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What to REMEMBER,

What to FORGET.

What to CHERISH,

What to REGRET.

What to HOLD on to,

What to LET GO.

Who to TRUST,

Who NOT to let close.

When to push FORWARD,

When to RETREAT.

What to CONSUME,

What to NEVER EAT.

Which is the ENTRANCE,

Where is the EXIT.

What to GUARD and

Always PROTECT it.

Monkey SEE

Monkey DO

Monkey ACTS

Like we do.








1 MOOD


Tonight, I need something stronger than weed. It hit me all at once. After being the coolest, nah, the coldest bitch on the planet, it was like, I was getting hit, by an intense heat wave. Then anger overtook me. Fifteen fucking years on lock and finally free. But right now in this moment, I’m more hateful than grateful. Fuck the bullshit. Hate has its place. Suddenly famous, I’m out of my element. I’ve been all Brooklyn, da peeps and da streets or the cells. Upon my prison release in January this year, I caught a reality show starring me. The bag was big. Course I was amped about it. But somehow today… Fame gotta bitch feeling like comfortable is the most uncomfortable feeling. Blank mind. Blank soul. It’s false, empty, and vacant.

I realize I’m addicted to struggle and hustle, moving and maneuvering, fight and fury, action and reaction, pressure and tension. That’s how I got here in this dark club they calling a lounge. See, even the scene and the lingo switched up on me. No matter what they call it though, it’s where I need to be right now. It’s hot. The walls are sweating. Every body is body to body. No air, the scent of perfumes and colognes and funk and strong liquor and scented smoke intermingling. Inhale weed, exhale frustration. Music, louder than thunder. This is how I need to party, with hood bitches who can’t pay their rent, but got $150 mani-pedis, $500 weaves, and $700 shoes. Fuck cameras and papparazzi and the rich crowd of fame, and children of fame. Whether they young or grown, they all be insecure, suicidal, fake, and psychotic. They perform and talk too much about nothing. Think they know everything but never did nothing real. Don’t know the real deal about shit and whine like newborns bout this and that. My party needs to be packed with niggas and bitches who ain’t got a damn thing to actually celebrate, but who keep on pushing, rock the spot, make it pulsate, rhyme, sing, scream, or just mouth the lyrics, eat the beats, and make moves that look like seizures, or others who just lean back or glide and ride the rhythm real smooth.

I party with the ones who got no real reason to be confident, but still be the boldest, baddest, and the coldest. I love that. I crave that. But, in the twenty-first century I find myself chasing a feeling I used to feel. So much so, I am wondering if the feeling I felt before is no more in existence. Somehow, wafted away in the wind. But I’m still here. Ain’t found one man who can make my pussy pump, soul jump, or hips hump. I want to feel something. Make my eyes widen. Make me cry. Make me laugh so hard my stomach aches. Make my nipples plump, my thighs shake, my toes curl. Bite me. Fight me. I’ll bite you back. Excite me. Make me cum six or seven times in one night. That’s the only way for me to feel right and alive. Cause I am alive and love that fact. But neer nigga got that look, style, clout, or that energy. I know what it looks like. When I see it, I’ll snatch it, trap it, and make it mine. But I ain’t seen it day or night, night or day in the short amount of weeks that I have been free, awake, and active.

My bodyguard is with me. My investors insisted. They guard me like gold. My new accountant told me to look at each of my body parts as units of wealth. My time and each and every second as representing a certain dollar amount that I choose as my price quote. Make all pay to play. That’s the only way to prevent people, agents, businesses, and companies from wasting or interrupting my time, which equals my potential earnings. When I think of my name, Winter Santiaga, as a brand, and my body parts each separately as a unit of wealth, that gives me the power to sift out the diamonds and throw away the ordinary rocks, he says. I’m on my private time now, although I’m mixed in with the public at this club. I mean lounge.

Dancing and drenched. My mood and my mind are swirling inside of the music. Don’t even see what nigga pushed up on me. I make my bodyguard stand at least six feet or six bodies away from wherever I am. I tell him, “play dead.” I don’t want him to be a cooler to my hot or my heat or my hunt. He’s in my employ. He has to do what I say. I’m his boss. That kills my desire to mix it up with him, even though he’s all muscle. I don’t want my new love or my husband to be under my command. Then when he’s coming for me, I won’t be able to tell if it’s because of money, lust, admiration, or love. I need it to at least be for lust for sure. A man’s lust makes my lust multiply. It’s okay if he admires me, long as he ain’t acting like a fucking freaky fan groupie or stalker. I mean I love my fans, but I need the man I choose, to not be a fan or a stalker. I need my man to have his own mind, schedule, and schemes, his own money and things, his own style and swag, Word up! I need my man to have 21st-century legit business, sprinkled with a half kilo of 20th-century murder energy. I laugh to myself. But, I’m serious.

Just then, in a flash, or should I say a glance, I spotted an unusually pretty bitch seated at the bar. I’m not about that girl-on-girl action, but I’m definitely about that beauty. I’m it. But I see myself every day. So, therefore, I’m drawn to other unique, beautiful people and things. So I walked over.

“What you drinking?” I asked. She cut her eyes at me. So I said, “Bitch you by yourself! I’m by myself. So what if we the baddest bitches in da club.” She broke out in laughter. I could only tell because of the way the red club light lit up her smile. The music devoured the sound of her laughter. The rough, raspy voice of Jada Kiss rhyming and the Brooklyn flawless flow of fashionable Fabolus sent bitches into a frenzy. The beats through the mega speakers caused the floor beneath my feet to feel unsteady. With one pretty finger, she tapped the bottle seated on the bar top next to her glass. The angle of her hand positioned for me to see her I’m better than the best bitch Rainbow Sapphire bezeled, factory set diamond flooded, yellow gold, beautiful black-faced Daytona Rolex Chronograph Automatic, woah. Costs almost a mil. A piece that only a chick associated with top hustler or the president or the king or queen of some country or a nigga that rules the military would wear.

“D’Ussé,” I saw her lips mouth. Then her eyes searched me like she was asking if I know the liquor. I’m thinking yeah bitch. It just debuted, a big money collaboration between Jigga and Bacardi. Then she used her pointing finger to call me in closer and yelled in my ear, “I can buy my drinks. Just pay for yours.” I gave her a look like of course bitch. Then I flicked my fingers at the bartender. I pointed to her bottle. Then I pointed to myself to let him know, I’ll have what she’s having. I pulled out two racks, from my thousand-dollar stacks, and placed them on the bar top. Had my drink in my hand in a jiffy.

With her booty on the bar seat and back to the party crowd, she was tapping her foot on the lower level of her bar stool and gulping her Cognac. I was sipping mine but then I figured, take it to the head so I could hurry up and fill it up again. After my second drink, I was feeling more than nice. I know when I’m nice. When I’m thinking less and feeling more. She shifted sideways on her bar seat and was facing me now. Her green eyes lit up like lightning bugs from back in my childhood days on the Brooklyn block when we tried to catchem and sneak peaks at them lighting up in the palm of our hands. The slant and shape of her eyes, plus the green, gave her an advantage. If I spot the man I been hunting for and I’m side by side with her, he would still choose me, I told myself. My beautiful brown doe eyes and naturally long black lashes should never be taken for granted. And even though females with green, gray, hazel, or blue eyes get a headstart, the sum total of each of my body parts, including even the dimple in my chin, knocks every next bitch out the box and I know it. She pointed her finger at me then at herself. “Let’s go!” I saw her lips say. I didn’t say nothing back. Just widened my pretty, big eyes like, Where?

“I got a next spot,” she said. “I’ve gone as high as I’mma go here.” She spoke into my ear. When she pulled her face back she had a nice smile and pretty white even teeth. I stood up instead of answering her back. So she got up also. I like a bitch who could drop 2 g’s on a bottle, and leave it behind for the vultures to devour. Now that we are both facing the crowd, we can both see that the niggas in the club could now see us beneath the red light where we are standing. We can feel the niggas bout to move forward towards us. I already know I am not drawn to any one man in here. However, my eyes landed on my bodyguard, who had me square in his iris. Meanwhile she must of saw my eyes lingering on him. She grabbed my hand and pulled me in to her. “Bitches over niggas,” she said. I pulled out of her palm and hand signaled my bodyguard. Of course he caught my meaning. We had practiced and used it enough for the past couple of weeks. He turned and pushed his way through the crowd, moving in the opposite direction of where me and her were standing, and headed to the back door. She turned and gave me an are you coming or not? look. I gave her a look back. We both stepped at the same time in our stilettoes towards the front exit, our hips swinging and pretty legs and thighs moving, our hair swaying and our titties bouncing.

A blast of summer wind rushed our faces once outside. Compared to the lounge atmosphere, hot summer wind is like air-conditioning. Feels good. She reached into her Chanel clutch and pulled out her iPhone. “Beejoo pull up,” she said, to whoever was on the other end before I could put my words together to say, I got a whip and a driver. Tonight I am in the Lamborghini, one of the cars in Santiaga’s Exotic Fleet Dream Car collection. That’s right. My father, who is also my new and first ever business manager, told me, before I drop a bag on a whip to own, I should drive or be driven in the most exotic vehicles I ever dreamed of. “Choose to purchase the ride that complements you. Makes you feel high just looking at it, and even higher once you get inside.” I listen to Poppa. Our love is legendary. I love the way he always has a connect to whatever I need. From then on I been changing whips like I change my nail design. I love not letting niggas know who exactly is in the whip. Keep them watching, guessing, and most importantly keep them off of me, unless I want them on me.

A Mini Cooper pulled up, looking like a Coney Island El Dorado bumper car. I smiled. That shit ain’t it. Ain’t exotic, but… I could definitely camouflage in it for my next nightclub adventure. She opened the front door then turned to wave me into the front seat, saying to me, “You ride shotgun.” I thought she would sit up front herself. I didn’t need her opening doors for me. I don’t know the petite little bitch whose driving her whip. I got in anyway. She hopped in the back, threw her legs up to rest over both back seats, and sat with her back pressed against the driver side rear window.

“Let’s hit up The Box,” she said to her she-driver.

“I got you,” the girl, who must be the one she called Beejoo, said, passionately like she really meant it.

I was both eyes on the front passenger side rearview mirror. My driver had just pulled up behind us. Now I’m watching my big-bodied bodyguard get into the white Lambo. When Beejoo pulled off, they followed. That’s exactly what they suppose to do. My bodyguard makes it possible for a celebrity bitch like me to do whatever the fuck I want to do with whomever the fuck I want to do it with, cause I know I always got invisible backup.

“I’m Beejoo,” she driver said. She has a weird feeling to her. I take a half glance and quick study. She’s very light-skinned, lightweight. Boy hair cut, Caesar style, no titties and small sneaky eyes like a rodent.

“Beejoo?” I repeated even though I had already heard Green Eyes in the back call out her name on the celli.

“I didn’t ask you,” I said, but then added, “but that’s a name I never knew nobody with.”

“That’s Bijoux, B,I,J,O,U,X.” She spelt out each letter of her name with some type of accent spin on it. “It’s French,” she added.

“Your name might be French but you speaking English just like me and you look the same as the next bitch from my hood,” I said, and she took it lightly and laughed.

“True dat! My father is Black American. My mom is white Brazilian,” she announced like it was some type of an upgrade from being a regular hood bitch like the rest of us.

“You’re mixed. Got it,” I said as I took out my phone and Googled Mini Cooper to check the value of this little car.

“Mixed! Oh don’t say that,” she said like I had insulted her.

“You said it first. Like you want to be sure that I know.”

“No I was just introducing myself and most of the time everyone pronounces my name wrong and not one person can ever spell my name right and nobody understands even why it matters. My name means ‘kiss.’ ” She puckered up her unappealing thin lips. “It also means ‘jewel.’ ” She raised her hand and jingled the fake crystals she has hanging from a thick thread on her rearview. “But honest kisses are like jewels aren’t they?” she asked, and I’m thinking Is she tryna push up on me?

“And what is your name?” She slid the question in after saying all that.

“Bitch you know who I am,” I said. “You think this is a fucking job interview?”

Green Eyes started laughing, then leaned forward. “Bijoux is mine,” she said. “She works for me. Her job is to not do whatever I am doing, so that I can do what I do. She gets me to where I’m going safely and doesn’t leave till she tucks me in.” She said it like it was normal for a bitch to have a she-butler who’s also a she-driver and maybe she even does karate or got an arsenal with switches in the trunk that makes Green Eyes believe Bijoux can get her home safely. Then she opened up the palm of her hand and pushed it right beside my face, then beneath my eyes.

“You, my Royal Highness… need to take the edge off. Obviously the Cognac didn’t do for you what it did for me.” I looked at the pill, then looked at her. I liked being called Royal Highness, by her.

“It’s way stronger than weed, and it makes you feel like…” She made a sucking sound like she was inhaling the wind through her teeth.

“I’m not no fucking junkie. I don’t want nothing that fucks up my look,” I said calmly.

“How do I look?” she asked swiftly. She pulled her head back some so that I could take a good look at her. She was smiling like she was posing for a flick. Her eyes sparkled and her teeth were pure white. I had already studied the rest of her, her form and her flesh and her fashions and her angle and attitude. She is top tier. She pulled her hand back and closed her pill palm. Her manicure was doped-off the way I like it. Not nails that are long like animal claws, that make it impossible for a bitch to thoroughly clean her own body or wipe her own ass. Not nails sharp and pointed like knives that make a bitch look like a dangerous beast. And, not raggedy or jagged nails clipped too short, without design or precision, like how some sloppy or boring bum bitch might do hers. I tapped her palm. She lifted it up and opened it again. I picked up the pill and popped it into my mouth. Why not? That was my first thought of the night. I need something stronger than weed.






2 AFTER AND BEFORE


A dark sky and I am awake. I’m in the front passenger side seat of my Lamborghini for some reason, facing some bushes. What the fuck. I touch my face searching for feeling first and then memory. Confirmed. I have feeling, that’s good. But I am missing some memory. That’s not good. I pause, searching at least for the last memory that I can remember. Oh yeah. I was in the club last night. That’s it. Nah, that’s not the last thing. Oh yeah… the pill… the pill… and… that is the last thing I remember.

Earlier this same year, I got shot. It was the second I walked out of the prison after having served fifteen years for something I didn’t do. I was declared dead, revived, and then fell into a coma. That was seven months ago. Ever since I survived the coma, I had to reset my body, brain, and motor skills like a newborn baby in order to fully recover. Now I find the whole matter of sleeping, dreaming, nightmares, waking up, and actual death to be a really big deal.

Don’t get me wrong. I’m picture perfect and camera ready. All sweat my look. However, there are certain things that no one else can see or detect about me, unless I tell em, or unless my doctor tells them, that make me slightly different than my original self. Of course I prefer to be awake, aware, and swift. That’s just me. So now, I’m going to test myself to see if I can recall everything that happened yesterday before I took the pill. If I can, I’m good, but not perfect, because clearly I have lost the hours between midnight last night and right now.


YESTERDAY

Friday, July 24. I woke up at 4 a.m. as usual for my celebrity workday.

I ran on my treadmill for one full hour except when I hopped off once because I caught an amazing design idea and had to run to my desk and write it and draw it out before it escaped my mind’s eye. Next I took a three-minute shower, followed up by a twenty-minute rose-scented-water bubble bath and then a thirty-second shower rinse. In my bubble bath I felt like a young queen, which is the opposite of a convict.

At 6 a.m. I stepped outside of my front door in a cream-colored, sleeveless, wraparound summer dress made of thin and soft taffeta with a satin cream bow that sat on my left hip. On days where I have appearances as well as multiple wardrobe changes, or even medical checkups, where I have to continually undress, I wear something seductive and exquisite like this. One tug at that bow and the entire dress drops open. I like that.

At 7 a.m. yesterday I had a business breakfast in Manhattan, at the sky-high priced elite and immaculate Midtown Mandarin hotel. I’m not a breakfast person and didn’t actually eat. At 9 a.m., I was seated at the dentist, a quick visit and clean sparkling white teeth. At 10:30 a.m. I was fully focused, as my accountant gave me the rundown on money, rules, regulations, and goddamn tax laws. I definitely recall being blown away by the idea that half of everything I earn is owed to the U.S. government, unless I use my money to create more business, or invest and profit from existing businesses. In that case, what I spend on business is a business deduction, who I employ is a business deduction, my business office, office furniture is a business deduction. Business travel and even the food on the table at my business meetings are all business deductions. Somehow, simply saving and stockpiling my money works against me!!! I never knew that. At 11:30 a.m. I met with my jeweler, gave him a design I drew for a customized very unique charm bracelet, and ordered the kind of diamonds I want him to present to me to choose from. By noon my driver rushed and drove me from the diamond district down to Wall Street to meet with my business and entertainment lawyers. Whatever, I was thinking. As long as I make it to Pizza Hut in Times Square before 3 p.m. Nah, not to eat. I was headed there for a much more important reason. I heard that one of the girls I was locked up with, who got out one year before me, would start her shift there at 3 p.m. I had promised her I would look her up, hire her, and have her on my fashion team. She’s a dope-ass artist who spent most of her time bombing buildings with her art designs. Problem was, she didn’t own the buildings, houses, trains, or buses that she bombed. Graffiti is illegal. The city or state would rather lock up an amazing artist instead of paying her for her incredible work. A serial bomber, she lit up the bland city. I’m about to pay her her value. I tapped her as the number two person for the first legit business team I ever formed, that I am super serious about. I plan to show the world how to make millions off the people they eagerly threw away.

Of course I made a wardrobe change. I went from looking rich, sexy, silky ultra girly and creamy, to still looking rich cause I can’t help it, but wearing a loose-fitting black satin jumper, black Birkin bag, and black uptowns topped off by black cat-eye sunglasses by Saint Laurent. Didn’t end up mattering how blacked out I was. Seemed like my fans can smell me. When I stepped out of the Lambo the thick crowd of everyday walkers took immediate notice. Guess it was the whip. When I entered Pizza Hut, the line was already long. I stood at the end of it but it seemed like a small crowd had rushed in right behind me. New Yorkers try to play it cool. I know. Still I could hear them guessing, whispering, and others outright confirming that it was me, Winter Santiaga. I remained quiet, waiting while ignoring that the entire backside of the Pizza Hut had become filled with onlookers, all the way up to the door. The manager, I guess that’s who he was, since he suddenly appeared behind the counter wearing a dress shirt instead of that embarrassingly ugly Pizza Hut uniform, looking surprised at the suddenly super-packed house and the escalating volume of the chatter. My bodyguard was off to my right side as I stepped up, seemingly to place my order. I lifted my sunglasses to reveal my face. The cashier, who had just stepped up for her shift after a quick drawer change, just started screaming to the top of her lungs.

“Ah bitch!!! That’s what I’m talking about! You kept your word!!! Word to life!!!” She was so excited her eyes started tearing up. Her manager headed in her direction. She didn’t give a fuck. She ripped open her Pizza Hut blouse and tossed it to the floor. Jumped on the counter and did a crazy dance, her titties in a two-sizes-too-small bra, bucking up and down against her tatted up flesh. She leaped off the counter and onto me, her tight grip the only thing that kept me from falling backwards. She eased me up, swung me around, and by that time the crowd and the manager and my bodyguard were all closing in on me to the point where I felt like I couldn’t breathe. They couldn’t pull her off of me. She was hugging me like I was her long-lost mother or child. “Thank you Thank you Thank you!” she screamed out. All cell phones were up and recording us. I hated that. The police showed up, and the Pizza Hut security were shoving people to the left and the right to get to where I was in her grasp. When they reached, she screamed, “Fuck the police. Fuck the manager. Fuck Pizza Hut. Fuck this ugly ass uniform! I got a new job, health care, and freedom! Winter Santiaga, I fucking love you to death.”



Just recalling that crazy scene, and how my girl threw her middle finger up at everybody who wasn’t me, as we left the Pizza Hut together, had me, currently laid back in the Lambo, laughing. Now I am sure that I am awake and alive and all is good.

Besides, by now, I fully recognize the groomed bushes. I’m parked at the Elisha Immanuel Brooklyn Estate. That always means I’m safe. Elisha Immanuel is my sister Porsche’s husband. He’s a young multimillionaire movie director and so much more. He is the one who set up my reality television deal called Bow Down Starring Winter Santiaga. He’s the one who got me my first big bag. Funny thing though, sometimes the same things that you love can be the same things that you hate. I love that he’s a man of the caliber of my father, but not a gangster or convict. I love that because Porsche requested it, he provided a wing of his house just for me, rent-free! He owns four brownstones, two in the front and two in the back, and all of the land in between. That’s dope. However, even though I have a separate apartment, my own everything, even front door, mailbox, and parking space in their driveway, the fact is that because it is his estate, and because I got shot earlier this year, microscopic cameras have been installed at all windows and doors and even at his new security gate that is manned by around-the-clock security guards. It became the price of my fame. It means that there are human and digital eyes everywhere. Security knows when I come in, whatever time that is. Security knows when I leave out, whatever time that is. Most importantly, security screens my visitors and knows who came in, how long they stayed, and who went out. How can a bitch ever get her freak on like that? I’m monitored and my guest is registered like a fucking arranged conjugal prison visit! What if I meet a nigga at the club and want to swing an episode with him, nothing serious? I want him to come over, come in, and fuck me right. Then I want him to get the fuck out. Well I can’t do it that way on the Immanuel Estate. Cause first of all, any nigga I invite here would go gugugaga once he realized that he was at the home of Brooklyn’s favorite son Elisha Immanuel. He would get fixated on that. Distracted by that. Obsessed with that. Once I see him fan out like that, I don’t even want him to fuck me no more! Besides, even if that wasn’t the problem, this is a family place. It’s home to Elisha, Porsche, and their three children, and now she got one more on the way. Twenty-five years young and she’s on kid number four. I’m her big sister, Ricky Santiaga’s first daughter. Porsche’s luxurious life highlights how many years I fucking wasted in the pen. When I was locked I didn’t focus on that. You can’t focus on time while doing time without losing your motherfucking mind. Now I’m free, living the so-called high life, and the anger from doing time just downloaded into me last night and drove me straight into the club. I tell myself don’t sweat my previous incarceration. It’s over. It’s done. It’s the past. Get over it. Forget it. Adjust! It’s not worth remembering. But, the fact that I am breaking thirty years old, while looking and feeling nineteen years young, and not married or even hooked up with any nigga I fucking love to death, got me heated. Locked up as a teenager and did fifteen years, I’m being outdistanced by my own blood sisters and other bitches and celebrities who were free and doing it and living it while I was held captive.

Matter of fact that reminds me, what had set me off yesterday morning was when I received the hefty red box sent from overseas by a mail service I never even heard of, named Aramax. On top of the package was a red envelope. I picked it up and flipped it around. It was from my youngest sister, Mercedes. She’s one of a set of twins. So even though I was pressed for time and had a tight schedule, I was curious. Must be important cause usually packages are not placed inside of my apartment. So Porsche must have put it there. She’s the only one with a duplicate key. I opened the envelope. Turned out it was an invitation to Mercedes’s regal overseas wedding. Nineteen years young and she’s getting hitched. Not in just any ceremony. Her wedding is on a yacht and her invite is shaped like a yacht and engraved with dark gold lettering. “November 11th at 11 p.m. in 2011, In sha Allah…,” and inside of the official invitation was a piece of white papyrus with a handwritten note in dark black ink: “Farasha, I would be so excited for you to be the maid of honor in my wedding.”

Now, I have zero idea what Farasha, means or who Farasha is? However, the entire package was mailed to Miss Winter Santiaga and that’s definitely me. Her dope note continued, “All first class flights, seven-star arrangements, and accommodations have been set for you to arrive on November 1st, 2011. The early date is so that you can be properly welcomed, loved, fitted, and decorated and jeweled. Our weddings take place over a series of days and I need you at each activity. Please be on time my butterfly. You are the missing peace of my heart.”

My mind was spinning. My butterfly! The last time I saw Mercedes face to face, she was three years young. Hell, if she was standing right next to me right now, without someone introducing us or pointing her out, I wouldn’t even recognize her. That realization forced me into thinking about how way back then, after our Long Island mansion got raided and my father arrested, I ran from place to place, lawyers and courts. Just a teenager trying to fight back, beat the system that beats damn near all of us. On one of them New York tornado-type days, I came home to our mansion only to be shocked that my three younger sisters had all been stolen, no, handed over to the authorities by our housekeeper Magdalena, who I had left in charge of them till I got back home.

I put the invitation down. I didn’t want to get too heated and mess up my energy for all of my early morning appointments. Instead, I decided to open the red box. Inside of it was a varnished, heavy wooden sealed case with five drawers, a gold handle, gold hinges, and a gold combination lock. The tiny tag hanging from the handle said, “The combination is your birthdate.” I dialed in the date and heard the box click open. With anticipation I pulled open the first compartment. Even though I knew it wasn’t possible under the circumstance, I was hoping the first drawer contained some powerful weed that knocked out the bullshit weed I had been encountering for the past few weeks. Instead, inside, mounted on white satin was a mother-of-pearl Van Cleef lady watch, beautiful. On a tiny rolled scroll, which I unrolled, it read “You are precious. Time is precious. The precious Van Cleef is so precious it must only be worn for a few hours at a time. Keep it safe from water, humidity, and even your own sweat.” I paused. In the second drawer, spread out on the white satin were seven pearl bangles. I lifted them to feel their weight. I never thought it would be possible to shape and hold pearl in the form of a bangle. Somehow, it was done with a thin pure dark gold bezel perimeter. I loved the feeling of having something I had not thought of creating myself. Something that I never saw the top designers design. Something that I never saw in a magazine, on a regal or royal or runway model or badass bitch’s wrist. I was blown away by the set. Slid them over my pretty fingers and was afraid to let one bangle touch the other or check if they jingled or what type of sound they made when they did. I know all about gold. Pure gold is soft and easy to dent. In drawer number three, I lifted a sexy, curvaceous crystal bottle containing a dark liquid. The bottle top was a crystal crown and it was sealed with a thick gold strip. Amazed at the bottle, and the detailing of each gift, and the overall packaging, which was so creative, I was fucking impressed. I opened the tiny card in drawer three. In her same handwriting it read, “My Umma made you an elixir that I pray will be the scent that attracts the right husband to your heart and soul.” I didn’t read the rest, just crushed the card in my left palm and tossed it.

Devastated. Is she flossing now? Does she think I need help finding a husband? Of course she’s flossing! She could have just FaceTimed me, texted me, or sent me an email or a digital invitation. This special delivery is to flex. Of course she’s flexing. Probably is the reason that she has never called me or nothing since my prison release and recovery. I heard she refused to do it that way. The next time she sees me, she had said, according to Porsche, would be in person or not at all. Her reason was because she had already waited for way too long for me to come back from that day, long ago, when I left her with our housekeeper at our Long Island mansion.

Now, the fact that she’s the younger twin, my youngest sister and a bride to be, and she’s sending out expensive gifts that no ordinary bitch could imagine or afford, and complimentary first-class airline tickets and all-expenses-paid exclusive seven-star hotel bookings, which I never knew seven-star hotel resorts existed anywhere in the world, is a strong indication, that she at age nineteen already has everything, even the things that money can’t buy. I’m so fucking tight.

I twisted the crystal crown until the seal opened. The most attractive scent entered the air that surrounded me. It affected my mean mood and moved my feelings in another direction somehow. I had never smelled such an alluring aroma anywhere. I used the crystal stick beneath the crown to spread some of the thick syrup fluid on the front and back of my neck, in between my titties and on the inside of each of my wrists. I even had an erotic thought, squatted, and placed some in between my thighs. I twisted the bottle around searching for the name of the product. How clever. It had no name. Strangely, I began worrying that I had no way to buy more. Needed to use it sparingly. Loved it and hated it at the same time. An elixir whose contents I would never know, that I could not refill unless I did what my baby sister wanted me to do, show up, watch her show off, and somehow ask her for more. In the fourth drawer was a gold envelope shaped like the envelopes a customer receives from a bank. I’m thinking no one would mail currency, not even in a gift box sealed with a combination. Besides, I have money! Mercedes must already know that. She better know it. When I pulled out the colorful stack of papers, the note lying on top read:


“It’s a huge and deep and wide world, explore. You might find something better, some place better, someone better than what you’ve experienced so far.”



Tucked beneath the note were an array of currencies from a variety of countries, I guess to emphasize that she has already traveled the world and I have not. Whatever, I’m used to that mean green. All American paper money is the same color, same design, same size, even though each green bill represents a different value. I stuffed the funny Monopoly money back in the gold bank envelope and left it in the drawer. I hesitated to look in the last drawer. I pulled it open slowly and saw it was a book. I shut it swiftly. Got zero time for that. Not interested.

Once I got in the Lambo early yesterday morning and my driver pulled off, I hit Porsche on her cellular. I played everything down, wasn’t sure she knew what the package contained and just asked her casually instead, “Why is Mercedes waiting a whole year to get married?”

“Because she and her husband-to-be will both graduate first,” Porsche explained. “And, you should know, Winter, Mercedes will marry one of Midnight’s sons.” After she said that, I cut the call and turned my phone off.

The fact that she is set to marry Midnight’s son burns me. Not just because I know if he is the son of Midnight he is all man, all paid, all that and then some, but she’s my little sister, who was adopted by Midnight, the man I loved ever since I was thirteen years young and boiling hot. The man who I still love, but can’t seem to ever have, or even see, or ever touch. Now he has become some weird version of my stepfather, while our real father, Ricky Santiaga, is alive, now free and pardoned from his life prison sentence, and living well. That’s some fucked up shit that should never happen in real life. I’m back to tight. And I’m swift. Nothing gets by me. I seen how she’s getting married in the eleventh month, that’s one, one, on the eleventh day, that’s one, one, in the year 2011. That’s one, one again. It’s the same as Mercedes is declaring herself number one. And hell, I’m used to being number one in every category, undisputed, top bitch over all bitches and all of that.

“Winter.” I heard Elisha’s voice and his knuckles tapping on the driver side window of the Lamborghini. I sat up from where I was leaning back reflecting bout yesterday. My head and my limbs felt heavy. I pressed a button and the suicide doors swept open like the wings of an evil bird. He smiled and ducked and asked, “Why sleep in the whip when you got keys to your villa?” I started finger combing my hair and straightening out my minidress.

“Porsche asked me to come check on you,” he said.

“She’s up?” was all I asked. He smiled again.

“Look up.” He pointed. I looked up and Porsche is in the second-story window all bright like it’s mid-afternoon even though it isn’t.

“I grilled fish. Come to the breakfast table!” she invited me joyfully.

“It’s too early for breakfast,” I said in my soft, sleepy voice.

“Well then, I’m coming to you!” she said and then shut her window. I rolled my eyes naturally. Then I noticed that Elisha had his golf clubs bagged and ready to go. I’m thinking damn, I’m used to niggas getting up a game on the basketball court, but never at 6 a.m. Time zoomed by me, and now this fine-ass twenty-seven-years-young multimillionaire is headed out to play fucking golf! He saw me looking at his clubs and said, “I’m driving over to Marine Park for the Police Athletic League Golf Tournament. Santiaga’s meeting me over there.”

Now I’m thinking, There’s three men in this whole world who I love. First is my father Ricky Santiaga. Midnight is my first real man-woman love. Elisha is my hugest gratitude love. Now my sponsor Elisha and my father Santiaga are headed out to playing games with the motherfucking police! I could never have imagined no shit like that.

“Santiaga told me you weren’t picking up your calls last night but to let you know that you are scheduled for an eleven a.m. meeting today with the president and CEO of the Network at the Network complex. That’s a big one. Don’t skip it,” he said calmly, but clearly saying for me not to mess up the business he set up.

“I got it, Elisha. I’ll be on time.”

“Two things. Roll with your bodyguard since Santiaga will be with me. Second, in the CEO’s office there is a staircase. Even if he invites you up, which he definitely shouldn’t do, decline his offer.”

“Got it,” I said, although my mind was still not sharp or even all the way awake.

Soon as he bounced, I searched the floor of the Lambo and grabbed my purse. My cell phone is in there. I pulled it out and turned it on. Bells started dinging like I had more messages than I had time to listen to. My cash stacks of crispy new hundreds that I carry just cause I prefer was still intact. Relieved, I grabbed my wrist, and my diamond bracelets are still on me. I put one hand on each of my ears, and my sparkling diamond cubicles are still dangling. My signature platinum hourglass necklace is in between my bare breasts. So what the fuck? How come I don’t remember anything about last night after I took that damned pill? Whatever the case, the green-eyed bitch didn’t rob me or set me up to get robbed. My driver and bodyguard obviously did their job and got me back here safe. Still I don’t like not knowing what the fuck I did or even where I went last night after the lounge. That shit is sloppy. I stepped out of the car. Standing there under the moonlight that was being threatened by the rising sun, I said to myself, Fuck popping pills. That shit is dead. I don’t want nothing that fucks up my look or turns me into a stupid, blitted blacked out forgetful bitch who don’t know what’s going on around her.








3 PORSCHE LUXURIOUS SANTIAGA


I grabbed my stillettos from the Lambo front floor, and soon as I stood back up Porsche was standing there in her wifebeater tee, swolled titties, and no bra, wearing Daisy Dukes and Hermès slides, holding a brown paper bag.

“You been throwing up again?” I asked her. “Morning sickness?” She smiled like someone who was definitely not sick in any mild or big way. She held up the bag and said, “Seeds and breadcrumbs, you wanna walk with me to feed the birds?” She asked like she doesn’t remember who I am and the difference between her and me, and as though it was a legitimate question.

I was like… Then I stopped myself and gave her a look and walked toward my front door. “I’m moving out,” I said, surprising myself even though I had thought that thought in my head for several days.

“Why? Don’t! What did I do wrong? Did I make you mad? I’ll feed the birds and come right back. Let’s talk about whatever is on your mind and why. Don’t make any quick decisions. At least wait for the sun to come up.” She stretched out her arms toward the sky. “When you see the sunshine and the flowers and the garden you’ll change your mind.”

I walked in. She walked off. Porsche is like that. She dramatizes, sings, and reveals her emotions whenever she speaks. Plus she don’t think nothing like me. I’m doing her a favor moving out. How can a grown woman live in the same property with her sister and her sister’s husband? How can especially me, live here with a legit paid-ass, fine Brooklyn nigga who takes care of me like a regular good dude would only do for his own women? A man who checks on me, and talks to me face to face, no matter how large or busy he is, on any matter I bring up, personal or business. What if I feel so grateful to Elisha for everything he has done for me and even for my father, that after a couple of drinks I accidentally fall on his dick and start riding? Real talk. I’m not in love with him or anything like that. He never tried to kick it to me or make any moves on me, and I never ever caught him even giving me a lusty look, even when I was dazzling. Common sense though is that if a man takes real good care of any woman, a woman repays him with her mood and her body. Don’t she? I’m not a cutthroat bitch or a fucked up sister. So I would never do it. But a bitch never knows what she might do or say if and when she’s drunk. If that happened, I couldn’t just blame it on the alcohol. It would crack Porsche’s mind wide open. She’s fragile. It would ruin her. If I let anything like that happen it would be the same as completely cutting ties with my blood. Everybody would side with her. She’s the one who works hard to stay in contact and connected and interacting with all of them. If they turned against me, I wouldn’t know it, but I do know they would be right. I’m not about that life. My cell phone interrupted my thoughts.

“Hey Bitch,” a pretty voice said sleepy-softly. I didn’t answer back cause the voice didn’t sound familiar. Definitely not familiar enough to be like, Hey bitch.

“The guys invited us out for a take two,” she said calmly.

“What guys?” I asked automatically.

“Girl, you funny.” She laughed. Then said, “The dudes we was partying with last night.” Now I was dead silent. I really didn’t know what niggas I had partied with last night and I had no intention of admitting it. So I reversed on her. “No, you funny. At the club you was all ‘bitches over niggas,’ ” I reminded her. She laughed and said, “Copy dat.”

I guess that’s the replacement for “true dat.”

“Bitches over niggas for me and my girls means when it comes to loyalty—and getting money—we choose and hold down each other first and foremost. Now getting dick is different ain’t it?” She laughed.

“Getting dick is definitely different, copy dat!” I said and I laughed.

“We need dick, but we don’t fight over it, betray one another over it, and especially never allow the good dick to drive us crazy!” she said and I like her.

“I’m not free till round eight tonight. If that’s cool with you,” I said to her.

“Me neither,” she shot back. “Where should we meet?” she asked. “On Second Avenue and Sixth Street,” I told her because I knew my last appointment today is down in the Village.

“And leave that big nigga who was following us around in the Lambo in the dog house,” she joked but I knew she was serious. “Who’s he, your husband? Don’t tell me you’re married?” she asked in a peculiar way like that would be the worst thing. I didn’t reply. Maybe she had a conflict with my bodyguard cause he peeped that she had me partying with some random niggas. I don’t know. I don’t remember anything after getting in her car and pulling out.

“Then you leave that butler bitch behind,” I barked.

“Deal,” she said calmly. “Just because I like Bijoux doesn’t mean you have to like her. And bitch you’re more my type and my equal, not my employee,” she threw in.

“Eight p.m. then,” I said and cut the call. I was being polite but I know the pretty bitch caught my meaning. Real bitches can look each other over in three seconds and know the caliber. Bijoux ain’t it. Why would two gleaming Glocks tote around some bullshit 22.



Porsche pushed the bathroom door open without knocking. I’m in the shower now and immediately felt the cold air-shot that rushed through. She washed her hands and face in the sink and came and sat on the closed toilet seat like it was a comfortable chair and this was her living room. She cocked her legs up and held on to them as she spoke to me. “You gave me a look just like Momma used to do.”

I didn’t say nothing back. She’s always talking about only family and family memories or dreams of family or family plans for the future. That’s her. Suddenly she unlocks her legs and jumps up. “Hey let me wash your back,” she said as she opened the glass door to the shower stall and stepped in. I was like, “C’mon Porsche. This is too much. I can definitely shower by myself like I do every day. Get out!” She wouldn’t listen to me though. She was enjoying the downpour of the water on her hair as it also soaked through her wifebeater tee and denim shorts. Then she grabbed the washcloth, sudsed it up, and turned me round by my shoulders. She began washing my back like it was the best day of her life. “See Winter, even you have to admit that there are some things in life that you will need help with. Everybody does! No one can wash their own back.”

“I’m letting you get away with this one time and one time only because you pregnant. If you weren’t, we’d be two wet bitches brawling and sliding around the floor,” I warned her. She started giggling like I was joking with her, which ticked me off. Meanwhile I was thinking how at eighteen years young I had figured out how to wash my own back in jail on Rikers Island.

“Oh Winter, guess what?” she said, delighted. “We ain’t locked up prisoners no more. So we can breathe and relax and love and enjoy. There’s no more reason to be angry or mean.” She shook her hips and leaned in too close to my face and said joyfully, “We all the way up!”

“Get out. You’re soaked for no reason. Now you gon be dripping all the way back to your side of the house.”

“Nope, I’m bout to get some of your clothes and put them on. She stepped out of the shower, pulled off her wet denim and eased out of her tee, then reached for my bath towel. She wrapped herself in it, picked up her clothes, and tossed them in my linen-lined bamboo hamper. She turned and said, “I’ll be laying on your bed so we can talk!”

Finally alone, in my spacious private customized bathroom, I closed my eyes. My body felt hotter than the shower water. I turned the knob to make the water go cold. A cold shower is the only way to cool myself. I didn’t get my right sleep last night. Plus these unscheduled, unagreed, non-mutual early morning talks with me that Porsche shows up for almost every morning are an interruption to me, a bitch who has very detailed big plans, put together over a fifteen-year span, a stacked, packed schedule, a hit list, and way too many things on my mind.

“I don’t like your bodyguard,” Porsche said. Wearing my summer dress surrounded by sunlight, she was seated in the middle of my king-sized mattress, on top of my comforter, her legs folded Indian style. “The sun is up!” she announced.

“I can see that since you opened all of my curtains and shades even though you know I just got out the shower. And you stole my bath towel,” I said, shivering.

“Don’t worry. The sun will dry up all of the water drops on your pretty skin. Come let’s talk.” She patted the comforter wanting me to sit right beside her. “I’ll massage some avocado butter all over your skin,” she offered. I sat down instead away from her on my eggnog-leather, slim designer recliner. I reached for the mango butter that remained on my vanity table and moisturized myself, inhaling the nice scent.

“I get the feeling he’s not really your body guard,” she said, separating the word “body” from “guard” and saying both words with emphasis. “He seems like he just makes sure you’re alive.”

“That’s what he’s supposed to do,” I said, defending him although I really don’t care either way. He isn’t one of my niggas. He was handpicked by the Network and the investors to guard the treasure, who is me.

“No! If I was your bodyguard, I would be doing more than keeping you alive. I would be watching everybody you meet, even the fans in the crowd, even the businesspeople in your meetings. I would be searching for foul looks, fake smiles, or mean mugs and hidden enemies. I would be having my eyes peeled for anybody and everybody who’s green,” she said strangely. It made me think of the sexy girl with the green eyes from last night.

“Green?” I asked.

“Yeah, I give all of the emotions and certain behaviors a color. I started doing that from when I was eight years young in the cage.”

“Cage?”

“That’s what I call the prison. Cause that’s what it is isn’t it? Each of us in a cage, or two or more of us in a cage, or a bunch of us in a space that’s in a cage,” she said with a rare trace of venom. Quickly, I thought about it. She’s right. I found out that she was locked up at the young age that I was princess of the world. But I know one thing. She didn’t do fifteen years like I did. She must have read my expression.

“I didn’t do fifteen like you did, Winter. But I did ages seven through eleven caged up and behind bars. It was the scariest years of my life. I was a very little girl getting passed around from situation to situation. But, I handled it. I know you think of me as your weird younger sister who overdoes it and adores you too much. Who has a tree house and loves the birds, horses, and all animals really. And, that is who I am. But, don’t sleep. I formed my own gang at age eight. Then got ganged up again at age ten. I got an entire girl army to this day, and I think you need a sharp and tight security team who knows what they are doing and gives a fuck. Your bodyguard does the minimal, like as long as I bring Winter Santiaga back dead or alive that’s good enough. That’s how the warden and the co’s used to think of us. To them we were just bodies, and they were only responsible for the body count, no matter what condition or circumstance the prisoner’s life or body was in.” That’s facts she was saying right there bout the lockup and the co’s and their bullshit. This time I could tell her memories are real. She is not playing or imagining. Still I poked her.

“I have not seen no girl army round here.” I looked around like I was searching. “Just Porsche Luxurious Santiaga, her incredible husband, their three children, her mother-in-law and father-in-law, and even her husband’s grandparents,” I emphasized and said, exasperated. I needed to bring her back to the reality of her current happy-go-lucky life in Park Slope, Brooklyn. After all, the Immanuel property is her bubble, her world. She rarely even leaves here. Every time I am at the Immanuel breakfast, lunch, or dinner table, which is where she wants me to be as often as possible and whenever she checks my schedule and sees I have some free time. I show up and sit there in her world among all of them. But the truth is, I just be suffocating.

“Ain’t the dopest army the ones that have the soldiers that no one has seen? Or even if someone saw them, they had no idea that they were the baddest and best girl fighters, capable of, but not known for, violence, but for squeezing their enemies until they surrender. Or as you would say, bow down.”

“Squeezing them!” I repeated cause that doesn’t sound like reliable protection to me.

“Yeah like a boa constrictor, you know, the long wide pretty killer snake.” She jumped off my bed and started doing some dance moves. Her dancing is unrivaled. I’m not gonna front. She could move each of her body parts, down to her eyeballs, baby finger, and big toe, in a way that the person looking might find themselves hypnotized.

“So when I got shot up at the top of this year,” I said, as I eased into my silk pajamas, “you are saying if your girl army had been there, they would have squeezed the shooter to death before the shooter squeezed the trigger and shot me?” Then I started laughing at her ridiculousness. More like cackling at her.

“That’s not funny, Winter. I told you I’d prefer if you didn’t make jokes about that horrible incident. And, no, my girl army would not have squoze the shooter. But if you had them doing your security from the jump, the shooter would have never even gotten close enough to the location to fire at you. Matter of fact, no guns would have gotten pass my girls. They thorough.”

“So are you saying it’s Elisha’s fault because his company did not hire your girls as the security team for my prison release, reality show debut?” I asked calmly, but I knew I had trumped her. Just the mention of Elisha still seemed to give her goose bumps and her mood would be taken over by her intense love for him.

“Definitely not! The Network was responsible for security that day. They hired that security team. I wish they would have investigated every person, every worker, every guest, even everybody on your VIP list before giving them passes to enter the film shoot area. But Network security was more focused on securing all that expensive camera equipment, and their crew, when they should have been securing you! While you were in a coma, I hate to even say those words… and during the investigation, the Network passed the blame to the city police officers in Upstate New York. The Network said that since you were locked up and coming out through the release door of the New York State Prison System and onto city property, the city police were responsible. Of course the city cops didn’t want to take the blame. They blamed the governor because you were considered ‘state property.’ But the governor said once you walked through the door, and the fact that you hit time served, meant that you were no longer state property! And, all the different security teams and police agencies and bonders and insurers were busy arguing and passing the buck,” she said and then plopped back down on my bed. “You’re lucky for Elisha. He didn’t run away and hide. He jumped right in the middle and made it possible for all of the agencies to save face and escape the blame. He called an emergency press conference, made a statement to the press about the meaning of force majeure.”

“What?”

“Elisha explained to everyone that because of the huge snowstorm that occurred that same day during the filming, no one agency was fully responsible for what happened. Elisha said the storm was an act of God. Therefore all of the agencies should cooperate with one another and fully investigate the only crime that happened that day, which was the shooting,” she said, and I knew she would defend her husband passionately. Whatever, I definitely ain’t mad at Elisha for a damn thing. That nigga cool as a fuck. He’s dominant in business, like a poker player holding all four aces, or better yet a Royal Flush.

“So Elisha came out the big winner,” I said to show her exactly how clever and ingenious her husband is. But then I added, “If those agencies had cooperated like Elisha told them to do, they cooperated in never finding the motive or the shooter who almost killed me!”

“It’s not Elisha’s fault that they never found the shooter. If he were a detective, he would have caught him. But he’s not in that line of work. Besides, he made all of the insurance companies pay up, and that’s why you got excellent care until you were back to being your same lovely self, all body parts working, and looking like a billion bucks.” She clapped. “I still think you need better security. Once you experience my girl army you’ll know why hiring them was the best choice.”

“Your girls huh… I didn’t know you had any friends.” I laughed. “Just a husband and family.” I teased her.

“Look who’s talking. You been living it up, being a superstar bigger than the hoodstar you already was back in our Brooklyn hood. But I have not seen you with even one of your girls. Not Natalie, Asia, Simone, Zakia, Toshi, Reese…” She was pulling down one pretty finger as she named and counted off each of my Brooklyn project girls who were my friends from before she was even born, when I was five years young, and all through thick and thin. She’s right. I have not met up with none of them bitches on purpose.

“After I saw the bodyguard, not your driver for some reason, drive you in at 5:40 a.m. this morning, with you knocked out in the front seat and your car seat all the way back like how you’re reclining right now, I was convinced. He just parked the Lamborghini, closed up all the windows, and got out. He left you just like that as though his job was done, just enough to get his paycheck. Soon as he left, I ran down and out to you. Luckily he left the digital key on the hood. Otherwise I would not have even been able to get the car doors open. When I did, poof! The whole whip smelled like liquor. I pushed on the ignition and turned on the air-conditioning enough for you to breathe. I ran back in the house and got a bowl of cool water and a washcloth and wiped down your face and straightened your hair, and removed your heels. I even saw a smear of blood.” She paused. “Like someone had washed away the rest of it, but mistakenly missed that little part. Maybe because it was dark. Through all of that you never blinked or woke or nothing. That horrified me. Reminded me of your hospitalization. I looked at your facial expression and I was like, What the fuck! What happened to my big sister last night? Where did you go? What did you do? Who were you with?” She was pissed at the bodyguard and gesturing each of her words with her hands and her eyes, softly, sweetly, which is her odd dramatic signature style.

“So what did you do about it? I woke up in that car seat. So you left me out there as well.”

“Is that the same thing, Winter? Is what I did for you the same as what he did to you? He forgot that you needed air to stay alive. It’s summertime! And yeah! I did something about it. I investigated. I went in your purse, got your cell phone out. It was off.” She gave me a nasty stare. She hates when I turn my cell phone off for even a half-hour. “I turned it on, and right when I did, a call was coming in from an unidentified number. The time was 5:56 a.m. Right when I picked it up, whoever it was hung up. That made me suspicious. So I looked at your call log. The call I had just missed and the last calls that you made and received. I even checked your browser history. You looked up Mini Cooper. I found that strange. I don’t see you buying that car. You got two calls from Poppa and he even left one voice mail.” She rolled her eyes. She never speaks on it, but I think Porsche be counting how many times I see or hear from Poppa, and then comparing it to her rare interaction with him. She should understand though. Santiaga and me been mega-busy, making every minute count. Both of us lost way too many years behind bars that we can’t ever get back.

“Your last incoming call was from ‘Zuzing Zee…’ ”

“Who!” I sat up. “You mean a Scam Likely call?” I swiftly said.

“Funny you should say that, cause if it involves her, it is highly likely that it is a scam.”

“What are you talking about?” I urged her to spill the beans, get to the motherfucking point.

“You had her business card in your purse. When I went in your purse to check your phone, and answered the unidentified call, her business card fell out. I found it right on top of your stillettos. It’s a deep black mesh fabric card with one tall letter X on the left-hand side, interlocked with one medium-sized letter x, no personal name, no company name, just her full cell phone number. When I looked at the number, it was the same number as the call you had just received. I double-checked. I held onto the card. In fact I left it on my vanity table in my bedroom. I took it up there to ask Elisha because he has this same business card in his wallet.” She put her hands on her hips and held them there. I was thinking, So she goes in her husband’s wallet checking on him? Does she suspect him? Nah! I doubt it.

“So back up a minute,” Porsche said. “If you do not know her, or recognize her name, or who she is, yet you have her business card, to me, that means she had her hands on your purse while you were knocked out. She must have put her card in there. She also was the last person to call you, at 5:56 this morning. Who calls somebody at that time if they ain’t family? So that probably meant you were with Zuzing right before the time you came home. Right?!”

“Damn, Porsche! You thinking and doing way too much. And, what were you doing up in the middle of the still dark morning that made it possible for you to see my bodyguard pull up?” I asked her.

“I never went to sleep. You didn’t call. You didn’t come home. I didn’t know where you were or what was up. Or, if you were safe. I checked your itinerary for the Friday workday. You had like nine different appointments but the last one ended at eight p.m. Then you just didn’t come back.” She struck a pose with her hands up in the air as though me going out to the club, I mean lounge, needed to be reported to my younger sister in order for her grown married ass to sleep.

“Porsche, you doing too much. You know how many people hand me a business card and all kinds of shit every single day? How did you decide someone went in my purse, which I keep in my hand or on my body?” I challenged her.

“See, that’s what I’m talking about. I don’t like your bodyguard. Nobody who you are not meeting with and who you don’t know should be able to get close enough to hand you anything. And what was up with that Pizza Hut riot?”

“It wasn’t a riot,” I said, completely out of patience. “How did you hear about it?” I asked.

“Are you joking me? Making fun like I’m this stupid young girl who stays in the house and don’t know nothing or do nothing, or see anything or hear anything?” she asked still in her soft voice but with a thicker, more intense look and tone in her eyes and voice. “Mad people posted the Pizza Hut thing on the internet. Crazy thing is, since it was different footage posted from different phones and different angles, I watched everything and in not one of the posts that I viewed did I see your bodyguard, but in every post I saw you!” She was pissed.

“Didn’t you just say that the best security is the kind that no one can see, or that no one knows is security?” I trapped her in her own words. Now, all she needed to do was get off my bed and get the fuck out so I could sleep peacefully for two hours before my meeting with the Network CEO.

“That’s not the same thing,” Porsche said even more softly than her usual soft. “And just last week you were filmed at the strip club arguing over some stripper, throwing money, and leaving out with her,” she accused, and she’s right. I did that, but she don’t know why I did. Famous fraudster “Boobytrap” was the first chick I went and got for my new business team. Had to compete with some trick-bitch who was in the club pulling out ones and feeding them to Booby so she could have a monopoly over her big-ass titties and long-ass black nipples. At first I was stuck on trying to figure how a third of the customers in the strip club were bitches competing with the male tricks for the attention of the female strippers. All I recalled from my teen Brooklyn days is people’s mothers trying to keep their men out the strip club and being jealous of the strippers. Now people’s mothers is at the strip club out-bidding the niggas over the hoes. And the stripper hoes today, a lot of them look beat up, busted, and broke down. So I catch on quick even after being a bit shocked. I started pulling out bigger paper and tossed it in the air over Boobytrap’s head and grabbed her hand and pulled her out of there. Once she realized it was me up in the dark-ass club, she got so excited she left out with me, wearing nearly nothing but a string up her ass. Of course cell phones came out, which is the only way Park Slope Porsche would ever find out about some hole-in-the-wall strip joint I went to. Even the club owner came out chasing. I let him bump heads with my bodyguard and went about my business.

“I know I’m your little sister, but none of this is necessary. We don’t have to do none of that. We already have everything.”

She was right. She already has everything. Her and Mercedes are chilling. Now I’m working triple-time putting my own investment-business team and fashion line together, gathering my crew. Somewhere in the process of doing that my way, I’m hunting a man, who’s good enough for me to lust, love, admire, marry, and then flaunt and flex.

“Or maybe there is a reason that you are doing all of this, Winter? I wish you would tell me. I can help. You know, I am always on your side.”

I didn’t tell her anything. I need to build my own Handmade Universe, which is the name of one of my new business companies. The logo that dropped into my mind is an hourglass. That is the reason the piece that dangles from my gold chain is an hourglass. The top that supports it is outlined in sparkling princess-cut diamonds and so is the bottom stand. The sand that pours through it is real gold sand. It’s an eye catcher to all whose eyes are allowed to see it, and a reminder to me that life is not guaranteed, and cannot be extended without MERCY, so not to allow myself or anyone else to play with, fuck up, or waste my time.
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