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“I’ve been in this business a long—time. And it’s been my experience, as a prosecutor, that when this large amount of money is missing: the accused is a drug pusher or has a serious drug problem as well. Are you a drug addict?” the district attorney pried.


“No,” answered the defendant. “What kind of question is that?”


“It’s a very relevant question. A question that deserves a truthful answer.”


“I did answer truthfully. Didn’t you hear me? If you didn’t—maybe you’re the one on drugs.”


I was one of eleven people serving on grand jury duty that Friday in the Federal Building on the thirteenth floor, in downtown Atlanta. Most of the lame bastards fulfilling their moral obligation with me were actually enjoying themselves—listening to the duel between the prosecutor and defendant. But hell no, I wasn’t. I had things to do and money to make in my auto repair shop.


WEST OWENS DO U RIGHT
AUTO REPAIR SERVICE


I admit, my shop sign cost a mint but I had to have it after I went down to the print shop and saw over the computer screen how they could make a sign that would puff a brother up. It was nothing but a multicolored fifteen-by-fifteen-foot sign that was centered in between two wooden poles that were anchored down on the rooftop of my shop—but to me it was definitely fly. And well worth the thirty-five hundred I paid for it. It was colorful, eye-catching and made my place seem like success was sitting up in the hood.


It took me a while to decide on whether to buy it or not, but when I finally decided to plop down the cash for it, it made a nigga feel good. Not only could I see my name in the sky from two blocks away, it even laid the false pretense to the ladies on my block—one in particular; Denise, who everyone called D (who I would have done in a heartbeat if I wasn’t living with my girl), that I was getting paid. But the truth of the matter was, I wasn’t. A brother was flat out broke and damn near at the end of all the freaking resources I had saved the past ten years—working at Goodyear to get the shop operational.


It was a shame that I had only been open for business three weeks before I was summoned to serve. Because I was my shop’s one and only employee, that meant closing up shop, wiping down the bay and putting my metal out-to-lunch sign that dangled way too much to the right, on the front door—without saying a word to anyone, as to when the hell I would be back—because I really didn’t know.


Every second of all the judicial bullshit I was forced to sit and listen to—was just that—bull. Time was of the essence and my money was being compromised every minute I was away from my shop. To me, the whole process of sitting on grand jury duty was a damn joke anyway. Asking questions and expecting a muthafucka to be totally honest just because they actually raise their hand in front of a group of people they couldn’t give a good sweaty fuck about. Besides, civic duty had never been my bag. Anything to do with jail, cops or lawyers had always made this black man lose his appetite. Thank God, it was late afternoon and we were hearing our last case.


“Where’s the money, Rossi?” District Attorney Brent Anderson blasted away at the white boy sitting before the jury. As he answered I looked down at my watch; Anderson had been asking the same question going on fifty minutes. But this cat Pete Rossi was cooler than the air conditioning blasting the jury room. He had been ice cold since he first sat down in front of us. When he spoke, everything about him was calm and carefree. Over and over, Rossi told the DA that he didn’t know where the money was, but the DA continued to press him anyway as though his life depended on it.


After a while, it was clear to me that DA Anderson couldn’t hide the stress of dealing with Rossi; his jawbones were pushing, nearing a breaking point on the side of his face. There was no question that the DA wanted this guy bad. Anderson even told the jury so before Rossi strolled into the room, took off his fly (nice) suit jacket and arrogantly sat down in complete control despite the charges they had on him. I thought Anderson’s speech about Rossi being a low-life and scum before we even had a chance to hear Rossi’s side of the story was a bit biased. But I wasn’t going to dispute the district attorney’s claims. If that’s how the DA wanted to present Rossi to us then the hell with it; I was ready to grant Anderson his wish and give him the guy rolled into a packed blunt so he could take Rossi to trial and smoke him. Then just maybe, I could jump in my car and get the hell on my way so I could open my shop and make my paper.


From the beginning, it wasn’t long after the DA first started in with his questions that I got the feeling he didn’t care too much for Rossi. For some reason payback, vendetta, even get back, was in the air and I couldn’t figure out why. Then again, the DA didn’t show too much respect for any of the defendants who appeared before the grand jury to plead their situation during the week. Anderson was a straight-up idiot who tried intimidation and the weight of his position to get what he wanted. At the outset of questioning, I thought the DA’s ignorant attitude against Rossi was because Rossi had movie star qualities and had the surprising mannerisms of a black man. He was jazzy, his voice and tempo like he’d spent time in the hood with a bunch of roughneck brothers—sipping yack and passing blunts.


Rossi was a dude who had shit working for him and it didn’t matter to me that he was white; I compliment when it’s due. When Rossi sashayed into our presence, a few of the ladies on the jury gave each other the eye.


Eye candy and they all wanted a piece. Compared to the DA Rossi was god. He looked to be in his thirties but over thirty-five. His full head of black hair was cut perfect in one of those European styles. His teeth just had to be bleached. Rossi looked like he worked out six days a week, ate steamed broccoli on the regular and wore clothes out of GQ.


In the other corner, DA Anderson was a scrawny guy who stood about five-three, one thirty-five tops, with a big ass mouth and wore his suits two sizes too big. Matter of fact, Anderson wore what looked to be the same suit every day. I have to admit he didn’t take any shit though. He was pissed at Rossi for fucking with him, too. Every question he asked, Rossi countered with the greatest of ease. Their back and forth was getting tiring so I started to scribble on the note pad the clerk had passed out to all the jurors. But even still as they rumbled, I couldn’t entirely tune them out.


“Where’s the money?” Anderson wanted to know again.


“I told you. I don’t know,” Rossi answered.


Anderson looked at the grand jury and shook his head in disgust. “Well, Mr. Rossi—tell us what you do know? Tell us what happened the night the money disappeared?”


Rossi took his turn to look around at us. He wasn’t desperate but he tried his best to convey he was being railroaded. “There’s nothing different. It’s like I told you, man…and just like you’ve read in my statement. Bean called my cell phone minutes before I parked my car to meet him with the money and he told me to leave the money in the car but to carry my moneybag to the drop-off spot, as though everything was normal. When I asked him why, he told me not to worry because someone would pull it from under my car seat later. Now, c’mon… How many times do I have to tell you? Didn’t you read your transcript counselor or listen to the tapes? It’s not like I wasn’t wired when this whole thing went down.”


Anderson snapped back in a forced baritone pitch, “We know you were wired, Rossi.”


“Just making sure.”


“They know and the jury’s aware that the wire wasn’t receptive until you reached the bus station, which was across the railroad tracks from where you say you parked your vehicle.”


“That’s news to me,” Rossi said.


“Are you saying you didn’t know that, Peter?”


“That’s what I’m saying. Why would I think the wire wasn’t working? And for the second time my name is Pete.”


The DA smiled at his own bullshit. “So you left the money in the car?”


Rossi answered hard. “Damn right. Bean told me if I tried anything he would kill my mother.”


“Your mother?” Anderson took his eyes from Rossi, and then quickly began to rumble through his notes.


“That’s right. My mother.”


“Mr. Rossi, where does your mother live?”


“Belgium.”


The DA thought his answer was hysterical and his punk laugh was annoying. He looked up from his papers and said, “And you feared for her life? All the way in Belgium?”


“So what of it? Crazy is crazy. I don’t bet against crazy.”


“Stop the games, Rossi. You were working undercover for narcotics and you stole city money and this is now a federal case. Have you ever done time, Peter?”


Rossi chuckled at Anderson’s nerve. Anderson’s attempt to get him upset was a no—go. I had heard that’s how the prosecutors worked downtown—mainly on the brothers though. They liked to front on the accused and treat them with the least amount of respect possible to try and piss someone off to show how violent a person was. I was amazed Rossi was able to hold his temper. I don’t think I could have handled Anderson that way. The white boy was smooth.


Rossi looked away from Anderson and turned his attention to Anderson’s sexy assistant right after she stood up. I watched his eyes travel her body as she strutted over to the DA and patted him on the shoulder. Her body was delicious. Made me think of my girl Tammy and how long it had been since I’d had some. Tammy had been on my case for that very reason. She wanted to get laid. It had been weeks, but I had been busy getting my shop off the ground; twenty-hour workdays had been my norm.


Looking over the assistant DA, I couldn’t get over how fine she was. The assistant had a round, delicate plump ass, perky stand-at-attention nipples and a dimple on the right side of her bronze baby-doll face. She whispered in Anderson’s ear for a few minutes about the case and in between time, Anderson shot Rossi a few dirty looks. Finally, Anderson sat down. He looked as though he needed a stiff drink, perhaps even a double. That’s when Allen took over.


“How are you today, Pete?” Assistant DA Allen wanted to know. Her voice was silky; I thought she was even flirting.


“Now you—you can call me Peter,” Rossi told her. “But since you asked, I’m cool.” Rossi gestured toward Anderson. “You need to check your boy though ’cause I didn’t take any money and I think you believe that.”


Allen smiled at Rossi. For my taste she was dressed much too sexy to be up in court. I wondered if her man had a problem with her wearing garments that let her nipples seep through her shirt. She looked like she was in her after-nine gear—like she was about to go to the club afterwards or go hang out with all those young executive types roaming Atlanta during First Fridays or something. But I had to give Allen her props. Her first name was Miea and I could truthfully admit Halle Berry didn’t have one inch of beauty on her. Allen said, “First of all, out of all the people in the world, how were you chosen to do this sting operation?”


Rossi jumped right on her. “Chosen? I wasn’t chosen. I was made to do it. Captain Stallings knew I had a court date coming up for possession of marijuana.” Rossi looked at the jury to clarify his statement. “Look, the court date was for marijuana that Stallings, an officer for the City of Atlanta, had his officers plant on me one night after I allegedly blew a stop sign coming from the Waffle House after a night out on the town.” Rossi looked directly at Anderson. “For the record, I want to mention the complaint against the officers I’ve filed with internal affairs to the grand jury as well. Captain Stallings and his men are who you should be investigating, not me because they planted the weed on me.”


Allen interrupted; her voice was now three octaves higher. “Anyway,” Allen said. She didn’t want the jury to hear anything about police corruption, especially since all the television stations had been blasting the video of that young black cat getting his head smashed into the hood of a car out in California.


Rossi said, “What do you mean anyway? That’s what happened. Captain Stallings comes to my house one night and tells me that if I participate in the sting, my drug case goes away. So I did it.”


Allen sidestepped his corruption allegations. “So, you were born and raised in Hapeville, Georgia, right? Five minutes from city limits right?” Rossi was too busy trying to look in between Allen’s legs as the goddess sat directly across from him. His head was cocked to the side as though he was almost in and he just nodded his answer to her. I was sure that she even opened her legs for him once or twice trying to throw him off guard. “You need to answer (yes) or (no) Mr. Rossi,” she told him.


“Ah, yeah. What’s the question again?”


Allen made sure Rossi heard her the next time. “You-were-born-and-raised-in-Hapeville, right?”


“That’s right.”


“And that’s where the drug deal was going down, right?”


“That’s right.”


“Tell us about living there.”


“Nothing to tell. It’s small. Not much to do and the Ford automobile plant takes up most of the city.” Rossi settled in his seat. He was enjoying his view of Allen to the max.


She said, “So a small—town boy like yourself was able to gain the trust of two notorious drug dealers?”


Rossi chuckled. “I guess that’s why your guys came to me in the first place, right?”


The alluring looks that the assistant shot at Rossi made me think she wanted to do ol’ boy. “So how’d you do it? How’d you get them to trust you?”


“Mainly the pocket money Captain Stallings let me hold. It was thousands of dollars. As much money as I was blow’n, I think I could’ve taken you out.” Rossi sat on the edge of his chair, smoothed out his tie, then pointed toward the jury. “Just to let you guys know, I accounted for every dollar that I spent to Captain Stallings who was the spearhead of this so—called drug bust every week.” He smiled over at Anderson. “Just to let you know,” he reiterated.


“Anyway Rossi,” Allen said. “How’d you gain their trust?”


“They owned strip clubs. Bean’s place was near Midtown and Memphis down off Interstate 75. I went to both places on a daily basis, flashed a couple of ends and the word got back to them that a white boy was out on the floor spending mad dough.” Rossi slapped his hands clean. “That simple,” he boasted. I knew exactly the spot Rossi was telling the jury about. The name of it was Silk’s. There were a few young cats that always came around while I fixed cars always talking about how good of a time it was. Tits everywhere and for a few extra ends—release and relief in a back room that was full of freaks.


Rossi ended up telling Allen that it took him two months to set up the drug deal and he didn’t know exactly how much money he spent getting it done. Allen knew though. She said it was eighty thousand dollars. Rossi smiled in remembrance.


She asked him, “A person could get used to that type of money?”


“What do you think I’m going to say? You think I didn’t enjoy spending that money? Well, I did. I enjoyed every dollar,” he told her.


Allen verified that it was three hundred thousand dollars Rossi told the drug-dealing Bean that he wanted to spend on cocaine, and it was the amount of money put in his hands by the narcotics department then lost in the sting operation.


“That’s exactly what Captain Stallings told me to tell him,” Rossi explained. “Three hundred bills was our agreement.”


Then Allen made sure that Memphis was the supplier and was supposed to receive the bundle of cash in exchange for narcotics. Rossi verified her claim. “Before the deal went down, you took the money, didn’t you?” Allen slipped in.


“Look, you’re fine. But you ain’t that fine,” Rossi answered. “I didn’t take a damn thing. But I will take you to dinner tonight and that’s for sure.”
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After Rossi’s dinner date request to the assistant DA hot mama, District Attorney Anderson stood up with his scrawny ass and demanded everyone on the grand jury return the following Monday. He told us there was more testimony to come and afterwards we would vote on whether or not there was enough evidence to take Rossi to trial. Everything was clear to me. The DA’s office wasn’t satisfied that they couldn’t break their boy and thought bringing everyone back was going to piss us all off, and then we would vote in their favor so they could send him to trial, then up the creek to be a bitch in prison. At that point, their plan worked for me because I was beyond pissed. I was being kept a prisoner of the system and I wasn’t even on trial.


I gathered my things and darted out of the room before anyone else could leave. I wanted to get back to living my life. I had way too many things to do. Important things like make my rent and fixing the cars that were left in my bay. When I stepped out of the elevator that led to the parking garage I stopped at the sound of my name. I turned to look. It was Lauren. She was the only other black dot on the grand jury. I knew she was a bit younger than I was but I didn’t know by how many years. She had sat next to me on the grand jury for the entire week. I didn’t know why she was calling. My first thought was maybe I’d left something behind.


Lauren seemed to be one of those around-the-way girls—petite, peanut butter-colored with plenty of attitude if she was pushed to show it, but in my estimation she could stand to gain a few pounds. She wore her hair in braids and had a collection of jeans that looked as though they were spray-painted on her little plump ass. Lauren’s eyes were wide and wondrous, most of the time—but she was quiet and seemed as though something pressing was always on her mind even during the brief conversations we would have during a break or between cases. Her cheekbones made Lauren stand out and added some uniqueness to her being. They were high and defined to the bone. Lauren never said much but I had a feeling she thought she looked good in her jeans. By the second day of jury duty, I was used to hearing her whisper her favorite saying about how disgusting or crazy some of the people were. “These people have no shame,” she would say. When she caught up with me, I asked her what she wanted.


For some reason Lauren looked around before she spoke back to me. When she finally did, her voice was barely over a whisper. “West, do you really mean what you wrote in your notepad back in there?”


She caught me off guard with her question. “Say what?”


“That Rossi’s lying… it’s what you scribbled in your notebook. I saw it.”


“Oh my damn. You were all in my B.I. (business) weren’t you? You need to be work’n for the police department.”


“Well, you wrote it big enough for me to see.”


“It wasn’t meant for your eyes. It came from boredom.”


Lauren prodded, “So you think he’s guilty?”


I put my head down and started to walk away from Lauren. She knew damn well that we couldn’t talk about the case. Talking about cases meant jail time. I wasn’t going to jail and miss even more days from my shop. I wasn’t the one to get caught up.


“West? Hold up a second,” she called out again.


I looked back and she ran to catch up with me. I looked around the parking lot for two things: my car and to make sure that no one was watching me having a conversation with Lauren. On the very first day of jury duty, the clerk made it clear that we were being watched at all times and any questionable activity or conversations between jurors would be investigated.


“I think he’s lying, too,” she said.


“Oh, hell no,” I told her. “You ain’t getting me tossed in jail standing out here talk’n about this shit.” Lauren’s face dropped and I heard her exhale when I turned and walked away. I became confused when I didn’t see my car where I parked it, so I stopped to take a look around.


“You gonna tell me if you do or not?”


I looked behind me and Lauren was standing actually waiting for me to answer her. But I refused. I wanted to get in my car, plop my Frankie Beverly CD in my player, and just drive away. I was sure I was standing exactly in the spot where I had parked my car because I had been parking there the entire week.


Lauren continued to harass me. “So you’re not gonna answer me then—hunh?”


“Look, I don’t care about that fool. If you think he’s guilty, vote on it when we get back Monday.”


I still hadn’t found my car.


There was a car that passed us as we stood in the parking lot and Lauren moved closer to me and lowered her voice again, “West, I think we should find the missing money.”


That’s when I really took a good hard look at Lauren. Her words took me away from finding my car and having to return on Monday. “Do what?”


“You heard me. Let’s find out where the money is. All week long, I’ve been inside there listening to you mumbling to yourself and watching you scribble down how much money you’re losing by having to serve on jury duty. Now here’s our chance to do something about it.”


“What’s this we and our shit? Ain’t no we or our; my woman’s at home.”


I scanned over the lot again. “Where is my… car?”


“C’mon, my car is right down here.” Lauren pointed. “I’ll drive you around and help you look for it,” she offered. “I do this all the time, too…forget where I parked.”


“I didn’t forget. I parked my car right around here,” I told her.


She adjusted her bag on her shoulder and said, “Well, where is it then?”


“I don’t know, damn it.”


Lauren started to walk away and even in my situation, I decided to take the time to travel Lauren’s sculptured backside and the tight jeans that were plastered on her booty. The gap between her legs as she walked away triggered a thought in my head that whoever was bang’n her probably didn’t have any trouble going all the way up inside her and hitting home plate. Lauren didn’t even turn around while she spoke. “It’s hot as hell out here, West. Coming or what?”


I looked around a few more times, and then I followed Lauren to her car. Maybe I did forget. Since I received the letter to appear for jury duty, things had been slipping my mind including my gas and phone bills—even my car payment. I decided to ride with her. Lauren drove me around the entire parking complex. About ten flights and hundreds of cars later and my vehicle was nowhere to be found. Lauren stopped her car where I told her I parked my car in the first place—then I got out. “Son of a bitch!” I realized my 1979 Caddy Coupe Deville had been stolen.
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So, now my car was stolen. Not a damn place to be found. I wasn’t used to being violated like that. Even though I lived in the hood people knew what was mine and kept their hands off my shit outta respect. All the years when I didn’t have my shop and repaired cars right on the street by the curb for extra cash, I could leave all my tools out overnight and every last one would be there in the morning in the exact order I had left them. I had lived on my block for a while and with time came my respect in the streets. But as soon as I venture out to the city when I didn’t even want to in the first place, I get my car stolen. I was heated and three clicks past pissed. My car meant the world to me and it was gone. Then to sprinkle the extra bull on my situation I now had to keep my shop closed one more day because the ball-busting match between Rossi and the DA wasn’t over—and it made for an extra tight situation that I was in.


I couldn’t help to blame the judge for my predicament. When I told him during the jury selection that my shop was my livelihood and I was my only employee to work it, he pissed me off with his “why you telling me” looks. The judge told me, “I was outta luck because I was serving no matter what else I had to do.” Fucker didn’t care that my place of business wasn’t some fly-by-night-waste of time venture. It did more than offer a service to the peeps in the community. It showed them they could open up their own establishments, too—but he couldn’t see that.


Before I even opened my shop, sometimes I would chuckle at the thought of my black ass trying to set an example for some damn body to follow but I was—and I felt good about it. I was trying to show black folks on my block that they could have their own establishments also. I had seen way too many other minorities come in our community and set up shop and make plenty of money just the same.


My shop had been carefully planned out. I saved every penny I could to buy my equipment and open it up. I knew I still was going to have a hard time paying the rent, but it wouldn’t have been a thought if it weren’t for jury duty. If I had to, I could finagle my landlord Mr. Merrick for the rent but I didn’t like doing that. At least not starting off. I didn’t want to be one of those “check’s in the mail” Negroes. I wanted to run my business legit and pay the man his rent like I told him I would on time.


➢➢➢


“You sure do get quiet when you’re mad, don’t you?” We were about ten minutes into our ride. I didn’t answer Lauren. I wanted to finish my cigarette and get home and down the bottle of whiskey in my cabinet. “My father used to do the same thing when he was upset. But guess what?” I wasn’t interested but I asked her what the hell was she talking about anyway. “That shit only builds stress. Go ’head and scream if you want to; this car has wonderful acoustics.”


Lauren wasn’t going to leave me alone so I opened up. “Don’t you know I just put new tires on my car? The engine was running like a smooth glass of cognac and I only had five more payments. I can’t believe you sit’n up in here talking about screaming; I feel like whoop’n some ass—I really do.” I went back to my smoke but I didn’t like the way Lauren looked at me out the corner of her eye while she drove. “What?”


“You have five more payments on a nineteen-seventy-nine car?” Lauren was so small that she continuously moved her little body around in the driver’s seat to get comfortable.


“That’s right and no insurance,” I let her know. “I’m fucked.”


Lauren chuckled. “Don’t stress, who has insurance these days?”


I sat up a bit from my slouched position to keep an eye on Lauren as she drove. “Just get me home safe. Shit, the way my day is going the next thing on the agenda for me is one of those head-on collisions then a life flight in a helicopter that runs outta fuck’n gas.” I looked around for Lauren’s seat belt so I could strap it on but she told me it was broken.


“What kinda car you say you have again?”


“You mean had,” I reminded. “Seventy-nine Coupe Deville Caddy.”


Lauren snickered. “Did it have a diamond in the back?”


“Oh, so this is like a joke to you—hunh?”


“Well, did it?”


“It’s the only way to ride.”


“That used to be my shit, used to sing that song all the time with one of my mother’s boyfriends—that is until he tried to put his hands on me. “Diamond in the back…sunroof top.”


“You need to just let up. I gotta get my vehicle back.”


“I can’t believe you were still making payments.”


“Bought it two years ago. Paid a little too much for it. But it’s one of a kind. Why do you think it was stolen?”


Lauren was full of sarcasm. “I bet it is.”


“You bet it is what?”


“One of a kind.”


I looked around in Lauren’s car. She had lots of nerve. She was pushing a rusted-out, early nineteen-eighty, caramel-colored Nova that needed an alignment like a mothafucka because I felt it pulling when she got up to around forty miles per hour. The rips in the seats looked as though a crackhead had gone to work on them looking for a next hit. Her hooptie had already seen its better days, probably two years after it was bought. “It’s not like you’re roll’n in one of them Navigators or some shit,” I told her.


“I know; it’s a hell of a place to have to live, isn’t it? But I tell you one thing, this tub got me and my sister here safe and sound.”


I took an extra long drag off my smoke. “Hey, I didn’t know.”


“How could you? I’ve been holed up here for the past two weeks. I got fired from JDS after they found out I didn’t graduate from Georgia Tech. And just think, I was on my way to a promotion.”


“I guess we both running a string of bad luck then. So where you from?”


“Charlotte by way of Cali. You?”


“From the deep woods of Georgia, where the poorest of poor live. Gonna be something though when my boys see me staggering back after all these years looking for some room in one of those shacks if I don’t start making money at my shop. So why’d you move to Atlanta?”


“Get away from my mother. Start something new with my sister. You know…work, make something out of my life and make my money. All I want is a nice place to stay, some money, another job and a man. And just to think, I auditioned and won a part in a movie for a pretty nice piece of change and didn’t take it when I was out in Cali for this.”


My curious one-eye look didn’t go unnoticed.


“You don’t have to believe me. I did.”


“You won a part in a movie?”


“Sure did.”


“So why didn’t you take it?”


“The producers wanted to fuck me.”


“Say what?”


“Yup—husband and wife.”


“How much was the part worth?”


“Thirty thousand.”


The way she answered I couldn’t help but to believe her. “And you didn’t do it?”


“Unh…unh—my stuff is priceless.”


I let the coochie price slide. I usually wouldn’t let the opportunity get away to talk to a woman about how good she thought her loving was, but I wasn’t feeling the conversation. “So where’s your sister?”


“Don’t wanna talk about her,” Lauren said.


“Your choice, but I tell you this. You’re in the right place if your head is screwed on right. With the right hustle you can do just about anything you want in this city.”


“I think I do.”


I flicked my smoke out the window. “I meant legally, ’cause I know you’re about to say something else about that punk on grand jury and the money.”


“Since you brought it up, I’m going to find Rossi before the weekend is over and see if he’ll break me off,” she told me. “Ain’t no way I’m gonna let that easy money get away.”


“I just want to know, what would make you come up with such a crazy idea anyway? You must be fuck’n desperate.”


“No, just in a desperate situation. We all are. Plus, I’ve always been a fan of what if.”


“What if what?”


“Exactly.” Lauren read my face before she made a right-hand turn. I wasn’t sure what the hell she was talking about. “I mean in life, baby. I like to wonder what would be if people would take risks in situations. Shit, most of the movies out nowadays, I’ve envisioned in my head years ago.”


“Well, here’s a thought. Write a damn movie then.”


“Unh, unh, I don’t have the patience,” Lauren said. Then she started to babble about her plan that she claimed popped into her mind when she noticed I wrote down that Rossi was lying.


As we chatted, Lauren’s roguishness seeped out of her. I didn’t think she was a bad person but she was really intense and almost to a point of crisis—to make her conditions better. I guess to her anything would be worth trying—to have to not live in her car. But I was being careful talking to Lauren. In the back of my mind I was thinking this whole ride and conversation with Lauren could have been a set-up. Maybe the government would intentionally put my black ass in limbo because they couldn’t make the case against Rossi and picked me as their stoolie because one of their cameras in the jury room noticed how impatient I seemed to be to get the hell out of there. I studied Lauren. I wasn’t taking the chance. Whatever her angle, I wasn’t buying. While we rode, Lauren was adamant that Rossi had the money or knew exactly where it was. Then she started shooting off about some plan of convincing the jury to vote not guilty for a cut of Rossi’s money. I did tell her one thing though. I told Lauren that she had a better chance of getting a man, a job and a new place to stay, all in one day before her plan would ever work. Then I told her to forget about it and just get me home so I could have at my whiskey. I thanked Lauren for the ride and she was on her way.
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