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THIS NOVEL IS DEDICATED TO MY LATE COUSIN, DENISE “TU-TU” EMERY.


Enjoy your stay in Heaven. The void you left in our hearts can never be refilled, but the memories you left us can thankfully be relived. Rest in Peace, kinfolk…
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My sons, attend unto my wisdom, and bow thine ear to my understanding. The lips of a temptress drip with honey, and her mouth is smoother than oil; but her end is bitter as wormwood, sharp as a two-edged sword. Her feet go down to death; her steps take hold on Hell. Her ways are moveable, that thou canst not know them. Hear me now therefore, O ye children, and depart not from the words of my mouth. Remove thy way far from her, and come not nigh the door of her house.


—PROVERBS 5:3-14





One


“Mmmmmm, Trenda! Don’t stop! Suck that muthafucka!” Darius yelled as he ejaculated.


Trenda Fuqua, the sultry, short, thick, beige-colored woman wiped cum off her chin, cheek and neck. “I told you to tell me before you nut; I damn near got some in my mouth!” She stood, snatched the long blonde wig off her head and threw it in his face. “You know I don’t drink babies.” She then glared at him and thought, not yours, anyway.


Darius reeled his dick in and zipped up his pants. “It ain’t gonna hurt you to swallow every now and then, baby!” He grinned and rubbed her short, neat, rusty-red afro. “Besides, it’ll make your hair grow.”


She slapped his hand off her head, picked up her purse and removed her equalizer—a stainless steel Butterfly Knife she called “Baby.” In three quick flicks of her wrist, the razor-sharp blade left a two-inch scratch across his tan, flat stomach. “Bitch! Are you crazy?” He wiped the small beads of blood with his fingertips, looked at it, then glared at her. “I should knock the shit out of you!”


She held the blade inches from his navel. “Next time you put your hands on my head without my permission, I’ll show you what your intestines look like.”


He smiled as he put on his white T-shirt, bulletproof vest and dark blue uniform shirt. “That’s no way to talk to a friend.”


She closed up the Butterfly, placed it back in her purse and removed a tube of rose-colored lipstick. “You stopped being a ‘friend’ once you started shakin’ me down for your sick-ass sex fantasies.”


He buckled his utility belt and adjusted his pistol as she applied a coat of her lipstick. “From what I hear on the street,” he picked up his uniform cap and placed it on his faded haircut, “I’m the only friend you got. I heard last week that one of the ‘deliveries’ you made to Orlando came up two-hundred-and-fifty-grand short. Now the Island Boys are lookin’ for you. And you know those Haitian gang-bangers don’t play.”


“That’s some bullshit. You know goddamned well it was your punk-ass partner, Tyrone, that robbed me.” She fixed him with an icy glare as she put away her lipstick. “And I know you got half the money.”


He walked over and stood in front of her. “You might wanna watch ya mouth.” He grinned as he gazed at her bare breasts. “Besides, that’s the kinda shit that happens when you’re late with my payments.”


She picked up the wig, placed it in her purse and glowered at him with her green eyes. “Kiss my ass; don’t make me have to turn your dirty ass in…I ain’t fuckin’ wit’ you no more.”


He upholstered his Glock, snatched her by the throat and placed the barrel in the cleavage of her thirty-eight D-cup breasts. “Look, you dope-runnin’ ho’, you got it twisted; I’ll tell you when it’s over. And don’t you ever threaten to tell anybody, anything about me. You got that?”


She thought about what he and his partner did to her connection, Diamond, two years ago and continued to stare him down. Darius grimaced and gripped her throat tighter, cutting off her air supply. Her toes barely touched the floor as the six-and-a-half-foot tall man choked her. I swear on everythang you gonna pay for this shit, she thought right before he tossed her on the motel’s worn-out carpeted floor.


He stepped over her as she fought to catch her breath. “I’ll see you here at the same time next week. Bring the short-haired blonde wig with you.”


A rain-filled burst of wind attacked the room as he opened the door and left. She staggered to her feet. Time to end this bullshit.





Two


After catching her breath, Trenda walked over to the desk that sat across from the bed. I got somethin’ for you, muthafucka. On the desk, her camcorder sat underneath her black wool jacket. She removed the strip of black electrical tape, which she had used to cover the glowing red recording light. She then replayed her sex session with Darius on the monitor. Oh yeah, your wife is gonna love this.


She washed up, put on her black jeans, black boots, and black Baltimore Ravens sweatshirt, packed up the camera and left the Sandman Motel. I can’t believe I let Darius treat me like some kinda ho for this long! Flipping up the collar of her wool jacket, she walked to her silver Isuzu Rodeo as the rain saturated her hair. Every Friday night the same shit. I’ve been his fool and pussy-provider for way too long.


The years she’d spent hustling dope and people ran through her head as she pulled out of the motel parking lot. A dentist in Philadelphia had purchased the Isuzu she drove after spending a weekend of enjoying her oral skills. A Baltimore Orioles baseball player had furnished her former apartment. She lost it while doing time in the Federal Detention Center in Philadelphia. A high-powered D.C. lawyer she’d whipped her goods on, had helped get, and keep her out of jail. Her list of sexual victims stretched from Boston to Miami. Some called her a prostitute; some called her a whore. Trenda considered herself a twenty-six-year-old entrepreneur; she used what she had to get what she wanted.


“Where you been, heffa?” Piper, Trenda’s roommate, asked. They shared a two-bedroom apartment in the Park Charles apartment complex. Piper, a tall, bronze and heavyset student of the University of Maryland, chewed on a fish stick as she stared at her soaking wet roommate.


Damn! She looks just like Queen Latifah with her hair like that. Trenda took the camcorder case off her shoulder, then removed her jacket. “I had a couple of job interviews.”


“It’s almost nine. You must have had more than a couple of interviews.” Piper pointed her half-eaten fish stick at the camcorder bag. She brushed her silk-wrapped, neck-length hair out of her face. Her dark brown eyes scrutinized Trenda. “Did you audition for a job as a photographer?”


Piper, you my girl, but if you don’t stop sweatin’ me, I’m gonna strangle your ass, Trenda thought as she searched for an alibi. She knew Piper wouldn’t stop inquiring about her whereabouts until she received a satisfactory answer. “I was gonna take it to the camera shop over on South Charles but it got late on me. My light has been trippin’.”


Piper stuffed the rest of the fish stick in her mouth and swallowed it. “Let me have a look at it. I fixed my mom’s camera when it had a similar problem.”


Oh shit! If her jealous ass finds out about me and Darius, I will have to kill her. She placed the camcorder on the floor next to the caramel-colored sofa. “That’s okay, hon. I called Sony and they told me to ship it to them since it’s still under warranty.”


Disappointment filled Piper’s voice and face as Trenda refused her help. “Oh…okay. I just wanted to help…”


Fuck! I don’t wanna deal with her whinin’ all damn night. Trenda held her arms out and gave her a well-practiced fake smile. “Come here, baby.”


Even though she was a foot taller than Trenda, Piper sometimes acted like a twenty-two-year-old infant. Her wealthy parents contributed to her spoiled behavior. They provided their only child with anything she wanted. They paid for her education, apartment and her new Range Rover. Piper looked into Trenda’s green eyes as she accepted her hug. “I missed you today.”


“I missed you, too, boo-boo.”


Trenda felt Piper’s hand slowly inch down her back and rest on her ass. “Mmmm, Trenda,” Piper moaned. “I get so wet thinking about you…Mmmm…”


Even though livin’ here rent-free for the past year was cool, I’m definitely not gonna miss havin’ to sex her big ass. Plus, it’s gettin’ harder and harder to hide the fact that I transport large amounts of dope up and down the East Coast. Trenda slowly worked her way around Piper. As she hugged Piper from behind, Trenda let her hand slip down between the waistband of Piper’s white sweatpants. “Mmmmm, I can feel you drippin’.”


Piper tossed her head back and rubbed on her gigantic breast. “Yesssssssss, rub my clit…mmmmmmm.”


Trenda stared up at the ceiling as she massaged and fingered Piper’s fat, wet pussy. Thanks to Darius’s punk-ass, most of my regular customers don’t fuck wit’ me no more. She inserted two fingers deep inside Piper’s leaking pussy as she groaned with pleasure. I’ve seen his stuck-up wife. Ain’t no way he’s gonna give up makin’ me his sex slave when he has to go home to that cold bitch.


“Yesssssssss! Yesssssssss! Faster, baby, faster!” Piper moaned as Trenda continued to finger-fuck her.


Trenda added a third finger. It’s time for me to get outta Baltimore. Ain’t shit here for me but trouble. Hell, I might as well be a ghost to my funny-style family. She used her thumb to massage Piper’s clit as she increased her finger-fucking speed. And this is definitely the last time I’m gonna make this big bitch nut, she thought as Piper screamed out in pleasure and saturated Trenda’s fingers in warm orgasmic juice.





Three


After sending Piper off to bed satisfied, Trenda went into the bathroom, locked the door and stripped. She then turned on the hot water and added some pear-scented bubble bath. As she waited for the bathtub to fill, she examined her sexy frame in the large mirror mounted to the back of the bathroom door. She grinned at her reflection. Her firm breasts, dark brown suckable nipples, flat washboard stomach, small waist and wide hips had conquered many men and women. “Like I always say, ‘if you keep ya body tight, you’ll keep ya money right.’”


Before entering the tub, Trenda turned off the lights. She loved bathing in complete darkness—if she bathed alone. A merry-go-round of thoughts on how to escape her plight filled her head. A bolt of lightning exploded outside the frosted bathroom window. The following deep bass note of thunder made the shelves in the medicine cabinet rattle. “Wherever I end up goin’, it’s damn sure gonna have better spring weather than here.”


She washed up, dried off, put on her red satin robe and exited the bathroom. As she crossed the living room, she noticed that her camcorder bag was no longer next to the sofa. What the fuck? Panic leaked from her pores as she scanned the living room. No sign of the camera bag. Down the hallway, she saw light coming from Piper’s room. Oh shit! I hope that girl didn’t—


Trenda quickly and quietly made her way to Piper’s bedroom door. She peeked into the room and saw the camcorder on top of the TV and herself on Piper’s TV screen, sucking Darius’s dick.


She peeked further into the room and saw Piper standing next to the bed naked and staring at the TV with tears running down her face and dripping from her chin. She also held a long, brass, pointy letter opener in her clenched fist. Trenda attempted to tiptoe to her room. I gots to get the hell outta here and let that girl cool down!


Before Trenda could leave, Piper spotted her and paused the tape, freezing Darius in his uniform right before he pushed Trenda to the floor. She glanced at the doorway and into Trenda’s eyes. “I knew I shouldn’t have trusted a ghetto hoochie like you! I let you move in with me and give you my heart and this is how you thank me?” Piper yelled, shivering with anger.


“Hold up,” Trenda said as she watched Piper take a step toward her. “There’s a reason I had to make that tape. Besides, what the hell are you doin’ lookin’ at my stuff without my permission?”


Piper glared at her. “I called myself surprising you by fixing your camcorder while you were bathing, you ungrateful bitch!”


Although Trenda’s affluent family was from Randallstown, Trenda preferred to hang out in the inner city areas of West Baltimore. She, along with her two older brothers, was raised in a very religious home. Her father was the minister of his own church and her mother reinforced his preaching at home as a full-time housewife. The constant pressure of being under her family’s moral and religious thumb drove her desire for freedom.


Once she reached the age of seventeen, as her mother tried to beat her with a belt after finding a book of matches in her backpack, Trenda slapped her and ran out of the door in her Catholic school uniform. That was the last time she’d seen or heard from her family. That was nearly ten years ago.


Trenda glanced down at Piper’s right hand, which held the letter opener. She looked back into her face. “Why don’t you calm down so we can talk this shit out?”


Piper grimaced and wiped the tears off of her face as she quickened her pace around the bed. “Fuck you! I’m not going to listen to any of your bullshit lies!”


Trenda had to think and move quickly; Piper was a foot taller and a hundred pounds heavier than she was. “Piper, back up off me,” Trenda said as she pulled Piper’s bedroom door closed and took a few steps backward, into the hallway.


“Bring your ass here, you fucking cunt!” Piper screamed as she yanked the door open.


Trenda ran into the living room as the door rattled on its hinges after slamming against the bedroom wall. “Owww!” Trenda yelled after banging her shin against the coffee table. She stood behind the sofa as Piper charged down the hallway. She desperately wanted to check her wounded shin, but dared not take her eyes off her angry roommate. “I’m warnin’ you, Piper. Leave me the fuck alone!”


Piper kicked the coffee table out of her way, leaned over the sofa and lashed out with the letter opener. She barely missed Trenda’s face, but she did leave a deep gash on her right shoulder. “I’m going to cut your fucking eyes out!”


Trenda braved a peek at her shoulder as she ran toward the kitchen. A small, dark stain formed on the shoulder of her red satin robe. The circular kitchen table provided even less of a barrier than did the sofa. I gotta stop this crazy bitch!


Piper ran into the kitchen gasping for breath. For a second, the sight of her reminded Trenda of a sweaty, naked and insane female walrus. Aware that she had Trenda trapped, Piper gave her a maniacal grin. “I’ve got your ass now!”


Trenda frantically sought an escape route, but found none. As Piper lifted the letter opener over her head, Trenda spotted the eighteen-inch-tall peppermill on the table. Piper lunged over the table at her.


In a quick, adrenaline-fueled movement, Trenda grasped the solid walnut peppermill, leaned to her left and clubbed Piper on the side of her head. As Piper yelped with pain, she managed to drag the letter opener across Trenda’s right cheek. That bitch cut my face! Trenda bared her teeth against the pain and brained Piper twice more on the back of the head with the peppermill.


Piper’s eyes rolled up, revealing the whites, before she collapsed onto the table. Trenda held the peppermill in midair, ready to bash her again, but Piper went limp and rolled off the table, striking her head on the linoleum floor.


Trenda panted as she stared down at the fallen big woman. Piper didn’t appear to be breathing. Trenda held the peppermill high as she tapped the side of Piper’s head with her toe. She didn’t respond. Oh shit! I gotta get the fuck outta here. The imagined sound of a jail cell door slamming made Trenda move. Having already spent an unbearable six months in a Philadelphia jail for a parole violation, she had no desire to spend the next twenty-five-years-to-life in the Gray Bar Motel.


She shoved the table out of the way and sprinted to her room. Where are my goddamned sweats? She tore off her robe and dug through her dresser drawers. Failing to find a pair of sweats, she removed the damp jeans and sweatshirt she’d worn earlier from the hamper and pulled them over her naked body, before slipping her bare feet back into her soggy black boots.


No matter how fast Trenda tried to move, it felt as if she was running out of time. She snatched open her closet door and grabbed her “Travelin’ Bag”—a black-and-white Reebok gym bag, which held two sets of sweats, socks, underwear, tennis shoes, two sets of fake driver’s licenses and one thousand dollars in cash. Her hustling lifestyle taught her to be ready to run at anytime, from anywhere.


She sensed the sand in her mental hourglass running out. “Think, don’t panic, think!” Trenda said as she grabbed her cell phone charger and tossed it in her bag. Next, she picked up her New York Yankees cap and Reebok bag and ran out of the room. “Keys! Where are my fuckin’ car keys?”


Trenda spotted them on the floor next to the coffee table that Piper had kicked askew. She slapped the cap on her head and scooped up her keys. Before fleeing the apartment, she went to the kitchen and checked on Piper. It looks like she moved. Trenda cautiously got on one knee and examined her.


She then placed her hand by Piper’s nose and mouth and felt a weak, warm breath escaping. At least her crazy-ass ain’t dead, but she looks kinda fucked up. The small flow of blood from Piper’s ear was a bit disconcerting.


Trenda got to her feet and went to the wall-mounted yellow telephone. I don’t need a murder on my head. She picked up the phone and dialed 9-1-1. After hearing the dispatcher answer, she let the phone receiver fall to the floor, knowing they would send a patrol car out to investigate. Time to get the hell out! Grabbing her bag, keys and purse she fled the apartment.





Four


“C’mon now, Griff! I know you can give me more than two grand. My car ain’t but a year old,” Trenda said to the heavy, dark, thick-glasses-wearing man in front of her. He ran a junkyard in Chestertown where—for the right price—he could make unwanted vehicles disappear, no questions asked.


“How you get that cut on ya pretty face?”


She touched her wound and in the light cast by his dim yard lights, found blood on her fingertip. “I ran into Freddy Krueger. Look, I ain’t got time to socialize. How much you gonna give me for it?” A dull throbbing pain reminded her of her shoulder injury.


He ran his hand over the hood. “You gotta remember, there ain’t a big demand for Isuzu parts around here.” He looked from the cut, into her green eyes. “Now, if it was somethin’ like a Benz, I could break you off a little mo’ change.”


She checked her watch as they stood in the light rain, in front of the trailer Griff lived in, which sat in the back of his messy junkyard. Her instincts told her she had to get going. She then focused on him. “I been bringin’ you customers for years. Two grand is the best you can do?”


He grinned and stared at her large breasts. “Well, maybe if you spend the night, we can figure out a way for you to earn a few mo’ ends.”


I wouldn’t fuck you wit’ somebody else’s pussy. She snatched the wad of cash out of his dirty hands and stuffed it in her pocket. “Fuck it, but you gotta drop me off on North Charles Street.”


He grinned. “I’ll have my man Julio take this piece of shit out back and gut it. I’ll put what’s left in the car crusher.” He pulled a half-smoked cigar out of the pocket of his greasy overalls and fired it up. He was so busy looking at Trenda he didn’t notice the tall, skinny crackhead that stood at the entrance to the junkyard watching them. “Tim, didn’t I tell you to stop hangin’ around here wit’ ya beggin’ ass?”


The filth-ridden dope addict held up one dirty hand. “C’mon, Griff. I’m just tryin’ to get enough change to get some food, or a job.” He then looked at sexy Trenda. “How ’bout you, sista? Can you help a brotha out?”


Trenda glared at him. “Hell naw…I ain’t got shit for you.” Griff took a couple steps toward the dope fiend and he quickly walked away. A moment later, Griff turned and looked at Trenda. “You ready to go?”


“Yeah…get me the fuck outta here,” she said as she removed the blonde wig from her purse and tossed it inside the Isuzu.


[image: Images]


After arriving at Piper’s apartment, a pair of cops found a semiconscious Piper and called for an ambulance. One of the cops walked into her bedroom as he searched the apartment for clues as to what had happened. He stopped and stared at the TV screen. “Yo, Robbie, come check this out!”


After entering the bedroom, Robbie’s eyes went to the TV. “Fuck me! Joey, is that officer Kain?”


Joey broke out in a big grin. “Yup, that’s Darius. I bet Captain Kelly would love to see this arrogant asshole on film!”


Robbie returned his grin. “Oh yeah! I knew he wasn’t on the up-and-up. Ridin’ around in that new Escalade and always braggin’ ’bout all the pussy he was gettin’…he got on my fuckin’ nerves.” Robbie then unplugged the camcorder from the TV and packed it up. “Time to take his ass down.”





Five


Trenda had Griff drop her off a mile away from the train station. She then waited until he drove out of sight, then hailed a cab. “Where you goin’ tonight, lady?” the young black cab driver asked, as he gazed at her through the Plexiglas shield between them.


She pulled the door closed. “Penn Station.” The cabbie’s flirtatious stare annoyed her. “Can you turn around and get goin’? I don’t wanna miss my train.”


The cabbie sensed her hostility and turned around. “A’ight, we’ll be there in a minute.”


“Oh fuck!” she yelled as she went through the contents of her getaway bag. “I forgot the goddamn camcorder!”


The cabbie looked at her in his rearview mirror. “Somethin’ wrong?”


She sat back with her hands over her face. She slowly wiped them down her face and shook her head. Oh well, I guess I ain’t gotta worry about Darius’s punk-ass no more anyway.


Ten minutes later, at 11:48 p.m., she handed the cabbie a twenty and hurried inside the Amtrak station. She removed her wet baseball cap, beat it against her leg, then put it back on her head. She then hurried to the only open ticket window. “Helloooooo! Where are you traveling to, ma’am?” the spike-haired, thin moustache-wearing, medium-built, Asian man behind the glass asked. His frilly voice, tongue piercing and thumb rings made one question his manhood.


Confusion filled her face. Damn, I didn’t think about that; where the hell am I goin’? She then scanned the red digital schedule board over the ticket counter. I need the next thing smokin’ outta here. Her eyes stopped on a train leaving at 12:07 a.m. “Gimme a ticket for that train goin’ to Oakland.”


The ticket agent quickly typed on his keyboard, then asked, “Round trip?”


“One way.” Trenda checked her watch as the agent continued to type. “How long is the ride?”


“About three days.”


“How much?”


“It depends on your accommodations. Would you like a coach seat or roomette?”


She heard the sound of an approaching train. “I dunno…I ain’t ever rode a train. Do they have beds?”


The agent gave her a condescending gaze. “You’ll want a roomette.” He looked at his screen, then back at Trenda. “Are you traveling alone?”


The sound of the train’s air brakes announced its arrival. Anxiety filled her voice. “Yeah, yeah, just me.”


The agent rolled his eyes from the scratch on her face to his screen. “That fare is $299 plus an additional $286 for the bedroom. Do you still want it?”


She spotted an Amtrak security guard in a transparent, rain-covered poncho talking into his two-way radio as he entered the ticket area from outside. She dug into the pocket of her jeans and removed her bankroll as she stared at the blond-haired guard.


“Yeah…I want it.”


After purchasing her ticket, she pulled the bill of her cap down low on her forehead and went to board the train. She peeked back over her shoulder and noticed the guard walking toward the ticket agent window. She checked her watch while standing in line to board the train; midnight straight up. C’mon, y’all…let’s go!


After boarding the train and receiving directions to her roomette, she checked the time and breathed a little easier. Cool, the train should be leavin’ any minute now. She entered her small roomette, closed and locked the door. She then tossed her bags on one of the reclining seats and collapsed into the other one. She checked her watch. “Damn, it’s ten after twelve. Why ain’t we movin’?”


A specter of panic paid her a visit. Ignoring her instincts, she went to her window, eased the curtain back a few inches and peeked out. “Oh hell no!”


Outside, about twenty yards from the train, she saw the original security guard along with two additional guards talking to the conductor who had taken her ticket. Trenda quickly pulled her curtains closed. She sat back and tried to slow her breathing and racing pulse.


The plans of the just are legitimate; the designs of the wicked are deceitful.—PROVERBS 12:5


Shut up, Daddy!


Many people in her position may have said a prayer, but after growing up in her household, she refused to seek comfort from the Higher Power. She preferred to get her comfort from cash or good sex.


A sudden jerk of the train shook her out of her sense of impending doom. Yes! It’s about damn time we got goin’! As the train picked up speed, she worked up the nerve to peek out the window again. To her horror, the security guard looked directly into her eyes as the train pulled past him.


Frozen with fear, she couldn’t retreat. Her eyes locked on the guard’s blue eyes briefly before the train banked to the left, ending the moment.





Six


Damn, I gotta pee, Trenda thought, an hour later, as she waited for the train to leave the D.C. train station. Her fear of running into a security guard kept her locked in her room with a full bladder.


Once the train left the station, she slowly opened her door and looked down the corridor. Cool, ain’t no guards out here. She then eased her door closed and walked to the restroom, at the end of the car.


After draining herself, she looked into the mirror as she washed her hands. Shit, I hope this cut don’t leave a scar. She then gently lowered the shoulder of her sweatshirt and inspected her other wound. She winced as she wet a paper towel and cleaned up her cut. Fortunately, it had stopped bleeding, but it looked deep. She nearly lost her balance as the train wobbled over an old bridge. I sure hope this muthafucka don’t hop off the tracks!


Outside the bathroom, her stomach growled. I wonder if they got food on this train. She worked up her nerve, opened the sliding doors between the cars and stepped through. The car was nearly vacant. A few reclined seats held sleeping passengers. In the dimly lit car, a sign on the wall of a dinner plate and utensils pointed toward the next car. She held on to the vacant seats as she tried to get used to the motion of the train.


I didn’t know trains had two levels. She followed the signs that pointed to the dining car. After ascending the stairs, she spotted an abandoned counter. Behind the counter was a grill. Damn! I wish the cook was on duty. I could use a big-ass hamburger right now.


Her stomach rumbled. Before leaving the car, she noticed a pair of vending machines on the far side of the grill, next to the dining tables. She reached into her pocket for some cash as she walked over to the machines. “Hey, don’t put any money into the soda machine. It took my dollar and didn’t give me a soda.”


She nearly jumped out the window. She failed to see the bald headed, chunky, brown-skinned, smiling, brown-eyed man sitting at one of the dining tables. A laptop computer and open bag of corn chips sat on the table in front of him. “Oh…thanks…” she managed to say as she composed herself.


“I didn’t mean to scare you, sorry.” He then worked himself out of his seat, adjusting his glasses as he walked over to the vending machines. “Let me treat you to dinner.”


Trenda read the sincerity in his face. His smile and precisely trimmed full beard was warm and inviting. “Don’t worry ’bout it; I’ll take a rain check.”


He stepped in front of her and slid a dollar into the machine. “No way. I wouldn’t be able to sleep if I didn’t make it up to you.”


Trenda tried not to smile, but his was contagious. “I don’t usually go to dinner wit’ strangers.”


He stepped back and offered her his large hand. “Okay, let’s fix that. My name’s Eli Bockman; but everyone calls me ‘Box.’”


Trenda inserted a second dollar into the machine, then shook his hand. I better use one of my aliases. “My name’s Mya…Mya Collins.”


He reminded her of a professor in his round, gold-rimmed glasses, baby-blue dress shirt and tan khaki pants. “Ahhhh, Mya…it fits you. That’s a very pretty name.”


She turned back to the machine and selected a bag of pretzels and a small package of beef jerky. He is kinda cute, but I’m way too tired to fight “Big Boy” off right now. When she turned around to give him one of her patented excuses to stop his advances, she was surprised to see that he’d gone back to his seat.


He picked up a pair of headphones that were plugged into his laptop and placed them on his head. She then opened her pretzels and nibbled on one as she walked over to his table. “Thanks again.”


He removed his headphones. “What did you say?”


“I said thanks for dinner.”


Like many men before him, he was drawn to her emerald eyes. “You are very welcome, Mya.” He went back to his laptop screen.


Something about his gentleness intrigued her. “Why are you workin’ on that computer so late?”


He clicked his wireless mouse a few times, then spun the laptop around for her to see. “I’m playing chess.”


She covered her mouth and yawned. “Well, have fun; I’ll catch you later.”


He glanced at her breasts before turning his laptop around. He then gave her a smile. “Meet me here for breakfast. They start serving at six.”


She walked away, giving him a perfect look at her nice behind. Without looking back at him she said, “I’ll think about it.”


Minutes later, she entered her room and locked the door. She placed her snacks on the table and stripped naked. She then inspected her aching body. “Oh shit! Look at this damn bruise on my shin.” The scratch on her face was no longer bleeding, but a nagging itch took its place as the wound tried to heal. “I swear I’m gonna go back and kill that bitch if I get a scar from this cut.”


She converted both reclining seats into her bed, then sat down and thought about her situation. Too tired to finish her food, she lay back on the bed. The rocking motion of the train and clicketyclack of the wheels on the tracks caused her eyelids to slowly close.





Seven


Trenda awoke at 1:30 p.m. to the residual aches and pains from her injuries. I need a long hot bath and a massage. She then slowly sat up and swung her legs over the edge of her bed. I’m sure glad they got showers on this train.


As she sat naked on her bed, she heard a buzzing sound on the floor. “I wonder who the hell is lookin’ for me.” She picked up her purse and removed her vibrating cell phone. “Goooooddamn! I got sixteen missed calls.”


After seeing that half of her missed calls were from Piper’s parents, Trenda’s thoughts went back to the security guards back at the train station. The rest of the calls were from various underworld figures in need of her services. “Fuck, I’m missin’ all kinds of money.”


She removed her phone charger and plugged in her cell phone. Once she saw the power light indicate it was charging, she removed her pink velour sweatsuit and matching pink thong and satin bra. She donned her black outfit once again, picked up her clean clothes, towels and complimentary soap and headed for the showers.


She showered, dressed and made her way to the dining car. She didn’t realize how hungry she was until she watched a woman bite into a grilled chicken sandwich. The sound and smell of hamburger patties cooking on the grill nearly made her drool.


“What can I get you?” the middle-aged Spanish cook asked as she flipped a burger pattie.


Trenda scanned the laminated menu. “Let me have the cheeseburger meal and a Sprite.”


Trenda paid for her meal, then took a window seat in a booth and waited for her food. The sun felt good on her face. As the scenery sped by, she daydreamed. It feels damn good knowin’ I ain’t gotta deal wit’ Darius no more. She went into her purse and removed her compact mirror. She then studied the cut on her cheek. Fuckin’ Piper. The more I look at this cut, the more I hope that bitch is dead.


The cook rang the bell on the counter and announced, “Order number 114 is ready!”


Trenda woke out of her daze and retrieved her food. She added mustard and mayonnaise to her cheeseburger. I sure hope this little money I have is enough to get me by until I get on my feet. I heard California is expensive as hell. She opened her bag of Lays Potato Chips and poured them on her plate. I’m gonna need a car, a place to stay and—


The sight of an Amtrak policeman and a conductor entering the dining car made Trenda squirt ketchup on her potato chips by mistake. They stopped four tables from her and asked the couple for their identification. Oh shit! What the hell’s goin’ on?


She fished in her purse for her sunglasses in the hope they would hide her attention-grabbing eyes. The cop and conductor scanned the car, then went to a booth on the opposite side of the car.


Nervousness replaced her hunger as she nibbled on a ketchup-stained chip. A familiar face came into view. Box entered the dining car. Hmmmm, he might come in handy; the cops would be lookin’ for a woman travelin’ alone if they were lookin’ for me. She smiled and waved at him. “It’s about time you got here.”


Box gave her a confused smile as he walked past the conductor and cop. They were busy checking the ID’s of a pair of collegeaged kids. He wedged himself into the seat across from her. “I thought we were going to meet for breakfast?”


Trenda gave him a smile, glanced at the cop, then back to Box. “I like a late breakfast.”


Box adjusted his glasses as he smiled at his new friend. “I see.” He glanced at her plate. “I’ve never seen anyone eat potato chips with ketchup.”


She looked over his shoulder and watched the cop scan the car again. “That’s how we do it in B-More.”


His eyes enjoyed how good she looked in pink. “Oh, is that where you’re from?”


Trenda took a bite off the tip of her pickle spear. She noticed for the first time how wide his shoulders were. Even though he had a belly, it looked as though he’d worked out quite a bit back in the day. “Yup… Born and raised. Where you from?”


He turned his head after Trenda caught him looking at her breasts. “El Cerrito, California.”


She smiled and arched her back slightly, giving him a better view of her twins. “Is that by L.A.?”


He glanced at her titties, then scratched his forehead. “No, it’s about fifteen minutes from Oakland.”


That’s real good to know. She watched the cop and conductor head their way. “I wonder what happened. Why you think that cop is checkin’ folks?”


Box turned around and eyed the pair. “They’re doing random ID checks. You can blame that on 9/11.”


She looked into his glasses. “What do you mean?”


“It’s a part of heightened security. They like to know who you are…make sure you’re not on their ‘Known Terrorist List.’”


She felt her heart crawling into her throat as the cop and conductor approached. I sure hope he’s right!


Box nodded and smiled at the officer as they checked the ID of the Korean couple across from them. “Do you need to see our ID’s, too, Officer?”


Shut the fuck up! Trenda yelled in her mind. He wasn’t even gonna check ours! She then took a bite of her cheeseburger and gazed out the window, hoping to avoid eye contact with the cop.


The alabaster-colored officer glanced from Box to Trenda. “No, that won’t be necessary. We’re done here.”


Cool! Cool! She took another bite of her burger. I just hope Mr. Box can keep his damn mouth shut.


Box stood up. “I’m going to go get a sandwich. I’ll be right back.”


She nodded as she chewed a mouthful of food. He sure is a wide body. She watched him walk toward the grill in his red polo shirt and black slacks. A pair of conservative black loafers adorned his large feet. He dresses just like a white boy.


She watched the countryside rush past as she enjoyed her food. “Mya…Hey, Mya…can you hear me?”


Trenda happened to look his way as she took a sip of her soda. Oh shit! I forgot what name I gave him! “Yeah, sorry I was busy daydreamin’.”


He gave her a smile. “Do you want anything while I’m up here?”


She shook her head as she tossed a few chips into her mouth. Unfortunately, his pleated slacks concealed the slightest hint of his package size from her scrutiny. Once he returned with his tuna melt, the train pulled into the Chicago station. After pouring his Doritos onto his plate, she noticed he made sure none of the chips touched his sandwich. “So, what you doin’ on this train, Box?”


He used his napkin as a bib. “I’m on my way home from a business conference in D.C.” He closed his eyes, lowered his head and said a silent blessing. He then looked back at her. “Where are you on your way too or from?”


Trenda finished swallowing a bite of burger. “I’m relocatin’ to California.”


He looked at her over his glasses as he held his sandwich. “Really? Job transfer?”


“You could say that. What do you do?” “I’m a systems analyst for a large retail company.”


She glanced at the invisible braces on his teeth. “What is that?”


He held up one finger and motioned for her to hold on as he swallowed a bite of food. “I make sure all the cash registers stay online. I also go out and set up the cash register and computer systems for new stores.”


“You ride around doin’ that all the time?”


“Most of the time. Sometimes I telecommute from home.”


She took a sip of soda. “Why are you on the train? Wouldn’t it be quicker if you flew?”


He gave her a bashful grin as he rubbed his forehead. “I don’t like to fly…I hate it.”


She smiled at his boyish manner. “Oh…so you scared to fly.”


He picked up a chip and nibbled it. “I wouldn’t call it scared. I’d say I have an aversion to riding inside a flying coffin.”


She laughed. “A big ol’ man like you scared of flyin’. That’s funny!”


He blushed and opened his can of root beer. “Say what you will, but remember; there are no emergency lanes in the sky to pull over into if something goes wrong.”


For a moment, she forgot her worries and enjoyed their banter. “You must be damn good at your job if they gonna let you catch a train instead of fly. If I was your boss, I’d want your ass on the job as quick as possible.”


He grinned. “Well, I guess I’m lucky you’re not my boss!”


She bit her pickle spear. “You still didn’t answer my question. You must be one of the best at your job.”


He sipped his soda, then wiped his lips. “I’m pretty good.”


She let her eyes rest on his wrist. I bet you gettin’ paid real good if you can afford that Bvlgari watch. “I bet your wife is real happy when you hand her over your paycheck.”


He choked on his mouthful of sandwich. After composing himself he replied, “Excuse me?”


She grinned as she wiped potato chip crumbs off her breasts, drawing his attention to her sexy rack. “Dang, don’t die on me, baby!”


“I thought I heard you say something about me having a wife.”


Trenda glanced at his ring-less fingers, then back into his face. “I did.”


Box peeled the bread crust off his sandwich. “The only Mrs. Bockman close to me is my mom. I don’t have a wife, and if I did, she’d have to be a true goddess to have me hand her over my cash like that.”


Trenda placed her elbows on the table and leaned over her plate, giving the big man a magnificent view of her cleavage. “And why no wife, Mr. Box?”


He blinked his eyes and looked away from her chest. “A lot of reasons.” He focused on the scratch on her face instead of her luscious breasts. “But it may happen one day.”


I bet if I pulled one of my tits out, you’d gimme everything you got. She gave him a flirtatious smile. “I know a big, fine man like you has got a girlfriend.”


“You could say that.”


Trenda took a swallow of her soda. “Does she travel with you?”


“No. I usually travel alone or with co-workers.” He sat back in his seat. “My turn; are you married? Attached?”


She pushed her shades up on her nose. “I ain’t got no man. I’m free, single and able to mingle.”


Even though the train’s air conditioning was on, Box had to wipe a bead of sweat off the side of his face. He looked into her shades. “I bet you left a lot of broken hearts back in Baltimore.”


She chuckled as she let her foot brush against his shin under the table. “I plead the fifth.”


Box flinched as though she’d rubbed his left nut. To get his mind off the dancing dong in his pants, he changed the subject. “What do you do for a living, Heartbreaker?”


She looked out the window as Middle America’s landscape whizzed by. “I do hair and stuff.”


He removed the napkin from his shirt, balled it up and tossed it on his plate of scraps. “Oh, you’re a cosmetologist. Did you go to school for it in Baltimore?”


She continued to stare at the passing scenery. “Yeah, I went a few years ago.” Thoughts of how she dropped out of cosmetology school three months in, after finding out she could do hair better than her teachers, played in her mind.


Box stood and pointed at Trenda’s tray. “Are you done?”


She looked past him and did a double-take. Oh shit, there goes the cop again. She then drained the last of her soda and placed the empty cup on her tray. “Yeah, I’m done, thanks.”


He placed her tray on top of his. “Can I ask you a question?”


She watched as the cop walked toward them. “Yeah, go ahead.”


“How did you get that scratch on your face?


Trenda gently touched her slightly swollen cut. “I was fake boxin’ with my nephew and he scratched me by accident with his watch.”


He leaned in for a closer look. “You don’t want it to get infected. Did you put any kind of ointment on it?”


The cop stopped at the counter and ordered a soda. “Yeah…as a matter of fact, I gotta get back to my room and put some more on it.”


He smiled at his reflection in her dark shades as he picked up their trays. “Okay, well, if you get bored, I have a DVD player in my laptop and a bunch of movies to watch.”


“I’ll think about it.” She let her eyes fall on the cop as he paid for his drink. “Where can I find you later?”


He nodded toward the front of the train. “I’m in room D-12, two cars that way.”


She slid across the blue vinyl bench seat, stood up and gave him a sly grin. “Oh, you think you’re slick; you’re tryin’ to get me in your room. I almost fell for ya ‘innocent teddy bear’ act.”


He shook his head. “I assure you that’s not what I meant. As a matter of fact, if you wish, we can watch the movies up here.”


She studied his backside as he turned and took their empty trays and placed them on the grill counter. Something about his mannerisms and thickness intrigued and warmed her. She then looked away from his behind and caught sight of the cop looking at her as he turned his can of Coke up and finished it. “Hey, I gotta go. Do you have a cell phone?”


He turned from the counter after he and the cop exchanged a glance. “Yes I do.”


She pulled a pen out of her purse and removed a napkin from the dispenser on the table. “Lemme have it in case I decide to call you later about the movie thing.”


“510.555.9656. What time should I expect your call?”


Why the fuck is that cop just hangin’ around the grill if he ain’t gonna order no food? She took a couple steps backward toward the exit. “I dunno…maybe I’ll surprise you. Bye.”


“Sounds good! I’ll catch you later.” He watched her turn around and walk down the corridor. He then turned and walked back to the counter and stood next to the cop. “What’s up, Officer?”


The cop leaned back on his elbows, on the counter. “Man, you are one lucky dude! She is hot!”


Box continued to stare at Trenda’s pink velour-covered, heart-shaped ass until she exited the door at the end of the car. “That, she is, my man…that, she is.” He winked at the cop. “It’s one of the perks that come with my job; you get to see a lot of nice sights.”





Eight


“Fuck!” Darius yelled after slamming his fist down on the hot, black hood of his patrol car. “Are you sure they were talkin’ about me?”


His partner, Tyrone, hocked up a wad of phlegm and spat it onto the blacktop. “Hell yeah, I’m sure! I met up with our boy, Terrence, in Internal Affairs earlier today after the briefing. He told me they got your ass on video!”


Darius placed his hands on his hips as he stared up at the bottom of the freeway underpass they’d parked under. “Did he say what I was doin’ on the tape?”


Tyrone watched a large rat run along the curb, then disappear into the gutter across the street from them. The broken windows of the abandoned textile factory they stood in front of looked like accusing eyes. “He told me you was gettin’ your dick sucked by some broad in a blonde wig.”


Darius dropped his hands, cocked his head and looked at his slim, charcoal-colored partner through squinted eyes. “What?”


Tyrone removed his hat and rubbed his low-cut afro. “Man, he said they got you doin’ baby, pullin’ your gun on her and slammin’ her on the floor.” He replaced his cap on his head as he looked Darius in the eyes. “Accordin’ to the time stamp on the video, it happened during the time we were supposed to be on patrol.”


Darius shifted his bottom jaw from side to side, grinding his teeth as he analyzed the information he’d just received. How the fuck did she tape us without me knowin’? “Well, that ain’t as bad as I thought…a lot of that sounds like circumstantial evidence to me.”


Tyrone leaned back on the patrol car, exhaled loudly. “That’s not all; they also got you on tape admittin’ you extorted her out of money she was gonna use for a drug transaction. Since the ho put my name in it, I’m sure they are gonna investigate me, too.” He turned and glared over the roof of the car at Darius. “I told you that bitch Trenda was scandalous when you first started fuckin’ with her.”


Darius scowled at him. “Quit panickin’, scary-ass!”


The sound of a car skidding to avoid an accident overhead briefly silenced them. “Quit panickin’? How the hell you gonna explain the goddamn video?”


Darius walked a few steps away, while drumming the fingers of his right hand on his thigh. He froze. “Role play.”


Tyrone gave him a perplexed look. “Role play? What the hell you talkin’ about?”


A thin smile crossed his lips. “Lots of people practice sexual role play. I can claim that’s what we were doin’.”


Tyrone stared off into the night as he contemplated his partner’s words. “Okay, so how are you gonna explain being on tape when we were supposed to be on patrol?”


Darius broadened his smile. “Who’s to say her camera timestamp wasn’t wrong? People do make mistakes, cameras do malfunction.”


The patrol car radio called out their unit number. Tyrone shook his head as he opened the driver side door and got into the car. “That sounds all good, but we still have a problem.”


“What the hell are you talkin’ about now?” Darius asked as he entered the car.


After responding to a request from the dispatcher to check out a domestic violence call, Tyrone started the engine. “They also want to bring Trenda in for questioning, see if she wants to press charges.”


Darius adjusted his hat as they pulled off. “In that case, we’ll have to get to her before they do.”





Nine


Trenda met Box in the café car to watch his collection of the Dave Chappelle Show DVD’s. “He is a damn fool!” she said with a laugh as she and Box watched Dave Chappelle perform a skit with Ashy Larry.


Box wiped tears of laughter from his eyes. “He sure the hell is!” The feel of Trenda’s thigh touching his in the booth they shared had more of his attention than the comedy playing on his laptop. He looked out the window and saw a large, brown, full moon keeping pace with the speeding train. “I order every season that comes out on DVD.”


After the skit ended, Trenda lifted her arms over her head, yawned and stretched. She looked around the car and saw they were two of the only five people still in the café car. “What time you got?”


Box checked his watch. “I have five after eleven.” He smiled into her hypnotic eyes. “I hope it’s not past your curfew.”


She looked at him out the corner of her eye with a devilish grin as she let her hand fall on his surprisingly firm thigh. She then slowly removed it. Hmmmm, he’s a lot more solid than he looks. “Don’t worry; I told daddy not to wait up for me.”


He nearly snapped the DVD in half as he tried to put it back in its case after feeling Trenda’s hand on his leg. “I have another DVD of his show if you want to watch it.”
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