













BLOOD OATH

“ARE YOU READY TO JOURNEY INTO the folds of The Order of Thieves?”

“I am.”

Cat picked the chain up from the table. “This chain symbolizes your birth into The Order.”

Banit leaned forward so Cat could place the chain around his neck. Then Cat picked up the Bible and held it out. “Place your hand on the Bible and repeat after me. ‘With this oath, I swear with my life to uphold The Order. To obey and follow all its rules and to always strive to better the principles it is founded upon and to walk in their deeper meanings.’”

After Banit repeated the oath, Cat placed the Bible down and moved on to the bullet. He picked it up, then moved over to a bowl of ashes and dipped the tip of the bullet in it. Cat put the bullet tip on Banit’s forehead, making an imprint with the ashes. “May this bullet strike you dead should you violate The Order.”

Next, Cat thrust his hand into the ashes and withdrew a needle between his thumb and forefinger. Cat took hold of Banit by the wrist and turned his hand over, palm up. A glint of light caught the needle’s point before Cat plunged it into his friend’s pointer finger. Drops of blood trickled off Banit’s finger into the bowl. “May your blood turn to ashes should you violate The Order of Thieves.”

Both men looked at each other and smiled now that the ritual was complete. Cat then walked around the table and hugged his friend. “Welcome, my brother.”
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To all who have fallen victim to the streets; to those who lost their lives; to the mothers who have lost their sons; to all the wives who no longer have their husbands; to all the men who’ve lost their freedom; to the little girls and boys whose mothers struggle to raise them—without a father; and to all the families and friends who stand by our sides in our time of need.

To the hustlers who maintain and live by the unwritten code; to the nine-to-fivers and all those who have fallen victim to the jux; and to those who have lived it and are able to tell their stories.

 

To all who respect the jux.

Now repeat after me: “I, with this oath, swear with my life to uphold The Order. To obey and follow all its rules and to always strive to better the principles it is founded upon and to walk in their deeper meanings.”
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ONE


Banit held his gun up examining it, then took a deep breath, giving Cloud the signal that he was ready for anything. Cloud gently turned the gold door handle. When they stepped into the room, the floorboard made a loud screeching sound. Banit and Cloud froze in their tracks as the couple in the bed began to rouse. A man stumbled out of the bed and started ruffling through the nightstand drawer. The woman came at Banit aggressively, her nails attempting to claw his face. Banit pushed her out of the way, trying to see what the man was looking for in the drawer. Cloud leaped over the bed and landed on top of the man. The two rolled back and forth across the room trying to get the upper hand. Cloud came out ahead. Banit threw him some rope and he tied up the man. Banit, like the professional that he is, tackled the woman and tied her up in no time. The woman sat in the corner, next to her man, with tears streaming down her face.

Then three shots rang out from Banit’s gun.

Cloud, with reflexes like that of a striking black mamba, spun around and dropped to his knees, aiming his pistol in the direction from which he’d heard the shots. Prince, who was also downstairs conducting his own search, quickly drew his gun and methodically shifted out of another room and made his way down the hall to investigate the gunfire. He stopped about three feet from the living room’s entrance.

“Yush!” he called out in his Jamaican accent. It was a code that only his men knew the meaning of.

“It safe,” Banit replied.

Ozzi, who is extremely paranoid, was searching the basement when he heard the shots. He didn’t believe in taking chances. Gun in hand, he crept through the door of the living room. He saw Prince. Prince waved to him, assuring Ozzi that it was all clear. They both were still on edge.

Banit and Cloud were standing over a bullet-riddled corpse.

“What the fuck just happened?” asked Ozzi.

“The man have a tool on him ankle,” said Banit, referring to the gun the dead man had hidden in his sock. “Somehow him loosen him hand and reach for it. Me see him just in time before him lick off Cloud head.”

“Well, you know the deal,” Ozzi said. “Works is blown, time to clean and backtrack fast.”

Ozzi directed everyone to get the hell out of there. Their mission would have to be left incomplete.

“What about her?” asked Cloud, pointing to the young lady bound and gagged next to the man’s lifeless body.

“She knows what we look like, so we have to dust her,” said Banit, trying to be the voice of reason. “She heard us talking; she can distinguish us as yardy.”

“We have to dust her,” Ozzi agreed.

The young lady’s eyes were now wide-open. Death’s rancid scent was in the air. Her muffled cries didn’t deter the four men from gathering around her with their guns drawn. She lay there helplessly, pleading with her eyes. Ozzi fired the first shot into her chest. Then he pointed his gun at Banit, who fired a shot in the same spot. Then both of them pointed their guns at Prince, who fired into her lifeless body as well. All three men pointed their guns at Cloud, who hesitated at first, but eventually fired the last round.

Each man had to fire a round into the body to ensure that each of them incurred responsibility for her murder. If one of them refused to do so, he would immediately be shot dead by the remaining men per a code of The Order. These cold-blooded killers lived by these codes.

The crew returned to The Lodge, in a cul-de-sac in a quiet, middle-class section of Queens. Its earth-tone painted colors gave it somewhat of a low profile. Like most houses in the neighborhood, it was concealed by a six-foot privacy fence. Large maple trees stood in the yard, casting dark shadows like that of a mystic giant. In the windows hung thick cotton curtains that prevented light from entering or exiting.

“You didn’t search him when you tied him up?” shouted Ozzi as soon as the door closed.

“Yes,” answered Cloud.

“So where the gun on his ankle come from, Magic?” Banit asked.

“I guess me just missed it,” replied Cloud.

“What? You guess you just missed it?” Ozzi echoed in a sarcastic tone. “You caused a potentially good jux to be blown. Any of us could have gotten killed because you guess you just missed it.” He made mocking quotation marks with his fingers.

“We don’t have no big ‘I’ or little ‘you’ here,” Ozzi continued. “But something has to be done to show you how serious you fucked up. Hear this—the next jux we come off with, seventy-five percent of your share gets split up between the three of us.”

Every man in the room was a gunman, which by their definition was not the same as a gangster. In Jamaica, a gangster would use the police in certain instances, but a gunman would have absolutely no dealings with the police. He handled business on his own.

In fact, whenever a gunman and a cop come face-to-face, you can be sure that a gunfight will erupt. Police in Jamaica do not arrest gunmen, they kill them. Knowing this, a gunman will take his chances in a shoot-out.

Cloud knew he couldn’t just walk away from The Order. He knew too much about them, and walking away could cost him his life. He agreed with their terms. Three-quarters of his cut on the next jux would go to the other three members, and that was that.



TWO


Cat founded The Order sometime in the nineties after he was discharged from the U.S. armed forces. He arrived in the United States when he was just sixteen years old. His mother had already been living in the States and wanted Cat and his sister to emigrate from Jamaica—to get away from certain elements and have a chance at a better life. Little did she know, by the time she sent for him, Cat was already a full-blown crook.

Cat’s father was a high-ranking member of a gang in Kingston, Jamaica. He was murdered by a rival gang member when Cat was seven. After the death of his father, his mother traveled to the States in quest of a better life. She was unable to take Cat and his sister along since she was traveling on a visiting visa. She left Cat and his sister in the hands of their aunt, who lived in a Kingston ghetto.

Cat was forced to grow up quickly. His mother sent money back home every month, but it was hardly enough to support the family. Cat started hustling. He was tired of going to bed every night without dinner. He was tired of wearing the same pair of jeans every day. He was tired of not having. By the age of eight, Cat was already snatching purses, shoplifting, and climbing through open windows.

A neighborhood general named Stark had been keeping an eye on Cat for a while. He noticed how crafty the young Cat was. Stark also noticed the hunger, the drive to make it. The general gave Cat his first gun—a .38 Special. Getting a gun was tough in Jamaica. Guns were sacred and, thus, worshipped.

The gun was so old and rusted that it wasn’t operational. The firing pin was worn-out and the trigger was seized up. Nevertheless, it would make for a good scare.

This was the gun all the new recruits started with. They would be sent out on a jux, and if they were successful, the money would be given to the don, who gave a kickback to the generals, and the generals would give their new recruits whatever they decided. When Cat was ten, he committed his first robbery with a gun.

This was their system. You had to work your way from the bottom up, and the danger was that all the young recruits aspired to be a don someday.

Most of the murders were carried out by kids and teenagers—recruits. After a killing, the perpetrator would be sent into hiding. Once things cooled down, he would emerge with stripes and a better position. This would lead to better food and clothing.

Cat was fifteen when he committed his first murder. The owner of a gas station was being stubborn, deciding he wasn’t going to pay the local don any protection fees. He felt quite capable of handling his own security and got himself a licensed gun that he kept on his waist at all times.

Cat was given a working gun along with the orders to kill the man, take his weapon, and rob the gas station. On a bright sunny day, Cat walked past the gas pumps and into the store. It was empty except for the owner. Cat didn’t raise any eyebrows. He was just your average-looking, malnourished neighborhood kid. He sported a nappy Afro atop his tall, skinny frame. He asked for a pack of cigarettes and a pack of gum.

After he paid for both items, he turned and walked out of the store. That was his test run. Cat was a smart kid. He wasn’t about to do anything stupid. He had to feel the guy out first. The following day he returned, this time a little later in the afternoon. He asked for a pack of cigarettes and a soda. He paid, took a quick glance around, and walked out.

Cat came back again two days later. This time the old man recognized him, and before Cat could say anything, he had already turned to get a pack of cigarettes from the shelf behind him. “Cigarettes, right?”

“Yes, and a soda,” Cat responded.

“Right, I forgot the soda,” the man said cheerfully as he grabbed a can nearby and placed it atop the counter next to the cigarettes. “Anything else?”

Cat scanned the shelf behind the old man and intentionally appeared to be indecisive. The old man watched his eyes wander.

“Yes, let me get one of those grape bubble gums, please.”

“Coming right up,” the old man said, turning and reaching up for the gum.

Immediately, Cat reached into his waist to grab his gun and aimed it at the old man’s back. When the old man turned around, he was staring down the barrel of a hatchback .32 caliber. Cat had never before fired a gun. His arm was shaking and sweat was pouring down his temples.

The general’s voice rang in his head: “Just squeeze di trigga.”

Cat’s hands began to shake. The old man was silent and his glassy eyes were haunting. But Cat feared the general’s wrath more. He had no choice. It was either kill or be killed. He shut his eyes tight and squeezed the trigger.

His eyes widened from the booming blast, the recoil of the gun in his hand. The old man fell backward from the impact, clutching his chest as he hit the shelves behind him. As he collapsed, he whimpered.

Cat was afraid. His first impulse was to run. But he stood there frozen, as if the man’s blood, which was now flowing freely, was cementing his feet to the floor. His eyes bulged from their sockets as he watched the man’s body slide down the shelves toward the floor. Cat’s chest heaved up and down as if he had run a mile due to the release of adrenaline into his bloodstream. Cat’s hands began to shake as he realized that he might have to fire another bullet into the wounded man. He stepped closer to the counter to better watch his victim.

“Wat the blood claat?” he uttered as he looked down at the bleeding man on the floor, who was in critical condition but far from dead.

The old man managed to reach into his waistband for his gun, releasing the safety. He struggled, slowly raising the gun in Cat’s direction. As the storekeeper pointed his gun at Cat’s abdomen and prepared to pull the trigger, Cat came to life and pumped three more rounds into the man’s chest, killing him instantly. Cat turned quickly to look out onto the streets to see if anyone was in sight. When he was assured that there was no one, he turned and approached the counter.

“Make sure you don’t get caught and be sure to get his gun!” General Stark had drilled into Cat’s head. He grabbed the cash, the storekeeper’s gun, and anything else he could grab for himself. Then he walked out as if nothing had happened. He seemed cool on the outside, but inside, he knew he never wanted to kill another human being again. He could feel the pain in the storekeeper’s eyes, and then the peace when life left him. Two emotions, so gravely opposing that when they abrasively collided, they burned through Cat upon impact. He did not want to experience that again.

To Jamaica’s criminal underworld, Cat had officially become a man on this day, but in actuality, he had become a cold-blooded killer. The trauma of his first murder and the bloody images would stay with him forever. For the next three months, Cat went into hiding.

He stayed in a village on the island, in a section called the country. There he lived with his grandmother in a hut, which had no running water or indoor toilet. He had to fetch water from the well or the local stream and use an outhouse. There was no such thing as a telephone, and the closest store was eleven miles away, which he and his grandmother traveled to by foot. Most of the people in the village had never been to the city or owned a television or ridden in a car. Cat wasn’t used to living in such a manner and found it difficult to adjust. Life with his grandmother in the village was a hardship. He spent most of his time sitting around thinking of the city and longing to return to his way of life.

When he reemerged, he was feared throughout the neighborhood. He gained even more stature than he could have imagined. While Cat was gone from the street scene, killings continued. Unbeknownst to him, he was being credited for the murders. The rumors stated that the don had Cat hidden outside the city limits and would sneak him back and forth to commit murder. Eight murders were attributed to Cat. He was a subject of discussion every day. Even the authorities were afraid of him. They made it a point to talk with the local don and make a deal. They bargained that if the killings stopped, they would not arrest Cat or any of the other members of the don’s gang. Cat was sent word that it was okay for him to return to the city.

Three months later, after Cat’s return to Kingston, his aunt called him and his sister into the kitchen, where she sat in a chair at the table holding some papers in her hand.

“Both of you sit down,” she told them, pointing to the chairs opposite her.

Cat and his sister did as they were told.

Cat had begun to worry that something was wrong with his mother. “What’s going on?”

“Well, I have some good news and some bad news for the two of you. Okay, I’ll start with the good news first. The two of you are going to the States to join your mother.”

Cat’s sister jumped up excited with her arms outstretched. “Oh my God, Auntie, are you serious? We’re going to America?”

Cat sat emotionless.

“Yes, the two of you are going to America.”

“So, if that’s the good news, what’s the bad news?” Cat demanded.

“The bad news is that I’m going to miss the two of you,” their aunt said, looking at them as her eyes instantly swelled in tears.

Two weeks later Cat and his sister’s tickets were purchased by their aunt with money sent to her by their mother. They were on their way to America the following day.

Upon their arrival, their mother picked them up at John F. Kennedy Airport. She took them to their new home, an apartment complex in a middle-class section of Queens, called Rego Park.

There, Cat and his sister were enrolled in school. Because of his age, he was placed in the tenth grade. He was a great student, maintaining a B average and getting an A in one or two classes every term. Being the new kid, he pretty much kept to himself. Though other Jamaicans attended the school, he avoided hanging out with them too much on the advice and pleas of his mother. All that she required of him was that he go to school and get good grades. This was easy for him to do because he was smart and able to accomplish just about anything he put his mind to doing.

He did have one vice—his lust for money and material things. He envied those students with the designer clothes and expensive sneakers. He liked the diamond-encrusted jewelry that he saw the other kids wearing and promised himself to get some as soon as he could afford it. Cat also noted that those who had the money, clothes, and jewels also had the prettiest girls in the school. He wanted a pretty girl, too. Cat recognized at an early age that girls like men with money.

His mother begged him to attend college after he graduated, but instead he enlisted in the army. Cat spent the next four years in the military, going through combat and weapons training. He also completed an engineering program, an area of study that fascinated him. He was well trained and disciplined, knowing how to take orders, as well as give them when stepping into a leadership role. Fortunately, he was discharged right before his unit was called to serve in the Iraq War.

Armed with his military training and engineering education, Cat figured that he would easily take the world by storm. However, he returned to civilian life when the job market was poor and the economy was failing. He searched for a job within his field of expertise, but was not hired.

The best job he could find was working at a nearby supermarket. He did a variety of jobs—unpacking boxes, stocking shelves, sweeping and mopping the store at night after closing—making enough to get by on, but not enough to survive. This wasn’t the life he dreamed he would have in America. His vision of America was one of wealth and easy living. Cat always heard stories in Jamaica that a good and easy life was to be found in the States for everyone living there. Making money was supposed to be easy, and if someone was poor, the government would send that person money monthly. He was always told that if he went to school and got an education, he would be able to get a great job and live a good life. The American dream to him was having a nice home, a fancy car, fine clothes, a pretty woman, and money in the bank. Needless to say, he had none of that. Instead, he found himself standing in a supermarket with a broom and a mop in his hands. It was an insult to his integrity.

He wondered how high he would have risen in rank had he stayed in Jamaica. He gave serious thought to going back and even becoming a don, although he knew he’d have to murder more people to reach that status. Truthfully, at the end of each day he knew it was all just wishful thinking because no matter how hard things might get here in the States, he was still better off. At least he didn’t have to worry about being broke and hungry or constantly wonder where his next meal would come from or even if the next kid who he assumed was a friend would put a bullet in his head to earn some stripes.



THREE


Cat moved about in the store doing odd things to stay busy. He watched the customers as they came, shopped, and left. Every now and then he would approach a female and try to talk to her. At times, he would get the girl’s number, but he was usually rejected. Cat felt that this was because of his low-level job at the store. When he wasn’t trying to pick up girls, he would stand at the front of the store, as it allowed him to get a look at everyone, especially Wendy, a checkout girl he liked. He had been trying to win her over for weeks.

While Cat was straightening out the shopping carts from the express line at the supermarket, he noticed a young baller. All the gold rings on the baller’s fingers and the two thick gold chains around his neck caught Cat’s eye. Cat watched the twentysomething in admiration as he made his way toward the cash register. Cat’s eyes widened when the young man pulled out a large, folded knot of cash. He must have been holding at least $1,000. Cat had never held that much money in his hands before. Cat looked on as the stranger peeled off a twenty and handed it to Wendy, who was smiling and blushing. The young moneyman paid for his sodas, insisting Wendy keep the change.

“Gold-diggin’ bitch,” Cat said under his breath. For months he had been trying to hook up with Wendy, but she wouldn’t give him the time of day. Now here came someone flashing his cash and jewelry and she could hardly contain herself.

The moneyman made his way out to the parking lot. Inconspicuously, pushing a chain of carts, Cat followed. He saw the kid approach a Mercedes-Benz. Quickly, Cat ran to the VW he drove to and from work, which belonged to his mother. Cat was captivated by the young moneyman. He wanted to shine like him and impress all the girls. Most of all, he wanted to leave behind his mundane life that seemed to be going nowhere.

As the Benz pulled out of the parking lot and stopped at a red light, Cat was four cars behind. His sweaty palms gripped the steering wheel tightly as he trailed the Benz onto the highway. Two exits later, they got off and traveled on the main strip. After passing several stoplights, the Benz turned off onto a less busy road. Cat had to fall back now because at times there were no cars between them. To avoid being spotted he had to allow the Benz to move ahead, then race to each corner to catch up whenever the vehicle made a turn. Inevitably, Cat didn’t make it to one corner in time to see which direction the Benz had turned.

“Bloodclaat,” he shouted, realizing he was late in the chase. He raced out to the next corner and pulled out into the intersection so he could look both ways up the street. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he shouted, banging his fists on the steering wheel. “Left, right, left, right, come on… which way did you go, motherfucka?”

Cat raced to the next corner and pulled out into the intersection, again looking in both directions. There was still no sign of the car. He had clearly lost the Benz. Cat pounded away at the steering wheel until it occurred to him that the driver of the Benz might purposely be trying to lose him. But just as abruptly as the thought entered his mind, he dismissed it.

Cat spent the next few hours driving around the neighborhood looking into driveways for the car, but to no avail. Then he suddenly remembered he was still on the clock back at his job. “Shit!” was all he could say as he realized he might not have a job to get back to. He drove around for another half hour before finally calling it quits.

The very next day, Cat pulled off the highway at around the same time of day where he had lost track of the Benz. Car after car passed, but no black Benz. He sat at that same spot looking at cars for the next four days straight. Cat decided to give it up. He turned the key in the ignition and drove off thinking how foolish he was for walking off his job. He made a left turn to get back onto the highway, trying to figure out a way to get his job back. What kind of crazy story could I tell my boss?

He flicked the radio on as “My Way” by Usher was playing. He was merging with the highway traffic when he suddenly could not believe his eyes. There it was—the black Benz was two cars ahead of him. Cat pulled up to the Benz’s rear bumper to definitely make sure that it was him. Cat was determined not to lose him this time. That’s when a thought hit him: The nigga definitely gotta live somewhere in this neighborhood.

Cat followed the Benz closely off the highway into a Brooklyn neighborhood that was not familiar to him, Bergen Beach, a conservative and ethnically diverse area. Cat had lived in various sections of Queens his entire time in the United States. Rarely did he have a reason to go to Brooklyn for anything.

Moneyman pulled into the driveway of a brownstone. From his rearview, Cat watched the guy knock on the door, but could not see who let him inside. Cat waited for a short while. He got back on the highway and headed back to the neighborhood where he figured the kid lived. It was a huge risk, but he estimated it was worth it. This time, he’d have to jump on him. Cat pulled up at the same corner where he’d lost Moneyman days earlier, hoping he’d drive back this way.

Three hours later, there was the Benz. Cat started his car and got ready to follow him. But before he could shift the car into drive, Cat noticed the brake lights of the Benz come on. Cat ducked his head a bit, then noticed the car was pulling into a driveway right in front of him. Fuck outta here, the bitch-ass nigga lived here all this time and I’m drivin’ around like a fool lookin’ for him. He watched as Moneyman exited the car and entered the house. Cat drove home.

At around 3 a.m., Cat returned. This time, he didn’t pull up on the same block as the house. Instead, he parked a block over, behind a different house, and under a tree. Dressed in all black with gloves and a mask, he turned the ignition off and sat listening to his own breath for a while. Just this one time. This guy obviously doesn’t need the money. Just this one time to get enough money to rest on while I look for a legit job. Just this one time…

He looked around at the surrounding homes to see if any nosy neighbors were peeping out their windows. The coast was clear. He climbed over into the passenger seat, opened the door, and stepped out under the darkness and the cover of the trees. He softly shut the passenger-side door and looked around again, making sure no one’s eyes were on him. Satisfied, he made his way up the driveway of the house and continued toward the rear, climbing up and over a fence. As his feet touched the ground on the other side, he crouched low, scanning the area. The black Benz was in direct view. Cat utilized his army training, bending at the waist and dropping low as he moved along the bushes until he reached the back windows. He crab-walked his way to another window so he could get a better view inside. There was no sign of movement within the house. It was now or never. Having run through similar scenarios during his army missions, he knew exactly what to bring along with him. Inside his “thief pouch” at his waist were wire cutters, an interchangeable flathead screwdriver, duct tape, small pliers, and an eight-inch-blade knife. Tucked on the right side of his waistband was a P7 pistol, loaded with Parabellum rounds that he’d stolen during his tour.

Cat located the point of entry, a basement window just wide enough for him to slip through. The window had three glass sections, which could be opened and shut by winding the crank on the inside. It was a simple task with a screwdriver. Slowly and gently, Cat separated each sheet of glass from the window frame. He placed each frame, one by one, on the ground, leaning them against the house. Cat took his time, careful not to crack one of the glass partitions, which would cause unwanted noise.

When the third and final piece was removed, Cat placed it along the wall with the other two. As he did so, he caught a quick glimpse of his reflection in the glass. He didn’t recognize himself. He did a double take. He slowly brought the glass to eye level again. It was definitely him. His clenched teeth distorted his face, making him look sinister. Was it a sign that he was losing it? Was this whom he wanted to be? He looked up at the night sky and saw nothing but blackness. A cool wind blew and leaves scattered all around him. The sound of the leaves scraping against each other brought him back to reality. He had to go through with the job.

Along the wall, he located the phone line. He used the wire cutter to disable it. Since the neighbors’ lines were linked together, he cut their lines as well. He again glanced around to see if his actions were attracting any attention. He crawled through the basement window, landing inside a tiny bathroom. Instinctively he reached for his gun, waiting for his eyes to adjust to the dimness of the house. Silently, he crept through the basement until he reached the stairwell. His heart was thumping loudly. Cool beads of sweat rolled down his back as his body angled up the steps.

His mind began to run wild. Could he be waiting for me upstairs with his finger on the trigger? Do I really have to go through with this craziness? Should I just let the kid slide? I could just get another job, stay legit, and be okay. I am in America now. Why do this? He knew it was wrong. Dollar signs floated into his head. He wanted to reach out and grab them all. He shut his eyes tight to take a minute to regain his composure. You made it this far, and for what? To turn your back now on what could be waiting upstairs? Hell no! This nigga gonna go down, he said to himself.

More determined, he peered into the living room. Nothing but darkness. With the gun at his right side, he headed across the living room with the left side of his body leading the way. He reached another set of stairs. They squeaked under his weight. “Damn old houses,” he muttered under his breath.

He quickly made his way to the top of the steps. On the left was a bathroom. He passed two empty bedrooms before he came to a closed door at the end of the hall. Cat knelt down by the door with his gun in one hand, turning the knob slowly with the other. He pushed it wide-open. In the darkness, he saw the outline of a bed in the center of the room and quickly crept toward it, gun trained on his target. Two figures lay beneath the sheets. His movements did not disturb their sleep. Cat located the light switch, then made his way to the window and shut the curtains. He flicked on the lights. Simultaneously, he yanked the top sheet off the bed and there was young Moneyman and his girl.

The couple was startled by the sudden bright light and the cold burst of air from the sheet being abruptly removed. When they opened their eyes, Cat pointed the gun directly at them. The girl looked to be about twenty or twenty-one years old. Her mouth opened wide as if she was about to scream. Cat quickly silenced her, placing the cold steel of the gun against her skull.

“Shut the fuck up, bitch, if you wanna live. You understand me?”

“Yes,” she answered nervously.

“Good, and you understand that?” Cat said, pointing his gun at the young man.

Moneyman nodded his head.

“We should have no problems then. Keep it this way and this bad dream will be over soon. Now move those pillows.” Cat wanted to make sure no guns were hidden underneath them. “Now turn over and lay facedown.”

Cat pulled out the duct tape and secured both their hands and feet, feeling a sense of control he had not enjoyed since he left the military. Cat turned Moneyman over onto his back and pulled down his pajama bottoms and boxer shorts. Cat reached into his pouch for his pliers and latched them around Moneyman’s penis. “That’s a pretty fine bitch you have there. It would be a shame not using this anymore to fuck her. So here’s the deal. I’m gonna ask you some very simple questions that require very simple answers. Are you ready?”

Moneyman nodded.

“You’re doing good for yourself,” Cat said sarcastically. “Now, where’s the money and the jewelry?”

Moneyman stammered in fear, “B-b-b-bottom drawer of that d-d-d-dresser. The jewelry is in that box on top the d-d-dresser.”

Cat had to laugh out loud, he couldn’t help himself, “Haa-ha-ha. You stutterin’ motherfucka, I’ll bust a cap in you ass right now. Ha! Aight, one more question. What will I find at that crib in Brooklyn you went to, and who stays there?”
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