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Dear Reader:


Thanks for picking up a copy of Show Stoppah by Thomas Slater. I am very excited about this book that deals with the life-altering ramifications of abuse on females. Empowering females has always been my main platform so to see the subject matter tackled in both an engaging and informative way fills me with delight.


Kimpa and Isis are two young ladies, united by the fact that they both landed in the same shelter for abused women. Even though all of the women there have battle scars, theirs are on an entirely different level than being smacked around every now and then, or yelled at for not having dinner on the table on time. Kimpa fell in love with the Devil and Isis was kidnapped and forced into hell by his twin brother, Satan.


After deciding that enough is enough, in a single act of desperation, they grow determined to let the world know about their traumatic backgrounds. They resort to taking over the radio show of a male chauvinist pig, and then they spend the next six hours retelling their miseries. While their situations are extreme, on any given day there are hundreds of thousands of women across the globe, possibly millions, who are being subjected to various forms of abuse. Show Stoppah is a great example of how simple venting can increase one’s self-esteem tremendously. Victims do not have to remain victims; sometimes they can become “sheros.”


As always, thanks for supporting Thomas Slater and the other authors that I publish under Strebor Books International. We try our best to bring you the future in publishing today with cutting-edge, risk-taking titles that spark thought, conversation, and controversy.


If you would like to join my email list, please send a blank email to eroticanoir-subscribe@topica.com. You can also find me on Facebook, on Twitter at “PlanetZane” or join my online social network at www.PlanetZane.org. My personal email is Endeavors@aol.com and my personal web site is www.eroticanoir.com.


Blessings,
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Zane


Publisher


Strebor Books International


www.simonandschuster.com/streborbooks
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Lord, I just want to say... thank you!


To my siblings of course: I love you guys—Wayne, Gloria, and Jermain Slater!


This book is dedicated to all those that have touched my life in one way or another: the Slater family, Posey family, Hicks family, Montgomery family, Boggs family, Ramsey family, Lee family, Smith family, Richardson family, Jones family, Sims family, Scrues family, Patton family, Claybone family, Rawlins family, Bush family, Watts family, Brogdon family, Snipes family and Duncan family.


If I’ve forgotten anybody, remember: for what my mind failed to store, my heart holds you for sure!


I will forever treasure the memories of my father, Hugh E. Slater, Sr. and my brother Hugh E. Slater, Jr., affectionately known as “June.” And if I can, I’d like to grab just a moment of silence for my cousin, Roy Bradham. I miss you, man! R.I.P.!
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There once was an Angel who was chosen for an assignment on earth. She said, yes, and took the job without further words. This angel in flesh was born and grew up to be a powerful woman with words of fire and infectious kindness. She walked softly and God had her back. Love was her second name and sacrifice, her native tongue. She labored tirelessly and effortlessly in the vineyard knowing one day she would get to return home, just to hear God’s words of praise: “Job well done my good and faithful servant.” And then it happened; she was called home to her reward. This angel I know well... she was Mary Slater—none other than... my mother.
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“This fucking food is disgusting, girl,” Isis commented, pointing to her plate with her fork. “Beggars can’t be choosers, but damn, is this supposed to be lasagna?”


Isis’ body was thin, wiry, with vanilla-colored skin impressively stretched over ridges of lean muscle tissue. She was average height but nicely portioned, with shoulder-length hair.


Kimpa cracked a sheepish grin. Kimpa Peoples was the closest thing to physical perfection that one could reach. Some said she favored the platinum, Grammy Award-winning pop-superstar, Rihanna. She possessed all the voluptuous assets men desired, including high cheekbones, a slender face accented by long, flowing black hair and a magnificent swell in the bosom department. But her best features included: long, flawless legs, adorable bedroom eyes, and a tiny waistline.


“The food at this shelter ain’t supposed to taste great,” Kimpa said, picking up a cold, hard biscuit and banging it against the table, creating splintering breadcrumbs. “This is a shelter. The folks in here afraid that if they start serving that five-star gourmet shit, us po’ folk ain’t gonna take the initiative to go out in the world and gain our independence. I’d give anything right now for my bubble bath, aromatherapy, lobster, and champagne ritual.”


“That sounds delicious, but expensive,” Isis said.


Kimpa stared at her food. “It’s a habit I picked up on Stan Larkin’s dime.”


“That your first trick, right? The lawyer guy?”


“He put me up at the Ritz-Carlton and I ordered room service until I puked. I’d chill out in a bubble bath, surrounded by scented candles, eating lobster and drinking champagne.”


“Spoiled heifer,” Isis said, teasing.


The two women laughed a little, easing the stress and tension in the air of the tiny, cramped enclosure passing for a cafeteria. The Woman’s First Shelter transcended racial boundaries to help, heal, and provide support for women who’d been physically and mentally abused.


Kimpa and Isis sat at a table for two, eating in the presence of other women from different ethnic backgrounds, all bound tightly together by the universal bonds of heartache, pain, and suffering. “Pain doesn’t recognize color,” was the Woman’s First motto, proudly displayed and beautifully painted in bright colors, across one of the walls of the corridor leading into the cafeteria.


“Kimpa, can you believe that broad over there?” Isis whispered, nodding her head at a dark-skinned woman wearing a weave pulled back into one long ponytail, sitting at a table in the corner by herself.


Kimpa turned her head. “Who you talking about?”


“Let everybody in here know we’re gossiping, why don’t you!” Isis chuckled. She discreetly nodded in the woman’s direction again. “The sistah with the bad weave sitting in the corner.”


“Yeah, ain’t that rough? Her boyfriend was having threesomes with her and their ten-year-old daughter before he disappeared with the child. He left the sistah with nothing but tons of guilt and bad memories,” Kimpa said, sipping on a glass of fruit punch.


“I hope the law catches up with his ass, cuts his nuts off, and makes him wear them around his neck.” Isis frowned at the contents on her plate. “A reminder that a sickness like his can only be cured by castration.”


“Amen to that, girl. Gimme some,” Kimpa said, dapping Isis.


Isis thoroughly examined the cafeteria, taking in all the casualties who’d managed to break free from the painful grip of misogynist-masters and who’d been lucky enough not to have been numbered amongst those women who’d fallen to the bloody feet of a much more sinister circumstance.


“This shit’s terrible, Kimpa.”


“What, these hard biscuits?”


“Get serious. I’m talking about all these women who’ve been sent here because of ungrateful-ass, selfish muthafuckin’ men. Well, with the exception of the Latina lesbian broad over there, Resa. Kimp, how long have we been shacked up at this shelter?”


“About six months.”


“Six months too long. I mean, all we ever do is sit around in a group, cackling about how badly we were treated. It’s the same routine every single fuckin’ day. And I’m about fed up to my nipples with it. Nothing’s getting resolved; the bastards that we complain about are still walking around out there in the street. The way some of these women have been mistreated, those bastards should’ve been locked away.”


“I agree with you one hundred percent. They say it’s a man’s world.”


Isis rolled her eyes at her plate before covering it with a napkin. “We’re here eating garbage. Them niggas out there who are responsible for us ending up in here, what do you think they dining on?” She pushed her plate away. “It sure ain’t generic lasagna.”


“What can we do about it?” Kimpa asked. “We’re two women among many who’ve been used up and thrown away like trash, left in places like this to die of humiliation.”


“Granted, some of these sistahs in this place can spin some tales, but nobody’s stories in here compare to yours and mine. Not that I’m trying to compare heartache and pain, but we’ve been through the storm. That’s why I believe meeting you at this shelter was fate. Do you see the cynical looks on these heifers’ faces when we recount the hell we’ve walked through? They look at us like we should be writing screenplays or some shit.”


“Isis, sis, no disrespect, but sometimes I even find our stories hard to believe. And I lived the nightmare. Had my baby took...” Kimpa’s voice flat-lined into soft sobs.


Isis handed her some napkins. “See, sis, that’s what I’m talking about right there,” Isis said, tenderly caressing Kimpa’s free hand. “We got to start snatching collars to let these men know we can get grimy, too. That bastard of yours got away with taking your baby. Shit, at least you know where your baby is. I don’t have a clue where in the land-down-under that yellow nigga of mine got off to with my child. But I’ll tell you one thing; there are a whole lot of women in this country who need to hear our stories, girl.”


An older lady, one of the servers, walked into the cafeteria dressed in a white apron, hairnet, and black-framed bifocals, carrying a portable radio. “They’ve been taking donations on the radio all day to buy shoes for needy children!” the lady yelled out to another coworker behind the serving counter. “Before I come in here, I took out my credit card and pledged two hundred dollars. Yes, I did.”


“Well, Brenda, sit that radio on the empty table right there, turn the damn thing on, and get to work!” the coworker screamed back. Brenda switched on the radio.


“Hey, Detroit, it’s five o’clock and you’re on the dial with 95.5 FM radio, with everybody’s favorite morning eye-opening shock-jock, Mindspeak the Truth,” the very distinguishable, electrifying voice boomed from the speaker of the portable stereo system. “It’s rush hour and Mindspeak will be with you for your evening commute. Yours truly has been pulling double duty, baby, since six this morning; my normal work hours. But our Shoes for Kids Campaign telethon is underway and we’ll be jumping off all day long, and since this is a worthy cause, I’ll personally be on the dial as long as it takes to champion this cause. We’re trying to put shoes on shorties, man, so we need you to go into your wallets and make a monetary contribution, or you can purchase a pair of shoes and send them to 1000 Fourth Street, Suite 120, Detroit, MI 48233.”


“I hate his undercover, woman-bashing ass,” Isis said with enough sauce in her voice to earn a few glares.


“I don’t know what you’re talking about, but people are staring,” Kimpa said.


“I’m five past giving a damn. How can you women listen to this chauvinist dog? And in a shelter for abused women, for Christ’s sake,” Isis ranted.


“Mindspeak has done some good things for the city,” proclaimed a white woman with dirty blonde hair.


“I don’t give a damn,” Isis retorted. “Have ya’ll ever listened to the man’s topics? They’re inflammatory. He always goes out of his way to make the man look like the victim.”


“Sometimes they are,” added an inky-black lady with an ugly scar on the left side of her mug.


“It’s clear that group discussions aren’t helping you, Barbara,” Isis scolded. “Sweetie, you still think it was your fault that your boyfriend went off the deep end and tried to carve his initials in your face with a Rambo blade.”


“That was pretty cold, Isis,” Kimpa scolded her.


“Barbara, I’m sorry; didn’t mean that crack. It’s the pressure; that’s all,” Isis apologized.


Mindspeak spoke again from the radio. “Today’s topic is women who kill their abusive lovers. If found guilty in a court of law, should their actions warrant them life in prison?” Mindspeak paused. “This should be a touchy topic. Men, I need to hear from you. Sistas, I’m gonna hear from the brothers the first half of the hour, but don’t get ’em in a bunch because the second half belong to you. Hit me up on the hitter; call me at 222-SPEAK.”


“You see what I mean?” Isis said, the fire in her eyes present for all to see.


“Look at how the switchboard is lighting up,” Mindspeak boasted. “Caller, are you there? State your name.”


“Yeah, Mindspeak, baby boy, this is Lil’ Mike and yo’ show is da bomb, big b-a-b-y. I want to congratulate you on the success of yo’ show going national and thangs,” the caller said in a deep voice. “But to answer yo’ little question and thangs, hell yeah, them broads should receive life for killin’ kangs. They were put on this earth to serve our purpose, made from our ribs, but somehow they got it twisted that they can talk back and not get smacked up.”


“Very interesting perspective, caller, but we’re going to take another. Hi, caller, what’s your name?”


“This is Robert Macky at the Chrysler plant on the North side. And yeah, give them rats life. Likes I tells ’em on the job, playboy, equality is equality. You want to work like a man, be prepared to suffer a man’s pain. They should be at home barefoots, pregnant, and cookin’ a $#!*%@!”—the censor kicked in—“dinner anyway.”


“You hear them, ladies. Though their way of thinking might be straight from the Stone Age, they make a serious point,” Mindspeak said. “What’s good for the goose is always good for the gander. Listen, family, tomorrow’s the last day before I go on vacation. I’m gonna leave out of here with a banging show. Tune in here tomorrow for the big celebration.”


Isis went off. “That’s the kind of fucked-up thinking that’s put a lot of us in this shelter today. Fuckin’ Mindspit.” Isis was trying to be respectful of the older women serving the food, but she couldn’t help herself. Her temper was boiling, nostrils flaring like the hood of a dangerous cobra.


“You mean Mindspeak,” Kimpa said.


“Yeah, whatever. His show is national, right?” Isis whispered.


“What are you getting at?”


“Just answer the question.”


“Yeah. Why?”


“I just found the answer to our problem.”


With a worried expression on her grill, Kimpa was afraid to ask, “What you thinking about doing?”


“What better platform to assist us in getting our stories out to all the battered women to inspire unity? To stand up and protect themselves from what happened to us?”


“Isis, where are you going with this?”


“It’s collar-snatching time. We gonna hijack Mindbender’s show. It’s the perfect way to strike a blow for the female cause. Show all these macho assholes that women are far from inferior. What a great way to emasculate the so-called masters of control, by putting Mindblender’s misogynist ass in his place.”


“Isis, what the hell are you talking about?” Kimpa asked in a voice, dripping concern.


“Getting a few pistols, laying in waiting for old Mindscratcher to roll up in the parking lot tomorrow morning, taking ’im hostage and forcing our way into the building. It’s perfect! And while we hold the guns on Mindsucka, we can use the chump’s national radio show to tell our stories, girl.”


“What you’re asking me to do is insane. Have you even factored the police into this little show-stopping equation of yours? And guns? I don’t like guns.”


Isis was intensely aware that Kimpa was worried. Hell, she was also a little apprehensive. She’d been so juiced up with adrenaline and rebellion, Isis hadn’t factored in that they’d actually be running afoul of the law. The one thing that her ordeal had taught her was to grab the bull by the balls and squeeze tight.


“Listen, Kimpa, I can’t promise you anything but a chance to take the power back from the sonofabitch who took your baby, and to take back your self-respect. A woman without it might as well be dead. You with me?”


Kimpa didn’t even have to think hard. “Yeah. We sistahs for life. Let’s do it.”


“Okay, girl,” Isis said, squeezing Kimpa’s hands. “Mindsnitch is ours tomorrow morning, right before he goes on air. We’ll be tuning in, alright. I promise you, he won’t be celebrating after tomorrow’s show.”


A pain hit Kimpa in the stomach like she’d been kicked by a mule. It started in her stomach, with the aftershock registering in this unholy pain-face she was now wearing.


Isis grabbed Kimpa’s hand. “Kimpa, you alright?”


Kimpa was holding her stomach. “The Old Lady’s here.”


“Oh, girl, your cramps bad?”


“Bad enough. Back when I was with Brody, I used to eat muscle relaxants like Skittles when she came to town. It was the only thing that took them away.”


Isis examined the women in the cafeteria.


“I don’t think you’ll get muscle relaxants around here, but they might have some Midol.”


“Isis,” Kimpa whispered, “this is a bad sign. I don’t think we should take down Mindspeak. I won’t be of any use to you. My first two days are heavy and painful. I can’t do anything but lay up.”


“Look, Kimpa. You won’t have to do much. We need to do this tomorrow. You heard Mindspender; he’s going on vacation. I understand about your situation, but this can’t wait. Trust me, it won’t take long.”


Kimpa submissively bowed her head, tears sliding down her cheeks effortlessly. She was confused and tired, wanting this chapter of her life closed. There was no running from the past. If anything, her life experiences had taught her to step on the past in order to walk to the future. This thing was going down regardless of the Old Lady’s painful protest.




I yawned and stretched, covering my mouth, trying to conceal the fact that I was seriously having second thoughts. I was bloated and feeling yucky.


“Isis, there has to be another way. Let’s go back to the shelter and think about this. Please, girl, we don’t need this trouble—I don’t want to go to jail. I still want a family. I can still salvage this life, I—”


“Kimpa, if you don’t stand up for yourself, mothafuckas like Brody gonna run over you wherever you go.”


“Isis, it’s six in the morning and he’s not here. We should take that as a sign and leave. Maybe God has—”


“I don’t want to hear about Him because He wasn’t there when I was gettin’ my ass kicked.”


Through the haze of my teary eyes, I saw a chance at humor. “Why’s your gun bigger than mine?” I asked, sniffling and examining the small pistol she’d given me back at the shelter.


Isis eyed me with concern. She dropped her weapon in her lap, leaning over and hugging me. I couldn’t help the tears that effortlessly slid down, exposing the fact that I was a life giver and not a taker.


“Kimpa, it’s gonna be okay. I got you. I promise you that I’m not gonna let anything happen to you in there.” For a moment we were gently locked inside the consoling embrace of reassurance, looking like and pretending to be cold-blooded desperados. Well, I wasn’t, but Isis was a different glass of water. There were no feelings. Her ordeal had robbed her of one of God’s most precious gifts. Isis was all woman, but her terrifying experiences had left her scarred and numb to compassion. Although we’d both had hard stories, hers was a little bit harsher. I couldn’t blame her. All the death she’d witnessed had given her the ability to resist rational thinking.


“Kimpa.” Isis straightened herself, wiping away the last of the tears on my cheeks. “We gonna be alright. Besides, beginners can’t handle weaponry like this.” She held up her big Desert Eagle, racking back the slide, smiling. “I’m the only one who’s qualified to handle Roscoe.”


We found the nerve to laugh a little, easing the tension inside the hooptie we’d stolen. In the early morning light, Isis’ gun glistened like polished chrome.


“Promise me that nobody gets hurt, okay?” I asked of Isis, trying hard to gather the nerve to handle the pistol.


“I promise you, nobody gets hurt... but only if they’re innocent.”


We laughed again.


“Do I have to carry a gun? I don’t like guns. They give me the willies.” I grinned nervously. “Do you ever cry?” I wasn’t trying to sound dainty, but I’d lost somebody whom I’d loved dearly to guns and I didn’t want to go there.


“Yes, you have to go in there strapped. And no, I don’t cry; I ran out of tears a long fuckin’ time ago. All I got left is revenge,” she responded.


We were two women with similar tales, sitting across the street from a nondescript building that housed the WBUD radio station. The station was home to “Mindspeak in the Morning,” hosted by that male chauvinist idiot named Mindspeak. The show had started out locally, but had grown nationally within two years. I couldn’t comprehend how his show could be ranked number one in the nation. His topics were always controversial, but cleverly devised to get under the skins of his female listeners.


We watched as an expensive SUV pulled into the parking lot. A burnt-black, ugly man stepped his short and stubby, fat-necked frame out.


My heart pumped ruthlessly against my chest. I had to dry my perspiration-soaked hands on the tattered, dirty-gray interior of the hooptie. I bowed my head to say a little prayer, but the brutal slamming of the passenger door snapped my head in the direction of the noise. Isis was out of the car, running full-tilt toward the man, who wasn’t paying attention to his surroundings. The Starbucks coffee cup he was sipping from had his complete and undivided attention. Since it was so early in the morning, the streets were desolate. Isis caught and startled the man as he shrieked, throwing the coffee cup aside and shoving his arms in the air at the sight of Isis’ Desert Eagle.


Truthfully, I was hesitant to bring the gun but I’d promised Isis. Half-heartedly, I was on Isis’ heels, brandishing the nickel-plated 9mm and holding it like it had piss on the handle.


“What the fuck is this?” Mindspeak asked, trembling. He looked like he was about to piss his pants. His big bubble eyes were bugging out, darting from Isis to me. I had the misfortune of getting a close look at Mindspeak’s face. The nigga was even uglier up close. I could see why he was always trying to get underneath women’s skin. His kind of ugly couldn’t get laid in a morgue filled with female corpses. I almost lost the sorry excuse for a breakfast the shelter had served.


“We’re definitely not fans,” I responded with my finger pressed against my lips.


Isis had the barrel of her pistol underneath his chin. “Keep cool, you little shit,” she ordered.


“Please, don’t shoot,” he pleaded. “My wallet... my wallet has money in it. Take it, all you want—” His words were cut off as Isis dug the barrel of her weapon harshly into his throat.


“Shut the fuck up!” Isis commanded in a hushed voice, but loud enough to get his attention. “Don’t get any ideas. My girl and I want a little time on the air.”


“We better hurry up and get inside before somebody sees this scene and calls the police,” I warned, trying hard to cover any signs of being a nervous wreck. I tilted my head toward the security guard, who looked to be nodding off behind a desk in the lobby. I could see him through a medium-sized window in the door but he couldn’t see us.


“Once he buzzes us in,” I said, “if he asks, we’re with you.”


“Anything. Just don’t shoot. I have kids,” he begged.


Isis cocked the hammer back on her weapon. “If you don’t, you die. It’s as simple as that.” Isis’ eyes were wild, giving her an unhinged look that backed up her threat. But just as I thought she was gonna go back on her promise, she winked at me behind Mindspeak’s back, urging me to play along.


Mindspeak stepped up to the door with us in tow, sweating profusely.


Isis told Mindspeak, “I’m gonna put my gun outta sight, but don’t get cute. Bullets can go through the pocket of this sweater.”


The door buzzed. Mindspeak grabbed it, walking through with us right on his heels.


“Good morning, Mr. Mindspeak,” greeted the chubby-faced guard with a Frankenstein forehead. The dude wasn’t tall but his large, shapely Afro made him look enormous. He curiously examined us, awaiting recognition.


Mindspeak smirked, looking back at both of us. I thought Isis was going to pull the trigger, blowing holes in him because of the long pause Mindspeak took. He glanced around the well-decorated lobby, his eyes resting on the headless marble sculpture of a black nude torso posed in the corner. I could see clearly through the dangerous game he was playing. The nigga was trying to sweat us. But the stern look that Isis gave him was enough to scare me. I could see Isis’ pistol hand tense.


Mindspeak coughed into his hand, then cleared his throat. He smiled slyly. “Marcus, the ladies are with me. They’re my guests on today’s show.”


Mindspeak examined our unkempt appearances. Both of us looked like we’d crawled from under a rock. The shelter didn’t have an iron, so our clothes were seriously wrinkled.


Mindspeak chuckled.


Isis pulled her pistol.


“Fuck this. Get your ass up,” she ordered, shoving the pistol into Frankenstein’s grill. The brother looked like he was about to mess his pants. The terror inside his bloodshot eyes was absolutely priceless.


Isis spotted a closed door right next to the statue.


“What’s behind the door?” she asked.


“A clos...closet,” Frankenstein stuttered badly.


“The keys on your belt. They fit the lock?”


“Isis, please,” I said. She looked like she was coming unglued. I had to pull her back. I couldn’t live knowing that I’d caused some innocent man’s death.


“Kimpa, I got this. Chill.” Isis looked back to the guard. “The keys, do they fit?”


“Yes. Please don’t do anything stupid,” Frankenstein said.


“Too late for that. Now open the closet.” Isis raised her pistol.


“Isis, what are you about to do?” I asked, almost dropping my gun to the floor.


I was trying my best to keep Mindspeak in check without breaking into tears while Isis marched the guard to the closet. Once it was open, the guard stepped in.


Just before slamming the door in his face, Isis said, “Now, I’m gonna need you to follow your own advice. Unless you want to be shot through this door, don’t do nothing stupid. Now stay the fuck quiet.” She took the ring of keys from his belt. “Which one’s for the main door?”


He pointed out the key. Isis slammed the door hard, locking it. Then she went over to the main door and locked it, turning to look at me.


“There! You happy?” Isis asked me, sarcastically.


“Marcus wasn’t going to cause ya’ll any problems,” Mindspeak said. “That man’s got a family.”


“I suggest if he doesn’t want a hole in the head problem, he should keep his mouth closed,” Isis snapped. “You better be worrying about yourself.”


So far we’d been lucky. Other than Mindspeak and Marcus, we hadn’t encountered anybody.


Isis was back from the door. She pointed her weapon at Mindspeak. “Let’s go, flyboy.”


“What is this about?” Mindspeak asked.


“The studio.” Isis ignored Mindspeak’s question. “Where the hell is the studio?”


Mindspeak headed down the hallway with us in tow.


“Kimpa, you need to get yo’ emotional ass together and keep the barrel of your pistol up,” Isis whispered to me as she marched behind Mindspeak. We made our way down an anorexic-thin hallway.


This entire thing was wrong, but it was necessary. We had horrible stories to tell, stories that women would respond to and that we hoped would help give women the strength to get away from abusive male oppression. However unbelievable they were, the stories would inspire. Hell, I’d gone through my painful ordeal and I couldn’t believe it. And the story that Isis had confided in me with when we’d first met at the shelter was even harder to believe than mine.


Nobody said anything as we made our way to a studio that was encased in transparent glass. A beautiful black woman with dazzling shoulder-length hair busied herself in a room adjoining the studio. The lady had her back turned to us as we stepped up to the glass.


“Who’s the black Barbie?” I asked.


“My producer. She’s the one who runs the show,” Mindspeak informed us.


With her gun out, Isis wasted no time rushing into the room. She looked back toward us, gesturing with her head for me to bring him in.


“He dies if you don’t do what I say!” Isis said to the lady. I reinforced the threat by aiming my pistol at the back of Mindspeak’s head. “Listen, here’s the deal. My girl and I need a little time on the show to let the nation in on how bad we’ve been screwed around by men like this pig,” Isis said, nudging Mindspeak with the barrel.


“This is absurd!” Mindspeak spoke up. “Lots of people have problems, but they don’t go around”—he looked from my gun to Isis’—“hijacking radio stations to get heard.” Mindspeak was treading in dangerous waters. I could see Isis’ facial expression mutate into pure rage. Then, just like that, the heifer smiled at me, showing me that she could control her anger.


“If you don’t stop talking,” Isis said, “I’m gonna shove this pistol up your ass. Now let’s get to what we’re down here to do.” She looked at me. “You go in the studio first. I’ll keep girlfriend here... What’s your name?” Isis asked the woman, who was shaking worse than Don Knotts.


“Don-na,” she said slowly, almost as if she were in a trance. Then she appeared to pull herself together. “My name is Donna,” she said more confidently. She blinked rapidly, never taking her eyes off Isis’ pistol.


“Me and Roscoe here,” Isis held her pistol up, smiling, “we’ll keep Donna company. Remember, keep that pistol on Mind-bender.”


“That’s Mindspeak,” he corrected before I walked him out the door.


In the studio next door, Mindspeak tried to reason with me.


“Hey, look, you seem like the logical one. Why don’t you talk some sense into your friend before ya’ll get yourselves into deep trouble? If you leave now, I’ll forget about the whole thing. No police will be called. We’ll simply call it a misunderstanding.”


“For Christ’s sake, listen to me, please,” I said, the warning in my voice was clearer than the picture offered by a Blue-ray player. “I’m trying hard to keep my sistah from doing something she might regret. Please work with me on not pissing her off, okay?”


“If you care anything for your sister, you’d talk some sense into her.”


I cringed as I felt a sudden pain in my lower back, hips, and inner thighs. Felt like a bus was running over my insides.


“You alright?” Mindspeak asked.


“Yes. I’m fine. Let’s continue.”


“Put the headphones on,” he instructed. Then he stared into the room at Donna, who looked like she was counting down. Donna’s long face still held a look of terror.


“If you guys reconsider, you can walk out the door and I won’t even call the police, but—”


“Five, four, three, two, one.”


He spoke his signature greeting. “You’re on the dial with 95.5 F.M. radio, with everybody’s favorite eye-opening, morning-time shock jock, Mindspeak the Truth. Today we have a pair of interesting sistahs in the house.” He glanced down at my weapon. “Women with a serious purpose. America, these sistahs have something interesting to bring you, so give them your complete and undivided attention.” He looked at me and smiled. “Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, I’d like to introduce our first guest.”


My heart skipped a beat. I took a deep breath, trying to ease my anxiety, but still, a single tear fell down my cheek. “My name is Kimpa Peoples.” I took another deep breath. “And I’ve been a victim of abuse. I’ve been physically abused, raped, and beaten within inches of my life, and to top it off, my no-good baby daddy was an expert at self-made abortions. I’ve been a victim multiple times.” I couldn’t help but notice Mindspeak cringing. “You see, my baby’s father is Brody.”


Mindspeak looked at me, the question in his eyes.


“Brody, the famous urban novelist, screenplay writer...millionaire,” I said slowly, making sure that everybody recognized which Brody I was talking about. “The courts wouldn’t listen to my story. And because Brody is worth millions of dollars, they awarded sole custody of my baby to his foul ass.”


“Mindspeak in the Morning” was one of Brody’s favorite morning shows, and I knew the bastard was listening wherever he was, and cringing. “He used all his power and influence to take my baby, my clothes, my self-respect—and put my ass out on the street.” I looked at Isis. She was nodding her approval. Even Mindspeak looked eager to hear my story.


I relaxed, powerfully and painfully summoning up the demons of the past, my eyes leaking tears like maintenance-neglected faucets.




All I ever wanted in this miserable life was to be happy. I was raised in a Christian household by a strong, black, Southern woman who was strong in her commitment to the Lord. Poppa died when I was eight, leaving my mother with the heavy burden of raising her only child in the fast-paced, mean, and ugly city streets of Detroit.


My momma was a proud disciplinarian who was dedicated to ensuring the proper upbringing of her little girl. She would never let anything or anyone get in the way of the promise she’d made to Poppa on his deathbed: to take care of his little girl and never let anything negative befall her. Momma cried a lot out of loneliness. Although she wanted to date again, the idea of bringing another man into our household petrified her.
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