

[image: image]






The #1 Queen of Street Lit
WAHIDA CLARK
delivers the latest installment in her best-selling series


PAYBACK AIN’T ENOUGH


Filled with the same glamour, sex and danger, we dive back into the hip-hop drama where old rivalries and new beefs arise in Detroit’s blood-drenched drug turf. Shan is now married to Briggen, the much desired former hustler turned legitimate businessman. With one child and another on the way, Shan’s life is about to get turned upside down. In a day she’ll go from being the envy of the streets to having her life on the line.


Briggen, a man leading a double life, wants to know who killed his brother, Forever. He wants revenge but it’s only a matter of time before Briggen’s own lies catch up with him. Nick is back in the big ‘D’ and ready to take over the game. The only thing standing in his way is a buried secret from his past that is about to come back to haunt him. It’s only a matter of time before ambitions and secrets collide and revenge goes a step too far. In this game of power and intrigue where the stakes are high and the rewards are dazzling, the losers are gonna discover – there’s always a price to pay.


After nine and a half years in federal prison and ten months in the hole, New York Times bestselling author, Wahida Clark, has truly earned her place among the greatest in urban fiction.


[image: image]







[image: image]




[image: image]


Payback Ain’t Enough


Copyright © 2012 by Wahida Clark


Cash Money Content™ and all associated logos are trademarks of Cash Money Content LLC.


All Rights Reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission of the publisher, except where permitted by law.


Any similarity to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.


First Trade Paperback Edition: April 2012


www.SimonandSchuster.com


Book Layout: Peng Olaguera/ISPN


Cover Design: Nuance Art


For further information log onto www.CashMoneyContent.com


Library of Congress Control Number: 2011931198


ISBN: 978-1-936-39911-6 pbk
ISBN: 978-1-936-39912-3 eBook




To all my loyal readers. Love you much!




ACKNOWLEDGMENTS


All praise is due to the Creator. Wow! Book number eleven. Who would have thought it and where did the time go? I owe it to my readers, no doubt.


A special shout-out goes to all of you who made this book, Payback Ain’t Enough, possible: Nuance Art, Al-Nisa, Hasana, Nobel, Maxine Thompson, Intelligent Allah, Keisha Caldwell (whose name was supposed to be in Justify My Thug), Molly Derse—thank you for your diligence, Linda Wilson, and Alanna Boutin. Everybody behind the scenes at S&S. Thank you. If I missed anyone, you know who you are.


Much love and thanks to the Cash Money Fam. Watch what I do in 2012!


Peace!


Wahida Clark


    Follow me, the Official Queen of Street Literature at:
twitter.com@wahidaclark
facebook.com/wahidaclarkreadersclub
www.wclarkpublishing.com.





PAYBACK AIN’T ENOUGH







CHAPTER ONE


Fuck what you heard. Scratch all that shit that you was told before. This is the realest, slickest, illest shit right here.


—NICK


FOREVER


The only thing worse than being a prisoner in my own skin is the feeling of helplessness as I listen to the bloodcurdling screams echo from the next cell as a man gets another man’s dick rammed up his ass.


Who would’ve thought that I, Forever Thompson, would be serving a life sentence confined to a fuckin’ wheelchair and paralyzed from the waist down? I remembered it as if it was just yesterday, hearing my name followed by those six words, “You are hereby sentenced to LIFE.” All of my dirt flashed across my mind after I heard those words. And to think that all this bad karma surrounding me started over some pussy and dough. A dangerous combination that will suck you in every time!


It all began with me using that bitch Shan to mule my dope into the prison. But no, I couldn’t stop there. I had to fuck her and get her pregnant. Now, here I am again, for the thousandth time thinking about those I left behind: my brother, Briggen, by the same mother, my wife, Nyla, my daughter, Tameerah, and last but not least, my first cousin and partner-in-crime, Zeke.


“Bust cell 49!” I could hear the goon squad yelling into their radios and the sound of their boots hitting the cement steps. I knew shit was getting ready to get real ugly for at least one muthafucka. Forty-Nine was right next to me, and I could hear it in surround sound, the cat in the cell next to me screaming. It was the familiar sound of prison rape.


I sat in my wheelchair knowing what was getting ready to happen next. When the goons rushed past my cell I heard 49’s door pop open. A few minutes later, they were dragging T-Bone, the punk-ass rapist, out. He didn’t even bother to offer up any resistance. I watched as they stood him up and rested him against my cell with his hands cuffed behind him and a billy club to the throat.


The losing opponent was a new guy who had just come in yesterday. He came out wrapped in a sheet and limping slowly. He met eyes with me, and I could see the pain and fear peering through his tear-filled, red eyes. As the guards attempted to walk him past my cell, he lunged forward with a shiny object and stuck it into T-Bone’s side about four or five times before the goons wrestled him to the ground. Damn. Old T wasn’t the winner after all.


Bone slid down the bars of my cell and hit the floor. As the blood trickled out of his mouth all I could say was, “You should have stayed true to the pussy.”


DARK


“You ready?” I stood outside of Forever’s cell and asked him for the hundredth time, as it was my courtesy to take him to make his regular Thursday pickups.


“Sheeeit. Nigga, you heard what happened up here earlier?” Forever asked as he maneuvered the remote on his wheelchair.


“I caught a little something,” I told him.


“Yeah, that punk-ass rapist T-Bone finally got his ass handed to him trying to fuck one of them young boys who ended up guttin’ his ass.”


“Get the fuck outta here.” I tried to act surprised. The young dude was Lenny. He was my homey Ray Ray’s cousin, who had just went home. I tried to pull some strings and get him in another cell because I knew what he would be up against. But I couldn’t swing it until next Monday and I’d already be gone. I gave him a shiv and schooled the young nigga. I told him to handle dude as soon as he stepped in the cell or get handled. I guess they both got handled, and I couldn’t have cared less because I had much bigger fish to fry. “It’s just another day in USP, Jonesboro,” I said to Forever.


“Punk muthafuckas.” Forever shook his head and wheeled himself out of his cell.


I got behind him and began to push him across the compound. As we passed the TV area, niggas were playing cards, chess, gambling, and talking shit. The shit reminded me of that HBO special OZ. Forever got his usual shout-outs since he still carried much weight in the Feds and he had much respect… wheelchair and all. And I had to admit I received plenty of benefits from being on his team.


“Yo, I need you to go pick up that weed from Shokkah,” he told me.


“Aiight. I got you,” I said as I continued to roll him down the corridor. After the first few stops I began to roll him in the opposite direction of Shokkah’s cell.


“Hold up, where the fuck you going?” Forever snapped. Something I was used to.


“Nigga, Shokkah ain’t going nowhere. They servin’ that barnyard pimp today. You know everybody and they momma gonna be at chow. My man is gonna hook us up.” I continued to roll him toward the chow hall.


“Word.” Forever was in total agreement with me.


FOREVER


It was Thursday, and my man Dark was right. It was chicken day and every nigga in this bitch was rushing to the chow hall.


“What up, Moe?” I asked one of my newest customers.


“Forever, I gotta holla at you later.”


“I’m sure you do, nigga. You know I got you,” I told him. It was also payday for those niggas who worked in the Unicor factory. Payday was always a very busy day for me.


“Yo, where we going?” I asked Dark’s black ass for the second time. Chow was to my right, but he was wheeling me to the left. My antenna went up. “Yo, nigga, what’s up?” Dark wouldn’t answer me. I looked back at him, and he was looking straight-ahead with this glassy look in his eyes. I saw that same look on him before. It was right before he took out King Bey. And I saw it again, right before he took out Big Will. Dark got off on taking niggas out. He was that one nigga who loved to put in work.


“Fuck!” I spat as I slapped the arm of my wheelchair. Dark laughed. He knew I had just caught on to what he was about to do. He picked a damn good day and time to do this. And the fucked-up thing was I didn’t even see it coming.


I ignored my gut when it warned me that this muthafuckin’ Dark was a snake! And as usual, my gut was right! I shouldn’t have trusted him—let alone taken him under my wing. Youngins these days don’t respect the code, and they damn sure don’t respect one another. Shit… I should know. I used to be one of them grimy, backstabbing, lying, conniving muthafuckas. Here I done put the nigga up on game. I made him, gave him all the jewels and the word on any and everybody who thought that they were somebody, and now this dirty bastard was preparing to do me in. These new niggas got the game fucked up! How can I, a nigga in a wheelchair, be a threat to this muthafucka? I can’t do shit for myself, let alone to him.


My wife, Nyla, made a huge attempt from day one to stay by my side and to do this bid with me. But every time she came to visit me, the look of pity and disgust on her face told it all, so I told the bitch to step. Fuck her. I couldn’t stand for her to sit there and look at me like I was some fuckin’ cripple. “Yo, anybody around? This Forever!” I yelled out.


“Chill out. Ain’t nobody else down here, maine,” Dark said as he looked back and forth down the hall before closing the double doors to the laundry room. He then wheeled me over to the far wall, snatched the remote off my chair, and hit the lock at the bottom so that I was parked.


“What’s up? What’s it gonna be?” I asked him.


“Forever, you a smart dude. I know you know what this is,” Dark said as he pulled a cord out of his pockets and began tying my wrists behind my wheelchair.


I simply looked at this nigga and wished to have five minutes where my body was fully functional so I could stand up and rip this nigga’s heart out of his chest. At that moment, it seemed that all of the washing machines started their spin cycle. Dark mumbled something, stepped away, and then grabbed some rubber gloves out of a bucket. My heart fell to my feet as he put them on, and as he was doing so the nigga had the nerve to be smiling. This nigga was crazy for real. I remember like it was yesterday, the day I took him under my wing.


I had been watching him the minute he arrived at the pen. Even though he was ruthless, he was a stand-up type of dude who wasn’t on that homo-thuggin’ shit. I got some niggas together, and we went to go see what he was made of. My crew cornered him up in the shower as I fell back in the cut.


“So you that nigga, Dark?” my dude Ronnie had asked him. No sooner than the words left his mouth, the other guys who were in the shower began to file out. They knew instantly what it was.


“You don’t look like a man that would pick the wrong muthafucka. So do what you came for,” I heard Dark say.


Okay cool. So the nigga wasn’t backing down. He passed the first test.


Anxious, Ronnie was the first one to go at him, and they went at it. When the other niggas saw that Ronnie was being given a run for his money, they all jumped on him. Dark was swinging and tossing those niggas left and right. When they saw they had no wins, Gator pulled out a shank and started to swing. I sat amused, watching Dark duck and weave. Dark grabbed Ronnie and pulled him in front of him using him as a shield.


“Enough!” I screamed at them niggas. Immediately everyone started to stand down, but Dark was still holding on to Ronnie. He was breathing heavy and was ready to get it in. “Dark, let the muthafucka go,” I told him.


Gator said, “You a lucky bitch today.”


“You the lucky muthafucka,” Dark spat, shoving Ronnie into Gator.


“I’ll get with y’all later,” I said. The four of them backed up slowly. Once they were all gone I moved closer to him.


“I don’t owe you shit,” he said right away in an attempt to let me know that he wasn’t the type of nigga that was going to live his bid paying the next nigga back.


“I didn’t say you owed me anything. And I don’t owe you. But when shit wear off, come see me,” I told him and then backed up and rolled out.


Once shit had time to cool down he came to see me and after that first conversation we became inseparable. Now here I was about to lose my life to the only nigga that I can say I trusted. Oh well, fuck it! It is what it is. Sometimes you the killah, sometimes you the prey.


I knew that Dark would kill a man for me at the blink of an eye and took pride in doing it! He had so much potential. Niggas would tease him and tell him that he looked like that dude off of Martin, Brother-man from the fifth floor, and he would get pissed. He was just darker. Fuck that, the nigga was pitch black. Dark was a quiet dude, and at the same time he was gung ho. He had no qualms about puttin’ in work, and he had lots of niggas shook because his hot temper was easy to set off.


“I appreciate how you put me on game and everything. It’s mostly because of you that I’ma get out and get on top where I belong, real fast. And I’ma stay there,” he told me.


The more I looked at him, the more he looked like the devil. That glazed look in his eyes grew more intense.


“See what happens when the student gets ahead of the teacher? You really think it’s that easy, huh? You’re gonna become the don overnight? You really think you’re gonna come from behind these walls and take over? I created you with these hands, and by these hands I will destroy you.” I spoke firmly like a father to his disobedient son or like Geppetto to ignorant-ass Pinocchio; this wood nigga thinks he’s about to become a real boy.


“Show me a nigga that gets on top and stays on top and I’ll kill myself and save you the trouble,” I told him, at the same time wondering how I was going to die.


“It’s my time to shine, Forever. I’ma get out and shake shit up! Too bad you won’t be around to hear my name. And for the record, this shit right here is only business. It’s not personal.”


“Business for who? At least you can tell me that!” I needed to know. Only because I wanted to know how deep the saying “You reap what you sow” went. He ignored me and disappeared behind one of the industrial-sized washers. I heard him coughing. And then he reappeared, wearing a mask and carrying two thin plastic bottles.


“This bleach shit is strong,” he said while coughing.


“Bleach? Nigga, why won’t you just slit my throat and get it over with?”


“Nah, this is how they want it done. It’s bleach and ammonia. And don’t worry about for who. It don’t matter nohow. You outta here.”


“Fuck you, nigga. You doin’ me a favor.”


“Fuck me? Nah, fuck you, nigga,” he said as he came toward me.


“Sheeeit… If you can earn stripes off of killing a handicap, then you deserve to be on top. I’ll even give you my parking spot! Pussy-ass nigga!” He thought he was killing me? Sheeeit, I died the day that bitch Shan pulled the trigger and put me in this fuckin’ wheelchair. Fuck the bullshit I ain’t mad; I’m relieved. I laughed in that nigga’s face, and if he was close enough I would spit in it. “My streets gon’ eat yo’ ass up,” I said. “You young and you dumb.”


“You watch. This time tomorrow, you’ll be in the fridge and I’ll be a free man preparing to claim my throne,” Dark gloated. As his mouth twitched as if he were the joker.


Suddenly I began to laugh uncontrollably. “Throne? Who the fuck you think you is? There’s a million-and-one hustlers just like you on the streets. I hope you got enough bullets!” I snapped. As I watched Dark adjust the mask over his nose.



DARK


I knew I shouldn’t be doing this. Here I was getting out in about thirty-six hours and I gots to kill me a nigga one more time before I hit the bricks. Why did I have to do this? What stupid nigga would take this kind of chance? Why jeopardize my freedom like this? I could just walk away and chill out for the next thirty-six. Just as those thoughts ran through my mind, Forever looked over at me. And that look, the expression on his face, convinced me that I had to do this.


“I don’t know why you playin’. You and all the rest of your Memphis muthafuckas around here don’t know who the fuck I am and what the fuck I’m capable of. Y’all punks ain’t the only ones who gets down and dirty. I’m from the ‘D’, and we gets it in too. D is also for Dark, muthafucka!” I said as I prepared myself to pour the strong-ass concoction down Forever’s throat.


His ass being in a wheelchair made my deed much easier to carry out. With his wrists tied together behind his back, I put him in a chokehold. And since his mouth was open and he was talking smack, I shoved the opening of the bottle into his mouth, forcing him to swallow over half of the poisonous liquid. I stepped back and looked at him. Nothing was happening and then finally he started gagging. His body jerked and writhed uncontrollably. I was getting excited. The skin on his face turned yellow, and craters popped up. Blisters sprung up all around his lips. The whites of his eyes were now dark red, and tears streamed down his cheeks. His purple tongue now dangled out of his mouth. The shit was unreal. I’d never seen anything like it. He started puking yellow shit and shook his head violently from side to side. After a few more jerks, his body went still.


I snatched off the jumper I had on over my khaki uniform and balled it up. I took off the gloves and pulled off the mask that covered my nose and mouth so I wouldn’t inhale the fumes. Unfortunately the mask wasn’t helping. I couldn’t stop coughing. I should have worn a pair of goggles because my eyes were stinging.


I threw everything in the trash bin, poured the remaining concoction over everything, and then wheeled Forever all the way to the back of the laundry room. Dude was fucked up. I went over my crime scene before opening the doors and peeking both ways. It was dead. I shut the doors and made my way back to my unit. My mentor was gone.


I couldn’t get back to my dorm fast enough to jump in the shower, hoping that I didn’t reek of that smell. I stripped and put all of my clothes in the washer. By now, my eyes were burning so bad I could hardly see. And that bleach shit was fucking with my breathing. I wished that I had taken Forever up on his offer and slit the nigga’s throat and been done with it. But the reality was, slitting his throat would have been too messy, and this job had to be clean. Doing the deed damn sure was putting my release date on the line. Thirty-six more hours and I was a free, fuckin’ man.


SHAN


When Briggen introduced me to Nick I could feel all of the color drain from my face. I was just hoping that he didn’t notice. But he did, and he asked me, “Are you feeling sick again?”


“A little,” I heard my voice squeak as I sat down on the lawn chair. We were chillin’ in our backyard. It was almost seventy degrees. I hadn’t seen or heard from my brother Peanut’s road dawg and partner-in-crime in a couple of years. Nick showing up in my backyard threw me for a loop. He had a long history with my brother and I. He used to fuck with my best friend, Brianna. I had a hell of a crush on him while I was in high school and me and him held a secret that no one else knew.


“Let me get you a ginger ale. Nick, I’ll be right back, and then we can make that run,” Briggen said.


Nick waited patiently for Briggen to get out of earshot. I was so emotional I was trying not to cry. Nick was the only other family I had, and he just up and disappeared. Before I could get a word out, Nick beat me to it.


“You didn’t think I would forget all about you?” he asked me. “Are you okay? And you’re pregnant?”


“Nick! Oh my God! What are you doing here? Where have you been?”


“And who is this?” He got down on one knee and looked at my son. “He looks just like Peanut.”


“That’s exactly who he is,” I said. “This is Li’l Peanut.”


“Shan, are you alright? Sorry it took me so long to get to you. I promised your brother that no matter what happened I would watch over you. And I failed to keep that promise. How did you hook up with Brig? You were always against fucking with hustlers.”


“Briggen ain’t no hustler, Nick.”


“Shan, you can’t be that naïve. Why do you think I’m here? I only fucks with hustlers.”


“Nick, I live with the man. I should know. He gave up that lifestyle a long time ago. He did that for me,” I spoke in a hushed, angry tone. More angry that this is what he wanted to talk about instead of what the fuck, or should I say, where the fuck he had been. “Where have you been? What are you doing here? How did you end up in Detroit of all places?”


I didn’t get any answers because Briggen was coming back into the yard.


“Brig, you all married up and shit. Got a son and one on the way. A playa like you got me baffled, dawg.”


I watched as a wide-ass grin spread across my baby’s face as he handed me the ginger ale he had poured over ice. Nick really shocked the hell out of me. What the fuck did he mean he only fucked with hustlers? What business did he and Briggen have together? My gut instinct told me to chill and act as if me and Nick just met.


NYLA


Somehow I knew the sound of my house phone ringing meant one of two things. A bill collector or bad news. I looked at the caller ID and was surprised to see that it read Bureau of Prisons. Forever had just called yesterday. He usually called only in the beginning of the week and at the end.


“Hello.” I was expecting to hear the familiar recording, “You have a prepaid call.”


But instead, there was a gentle voice that asked, “Good morning. Is this Nyla Thompson?”


I had to think about what he had just asked me. “Yes, it is. Who may I ask is calling?” My defenses were climbing by the second.


“This is Chaplain Purnell from United States Penitentiary Jonesboro.” He got quiet as if he was waiting for his words to sink in.


I finally asked, “How can I help you, Chaplain?” I was now breathing in spurts.


“Your husband, Forever Thompson. He passed away—”


“Excuse me?”


“I’m sorry, Mrs. Thompson but your husband passed—” My fingers went numb and I dropped the phone. What did he mean, Forever passed away? Did he know what he was implying?


“Noooo! God, no.” I released a bloodcurdling scream. “Not now. Don’t do this to me and my baby. Not now.” I started praying. My knees buckled, and I went to grip the kitchen sink and missed it. I fell to the floor, flat on my face. “Not now, Lord. I need a little more time.” I lay right there on the floor and began to cry. I cried until I couldn’t cry anymore.


Mourning was strange because my level of sadness was damn near buried by my anger. I was angry because he left me, but more important, he left our daughter. I was angry because I didn’t get the chance to show him that I was going to remain by his side regardless… through sickness and in health. Just because he was sentenced to life and had been in that wheelchair for the last two years, I wasn’t going to divorce him or leave him there in that prison to rot. I still loved him and would always love him. I was angry because I tried to do my best by him and angry because I hadn’t seen him in two hundred and twelve days—even though that was his fault. He’s the one who stopped me from coming to see him. Two hundred and twelve days. Yes, I was keeping count. And now I was angry that I’d never see him again. I was angry that our marriage ended up a total disaster. “What were the last seven years for?” I screamed as I pounded the floor.


Shit started going downhill as soon as he started fucking that prison teacher bitch, Shan, and getting the home wrecker pregnant. Then when he was released he couldn’t leave the bitch alone. Whatever the bitch was doing must have been good. The nigga went after her and ended up shooting her brother, the same brother who I was creeping with. She was the one who ended up shooting Forever. Why wasn’t she in prison instead of my Forever? Why does she get to live happily ever after with her man, Briggen? And me, why do I have to be all alone? I never could figure that out.


The longer I lay on the cold floor, the more questions swirled around in my head. What happened to my husband? Chaplain Purnell didn’t say he was killed but I know that’s what happened. Who did this to him? Why did they do this to him? He was in a wheelchair for God’s sake! How can you be in a wheelchair and paralyzed and make enemies? That shit made no sense to me, which definitely supported my theory that this vendetta had to be over some old shit, and it had Briggen and Shan’s names all over it.


Oh my God! I jumped up and began pacing the floor. I snatched up the phone off the floor from me not hanging up and dialed my sister.


“Lisha?”


“What’s up, Nyla? Why are you sounding sooooooo funny?”


“Forever,” I whispered his name.


“What? Forever what?”


“I got a call from the prison. He’s dead, Lisha. He’s gone.”


“Oh God, no, Nyla.” I could hear her scrambling around. “Give me twenty minutes. I’ll be right there.”


“No!” I stopped her.


“What do you mean no?”


“I’m on my way out.”


“Out where? Where’s Tameerah? How are you going to tell her?”


“She’s in school. But I’m on my way over to give the news to Briggen.”


“To Briggen?” she snapped.


“Lisha, I’ll swing by your house when I’m done.” I hung up and couldn’t find my keys fast enough. The walls were crashing down around me. I rushed out the front door, jumped in my car and sped off.


BRIGGEN


“Who the fuck is that banging on the door like that?” I rushed to my bedroom window, looking down on my freshly manicured front lawn, but didn’t see anyone.


“I’ll get it,” Shan yelled from the living room.


It was almost noon, and I was getting my little two-year-old Peanut dressed. He and I was about to hit the streets. We had our new True Religion outfits laid out. It was warm and sunny outside, and I needed to go see a few people. That was when I heard all of the rumbling. I put Li’l Peanut in his playpen and dashed downstairs into the living room. Nyla and Shan were going at it. Nyla was on top of Shan, trying to punch her in the face. Shan was trying to block the punches. She was four months pregnant so I had to move quickly before she jeopardized my seed. I snatched a kicking and screaming Nyla up off Shan. I had her in a chokehold.


“Get off of me, Briggen!” Nyla foamed at the mouth, fighting me as if I was her number-one enemy. “I know this bitch was in on it, wasn’t she? You probably was in on it too. What role did you play, Briggen? Huh? The both of you muthafuckas was in on it! I know it!” she screamed as I tossed her down onto the sofa.


“Nyla, what the fuck is you talking about?” I asked.


“You know darn well what I’m talking about,” she snapped, popping back up and rushing at me.


Shan was up off the floor coming for Nyla. She had her brother’s old football trophy in her hand and was looking like a raging bull. I could tell she was getting ready to go all in on her.


“Shan, back the fuck up! You pregnant, remember?” I shouted.


“Fuck that! This bitch jumped on me first!” Shan yelled, though she did stop gripping the trophy so firmly.


“Forever’s gone, Briggen! Your brother is gone! But then again, you already knew that, didn’t you? You probably arranged the hit!” she screamed.


I froze in place, and Nyla slid out of my arms and fell to the floor. Frantic, she turned and looked up at me. She was trying to read me.


“He’s gone, Briggen,” she sobbed. “He’s no longer a part of our lives.”


“What do you mean gone?” I knew she wasn’t saying what I thought she was saying. My little brother couldn’t be dead.


“I got the call earlier this morning. They killed him. Briggen, I’m telling you this bitch had something to do with it. You can’t trust her,” Nyla said, still trying to catch her breath. She sounded crazy. One minute she was blaming Shan, the next minute she was blaming me. Then she blamed both of us.


“I’m not gon’ be too many more of your bitches!” Shan said, coming toward us.


“You gon’ be whatever I call you, bitch!” Nyla yelled jumping up off the floor.


They started spitting profanity and name-calling back and forth while trying to get at each other.


“Both of y’all shut the fuck up!” I yelled as I stood between them. I turned my gaze on Shan first. “Take yo’ ass upstairs. Now!” I said between gritted teeth. Then I turned my attention back to Nyla.


“First of all, you know as well as I do that Forever had enemies,” I said as I gave her the grittiest stare that I could. I actually wanted her to keep it in her mind that, yes, I could have done it.


“You love that bitch more than you love your own brother? Your blood?” she asked with her eyes squinted. At the same time she was breathing hard, as if she were possessed. I’d never seen her like this before.


“Let me share something with you. That nigga, my brother, Forever, who I used to know and love, has been dead to me for years. So this little so-called bad news you call yourself delivering doesn’t affect me one way or the other. So, I suggest you take the blame game somewhere else because if I would have done it, you wouldn’t be here guessing. You’d know.”


Obviously that shocked her because it took a minute for her to speak. “You’re a coldhearted muthafucka, Briggen. That was your brother.”


“Yeah, and you’re a piece of pussy that my brother and Shan’s brother, Peanut, passed back and forth like a Dutch. So don’t act like you care all of a sudden. Scandalous-ass ho. Get the fuck outta my house before they end up burying you next to him!”


Her mouth hung open. I could tell that those words cut deep. “How could you disrespect me like that, Briggen? You know me better than that.”


Eavesdropping, Shan charged down the stairs. “Oh, we know you alright.”


Nyla laughed. “So, you conveniently forgot all about how your woman was being passed around from brother to brother? You and Forever both was diggin’ in this ho’s pussy. We was just one big ole happy fuckin’ family, wasn’t we? Oh, that don’t count? Brig, watch what I tell you. You better get rid of this plastic bitch! She ain’t all about you, the way she claim to be. She don’t mean you no good.”


“That’s it, bitch!” Shan stormed up to her, grabbed her by the throat, and pushed her out the front door and slammed it shut. I didn’t know she was that strong and could move that fast.


A few seconds later I heard glass shatter. Nyla had thrown a brick through the window.


“You and that bitch will pay! Mark my words!” Nyla yelled, and then gave the door one last pound before storming off the porch, jumping in her car and tearing out of the driveway.



SHAN


As I stood by the window watching Nyla storm off and peel out of our driveway, I couldn’t help but conjure up a smile. I was sure I wasn’t the only one who wanted that nigga Forever dead, and if he suffered any, that would be the icing on the cake. But the news that he died alone actually tickled me. Words could not explain the humiliation I felt when he used me to bring in his dope, fucked me, and when I got pregnant, wanted me to get an abortion, making it clear that I was just a fuck and a sucka.


The thought crossed my mind to go to the funeral, but I quickly brushed that off. For one, if I saw Nyla again, it would be on. And two, I would end up spitting in Forever’s cold face. That would cause too much drama for Briggen. I was gloating that Forever was gone. However, my moment came to a screeching halt when Briggen stormed out of the house without saying a word.




CHAPTER TWO


DARK


It was Monday afternoon, and I was amped. I was free! I was relieved that there were three killings and a wounded guard the same day I killed him. They didn’t even get a chance to question me about Forever’s death. It didn’t matter now. I was gone. And I had just taken two flights from Virginia to Detroit. I ate a hot dog and cheese fries from Nathan’s, a burger from Johnny Rockets and had ice cream from Baskin Robbins. It was a step up from the usual prison cuisine. But I had to admit, the airports were intimidating to a killer like me. I was getting lost and feeling like everyone knew I was lost and had just stepped out of prison.


“I’ma freeeee man!” I sang out loud as I leaned over and kissed my cousin and partner-in-crime, Sharia, on the cheek. She picked me up in a black Porsche SUV, with the peanut butter seats. I didn’t even know there was such a thing.


“Nigga, I don’t know where your lips been!” she said as she wiped my kiss off her cheek. “And fasten your seat belt.”


“Girl, you betta stop playin’ and recognize. I’m about to make you rich!” I told her.


“Negro, please! We about to make each other rich. You need me—remember? Plus, I’ma be puttin’ in work, too,” Sharia proclaimed proudly, wheeling her smooth ride through the airport traffic.


“Giving me info and gettin’ all pretty to sit up at the bar ain’t puttin’ in work,” I teased.


Yeah, I was only teasing. And she was right. I needed her. Even though Forever put me up on game, he wasn’t out here on the streets with up-to-date intel. I needed real, live info on the new players. Those on top and the ones tryna get there. I needed to get close to somebody high up on the food chain and for what I needed done, only a chick could do. And who better than a bad-ass bitch like Sharia and someone close to me that I could trust.


Sharia was that bitch that made it possible for all them pole-dancing hoes to have those big asses. Her shit was illegal. She learned from a plastic surgeon that she used to work for and took what he was doing and made it her own hustle. Now for 3 Gs a cheek she would inject anything that she thought would plump those asses up. She worked out of hotel rooms keeping her hustle on the move. The best part was the main bitches that could afford her ass injections were those that worked the poles for their pimp daddies, and those hoes that fucked around with and chased them hustlers. Those very same bitches told all of their business. And those were the niggas that we were after. My plan wasn’t to rob them. Hell no! I just needed to be put on, introduced to all the key players, and then make my move.


SHARIA


I had been waiting on this day for damn near a year and a half. I needed to show all them muthafuckas around here who really had the last laugh. And, for all who didn’t know, that would be me.


Niggas thought it was funny when I lost my club for a measly fucking two dollars. Actually, I didn’t lose my club. Briggen stole it from right under me. That was followed up by me losing him to some off-brand bitch who was fucking both, Briggen and his brother, Forever. That nigga, my ex, Briggen, don’t respect nothing. The sad part was he fucked over everybody who cared about him. That’s why I was now in the fast lane headed for Payback. Thanks to my hungry cousin, Mills aka Dark, my day was coming soon. But first things first. I had to stay focused. I had to hook this nigga up with some gear. He needed an outfit to wear to the funeral I was sure that Forever’s people were going to have and to a couple of big parties they had been promoting the shit out of the last few months. If we couldn’t get the leads we needed from the funeral of a former baller and some parties, then we were some sorry-ass muthafuckas that didn’t deserve to come up.


BRIGGEN


I was driving around the city, veered off and ended up in front of Mia’s. I hadn’t been back home since Nyla came by and told me that Forever was gone, and that was three days ago. I gotta admit I was feeling some kinda way since I cut him off. After all, he was my brother, even though he did do some stupid shit. But hell, who didn’t? Even though I was mad at him, I didn’t want him to die, especially not the way he did, bound to a wheelchair and I got word that he was drowned in bleach.


Shan had been blowin’ up my phone with texts asking when I was coming home. “I’ll be there when I get there,” I texted her back. Right then, I just needed to clear my head. Partly because she was a big part of this picture. He was fucking her at one time, and then I took her. And plus, I was busy pulling strings to get Forever’s body from the prison in record time. My moms wasn’t having it any other way. She said fuck all of the Bureau of Prison’s red tape.


I rang the bell and Mia opened up. She and I used to kick it heavy, that is, until Shan came along. Shan showed up right when I thought I was ready to purge myself of anything and anybody that had to do with the streets. That included hustling, Mia, Sharia and Tami. My plan was to go one-hundred percent legit. That notion, however, didn’t last for long. Shan and I had been together for the last two years, but I got bored, living the square life. In less than six months I craved the action of the streets.


Finally, Mia appeared in the doorway sporting a sheer nightie and not a damn thing else, saving me from my thoughts of one sin while replacing them with another.


“Damn, girl! Can’t you put on a robe or something?” I inquired, not that I minded her little show.


“Last time I checked, this was my house. It’s 2 A.M., and besides, it ain’t like I’m showing you something you ain’t seen before,” she said as she slammed the door behind me.


“What’s up, Mia?”


“For what it’s worth, sorry about Forever.”


“What else is up, Mia? You called me over here,” I asked, exhausted and exasperated at the same time.


“And just like the obedient nigga you are, you came running, didn’t you?” she gloated.


This chick was still bitter because she could no longer get the dick. I stopped blessing her a little over two years ago, but she refused to let what we had in the past go. “I don’t have time for this shit,” I said as I turned and headed for the door.


“Briggen, stop it with the attitude. I’m serious.” She paused for a moment. “Demetria got busted,” she told me.


I stopped in midstep and stood there hoping I heard her wrong.


“She got busted last night.”


Demetria was my main mule and had been running my dope for a little over a year. She only got busted once before and kept her mouth shut. So what happened? I wondered.
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