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My friends Reggie, Jornal, Terrica, Igwe, Irie, Donnie, Ray Monee, and Anthony Locke.

There's been so many readers, bloggers, and fellow authors who have given my literature support in special ways, who I've become friends with, and who deserve to be acknowledged by name, but if I did that the odds are too great that I'd leave someone out and would have to update this page hella tines, so with that said I want to thank all of you guys, you know who you are, and please forgive me for this generic, one-size-fits all shout out.

During the tail end of writing this novel, I built a rapport with a long time hero of mine, the lyrical satirist Ras Kass, who was beyond down to earth.

If you're familiar with his body of work you'd know why critics have often described him as one of the most intellectual writers in hip hop, in my opinion he can't be labeled as a mere rapper when his "diction crucifixion" puts him amongst literature greats like Langston Hughes, Bukowski, Walter Mosley, and Vonnegut, thus it was a very surreal and humbling experience to see him holding my Gangpire novel up in a video clip that also included Numskull of The Luniz and Money B of Digital Underground. 

Ironically Sinsane Asylum is an exaggerated introspective satire about a rapper who revolted against the music industries’ forceful hand of transforming artists into mundane drones, which by happenstance, was a system Ras Kass fought, and won. So this book, both on purpose and by coincidence, is dedicated to him. Plus Jack in the Crack does have the best cheesecakes.

Creating this novel has been extremely fun to create, mainly because it involved more research than any of my previous novels have, in order to throw in so many references to conspiracy theories, some brazen, some being subtle hints, and some being just stuff I made up. A friendly challenge to you, the reader, is to Google some of these things mentioned in this book as you read along, I believe it will make it a bit more of a fun experience. 

Oh, and prepare yourself for the possibility to be offended.


Sincerely,

Sentu

Disclaimer

WARNING: There are parts in this novel, particularly in the journal entries where certain words were meant to be purposely scratched out. This did not transfer into the KDP ebook layout due to the stupid formatting guidelines by KDP. The affected journal parts are in chapters13, 16, and 25.



He gave me the keys to a really nice loft downtown and a couple pistols,guns thangs.

––––––––

Sinsane Asylum

––––––––

Part 1

––––––––

“If you talk to God, you’re praying. If God talks back, it’s schizophrenia.”

–Phil Specter


Chapter 1

It was a modestly warm, late October morning in Sacramento, CA as Deon “Kasino” Brooks along with his friend Tyrone “Trife” Byers were the last to exit Club Lavish on Alhambra Boulevard. Kasino had just won a battle rap freestyle tournament that was held annually at the club and he was jittery, and high strung. Even though he’s been racking up victories throughout the hip-hop battle circuit in Northern California and the bay area for over the last two years, he would  still behave like a hyperactive six year old for hours after each win.

“Bro, didya’ see how Gravity’s face turned all deflated and soggy when I hit him with that last punchline?” Kasino bounced from the heels to the tippy toes of his Airmax Nikes as he spoke.

“Yeah, but man, the first dude! You really gave him the business. Ha, ha, ha, the poor guy may never rap again.” Trife pointed out.

Years back the two friends were a rap group together but when Trife’s dedication began to chip away and Kasino’s skillset continued to sky rocket, Trife became more comfortable with a role as manager/supporter to his friend.

“Aye, you filmed the whole thing right?” Kasino grilled.

“Of course, and I already slapped it on YouTube and hiphopfameforum.com while you were talking to the club owner guy.”

Trife answered as they approached Kasino’s car, a 1982 Pontiac Grand Prix with chipped paint and the bumper held up with an elastic cord tied over the hood to keep sparks from flying when driven. With the parking lot having become empty and desolate the beat up vehicle stood out like a Ferris wheel on a small island.

“Dope! Man, I really wouldn’t know what I’d do without you, brother. Turn on the camera, let’s film another feed.”

“Fo’sho’! You sure you want your dusty ass scraper on film though? I mean, you know it ain’t’ exactly a rap star mobile.” Trife cracked.

Kasino looked at his car for a moment and then his lips expanded up to his cheekbones in a sly grin, “You know what? Man, film me leaning on that ugly ma’fucka.”

Trife raised his eyebrows, but then aimed the camera lens of his Galaxy phone as his friend perched his elbows in a super cool ‘70s pimp lean, complete with a foot crossed over the knee on the hood of the car.

“Okay, on the count of three I’ll start,” Trife forewarned as Kasino adjusted his midnight blue skullcap he wore so that the Seahawks logo on it sat above his left ear. “One, two, three.” Trife mouthed the silent snap count.

“Hello there. Welcome to Crackamento, California. I’ll be your host this morning, my name is Deon Brooks aka Kasino aka Step Cousin Scumbag, and I happen to be 1,000 times better than the last rapper you’ve listened to. I mean, shit, watch some of my battles and judge for yourselves. Oh by the way, my marketing rep strongly advised me to not let you see my car,” Kasino paused for effect. Unlike the commonly boisterous, puffed up self-promotional feeds rappers post on video sites, that tend to sound a lot like the exaggerated acting of 1980’s pro wrestlers, Kasino always used a comedic, conversational tone.

“Ok, so I’m lyin’ like a ma’fucka. I don’t have a marketing rep, my homeboy Trife said don’t show the bucket. I don’t blame him, this piece of shit stopped us hella times from fucking some bad bitches. So here’s the deal people, my mixtapes are available online and with each purchase of my shit, it’ll bring us closer to buying a better car, which will help us fuck bad bitches, a progress I will update you through a song with ...” As he was concluding his pitch Kasino glanced up and saw a dark grey SUV pulling into the empty lot. Then parked twenty yards away from them.

More so than the vehicle choosing to park so close to them when it had an entire parking lot available, it was the occurrence that the SUV pulled up with its headlights already cut off that made Kasino’s intuition stir.

Trife noticed the upheaval in his friend’s demeanor and waved at him from behind the phone held in front of his face.

“Trife, keep filming. This might become interesting. Matter of fact, move towards the trunk so you can get a profile view of the both of us if we battle again. I think that’s Gravity’s ride and shit.” Kasino directed with his eyes fixed on the SUV’s driver’s door opening. Trife pivoted to the side with the phone’s camera aimed at the driver exiting the vehicle.

A woman’s concerned whine of, “Gary ... nooo ...,” was silenced by the door slamming shut.

Kasino guessed right, the driver was a rapper named Gravity. A member of a collective of hip hop purists that felt that if you didn’t care about break dancing and didn’t own an Adidas track suit you were a puppet for the Illuminati, and therefore disliked Kasino’s horror core and filthy humor infused brand of lyricism. Gravity was also the tournament opponent that was laughed off the stage when Kasino rhymed the lines; “Gravity?/ Bruh, you know your name is hella faggoty/ I heard you get fucked in the butt so much, your raggedy/ SUV got padded seats/ I spit hepatitis C/ and you’re Pamela Anderson Lee.”

Now he was storm stepping towards Kasino with the laces of his Timberland boots dragging un-tied behind him. This clown is wearing some Timbs here in Cali? Wow, what a poser, he lucky I didn’t spot that earlier. Kasino added the detail to a mental bullet chamber in case he’d have to battle the man again. He then noticed Gravity fidgeting at a side leg pocket of the cargo pants he wore.

“Bruh, if you want a rematch or somethin’ I’m fair game, but I’m sleepy so you’ll have to make an appointment for another day.” Kasino mock yawned smugly.

“Not so clever now, are you bitch?” Gravity screamed with bratty fury as he finally unclasped the leg pocket button he’d been fiddling with, and from within it, slipped out a .45 semi-automatic pistol into his fingers.

“Deon!” Trife’s warning yell was inconsequential; there’s no way Kasino could duck, dodge, or take cover behind the Grand Prix and draw his own weapon before Gravity would flat line him with bullets. Survival instinct guided Kasino to reach into his waistband. He yanked out a .357 revolver and squeezed nervously, all the while thinking. I’m gonna die, I’m gonna die. 

A miracle occurred.

Although, through squinted eyes Kasino saw his opponent’s gun barrel aimed at his face, and heard echo blasts, Gravity collapsed. Kasino didn’t. Without a thought he sprinted to the man’s heaped body and kicked the firearm out of his hand. Surveying himself for any pain or wounds he heard Trife’s footsteps trample up next to him.

“You lucky ass nigga! That fool’s pistol musta’ been jammed or somethin’, cause he had the drop on you and he squeezed but nothin’ came out. You think he dead?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t even know I hit him ‘til he fell. It all happened so fast.” Kasino’s chest heaved with panting breaths as he crouched down to check Gravity’s pulse. 

“Don’t touch him.” Trife barked, causing Kasino to snatch his arm back and look up at his friend, noticing that Trife still had his phone aimed at him.

An engine cranked up and sputtered to life, then the bright head lights of Gravity’s SUV illuminated the bloody hole in his eyebrow and sections of grayish bland pink brain matter sprinkled on the pavement. The car sped off and they stood in the dark again.

“Well, that answers that. Guess you can say you took the air out his ass. Hahaha get it? Gravity, air, kinda goes together.” Trife jested.

“Man, you’re hella stupid. Is that shit still recording?”

Trife looked at the screen of his phone and then nodded his head, “Yup, yuup. I should delete it huh?”

“No, no, no, no, no.” Kasino speed burst the “no’s” in a rapid succession, then leaned forward towards the lens and said, “Buy my shit.” He then turned out of the camera’s view and told Trife to stop recording and save the file.

Two taps of Trife’s fingers later, they watched the video. Satisfied with its contents. (Trife filmed it through an app that automatically added necessary lighting to the dark footage) Kasino breathed in wearisome.

“Trife, do this bro, take my car keys, and go to the crib and post that shit immediately to every site you can think of. I’mma stay here and call the cops.” His fingers shook as he spoke.

“Wait, what? You sure nigga?”

“Kinda, sorta. Well, not really, but do it. I’ll call you when I can.” Kasino clasped his car keys in his palm and handed them to Trife.

Trife grabbed the keys and shoved them into his pant pocket and then began swiping his fingers across the screen of his phone as he trudged slowly back to the Grand Prix. Absentmindedly and out of habit, Trife walked to the passenger side first and stood there for a moment waiting on Kasino to open the door before remembering he was leaving his best friend behind and would be driving. He got in the car and sat for a while and then rolled down his window. 

“Ok bro, it’s on YouTube and VU Clips. You sure you wanna stay here?”

“Yeah, I think so. Thanks man, pick up the phone though when I call.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah, I got you. You make sure you don’t drop the soap nigga.” Trife rolled up the window before Kasino could jest back and pulled off.

“911, what’s you emergency?” A female dispatcher answered.

“Yeah, aye I just shot this nigga.”

“Sir, what did you say?” The voice huffed with shock or attitude, Kasino couldn’t tell which it was.

“Huh? Oh it’s cool ma’am, I’m black I’m allowed to say nigga.”

“No, no, no, before that, and what’s your location?”

“That’s right, yeah, I . . . uhm shot this dude and he seems pretty dead. He tried to whack me first and shit though. But I’m on Alhambra Boulevard in the parking lot of Club Lavish.” Kasino then terminated the call.


Chapter 2

Three feet away from Gravity’s body, Kasino sat on the pavement chain smoking cigarettes. The bravado of the “Kasino” rap guy persona was beginning to be met halfway by the characteristic traits of just regular Deon, as he became a skeptic of his own idea of staying at a homicide scene. He shoved the doubts out of his mind since it was far too late for him to make a renewed decision.

Finally two squad cars pulled up in front of him and he raised his hands, interlocking his fingers behind his head.

The cops swiftly had their guns aimed at his skull as they knelt in a crouch behind the open doors of their squad cars. “Get on the fuckin’ ground!” One of the officers screamed, astonishing Deon by the stupidity of the order.

“Uhmm ... I’m already on the ground. And look my hands are in the air too. You can go ‘head and cuff me.”

The cops were baffled by their commands being followed before being given, the way their pupils dilated and jaw muscles quaked signified that they were somehow infuriated by that.

One of the officers snapped out of the confused state, approached Deon cautiously, gun at the aim, and slapped a set of handcuffs onto his wrists.

“The dead guy’s gun is a few feet from his body and my gun, the .357 is laying on the ground too, but your squad car on my right kinda parked on the top of it.” Deon explained and was rewarded with a punch to the mouth by the cop who had just cuffed him.

“The fuck was that for?” He mumbled, spitting out strings of blood that bungeed to his chin, his split lips throbbing into expansion. He could feel them getting bigger with each breath in the sort of way a balloon does when being blown into. Another impact banged him in the brow and forced him to tilt over; a rough calloused hand caught his head before it met the pavement and pushed Deon back into an upright-seated position.

“That’s enough Turner,” the voice of the man that caught the youngster grumbled with an air of seniority to the other cop.

“But ...”, the abusive cop began to protest but stopped short of another word and instead moseyed away to move the squad car that was parked on top of one of the fire arms.

“I’m Sargent Estrada. I am going to lift you to your feet and search you. Do you have any sharp objects in your pockets I should be aware of? Also you ...” 

No matter how compassionate of a tone Sargent Estrada spoke with, the routine of being frisked, having your Miranda Rights read, and shoved in the backseat of a squad car was a demeaning and sobering one.

♦♦♦

By the time Trife made it inside of their South Sacramento apartment and powered up his laptop the video clip that he uploaded to YouTube from his phone less than twenty minutes ago was viral, having logged over 73,000 views. He wondered if the number was wrong, with that many hits the website surely would have been alerted by someone that this particular video consisted of someone dying and, should have been removed.

Anticipating the clip to be taken off the site, Trife set up several alternate accounts under different email addresses. He then dumped the clip into a simple editing program on his laptop. Within a few minutes the video had Kasino’s webpage address plastered across the bottom of the screen, until it got to the part of the shooting where Trife wanted to sacrifice none of the clarity.

He then stepped away from the laptop, massaging his knuckles which were beginning to ache from speed typing, and then walked the three-step distance that separated the living room from the kitchenette in their dingy apartment. Leaning against a counter Trife rolled a puny joint out of the meager crumbs, more leafy then budded, that lingered in the corner of a sandwich bag in his pant pocket. He then reached into one of the cupboards and pulled out a plastic bottle of low end Tequila. He poured a sailor’s serving into a tall plastic cup that bore a faded Taco Bell logo. Trife took a deep draw from the joint, held the smoke in, and raised the cup to his lips.

He was doubtful that anything good would come of his friend’s decision to turn himself in, had it been up to him they would have just followed whoever that was that left the scene in the SUV, killed them and called it a night.

Inebriation settled in and his thoughts began to ripple into memories of how they began their friendship as kids, and although Deon was three years younger than him Trife’s mother forbade them to hang out citing the former as a bad influence. It was far from the truth, they were equally as mischievous, Trife just tended to get caught more during their mayhem missions whereas Deon generally came away smelling like a rose. Trife chuckled lightly at the retrospection and waddled into the living room to the laptop, glancing at the screen he almost spit up his drink.

The footage of the shooting had accumulated close to an additional 200,000 views during the time he spent in the kitchen at intoxication’s tollbooth. Trife then checked the view count on the video feeds of the actual rap battles and saw that they have soared in hits as well.

Comments on the Kasino rap battle clips were piling up with flattering dialog like; “Incredible”, “He’s so dope,” “Why am I just now hearing about him?” It being the internet of course there were also random racist rants and religious messages in the comment boxes, but for the most part it appeared that Kasino was gaining fans. Many and fast.

Ol’ slick half breed ass nigga, if they don’t lock you up this could be your big break. This could actually be your big break. 

Trife roared loudly in laughter at the thought and raised his cup as if toasting to a ghost in the room.

He reached for his phone to reassure himself that the ringer was on its highest volume. Satisfied that it was, Trife began punching the keys on the laptop, transforming into the marketing rep that Deon referred to him as in jest only an hour ago. First using his friend’s password to log onto his social media pages, and then confirming the follows and friends requests that have been stock piling. Realizing there is no way he could keep up with the onslaught of people gridlocking the Facebook account he began responding to emails instead. One email in particular made his mouth gape open. It included a phone number; Trife stopped all his other actions and dialed it.

♦ ♦♦

Upon arrival at the downtown precinct, Deon was expedited to the interrogation vault. The bare room felt as cold as a sunken ship, constant gusts of artificial wind from an A.C. unit raised prickles on his skin as he waited on the arrival of the interviewing detectives whom he assumed were watching him on camera like on the “Snitch TV shows.” To his own surprise he yawned and within a minute he drifted to sleep, the adrenaline burst of his near death experience counter acting its previous effects.

The loud echoing slap of a manila folder being slammed on the table next to his face snapped him awake.

“Sorry to disturb you Mr. Brooks, you seem to be sleeping quite easily after blowing another man’s brains out.”

Deon gazed up, his face flushed with heat and the hums of the fluorescent lights sounding like a swarm of jousting insects. Squinting his eyes he appraised the man addressing him; a tall, fortyish white male with receding, cardboard brown hair, cut low. Wearing a suit that was almost the same color as his hair.

“It’s been a long day,” Deon moaned, then hoped the response wasn’t as smug as it sounded a second after it left his mouth. The way the detective’s face folded told Deon that it was.

“And in that long day arresting officer Estrada read you your rights?”

“Yup.”

“You understood those rights?”

“Yup.”

“Do you wish to have a lawyer present?”

“Nope.”

Detective Porter arched wrinkles across his forehead when his suspect waved legal counsel and moved his mouth to form the words before a smile could creep from his lips “Alright, I see in your file you grew up in Nedra Courts; are Garden Block affiliated; just turned twenty years old, happy C-day eh? Hehehe, ... let’s see a few misdemeanors; oh you have an older brother serving time, guess you’ll be seeing him pretty soon since you jumped right into the big leagues. First-degree murder and you declined legal counsel, works for me. Would you like to tell me what happened?”

“YouTube.”

“Huh?”

“The whole thing is on YouTube, go look at it.” Deon spoke up with alertness, “And can I have a cigarette, you know, in place of a lawyer and shit?”

Detective Porter, who had yet to give his name to Deon, swiped his fingers across the screen of his phone in the manner as if he was brushing something disgusting away, adding to the effect where his lips turned stiffly downward. 

“What am I searching for?” He asked once he was on the site.

Deon paused for a moment not knowing what Trife wrote for the video description, going on a hunch he said, “Try Kasino, spelled with a K, bodies Gravity after rap battle, really any combination of our stage names should pull it up.”

Porter nodded his head. Several video clips popped up on his phone’s screen, he tapped on the first one of the selections that came up. His eyes narrowed on the screen as the video buffered, he dug his right arm in his pant pocket and slid a lighter and a pack of cigarettes to Deon on the opposite side of the table.

Deon lit a cigarette. Once he heard the familiar dialog and tone of his own voice that he recorded just an hour or so ago blaring out of the phone, he blew out a large puff of smoke in relief. After watching the clip twice, Detective Porter glared up at him with distaste. 

“Too bad I can’t charge you for being a morbid, tasteless asshole. Of course I will see to it that this video will be removed, so I hope you enjoyed your 200k views. Your gun, do you have a permit to carry it?”

“Oh shit. Did you say 200 thousand hits?” Deon almost drowned on air.

“Yes. And if you repost that crap I’ll charge you with tampering with evidence. Now do you have a permit to carry that weapon?

“Not to carry, but it is registered to me.”

“That’s not good enough. I’ll write it up and have some papers for you to sign. It’s the least I can do.” Detective Porter grumbled.

“Psssh ... You mean it’s the most you can do. What about my face, though? One of your punk ass officers hit me in my shit.” Knowing that papers for you to sign implied he would be paying a fine and going home made the brashness of the Kasino persona resurface.

“Fuck you, kid. What kinda “killa” cries over a black eye?”

Porter all but spat on the ground and slammed the door shut on his way out, leaving Deon alone in the interrogation room.

“200 thousand hits. If he ain’t pulling my leg then that means I’m famous. Shit, let him take the video down, I’ll repost it anyway. Ain’t no way he can charge me with tampering with evidence on something that wasn’t a crime.”

An officer came in to escort the beaming youngster to the releasing area.


Chapter 3

Deon was so giddy he almost found himself obnoxious as he paced the parking lot while waiting on Trife to pick him up. He wanted so badly to check his social media pages and see the view count for himself but his phone died while he was in the precinct. Finally he heard the distinctive pneumonia gargle of his Grand Prix.

He high tailed towards the approaching vehicle and climbed in, “Hit it, cuzzo, this place gives me the creeps.” Deon mumbled.

Trife studied Deon’s face as the dome light came on from the door being opened, “Looks like this place gives you a swollen eye too. What happened nigga, you got to fightin’ with some niggas in there?” Trife asked after he pulled off.

“Nah, one of the pigs got on my ass a lil’ bit.” Deon answered nonchalantly, while reclining in his seat.

The reflection of a stop light drenching the interior of the vehicle in red gave Trife the look of a youthful Lucifer, “Coward ass bitches. One day a nigga gon’ molotov that slimy fuckin’ precinct.” The light turned green, and as if there was a correlation between his demeanor and the emerald hues, Trife lit up with a grin. “Bro you want the good news first or the great news first?”

“Yeah the interrogation copper said the video had like 200k views, is that true?” Deon pried.

“Yup, but dig this, the folks at Netgoons.com wanna do a webcam interview with you like ASAP and then Avarice fuckin’ Records had a label rep email me. I told them I was coming to get you and they said they’d call back.”

“You shittin’ me?” Deon piped.

“I’m dead serious. But, shit man, with that big ass shiner on your face you wanna try to reschedule with Netgoons.com?”

“Hell nah, that shit will make the interview more memorable. Aye, let’s stop at Jack in the Crack right quick though, I’m hungry as fuck.” Deon announced and then noticed that the gas meter was bouncing on E. “Damn bruh, you coulda put some petro in this thang.”

“Huh? With what money? My last lil’ bit of cash went to some dank we smoked. Shit, you got that 2 hun’ from the battle prize, stop being stingy nigga.”

“I wish I did. I had to pay a 185 dollar fine for having my gun on me without a concealed weapons permit. And after I cashed out on it them slick bitches still kept my strap talkin’ ‘bout pending further investigation, like they knew I was finna use it to get that lil’ bit of money right back. Don’t trip though, I’ll put 10 in the tank, and we’ll spend the other 5 at a burger joint.” Deon narrated.

“Fo’ sho’, well I still got two rocks left that we can spend once we get ‘em sold before it fucks up the re-up. Trust me when I say we won’t be broke for much longer.” Trife prophesized as he pulled off the freeway exit and towards a gas station.

♦ ♦♦

Inside a plush condo located in New York City’s affluent Chelsey Piers neighborhood, Michael Gottschalk, a top tier executive of Avarice Records was awakened by the ringing of his cell phone. He rolled over in his bed and half consciously placed his pillow over his head.

The intrusive blaring continued right through the pillow and into his ears. When he couldn’t take it any longer he fumbled his hands onto the nightstand, grabbed his phone, swiped ignore across the screen and set it back down. Take that.

It rung again instantly. Fine. He answered the call warning that, “This better be good, it’s eight fifteen a.m.”

“Sir, this is Clarence. I apologize for calling so early but this is epic. I’ve come across an internet sensation that surely will be snatched up by a competitor if we don’t grab him.”

“What is it that makes this so huge?” Michael squelched, still very much out of it.

“I just sent you a text with a link, watch it and then tell me ...”

Michael hung up on his assistant in mid speech, and then clicked on the link within the text message he referred to.

After watching the video of a young black kid, who identified himself as a rapper named Kasino, blowing some other guy’s head off, Michael knew why the call went directly to him. He called his assistant back right away.

“Clarence, I want him. Fly him out and give him the Atlanta treatment. I’ll have my jet take me down there now.”

“Gotcha’ covered. I knew you’d love this and guess what, not that it matters much, but this dude can actually rap his ass off.”

Michael hung up the phone on his assistant again. Sitting on the edge of his bed letting his feet sink deep into the plush carpet he smiled, then rose up and walked over to a wet bar set in the corner of the decadent bedroom.

On a floor shelf inside one of the wet bar’s cupboards was a secret compartment that contained a tiny safe. It was slightly bigger in circumference than a credit card and ¼ inch thick. Needlepoint holes on its front surface made up the shape of a triangle. He placed his left eye in front of the object; red lights flashed out of the holes and scanned his pupils.

Three seconds later the safe unfolded and a kaleidoscope toned light arched out of its center and directly into his mouth, making it look like he was regurgitating a miniature rainbow into his hands. He spoke quietly and slowly. 

“I found us another shepherd.”

Michael put a fist over his mouth, the lights shut off, and the metal safe clasped itself closed.

♦ ♦♦

In an expansive room that was located within a rock labyrinth, 500 miles beneath Mt. Archulete in Dulce, New Mexico sat a figure within a shadowy nook. An all-black snake, black eyes, black belly, black tongue–the girth of a lumberjacks thigh slept on the ground in what looked like a lover’s embrace with a Komodo dragon, also all black.

A triangular device that was wedged into a stone column of another room beeped and emitted a light which crisscrossed around corners until it reached the area where the figure sat quietly, motionless, and splattered a message made up of a coded alphabet into the air. The figure nodded its head slightly and the message disappeared.

♦ ♦♦

At home in their scant South Sacramento apartment Deon was engaged in a webcam interview with a D.J. Crass of Netgoons.com

“Looks like you’ve been in a bit of a scuffle since the now infamous video we’ve seen, how did that come about?”

“A Sac PD officer named Turner banged on me while I was in cuffs; you know the American way of things and shit.” Deon was in full ‘sell the Kasino character mode’ winking his swollen dark purple eye at the small camera hooked onto the top of Trife’s age old, pawn shop lap top.

“Are you worried about any retribution form Gravity’s people?” DJ Crass probed.

“Shit nah, you see what I’m doin’–chillin’ at home, here at Nedra Courts which is gang land fo’ real, youknowwhatI’msayin’. Them hip hop niggas ain’t tryna come to the turf.” Kasino boasted.

At this moment Trife came up behind him and leaned forward into the webcam’s view, flicking gang signs with one hand and holding a cheeseburger with the other saying, “Welcome to the South Side Gardens where we dust niggas off, and then go get cheeseburgers and tell the cashier lady ‘don’t put no ma’fuckin’ onions on my shit, but some extra ketchup would be nice though ma’am’.” Deon crackled in laughter as well then fixed his face into a look of seriousness.

“The man you shot was pronounced dead at the scene. How do you feel about that and what made you post it online?”

“Really man, I only asked Trife to post it so that I wouldn’t go to prison youknowwhatI’msayin’. I knew that if the footage got lost,” Deon paused to make cynical air quotation marks with his fingers, “by the D.A. I woulda been fucked. By posting it I have witnesses all over the world. Now don’t get me wrong, it’s awful a man lost his life I just didn’t wanna die either.”

Trife shoved his face back into the camera, cutting Deon off. “Man, fuck that nigga bruh, I’ll say it, he got what he signed up for. He pulled a pistol with all intentions of murkin’ my homie and that shit jus’ backfired.”

D.J. Crass cleared his throat, “Why do you think, outside of the west coast underground scene, there hasn’t been a huge rapper out of your city?”

“To be honest, and as stupid as it sounds, I believe that the industry is afraid to let actual gangsters do gangster rap. Case in point, Sac Town put out a roster with the likes of X-Raided, Brotha Lynch, C-Bo, Killa Tay, T-Nutty, Luni Corleone, and many others and all the street shit they rap about can be vouched for. But instead the record labels want to create stars out of people like the nigga that was exposed as a former correctional guard yet he rappin’ about all that kingpin shit. And they say he makes great music but I’ll never know, I’m a self-respecting criminal for Christ’s sake, I’ll be damned if I support a ma’fucka that treats the street life I live like it’s a fashion statement, like it’s a jus’ a punk ass t-shirt you take on and off when it’s convenient.” Deon become uncharacteristically upset, the more he spoke the angrier he got.

The interviewing D.J. Crass looked like he was put at discomfort by Deon’s rant, “You know I got to stay neutral on the subject ... but how about a freestyle?”

“I thought you’d never ask ... yeah ... yeah ... peep game ... yeah ...” As Kasino was bobbing his head and prepping a rhythm in his mind to rap to, Trife’s phone rang. He answered and two seconds later his eyes expanded, he quickly trotted off to his bedroom to take the call. Kasino lit a Newport, found a cadence in his head and freestyled.

“Try me with that soft shit and I will off your offspring/ send your ass to church like Napoleon Kaufman/ but you’ll be in a coffin/ while I’m coughin’ on weed that’s costly ‘till my lungs fold and soften/And I’m plottin’ to hell with extortion/ I know a black market auction in Oregon/ where I can slang body organs/ in small portions for a small fortune/ Come home wit’ some Jordans and a small Porsche/ yeah I now I’m hella morbid/ with the sick jokes, but bitches say I’m gorgeous/ when I sniff blow wit’ my pisshole ...”

Trife rushed out of the bedroom, his phone gripped tightly around his hands as if it was a sacred sword and when he got to Deon he covered his mouth with his free hand to cut off his performance, “Bruh, chill that is enough. This shit ain’t free no more; we got a deal. Nigga we got a record deal.” Trife blurted out with electrified energy.

Too amped up into his raps to take in fully what his friend announced, the taller Kasino swiped Trife’s hand from his mouth and without losing rhythm fell back into verse.

“Trife’s right, I don’t freestyle I spit mixtapes/at a fixed rate/to the viewers at home: Quit lookin’ at my crib with distaste/I already know this place/is a disgrace/ Disclaimer; don’t kiss your girl on the lips for the next six days/unless you wanna be able to dictate/how my kids taste when I’m shit faced/I’m jus’ playin’/... you know if I really was to hop in ya baby mamas/I’d wrap my cock in 6 hunnid 66 condoms/have my dick lookin’ like a zombie Bin Laden/I’m jus’ a downtrodden/terrorist of narrative/Even my therapist said it’s imperative/to compare me with/a Kaiser Sosé of word play/watch me crack a vertebrate/with every eighth word I say/one verse gave me a murder case/in thirty different states.”

“Kasino we got a deal. We got a deal; shut the fuck up man, damn.” It took Trife to yell it three more times before Deon was able to spring out of his trance.

“What you say?”

“Bruh, Avarice Records wants to sign you. They want you so bad that they’re flying us both out to Atlanta in a couple of hours. They already, texted me the flight itineraries and everything.” Trife rambled.

“We did it. We fuckin’ did it!” Deon hugged Trife in blissful disbelief.

On the lap top screen D.J. Crass begun to clear his throat, but the gesture went unnoticed by the two comrades who had completely forgotten about the interview.

“Well, this is D.J. Crass signing off now, to the folks at home who streamed this interview live you just witnessed hip hop history, Kasino getting a call from Avarice Records. This kid is beyond the truth, this feed was like a mini-movie. When this video is replayed and shared on other sites remember that Netgoons.com gave you this exclusive. Congratulations on the deal Kasino, and to Trife as well.” He waited a few more moments to be noticed but when a curious cockroach crawled onto the lens of the camera, it was apparent the interview was a wrap.


Chapter 4

Leaving out the door the only thing that Deon took with him was a backpack containing some CDs to give away. Dawn was setting in and the lack of sleep had steam rolled his wits into a flat sheet of nothingness. The steps outside of their third floor apartment felt like they were four feet steep instead of the ten inches they actually were, which caused him to hold on to the hand rail like a small child holds a parent’s hand.

“Damn bro, I forgot to charge my phone. I wish they woulda gave us an extra day so that I coulda had Mike come with us.” Deon mumbled with irritation.

“Mike who?” Trife questioned.

“Kaveo, he does contracts over at C-Way. My Mama knows him and trusts him. Or the homie Dividen of Turf Mob Music, he coulda gave us some pointers of what to look for too.”

“Ah, bruh don’t even worry. When we get there we’re gonna tell them to kick you eighty million bucks and they gonna do it, god dammit.” Trife emphasized.

They reached the bottom of the staircase and Deon began patting his pockets for his car keys with a dreamy effort.

“Come on homie, I still have the keys. Duh. I’ll drive, you’re hella wrecked right now.” Trife sped up the pace leading to the car and called over his shoulder, “Homeboy you better get used to this rock-star-no sleep shit.”

“Hell yeah,” Deon replied with a low monotonous tone barely above a whisper.

They got to the vehicle and Deon slinked into the passenger seat. The rattling cough of the engine turning over lulled him to an immediate sleep, and in what seemed like a five second time period he found himself being awaken by the intrusive beep a of a pay-to-park ticketing machine.

“How we ‘sposed to pay for that?” Deon muttered groggily as Trife placed the ticket stub onto the dashboard who laughed at the question.

“Nigga, we’re not, let ‘em tow it. When we get back to Sac you gon’ have a gold plated helicopter on forty-inch rims and shit. Fuck the bucket, say it with me bro. Fuck the bucket.”

After chanting the ode a few times in unison they cracked up loudly in laughter as if they were third graders experimenting with vulgar language. They hiked it from the parking garage to the ticketing terminal of Sacramento International Airport where they picked up their first class tickets and shortly thereafter boarded their flight without hassle. They both slept through the entirety of the flight.

Atlanta’s Hartfield Jackson Airport was bustling with commuters. Having no luggage, they maneuvered through the crowd making a game of hurdling over suitcases being rolled by passengers and doing spin moves through tight wedges of people. It was Deon who spotted a neon orange, paper sign that read “KASINO” in bold black font that was being held in the air by an elderly black male wearing a black trench coat and driver’s cap.

Trife saw the sign too and proudly blared out, “That’s OUR driver.”

When they approached the man he slyly glanced at a photo of the young rapper taped to the back of the sign, confirming that it was his designated passenger stepping toward him he bowed his head and lowered the sign.

“Hope y’all gentlemens had a pleasant flight. My name is Willie and I’ll be y’alls driver today. If ye jus’ falla me, I’ll getcha to da meeting promptly.” The driver declared and smiled. Crow’s feet at the edges of his almond eyes danced with his words.

“Wow, this is really happening. They got us an actual chauffeur with a lil’ black hat on his head and shit and everything.” Deon mused full of upbeat excitement. 

As they followed Willie the driver, Trife was yanking his head every which way, grinning, and winking his eyes at attractive women. Meanwhile, Deon zoned out into a habitual game of his where he’d rhyme random words just loud enough for himself to hear; “Chauffeur, poster, growth spurt, locster, yogurt, no sir, throw dirt, holster ...”

Willie ushered them to an escalator that led them to a parking garage underneath the airport when Deon heard a high-pitched voice exclaim; “Hey you’re that dude. Kasino the YouTube shooter.”

When he spotted the owner of the statement it was a young white kid beckoning for his attention, flanked by his business-garbed parents who bore an embarrassed impression on their faces.

“Yeah, that’s me.” Deon replied unaccustomed to being recognized in public by complete strangers.

“I’m sorry, sometimes he just blurts things out.” The woman who appeared to be the boy’s mother said apprehensively while gently putting her palms over the child’s mouth.

“It’s alright ma’am. I’m a gospel singer. Is it ok if I give him a CD?” Deon said while unhinging one of his arms from the backpack he wore and dug out a promotional CD. The young boy shook loose form his mother’s grip and took the item from Deon’s hand and bellowed out a, “Cooool.” The father said “Thanks,” but the mother maintained the look of discomfort on her face. Once they reached the bottom of the escalator and were out of earshot of the family, Deon and Trife were laughing wildly at the fib of telling the parent’s it was a gospel CD.
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