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	You’ve met 17-year old Tacoma and his 12-year old sister Seattle who have been abandoned by their crack addict mother, and are forced to take care of themselves in the East Oakland slums since they were small children.

	Raider is Tacoma’s best friend who lives with his Cuban grandmother Mama Marcella, who is a powerful Santeria sorceress.

	Tacoma asks Raider to pick Seattle up from school, but Raider forgets. Seattle rides home on her beloved skateboard by herself; she inadvertently witnesses a killing and gets kidnapped, raped, and murdered by three dirty narcotics officers.

	Devastated by her death, Tacoma wants to go after the cops. Raider, feeling guilty offers Tacoma to turn him into a powerful vampire with a spell he secretly read in his grandmother’s Santeria book.

	The ritual that will transform Tacoma into a vampire requires him to eat his own mother’s heart.

	Raider, impressed by the powers his friend now has, asks Tacoma to turn him into a vampire too.

	Together they hunt down each of the three cops, torturing and killing them without mercy.

	A hooker named Starburst, who the cop had hired for the evening, witnessed their last killing. They take her hostage and Raider turns her into a vampire. 

	Tacoma nearly dies when he forgets to feed on blood.

	Slow Poke, an O.G. Crip helps Tacoma by letting him drink his blood, and therefore becomes a vampire also. A snowball effect of producing vampires is in the making.

	Tacoma watches a news report of a young scientist named Helen Selassie, who is on the verge of discovering a way to reproduce organs with her stem cell research. Intrigued by a solution to his problem finding a blood source without killing, he arranges to meet her, and falls in love with her.

	The incredible powers Raider gained by becoming a vampire went to his head, and he assembles his own vampire army by recruiting street thugs along the West Coast. Thus his GANGPIRE is born.

	The sudden outbreak of so many people openly killed in the streets doesn’t go unnoticed. Not only is the FBI starting to pay attention, but so does Caesar, the slaughter lord of vampires. Caesar approaches Tacoma and gives him an ultimatum; either he kills Raider or Caesar will kill Tacoma and all his friends.

	Tacoma seeks Mama Marcella’s advice on how to stop her grandson, when to his utter shock and surprise she shows him how to communicate with the ghost of Seattle, who is trapped by the Orisha spirit Elleguá in his crossroad realm.

	A race between Tacoma and the FBI’s Occult Task Force led by Special Agent Shane Tyson ensues. Tacoma gets the opportunity to kill Raider but can’t bring himself to do so. Instead Starburst kills Raider.

	By failing Caesar’s ultimatum to kill Raider, all of them are in imminent danger to be destroyed by his forces.

	They go into hiding. During that time Mama Marcella teaches Helen her Santeria wisdom, not only to help Tacoma defeat Caesar in a final showdown, but also to become a Santeria priestess.

	To have the numbers to defeat Caesar, Slow Poke suggests creating their own vampire squad. They get their fighters by breaking out convicts from nearby Folsom State Prison. Among them is a live wire named Iron Head.

	While Slow Poke and Starburst are on their way back with a bunch of freshly turned vampire convicts in tow, Tacoma, Helen and Mama Marcella are ambushed by Caesar and his troops. The FBI, who had secretly staked out Tacoma’s place see their chance, and get into the escalating battle.

	At one point Caesar seems to have victory in his hands, but the ghosts of Raider and Seattle distract him, which gives Helen the opportunity to use a powerful spell that kills Caesar.

	Starburst dies during the battle, so do most of the vampire convicts. Only Iron Head, Slow Poke, Tacoma, Helen, and Mama Marcella survive. And FBI Special Agent Shane Tyson.

	Slow Poke wants to finish Shane Tyson off, but Mama Marcella stops him. She has a special need for him, which she refuses to reveal.

	In the midst of joy and relief to have survived a gruesome battle, Helen tells Tacoma that she is pregnant.

	That revelation compels Tacoma to come clean and confess to Helen his real age. That doesn’t go over too well with Helen, but her love for him is stronger, and she forgives him.










Please enjoy, and visit me at




www.facebook.com/gangpiretrilogy






Prologue

The religion of Santeria consists of multiple deities called Orishas that control different realms. Elleguá is the guardian of the dead, he is the Orisha who opens and closes all paths to mankind. He's an inseparable friend of Oggun (Orisha of war, and metal) and Oshun (Orisha of love, fertility, femininity, and diplomacy). Elleguá and Eshu have often been mistakenly described as the same entity, which is not the case. Eshu is more like Elleguá`s shadow or reflection; they are two sides of the same coin. Both are tricksters but Eshu is wilder and less civilized than Elleguá, neither is Eshu an Orisha. For example, Elleguá resides inside of the house and Eshu outside of the house. This is because Eshu is so complicated that every time he comes inside a home he brings torment and havoc. Eshu would walk the streets to see what pranks he could pull on humans because they did not pay him homage. Elleguá saw Eshu one day and gave him some of his offerings. They sat and ate and made fun of the people in the streets. When it was time for Elleguá to go inside Eshu continued to roam the streets causing disarray. Oshun saw how Eshu could be controlled when he was fed, and she made a pact with him. She told the humans as long as they would leave a plate of food outside their homes for him, Eshu would promise not to come inside to cause turmoil. Elleguá who was also there said he would remain alongside Eshu. From that day they walked together as one.

♦  ♦  ♦  ♦

“Elleguá you made it way too easy for them to defeat Caesar when you spooked him with Pedro’s ghost,” Eshu grumbled, his hands wet and sticky from the rum that was splashing from his glass as he spoke. He had a tendency to speak with his hands, moving them in a similar manner rap artists do while performing their craft.

Elleguá grinned and gripped the cigar in his mouth between his teeth; a red cap casting a shadow over his eyes. “Oh nonsense brother, if anything you’re just upset that I pulled a prank before you could,” he retorted. At that, they both burst into laughter that befitted their childlike forms.

Elleguá refilled his glass with more rum from the bottle that sat on the shabby wooden table. “Besides Eshu, the offering of the skateboards Tacoma tributed to me has been one of the coolest offerings I’ve received in years. In addition, the enjoyment I’ve had from his sister’s tutoring has been just as great and I know you’ve been enjoying it too.”

The last comment made Eshu grin. “How could I not enjoy seeing you bust your ass? Hell, the humans have entire TV shows dedicated to exactly that. I have an idea for a little wager involving Tacoma...”

Elleguá was all ears as Eshu continued to ramble out his plan.


Chapter 1

Although a millionaire many times over from his successful casino robberies, Slow Poke refused to move out of East Oakland’s crime riddled Brookfield district. Instead, he opted to buy the biggest house in the area.

His East Oakland version of a mansion included a swimming pool in the backyard. The pool didn’t contain any water but instead a sweaty, lanky, youth in a maroon three piece Brooks Brother’s suit thrashing on a skateboard.

Dressed in khaki shorts, a tank top, and fire engine red house shoes with an obese joint behind his ear, Iron Head lazily spread out on a lawn chair. “Man the li’l homie been at it for hours. It’s like he’s in a trance or something, blood,” he said to Slow Poke who stepped out on to the patio carrying a 24- pack of Red Stripe. Iron Head looked at the beer and raised an eyebrow. “Red Stripe, huh? I guess my b-dog eloquence is startin’ to rub off on you, homie.”

Slow Poke snatched the joint from behind Iron Head’s ear and put it in his mouth in lieu of answering. He set the beer down in front of the empty lawn chair that he squeezed his huge frame into, lit the joint, and chuckled. “Nigga did you just say you wanted to rub off on me? Cuzz, if I knew you rocked that way I never woulda broke yo’ ass out the pen!” Slow Poke made a phony grimace of disgust and continued.” You better not be watching my li’l thumper with...ahem...questionable motives.”

Iron Head reached over, snatched the joint from the clutch of Slow Poke’s lips, took a deep pull, and let the thick smoke spiral out of his mouth and up his nostrils. “Shit, if I recall correctly, it was you the li’l ghost girl called Pokémon, or was it Poke Me Mon?” Iron Head chuckled at his own quip.

Slow Poke leaned over towards him and quietly said,” Ok, I had that one coming, but don’t ever drag her into our shit talking sessions again. Seattle is off limits, especially when Tacoma is around...”

“What’s goin’ down clowns?” Tacoma interrupted, oblivious to his role in their conversation. 

Iron Head took another pull of the joint and passed it to Slow Poke. “What’s popular blood?” Iron Head revoked the odd moment of silence with his greeting.

“Man I just had to get some skating in before I go on this trip. I’m pretty sure Poke will have filled this big ass pool with beer by the time I get back home,” he answered as Slow Poke ushered a bottle into his hand.

“That’s a good idea cuzz, it’s not like I can’t afford it.”

“So where you goin’ again? I know you mentioned it before, but I tend to forget shit that’s important,” Iron Head inquired.

The question made Tacoma sigh and slump into one of the lawn chairs. “Bro, I’m so fucked dude...” he replied and took a long heartfelt drink from his beer.

Slow Poke closed his eyes and shook his head slowly, a silent symbol of sympathy for his friend.

“Spit it out dog. You know whatever it is, me and Poke gon’ ride with you,” Iron Head urged and reassured him all at the same time.

Tacoma chugged the bottle down, grabbed, and opened another one before speaking. “Thanks homie, but this is a different kind of mission. Helen’s dragging me to Ethiopia so we can get married and birth the baby in her homeland. Mind you I’ve never met her folks and I’ll have to explain to them how I turned their beautiful genius daughter into a blood drinkin’ vampire.”

“Yeah, sucks to be you! At least Mama Marcella goin’ out there with you with her old crazy self,” Slow Poke said causing Iron Head to bellow with laughter. “Why don’t you just not tell them?” Slow Poke suggested.

“Yeah, duh, just don’t mention it, fool,” Iron Head agreed.

Tacoma shook his head. “That’s what I planned, but Mama Marcella pointed out that since it’s a wedding they are going to want to take pictures, film it, and probably have hella mirrors and shit when she’s putting her dress on...Plus Helen made me promise I wouldn’t lie to them...too much. I think Mama Marcella suggested the idea of me having to face the music was good payback for lying about my age. The irony is that I’m supposed to tell them that Mama Marcella is really my mom. Don’t ask me why.”

“At least you get to lie about something. I don’t know ‘bout y’all, but I love lying. That shit gives me a rush. The more outrageous a lie is the more it makes me tingle inside,” Iron Head declared making Tacoma crack up, because oddly enough he understood the sentiment.

“Does Helen even know exactly how your mom died?” Slow Poke asked, and Tacoma’s spirits tumbled back down.


Chapter 2

“Ok Ted, here’s the AIDS formula and the breast cancer formula. So far these two are the only ones I feel completely confident in having bridged the gap between science and sorcery. If you can go ahead and push forward with the clinical trials while I’m abroad, it should give us a head start. Let’s see...what else...you have my landline number, email me if it’s not urgent...there’s plenty of money in the account. Speaking of which Ted, your medical marijuana is not a company expense, so don’t even think about it. Hmm...I guess that’s it. Gosh, I’m running late, but I feel like I’m forgetting something.” Helen sat at a table with Ted Schwabing in a lab at Stanford University running down her checklist.

“You’re forgetting to relax kiddo, as usual. Go take your vacation, get married, go on your honeymoon, and have a baby. Let me deal with curing the world for a while. Chop, chop, get outta here.” Ted snapped her binder shut and winked a grey-blue eye at her.

Helen in return rolled her dark brown eyes at him and sighed. “Jeez am I being put out?”

“That indeed you are Dr. Selassie. Tell Tacoma I said what’s up,” he replied while twirling one of his long grey dreadlocks between his fingers and walking her towards the door. When they reached the door, he stopped and put a hand on her shoulder. “You kids have fun out there ok? Seriously Helen, take it easy, you more than deserve it.”

She smiled at him in defeat. “Thanks Ted, I’ll email you when we get there.”

♦  ♦  ♦  ♦

Tacoma sat in the driver’s seat of his parked car in front of the Brookfield Food Center, taking a last pull from his cigarette. The front of the store was speckled with crack moguls of a variety of ages that replaced Li’l Blacc Out who’d run off all the other drug dealers from his front store territory. He was now dead and his spot became a free for all for the new sewer entrepreneurs.

When Tacoma got out of his 1987 Monte Carlo, all eyes were on him. In the span of just two years he had become somewhat of a local mythical spook story due to rumors that he butchered several people including law enforcement officers all over Oakland. Tacoma didn’t care for the notoriety and downplayed the talk so eventually the rumors would die out. Ignoring the gazes coming his way, he walked to the entrance with the electronic bell chiming as he walked in.

“Ken, what’s up with them dudes outside staring at me like I’m the ghost of MacDre or something?” Tacoma asked his former employer.

“Hey son, maybe if you showed your face more often you wouldn’t be such an odd commodity ‘round here,” Ken Sanders replied as he came from behind the counter and slung his arm across Tacoma’s shoulders.

“Is that your way of saying you miss me? Them niggas outside aren’t giving you no trouble are they? Because you know, all you gotta do is say green light and I’ll go out there and run them off.”

“No, boy you better not. They spend half the money they make in front of my store inside my store. Besides, any customer that they scare off can’t be from around here anyway.”

“That’s not the point pops. They’re hella deep out there and sooner or later one of them dudes is going to try you. Maybe I can have a garage built into the back of the store so you’ll never have to leave from behind the counter.”

Before Ken could tell him no, the door chimed.

“♫ I been stealin’, look what I stole. I been stealin’, look what I stooole ♫!”

The theme song echoed through the entrance, crooned by none other than Happy Hour. A bulging duffle bag hung from his shoulder.

“Happy Hour, what you got for me today?” Tacoma made his way towards the raspy singing voice.

“Player, player, dragon slayer, check me out. I got some shit today.” Happy Hour sat his duffel bag down at Ken and Tacoma’s feet.

“Hey, y’all go do your business by the deli so y’all don’t be in the way of my real customers,” Ken growled and Tacoma and Happy Hour obediently obliged.

“Ok check it out. I got an entire stereo hook up with a Bluetooth dock and I got...”

Bam!

A gun report cut off Happy Hour’s sales presentation and Tacoma immediately raced to the front of the store.

“Give it up nigga,” a nervous kid stuttered. He was light skinned with freckles, and a cinnamon toned afro. A shiny .25 caliber pistol swayed in his shaking hand pointed at Ken who was clutching a flesh wound in the meaty part of his upper arm.

Tacoma jumped over a magazine rack and kicked the kid full throttle in the temple. The kid flew against the door, which flung open from the impact, and he landed on his shoulder on the pavement. Twin gashes spilled blood from opposite sides of his temple and jaw.

Tacoma exited the store right behind him, and lifted the comatose youngster high into the air by his shirt collar. He turned to face the crowd of onlookers and corner store hustlers. Meeting their gazes he recognized the majority of them.

“Come on with the come on man. Ken lettin’ y’all grind in front of his store and y’all can’t at least watch his back from little fuck boys like this one?” Bloody drool bubbled from the kid’s mouth as Tacoma shook him for emphasis.

“Nigga let go of my li’l brother,” a voice yelled at him from amongst the crowd. Tacoma grinned manically and tried to locate the owner of the voice. A tall gangly man squeezed out amongst the onlookers, and he was just as freckled and light skinned as the kid that was slowly starting to flutter his eyes open.

“You send him in there?” Tacoma coolly asked the man that was gritting his teeth and balling up his fists.

“Muthafucka if you don’t set him down I’ll blow your fuckin’ head off!” the man yelled.

“Alright well please aim for the head as promised ‘cause if you put a hole in my suit...dude, I’ll butcher your whole family.”

Without leaving any opportunity for further dialogue or gunfire Tacoma launched the kid at his older brother. The top of the kid’s head collided with the bridge of his brother’s nose. Their heads bouncing off of each other caused swirling strings of blood to fly into the air. Tacoma glided with the grace of an ice skater towards the two laid out siblings, cautious not to get any blood on his clothes, although the appetite fueled by the bloody fragrance told him fuck it, dive in.

“Tacoma don’t do it son, they done learned their lesson, you ain’t got to kill ‘em,” Ken stood four feet behind him, a rag pressed tightly against his upper arm. “Besides, that type of heat will shut down my business for the day.”

Tacoma’s posture slumped in disappointment and he stomped his foot on the kid’s wrist as a parting gift. The crunch sounded like a beetle being squashed next to a microphone. Tacoma spun on his heel and turned towards Ken. “You alright Ken?”

“Yeah kid, the bullet barely grazed me.”

“Good, I gotta run. You should just let me cash you out on the store so you can just sit on your ass at home like I’ve been offering,” Tacoma stated as they walked over towards his car.

“And hear my wife’s mouth all day long? Please, I’d gladly get shot by street punks. Where you off to in such a rush this time boy?”

“I’m going to Africa to get married. Helen’s idea. But when I get back I promise to finally bring her by the store to meet you.”

“Africa? See what I mean, you don’t tell me shit! I took your li’l snot nosed ass in, gave you an under the table job, and you don’t even keep me up to date now that you’re somehow rich and shit. I appreciate the money you give me, but I need to know where your life is headed. You’re like my son, Son.” Ken griped as the corner store hustlers resumed business like nothing had happened. Tacoma just patted the old man on the back in response.

They’d tongue wrestled with that subject countless times and on each occasion Tacoma gave him the poker face.

“Well fine kiddo. I sho’ hope Helen knows she’s getting hitched to an asshole.” Ken gave in resigned that once again the boy would elude his prying.

“Oh believe me she does,” Tacoma chuckled, unlocking the door to his car and taking one last look at the dope dealers peddling their bad goods.


Chapter 3

“Dude you’re such a maniac. I know that kid you beat up, his name is Ray Ray and he used to call me a lesbo in school...I still kinda miss going to school though,” Seattle’s voice turned somber during the last part of her sentence as she floated over the passenger seat.

Her body radiating a teal glow was camouflaged by the Monte Carlo’s interior of the same color.

“Did he, huh? That’s only cause you’re too pretty to talk to the likes of him. What’s up with Elleguá though? He give you any indication when he’s gonna let me have that face to face with him?” Tacoma asked his sister while navigating down International Blvd.

Seattle folded her arms across her chest and made a humph sound before answering. “He keeps saying soon every time I ask. Just soon, soon, soon, sounding like a car commercial with that sly little grin of his. But he does want you to know he loves the skateboards and we’ve been skating a bunch, but we need bigger wheels ‘cause the surface has like hella gravel and stuff...” Seattle’s eyes sported a mischievous spark and she began to giggle. “He’s been making Raider sweep up the skate area and Raider is always cussing him out under his breath. He says hi too and to bring some weed whenever you come. Every time we skate Elleguá makes it a big ceremony and dances and stuff, but dude, he still sucks...ha ha...probably ‘cause he’s always drunk so he bites it like hella times and Raider and Eshu always sit on the side and laugh at him.”

Seattle always had a penchant for run on sentences. Especially when she got excited about a topic, she’d rattle of words so fast it could give a person dizzying head spins. Except for her brother, who cherished every syllable the ghost of his murdered sister could utter to him.

“Hey retard, that’s not the way to Helen’s house,” Seattle pointed out.

“Duh CeCe, you just said you guys needed some bigger wheels, so we’ll make a pit stop at Dog Town Skate Shop before we go to Berkley. So you might as well float your li’l ass back in that shell cause it’s just a block over.”

Seattle grinned and evaporated into the glass seashell that hung from a string around Tacoma’s neck.

“Hey what’s goin’ on bro, what can I do for you today,” the Cambodian sales clerk with blood shot eyes, and hair braided in six long cornrows greeted Tacoma. The store smelled more like a medical marijuana dispensary than a skate shop.

“What’s up homie, I need some of them big ass wheels for skating on rough terrain and shit. And some replacement trucks, really a whole maintenance kit dude. I’m shoppin’ for a dirty ghetto kid, so if you got some by DGK that would be perfect,” Tacoma answered him.

Hey retard, you’re the one that’s dirty dude, Seattle’s voice shot back at him from inside his head.

He almost responded at the cost of looking like a lunatic in front of the store clerk who was making his way from behind the counter.

“Dude, I got you covered, follow me.” The store clerk led Tacoma to the exact items he had inquired about.

“Matter of fact I need a couple pairs of high top Vans too...uhm...I wonder what size Elleguá wears,” Tacoma mumbled out loud and Seattle got the hint.

“I wear a size 5 in boys, as for Elleguá...hmm...he probably wears a six but make sure they’re red and black or he’ll have a fit.”

He paid for the items and headed to his car as his cell phone sang a Raphael Saadiq song, Helen’s special ring tone. Reluctantly he answered it. 

“What’s taking you so long? We’re over here waiting on you,” Helen’s voice vibrated through the speaker.

If vampires could use Skype, she would have seen the irritation on his face that his voice hid. “I’m on my way home honey. I’ll be there in ten minutes. Hey, I gotta make a quick offering to Elleguá before we leave, can you tell Mama Marcella to set up the ceremony? It’s hella important.”

“Ugh, now? Fine, fine, just hurry up Tacoma Washington!” Helen made no attempt to suffocate her annoyance. 

He tossed the shopping bags in the backseat and drove off. “Dude, she’s acting as if we had a damn flight schedule to worry about,” he griped out loud.

“She’s just as nervous as you are about you meeting her parents, on top of being preggo, that’s all,” Seattle comforted her brother through his subconscious.

Twenty minutes later, he cut his grumbling engine to a silent halt inside Helen’s garage. Before Tacoma could make it out of his car, he was accosted by Helen and her hugely protruding stomach.

“You said ten minutes sir and it has been twice as long. And what is this business with this ultra-important ceremony that you must perform now?”

“Baby relax, it’s just a couple of offerings I gotta make for CeCe’s sake.” Tacoma used Seattle as his ace in the hole to calm Helen, and as usual it worked.

He climbed out of the car, wrapped his arms around her waist, and stooped down putting his ear to her stomach. “How’s Barracuda been treating you today?” he asked making her giggle.

“You dork! For the hundreds time we are not naming our child Barracuda!”

“Aww man...,” he faked disappointment. “What if we put La in front of it? Like LaBarracuda or LaSonya if it’s a girl. I gotta make sure your pops knows I’m from the hood.”

“Lasagna? Ok mister comedian, you keep playing with me and I’m going to name our kid Wilbur.” Helen put her hands on her thick hips that bulged out like twin gun holsters and looked down at him. 

He in turn threw his arms up in surrender. “A black kid named Wilbur? Okay, you win, that’s like the gayest name ever.”

Helen tapped him lightly on the head as he stood back up. “Enough silly, go do your offering so we can go. We have to coordinate our teleportation time with an actual flight’s arrival so they think we’re normal till we break the news to them. I hope you didn’t think I’ve been rushing you home because I’m pregnant and bitchy?”

Tacoma’s throat gulped silently but to him it felt like the gulp was as loud as a bowling ball knocking down all the pins hitting a strike.

“Of course he did. Rapido chico I set up the ceremony for you, Dagoma,” Mama Marcella barked at him, after having snuck unnoticed to the doorway that connected the garage to the house. 

Tacoma snatched the shopping bags up and with his free hand began to loosen his tie and unbutton his shirt. Within moments he was naked and setting up the figurines for the ritual. Mama Marcella painted the necessary symbols on his face and chest with human blood, and set out some bowls filled with blood and laid out a few cigars. The shopping bags sat in the center of the ceremony area.

After he completed the prayer and offering rituals, he showered as quickly as possible. When he entered their bedroom, he saw that he already had a new outfit waiting for him. It consisted of a gas flame blue Bottega Veneta silk suit, a yellow and black plaid Dior tie, smoke grey Etro silk shirt, and a pair of navy blue Kenneth Cole wingtips. He finished the ensemble by slipping on a Glashutte Original watch and a pair of Buddy Holly inspired Dolce & Gabbana glasses. 
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