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This book, my fourth novel, is dedicated with my entire heartfelt thanks to three people who got me through the year 2007.


Mr. Sterling A. Williams, my Caleb & My celebrity couple, Mr. Rick Sales and Mrs. PriScilla Sales & My biggest fan and sister, Frankie E. Stringer This one’s for you!




Yesterday is gone forever, today is all that matters because tomorrow is not promised.


—S.B.





PROLOGUE



Last time on Dirty Red . . .


When we last left Red, she and her boyfriend, Q, were running for their lives. Red had betrayed her former boyfriend, Bacon, by taking all his money and selling his house out from under him while he was in prison—and now Bacon wants his revenge.


In prison, Bacon wrote a tell-all book called Bitch Nigga, Snitch Nigga that gave the inside scoop on a scandalous setup and murder at a club that took down Q’s uncles. Unbeknownst to Bacon, Red took the credit (and the money) for the book, which is causing quite a buzz on the streets: people are trying to figure out just who was actually behind the setup that took down the head of a major drug organization.


Red’s friend Sasha had been ordered to kill Red by her imprisoned boyfriend, Catfish, but instead she hightailed it out of Detroit with Red’s former love, Blue.


Terry, Red’s girl since grade school, was obsessed with her man, Mekel. She went too far trying to get him back when she foolishly attempted to kidnap his baby. Unfortunately for her, her actions only caused Mekel and Kera, his baby mama, to become closer and Terry wound up in jail all alone.


We turn the pages to find Q and Red aboard a luxury charter jet headed to . . . Mexico . . .





CHAPTER 1



Bacon arrived at the boarding gate just in time to see Q and Red’s jet preparing for takeoff. Bacon’s glaring eyes were transfixed on the walkway where his girlfriend and her latest lover had disappeared. Sweat droplets sprayed from his twisted face. He was furious that he’d missed his chance for revenge.


In a blur of motion, he spun around and dashed back to the counter, now focusing his deranged stare on the ticket agent. Speechless with rage, his wide nostrils flared and his breathing blasted out in ragged spurts.


For a moment, the woman was frozen in fright; her eyes gawked at the involuntary contraction of Bacon’s jaw muscles. She gasped, hand clutched over her heart. She certainly didn’t want her face to compare to the young lady’s who just boarded the jet.


She looked as if she might break and run away, so he grabbed her by the neck and put his Glock to her dome. He held her face so close, her freckles almost jumped off her skin and onto his.


While he held the woman in his vise-like grip, thinking of Red’s betrayal, Bacon’s eyes glazed over with fury. It wasn’t over. Red and her nigga could run, but they couldn’t hide. Not from him. Bacon was gon’ get his revenge—come hell or high water. He immediately flashed back to the letter that Red had written to him out of anger while he was in prison.


It would be virtually impossible for you to kick my ass, seeing as how you will be an old and gray bastard when you come home . . . I never loved you . . . I didn’t even like you . . . I couldn’t even stand the sight of your face . . . the sound of your voice. The words echoed repeatedly in Bacon’s head. Although Red claimed she penned it out of anger, he knew she meant every single word. You did all the work, but now my new man and I reap all the benefits. Wake up! You played yourself. Charge it to da game.


Bacon’s grip on the ticket agent tightened as a vein began to protrude and pulsate from his right temple to the center of his forehead. Charge it to da game, huh? he thought. You’ll see me again . . . face-to-face or six feet under.


Bacon’s thoughts returned to the present and he glared at the girl. “Bitch, where that plane going?”


“M-M-Mexico . . . Cozumel, Mexico.”


•   •   •


Silence filled the air as the private charter jet finally leveled off in the clear skies. Out the plane window Red could see the blue horizon on one side of the plane and white clouds on the other.


Suddenly a claustrophobic wave overcame Red, causing her to heave deep breaths. She tried to calm her racing heart, which seemed to match the roar of the plane’s engine. After observing her surroundings, she remembered that she and Q were the only passengers on the small plane. He must have rented this plane, she thought. Damn, Q is living large.


She held out her right hand, noticed its trembling, then hid it in her lap. She didn’t want Q to see how frightened she was; after almost getting murdered twice in one day, Red was spooked.


What the fuck just happened? she thought. None of this was supposed to happen. When did Bacon get out? Why in the hell am I the one runnin’? I control shit, not him.


Absently, she cut her eyes at Q. He sat on the other side of the plane, two rows ahead of her. He continuously shook his head in disbelief. “I can’t believe this shit!” he yelled out loud, clenching his fists on both sides of his forehead. He then took a deep breath and buried his head in his hands.


Look at him. I really fucked up now. I finally got a nigga that says he loves me and means it, but what about now? He could have gotten killed tonight because of me. Shit!


She turned her head to the right to look out of the window and felt a harsh pain radiate across the bridge of her nose. She began to raise her left arm to touch her nose, but a sharp pain stopped her. Bacon had damn near ripped her arm off when he grabbed her back at her house. Instead, she used her right hand and touched her nose. It felt twice as large under her fingers as she felt the damage. My nose, my nose . . . she thought, gingerly dabbing at the bridge.


•   •   •


Bacon immediately pushed the ticket agent away from him with unbound masculine force and sprinted back to the viewing station, only to see the plane on its ascent into the sky. He was so focused on revenge that he forgot that he had his gun still in his hand, fully exposed. He was startled when he heard someone yell, “He got a gun!”


With that announcement, people began to scatter like mice and pandemonium reigned.


“Run!”


“Duck!”


“It’s a sniper!”


Bacon quickly tucked his Glock in the small of his back, and, trying not to draw any more attention to himself, beelined back toward the entrance. He didn’t run, however, just walked at a more pronounced pace.


Bacon blended in as well as he could with the throngs of people stampeding out of the airport.


“That’s him, that’s him!” a female voice yelled.


Almost immediately, he felt a hand on his shoulder, and he instinctively put his hand on his piece. If I’m goin down, I’m takin’ one of these muthafuckas with me, he thought. But when he looked over his shoulder, he saw that it was only one of the panic-stricken people in the airport, bum-rushing the front door trying to get out of harm’s way. He let out a sigh of relief.


The next thing Bacon knew, two armed policemen bumped into him, but their eyes were looking straight ahead as they pushed him out of the way. He glanced back and saw that they were making their way inside, presumably to the ticket agent’s counter. Somehow, she must have alerted them.


Bacon continued his trek toward the exit. Once he got outside, the light breeze swept over the beads of nervous sweat along his forehead.


He looked to the left, toward the executive valet parking, and noticed the BMW. His hurry to track down and kill Red and Q had been so intense, he hadn’t cared that he’d parked the car illegally. Now there was a ticket on the windshield, an officer leaning against the car and a boot on the tire.


Fuck it, he said to himself. It ain’t my car. It was Red’s. Not wanting to stare too long, he stepped toward the curb, flagged down a cab and waited for it to pull up to him. Just as he reached for the door, he heard a voice cry out again, “That’s him. That’s him! I swear that’s him!”


Bacon climbed into the cab in one smooth move and slammed the door shut.


“Where to, buddy?” the cabbie asked Bacon, looking over his shoulder as he merged into the exiting traffic.


Just as he pulled off, Bacon stared out of the window and saw the freckle-faced girl, with two officers looking around for her assailant. He ducked down until they got out of the International section of the airport.


“Where to, buddy?” This time the cabdriver spoke a little louder.


“Thirty-one-twenty-four Colonnade Drive in West Bloomfield.” Bacon held his breath and prayed they didn’t get stopped in a traffic jam leaving the airport.


As the taxi finally merged onto the I-94 highway, Bacon reflected on what that had just taken place.


Thinking about everything he had done for Red made his temperature rise again instantly. I gave her everything. Bitch ain’t never had to want for nothin’, and now she wanna play a nigga . . . Have a nigga come to my crib looking for her?!


“You did all the work, but now my new man and I reap all the benefits.”


Those words were permanently etched in his psyche. Bacon looked out of the window and noticed the scenery on the outside was moving just as fast as the images in his mind. I’ma find that nigga and he’ll be dealt with, but first things first. Bacon grinned an evil grimace as he envisioned the perfect resting place for Red—floating under the Belle Isle Bridge.





CHAPTER 2



The “No Seat Belt” sign came on and Red stood up to go to the bathroom. Her head pounded with every step she took toward the small, closet-like lavatory. She walked in, flicked the light on and closed the door behind her. The sight that she saw in the mirror made her dry heave. Her days of being a dime were over, she couldn’t even get change. Red was fucked up. Not only did her hair give Don King a run for his money, her face told a different story. The swollen lump in the middle of Red’s face confirmed that her nose was definitely broken, but to top it off, black marks were forming under her eyes, her top lip was swollen and her face was covered with scratches. Bitch-ass nigga, she said to herself as she stared at her reflection. Where’s a Vicodin when you need one? she thought.


Looking down, Red also noticed bruises on her forearms. “What the fuck is this?” she questioned when she realized her shirt was wet. There was a faint stench in the air, but she hadn’t thought anything of it. Now it was becoming more pungent. Red sniffed.


“Aw no the fuck he didn’t!” She threw her hands up and hung her head. “This bastard pissed on my brand-new muthafuckin’ shirt!”


Despite the pain, Red did her best, taking her shirt off and attempting to rinse it out in the sink, but the water pressure was low. She wrung it out as best as she could and put it back on.


Afterward she splashed water on her face and finger-combed her hair while she looked at herself in the mirror. “Get it together,” she demanded. “You run this shit, not that muthafucka Bacon. I’ll be back, you black-ass nigga . . . and the next time you see me, it’s on . . . even if I die trying. Your ass is mine.”


Red limped out of the bathroom and glanced at Q, who was looking out the window staring at the clouds. She wanted his attention but he didn’t acknowledge her.


Look at Q. He won’t even look at me.


Red trudged back to her seat and flopped down. She wanted to sit next to Q. She wanted him to hold her and tell her everything was going to be okay, but she knew that wouldn’t be happening. She looked at him again and her heart ached. Red realized she’d truly fucked up this time and there was no easy way out.


What if Bacon had actually shot him? she thought. Tears welled in her eyes at the mere thought of Q being dead.


I can’t keep on doing this shit. Q is a good man; all he wants from me is love and I can’t even do that. Red thought back to her short-lived pregnancy and how attentive Q had been to her. If I could only turn back the hands of time. Damn, Red, why you gotta fuck everything up?


Red decided that since she couldn’t change the past, she could at least make a vow to do better in the future. Baby, she said silently, as she looked at Q. I promise I’m going to change. I can’t keep doing this to you . . . to us. I love you and I’ll be damned if I’m gonna lose you.


•   •   •


As Q sat on the other side of the plane, he thought back on everything that had just happened. None of this shit was supposed to happen. I shouldn’t have stopped by that damn church when I saw Red’s car parked outside. If I’d left well enough alone and just followed my plans, I would be on my way out of the damn country by myself to get away from shit like this. But, naw, my ass had to stop. Curiosity kills the cat.


Look at her over there. He wiped his hands across his face. That nigga almost killed me because of her. Time to cut my losses. Ain’t no bitch worth all this drama.


Q knew Red wasn’t above a scheme or two—he chalked it up to games women play. But the realization he was going to become a father had taken Q to a different level. One that made him want to get legit and also allowed him to trust Red. Because of this, he’d wanted to marry her and raise their child together. Unfortunately, though, once Foxy revealed that the baby Red was carrying wasn’t his, all of the love he had for her left his heart. Once again, he had been played by a schemin’ ho.


Once we land, I’ma tell her it’s over. I’m sure she knows, but just in case she doesn’t, she needs to hear it.


Q thought back to the women he’d played to the left while he pursued Red. Although they still called and tried to get up on him, Q turned them down because he fell in love. He decided to mend those broken fences once he returned home.


Nothing like keeping my options open, he thought. There’s too many women out there that want to be with me and appreciate what I have to offer. His mind wandered back to Red. I’ll speak to her on the streets, but that’s ’bout it. It’s over. I know she’ll be okay. I’m sure she got another nigga waiting for her. Shit, she can even go back to that nigga Bacon. Ain’t nothin’ like two scandalous muthafuckas together. Yeah . . . he can have her dirty ass, but me and him, we have some unfinished business.


•   •   •


As the cabdriver cruised down I-275 N, Bacon’s thoughts were racing a mile a minute. Once they exited on 165, he noticed that the once-familiar surroundings of his hometown had changed. New homes and businesses reminded Bacon that he had been gone for way too long.


“If this shit has changed, I wonder what else has,” he muttered under his breath. “Aye,” he called out to the cabdriver. Dude kept driving. “Aye!” Bacon said louder.


“Yeah,” the cabbie responded sharply, his cigarette dangling from the corner of his mouth.


“Take me to the Poindexter Village Apartments,” Bacon commanded. He realized that going back to his house might not be a smart move. With all of the commotion at the airport, and technology growing every day, he suspected that someone could have taped something with a video camera or a cell phone. His heart raced with fear as he envisioned his face on the five o’clock news. There was no way he was going back to prison, especially over that bitch Red. Bacon noticed that the cabdriver peered at him through the rearview mirror like he was crazy. “You got a problem?” Bacon barked. “I said Poindexter!”


Reluctantly, the cabdriver honored his request.


“Suit yourself. It’s your fare, buddy,” he remarked, making an illegal U-turn, then heading back in the direction they came from. Bacon’s heart raced quickly as he heard a faint siren in the background. The sound became louder by the second. The driver heard the siren and saw the flashing lights in his rearview mirror. He slowed and pulled over to the right.


“You stupid son of a bitch!” Bacon yelled at the driver. “You know you can’t make no fuckin’ U-turn!” He slouched down. When the siren was at its loudest decibels, he looked out of the left passenger window and saw an ambulance speed past. The driver pulled back onto the street and headed toward the highway once again.


Bacon sighed in relief. He couldn’t wait to get to Foxy’s—the only place he felt safe.


Forty minutes later, the cab pulled up in front of a familiar place. Before he was locked up, the neighborhood was decent, but now it was outright pitiful. Screen doors were hanging off their hinges; some wouldn’t close, and some couldn’t close. Windows were boarded up and others were cracked. The kids that played outside were in desperate need of baths and working washing machines. Others needed combs to tame the wild, unkempt hair that graced their crowns. The kids didn’t care how they looked. It was a beautiful early fall day and the weather was absolutely perfect. Not too hot, not too cold.


Foxy’s place was the only decent apartment that didn’t have anything hanging or cracked. He now knew why Foxy had a steel-gated door on her crib. He was sure that the other tenants didn’t have the same taste she had when it came to decorating. She had an Ethan Allen theme going on that Bacon really liked. Foxy was always there for him and for that, he would be eternally grateful.


“Wait here,” Bacon said gruffly as he unlocked the door.


“Uh-uh, buddy,” the cabdriver said as he locked it back, using the electronic switch. “You owe me eighty-two twelve and I ain’t movin till I get it.”


Bacon looked at him like he was crazy. “Man, I ain’t in the mood to be dealin’ with yo’ shit. I’ma get it; now, let me out the car.” He pulled his Glock into plain view and taunted the driver with a screwed face.


The cabdriver’s bladder weakened when he saw the piece; he had no choice but to do it. He stared as Bacon ran up the steps, taking two at a time, and disappeared behind the door. Three minutes seemed like an eternity to the cabdriver, but when Bacon reappeared, he braced himself for what could possibly happen next.


“Here,” Bacon said, nonchalantly, flipping a crisp $100 bill toward the cabbie. “Now get the fuck on.” Bacon turned and loped back up the steps. He knew he would have to face questions once he appeared on the other side of the door.


•   •   •


“Q,” Red whispered. He didn’t respond. Red got up and shambled over to where Q was sitting. She gently placed her right hand on his shoulder. “Baby, I—”


“Stop, just stop,” he interrupted and brushed off Red’s hand. “I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to say shit to me right now, Red.” Q stood up and attempted to walk away from her, but when he did, he brushed up against her and smelled her urine-soaked shirt.


Q scowled at Red in disgust. She saw the look of repulsion in his eyes. Suddenly, she saw herself through Q’s eyes. She looked raggedy, and she even smelled her own body, so she knew she stank.


Red decided not to press him. She was already embarrassed enough so she figured she’d let Q come to her when he was ready to talk. She walked back over to her seat and sat down. Trying to get comfortable, she pulled her legs up to her chest, turned a little on her right side and clasped her arms around her knees—in the fetal position—and closed her eyes.


“So, that was that nigga Bacon.” Q spoke in a low, deadly tone, after what seemed like hours, but actually only after a few minutes had passed.


“Yep, that’s Bacon,” she admitted.


“Were you going to say anything to me about him being home or was this the way I was supposed to find out?” he asked smartly.


“I didn’t know he was home, Q,” Red replied truthfully. She looked at him with an intense gaze. “Do you think I would actually put you in that type of situation on purpose?”


“What type of situation, Red?”


Red became silent.


“A situation where I could have gotten killed?”


Q had every right to be angry, but she wasn’t about to admit to anything, either. That wasn’t a part of her game plan.


“Q, all I did was go home. I didn’t know he was in the house,” she admitted. “Maybe he thought I was a burglar or something.”


“Red, save it. That nigga know you ain’t no burglar.” Q began to raise his voice.


“But what I’m saying is, he hasn’t seen me in a long time and—”


“How long is a long time?” Q yelled.


Red looked at Q like he was crazy. “Don’t yell at me. I’m right here, I can hear you.” She became silent again.


“Well, since you can hear me, whose baby did you lose, Red?”


Red craned her neck to the side. “What you mean whose baby? It was yours, you know that,” she snapped.


“Do I?”


“Yeah!”


“What I do know is when you visited him y’all fucked. You lowered yourself”—he paused—“to fuck a nigga”—he continued slowly—“in the stall of a prison bathroom.” Q looked at Red with eyes shooting daggers. “So let me ask again, whose baby did you lose Red, mine or his?”


“Fuck you, Q! Fuck you!” Red’s eyes now welled up with tears. Her reaction told Q what he needed to know.


Q watched as Red’s eyes could no longer hold the tears that formed. Is that shit real or is she crying because I caught her in her own game? It ain’t gonna work this time.


“Save the tears and cut the bullshit, Red. I’ve known about the shit you’ve been up to for a long time, but I didn’t want to believe it. I didn’t want to believe someone so beautiful, someone who I would do anything for, would be so scandalous . . . so dirty.”


Red now had tears cascading down her face.


“I’ve been with scandalous bitches before, Red, but baby, you take the cake. Even when you played my boy Zeke, he warned me about you, told me to leave you alone. Said you were poison, but I didn’t listen . . . nah, I didn’t listen.” He shook his head as if he heard Zeke tell him to leave her alone.


“I knew you were using me in the beginning, but you know what, I was using you, too. I got what I wanted . . . some easy pussy, any and every way I wanted it. What you got from me was minor league, baby.” Q spit his accusations at Red to inflict the most pain. “Then I started doing things for you because I was falling in love with you. Hell, I fell in love with you, but look what that did to a nigga. Almost got a nigga killed.”


By this time Red was stone-faced and his anger was mild compared to the emotion she felt. Q just called her out on a lot of stuff that she didn’t think he knew . . . stuff she would have never told him.


“Q, I—”


“When we get to Mexico,” he interrupted, “I’m puttin’ you on the next flight home.”


Eyes widening, Red gave him a perplexed look.


“In case you don’t understand what I’m saying, it’s over.” With that, he made his way to the front of the plane and sat down.


Red put her head on her knees and cried uncontrollably. What have I done?





CHAPTER 3



Foxy was Bacon’s homie, lover and friend. Not only did she have the 411 on what was going on in the hood, her shit was always accurate. Everyone respected Ms. Foxy because when she caught her bid, she didn’t snitch like a bitch. Doing her time like a man gave her mad respect in the streets.


Foxy stood about six feet and had the luscious curves of a woman. Her skin was soft and smooth. She kept herself up. Nobody would ever know of her past life. Although she didn’t care if they did, she was comfortable being who she was.


Now she was in the kitchen wearing a pair of tight, skinny jeans and a cropped shirt that said “U want this” on the front. Her makeup was flawless and she wore her hair pinned up while she stood at the counter, dicing onions and green peppers. She sipped on some grape Kool-Aid through a straw just as Bacon busted through the door.


“What was that all about?” Foxy asked. “And why would a cab cost a hundred dollars? Where the fuck were you?” She shoveled the onions and green peppers into a pot of sauce on the stove and stirred the bubbly liquid.


“It’s a long story,” Bacon said, plopping down in a seat, “and I don’t want to get into it right now.” He took a deep breath in and let it out.


“Aw, naw . . . it ain’t happenin’ like that up in here,” Foxy said with an attitude. She laid the spoon down, turned the pot down to simmer and sashayed toward Bacon. “Now, talk.”


Bacon’s eyes darkened with hatred as he began speaking through tight lips. “That bitch Red . . . I tried to kill her.”


“Whatchu mean you tried to kill her?”


“I had her right here”—he motioned like he had her neck in his hands—“and I just shudda . . .” He looked at Foxy, who was now sitting next to him. “But then this pretty-ass nigga come to the door, ringing my bell and shit, looking for her ass.”


“And?” Foxy questioned, trying not to show any emotion. She knew the pretty-ass nigga was Q.


“Shit . . . one thing led to another. Nigga kept questioning me about her ass, and . . .” He paused, and scratched his chest. When he did that, his shirt lifted up and Foxy saw the Glock tucked into his side.


“What did you do, Bacon?” Foxy’s heart started beating as fast as a racehorse. “What did you do?”


“I did what any nigga would do. Handle shit like a nigga supposed to. I tried to blow both they muthafuckin’ heads off.” Bacon moistened his lips with his tongue, pulled the right side of his lip into his mouth and bit on it.


Foxy shook her head in disgust. “I can’t believe you!”


“What the hell you talkin’ ’bout?” Bacon snapped.


Foxy had heard enough. Now it was her turn to speak, but she chose her words carefully.


“Look, let me spit something at ya.” Bacon looked at Foxy as she continued talking. “First of all, you gotta get a grip on yourself. How long you been locked up? You wanna go back? Huh?


“Secondly, I gotta give it to Red. Although I don’t like that lil’ stick-figure bitch, you gotta admit, she got her game tight. She got all of y’all catching cases for her, trickin’ off money, putting her up in cribs and shit. Why you gon’ get mad?”


“Why?” Bacon barked. “All the shit I did for her and—”


“Bacon, I understand that,” Foxy interrupted, “but you’re missing the point. You knew all along what that bitch was all about. You created a monster letting her have free rein over everything. It’s over and done with. Move on.” Foxy’s voice was firm. “Why you gonna let Red jeopardize your freedom?” Bacon looked at her through squinted eyes. “Is she worth all the trouble?”


What’s the hype with this bitch? Foxy questioned herself. Niggas out here willing to risk death or go to prison over her. What the fuck? She looked at Bacon quizzically, trying to will an answer out of his brain. I know I can I can put my game down better than any bitch out here, and I’m a damn better woman than she is. But damn! Nobody can take care of you like I do . . . and you know it.


Foxy started to catch feelings for Bacon when they fucked on the first night of his release while he was staying at her crib. She thought back to the last time they were together, and how he filled her mini-pussy with his dick. The memory made her shift her body position—uncross her legs, then cross them again—as she sat next to him. She was feeling horny, but she couldn’t let that distract her.


“I know a lot more than you think,” she said seriously, “but you have a lot to your advantage right now.”


“What’s that?” he questioned as he tightened his lips, turning up the edges. “I ain’t got shit!”


“Your book, Bitch Nigga, Snitch Nigga, is the hottest thing since Let That Be the Reason, by that chick . . . what’s her name?” Foxy tried to reach back into her memory bank as she snapped her fingers.


“Vickie Stringer,” he clarified.


“Yeah, right, but anyway, don’t let your desire to kill Red, or anyone else for that matter, land you behind bars again. Use that energy and explore a second book deal with Triple Crown Publications. Get back on top legit, then what happens . . .”


“Happens,” Bacon finished her sentence.


He understood what Foxy was saying.


“Now, mister,” she said as she slithered on top of him and placed his hands on her 36DD breasts. Bacon didn’t have a problem fondling them. They felt just as real as titties on a real woman.


Foxy’s voice suddenly took on a husky, sultry tone. “Why don’t you gimme some of that big dick of yours? Ms. Foxy been missin’ you.”


Bacon smiled and stood up, the start of an erection bulging in his pants. Foxy wrapped her legs around him as he headed toward her bedroom. Deep down, he was glad she suggested it. Not only would it distract him from Red, but he’d been wanting to fuck Foxy since he walked through the door.


Bacon watched Foxy while he stroked her with his dick. Her breasts moved naturally with every stroke he gave. Bacon had to refrain from cumming because her virgin-like pussy gripped his dick like a glove. The money she’d spent on her sex change was well worth it. He couldn’t hold back. Within minutes, Bacon came inside of Foxy, hard, and collapsed on top of her. He usually liked to start his sex game off with oral sex, but he couldn’t mentally get to that point with Foxy. Fucking her was one thing. A hole is a hole, Bacon reasoned, but putting his face where she once had a dick didn’t sit well with him.


Hours passed and Bacon stirred out of his sex-induced coma. He looked at the clock; it read three-eighteen A.M. The few street-lights that weren’t broken shone into the bedroom and cast a faint glow on Foxy’s face. It was time for Bacon to make his move. He wouldn’t be able to rest until he reclaimed what was rightfully his.


He threw on some clothes and quietly left the safety of Foxy’s. Bacon roamed the streets, then caught an early morning bus out of Detroit, until he arrived at the home he’d longed for while in prison. Bacon noticed a police car cruise down the street with its lights on. He silently slipped inside without being seen.


The disturbance he caused the other night was not typical in his neighborhood. He was certain that Ms. Taylor, the neighborhood watchdog, had called the cops. But he felt confident that nobody had put two and two together because right before he dozed off at Foxy’s he’d watched the news, and there was no story about a commotion at the airport.


Bacon tramped up the stairs, made his way into his bedroom and lay in his own bed. His mind began to drift into active thoughts while his head nodded, attempting to fight off sleep. He thought about Foxy’s suggestion to contact Triple Crown for another book deal—a sequel to Bitch Nigga, Snitch Nigga.


They’ll sign a nigga, he said to himself, but then he thought about the name on the book. Lisa Lennox. Bacon would have to find his way around the name. He then remembered that he burned the building down. That was okay; he’d find them again. Bacon smiled as he thought about the story. He would play out how he would get back at all who had done him wrong. He still had something for all involved. Q, Catfish and, most important, Red. As he closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep, he began to formulate in his mind his come-up and Red’s demise.





CHAPTER 4



Come on,” Q barked at Red while he continued to take long, forceful steps around the Cozumel, Mexico, airport. “I need to find the closest ticket counter.”
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