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  CHAPTER 1




  Down
and Out




  




  It was a very hot summer day on June 21, 2004. Mike and Malik were best friends and only had $18 between the two of them.




  “Damn, man, I’m sick of this shit!”




  “Yo, what the fuck are you bitching about now, Malik? You always bitching about something, homie!”




  “I’m bitching about being broke, my Nigga! I’m 23, you’re 24, and we’re both still living with our parents. Just look at us, man, damn!




  We’re rocking the same old clothes from last year and the year before. We only got $18 between us.”




  “Nigga, how you know what I got in my pockets?”




  “I know because I’m the one who gave you $8 out of the $20 I got from my baby mom. I only spent $2 from that dub. I just bought a soda, two bags of chips, and that honey bun I finished an hour ago.




  Now I only got $10 to my name after giving you that $8, Mike! Man, this shit is crazy, my Nigga! What makes everything so bad is we’re both so fucking broke. Two Niggas being broke is not a good look. At least if one of us was up, then we’d be good—because if one of us got it, we both got it. Shit, I’m surprised we still pulling all these bad-ass bitches.”




  “Malik, we both know you sure know how to put on a front for these bitches.”




  “Man, I ain’t got no choice. If I don’t, these bitches will know I’m just a broke-ass Nigga, and then they’d never really want to fuck with me.”




  “Yeah, homie, I feel you on that. That’s some real shit.”




  “Mike, this shit is crazy. We gotta do something!”




  “Do what, Malik? What the fuck can we do? I hope you ain’t talking about doing dumb shit like robbing someone, or some nut shit like snatching an old lady’s purse. I’m not on that type of time, bro. I don’t need to be locked up for trying to get a few dollars just to impress these gold-digging ass bitches.




  Man, my phone bill is past due and about to get clipped in four days if I don’t come up with the money.”




  “Shit, you doing better than me, because my phone gets cut off tomorrow morning. Sprint still jerking Niggas! Now my calls don’t come through since my Nextel merged with Sprint and became just another Sprint phone. All my calls keep dropping. Man, they are charging us for their shitty-ass service.”




  “Yeah, I know, man, we paying for some shitty-ass service. To make everything crazier, you lost your job, and my job just cut back some of my hours. What the fuck we gonna do, bro?




  Mike, you are always able to figure shit out and claim you the brains. Use your brains now and get us on some type of paper, Nigga. Mike, on some straight-up G shit, I’m ready to get back in the game and start hustling again. Remember, your cousin Feek told me if I ever wanted to come back, it’s always a spot for me.”




  “Malik, my cousin, is a dumb-ass dude. It’s only a matter of time before he’s dead or booked in jail. Just think about it, when you were working for Feek, you never got caught by the police. You should take that as a blessing from God and fall back from the petty drug game.”




  “Man, I do take it as a blessing from God, trust and believe that, Mike. But like I said, shit is crazy, and we need some fucking money.




  I’m hungry, and my ribs are touching. Let’s go grab a few slices to eat.”




  “Man, I don’t got it. I’m fucked up and need to hold on to the little money I got right now. I can’t afford a couple slices. You better go in the crib and make a peanut butter and jelly sandwich, Nigga.”




  “Man, I just had that earlier today, and I’m not trying to eat that shit again. My mom about to cook some spaghetti.”




  “Hell yeah, now that I can eat! I love Ms. Gail’s spaghetti, and I’m taking my black ass right across the street to your house to grab me a big-ass plate.”




  “Mike, it’s funny you the one who went to college and can’t hold a job. You keep finding jobs that pay nice money, and then after a few months, they lay you off. What’s up with that, man?”




  “Malik, they temp jobs, and it’s the fastest way to build up my work experience, hook up my resume, and make it look good. I already applied for a Desktop Computer Support Tech position at IBM. I hope they call me back to set up an interview.”




  “How much they paying for that position, bro?”




  “Well, the starting salary says $45,000 a year.”




  “Damn, that’s good fucking money for sure! If you get that job, we’ll be nice and really be able to fuck a lot more bitches!”




  “Yeah, I know, man, I’d be set nice. I’d finally be able to trade in this nut-ass ’99 Bonneville and add some money to grab a new whip. All the bitches would be sucking my dick all night long!”




  “Well, until you get that IBM job, we need to start making moves now. At least we’ll have some money in our pockets to hold us over.”




  “Yeah, I feel you on that, bro, that’s real. It’s like 3:45 PM right now, and you know Philly gonna be popping.




  We’re not going to Club Palmers if we don’t come up with some bread. They got celebrities coming, and the cover charge is $140 a head just to get in. Then $450 for a VIP section. So we need to come up with like $800 by 7:30 or 8:00 PM. That way, we can at least buy some new kicks and jeans from the mall.”




   




  CHAPTER 2




  Schemes in Motion




  




  “Oh, I got the perfect scheme to get this bread up.”




  “How, Malik? And what do we need to do?”




  “Take a guess, my Nigga!”




  “What, rob a few Niggas?”




  “Nope. All we need to do is call a few of our chicks and tell them we need to scrape up some bail money.”




  “Shit, now you thinking, Malik. It’s about time you finally started using that big-ass head of yours! Fuck Nigga, hahahaha. Here, start with one of my chicks right now. Call my bitch Loki up.”




  “What you want me to tell her?”




  “Just tell her I had a warrant out for my arrest, and the police pulled me over in traffic. Tell her I had a warrant because I failed to go to traffic court on 8th and Spring Garden. Then tell her my bail is $350, plus I need $150 to get my car back since they impounded it when they locked me up. Also, tell her I’ll look out and give it back when I get out.”




  Malik called up Loki on Mike’s Nextel phone.




  “Well, it’s about time you finally called me back.”




  “Hey, Loki, this Malik. I got Mike’s phone, Mike locked up.”




  “Oh, so that’s why his phone kept going to voicemail and he never picked up or hit me back. I was about to call you and ask what’s up with your man.”




  “Chill, Loki. Mike’s phone was off last night because he was at the 35th, so I had to come get his phone.”




  “What did Mike get locked up for? I need him out of jail! He can’t fulfill my sexual needs if he’s locked up, Malik. So what we gonna do about your man?”




  “Well, I’m trying to scrape up some bail money for him right now.”




  “How much is Mike’s bail?”




  “His bail is $500, plus we need to get his car from the impound, that costs $250. So we need a total of $750.”




  “How much you got so far, Malik?”




  “Loki, I only got $150 right now.”




  “Damn, Nigga, you still gotta come up with another $600 to get him out.”




  “Yeah, I know. And I don’t get paid until next Friday.”




  “We need to come up with the money in the next two hours, or they gonna send him over to CFCF.




  Look, Loki, if you able to put anything toward Mike’s bail, he’ll be real happy knowing he got a nice, beautiful woman standing by his side.”




  “Chill, Malik, calm down, boy, you know I got him! I only got $500, I can give you right now. You gonna have to get the other $100 from someone else. Shit, a bitch got rent due Monday. I’m going out with a few of my girls tonight. You know it’s celebrity weekend here in the city, right?”




  “Where can I meet up with you to get the money, Loki?”




  “You gotta drive out here to Delaware to come pick it up. I’m not coming out to Philly until later tonight. You know you need the money way before then, so bring your ass out here and get it so you can work on bailing my boo out that dirty-ass jail.”




  “Yeah, you right, and we running out of time.”




  “Malik, try to be here within the next two hours. I gotta go shopping with the girls to pick out an outfit to wear tonight.”




  “I’ll see you when I get there. If Mike calls me, I’ll let him know the good news and tell him it was you who put money toward his bail.”




  “Yeah, Malik, you better tell him. Let him know, because I know Mike got a lot of other bitches, but I don’t see none of them stepping up like me. Make sure you tell him I’m his number one ride-or-die chick, lol.”




  “Okay, Loki, I’ll tell him all that. But I gotta get off the phone so I can focus on driving this road.”




  Mike looked over to Malik with a big Kool-Aid smile on his face as he reached him, then gave him a high five.




  “Now that’s what the fuck I’m talking about, Nigga!” Mike shouted out. “Once we get this little bit of bread, it’ll be enough for us to spend like $170 on some brand-new jeans and fresh kicks.”




  Malik looked over to Mike. “Man, fuck just waiting on that $500 you about to get from Loki. We need more money. That way, by tonight, we’ll be good.”




  Malik told Mike to call his chick Star by chirping her on her Nextel phone.




  Chirp, chirp…




  Star responded, “Hey, what’s up, Mike? I been trying to chirp and call Malik for the last two days, and I ain’t heard from him. Everything alright with him?”




  Mike replied, “No, Star, not at all. Matter of fact, this is why I’m hitting you up right now. Malik locked up!”




  “What? Locked up? For what? Why the fuck is he locked up? Oh no, not my babe!”




  “Yeah, Star, it’s real. Malik liked to mouth off at the police. They saying he spit in the face of an officer and then resisted arrest.”




  “Damn, get the fuck outta here, Mike!”




  “Yeah, I’m trying to get bail money for him right now as we speak.”




  “Damn, Mike, this shit crazy! How much is his bail? Maybe I can help out somehow.”




  “Sorry, ma, it’s too much money right now, and I don’t wanna be a burden on you.”




  “Look, Mike, I didn’t ask if it was too much money! I asked how much his bail is so I can make a move to help my babe come home.”




  “Well, we need like another $850, and I only got $100 so far. The crazy thing is I don’t get paid until next Friday.”




  “Look, Mike, just come to the salon and pick up $1,200 from me.”




  “Okay, but I only need $850 to put toward the bail.”




  “Yeah, I know, but I wanted to give you a little extra so Malik can get food and whatever else he needs. I know the food in there is horrible, lol. Just take him right to Capital Grille on South Broad Street as soon as you grab him. How soon can you get here to the salon, Mike?”




  “I can be there within 20 minutes.”




  “Alright, cool. I’ll see you in 20 minutes. Bye.”




  Star hung up the phone with Mike.




  Mike looked over to Malik as he started cracking up laughing. “Damn, bro, you must be dicking that bitch down something crazy! That woman didn’t waste no time getting that cash up for you.”




  “Yeah, bro, you see how I do?”




  “Damn, nigga, I can see that for sure. Now we good on money after we go pick that up, man!”




  “No, we still need to hit up a few more of our chicks so we both can have at least $1,500 in our pockets. First thing we gotta do is pay our fucking phone bills before our shit gets clipped.”




  “Hell yeah, damn, I almost forgot all about that! We not fully outta hot water yet. If we don’t got our phones, we can’t make no money. That’s my motto as long as I got my car and my phone, I’m good, my nigga!”




  Mike and Malik started to make all their moves, picking up the $1,200 from Star at her hair salon. Mike drove with Malik and parked his car three blocks from Star’s Salon. Malik waited inside the car while Mike got out and walked the three blocks down to go inside and pick the money up from Star.




  Star spotted Mike right away as he showed up at the salon. “Hey, what’s up, Mike?” she said as she reached over and leaned into his arms for a family-like hug. “So how’s everything going with you?”




  “Not too good, baby girl. I’m way too stressed the fuck out.”




  “Yeah, I know, Mike, but you’ll be okay. Just take a deep breath and relax. Malik’s gonna be just fine. He got a lawyer?” Star asked.




  Mike looked at Star with a real irked look on his face. “We not even thinking about all that right now. First thing we need to do is get my man the fuck outta jail. This shit in the way. You can talk to Malik about a lawyer once he get out.”




  Yeah, you’re right, Mike, and I am sorry for even asking that right now.




  “No, don’t be sorry, because I know that you mean well, and trust me, that’s good looking out.”




  “Well, anyway, here is the $1,200.00 to use for Malik. Please tell him to call me as soon as he gets bailed out of jail.”




  Star gave Mike 12 fresh, crispy Ben Franklins. Mike gave Star a big, family-like hug and kissed her on the cheek, then said goodbye as he exited her salon. He walked three blocks down to his car, where he had parked.




  Mike got into his car and saw Malik leaned back in the driver’s seat, all booed up on the phone with one of his chicks. Malik looked over to Mike and said,




  “YO, what’s the status, nigga? What’s it looking like with the bread?”




  Mike reached into his pocket. “Here you go,” he said, and gave him the $1,200.00 he had got from Star.




  Malik started to chuckle with a smirk on his face. “Damn, that bitch wasn’t bullshitting she really cut a check and really love a nigga.”




  Malik cracked the $1,200.00 right down the middle and gave Mike $600.00. “Here, homie, good looking out for grabbing that.”




  “No fucking doubt, bro. Let’s get this fucking money up so we can have a good night tonight!”




  Mike and Malik headed out to Delaware to meet up with Loki. Malik drove because he always liked to talk shit about Mike’s driving, sometimes saying he drove like someone’s grandpops.




  They were a little pressed for time, and they both knew that Loki never liked to stay still, because she was always on the go. Mike had another idea already in his head, so he pitched it to Malik.




  “Bro, I need you to do me a favor since we are headed to Delaware. I need you to call my shorty BR. That way, we can kill two birds with one stone since we’re already going to be out that way anyway.”




  “Damn, man, I always gotta call the crazy bitches of yours. I mean, damn, you got like two other chicks that live in Delaware, and you could’ve had me hit any of them up. You gonna make me call BR?”




  “Yo, why? What’s with you not feeling BR, bro? That chick would kill a nigga for me if I told her to.”




  “Yeah, I know, man, and that’s the problem, she is crazy. BR is the type of chick that would kill you if she ever caught you fucking around with anyone else.”




  “Yeah, you might be right about that, bro. Man, fuck it, give me the number so I can hit her up!”




  “It’s about time you finally used that big-ass water-jug head of yours, lol.”




  “Fuck outta here, you look like you got slapped in the face with a frying pan, nigga. That’s why your face look flat, lol.”




  “Oh, we busting today, Mike?”




  “C’mon, man, chill. Just call BR, nigga you will not win today, Malik. Now is not the time for this shit, and besides, you lost this week. You like 0 for 2, lol.”




  “It’s cool, I’m going home and write some new shit for you.”




  “Well, next time, you better come with your A-game.”




  Malik called BR up for Mike while driving to Delaware and told her that he needed $400.00 for Mike’s bail and that he already had $400.00. He told her the bail was $800.00.




  BR was a fly-ass Puerto Rican chick by the real name Brenda Rodriguez. She had a nice, tight body with a thug attitude and sex appeal all wrapped up in one bundle. She was the type of woman that would light up a room and draw a man’s attention right away. She did not play any type of games with anyone. She was well-known and highly respected.




  BR came from a very wealthy family and always had mad love for Mike. She would stop and do anything for him. She always saw greatness in Mike, even if he never really saw it in himself.




  BR was a regional manager at Nextel for the Delaware area. Mike always had in the back of his mind that the job BR had as a regional manager at Nextel was just a front. She was living way too large. Even though she came from a very wealthy family, he never really knew what her family did for a living or what type of business they were in.




  BR pushed a brand-new 2005 BMW 745 and lived in a big eight-bedroom house that had a swimming pool in the backyard and all.




  BR told Malik to come pick up the money. Then he asked Mike, as he was driving behind the wheel of his Bonneville, why he always asked for small amounts of money and never asked for more than what he always had him ask his lady friends for.




  Mike told him that small money from his chicks was nothing, and he knew for sure they would put out small money with no issues. The smaller the amount he asked for, the better chance he had of getting it from his girlfriends.




  Mike was just sitting in the car as Malik drove down the road with a hard dick. He was having crazy flashbacks of all the wild and crazy sex he had with BR. All he could think about was the last time he hit it. He remembered having one of her legs up, with her hands pinned down to her king-size bed, screwing her brains out.




  Mike thought about how crazy he was making BR scream and the wild talk she was giving him. He really wanted to be with Brenda, but she just seemed too crazy and sneaky. He wanted to spend more time with her to see what was really up and what she was about.




  Malik looked over to Mike and asked him if he was thinking about BR.




  “Yeah, man, I really want to make her my girl, but it’s something about her that I can’t figure out.”




  “Aw, man, here we go again! You always talking about making these bitches your girl. Stop trying to wife these bitches, Mike! Just fuck the shit out of them, use them for what they’re worth, and move on. You always catching feelings for these hoes. Damn, man, you be in the way with that shit. Now, BR, you can make her your girl because that bitch is loaded with crazy money.”




  “Man, I’m not going to wife Brenda just for her money, Malik! Look, fuck all that. What’s with me trying to get the car from her?”




  “What, the BMW 745? Hell yeah, you know she’ll let you hold that thing if you ask her. BR worships the ground you walk on, and why she do, I can’t understand why, lol.”




  “I got the magic stick, nigga, that’s why.”




  “Yeah, oh well, if you say so, Mike. Fuck it, call her back and tell her that I need the car to run a few errands while she’s on her two-week vacation.”




  “Oh yeah, I forgot that bitch did tell you she was going on vacation and you got access to her house!”




  “No, Malik, I already know what you’re thinking, and it’s not going to happen. Now, holding the car is one thing, but not going over the woman’s house with other bitches in there while she’s on vacation.”




  “Yeah, you right. Let me just ask for the car from her at least then.”




  Malik called BR back and told her a crazy-ass story for Mike to hold her car.




  “Nigga, hell no, Mike can’t hold my car! This shit cost me $82,000.00!”




  Then BR started to laugh as she heard the quietness in Malik.




  “I’m sorry, I was just playing. Let me stop before you tell Mike and get me in trouble if he calls you. I don’t really give a fuck about this car. I’m ready to trade it in and get something new anyway.”




  “Damn, BR, you just bought this car like four months ago, and you ready to trade it in already?”




  “Yeah, this car is way too big for me, and I don’t really like driving it. Anyway, you can come get the car and just park Mike’s Bonnie in my driveway when you get here. I’m going to be in Puerto Rico for the next two weeks on a business vacation.”
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