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Finley was the nephew of Rygin, his elder sister’s son. Born and bred in Reema, Matthews Lane, he grew up under the shadow of two men who ran the streets like generals in a war zone. Rygin and Lanvin weren’t just uncles, they were dons in the Spanglers crew, formerly known as Phoenix. Back then, the name Phoenix meant fire and fury. Gun, knife, and big stone battles were daily rituals. The pigeons and the vikings were the rivals, and the streets never slept.

Finley saw his first body drop at age four. No tears, no screams, just silence and the smell of gunpowder. School was a joke. Respect was earned with fists and bullets. By six, he could strip a nine-millimeter blindfolded. By eight, he was running errands for Lanvin, money drops, hiding weapons, and messages that couldn’t be spoken over the phonelines.

The dons treated him like blood, but the streets treated him like a soldier. Every corner had eyes. Every alley had secrets. Finley learned quick: loyalty was priceless, and betrayal was death. He watched Rygin handle disputes with a calm that chilled bones. Lanvin was the opposite, loud, reckless, always ready to draw first. Together, they were balance. Together, they were power.

But power breeds envy. And envy breeds war.

Finley didn’t choose violence. Violence chose him. It was stitched into his blood, passed down like a cursed inheritance. By age ten, he had a name. By thirteen, he had a body count. And by fifteen, he was no longer just Rygin’s nephew, he was known as Finger Blam.

Shirley was one of the fastest runners in Kingston back in the day, barefoot or in spikes, didn’t matter. She could outrun police, curfew patrols, even her own demons. But speed couldn’t outrun secrets. Her biggest one? Finley’s father wasn’t some nameless man from the lane. It was Orville, Rygin’s best friend, his right hand, his war bredren. Only Shirley and Orville knew the truth. Not even Rygin suspected, and that was how she liked it.

She was five years older than her little brother, and she never let him forget it. Back when Rygin and Orville were still terrorising Reema with Lanvin as little kids barely in their teens, before the ten-year stretch in prison, Shirley used to mess with Orville just to spite Rygin. It wasn’t love. It wasn’t lust. It was power. She’d give Orville what he wanted, then walk past Rygin like nothing happened, daring him to say something. He never did. He thought he ruled Reema, but Shirley knew the real game.

Finley was born into that mix up. Raised in a house where silence screamed louder than gunshots. Where loyalty was twisted, and bloodlines blurred. He never knew the full story growing up, but he felt it. In the way Shirley looked at Orville when he came around. In the way Rygin’s jaw clenched when Finley called Orville “Uncle.” The tension was always there thick like smoke after a shootout.

And when Rygin and Orville got locked up, Shirley raised Finley alone. But she didn’t raise no saint. She raised a soldier. A boy with fire in his chest and shadows in his eyes.
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From 1966 to 1976, Rygin and Awful Orville were locked away for hideous crimes. Finley was just seven when his mother told him his uncle had gone on “holiday.” But the streets knew better. Prison was no vacation. And with Rygin gone, Lanvin ruled the roost.

Lanvin didn’t waste time. He was knee deep in turf wars, battling the Metics from Tivoli Gardens, the Vikings from Waterhouse, and the Pigeons from Jungle and Denham Town. Every day was a new battle. Every corner was a battlefield. Lanvin moved like a general, cold, calculated, and ruthless. Finley watched it all from the sidelines, soaking up the chaos like rainwater in zinc.

But Finley wasn’t built to watch. He was born to act.

By age ten, he’d already borrowed Rygin’s high-powered Browning 9mm, the same gun that made his uncle a legend. He kept it wrapped in a towel under his mattress, whispering to it like it was a friend. The first time he fired it, the recoil nearly broke his wrist. But the sound? The sound made him feel alive.

Word spread fast. “Rygin nephew buss shot,” they said. “Finley nah play.”

He started making a name for himself in Kingston, young, reckless, and fearless. He wasn’t just Rygin’s blood anymore. He was Finley the Young Don. The streets watched him rise, and the old heads started to worry. Too much fire in his belly, too little control.

Lanvin tried to rein him in, but Finley was already gone, chasing power, chasing respect, chasing the ghost of his uncle’s legacy.
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