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God, protect me from my friends. I can handle my enemies . . .





CHAPTER 1



Wifey


A little privacy, please?” Red lifted her right eyebrow as she studied Q, who was leaning against the granite-topped vanity in the oversized bathroom. She noticed how his hands were balled into fists—fists which could easily pummel her to death. Q’s knuckles blanched as he gripped the counter’s edge. It was easy to imagine him slipping on a pair of brass knuckles at any moment. She didn’t want to think of what he might do to her—that is, if things didn’t work out.


“Pee, bitch! Knock it off and drop them pants!” Q screamed.


Red slowly began to slip her True Religion jeans down to just above her knees. The more Q screamed at her to hurry, the more she began to calculate her next move. “Fuck you, nigga! Can a bitch piss in peace, goddamn it?”


“As many times I done ran up in that pussy, I know you ain’t worried about me seeing it now.” Q refused to take his eyes off Red for even a second. Detroit, Michigan, niggas were clever and calculating. They didn’t trust anyone, including females. It was a dog-eat-dog world on the streets of Detroit and females weren’t immune to getting a beat-down by a nigga in the game.


Q stood an even six feet with dark brown eyes and dark hair that he kept cut in a low faded Caesar. With Shemar Moore looks, his outward appearance hid a dark past. Q hustled with a vengeance and felt that life owed him something. At first, his future included a career as a professional football player, but a knee injury changed all of that. So, the streets gave him the fame and power that a professional sports career would have. He reaped all the benefits and recognition of a celebrity.


Red, trying to gain control over the situation, used another tactic in her huge arsenal to calm Q down a notch. Getting up off of the toilet and pulling her pants back up, she walked over to him and touched his arm. “Q, would it be so bad if—”


“How would I know it’s mine? Y’all some trick-ass bitches and this is y’all’s number one game!” he interrupted.


Her tactic failed. Damn! It didn’t work, she thought.


“Nigga, ain’t nobody tryin’ to trick yo’ ass. What the fuck make you think I wanna be carrying your seed?”


“See, your whole tone changed just like that.” Q snapped his fingers. “Y’all bitches is scandalous, always tryin’ to fuck wit’ a nigga.” He folded his arms and got comfortable, as if he had all the time in the world to wait.


“Scandalous?” Red shouted. She rolled her hazel eyes and sat back on the toilet as Q glared at her.


“Did I stutter? You heard what I said . . . scandalous! Shit, in my twenty-four years, I done seen some bullshit from y’all hos.” Q stared Red dead in her eyes and pointed. “Now piss in that cup so I can dip this stick to see if the line turns pink.”


“Nigga, this is ridiculous. After all this time, this is what I’m reduced to? A pregnancy test?” Red was intentionally stalling. “It’s gon’ turn pink, and then what, nigga?”


Q shook his head, tired of Red talkin’ shit. “Just piss already. Damn.”


•  •  •


In the “D,” niggas had to maintain their manhood by not allowing shiesty-ass women to fuck over their dicks. But Q had a weakness for a woman carrying his baby, and Red knew this. Like most other men in his line of work, Q wanted some part of his own flesh and blood to carry on his legacy in the event of his demise. Q was no stranger to responsibility and doing the right thing, and felt guilty denying a child and mother when he knew damn well he had enough money to take care of them. He held resentment in his heart for his own daddy for abandoning him, his mother and four siblings when he was young, and vowed to never be like him.


This made Q an attractive and lucrative target. He had already been tricked on a couple of occasions when he was a youngster. And to make matters worse, neither of the two children even looked like him.


Then one day he spotted one of his kids at the mall with some guy who was rumored to be the “real” father. Q had been taking care of the little bastard for two years. Come to find out, the baby’s mother, Rochelle, had both Q and the dude pushing a stroller loaded with shopping bags thinking they were the father. She was playing both of them niggas for their cheese. All she cared about was their money and how much they were spending on her. From that moment in the mall, Q got hip to the bitch. He waited several days, giving her just enough time to snooze, and caught her out at a club and put his “act right” on her ass.


Always a man of his word, and not one to waste time barking about shit he couldn’t make good on, Q gave her a thorough ass-whipping till she begged for mercy. His wrath curtailed any other woman from trying that shit again, at least on him. Ho-checking was simple—do it in front of other hos, and they all got the picture. After teaching Rochelle not to mess with a nigga from the streets, Q did what most men do—he bounced, leaving her with no dick, no money, and a screamin’-ass kid.


Now hip to most of the games played by the sack-chasers, Q had gotten to the point where he packed his own jimmys and placed them on his nine-inch dick himself. When he was done handling his business, he disposed of them in a napkin and placed the napkin in his pocket to be discarded later. Hell, for all he knew, bitches would open the used condoms and try to get some sperm to inseminate themselves, in the hopes of getting knocked up. Whatever the case, he wasn’t having it.


Red and Q had known each other in passing, spotting each other at the hot spots and concerts. He peeped her when she was with her girls, and he holla’d at her. They even went as far as exchanging numbers and talking a time or two on the phone. They just kept it cool. Red didn’t give him too much play because she was “with” Bacon and didn’t want to mess that up. And there was no reason for her to leave her green grass for unknown pastures. But once Bacon went away, she needed to have a man around, and Q was willing.


For some reason, Q felt Red was different. He gave her credit for being above the chickenhead games that most girls played. But he was soon regretting his judgment, and found she was a wolf in sheep’s clothing.


•  •  •


Red was the street E. F. Hutton; when she spoke, everybody listened. On this particular day, she found herself hemmed up in a bathroom at the Renaissance Hotel. Out of all the things she could’ve been doing on such a pleasant afternoon, she was in a plush hotel bathroom, running game, as usual.


Red wasn’t your average bitch, though. Don’t get it fucked up; she was a cold showstopper and she knew it. She had an average build; nothing was too big or too small. Her complexion was her star attraction. It was toffee-colored with a reddish hue, flawless, not a pimple in sight. Her mom’s Puerto Rican genes gave her long, curly red hair with just the right luster. Her hazel eyes were courtesy of her father.


She could put a halt to rush-hour traffic with her Puerto Rican beauty complemented by African-American features. Her angelic smile and heavenly white teeth were the perfect cover for being as foul as she wanted to be. Always rockin’ her game face, she knew how to bat her Cover Girl lashes and mesmerize even the hardest nigga into being an unwitting victim.


Oddly, Red had a rough edge about her that she combined with a powerful sex appeal. Her malicious ways were masked by her million-dollar smile. Always dressed to perfection, Red expressed her femininity by the length of her heels, whether they were sandals, boots or slides. This automatically gave her five feet, five inches of height the presence of a giant and she carried herself as such.


Red was definitely a dime, no doubt, but her ways made her ugly. Nobody and nothing could keep her from doing her dirt. Not only was Red a vindictive person, she also was a master dissembler. Living life in a New York state of mind, her goal was to get rich at all costs, regardless of who was hurt in the process. Red believed that there was no Lady Luck. Every opportunity meant preparation. She was convinced that success was not all that mysterious, and life was a game that needed to be played. And when it came to her, there were no rules—and it was always her turn.


•  •  •


“Okay, can you get me a glass of water from the bar?” Red asked in a meek whisper.


“No, bitch, we gon’ stay up in dis piece until you pee. I don’t give a damn if it takes all day or all night.” Q was getting more vexed by the moment. He couldn’t believe that Red was wasting his time. He didn’t know why she had picked a hotel to tell him this. As far as he was concerned a corner gas station would have been just fine. Not only had she picked a hotel, she picked the most expensive one in Detroit.


She sat on the toilet and rested her face in both of her hands. Q couldn’t tell if she was crying or not. He didn’t give a damn, either.


Looking at his diamond-studded Chopard watch, and then back at Red, Q noticed the room had gone silent. He prayed that she was not pregnant and vowed that although the pussy was some of the best, he wouldn’t be caught dead fucking her again.


One question kept coming to mind: How did this happen? Q was the most careful with Red. Despite her complaints, he used protection every time. But, there was that one time . . . His rational mind couldn’t determine how she had gotten the slip on him. Q often thought if she wasn’t so scandalous, he would wife Red in a heartbeat, but she couldn’t be trusted. It made no damn sense why someone so fine kept shit going all the damn time.


Over and over Q began to regret the decision to fuck her raw. People say that a man thinks with the wrong head, and now Q realized that the old saying was true. He sucked his teeth in disgust.


The next thing he knew, Red had diverted his attention from the matter at hand. He looked on as she slowly leaned back against the rear of the toilet. She spread her legs and began to rub her clit. She looked up at Q and began to lick her lips in a suggestive manner.


“We gon’ waste this room and our time on this shit when I could be breakin’ you off a little somethin’ somethin’.” Red flashed her most irresistible smile.


“Look, Red, piss in the cup in two minutes or I’m leaving.” The longer he waited, the more irritated he became.


Without saying a word, Red spread the lips of her pussy and fingered her clit a little more. She took the same two fingers and sucked them. Damn! She don’t fight fair, he thought. Red knew he had a thing for watching her masturbate. He couldn’t help the bulge that began to rise in his jeans, and he watched Red stare at his erection, licking her lips with appreciation.


Q walked over to Red and cupped the back of her head. Red leaned forward, lifted his T-shirt and blew on his stomach. She reached down to her pussy again, and then lifted her hand to Q’s lips for a taste. He sucked on her fingers, sliding his tongue up and down them as he closed his eyes and relaxed into the rhythm of the foreplay.


Meanwhile, Red pushed her other hand into her pussy.


“Wait! I got to pee!” Red pushed Q back. The force caused him to open his eyes and stumble just a bit. Red grabbed the cup and spread her legs wider. She only filled the cup up halfway. She quickly handed Q the partially filled cup.


“Here, nigga.” Red continued to pee into the toilet. The trickling sound of the stream was music to both of them.


Red tore off the toilet paper, wiped herself and pulled up her hip-hugger jeans. Q leaned on the sink again with his jeans slightly undone. Red teasingly brushed up against him while she washed her hands and smoothed out her ponytail. She grabbed her Louis Vuitton handbag and searched inside for her lip gloss. As she applied it, she watched Q study her every move in the mirror. She seductively licked her lips.


“Well? Do your fuckin’ test,” she demanded.


Q hesitated. Maybe he shouldn’t have put Red through all of this. But it’s impossible for her to be pregnant. The bitch has to be lying, he thought.


Red stepped into the other side of the suite and lay on the bed, flipping TV channels.


Q nervously placed the dipper into the tiny cup of urine. He put the stick on the counter and gazed into the mirror as he waited for the verdict.


The stick stayed white for a long time and he wondered how he would kick Red’s ass in the ritzy hotel without going to jail.


He buttoned and zipped his jeans. As he buckled his belt he paused. Suddenly, the white stick turned a strong pink. Q grabbed the box and reread the instructions.


Clear indicates a negative result. Pink indicates the presence of the hormone that indicates pregnancy.


“Pink for YES!” he whispered to himself. “Damn, she sho’ IS pregnant!”


Q walked into the suite and saw Red curled into a fetal position, with her hand resting on her stomach. He lay down beside her and moved her ponytail to one side to kiss the back of her neck. Q used his index finger to trace the hidden Chinese tattoo that ran down her back and across her shoulders.


Red opened her eyes, which were hidden from his view, and a wicked smile spread across her face.


Got him!


Q began to undress Red and she put up no resistance.


“Wait, I got to pee again.” Red slipped off the bed and into the bathroom. “I’ll be right back,” she whispered.


Inside the bathroom, Red removed the tiny tube that she had inserted into her vagina earlier that day. While Q’s eyes were closed, she’d loosened the stopper on the vial that contained the dummy piss; then she’d pushed her fingers inside her vagina and released the liquid into the cup. She now wrapped it in tissue paper and placed it in her purse. Red gazed into the mirror to admire her work. She winked at her reflection and thought, Here’s looking at you, bitch!


Red returned to the room to sex Q down for the last time. She slowly walked toward the bed and stopped at the foot of it. She slid her T-shirt over her head to reveal her supple breasts. As she crawled onto the bed, Q spread his legs and exhaled deeply. Red was determined to be as tender and gentle as she could be. She smiled at Q and his once stressed expression began to soften.


When Red lay on top of him, she felt his muscles relax. She trailed small kisses up his midsection until she reached his navel. She circled his navel, dipping her tongue in and out. Q began to moan aloud, increasing Red’s arousal. Giving pleasure was as easy to her as breathing. Red’s goal was to put into Q’s mind that this was love and not just another time around the track. As Red licked upward, she found his erect nipples. She began to suck on them, discovering a pleasure point on his body that even he didn’t know was there.


“Umm, baby,” Q moaned as Red nibbled harder on his puckered right nipple. She flicked her tongue over his sensitive spot and sucked harder and harder. She heard the faint rhythm of his heartbeat grow louder and stronger. Red moved to the left nipple and shifted to the right side of his body.


Q began to roam her body with his hands. As he grabbed her ass cheeks with his hands, they began a rhythmic winding. Q gave it his best shot as well. He had never given Red, or any woman for that matter, some head, but when it came to sex, Red was top-shelf and she never failed to bring the freak out in him. Q pulled Red up to where his mouth could meet hers. As his tongue slid in and out of her mouth, he circled her lips with the tip of his tongue and made sucking motions that took her breath away.


Q rolled Red over onto her back and spread her legs. Diligently, he began to move his head downward to suck her clit. With his forefinger and thumb, he penetrated her a bit and then slurped her clit until it became harder and harder. Even as she neared climax, Red refused to allow the pleasure to cloud her mind. No matter how good it felt, she couldn’t dare allow some bomb-ass head to interfere with her plan. With the money she was about to gas Q for, Red knew that another climax like the one she was about to have was just a vibrator away.


Without a doubt, Red knew that with a baby on the way, Q would try to wife her. However, she didn’t want to be his wifey. She wanted to be his beneficiary and that was just what she planned to be. She wanted to have her cake and be able to eat it, too.


“Don’t stop! Yeah, suck it right there, daddy,” Red said, moaning. She grabbed the back of his head to make certain he didn’t move. In many respects Red was like a man; wasn’t nothing like getting that clit licked. Shit, Red understood men and why they always wanted their dicks sucked. The fact was, that shit felt good.


“Ooh . . . oh . . . um,” Red groaned, pulling Q’s head deeper into her legs as she exploded. Q emerged with cum dripping down his cheeks, his goatee filled with the slimy remnants of what shot from between her thighs.


Q rose to his feet, wearing a pleased look because he’d satisfied Red. He kissed her and, without wasting time, forcefully penetrated her pussy. The way he humped like a dog in heat, Red realized that eating the na-na was a turn-on for a man as well as for a woman. And the fact that she screamed his name made the beast in Q’s sex game come out. Q fucked Red like he wanted to tear her a brand-new pussy.


After a simultaneous climax, the two collapsed into a panting, sweating heap. When her breathing slowed down and her heart stopped trotting, Red noticed that the air smelled like boodussy. She crept over to the window and opened it to air out the room. Next, she led Q to the shower, where the afterplay continued.


•  •  •


Spent, Q and Red lay intertwined in each other’s arms all afternoon, thinking of baby names and making plans.


“QJ. I like that one if it’s a boy,” Q suggested.


“QJ?” Red asked, circling her finger on his chest.


“Yeah, Quentin Junior, or Q Junior.”


Red didn’t give a damn if the baby was named Duck Sauce. “Oh, yeah that is nice. QJ.” She nodded.


“Or if it’s a girl, we could name her after my mother, Patricia,” Q continued.


“Oh, your mom. That would be nice,” Red said. “Don’t you think it’s kind of early to be discussing names, though? I mean, I’m only about four weeks pregnant.” She figured that would give her a few months before she was supposed to start showing.


Q shook his head. “Names are hard, you know. They stay with the child forever. Yeah, I want something my child will be proud of.”


“Yep,” Red agreed. “Whatever you want, Daddy, you got it.”


“You just take care of yourself. Stop that bullshit, Red. Seriously, I want a healthy baby. No more blunts. No more clubs, and no more muthafuckin’ trickin’. I swear, Red, I catch you at a club, it’s over. And if I catch you on that shit, then we gon’ have problems.”


Nigga knock you up, he think he own you. “True dat, baby, I hear you.” Red kissed him on the chin.


Q put his plan down with promises and assurances. He even added an apology for his skepticism. “Yo, Red. Baby, I’m sorry for doubting you. You know how it is. Women out here doing some foul shit for that cheddar, you know?” Red listened in silence and Q even saw the feistiness leave her demeanor. “I’m not wit’ bitches baby hustling. I’m gon’ work with you, though,” Q promised as he rubbed her shoulder. “You ain’t gon’ go through this alone.”


•  •  •


Q placed a phone call from his cell to his boy Ezekial and told him to deliver a package to the hotel. When the package arrived, Q gave Red detailed instructions. “Don’t open this bag until I leave. You’ll know that I’m ’bout it,” he said, then kissed Red on her forehead.


“Okay, Daddy,” Red replied.


Once Q left the suite and she heard the hotel door latch click, Red opened the package and removed a Crown Royal bag. Inside the bag was the most beautiful sight she had ever seen. There were three big knots of folded and rubber-banded $100 bills. Popping the first two bands loose, Red spread the money all over the bed, licking her thumb as she began to count.


When she got to $20,000 and had one more band to go, Red stopped counting. It didn’t even matter. She was hoping for ten grand and Q had already doubled her expectations.


Crime paid, but being “pregnant” paid better when you had skills. Satisfied with herself, Red quickly rubbed her hands together in an up and down motion. Overall, she hadn’t done bad for herself today. First, she had gotten a physical orgasm, and now she had reached a mental climax and that was the best of all. Power was Red’s motivation.


•  •  •


Many thoughts flooded Q’s mind as he walked through the lobby, trying to get out of what he thought was a bad dream. As he headed toward the exit, his best friend, Ezekial, who was waiting for him in the bar, ran after him. Ezekial was short and kinda stubby. He was that guy that was round about the middle, clean shaven with a bald head. Because Zeke had caught a cab, it was easy for the two men to jump into Q’s black Range Rover. Q turned the disc changer to his favorite, #5; the sounds of 50 Cent filled the car. Q drove down I-75 and moved into traffic before starting light conversation. Zeke could tell something was on his mind, so he tried to lighten the mood. Zeke’s voice came through with his favorite saying: “Every day is payday.”


“What’s up, Zeke?” Q asked.


“You got it, what’s good, Q. I didn’t think you was ever gon’ come downstairs. Was that pussy or business?” Ezekial asked.


“Nothin’, man, thanks for coming through,” Q responded.


A couple minutes later, Q took a deep breath, sighed and asked, “Do you remember that honey name Red?”


“Yeah, who could forget that scandalous bitch!” Zeke said, cracking the window.


“I was upstairs with her and man, she pregnant.”


“You ain’t fallen for that bullshit, nigga? Tell me it ain’t so?”


“Yeah, I thought the same thing, but I made her take a pregnancy test and well, it turned pink.”


“Pink! Nigga, fuck that schemin’ bitch. I told you not to fuck with her. No you didn’t run up in that hot-ass pussy raw?”


“Man, you know how it goes.”


“I told you about that bitch and the time when I fucked her in the hotel room, I woke up clipped of about five thousand. Damn pickpocket,” Zeke fussed, squirming in his seat. “Red swore on everything she loved that she was innocent. Then you turn around and bareback her and get caught out there.”


“Man, I can’t even remember fuckin’ her like that. That’s why I wanted a pregnancy test. What could I do but find out? Next I want a paternity test.”


“If you want me to make you feel better, you can forget it. That’s what the fuck you get,” Zeke said, moving his nine millimeter from his uncomfortable backside to his lap.


“Don’t do me like that, dog. I don’t even know what I’m gon’ do.”


“So you asking me for advice?” Zeke paused, then continued. “’Cause if I was you—I would get ghost on that whore in a minute. Tell her to lose your fuckin’ phone number.”


“Nah, you right. I can say fuck her, but I can’t go out like the average stereotype. I can’t turn my back on my seed. That’s about me and my character. But what I will do is make her have a paternity. I need to be sure the baby is mine.”


The two came off exit 71, East Grand Boulevard, in silence.





CHAPTER 2



The Letter


Two and a half weeks later . . .


Red,


I hope this scribe finds you in the best of health and spirits. I’m writing you to find out what in the hell is going on. I called the house and I heard you answer, but you didn’t accept my phone call. It’s been over three months since your last visit.


At mail call, I don’t get any letters, nothing. A nigga threw bricks at the penitentiary to take care of you and this is how you gonna do me? You just gonna turn your back on me and walk away like I wasn’t nothin’ to you? I moved you out of the projects. I took damn good care of yo’ ass.


Dre said he saw you riding around, flossing in my ride wit’ another nigga. When I see you, I’m gonna kick your muthafuckin’ ass. You a foul-ass, trifling, cutthroat, ungrateful whore.


These walls can’t hold me forever and when I hit them bricks, my size 12 is going straight up your ass. Bitch!! See me when they free me!


Bacon


Two-and-a-half weeks after pulling her scheme on Q, Red couldn’t believe that Bacon’s muthafuckin’ ass would have the audacity to write her some bullshit letter. Red was trying to hustle her way and here this nigga was trying to get emotional and bold on her ass.


She tossed the letter next to the stack of hundred-dollar bills that sat on the glass Pavori end table, which probably cost more than the average person’s entire living room set. She had seen it in a magazine at the spot where she got her massages and facials. She knew that nobody’s crib would be rockin’ anything like it, so she just had to have it. She had to have it so bad that she had it shipped all the way from Italy.


“Fuck dat mark-ass nigga,” Red said, huffing. In one smooth move, she took a pull from a blunt, let the smoke rush out the corner of her mouth, then passed it to her girlfriend Terry. Red was a realist. This was the real world and she needed cash given to her on a daily basis. Bacon’s money was yesterday’s money. After all, a fly bitch like Red never looked back. Old money was old news.


Red leaned over and picked up the bottle of orange OPI nail polish and started to polish her toes. “I don’t know what done crawled up in his ass. He must have dropped the soap again.” The girls burst out laughing. Their cackles floated throughout the house and echoed off the twenty-foot ceilings. When their raucous laughs subsided, Red’s tone turned serious. “It’s getting harder and harder to eat off of these niggas. Muthafuckas keep going to jail. Dumb asses can’t stay free. Don’t these niggas know that a rest, dress and impress type bitch like me needs a sponsor?” Though Red held a decent-paying job at one of the city’s most prestigious real estate firms, she had no intention of working hard for the rest of her life.


“Girl, you ig’nant,” Terry said as she finished off the blunt. She stood up from the butter-soft, cream-colored leather sectional sofa and stomped the butt out in the ashtray. She stumbled over to the full wet bar and helped herself to a glass of Rémy on the rocks.


“No, really. If I hadda saved a G for every money-getting, club-hanging, trick nigga that I met, then I would be rich. But now, if I had a G for every nigga asking me, ‘You gon’ ride wit’ me? Do this time with me?’” Red wiggled her toenails to dry them. “Nigga, please.”


“Girl, ain’t that the truth? My phone damn near got turned off due to collect calls from niggas in jail.” Terry lit up another blunt and blew smoke rings over Red’s head.


“Girl, they should know by now that I ain’t about to do it!” Red said, reaching for the blunt.


“Nope,” Terry chimed in.


“I mean, Bacon done went and got himself a life sentence damn near, talking that ‘are you gon’ wait?’ shit. Seems like all the niggas from da block on lock. Big Daddy from 120th called me C-O-L-L-E-C-T and I said ‘Hell no’ in the phone as loud as I could. ’Cause before he even thought about asking, he already knew the answer: I ain’t about to do it! Shit, I need to get that on a T-shirt so when we meet these law-breakin’ niggas, they know from the gate . . .”


“I ain’t about to do it!” both girls screamed in unison, laughing.


“I was that bitch on the side, the ride or die chick, the out-of-town babe and often the freak of the week,” Red explained. “But shit, what the hell is fair exchange gon’ do for me? Not a damned thing! Hell, a bitch gotta eat, too.”


Terry nodded. Red didn’t expect her to argue the point. It didn’t matter what Red said, Terry was going to grin and agree.


“I mean, wasn’t I a victim? Bacon was my main source of income.” Red didn’t wait for an answer. Instead she sashayed over to the bar, her stilettos clicking on the hardwood floor, and plopped three ice cubes into her glass before pouring herself a drink. Terry knew that when Red was on a rampage, it was best to just sit back and chill the fuck out.


“Terry, with all my sponsors in prison, what in the hell am I supposed to do?” Exasperated, Red continued to ask questions. “Can you believe this muthafucka talkin’ all that rah-rah shit?” Red paused for Terry to answer.


“Hell, yeah, I can believe it,” Terry said right on cue. “What did you think Bacon was gon’ say when he found out how you was out here livin’?”


“I ain’t tryna hear that shit. Bitch, you crazy,” Red chuckled softly.


“No, bitch, you da one crazy. He ain’t get life, you know. That nigga coming home one day, in case you forgot.” Terry plopped back down on the couch and waved the letter in the air as if it was a red flag intended to cause a bull to come charging any minute.


“Why muthafuckas want you to be in jail with them? Help them do they time and shit! I didn’t help them do the crime.”


“But you helped them spend the dime,” Terry replied. She looked at Red, then fanned her hand around the room, indicating Red’s lavish lifestyle.


Red wasn’t studdin’ Terry’s comments. She applied her last coat of polish, tightly closed the bottle and blew on her toes. Terry was like all the rest of her so-called friends. They wanted to be her and have the money, power and respect. Bitches were always looking at her sideways.


“How much time he got left anyway?” Terry asked.


Red twisted her mouth to the side and clucked her tongue. “Muthafucka got twenty years before he sees the parole board. He done did six months on a twenty piece, talking about ‘when I get home.’ Don’t think so. Just because he a prisoner of the feds, don’t make me a hostage of love.” She rolled her eyes. “Talking about kicking my ass when he get out. Yeah, right.” Red tossed her ponytail and scrunched her face into a scowl. “If he can lift his old-ass leg when he get out.”


“Oooh, you wrong for that,” Terry cautioned.


“Get me a glass of orange juice,” Red ordered Terry, who immediately filled the request.


“Damn! Bacon got twenty years?” Terry heaved a sigh as she walked into the kitchen and opened the fridge. “That’s like forever. No wonder you sittin’ around like a Teflon Diva, never scared and shit. He ain’t gon’ be kickin’ yo’ ass doing twenty years. I know dat nigga’s mind is all fucked up.”


“Yeah. I’m sure it is.” Red flashed a devilish grin. “Hand me that notepad in the kitchen by the phone. Bring me the pen, too.”


“Damn, bitch,” Terry said, huffing. “Do I look like Florence the maid?” She walked back over to the couch with the pad, the pen and the glass of orange juice.


Ignoring Terry’s joke, Red’s expression changed. She was thinking about something and her face put Terry on edge. “Why you lookin’ all serious?” Terry appeared frightened for a moment, and then put on her tough face. “Girl, you know I was just playing.” She handed Red her drink and took a seat across from her.


“Good.” Red took the pad and pen from Terry’s hands.


“What are you ’bout to write?” Terry inquired as she sipped on her drink.


“I’m going to write that nigga back. When I get finished with him, he gon’ be on suicide watch.” Red shot off an evil grin; Terry shook her head in awe.


“Don’t do that, Red.” Terry sounded frightened, reaching out as if she was going to grab the pen out of Red’s hand. “Girl, just ignore him.”


“No, fuck dat,” Red snapped, hating the fact that Terry was trying to piss on her parade. She held onto her pen, a resolute look on her face. “Remember all the times he played me and I sucked that shit up ’cause he was P-A-I-D?”


Terry stared at Red like she didn’t remember anything.


“Girl, look, don’t even feel sorry for his ass. Do you remember the time I had the apartment on East Jefferson Avenue? The Shoreline East apartment?”


Terry rolled her eyes up in her head like she was going through a mental file cabinet.


“When I lived downtown?” Red’s patience was running out and she was almost shouting. Her arms were flailing in the air with frustration. “Whatever. If you can’t remember, then I do. Girl, this nigga was so tight with his money that he made me beg for every dime, and when I wasn’t beggin’, trust and believe, he made me fuck for the buck. Well, the lights got turned off and I kept calling this nigga, telling him I needed the light bill money.


“Honey, listen. He stayed out of town playing his game, until they turned off the lights. A bitch was in the dark with candles and shit. Bacon came home like wasn’t nothing new. I kept asking him, nicely, of course, if he noticed anything. Like the fact it was dark in the house. And he then replied, ‘Suck my dick by candlelight and I got you.’


“Girl, I was so heated, I sucked that nigga’s dick by candlelight and all sorts of other shit for the promise of bill cash. He came through, but that was the low point in my trick days. Trust and believe. I vowed that I would be caught dead before I let another nigga have that much power over me—doing for me what I can’t do for myself.


“Girl, it is ridiculous! So I ain’t even tryna hear you take up for this so-called helpless muthafucka. He getting what his hand called for.” Red held the pen and pad firmly in her hands. “It’s my turn to floss on his ass. How about that?”


As Red started writing, Terry shrugged. Fuck it. What did she care if Red pissed that nigga off? If that bitch didn’t know that niggas with Bacon’s status could reach out and touch someone even from behind bars, then that was her own stupidity.


Bacon was a die-hard, thugged-out, murderous hustler. He got the name Bacon from having so much bread that he used the old slogan, “I can bring home the bacon, fry it up in a pan,” as his personal motto. His rep preceded him everywhere he went. From city to city, from jail to jail, Bacon had a name that carried him. And he always paid like he weighed. Bacon was big and stocky; at six feet, six inches, he towered over everyone. There was no doubt that Red wasn’t the only one holding him down during his bid, but it was important that Red treat him right.


However, after the sentencing, it seemed like Red just didn’t give a fuck. It was hard for her to even pretend to be concerned. During their previous talks, Bacon told Red that what was in the stash she’d have to make last. What in the world did he tell her that for? It wasn’t enough for her to remain true-blue. In fact, no amount of money really was enough for her to stay committed. When the judge lowered the gavel after announcing: “You are sentenced to twenty years,” while everyone else sobbed, Red silently cheered as she sat on the cold mahogany bench.


•  •  •


Red knew that Terry didn’t really give a fuck about any letter hurtin’ Bacon’s feelings. Terry just didn’t want to see Red cut off the coattail on which Terry’d been able to ride. Red had been quite friendly with the stash Bacon had left behind.


Red and Terry went as far back as way back could go, in the schoolyard of Chrysler Elementary School. They both were in second grade and damn near toothless. Terry was teased by all the kids because she peed on herself from time to time. Everyone called her “Pissy.” Terry was used to not having anyone to play with, but when Red befriended her, her entire world changed. Terry was a dark-skinned, knobby-kneed girl. Her greatest asset was her hair. She was one of a few black girls to have naturally long hair that fell to the bottom of her shoulder blades. Terry made it a point to doll herself up, but it was really no use due to her pissy smell.


Terry and Red met on the playground and right away became cool. Red would defend “Pissy” when the other kids wanted to break on her. Red even hipped Terry to Depend, which she stole from her own grandmother. Even at that young age, Red also had the common sense to put Terry on a schedule. Every time Red would go to the bathroom, she would take Terry with her.


“See how this works, T?” Red would ask. “You drink something. A little while later, it comes out.”


Even so, Terry was so lazy that she wouldn’t even want to go to the bathroom. She would just sit on the ground somewhere and piss on herself. Over time, though, Red was able to help Terry control her weak bladder. As they grew older, her enuresis only got out of control when she drank too much liquor and either passed out or couldn’t walk to the bathroom.


During middle school, Terry moved to the other side of town. Although this separated the girls for several years, in their senior year of high school they saw each other again. When Red met up with Terry the second time, Terry was driving a beat-the-fuck-up Toyota Corolla. The car looked so bad you would have sworn that Mike Tyson had gone twelve rounds with it. They had developed into young women with breasts and asses. Still, Terry was nothing more than a project for Red, who was at it again, trying to clean up the mess she had found in her friend.


Terry had spit out three bastard kids from one nigga to the next by the time she and Red finished high school. She couldn’t spit too much game ’cause she was too busy spitting out kids. She was living in a shack across town and her petty hustles were elementary to Red.
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