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2012, Sept. 14,

“A


fter the next car leaves, we got ‘em,” the masked gunman whispered to his partner as they crouched low behind the neighboring house.The street was shrouded in darkness, tall trees blocking the faint glow of the nearby streetlight. Visibility was poor, adding to the tension in the air.

“Here we go,” his partner murmured as a pair of headlights turned onto the dead-end street. It was two in the morning, and they both knew any car coming down this way was there for one thing: crack cocaine. The dealers were waiting.

The car slowed as it approached the dope house. Three young men emerged from the shadows, slipping through the night with practiced ease. The transaction was quick-less than a minute-and the car reversed out of the driveway, disappearing the way they had come.

“That bitch always has crispy hundreds,” one of the dealers muttered as the trio ambled back up the driveway. But as they neared the front door, two masked gunmen materialized from the shadows, guns drawn and ready.

“Y'all know what it is. Take everything off,” one of the gunmen barked, his weapon trained on the trio.

“Fuck,” one of the dealers cursed under his breath, reluctant to give up the nights earnings. But the glint of the gun barrel left no room for negotiation.

“Move faster before I start squeezing!” The gunman warned. Reluctantly the dealers began stripping down.

“Drop it in a pile. Shirt, shoes, everything,” the lead gunman ordered. His partner stepped forward, pulling out a black trash bag and stuffing it with their belongings. The only valuable item they had-a Cuban link necklace-was confiscated before the gunman ordered them to lay face-down on the ground.

 Just as the gunmen began to retreat, a candy-apple red Cadillac Coupe Deville turned unto Maria street, music blasting through the quiet night. The headlights cut through the darkness, illuminating the masked figures and the stripped dealers.

 The lead gunman recognized the car immediately. Big Craig. A known hustler in the area. As the Cadillac pulled into the driveway, the gunman raised his .40, aiming directly at the windshield.

Big Craig saw them too-masked, armed, and standing over his naked associates. Panic set in. He slammed the car into reverse, tires screeching as the vehicle lurched backward.

The gunman stepped into the middle of the street, blocking the Cadillacs escape route. His gun remained fixed on the driver. But Craig wasn't about to become a victim. Dropping the gear shift into drive, he floored the gas pedal, the tire screaming as they fought for traction.

The gunman opened fire, rounds tearing through the windshield. Craig was hit in the chest, but he kept the paddle down, the car barreling forward. The gunman leapt out of the way, firing several more rounds into the vehicle. The Cadillac swerved off the road and crashed into a parked car in a neighbor's driveway. Inside, Big Craig slumped lifelessly over the steering wheel.

 The trio on the ground seized the moment, scrambling to their feet in bolting toward the front door. The gunmen fired several shots in their direction before turning and making their escape. They sprinted through a narrow path between houses, heading for the Michigan housing projects where their cousin Patricia lived.

“Damn, boy, I think you whacked fool,” Hop said as he dumped the clothes from the trash bag onto Patricia's living room floor.

“Fuck ‘em,” Doogie replied, still catching his breath. “He tried to run me over.”

 The haul wasn't bad: four thousand-two hundred-ninety dollars in cash, a hundred-sixty pieces of crack, and the Cuban-link necklace which they figured would fetch at least fifteen-hundred.

“I'm fixin’ to slide. You straight?” Doogie asked, holding up the necklace.

“I'm good,” Hop replied. “I'm headed to Selena's crib.”

“Bet. Imma hit you up when I get off this,” Doogie said, eyeing the necklace with a smirk.

Hop and Doogie had been raised in the same house by Hop's father, Tommy-Doogie's uncle and his mother's brother. Though cousins, growing up together had made them more like brothers. They trusted each other completely, they're bond unbreakable. Why Hop was no pushover, Doogie was the leader. He was the thinker, and, technically, he has seniority-by a month.

Doogie pulled Tammy's Camry into the apartment complex parking lot and eased the front door open like a cat burglar. He moved lightly toward the kitchen, careful not to make a sound that might wake her. Reaching into the refrigerator, he grabbed a jug of orange juice and pulled a glass from the cabinet.

“And where the fuck you been?” Tammy's sharp voice cut through the silence, making Doogie flinch. She stood in the doorway, hands on her hips, her expression both irritated and defiant.

“Bitch, don't be checking me. I told you about that shit,” Doogie snapped, his tone cold as he poured the juice into his glass.

“Nigga, you ain't fixin’ to just roll up in here at three, four in the morning like shit sweet. You should have stayed at that hoe's house,” Tammy barked back.

“What?” Doogie said, narrowing his eyes as if she'd lost her mind. “Get the fuck out of my way.”

He brushed past her, their bodies touching briefly, and Tammy didn't move to let him by. He shook his head, a sly grin tugging at the corner of his lips as if amused by her attempts to check him. Tammy, undeterred, followed him into the bedroom.

“Where you been, Jacquez?” She asked, using his government name because she knew it irritated him.

Doogie ignored her, going straight to the nightstand. He pulled out a bag of weed and some blunts, then set the .40 caliber pistol beside him. Sitting on the bed, he began rolling a blunt, his movement slow and deliberate.

Tammy stood in the doorway, arms crossed. “I asked you a question, Jacquez.”

 Doogie didn't even glance at her. Instead, he lit the blunt, exhaling a thick cloud of smoke into the air. He'd been with Tammy for nine months now, living with her in South Fort Myers in a neighborhood far nicer than he'd grown up in. Tammy was twenty-six, older, sexy, and sharp-tongued. Doogie, just seventeen, carried himself like a man much older. Despite the age gap, he understood Tammy better than she realized. She was a high-maintenance, sack-chasing project chic who’d landed herself in an upper-middle-class community. Her light skin, curvy body, and pretty face-made hustlers like him take notice. But Doogie knew what she wanted. She was around for the potential-sticking close until a better opportunity came along.

“You got to tighten up, Doogie. I ain’t with this broke shit,” Tammy said, coming up planting herself in front of him. She wore shorts that look more like panties, her hands on her hips like she belonged on the cover of a vixen magazine.

Doogie took another pull of the blunt and blew the smoke in her face, knowing it would piss her off. “Girl, I don't want to hear that shit. This is my crib. I come and go as I please. Now sit your ass down somewhere.”

“Before what, Jacquez Sanders?” Tammy shot back, rolling her neck and stepping closer, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

“Before I set that phat yellow ass of yours on fire,” Doogie said, smirking. “Now go fix a nigga something to eat.”

Tammy rolled her eyes and strutted toward the bathroom, her booty shorts riding high, cutting in her ass. Doogie watched her, his dick hardening as his thoughts turned to the wild fuck sessions as she closed the bathroom door, he pulled out a wad of cash from his pocket. He counted the bills-two thousand three hundred-eighty dollars, mostly small notes. It looked like more than it was, but it didn't matter. He knew Tammy had seen it. He'd counted it just enough in her line of sight to make sure she noticed, though he acted like he didn't care if she did.

 Tammy came out of the bathroom, pretending not to notice the money. “I can't get nothing to eat?” Doogie asked, his voice teasing.

“You should have made that hoe feed you,” she shot back, trying to walk past him.

Doogie grabbed her arm, pulling her onto his lap. “So we beefing now?” He asked, his hands gripping her soft ass.

“You be tricking, too, dog-ass nigga,” Tammy muttered.

“Maybe if them hoes start breaking it off like they supposed to,” Doogie said with a grin.

“Don't make me fuck you up,” Tammy said, playfully mushing him in the face.

“Aight, keep your hands to yourself,” Doogie warned, though his tone was light. He ran his hands up her thigh. “Let me eat some of this, since I can't get no meal.”

“Boy, you crazy,” Tammy said, smirking as he slipped his hand beneath her shorts. 

“Them hoes ain't satisfy you?” Tammy asked.

“Do it feel satisfied?” Doogie asked, guiding her hand to his hard dick. He sat Tammy on the bed beside him. He stood in front of her and began to unbuckle his pants. His dick sprung free inches away from her face.

“Mmm, mm, Doogie.” Tammy mumbled, shaking her head no. “I'm not going to be sucking your dick after you been out there in the streets fucking them nasty hoes.” She grabbed his dick and began to stroke it slowly.

“Girl you know I've been getting money, you need to act right and stop playing.” Doogie said as he gently grabbed the back of her head and guided her mouth to his dick. She opened her mouth allowing the head of it to enter. “Mmmm,” Tammy moaned. She went to work on Doogie's dick like only she could. Starting out giving him slow head then she began to take it deeper and deeper down her throat gradually. As she sucked him she made slurping sounds which brought him closer to his climax. With her hands on his hips she controlled the motion and speed which she increased taking all of his long dick down her throat. Doogie wondered where it all went as he looked at her pretty face as she sucked him while looking into his eyes. Feeling the sensation building in his toes he tried to hold back but he couldn't.

“Hold up bae.” Doogie said not wanting to cum but Tammy being the professional she was, she knew he was on the verge of cumming so she increased her pace causing Doogie to explode in her mouth sending loads of cum down her throat. 

She never wavered a stroke, still deepthroating his dick while moaning, “Mmmm,” as she sucked him dry. 

Doogie had to force her mouth off of his dick as it grew too sensitive. The whole episode lasted less than four minutes, but Doogie was straight with that. 

Tammy's head game was the best. Doogie knew if she wanted to be fucked she would have no problem getting him back hard like she had done countless times before. 

Doogie laid back on the bed and lit the blunt. Tammy sat the ashtray on the nightstand next to him so it was in arms reach. Then she untied his shoes and took them off. 

Doogie smirked because dick always made her submissive, especially after he fucked her good. You will swear she worked for a catering service or maybe it was the money he thought. 

She walked out to prepare Doogie something to eat and he fell into a coma like sleep.

The next morning Tammy awoke Doogie asking for rent money, grocery money and hair money. The rent had to be paid which cost fifteen hundred. They had to eat so he gave her grocery money. He knew he would have to fight if he didn’t give her hair and nail money. That put him right back to where he started before the robbery, with pocket change.

“Damn, I feel like I work for this bitch.” Doogie said aloud to himself. He climbed out of bed and took a shower contemplating his next move. 

He knew he had to do something big because he was tired of the monkey jumping on his back. He needed a real lick and he knew just who he needed to go see. 
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“I


 can't believe they got the delivery time posted on the back door,” Doogie whispered, lying flat in the tall grass behind Publix, his breath barely visible in the cool night air.

“I told you this shit sweet,” Big E replied, glancing at his watch for what felt like the hundredth time.

 Big E and Doogie had met in JDC, the Juvenile Detention Center, where they bonded over their shared ambition for the jack game. Big E used to tell Doogie about the capers his uncle and his father ran, robbing business establishments, Doogie shared stories about his hits on street hustlers and drug dealers. Their specialties were different, but Doogie believed robbery was robbery-it wasn't about faces; it was about money. That belief had brought them here, lying in the grass, waiting for the milkman.

 Doogie had brought Hop along for backup. They needed an extra man.

“Showtime, homie. Here comes the dairy," Big E said, nodding towards the milk truck as it rounded the corner and rolled slowly toward the Publix loading dock.

“We let him go inside, then move,” Big E instructed. The milkman hopped out of the truck, banged twice on the back door, and disappeared inside when it opened.

“Let's go,” Big E said, but Doogie and Hop were already moving, low and silent, blending into the shadows. They crouched near the door, finding cover as they waited. Moments later, the milkman re-emerged with two store workers, chatting as they stepped outside.

 Doogie and Big E pounced.

“Get back inside!” Big E barked, leveling his gun at the closest worker. The men froze, hands shooting into the air as they backed through the door.

 The workers led them to the loading area, where three more employees were gathered.

“Hands up! Don't die tonight,” Doogie ordered, his voice sharp and commanding.

 The workers complied, their faces pale with fear.

“Who's the manager?” Big E barked.

“Him,” two workers said in unison, pointing to a short, balding man clutching a clipboard.

 Big E stalked toward him, the chrome .44 Bulldog aimed directly at his face.

“You ready to die tonight?” 

“N-no, sir,” the manager stammered, visibly shaking.

“Good. Then you’ll open the safe without a problem. Move!” Big E yanked the man by his shirt collar, dragging him toward the front office.

 Doogie followed closely, while Hop stayed behind to keep the others in check. Sitting on a milk crate, Hop lit a cigarette he’d swipe from one of the workers, his gun resting on his lap. “Lay the fuck down and don't move,” he ordered, keeping a watchful eye.

 At the front of the store, Big E marched the manager past large windows that exposed them to the outside. Doogie scanned the street, his adrenaline spiking, but they made it without incident.

Inside the office, Big E shoved the manager toward the freestanding safe. The man stumbled, catching himself on the safe to avoid falling.

“You've got five seconds to open that safe,” Big E hissed, cocking the gun.

 The manager dropped to his knees, fumbling with the lock as he whispered a prayer. A dark stain spread across his pants as he worked, the click of the lock breaking the silence.

“Lay down,” Big E ordered, shoving the man to the ground. He swung the safe door open, revealing stacks of cash.

“That's what I'm talking about,” Doogie said, tossing him a bag. Big E filled it quickly before signaling for the second bag. Once both were stuffed, they headed back to the loading area.

Hop ginned behind his mask when he saw them return, bags in hand. “All y'all, get in the bathroom!” Doogie barked, herding the six workers into the restroom. “If I see one of y'all poke your face out, it's over for everybody.”

They bolted out of the rear door, running full stride across the railroad tracks and into the field. After a hundred-fifty yards, Big E began to lag, his heavy breathing slowing him down.

“Come on, big homie! We're almost there!” Doogie urged, grabbing his arm to help him along.

Big E pushed himself harder, but his pace was sluggish. “Move faster!” Hop shouted, urging him on.

“I'm trying!” Big E whizzed, bending over to catch his breath.

“People are coming, man! Suck it up!” Doogie snapped, his voice firm. The words worked, barking a second wind in Big E as they pushed through the last stretch to the back of Big E's aunt's duplex.

Sliding through the patio door, they entered the back bedroom. Big E collapsed onto the bed, gasping for air. Doogie grabbed a jug of water from the kitchen, pouring cups for everyone. The three sat in silence, their breath heavy but triumphant.

After a few moments, Big E straightened up, all business. “Y'all strip,” he said, peeling off his sweat-soaked clothes down to his boxers.

Doogie and Hop exchanged looks but followed suit, understanding the importance of trust, wasn’t no honor amongst thieves. Big E's experience in the jack game, passed down through his family, showed in his methodical approach.

 They dumped the cash under the floor-piles of green scattering everywhere.

“That's the shit I'm talking about!” Hop exclaimed, his eyes wide.

 The final count: sixty-six thousand dollars. They split it three ways, each walking away with twenty-two grand-the most cash Doogie and Hop had ever seen in their young lives. 
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“W


hat's happening, Auntie?” Doogie said, walking up to Trina and giving her a quick hug as she sat under the big oak tree in uncle Tommy’s yard on Lincoln Street. This was where he and Hop had been raised.

“Boy, what I told you about that? You know my name,” Trina said, rolling her eyes.

“My bad, Trina,” Doogie replied with a grin, knowing she hated being called auntie. She's always said it made her feel old. At thirty-one, Trina still looked twenty-one, and she made it clear to everyone that she still felt like she was nineteen.

“Where Tommy boy at?” Doogie asked.

“Back there feeding the dogs. Whose car are you driving?” She asked, eyeing him suspiciously.

“That's me. Go check it out,” Doogie said, pointing toward the driveway as he headed to the back of the house to find Tommy.

Tommy, his mother Gloria's younger brother, had raised Doogie after Gloria went to prison. She was in her thirteenth year of a twenty-three-year sentence for a double shooting. When Doogie was four, Gloria had come home early from work one night to find her husband, Gerald-Doogie's father-having sex with her best friend and next-door neighbor. Without a word, she'd gone to the bedroom, grabbed Gerald's .357 Magnum, and returned to the living room. She shot Gerald four times in The chest, killing him instantly. Her friend tried to run but caught two bullets in the back, surviving only because Gloria ran out of rounds. The friend was now paralyzed from the waist down.

 After the incident, Doogie was placed in foster care, but Tommy fought to gain custody and raised Doogie as his own alongside his son, Hop. Tommy had made sure the two boys grew up like brothers.

“What's happening, Unc?” Doogie called out from the back porch, keeping his distance from the dogs.

“Nothing. Feeding these gangstas,” Tommy replied, pouring food into a large metal bowl for one of his four pitbulls. He treated the dogs better than he did most people.

“I came by to give you this cash to send to Ma. And I need your help,” Doogie said.

“What do you need?” Tommy asked, looking up from the bowls.

“I just copped a car. I need you to handle the paperwork,” Doogie said. He knew better than to put the car in Tammy's name.

“What kind of car is it?” Tommy asked.

“A Lexus GS 460,” Doogie replied.

“It's out front?” Tommy asked.

“Yeah,” Doogie said.

“Let me check it out,” Tommy said, leading the way to the front yard.

 When they got there, the driveway was empty.

“Where is the car?” Tommy asked, his brow furrowed.

“Trina and Tammy spent the block,” Doogie said casually.

 Tommy's expression hardened. “Boy, what I told you about that sack-chasing bitch?” He snapped, referring to Tammy.

 Tommy hated Tammy and made no secret of it. But Doogie thought he was grown enough not to take orders from his uncle anymore.

“I ain't trying to marry the bitch. I'm just fucking her,” Doogie said.

“And breaking bread. Housing the hoe,” Tommy shot back.

“I'm fucked up about her,” Doogie admitted, surprising Tommy.

“That head that good?” Tommy asked, studying Doogie's face.

“What you know?” Doogie asked defensively.

“I know an old-school player who used to fuck with her. She ain't right, youngin’. Cancel that bitch like Nino. Ain't nothing wrong with creeping with her, but don't be housing hoes,” Tommy said as the black Lexus pulled back into the driveway. He turned his attention to the car. “It's clean. I like that. How much did you pay?”

“Twelve stacks, know some people.” Doogie said.

“What you and Hop done?” Tommy asked, his eyes narrowing with suspicion.

“Why you ask that?” Doogie replied, feigning innocence.

“Cuz he's trying to get me to put a car in my name for him too. Y'all trying to get me indicted?” Tommy said.

“I got an open title that says the car’s a gift,” Doogie assured him. “What Hop copped?” 

“I don't know. He is still out of town. I'll handle this for you, but be careful. Don't be stunting in this car,” Tommy warned.

“Unc, you know me better than that,” Doogie said, smiling as he handed over an envelope containing the car title in twenty-five hundred dollars. “Send my mom a stack.”

“You're going to get fucked up in the end,” Tommy said, nodding towards the car, clearly referring to Tammy.

 Trina walked up, eyeing the Lexus. “I like your car, Doogie,” she said with a smile.

“Thanks. I got it under control,” Doogie replied, brushing past her as he climbed into the car.

“Get some damn license!” Tommy yelled as Doogie we're closing the door. He shook his head but couldn't hide the pride on his face. Despite his gruff exterior, Tommy was proud of how he had raised Doogie and Hop. He knew they were thoroughbreds-more game than his grand champion pitbull. 
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D


oogie pulled up to 239 Customs car shop in his Lexus, ready to make some upgrades. He went all out: A wet blood red paint, to match the buckskin leather interior, 22-inch Dub floater rims, a touch screen navigation system, and two 12-inch subwoofers with premium specs. The Lexus wasn't just a car anymore; it was a statement.

Next, he hit the dentist and dropped cash on a gold grill, wall-to-wall, leaving no trace of white teeth behind. His smile now gleamed with the kind of shine that demanded attention. He didn't stop there-most of his remaining cash went to clothes: designer jeans, fresh sneakers, and a lineup of crisp tees to match.

 Doogie made sure to stash a few grand for hard times-streets had taught him that lesson well. Before heading home, he stopped by Video Choo Choo, a mobile DVD store built into a minivan that cruised the hood selling bootleg movies. He picked up a stack of Black classics, from action flicks to hood comedies.

Back at the apartment, he and Tammy kicked back, watching movies in bed, their night filled with sucking and fucking, the tension between them temporary replaced by passion.

 Three days later, Doogie's phone rang. Big E was on the other end.

“Come see me,” Big E said simply, his voice steady.

 Doogie didn't need any more details to know what this was about. Big E plotting their next caper. But they both knew better than to talk business over the phone-all calls could be replayed.

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

At five in the morning, Doogie and Big E sat in a blue Jeep Cherokee parked behind a used car lot, hidden amongst the other vehicles. The lot was closed at this early hour, and the Cherokee blended in seamlessly. From their vantage point, they had a clear view of Money Corner, a check-cashing store Big E had been casing for the last two weeks. The business handled everything: checks, money orders, Western unions, and any other cash transfers. It was a gold mine waiting to be hit.

 The street was silent, the air still, as the first faint light of dawn crept over the horizon. Inside the Cherokee, the two men sat behind darkly tinted windows, music playing low on the stereo as they watched and waited.

“Let's go over this one more time,” Big E said, his voice calm but firm.

“Listen, bruh, I got it,” Doogie snapped, irritated. They'd already rehearsed his role at least twenty times.

“I hope so, ‘cause it's showtime,” Big E replied, nodding toward a gold Maxima pulling into the parking lot in front of Money Corner.

 Both men quickly slid their masks over their faces and cracked their doors open. The interior lights of the Jeep had been removed to avoid detection. As soon as a young Black woman stepped out of the passenger seat of the Maxima and headed towards the front door, they moved. Crouching low, they sprinted the fifty feet separating them from their targets, the dark clothing blending into the shadows.

 The girl reached the door and inserted the key into the lock. She looked up-and froze. Big E was already on her, moving like a predator.

She screamed, panic flooding her face, and glanced back toward the car. But her escape route was cut off when she saw Doogie slip into the passenger seat, his gun already drawn.

“Just stay calm and open the door. You and your boyfriend won't get hurt,” Big E said, his tone unnervingly calm. He pressed the gun into her ribs, the pressure forcing her to stand on her tiptoes. “But if you try anything foolish, I promise you will both die today.”

“Okay,” she whispered, trembling. The cold look in his eyes told her he meant every word.

 In the car, the boyfriend stared, wide-eyed. “What the fuck?” He said, his voice cracking as he realized what was happening.

“Just chill,” Doogie replied, aiming the .40 caliber at the young man's chest.

“You and your girl are going to be fine-so long as you don't do anything stupid. Try to be a hero, and your brains are going to be all over that door frame.”

The boyfriend sighed, sitting back in his seat. “You strapped?” Doogie asked, eyes narrowing.

“Nah, man. Even if I was, I damn sure ain't about to die over no one else's shit,” the boyfriend muttered, clearly shaken.

“Smart nigga. Let's hope your girl is just as smart,” Doogie said, switching tracks on Weezy's dedication album, which played softly in the background.

 Meanwhile, Big E led the girl, who said her name was Lisa, into the store.

“Take a deep breath, Lisa,” he said, his tone ice cold. “Turn off the alarm and stop shaking. If it goes off, this is where you die.”

 Lisa's hands trembled, but she managed to disarm the system. The store's interior was small, but there was a waiting area in the front and a bulletproof glass enclosure separating the lobby from the safe. To get behind the glass they had to pass through two doors.

“Lisa, I know about these doors,” Big E said, leaning closer. “You better get me in and out of here safely, or you and your boyfriend won't make it.”

 Lisa nodded quickly and unlocked the first door, allowing them both through. She then unlocked the second door, revealing a safe sitting against the far wall.

“Open it,” Big E ordered, his voice sharp. Lisa squatted down, turning to dial with trembling fingers. When the lock clicked, she stepped back, and Big E wasted no time. He pulled a black duffel bag from his pants and began stuffing it with cash.

“Let's go,” he said, motioning for Lisa to lead him back out.

 They retraced their steps carefully, Big E's tension easing as they passed through the last door to the lobby. He'd heard stories of robbers getting trapped between those doors, but luck was on his side this time.

Doogie, watching from the Maxima, saw Big E and Lisa emerge. He ejected the CD from the player, pocketing the Maxima’s keys, and ran to the cherokee. Big E followed close behind, and within moments, they were speeding away.

 After a few quick turns, they pulled into a large apartment complex, ditching the Cherokee and jumping into a white Lincoln Town Car with light tints. They drove off casually, blending into the traffic as if nothing had happened.

At Big E's spot, they dumped the cash out onto the table, splitting the take evenly: twenty-eight thousand each.

 Big E leaned back, grinning as he lit a cigarette. “Told you, bruh. Robbing businesses is sweet,” he said, watching Doogie’s face light up at the sight of the cash.

 Doogie nodded, impressed. He realized two things: employees weren’t willing to die over money that wasn't theirs, and Big E's meticulous planning had made this job almost too easy. 

 


Chapter 5

[image: A picture containing drawing

Description automatically generated]

T


ammy had Doogie trapped and splurging again. This time, it was a new bedroom set, a living room set, and some jewelry she'd been hinting at since they got together. Despite her materialistic nature, Doogie couldn't help but want to see her happy. He had love for Tammy, and her smile always seemed worth the price.

Tammy, for her part, knew exactly how to read Doogie. She could tell when he'd hit a lick by how quickly he started spoiling her. She’d heard rumors about him robbing in the streets, but he never confirmed anything. “The less she knew, the less she could tell,” Doogie reasoned. He never told her how much cash he had-he knew if he did, she wouldn't rest until it was gone.

One afternoon, they were lounging in the apartment, Tammy scrolling through her phone while Doogie stretched out on the bed.

“Bae, we need to take a trip,” Tammy said suddenly, her voice dripping with excitement.

“To where?” Doogie asked, only half-listening.

“The Bahamas. Or maybe Jamaica,” she replied, sitting up.

 Doogie smirked. “Shit, you got to stop making so many trips to Saks and Macy's first.” 

“Nigga, we can afford it,” Tammy shot back, rolling her eyes.

“A nigga broke,” Doogie said shaking his head.

 Tammy leaned in closer, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Not for long.”

 Doogie raised an eyebrow. “How you know that?”

“Cause you never do,” Tammy said, climbing onto the bed and straddling him. She started grinding against him, her body moving in slow, deliberate circles.

 Doogie grabbed two handfuls of her thick ass, pulling her closer, forcing her to grind harder. Her body heat pressed against him, her scent filled the room. She kissed him, her lips urgent and aggressive.

“Take this shit off,” Doogie growled.

 Tammy smirked, standing up slowly. She slid her pink booty shorts down her thighs, revealing her bare, trimmed pussy. Her high-yellow skin was flawless, smooth without a single blemish or scar. Her round breasts were firm, looking like they were sculpted.

Doogie yanked off his wife beater, and before he could say anything, Tammy was already on him, her hands working his belt buckle like she couldn't wait another second. Dropping to her knees she pulled out his semi hard dick putting it into her mouth as she looked at him with seductive eyes. She deep throated all his long dick down to his balls without gagging. Her head was marvelous and she deep throated him repeatedly, stroke for stroke, creating a rhythm while picking up speed as she went all the while deepthroating him to the balls.

“Fuck. Hold up bae.” Doogie said, easing her mouth off of his dick. His dick popped out of her mouth making a popping sound. Doogie bent her over on the bed with her knees resting on the edge while he was behind her. He spread her ass cheeks and pushed the head of his dick inside her tight wet pussy.

“Ewww, bae go slow.” Tammy moaned as Doogie penetrated her tight pussy. Her pussy was so small and when he first started fucking her she couldn't take a dick but since he had been fucking her she had became addicted to the pain. After giving her a few long strokes Doogie picked up the pace while still long dicking her. Tammy arched her back, tooting her ass high in the air and face flat on the bed pushing back as Doogie pounded in her. As he beat her the pressure and pain caused her to scoot forward involuntarily. Doogie gripped her hips and pulled her to him as he pounded causing their skin to clap like the soundtrack to their movie.

“Bae… bae… bae… get this pussy.” Tammy moaned trying to pull away from the pressure.

“Take this dick.” Doogie ordered, her pussy muscles contracting around his dick.

“Okay babe.” Tammy moaned pushing back against him, arching her back deeper. Her pussy gripped his dick and he felt about to explode so he snatched out of her.

“No, baby, put it back.” Tammy begged loving the feeling she was getting. Doogie turned her over into a sitting position, facing him. He put his dick to her mouth and she attacked it as if she was starving. She sucked his dick as if her life depended on it. Slobbering and slurping on it. Doogie knew he would explode soon if he let her continue to suck him so he pulled out of her mouth. Tammy grabbed his dick and tried to put it back into her mouth and Doogie slapped her across the face playfully with his dick. She grabbed his dick and slapped herself across the face with it harder. The raw lust and longing in her eyes almost caused Doogie to skeet all over her face. Tammy was a real animal in the bed. Doogie pushed her back flat on the bed and positioned her with her knees touching her shoulders.

“Bae, that's too much dick.” Tammy pleaded but didn't try to resist. Doogie dropped down in her, putting all his dick inside her. She inhaled deeply feeling his dick in her stomach. The fuck faces she made only turned him on more and he began long dick her.

“Doogie… bae, you're hurting me.” Tammy moaned. Doogie picked up speed pounding her faster, staring down into her pretty face as she made sexy fuck faces. Tammy’s mouth was gaped wide open with a look on her face as if she was trapped in a scream but no sound escaped.

“I’m cuummmiinngg.” Tammy screamed as she trembled, cum gushing out of her pussy.

“Where do you want it?” Doogie asked on the verge of exploding.

“Cum in me baby, I want to get pregnant.” Tammy moaned.

 Doogie skeeted, burying himself inside her as he lay on top of her.
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oogie turned onto Polk Street, headed towards Shady Oaks Park, only to find himself stuck in traffic. Cars were bumper to bumper, stretching all the way to the park entrance. The sun shone brightly, and a cool breeze carried the energy of the bustling crowd. Cars pulled off the road to park on the grass, their owners opting to walk the rest of the way. Traffic moved at a turtle's pace, but Doogie wasn't bothered.
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