “It’s nothing, mama, shit just been moving at the speed of light and this boy, Russia, is too silent. To top that off, these Piru niggaz wildin’ and makin’ shit hot ‘round the way.” I exhaled a breath of frustration. 
 
    I thought ‘bout steppin’ to Assata and revealing myself. I knew real street niggaz didn’t respect new faces, and before shit went up in smoke, me and homie had an understanding.  
 
    “Chu worry ‘bout noting! Russia, si—him mos be dealth with vedy soon. Time is of te essence, and the Holy Death waits for no man. The Pidu—” Belle stated. 
 
    “Piru,” I corrected her. 
 
    “Si—whatever—they noting! Chu have mi cousin and his army at chu desposal. Chu chos focus on Russia and tis poosy and chu will be vedy rich man,” she said, as she reached over and grabbed a handful of my nature. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Lovey~
  
 
    A huge lion with a thick mane walked into the clearing, eyes aflame and aggression in its stance. There in the far corner of the meadow, a huge tiger sat poised on his sharp claws, with anticipation electrifying in its eyes. The sky darkened, grey clouds covered as the two predators stared each other down. The king of the jungle versus the carnivore of Asian folklore. A streak of lightning splashed across Heaven's floors, and as if that wasn’t a signal to battle, the two beasts clashed in a vicious meeting of contempt.  
 
    Their Claws slashed, their teeth sunk into flesh. The tiger slashed across the lion’s thick mane, taking a patch from it. Yet, the lion was ferocious in its attack, a loud roar escaped its jaws as it sank razor-like teeth into the throat of its formidable foe, only to take a deep slash across the face. Back and forth, the battle exchanged power between the two until a lightning fast tumble ensued with the tiger ending up on top of the king of the jungle. Something like victory swam in his eyes, the tiger roared in defiance, sharp teeth dribbled saliva as the ancient cat growled. Rain began to tumble from the dark sky and just as a powder blue tint bullied its way into the darkness, an earth shattered roar could be heard, as the tiger opened its powerful jaws and clamped down on the throat of the king.  
 
    Then— “Lord!” Lovey popped straight up out of her sleep. Her skin was aglow as perspiration and anxiety oozed from her pores. She slid from the bed and kneeled beside it with her hands in the prayer position. “Lord, I’ve been your humble servant my whole life. I’ve not always been as righteous, but God, I’ve left my unclean life behind years ago. You’ve lead me through the shadow of death and laid me down in green pastures. I don’t ask for much, but I need you to protect my babies. I’m no saint Father, but I do my best. My only request is that if you must, take me before you take them, my heart is too fragile to be standing over their caskets. Please, God—take me before you take them is my sacrifice. In Jesus name, Amen.” 
 
    Clairvoyance snaked through her veins as she felt another presence somewhere near, but suddenly it was gone, as quick as it appeared. Goose had overheard her talking while on his way to the bathroom. He stopped to make sure she was okay, and found his heart broken, as he listened to his Queen ask God to take her life in place of her babies. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Part III 
 
    Get Ya Manz 
 
      
 
    Last night, I played chess against my soul. As we sat down for the game, I studied the board intently. I decided to move the pawn that would allow my Queen to move as she pleased. I observed as my soul duplicated my move. In an attempt at creating a diversion, I decided to move my knight in a position to be taken. This simple move would merely be a sacrifice for my strategy, but to my frustration—my soul mirrored my move once again.  
 
    This instantly continued until finally, my soul exclaimed, “Checkmate!” I stared at the board in awe.  
 
    “Soul—why did you copy my every move? How did you checkmate me, when your every move was a reflection of my own?” My soul smiled wearily. 
 
    “Assata—your first mistake was going against me, “your soul!” A man and his soul are one! When a man goes to war with his soul, he becomes lost. You were so busy trying to use your Queen that you never took the time to protect her, she is you. Observation is key. You and I should never be opponents—whenever we become two, we become enemies. You, your Queen, and I are like the divine trinity, except—rather than the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit—we’re Mind, Body, and Soul! That’s the ordination of man—what makes him, God—Cypher!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Get Ya Manz—Get That Bag 
 
    ~Two Weeks Later-7 a.m.~ 
 
      
 
    The morning was brisk. The early morning commuters tried to beat the traffic that the day was sure to bring. On the corner of Fry Street, a young man in a Brooks Brothers suit, stood with a Rough and Tumble Suede Bottega, Veneta Sachel in one hand and a steaming Starbucks cup in the other. He watched the traffic, as his eyes rotated back and forth between his Breitling wristwatch and the doors to the Wells Fargo. Impatience stirred within him, as he waited. He could use the ATM, but the withdrawal he needed to make was too big, so there he stood—waiting. 
 
    “Five more minutes,” he huffed.  
 
    He lifted his eyes at the sound of oncoming traffic and watched as two U-Hauls pulled up to the curb, blocking his view of the bank. 
 
    “Damn,” he hissed in frustration. 
 
    He needed to get the money out of his account before he had to clock in on the job. He tapped his foot against the pavement, as he observed an armored truck pulled in front of the U-Haul. A few moments later, the passenger exited the vehicle. He observed his surroundings with keen eyes as he made his way to the rear of the truck, with his hands tight around the pump action Mossberg. He opened the rear doors, and three fully armed uniforms jumped down, with weapons in hand as they took up their stations.  
 
    The passenger and one of them entered the bank. The young man on the corner stood agitated—swearing at the time. He could have been made his withdrawal and been on his way to his white-collared occupation. He knew better than attempting to approach the bank while the armored truck made their pick up, so he sat tight and awaited their departure. Twenty minutes later, he watched as the truck was filled with bags of money and secured before it pulled off. He made his way towards the bank wondering why the hell would two U-Hauls be parked in front of a bank. Security must have had the same thoughts because as he stepped behind the second U-Haul, he heard the argument between the drivers in the first truck and the security men.  
 
    As he passed, he nodded good morning to the driver of the second U-Haul. He continued to pass until he reached the back of the truck, then he dropped to one knee, and opened his Satchel. He pulled out a rubber mask of Obama’s face, put it on to a snugged fit, before pulling out a modified Tech 9 equipped with an eight-inch cooling system. He gazed around before turning to the back of the U-Haul and unlocking it. He counted down the seconds in his head. The door rolled up and forty-four men in identical attire spilled onto the concrete.  
 
    The only differences were the faces of the president masks and caliber of weapons. After hearing the commotion, one of the security personnel turned to investigate. He bent the corner of the truck and walked into one of the most mind-boggling scenes he had ever set eyes on. Every president that had ever been in office stared back at him.  
 
    Obama swung the Tech on him. “Don’t be no hero, homeboy,” the masked man said. 
 
    He gave a signal and forty-three presidents bummed rushed the bank. The second officer was caught off guard as he reached for his weapon, but the sight of Donald Trump aiming a .50 caliber Desert Eagle, froze him in motion. Keeping the monstrous gun trained on him, he unlatched the second U-Haul, and out poured twelve vice presidents, yet rather than following the first group, they milled about on the sidewalk. Suddenly, it was hard for the guard to get a grip on reality, as he stood stunned with his hands in the air. Trump relieved him of his weapon before Lyndon B. Johnson put the steel to the back of his head.  
 
    “Stand still, homie, let’s not turn a robbery into a capital murda,” he hissed, as Trump opened his satchel and pulled out a contraption with different color wires attached to a timer. He held it out to the officer. “Hold this.” 
 
    The officer he stared at him bewildered and sweating profusely. “Hold it? Why—why would I do that?” asked the officer. 
 
    “Maybe because your life depends on it,” Johnson whispered in his ear, as he pushed the barrel harder against his head.  
 
    Not wanting to push his luck, the guard accepted the bomb. Trump instructed him how to hold it by placing his hands on either side of it. He pushed his thumbs down on two different detonators. 
 
    “There—keep your hands just like that! This beauty is what we call pressure bombs. If you change your grip on it, even the slightest, the pressure change communicates to the detonator, and in seconds you go ‘boom’! So, stay still, and be good.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Winslet~ 
 
    9:15 a.m. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it—he made you do what? I can’t believe this wacko! That’s it, I am pulling you out of this operation! It’s getting too dangerous,” Hunter heatedly said. 
 
    I’d just told him about the warehouse. I had to, my life had become so different since I had been on this case. For one, unbeknownst to him, the past week I’d been numb to everything. Goose and I had a heart to heart—we fought—we kissed—we fought again—and finally, I compromised the entire investigation. We made love—rough—passionate—emotional love! The bomb he dropped on me was, and still was exploding within the walls of my mind. I’m surprised that my nerves didn’t have me shaking, yet I damn sure wouldn’t be surprised if I started to. 
 
    “Winslet—you hear what I just said?” Hunter stared at me sternly, yet before I could answer him, the radio squawked. 
 
    “All available officers report to Fry and West. The silent alarm at the Wells Fargo has been tripped! I repeat—all available officers, code red, Fry, and West!” 
 
    Hunter and I looked to each other astonished. He flicked the squad lights on the grill of the supped up Dodge Charger, as he did an illegal u-turn, and put the pedal to the floor. He must had forgotten, he was not supposed to be on duty, but I assumed that was the last thing on his mind, as he bent a sharp corner at a devastating speed that almost flipped us. We were only six blocks away from the bank, so it didn’t take us long to bend the corner to Fry Street. We pulled to a stop about twenty feet away from the crime scene, and what we saw blew our minds!  
 
    It was crazy—confusing—brilliant! John Nance Garner, Richard M. Nixon, Gerald R. Ford—Vice Presidents dressed in suits congregate outside the bank. They walked back and forth in front of the entrance to create a strange effect. The assault rifles they brandish warned anyone that wanted to play hero that the stand-off will last for days. Hunter called it in, notifying the dispatcher that we were on the scene. The flashing lights must have caught the perps’ attention because they all stopped their pacing and looked straight at us.  
 
    Nixon said something to his cohorts and in formation, they turned and disappeared into the bank, leaving behind a lone security guard holding something in his hands. He looked petrified. Hunter pushed his door open with force and without letting me know his intentions, attempted to pursue the fleeing group of men. 
 
    “Hunter,” I screamed his name. 
 
    His back was to me as he unholstered his pistol. Without turning to face me, he spoke over his shoulder. “Dammit, Winslet, it’s a bank robbery in progress!” 
 
    “Listen, before we go in guns blazing. I just want to tell you I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Sorry,” he asked, finally turning his head to look at me.  
 
    His eyes exploded in surprise before the lick of the flame escaped the barrel of the 9mm that Goose gave me just for this occasion. Hunter’s head snapped back—still contorted with that look of surprise. Yet, now he had the mark of Buddha to his temple. In slow motion, he fell forward, and as soon as he did I got to work. First, I text Goose the code to let him know the deed was done and to go through with the next phase of the plan.  
 
    My nerves were wild, but I wasn’t worried about anything coming back to me. For one, Hunter wasn’t even supposed to be on duty, let alone responding to the alert. Secondly, well, a girl can’t reveal all of her secrets. I snatched the radio off the seat and screamed, “Shots fired—shots fired! Nine-nine-nine! Nine-nine-nine! Nine-nine-nine,” as I yelled the code for officer down.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Keith Urban played softly within the armored truck, as the driver pushed a questionable ninety miles per hour on a lone blacktop in route to their destination.  
 
    “You have more of that long cup Copenhagen, Joey?” he asked the passenger, as his crave for the smokeless tobacco ate at his nerves.  
 
    Joey sang along with the country song as he reached in his back pocket and pulled out a fresh can of mint snuff. He passed it to, Bob, the driver, as a roaring engine caught his attention. His eyes absently traveled to the huge side view mirror attached to the truck. His eyes stretched wide in excitement as a lone rider in a red leather streaked past them with the front wheel of a black and red, KTM 1290 Super Duke, in the air. 
 
    “He has to be pushing a hundred or more on that thing, doing a wheelie! He’s a fucking psycho,” he exclaimed. 
 
    Bob spit in his cup and didn’t acknowledge the wildman. He viewed his own mirror to make sure the tail was still with them, spotting the deputy, he was about to turn his attention back to the road, until something out of place caught his eye. A caravan of bikes, and what looked to be one of those Rubicon Jeep Wranglers was coming up fast. The fear that eased its way into his nervous system was unwarranted. This was the very first time he’d seen this type of enjoyment on this road.  
 
    Yet, it was no surprise because of its infrequent traffic. As they get closer he noticed it was the fucking Hell’s Angels and something didn’t sit right with him. 
 
    “Joey, something is up, call it in and—” 
 
    Bob’s words get caught up in his throat as a red crotch-rocket zoomed alongside them, at the same time, the CB sparked to life. 
 
    “Boys, I think we have a problem we—” oblivious to what the deputy had said, they watched as the driver of the motorcycle handled the powerful beast expertly. It was the passenger that aimed a strange device at the side of the truck that had their attention. The devices discharged what looked to be a metal prong, it lodged itself to the truck, and an instant shockwave erupted from it. The country song cut off, and the radio scrambled. Joey snatched the radio off the dash and attempted to call it in. 
 
    “National One to base; we’re under attack—I repeat—we’re under attack!” He started at the CB as if it was offensive and tried again—and again, but he might as well had been talking to himself.  
 
    All satellite communication was blocked. The device that the riders attached to the side of the truck was a communications scrambler. It was a tool the CIA used to deflect national radio transmissions.  
 
    “The fucking radio is scrambled, Bob—its blocked! Oh God, this is bad—oh God—" 
 
    As if God found it funny, automatic gunfire erupted behind them. They glanced in the rearview and watched in horror as the deputy’s car fishtailed out of control, as motorcycles on both sides fire into it. As if they’d done this type of thing a million times, the riders created a wide octagon around the swerving car before speeding ahead as it swerved violently into the wide expanse of land, flipping as it rolled into a trench. 
 
    “Joey,” A voice came from the cab of the truck. 
 
    “Bob, what the hell’s going on?” 
 
    “It’s a fucking robbery you dip shit!” Joey screamed as he jacked a shell into the Mossberg pump.  
 
    At the same time, five bikes zoomed in front of them forming a triangular barrier. In the rearview, Bob watched as the same formation was made. By now, he was pushing the truck at a dangerous hundred miles per hour. Unexpectedly, gunfire ensued from the back, it was no doubt the three trained men in the back that vowed their lives to protect the U.S currency.  
 
    “Step on it, Bob—these motherfuckers are going to kill us!” Thomas screamed from the rear.  
 
    The jeep sped by, but not before a small black object was thrown on the back door of the truck. As it sped past, a masked gunman fired a burst of heat at the window. It merely scratched the bulletproof glass, yet—he smiled as if he knew the world’s best-kept secret, and twenty seconds later, it was revealed. The motorcade opened up to reveal a line of spikes thrown over the road. They were surrounded on both sides, and the only way to avoid the trap laid ahead was by sideswiping their pursuers.  
 
    Bob was a devoted Christian, and his heart wouldn’t allow him to do it, but about five feet away from the spiked trap, Joey reached over and yanked the wheel to the right. 
 
    “You fucking imbecile,” he screamed, as the truck veered violently off the road, but not before the front left tire was punctured. The truck flipped into the air instantly killing three bikers but turning the tides into the crook’s favor. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Inside the bank, President Obama watched as his cohorts gained control of the room. He observed everything, even the little white man that just pushed the button to the silent alarm hidden under the desk. Everything was going as planned, he thought before a beautiful woman was brought from the back room. He’d seen her before—in fact, he’d been seeing her consistently since the day she gave herself to him. The man that found her in her hiding place mishandled her, and that set aflame to Obama’s temper.  
 
    He rushed over and hit President Reagan in the face with the butt of his gun, damn near knocking his mask off. He crumbled to the floor in heap of pain. Obama turned his eyes to the beautiful woman, confusion—sympathy—craziness played in his stare. Their eyes met in collision of communication. Fear and inquisition in hers—indecisiveness, and apology in his. Obama grabbed her by her arm, he led her to a chair and without words, forced her to sit. She never took her eyes off of him, yet not testing his patience either.  
 
    “One minute-thirty seconds we’re out of here,” Obama screamed. 
 
    He glanced to the second security guard sweating his life out, as he tried not to take any pressure off the bomb. It was identical to the one his partner was holding outside the bank. The beautiful woman still had her eyes on Obama, but her mind was everywhere. Why weren’t they taking the money? Why was it so many of them? Why weren’t they taking the money? It was as if they barged in with bombs and machine guns only to walk back and forth. 
 
    “White House—White House—time, fellas—time,” Obama screamed into a handheld radio.  
 
    It was as if a dream forced its way into reality as vice presidents stormed the small establishment.  
 
    “Let’s move—move,” someone yelled, just as quick as they came, they disappeared.  
 
    Somehow, they knew about the back door that only employees knew about. It led to a back alley and onto the next street over.  
 
    Only two presidents were left—Hoover and Roosevelt. “Y’all did good, but sadly, we can’t leave behind any witnesses,” Roosevelt said.  
 
    Fear was plausible in the atmosphere—all eyes turned to the machine gun-toting president. 
 
    “Bu-but, we haven’t seen your faces—we can’t identify you,” a hysterical woman cried. “Ple—please,” she begged.  
 
    There was no room for mistakes. Aiming the assault rifle at the group of people, he let loose a volley of fire, bodies jerked and red splashed everywhere! 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    Laid in a tangled mess, the inhabitants of the armored truck moaned as they tried to disentangle themselves. Smoke rose from the engine, but the worst damage was done on the interior. Bob, the driver was killed on impact. Since he was riding without his seatbelt, the impact of the crash threw his body against the armored windshield. His vertex smashed into the walls of glass, it shattered his vertebrae and neck in less than three seconds. Joey was still breathing—barely! He stood ten feet away, as twelve bikers awaited their leader’s signal. They didn’t have to wait long, he pulled out his phone and punched in a unique sequence of numbers.  
 
    A moment later, a barely audible beeping noise could be heard as the red light on the small device, attached to the back of the truck blew the doors off. A head signal was all that was needed for the hungry wolves to descend on the paradise that was no doubt awaiting them in the truck. The rider in red leather was the first to reach it. He was hungry and inattentive, as he rushed in and that’s when hell broke loose. A high-powered shotgun exploded in what seemed like slow motion, the red-clad rider flew backward, dead on arrival! It took a few seconds before the thirst for blood registered to the remaining eleven.  
 
    Once it did, hell had no fury for the melody of a gangsta’s anger. Street sweepers spoke that pipe talk until they were empty. They were more cautious, but knowing they were pressed for time, they went for what they knew. As expected, everything in the truck was DOA—just like the different presidents on the front of the different denominations of bills floating in the air.  
 
    “We got less than twenty minutes to clear this bitch out before we’re surrounded by them alphabets. Let’s work, fam,” Goose screamed from behind his grey helmet.  
 
    “Almost there, God—let me make it out of this and I’m hanging up my guns—I swear!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Captain Flemington stood in the middle of the bank and scratched his head, he just couldn’t figure it out. Why would someone go through all this just to escape through the back door? He had to smile at how they found the two security guards. They had the bomb squad on the scene and all—and for what? For two fucking alarm clocks made to look like explosive devices. When the piece of shit detonated, everyone hit the ground, only to be stunned by mere explosive vibration. To make the situation even more comical, they found the tellers and bank manager leaking red—red paint that is. The sons-of-bitches held the bank up with paintball guns and alarm clocks—classical!  
 
    “Captain—cap—it’s a set-up—it’s a fucking faux! They’re going for the truck,” The new lead detective screamed, just as the Fed boys showed up.  
 
    “It’s a fucking diversion!” 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    “Let’s go fam—it’s time—it’s time, Goose screamed, heading for his bike.  
 
    The jeep was miles down the road watching for the first sight of the boys in blue. Everyone rushed for their bikes and just as the getaway seemed clean, and in their grasp, a lone gunshot screamed from behind the truck. Goose turned just in time, to witness a helmet wearing biker drop the bags of money and pause in an upright position before he crumbled to his knees. His heart broke as he watched the biker pull his helmet off his head. As bullets flew in the direction of the opposition. Lil’ Jackie rushed over to the lil’ nigga that the hood raised. Lil’ Jackie dropped to his knees and took his head into his lap, while Tomorrow stared at him with blood exuding from his lips. He coughed as a spray of blood shot up into the air. 
 
    “Th—they—got—me—Ja—Jack!” Lil’ Jackie’s eyes mist over. 
 
    “Hold up, lil’ homie—we gonna get you out of here—just—hold on, fam.” 
 
    “Te—tell Sa—Satta, I—I—tell—I—" 
 
    One last deep breath and Tomorrow’s soul escaped from his body. Goose rushed over to them and stood behind Lil’ Jackie. Instant pain rushed through his heart, but self-preservation was in his veins, all the while, Lil’ Jackie shook Tomorrow—bending at the waist, he did CPR—shook him again. 
 
    “Get up nigga—get up!” 
 
    “Say, fam, we got to go—now, Lil’ Jack! You know the rules fam, we can’t do shit for homie. Not even a funeral if we cased up,” Goose said as he glanced from the road back to Jackie. 
 
    Naw, Goo—we can’t just leave him like this—we can’t, fam!” Lil Jackie’s voice cracked. 
 
    The radio sparked to life, 
 
    “Twelve on the radar fam—we gotta burn. Clear out—them people on our heels!”  
 
    Goose eyes turned back as Lil’ Jackie continued to reanimate, fam. Putting the burna to his dome, he tried one last time— 
 
    “Fam let’s burn,” Goose exclaimed. 
 
    The roar of motorcycles disturbed the peace as Lil’ Jackie shook his head no— 
 
    “Help me get him up, bruh—he can make it,” he said without turning his head.  
 
    Goose nodded in affirmation. “Tell lil’ homie we’ll mourn him til’ we join y’all.” 
 
    Boom—boom—boom— Three shots rocked Lil’ Jackie as Goose dashed to his bike and the squad rode off into the sun. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Paradise 
 
    ~Twisted~ 
 
    A Week Later 
 
      
 
    My cell phone rang and disturbed my beast rest. I reached over the naked bitch I been caked up with the for the past five nights and snatched my shit off the nightstand. 
 
    “What’s the bidno, big homie?” 
 
    “Nigga, fuck you been, you ain’t ‘bout this money no more or what? I know that shit that happened to Lil’ Joe got ya’ head gone, but niggaz die every day. We gonna get them boys who did, bruh in, but first, let’s get to this mula. We can’t go to war broke, fam,” the voice on the other end proclaimed. 
 
    “Maaann—sho you right—I just been going through it. You know, Joe, was my hip, homie—that did some sick shit to me,” Twisted professed. 
 
    A pause could be heard on the other end of the line. 
 
    “Dig, Twist, I raised you two boys from lil’ locs to YG’s. I’m just as heated as you but crying ain’t gonna bring fam back. We gotta ball fa Lil’ Joe—he wouldn’t want it no other way! Get up out that funk, lil homie, and meet me at the spot, so I can show you how to celebrate the dead. On Hoova we gonna sign it in blue for bruh—but we can’t avenge him if our head uptight and our bread ain’t right.” 
 
    His words marinated into the thick fog I allowed myself to be sucked into. I glanced over at lil’ mama that was asleep next to me. She was bad with a capital ‘B’, she’d always wanted to give me the kitty, I just respected the house cause she belonged to a dear nigga.  
 
    “I’ll be there in an hour, homie,” Twisted stated. 
 
    “One,” he replied then disconnected. 
 
    As I slapped shorty on her bare ass cheeks, I laughed at how only one eye rolled open. Mena stared back at me as if I’d interrupted the best sleep she’s ever had.  
 
    “Time to go, boo—I got moves to make,” I told her, as I rolled out the bed. 
 
     The stench of sex and something fouler aroused my senses—frustration ate at me. 
 
    “Bitch, I said get the fuck up—it’s time to roll.”  
 
    She had the audacity to stare at me with that one eye like I was nothing more than a pest. I snatched the tool off the table, aimed, and squeeze two shots into her frame. The girl was tough—she didn’t make a sound. The bullets puncture her flesh with a popping sound, rigor mortis was already taking its toll. Mena’s been dead for five days. It took me a little bit, but I put a few of the pieces of the puzzle together. It was no reason Joe was ‘pose to be in Concrete City.  
 
    The ‘why was he there’ played into my mind for days before it dawned on me that there was only one mu’fucka that could answer that question, Mena! I hit her up under the pretense of taking her away from the madness for a little bit, she went for it. The slut probably thought I’d finally come to my senses. Yet, my mind was on the fact, that if a bitch was really grieving as deeply as she seemed at the hospital. Why would she be so quick to jump on the next niggaz pimp stick? Let alone someone that would bring thoughts of her deceased man?  
 
    I got her out here at my duck off in the country and from there I started my investigation. I had to shoot the silly broad in both of her knees before she divulged the shock of my life! Joe was crossed by his own, fam! I smoked lil’ mama. One to the dome—two to the heart. That was the first night—the other four, I sodomized and fucked her to death! I see why them morticians be humping the dead—ain’t no pussy tighter than rigor mortis pussy! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Agent Harrison~ 
 
      
 
    I’d been grilling Detective Winslet for six hours straight! She was either the best liar there was or she was telling the truth and my instincts were sending false alarms.  
 
    “You say when you and Detective Hunter got to the bank, there was an exchange of gunfire between him and the accused? I stood with those ballistics techs for hours. The direction of the bullet that pierced the window is consistent with the flesh wound, but the killing shot had to come from a different angle. I—” 
 
    “What exactly are you trying to say, agent, that I killed my own partner? Make sense of why I would in the middle of a bank heist?” 
 
    “Faux bank heist,” he interrupted. 
 
    “Yes, what the fuck ever. The point is—why would I kill a man that taught me all I now? First of all, maybe he had something to do with the set-up. How else would you explain a suspended detective in active duty? You’re—” 
 
    “Maybe, both of you were part of it, and you decided to become rapacious at the last minute—maybe—" 
 
    “That’s enough, Agent Harrison, you are violating my clients Fifth Amendment. She has nothing else to say. Now, if you’re not charging her with any crime, I demand she be released immediately!” A sharp dressed Jewish man bombarded my investigation.  
 
    I was about to give this asshole a piece of my mind when the director of the bureau walked in.  
 
    “Do we have just cause to hold her?” he questioned. 
 
    I paused with a frustrated look on my face. She was guilty of something, I could feel it. 
 
    “No Sir, but—” 
 
    “No, buts, Agent—cut her loose to her attorney and meet me in my office.” 
 
    He turned to walk away, but not before informing Winslet she would be hearing from us. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I ended the call frustrated. It was my tenth time calling Freedom to no avail. I wondered for the hundredth time if I shoulda whacked her. It ain’t like she can identify me, but, she knew it was me in the Obama mask. I felt it, it had been a long week—after we divided up the loot, everybody was left with a nice chunk. The dope-fiends we hired, they just wanted payment in work, so it worked out in everybody’s favor. The only thing I’d forever regret was the death of my lil’ manz, Tomorrow. Lil dawg was meant for something way grander than the nap he took.  
 
    My eyes watered with just the thought of the loss, gangstas cry too. It’s too late for regrets, though. I gotta push on to the next phase of my life. I’m through wit’ the game—it’s ova! I made a vow, I planned to stand on it, and my new hustle was fa sho money. I will also spend up an imports and exports distribution for my homies, so they can broaden their horizons. I knew what would be transported, but any creature that’s molded from the wild habitat would always be wild, even if the beast is tamed on the inside. It’s like a killer becoming a lawyer, just because he changed his suit doesn’t take away the fact, he’s got blood on his hands.  
 
    I tossed the phone on the passenger seat, pulled up in the apartment complex with my head on the swivel. This was my first time coming to her spot. I didn’t know these boys over here, so I was strapped like a seatbelt. I retrieved my horn, highlighted her mathematics, and await her sweetness to fill my ear. 
 
    “Heyyy, baby! Where you at?” 
 
    “Come outside, ma—” 
 
    “Huh—oh—you’re here?” I heard the clicks in my ear. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, she peeked her head outside her apartment. She used her pointer finger, beckoning me to Heaven. I slid out of my SS, with the tool on display, just in case niggaz was lurkin’. I fucks with lady, but ain’t no tellin’ what typa bidness a female got planned for a cat, who moved blindly to her wickedness. Soon as I got up on sweet lady, she opened the door in a short t-shirt, and a pink thong, her nipples protruded like she’d been thinking ‘bout my lips wrapping around them. I glanced down at her bare feet—small—pedicured—white tips. My lower muscles rose to the occasion.  
 
    “You gonna stand there and stare at what’s already yours? Or come in before all these thirsty ass niggaz see what I’ve kept secret for you?” she smiled seductively. 
 
    She grabbed my hand and led me in with a soft kiss. The décor was immaculate in earth tones. Forest greens and tree bark brown. The hardwood floors shined as if they’d been freshly waxed—shit nice.  
 
    “Would you like something to drink—water—soda? Maybe something a little stiffer?” She asked on her way to the kitchen.  
 
    I grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her back to me. 
 
    “If I wanted to drink, I’d stayed at my own spot. I got something taboo in mind.” 
 
    “Taboo—what might you have in mind handsome?” she questioned. 
 
    I flash her my diamond smile before lifting the shirt over her head and rolling her chocolate nipples between my thumb and forefingers.  
 
    “What ‘bout some real freaky shit on the first date?” I suggested. 
 
      
 
    ***
~Jazzy~
  
 
    The breeze blew softly off the Pacific, as I strolled down the shore. Foamy waves rolled over my feet, as I gazed out at the horizon, so much played within the walls of my mind. My future, my past, but more importantly, Assata. I missed him so much. It was two weeks to my wedding day and I didn’t feel like a woman about to say, ‘I do’ to the man of my dreams. I felt as if I was a prisoner about to pledge forever to a man who loves me fatally, but I would never love him with my heart. A girl could always convince her mind to love a man, but her heart couldn’t be deceived. While a man found love through his dick-head and vision.  
 
    A woman found it through her heart and soul. The lesser bitch found it through a man fucking her right. Assata held my heart. I’d thought about going to him on multiple occasions, but what would be the use in running to only have it bathe in blood? Tessa kept me informed on all the happenings back home and it broke my spirit to know Assata had someone new. It killed me to know I’d hurt him so deeply, and if he only knew, I’d spend the rest of my life making up for it. As I bent down to pick up a grey and white seashell, I studied its beauty. For a moment, I fell in love with a fairytale as I imagined tossing it as far as I could into the ocean and somehow Assata found it, knowing it was sent from me. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I bent lady over the couch and used my thickness to slide between her cheeks. She moaned deep—hungrily, as I growled primally like a savage! My dick throbbed—as soon as the head submerged, and she screamed my name. I drove in fast and hard, gripping her waist; I looked down to see her juices saturating me. Then out of nowhere—my mind started to play tricks on me. Jazzy—she was missing me—willing me to her—fuck? 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    I sat down in the sand and looked at how the fading sun seemed to dip into the water, as my heart cried for him. I wondered if he felt me. I pulled my knees to my chest, trying to find where the orange and yellow sky ended, and where the ocean began. There was nothing more peaceful than the view of the sun setting over the ocean. It was what dreams were made of. The typa thing a girl shared with the man she loved. The wind was soft, as it carried the scent of the water to me. I allowed my spirit to venture across the ocean, over rough terrain, somewhere in Dallas, Fort. Worth, to a special someone I’d give my last breath for. I whispered to the wind, I love you, Assata. You’ll never know how much cause even I couldn’t explain it. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I plunged deeper into her essence faster and faster. She was sweating, trying to be a big girl, as she took the dick. I tried to be a big boy and take the pussy as she threw it back. I grabbed her neck gently, pulling back as far as I could without coming completely out. I drove as deep as I could—as fast as I could on the down stroke. Her body quivered—my nature roared—she cried—and I growled. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    “Mama Ellen, help me. You know where my heart lies—that love is explosive. I’m with a man I love in order to protect the man I’m in love with. Yet, I’d rather love Assata to our deaths than to live with the man, I’ll end up hating and regretting for not being with the man I love for in the first place. Maybe it makes no sense to some—but—but to you, I know it does. What can I do, Granny? Tell me. Are you even listening to me? Should I marry this man even though my heart is absent? Should I go to Assata? Please, hear me, help me.” 
 
    Tears welled up in my eyes as confusion ignited within me like gas fumed after a match had been struck.  
 
    “So much has happened, Granny—I hear, Assata, is with a new woman. My heart breaks. There are so many people dying around him. I don’t know when he’ll be next, but I do know I want to be with him regardless of what life has in store.”  
 
    The waves rolled over my feet in a foamy bath as a lone crab stumbled forward. It paused and played with the seashell, I tossed aside. Just as I thought it was about to move on, it turned towards the ocean and parked itself on the sand next to me, as if it knew I could use a friend. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I honestly didn’t know how the peach scented candles got lit, but the erotic atmosphere was aglow with the dancing flames. Chocolate laid with her head on my chest, with her left leg over my thigh as her hand traced up and down my stomach. 
 
    “Assata, don’t you ever get tired of the streets? The possibilities? I mean, I’ not trying to change you, it’s just a question,” she murmured. 
 
    For some reason, the first thing that came to my mind was the girl Six. The conversation we had at her spot so many moons ago. I never understood how females could meet a street nigga in the streets, yet somehow wind up wanting him to stop being what attracted her in the first place. Now, that I thought about it, the question never deserved this much of my energy because it was evident. When they first meet a nigga, it’s all physical. They didn’t give a fuck about ‘em. They were just attracted to the bread and the thug appeal, but when that dick gets good and emotions are born—they began to give a fuck. 
 
    “Feel me, Chocolate—the streets loaned me the tactics of survival. They demand my loyalty as payment. Yea, I get fed up with the life, but so does the square when things ain’t going his way—it’s life, ma.” 
 
    She lifted her head up and kissed my lips. “Assata, all you have to do is recognize, that even if your yearn exceeds your deserve. The truth in what love can develop castrates all ties to the teardrops of a lonely gangsta. What makes you chose the life you live? Do you hate life so much, you’ll continue killing our black generation, or worse—get yourself killed?” 
 
    My silence was thick, as I studied this woman that spoke with so much conviction. 
 
    “Look, baby, it’s time to grow up. Yeah, I respect your gangsta, but the streets don’t love nobody. You’re loyal to something that can’t be loyal to you. Haven’t you ever thought about a family—getting married? Baby boy, there is so much more to life that you haven’t seen yet. There’s such a beautiful and articulate woman that’s willing to cater to you—wait on you hand and foot. All you gotta do is open your eyes. Don’t no woman wanna lay awake at night wondering if her man will make it home safe. You feel me, Satta?” 
 
    I pulled her down for another kiss I had to give it to her righteously. “Yea—I can dig that, but vibe with me, queen—all my life I’ve journeyed through the struggle trying to find the beauty in it. I can’t lie to you and say I’ve never thought about turning my back on the streets. But, the truth is—even if I square up, the streets is me! It’s just who I am—I’m a dope-fiends son, ma. Yea, it’s not all I know, feel me?” 
 
    “Yea—I do, but see Assata—the reason I’m so shook about giving you all of me is because I’ve endured what comes with dealing with a man of your caliber. First, it’s the thrill of being the good girl with the bad guy. Then comes the empty promises of sweeping me off my feet and taking me away from all the drama of the streets. I have dreams, though, Assata. I’m more than the average street girl. I’m a Queen that—” 
 
    As placed my finger against her lips, I crushed that spiel. Every female I’ve met has either said she’s been raped or she’s nothing like the next or last female. Sometimes that shit didn’t have to be said, show me. I flipped Chocolate over and rolled on top of her. I kissed each eyelid—her forehead—her nose—and last, her lips. The passion screamed in her eyes—so much resided in mine. Real shit, I was scared to release my heart. Shawty was tuggin’ on it, but I’m holding on to it for dear life. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Jazzy~
  
 
    I closed the door behind me, our dog, Blue damn near trampled me. His tongue was hanging outta his mouth, as he sniffed and rubbed up against me. I could tell he was happy to see me.  
 
    I smiled. “Sup, baby—you enjoy the beach?” Shotta said as he walked from the back room. 
 
    He stepped into my space and pulled me close to his hard body. Upon contact, his nature-raised—every inch. My mind and body wasn’t in accord, yet I wrapped my arms around his neck, lifted my face, and gave the sexiest look I could muster. I reached down, massaged his girth—I want him—no! I want Assata! He started peeling my clothes off layer after layer. Then he began to kiss my body—every portion. First my nipples—then my stomach—hips—inner thighs—calves—knees—ankles—feet—legs and thighs—thighs—paradise! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Gangsta’s Party 
 
    ~Face in the Dark~
Three days later 
 
      
 
    “Oh, shit,” I whispered, as I watched the four Russians in the black Mercedes 600.  
 
    Even though the tint on the car was pitch black, I knew that the four shadows in the luxury vehicle were armed with the type of firepower that would allow a war to ensue for days if they were not killed first. As bad as I wanted to make that possibility a reality, I just couldn’t reveal my identity to these men. I’d had dealings with each of them on different occasions, and one of them had been between my creamy thighs for the past four months. I watched as they watched the object of both of our interest.  
 
    Assata and his brothers stood outside of the house that I assumed they thought no one was privy of, having a conversation that seemed heartfelt, seriocomic. I watched as the three men laughed and Pain sparked what was more than likely a blunt of something exotic. Their hands were turned in the opposite direction in which me and the gunmen were positioned, and just as I was ‘bout to get comfortable for the wait, a red beam landed on the back of Assata's head. It was like watching a horror movie in slow motion—like Phil Collins must have felt as he watched that man drowned when he had the opportunity to save him but didn’t.  
 
    My breath froze in the same instant that Assata paused, then put his phone to his ear, in what must have been spiritual intervention, his phone dropped. He bent down to pick it up as a deadly whisper hissed through the air as the silenced bullet streaked over his head. A strange looked crossed Pains face as he took a studious look around. His instincts must have been working overtime because his stare landed directly on the 600. Right as he tapped Goose to get his attention, the Mercedes eased away from the curb. A trained eye would have noticed the tint passenger window rolling up as it picked up speed and zoomed into the twilight. Damn, God had plans for this man. He’s dodged more bullets that Craig and Smokey on the movie Friday! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Pain~
  
 
    “Fam—did you hear that?” I asked Goose, as my senses kicked into gear. “Maybe this good Kush got me trippin’ or—” 
 
    “Naw, what you talkin’ ‘bout, lil bro?” Goose questioned. 
 
    “That buzzing sound that just zoomed through here?” 
 
    “Mann, that bidness y’all smoking got yo’ head gone—that wasn’t nothing but a mosquito. You and this nigga trippin’,” he said, as he looked down at Assata kneeled down looking at his phone as if it was an artifact that was gonna prove some type of history.  
 
    “He’s so high he can’t even stand back up! Look at him, see—that’s why I don’t smoke, bruh. That shit would have me doing some real spooky shit,” he said, between fits of laughter. 
 
    Looking down at bro, I must admit that this some fiya green, but—one thang I know, two thangs fa sho, if that was a mosquito, it was the fastest, hottest mosquito that eva flew past my face. Secondly, the look on Assata’s face ain’t the look of no high mu’fucka! In fact, he looked as sober as a reformed drug addict at a sobriety meeting. 
 
    “Sup, bruh—why the fuck you lookin’ like that? What’s wrong wit’ you?” I asked, my eyes still roamed as two problems occurred at the same time. I tapped Goose to show him the black Benz that had already pulled away from the curb, and in the same instance, Assata rocked our galaxy. 
 
    “Fam, we need to get to Denton Community—Lovey just had a heart attack.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Lovey stared out of the window of her hospital room. The sun still hid just beyond the surface as birds created pale shadows in the sky. Silently she thanked God for bringing her through the mild heart attack. The news the doctor gave her was devastating, and the first thing that penetrated her mind was the prayer of God taking her before He took her babies. She was at peace with it if that was His plan. She was even more gracious that He’d given her another day to see the sun kiss the Heavens. While lost in her thoughts of the future, the door to her room flew opened and her boys spilled in like a violent storm. Assata was the first to make it to her, yet he merely stood above her with an intense look in his eyes. 
 
    “Boy, you’s a sight for sore eyes, give your Lovey a hug and stop standing there looking like you’ve lost your manners!”  
 
    Assata leaned down and wrapped his arms around her—tight and vice-like.  
 
    “Boy—you about to squeeze the life out of me,” Lovey wheezed affectionately.  
 
    He still held on tight. The visions he had while stuck in his comatose state played behind his lids, thoughts of losing her took his breath away—made him sick.  
 
    “You bet not eva—eva—eva scare me like that again, young lady, you hear me woman?” he grumbled, as he broke the embrace.  
 
    Pain pushed him out of the way and wrapped her up in his love. “Get out the way, fam— you ain’t the only one that needs this typa love,” he kidded Assata. “But, like he said, Queen, don’t eva do us like that again! You made me throw away a gram of Kush!”  
 
    Lovey fixed him with a quizzical stare as she tried to figure out what the hell Kush was. The room exploded in laughter as Goose elbowed his brother out the way. 
 
    “Never mind him, sweetness, how are you?” Goose gazed down into her pretty browns, anyone with eyes could see the turmoil that resided just beyond the loving smile.  
 
    “Aww hush—all of you,” she smiled, as mist converged in her eyes. “Y’all sho’ know how to make a lady feel special, I’m blessed.” She attempted to downplay the storm that was sure to spill from her eyes once she revealed the devastating news to these three men that loved her more than life.  
 
    Goose, ever the observer, saw the storm before it spilled from her. “Tell us what happened, mama, what’s going on?”  
 
    It’s as if his voice—his request—it all cracked her façade, and the truth that she wanted to hide from them exploded in her morale. They deserve the truth! She taught them to never keep secrets from one another, especially from her. Knowing this, she would never be able to forgive herself if she was to be viewed as a hypocrite in their eyes. She made eye contact with each man individually, her gaze finally settled onto Assata. He was the baby of the three, yet the one the devil toyed with the most.  
 
    She reached for the remote connected to the bed and adjusted herself into a sitting position. Once she was comfortable, she scooted over just enough and patted the empty spot without breaking her stare. 
 
    “Come, sit right here chile, I need to feel your energy.” She cracked that smile, that always gave solace to the wilderness that resided within each one of them.  
 
    Assata didn’t fall for it, yet still complied out of respect. Pain sat at the foot of the bed, and Goose kept his post standing. He could feel the darkness that was rolling from a corner of the world that he nor his brothers had ever ventured. His eyes turned to slits as a cold chill snaked itself around his heart and held on tight. They could count on one hand without using all five fingers how many times they’d witnessed Lovey cry. Even when her other half, her late husband, was gunned down in 1965, two days after the Watts Riot. This had to be some deep shit!  
 
    She took Assata’s face in her hands, they all understood that Assata was her baby. She took on the duty of mothering him after his moms died in 2002—the day after Valentine’s Day.  
 
    “Assata—you’ve been angry at God your entire life. Chile—you remember when you and ya’ mama was in Oak Cliff, and she was about to spank ya narrow behind for accidentally setting her couch on fire? You ran and locked yourself in the room and called me. Till this day, I still don’t’ know how a five-year-old chile remembered all them numbers, but you did—umhm—you sho’ did. I remember you cried, and when I asked you why, you said—Lovey, mama trying to whoop me cause I was tryin’ to get Gods attention. I asked you what you meant, and you said—I was praying, but Him wasn’t listening so I thought if I used mama’s lighter he could see where I was at. But, Him let mama’s couch light up—now she wanna whoop me, but Lovey, I promise it was an accident. I just wanted God to listen!” The room ignited in laughter. 
 
    Even Assata smirked at the trip down memory lane, but his smile didn’t quite reach his eyes. As he searched hers, he couldn’t seem to shake the ice that seemed to be solidifying around his heart. Anticipation sliced the throat of his patience, and the words slipped from his lips— 
 
    “Lovey, what the fuck is going on—we—” 
 
    ‘Smack—' There was no surprise—no anger—just deep waters as he rubbed the spot that Lovey just slapped. 
 
    “You watch ya mouth, ya hear? You ain’t too big for me to turn ya behind red. You ain’t out there with them heathens—you respect ya, Lovey, hear me,” she chastised. 
 
    “I’m—I’m sorry, Queen, I—it’s just—” 
 
    “Sorry is a title for lazy—trifling negro. I know I ain’t raised my boys to be either,” she cut him off. “Now, I know you feel something amiss, baby—all of you can, but that’s what I’m telling you. You must cage that animal within you, chile, it has no place here. Chile, I reminded you of that memory because I know that same little boy that called me that day still resides in you. He’s gonna try to get God’s attention again! This time, the fire he may cause will be too great to extinguish—” she paused, as she looked over at Goose. “This time, Goose is the one to lose his grip with patience.” 
 
    “Lovey, you’re spooking me—just tell us what’s going on, so we can know what to do to help.” 
 
    Lovey shook her head slightly as she turned eyes baptized in pain onto him. “There—there’s nothin’ you can do, chile. I’m dying y’all, my heart is old, and has gone bad on me.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
    Two Days Later 
 
    The black tar heroin, I got was raw—fresh off the boat. I sat in the kitchen and watched as Twisted taught Tessa how to mix the quinine, lactose, dextrose, and bonita in a perfect mixture in the blender before cappin’ it up. I stared at the twenty bricks on the floor, it reminded me of the day me and my lil bro, Nutz sat in that warehouse, the day our paths took different directions. This ain’t how I envisioned shit. This was my brother’s dream—his death sentence. Thoughts of my fam touched me somewhere deep. My mind began to get the best of me until Tessa asked a question that even I wrestled with. 
 
    “Baby, has anyone heard from Mena? It was not like her to not get at me, and ever since they admitted her moms to that psych ward, I’d been worried about her.”  
 
    My eyes found Twisted, he never broke his concentration on his work. “Naw, bae, I ain’t heard shit from lil’ mama ever since she ran up out the emergency room when they told us about Lil’ Joe.” 
 
    To the naked eye, nothing seemed astray, but to a person that’s known him his entire life, the fabrication was evident. 
 
    “Say, bruh, you good? I’m ‘bout to murk out,” I interrupted his flow. 
 
    He turned his red-rimmed eyes to me, I could tell he was sampling the product, or maybe the mask wasn’t thick enough to prevent the power of the morphine that danced against it.  
 
    “Fam, you know, I got this bidness—and if things get to cookin’, my lil’ friend will help me simmer it down.” He nodded to the M4 on the counter.  
 
    I nodded towards the living room. “Rock with me real quick, it won’t take long.” 
 
    As he turned off the blender Twisted pulled the mask off his face and a long string of snot hung from his nose. He used the back of his hand to wipe it away. I shook my head as I turned to leave the room. Shit crazy mayne, my niggaz head not right. We entered the living room, and the first thing that caught my attention was the boarded-up window my lil’ homies noggin’ came crashing through.  
 
    It was just one of the many indications that shit had gotten too thick, and it was time for a sit down with the boy Assata. But, first—I had to get things correct with lil’ buddy, right here cause he was gonna end up taking down the entire clique if he didn’t tighten up. I turned to face him, it was apparent that he was as high as Jesus—I shook my head in disappointment. 
 
    “Damn, homie, when you start fuckin’ with the boogeyman?” 
 
    His eyes drooped as a wicked smile parted his lips. “Ah, bruh, its nothin’ serious. I just bumped a little bit to take the edge off, feel me?” 
 
    “Naw, I don’t feel that dope-fiend shit, fam! We ‘posed to be getting to the money, not indulging ya nose, look at you. Twist—you can’t show up nowhere looking like Pookie off New Jack City! If the homies see you off yo’ note, the cubs gonna want yo’ seat, bruh, you’re ‘posed to be setting the—” 
 
    “Nigga, fuck outta here. Them niggaz know not to move crooked round me, I’m certified! Fam, let me do me, I got this—damn,” Twisted cut me off.  
 
    I stared at him—yea, lil’ bro’ was nefarious ‘round the city, but what he didn’t seem to understand was that these young boys were just as vicious and ambitious as he was. I’ve learned the hard way that you gotta let a man earn his own scars. Experience will be his best teacher. 
 
    “Look, Twisted, I’m not in yo’ mix, my dude, but when the shit you do interferes with my mula. It becomes a problem, we both know how I deal with problems.” I stared him down. 
 
    “You say all that ‘G’ shit to say what, family?” he seethed. 
 
    His eyes were twitching and murder was snaking from his body language. We faced off like two cowboys, but what he seemed not to recall was that his heat was in the kitchen. I relaxed my stance. Even though I had the ups on fam, he’s my family. I didn’t need his blood on my hands.  
 
    “At ease soldier—ain’t no smoke ova here, but—I’m sayin’ kinfolk—you so off ya stick that you at work on the day you mourn. How you gonna let the squad see you like—like this?” I used my hands to punctuate my point. Confusion was his best friend as he stared at me perplexed. 
 
    “Fuck you talmbout, Berg, ain’t nobody gonna see me like this, I ain’t leaving the spot, we got work to do.” 
 
    I smiled at him sadly. “So, you mean to tell me you forgot we layin’ Lil Joe to rest today? You gonna miss ya manz funeral?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Armani~ 
 
      
 
    “You did what? Uh-uh, bitch—you lyyyiin’! Please tell—” my sister, Kris overreacted. 
 
    She was always extra, but, she was my best friend. There was no other person more down for me than her. We’ve been through it all.  
 
    “Damn, bitch, lower your tone before they kick us out of here,” I whispered theatrically. 
 
    I hated to be embarrassed! Marcella giggled as if the shit was funny, but the food here was oh-to-good to have these silly broads get us tossed out. I sat up in my seat, my eyes absently turned to slits as I used my fork to cut into my slice of Tiramisu. I closed my eyes completely as to savor the exotic taste, it was as good as an orgasm—infused with rum and layered with mascarpone cheese, topped off with grated chocolate, this delicacy was delicious.  
 
    “Mani, damn bitch, that cake can’t be that good. I’ve been calling you for twenty years—damn.” Kris interrupted my vibe. 
 
    “Naw—that ain’t the cake that has her out of space like that, it’s that dick-a-thought,” Marcella added her two cents. 
 
    Kris looked at her with an arched eyebrow. Marcella released an exaggerated roll of the eyes. “Yes, bitch—the dick-a-thought—is when the dick is so good it becomes a thought! Every stroke—the girth—that—dick so good, that when he’s not around, you just daydream about it. Dick-a-thought.” She fanned herself like she’d just gamed us on some real top-notch shit.  
 
    Kris had the nerve to high five her like she was gonna add the phrase to her repertoire of things to say. I laughed at their silly butts. Dick didn’t stay on my mind like that. Assata’s sex game was the bomb.com, yet that’s not what moved a real woman as myself. 
 
    “Are you gonna give us the details or not?” Marcella demanded as she popped a black cherry in her mouth.  
 
    Despite the things Tessa has said about Mar I embraced her. I even went as far as telling her and my sister about how Assata did the strangest things to my body. A woman should never tell her bedroom secrets, but my sister was my sister, and I wanted to mark my territory with Mar. Even though I gave her a chance, I hadn’t forgotten how devious she could be, nor have I discarded Tessa’s advice about her wanting Assata.  
 
    “No, details, but—let’s just say that only a big girl can wrestle with that lion!” 
 
    “Heeyy—Armani got her a ruff-neck,” Kristasia sang as she did a little jig in her seat.  
 
    I rolled my eyes at her and focused my attention on Marcella. As she used her straw to stir the cream in her strawberry daiquiri, she smiled this ‘you go girl’ smile, but her eyes told a totally different story. To one that didn’t know any better, they’d overlook it, but to a bitch like me, I saw it—envy—jealousy. I notated it and store it in the back of my mind. 
 
    “So, what you gonna do about, Jazzy?” 
 
    I arched my eyebrows and tried to figure her angle. “I don’t get it, what does she have to do with me?” 
 
    “Shit, girl, she loves that boy. I talk to her every day, and he’s all she talks about. She’s ‘pose to come back to town next month, that’s why I can’t believe, Assata did that—niggaz ain’t shit, I swear,” she hissed. 
 
    “Soon as a girl goes to tend to her sick grandma, he’s stickin’ his little dick in the next bihh!” 
 
    Shots fired! The look I gave my sister. We’re both hip to the fact that Jazzy left Assata for another man. We’re also hip to the fact that Jaz does not talk to Mar because Tessa finally let the cat out the bag about how Mar feels for him. Maybe Tessa was onto something when she tried to warn me about this girl. If only I’d known just how right she’d turn out to be, maybe I wouldn’t regret so much later down the road when her warning turned into reality. I would had been better off cutting the head off the snake than embracing it. Snakes can’t be tamed, it don’t matter if you’ve defanged them. It’s only natural for them to bite! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    The church was packed to capacity. It seemed as if the whole metroplex showed up to pay their respects to one of the city’s most ambitious sons. It’s crazy how people could turn even the most devastating events into a fashion show. Minks and Gators—designers such as Valentino, Officine Generale—Dior Homme, and many others could be seen on display. It was so many jewels that it looked as if someone looked at a picture of ancient Egypt and attempted to breathe revivalism into the atmosphere.  
 
    I sat up front with Pearl as Reverend James sweated at the pulpit. He’d been up there lying out the front of his teeth about how good a man Lil’ Joe was, and how he was in a better place. I laughed, this nigga ain’t even know, fam! Lil’ Joe was a killa! No need to act like we ain’t all here to mourn a gangsta. This was why I hated funerals, too much fake shit. I glanced at the Audemar on my wrist, frustration was evident on my face. Fuck this boy at?  
 
    Twist was ‘pose to be here thirty minutes ago. I knew it didn’t take this long to put that work up and lock the trap down. Pearl musta read my body language because she patted me on my knee in a soothing manner. 
 
    “And God says, for the body shall perish, but the soul, the soul will—” James said before the doors of the church blew open with force.  
 
    All eyes turned to see who, or what could be so bold as to disturb the eternal rest of lil’ homie. A few of the homies stood to investigate, but it was not warranted as a lone figure stepped in Crip walking his way down the aisle, stacking and chunking up the set as if Dub-C taught him that shit personally. Fam made a spectacle. He was dressed in a navy-blue Dickie’s unit, blue bandanna tied around his head, wrist, and neck, but—it was the portrait of him and Lil’ Joe one the back of his shirt that made his outfit worth more than every Mink and designer outfit in attendance.  
 
    It was a picture of him and Lil’ Joe standing in the middle of Hic Street, clutching AR-15’s. Above the picture, it said, ‘Crip in Peace till I Get There’. No one moved to put an end to his antics. In fact, Pearl smiled so big I wondered if this shit was preordained. I turned my eyes back to my little cousin, even I had to acknowledge the gangsta. Even though, his attire had to be the cheapest one in the building, financially—sentimentally it was worth a mill ticket. As he made it to the casket, he began taking the bandannas off one by one and laid them over its surface. 
 
    “Now hold on one minute, young man, this-this isn’t’—” the preacher began before the reaper cut him off— 
 
    “If you enjoy standing ova that casket rather than being in it, you need to find you a seat preacher. Right now, I’m grooving with my nigga. You don’t want to invite the devil in.” Twist said, as he walked up and snatched the microphone out of his hands.  
 
    He gazed at the crowd, he sneered before he fucked the whole congregation up. “Fuck all y’all! My nigga ain’t know none of y’all! You niggaz ain’t stood in them trenches with us when we was pitchin’ fifty packs by the food sto’! You niggaz came here to stunt fa these nothin’ ass hoes but see—y’all ain’t gonna squat at my brothers last stop and come up on some of the same pussy he laid in before. He checked out. So, this what the bidness is, and it’s fair considering my first impulse.” 
 
    He reached under his shirt, Twisted pulled out a grey and black .40 with a small drum attached to it. He sighed and deep intakes of breath could be heard as mu’fuckas anticipated his next move. Everybody knew the boy was nasty with his work, so his next words were heeded with haste. 
 
    “All you mu’fuckas get the fuck out,” he roared, as spit flew from his mouth. 
 
    A stampede ensued as people jumped over each other in order to make it out with their lives. Minutes later, the church was as empty as a deserted island, except for a few gangstas, Pearl, her daughters, the preacher and yours truly. He turned his eyes to Reverend James and grit his teeth, as he pointed the tool at him. 
 
    “Fuck I just say, dude? Get ya fake ass out, nigga! God ain’t give a fuck ‘bout him while he was living, so we ain’t trying to hear him now. This a gangsta’s party, only gangsta’s invited!”  
 
    Pearl fanned herself. “Hallelujah,” she stated, raising her other hand to give praise. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seventeen 
 
    It’s Really Me Fam 
 
    ~Pain~ 
 
    Days Later 
 
      
 
    Heading out of the house, I ran straight into Tessa. Little lady was lookin’ real bossy in a Marchesa short set, with a pair of stiletto Jordan’s on. Her hair was pulled back tight into a bun, and her sex appeal screamed for a boss to take her somewhere and fuck her till she was sleeping with her thumb in her mouth. 
 
    “Whoa, lil’ mama.” I grabbed her by her arms to prevent her from fallin’ on her ass.  
 
    Once she was steady, I leaned down and smooched her on those succulent ass lips. “What’s good, mama?”  
 
    Her pretty ass looked at me with a blush and laughed like a school girl. “Where you going so fast—huh, Papi?” 
 
    “I’m ‘bout to mash to the spot to see how that bag lookin’. I’ma bark at you after I’m through getting my hands dirty,” I revealed. 
 
    The look crossed her face, but as quickly as it came, it went. She smothered it with a fake smile, but I ain’t for the fakin’, so I checked it asap. 
 
    “What’s the bidness with that face you made?” I questioned. 
 
    She tried to downplay it. “Boy stop, just make some time for me when you get loose,” Tessa flirted. 
 
    I looked at lil’ one with one of them, ‘yea right’, looks and smashed all that weak shit she spat. A female was only as gamed up as the nigga that’s molding her, and I’m a true sculptor so I saw the cracks in the shallow façade she was putting on. 
 
    “Sup, mayne, you fuckin’ wit’ me or what? I ain’t gonna be there long anyway. You may as well slide with me,” I said, as I hit the automatic start on the blood red Jag XF Sport-brake I’d just copped.  
 
    “What, nigga, don’t play. I know you ain’t going to nobody’s trap dressed like that,” she retorted, indicating the Prada unit I adorned.  
 
    Bingo! That’s what crawled up shawty’s ass, she thinks I’m ‘bout to cut the next bitch.  
 
    I laughed lightly. “Ooh, I get it. That’s why you blowing all that smoke out ya nose. You think I’m checking for the next hoe?” I stared at her with a crooked smile. “You caught feelings for a nigga, ma—you jealous?” 
 
    “Bruh, you got the wrong one talking about catching feelings, and shit! Jealous, boy look at me!” Tessa spun around, that little petite ass jiggled as she did a 360 on me.  
 
    “I’m a bad bitch, and you know it! Miss me with all the extras.”  
 
    I stepped into lil’ one’s space, “Tess, you ain’t gotta front wit’ ya boy. I know you on my game like that, that’s gravy cause I’m fuckin’ wit’ your flavor as well,” I said, kissing her forehead, followed by a trail of wet kisses down her neck. 
 
    “Umm, Pain, you, betta—bet—quit boy, you know that’s my spot,” she moaned, then untangled herself from my embrace.  
 
    I learned at an early age that it’s two things that will humble a tough hoe. One, showing her, you don’t need her, and two, preyin’ on her weaknesses. Shawty finally decided to discard the games. 
 
    “Pain, what is this? I’m fa real, can we even put a title on us? I mean, I’m fuckin’ with you cause you make me feel like no other nigga has—my body—my mind—they crave you, but you insist that I keep fuckin’ with Twisted so you can get ya ups on him and his crew. What happens when he senses that shit? When can it just be us?  Are we just friends with benefits—lovers—what?” Tessa showed me her vulnerability.  
 
    Our eyes searched each other, as I allowed my mind to wrap around the possibilities. I’m feeling lil’ mama in a major way, but—can I trust her? 
 
    “Look, this how I see shit if you’re ready to take it there, that exclusive shit? I’m with it, but I demand loyalty, ma. No in between, I’ll kill you for treason!” I gave it to her as solid, as it was once given to me. “There’s a lot that comes with fuckin’ with a nigga like me, ma. So, before you jump into the water with a shark, you need to be sure that’s what you want.” I gave her the ball to bounce in her court. 
 
    I know Tessa has been giving her pussy to numerous niggaz. She’s set niggaz up for her duole and even shared herself with other bitches. Yet—her heart ain’t ever been held by a real nigga that sees her beyond jumping up and down in her pussy. I can tell from the way she walks—talks. 
 
    “Pain, I’m tired of playing games. Yea, I’m feeling you. Yea, I wanna be yo’ girl, but what price do I gotta pay in order to hold that title? I’m not scared of being hurt, but that doesn’t mean that I’m in a rush to experience that typa emotion,” She said, with something deep in her eyes. 
 
    “Look, ma—in every relationship, pain lurk within the shadows. If you can’t accept what comes with love, what’s the use of trying to possess it? Love and pain mix in the same pyrex, you can’t have one without the other. If you’ve never grown from the pain of the one that you love. How can you profess this sacred emotion, and know fa sure it’s sincere?” 
 
    Tessa sighed, “So, what your saying is I should take the risk of investing my heart in you, knowing that you may hurt me in the future?” 
 
    “Naw, ma—what I’m sayin’ is if you accept a person with their flaws and can still find it within your heart to love them. Then you take the risk of being hurt anyway. All in all, I’m asking you to take this chance with a real nigga, knowing that I’d neva intentionally hurt you.”  
 
    Tessa stared at me—her eyes search for an indication of game. Seeing none, she did the only thang left to do, snatch the keys out my hands. “I’m driving this pretty bitch. You just sit back like a boss and show me where to go.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    The needle glided over my skin as my ese potna, Hector inked my neck. He was freakin’ a big ass lion head, and I was trying to be ‘G’d up under the pressure of the gun, but whoever said tattoos didn’t hurt was a lying son-of-a-bitch! Focusing my attention on the sound of the money machine clicking, and the activities around me—I tried to blink it out.  
 
    “I’m almost done vato—just be a ‘G’ till I’m through.” He smiled down at me. 
 
    Something soft entered the room and her aroma was sweet—cherry blossom—sexy! “Ahh,” I growled as the gun cut off. 
 
    “All done ese, tell me whatchu tink?” Hector said.  
 
    Holding up the hand-held mirror, I stared wide-eyed at his work. Homie gifted. “That shit nice, daddy—fa real!” Marcella said next to me—too close for my comfort. 
 
    I got up from the couch, I dug in the pockets of my Louis V’s and pulled out a knot. I peeled four bills from the stack and attempted to hand them to bruh, but he pushed my hand away. 
 
    “Nada, amigo, tu know we too good for compensation. Don’t insult me, ese,” he frowned. 
 
    I laughed and dapped him up. He was right, me and homie been rocking since middle school. When shit between the browns and blacks wasn’t so accepted. Yet, me and ole Hector put that shit to the side cause we recognized potential. Now fifteen years later—we still counting commas together. My phone jumped on my hip, taking it off and looking at it, the number was unfamiliar. I didn’t know what made me look up, but I came into eye contact with Mar. For some reason, the bitch just made me feel? I didn’t know really, but I did know that in an attempt at breaking eye contact, I answered my phone. 
 
    “Yea—Yea?” 
 
    The voice on the other end was silent, yet I could hear the breathing. 
 
    “Man, fuck who playin’ on—” 
 
    “This Assata?” The familiar voice froze my blood. I’d recognize it anywhere!  
 
    He laughed. “I see yo’ paranoid ass is still observant. I take it you already know who this is, so we can skip the formalities. Dig, I need to vibe with you, homie—it’s important.” 
 
    I’m really speechless. The whole world been lookin’ for this nigga, and here he was on my shit. 
 
    “Where—when?” I hissed. 
 
    “Shid, now! We can meet up at that old spot your boys got out in the country. You know—the spot y’all did ole boy at. Hour plus, homie.” 
 
    “Hold the fuck up—you talking real reckless on my shit, fam,” I spazzed, but it was useless cause he was gone. 
 
    Ice-Berg hung up, but—how the fuck he know ‘bout tha spot? 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Freedom~ 
 
      
 
    The spotlight was against my skin. The microphone felt powerful in my hands. The crowd was silent—anticipating—awaiting my voice to place into words the thoughts that most couldn’t verbalize. The room was smokey—electric! To me, it was a deserted island lost within a moment of déjà vu. I’d been here before, yet—it felt so empty—so foreign! 
 
    “Come on girl, preach that Earth talk,” A queen encouraged me from somewhere beyond the light. 
 
    A wounded smile kissed my lips as I acknowledged her wit’ a nod of my head. My hair was wild tonight, the same as emotions—the condition Assata left them in.  
 
    “Peace Gods and Earth. Tonight, I stand before you all as I am—a volcano of emotions. Due to circumstances beyond my control, it hurts me to say, but tonight will be my last night gracing the stage.”  
 
    Hushed whispers ensued, and some midnight black brother said, “Come on sista, don’t do us like that. Hell, you’re the reason I come to this hellhole!” 
 
    The host blue said, “Hey now, don’t get ya ass kicked!” 
 
    The crowd roared at his jest—I smiled in spite of it being the last thing I feel like doing. 
 
    “It’s okay y’all, cause tonight I plan to leave y’all with something to remember me by. This piece I’m ‘bout to give y’all is my mind, body, and soul all wrapped into a tropical storm that’s raging around this room in search of the only God that can be tamed it. Since he’s not present, y’all just let it wash over ‘yall in the rawest form. It’s me personified, Free! I call it, ‘Standing in a Tropical Storm’. I wrapped my hands around the mic before caressing it in my signature way—sexually—intimately, my lips parted, and an invisible storm was created in the form of words. 
 
    “Loving you is like spending two and a half days wandering the Sahara Desert, twelve hours away from becoming dehydrated 
 
    Only to stumble upon a paradise in the form of a gangsta, a partial cup of water that isn’t enough to quench my thirst, yet just enough to make me rehydrated 
 
    So, I hungrily sip from your cup as if it is the cup of eternal life 
 
    Only to realize that love is blind like a sightless woman that prays for eternal sight 
 
    I give you me—naked as Eve was before she came into the knowledge 
 
    Yet, you give me your hypothesis—a taste of your love—and your dick, as if I’m a crazy woman, and it’s the new word for psychiatrists 
 
    Yet, I’m Earth—the third planet from the Sun, Revolution period of three sixty-five point twenty-six days at a mean distance of approximately one forty-nine point, six million kilometers, and it takes me twenty-three hours and fifty-six point, zero seven minutes to rotate around you 
 
    Meaning—perfection within our distance—if we become any closer, there’d be fire within our kisses—I know I’m not beyond your comprehension, yet Sun I need you to listen. 
 
    I’ve witness Heaven cries from the number of seven eyes— 
 
    Lost so much in my life that I began to question God—Allah! 
 
    Yet, I know that nothin’ will make me more unbalanced than saying goodbye, having to live with the fact that we didn’t even try 
 
    But, how is this real if you’re living a lie 
 
    Telling me God comes from under the mud, when I was taught he resides in the sky? 
 
    Y’all, I don’t want to love him anymore, yet my heart is an alcoholic for his taste 
 
    Knowing that even if I moved on with another, I’d end up replacing his face with his face 
 
    That would be treason—a fake bitch—a love misplaced. 
 
    So, I’ll wait— 
 
    Not wanting to love him, but needing to in order to breath 
 
    Standing in a tropical storm searching for an escape, but knowing I’ll never leave.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Goose~ 
 
      
 
    Me and Kamika pulled up beside Assata’s SS. Soon as I killed the ignition, she handed me a Ninna Ross, amm1, that looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t place it just yet. My mind was stuck on the twist in the game that Assata just hipped me to. The cat Ice-Berg that I’d saw all over tv had resurfaced. Here—at our spot! Since I first touched down in this hellhole, I’d had my investigation in full swing! I heard of the ongoing beef between him and Assata, so quite understandably I suspected him for the shooting that landed my baby brother in a coma! Yet, I also suspect the girl, Jazzy. Even though, Assata disagreed, something didn’t sit right with me.  
 
    I remembered her telling me about the dude Gusto but now he’s dead! Who shot him? It’s as if someone was cleaning house and as long as they was still breathing, Assata wasn’t safe. I knew his mind had been preoccupied trying to figure it out, but my eyes and ears were to the asphalt! Back to the here and now—fuck this sucka been hiding? How he knew about this spot? The law boy that we slumped? There’s too many questions that only he had the answers to. So, with that in mind, me and lil’ one exited the truck at the same time.  
 
    Assata pushed the banana clip into the Draco AK .47. Two more carloads of our shootas swerve in beside us, everybody was war ready! Once everybody was on deck, we all turned to Assata, it was his call. His eyes studied the abandoned building as if it was his first time seeing it, but the sound of tires moving fast over gravel snatched all of our attention. A fleet of five SUV’s pulled to a stop in a ‘V’ formation. The lead truck was a black Infiniti Qx80 that squatted on black big heads.  
 
    The front doors swung open and two well-dressed Mexicans stepped out brandishing assault rifles equipped with drums so big it looked like a workout just holding them. We watched as they stepped to the back of the truck and open both doors. A bald dark-skinned cat stepped out. He was clap doctor clean in an all-white Giorgio Armani two-piece, accentuated by a pair of gold Gators. He was accompanied by a Mexican dressed head to toe in colorful Versace. I knew because the silk button up that depicted the big Medusa head on the front was in my closet at home.  
 
    As the four men stepped towards us, the remaining trucks spilled out a mixture of black and brown gun-toting men that caused me and Assata to make eye contact. He ain’t tell me we was meeting the Mafia! The closer they got, the more crazy shit became. All of the ese’s have big ass tattoos on their face. The most recognizable was the MS-13 stamp. I’m familiar with El Salva Trucha. There was a few in the Tone that came down from Cali. They’re not Mexicans, they’re Salvadorian. Beasts! Barbarians! Midway they stopped and assessed us as we repaid the same assessment. I turned my eyes to Assata; he looked a bit confused, as his eyes searched the crowd. I didn’t know what was up, but I did know that this was the wrong time to become indecisive! Naw—straight up! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    Fuck he at, is this a setup? This nigga playin’ a dangerous game, and to think I started to respect his pussy ass after the Russian lick. I saw my brother getting antsy besides me. His grip tightened on the bullshit nine in his hands. I told fam that we were coming to see a gangsta, out of every gun we got on deck, this boy brings a fuckin’ nine! No need to trip though—the short booty choppa I’m clutchin’ gave me reassurance that if shit got ugly, I would be able to cover me, bruh, and his bitch! I stepped forward and spoke my peace. 
 
    “What’s the bidness, where Berg at?” I waited, but my only response was blank stares and a deadly silence. So, shid—I did what any gangsta would do, I aimed the tool and drew the line in the sand. “Since you boys jumpin’ out on some mafia shit like it ain’t real ova here. What’s poppin’, bleed? Y’all trying to get on some real cowboy shit or what? I ain’t askin’ no mo’—fuck Berg at,” I hissed loud enough for the world to hear me. 
 
    Every cat that knew me, knew I was ‘bout to get on that dumb shit. I guess that’s why all the click-clacking of weapons on both sides of the line could be heard, but most importantly, the reason the bald-headed cat stepped out with a smile on his face. That’s cool, he would be the first to go where niggaz like us go after our time had expired, I aimed in his direction. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    The atmosphere was lit with tension—murda—testosterone! I put a hand in the air so that my shootas saw, I held it in the air silently letting them know we good. Weapons lowered on my side, but the opposition wasn’t respecting nothin’ but Assata’s word. I smiled, as I stepped towards the young lion.  
 
    “If you know what’s good for you gangsta, you’d stop where you’re at,” he said, when I’m ‘bout nine feet away—almost face to face.  
 
    The diamonds rocked him as I allowed them to gleam in the sun. He knew I was the only one with sapphires and gold in my mouth. That was his first indication that it was some strange shit in the mix, but once I spoke, his face contorted into a look of wonderment—curiosity—disbelief! Yet, he lowered the burna and tilts his head slightly with a million questions in his eyes. Then he said, “Fam, this some real freaky bidness.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I’ve seen some real spooky shit in my day, but this? This bidness right here was what them urban books authors be writing ‘bout. Now, either this boy had got the exact grill as Ice-Berg or he whacked the boy and pried them shits of his teeth, but what he couldn’t have done was stolen homie’s raspy ass voice. I’d recognize it anywhere! 
 
    “Sup, homie—you look like you saw a ghost,” he laughed at his own joke.  
 
    “Look, Assata, I know this is a lot to swallow, bruh, but let’s step in there. I’ll give it to you from the hip.”  
 
    He nodded towards the building.  
 
    While he assessed the man, Goose leaned over and whispered. “Yo—why are you looking like you seen a ghost? We ‘bout to make these tools talk or what bruh—you got me off my square.” 
 
    “Fam, that’s not Berg—I mean—it is Berg—but, it ain’t his face— Maaann, just let me think, bruh.” I turned my attention back to Berg.  
 
    If he wasn’t who he betta be, a lot of us was not gonna make it home to our families, and I was goin’ to spend as much time as I possibly could with Lovey before she closed her eyes. On gang! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Face in the Dark~ 
 
      
 
    I placed my binoculars down beside me, I was as lost as the tv series. Who the fuck were these people, Assata was meeting with here in the country? The bald guy was the boss—his aura was thick—demanding! Yet, the Mexican had the walk of a drug lord. Could it be that Assata was plotting to get deeper into the drug business? Why does the bald guy walk spark familiarity? Hmmm? Something was off about this whole situation, but no matter what these boys had goin’ on. They were going to need every gun they could find because the tiger touched down in the city today. I must keep Assata alive in order to help me break the chains of the new master.  
 
    Then—only after, am I at free will to kill him myself! Kill him and fuck him? Fuck him, then kill him—whichever occurred first. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, homie, it’s really me,” I repeated, for the third time in the thirty minutes we’d been in this hot ass building.  
 
    After I explained the entirety of what transpired after we went our separate ways from the Russia lick. Assata and who I’d learned to be his older brother stared at me in awe—fascination! The cute lil’ broad who I assumed to be Goose’s lady friend stared at me with what I assumed to be starstruck admiration, but, it was something-something strange about her stare. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but if I was right, I’d be fuckin’ her somewhere down the road. I had a feeling Goose recognized the chemistry as well, but he said nothin’. I liked him, he was a playa personified. 
 
    “Look, homie, all this bloodshed is costin’ me a fortune, I—” 
 
    “All this bloodshed coulda been avoided if you wouldn’t have been on all this mysterious kingpin bidness, dawg, now some solid homies are underground all because you allow yo’ arrogance to blindfold you to the bigger picture, nigga!” Assata seethed. 
 
    Heat instantly flooded my veins, but before I could check playboy for interruptin’ me, my phone sang Belle’s ringtone. Fire was in my eyes as I stared him down and yanked my horn off my hip. 
 
    “Yea, what’s up, ma, I’m busy!”  
 
    My face turned a darker shade of black from what she just told me. I hung up and looked to homie—we gotta problem! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eighteen 
 
    ‘Let’s Make A Deal’ 
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
    Next Day 
 
      
 
    “We have a problem! We have a problem! We have a problem,” he ranted. 
 
    “Fuck you mean, we got a problem?” 
 
    “Damn—damn—damn! How the fuck they know? Do they know? Fuck—say, we gotta do something—quick,” Ice-Berg said as he paced the littered floor in a frenzy. 
 
    “Say, fam,” I said, as I stepped in his path, blocking his stride.  
 
    “Fuck is wrong with you, who has a problem!?” 
 
    His eyes were unfocused—distant. He looked as if he was searched for answers to questions beyond him. A rat scurried across the floor, and without warning, this nut case snatched up the Draco I’d laid on a makeshift bench, and damn near whacked the harmless rodent. All eyes turned to him like he’d lost his head, even his own men had curious looks on their faces.  
 
    As if he just realized he was the center of attention, he looked to me. “The Russians are here, they touched down today!”  
 
    I looked at him like, so fuckin’ what! But, he dropped a bomb on me and everybody in the room. 
 
    “Fam, they know it was us!” Looking as if he’d whacked me, rather than risked me givin’ him up, he said, “They comin’ for me, and you, bruh. They won’t know what I look like, but you won’t be hard to find fam.”  
 
    My mind spun out of control. Coming for me? Fuck they know, I had something to do with the lick? Fuck they know ‘bout me, period? I guess we musta had the same thoughts cause his eyes bore into me. 
 
    “Somebody talkin’, homie, but who?” 
 
    “Assata! Assata,” someone’s persistence penetrated my reverie.  
 
    I turned my head in her direction, confused. “Sup, lady, fuck you yelling in my ear?” I stared at her from hooded eyes.  
 
    The Kush got me lovely, yet, I guess not lovely enough to steal my mind from the storm headed my way. Armani took her eyes off the road for a brief moment to study me. 
 
    “Whoa—where did you go, baby? You went to a dark place, huh?” she said, as she reached over and took my hand to hers.  
 
    I reclined in my seat and turned my gaze out the window. “I’m always in a dark place, ma. The story of my life, ya dig.” 
 
    Slightly squeezing my hand, she offered me one of the most powerful things a woman can offer a man, her ear.  
 
    “You want to talk about it? You know you can tell me anything, right?”  
 
    My silence was thick as I observed the condition of my city, as we exited loop 288 and headed for the hospital to see Lovey. 
 
    “Right,” she persisted. 
 
    I finally turned my eyes to her. “You sure ‘bout that? Anything, what if I told you, I’ma killa and there was so much blood on my hands I could donate some to a blood bank? What if I told you its’ not safe to be with me because my enemies want me dead, and they’ll kill everybody I give a fuck about in order to get to me? Better, yet—what if told you, you’re wasting your time loving me cause I can never love you back?” I breathe the fire that would purify her truths all the way down to its rawest form.  
 
    She released my hand, as she returned her attention to the road. “Look, Assata, I’m not one of those lil’ girls you’re used to. Naw, I ain’t from the same background as you, but you best believe I ain’t green. I won’t pretend that the shit you told me doesn’t scare me to death, but you know what, I’ve been scared before, so fuckin’ what! You don’t know me as you will in time, but, know this—when I got in the car with you, I buckled my seatbelt. All this tryin’ to run me away mess you be on, miss me with it! Now get your foot out your mouth and put that gun that you have on waist under the seat. We’re here, you’re already smelling like that stuff you be smoking,” she made a goofy face as if she smelled something foul. 
 
    “I don’t want to have to end my day at the county trying to bond you out for being too gangsta,” she said, as she exited the car.  
 
    I cracked a smile in spite of myself. Lady was tuggin’ on my heart! Real shit, she’s yanking on that bitch. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Pain~ 
 
      
 
    The day had been long as fuck, but progressive. After I checked the traps to make sure shit was Gucci, Tessa surprised me with some real freaky shit. 
 
    “Baby, you ever had a ménage a trois?” I looked at her quizzically. 
 
    “Naw, why, you trying to give me my first one?”  
 
    She snickered like a real slut, “I’ve been known to suck a pussy or two—or three!” 
 
    I put the blueberry swisher to my lips and inhaled its essence, her revelation didn’t surprise me, a nigga could always tell if he had a freak on his hands, no matter how hard she attempted to hide it. Hoeism was like a perfume to a seasoned playa, he could sense it out the gate! Long story short, that’s how me and Tessa ended up in the backseat of my Jag with some ese bitch driving us someplace unknown.  
 
    “Say, shawty, where you going?” I asked through a mouthful of smoke. 
 
    Lookin’ out the window nothin’ was familiar. We must have been on the outskirts of the city cause we were surrounded by a bunch of trees and sprawling pastures. Tessa nuzzled the side of my neck as her hand disappeared into my pants. 
 
    “Baby, calm down, let us have our way with you. What, you think, we’re going to kidnap you, and hold you hostage or something?” She cooed as her fingers wrapped around my flaccidness. She kissed my neck and whispered, “Even, if we were, would that be so bad, daddy?” 
 
    As little mama maneuvered the truck expertly, our eyes met in the rearview mirror, with catlike eyes she ran her tongue seductively over her lips. 
 
    “Save me some, chula,” she said to Tess. 
 
    She must have been feenin’ for the dick cause her skin was aglow with perspiration. Maybe the hoe was sick or something, I asked anyway. 
 
    “What you sweatin’ for, mama, you sick or something?” 
 
    “Naw, Papi, mi chust con wait to taste tat dick! Mi popped a molly too,” she replied, as Tessa’s head bobbed up and down with lightning speed.  
 
    Her head game deserved straight ‘A’s! Bitches like this were dangerous because they’ll suck a lesser niggaz pockets dry—literally! Layin’ my head against the leather, I felt the change of the terrain as lil’ mama turned down a dirt road. I was ‘bout to protest, but Tessa’s lips were like the jaws of life. All I could think was fuck it—I’ll wash it tomorrow. If I woulda been on note, I woulda noticed senorita’s eyes focusing on the parked car on the side of the road. But, it didn’t take long cause a funny feeling caused my eyes to crack open, and that was the first thing I saw.  
 
    “Saayy, mann, where the fuck we going,” I spazzed, pushin’ Tessa off me.  
 
    I reached for my tool at the same time lil’ one passed by the white Lexus. I saw that the driver’s side door was wide open, and someone was slumped over the steering wheel. The dumb hoe stumped down on the brakes, causing us all to jerk forward.  
 
    “Hold on y’all, let’s see if they need help,” she murmured.  
 
    I instantly exploded. “Bitch fuck that nigga, he ain’t our concern. Drive this mu’fucka and get us outta here before we wind up cased up for a murda we ain’t commit!”  
 
    My words musta fell on deaf ears cause this ditsy broad was already out of the truck. Me and Tessa watched as she spoke to whomever it was.  
 
    She looked back and said some of the craziest shit I ever heard. “Y’all, this man needs some help.”  
 
    I frowned as I let the window down all the way. 
 
    “Say, you gonna either get your lame ass back in this truck or end up driving that Lex back to the city. We ain’t no damn good Samaritans, I’m a drug dealer!” 
 
    “Baby go help the man, you wouldn’t want nobody leaving you out here in the middle of nowhere fa dead. What if that was me? Would you want somebody to pass me by when they had the chance to save me?” Tessa responded.  
 
    My first impulse was to put her ass out with her podna, but she was right. I wouldn’t want nobody to leave me for dead. Her—shid, I could get another female, but I couldn’t get another me!  
 
    “Mann, fuck,” I growled, as I opened the door.  
 
    I watched as ole girl tried her best to pull homeboy from the car. 
 
    “Baby give me the fuckin’ gun and go help her, you don’t need that shit, right now,” Tessa reprimanded. 
 
    I shoulda followed my first instinct and smashed off, but like any other nigga in a rush to get his dick wet. I handed ova the tool and made my way over to help.  
 
    “Give me a hand, Papi—he’s hurt bad,” senorita said out of breath. 
 
    By now, she’s drippin’ sweat. Due to the fact that she had him by his legs. I couldn’t see his face, but as I stepped around her. I noticed the Lexus seemed unscratched. Not a dent—scratch—not a bullet-hole. That shoulda been my first indication. The second warning should have been when I noticed the absence of blood. Suddenly the Mexican bitch dropped the man’s legs.  
 
    “Damn, nigga, you not gonna help or what?” She flipped on me. 
 
    I noticed the accent was long gone. Then the strangest thing happened, homeboy sat up like the wrestler, ‘The Undertaker’, after he’d been beaten. What—the—fuuuck? Soon as our eyes met, I realized my first mistake. I should have never trusted these hoes! I slowly backed towards the car, homie began laughing maniacally. My adrenaline was at full speed, truth be told, I was damn near ‘bout to turn and run, but the cold steel against the back of my head deaded all of that. Tessa spoke to Playboy as if they’d been doin’ this shit their whole lives. 
 
    “Baby let me do this nigga with his own gun—pweese, bae?” she begged. 
 
    Homie looked at me with a satisfying smirk. “What you think, homie, choose your poison? You fell for the oldest trick in the book. Boys never learn pussy kills mo’ niggaz than the streets.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    As I stepped into the dimly lit room, I couldn’t stop my heart from hurting. Ever since she told us about her condition, life didn’t seem so colorful. A man can acquire all the money in the world, fuck some of the baddest women, and pop every typa bottle known to man. But, at the end of each day, his balance was found in the people that will love him without all that shit. In this day and age, love and loyalty was just as materialistically important as a car, and clothes. Mu’fuckas will love you and pledge their loyalty for just as long as you whippin’ the hottest whip and allowed them to share in the riches you took penitentiary chances fa.  
 
    Soon as yo’ time expires, the love becomes spite, and the loyalty becomes betrayal. As I stood here and allowed my eyes to take in the condition of Lovey for the millionth time in my life. I wondered if there was such a thing as God? If so, why he let certain shit happen? Just because a person could bear certain shit didn’t mean it wouldn’t fuck them up to a point that they’d be betta off dead. I never respected the cliché of ‘God may not come when you want Him, but He’s always on time’ because all I’d witnessed in this life made me ask, on time for what?  
 
    Yet and still, I wanted to believe in the homie. It’s just hard! I made my way over to my Queen, slowly. It crushed my soul to see how feeble she looked as she slept. I’d never seen her down or weak—never. There’s so much I needed to tell her—too much love to return. My eyes blurred without my consent. As I stood over the woman who’s loved me beyond the loot—the materialistic shit, I closed my wet eyes and did something I ain’t did since Shy was murked. I did the only thing I could do for her—I talked to the O.G. 
 
    “If there was a different portion of my life captured within every tear, I’ve shed maybe the people that question my belief and perspectives could see the why’s instead of the animal in me. But since it’s not, I know you understand! O.G., I don’t know if you’re up there, or if I’m talking to myself, but for this woman, that’s laying here fighting for her life. I’m coming to you earnestly. Life ain’t ever been good to me, my nigga. I can’t remember a time that I’ve ever been truly happy. Yet, as I reflect on the shit I’ve experienced in life, I see Lovey there, O.G. I guess she’s my happiness, my air, God.  
 
    You snatched my moms from me when I was fourteen, dawg, stole the heart of a gangsta. If you knew everything that’s gonna happen before it happens, then why you let that go down when you know she was the best part of me, fam? You left me with the worst of me—my regrets—my anger—but most of all—this pain! It’s raining right—here, dawg—” I used a clenched fist to tap my chest, where my heart was ‘pose to be. “It’s storming inside of me, O.G., and it’s dark. I need you to hear me, God—hear me, mann!  
 
    Shy gone—Moose gone—I ain’t got shit to give you God—just a few dollas stained with blood, a couple punk hoes that may not last, and a soul that’s so black I’m ashamed to offer it to you, but I’ll trade it all for this woman to live. Please, God, I don’t know if you can see me in the crowd of so many that’s needing you, right now, but—” I reached in my pockets and pulled out a lighter. I flicked it once—twice—three times, then—fire. A small flame danced from the octane filled container.  
 
    I glanced over at Armani, she stared at me with eyes of confusion, but also respect. She didn’t know the story of when I was little and set the couch on fire to get Gods attention, but she was smart enough to know this flame meant something. “God, I need you to see these tears in my eyes—this hurricane that’s stirring inside me. I’m not asking you to intervene with this beef that’s on its way. I’m not asking you to forgive me for my iniquities. I’m asking you not to take, Lovey, God—please—”  
 
    The lakes in my eyes overflowed, as I waved the flame around the room. I slowly opened my eyes—the flame flickered, then died. I need God to see—need him to. So, I flicked the lighter as a flood submerged my face. The sound of me trying to strike the lighter was loud as a Congo drum in the silence of this room. At least to me, it seemed that way. Zzzp—zzzp—it sounded off, as I continued to try to bring the flame back. God must’ve felt a nigga cause an angel called to me from somewhere outside of this bubble of rain, I’d trapped myself in. 
 
    “Satta, Baby, that you?” Lovey whispered.  
 
    I leaned down and began placing kisses all over her face until it was baptized with my lip prints and tears.  
 
    “Yea, mama—it’s me—I’ve been here trying to get God’s attention, Lovey, but him won’t listen.” I cried, as I tried again to make the flame dance.  
 
    I need him to see me! Zzzzp—zzzzp—zzzzp—fire! I smiled through the tears as the flame danced as if He finally saw me. 
 
      
 
    ***
  
 
    ~Detective Winslet~ 
 
      
 
    I hadn’t been to work since the bank heist, so there was much to be done now that I was back at the office. As soon as, I entered officers applauded as if I’d won a Grammy or something. I was quite speechless as I stood in the middle of this room, surrounded by Fort Worth’s finest. It was honestly a cultural shock to be surrounded by so many cops after being in the company of so much money—so many gangstas. Truth be told, it felt good! This was me. This was what made my father, who was a cop for thirty years before being murdered on duty, proud of me.  
 
    This was his dream. I knew he must’ve been turning over in his grave for the things I’d been doing. I regretted so much, yet what use was regrets? The only thing I could find peace in was Hunter’s blood. He was a threat, he knew my deepest secrets. Secrets that could ruin me! Secrets that I was willing to do anything to keep buried. So, to go along with Goose’s plan was easy, yet I couldn’t seem to shake the images of what happened to Tony. He was a good man—a husband—a father! He didn’t deserve to die like that. Murdered by the hands that he risked his life to help, and for that my hate for Goose and his brothers had begun to fester!  
 
    “Winslet, my office—now,” my captain screamed from his office door.  
 
    Before I headed in that direction, Johnson, the only other female detective in the homicide division grabbed my arm. 
 
    “I need to speak with you before you go in there,” she stated.  
 
    The intensity in her eyes piqued my interest. I stole a quick glance at the captain’s office and saw him slipped back inside. I stepped over to her desk, watching as she fidgeted with her hands as she took a quick look around. I assumed she was content with her observation, cause she rocked my world. 
 
    “Look, Kamika, I know you don’t know me, but with us being the only women here in this man’s world—black women at that, we gotta look out for each other. Now, I don’t know what’s been going on around here, but I have ears. Girl, these white folks are dirty, they ain’t for us, Winslet. It’s been talk about you being a rogue cop. The rumor is that you had a hand in Hunter’s death, and now Tony has come up missing. His wife is a wreck! Right now, as we speak, there’s some Fed boys waiting for you in that office. I’m not sure what’s going on, but I feel you’re a good woman. I know what they’re saying about you is pure bullshit, but be careful girl, they—” 
 
    “Winslet! I don’t have all day, bring your ass, now,” Captain Kastle screamed. “Johnson, try to use your mouth for more than girlfriend gossip. Get to work before you find yourself doing security detail down at Dunbar!”  
 
    My mind was overflowing with what if’s as I dragged my feet in his direction. A quick glance behind me confirmed my suspicions. All eyes were on me, sharks awaited the scent of blood. It was evident that the same fellow officers that just showed so much love at my entrance, wouldn’t hesitate to be the first to slap cuffs on me in an instant if the order was called down. I entered the office and as soon as I passed the threshold, the door closed behind me.  
 
    Captain Kastle had an indifferent look on his face as he gestured to one of the empty seats at his desk. Turning to take my seat, I came face to face with Agent Harrison, the F.B.I Agent assigned to head the bank heist investigation. He sat behind Kastle’s desk with his feet kicked up on it. In a chair to his left, a semi-grey-haired man sat stoically with a pair of deep-set eyes fixated on me. Without changing position, Harrison turned his electric gaze to Kastle. 
 
    “No offense, Captain, but can you give us a moment, please?” Kastle seemed disrespected.  
 
    “Now wait one damn minute, this is my office! I want to know why the boys have a high up need to talk to my detective. Also, if you don’t mind could you please take your damn feet off of my desk?” he fumed. 
 
    “Captain, this is a federal investigation. You agreed to cooperate, and we greatly appreciate it, but there’s such thing as compromising interest and being as though your division has had an officer murdered under your noses, and another one missing. It shows that there’s someone on the inside working with the bad guys. So, that tells me it could be a conflict of interest to divulge any information from our office until we smoke out the rogue. Now unless you’re trying to protect them, then have to explain to your superiors how you breached command, I’ll ask again—can you please give us a moment?”  
 
    They stared each other down for what seemed like forever, but Kastle knew he was outranked.  
 
    “Twenty minutes—that’s it! Twenty minutes, and I want you and your partner here out of my station,” he demanded as he turned and left the room.  
 
    There was a tense silence as me and Harrison had a stare down. 
 
    “Do I need my lawyer?” I asked. 
 
    “Well—that depends,” Harrison stated. 
 
    “On?”  
 
    “It depends on what you’re trying to hide, or better yet if you want to explain to him how ballistics show that the killing shot that took your partner out was the one that entered through the right side of his cranium, three inches from his temple. That means the shot had to come from the direction of the right, the passenger seat,” he smirked. “And before you say that’s merely circumstantial, wait—there’s more!”  
 
    I’m assuming this was his way of introducing his partner because the second man in the room flipped out his I.D. 
 
    “Special Agent Forrest—D.E.A!” He opened a folder and took out a stack of papers of some sort then handed them to me.  
 
    It turned out to be pictures and indictments. There were pictures of Goose and his entourage at various events. Me and Goose walking into a warehouse, me and Hunter talking in his car at different times, then—the picture of us all at the abandoned building. The last page was an indictment with my name on it! The charges read, conspiracy to commit murder of an officer in alliance with the bureau, a participant in a CCE (Continuing Criminal Enterprise), and several other charges that spelled out ‘life’ in prison, and or the death penalty.  
 
    My resolve cracked a little and my hands began to shake. I watched through blurry vision, as Harrison stood and came around the desk. He leaned on the edge and came in for the kill. 
 
    “Now, I don’t have to tell you how serious these charges are, Ms. Winslet. I’m sure you already know, but what you don’t know is that there’s a way to save yourself. Now, I’m not saying you won’t have to do a little time, because that’s almost close to impossible, but—two or three years are much better options than life imprisonment, or worse—death! Yes, these crimes are easily worthy of the death penalty, and as you know, our great state is very much in favor of it. So, what do you say, officer, you want to go down for this scum that nine times out of ten will leave you for dead in the thick of things or are you ready to come back over to our side?” he proposed. 
 
    My eyes searched his for the joke. I knew that it was no way they would let me off with merely a slap on the wrist. He sensed my hesitation—my skepticism. 
 
    “Listen, Detective Winslet, we know you’re just a young girl that fell for this nice guy, right? We also know of the illegal undercover assignment you and your partner conducted in order to get him back in the good graces of the commissioner,” he said, with a knowing smile at the shocked look on my face. “You’d be surprised how far our reach is, Detective. So, yes, we know how you went undercover to assist to take down the Kreek Organization, but somewhere along the lines of duty, the line became blurry. It happens all the time, you know. That lifestyle is very enticing if I must say so myself. This is what the Bureau and Drug Enforcement Agency is willing to do for you. We’re willing to make a deal with you, that will ensure at the end of this madness, you’ll leave with less than a slap on the wrist considering your crimes.” 
 
    “Get to the point, Agent Harrison, what do you want from me?” I lost patience.  
 
    He merely smiled before replying. “From this day forward, you work for us! Every detail you know about these sleazeballs, we want to know! No bullshit, we want the good stuff. From now on, whenever you’re in the company of Mr. Trice, you wear a wire. Plain and simple, we want Bennie ‘Goose’ Trice, Dunte ‘Pain’ McDaniels, and Assata Lamar all the way down—" 
 
    “What if I can give you not only them but also someone bigger? Will that exonerate me—keep my badge?” 
 
    The skeptical looks on their faces told me that would be as he said, close to impossible, but they don’t know the bomb I’m about to drop on them.  
 
    So, I smiled like the cat that swallowed the canary when the D.E.A Agent said, “Well, that all depends on your ‘someone bigger’.” 
 
    “How big is David ‘Ice-Berg’ Swanson, the man that’s now number nine of America’s Most Wanted?” I played my hand. 
 
    “Get—the—fuck—out—of here,” the D.E.A boy said, loosening his tie.  
 
    I guess the prick was ready to play let’s make a deal now. Cocksucker!  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nineteen 
 
    The Tiger 
 
    ~Assata~
  
 
    “Boy stop fussing over me.” Lovey swatted at me weakly. Then turned her gaze to Armani, I saw the wheels spinning in her head, so I made the introduction.  
 
    “Lovey, this is a blessing that I found in the midst of the storm. Her name is Armani, Armani, this is my surrogate moms, Lovey. She is the only person that can make me eat spinach!” 
 
    They both laughed at my realism, but I was a hunnid percent fa real! 
 
    “Come here chile, let me look at those pretty eyes of yours,” Lovey called to her. 
 
    I can tell that lil’ one was as nervous as a child at a new school, asked to stand up and introduce themselves to the class. Yet, she did as she was told. Lovey stared so deep into her eyes that the girl actually blushed. I knew she wanted Lovey to like her, but I also knew Lovey liked, Jazmina. Yet, like always, she surprised me. 
 
    “You know what they say about the eyes don’t you, chile?” Armani smiled as she shook her head no. 
 
    Lovey continued to stare without smiling, but her look was as gentle as a breeze in spring. “They say that a person’s eyes will tell you things that their tongue conceals. Through a person’s eyes, you can see clear through their pain—happiness—and desires.”  
 
    I grinned at Armani, as she listened to my Queens knowledge. “Through your eyes, Armani, I see a deep pain that you’ve yet to let go of. I also see the love that you have for my son.” 
 
    Armani was at a loss for words. Her eyes studied Lovey’s from a surprised expression. Now, I was wondering ‘bout shit Armani has obviously been through. 
 
    “Assata has had a hard life, Armani. For some people, it may be hard to love a person of his nature because he won’t open up enough to allow anyone to help heal his wounds, but for some reason, I think you’re different.” Lovey turned her eyes to me, “You have a new shine to your handsomeness.”  
 
    As she observed me, I saw her eyes landed on my neck, the new tattoo of the lion’s head. Due to the fact that I was standing at the end of the bed, she couldn’t see it clearly, but before she even opened her mouth, I already knew what she was gonna say.  
 
    “Chile, what I tell you about putting all that devil’s work on your skin? What you get now?” she fussed. 
 
    I knew how the lady was about tats. When she used to come visit me while I was in prison. I’d show her my newest work and she’d fuss and rant ‘bout how God said to treasure your body, and it was his temple, blah-blah-blah. She loved me nevertheless, and we didn’t keep secrets. So, I walked over to the side of the bed and showed her my neck.  
 
    She stared at it with wide-eyed awe. At least that what I thought the expression was, but then fear became unmistakable. It looked as if she was having a nightmare, even though she was wide awake. Something was wrong with my Queen! 
 
    “Lovey, you okay? Armani go find the doctor and tell them that—” 
 
    “No—no, chile—" Lovey waved me off. “Nothing wrong with me, but Assata, you need to explain to me what that lion stands for.”  
 
    I stared at her perplexed. “Lovey it’s only a tattoo. It symbolized that I’ve become the king of my destiny. Nothing more and nothing less. Now, I know, you don’t like tattoos, baby, but I just needed to complete my artwork. If you want me to, I’ll try and get it removed, mama. It’s nothing!” 
 
    Lovey smiled at me. “No, no, don’t be silly, it’s just that I’ve been having this reoccurring dream about a lion squaring off with this giant tiger. It always ends with the tiger defeating the lion. I—I.”  Lovey couldn’t bring herself to finish her statement, yet I already knew the rest. I leaned down to kiss her forehead. I knew she was always worried ‘bout me.  
 
    “Stop worrying ya self so much, young lady. My karma ain’t that bad that a tiger would escape from the zoo just to find me and bite my arm off for having a lion tattooed on my neck. At least I hope not,” I said as we shared a laugh.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Goose~ 
 
      
 
    Fresh out the shower, I felt rejuvenated. All morning I had this feeling in my gut that something ugly was about to happen, but don’t ask me where it came from because I didn’t know. What I did know was this situation with these Russians boys had me off balanced. After Assata sat me down and explained the entire situation, we had a heated argument because he knew betta! He not only put his own life in jeopardy but all of ours as well. I vowed to God, that after that bank bidness, I’d lay my tools down. How could I honor that when my people’s lives were lost in the balance?  
 
    I was ‘pose to be back in San Antonio weeks ago, but I ain’t built to turn my back on my fam. As I dried my dreads, my mind was conflicted. I was so lost in my thoughts that I barely registered that someone was knocking at the door. Lovey’s spot ain’t that big, so it didn’t take me no time to get to the living room, with my tool in hand, I stood to the side of the door. 
 
    “What’s up?” There was nothing but silence, my blood began to heat up. “Who is it?” I asked again, but after this, it was gonna be straight trigga play.  
 
    “It’s me, baby—open the door, it’s nippy out here.” Kamika’s sweet voice made love to my ears.  
 
    I released a whooshing breath and unlocked the door, as well as loosened my grip on the Nina Ross. Lil’ mama couldn’t know how close to the reaper she just was. I swung the door open, October’s breath kissed my skin. It was chilly out there. As she stepped in, she pecked me on the lips before gliding past. I stepped out for a brief moment, eyes alert—sensitive to every moment and sound. I didn’t know too much ‘bout them Russians, but I knew that them boys were ‘bout their business.  
 
    I wouldn’t allow them to catch me with my pants down. Content that there was no threat, I eased back into the spot and locked the door. I came down here to this lil’ country ass city to aid my baby brother and wound up in mo’ shit than I’d ever been in. 
 
    “Baby, what’s wrong?” Kamika asked as I enter the room, her eyes glued to the nine in my hand. Using the tip of it, I massaged my temple. 
 
    “I’m good, ma, just—" 
 
    “Don’t lie, Bennie,” she said, as she walked up to me and peeled my fingers from around the burna.  
 
    She took it by the barrel and walked over to her purse. I watched as she placed it inside and found her way back in front of me.  
 
    “We won’t start a relationship with lies.” The look on my face must have made her feel self-conscious because she rolled her eyes and corrected that shit. 
 
    “Yes, Bennie, I came into this with ulterior motives, but that was before I knew you. It wasn’t my intentions to fall for you, baby. I honestly wanted nothing to do with the investigation, but that cocksucker that you made me kill forced me into it. You know what? I’m glad I did because if I would have followed my first impulse, we wouldn’t be standing here, right now. Baby, you’re going through something, and I’ve noticed it ever since you came back from the hospital from visiting your moms. Look at you baby, you’re so out of it, you’re walking around with a dirty pistol. A pistol that has the blood of a Detective on it.” Her eyes were gentle—searching, yet right. 
 
    “Yea, you’re right, ma. It’s just-just a lot of shit a nigga gotta deal with, right now,” I admitted, as I pulled her in my arms.  
 
    She wrapped her arms around my neck before using her teeth to seductively nip at my bottom lip. 
 
    “Let me make you feel better.” She kissed my neck, muah—“Take—muah—all—muah—your—” her hand tugged on the elastic of my sweats, she reached inside and took a hold of my power. As she stroked me to an erection, she kissed her way down my bare chest, freeing my lil’ man as she continued. “Stress—muah—muah— she squatted down until she was face to face with my one-eyed monster, then her eyes looked up into mine. “Away, baby.” Then she sucked the tip of me into her mouth.  
 
    “Hisss,” I growled, as she bathed me with her tongue and mouth. 
 
    Shawty had me so gone that I forget to ask, why the fuck she put my tool in her purse, but most of all, fuck she know my government? I ain’t never told her that! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    Cigar smoke rose from the tip of my cigar as my cold greys held Bella’s stare.  
 
    “So, you mean to tell me that Russia’s punk ass has sent assassins to do his dirty work, huh? Tell me more about this Tiger cat you speak of,” I proposed. 
 
    We stood out by her manmade pond. Her spot was rare in its opulence. It was my first time being there, but the beauty of it didn’t surprise me. Only Belle would think of having a house built out here in Lake Dallas. It was a majestic mansion that sat up on a hill allowing you to see Dallas, Fort. Worth in all its glory. The waters of the freshwater pond rippled as the cool breeze blew from the East. Me, her, and my boy Pablo, the head of the El Salva Trucha that’s been aiding me in my pursuits of solidifying the streets were putting our heads together to see how we were gonna play this spin of events with the Russians. 
 
    “Chu mas not underestimate, mi husband.” 
 
    A sharp look from me gave her pause, even gentle laughter as she turned her eyes back to the beautiful pond. She scratched the shaggy coat of the maine coon cat, she cradled in her arms.  
 
    “Such insecurity, cute! Nevertheless, as I was saying, tat man kills for fun. You can’t underestimate, mi husband, David, he’s not so successful for being ignorant. He’s vedy efficient when he wants to be. Now, mi sources tell me tot he’s sent two members from his black mamba syndicate here to the states. These two killers are of the highest order, especially ‘The Tiger’. He’s the serpent that actually personifies the definition of an actual black mamba. He’s known to kill with such reptiles. He’s a huge fan of snakes, especially those of the elapid species.”  
 
    The frown on my face must have been her clue, I didn’t know what the fuck elap—elapid meant cause she smiled and looked at Pablo for elaboration as if he too was a fan of reptiles. Nevertheless, he added his input. 
 
    “The elapid species are highly poisonous snakes of the Elapidae family. The cobras, mambas, and coral snakes. I familiar with tis mamba mafia, Berg, and tese sons-of-bitches have no honor code in war, especially, ‘The Tiger’! I’ve heard of a few of his jobs, and all involved the green or black mamba snake. They’re his signature! Me know chu no scared, and chu can hold chu own, ba don underestimate teese guys, mi friend. We mas go at them with calculated savagery,” he proposed, as he emphasized his point by smacking a closed fist in the palm of his hand.  
 
    Belle continued to stare out at the rippled water as she nuzzled the furball under her chin. The feline meowed in affection. I laughed, as I tried to understand how a woman as vicious as her could become so gentle—seem so—so normal? 
 
    “I’m going back to mi country for a few days, but mi wan chu to be extremely careful and remember chu pledge to the saint. Time is up, David—we must have his blood. The Tiger is—" 
 
    “Fuck the Tiger, bitch! If you respect the fool that much, fuck him. Suck his—" 
 
    Before I could finish my rant, a slight string pricked my neck, the cat shrieked as it was tossed in the air, and an impact to my chest flipped me onto my back. Disorientation was my companion as I tried to figure out what the fuck had just happened. My first thought was that Pablo took disrespect at me talking to his cousin like that. But, as my mind cleared, and my eyes regain focused, they landed on the figure standing before me, clutching what looked to be a sharp ass dagger. Instinctively, I put my hand to my neck, pulling it away, and looked at it, the blood that tainted it infuriated me. The feel of the cut told me it was only a flesh wound, but I ain’t ever let a mu’fucka spill my blood and get away with it. I owe her one, bet breath on that! 
 
    “Don ever speak to me in tis fashion. I respect tu and chu will repay me in kind or else,” she seethed. 
 
    My head was inches from the water. Pablo stuck his hand out to help me up, but my anger caused me to shove his hand away aggressively. He laughed, as I picked myself up off the ground, and dusted myself off. I entertained the thought of pulling the burna off my waist and airing both their asses out but rationally was pure, as I choose the lesser of the two evils. I’d use them to benefit me and my squad, then I’d whack them and whomever this ‘Angel of Death’ was!  
 
    “Say, if you ever in your life put your hands on me again, I’ll kill you,” I growled.  
 
    She placed the cat back in her hand and snickered like she doubted my ‘G’. Then, as if to punctuate how crazy she was, the silly bitch tossed the cat far off into the rippling pond. It shrieked in midair, clawing the atmosphere trying to prevent gravity from pulling it down into the watery depths. Never taking my eyes off it, Belle turned to walk away, but not before leaving me with something to think about. 
 
    “Death is promised to us all, my dear, Ice-Berg, but chu don knows the different stages of it until you’ve met the likes of the Tiger. Oh, respect is a mas in mi country. Men have been castrated for the lack of it.” As she walked away, the cat screamed a horrible sound as it was snatched under the surface.  
 
    Seconds later, it emerged bloodied and fighting an unseen foe, yet to no avail. It went under a second time. I wait—ten seconds—twenty! Then bubbles rose to the surface, tainted with blood and patches of fur. A strange sound ensued from the water. It could be mistaken for a form of chattering, but more like, “cha-cha-cha-cha-cha,” in rapid successions.  
 
    I looked at Pablo, he shook his head with a strange look on his face. “Piranha’s, mi friend. The pond is filled with the little devils. Come, mi friend let's prepare for our enemies.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
    Hours Later 
 
    “You sure you don’t need any company, bae? You know, I don’t mind.” Armani offered, but I needed to be alone, so I declined with a soft kiss.  
 
    Yeah, I fucks with her, but you just couldn’t let anyone know about your place of comfort. Mama seemed sincere in her feelings, but so did Jazzy and I’ve known her my whole life. After bidding lil’ mama a safe trip home. I made way to the front door of my castle. The strap was gripped tightly in my hands as I unlocked my door and took a studious glance around to ensure nothin’ was stalkin’—just waiting to take my piece off the board. If them Russian’s think they’d have an easy win fuckin’ with the kid, they’d be more careful the next time they underestimated a boss! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~2 a.m.~ 
 
      
 
    As Lovey slept, she dreamed that Assata was in grave danger. She tried to warn him, but for some reason, it seemed as if he couldn’t hear her.  
 
    “Assata—Assata, baby look behind you,’ she screamed.  
 
    Assata continued to smile at her, oblivious to the panic in her screams. The dream began to get even stranger as someone in the distance called her name. 
 
    “Lovey—mi der, Lovey,” he called.  
 
    Lovey tried to see who the stranger was, but he was too far off. She fought against the nagging feeling that it was a thin line between reality and subconscious state. The shadow behind Assata was upon him, yet he merely stared at her with a big smile on his face still unaware.  
 
    “Baby—look—behind you,” she screamed and pointed.  
 
    “Lovey—the beautiful Lovey,” An accented voice beckoned to her.  
 
    Lovey’s eyes cracked open slightly, realizing that the dream had followed her into consciousness, she forced her eyes to focus. Two figures stood next to her bed, both in doctor’s coats, but neither had the license to practice medicine. The one closest to her was the one that sent her blood pressure through the roof. He was sun-kissed brown, bald, but most notably, his entire head and face was tattooed. That’s not what sent the machines she was hooked up to into hysteria, they were tribal designs that intricately covered his skin, jagged tiger stripes that gave him his namesake. His partner began to snatch the plugs from the wall until peace and quiet made love to the room.  
 
    “Much better, you tink, hmm?” he smiled evilly.  
 
    “Hi, Ms. Lovey, mi name tis, Te Tiger. We both seem to have a codmon interest, wouldn’t you say. Now, mind you we’re not here for you, but tings get quite ugly, hmm. Where te fuck is you son, Assata?” he screamed at the top of his lungs. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
    2:20 a.m. 
 
      
 
    My eyes popped open at the constant ringing of my doorbell. I feel asleep with the Mac .90, and I recently reached for her out of instinct. Yet I was sure whoever it was leaning on my shit like that wasn’t here to harm me, cause one thang—two thangs for sho, death didn’t ring no doorbells! Yet, the constant ring of my doorbell irritated the hell out of me. Through groggy eyes, I glanced at the clock, 2:30 a.m. Who the fuck could be this bold? It could only be three or four people, Goose, Pain, Lovey or Armani.  
 
    No matter the perpetrator, every one of them mu’fucka’s knew how I felt ‘bout being disturbed after one o’clock in the a.m. A nigga could only be doing a few things after one at home—burying himself inside something wet, about to bury himself in something wet or sleep. All three possibilities deserved the proper amount of attention. Besides, the first three has a key so if it was either one of them, I was liable to shoot ‘em in the big toe for playing games! Well, maybe not Lovey, with familiarity, I slid through the darkness of my castle, with the mac clutched to my side just in case it was the angel of death at my front door, the odds will be even. 
 
    Without announcing my presence, I peeped out the peephole. A slow, yet heavy breath escaped me. Mere inches away—on the other side of my oak door, trouble leaned on my doorbell like she could give two fucks about my nine o’clock rule.  
 
    “Assata,” she whispered as if she could detect my presence.  
 
    Easing my grip on the tool, I began to unlatch the bolts that secured my domain. Before the door opened completely, I tried to conceal the burna behind my back, no woman wanted to be greeted at gunpoint, but this big ole bitch couldn’t be hidden. As the door opened, my eyes anticipated hers. My blood heated up and my dick began to rise in anticipation.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Freedom~ 
 
      
 
    “Assata,” I whispered.  
 
    I’d been out her ringing this doorbell for about all of thirty minutes. It was late—it was cold—and my heart had finally gotten the best of me. It has been almost a month since he showed up at my job impersonating Obama. I must know—why? Why did he do what he did? Why—did he love me? Trust me to keep his secret? 
 
    “Free, fuck you leaning on my shit like you’re the doorbell tester woman for?” he demanded. 
 
    Once the door opened, I couldn’t help it. In spite of the seriousness of the situation. I giggled at this king’s appearance. The mug on his face only tickled me even more.  
 
    “What the fuck is so funny, Free?” 
 
    I couldn’t help but laugh. Obviously, he didn’t know that he was missing one sock, and he had caked up drool on the side of his mouth. His black ass musta been in a deep slumber. As my eyes took in the nature of his man portions or this creature—the slope of his chest—the roughness of his aura—the sharp lines of his face—and umm, the—the hardness of him that saluted me through his boxers. 
 
    “I’m up here,” he interrupted my assessment.  
 
    Embarrassed, I said, “Huh?” 
 
    I assumed it was his turn to laugh because that’s exactly what he did. Blood rushed to my cheeks, yet I’m a grown woman, and if he felt comfortable enough to answer the door in his boxers, hell—who am I not to take notice? 
 
    “Happy to see me, Assata?” 
 
    “What do you want, Free, it’s almost three in the morning. You’re acting like just showin’ up to my spot announced is cool, but it’s not! What if I had company?”  
 
    I don’t know why he said that, but for some reason, my mind overflowed with reasons of why I slapped him as hard as I could—the bank robbery—making me miss him so deeply—him-him—my heart—him—it all came down upon me. Fire ignited in his eyes as the animal inside him clawed its way to the surface. He reached out with the speed of light and tapped my chin with his fist—not with all his might. I could tell but just enough to let me know he believed if his woman stepped outta line, he’d remind her of her place. He grabbed a handful of my hair, snatched me into his lion’s den, and slammed the door with his foot. I didn’t notice the big gun until he dropped it to the floor and slammed me into the wall with so much force I lost my breath.  
 
    “Fuck wrong with you, ma, why you putting yo hands on me?” he fumed.  
 
    I got my breath back. “Fuck you, Assata, what’s wrong with me? Naw, nigga, what’s up with you, yo?” The big apple in me revealed its ugly face. “You fuckin’ come to my job and pull some John Dillinger shit and think I should be cool with it, huh?” My emotions refused to stay harnessed. Tears blurred my vision. “You profess to be so righteous, but you’re just like my brother!”  
 
    That slipped, but Assata seemed to be more in tune with the storm that fell from my eyes. The animal in him retreated, and the king did the least expected thing I’d imagine, he began to lick my tears as they fell. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty 
 
    Who Shot Ya 
 
    ~Detective Winslet~ 
 
    3:30 a.m. 
 
      
 
    I slipped out of the bed and eased my way to the living room in the dark. I went straight for my purse. Now, that I had the gun that killed Hunter. I could not only clear my name but take down one of the most dangerous men in the city, right now. His fingerprints were all over this gun. I’d hide it somewhere here, and when the time was right. I’d send the boys straight to it, but first, taking out my phone. I made sure that it recorded the whole conversation me and Goose had earlier with me saying he made me kill Hunter.  
 
    This was just leverage just in case these fed boys tried to double cross. I’d play the victim in front of a jury and present the evidence I had. No jury in this world would convict a cop that had been held at gunpoint! At least that will be my story! As I searched for a perfect spot to stash the pistol, I wiped the barrel where I touched it, careful not to smudge Goose’s prints. Where could I stash this where it wouldn’t be found until I wanted it to be found? My eyes searched the darkened room, and as if some unseen force spoke to me. I headed for the old floor model tv that looked as if it hadn’t been moved in centuries.  
 
    There was no reason for Goose to move it nor look behind it. So, I got down on my hands and knees and reached as far behind the outdated television as I could and wedged the pistol between it and the wall. Now that, that’s out the way, I retrieved my phone and made a call to another vital part of my plan. As soon as he answered— 
 
    “What’s up, ma? Fuck you up at three in the morning on the phone?” Goose said from the darkness. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I laid in the dimness of my room, and I watched as the shadows danced over the silhouettes of our tangled bodies. The drapes to my window were pulled open to allow the moon to watch over us, and I could tell from the light snores coming from shawty that I had put it down. She’d been out for the count for ‘bout an hour now, but my thoughts wouldn’t let me find the Sandman. It has been months since I’d rose from my coma, I still didn’t know who tried to whack me. I still didn’t know who murked Gusto’s bitch ass.  
 
    “Who shot ya, bitch nigga? I want to find ‘em and fry their cabbage for robbing us of the showdown we was meant to have,” I whispered to the night as if he sucka ass nigga could give me the answers to the questions that plagued me, and as if the pussy could read my mind.  
 
    Jazzy’s letter popped into my mind. “I need you to go to the mountain. Follow your heart!”—fuck was she—then it hit me! The mountain—the story of how Elijah Mohammad went to the mountains to pray—to find himself. Then, the reason I told her the story! Fuck, could it be? Am I overthinking shit? I slipped from underneath Free’s warm body. I went to the dresser that I stashed the letter in. Opening the top drawer, I lifted my folded boxers and pulled the letter out. Silently, I made my way to the living room. I turned on the lamp on the nightstand and began to read.  
 
    I read and reread the missive about five times until I was sure I wasn’t trippin’—I’m not—I’m sure of it! My baby been callin’ me for this whole time, but my eyes have been blindfolded! I know I’m missing a lot, but I’m fa sho’ I’d find what I was searching fa when I found, Jazz—but fuck I’ma do that? My mind was in a million places, and in the middle of the tornado of thoughts, my horn vibrated on the table where I discarded it when I made it home. I walked over to it and picked it up without looking at the screen.  
 
    “Hello, may I speak to, Assata Lamar?” I didn’t recognize her voice, but to call my government out means she gotta know me.  
 
    “Yea, this he, who this?” 
 
    “Um, this is Dr. Nicola, and we need you to get down to the hospital as soon as possible, something happened to your mother and—" 
 
    That’s as far as she got before I Tom Brady the phone against the wall. It shattered into a million pieces just like my heart did when the words penetrated it. There was no need to listen to the rest or ask any questions. I knew she was gone—I could feel it! Niagara Falls exploded from my eyes at the same time, that an animalist sound clawed it’s way up my lungs until it burst out of my mouth. I fell to my knees not noticing Free stood before me naked as the day she came into this world. Her face was stained with confusion and fear as she took in the devastation around her.  
 
    The phone in a million pieces, and a gangsta in agony—she did the only thing she knew to do, she rushed over to me, and wrapped me into her embrace. She wanted to absorb a niggaz pain and studied me. Our eyes connected in a cosmo of madness. My eyes, two oceans—hers, dryland. My soul tried to swim onto it, but the waters were too deep to wade through. So, I merely stopped trying and allowed myself to sink to the bottom of this emotional sea. I knew now that it was a possibility for a man to walk on water because my tears stained the floor, and I hadn’t sunk yet.  
 
    “They—they took her from me, Free—my air—they—they took my reason to live, ma.” I found the only words I could formulate. “Why, though, why God let that happen? Huh, why, Free?”  
 
    Water filled her eyes as she shook her head like she was telling me no to something, and truthfully, she was. She was tellin’ me she didn’t know why. She just couldn’t seem to find the words to formulate that truth. Maybe God—or even the devil wanted to answer because not even ten seconds later, my picture window exploded, and a small canister flew into the room. It spun to a stop—Free stared at it, but I tackled her and covered her with my body. The flash was ultra-bright, but the gas that ensued fucked us both up. In seconds the house was filled with smoke. Vomit rushed up my throat and spilled over Free as she clawed at her throat, trying to get to her knees. I snatched her back down, gas was like heat—it rose!  
 
    I remembered some advice an old school gave me while I was in TDC—” the main objective is not to panic, youngsta. Breathe out ya nose—slow as you can, and don’t panic. That gas is all mind.” I tried my best to get my breath, I used the little energy I had to pull Free towards the back. She was weak, but she crawled with me. Right as we got to the hallway, another gas grenade flew through the window. By now, I could breathe a little, and I wasn’t trying to fade that shit no more. We made it to the room, Free was actin’ like she was ‘bout to die, and shid, I didn’t blame her. That bidness was crucial, but this wasn’t the time for dying. Mustering all my strength, I pulled her to her feet. 
 
    “Listen, Free—I need you to listen! I don’t know who these people are, but you can bet life on it that they’re here for blood. I need you to climb out this window and go through the backyard. It leads to some woods, but if you want to live, you, betta swallow your fear of the dark! Once you get there, run into the woods and hide until you see daylight. Once the sun is—" 
 
    My spill was cut short by the sound of the front door caving in. Out of time, I pushed her toward the window. She followed instructions until she was halfway out, but the silly girl stopped and turned around. 
 
    “Why can’t you come with me? Come with me, Assata, don’t let them kill you, baby,” she cried. 
 
    I damn near punched her in the face. I kissed her hard and pushed her dumb ass out the window. Then I spun around, my intent was to make it to my closet where I kept my tools, but the door to the room flew off the hinges and two gas masked gunmen rushed in—fuck it. I turned towards the window, I was about to see if that shit they be doing in them movies was real. I made it four steps before something sharp wedge its self in my neck. Two more steps, I was a foot away from the window seal, but suddenly I was super tired. My legs got rubbery, and my energy spilled from me like water from a hole in a fish tank.  
 
    I reached to the back of my neck and yanked out whatever the object was that rocked me to bed. I put it in front of my eyes, and to my surprise, it was a dart of some sort. I laughed out loud at the irony. These lil’ mu’fuckas real—it’s not some T.V. shit! As my vision faded to black, the only comfort I had was that whomever these mu’fuckas was, they wanted me alive, if not, they woulda sent bullets instead of a tranquilizer. I’d have a chance to murk they dumb ass for being so arrogant as to give the devil a nap instead of death. Somebody wanted me alive for a reason!  
 
      
 
    To Be Continued… 
 
    Who Shot Ya 3 
 
    CONTINUES NOW!! 
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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    ~Pain~ 
 
      
 
    “Daddy, this silly ass nigga gave me his gun. Let me do him with his own shit—please?” Tessa whined like she’d climax at any moment from the anticipation of busting my head.  
 
    The element of surprise was on their side, and it must have been written all over my face because Twisted stared at me with a knowing smirk as if he could read my mind. The shock of being caught with my pants down simmered, and like a computer; my mind registered my predicament. Discreetly, I analyzed my surroundings in search of an escape from the web I’d blindly walked right into. There was nothing but a few huge oak trees and a wide expanse of open country. If I’d tried to make a break for it, I’d only get whacked before I made it behind one of those trees. Not to mention before I’d taken two steps this snake bitch would have put two in my melon. Returning my gaze to Twisted, the first thing I noticed was the mini uzi he clutched at his side. When he got the drop on me the shit took me so fast I must not have noticed.  
 
    Twisted looked demonic as he said, “What you think, homie? You rather die by the hands of the nigga that’s gonna erase your entire bloodline from the face of the earth or by the hands of the bitch that fucked you to your death? Literally!” he proposed as if either choice was better than the other. “Choose your poison, cuz,” he hissed, inching the uzi closer to his face then pulling the lever back ensuring that the first round was ready to spit.  
 
    Something was off about homie—something deep, something mental. I watched him close his eyes as if he was about to pray. He used the short barrel of the compact gun to scratch his temple as he mumbled to himself. Even though I couldn’t decipher what he was saying, I noticed the bottom parts of his eyelids were pink and his nose slightly leaked a trail of red tainted liquid. A light went off in my head, homie was as high as an astronaut. Venom bled into my pupils as my eyes studied the dope fiend, ass nigga.  
 
    At that moment, I realized that helplessness was one of the worst feelings a man that’s about something can feel, yet, instead of dwelling on the shit I couldn’t change, I sucked in as much saliva as I could and spit in the bitch ass nigga direction.  
 
    “Fuck you, pussy boy!” I seethed. “What you think I’ma beg you not to get your hands dirty?” 
 
    Adrenaline coursed through my veins like someone injected them with actual flames. Sweat beaded on my flesh as I growled my next words— “They say all dawgs go to Heaven, nigga. I’m ready for the family reunion! Let’s get it done, pussy!” 
 
    The gangsta in me took prestige over the fear of death. Without warning, I turned my back to the sucka as a sign of disrespect. I’d rather die by the hands of a snake bitch that set me up, at least my dawgs would learn the lesson that the OG Cash and Nene Capri tried to teach in his series ‘Trust No Bitch’. Once I was face to face with Tessa’s serpent ass, she tried to mask the surprise and fear of my gangsterisms, but just as any other predator, I sensed it. A shift in the atmosphere alerted me to the fact that Twisted had stepped closer.  
 
    “Whoa, lil’ buddy, I advise you to be easy on all them sudden movements; my fingers damn near applied to much pressure on this trigger.” He snickered from right behind me confirming my suspicions.  
 
    Without acknowledging the faggot, I allowed my vision to focus on the only female that’s ever pulled the wool over my eyes. As our eyes danced, flashbacks of our every encounter leading up to this point flashed in my mental. Each scene that played caused my eyes to blink rapidly. Every time I fucked her! The moment she set the stage by acting as if she wanted to be exclusive. The very first night I stepped to her! It was all a part of their play, they lured me to this exact moment; the ultimate deception.  
 
    As I reflected, through my peripheral, I observed the lil’ ese bitch that drove me to my doom circling us like a vulture. At that moment I figured if I was gonna live to chase another bag, I needed to make my next move my best move!  
 
    “Damn, bitch, you one of the most clueless females I’ve ever met.” I confused the moment.  
 
    Like a lunatic I stepped right up to the tool she aimed in my face. Once the barrel kissed my forehead, I smiled wickedly. “You’re in cahoots with the same nigga that murked your flesh and blood—Mena, because she found out that he’s the one behind Lil’ Joe’s murder.”  
 
    Confliction showed on her face, revealing that I’d touched a tender spot, or at least added substance to what she already felt. Small beads of sweat formed on her nose. Hope sparked within me, my gut was right. I figured that Tessa’s emotions were my greatest escape plan. Though every woman master’s manipulation in one form or another, the one thing that couldn’t be hidden efficiently is their heart and emotions. I counted on that fact at that moment, shit was crucial.  
 
    Tessa slyly glanced over my shoulder before returning her eyes to me and saying, “Nigga, miss me with the head games. You’re not gonna weasel yourself outta this so save it, playboy!”  
 
    Laughter erupted from deep within. It was a nervous reaction, but to inquiring minds, it was a sign I didn’t give a fuck. Dark clouds rolled in front of the sun, briefly giving the scenery a grayish tint.  
 
    I looked Tessa directly in the eyes. “Tessa, you’re a smart broad, think about it. Remember that time you couldn’t get in touch with this nigga for a week?”  
 
    I watched as she studied me to see where I was going. Curiosity kills more than cats and as the memory dawned on her, her facial expression revealed it. Twisted must have noticed it as well because before I could continue my spill, the impact of the steel contacting with the back of my head dropped me to one knee. Blood instantly poured from the gash as I tried my damnest to get my equilibrium back in check. Using my right hand, I reached behind my head to assess the damage, to my surprise, the blood flow wasn’t heavy and the cut was small. My vision cleared just enough that I could focus on Tessa. Twisted whispered evilly through clenched teeth as skepticism played on Tessa’s face.  
 
    “Bitch ass nigga, you’re gonna die for your sins. That nigga Joe was my loc and for a drop of his blood I’ma fill a tub with yours!” 
 
    I could feel the ill intent dripping from each word as Tessa’s eyes flicked back and forth between me and him. I could feel that she was wrestling between what she’d already believed, and her want to believe in her dude. Nervousness made her handshake; I could tell she was standing at the edge of indecision. All it would take was a bump to push her over the edge. The Hispanic girl appeared behind her. Through blurred vision I watched her wrap her arms around Tessa’s waist as if that was the most natural thing between them. She placed her face in the crook of Tessa’s neck and intricately ran her tongue up her flesh until her lips reached her right ear.  
 
    She stared at me from over Tessa’s shoulder as she whispered just loud enough for me to hear, “Kill him, Mami! Kill him for, Twisted. Kill him for, Mena and Joe.” Tessa’s eyes glazed over as the Mexican girl continued to speak strength in her ear.  
 
    The clock was running out on me, so I said, “Who else was missing this entire week, Tess?” I stretched my arms out wide as if they were wings. My hands and face were covered with so much blood that it looked as if I had been crucified. As it leaked into my eyes, I went in for the kill. “Mena—you ain’t seen her since this nigga popped back up, huh?” I kept my eyes focused as I awaited the bullet that would end my life. I knew Twisted wouldn’t let me keep playing my hand. “Mena’s dead, Tessa and after y’all get me out the way, they gonna, do you. I can bet my life on it, that this Mexican bitch is more his friend than yours, huh?” 
 
    A light flicked in her eyes as the pieces snapped together. Her eyes left mine and settled on Twisted’s. Tears clouded her vision, she slightly shook her head as if she was trying to shake them away. In an instant, shit got ugly. Her aim diverted at the same time Twisted must have realized her plan. Through bloodshot eyes I watched the scene play like a horror movie, Tessa threw her head back as hard as she could and head-butted the Hispanic girl.  
 
    The distraction was all I needed, I threw myself to the ground in an attempt to avoid the reapers plan for me, but before I could make it out of harm’s way, heat rocked the side of my head. The impact was so powerful that my head snapped back, and I blacked out for a second. I fell face first and the only thing that prevented my teeth from being knocked out was the angle my head smashed against the ground. As soon as my face made contact with the earth my consciousness returned. My eyes snapped open as a heart-wrenching headache exploded in my head and made me shut them just as they opened.  
 
    I heard a scream of anguish that turned my blood cold as bullets flew over my head, and just as fast as the gunplay started, a deadly silence took its place. The atmosphere was tense as something heavy fell on the ground. My gut told me to play dead. Any indication that was there was a sign of life in me would send me to my demise. The sound of approaching footsteps made my already weak heart pound hard against my ribs. I just knew that whoever the last man standing was, they were on their way to finish me off.  
 
    It took everything in my nature not to turn onto my back and face my fate like a man, but somehow, I stilled my nerves, and took very shallow breaths, so shallow that to the naked eye it would appear I wasn’t breathing at all! My assailant approached, the dragging of their foot told me they’d been injured, and walking was a struggle for them. As the hot sun bore down, a lone shadow paused above me, I could feel them assessing me. Blood poured from the two head wounds I’d incurred, I knew I looked dead, but if the last one standing was Twisted, looking dead wouldn’t stop him from ensuring I was.  
 
    However, even if the sucka didn’t do me in, there was so much blood exiting my head that if they didn’t hurry up and end it, I’d surely have died from blood loss.  
 
    “God—I swear, my nigga if you let me make it outta this one. I’ll go to church every Sunday and I’ll stop killin’ all your children. I silently bargained with the heavens. 
 
     The shadow studied me for what seemed like forever before the silence was interrupted by a feminine voice laced with pain. 
 
    “Tw—Twisted, I’m hit, Papi, I need help!”  
 
    I recognized the Mexican girl's voice. God must have felt my plight because, after a few more seconds of deliberation, the shadow who I then knew was Twisted, moved like a wounded animal as he made his way over to the treacherous bitch. I took a gamble, I cracked my eyes open a lil’ to see what was taking place, but instantly blood dripped into my eyes. I blinked rapidly in an attempt to clear my vision without drawing too much attention to myself. As soon as I accomplished my goal, I regretted it. I damn near blew my cover as I fought down a roar that clawed its way up my throat.  
 
    Not even eight inches away from me, Tessa’s bloodied face was hideously swollen by the left temple. Her eyes were closed, and the skin above her right eye resembled ground beef. I ran my eyes over her. I couldn’t tell how many times she’d been hit or where, but one thang was for sure—there was no way she was getting up and walking away from that shit. 
 
    “Where you hit at, Sarah?” Twisted asked.  
 
    At the sound of his voice, I diverted my attention in his direction. About ten feet away, Twisted stood with his back to me. I couldn’t see the Spanish girl, but Twisted’s left pants leg was soaked in blood, the uzi was at his side, and he seemed to be favoring his left leg.  
 
    “My—my side, Papi, it—burns so bad,” The reply was strained. 
 
     She coughed and it sounded, gargled. I could tell blood was filling her lungs, she’d be dead if she didn’t get immediate medical attention. I watched Twisted assess her in quiet contemplation. As a predator myself, I already knew what he was thinking, see no evil, speak no evil! Dead people can’t tell no tales.  
 
    The blood loss made me dizzy, I watched Twisted come to terms with what needed to be done. Without a word, he raised the hand that clutched the tool and took aim at the lady’s head,  
 
    “No!” she cried out once she saw his crooked intentions, “I did this for you—I—I’m—I’m pregnant.” She coughed again, “will—will you—kill—” blood tainted her speech as it rushed up her throat. “Will you-you kill your own child?” she whispered as death danced in the air.  
 
    I knew the answer before he replied, “I like you shawty, but you’ll have to give birth in heaven or hell because I can’t risk allowin’ you to live, and it coming back to bite me in the ass later.” Twisted used his free arm to wipe his running nose, “Besides, the devil can do more for the lil’ mufucka than I can,” He sneered.  
 
    “Please, don’t—” that’s as far as she made it with her plea before fire flew from the short muzzle, and blood sprayed the air.  
 
    Though her face had obliterated, Twisted squeezed the trigger until the gun clicked. Before he could turn and catch me with my eyes open, I closed them tight and listened to his slow departure.  
 
    I heard the ignition turn over, but I didn’t open my eyes until I heard the squeal of his rear tires as he fishtailed away from the cemetery he left behind. As soon as my eyes opened, evil inflamed my veins. God must have been in the mood for favors because Tessa’s eyes fluttered open. The sun was so bright that I could feel my skin cooking under its radiance, so I slowly pushed myself up into a sitting position. My equilibrium instantly betrayed me, I swooned in place for a few seconds before I was able to get my bearings, but the good thing was the blood dried around my wounds slowing the exit of my life from slipping through my skull.  
 
    I put my hand to the back of my head where Twisted’s bitch ass had clobbered me, the knot was sticky and throbbin’. I allowed my eyes to roam my surroundings, though we were deep in the country, I didn’t know if there were any nearby houses, so I needed to get the hell outta there. A whimpering sound startled me, Tessa was trying to turn over onto her back, but her limbs didn’t seem to want to cooperate with her will. Struggling to my feet, I had to steady myself. I looked down at Tessa through hooded eyes, ‘trust no bitch’ was the only thought as I scanned the ground for my pistol. It was three feet from the sluts outstretched hand.  
 
    So, I stumbled over to it and snatched it up before walking back over to Tessa. I used my foot to help her roll over onto her back. My breath caught in my throat, Tessa was in bad shape and it was a wonder she was still breathing. The woman wanted to live, that was for sho’. There were so many holes in lil’ one that she looked like she wore a polka-dot dress. Her intestines were exposed from one of the bursts from the powerful uzi and she choked on her blood as she attempted to speak. Her lips formed words that her vocals refused to give sound to, yet, two words did escape her lips that caused me to laugh in spite of my own pain.  
 
    “Help—me!” she croaked.  
 
    Our eyes bore into each other as her treason played behind my eyelids, the words she spoke just moments, “Daddy, this silly nigga gave me his gun, let me do him with his own shit, please.”  
 
    She’d been so eager to put me to bed. I smiled as I stepped over her and squatted down straddling her. As she looked at me with a skeptical glance, I took her limp hand in mine and wrapped it around the handle of the burna. I held it in place so that mine was on top of hers.  
 
    Glaring at her from a dark place within my mind, I allowed Satan to speak through me, “I told you that day we made it official, treason is unacceptable! I told you I’d kill you, remember?” I watched her facial expression change with the recollection. “Yea, you remember,” I hissed.  
 
    Her eyes went wild as I pushed the barrel under her chin, her limbs still weren’t cooperating with her so she was as helpless as a paralytic.  
 
    “I have a secret you can take with you,” I professed through clenched teeth as visions of what I was gonna do to that fuck boy Twisted painted a picture in my mind so graphic that the thirst for his blood became so powerful I could actually taste it. 
 
     It took me a few moments to realize that the rust-tinted taste was my own. I was so enchanted by the thrill of whackin’ that boy that I’d bitten my lip. Fear was evident on Tessa’s face as I slowly applied pressure to her finger. I stared at my reflection in her eyes as I revealed to her a secret that she’d take to her grave, literally. “I killed lil’ Joe,” I whispered passionately.  
 
    As I stared at the shock registering on her face, my mind transported me back to that day. The feel of the burna vibrating in my hand as I hit that boy up—Mena’s shrill cries—the blood, it fed the beast in me and before I could regain control of it, I squeezed Tessa’s finger down on the trigger, Boc! Boc! Boc! Three shots blew her top off causing blood to splash against my face. Somewhere deep inside my thoughts, I envisioned myself standing over Twisted as he pleaded for his life, the thoughts were so appealing that subconsciously my dick hardened, and I laughed as I squeezed off three more shots into Tessa’s face. As I stood to leave, I steadied myself before hitting her one more time just in case God was still in the mood for favors.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Freedom~ 
 
      
 
    Panic raced through my veins as I stumbled through the untamed woods. It was so dark, I had a hard time seeing what was in front of me. The sounds of wildlife surrounded me and as if the woods had a warning signal, everything went silent. I stopped to listen, the night seemed to be alive. Maybe it was my paranoia, but I felt as if I was being watched. My fear mounted as uncertainty clouded my senses. I turned back the way I came, but it was so dark, I couldn’t tell where the woods began or where they ended. Exasperated, I collapsed to the ground in an emotional heap.  
 
    I cried uncontrollably, ‘How’d I get myself into this mess?’ I wondered, and just when I thought it couldn’t get any worse, my naked flesh prickled as insects began to swarm me in the night. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Snakes—Rats—Death 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
    ~Two Days Later~ 
 
      
 
    “Assata—Assata, Chile, wake yo’ butt up!” 
 
    I heard the soulful voice calling to me. I vaguely felt a distant pain. My body hurt, and I felt as if my arms would dislocate from their sockets, yet, I didn’t know why.  
 
    “Assata, if you don’t listen to me, you will die, and they will kill everything you love. I need you to wake up, baby.” 
 
    The voice beckoned to me, recognition stirred something inside my being. I tried to force my eyes open, but they were too heavy, I was so tired.  
 
    “Lovey?” I whispered. “I—I thought you—” my voice trailed off as a heavy mist swallowed my mind.  
 
    I could feel her love filling up the empty places inside my heart as the mist cleared. Sunshine lit the meadow; beautiful Gardenias, wildflowers, and groups of passion flowers perfumed the air as I observed my surroundings. Somewhere deeper inside the clearing I heard voices having what seemed to be a debate, so I took tentative steps toward them. I rounded a huge rose bush and there, not even ten feet away was Lovey.  
 
    She was debating with a man that I would recognize even if we were in a crowded room filled with men that looked exactly like him. His hair was braided in his signature two braids. He was dressed in some blood red Versace slacks, no shirt, and the pistol tucked into the back of his waistline made me smile. They had their backs to me, and uncertainty had my feet glued in place. The only thang that made sense was a reality that rocked my world. If these two people were together, and we were all in the same place—that meant this had to be Heaven!  
 
    Heaven? Maybe this was the waiting area that we had to sit in until God made his decision where he’d send us, or maybe this was hell. But why would Lovey be in hell? Hell naw, so maybe there was really a Heaven for a gangsta.  
 
    “Chile, you gonna just stand there and stare at us or come give us a hand with these weeds?” Lovey snapped me out of my thoughts.  
 
    She turned to stare at me, and as she did, my every fear and confliction melted into a puddle of peace.  
 
    Shy turned and tossed up the set. “What’s poppin’, Rusta?” Long time no ‘P’.”  
 
    Lovey smacked him in the back of his head. “What I tell you about that nonsense? You leave that devil’s talk at his house, not in my place of peace.” She smiled as Shy rubbed his head and flashed me a smile.  
 
    Seeing my nigga after so long touched my soul. All the bloodshed, pain and love that inflamed my heart since he’d gotten murked welled up in my eyes as I hit the set up and walked over to the only two mu’fuckas that ever understood my gangsterisms. Before I knew it, I was wrapped inside Lovey’s arms allowing rain to storm from my eyes. I hugged her so tight that I thought she’d break.  
 
    “I’m sorry, mama! I shoulda been there to protect you. I—I shoulda killed—”  
 
    Lovey silenced me. “Shush, Chile.” She released me and held my face in both hands like she always did whenever she wanted my undivided attention. “Chile, you couldn’t change Gods plans—” she whispered with water swimming in her eyes. “A man lives his life according to his heart—some things he’ll be able to control, and others he’ll have to leave for God to sort out. This is just one of those things God has to deal with on his own terms.” She released my face and smiled, then used her thumbs to wipe my tears.  
 
    Lovey looked at Shy, “Look who I have with me, Satta. He a sight for sore eyes ain’t he, baby?”  
 
    I turned to my brotha from another mama, he had that smirk on his face that he always wore when he was ‘bout to say some slick shit. “Look at you, my nigga—actin’ like a lil’ bitch!”  
 
    Without warning, Lovey swung a backhand, that he easily dodged, then the silly cat did the Ali Shuffle. We all laughed at his antics.  
 
    Then he said, “My fault, Lovey—you know I didn’t mean no disrespect.” He smiled in an attempt at disarming her and it worked like always.  
 
    “Chile, you watch your mouth, ya hear? A black man is powerful—mighty!” She balled her fist and shook it at him. “Back in the day, a man would kill you for that kinda language.” She turned to me, love was real in that black woman’s eyes. “I’ll talk to you later, Chile, I’ll give you two the space you need to catch up.” She pulled me into her arms for a warm hug before walking over to the rose bush. Lovey began inspecting each rose as she hummed an old Mahalia Jackson tune, “Move on a Little Higher,” a tune she always sung whenever she was deep in thought.  
 
    As soon as me and Shy were out of her earshot, our smiles dissolved and at that moment, it seemed as if there was so much to say, but neither one of us wanted to break the serenity of silence. A hare flew passed us, I jumped, Shy laughed. Out in the middle of the meadow, two tiger cubs chased each other through the brush.  
 
    Shy was the first to break the silence, “If shit was only that simple, huh, bleed?” He extended his right hand with his fingers in the shape of a ‘P’ for our customary gang shake.  
 
    My fingers instinctively formed the set, and we locked it up in a proper greeting, at least it was proper to us. “It’s never that simple for niggas like us, Bleed. That’s why we come up out that fire ready to die for what we deserve,” I replied, facing him. I allowed a moment of silence to pass before I asked a question that plagued my mind. “Keep it bloody with me, Rusta—” I glanced around the huge garden before returning my hard stare to Shy. “I don’t remember nothin’, homie. How’d I—” I frowned in confusion before shaking my head, “I mean—” I had trouble formulating the words, but I guess Shy had anticipated me asking that very question.  
 
    He laughed as if my life was a comedy. “What—how’d you die, you mean?” He finished the sentence for me in between fits of laughter. I didn’t crack a smile, and once he realized I didn’t find shit amusing, he composed himself and shook his head. “Naw, Bleed, it’s not your time, yet. Them Russians did a number on you, but the O.G. ain’t want you yet,” he told me.  
 
    Skepticism painted my facial expression all this time I’d wondered if there was a God, and here was my chance to find out. “So—God is real, fam—you’ve seen that nigga with your own two eyes?” I wanted clarification.  
 
    I knew if anybody would give it to me uncut, Shy was that kinda kat. For some reason, his stare became saddened. “Assata, remember when we were pups, and so naïve to life that we believed we knew everything? Think ‘bout it, bro—” He squatted down and ran his hand over the grass before looking back at me. “—we didn’t have to be told Santa Clause wasn’t real—we never believed it anyway! We never had to be told that daddy wasn’t coming back home—we already knew he wasn’t—” Shy turned his eyes in Lovey’s direction. “They say the first thing a medical student loses is faith in God—” Shy looked up at the Heavens. “—you know why they lose faith, bro—” Without waiting on my answer, he answered his own question. “—the anatomy, when they began to open the human body and explore every aspect of it, they learn it!” Shy stood back up and dusted his hands off. “After fixing the heart—after discovering every aspect of the body, those people search and search, but the one thing they can’t seem to fix or find is the soul.” 
 
    I stared at him wondering where he was going with his spiel. He chuckled when he read my facial expression. “That’s us, bruh—we took life and saved a few, but life was so cold to us that we lost our faith. God came through every time though—every time our enemies caught us with our pants down. And we just so happened to beat them to the draw?” He made a gun with his fingers and mock pulled the trigger. “Every time we was locked deep in the trap with enough work and automatics that life woulda been the lowest plea them crakas came with?” He raised his arms in the air as if he was praising the sky. “That was God, my dude. Your thoughts—your instincts?” He smiled. “You’ve seen God too, dawg, you see him every time you look in a mirror.” 
 
    I put my hands up, a thoughtful look crossed my face. If I wasn’t dead, why was I there—with him in that—that place?  
 
    It must have been written all over my face because Shy read my thoughts. “This place—this is your heart. It’s something deep within you, this place was created for those times you just wanna say fuck it and tap out—this place is your pride.” Shy tapped my chest with the back of his hand and started walking; I followed. “Assata, have you not noticed that the only time you find Lovey is like this—” He waved his hand around the meadow. “—it’s at a time when you’ve done some stupid shit and the results left you in a position where you were fucked up or at the times you just wanna give up?” he said as he abruptly stopped walking.  
 
    The move was so sudden that I ran right into him. “Damn, fam, say something next time!” I fumed. “Look, homie, I ain’t DOA, that means you—Lovey, y’all ain’t either, but—" my voice trailed off as confusion hugged my spirit.  
 
    My dawg turned to face me, I studied him—mentally willing him to understand my confliction—willing him to not give substance to a reality I already knew was true.  
 
    He smiled at me with a wounded smirk. “Dawg, the worst thing a man can do is become a victim to his own lies—you know its ova for me.” He shrugged his shoulders as if he could care less that he’d died before he was able to live.  
 
    Impulsively my eyes found Lovey, hope toyed with my rationality as I turned my eyes back to Shy. He dropped his head in respect for my hope, but confirmed the rationality, Lovey wasn’t waking up again. That shit crushed a gangsta. The taste for revenge surged through my veins as I watched her pull weeds from a group of snap-dragon flowers. They took one of the only people in life that ever loved me no matter what I did. Somebody woke up the sleeping beast and the only remedy for its thirst was blood.  
 
    The sweet sounds of Lovey’s humming carried on the wind, “After the Rain,” by Betty Wright.  
 
    I smiled as my thoughts transported me back to times that could never return. Moose, my moms, used to have that song turned up to the highest notch as she cleaned the house. The woman would use so much Pinesol you’d be able to smell it before you entered the house. A clicking sound snapped me back to the present time. I’d know the sound of a tool being cocked no matter what was going on around me. Me and Shy had a showdown with our eyes, there was no need to look down at his hand, the sound of him cocking the black .40 was enough confirmation.  
 
    His pupils seemed to fade to pitch black. “Dawg, you out there in them streets letting rookie boys touch you. I know losing Lovey—you and Jazz—” He tapped his heart with the burna. “—I know that shit heavy, but you know the law of the jungle just like every otha animal that’s thuggin’ out here. There’s no innocent people during war—" He aimed the tool steady as he sighted me with the infrared. “A lion won’t pass up a baby buffalo simply because it’s a baby. Naw—he’s gonna devour it because he understands it’s just the way God made it for men like us, we gotta kill for our food. If you gonna keep letting mu’fuckas get the ups on you, I may as well put one in ya melon right now!” Shy spat. “At least you’ll die by the hands of a worthy opponent!” 
 
    I stretched my arms out wide like I had wings. “What you waiting for, bruh, you tuna or something now?” I faced off with the tool. “You know I don’t give a fuck about dying—what you waiting fa, huh?” That gangsta shit tumbled from my heart.  
 
    Shy’s face took on the reflection of the killa I’d known him to be all our lives. The red dot danced over my face, he was on the edge of the cliff now. I knew how he killed cause we’ve been in the mud together since free lunch.  
 
    “You’d be doing me a favor, sucka!” I taunted him.  
 
    Shy’s finger molested the trigger for a second before his body relaxed and he lowered the gun with a pained expression on his face. “When though, Bleed—when will you give a fuck?” His eyes locked with mine.  
 
    We faced off for a second or two, then my body deflated. My arms dropped to my side as his question ricocheted from my brain to my heart. Did I care if I lived or died? I really didn’t know, and Shy read the indecision in my posture.  
 
    He shook his head in pity. “You’re not getting any younger, dawg—” he paused and looked over at Lovey. “—you have too many people that depends on you, for you not to give a fuck,” he murmured before he dropped a bomb on me that was so powerful it blew my heart—my mind—then my soul to so many pieces that the only pieces of myself I could salvage were the ones that caused me to react the way I did. “You not giving a fuck is what got Lovey killed, my nigga.”  
 
    Rage—hurt and craziness shot through me like lava running down the slopes of a volcano, and I lunged at him with blood on my mind. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Freedom~ 
 
    
~Three Days Later~ 
 
      
 
    Assata still hadn’t called me, so I feared the worst. It had been three days since I’d found my way out of those dreadful woods behind Assata’s house. I’d made my way to the front of the house and as I suspected, it was destroyed. The picture windows looked like big, empty eye sockets. I could look right through to the living room. Where the once beautiful white walls were coated with gas residue and the marble floor was littered with glass. Flashbacks of the night before played inside my mind like a horror flick.  
 
    I stood there for almost ten minutes stuck in place—holding myself as the morning chill caressed my skin. Who were those people? Where was Assata? My mind shot off question after question until I damn near drove myself crazy. I contemplated my next move, I knew I couldn’t just stand there naked as a newborn, but I feared stepping into that house. There was a million what ifs bouncing around in my head, but not enough certainties. I stood there until resolve ate away at my fear. I couldn’t not go in, my clothes and keys were in Assata’s room. The sound of approaching tires stole my attention, as a white Benz SUV rolled to a stop, and as the engine idled, the driver stared at me in mild shock.  
 
    That’s how I met Goose. Naked—mam—mam—”  
 
    A voice brought me to the here and now. I stood at the door of my job juggling a steaming cup of Java in one hand, and a box of donuts in the other. I’d had enough wallowing, in self-pity and decided to go into work, bills weren’t gonna pay themselves. Standing in front of me holding the door open was a man I assumed was there to make a withdrawal.  
 
    “Are you okay, mam? I’ve been trying to pass you for almost two minutes. Whatever you’re on, I need some of it—you were spaced and—” I left him talking to himself at the door.  
 
    I was so embarrassed that my mind started playing tricks on me. I felt like all eyes were on me. Alarmed, I glanced back to see if the strange man was still standing at the door, but he was long gone. I turned my attention back to the tellers and at that moment my suspicious magnified.  
 
    ‘Could they tell what I’d been through those past few days? Did the scene at the door warrant this much attention?’ I thought.  
 
    It was evident that when my colleagues realized I was alarmed they began trying to direct their attention everywhere else but on me. My heartbeat escalated, but I held it together as best as I could. It was clear there was something amiss, and I was willing to bet my life on it that I was that something. On my way to my office, I attempted to make eye contact with my close friend, Tonya, but like everyone else, she tried to avoid my questioning eyes.  
 
    ‘Well, fuck her, too!’ I thought as I made it to the back of the bank.  
 
    As soon as I made it to my office door, I knew that trouble awaited me on the other side. The door was cracked open and I could hear voices speaking in hushed tones. This may not have been a problem if it wasn’t for the fact that I kept my door locked and the only other person allowed in were the higher-ups.  
 
    “Are you gonna go in or keep eavesdropping?” A deep voice startled me from behind.  
 
    I jumped in surprise and spilled some of the hot coffee on my left hand. “Dammit—” I spat. “—you shouldn’t be sneaking up on people like that!” I turned to face him.  
 
    He was a short man with sandy blonde hair combed back into a nice wave. He looked fresh and well-groomed as we studied each other. His presence was demanding, but his eyes were the contradiction. They were a gentle green that gave him a boyish quality. They seemed to roll over me in a very analytical assessment.  
 
    “And you shouldn’t be sneaking around interfering with a federal investigation,” he replied with a contemptuous smile.  
 
    I stared at him confused, with an arched brow I wondered what he meant federal investigation?  
 
    He read my expression correctly, flipping out his credentials he introduced himself. “Federal Agent Harrison,” he announced. “You must be Freedom McDade—we’ve been waiting on you.” He gestured to the door, he stepped around me and pushed it open the rest of the way. “Ladies first,” he proposed as he stepped to the side so I could enter.  
 
    Reluctantly, I stepped through the door, I had a dreadful thought that would be my last time doing so, yet, I stepped through with my head held high. “Donuts, anyone?” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Swoosh! 
 
      
 
    Was the sound of me flying right through him. It felt like I’d dived inside of a cool body of water before I landed face first in a rosebush. Anger surged through me as I disentangled myself from the sharp branches. Once back on my feet, I inspected my wounds, outside of a few stinging welts and scratches, I was peace. I was more confused and humiliated to worry ‘bout the physical, curiosity that got the best of me though.  
 
    “How the fuck you do that?” I demanded.  
 
    Shy laughed. “Bruh, I’m a figment of your imagination, yet, I’m real, too.” He continued to laugh as if he knew a joke I didn’t.  
 
    I stared at him in frustration, I didn’t understand his explanation and he knew it, so he elaborated, “It’s a paradox, bro, it’s like that old movie Ghost with Whoopi Goldberg. Remember that shit?”  
 
    I pondered for a second, and as I recalled the movie, the rest of the pieces fell into place. In that movie, Patrick Swayze was killed but his love for his gal prevented him from crossing over. He wanted to touch her—kiss her—just make her understand how much he loved her. He could walk through walls and become solid with the right amount of will. 
 
    Shy recognized I’d figured it out and smiled sadly. “You can only touch us when it’s truly in your heart, and harming me ain’t in yours, Bleed.” 
 
    That truth being spoken, I blew out a long breath of hot air. He was right, I loved that boy like a brotha. It could neva manifest in my heart to hurt him. The sound of the tiger cubs playing nearby stole my attention. The biggest one chased its sibling into a bush.  
 
    “So—you and Jazz finally made it happen, huh?” Shy caught me off guard.  
 
    Without looking his way, I started walking, he followed silently, yet, his aura was powerful as he anticipated my answer. “She left me, my nigga, I—I was in the hospital and she left—” I looked up at a cloud that had rolled in front of the sun. “—just up and disappeared on me. I wasn’t ‘pose to fall for her, Bleed, but—” my voice trailed off as the wolves bolted from the bush, and to my surprise, the smaller one was the aggressor as it nipped at the bigger one’s hind legs.  
 
    Shy nodded as if he predicted to exchange of power, then he asked, “Do you love her, Satta?” 
 
    “Bruh didn’t you just hear what I just told you—she left me!” I exploded.  
 
    He was picking at a scab that was best left to become a scar. “Fuck love gotta do with anything; treason murders the heart, homie.” 
 
    Shy stopped walking, I turned to see if he’d pulled his strap again, if so—he’d have to do me this time. To my surprise, he did have it out, but not aimed at me, the silly mu’fucka was taking aim at the cubs.  
 
    “I didn’t ask you if she left you, family, I asked do you love, my sister.” The wolves wouldn’t be still so he couldn’t get ahead on them.  
 
    I wondered his intentions but answered his question, “Yea—you know I love her. What’s your point?” Shy squinted one eye as he concentrated his aim.  
 
    “She loves you, too, Bleed. If you don’t follow your heart, you’ll both regret it. That’s my sister, Rusta, but she’s your queen. I’ve always known that, even before you did.” He smiled to himself. “You have a lot to do before the O.G. calls you home, Bleed, but first you gotta clean your garden. It’s snakes in your camp, my dude, and all ‘em are poisonous!” Shy pulled the trigger, Boc! Boc!”  
 
    The shots rang off in succession. I watched the two tiger cubs explode in a red mess, this boy could never change. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Freedom~
  
 
    “I can’t believe this shit. So, you think I had something to do with the bank robbery?” I asked in shock.  
 
    My boss, Mr. Jefferson sat behind my desk as Agent Harrison stood beside him. There was another agent typing away at my computer, I assumed he was downloading all my data usage onto the USB device he had hooked up to my flash drive. 
 
    “Well, Mrs. McDade, it’s kinda ironic that not only did those men know the route for the truck, but also the layout of the bank. I find it kinda hard to believe that it’s a coincidence that those men knew about the exit that’s next door to your office, and it’s surely not coincidental that they knew it led to the next street over. Those men had a lot of intel,” Mr. Jefferson spoke with a finality that left no room for misunderstanding. He believed I was the culprit.  
 
    As I stared at him with a shocked look on my face, he busied himself with smoothing the wrinkles out of his freshly pressed slacks. Anger—astonishment, but most of all fear resonated within every molecule of my being. These people were attempting to make me the escape-goat for a federal crime. I became so enraged my hands began to shake.  
 
    “How dare you!” I spat. “Is it because I’m the only black woman here, huh?” My eyes turned to slits when I released my next revelation into the atmosphere. “Or is it because I turned down your every advance since I’ve been employed here? You prick!”  
 
    The silence that ensued was priceless. Even the agent at the computer turned to glance at my boss.  
 
    “Um-hmm,” Agent Harrison cleared his throat. “Mrs. McDade this is a federal investigation, not a prejudice accusation based off your race or gender.” He turned to the computer guy. “Jason, would you please?”  
 
    The man at the computer who I now know as Jason unplugged the USB stick before quickly typing in a sequence of information. He smiled and turned my computer to face me. At first, I was confused, but as I watched the screen fade from a fuzzy grey to crystal-clear footage, I had to tame my surprise. I watched in mild fascination as the robbery played out from the beginning. I watched as the president masked gunmen secured the place, their moves seemed synchronized. As soon as the man in the Ronald Reagan mask brought me from the back, I already knew what was about to happen as I recalled how roughly he handled me. 
 
     Obviously, so did Agent Harrison. “Slow it down for me right here, will ya, Jason?” he asked as he walked over to the screen now playing in slow motion.  
 
    The look in Assata’s eyes—the aggression in his posture couldn’t be misconstrued. He was upset at the man unprovoked treatment, and his reaction proved that.  
 
    “See, look close, the perp with the Obama mask sees you being brought from the back. He’s not frustrated until the Ronald Reagan mask mishandles you. Now tell me, Mrs. McDade—” 
 
    “Mrs.—” I frowned at him. “I’m not married,” I said as I wrapped my arms around myself.  
 
    It had suddenly become cold in that room, I looked like a nervous wreck sitting there bouncing my legs as if I had to pee.  
 
    Agent Harrison smiled thinly. “Ms. McDade,” he corrected and pointed to the screen. “I’m trying to figure out why a bank robber would give two shits about a total stranger? But you know what—” he paused for effect and turned from the screen.  
 
    Harrison slowly stalked over to me as if he was a famished lion going in for the kill. Our eyes bore into each other’s as he walked around my chair and stood behind me, placing both hands on my shoulders.  
 
    He whispered, “Look at the screen real good, Ms. McDade.” He put emphasis on the Ms. Part. “As you’re sitting there, your face doesn’t register fear—your face doesn’t even register the correct reaction that a senior manager should have during a bank heist that could possibly cost her, her life.” He gently massaged my shoulders, but instead of enjoyment, I felt repulsed! “You know what your face registers as you and this total stranger make eye contact—” Harrison leaned down and put his lips inches away from my ear. “Surprise, Ms. McDade, that’s what your facial expression shows me. You’re surprised because you recognized the perp.”  
 
    At that moment I bolted from my seat so fast the Starbucks cup toppled over, spilling luke-warm coffee onto my paperwork.  
 
    “I did not recognize that man! How—how could I recognize a man wearing a fucking mask!” I screamed. I could feel my skin flush as so many emotions blossomed inside of me. “As a matter of fact, if I’m not under arrest, I’m leaving, and if I am, I will need to notify my lawyer.” The tension was so thick that the room seemed to be losing oxygen. I made eye contact with each man.  
 
    Harrison was the first to break the silence. “Unfortunately, you’re not under arrest, Ms. McDade.” 
 
    “What!” My soon to be ex-boss exploded. “Surely you’re not about to allow this—this criminal to just walk free?” His eyes bounced back and forth between me and the agents.  
 
    When no one replied, I gathered my things. “I’ll be back for the rest of my things tomorrow. I’ll make sure to have my lawyer with me.” My eyes rolled over Agent Harrison. “Just in case,” I added. Jefferson’s pale face flushed beet red when I turned my heated gaze toward him. “I’ll be contacting Human Resources as well as the main office in New York to inform them of your conduct here.” I made my way to the door, but before I was able to leave, Agent Harrison stepped in front of me blocking my departure.  
 
    “You know we will get you, right?”  
 
    In spite of my nervousness, I was able to hold his stare with an indifferent look. “You finished, Agent Harrison?” 
 
    “No, I’m not—I know that from the video you either didn’t have nothing to do with this bank being held up, or you’re the best actress I’ve ever seen.” He smoothed his tie and glanced over at the video that was still playing in slow motion. “Either or, I know—two things for certain. You know those men that committed this crime, and as soon I can confirm it, I’m gonna nail their asses to a wall in a federal jail cell, and you’re going down with them for obstruction!” Harrison seethed.  
 
    I winked at him as he stepped out of my way. “By the way, agent, whoever said that those were men wearing those mask?” I asked as I made my way out the door.  
 
    Right as it was closing, I could’ve sworn I heard someone say, “Son of a bitch!” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    Lovey turned at the sound of the fired shots. “What in the world is wrong with you, Chile!” she demanded.  
 
    I made my way in her direction. If I wasn’t dead, I wanted to be. I never wanted to be separated from these two again, and that was my sentiments exactly when I hugged Lovey for the third time that day.  
 
    She hugged me as tight as she could and whispered, “I love you so much, Chile. Ya know that don’t cha?”  
 
    I pulled away so I could stand face to face with my queen. “Yes, ma’am, and you know you’re my first love, too, huh?”  
 
    The corners of her lips quirked. “Chile, Moose was ya first love. You loved that woman more than life. You’ve always been a big ole mama’s boy, Satta.” Her eyes studied me. “But you know who your real true love is, baby?”  
 
    For some reason, my heartbeat quickened with that question. Confusion held me captive, but the more I searched Lovey’s eyes it was as if Jazzy’s face was materializing within her pupils, that shit rocked me.  
 
    Lovey smiled at my reaction. “Go get your heart, son, she’s crying for you. She—”  
 
    Before she could finish her spiel, I was already shaking my head, being stubborn was just my nature. “Naw, Queen, I’ll pass on that. Maybe she is crying for me, but she twisted a knife in me that’s too deep to pull out.” I dropped my head unintentionally. The revelation exploded in my internal like a virus on a mission.  
 
    Lovey used her fingers to lift my head up. “Chile, you’ll never be able to figure a woman out. I’m not saying all of us are the same, but the good ones—” she paused and opened her palms, my eyes widened as a yellow caterpillar appeared on it. Lovey continued to watch it while it soaked up the sun. “—a true woman, Assata, is like the lady in that fairy tale Snow White. She’s dead to the world once she finds real love. There will be numerous men that want her to belong to them because they know her worth.”  
 
    Lovey closed her fingers around the caterpillar and looked up at me. “Many men will kiss her, they will do all things to arouse her, but loyalty—her heart won’t allow her to respond. Her respect for self won’t allow her to live life until that specific man kisses her.” Lovey opened her palm and to my amazement, a beautiful yellow and black butterfly rested inside of it. “Only then, Chile, will she respond, and live to her fullest potential.” The butterfly flapped its wings and hovered about Lovey’s open hand, Lovey smiled down at it. “It’s time that you leave this place, Satta.” The hurt in my eyes must have shown through because Lovey looked up with a sad smile. “We’ll meet again, Chile, but your work isn’t finished yet.”  
 
    Desperation was like a snake crawling through my veins. “Why though, Lovey, why can’t I stay here with y’all? It’s nothin’ left for me out there. Please, mama let—” My plea got caught in my throat as the sky suddenly turned pitch black.  
 
    I looked up and became transfixed as a red tint blended with the darkness. I turned my attention back to Lovey, but Lovey had vanished.  
 
    Panicked, I turned and came face to face with the barrel of Shy’s .40. “I never did thank you for riding for me out there, Bleed.” His eyes were as black as night skies as shadows played over his face. “I love you, nigga, and good lookin’ on bein’ a real nigga. Take these and make sure you use ‘em well!” He smiled wickedly and pulled the trigger.  
 
    Boc! Boc! Boc! Boc!  
 
    My whole body burned as my mind exploded, and my eyes opened all at once. “Well, isn’t this nice.” A man with electric blue eyes smiled up at me.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    The Game of Chess 
 
      
 
    “Check, playboy, it’ll be checkmate in three more moves,” I called to Ice-Berg.  
 
    We’d met at Lovey’s spot because it was a place he already knew the location of. Lovey had stayed in that house for sixty-something years, everybody knew where Big Mama stayed. She wouldn’t relocate for nobody, no matter what we said to persuade her. “When God wants me, He’ll take me no matter where I rest these old bones at, Chile,” she’d say.  
 
    So, it wasn’t a secret where niggas could get at us at. I barely knew homie, it wasn’t like we were cool, but ever since shit turned sour, we had no other choice than to join forces. Them pussy ass Russians had my brother and the only person that could lead me to ‘em was Ice-Berg’s bitch, Bella. Ever since Freedom called me a few days ago informing me of what went down at my lil’ brothers spot, I’d been on the hunt for that boy Russia’s head.  
 
    I begged Freedom not to alert the authorities because that would only get my lil’ nigga killed, and truth be told, some shit was just best left in the street. I’d met up with Ice-Berg to discuss our strategy and somehow ended up playing chess, mentally and physically!  
 
    I watched Berg study the board intently before a crooked smile formed on his lips. “Outta check,” he exclaimed after taking my knight with his bishop.  
 
    ‘Damn, I didn’t anticipate that move,’ I thought as I rested my face in the palm of my hand and held my pointer finger against my temple in deep thought. The more I observed his setup, I understood his strategy, one false move on my part would cost me not only a pawn but also my queen.  
 
    “Say, Goose, I don’t understand you sweet dick ass niggas out here. You tell me you caught the woman whispering on her phone at three in the morning, and when you pulled her coat tail she hung up acting all ‘noid and shit, right?” he inquired before he took a sip of the amber liquid in his glass. “So, why not whack the bitch and eliminate the possibilities of the slut taking down the entire operation? Come on, cuz, you can’t be that lame.” He laughed and downed the rest of his Brandy. “Homie, that hoe is the law, if she moving like a snake in the middle of the night, that means either two things. The hoe got another nigga she fuckin’ and she’s about to set you up or she workin’ for them people. My bet is the latter, you acting like you the folks or something, fam,” He objected as if that was some cool shit to say.  
 
    Without looking up from the board, I discreetly touched the butt of the burna that was tucked in my waistband. The thought of uping it and rockin’ his ass to sleep made love to my senses. But I decided to give him a pass because I understood that the young guns of this era didn’t know how powerful their tongue was.  
 
    I took the tool off my waist and laid it on the table, barrel aimed in his direction, then looked up at lil’ daddy. “Checkmate in two moves, young-gun,” I concluded as I lined my queen up with my rook.  
 
    Homie looked skeptical because his knight was in position to take my bitch. The queen seemed free in comparison to the bishop he stood to lose. He looked up at me quizzically as I leaned back in my seat and rested my hand on the butt of the .357.  
 
    “Bruh, the problem wit’ you, young niggas is when it comes to a female, you tend to focus on her assets more than her morale. Niggas focus on the bitch with the fattest ass rather than the one with the deepest mind.” I toyed with the trigger as I spoke the gospel to the young brotha.  
 
    He was just one of a million cats that observed with his dick, thought with his heart, and disregarded his brain when speaking in terms of a pretty face and some wet pussy. I studied his body language as his eyes found my finger softly caressing the trigger of the pistol.  
 
    I saw his nervousness battle with his composure as he considered my intentions. “It’s because boys become so focused on how good the nut will feel that they forget that just as pussy gives life, it takes life as well—” I spun the burna on the table and Ice-Berg’s tension eased noticeably.  
 
    He played it off by returning his attention to the game, but I continued to psychologically beat his ass, that’s the real objective of chess! “Yet, one never considers that the woman with the deepest mind could rule an empire with him. Her loyalty will transform him in ways that only a real bitch can,” I jeweled him, but obviously, the cat missed the hint because just as I thought, he took my queen.  
 
    I smiled at him and took the bishop with my rook. My other rook was already one row in front of his king imprisoning it to his death. I stared at him he was still oblivious to the danger he was in. He pushed his knight directly in front of his king, but the last moment he recognized his blunder.  
 
    “Ain’t that a bitch!” Ice-Berg spat.  
 
    I laughed and checkmated his ass with the other rook. I snatched the burna off the table before giving him food for thought. “My, nigga, don’t ever disrespect me by suggesting I’m a rat. I’ve rocked niggas to sleep for less.” He thought on it for a second then nodded in respect. “Dig, Ice-Berg, you must always know what typa female you’re rockin’ wit’. The purified truth is she’s only gonna do one of two things—” I tucked the pistol back into my waistband as he began to set the board up. “Pay attention nigga, I’m giving you a life preserver—" I got his attention. He paused with one hand on a chess piece and his eyes on me, alert. I looked deep into his soul when I gave him a valuable piece of game. “She’s gonna either sacrifice herself for you, or she’s gonna sacrifice you for herself.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Kamika~ 
 
      
 
    “Girl, this spicy tuna roll is delicious!” Johnson exclaimed.  
 
    We were at a sushi bar on the West side of Fort Worth, and she’d been stuffing her face with raw fish since we’d been seated. Not long after she’d warned me about the plots of our superiors, we’d started kicking it. Tracy Johnson was cool, but a little too chatty for my taste. The mere reason I even associated with her was because I knew she’d be a valuable asset, she’d keep me informed on the gossip at the station. I had a lot on my mind, so my appetite was almost nonexistent, but Tracy rambled on and on about how they’re talkin’ about trying to get Obama care eliminated as if she thought those white folks were going to leave a remembrance of a black man being in office in place.  
 
    She spoke on how bad things were since Trump been in office, but no matter how much I hated the prejudice son of a bitch, one fact stood firm in my mind, the employment rate had skyrocketed by sixty percent; that’s forty percent since the eighties! Yet, I could care less about politics at the moment, I stared absently at my plate. The seaweed wrap was barely eaten. I wasn’t sure if it was merely that time of the month for me or if my conscience was having a debate with my heart. Nevertheless, I felt shitty about what I was about to do to Goose. It’s not like I didn’t care for the man, he was just too dangerous to not be taken off the streets, but more so, what other choice did I have? Those fed boys had me in a corner, and I just wasn’t cut out for prison. 
 
    “Kamika—girl, you’re not listening to a thing I’m saying, something has your mind, or someone has it.” Tracy startled me from my thoughts.  
 
    I was so lost in thought I must have lost track of her rants. She stared at me as if she was offended because she didn’t have my undivided attention. 
 
    “Huh?” I countered with the most innocent look I could muster. “Oh—girl stop being foolish, I heard everything you said,” I lied. She looked at me with her lips twisted and a, ‘what the fuck ever,’ expression on her face. “What!” I laughed and picked up my fork before I glanced in her direction.  
 
    She leaned back in her seat, crossed her right leg over her left, and crossed her arms. Tracy was a plus sized woman with a pair of double D’s that made the posture resemble a lecturing aunt. She narrowed her almond-shaped eyes and bounced her right leg. “You’re thinking of your boyfriend, aren’t you?” She assessed my reaction before reaching forward, grabbing her glass of water and taking a sip. “There is trouble in paradise, huh? Girl, let me tell you something about men, they’re only loyal to two things, their mamas and home-cooked meals!” She snapped her fingers and sat her cup down on the table.  
 
    I’d never put her in my business so she couldn’t have known that she was valleys away from the truth. I wonder how she’d react if she knew not only was my boyfriend a part of the infamous Kreek Circle, but I also was in alliance with the Federal Bureau of Investigations to take him down. I had to laugh at the irony of the entire situation.  
 
    Tracy must have thought she was speaking the gospel because she didn’t break a stride in her sermon. “A man will only respect you as long as you don’t show him the character traits of the things he’s always feared in a woman in the first place.”  
 
    That shut me down completely. She touched a soft spot because Goose had once told me something almost identical. Tracy nodded her head understanding that she’d reached something in me.  
 
    “When will I be able to meet this mystery man anyway? We’ve been kicking it for weeks and I’ve yet to meet the man that was able to steal the heart of the infamous detective with brass lower lips.” She smiled at me expectantly.  
 
    Out of respect, I gave her a somber smile. “Soon!” I took a bite of my food just to buy time.  
 
    Obviously, Tracy wasn’t going for it because she narrowed her eyes once again. “Baby girl, how old are you?” she inquired.  
 
    I figured that was a much safer topic than my treachery, so I humored her. “I’m twenty-nine, soon to be thirty, August thirty-first. Why do you ask?” Curiosity got the best of me.  
 
    Tracy picked up her fork and stabbed the last piece of the tuna roll she had. “That means I’m five years older than you, so cut the crap—” she replied before placing the food to her lips. “—your dude is either a street dude that you think I’ll judge you for or either you’re lying about having a man period!” She then placed the food in her mouth and winked. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    I studied the board intently, but Goose had my mind racing at a hundred miles an hour. I’d just learned that even though he looked younger, the man was forty-four years of age. Yet that wasn’t what had my thoughts rushing like an underwater current, the man’s intellect was on some other level shit.  
 
    “What you gonna do, young gun?” he interrupted my concentration.  
 
    I glanced up at homie before looking back at the chessboard and moving my pawn up threatening his. I had him down to three pawns, a king and a rook to my queen, one pawn, and both Bishops. There was no way he’d beat me. He observed the board, he had his pawns lined up back to back, one protecting the other. There was one row between him and getting his queen, but my queen protected the back row and a bishop aimed its pistol at the row that he needed to transcend in order to be successful, and my king sat next to my queen like a lion and his lioness. 
 
    “You wanna know the unique thing ‘bout a pawn, homie?” he proposed as he moved his king up to the last pawn in the line, which was also the most important in his protective strategy.  
 
    The Brandy I’d been downing had me feelin’ myself as I pushed my other Bishop across the board. “I bet you’re gonna tell me after you get yourself outta check, huh?”  
 
    I smiled, he knew he was dead, yet, his composure never slipped. I studied fam, his dreads hung wildly about his head and face hiding his eyes behind a jail cell of hair, yet, I could feel him staring at me. Homie had three fingers of Brandy beside him that he hadn’t touched since he’d poured us both a shot. I was already on my third shot.  
 
    Goose noticed me staring at the glass, chuckled lightly, and positioned his king behind the last pawn. “A pawn is a child with unlimited possibilities, yet their worst attribute is their lack of intelligence, they only have a one-track mind.” He finally took a sip from his cup before he anticipated my next move. “There warriors that only knows how to go forward unless they’re killing someone, but if they survive beyond their predicted life expectancy, they’ll grow up to save your life one day.” He philosophized.  
 
    I pushed my queen all the way to the end of the board. My plan was to force his king away from the second pawn beside the first, that left them without protection. I reconsidered my angle, ‘follow your first thought’ my gut spoke to my mind. I pushed my queen up. “Check.” Goose nodded and pushed his king beside his pawn, I moved my queen directly behind his king. “Check,” I called again, but he merely pushed his king in front of the pawn, directly behind the other two. I saw his intent and took a gamble, I pushed my queen two squares over, my intention was to push my queen back to the last row.  
 
    Goose looked up at me and shook his head with a disappointed expression on his face. “I see you still put all your trust in your bitch.” He taunted before he pushed the first pawn forward. I took it with the positioned bishop, he took my bishop with the second pawn. “You work yo’ bitch so much you forget you love her. When a man elevates to a certain plateau in his game, he no longer has to use his bitch to gain position—he has shootas for that,” Goose spoke as if he knew something I didn’t.  
 
    I pushed my queen to the row the second pawn was on. He pushed his king behind it to protect it. Frustration surged through me as I realized I’d fucked up. Goose didn’t make it any better when he said, “The best way to study your foe is by observing his bitch. You know why, Berg?” 
 
    I pushed my queen to the last row preparing to take his pawn if he decided to go for the queen but instead, he pushed his third pawn up. “You observe his bitch because she’s the reflection of the man and her game is his.” 
 
    I pushed my queen in front of his pawn so he couldn’t move it forward, but it was only a stalling tactic. He pushed the third pawn beside the second one threatening my queen. My Bishop was in its original place and if I took either pawn, it would be a suicide mission for my queen. But if I let him get his queen, he’d check me and push the other pawn down. I procrastinated as long as I could, before looking up at him in defeat. I took one pawn and allowed him to take the queen with his king.  
 
    He saluted me. “A woman has that effect on men. Once a lesser man tastes the power of a true queen, he forgets his own well-being because he’s so focused on her moves. He forgets she’s the most powerful piece in his life merely because of the game he invested in her. He can sacrifice her at will, but the power of that pussy causes him to forget the most detrimental rule of the game.” Confidence exuded from his stare as he tipped my king over with his finger as if playing the rest of the game out would be pointless. “Even though she’s the most powerful, he’s the most valuable piece. You can play chess without a queen and win, but when the king dies, so does everybody else in the castle; simultaneously!” He schooled me.  
 
    At that moment shit got ugly, the door crashed open, and a bloodied mess crashed to the floor. Me and Goose dropped low, but not before pulling out our burnas. I’m guessing the universe wanted to give substance to Goose’s point because we aimed our tools, simultaneously!” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    The very first thing that met me when I regained consciousness was excruciating pain. As soon as my eyes opened, the bright light made me feel as if my head had been cracked open.  
 
    “Arugh—” I growled in anguish.  
 
    Every portion of my nature burned—hurt—throbbed, and my shoulders and wrists felt broken. It took me a moment to think beyond the pain and assess my predicament, slowly—with strained deliberation I lifted my eyes—my arms were suspended above me, chained at the wrist. The chain was thrown over a beam in the roof and pulled tight so that my feet were suspended at least three feet above the ground. Blood was dried on my flesh, and as I looked down at my body, I could see what seemed like small slices canvasing my chest and abdomen. I was shoeless and naked except for a soiled pair of boxers.  
 
    I could tell that whoever worked me over focused his attention on my face because the swelling had my head feeling like a hot air balloon. Everything seemed dream-like as I attempted to numb myself to the pain. They had to have drugged me because I saw everything in a hallucination state.  
 
    “So—I finally get to meet the man of the hour, hmmm?” a deeply accented voice mused.  
 
    He wasn’t an intimidating man by far, he was a small impeccably dressed cat with long, wavy, blond hair. It was hard to focus through the drugs I’d been subjected to, but even through the many colors I was seeing, the two most prominent distinguishments about the dude were his striking blue eyes and the infamous long scar that ran from his left eyebrow all the way down the middle of his jaw. He stood in front of me in a tailored Givenchy suit with his hands behind his back. Beside him stood a tall, slender bald-headed cat that resembled Uncle Fester of the Addams Family, except he wore grey attire under a long white lab coat as if he was a doctor.  
 
    “Do you know who, I am Mr. Assata? Do you know where you’re at?” The accented man asked again.  
 
    I don’t know why, but at that moment a white foamy liquid rushed up my throat and spewed out of my mouth. I became lightheaded and that’s when shit got ugly. The room seemed to crumble before my eyes.  
 
    “What the fuck did you give—me—cock sucka?” I managed as the ceiling began to corrode as I watched.  
 
    “You’ve yet to answer my question, Mr. Assata. Do you know who the fuck I am?” the small man seethed. I assumed he was the cat, Russia, because of the scar, but I answered no man.  
 
    I lifted my head and roared in agony, my arms burned with an intensity so great I thought they’d rip right off my body. I turned my heated glare back to the duo. “Yea—I—I know who you are.” My head felt too heavy for my neck as it dropped, and my chin fell to my chest.  
 
    It was an effort to keep my eyes focused, but somehow, I managed to glare at him as he looked up at me expectantly.  
 
    “Oh, you do hmm?” He smirked at me with an amused expression on his face. “Tell me then, Mr. Assata, who am I?” He inquired as he pushed me causing me to swing back and forth.  
 
    “Son of a bitch!” I exploded in pain. The two men shared a laugh at my expense. “Yea—you-you're the cock sucka I’ma kill when I—I—get—” suddenly, everything went black for a moment. I couldn’t speak or think. 
 
    Russia chuckled. “You’re gonna kill me?” He smiled up at me once my vision returned. “Doctor Voloarsky, please enlighten our friend here of his current predicament.” He turned to the cat in the lab coat. 
 
    I observed through a heated gaze as the Uncle Fester lookin’ mu’fucka reached in his coat pocket and pulled out an object that resembled a scalpel. The faggot stepped over to me and as soon as he came in my proximity, I attempted to kick his head off his shoulders, but my strength was nonexistent.  
 
    The doctor patted my stomach. “Hold still, dear boy, you’re in no position to fight against these odds. If you continue to fight against it, your heart will distribute the poison deeper into our bloodstream—” he paused, and before I could react, he sliced me with the sharp blade. “You’ve been exposed to a Soviet-born nerve agent—it dates back to the nineteen-eighties and in Russia, it’s given the name novichoks which in English translates the new kid on the block!”  
 
    The cock sucka sliced me again, the thin blade was so sharp that I didn’t feel it, but the sting afterward was antagonizing. I watched helplessly as he walked over to a table littered with strange looking paraphernalia and packed up a syringe. He took the cap off and flicked the instrument a few times before tapping the plunger. A squirt of a yellowish liquid shot out about half a foot high as the crazed doctor stared at it adoringly before looking up at me as if he’d lived for this moment his entire existence.  
 
    “Tis agent can be very deadly if not cared for properly—” Volodarsky headed in my direction as he spoke his insanity. “I’ve drained you of a few pints of blood to detoxicate you since you’ve been out of it. I’ve injected you with this serum I created, and it's working marvelously!” He chuckled as if using me for a lab rat was the most hilarious thing since comedy.  
 
    Once he stood before me, the strange man rubbed his hand up my bare inner thigh. I assumed he was on some rainbow shit, and though I wasn’t homophobic, I wasn’t a participant either. I attempted to kick him in the face, but my energy was drained.  
 
    His owlish blue eyes focused on me. “Be still, silly boy, I’m trying to find a fast way to your aorta, not grope you—” he paused once his hand stopped midthigh. “You have a main artery in your thigh which is connected to your aorta through a sequence of veins and arteries,” he spoke to me as if I knew what the hell an aorta was. Even in the condition, I was in, he could read the expression on my face.  
 
    He nodded and elaborated. “An aorta is the main trunk that carries blood to the left side of your heart, and all other limbs and organs of your body, except for your lungs. Of course, you’re gonna die either way, but I have a few more drugs to experiment with on you.” His eyes flickered to Russia who was standing in a corner observing with an expressionless fascination. “The good man here has revived my hope in medicine by allowing me to practice it here at his humble abode.” He waved his hand around the room as if he were showing me around a room at the Hilton.  
 
    Under hooded eyes I took in my surroundings, a black rat the size of a cat scurried across the stained floor. Abandoned cracked pipes, tainted condoms, and other debris littered the ground. I came to the conclusion that I was gonna die in this dilapidated building. I knew exactly where they held me because unbeknownst to them, me and Pain grew up thuggin’ in this building. We used it for every extracurricular activity we could until DPD caught on and started givin’ niggas trespassing tickets for entering it.  
 
    “Tis drug you’ve been exposed to work ruin on a person’s body—it stops the normal transmission of messages between the nerves and muscles. The light-headedness you’re feeling will soon morph into grogginess, that will soon become the evidence of strained breathing.”  
 
    Russia interrupted my train of thought as he pushed away from the wall. “I bet you’re wondering how ‘tis man is so well versed in medicine?” he said as he clapped the doctor on the back. “My old friend here is from the old country. I’ve known him for decades now. Back when I served as an assassin for the Russian Mafia, I was poisoned by a snake of a fellow that was paid to eliminate the opposition.” The two men shared a strange look before he continued. “I barely escaped with my life. Yet, as I stumbled along the putrid alleyways of the capital and largest city in Russia, Moscow—”  
 
    He stared off into the distance, transporting back to a time before the tailored suits and tons of cocaine. “—I could feel the poison swimming within my veins—like a river that empties into the ocean. The poison would pour out into the crevices of my heart until there was no more life in me. I had come to wit's end—the pain I felt at ‘tis moment was so great that I crumbled to the ground ready to surrender to the hands of life, but the Angel of Death had other plans for me.” He fell silent lost inside times past.  
 
    The doctor patted him on his shoulder and took it from there. “I found him gasping for air, flirting with the fate of death. I was an exiled physician from Rome. I’d been run away from my country for practicing medicines on ninety- eight people all of which died except one—the one that ruined my life and got me exiled, never to return to my home. I was named a witch doctor. In Mexico, they called me a curandero, a man who practiced folk medicine.” He shook his head sadly before a bright smile lit his face. “So, you can only imagine how elated I was to find ‘tis man in need. I knew if I saved him, I’d prove my expertise. I took him in and the rest is history, I’ve been with him ever since.” 
 
    The only thought that came to mind was, ‘these two sick mu’fuckas were a match made in heaven.’  
 
    The doctor paused, and without warning, the sick son of a bitch stabbed me in the thigh with the needle. The pain was so great I vomited.  
 
    Volodarsky smiled up at me. “You’re gonna die here, Mr. Assata, but before you do, I plan on having a lot of fun with you!”   
 
      
 
    ~Goose~ 
 
      
 
    My senses were in overdrive as I studied the bloody mess that lied face down on Lovey’s living room floor. Instantly, recognition cooked my blood to a boiling point. I rushed over to Pain, kneeled down beside him and placed my fingers to his neck to check for a pulse.  
 
    “Say, bruh, can you hear me. Who did this shit—talk to me, fam!” I demanded.  
 
    I felt like a walking hurricane as I stared down at my lil’ brothas bloodied face. The weak thump of his heart seemed to awaken demons in me that surged from a sinister place until they trespassed into the darkness of my mind. Pain hung onto life by a thread, and the thoughts of losin’ him had me hanging on to my sanity by a string. While assessing my brother, I saw a blur of movement out of my peripheral.  
 
    Without a bit of hesitation, I spun on my hind legs with the tool already extended in the direction of the possible threat. I didn’t know who it was, but if death had followed my brotha home, I’d take him with me wherever men like me went after the physical life.  
 
    Ice-Berg aimed his burna at me as he cautioned. “Whoa—” from the look in his eyes I could tell his intent wasn’t to do any harm to me or bro, he was merely caught off guard by me drawin’ down on him.  
 
    “It’s me, homie, I ducked out to make sho ya boy ain’t lead the devils to us.” He nodded at Pain.  
 
    I lowered the pistol and turned my attention back to my brotha. I knew I needed to tame that savage in me before I ended up whackin’ somebody on accident! I realized I was off my game because I didn’t even see him leave the room in the first place. Pain was saturated in blood and traces of dirt made his dark skin look as if he had been rolling around on the ground.  
 
    Without looking at Berg, I stood up. “Help me get him to the couch, fam.”  
 
    Though he could care less if my lil’ nigga lived or passed on to the other side, Ice-Berg was intelligent enough to tuck his gun and grab Pain’s legs to assist me as we carried him to the couch. I don’t know why it came to mind, but I could hear Lovey having a fit ‘bout how the old ass sofa had been in the family for generations and she was gonna blister our behinds for the mess. At the thought of the old lady, a lightning bolt of anger clashed with a typhoon of pain inside me. I missed her with the entirety of the piece of heart I had left. I hadn’t even buried her yet, I knew she’d want all her boys present at her last stop.  
 
    “I don’t ask for much, but I need you to protect my babies. I’m no saint, Father, but I do my best. My only request is that if you must—take me before you take them. My heart is too fragile to be standing over their caskets. Please, God—take me before you take them. This is my sacrifice, In Jesus name, Amen.”  
 
    The prayer I overheard her sendin’ to the OG replayed in my head. The shit rocked me so bad I had to shake my head vigorously to clear it of the pictures exploding behind my eyelids. I honestly don’t remember closing my eyes, but after the storm calmed, I cracked my eyes open to find Ice-Berg staring at me perplexed.  
 
    We stood there sizing each other up until Pain caused us to break the showdown as both of our attention diverted to him.  
 
    “Nigga, Lovey—would kick yo’ ass for fuckin’ up her couch,” he verbalized my thoughts.  
 
    I chuckled a lil’ and gave lil’ bro a weak smile. “I’m more concerned with if I’m ‘bout to buy you and Lovey matching caskets—” I focused on his droopin’ eyes; “—you ‘bout to die on me, family?” I searched his soul as if I could override God’s plan and choose if he lived or died. My flesh laughed weakly.  
 
    “Nigga you sound like Wax and O’Dawg in that movie, Menace II Society, “Don’t die Pain—please, Pain, don’t die!” Pain whispered.  
 
    In spite, of it being the last thing I wanted to do, he got a good laugh out of me and Berg. At the sound of Berg’s laughter, Pains eyes focused on me in surprise. Slowly, his eyes turned to Ice-Berg, and his reaction fucked up the temperature in the room. Hell could be seen in my eyes as I went for my tool at the same time Pain’s energy suddenly kicked in and he went for the same thing. As we battled for the .357, Ice-Berg scrambled for his.  
 
    The words that spilt from his Pain’s lips were like toxins poured into the only water supply a small village had to drink from—it affected everybody! “Nigga is you insane—this pussy ass nigga just sent Twisted to do me!” he raged.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    ~Three Hours Later~ 
 
      
 
    It had been hours since Russia and his mad doctor left me hanging on to my life. I’d damn near gone crazy from the hallucinatory state I’d been in. I witnessed the room crash to ruble and rebuild itself three times! I’d vomited so much my stomach cramped from the lack of food and dry heaves. For a while, I couldn’t get a grasp on to a coherent thought, but after the last episode of vomiting, I could feel my body and my immune system kick into overdrive. It was a dizzying—nauseous feeling that made me grit my teeth against the foreign effect. I looked up at my chained wrists—somehow—someway, I had to get the hell down from there. I exerted the little bit of energy I could in an attempt at trying to pull myself up the chain. Maybe—just maybe, I’d be able to unlatch the chain. 
 
    “Near the time of death, breathing is strained—intermittent. Have you made it to that stage yet, Assata?” a feminine voice spoke from behind me.  
 
    I froze—it was something about that sweet sound that struck a chord of familiarity with me and rocked my orbit.  
 
    ‘Could it be,’ I thought in disbelief. The drugs had to have been working on my psyche again because there was no way possible for what I assumed to be a reality.  
 
    “You’re feeling that as I speak to you, huh—like each breath you take is a struggle—do you know what will come next, Assata?” she asked as she stepped from the darkness.  
 
    As soon as she stood before me, the room seemed to tilt and my mental capacity swelled with so many pieces to a puzzle that needed completion that my system overloaded and I dry heaved. The room spun so fast I thought I’d be torn apart from the sheer speed of it.  
 
    My thoughts were on repeat. ‘How is this possible—was I trippin—was this another hallucination?’ 
 
    “Soon you’ll surrender to the inevitable—death!” she said as she lit a funny looking cigarette and took a long drag from it. Through a cloud of smoke, she gazed up at me with a lustful look dancing in her eyes. “Surreal, right—to see me after what you witnessed that day?” She laughed seductively as her eyes traveled the lengths of my battered body. Slowly—she licked her cherry red painted lips. “Absolutely delicious—” she paused before stalking over to me like a lioness that’s cornered her prey.  
 
    She ran her manicured fingers up my thigh until they slid underneath the leg of my boxers. The silly bitch fondled my balls softly as she took another pull on the cancer stick. “You’re just as beautiful with your life hanging in the balance as you were the first night that I met you,” she whispered as she held my dick in her small hand stroking me to an erection.  
 
    I fought against her, but to no avail—my manhood betrayed me as it surged to life. The poisonous slut giggled as she pulled my nature free and gave it a long—wet—slow lick before placing it back in its confines and looking back up at me. “You have a nice dick, Assata, but I’ll have enough time to taste it after it’s all said and done,” she spoke softly.  
 
    “Over my dead body—bi—bitch, you killed my flesh, you’ll pay with your life,” I spat dangerously.  
 
    The punk bitch laughed softly and patted my deflating dick. “Over your dead body, huh?” She seemed to think for a moment as she put her index finger against her lips. “That can be arranged, hon, rigor mortis dick?” She looked up at me before she laughed. “I’ve never had any, but I’d try it with you. I bet you’re wondering how I pulled it off?” She smiled so big I wondered if it hurt her face. “I bet you’re wondering how I freed myself from one form of slavery only to become the fuck toy of a sadistic motherfucker like Russia, huh?” she asked as if she was the original Machiavelli.  
 
    As a response, I used every ounce of energy I could muster, gathered an impressive amount of saliva and spat on her. It splashed against the right side of her face and dripped down onto her shoulder.  
 
    The silly female smiled before she spoke words into the atmosphere that couldn’t be taken back. “This may have been the best thing to happen to you—but most importantly, death was the best thing that ever happened to your, Uncle Brains.”  
 
    Murder bled into my pupils as I silently asked the atmosphere for the chance to ride on my enemies one more time before the hands of life took my piece off the board. Then, shawty fucked my world up. 
 
    “Assata—your uncle was a federal informant. He was working with the DEA to take you and your organization down, he just didn’t anticipate the blood that would come from the Russia situation.” The surprise on my face must not have been enough for the woman because she sealed the deal with one last nail. “What, you thought he got himself killed because of his love for me?” She laughed. “No—he could give two fucks about the prostitute he took under his wing—he killed himself, Assata. He ran down those stairs in the line of fire because of guilt, not love.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice-Berg~ 
 
      
 
    I beat those boys to the draw but honestly didn’t have any intentions of rocking either of one to sleep unless that was the only solution. I held the fo’fifth steady as Goose zoned into the danger that floated in the air. It wasn’t a question of if I’d kill—hell, I didn’t even need a reason to do that. Goose latched onto Pain’s wrist to prevent him from turning and upping the burna on me. I knew he’d peel my scalp back if he so much as sneezed too loud—his brains would be blown all over Lovey’s couch right before I lit his brotha’s ass up.  
 
    “Don’t trip out, cuz, you survived one situation, but you won’t walk away from this one, on gang!” I seethed and gave Pain pause. He slouched back onto the couch as I stood up and backpedaled toward the door. “Look, homie, I didn’t have shit to do with whatever happened to you, but if my loc got at you—” I shrugged my shoulders as if to say, ‘fuck it.’ “I’m just as guilty, I’ll handle my family myself if he was outta pocket.” I turned my eyes to Goose. “You know Pain ain’t no innocent bystander, fam. Him and Twisted been at each otha’s throats since the sandbox. I don’t know how y’all do in San Antonio, but up here in the metroplex beef ends when death is born.”  
 
    Goose snatched his pistol out of Pain’s weak grasp. “In San Antonio we murda niggas! I don’t give a fuck ‘bout the tough shit you spittin’, yo’ people touched my flesh and he didn’t finish the job.” He looked back at Pain. “We both know what typa nigga my brotha is, they’ll meet up again.” Goose nodded his head as if he could see the future. I nodded and made my exit, but as soon as I stepped outside my phone vibrated; without screening the call I answered. “What’s crackin’?”  
 
    The silence on the other end lasted for a few seconds before an accented voice fucked my head up. “Mister, Swanson—so we meet again, hmmm?” The Russian sounded elated as if we were long lost, friends.  
 
    I paused midstride at the same time Goose rushed out the door with his phone in one hand and the .357 in the other. We stared at each other as Russia spoke his peace in my ear.  
 
    “You betrayed my trust, Mister Swanson—for ‘tis grievance you will die slowly, piece—by—piece!” a painted scream punctuated his point.  
 
    My blood turned cold when recognition set in. It was Pablo, the head of the El Salva Trucha—Bella’s cousin, and my boy. Russia had gotten a hold of him somehow, and I knew the outcome would be fatal.  
 
    “Tell me, Mister Swanson, when was the last time you fucked my wife—” Russia mocked me with a chuckle. “She is an animal isn’t she, son? But later for that slut, you have something that belongs to the Black Mamba Mafia and we want it back. Until it’s in our hands again, you will watch those you love be eliminated for your sins!” Russia taunted.  
 
    The last thing I heard before the call disconnected was Pablo swearing and screaming for me not to give him shit, and then a gunshot ended the call. I’d just lost my connections to the MS-13 organization.  
 
    I looked up at Goose, his eyes were in slits. “Say I don’t know if you had anything to do with my brotha, but if I find out you did—” he left the unspoken threat hangin’ in the balance and tucked his tool. “We’ll deal with that at another time,” he said before tossin’ his phone to me. I caught it and stared at him perplexed. “Read the text, homie,” Goose requested.  
 
    Reluctantly, I looked down at the screen. My thoughts were racing a hundred miles an hour. The text could lead me to Russia. It read: 
 
    //: If you ever want to see your brother again…alive—he’s at the old Morrison Mills building on the top floor. Come ready for war— 
 
    I looked up at Goose. “What this gotta do with me?”  
 
    He smiled as he walked over to me. “That was the Russian on your phone, huh?” He surprised me and ignited suspicions all at once.  
 
    ‘How the fuck would he know that?’ I wondered.  
 
    Before I could verbalize those sentiments, the screeching of tires snatched my attention causing me to spin around with the tool ready to spit. About eight SUVs pulled to a halt on the curb. Thinkin’ that Russia sent a hit squad, I began backpedaling toward the house, but the doors to the first truck swung open, and a dark-skinned dude dressed in all black stepped out with a mac 90 in his grip. The red bandana that covered his face was the only indication that my assumption was wrong, but the problem was found within the fact that not only was I crip, but the possibility of me conspiring to give Pain that long nap floated in the air.  
 
    “Soowoo; what’s poppin’, big homie?” The man pulled the bandanna from over his mouth.  
 
    Tricky B was a solid cat whose word held some weight in the hood. I liked the nigga, but that wouldn’t stop him from putting one in my head for all the blood on my hands from slaying a few of his fallen soldiers. The O.G. Hubb, Tonio Manuel, and a few other bustas stepped out of their vehicles—all were ‘bout that action.  
 
    The nigga Hubb stepped forward clutchin’ a chrome Desert Eagle in his paw. “Ain’t that—” he began.  
 
    Goose stepped up beside me and put his arm around my shoulder. “Yea, but he good—you, niggas leave that gang bangin’ shit for after we get my brotha back. Then y’all can kill each other’s entire family for all I care.” Goose looked at me, our eyes communicated a temporary peace treaty before he took his arm from around my shoulder and headed for the house. “Dig, Berg, this don’t make us even—” He turned his head to look at me once again before he spoke his peace. “Nothin’ will be sufficient compensation for the harm of my flesh. So, for your sake, let’s hope your hands are clean—” he paused. “I’m going to kill your relative, Twisted, but fair exchange ain’t no robbery, homie—Blood for Blood.”  
 
    I still held that steel tight, so I glanced down at it before allowin’ the windows to my soul to capture his. “Homie, I respected ya gangsta, but like you say—Blood is traded for blood, and for the life of my loc, you’ll be standin’ ova a casket or two yourself.” I turned my back to the dread head and before heading for my whip, I left him with something to ponder. “The difference between a chess game and playing chess with real life is one can control the pieces on the board, but he can’t control destiny. A sacrificed pawn on the board is a sacrifice for position.” I tossed up the Hoova as I walked past the group of cats I’d been at odds with my entire life and spoke over my shoulder. “But a sacrificed pawn in real life is a heartless move for complete dominance,” I jeweled him.  
 
    I heard a commotion as I hit the automatic start on the Benz that made me divert my eyes in the direction of the group of men standing beside the first SUV. Tricky B was sighting me with a compact machine gun that I’d never seen before. The infrared danced over my left eye before stopping in the middle of my forehead.  
 
    “You know I’ve been thirsty for your blood since we were lil’ niggas—” he said as he placed the stock of the machinery against his right shoulder for leverage. I watched him squint one eye as his finger tickled the trigger.  
 
    “Say fam—” Goose demanded as he stepped toward me. “—fuck I tell you, Tricky? You, niggas, think this the wild-wild west where you can jus’ jump out brandishing guns out ‘chere?” He stepped in between me and Tricky’s aim.  
 
    I took that as my opportunity to make my exit before my luck ran out. Whatever Goose was sayin’ to that boy was lost on me as I murked outta the driveway in hot pursuit of a madman I loved with a cold heart. Twisted was reckless, but I saluted him for touchin’ the boy, Pain. My only beef wit’ lil’ cuz was that he didn’t finish the pussy, because if I knew Pain like I thought I did—the hood was gonna rain blood soon enough.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Face in The Dark 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    “Baby—Baby, I got it, I got the part—I got it, baby!” I screamed. “Oh my God—this is—this—I mean?” I paced the floor back and forth as I fanned myself in an attempt to calm down.  
 
    Shotta rushed into the living room with a frown on his face and pistol in his hand. He surveyed his surroundings as if he expected trouble before his Bambi's eyes landed on me. His facial expression transformed from one of battle ready to one of curiosity. “Sup, babe, you doin’ all that screaming and shit like someone was trying to rape you or sumthin’. What’s up?” He asked while tucking his gun.  
 
    I rushed right over to him and without warning, hopped into the air. He caught me as if it was nothin’! I instinctively wrapped my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck. His hands instantly cupped my butt as I leaned down to plant a juicy kiss on his lips. Nervousness ate at my elation as our eyes bore into each other’s, his filled with anticipation—mine overflowing with the fear of his reaction.  
 
    “Baby—” I paused for the right words. “Don’t be mad okay, promise me that you won’t be mad or overreact?” I pleaded.  
 
    Shotta was a good dude, but his possessiveness was over the top. He was the type of man that found it hard to trust no matter what was shown. We’d be cool and I’d come to terms with my decision to give him a fair shake with my heart, then boom! I’d remember why I left out the gate. If I go out, I had to have fucked some other dude. If I went to the grocery store and was gone too long, I had to be out creeping. His insecurities were a sensitive bomb that could explode with the slightest shift of the wind. Sometimes, more often than not the explosion turned physical.  
 
    “Jazmina, just say what the fuck you need to say so I can go back and finish weighing this exotic. I have business to tend to. What’s up?” he demanded with a slap to my behind.  
 
    I unwrapped my legs and dropped my feet to the floor with my arms still around his neck as I took a deep breath. “Well—when me and Charla were window shopping the other day, there was this sign on one of the store windows promoting a model search, and—”  
 
    The heat that bled into his eyes gave me pause. I was so familiar with his body language that I could foretell his reaction merely from the expression on his face.  
 
    “And?” he inquired. 
 
    “And—and she persuaded me to audition. They told me they’d call the girls that made the cut. I didn’t think I’d make it because all the other pretty girls, but they called to tell me—I mean, I won’t do it if you’re not cool with it, but I really wanna do it, baby. I’ve always wanted to—”  
 
    My words came out in a ramble until Shotta unhooked my arms from around his neck. Without a word, he turned and headed back to his business. Just as I thought he’d just leave me standing there—maybe giving the opportunity some thought. He turned and proved to me that luck was occasional, and more often than not found in leprechauns.  
 
    “You just can’t leave your hoeish ways behind, can you?” he spat with a disgusted look on his face. I visibly deflated. “What—you wanna go around the world showing niggas your ass and titties—huh? You’re pitiful.”  
 
    Tears welled up in my eyes, I always dreamed of modeling. I wasn’t a hoe, nor did I aspire to show my assets to anyone but the man I was with. At that moment, I realized that the self-esteem of most woman was brittle regardless of how beautiful one was. I knew I was a bad bitch, but all it took was for a man—my man to reveal the things he thought about me, and I lost confidence.  
 
    “I—I’ve never been hoeish, Shotta, I just want to get us on the map. I’d never disrespect myself as a woman—I’m—my—” My face was wet with liquid heartbreak. I couldn’t even finish my statement. “Forget I said anything about it—okay?” I whispered.  
 
    A look of satisfaction leaked into his expression. “That’s my girl.” He smiled. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Face in The Dark~ 
 
      
 
    “He used everybody, Assata. He was a rotten son of a bitch that deserved what he got,” I hissed.  
 
    Assata was in bad shape, but he was a soldier if I must say so myself. I’d researched the Novichoks drug, and it’s a wicked creation. It spoke volumes of the dangerous shit governments had at their disposal. Russia—Korea—Japan, and the United Stated created weapons that had the potential to increase global warming as well as cause national disasters. This drug Novichoks was merely one of the hundreds of thousands of species of chemical agents created around the world. In Italy—and Russian people are still finding chemical weapons from World War II buried in their backyards. Looking over Assata, I was surprised the man still held on to his sanity after his system was introduced to the nerve agent.  
 
    “Bitch—you-you faked your death!” Assata breathed fire down at me.  
 
    I smiled up at him, suddenly exhaustion overtook me. I was tired of all the hiding—the life. I was tired of it all, especially being a slave—a sex toy to egotistical men. “Yes, Assata, I faked my death. Yes—I switched sides. The slut, Snow, that no one expected, freed herself from the clutches of not only the grips of a mad con man turned informant, but also the clutches of the United States Government,” I revealed heatedly. The look Assata gave me was contemptuous laced with a river of surprise. “Your uncle was gonna trade me for his freedom.” I stared into Assata eyes as I unraveled the ball of yarn that held the missing pieces to the puzzle. “All those divine interventions you had during those times you thought you should have died—"  
 
    I allowed silence to make love to the moment as I took a pull from the leaf rolled cancer stick, I could see Assata’s mind working in warp speed as the pieces snapped into place. His assumption that he had a guardian angel died as reality stood before him.  
 
    “That was me, hon, and I had a reason to keep you alive.” My eyes descended to his cock print and I snickered naughtily. “Beyond fucking you—” I giggled. “The funny thing is –I would have never known if I wouldn’t have gone to that block party in the Kreek that day. That’s where I saw her, an old friend that used to work the track with me. The slut used to be one of the highest paid prostitutes hailing from the mean streets of Milwaukee. One day the bitch just up and left the stable, but the next time I saw her I got the surprise of my life—” I smiled a sad smile at the reflection. Assata seemed antsy, he seemed to be searching for a weakness in the chains that held him captive. “She was a fucking cop!” I spat as if the idea was the most revolting thing. “She’d somehow beat the odds, Kamika McDade, the ex-prostitute was at your block party, and I watched her infiltrate your circle. After that day, I followed her everywhere she went, and that’s when things got interesting, Assata.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Harrison~ 
 
      
 
    I’d been at my desk all day. In fact, I hadn’t left my office at Quantico for two days. I hadn’t had a lick of sleep, and the energy drinks and fast food was starting to do more harm than their intended purposes. My wife and closest friends feared for my well-being. They thought I was obsessed with cracking the bank heist case. The truth is, I was! I dreamed about it—I had a real hard on for those pricks that ran, off with good tax payer’s money. That and the heat I was getting from the director about closing the Willow Kreek Drug Organization case had me restless. Ever since my number one link, Detective Hunter, was slain, things had become quite complicated.  
 
    I still didn’t understand how things became so fucked, but I had a strong inkling that the answer to that question would be found when we found David ‘Ice-Berg’ Swanson. The story Detective Winslet told us that day in her boss’ office blew my mind, reconstructive surgery was common in the underworld circles, but the kicker was the fact of how he’d gotten it. I thought Bella Dahik was the wife of a Russian.  
 
    So, why would she help the man that her husband was undoubtedly trying to kill? That was my thought when my desk phone jarred me to the present. “Harrison speaking,” I answered.  
 
    “Harrison—this is Paul down in forensics. I think you need to come on down to the basement to have a look at this,” the voice proposed in an excited tone.  
 
    I wasn’t really in the mood for the scientific breakdown of a case Paul had been trying to help crack for months now. He was a good guy, but at the moment, I was foot over ass in open cases.  
 
    “Uh—Paul, I think I’m going to have to take a raincheck. I’m cock deep in unsolved cases and if I don’t hurry up, and solve them, I’ll be working down at the nearest IHOP.” I chuckled to take the bite out of my decline, but I was the one that needed to soften the blow.  
 
    Paul returned the chuckle. “Well—if you don’t get down here like five minutes ago, you won’t even be able to get a job at the nearest crack spot,” he said, pun intended. “I don’t know if you know this, but there’s no such thing as two people with the same DNA, not even identical twins. You do know that, right?”  
 
    The prick was starting to piss me off with the pokes at my intelligence. “Yes—I know that jackass. What the hell does that have to do with anything!” I demanded.  
 
    I could feel Paul’s excitement exuding through the phone before he caused me to bolt from my chair. “Well—that case that you’re working, the—the Russian case. The one where we found the girlfriend with her throat slit?” he stated.  
 
    “Yea—what about it, Paul? Stop busting my balls and tell me what you’ve found!” I demanded.  
 
    “Well, unless DNA profiling has somehow evolved or some other strange occurrence. The Jane Doe we found isn’t Pandora ‘Snow’ Jacobs, in fact, it’s her sister.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Snow~
  
 
    “She used to meet a man that I later found out was her partner. Detective Hunter who was in alliance with the fed boys. He was the key to it all, my intuition told me to watch him closely, low and behold,” I waved my hand in a dramatic effect. “One day I followed him to the outskirts of the city and there, in a none descript car, he and Brains traded info. Brains gave him what he wanted on us, but in return what neither could anticipate was a president of a fortune five-hundred company named Ashford Jordan turning us over to the cops. In an attempt to save each other, Brains sacrificed us in exchange for his freedom, and Hunter would become a hero for taking down the infamous Kreek Organization.” I watched it all register on Assata’s face, confliction battled with his rationality as he was forced to believe what his heart didn’t want to. “That’s neither here nor there—that’s not what has your mind moving at the speed of light is it, handsome?”  
 
    A creaking sound from above caught my attention. My eyes shot skyward at the same time Assata’s did. The beam that he was swinging from had splintered—if he kept up his struggle, he’d snap the old wood in half. My eyes flew to Assata’s—he smiled down at me with crooked intentions swimming in his pupils. I returned his smile, the .38 special that was in my purse was my solace.  
 
    “You remember the night I met, Russia—” I paused to allow him the time to reflect before I helped jog his memory. “Yes, at the Art Gallery—I’d already had it in my mind that I’d switch sides. Your uncle was being pressed to speed up his part of the deal, and I was pressed to be free from his grasp.” I took one last drag from the imported cigarette before tossing it to the floor and snubbing it with the toe of my Balenciaga boot.  
 
    “Fuuuck!” Assata screamed in agony.  
 
    I knew his arms had to have been in excruciating pain from the stretched limbs and tight chains. He swung his body until he heard the groan of the beam singing a melody that must have been the melody that aroused the beast within him because he roared and rocked harder in attempt to aid the destiny of the only thing that prevented gravity from reuniting him with the ground. I paid no mind as I revealed to him how I not only became the first angel he saw floating around in a pair of seventeen-hundred- dollar houndstooth Balenciaga Boots, but also the feminine impersonator of Machiavelli.  
 
    “After that night—after I got in the bed with the enemy, literally.” I giggled at my own twisted sense of humor as Assata continued his pursuit for liberation. As my mind carried me back to my betrayal, I stared off into space. With each word, my pussy moistened—I could feel my nipples hardening. “Listen close, baby boy, because this is not only the tale of how I fooled the world, but how I got revenge on a morbid sister that introduced me to prostitution!”                                                                                  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Reflecting 
 
      
 
    ~Armani~
  
 
    I laid stretched across the sleigh bed—a skimpy pair of boy shorts hugged my curves perfectly and being topless allowed my chocolate nipples to salute the Gods as my mind ran wild with thoughts of Assata’s sexy ass. He was a real man and had an animalistic sex game to seal the deal. I’d slept with my share of men within my twenty-eight years of living, but none did my body the way that man did. As I allowed my thoughts to wrap around stolen moments we’d shared, my heartfelt betrayed—manipulated! Though we weren’t official, we had an understanding; yet just like so many other street niggas, as soon as I gave him my pussy, he was gone in the wind.  
 
    I hadn’t heard from Assata in almost a week and a half. All three of my calls and texts went unanswered. I tried not to fear the worst, but the truth was, I did. So many thoughts rushed at me from every corner of my mind.  
 
    ‘Did he think I was a hoe? Did I give in to early—was it all a game?’ Thought after thought set my soul on fire.  
 
    I knew there was no way for a woman to control a man. Men looked down on women when they seemed easy. They assumed that if it was that easy for them, it was the same for the next cat. That’s why I tried to protect my reputation with each step I took, but damn, Assata—he just did it for me. Somewhere along my crazed reflections, my mind detoured to the night of passion me and Assata shared. He was a different type of man, all street, but his heart was good. I’d noticed how distant he’d become after the hospital visit with his aunt Lovey.  
 
    He seemed stressed—constantly looking over his shoulder as if he expected someone to sneak up on him. Instinctively my eyes drifted closed—my body yearned to console him—to feel him taking his aggression out on my lower lips. Heat radiated from my body with the thought of each stroke he’d given me that night. I was so lost within the fantasy that my hands took on a mind of their own as I slid my finger into my warm mouth while allowing my free hand to fondle my right breast.  
 
    An intense moan slipped from my lips as my fingers made their descent—over the hill of my nipple—a slow, pleasurable trail down the flat plain of my stomach until they slipped beyond the point of no return and landed on the imprint of my hairless peach. Slowly, I teased myself by massaging my pussy through the fabric of my shorts. I could feel my juices saturating my thong as my full lips parted slightly, and my breath quickened. I went further and peeled the shorts along with my thong completely off.  
 
    I spread my legs apart as far as I could. “Assata—As-sata!” I moaned as I split my fruit open with my finger. No one knew how to touch a woman’s body like she did, small circles on my clit as I pinched my nipple made me arch my back as I pictured Assata deep, strong and hard inside of me. “Fuck—me!” I demanded as I worked my clit faster and pinched my nipples harder. “Uhh!” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Twisted~ 
 
      
 
    I fell through the door of the spot—my shoulder and leg felt like they would fall off at any moment. I’d been shot before, but neither time made the experience any less painful. I had to give it to the boy Pain, the bitch ass nigga thought fast on his feet. That just goes to show you that when self-preservation kicks in, a mu’fucka will come up with some innovative ways to preserve their life.  
 
    “What the fuck—what happened to you, homie?” Crazy Loc raged as I stumbled over to the couch and fell onto it without an ounce of strength left.  
 
    My whole body burned, the homie pulled his burna, and rushed out the door—I’m assuming to ensure I hadn’t been followed.  
 
    Moments later he rushed back in. “Lil Ben—B.G., you niggas put that shit down for a second and come help me with, Cuz,” he yelled to the back.  
 
    My lil’ homie B.G. appeared in the doorway of the kitchen, a blunt hung lazily from his lip as he assessed me. His mind must have been clouded by whatever he was smokin’ because his eyes rolled over me a few times before the blunt fell from his lips, and he rushed over to me on some real active shit. 
 
    “Nigga, just say the name and I’ma go dress they mama up in that black dress—on Fo’tray, homie.” He pulled out a cannon and began waving it as if the enemy was somewhere in the room.  
 
    B.G. was a lil’ homie off the Noff side of Fort Worth. An eighteen-year-old Fo’tray gangsta that moved up to Denton to stay wit’ his pops as a means to get him out the gutta. I guess his T-Jones didn’t know much ‘bout the S.E.D cause she just shipped him from the jungle to the zoo with no cages, one fucked up community to the next.  
 
    The homie crazy Loc snatched the .40 from the nigga. “Gimme this shit, cuz, fa you kill one of us or yo’ self.” He grilled the lil’ homie before tucking the pistol in his waist beside his own.  
 
    At that moment, Lil Ben, one of my favorite lil’ niggas strolled in the room like he was the coolest crip nigga since Big Took. As soon as his eyes rolled over me our eyes connected in a collision of unspoken words. He was the only one besides myself, and the two bitches that knew my plans and seeing that I got touched as well as being the only one to return to the point of no return. 
 
    “Where Tessa at, Loc?” he asked with blue flames burning in his eyes. He assessed me once more before coming to an already evident conclusion, “Homie, you need a doctor.”  
 
    I damn near snatched one of the guns off Crazy Loc’s waist and popped his ass, but instead, I did what any otha nigga woulda done in my situation—I cried! 
 
    “Nigga—fuck, Tessa!” I screamed wit’ actual tears in my eyes. All eyes fell on me. “Cuz—” I looked ova at Crazy Loc, “Fuck a doctor—you know I can’t go to no hospital wit’ no lead in me. They’ll put the laws on me before they put the IV in my arm.” I thought on the decision that had to be made.  
 
    The resolve that played over my face must have revealed my thoughts before I could verbalize ‘em because Crazy looked as if I’d lost my mental. ”Say, homie, I hope you’re not thinkin’ what I think you are—” He began pacing the floor. “Twist, I ain’t no doctor, homie. What if I hit an artery or crack a bone or something? Berg will whack me—hell naw, I—” 
 
    “Nigga shut the fuck up wit’ all that bitchin’ before I whack you!” I cut him off, then looked over at B.G. “Bruh, get rid of that GTA.” Grand theft auto is what we called a stolen car. The white Lex I’d done the deed in was as hot as a grill at a fast food joint. “And don’t be joy ridin’, homie, ditch the mu’fucka, and get back here, asap!” I growled as I began undoing my pants. “Lil Ben, go find the sharpest knife you can find, get some sewing thread, a needle, and the strongest bottle of alcohol you got.” I shot off orders as if I was in any position to do so.  
 
    I knew that regardless of the love a nigga showed, most men didn’t believe in climbing their way to the top. That movie Scarface fucked a lot of boys up—so everybody wanted to be the boss—the chief. Nobody wanted to play the Indian, so I knew weakness could only be shown in small doses cause the slightest weakness could give a hungry nigga the strongest ideas. 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Snow~ 
 
    ~Reflecting~ 
 
      
 
    I stared transfixed into nothing as I opened a Pandora's box that was filled with secrets—secrets that we’d both have to go to our graves with. Though my physical form was there—in that place with a man that would no doubt murder me as soon as he was pulled free from his crucifixion. My mind was miles away transported back to the night revenge and calculation gave birth to liberation. The night that I became the face in dark. 
 
    Russia’s fingertips traced the outline of my curves absently in deep contemplation. His radiant eyes rolled over me as we lied naked, tangled within a web of blood red satin sheets. Sweat made our skin glow under the pale flickering orange flames dancing off the candles that surrounded us.  
 
    “So—mi friend, Ice-Berg plans to rob me, hmm?” he asked in his thick accent. “And how-how do you know all ‘tis information, my dear lady? What position do you play in all ‘tis? Most importantly—” Russia ran his hand over my exposed left nipple. “—why would you betray those that’s confided something so precious to you?”  
 
    At that moment I wasted no time pushing him flat on his back and straddling him. Without inserting him inside me, I massaged his short length with my wet pussy lips. He hardened instantly, I stared down at him through a tangled mass of blonde hair as my pussy stole his rational thought process, and my words filled in the blanks.  
 
    “Yes—he’s plotting with a man named Brains to rip you off. They say that your organization is weak and it’s time for a new regime. They’ve teamed up with a ruthless street organization that deals with your competitors in the drug trade.” I began to work my hips feverishly—soaking his stiff self to enter my treasure, but I grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the bed.  
 
    My clit was throbbing from the friction, but self-control was the key to seducing a man. No matter the animal, pussy could give birth to something, and evil intentions alike. A hard dick had overridden a man’s common sense for years. One could acquire all the money, and power in the world but it wouldn’t change the reality. I felt my climax swell inside my essence as Russia’s hands balled into fists in antagonizing pleasure.  
 
    “I—oh shit—I’m so—so tired of being used by those people—” I moaned.  
 
    My clit was right on the pulsating vein of his dick, my nails bit into his flesh as the explosion built up inside of me. I could feel his steel jumping from the blood that raged through it. He wanted to enter me—I could feel his intensity—his weakness.  
 
    “They forced meee—” I screamed as Niagara Falls splashed from my waterfall.  
 
    The look on his face was priceless, maybe he’d never met a woman that squirted before, or maybe it was the fact that he was on the verge of an explosion of his own, but either or, I slowed my massage and began making wet circles on top of him.  
 
    “You-you're a naughty girl, Snow, but you must have a motive for telling me ‘tis—fuck!” he screamed as he shot a warm load onto my stomach.  
 
    I continued to soak him with my wet kisses as I road him without allowing him to enter me. As I stared down at him with fire in my eyes, I laid all my cards on the table. “Yes—in fact, I do. I have a plan that will ensure your survival, and help you escape the clutches of the DEA and the FBI.” That seemed to get his attention.  
 
    “DEA—FBI?” he inquired with a perplexed look.  
 
    “Yes—Brains has become an informant with the bureau, and the drug enforcement agency to take Ice-Berg down, and unbeknownst to him, he and you will be the surprise guest on the federal indictments,” I revealed as I released his wrists, reached down and took a hold of his ready dick. I placed him at the entrance of my paradise as his hands cupped my breasts. My eyes caught fire as he began to squeeze my nipples to the point of pain.  
 
    “Tell me, hmmm—how might you know that, my lady? Let’s hear your plan,” he whispered dangerously, but he couldn’t have known that pain was my pleasure.  
 
    I lifted up, and before he could understand that he was turning me on more than intimidating me, I dropped down onto him, burying him so deep inside of me I could feel him in my stomach. “Uhh!” I inhaled. Confusion and ecstasy lit his face with the rise and fall of my rhythm. “Yasss—” I moaned and placed my hands on his chest.  
 
    I lifted up slowly—working my pussy muscles until only the head of his strength was held by my lower lips. I squeezed and smiled down at the surprise that registered on his face. “My plan is to–shit—is–is to let them rip you off then fake my death again—” I dropped down onto him. “—allowing them to rip you off for something small, and we’ll get it back after we murder them,” I whispered as my fingernails dug into his chest. I could feel his body tensing—his dick swelling.  
 
    “And the D—DEA—FBI?” he asked and reached behind me to grab a handful of my ass.  
 
    “I’m—I’m fucking the agent, Russia. He’s puttie in my hands.” I threw my head back and popped my pussy with all I had. “After we kill Brains and fake my death—yes—spread ‘em, baby!” I squealed in delight. “They’ll have to come up with another plan, but by then we’ll be somewhere on an exotic beach fucking under tropic sun rays and sipping drinks with—oh shit, Russia—with—oh, God—little umbrella’s in them!” I screamed as we both reached the finish line simultaneously.  
 
    Wave after wave of pure power rushed through me as Russia shook underneath me. Sweat dripped from my tanned skin, and my eyes seemed to glow as I watched him look up at me amazed. A soft breeze wafted through the cracked window—as if the night blew its soft breath for that exact reason, the candles began to go out one by one until the room was bathed in pale, blue darkness.  
 
    “Fake your death—you have me confused,” he whispered. “How will we be able to pull ‘tis off?”  
 
    I slid off of his flaccidness and crawled out of the massive bed—ass cheeks shaking with every movement. After gathering my clothes and heading to the bathroom. I spoke over my shoulder. “It’s simple—we’re gonna kill my sister.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice Berg~ 
 
      
 
    I won’t deny it, I’ma straight rida/ you don’t wanna fuck wit’ me. Got the police bustin’ at me, but they can’t do nothin’ a G/ I won’t deny it, I’ma fuckin’ rida/ you don’t wanna fuck wit’ me— 
 
    Tupac’s Ambitions of a Rida was the first thing that greeted me when I entered the trap spot we had on 525 Skinner Street. That and a strange smell lead me to the kitchen where I found a scene so mind-boggling that I paused with my jaw fallin’ to the floor.  
 
    “Arugh—get that bitch, homie—fuck! I’m gonna die, huh? Cuz, my leg gonna fall off, bruh—God please don’t let me have to pimp wit’ one leg—” Twisted cried as Crazy Loc dug in his thigh with a long knife, and what looked to be a—a fork!  
 
    The look on Crazy’s face was super intense as he bit down on his lip and stared down at the ghetto procedure. The nigga had on some long rubber gloves that were soaked in blood—Lil Ben stood to the side with a bottle of Coconut Ciroc that was half empty. Crazy bent the fork a little. 
 
    “Hol up, Loc, I—I think I got it!” he announced excitedly as he used the knife to open the hole that he’d cut to a slit. Twisted screamed and snatched the bottle out of Lil Ben’s hand. 
 
    “Give me this shit, nigga!” he growled, then turned the bottle up and gulped thirstily as Crazy Loc surgically worked his magic.  
 
    My eyes were glued to the knife and fork. You could see the white and red meat of Twisted’s thigh as the kitchen utensils slid from his leg with a smashed piece of lead clutched between them.  
 
    “I got it, homie!” he screamed.  
 
    “Good!” Twisted cried right before smashing the Ciroc bottle over Crazy’s head before fainting.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Snow~ 
 
      
 
    Reflecting 
 
      
 
    “Hey sis, whatcha been up to?” I asked my sister merrily as soon as she picked up the phone.  
 
    There was a long pause before the voice on the other end hesitantly responded. “Pandora—is that you?”  
 
    The sound of her voice enraged me so deeply that my hands began to shake. “Yes—yes, it’s me, Sarah. Long time no see—no hear, right?”  
 
    “You could hear the pain in my voice as memories that I’d buried long ago began to unearth themselves as if they were zombies. Memories so inhumane that I broke out in a full-fledged cry. See, Assata, I was such an innocent girl back then, beautiful intelligent child that everybody adored. I was the youngest of two children, and the apple of my parent’s eye. My eldest sister, Sarah hated me for that—for something I had no control of. The crazy part was, I loved my sister deeply—looked up to her! She was wild and so—so free!  
 
    “I looked up to her so much in fact, one day as she was leaving, I begged her to allow me to tag along with her and her friends to what was supposed to be a frat party. But turned out to be a trip to a busy strip that I learned later on in life was Harry Hines—a strip known for prostitution. Long story short; we hung out at a bar filled with rough looking men that look at me with this strange look in their eyes. Even at seventeen-years-old, Assata, I had a full figure, but I was lame to the ways of a predator. I was a sheltered suburban girl that vowed to save my virginity until marriage, but that night—there was this guy, very handsome in a college jock type of way.  
 
    “He’d approached my sister, and her friends, he spoke to Sarah, and nodded in my direction. I couldn’t hear what was being said, but I saw him hand my sister something, then her and her friends smiled at me assuredly, but inside—inside I regretted leaving my computer and the safety of my room. Sarah walked over to me with a strange smile on her face— 
 
    “Pandora, do you love me, little sister?” she asked sweetly. All sorts of alarms went off in my head, but hey—this was Sarah my eldest sister. She wouldn’t do anything to hurt me—right? So, I smiled and said yes. Sarah turned and beckoned to the cute dude, and once he was standing in front of me, Sarah introduced us— “Pandora—this is Brad—Brad, this is Dora, my sister. Dora—” She turned her piercing eyes to me with that look that she’d always gave me when she wanted me to do what she asked of me. “—Brad is about to take you to his car so you two can get to know each other.”  
 
    “She looked at Brad but spoke to me. “We’ll be right there Dora, but whatever Brad asks you-you do, and you can hang with the big girls from now on.” She played on my adolescent mind. I was stupid—that night, Brad took me to his car and fucked—fucked my virgin snatch as if I was a grown woman that had been fucking my whole life. That night gave birth to hate for my sister that would last a lifetime. I hated myself for consenting to the deed—I hated him, but I loved the feeling of his dick going in and out of me. That night a slut was born, the crazy part is—he paid a gram of cocaine for my virginity. Hence the name I chose later in life when I met my first pimp.  
 
    “Dora—Dora, are you okay!” My darling sister brought me out of the painful recollection.  
 
    “Yes—I’m—I’m here,” I said through the shower of hate that fell from my baby blues. “I—I just miss you so much, I want to see you, Sarah—there’s so much I want to tell you,” I cried.  
 
    “Anytime, Dora, you just name the time, and place I’ll be there. There’s so much I need to mend with you, sweetie,” she instantly responded.  
 
    I sniffled. “How about tonight?” I asked hopefully.  
 
    The pause was long, I began to think I’d overplayed my hand until— “Text me the place and time—I wouldn’t miss it for the world. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Agent Harrison~ 
 
      
 
    As Paul explained how we’d missed the obvious, my mind was in overdrive. Something big was going down, I just couldn’t wrap my mind around it.  
 
    ‘What type of sick bitch would kill her sister, and saturate her corpse with her own blood,’ I thought.  
 
    The two women looked almost identical for sure, so I understood how we made the slip-up.  
 
    “Step over here, would ya?” Paul proposed.  
 
    He led me to a machine that looked like an upside-down movie projector, he looked over at me with suppressed eagerness.  
 
    He couldn’t wait to show me how his toy worked and add to my irritation. “This is digital analog’s newest toy. It converts a digital signal into an analog signal that transforms into an electrical signal whose voltage reflects the digital values. It’s like an election microscope built inside a high-tech spectrographic machine,” he explained.  
 
    I gave him a bored, and irritated look. He knew I didn’t have the slightest idea what the hell he was speaking of, so he chuckled to himself and reached over to pick up an object that looked like a ball of play-doe shaped in the form of a molecule. He held it up so I could see it, and after he was sure I was dumbfounded—he smiled and placed it on a clear slate that was attached to the machine. He turned to the keyboard and his fingers began to stroke the keys in what seemed to be hyperspeed.  
 
    Without looking up, he educated me on recombinant analysis. “Once I ran the test that the ME asked of me, something strange occurred. The molecule profiling didn’t match up with the DNA barcoding,” he spoke over his shoulder.  
 
    My ignorance to his fancy explanation boiled into hot lava inside of me until it overflowed. “What the fuck does this mean, Paul? This isn’t a fucking pissing contest, it’s a federal investigation that has the director busting my balls.” I slammed a closed fist into my open palm. “You’re the wise guy with the degrees in forensics, and criminal science—you’re the chief science tech here at Quantico. I’m just the fucking agent in charge—” I was ranting before the scruffy haired bloke interrupted me with his usual charm.  
 
    “And a damn good agent in charge,” he conceded.  
 
    He turned his attention to the mold he’d set on the tray. “This mold is made from a replica of the stiffs genetic makeup. Everyone that’s born has to be logged into a database as a number which becomes your security number that you’ll be identified by the rest of your life.” He walked over to a set of tubes and after a brief moment of deliberation, he found the one he was looking for.  
 
    Using gloved hands, he uncorked it and walked over to the mold. “Take a look at this shit, Harrison, it’s some neat shit!” he said and nodded to the mold before using his free hand and typing something into the digital system.  
 
    Before my eyes, the claylike mold lifted and began to evolve. It became transparent as it molded itself into a human form. The figure began as what looked to me as thousands of fireflies, slowly they merged into one big ball of light that exploded into a clue—slowly revolving image of Pandora Jacobs. Well, at least that was my first impression, but hazel eyes and raven hair was the only distinction that made my assumption faulty. It was a miniature prototype of Sarah Jacobs. Paul smiled gleefully as a computer automated voice spoke from the surround sound system. 
 
    “Sarah Jacobs 
 
    Social Security: 436-91… 
 
    Birth Place: Dallas, Tx 
 
    Date and Time of Birth: 12/16/1986 at 8:40 am 
 
    Race: Caucasian 
 
    Gender: Female 
 
    Height: 5’7 
 
    Age: 32 
 
    Last known address: 2205… Dr. Huntsville Tx 77320!” 
 
    Paul held his smile and stepped up to the image, he tilted the glass valve, and a few drops of a red liquid I assumed was blood dribbled onto the image. Astonishment rocketed through my veins as the image melted and reformed into a grotesque image of the same woman, but with two of every limb, and a deformed head.  
 
    The automatic voice went haywire, “Incorrect DNASE—Incorrect DNASE—Incorrect DNASE.”  
 
    Paul pulled the mold off the tray and replaced it with only a dribble of the blood. the computer responded immediately, 
 
    “DNASE—DNA profiling accepted  
 
    Subject: Pandora Jacobs 
 
    Social Security: 435-86-2302 
 
    Birthplace: Dallas Tx 
 
    Date and Time of Birth: 01/05/1989 at 12:30 am 
 
    Race: Caucasian 
 
    Height: 5’9 
 
    Age: 29 
 
    Last known address: Unknown!”  
 
    Paul looked back at me with a knowing smirk. “Do you know what Parricide is, Agent Harrison?” he asked thinking he’d got one over on me again.  
 
    I returned his smile before turning and heading for the door— “It’s a crime is what it is, smart ass. It’s the murder of one’s father, mother or any near relative. In this case—it’s the murder of one’s sister.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Snow~ 
 
      
 
    “That night I lured my only sister to that beautiful house, and she sat and cried, she told me how sorry she was. She told me how much she’d changed—how she’d started a family with a nice man that loved her, and her two children. I cried with her, but for a different reason. As she dabbed at her tear-streaked face with the napkin, I’d given her, a lone killer snuck up behind her and slit her neck from ear to ear. Russia’s evil doctor friend licked her blood from the blade of his knife as he smiled at me.  
 
    “Now, we must take a pint of your blood and saturate her with it in a way the medical examiner will think she died in bed. Crime scene photographers will study the position of the body—the spray of blood—” he’d said.  
 
    I crawled my way back to the present just in time to see Assata staring at something or someone behind me. Before I could turn around, Russia’s voice caused my blood to freeze. “Chu forgot to mention the part of us fucking on the bed next to your dead sister, hmmm. Now—can someone enlighten me on why you’re here, and most importantly—” I turned to face him.  
 
    His two bodyguards stood like frozen statutes clutching massive assault rifles, but the knife that was in the doctor’s hands is what let me know their intentions.  
 
    “How did you find him here when I’m vedy sure ‘tis information was withheld from you?” Russia finished in his Russian accent.  
 
    My heart pounded hard against my chest as I gave him a sad smile and shrugged my shoulders. “A girl can’t prepare for everything,” I said in defeat, I knew I was a goner.  
 
    “It’s fine my dear, Pandora, you were a nice fok—” Russia sneered as he took a step toward me, I took a step back. “But the fun is over—you mus die with the secret, and tis—tis—” 
 
    “Suwoooo!” A shrill—strange sound echoed throughout the building.  
 
    Russia and his entourage spun on their heels. Bewildered, Russia began to speak in his native tongue to his shooters. They sprang into action and headed for the door as Russia pulled out a pistol and hand-held radio I hadn’t noticed until then. He spoke fluent Russian into the device and listened to the response as a nervous look etched into his facial features. He looked to me, then up at Assata. My eyes followed his—Assata laughed lightly before taking a deep breath and making the same strange noise that had caused the panic to taint the atmosphere. I knew that it was the sound the Blood Street Gang used to communicate to each other to alert one another of danger or recognition.  
 
    At that moment, things seemed to freeze in place, no one moved until Assata stared at Russia with death in his cold eyes. “Death is here, pussy boy, and I can’t wait to cook your cabbage!” he hissed through clenched teeth.  
 
    Russia smiled a smile I couldn’t place before he raised his pistol and aimed in my direction. “You will pay for your treachery!” 
 
    At that moment, evil enveloped the room. The sounds of dawgs barking could be heard, the light went out, and what seemed to be hundreds of infrareds lit the room. Then—Assata made an animalistic roar and before anyone could react, he swung his body dramatically and though the room was too dark to see what had transpired, the sound, and feel of shattered wood was all the evidence needed to know Satan had fallen from Heaven. I dropped to the floor in that instant, and that instinct may have saved my life as who I assumed to be Russia began firing blindly. The scariest part about the whole scene was the sound of Assata singing the song those kids on that movie ‘Nightmare on Elm Street’ used to sing.  
 
    I heard him over the roar of gunfire. “One, two, Assata’s comin’ for you—three, four, better lock your doors—five, six, grab a crucifix! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Blood on The Floor 
 
      
 
    ~Pain~ 
 
      
 
    “Damn, boy, be still!” Kristasia huffed in frustration.  
 
    After having a thirty-minute fall out with the homies for pointing out the fact, I was in no condition to ride out for my brotha. I finally conceded and called Kristasia’s fine ass ova to render her services. It was whispered round our way that she was an RN, so I figured she’d be my best option for medical attention. It was just my luck that Armani’s sexy ass tagged along, and maybe the worst luck that Marcella came with the package.  
 
    “Bitch, you need to hurry up, mayne—my brotha’s life is hangin’ in the balance, and he needs me!” I spat heatedly. The prick of the needle made me wince in pain. 
 
    “Nigga, quit cryin’ like a lil’ girl, I’m on the last stitch,” she mumbled and told Armani to hand her the pair of scissors from the first-aid box. “Ain’t nobody told yo’ ruggish ass to do whatever it was that got you havin’ to get eight stitches in ya head. I can’t believe you niggas still doing this childish stuff, and Assata—!” she exclaimed as she tied the last stitch closed. “I can’t wait to see his ass—he knows betta!” After she applied some type of ointment to the back of my head, she walked around to look at the damage done to my forehead that I incurred.  
 
    As she assessed me, my eyes rolled over her five-eight frame, the lady was one of the baddest nurses I’d ever seen. The white running tights hugged her frame so thoroughly that her lower lips smiled at me as the strapless halter top gave me a peek at her chocolate twins that were enough to make my mouth water. Shawty had the darkest—healthiest skin I’d ever seen, long hair tied back into a ponytail, and her full lips set flame to erotic thoughts that made my lil’ nigga stand up.  
 
    “Do you know if, Assata, will be okay?” A soft voice pulled me out of my fantasy of havin’ Kriss’s lips wrapped around my dick.  
 
    “Huh—oh, yeah my nigga a Souljah,” I stuttered as my eyes made contact with Armani’s.  
 
    The knowing smirk she gave me let me know I’d been caught lustin’ for her sister. I hoped that didn’t ruin my chances with her cause I’d been wantin’ to know what that bidness was like since I’d first laid eyes on her.  
 
    “How you know my fam anyway? You just came to the city, and already know all the mova’s and shaka’s, huh?” I inquired.  
 
    She rolled her eyes at me. “No—I don’t know the movers or the shakers. Me and Assata are just good friends—that’s all,” she clarified.  
 
    The looks Marcella, and Kristasia gave her were laced with amusement, and what could be described as the ‘bitch please’ look. I didn’t push it though, even if Assata had cut lil’ baby, we’d been fuckin’ the same hoes our whole lives, so I knew bruh wouldn’t mind.  
 
    Turning my attention back to Kristasia, I said, “Sup, you, through?”  
 
    She stuck out her hand. “Yea, now break me off so I can get back to my husband. You know how that nigga is.”  
 
    An instant frown fell over my face as I dug in my pocket and pulled out a bankroll. “Yea, I know how the nigga is, he’s a lil’ Bi—” 
 
    “Boy—watch out now!” she interrupted me with a frown on her face. “Don’t get disrespectful, Pain. Art ain’t did nothin’ to yo’ ass. Miss me with the extras and give me my money so I can go, boy.” 
 
    I smiled at shawty, I didn’t just admire her physical, I also respected her mind. She wasn’t one of those hoes that lead niggas on and allowed them to spit on her dude’s name. Most females were so dodo brained that they allowed the next man to speak foul of their dudes, never realizing they were reflections of the men they chose. Without acknowledging her outburst, I peeled five big faces off the knot and handed them to her. I knew I coulda paid for less, but maybe she was the typa bitch that did something strange for a lil’ piece of change. So, I watched her count it in front of me with a look on her face as if I’d shortened her! 
 
    “That’s what’s up, daddy, but you may wanna be careful out there in them streets. Five hundred dollars may be enough to compensate me for my services, but it won’t get you none of this pussy, and it’s surely not enough for a topnotch casket.” She smiled at me deading my fantasies but touchin’ a gangsta’s heart with concern. 
 
    “Umph—that’s like telling a rabid dog not to bite you,” Marcella’s trick ass interjected without being acknowledged.  
 
    I looked at her on the verge of sarcasm, but I was interrupted by kisses of death crashing through the windows and walls. Hot lead shredded Lovey’s couch in seconds, and luckily, I tackled Kristasia to the floor just in time before a burst of bullets cut the couch in half. Armani had dropped to the floor beside us with a terrified look on her face. In that instant, as shredded glass and sheetrock rained down on us, I realized the reaper seemed to have that typa effect on everybody! 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    Pain ricocheted through my body as soon as I landed on that hard ass floor, but I didn’t let that deter me from rolling away from the spot Russia would assume I’d fallen. My suspicions proved to be my savior because as soon as I rolled away—sparks lit the spot I’d just rolled from. The dick sucka was wasting bullets as he shot in the blind. The good thing about it was he’d be easy prey when death came for him—the bad thing was he could get lucky and hit his target. I wondered if he’d hit Snow, but that was a fleeting thought as I rolled into something solid and couldn’t move any further.  
 
    Pain shot through my limbs and I wanted to cry out in agony, but self-preservation gave me the will to smother that natural reaction. Suddenly, the shooting stopped, and the room became funeral home silently, yet, I could still taste the danger in the air. I pulled myself to a crouch—my eyes adjusting to the darkness when a movement to my left alerted me to the danger lurking close by. They must have felt my presence as well because their footsteps faltered before coming to a complete stop. Adrenaline surged through me as I prepared to charge the darkness, but just as I braced myself—the hunter's radio revealed their change in direction.  
 
    I silently exhaled as I felt around in an attempt to familiarize myself with my surroundings. Despair hung in the air when the sound of footsteps sounded nearby, but Shy or Lovey musta had me in their sights because as the steps came closer, my hand hit a flat surface—a table of some sort. Recognition surged through me, it was the table where the crazed doctor had all those strange objects! Elation gave me company as I felt around for the scalpel I’d seen him lay down on it. It took me a few seconds, but I found it and did my best to position the blade between my wrist and the rope without slicing myself. A walkie talkie static sounded somewhere near—too near. 
 
    ‘Come on—come on, Lovey, I need you, baby,’ I thought as I worked. 
 
    “He’s here—I’ve found him!” Someone called out, and just as the blade sliced through the rope and freed my wrist; I flung the blade at the darkness—hoping I could do like those cats in the movies and hit my target, but the sound of the blade hitting the floor let me know it wasn’t a movie.  
 
    Just when resolve began to set in the lights roared to life and took us all by surprise. A few feet away from me stood a short brute of a man with sun-kissed skin, a buzz cut, and a strong jaw. He stared at me wide-eyed as he aimed an AR15 in my direction, seemingly unsure of what his next course of action should be.  
 
    “Kill him—kill him, now, Dimitri! Russia raged from across the room.  
 
    Buz Kut’s facial expression melted into one of deadly intent as his finger twitched on the trigger. “You’re a dead man!” he spat in his thick Russian accent.  
 
    He smiled wickedly and at that moment, for reasons I couldn’t rationalize, a serene feeling poured over me. I was ready to die.  
 
    ‘Fuck it,’ I thought as I returned the grin and stared the reaper in his eyes. “What you waitin’ fa pussy!” I tempted fate through clenched teeth.  
 
    The Russian braced the weapon against his shoulder and as his finger applied pressure to the trigger, a deadly whisper hissed from the barrel of a suppressed weapon. Surprise was evident in my eyes as a small ball of fire raced through the air. In slow motion, I could actually see a trail of steam trailing behind it right before it snapped Buz Kut’s head back as if an invisible force had punched him. The ball of lead disappeared inside a small hole it made in the middle of his forehead, and a thick burst of blood squirt from it before making a trail down the middle of his face. I stared in fascination as the bullet exploded out the back of his cranium in a mess of blood cartilage, and brain matter. Homie’s body rocked backward but stayed upright for a moment as his soul wrestled from his body in a woosh of soft breath.  
 
    I stared transfixed as his dead eyes focused on me before gravity pulled him to the floor. The room seemed frozen in place for all of six seconds before pandemonium erupted! I dove for the dead man’s discarded weapon at the same time as volleys of lead spat in opposite directions. The entry door exploded into thousands of pieces as a figure with a red bandanna tied around the bottom part of his face dove through it relentlessly squeezing the trigger of a mini 14. In that same instant, the huge window blew to shreds as two black-clad men fired wildly as if they could care less who they hit.  
 
    My dawgs poured into the room as Russia’s people emerged out of thin air. Confusion blindfolded me until I remembered the fire escape that was next to the big generator. It led to the side of the building so I figured Russia must have known the layout of the old building just as much as I did. Bullets and blood flew from both sides, and just as I had a grip on the AR, I spun around just in time to spot the opposition takin’ aim at someone to my left. My eyes followed in aim and my blood froze in my veins as I squeezed the trigger. The red that spread across his chest gave me a moment's satisfaction, but like roaches, just as I took one down—another one took his place. 
 
    “Hub—watch out, bleed—” I attempted to yell over the roar of gunfire, but it was no use.  
 
    The O.G.’s body shook from the impact of the slugs hitting him in rapid succession. My eyes clouded as the big homie fell to his demise—his blood merged with the river of blood already on the floor. I wasted no time swinging the burna on the pussy that had just slain my dawg, but a strange whopping sound roared over the war cries and malice in the room. The wash from a helicopter’s blades gave the room pause and we all turned our attention to the orifice that was once stained with glass. Not even ten feet away, a uniquely designed Eurocopter panther’s hatch slid open to reveal a fatigue-clad Russian aiming an impressive .50 Cal machine gun at us, and the stand that it was supported by would make it easy to swing in all directions.  
 
    In the heat of our shock, Russia appeared from behind the generator aiming his heat in my direction, but that wasn’t what prevented me from whacking his clown ass—besides the .50 having the potential to demolish the entire room, the masked gunman that crashed through the window stood beside Russia, and in his clutches he held someone dear to me and my niggas. Tricky B had an expression on his face as if he couldn’t believe he’d got caught slippin’. Blood leaked from a cut on his forehead as his captor held him tight in a choke hold.  
 
    Russia took that moment to yell over the roar of the chopper’s rotors. “No more death ‘tis day—we shall meet again, mi friend, and next time you’ll die!” he shook with his pistol aimed at me to punctuate his point. “But today, you shall rejoice another day amongst de living—and me—” he smiled and gestured to the window. “—I mas catch de ride—if anyone fires another round, mi friends will eradicate the entire room.” His eyes turned cold as he backed toward the window, and his escape from the hands of death.  
 
    In his native tongue, he spoke to his soldiers, and they rushed out the same way they came, except for Russia and the two devils that made the grand entrance. As soon as Russia reached the window, a roped ladder was thrown to him. He wasted no time grabbing it and saying something to his henchmen that I couldn’t hear over the roar of the propellers. Hatred for the man burned like a wildfire deep inside my gut as I watched him, and one of the masked men climb the ladder leaving the man that was holding my family’s life in the balance. His eyes bore into mine as he released Tricky and whispered something in his ear that made Tricky walk toward us.  
 
    Me and the stranger never broke eye contact as he removed his mask and though we never met, I recognized him without an introduction. The tribal designs that covered his head, and face were tiger stripes, and as our eyes clashed, my mind carried me back to that day at the hospital when Lovey first laid eyes on the tattoo of the lion’s head on my neck. 
 
    Lovey smiled at me. “No, no—don’t be silly; it’s just that I’ve been having this reoccurring dream about a lion squaring off with this giant tiger, it always ends with the tiger defeating the lion.”  
 
    My eyes locked on his as my mind brought me back to the present, something was off with the smile that the fuck boy gave me, and before he raised his gloved hand, I knew his crooked intentions.  
 
    Without giving it much thought—I raised the tool and tried to warn Tricky, “Get down—get down, he’s—” but I was drowned out by the wash of the blades cutting through the air.  
 
    Bewilderment was the last look that registered on Tricky’s face before his chest opened up. He fell to his knees as I rushed forward firing at the fleeing figure. The helicopter was long gone as he turned and disappeared off the ledge of the window, so I fired the tool until the click alerted me that the banana was spent. The room stank of death—loss—and gun powder as I stepped to the window seal and gazed around. I knew the sucka had gotten away, but hope gave me the right to inspect the ground. Empty! Disappointment swan in my stomach as I turned to face reality, but just as I was turning away, something caught my eye and made me smile.  
 
    A splash of blood was still warm on the window seal, maybe the fuck boy wasn’t so lucky after all. I ran my fingers over the small puddle, and once they were wet with my enemy’s blood, I rubbed them together and vowed my revenge.  
 
    “Naw, Trick, you gotta hold on, bruh, yo kids need you, fam,” the homie Spyda’s heartbroken melody caused me to turn my attention to him.  
 
    He knelt over Tricky B with blood staining his clothes and flesh. Tricky was a gangsta through and through as he smiled up at his younger brotha and lifted a bloodied hand in the shape of the set.  
 
    “Take—take care of my se—seeds, bro, let—tell my story. N—n no tears, fam, real niggas don’t die,” he rasped as him and Spyda’s bloody hands locked in the villain handshake.  
 
    Spyda wiped his eyes with bloody hands, yet, the tears couldn’t be contained. They merged with the blood on his face and rolled down red tinted and slow as Tricky B’s body went slack, and his eyes went blank. Spyda’s eyes closed for a moment but reopened suddenly as if he was surprised. He stared off into space, and a smile creased his lips. He hit the set up and saluted the air as if he was seeing something we weren’t. My heart throbbed for my niggas as the sound of sirens tainted the night. 
 
    “We gotta burn, you, niggas get Hub and Tricky—we need to smash out!” Goose shouted as he turned to me. “Nice to see you amongst the living, Junior.” 
 
    I was on the verge of replying until the sound of guns cocking diverted my attention to a petrified white woman. The blood and dirt that stained her skin made her look like an orphaned prostitute. Snow had an uncertain look on her face, but the rage that rushed through my veins closed my heart to understanding. I raised the tool with murda in my soul, but before I could snatch the slut’s spirit from her.  
 
    Goose stepped in my line of fire, I glared at him. “Bruh—fuck you doing, this bitch—”  
 
    “Saved your life,” my brotha whispered as he pushed the barrel of the rifle toward the ground.  
 
    I stared at the woman, then laughed—I forgot the clip was empty. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    A Rotten Apple 
 
      
 
    ~The Prisoner~ 
 
      
 
    Judas Iscariot betrayed Jesus for thirty pieces of silver, the same thirty pieces that he returned before hanging himself for crossing the same man that he sat at the table, and broke bread with. These past few months, I’ve lived with the same guilt that Judas took to his grave with him, treason! My mind is more of a prison than my surroundings and my thoughts are the jailers. Lately, I’ve tried to find peace with a God that I can only hope exist. I siphon my prayers through a blue-eyed man that is said to have died so I could be purged of sin, yet the war within reveals the core of a rotten apple.  
 
    In my life, I’ve witnessed people’s actions and intentions place the wrong definitions behind words that held totally different meanings. Love is supposed to mean devotion—sacrifice—protection—happiness—truth! Yet, love in my world was demonstrated by women who left their men when shit got ugly. By mothers who used their seeds as a way to hold on to what they’d soon lose—Loyalty! Loyalty was ‘pose to mean by all means—honor—love—til’ death—Through the good and bad. But it was taught to me by niggas that fucked each other’s wives. Men that allowed pennies to cloud their senses—men that sliced the throat of the cats they came out the sandbox wit.  
 
    So, my core holds no ill intentions, but my survival is dependent on deception—self-preservation! I’ve observed that the truth is like a reflection. The reflection of an ugly and scarred woman. No man or woman wants to feel insecure, so they use cosmetics—preen themselves for their flaws. Truth is a curse to the ears of a person that believes in fairytales, even though our hearts yearn for the truth—truth is, we can’t handle it.  
 
    The first Miranda Right, “What you say will be held against you in the court of law! The truth may set you free mentally, but in reality—the truth will get you five to ninety-nine in a cold prison cell for the things you considered justified, but the world viewed unjustly. Adulation is beautiful—even when it’s fabricated. The illusion of an apple is visual, at first sight, the fruit seems ripe for the picking—its exterior appears to be mouthwatering, but it’s all a façade. Once you take a bite, you’ll fall onto the realization of its interior being rotten. Then—as you gaze into its core, you’ll see the worm smiling at you! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Death and Revelation 
 
      
 
    ~Goose~ 
 
    Two Days Later
  
 
    Jigga Man’s Blueprint album kept us company as we swept and cleaned Lovey’s living room. It was the first day we’d been back at the house since the showdown with the Russians. That night was filled with crazy shit! After we got Assata, he wanted to go to the emergency room to be checked out—the wounds he’d sustained were minimal, but he’d spoken of poisons and nerve agents, some real Adolf Hitler shit. The hospital wanted to keep him overnight even though they didn’t find any traces of poison or nerve agents. They’d fed homie antitoxins and laughed at his claim of being exposed to some shit called Novichoks.  
 
    The doctor pulled me to the side and explained how impossible that was, the man of medicine explained that Novichoks was a 1980s nerve agent that is nearly impossible to obtain.  
 
    The dick sucka told me, “Mr. Price, this stuff your brother claims to have been exposed to would have driven him crazy before killing him. The stuff is so powerful that in the eighties a lab engineer in Moscow named, Andrei Zheleznyakov whose job was to test the toxicity of this nascent weapon for the Soviet boys, accidentally inhaled some of it. The man recovered, but later said he’d lost his mind! So, you see how crazy this sounds?” The man had me questioning my brother’s sanity until Assata snapped and snatched off the shirt he’d taken off one of the deceased at the warehouse.  
 
    The doctor’s mouth dropped in horror as Assata explained how he’d been fed antitoxins and drained of his blood to detoxicate his body, he showed the man cuts his experience with the drug. Though he still seemed skeptical, they admitted homie for his tests. That was only a portion of the craziness—when I made it home, the police had been there! Someone had hit Lovey’s spot up. Shit was ugly, so, me and Pain ducked off at Pain’s crib until things cooled down.  
 
    “Say, bro, why the fuck would you put yo’ tool behind the TV? How you gonna get to it before the enemy put one in your head—or was Lovey a secret assassin?” Pain interrupted my thoughts.  
 
    Mine and Assata’s eyes shot to him, Assata’s stare was inquisitive, mine was blank as my mind instantly transported me back to the night the gun must have been planted there. 
 
    “Don’t lie, Bennie—” she said as she walked up to me and peeled my fingers from around the burna. She took it by the barrel and walked over to her purse. I watched as she placed it inside and found her way back in front of me. We don’t start a relationship with lies,” she said. 
 
    Disappointment was like a pit of serpents swimming in my stomach, the venomous bitch had soothed my soul and put the blade in my back at the same time. As my pride snapped, I realized that no matter how much game a man possessed, a woman would always have the upper hand. Charm had nothin’ on seduction, and a hard dick was a dangerous weapon for a woman with the knowledge of her lower lips and ill intent in her heart. I heard snappin’ sounds before I felt the sting of pain, but I was too far into my thoughts to comprehend the sources as I reflected. 
 
    Kamika eased down from the bed as soon as she thought I had slipped off into a sex seduced slumber. She must have forgotten that I was a madman with blood on my hands because the sneaky bitch neva glanced back to see if I’d awaken. A man that lived the life I did, had to be aware at all times—even when he’s asleep! I gave her the benefit of the doubt, but after enough time had passed that was needed for one to use the restroom or get a late-night snack. I slipped from the warmth of the bed as silently as a panther in stalk and pursued my prey. She must have done the deed in record time because, by the time I made my presence known, she’d been standing in the dark—anxiously awaiting the other end of her call to pick up. 
 
    “Goose!” Assata shouted. “What the hell is wrong with you, bruh?” 
 
    Hearing the confusion in his voice, I had to crawl my way back from the pits of my thoughts only to find my brothas staring at me as if I’d lost my marbles. Assata’s eyes fell to my hands and stared at them bewilderedly. Curious, I followed his gaze—the broom I held resembled two chopsticks. Somehow, I’d snapped it in half and the evidence of my broken pride dripped red from my left palm where the wood had sliced into the soft flesh. 
 
    “Fam, you know Lovey ain’t had no gun, and I damn sure ain’t put no tool behind the TV!” I growled as my eyes found those of my ridas.  
 
    Both men had confused looks on their faces as I dropped the broom pieces and strode over to Pain. “If this shit ain’t Lovey’s and you ain’t put it there—” he begun before I took the tool from him and opened their eyes to the power of a treacherous woman that possessed a sex appeal and some good pussy.  
 
    As I explained, I had to smile at the realization—those were the same two attributes that Cleopatra used in seducing Julius Caesar when she appeared before him rolled up in a bundle of red carpet. Once it was unfurled—a goddess stood before him laced with seduction and an ulterior motive. As I studied the black Glock nine, the only thought that registered was – Even before Christ, women had more game than men. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Twisted~ 
 
      
 
    My wounds were healing properly—after I’d allowed Crazy to get the lead out my leg and shoulder, I’d had to be rushed to the hospital. Homie was able to open the wounds, but had the slightest idea how to close them, so it was imperative that I got medical attention. While there, the physician had to be threatened and paid under the table not to report me to them, folks. I sat for hours as he stitched me up and blabbered about how I coulda ruptured arteries or severed nerves. I ignored homie, paid him, and got the hell up outta there. It had been a fucked-up day, so as soon as I made it to the crib, I headed straight for my smoke stash, I was out!  
 
    Frustrated—I crumbled to the couch and rested my head against the soft leather. I needed something to take my thoughts away from my losses, but more conflicting, Tessa’s blood wasn’t even dry on my hands yet, and I already missed the dumb bitch. I couldn’t believe shit had turned so sour. I had never intended to whack my bitch and run off with that Mexican slut, but I had to give it to the nigga, Pain—he thought quick on his toes. Tessa should have been smarter than that, but that goes to show how feeble a female’s mind could be when the man she was dedicated to didn’t mold her and cultivate the proper morale within their bond.  
 
    Anotha nigga should neva be able to play on the next man’s woman psyche, but if a man failed to jewel his gal, he deserved to lose to a better man’s game. I lifted my head—my eyes absently scanning my plush living room until something caught my attention. A perfectly rolled blunt rested on the tiled floor by the door, one of my potnas must have dropped it when they helped me to the house. I struggled to my feet—I now regretted refusing the crutches the hospital tried to offer.  
 
    ‘Pride is a man’s worst enemy,’ I thought as I retrieved the blunt and dragged myself back to the couch.  
 
    I took a lighter out of my pocket and smiled at my luck—the universe must have known, I needed to escape. I put the flame to the tip and inhaled deeply! I held the funny tasting smoke before exhaling—that shit had no potency. I took another deep pull from the stick, then repeated the process over and over again until a quarter of the blunt was gone, but somewhere between my yearn to get lifted, and thinking that whoever bought that shit shoulda shot the mu’fucka that sold it to ‘em, something fucked up transpired. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I mumbled as the blunt fell from my lips and my brain exploded. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice Berg~ 
 
      
 
    I’d been out of bounds for days tryin’ to get my business back on track. After getting Twisted’s stupid ass to the hospital, I’d chose to duck off for a while at one of my lil’ freaks spots to let the heat die off. I knew my choice of not aiding them Blood niggas in their rescue of Assata’s pussy ass had relit the fuse to our beef, but fuck ‘em! I couldn’t reveal myself to Russia, even though he knew I was still amongst the living, he couldn’t have known I’d gotten a new face, and I wasn’t ‘bout to give him the only leverage I had in exchange for the life of a nigga that’s been the opposition all my life. The only thing that plagued my thoughts was who opened Russia’s eyes to me? The only two people that had a connection to Russia was Belle and Pueblo.  
 
    Someone had led him to Pueblo, and Belle wanted him dead too bad, so who was a powerful question. Could it be Belle? I wondered as I followed the curving fish tank through my domain. It was dark in my house, but familiarity and the aqua waters were the only things I needed to lead me to my room. As I walked, I couldn’t shake the feeling that nagged at me. I’d been calling Belle all day since she texted to tell me she’d made it back in town, but she’d ignored every text and call.  
 
    ‘Could she be the culprit? Was Russia stupid enough to accept her back into his fold after such betrayal?’ Those were my thoughts as I pulled my phone off my hip and speed dialed Belle’s number for the tenth time that day.  
 
    Though she didn’t pick up, the strangest thing happened, and I drew the heat from my waist as I eased to the doorway of my bedroom. A phone rang and I knew the ringtone belonged to Belle. As I disconnected the phone, the ringing cut off as I swiftly stepped into the room—gun first! My fingers were firm on the trigger as I anticipated a gunfight, but all I found was a pitch-black room bathed in a soft blue glow from the bulbs in the tank. Belle slept peacefully with her face to the door. Her pretty face was pale from the glow of the still waters, and in an attempt at not waking her, I headed for the shower with timid steps.  
 
    As soon as I’d showered, I was gonna fuck the shit outta her for ignoring my calls. I laughed to myself as I slipped into the huge bathroom—I was ‘noid as fuck to assume that she had crossed the squad, but then a thought caused the hairs on the back of my neck to stand up and it hit me. 
 
    ‘How the fuck Bella get a key to my house?’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Twisted~ 
 
      
 
    My head swiveled with every voice I heard, “Kill yourself—you can join lil’ Joe and O.G. Capp, they need you!” An evil voice whispered in my left ear.  
 
    “No—don’t do it, Cuz, the lil’ homies need you!” someone screamed in my right.  
 
    “Fuck the lil’ homies, they planted that blunt there—strap up and go find them, niggas, they’re tryin’ to kill you!” the demon hissed.  
 
    “He’s lying—just get—” 
 
    “She the fuck up!” I roared as I bolted up from the couch. I was losin’ it. ‘What the fuck was that I’d smoked?’ I wondered as my TV exploded and transformed into a transformer. It became a robotic villain that was trying to do me in. “Shoot it, Cuz, shoot it!” The demonic voice screamed as I took my tool off my waist and aimed at the TV.  
 
    The evil mu’fucka aimed the remote at me and pressed a button—the green laser beam that emitted from it missed but told me it was do or die as I squeezed off two shots and dove over the couch. That was the worst thing I could do cause as soon as I landed, I spotted lil’ small people hiding back there. One of them looked at me and put his finger to his lips as if to tell me to stay quiet. He peeked around the couch, and hurriedly ducked back down as a knock at the door alerted us to company. 
 
    “He’s called reinforcements!” the lil’ guy whispered in a shrill voice.  
 
    My heartbeat was outta this world as I clutched the tool. 
 
    “Get yo’ bitch ass up and fight like a man—shoot through the door, dumb ass!” the evil voice hissed.” 
 
    “No—stay hidden, your life depends on it!” said the angelic voice.  
 
    “You sound like a lil’ bitch, right now,” replied the other voice.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice Berg~ 
 
      
 
    As soon as I stepped out the shower, my horn vibrated on the counter. I dried my hands and looked at the screen before I answered. 
 
    “Sup, homie?” 
 
    “Say big homie, did I leave a blunt in your car?” Lil Ben asked.  
 
    I shook my head at the careless lil’ nigga as if he could see me. “Groove, I don’t know, I’ll check tomorrow—right now I’m ‘bout to call it a night, fam. I’m on my last leg. Why you ask, though?” 
 
    Lil Ben inhaled something before speaking through a cloud of smoke. “It’s nothin’, big homie, I had a toon stick before we left the spot, but when I got home it was gone. I assume it’s either one or two places—either in yo’ whip or I dropped it at Twisted’s. I’m ‘bout to go check on the homie anyway, get you some rest, Loco.” 
 
    “Groove, homie,” I replied before disconnecting the call.  
 
    As I made my way to my bed, I wondered how these young boys smoked toon like that. I know toon was another name for K2—synthetic marijuana, potpourri sprayed with chemicals that I didn’t know the name of. Belle was still in the same position when I walked to my side of the bed and patted myself dry with the towel I had around my waist. I slid under the blanket and scooted over to her sexy ass, but as soon as I wrapped my arm around her, I knew something was terribly wrong! I jerked my arm back in repulsion—Belle’s body was as cold and stiff as a frozen piece of meat. I jumped from the bed and rushed to turn the lights on and as soon as the pale light washed over the room, the blood smeared word let me know shit had gotten real.  
 
    ‘VOR’ was spelled out in blood across the wall. I remembered hearing the terminology used by Russia’s workers when I used to meet ‘em for pick up, VOR was a Russian slang for Drug Lord. I slowly made my way over to Belle. My instincts told me to get the hell out of there, but curiosity got the best of me. I pulled the blanket away from her still frame. Rigor mortis hadn’t sat in completely which told me she hadn’t been dead more than twenty-four hours. She clutched something in her hands that I couldn’t see, but what I could see is she’d died from a slit throat, and no telling what other horrors she’d been subjected to.  
 
    I had to pry her hand open, and what I discovered confused me for only a moment before the device began to beep rapidly. I bolted for the nearest window, there was no time to think before the explosive detonated. I crashed through the glass at an odd angle with flames at my back—the blow propelled me about fifteen feet into the air before I fell to the ground in a heap of burned and smoking flesh.  
 
    The last thing I remembered thinking was, “At least I’m alive!”  
 
    Then everything went black. 
 
      
 
    ****
  
 
    ~Twisted~ 
 
      
 
    “Say, homie, it’s me—open the door, fam, its cold as a bitch out here,” someone called from the other side of the door.  
 
    “Me, who?” I screamed from behind the couch.  
 
    “Twist, fuck wrong with you, my nig, it’s Lil Ben. Now open the door before I freeze out this bitch.”  
 
    Somewhere beyond the surface of my insanity, recognition was spiked. I climbed back over the couch and dropped to the floor like bullets were flying over my head. I army crawled to the door then climbed to my feet. I spun to the side of the door frame and held the tool away from my body like the police do before they busted into a room.  
 
    I counted to ten before snatching the door open and thrusting the burna forward. “You tryna murk me—huh, pussy!” I raged wit’ my finger molesting the trigger.  
 
    Lil Ben’s face held a shocked expression. “Wha—what the fuck you talmbout, homie, I—hold up.” He paused in midsentence and studied me, then the nigga busted out laughing as if my ‘G’ was comical or something.  
 
    I was on the verge of squeezing on him until he did the most fucked up shit I couldn’t have anticipated in my life. Lil Ben slapped the gun sideways before kicking me in the nuts! The tool fired as I doubled over and tried to catch my breath.  
 
    Lil Ben snatched the gun out my grasp and said, “My fault, homie, but this was for your own good.” Then he fell to the ground laughing.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Talk with Lovey 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Winslet~ 
 
      
 
    “We’re gathered here to celebrate the homecoming of a woman that touched the hearts of everyone she met. A mother—an Aunt—a Queen!” Reverend Hamilton shouted to the congregation.  
 
    The Church of Christ was packed to capacity, and if I didn’t know that Lovey had been a pillar of her community, I’d think she was a hood superstar. As soon as the thoughts crossed my mind, I saw the truth within the epiphany, to the Kreek she was! The woman was loved by the young, and the old alike, the church was evidence to that. Young and the old came to see her off, she was truly loved.  
 
    “I’d like to present something to the congregation,” the preacher announced as he opened a folder of some sort.  
 
    After he found what he was looking for, his eyes scanned the room as if he were looking for someone in particular. Nervousness raced through me as his eyes paused in a studious manner, but before I could pray he didn’t single me out, his eyes rolled to Goose, and Pain who was seated on the pew beside me. His eyes lingered there for a while before they drifted to the empty spot where Assata would have sat, and something like understanding swept across the man of the cloth’s face. It was a known fact that Assata hated funerals, but this one particularly would tear him to shreds. He wouldn’t show to see the cold face of the only woman besides his deceased mother he’d ever loved completely, confined to a pine box. I understood that sometimes even the heart of a warrior isn’t strong enough for certain things.  
 
    “Bennie—” Rev. Hamilton addressed Goose by his government name. “Dunte—” he acknowledged Pain. “Lovey loved you boys more than herself and she’d prepared for this day. She used to tell me that you boys were the only reason God kept her here on earth. She knew God would take her before he took one of y’all—” the preacher paused and pulled out a silk handkerchief to dab his eyes. “She said God loved her too much to make her suffer like that.” He then held up the folder and semi waved it around to ensure it was seen by all. “This is her words that she wrote for you boys and made me promise to read them to y’all on this day.” He laughed presumingly remembering that particular conversation between him and the old lady.  
 
    He then placed his glasses on, and began reading the words that touched the hearts of every man and woman in attendance, 
 
    Hey Boys,  
 
    I know today is a day you two wasn’t expecting. I say you two because I knew Assata wouldn’t show up to see me off. That knucklehead is as stubborn as a horse being broken, and he’ll need you two in the days to come because out of you three, he’s always had the most powerful emotions. He got that from his mama, sho did. I don’t need no back talk when you hear this, don’t make me—what’s that term you young people use, trip out? I don’t wanna see no tears for me—not a one!  
 
    You see, life is only a creation of purpose, everything under the sun has its purpose, Chile. The sun provides heat and light to the earth. The trees help provide oxygen to the atmosphere. Animals provide food for each other, and the moon is the earth’s natural satellite and holds the waters in place. Me—my purpose was to love and teach, and I fulfilled that purpose. I lived for you boys to know that God wasn’t only Jesus in flesh, but also love in the flesh!  
 
    Without love, there’s no reason to breathe because the birth of love gives reason to things. I want you boys to make something of yourselves and leave them streets behind you. There’s no promise there, and when one dedicates his life to something or someone that can’t love them back, they’re only making an investment in heartache. Life is beautiful, Chile, so enjoy it while you’re here. I won’t preach to you boys but remember this: Don’t cry for me, Chile— I lived my days after being born by the river. Survived times when white people called us niggers and we had to chop wood for the winter. 
 
    So, don’t cry for me, Chile. Know that I’m still there, even though you can’t see me. The love I left you with will guide you if only you trust in it when you need me. Remember me for who I am rather than the past tense. God just needed me for better things, so I had to pass through the last fence. Don’t cry for me, Chile. If you do, it means you’re sad that I made it to Heaven, and Heaven is exactly where I lived my whole life to reach. So, why would you be sad about that? Don’t cry for me, Chile. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~The Hit~ 
 
      
 
    On the twentieth floor of Dubai’s most opulent hotel, a lone figure lounged in one of two overstuffed armchairs. His eyes gazed into a crystal tumbler, seemingly transfixed with the three symmetrical ice cubes spinning within the chilled scotch as he gently swirled the glass. Russia lifted his eyes and gazed out the tinted windows of the fifty-six story BURJ Arab Jumeirah—a beautiful, but expensive hotel. Russia marveled at the blue waters of the Persian Gulf as he thought of how ironic it was that the hotel was created in the shape of a sail swelling on the wide expanse of water.  
 
    He was all the way across the globe, quite a safe distance from the eye of the Bureau, yet—he knew the United States had no qualms tempting to extradite him back, even the UAE wouldn’t protect him from state dogs if they caught a whiff of his whereabouts. The vibration of his phone disturbed the serenity of his thoughts, but the old Russian understood that in his business there was no peace for the weary. 
 
    “Speak,” he spoke into the receiver. 
 
    “It’s done—what do we do with de girl?” an accented voice inquired.  
 
    Russia thought on it for a second before replying, “All means to achieve de goal.”  
 
    There was a pause on the other end of the line before the other voice replied, “There’s a child?”  
 
    A knock at the room’s door pulled Russia’s eyes in that direction. “As I said, all means to achieve de goal—de child?” Russia stood and headed for the door before completing his sentence, “De child is collateral damage.” 
 
      
 
    ****
  
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    ‘For a nigga out of the gutta, it’s hard to have faith in something unseen,’ that’s what I thought as I held a single white rose in my left hand and strolled slowly through the gates of the dead’s bedroom.  
 
    My whole life has been one big horror movie where I prayed to a savior that never saved me. At times I wondered why the people that didn’t deserve to die, died early, and there were so many evil mu’fuckas that observed to take that eternal rest but thrived in life. I guess life really had no conscience, and if God was really up there sitting on a mu’fuckin’ throne watching real niggas and good women get bammed, neither did He! The chill that blew through the cemetery carried a strange smell—maybe that’s what loneliness smelt like.  
 
    To be trapped six feet under—locked in a pine box, I wondered how that kinda loneliness could come with an inscription of rest in peace? The temperature had dropped from the days predicted fifty degrees and the Heavens cast a dark shadow upon the city. All the mourners had departed, and the only ones left on the silent ground were me, the dead, and the groundskeeper tendin’ to another plot, the reaper never slept. I was dressed to the nines for that specific moment—to bid farewell to Lovey. A charcoal black three-piece Valentino suit covered my skin, as the ostrich skin, Salvatore Ferragamo Boots that adorned my feet carried me to my destination.  
 
    A forty-two-inch gold cable designed by TV Johnny hung from my neck supporting the weight of the six-ounce diamond encrusted medusa head medallion that hung from it. The pain that resided in my eyes hid behind a pair of gold tented eyewear that lavished the Maybach monogram on each lens. I inhaled deeply from the pineapple Kush stick that hung from my lips and held the powerful smoke in my lungs until they felt like they’d explode, with a strained deliberation, I exhaled. I paused once I reached the large mound of dirt that separated me from my Queen.  
 
    As I stood there staring at the moist earth, it felt as if icy fingers were squeezing my heart. I wondered if there was even a reason to have worn the glasses as a slow river streaked from my left eye. The animal in me cried for what the gangsta in me knew I’d neva get back—The love of an old woman that took her last breath for my sins. I didn’t attempt to wipe the salty water from my face as I pulled the first petal from the rose, and let it flutter to the pile of dirt.  
 
    I dropped the blunt to the ground before I spoke, “Lovey, I know you want me to hold my head up, but this shit is too heavy of a burden. I—I don’t know what to do, baby. I don’t know how to hold my head when missing you is what’s weighing it down.” I pulled another pedal from the flower and watched it drift lazily to the earth.  
 
    Tears wet my dark face as I searched for the words to express what it felt like to feel your soul trying to separate from your physical. “See, mama, I told you God wasn’t real why-why would He let this happen if He was—huh?” A gust of cold wind blew through the graveyard as if Lovey was trying to check me for questioning God, but the beast in me was beyond the point of containment.  
 
    I peeled another pedal away and released it to the wind. “I’m sorry I—I didn’t show up to see you off, Queen, but this—” I got choked up and wave my hand around the plot as if she could understand my implication. “—this shit right here—baby how do I say goodbye to you, Lovey? How can I stop my heart from bleeding when the wound is so deep, mama? Huh! Tell me—talk to me, Goddamnit!” I crashed to my knees in despair and pulled the glasses from my face before flinging them through the air.  
 
    My eyes were baptized in my tears as soft kisses from heaven slowly attacked me, the drizzle was soft—wet –and cold. I wondered was it true that it rained every time someone died? I dismissed the thought—that shit had to be coincidental because if it was fact, it would be the great flood of Noah all over again. Mu’fuckas died so consistently, we’d been drowned by now. Yeah, I reached down, took up a handful of the moist dirt and let it slip through my fingers, and before I knew what I was doing, I found myself digging and tossing dirt in every direction. I needed to hug her one more time before the earth hardened on top of her. 
 
    “Hey, come on buddy, you can’t do that. What the hell is wrong with you, you some typa psycho?” Someone called and attempted to prevent my animalistic urge.  
 
    He grabbed the sleeve of my suit jacket, and before he could wrap his mind around the fact that monsters truly existed. I’d drawn the Heckler and Koch mp7 and was seconds away from relocating his thoughts to the massive tombstone behind him, but Heaven sent an angel that intervened— 
 
    “No Assata— he’s not worth it!” a feminine voice screamed.  
 
    Without diverting my aim, my watery eyes flicked to a small figure running toward me. Armani rushed between me and the clown—out of breath, but beautiful. She stared at me through wet eyes, and I could tell the moisture wasn’t from the rain. Her heart bled in her stare as she reached over and took the still extended gun by the barrel, and gently took it from my hands. 
 
    “It’s okay, baby, it’s okay!” She soothed me.  
 
    “Naw—it’s not okay, ma, it can’t be!” I exclaimed before turning back to the hole I’d dug in the pile of dirt. I resumed my task as I looked back at her. “Help me, Armani, I need to hug her, baby, just-just—” I couldn’t finish my sentence due to the fact that to formulate the words one more time meant that it was true. If I’d only get one more time to hug the woman that raised me. It would give substance to finality.  
 
    A confused look tainted Armani’s face as she tried to understand my implications. I turned my back to her and began to dig with all I had, realization must have dawned on lady because she fell to her knees and wrapped her arms around me. 
 
    “She’s gone, baby, she’s—” 
 
    “No!” I raged and pushed her away from me. “She ain’t gone nowhere, Mani. She—she can’t be! Can’t you see, ma—she can’t be—she wouldn’t leave me like this, baby! I—I just wanna hug her one more time,” I cried and resumed digging.  
 
    Armani grabbed my wrists—using her soft hands with a firm grip. I turned my bloodshot eyes to her, streams of hurt poured from her eyes as the Heavens opened up into an all-out downpour. Armani took my muddy hands in hers and did the only thing she could to give me peace she released me and with manicured hands, began digging and tossing dirt away from the pile. We began the task in silence as the groundskeeper stormed off, but not before giving us fair warning. 
 
    “I’m calling the police!” 
 
    We paid him no mind as heaven cried, and what was left of the white rose drowned in the muddy waters.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    The Deal 
 
      
 
    ~Agent Harrison~ 
 
      
 
    I watched the numbers light up on the side panel as the elevator took me to the fifteenth floor. I’d just received the best news of my life! I hadn’t been home in days and I’d practically lived out of my office out in Quantico when I received a phone call that made all my efforts worth it. It was a wet Tuesday morning when the vibration of my cell snatched me out of a doze, so intense I had to peel my face from the pool of drool I’d made on my desk. Disoriented and exhausted, I snatched the cell off my hip and was jolted fully awake by the animated voice on the other end of the line. 
 
    “We got him—we got the son of a bitch, Harrison! Can you believe it?”  
 
    My heart hammered against my chest in anticipation. “Got who—what the hell are you talkin’ about, Forrest?” I snapped at the ecstatic DEA agent.  
 
    “The drug lord, David ‘Ice-Berg’ Swanson—we got the cock sucker. My informant clued me in earlier this morning. So, get your head out your ass and get down to Denton Reginal Trauma Unit.” 
 
    I was already out of my seat and heading for the door. I wouldn’t take more than an hour and a half to get from Virginia to Texas on one of the Bureau’s jets. 
 
    “Trauma Unit?” I asked as I headed out to the hanger.  
 
    Forrest laughed heartily. “Yea, someone tried to fry the motherfucker, now stop asking so many questions, and get down there and take the case from the state boys before they let the elusive son of a bitch elude us again.”  
 
    Now, after all the leadless anonymous calls—the false sightings—after all the bullshit that had dulled my confidence in finding the drug czar. Here he was—a wounded fish to a starved bear. The elevator dinged open on my designated floor and the cool air filled the area. I stepped off and took a left at the reception’s desk, and another one at the sign that read: Burn Trauma Unit. The sights and smells of the hospital were antiseptic. It had been months since I’d been to a medical facility and I hadn’t missed the clamor and phantom feel of death that clung to the atmosphere.  
 
    “Agent Harrison, I suppose?” the ranking officer guarding the door extended his hand.  
 
    He was a tall, athletic man with sandy, blonde hair slicked back to give him a polished look. I took his hand and shook it exuberantly unable to contain my excitement for who laid on the other side of that door. After the pleasantries were over with, I handed my identification to the good man.  
 
    He inspected it thoroughly but still gave me an apologetic expression. “Thompson, stay here with, Mr. Harrison, while I go check this with the captain, would ya?” He leaned into the room and spoke.  
 
    Moments later, a short, pot-bellied man stepped out of the room that my obsession was being held in. The sergeant turned his attention back to me. 
 
    “I don’t mean to be an ass, Agent Harrison, but as you know, this is a high profile case and with the stunts the perp has pulled in the past—” He left the rest hanging in the air and shrugged his shoulders as if to say this was something he had to do.  
 
    I saluted him, I fully understood the precautionary measures the brass had to take with Mr. Swanson. After the sergeant went about his business, I turned to officer Thompson.  
 
    “Has he made an official statement—you guys did Miranda him, right? Is he coherent?” I shot off questions in succession. I didn’t want any mistakes to be made this time around.  
 
    “I’m not at liberty to speak about—” the pudgy officer began before his partner returned and interrupted him as he handed me my badge back. 
 
    “Yes, we’ve read him his rights, we had to wait two days for him to wake up, and another day for his noggin’ to clear from being knocked around in the blast. He hasn’t said one word to anybody, that includes the doctors, but his status has upgraded from critical to stable condition.” 
 
    I took my identification. “Am I cleared?” I asked as I put it back in my pocket.  
 
    The officer nodded. “Yea; you’re clear, but let me brief you,” he said before pulling out a small notepad and flipping it open. “Our bomb experts said they found a small device charred beyond recognition, but they summarized that it was some sort of explosive element. The tech found traces of magnesium on it so that explains the combustible element.” He looked up at me inquiringly.  
 
    I nodded to let him know I was following him, I knew that magnesium was an explosive element that is obtained from magnesite and dolomite and is usually used in structural alloys and incendiary bombs. 
 
    “The tech assessment coincides with the medical examiner's thesis—they say whoever planted the device had been meticulous. The perp placed the device in the deceased hand and held it in place until rigor mortis set in and her hand locked onto the pressure sensor that would trigger with the slightest sense of deprivation.”  
 
    I nodded as the sergeant went on to tell me how incoherent Swanson had been in the wake of emergency surgeries to clear the shrapnel. After being debriefed, my long wait was over—I stepped inside the room and merely the sight of the burned and wounded man was a relief. Ice-Berg looked like he’d had a head-on collision with an eighteen-wheeler. Though he lay adrift in a morphine-induced subconsciousness, I could tell he was in pain. His head was mummified in gauze, an IV was taped to his right arm and a catheter had been inserted.  
 
    Three of his ribs had been broken and one had ruptured one of his lungs. To keep fluids from Drowning him internally, a translucent tube was inserted through his nose and pulled down into his stomach. He was in bad shape.  
 
    As I watched him struggle for his life, a strange thought bottle through my mind. ‘Who the hell was Agent Forrest’s informant?’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~The Visitor~ 
 
      
 
    Russia stopped at the door with a pistol clutched in his left hand. “Who's there?” he demanded in his heavy Russian accent.  
 
    “Guess!” the voice replied.  
 
    A smile quirked at the corners of Russia’s lips in excitement; he knew his lover loved kinky games and guess who questions, but he wasn’t in the mood for games.  
 
    “Who de fuck is ‘tis!” he growled, but the visitor wasn’t moved by the aggression in his voice.  
 
    Instead, the visitor reacted in a totally different manner. “You open this fuckin’ door, right this minute, you, Soviet prick!” They demanded in a deep—sultry voice.  
 
    A slight chill ran down Russia’s spine, he hurriedly unbolted the door and as soon as it swung open, a fair skin lady with a slightly muscular build reached back as far as she could and slapped him so hard that spit flew from his mouth. Dressed in skin-tight black leather, she stormed into the room and slammed the door behind her, her long brunette hair tossed over her right shoulder as she stood glaring at Russia.  
 
    Unable to resist not having her in his arms for another minute, Russia rushed to wrap her in his embrace, but she wasn’t trying to hear none of it. Using a stiff kick, she planted a size thirteen heel in his chest and knocked him to the floor.  
 
    “Did I fucking tell you to touch me, you-you scum!” she spat, her radiant eyes narrowed into slits. “Crawl to me; on your hands and knees like the dog you are!”  
 
    Fire ignited in Russia’s gaze as he hurriedly complied, thinking, ‘This is so arousing—I’m glad I eliminated that piece of trash wife of mine. Now I am free to partake of all de forbidden fruits.’ Once at his lover’s feet, he looked at her through a mess of long blonde hair. “May I?” he pleaded.  
 
    His lover smiled down at him happily, before doing a complete transformation. She first peeled the itching wig from her head to reveal a short crew cut. She then shimmied out of the leather get up she wore and discarded her foam stuffed bra. She continued the transformation until she was no longer a she but a he! Drug enforcement Agent Forrest stood tall in all his glory.  
 
    Russia rushed to his feet and took him into his arms. The two had met years earlier, during an international sting operation that was conducted on the Russia Black Mamba Cartel. Agent Forrest had been a part of the Rainbow Coalition for years and had instantly recognized traits in Russia. So, one cold afternoon Forrest decided to throw caution to the wind and reveal not only himself and the plans of the US Drug Enforcement Agency, but also, he opened dark doors that no man could come back from once they entered them.  
 
    In the heat of a strong kiss, Russia contained himself. “Later—later for ‘tis, my love, tell me what’s happened,” he requested in his deep Russian accent before he took Forrest’s hand and led him to one of the two overstuffed chairs.  
 
    As he took the over chilled glasses of Scotch, Agent Forrest explained how after they’d tracked down Pablo and murdered him, they’d found Bella’s number in his phone and began texting her under the pretense of it being him. She trusted her cousin and never questioned his reasons for wanting to meet at Ice-Berg’s house for an emergency meeting, but her trust proved to be her undoing once she arrived and was abducted by him and the few members of the BMC.  
 
    The Tiger had gone to the extreme in torturing info out of her, and in the end—she’d broken and told them about Ice-Berg’s surgeries and what she knew about, Assata. After The Tiger squeezed as much as he needed out of her, he slit her throat and handed her over to the crazed Doctor V. The demonic doctor drained all her blood before slicing her open and removing her internal organs. The sick son of a bitch seemed as happy as a punk in a dick factory as he sewed her closed and explained why he’d done what he’d done.  
 
    He said it was imperative that they minimize the stench of rotten flesh because if Ice-Berg caught a whiff of death he’d know something was amiss and run for the hills before their plans could be carried out to completion. So, they placed Bella in the bed as if she was sleeping and embalmed her in that position before placing a pressure sensor impregnated with magnesium in her hand. The Tiger had held her hand closed over the device until her muscles contracted and held it in place, the next time her hand opened, it would be a deadly Fourth of July.  
 
    The plan seemed foolproof, but somehow Ice-Berg had survived the blast and was now a hazard to them all. Russia smiled in spite, of the botched hit, he was already a wanted man, so Berg could do little else to him. Within the midst of hearing the sordid details, lust danced in Russia’s eyes. No one knew of his dark secrets of strange fetishes—so he thought, but little did he know, someone was on to his Sodom and Gomorrah ways and had hired a private investigator to track him.  
 
    The PI had been following him, capturing his every move on film before making a call. “They’re in the room and things seem to be quite—” he paused to find the words adequate enough to elaborate on the strange erotica he’d just witnessed. “—quite unnatural.” He winced, recalling the strange behavior of the two.  
 
    Across the globe in America, Snow smiled at the disgust heard in her private investigator's tone. Being a pansexual herself, she recognized the traits in Russia. When his dick stopped rising for her, she knew there was something imbalanced within him, so she hired the PI to investigate.  
 
    The results proved to be very interesting, to say the least. “Nice work, e-mail me the photos and your money will be sent to the account the same as always.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Goose~
~A Week Later~ 
 
      
 
    I’d been following Kamika for the past few days. The woman truly had no life: work, gym, and more work were her daily activities. A creature of habit was a danger to themselves because it gave the hunter an easy job. Yet, there was one change to Kamika’s activities, and that one change would be used to my advantage. There was a juicy big breasted woman that Kamika seemed to be quite close to. They went shopping and out to eat on the regular, I could tell they had a bond forged by gossiping. The other woman seemed to never shut up, and I planned to use that to my advantage.  
 
    I watched her enter the Walmart after getting a food basket. ‘Good—she plans on being there for a while,’ I thought.  
 
    I gave her a few minutes head start and pursued my prey. From my observation those few days, I could tell the detective needed some excitement in her life, and I was the cat to give it to her. In fact—she’d thank Jesus for this shit I was ‘bout to expose her to.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Tonya Johnson~ 
 
      
 
    I studied the strawberries to make sure they weren't rotten or bruised. Satisfied, I placed them in the basket and turned to push my cart but was blindsided by a clash of metal against metal.  
 
    My heart leaped up into my throat. “What the hell?” The words slipped from my lip as my eyes found those of a handsome young man with dreadlocks braided into an intricate design.  
 
    I could tell they’d been freshly oil and well-manicured. His handsome face held a look of surprise as he wrapped up his call.  
 
    He raised his hand in a just a moment gesture. “J, let me give you a call later—I just had a head-on collision with one of the most gorgeous sistas I’ve ever seen,” his words made me smile as I watched him disconnect and turn to me. “I don't know if I should be apologizing or thanking God for fate, but either or—” He pushed his basket to the side and walked over to me with an extended hand. “My name is Mark Miners and I am so sorry for being so reckless.”  
 
    I took his hand as our eyes played the game of who would look away first. His stare was seductively predatorial and it became a task keeping my composure as my panties became sticky. I lost the stare down and allowed my eyes to fall to his ring finger—empty! Not even a shadow of pale skin that the consistency of wearing a ring created. I blushed when my eyes met his smiling face, he’d caught my assessment.  
 
    “I know I didn’t cause that much damage?” he said with a quirk of his left eyebrow.  
 
    The statement confused me. “Huh? I don’t understand.” 
 
    Mark’s eyes were aglow with humor. “I mean, we’re still holding hands, but you haven’t given me a name.”  
 
    Embarrassment surged through me as I hurriedly tried to separate my hand from his, but he held fast. I was on the verge of informing him that I was a cop and it wasn't a good idea to tick me off, but he boggled my mind even more than it already was by bringing my hand to his lips and planting the softest kiss I’ve ever felt on each—and—every—knuckle.  
 
    The jester stole my breath and instinctively my mind wondered how his lips would feel on my— “Well, maybe fate wasn’t truly on my side, sweet lady. So, I’ll let you get back to your shopping.” He released my hand and prepared to leave.  
 
    My heart fluttered—I missed the man’s touch already, and we’d never been intimate. “No—” I said a little too urgently. “I—I mean, my name is Tonya Johnson.”  
 
    Mark turned to face me again and I swear—life felt whole again. Walking back over to me, he reached in my basket and took out the strawberries. He looked at me and open the package before plucking one from it.  
 
    “Tonya, huh?” he whispered and studied the strawberries before placing it in his pocket. “That’s a beautiful name, and when we meet again, I’ll give you this fruit back.” 
 
    Confused, I studied him. “And what makes you think we’ll meet again?” I inquired.  
 
    Mark took his phone off his hip and dropped it in my shopping cart. “Because I’m gonna call you tomorrow at seven-thirty to tell you where we have reservations for dinner, so be ready,” he replied before turning and leaving me and his cart standing there dumbfounded.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~The Prisoner~ 
 
    
  
 
    They pushed my wheelchair through the highly polished corridor of the Florence Supermax Federal Prison. My thoughts were congested, and my pride was broken for what I’d subjected myself to, but I couldn’t spend the rest of my life trapped inside that underground cell. Not only imprisoned to myself, but also to the wheelchair that was now my legs. I was paralyzed from the waist down and I hated it! I hated myself, I hated my past and most passionately, I hated my— 
 
    “Thank you, officers, that will be all,” a short, blue-eyed, white man ended my thoughts.  
 
    I’d finally been summoned by the same mu’fuckas that buried me in that concrete basket.  
 
    “We can’t leave the prisoner, Mr. Harrison, he’s too dangerous and—” the guard began before the smaller man gave him an arctic glare.  
 
    “I am a federal agent under strict orders for the director of the Federal Bureau. This meeting is protected under the United States Seal and mandated under the guidelines of the federal agency’s protective custody program. That means you two good men must excuse yourselves,” he spat at the two prison officers. They had a brief stare-down, but finally, the leading officer conceded.  
 
    “Pick your poison, Sir.” He and his flunkey chained me to the table and left me alone with the man I’d had nightmares about ever since we met almost a year ago.  
 
    “Agent Harrison—it’s a pleasure to see you again, dick sucka!” I seethed.  
 
    The man took his seat and steepled his fingers as he stared at me. “I don’t have time for your sick mind games, asshole, you sent for me, so talk,” he retorted.  
 
    I studied him. “Yea, I sent for you bitch—but that’s not how it works. I’m not saying shit til’ you give me some guarantees!” I whispered heatedly.  
 
    Agent Harrison stood and with agonizing slow steps strolled over to me, one finger tracing the surface of the table as he walked. Once he stood before me, he glared down at my insecurity.  
 
    “Nice wheels!” He laughed at the steam in my eyes, I was defenseless! “You listen here, you paralytic piece of shit—you don’t know how shit works!” He kicked the middle of my chair causing it to tilt and me to scramble for something—anything to hold on to.  
 
    Yet, the chain that secured me to the table prevented the fall. My body shook with danger—I wanted to blow the white boys brains out but we both knew it was an empty fantasy.  
 
    “As we speak, we have David ‘Ice-Berg’ Swanson chained to a hospital bed awaiting transportation to the most secured prison we have.” He smiled sinisterly.  
 
    The look of shock on my face must have contented him cause the pussy leaned back against the table, crossed his legs at the ankles, and crossed his arms over his chest with a smug look on his face.  
 
    “So, this is how it works cock sucker—you called me down here because you want to turn informant on all those small-time street punks, but how about giving us what you have on Ice-Berg. You remember him, don’t you?” 
 
    A pained look twisted my face. What he was asking me was more blasphemous then my intended purpose. “What if I give you something else worthier?” I proposed I didn’t want to sink that low. “It depends—but if you can help us nail this scumbag to the floor, you may see daylight in twenty years.” 
 
    The flash of anger that played behind my eyes told him that wasn’t enough. I may sell my soul to the devil, but it won’t be cheap. “That’s not gonna cut it,” I said and stopped to give my next words some thought, my heart cracked before betrayal slipped from my lips. “What if I could give you, Ice-Berg and the blow by blow of the slayings at the Russian’s house?”  
 
    The agent bolted up off the table. “No fucking way—there is no way you can do that!” He began pacing the floor and mumbling to himself, I guess I’d hit a nerve. He stopped in midstride. “How?”  
 
    Eye to eye with the man that held my get out of jail free card in his hand, I revealed a secret that I shoulda taken to my grave. “I was there!” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Goodbyes 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~
  
 
    It was three days away from my big day. It seemed like forever had passed since the day that Shotta proposed. Forever since my heart numbed itself to who it long for. I guess, in some way things turned out for the best. Shotta had been on his best behavior and I rationalized that it was only his fear of me leaving him like his mom did his father that had him losing his temper. As my people say, ‘God is love!’  
 
    “Gurrl, you’re gonna kill ‘em in that Marchesa Gown and those Zanotti Pumps are fierce!” Charla complimented, I smiled a smile that didn’t quite reach my eyes, and like always—Charla caught it. “Spill it!” she demanded with a stern look on her face.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Uhhuh—don’t even try it, Jazmina. I’ve known you too long, and that look in your eyes is one that’s all too familiar. So, cut the bullshit and tell me what’s on your mind.” 
 
    I turned to the mirror, as I brushed my long wavy hair. I thought back on the day I decided to grow it back out. I had gone out for drinks with Charla and some friends of hers and as we sipped margaritas one of her friends complimented me on the texture of my hair—asked me what I used to keep it that way. They insisted that I must have used chemical, but Charla and I fought tooth and nails to convince them that it was all natural. One of the girls made a comment about how beautiful it would be if I let it grow out and for some reason, it triggered buried memories. Memories so far back that it was hard remembering the exact time and place, but I did—  
 
    “Stop boy—why you keep pulling my hair, Assata!” I screamed at him.  
 
    He laughed, I could never understand why he’d do that. 
 
    “That shit ain’t real anyway—you need to give that horseback his shit!” he taunted.  
 
    “Boy—my hair is real, ask Shy, he’ll tell you.” I wanted so bad for Assata to believe me.  
 
    I had noticed how all the girls I saw him with had long hair, so maybe if he knew for sure that mine was real, he’d look at me differently. 
 
    “Girl, whateva—I ain't gotta ask, Shy nothin’. I know real hair when I see it,” he replied.  
 
    Days passed and I still wanted him to believe me. My moms and pops were together back then, and moms was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen. I came in heartbroken one day after school because I had worn makeup and the tightest dress I had to get his attention, but instead— he scolded me like he was my big brother and I wasn’t only one year younger than him. Shy laughed at me— he knew I was in love with Assata and thought that it was so comical for me to be getting dissed by him.  
 
    So that day, I sulked my way passed my mom vacuuming the floor and headed to my room. I closed the door and buried my face in my old quilt that my grandma Ellen had made for me years ago and cried like a big ole baby.  
 
    I heard the door open and assumed it was my brother coming to meddle me some more, so I turned and spazzed on him. “Leave me the hell alone, Shy, it’s not—” 
 
    “Whoa!” Assata held his hand up in surrender. “Just me, don’t shoot.” He got a smile out of me.  
 
    We were only twelve and thirteen, but Assata had been in the streets his whole life. Moose made him grow up fast, so he was mature for his age. Closing the door, he sat down on the edge of the bed. “What are you crying for, Jazzy?” 
 
    I used the balls of my palms to wipe my face. I was so embarrassed—he would surely think I was a big baby now. “Leave me alone Assata—won’t your girlfriend be mad at you for being in my room? What’s her name?” I acted as if I was thinking hard before I snapped my fingers. “Yea—that’s it, Drea!” I rolled my eyes at the mere mention of the winches name.  
 
    An adolescent heart is one of the purest in terms of love. At those younger ages, we love deep and untamed. We believe we’ll love forever, but that’s because we honestly had the slightest clue what love was. Assata ignored me, got up and walked over to my dresser, I saw him pick up something but I couldn’t tell what it was. 
 
    “Come here, Jazmina,” he requested as he watched me from the reflection in my mirror.  
 
    My eyes were red and puffy as I stared back, but I complied. “What, Assata,” I huffed my way over to him.  
 
    He again ignored me and pulled me in front of him and the mirror. As he stood behind me, we stared at each other from our reflections. Slowly, Assata began to unbraid one of the two long braids I’d had my hair in.  
 
    “I’m not good for you, Jazzy. I know you think so, but I’m not. We’re family, mayne, and family don’t hurt family—” The first braid was undone and he began on the other one. “And that’s exactly what I’ll do if you was my girlfriend.” 
 
    Tears welled up in my eyes. “Why Assata—why do you like Drea but not me? My hair is longer than hers,” I argued.  
 
    Freeing the other braid, Assata laughed hard at my comment, but I didn’t share in his humor—I was dead serious. Composing himself, I finally saw what he’d picked up off the dresser—it was my comb. He began to run it through my kinky hair, at first the shit hurt as it kept getting stuck in my thick mane, but I toughed it out and after a while, it raked through easily. 
 
    “You’re prettier than, Drea too,” he whispered so softly that I thought I had dreamed it. 
 
    “Wha—what did you just say?” I stuttered.  
 
    Assata smiled. “I love your hair, Jazzy, this that—” 
 
    “Boy, what are you doing in here—get ya mannish ass out this room, right now, Assata Lamar!” my mama interrupted us.  
 
    Assata left the comb stuck in my hair as he rushed for the door. “I—I wasn’t doing nothin’, Mama Leah, I—I’m—”  
 
    Smack!  
 
    My mama popped him upside his head as he exited the room. “You, betta keep ya tail out of here, yuh hear?” her Trinidadian accent was strong when she was mad.  
 
    “Jazzy—Jazmina!” I heard my name being called repeatedly. I had to shake my head to clear it of the past and focus my eyes on Charla.  
 
    “Wha—what’s wrong?” I looked at her as if she’d lost her mind.  
 
    She stared back at me like I had two heads. “Where the hell was you—girl, you just spaced out on me as you combed your hair.” She looked royally pissed off. She huffed, grabbed my arm and turned me to face her. “You still love him, don’t you?”  
 
    Her question caught me off guard. Here was my fiancé’s sister and my best friend asking me did I love another man, three days before my wedding day. Our eyes studied each others.  
 
    ‘Did I love, Assata?’ The answer swelled inside my heart until the absurdity of it threatened to erupt inside me. Hot tears blinded me—though I didn’t admit it to Charla, the answer echoed within my internal like a loud sound inside a tunnel. ‘Yes—I was madly in love with, Assata, and I’d die that way.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I pulled the SS up to the curb of Freedom’s spot. It was a chilly afternoon, and I’d finally decided it was time to check in with the Queen, she proly thought I was dead and stankin’ by now. As I observed the mover’s truck and the men carrying furniture out of the house, my heart sank, seemed like the good things always had an expiration date, while the fucked-up shit seemed to last forever! I watched Free step outside, the woman was as beautiful as the first day I met her. She spoke to one of the guys as I studied her— she wore a cotton forest green jumpsuit with a simple dark brown leather coat, but the brown snow boots she wore was what brought life to her ensemble.  
 
    Her hair was wild but pulled back in a scarf, and I wondered for the millionth time why I couldn’t love her? I watched her smile at something that the cat said, and for reasons unknown, a spike of envy was born. I think all the men are selfish in that aspect. We’re afraid of committing but don’t want the next man to obtain what we didn’t deserve. Finally noticing my whip, Freedom’s eyes became the size of dinner plates as she walked away from the man in mid-sentence but paused about three feet away from the Chevy.  
 
    Taking that as my cue, I climbed out of the driver’s seat. The chill hit me instantly and made me pull the hood of my black hoodie over my head. After adjusting the twin .40s on my waist. I gazed at Free from over the top of my car, for a moment she just stood there with her arms crossed over her chest and stared at the God. I wasn’t a mind reader, so I walked around to her and faced off with her like a man.  
 
    “Peace, Earth, what the bidness is?” I broke the silence.  
 
    Freedom’s eyes revealed a storm as she studied me as if I was Lazarus from the biblical days, but still—she stood in her comfort zone, a safe distance from what seemed to be a dream. My patience was getting thin, but just when it began to snap, something changed in Queen’s posture and before I knew it, she’d ran up to me, and was wrapped in my gangsterisms.  
 
    I wrapped my arms tight around her shoulders in an attempt to absorb her pain, her face was in my chest as she cried, “I—I thought you were—” her words trailed off, but it didn’t take rocket science to complete the sentence. Queen pulled away and looked up at me. “I thought I’d never see you again.”  
 
    I placed the soft kiss on lil’ one’s juicy lips and allowed my hands to flow down her back, and past her waist until they rested on the plushness of her ass cheeks. She smiled up at me with a blush rushing to her cheeks, her love for a real nigga radiated from her aura. At that moment, I knew life had a different story for lady—shawty wanted more out of life. She deserved a good man that held a steady job, a man that could love her to no limit, Queen deserved security!  
 
    As I held Free, my eyes traveled to the mover’s truck—her eyes followed mine and reality set in as she disentangled herself from my embrace. Even before she opened her mouth, I understood her decision. A lot of cats smother their female’s growth—knowing they weren’t the right nigga for ‘em but refusing to let ‘em spread their wings and reach their full potential. Men are so fucked up that they worry more about the next man running dick in the girl than her deserving the shit he can’t or won’t give.  
 
    That shit always ends up poisonous, so I flashed a diamond smile at Ms. Lady and got the bullshit out the way. “So—you was just gonna up and vanish?” I never dropped my smile to ensure her it was Gucci wit’ me.  
 
    Freedom reached over and took my hand in hers. “Let’s step in the house out of the cold and talk.” She had a look in her eyes as if I’d reject her. I stepped into her space, stepped behind her and led her toward the house.  
 
      
 
    ****
  
 
    ~Armani~ 
 
    Days Later
  
 
    I could feel his eyes on me—following the sway of my hips. Lust was like a burning flame in his stare as my ass cheeks jiggled like warm jello with each step I took. He’d been observing me ever since he’d entered the club and took up a booth in the back corner. Playboy was a different type of customer than the ones that usually frequented the establishment, but he looked and smell like money, so the ladies were in raw form for his attention. Surprisingly, he turned down every advance from even the choice bitches so he had my direct attention.  
 
    That night I had pep to my step—the evidence of some thug loving and the feeling of loving a real nigga. Assata had dicked me down real good that morning, and we’d been spending a lot of time together. I hated to say it, but for the first time in my life, I was willing to place a man before my hustle. Though Assata hadn’t mentioned it, I didn’t want him to view me as anything less than the woman I’d presented myself as. I’d been tired of the nightlife anyway, and my day job paid well enough for me to make the sacrifice. So, for what I wanted with Assata I was gonna make the sacrifice and make that my last night at the club.  
 
    That night I was topless—a transparent G-string rested perfectly between my chocolate crevices, and I made sure that it was pulled up as far as it would go so my lower lips protruded, and blew a nice—wet—juicy kiss at anyone that was sneaking a peek at my paradise. I knew I was a bad bitch as I sashayed through the room with a twist to my hips that gave a new meaning to the term: a slutty walk. My feet had a fresh pedi with clear polish accented by the black tips to match mani. My long tresses hung past my glittered backside—two-toned, beginning as a bright white at my roots, fading into a charcoal black in the middle. I had it twisted into two long braids that gave me the appearance of a Hershey chocolate Indian girl.  
 
    As I headed to the back to freshen up after a lap dance, my mind carried me on a mental expedition. The night the police had shown up and forced me and Assata to leave the cemetery. We’d went back to my apartment and showered. Afterward, we laid up and I held that man as liquid pain drip from his eyes. The experience was one of the most intimate I’ve ever had with a man, and in that instant, I realized the realism within the cliché, ‘a mental love is deeper than the physical.’ When a man gave a female more than his dick, allowed her beyond the act of blowing a few grand on her and making her a side bitch. He saw something inside that women that he respected.  
 
    That night, after a storm of emotions, Assata made passionate love to me. He took his time with each stroke, then after I had a peek at heaven—the animal inside the man clawed its way to the surface as he fucked me from the back and taught me that even the devil could take you to paradise. 
 
    “Say—let me get that dance, lil’ mama!” someone shouted and grabbed me by the wrist.  
 
    Anger instantly ignited in my posture as I was forced out of my daydream, I hated thirsty niggas, but I despised men that felt a conversation was part physical, with a dramatic roll of my eyes and fire on the tip of my tongue, I turned to give the violator a piece of my mind, but before I could release the beast on him, the owner of the club caught my eye. Gucci was sitting at the bar nursing a shot glass, observing his money. Our eyes met, and I had to tame myself, though it was my last night, one never knew what the future would bring.  
 
    Gucci didn’t play about his chips and his policy of keepin’ the customers happy was instrumental to my employment. I didn’t want to cause bad blood and not be able to fall back on the hustle if things got hard. 
 
    “My ears work perfectly fine, handsome, there is no need for the physical.” I leaned over and spoke in his ear so he could hear me over the music.  
 
    My nipples instantly hardened as they grazed his right shoulder. He released my wrist as I stood back to appraise him. He had pretty boy features framed by silky curls. To some, he’d be a prize, but me personally, I like my men dark, gangsta, and a little rough around the edges. Pretty boy smiled up at me, probably used to women fawning over him, and being the seductress that I am, I used his ego to my benefit. I could tell that he was a youngsta, and shorty next to him added to my assumption as be goaded his boy to try his shot. 
 
    “My—my fault, Mami, it’s just my B-day and you—I just—” he was flustered as I stared at him through long lashes and chinky eyes.  
 
    He was intimidated by me, and I used it against his young ass. In between the DJ changing songs I jeweled him, “That doesn’t give you the right to be groping women that didn’t invite you to do so. What if my man was up in here, youngin?” I replied and placed my hand on my left hip and anticipated his answer.  
 
    I could feel the eyes of the stranger from earlier boring into my backside as the youngster responded, “I ain’t scared of ya dude, ma, I can handle my own. Feel me?” He patted the bulge on his waist and smiled revealing a dimple in his left cheek that was so deep it looked as if I could hide something inside of it. He was adorable.  
 
    I laughed at his adolescent bravado as the DJ spun Lil Keke’s ‘Show Me What It’s Made For.’ I made up my mind and straddled the birthday boy reverse cowgirl so that I was facing the stranger as he sat in the shadows of the back of the club. Since the lights were dim, it was hard to see him clearly, but I knew his eyes were on me. 
 
    I’m here to spend this money /so take it off for me/ Girl, I want you to show me what that Pussy made fa /Work the edge of the stage, I see it in your face/ Girl you wanna show me what that pussy made for/ At the end of the night, I’m gonna do you right/but you gotta show me what that pussy made fa—what that pussy made fa. 
 
    I check ya forecast, they tell me when it rains, it pours/that pussy all mine, this money all yours/don't get it twisted, I'm a G, but I paid her—she took me to school then showed me what it’s made fa.  
 
    Lil Keke energized the room as I paced my hands on my knees and leaned forward, staring into the shadows where I knew he was staring back watching my performance. I wound my waist in time with the beat, youngin’ slapped my ass and I put an arch in my back, his lil’ ass was too excited. Using my special technique, I popped each ass cheek, isolating one, as the other vibrated like it was spasming. I knew I had more than just the youngsta’s attention because I peeped how a dude at the table to my left elbowed his potna to get his attention. The potna was in the process of turning the ace of spade bottle up when I bent all the way over and placed my palms flat on the floor.  
 
    I lifted myself into a headstand before wrapping my legs around the yougin’s waist. My ass cheeks began to vibrate as if they were boiling water in a scalding pot. The brotha spat a mouthful of spade onto the table and his man’s arm in astonishment. I could feel youngsta’s manhood throb against me as Keke gave him the incentive to stuff different denominations of bills under my garter. 
 
    Super thick but being sexy wasn't the same thing/ between ya legs can get ya chedda and a betta name/ I love ya stage show, get low so I can see/ I gotta couple stacks for you girl believe me/ I’m on patron with them Kush squares and feelin’ lovely/ work ya goal mind—say boo, you so lucky/ up and down, bust it open, then take it slow/ I’m here to spend this money, you gon’ have to show me tho. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~The Back of the Club~ 
 
    
  
 
    The observer sat hidden in the shadows nursing a three-finger glass of rum, neat. His eyes never left the beautiful dancer as she put on a spectacular show. A show he knew was meant for his eyes to see. As he took a small sip of the brown liquor, a gentle smile quirked at the corners of his lip if only she knew that not only was she making his business his pleasure, but also easy, she wouldn’t be so eager to entice his thirst for blood.  
 
    He knew she was the key to finding where the man Assata was hiding at, the observer had been staking out Assata’s house for the past three days, but knew he’d never show. What smart man would after his eyes have been opened to the enemy being privy of where he rested his head? The observer had only found out about Armani after following her from the Cemetery where she and Assata shared their insane moment. The observer knew he’d be able to find Assata at his aunt’s funeral. Through his investigations he learned that the man loved the woman deeper than life and concluded that he wouldn’t miss the burial for nothing in the world, but when Assata didn’t show up for the funeral, the observer was ready to search elsewhere, but figured he’d see the burial site, and lo and behold.  
 
    “Tonight, my last night, handsome, and I’d truly enjoy being your entertainment for the rest of the evening,” a soft—honey laced voice disturbed his thoughts.  
 
    The observer cursed himself for being so careless as to allow the pretty girl to sneak up on him. He took a slight sip from his drink to cover up his natural reaction. “Tat’ depends,” he continued 
 
    “On?” The pretty little woman smiled seductively with a curious expression and flirting with death came to life in that instant. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Armani~
  
 
    The man was a strange character—I always been attracted to the art of tattoos, but this man had not only went overboard with the ink but obviously, he had a fetish for exotic animals. I loved Tigers as well, but this man was obviously obsessed! As far as I could tell, his arm, face, and head were covered in a strange Tiger stripe pattern. His features were Middle Eastern if I wasn’t mistaken, but I couldn’t be sure. What I was sure about was the Bezel Audemars that glistened on his wrist despite the dimness of the light, and the dark YSL bubble shades he wore cost five-hundred or more. Without the gaudy jewelry that most of the youngsters wore to express their level of success, his were more conservative—silent money.           
 
    “Depending on your intentions, and how entertaining you can be,” he replied with a thick accent.  
 
    At that moment, the DJ put on Yo Gotti and Nicki Minaj’s ‘Rake it Up,’ with a mischievous grin, the strange man sat his glass on the table and patted his lap. I couldn’t explain why, but it was something about the dude that set off alarms. I glanced back to the bar where Gucci and his bouncer Bear sat and made eye contact with Gucci. The man had always had a thing for me, but I never mixed business with pleasure and he respected me for that. He gave me a slight nod of confirmation before I turned back to my prey—my eyes turn to slits as I licked my lips as if I was anticipating devouring him for dinner.  
 
    I climbed in his lap, and he instantly cupped my ass. “Your boyfriend?” He nodded in Gucci's direction.  
 
    I glanced down at him as I placed my hands on his shoulders and gyrated my hips to the beat. “And if he was?” I smiled.  
 
    The man reached up and took off his glasses. He sat them down and locked eyes with me. My breath got caught in my throat, his pupils were an inky blackness that told a story of cemeteries and bullets.  
 
    My heartbeat against my chest as he reached behind me and spread my cheeks open. “Let him watch—by de way, I’m de Tiger,” he whispered.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Agent Harrison~ 
 
      
 
    I had been back in Quantico for merely hours and already I was immersed in paperwork. If what I was told was correct, I may have been able to close not only the slaughter at the Russian’s house but also the capture of the infamous drug Lord, David ‘Ice-Berg’ Swanson, had made headlines the day after he'd been identified. The ironic part was that they were connected. Mr. Swanson had been very busy since his infamous elude of justice.  
 
    I shook my head in amazement when my phone rung. “Yello!” There was a pungent silence on the other end of the line. “Hello—is anyone there?” I inquired, irritation lurking just beyond the surface.  
 
    Someone had been playing phone tag with me all day. A few times they’d just sit there silently, soft breathing the only confirmation that they were on the other end.  
 
    I mentally vowed not to answer the blocked number again and was seconds away from hanging up when— “May I speak to Harrison—Agent Harrison?” a soft voice sparked my senses.  
 
    For reasons unknown, the hairs on the back of my neck stood up. “This—this is he. Who am I speaking with?”  
 
    She giggled seductively as a deep moan escaped her lips. “It—shit, it matters not who I am, pig, but what—oh God, faster, mutherfucker!” She growled.  
 
    Confusion quickly registered on my face. ‘Was someone playing a sick game? Were they toying with me?’ I wondered.  
 
    “You have to—shit—to excuse me, pig. I’m getting my pussy ate as we speak, but that’s not—wait—fuck,” she sounded as if she’d just reached her climax. I was on the verge of giving the psycho the dial tone when she rocked my world. “I’m calling to tell you that you have a dirty cop in your midst, and if you want to catch the Russian, you have to catch the compromised officer first,” she spoke matter of factly.  
 
    My knuckles were white from the grip I had on the edge of my desk. ‘Was this some typa sick prank?’ Are you there—hello?” she sang into the receiver.  
 
    My mood was in high gear. “Yea—yea, I’m here,” I replied skeptically. There was no way any of my fellow officers had gone rogue—sure, it happened, but not on my watch. 
 
    “Listen close, Mr. Harrison, because I’m about to give you enough information to push you to the highest position it is in the office, but only under one condition—” 
 
    The silence was thick as I weighed the possibilities of what she could ask for. “What condition is that?” I asked hesitantly.  
 
    “You have to eat my pussy for three days!” She giggled with the request.  
 
    Blood rushed to my face. “Listen here, you—”  
 
    “No, you listen!” she screamed. “I’m doing you this favor because I need you just as much as you need me. So—enough of the games—” At that moment my laptop chirped to alert me that I had an e-mail. “I just sent you a few surprises, Pig, make sure you make it count,” she said before disconnecting the call.  
 
    I had nothing to lose, so I signed into my e-mail, and as soon as I gained access. My heart almost exploded in my chest, about a hundred and fifty pictures flashed across the screen. Two men in very compromising images—some of those two men out for drinks, but many were insidious and very graphic captures of the two men in sexual trysts.  
 
    Disgusted, I forced myself to look at each picture. “I’ll be damned!” I murmured to myself upon recognizing Agent Forrest and the Russian mob boss.  
 
    I continued my observation until I came upon a picture of a very majestic image of a glass structure erected from a vast body of blue water. I frowned as I studied it closer—something about the image struck a chord with me, but I couldn’t place it. Sweat beaded on the bridge of my nose, as I studied the other pictures.  
 
    A knock at my office door startled me so much that I jumped. “Come in!” I shouted after I composed myself.  
 
    The door opened and a woman that I’d never seen stepped in. “Hi, Mr. Harrison, my name is Janice, and I’m covering for Angela. She’s caught a bug and couldn’t come in, so I’m your temp replacement.” She extended her hand.  
 
    I wiped my hands on my pant legs before standing and taking her hand. My eyes took in her features, her resemblance to Pandora Jacobs was uncanny. The only contrast to the two was this woman’s pixie cut hairstyle and slightly pudgy build was a major difference in comparison to Pandora’s long blonde hair and exotic curves. 
 
    “That’s peculiar, Angela is like a sister to me—I’d thought that she’d at least call and inform me that she was ill,” I murmured with a mock hurt look on my face.  
 
    That got a smile out of her. “Well, I’m just dropping this package someone left for you at the front desk. It was certified so I had to—” She shrugged her shoulders as if to say it was no big deal to forge my signature.  
 
    Janice held the small box out to me, and without taking my eyes off her, I accepted it. I couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that I’d met her somewhere before. “Not to sound typical, but have we met before?” I threw caution to the wind.  
 
    She gave me a studious gaze as if she was attempting to place me. I could tell if she’d lost a couple of pounds, she’d be quite a looker. “No, I’m sure if I’d met you or even seen a face as handsome as yours, I’d have remembered.” She smiled brilliantly.  
 
    I returned the gesture before walking behind my desk and observing the picture again—a light bulb clicked on in my head. “Uh—before you leave, do you mind taking a look at this?” I stopped her before she reached the door.  
 
    Janice had a strange look on her face that I couldn’t describe but strolled over. “Sure,” she said and looked down at the picture. “Have you ever seen this place before?” I inquired. 
 
    She studied the image for a moment before that contagious smile erupted onto her face again. “Oh my, God, yes—I’ve always dreamed about going there—they say it’s the most luxurious hotel in the world!” she stated. My blood surged in my veins as I awaited her to continue and she did. “It’s over in the United Arab Emirates—that’s the BURJ AL Jumeirah Hotel! 
 
      
 
    ****
  
 
    ~The Tiger~ 
 
      
 
    I parked a few spaces down from where she’d parked. I’d followed de girl Armani to her home from de club and gave her enough time to get situated before I grabbed my famous friend and slipped from mi car with serpentine silence. I’d watched her stop to retrieve her daughter before coming here, so I knew she wasn’t alone. I hated harming children, so my attitude was quite fucked up when I knocked at the door I’d watched her enter.  
 
    Second, passed before hurried footsteps spattered a stop at de door. “Mama—mama, there’s somebody at the door!” An angelic voice broke mi heart.  
 
    The sounds of locks being turned sped mi heartbeat before it was flung open to reveal a tiny beautiful child clutching a black doll to her chest. “Lili, you better not open that door or I’ma whoop yo’ lil’ ass!” A woman’s voice raged from the back room, but she had to have realized how late the warning was as she rounded the corner and our eyes connected in a battle of hunger and fear. 
 
    “Hello, Armani—I’m afraid I wasn’t all the way truthful with you.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Agent Harrison~ 
 
      
 
    As soon as Janice left, I’d called the director to inform him of my findings, and he’d informed me that not only did we have people on the Emirates soil, but also, I couldn’t go after Forrest without clearance from the boys up high and the DEA! I’d argued that it was my case and I deserved the bust, but he stood firm on us giving the DEA first rights to their own man. He’d ask me how’d I come to a conclusion so outlandish, and out of spite, I twisted the truth. I informed him of the anonymous call and e-mailed him the pictures except for the one that would lead them to the treasure.  
 
    The one good thing that has come out of the conversation was the director’s vow to not reveal our findings until Agent Forrest led us to the Russian. He didn’t know I didn’t need Forrest for that, but this was the biggest bust of my life. There would be a cold day in hell before I allowed anyone to steal my glory.  
 
    Minutes after we’d hung up, my phone had rung again—frustrated, I answered, “Yeah!” 
 
    “Well, who pissed in your cheerios?” a completely healthy sounding Angela inquired.  
 
    My mind carried me back to Janice. “Well, for one, you could have told me you were sick—I thought we were better than that and—”  
 
    “Wait, what the hell are you talking about, Harrison, sick?” my receptionist interrupted my rant. The tone and surprise in her voice told me that something was off. 
 
    “Well—didn’t you call in sick—that’s what the new girl told me.”  
 
    Angela was silent for a moment before she said something that made me race to the door in hot pursuit. “Uh—Harrison, I think we have a problem—” She seemed to ponder her next words, “I was in a wreck this morning on my way into work, and when I got out to assess the damage, someone robbed me! Funny thing is, the only things they wanted was my phone and car keys. I just arrived here minutes ago. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    The Reversal 
 
      
 
    ~Goose~ 
 
    ~Two Weeks Later~ 
 
      
 
    Boc! Boc! Boc! Boc! Boc! 
 
    Shots sounded off as a bullet hit their mark, I stared at Kamika Winslet in awe. The woman was a nice shot, and I knew she was hip to that fact. I was counting on her pride to help me bring my plans into fruition. It had been weeks since Pain had stumbled across the burner that was meant to bury me under the prison, and I’d laid down my plans to return the favor brick by brick. For the past few days, me and Tonya had been building a nice relationship. The day after we’d met, I’d taken her out to, ‘Olive Garden.’  
 
    That night after we’d eaten, I took her to the pier by Lake Dallas. We sat on the edge of the deck and watched the moon reflect off the frigid water. 
 
    “I had a splendid night, Mark, it’s been a while since I was able to just unwind,” she’d broken the silence.  
 
    I was so busy sneaking a peek at them big ass titties that her words caught me off guard. “Oh—that’s—that’s what’s up, lady. I’m glad you enjoyed yourself,” I replied before reaching in my pocket and pulling out a gold wrapped object with a red ribbon tied in a bow. I handed it to her, and Tonya stared at it as if it was a wedding proposal that came too early. I laughed. “Well—are you gonna open it or stare at it like it’s a disease?” I asked with humor in my voice.  
 
    Her eyes lifted from the gift and found mine before she reached over and took it from my hand. A slow smile spread across her face as she unwrapped it to reveal white chocolate dipped strawberry.  
 
    “I had it dipped this morning and frozen; it may be soft to the touch, but—” my words trailed off as I plucked the fruit from her hands and held it up to her succulent lips.  
 
    Her round eyes found mine as her lips parted and closed around the tip of the strawberry. She moaned as she partook of the fruit—and as her eyes closed at half mass, I understood why it was so easy for the serpent to push Eve to violate the Garden. Women had a tendency to trust a man no matter how many times she’d been burnt for the act. She just wants to trust the man that builds and molds her. The man that opens her mind to the shit she was once blind to. As I came to terms with that truth, I realized that men had that same desire.  
 
    At times, we want to love and trust a mu’fucka so bad that we never take time to see beyond the hand that’s feeding us the forbidden fruit that’s used to open our eyes to the bullshit we shoulda already had ‘em peeled to. If we did, Eve woulda recognized that the serpent’s intent was never pure, and if Adam had been a thinker, he woulda recognized the serpent in his bitch by feeding him the fruit that a snake gave her.  
 
    Tonya’s eyes opened and it was if she’d read my thoughts. “What’s your intentions with me, Mark?” 
 
    I gazed out at the dark waters before popping the rest of the half-eaten delicacy in my mouth. “I intend to take you on a journey that you’ll never forget. It’s dark ‘round my way, mama,” I replied. She looked at me as if she didn’t understand, so I stood and offered her my hand to help her to her feet. “It’s dark and I need you to be the light to guide my steps.” I smiled at the smile my words gave birth to.  
 
    “Goose! Are you alright, baby? You just zoned out on me,” Kamika brought me back to the present. 
 
     I smiled at her before planting a quick kiss on her lips. “Yea…I was just so amazed by your shooting that I came up with an idea—a challenge.” I eased the confusion on her face.  
 
    She stared at me for a few more seconds and then she accepted my excuse. “Okay—what do you have in mind?” she asked as she reloaded her service weapon.  
 
    I held up my hand and ran off to take the bullet-riddled paper off the tree and replaced it with a fresh diagram of a man with a red target where his heart should be. I glanced around out of habit, it was good we were out in the country—far away from the ears of anyone that would botch my plans. I jogged back over to Kamika and reached in the duffle bag I’d brought a few snacks and toys in.  
 
    I pulled out a blindfold and turned to show it to her. “Any cop can hit a target so close up. That’s part of y’all’s training, but let’s see how you do blindfolded with an unfamiliar gun!” he challenged. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Freedom~
  
 
    Assata thought I was long gone—back in New York, but the truth was—I was still there in Denton, Texas. I hated to lie to him because as a woman, I didn’t believe in fabrications, but sometimes lies just had a way of finding residence in relations that wasn’t built to house them. That day that he showed up to my house, he’d caught me by surprise. I truly assumed he’d been killed by those crazy people, but his return not only contradicted my belief but also changed my plans. My body still relished in his touch—his kiss—him! If this was another lifetime, maybe our love would have been boundless, but we have to wait until that next lifetime to find out. I shivered in pleasure as I reflected on our last night together. 
 
    After hot tea, we’d talked about everything under the sun. we’d laughed, and I cried when he reminded me his aunt that was taken due to a good man that chose the worst road to travel. I opened up to him a little about my family. My family back home, and my younger brother that was stolen from me by heartless hands, men that lived the same life he lived. Somewhere in between the laughter and tears, our clothes were discarded, and I found myself standing in the middle of an empty living room facing a naked gangsta with images of the life he lived etched into his dark skin.  
 
    We faced off for what seemed like forever trapped within seconds—a lioness and the lion. When he pulled me into his warm body, my heart and soul seemed to hate him for the type of man he turned out to be but yearn for him for that exact reality. It was a beautiful contradiction, lost inside an out of control intimacy as our lips met under the moonlight pouring in from a bare picture window. If anyone was to walk close enough, they’d witness passion in its rarest form.  
 
    A growl escaped from somewhere deep inside him as his hands found my backside. Assata lifted me off my feet and took off walking with me until my back was plastered against the wall. I instinctively wrapped my legs around his waist, and my arms around his sculpted shoulders. Our tongues danced a slow—passionate dance, and with our eyes open—a queen gazed into the orbs that held a warrior’s deepest secrets. Assata plunged inside of my oasis with a delicious urgency. I inhaled deeply before burying my face in the crook of his neck, with each stroke the man seemed to be searching for Atlantis inside of me. 
 
    “Assata!” I moaned as I sunk my teeth into his shoulder. Heaven and earth ceased to exist as his pace became fervid. “Deeper—God!” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Winslet~ 
 
    
  
 
    My eyes were covered by the black cloth, the feel of the pistol was familiar in a sense of my being used to handling guns, but it wasn’t mine! I didn’t know the make—the color—nothing, but I adjusted to the size and balanced it in preparation. 
 
    “Let’s see how good you are now, badass,” Goose taunted.  
 
    I focused and squared my shoulders off—I loved a good challenge. 
 
    Boc! Boc! Boc! 
 
    I squeezed the trigger three times—confident I’d hit my mark, but Goose wasn’t satisfied. He took the pistol out of my hand and placed another one in it.  
 
    “Now try!” he challenged.  
 
    Though the grip was different, and the weight was off, my confidence was heightened. Without hesitation, I squeezed the trigger until the slider jammed back indicating that the clip was empty.  
 
    Goose untied the blindfold and smiled at me. “Baby, where the fuck did you learn to shoot like that?” he exclaimed and pointed to the target.  
 
    A triumphant smile exploded across my face—the red spot on the target was completely gone. In fact, the entire chest and head area were shredded and as holy as the church. I couldn’t contain my excitement. “I told you I was bad, boy, keep that in mind while you’re running around here sticking your dick in those hot tail girls out there!” I kidded him.  
 
    Goose nodded with a funny smirk on his face that made me wonder if he was concealing a secret or if he knew I was dead serious! 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Johnson~ 
 
      
 
    I sat at my desk at the station—I’d decided to attempt to catch up on a few things, but my mind and intentions wouldn’t coincide with one another. While my intentions were to do what I loved the most, investigate, my mind was burglarized with thoughts of Mark. The man was a piece of work—though he wasn’t the caliber of man I’d usually be attracted to, every day that we spent getting to know each other contradicted everything I thought I knew about a street dude. Mark had allowed me a peek at his life, and it took my breath away to hear of his experiences in San Antonio.  
 
    I was surprised he didn’t grow up to be a killer like so many of the men that raised him. Instead, the man chose to come here for college to pursue a better life. That was admirable, but like they say—you can take the man out the streets, but you can’t take the streets out of the man. There was something-something different about him that I couldn’t quite put my finger on, but I knew in time all would be revealed. We’d been seeing each other for weeks, and as unlike me as it was. I’d already given him my goodies. I was in love with the idea of him coming home to me every day. I was in love—already? Was it the sex?  
 
    I was deep in thought when a nearby phone tore through my reverie. I glanced around to see if anyone would answer the annoying jingle of the outdated device, but the station was all but deserted. Out of myself, and a few other lonely souls—people had lives outside of work and relished in their escape from the madness of detective work. To my relief, the caller hung up, but just when I was on the edge of slipping back into my thoughts, the irritating jingle started again. My eyes followed the sound to Winslet’s desk where with every ring—a red button glowed on the phone base. Sista girl was one of the ones that had a life outside of there, and she was probably out with her mystery guy that she was so secretive about.  
 
    ‘What’s the big deal anyway?’ I wondered as I huffed my juiciness out of the chair, and over to the phone. ‘Kamicka acted as if the man was one of Americas most wanted or something.’ That was a thought that made me giggle to myself before answering the phone. “Division One Precinct—Johnson speaking.”  
 
    There was a brief pause ensued before a hushed voice came through the earpiece. “I know what you did last summer!” it sang in a sickeningly sweet tone before hanging up.  
 
    I was baffled as I placed the phone back on its base, and turned to go back to my desk, but before I could take a step in the opposite direction, the notification alert on Winslet’s computer stopped me in my tracks. I assumed she was in a hurry to leave the day before, and not only left her computer on but her e-mail as well. An attachment blinked red on the screen—I just knew that whomever the caller had been had sent it. I glanced around to make sure no one was paying me any mind before taking a seat in Winslet’s chair. I knew I was violating my girl’s space, but the detective in me overrode my respect for human privacy.  
 
    The screen was one of those smart ones where I could touch the icons—so I did. I instantly wished I’d never stuck my nose where it didn’t belong. What flashed on the screen stirred an earthquake of emotions inside me that was an iota away from driving me crazy. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I took the dozen roses off the passenger seat and stepped out the car as if I owned the entire apartment complex. The sun was out and reflected off my jewels, but the day was blinding with an arctic chill to the breeze. Like always, I scanned my surroundings for predators lurking in wait, but everything seemed peaceful. I shook my head in shame—the constant need to look ova my shoulda had become old. At a time in every street nigga’s life, he should come to the realization that the streets were a dead-end road. I was already at that point, and that was the mere reason I’d showed up to Armani’s spot unannounced. I’d read and reread the letter Jazzy had left, and I was certain that I was missing something.  
 
    Though I didn’t know what that somethin’ was, I was following my heart and giving it what it craved the most. Every animal had its weakness, and mine was Jazmina. The mountains she’d mentioned in her letter struck a chord with me cause I used to tell her that she’d gotten too big for the hood, and to run for the mountains, California. So, on a whim I called up to the college she used to go to—it was a long shot, but it paid off. I was able to bribe her last known residence out of a sweet flirtatious lady that worked in administrations. It was listed to a three-bedroom stucco in Long Beach, and me and the pound already scheduled a round trip.  
 
    Pain and a few of the homies had already driven our arsenal of heat out there so we’d be able to set the temperature if shit got ugly. I paused at Armani’s door—there were two things that pushed my instincts into overdrive and made me up the tool. One: it was too quiet, Armani had kids, and on weekends her son would come down to visit from his old man’s spot. Two: the door was ajar, and it wasn’t like Armani to be so careless. I hid the MP behind the bouquet of roses and glanced around to see if her truck was parked in its usual spot—it was.  
 
    ‘That’s not a good sign!’ I thought as I used my foot to silently push the door open and slip into the living room.  
 
    The curtains were drawn closed, so it was dark—I stood still with the roses held out in front of me—my finger tight around the trigga, and ready to molest that bitch if trouble awaited me in the darkness. Everythang seemed cool, but I knew death wore many disguises, so I stayed on my toes as I crept through the apartment as silently as the plague of death that God sent through Egypt to force Pharaoh to let his people go. I had to pause again once I made it to the doorway to Armani’s room. An almost inaudible whimpering sound froze my heart in my chest.  
 
    I’d grown to love Lili like she was my own daughter, and there was no doubt in my mind that I’d paint the city red if any harm had been done to the child. I reached through the door and fumbled for the switch on the wall until I felt it, then flooded the room with light. It took me a minute to register what my eyes were capturing, but after the confusion wore off—my blood turned black in my veins. Lili’s tear-streaked face was facing me as she laid on top of Armani with her face against her mother’s bare chest. Armani stared at me wide-eyed as if she was shocked to see me, but the glazed over tint to her eyes was a clear indication that her soul had departed from that room long ago.  
 
    There was a lazy movement underneath the sheets that confused me because Lili was lying still—watching me as if she were in a trance. Either Armani had gotten a pet I didn’t know ‘bout, or her soul was trapped under that sheet searching for a way to heaven.  
 
    “Mr. Assata, please tell my mommy to wake up—the bad man left his special friend, and he bites my mommy,” Lili cried softly before raising slightly and placing gentle kisses all over her mama’s face. “Wake up, mommy, Mr. Assata is here to help us now. Wake up, mommy, please?” The child’s plea cracked my soul. She turned her innocent eyes to me. “Won’t you, Mr. Assata—won’t you help us?” she asked. Impulsively, I rushed over to her. I had to pry her hands away from Armani’s cold body. “No—no, Mr. Assata, my mommy’s cold, I was warming her up!” she cried.  
 
    An urgent hissing sound caused me to stumble back a few steps with the child safely in my arms. My eyes darted to the now still lump under the sheet, but a warm feeling caused me to look down to where I cradled the child behind her knees. Blood seeped from small puncture wounds that resembled a vampire’s bite.  
 
    “I—I’m tired,” Lili whined.  
 
    I rushed her through the hallway and laid her on the floor as gently as possible. “Stay here, baby, don’t move, okay?” I stared down at the beautiful little girl as I snatched my phone off my hip and dialed 911.  
 
    She was weak, and hot with fever when I rushed back into the room with the tool clutched tightly—I snatched the sheet off the bed. “What the fuck!” the words exploded out my mouth as a man’s worse enemy rose like a genie does from its bottle.  
 
    A long, black mamba snake swayed back and forth. Its black tongue flickering out of its mouth as it tasted the air. I knew that snakes were blind, and they use their tongue to sense their prey. “Nine-one-one, emergency center, state your emergency,” the operator came on the line. The giant snake seemed to smile at me as it flashed its fangs in a menacing hiss. “Nine-one-one—are you there?” The operator was persistent as I slowly backpedaled toward the door.  
 
    My mind had transported me back to a convo me and the boy Ice-Berg had before shit got funky. “We have a problem, homie, the Russian has sent his assassins to the states to do his dirty work,” he said in a panic.  
 
    I was unbothered with his revelation. “Naw, bruh, you have a problem. I don’t give a fuck ‘bout that Russian or his henchmen.” I looked into his eyes to give him a glimpse of the ‘G’ that resided there. “Besides—you’re the one that’s sticking dick to the man’s bitch.” I laughed and stood to leave.  
 
    Berg didn’t find no humor in my truths, whoever these people were that the Russian had sent had the man off balance. I knew Berg was a gangsta, so that was enough to get my attention. He looked at me with an amused expression. “See, that’s where you got shit fucked up. Yea the dick sucka know that I fucked his bitch, but he thinks I’m dead—” He let his words sink in before continuing. “—and even if he knows I’m amongst the living, this new face of mine will surely be my ace in the hole!” He patted the side of his face to punctuate his statement.  
 
    I lifted my arms in an ‘and what’ gesture. “So, what you sayin’, homie? I should be shakin’ in my boots or somthin’?”  
 
    Ice-Berg’s smile disappeared. “Naw, fam, you know I know how you get down, but it pays to know ya, enemy. These fools that the fuck boy sent is ‘bout their work, one of ‘em especially. They call him The Tiger—some looney ass Russian with tiger striped tattoos all over his skin. My folks tell me that the sucka’s specialty is to use the black mamba’s as his callin’ card!”  
 
    I frowned when he said that. “Mambas—as in the dance?” I asked.  
 
    Ice-Berg was dead serious when he placed his hands on my shoulders and looked me in the eyes. “Naw, fam, Black Mamba as in the snake!” 
 
    “Hello—Mr. Lamar, help is on the way. Talk to me, sir! Is everything alright?” The emergency operator brought me back to the present.  
 
    I was almost to the door when the serpent uncoiled itself from Armani’s arm and struck at me. 
 
      
 
    ****
  
 
    ~Detective Johnson~ 
 
    
  
 
    Kamika Winslet was working in alliance with the feds! There were numerous texts and e-mails between her and the agent’s conversations in the documents. There were also pictures of her, and the man that I recognized to be one of the agents that came to the station to investigate her that day I’d properly introduced myself, but that wasn’t even the bomb that rocked my world. Kamicka was cooperating to bring down an Assata Lamar—a Dunte ‘Pain’ Jackson—and a Bennie ‘Goose’ Weatly.  
 
    Each name had a picture attached to it, and all three men were assumed to be the heads of a murderous drug empire dubbed, ‘The Kreek Boys.’ My eyes bore into the image of the last man—he was a lean, handsome man with dreadlocks and a contagious smile. Shock—disappointment—but even deeper, betrayal filled me up internally as a river clouded my vision. I used the back of my hand to wipe the unfallen tears away before they had the privilege of staining my beautiful face.  
 
    I wouldn’t give him the pleasure of my tears. ‘Why didn’t he just keep it real? Why did I always have to miss out on love? Why—’ so many thoughts bounced in the walls of my head until one became so prominent, I placed my hand over my mouth to keep from crying out. ‘Winslet’s mystery man was the same man that not only was I possibly in love with but also the man the FBI claims was responsible for mass murder!’ 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Wedding Bells 
 
      
 
    ~Snow~
~Three Weeks Later~ 
 
      
 
    My plans were almost complete—after I’d exposed that crooked DEA agent, I personally delivered a surprise to the Federal Agent Harrison. I wanted him to know that he wasn’t inaccessible. My plans were simple—I truly ached to fuck Assata, my pussy dripped for the experience. I was gonna get Russia completely out of my hair and by the time the Bureau of Investigations could blink their lying eyes, I’d be somewhere on an erotic island getting my pussy sucked as I sipped Mai Tai’s. I loved my newfound liberation. For once in my life, I was free to live without the reproach of a man. I loved the freedom of doing what the hell I wanted—when I wanted.  
 
    Goose was the only one that knew where I lived, and that’s because we had unfinished business. I’d changed my entire appearance—I’d shaved my hair very low. I now sported an Amber Rose even all over and though my curvaceous body was still thick as ever, I’d recently gotten my ass reduced. I even went down a cup with my breasts to ensure that every precautionary measure was up to par with the description on my passport and new ID.  
 
    “Yep, still got it!” I whispered to myself before palming my tits as I admired my nakedness in the full-length mirror.  
 
    I turned sideways to get a good look at my ass. I made each ass cheek jiggle before deciding I’d better stop the bullshit and get dressed before I was late for my date. As I slipped into a thirty-one-hundred-dollar crystal embellished candy pantsuit, I fantasized of fucking Assata in every way imaginable. I laughed to myself as I decided to go panty-less and bra-less. After dabbing a tab bit of La Vie Belle perfume on my wrists, neck, and cleavage, I slid into the last accessories that would let whoever was taking notice know that there was more hood to me than simply my ass.  
 
    The cool grey Jordan’s complimented the grey pantsuit as if they came as a unit, but I was sure that the bitches at the affair I was attending wasn’t up on that candy shit. I smiled as I admired myself.  
 
    ‘They may not be up on the three-thousand-dollar designer, but anyone would recognize the shoe game—even the snobbish bitches attending the classy affair.’ I thought as I snatched up the twenty-four-hundred-dollar Raffia handbag I’d recently purchased from the Salvatore Ferragamo Collection.  
 
    I inventoried the contents of my purse as I opened the door. I wanted to make sure I had everything I needed, but an icy voice froze my blood as my head snapped up in surprise. 
 
    “My dear, Pandora—it’s such a pleasure to see you again—” Doctor V stood in the doorway brandishing a strange device in my direction.  
 
    ‘How did they find me!’ I thought frantically.  
 
    “Going somewhere?” he asked in a sickeningly, excited tone, and just as I got a grip on the .25, I kept in my purse, his hand flexed on the device and a set of prongs shot out and into my skin. I crashed to the floor from the high voltage of the taser.  
 
      
 
    ****
  
 
    ~Jazzy~
  
 
    I sat perfectly still as Mama Smith put the finishing touches on my makeup. It was my big day—the day that I’d waited on my entire life, and everything was perfect, everything but the man I was set to stand before God with. For those last few months, I think I’d convinced myself that I could settle down with Shotta. I’d convinced myself that loving him was enough, but the truth of the matter was—love isn’t enough to maintain a relationship, let alone a marriage. Love was a beautiful feeling, but beautiful wasn’t enough to blindfold a woman to the ugly, my heart longed for a gangsta that I could feel in my spirit.  
 
    The lack of peace—the incompletion of his nature left me cold inside to know that I was the cause of his internal chaos. I missed him, I willed that thought of him—needed him to understand that my heart cried for his gangsterisms just as much as the animal within him roared for what only I could give him. 
 
    “There—all done!” Mama Smith exclaimed. She stood and admired her handiwork. “You’re beautiful, Jazmina, my son doesn’t—” Her words trailed off as her eyes searched mine as if she could see right through them to the turmoil that wrapped around my heart like a serpent constricting around its prey. “What’s wrong, baby? You’re gonna be walking down the aisle in less than ten minutes, and instead of looking like you’re about to pledge your life to the man of your dreams, you’re sitting here looking like there is a million places you’d rather be, but here.” She took the seat in front of me and took my face in her hands. “Sweetie, I know my son isn’t the best man he could be, but he loves you. Now, I won’t try to convince you that you’re making the best decision by walking down that aisle to him because every woman must learn how to walk in her own pair of heels, but baby—” she paused to wipe a lone tear from my right eye.  
 
    “Love is like a puzzle of a million pieces. You can work on the puzzle forever—only to finally get to the last piece and realize you’ve made a mistake, and you end up having to start all over in certain places—” She picked up the eyeliner and redid the portion I’d ruined. “—but, sometimes—sometimes, Jazmina, you find a partner to put the puzzle together with you, and no matter how many times you place the right pieces in the wrong places, the trial and error journey make the time invested worthwhile, and you know what?” Mama Smith asked as she stood and helped me out my seat—taking my hand.  
 
    She walked me over to a full-length mirror and stepped behind me to place my veil on my head, then she looked up at me through our reflections in the mirror. “After the two of you finally get it right, and the puzzle is complete—you realize that it was never about finishing the puzzle, but more of the love and experiences you made in creating it. In the end, you’ll break that puzzle down, and try it all over again—that’s what love is, Jazz. The trial and error that leads to forever.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Snow~ 
 
      
 
    When my eyes cracked open, a splitting headache caused me to wince in agony. For vital moments I couldn’t figure out where I was or how I’d gotten there, but the sound of Doctor V’s voice triggered something inside me that made it all come rushing back.  
 
    ‘What the hell has he done to me?’ I thought frantically.  
 
    “Welcome back, dear Pandora. I thought I added too much juice in my little toy.” He laughed as he fumbled with something that I couldn’t see.  
 
    I cracked my eyes open again, and this time the light was a little more bearable. Without having to look, I knew my wrists and ankles were bound, yet I allowed my eyes to roam to get a better feel for my predicament. My wrists were bound to the corners of my headboard and my ankles were tied to the end bedposts. My limbs were splayed as if I were crucified with my legs open.  
 
    My vision was still clouded when I asked, “What did you give me, you, sick son of a bitch!”  
 
    The malicious fucker made a tsking sound with his teeth before responding, “Now, now, my beautiful slut, Pandora. You know how much I disdain foul language.” He smiled brightly as he strolled over to me and plopped down on the edge of the bed right where he’d have a direct view of my pussy lips.  
 
    I lifted my head slightly, and that’s when I noticed the scalpel gleaming in his hand, my heartbeat accelerated. ‘Why did he need it, what was his plans?’ My thoughts clashed like waves running onto the shore.  
 
    “You know, Pandora, I truly enjoy your—how may I say tis—” He placed a single finger to his temple as if he was deep in thought before snapping his fingers and pointing at my pussy. “De way you entice with your—your lower lips.” He laughed as he traced the outer folds of my treasure with the flat side of the blade. “But de boss has tired of your promiscuity.” He shrugged as if the decision was out of his hands. “Pandora—you know, at times I wondered why your mother gave you such a name, but it’s fitting,” he said before crawling between my legs, and using his thumb and pointer finger to capture the right side of my cunt. “Pandora was the first woman bestowed upon mankind as punishment for Prometheus’s theft of fire. She was trusted with a box containing all the ills that had the potential to plague people and out of curiosity the dumb bitch opened it.”  
 
    Though whatever he’d drugged me with had me numb to the touch, the blade slicing into the soft flesh of my femininity caused me to scream out in despair. The blade sliced right through me as if my flesh was mere butter under the kiss of the blade.  
 
    “She released all the evils of human life when she opened that box, mi darling, and I was one of them,” he said before popping the soft flesh of what made me a woman into his mouth. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    A big smile was plastered on my face as my dad walked me down the aisle. Even with his shortcomings, the man always seemed to be around when it counted. The flashes from the camera’s, the fawning over how beautiful I was—all the way down to the flower girl was like a fairytale. Up ahead, Shotta stood smiling at me as if he’d hit the lottery, and at that moment, I knew that he truly loved me. He was a very handsome man, the Armani inspired tux fitted him like someone had painted it on him. The sky blue, and white color scheme contrasted with his skin in a way that only a bright color would a black man. His dreads were freshly oiled and tied back. No one could deny that he was the most gorgeous brotha in the room.  
 
    The walk seemed to take forever to make it to him, but once there, my father kissed me before taking his seat. I stared up into the eyes of the man that I’d be spending the rest of my life with. He smiled at me as the preacher began. 
 
    “We are gathered here today to join these two in holy matrimony. What God has created let no other separate. This is a lifetime commitment, and it’s rare for people of this era to make the righteous decision to stand before God and pledge their lives to each other. In the good book of Proverbs, chapter eighteen—verse twenty, brothas and sistas, it says, he who finds a wife finds a good thing. I am here to tell ya that the good book has never lied!” he shouted to the praises and Amen’s of those in attendance.  
 
    I glanced back to where Charla sat next to her mom, she winked at me.  
 
    ‘Was I overreacting? Wasn’t my anxiety normal?’ I wondered as my eyes found Shotta’s and I smiled as if I was the happiest woman in the world. 
 
      
 
    ****
  
 
    ~Assata~
  
 
    We pulled up to the house three SUVs deep, and before the truck could stop completely—I was out and headed for the front door with the Mac .90 in my palms. I didn’t give a fuck what was on the inside of that house, Jazzy was comin’ up out that mu’fucka or I planned to go up in there to see what the B-I was. I heard doors opening behind me and knew without looking back my hounds were backin’ me with the typa heat that would heat up an Alaskan Winter.  
 
    I pressed my finger down on the buzzer and didn’t let up until I heard someone say. “Hold the fuck up mu’fucka, I’m comin’. Stop ringing the fuckin’ bell before I—” she was saying as the door swung open to reveal fifteen red-clad madmen, strapped up like the Unabomber.  
 
    The cigarette that dangling from her lips tumbled to the ground as her hands shot up in protest. “Wait—wait, don’t kill me y’all! I got kids, a husband, and my granny on life support, please don’t”— 
 
    “Chill, lil’ mama—” I interrupted her as I lowered the monstrous gun. “We ain’t coming for no static unless that’s the only option. Where Jazzy at?” I inquired.  
 
    The shock on her face was ever present as her eyes left me and observed my niggaz who undoubtfully still had them burnas aimed in our direction. The silly girl was so shook she didn’t realize that if they were to air that bitch out, I was only in the line of fire.  
 
    “Jazzy?” she questioned—her expression merged into one of confusion.  
 
    My patience was thin as she tried to figure out why fifteen gang members would show up strapped for one woman. She’d obviously never heard about Helen of Troy—for that one solid bitch, niggas would go to war! I was ready to get my baby and mash out. I knew those West Coast niggas were very territorial, and really wasn’t feeling the third coast swag in terms of that gang shit. So, I was pressed for time—I didn’t wanna litter those people’s streets with blood stains and choppa bullets, but her next words told me that, that might have to be an option.  
 
    “Jazzy—Jazmina is down at the First Baptist. Today is her big day—she’s getting married!” The lil’ pretty woman spoke with a semi-smug look on her face.  
 
    Fire danced in my eyes as I reached out with the speed of a fired bullet and grabbed her by the throat. “Well, I guess you’ll be coming with me, mama, cause I need directions. And the only way Jazmina is gonna stand in front of a preacher with anotha nigga is if a casket is involved,” I spat before snatchin’ her lil’ ass up.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Harrison~ 
 
      
 
    My life had turned into a James Patterson novel. The day that Pandora had hand-delivered me the package. I opened it, and pictures of my entire family and home were inside. There were also a dozen or so plastic snowflakes. I know Pandora’s handle was ‘Snow’, so it was obvious she was thumbing her nose at me, and the FBI. She was letting me know that not only could she get up on me, but also was privy of my family. That day that she came to my office, I was called down to the first-floor restrooms where I was showed the artificial identification, and gel packs she’d used to make herself look pudgy. The woman was a true con woman. I knew that was only the manifestation of the late Bobby ‘Brains’ Ray.  
 
    “Sir, what did you say your name was?” the waiter brought me out of my reflections.  
 
    I blinked—it took me a second or two to remember I was at Delarenta’s, a handsome restaurant in Downtown Dallas. I was taking my wife out to celebrate our tenth-year anniversary, and I planned to use it as a means to make up for the long nights invested at the job. 
 
    “Sorry—my name is, Harrison. I made reservations for two—my companion should have already arrived.” I smiled as he looked down at his list.  
 
    His finger scrolled down the page until it paused. “Yes, Brian Harrison, table for two. Mrs. Harrison is here and has been seated already.” He bowed and waved his hand in a dramatic sweep. “Shall we?” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Back at the Office~ 
 
    
  
 
    Agent Forrest rode the elevator up to Harrison’s office. He was oblivious to the powers that be that was on to his scandalous ways, but even when one has one up on their opponent—they have to be aware of all possibilities. No one had enlightened Harrison’s receptionist to the foul agent. So, when he arrived—it wasn’t a red flag because the agent and Harrison were close pals, and there were times Harrison allowed the Drug Enforcement Agent to wait in his office until he got there. So, when he arrived and told her he was there to pick up a file that Harrison had left in his office, it didn’t seem uncommon.  
 
    The door opened on Harrison’s floor, and the rogue cop followed the highly polished floors to Harrison’s office. He glanced around studiously before entering and headed straight for the file cabinet where Harrison kept all his cases and collected data. He began to search for the file on Russia, but it was missing. Frustrated—he figured the quickest way to obtain the info he needed was to get it off the laptop, he knew Harrison kept his back up data on. He powered the computer up, and as soon as the screen lit up, it read: Enter Password. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    “Do you, Maurice Smith, take Jazmina McKennedy, to be your lawfully wedded wife—to have, and to hold—through sickness, and health—till death do you part?” 
 
    I heard the words as if they were far off. For some strange reason, my heartbeat was pounding against my chest, unexplained anger gave me hot flashes as I stared at Shotta.  
 
    He continued to smile before he said, “I do.” 
 
    Tears converged in my eyes, ‘Was I happy—disappointed? What was wrong with me?’ I thought.  
 
    I was confused about the sudden tidal wave of emotions stirring inside me like a hurricane. I knew that Assata’s feeling affected me for reasons that only God could explain, but never had it been that powerful unless we were close. I shook my head slightly to clear it as the preacher turned to face me. 
 
    “Do you, Jazmina McKennedy, take this man Maurice Smith, to be your lawfully wedded husband—to have and to hold—through sickness, and health—till death do you part?” he asked.  
 
    I studied Shotta so long that his face contorted into a frown. “I do.” The words slipped from my lips but seemed foreign to my own ears.  
 
    Shotta’s face instantly brightened as the preacher raised his hand above us. “If anyone in attendance feels that these two beautiful people shouldn’t be joined in holy matrimony—speak now or forever hold your—” 
 
    Boom! 
 
    A loud disturbance interrupted the ending rites and caused all eyes to fly to the back of the chapel. The doors flew apart as a stampede of men rushed the church. At first, I thought we’d all be killed because of Shotta’s gang affiliation—those men wore red mechanic jumpsuits with blood-red or burgundy bandanas covering their heads and faces. Shotta’s best man and homies jolted to the attention, but the monstrous artillery that the fifteen men had trained on everybody warned them that any false move would end fatally. Five of them had taken up the right side of the church while five of them secured the left, but it was the five that strolled up the center aisle that made my mouth drop to the floor, and my eyes to find those of the man that had finally climbed the mountains to find what we both knew was truly his. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Agent Forrest~ 
 
    
  
 
    He tried every password he thought Harrison would use, but all failed. He’d tried Caroline—his wife’s name. Matt, and Susan—Harrison’s son and daughters names. He’d even tried Harrison’s wedding anniversary which was that day! None of them worked. Forrest leaned back in the seat exasperated.  
 
    ‘What the fuck could it be?’ he thought.  
 
    Then—as if the heavens had shined down on him, his eyes fell to the open Denton Record-Chronical that laid on the desk. It was open to an article on David ‘Ice-Berg’ Swanson—the man Harrison had been obsessing over for the past two years. On a hunch, Harrison typed in the words David Swanson, that didn’t work. So, he tried Ice-Berg—bingo: Access granted. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    Me, Goose, Pain, Spyda, and my dawg Thug took up the center aisle. The infrared emitting from the aims of their heat danced over the man that Jazzy stood beside. He had long dreads like Goose, but his pretty boy features made it hard to tell if he was ‘bout that action. I didn’t underestimate no man though—I knew that looks had nothing to do with the darkness of a man heart.  
 
    So, as I approached them, I kept my eyes trained on homie as my lips parted. “Preacher, I ain’t tryin’ to be disrespectful, my nigga, but I got a hunnid reason in this here drum why these two won’t eva be happily married,” I declared once I was a safe enough distance away, that if shit got funky, I’d still be able to work the Mac efficiently. I turned my vision to the only peace I’d ever known. Jazzy was beautiful in a powder blue wedding gown that had a train that trailed behind her about eight feet. Our eyes bore into each others. “Sup, ma, you wasn’t gonna invite me to your wedding or what?” I asked with the big gun hanging loosely by my leg.  
 
    Queen’s mouth opened and closed as if she wanted to speak, but her voice was failing her. He exotic grey eyes were lit with something-something that only I could recognize. It was the look of one that had given up on real love. The eyes of a woman that had settled. Jazzy had lost hope in me ever understanding her letter, but even the beast needed the beauty to help him turn back into a man.  
 
    “Say, Cuz, have you, niggas lost ya mu’fuckin minds? Fuck is you, Loc, you betta get the fuck up outta here!” the dread head roared.  
 
    Four red dots slowly crawled up his chest until they merged into one as my dawgs found their mark. 
 
    “Say, Rusta, you may wanna put a muzzle on yo’ tongue before yo’ face replace Jesus’ on that cross up there on that pulpit,” I hissed as my eyes met his.  
 
    From his stare, I could tell he wanted to test our nuts, but the dot in the center of his forehead had him look cross-eyed as his dumb ass attempted to swat it away.  
 
    Without taking my eyes off the fuck nigga, I spoke to my heart, “Jazz, I’ll neva force myself on no woman, and I don’t know if you love this sucka or not, but for this shit I hold in here for you—” I tapped my chest with a gloved fist. “I climbed the mountain for you. If you do love him, you may as well stay up there, and pledge your forevas to him. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to accept you loving anotha nigga, but the heart of a gangsta will always strangle his pride because his heart is his strongest weakness.” I looked into her bright eyes and willed my gangsterisms to penetrate her. “I’ve fucked hundreds of bitches—touched a mill ticket and had threesomes with some of the baddest bitches in the land. As fucked up as that shit sounds—the truth is, none of that has filled the hole in my chest like you have.”  
 
    I took a step closer, at the same time the dread head stepped forward, and pushed Jazzy behind him. I had to admit the boy was bold. Still—I gave it to shawty from the gut, “I ain’t eva chased no female, but we know your heart beats for this shit right here.” I tapped my chest with the butt of the .90. “It’s time to come home, mama! You ain’t happy with this clown.” The dye was cast.  
 
    Her silence spoke volumes and I waited for her to run into my arms, but with each passing second of her silence, I knew that fairytales didn’t always come true. ‘Shy had lied to me—Lovey had as well.’ I held my head as I turned to walk away.  
 
    “I’m sorry—I’m so, so sorry,” I heard her whisper at my back, but she could save her sympathy.  
 
    Real niggas accepted defeat just as well as they accepted victory, and I’d just been defeated by what shoulda neva been my opposition.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Agent Forrest~ 
 
      
 
    What I found shattered my world—picture after picture of me and Russia in lewd sexual positions, photos of private meetings, and a few at the Grand Hotel. I was so shocked that I sat there staring absently at the screen—initially, I’d been after the file to find out who the confidential informant was on the case, but what I’d found was a confidential case on me! Perspiration dotted my flesh as my mind raced at a suicidal pace.  
 
    ‘How’d they get these photos—maybe they were on their way to arrest me right that minute!’ My thoughts morphed into a space of paranoia that caused me to bolt from the chair frantically.  
 
    Without turning the computer off, I rushed out of the room, and pulled my cell from my hip—I speed dialed a number as my head swiveled back, and forth in search of an ambush. Rather than take the elevator I took the stairs.  
 
    ‘I have to get out of here, my days as a Drug Enforcement Agent are numbered,’ I thought as the line was picked up.  
 
    “Mr. Forrest is everything alright—I thought—” 
 
    “Shut the hell up and listen!” I cut him off in midsentence. “Get a jet fueled and prepare for the return—I’m speaking like yesterday,” I demanded and disconnected the call right as I made it to the exit door.  
 
    The stairwell was dark as I peeked into the receptionist area, Angela was on the phone laughing at something whoever was on the other line had said. Everything seemed normal, but I knew the game the big boy played, so I waited a few more minutes before rushing out with my weapon drawn. The look on the receptionist's face was priceless as her eyes took in my disheveled appearance—her eyes dropped to the gun in my hand, and I thought about killing her, or maybe taking her hostage till I was safe. 
 
    “What the—are you, alright, Mr. Forrest?” she fumbled over her words fearfully.  
 
    I allowed my eyes to stay fixated on her. I was searching for the slightest indication that she was putting on a show so I could blow her fucking brains out. Certain that she wasn’t putting on an act, I left her sitting there with her mouth agape.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry—so, so sorry.” I murmured.  
 
    My heart shattered with each word, ‘I’d just said I do to Shotta, I couldn’t just walk away from the vow I’d just made in front of not only hundreds of people, but also God—could I?’ My heart answered as I repeated to myself. “I never meant to hurt you, I’m sorry—so sorry.” I reached down to slide the heels off my feet, and without warning—I attempted to run toward Assata.  
 
    Shotta caught me by the back of the neck. “Bitch, where you think you’re going?” he growled.  
 
    He must have thought the men from the south were pussy or something, but the sounds of gunshots cleared the air as his shoulder exploded, and blood splattered my dress. I broke free from his grasp. 
 
    “Assata!” I screamed from my soul, “Wait, baby!” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Agent Harrison~ 
 
    
  
 
    After a delicious dinner of lamb chops and a few glasses of Chateauneuf du Pape, full-bodied wine from the Southern Rhone River Valley. Me and my wife shared a chilled dessert of Panna Cotta. I sat quietly as she shared her needs and caught me up on the missed games—the growth of children. I felt like a complete ass as I realized that I barely knew my own family. 
 
    “Your son is growing up so fast, hon, and he’s at the age where he needs the love of his father. I am his mother, I can teach him many things, but Matt needs you to be there to root him on at his baseball games. We miss you, babe,” My wife whispered as I reached over and took her warm hand in mine.  
 
    I loved my family and knew that my job was taking a toll on them. So, I made a vow that I would stand on regardless as to what happened. “Caroline, I know I haven’t been the best father or husband to you all, and I promise to do better. You and the kids are—” the sound of my phone gave me a pause as an irritated expression replaced the love she had just given me.  
 
    We both knew the ringtone belonged to the office, just as my receptionist knew not to disturb me unless it was absolutely necessary. I gave her an apologetic look as I held up a finger to ask for a short moment. My wife rolled her eyes at me. 
 
    “Hello?” I answered.  
 
    “Harrison, I think you need to check on Agent Forrest from the DEA,” her words were panicked.  
 
    Confusion seeped into my senses. “What—I mean, why?” I asked as a nauseating feeling crept into my stomach.  
 
    Angela took a deep breath before her words ended my anniversary. “Well—he came into the office earlier to retrieve the file that you sent him to get, but—” 
 
    “What!” I raged.  
 
    I was already out of my seat and heading for the door, leaving my wife sitting at the table with tears running down her face.  
 
    “Tell me you didn’t let him in my office, Angela,” I pleaded even though there was nothing for him to find.  
 
    He didn’t know the password to my computer, and he didn’t know we were on to him, but I wasn’t too fawn of him snooping around my office while I wasn’t there. 
 
    “Well, yea—I thought you sent him, and—” 
 
    “Pack your things, Angela, you’ve done enough,” I said before disconnecting the call.  
 
    I loved the woman like a sister, but her blunders were costly. The last thought I had before hopping behind the wheel and burning rubber out of the parking garage was, “My marriage was over—that was the last straw.’ I felt it! 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    The gunfire and Jazzy screaming my name caused me to spin around with the tool ready to spit, but Jazzy caught me off guard as she flew into my arms and wrapped her arms around my neck.  
 
    She buried her face in my neck and bathe me in her tears. “Baby, forgive me—please!” she whispered. “He—just forgive me, Assata, I’ve never loved another man like I love you.”  
 
    As she spoke, my eyes lifted to observe my surroundings—the dread head was clutching his shoulder tryin’ to stop the bleeding as an older woman, and what looked to be her daughter kneeled to assess the damage. I knew it was time to get the hell up outta there before things got worse. The tension was thick as the best man, and a few otha cats fidgeted while screw facing us. I met each man’s gaze before my eyes fell on Pain. He was clutchin’ twin Glock sixteens and anticipating retribution for shootin’ their potna.  
 
    “You boys got what you came for—she’s made her choice. It’s best y’all leave before the cops get here,” The older woman spoke her peace.  
 
    Jazmina disentangled herself from me and turned to face her. “I’m sorry, mama, but this is where my heart is.”  
 
    She stared expectantly, the older woman smiled a weak smile as she nodded her head in understanding. “Every woman has her own heels to walk in, sweetie, just keep in touch,” she responded.  
 
    I didn’t know who the woman was, but at the moment she’d won my respect. I took Jazzy’s hand and led her out of the church as my niggas backed out with the business ends of them heatas still trained on the crowd. As the last one backed outta the church, I heard the dread head vow to find us, and repay the disrespect. I stored it in my head as we headed back to the Lone Star State.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Why You Lie 
 
      
 
    ~Ice Berg~ 
 
    ~Two Weeks Later~ 
 
      
 
    Darkness blankets this cold cell—the atmosphere was so silent that the drippin’ of my leaking faucet sounded like rain splashing upon the surface of a body of water. It was three am and freezing cold as I sat in the darkness. I watched two small mice dart in and out of my cell in search of deserted crumbs that may or may not fill them up. It had been two weeks since I’d woken up out of surgery to find my wrists cuffed to the hospital bed and Agent Harrison sitting at my bedside with a smile so big it looked as if it hurt his face. Shit was fucked up for the kid, and at times I’d wished I’d died in the blast. I knew there was no way I’d escape from those white folks grasp, and after the dick sucka had read the thirty-five count indictment—I knew that if I didn’t tuck my tail, and turn rat—the least they’d give me was foreva and a day in prison. I reflected on portions of me, and the agent's convo before I got transported to Florence. 
 
    “I won’t bullshit you, Swanson I lost hope in ever finding you. It was like you just up and disappeared, but then we struck gold!” He smiled brightly as he laid down the paper, he was reading and stood up. “We found out about your surgeries, and your dynamic drug empire you forged with the MS-13. You’ve been a very busy man, Mr. Ice-Berg, and I’ve been just as busy trying to find you so the United States could stick a needle in your arm to get justice for all the lives you’ve destroyed,” he spat. “Unless you might want to save yourself?” he proposed.  
 
    I laughed in his face—I knew that was comin’. So many niggas were turning rat that the laws thought every nigga was a rodent. “I’ll take the needle, white boy, I ain’t got shit to spit box ‘bout unless my lawyer present.” Those were the last words I’d spoken to the sucka the entire thirty minutes he threatened and taunted me. 
 
    Now as I sat lost in a cold cell, I sat as still as a statue. Shadows danced all around me, and loneliness was so thick that it was suffocating. Suddenly, a splash of sound tainted the silence—a raging voice filled with anger—malice—and hate. Somewhere down the long line of cells, a roar emitted from behind a locked door. Pain laced the tone as he screamed at whoever caused him to become unbalanced.  
 
    “Fuck you, you, sorry motherfucker, I’ll kill you! You think I’m a hoe—huh?” he raved.  
 
    Then, there was deep silence again, a silence so thick it could drive one mad. I sat still—listening for the response from whoever he was beefin’ with, but after two or three minutes without one—reality set in. There would be no response to the man’s madness because whomever he was speaking to didn’t exist! It was all mental. Still—I was unflinching with the darkness. I could feel the walls coming alive as my thoughts ran rapid. The cliché that people often used in jest became terrifying to me ‘if these walls could talk.’ If people only knew that those walls could not only talk but also steal the sanity from some of the strongest men.  
 
    They reveal a reality so deep, and brazen that one that seeks an escape from their reality finds it through either taking a dull blade, and slashing their wrists, or simply finding a peaceful road within the walls of their mind, and venturing so far inside that self-created paradise that they forget the way back out. I sat inside that cold cell, the frigid air that entered from the broken windows licked my skin as the pressures of life, the abandonment of family, and the betrayed love caused grown men to muffle their cries. There were eight more hours before my first day of a speedy trial, and I knew the state was seeking the death penalty.  
 
    I thought back to the man that screamed just minutes ago. I wondered what drove him to that dark place? That’s when reality stole my breath, and the hurricane inside me swirled vengefully. The storm cascaded down my face as two words blew through my mind as if blown by a gust of wind: it’s expected. The mind of a maniac! 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    It had been a while since I’d been able to just relax, and vibe with my girls. When I’d moved out west, we had lost touch and I’d missed them. Charla was like a sista to me, and I wouldn’t trade her for the world, but it was nothin’ like being home. Me, Marcella, Shay, and some girl name Cleo lounged around at Shay’s house that she’d recently bought. My girl had done well for herself—in my absence, she had gotten herself knocked up by her high school sweetheart Bobo. They were having twins, and I was so happy for my girl. Pregnancy agreed with her, and as we sat around taking shots of Ciroc, Shay sipped orange juice and told us of the names they’d come up with.  
 
    As she spoke, I couldn’t help but notice how touchy Marcella and the girl Cleo were with each other. I had a strong feeling that they were a bit more than just friends, but who was I to judge. I was just glad to be back home. 
 
    “So, Ms. Thang, you have a lot to catch up on. Ya fast ass just up and disappeared on us. I won’t even lie, I was fucked up with you! You left and didn’t keep in touch with nobody but—” Shay began but became choked up at the thought of Tessa’s name.  
 
    Our girl had been missing for months, but finally, they’d found her along with some other woman—their bodies bullet-ridden, and corroding from the weather, and animal life. Someone had done my girl dirty, and the hood had all fingers pointing to Twisted’s crazy ass. Word ‘round the way was that she’d been caught creeping on him, and he’d drove her out to the country, and did her dirty. The police couldn’t even identify Tessa—they had to use dental records, and DNA analysis to confirm who she was.  
 
    Marcella shook her head in dismay. “That’s crazy how they did sis, shit crazy out here—everybody dying and shit. Y’all heard what happened to, Armani?” she asked.  
 
    I shook my head—I didn’t know too much about the girl, but I’d heard her, and my girls had gotten close. Marcella told us that the word on the street was a poisonous snake had gotten into Armani’s apartment somehow. I noticed Shay was staring at her with a look that I couldn’t quite put my finger on, it was borderline accusatory. I’d been knowing the two women my entire life and knew that when Shay had that look—she was on the verge of giving someone a piece or her mind.  
 
    “They say that Assata is the one that found her and her daughter—you know that was Assata lil’ bitch while you were away. I tried to tell, Armani, it wasn’t a good idea to mess with him cause you was our girl—” 
 
    My eyes shot to Marcella as her words stabbed me in the chest. It wasn’t like I didn’t know Assata was doing him while I was out of the picture, but damn. I’d thought he’d have more respect for me than to fuck with someone I knew. Even though I didn’t know her, Armani was fuckin’ with my hood bitches, and that made it a violation. I never understood how niggas and females ended up fucking with their ex’s friends. There was no future in shit like that. It only revealed the snake shit that was in their veins out the gate.  
 
    “I don’t even know why you fuck with that dirty ass nigga Assata, the nigga not right, bitch. He tried to fuck me, and I—”  
 
    “Bitch stop lying on that man!” Shay interrupted Marcella’s rant. She rolled her eyes at Marcella. “You’s a messy bitch, Mar, you ain’t even have to air that man’s business like that. We wasn’t even cool with, Armani, you were!” She rubbed her belly as if the children inside her could feel their mother’s irritation.  
 
    Marcella leaned back in the chair with a smug look on her face. “Shay, how would your sheltered ass know what the hell is going on in the hood? That nigga keeps you cooped up in this house so much you should have bed sores.” She mocked before picking up her glass and downing the shot.  
 
    I followed suit and pasted a generic smile on my face. “Naw—it’s cool, Shay, Assata already told me about his situation with, Armani,” I lied to save face. No woman wanted to feel foolish, and a lot of times we’d lie for the same dawg ass nigga that had no respect for us. It wasn’t that we were trying to protect the nigga, but more in the name of protecting ourselves from the ‘I told you so’s’. “My question is, why did it take me comin’ back for you to tell me that?” My eyes bore into Marcella’s. “Real bitches don’t keep those type of secrets, Mar, especially from their girls. If Assata was trying to fuck you—why you didn’t lace my stilettos?” I asked as all eyes fell on Marcella.  
 
    I don’t know if it was the liquor or if the shit had built up inside of me, and it was just that time to give it to her ass, but I did exactly that. “You know what, I’ve been wondering about your motives for a while—” I spoke as I reached down and refilled my glass. “—you knew I was running from my past—you knew how I feel about, Assata, Marcella, but you brought the enemy to my doorstep. That nigga Shotta beat my ass and forced me to move back to Cali, and I heard from you twice the entire time I was there,” I spat.  
 
    Shay’s mouth fell to the floor as she shook her head as if she couldn’t believe what I’d just said.  
 
    Marcella shot up from her seat. “Oh—so you gonna gang up on me?” She was so dramatic. “Jazzy, you know I’ll kick your ass. So, I don’t know why you’re over there talking all greasy. Bitch, I call myself pulling your skirt to the fact your triflin’ ass nigga can’t keep his dick in his pants, and you cap an attitude with me?” She rolled her neck sassy-like before turning her wrath to Shay. “And bitch, I’m the one that’s been here with you making sure you make it to those doctor’s appointments while that nigga has loved his job more than he loved you!” Marcella was on a roll as she placed her hand on her hip and let the alcohol reveal things she wouldn’t have if she was sober. “But you’re letting this bitch come up in here and—”  
 
    That was as far as she made it before I leaped from the spot I’d been sitting on the couch and hit the bitch with a left hook. I followed up with a right jab to her temple and dropped her to the floor.  
 
    “Bitch—I ain’t gonna be too many more bitches!” I spazzed on her. “Now, get your ass up—you’ve been havin’ this ass whooping coming for years. I’m not that docile, yes girl I was when we were sixteen.” I was hyped as I bent down and tied my J’s. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Goose~
  
 
    “Hey, baby!” Tonya blushed as the door swung open.  
 
    I pulled her juicy ass into my embrace. “Sup, Ms. Lady?” I asked her real smooth-like.  
 
    It had been almost two weeks since I’d last fucked with her, and if I was, to be honest with myself—I missed her. Within my forty-four years of living, I’d come to realize that it’s always the relationship that wasn’t supposed to last that ends up being the one that holds on to your heart the strongest. I released her, stepped back, and allowed my vision to take her in. Lil one was showing her ass. Tonya Johnson was a thick woman. Not as in fat, but more like one of those super thick women that if she ate one more cookie she’d be classified as such. Tonya’s shit was tight though—she reminded me of a curvier Jill Scott. That night she wore a see-through teddy that had my dick stand at attention as I stared at her chocolate nipples through the fabric of the transparent material.  
 
    She had her hair fro’d out, but tied back by a black scarf, impulsively, my eyes fell to her feet—check! I smiled as I diverted my eyes from her pretty manicured toes, pass her recently shaven legs, on up to the juicy ass imprint of her paradise that was concealed behind black lace.  
 
    “Are you gonna come in or continue to stare until I catch pneumonia?” She smiled at me with chocolate lips.  
 
    Her fragrance made love to my senses as she took my hands and guided me into her warm abode. She locked the door behind me before reaching down to untie the gray and black Prada shoes that I wore—one by one she helped me out of them before walking me over to a red loveseat.  
 
    “Sit, baby—make yourself at home.” She turned and headed toward the kitchen with a sway to her shapely hips. Her ass was oiled and glowing in the candlelit room. “What would you like to drink handsome?” she asked as she disappeared around the corner.  
 
    I got comfortable and took in the décor of her spot. White carpet—that told me she was a clean woman. No mu’fucka in their right mind would dare get a heaven white carpet installed in their living room if they were dirty or kept company over. The furniture consisted of red love seats that complimented a soft red velvet sofa. There was a framed portrait of Medgar Evers hanging above the fireplace—I stared into his still eyes, sadness was instant as I realized that death didn’t give a fuck about what typa person you were. When God called your number, you had no choice but to answer. The Civil Rights worker was from Mississippi, and he’d been killed by a sniper after a broadcast of a pro-Civil Rights speech by President J.F. Kennedy. I shook my head at the irony of how my people had come so far, but still—still being killed for our desire for equality. 
 
    “What you got?” I inquired as my eyes took in the gold trimmed glass coffee table.  
 
    The glass was supported by a piece in the shape of Africa that was carved out of white marble. The sista was for the people, and I respected her taste.  
 
    “Um—I have Remy XO—let me see what else,” Tonya called out after a brief moment. The aroma of whatever she’d cooked wafted into the room, and it smelt like freedom to a man that’s been locked up for decades. “Okay—I have Smirnoff Lime, Kahlua, Wine, Kool-Aid, and water. Pick your poison, brotha.”  
 
    The light from the three different size red candles flickered and cast dancing shadows around the room as I got up, walked over to her entertainment system and appraised her CD collection.  
 
    ‘Do people still buy CD’s?’ I wondered.  
 
    Queen had some good shit—Dru Hill, Jagged Edge, Sade, Betty, and even some Miles Davis. I chose Jagged Edge J.E. Heartbreak – ‘What You Tryna Do’ was my shit.  
 
    “I’ll take the Remy—neat!” I shouted mildly as J.E. set the tempo.  
 
    I turned to head back to my seat, but at that moment Tonya came out of the kitchen carrying my plate and requested drink to the dining room. I followed—the way that ass swallowed the string of that sexy ass nightie made me want to skip dinner and go straight to dessert. Shawty sat the plate and drink down before pulling out my chair. 
 
    “Dinner is served, Monsieur,” she announced with a French dialect.  
 
    I laughed as I took my seat. Queen used a small knife and fork to cut the meat into bite-sized chunks, and with her free hand cupped under the fork to catch anything that fell she straddled me with a smile, with anticipating eyes, Tonya fed me.  
 
    “I cooked you smothered pork chops, cream corn, green beans, and mash potatoes. I hope you like it—are you a Muslim—I mean, it’s too late, but—” she rambled nervously.  
 
    I could tell she wanted to please me, but I wasn’t a Muslim and the perfectly seasoned meat and potatoes were fire. I swallowed my food before banishing her anxiety. “Naw—I ain’t no Muslim, and you can thank whoever taught you how to burn in the kitchen, you’re the gospel!” The tension in her body eased evidently. “I just hope desert is just as good,” I added before she fed me a forkful of chops and green beans.  
 
    A panicked expression etched into her features. I had to contain my laughter as Tonya took a sip from my cup to cover her reaction.  
 
    “I didn’t make any dessert, but I—” 
 
    “Shissh!” I hushed her with a finger to her succulent lips.  
 
    “What you tryna do for it—heard that you been lookin’ for—good love, and I’m for sure that I know just what you came here for/ what you tryna do for it—I’ll spend all my loot for it/ tell me, baby, what you tryna do—” Jagged Edge serenaded the atmosphere as I looked lady in her eyes. 
 
    “You’re my dessert, Queen.” 
 
      
 
    ****
  
 
    ~Ice Berg~ 
 
      
 
    “Swanson—get ready for an attorney visit!” The guard came on the intercom. My eyes cracked open slightly—glancing over at the digital clock I’d gotten off the commissary, I wanted to pull the blanket back over my head and drift back to sleep, but—“Swanson—be ready in twenty minutes.” My desire was crushed.  
 
    I sat up groggily—the chill in the cell caused me to shiver. I knew I’d never get used to not waking up in my own bed—nor wearing another man’s clothes. It was six-fifty am, and those bitches were already trying to rush me to the guillotine.  
 
    “Yea—whateva, white boy,” I whispered. I squeezed a bit of toothpaste on my toothbrush.  
 
    “They’re gonna give you the needle, nigger, and when they do—I’ll be sure to get a front row seat,” The racist mu’fucka blurted before he laughed.  
 
    I shook my head slightly—they were eavesdropping on me—there was no privacy in jail.  
 
    “Say—say, youngsta, I heard what that white boy just said. Don’t worry ‘bout that cracka, stay focused, lil’ brotha,” an old school cat that was in the cell beside me whispered.  
 
    His name was Rodney K. and he’d been gone for two decades for a string of bank robberies. We’d met my second day on the compound. I wasn’t tryin’ to be on no friendly shit with none of those cats, but school put me up on all the rules of fed life. I was truly fucked up ‘bout my fate, but it was the hand I was dealt. If I woulda stuck to the script and left the game I wouldn’t have been in that predicament.  
 
    “Ain’t shit, old head, I’m on all ten, my lil’ brotha lost his life to this shit—I owe it to him to stay stiff,” I responded as I got dressed.  
 
    The truth was, my heart was sick, there was no such thing as a man that was ‘bout something in them streets, and he wasn’t fucked up ‘bout leaving the shit he bled, sweated, and killed for to anotha nigga. I neva understood how niggas could say, ‘if you do this or that, and you get bammed—you can’t be fucked up ‘bout the consequences!’ It had to have been a nothin’ ass nigga with no money that created that statement. If a nigga has something worth missin’, he’s gonna be fucked up ‘bout fuckin’ it off—it don’t matter what the fuck he’d done.  
 
    “Say, school, what you think my odds are, fam?” There was a brief pause before homie said some shit that ended our brief association.  
 
    “Say, youngsta, I ain’t gonna cut no corners with you, ya dig. I’ve been locked up in this cage for going on twenty-one years, and I’ve seen these white folks hang niggas for shit as petty as being a felon in possession. You’re in for a helluva ride, but—as they say, you can’t be fucked up ‘bout something you did. Know what I’m sayin’ youngin’?”  
 
    I stared at the wall as if I could see him through it. “Bitch ass nigga!” I whispered.  
 
    “You say something, youngsta?” he asked with a hint of uncertainty. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Goose~ 
 
      
 
    My toes curled as Tonya attempted to suck my soul from my dick. To keep from screaming out like a lil’ bitch, I spread her juicy folds and buried my face in heaven. Capturing her clit with my lips—I applied gentle pressure as I allowed my spit to build up in my mouth. I’d heard that no one knows how to eat pussy better than anotha woman, but I begged to differ. All it took was for a man to pay attention to the signs—read her body with each lick—suck, and kiss and it would tell you what the business was. My point was proven as I reached up and placed my thumb against her asshole. I didn’t insert it, just applied pressure to let her anticipate a darker side of euphoria.  
 
    We were in the sixty-nine position, and neither one of us could run from the other as a deep moan escaped from deep inside her. Her lips slid up my shaft until she had the head captured like a soldier on the wrong side of enemy lines. The black woman’s tongue kissed my manhood and attempted to close her legs around my head, but with her on top—I wrapped my arms around her waist before making my tongue dance over the tip of her clit. Her body told me it wouldn’t be long—but her head game had me on the edge of Mount Everest. If she didn’t bust in the next few seconds, I was gonna commit blissful suicide.  
 
    Our bodies must have been in unison because just as I pushed the tip of my thumb inside her ass—my spirit turned into liquid and shot from me at the same time a thunderstorm poured from paradise. We rode the waves until the earthquake subsided, and after she’d composed herself—Tonya repositioned herself on top of me. Those titties swung in front of my face like a piece of meat dangled in front of a starved animal. It was instinctive to latch onto them. I sucked the right nipple as I rolled the left between my thumb and pointer finger. Tonya moaned as she massaged my length with her pussy lips causing me to swell beneath her. She lifted before reachin’ down and inserting me inside her sacred place—fire dripped around me as juices escaped her.  
 
    She lifted until her lower lips held me by the tip, and without warning dropped down on me with an arch to her back. She did this a few times before leaning forward, stretching her body out on top of me and beginning to pop that pussy. I reached down and spread her ass cheeks apart as far as I could.  
 
    Just as my body tensed and a roar was crawling up my throat, Ms. Lady slowed her pace. “Shit—you’re a mu’fucka,” I growled as her tight lips squeezed me.  
 
    “No, Papi, I’m not ready for you to bust yet,” she whispered softly as her eyes rolled over me.  
 
    Her lips were parted as her breathing came out in sexy short breaths with each rise and fall of her body. Tonya lifted and placed one hand on my chest as she bucked on top of me. I was on the verge of throwin’ that dick back when the strangest thing happened— 
 
    “Um—um—um—ohh, God, daddy, you want to bust in this pussy—huh?” she cried as she quickened her pace. My nut was surging through my body as I felt her waterfall pour down upon me in a gush of sticky pleasure. “Ohh!” she screamed.  
 
    I tried to get that nut outta me, but she’d stopped fuckin’ me. “Naw—keep going, baby, I’m almost there!” I growled.  
 
    But she merely stared down at me as I felt her hand slide from underneath the pillow. “Later for that, Goose,” she spat in contempt.  
 
    My heart instantly froze. ‘How the fuck she know my name?’ I thought as my mind lusted for the Glock .17, I had on the floor by my clothes, but the .40 aimed at my face made me disregard any rash decisions.  
 
    “So—what’s next, you’re gonna kill me or take me in, Detective Johnson?”  
 
    Surprise exploded over her face as she wondered how I found out what she hadn’t revealed to me, but it only lasted a brief moment. “I guess we both have secrets, huh?” She smiled a sad smile. “The difference is, Goose—” she put emphasis on my street handle. “—the difference is that my secret doesn’t have the FBI building a case on me for an 848 CCE and heading a murdering group of savages!” She’d dropped a bomb on me.  
 
    It was my time to be surprised. ‘What the fuck?’ I wondered.  
 
    She must have found my facial expression comical because she laughed as if I was the most pitiful thing. “Oh—him didn’t know him was on the big boy’s radar?” She mocked in an animated child’s voice. The bitch lifted off me—carefully. She kept the tool on me as she eased out of the bed. “Why though, Mark—” she paused before shaking her head as if to clear it of the name. “I mean, Bennie—Goose—what the fuck ever your name is!” she screamed. A storm converged in her eyes. “Just tell me why-why lie to me?” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Snake Bitch 
 
      
 
    ~Twisted~ 
 
      
 
    I had the lil’ pretty bitch bent ova the counter as I dug in that pussy like I owned it.  
 
    “Oh—Twisted, fuck—me!” she moaned in painful bliss.  
 
    I’d been fuckin’ wit’ lil’ one for a few weeks. I always knew she wanted to give me the pussy, but since she was from the other side, I kept my distance. Yet, the girl was persistent! One day the treacherous bitch pulled up on me at the club and dropped a bomb on me. She said she had some info that would put me a step ahead of my enemies. I thought the slut was tryin to play me. 
 
    “Bitch fuck you mean Assata and Pain—Pain ain’t amongst the living no more,” I growled, but even with the lights being dimmed, I could see the confusion on her face.  
 
    “I don’t understand—what you tryna say, nigga, I’m lying?” Marcella frowned.  
 
    The slut was either a great actress or she truly knew something I didn’t, so I downed my shot and repeated what I’d said. Marcella took it all in before the snake bitch put me on to how she’d been at the house when Pain had gotten sown up and even when B.G. had sent shots in Lovey’s spot. I thought the hoe had had one too many drinks when she let me, and Lil Ben take her to the tell. We blew the girl’s back out before takin’ turns bustin’ on her titties and face. Afterward, she told me everything she knew ‘bout them boys. She even put me on to how she and Pain fucked around every now and then. She told me that he had a tendency to spill his guts to her during pillow talk.  
 
    I laughed at the weenie ass nigga—I never understood why niggas got their dick wet and felt the need to tell a hoe their life story like the freak wasn’t gonna meet anotha nigga with some good dick. Females talked the most in three situations—when they’re emotional—at the beauty salon—or when they getting some good dick. When a boss all up in them guts, the hoe gonna repeat everything she’d been told! 
 
     I thought as the poisonous bitch gripped the counter with each stroke, I hit her wit. That monsta raged out of me as I pulled out and busted all ova Marcella’s ass cheeks. Just like the slut she was, she spun around, dropped to her knees, and wrapped her lips around my deflating manhood. She sucked and pulled on that mu’fucka until she got every drop.  
 
    I had to fight the lady off my shit. “Damn, bitch—what you tryna do?” I asked as I pulled my pants up and got myself together.  
 
    Marcella stood and pulled her dress down from around her waist before wiping her mouth and smiling. “Nigga, you know I’m trying to make us official. What, you thought I’m fuckin’ and suckin’ cause I’m a nympho or sumthin’?” the silly bitch asked.  
 
    I laughed in her face before I turned and walked off without entertaining what she already knew. We were at the trap on Ruth Street—Lil Ben and Krazy were in the living room playing Call of Duty on the PS4. I shook my head in disappointment—the niggas were so entranced with the game that if the reaper showed up at that moment, everybody in the spot woulda had a first-class ticket to the cemetery.  
 
    I snatched the blunt from between Lil Ben’s lips. “Damn, Loc, fuck you doing?” he demanded with a quick glance at me before turning his attention back to the game.  
 
    I laughed mildly, I had to be getting soft. The young cats of his era were fucked up, but I had the remedy—before anyone knew my intentions, I had the burna in my hands and aimed at the TV—Boc! Boc! I squeezed the trigga. The TV exploded as all three of them tensed. I heard rushed footsteps coming from the back room and just as my eyes found the startled expressions of Lil Ben and Krazy, my shoota Pac Man joined the party. 
 
    “You, niggas ‘round here playin’ games and getting high like this a mu’fuckin’ party or somthin’!” I gritted. “The big homie fightin’ for his life and our enemies after our head, but you, niggas rather kill niggas on a game!” I was on fire. All eyes were tuned in—fear, frustration, but most importantly, respect radiated from their stares. “Since you real good game playin’ ass niggas wanna play Call of mu’fuckin’ Duty—I’m callin’ y’all to duty! This bitch Marcella makin’ it official today. So, you niggas strap up and be ready!”  
 
    I turned to walk away, but just like the dumb hoe she was, Marcella had to tempt fate. “Damn, nigga, fuck you keep disrespectin’ me like that?” she demanded with attitude in her stance.  
 
    I paused before turning to face her—tension was thick as I strode ova to her. She stared at me defiantly, but I could sense the fear just behind the tough girl act. I lifted my hand—she flinched. I smiled and ran the back of my hand down her soft cheek.  
 
    “Disrespect you?” I asked with a crooked grin. “Aren’t you the same female that me and my nigga took turns fuckin’ a few weeks ago?”  
 
    Shawty rolled her eyes before slapping my hand away. “Fuck you, Twisted, you’re a hoe ass nigga!” she snapped.  
 
    I laughed in her face before turning and heading to the back room. Her words didn’t faze me cause they were the gospel—my mama told me I’d be a hoe ass nigga the first time I stole a few dollars out her pocketbook when I was a lil’ nigga. Since then, I made it big business to live up to that prediction, but even better—I had more pressing shit to tend to than tryin’ to remind a hoe that she was, in fact, a hoe.  
 
    ‘Even when a prostitute becomes a devout Christian, she still had to pray for that freak that resided just beyond that Bible,’ I laughed at the thought.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I stripped out of my clothes until my dick swung free, and the ink that tainted my flesh was on full display. Snatching a pair of Gucci briefs out of the drawer, I turned and headed to the bathroom, but a fleeting thought made me double back to take the black and brown .380 from under my pillow. I checked to ensure the clip was full, and one was in the head. I couldn’t rationalize it, but I couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that something fucked up was ‘bout to happen. I didn’t know when or what, but a man’s gut is his navigational system, and I trusted mine with every beat of my heart.  
 
    I turned at the sound of Jazzy entering the room—she’d been on some other shit for the past few days. She wasn’t fuckin’ with me, and the attitude that radiated from her body language told me she had some beef on her chest. Three days ago, she’d come home with some scratches on her face, her knuckles bleeding, and a busted lip. It was evident that she’d been in a scuffle, but I’d neva been the typa nigga to press a female for details.  
 
    “A woman could be a man’s realist confidant or his fakest ally—if she truly belonged to a particular man, she’d never keep secrets,” Lovey once told me that a real woman kept her castle clean so there was no need for a maid.  
 
    She’ll talk when she’s ready,’ I thought as Jazz huffed around the room yearning for a nigga to respond.  
 
    She was as naked as the day she was born—ass on fleek with a mouthful of titties that drooped just a bit to let a nigga know she had weight to ‘em. A few stretch marks complimented her waist, and the shit turned me on. She’d recently gotten my name tattooed across her lower back to let it be known she belonged to the Boss, and as she made up the bed, I could tell she was flexin’ on me by dry bending ova and shit. I flashed her a mouthful of diamonds before going ‘bout my B-I, I had to tend to my shit. I’d been absent from the streets way too long, and though I trusted my niggas to make sure my portion of bread was righteous, I knew money had a way of tempting the most loyal of men.  
 
    I stepped into the steam filled bathroom, laid the tool down on the ledge, and stepped into the glass encased shower. The water was almost scolding, but that’s how I rocked. I bowed my head under the shower nozzle—hot water poured over me in a cascade of streaming rain. My thoughts were everywhere as I reflected on everything that had transpired in the past six months. Lovey—I missed her with all my soul. I needed that advice—that love only a righteous black woman could give. As I wondered ‘bout the vision I had of her and Shy in that meadow, I didn’t know if it was the drugs I’d been exposed to or if there was a such thing as divine intervention.  
 
    Shy had said some shit that still didn’t make sense, but for some reason, my thoughts carried me to Pain’s call earlier that morning. He’d had me and Goose on three-way when he said he’d made plans to fuck with Marcella’s trick ass. Fam told us he didn’t feel right but didn’t think the hoe would try any funny business when she knew his get down. Goose asked the nigga why he’d even entertain a bitch his gut warned him ‘bout, but we both knew Pain and Marcella had been doin’ them for years. Pain had a hunger for snake bitches that I never understood, and Marcella was as serpentine as they came.  
 
    I had the same gut feeling Pain had, so I made a mental note to pull up where she wanted to meet. She wanted to go see the Christmas Parade they were having Downtown Fort. Worth, even though it would be crawling with boys in blue—I didn’t put nothin’ pass a baby snake. They bit and didn’t know the amount of venom to use to kill their prey—so they overkilled. 
 
    “So—you wanna fuck, Marcella, huh?” The glass door flew open.  
 
    I had to wipe the water out my face before my confused stare landed on Jazzy. She stood there fuming with her hair wild and curly. He gray eyes bore into mine as she bounced her left leg.  
 
    “Fuck you talmbout, fam?” I asked confused. ‘I wouldn’t fuck that bitch with an aids patient dick!’ I thought.  
 
    “Assata Lamar, answer my question—miss me with all the theatrics! That bitch threw it in my face how you was pushin’ up on her—ugh, Marcella, Satta?” she teared up before rolling her eyes. “Out of all the hoes that would fuck you just to say they did—why my homegirl, huh? I don’t deserve more respect than that?”  
 
    I picked up the towel and Gucci body wash, then squeezed a small mountain on the cloth. I began to lather up before lookin’ back at the crazy woman. “First off, at this point—I don’t know how much respect you deserve. You left me for a whole ‘notha nigga, Jazmina, remember?” I punctured her pride.  
 
    I could tell my words cut deep as she dropped her head to hide the shame that swam in her pretty eyes.  
 
    ‘Fuck it, I can’t let her think she Gucci just cause we’re rockin again—that would open doors for her to think the shit was cooked, and she could fuck ova me and get away with it. Naw—naw, the next betrayal would cost everybody involved,’ I thought before giving my Queen the peace she needed. “Secondly, you know I’m way too ‘G’ to run up in one of ya potnas, Jazzy.”  
 
    Her eyes lifted to mine. “You promise, Satta, you promise?” she whispered.  
 
    I didn’t even respond to that shit—my yes was my yes, and my no was my no. I reached out gently grabbed her wrist and pulled her closer. I placed the lathered towel in her hand before placing it on what was swingin’ between my legs—she lifted my inches and cleaned my nuts.  
 
    “Jazzy, you have to know the nigga you commit yourself to without a shadow of a doubt, ma. There can never be longevity in a trustless relationship. When a man and his gal winning, even ya potna’s will do hoe shit to rob you of what should be sucka proof.”  
 
    She stared at me as she digested the diamonds, I was droppin’ on her. The slow strokes she used to purge my dick of any evidence of the past was awakening the beast in me. 
 
    “Betrayal is suicide, ma, and shouldn’t no otha nigga be able to game mine—push up—nor divide this shit. I ain’t tried, nor want to fuck Marcella’s punk ass, and if that’s who you squabbled—you out of line, my nigga.”  
 
    Heat instantly lit in her eyes as she stopped cleansing me. “Why? That bitch deserved that ass-whoopin'! What, you trying to protect the bitch, Assata?” she spat with a roll of her eyes. Dick on strong, I pulled her lil’ ass inside the steaming shower and closed the glass. “Boy stop—I’m not tryin’ to get my hair—” she was in the midst of sayin’ before I slid my tongue in her mouth.  
 
    A soft moan replaced her words before I broke the kiss and spun her around. “Shut the fuck up, Jazz, you outta line cause when a nigga run his dick in the next bitch—it ain’t her fault. It’s no such thing as accidentally fuckin’, just as a female can’t force yo’ nigga’s dick in her.” I slid deep inside shawty. She cried out as I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back with another thrust. “The same goes for a female, a bitch don’t just fall on anotha nigga’s dick—you know what that means?” I growled.  
 
    Jazzy’s pussy lips kissed my nuts as I buried myself inside her. “Whaa—what, baby, what does it mean?” she cried out as her lower lips hugged me. 
 
    “It means this pussy mine, and betrayal is unacceptable—promise me I won’t have to—shit—to damn, ma—” I was stroking that pussy feverishly. I released her hair and latched on to her waist as she left her prints on the fogged glass. She worked my dick like a boss bitch. “Promise I won’t have to put yo brains on anotha nigga’s pillow.” I bit down on her shoulder as a demon shot from my soul and entered her heaven. 
 
    “On, Ellen, bae—no—this yo—your pussy!” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Pain~ 
 
      
 
    ~Four Hours Later~ 
 
      
 
    I pulled the Jag up to the curb—I was late to the parade, but I wasn’t on nobody’s time, but mine. All morning my stomach had knots, I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but I just wasn’t feelin’ that parade shit. I’d just made up my mind to smash off and text the hoe Marcella when a knock on my passenger window made me reach for the Glock .17. Marcella stood with an irritated look on her face, but I paid the hoe no mind as I finished the blunt and put the clip in the astray. I stepped out of the whip and inspected one of the twenty-six-inch big heads the truck was squattin’ on. Through its reflection, I could see Marcella approaching from behind. 
 
    “Damn, Pain, why you always gotta be late to shit? You’re thirty minutes late!” she spazzed as I stood and faced her.  
 
    I allowed my eyes to roam for any signs of fuck shit, but the sounds of Christmas carols and the sight of police eased my apprehension. My eyes took her in—the lady was the sexiest reptile I’d ever laid eyes on. Her long hair had been hot combed bone straight but feathered out her mocha toned face. I recognized the forest green wool Jeffery Dodd turtle neck dress I’d gotten her a year ago. It molested her curves until it opened and hid the knee-high snakeskin boots she wore. The Fleur du Mal trench coat she wore set the outfit perfectly. 
 
    “Some shit came up, Mami. What the bidness tho?” I allowed my eyes to tell her what she knew I wanted.  
 
    Marcella smiled a mischievous smile before grabbing my hand and leading me toward the long procession of joyful people singing Christmas carols. We were at the back of the spectators; we had a clear view of the parade, but we seemed to be in our own lil spot of seclusion. Downtown Fort. Worth was a contradicting contrast to the rest of the city. I knew that just beyond the outdated red brick building, neighborhoods such as the Bloody Stop Six, Eastwood, Poly, Riverside, Como, and the entire south side, were poverty-stricken and plagued by death, trap houses, and more death.  
 
    A noise from my left caused me to jump—I turned to investigate, but the bum dumpster diving for food or whatever he was looking for eased that gangsta shit in me. I eased my hand away from the Glock on my waist.  
 
    “Why yo’ scary ass so jumpy today?” Marcella asked as her eyes studied me peculiarly. Her eyes turned to the dirty man digging in the trash—shaking her head sadly, Marcella returned her attention to me. “That’s fucked up, I wonder—” her voice trailed off as my phone rung.  
 
    I looked at it and answered without taking my eyes off lil’ one. “What’s brackin’, Bleed?” I barked at Assata. The nigga had his music so loud he couldn’t hear me. ‘I hate when he do that shit!’ I fumed.  
 
    I heard the volume drop before fam barked back. “What’s toppin’, Rusta, where the fuck that hoe got you? I’m just pullin’ up, but it’s too many mu’fuckas out here.”  
 
    My spirit eased dramatically—my nigga was on deck, and I knew we’d die for each otha. I looked around to get a feel for where I was at, but Marcella’s posture caught my attention. She seemed fidgety—nervous! She slightly perspired and that set off alarms in my head. My mind automatically took me back to the day Tessa tried to clip me—the way the ese bitch was actin’. 
 
    “Bitch, fuck you sweating for—it’s forty degrees and windy!” I spazzed on Marcella.  
 
    Her eyes shot to me at the same time that a sharp pain hit my side. “Get the fuck out the way, bitch nigga!” A gruff voice spat as a group of young boys in white and baby blue North Carolina units passed by.  
 
    The cat that spoke was the one that elbowed me—he spun around and tossed up his set. “Fo’Tray on mines, cuz!” He did a backward crip walk and continued to twist his fingers into gang signs.  
 
    Even though I knew they had the ups on me, my next reaction was the only justification for disrespect. I reached under my hoodie and pulled the tool.  
 
    “Pacman, what it wuz, homie, who dat nigga?” A loud voice came from my right.  
 
    I turned my attention that way and I knew it was do or die for me. It was ‘bout twelve more of those pussy boys approachin’ fast. I made up in my mind when the second group was about ten feet away. I had to draw first blood and use the bitch Marcella for a shield. Without much more thought, I aimed at the nigga that had elbowed me and let that led speak. As I fired, I backpedaled toward the parade—in an instant it was pandemonium.  
 
    After the first few shots shit got crazy—the parade turned into a stampede and I could hear someone screaming. “Police—police!” 
 
    That wasn’t enough to stop the showdown that was taking place. I counted each shot I took, but the painful feeling of my stomach exploding made me double over. I don’t know where the shot came from until I fell to my knee and glanced around. I clutched my stomach in agony as the bitch nigga that elbowed me headed in my direction. He must have thought he was bulletproof, but I gave him the answer when I fired his bitch ass up. The slug parted his high-top fade and I watched as his noodles painted the baby blue jacket he wore. I had no idea where the punk hoe Marcella had disappeared to, but I knew I had to get to one of those police officers. It was either hell or the cell for me and though neither was a choice I’d make under usual circumstances, shid, it was a choice I needed to make. I tried my best to slow the bleeding as I stumbled to my feet and through the panic mob of paraders. 
 
    “I see him, homie, there he is! Get that fuck nigga for the big homie!” I heard someone scream from behind.  
 
    I glanced back and spotted the fuck boy Lil Ben hot on my trail—I turned slightly, aimed and hit him up. A red stain appeared where his left shoulder used to be.  
 
    “Say, homie, you need to get help—you’re hit!” A familiar voice stole my attention.  
 
    I was losing blood fast, but I spun to match the face with the voice. The bum that was just digging in the trash stood before me, but rather than leftover food—he aimed a big pistol at me. Twisted smiled at me from behind the dirt he’d smudged on his face. 
 
    “So, the hoe wasn’t lyin’, huh?” he asked.  
 
    I was confused as to what the fuck he meant, but there was no time for guessing games. I wasn’t ‘bout to die in a city I’d neva shed blood in.  
 
    I aimed at that boy the same time that someone yelled, “Fort Worth PD, drop your weapons—drop your weapons!”  
 
    Both of our eyes flew to the pudgy white cop but Twisted was a man with nothin’ to lose. He smiled wickedly before doing what any madman would do—the power from whateva it was that he was firing at the officer had so much kick that his arm vibrated as he squeezed the trigger. I began to feel faint as I took aim and opened Twisted’s chest up. Surprise registered on his face as he swung the burna on me and squeezed at the same time I blew his mu’fuckin’ brains out! 
 
      
 
    Part Three 
 
    ~I’m Dying~ 
 
      
 
    I heard somewhere that real didn’t exist no more—I laugh every time I hear that shit. Yea, homie, real still exist, it’s just that fake people had duplicated a real mu’fuckas images so perfectly that one can’t tell them apart until the fire melts the façade and exposes what’s hidden behind the mask. No man wants to be viewed as a fuck boy, just as no woman want to be viewed as a fake bitch, but reality is—pressure makes diamonds and bust pipes with the exact amount of pressure. It’s easy to profess loyalty to something you neva been placed in the position to betray.  
 
    Shit crazy—everybody wanna go to heaven, but nobody wanna die! Everybody wanna be solid, but don’t wanna face off with the shit that is required of the life. That shit is as much of a contradiction as black people repping for the motherland—walking ‘round in Africa’s colors, wearing African beads with a big ass pendant in the shape of Africa, but failing to understand that ‘most’ Africans don’t like or give a damn ‘bout us. So much tumbles through my head, but the most powerful thought is—I’m dying! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Loose Ends 
 
      
 
    ~Harrison~ 
 
    ~Two Weeks Later~ 
 
      
 
    I’d just gotten off the phone with the Tarrant County Police Department. There had been a massacre out that way, and some casualties were some of Denton Underworlds Finest. ‘The Christmas Parade Massacre,’ as the news was calling it had gotten coverage on over sixty major news stations. The White House had even flown some of their people up to the Dallas and Fort. Worth area. The area had once been the murder capital, and the mayor of the city wanted the culprits responsible standing trial like yesterday.  
 
    Earl ‘Twisted’ Goldsmith, Dunte ‘Pain’ Jackson, and a few pedestrians were killed in the shootout that was said to have sparked over gang involvement. I was just finishing up a few notes on the file I’d been given on Jackson when something in one of the photos caused me to pause. One of the photos—a photo of him and six guys set off something in my head. The man in the center was roughly five-eleven in height, dark-skinned, and had a distinctiveness in his posture. It was his eyes that rocketed my mind back to the video of the bank heist. As they say—the eyes never lie!  
 
    What gave credence to my hunch was the sixth man in the photo—he was a short lean man dressed in all black. His youthful features were dimmed by the cold stare of a young man that had lost his innocence way too early. His name was ‘Tomorrow Kennedy’ and he was one of the two slain men that we’d found at the Armor truck scene. My pulse quickened—impulsively, my eyes flew back to the man in the middle.  
 
    ‘Who was he?’ My thoughts were loud as I picked up the phone and rung my new secretary. 
 
    “Yes, Mr. Harrison, what can I do for you?” Sarah Jane inquired.  
 
    I could hardly contain my excitement, I was sure I was on to something.  “I need you to call down to evidence and get me the video footage on the bank robbery case; I think it’s under ‘exhibit x’!”  
 
    “Will do—anything else?” she responded.  
 
    I thought about it for a second or two. “Yes, if you see Agent Louding, send him to my office. I think I just solved the Denton County Bank Heist!” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Winslet~ 
 
      
 
    “Girl, where your restroom at? Those drinks are working on my bladder!” Tonya stood and squeezed her legs together like a little girl.  
 
    We laughed at her antics, and once I gave her directions—I turned my attention back to the Scrabble board. We were having a girl’s night at my house, and the only three women that knew where I lived were all in attendance. Tonya, my sister Jacqueline, and her girlfriend Jada.  
 
    “Pneumatology—” I spelt out the word with the little square pieces.  
 
    “Now, you know that’s not a word, Kamicka. I think I’m gonna challenge it,” Jacqueline stated as she reached out for the Scrabble Dictionary.  
 
    I gave her a challenging smirk—I’d played the game so much that I knew words that a lot of people wouldn’t. I watched my sisters face change as she read the definition aloud. 
 
    “Doctrine or study of spiritual beings and phenomena. Ain’t that a bitch!” she exclaimed as she slammed the book shut and slouched back in her seat. “I quit—you’re too smart, Kamicka.”  
 
    I laughed at her silliness. My sister had always been a poor sport. Ten minutes later I glanced at my watch, my eyes wandered to my dark hallway.  
 
    ‘What was taking Tonya so long—had she found the restroom? Was she taking number two in my shit!’  I thought at the same time my sister verbalized my sentiments. 
 
    “You think she’s okay—she’s been gone a while?” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Detective Tonya Johnson~ 
 
      
 
    I had just finished the unthinkable. I had to calm my nerves before turning to head back to the others. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing in my room!” a shrill voice demanded.  
 
    My eyes shot to Kamicka Winslet—I’m sure I looked like a deer trapped in a speeding car’s headlights, but I was a born actor.  
 
    In spite of my original reaction, I plastered a confused look on my face. “Wha—what?” I stammered in feigned ignorance. “I used the restroom! You have all the doors in the hall closed except this one, and I didn’t want to be snooping around your place.” I shrugged my shoulders as if my decision was harmless. “I figured there was a little girl’s room in here—so I used it.” I smiled at her. “Are you angry with me or something?” The look on my face was innocent. I could tell I’d disarmed her by the way her stance relaxed, but her eyes still held a hint of suspicion. I knew the sneaky bitch was on high alert—being a detective, I’d learned that when people did so much dirt, they were always suspicious of others.  
 
    ‘I guess that’s what happens when you’ve fucked over so many people, it was just common sense that karma was near,’ I thought as Winslet’s body stiffened again.  
 
    Her eyes shot to my hands. “Why would you need gloves to use the restroom, Tonya?”  
 
    Her question made me smile brightly before reaching in my pocket and pulling out a pink and purple wrapper that I’d balled up. It was already torn open, so after reaching in and pulling out the soiled tampon, I held it up to show her the blood smears which were actually red dye. “It’s that time of the month—” I revealed as I watched Winslet's facial expression melt into shame. “Am I missing something here, Kamicka, what were you think—” my voice trailed off as a wounded expression blossomed on my face. Kamicka dropped her head—embarrassed. I used that as my escape route. “Oh—you assumed I was up to something foul!” I shook my head—artificial disappointment radiated from my stare as she lifted her eyes to me. 
 
    “I’m sorry, T, I just—”  
 
    I stopped her midsentence with a raised palm. “Don’t—just—don’t. I don’t know what you were thinking, and quite frankly—I don’t give a damn. I’ve lived a long time, Kamicka, and I’m old enough to know when I’m not trusted,” that was my last words to the bitch before I stormed passed her and her sister that had been standing in the hallway being nosey.  
 
    I gathered my things and left that house like it was on fire. The entire time I was thinking—the crazy thing a woman does for some good dick and a little tender love and care. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice Berg~ 
 
    
  
 
    I was escorted into a pure white room that was bare except for two chairs and a black table. I was chained when the door opened and a smooth—polished brotha strode in like he had the power to free me from my chains personally. I kept my eyes on him as he walked to the otha seat and laid his briefcase on the table.  
 
    He smiled at me before stretching his hand. “Mr. Swanson, my name is K. Sharp and I was hired to represent you in this case.” 
 
    I stared up at the fool—it took him a second or two before his eyes fell to my shackled hands. His hand fell away as he took his seat. “My apologies—I wasn’t expecting them to—” 
 
    “Who hired you, homie, I have a lawyer retained already,” I interrupted him and got straight to the business.  
 
    He gave me a resigned smile—opened the briefcase and pulled out some papers as he spoke, “Your relative, Earl Goldsmith, retained me because he felt that you needed—how can I phrase this—” He laid the papers on the table before looking up. “—a man of color, that’s a little more experienced in these kinds of cases,” he said.  
 
    My chest filled with pride, my homie wanted me free. Most times greed was so thick in the circle that as soon as the head got bammed, the next hungriest soldier plotted against him rather than holding him down.  
 
    I nodded. “That’s what’s up, make sho’ you tell Cuz I owe him one,” I acknowledged.  
 
    The attorney gave me a look that was a mixture of surprises and fear. I was ‘bout to inquire when he pulled a newspaper out of his briefcase and tossed it face up on the table. “I think you need to see this!”  
 
    We stared at each other before my eyes dropped to the paper. There—on the front page wore a collage of photos with the caption: ‘Christmas Parade Massacre’ boldly printed across the top of them. Without moving, I allowed my eyes to digest what my heart refused to accept. The first row of pictures began with a few smiling white people, but the second set is what took my breath away—Pacman, Pain, Twisted’s faces stared back at me. My eyes seemed frozen on Twisted’s image—forever frozen in a moment past. Thoughts of him, Nutz and me zoomed through my mind like a movie played in fast forward. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mr. Swanson, Mr. Goldsmith was slain in a gun battle right after I was hired.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I was still in shock as I sat outside the church house blowin’ my brains out with the sour I was filling my lungs with. I sat slouched in the SS—blowin’ and downin’ an eighth of that purple shit out of a big gulp cup. The fam was burying my flesh, and the going away party was packed. My chest was empty—stomach filled with shit that had the potential to rock me to sleep foreva—but my head was somewhere dark. After each inhale of the blunt, a different piece of my soul fell from my eyes. First—Moose let that bitch nigga kill her—then Shy got whacked by the same nigga we came out the mud with. Lovey may as well have died by my own hands and I had to live wit’ that shit till the dark angel came to get me.  
 
    Now—before the blood could dry off my heart for that loss—here Pain go! Through clouded vision, I rested my head against the headrest and allowed my mind to carry me back to that day a few weeks ago. 
 
    I’d arrived at the parade and parked the big body before hittin’ Pain to see where he was at. Bro answered on the second ring.  
 
    “What’s brackin’, Bleed?” I turned down the knock in the whip.  
 
    I knew bro hated when I tried to talk over music. “What’s toppin’, Rusta, where the fuck that hoe got you—I’m just pullin’ up, but it’s too many mu’fuckas out here,” I finally replied.  
 
    I could hear him flippin’ out on Marcella’s trick ass before the phone fell. I screamed his name ova and ova again as I bolted through the crowd in search of him. I could hear the crip nigga talk that talk and knowin’ my brotha—I could already picture the scene as it unfolded. We were bred to shoot first to prevent from dying first, and Pain was the quickest to the draw out of our circle. Gunshots are unmistakable, and as they rung off—I dropped my phone and ran towards the direction people fled from. I was momentarily lost in the mob of people running for their lives and cradling crying children.  
 
    It was a madhouse of hysterical people searching for a safe haven from the devil’s playground. By the time I made it free of the stampede, I ran straight into a wounded dude. He wore baby blue and white head to toe and the only contrast was the trail of blood spilling from his right shoulder. I didn’t recognize the sucka, but the colors he wore was the reason I knocked his thoughts all over the street. 
 
    “Say—where all the shootin’ coming from, Bleed?” I made my presence known.  
 
    Being that he was wounded and glancing behind for his attacker, he was surprised as he turned his head to come face to face with the Boogyman. I moved with the speed of light as I yanked him close to me as if I was embracing long lost family—homie was stunned. His shock prevented him from reacting the way a ‘real’ killa would in that moment of self-preservation. By the time he attempted to push me off him, I had the tool planted in his stomach and played with the trigga as if it was my bitches clit and I was determined to make her cum. The first shot stunned him—his face froze in a silent scream. His eyes pled with me as the second shot rocketed through his intestines and shattered his spinal column.  
 
    I released him and watched as he crumbled to the dirty street as shots rung off in the distance—through bloodthirsty eyes. I smiled at homie before painting the asphalt with his scalp. I took off in hot pursuit of my brotha.  
 
    Just as the crowd of people thinned out, I heard, “Police—Tarrant County PD; drop your weapons—drop your weapons!”  
 
    There—in the middle of the street stood Pain and some dirty man in raggedy clothes. I watched in horror as the bum took aim at the law and fired at the same time that Pain squeezed the trigga. My brotha clutched his stomach as he fired and the blood that leaked into his hands told its own tale. Led opened the bum’s chest, but the bitch nigga wasn’t leaving this earth without company—he swung the tool around and hit Pain up with two to the chest before his face was blown into a bloody mess. As my brotha fell to his death, the boys in blue were on their way. I took one more look at Pain’s still form, to retain the pain in my chest. As I fled the scene, the only thing that was for sure was the thought of how the death toll was ‘bout to rise in the metroplex.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~The Russian~ 
 
      
 
     Russia and Agent Forrest sat down to eat in the suite of the luxury hotel. It was a beautiful day on the majestic island of Dubai. The sun reflected off the Azure waters—the curtains were open and allowed the sun to pour in through the tinted window.  
 
    “Brunch is served!” the personal waiter announced as he placed the last dish on the table.  
 
    Forrest smiled at Russia dotingly. Russia returned the gesture before taking a demure sip from his orange juice. He set his glass down before picking up a soft cloth to dab at the corners of his mouth.  
 
    “So—de focking government is on to us, hmm?” he asked as his radiant blue eyes found the agents. “I no understand how after all de discretion—de careful planning—how does something of tis sort happen?” he inquired in his thick tongue.  
 
    Agent Forrest shrugged before using a steak knife to cut a bite-sized piece of tenderloin—he popped it in his mouth and savored its flavor. The juicy seasons were like a burst of heaven in his mouth. “This tenderloin is the best I’ve tasted,” he complimented the waiter that stood nearby. He nodded modestly; the compliment was well received.  
 
    “What’s next—we can’t—can’t”—Forrest stammered with a confused look on his face. He perspired slightly as he reached for his glass of water. It had suddenly become hot in the room and his throat itched.  
 
    Russia smiled before taking his glass and sipping from it again. “Yes—that’s the beauty of poison, it has many stages.” He tilted his glass in Forrest direction. “Next will be asphyxiation—the constriction of your throat muscles that will close your throat preventing air in or out of your lungs—chu will be dead in seconds.” He clapped his hands as Forrest scrambled to his feet.  
 
    He clawed at his throat—his eyes were the size of silver dollars, pleading—why was the question hidden within their depths. “It’s an extract from the poisonous Bella Dona herb. I had it inbred with a secretion of poison from the Black Mamba snake—deadly concoction!” He pointed at Forrest as he crumbled to the ground. Foam spewed from Forrest’s lips in a frosty mist of bubbles. “I mas tie all loose ends, my dear lover,” Russia said as he stood and made eye contact with the waiter.  
 
    The waiter took the silent communication and walked over to the convulsing agent—pulling out his phone, he began snapping pictures from different angles. Russia cleaned his hands on the cloth before wiping his prints from the glass he’d drank from. 
 
    “Enough, Gergi, have the men clean up. It’s time to move from ‘tis place.” He tossed the words over his shoulder as he headed for the door.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Kamika Winslet~ 
 
      
 
    I’d never seen anything like it—I didn’t understand how folks felt comfortable placing their bandanas on that man’s casket. I was appalled at how those men disrespected God’s house by bringing their weapons in. It was a zoo in the church house—men without shirts stepped up to the casket and laid money and drugs inside as if the man could take them into the next life. I was sickened with my people as me and Goose made our way to view his fallen brother. I glanced over at Goose, wondering for the hundredth time if it was some kinda macho thing with him or if he merely wasn’t the type of man to show emotions. Since I’d known the man, he’d lost the closest people to him and have yet to show any form of remorse.  
 
    He released my hand as he stared down at his brother’s cold frame. Goose stared at him with an expressionless face as his hand traced the polished oak of the casket. His eyes closed and soft words escaped his lips that I couldn’t hear, but I hoped he was also praying for himself. That night the FBI wanted to take him in, though we couldn’t get him on the drug charges, it was a grand slam framing him with the murder of Detective Hunter. That funeral would be the last the murderer would see as a free man.                               
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Indictments 
 
      
 
    ~Ice Berg~ 
 
    ~Three Weeks Later~ 
 
      
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen today is the day that we prove to the world justice is not just a word, but a declaration of the United States of America that we stand by. Today I will prove without a reasonable doubt that the accused is not only guilty of polluting our great state with drugs but also—he’s a heartless killer that’s taken the lives of over twenty-five men and women,” she began.  
 
    The Federal Attorney stood from her seat, Catrina Keen was a tall, lean woman. She had a reputation of being relentless and very convincing in front of a jury. This day she wore a navy-blue pants suit that hugged her model-like frame. The heels she wore were cheap, but a compliment to the outfit. White as ivory with cropped blonde hair, the attorney commanded attention as she took a stack of pictures out of her briefcase before nodding to her assistant. The assistant was a young ambitious Latin man that aspired to follow in her footsteps.  
 
    Together they set up a stand with a portable lecture board attached to it. After it was in place, together they began tacking pictures onto it until it was filled in a pyramid pattern. It depicted scenes of compressed blocks of heroin and cocaine. Others of murder scenes littered with spent bullet casings—still, the most prominent photo was the top one. It was a photo of me having what looked to be a dinner of some sort with the infamous drug lord, Russia. The attorney still held four pictures in her hand when she strode over to the jury box and allowed her powerful green eyes to capture every man and woman that sat in those seats. Five men and seven women—one Uncle Tom lookin’ nigga, I knew I was done for.  
 
    The white woman handed one of the photos to the foreperson of the jury. “This photo is a younger version of the man we’re here to trial. It’s him before the surgery he got to elude justice.” She allowed the picture to be passed to each juror before passing a second one. “And this is him after.”  
 
    I watched the mild facial expressions of the twelve people that were there to play God with my life. I wondered what the other two pictures were, but I didn’t have to wait long. 
 
    “Now—the third picture I need you—the great people of this country to brace yourselves for. This picture not only depicts what this man is capable of but also the heartless savagery committed by his very hands!” she spoke matter factly.  
 
    As soon as the foreperson set eyes on the picture, I knew I was a dead man in tall grass. He cringed before passing the picture off and looking at me as if he hoped to be the executioner when they strapped me to the table. I was lost as to what the picture was until it got back to the federal bitch, and she held it up for the courtroom to see. 
 
    “This, ladies and gentlemen, is a result of David ‘Ice-Berg’ Swanson’s heartless perspective on how to rid the world of law-abiding citizens.” 
 
    The punk bitch strode closer to the spectators in the courtroom—her assistant handed her anotha photo in the process. She glanced down at it before offering him a proud smile and raising it so that all could see—“This is a renowned arts agent—beautiful wife—daughter, and an active member in her community. This woman has never had so much as a speeding ticket! She’s—” the attorney was setting the stage before I blocked her lame ass out.  
 
    I didn’t know who the woman on the photo was, I never forgot a face, and I neva laid eyes on that woman before. I thought they were playing games that the feds play when they’re thirsty for you, but I was about to get a front row seat to a lesson on the conspiracy of the 848 CCE. Continuing a Criminal Enterprise was a bad mu’fucka, and everybody that the feds had proof of you fuckin’ with was open for indictment. The crazy part was, in the feds a mu’fucka could steal your life off testimony! Hearsay was just as powerful as physical evidence in the feds, and if you were the big willy in your squad—everything the next mu’fucka did fell on yo’ head as well. My attorney stiffened beside me when the crooked bitch dropped a bomb on me that was enough to bury me alive. 
 
    “Her name is Destiny Kendricks, and she was the then leading attorney for the Federal Bureau of Investigations wife!”  
 
    She allowed the powerful statement to absorb the attention of the crowd before she held up the crime scene photographers photo of Destiny’s brains splattered all over the passenger seat of my brother’s car. 
 
    “Oh my God—she was all I had! How could you—how—could—you!” 
 
    Someone exploded from the back of the room. I turned to find an elder man clutching a hysterical woman to his chest. I was confused as I turned back to the attorney that handed the photos to her assistant.  
 
    “Destiny’s parents, ladies, and gentlemen.” She nodded to the embracing couple.  
 
    “Shit!” My lawyer hissed before bolting from his seat. “Objection, your Honor—the State is using evidence that wasn’t in the discovery of evidence. I ask that those pictures be struck from the record!”  
 
    Judge McKalister stared at the federal attorney from over his square spectacles. “Is this so, Mrs. Keen?”  
 
    The attorney smiled wryly before nodding in acknowledgment. “My apologies your, Honor—it was last minute and—” 
 
    “Please strike this from the record, Mrs. Woods,” he said to the stenographer who typed all that was said. “No more monkey business, counsel.” He nodded as if bored.  
 
    Federal Attorney Catrina Keen strode over to her seat with an air of accomplishment before turning sharp eyes to me and my lawyer. “Nothing further your Honor.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Winslet~ 
 
      
 
    The night was silent as me and Goose found peace in the waters of our lovemaking. We’d just had some of the most mind-boggling sex I’d ever experienced, and my heart truly ached for what I had to do, but the government wanted heads to roll and I couldn’t be one of them. 
 
    “What you thinking ‘bout, Mika?” Goose broke the silence as his fingers traced the outline of my back.  
 
    We laid naked in the middle of his bed—a damp sheet half covering our flesh as I rested my head on his chest and played with his chest hairs. “Um—I’m thinking—” I paused to look up at him. Pushing a few stray dreads out of his face, I looked down at Goose, he was a handsome man. “I’m thinking that you are the perfect man and have so much potential,” I told him as my breath caught in my chest. His pointer finger was tantalizing as he made slow—delicious circles around my left nipple. “You just—just have to see it, Bennie, you can be so much more than a—” my voice trailed off.  
 
    I could see his golden smile turn to darkness before he finished my sentence, “—a murderer—dopeboy—street?” 
 
    I placed my lips against his to quiet the truth of his words. At that moment, his phone saved me from having to elaborate. I reached over and retrieved it before handing it to him.  
 
    He glanced at the screen before answering. “Talk to me.” He listened for all of two seconds before telling whomever it was that it was okay to come over. He disconnected the call before gently removing me from his chest and sliding from the bed. “Assata’s on the way over—he’s stressed over Pain’s death. I’m ‘bout to take a quick shower, Queen, I’ll be out in a few. Why don’t you get dressed and whip up a little late-night snack for a nigga? I’m hungry as a mu’fucka,” he said as he headed for the bathroom.  
 
    I glanced at the clock on the nightstand – it was one thirty in the am and Assata’s timing couldn’t be any better. His name was on the indictment along with forty-five others, so this new turn of events would save me the trouble of having to find Assata when he’d heard his brother had been picked up. I crawled out of the bed and got my phone. I tip-toed through the hallway and paused at the closed bathroom door. I could hear Goose rapping along with some Jay-Z song as I rushed to the living room and made my call.  
 
    The phone was picked up on the first ring. “Now—it’s done,” I spoke to the one on the other end. Without a response, the line went dead. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I could see my breath cloud in front of me as I strapped the Friday the thirteenth mask on to my face and kneeled beside a blue Crown Vic I knew belonged to Crazy Loc’s pussy ass. I rechecked the banana clip to ensure it was pregnant. There was another one upside down, and duck taped beside it to make it reversible.  
 
    “Sup, nigga, let’s get this shit brackin’—it’s cold as a—” Spyda began before I cut him short with a finger to my lips.  
 
    I looked up over the hood and peeled into the darkness. I knew my dawg Thug awaited the signal, but I wanted to lure those boys out to the spot before we put ‘em to bed. I aimed the AK toward the street and let the red beam signal my nigga Lil K so he’d play his part. On cue, Heaven, Goose’s all-white pit bull was like a white blur cutting through the darkness. She barked so loud I feared she’d wake the neighbors. I was surprised that the night crawlers weren’t out—usually, even at two am the natives of Ruth Street were out lurking, but I assumed that the thirty and below winds made even the vampires of the street seek shelter.  
 
    Heaven stood in the middle of the yard barking and growling at the house as if it were a stranger attempting to approach her owner. I waited patiently—I knew my plot would pay off, and a few seconds later the porch light clicked on. 
 
    “What the fuck, cuz, whose dog is this?” Krazy Loc’s first words split from his lips.  
 
    Heaven growled as she exposed her teeth to him. The white pit bull’s eyes looked red under the glow of the moonlight and as she squatted back on her haunches, I knew her next move would be exactly what I needed.  
 
    “Take yo’ ass back to where you belong, mutt, before I call the pound on you.” Krazy Loc laughed before placing a cigarette to his lips and inhaling the cancerous smoke.  
 
    “Who dat, Loc, tell ‘em to come in or close the door, homie, it’s as cold as a polar bear’s nuts out there!” someone yelled from inside the house.  
 
    Krazy turned his head to look back into the house, and that was the worst mistake he coulda made. “Nigga quit crying like a lil bitch—it just—” that’s as far as he made it before Heaven was on him—viciously snapping her teeth. The bitch nigga fell back onto the porch as Heaven bit down into his arm. “Arrgh—get it off me—helppp—get the mu’fucka off me!” He was screaming and attempting to fight her off.  
 
    I knew there was no time to waste as I sprung to my feet and gave the signal. At that moment, a loud whistle cut through the air. “Heaven—here, girl, come!” I heard Lil K shout.  
 
    The dog shook Krazy Loc a few more times before releasing him and bolting off into the night—blood stained her white fur.  At that moment, I could hear the block coming alive—whoeva was in that house were rushing to their potnas aid, but death had beat them to the sucka. Thug must have pulled the switch because all the lights went out in the spot and as soon as Krazy Loc lifted, he met eyes of the darker version of Michael Myers. I stood above him—head slightly tilted to the left with the Draco clutched in my hands.  
 
    I knew Thug had crept to the back of the house and by then, Spyda stood beside me with two tools in his hands. His eyes were bloodthirsty inside the ski mask he wore. Voices could be heard rushing toward the front door but it was too late. 
 
    “Please, Cuz, let me make it home. I don’t know who you, niggas is, but y’all can have it all!” he cried.  
 
    “Say, loc, what the fuck going on?” A dark-skinned nigga I didn’t recognize was the first to appear out the door.  
 
    His words got caught in his throat when he spotted me and Spyda with hunger in our stares that went beyond the station of food. We had a taste for blood, and I could feel the fear in the air as I let that pipe talk. Fire jumped from the short barrel of the Draco. I held it at an angle as I squeezed the trigga and bared witness to the maliciousness of what those bullets could do as chunks of Krazy Loc’s body flew into the air with each shot. His chest was a bloody canvas when the sparks stopped, but Spyda wasn’t satisfied. Though he’d hit his mark, and the dark-skinned cat was on his way to meet whoever awaited him on the other side, Spyda ran up on him with the burna aimed at his thinkin’ cap. 
 
    “Ple—please—” the fallen soldier tried to speak through the blood bubbling out of his mouth and chest.  
 
    Spyda was in another zone when he squeezed the trigga on one of the burnas. The sparks from each shot lit up the darkness and caused momentary flashes of light to play over Spyda’s ski-masked face. My nigga was on his killa shit as he screamed Boosie’s lyrics until the gun clicked. “Welcome to the mind of a maniac—street nigga—street nigga!” he yelled before shots exploded from the darkness—straight in our direction. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Harrison~ 
 
      
 
    I stood over Winslet, she knew she’d blew it. I wasn’t quite convinced that she didn’t tip the perp off and allow him enough time to escape before making the call. One couldn’t be too sure with rogue cops. If they’d break their oath, they’d made to protect their country, there was no telling what they were capable of. I stood there with my arms crossed over my chest when my next in command strode into the room with an evidence bag filled with a black substance.  
 
    “Heya, Harrison, looks like our boy shaved his locks off,” he said before tossing me the bag.  
 
    I held it up and examined it—it was long strings of hair. Bennie Trice had cut his hair before disappearing out of the bathroom window. I was just about to respond when a short shapely woman was led into the room by a red-faced field officer. I stared at her peculiarly before she flashed me her credentials.  
 
    “Tonya Johnson—Division One Homicide,” she acknowledged.  
 
    I offered her my hand before dismissing her. “Pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Johnson, but as you know this is a Federal Investigation. The city of Fort Worth nor the state has jurisdiction here.” I glanced at the red face FBI agent that escorted her in. “Murry, please escort, Mrs.—”  
 
    Johnson cleared her throat before attempting to interrupt me, but Detective Winslet beat her to the punch. “It’s okay, Harrison—she’s one of mine,” she whispered.  
 
    I looked from the shaken cop back to her pretty friend. I didn’t give a damn who she was, she wasn’t one of mine, and that was enough for her to be an acquaintance to the ruse. I was on the verge of saying just that when Detective Johnson smiled and handed me a warrant.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Mr. Harrison, but I’m afraid you’ve been outranked. Now, unless the Bureau has placed this woman under arrest, the City of Fort Worth and the State of Texas is placing her under arrest for the murder of Fort Worth’s lead detective, Brian Hunter,” the words tumbled out of her mouth before she turned to Winslet—she shook her head sadly. “You had us all fooled, Kamicka—you’re nothin’ but a manipulative—murdering rogue, and it’s my pleasure to be the one to do the honors of placing cuffs on you. At one-thirty, a search warrant was issued for your home and the murder weapon you used to kill your partner was found between your mattress.”  
 
    Kamicka Winslet was speechless as she turned to me for help. I looked down at the warrant and then back up at her; I couldn’t help nor argue. Winslet must have seen it in my eyes because she sprung from the couch with tears in her eyes.  
 
    “This is absurd—I haven’t killed anyone!” she shouted before her frantic eyes found mine. “Tell her, Harrison, tell her she can’t do this—we had a deal—remember?” she pleaded.  
 
    I looked over at Louding, he seemed amused as he ate slices of an orange that he must have taken from those people’s fridge.  
 
    “Get the boys to put out an all-points bulletin. Tell them we have a criminal on the loose in the Dallas, Fort Worth area, and he’s armed and dangerous,” I barked as Kamicka Winslet pled with her one-time good friend as she was being placed into handcuffs.  
 
    I couldn’t worry about her—we had bigger fish to fry. It had been confirmed that the man, Assata Lamar was, in fact, the same man in the picture with the deceased Tomorrow Kennedy. Though the mask would make it a hard case to fight in court—the tattoo of a Lion’s head that was on his neck would even the score. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Winslet, but you didn’t hold up your end of the bargain,” I responded as Kamicka Winslet was being led away.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    The Devil Does Favors 
 
      
 
    ~Ice Berg~ 
 
    ~Three Days Later~ 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Simmons—you do know you’re under oath, right?” K. Sharp, my lawyer questioned the rat ass nigga on the witness stand.  
 
    His name was Nick Simmons, but the streets knew him as Funk. He was a hustla from East Dallas that I knew through mutual associates, but we’d never associated exclusively. That’s why I sat there shaking my head in confusion as he sat up there and fabricated a story of how I’d sold him ten bricks of heroin. It amazed me how niggas could spend their entire life portraying to be stand up guys, but when the time came for them to stand up—they placed their right hand on the Bible and told on every mu’fucka that was good to ‘em.  
 
    I watched Funk nod his head in acknowledgment of the question. “Mr. Simmons, you must speak into the microphone so the lady that’s typing can hear you clearly. Again—you do know you’re under oath?” Sharp repeated the question.  
 
    Funk’s eyes fell on me before he leaned closer to the mic and answered, “Yes—I know, I’m under oath.”  
 
    I never broke my eye contact with the fuck boy. They say the eyes don’t lie and as I gazed into his, a powerful reality drowned me within a sea of truth.  
 
    ‘The only reason the eyes don’t lie is cause the eyes don’t have a mouth. It’s not the eyes that a nigga gotta worry about—it’s the morality of a mufucka that has the power to change a life!’ I thought before I was brought back to the present by the sound of my lawyer’s voice.  
 
    “Good—good, now that that’s established. I want to make sure we’re clear here. You just told us that on the night of January fifth, you purchased ten kilos of heroin from my client. Is that correct?”  
 
    Funk sat up straight in his seat, before making eye contact with my lawyer. “Yea—that’s the night I copped the work from dude,” he confirmed.  
 
    Anger exploded within my internal—I couldn’t understand how that bitch nigga could spit deceit from his lips. How he could try to fuck ova a man that he didn’t even know. Funk was the eighth witness the state used to nail my casket closed. The eighth lying sum bitch that lied after placing their hand on the Bible. 
 
    “Dude—can you point at who dude is and place a name with the accusation? You do know his name, right? Especially since he trusted you well enough to sell you ten kilos,” Sharp marked in a sarcastic tone.  
 
    Suppressed laughter could be heard around the room, but at that moment I found it hard to smile. “Yea—that’s him, right there in the baby blue suit. That’s Ice-Berg—he’s the one I got the drugs from,” Funk made being a rat official.  
 
    I gritted my teeth to keep from tellin’ the snake to suck my dick. I turned my head to make sure my circle was hearin’ that shit. My homie Big Compton put his fingers in the shape of the letter C and rubbed it over his chest to signify the love. Sharp strolled over to where I sat and shuffled through some papers on the defense table. Once he found what he was looking for, he began reading it to himself as he headed for the jury box. He nodded his head before handing the small stack of papers to the foreperson of the jury. 
 
    “This, ladies and gentlemen, is a copy of, Mr. Simmons report along with a copy of my client’s whereabouts on the night of the witnesses arrest. If you look closely at the dates and times on both documents—you’ll not only come to the conclusion that Mr. Simmons was nowhere near my client on the night of January fifth, but he’s also guilty of perjury!” My lawyer shouted as he power-walked over to the witness stand.  
 
    He placed his hands on the edge of the highly polished wood and leaned forward in order to be eye to eye with the snake son of a bitch, Funk. “Mr. Simmons—how could you have gotten ten kilos of raw heroin from my client on the night of January fifth when he was laid up in a hospital bed suffering from a bomb blast? Could it be that the prosecution has coerced you into—”  
 
    “Objection—objection, your Honor, the defense is leading the witness. The witness isn’t—” 
 
    “Enough—” the judge banged his gavel. “Now, Mrs. Keen, you heard the witness confession just as I did. As much as I didn’t like it, the objection is overruled. It seems the prosecution is ill-prepared for this case. He interrupted her spiel. The judge’s eyes strayed to, Sharp. “Counselor, you may proceed.”  
 
    My lawyer nodded humbly but knew when to take his victories and run. “No further questions, your Honor,” he said before smoothing his tie and heading back to take his seat. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
     Silence was thick in the confines of the rented Toyota. The only stain upon the tranquility was the sounds of Goose pushin’ golden bullets into the thirty-round clip. I sat reclined in the passenger’s seat—a thick cloud of potent Kush smoke swirled from my lips as I stared out the windshield. The Heavens were a canvas, a beautiful picture of tinted reds, purples, burnt oranges, and pinks. It was that time of morning where the sun was on the verge of kissing the horizon, but night seemed to want to wrestle. 
 
    “After this shit, I’m hanging the tools ups, lil’ bruh. God has His ways of talkin’ to every man and He’s been talkin’ to me for a while,” Goose spoke before pushing the clip into its place and jackin’ one in the head of the .40.  
 
    My eyes traveled to my flesh—I knew the grime of the streets had a way of stainin’ a man’s soul. The typa dirt that a nigga got exposed to while in the trenches, that shit seeped deep into the flesh and turned hearts black. I saluted my brother’s need for change if a nigga’s moves become counterproductive—he’d forever have a failure’s story.  
 
    “Every man has to know his limits, Assata, the streets have an expiration date. Whether you believe it or not, homie, it’s something up there in that sky. It’s something that allows your insides—your brain, heart, guts—it’s something that created that shit to operate in perfect union.” Goose looked at me. “It’s something that’s given you more lives than a cat. Somebody got they hand on you, fam, and if you were smart, you’ll seek that somebody before your number is called.” Bro nodded his head at the little house we’d been camped outside of for the past four hours.  
 
    He had told me it was where the freak bitch Snow rested her head. We were there to get info on the Russians. Goose had laced me to what had gone down back at Lovey’s spot. It was common sense that if the feds were at Goose’s head—nine times out of ten, they were coming for mine as well. It was time to get out of the city before we were tossed inside a steel case. Goose was going back to San Antonio after this, and though I loved my nigga, I wanted to see the world. I was thinkin’ somewhere like—like, Tobago Trinidad or something. 
 
    “You ready?” Goose disturbed my thoughts.  
 
    I reached down, took the FN off the floor and admired it. The gun was so pretty that I kissed it before I nodded my agreement.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice Berg~ 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m going home—I beat these white folks again!’ That was my thoughts as my lawyer leaned in and whispered, “They have nothin’ on you, Mr. Swanson, you are a lucky man.”  
 
    I smiled, I knew shit wasn’t sweet though. I knew how the feds worked. When they got you—they got you. There were ten more charges I had to beat, but none as big as this one. I was grateful.  
 
    “They seem to have one more witness,” My lawyer spoke with a frown on his face. He looked confused as he studied the discovery packet.  
 
    That set off alarms with me. “What’s up, Sharp, why you look so worried?”  
 
    He shook his head in confusion. “This—this witness they say his name is—” 
 
    “Does the State have anything else?”  the judge interrupted him.  
 
    Both of our attention shot to the prosecutor. She stood with a smug look on her face. As the words slipped from her lips—my heart cracked. I was as baffled as ever by the name I didn’t know if the devil did favors, but I needed a few. “Yes, Your Honor, we’d like to call our last witness to the stand, his name is James Swanson.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Goose~ 
 
      
 
    We crept to the door of the quiet lil’ house. We’d sat outside the spot for hours and there seemed to be no life inside. As soon as we pulled up to the door, we knew something was wrong. A purse and small gun were on the ground and what looked to be a single heel was strewn a few feet away. Me and Assata looked at each other with the same kinda expression on our face. ‘What the fuck happened?’  
 
    I shrugged at my brother before placing my ear to the door—silence. I checked the doorknob to see if it was locked and it turned with ease. I cracked it open before making sure my bro was ready. He clutched the FN with his gloved hand—his dark eyes hungry for blood. I pushed the door open and spun to the side just in case the reaper was sitting in wait. When no shots came our way—we threw caution to the wind and stepped passed the point of no return. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice Berg~ 
 
      
 
    “Can you state your name for the record?” the prosecutor asked.  
 
    I was in shock—so many memories ricochet through my mental. Us as lil’ niggas—the sacrifices—the blood on our hands. At that moment, all that shit was in vain. A lot of times, the history between people is what strengthens the bond, but it’s not enough to strengthen the loyalty. The Bible spoke on shit like that—the betrayal of my brother. 
 
    “My name is James Swanson,” Nuts spoke in a whisper. My nigga couldn’t even look at me—guilt and betrayal was the last stage of unforgiven sin.  
 
    “Mr. Swanson, can you tell us your relation to the defendant—who you are, and why you’re here today?” DA Keen asked as she strode over to the jury box and handed the foreperson a packet similar to the one my lawyer had shown him. 
 
    “My name is James Swanson and I am the younger brother of David Swanson, also known as Ice-Berg,” my younger brothers head was down as he spoke.  
 
    I took in his appearance—my little brother had lost a lot of weight. He was in a wheelchair and it was plain to see his confidence was shattered. My heart was a vessel of jagged pieces as I took in my family’s condition.  
 
    ‘This is my flesh—the son of my T-Jones. I introduced him to the game and now look—he was trading not only his nuts but also my life for a chance at what I robbed him of, His life,’ I thought before I was brought out of my thoughts by the sound of the voice I thought I’d never hear again. 
 
    “I’m here today to testify against my older brotha.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I’d just checked the last room and was on my way to find my brotha. We’d split up so we wouldn’t be an easy target, but all I’d found was empty rooms and a vague pungent smell that only got stronger as I crept through the dim house. I made it to an open door at the far end of the house—the foul odor was thick there. Peepin’ in, I was shot back to the day me and my uncle Brains stormed the Russian’s house in search of the same woman that my brother now stood over. Snow was a bloody mess and the closer I came to the scene, the more I thought my mind was playing tricks on me. Her pussy looked mutilated! Snow’s nipples were gone and there were various other parts of her that was missing.  
 
    Blood was everywhere—whoeva did her in was a lunatic. The foul odor wasn’t the smell of death, but of loosening of bowels. Piss and secretion stained her blanket. The weird part was that whomeva did the deed to shawty wanted her to suffer. The soft rise and fall of her chest was the clear indication that the madman wanted her to bleed out. Torture was her companion and though I didn’t know how she felt, I could only imagine how many times she’d prayed for death.  
 
    Goose leaned over her—he touched her arm and she jumped in agony. Her blue eyes cracked open and though death knocked at her door, the woman’s soul just didn’t seem ready to leave. Her eyes found Goose before they strayed to me, what seemed like shame—disgust—some sense of repulsion played over her features.  
 
    “Un—untie me,” she croaked.  
 
    For the first time, I noticed that her wrists were bound to the headboard—her ankles to the end bedpost.  
 
    “The house clear?” Goose asked.  
 
    I nodded before using my free hand to undo her ankles. Goose freed her wrists. As soon as she was free, Snow attempted to close her legs, the room exploded with the agony of her pain.  
 
    “Ohhh my, Goooddd!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Nutz~ 
 
      
 
    “On the day of October sixteenth, me and a woman named Destiny Kendricks were stopped and surrounded by FBI agents. The car was filled with drugs and guns—there was no way we’d escape and there was no way to beat the odds. It turned out that not only was Destiny Kendricks an informant that had collected numerous wiretaps on me and my circle, but she was also the wife of former District Attorney, SaMage Kendricks,” Nutz relived the moment that led to his current predicament.  
 
    I didn’t know the specifics because during that time I was overseas. I watched my brother clutched the sides of the wheelchair. I knew him—spent my life teachin’ him the ways of the gutta. Nutz spirit was broke—the love between us was too thick to ignore. I leaned over and whispered words to my lawyer that made his back stiffen and his eyes go back. We debated as my brotha spilt his guts to the same people that would attempt to slice both of our throats. My lawyer was heated with my decision, but what the fuck could he do. I turned my head so I could see the eyes of the woman that held both of us in her womb, and once our eyes collided—I knew I was makin’ the right decision.  
 
    “Can you please tell us what happened after you were stopped, Mr. Swanson?” the bitch of an attorney asked Nutz.  
 
    He still hadn’t raised his head—I hated that shit. “I—I killed her, I blew Destiny Kendricks brains out,” he spat.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    We sat and listened to the white woman tell her tale of how the crazed doctor had sliced her up and ate her bleeding flesh. I cringed at the thought of that shit—what kinda cat did that? It seemed as if Snow was avoiding eye contact with me. I didn’t get it but didn’t give a fuck. It was clear to anybody with a familiarity of death that she was ‘bout to check out. She convulsed—cried out in between her words and the flow of blood from her many wounds allowed us a front row seat at the death place.  
 
    “I—I have information on how you can find the, Tiger. His home—his family here in the states,” she whispered as she laid curled up in the fetal position.  
 
    My heartbeat quickened—revenge surged through me as I awaited her next words. “Where? You know we need that. Help us, and whateva you ask is done,” Goose vowed.  
 
    He and Snow stared at each other for was seemed like a lifetime before she relented. “Kill me,” she whispered with tears in her eyes.  
 
    Goose looked surprised, yet, I understood her request. A woman’s lower lips—her physical attributes are what makes her a female. Snow knew that her time was up. Goose looked at me—he wasn’t grasping her reasons, but I just wanted the Tiger.  
 
    I aimed the FN at her curled form. “You got our word—as soon as you give us what we came for, I’ll honor your request.”  
 
    Snow finally turned her cold blue eyes at me. The darkness in mine must have told her the truth of my promise. “In—in the closet. It’s in the safe behind my clothes. The code is twelve-three-zero-twelve-sixteen-five,” she revealed.  
 
    As soon as the words slipped from her lips, Goose bolted to the closet. Snow and I studied each other—her beauty was still evident even when smudged by tears and dried blood.  
 
    “Got it!” Goose shouted from the other room.  
 
    Snow nodded with a sad smile. “I wish I could have sucked your dick, but bad girls die young,” she said.  
 
    I laughed at her brazenness before blowin’ her mu’fuckin’ brains all over the pillow.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice Berg~ 
 
      
 
    “I was hit fifteen times and assumed dead, but they detected a faint heartbeat. I woke up twenty-eight days later—chained to a hospital bed,” Nutz had tears in his eyes as he spoke. He laughed bitterly. “They chained me to that bed without a reason. The doctors told me I was paralyzed from the waist down.”  
 
    The prosecution had had enough of his life story—they now wanted what they brought him in for—me! “That’s such a tragedy, Mr. Swanson, and I hope that you’ve learned something from all this,” she said as she strolled over to the jury box and made eye contact with the twelve people that would determine my fate. “That packet is a discovery of evidence. It shows you the kilos of heroin, and pharmaceutical pills that was found in the hidden compartments of the car,” she said before turning and walking over to where my brother sat. “Mr. Swanson, can you tell us where you came into possession of this quantity of drugs? From my understanding, those are uncut kilos of heroin that has the stamp of Los Zetas.” She cast the bait.  
 
    For the first time since he’d been wheeled into the courtroom, Nutz looked up and straight into my eyes. An ocean covered within his—mine resembled the Great Lakes. Silence was as thick as rubber as we all awaited his admission. Slowly a lone tear dripped from his left eye before his eyes landed on our mom’s.  
 
    “They set this up, they told me I’d walk—Berg didn’t give me those drugs. The prosecutor told me I’d—” 
 
    “Objection your Honor—objection!” the prosecutor screamed over the chaos that erupted in the courtroom.  
 
    I neva took my eyes away from my brother as he cracked that diamond smile, he always gave me when he knew I’d be proud of him, but he didn’t know I was about to make the ultimate sacrifice.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    The Death Game 
 
      
 
    ~Goose~ 
 
      
 
    It had been a week since we obtained the info from Snow. That night I had found a writ envelope sealed by a string. I waited until me and my brother was safely away from the scene before opening it. It contained pictures of a woman that was clearly of Jewish descent. She looked to be in her mid-thirties, beautiful—innocent. Two kids that seemed loved, and well taken care of were captured leaving school, playing in their front yard and even leaving the church. Then, there was the man of the hour, the Tiger didn’t look so much like a killa around his fam. The only contradiction that told the story of his insanity were the tattoos. As I studied a photo of him kissing the lady on the porch, I wondered if she knew her dude was a murderer.  
 
    “Sup, bruh, we gonna sit out here all morning or go put this work in?” Assata asked.  
 
    I knew time was of the essence, but I wanted to make sure we wouldn’t be walkin’ into a trap. This Russian fool wasn’t like them lil’ street punks we’d laid down, so we had to be ‘bout or business when getting at him. I nodded my consent. We’d watched the house all night and morning but there was no sign of the Russian. I began to doubt the address we’d found in the envelope until seven that morning. The front door opened, and two small children ran out. A boy about six years old and another around eight raced to see who would get the front seat. The woman exited shortly after. I took a gentle gamble and assumed she was taking the kids to school. The Tiger didn’t seem to be the type to let his woman work, so rather than follow her. I decided to wait for her return.  
 
    As we waited, we went over our plan and not even thirty minutes later my patience paid off, shawty returned. Assata slipped a hat on his head that read: ‘Season of Bloom’. It was a flower delivery hat that matched the delivery uniform that my brother hated. He grabbed the dozen roses off the back seat and got out of the car. I watched him walk up the driveway and up to the door. Once he rang the doorbell I pulled my infamous scalpel out of its cases. I watched the door open and the woman smiled at Assata—I had to pray that we didn’t have to kill her. The woman had a beautiful smile. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    “Good Morning, Ma’am, I’m looking for a Mrs. Cardova?” I use the name that was listed as the Tiger’s wife. She had big dreamy eyes that first studied my features—the gold teeth, the storm that played inside my pupils. She looked skeptical until I broke the ice. “I know—I know, flower delivery doesn’t usually look like this, but my employer is a friend of the family and took a chance at getting me out of the streets.” I lifted a dozen roses up higher so she could see them. “If you don’t take these, I may end up back at the burger joint.” I smiled.  
 
    She took the bait—I guess it was better to have a black man delivering her flowers than making her food. She placed a hand over her mouth to stifle a giggle. 
 
    “I’m so sorry—I—I just didn’t expect—um—” she fumbled over her words. 
 
    What she didn’t expect was a gangsta with diamonds in his mouth delivering her a dozen roses. She took them before pulling them up to her nose and inhaling deeply. 
 
    “Who are they from?” she inquired.  
 
    I handed her the card and she did exactly what I thought she would—she opened the card and read the words I’d written. 
 
    They’ll look beautiful on your grave.   
 
    First—confusion, then fear etched into her facial expression as her eyes slowly rose to mine. I had slipped the burna into my hand so swiftly that she hadn’t noticed my movements. “Don’t be stupid, ma, Jesus may have fucked with the Jews, but Hitler incinerated six million of ‘em. I’m more like the latter.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Agent Harrison~ 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe the nerve of the two wise guys. David Swanson, aka Ice-Berg, had literally beat the system again! The strange part was rather than walk, his lawyer had stepped over to the prosecutor's table and proposed the oddest thing ever known to the world—a life for a life. David Swanson was willing to not only plead guilty to all counts but also give up all that he knew on the Russian. All this for his brother to be able to walk free. I still couldn’t believe it—talking about love! I was just about to call it a day when my desk phone rang. I hated when people waited to the last minute to chat. 
 
    “Yello?” I answered.  
 
    The noise on the other end of the phone let me know that my partner was on the chopper. “Heyya, Harrison, I have some good news for ya, bud. You need to burn ass to the nearest chopper and get to Denton, Texas. We have a tag on the Assata Lamar perp,” He spoke over the wash of the chopper blades.  
 
    I wasted no time hanging up and running from my office—my marriage had ended because of those scum and it was time to return the favor. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    “If you hurt her, I’ll murder your entire bloodline.” The icy voice spoke through the receiver. We’d tied the Tigers wife up and secured his spot. After we’d searched the entire house, I forced her to give me the number to reach him. She was loyal, but pain had a certain typa effect on people.  
 
    “Yea—yea—yea, dick sucka. You can speak all that gangsta shit you choose, but when you took Lovey, you took all that I loved.” I used the tip of my tool to wipe his wife’s tears. “Now I’m gonna return the favor—your life or your bitch. Either or, don’t matter to me, homie.” I smiled into the phone.  
 
    “Let me speak to her, you piece of shit nigger!” he spat.  
 
    The Tiger’s accent was thick, I could tell he was beyond angry, but I also could hear the fear just beyond the surface. I looked down at the weeping woman—she looked even prettier with tears streamin’ down her face.  
 
    I put the phone on speaker and stretched my hand toward her. “It’s for you,” I proposed.  
 
    Lil one’s arms and hands were secured by a thick rope, so of course, she couldn’t hold the phone. I laughed at my own sickness. 
 
    “Jacqueline—baby, have they hurt you—are you okay? Talk to me!” the Tiger screamed.  
 
    Through her tears, the woman revealed to us all that she had no idea what kind of husband she had.  
 
    “Joseph, wha—what is this? These people—who-who are they?” she asked between cries. “They say you’re a—a killer, Joe, is this correct?” she cried but my soul was black—I think the loss of Pain was the last piece of good I had.  
 
    “Don’t listen—they’re liars, Jackie, I’ll save you, baby,” he vowed. “Where and what time, nigger!” he demanded.  
 
    I smiled in anticipation—death was in the air when I replied. “At your house, fuck boy, there’s no place like home.” I disconnected the call before I looked down at the tear-streaked face of the innocent—it was a fucked-up reality.  
 
    Casualties of war were the worst part of the game, yet, sometimes it took innocent blood to be shed in order to obtain the undivided attention of your enemy. Revenge was best served cold as I thought about how cold Lovey’s grave was, I looked up at my older brother before looking back at shawty. 
 
    “Tell Lovey we’re sending her some company,” I spoke to the confused expression on her face. Before she could respond, Goose sawed so deep into her neck with his scalpel that her head almost swung free from her body. I had to look away—that shit didn’t look that fucked up in the movies. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Ice Berg~ 
 
      
 
    “All rise for the Honorable Judge—” the bailiff announced.  
 
    It was two days after I’d confessed to all counts in my indictment. Two days since Nutz signed for fifteen years for the murder of Destiny Kendricks with a suspension of twelve of those years for my cooperation and guilty plea. Those white folks only cared about my guilty verdict. They didn’t give a fuck about guilt or innocence—anyway, they could prove that they sentenced somebody, they were good wit’ it. It was my sentencing and I already knew my destiny was bleak, but I could live with it. I was repayin’ my brotha for givin’ me a chance at life when he snatched up that DA’s bitch. Plus—my lil’ nigga deserved a chance at life. I knew niggas didn’t respect me turnin’ on the Russian’s, but how I saw it—he was done either way. The fuck boy would neva be caught anyway—his bread was too long.  
 
    “All may be seated,” The judge spoke before pushing his glasses up on his nose. “Does the jury have a verdict?” he looked to the jury box.  
 
    The foreperson stood. “We do Your Honor!” 
 
    I looked over at my moms—my niggas. Some shit just had to happen in order for life to operate in perfect order. I smiled as the white boy sealed my fate. 
 
    “We the jury find David Swanson—” 
 
    Boom! 
 
    The doors to the courtroom blew apart. Before anyone could react, Mexicans with tattoos covering their faces rushed the room brandishing big guns. One ran up the aisle and before they could take cover, he sprayed the jury box with bullets. The judge disappeared inside the judge’s chambers, but the bailiff wasn’t so lucky—MS-13 were in raw form when I was snatched up and rushed out the courtroom.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    It was pitched black in the house when the door cracked open and the Russian rushed in with a pistol in his hand. I was surprised he’d come alone. 
 
    “Stop right there and toss the gun down,” I spoke from the darkness.  
 
    The Tiger kicked the door closed and though I couldn’t see him through the darkness, the soft thump of his metal hitting the carpet told me he’d complied. His shadow moved toward my voice—the man knew his house. The darkness didn’t disturb his mission to save his wife, he made it to the den where I stood and reached to the wall for the light switch. As soon as light flooded the room, the Tigers eyes captured the horror movie that Goose had created with the sharp ass blade he’d become so surgical with.  
 
    Blood stains canvased the interior of the room—puddles of the sticky substance of his wife’s life source congealed within the soft flooring. His wife Jacqueline was in so many pieces that the coroner wouldn’t have a hard time finding the cause of death. The Tiger’s first reaction was stunned silence as his eyes digested the slaughter—his wife’s remains. What happened next was the type of shit out of a Jason Bourne Movie. Without warning, the Tiger’s arm thrust forward—a flash of silver sliding from underneath the sleeve of the black trench coat he wore sliced through the air. I attempted to dive out of the way, but I wasn’t quick enough—the sharp blade sliced through my flesh before lodging itself in my left shoulder blade.  
 
    Instinctively, the gun I’d held slipped from my grip as an animalistic roar escaped my lips. At the same time, the Tiger rushed in my direction midway to me, he leaped, spun around and kick into my chin. I crumbled to one knee, I was dazed, but when his right leg reared back for another kick that would have surely sent me to a dark place. I mustered every ounce of strength I could and lunged myself into his midsection. Wrapping my arms around his waist, I held on for dear life as we crushed into the wall so hard that his back crashed through it. Sheetrock and dust showered us—but that wasn’t enough. The man was beyond himself with rage.  
 
    He brought his knee up fast—the impact of it caused air to explode from my lungs as I doubled over. He’d kneed me in the nuts and without hesitation, he used his hands like a sledgehammer and brought them down on the butt of the knife. The blade drove deeper into my flesh and bone. I howled in agony—I knew I was finished.  
 
    The Russian stood over me with a menacing stare. “You took her from me—my dear Jacqueline,” he cried before reaching down and yanking the knife out of my shoulder.  
 
    A wicked smile curved his lips as he raised the serpentine blade high above his head, but before he could bring it down, my foot shot out and connected with his groin.  
 
    “Arrgh—” he blurted as he doubled over.  
 
    I crawled to my hands and knees—self-preservation raced through my nature as my fingers wrapped around the handle of my fallen pistol. As I rose to finish him off, the Tiger was regaining his composure. The only thing that stopped me from putting one in his melon was the torture my heart had incurred since he’d taken Lovey from me. I wanted to make him physically feel what he’d made me live with mentally. I brought the steel down across his nose—blood squirted a foot high as he stumbled backward. Surprise registered on his face when Goose’s arm wrapped around his neck and pulled his head back to expose the soft flesh that hid his esophagus. Before the Tiger could react, a flash reflected within his pupils as the scalpel ran across his throat and left a smiley face in its wake.  
 
    Goose released him—the Tiger staggered before his hands shot to his throat in an attempt at stopping the blood flow. It wouldn’t help though—his soul was spilling from the wound at an alarming speed. The man fell to his knees and stared up at me with hate in his eyes. I stumbled to my feet before placing the burna between the windows of his soul. Blood poured from him and seeped through his fingers as I stared back at him. 
 
    “Tell my, nigga, Shy that I sent you,” I spat. 
 
    “Fuck you, nig—” Before he could get the word out, I molested the trigger.  
 
    His face exploded before the slug exited the back of his head. His body rocked slightly before tilting forward. The silence was thick when I looked over at my older brother. 
 
    “Fam—fuck took you so long!” I growled.  
 
    Goose shrugged before replying. “I wanted to see if you could still fight.”  
 
    I stared at him with a puzzled expression on my face before laughter erupted from deep inside me. Once I stopped, I did the most logical thing a man that just escaped the fringes of death could do—I fainted.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
    Who Shot Ya 
 
    ~Marcella~ 
 
      
 
    ~Weeks Later~ 
 
      
 
    “May—may I speak to, Jazmina?” I whispered into the receiver.  
 
    There was a long pause before the person on the other end answered, “Yes, this is she. May I ask who's speaking?” she responded.  
 
    Fear surged through me at the sound of her voice—not fear, uncertainty. I was second guessing myself. “Um—it’s me, Marcella—” I paused to adjust the phone to my ear before continuing. “—we have a little misunderstanding and now you don’t know the voice of your best friend? That’s hurtful, Jazz.”  
 
    Another pause greeted me, I thought she’d hung up until she exhaled a soft breath. “Uh—hi?” she responded skeptically. “How are you, Mar?” she whispered.  
 
    I could hear rustling and it sounded as if she’d gotten up before speaking again. She probably didn’t want Assata’s punk ass to know she was speaking to me.  
 
    “Fake bitch,” I whispered.  
 
    “Did you say something?” Jazz inquired. 
 
    “No!” I responded a little too loud. “No, I was commenting on this episode of Empire—Cookie can be such bitch sometimes.” I laughed it off. “Um—listen, Jazz, I’m just calling to let you know that I’m sorry. I—I was wrong and—” I paused to be dramatic and gritted my teeth as I spoke again. “I miss my girls—” Another pause allowed silence to become uncomfortable. ‘Maybe the damage was too deep to find our past within,’ I thought. “Jazz—you still there?” I inquired before looking at the screen to make sure the call was still connected. 
 
    “Yea—yea, I’m still here, Mar. I was just thinking, that’s all,” she whispered. “Listen, Mar, I’ve been knowing you since barbie dolls and our first period. You’ll always be my girl but look—maybe we can talk tomorrow.” 
 
    I had the impression that I’d interrupt something. I hated the thought of Assata fucking her, it made me sick to my stomach. I honestly couldn’t explain why my emotions were so powerful for that man, but I knew he was supposed to be mine! 
 
    “Oh—okay, am I interrupting something?” I fished. I needed to know where she and Assata were.  
 
    “Oh—no!” she answered. “Well, not nothing too important, me and Assata are at the house about to go to the cemetery to visit Shy and Lovey before going to see that new, Taraji P. Henson movie.”  
 
    ‘Bingo!’ I thought. Women were so predictable. “Oh—okayyy!” I laughed. “Well, I won’t hold you, I know you and your boo doing y’all. Just call me tomorrow, Mami, and we can do lunch,” I proposed.  
 
    Jazmina accepted and we said our goodbyes before hanging up. As soon as she was off the line, I sent a text to someone. 
 
    //: Peoples Cemetery 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    I stepped back into the house after I’d gotten off the phone with Marcella. I sat on the couch before sliding my feet from the flip flops and tucking them underneath me. That call had rubbed me wrong for some odd reason. Marcella was a snake that felt like she was too big to apologize.  
 
    ‘She’d always been that way—so why now?’ I wondered.  
 
    I pushed the thought to the back of my mind as I glanced at my watch. “Hurry up, baby, we gonna be late!” I whined.  
 
    It had been a few weeks since Assata had stumbled in bleeding all over the place. I didn’t think he’d live through the night, but my baby was a souljah. They’d used some chic name Kristasia to patch him up and I’d been stuck to his side ever since. It was Thursday night and we were going to Lovey’s resting place to celebrate her birthday. Afterward, we were making it a movie night. We’d had a long talk and we both decided it was time for a change. Denton was too small, but even more—it was too much drama.  
 
    Assata’s latest experience with the reaper had been his sign that there was no future in the streets. We’d discussed business opportunities, but there was something Assata wasn’t telling me—something life altering. I wouldn’t pry though, I also had a secret to share with him. We were pregnant and there was no question as to who the baby’s father was. I glanced at the time again—impatience getting the best of me. 
 
    “Assata Lamar!” I called with a roll of my eyes.  
 
    “I’m on my way, ma, be easy,” his slow ass shouted from somewhere at the back of the house.  
 
    I exhaled slowly as I prepared to wait, picking up the remote, I turned the plasma on, and channel searched until I found the news station. I liked to stay in tune with the craziness the world had going on, especially in Dallas/Fort. Worth. I don’t know if it was a sign from Allah or if it was just a coincidence, but what I found on the screen stole my breath. There—on national television were mugshots of Assata and his entire circle.  
 
    My mouth hung open as the news reporter spoke, “This is Anisha Danie with Channel Eight News of Dallas/Fort. Worth. I’m here at the home of Pandora Jacobs, the woman that allegedly murdered her sister in order to fake her own death. As you can see, officials have the area taped off and if you look behind me—you’ll see the coroners wheeling what’s said to be Ms. Jacobs remains,” she announced as she and her camera crew focused on the techs rolling a stretcher with a zipped up body bag on it. “As you know, this is also the woman that is assumed to have had ties to not only the Russian Black Mamba Cartel but Denton’s own Kreek Boys. A powerful drug operation headed by an Assata Lamar, Dunte ‘Pain’ Jackson, Bennie ‘Goose’ Trice of San Antonio Texas, and an unnamed suspect. The FBI—” 
 
    As she spoke my eyes tried to keep up with my brain. In the background, there were FBI Agents congregating with local law enforcement. I wasn’t so naïve to the fact that I didn’t know that the Federal Bureau didn’t usually involve themselves in normal murder investigations. The screen proved me right when Assata’s, Goose’s, and numerous other faces flashed onto the screen once again. This time it was to warn the metroplex to be on the lookout for them because they were fugitives and were considered armed and dangerous. It was open season—and it wouldn’t be long before the authorities connected the dots and linked me to Assata. My nerves became jumpy as the reporter stopped a tall white guy in a blue FBI jacket. 
 
    “Agent Louding, can I have a moment of your time—is it true that Ms. Jacobs was slain in her own home? It’s speculated that Assata Lamar and another man was seen leaving her home?” she shot off question after question.  
 
    The tall man seemed reluctant, but he stopped and gave her his attention. “At this time we’re just speculating, but Assata Lamar and his circle are prime suspects in numerous investigations. If anyone spots these men, we advise the public to contact the authorities immediately!” he spoke with a hint of authoritative urgency. “These men are armed and dangerous—” he was saying when Assata finally walked into the living room dressed to the nines. 
 
    “I’m ready, baby, you want—” his words trailed off once he noticed my eyes glued to the television, I was at a loss for words. “What the fuck!” Assata exclaimed before the vase of flowers he’d planned on placing on Lovey’s grave fell to the floor and shattered into thousands of pieces. I guess there would be a change in plans.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Goose~ 
 
      
 
    Tonya had packed the last of her things. The detective was leaving her career—her life—all of it behind in order to go on the run wit’ a nigga. That night we were leaving that small city behind. I knew I couldn’t go back to The Tone—the state was ova with for me. Assata had just hit me to inform me that our faces were plastered all over the TV. I was as paranoid as a crack head after a powerful hit of some potent dope. Every lil’ sound made me jump.  
 
    “Almost ready, baby? Let me get the teddy you like so much, and we can leave,” Tonya said before kissing me and heading to the back room.  
 
    As soon as she rounded the corner, I got up and followed her. She was in the walk-in closet searching for the nightie when I snuck up behind her and wrapped an arm around her waist.  
 
    She jumped in surprise. “Baby, you surprised me!” She laughed and went back to her business.  
 
    She never noticed the tool in my hand—my heart ached as I eased it to the back of her head. Tonya tensed instantly, I hated what I had to do, but the odds were already against me and if shit got ugly, I didn’t want to take the risk of her turning into a rat. Tonya’s heartbeat could be felt through her back—it’s drumbeat against my chest in a frantic melody. 
 
    “Bennie—what are you doing?” she asked without moving.  
 
    My eyes clouded. “I love you,” I whispered as a solitary tear leaked from my left eye. I was surprised at how powerful I felt for lady as I tightened my grip on her and hugged her. Love was in my embrace. “I really do, Tonya.” 
 
    As if the thought of dying had just sunk in, Tonya Johnson attempted to defy fate. I expected it—I held tight before applying pressure to the sensitive trigger. The back of her head exploded through her forehead, blood splashed against my face as her body crumbled towards the floor and I fell with her. On my knees—in the silence of my sins—I cried as I prayed over her body.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Pursuer~ 
 
      
 
    As Assata sped out of the driveway, he was so in a hurry to leave that he never noticed the grey mustang following him. I’d been following him for months and the man had yet to notice. He was clueless about the danger that stalked him. As I followed from a safe distance, Assata made a sharp turn onto Teasley Lane. The move was so unexpected that I had to wonder if he’d spotted me. At the last minute, I had to slam down on the brakes to keep from being killed in oncoming traffic. A silver pickup zoomed pass, but not before the driver honked his horn and gave me the bird.  
 
    Furious, I slammed both fists against the steering wheel, I was stuck at the red light. As I sat impatiently drumming my fingers against the steering wheel, my mind replayed my last day with him—the lovemaking. The truth in his stare, I’d followed him ever since our separation and just the thought of him and the exotic looking woman he’d been keeping time with caused jealousy to erupt like a volcano within me. 
 
    ‘I’d learned through the girl, Marcella I’d met, that the girl’s name was, Jazzy. My introduction to Marcella was pure luck. I’d been stalking Jazzy’s house because I’d found out that’s where Assata had been laying his head. One morning I was on my stakeout vibe when I noticed the girl Jazzy leaving the house. I decided to follow her to find out a little more about her. She led me to a beautiful brick home on the outskirts of the city and right as I settled in for the wait, the front door opened and out stormed Marcella. From her disheveled look, I could tell that there’d been a shuffle. I watched as she stormed off to her car and burnt rubber out of there. I followed—keeping an eye on her as I juggled the pros and cons.  
 
    By the time she pulled into her parking spot at her apartment complex, I had decided to take the gamble. I approached her and just as I thought—a woman’s emotions could make her a snake or a loyal lioness. In Marcella's case, she was a Queen Cobra! 
 
     I was snapped out of my reflections by the vibrations of my phone—a text message that read: People’s Cemetery.  
 
    As I glanced down at the screen, a smile kissed my lips. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I pulled the SS into the cemetery—I was ‘bout to leave the city behind. By the time the sunset, I planned on being somewhere safe and making plans to get to Jazzy’s native homeland in Trinidad. I just had to give my farewells to my fam before I left that part of my life behind. The car was silent as I killed the lights. Jazzy and I sat within that silence no doubt trying to figure out how things would be so different now that I was a fugitive of the law. “You don’t have to do this—you can get out the car and—” I began before Jazzy held up her hand and interrupted me. 
 
    “Look—I don’t need you telling me what I can or can’t do, Assata. I’m with you, Papi, and I’m not losing you again. Now go speak your peace to Lovey and Shy so we can get out of here, Papi, we have to get somewhere safe,” she spoke before rubbing her stomach.  
 
    She’d been doing that a lot lately and I wondered if she was prego. I leaned in her direction and planted a soft kiss on her lips. “Give me a moment with the fam and we’ll get in the wind. I’ll give your love to, Shy—” I spoke over my shoulder as I opened the door and stepped out into the chilly night. I respected lil’ one—she was trying to troop for me even though she knew shit was ugly for me.  
 
    I noticed the fear just behind the tough girl spiel. I took the burna off my waist—locked it and held it out to Queen. She gazed up at me skeptically.  
 
    I smiled my assurance. “Just in case,” I whispered.  
 
    The night blew its frigid breath as I turned and headed for Lovey’s final resting place. I couldn’t shake the feeling that for some strange reason, that particular walk felt different from the many others I’d taken. Like—the night was watching me. I shook it off, but one thought was prominent, ‘I shoulda brought more artillery.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Agent Harrison~ 
 
      
 
    The text from the girl Marcella had led us to the cemetery. “Alpha Two—take your positions. They just pulled into the cemetery. There’s two people in the car—our man and what looks to be a woman,” I spoke into the radio before signaling to the officer to my left. I pointed to the far left, indicating that he should cover that area. He nodded his understanding before taking off in a crouch. Tapping the wireless device in my ear I spoke, “Alpha Two—do you copy?”  
 
    There was a brief pause before a response came over the sounds of rolling thunder, “Alpha Two to Alpha One—ten-four, we copy. I think we have company sir, another car has joined the party from the opposite side of the grounds. It looks to be a woman as well and she just exited the vehicle and disappeared into the cemetery,” the officer informed.  
 
    Lightening danced across the night sky and I glanced up at the heavens before responding, “On my call, we’re taking the subject down. Don’t bother about any pedestrians. We’re here for, Assata Lamar.” My blood was liquid fire in my veins. I loved being in the field and making the world a better place for good working citizens.  
 
    “Alpha One—do you have a visual on the perp?” the voice inquired.  
 
    I looked through the night vision goggles before responding, “Roger that, Alpha Two, the perp is in our sights.” I didn’t know what Assata was doing at the cemetery, but he was about to get the biggest surprise of his life.  
 
    We had twenty-seven agents surrounding the place. Some were sharpshooters, but all of us had the type of artillery that would guarantee no funny business. The Kreek Circle had come to its end! 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    I glanced up to the sky, it was about to rain. I turned my attention to the cold marble that served as my Queens headstone. “I had flowers—even strawberries, your favorite but I messed it all up, Mama. Look, Lovey, I’m just here to let you know, I love you with my entire soul. I know I didn’t grow to be the type of nigga you wanted me to be, but I always wanted to be. I never meant for things to turn out this way, Mama, I—I—” 
 
    “You just couldn’t help who you are! You’re a murderous—heartless piece of shit!” a cold voice spat from behind me.  
 
    I tensed before attempting to turn and acknowledge the woman I almost fell for, but the sharp barrel of a pistol dug into my back. “No! Don’t try anything slick, Assata. As Allah is my witness—I’ll kill you where you stand!” she cautioned.  
 
    Confusion swept through me, though I didn’t know why she was there, I knew exactly who the velvet voice belonged to. She nudged me with the weapon. “Walk!” she demanded.  
 
    I stood motionless for a second, I wanted to test that gangsta shit she was talkin’, but shawty had the ups on me, from my past builds with her.  
 
    I knew she wasn’t one to bluff—so, I began to walk. “What’s all this, ma, when you get—”  
 
    “Shut the fuck up!” she cut me off.  
 
    My blood raced through my veins as she directed me down a long narrow row of headstones. ‘Where the fuck is she takin’ me?’ I thought.  
 
    At that moment I kicked myself in the ass for leaving my tool with Jazmina. After about three minutes or so we were in the heart of the grounds.  
 
    “Stop!” she demanded. “Now, turn around—slowly. Don’t think I won’t kill you, Satta, on my brother’s soul I will!” she passionately vowed.  
 
    I turned to face her—slowly, as soon as our eyes met, I became even more conflicted. “Peace, God, how’ve you been?” she asked as if that was the most rational shit to say.  
 
    I never took my eyes off her as her name slipped from my lips, “Peace, Earth, I could be betta—” My eyes strayed to the gun she held steady. “—especially if you weren’t aiming a gun in my direction. What’s the bidness, Freedom?” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    I absently rubbed my stomach—a soft smile curved my lips as I thought about the child that was forming inside me. I had found out that I was six weeks pregnant earlier in the week and had planned on telling Assata that night, but things changed when my baby’s face was plastered all over the TV screen. I glanced around. 
 
    “Come on, baby, we gotta go,” I whispered.  
 
    I gave him five more minutes, but impatience won out. I clutched the big pistol tightly in my small hands as I slid from the car. The night was cold and windy, but I had to brave it. My baby had been gone too long. I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong—I could feel it. Slowly, I made my way through the long rows of headstones—I wasn’t sure where Lovey’s was, but I remembered that it wasn’t too far from Shy’s. I shivered as I navigated through the night and once I made it to my brother's plot, I began to search for Lovey’s headstone. I was on the verge of calling out to Assata when a woman’s voice carried on the wind. 
 
    I paused when I heard the malice in her voice, “Look at it!” she spat.  
 
    My stomach twisted Assata was in trouble. I squeezed the handle on the gun before heading in the direction of their voices. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    “Look at it!” she yelled.  
 
    She used the barrel of the gun to point at a neglected patch of earth. Unlike the many others, this one had no tombstone. The only indication that it was a grave there was the small square piece of metal and plastic that told of who rested there. I recognized it as one of the tags they placed on a grave when the dead’s loved ones couldn’t afford a headstone. I looked back up at Free with an uncertain expression on my face.  
 
    I didn’t have shit to do with that person not being able to afford a proper burial. “Sup, ma, you want to buy a headstone or something?” I asked only half joking. I was lost—confused and pressed for time. ‘Fuck was going on? When did she get back? How did she know I’d be at the cemetery? More importantly, why the hell was Freedom aimin’ a gun at me?’ Question after question danced around in my head.  
 
    Lightning suddenly streaked the sky in a violent scar of light. It illuminated her facial features giving her a pale, demonic look. Her eyes were drowned in grief, Freedom was fighting demons that even a priest couldn’t cast out. She seemed to be praying or maybe she was talking to herself, but by the time her words made any sense to me, the sky had begun to cry.  
 
    “I got him Ja’Ron—you can rest in peace now,” she whispered.  
 
    ‘What the fuck—fuck was Ja’Ron’?  I thought.  
 
    Free must have noticed the confusion on my face. “Ja’Ron, this is, Assata—Assata, this is my brother, Ja’Ron.” She laughed as her eyes became submerged in water that had nothin’ to do with the rain. “Get on your knees—now!” she shouted as we both became soaked.  
 
    I merely stared. She may have had the upper hand, but if I was ‘bout to die, it wouldn’t be on my knees. ‘On gang!’ I thought.  
 
    “Oh—you think I’m playing with you!” Before I could respond fire shot from the barrel and knocked me backward.  
 
    My shoulder opened in a spray of blood. “Fuck wrong with you, you, dumb bitch!” I hissed as I clutched my shoulder. That shit was the worst feeling I’d ever felt. “Fuck!” I shouted. Murder bled into my pupils as I attempted to apply pressure to the wound.  
 
    “Next time you will be less arrogant,” she hissed with a crooked smile. “Now get on your knees!” she sounded like death itself.  
 
    Pride is one of the most dangerous things that a man with everything to lose has. I fought beyond mine and fell to my knees in a puddle of muddy water.  
 
    A satisfied smirk exploded on Free’s face. “Ja’Ron was my younger brother—he came to Texas to make a living. A dirty living, but that’s all he knew. My baby brother was all I had—my baby brother was taken away from my life by a heartless—animal of a man,” she whispered as lightning flashed again.  
 
    Free stepped closer, but her sudden moment wasn’t what caught my eye. In the distance, a shadow moved toward us. Jazzy had come for me. I trained my eyes on Free so she wouldn’t see the new found hope in my stare, but then her words were like a time machine that shot me back head first into a dark night.  
 
    “My brother’s name was, York, and you took him from me!” 
 
      
 
    ****
  
 
    ~Agent Harrison~ 
 
      
 
    “Alpha Two to Alpha One—there was a shot fired. We have the subjects in our sights, and it seems that the woman has the Lamar guy held at gunpoint. He’s bleeding from what looks like a wound to the shoulder,” the agent's voice cracked over the radio  
 
    I crouched low as the rain pelted my face. I held a pair of night vision Leica Binoculars to my eyes. “Copy that, Alpha Two, move in with caution. Try to proceed with peace, but use force if needed,” I spoke as I crept slowly toward the woman, who had just slipped from the car that Assata arrived in. I wanted to alert her of our presence but I didn’t want to alert Assata. I could only pray that my judgment was the best decision. 
 
      
 
    ****
  
 
    ~Assata~ 
 
      
 
    “Fuck y’all, niggas! Y’all niggas gonna have to murk me up in here, son. I’m Queens, nigga. Go hard or go home, Duke!” Gusto laughed. 
 
    Phew! Phew! 
 
    The sweet sounds of fireballs being hushed by a silencer flooded the room. York crumbled to the floor right next to Mi’shay.  
 
    My mind was back in that room—the same room where Six had setup the nigga at the strip club. His name was York. My eyes cleared and focused on Freedom before my mind took me back to our first date.  
 
    “Where did the Queen Freedom come from? I mean, you popped out of nowhere. To top it off, the accent gives you away. What is it, East Coast?” I’d asked.  
 
    Free’s eyes twinkled. “You’re full of surprises, Mr. Lamar. Yes, I’m from New York—Queens to be exact,” she stated boldly.  
 
    When my eyes focused again, Free was smiling down at me. “So, you’ve figured it out, huh?” she screamed. “That night, you and those savages murdered my baby brother for nothing!” she shouted.  
 
    I noticed how her hand had begun to tremble. Though she hated me—though she burned to avenge her brother, the woman wasn’t a killa. A quick glance let me know Jazzy was only about ten feet away. She held the big pistol tight as if it would fly away. Freedom was a quick observer—I could see the alarm in her eyes. She’d noticed my sneakiness, alarmed, she attempted to see what had my attention and that was all the time I needed to act. I sprung to my feet and rushed her.  
 
    She heard me and as she spun back in my direction, surprise was born in her eyes, both fired at the same time. I collided with Freedom and pulled her to the ground. We hit the ground with a splash. Without thinking, I scrambled for Free’s hands, but it was a frivolous quest. The gun had fallen from her hand when the bullet hit her. Free’s face was contorted in a mask of agony—her eyes held mine as she coughed and gasp in an attempt at pulling air back into her lungs.  
 
    “I—I hate—hate you,” she rasped.  
 
    I don’t know if I was more hurt that she’d whispered those word or because of the guilt I began to feel for all the lives I’d destroyed. Either or, I couldn’t mask it. I watched Freedom take her last breath before I closed her vacant eyes. I rolled away from her before crawling to the nearest headstone that I could find. I leaned against it and glanced down at the inscription engraved into the cold stone. I laughed before reaching down and rubbing my stomach, for some reason it hurt. Using my other hand, I reached down into my pocket and pulled out the bag of pre-rolled blunts I’d rolled earlier that day. I took one from the bag before tossing the rest into the night.  
 
    I retrieved the lighter from my pocket and shielded the flame from the rain until the blunt was lit. I clutched my stomach again before I glanced down at the headstone once more—I had to laugh at the irony of it all. I was back where I started from the beginning. A movement to my right caused me to look up, Jazzy stood above me—stunned by her first kill. I understood—taking someone’s life could steal the sanity from some of the strongest men. A woman had it worse, without warning, Jazmina dropped the gun and rushed over to me. Queen needed solace—she needed to be reassured that she’d made the right decision.  
 
    “Baby, oh my, God—I killed her. I—I—” Her words was lost within soft cries as she wrapped her arms around my neck and held on for dear life. I winced in pain and she noticed. “Are you, okay?” she asked pullin’ away from me.  
 
    I nodded my head in confirmation. I was good, but I was beginning to see spots. Water streaked down my dark skin and as Jazzy studied me, she was wise enough to know the difference between the rain and the tears of a gangsta. Confusion bled into her stare as her eyes trailed from my face and landed on my right hand that was soaked in my blood. Her pretty eyes shot up—shock—disbelief—all the worst of emotions filled her stare, but she was just as beautiful as she was the night we’d reunited.  
 
    Jazmina slowly reached down and took my bloodied hand in hers—the sky lit up as she pulled it away to reveal the hole that the bullet had punched into me. Jazzy’s eyes found mine once again and only then did she see the truth of my story. I was dying and this time there would be no escaping the reaper's grasp. 
 
    “I’m—I’m ‘bout to—to—” I coughed, and a spray of blood flew from my lips. “I’m dying, ma,” I whispered.  
 
    Jazzy just kept shaking her head no—she wanted to convince herself that I’d live forever, but as I sat there fighting for another breath, I knew that every dawg had its day.  
 
    “No—no, you’re not about to die, Assata Lamar! No, you can’t!” she cried. Her hazel-gray eyes were overflowing lakes as we stared at each other.  
 
    I was weak—tired, but I feared that if I so much as blinked, I wouldn’t open my eyes again. “I love you, Jazz. I—I need you to make—me—a promise,” I rasped. There was no bright lights or flashes of the past, but I knew death was there for me and it was being impatient.  
 
    “No, I won’t let you-you can’t die on us, Assata. You—” I raised my hand and stroked her soft face. Blood smeared her skin as she grabbed my fingers and held them to her face. “—anything,” she relented.  
 
    I smiled, she was my rida. ‘I knew Jazmina would carry me with her until she died, yet, that’s not what I wanted. I wanted her to live and be happy. Most men hated the thought of another man cutting the female that they loved, but I learned that love was universal. If one truly gave a fuck ‘bout someone, they’d want ‘em happy regardless as to what happiness entailed.’ After that last thought, Lovey’s question popped into my thoughts.  
 
    She turned to me with a penetrating look and asked me a question that was so simple, yet so hard to answer. She placed both hands on either side of my face. “Assata—do you care if you live or die?”  
 
    As I stepped back into the present, I realized that the time when a person is supposed to change is the time they realize it’s too late. There on my death bed, I was finally able to give Lovey her answer, “Yes…Lovey, I want to live,” I whispered, but I knew my time had expired.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ~Jazzy~ 
 
      
 
    “Freeze—don’t move! This is the FBI—freeze—get on the ground—don’t move!” an onslaught of voices demanded in unison.  
 
    Impulsively, I spun in surprise, dark shadows appeared from the darkness. They aimed gigantic guns at me with flashlights attached to them. They’d found us. I turned back to Assata—my heart cried harder than my eyes as he stared absently into nothing. There was no life inside him. I cried for him, I cried for the child growing inside my womb, and when my eyes fell upon the headstone that Assata was leaning against, I cried for the man that was buried underneath the six feet of dirt I sat on top of. Somehow Assata died at Shy’s grave. The same place where we’d reunited. With that thought, I smiled before laying down flat on the wet grass. I’d teach my child everything I knew about a gangsta.  
 
      
 
    The End 
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