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Michael L. Haggen This one’s for you!




Warning comes before destruction.


—Pastor Eric F. Mitchell





CHAPTER ONE



Q drove away from the bank, not knowing what to do. He hated the ground Red walked on and wished that Bacon would have killed her when he had the chance. Red had played him the entire time. She had known that the check she presented to him was no good. It was $1.6 million worth of lies. She knew that he had stopped hustling, and she knew that he was counting on this money to tide them over and to get things going on the business tip. She had promised him that the money didn’t mean a thing, and that she would give it all up to be with him. And he had fallen for it hook, line and sinker. He had listened to her bullshit, but now he realized that her word was as worthless as the voided check he held in his hand. “You scandalous, triflin’ bitch,” Q bit out through his gritted teeth.


A single beep rang from his cell phone. Q looked at it; one missed call from Detective Thomas.


“What the fuck he want?” Q asked, irritated.


Thomas had been calling him for the past couple of days, but Q had never returned his calls. He was tired of Thomas’s badgering and accusations. He was tired of going over the same shit with him on different days. Q was tired of him, period.


Q drove to the closest liquor store. He needed something strong enough to wash out the disgusting taste Red left in his mouth. Afterward he hightailed it back to the loft. He wanted to be there when Red came home for the evening so he could kick her ass out of his house and his life, permanently.


Once inside the loft, Q plopped down on the couch. He was mentally exhausted. Shaking his head in disgust, he looked around at the décor and thought about Red. He began drinking at the mere thought of her.


An hour later, Q was feeling real good and on chill mode. Just as he laid his head back and the heaviness of his eyelids began to take over, he was startled by a loud noise.


“Wha . . . whadefuckisdat?” he slurred heavily. His head drooped forward and he saw a now-empty bottle of Martel. “Stoppit,” he slurred again, looking at the bottle until he realized it was the phone ringing. He reached over to the end table with a heavy hand to pick up the cordless phone.


“Yella,” he answered.


“Mr. Carter?”


“Who wans ta know?” Q’s tongue felt four inches thick and his face felt numb.


“This is Detective Thomas. I need to see you about Ezekiel’s murder. I just got a hold of the toxicology report and there’s something I think you’d be interested in knowing.”


“Yeah . . . yeah . . .” Q sighed. The detective had been calling him nonstop, bugging him about Zeke’s death since it happened. The questioning soon turned into something Q wasn’t comfortable with. It was as if the detective were trying to accuse him of having something to do with Zeke’s death—or, at the very least, knowing who did.


“I also think you need to know we found a vid—”


“You know what you need to know?” Q spoke boldly into the phone.


“What, Mr. Carter? Do you have something that can help with the case?” Detective Thomas said eagerly.


“You need to know that you are an annoying-ass nigga. You and all your wannabe cop cronies. You can kiss my ass and do your own fucking work.” Q pressed the “off” button.


•  •  •


Bacon yanked Red’s head back until it couldn’t go any farther. He wanted to snap her neck so bad that his dick started to get hard. He had finally gotten his hands on her and it felt good. Knowing that money was a big motivator for Red, Bacon had browsed the local real estate listings under Gomez Realty, disguising his voice and then posing as a prospective client with an offer he knew she couldn’t refuse. After he mentioned that he had a sizable down payment for the property he liked, Red had suggested the property on Colonnade and made an appointment to meet him there. Just like he knew she would, Red took the bait—but he couldn’t believe that she actually had the nerve to come back to his crib, the crib she had previously tried to sell, the same crib she had been fucking other niggas up in, the very same crib she now was trying to sell him. Bacon glared over at the king-size bed and grew even angrier. He could imagine Red being in his master bedroom, in his bed, with other men, while he had been on lockdown struggling to survive. She was supposed to be wifey, supposed to have held him down, but she didn’t, and now she would answer for everything that she had done.


“Bacon, please,” Red cried quietly. A tear rolled down her cheek.


Bacon stared coldly at her, let out an evil cackle and stood. Smack! He backhanded her.


“Bacon!” Red cried out and clasped her cheek.


Smack! He backhanded her again.


Red shot him a poisoned look. Not only had he slapped her once but the bastard had hit her twice. She rose to her feet.


“Bitch, I ain’t say you can get up!” Bacon slapped her again, causing her to stumble. “You move when I say you can move!”


She got back on the floor.


“You dirty bitch!” Bacon shouted and raised his hand to her again.


Red was cold with fear. She hadn’t seen this side of Bacon in quite a while.


“Now crawl!” he commanded.


With the back of her hand, Red wiped away the tears that were streaming down like a river. “B-Bacon, you been watching too much TV.” She recalled how he liked this particular scene in the movie Sparkle, but she couldn’t play it out for him.


“That’s all I had time to do when I was locked down while you was spending all my shit! So bitch, I said crawl.” Bacon pointed his .357 Magnum at her. “Or die.”


Red knew she should have taken his guns out of the safe when she first thought about it, but now it was too late.


With the gun still pointed at her, Bacon reached and pulled a blue bag off the bed and opened it. Red stayed in the position she was in. Bacon reached into the bag, grabbed a stack of money and threw it down near his feet. Red eyeballed the money. Bacon reached again and threw another stack down next to the first one. Red recognized the band colors that held the money, and calculated that he had just dropped 50 g’s right in front of her.


“You know you want this,” Bacon taunted her. “Now you know what it’s like to be broke, huh? Crawl!”


Red began crawling.


Bacon reached into the bag and dropped more stacks of money on the floor.


Red crawled more. Your available balance is $1. Now you know what’s it’s like to be broke, huh? echoed repeatedly in her head. Everything she had been through was for nothing. She was back at square one, back to having nothing. Nada. She struggled her entire life to make a way for herself in a world that had been stacked against her, and now her entire life’s struggle had been reduced to nothing, she miserably thought. She was now once again in survival mode. She had to get through this. She had to get through this and rebuild. Red was determined not to be like her mother and have to depend on a drunken abuser when she was older. She would do whatever she had to do now to en-sure that her life turned out differently.


Red crawled along and stopped when she reached his feet. Bacon reached in his back pocket and pulled out a piece of paper, then looked down at Red.


“What was that bullshit you said to me before?” he asked.


“What are you talking about?” Red looked up at him with questioning eyes. “Can we talk about this? You acting weird, Bacon—you know this ain’t like you.”


Laughing at Red’s crazy remark, Bacon read aloud in a stentorian voice:


Dear Bacon,


Or, in your case, should I say Dear John? This is the letter you been begging for.


Well, let’s see. It would be virtually impossible for you to kick my ass, seeing as how you will be an old and gray bastard when you come home. You dick is so little that I can’t believe you ever wear a size 12 shoe. There goes that myth. When I first met you I sized you up real good and I knew the dick was going to be swinging. Boy, was I wrong. I guess that teaches me not to judge a book by its cover, or a dick by its shoe size.


I hope with all the free time on your hands you now realize that I never loved you. As quiet as it was kept, I didn’t even like you. Before you got locked up I couldn’t even stand the sight of your ugly face, and let’s not discuss the revolting sound of your voice.


“Bacon, I told you I—”


He skipped down to the next paragraph and read, “ ‘Your partner Stan’s cum tastes like ice cream in my mouth.’ ” He skipped down further. “ ‘I got your loot, you took the case, now press that bunk and do that muthafuckin’ time.’ ”


Bacon’s hand began to crumple the paper as he read, “ ‘My new man and I reap all the benefits . . . get you a boyfriend, let him suck your dick and leave me the fuck alone.’ ”


Bacon unfastened his pants and allowed them to fall to the floor. “Stan’s cum tastes like ice cream, huh?” He grabbed a handful of Red’s hair and forced her head to his smelly crotch. “Suck my dick, you dirty bitch.”


Red instinctively moved her face away and Bacon knew why. Prior to meeting her at the house, he’d made a run by Foxy’s, fucked her real good in her ass and didn’t wash his dick afterward. He figured that was something Red could do for him.


“Open up,” he sang as he waved his flaccid member in front of her. He caressed the side of her face with his .357 and kept the barrel of the gun right at her temple. “Bitch, I said open up,” Bacon grunted through tightly closed teeth and Red knew he wasn’t playing with her.


What the fuck am I doing? Red asked herself when she opened her mouth to take him in.


“Bite me and I swear, you’re dead,” Bacon warned.


Reluctantly, Red began to suck his dick. The taste of it was wretched enough, but the smell almost made her gag. Got this nigga’s nasty-ass dick in my mouth. I gotta get outta here. This nigga gonna kill me. Lord, please help me.


“Suck it, bitch. Suck my muthafuckin’ dick like you sucked Stan’s and all them other niggas you had strollin’ up in my crib.” He angrily shoved his dick farther in her mouth when he emphasized my crib.


The more Red sucked the softer his dick seemed to become. Bacon began grinding his groin into her face until the feeling of relief took over his body as he let go of a warm liquid. “Yeah, drink it up, ho,” he said as he peed in her mouth.


Red snatched her head back and shouted, “You grimy bastard!”


Bacon hissed at the pleasure of relieving himself but quickly grabbed his dick and finished by aiming the flow of pee on Red’s face. Her body had been violated before, but she had never felt like this. She had been forced to suck a nasty, stinky-ass dick and drink urine. Red was even more convinced now that Bacon was crazy and was certain that he was going to kill her.





CHAPTER TWO



What it taste like?” Bacon grinned at her with a demented look on his face. “It taste better than Stan’s cum?”


Bacon loved forcing Red into submission. He wanted her to suck his dick again just on the strength of being able to make her do it but he had other business to take care of.


“Now, get the fuck up!” he shouted.


Red slowly stood up and he motioned for her to get on the bed. “Bacon, I don’t—”


“Bitch, I don’t wanna fuck yo’ piss-drankin’ ass. I wanna play a little game with you; now sit down.” He patted the bed next to him.


Hesitantly, she did as she was told.


“You heard of the game Russian roulette, right?”


Red nodded.


“Well, I got one bullet in here”—he waved his .357 in front of her—“and you have some choices to make.”


Red looked at him and angrily rolled her eyes. Instinctively, Bacon grabbed her hair and jerked her head backward.


“Do that shit again, and I’ll break it,” Bacon warned, nodding toward her neck. He released her hair when it looked like she checked her attitude. “Now,” he continued in a calm tone, “this game is called Life or Death.”


Red held his stare through tear-filled eyes. “Why are you doing this to me?”


Bacon cocked his head to the side and stared at her. “After all you did, you got the nerve to ask me that?” He shook his head in disbelief. “That shit was fucked up, but I still love you, ma.”


“You sure got a fucked-up way of showing it!” Red spat. She swung at the gun, trying to knock it away.


Bacon grabbed her hair again, only tighter.


“Word on the street had it you were asking about me.”


“Asking about you? Huh . . . I don’t think so.”


Bacon shook his head. “You really think I’m still that same stupid Bacon you knew before he got locked up, huh? You stole from me when I gave you whatever you wanted. You disrespected my house and . . . I should just . . .” Bacon reached toward her throat. He wanted to choke the life out of her, but he stopped. “I can’t blame you, Red, for doing what you did. I mean, I was gone for a while, but you got sloppy, and worse, you got greedy. Even before I went in I knew you were on some bullshit, but you were so cool about it, I let that shit slide. But you got sloppy when you figured I wasn’t getting out. But surprise,” he sang, “I’m back and I got more than you could ever want.”


“I don’t want you or what you have, Bacon.”


Instantly, Bacon let Red’s hair go and gently turned her face toward him. “I can give you the world, Red. Anything you want . . . it’s yours.”


“I don’t need you because I have my own,” she retorted.


“No, you don’t. I know it and so do you.”


“You don’t know shit, Bacon.”


He chuckled. “You really think so?”


“I know so.”


“This is gonna be fun,” he mumbled under his breath and swiped at his nose. “Just for the record, I know everything.”


“You obviously want to tell me something, Bacon, so tell me what you think you know.”


“Okay. First of all, you lied.”


“About what?” Red knew that whatever he threw out at her, she’d be able to worm her way out of it, so she didn’t trip.


“The baby that you claimed was mine wasn’t mine.”


“That’s a lie.”


“No, it’s not,” Bacon replied calmly. “Actually, you didn’t know whose it was, Red. Mine or that pretty-ass nigga’s, because he thought it was his, too.” Red’s heart beat faster as she stared at Bacon. He continued. “How you gonna let another nigga nut all up in yo’ pussy, then have me go behind him?”


“I ain’t make you do shit, Bacon. I ain’t wanna fuck you in the first place and you knew that,” Red reminded him. She remembered the encounter like it was yesterday. He had her sneak into a restroom, and then he bent her over a toilet and stuck his dick into her dry pussy. The rough, dry sex had given him pleasure but gave her pain. Him cumming inside her had definitely turned her life upside down.


“You may not have wanted to fuck me but you did. The fucked-up thing is, Red, you came to me with some bullshit wanting me to kill someone who killed our baby.” Bacon laughed. “Our baby?”


“Yes, our baby . . .” Red started. Why she continued to defend the idea, she didn’t know, but she knew that she needed to calm him down.


“Red, you’re a ho. Who knows whose baby it was?” Bacon asked with a shrug. “I can’t claim what I don’t know is mine so I ain’t fucking with nobody over it. You should have died when that bastard died.”


Red lowered her head.


“Secondly, you stole from me,” he continued.


“Bacon, you left me in charge of things. I had to have money to take care of what I needed. That’s not stealing.”


Bacon became angry at her allegations. “Don’t tell me that you didn’t rip me off. You not telling me what you’re using my money for is stealing. It’s not like I would have said no and you know that. You took advantage of a brotha being down thinking I wouldn’t find out about it. But you know what? I took back everything that you took from me and then some. The money from Triple Crown, your bank account and the little business you own . . . it’s all mine now.”


“What you mean, it’s all yours now?”


“You don’t remember signing the quitclaim deed?” He shoved the papers in her face. “Same shit you did to me, Red, I did it to you.”


Red thought about what she had just been told and her fist flew at him. “How the fuck you gon’ take my money out of my fuckin’ account . . . take my business . . . you dirty bastard!”


Bacon blocked her blows.


“How the fuck you do that to me?” he yelled, holding her wrists. “Now you know what the shit feels like. I had to start from rock bottom all because of you.” Bacon realized that he was close to breaking her wrists, so he eased his grip. “Now, do you wanna know how you can redeem yourself? This will wipe out your debt and we’ll be equal. The prize comes with unlimited money, but it requires loyalty. Loyalty or death, Red, which one do you choose?”


“Fuck you, Bacon! I hope you die, you dirty ugly bastard!”


“A nine-to-five ain’t you, Red,” Bacon told her, ignoring what she said. “You were made to be wifey. We can go anywhere in the world and start all over, baby. Just me and you. So . . . what’s it going to be? Death?” Bacon cocked the gun. “Or loyalty?”


Red realized Bacon was serious. She gulped and hesitated before speaking up in a whisper. “Loyalty.”





CHAPTER THREE



Detective Thomas got into his car and decided to go to Q’s. He had information for him that he thought would be helpful, plus he had a search warrant for the loft. A security camera had videotaped the comings and goings the night Zeke was killed. He saw Q enter the building, then an older woman. Not long after the older woman was seen on video, Red appeared. Detective Thomas noticed that after Q and the woman left, he saw Zeke enter the building as well. According to the tape, approximately 20 minutes passed before Red walked swiftly toward the exit. Later, Q arrived, then shortly afterward the police and the ambulance. Thomas knew Red was hiding something when she’d slipped up and mentioned murder in connection with Zeke’s death, but he needed more.


A man as young as Zeke, without any known medical problems . . . for him to die an early death was very suspicious. Now Detective Thomas had proof.


•  •  •


Bacon and Red arrived at the loft within a half hour. Swiftly, Bacon parked his Range Rover and looked over at Red. She had tears in her eyes.


“Loyalty, remember?” he said to her. “And everything you could possibly want will be yours. No matter how dirty you are, you still wifey material, Red, and on the real, do what I ask and we can charge it to the game, not your heart, feel me? Now come on, let’s do the damn thing.”


Slowly, Red emerged from the vehicle and walked into the building, heading toward the elevators. Bacon followed behind her, watching her every movement closely. He had to make sure she didn’t turn on him. Even though she chose loyalty over death, he wasn’t stupid. Red was still a dirty bitch and he didn’t put anything past her.


Red ignored the doorman’s greeting as she looked at the two elevator cars in front of her. They both seemed to take their own sweet time returning to the main floor after she pushed the button.


Not making it obvious that they were together, Bacon took out his cell phone and began to fidget with it.


Both elevators arrived at the same time, and Red stepped into the first one then turned around as the door began to close. Bacon slid in right before it closed.


“You ready for this?” Bacon asked as the car began to crawl higher to their destination.


Red nodded.


“Let me hear you say it again, Red,” Bacon demanded. “What do you choose?”


“Loyalty,” Red told him softly. She couldn’t believe that she was doing this. She couldn’t believe that she was rolling with Bacon once again. Even if it was just until she could escape, five minutes was too long to her. Bacon was scum.


Loyalty is right, Red thought. Q has done so much for me and I can’t forget that. He risked his life for me. If that ain’t loyalty, I can’t say what is, but Bacon . . . he can give me the life I want, but would he risk his life for me? She looked at Bacon, who had impaled her with hard eyes. The elevator continued to climb, now almost at its destination.


The ding alerted Red that she’d finally reached her floor. The elevator doors parted slowly and she stepped off with Bacon behind her.


Walking slowly toward the door of her home, Red decided to do something out of the ordinary. Maybe Q will pick up that something is wrong, Red hoped. She needed to warn him. Maybe he’ll call the cops or security or grab his gun and save me, she prayed silently. She needed to give Q a chance but she didn’t want him to get caught slipping. Bacon was a grimy-ass killer, and if Q got in the way, she was sure that Bacon would take it to the maximum. Bacon slinked off to the side, out of view, while Red knocked on the front door and rang the bell. Moments later, Q opened it and Red walked in.


“Damn, what you been doin’ up in here?” she asked. It smelled like a distillery.


“You . . . I can’t believe you would do all of the shit you’ve done to me, Red,” Q slurred, talking with no obvious purpose.


“What are you talking about?”


“I know how you played Kera and your girl Sasha. I know about the pee test you did and you wasn’t even pregnant. If you just wanted money, all you had to do was say it, but naw, you decided to play games. Then when your ass did get knocked up, you told me and that nigga Bacon it was ours. You a no-good, scandalous bitch and you ain’t never gonna change, Red. You’re still dirty.”


“Q, you’re drunk.” Red ignored what he said and tried to escort him to the couch. “You need to lie down.”


“I don’t need to do shit but tell you to leave.” He looked closely at her. “Get the fuck outta my house and outta my damn life.”


“What?”


“You heard what I said, get the fuck OUT!” he yelled loudly then pointed toward the door.


“Look, I don’t know what the hell is wrong with you, but you’re wrong about what you think you know,” she lied. She wasn’t going to admit to anything, especially to a drunk: once Q sobered up, he wouldn’t remember what was being said now, and Red knew that. “You’re obviously angry for some reason. I’m gonna get some clothes and stay at a friend’s for a few days.”


“A friend? You ain’t got no damn friends, Red.” Q then mumbled something under his breath that she couldn’t understand.


Red marched to the bedroom but came back in less than a minute. Bacon stood silently at the door marveling at the exchange. Q was so drunk that he hadn’t even noticed that Bacon was there.


“Q, where’s my shit?” Red demanded. Just then, she realized the pungent smell wasn’t Q and his drunken state. It was something else. Something much stronger. It was bleach. She ran to the bathroom and let out a bloodcurdling scream when she saw every designer outfit she owned, soaked, destroyed.


“You bitch-ass muthafucka!” she yelled, running out of the bathroom. “How yo’ broke ass gonna fuck my shit up?”


“Easy. I’m just doing what you told me to do in Mexico. You told me to keep the clothes, that they were too much of a reminder of me; yo’ shit was too much of a reminder of you, so I had to do something with them. Fair enough, isn’t it?” Q smirked.


“You broke bastard!”


“Broke?”


“Yeah, broke!” she retorted.


Q walked up on Red and spoke angrily through his teeth. “That’s the second time you called me that and it will be your last. See, that’s your muthafuckin’ problem. I told you I was getting off the damn streets. I grew up, Red. I was trying to come clean so I could build a better life for both of us, but naw, you ain’t want that. You still on that kiddie shit. You know what? Get the fuck outta my house and my life, Red. Play your childish games for someone who cares.”


Q turned around to walk away.


“Don’t turn your back on me,” she yelled.


Q continued to walk away.


“Tell me you love me, Q,” Red asked through her tears.


He didn’t answer her.


“Tell me you love me,” she said again, but this time with a hint of panic tinging her voice.


Standing near the front door, Bacon thought, What the fuck difference does it make if that nigga loves her? Where is this bitch’s head at? He continued to watch, but was ready to bust a cap in both their asses if things didn’t work out like he wanted them to.


Q turned around and looked at Red. Drunk and staggering, he managed to speak. “I did love you, Red, but I can’t anymore. I can’t love anyone as heartless as you. Now get the fuck out!” he ordered and turned around, attempting to trot off to his bedroom.


“I love you, baby,” a voice whispered. “Do it.”


Instantly, Q whirled toward the sound. He saw it was Bacon. “What the fuck are you doing at my house?” As drunk as Q was, he charged at Bacon.


Immediately, Red reached into her oversize Marc Jacobs bag and pulled out the gun that Bacon had given her. The two men stumbled past her and began to tussle, knocking over furniture. Bacon on top of Q, then Q on top of Bacon. Bacon on top of Q again.


Red aimed the gun directly ahead of her and closed her eyes.


Without warning, a loud POP rang out and everything in the room went silent.





CHAPTER FOUR



The acrid smell from the gunpowder permeated the air and gray smoke wafted through the room. Red’s ears rang from the sound of the gunshot, and a tense thickness hung in the atmosphere.


Bacon’s mouth fell open in shock. He ran his hand over his body searching for a bullet hole and then closed his eyes for a second. He didn’t feel any stinging or burning sensations, but he knew that it could be shock keeping him from feeling those things. His hand felt something wet. He pulled it back and saw blood.


Bacon pulled away from Q and Red watched as Q slumped to the floor.


Trembling, with the warm gun still in her hand, Red’s vision shifted from Q to Bacon, and from Bacon to Q. What did I do? she wondered. How could I have shot him? I was aiming for Bacon!


Red couldn’t believe it. She knew that Q took her with all of her faults and still made her his wifey. How could she have shot him just to live the good life with Bacon? What kind of person was she? Was it really worth it? Was money really worth it? Was her survival in these streets really worth Q’s life?


Red knew that she didn’t want to start all over from scratch again, and Bacon was able to offer her money and the safety and security that came along with having it, but she knew she could have it all without Bacon. The bruises on her body were evidence enough that shooting Bacon would have been in self-defense and Q would have been her witness. Killing Bacon and reclaiming his fortune was how Red wanted to show her loyalty to Q. With Bacon’s stacks, they could live the lifestyle they were accustomed to and wouldn’t be afraid of tomorrow without money. Quentin Carter deserved that, not Bacon.


Q was broke now; he had stopped hustling. But she also knew that if Bacon were dead, she’d still have access to his money, she’d have her house back and the ill whips that he had. It was easier with him dead—plus, she had visible bruises on her so she could say killing him was in self-defense. She had a choice. A life with money if she chose Bacon, or living broke if she chose Q. Fear had made the decision for her. She was used to living a certain lifestyle, and was afraid of a tomorrow without money. So she chose Bacon. But she knew she’d fucked up when she shot Q.


In shock at what she had just done, Red lowered the smoking gun to her side. Tears ran down her face as she watched him struggle to breathe. Her back was now up against the wall and there was no turning back. Just as she was about to leave the loft, she turned back and looked at Q. His life or hers? She chose to live.


“Where the fuck you think you goin?” Bacon grabbed Red by her arm. “You never lay a nigga out without making sure you took his ass out completely.”


•  •  •


Q lay on the ground in an expanding pool of bright crimson blood. Pain radiated throughout his body and he began to get cold. He tried to focus his eyes, but they continued to roll. He couldn’t believe that Red had shot him. Out of all the things she was, a killer she was not. She couldn’t have been trying to shoot me, he thought. Maybe she just got scared and the gun went off in her hand. Maybe she meant to fire a warning shot into the air but accidentally shot me. Whatever it was, Q was certain that Red hadn’t meant to shoot him. It had to be an accident, his heart told him, but she wasn’t running to him. Why wasn’t she on her knees crying and trying to help him? What did it all mean? The smell of blood filled the air and Q couldn’t think straight. His thoughts were rushing into his head all at once and were beginning to become incoherent. His mind was rambling.


“Red . . .” he called out faintly.


Red watched the blood slowly seep from Q’s body. She wanted to run to him, drop down to her knees and hold him, let him know that she was sorry, that she was there for him and that they could get through this together. She knew that they could. They could just tell the cops that it was an accident, or that Bacon had pulled the trigger. But would Q do it? Could he forgive her for all she had done and lie for her? No matter how much her mind willed her legs to move, they were cemented to that spot as if she were trapped.


“Red . . .” Q called out again, weakly. His eyes fluttered as he reached out toward her. “Help me . . .”


Bacon heard Q calling out her name and it pissed him off even more.


“What the fuck you calling her for, nigga?” Bacon said, then walked over to Q. He crouched down next to him and continued, “She don’t give a fuck about you. She had a choice to make and she made it. Her life or yours and you laying here damn near dead.” Bacon leaned forward and whispered softly in Q’s ear, “I got my pussy back. Red is fucking and sucking me now. When you die, I’m gonna fuck her on top of your grave, nut on the dirt that covers your casket and then I’m gonna piss on your head-stone.” Bacon looked at Red. “Ain’t that right, baby?”


Red refused to answer. She hated the very existence of Bacon and wished she hadn’t closed her eyes when she fired the gun.


“Answer me, bitch!” Bacon yelled, making Red jump.


“Yes,” she said hesitantly.


Bacon grinned at Red’s admission. Q struggled to lift his head up just as Bacon stood.


“Fuck you, you fuckin’ maggot!” Q managed to say.


Bacon looked at Q, reared his foot back and kicked him in the face as hard as he could. “Die, bitch-ass nigga.” Q’s head snapped back and hit the floor hard. He was already weak but the blow to his head knocked him out like a light.


“Bacon!” Red yelled. “Stop it!”


“Shut up, bitch!” Bacon looked at her. “What, you got feelings for this nigga or somethin’?”


“You hit him! You didn’t have to hit him!”


“And you didn’t have to shoot him,” Bacon retorted quickly with a smile, “but you did.” He clapped repeatedly, giving her applause. “You follow directions very well in a game, Red, and it’s a good thing; otherwise, who knows what the cops would find out?” He walked over to her and pushed some hair out of her face. “You know, in a way I almost want you to get caught up. That way, you can see how fucked-up it is in prison. Especially with no one on the outside looking out for you. No letters, no visits, no nothing. You couldn’t even wipe your ass on a piece of paper and send it to me. I’m tempted to let you see how that shit feels. Looking at life with no hope of getting out and no support. You damn lucky you chose loyalty, Red, because since you’re loyal to me, now I have to be loyal to you. That’s the way it works—or at least, that’s the way it’s supposed to work. You understand now?”


Red looked down at the gun. Her hands were trembling badly and her body was shaking as if she were holding a jackhammer. She not only could feel her heart pounding in her chest, but swore that she could hear it as well. Her hands were so clammy and sweaty it was as if they had been dipped in water. She glanced around the loft and knew that she had to get out of there.


Red stared at Q. Inside, she was screaming for him to get up. She had made a mistake, one that could possibly cost her her life, either behind bars or six feet under. Despite the blood that she saw, she still willed Q to get up and save her from Bacon again. Just one more time, baby, she prayed silently. Just one more time and I swear, I’ma be right.


“I said, DO YOU UNDERSTAND?” Bacon shouted, bringing Red out of her thoughts of Q.


“Bacon, please!”


“Bacon, please, what?” he asked with a smile. “Please don’t tell the cops that you committed murder? Bacon, please don’t show me how it feels to go to prison and be shitted on? Bacon, please don’t shit on me out here? Or Bacon, please love me and wife me, even though I really don’t deserve it?”


Red’s heart was racing as if she had just run the Boston Marathon in record time. Angrily, she turned around and trotted toward the door but Bacon was faster and stopped her, grabbing her arm.


“Keep your muthafuckin’ hands off me!” Red shot back.


“Or what?” Bacon smiled dementedly. “What you gonna do, Red?”


She lifted the gun and pointed it toward Bacon’s face. He grabbed Red’s arm but she jerked it away from him. “Don’t come any closer because I don’t give a fuck anymore!”


“Oh, so you a killer now? Is that what you’re saying? That you’re a real killer now?” Bacon backed up, held his arms out to his side and taunted Red: “Do it!”


She looked at Q, then back at Bacon, staring at him with pure hatred in her eyes.


“Do it!” Bacon reached out, grabbed her hand that held the gun and pressed the barrel against his forehead. “If you point a gun at me, I swear you better use it and kill me!”


Red began to tremble. She closed her eyes, turned her head away, then squeezed the trigger. Nothing sounded but a big empty CLICK! She opened her eyes and kept squeezing the trigger in dismay.


Bacon let out a demented laugh. “You stupid bitch! You think I was gon’ give you more than one bullet?”


He grabbed Red’s arm again, and she snatched away from him. Then he shoved her against the wall.


“Q!” she cried out instinctively.


“Q?” Bacon asked. He became furious. “Q! Yeah, that nigga saved yo’ ass last time, but he can’t help you now. How the fuck you gonna be loyal to me but call another nigga’s name? Especially his ass. What the fuck he gonna do except die?” He pointed toward an unconscious Q, then looked back at Red. “Can’t nobody save you from me. You belong to me.”
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