









Dear Readers,


I still remember the first time I read Donald Goines, the godfather of street lit. He was the first to write books about characters I could identify with. To some, the stories may have been aggressive, overly stylized, and even dangerous. But there was an honesty there—a realness. I made a vow that if I wrote a book or got into the publishing game, I would try the same one-two punch—that of a Daddy Cool or Black Gangster.

In 2005, my memoir, From Pieces to Weight, marked the beginning. Now I’m rounding up some of the top writers, same way I rounded up some of the top rappers in the game, to form G-Unit and take this series to the top of the literary world. The stories in the G-Unit series are the kinds of dramas me and my crew have been dealing with our whole lives: death, deceit, double-crosses, ultimate loyalty, and total betrayal. It’s about our life on the streets, and no one knows it better than us. Not to mention, when it comes to delivering authentic gritty urban stories of the high and low life, our audience expects the best.

That’s what we’re going to deliver, with such street lit superstars as K’wan, bestselling author of Gangsta and Hood Rat; Relentless Aaron, author of Push and The Last Kingpin; and Méta Smith, author of Queen of Miami and The Rolexxx Club.

You know, I don’t do anything halfway, and we’re going to take this street lit thing to a whole other level. Are you ready?
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I miss you Pretty Smitty.
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Prologue

HERE COMES THE BRiDE

December 2002, St. Michael the Archangel


Catholic Church, Chicago




THE BRIDE LOOKED BEAUTIFUL in her traditional white gown. She twirled in the mirror and grinned at her reflection. She didn’t want to seem vain, but she did look really beautiful. She couldn’t believe that her wedding day had finally arrived. It was the happiest day of her life. Her mother and grandmother cried tears of joy and the ceremony hadn’t even begun; they were just so touched at the pure beauty before them.

“I remember my wedding day,” the bride’s mother said. “I was so nervous.”

“I’m not nervous at all,” the bride replied. “I’m too happy to be nervous.”

“No jitters about the wedding night?” the grandmother asked with a wicked grin. “Life as a married woman has its…duties.”

“Abuelita!” the bride said with a giggle. “I’m not nervous about that, either.”

The grandmother put her hand over her heart. “Dios mío! Please tell me that you’re not…experienced!” The bride’s mother and grandmother both waited for her reply. The bride smiled cryptically but didn’t answer, and the women’s eyes grew wide with shock. Unable to control herself, the bride erupted in a fit of giggles.

“Relax, Abuela. Relax, Mami. I’m pure as the driven snow. I just couldn’t help teasing you a little.”

“Don’t play with us like that,” the bride’s mother replied, exhaling in relief.

“You know how important it is to God to remain a virgin until you’re married,” her grandmother said.

“I do.”

“And Ricardo, he never pressured you to go all the way?” her mother asked.

“No, Mami. He’s a good man. The best,” the bride said. “I’m so lucky. Most guys would never have understood how important my faith is to me, but not my Rico. He respects the fact that I’m a virgin. In fact, he told me that he loved me more because I was one.”

The mother and grandmother of the bride smiled at each other, filled with pride. They’d raised their little girl in the Church, and she didn’t stray. That was a difficult feat to achieve in the twenty-first century.

The bride’s grandmother took a string of pearls from around her neck and placed them around the bride’s.

“Abuela—” the bride began. Her grandmother silenced her.

“Sí, your abuelo gave me these and now I am giving them to you.”

“You’re gonna ruin my makeup,” the bride protested as her eyes welled with tears.

“You’re so beautiful you don’t need it,” the bride’s mother said, complimenting her only child.

The bride smiled at her mother and grandmother and then drew them both into her arms for a group hug.

“I love you guys so much,” she said. “Now get outta here and get into the chapel so I can get married already!” They all laughed and the mother and grandmother left. Then the bride pulled her rosary from her handbag and closed her eyes. She recited the traditional Catholic prayer she’d memorized just for this occasion.

“O Jesus, lover of the young, the dearest friend I have, in all confidence I open my heart to You to beg Your light and assistance in the important task of planning my future. Give me the light of Your grace, that I may decide wisely concerning the person who is to be my partner through life. Dearest Jesus, send me such a one whom in Your divine wisdom You judge best suited to be united with me in marriage. May his character reflect some of the traits of Your own sacred heart. May he be upright, loyal, pure, sincere, and noble, so that with united efforts and with pure and unselfish love we both may strive to perfect ourselves in soul and body, as well as the children it may please You to entrust to our care. Bless our friendship before marriage, that sin may have no part in it. May our mutual love bind us so closely that our future home may ever be most like Your own at Nazareth.

“O Mary Immaculate, sweet mother of the young, to your special care I entrust the decision I am to make as to my future husband. You are my guiding star! Direct me to the person with whom I can best cooperate in doing God’s holy will, with whom I can live in peace, love, and harmony in this life and attain eternal joys in the next. Amen.”

The bride opened her eyes, confident that God would answer her prayers. He always did. In fact, He already had. After all, He’d sent her the most perfect man in the world, the love of her life, her soul mate. Now they were about to be joined in holy matrimony. It was every woman’s dream.

The bride could barely contain her elation at the fact that out of all the people in the world, she’d met her perfect match. Her groom-to-be was handsome, ambitious, and he adored her and treated her like a queen. He loved her for who she was on the inside, not just for her body, and she knew that was a real blessing. She was a lucky girl indeed.

The bride smoothed out her full hoopskirt made of heavy beaded silk and twirled giddily. Then taking one last look in the mirror, she pulled her crystal-encrusted veil over her face and prepared to take the biggest step of her life.









Chapter 1

THE LiFE

April 2007, Chicago




AS THE SUN ROSE above the icy waters of Lake Michigan and sunlight began to stream through the blinds of a luxury high-rise apartment, Ricardo Diaz rolled over in the large silk-sheeted bed he occupied and grabbed a handful of his bedmate’s ample bosom. He squeezed the firm golden mounds, tweaking the hardening dark nipples until the woman lying next to him stirred and moaned. Ricardo’s hands began to travel down her abdomen until he reached her box and opened it. His fingers moved expertly, flicking her pleasure button until her juices began to flow. Without saying a word, Ricardo inserted his rock-hard manhood into the woman and began to thrust slowly in and out of her wet sweetness.

“Ay, Papi,” the woman moaned, thrusting her hips against him in perfect harmony.

“That’s right, girl,” Ricardo said, encouraging his lover, pumping faster.

He fondled the woman’s breasts and played with her engorged clitoris until he could feel her walls contract around his hardness and she shuddered and shivered with delight. Ricardo loved the way it felt when a woman came for him. There was nothing on earth like it, the high was incomparable, except for the high he got when he was making money. New pussy and new money were things that made life sweet for a baller like Ricardo Diaz and he had plenty of both.

Engulfed in the warm and throbbing sexy mami he was piping, Ricardo felt like a king. He always felt like a king when he was with her. She was his fly bitch, his mami chula, and not only was she fine but she was a freak.

“You like that?” Ricardo asked as he felt his lover climax again. “Come for me, Chula.”

“Ooh, I’m coming for you, Papi,” the woman squealed with pleasure.

Once he was convinced that his lover was satisfied, Ricardo went for his, grabbing a handful of the woman’s hair and pounding her so hard that the sound of their skin slapping against each other echoed through the room like claps of thunder. Ricardo grunted and with a few final thrusts he climaxed deep within the woman, who sighed happily. Spent, Ricardo removed himself from the woman and rolled over onto his back, breathing heavily.

“Go fix me some breakfast, Gloria,” Ricardo commanded, and his lady friend did as she was told. Minutes later, she returned with a cup of freshly squeezed orange juice and a cup of coffee.

“Will Belgian waffles be okay?” she asked.

“Yeah. Lots of butter, syrup, and powdered sugar.”

“I’ll fix them just the way you like them, Papi,” she replied and went to prepare the meal.

Ricardo stretched lazily and propped his hands behind his head after clicking on the forty-two-inch plasma-screen television mounted on the bedroom wall. He went over all the things he had to do that day in his mind. After he left his Chula, he’d head to his business and make a few stacks, then he’d roll through the streets and check a couple of traps. Somewhere along the way he’d put in a call to his wife; maybe he’d take her out later to dinner and a show. But not before he got breakfast in bed and some head from his side lady, who’d returned to the bedroom with a tray of steaming-hot food. But the food would have to wait. As if she’d read his mind, Ricardo’s mami chula climbed back into the bed and snuggled beneath the sheets, taking his manhood into her mouth and having a little breakfast of her own.

This is the life, Ricardo thought to himself as he received the blow job of a lifetime.



HEAVEN DIAZ ROLLED OVER in bed to find her husband’s side empty. Again. It was the second time in a week that her husband hadn’t made it home. Her intuition told her that he was unfaithful, but she willed herself to believe the excuses he fed her. Ricardo loves me and he’s working hard to build and maintain the wonderful life I have, she often told herself.

She got out of bed and went down the stairs of her five-thousand-square-foot home and into the kitchen. She couldn’t help but marvel at the kitchen fit for a chef with its stainless-steel appliances and copper pots. Heaven had every gadget and gizmo known to the culinary world, and prepared meals fit for royalty every night of the week, but her husband was rarely home to enjoy them. When she first got married she thought that there would be candlelight and champagne every night, but her childhood fantasy was quickly marred by reality. Ricardo was a workaholic and put in long hours on the job as the owner of an exotic car sales, rental, and driver service.

But Heaven definitely reaped the rewards of her husband’s labor. The fabulous kitchen where she whipped up meals was inside a tight, custom-built crib nestled near the shores of Lake Michigan in the Hyde Park section of Chicago. There were six bedrooms, seven and a half baths, and an indoor swimming pool in the four-story manse. Ricardo had given Heaven carte blanche when meeting with the architect who designed the home. They spared no expense when deciding what fixtures the home would have, and it was even featured in the real estate sections of the major Chicago newspapers and in home and architecture magazines.

Heaven also had the wardrobe of a queen; every garment in her closet sported a designer label. She had more shoes than Carrie Bradshaw and Imelda Marcos combined, and she had more bling than a diamond mine in Sierra Leone. Heaven drove the exotic car of her choice and switched whips whenever the whim hit. Over the past year she’d pushed a Rover, a Lambo, a Ferrari, and a Maserati. And on the rare occasions she didn’t feel like driving, she had a fleet of drivers at her disposal.

She had everything that any woman could want and then some. She had everything but her husband’s time, but without sacrifice one can’t attain one’s goals, or at least that was Heaven’s rationale. One day soon, her husband would have the time to spend with her that she craved, and maybe they could even start a family. But until then, she’d have to be resigned to living in the satisfying lap of luxury, even if it was a lonely position.

Aside from perpetual loneliness, Heaven suffered from another nagging problem. She had her doubts as to where all the material things her husband lavished on her came from. Her gut told her that something was amiss. She knew that her husband made a good living and worked extremely hard; in fact, she’d helped her husband attain much of the success that he had. Heaven made a million phone calls and put in countless hours of legwork helping her husband get his business off the ground and over the years the company flourished. But Heaven had her suspicions because little by little certain things weren’t adding up.

For starters, there were the late nights, no-shows, and suspicious phone calls that Rico got all hours of the night when he did find his way home. He’d have brief, stilted conversations with whoever was on the other end. Heaven would ask her husband about those things, but his excuses always left her with far more questions than answers. Then there was the abundance of cash he always seemed to have. Most men never had more than a few hundred bucks on them, but Rico traveled with wads and wads of dough that made Heaven fear that he’d be the target of a robbery sooner or later. She told him that most businessmen used credit and that he should do the same and simply pay the bills on time, but Ricardo assured her that he knew what he was doing.

There was also the fact that they lived a lifestyle more suited to an athlete or some other celebrity and not a businessman; businessmen were usually far more understated. Ricardo and Heaven’s assets were worth millions of dollars. And Ricardo never seemed to care about how much anything cost; he just bought what he wanted when he wanted. An entrepreneur usually had to be a bit more frugal and cost-conscious. But when Heaven suggested that they stack more money for a rainy day Rico balked. He told her that they had more money than they could ever spend in one lifetime and that the future held no financial worries, but his cavalier attitude only made Heaven worry more. She was concerned that perhaps her husband had been tempted by the lure of the streets.

Heaven was sweet but she wasn’t stupid. She’d seen more than her share of hustlers and dope boys growing up in the tough Logan Square neighborhood of Chicago. And plenty of them had tried to win her affection but she wanted no part of that kind of life. She enjoyed glitz and glamour but was wise enough to know that material things could never be the measure of a man. And she believed that drugs were poison that were killing the masses and making the world a worse place while a select few profited. But Heaven knew that such temptations weren’t always easy for a man to walk away from, and she shuddered at the mere thought that her husband could be involved in illegal activity and prayed that he wasn’t so stupid or greedy. She’d been bold enough to confront Ricardo a time or two about her feelings, but he always had an explanation that made sense and Heaven had been raised to trust her husband. After all, if she couldn’t trust him, what was the point of being married?

Heaven tried not to sweat her suspicions. After all, she was a child of God, and He would always look after her. And Heaven firmly believed that what was done in the dark would always come to light and the truth—if it was anything other than what her husband told her—would be revealed in due time.

Heaven sighed as she prepared to begin her day. Flaws, worries, and all this is my life, Heaven said to herself.



GLORIA CRUZ SUCKED RICARDO’S cock for what felt like an hour. Her jaw had a cramp and her mouth was becoming dry but that didn’t curb her enthusiasm. She slurped and sucked loudly, moaning and groaning and looking up at Ricardo like he was the don of all dons. She flickered her tongue over the head of his penis and blew lightly over it before deep throating the length. Ricardo grabbed her by the hair and grunted before spurting inside of her mouth, and Gloria hungrily devoured every drop.

“I love you, Papi,” she said, looking up at him with a smile on her face and sincerity in her eyes.

Gloria was crazy for Ricardo, she always had been. They’d dated off and on from the time they were twelve. She’d gone to college and they maintained their relationship until Gloria got a fellowship to study dance in Paris that she couldn’t pass up. Dancing was her passion and she had the opportunity of a lifetime to follow her dream. They promised to stay together but the distance made things difficult and then Ricardo met Heaven. He’d fallen head over heels and within the space of six months they were married.

Ricardo had claimed it was an impulse, that he’d missed Gloria so much that he tried to duplicate their relationship with someone else. He claimed it was Gloria who was the love of his life, and that marrying Heaven had been a big mistake. The fact that Ricardo had moved on so quickly broke her heart and she vowed never to speak to him again, but when she returned stateside four years later they ran into each other at a party and reignited their old flame. Gloria had never stopped loving Ricardo, and she wouldn’t let him go again, even if it meant that she had to share him. The way she saw it, Ricardo was her man, and Heaven was just on borrowed time.

“I love you, too, baby,” Ricardo told her, and it was the truth. He did love Gloria. He’d always loved Gloria. He just loved his wife more. When he met Heaven he knew that she was something special. Heaven was breathtakingly beautiful. Her golden skin, sparkling dark eyes, and thick luxurious hair had him enraptured immediately, and when he got to know her he knew that she would be the perfect wife.

Heaven was virginal and sweet and never gave him any problems. His relationship with Gloria had thrived on drama, heat, and intensity. Heaven trusted him blindly and was devoted and true. Gloria had been suspicious and accused him of cheating all the time. Heaven helped him with his business when it was first starting out and Ricardo knew that she would lay down her life for him. Gloria was just as committed to handling her business as he was, and Ricardo loved her hustle. But he didn’t want to marry a hustler. His wife had to be all about him 24/7/365 and he had that in Heaven.

“Baby, why can’t we be together?” Gloria asked him.

“We’ve been over this a million times. I’m married to Heaven. She’s a good woman, she doesn’t deserve me walking out on her.”

“If she’s such a good woman, why are you with me half the week?” Gloria asked him. “And do you think that I deserve to play second fiddle to her?”

“You’re not second fiddle. You’re a good woman, too, and I care about you and want to be with you. But you know and I know that I need a woman who is all about me. I need my wife to take care of my needs.”

“I do take care of your needs,” Gloria snapped. She resented it when Ricardo acted as if Heaven did something for him that she didn’t.

“I need my wife to put me before herself,” Ricardo said. Gloria stayed silent. “That’s what I thought,” he told her. “Besides, Heaven is more Catholic than the pope. She’d never give me a divorce. Now, Chula, let’s not talk about this, okay? I love you, and that’s all that matters. I have to go to work.” Ricardo got up to take a shower while Gloria flopped on the bed, crossed her arms in front of her chest, and pouted. Ricardo reached into the pocket of the pants he’d been wearing the night before and pulled out a bank-roll.

“I’ve got something that will make you feel better,” Ricardo told Gloria, tossing her the wad of cash that was bound by a thick green rubber band. “I’ve got to roll down to Miami to pick up a car for my personal collection. I want you to come with me. So go buy yourself some fly shit. I want you to be the sexiest bitch on the beach. If you need more, hit me on the hip and I got you.”

Gloria grinned, thumbing through the stack of bills. There was a couple thousand dollars there. She’d definitely need more, but this was a good start. Ricardo went to take his shower and Gloria went to clean the kitchen. Suddenly, a wave of nausea hit her like a tsunami, causing her to run to the second bathroom of her penthouse apartment and heave into the toilet. Gloria emptied the contents of her stomach into the bowl and then flushed. She rinsed her mouth out with some water and mouthwash and then stared at her reflection in the mirror.

Gloria smiled when she realized that her period was a couple of days late. She knew in her gut that she was pregnant. Now she had the perfect ammunition against her nemesis Heaven, and it was growing inside of her. Ricardo would never turn his back on his child. Never. And Gloria was hoping that Heaven was the type of woman who would put up with a lot of shit, but not an outside child. That would be grounds for her to get an annulment. Then she and Ricardo could be together forever, the way it was intended.

It’s going to be the life, Gloria mused.
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