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CHAPTER 1
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THE FINAL COUNTDOWN

“July 4th, 2010 “BUSHWICK, BROOKLYN, NY”

A red Maxima drove around the corner at Irvin and Troutman Street, passing a group of young kids playing stickball in the middle of the street. The car stopped and honked at a group of hustlers. Some were involved in what looked like a very intense dice game, while others paced back and forth, nervously looking around.

“Five-O,” yelled one of the lookouts standing on the steps of a nearby building. When he sounded the warning, everyone with at least one working leg hit the ground running in different directions. Some ran back into the buildings they came out of, while others headed further away through the neighborhood's abandoned buildings.

“I think we got him, Sam,” yelled one of the detectives as he chased a young Puerto Rican male with long corn-row braids. The young male ran through the abandoned building with the cop, close on his heels.

“Freeze or I’ll shoot,” yelled the detective, gun in hand.

“Shoot then,” the young man shouted, showing no fear, as he climbed a fence to the next building.

“Damn it," spat the detective as he grabbed the fence, thinking he might have lost his target. Just then, things took a turn for the worse. When the young man realized that the door of the building, through which he had climbed the fence and planned to run, was locked, he and the detective understood he was finally trapped.

“I said freeze, asshole. I oughta break your fuckin’ neck for making me run after you. Or better yet, I should shoot your ass for making me climb that fucking fence,” yelled the detective with nothing but disgust and hostility in his voice. Before the young man had the chance to respond, a shot went off, ending yet another police chase, a typical scene in this part of town.

*     *     *     *     *
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The cell door opened, waking Jose Martinez, AKA BugOut, from his sleep. Looking around the room, he realized he was still in prison, in an upstate facility, where he had served eight and a half years for an assault charge.

BugOut is a very handsome Puerto Rican man. He stands 5'10" tall, weighs 210 lbs., with shoulder-length reddish-brown hair styled in cornrow braids. His bright hazel eyes are mesmerizing, but behind them, one can see a hard, pain-filled past. Any woman who encounters his charm either falls in love or at least lusts for him. He walks with that famous “Brooklyn Swagger,” and is one of the most genuine people you could meet. However, behind the handsome face, laid-back attitude, and realness, there lies a cold-blooded, ruthless killer.

As he looked around, he focused on his cellmate. “Damn it, man! I can’t wait till this shit is over,” he said.

“I see you still having those bad dreams, huh?” said Alberto Gomez, a.k.a. Trigger. Trigger has been BugOut’s cellmate and mentor for the past five years of his incarceration. Trigger is a 45-year-old Cuban, born in N.Y.C. He has been on lockdown for the past 20 years, serving a life bid for the murders of his drug connect and his connect's entire family. He was once one of Brooklyn’s youngest and most dangerous kingpins of his time. “Listen, BugOut, you have less than 24 hours before your release back into the jungle (the gritty neighborhoods of Brooklyn). I think it’s just your nerves making you dream all that crazy shit,” said Trigger.

“Man, I don’t know, Trigger, but whatever it is, that shit felt real as hell! But I guess you could be right, because I haven’t been able to eat anything for the last two days; all I can handle are liquids and my Creatine supplements, which at least give me the energy I need to work out, feel me?” reasoned BugOut.

“Yeah, I feel you, but your ass is so damn big that even if you didn’t eat for a whole month, you’d still be the brick house you are now!” joked Trigger.

As the two men shared a laugh, they were interrupted by Krome and Murda. Krome, whose real name is Ishmael Diaz, is 27 years old, dark-skinned, standing at 6'1" and weighing 225 lbs. He is bald, with a nasty scar on his face that starts from his right eye and ends at his bottom lip. He resembles Dee-bo from the movie “Friday,” including the messed-up eye and all. Murda, whose real name is Sean Wilkins, is 5’6" tall, making him the shortest in the crew. Built like a brick house, he has a caramel complexion and green eyes. Murda and Krome are inseparable; where you saw one, you saw the other. Both men are dangerous and well feared. They’re considered the enforcers of their crew—meaning they handle the dirty work.

“Yo, BugOut!” Krome called out as he walked to BugOut’s cell with Murda behind him.

“What’s up, fellas?” 

“Not much, just checking if you’re going to the yard, that’s all.

“What’s going on, Trigger?” said Murda.

“What’s up?”

“Yo Trigger, you’re more than welcome to come; you know we love listening to your funny-ass stories,” added Krome.

“What do you mean funny-ass stories, nigga! Do I look like I’m here to entertain you?! Do I look like a fucking clown to you fools?!” 

At that moment, the men, including BugOut, fell silent and stared at Trigger. They all knew Trigger was a volatile son of a bitch who could snap at any second, and judging by the way he was standing there, glaring at them, they knew not to say another word. Trigger stood there, arms crossed, looking like the Incredible Hulk. Standing at 6’5" and weighing 290 lbs., he was a beast. He once killed two men at the same time with his bare hands in the weight shack in the prison yard. 

“Yo, Trigger, we didn’t mean anything by that,” Krome broke the silence.

Trigger turned to BugOut. As their eyes met, he burst out laughing. "Shit, nigga, why are you playin' like that for?” Murda asked, still looking a bit uneasy. "You niggas were shook! I could see the fear in your faces and smell it in the air, too! You too, BugOut!” Trigger chuckled, relieving the tension.

“This mutha-fucka has jokes. “Listen, I’m coming; I need to holla at you about something anyway,” BugOut said, still laughing.

“Cool, but leave the old man behind,” Krome joked, and they all shared a laugh again.

“Yeah, Man, We’re out. Let’s go, Murda. We’ll be in the yard,” Krome said, referring to BugOut.

“OK, I’ll catch up to you guys in a minute. Let me just throw something on real quick,” he called out as Krome and Murda headed to the yard.

*     *     *     *     *
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On the way to the yard, BugOut greeted a couple of inmates that he knew and kept moving. No one except his close crew knew he had less than 24 hours before he would be a free man. When he reached the yard, he walked straight to the handball courts. There were eight courts in total; the one in the far back was reserved for BugOut and his crew. If anyone outside the crew was in the middle of a game when they arrived, they knew their game was over. The other five courts belonged to different gangs, such as the Latin Kings, Bloods, Trinitarios, Jamaicans, and the Whites. The rest of the inmates used the last two courts in the yard.

When BugOut reached the courts that belonged to his crew, he didn’t find any of his boys there. As he started heading toward the weight shack, he saw Krome and Murda coming out of the bathroom and quickly caught up to them. “Yo, I’ve been waiting by the handball courts for the last ten minutes, don’t tell me you two have been in there that long? I hope you wash your mutha-fucking hands!” he joked. 

“Nigga, you got jokes, huh? You should’ve stayed with that old-ass man in your cell!” responded Murda.

“Now that shit right there is funny!” said Krome, laughing as he and Murda exchanged dap.

“Real cute, nigga,” replied BugOut sarcastically, “All jokes aside, though, I really need to holla at you about some serious shit.” For a moment, the men's attention was on the scene in front of them as two known gang members jumped a young guy for his chain. This was nothing new in the prison world. In this world, it was survival of the fittest. “Yo, fuck all that shit over there!” said Krome as he snapped everyone’s attention back to their conversation. “We need to roll this shit up anyway,” he said, pulling out a Black and Mild cigar and some weed. “What kind is that, regular or hydro?” asked BugOut. “Nah, this shit right here is that 'purple haze' that nigga Reckless had the other day. That’s that shit everybody was buyin’ up,” replied Murda. He then packed the cigar so the weed was nice and tight inside. “Here light this shit up. This right here is a goin'-away party,” Krome said as he gave BugOut a pound and passed him the blunt, showin’ his brother some love. BugOut lit the blunt and took long, slow drags, deep inhaling the weed. He blew the smoke out, passing the blunt to Murda and started talkin’. “Listen, you niggas are going to be going home soon, too. Krome, you’ll be out of here in 11 months, and Murda, you have 1 year left. So, by the time you touchdown, I should already be doin’ my thing. I want you two to be part of my team. I’m going to put together a team of thoroughbreds and lock shit down. You feel me?”

“You know we are down. As long as we get to put our foot on niggas' necks and murk some mutha-fuckas, we are good!” said Murda.

"Cool! That's what I needed to know because I am planning on doing some big things. Another thing, you know that bitch that be coming up here to bring me my shit?”

“Yeah, why?” asked Krome.

“Well, I will continue to send her up with that bag. She will still be giving it to YG to bring it in. All you have to do is keep sending his wifey the five hundred dollars a month and send that bitch the re-up money. Don’t worry about giving anything to Trigger, because I got him. Feel me?” he said as he laid out his plan.

“Yo, that’s a good look, my nigga,” said Krome, as he passed the blunt back to BugOut. He took two drags and threw the roach on the ground, as he spoke again. “You my niggas, and I want you to be good, have your own shit going. You feel me?”

“Yeah, that’s love, my nigga,” said Murda.

“Well, it’s that time to head back, but I’ll stop by in the morning before I leave,” said BugOut, as the men headed back to the block.

“You know we won’t miss you that much. I’ve been waiting for you to leave, so I could get all those pussy books you got!” Krome said as they all shared a laugh.

When BugOut returned to his cell, he and Trigger talked for a while until they fell asleep.

The next morning, BugOut said his goodbyes to his crew as his freedom was just moments away.
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CHAPTER 2
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REUNITING WITH FAMILY

On the day of BugOut’s release, he was greeted by his two cousins, Tear Drop and Trouble. The twins, who were now twenty-one, were only twelve when BugOut was sent to prison, but they had always looked up to him and wanted to grow up to be just like him. They were identical, 5'7" with a slim build and blue eyes, except Tear Drop had a teardrop tattoo on his face.  

“Yo, Cuz, what’s up? I hope you never dropped your soap in there,” Trouble said as he and Tear Drop shared a laugh.

“Real funny, I bet if you were in there with me, I’d have both of you washing my underwear,” BugOut replied with a serious look on his face. 

"Nigga, just because you got big as a house doesn’t mean shit. We ain’t little anymore,” Trouble said, revealing his 9 mm.

"Yeah, nigga, we have our own reputations now; we don’t need to use your name to scare niggas anymore like we did when we were younger. Those days are over!” Tear Drop stated as he, too, revealed his 45 Ruger.

“Alright, I see you niggas ain’t little kids anymore, so what you are driving'?" he asked, looking around.

“We’re driving that car right over there,” Trouble said, pointing to an old, black, four-door Honda Accord.

“I know you ain’t talking all that we not little no more, we big-ballas, tough Tony shit, got all that jewelry and fly gear on, but still driving around in that old ass shit. You had me thinking you were driving some official whip. What you niggas ain’t getting no money out there or something!” BugOut said as he stared at both of his cousins.

“Nah, Cuz, it ain’t even like that. We’ve been hustling, but we don’t have a good connection yet,” Tear Drop responded.

“Come on; let’s get the fuck away from here! I don’t ever want to see another prison as long as I live. I’d rather die in these streets before I let these pigs bring me back! “Plus I don’t want anyone to see me jumping into this old ass shit,” BugOut said as he started to laugh.

As they drove, the twins brought BugOut up to date on everything. Who was who, and who was running the blocks in the neighborhood? They were so wrapped up in their conversation that, before BugOut even realized it, they were getting off at the Morgan Avenue exit on the BQE. As they drove through the ‘hood, BugOut noticed that everything still looked the same as it did eight and a half years ago. Drug dealers and the fiends whose world they made go around were everywhere. The streets were filled with people.

While they drove down Knickerbocker Avenue, BugOut spotted someone who owed him money before he went to prison. “Yo, isn’t that, that fag-got ass nigga Easy?” asked BugOut.

“Yeah, that’s him. He calls himself Big Easy now,” Trouble replied.  

“Well, that nigga owes me some money, four thousand dollars to be exact, so pull this piece of shit you call a car over!” BugOut barked. Tear Drop was getting ready to say something to his cousin, but once he saw the fire in BugOut’s eyes, he knew how serious he really was, so without question, he pulled over.

“Yo, one of you niggas give me your gun,”

“Here,” Trouble, who was always looking for problems, said as he passed BugOut his gun without hesitation. BugOut grabbed the 9 mm and ran up on Big Easy, leaving his cousins in the car. He tapped him on the shoulder, and as soon as Big Easy turned around, BugOut smacked him with enough force to knock him to the ground, putting him on his ass. “Nigga what’s good with that paper you owe me?! What, you thought I was never coming home?! Or you just figured you could dead me on my bread?!” BugOut barked at him.

Big Easy looked up in complete shock. He couldn’t believe he was on the ground, and it was BugOut who put him there. Seeing the disbelief in his eyes, BugOut continued,  

“That’s right nigga I’m back and I want what’s mine!”  

“Yo, I don’t have that kind of money on me right now, but I’ll get it for you, just give me some time. You know I would never try to play you. Shit’s just been rough out here, that’s all,” Big Easy copped a plea while trying to buy himself some time.

“Nigga, does it look like I have stupidity stamped across my forehead?! You expect me to believe it’s been rough for the last eight and a half years?!” BugOut screamed as he smacked Big Easy across the face, drawing blood. “You got twenty-four hours to get my bread together, and I don’t give a fuck if you have to rob your mother to get it! And I want an extra two grand for making me wait so many years! That’s six thousand nigga!” BugOut looked over at Trouble.  

“Yo, write down your cell number so I can give this nigga a way to contact me so there’s no excuses,” he demanded. Trouble wrote down the number and passed it to BugOut, who threw the paper down to Big Easy and gave him a last warning before walking away, “Don’t make me come looking for you because if I do, it won’t be pretty, trust me. Remember, you have twenty-four hours.”

“Yo, let’s get the fuck out of here,” Tear Drop said as he kept an eye out for the cops.

As they jumped back into the car, the twins laughed at how their cousin handled the situation. “Yo, Cuz, you’re a fuckin’ trip, man. That was some gangsta shit. That’s the way things are supposed to be handled. I think that nigga took a shit on himself because I swear, I smelt something,” Trouble said.

“Yeah, either that or he farted,” Tear Drop said as they all started to laugh.

“You, niggas, are really stupid, but I got to admit that shit was funny as hell,” BugOut said, laughing aloud.

“Yo, that nigga looked like he was about to cry. Talking all that crazy shit about, Shit, just been rough, that’s all. You know I would never try to play you, just give me some time,” Trouble said, laughing his ass off. The three cousins laughed even more as they kept driving through the hood. “So, where do you want to go next?” asked Tear Drop.

“Yo, did my sister give you that money I told her to give you for me?” BugOut asked, referring to the money he made from the drugs he sold while in prison.

“Yeah, damn! Sorry about that, I totally forgot. It’s in the glove compartment, he said, reaching over.

“Good, now take me to the stores on the Ave., so I can get some gear.​

*     *     *     *     *
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Twenty minutes later, BugOut, Trouble, and Tear Drop were at the stores, doing some shopping. An hour and a half later, BugOut was finished. He had everything he needed: the newest Jordans, two pairs of Nike Air Force Ones, two pairs of Timberlands, a dozen white T-shirts, eight pairs of jeans from Roca-Wear to Sean John’s, and two pairs of Sean John’s sweat suits, one in red and the other in black. He also stopped at a few other stores, where he purchased a nice Cuban link chain with a cross, a watch, and a cell phone.

“Now that we've got this bullshit out of the way, we need to get some good weed — some haze or that hydro. You feel me?” BugOut said.

“Yo, Cuz, we don’t mess with that, but we do get our drink on,” Tear Drop replied.

“Okay, that’s cool. I can respect that. So, what are we drinking?” BugOut asked.

“Hennessy or Gray Goose,” Trouble replied.

“So, let’s handle that before we head to your place, because I know my sister’s waiting to see me.  

They bought bottles of liquor and headed home. As the car pulled up on Jefferson Street and Wilson Ave., BugOut’s sister ran over to the car. As soon as she saw him, she started crying. He stepped out of the car, and she embraced him as tears of joy filled her eyes. So many years had been lost between them. There was so much they needed to catch up on. “It’s so good to have you back home, big bro,” Sasha said, wiping tears from her face with the back of her hand.  

“It’s good to be back, little sis,” 

“Well, let’s head upstairs. I cooked your favorite.“That’s if you still eat pork?” 

“Hell yeah, I still eat pork. I didn’t become Muslim, and I definitely didn’t become a vegetarian. Even though I’ve been away for a long time, I believe I could survive on fish right about now. If you know what I mean,” He said with a big smile.

“You’re so nasty, but I bet those chicken heads out here will fight over who gets to feed you their fish first. Now get in the damn house,” She said and punched him in the arm.  

After finishing dinner, everyone got up, chatting and drinking. BugOut, Trouble, and Tear Drop drank so much they all passed out right on the couch. His sister Sasha had gone to bed hours earlier.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 3
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DREAMS OF POWER

The next morning, BugOut was on the block. He decided to call Trouble to see if Big Easy had called about his money. He punched in the number, then hit the talk button. He heard the phone ring several times before hearing his cousin's voice. “Yo, Cuz, where are you at?”

“I’m on my way back to the block right now. I should be there in about fifteen minutes. Why?”

“Did you ever get that call from that nigga Big Easy? His twenty-four hours are up.”,

“Nah, that nigga never called, but I know where we can find him”, Trouble said, always ready for some action.

“Where?” BugOut asked, already knowing what he was going to have to do.

“That nigga be on George Street, with this bitch named Mya. I drove past there earlier and saw his car parked in front of her crib. He spends a lot of time there. That’s his stash house”, Trouble replied, hoping to get his cousin hyped.

“You strapped?”

“Yeah nigga, I stay strapped.”

“Alright, listen. I need you to stop by and pick me up. We’re going to pay him and his girl a visit. You feel me? Oh, and I’ll need a hammer, too.

“Don’t worry, Cuz! I got you”, 

Fifteen minutes later, they were in front of Mya’s house. Lucky for them, it was summertime and her window was wide open, making it easier for them to enter. It was the only house left on the block. The city had knocked down all the other houses for different reasons.

As they crept through the window, they could hear moaning coming from upstairs. “Sounds like they’re upstairs in one of the bedrooms,” Trouble whispered.

“Let’s go handle our business, my nigga.” BugOut and Trouble raced up the stairs toward the bedroom at the end of the hall. They heard R Kelly playing on the radio as they got closer. “You like this, don’t you bitch?”

“Oh, hell yeah, Papi!”

As they crept up on them, BugOut stopped Big Easy as he was giving Mya a long, hard stroke by kicking him right between his ass cheeks, catching him in his testicles, with the tip of his Timberland boots. Big Easy cried out in pain as he fell to the side, of the bed in agony.  

“Arrghhhh, what the fuck!” Big Easy screamed out in pain.

“Shut the fuck up, nigga!” BugOut said through clenched teeth. Mya looked back, ready to scream, but Trouble had his gun in her mouth before she could release a sound. “Don’t even do it to yourself, bitch!” he barked.

“Please, don’t hurt her. She ain’t got shit to do with this.”

BugOut stopped him from finishing his sentence by hitting him right in the face with his 9 mm. He then put the barrel of the gun in his mouth. “Now, didn’t I just tell you to shut the fuck up, you bitch ass nigga,” BugOut said, looking straight into Big Easy’s eyes, before he continued. “I told you not to make me come looking for you. Now where the fuck is my money at?” BugOut barked as he removed the gun from his mouth.

“Yo, I got your money, man!”

“Forget that shit. It’s too late for that. You had 24 hours on top of eight and a half years, and guess what? Your time is up. Now I want it all. I know you keep your stash in this bitch, and I want it. So, where the fuck is it at?

“Come on, man, we go way back. Don’t do this,” Big Easy said as he wiped the blood from his mouth.  

BugOut hit him again. “Nigga, you got a choice here. Either you give up the money and the drugs and live to see another day, or you and that bitch over there die. It’s your choice, so what’s it going to be?”

“Alright, alright!!! I’ll tell you where the stash is, just don’t kill me, man,” Big Easy said, begging for his life.

“Okay, I promise we won’t hurt you or your girl. So where is it?

“It’s in the other bedroom, in the drop ceiling, in the middle panel.

“Yo, watch these two while I check out the other bedroom.”

“I got this, go handle that shit,” Trouble replied with a smirk.

BugOut headed straight to the other bedroom. He grabbed the small dresser, moved it to the center of the room, climbed on top, and reached up with both hands. He removed the middle panel and stuck his head into the ceiling. Looking around, he saw a large brown bag. Reaching in with both hands, he grabbed the bag and jumped off the dresser. When he opened it, he found what looked like a couple of keys of cocaine and several stacks of money. He made his way back to the other room. “Yo, Cuz, we hit the jackpot,” he said with a smile.

“Yo, man, you don’t want to do that. That shit doesn’t belong to me. Take what I owe you and leave the rest, and we can forget this shit ever happened,”

“Now, why would I do that, when I have plans and without this, my plans will take months, maybe a year to put into motion. But thanks to you, shit just moved up,”

“So take it, but let us go,” Big Easy said, hoping he would get a chance to get even once he told his connect. BugOut and his cousin would be dead men. 

“Yeah, you could go. Go see your makers, that is,” BugOut said, before Big Easy could even say another word, BugOut pulled out his 9mm and shot him right in the face. He then turned to his cousin to tell him to take care of Mya, but before he could say anything, Trouble shot her in the head twice. BugOut just stared at his cousin. “What nigga, you thought you were the only one that was going to have fun here?” Trouble said as he smiled at his cousin.

*     *     *     *     *
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One hour later, the two cousins were at Sasha’s house, in Trouble’s and Tear Drop’s room, counting the money and checking the products. 

The twins have been living with Sasha since the traffic accident that killed her and BugOut’s mother, as well as their aunt Jenny, the twins’ mother. It’s been seven years since Sasha took full responsibility for the twins. 

By the time they finished, they had counted $176,000 in cash, two keys of cocaine, and almost half a kilo of heroin, 450 grams to be exact. “Yo, this is the come up I’ve been dreaming of for years. We're going to do this thing big, but before anything, we need to get rid of these guns,” BugOut said as he put the drugs and money back in the brown paper bag.

“I know the perfect spot. Tear Drop and I dump our stuff there all the time.

“Where’s that at?” he asked.

“Over the Williamsburg Bridge, on the Manhattan side,” Trouble replied.

“Okay, that sounds like a good place. Let’s break those guns down before we toss them, and we'll need to get some new guns, too.”

“That’s ain’t going to be a problem, because the person we buy our guns from lives right there over the bridge, in the Lower East Side. That nigga has everything a person needs to start a war,” Trouble said. “Good, because that’s just what I plan on doing. I’m going to show these mutha-fuckas out here how a real lion moves in this concrete jungle.”

After gathering enough money to buy an arsenal of weapons, they rode off together, disposing of the guns and meeting up with Trouble’s gun connection. They returned to the apartment two hours later, inspecting their new purchases. BugOut was amazed by the weaponry before him. He had bought everything needed to dominate the streets. They got five bulletproof vests, two baby Uzis, seven 9 mm’s, two AK-47s, two Tech 9s, two 3 57 magnum, two 12-gauge shotguns, one .40 Cal, two M16s, one Glock 17, one 38 snub-nose, one 38 police special, extra clips, holsters, and about 2000 rounds of ammunition.

As BugOut and Trouble examined the large assortment of weapons, Tear Drop walked in. “Yo, what the fuck is all that shit for?” he asked, staring at the weapons spread across both beds.

“This right here will help me take back what the streets owe me.” BugOut spat.

“And what’s that?” asked Tear Drop.

“Everything, but I’ll start with the hood and then the city,” replied BugOut.
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CHAPTER 4
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THE INVESTIGATION BEGINS

Detective Sam Cross and his partner Shawn Volpe arrived at the crime scene. As Detective Cross parked his Crown Victoria, they observed several police cars, some plainclothes officers, an ambulance, and what appeared to be two DEA agents. The blue jackets with bright yellow letters identified them. The numerous flashing lights made it look more like a circus than a murder scene. As the men entered the house, they flashed their badges and moved into the bedroom. There were two bodies and a significant amount of blood throughout the room. It resembled a scene from the TV show CSI. “So, what do you have for me, Joe?” asked Detective Cross as he approached a short white man with thick glasses.

“Hey, guys, glad you’re here, Detectives. We have two dead. A couple were both shot in the head and face area. The female is Evelyn Mya Torrez. She has gunshot wounds to the face and head. It looks like she was shot with a pretty large weapon, maybe a .357 or a .45, because it removed half of her head.  There’s brain tissue, blood, and pieces of skull everywhere.

“How about the male?” asked Detective Shawn Volpe.

The male is Juan Rivera. He was shot directly in the face, once, at close range with a smaller firearm. We can still identify him, unlike the female. It seems they were surprised because they were caught with their pants down, and I mean that literally. It appears they were engaged in intercourse when the suspect or suspects burst in. I’m guessing they entered through the window because the door wasn’t forced open; it was still locked from the inside when we arrived,” Joe said, before being interrupted by the two DEA agents.

“Detectives, I’m Agent John Chaparro, and this is my partner, Agent Marvin Wells. We’re with the Drug Enforcement Agency.”

“Well, agent Chaparro and agent Wells, what brings you to our crime scene?” Detective Cross asked.

Detective Cross, the male victim lying in front of us, is Juan Rivera, aka Big Easy, and he was one of our informants. He’s a well-known drug dealer who worked for Michael Wright, aka G-Stacks. He’s the (HNIC), Head Nigga in Charge, of the Bushwick Posse Crew. We busted Big Easy about three months ago, with a few keys of cocaine, but he agreed to work for us in exchange for his freedom. We’ve been trying to take down G-Stacks and his crew for a few years now,” Agent Chapprio said as he looked back down at the bodies.

“So, Joe, you find any fingerprints?” Detective Volpe asked.

“No, Sir! Not yet.” Joe answered.

“How about witnesses?” Detective Volpe asked.

“No, detective,” Joe replied, placing a bloody book of matches into an evidence bag.

“So, any ideas on what might’ve happened here?” Detective Cross asked.

“Not yet, Sir,” Joe replied as he took several photos of the bodies.

“Maybe his crew had him murdered because they found out he was a snitch, or maybe it was just a robbery,” Detective Volpe said, sharing his opinion.

“Well, my partner and I will hit the streets and see what we can find out from some of our informants. Oh, by the way, Agent Chaparro, do you know if he had any problems with other drug dealers in the area or anything like that? Detective Cross asked.

“Not that we know of,” Agent Wells answered.

“Well, Detective, if anything comes up, please give us a call,” Agent Chaparro said as he handed them his card. Then, he and Agent Wells headed out the door.

The two detectives left the crime scene 30 minutes later. They hit the streets looking for witnesses. They contacted a few of their informants, but none of them knew anything about the murders. The detectives told them to stay alert for any new information. As they drove around, they spotted Slim, another one of their snitches, and pulled their car over.

“Hey, Asshole, get in the car,” Detective Wells yelled from the passenger side.

“Come on, man, what the fuck do you guys want from me now?” Slim asked.
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