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	Synopsis

	 

	Shanessa Williams, also known as Redz, is a hustla at heart. With street smarts and beauty, Redz has always known she wasn’t the average around-the-way hood chick. Growing up in the toughest neighborhood in Annapolis, Redz only knew one way to survive—being a dope girl. Unfortunately, the jackboys see her as an easy target. Plus, someone from Redz’s past has come back into her life; now she has to choose between the streets and her heart. Can Redz overcome all the obstacles placed before her and become the only top-ranking female hustla on her block? More importantly, can a dope girl turn into a hustla’s wife?

	 

	Kamontae Diggs, better known as Trigg, is every dopeboy’s dream. Trigg has the product—Snow White— the cars, money, clothes and jewelry. He’s also the leader of a well-respected and feared crew, Newtowne Boyz. The crew is composed of six loyal members who all grew up together. On the outside, the Newtowne Boyz have it all, but with more money comes more problems. Can the crew remain loyal or will the seventh member, a woman, be the demise of the childhood friends? What will happen when Pandora's box is opened, and Trigg falls for the seventh member of his crew? When Trigg is willing to risk his life for her, will he accept coming second in her life? Is the saying, “when a man loves a woman, she becomes his weakness” true?

	 

	Skeeno, Trigg’s right-hand man, has a heart of gold despite his rough exterior. Even though he’s deep in the streets, he craves the traditional life. Skeeno yearns for a wife, children, a dog and a house with the white picket fence. But for Skeeno, a happily ever after has never been in the cards. Especially now because the woman he loves is much older and she’s married. When her husband comes home from prison, can Skeeno hold onto his fantasy, or will he finally come to the realization that he deserves better? Will a loving thug eventually find the woman of his dreams?

	 

	Snow White and the Seven Hustlas is a street-fiction novel set in the mid-nineties. Go on this wild ride of sex, murder, betrayal, love and lust with the hustlas who push the purest cocaine through the DMV.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	***Warning***

	 

	This novel contains, broken English, strong language, sex, violence and vulgar situations which may be offensive to some readers.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Prelude

	Redz
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	December 1st 1992…

	 

	I  woke up to the sound of a pager beeping on my nightstand. “Who the fuck is that?” I asked Trigg.

	 

	“Go back to sleep, damn,” he replied.

	 

	I looked at the alarm clock on my nightstand and it was four o’clock in the morning. Trigg threw the covers back and sat up to get his pager. I sat up too, peaking over his shoulders to see who was paging him.

	 

	“That better not be a bitch,” I said, mushing the back of his head.

	 

	“This is Monty,” he said.

	 

	“Umph, aight.”

	 

	“I know Monty’s number, Trigg. Why are you pretendin’ it’s him?”

	 

	I climbed out of bed, naked with my hair all over my head from our lovemaking a few hours ago. He looked up at me with those alluring hazel eyes.

	 

	“Yo, it’s from his shorty’s phone. You buggin,” he replied.

	 

	 

	I loved this nigga so much that I would kill a bitch over him. The thought of him hooking up with one of those feminine and prissy bitches weighed deeply on my mind. See, I was a different type of broad. I wore loose clothes, baseball hats and tennis shoes. Trigg was coming up big time and it was only a matter of time before he would forget me. Not only was he getting bread, he was also one of the finest niggas I’d ever seen in my seventeen years of life. He had caramel skin with light brown eyes and dark brown curly hair. Trigg was the reason I liked DeVante Swing from the group, Jodeci.

	 

	He pulled me onto his lap so I could straddle him. He cupped a handful of my ass while kissing on my neck. “You are the only one for me, Redz. You know that,” he confessed.

	 

	“These bitches be houdin’ you every five minutes. It’s only a matter of time.”

	 

	He smirked. “Oh, word? That’s how you feel, shorty?” he asked.

	 

	“Yeah, it is.”

	 

	He kissed my lips while squeezing my ass cheeks harder. “What if I get your name tatted on my chest?” he asked. I burst out laughing. “Yeah right, so your homies can crack jokes on you?”

	 

	“Shid, they’ll find out about us anyway. Check this out, Redz. I’m gettin’ enough bread for us, so I want you to move in with me,” he said.

	 

	“My mother isn’t going to allow that; besides I have to stay here to make sure she doesn’t struggle.”

	 

	“Your mother is a grown-ass woman, shorty, but I want to take care of you. It’s about that time you leave this shit behind anyway. You ain’t gotta live in this place anymore,” he said. Trigg was nineteen-years old, but he was wise for his age which was another reason I fell for him.

	 

	“I’ll talk to her,” I lied.

	 

	How can I hustle if we’re livin’ together? That will never work out.

	 

	Trigg was my first and we’ve been creeping around since I was fourteen. We kept our relationship hidden because I was considered one of the homies. He and his homeboys were hustlas. I on the other hand was just the chick that counted their money. I didn’t want the title of being a hustla’s wife or down bitch because I had my own agenda. While Trigg and his crew were pushing cocaine, I was secretly selling rocks. That’s what separated me from the rest of the girls in my neighborhood. I wanted to make my own money and not have a nigga taking care of me.

	 

	I climbed off Trigg’s lap. “Wanna take a shower with me?” I asked him. He stood up, towering over me at six-foot-three.

	 

	“I gotta take a rain check, sweetheart. I need to check on Skeeno. Your mother will be home soon anyway. She’ll kill me if she knew what I was doin’ to her daughter,” he said.

	 

	“You ain’t all of that,” I joked.

	 

	“I had you screaming my government name. Shorty don’t lie to your heart like that,” he chuckled. He grabbed his clothes off the chair in the corner of my bedroom. I wasn’t ready to see him leave. The only time we had alone was when my mother worked.

	 

	“I hate when you leave,” I admitted.

	 

	“That’s why you need to bounce as soon as I move so I can come home to you every night,” he said. He went underneath the pillow to get his pistol and tucked it inside his jeans.

	 

	“I told you, Trigg. I’ll talk to my mother when she comes home.”

	 

	“I hear you, Redz, but no pressure,” he said.

	 

	Once he was fully dressed, he came over to me and kissed my lips again. He pressed me against the dresser, deepening the kiss. “You still wanna see The Bodyguard?” he asked.

	 

	“Hell yeah.”

	 

	“Aight, bet. We can go tomorrow night,” he replied.

	 

	“Just us two or the crew?”

	 

	“Just us,” he said.

	 

	He kissed my forehead again. “Go ahead and take care of your business. I’ll get up with you later,” he said. He left my bedroom; I went inside the bathroom for a shower. There was a radio on a shelf inside the bathroom, so I turned it on. I loved music, especially soul and hip-hop. Music was an escape and expressed feelings that I kept bottled in. I stepped into the shower after turning on the water. No Ordinary Love by Sade played from the radio. As I was lathering the rag with Dove soap, the shower curtain was snatched back, and I felt a hand around my throat.

	 

	“Yo, what the fuck is this?” Trigg seethed. He held up a familiar brown paper bag. It was the bag that was hidden underneath my bed. I don’t know what Trigg was doing underneath my bed, but it seemed like it was meant for it to be found. They say, “what you do in the dark always comes to light” and in this instance, it was true.

	 

	“Why were you underneath my bed?”

	 

	“Because I realized I forgot my chain, so I went back lookin’ for it! Is this yours, Redz?” he asked. Water was getting on the floor from the shower curtain being snatched off the rod. My mother’s flower bathmats were getting wet. “Can we talk about this later? My mother’s floor is gettin’ wet,” I said to change the subject. Trigg snatched me out of the shower by my neck. I fell against the sink, knocking over the cup of toothbrushes and toothpaste.

	 

	“Can you calm the fuck down!” I screamed at him.

	 

	“Yo, you slingin’ rock after I told you not to get involved in this shit? What the fuck, Redz! How does this look on my part as your nigga, huh? This isn’t what I wanted for you. I told you that a long time ago! I don’t want you in the streets, that shit is beneath you,” he said.

	 

	“It’s not mine, so why are you buggin’?”

	 

	“Oh, that’s what we do now? You gonna lie to me with a straight face?” he replied.

	 

	“Get the fuck off my back nigga, stop actin’ like my damn daddy! Why does it matter anyway, huh? I see it every day and that’s how you came up so what’s the problem?”

	 

	Trigg lifted the toilet seat. “So, this your shit, huh?” he asked.

	 

	“You better not flush my shit muthafucka!”

	 

	I lunged towards him, but he pushed me away. I slipped on the wet floor because my body was still covered in soap. “Who sold you this shit anyway?” he asked.

	 

	“I’ll shoot your tall ass if you flush that down the toilet!” I screamed. Hurt flashed through Trigg’s eyes as he stared at me. “Damn Redz, you ain’t never threatened me before, not even when you hear gossip about me and other shorties. I feel some type of way,” he said.

	 

	“This is my life Trigg. You won’t control me like how you control those niggas in the streets. I’m tired of watchin’ my mother struggle. You can’t keep payin’ the bills here when you have your grandfather to look after.”

	 

	“Who did you cop this from?” he asked again.

	 

	“I’m not tellin’ you!”

	 

	“Tell me, Redz,” he replied.

	 

	“So, you can kill him?”

	 

	“Why else would I ask?” he replied.

	 

	“I’m not snitchin’.”

	 

	He shook his head. “How much do you need so you can stop?” he asked.

	 

	Tears fell from my eyes. “I don’t want your money, just your blessings.”

	 

	“Is this more important than us, baby?” he asked.

	 

	“Are you making me choose?”

	 

	“Yeah, Redz. I want you to choose between our relationship and this,” he said, dangling the bag over the toilet.

	 

	Trigg giving me an ultimatum was a sign of him trying to control me. I witnessed my father trying to control my mother to the point where she would get an allowance for being good. It was only a matter of time, where Trigg would be treating me the same way. I loved him with every bone in my body, but I loved my independence even more.

	 

	“I asked you a question, Redz. Is this more important than us?” he asked.

	 

	“We’re still young, Trigg. We can always find our way back to each other. Just give me a few months and I’ll quit.”

	 

	Trigg dropped the brown paper bag on the floor. I breathed a sigh of relief. I knew he would see it my way. He walked over to me, cupping my chin.

	 

	“Rule number one, Redz, never shit where you sleep. You gotta stash your work somewhere other than your crib. The rest, you can figure out yourself since you are a tough nigga now,” he said.

	 

	Trigg walked out of the bathroom and seconds later, I heard the front door slam. I hurriedly picked up the paper bag off the floor then turned the shower water off.

	 

	“What the fuck just happened?” I asked aloud.

	 

	I looked at the bathroom door, hoping Trigg would come back and tell me he understood that I wanted to be independent, but he didn’t. After I cleaned up the bathroom, I rushed to my bedroom to call a close friend of ours.

	 

	He answered on the fourth ring. “What’s up, Redz?” he asked.

	 

	“He found out. I don’t know what to do. The nigga was so mad he snatched me out of the shower,” I sobbed.

	 

	“You know the nigga is loco. You didn’t tell him I gave that to you, did you?” he asked.

	 

	I smacked my teeth. “No, I didn’t, but I don’t know what to do. He’s never been this mad at me before.”

	 

	He let out a deep breath. “Since he knows, I think you gotta find someone else to get that from. I don’t want that crazy muthafucka gunnin’ after me,” he replied.

	 

	I wiped my eyes. “I don’t trust anyone else. I can’t go to the other fellas because they’ll tell Trigg.”

	 

	“Aight, Redz, just get some rest and I’ll be over there tomorrow so we can talk,” he replied. We hung up the phone. I got under the covers; my body was still covered in soap. I was sick thinking about how I hurt Trigg but with love came sacrifices…

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Redz
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	August 4th, 1995 (present)...

	 

	T he sun was beating down on my face as I stood by the recreation center. I twisted my hat forward to keep the sun from burning my cheeks. The hood was jammed packed, and kids were chasing the ice cream truck down the street. My hood was the place to be in the summer because there was always a block party. Newtowne 20 was the grittest hood in Annapolis which birthed most of the killas, scammers, and hustlas. The crime rate was steadily climbing, and as much as I loved it, it was time for me to move out of the hood. A fiend approached me in oily overalls. He worked at an auto shop. I smacked my teeth when he pulled out five bucks.

	 

	“You are always pullin’ this shit.”

	 

	“I’m good for it, Redz. I don’t get paid until next Wednesday,” he said. Mack was one of the few fiends that had a job, so I knew he was good for it. But I always put interest on it, so if someone owed me five dollars, they’ll have to give me back twelve, especially if I had to wait until payday. I went inside the fanny pack underneath my tank top and gave him a vial. We slapped hands, exchanging the product and the money. I charged ten dollars a pop and twenty for the larger vials. Shit, I was getting money with my setup.

	 

	“Next Wednesday, Mack,” I warned him.

	 

	“I’ll have that for you,” he replied before walking off. I sold everything inside the fanny pack, so I had to get more from my stash at my cousin’s crib. My cousin Peanut lived on the bottom floor of the rental office building. Unlike the other buildings in the projects, her building was the cleanest in the neighborhood. It also didn’t have any drug trafficking, so it was only right I used her apartment for my dirty work. I knocked on her door. “Hold on!” she shouted from the other side of the door. Peanut opened the door with her weave hanging out of her head. “What the fuck happened to you?” I asked when I stepped into her apartment.

	 

	Her eyes darted to the couch. “What do you think I was doing?” she asked.

	 

	Peanut was my mother’s first cousin. She was younger than my mother at only twenty-seven years old. Her on and off again boyfriend, Nick, was sitting on her couch playing Sega. He was a twenty-three-year-old biracial man with light skin, gray eyes, and dark brown curly hair. He stood around five-foot-nine and weighed no more than one-hundred and forty pounds. Looks could be deceiving because he was a stone-cold killer.

	 

	I gave Nick dap. “When are you gonna do somethin’ with that head?” he asked.

	 

	I playfully bucked at him. “How about you do it for me,” I replied.

	 

	“Chill out shorty. I’m just foolin’ witcha,” he chuckled.

	A few years ago, I hung out with the Newtowne Boyz, which was Trigg’s crew of six. Regardless of me and Trigg falling out, I still had a bond with his crew.

	Peanut pulled on my arm. “Holla if you need me. I need to talk to Redz about somethin’,” she told Nick.

	She pulled me down the hallway and into the bedroom. She closed the door, locking it behind her.

	“Listen, Redz, the product is runnin’ low, and you need to find a new connect. I’m tellin’ you that Snow White will be better for business,” she said. 

	Peanut was about her money too, matter of fact, we were a team. She whipped up the product, and I sold it. Her cooking skills were lethal when it came to that hard rock. She cooked it so smoothly that it melts straight into the crack pipe. Without her, I wouldn’t have the money I was sitting on.

	“Snow White is Trigg’s shit, Nut, and you know we aren’t vibin’ right now.”

	“All that shit is irrelevant. You only have fifty vials left which will be gone in less than a week. If you let the water dry, those fiends will go somewhere else where it’s wet,” she said.

	I was copping from a man named Moe, but he has been missing for two weeks. When someone in the game disappears like that, they are either ‘dead or locked up’. He was from VA, and I couldn’t just go around looking for him, putting the heat on myself, especially if he was jammed up. But I also couldn’t wait around for that nigga to resurface. I was running out of product.

	“I’ll talk to him,” I replied.

	“Nick said they’ll be at Kat’s party tonight. Maybe you can catch him there, but we need our hands on something soon,” she said.

	“Trigg isn’t the only nigga around with good product.”

	Peanut rolled her eyes. “Well, how about you search around for it. By the time you find someone else to buy from, you’ll be forgotten,” she shrugged.

	She left the bedroom, leaving me pondering my thoughts. My heart was pounding out of my chest. My stomach was filled with butterflies as I thought about Trigg. Three years had gone by so fast that it only seemed like yesterday when we broke up. I still loved him and wished that things didn’t turn out the way they did; my first love will always have a stamp on my heart. I moved the dresser inside the closet, there was a hole in the wall where Peanut stashed the vials. When I opened the Jansport backpack, I stared at the vials I had left.

	“I’m gonna have to cop from, Trigg,” I said aloud.

	I grabbed ten vials, put them inside my fanny pack and returned the rest. When I went back out to the living room, Peanut was sitting on Nick’s lap, feeding him a sandwich so he could concentrate on the game.

	“Awww how cute,” I told them.

	“I’m in the family now, Redz,” Nick gloated. Peanut was all smiles while wiping the mustard off his lips with a napkin.

	“I’m feelin’ like Adina Howard. ‘I need a roughneck nigga that can satisfy meee’,” Peanut sang.

	Nick beamed. “Sang that shit sweetheart,” he said.

	I burst out laughing. “It’s time for me to bounce,” I said.

	Someone knocked on the door. “Who is coming here now?” I asked Nut. 

	“That’s Grizzy,” Nick said with a mouth full.

	I opened the door, and Grizzy was standing in the doorway drenched in sweat while wearing basketball clothes. He was a part of Trigg’s crew too. I looked around him to see if anyone else was with him.

	“Can I come in and get some AC? It’s hot as a bitch outside,” Grizzy said, stepping around me.

	“Is this a family reunion? Who else is comin’ here?” I asked Grizzy.

	“You know we go wherever the homies go and make it our second home,” he said.

	He kissed my cheek, and I wiped it off. “Ewww, nigga, what I tell you about that?” I asked.

	“Stop trippin’, you know you liked it,” he replied.

	“Naw, you better give me dap like everyone else, fool. I don’t know where those salty ass lips have been,” I chuckled.

	His eyes fell on my chest. “I want them to be somewhere else, but you playin’,” he replied.

	I pulled out the pistol I had tucked in my shorts. “I got something you can put your mouth on and it’s right here muthafucka,” I said to Grizzy. Everyone fell out laughing, but that’s how I joked with the fellas. If I was anyone else, I would’ve had a bullet in a dome soon as I reached for my piece.

	“When are you comin’ back to the crew, Redz? We missed you shorty,” Nick said.

	“She'll be back before you know it,” Peanut said.

	Grizzy sat on the couch. “Oh shit, you comin’ back to me?” he asked me.

	“Come back to you?” I repeated.

	“Yo, you are gonna be my shorty one day,” he said.

	“My heart belongs to someone else, boo.”

	“Trust me, Redz, ain’t nobody for you like me,” he replied.

	Nick chuckled. “Your gangsta card just declined for that weak ass shit,” he joked.

	“Fuck you muthafucka. Y’all know how I feel about Redz,” Grizzy replied.

	Grizzy was cute, but he wasn’t considered FINE. He was around six feet with deep chocolate skin, a fade, and one gold tooth on the bottom row. He was a sweet talker and could possibly talk his way out of anything.

	“Aight y’all be safe. I’ll see y’all tonight at the party because I know y’all are going to be there,” I told Nick and Grizzy.

	“You gonna save a dance for me?” Grizzy asked.

	 

	“Redz will be leaning against the wall with the rest of us, fool. You know shorty ain’t dancin’ with you,” Nick said.

	“You comin’ to the bowling alley with me tomorrow night, right?” Peanut asked me. Once a month, we bowled against each other for money.

	“Of course.”

	I opened the front door. “I’m gone,” I told everyone before leaving the apartment. I went back to the block to sell what I took from the backpack. I could barely concentrate because Trigg was heavily on my mind. It’s been three years since we last had a real conversation with each other.

	 

	************

	 

	 

	Shorty I’m there for you anytime you need me

	 For real girl, it’s me in your world, believe me...

	I bopped my head while ironing my shirt as I rapped the lyrics to Method Man’s song featuring Mary J. Blige from my CD player. After I ironed my white Lacoste shirt, I put it over my head. My sister burst into my bedroom, popping her gum loudly.

	“Let me hold twenty dollas, Redz,” Latrina said.

	I curled my lips in disgust because she never paid me back.

	“Bitch, you know better than to ask me for twenty dollas when you still owe me money.”

	“Come on, Redz. I’m trying to buy a bottle of gin so me and my bitches can turn up at Kat’s party tonight,” she replied.

	“Yeah, aight, but you betta pay me my fuckin’ money back. You know I’m savin’ up, so I can get the fuck outta this neighborhood. You and Ma, have too many people runnin’ in and out of here now.”

	“Aight Redz, I gotcha,” she said.

	I went into my pocket and pulled out a twenty-dollar bill. Latrina’s face lit up; she couldn’t wait to get drunk. She was twenty-three years old and always in and out of jail for stealing, but I wasn’t one to judge since I was far from perfect.

	Latrina kissed my cheek. “I promise I’m gonna pay you back when I start my new job,” she said.

	“I know you will.”

	She leaned against the dresser, crossing her arms while eyeing me from head-to-toe. “Bitch, I know you ain’t going to the party like that. What’s up with you, Redz? You are a beautiful girl, you have hips and a nice ass, so you better show that shit off. These ugly hoes have more confidence than you,” she said.

	I was wearing a collared shirt with a pair of baggy jean shorts. On my feet were a pair of Jordan 11’s Concord. My tennis shoe game was always fresh, so I wasn’t trying to hear what Latrina was talking about. I knew I looked good.

	“I’m not wearing anything too tight, and besides, these kicks are cool. You buggin’,” I said.

	 

	“Just go to the bathroom so I can curl your hair because wearing it straight like that isn’t cute. You need to keep that short haircut up. I’m still pissed you cut all that healthy hair off,” she said.

	I looked down at my outfit. “You don’t think I can get a man’s attention wearing this?”

	“Hell no, unless he’s a young nigga that just wants some pussy. Men want women who present themselves as women. I get it though, you feel comfortable covering your body, but there’s nothing wrong with getting dolled up occasionally. You’ll be twenty-one soon, Redz, so you can’t dress like this forever. Listen to me clearly, the nigga you are tryin’ to impress will be impressed by the time I’m finished with you. Matter of fact, just come to my bedroom, so I can fix you all the way up,” she said.

	I bet Trigg is gonna regret doin’ what he did to me!

	“Don’t fuck this up or else, I’m never lettin’ you borrow shit else,” I warned her.

	“Bitch just go to my bedroom,” she said, leaving out of my room.

	 

	An hour later...

	I was standing in the middle of Latrina’s junky room, staring at myself in the mirror. “I look like a backup dancer on In Living Color!” I shrieked.

	I was wearing a black spandex sleeveless mini dress with a pair of black heels. Latrina bumped my hair, then fluffed it out with a wide-tooth comb. I had Halle Berry’s hairstyle when she played in Boomerang. She put big gold hoop earrings in my ears and gave me gold bangles for my wrists. I had on red lipstick, eyeliner, and mascara around my eyes.

	I grimaced at myself. “I feel naked.”

	“But honeyyyyy you look GREAT! Ohhhhh...weeeeee! So, who are you tryin’ to impress?” she asked.

	“Benjamin Franklin.”

	She smacked her teeth. “You never tell me anything, but I bet Peanut knows,” she replied.

	“There’s nothing to tell, and besides, I don’t want my business gettin’ back to your homegirls. You get drunk and start runnin’ your mouth.”

	“The lies you tell, anyways walk across the bedroom for me. I want to see how you throw your hips around,” she said.

	I walked across the floor, keeping my balance. Heels weren’t a problem for me, I wore them several times, but I was a little stiff.

	“Not bad, but once that liquor hits, you’ll be strutting down the street like your name is Grace Jones,” she said. I stood in the mirror a few more seconds, processing what Latrina turned me into. “Are you sure that I look good?” I asked.

	“Of course, I won’t lie to you. Trust me, Redz, these niggas will be lovesick when they see you,” she said, getting off the bed.

	“I’m ready to take a shower and get dressed, so I’ll see you at the party later,” she said. She kissed my cheek before leaving her bedroom for the shower. I went inside my room to grab my MCM handbag, which carried my chromed 9mm.

	My mother was walking into the house with a pack of beers as I was heading to the front door. “Look at you, looking like a brickhouse. I almost thought you were Latrina until I saw that cornbread fed hips,” she said.

	“Thanks, Mama. I feel good too,” I chuckled.

	“Alright, well, my card game is starting soon, and I’m gonna fry up some catfish. I’ll save you a plate, baby,” she said.

	“Save me an extra one, please. You know I get hungry after a party.”

	“You know I got you,” she replied, heading towards the kitchen.

	My mother, Lolita, loved us in her own way, but she had an addiction she couldn’t kick. She was a straight up coke head, but I still respected her, nonetheless. The way I saw it, we all had some form of addiction. I walked out of the apartment, and niggas were in the hallway shooting craps.

	“Goddamn Redz, look at you lookin’ like a woman,” a guy named Jody said. He stood up from the game, licking his lips while rubbing his hands together. I hated when niggas did that shit.

	“Move the fuck out of my way!” I said, pushing him to the side to get past.

	“Damn, Redz, you treat a nigga bad,” he replied.

	“You ain’t cute, so stop doing that LL Cool J shit you be doing muthafucka,” I said. The building erupted in laughter, but that’s just how it was with me. My tongue was sharper than the nail on a pimp’s pinky finger. I couldn’t stand Jody, so he got it the worst. He grabbed my ass when I was fourteen-years old, and I haven’t liked him since.

	“Cut my nigga some slack, Redz, you know he ain’t neva had any pussy before,” Stacks spoke up.

	“Tell that nigga to stay out of my fuckin’ way,” I spat.

	Stacks was the neighborhood’s booster. He could get his hands on anything, but he never sold fake shit. Everything Stacks had in his truck was legit. He rolled the dice, then snapped his fingers. “I know you are going to Kat’s party, so be safe out there. Let me know if you have a problem,” he replied.

	“Of course.”

	I walked down the paint chipped stairs and out of the building. The parking lot in front of my building was jam packed. Biggie Smalls' song, One More Chance, blared out of a black Lexus surrounded by a group of hoes. I shook my head, not understanding the mindset of some girls in my hood. They treated niggas with money like royalty even though the men they praised disrespected them. I walked past the crowd, heading towards my friend Kat’s house. A fiend named Suga came up to me. She smelled like piss and was wearing brown-stained gray sweatpants and a holey t-shirt. Her hair was matted, and she only had one good tooth in her mouth. From what I heard from my mother, Suga was a high-priced hoe in the eighties until she got strung out.

	“What’s up, Suga?” I asked.

	“Help me out, Redz. I ain’t got no money, but I got something for you,” she said. She lifted her shirt, and a tray of chicken wings were tucked inside her sweatpants.

	“Come on, Suga. What can I do with that? My fridge is full, and besides, it’s hot as fuck out here. I don’t know how long you had that in your pants. Shit, are you trying to kill a bitch?”

	“I just got this out of my sister's house,” she replied.

	As soon as she said that Suga’s sister came across the street with a broom in her hand.

	“I told your stank ass to stop stealin’ out of my fuckin’ house, bitch! I have kids to feed, and you keep breaking into my goddamn apartment, taking food out of my kid’s mouth!” her sister screamed.

	“This ain’t your chicken! I got this from the farm!” Suga lied. 

	“What farm bitch?” her sister shouted.

	She swung her broom at Suga and missed. Suga hauled ass up the street, leaving me cracking up. I walked past a payphone riddled with bullet holes, and there were five niggas waiting in line to use the phone.

	“Hurry up nigga and get off the phone!” a man shouted.

	Only in the hood.

	The parking lot of Kat’s house was so full that cars were parked in the grass on the field. She charged five dollars at the door and thirty dollars to get inside the party if you were strapped. Most of the people paid thirty dollars at the door, so Kat was racking up. A black Jeep Wrangler drove up the street, blasting Raekwon's new song, Ice Cream. The Jeep’s doors were off; I saw the face of the driver as he drove past. It was Trigg, and he had three other niggas with him. My heart was beating out of my chest as I watched him park and get out of his truck. My stomach twisted in knots. From where I was standing, I saw the beam from the gold rope chain around his neck. He was wearing a Chicago Bull’s jersey, showing off his muscular arms. Trigg had to have put on at least twenty pounds within the past three years. He had a boss presence to him, especially since he looked like money.

	I can’t do this!

	Kat was standing in front of her door. She looked at her watch because I was two hours late. Her party started at ten o’clock, but it was past midnight.

	“Redz! Is that you?” Kat asked, walking towards me.

	I smirked. “Don’t think you will be getting this every day.”

	Kat tugged at the bottom of my dress. “Babyyyy, you look good! Turn around for me,” she said.

	“Bitch don’t start,” I chuckled.

	“I’m just saying, Redz, you look GREAT! Ohhhh, I know what this is about,” she said.

	I smacked my teeth. “What?”

	“You want Trigg back, don’t you?” she asked.

	I waved her off. “Girl, you trippin’.”

	Katherine aka Kat was the only shorty I rocked with in the hood outside of family. She was a tall and slim redbone, standing at five-foot-nine. Kat was a gorgeous girl and as prissy as they come. What I loved the most about her was her loyalty, and she wasn’t the type to run her mouth. I confided in Kat about almost everything, and she never told a soul. We walked inside her mother’s old townhouse, and the DJ was in the living room while her mother was in the kitchen fixing drinks. Who needs to go to the club when you can just go to Kat's house? The house was packed from wall to wall, but there was enough room to dance in the middle of the floor.

	“You want a drink?” Kat yelled over the music. “Yeah! Make it strong too!” I yelled back.

	She disappeared through the crowd, and I posted up against the wall because I wasn’t a dancer. The DJ played Afro Puffs by The Lady of Rage, and I bopped my head as the party got hype. As soon as I was beginning to loosen up, Trigg walked into the house with his niggas behind him.

	Kat better hurry the fuck up with my drink! Damn, why is that nigga finer than ever?

	 

	 

	Trigg
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	I  always came back to my hood to show love. My hood was like my mother, she nurtured me until I made enough money to leave her nest. And like any loyal son, I had to drop in every now and then to pay my respects to her for turning me into the nigga I am today.

	“Heyyyy Trigg,” a shorty named Melinda shouted over the music.

	I gave her the head nod but kept it moving through the crowd. No lie bitches being on a nigga stroked my ego. I had any pussy I wanted. There wasn’t a broad in my city that I couldn’t get.

	“Damn, the bitches in here ain’t all that,” my right-hand man Skeeno said. It was the same faces seen every day when we slid through Newtowne. Kat came out of the kitchen with drinks in her hand.

	“Redz is here,” Kat said to me.

	“Why are you tellin’ me? I’m good on shorty.”

	“You say that now until you see how good she’s lookin’ tonight,” she replied.

	“Mannnn, go on with that. Redz dresses like the newspaper boy every day of the week.”

	“You’ll see,” she said.

	I waved her off, I wasn’t trying to hear shit about Redz. Shorty was a young tomboy that wasn’t going to change her street ways.

	“The nigga ain’t feeling Redz in that way, so let it go,” Skeeno told her.

	“Y’all need to stop sleepin’ on my bitch is all I’m gonna say,” Kat said before she walked away.

	“How long are we here for? I gotta wake up early,” I told Skeeno.

	“Not long, but damn, since when you don’t want to be around the hunnies?” he replied.

	“Ain’t nothing in here for me fam.”

	Nick and Grizzy were posted up against the wall, checking out the women. “Yo, Trigg, you know that girl over there with the short haircut? We are trying to figure out who shorty is, but it ain’t coming to us. She looks familiar,” Nick said.

	I looked across the room and saw a thick shorty wearing a black tight dress that hugged her curves. Her haircut was sexy as fuck, and the red lipstick looked good on her nutmeg color skin. After staring at her for a while, I realized it was the shorty that my heart still belonged to. Redz was always beautiful, but sometimes her tough demeanor overshadowed her beauty. Her body had matured a lot, especially around the hips, she was always curvy and hid it underneath baggy clothes.

	“Is that Redz?” Skeeno asked.

	“Hell no, that ain’t Redz. Redz wears high-top sneakers with baggy shorts, and her hair is never done,” Nick said.

	Grizzy stared at her for a few more seconds. “Naw, that is Redz,” he said before walking off. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, and when she noticed me staring, we locked eyes. She hurriedly looked away, and I chuckled to myself because I knew shorty was still feeling a nigga.

	“Goddamn Redz is fine. She’s giving Nia Long a run for her money,” Nick said.

	“She must’ve come here to set a nigga up. Why else would she be dressed like that? Grizzy better make sure she doesn’t slip her hand into his pocket,” I replied.

	“Shid, Grizzy is in love with her. So, he’ll take that robbery like a gangsta,” Nick joked.

	“Grizzy is a fool for catching feelings for Redz. She’s our lil’ homie,” Skeeno replied.

	“Y’all niggas can watch Redz all night if y’all want to. I’m ready to step out, to smoke a blunt,” I replied. I loved all my homies, but I was feeling some type of way hearing them speak on a shorty that I’ll dead any nigga for. I walked outside before I lost my cool. My other two homeboys, Reeko and Monty, were chilling on the strip in front of Kat’s house, talking to a group of shorties. One of the shortie’s happened to be a broad named Jackie, I kicked it with from time to time.

	“You can’t come over and speak?” she asked.

	“Calm down, shorty. I’m just realizing now you are over there.”

	She walked up the walkway in front of Kat’s crib. Shorty was a cute redbone with nice lips and a small gap, but what I liked the most about her was her bowlegs.

	She threw her arms around me, pressing her breasts against my chest. “You can’t call anybody and tell them when you are coming through? Why do I have to hunt you down whenever you come down here?” she asked.

	I backed away from her because it was too hot to smell like her perfume. “What do I need to hit you up for when you are always on the strip? I see you left your clothes in the closet. What the fuck is this?” I asked while tugging at her sports bra. She was wearing a hot pink sports bra with a pair of cut off booty shorts. Everything was spilling out like she was trying to sell her ass.

	She crossed her arms underneath her breasts “Are you jealous?” she asked.

	“Never that but muthafuckas might get the wrong idea, thinkin’ you on a hoe stroll.”

	She smacked her teeth. “Anyways, what are you gettin’ into tonight? I missed you,” she said.

	“I’m going to take it in early,” I replied.

	“Come on Jackie. Monty is lettin’ me use his whip to go to the liquor store,” Latrina said, waving Monty’s car key. Latrina didn’t know how to drive, and Monty was only letting shorty drive his beamer because he was feeling her.

	“Are you riding with us?” Jackie asked me.

	“Hell naw, I’m not gettin’ in a whip with Latrina lil’ slow ass,” I chuckled.

	“I don’t like you being at Kat’s house, Trigg. It’s too many thirsty bitches back here, and I know how you get down,” she said.

	I waved her off. “Mannnn, I’m not trying to hear that shit right now. Do you need some bread, or are you good?”

	“I need my hair, nails, and feet done. Oh, and I want that new pair of pink Jimmy Choos that just came out,” she said. I went inside my pocket and pulled out a knot of money. It was the least I could do since she used to let me stash my work in her crib. She frowned her nose up when I handed her two g’s.

	“What the hell can I do with this, Trigg?” she asked. She looked disgusted like she smelled dog shit on the bottom of her heels.

	“Make it work shorty. You better hit the booster up and see if he can cop those heels for you for da low.”

	“The heels are thirteen hundred. I’ll only have seven hundred left, well less if you add the taxes. I know your other bitches get more than this,” she complained.

	“Yo, get the fuck out of my face before I take it back. You should be lucky a nigga still do shit for you.”

	She hurriedly stuffed the money inside her sports bra so I wouldn’t take it back. The door to Kat’s house opened, and the music blasted throughout the neighborhood. Redz and Kat walked out of the crib; Redz almost busted her ass, but Kat caught her.

	 

	“I told you that drink was going to catch up to you,” Kat told her. I had a whole view of Redz's body in that dress. Shorty was ready to have me dead a nigga for looking at her too hard. Redz was the brickhouse The Commodores sang about. Her thick legs looked smooth, and I could smell the fresh scent of her perfume. Shorty was gorgeous, there was no denying that, but I wondered what nigga she was trying to look good for.

	“Redz? Girllll, I didn’t know that was you. Who are you trying to snatch up tonight?” Jackie asked. Redz sat in the lawn chair in front of Kat’s house.

	“Not you,” Redz sarcastically replied.

	“Umm, anyways, you look uncomfortable,” Jackie said.

	“Uncomfortable enough to send you to an early grave? Don’t get me started, Jackie. You don’t want these kinds of problems,” Redz said, patting her purse.

	Jackie ignored her. “I’ll see you when I get back,” she told me. She sped walk away in fear that Redz would make good on her promise. Kat and Redz were laughing at Jackie.

	“That hoe keeps trying me knowing I’ll beat her ass,” Redz said.

	“You still haven’t changed, huh?” I asked.

	Redz looked around as if I was talking to someone else. She pointed at herself. “Are you talking to me?” she asked.

	“I ain’t cross-eyed shorty, you know who I’m talkin’ to.”

	 

	Redz shyly looked away like I was a stranger. Shid, I was in my feelings that a nigga done got to her and turned her into a different woman.

	“Why Redz actin’ like she doesn’t know a nigga?” I asked Kat.

	“She just had too much to drink,” she replied.

	“Is that right?” I replied, and Kat shook her head.

	“Go home Redz,” I said. That quickly got her attention because she grilled me.

	“Go home?” she repeated.

	“Yeah, you don’t need to be out here drunk, so you might as well go back to your crib. You weren’t doing shit anyway but plottin’ to a rob a nigga.”

	“Nigga, I don’t need to rob no fuckin’ body, so you better put some respect on my name,” she said.

	“You can either go home, or I’ll make my niggas drag your simple ass up the street in front of everybody. It’s your choice, shorty.”

	“How about you drag me,” she boldly replied.

	Monty and Reeko walked over to us. “You stirrin’ up shit tonight, Redz?” Monty asked.

	“And if I am,” Redz snapped. 

	“You always startin’ shit,” Monty chuckled.

	“Leave her alone,” Kat spoke up.

	“They better before I really get pissed off,” Redz said.

	“You know it’s all love, calm down,” Monty said.

	Reeko rubbed his stomach. “What kind of food y’all have in the crib?” he asked Kat.

	“I sat y’all a plate to the side. My mother will tell y’all where it is,” Kat replied.

	“Oh shit, good lookin’ out,” Reeko said. He and Monty rushed into the crib to get their food. “Welllll, let me go inside to make sure they get the right plate,” Kat said. Redz shook her head at Kat, signaling for her to stay outside with her.

	“I’ll be right back,” Kat told her. She rushed into the house too, leaving Redz alone with me. My eyes darted to Redz's legs when she crossed them.

	“You want a nigga to choke you out, huh?” I asked.

	Redz smirked. “Choke me for what?” she replied.

	“Yo, so what you got a nigga now? I couldn’t get you to comb your hair at one point, but I see someone else has you glowin’.”

	She grilled me. “I know damn well you ain’t gettin’ jealous over me when you have other bitches,” she said.

	“Shid you trippin’. I’m not cuffin’ these broads.”

	“The lies you tell,” she muttered.

	“Fuck what you are sayin’. I wanna know who is the nigga that you are fuckin’ with.”

	“You don’t own me, Trigg! I can do whatever, the fuck I wanna do with my pussy, and you ain’t going to do shit about it!” she said.

	“They don’t call me Trigg for nothin’, Redz. My trigger finger is always itchin’ so you already know what it is.”

	“Wowwww, I cannot believe you. Especially since you are fuckin’ trout mouth ass, Jackie,” she replied. What Redz was saying about Jackie went over my head. Far as I was concerned, Jackie was irrelevant in our discussion.

	“I was the first nigga to enter you, so I betta know somethin’ shorty. Who is the nigga that got you out here like this?” I seethed.

	“None of your damn business,” she replied.

	“Aight, come take a walk with me.”

	She frowned her nose up. “For what?” she replied.

	“So, we can talk, shorty.”

	“Umph, I’m good,” she said.

	“Get your ass up so we can smoke and talk.”

	She stood up from the chair, pulling down her tight dress before walking over to me. I could tell she was trying her hardest not to bust her ass in those heels, but she played it off.

	“Wanna stop past your crib to get your J’s?”

	“Boy please, I’m not new to this, I’m just a lil’ tipsy,” she replied.

	Redz strutted past me as she threw her hips side-to-side to further piss a nigga off. I followed her down the hill on the side of Kat’s home which led to the basketball court. A few older dudes were hooping while we chilled on the bench. I sat on the other end so she wouldn’t think I was crowding her. It was silent for a while except for the dribbling basketball. Redz was nervous, but I wanted answers. I went inside my pocket to pull out the bag of weed to roll up.

	“Why do you act as if I treated you badly?” I asked, breaking the silence.

	“What do you mean?” she asked.

	I looked at her. “Why did you turn me away when I came back to you?”

	“Because I knew you would never accept me,” she said.

	“Our homeboys think I’m the issue, but I tried to make amends with you, and you shot me down.”

	“I figured being strangers was better since you no longer wanted me as a girlfriend,” she replied.

	“You foul for that bullshit. I told you to choose between our relationship and hustlin’, and you chose hustlin’. I didn’t say shit about our friendship!”

	“Why are you yellin’?” she asked.

	“My bad, shorty. Forget we even had this conversation.”

	Redz scooted closer to me. “There’s no point opening old wounds,” she said.

	I broke up the weed while placing it inside the blunt. Thinking of the past was getting to a nigga.

	“You usually go the other way when you see me, but you didn’t run this time is why I’m talking to you. The dress is the cherry on top though.”

	“I need a new connect,” she blurted out.

	I chuckled. “So that’s why you ain’t running away from me this time? You only talkin’ to me because you need product?”

	Redz avoided coming near me for three years. I was thinking she was ready to bury the hatchet, but shorty was only thinking “money”. She was silent so I knew that’s what it was. Redz was too hardcore at times. Why wasn’t it easy for her to say, “I miss you?” To my understanding women were supposed to be nurturing and affectionate but not Redz. Redz was never going to choose me, so I had to live with it.

	“I still love you, Trigg,” she said, breaking the silence.

	“Mannnn get gone with that bullshit. Don’t get mushy on me now because you need my product. I’m not fallin’ for the games, so give it to me straight up. How much do you need?”

	“A brick,” she said.

	“Bet.”

	“That’s it? You ain’t gonna lecture me?” she asked.

	I shook my head. “Naw, you are a customer like everyone else who cops from me. But I do like my money up front, so when can I expect my twenty-five g’s?”

	“Twenty-five g’s?” she repeated.

	“Yeah, shorty.”

	I was taxing the fuck out of Redz. My bricks went for twenty g’s, but the price drops if someone cops more than three.

	“That’s too much,” she said.

	I lit the blunt then blew the smoke in her face. “It’s pure like you once were.”

	“I can go somewhere else,” she said.

	“Cool wit’ me shorty.”

	I passed her the blunt, and she smacked my hand away. “I thought personal feelings were set aside when it came to the hustle,” she said.

	“I’m treatin’ you how female hustlas get treated. It’s not personal sweetheart, it’s business.”

	“You are still tryin’ to control me!” she said, getting loud.

	“Say what you want shorty, but I’m not changin’ the price.”

	“You still think I’m incapable because I’m a woman, huh? Okay, fine, how about you put me on your team, and I’ll show you,” she said.

	“Yooo, this is too funny.”

	“Naw, fuck that! I want you to see that I’m different,” she said.

	Shorty ain’t gonna last a day on my team, but maybe it’ll humble her pretty ass.

	“What’s the catch?”

	“You drop my price to fifteen g’s a brick after I prove to you that I’m just as good as any other nigga on your team,” she said.

	Shorty is bluffin’.

	I chuckled. “I’ll do you one better. I’ll charge you ten g’s a brick if you can last six months with me.”

	“What’s the catch on your end if I fail?” she asked.

	“If you fail, you gotta be my shorty again. I don’t mean a secret relationship this time, I want the streets to know about us.”

	“You don’t seem like you want a relationship anymore,” she said.

	I domed the blunt. “Every nigga’s goal is to have a woman he can come home to. You can’t build a palace without a queen.” I stood from the bench. “You should start shopping for lingerie because I want a lap dance as soon as you fail.”

	Redz finally took the blunt from me when I passed it to her. “You’ll be waiting for that dance for a long time,” she said.

	“It’s time for me to bounce. I’ll be scoopin’ you up later, around six in the evening.”

	She stood from the bench. “I’ll be ready at five-forty-five,” she replied. She walked away, and I followed her. I chuckled when she almost tripped.

	“Don’t fall shorty!” I called out.

	“Shut up!” she said.

	A boy around age twelve was chasing behind a girl around the same age. They bumped into Redz. “My bad Redz!” the boy shouted while running down the hill. Redz lost her footing. 

	“Oh shit!” I yelled out.

	She was lying in the grass with her ass out. Shorty was wearing a red thong. Redz was the nickname I gave her because all she wore were red panties. I picked her up and pulled her dress down. Redz was laughing so hard her body trembled.

	“I just knew I was gonna fall and bust my ass,” she said.

	I brushed the dirt off her dress. “Stop, Trigg. I’m not a child,” she complained.

	“Yo, shut the fuck up and let a nigga be a gentleman.”

	“You just wanted to touch my ass,” she joked.

	“You ain’t got none.”

	“Shiddd, this is angus steak back here,” she replied, cupping her ass cheek. My dick jumped at the bounce of Redz’s meaty ass.

	“I stopped puttin’ air back there, so it went flat,” I joked. Redz playfully punched my arm. 

	“Asshole,” she giggled.

	I walked Redz to the front of Kat’s door, and the party was even more crowded than before. Kat parties didn’t end until six in the morning sometimes.

	“I’ll see you later on playboy,” Redz said.

	“Be easy shorty.”

	I waited until Redz went into the house before I left Newtowne.

	 

	 

	Grizzy
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	Nine hours later...

	I  was sitting in a chair in the back of Trigg’s grandfather’s pool bar called, Crazy Eight. My head was pounding from the drinks I had at Kat’s party. The liquor was coming out of my pores, smelling up the room. Trigg and Skeeno were stacking kilos of cocaine on top of the tables. There were over six liquor boxes filled with kilos they were breaking down. I was the nigga with the product before Trigg came into the street status he had. If it wasn’t for me, the crew wouldn’t have been formed. Shit, I felt like the Bobby Brown of New Edition.

	“Yo, you ain’t gonna help?” Trigg asked me. “I got a hangover,” I yawned.

	“Naw, fuck that! Nigga get the fuck up off your ass and put this shit up!” he barked.

	I chuckled to myself because Trigg's pretty boy ass was always angry at the world. “Can I finish my ginger ale?” I asked.

	His cell phone rang. “I’ll be in the front,” he said on his way out of the room. It was just me and Skeeno left in the back room.

	Skeeno weighed a brick on a scale. “Yo, what’s up with you? Why are you trippin’?” he asked.

	“I’m tired, fam. We do this shit from sunup til’ sundown, and we don’t catch a break.”

	Skeeno shook his head. “A break? Nigga, this ain’t no nine to five, and it’s not like we ain’t eatin’. Our pockets are fatter than they've ever been. You got a fat ass crib in Bowie with four whips and a motorcycle. We are young and rich fool; fuck is talkin’ about a break for?” he asked.

	Bitch ass nigga always dick ridin’ Trigg.

	“Give me five more minutes, then I’ll help.”

	“You know Redz joinin’ the team,” he said.

	I sat up in the chair. “Redz as in Shanessa Williams?”

	“Yeah, fool,” he said.

	“When did she and Trigg become cool again?”

	“Shid, does it matter? We can push more product with seven people on the team. Plus, I’m happy she’s coming back to the crew. She’s the only one who can tame that nigga’s attitude,” he replied. 

	The crew didn’t know Redz and Trigg were fucking, but I’ve known for six years. I pretended to be blind to the fact, so I could openly flirt with Redz. Trigg’s grandfather, Stanley, came into the back room, wiping his hands on his apron. He was a cool cat and let us use his pool hall for our street business. It was Trigg’s drug money that bought the building for his bar.

	    “Y’all hurry up and put this shit up. My bartenders will be here soon,” he said.

	“Give us two more hours, Gramps,” Skeeno replied.

	“Two more hours? Y’all lil’ niggas been here for three hours already,” he replied. I tossed my can in the trash can before getting up to help Skeeno weigh the bricks.

	“We need to put this shit up so I can bounce,” Trigg said.

	“Hurry up so I can unlock the doors at noon,” Stanley said, looking at his watch.

	“Aight, Gramps, go ahead up front and let us finish back here,” Trigg replied. Stanley left the back room, so we could get back to work.

	“I heard Redz gonna be joinin’ the crew again. I get to see that pretty ass face of hers every day,” I said.

	Trigg grilled me. “Yo, back off shorty wit’ all that thirsty shit. You bring her up every day like you don’t see her on the block,” he replied.

	Skeeno shook his head. “Here we go,” he said.

	“I’m just sayin’ how much I miss her being around us all day and every day, just shootin’ the breeze. But on some real shit, I think I might tell her how I really feel about her.”

	“You sure about that playboy?” Trigg asked.

	“I’ve been wantin’ Redz for a while now, and I can’t hold back anymore. I want her to be my shorty.”

	It ain’t my fault you wanted her to be a secret muthafucka!

	“So, you think you can pull Redz, huh?” he replied.

	“She’s feelin’ me too. I’m gonna tell her how I feel tonight when me, her, Nick, and Peanut go bowling.”

	Trigg chuckled it off, but I knew the nigga really wanted to put a bullet in my head. He got the nickname Trigg short for trigger because he was a sharpshooter. His grandfather used to be in the military, and trained Trigg on how to use guns at an early age. The nigga could’ve been a sniper.

	“That’s what’s up. You need some pizza money?” he replied like I was his son.

	“You got mad jokes, but I got enough money to spoil Redz with.”

	Trigg smirked. “Cool,” he said.

	He pulled up the corner of the carpet and then a floorboard to store the bricks in. There were still bricks inside the floor and in the walls from the last shipment. Trigg was sitting on a gold mine. Nobody in the crew knew who was supplying him, not even Skeeno. I wanted to know who was the nigga that was passing Trigg bricks like it was candy.

	I’m gonna find out who this nigga is coppin’ from, sooner or later, even if I die trying.

	 

	**************

	 

	 

	An hour and a half later, I walked into my mother’s crib. The smell of fried chicken and greens caused my stomach to growl. My pregnant sister, Retta, and cousin Jackboy were sitting in the living room watching TV.

	“You look like a hot ass mess,” Retta said.

	I sat in the recliner. “I had a hangover,” I replied.

	“You were at Kat’s party?” Jackboy asked.

	“Yeah, and those drinks did me in. Why you ain’t come through?” I replied.

	“Naw, I’m good on that bullshit, plus I don’t fuck with the niggas in your circle,” he said.

	“You gotta let that beef go, fam. You don’t even know for sure if Nick did the shit.”

	“It doesn’t matter, I’on fool with those niggas regardless,” he said.

	Jackboy was from a different neighborhood, he had his own crew called, G.M.T. short for, Get Money Team. Jackboy was a stick-up kid, and that’s how he got the name Jackboy. He had beef with Trigg’s crew because of Nick. The word on the street was that Nick killed one of his homeboys named Rob in high school. There was only speculation because Nick and Rob had beef over a rap battle. Jackboy didn’t make a move on Nick because he was part of the crew I grinded with. A war between my cousin and homie would’ve killed my pockets.

	“Let me get some money, Grizzy,” my sister said with her hand out.

	“Yo, I just bought you a car. I’m not givin’ you shit else until the baby shower,” I replied.

	She smacked her teeth. “But I bet you are givin’ them bitches in Newtowne money. You know my daughter’s father is doing a bid, so I ain’t got a choice but to ask you for money,” she said.

	Jackboy went inside his pocket, pulling out a wad of money. He peeled off a few one-hundred-dollar bills before slamming the money on the coffee table.

	“There you go now you can go in the kitchen and help your mother while I holla at Grizzy,” he told her. 

	Retta rolled her eyes at him instead of thanking him. Shorty had a fucked-up attitude like someone owed her something. She snatched the money off the table then stuffed it inside her bra. Jackboy waited until she went into the kitchen before, he started talking again.

	“Yo, when are we gonna take care of that like we discussed?” he asked.

	“I’ll give you the heads up when I’m ready. Trigg have niggas surrounding his grandfather’s bar twenty-four-seven. I’m tellin’ you, runnin’ up in there robbin’ the spot isn’t the way to go. We need a solid plan.”

	He sat back on the couch, twiddling with the few strands of hair on his chin. Trigg has niggas in his back pockets that weren’t even in the crew. Jackboy and his homies were outnumbered and wouldn’t make it out alive if they ran in any of his spots.

	“I don’t understand you, Cuz. You hate the nigga, but you ain’t doing shit about it. Didn’t he take over what you built? What about that dyke bitch that you wanted, but he ended up bangin’ her? You live in that nigga’s shadow and ain’t doin’ a damn thing about it,” he said.

	“Redz ain’t no dyke muthafucka, and the difference between us is that I think shit through. You can’t just rob a nigga like Trigg, you gotta dethrone him first. And what about his supplier? Do you think he’ll let that shit slide with the amount of money he makes off Trigg? We gotta be smart about it, but first, we need to find out who his connect is before we do anything. But dig this, Redz is comin’ to the team. I think she can find out who supplies him once I get her on my side.”

	Jackboy shook his head. “Broooo, why would Redz change on a nigga that’s puttin’ money in her pockets?” he replied.

	“Because at the end of the day, she’s a woman. I don’t care how tough that broad seems to be, she’ll fold if that nigga hurt her good enough. ‘Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.’”

	My mother came into the living room with a glass of fresh squeezed lemonade.

	She handed me the glass. “You look terrible,” she said.

	“I feel even worse,” I replied.

	“I need a favor from you,” she said.

	My mother and sister always had their hands out. I moved them out of the hood, bought them cars, and paid the bills, but that still wasn’t good enough. They were burning a hole in my pockets.

	“How much do you need?” I asked.

	She put her hands on her hip. “Nigga, do it look like I was ready to ask your black ass for money?” she asked.

	“Tell him, Aunty,” Jackboy instigated.

	“Anyways, I told my friend Sheila that her daughter could come here. She’s going to be stayin’ with me, but I need you to pick her up from the airport tomorrow morning,” she said.

	“Who is Sheila?” Jackboy asked.

	“My friend from back in the day. She moved to Arizona when we were teenagers, but we kept in touch over the years. Her daughter is going to enroll in a college here. I told her she could stay until she finds her own apartment,” my mother replied.

	“I hope she comes with a job too, and why didn’t you run this by me first? This ain’t a motel and having strangers staying here isn’t cool. You trippin’ big time Ma.”

	“She is a straight ‘A’ student that was raised properly and grew up in a church. I know she’s a wholesome girl, unlike the hoes you be screwin’ around with. Shit, maybe you should date her, so you can stop chasin’ those fast tail wenches around,” she replied.

	Retta wobbled out of the kitchen with a plate of fried chicken, baked macaroni and cheese, and greens damn near stacked to the ceiling. 

	“Did you apply for food stamps yet?” I asked her.

	“Did you?” she snapped back.

	“Can you pick her up or what?” my mother asked.

	“What do you have to do tomorrow?” I replied.

	“Your sister has a prenatal appointment around the same time Breonna’s plane arrives. So, can you be at the airport at one o’clock? I already told her what your car looks like, so she’ll be expecting you,” she replied.

	“I have more than one whip, you don’t even know what I’ll be driving but damn, I’ll do it. Which car did you tell her I’ll be in?”

	“A gold Lexus. I gave her your tag number too,” she nonchalantly said.

	“Why don't you ask me, Aunty?” Jackboy asked.

	“So, you can rob the poor girl with yo’ scary ass,” she replied.

	“I don’t discriminate,” Jackboy chuckled.

	 

	My mother rolled her eyes. “Umm hmmmm, y’all can come into the kitchen to get a plate,” she said. Me and Jackboy went into the kitchen, and our plates were already on the dinner table. I washed my hands before I dug in.

	“Calm down fool, it ain’t going anywhere,” my mother told me. I continued scarfing down the food as if I hadn’t eaten in days.

	“Redz's sister is Latrina, right?” Jackboy asked me.

	“Yeah, why?”

	“Put me on with her. I saw her in the mall last week but she ain’t have no play for a nigga,” he said.

	“Monty is on that.”

	“Fuck that bitch-ass nigga. As a matter of fact, I’ll pull up shorty myself the next time I see her,” he replied.

	I continued eating while Jackboy gave me a rundown of the sexual things he wanted to do to Latrina. My mind ventured off to Redz, thinking about our date later. Well, it really wasn’t a date, but I had plans of popping up on her at the bowling alley. Fuck Trigg and his feelings—a nigga was on a mission.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Redz
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	Four hours later…

	 

	I t was five in the evening when I walked out of my bedroom fully dressed. I was wearing a pair of gray spandex biker shorts, a short red sleeve hoodie with a pair of red Reeboks. My mother was in the kitchen making Kool-Aid. The apartment was spotless; there were no signs that the card party ended a few hours ago.

	 

	“We didn’t keep you up, did we?” she asked.

	 

	I went into the kitchen to grab a bag of chips. “I slept with my headphones on.”

	 

	“You have a letter on the coffee table,” she said.

	 

	“Trash it.”

	 

	“You can’t stay mad at him forever, Redz. There comes a time when you will have to forgive him,” she replied.

	 

	“Fuck that nigga, Ma. I think it’s time you say, ‘fuck him too’.”

	 

	She shrugged. “That man gave me two beautiful daughters. How can I ever tell him that?” she replied.

	 

	“That nigga was beatin’ your ass right in front of me and Latrina. I will never forget what he did to his family, so tell that muthafucka to stop writin’ me. He’s dead to me.”

	 

	She let out a sigh. “He’s been in prison for ten years. He had ten years to think about all the wrong he’s done,” she replied.

	 

	“Fuck that nigga!” I said loud enough for the neighbors to hear.

	 

	My father, Big Pete, was locked up for attempted murder and murder after trying to strangle his sidepiece to death because she wouldn’t get rid of his baby. He threw her down the stairs of a motel while she was six months pregnant with their son. His son died in the mother’s womb, and the sidepiece became handicapped because of the oxygen she lost to her brain when he strangled her. My father was a psycho that physically and emotionally abused women. He used to beat Latrina when she would wear a pair of shorts, even if the shorts stopped past her knees. He made her cover every inch of her skin up to her neck because she was fully developed at a young age. I was traumatized by the way he left belt welts on her skin that I wore extra baggy clothes to avoid his harsh punishments. Being a tomboy is what kept me safe when Big Pete lived with us. In the end, I became stuck in those ways.

	 

	I left the apartment and like always, niggas were in the hallway shooting craps.

	 

	“No dress today?” Jody asked.

	 

	“Naw, which means I can kick your ass.”

	 

	He threw his hands up in frustration. “You must need some dick,” he snickered.

	 

	“You mean the glass dick I got your mother puffin’ on? Shorty smokes big rocks, bigger than your lil’ bobble head ass body,” I replied. 

	 

	Jody’s mother was a fiend that copped from me too. He looked at his homies in embarrassment as they clowned him. Jody had something against me, but whatever it was, I was getting fed up with the disrespect.

	 

	“You ain’t got shit else to say? Every time you see me, you be tryin’ to joan on me to impress those niggas that don’t find your ass funny.”

	 

	“Yo, you are lucky you are bitch, or else I’ll pistol whip you!” he yelled.

	 

	“Oh word?” a deep voice asked from behind me. I turned around, and it was Trigg standing in the stairwell. Jody looked at his homeboys for help, but they backed away from him.

	 

	“Yo, Mikey, make sure nobody comes in the building,” Trigg said.

	 

	Mikey walked down the stairs and stood in front of the building to keep anyone from coming inside. Trigg walked over to Jody and in one swift motion, he pulled out his glock and struck him in the face with it. His friends stood back and watched Trigg repeatedly smash his face in with the butt of the gun. Jody slipped, but Trigg caught him by the neckline of his shirt. I learned a long time ago to never get in a man’s fight, so I stood back and silently watched.

	 

	“Say that bitch-ass shit now muthafucka!” Trigg shouted while striking him again. Blood splashed on the brick graffiti-covered walls inside the building and on Trigg’s clothes. Jody went crashing onto the floor after Trigg let him go.

	 

	“Pick this nigga up and get him away from this building. Leave out the back way,” Trigg ordered Jody’s homeboys. The five of them hurriedly picked up Jody and carried him downstairs and out of the back of the building.

	 

	“You good?” Trigg asked.

	 

	“Yeah, but you ain’t. You got blood all over your clothes. I still have a few shirts and baller shorts you left in my closet.”

	 

	My mouth watered when he took off his shirt; he had the body of an athlete. He wasn’t big and bulky, but he had a six-pack with toned triceps and biceps.

	 

	“You gonna unlock the door or just stare at a nigga?” he asked.

	 

	I forgot my house key, so I knocked on my mother’s door. “When are you gettin’ your own crib? You ain’t a teenager anymore,” Trigg said.

	 

	“When I feel like it. Why are you in my business?”

	 

	“Yo, that smart ass mouth ain’t even necessary. That’s why these niggas around here be fuckin’ witchu because you talk too much tough shit,” he said.

	 

	I knocked again, louder than before. “Naw, they are just mad they can’t fuck me. My mouth ain’t got nothing to do with it.”

	 

	“Who is it?” my mother shouted on the other end.

	 

	“It’s me!” I shouted back.

	 

	She opened the door. “Oh hey, Kamontae,” she greeted Trigg.

	 

	“Hey Mrs. Lolita,” Trigg replied nicely.

	 

	She opened the door for us to come in. It’s been a long time since Trigg stepped foot in the apartment. He looked around, and noticed how everything was updated, such as the furniture, TV, and African statues.

	 

	My mother looked down at Trigg’s Jordans and noticed the blood stains. “I see you are still getting into fights. You and Redz together have always been hell,” she said.

	 

	“You know I’on play about Redz,” Trigg smirked. My mother closed the door then locked it.

	 

	“Y’all are back together again, huh?” she asked.

	 

	“We were never together,” I lied, and Trigg grilled me.

	 

	“You think I didn’t know y’all were sleeping around while I was at work? I found condom wrappers in my trash can bathroom. At the time, Latrina was in the detention center, so I know it wasn’t hers. It’s safe to drop the act now,” she said.

	 

	“Ma, you ain’t never tell me that!” I shrieked from embarrassment.

	 

	Trigg put his arm around my shoulder. “Redz don’t want me anymore. I tried to win her back, but she wasn’t havin’ it, so we stopped talkin’. We good now though, ain’t that right shorty?” Trigg asked me.

	 

	“Umm hmmm,” I replied.

	 

	My mother’s nose started running. “It’s time for my nap,” she said.

	 

	She went down the hallway to her room and closed the door. Trigg beat me to my bedroom. I stood in the doorway and watched him as he stared at the pictures of us on my nightstand. He picked up one particular picture; the photo was of us sitting on the bench near the basketball court. I was wearing an oversized button-up shirt, baggy jeans with a pair of Timbs. My hair was wild and out of place; I was posing with both of my middle fingers up. For the life of me, I don’t know what he saw in me back then—I was too rugged. A smile spread across his face.

	 

	“I miss these days shorty,” he said.

	 

	“Me too, especially the nights where we stayed up ‘til morning to talk about everything.”

	 

	He sat the picture down. “We haven’t said much to each other in three years but saw each other every day. That’s wild as fuck,” he said in disbelief.

	 

	If only you knew why I really stayed away.

	 

	I went inside my closet while Trigg undressed. At the bottom of my closet was a storage bin with Trigg’s old clothes. I grabbed his Tommy Hilfiger shirt and shorts. A second later, he was stretched out across my bed with his eyes closed.

	 

	“Trigg! I know you ain’t sleep.”

	 

	“I’ve been up since six this morning. I’m beat,” he yawned.

	 

	“We got things to do, so come on.”

	 

	“Your beds have always been comfortable,” he said.

	 

	“You are wastin’ my time. I made plans with Peanut, and I don’t want to be late.”

	 

	“You on my time shorty, not the other way around. Shut your door and lock it,” he said. I shut and locked my bedroom door, so he could get dressed, but he wasn’t moving.

	 

	“You can’t get too comfortable. What if someone called the pigs on you for Jody?”

	 

	“Shiddd, that will never happen down here. Stop actin’ paranoid, Redz. What I’m makin’ you nervous?” he asked.

	 

	He pulled me onto the bed, I fell on top of him. Trigg’s erection pressed against my stomach. I’ve been with other niggas throughout the years, but nobody could compete with my first love. I caught butterflies as his hands slid down my back to cuff my cheeks.

	 

	“You don’t run shit, Redz, so fall back and wait for me to tell you when we’re ready to leave,” he said, against my lips. His breath smelled like Doublemint gum; his cologne was enticing. I was nervous and wanted to push him away, but I couldn’t. I’ve dreamt about him holding me more times than I could count.

	 

	“We can’t mix business with pleasure.”

	 

	He squeezed my ass cheeks harder. “Why are you always runnin’ from me?” he asked. He kissed the side of my neck, and the flood gates opened, causing a throbbing sensation in my clit. A moan escaped my lips when he kissed my neck with his tongue. He gripped my hair, pulling my head back, deepening the neck kisses. My nipples hardened to be suckled.

	 

	“Triggg,” I moaned.

	 

	His hand slipped into my shorts and into my panties. “Damn Redz, you really missed me, huh?” he asked. His fingers parted my pussy lips to massage my clit. My center was throbbing uncontrollably. “Go ahead and cum shorty,” Trigg said. I rested my head on his chest as his fingers made love to my center. My body went frigid while I deeply gasped from the ecstasy Trigg was taking me through. The juicy sounds of his fingers diving into my pussy heightened the experience. Hearing and feeling how wet Trigg had me was a sign that no other man could make music with my body the way he did. He suckled on my neck again, applying more pressure as I climaxed.

	 

	“Goddamn shorty,” Trigg said after I squirted on his fingers.

	 

	I hurriedly climbed off him, feeling embarrassed that he was able to make me squirt without penetration.

	 

	“Why did you get up? I wasn’t finished,” he said.

	 

	“That was enough.”

	 

	Trigg got off the bed with his girthy dick pressed against his leg inside his boxer briefs. He grabbed the clean clothes off the bed to finally get dressed. I went into the bathroom to freshen up and change my panties. I had already taken a shower an hour prior, but it was too hot to walk around with a sticky pussy.

	 

	“Don’t be long!” Trigg called out after I closed the bathroom door.

	 

	 

	Five minutes later, I walked out of the bathroom feeling refreshed. “I’m out here!” Trigg called out from the living room.

	 

	The front door of the apartment unlocked when I walked down the hallway. Latrina and Jackie came into the apartment with shopping bags. I don’t know how I forgot Trigg and Jackie were fucking around. Trigg had me so caught up that for a second, I thought I was the only woman in his life again.

	 

	“Awwww shit. Trigg and Redz are back,” Latrina happily said. She didn’t know anything about me and Trigg other than us being close friends. Jackie was also clueless of the fact that I had intimate moments with the man she was fucking.

	 

	“Yeah, you can say that,” I said to Latrina.

	 

	“I wonder why Monty didn’t tell me,” she said.

	 

	“That’s because it ain’t your business,” Trigg replied.

	 

	“Anything about my baby sister is and will always be my business,” Latrina responded.

	 

	“Babe, do you want to see the shoes I bought with the money you gave me last night?” Jackie asked but Trigg ignored her. She went into a Bloomingdale’s shopping bag and pulled out a shoe box to show him anyway.

	 

	“I need to go to the bathroom. That damn fish sub is runnin’ through me,” Latrina said. She dropped her bags on the floor then took off down the hallway to the bathroom.

	 

	“What do you think about these, Redz?” Jackie asked. She was holding up a pair of pink expensive looking heels.

	 

	“They are decent,” I nonchalantly replied.

	 

	“Oh, but wait. You have to see this badass lingerie set I bought with it,” she said.

	 

	“Yo, what is this? Show and tell?” Trigg asked her.

	 

	“This is the last thing babe,” Jackie said.

	 

	I sat on the couch to see what the hoe was going to pull out of her Barney bag.

	 

	“BAM!” Jackie said when she pulled out the pink feathery lingerie set.

	 

	“I thought your favorite color was red. That’s a lot of pink going on,” I said to Trigg.

	 

	“Wellll, if you must know, Trigg thinks pink looks good on my skin tone. Maybe you should come shopping with me and Latrina one day. Aren’t you sick of acting and looking like a boy at your age?” Jackie asked while giggling.

	 

	“A bitch buys a pair of pink heels, and now she thinks her name is Hilary Banks. How are you bougie when you have roaches crawling over the expensive clothes and shoes you have? And why is Trigg givin’ you an allowance when he can just move you out of the hood? Your pussy must not be worth it shorty. You should be offended by the little he does. If I was you, I’ll take that shit back and buy roach spray and traps,” I replied.

	 

	“I always knew you were jealous of me. You act like a bitch every time I come around. Is it because you want what I have?” she asked.

	 

	I got up from the couch, and Trigg hurriedly stood between us. “Whoaaa, shorty, not in your mama’s crib,” he said to me.

	 

	“Call me later Latrina! I’m going home!” Jackie yelled out.

	 

	She grabbed her bags. “Yeah, get the fuck out, and don’t bring your ass back in here,” I told Jackie. She was mumbling underneath her breath on her way to the door.

	 

	“Aren’t you gonna walk me to my building?” she asked Trigg.

	 

	“No, he’s not,” I responded.

	 

	“I was talkin’ to Trigg,” she spat.

	 

	“And I’m speakin’ for him, and the answer is ‘no’! Now get the fuck out!” Jackie left the apartment without saying another word.

	 

	“I can’t believe you like ditzy bitches like her,” I told Trigg.

	 

	“If you want me to yourself, just say that,” he replied.

	 

	Latrina came out of the bathroom holding her stomach. “Nobody should go in the bathroom for five hours,” she said.

	 

	“Goddamn shorty. You just don’t give a fuck, huh?” Trigg asked while holding his nose.

	 

	“Everybody shit, and I know your shit stank too,” Latrina replied.

	 

	“You smell worse than the fiends that be shittin’ on the playground sliding boards,” Trigg said.

	 

	“Monty tossed my salad, so he has no problem with my ass,” she said.

	 

	Latrina couldn’t hold water, not even her own which is why nobody liked telling her anything. She was the type to kiss and tell. One time she told the entire hood that the man she was fucking liked getting a finger up his ass when receiving head.

	 

	“Dirty ass,” Trigg said. Latrina gave him her middle finger.

	 

	“Why were you fussin’ at Jackie, Redz?” she asked me.

	 

	“She keeps sayin’ slick shit, so she can’t come back up here.”

	 

	“You are always runnin’ my friends away,” Latrina replied.

	 

	“Because those bitches don’t respect me.”

	 

	“Whatever Redz,” she said.

	 

	Latrina wasn’t paying bills or bringing groceries into the house; she didn’t have a choice but to respect my wishes. Trigg went to the front door; it was our cue to leave. We walked outside to the parking lot, and there were a group of young women standing near Trigg’s black Range Rover.

	 

	“Hey, Trigg. I just got finished cookin’, do you want a plate?” a woman named Tina asked.

	 

	“I’m good shorty,” Trigg replied.

	 

	The women around the way didn’t expect a woman like me to be Trigg’s shorty; they openly flirted with him when we were together. I was used to not being seen as his potential shorty. He unlocked the door and I got into the passenger’s seat.

	 

	Maybe I should start dressin’ more feminine, so these hoes can see me as a threat. A hustla in heels…yeah, I like the sound of that.

	 

	Trigg started the truck and pulled out of the parking lot. He rested his hand on my thigh, and I smacked it away.

	 

	“Yo, you crazy as shit with this flip-floppy-ass attitude,” he said.

	 

	“I’m not tryin’ to be confused by you. You have bitches all over the city, Trigg. You think I want to join the fan club? It must be nice to have your cake and eat it too.”

	 

	“Here we go,” he said.

	 

	“And I’m gonna keep goin’ there until you stop playin’ with me muthafucka!”

	 

	Trigg chuckled. “Aight, bro,” he said, ruffling my hair.

	 

	I bucked at him. “I’ll beat your ass,” I joked.

	 

	“Yeah right. Are you hungry though?” he asked.

	 

	“Now we’re talkin’.”

	 

	“Greedy ass,” he chuckled.

	 

	I reclined the seat to get comfortable while Trigg took the highway exit. My eyelids grew heavy from the AC blasting—I was too relaxed. I eventually dozed off…

	 

	***********

	 

	 

	I was sitting at Trigg's grandfather’s bar eating a fried chicken basket. Gramps’s bar was spacious and could probably fit a crowd of two hundred people. Anita Baker’s song, Body and Soul was playing on low out the ceiling speakers. Trigg, Monty, Reeko, and Nick were in the arcade section playing Street Fighter. I heard them arguing from across the bar about who was cheating.

	 

	“Nigga, you stay pressin’ the buttons too hard. That’s cheating!” I heard Nick shout.

	 

	Gramps sat a beer on the counter in front of me. “You want more chicken?” he asked.

	 

	“Yes, five more pieces.”

	 

	“I love to see a woman that won’t turn down food,” he chuckled.

	 

	“You know I always loved your fried chicken.”

	 

	“Melinda! Bring another basket of chicken out!” Gramps yelled out to the bartender, who was cleaning off a table.

	 

	“Give me one minute Stanley!” she replied.

	 

	Trigg’s grandfather Stanley, who I called Gramps, looked good for his age. He was sixty-five years old and had deep-brown skin and gray silky-wavy hair. He was a few inches shorter than Trigg and stockier. Gramps was a handsome man with a pretty smile. Trigg favored him a lot, he even had his attitude. Gramps was the only father figure Trigg had; Trigg didn’t have a mother either. Fifteen years ago, Trigg’s mother and grandmother were shot execution-style. I heard they were leaving the grocery store when they were kidnapped and murdered. There was a rumor that Trigg’s mother was a hustla, but he didn’t acknowledge those rumors or talk about his mother. To sum it all up, Trigg came from a family with a dark past.

	 

	Melinda came out of the kitchen with a fresh basket of chicken. I couldn’t wait to dive in. Someone reached over my shoulder and took a wing.

	 

	“What the hell!”

	 

	Trigg was standing next to me, eating the chicken wing. “We gotta hurry up so I can give you that asap. I have somewhere to be,” he said.

	 

	“Give me five minutes.”

	 

	“Come to the back when you’re finished,” he replied.

	 

	 

	Trigg left the bar area as I scarfed down the rest of my food. Once I was finished, I got up from the stool to meet Trigg in the back of the bar behind the beaded curtain. He was talking to two older men that I’d never seen before. Both men looked to be in their thirties to early forties. The bulge underneath their staff shirts indicated they were wearing bulletproof vests. One of the guys had a patch over his left eye with a deep scar on his face. Trigg opened the door that was being guarded, gesturing for me to go in first. I walked into a room with storage racks full of liquor boxes and metal tables lined up against the wall.

	 

	“What’s in here?” I asked while looking around.

	 

	“Take your shirt off shorty,” Trigg demanded. 

	 

	“I know you ain’t bring me back here to fuck around. See, I just knew your ass was playin’ games.”

	 

	Trigg shook his head. “Yo, take your fuckin’ shirt off before I rip it off. We had a deal shorty, so I plan to see it through, you feel me?” he asked.

	 

	My mind was in the gutter, especially after Trigg brought me to an intense orgasm moments ago with his fingers. I could still feel the tingling between my thighs, my clit began to throb. Trigg’s eyes fell on my chest after I took off my shirt. My nipples were sticking out like coneheads through the fabric of my bra.

	 

	“Want me to put the tip in?” he flirted.

	 

	I playfully flicked him off, but I was tempted to get on a table and spread my legs, like I was getting a pap smear.

	 

	 

	“I know that look, Redz. You miss me being inside you, don’t you?” he grinned.

	 

	“Nigga, do what you came to do before I spazz on you. You know I don’t fuck with you like that, so stop tryin’ me.”

	 

	“It’s cool sweetheart because you're gonna be mine again after you fail,” he chuckled.

	 

	He went inside a box on the shelf and pulled out five kilos of cocaine. I’ve never seen that much weight a day in my life. I was already calculating how much I was going to get paid.

	 

	“That’s it? You just have the work sittin’ here?”

	 

	“There are sixteen niggas inside this bar who would go to war with anyone who runs up in here. This ain’t that fancy shit you see on TV, where niggas got warehouses of cocaine in the middle of a desert,” he replied.

	 

	He grabbed duct tape off the table and a folding chair before he sat in front of me. I was in a daze, still thinking about how much money I was going to make off those bricks. Trigg slid my shorts down; he taped the bricks to my stomach, back, and hips.

	 

	“Is it tight?” he asked while wrapping the tape around my body.

	 

	“Hell yes. I feel like I’m wearing a corset. Why not just give me a backpack?”

	 

	“Shorty, that shit is too hot. Nobody will suspect you got all of this on you. I guess wearing baggy clothes is a good thing. You’ll get used to this,” he said, standing up. I couldn’t bend over to pick up my shirt; suddenly I broke out in a sweat.

	 

	Trigg patted me on my back, almost knocking me over. “You good fam?” he asked.

	 

	“It’s too…tight.”

	 

	“Those bricks will drop if I don’t make it tight. You gotta get used to it shorty. Now down to business, I want my seventy-five percent cut in a week,” he said.

	 

	My jaw hit the floor because that wasn’t enough time to break down five bricks. Trigg was still being a dick head, but I knew what it was, he wanted me to cop out.

	 

	He picked up my shirt. “Is there a problem?” he asked.

	 

	“I just need to leave because I’m gettin’ too hot.”

	 

	Trigg put the shirt over my head. “Nick is outside waiting for you in his Cadillac. He’ll take you back to Newtowne because I gotta be somewhere,” he said.

	 

	Trigg needing to rush off didn’t sit well with me. I had a gut feeling; he was rushing me because he had a bitch waiting for him. My emotions got the best of me, and I could no longer hold back.

	 

	“Are you rushin’ me off for that bitch, Jackie?” I blurted out.

	 

	“It ain’t Jackie,” he said.

	 

	“But it’s a bitch though, right?”

	 

	“Yeah, something like that,” he replied.

	 

	“I’m out.”

	 

	I turned to leave, but he grabbed my arm to keep me from opening the door.

	 

	“Be safe out here shorty,” he said.

	 

	“Trust me, I will be.”

	 

	He released my arm so I could leave; I couldn’t wait to feel the AC from Nick’s car. The tape and bricks on my body had me sweating bullets. Once I got to the parking lot, I tapped on the passenger window of Nick’s car, so he could unlock the door. I opened the door, and he was singing his heart out to Keith Sweat’s song, Right and Wrong Way.

	 

	“You may be young you’re readyyyyyyyyyy.”

	 

	“You and Peanut get on my damn nerves with all that singing shit. Y’all think y’all are Tina Marie and Rick James,” I said.

	 

	“Stop hatin’, you know me, and Peanut be soundin’ good,” he said.

	 

	I slowly sat in the passenger seat but sitting down made the pain worse from the tape pulling at my skin.

	 

	“Please get me out here! I’m fittin’ to die!” I spat.

	 

	Nick shook his head. “You’ll get used to it.”

	 

	I rested my head against the headrest, letting the AC blow in my face.

	 

	“I gotta pick up Peanut’s food before I take you to her crib,” Nick said.

	 

	I sat up. “We can’t ride around like this. I’m hot as fuck right now, fool. Take me straight to Newtowne.”

	 

	“We gotta ride past the Chinese carryout anyway. Yo, I’m not gonna be long so just chill the hell out,” he said. I wasn’t used to riding around with more than one brick on me at a time. Yet, here I was, strapped with five bricks on a hot ass summer day.

	 

	“In and out, Nick. I know how you get when you go to the carryouts. You be checking your food to see if it needs more sauce or if it’s hot enough.”

	 

	He chuckled. “Blame your mean ass cousin. She be givin’ me a hard time when her food isn’t right. Her greedy ass be ready to go to war over her food. Since we’re ridin’, I gotta talk to you about somethin’ anyway,” he said.

	 

	“I hope it’s not about Grizzy. I’m not datin’ him.”

	 

	“Nah, I know you don’t look at him like that. But I wanted to ask you how you would feel if Peanut moved in wit’ me,” he said.

	 

	“You have to talk to her about that.”

	 

	“I have, but she always tells me that she doesn’t want to move because it’s convenient for you. Long story short, I know y’all fittin’ to shut it down in the neighborhood with that work Trigg fronted you. I don’t want Nut, gettin’ caught layin’ her head where she’s keepin’ your stash. I think you should talk to her and tell her to move,” he said.

	 

	“I’ll talk to her.”

	 

	He looked over at me. “Appreciate it,” he replied.

	 

	Police lights flashed behind us, and I almost shitted a brick…literally. I knew 5-0 came with the territory and was every hustla’s nightmare, but I never imagined getting caught up so soon.

	 

	“See, Nick! I told your ass not to pick up her food. Police stay in this damn area!” I yelled at him.

	 

	“Bruh, stay calm! You are makin’ shit hot,” he said.

	 

	“Nah, fuck that! I’m ready to haul ass,” I replied, unbuckling my seat belt. My hands were shaking, and my heart rate was speeding. My heart was damn near beating out of my chest and a lump formed in my throat. I never had a panic attack before, but I knew for sure I was having one. The police turned on the siren so that Nick could pull over.

	 

	“Whatever you do, remain calm Redz. There’s no way you can run with those bricks strapped around you in this heat. Let me do the talkin’, it’s probably just somethin’ minor,” he said.

	 

	I could hear the nervousness in his voice too, but he was keeping his cool so I wouldn’t do anything stupid. It was also my first time encountering the cops while having drugs on me, but I had to toughen up so word wouldn’t get back to Trigg. I wanted him to see that I wasn’t the average street bitch and didn’t fear anything. Nick put his gun in a secret compartment he opened underneath the steering wheel.

	 

	“Give me your heat, Redz. Hurry up,” he said.

	 

	I looked in the rearview, and a white cop speaking into his walkie-talkie was approaching the car. I realized Trigg had my gun taped to my waist too.

	 

	“I can’t get it out.”

	 

	“Fuck it, just sit back and look normal,” Nick replied.

	 

	A second later, the officer knocked on Nick’s window for him to put it down. He leaned in, sniffing the inside of the car. Nick was smoking a blunt when I first got inside the car, but he put it out in the ashtray. The strong smell still lingered, so we were busted.

	 

	“Step out of the car,” he told Nick.

	 

	“For what? You ain’t gonna tell me why you pulled me over?” Nick replied.

	 

	The cop had his hand on his gun, which was the only thing I could focus on. His tone was calm, but I knew that could change at any moment.

	 

	“Both of you get out of the car…NOW!” he yelled. Another police car arrived on the scene; a black cop was behind the wheel.

	 

	“Naw fuck that! You gotta tell me why we were pulled over!” Nick shouted. That fool told me to stay calm when his crazy ass couldn’t keep his own cool.

	 

	“Get your ass out of the goddamn car! This is my final warning!” the officer said.

	 

	Nick opened the door, and I followed suit. The black cop who just came was standing next to the passenger side door, waiting for me to get out. People inside the carryout were staring at us—the entire moment was embarrassing. The black officer slammed me against the car after I got out.

	 

	“You ain’t gotta be rough with her muthafucka!” Nick yelled at the cop.

	 

	The white officer was patting him down against the car, meanwhile, I was getting light-headed thinking about jail.

	 

	I was roughly patted down. “Ahh shit now. We got something over here, Myers,” the black said aloud.

	 

	“Put her in the back of the car,” Myers replied.

	 

	“That’s my shit. Just let her go!” Nick shouted at the black cop.

	 

	“He’s clean,” Myers said about Nick.

	 

	“Y’all muthafuckas didn’t even have a reason to pull us over,” Nick said.

	 

	“We don’t need one,” Myers said with an evil smirk.

	 

	The cop put handcuffs on me while insulting me. “Your tough ass will love prison. Dykes like you never want to leave,” he said. He snatched me away from Nick’s car, then shoved me towards his police car. As he pushed me in face first, I spotted blood stains splattered all over the backseat.

	 

	“BITCH!” I finally yelled out.

	 

	“Oh, so you do talk?” he asked.

	 

	I was face down inside the back of the police car, but I could hear the bystanders complaining about how he was handling me.

	 

	“That’s foul man. You ain’t gotta treat her like that!” a man yelled out.

	 

	“Go back inside the building before we call back up and have all of your asses in the back of a paddy wagon!” the cop responded.

	 

	He slammed the back door of his car. I was pretty much stuck between the seats with my hands behind my back. It wasn’t Trigg’s fault, but I cursed him out in my head for putting all that tape on me.

	 

	“Y’all niggas gonna catch somethin’ if y’all hurt her on that’s everything!” I heard Nick shout.

	 

	“Keep on threatening law enforcement and watch what will happen to you!” Myers shouted at Nick. The black cop got into the car as I tried to push myself up to get on the seat.

	 

	“You might as well get comfortable back there,” he said.

	 

	“FUCK YOU!” I yelled.

	 

	He chuckled. “You’re the one that’s fucked. You have what? Four or five kilos of cocaine strapped to you along with a firearm. Whewww, you are looking at FED time lady,” he said.

	 

	I managed to roll over on my back, so my face wouldn’t be on the dirty floor. My arms felt like they were ready to snap off my shoulders.

	 

	“I know who you are working for. Me and my buddy Myers saw you coming out of the pool bar. That place is infested with drug dealers like you,” he said.

	 

	Goddamn you Trigg for not having a smooth operation!

	 

	The officer went on about how I would spend the rest of my life in jail. I ignored him. The damage was already done since I was caught red-handed.

	 

	***********

	 

	 

	I was sitting at a metal table inside a dimly lit and muggy room with one jail cell. The place was in the middle of nowhere in what used to be a town of small factories that closed in the early 1900’s. On the table in front of me were pictures of Trigg, and his crew surrounding Stanley’s bar, but there weren’t any photos of them doing anything illegal. Myers was standing in the corner smoking a cigar and the black officer was sitting across from me with his arms crossed. He had a scowl on his face because I wasn’t cooperating. In the middle of the table were the bricks and gun they ripped off my body.

	 

	“We just want to know who the product belongs to, and I promise you are free to go,” he said.

	 

	“I’m telling y’all for the fifth time, I don’t know shit! And y’all muthafuckas kidnapped me! This ain’t no damn precinct!”

	 

	“We’re trying to give you a chance before we fingerprint you. Just tell us who the connect is.  I promise we’ll let you out of here with your product. Dried-up blood was on the floor, and the place reeked of piss. It was evident I was dealing with two crazy and crooked dirty cops.

	 

	“We know you work for Kamontae Diggs. We have enough evidence to keep your ass in prison until you see the age of forty. Do you think you’re protecting him? Just imagine if the shoe was on the other foot. He would give you up quicker than you can blink. Everyone's tough until they get caught, never forget that” the black officer said. I still didn’t know his name, but he looked younger than Myers. If I had to guess, he was in his late thirties.

	 

	“I don’t know anyone by the name of Kamontae!”

	 

	Myers chuckled. “Let her sit in that cell for a few days with the rats. I bet she’ll talk then,” he said.

	 

	“Do you hear that? We’ll leave you here with the rats,” the black cop said.

	 

	“Go ahead, I still won’t turn into one. So do what the fuck y’all want, but I don’t know anybody on this table!” I replied.

	 

	Myers put his cigar out on the wall. “We’ve been here for two hours. She’ll talk after she gets hungry and thirsty. I’d say we leave her here,” he said.

	 

	The black cop got up, snatching me out of the chair while I was still handcuffed.

	 

	“Everyone we keep here ends up giving up the information we want. You’ll be singing like a canary soon,” he said.

	 

	He opened the cell door and shoved me inside. The rusty toilet and molded urine-stained cot wasn’t shit compared to what I’ve seen in the hood. The crack houses in Newtowne were worse. The cop slammed the cell door, then locked it.

	 

	“You might as well bury me underneath this muthafucka because y’all ain’t getting shit from me. I put that on everything,” I told them.

	 

	“Oh, you will, even if we have to beat it out of you. Shit, we might have fun with you before we do it. I like my bitches feisty with a fat ass, just like you,” the black cop said.

	 

	I smirked. “We shall see playboy,” I replied.

	 

	“Come on, Myers, dinner is on me,” he said to his partner.

	 

	They left the room, shutting the steel door behind them. I sat on the cot to let my thoughts wander.

	 

	Should I snitch on the only man I ever loved so I could be free? What would my mother and sister do without me? What if I die of starvation and thirst, or they rape me, or the rats bite on me and give me a disease?

	 

	I laid on the cot and closed my eyes after going back and forth with my thoughts. My mind was made up and I was at peace with it.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Skeeno
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	The next day….

	 

	“S

	HITTTTTTTT! RIGHT THEREEEEEE! GET THAT PUSSY BABYYYY!” Lolita screamed while I was pounding her G-spot over my couch. Her pussy was gripping a nigga with a snake’s grip.

	 

	“UMMM, HMMMM!” I groaned while smacking her meaty ass cheeks.

	 

	Redz’s mama had one of the best pussies I had ever hit. Shit, Ms. Lolita was a freak too.

	 

	“Cum on my face babyyyy,” she said.

	 

	Hearing those nasty words caused my dick to swell. “You a freak ass bitch,” I said while pounding deeply into her to get my nut off. She dropped to her knees after I pulled out of her. I snatched the condom off; her mouth opened wide, waiting for the milky shower. She played with my nuts while my seeds spilled down her throat and on her lips.

	 

	“AHHHHHHHHHH!” I let out while jerking off my dick.

	 

	I’ve been fucking Redz’s mama since I was nineteen, and four years later, I had caught feelings for her. It wasn’t intentional, I didn’t want to disrespect her mother, but she kept coming on to me. Shid, temptation was a bitch, so what nineteen-year-old wouldn’t get the satisfaction of fucking an older woman?

	 

	“You taste so good baby,” she said while licking her lips.

	 

	Her cell phone rang inside her purse on the coffee table in my living room. She got up and ran to get her phone.

	 

	“He called looking for me?” she asked the person on the phone.

	 

	I sat on the couch to roll a blunt before Lolita cooked breakfast. To be honest, shorty took care of a nigga. She washed my clothes, fed me, cleaned my crib, and made sure I had fresh sheets on the bed. She even ironed my boxers. She was perfect from her head to her toes, but she had two flaws: she was married and a cokehead. I hated that shit, but she kept herself up, and not too many people knew she got high.

	 

	“If he calls again, tell him I’m at work, but I gotta go,” Lolita said into the phone. She turned it off before putting it back inside her purse. I wasn’t the type of nigga to be all lovey-dovey and shit, but I wanted her to be my wife. The only issue was Redz being my stepdaughter would’ve been dysfunctional, especially since she was like a sister to me. I was caught up with an older woman, who I had to keep hidden. Shorty was so good to me I didn’t fuck with other women. Who else could compete with shorty?

	 

	“I’m going to take a shower then get breakfast started,” she said.

	 

	“Yo, when are you gonna divorce that nigga? I’m startin’ to feel some type of way hearin’ you speak about that nigga when we’re together.”

	 

	“I have two kids by that man, Skeeno. Do you think a young nigga with good dick is going to erase that?” she asked.

	 

	“Oh, so that’s all I got to offer, huh?”

	 

	She crossed her arms and grilled the hell out of me. I couldn’t deny her beauty. She didn’t look a day over thirty with curves that I couldn’t get enough of. She had stretch marks from having kids, and a small pouch, but I loved all of it. I wished I hadn’t fallen for an older broad but shit, a nigga couldn’t control his emotions. As crazy as it sounds, I wanted more even though she couldn’t give me more.

	 

	“Do you think we can really be together? Latrina is your age, and Redz is like a sister to you. Don’t you want kids and a wife in the future? I’m just in the moment, and you shouldn’t take it seriously,” she said.

	 

	“Mannn, go on ahead and get in the shower,” I replied, waving her off.

	 

	She walked out of the living room with her ass cheeks clapping behind her. I picked up the remote from the end table to turn on the big screen TV.

	 

	“I gotta stop smashin’ that bitch,” I said aloud.

	 

	I didn’t mean to call her that, but I was heated. She was holding on to a man that left scars on her body. The shit was lame and weak! My niggas would clown the black off my ass if they knew I was in love with a cokehead.

	 

	“Hurry up, Lolita! I’m starvin’!” I called out to her.

	 

	“I’ll be finished soon!” she shouted from upstairs.

	 

	She had a key to my two-story condo with a closet full of high-end clothing and shoes. Lolita was living a double life; she lived lavishly with me, but at her home, in Newtowne, she depended on Redz to pay all her bills. My cell phone on the table rang. It was Grizzy hitting me up.

	 

	“What it do fool?” I answered.

	 

	“Shit, just layin’ in the bed at the telly. Me and Reeko went to a hotel party last night. You missed it, fam. Ass and titties were bouncin’ everywhere,” he said.

	 

	“That’s what’s up; what you callin’ for though? You know I don’t fuck with the phones like that, so make it quick.”

	 

	I heard a woman in the background. “Come on baby, get it hard again,” she said to Grizzy.

	 

	“Don’t you see I’m on the phone,” Grizzy replied to the woman.

	 

	Shid, I should be laid up with a different broad every night at this point.

	 

	“I need a favor from you bro. It’s dead ass important,” he said to me.

	 

	I shook my head, Grizzy was a needy ass nigga. “What the fuck is it fam?”

	 

	“The fuck you angry for?” he asked.

	 

	“The fuck you need now? Every time I turn around, you need a favor, and I hope it’s not borrowin’ one of my whips again. Whoever you had in there left her bloody ass draws between the seats. You fuck wit’ some nasty ass hoes fam.”

	 

	“That was a year ago but anyways I need you to pick up my cousin from the airport in an hour. She’s comin’ here from Arizona and will be stayin’ with Ma Dukes for a while. Since you live near the airport, it’s not out of your way. I’m not in the city, so I can’t do it,” he said.

	 

	“A cousin in Arizona? Nigga don’t no black folk live in Arizona.”

	 

	“Apparently, they do. Yo, I swear you are the only person I can rely on to do it. Nick is up Peanut’s ass as always; Monty took Latrina’s hoe ass shopping. Reeko isn’t answering the phone, and Trigg paranoid ass damn sure ain’t doing it,” he said.

	 

	“Aight but nigga you owe me. I hope your cousin ain’t like your sister. Retta is still biting her toenails?”

	 

	“You got jokes,” he chuckled.

	 

	“I’m for real though fam. Retta is a different breed of woman. Who is this cousin and what does she look like?”

	 

	“I haven’t seen her since I was a youngin’, so I don’t know how she looks now, her name is Breonna. What are you gonna be drivin’, so my mother can tell her,” he said.

	 

	“My classic.”

	 

	“Appreciate it. I owe you. But yo, have you seen Redz? I went to the bowling alley last night to chill with her, but she wasn’t there. Peanut has been lookin’ for her all night and this mornin’. That’s not like Redz to not check in with Peanut,” he said.

	 

	“Maybe she’s with Trigg. Did you call him?”

	 

	“Me and Trigg ain’t really vibin’ like that. He be talkin’ to me like I’m a kid, and I’m not feelin’ that shit,” he replied.

	 

	“Yo, I know you ain’t speakin’ on Trigg while you laid up with a broad. See, that’s how gossip is spreadin’.”

	 

	“She went to the bathroom, but I’m not gonna hold you any longer. Don’t forget to pick up my cousin from the airport. One,” he said before hanging up.

	 

	Lolita came down the stairs wearing a purple silk robe while playing with her nose. I jumped up from the couch knocking over an ashtray.

	 

	“I thought I told you not to do that shit in my fuckin’ crib! I don’t want that shit in here!” I yelled at Lolita. She ducked with her arms up, guarding her head like I was going to hit her. She was abused badly by her husband and was still traumatized by it.

	 

	“I’m sorry Pete! I’ll go do the dishes…just don’t hit me,” she cried.

	 

	She was freaking out, crying, and trembling. I knew at that moment that she wasn’t high. She usually had a euphoric personality whenever she did a few lines, but she was miserable when sober. Her still holding on to a nigga that damaged her angered me to the point where at times I wanted to slap some sense into her. She backed away from me when I kneeled in front of her like I was going to hit her. I grabbed her tear-stained face so that she could look at me.

	 

	“I apologize for how I came at you, but I’m not your husband, so you ain’t gotta fear me. Go ahead and get some rest. I’m gonna be leavin’ out soon.”

	 

	I helped her off the floor, she was still shaken up. “It’s time for my fix so I need to go home,” she said.

	 

	“How long are you goin’ to depend on that? It’s only a temporary fix.”

	 

	She pushed me away. “That’s my business, and what I do outside of your presence shouldn’t affect you,” she said. She walked away, heading back up the stairs to get dressed. She needed to get high, and there wasn’t shit I could do about that. I don’t know what I was thinking about getting involved with a woman like her, but shorty was going to soon realize I was better off without her. Our situation was beginning to weigh me down—it was too toxic.

	 

	***************

	 

	 

	An hour later, I pulled up to the front entrance of the BWI airport. A group of women waved at me, and I gave them a head nod. I was in my midnight 1964 convertible Chevy Impala with peanut butter seats. A young nigga with a clean classic meant he had bread.

	 

	“Can we catch a ride with you, Handsome?” a brown-skinned woman flirted.

	 

	I was ready to respond but was cut off by a beautiful curvy, dark-skinned woman, with thick shoulder-length hair styled in jumbo plaits. She had square frame glasses on her face, and what stood out the most were her high cheekbones. She also had full lips that were coated with lip gloss.

	 

	“Hi, are you Skippy?” she asked.

	 

	I chuckled. “It’s Skeeno. You must be Breonna,” I replied.

	 

	She pushed up her glasses that were falling from her face due to sweat from the high heat. I noticed she was wearing a University of Arizona t-shirt.

	 

	“Yes, that’s me,” she replied.

	 

	I got out of the car to help her with her luggage. The group of women standing by grilled the fuck out of me like I owed them something, or they were upset because they thought Breonna was my shorty. I stood at six feet even, Breonna had to be around five-five or five-six since I towered over her. She was thick with hips, big breasts, and ass, but it was solid weight. Shorty was wearing black workout shorts, showing off her silky and smooth thighs with a pair of Chuck Taylors. She had a college girl vibe to her. She also had a sweet coconut scent. Honestly, I wasn’t expecting Grizzy to have a gorgeous cousin. The women in his family were rough around the edges and had smartass mouths.

	 

	“I got this for you. You can get in,” I said.

	 

	“Appreciate it,” she smiled.

	 

	Damn even her teeth are perfect.

	 

	I put her luggage in the trunk before getting back into the car. She was bobbing her head to, Eye for An Eye by Mobb Deep.

	 

	“What do you know about this?” I asked, turning it up for her.

	 

	“I have everything in my suitcase from Mobb Deep. Wu-Tang Clan is also my favorite. I have a thing for New York rap style anyway,” she said.

	 

	“Yeah, me too. I fuck with west coast though sometimes, more so Pac, though since the nigga is really from up north.”

	 

	 

	“I love Pac too. Your taste in music isn’t bad at all,” she laughed.

	 

	“Be honest, Grizzy isn’t your cousin, is he?”

	 

	“I don’t know him at all. Our mothers have been long-distance friends for some time now. This will be my first time meeting Janice. Are you related to them?” she asked.

	 

	“Me and Grizzy grew up together, so we’re like brothers. His mother is cool, and she cooks good ass food every day. I think that nigga told me you were his cousin so I could come and scoop you. What you in college or somethin’?”

	 

	“Yes, I was going to the University of Arizona, but I’ll be attending Morgan State in the fall. I’m excited about being in a new state. I had to get away to keep my sanity,” she said.

	 

	“What you wanna be a doctor or lawyer?”

	 

	“I’m going for my degree in Botany,” she replied.

	 

	“The fuck is that?”

	 

	“It’s plant science,” she replied.

	 

	I stopped at the red light, and when I looked over at her, I could picture her wearing a lab coat. She had an innocence about her. I didn’t think it was a good idea for her to stay at Grizzy’s mother’s crib. Janice’s nephew and his homeboys hung over at her crib, and those niggas were clowns, especially bitch-ass Jackboy. 

	 

	My stomach was growling since I didn’t get the chance to eat breakfast. I’ve spent all morning fucking Lolita. “You hungry?”

	 

	“Yes, I’m starving,” she replied.

	 

	“Aight, I can stop at this lil’ food spot before I drop you off.”

	 

	I took the 97-south exit, heading to Annapolis. Since the ride was twenty minutes long, we got to know more about each other.

	 

	“How old are you?” she asked.

	 

	“Twenty-three. You?”

	 

	“WHAT! I thought you were at least thirty. Not saying you look older, but your mannerisms make you seem older,” she said.

	 

	“Yeah, I get that a lot. I had to raise myself.”

	 

	“Sorry to hear that, I’m nineteen years old,” she replied.

	 

	“Hell no, nineteen?” I repeated.

	 

	“Yes,” she replied.

	 

	“You a baby shorty.”

	 

	“Well, you only have me by four years, so you are young yourself,” she said.

	 

	Nineteen? This girl is young as fuck. What the fuck was she eatin’ to get that body?

	 

	“It’s a big difference in my world.”

	 

	“Your world?” she asked.

	 

	“Yeah, I’m not gonna elaborate though. What was your life like back home? You seem like a lil’ church shorty.”

	 

	“You read people well,” she laughed.

	 

	“You got to nowadays.”

	 

	“Do you have any kids?” she asked.

	 

	“Naw, I ain’t got the time for that.”

	 

	Breonna’s vibe was of someone I have known for years. Shorty had a good head on her shoulders and wanted something out of life. She reminded me of a good girl version of Redz or how she would’ve turned out had her life been different.

	 

	************

	 

	 

	Jackboy and a few of his homies were sitting on Janice’s porch eating, drinking, and smoking. Grizzy moved his mother to a decent neighborhood in the suburb part of Annapolis, there was even a beach down the street. But too many niggas hung out in front of her crib like it was the hood. I parked across the street from the house.

	 

	“Is this it?” she asked.

	 

	“Yeah, this is Janice’s crib.”

	 

	“Oh,” she replied.

	 

	“Do you have a pen in your purse?”

	 

	“Yes,” she replied.

	 

	“Write my cell and pager number down.”

	 

	She ripped a piece of paper off the paper bag she had her food in, and then went into her purse. I rambled off the numbers to her.

	 

	“Call me if it's an emergency only.”

	 

	She put the piece of paper inside her purse. “Appreciate you for picking me up and taking me to get something to eat. How much do I owe you?” she asked.

	 

	“I’m good, sweetheart.”

	 

	“Thank you,” she replied.

	 

	I got out of the car to get her luggage out of the trunk.

	 

	“Goddamn!” Jackboy and his homeboys said after Breonna got out of the car.

	 

	“I don’t like dark-skinned bitches, but I’ll give you everything in my pocket!” Dee shouted out. That nigga had one eye and a missing tooth. He tried to rob a dude at a dice game a few years back and got jumped with brass knuckles. The nigga had to learn his ABC’s again, but that still didn’t humble his bitch-ass.

	 

	“Watch your mouth nigga!” I said to him.

	 

	“You only knew that bitch for five minutes, and you already pussy whipped. But I’m not surprised, all y’all Newtowne niggas are soft! If it wasn’t for Grizzy, y’all would be broke,” Jackboy said.

	 

	“Soft, huh? How come none of y’all niggas never made a move then?” I asked.

	 

	“Nigga, you’s a bitch!” Dee shouted.

	 

	“Ignore them,” Breonna said.

	 

	“Yeah, listen to that black bitch!” Dee replied.

	 

	Wait til’ I catch this nigga out. Fuck him being Grizzy’s homies. Ain’t no more peace from me. That nigga gotta go!

	 

	“Can you take me to a hotel? I can’t stay here,” Breonna said.

	 

	Janice pulled up in the driveway with Retta in the passenger seat. “You lucky my aunt came home, fool,” Jackboy said to me.

	 

	Janice got out of her car; she walked over to Breonna with her arms stretched out for a hug.

	 

	“Look at you, those pictures I’ve seen don’t do you any justice. You are beautiful,” she said, hugging Breonna.

	 

	Breonna hugged her back. “Nice to finally meet you,” she said.

	 

	“Thank you, Skeeno, for picking her up. I can always count on one of you,” Janice said.

	 

	“No doubt,” I replied.

	 

	Janice grabbed one of the luggage. “Come on in and make yourself at home. You can have the basement apartment,” she said to Breonna.

	 

	“I hope you don’t mind, but I’m going to stay at a hotel.”

	 

	
“Oh nooo, I promised your mother that I would take care of you. She’ll hate me if she knew you wasted money on a hotel,” Janice said.

	 

	“I appreciate your kindness for welcoming me with open arms, but I don’t feel comfortable here. I also didn’t fly all the way here to be called a black bitch,” Breonna said.

	 

	“Who called you that?” she replied.

	 

	“The man that’s on your porch,” Breonna said.

	 

	“Yo, stop fuckin’ snitchin’!” Jackboy shouted.

	 

	Janice waved Breonna off. “Oh honey, they joke like that with everyone,” she laughed.

	 

	Retta walked over to us, eating a pickle as the juice dripped down her chin. She was wearing a half-top without a bra, and her shorts were too small. Shorty also wasn’t wearing any shoes. I heard of pregnant women's feet swelling, causing it to be uncomfortable to wear shoes, but Retta used to walk outside barefoot. She was a straight-up bird.

	 

	“Are you lookin’ down on my family?” Retta asked Breonna.

	 

	“Can we please leave?” Breonna asked me.

	 

	“No bitch, you aren’t leavin’ yet until you answer my question! My mama spent all morning cleaning that basement for you. You betta walk your fat ass up those stairs, or else I’ll drag you,” Retta said to Breonna.

	 

	“Wait a minute, Retta. You are out of line!” Janice yelled at her.

	 

	“No, her ass is out of line for makin’ you clean and furnish that room for her. She has a better room than me, and I have a baby on the way,” Retta complained.

	 

	I took Breonna’s luggage back from Janice. “I got her. Tell her mother that you had a leak in the basement, so she won’t be worried,” I said to her.

	 

	“But she doesn’t know you,” Janice said.

	 

	“She doesn't know y’all either,” I replied.

	 

	“Umph, you must want to fuck. I’ve never seen you be this nice to a bitch before,” Retta told me.

	 

	“Yo, get in the car,” I told Breonna.

	 

	She hurriedly got in the passenger seat and put her seatbelt on. Retta smacked her teeth and rolled her eyes before she wobbled away.

	 

	“Please look after her, Skeeno. I’ll get Jackboy and his friends in line before she comes back,” Janice said.

	 

	I put Breonna’s luggage back in the trunk. “See you around nigga!” Jackboy said after I got in the car.

	 

	“No doubt. It’s gonna be a celebration fam,” I replied.

	 

	Dee pointed his finger at me like he was pulling the trigger.

	 

	Jackboy talked a lot of shit, but he never threatened to shoot any of us. Dee, on the other hand, violated the code. Once you start threatening niggas, you wind up six feet under.

	 

	 

	“I’ve been called a black bitch many times at the racist ass college I was going to, but this is the first time a black man has called me that. I can’t believe my own people feel this way about my complexion,” she said. Her eyes welled up with tears.

	 

	“Yo, don’t cry over that shit. You beautiful as fuck, and I’m not just sayin’ this to make you feel better. I’m gonna be honest witchu, niggas only do that sucka ass shit when they see somethin’ they can’t have. Don’t sweat that bullshit shorty.”

	 

	“I know I shouldn’t. I tried keeping my feelings bottled in, but reality kicked in, and I realized I’m here alone,” she said.

	 

	“After Retta have her baby, I’ll get someone to fuck her up for you. That lil’ bald head duck’s egg should be hatchin’ soon.”

	 

	Breonna wiped her eyes while laughing. “I don’t do violence, but that bitch made me want to smack her,” she said.

	 

	“How about this, I can take you to meet my homegirl Redz, her cousin Peanut, and her best friend Kat. They are hood as fuck, but they’ll look out for you.”

	 

	“They might not like me,” she said.

	 

	“Let me worry about that.”

	 

	*************

	 

	 

	We spent two hours looking for a room. Since there was a boat show going on in Annapolis, all the hotels were booked. I drove to Newtowne, and it was packed outside. The music from the field was blasting, and kids were chasing each other in the streets with water balloons. I parked in front of Peanut’s building, and she was sitting on the step of the building, drinking a Colt 45 while Kat was braiding her hair.

	 

	“I can leave right now if you don’t feel safe around here,” I told Breonna. She was scoping out her surroundings, and I couldn’t tell if she was scared or vibing with the scenery.

	 

	A man walked down the sidewalk shouting. “PURSES FOR FIFTY! PURSES FOR FIFTY!”

	 

	“There’s nothing like this in Arizona, but I’m with you, so I feel safe,” she said.

	 

	“Come on, I’m gonna introduce you to Peanut and Kat.”

	 

	We got out of the car; Peanut smirked when she saw us. 

	 

	“So, we finally get to see your woman. I’m impressed, Skeeno. Hey girllll, come over here so I can check you out,” Peanut said.

	 

	Breonna looked at me for reassurance. “She’s cool, go ahead,” I told her.

	 

	Breonna walked closer to the building. “Ohhh, she’s pretty, Skeeno. About damn time you did somethin’ right fool,” Peanut said.

	 

	“That’s not even my shorty,” I replied.

	 

	“Then who is she?” Kat asked.

	 

	“It’s a long story,” I replied.

	 

	“We got time,” Peanut said.

	 

	“You nosey as fuck,” I chuckled.

	 

	Kat went into her cooler and pulled out a chilled bottle of E & J and a red plastic cup.

	 

	“Do you want a drink? You look like you need one,” Kat said to Breonna.

	 

	“Fuck it, I might as well after the day I had,” Breonna said. She went over to Kat and sat next to her.

	 

	“Can she stay with you just for the night? The hotels are booked up in the area,” I said to Peanut. 

	 

	“Why can’t she stay with you?” Kat asked.

	 

	“Because I have a shorty.”

	 

	“You do?” Breonna asked.

	 

	“This is messyyyyyy. So, you have your side-chick stayin’ in the hood because you don’t want your shorty to find out? Y’all niggas ain’t shit. But since you are family she can stay,” Peanut said. She put her hand out so I could pay her.

	 

	“I have money,” Breonna said.

	 

	“This nigga got it. Hell, he brought you to the trenches so make his ass pay. You are gonna need a new purse, heels, and braids,” Peanut said. I didn’t want to argue with her because she would change her mind, so I paid her three-hundred dollars. She snatched the money from me and stuffed it inside her bra.

	 

	“Have you seen Redz?” Kat asked me.

	 

	“Naw, she might be with Trigg,” I replied.

	 

	“Awww shit, nah. I can’t wait until the baby shower,” Kat said.

	 

	“Redz ass ain’t havin’ no damn babies. She can’t keep still,” Peanut replied.

	 

	Breonna quietly sipped her drink. “Don’t get too fucked shorty,” I told her.

	 

	“I’ll be drinkin’ too if my man is cheatin’ on me,” Kat instigated.

	 

	“I just met Skeeno today,” Breonna said.

	 

	“She was supposed to stay with Janice, but some shit went down, and Retta was trippin’. She didn’t feel comfortable being around them,” I told Kat and Peanut.

	 

	“And Jackboy's perverted ass was over there too, I bet. Y’all know the word on the street is his ugly ass be druggin’ women to sleep with them,” Kat said.

	 

	“I trust y’all to look after Breonna and don’t get too drunk.”

	 

	“We got her. Shit, she might not want to leave us,” Peanut said.

	 

	I went to get Breonna’s luggage out of my trunk. “Come on girl, I’ll show you the spare bedroom,” Peanut said.

	 

	The three of us walked into the building and to Peanut’s apartment. The fresh smell of lemons hit me soon as she opened the door.

	 

	“You made fresh lemonade?” I asked Peanut.

	 

	“Yup, it’s in the fridge,” she replied.

	 

	I headed straight to Peanut’s fridge. “Don’t drink it all!” she called out.

	 

	After I poured a glass of lemonade, I went to the doorway of Peanut’s spare bedroom.

	 

	“Don’t forget to hit my line if you need anything,” I told Breonna.

	 

	“Got it,” she replied.

	 

	She walked over to me and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me into a tight hug.

	 

	Her breasts were pressed against my chest. “Thank you so much. I owe you big time for this,” she said.

	 

	“Hug her back, Skeeno. The hell is wrong witchu?” Peanut asked with her hand on her hip.

	 

	“Stop startin’ shit,” I replied.

	 

	I backed away from Breonna without hugging her back. Shorty’s body was too soft and smelled too good. I almost caught a semi-erection from her embrace.

	 

	“Y’all be safe out here,” I told them.

	 

	 

	On my way to my car, I saw Lolita standing near the bus stop talking to a young nigga. I could tell by her body language that she was flirting with him. Whatever she was saying to him had that nigga cheesing hard. The youngin’ she was talking to hung out in her building; he was around eighteen years old.

	 

	I gotta leave that bitch alone. Look at her hoe ass lure in another youngin’.

	 

	“What are you ready to get into?” Nick asked.

	 

	I looked over my shoulder, and he was standing on the sidewalk, wiping his forehead with a towel. It looked like he just finished hooping.

	 

	“Run a few errands,” I replied, giving him a dap.

	 

	“I’m ridin’ wit’ you. I gotta rap to you about somethin’,” he said.

	 

	As soon as we got into the whip and left Newtowne, Nick dropped a bomb on me about Redz.

	 

	“Brooooooo, what the fuck! Why y’all niggas ain’t say shit! This happened yesterday, and I’m just hearing about it. What the fuck, fam. Where is she at? I’m heated right now.”

	 

	Nick shook his head. “Bro, that’s not it,” he said.

	 

	“What do you mean that’s not it?”

	 

	“Trigg set it up to test her loyalty. He got Myers and his partner Lance to pull us over. The bricks Redz had were only flour from the kitchen. You think she’s gonna be mad at me and Trigg?” he asked.

	 

	“WHAT!” I shouted almost swerving off the road.

	 

	“I don’t know why I agreed to that shit. Peanut is gonna cut my dick off when she finds out. I thought they were just gonna scare shorty, but Trigg said they still got her. I told him it wasn’t a good idea, but he told me, it was business,” he said.

	 

	Trigg wouldn’t do anything to hurt Redz, so I was relieved that shorty was straight. He had his way of doing things, and as crazy it sounded, I couldn’t knock him. Redz’s loyalty had to be tested before she meets Snow White. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Trigg
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	Five years ago…

	 

	“W

	hat do you want from here?” I asked my shorty Redz.

	 

	She was sitting in the passenger seat of my old Buick. We were parked in front of the corner store. A snow blizzard was coming, and I had to make sure Redz had all the snacks she needed.

	 

	“Boston Baked Beans, a Chick-O-Stick, ice cream, chips, sodas, and popcorn,” she replied.

	 

	“Goddamn, you are greedy,” I replied.

	 

	“And? You be eatin’ the shit right along wit’ me,” she replied.

	 

	“What do I tell you about your mouth? That’s not lady like.”

	 

	“That’s ‘cause I’m not a lady. I’m Redz, Trigg’s girl, that’s it,” she laughed.

	 

	I reached over the seat and kissed her lips. “Oh, and condoms too,” she reminded me.

	 

	I got out of the car and the weather was freezing. My high-top Timbs sank in the snow. The bell on the door chimed when I entered the corner store. A little woman named Sofia who owned the store, was sitting behind the counter, watching Rescue 911.

	 

	“How are you doing Mrs. Sofia,” I spoke.

	 

	She pushed up her glasses. “I’m fine, but why are you out so late in this weather?” she asked.

	 

	“We can’t get snowed in without any snacks.”

	 

	She smiled. “I see, go ahead, and get what you need before I close. You caught me just in time,” she said.

	 

	Mrs. Sofia was a cool woman, and she practically watched me, and my homies grow up. Her corner store was only a block over from Newtowne and it was the heart of the city. I grabbed a basket on my way to the back where the freezers were. The bell on the door to the store chimed, and somebody else came inside. I looked over my shoulder, thinking it was Redz, but it was two niggas wearing ski-mask. Maryland had freezing winters, so it was normal for people to wear ski-masks inside the store. I reached into the freezer to get ice cream for Redz.

	 

	“Give me everything inside that cash register,” a man yelled at Mrs. Sofia. I ducked, pulling out my Glock with a silencer from underneath my coat. I’ve been through more hard times than I could count, but I would rather scrub toilets before robbing an old woman.

	 

	“I don’t leave money in the cash register this time of night,” Mrs. Sofia said. Her voice was shaking, she was scared shitless.

	 

	“This old bitch is lyin’,” one of the robbers said. He fired a shot, shooting Mrs. Sofia in the shoulder. She fell against the cigarette shelf behind her register then on the floor.

	 

	“The next shot will be deadly if you don’t empty the fucking register!” he yelled at her.

	 

	From where I was kneeling, I had a clear view of the robber guarding the door. I shot him in his knee. “Arhhhhhh. I’m hit!” he shouted. I sprung to action, running up on him while he was down, putting a bullet in his head.

	 

	The other robber shot at me; I dived behind a cereal shelf. “You killed my brother!” he screamed. I pulled the trigger, hitting him in his hand, causing the gun to drop.

	 

	“FUCK!” he squealed.

	 

	I walked over to him, aiming at his head. His brain splattered on the cash register and cigarette shelf after I pulled the trigger. After his body dropped, I went over to his brother and shot him in the head again to be on the safe side. Both robbers saw my face, I had to be certain they weren’t coming back.

	 

	I went over to Mrs. Sofia; she was sitting on the floor behind the counter holding her shoulder. Blood was seeping through her flowery pink sweater.

	 

	“Thank you so much, Trigg,” she said.

	 

	“You need to go to the hospital.”

	 

	She went into her pocket and pulled out a set of keys. “Go in the back room and take the security cam footage. Take the one from inside and outside the store, so nobody will know you were here. I’m going to call my son so he can clean this up. Pretend this never happened, okay?” she asked.

	 

	“You can’t stay here alone.”

	 

	She chuckled. “Honey, I know what to do, now do what I told you to do then leave. The key to the back room is the one with red tape,” she replied.

	 

	I went to the back of the store and did what she told me to do. I popped the security tapes out of the CCTV’s monitors. When I came back out of the room, Mrs. Sofia was on the phone speaking Spanish with a towel pressed against her shoulder. She mouthed the word, Leave. I nodded my head and hurriedly left the corner store. Redz had the radio blasting while sleeping when I got back to the car. I breathed a sigh of relief that she didn’t hear anything. Instead of waking her up, I drove away with the music still blasting. I killed two people in front of Mrs. Sofia, and she didn’t even flinch nor panicked. She must’ve seen a lot of killings in her day.

	 

	I drove back home not knowing Mrs. Sofia’s son was a drug lord. He would eventually become my supplier…

	 

	 

	Present…

	 

	I’ve learned years ago that you must do shit to protect yourself no matter who you hurt. I survived the streets that way, and nobody could change that. Redz had my heart on a gold platter but business wise, I had to see if shorty was legit. Every man’s downfall was because of someone close to him, and I couldn’t go out like that. I had to know what I was getting myself into putting Redz on my team. I walked into the building Lance and Myers took Redz to; the scent of something rotten permeated the air. The stairs were ready to collapse from the dampness of the water leaking from the ceiling.

	 

	Redz better not be in this buildin’, she can’t be here. This wasn’t part of the plan!

	 

	“Are you going to tell us who you got those damn bricks from?” I heard Lance yell from the floor above.

	 

	“Okay damn it! I’ll tell you!” Redz screamed.

	 

	I paused; my heart was beating out of my chest. Redz caved in, she was ready to rat me out even though it was a set-up.

	 

	“Tell us!” Myers shouted.

	 

	“I got it from your grand mama’s pussy bitch! I’ll die in this muthafucka if I have to so you can keep me here,” Redz replied.

	 

	I ran up the stairs following the noises. Redz was sitting at a table handcuffed. She looked at me then at the dirty cops that I used as puppets.

	 

	“What the fuck is this?” I asked Myers.

	 

	“We did what you told us to do,” he replied.

	 

	“I didn’t tell you to bring her to a rat’s den!”

	 

	“I’m lost here. Isn’t this what you wanted us to do?” Lance asked.

	 

	“I told you to take her somewhere safe. This ain’t safe nigga! Ain’t shit in here but asbestos!”

	 

	“She’s a tough cookie, so we had to get a little dirty with it to see if it could break her. We took turns guarding the door in case of an emergency. She wasn’t here alone,” Myers said.

	 

	Lance almost tripped over his boot string to uncuff Redz. Shorty was at a loss for words as she blankly stared at me.

	 

	“I’m sorry about that ma’am. We were only following orders,” Lance said.

	 

	Redz's wrists were swollen and bruised. “Who handcuffed her?” I asked.

	 

	“I did; I didn’t want her to harm us or herself,” Lance said.

	 

	I picked up a metal folding chair and struck him with it. Myers got in front of me to stop me. I swung the chair like a bat, knocking him to the floor. Lance was lying on the floor next to Myers, groaning from his head wound.

	 

	“FUCK!” Myers said, holding his bloody nose.

	 

	“Y’all niggas think y’all are untouchable and can do what you want because of that uniform, huh?” I asked.

	 

	“We won’t do it again,” Myers said.

	 

	“I know y’all won’t, especially since I’m paying y’all enough bread to never fuck up.”

	 

	Redz picked her gun up off the table and tucked it in her shorts. She still hadn’t said anything to me. I was expecting her to lash out or even swing on me. I picked her up to carry her out so she wouldn’t fall down the stairs. Her clothes were saturated from the moisture inside the building and her hair was sweated out. Redz looked like she was locked away for weeks instead of one day. I put her in the passenger seat of my truck, while I was buckling her seatbelt, she punched me in the face. I tasted blood in my mouth; Redz busted my lip.

	 

	“Take me home now! I can’t believe you would go this far because you can’t stand to lose! Fuck you, your product, and that stupid ass bet!” she yelled.

	 

	“I deserved that even though I didn’t tell those niggas to do all of that.”

	 

	“Whatever Trigg, just get in the truck and drive me away from this nasty ass place. I threw up from being in there, and those assholes didn’t give me any water in that hot ass place,” she fussed.

	 

	I closed the door, and she was still fussing, but as soon as I got inside the truck, she pretended to be asleep.

	 

	“I know you ain’t go to sleep that fast shorty.”

	 

	She opened her eyes when I touched her thigh. “Just drive the damn truck before I hit you again,” she said.

	 

	“I let you get that one off, but that’s it. Hit me again, and you’ll be floatin’ in a river.”

	 

	“I should’ve known somethin’ was off when they didn’t book me right away. Come to think of it, Nick had to be in on it too with his Broadway singing and actin’ ass. I can’t believe he kept a straight face when we got pulled over. Why Trigg? Why would you do that to me?” she asked.

	 

	Her voice was trembling, but Redz wasn’t going to let me see her cry. She was holding it in, but a tear slipped out of her eye anyway.

	 

	“I was curious to see how you handle real pressure before givin’ you over a hunnid thousand worth of product. But I put this on everything, I didn’t know they were going to handle you like that or send you to a place like this.”

	 

	“Why would you think I’ll do some snake ass shit like that and rat you out?” she asked.

	 

	I picked up her hand, kissing her bruised wrist. She snatched her hand away from me and crossed her arms.

	 

	“That’s the problem, Redz. You aren’t supposed to be in that type of position. I wanted you to see firsthand how real it could get for you.”

	 

	“This just made me want to go harder because obviously you still can’t accept what I want to do. Play whatever games you want but I’m not gonna stop doin’ what I do,” she said.

	 

	“I respect it shorty.”

	 

	“I need to take a shower. I feel so trifling and sweaty. Even Suga smells better than me right now,” she stressed. I took the highway going towards The Baybridge. My main crib was in Eastern Shore, almost an hour from Annapolis.

	 

	“Newtowne is the other way,” she said, looking out of the window.

	 

	“I’m not goin’ that way right now, so just chill and ride.”

	 

	“I need to take to shower. Take me home,” she said.

	 

	“You can shower where I’m going.”

	 

	 

	She rested her head against the window and dozed off. I drove the rest of the way to my crib in silence, reminiscing about me and Redz over the years. She always had a mind of her own and I had to respect it. 

	 

	************

	 

	 

	I squeezed Redz's thigh, shaking her to wake up. She opened her eyes, wiping drool from her mouth.

	 

	“This isn’t my building, Trigg,” she said.

	 

	“Come on, get out.”

	 

	I got out of the truck, and Redz was still sitting in the passenger seat. “Come on!”

	 

	She got out of the truck half asleep. I knew she stayed up all night, not even a cockroach could sleep in the building Redz spent the night in. “Whose house is this?” she asked.

	 

	“Mine.”

	 

	Eastern Shore, Maryland, was surrounded by water. My house was near a beach in a quiet area without neighbors. It wasn’t a big ass house, but it was big enough for a family. Redz followed me into the house after I unlocked the door. She immediately took off her clothes and shoes in the foyer. 

	 

	“I see you ain’t shy around a nigga anymore.”

	 

	“It’s not like you haven’t seen me naked before, and besides, these clothes are filthy so trash it,” she replied.

	 

	Redz walked past me, examining the house. “This is really nice, Trigg,” she beamed. 

	 

	“Go ahead and look around.”

	 

	I went into the master bedroom’s bathroom to run Red’z bath water. Seconds later, she came into the bathroom, eating a bag of chips.

	 

	“How do you not have any food here as greedy as you are?” she asked.

	 

	“I’m always on the move. I don’t have time to be doing shit like that. Maybe you can put food in here.”

	 

	“Isn’t that what Jackie is for?” she sarcastically replied.

	 

	“Why in the fuck would I bring her here?”

	 

	She shrugged. “Maybe because that’s the type of woman you like. The ones that spend all day shoppin’ and gettin’ pampered,” she said.

	 

	I leaned against the sink counter, admiring her beauty. I still haven’t found a woman that could make me feel at ease just by her presence.

	 

	“Do I have somethin’ on my face?” she asked.

	 

	“Naw, go ahead and take a bath.”

	 

	I left the bathroom, closing the door to give Redz her privacy. My kitchen was empty though. I only had liquor and snacks. I ordered takeout from a pizza spot. Redz yelled out to me as soon as I got off the phone. 

	 

	“TRIGG!” she said.

	 

	“Yeah!”

	 

	“Where’s the shampoo?” she asked.

	 

	“Underneath the sink!”

	 

	 

	Forty-five minutes later, Redz came into the kitchen wrapped in a towel. She sat at the barstool at the kitchen island across from me. I was sipping a glass of Henny. The patio doors were opened; the breeze from the water cooled the kitchen.

	 

	“I can’t believe your thugged out ass is tucked away from the rest of the world near a beach. How did you find this house?” she asked.

	 

	“It was my mother’s dream home. She was savin’ up for it.”

	 

	“She had good taste,” she replied.

	 

	“I ordered pizza, subs, and ice cream. It should be here soon.”

	 

	“I can’t wait, I’m starvin’. Did you get extra sausage and green peppers?” she asked.

	 

	“You know it.”

	 

	“You always knew what I liked. I could send you to the store without tellin’ you everything I wanted. You were always there for me, even that time when we were behind on rent. I admired you for takin’ care of the people you cared about.  When I saw how much money you were bringin’ in, I figured I could do the same,” she said.

	 

	“You ain’t gotta explain yourself.”

	 

	“I feel like I owe you that,” she replied.

	 

	“Is the deal off the table now? Earlier, you said fuck the deal we had.”

	 

	She smirked. “I did say that, but while I was in the tub, I thought about it. I’m not givin’ you the satisfaction of thinkin’ you won,” she said.

	 

	I got off the barstool; I went over to Redz. She curiously looked up at me. “What is it?” she asked.

	 

	I leaned in, inhaling the scent of the soap she bathed with. Instead of pulling away from me she kissed me back when I kissed her lips.  Her plump breasts bounced as I pulled the towel off her body.

	 

	“Kamontaeee,” she moaned when I wrapped my lips around her erect nipple. I’ve fucked a slew of women after we parted, but no other woman was able to fulfill my sexual appetite. I could easily bust a nut, but that wasn’t completely satisfying. It had to be the love I had for Redz which made her pussy better.

	 

	“Shorty, I need this fix.”

	 

	She didn’t respond, her actions spoke instead. She unbuckled my shorts, pulling out my wood. I took off my wife's beater, tossing it across the counter. Her ass cheeks spilled out of my hands when I picked her up and sat her on the kitchen island. I was brick hard thinking about the wetness I was about to enter. She scooted to the edge of the kitchen island so I could enter her. Redz was dripping wet when I traced the head of my shaft between her warm slit. I smeared her essence around her fat pussy lips from the honey her pussy coated my shaft with.

	 

	“Damn Redz, did you cum when I sucked on your titty?”

	 

	She blushed. “Hurry up before the food comes,” she replied.

	 

	She winced when I eased the tip in; shorty was virgin tight just how I remembered it. A second later, she was wrapping her legs around me while I was gripping her hip. She was loosening up, getting used to my girth again.

	 

	“Ummmm,” she moaned out when I gave her deep strokes.

	 

	She pulled my face to hers, suckling on my bottom lip as I pounded into her. Her moans echoed throughout the house. I went deeper to touch her heart, her legs tightened up around me, slowing me down.

	 

	“Don’t do that shit now, Redz.”

	 

	She gasped. “It’s too deeppppppp, Kamontaeeee!” she said.

	 

	I picked her up, slamming her down on my dick. Her pussy nectar was running down my nuts. “FUCKKKKKKK!” she screamed out. I carried her to the living room, putting her on the couch with her ass tooting up. She gripped the arm of the couch when I French kissed her pussy. Her essence splattered on my chin after I slurped her bud between my lips. She arched her back, so I applied more pressure around her clit. Back in the day, we used to watch porn tapes together. We did mad freaky shit to each other at young ages. On average we used to fuck four times a day.

	 

	“I’m about to cummmmmm!” she moaned out. Redz's body trembled, and her pussy was clenching as she climaxed. I wasn’t finished just yet; I buried my dick in the back of her pussy again.

	 

	“KAMONTAEEEEEEE!” she squealed.

	 

	“Take that shit!” I said, smacking her ass. Her pretty brown ass cheeks jiggled. Redz was throwing her ass back; her arch game was crazy.

	 

	“Shitttttttt,” I hissed.

	 

	“Ohhhhh babyyyyy,” she cooed.

	 

	Phap…phap…phap…

	 

	Redz pussy was talking to me. The sound of her wetness and the bounce of her luscious ass had a nigga stuck.

	 

	“ARRGHHHHHHH!”

	 

	“FUCKKKKKKK!” she cried out.

	 

	After we both came, I laid on top of her. “Get your heavy ass off me,” she said. I pulled out of her and sat up on the couch.

	 

	“Why didn’t you pull out Trigg?” she asked, slapping my arm.

	 

	“Pull out? The fuck do I need to pull out for? What you gotta a nigga or somethin’?”

	 

	“No fool, I don’t want to be walking around here knocked up,” she said.

	 

	“Maybe that’s what you need, so your bald-headed ass could chill the fuck out sometimes.”

	 

	“I knew I shouldn’t have fucked you,” she said.

	 

	She got off the couch with an attitude. “You must be pregnant already with those mood swings!” I called out to her.

	 

	Redz gave me the middle-finger, and it put a smile on my face. I missed her bad attitude. The doorbell rang. I jumped up and went into the kitchen to get my shorts and money. Next, I opened the door and gave the delivery man a hundred-dollar bill.

	 

	“I don’t have any change,” he said.

	 

	“You can keep it,” I replied.

	 

	“Thanks, bro,” he said before he walked off.

	 

	I pushed the door closed with my foot. Redz was coming down the hallway while I was on my way to the kitchen. I sat the food on the counter then put the ice cream in the fridge. Redz was already stuffing her face with a slice of pizza.

	 

	“This is soooo damn good,” she said with a mouthful.

	 

	“You eatin’ like a pregnant woman already,” I joked.

	 

	Redz rolled her eyes. “We aren’t fit to be parents,” she replied.

	 

	I sat across from her and grabbed the bag with the subs. “You're right.”

	 

	I looked at the clock on the wall, and it was only five in the evening, but I planned on sleeping in. “I’m gonna take a shower then take it in.”

	 

	“You aren’t takin’ me home?” Redz asked.

	 

	“Naw shorty, you stuck here until mornin’.”

	 

	“I have money to make Trigg. I can’t be out here cooped up in the crib. I’m not like you where I have niggas movin’ work for me. I’m hands on, so my schedule isn’t like yours,” she said.

	 

	“Here we go again.”

	 

	“I’m gonna keep goin’ there until you feel how I feel. I wasted enough time sittin’ in that fake-ass jail cell,” she replied.

	 

	“One night away from Newtowne isn’t going to hurt you. Besides, a good product sells itself. Unlike that weak shit you were coppin’ from that nigga Moe.”

	 

	Redz looked taken back that I knew who she was getting her product from.

	 

	“How did you find out?” she asked.

	 

	“I’m not tellin’ you all of that.”

	 

	“Were you keepin’ tabs on me?” she asked.

	 

	“The streets talk more than bitches do shorty. I know what I need to know and the reason why you have to hustle from sunup ‘til sundown is because that shit was weak. You weren’t makin’ the right amount of money for the work you were puttin’ in. The nigga that was sellin’ to you was gettin’ over on you.”

	 

	Redz stood up from the barstool with anger etched across her face. “I’m out of here!” she yelled at me.

	 

	I banged on the kitchen island. “Sit the fuck down and listen!”

	 

	“I’m tired of you shittin’ on me! Enough is enough!” she yelled.

	 

	“The nigga you were coppin’ from was gettin’ over on niggas and someone ran down on him. Last I heard, he’s in ICU fightin’ for his life for sellin’ weak shit and gettin’ over on niggas. How did you end up meetin’ that nigga?”

	 

	“Just like you said, ‘the streets gossip more than bitches.”

	 

	I chuckled. “I can dig it.”

	 

	Redz sat back down to finish her pizza. “I knew it was weak, but I had too much pride to come to you,” she said.

	 

	“If you knew, why did you just get mad at a nigga for droppin’ knowledge?”

	 

	She shrugged. “Your delivery is off. Sometimes you talk to me like you’re mockin’ me, so I can’t help it if I’m offended.”

	 

	“That’s because you hate when a man tells you anything. You were always like that though. If I tell you what I think is bad for you or if I expressed my love for you, you thought I was tryin’ to control you. How am I supposed to talk to you without you feelin’ offended?”

	 

	She shrugged. “I feel like I have to be strong,” she replied.

	 

	“Don’t worry Daddy's gonna take care of you,” I joked to put a smile on her face.

	 

	Redz threw a balled-up napkin at me. “I ain’t got no damn daddy,” she chuckled.

	 

	“You rollin’ up after this?” I asked.

	 

	“Of course. You got the weed?” she replied.

	 

	“Of course.”

	 

	“Come over here and give me some suga,” she replied with her arms out.

	 

	“Get gone with that bullshit,” I smirked.

	 

	“Seriously, come over here and let me whisper in your ear,” she replied.

	 

	“Yeah okay, Poetic Justice.”

	 

	“I’m not gonna pinch your ear,” she laughed.

	 

	“I’ll fuck your lil’ ass up in this crib if pinch me. You stayed puttin’ your hands on me.”

	 

	“I miss those days when we used to wrestle around in my room. And your freaky ass always got an erection. You liked when I got aggressive,” she replied.

	 

	“That's because you rewarded me with a good pussy afterwards.”

	 

	“Nasty ass,” she laughed.

	 

	I took a slice of Redz’s pizza after I finished my sub. Me and shorty were back like we never left. I realized how much I needed her back in my life, so I was willing to play by her rules…for a little while.

	 

	***************

	 

	 

	I woke up to the sun beaming in my face. Me and Redz spent all night fucking and drinking. My head was pounding from the bottle of Henny I consumed. My dick was stuck to my leg from dried nut and her cum. I looked over to my left, and the bed was empty.

	 

	“REDZ!” I called out.

	 

	She didn’t answer me, so I called out again. “Shanessa!”

	 

	I know this crazy ass broad ain’t left.

	 

	I got up and went into the bathroom to take a piss. The floor was still wet from our shower last night. I called out to Redz for the third time and still no answer. My cell phone rang on the nightstand. I shook my dick off before rushing to the phone in case it was Redz.

	 

	“About time you picked up,” Reeko said.

	 

	“What’s good?” I asked, leaving out of the bedroom.

	 

	“We have a problem,” he said.

	 

	“What kind of problem?”

	 

	“I went to collect from Heavy T this morning, and the nigga tells me, Grizzy gave him a month extension to come up with the bread. I didn't believe it at first until I hit up Grizzy, and he told me he would talk to you himself,” he replied.

	 

	“Yo, this nigga be makin’ calls when that’s not his fuckin’ job. Don’t worry about it though, I’ll get that shit myself. I’ll see you when I get down the way.”

	 

	“Hold up, you're not down here? I just saw your truck come through,” he said.

	 

	“My truck?”

	 

	“Yeah nigga, your Range,” he replied.

	 

	Redz slow ass fittin’ to give me a heart attack!

	 

	“Oh, that’s Redz.”

	 

	Reeko chuckled. “Yeah, I see. She took it while you were sleeping, huh?” he asked.

	 

	“The fuck is you tryin’ to say?”

	 

	“I’m just sayin’, fam. It’s a good look though. Redz fits you,” he said.

	 

	“You knew we had somethin’ goin’ on, huh?”

	 

	“Hell yeah, we've known. We just turned a blind eye to it. Come on, bro, you were crackin’ niggas over shorty. That fake brother shit was a front,” he chuckled.

	 

	“Grizzy knew too?”

	 

	“Naw, I don’t think he knows. He wouldn’t be tryin’ to get at Redz so tough if he knew. Grizzy ain’t like that,” he replied.

	 

	I’m startin’ to think otherwise!

	 

	“Aight fam. I’ll holla at you later,” I replied.

	 

	I went into the kitchen to get a bottle of water and noticed a piece of paper on the kitchen’s island. The paper had Redz’s handwriting on it.

	 

	HA! You thought I was going to wake up next to you, huh? Well, guess what nigga? I have your truck! And I’m gonna ride it until it runs out of gas.

	 

	P.S

	 

	I put your fine ass to sleep last night, didn’t I? I still got it!

	 

	I was cracking up with tears in my eyes. Redz was childish as fuck sometimes, but that’s how I fell in love with her. I called the dealership to talk to the owner, who was a straight up cokehead.

	 

	“Trigg, my man. What can I do for you?” he answered.

	 

	“Yo, what do you have in red?”

	 

	“Ahhhh, let’s see,” he said.

	 

	I picked up what was left of the blunt me and Redz smoked out of the ashtray and lit it.

	 

	“You won’t believe this. I kid you not,” he said.

	 

	“Talk to me.”

	 

	“Just now the shipment truck just pulled up with a red Porsche 968. It’s beautiful! I’m looking out of the window right now. It’s a convertible though,” he replied.

	 

	“How much?”

	 

	“You can get it for the special,” he replied, speaking in code.

	 

	Nathan hosted the biggest parties throughout the DMV. His yacht parties included rich white folks, celebrities, and models. I never had to put cash in his hands, instead I’ll toss him a brick or two depending on what kind of whip I needed. But that Porsche was going to cost me three kilos.

	 

	“Aight, bet. Bring it to me in the mornin’ with a bow on it.”

	 

	“I’ll get my men on it right now. You are going to love this one,” he replied.

	 

	Redz deserved the world following the bullshit she went through with Lance and Myers. After I got off the phone with Nathan I hopped in the shower. I had to see what was up with Grizzy and why he would let a nigga off that owes two-hundred g’s.

	 

	***********

	 

	 

	An hour and forty minutes later, I pulled up to Grizzy’s mother's house. Since it was noon, I knew he’d be there because Janice cooked around that time. I parked behind his Corvette. The front door opened when I walked up Janice’s stairs, it was Retta. She was wearing little ass shorts and had a camel toe.

	 

	She leaned against the door frame with her arms crossed. “Heyyyyy Trigggggg,” she said.

	 

	“What’s good wit’ you?”

	 

	She licked her lips. “Nothin’, I’m tryin’ to taste that big ass dick again,” she replied. I stepped into the house, ignoring her because she was desperate as usual. Two years ago, I fell asleep on Janice’s couch after eating two plates of her fried chicken, waffles, fried potatoes, and eggs. I woke up with my dick down Retta’s throat. Shid, I let her hoe ass finish what she started and nutted on her face. Retta was twenty-four years old and probably fucked the whole city before she hit sixteen—she was born a hoe.

	 

	Grizzy was sitting on the couch with his cousin Jackboy, playing the game. Those niggas acted like they saw a ghost when they see me. I sat on the loveseat and called out to Janice.

	 

	“Hey Mrs. Janice, can I get a plate?” I asked.

	 

	“Is that my baby?” she called out from the kitchen.

	 

	“Yes ma’am. How have you been?”

	 

	“Good and yourself? You haven’t come by to see me in a long time!” she shouted.

	 

	“I know, I’ve been busy startin’ a family with my shorty,” I said.

	 

	Janice came out of the kitchen with a plate of food and a glass of sweet tea with a lemon slice.

	 

	“Bring your woman by so I can meet her. I bet she’s pretty,” Janice said.

	 

	“You already met her.”

	 

	“I have?” she asked. She sat the plate on the coffee table in front of me.

	 

	“Yeah, you know Shanessa, right?” I replied.

	 

	“Of course, I know her. She used to hang out at the apartment with the rest of you boys. I haven’t seen her since I moved from Newtowne. How is she doing these days?” she asked.

	 

	“Good, ain’t that right, Grizzy?” I asked.

	 

	“Yeah, she’s straight,” he replied.

	 

	It sounded like a timer went off in the kitchen. “I’ll leave you boys be. I have to get my cake out of the oven,” Janice said. She rushed out of the living room to the kitchen.

	 

	“Damn y’all niggas ain’t got no hospitality?” I asked Grizzy and Jackboy.

	 

	“I’m out Grizzy. Hit me up after your boss leaves,” Jackboy said. He tossed his joystick back on the couch. The nigga left the crib, letting the screen door slam.

	 

	“Yo, you got somethin’ you wanna get off your chest?” Grizzy asked.

	 

	“Yeah, I do. I want you to take a ride wit’ me after I eat.”

	 

	“I got shit to do today,” he replied.

	 

	“Naw, fam, you ain’t doin’ shit until you take that ride wit’ me.”

	 

	He continued playing Sega while clenching his jaw. “You and Redz together now?” he asked.

	 

	“Naw, not yet, but I do want her back.”

	 

	“What do you mean you want her back?” he replied.

	 

	“I mean she was my shorty back in the day, and now I want her back.”

	 

	Grizzy grilled me. “I rather Redz tell me that because I don’t believe it,” he said.

	 

	“Oh, word?”

	 

	“Yeah nigga, word,” he replied.

	 

	“Cut the act fool, I know you know, fam.”

	 

	“How can you come into my mama’s crib and sit on her couch and tell me that I’m lyin’,” he said.

	 

	“Nigga, I don’t care who crib and couch this is. The fuck that gotta do wit’ you playin’ dumb?”

	 

	“Aight, Trigg,” he said, brushing me off. 

	 

	Retta came into the living room and bent over in my face, pretending she was reaching for the JET Magazine on the coffee table. I caught a whiff of seafood, and it damn sure wasn’t the crabcake. Retta had a nice body, but shorty’s face reminded me of Predator.

	 

	“I smell surf and turf. Your mother steamin’ shrimp?” I asked Grizzy.

	 

	“I don’t smell nothin’,” he said.

	 

	Retta quickly sat down after she grabbed the magazine off the table. Grizzy was focused on the game, so I don’t think he caught on. If I had a sister, I would whip her ass with a belt if she walked around my homies like that. I took my food in the kitchen so Janice could wrap it up to go. Retta’s stank pussy along with the hangover I had was making a nigga sick.

	 

	“Can you wrap this up for me?”

	 

	“Sure, do you want a piece of upside-down pineapple cake?” she replied.

	 

	“Of course.”

	 

	“Do you know how Breonna is doing? She won’t answer the phone for me,” she said.

	 

	“Breonna?”

	 

	“Yes, she was supposed to be staying here, but she ended up with Shyan,” she said, referring to Skeeno.

	 

	“I don’t know Breonna.”

	 

	“If you see her with him, please tell her to call me,” she replied.

	 

	After she was finished, she handed me the paper plate with aluminum foil. I thanked her and left the kitchen. Grizzy huffed when he put his joystick down. The lazy muthafucka didn’t want to leave his mama’s house.

	 

	“Yo, are you gonna tell me what’s this about?” he asked once we got on the porch.

	 

	“Yeah, I’m takin’ you to get my portion of the money from Heavy T.”

	 

	“I told him he was good. You know that nigga will pay up, he’s been doin’ business with us since we got on,” he replied.

	 

	“Check this out, I don’t give a fuck who that nigga is, but I do know I want my fuckin’ bread. Either that or you pay me the two-hundred g’s right now. You let a nigga slide once, he’s gonna keep slidin’ on you.”

	 

	“He was like a father to me, fam. He used to give my mother money for me and Retta when we were going through hard times,” he replied.

	 

	“He was fuckin’ your mama fool. That nigga wasn’t doin’ shit special but feedin’ her nappy headed ass kids. I ain’t got all day, fam. I want my fuckin’ money.”

	 

	I went to my car, and Grizzy was walking slowly like he had cinder blocks on his feet. He got in the passenger seat like a big ass kid, pouting because he got suspended from school. Honest to God, I wanted to smoke that nigga. The only reason why I tolerated him for so long was because in a way I owed it to him. I didn’t have any intentions of being a hustla back then until Grizzy came up with a plan for us to make quick money. Just so happens, I ended up with a better connect who only wanted to deal with me.

	 

	***************

	 

	 

	We pulled up to Heavy T’s club on the outskirts of the city. I knew he was in there because his Lexus was parked in front of the club. Heavy T’s club was a brothel in the day and a regular club at night. He was making mad bread from tricking out women. Grizzy bitch-ass was giving him free passes like school lunch, thinking Heavy T was having money problems. We got out of the car and went to the side of the building of the club. Two bouncers were leaning against the brick wall. The bouncer who was snorting powder wasn’t familiar.

	 

	“I bet that’s my shit, and you talkin’ about givin’ that nigga a pass,” I told Grizzy.

	 

	The bouncer named Eddie gave me dap. “What’s up, Trigg?” the bouncer asked.

	 

	“Shit, just coolin’. What’s goin’ on wit’ you?”

	 

	“Just workin’ to feed the kids. You can go in,” he replied.

	 

	He opened the door, and the building reeked of sex. The dark red lights in the hallway shielded a lot of folks' identities. The hallway had ten small private rooms, five on each side, where the craziest shit went down behind the closed doors. I walked through another door which was the main floor of the club. Heavy T was sitting at the bar smoking a cigar while watching TV.

	 

	“What’s good, Big Man?” I asked.

	 

	He looked startled. “Oh, shit. Trigg, what are you doin’ here?” he asked.

	 

	“Nigga, I know you betta get my fuckin’ bread,” I said to Grizzy.

	 

	“You gotta cough up that money, fam,” Grizzy told him.

	 

	“Hold up, Grizzy. You gave me a month. I got inspections coming up, things need to be fixed, and I have taxes to pay,” Heavy T said.

	 

	“Shit has changed, fam,” Grizzy replied.

	 

	Heavy T was a solid four-hundred pounds and stood around five-foot-eight. He had dudes intimidated by him because of his size, and Grizzy was one of them.

	 

	“Look here playa, I ain’t got it,” Heavy T said.

	 

	“Naw, you got it, and I’m not leavin’ out of here until your big ass gives me my money,” I said.

	 

	“This deal is between me and Grizzy,” he replied.

	 

	I pulled out a military knife Gramps gave me when I was a teenager. I’ve held onto it for six years, and it never steered me wrong. “Yo, what are you fittin’ to do with that?” Grizzy asked.

	 

	“What I always do.”

	 

	Heavy T slid off the barstool to make a run for it, but the nigga slipped on the floor.

	 

	“GODDAMN IT!” he said, trying to get up.

	 

	“Hold his hand down,” I told Grizzy.

	 

	“Come on man, get off of me!” Heavy T screamed. His short and stubby alligator arms were wailing to get up. Grizzy kneeled next to Heavy T, he pinned his hand to the floor.

	 

	“NOOOO!” Heavy T screamed.

	 

	I pressed my knife over two of his Vienna Sausage-sized fingers. Grizzy closed his eyes when I sliced the fingers off. I picked up his two fingers.

	 

	“You either tell me where my money is, or I’ll shove these lil’ sausages down your throat and feed you the rest of your fingers. I ain’t got shit to do today, so I have time, fam.”

	 

	“It’s upstairs in my office and is safe underneath my desk. The number is nine-five-two-nine-six,” he said.

	 

	Grizzy ran up the stairs to the upper level to get my money. I went to the bar and dropped Heavy T’s fingers inside his liquor glass. Heavy T managed to get up from the floor after struggling for a few minutes. He wrapped the bottom of his silk shirt around his hand while moaning in pain. His hand was bleeding on the black tile floor. The nigga looked like he was ready to faint.

	 

	Grizzy came back with a backpack. “The money was in there,” Grizzy said.

	 

	“And you let that nigga play on your emotions. Hand me that shit over.”

	 

	Grizzy handed me the backpack. I didn’t trust him, so I had to look for myself.

	 

	I went over to Heavy T and wiped the blood on my knife on his shirt. “Nice doin’ business with you Big Man, but you still owe me.”

	 

	“Naw, man. You can’t do that,” he replied.

	 

	“Yeah, I can, and I will. You think givin’ me my bread is the end? Nah, fam, I want interest. I’ll be back by the end of the month to get fifty g’s up off you. When I feel like you paid me back, I might spare your big ass.”

	 

	“Grizzy, help me out. You gonna let him rob me?” Heavy T asked.

	 

	Grizzy shrugged. “You brought this on yourself. You tried to play me.”

	 

	“We out,” I said.

	 

	“Please man, I got a family to feed! Don’t do me like this!” Heavy T called out. We continued walking towards the door to leave the club.

	 

	“TRIGG!” he yelled.

	 

	We left out of the main door of the club instead of the side door we came from. Grizzy was looking heartbroken when we got in the car. I sped out of the parking lot to drop Grizzy off at his mother’s crib before I ended up peeling his cap back. That clown had me heated!

	 

	“Fuck me over one more time, fam and I’ll forget you are my brother. You either wit’ me or you ain’t, but don’t be out here givin’ niggas free passes on my fuckin’ dime! You want that nigga to have money, you give it to him out of your pockets.”

	 

	“You cut his fingers off, Trigg. That shit ain’t cool,” he said.

	 

	“Fuck them fingers! The fuck you care about that shit for? I should knock your bitch-ass out!”

	 

	“That nigga used to look out for us! He’s the one who put us on first! He was my connect before that Snow White bullshit was heard of!” Grizzy said.

	 

	“Bullshit? That bullshit done upgraded your whole fuckin’ family!”

	 

	“Pull over, let me out,” he gritted. 

	 

	I pulled over near the bus stop around the corner from the club. “I’ll holla at you lata once you cool off,” he said.

	 

	“Don’t even holla at me lata. Be easy outchea!”

	 

	He slammed the door and I pulled off. I headed towards my downtown apartment to count my bread in case one of those niggas shorted me. 

	 

	 

	 

	Redz
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	Back in Newtowne…

	 

	I  was back in Newtowne, eating Maryland crabs on the picnic table near the playground with Kat, Latrina, and Peanut. I’ve been smiling from the moment I left Trigg’s house. My body was sore from Trigg having me in different positions, and I had to soak in cold water when I came home, but it was a blissful feeling.  I only came back because I had to get rid of the remaining vials I had in Peanut’s crib. Whether it was a good product or not, it was doable and put money in my pockets.

	 

	“What are you smilin’ for?” Latrina asked me.

	 

	“I’m just happy today. Is somethin’ wrong with that?”

	 

	“Naw, I’m just sayin’. You look refreshed,” she said.

	 

	Peanut took a gulp out of her beer then hiccupped. “Don’t disappear on us like that anymore, Redz. You know we ain’t shit without you,” she replied.

	 

	“I love y’all hoes too,” I laughed.

	 

	“These crabs are so damn good,” Kat said.

	 

	Peanut steamed the jumbo male crabs in beer. Our family would eat crabs every day if we could, especially during the summer.

	 

	“Sooo, guess what me and Monty did last night?” Latrina asked.

	 

	“You tossed his salad again wit’ no croutons?” Peanut asked. We burst out laughing, and Kat almost choked on her crab leg.

	 

	Latrina waved her off. “Actually, he tosses mine,” Latrina spat. 

	 

	“I hope he gives you money. You stay gettin’ me for my dollas but fuckin’ a nigga who has big bread, a whole loaf,” I said.

	 

	Latrina rolled her eyes. “Because I blow it all in shoppin’, but you ain’t trippin’ over twenty dollars, are you?” she replied.

	 

	“Nope, you don’t have to give it back because I want you to do my hair again. Anyways, back to the subject, I want to know what you and Monty did,” I said. 

	 

	“We had a threesome, and girllllll, that bitch’s pussy was looser than our grandmother’s dentures. Do you know Monty was busting all over the place like she had bomb coochie? I was so turned off, I left those two hoes in the hotel room,” Latrina said.

	 

	“So, you like women now?” Kat asked her.

	 

	Latrina shrugged. “I’m free spirited. I like anything that can fuck me. But I think Penny turned me out when I was in juvie,” she said.

	 

	“Penny?” I replied.

	 

	“Yesssss, she was puttin’ rubber gloves over a cucumber to resemble a real dick. I used to sneak off with her to the bathroom. That little bitch was workin’ that cucumber. It was the best sex I had in my life,” Latrina replied.

	 

	We were all at a loss for words. Latrina had crazy sex stories but that topped it. I don’t think she wanted to admit it, but she was a nympho.

	 

	Peanut took the crab legs from Latrina’s tray. “Let me get these crab legs away from you because you’ll stick anything up in that twat,” Peanut joked.

	 

	“I’m working on a book about my sex life. I can’t wait for y’all to read it. I feel like being a sex guru is my callin’. What do y’all think?” Latrina asked.

	 

	“I think you smokin’ Redz crack,” Peanut replied.

	 

	“I’ll read it. My sex life is trash. I can’t find anyone to make me cum,” Kat said.

	 

	“Ask Latrina,” Peanut said, then burst out laughing.

	 

	“No offense, but Kat will bore me,” Latrina replied.

	 

	“Wowww, y’all see that. I’m not even attractive to Latrina,” Kat said.

	 

	“Girl, save your pussy for a nigga that deserves it,” I replied.

	 

	“Nick wants me to move in wit’ him, but I love my hood. Hell, I even love the crackheads, especially Suga. That muthafucka stole my clothes out of the dryer from the laundromat before but brought them back to me. If I wanted to leave, I would’ve left when my mama moved to North Carolina. I’m stressed,” Peanut said.

	 

	“Just move in with him and keep the apartment. Never give that up,” Kat replied.

	 

	“I know, but I see y’all every day. Nick ass lives in D.C. That’s a forty-minute drive, and y’all know I hate drivin’,” Peanut said.

	 

	“How about y’all get a place together instead of you movin’ in wit’ him?” I replied.

	 

	“That doesn’t sound like a bad idea. Maybe we can get a house with a pool, ohhhh then we can have cookouts,” Peanut said.

	 

	“See, there you go,” Kat replied.

	 

	Peanut’s phone rang. “Yeah, Skeeno,” she answered.

	 

	“Okay, we are near the playground,” Peanut said into the phone and hung up.

	 

	“What did that fool want?” I asked.

	 

	“He still can’t find a hotel room for Breonna. I told him she could stay until she finds her own spot. She’s a cool girl, just quiet, but I like her,” Peanut said.

	 

	“Breonna? Who is that?” I asked.

	 

	“Oh, damn. I forgot to tell you. She’s Grizzy’s god sister from Arizona. She came to Maryland yesterday to start college in the fall. Once she got to Janice’s house, she realized she couldn’t stay there because Jackboy, Dee, and Retta were being disrespectful to her. And since the hotel rooms were booked yesterday, Skeeno brought her to me. She partied with me and Kat last night, and we had a ball,” Peanut said.

	 

	“Why can’t she stay with Skeeno?” Latrina replied.

	 

	“You know that nigga supposedly have a woman. I heard he messes wit’ an old broad. I can see it too, because Skeeno is too damn serious all the time. These younger women don’t impress him,” Peanut said.

	 

	“There they go,” Kat said.

	 

	I saw Skeeno and a thick dark-skinned woman walking together down the sidewalk. They complimented each other well. Skeeno had a solid build and probably weighed close to one-hundred and ninety pounds with deep chocolate skin. He was strikingly handsome as well and had white teeth.

	 

	“Now, that’s who I need to have a threesome wit’. Double chocolate,” Latrina said.

	 

	Skeeno was dressed in baller shorts and a tank top. I caught butterflies thinking of Trigg because I knew he was going to be playing basketball too. The basketball court was the place to be in the hood, it was like being at the club but for free.

	 

	“What’s up ladies?” Skeeno asked when he got closer.

	 

	“Nothin’, just talkin’ smack,” Peanut replied.

	 

	“Redz, this is Breonna and Breonna this is Redz,” Skeeno introduced us.

	 

	“Hi Redz,” Breonna waved.

	 

	I waved at her instead of saying it back because I had crab meat in my mouth.

	 

	Latrina cleared her throat. “And what about me?” she asked.

	 

	“Naw shorty. You scare people away,” Skeeno halfway joked.

	 

	“Anyways Breonna, I'm Latrina,” she said.

	 

	“Hey Latrina. It looks like you all are enjoying yourself. Are we interrupting y’all?” she asked.

	 

	“Not at all, have a seat. Skeeno, you can go,” Peanut said.

	 

	“Shid, you ain’t gotta tell me twice. But let me holla at you Redz,” Skeeno said.

	 

	I wiped my hands off with the paper towel before getting up from the table. We walked to the side out of ear shot from everyone.

	 

	“Nick just put those bricks Trigg owed you in Peanut’s crib. They are where you keep your stash,” he said.

	 

	“Y’all know where my stash is? Damn, do I get any privacy?”

	 

	Skeeno chuckled. “Peanut told him where to put it, but that’s only temporary. You should find someplace else because that’s a lot of work,” he said.

	 

	“Appreciate it.”

	 

	“You good though, right? From the incident that happened the day before?” he asked.

	 

	“Yes, Skeeno, I’m good,” I smiled.

	 

	“Aight tough girl and look out for shorty for me. She’s a good girl and I know she’s in good hands around y’all,” he replied.

	 

	“Ummm hmmmm, let me find out you feelin’ shorty. You know I can hook that up, right? Didn’t y’all use to put me up to talkin’ to girls for y’all? Just say the word.”

	 

	Skeeno playfully mushed me. “Go head, fam. I don’t look at shorty in that way. She’s only nineteen,” he said.

	 

	“Nineteen? Goddamn, I thought she was at least early twenties.”

	 

	“Nah, she just turned nineteen a month ago. But y’all take it easy,” he said.

	 

	I went back to the picnic table. Latrina and Peanut were fussing over the last beer.

	 

	“This is my damn beer. Your pickle pussy havin’ ass drank four and I only had one. It’s too hot for this Latrina. That cold beer belongs to me,” Peanut said.

	 

	“I’ll go to the liquor store and get y’all more, geesh,” Kat butted in. 

	 

	Breonna was quietly sitting while sipping on a wine cooler. “You don’t want a crab?” I asked her.

	 

	“No thank you. I don’t know how to eat them,” she replied.

	 

	“You’ll know by the end of the summer. Us Maryland folk have a special skill when eatin’ these suckers,” Kat said.

	 

	“We should go to the club tonight,” Latrina said.

	 

	“Ohhhh, that’ll be fun. That way I can meet someone new. We should go to a Baltimore club,” Kat replied.

	 

	“I don’t have anything to wear,” I said.

	 

	“Don’t you have Trigg’s truck? It’s only five o’clock, we can catch the mall,” Latrina asked me.

	 

	“Yeah.”

	 

	“I’ll have to buy something to wear too. I left my fancy clothes at home,” Breonna said.

	 

	“Can Jackie come?” Latrina asked me.

	 

	“Have you lost your mind? I told you and her that I don’t like her. That’s your friend, not mine.”

	 

	“I don’t like Jackie either,” Kat said.

	 

	Peanut burped. “Whew, excuse me, but I’m not a fan either,” she said.

	 

	“It won’t feel right ridin’ in her man’s truck if she’s not there,” Latrina fussed.

	 

	“Now, you know that’s not her man,” Kat said.

	 

	Latrina shrugged. “I’m just goin’ by what she tells me, and I know for a fact they be fuckin’. She said Trigg is a freaky ass nigga with big dick. It be the ones wit’ the hazel eyes that’ll turn you out,” she replied.

	 

	Kat and Peanut cut their eyes at me, to see my reaction, but what could I really do? He wasn’t my man and we only discussed getting back together when we made that bet, which I didn’t plan on losing. 

	 

	“What time are we leavin’?” I asked them.

	 

	“We can leave now. I need to wash my hands and change my shirt,” Peanut said.

	 

	“Should I let Skeeno know that I’m leaving the neighborhood?” Breonna asked Peanut.

	 

	“Hell no, tell Skeeno to stop actin’ like he’s your man. Shit, and don’t even tell him about the club. He’ll get the picture,” Peanut said. We got up from the bench and disposed of our crab shells and beer bottles.

	 

	I caught up to Peanut, who was walking in front of us so we could talk. “Girl, we are fittin’ to roll around in more dough than the pizza man,” she said.

	 

	“Can you break all of that down? We might have to recruit some people to help us. This is triple the usual.”

	 

	“We have people to help us,” she said, looking behind her.

	 

	She was talking about Latrina, Kat and the new girl. Peanut wasn’t thinking clearly. Latrina was all over the place, Kat wasn’t about that life, and the new girl seemed to have a different future than us.

	 

	“Have you lost your rabbit ass mind?” I whispered.

	 

	“Nope, we can be hands on and just pay a few niggas around here to protect us. Trigg is giving you an opportunity to build your own team and I’m tellin’ you, you might want to start now,” she replied.

	 

	I liked the thought of that, but it was easier said than done since I didn’t trust many people.

	 

	“I’ll talk to Kat and Latrina later on, but Breonna stays out of it.”

	 

	“You never know, Redz. She’s gonna be startin’ college soon and we both know college kids love drugs, especially those rich white kids. I’m just throwin’ it out there, you may never know until you ask. I’m sure she can use the extra cash since she’s out here alone,” she said.

	 

	“I'd rather she gets comfortable with us first before comin’ at her like that,” I replied.

	 

	 

	“Okay; I’ll meet you at Trigg’s truck in ten minutes,” Peanut said, before she walked into her building.

	 

	*************

	 

	 

	An hour later, we were at the mall in Hecht’s, shopping around for an outfit to wear to the club. I picked up a Tommy Hilfiger collar shirt, and Kat snatched it out of my hand, putting it back on the rack.

	 

	“We aren’t doing that, Redz. You ain’t gotta buy a little dress, but you ain’t dressin’ like TLC tonight. I’ll let you do that when it gets cold outside,” she said.

	 

	“You know I don’t know how to shop for girlie clothes.”

	 

	Kat pulled me out of the men’s clothing section. Breonna was at the men’s cologne counter.

	 

	“I need y’all’s opinion. Do you think Skeeno would like this?” she asked.

	 

	She sprayed the tester bottle of a Calvin Klein cologne. “I love it. It smells so mannish,” Kat said.

	 

	“It does smell good,” I replied.

	 

	“Do you like Skeeno?” Kat asked her.

	 

	Breonna smiled. “He’s been very nice to me since I got here and I just want to repay him,” she said.

	 

	“Awww, that’s so sweet,” Kat replied.

	 

	The salesclerk came to the counter to wait on Breonna. We waited for her to pay for the cologne before we went to the women’s clothing section.

	 

	Kat picked up a short sleeveless belted jean dress made by Bebe. “This looks like your style, Redz,” she said.

	 

	“Yeah, shorty that’s definitely your style,” a deep voice came from behind us.

	 

	I turned around, and a cute light-skinned guy was standing behind me wearing a durag. He looked to be in his mid-twenties and was dressed in camouflage shorts, a black Moschino shirt, and a pair of black, forest green and white Nike Air Alarms. I was a tennis shoe fanatic, so I always had to check out a man’s shoes before I gave him any conversation.

	 

	“What’s your name sweetheart?” he asked.

	 

	“Redz, what’s yours?” I replied.

	 

	He extended his hand. “I’m Melly,” he said, and I shook his hand.

	 

	“Nice to meet you, Melly.”

	 

	He handed me a flyer out of his back pocket. “My homeboy is havin’ a rap concert tonight, so you and your girls should come through to show support,” he said. I looked at the flyer, and the event was being held in Temple Hills, Maryland.

	 

	“We might show up,” I said.

	 

	“I’ll be lookin’ for you, Redz,” he said before he bopped off.

	 

	“Y’all see that? The niggas love me dressed up or down,” I told Kat.

	 

	“Girl, puh-leaseeee. Get this dress and come on,” she replied.

	 

	“Are we going to the rap concert? I loveeeee rap,” Breonna said.

	 

	“You do?” Kat asked.

	 

	“Hell yes,” Breonna replied.

	 

	“We can go there then since you’re new to the city. Baltimore isn’t going anywhere,” I said.

	 

	“I cannot wait,” Breonna beamed.

	 

	I took the dress from Kat and checked the tag. It was my size, which was a size twelve. I had a feeling it was going to be extra tight because of my stature, and a lot of name brand clothes were made for slimmer body types. Breonna picked up a lace, corset bell bottom top, and Kat grabbed a mini skirt. We shopped around for ten minutes before joining Latrina and Peanut in the shoe section.

	 

	“I’m gonna be honest, this is borin’,” I said, sitting down.

	 

	“We can go to Footlocker after we hit up the nail salon. My toes and feet need to be done,” Kat said.

	 

	“Mine too,” Breonna replied.

	 

	“Get up Redz and find a pair of shoes,” Peanut said. She was trying on a pair of strappy heels that looked too high.

	 

	“Y’all can find me somethin’. I wear a size seven and a half.”

	 

	“BREONNA!” a woman angrily called out to her.

	 

	We all looked to see who was yelling in the store—it was Retta. The Annapolis Mall was the only mall in our city, so it wasn’t unlikely to run into broads from our hood. Retta was with two of her friends who were from Newtowne too. They were the cum bucket squad because the three of them were known for fucking and sucking niggas whenever and wherever.

	 

	“Not these bitches,” Kat mumbled. 

	 

	Retta walked over to Breonna, and the hoe looked so trifling. Her stomach was hanging out of her shirt and her shorts were up her ass. The girls she was with looked decent despite their reputation.

	 

	“What is it now?” Breonna asked Retta.

	 

	“Why aren’t you answerin’ my mother’s calls bitch? Do you know I’ll beat your ass behind disrespectin’ my mama?” Retta asked.

	 

	I stood up in case those broads were trying to jump her. Kat, Latrina, and Peanut joined me.

	 

	“I don’t know what’s goin’ on, but y’all bitches are runnin’ up on the wrong bitches. The girl doesn’t like y’all so leave her the fuck alone,” Peanut said.

	 

	“This ain’t got shit to do with you,” Retta snarled at Peanut.

	 

	“Actually, it does because she’s with us. So, her problem is our problem,” Kat replied.

	 

	“It’s not like your mother paid for my plane ticket to come here and I told her to her face that I wasn’t comfortable staying at her house. What the fuck do you want me to do?” Breonna asked Retta.

	 

	“Ohhhhh, so you have heart now because you have your clique with you?” Retta asked.

	 

	“No, I was being respectful in your mother’s presence, so I didn’t say what I wanted to say, but since we’re here in a public place, fuck you and your mama. Go ahead and put your hands on me so I can really show you how I feel,” Breonna said.

	 

	Retta laughed. “Oh, so you hood now?” she said. 

	 

	“Bitch, are we fightin’ or what?” I asked. 

	 

	“This is a woman’s fight, Redz, so stay your masculine ass in your place,” Retta replied. Her friends behind her cosigned.

	 

	“Excuse me, but can I help you all with something?” a middle-aged white lady asked us. 

	 

	“Yes, we would like to pay for our shoes,” Peanut replied.

	 

	I gave Peanut the money for our shoes. I don’t know how much I gave her, but I couldn’t wait to leave the store.

	 

	“We’ll see y’all outside. I promise we won’t be long,” I told Retta and her friends.

	 

	“Yeah, I’ll see you outside,” Retta said, pointing at Breonna.

	 

	“That woman has jealousy written all over her face,” Kat said.

	 

	“I think it’s because her mother gave me the basement apartment. It’s weird as hell, and I’m sick of her ass trying me,” Breonna replied. 

	 

	“Which shoes do you want, Redz?” Peanut called from the register.

	 

	“I don’t care, just get it and hurry up!”

	 

	“Y’all shouldn’t have to fight for me,” Breonna said.

	 

	“We can’t fight Retta because she’s pregnant, but we’re gonna make sure she feels that ass whippin’ we give her friends. Once she sees that, she’ll think twice about runnin’ up on you like that. If you were by yourself, they would’ve jumped you, so we’re gonna deal wit’ it right now,” I replied.

	 

	“They are outnumbered, and I don’t believe in jumpin’ someone,” Latrina said.

	 

	“We're gonna take turns,” Kat replied.

	 

	“Latrina, you hold our bags and purses,” I told her.

	 

	“You sayin’ I can’t fight?” she asked with an attitude.

	 

	“Aren’t you on probation? Did you forget?” I replied.

	 

	“Shit, you are right,” Latrina said.

	 

	Peanut came over to us with the bags of our shoes. The five of us left the store out of the parking lot entrance, and they were nowhere in sight.

	 

	“Ain’t that a bitch?” Kat asked, looking around.

	 

	“Those hoes started all of that bull for nothing,” Peanut said.

	 

	“Don’t worry, Teresa and Monica still live in Newtowne. We’ll see them again,” Latrina said. Teresa and Monica were the women that were with Retta.

	 

	“I’m goin’ to the nail place, come on y’all,” Peanut said.

	 

	We went back inside the mall to continue shopping. I wondered what Trigg was doing since he wasn’t looking for his truck. Soul ties were real, because the minute we opened Pandora’s Box again, I couldn’t stop thinking about him.

	 

	***************

	 

	 

	Four hours later, I was fresh out of the shower and dressed. Latrina had permed, trimmed, blow dried, and wrapped my hair, so it had extra bounce. I also had a fresh nail set. My nails and toes were red all year round; I couldn’t wear any other color. The jean dress I wore accentuated my hips and breasts perfectly; my ass was looking extra bodacious. Peanut picked out the perfect shoes for me; the strappy red platform heels were comfortable to walk in. Latrina did my make-up, and I must say, I looked even better than I did at Kat’s party.

	 

	I walked out of my bedroom and went into the kitchen. Latrina was making jungle juice.

	 

	“Where is Ma?” I asked.

	 

	“I don’t know, she’s been actin’ different lately. She’s always gone now,” Latrina said.

	 

	“Her habit might be gettin’ worse.”

	 

	“Or she and her mystery man are gettin’ more serious. I wonder why we haven’t met him yet,” she said.

	 

	“We will never meet him. Ma don’t take these men seriously. She’s still stuck on Big Pete. The phone bill is crazy high because of his calls and she’s still writin’ that nasty bitch letters.”

	 

	“I hope he dies in prison,” Latrina replied.

	 

	“Me too, but don’t say that around Ma. I can’t believe she forgives that man after the way he beat you.”

	 

	Latrina stopped stirring the jungle juice. “He damaged this whole family. All three of us suffered his emotional and physical abuse for a very long time. Sometimes I resent our mother. I have to constantly remind myself that her father was the same way to her mother, so she doesn’t know better,” Latrina said.

	 

	We were interrupted when someone knocked on the door. “I’ll get it.”

	 

	I looked through the peephole and it was Trigg. He stepped into the apartment when I opened the door. He had a fresh haircut with a part on the side and his cologne tickled my clit. Trigg was looking delicious in his all-white outfit. His three Cuban link chains were layered around his neck. One of the chains had a diamond medallion of prayer hands. He was checking me out too, but he looked like he wasn’t feeling my outfit.

	 

	“Where are you goin’?” we asked in unison. 

	 

	“Me and the girls are hangin’ out. You?”

	 

	“The crew is hangin’ out too,” he replied.

	 

	He tried to button up my dress around the breasts area, but it wouldn’t budge. Latrina came out of the kitchen, drinking her jungle juice out of a red cup.

	 

	“Why you touchin’ on my sister like that?” Latrina asked him.

	 

	“That’s what we do shorty. We used to hump each other on the playground back in the day,” Trigg said, and I elbowed him.

	 

	“So, y’all were fuckin’?” Latrina asked.

	 

	“No, he’s just playin’,” I chuckled.

	 

	“Cut the bullshit, Redz. Our homies have been known, so we gotta stop lyin’ to these folks,” Trigg said.

	 

	“You fucked my friend after fuckin’ my sister!” Latrina yelled at him.

	 

	“Jackie just became your homegirl like five business days ago,” Trigg said.

	 

	“So, that’s why you don’t like Jackie?” Latrina asked me.

	 

	“Hell no, I don’t like her because she’s always sayin’ somethin’ to me. And why does it matter?”

	 

	“You foul Redz. You don’t tell me anything,” she fussed.

	 

	Trigg went into the living room and sat on the couch. Latrina was fuming as if she was the one fucking Trigg.

	 

	“Girl, you can be mad all you want to for Jackie because I don’t care.”

	 

	“She’s meetin’ us at the party. I wouldn’t have invited her had I known,” she said.

	 

	“Your friend, your problem.”

	 

	Latrina angrily stormed out of the apartment. She was so into Jackie I wouldn’t be surprised if she was eating her pussy.

	 

	“Why did you have to blast us, Trigg? We are not even together,” I said.

	 

	He leaned back on the couch. “You know what I was thinkin’ about all mornin’?” he asked.

	 

	“What?”

	 

	“I thought about how deep our history is, and shorty, the way I see it, it’s too deep to be downplayin’ it,” he said.

	 

	“What do you want me to do? Broadcast it to everyone so I can look stupid while you have a flock of hoes?”

	 

	“It’s too late to bring that up after lettin’ me hit it raw,” he replied.

	 

	I laughed it off. “Boy, take your ass home.”

	 

	He got off the couch and came over to me. He backed me into the wall, cupping my chin. Trigg kissed me so deeply; he caught me from slipping on the floor. He could’ve had me right there and sweated out my perm if he wanted to.

	 

	“I’m not gonna hold you up, so enjoy yourself. After you finish, come to my apartment downtown,” he said.

	 

	“You have an apartment too?”

	 

	“Yeah, you knew that. It was my first crib, the one I wanted you to move into. I’ll write the address down for you,” he said.

	 

	He went into the kitchen. My mother kept a pen and pad on the wall next to the house phone. Trigg wrote down the address.

	 

	Never in a million years did I think I would be fuckin’ my connect. But goddammit why can't I resist him?

	 

	“You really think I’m comin, huh?”

	 

	Trigg smirked with his million-dollar smile. “I know so. Bring an overnight bag too,” he said.

	 

	He pecked my lips before he left the apartment.

	 

	Let me go pack my new red thong and bra set.

	 

	 

	While leaving my bedroom after packing the overnight bag, my mother came into the apartment with a young nigga named, Pitt. The hood called him that because he loved pit bulls; he was a small time hustla on the come up.

	 

	I wonder if he’s the one she’s coppin’ her drugs from.

	 

	She was startled when she saw me coming down the hallway. “Oh, hey baby. I didn’t know you were home. Where are you ready to go?” she nervously asked.

	 

	“Why is he here? And I hope like hell he didn’t bring any drugs in here.”

	 

	“What’s up, Redz? It’s not like that, you know I wouldn’t disrespect your home,” he said.

	 

	“I’m going to wash and cornrow his hair. That’s it,” she sniffled.

	 

	Pitt was tall, skinny, and average in the face. The saying ‘money makes a person’ is true because he damn sure wasn’t cute.

	 

	“See you, Ma. I’m stayin’ over at a friend's house, so I’ll be back in the mornin’. The hood talks, especially the people in this building so I’ll know what’s going on in here.”

	 

	“Have fun honey,” she brushed me off. 

	 

	My mother’s card parties didn’t bother me because the people that came lived in the building, so I grew up around them. Trigg and his crew were at the apartment every day back in the day, but they never brought drugs into our home. Something about Pitt being in the apartment rubbed me the wrong way.

	 

	I’m lookin’ for my own place tomorrow for real this time. Lolita is losin’ her damn marbles! Her ass doesn’t even know how to cornrow!

	 

	 

	I left the apartment and walked out the building. Peanut, Latrina, Kat, and Breonna were waiting for me at Trigg’s truck. Everyone looked good from head-to-toe. Breonna’s outfit surprised me though because I pictured her dressed up like a country girl. But she was stylish in the corset top she bought earlier with a pair of daisy dukes, a gold chain belt and open toe heels. Her make-up was flawless and so was her updo.

	 

	“We look sooo good,” Peanut said.

	 

	Lolita having Pitt in our apartment killed my vibe. I had a strange feeling she was fucking that teenager.

	 

	“What’s the matter wit’ you?” Kat asked me.

	 

	“You know Redz always has an attitude,” Peanut said.

	 

	“Y’all hoes better not start wit’ me tonight. I’ll change my mind quickly about goin’ anywhere.”

	 

	Skeeno pulled up on us with Nick and Reeko in his classic car. Nick couldn’t look at me, and I thought it was hilarious. I know he felt bad for setting me up.

	 

	“You stepped your game up, Redz. Lookin’ Good shorty,” Reeko said from the back seat.

	 

	“Thank you, playboy. What’s up Nick?” I asked.

	 

	“Oh, what’s up, Redz. I didn’t see you over there,” he lied.

	 

	“Stop lyin’ nigga,” Skeeno told him, while getting out of the car.

	 

	“I forgive you Nick. Just cop me the new J’s when they come out,” I told him.

	 

	“You forgive him for what?” Peanut asked.

	 

	“This is between me and Redz, Nut,” Nick replied.

	 

	“Whatever don’t be out here showin’ your ass at the club either,” Peanut warned him.

	 

	“I’m not gonna be gone long, goddamn,” he replied.

	 

	Skeeno went over to Breonna. “You said you had somethin’ for me shorty?” he asked her.

	 

	She handed him the small bag with the cologne inside. “It’s an appreciation gift,” she said.

	 

	Skeeno was grinning from ear-to-ear. “Thank you, shorty,” he replied.

	 

	“You can tell she’s not from Maryland. The broads here don’t give us shit,” Reeko complained. 

	 

	Kat whispered in my ear. “Breonna got game. Look at how Skeeno is gazing in her eyes while smilin’. Maybe she can help me get a man,” she said.

	 

	Trigg used to spend most of his money on me, but have I ever bought him anything?

	 

	“Yo, Redz. Did Pitt go into your crib with your mama?” Skeeno asked.

	 

	“Yeah, you want him?” I replied.

	 

	“Naw, someone was askin’ for him at the dice game,” he said.

	 

	We talked to Skeeno for a few more minutes before he left to meet up with Trigg and Monty. I put my overnight bag in the trunk before getting into the driver’s seat. The living room light inside of my mother’s apartment was turned off.

	 

	Lolita is in there doing some wild shit with that boy.

	 

	**************

	 

	 

	The parking lot of Legend Nightclub was packed. “Here, Redz, smoke this,” Peanut said. She passed the blunt to the front seat. I took a pull from the blunt, and it had a sweet taste, almost like honey.

	 

	“What is this?” I asked.

	 

	“It’s called, Nubian Honey,” Breonna said.

	 

	“Where did you get this from?” I replied. 

	 

	I hit it again. The second pull really pulled me in.

	 

	“I grew it,” she said.

	 

	“Breonna studies plants,” Peanut replied.

	 

	“And you were able to sneak this on the plane?” I asked.

	 

	“Yes, it was inside a sealed plant seed packet. You can’t even smell it,” she said.

	 

	“Do you sell it?” I replied.

	 

	“No, I only grew enough for myself,” she said.

	 

	I almost side swiped someone’s car while parking. “You aight, Redz? You drivin’ a lil’ funny,” Peanut giggled.

	 

	“Redz is higher than the meat packets crackhead Suga be sellin’,” Kat said.

	 

	“Goddamn, look at that fine brother right there,” Kat said, looking out the window.

	 

	“The line is long, so the faster we get out, the better,” I told everyone.

	 

	We got out of the truck and immediately niggas called out to us. A woman in a new car or truck received the most stares.

	 

	“Aye, can I get your digits?” a man asked.

	 

	“I’m married,” I lied. 

	 

	Kat gave her beauty pageant wave. “I’m in heaven,” she said because of the men.

	 

	“Latrina! Over here!” Jackie called out from the line.

	 

	Jackie was with a group of girls she hung with outside of our hood. I noticed she was wearing the pink heels Trigg bought her—the sight of her sickened me. Latrina looked at me for my approval.

	 

	“Will you get mad, Redz?” she asked.

	 

	“Go ahead.”

	 

	“You sure?” she replied.

	 

	“Yes, you invited her so go ahead.”

	 

	Latrina went to Jackie and her friends while me and my girls went to the end of the line.

	 

	“We should leave and go to another club if the line doesn’t move,” Peanut said, and I agreed.

	 

	An entourage of men walked past the line. I locked eyes with a man wearing a black baseball hat—it was Melly. It looked like he and his homeboys had just arrived too.

	 

	“I see y’all made it. Y’all can come in with us,” Melly said while checking me out.

	 

	“You sure?” I replied.

	 

	“Yeah, come on,” he said.

	 

	On our way to the front of the line, I asked Latrina if she wanted to come in with us. “No, go ahead, I’m fine,” she replied.

	 

	Jackie was looking at me from head-to-toe. That broad hated that I stepped my game up. I rolled my eyes at her and kept it moving. The club wasn’t as packed as I thought it would be due to the number of vehicles in the parking lot. We followed Melly and his people down the stairs to the basement. There were lounging couches and tables in a section behind a rope. My girls were mingling with Melly’s friends, well except for Peanut since she had a man.

	 

	“Your man ain’t going to come here looking for you, is he?” Melly asked me.

	 

	
“Is that your way of asking me if I have a man?”

	 

	“It could be, do you?” he asked.

	 

	“Yeah, I do,” I lied.

	 

	Melly seemed like a nice guy but hanging out was as far as it was going to go. I didn’t want him to know I was single.

	 

	“I figured you had a nigga. You seem down-to-earth and niggas vibe with that. We can be homies though, maybe shoot some hoops or somethin’ like that,” he said.

	 

	“What makes you think I play basketball?”

	 

	“You were dressed in basketball clothes earlier. Shid, I thought maybe you just came from the court,” he replied.

	 

	“I dress like that a lot. I’m just startin’ to get a feel of lipstick and dresses.”

	 

	He chuckled. “You are gorgeous either way,” he said.

	 

	“How about you? Do you have a shorty?”

	 

	He hesitated for a minute. I really didn’t care one way or another.

	 

	“My shorty was killed four years ago, but I still carry her everywhere in my heart,” he replied.

	 

	“Sorry to hear that. That gotta be tough.”

	 

	“Yeah, but it’s to be expected when you get it how you live. I don’t know how you’ll take this, but you remind me of her. The only difference is she played basketball,” he said.

	 

	“What are y’all drinking tonight?” one of Melly’s homeboys asked us.

	 

	“Anything that’s not already opened,” I replied. I wasn’t drinking from an open container from a stranger. A lot of men got caught putting roofies in women's drinks at the nearby clubs. 

	 

	“Damn, shorty, it’s like that?” he asked.

	 

	“Always, like that,” I said matter-of-factly.

	 

	 

	Another group of people came into the section. At that point, I was no longer feeling it. I hated overcrowded places with people I didn’t know.

	 

	“We’re gonna go to the bathroom. We’ll be back,” I told Melly.

	 

	“I’ll be here waitin’ for you,” he said.

	 

	“Come on y’all, walk to the bathroom with me,” I told my girls.

	 

	“What happened? Why are we leavin’?” Kat asked.

	 

	“Too many people are crowdin’ that lil’ ass section off one bottle. We can buy our own bottles.”

	 

	We were ready to walk up the stairs, but I couldn’t believe who was coming down. I don’t know if it was fate or if Trigg knew of my whereabouts. He and his crew came down the stairs with a group of bitches behind them. One of the girls was Jackie.

	 

	“You gotta be kiddin’ me,” Kat said.

	 

	Trigg did say he and his crew were hanging out, but I wasn’t expecting us to be at the same spot. He looked confused when he saw me.

	 

	“What are you up here for?” Trigg asked me.

	 

	“Partyin’. You?”

	 

	“I know the nigga who’s havin’ the party. Do you know him to be comin’ all the way up here?” he asked with sarcasm.

	 

	Breonna, Kat, and Peanut joined Trigg’s crew. They didn’t seem to be bothered by them being in the building, but I was jealous that Jackie was even near Trigg. That shit hurts and it always has seeing them around each other. Old memories came flooding back of the most depressing point of my life.

	 

	 

	Three years ago…

	 

	A week after me and Trigg had that falling out, I realized I went about it the wrong way. Us being on bad terms didn’t sit well with me since we never went a day without seeing each other. Our breakup was literally making me sick, and whenever I ate something, it came back up. I could barely get out of bed. I mustered up the little strength I had left to look for Trigg since he wasn’t returning my calls. It was two o’clock in the morning, so I knew he was outside on the block. Trigg and his crew hung around Kat’s court a lot so that’s where I headed. Once I made it to Kat’s court, I only saw Grizzy. He was standing near a dice game, waiting for his turn to play. I went over to him.

	 

	“Damn, Redz. You don’t look too good, shorty,” he said.

	 

	“I think I have a stomach virus or food poisoning.”

	 

	“Do you want me to get you anything? Why aren’t you in bed?” he asked.

	 

	“I’m fine, but I’m lookin’ for Trigg. Have you seen him?”

	 

	“He was in front of Jackie’s buildin’ the last time I saw him. That was about twenty minutes ago,” he said.

	 

	“Good lookin’ out.”

	 

	I walked back down the street and towards Jackie’s building. Trigg’s Mercedes was parked at the end of her court, near the field area. I couldn’t wait to see him; I was feeling better just thinking about it. Jackie’s building was empty minus a drunk man passed out in the corner. There was no sign of Trigg, so I went to his car. I froze in my tracks when I realized what was going on in front of me. I closed my eyes then opened them again to see if my mind was playing tricks on me. Jackie was riding Trigg while he had the seat reclined back. I didn’t have the strength to throw a brick through the window like I wanted to, but had I had a gun, I would’ve emptied the clip into the car. Tears were coming out of my eyes to the point I couldn’t see the sidewalk while walking home. A sudden urge to vomit caused the tears to fall harder. I leaned over the fence, puking up phlegm since I had an empty stomach.

	 

	Grizzy pulled up alongside me. “Redz, you good shorty? Want me to take you to the hospital?” he asked.

	 

	I couldn’t answer him; I sat on the steps of my building and broke down again. Grizzy parked his car then got out.

	 

	“What happened to you?” he asked, sitting next to me.

	 

	“How long have Trigg been fuckin’ Jackie?”

	 

	“Like three or four months. That’s his girl, I thought you knew,” he answered.

	 

	I didn’t come out and tell Grizzy I was crying over Trigg, but I think he knew. He put his arm around my shoulder.

	 

	“Cheer up shorty, don’t be out here cryin’ and shit,” he said.

	 

	The tears couldn’t stop falling, especially since Grizzy unknowingly confirmed Trigg was cheating on me.

	 

	 

	Two weeks later, I found out I was pregnant. Trigg came back around a month after our breakup, begging to be with me again, but I turned him down, especially since I had an abortion. After terminating the pregnancy, there was no way in hell I could go back. He never found out that I knew about him and Jackie, the damage was already done…

	 

	 

	I went back down memory lane in the middle of the club. The night was supposed to be fun, stress free and therapeutic, but I couldn’t go anywhere without being reminded of the heartbreak. I walked away from Trigg and my girls to clear my head for a few seconds. Luckily, the bathroom was empty when I walked inside.

	 

	“Get yourself together, Redz. You are stronger than this,” I said to myself.

	 

	I grabbed a paper towel to wipe the tears away that managed to fall without ruining my make-up. The bathroom door opened. Trigg was watching me in the mirror above the sink.

	 

	“Did I hurt you, shorty?” he asked.

	 

	I laughed it off. “Latrina put too much mascara on my eyes and it’s irritating.”

	 

	“You don’t lie well, Redz. I gotta check a nigga for you? Someone did somethin’ to you?” he asked.

	 

	I turned around, leaning against the sink. “You know what, Trigg. Yes, someone did somethin’ to me. And the nigga you should be checkin’ is yourself!”

	 

	“How many times do I have to apologize for the same shit? I told you I ain’t know those niggas were goin’ to take you to that buildin’,” he said.

	 

	“Why do you and that bitch have to rub in my face what y’all did to me?”

	 

	“The fuck is you talkin’ about?” he asked dumbfounded.

	 

	“Three years ago.”

	 

	Trigg shook his head. “Yo, I thought we were over the past. We’re here now, and that’s what we should be focusin’ on,” he said nonchalantly.

	 

	“Want to know why I stopped talkin’ to you?”

	 

	“Yo, just get the shit off your chest,” he said.

	 

	“I saw you fuckin’ Jackie in front of her buildin’ a week after we broke up! A week, Trigg! Not a year or two, but a fuckin’ week! And I also know you were cheating on me with her months before I saw you and her together! I came here to get away from Newtowne, but here you come with that bitch followin’ you.”

	 

	Trigg looked like a deer caught in headlights. He was speechless that I knew him, and Jackie went that far back. I’ve kept quiet about it long enough because I didn’t want to rat out Grizzy, but I also couldn’t hold it in anymore. I had to let it go for me to heal.

	 

	“I went to a party a week after you chose the streets over us and saw shorty there. One thing led to another after I gave her a ride home. There aren’t no rules to how a nigga should move when he’s single, shorty. I apologize you had to see that because if the shoe was on the other foot, you and that nigga would’ve been DOA. But I didn’t fuck that girl while I was wit’ you,” he said.

	 

	Grizzy wouldn’t lie on, Trigg. Trigg gotta be lyin’ to save face. 

	 

	Trigg came over to me. “You got me feelin’ some type of way, Redz. I’m hurt right now. Why would I disrespect you like that when you were there before I had shit?”

	 

	“What’s done is done. I needed this wake-up call. I can’t go back, and I won’t go back. I refuse to get strung out over you again.”

	 

	“Aight, Redz, fuck it. If you wanna sit in this muthafucka and cry over some shit that’s not true, go ahead,” he replied.

	 

	The bathroom door flew open, and in came Jackie looking like she was pissed off.

	 

	“You’ve been here long enough, Trigg. Redz doesn’t need someone to hold her dick while she pisses,” Jackie said.

	 

	She and Trigg got into a heated argument while I was taking off my shoes.

	 

	“You think I’m stupid, Trigg? This bitch dressed like the ice cream man all her life, now suddenly she’s trying to copy my style, and you don’t realize that? She’s trying to trap you!” Jackie yelled at him.

	 

	“Yo, on the real, she been in the picture! I ain’t gotta explain shit to you. I haven’t even fucked you in a minute for you to be actin’ like a bird,” Trigg replied.

	 

	“You might as well fuck a man if you are fuckin’ this dyke bitch!” Jackie screamed at him.

	 

	I slammed my fist into her face as hard as I could, causing her to slip. “Get off of me!” she screamed as I whipped her ass.

	 

	“You think I’m a man, well bitch I’m fittin’ to whip your ass like I am one!” I shouted while beating her ass. Her heels came off while I dragged her across the bathroom floor. Trigg snatched me off her after I busted her lip. “Yo, that’s enough,” he told me. Jackie stood from the floor with her ponytail weave hanging from her head.

	 

	“LET ME GO!” I screamed at Trigg.

	 

	Jackie reached over Trigg’s shoulder, striking me in the face. He got caught between us while we threw blows at each other. I managed to get a good grip on her hair, slamming her face into the mirror above the sink. The glass shattered and she shouted. “MY FACE!”

	 

	I picked up the biggest shard of glass off the floor. Jackie screamed when I lunged toward her; Trigg grabbed my arm to keep me from stabbing his bitch. He almost twisted my wrist which was still slightly bruised from the officer’s handcuffs. It hurt like hell, so I dropped the glass. Jackie grabbed her hair, shoes, and purse off the floor and hauled ass out of the bathroom, yelling for help.

	 

	“We gotta roll out shorty before you get jammed up,” Trigg said.

	 

	I picked up my heels, and he grabbed my purse. The way Jackie’s face looked; I knew the police were coming. Trigg grabbed my hand, pulling me out of the bathroom. We ran out of a back door where a group of men were smoking and shooting craps.

	 

	“You leavin’ already?” a man asked Trigg.

	 

	“Yeah, fam,” he replied.

	 

	“Where did you park my truck?” he asked.

	 

	“I can’t remember, but I can’t leave my friends, Trigg. We came together so we must leave together.”

	 

	“They are straight, my niggas are in there with them, but your simple ass will be goin’ to jail for real this time,” he replied.

	 

	It took us a minute before we found his truck. He went into my purse to get his truck key. After we got in, I checked my face in the mirror. I had minor scratches and a bruised cheek, but I bruised easily, so shorty did the bare minimum. Trigg got on his phone to call one of our homeboys.

	 

	“Tell Peanut and ‘em Redz had to leave,” Trigg said, before hanging up.

	 

	Trigg chuckled and shook his head. “You had that girl runnin’ out of the bathroom with her ponytail screamin’ for help,” he said.

	 

	“She’s been sayin’ slick shit to me for a while now. I held it in for the longest, but she needed that ass whippin’.”

	 

	He looked over at me. “You held a lot in, Redz. Why didn't you ask me about her back then?”

	 

	“Why didn't you tell me back then? It works both ways, but the difference is I saw y’all together. So, I didn’t have to ask what I already knew.”

	 

	“Well, shorty, I hate to break it to you, but you ain’t know nothin’. The first time I did anything with Jackie was in the car that mornin’,” he replied.

	 

	Maybe Grizzy didn’t know the full extent of Jackie and Trigg because he wouldn’t blatantly lie to me.

	 

	“The only reason why Jackie came in wit’ me was because I saw Latrina waitin’ in line and told her she could come in with us. Jackie and her friends tagged along. Is this it, though? You not gonna tell me which nigga got you into the party?” he asked.

	 

	“You know I get along wit’ all the guys. It doesn't even be like that. The niggas love me.”

	 

	Trigg chuckled. “Melly walked you in, huh?”

	 

	“You know him?”

	 

	“I know everybody that cops from me, shorty,” he said.

	 

	I rolled my eyes at Trigg while he was getting a kick out of it. “If you want a nigga that doesn’t know me, you’ll have to dig him up. Every nigga alive knows me,” he joked.

	 

	I giggled. “You are so full of it.”

	 

	“Do me a favor though,” he said.

	 

	“What is it?”

	 

	“Don’t wear that tight-ass dress again. It fucks with a nigga’s anxiety,” he said.

	 

	“Boy be gone,” I laughed.

	 

	“Aight, Redz, don’t say I ain’t warn you. But what are we doin’ from here shorty? Can I try to pursue you or what?” he asked.

	 

	“Only time will tell, playboy.”

	 

	 

	Trigg got on the highway to Annapolis. Our conversation was warm, we didn’t talk about Jackie, the streets, or the past. We conversed about ourselves. Trigg was the type of man that you couldn’t just let go.

	 

	 

	The next day…

	 

	“Redz, get up,” Trigg said, shaking me.

	 

	“Give me five more minutes, Rico,” I moaned. I pulled the sheets over my head to stifle my giggles. Trigg snatched the sheets off my body.

	 

	WHAP!

	 

	Trigg slapped my ass cheek so hard, I jumped out of the bed. “See, that’s the bullshit you be on,” he said.

	 

	“I was playin’. I should make you kiss it.”

	 

	We were at his downtown apartment. Last night when we came in, we showered, got in bed, and cuddled.

	 

	“Throw some clothes on really quick. I gotta show you somethin’,” he said.

	 

	“What time is it?”

	 

	“Nine o’clock,” he replied.

	 

	I dragged my feet going to the bathroom because I wanted to sleep for an extra hour.

	 

	“Goddamn,” I said, looking at my reflection.

	 

	The bruise on my face had spread, and my lip was swollen from the fight.

	 

	“I woke up and ain’t know who you were. That fat ass lip was flappin’ while you were snorin’,” he said.

	 

	“I’ll heal in no time.”

	 

	“You too pretty to be fightin’ though, Redz. I don’t like this,” he said, rubbing the bruise on my cheek.

	 

	“You need to be caressing my butt since I know it’s bruised.”

	 

	“I’ll have to bend you over the sink to do that,” he said.

	 

	Trigg left the bathroom to answer his phone. I went inside my overnight bag to get my toothbrush. Seconds later, he came back.

	 

	“Move your feet, Redz. You ain’t gotta take your scarf off. Just throw on your clothes,” he said.

	 

	“I need to take a shower, Trigg,” I replied while pulling out my soap.

	 

	“You took one last night, and we ain’t do nothin’ so you’re good,” he said.

	 

	“I hope this is important.”

	 

	I threw on a tank-top and a pair of loose jean shorts that were rolled up at the bottom. After I grabbed my slides, Trigg was dragging me out of the bathroom.

	 

	“Hurry up before it gets towed without a parking sticker,” he said.

	 

	“What will get towed?”

	 

	“You’ll see,” he said.

	 

	Trigg’s apartment was spacious, fully furnished and had a nice view of the city. I could tell he stayed at the apartment more than he stayed at his house because he even had food in his fridge. Thinking of food had my stomach growling. The last thing I ate were crabs.

	 

	“You should’ve let me make breakfast first. How long will this take?”

	 

	“Don’t worry,” he said.

	 

	We got on an elevator to go down to the entrance of the building. Trigg’s bed was too comfortable for him to wake me up over a car being towed.

	 

	“What do you want me to do if the car is towed? It’s your car, so what do you need me for?”

	 

	“Yo, stop askin’ questions,” he said.

	 

	He grabbed my hand and pulled me off the elevator. We walked out of the building, and a middle-aged white man dressed in a suit was standing near a red Porsche with a big red bow on the hood.

	 

	“He must’ve cheated on his girlfriend or wife,” I told Trigg. If looks could kill, I would’ve been dead.

	 

	“What?” I asked.

	 

	“Trigg, my man,” the white guy said.

	 

	Trigg went to him and gave him a dap. “Is this the special lady?” the white man asked Trigg.

	 

	“Yeah, that’s my shorty,” Trigg said, making me blush.

	 

	“I believe the keys belong to you,” he said while wincing at my face. He handed me the keys.

	 

	“This is yours, shorty. What do you think? You like it?” Trigg asked.

	 

	“Are you serious? You got this for me?” I shrieked in excitement.

	 

	“Yesterday mornin,” he said.

	 

	I checked out the car.  The paint was so shiny, and the seats looked untouched. The car was so beautiful; I always wanted a red Porsche.

	 

	“Nice doing business with you as always,” the white man told Trigg.

	 

	I sat in the driver’s seat, rubbing my hands over the interior—it was a dream come true. The white dude hailed down a cab that was passing by. He waved at me and Trigg before he got in the cab. Trigg opened the door, getting in the passenger seat.

	 

	“I can’t take this to Newtowne. I’ll have to keep it here until I find my own place. I can see donkey face Jackie keyin’ my car or flattening the tires. I’ll have to kill her if she does.”

	 

	“That broad ain’t that crazy. You finally movin’ out, huh?” he asked.

	 

	“Yes, and I can’t wait.”

	 

	“We are gone then, you can start lookin’ now,” he said.

	 

	I put the key in the ignition and started the car. The engine purring gave me butterflies. My twenty-first birthday was around the corner, and by that time, I wanted to be in my new home counting a trash bag full of cash.

	 

	 

	Grizzy
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	A month later…

	 

	N ewtowne was more crowded than usual because it was Back-to-School day. Our crew always gave back to the hood. We had everything out; moon bounces, hot dog stands, snowball machines, games, and there was a cookout going on at the field. Gramps came through in his eighteen-wheeler with his bar logo, Crazy Eight, painted on the trailer. Inside the trailer were new clothes, shoes, school supplies, and backpacks that we gave away. I was leaning against the fence, talking to Monty and Reeko. Trigg still wasn’t fucking with me like that, and it was messing up my money.

	 

	“Can you put the word in to Trigg that I’m not on no funny shit,” I said to Reeko. 

	 

	Trigg hadn’t contacted me in a month, so my money was looking funny. Truth is, I was going to end up broke without a solid backup plan.

	 

	   “Talk to him yourself, so he can see how serious you are about gettin’ back right wit’ him. You were wrong though fam, so you really ain’t gotta choice but to squash the misunderstandin’,” Reeko replied.

	 

	   “It happened a month ago, Trigg got his money back so that should be that,” I said.

	 

	“It’s the principal nigga. You were supposed to get it back. We’ve been boys since what, third grade. And you went against the grain over a nigga that was tryin’ to rob us. When one takes a loss, we all take a loss,” Reeko responded. 

	I wasn’t trying to hear any of that sucka ass shit! If we were a team, Trigg wouldn’t have stepped on my toes.

	 

	“I’ll talk to him eventually,” I replied.

	 

	A group of girls walked past us wearing daisy dukes. “Damn, she’s thick. I’m gonna miss the shorts once fall comes,” Monty said.

	 

	“Shid, who you tellin’?” Reeko replied.

	 

	Redz pulled up on us, blasting Freek’n You by Jodeci. “What’s good wit’ y’all punk asses?” she joked when she got out of the car.

	 

	“Let me hold the whip,” Reeko said while giving her a dap hug.

	 

	“You ain’t holdin’ Big Red,” she replied.

	 

	“Your big ass can’t fit in there,” Monty said to Reeko.

	 

	Reeko was about six-foot-six and weighed over three-hundred pounds. He was a solid big dude.

	 

	Redz gave me a dap hug too; her perfume, and closeness of her body gave a nigga an erection. She was looking good—really good. Her hairstyle was freshly done and bouncing. She was dressed in a jean jumper with a white half-top underneath, and a pair of red high-top Reeboks.

	 

	Monty passed her a blunt, and the four of us were just kicking it and cracking jokes.

	 

	“I’ll be back,” Redz said once she saw Peanut and Kat.

	 

	“How is Redz doing on the team? I can’t believe Trigg got her pushin’ bricks. That’s too much for her ain’t it?” I said after Redz walked away.

	 

	“Naw, fam she deals with rocks. She breaks the bricks down and is doubling the profit,” Monty replied. 

	 

	Maybe I ain’t gotta go through Trigg. I can get Redz to put me on.

	 

	“The fiends goin’ crazy. They are comin’ from other neighborhoods now,” Reeko co-signed.

	 

	“And she copped a Porsche too. Redz shittin’ on the niggas,” I replied.

	 

	“Trigg copped that for her. They are fuckin’ on the down low again,” Monty said.

	 

	“It ain’t a secret. The cat is out of the bag, especially after she almost killed Jackie at the club,” Reeko said.

	 

	“So, Trigg got Redz and Jackie fighting?” I asked them.

	 

	“Naw fam, Trigg cut Jackie off. He doesn't talk to shorty at all, and now she’s goin’ crazy,” Reeko said.

	 

	Jody walked by with his face wrapped up in a bandage. Word on the street was that Trigg pistol whipped him and rearranged his face. He did a number on Heavy T too; his fingers are permanently gone. Trigg had more enemies than friends. I was more likable than him, so niggas wanted me to be the king of the city again.

	 

	Redz came back over to us with a cooler. “Y’all want a drink?” she asked.

	 

	“You always lookin’ out for us,” Reeko said while getting a beer.

	 

	“No doubt,” she replied. I took a beer out of the cooler too.

	 

	“Walk wit’ me, Redz. I gotta talk to you about somethin’ important,” I told her.

	 

	Reeko and Monty shook their heads. “We’ll be at the dice game fam,” Monty told me. Him and Reeko walked away; me and Redz went in the opposite direction. She followed me behind a building and to a picnic table.

	 

	“Talk to me,” she said.

	 

	I sat on the table. “I need a favor from you.”

	 

	“Go ahead,” she replied.

	 

	“I want in on your business.”

	 

	“You want to go from pushin’ weight to servin’ fiends?” she asked.

	 

	“Yeah, I’m steppin’ away from the round table.”

	 

	Redz crossed her arms. “What did you do?” she asked.

	 

	“Wowww, shorty. What makes you think I did somethin’?”

	 

	“You had to do somethin’ if you are steppin’ down,” she replied.

	 

	“I fucked up with Trigg,” I admitted.

	 

	“How?” she asked.

	 

	I told her the story about the situation with Heavy T. Shid, I even told Redz about Trigg cutting off his fingers. It ain’t like she didn’t know what type of nigga she was dealing with.

	 

	“You and Trigg gotta work it out. Y’all have been brothers forever,” she said.

	 

	“I’ll talk to him soon, but I still don’t want to go back.”

	 

	“You did front me my first ounce even though Trigg was trippin’ about me hustlin’, so I owe you. But I need a favor too,” she said.

	 

	“What do you need me to do?”

	 

	“You see that buildin’ right there,” she said, pointing over my shoulder.

	 

	“Yeah, what about it?”

	 

	“That building has been vacant for nine months. The pipes burst and flooded, but the property manager doesn’t want to renovate it. I even offered her the money to do it, but she wanted the money up front, and I don’t trust her. You talk a good game so I’m dependin’ on you to talk her into gettin’ it fixed before I pay her.”

	 

	“What are you gonna do wit’ a buildin’?”

	 

	“Set up shop. It’s in the perfect area and away from the other buildings. Also with a bigger space, we can break the bricks down faster,” she replied.

	 

	This is better than I thought! Redz needs me.

	 

	“Why not set up shop anyway since the apartments are vacant?”

	 

	“We need electricity, new pipes, and runnin’ water. You know that’ll raise a red flag if we hire a company to do the repairs. Plus, the property manager has to sign off on the repair orders,” she replied.

	 

	“Okay. What if she doesn’t accept the offer?”

	 

	“Nigga, you better use your charm to get her to crack,” she said.

	 

	“Aight, I got it. I’ll do whatever to get it done.”

	 

	“Oh, and before I go, no more flirtin’ with me if we’re gonna be workin’ together. I don’t want anyone gettin’ the wrong idea,” she said.

	 

	“I already know you and Trigg are back close again. I respect it shorty.”

	 

	“Appreciate you,” she replied.

	 

	I watched Redz walk away, and her ass cheeks were clapping in the loose jumper she was wearing. I would’ve given away my left nut sack if it meant I could hit that one good time.

	 

	Trigg’s bitch-ass is too lucky!

	 

	*************

	 

	 

	I went into the rental office, and it had all the updated appliances and carpet—a big upgrade from how it used to look. A woman holding a crying baby on her hip was yelling at the property manager.

	 

	“I paid my fucking rent, so why do I keep getting these eviction notices on my door? And I’m not the only one who keeps getting these notices after paying rent!” the woman yelled at the property manager.

	 

	“I’m telling you it’s a mistake and I’ll fix it!” the property manager yelled back.

	 

	“You said that two months ago. Are you stealing our money? I noticed the people who pay cash are the only ones getting the notices. I’m telling your bad body shape ass right now, if me and my kids end up in the streets, I’ll whip your ass!” the woman yelled at her.

	 

	“Threatening me isn’t going to fix the problem, so what you can do is leave and let me do my job,” the property manager said. The woman stormed out of her office.

	 

	“What can I help you with?” the property manager asked me.

	 

	“You scammin’ these people out of their rent money?”

	 

	“I’m the only one working here because the assistant left. It takes me forever to process everyone’s payment, so sometimes it shows up late,” she said.

	 

	She was a new property manager; she had to have come after I moved from Newtowne. Shorty was decent looking and looked younger than I expected, maybe early to mid-thirties. I noticed the big diamond ring on her finger and the pearl necklace around her neck. She looked sophisticated; sophisticated broads be the biggest scammers. 

	 

	I sat in the chair across from her desk. “My grandmother is one of the people who received an eviction notice so I hired a lawyer for her. She’s up in age and on oxygen, so I already know she’ll get mad sympathy. Next thing you know, this will make the Capitol Gazette and the news. Damn shorty, you’ll go to jail,” I said.

	 

	Sweat beads were running down her forehead; her make-up was melting on her white-collar shirt. She angrily threw her pen down on the desk.

	 

	“You look well enough to take care of your grandmother. Why is she living in this dump?” she asked.

	 

	“Why are you stealin’ these folks' hard-earned money?”

	 

	“They ain’t going to do anything but smoke it up anyway,” she replied.

	 

	“So, you admit you stole their money.”

	 

	“That’s not what I said. Get out of my goddamn office before I call the police,” she said.

	 

	“Alright, I’m out of here. I’ll see your hoe ass in court along with the rest of the people that’ll testify against you.”

	 

	I got up to leave. “WAIT!” she called out to me.

	 

	I sat back down. “What’s up?”

	 

	“I can’t go to jail. My husband lost his job, and we have kids to feed. This was the only way I could take care of our bills. I’ll give your grandmother her money back, but please keep this between us until I figure out a solution,” she said.

	 

	“I can help you with your problem.”

	 

	Her eyes turned into slits. “Did you just lie to me?” she asked.

	 

	I chuckled. “Yeah, shorty I did. We gotta lie to get what we want, right? Now, I know your truth.”

	 

	She cleared her throat. “You must want something. What is it?” she asked.

	 

	“I want access to buildin’ 804.”

	 

	“A young woman just asked me about that building a few days ago. You want to turn the apartment building into crack houses?” she asked.

	 

	“We might have different backgrounds and those pearls might make you look innocent. But shorty, you are a thug just like the rest of us that’s tryin’ to make it.”

	 

	“I don’t want to be an accessory to a drug ring,” she replied.

	 

	“I don’t want to be an accessory to a drug ring either.”

	 

	“What do you need the building for?” she asked.

	 

	“Pit bull breeding and fighting. You don’t have to fix the building up too fancy, just make it doable. It doesn’t need carpet, but if the electricity and water work, we’re good.”

	 

	“I’ll get started on that now,” she said.

	 

	I went into my pocket, pulling out a stack of money. Shorty’s eyes almost popped out of her head. “Take care of those eviction notices too. You ain’t gotta do that anymore.”

	 

	I peeled off three g’s; she snatched the money before it hit her desk.

	 

	“I’ll come back in a week for an update.”

	 

	“Here’s my number. You can call me at any time,” she said.

	 

	She wrote down her name and number on an envelope before passing it to me. Her attitude changed, and her scowl disappeared after she saw the money in my pocket.

	 

	“Stay beautiful, Stefanie.”

	 

	I left the rental office with an S on my chest. Redz might as well call me Superman. One day she’s going to see that I was good for her and always protected her feelings.

	 

	Maybe she’ll see how loyal I am and let me run her operation. I’ll show Trigg that I ain’t no slouch.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Skeeno
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	Two days later…

	 

	B reonna pressed cotton candy against my lips. “Here, try it,” she said, stuffing my mouth.

	 

	“Aight, shorty. I don’t need anymore.”

	 

	We were at a carnival, a place I had never been before. It was overrated but Breonna was having fun. Me and shorty were damn near inseparable. Trigg and Redz were at the carnival too, but we were split up. Initially, I wasn’t going to come, but Breonna asked, and I couldn’t say ‘no’. She had a piece of cotton candy in the corner of her mouth. I brushed it off with my thumb.

	 

	“Are you going home after this?” she asked.

	 

	“Why, you have somethin’ planned?”

	 

	“The movies. I want to see Dangerous Minds,” she said.

	 

	“I’m not a movie type of nigga shorty. Did you ask Redz, Kat, or Peanut?”

	 

	“Redz said she and Trigg already saw the bootleg version. Peanut is going to Ocean City with Nick tonight, and Kat is on a date,” she said.

	 

	“And the only person left to ask is me?”

	 

	She put her arm through mine. “Come on, it’ll be fun,” she said.

	 

	My phone rang in my pocket. Lolita had been blowing me up all day. We were still fucking here and there, but the feelings I once had for her were fading away. Shorty was fucking other niggas, so I started doing my own thing. I just couldn’t do it with Breonna. She was young and innocent and didn’t deserve for a nigga to use her body just to bust off a few nuts. I wanted to limit my time with her, so she wouldn’t catch feelings for me before it was too late. There was no way in hell I could attempt to be tied down to another shorty.

	 

	“Yo, I can’t do it tonight. It’s a lot of niggas out here that’s tryin’ to see what’s up wit’ you. Why don’t you give one a chance?”

	 

	She releases my arm. “I’m suffocating you?” she asked. Her tone was saddened and the smile she always had was gone.

	 

	“I didn’t say that, but I don’t want you spendin’ too much time wit’ me. When there’s a nigga out here that can do everything, you want to do.”

	 

	“I get it. We can leave now if you are ready,” she said.

	 

	Trigg came over to us holding a giant stuffed panda bear he won for Redz. 

	 

	“Where’s Redz?” Breonna asked him.

	 

	“She’s at the funnel cake stand,” he responded.

	 

	Breonna rolled her eyes at me before she left to find Redz.

	 

	Trigg sat Redz’s stuffed bear on the bench. “You and shorty got into it? She gave you that look when a nigga done fucked up,” he said.

	 

	“I think she’s in her feelin’s because I told her to meet new niggas. Am I wrong?”

	 

	“The real question is when you are gonna stop fuckin’ Lolita? She's a nice woman, but you and I both know she’s using you fam. Yo, I don’t like that shit,” he said.

	 

	“Bruh, you went straight off the subject.”

	 

	“Ain’t that’s why you tellin’ a shorty you be wit’ every day to meet new niggas?” he asked.

	 

	“I’on know, fam. I’ve been lookin’ at life different lately. That lovey-dovey shit ain’t for me.”

	 

	Trigg shook his head. “You hurtin’ right now fam. Once you get over that old ass hoe, you’ll be straight. She molded you though and played on your emotions. She saw a young nigga on the come up, and used her stale pussy to reel you in. It ain’t no different than these old niggas preyin’ on these lil’ girls. You love that hoe fam. You fuckin’ these other broads ain’t gonna help it either, it’s gonna make it worst.”

	 

	“You have all the answers because you and Redz are back together, huh?”

	 

	“We ain’t back together, yet. Redz talkin’ about how she wants us to work on our friendship first. Yo, between me and you, I think Grizzy had somethin’ to do wit’ Redz cuttin’ me off,” he said.

	 

	“Yo, what’s up wit’ you thinkin’ Grizzy is a snake? You and this nigga need to talk it out. We can’t let our family fall because of minor shit. Heavy T situation was the only time he really fucked up.”

	 

	“Grizzy is a jealous-hearted muthafucka and it runs in his family,” he said.

	 

	“You might be onto somethin’. Retta threatens Breonna every time she sees her. I don’t hit women but honest to God, I’ll knock shorty out if she touches her. She has no reason to hate shorty and Jackboy bitch-ass got all of them beat.”

	 

	Redz came over to us eating a funnel cake. “Why you dissin’ my girl, Bre?” she asked me.

	 

	“Here we go,” Trigg said, shaking his head.

	 

	“Mannnn, that girl lyin’,” I replied.

	 

	“She told me you need your space. What space do you need?” Redz asked.

	 

	“You supposed to be my homie, and you sidin’ wit’ someone else? What happened to The Seven Crew?” I replied. 

	 

	Redz used to call us, The Seven Crew back when she was eleven years old. She used to write it everywhere in the hood too. The writing was still on the wall in the laundromat.

	 

	“I have my girl crew now. Y’all don’t talk about anything anymore,” Redz said and laughed.

	 

	“I knew the day would come where you would be a regular female. You used us to go through your lil’ boy phase,” I replied.

	 

	Redz punched my arm. “Shut up, fool. I still love y’all,” she said.

	 

	“I don’t know about y’all, but it's about that time I leave,” Trigg said.

	 

	“You said you were gettin’ on the merry go round wit’ me,” Redz replied.

	 

	“Shorty, do I look like Keith Sweat to you? The fuck I’m gonna do wit’ a merry go round?” Trigg asked.

	 

	“You can’t come to the carnival and not get on a ride,” she fussed.

	 

	“I was tryin’ to get you to ride me, but you actin’ scared like someone gonna see us,” he replied.

	 

	My phone rang, I walked away from Trigg and Redz to take the call.

	 

	“Yooo,” I answered.

	 

	“Where are you? I’ve been at your condo for three hours. Your dinner is getting cold,” Lolita said.

	 

	“What do you need this time? You haven’t been there in weeks, so I already know you want somethin’. Get whatever it is you need from the niggas you fuck with.”

	 

	“You know you are the only man for me baby. Pitt was just feeding my habit, that’s all. I missed you so much, Skeeno. I’m cumming in my panties right now just thinking about you fucking me against the wall,” she said.

	 

	I chuckled because just a month ago, I fell for that weak shit. It took me four years to see that shorty was taunting me with her pussy.

	 

	“On the real shorty, go ahead, and leave the key on the table then get fuck out of my crib.”

	 

	Lolita burst into sobs. “Baby, I’m sorry. I got a hold of bad drugs, and it made me do things I didn’t want to do, but I’m going to get clean. Can you take me to a rehab tomorrow morning? I can’t do this without you,” she said.

	 

	“Ask Redz to take you.”

	 

	“I want to surprise my daughters. They’ll find out once I get there so, please come home,” she begged. 

	 

	“Aight, I’ll pick you up from the corner store near Newtowne in the mornin’, but shorty, I meant what I said. Leave my key then get the fuck out of my crib.”

	 

	“This isn’t like you, Shyan. Is what they are saying true about you and Redz’s friend? How can you fuck one of my daughter’s friends? Don’t you know people are talking about you and her?” she asked.

	 

	“Yo, you a joke. You worried about me fuckin’ Redz’s friends when you done fucked your daughter’s homeboy? You sound weak.”

	 

	“Weak? Okay, I’ll show your black ass weak!” she said then hung up. Judging by Lolita’s mood swings, shorty was geeking. 

	 

	I went back to the bench where Trigg and Redz were standing. “Have you seen Breonna? I just went to the funnel cake stand where I last saw her, but she wasn’t there,” Redz said.

	 

	“Naw, I walked away to take a phone call. Did you call her?” I asked.

	 

	“Yeah, but she didn’t answer,” Redz replied. 

	 

	“She probably left already,” Trigg said.

	 

	“She wouldn’t leave without tellin’ me, Trigg,” Redz replied.

	 

	“Don’t tell me y’all think shorty is lost at her age, especially if she got her phone on her. She might’ve caught a cab,” Trigg said.

	 

	“I’ll look for her myself,” Redz responded. 

	 

	“Aight damn, come on,” Trigg replied.

	 

	I went the other way, searching for Breonna. The carnival was crowded, so I called out to her. I tried to call her, but my phone ran out of minutes.

	 

	I wasted my minutes on Lolita’s hoe ass.

	 

	“BREONNA!” I shouted again.

	 

	I went to the parking lot in case she was waiting for us by Trigg’s truck. At the end of the parking lot, near the woods, three dudes were grabbing on a woman. They were dragging her towards a hooptie. The woman’s red and white polka dot dress caught my attention. I hauled ass towards them once I realized it was Breonna.

	 

	“Get your fucking hands off my purse!” I heard her yell.

	 

	“Oh shit, we gotta go!” one of them shouted when they saw me coming. I saw their faces when I got closer. Two of the dudes I knew were Jackboy and Dee. Dee pulled out his gun as I withdrew mine. He pulled the trigger and the bullet whizzed past my ear. I shot him, hitting him in his chest area. Dee dropped to the ground instantly.

	 

	“LEAVE!” I told Breonna.

	 

	The unfamiliar dude that was with them, aimed his gun at Breonna as she ran. I put two slugs in his dome; his body fell and rolled down the hood of the hooptie. Dee was stretched out on the ground, choking on his blood while Jackboy was trying to get him up.

	 

	“Yo, I swear on everything, I’m gonna kill you! We only wanted the bitch to get on the phone to talk to Janice!” Jackboy yelled.

	 

	“Naw, nigga. You were tryin’ to rob her. I never liked your bitch-ass anyway,” I replied, aiming at his head.

	 

	In a flash, he picked up Dee’s gun. We pulled the trigger at the same time. A bullet pierced through my abdomen as I put a bullet in his face. Trigg’s Range Rover came full speed towards us. He jumped out with his Glock in his hand.

	 

	“Yo, it’s mad witnesses out here. We gotta go!” he shouted.

	 

	“I’m hit,” I replied. 

	 

	The bullet felt like it was traveling through my body—the pain was crippling me. I lost my balance and Trigg caught me. Redz was in the driver’s seat. Breonna got out of the truck to help Trigg; my legs were too heavy to move. Breonna was shaking so badly while holding me up, she almost caused Trigg to drop me.

	 

	“WATCH OUT!” Redz screamed.

	 

	Dee’s bitch-ass was still alive. He was lying on the ground, shooting at the truck and nearby vehicles. Redz aimed a sawed-off shotgun out of the driver’s window.

	 

	BOW! BOW!

	 

	She blew Dee’s head off his shoulder. Trigg shoved me in the backseat with Breonna.

	 

	“Floor this bitch Redz!” Trigg told her when he got in the passenger’s seat.

	 

	She sped out of the parking lot; the truck almost tipped over when she made a sharp turn.

	 

	“I don’t know what to do. He’s bleeding everywhere!” Breonna panicked. I was feeling woozy from the blood loss.

	 

	“You gotta apply pressure, Bre!” Redz screamed. 

	 

	“I am! He’s dying! His pulse is fading away!” Breonna screamed back.

	 

	“Drive faster Redz! I don’t give a fuck if police chase us. Don’t stop until you get to the hospital,” Trigg said.

	 

	“Redz, I gotta tell…I gotta tell you somethin’,” I heaved. 

	 

	“Tell me after you get help. Save your energy playboy. You ain’t goin’ anywhere! I don’t care what it is, it’s not worth it right now,” she said.

	 

	“I love y’all and tell our homies I love them too. Don’t cry at a nigga’s funeral… we too gangsta for that,” I choked out.

	 

	“He’s choking on his blood! He’s bleeding internally. This isn’t good!” Breonna cried.

	 

	Trigg climbed in the backseat. “Fuck that! Nigga you ain’t fittin’ to die on me! Stay up!” he said while tapping my face.

	 

	“Y’all are scaring me! Why isn’t he talkin’ anymore?” Redz cried.

	 

	I couldn’t hold on…

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Trigg
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	Three hours later…

	 

	S keeno was getting emergency surgery while we were waiting in the waiting room. Redz was dozing off while resting her head on my shoulder, and Breonna was sitting across from us looking shellshock. I didn’t know much about shorty, but I do know she a murder. She wasn’t from our side of the tracks; nobody knew how solid she really was. My thoughts were racing between Redz catching a body, Skeeno pulling through the surgery, and Breonna ratting us out.  There would've been more than one of us in surgery or dead if Redz wasn’t a thorough shorty. Dee could’ve killed one of us if she hadn’t grabbed the shotgun, I kept underneath my seat. I never wanted Redz to go through any gangsta shit. Which was why I didn’t want her hustlin’ in the first place, but shorty was too deep. Every day she proved she wasn’t the average around-the-way chick and could back up her talk.

	 

	Redz squeezed my hand. “He’s gonna pull through, Trigg. I know he is so don’t stress about it,” she assured me.

	 

	“I know shorty, I just got other stuff on my mind.”

	 

	Gramps barged into the waiting room. “Where is he at, Son? Is he hurt badly?” he asked me.

	 

	“He’s gettin’ the bullet removed right now, but he lost a lot of blood.”

	 

	Skeeno’s mother was a prostitute and was heavy in the streets. After she had him, she dropped him off at a church and never looked back. Skeeno grew up in a foster home funded by the church and was abused because he had a behavior problem. He moved to Newtowne when he was seven years old. A lady from the church took him in so she could get funds by the state. She was burning Skeeno with cigarettes and hot combs, torturing him. By the time Skeeno was thirteen, Gramps adopted him. Legally Skeeno was family—he was my brother.

	 

	Gramps sat on the other side of me. “This is getting out of hand, Son. I’m getting too old for this shit,” he said.

	 

	“It’s not what you think. We were at a carnival, and just happened to be at the wrong place at the wrong time.”

	 

	“Who is that?” he asked, looking at Breonna. Shorty’s dress was saturated in Skeeno’s blood; she was getting a lot of stares. A nurse thought she was shot too and wanted to have her examined.

	 

	“She’s Redz's friend. If anyone from our crew asks you what happened, you don’t know anything. Far as they should know, Skeeno got robbed in Baltimore. I don’t want them knowing we were at the carnival,” I told Gramps. 

	 

	“Is that why y’all came to a Baltimore hospital? Shit, Trigg, he could’ve died coming this far,” he whispered.

	 

	“We called an ambulance when we got closer to the city. It would’ve raised questions had we gone to our hospital.”

	 

	I couldn’t let the crew find out because it would’ve gotten back to Grizzy that we were at the same place as Jackboy. Grizzy was soft, but he wasn’t dumb and would’ve connected the dots. As crazy as it sounds, I still cared about the fool’s feelings. It would crush him if he knew his homeboy smoked his favorite cousin.

	 

	“Are you ready to go home, Bre? You have to change your clothes,” Redz told her.

	 

	“I’ll ask a nurse to bring me a gown to put over my clothes, but I’m not leaving,” she replied.

	 

	Shorty must be in love with my bro. Shid, if she’s truly solid, I’ll welcome her to our family myself.

	 

	 

	The surgeon came out twenty minutes later. Gramps stood from the chair but I remained seated because Redz had a tight grip on me.

	 

	“The bullet tore his appendix, so we removed it. He’s going to pull through, so don’t worry. He’s very lucky, it could’ve been fatal if a main artery was punctured. You all will be able to see him once he’s in recovery,” the surgeon assured.

	 

	“Oh, thank god,” Breonna mumbled.

	 

	“I told y’all Skeeno was a fighter. He has been through too much to stop here,” I stated.

	 

	“I’m relieved; I thought he was goin’ to go cold on us,” Redz said. I wiped away the tears of joy falling from her eyes.

	 

	“Thank you, baby,” she sniffled.

	 

	 

	Twelve hours later…

	 

	Redz took off her clothes as soon as we stepped foot in my apartment. We just left the hospital, leaving Gramps and Breonna behind. I had to meet up with my connect later on, and since Skeeno was straight, it was back to business.

	 

	“What a crazy ass night,” Redz said on her way to the kitchen.

	 

	I followed Redz into the kitchen. “I thought Breonna was tripping when she ran into us in the parking lot, yelling ‘Skeeno was in trouble’. Skeeno usually avoids trouble; he’s about his money and that’s it. But we gotta discuss Breonna, she has seen too much.”

	 

	Redz opened the fridge. “She’s solid, Trigg. I think she knows the seriousness of this situation, and to be honest, Skeeno got shot for savin’ her. She wouldn’t do anything to get him in trouble,” she promised.

	 

	I sat at the kitchen table to roll a blunt while Redz moved around the kitchen to start breakfast.

	 

	“Yo, you turned Dee’s head into dust. I was like, ‘look at my shorty hangin’ out the window wit’ the shotty like homie from Boyz n the Hood.’ The one that smoked Ricky. All you had to say was rock-a-bye-baby.”

	 

	She burst out into laughter. “If you don’t calm your overly happy ass down. I was timid at first, but one of y’all’s blood would’ve been on my hands if I didn’t react,” she replied.

	 

	 

	Redz cracked four eggs into a bowl. “Do you want an omelet or cheesy eggs?” she asked.

	 

	“I’ll take cheesy eggs, burn it all lil’.”

	 

	Redz’s face scrunched up. “Eww, I can’t believe you like your eggs that way,” she said.

	 

	“That was the first thing you made me. I think you were eleven or twelve. It’s crazy how Lolita used to let boys into her apartment to hang out with her daughter. Anybody else ain’t going for that.”

	 

	“You know my mother used to think I was gay. It probably made her day when she found those condom wrappers in the bathroom trash can,” she replied.

	 

	“I stopped usin’ them joints because I was tryna knock you up. My mentality was fucked up back then.”

	 

	She grilled me. “What the fuck, Trigg! You purposely tried to get me pregnant? Who does that?” she asked.

	 

	I hit the blunt. “Shit, I’on know. You were about to graduate high school and I got this apartment, it just made sense. The hell you mad fa? You were lovin’ the raw dick.”

	 

	“You were tellin’ me that you pulled out. You really tried to trap me?” she asked in disbelief.

	 

	“Yeah, so you could move in wit’ me. You know young niggas don’t think right.”

	 

	“You are still a young ass wipe,” she spat.

	 

	“Shorty, cook them eggs, and stop bein’ angry at shit that ain’t happen.”

	 

	“I can’t believe you said that shit so coolly like that’s normal,” she said.

	 

	“You know that pussy got wet when I said that, stop frontin’,” I chuckled.

	 

	“Thanks for lettin’ me know I can’t leave my birth control pills around your crazy ass. And you smilin’ like it’s funny,” she replied.

	 

	“But I bet you would let the nigga from Jodeci knock you up. I forgot his name, but you got his poster on your ceilin’.”

	 

	“You mean your twin, DeVante? And yeah, I would with his fine ass,” she teased.

	 

	“Plenty of bitches done begged me on their knees to knock them up. I’m not a singer, but these hoes still love me. Say I’m lyin’,” I joked.

	 

	Redz’s eyes turned into slits, and the corner of her lip curled into a snarl. She pointed a butcher knife at me. “I’ll cut your balls off muthafucka then I’ll make nunchucks out of it and slap you and those bitches wit’ it. Y’all will be calling me Bruce Leroy after I’m finished gettin’ my The Last Dragon on,” she threatened.

	 

	I chuckled, throwing my hands up to surrender. “Aight, shorty, chill. I’m done playin’ wit’ you.”

	 

	“Don’t get a karate chop, Trigg. You took it too far, nah,” she replied.

	 

	“Shorty, hurry wit’ my breakfast.”

	 

	She rolled her eyes at me while smacking her teeth. I got up from the chair to pass her the blunt; Redz snatched the blunt out of my hand.

	 

	“You still mad at me, Beautiful?” I asked while rubbing her ass cheeks.

	 

	She poured milk into the pancake mix. “Can you back away and let me cook?”

	 

	I squeezed her ass cheek harder while kissing her neck. The blunt almost slipped into the pancake bowl when I pressed my dick into her.

	 

	“Seriously, Trigg. You are all up on me when I’m tryin’ to cook for your greedy behind.”

	 

	“Aight, finish this up so you can sit on my face.”

	 

	I’ll wake up out of my sleep to eat Redz’s pussy. Shorty’s pussy was like honey to a bee—I was strung-out. I took my blunt back from her before I left out of the kitchen.

	 

	“Don’t take a shower without me!” she called out from the kitchen.

	 

	“I’m watchin’ TV!” I shouted back.

	 

	I got comfortable on the leather sofa and turned on the TV…

	 

	**************

	 

	 

	“Trigg, wake up, your food.”

	 

	I woke up to a plate of pancakes, fried eggs, bacon, and grits with a cold glass of orange juice. She sat next to me on the couch; she turned the channel to MTV. Redz took a pancake off my plate when she already had three on her plate.

	 

	“Bro, why did you take my food when you got your own?”

	 

	 

	“Your food tastes better, just like mine do when you take my food,” she replied. I grabbed all the bacon on her plate and ate it. 

	 

	“I just knew you were going to do that. I have more sittin’ on top of the stove anyway,” she said.

	 

	“What do you have planned for the day?”

	 

	“Sit with Skeeno for a bit then look for a place. I don’t know why it’s hard to find somethin’ I like,” she said.

	 

	“You’ve been stayin’ here so why not move in. I can always stay in my other crib if you need your space. This spot is lowkey and you ain’t gotta worry about nobody runnin’ up in here.”

	 

	“Are you tryin’ to cheat me out of our six-month deal?” she asked.

	 

	“I’ll still let you cop from me up front after you show me, you can hold down your own.”

	 

	“Trigg, your portion was fifty-five g’s and that was just off two bricks. You profited double damn near triple of what they were worth. Don’t sleep on me and Peanut,” she replied.

	 

	“It’s only been a month shorty. I’ll tell you how I really feel when you can keep that up. Who taught Peanut those cookin’ skills?” I asked out of curiosity.

	 

	“She learned from watchin’ her ex-boyfriend before he was killed. He wasn’t a dealer, but he would do it for extra cash on the side. Breonna has special skills too that I want to benefit from. I’m tryin’ to get her to grow her special marijuana, but I don’t know how to approach her. I don’t want her to sell it, but maybe I can pay her to grow it to sell it myself,” she said.

	 

	“Special marigauna?”

	 

	“Yes, she calls it Nubian Honey. It has a sweet taste to it, and the high gives me a buzz like I drank champagne. Breonna is going to school to become a plant scientist, so she knows a lot about plants. She even has her own shampoo she made from an aloe plant,” she said.

	 

	“Nubian Honey? Damn, that does sound exotic. All I can say is ask shorty, and if she’s not comfortable doin’ it, tell shorty to teach you how to do it yourself.”

	 

	“Look at you helpin’ a sister out,” she said in excitement.

	 

	“Now, you can return the favor by doin’ the dishes then meetin’ me in the shower.”

	 

	“I’ll do anything for my king,” she flirted while getting up.

	 

	She leaned over to pick up the empty dishes. Redz was wearing a thong, and with her bending over, her thong disappeared. I had a clear eye view of her pretty brown ass and fat ass pussy lips. Her cheeks bounced and jiggled on her way to the kitchen. 

	 

	I’m buryin’ my face in all of that! 

	 

	I went to the master bedroom’s bathroom to start the shower. “Hurry up, Redz, before the water gets cold!”

	 

	“Don’t rush me, Kamontae!” she yelled back.

	 

	I lit the candles on the bathroom counter, afterwards I put in Redz’s new favorite album Brown Sugar by D’Angelo in the CD player. Three minutes later, Redz came into the bathroom after I finished brushing my teeth.

	 

	“I thought you didn’t like this song,” she said.

	 

	“It’s aight, it reminds me of you though.”

	 

	I opened the shower door for her. “I gotta wrap my hair and brush my teeth really quick. Give me a second,” she said.

	 

	I took off my boxers, tossing them in the hamper.  While Redz was wrapping her hair, I unhooked her bra and slid her thong down her legs. I tossed her underclothes in the hamper too.

	 

	“Shorty, you have about five strands of hair on your head that’s a half-inch long. Use a toothbrush, wrap it around your head and come on.”

	 

	“I can’t stand you. You know damn well I have a head full of hair,” she said.

	 

	I grabbed washcloths off the shelf before getting in the shower. I was almost finished rinsing the soap off, when Redz joined me. She faced the shower head to get her back washed. Redz moaned when I reached her front to wash her breasts. She rested against my chest. “This feels sooo good,” she gushed. I kneeled to the shower’s floor, grabbing her leg.

	 

	“I’m ticklish, wait a minute,” she burst out laughing while I washed her feet.

	 

	“These lil’ stale ass toes. Keep ‘em still,” I chuckled.

	 

	“I’ll uppercut your fine ass while you are down there. I got the upper hand so tread lightly,” she threatened.

	 

	“Your lil’ pretty ass ain’t fittin’ to do shit but stand here and get that cat washed.”

	 

	Redz burst out laughing again; she almost slipped while I had her leg across my knee.

	 

	“I swear you can’t be romantic. I’m sick of it,” she laughed.

	 

	“Shorty, I’m in here washin’ you up, and then gonna finish you off with a happy endin’. What other nigga can do this for you?”

	 

	“Only Kamontae Chi Diggs,” she replied.

	 

	I got up and kissed her lips. “Rinse the soap off your body,” she instructed.

	 

	She dropped to her knees while I stood underneath the showerhead. She wrapped her lips around my dick as she jerked me off.

	 

	“Fuckkkkkk,” I groaned.

	 

	My dick disappeared to the back of her throat. I grabbed her titties and stroked her throat. She slurped her lips around my shaft; she moaned on my dick while she plucked at her clit.

	 

	“Eat that shit up…goddamn!” I dragged out.

	 

	She popped me out of her mouth to jerk me off. “Arrhhhhh,” I let out when I nutted on her breasts. She washed up again, getting rid of the mess I left on her. The water was getting cold; we both got out and dried off.

	 

	I told Redz in the kitchen I wanted her to sit on my face and I meant it. She straddled my face, right after I laid across the bed. Her fat mound swallowed my lips while my tongue was fucking her entrance.

	 

	“Yesssss babyyyyyy. Ohhhhhhh, Triggggg! Shittttttt!” she called out.

	 

	My tongue flickered across her clit; her floodgates opened. I gripped her hip, to slow her movements. Redz's body was trembling while I slowly and gently suckled her clit.

	 

	“I LOVE YOUUUUUUUUUU!” she cried out.

	 

	“UMMMMMM! MUAH!”

	 

	Redz bucked her hips as I pulled her clit between my lips and applied more pressure. Her pussy exploded, creaming on my goatee. Redz fell over on the bed, playing with her pink bud and had her legs shaking, and eyes rolling to the back of her head. I’ve been around for twenty-two years, and never have I ever seen a woman cum that deeply. Redz looked like she was having a seizure.

	 

	“KAMONTAEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!” she bawled.

	 

	I pinned Redz’s legs back; her knees were touching the headboard. Her pussy was coated in her sudsy essence. I smacked my heavy shaft against her clit, shorty started twitching again. Her mound gripped me the moment I put the head in.

	 

	“Fuck this pussy baby…let her talk, talk to youuuu,” she sexily moaned. I took her breath away while giving her every inch. The headboard banged against the wall; I was pile driving Redz into the mattress. I was trying to fuck shorty through the box-spring. She latched onto my neck which was something she did to keep from getting louder. Her breathing picked up, she let out a muffled whimper when I hit her G-spot.

	 

	“AHHHHHHHHHH!” I grumbled and jerked.

	 

	Redz hated it when I didn’t pull out, but I did it anyway. Shid, she knew what it was, the moment she opened her legs for me again. I rolled over, trying to catch my breath. Redz was sprawled out like she was making a snow angel.

	 

	“Go get a rag, Trigg,” she said while pushing me.

	 

	“You better enjoy that oatmeal cream pie.”

	 

	“Get up and do it,” she demanded.

	 

	“Aight, man, damn.”

	 

	I got out of bed and went to the bathroom; Redz was knocked out snoring when I came back. Since she was asleep, I sat the rag on the nightstand next to her. I was out the moment my head hit the pillow.

	 

	*****************

	 

	 

	Seven hours later, I entered a Cuban restaurant called Picadillos. Spanish music was playing low out of the speakers, and about a dozen people were sitting at the bar. I went straight to the back and through the kitchen to get to the VIP room, which was only for the owner. Diego was sitting at a dinner table, watching baseball on the TV hanging from the ceiling. Diego was my connect but to others, he was a businessman. He owned three five-star restaurants, a car dealership, five corner stores, seven grocery stores, and three fish markets. Shid, if I had all of that going on, I wouldn’t dare touch a brick of cocaine.

	 

	“Have a seat, Hijo,” he said.

	 

	I sat across from him; in the middle of the table was a box of cigars. Out of respect for him, since he offered, I smoke a cigar every time I visit. Other than that, I hated the smell of it.

	 

	“You look different, Hijo. You have a girlfriend I don’t know about? You look relaxed and happy,” he stated.

	 

	“Naw, she’s not my shorty yet, but I’m workin’ on it. We have history so you know how that goes.”

	 

	He chuckled. “Your first love, eh?” he asked.

	 

	“Yeah, my first and only,” I admitted.

	 

	Diego sat back in his chair and crossed his leg. “You know, a man’s special moment of his life is his first love. Even if you get married to someone else and have children and grandchildren. Your first love will always special,” he said.

	 

	I nodded my head. “That’s true, shit, I slept with plenty of women to fill that void, but nothing worked.”

	 

	He plucked his ashes in the ashtray. “I had a first love a long time ago. She was a beautiful woman. Her skin was the color of a coffee bean, and she had deep brown eyes—words can’t describe her beauty,” he said.

	 

	“You had a black woman?”

	 

	Diego grinned. “Yes, she was a black woman. She opened my heart to a lot of things, Hijo. She was the apple of my eye,” he said.

	 

	“What happened to her?”

	 

	Diego’s smile faded away; he tossed back the shot glass of brown liquor. “My father stopped me from seeing her. He threatened to have her, and her family killed. I had to let her go, Hijo. I knew my father my whole life and didn’t realize how much of a monster he was, until I fell in love with a black woman,” he said.

	 

	“That’s tough.”

	 

	“I married the woman my father wanted me to marry, but I couldn’t make love to her. Every night, I shared a bed with a different woman because my wife couldn’t satisfy me,” he said.

	 

	“You got a wife?”

	 

	Diego chuckled. “She’s dead and I couldn’t be happier,” he stated bluntly.

	 

	“So, why not find your first love then? You are older now, fam. You are your own man now.”

	 

	“My first love is dead too, Hijo,” he replied.

	 

	This nigga is rich as fuck and lonely too. That gotta be why he wants me to have dinner wit’ him every Thursday evenin’.

	 

	“We discussed a lot over the years, but you held out on this one.”

	 

	Diego smirked. “We both held out. Tell me about this woman,” he said.

	 

	“She reminds me of my mother. She’s smart, loves hard, and once she’s dedicated to something, that’s it, you can’t change her mind about it. From what I can remember about my mother, she was more than my mother, she was my homie too. We played games together and rode bikes together. She and Redz gave me the best of both worlds. But I wasn’t expectin,’ Redz to be a hustla like her too. We broke up because of that three years ago. I was afraid she was gonna end up dead too. You know the streets are harsh on women.”

	 

	“Did she quit hustling? Is that why you two are rekindling the relationship?” he asked.

	 

	“Naw, she’s deep, Diego. I couldn’t let her go again, so I accepted it. I even tried to scare shorty into not wanting to hustle, and she told me it makes her want to go harder.”

	 

	Diego was cracking up, the nigga almost choked on his cigar. “Even I know you can’t change a black woman’s mind. She is black, correct?” he asked for reassurance.

	 

	“Hell yeah, I can’t have it any other way.”

	 

	“There’s no rules to this life, Hijo. I know a lot of women where I’m from that are the head of a cartel. You go to other countries and will see it more. Matter of fact, where I’m from, it’s a must that a wife can continue the business if her husband fails. Marry this woman, so if anything happens, she can keep the business afloat. But you need a game plan first,” he said.

	 

	“Game plan?”

	 

	“Legit paper trail. You are at an age now where you should have businesses. Start off small then climb up the ladder,” he said.

	 

	“I can dig it.”

	 

	“You are a smart kid. I know you’ll get it done,” he said.

	 

	A waitress came into the private room with a tray of food; she placed a variety of dishes on the table.

	 

	“Can I get you two anything else Mr. Diego?” she asked him.

	 

	“Bring him a bottle of spiced rum on ice,” he replied.

	 

	“Will do,” she said before leaving.

	 

	“One day bring your shawty so I can meet her. Isn’t that how you young people say it?” he asked.

	 

	“We say ‘shorty’ like the six-inch hoagie sandwich at the deli.”

	 

	“Ahhhh, I see,” he said.

	 

	“Now, that I think about it. I don’t think you ever told me if you had kids or not.”

	 

	Diego wiped his mouth with his napkin. “I have a son,” he said.

	 

	“Word? Is he alive?”

	 

	“Yeah, he’s alive. He doesn’t know me yet,” he replied.

	 

	“How come?”

	 

	“He’s better off without me, Hijo. He might hate me if he knew I was the cause of his mother’s death,” he replied.

	 

	“Your first love had a son? I know the son wasn’t by your wife from what you told me.”

	 

	“Yes, my first and only love hid our child from me to keep him safe. She found out she was pregnant after we parted ways. I’ve missed too many years, so it’s best I stay away,” he replied.

	 

	The waitress came back with the bottle of spiced rum. I wasn’t big on rum, but the Havana Club rum Diego had in his restaurant was smooth, especially when chilled. Diego told the waitress she could go home, I waited until she left the room before I brung up the topic again.

	 

	“Comin’ from someone who doesn’t have a father, I think you should tell him. It’s better late than never. He might hate yo’ ass, but at least he would know about you, you feel me?”

	 

	“I’ve faced a lot of obstacles to get where I am, but that’s one thing I can’t face. I’m a coward when it comes to my son, but I’ll give him my heart if he needs it.”

	 

	“One day you’ll be able to do it.”

	 

	I grabbed a corn tortilla and shredded chicken drenched in spicy seasonings to make a taco.

	 

	“How is Lance and Myers treating you,” Diego asked.

	 

	“They let me know what’s goin’ around the city.”

	 

	“Don’t hesitate to tell me if they ever give you any problems. They can be hardheaded, but they are trustworthy. But remember, never get your hands dirty. Whatever problem you have, you let them handle it. That way if they turn on you, they’ll go down too,” he said.

	 

	Diego always kept me two steps ahead and for that, I was loyal to him. He was my mentor and not too many niggas had that type of relationship with their supplier. I was still young and learning, but once I hit twenty-five, I planned to be the richest nigga throughout the DMV.

	 

	****************

	 

	 

	Redz and Breonna were sitting on the couch in Skeeno’s hospital room. Skeeno, was looking better, but his words were slurring because he was high off the pain medication. I pulled a chair over to sit next to him.

	 

	“What’s up, fam. How are you holdin’ up?” I asked.

	 

	“I’m here,” he dragged out.

	 

	“Where is Gramps?” I asked Redz.

	 

	“He left to open the bar, but he’ll be back,” she replied.

	 

	“I need to talk…talk to Trigg alone,” Skeeno whispered.

	 

	“What did he say?” Redz asked me.

	 

	“Me and him gotta discuss somethin’ privately.”

	 

	“Okay, come on Bre,” Redz said.

	 

	Breonna looked back at Skeeno on her way out of the room. Shorty was really fucked up behind what happened to him. She was beating herself up, blaming herself for what went down.

	 

	“You need a nurse?” I asked him.

	 

	“Yo, stop by my crib on your way home. Last night, I told Lolita to get out of my crib. I got a gut feelin’ shorty either stole somethin’ or trashed my condo,” he said.

	 

	“That’s not important right now fam. We can get you new shit.”

	 

	“I have my cars there too. Some things can be replaced…and some can’t,” he said.

	 

	“I got you. Don’t worry about it.”

	 

	“My keys are in the closet inside a plastic bag,” he replied.

	 

	I got his keys from the closet inside his room. Since he was in the hospital, I took his phone and cash. 

	 

	“Yo, I got your phone and cash on me, so nobody won’t steal it.”

	 

	“Good lookin’ out. Yo…tell Breonna to go home and sleep too. She ain’t gotta be…be here,” he replied.

	 

	“Redz already tried, she said she’s not leavin’ until you leave.”

	 

	“Shorty is…shorty is bad luck. Tell her to go home, fam,” he replied.

	 

	This nigga gotta be high off the drugs. I’m not crushin’ that girl’s feelings. Naw, fuck that. This ain’t even my business.

	 

	“I’ll tell her,” I lied.

	 

	“Love you, bro,” he said.

	 

	“Love more fam. Get a lot of rest.”

	 

	Skeeno eventually drifted off into a deep sleep. I fixed his pillow to keep his head propped up. Redz and Breonna were sitting in the hallway when I left Skeeno’s room.

	 

	“Where are you goin’? You just got here,” Redz said.

	 

	“Chill, I’m comin’ back. Skeeno needs me to stop by his crib.”

	 

	I bent down to kiss her lips. “Y’all want me to stop by a food spot?” I asked them.

	 

	“I’m not hungry,” Breonna said.

	 

	“Bring us fried chicken, crab cakes, mac and cheese, fried fish, and potato salad from Gramps’s bar. Oh, and a slice of sweet potato pie,” Redz rambled off.

	 

	“Who is eating all of that? Skeeno is on a soft food diet,” Breonna chimed in.

	 

	“Me and you are eatin’ it, and I won’t leave until you eat it,” Redz replied.

	 

	“Add some fries and extra chicken wings to that,” Breonna said.

	 

	“I’ll be back in an hour,” I told them.

	 

	This was a long ass day!

	 

	***************

	 

	 

	I entered the condo, and it was quiet, but I noticed two wine glasses on the coffee table in the living room. Skeeno wasn’t a wine drinker, I don’t think he ever tried it before. The light was on in the kitchen and opened Chinese food boxes were on the counter.

	 

	“YESSSSSSSS!” a woman yelled from upstairs.

	 

	I crept up the stairs, withdrawing the Glock I had tucked into my jeans. I noticed a woman’s bra and panties on the floor in the hallway.

	 

	“My spot Daddy! That’s my spot!” the woman said.

	 

	The closer I got to the master bedroom the woman’s voice was sounding more familiar. I was heated! Lolita’s hoe-ass was fucking another nigga in Skeeno’s bed while he was laid up in the hospital. Shorty wasn’t aware of his condition, but it was the principle of having another man in his crib. I kicked open the door, Lolita was hanging halfway off the bed while the man was on top of her.

	 

	“Holy shit!” the man screamed jumping off the bed. Lolita was scrambling for the sheets to cover her naked body.

	 

	“Oh my god, Trigg. What are you doing here?” she panicked.

	 

	The man-child she was fucking had to be under four-foot-five; he was wearing Skeeno’s chain and Presidential Rolex.

	 

	“Let me get this right, Lolita. Young niggas weren’t enough for you. So, you went to a playground, and stole someone’s peezy ass head crack baby? Then brought him here to my homie’s crib to play dress up? Redz know you out here fuckin’ gerbils? The hell is wrong wit’ you?” I asked.

	 

	She was crying, and the little man was grilling me. “Who you?” he asked.

	 

	“Nigga, I’m six-feet-three. That’s who I am now, get your lil’ ass out of this crib!” I barked.

	 

	“Naw, I’m not goin’ anywhere until this bitch gives me the money she owes,” he replied.

	 

	“Trigg, please don’t listen to him. He drugged me!” Lolita sobbed.

	 

	“Hoe, I ain’t drugged you. I want my money for that nose candy I sold you,” he said.

	 

	“Nose candy? Shid, you sure it wasn’t real candy? Where is your mama at lil’ nigga?” I asked. 

	 

	“I’m old enough to be your daddy! I shoot niggas like you,” he threatened.

	 

	“Fuck all that. Take that jewelry off, fam. Leave it on the dresser then you gotta dip out.”

	 

	“I’m not goin’ anywhere muthafucka until one of y’all, gives me my goddamn money!” he yelled.

	 

	Lolita got off the bed, scrummaging for their clothes. “Here, put this on Larry. We gotta go,” she panicked. He snatched his pants from her.

	 

	“You owe me forty bucks since we ain’t get to finish. I’ll leave once you pay me!” he yelled at her. 

	 

	Larry went into his pants pocket and pulled out a switchblade. He pointed the knife at me. “You look like you got money. You can pay for her,” he said.

	 

	“Trigg, please keep this between us. I thought this was my apartment in Newtowne,” she lied.

	 

	“Yo, just pack all your shit up and leave. Take everything too, Lolita. Don’t leave nothin’, not even a hair pin. You out here takin’ advantage of teenagers and kids with disabilities. Pack this lil’ nigga up too,” I barked. 

	 

	“I’m not afraid of you pretty boy. I eat niggas like you for breakfast,” Larry sneered.

	 

	“Yo, take that jewelry off, or I’m gonna have to take it from you. Fuck all of that dumb shit you sayin’,” I responded.

	 

	“Put the jewelry back, Larry. I told you that you can only wear it for five minutes,” she said.

	 

	This bitch is past triflin’.

	 

	“The chains, watch, and ring are mine until I get my money!” he spat at Lolita.

	 

	I grabbed him around his throat; he dropped the switchblade on the floor. At first, I wasn’t going to do the little homie like that, but he was talking too much.

	 

	“Lil’ nigga, I told you to take this shit off before I knock your ass back to Mrs. Parker’s house! Come up off that right now muthafucka,” I gritted.

	 

	His eyes widened in shock. “Trigg don’t kill him. He’s a bible study teacher. He doesn’t mean no harm,” Lolita pleaded.

	 

	I shoved him into the dresser; he slipped on the floor holding his throat. Larry was croaking like a croaker fish while drool was bubbling from the corner of his mouth. I took Skeeno’s chains and watch off him; his ring was stuck on Larry’s stubby finger.

	 

	“Let me go, man, I’m sorry! I’ll leave!” Larry screamed.

	 

	“You ain’t leavin’ until I get this off you! Matter of fact, I’m gonna cut it off.”

	 

	“LOLITAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!” he yelled out for her.

	 

	“I’m sorry, Larry. You are on your own,” she replied.

	 

	She was running through the room, grabbing her clothes and shoes. Meanwhile, I was twisting Skeeno’s ring off Larry’s finger.

	 

	“Don’t kill me, I’ll leave and never come back,” Larry asserted.

	 

	“You ain’t leavin’ until I take my brother’s shit back!” I gritted.

	 

	Larry was on the floor, heaving and croaking. I busted a sweat getting the ring off.

	 

	“You broke my finger!” Larry grimaced in pain.

	 

	I scooped up Larry’s toddler-size tap dancing church shoes, and silk shirt near the chaise in the corner of Skeeno’s room. I threw Larry’s clothes and shoes at him. 

	 

	“You youngin’s don’t have any respect for adults these days,” Larry said while getting dressed.

	 

	“Nigga, shut up. I was mutual wit’ your bitch-ass before you threatened me.”

	 

	He left the room after he was fully dressed; I followed him downstairs to the door.

	 

	“That woman upstairs is a whore. Be careful, she’ll get you too,” he said. I shoved him into the hallway of the building and closed the door.

	 

	“I’ll catch you on the street!” he said from the other side of the door.

	 

	Lolita came down the stairs carrying her clothes and shoes from the closet. Her eye make-up was running down her face.

	 

	“Please don’t tell, Skeeno. It’ll hurt him,” she sniffled.

	 

	“My loyalty is to my brother, fuck yah feelins. Skeeno looked up to you as a mother figure, and you preyed on him by using your pussy and conniving ways.”

	 

	“That’s not true, Kamontae, I do care for him. But I know me and him could never be what he wants us to be. My husband will be home one day this month. I did plan to break it off with him, but it was easier said than done,” she replied.

	 

	“Yo, you need help and I’m not talkin’ about the help you get from snortin’ that powder.”

	 

	“I was nineteen when I got married and couldn’t do what most girls my age was doing. They were dating and exploring their options while I was married with a child on the way.  Skeeno took me back to that time of my life that I missed out on. Me and him both gave each other what we both needed. He was looking for a mother figure and I went back to being nineteen again. We helped each other whether you like it or not,” she said.

	 

	“Say what you want, you are still foul for bringin’ another man into his bed. It’s all good though, he’ll bounce back.”

	 

	She rolled her eyes at me. “You are no longer welcome at my apartment!” she shouted out on her way to the kitchen.

	 

	“I don’t need to; your daughter stays wit’ me anyway! Now get to packin’!”

	 

	I stayed at Skeeno’s crib until Lolita was packed up and leaving in a cab. Shortly after, I left too, to pick up Redz and Breonna’s food. I was skeptical of how I was going to tell Skeeno what I found in his crib, especially since he was down bad. Knowing him, he would turn Lolita’s lights off, and I’m not talking about the lights in her crib. He would put a bullet between her eyes for disrespecting his crib. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Redz
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	Four days later…

	 

	P eanut was standing in the kitchen dancing at the stove while me and Kat were putting the crack rocks inside the vials. Even though Kat wasn’t a hustla, she didn’t mind getting her hands dirty. We were busier than ever compared to the old product I was selling. Trigg’s product was the best I ever had. I have seen more money in a week than I have in a lifetime.

	 

	“When will that buildin’ be ready, Redz? This is too much for this apartment,” Peanut said.

	 

	“A month tops.”

	 

	 

	Latrina came into the apartment wearing my old fanny pack. She stopped hanging with Jackie which was the only reason why I fronted her the work. After the fight me and Jackie had, I wasn’t accepting Latrina being friends with her therefore she had to pick a side. In the end, Latrina picked her family. She sat at the kitchen table, fanning herself. It was the end of summer, but it was still scorching hot outside. She went into the fanny pack and placed four rolls of money on the table.

	 

	“Lock the door up, Latrina!” Peanut shouted out to her from the kitchen.

	 

	Latrina came back to the table after she locked the door wiping sweat off her face. “How did you do this by yourself, Redz? My damn feet hurt. I’ve been outside for eight hours underneath the sun,” she said.

	 

	“You’ll get used to it, wintertime is the real struggle,” I replied.

	 

	“We should make up our own crew,” Kat said.

	 

	“Our own crew? Chile, like Trigg and ‘em crew?” Peanut asked.

	 

	“Yeah, and if you look at it, we all fuck wit’ someone from that crew,” Kat replied.

	 

	“Me and Monty is just fuckin’. We like threesomes, sex toys, and swinger parties,” Latrina shrugged.

	 

	“Hold up, nah? Monty fuckin’ niggas too?” Peanut asked.

	 

	“No, but we watch each other fuck married couples. I do both and he only does wives,” Latrina shrugged.

	 

	“Well shat, do you still have a pussy?” Peanut asked.

	 

	“Yes, and my ass. You might not be on my level of nastiness, but bitch you ain’t a saint,” Latrina replied.

	 

	“That I’m not,” Peanut laughed.

	 

	“Anyways, as I was saying, we all fuck wit’ someone from the Newtowne Boyz crew,” Kat said. She was throwing out a hint that she was talking to someone from Trigg’s crew but nobody else caught on.

	 

	“No, we don’t,” Peanut said.

	 

	“Yessss, we do. You have Redz and Trigg, Peanut and Nick, Latrina and Monty, Breonna and Skeeno, there's me and Reeko,” Kat blushed.

	 

	“You ain’t mention this to me,” I replied.

	 

	“I didn’t want to jinx it. He’s always coming to my mama’s house for a plate, and we talk a lot so why not give it a try with someone I know? We come from the same hood, know each other’s family and we just vibe,” Kat said.

	 

	“Okay Faith Evans and Biggie Smalls. I love it,” Peanut replied.

	 

	Kat playfully mushed Peanut. “Watch your mouth. I like my teddy bear,” Kat blushed.

	 

	“You left out Grizzy,” Latrina told Kat.

	 

	“Ohhhh, that’s right, we’re short on a girl,” Kat responded.

	 

	“That’s because Grizzy is waitin’ for Redz,” Peanut said.

	 

	“Yeah, right. He knows me and Trigg is back talkin’ again, so he hasn’t been flirtin’ with me lately,” I told her.

	 

	“Since we’re on Grizzy, does anyone know what’s going on with Jackboy?” Kat asked.

	 

	I pretended I didn’t hear Kat as I continued putting tops on the vials inside the vial holders. Trigg wanted me to keep quiet about what happened that night, and I planned to do so. Jackboy was in a coma; Grizzy was combing the city searching for answers to what happened that night. Rumor on the streets was that Jackboy was brain dead. 

	 

	“Who cares about that ugly ass nigga. Someone should’ve blown his head off like what happened to Dee,” Latrina replied.

	 

	“Who was the other dude they found at the crime scene? I only know Dee and Jackboy,” Peanut said.

	 

	“I heard he was Retta’s baby father. He got killed on the same day he came home from prison,” Latrina responded.

	 

	“Have you talked to, Breonna, Redz? We haven’t seen her in almost a week,” Peanut said.

	 

	“Her and Skeeno are still on vacation. They’ll be back soon.”

	 

	“She’s gonna come back pregnant watch,” Latrina said, and they agreed.

	 

	If only y’all knew!

	 

	I gave Latrina twenty vials; she stuffed them inside the fanny pack.

	 

	Peanut took the money Latrina made and ran it through a money machine. I took a sip of the E & J I was sipping on to mellow me out as I worked.

	 

	“We still haven’t come up with a name,” Kat said.

	 

	Latrina threw her hands up in frustration. “Girl, let it go goddamn,” she replied.

	 

	“We are our own unit, so we need somethin’ that represents us,” I said. We went silent for a moment, thinking of a name that fit us.

	 

	“Freaky Bitches,” Latrina blurted out.

	 

	“You took the fun out of it,” Kat replied.

	 

	“How about B.W.P. Crew,” Peanut said.

	 

	“What does that stand for?” Latrina asked.

	 

	“Bitches With Pistols,” Peanut responded.

	 

	Someone knocked on the door. Peanut looked through the peephole.

	 

	“Who is it?” I asked.

	 

	“It’s Monty,” she said.

	 

	She unlocked the four deadbolts and removed the bar across her door. Peanut’s crib was like Fort Knox. Sturdy bars and a thick layer of plastic covered her windows—it’ll take hours to break in.

	 

	Monty entered Peanut’s apartment; he was an attractive man with cornrows that reached his shoulders. He stood at five-foot-ten with a honey complexion, cute dimples, and a round face. Monty has been mistaken for a woman numerous times because of his soft face.

	 

	“Why you ain’t answerin’ your phone?” Monty asked Latrina.

	 

	“Don’t you see I’m busy? Bye!” she said to Monty.

	 

	Peanut and Kat were standing against the wall being nosey. I was meddling too, especially after Latrina told us they were swingers.

	 

	“Talk to your sister, Redz. Ask her why she’s mad at me,” Monty said.

	 

	“I’m not gettin’ in y’all business.”

	 

	“Maybe because y’all fuckin’ the same bitch,” Peanut blurted out.

	 

	I spit my drink out while trying not to laugh but I did anyway. Peanut and Latrina were always at it, but it wasn’t to be taken seriously. Latrina was laughing too.

	 

	“Awww come here, Monty. I’ll give you a hug big bro,” I said to him.

	 

	“Latrina tellin’ y’all our business, I see,” Monty chuckled.

	 

	“I can’t believe y’all into that,” Kat replied.

	 

	“Shorty got me into it, and get mad every time I touched another woman,” he said.

	 

	“Ohhh, this is better than General Hospital,” Peanut said.

	 

	“That’s not true, Monty. I’m mad because you ate her pussy! Givin’ head wasn’t a part of the deal!” Latrina yelled at him.

	 

	“I was into it. You ate her pussy too,” he replied.

	 

	I stood from the table. “Okay, I’ve heard enough,” I said.

	 

	“Me too, Redz. Trigg told me to tell you to come outside,” he said.

	 

	“I’ll be out in a minute,” I replied.

	 

	Monty pecked Latrina lips on his way out of the door. She was smiling from ear-to-ear after he left.

	 

	“He cares about me,” Latrina grinned.

	 

	“I mean why wouldn’t he? He has a woman that allows him to cheat. I’ll be chasing after you too,” Peanut said.

	 

	“What’s understood for us ain’t gotta be explained. Anyways, let me get goin’. I’ll be back in a few hours,” Latrina replied. 

	 

	After Latrina was gone, me, Kat, and Peanut cleaned up. The three of us moved the refrigerator; behind the fridge was a hole the size of a box fan. We wrapped the vial holders in plastic before putting them inside the wall. Peanut sat mousetraps around the fridge to keep them from getting a hold of the crack. I’ve never seen a mouse in her apartment, but I knew for sure they were running around.

	 

	The three of us headed outside. “I’m goin’ to run in the house to get my wine coolers. I’ll be right back,” Kat told us. She left through the back entrance of the building. Once me and Peanut walked up the stairs of the building, a water balloon hit me in the chest, causing my drink to fall out of my hand. Trigg was standing at the top of the stairs; he leaned over the rail clowning me.

	 

	“Yoooo, I told you to stay focused!” Trigg said to me. 

	 

	“Ass hole!” Peanut yelled at Trigg.

	 

	Nick came around the corner and threw a water balloon at her head; he knocked her earring out of her ear. The black gel from her freshly done finger waves dripped on her baby doll top.

	 

	“Muthafucka! I’m gonna kill your white ass!” Peanut yelled.

	 

	“Y’all are childish as fuck, Trigg! The hell was that  for?” I gritted.

	 

	“I’m tryin’ to cool my shorty off in this hot weather, and this is how you thank a nigga?” he chuckled.

	 

	Him and Nick were dying of laughter. Me and Peanut just got our hair done at the salon—I was livid.

	 

	“Ohhhh, I got something for y’all asses! Y’all stay right there! Don’t go anywhere muthafuckas!” Peanut shouted.

	 

	“You cut the ass cheeks out of my boxers, shorty, this is payback,” Nick said.

	 

	Peanut stormed off into her apartment. Trigg and Nick were still cracking up.

	 

	“Me and Peanut goin’ on double dates tonight, so y’all can laugh y’all asses to hell!” I spat.

	 

	“Ain’t nobody datin’ y’all with y’all hair lookin’ like that,” Trigg answered.

	 

	Trigg and Nick’s smile immediately faded away; Peanut came out of the apartment with a carton of eggs. I took a few eggs from her; Trigg was already out of the building.

	 

	“Don’t run now chump!” I shouted.

	 

	I came out of the building, Trigg and Nick were already across the parking lot. Trigg had just gotten his car washed and waxed. The car was parked directly in front of the building.

	 

	“Yoo, you better not do that shit!” Trigg yelled out to me.

	 

	Peanut threw the first egg at Trigg’s car, since Nick more than likely rode with him. I followed up, pitching the egg at his windshield. Trigg rushed over to me and picked me up. He was trying to smear me across his car.

	 

	“Put me down!” I yelled out.

	 

	“Aight, shorty, game over. I’m done,” he said.

	 

	Jackie was riding through the court; she slammed on her brakes when she saw us. She hasn’t been a problem for me since the fight at the club; she’ll go the other way if she sees me. I heard from the streets she was borderline stalking Trigg. Jackie had a group of her friends in the Volkswagen with her; she was about to start some shit. She got out of her car and slammed her door.

	 

	“Why haven’t you been answering my calls, Trigg?” she asked him with her arms crossed. I slid out of Trigg’s arms in case she was on a mission to sneak me.

	 

	“I told you what it was, do I have to tell you again?” Trigg asked her.

	 

	“Don’t talk to her like that!” a girl yelled out of Jackie’s car.

	 

	“Bitch, shut up!” Peanut replied to her.

	 

	“Make me shut up!” the girl yelled back.

	 

	Peanut walked over to the car, but Nick stopped her.

	 

	“Look Redz, I don’t have any beef with you. It’s obvious Trigg is playing the both of us. He’s telling me you are just like a homeboy to him, but I know he’s telling you that I’m crazy. I just want you to know that I’m eight weeks pregnant and this nigga is trying to dodge me. Tell her, Trigg. Tell her we fucked eight weeks ago at a hotel in D.C and the condom broke,” Jackie vented.

	 

	“Shorty, this ain’t the place for that, and I don’t believe you. Hoes pull this weak ass shit every time a nigga move on, you think I haven’t heard this story before?” Trigg asked her.

	 

	“I don’t care what you heard, nigga! I’m telling you that I’m pregnant, and you will take care of this fucking child starting now! You bought that bitch a Porsche, and I can’t even get a ride to the doctors when I’m having car trouble,” Jackie said.

	 

	“I ain’t gotta do shit for you until I see a baby that matches my DNA. Other than that, you are your own. You ride your car up and down the street whenever you know I’m in Newtowne, now you havin’ car problems? Suddenly, you knocked up because you see me wit’ my shorty? You trippin’ bruh,” Trigg said.

	 

	“Trigg, when are we goin’ home?” I asked him.

	 

	“Y’all don’t live together,” Jackie snickered.

	 

	This bitch is crazy.

	 

	“That’s my wife, shorty. She goes where I go,” Trigg said.

	 

	Those words killed her; I could tell by the pain on her face. She had the same look on her face, I had when I caught them together. It only meant one thing; Jackie was in love with Trigg. The truth of the matter is, that there was a possibility she was pregnant by him. He never denied sleeping with her eight weeks ago.

	 

	“You are going to reap what you sow, and I’m going to make sure I get the last laugh. I’m taking everything you have so I’ll see you in court,” Jackie threatened Trigg.

	 

	“You’ll be floating in a river before that happens shorty. You might wanna chill out makin’ threats,” Trigg replied.

	 

	Jackie got into her car and sped off after dropping a serious bomb on me and Trigg.

	 

	“She’s lyin’, Redz,” Trigg said.

	 

	“But it happened though, right?”

	 

	“Yeah, it did but I think she’s bluffin’. Ain’t no way she’s just now tellin’ me this,” he said.

	 

	“You’ll have to be there for her if she has your baby, but I won’t be in the picture.”

	 

	Trigg looked at me like I had two heads. “Over some shit that happened before you?” he asked.

	 

	Is this my karma for gettin’ rid of his baby? Gotta be!

	 

	“It’s not about the baby, it’s the mother I won’t deal wit’. Let’s just talk about this later. I don’t need everyone out here in my business.”

	 

	“What time will you be at the crib, so we can talk?” he asked.

	 

	I shrugged. “I’ll call you when I’m on my way.”

	 

	“Aight, Redz,” he said, sounding defeated.

	 

	 

	I left in front of Peanut’s building to go to my mother’s apartment. On my way there, I had the urge to break down and cry, but the tears never came. Peanut caught up to me once I reached my mother’s building.

	 

	“Redz, are you okay?” she asked.

	 

	“I don’t know, Nut.”

	 

	“Come on, let’s go in the house,” she said, grabbing my arm.

	 

	I unlocked my mother’s apartment door. “Ma!” I called out.

	 

	“I’m in the tub!” she shouted back.

	 

	“Hi, Lolita!” Peanut spoke.

	 

	“Hey Peanut! Where have you been?” Lolita asked.

	 

	“With Nick. We just moved into our new home, so we have a lot of unpacking to do!” Peanut replied.

	 

	“Make sure you invite me over when y’all are finished!” my mother shouted from the back.

	 

	Peanut sat with me on the couch. “Listen to me, Redz. I know you might think I’m tellin’ you this because we need Trigg, but I’m comin’ from the heart. Do not let Jackie push you away again. You are way stronger than that. I heard what she told you and Trigg about her pregnancy, and I think she’s lyin’,” Peanut said.

	 

	“Trigg said it’s possible.”

	 

	“I’m sure it happened before you came back into the picture,” she replied.

	 

	I let out a deep breath. “It did but still, I’m not dealing with Jackie.”

	 

	“Wait, so it’s not the baby?” Peanut asked.

	 

	I chuckled. “I’m surprised that I’m not heartbroken about that part. Maybe it’s because I know I’m not ready for any children any time soon.”

	 

	Peanut put her arm around me. “All I can say is, if you don’t think you can handle it, leave Trigg alone. If you want to continue seein’ Trigg, just don’t put all your eggs in one basket, until you know for sure, Jackie won’t be a baby mama from hell. I sorta felt bad for the lil’ fucker while he watched you walk away. He probably thinks you ain’t comin’ back,” she said.

	 

	“I don’t think I can walk away, so easily this time around and that’s what scares me. I always loved him, but the love I have for him now is different. Can you fall in love with the same person twice?”

	 

	“Bitch, who knows. I fell in love with Nick one damn time,” she laughed.

	 

	Someone knocked on the door. “I’ll get it,” Peanut said. She got up to answer the door. My mother ran down the hallway with a robe on; she was still wet from her bath. She pushed Peanut away from the door.

	 

	“I hope it ain’t Pitt you are runnin’ for like that,” Peanut said to her.

	 

	Lolita shooed Peanut away. “Girl, get back, move,” she told her.

	 

	My eyes were focused on the door, hoping to meet her mystery man. My mother snatched the door open. “Umm hmmm umph. Woman, you still got it going on,” the familiar voice said to Lolita. The tall stocky dude stepped into our apartment, picking up my mother. He spun her around while she happily cried on his shoulders. Big Pete released Lolita, he walked past Peanut and into the living room. Big Pete hated Peanut from what I could remember because he thought she was too fast. Growing up, me and Latrina couldn’t even hang around her, and she was our cousin.

	 

	“Shanessa, is that you baby girl?” he asked.

	 

	“Redz, greet your father,” my mother said.

	 

	“Have you lost your rabbit ass mind? Why in the fuck is he here after what he did to Latrina? Fuck what he did to you at this point, but he almost killed Latrina! You ain’t tell us he was comin’ home!” I yelled at her.

	 

	“He wanted to tell you himself in the letters that you didn’t read! He was trying to surprise you,” she yelled back.

	 

	“Surprise? No, a surprise will be you tellin’ me this nigga is dead!” I replied. 

	 

	“Wait a minute, Shanessa. Don’t talk to your mother that way. Me and her have let bygones be bygones. What happened in the past stays in the past. I found peace with everything I’ve done to your mother and sister,” Big Pete said. He didn’t sound sincere at all, and Lolita was eating it up like a fool.

	 

	“Ma, where is this man livin’? Latrina is stayin’ here until her apartment comes through. He shouldn’t be allowed around my sister,” I said.

	 

	“He’s staying here, Redz. That’s my husband,” she responded.

	 

	“Were the fists that good?” I asked in disbelief.

	 

	Big Pete was ready to charge into me, but Peanut pulled a gun out on him. Lolita screamed while ducking behind the kitchen table.

	 

	“Whoa now, Big Fella. Pump your brakes and back the fuck up. We ain’t little girls anymore nigga. I’ll drop your big ass!” Peanut told him.

	 

	“I was only trying to talk to her. She shouldn’t be talking to her mother like that. She wasn’t raised like that,” Big Pete replied.

	 

	I got up from the couch, coming face-to-face with the man I hated more than anything in the world.

	 

	“Get out of my mama’s crib,” I seethed.

	 

	“Okay, I’ll go stay at my buddy’s house until you cool off. Maybe the atmosphere will be a lil’ better tomorrow,” he grinned.

	 

	My father had the potential to be a handsome man, but his ugly ways shined through his appearance. We had the same nutmeg-colored skin and slanted eyes. Big Pete had a soft and curly texture of hair which he kept in a long braid. He went over to my mother and helped her off the floor. Peanut lowered her pistol, but she still had it out. A lot of family members disowned my mother because she wouldn’t leave Big Pete.

	 

	“I’ll be back tomorrow morning,” Big Pete told Lolita.

	 

	She kissed him while lovingly gazing into his eyes. I was a second away from sticking her head in our fish tank to wake her up.

	 

	“Latrina will be here tomorrow morning too, so the four of us can finally have that family talk,” my mother grinned.

	 

	That uneasy feeling settled in my stomach. I thought I was going to vomit. Big Pete picked his bag off the floor before leaving the apartment.

	 

	“I never thought the day would come where you would disrespect me. You need to leave, and do not come back until tomorrow morning. I’m very upset with you, Redz. You are letting your lil’ street title cloud your mind,” Lolita sassed.

	 

	“That man was knocking your head through the damn walls. You are a fool if you think he changed,” I replied. 

	 

	“He had a drinking problem but he’s clean now,” she boasted.

	 

	“You know what, you can have that. Deal with this on your own, Ma. Don’t call me, Peanut, or Latrina when he starts acting up. I love you too much to sit back, and watch you play a fool to a man, who constantly cheated and tormented you. You are breaking my heart!” I wailed.

	 

	“All we have to do is sit down and talk to your father,” she pleaded.

	 

	I walked away from Lolita. It was apparent she wasn’t going to stop loving Big Pete until she was dead.

	 

	“Be here tomorrow morning!” she shouted after me.

	 

	The door slammed after me and Peanut exited her apartment. A situation is extremely bad when Peanut doesn’t have anything to say. She was silently walking next to me.

	 

	“What are you thinkin’, Nut?” I asked her.

	 

	“You don’t want to know,” she said.

	 

	“I want to know. You are too quiet.”

	 

	She grabbed my arm, stopping me from crossing the street. “I think there will come a time you’ll have to kill Big Pete. Lolita is too coked out to even understand the seriousness of him bein’ back,” she said.

	 

	“I think the same thing too, but Lolita might commit suicide to be with him. My mother is a lost soul.”

	 

	Peanut wrapped her arm around me. “Let’s go out and have a drink to ease your mind. You have a lot goin’ on between Trigg, Lolita, Jackie, and Big Pete,” she said.

	 

	“I’ll get Latrina, so she can come with us too. She needs to know what’s goin’ on with her simple-ass mama.”

	 

	Trigg’s car was gone from in front of Peanut’s building. Grizzy’s Corvette was parked in his spot. Grizzy was shooting the breeze with Nick when we approached them. He spoke to Peanut before giving me a dap hug.

	 

	“Whad up, Redz,” he said.

	 

	“Nothin’ much, just coolin’. The girls are leavin’ out for a few hours so you can hold it down, right?”

	 

	“Yeah, I can do that,” he said.

	 

	“How is your cousin doin’?” Peanut asked him.

	 

	Grizzy shook his head. “It’s not lookin’ good for him, Nut. His mother might pull the plug on him. I’m takin’ the niggas head off that shot him,” he raved.

	 

	“I’m prayin’ for you and your family,” Peanut lied.

	 

	“Me too,” I said.

	 

	“Appreciate it,” Grizzy replied.

	 

	“Babe, I’m leavin’ out for a few hours!” Peanut called out to Nick.

	 

	“Don’t be gone for too long. We got a lot to do around the house!” Nick shouted back.

	 

	“I’m ready,” Peanut said to me. 

	 

	I called Kat and Latrina to invite them out with us. My girls kept me sane, and I needed them more than ever.

	 

	***************

	 

	 

	Three hours later we were leaving the strip-club. I was in the backseat of Peanut’s car lying across Latrina’s lap. Latrina was sober, she was too pissed off to drink. She was emotionless after I broke the news to her of our father coming home. I was expecting her to boil over, but she kept her feelings to herself. Peanut was driving like a bat out of hell through the city. My stomach was doing somersaults.

	 

	“Slow down, Nut!” Kat yelled at her.

	 

	Peanut drove over a pothole; she gave me motion sickness. I vomited on Latrina’s lap. “EWWWWWWWWW!” she screamed.

	 

	“Pull over! Redz is throwing up!” Kat said to Peanut.

	 

	Peanut drove into the parking lot of a Taco Bell. Latrina was freaking out. “One thing I can’t do is vomit! Get her off me!” Latrina shouted.

	 

	I opened the car door, puking up everything I ate. Kat was leaning over the passenger’s seat, rubbing my back.

	 

	“I told you not to drink those Long Island iced teas. They tear you up every time,” Kat said.

	 

	Latrina was hysterical. “Take me to Newtowne, Nut! Right the hell now. This girl threw up in my purse too,” she said.

	 

	I closed the door after I was finished. “How far are we from Trigg’s apartment buildin’?” I asked Peanut.

	 

	“We’re a block away,” she said.

	 

	“This bitch just threw up on me,” Latrina said in disbelief.

	 

	“I have vomit on my clothes too. You don’t see me complaining,” I slurred.

	 

	“Redz, please stop talkin’ in my goddamn face with that nasty ass breath!” she yelled at me.

	 

	“I’m startin’, to smell it,” Peanut said while gagging.

	 

	“Take me to Trigg,” I said.

	 

	“I’m back here dyin’,” Latrina exaggerated.

	 

	“I need to go homeee,” I pleaded.

	 

	“I’m callin’ Trigg now to tell him to meet us outside,” Peanut replied.

	 

	“I’m not hangin’ out with you hoes for a while. Redz can’t hold her damn liquor,” Latrina complained.

	 

	“Is Taco Bell open?” I asked them.

	 

	“Now you are tryin’ to commit suicide. You’ll be shittin’ yourself if you eat that,” Kat said.

	 

	Latrina took her shirt off and tossed it out of the window. I was on the verge of puking again after the car moved.

	 

	“Drive slow, Nut,” Kat told her.

	 

	I rested my head against the window while looking up at the streetlights. The past came back and flooded my thoughts. I got drunk thinking it would numb the pain, but that wasn’t the case. Trigg was heavily on my mind too. My biggest regret was not telling him I saw him and Jackie. Just maybe they wouldn’t have gone on for so long.

	 

	Trigg was standing in front of his building waiting for me. He was shirtless and wearing sweatpants. He opened the back door and covered his nose from the putrid odor coming from the back seat. Latrina was pushing me towards the door.

	 

	“Take her, Trigg,” she said.

	 

	“Brooo… what is…this?” he stammered.

	 

	“Redz threw up in my car,” Peanut replied.

	 

	Trigg helped me out of the backseat. “Yoooo, Redz. You dirty as hell for this,” he complained. I shoved him out of the way before I puked in the grass.

	 

	“Call us when you sober up! Trigg will take care of you,” Peanut shouted.

	 

	“Bye Redz!” Kat yelled out of the window.

	 

	Peanut sped off, almost sideswiping a cab. I started to feel better since I was out of Peanut’s car.

	 

	“This ain’t cool, Redz. You can’t be here pissy drunk, and don’t know what’s goin’ on. What if someone took advantage of you?” he asked.

	 

	“I don’t care about any of that right now, Trigg.”

	 

	He grabbed my arm. “Mannn, come on,” he replied.

	 

	**********

	 

	 

	Trigg undressed me at the front door of his apartment. “I’m fittin’ to get sick, Redz. Bro, you need to take a bath” he said.

	 

	He went into the kitchen to trash my clothes while I staggered down the hallway towards the bedroom. Trigg came in behind me. “What’s on your mind? You never get this fucked up,” he said.

	 

	I sat on the toilet. “My father came today. I hate that nigga so bad that I want to kill him. My mother said he changed, but I can see in his eyes there’s a monster still inside him. What can I do?”

	 

	Trigg turned the knobs in the tub so I could take a bath. “You gotta let your mother deal with her own problems, Redz. But if you want him dead, just say the word,” he said.

	 

	“You’ll kill him for me?”

	 

	“Is that a rhetorical question?” he asked.

	 

	“I’m just venting right now. My mother would jump in the grave with her husband. I love her too much to see her become worse.”

	 

	Trigg sat on the tub, rubbing his temples. “What’s the matter with you?” I asked.

	 

	He let out a deep breath. “I feel like shit, Redz. I can’t eat or think straight. When I came home, I sat on the couch for hours just thinking. I was damn near in tears thinkin’ of Jackie bein’ pregnant by me. I’m not a deadbeat type of nigga, but I can’t deal wit’ it,” he said.

	 

	The bath water was ready to overflow; Trigg turned the water off.

	 

	“We’ll deal with it somehow.”

	 

	“We?” Trigg repeated.

	 

	“Yes. I’m not gonna stop messin’ wit’ you because of that. But it’ll be a different story if it happened after me, and you hooked up.”

	 

	“I’ll understand if you ever change your mind,” he replied.

	 

	After I finished peeing, I cleaned off before flushing the toilet. I stepped into the warm bath water and rested my head against the wall. Trigg sat on the toilet to keep me company while I bathed. We needed each other more than ever. I had an eerie feeling that Lolita was in deep trouble. A tear slipped out of my eye as I imagined my mother in a freezer at the morgue. Nonetheless Lolita had to deal with it herself.

	 

	 

	 

	Breonna
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	Two days later…

	 

	I  came to Maryland for a change of scenery, and to be around more people that looked like me. But my life changed the moment I got off the plane and met the handsome chocolate thug, Skeeno. I was intrigued by his mannerisms, his style, and the way he carried himself. The way he took care of me without knowing me was the cherry on top. Skeeno became my first love even though the relationship was platonic. Our friendship changed after he was shot, and it was putting major stress on me because I felt like it was my fault. He was just released from the hospital after being there for a week. We were at his father’s rancher away from the city. I wasn’t familiar with the area yet, but I do know we were in the country because of the farmlands. Redz joined me on the porch while Skeeno and Trigg were in the house.

	 

	“I don’t know how people can sleep in quiet areas like this. There’s nothin’ better than the city,” Redz said.

	 

	“I’m totally the opposite.”

	 

	She handed me a chilled grape soda. “How do you feel about goin’ into business wit’ me,” she asked.

	 

	“Dealing with cocaine?” I whispered.

	 

	“Ohhh nooo. I want to pay you to grow more Nubian Honey. You don’t have to deal wit’ anyone but me,” she replied.

	 

	“Do you have a secured place for me to use?”

	“It’ll be ready soon. We’ll have a buildin’ to ourselves and one of the apartments can strictly be yours. That’s if you want to, but I’m willin’ to learn how to grow it if it’s too much for you,” she said.

	 

	I can use the extra money for school and a car. It’ll also relieve my parents from financial stress. Plus, I’ll only be selling it to Redz and not random people.

	 

	“I’ll do it. Should I tell Skeeno?”

	 

	“You don’t have to tell him anything at all. He’s doin’ good now, so you can leave, and come back to Peanut’s crib. She and Nick have a place together. Latrina stays there now, but you can still use the other room,” she said.

	 

	“I’ll come back tomorrow to see everyone. At least Skeeno will be settled in by then.”

	 

	“I noticed he doesn’t appreciate your presence. His attitude has been shitty towards you. Leave that nigga where he’s at. Let him miss you,” she said.

	 

	“I can’t Redz. He’s like that because of me, so I’ll stick by him until he’s one hundred percent better. I have a question, and it’s okay to tell me to mind my business.”

	 

	“What’s up?” she asked.

	 

	“Who is his woman? Why didn’t she come to see him? I know we aren’t supposed to tell anyone what happened, but shouldn’t his girlfriend be informed? He could’ve died.”

	 

	“It’s funny you asked that because I want to know too. I asked Trigg the same question, and he said that’s Skeeno’s business to tell. Between me and you, I think he’s messing with a woman that’s in a relationship. I can’t figure out why else he's keepin’ her a secret,” she replied.

	 

	“Is it wrong to want a man that’s already taken?”

	 

	Redz shrugged. “It depends on the circumstances, but make sure the nigga wants you too,” she said.

	 

	Trigg came out of the house. “Aye, Bre, you good shorty? You need anything?” he asked.

	 

	“No, I’m okay. Thank you.”

	 

	He went into his back pocket and retrieved a knot of money. “Take it anyway. It’s the least I can do, since you’ve been taking care of my brother,” he said.

	 

	“I’m really okay, Trigg. I don’t need it.”

	 

	“I don’t need it either,” he replied.

	 

	“Just keep it, Bre,” Redz said.

	 

	“I’m not takin’ it back,” Trigg added.

	 

	I put the money in the back pockets of my shorts. “Thank you,” I replied.

	 

	“I’ll pick you up tomorrow. Call me whenever you’re ready,” Redz said.

	 

	“Will do,” I replied.

	 

	“Be easy shorty,” Trigg said.

	 

	They were leaving, so it was just me and Skeeno alone. I stayed on the porch until Trigg's Jeep Wrangler disappeared down the country road. Skeeno was sitting in a recliner chair in the living room when I walked into the house. Trigg and Redz brought him food over, but he wasn’t eating. His face was in a permanent scowl, and he wasn’t saying much to anyone. There seemed to be something else going on with him other than being shot.

	 

	“You haven’t eaten anything today. You’ll get sick taking antibiotics without food.”

	 

	He flicked through the channels on the TV. “I’ll be straight,” he said.

	 

	“You’ll get sick.”

	 

	“Yo, shut the fuck up!” he yelled at me.

	 

	“Why are you being like this? Is it because of her? Did she hurt you?”

	 

	“Yo, Bre. Why are you on my dick, shorty? I told you I was straight. You should’ve left with Trigg and Redz,” he snapped.

	 

	“Gramps wanted me to stay here with you while he worked,” I stated calmly.

	 

	“Then you callin’ him, Gramps like you are fam. Bro, take your ass on. I can’t even piss around you,” he said.

	 

	I unpacked the food bag on the coffee table. Skeeno was stressed out, and I couldn’t walk away from him. He was normally a charismatic dude, but I noticed a change in him before the incident at the carnival. I dumped the oyster crackers into the soup and gave it a stir.

	 

	“Open your mouth, Skeeno.”

	 

	“Yo, I don’t want it. I’on even like that type of soup,” he replied.

	 

	“Trigg got it for you. He knows what you eat, now open it.”

	 

	I put the spoon to his mouth. “I got it, Bre,” he said.

	 

	He took the spoon from me and fed himself. I laid across the couch to watch TV.

	 

	“I apologize,” he blurted.

	 

	“Are you going to tell me what’s wrong with you?”

	 

	“Will you leave if I do?” he asked.

	 

	“Yeah, I’ll leave and never talk to you again.”

	 

	Skeeno’s scowl softened. I caught butterflies watching him—he was too perfect.

	 

	“Your nosey ass is lyin’,” he chuckled.

	 

	“Does it hurt to see me here?”

	 

	“I know you feelin’ a nigga. I picked up on that weeks ago. But you know I can’t go there wit’ you,” he said.

	 

	“I can accept that, but I still care about you. I’m here to keep you on your feet. Now, tell me what’s going on with you.”

	 

	He sat the soup on the end table. “I was fucking with this older woman for four years,” he said.

	 

	“Older?”

	 

	“Shorty is twenty years older than me,” he replied.

	 

	“Soooo, she molded you? Is that why you think I’m too young for you?”

	 

	“She was the first woman I did anything wit’. I was the only nigga out of my crew that started fuckin’ at a late age. It never really crossed my mind, I guess because women had abused me all my life. I was about my money, and that was it when I was nineteen. My life changed the moment she caught me slippin’,” he replied.

	 

	“She caught you slippin’. How?”

	 

	“She’ll do shit to me like, put my hand between her legs, and grab my dick on the sly. She woke up those urges that I never had before. It went on for months until I gave in. By that time, I had my own crib, so she’ll come over and spend the nights with me. Shorty turned me out,” he said.

	 

	“I understand now. It was a lustful situation.”

	 

	“That broad had me seein’ a future with her. I thought she was gonna be my wife, have a few kids, a house, and a dog. That’s how good the pussy was,” he said.

	 

	There’s no way in hell I can compete with that. I’ve only been with one guy. I’m nowhere as experienced as that woman.

	 

	“Me and her got into an argument while I was at the carnival. I told her hoe-ass to get out of my crib and leave the key. At that point, I was done wit’ shorty. But I had a feelin’ she was up to no good, so I had Trigg check up on my spot. Guess what shorty did?” he asked.

	 

	“She bleached your clothes and shoes?”

	 

	“Shorty was fuckin’ a midget in my bed, and that lil’ nigga was wearin’ my jewelry. Bro, I’m so heated behind that shit. I could’ve killed her if it wasn’t for Redz,” he said.

	 

	“Redz knows her?”

	 

	“I was fuckin’ Redz’s mother,” he said.

	 

	I jumped off the couch. “WHAT!” I shrieked.

	 

	“Yeah, don’t tell her either. I was tryin’ to tell her when I thought I was fittin’ to go to hell,” he said.

	 

	“I heard she gets high and is fuckin’ the young dealers in the hood. She’s not all that either.”

	 

	Skeeno chuckled. “Shid, shorty ain’t shit, but the broad is sexy.”

	 

	“Do you need anything before I get in the shower?”

	 

	“Why do you sound mad?” he asked.

	 

	“I’m not mad at all. I told you I was leaving once you told me the truth.”

	 

	“That’s not the whole truth,” he said.

	 

	“Was it now? Is she pregnant too?” I snapped.

	 

	“Fuck no, I always wore protection. The truth is I’m feelin’ you too. But that situation made me realize, I’m still young, and shouldn’t be caught up on that love shit. It’s about time I do me,” he said.

	 

	“I understand.”

	 

	I went into the spare bedroom where my luggage was, to get clean underclothes for a shower. My heart was broken, and I couldn’t understand why. I shouldn’t have put my feelings out there too soon.

	 

	Gosh, you are so stupid Breonna!

	 

	Skeeno knocked on the door that was ajar. “You decent?” he asked.

	 

	“Yeah, come in,” I said over my shoulder.

	 

	He slowly walked into the room while wincing in pain. The pain meds must have worn off. He sat on the edge of the bed and grabbed my arm.

	 

	“You ain’t gotta leave. I was actin’ like that to push you away. But you understand why now, so I ain’t gotta pretend” he said, looking into my eyes.

	 

	His touch and husky voice were alluring; I couldn’t pull away from him. Maybe he could teach me how to fuck him, so he wouldn’t feel I was too young for him. I was willing to settle for whatever he had to offer if he respected me.

	 

	“Teach me.”

	 

	His furrowed eyebrows told me he was confused, but hell I wasn’t. I was curious to know what kind of orgasm he would unlock once our bodies conjoined. If I couldn’t have all of him yet at least I’ll know how to please when I do.

	 

	“Teach you?” he asked.

	 

	“Yes. I want you to teach me how to please you.”

	 

	Skeeno released my arm. “What would be the purpose of you openin’ your legs, for a nigga that won’t have your best interest at heart? You like me because you probably never met a nigga like me before. A lot of good girls be wantin’ bad guys but can’t handle it. It’s nothing but a fantasy to you. Trust me, you’ll regret it later,” he said.

	 

	“You might be right, but that’s for me to find out.”

	 

	Skeeno chuckled. “This ain’t the way to lose your virginity,” he said.

	 

	“I’m not a virgin.”

	 

	“Bro, get the fuck outta here. You ain’t fuckin’,” he chuckled.

	 

	I playfully mushed him. “Don’t tell me what I’ve done. You weren’t there,” I laughed.

	 

	“You too innocent to be fuckin’. Save it for your man,” he replied.

	 

	“Believe what you want. I don’t have to explain myself,” I shrugged.

	 

	My cell phone rang on the bed from an unfamiliar number. Skeeno laid across the bed on his side. I looked at the clock on the wall, it was time for him to take his medicine.

	 

	“Hello,” I answered.

	 

	“Yo, Breonna. Where are you at?” the caller said.

	 

	“Who is this?”

	 

	“Paul. I’m Melly’s homeboy you met at the club,” he said.

	 

	“Ohhhhh. Hey Paul, how are you?”

	 

	“I’m coolin’. Just got finished recordin’ this hot-ass song. What’s goin’ on witchu? I’ve been hittin’ you up for a month now,” he said.

	 

	“Bro, you gonna talk to that nigga while I need my pills?” Skeeno asked.

	 

	“I called at a bad time?” Paul asked.

	 

	“Yes, I’m sort of busy.”

	 

	“Go ahead and finish what you were doin’. I’ll call you tomorrow,” he replied.

	 

	Skeeno was chuckling when I hung the phone. “You didn’t have to get off, shorty,” he said.

	 

	“I know that.”

	 

	I grabbed the medicine bag off the dresser. “I’ll go get you a bottle of water.”

	 

	I left the room to go into the kitchen. Skeeno was groaning in pain when I came back. He sat up to take the pill. His hand brushed against mine when I gave him the water. The lightest touch from him had me wanting to risk it all. I pecked his lips to see his reaction. Skeeno didn’t react, nor was he shocked.

	 

	“Go ahead and take your shower,” he said.  He picked up the remote and turned on the TV. I gathered my clothes, soap, and shampoo to take to the bathroom.

	 

	 

	Skeeno was asleep when I came back into the guest room. I turned on the ceiling fan to keep the room cool from the sun that was shining through. The hospital couch in Skeeno’s room tore my back up. I almost jumped for joy as I pulled the covers back on the bed. The mattress was soft, and the sheets were fresh; I couldn’t wait to dive in. Skeeno opened his eyes when he felt my weight sinking into the mattress.

	 

	“What time is it?” he groggily asked.

	 

	“Five o’clock.”

	 

	I fluffed up the pillows; Skeeno was staring at me.

	 

	“Bro, you gotta do all of that to go to sleep? Goddamn, shorty, I went to sleep twice and had a dream and a nightmare. You ain’t laid down yet,” he chuckled.

	 

	“That pill got you feelin’ good,” I laughed.

	 

	“I was feeling like shit earlier. I was tryin’ to hold out on takin’ that pill, but I needed it,” he said.

	 

	I scooted my body closer to his, being careful not to hit his wound. Seconds later, I was knocked out like a newborn baby.

	 

	 

	A Day Later…

	 

	“What are you gonna say if someone asks you where we've been?” he asked.
 

	“We were in Atlantic City,” I replied.

	 

	“And where is Atlantic City again?” he asked.

	 

	“In New Jersey.”

	 

	“But that’s if someone asks. If they don’t say anything, you don’t say anything,” he said.

	 

	“Got it.”

	 

	We were on our way to Newtowne because Skeeno was missing his other homeboys. A week had been the longest he went without seeing his crew. I was driving Gramps’s Bronco which was too big to maneuver while Skeeno was giving me directions. The first time Skeeno brought me to the hood, I didn’t know what to expect. The neighborhood scared the hell out of me when I first arrived, but Skeeno had a presence about him that felt safe. I could only imagine the look on my parents' faces, if they knew their only child witnessed a double-homicide, and many other gang activities. But I had a feeling I would’ve been exposed to worst had I stayed with Janice and her trifling ass family.

	 

	“Turn down here,” Skeeno instructed.

	 

	I turned down the street, and the first person I saw was Suga, pushing a cart with food, laundry detergent, and hair products.

	 

	“She stole that shit from her sister’s crib I bet. She’ll be out here soon to fight her,” Skeeno said.

	 

	“That’s where she gets it from?”

	 

	“Yeah, but you gotta respect her hustle. Suga be rackin’ up on her bread,” he chuckled.

	 

	I was ready to pull up in Peanut’s court, but Skeeno stopped me. “Go straight back where Kat lives,” he said.

	 

	I went to Kat’s court and parked in front of her house. She was sitting outside with Skeeno’s friend, Reeko.

	 

	“Whad up, Big Boy?” Skeeno asked out of the window.

	 

	“About damn time, nigga!” Reeko shouted back.

	 

	Reeko came over to the truck. I got out to talk to Kat since I haven’t seen her in a while.

	 

	“We thought you went back to Arizona and didn’t tell anyone. Where were y’all at?” she asked.

	 

	“We went to Atlantic City for a quick getaway. Where is everyone?”

	 

	“Redz was just out here. She might be in Peanut’s apartment wit’ Latrina,” she replied.

	 

	I sat next to her in the chair where Reeko was sitting. “Why is it so quiet down here? Usually, there’s a lot of people outside.”

	 

	“There was a shootout last night, so the police have been comin’ through here every five minutes. Trust me, these niggas are still out. They are cooped up in the buildings,” she said.

	 

	“We’ll be back! We’re going to the corner store!” Reeko called out to Kat.

	 

	“Okay!” she waved back.

	 

	Reeko got in the driver’s seat of Gramp’s Bronco and left the court. I was worried about Skeeno being out. His wound wasn’t healed, and it still pained him as he walked. I was getting paranoid, thinking someone was going to discover he was shot or better yet, piece him to the shooting.

	 

	I’m not used to this type of shit. We should’ve stayed our black asses in the house!

	 

	“Breonna!” Kat said.

	 

	“Huh?”

	 

	“Was the dick that good that you can’t concentrate? Don’t worry about Skeeno, he’ll be back,” she said.

	 

	I laughed it off. “We aren’t having sex. We’re just friends.”

	 

	“It’s okay, you don’t have to tell me. Walk wit’ me to Peanut’s building. I want to see if I see Redz,” she said.

	 

	I took a stroll to Peanut’s building and Redz’s mother was standing on the sidewalk talking to a middle-aged woman. As soon as she saw us, she told the woman she would see her later. Lolita came over to us.

	 

	“Hey, Kat. Have you seen Redz?” she asked her.

	 

	“We’re lookin’ for her now. I’ll tell her you asked for her,” Kat replied.

	 

	For the life of me, I couldn’t see what Skeeno saw in Lolita. She looked like she hadn't showered in days. Her shoulder length hair was in a messy ponytail, her yellow t-shirt stopped at her knees, and she wore track pants underneath. Looks wise, she was an attractive woman. Redz resembled her a lot, but she was much prettier. Her upkeep was that of a bum or worse—a crackhead.

	 

	“I need to talk to you alone,” Lolita said to me.

	 

	“I’ll be in Peanut’s buildin’, Bre,” Kat said.

	 

	Lolita watched Kat walk into the building before she turned her focus on me. She crossed her arms and smacked her teeth while grilling me.

	 

	    “I know you are using Skeeno. I’ve known him since he was a little boy and he’s friends with my daughter, so I look at him as my son. I’m warning you to stay away from him,” she said.

	 

	This bitch is a psychopath!

	 

	“Drop the act, I know you were screwing him. That fake shit doesn’t work on me.”

	 

	Lolita smirked, she seemed happy that I knew about her shenanigans with a man twenty years younger than her. How could a mother get a kick out of screwing her daughter’s friend?

	 

	“I’m going to tell you this once, so you better listen carefully. You fast little whores can’t keep Skeeno satisfied. It doesn’t matter how much you fuck him or suck his dick, he’ll always come back to me. I have trained him well and mark my words, that boy loves him some Mrs. Lolita. Now, be a good little girl and tell Redz her father is looking for her,” she said.

	 

	She happily walked down the street after she told me off. There was nothing I could say because there were some truths in what she said. Skeeno’s feelings for her weren’t going away any time soon. I’ve learned that you can love a person from a distance, and that’s what I had to do. Chasing him would lead down a road of regret. He told me multiple times that he was sparing me from heartache.

	 

	Will he go back to the bitch after all she done to him?

	 

	I went into Peanut’s building, and the dude Grizzy was leaving the rental office. I’ve talked to him once when he was with Redz, but there was something about him I didn’t like. He seemed humbled compared to Jackboy, but knowing they were first cousins sickened me.

	 

	“What’s up, shorty. I see you and Skeeno came out of the love nest,” he said.

	 

	“You can say that,” I said flatly.

	 

	“I won’t hold you up. Be safe out here. It can be dangerous for girls like you,” he said.

	 

	Kat came up the stairs after Grizzy walked out of the building. “Redz and Peanut aren’t down here. I don’t know where they went,” she said.

	 

	“Do you have anything planned for today?”

	 

	Kat shook her head. “No, what's up? You want to get out of Newtowne?” she

	asked.

	 

	I went inside my purse for the piece of paper I took from the newspaper at Gramps’s house. It was a section of apartments for rent, but I wasn’t familiar with any of the addresses. I gave Kat the paper.

	 

	“These properties aren’t far from here. I can take you,” she said.

	 

	“Thank you.”

	 

	Peanut offered me to stay at her apartment plenty of times but Grizzy’s comment, “it can be dangerous for girls like you” rubbed me the wrong way. Between him and Redz’s crackhead mama, I didn’t trust staying in the neighborhood. Skeeno couldn’t protect me forever, especially if he goes back to Lolita's whore ass.

	 

	 

	************

	 

	I walked around the one-bedroom apartment while Kat was talking to the landlord. It was in a decent and quiet area with only ten apartment units in the building. From what I learned it used to be a motel in the sixties. The apartment was eight hundred square feet which was enough space for a single person. It was also thirty minutes away from the college I was attending. To me, it was perfect.

	 

	“What do you think?” the Caucasian guy asked me.

	 

	“It’s cute, I like it.” I replied.

	 

	“You can get the keys today. I’ll just need the first month’s rent, a security deposit, and your ID,” he said.

	 

	“How much is it?”

	 

	“That’ll be six-hundred dollars in total,” he replied.

	 

	The money Trigg gave me the day before came in handy because I only had two thousand dollars left to my name. 

	 

	“I’ll take it,” I told him.

	 

	“Great, come to my office,” he said.

	 

	“This is too cute. Let me know if you need anything. You should have a housewarming, so you won’t have to spend more money,” Kat said.

	 

	“Thanks, I’ll keep that in my mind.”

	 

	I finally have my own place now I can focus on what I came to Maryland to do. Hopefully, Skeeno will come to me when he’s ready.

	 

	 

	Grizzy
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	Five hours later…

	 

	H eavy T poured me a drink in his office at his private bar. I needed his ear to the streets to find out what happened to Jackboy. In return he wanted Peanut’s cooking formula and Snow White for his personal gain. Redz and Peanut’s names were buzzing in the streets, especially since they were females. Not too many females were deep in the drug game in our area. They were also drawing in negative and positive attention because of the niggas they were with. Redz and Peanut were street smart, I give them that. I was down with their hustle, in the beginning, to be on their team, but that was until my cousin ended up in a coma. My gut was telling me Trigg or Skeeno had something to do with it. What really raised my suspicion was the lack of evidence at the crime scene and how witnesses' statements magically disappeared. There was only one nigga that I know with that type of pull, and that was Trigg’s bitch-ass. It wasn’t enough proof though because the police department was careless. Jackboy had a criminal record, and they could care less about him. I wasn’t a killer, but I was prepared to go to war to avenge my cousin because he would’ve done the same for me.

	 

	“I don’t know Grizzy, it’s not lookin’ good. Jackboy wasn’t a saint, and anybody could’ve shot him. The streets don’t know nothing,” Heavy T said.

	 

	I tossed back the shot of Jack Daniels; I slammed the glass on the table.

	 

	“Skeeno disappeared right after that happened. It’s adding up, but I'm missing somethin’,” I expressed.

	 

	“I’ll see what I can find, but in the meantime, when can I expect what you promised? Trigg’s bitch-ass is extorting my business, and I’m losing money. I want that nigga dead, Grizzy, but after I get my hands on that product,” he barked.

	 

	“Redz is setting up shop in an apartment buildin’ in Newtowne. Buildin’ 804 to be exact. Once she gets that building, she’ll have a bigger space to store her product. If Trigg gives Redz more product, she’ll be sittin’ on damn near half a mil’. And I have the property manager on my side if I break her off with dick and a few dollars. I even got spare keys to all the apartments. I can get whatever I want for you when that buildin’ is up and runnin’.” 

	 

	Heavy T’s smile broadened like he had a three-layer sheet cake in front of his big ass face.

	 

	“You see that, fam. You were never supposed to hustla. What you should’ve been was a jack boy like your cousin wanted. Now all you need is a crew to protect you in case Trigg figures you out. If you pull the robbery off the right way, maybe he’ll never figure it out. You can sell the product to me underneath the table, and I can pass it on to my homies in Texas. Easy fix,” he said.

	 

	He poured me another shot. “I used to love that nigga Trigg like my brother, but he stepped on my toes when he got with Redz. That was the beginning of it, he has been stepping on my toes since. I should’ve been cracked that nigga’s shit open.”

	 

	“He got a connection to Redz because she reminds him of his mother. His mother, Krisha was a firecracker back in the day. We used to line up outside of her house just to see her walk out. She wasn’t checkin’ for any of us niggas though. Word on the street was that she was a sidepiece to a Cuban crime boss’s son. I don’t know if it was just a talk on the streets, but I do know Trigg got a lil’ somethin’ in him. That boy looked like those folks that ran Mrs. Sofia’s corner store when he was a kid.”

	 

	“Do you think Trigg is connected to a cartel?”

	 

	Heavy T started cracking up. “Hell no, that shit ain’t real. Cartel my ass. Trigg might be gettin’ that shit from a white boy. You know those muthafuckas sling more rock and coke than we do,” he replied.

	 

	I shrugged it off too. Trigg’s connections weren’t that deep—it was impossible. He grew up in the hood and struggled with the rest of us after he lost his mother. He would’ve been born with a silver spoon in his mouth if he had real connections. Trigg was just a lucky muthafucka, and his luck was going to run out soon, if he shot Jackboy. My thoughts were running wild, I couldn’t take my mind off my cousin. I kept wondering if he shot my cousin to get back at me for breaking him and Redz up. How would he have known anyway? Redz was a solid shorty, and promised she wasn’t going to tell Trigg about me putting her on back in the day or snitching on him and Jackie. Shid, I even took Redz to a doctor who was giving illegal abortions in a motel to get rid of that nigga’s seed. Shorty was so heartbroken she didn’t realize why I took her there. Redz thought I was stupid though, she faked like she got knocked up by a random nigga in school. That was the problem with that crew, they thought I was dumb because I took a few losses on the come up.

	 

	Wait until Trigg finds out Redz will never give him any kids. Fuck that nigga and his dead kids!

	 

	 

	Back in Newtowne…

	 

	I was heavily buzzed from the shots I had with Heavy T. Crackhead Suga was sprawled out on the washing machine in the laundry room. I could only fuck around with her when I was intoxicated. She was throwing her fat hairy pussy back at me. All niggas in the hood done fucked or got topped off by a fiend before. Whenever she knew I wanted some from her, she would wash her ass. Suga was a stone-cold freak, and a man would be a fool to let her hygiene, and missing teeth stop him from getting a nut off.

	 

	“Unlock the door! I need to get in here and wash clothes!” someone banged.

	 

	“Hurry up, nigga! I can’t even feel this shit no mo’,” she complained.

	 

	I took the condom off and jerked off on the washing machine. “Weak dick ass, move muthafucka,” she spat.

	 

	She slipped off the washing machine. “All that dick and can’t work it,” she complained.

	 

	“I don’t pay you to cum bitch. I pay you to release stress. If your funky ass got a problem wit’ that, business is over between us.”

	 

	I gave her two vials of hard rock, and she snatched them from me. “This crack is harder than you muthafucka and guess what, it’s fittin’ to make me cum all damn day!” she said in excitement.

	 

	“Suga! I know your ass is in there turnin’ tricks again! I’m calling the rental office on your ass!” a woman said on the other side of the door.

	 

	“Call them! You can’t keep Suga away from here. The hood ain’t shit without Suga!” she yelled back.

	 

	I fixed my clothes. “Let that shit last.”

	 

	Suga ignored me. She laid the contents out on the folding table. I witnessed a lot of projects the fiends created that could be in a science fair. Suga made a crack pipe out of a miniature Smirnoff bottle and foil. The scent of crack turned my stomach—I disliked the smell of it. I unlocked the laundromat door, and a young woman no older than twenty-three was standing in the hallway holding a basket. She peeked around my shoulder. Suga was in her own zone, dooming the pipe.

	 

	“That doesn't make any damn sense. I’m callin’ her sister right now!” the girl said.

	 

	She left the building, hollering for Suga’s sister to get her. I hurriedly dipped off; rumors spread like wildfire. Fucking Suga, was going to the grave with me. The good thing about it was Suga didn’t run her mouth because she didn’t want it ruining her cash flow. I was ready to turn the other way when I saw Redz chatting it up with the neighborhood’s high-end booster, Stacks.

	 

	“GRIZZY!” Redz called out.

	 

	I might smell like Suga stank-ass.

	 

	“I gotta go, Redz! Call me!” I shouted down the sidewalk.

	 

	“Wait!” she said.

	 

	She gave Stacks dap, but it looked like they made a transaction.

	 

	Stacks gotta be coppin’ for someone. He can’t be on that stuff.

	 

	“Where are you going?” Redz asked, coming towards me.

	 

	She was getting too close, so I took a step back. “What’s the matter wit’ you, fool?” she asked.

	 

	“Nothin’. I feel sweaty.”

	 

	She looked up at the building we were in front of. “You must’ve fucked somebody wit’ a stank coochie, didn’t you?” she replied.

	 

	“Naw, why do you say that?”

	 

	“Tiffany lives in this buildin,’ and everybody says her coochie stank. It ain’t no shame playa, keep doin’ your thing,” she laughed.

	 

	I love this broad so much I can’t stand the sight of her anymore. I’m gonna have her one day.

	 

	“Redz, you got my back, right?”

	 

	“Of course. You had mine for the longest. What made you question that?” she replied.

	 

	“Does Trigg know anybody that’s connected to the police department?”

	 

	“No, he doesn’t. Why? Did somethin’ happen? Are you in trouble?” she asked with concern.

	 

	“Naw. I thought I could get more intel on what really happened to Jackboy. My family is thinkin’ about pullin’ the plug on him and we need answers. And Retta’s baby father was one of the victims. Someone left my niece fatherless,” I vented.

	 

	“It’s a sad world, playboy. But you know I never sugarcoat anything. Jackboy robbed a lot of niggas. Shit, maybe the bullets weren’t for him, and were for whomever he was with. I’ll keep you and your family in my prayers. Let me know if you need anything,” she said.

	 

	She backed away when I reached in to hug her. “Wait a minute, fool. I don’t want that scent on me,” she laughed.

	 

	“You're right. I’ll see you around once I take a shower and nap.”

	 

	“Okay,” she replied.

	 

	I watched her get in her Porsche and leave Newtowne, but I wasn’t satisfied with her answer. Trigg was a secretive dude. He hid his connect from his crew for five years. We didn’t know shit…or was it just me who was left in the dark? I wasn’t done yet.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Trigg
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	An hour later…

	 

	R edz was pacing back and forth while I was eating a big ass bowl of Cheerios with sugar, bananas, and ice cubes. I wasn’t hearing anything she was saying, a nigga had the munchies.

	 

	“You should talk to him, Trigg. Maybe he won’t think there’s bad blood between y’all,” Redz said.

	 

	“I love that nigga from a distance. If he needs somethin’, he can come holla at me. I’m not breakin’ my neck to speak to that nigga. He should be comin’ at me with an apology.”

	 

	Redz reached over the kitchen island and took my bowl of cereal. “You gonna let me eat some pussy then? Don’t you see how hungry I am?”

	 

	She smacked her teeth. “He asked me if you had connections to the police department.”

	 

	“Bro, chill out. Only four people know about the dirty cops workin’ for me, and that’s me, you, Nick, and Skeeno. I know how Grizzy operates. He throws random shit out to see how much a muthafucka will talk. He was just feeling you out, Redz. I’m tellin’ you, he has no proof of what happened that night.”

	 

	Redz slid the cereal bowl back to me. “He seems different now,” she replied.

	 

	“That’s Grizzy for you, shorty. He changes every time niggas start makin’ money. But check this out, I want you to tell me what you think of this.”

	 

	I opened the notebook on the kitchen island and passed it to Redz. She looked at the drawing with squinted eyes.

	 

	“You need glasses?”

	 

	She burst out laughing. “Boy, shut up. You write so damn small. Babe, what is this supposed to be? An ant farm?” she asked. She turned the notebook upside down to look at it from a different angle.

	 

	“So, you shoot a nigga down like that? You know that’s not an ant farm, shorty. Stop playin’ wit’ me.”

	 

	“You sucked at drawin’, playboy. Your stars were knocked-kneed, remember that?” she asked.

	 

	“So, you ain’t like the letters I used to pass to you in high school?”

	 

	“I loved those letters, Kamontae. They were so cute, even your lil’ ugly hearts,” she giggled.

	 

	“That picture you are lookin’ at is my business plan for the end of the year. Annapolis doesn’t have a skatin’ rink like most cities, so I’m going to open one here. The buildin’ is near our hood, so the kids can walk there, but after ten at night, it’s adult skate time.”

	 

	“I love it. You have my support,” she smiled.

	 

	Redz came over to me and wrapped her arms around my neck. She planted a kiss on my lips. “I can’t wait to christen the place. I’m skatin’ all over that dick before the doors open,” she gushed.

	 

	“What are you gonna wear for me?”

	 

	She kissed me again. “My Marcus Houston outfit from Immature. I’m not gettin’ dolled up for you,” she joked.

	 

	“You might as well give me the head now while you got this on,” I replied, pulling at her thong.

	 

	Redz kissed me again, but she used her tongue. My dick sprang to action; she reached into my shorts and pulled out my manhood. I almost had a stroke when my phone interrupted what we had going on. Redz snatched my phone off the kitchen island.

	 

	“What do you want now, Jackie?” Redz answered. Jackie was cursing Redz out, but I couldn’t make out what shorty was screaming about. Redz dropped the phone on my dick. She left the kitchen and I called out to her.

	 

	“Where you goin’? We got grown people shit to handle!”

	 

	“I’ll be in the bed!” Redz yelled from down the hall.

	 

	“What are you doing with her?” Jackie asked after I got on the phone.

	 

	“Handlin’ grown people shit. What do you want though, Jackie? Are you ready to take that pregnancy test or what? I told you not to hit me up unless it was about that.”

	 

	Jackie was giving me the runaround about her pregnancy. One minute she thought she was having a miscarriage, the next minute her doctor canceled the appointment, or the store ran out of pregnancy tests. It was so much shit with shorty that I believed she wasn’t knocked up. She was doing anything to hold on to a nigga and quite frankly, I was done with her games. I think once she realized Redz wasn’t leaving me, she ran out of excuses.

	 

	“I’m calling because I need a ride to the mall to pick out baby clothes,” she replied.

	 

	“Bitch, you retarded? Yo, you really think I’m stupid? Pick out baby clothes for what? A cabbage patch doll? Bro, you want me to spend my money on a bloated beer belly, you showin’ people. Shorty, look, don’t call my phone anymore. I’m done with the games.”

	 

	“Trigg! Hang that phone up and come and dive in this pussy! And tell that hoe I’m gonna whip her ass again if she keeps on wit’ it! She ain’t fuckin’ up our lil’ happy home!” Redz called out.

	 

	“You know what, Trigg. Go ahead. It won’t last long,” Jackie warned. 

	 

	Beepppppp.

	 

	 

	Redz was on the edge of the bed with her back arched as I entered the room. I smacked her ass, letting her know I needed it arched deeper. She gripped the sheets and begged me to enter her.

	 

	“Sssssssss,” she hissed from my dick plummeting to her spot.

	 

	Redz had my mind blown again. I haven’t been on any sucka shit by chilling with other shorties, staying out until the next day, or having crazy ass three-somes. She was the only woman getting quality time, but that’s how it was supposed to be. We fucked for hours until we passed out on the silk drenched bedsheets from Redz squirting.

	 

	*************

	 

	 

	A day later, me, Nick and Monty were at a jewelry store in downtown Baltimore. Redz wasn’t necessarily a flashy girl, she shopped on rare occasions. I wanted to treat her to something big. Her birthday was in three weeks, and I was planning to splurge on her.

	 

	“I’m thinkin’ about askin’ Peanut to marry me,” Nick said while looking at engagement rings.

	 

	“Fool, you crazy. She forced you into this, didn’t she? Y’all only been together for what? Three years?” Monty asked him.

	 

	“And? Y’all know I love her hood ass. And she’s down for a nigga. I’m fittin’ spend every dollar in my pocket to cop this ring,” Nick said.

	 

	He called the salesman over to the counter. The rock on the ring was the size of a dime. It had to be at least twenty g’s. Nick and Monty were focusing on rings. A matching diamond bamboo earring, and tennis bracelet caught my eye. A middle eastern salesman came to the glass case.

	 

	“Do you see anything you like?” he asked.

	 

	“Yeah. I want this set right here, and you can add those other tennis bracelets in with it too.”

	 

	“Must be a special lady,” he chuckled.

	 

	“That she is, fam.”

	 

	“I’ll get them cleaned for you. Do you see anything else? I can knock off a few thousand since you are spending a big amount,” he said.

	 

	I scanned the store, two mannequin heads in a glass case behind me were wearing Cartier glasses. The glasses were for men, but I could picture them on Redz’s face.

	 

	“You can ring those Cartier glasses up too. Both pairs,” I told the salesclerk.

	 

	“Will do. Would you like a bottle of water while I bag the items?” he asked.

	 

	“I’m good, fam.”

	 

	“Check this out, Trigg. What do you think?” Nick asked about the ring. The diamond was larger than the first ring he showed us.

	 

	“I think it’s decent. The question is, are you sure you want to get married?” I asked.

	 

	“Hell yeah. Me and Peanut talked about it when we got our new crib together. I’m sure, this is the move,” he replied.

	 

	“Aight, fam. I do like this one better.”

	 

	Monty shook his head. “Y’all was just beefin’ last week over a hotdog roll. Tell Trigg how you had to sing ‘Return of the Mack’ outside of the house, so she could let you in. Your neighbors hate you already,” Monty clowned.

	 

	“A hotdog roll?” I chuckled.

	 

	“I ate the last hotdog roll and didn’t tell her. It ain’t that deep how Monty’s bitch-ass makin’ it seems. Speakin’ of hotdog roll, tell Trigg how you lettin’ other hotdogs roll in your girl while you watch,” Nick answered.

	 

	“Yo, you and Latrina into that freaky cocaine party shit?” I asked in a low voice.

	 

	“I think me and her caught feelin’s for each other. She gets mad when I touch another shorty, and I’m not feelin’ how she be fuckin’ on other dudes. It’s borin’ now. But since her father came home, shorty has been off. She don’t be wantin’ to have sex at all,” he replied.

	 

	The salesman who waited on me came back to the counter to give me the total. Monty and Nick looked at me like I was crazy because I dropped forty-five g’s on Redz. I opened the Louis Vuitton backpack and pulled out five stacks of ten g’s.

	 

	“Put the change to the ring he’s ready to cop,” I told the salesman.

	 

	We looked out for each other growing up. If one didn’t have it, the other picked up the slack. I could’ve easily kept the bricks to myself, when Diego first fronted them to me for saving his mother, but I shared it with everyone in my crew. The only nigga that looked at it differently was Grizzy. Instead of seeing it as a team, he saw it as if I was a dictator. I hate to say it, but the crew worked better without him around. Redz made more money than him in two weeks, than what he could make in a month. I had my mind made up, but I didn’t have the courage to tell my homies, I was permanently cutting business ties with Grizzy for good. Formerly, the cut off was temporary, but after Redz told me he was asking her questions about me, I had to make that decision.

	 

	“Y’all in here spoilin’ y’all shorties, and now I gotta buy Latrina a piece of jewelry. That broad told the whole hood what we are doin’,” Monty said.

	 

	Four girls walked into the store. They were dressed in designer clothes, and had that preppy look to them like they went to a prestigious college. The salesman sat my bag on the counter.

	 

	“Excuse me. We were walking by, and my friend wanted to come in and speak to you, but she’s shy,” one of the girls said to me. She grabbed her shy friend’s arm, and almost shoved her into me. Shorty was decent looking, but I still wouldn’t have talked to her if Redz wasn’t in the picture. Preppy girls never piqued my interest. Besides, a lot of those broads had hood nigga fetishes.

	 

	“What’s up, shorty?” I asked.

	 

	She cleared her throat. “I was wondering if you could call me?” she asked.

	 

	“I got a wife,” I replied.

	 

	Her bold friend, the one that was speaking for her, rolled her eyes at me.

	 

	“I don’t see a ring on your finger,” she said.

	 

	“That’s because I wear it on my heart and around my dick,” I replied.

	 

	“Are you single?” a tall and slender caramel skin shorty asked Monty.

	 

	“Of course, I am, sweetheart. Let me get your digits,” he grinned. They stepped to the side to talk.

	 

	“How about you? Single?” a different girl asked Nick.

	 

	“I’m engaged, shorty,” he replied.

	 

	“We’ll be outside, Kelly,” the ringleader called out with an attitude.

	 

	“Them type of hoes be feelin’ entitled,” Nick said.

	 

	 

	We left the store after Nick bought Peanut’s ring. The shorties were standing on the sidewalk, next to my car, waiting for their friend Kelly. Kelly and Monty were still holding a conversation.

	 

	“Bro, just call her later and come on,” Nick said to Monty.

	 

	“Where are y’all going? Me and my friends are ready to have brunch. Y’all can join us,” the ringleader said. I called her the ringleader because she spoke for her friends.

	 

	“We ate already,” Nick replied.

	 

	We got in the car and waited for Monty. The women were still standing by my whip. One shorty knocked on the passenger’s side window.

	 

	“Can we get a ride?” she asked.

	 

	“No, bruh!” Nick replied.

	 

	“These hoes are too thirsty,” I chuckled. 

	 

	Five minutes later, Monty got in the backseat. “The fuck she was doin’? Runnin’ a background check?” I asked him.

	 

	“Shorty was just talkin’ about bein’ a track runner. I told her we could hook up later if she ain’t busy,” he replied.

	 

	My pager went off in the cupholder. The message read, 2022. It was a code to meet up with Myers and Lance at our secret location. We changed locations every other week to avoid being tracked by other officers. I dropped Monty off at his crib in Towson prior to going to Annapolis.

	 

	***********

	 

	 

	Lance and Myers were waiting for me in the back of an abandoned warehouse—it was a dump. The sewer next to the warehouse had the entire area smelling like shit. Myers was scooping cocaine into his nose with his pinky nail out of a dime bag. The stench couldn’t have bothered him.

	 

	“What’s the emergency?” I asked, getting straight to the point.

	 

	“Does the name Jackie Pershell ring a bell to you?” Lance asked.

	 

	“It depends. What does it have to do with this meeting?” I replied. 

	 

	“Show him the statement, idiot,” Myers said to Lance.

	 

	Lance went into his uniform shirt and retrieved a manila folder. I took it to read what was inside it. My heart was racing thinking Jackie’s hoe-ass had dropped my name, but she filed a complaint on Redz. She went into fake details of Redz harassing her, selling drugs in her building, beating her up, and kidnapping her.

	 

	“What the fuck?” I mumbled.

	 

	Jackie snitched on Peanut, Latrina, and Kat. Listing them as Redz’s accomplices. Redz was connected to me business and personal wise. Jackie was unknowingly putting heat on my operation too. Pregnant or not, shorty had to go.

	 

	“Did anyone else see this?” I asked Lance.

	 

	“She filed the complaint with Myers this morning. I recognized the name ‘Redz' as the girl we pulled over for you,” he said.

	 

	“Y’all can handle that,” I replied.

	 

	“We’ll let you know when it’s taken care of,” Myers sniffled.

	 

	“Bring me her head too.”

	 

	“I’ll page you after it’s done,” Myers said.

	 

	 

	I burned the complaint papers while walking to the car. Nick was already behind the wheel with the car running. Jackie had me hotter than fish grease. If Myers and Lance weren’t at the station during the time she came, Redz would’ve been in the hot seat. One thing about an operation: everyone falls like dominoes if a person gets jammed up.

	 

	“You good?” Nick asked while driving away.

	 

	“Jackie filed a five-page complaint on Redz. A lot of it was lies though. The stupid broad wanted Redz to get locked up. Shorty mentioned Kat, Peanut and Latrina too and their addresses.”

	 

	“I’ll handle that asap,” Nick replied.

	 

	I shook my head. “Myers and Lance got it. Less bodies on our hands are for the better.”

	 

	“Dang, Trigg. I can’t believe Jackie would go that far. Ain’t she pregnant?” he asked.

	 

	“Shid, she won’t be any more if she is. But I think shorty is lyin’ about it. Fuck her though. She brought this on herself. She acted like I told her I was goin’ to be wit’ her, or I cheated on her wit’ Redz. Shid, shorty was fuckin’ other niggas too.”

	 

	“True shit fam, at least Redz is a solid shorty,” he replied.

	 

	“By the beginning of next year, I’m poppin’ that big question too. And once she becomes my wife, she won’t have a choice but to quit hustlin’.”

	 

	Nick shook his head. “You wild. Redz gonna crack your head open. You know shorty doesn’t like to be told what to do,” he chuckled.

	 

	“She’ll be straight. She can’t do this forever, shid none of us can’t. I’m stackin’ my bread before I go legit.”

	 

	Nick drove to Gramps’s bar to pick up his food. He was the smallest in the crew, but could out eat everyone, including Reeko. Food was the last thing on my mind though, I couldn’t wait to get to the crib, and chill Redz since she was staying in for the day. Life was good!

	 

	***********

	 

	 

	Redz was in the kitchen at the house, cooking dinner in a red sheer robe with feathers on the wrist line of the sleeves. She was dancing at the stove to Aaliyah’s song, Back & Forth. Her ass cheeks were clapping while she was stirring whatever was in the pot. I sat the jewelry bags on the counter. She turned around startled.

	 

	“Boyyyy, you never make any noises when you come into the house,” she said.

	 

	“You got the music turned up. I heard it in the driveway. What you cookin’?”

	 

	“Barbecue ribs, greens, cornbread to keep the hips fed, and scalloped potatoes. I think I messed up on the recipe for the potatoes,” she replied.

	 

	“I’ll eat it anyway. I got you somethin’ while I was out. Go ahead and open it up.”

	 

	“I got you somethin’ too. It’s in the bathroom. I want you to go look before I open my gifts,” she replied.

	 

	“Aww, shit. You done bought a nigga somethin’? Which bathroom?”

	 

	“Hallway,” she grinned.

	 

	I opened the hallway bathroom door after I left the kitchen. Two gray, brown, and white Siberian huskies with blue eyes were wrestlin’ each other on newspaper. I wasn’t a real animal lover, but I wanted a husky when I was fourteen. We couldn’t have pets in the apartments in Newtowne, so Gramps wouldn’t let me get one. Seeing that Redz remembered special fragments of my childhood made me love her even more. I sat on the toilet seat and picked up the puppies.

	 

	“What are you gonna name them?” she asked from the doorway.

	 

	I held them up to see the sex of the dogs, they both were male.

	 

	“I don’t know, shorty. What do you think?”

	 

	“Ummm, Cocaine and Money,” she replied with a straight face.

	 

	“Bro, you serious ain’t you?”

	 

	“Yes, I think it’s cute,” she replied.

	 

	“Aight, that’s their name.”

	 

	“Their food is in the cabinet along with a guide on how to train them,” she replied.

	 

	“I can’t believe you got me them. Damn, we fittin’ to get on your nerves just because we can.”

	 

	“Just make sure they don’t chew up my J’s,” she replied.

	 

	I put the puppies on the floor. They ran past Redz and down the hallway.

	 

	“Aye, get off that!” she yelled at them.

	 

	“Yo, watch your tone talkin’ when talkin’ to my lil’ niggas!”

	 

	She left the bathroom. “I’ll talk to you like that too!” she shouted back.

	 

	I straightened up the bathroom. The trash can was knocked over, and the newspaper was soaked with piss. Redz came back seconds later wearing the earrings and Cartier glasses. She had the tennis bracelets in her hand.

	 

	“Babyyyy, you laced a bitch up. I love it, Trigg. I’m fittin’ to go out tonight. Here, put these bracelets on me. I’m never takin’ it off,” she boasted. I put the bracelets around her wrists.

	 

	“You stayin’ in.”

	 

	“That’s what you think. You can’t hold a pimp down,” she joked.

	 

	“Bro, we can pimp together like Monty and Latrina. Get a stable full of hoes.”

	 

	Redz burst out laughing. “We should go to one of those parties,” Redz said.

	 

	“Go there to sell product?”

	 

	“Get our freak on,” she laughed.

	 

	I grilled her. “I’ll knock your jewelry off like Super Mario coins. Yo, don’t play wit’ me.”

	 

	I pulled the trash bag from the bathroom trash to take outside. Redz followed me to the door, cracking jokes. She didn’t come outside since she was naked underneath her robe. The puppies almost ran outside, but Redz caught them.”

	 

	“Get their cage out of my backseat. You have to put it together!” she shouted from the doorway.

	 

	The backseat of Redz’s Porsche had dog toys, blankets, collars, and treats. I took everything in the house and put them on the living room floor. Redz released the puppies, so they could play with their toys. I took my shirt off before I sat on the floor to put the cage together.

	 

	“Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes,” she said.

	 

	“I gotta talk to you about Jackie.”

	 

	“She took a pregnancy test yet?” she asked.

	 

	“Shorty, did everything but that.”

	 

	Redz crossed her arms. “What did that hoe do?” she asked

	 

	“Shorty filed a complaint against you at the police station, but Myers and Lance caught it before it went through. They’ll get rid of her, so don’t trip over it.”

	 

	“That plain face bitch!” she ranted.

	 

	“Yeah, shorty was foul for that. She signed her own death certificate.”

	 

	“Are you certain I have nothin’ to worry about?” she asked.

	 

	“That would’ve been the first thing I told you, when I came into the crib if I wasn’t positive. It’s gonna be handled, Beautiful.

	 

	Redz grinned. “Okay, Big Daddy Trigg,” she flirted.

	 

	I watched her head back to the kitchen while dragging that wagon behind her. Shorty was maturing into a woman I never thought I would see.

	 

	 

	Four hours later…

	 

	I was waiting in front of a building that used to be a bowling alley a year ago. It was closed because the owner couldn’t afford the upkeep of the building. Diego was the first person I called when I purchased the building the day prior. I had a legit paper trail since I was twenty years old. I was the co-owner of Gramps’s pool hall. Buying the old bowling alley building to turn into a skating rink was my first official business venture. A black Yukon arrived at the building at nine o’clock on the dot. The back door opened; Diego stepped out of the truck in business attire. I’ve known Diego for five years and haven’t seen him dressed in regular clothes. He spoke to the driver in Spanish. I wasn’t fluent in Spanish, but I knew a few words. It sounded like Diego told him he was going to be back in thirty minutes.

	 

	He gave me a dap hug. “Where’s the lady?” he asked.

	 

	“In the crib with the dogs. I’ll bring her the next time we meet up.”

	 

	“So, you bought the old bowling alley? This used to be my spot in the seventies,” he replied.

	 

	“My mother used to bring me here every Thursday night. It was the spot to be in the eighties too. But come on in.”

	 

	I unlocked the door to let him in. In certain areas, the building still had working electricity. It needed a lot of work, but I planned to grind harder to get up and running within a year. Diego sat on a bench and stared off to space.

	 

	“You good, fam?”

	 

	I hope this nigga ain’t gettin’ high off his own supply. He has been acting weird lately.

	 

	“I brought my son’s mother here on our first date. The past is haunting me more than ever. It’s breaking me down, Hijo. I’m starting to hate getting out of bed in the morning. I’m riddled with a lot of guilt,” he said.

	 

	“We can leave, fam. Maybe you gotta chill for a while. I got enough product for at least a month, so I won’t bother you.”

	 

	He shook his head. “Can I smoke?” he asked.

	 

	“Go ahead.”

	 

	He went into his suit jacket to get a cigar. He offered me one, but I declined.

	 

	“Is it your son? Maybe you gotta make peace wit’ him. You haven’t been yourself lately, fam. It’ll get worse if you don’t.”

	 

	Diego exhaled. “Do you want to know why my wife died, Hijo?” he asked.

	 

	I sat on the end of the bench. “If you want to get it off your chest.”

	 

	“I killed my wife because she ordered a hit on my son’s mother and my father had to pay the price too. He helped my wife execute her murder. My son’s mother's blood is on my hands. She was killed because I loved her,” he said.

	 

	“And it’s not your fault though, fam. The only thing you are guilty of is not makin’ it right with him. What if somethin’ tragic happens to him? He’ll die without knowin’ the truth.”

	 

	Diego was silent for a while. I looked at my watch to check the time. It was almost time for me to return home to Redz. I was supposed to watch a movie with her.

	 

	“We can leave now if you need to. I brought you here to see my buildin’ because I look up to you and I listen to every gem you drop. Shid, I ain’t got a father, so I appreciate you puttin’ me up on game. If your son doesn't respect you, just know that I do.”

	 

	I got up from the bench and Diego stood up to face me. The nigga’s eyes were blood shot red. Whatever he was battling was eating him up inside. He went into his pocket and pulled out his wallet. I don’t know what I was expecting, but I wasn’t expecting him to give me a picture. The old picture was of him and my mother at the bowling alley. My mother’s smile was so big—she was overjoyed. A tear fell on the picture from my eye.

	 

	“Don’t tell me,” I pleaded.

	 

	“I’m your father, Kamontae,” he bawled.

	 

	“I think you got me mixed up wit’ someone else. This picture doesn't prove shit.”

	 

	“I am your father. Your mother wasn’t that type of woman, so I know for a fact, that you are my son,” he said.

	 

	“Ain’t no father gonna let his son cop bricks from him. Ain’t no fuckin’ way you support me doin’ this,” I gritted.

	 

	“This would’ve been your life anyway, Hijo. It’s the sad truth. But I do want better for you, so you won’t need this anymore. I had no right tellin’ you what to do back then and even now. I do believe in fate, and it brought you to your grandmother’s store that night. The first time I saw you, I knew you were connected to Krisha. You have her eyes and nose. It took me a month to find out the truth from your grandfather. He begged me to stay away from you because he thought my family would hurt you. Your grandfather never told you about me because it was to keep you out of harm’s way. He said that’s what Krisha would’ve wanted. It cut me deeply knowing that your mother didn’t want me around you. I’m to blame for that too,” he said.

	 

	Gramps knew and didn’t tell me? These niggas just said, fuck me.

	 

	“Look, fam. I gotta go home. We can talk about this another time. I can’t even wrap my head around any of it. Does Mrs. Sofia know, or is she racist too like your father?”

	 

	“I told her the minute I found out, but I wanted to be the person to tell you. She’s not like my father, and you know that for a fact. Especially since she gives back to the community,” he said.

	 

	“That doesn’t mean she wants a black grandchild.”

	 

	“I don’t care what anyone wants! I don’t see you as my black son, but as MY SON!” he patted his chest.

	 

	I was angry, hurt, and betrayed. The truth is, Diego didn’t know he even had a son until five years ago. It wasn’t his fault he was absent seventeen years of my life, but it was my mother’s death that broke my heart. I thought she was killed during a robbery. Discovering she died over a nigga was the last thing I expected. My grandmother was with my mother when she was killed. I lost two people that day.

	 

	“Now that I think of it, you always call me Hijo. You’ve been callin’ me son all this time, Mrs. Sofia too,” I said in disbelief. 

	 

	“You don’t have to like me. I’m not asking you to accept me. I don’t want anything from you other than me seeing you. We don’t have to talk, but I look forward to our dinners on Thursdays. The ball is in your court Hijo. I’ll be waiting,” he said.

	 

	Silence.

	 

	We walked out of the building. I locked the doors while Diego was dooming his cigar. Homie looked like he was stressed and aged ten years. My thoughts were racing as I thought of the past. The crew used to tell me I looked like the Latinos that worked at Mrs. Sofia’s store, but I never thought anything of it. The clues were right in my face, and I was too blind to see them. Diego opened the back door of the Yukon. I called out to him before he closed the door.

	 

	“I’ll see you Thursday, fam!”

	 

	He smirked with tear-filled eyes. “See you Thursday, Hijo!” he said.

	 

	I got in my car and waited until the Yukon drove off. The picture Diego gave me was still in my hand; I stared at it for five minutes, observing how happy they looked. Diego looked almost unrecognizable because I was used to seeing his face with a scowl. It was evident that Diego had lost a piece of his soul forever. I didn’t have to see it, but I felt how much he loved my mother. It gave me a sense of relief knowing my mother wasn’t killed over a nigga that didn’t give a shit about her.

	 

	Usually, I drove with the music on, but I cut the radio off to bask in the silence. Redz used to catch heat from me for being in the streets because of the misconception I had of my mother’s death. It seems love was the real killer.

	 

	 

	Breonna
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	Two Days Later…

	 

	“H

	old it like this shorty. Aim it at the head, and then blow that shit away,” Skeeno coached me. I pulled the trigger, and the bullet ripped through the dummy’s neck.

	 

	“Not bad for a beginner,” Gramps said.

	 

	We were in the woods behind Gramp’s house shooting target dummies. I was having a blast despite the fear I used to have of guns. Skeeno was teaching me how to shoot to avoid another Jackboy incident. I pulled the trigger again, and the bullet struck a tree. Gramps shot a squirrel that was running up a tree. It dropped dead a few feet away from us.

	 

	“That poor baby,” I grimaced.

	 

	Gramps picked the squirrel up by its tail. It was still moving; he snapped the squirrel’s neck to put it out of its misery.

	 

	“Shorty, we eat squirrels over here. Gramps is gonna smother it in gravy and serve it over rice. This is that country livin’,” Skeeno said.

	 

	“She’ll think it’s chicken,” Gramps chuckled.

	 

	“I love squirrels, so I won’t be eatin’ that.”

	 

	“Squirrels ain’t nothin’ but fancy rats,” Skeeno said.

	 

	“Tell her, Son,” Gramps replied.

	 

	 

	He shot two more squirrels and collected them off the ground. “I’m gonna get dinner ready,” Gramps said.

	 

	“Make somethin’ else for, Breonna, Gramps. I can tell shorty ain’t fittin’ to eat squirrel stew,” Skeeno replied.

	 

	“I’ll see what I got in there,” he said, walking towards the house.

	 

	I sat on a tree log and picked up a bottle of water. I’ve been at Gramps house because I didn’t have any furniture for my apartment yet. The furniture I did find was too expensive. I stretched out my legs while enjoying the sun beaming on my skin. The country life was the living I always wanted. The trees, animals, grass, and quietness were comforting, even during harsh times. Skeeno took my bottle of water from me and guzzled it.

	 

	“Really?” I giggled.

	 

	“You supposed to be takin’ care of a nigga, and you only brought out one bottle,” he replied. Skeeno’s attitude towards me was a complete three-sixty. I was glad to have him back.

	 

	I waved him off. “You move around faster than me now.”

	 

	“Those pain pills get me through it,” he replied.

	 

	I got up from the tree log. “Can I use your car?”

	 

	“Where you gotta go?” he asked.

	 

	“Look for furniture. I want to settle in my new apartment soon, but I can’t find anything within my budget.”

	 

	“When did this happen?” he asked.

	 

	“Three days ago.”

	 

	“Yo, you got your own crib and kept quiet about it. Look at you keepin’ secrets,” he said.

	 

	“It’s not furnished yet. There’s not much to tell.”

	 

	“I’ll go wit’ you,” he replied.

	 

	“You should lay down. We’ve been out here all day. I know you feel exhausted.”

	 

	“Why are you actin’ funny, Bre? I wasn’t gonna say shit, but you’ve been quiet lately,” he replied.

	 

	“I’m actin’ how you wanted me to act. You cursed me out when I was nursing you back to good health. Then you told me to stop liking you, and I’m doing just that,” I shrugged.

	 

	“You can still tell a nigga shit, damn. Yo, you could’ve come to me about your furniture. I would’ve taken care of that for you,” he said.

	 

	“I know, but you had enough of someone taking from you.”

	 

	“Yo, give me twenty minutes and I’ll be ready,” he said.

	 

	We walked into the house to wash the sweat and grime off our bodies from being in the woods. Gramps was in the kitchen skinning the squirrels over a bucket. Those poor babies were tortured. I was getting sick to my stomach.

	 

	“This ain’t nothin’, Bre. Wait until he catches a raccoon,” Skeeno chuckled.

	 

	“Y’all eat all the animals from the woods?” I cringed.

	 

	“I don’t eat it, I’ll fuck a squirrel up though,” Skeeno replied.

	 

	“Call Trigg and tell him I’m making’ squirrel stew. That lil’ nigga must be sick. I called him three minutes ago. Redz answered the phone and told me he’s been in bed for the past two days. Trigg ain’t never stayed in bed this long,” Gramps expressed.

	 

	“I’ll holla at him to see what’s goin’ on. He’ll tell me,” Skeeno replied.

	 

	I headed towards the spare bedroom to pick out fresh clothes. My cell phone rang. I already knew who it was since we’ve been talking a lot for the past few days.

	 

	“Hey, Paul,” I answered.

	 

	“What do you have planned for the day? I want you to stop by the studio to hear this new song,” he said.

	 

	Paul was a local rapper who goes by the name Gutta. He was a sweetheart, but I wasn’t looking for a boyfriend, nor was I open to date. Skeeno was the only man I was truly interested in before we decided to just be friends. Paul, on the other hand, was a good friend too.

	 

	“I must take a raincheck. I have to get my apartment together since school will be starting soon.”

	 

	“Aight, I feel you. Take your time, shorty. Tomorrow night I have a show, so slide through, bring your girls if you want. Do you have a pen and paper?” he replied.

	 

	I picked up the pen on the dresser. “I have it.”

	 

	He rambled off the address and the name of the building where he was hosting the rap show. Judging by the zip code, it was in the Annapolis area. The place was called American Legions.

	 

	“Matter of fact, it’s right next to Newtowne in walkin’ distance,” he said.

	 

	“Okay, I’ll tell my friends.”

	 

	I tossed the phone on the bed and proceeded to get ready for my outing with Skeeno.

	 

	***********

	 

	 

	Forty minutes later, Skeeno parked in front of the furniture store. He told me I could buy anything I wanted. I was paying him back, so I still wanted to stay within my budget. As soon as Redz’s building came together, so I could grow the marijuana plants, I was giving Skeeno all the money back he spent on me. A Caucasian woman was standing by the door with pamphlets upon entering the store. Immediately, a brown suede couch caught my attention.

	 

	He handed me a pamphlet. “We’re having a Labor Day special,” she said.

	 

	“Thank you,” I replied.

	 

	“Do you do same day delivery?” Skeeno asked her.

	 

	“Yes, we offer same day delivery if the order is over six-hundred dollars. Let me know if you need help with anything. If you can’t find me, just ask for Susie,” she replied.

	 

	Skeeno followed me to the brown suede couch I had my eyes on. I sat on the couch, and my body sunk into the cushion.

	 

	“You want the whole set? It fits you,” he said.

	 

	“I just want a couch, bed, and table, for right now. The coffee tables and loveseat I’ll get later.”

	 

	“Yo, I told you to get whatever,” he said.

	 

	He left to get Susie while I was adding up the prices for the pieces to the living room set. The set, in total, was estimably seven-hundred dollars. Seconds later, Susie came back to write down the SKU numbers.

	 

	“We have this set in stock. Would you like me to ring it up?” she asked him.

	 

	“Yeah, and the lamps. Do you have that too?” Skeeno replied.

	 

	“Yup, we have it all. We even have the runner,” she said.

	 

	“We’ll take it,” he replied.

	 

	“Great. I’ll put it on hold so you can finish shopping,” Susie said.

	 

	Skeeno was against me liking him, yet he was going above and beyond to put a smile on my face. He acted like my boyfriend sometimes. We were even sleeping next to each other in the guest room at Gramps’s house. Skeeno was all over the place with his feelings towards me. 

	 

	“What’s the long face for?” he asked.

	 

	“Nothing at all. Come on, let’s go to the kitchen area.”

	 

	I got up from the couch, and Skeeno grabbed my arm. “Hold up, shorty. I’m not feelin’ this. Why you givin’ me a hard time, Bre?” he asked.

	 

	A couple was walking in our direction. I waited until they passed to answer him.

	 

	“Lolita approached me a few days ago. She bragged to me how weak you are for her. And she said numerous times you left her and came back. I can’t help that I’m worried about you going back to her. I know it’s not my business, so you don’t have to tell me, but I like you.”

	 

	“Mannnn, I’m not goin’ back to that broad. Don’t worry about me, Bre. I’ll be straight,” he replied.

	 

	He kissed my forehead; the scent of his cologne filled my nostrils. I looked up at him as he towered over me. He was looking at me too with passionate eyes.

	 

	“Shorty, I’ll fuck the shit out of you. Be careful how you look at a nigga,” he said.

	 

	I turned away while blushing. Skeeno was making the temperature rise inside the furniture store. He followed me to the kitchen area. The dining room in my apartment was small, so I was looking for a tiny square table for four.

	 

	“What do you think about this one?” he asked about a cherry wood set.

	 

	“It has to match the furniture.”

	 

	“Shyan, is that you?” a voice called out.

	 

	A brown-skinned girl came over to us with a short haircut. She was wearing a black skirt and a white blouse. I caught sight of her nametag. Her name was Jessica, and she was an employee of the store.

	 

	“Yooo, Jess. Where the fuck you been at shorty?” he asked her.

	 

	The woman hugged Skeeno tightly, he winced in pain from the pressure she put against his wound. “Be easy, Jess. I pulled a muscle,” he said.

	 

	She quickly pulled away from him. “I’m sorry, but damn, look at you. You grew up on me. You are as handsome as ever,” she blushed.

	 

	Her facial expression turned sour once she realized he wasn’t alone. “Oh, I didn’t know you were with someone,” she said to him.

	 

	“This is my homegirl, Breonna,” Skeeno replied.

	 

	“Hi, Breonna. I’m an old friend of Shyan,” she said flatly. I waved at her to be friendly, but I could have cared less about her.

	 

	“I’ll be in the bedroom section,” I told Skeeno.

	 

	I left Skeeno with his friend, so they could catch up. Susie came over to me while I was looking at the bedroom furniture. I picked out a wood chestnut dresser, two nightstands, and a king-size bed. Thirty minutes passed, and Skeeno was still talking to Jessica. She was blushing while writing down his number, so they could meet up later. He didn’t even notice that I came back to the kitchen area to order the kitchen table.

	 

	 

	An hour later…

	 

	“I dig this shorty. It’s in a nice area,” Skeeno said while looking around.

	 

	We were at my apartment waiting for the furniture to be delivered. The estimated time was forty minutes. I sat on the counter and pulled out my personal weed stash. Skeeno came into the kitchen after he inspected the apartment. He leaned against the counter across from me.

	 

	“Me and Jessica were in the same foster home,” he blurted.

	 

	“You don’t have to explain yourself.”

	 

	“I know I don’t,” he grinned.

	 

	I continued breaking up the weed. Skeeno reached out to me and cupped my chin so I could look at him. He caught me off guard, so I waited for him to make his next move.

	 

	“You are a beautiful ass shorty, Bre,” he said.

	 

	The butterflies were fluttering, and the essence between my thighs were seeping through my panties. Skeeno kissed me so deeply; the fresh mint on his breath from the tic tac he recently had heightened the arousal. His hands squeezed my breasts through my shirt, causing me to drop the contents in the blunt on the floor. My phone rang in my purse on the counter, it fell on death ears while I was getting the kiss I’ve dreamt of. He unbuttoned my jeans; my cell phone rang again.

	 

	“Yo, get that. It can be an emergency,” he said, breaking the kiss.

	 

	I retrieved my phone from my purse and answered.

	 

	“Hello.”

	 

	“Breonna!” a woman screamed.

	 

	“Who the hell is this?”

	 

	“Lolita! Where is Skeeno?” she asked.

	 

	“How did you get my number?” I replied while leaving the kitchen.

	 

	I went into the bathroom and closed the door. “I got it from Kat a minute ago. Please put Skeeno on the phone. He’s not answering my calls,” she sobbed.

	 

	“What in the hell is wrong with you?”

	 

	I heard a banging noise in the background. “BITCH, OPEN THE GODDAMN DOOR!” a man yelled. 

	 

	“My husband found out about me and Skeeno. He’s gonna kill me! Please tell him to get here. My daughters aren’t answering the phone… I’m stabbed and bleeding out!” she heaved.

	 

	“Call the cops.”

	 

	“I can’t call them. I have drugs and weapons in my apartment! Skeeno knows what to do! Please tell him to get here. He’s ready to break the door down and finish me off,” she cried.

	 

	“Yo, Bre! You good in there? Who are you talkin’ to?” Skeeno shouted. 

	 

	“I’M GONNA KILL YOU THIS TIME! YOU GOT KNOCKED UP BY ANOTHER MAN? YOUR WHORE ASS LIED TO ME!” Lolita’s husband threatened.

	 

	Should I get this bitch some help or hang up? If she’s dead, Skeeno will never have to deal with her conniving ways anymore…

	 

	 

	THE CREW WILL RETURN ON JUNE 20th 2022!
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