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Prologue
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My name is Haleem Walters, and this is the story of how I came to lose my life. I know that opening with an intro like that might cause some of you to hesitate to move forward with this, but trust me, dying was the best thing to ever happen to me. When you're transitioning, it’s as if an awakening occurs to your truest self. All my days on this earth, I've harbored animosity, frustration, resentment, and pain for as long as I can remember. There were so many times that I sat in solitude wondering where did all these negative emotions come from? Was it the moment I saw my father slap the taste out of my mother's mouth and his attempt to strangle her to death? Or perhaps, the night I was kidnapped from my grandparents and tortured for ransom money? Or just maybe it was the time I was introduced to committing murder. Being held in the arms of the person you love the most while watching the man who stole you in the dead of the night squirm and beg for his life has a profound effect on a seven-year-old child. Furthermore, being told by that person you love to take the cigarette from their mouth and throw it on the man who caused you more fear than you've ever known, only to watch him go up in flames brands a mark on your brain that never goes away. It confuses you. You begin to feel empowered, yet you still feel worried. Despite all of those jumbled up emotions, you realize that you'll never let anyone make you feel weak or vulnerable ever again. Therefore, you grow in a dark world seeing nothing but the darkness and thriving in its gloom. Love? Where was any room for that in my twisted existence? My exposure to the unimaginable so early on tainted my feelings of affection for women. The yearning to feel love was always dormant within, but the trust was never there. Too many times had I witnessed betrayal, greed, and jealousy in the mix between friends, family, and lovers. Why would I ever let love deceive me? Love was an emotion created for the foolish and any woman foolish enough to feel it for me would regret it. Love was merely a tool of manipulation for me to survive in the unholiest of habitats. Yes, I use that word because when we hear environment, we think of people, but habitat conjures up the imagery of animals and I was most certainly raised among the animals, savages, and downtrodden. The jailbirds I've encountered are far more deadly and vicious than any Bald Eagles. In all, my tormented soul had to die in order for me to finally be free. The ups, downs, and ugly truths of my misbehavior as a playa and predator of the opposite sex in order to make it is what you'll find within these pages. Some of you may sympathize with me as you read. Hell, by the end, others will most likely be rooting for my demise! Nonetheless, it’s all here for you to make of it what you will. And again, this is my story!
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Chapter 1
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Genesis

Trembling, Haleem looked down at the glass of Cognac to his left. Next, he transferred his attention to the Gin at his right. With tears in his eyes, he took a drag off his blunt laced with syrup. The emotions raging within his seventeen-year-old soul had become too much for him to bear. For as long as he could remember, all he had known was the familiarity of pain, frustration, and loss. The good times existed but were buried so far beneath the ashes and rubble of disdain and self-destruction that those memories seemed to be leftover remnants from the life of another.

Seated at the table, Haleem had found the cowardly courage within to make the toughest decision of his youth. To end it all. With his Glock in his lap, he allowed the mellow sounds of the music to course through his veins and consume him. At a low pitch, the tunes of Blue Magic's classic, Sideshow, could be heard as the soundtrack to his demise. He had a special connection with that song. It was spiritual to him. Especially the part about the man who's been crying for a million years. Haleem identified deeply with such a man. In reality, he was that man. 

Raised in a Christian family, he had no real link to church outside of his grandmother back in Chicago. She would drag him and his cousins to the house of the Lord on Sundays with her, but there, he developed a strong affinity for the girls present. He watched the very same God praising Hallelujah shouting, Devil down talkers on Sunday, bent over screaming for his uncles to go deeper and faster the following Friday. Therefore, Haleem couldn't take the theme of church too seriously.

Although, he did possess a fondness for the man they called Jesus. He didn't quite know what to think about him though. Was he God manifested in the flesh? Was he God's son? Was he one of three in a holy union that his young mind could yet comprehend? It was too confusing, so Haleem held on to the facts. He was a man sent to help the thugs, downtrodden, and weak. At that very moment, Haleem felt like the weakest to ever roam the earth and if anyone could understand, Jesus could. Therefore, Haleem was on his way to meet him. 

Relocating to Atlanta, Haleem spent a couple years there before migrating to College Park. Godby road was where he learned how to sell drugs, jack cars, and rob other dealers. The more he learned, the darker he became inside. Haleem couldn't stay out of trouble and found himself on the streets due to his own insolence. Leaving behind his mother, stepfather, and two baby sisters, he planned to show them all that he didn't need any of them! But the truth was, he needed them more than he realized. 

Haleem found that the streets didn't love nobody. All the streets did was build you up, break you down, then toss you in a prison cell or graveyard. Haleem answered the call of the streets and gambled with his options. Luckily, Sabrina was old enough to rent a space in her name as long as she kept the money coming. Haleem was a hustla, therefore, he kept it coming.

Moving into a duplex on Riverdale Road, Haleem and his pregnant fiancé, Sabrina, tried hard to make it work. Mentally and emotionally, it didn't work for Haleem. He was the type of person that had to see the sense in it all and bringing an innocent child into a world he hated so much made no sense at all to him. Sabrina was torn. She wasn't really ready for a newborn either but thought the child would hinder Haleem's wandering eyes. It wasn't the first time she had been wrong. He had impregnated her best friend at the same time without her knowledge. Yet, her miscarriage helped him to keep their little secret. 

Sabrina had what was called punch drunk love for Haleem. She knew he was as fucked up in the head as they came, but that's what made her want to be there for him more. She knew what a broken home looked and felt like. So, when Haleem came along, it wasn't hard to see what a broken young man looked like. A nurturer and fixer, Sabrina poured into him, but Haleem was too far gone in the rear view for her to catch up. 

Downing his Cognac, Haleem felt its smoothness travel down his insides. Following it up with his white liquor, his head began to spin as images of his family filled his head. The sight of his baby sisters hurt him the most. He would never get to see what became of them. He would never be there to protect them from a life he already knew would become harsh. Right then, the tears poured uncontrollably, and Haleem cocked his Glock. Putting it to the side of his head, he took a deep swallow and embraced the Grim Reaper. Biting down with all his might, he squeezed the trigger. 

Opening his eyes, he was confused. "What the fuck?" he said, nearly pissing on himself. Checking the gun, he couldn't find a problem. Heading out to the back porch, he raised it to the sky and squeezed the trigger again. The sound of thunder filled the atmosphere as the hollow tip bullet went soaring through the air of the night sky. Going back to the table, Haleem took his seat and pumped himself up all over again. Placing the pistol to his head, he squeezed the trigger. This time, he heard a click. Checking the gun, he found the bullet had flipped in the chamber. Growing pissed, he tossed the gun aside and went to retrieve his forty-five. For the final time, he sat down, cocked it back, and prepared to exit the realm of the living. 

He never heard Sabrina come inside as his eyes were glued shut. With the speed of lightning, she raced over and dived over the table to tackle him to the floor. As he fell backwards with her on top, the gun went off. "What the fuck are you doing?!" Sabrina cried out. High out of his mind, Haleem simply stared into her eyes without any feelings. She blurted words about their baby, what if this, and what if that, but Haleem was numb. As she pulled at him, begging for him to just talk to her, Haleem pushed her away in anger as he walked out of the door. He wanted to die, and he knew no one would understand because no one felt what he was feeling. Therefore, he disappeared into the coolness of the nightlife with his forty-five seeking out a place to finish what he had started. 

As the time drifted on, my intoxication grew, and hurtful memories flooded my mind. Suddenly, the sound of a man's voice cut through my thoughts like a razorblade. "Bitch just shut up! You knew what time it was when you met me and here you go with the bullshit," he snapped. I turned to spot the couple arguing on the front porch at 2am. "All I want is for you to be straight with me. Are you gonna leave your wife or not?" the woman asked. "I ain't got time for this shit. You figure it out," he replied, turning to walk away. 

At that moment, her emotions overwhelmed her, and she grabbed at him to prevent his departure. Enraged, the man turned to backhand her off the stairs. Haleem instantly slipped into a reverie of his childhood. There he stood; an innocent four-year-old. With his mother walking behind him, she reached down to grab his hand. "Come on, we're leaving!" she insisted. Before either of them knew what was happening, his father had jumped over them both and pushed him away. Falling backwards, Haleem was forced to watch his father punch, kick, and choke his mother out. The more her tears fell, the more frightening it became for the boy. He was defenseless then, but snapping back into reality, he wasn't defenseless now. Unleashing his gun, Haleem prepared to teach the bully a lesson. 

As the man walked to his car, he could care less about the woman he left struggling to get back on her feet. Emerging from the shadows, Haleem took his gun and cracked the stranger upside his head. "Bitch ass nigga!" Haleem exclaimed, kicking him in his side. Gripped with fear, the side chick didn't know what to do as the young man roughed him up. Looking at the damage he had caused, Haleem decided it was time to leave. "Empty ya pockets!" he ordered, looking for a phone. Once he saw none, he began to walk away. Unfortunately, the stranger wasn't willing to let Haleem walk away without consequence. The sound of bullets whirling by his head caused the young man to instinctively spin around and shoot back. As the man's body dropped, Haleem looked to find the woman cradling him in her arms. She was screaming at the top of her lungs. In full panic mode, Haleem gathered his senses and began to flee. His departure was short-lived as he darted out into the streets directly in front of a car. Flying over it, the stranger riddled in holes and blood wouldn't be the only one paying the hospital a visit. 

Awakening in the hospital, Haleem was in physical agony. He had tubes up his nose and stuck in his arms. To make matters worse, he found that his hands were cuffed to the side rails of his hospital bed. Attempting to recall what happened, it was all a blur. The last thing he could remember was Sabrina's tears as he stormed out of the house.

At that moment, a nurse entered his room to check up on him. Seeing that he was alert, she attempted to slide back out of the room, but Haleem called her. "Excuse me, nurse! Can you tell me what happened to me?" he asked. Reluctant, the small woman walked over to his bedside and stood over him. She was young, but way older than him. She looked down at the boy with a heart filled with sorrow. Parting her lips, she answered, "You were hit by a car."

Haleem was puzzled. He didn't understand how that could have happened. "Hit by a car? Well, where was I? What was I doing?" The nurse dropped her head. "Young man listen, you could be my baby brother so I'm saying this from the heart... Your life is about to change and if you don't decide to change it for the better, it’s only gonna get uglier from here on out. You've been blessed to still be alive right now. Someone didn't make it to see another day."

Haleem looked the nurse firmly in her eyes and replied, "Lady, I pray for death every night and feel disgusted every morning that I open my eyes. Fuck this world." Taken aback, the nurse knew their conversation had reached its cut off point. "Wait right here. Someone will return to fill you in and answer any more questions you may have about last night’s occurrences," she assured, walking away.

Haleem watched as a swarm of officers entered his room. They always looked evil to him, but even more so in this moment as they stared down at him with venom in their eyes. "Haleem Walters, you're being charged with the murder of..." One of the officers began. Suddenly, it all came back to him. He had gotten into a shootout which led to the car accident. "Fuck!" Haleem exclaimed. "That's right, young boy. You're fucked. Not to mention, that man you killed was an off-duty police officer. He trained all of us and a piece of shit like you is gonna pay for taking that good man away from his family," another officer added.

"He was already away from his family," Haleem smirked. It took the officers with their heads on straight to restrain the others who wanted to strangle the arrogant kid right there. Haleem found it ironic. He had cheated death so many times in one night just to end up throwing his life away in a fashion he hadn't foreseen coming. God truly did have a sense of humor!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2
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The Darkness Ahead

Walking into the attorney booth of the county jail, Haleem was distraught. Months had passed since he had been arrested and the courts were adamant about securing his conviction. As a matter of fact, the prosecution had even gone as far as seeking the death penalty to end Haleem's young life. He laughed when he heard about their motion. He was young, cocky, and had tried to end his own existence so many times that he lost faith in anyone's ability to do so. Haleem had come to view himself as God's punching bag. A man destined to walk the earth in suffering until God Himself had had enough laughter by toying with him.

His lawyer quickly filed a motion to take the death penalty off of the table due to the fact that the officer was in plain clothes at 2am. The District Attorney's argument was that Haleem was well aware that the man was an officer due to the fact that they lived less than a mile apart. The speculation was enough to get the death penalty removed, but the prosecution wasn't out to kill Haleem. They merely wanted his defense to realize how serious they were about securing a conviction. In other words, convince Haleem to plea bargain and one day see the outside again.

Sitting down in front of his lawyer, Haleem was anxious to hear what he had to say. It was apparent that if taken to trial, they would lose. The media sensationalized Haleem by using the racist undertones of rhetoric that was often regurgitated in situations such as this. He was painted as a menace to society and any of his peers with negative things to say about him were given a platform to do just that. The trauma which he had caused his classmates and family members had created a slew of vicarious victims that would singlehandedly guarantee the District Attorney's office an open and shut case.

"Two lives and sixty-five," Haleem heard his lawyer pitch. "Excuse me?" Haleem replied, the gravity of it all weighing down on his shoulders. "The state is offering you a plea of two consecutive life sentences and sixty-five years as their first deal," the lawyer elaborated. Haleem's temper hit the roof. Jumping to his feet, Haleem smacked the man's paperwork on the floor and looked him square in the eyes. "Muthafucka, that ain't no type of deal! Who the fuck you know got two lives to live serving time? Nigga, you working with them people! Get the fuck out of here and never come back. You're fired!" he snapped.

Seeing his client in an uproar before, the lawyer knew not to test his thin patience. Gathering his files, he hurriedly hit the exit while Haleem waited for the officer to escort him back down to his dormitory. Upon entering, he marched back to his cell pissed beyond belief. Shadonte saw his friend and could tell that he didn't receive any good news. Shadonte had been fighting his case since he was seventeen as well. Two years later, he was still going back and forth to court trying to find a way. At nineteen, he had lost both his parents in a car accident, coming to visit him. His older sister blamed him for losing them and cut ties. Therefore, Shadonte smoked weed all day and used the money his parents left him in their will to try and reclaim a life he could make them proud by living. Mentoring was one of the ways he sought to do that until his release came.

Putting down his cards at the spade table, he went to go and check on his buddy. Pacing back and forth, Haleem was piping hot. "What up, fam?" Shadonte greeted, checking his temperature. "Man, this bitch ass lawyer gonna offer me two lives plus! Nigga, who does that?" Haleem vented. Shadonte pulled out a joint and a lighter. The pair sparked up and allowed their minds to settle. "Haleem, you know you killed a cop, right?" Shadonte asked. "Yea nigga, I know," Haleem replied irritated. "So, you do know your ass gonna do some major time right?" "Yea, but gotdamn! How the fuck they gonna go for two L's and ain't but one person die?" Haleem questioned.

"They ain't trying to give you two L's. They just want to throw everything they can to make sure they can indict you. The more charges the more chances you get pinched for a lot of that shit. The more shit you get pinched for, the better their opportunity to catch you up on one of them. They get you for one, it makes you look guilty of it all. Then they got your ass forever, my nigga," Shadonte revealed. Haleem was quiet. The logic made sense. Haleem had chosen death, but to live a life in captivity was what was being given. He felt as though he was inside a casket watching the world move all around him. Reality was eating him alive.

"I got a baby in my girl’s stomach. My baby gotta grow without me? This world is hard enough without help," he reasoned, starting to feel anxiety. Shadonte simply spoke the truth and let him decide what he wanted to do with it. "Haleem, that baby and that girl gonna be alright. She gonna find another nigga to take care of it and hopefully its a nigga in a better position in life than you. One that'll be able to give it the love that you can't even give yourself. My nigga, you told me you wanted death. Them type of wants don't need to be around no baby and you don't need to be no father. You need to focus on the darkness ahead and let that girl and child live without you in peace. It’s time to leave ya street problems out there in the streets my dude," he finished, taking a pull off of the joint.

Haleem felt his words deep in his chest and realized what he had to do. Heading outside to the phone, he called Sabrina and told her that he fired his lawyer. She was in disbelief at first, but after explaining, she understood. He asked her to come visit him that weekend and she promised to be there not knowing his words would break her heart

––––––––
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.****

Diane walked inside the Sports Bar on Old National Highway to chill out with a few of her girls while scoping out a few of the guys. Waiting for her friends to arrive, she took a seat at the bar and ordered some tortilla chips and dip.

Suddenly, Haleem's face was plastered all over the screen. Making her way closer to the television, Diane asked the bartender to cut the volume up. "Damn I hate to see you like that," a girl spoke, directly behind Diane.

Turning to face the woman, Diane had to ask, "Did you know him?"

"Yes, that's my baby daddy," the girl answered, backing up to shower off her baby bump.

Diane was taken aback. She jumped up and walked away while pulling out her phone. "Hello?" Sabrina answered.

"Sis, it's a chick heer as big as a blimp saying that Haleem is her baby daddy. I told you that nigga wasn't shit," she said.

"What makes you think she's telling the truth?" Sabrina asked, trying to remain optimistic.

"How many bitches you know running around Atlanta claiming a nigga who never getting out of prison?" Diane replied.

Sabrina grew pissed every time her sister would say things like that. Despite what was being said, she always maintained that he would overcome his impediment. "I'm on my way!" Sabrina assured, wanting to confront the issue face to face.

It was a catastrophe. Two women on the defense, pregnant by the same man, who was behind bars for murder was a recipe for disaster. Diane and her friends had to keep the pair from killing one another.

Dragging her sister away from the Sports Bar, Diane reminded her baby sis why she should sever ties with Haleem and focus on herself. With her hormones raging, Sabrina just wanted to see what Haleem had to say about himself??

****
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Seated behind rusty plates that neither party could barely see through, Haleem began to talk, but was abruptly cut off. Sabrina jumped straight into the fiasco involving her nearly reserving a prison cell right beside him. As she babbled about the situation, Haleem didn't want to hear it. He recalled what Shadonte had told him about leaving his street problems in the streets. He was facing serious matters and the trivial stuff she was bringing up to him now emphasized that she didn't understand the severity of what he had to deal with.

"Yes, I fucked her! Could the baby be mine... Maybe? Are you happy now?" he boldly stated. Sabrina instantly went back in the past when they were having sex, and she had her miscarriage at the house. Once he was done, he got up and was covered in blood. Her vision was blurry, and she couldn't see a thing. Flipping the light switch on, he assumed she had been lying about her pregnancy and began yelling at her. Unable to see, everything went black, and she fell off the bed unconscious.

Once she had awakened, she found that he had changed the sheets around her, bathed himself, and fixed a bowl of cereal to eat. Haleem tended to her needs not once. He even refused to take her to the hospital and made her drive herself in such a terrible condition. Even then, she made excuses for him, but today, she had run out.

"I ain't gonna make it out of this. Just go on about your life and live happily without me. Are you gonna keep the baby, or what?" he coldly asked. Sabrina stood to her feet not wanting to give him the satisfaction of seeing her cry. "Fuck you," she calmly said, storming out to get on the elevator.

In truth, Haleem didn't want to hurt her, but he knew she'd only return had he not been so nasty. He really loved her and wanted the best for her and their child. A best that he knew he could never be there to provide. Unable to hide his tears, they fell as he beat on the visitation table in pain.

Reaching the car, she hopped inside and slammed the door. Diane sat on the passenger side, ending her phone call. "You alright? That nigga lied about the Sports Bar bitch, huh?"

"Nope. He admitted it," Sabrina said, starting up the car. "So, you finally done with his ass, right?"

"I'm so done," Sabrina assured. Diane didn't believe her sister. Not until she scheduled an abortion and went through with it.

The day had come when Haleem had been found guilty of felony murder and sentenced to life with the possibility of parole. It was a bittersweet day. Bitter, because his life was taken away. Sweet, because his mother went into labor and gave birth to his baby brother. He felt that God had replaced him just that fast, but secretly prayed that the newborn would be a better son and brother than he had ever been.

Entering his cell, he found a letter from Sabrina on his bunk. Opening it, he read the few lines it contained. "Haleem, this will be your last time hearing from me. I just wanted to let you know that you got what you wished for. Our baby is no more, and I'm out of your life for good. Take care of yourself and rest assured that love don't live here anymore. Sincerely, Sabrina," he finished.

Tearing her letter in half, Haleem bit down on his bottom lip and tossed it in the toilet. No longer could he feel for what was outside prison walls. For him, all that mattered was surviving everything behind the barbed wire fences and bricks.
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Chapter 3
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Growing Pains

After being transferred from the county jail, Haleem found himself in a diagnostic center. That was the first place you went before heading to the permanent facility where you could look forward to being housed for some time. He was quiet, observant, and antisocial. He watched a few guys get stabbed and beat bloody and knew he could never let his guard down. Keeping his back towards the wall at all times, he was like a shadow. 

After a month passed, he found himself back on the transfer bus heading to the prison he could now call his home. Arriving in Augusta Georgia, Haleem found himself at a medical institution. Confused as to why, he was told that the prison had the biggest medical unit where all the offenders came from all other prisons if need be. Therefore, it required a lot of inmates to keep it running efficiently. Relieved, Haleem exited the bus with his peers and was taken aback. 

Entering the I.D area, he saw some of the most beautiful female officers ever. Back in Fulton County, he was accustomed to nothing but men running the floors. This change was a pleasant surprise. Placing his property on the table, he watched as they went through his belongings and discarded things that weren't allowed within their institution. After all of that was done, he was given his mat, pillow, and linen. Seated in a holding tank with the new arrivals, 

Haleem was in complete awe once again. The holding tank was positioned right between the prison area, and hospital units. Therefore, he got the opportunity to see some of the most feminine, gorgeous, nurses moving to and fro while he waited. Mesmerized by their beauty, he began to come to the reality of the fact that they were merely pretty faces and he was simply a prisoner. Sinking into his feelings, Haleem sat back to see what was next. After being escorted to his housing unit, Haleem drug all of his belongings inside. He was drenched in sweat from the heat. 

Used to the city life of Atlanta, the country flies and mosquitoes ate away at him quickly. All eyes were on him as he carried his things to his cell. Checking the numbers, he found his space. Moving inside, he found a much older man staring at him with a friendly smile. "What's up, Youngblood? You can call me Mac," his new cellmate introduced. Haleem looked the gentleman up and down. He looked like a pimp straight out of the 70's. His hair was wavy and slicked back. His uniform was creased down the middle so sharp that it could be used as a weapon. His pitch-black skin highlighted his hazel eyes. Something about the way the fifty plus year old man stood spoke distinguished to Haleem. "I'm Haleem," he replied. "Let me help you with that, Haleem," the man said, grabbing his mat and tossing it on his rack. 

"You need anything just let me know. I'm the store man in here so I got it all," Mac assured. 

"Store man?" Haleem wondered. 

Mac studied the hairless faced kid and realized this was his first-time bidding. He didn't even know what a store man was! Mac smirked and broke it down to him while opening his locker box. Haleem saw all types of snack cakes, drinks, noodles, and more. "The store man is the guy you go to when you can't go to the store, man," he began. 

Haleem followed his words. "You see, some guys have issues getting money on their books before store day and miss it. Others are on store restriction because they got into some trouble around here. Then, you got the gamblers that need a loan so they can stay in the game! 

They all come to me, I give them what they ask for, and they pay me back with interest. In other words, I keep the economy stimulated round here, Youngblood," Mac assured. Haleem was impressed and a bit hungry. "Here, this on the house," Mac said, tossing the boy a honeybun. Right then, the officer came n the dorm announcing mail call. "Oh, that's my cue, 

Youngblood. I'll leave you alone so you can get yourself situated," Mac said, heading out. As Haleem put his things up, he kept hearing Mac's name called over and over again. 

"Damn, this dude something else," he chuckled to himself. Once he was done, Haleem stepped outside to let Mac know. The older man returned with a stack full of letters and tossed them on the steel table in the cell. "Damn!" Haleem exclaimed. "Oh, my name ain't just Mac. That's what I do, Youngblood," he laughed. Haleem joined him with a wide grin. 

That night, he found out that Mac was serving two life sentences for a botched bank robbery. He was a pimp with a drug abuse habit. Rounding up one of his hoes, he convinced his biggest rival to bring his best bitch for the sweetest lick of a lifetime and the quartet went to get it done. Successful, Mac crossed his rival out and literally killed two birds with one stone. 

Running through the money on drugs, his hoe ratted him out once she got pinched and for the last twenty-two years, he'd been paying his debt to society. The penitentiary helped him shake his drug habit, but he went strong when it came to pimpin'! Mac would look through the newspapers and reach out to churches having functions and find names and addresses. He knew the Bible front and backwards. Roping in some nurturing soul, he'd lay his game down pimp tight and fuck their minds from prison smoother, better, and faster than any chump could hope to get in their panties on the streets. Once he had their hearts in a headlock, they did whatever he pleased. The nigga could've been a cult leader, but instead, he was a heartbreaker. 
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