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Little Ghetto Girl






Introduction

How They Began




The year was 2000. Kisa Montega was twenty-one, daring and very attractive. Her skin was like caramel. Her eyes were like chocolate, and her hair draped her face in a long doobie wrap. Her wardrobe complemented her beauty—even her jeans and sneakers were Dolce & Gabbana, Gucci, and Prada.

When she maneuvered through downtown Manhattan, she appeared to be an entertainer, model, or young businesswoman.

She was definitely business-minded, but quite the opposite of what everyone expected.

Her nickname was Kisa Kane—and she happened to run the most lucrative cocaine business in Manhattan. She, her sister, and two cousins, the four were a deadly foursome; their roots said it all: Black Dominican and South American.

Kisa and her sister Shea had not been raised together, because they did not have the same mother. Years earlier Kisa had moved down south with her father and mother to attend school. She had always returned to New York for summers and holidays.

Kisa was closer to her two cousins on her mother’s side, Eisani and TaTa. They looked like triplets when they were together.

Many joked that Kisa and Eisani had really been separated at birth. Both had the same hustling mentality, and the resemblance was eerie, though Kisa, six months older and a bit thicker than Eisani, had a lighter complexion with a more golden tone to her skin.

Kisa’s stint as a hustler began down south when she was in high school, selling dime bags of weed. She’d never imagined in her wildest dreams that it would lead to dealing coke. Her future as a legitimate citizen seemed so bright; she excelled in academics and athletics. Believing she would go far with her many achievements, she moved back north for college.

Kisa attended Hunter College while living in Harlem. She always dated or ran with hustlers, who could bless her with expensive gifts. She accepted the gifts, even though she could provide for herself. Kisa ran with a thorough crew of guys who not only had the streets uptown on lock, they also pumped work into the surrounding boroughs. Kisa was like a little sister to them, and they were very protective of her. But some of them had secret fantasies about her.

It was through them that she’d gotten into the business. She started out simply delivering packages throughout the five boroughs for five hundred dollars a day. Then it escalated to trafficking from state to state. From there she went to Caribbean islands picking up packages from suppliers; and finally to running her own blocks in Harlem—all by the age of nineteen.

But the day after Kisa’s twentieth birthday, things changed drastically. Sincere, the boss of the family, gave Kisa an elaborate party at the Carbon in downtown Manhattan. Everyone was there, from Mase to Mary J. Blige, to all the big hustlers from the five boroughs. The haters were there too, including all of the chicks who loathed Kisa. She didn’t give a damn, though.

“Don’t know, don’t care. Can’t none of them beat my ass anyway,” were her exact words when Eisani asked her, “Why them bitches here, Kane?” as she pointed out a group of girls from the Bronx she and Kisa had beef with a few months earlier. Kisa could feel them watching her, so she partied even harder just to let them know she wasn’t at all concerned about them.

The party was lavish but Sincere felt that nothing was too good for Kisa tonight. So he went all out—open bar, free bottles of Moët & Chandon, Dom Pérignon, and Cristal. He and Kisa had an on-again, off-again relationship, but Sincere had plans on changing that. Tonight they were dressed almost alike in matching winter white leather; they hadn’t even planned it. The two of them were just in sync with one another that much.

Kisa’s outfit was barely anything; the shorts were so short you would think she only had on a single-breasted jacket. Sincere kept it gully, he wore a white Iceberg sweater, baggy white leather pants, a pair of fresh white Uptowns.

Kisa popped Cristal and danced the night away with any-and everybody. Sincere just watched as niggas stuffed money and their phone numbers into her birthday bag. He was pissed, but there wasn’t anything he could say; she wasn’t his girl. When she chose him, he didn’t seem to choose her, so her attitude toward him was, “Fuck him!”

Eisani watched Sincere as he watched Kisa; she could see the emotion in his face. Eisani walked over to Kisa’s table. “Ma, you know you making Sincere upset.”

“And how am I doing that?”

“Don’t look but he’s been watching you, and he see all these niggas in your face while you giving them your Miss America smile.”

“Just the way he see all that, I see all his bitches here at my party, all in his face. He’s not my man anyway.”

Eisani sighed and walked away. She was trying her best to get them together. They loved each other so much, but neither wanted to get hurt again; so they were selfish with their feelings. And it didn’t help that they were both as stubborn as mules.

Kisa looked to her right and caught Sincere staring. She got up, walked over to him, and wrapped her arm around him, knowing every chick was watching. She leaned in and whispered in his ear, “Baby, what’s the matter?”

“Nothing. Why you ask me that?”

“You over here looking at me all strange.”

“I was just watching all those fake-ass niggas all in your face.”

“Why you worried about them? I’m not going home with them.”

He gave her a sly smile. “Oh, word.”

“That’s my word. So you ready to go, pa?”

“Yeah, let me get your drunk ass out of here before I have to hurt one of these niggas.”

 

The next morning, Sincere woke Kisa up with the sweetest kisses and licks, until she almost came in his mouth, which was right where he wanted her.

He pulled back and gently slid inside of her; placing one of her legs on his shoulder, he began stroking her slowly. She could only throw her head back and moan. He would make love to her slowly until they could climax together, or until Kisa started speaking in Spanish. That always made Sincere cum early, no matter how hard he tried to fight it. She spared him this time and they came together. They were so exhausted they just lay in silence.

Kisa got up, showered, and then cooked breakfast. She brought cheese eggs, steak, and pancakes to the bedroom on a tray and waited for Sincere to come out of the shower. He came out wrapped in a towel and saw the food. “Damn, I must have dicked you down good! I ain’t never got breakfast.”

“You never been here past eight o’clock in the morning.”

“Come on, ma, don’t start that. I’m here now.” He sat down on the opposite side of the bed, reached in the nightstand drawer, and pulled out four boxes.

Kisa’s eyes lit up. It was the love of her life—jewelry! She snatched the boxes from him. The first contained a platinum and diamond baguette necklace, with a hidden setting. A matching bracelet was in the second.

When Kisa reached for the third box, which contained a pair of matching earrings, Sincere snatched the fourth one away. All the pieces were beautiful and all were custom-made. When she reached for the last box, Sincere shook his head.

“Come on, Sin, give me the box, stop bullshittin’.”

“This ain’t no bullshit. The only way you can have this box is if you agree to be my wifey!”

The next thirty seconds seemed like an eternity. Everything went through her head: She had saved plenty of money—she had a nice co-op in Esplanade Gardens, a 1999 4.6 Range Rover, plus a lucrative hair salon on 125th Street. Now she was ready to get out of the game—with RICO and Rockefeller laws in full effect, niggas was getting knocked right and left. Not to mention the snitches, the jealous hos, and even more stickup kids. One question stuck out in her mind: Would being Sin’s wife really take her out of the game? Or would it make matters worse?

Kisa wasn’t naïve; she knew how niggas got down when it came to street shit and handling it. She knew the first thing they loved to do was kidnap someone’s wife to get what they wanted.

Sincere stood over Kisa, staring at her. He finally interrupted her train of thought. “Did I ask you the twenty-thousand-dollar question or something?”

Snapping out of her trance, she replied, “I was just thinking how I’ve been wanting to get out of the game. The jail time and the danger stay on my mind, and if I become your wife, it will be even more dangerous for me.”

He just looked at her and smiled; one of the things he loved about her was that she was a strategist, always thinking on her feet. “Look, Kane, I know we’ve had our bouts in the past, but I always knew you were the one. I planned this months before I ever thought about giving you a birthday party. Last night really got to me, watching those niggas drool over you like I wasn’t there.” He grabbed her hand. “I always respected your space, because I never officially gave you the title of being my girl. You’ve always been loyal to me, never messed with any of my friends. You’ve always been able to take care of yourself, so I know you not after my paper like all those other gold-digging bitches. All I’m trying to say is if I have you, everything in my life will be complete.”

“But, Sincere, baby, how much longer do you have to keep dealing? We both have more than enough saved to leave all this street shit alone and run our legit businesses,” she pointed out.

“You know it’s not that simple for me to get out, ma. Just say yes, and you never have to play the streets as long as I’m around. I don’t know what you’re worried about someone stepping to you for. Shit, I’ve seen you hold your own, the way you blazed that .380 at those stickup kids that day. Stop fronting like you not nice with yours, shorty.”

She knew that there was nothing else to say. She sat on his lap, hugged his neck, and said, “Of course I’ll be your wife.”

Sincere opened the box. The ring was five karats, baguettes and solitaires, set in platinum.









Track 1

Street Sweepers




The last year had been as wonderful as Sincere had promised Kisa it would be. She didn’t play the streets anymore—in addition to her hair salon, she opened a full-service day spa—but she was still well-informed about the business. Now she was focused on college.

Life was cocaine; she was able to send her mother a very large sum of money for Christmas. She took care of anything her little sister and brother needed for their college education, even though they were still in high school. She loved them more than life itself. She always told the both of them, “Anything you need, come to me. As long as you’re doing well in school I’ll give it to you.”

Kisa was adamant that they not become involved in the street life. She took another portion of her savings and invested in CDs, mutual funds, and the stock market. She was really enjoying life to the fullest. She and Sincere took trips to the islands, which she enjoyed thoroughly, because now it was all pleasure. No business to worry about, no more lining luggage with petroleum-dipped kilos, and no more dreading going through Customs.

Kisa’s twenty-first birthday was approaching fast. Sincere wanted to throw another big bash. Kisa firmly objected. “Even though we’re not legally married, I want to celebrate my birthday and our one-year anniversary alone. As a matter of fact, I made reservations for us at a little ski resort in Maine.”

What Kisa wanted, Kisa got. Plus Sincere enjoyed the little surprises she kept in store for him. He had to be careful when he brought his friends to the house. Kisa had a knack for sitting around ass-naked except for a pair of stilettos, waiting for him to get home. Sometimes she would put on her floor-length chinchilla, with only a bra and thong underneath. She would hop in her Range just like that and drive to the block to pick him up.

Sincere smiled to himself, thinking, My baby is such an undercover freak. “Sure, I need to get away—shit is going crazy right now.”

Kisa was geeked that she would have her man to herself for the first time in months.

After thanking him with some toe-curling head, she showered and prepared to go shopping for their trip. She walked back into the room and saw him in the bed and thought, I knew after that top I gave him he would be in a deep sleep. She began to kiss him softly and massage his dick until he woke up with an erection. He thought his mami was about to give him some chocha. He pulled her down into the bed, wondering why she was fully dressed. “Where do you think you’re going, lil’ mama?”

“I’m going to Garden State Plaza, then to the city to pick up a couple of things. I don’t have any cash and I wanted to drive the five.”

“Oh, but what you gonna do about what you started?” he asked, looking down at his erect penis.

“I promise, papi, I’ll make it up to you tonight.”

“That’s your word?”

“That’s my word, my nigga.”

With that he handed her the keys to the five hundred and gave her four thousand dollars. Kisa kissed him and told him, “Keep your cell on; I don’t want to hear shit about your battery being dead. One.”

Sincere just looked at his woman as she walked away, admiring the way her Sergios hugged her big ass and wide hips. Her waist was so small it looked as if a cantaloupe was sitting on top of a watermelon. In his mind she was the total package: she took good care of him mentally, physically, and emotionally. That was why he gave her whatever she wanted, right down to that $850,000 town house right across the water in Jersey. It was positioned so perfectly, you could see Manhattan just by looking out the window.

He knew Kisa knew about his other girls. Shit, they damn near chased her down to let her know! Leaving notes on her truck and even keying it. They even called her from time to time. At first she would spaz out and threaten to leave. Then he would just do something really special for her or buy her something expensive. Finally, Kisa stopped taking the gifts and flat-out refused to hear anything he had to say. He soon got the picture, so he slowed his roll. His sideline bitches really stopped messing with Kisa after she pistol-whipped Toki, a bum-ass bitch Sincere had gotten pregnant and forced to have an abortion. Toki was foolish enough to discuss the abortion with her friend Neka while they were waiting to get their hair done at Kisa’s salon. She did it purposely and loudly, because this was one of the very few occasions Kisa was in the salon. “That nigga Sin ain’t shit. Hell, he paid me five thousand dollars to get rid of the baby when he knocked me up! She walking around here like she got something good. Please, that bastard fucking everything from 110th to 155th, between the East Side and the West Side.”

By then everyone in the shop was getting nervous; they all knew Kisa wasn’t playing with a full deck. Kisa’s little cousin, Tyeis, who worked in the salon, asked, “Kane, do you want me to toss these cackling hos out of here?”

Kisa stated loudly, “I don’t give a fuck about no five-thousand-dollar ho! Shit, is that all she worth? I got the ring, the house, the cars, and the man. So fuck the miserable beat-walking bitch!”

Toki jumped up and told Kisa, “No, bitch, you the miserable one!”

Before she could get another word out of her mouth, Kisa had pulled a curling iron from the nearest stove and smacked her across the right side of her face, branding Toki permanently. Then Kisa pushed her out of the door and onto the sidewalk.

Neka acted as if she wanted to jump in. Kisa turned around and pulled a .380 from the small of her back. Neka quickly left that shit alone.

Toki rushed back inside. Not realizing Kisa had the gun, she swung on her but missed. Kisa grabbed her arm, put it behind her back, and beat her with the gun. After five hits Toki was down.

Tyeis stashed the gun in her car. When Kisa was arrested she was only charged with assault, because the police couldn’t find the gun and no one in the shop would back up Toki and Neka’s claims about it.

Kisa’s bail was only a thousand dollars. When Sincere picked her up, she smacked him in the face and told him, “It’s your fault all this shit is happening, all because you can’t keep your dick in your pants!”

He quickly defended himself. “All that stuff that bitch Toki was talking about was before we got together! I’m serious!”

Kisa didn’t care. She was fed up. She moved back to her apartment—which Sincere hadn’t known she’d kept. He begged and pleaded for her to come home. After two months she was back in Jersey. That was one episode Sincere really wanted to forget.

 

As Kisa drove to the mall she paid close attention to a black truck in her rearview mirror. It had been behind her for about fifteen minutes. Her suspicions were on high alert when she began looking for a parking space.

Every row she turned into, the truck followed. She finally found parking in the upper-level deck next to Neiman Marcus. Thinking it might be stickup kids, she reached for the Ruger Sincere kept in a hidden compartment, and put it in her Prada knapsack.

As she walked away from the car, she noticed the truck parked two rows over. Once she got a good look at the license plate her worries of a stickup were put to rest. It was only NYPD.

In the truck was a team of investigators called the Street Sweepers. Their assignment was to bring down all the major heroin and cocaine dealers in the five boroughs. The team had already successfully taken down three of the city’s most notorious drug rings. They had not been able to touch Sincere’s team—because four of the eight-member team were in Sincere’s pocket.

The team had followed Kisa thinking she was Sincere. The tints on the Benz were so dark, they could not tell the difference until she exited the car.

When Kisa entered the mall she immediately called Sincere. “The jakes followed me to the mall; I didn’t see them come in, though.”

He told her, “Just keep on doing what you were doing. Act normal; you not doing shit wrong anyway. Call me when you leave the mall and let me know if they’re still following you. I’m already in the city taking care of some business.”

Actually the Street Sweepers were long gone, pissed that they’d followed Kisa instead of Sincere. They had a tip that Sincere had a big deal going down on this particular Friday.

Sincere was vexed that the four detectives on his payroll—Santangelo, Warren, McNeely, and Smith—had not informed him about this. He paid each of them what the four of them combined made in one year.

The team usually got briefed in the office before beginning surveillance. Today was different. There was a late tip and Captain Moyarty had his suspicions about there being a leak on his team. It was just Sincere’s luck that Kisa drove the Benz today.

 

Kisa walked into the parking deck and looked around for the police. She looked down at her watch and couldn’t believe how much time had gone by. The three hours seemed like an hour. She picked up her phone to call Eisani; she was supposed to meet her an hour ago. “Yo, E, what up?”

“Ain’t nothing. Where the hell you at? You was supposed to meet me an hour ago, and I been calling your phone!”

“Ma, some crazy shit happened on the way to the mall today, but I will tell you about that when I see you. That threw me off, so I lost track of time, but I’m on the way. Where you at?”

“I’m already downtown at Louis Vuitton. I caught a cab, so just tell me where you want to meet at and I’ll be there.”

“Meet me in thirty minutes in the Village in front of Petit Peton.”

“Aight, that’s straight. One.”

“One.”

When Kisa pulled up in front of Petit Peton there was her cousin, the closest person to her in the world besides Sincere. A smirk on her face, she stood with her hand on her hip like she had an attitude. Eisani was dressed nicely for the unusually warm winter day in an Emilio Pucci blouse, a pair of Chloé jeans, and a brown Christian Dior jacket with the matching boots and bag.

Kisa parked and walked over to her. They affectionately greeted each other at the same time, “Hey bitch.”

Kisa stepped back and gave her cousin the once-over. “Looking good, ma. I like.”

“Girl, please. Anyway, what are you coming down here to buy now? You do not need any more boots.”

“Girl, you have not seen these. They are the flyest boots, I have to have them!”

“Kane, you have a terrible shoe fetish, you need help.” They both fell out.

As they walked into the store, the staff gave Kisa the royal treatment. They saw her almost on a weekly basis and they knew she was coming with one plan: to spend money. Petit Peton was her favorite shoe store in the city; they carried some of the most exclusive shoes and boots in the Village. Kisa’s favorite salesman, Bobby, walked over and greeted her. “Hey, Ms. Thing, what are you looking for today?”

“I’m not shopping today, baby. They called and said the boots I ordered were here.”

“Let me get them for you. We have a new collection just in today,” he added temptingly.

“I’ll check it out, thanks.” Kisa turned around and began to speak, but stopped short when she didn’t see Eisani. She walked to the entrance and saw her cousin talking to a very fine guy. She looked on until Bobby came back with her boots. “Here is your order. Do you want to try them on?”

“No, Bobby, you can just throw them in a bag and I’ll be on my way.”

“Did you like anything in the collection?”

“I really didn’t get a good look at it, but I will the next time.”

Bobby handed Kisa her bag and she was on her way to see who her cousin was in deep conversation with. She walked over and stood next to Eisani. “E, who is your friend?”

“Kane, this is Elijah, and Elijah, this is my cousin, Kane.”

He was in awe at how much they looked alike. He reached out and shook Kisa’s hand.

“The two of you share such a strong resemblance, I would swear you were sisters—twin sisters.”

The two of them were used to this. In unison they answered, “We get that all the time.”

“I’m sure you do. Well, I don’t want to hold up your shopping spree. I know how you ladies are about that, and I have to get back to Brooklyn anyway. Eisani, I will call you. Maybe we can get something to eat later.”

Eisani, who was blushing red, answered with a slight giggle in her voice, “Okay, sweetie, I’ll hit you when I’m done with all my errands.”

“That’s straight. Be careful out here, and it was nice meeting you, Kane.”

“You too, Elijah, bye-bye.” Kisa walked to the car as Eisani and Elijah said their good-byes. As soon as Eisani got in the car Kisa started asking questions.

“So how long have you known him?”

“We’ve been seeing each other about two months,” Eisani replied.

“And when were you going to tell me, chick?”

“I was just waiting for the right time. I just feel him so much, Kane. And you know how that shit goes—as soon as I start telling everybody, it will fall off.”

“Ma, please! He is a cutie, though. Where did y’all meet?”

“Girl, I had to go to BK one day to drop off some work to my cousin, somewhere I rarely venture. Anyway, when I came out of the building it was a whole entourage of niggas standing on the corner. So you know they was calling out to me with that yo shorty come here shit. You know, the usual. So I ignored them and got in the truck. Then Elijah came over before I could pull off. He said some old fly shit and the rest is history. We went out that night and we have been hanging tight ever since.”

“No wonder I can’t ever find your fast ass at night. So you went and got you a Brooklyn nigga. I hear that fly shit, ma.”

“You know me, bitch, I’m versatile these days.”

“So what does he do?”

“You know I always attract guys who are in the game too. But he fuck with more than girl. He is into a little bit of everything.”

“Word?”

“Yeah, he is definitely doing his thing in BK and a couple of other places.”

They shopped for hours and talked about the state of their personal lives. Their last stop was Bergdorf Goodman. After they left Kisa called to check in with Sincere. He was happy to hear from her. “What up baby?”

“Nothing, papi, just calling to see what’s good with you.”

“I’m uptown chilling. Why didn’t you call me when you left the mall?”

“’Cause when I came out, they were gone and I had forgot that E was waiting on me downtown. So basically, I got sidetracked.”

“Is that so? Where you going now?”

“I’m on my way uptown. I need to stop at the Apollo Express.”

“After you finish there, meet me in front of the mart. I didn’t drive, Mannie picked me up.”

“Well, give me about forty-five minutes. Love you.”

“Love you too.”

 

When Kisa and Eisani finished shopping, they started to cross the street to meet Sincere. As they walked up, they could see Sincere and his entire crew, plus about ten additional dudes. What really caught Kisa’s attention were the six girls they were talking to—especially the tall, thick, pecan-tan girl in Sincere’s face. Eisani did not pay attention to what was going on across the street until she noticed Kisa quickening her step. Kisa did not have to say anything to Eisani about what she was witnessing. She knew in any situation if she started throwing punches, Eisani was coming right behind her, no questions.

Sincere never saw Kisa coming. He just looked up and she was standing next to the girl.

“Who the fuck is this bitch you all yackety-yacketing wit’?” Kisa demanded.

The girl snapped, “Who are you calling a bitch?”

The younger guys gassed the situation, but Sincere’s main men knew not to instigate. They all knew what Kisa was capable of. Kisa looked at the girl and could tell she was soft and only spoke up because her girls were with her.

“Bitch, mind your business, ’cause this right here is mine,” Kisa said, pointing to Sincere.

Eisani stepped in between the girl and Kisa. “So that means beat your feet, bitch.”

Although they outnumbered Kisa and Eisani, the girls were from Queens and didn’t want to start some shit in another borough, not knowing how deep their opponents rolled. Even more, they had to worry about the guys jumping in. So they walked away.

Kisa turned to Sincere. “So you starting with the bitches again?”

“Come on, Kane, don’t start. I was only talking to that broad, I don’t even know her. You always spazzing over nothing.”

“That’s always the story, Sin, when I catch you. Oh, but let a nigga even look at me the wrong way, you scream on me.”

“Come on, Kane, you’re making a scene. Where’s the car?”

Kisa walked off, leaving him to walk behind her with Eisani.

They dropped Eisani off at her apartment and headed for the bridge. Kisa looked out of the window and said nothing for the entire ride to Jersey. When they got home she cooked dinner. She fixed Sincere’s plate and served it to him in the den instead of the dining room.

“Why’d you bring my plate in here?”

She ignored him and proceeded to walk out the room. Sincere called out to her with authority, “Kisa, I know you hear me talking to you: Come here.”

She stopped in her tracks. He only called her Kisa when it was serious. She walked back in the den and leaned against the bar with an attitude. Sincere knew she was being stubborn so he walked over to her and got in her face.

“Ma, come on, let that shit go; it was nothing. I don’t want to beef with you tonight. You know I love you.” He wrapped his arms around her and squeezed her tight. They had been together a year, but his hugs still made her feel warm and secure. She couldn’t fight it anymore.

“I love you too, Sincere.”

He kissed her forehead, her nose, and then her mouth, gently stroking her lips with soft licks. He slid his tongue in and out of her mouth. Sincere placed one gentle kiss on her chin and soft kisses all over her neck.

Sincere unbuttoned her shirt and massaged her breasts. He pulled her jeans off and placed her on the bar. He pulled her thong to the side and slid inside her. He pushed her knees all the way back to her shoulders and began thrusting in and out of her, causing her to moan loudly with pleasure.

Her body tingled all over as he pulled out and flipped her onto her stomach, closed her legs, and slid back in. He began stroking her so fast she couldn’t hold back any longer. She came so hard she wet up his jeans and the bar.

Sincere couldn’t fight it anymore; he exploded, this taking all of his energy. After a few minutes he got off the bar, pulled Kisa down, and led her to the bedroom. They made love all night. The best kind of love—make-up love.

 

Three days later, when Sincere and Kisa were preparing to go to the airport for their Maine getaway, all hell broke loose. Sincere was sitting in the living room with his right-hand men Butta, Shawn, and Mannie, going over how everything would be run while he was gone. All of a sudden there was a loud bang on the front door and a lot of screaming. Everyone’s first thought was robbery; then they saw the NYPD and NJ State Police jackets and knew it was raid.

Once again, Sincere felt he had been shitted on by the cops he paid to keep him informed. As the cops rushed through the house purposely knocking things over, Sincere and his crew stood still, hands raised in the air, knowing the best thing to do was to cooperate. As the cops handcuffed everyone, Detective Santangelo made sure he was the one to grab Sincere and search him. Santangelo saw the look in Sincere’s eyes, so he put Sincere in his car so they could talk.

Sincere grew even angrier when he saw two officers bringing Kisa out in handcuffs. He could not tell how she was feeling, for her face showed no emotion. She still looked gorgeous to him; she looked prepared for a ski trip in her cream Prada ski suit and parka, not a jail cell.

Inside Kisa was furious, but she knew there was no one to blame but herself and Sincere, and she really could not blame him; she had her own mind and she’d chosen to stay.









Track 2

New York, New York




The police released Kisa after she played her dumb girlfriend role. They really thought she didn’t know anything and hadn’t had her on surveillance. Kisa had stopped dealing four months before they began following Sincere and his team.

On the way to the precinct, Santangelo informed Sincere that he’d known nothing about the raid until five minutes before suiting up.

“Sincere, I promise you, only the captain and his assistant knew. Cap doesn’t trust anyone right now. He knows there’s a leak; until he figures out who it is shit’s going to be tight. I’ll try my best to tamper with some of the evidence, but I can’t promise you anything.”

Sincere responded calmly, “I pay you muthafuckas too much for this kinda shit to happen. Kisa does not have anything to do with this. I don’t want her spending more than forty-five minutes in the station. I know there was nothing in the house, so you don’t have anything to hold her on.”

Sincere was so frustrated, he caught a migraine. He laid his head back against the seat and tried to analyze the situation. He’d worked too hard building his operation to let a team full of corrupt cops take it down.

Sincere had started moving cocaine at the age of thirteen. He was a humble kid. The old-school heads respected him and looked out for him, for three simple reasons: He was smart, he was very respectful, and he listened intently when they gave him advice.

He wasn’t a hothead like a lot of young guys in the late eighties and early nineties, running around killing each other just because they could. He was always peaceful unless he had no other alternative. He minded his business and stuck to getting his paper.

By fifteen he had a connect that sold him ounces of cocaine for short money and moved around five to ten ounces a week. He sold coke by the ounce, gram, or cooked up, and he ran two blocks around his way.

At sixteen he was bringing home better than six thousand dollars a week in a single-parent home. What could his mother say? It wasn’t that she couldn’t pay the bills; she always held her own, and as a child, Sincere never wanted for anything. But she didn’t say anything because she knew hustling came natural to her son. It was in his blood. Her own father was a made man in la Cosa Nostra, and Sincere’s father worked hand-in-hand with Pee Wee Kirkland. He never knew his father but acted just like him in all his ways and movements.

Before Sincere was born, his father had been killed in a shoot-out on Broadway in the middle of the day. By the time Sincere was nineteen his Italian grandfather introduced him to a new connect, taking business to another level. From that point, there was no turning back. He was buying and moving five kilos a week.
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