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The Beforemath


The sexual tension of sweaty bodies permeated the room with a musky aroma. Exhausted, Sparkle rolled lazily off Mercedes’ drenched body, his most recent conquest. He felt his dick throb anew with lust as he squinted at the oval ceiling mirror. He admired the glistening skin and long slope of her narrow back as it flared to her round ghetto booty and thighs. A tingle flushed along his spine when she cooed in a husky voice, “Oooh, baby, that was some real long dicking you put on me there. I was getting so raw and it was hurting good.” The petite red-haired stripper’s firm breasts were still rising rapidly as she moaned through the final stages of leg-trembling climaxes.


With an exhausted, pleasing sigh, he smiled. “Was it, girl? Whew! You had me putting in some real work dere,” he whispered between gasps.


His attention swayed to one of the drawings on the far wall he’d sent his boy over the years. Suddenly the hairs on the back of his neck began to tingle. He wondered if it was his imagination or if he had heard a crunching sound, like someone walking softly through dry leaves outside the window.


“Yeah, honey, daddy, we…” Shortie Girl, still breathing heavily, began. She froze when he reached over and put his hand over her mouth. Her eyes bulged with surprise.


His street instincts snapped to full attention. “Shh, be quiet for a sec, girl,” he whispered. “Listen, you don’t hear that?”


Her eyes swirled wildly with fear and before she could mumble, he placed his finger to her mouth and eased out of the bed naked. Creeping to the window on the balls of his feet, he eased the curtain back slightly. An adrenaline rush surged through him when he saw a shadow edge around the corner of the house. When he turned around, Shortie had sat up in the bed with the sheet pulled over her breasts, her nipples outlined through the dampened sheet. Even in the dark he could see her fearful eyes. He motioned, signaling that everything was going to be okay.


Sshhing her once more, he crouched and tiptoed to the closet, his instincts on full alert.


Making as little noise as possible, he eased the door open and reached into his leather coat hanging on the back. With tension rising by the second, he pulled out his own personal equalizer, a Glock nine-millimeter pistol. Squinting with anxiety, he quietly cocked it, placed it firmly on his hip and crept to the bedroom door. He gently turned the knob. Cautiously he peeked around the doorsill and quickly jerked his head back. Seeing no one, he pressed against the wall and edged toward the kitchen, where he felt the predators were headed.


Suddenly, with an ear-shattering thud, the door flew open. Two dark figures zipped through and quickly spread to each side. He immediately raised his gun and fired at the splitting hunters. Return fire thundered back and he hit the floor, getting off several shots of his own. One of the intruders’ bullets sent wall plaster splattering across his face. He started belly crawling backward toward the bedroom but froze when rapidly fired shots zoomed over his head from behind. The surprise of another shooter sent shivers down his spine, sending him to another level of panic. One of the intruders grunted in pain when the hot lead bit into his flesh. A relieving sigh escaped Sparkle’s lips when the two attackers sprinted out of the door.


Sparkle’s head jerked back and forth between the kitchen and living room in desperation. His breath caught when a silhouette emerged out of the darkness. With raw nerves, he squinted at the shadowy figure. The sound of a familiar voice came in a whisper. “Yo, Ace, you aight?” The tone was quite anxious.


Sighing heavily, Sparkle released the pent-up air in his chest before replying in a shaky voice. “Uh-huh, who dat? You, Rainbow?”


“Whodafuckcha think it is, nigga?” Rainbow snapped back. “Man, who in da hell you done pissed off now, dude?”


“Wheew! You got any idea who the hell dem niggas was?” Sparkle spat as he sat up and began wiping the sweat off of his brow.


“You must not have heard what I said. But anyway, naw, dog, I ain’t got no idea who it could’ve been, but we sho nuff gotta find out, that’s for sure.” Rainbow breathed sporadically.


“That’s fer damn sho.” Sparkle twisted some of the tension out of his neck, braced his back against the wall to help boost himself up off the floor, and then stood up in the doorway.


Rainbow eased out of the shadows of the living room with his head swerving to make sure he wasn’t near one of the windows. Clad in one of his monogrammed silk robes, it showed that he had been there for a while. He cleared his throat before he spoke in a hoarse voice, “I think they’ve split, dog.” His brow wrinkled as he paused and tiptoed to the window. He eased back the curtain to take a quick peek. “Heard a couple of car doors slamming and wheels screaming down the street.”


“I think ya hit one of dem bastards,” Sparkle whispered.


“Yeah, me too; dats why dey split the way dey did. Uh-huh, could swear I heard one of da muthafuckas grunt,” he spat.


“Oh hell yeah, one of them did. I’m gonna make a run outside to make sure everything’s safe. You check out things in here.” Sparkle wrinkled his nose and nodded before heading toward the door.


“Dontcha wanna cover ya naked ass first?” Rainbow smirked.


Sparkle looked down at himself and tried not to look so embarrassed as he headed back to his bedroom. He muttered over his shoulder, “Aw fuck you, man,” as he stepped across the sill.


In the dim light of the room he could see that Mercedes still had the sheet pressed to her breasts. “Is everything aight?” she whispered in a childlike voice. “Those shots sounded like a cannon going off.”


He walked on the balls of his feet to the chair beside the bed. He picked up his dark-green baggy shorts and a light-green polo shirt and dressed. He slipped on a pair of tan Timberlands. He eased the gun into his waistband and covered it up with his shirt. He gave her what he hoped was a reassuring smile. “Everything’s under control, shortie. Lay back and chill. I’ve gotta go check outside but I’m pretty sure they’ve split.”


Before he could walk out of the door, Mercedes sat up on the edge of the bed. She snatched a red floral blouse from a bedside chair and slipped into it. Smiling demurely, she picked up a pair of faded jeans and stood up to put them on. As she wiggled her creamy hips from side to side pulling up the pants, he let out a long sigh. His mind went mushy all over again. Mmh-mmh, baby girl’s got one phat juicy-juicy, he thought.


In terms of ghetto butts, Honey’s was apple bottom phat. You could set a cup on it while she did her sashaying thang without spilling a drop. It was the first thing he’d noticed at a strip club when she worked the pole on the circular center stage. To accompany that awesome asset, she had large doe-like eyes that made her look innocent and cute.


What really turned his dick into a massive boner that night was her exotic expressions in mounting stages of climax as she undulated on the pole. She had concentrated on him and had gotten so deep into the dance that he felt that they were actually fucking. He could actually see the cum soaking through her outfit. He had never felt such an experience and pulling her had proven to be a real plume in his hat. Right off the bat, Mercedes had blended so well into the hustling scams he and his down-ass old chick Violet had practiced on a nearly daily basis.


“Ya’ll got any idea who dem dudes was?” she purred. Her little girl voice broke the trance of her curvaceous frame.


“Huh, what did you say?” Sparkle shook his mind clear.


“Ya’ll got any idea who dem dudes was?” she repeated with a look of concern.


A frown creased his brow. “Naw, baby girl, but we’re gonna find out; that’s for sure.”


Her eyes brightened with relief and she smiled seductively up at him, slithered off the bed and floated over to press her sweet softness against his body. His heart skipped a beat when she leaned her red curly head on his chest. Her whole body trembled as she caressed him with her sultry eyes and pushed her pelvis seductively against his swelling hardness. She sighed. “You ain’t gonna be away too long, are you?” Her warm breath rolled along his neck and her long lashes tickled his skin. “Because I ain’t finished with you yet.”


He caressed her arms, gave her a gentle kiss on the forehead and held her away at arm’s length. “Just got to make sure whoever that was is gone,” he said in a reassuring tone.


As he turned away, he heard Rainbow yell from the kitchen, “Yo, Ace, come check dis here out.”


He smiled down at her lust-filled eyes and reluctantly turned away to leave. As he made his way toward the kitchen, he shouted, “Yeah, partner, whatcha got?”


Rainbow was squatting at the door, staring intently at an object just inside the sill in a shiny puddle of what appeared to be blood. It was real hard to be sure in the darkness. To get a better look, he squatted down beside his boy. “Looks like a bracelet, huh?”


Rainbow nodded quickly. “Yeah, uh-huh, ’pears to be. Check dis out.” He pointed outside the door. Sparkle could see a trail of blood speckling over the sill and along the dirt path beside the house, disappearing at the edge of the grass.


Rainbow took a gold pen out of his robe, lifted the bracelet out of the blood and held it up to the moonlight. Under closer inspection they could see the initials “JJ” engraved in gold letters on the inside of the silver-plated woven jewelry. Rainbow’s face was full of curiosity. He arched his eyebrows at Sparkle.


Sparkle hunched his own shoulders. “Got any idea who da fuck dis belongs to?”


“Shit, dog, your guess is as good as mine,” Rainbow spat.


Sparkle shook his head. “Dog, we got to get on this here right away. There ain’t no telling who is behind this.”


Rainbow’s expression left little doubt of his intentions, especially when he cocked his gun and started caressing the barrel. His eyes narrowed as he took a deep breath, stood up and clutched Sparkle’s elbow to pull him outside. “Hey, chill a sec, dog.” He nodded toward the house. “We haven’t known dese hoes dat long.”


“Hey, whatcha saying, man?” Sparkle looked back toward the house.


“Come on, playa, one of dem hoes in dere might just be down wid dis here shit.” Rainbow paused with his ear cocked to the door, his eyes squinting with a coldness that would chill the blood of most regular niggas; especially those that didn’t know him. He licked his lips before continuing, “Man, I done told ya a hundred thousand times, don’t be trusting none of these bitches.” He poked Sparkle in the chest to emphasize he was serious.


Sparkle nodded in understanding and reached into his pocket to pull out a crumbled pack of Kool cigarettes. He cuffed the lighter between his palms as he lit one. He needed to calm his nerves, still not absolutely sure those niggas were gone. Pondering what he’d just heard, he leaned against the door, sucking in a deep drag and exhaling slowly. “Okay, dog, I see whatcha saying. Uh, who da fuck you got in there anyways? Shiiit, how long ya’ll been here?”


Rainbow cocked his head to the side the way he always did when he was puzzled about something. He was tossing around the whos and whys of what had gone down. Even after Sparkle had asked the question again, he still kept that blank look on his face for about thirty seconds. “Huh, oooh, yeah, uh, I got one of the twins in there.” He continued to look into space.


“Shit, man, which twin?” Sparkle asked in a more serious tone.


“Hell, Bro, I don’t know dem bitches apart. Anyways, what difference does it make which one it is?” He started frowning in irritation with the bullshit talk; it didn’t have anything to do with what was going on.


“Yeah, bow, you right, man; it don’t make no difference which one.”


He punched Sparkle playfully in the side and spit menacingly. “Check it, dog, fuck des hoes. We gotta get on the trail of who dis ‘JJ’ nigga is, for real yo.”


Sparkle took the bracelet off of the pen and twisted it around to examine it more closely. “Man, the only ‘JJ’ I know is that nigga that used to mess with my sister, Debra. Do you think he got the nerve to try something like this? Because I don’t.”


“Dude, I think everybody got the nerve except you and me,” he stated matter-of-factly.


“Then we gotta get on this. Where ya wanna start?”


Rainbow wrapped his arm around his boy’s shoulder as they headed back into the house. “Tell ya what, let’s get dressed and take a ride to Decatur. Somebody damn sho gotta know something.”





CHAPTER ONE
Breaking the Chains


It was another humid day in the summer of 2006 in the rural woods of southern Georgia. The sun was finally starting to break through the daily density of fog at the Valdosta State Prison. The sounds of the stirring of the inmate population inside the life-choking, razor-wired fences found Sparkle awakening to the final day of his bit and hopefully the beginning of a new life in the outside world.


The irritating clanging of chimes over the PA system was really starting to irritate him. He rolled over and squeezed the hard plastic-covered pillow as tightly as he could over his head to block out the persistent noise. He tried squeezing his eyes tight but that didn’t work, either. Finally, he realized that more sleep was out of the question and sat up in the bed. It had been well over a year since he’d given up eating early in the morning. He had begun feeling nauseated and occasionally had thrown up after devouring that godforbidden slop. Getting to the chow hall certainly wasn’t a priority for him.


A sharp rapping on the door was followed by the voice of his chain gang running mate, Skeet, yelling at the top of his lungs. “Yo, Sparkle, get yo ass up, man!” This did away with whatever rest was left.


Sparkle fell back on the bed, turned over on his stomach and pulled the wool cover over his head, shouting in a grumbling tone, “What?”


Skeet rapped harder. “Hey, man, come on; get yo ass up, nigga. We got some thangs to kick around afore you raise up outta here.”


Sparkle, still in a sleepy haze, thought, Aw man, I’m getting outta this dungeon today. Man, let me get up outta this here rack. He had a big smile spread across his face. He peeked over his forearm and focused on the door’s frosty sheet of Plexiglas where Skeet was still yelling, “Come on, man, get up and splash some water on that ugly-ass mug and get the funk outta your mouth.” He was cheesing hard through the pane. Sparkle could only see his teeth and big bulbous nose. Even though he was looking directly at him, he continued rapping and yelling, “Come on, bitch, get yo ass up. It’s time for you to roll outta this dungeon.”


“Ugh,” Sparkle grunted and frowned from the nasty film of morning mouth coating his tongue. Smacking his lips, he sighed and yanked the cover off his head and glanced menacingly at the door.


He sat up and rubbed the crusty sleep out of the corner of his eyes with the palms of his hands. Breaking out into a big smile, he began rubbing his knees and reached under the plastic mattress for his crumbled pack of Kools. After taking his time lighting up, he took an extra long toke and started waving Skeet away from the door. “Yeah, yeah, I’m up, man. Why dontcha go get that fat butt boy of yours up.” He stretched and yawned. “I’ll be with ya’ll in a few.”


Skeet rapped his gnarled knuckles on the pane one last time. “About time, nigga; I’ll be out at the basketball court. And don’t have me out there all morning waiting on your jive ass, either.” He gave him a staunch salute before disappearing.


“Yeah, yeah.” Sparkle pressed his fist to his mouth and stifled a yawn. He stood to stretch his five-foot-ten, coffee-brown frame, twisted the kinks out of his neck and staggered to the wash basin to handle his hygiene.


With Skeet’s footsteps fading, his thoughts flowed to the image of a sweet, young filly hunching up under him, giving up husky sighs and pussy aroma from his hard grinding fuck. He smiled at his dull image in the metal mirror and splashed cold water on his face. He brushed his teeth, picked out his mini fro and started putting on his prison whites for the last time.


Several minutes later, he checked the creases in his pants as he exited his room. He strolled down the catwalk toward the winding stairs. As he reached the steps he heard an all-too-familiar voice grumbling in a country drawl.


He immediately felt that old tingling of hatred run up and down his spine. He knew it wouldn’t do any good to ignore it, so he slowly angled his head sideways to acknowledge the voice.


Old “Chew Tobacco” Jones was grinning at him, displaying a row of brown, crooked teeth. The big burly country hick, his distinctively foul body odor disturbing the air, placed a swollen hand on the railing. He tapped his ever-present nightstick along the wall as he approached in a rolling gait.


In a skunky wisp of air, he said, “Damn, boy, you trying to ignore me or sumthang?” He stepped a few feet closer before continuing with a nasty sneer. “You best to keep yaself oudda trouble now.”


Sparkle pinched his nose and spoke, holding his breath between clenched teeth. “What’s up, Stank Breath Chew Tobacco?”


The CO’s face turned beet red as he frowned and growled, “Whaddafuck you say, nigga boy?”


Sparkle pinned him with cold-killer eyes and blasted his funky ass. “Cracker-ass, redneck bitch, who gave your dumb hillbilly ass permission to speak to me?” He paused and rubbed his nose again, letting it sink in. “Get the fuck outta my face.” He turned away to stifle the laugh that was boiling up from his gut. A look of total shock spread across Jones’s face.


A red-faced, neck-throbbing Jones grabbed his throat as if he were about to choke on his wad. His neck got puffy red as he opened his mouth to say something but nothing came out. He shifted his head back and forth, checking to see if anybody was watching this boy belittling him. Then he gritted, showing all of his tobacco-stained brownish teeth. He pulled back his nightstick to strike before Sparkle leaned in closer to him and hissed, “Yeah, stanky muthafucka, do it and let’s go see the magistrate.”


The hillbilly opened his mouth again to speak but Sparkle cut him off. “Yeah, bastard, I said it. I’m a free man today and if you hit me with that damn thing, your ass is gonna do some time. Yep, some muthafuckin’ time in here with these killa niggas that you been fucking over all these years.”


With the stick frozen in midair, he squinted his hate-filled eyes, heaved and lowered the stick. “You black bastard, you better hope that your sorry ass don’t ever come back this here way again. Your ass will be mine.”


“Bitch-ass cracker, your funky ass better pray that I never see your ugly mug on the other side of these fences.” Sparkle’s deadly look sent a shiver down the CO’s spine. He backed away with trembling lips.


Sparkle cocked his head to the side and scratched his chin, and then took a deep breath to keep from laughing. Turning abruptly away he started walking down the stairs. He could feel the fire snorting out of Jones’s nose, along with the hate darting from his eyes, burning a hole in his back.


He didn’t give a fuck how Jones felt with all the fucked-up shit he used to do. Brushing the confrontation out of his mind, Sparkle continued out the door. Immediately, he spotted his boy Skeet and his kid Lil’ Jack in an animated conversation. They were seated on a bench beside the basketball court. As he strolled toward them, they broke out in wide smiles.


Skeet nodded toward the sidewalk and the pair walked up ahead of him. Sparkle got dap and backslaps from dudes congratulating him for surviving his bit and wishing him well on his return to the bricks. He eventually passed all of the well-wishers and walked between Skeet and Lil’ Jack, placing an arm around each of their shoulders.


Lil’ Jack smiled up at him and said in a squeaky voice, “Damn, big bro, you finally gonna get the chance to be a hood star again, huh?”


Sparkle blinked several times as he returned the smile. He’d always been amazed at how much Jack smiled like a girl. Hell, he was shaped like one, too. He used to joke with him all the time about him being a mistake of nature. For a moment Sparkle thought of what a helluva pimp Jack would make on the ho stroll on Auburn Avenue. He’d personally pumped enough game into his head to pull it off, too. A lot of dudes around the joint didn’t realize how coldhearted the little fella was.


Because of his friendship with Skeet, they had become really close. Even though Jack was a near replica of the sexy diva Toni Braxton, he’d always treated him human without any of the homosexual bullshit involved. Sparkle figured he really appreciated it; he never acted feminine when they were alone. Often Skeet had him boy-sitting whenever he was at work in the gym or out hustling drugs and parlaying tickets.


He rubbed Jack’s curly head. “Little bro, I’m going out there to do the straight-and-narrow thing.” He winked.


“That’s good man; that’s good.” Jack nodded.


When they got halfway down the long curved sidewalk, Jack spotted one of his sissy friends. He patted Sparkle daintily on the shoulder. “Hey, I know that ya’ll two probably got some things ya’ll wanna kick around before you leave. I’m going to holla at Miss Queenie over yonder, so take care of yourself, handsome.” He twisted his little hips in the direction of his partner.


When they got out of earshot of the throng of niggas hanging out in front of the mess hall, Skeet nudged him in the side. “Ya know dat thangs are gonna be rough out der, my nigga; ya sure you gonna be able to handle that for me?”


Sparkle could tell that Skeet had doubts about him coming through with the drugs they had discussed over the past few months. “Homefolks, all you got to do is let me know that you done sent that package request to your sister and I’ll be on that thang right away.” He put his arm around his shoulder. “Make sure that you keep these niggas outcha business, so we both can get paid.”


Skeet cocked his head to the side with his sneaky smile. “Yeah, man, we got this plan down tight and I sho nuff gotta keep these nosey-ass snitches outta my shit.” He paused to scratch behind his ear. “Man, I hate to make you feel like I’m doubting you and shit. But you know how damn near everybody who gets out be claiming dey gonna do des and gonna do dat. And folk never hear nothing from them; go straight ghost on a nigga.”


Sparkle stopped about ten yards from the entrance to the main control office and pulled him by the wrist. He stared straight into his eyes. “Yo, peeps, you remember that day when you cracked that fool upside the head? He was set to steal on me about that slum-ass reefer he was trying to gorilla down my throat?”


Skeet lowered his head and started massaging the bridge of his nose, listening intently.


“Well, baby boy, that alone is enough to keep my mind on the struggles you gotta go through in this crazy house. So you can count on me, dog. Word is bond, like it’s always been with us.”


“Yeah, I feel you, man.” He continued to look down in shame for doubting his main man.


The captain who ran the control room came out the door. “Say, man, they been hollering for you on the walkie-talkies for about a half-hour now. What’s up, you ain’t ready to go home or something?”


“Hell yeah, I’m on my way now, Captain.” He turned away from him and embraced his buddy one more time. “My nig, I gotcha. Have your sister holla at a nigga when she get the paperwork,” Sparkle whispered.


Skeet grinned like a black Cheshire cat. “It’s on the way as we speak. Hell, that there’s a wrap; make sure you take care of yourself out there.”


“Shit, dog, that’s automatic. You stay strong up in this hellhole.”


“No choice, partner; no choice.”


Sparkle rubbed his chin as he squinted at his boy and then looked around the compound for the last time. “Man, I sho’ ain’t gonna miss this place here.”


“Yeah, man, I feel you on that there.” Skeet nodded, following his gaze.


Sparkle lifted his chin and gave Skeet one more brotherly hug. He headed into the control center, toward freedom.
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A couple of hundred miles to the north, an individual was tossing and turning in their sleep, struggling with the constant nightmare that punished and punished, year after year.


The hot balmy breeze did little to stop the sweat from stinging the child’s eyes. The heat was unbearable. The countless number of mosquitoes nibbling on little arms, legs and neck couldn’t be swatted away, no matter how often and hard they swung. They kept biting and biting, growing bigger and bigger as the child’s blood flooded its stinger mouth, like a hypodermic needle pumping a junkie’s vein. The child got woozier as its life flow oozed down its arms.


The foggy faces of lust-crazed men poofed into view and leaned closer to the terror-filled eyes, which quickly began fading in and out of focus. Ever so close, yet out of reach. A white one with stubby hairs rubbing harshly against the child’s burning skin, followed by a black one that ogled as slobber ran out of the corners of his mouth. His head angled from side to side like a lunatic; a brown one, then a yellow blurring in and out of vision.


The faces continued to swirl madly around as the mosquitoes got bigger, jaws snapping and gnawing on the child’s ever swelling arms. Suddenly all the different colored backs appeared altogether in a hideous mass, sweating and stinking as they came into focus, going up and down, followed by a blood-curdling scream.


The individual’s eyes shot open, a body consuming fear was causing the air to come in rapid gasps, hands rubbing vigorously all over the body that was drenched in flowing sweat, desperately trying to wipe away the icky feeling of total despair. He sat up in the unfamiliar surroundings, wondering how he had gotten there, brushing away oily hair that was plastered to the sticky forehead, before burying his head into his hands, scared to death as to why this kept happening. Tears from decades of suffering rolled down swollen cheeks, puffed with pain, wondering if the nightmares would ever stop; nightmares that were constantly increasing in frequency and intensity. Damn, something had to be done to make them stop. There was only one way to make them go away. And it would definitely come to pass. Please come to pass before insanity took over.





CHAPTER TWO
A New Beginning


The noonday sun cast eerie shadows on the freshly painted wall when Beverly Johnson picked up the persistently ringing telephone. Atlanta’s newly appointed police chief listened intently to the familiar voice on the other end of the phone.


Only moments earlier her mood had been really upbeat as she had given the city designers the final instructions on remodeling her office. At least now it had a little bit of a woman’s touch, with flowers and beautiful paintings to remove all of the masculine overkill.


Subconsciously, she looked at the reflection on the blank screen of her laptop. The image of a proud black woman brought a bright smile to her eyes; the first ever appointed as the head of the department of public safety in a major American city. And why not, this was the same city where Martin Luther King Jr. had begun knocking down all those racial barriers so many years ago.


She sighed and blew air upward that ruffled the ever-present bangs that rested on her brows. She pinched the bridge of her rather pointy nose and hung up the phone, pondering over the message that had brought a mixture of both joy and disturbance.


“Damn,” she muttered and started punching keys to verify what she had heard. As usual the particular source proved to be reliable. With contrasting emotions buzzing loudly in her mind, she pushed away from her desk and walked to the window over-looking Peachtree Street and the downtown Atlanta skyline. It was the only city that she had ever really known. A city that she loved and had been entrusted to keep safe.


She closed her eyes, wondering whether this was the start of a dream come true or the continuation of a never-ending nightmare. What was she to do? How long could she continue to live a lie? Folding her arms across her ample bosom, she looked to the clouds, thinking of all the people that believed in her. What would they do, especially her political enemies, if the truth about her past ever really came to light?


She sucked on her teeth with the confidence that had gotten her to the status she now enjoyed. After a moment of meditation, she ran her manicured hands across her forehead and knuckled the corners of her eyes, pressing imaginary wrinkles. She spoke much louder than she thought. “We’ll just have to make sure that nobody finds out.”


“Never find out what, bossa lady?” a voice stuttering with an oriental accent called from the doorway.


A shiver of fear of being discovered ran down Beverly’s spine as she jerked around. Quickly regaining her composure, she spat venom. “Lieutenant Woo, how many times have I told you to knock?” She paused to place her hands on her hips. “Knock and wait for me to tell you that it’s okay to come in.”


The petite Vietnamese officer, the feared leader of the dreaded Black Cat drug enforcement team, squinted her cheeks and smiled. “Bossa lady, you aight? You ain’t never told me that.” She hunched her shoulders meekly and eased through the door.


She had only taken a few steps and opened her mouth to speak further, but Beverly cut her off. She advanced aggressively toward her and growled, “Lieutenant Woo, I still did not tell you that it was okay to enter.”


Woo’s eyes widened and she raised her hands in a defensive posture as she backed up. “Do you want me to go back out and knock first?”


Beverly rubbed her forehead as she stared down at the floor for a brief moment before she spoke over her shoulder and turned around to walk back to her desk. “Naw, come on in and this had better be good.”


Lieutenant Woo stepped forward timidly toward the chief’s large desk and placed papers on it. “Is it okay for me to sit down?” After receiving a curt nod from the chief, she eased into the chair and patted the papers. “I need authorization to hook up with the Red Dogs over in Decatur to straighten up those hotels along the county borders.”


Beverly’s eyes squinted in concentration as she placed a hand over her mouth and leaned back in the seat. After watching Woo swallow a lump down her throat, she nodded for her to continue. Woo hunched her narrow shoulders and leaned forward. “That’s it, bossa lady; I want to clean up the whole strip on I-20. From Little Vietnam to Lithonia. What else is there to say?”


Beverly pyramided her hands across the bridge of her nose, cocked her head to the side and stood. “Okay, go do your thing.” When she didn’t get an immediate reply from the diminutive lieutenant, she sat back down and started shuffling some of the paperwork that was piled on her desk.


Woo sat puzzled for a few seconds and then pushed the papers further across the desk. “Thanks, but aren’t you forgetting to sign the papers?”


Beverly didn’t take the time to look up and waved her dismissal.


Woo blinked a couple of times and mumbled, “But…”


“But what?” Beverly said sternly.


“Are you going to authorize these or not?”


“I just did and I’m sure that you’re going to do an excellent job.” She paused to lean back in her chair and stared back at her. “Oh yeah, and the next time that you come in my office, I’d really appreciate it if you would knock and then wait until you are welcomed in. Understood?”


Woo gathered up her papers. “Understood.” She slowly got up to leave. When she arrived at the door and started to turn around to speak, the chief’s hand was pointing toward the door. The expression told her that it would be useless to say any more, so she sighed heavily and left.


When she closed the door, Beverly stared at it for a minute, wondering why she had come to her office. Especially when she knew that her staff handled that sort of thing. Was she trying to get closer to her since she was now the chief instead of one of her colleagues? Hell, she couldn’t really blame her for that. Or maybe she was being a little too paranoid because of the call. Check yourself, old girl, ain’t no need to start getting all unraveled now, she thought and then dug into her black purse to retrieve her cell phone. She punched in some numbers.


“Might as well make sure that the playing field is all clear,” she hummed to herself as the phone rang. “Hello, you know who this is. There are some things I want you to look into.”


[image: images]


A half-hour after entering the control room, Sparkle rolled down the window to catch the breeze in the old prison van. He watched the rural Georgia countryside en route to the bus station. Old gray-haired Sergeant Jones gave him a bucktoothed smile. “Yo family’s going to be waiting on you at the bus station in Atlanta? That’s where you’re going, ain’t it?”


Sparkle was way too deep in his own thoughts to be paying him much attention. Sarge cleared his throat and repeated himself. Sparkle blinked. “Sorry about that, Sarge; my mind was way out there. Ah yeah, they’ll be there when the bus shows up. I think my sister said the bus would hit town around noontime.”


“That’s good, man, that ya family be sticking wid ya and all.” The van shrieked to an abrupt stop and Sarge took the time to light a cigarette. The sudden stop caught Sparkle by surprise and forced him to brace against the dashboard. He was about to shout a number of obscenities before he looked up and saw an old country convenience store.


Sarge let out a stream of blue smoke in his direction. “Dat dere’s da bus depot; you near about there now, home, I mean.” Sparkle shot a frown at him, wondering why he had stopped so far away. Sarge didn’t acknowledge the frown as he reached across Sparkle’s body to open the glove compartment. Having no idea what this hillbilly was up to, Sparkle leaned back in the seat. Sarge smiled at his reaction. “What’s wrong with you, partner?” he snorted in response. He pulled out a flask and took a big gulp of some rot-gut home brew. He aahed and belched loudly, and then to Sparkle’s surprise, offered him a taste.


Sparkle gathered himself together. “Thanks, Sarge, but no thanks. I’d rather keep my head on straight now.”


Sarge harrumphed, took another big swig, aaahed again and wiped his mouth with the back of his knuckled hand. “Just thought I’d offer. You were one of the few guys back yonder that acted like he had some sense.”


Sparkle forced a smile at the so-called compliment. At the same time he was thinking, This droopy-jawed muthafucka’s gotta be out of his godayum mind if he thinks I’m gonna drink sumthang after his… uh, uh, damn what’s that mutt’s name…dam…Uh-huh, the one that used to slobber all over everything. Oh yeah, that fucking Hooch, Turner and Hooch, that big nasty drooling mutt with Tom Hanks…Oh hell to the naw.


“Whatcha thinking about, son? I say sumthang funny?” Sarge grimaced, puzzled why Sparkle couldn’t appreciate his good-natured gesture. Hell, how many boys do he think could even get an offer to share a drink wid me, he thought as he harrumphed and took another big swig.


Sparkle shuddered slightly; struck between insult and common sense, he chose the latter. “Naw, Sarge, I was sorta getting away from any mind-blowing stuff, if you feel me.” He paused to nod at the flask. “And from the smell of dat there and the way you aahing and shit, I really don’t think I could handle it.”


As he expected, that drew a smile out of Sarge, so he continued, “Now if you wanna score me one of them root beer sodas out of that machine over yonder, I will gladly touch glasses with ya.”


The wrinkles eased out of Sarge’s brow as he chuckled. “Aw, fella, you right, what’s wrong with me?” He tapped the side of his head with the flask. “And here I’ma C.O. and offerin’ you some rot-gut home brew.”


Sparkle smiled innocently, hunched his shoulders and spread his hands out.


Sarge smiled back. “T’ain’t much correcting in that, huh?”


“No offense, but it sho ain’t.”


Sarge nodded. “None taken. Come on, let’s get you on home.”


Sarge escorted him to the counter where a gray-haired, leather-skinned, chew-tobacco gal cashed his twenty-five-dollar state check. Sarge handed him his bus ticket to Atlanta. “Take care of yourself, son. Don’t let me see ya this way again.”


Sparkle saluted him as he drove off in a cloud of dust. He turned to the lady, who was whittling on a piece of wood. He bought a cherry Slurpie and went to sit at a rickety wood table with a red-and-white checkered cloth. After a five-minute wait, he looked over at her. She was still whittling away, eyeing him nonchalantly. He nodded toward her and then pinched his nose. “You don’t mind if I wait on the bus out on the porch, do you?”


She grumbled what he took for a yes and headed toward the door. Opening it, he turned back to her. “How long is the bus gonna be?” She held up all ten fingers without muttering a word. Taking that to mean around ten minutes or ten o’clock, he went outside and sat in a wooden rocking chair on the other side of the soda machine. He started rolling a joint out of the ounce of reefer he’d hidden in his socks earlier.


He had a pretty good buzz by the time the bus pulled up in front of the store a half-hour later. Since the bus was nearly empty, he eased his way to the backseat and stretched out. He began daydreaming about the things he had to do in the forthcoming days.


Before he’d even realized, he had dozed off. The next thing he knew he was being shaken awake by the driver after they had pulled into the station in Macon. He placed a collect call to his sister Janet’s house. Her boyfriend, Kenny, told him that she had already left for the depot on International Boulevard.


He casually walked to the counter and asked the cute little redhead cashier, “How long before the bus pulls out for Atlanta?”


She blinked her bright green eyes and smiled. “You got about a forty-five-minute wait.”


He wondered if hers was a set smile. He looked down at his prison garb, feeling that she had to be accustomed to seeing dudes in the cheap light-blue shirt, khakis and brown fake leather shoes. What does it really matter? he thought as he turned away from her and headed for the seats.


After squirming around to get comfortable, he started scanning the room. Immediately, he noticed a familiar figure wheeling the knob of a video game. Cocking his head slightly, he squinted to make sure. Shonuff, it was Soft, his little gambling buddy from back in the joint in Columbus. He’d been named such because of the magic he could do with a deck of cards. Nodding with a high-cheeked smile, he crept up and gently tapped him on the shoulder. “What’s up, little muthafucka?”


With a jolt Soft turned around with a stunned look on his face and leaned away. Recognition set in and he broke out in an ear-to-ear smile. “Whodafuck, aw, man, tell me it ain’t so. Sparkle?”


“It’s so, little guy.” He was all smiles.


“Well, I’ll be damned. What it be, dog? Yours was certainly the last face I expected to see today. Man, when you get up? Where you go after we split? Aw, man, what the fuck; fucking Sparkle, wow!” Soft shot off in rapid succession in a squeaky feminine voice. Yeah, his boy was gay. Well, at least he was back in the joint. Sure didn’t appear to be anything like that now.


“Yeah, Soft, it’s me, nigga; what the fuck’s up?” Evidently Soft hadn’t taken the time to notice his get-out-of-the-joint gear, so he spread his hands down his body. “Man, don’t tell me you’ve been out that long that you don’t remember this shit here.”


Soft leaned back and blinked his eyes. “Damn, man, I didn’t even pay attention; all I saw was your face.”


Sparkle smiled. “Yeah, tain’t nutten but a come-up this morning, partner, from down there in Valdosta.” He leaned back and eyeballed his boy up and down before adding, “Shonuff look like you doing good for yourself.”


Soft dusted some imaginary dust from his collar and the front of his outfit down to the knees. “You like?”


The dun-de-dun of the video game caught his attention and he jerked back around to resume playing. Sparkle noticed that he had a slightly different look from what he remembered when he’d seen him last in Columbus. Replacing do-rag, pressed-down hair was a curly do, cropped bald at the temples. He was wearing a light-brown coverall about three or four sizes too big, with tan Timberland boots. The oversized outfit looked rather jazzy and disguised the lankiness of his frame. The huge gold rope dangling down his neck and Rolex watch hanging on his wrist showed that he was definitely successful in whatever he had gotten into.


He waited for him to complete his game, which was obviously frustrating him. “Yeah, hell yeah, I like your outfit, dude,” Sparkle whispered. “Shit be fly for a mug.” He reached over and ruffled his hair. “Looking good, baby, looking good. So whatcha up to, partner?” He made a real show of checking him out.


Soft smirked at the admiration in his eyes, ran a finger under his nose and sniffed. “A nigga’s gotta do what a nigga’s gotta do.” Then he took a quick peek around the depot. “Well, you know, I be kicking a little weed here, a little coke there and a little boy to a select few. You know, to keep the ching-ching fat in my pockets.” He rattled the few coins in his pocket to emphasize his point.


“Tain’t a thing wrong with that.” Sparkle twisted his mouth downward and nodded. Fly as this nigga done got, I knew he had to be slinging sumthang. But godayum, dis nigga’s a walking pharmacy. I wonder if he’s gonna throw a nigga a little sumthang.


“Last time I saw you, dog, you were Georgia skinning with JJ, Pull and that Buckhead crew on the yard.”


Suddenly, as if he was reading his mind, Soft sniffled. He looked over his shoulder and whispered, “Come on, dog, let’s hit the bathroom right quick; getcha head tight before you hit the ATL.”


Sparkle stretched his neck in a circle and smiled. “Shit, sho ya right, curly top, you da man. Where you lead, I’ll follow. I’m right behind ya.”


They exited the bathroom a few minutes later, wide-eyed and shiny from sweat. Sparkle eyed the big clock on the far wall. “JJ’s probably at the bus station with my sisters, Debra and Janet, now. Dat nigga sounded really eager for me to sho when I talked to him on the phone the other day. Sho hope he got something nice lined up for a nigga, ya feel me.” He bent his head toward the big window to see if his ride had showed up, and turned back to Soft. “Check this out, man, how about giving me your digits and I’ll holla atcha after I get settled down a bit.”


The corners of Soft’s eyes wrinkled for a second before he took out a matchbox to jot his number down and handed it to him. Then he took a quick inspection of his Rolex and licked his lips. “Hate to hit and run, but my girls should be pulling up right now. And I got to take a package to some white dudes out in the burbs.” As if on cue, a horn started blaring from outside on the dock. His head jerked toward the sound. “Come on, man, that’s them right there.”


Aw hell naw, he didn’t just dis me like that there, Sparkle thought before he shook his head, wondering if the coke they had snorted had him tripping. He shook the thought out of his head and followed him out the door.


When Sparkle had reached him, Soft held up his hand, indicating for him to wait as he continued on to a shiny red Escalade parked at the far end of the building.


Sparkle froze in his tracks. Damn, shortie done really flipped the script on a nigga, for real yo, he thought when he saw three sexily clad honeys get out the car. They greeted his boy with kisses on the cheek before one of them handed him the keys to the ride. All he could do was smile in admiration; it was evident that Soft was handling his biz.


Before the thought had cleared, Soft was headed back toward him. He slapped a piece of paper in his mitt, gave him a hug and whispered, “Yo, dog, give me a holla when you get yoself situated. I’ll explain the quickness later on, but right now I got to jet, yo.”


The sound of the bus revving up let him know that it was time to get on board. They embraced and slapped each other on the back. “I’ll be calling ya in a day or so,” Sparkle said over his shoulder. “Might have some good news for ya. And of course you ain’t gotta explain yourself. I feel ya, dog.”


“That’ll work, you be chill, partner. I hate to roll on you like this but impatient money’s waiting.” He hunched his shoulders as he spun around, then got into the ride and sped off the dock.


“Last call for boarding to Atlanta,” the bus driver yelled. Sparkle stepped up his pace and followed the last few people to board. He again made his way to rear of the bus.


After settling into his seat, the scene quickly changed as the bus sped through the city to the outskirts. Three-story buildings and housing projects turned into peach groves and farmland. He let the window down to catch the breeze and then unfolded the piece of paper Soft had slipped him. It contained an 8 ball of the powder they had snorted in the bathroom. Good looking out, little buddy, good looking out. Damn, this be some good shit, too. He took a few blasts and then eased back in the seat to continue enjoying the scenery.


The sun was at high noon as the Atlanta skyline came into view on the horizon when the bus hit Spaghetti Junction, a virtual maze of intersecting interstate highways, outside of downtown.


The sight of the Peachtree Towers’ revolving restaurant warmed his heart with memories. He and his partner Rainbow had run their episodes of the “fly in the soup scam” for free expensive meals. He laughed to himself at how easy it had been to fool the waitresses and waiters simply by toting a briefcase and wearing a three-piece suit. Usually they hadn’t had to use the scam; only act like they were important. The workers automatically had presumed they’d pay; however, they rarely had.


Sparkle was still caught up daydreaming when the bus pulled into the Greyhound station on International Boulevard. Debra’s man, JJ, whom he had done a bit with in Columbus, was standing at the entranceway as he passed to the unloading dock. He pushed the window down to holler at him, but the bus turned the corner before he had a chance.


No sooner had he touched ground than he was bumrushed by a horde of squealing little sweethearts. “Uncle Larry, Uncle Larry,” was all he could decipher. A sea of dainty hands pulling on his pants legs had his heart in an uproar. All were vying for his attention, with their wide-eyed excitement. It took all the effort he could muster to keep his balance. As he bent down to scoop up one in his arms, he caught JJ’s eyes and nodded to the wiggling one in his grasp.


JJ smiled. “My nig, that’s Brittany, Krystal’s little girl, in your arms.” He proceeded to point to each of them. “And that’s Candace and Man, Kym’s kids; and Ebony and Mike, Debra’s little runts.”


After a few moments of confused bliss, he noticed a dark-brown Mark IV parked a few feet away. He presumed it was Janet’s ride. Through the fingers of a little hand clawing at his face, he saw Debra in the passenger seat beaming an angelic smile.


He looked over to his niece, Krystal, who was leaning on the hood of the car smiling at his predicament with the kids. “Niecy, could you please help me out here, girl?”


The volume of her laughter shot up a couple of scales. “Aw, man, they all happy to see you. Enjoy the moment; you can handle it.”


He smiled at the dark-skinned cutie pie dressed in a jean suit bedazzled with rhinestones. She was looking as sweet and innocent as ever. He spread his arms wide apart. “Come here, girl; let your old unc get a hug.” Without a moment’s hesitation she embraced him and her daughter in a loving squeeze. Holding Brittany in his arms, he allowed the crew to steer him to the car. Janet, his oldest sister, was at the steering wheel.


Debra leaned out of the window and yelled, “Aight, skinny-ass nigga, come give me a hug, too.”


He gently put the squirming Brittany down and leaned on the car window. “Damn, girl, you could at least get out of the car.”


He put his hand on the handle, but Janet pushed open the driver’s door and smiled. “Get out, my ass; you better get your narrow butt in the car. I ain’t got time to be out here all day.”


He harrumphed and reached in the window and gave Debra a big hug. Always rushing to wait, that’s Janet. He loved her death, even if she was bossy as all out. He stared at Debra as they separated. She was smiling and as always he was stunned by her beauty. If you would split the years between Ciara and Chante Moore, you’d come up with Debra. She blew him a kiss and he could see in her eyes that she was blitzed to the gill. Without a word she handed him an El Producto filled with reefer and already lit.


Before he could get two good tokes, Janet hollered over her shoulder, “Godayum, Debra. Couldn’t ya’ll at least wait ’til we ain’t around the children.”


Debra pushed Sparkle’s face and smiled. “Uh-huh, yeah, Mr. Sparkle man, you can’t wait.”


He looked at her and put his hand over his youth to stifle the laugh erupting from his stomach and stuttered, “What, I can’t. Aw, hell okay.” He frowned at the back of Janet’s head.


“Thank you, godlee,” Janet harrumphed and added, “And I ain’t got to turn around to know you sneering at me, bony-ass man, so you better come around here and give me a hug or something.”


He pulled back from Debra’s tongue-poking-out-face, crossed the front and bowed his head toward her. When she turned her face sideways to offer him her cheek with her arms raised, he jerked the door open. A look of shock crossed her face as she lost her balance. He scooped her out the car and embraced her in a bear hug.


She immediately started cursing, “You crazy muthafucka.”


Before she could get it all out he swung her out of the car and started swirling her in a circle. He could keep it up for only a few spins because she had gotten big as hell. He staggered to a stop before they both hit the pavement. He released her and barely got out of the way of a wild left hook before he sat her against the car. She made a feint and started chasing him, but realized it was useless after only a couple of seconds. She slid back into the car huffing and puffing. All the kids were rolling with laughter.


He slid into the backseat and Debra blew him a shotgun up his nose. He pressed one nostril with his index finger and inhaled deeply until he started to gag.


She reached across his shoulder and started pounding on his back, until his face was mashing into the back of the seat. Janet popped him upside the head. “Ah-ha, that’s whatcha get. I done told ya’ll not to do that stuff around the kids anyway.”


He coughed. “See there, BooBoo, I told ya to wait.” He backhanded the spittle from his mouth and chin. Debra sucked another good toke and rolled her eyes at Janet and said, “Aw godayum, let’s get outta here.” Reluctantly she put the blunt out.


“About time.” Janet pouted.


“I said okay, Grandma,” Debra spat, as she suddenly pressed her back into the seat.


“Grandma, my ass. All these kids around; damn girl,” Janet growled as she spun angrily around.


“Hey, I said okay. I put it out, so you can stop yo bitching,” Debra said as she crossed her legs and arms.


Janet reached back and slapped Sparkle upside the head. “And as for you, fly-ass nigga, you ain’t been out but a hot second. Can’t you chill on that? Man, we in downtown Atlanta. My God!”


He held up his hands in surrender, reached over Debra and yanked a giggling Brittany onto his lap. “Let’s roll then, ya’ll.”


Brittany wiggled and giggled all the way to the Chandler East apartments where the rest of the family waited to welcome him home.


He admired the skyline as they rolled down I-20 and passed some of his old haunts in Atlanta and Decatur.


Thirty minutes later they piled out of the car. His nephew, Stacy, and niece, Kym, tackled him to the ground. He looked up the sidewalk; these were the same apartments where he used to stay with the twin sisters from Washington, Georgia.


He smiled, recalling the sweet honeys; especially how down they had been with their hustles. He silently wondered how they were doing, since he hadn’t heard anything about them for several years. He made a mental note to track down their whereabouts. Those surely had been some good times, getting high and getting plenty of digits with his boy, Rainbow. One of the twins had ended up being one of his fastest steppers in his ever-revolving stable.


Sparkle got up off the ground and then he and Stacy had a hugging and shoving match up the walk to Debra’s apartment. Stacy was draped in a number 38 Georgia Tech football jersey and wore denims bunched around his gold-trimmed Nikes. He was the spitting image of his daddy, Sam, a top player who drove the honeys wild with his squinty-eyed smile and Mack man mentality.


There was a five-player Tonk game in progress when they entered the apartment. Sparkle’s initial instincts were to join in the game. He fought off those urges to complete the greeting and to chow down on some fried chicken, fish, spareribs and corn-bread; all finger-licking good. He washed down the food with ice-cold Heinekens. Sparkle, Debra and Stacy disappeared into the kids’ room. They smoked a couple of blunts before everybody started leaving. It was indeed a blessing to be home.





CHAPTER THREE
It’s Rolling Rocks Time


“I hear that that nigga Sparkle is about to hit the bricks,” a silhouetted figure said out of a haze of blue smoke from the shadows.


“Uh-huh, he should be hitting the city in a little while, if he ain’t already here,” the other figure in the fedora-cocked aceydeucy responded.

OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/halftitle.jpg
A Mystery Tale from the Hood

Burty South Grind





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
A Mystery Tale from the Hood

Burty South Grind
L.E. Newell






OEBPS/images/f00iv-01.jpg






OEBPS/images/9781451607994.jpg
StreBOE N THE Sttggtz,

A Mystery Tule from the Hood

Burty South Grind
L.E. Newell

REBOR Books

St







OEBPS/images/common.jpg







