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Thomas Slater’s latest novel is a non-stop ride of entertaining drama with suspenseful plot-twists and pulse-pounding action—from unholy corruption inside a church sanctuary to the insidious figures that lurk in the shadows of the dangerous city-streets.


Wisdom Jones has made a deal with the Devil. Purchase price of a kidney: his life. But this Devil isn’t the malicious spirit who’s the total embodiment of evil: this one’s human, the CEO of the biggest drug operation ever established inside of Detroit city limits, and rumored to dabble in the black market for human organs. Though the tab may be staggering, no cost is too steep for the life of Wisdom’s precious mother.


Her dying wish is to see her disobedient family restored to their once proper alignment with God. She lays her hand on her only responsible son’s head and makes him swear the oath. Wisdom isn’t ready to honor a dying wish. What good would it do to restore his mother’s health if stress from her wayward family delivered her right back to death’s doorstep? The Devil gives Wisdom a week to give his mother one more present: the gift of restoring her family back to its rightful splendor.


No More Time-Outs follows Wisdom Jones while he prowls the dangerous streets in pursuit of reformation. The clock is running and there’re absolutely…no more time-outs! 


“Tremendously talented, Thomas Slater is a refreshingly welcome voice in African-American fiction... Exciting, entertaining and empowering, his explosive creativity makes him an immediate force to be reckoned with.”


—William Fredrick Cooper, Award-Winning, National Bestselling Author of There’s Always a Reason
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Thomas Slater is a native of Detroit, Michigan. He is the author of three novels, Run with the Pack, Blue-Collar Diary, and Show Stoppah. Visit the author at www.slaterboyfiction.com, Twitter.com/thomasEslater, and Facebook.com/thomaseslater. PHOTO COURTESY OF IMAGES & MOMENTS PHOTOGRAPHY
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Dear Reader:


No More Time-Outs by Thomas Slater blew my mind…literally. The characters, their storylines, the suspense, and their candid and brutally honest dialogue all create a mix for wonderful reading. What happens when a family is destroyed by one tragic event and one disheartened patriarch? Complete chaos.


Slater weaves a tale of a highly regarded minister who is a complete nightmare to the clergy. He sleeps with his congregation, openly disrespects his wife, and has no morals whatsoever. Therefore, it is no surprise when his behavior trickles down to his offspring and throws all of their lives into turmoil as well. From the oversexed daughter who is attracted to thugs outside of her marriage to a drug-addicted son who snatches purses from senior citizens to feed his habit, their family is on the brink of destruction. But one son is determined to try to pull their household back together when the mother suddenly takes ill. However, he must battle his own demons of the past and make one of the toughest decisions ever…when there are no more time-outs.


As always, thank you for reading the authors that I present under my imprint, Strebor Books. We strive to bring you the best and most prolific authors around. Please check out Slater’s first novel, Show Stoppah, as well. I am sure that you will enjoy No More Time-Outs as much as myself.


Blessings,
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Zane


Publisher


Strebor Books International


www.simonandschuster.com/streborbooks
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IN LOVING MEMORY OF MY NEPHEW:
JERMAINE SLATER, JR.


As a writer, my nephew, Jermaine Slater, Jr., was my biggest supporter. In those dark days when the doors that held access to the literary world were welded shut, Jermaine was there as a constant source of inspiration when I was ready to pull the plug. Cheering me on intensely, he would often say: “Unc, you’re crazy to give up your dreams when you’re so close—you feel me?” Of course, I couldn’t do anything but laugh. He was right. I had come too far. The doors and windows had been opened wide enough for me to live how I dreamed.


Unfortunately, I could not physically share this wondrous testimony of faith with Jermaine Slater, Jr.


My nephew tragically departed this life April 15, 2011, leaving nothing behind but the devastation of heartache and emotional pain. After his untimely death I didn’t care much about anything, least of all, my dreams for literary greatness. Unfamiliar with the new air I was breathing, my nephew was my familiar oxygen; one that I could count on for a positive word whenever I emerged from a creative solitude. I could remember taking deep breaths, but couldn’t feel my lungs expanding.


Slipping into a sullen, somber sadness, weeks passed as I felt myself ascend into the darkness of depression and pitching a tent in the name of “permanent residency.” But before I could get comfortable, God reminded me that my nephew wasn’t dead—and neither was my dream. The Lord let me know that anything He loved never died. And, Lil Maine, as long as I have oxygen in my lungs and blood coursing through my veins, I will honor your memory. Not by simply existing inside of the dream, but living it in the form of high-octane fiction that will become my staple for years to come.


Jermaine, with every word I write and every meditation I type, you will live.


So, from here on out, my writing career is dedicated to you, my loving nephew. Between you and me, one book at a time, we’re gonna stake our literary claim inside the minds of readers—all with God leading the way, of course.


The boy with the charming, mega-watt smile, slick swagger, accompanied by crazy, cool charisma will always occupy a special place in my heart! I love you, Lil Maine!


—Your uncle





ACKNOWLEDGMENTS


God is my light! In Him I shall find my way home!


To my brother, Jermain Slater Sr., no father should have to follow his son’s walk from the cradle to the grave. May God comfort you in the absence of Jermaine Slater Jr.


I’m acknowledging my niece, Marcia Marks! A week after the release of my first title, Show Stoppah, Marcia was at the library searching for another title when she stumbled across mine. And of course, she tossed the other title to the side and only left with Show Stoppah—well, that’s how I imagined it probably went down. I would’ve wanted it to go something like that—Marcia, please tell me that it went something like that…


I’m sorry—where was I?—oh yeah, acknowledgments. Zane, I can’t thank you enough for the opportunity!


Last but certainly not least: Mama, this is my sophomore project. Please sprinkle some guardian angel dust over this one so that I’m one step closer to accomplishing my first goal. I can’t tell you guys about that goal. It’s between me and my mama, Mary Slater. I love you!


To all the readers, I would just like to say: Thank you all for putting up with the insane, message-driven entertainment that I like to call “high octane fiction.” I love you guys!
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The thoughts going on inside the young boy’s mind after he slipped off a gigantic boulder he and his two brothers were fishing from and into the frigid lake was beyond comprehension. Terror filled the air as the two brothers desperately struggled to pull the younger boy from the water and back onto the boulder. Tears filled their eyes as they watched their younger brother slip from their grasp. All hell broke loose as the current swept the young boy further and further away from shore.


One of the two older boys became alarmed. He thought about jumping in, but not knowing how to swim fueled the desire to get help. One more glance revealed that his brother was struggling to stay afloat. Seeing the whole scene put his steps into motion as he ran up a dirt trail cutting through dense vegetation, yelling, screaming and waving his arms like he was trying to direct an airplane onto the runway. But this was no airport. His brother was in the water.


It wasn’t long before the commotion drew the attention of two older men who were standing and fishing from the bank. Once they understood what was going on, there was no time to waste with details. The boy was quickly shoved off the path as the larger of the two men started up the dirt trail, knocking away tree branches as he rushed through, kicking up a cloud of dust. Fear urged him on as he could finally hear the commotion ahead. The shorter man was on the heels of the larger one—followed by the boy. The larger man mumbled something incoherent.


Coming upon the clearance, he could see his older son frantically motioning out to the middle of the lake. Not seeing his baby boy only confirmed his fears. In one fluid motion, without thinking, the larger man leapt from the boulder, kicking his legs as though he were a record-breaking broad jumper.


Splash!


He hit the water. It was a miracle. His baby was still afloat. The young boy had been swept in to the middle of the lake, but he was still alive. Chopping, splashing and kicking, the father made his way to the boy. With one mighty push, he shoved the confused little boy all the way to shore and into the awaiting arms of the shorter man.


Seeing his son to safety had been a small victory over the Reaper, but reality presented another deadly circumstance. The father couldn’t swim. He’d saved his son, but he was now faced with the critical task of saving himself. And since no one on the banks of that river could swim, the father fought and wrestled with the water like it was a dark foe who’d come to take his life. With the baby boy safely on shore, the group was made to watch in sheer horror as the father desperately splashed around, screaming, “Throw me a pole!”


The shorter man followed direction. He wrapped the end of the durable fishing line around his left hand and cast the pole out toward the drowning man. The pole failed to reach the father as he went under once, twice, the final time.
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“Shit!” Yazoo flung his arms around violently, falling out of the bed, landing dead on his backside. Sweat profusely poured down his face, making his brown skin resemble the glaze on a doughnut. He sat up dazed, as he stared around his bedroom. The spooky face of old man darkness stared back. Yazoo had been having this recurring nightmare ever since that sad, gloomy day in August when he and his half-brothers watched his father drown. Yazoo’s beloved father had died saving the life of his youngest stepson—a son who had turned out to be a junkie. In Yazoo’s mind, there was no fair trade. His father was gone. Now his life was a void of darkness and despair. And where was God while all this was going on—on lunch break? His mother had tried hard to explain life to him, but Yazoo’s mind had been made up. He wasn’t going to believe in God. From that moment on, God was no longer in his vocabulary. He would dog out anyone who attempted to get him to go to church.


He would be a rebel.


Yeah, that’s it; a rebel against God.


After all, God had been to blame for taking the life of his father, and cursing him with years of nightmarish slumber. What a serious injustice: his father’s life for his brother’s, Jordan. What a pillar of humanity he turned out to be—an alcoholic by day and a junkie by night.


Yazoo hated his life. But it was his stupid name that he hated the most: Yazoo Washington. What kind of self-respecting mother would name her eldest child after a small fly speck of a county in Mississippi?


As he stared off into the dead of night, he chuckled. His chuckling turned into deep, booming laughter with a super-sized dose of insanity. Then, all at once, the laughter turned into painful sobbing. The kind of sobbing that happens after the loss of a loved one. His chest heaved; tears flushed his cheeks. He held his head in the palms of his hands and thought to himself, God would pay for wrecking his life.


As quickly as it started, the sobbing shut off like a faucet. He was a gangster again. And gangsters didn’t show weakness.


He picked himself up off the floor and went into the bathroom to wipe his face, then returned to the bedroom, making a phone call.


“Yeah, man. It’s on and popping,” Yazoo spoke into the receiver with tons of bass. He made another phone call and got dressed. He thought about his dad. He thought about death. He thought about power. He made a pact with himself: he would pick when and where to meet death. No one or nothing would take his life until he was ready to lay it down…not even God Himself.


Yazoo walked out into early morning darkness. He jumped into his hooptie, and with one tail light glowing, sped off into the night.
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“Schmuck”—was the only word that came to mind in describing the bone-headed situation who was now calling me her baby-daddy.


“I don’t know why I mess around with yo’ broke ass, Boo-Boo. You know I need money for new paternity clothes—”


“That’s maternity clothes,” I corrected. “And every time that you squeeze money from me you end up over at Wanita’s Bumper and Curl salon.”


“Whatever. You know what I mean, Boo-Boo. We gonna see how smarter-than-a-fifth-grader you are when them Friends of the Court pit bulls get off in yo’ shit.”


“Yes, Malisa,” I spoke softly into my cell. My frustration grew with every dissecting moment. I hated when my ghetto girlfriend called me while I was on my job delivering packages. It wasn’t enough that these packages were heavy, and my supervisor was always checking up on me at every stop, but my girlfriend was always carrying on about money and randomly shaking me down for it.


I’d messed up, royally. I could admit that, I, Wisdom Jones, being of sound mind and schmuck, had truly screwed the pooch. One defective condom had cost me the heaviest hurt of three lifetimes. What had started out as an inebriated booty call was now a coerced relationship held together by a pregnancy and promising threats of diming me out to the Friends of the Court.


Bluntly put: I hated that broad with all my heart’s heart.


“Malisa, hold on.” Another call came in. I didn’t recognize the number. Against my better judgment, I answered it. I usually didn’t answer unknown phone calls. “Yeah,” I said, trying to disguise my voice.


“Don’t put me on…”


I clicked on to the other line.


“Wisdom,” my father’s voice spoke with urgency, “your momma has had a crisis. We’re down at the hospital.”


“All right. I’m on my way.”


Worried, I threw my Metro PCS on the passenger seat, forgetting about Malisa. Two minutes later, my cell violently vibrated. My home number appeared on the caller ID. It was my own little devil in pumps. Malisa was an angry person. Mean to the bone. It had gotten so bad, I could distinguish the disgruntled vibrations of her calls over others. Malisa was short, and light-skinned. I was enchanted by her hourglass figure. And the fact that she had the biggest booty and the smallest waistline of any girl I’d ever seen. But she was downright nasty. I didn’t want to answer the phone, but I had to.


“I’m sorry, Malisa.” I tried to sound as apologetic as I could, hoping that it would soothe the little savage beast.


“What the hell did you hang up on me for?” Malisa ranted. She didn’t give me a chance to get a word in. “I know you don’t want me to put those child support dogs on you, do you?”


By this time, I had the pedal to the metal, rushing to the hospital. I was hoping like hell that I wouldn’t be pulled over for speeding. God knows my license couldn’t stand any more points. I was already hanging on to my mail delivery job by a wing and a prayer. The insurance company that my job carried was ready to burn my license over a campfire.


“No, Malisa.” I stopped at a red light, fearing my mother would die before I got there.


“You know I got a doctor’s appointment,” she huffed into the phone. “You will be there!”


“My momma—”


“Your momma ain’t got nothing to do with this conversation.”


I sat there in a daze, not realizing that the light had changed color. A loud blurring horn by an irate motorist from behind brought me back to my senses. I took off like a shot.


“My momma’s in the hospital,” I said, observing my rearview mirror.


“You will come to pick me up—like I said!” She hung up the phone. I couldn’t think straight. All my thoughts were of my mother. Malisa didn’t matter. But as I drove through the streets to the hospital, I recognized that there would be hell to pay if I missed her appointment.


Fearing the worst, I parked my mail delivery van in the visitor’s parking lot. I’d been in the middle of my route when I received the phone call. Somehow, my boss was going to trip because I had put my route on hold. Bosses never understood when someone had a family crisis.


Making my way through the parking lot, the high humidity made it almost impossible to breathe. People were everywhere. As usual, all eyes were on my robust, six-foot-five frame. I figured height to be a curse. The unwanted attention made me remember the dream that I’d never accomplished. I had made the Dean’s List three years straight at Michigan State University. I’d won a NCAA championship, and MVP honors in my junior year. There were many in my ear telling me that I could make millions in the NBA. So I packed it up after my third year and entered the NBA draft.


On the eve of the draft, to relax, I went out to the park to run some ball. I got involved in a heated pick-up game, which turned out to be the worst mistake of my entire life. I blew out my ACL (anterior cruciate ligament). I was crushed. After the surgery, I rehabbed like a lunatic, but didn’t come back 100 percent. I was toxic in the NBA. None of the teams wanted to gamble on me. And if it weren’t for my mother, I probably wouldn’t be here today. I never could get my life back on track after that. And because I’d thought with the pockets of an athlete and not my brain, I was now reduced to driving this damn mail van!


I hated hospitals. They always smelled like ammonia and bland food. I checked in at the front desk. And as expected, they gave me hassle. Told me that I could only go up if somebody came down. That let me know that the whole family was up there. I pinched the bridge of my nose in dying frustration. If my family members were up there, trouble, arguing and resentment were visiting as well. My poor mother. My siblings were way out of control. So much hatred existed in our family. One word described us: dysfunctional.


Before the middle-aged, fat black woman could hang up the telephone, I’d made my way to a huge bank of elevators. I wasn’t gonna wait. Because of my enormous size, I banked on no one coming after me. Sometimes being huge had its advantages. This was definitely one of those times.


I entered the elevator and stood with my back resting against the wall. I watched the numbers fly by, wondering what fate awaited me in room B-213 on the thirteenth floor. Didn’t believe in bad luck. But I wished they could’ve placed Momma on another floor.


As I rounded the corner, my worst fears were confirmed: chaos. Total chaos. My older brother, Yazoo, had his finger all up in my only sister, Tempest’s face. My sister wasn’t backing down, though. Spit was flying everywhere. His mouth was moving so fast I couldn’t figure out what he was saying until I got up on them.


“If you kept your ass out of that married man’s house,” he yelled loud enough to warrant the attention of the nurses sitting at the nurse station, “you would’ve known what the hell was going on!”


“No you didn’t, punk!” Tempest popped her neck, and snapped her fingers. “Judging by that same tired, funky outfit you’ve been wearing for the past few weeks, it would be safe to say that your hustle game is lame. You need to stop gym shoe-crack rolling and get yourself a real job, you bum,” my sister shot back.


“Did somebody say crack?” my cracked-out younger brother, Jordan, chimed in.


“Somebody sit his crackhead behind down!” Tempest yelled.


All this was going on and I hadn’t made my way into my momma’s room. They were carrying on as though I was invisible. I had to assert my dominance.


“Shut the hell up!” I roared, causing a nurse to fumble with her tray of utensils and almost sending Jordan into cardiac arrest. My booming voice had shut Tempest completely up, leaving my hard-head-butt older brother. At six feet even, Yazoo thought of himself as a hardcore hoodlum. A real gangster. He wasn’t crazy. He wore an Ice Cube snarl on his grill for a minute but when I increased mine, he took a walk.


“Is that you, Wizzy?” a very sickly voice called out from inside the room. I snarled at Tempest one more time before I entered. She dropped her head as though she knew what I was thinking.


“Jordan, sit your ass down somewhere.” I hated to see my baby brother in his chemically dependent state. Frank, Yazoo’s biological father’s death, had had quite an affect on Jordan. Yazoo had a different father from the rest of us. My mother didn’t marry Frank because of his playa’s mentality. She married my father instead. Frank never held it against my mother. Wherever he took Yazoo, he took me and Jordan as well. And that’s what we were doing at the lake on that fatal day. Frank was a nature man. Hunting and fishing were the two main loves of his life. I was with him when I’d shot my first deer, killed my first rabbit. Unfortunately, I was there the day of his death. We were at a lake in Pontiac. Jordan had fallen in. Yazoo ran and got Frank. Frank jumped in to save Jordan and drowned in the process. I had a strong feeling Yazoo hated us for it. He became cold, hard, disgruntled. Although he was the eldest, everybody gave me that respect. Even Yazoo looked up to me.


That’s why the chump was standing in the doorway staring at me out the corner of his eyes. I would hate to have to snatch those cornrows out of his head.


“Wizzy,” my mother called out. “I’m glad to see that you made it.” She coughed weakly. That’s when I noticed the older gentleman sitting right next to her bed. It pained me heavy whenever I saw his sneaky mug.


“Hi, son,” my father greeted me. I gave him a serious look of disgust as I glanced down at the black leather-covered Bible he was clutching, like he actually believed. I let a feisty look do my talking as I walked past him over to kiss Momma.


“How you doing, Ma?” I asked. She looked tired. Before her illness, Momma used to have a vibrant figure. That was all behind her now. Years of worrying about her wayward husband had taken its toll on her vivacity. CRF or Chronic Renal Failure was the doctor’s fancy way of saying that Momma’s kidneys were about as worthless as one-half of a missing, torn hundred-dollar bill. Hypertension had been the culprit. Momma had been carrying around high blood pressure for years and didn’t know it. Her extreme hatred for bad news had kept her from regularly scheduled doctor’s examinations. Even when she’d started losing weight, Momma still wouldn’t go. It wasn’t until she’d started experiencing bloody stools, severe bouts of nausea and intense vomiting that she made a doctor’s appointment. Momma’s health had been slowly declining ever since.


“The doctors said that I have to go on Hemodialysis and be put on the organ donor list.”


“God said that everything is going to be just fine.” My father saw a chance to get into the conversation. He stood up, smelling like extremely expensive cologne. Raising the Bible over his head, Pop went to work quoting scriptures involving faith.


“Isaiah 40:31—they that wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength. They shall mount up with wings as eagles,” my father preached rather loudly, bringing my sister and brothers into the room. The room was a private room. No bigger than a shoebox. It was barely able to accommodate three people. “Romans—”


“Shut up, you jackleg preacher!” Yazoo screamed.


That ignited Tempest.


“You bum, listening to some of that might do your heathen behind some good!” Tempest shouted, her tongue scolding hot buckshot.


Yazoo had taken just about enough verbal abuse. Without further delay, he rushed her, his hands out front as if he was charging to choke her. Being the peacemaker that I was, I jumped between the two combatants, subduing Yazoo.


“Please, y’all,” Momma said, sitting up in the bed almost out of breath. “Do anybody recognize”—she caught her breath—“that this is a hospital and there’re sick people all around us, even in this room?” Momma’s long salt-and-pepper-colored hair hung around the first bow tie of her hospital gown.


Pops stood there holding his Bible up like he was trying to ward off evil spirits. I struggled with Yazoo as he yelled back at my sister.


“What’s in that book,” Yazoo shouted in Pops’ direction as he struggled around inside of my bear hug, “about her harlot, married ass sleeping with other men?”


“This is getting on my nerves. I’m going for a drink,” Jordan said, immediately leaving the room.


“Honor thy father and thy mother,” Pops quoted, holding the Bible in the direction of Yazoo.


“You ain’t my old man,” Yazoo blazed. “You an ol’ jackleg preacher. Holding that Bible, you don’t even believe in it yourself. Taking your congregation for all their money, using it for your tramps–”


“Yazoo, what did I say?” Momma said a little bit stronger this time, standing to her feet.


“Excuse me,” a soft voice said from the doorway. When we looked up, there was an itty-bitty nurse standing in front of three rough-looking, beefy security guards. Two black, one white. “Some of you are going to have to leave.”


Yazoo stopped struggling. I sized up the three men behind the nurse. The two brothers were my height and wore identical builds. I went to say something but one look from Momma silenced me. She was the only one who could do something with me once I got going.


“Nurse,” Momma said, “I’m sorry about this blatant disrespect shown by my ‘supposed to be’ behaved children.” She gave all of us that cold, motherly glare. “They’re leaving right now!”


Yazoo caught the white security guard staring at him as though there were something personal in his eyes.


“You got a problem, honky?” Yazoo hollered in his direction. The guard looked as though he wanted to take some steps toward Yazoo. But the Mike Tyson-like look on my face was enough to stall the schmuck’s efforts. The tension inside the small room was becoming hostile. Then, it was as if God Himself had spoken to the nurse. She turned, but not before mean-mugging us, and walked off with security in tow.


Momma lay back on the bed and covered herself. “I want everybody, except Wizzy, to leave the room.”


There was some grumbling but everybody started toward the door.


Tempest kissed Momma on the jaw and told her she would be in touch. Yazoo didn’t even offer a backward glance when he left. And Pops said he had some mission work to do. I shook my head in disgust. His only mission was grinding on top of some other man’s wife. He asked did she need anything and looked at me as if to offer some sort of kind gesture, but he looked at the bulldog scowl on my grill and decided against it.


It wasn’t that I didn’t like my father; I hated how he used his ministry for his own personal gain. He was the most crooked pastor I’d ever seen. Most of all, I didn’t like the way he was doing my mother.


“Momma, I’m sorry for all that drama they put you through.” I sat in the chair that Pops had occupied earlier.


Momma looked up at me and smiled. “Wizzy, you don’t have to apologize for them. We all know that they mean well, but they’re ignorant when it comes to respect.”


“Momma, are you scared?”


“Son,” she said, taking her time, “of course I get scared. But I’ve learned to keep my hand in God’s hand. We are all going to have to go through something in this life. We have to be prepared.”


Amidst all the confusion that had gone on in the room, I hadn’t paid attention to all the machines Momma was hooked up to. And because she had risen, one of her leads had come off. Like clockwork, the little chimpanzee-looking nurse had returned. She faked a smile and popped the wire back into place. I watched the chimp walk out of the room. Momma smiled foolishly. She knew I had jokes.


“Wizzy, I want you to be prepared for what God’s plan is for me. I’ve fought through a whole lot of bad things in my life: my unfaithful husband, my failing health, my bad kids—except for you—and my husband’s other family down in Mississippi.” Momma’s bright smile faded behind the cloud of Pops’ infidelities. “I want you to promise me one thing, Wizzy.”


“Momma, you know I’d do anything for you.” I took her hand and looked deeply into her eyes. Momma bore an uncanny resemblance to Gladys Knight. She just had longer hair. “I love you. And I know you’re going to make it.”


Momma pursed her lips together. She gave me a warm, motherly look. “I know, son. I want you to look after your sister and brothers. They’re not living their lives right. But I was hoping some of what you have would rub off on them. Find a way to reach them. Yazoo is in reaching distance. He don’t believe in God anymore, but that’s all because of his father drowning. Promise me that you’ll bring them together.”


“You’re not giving up? Why are you talking to me like you’re about to die?”


Momma looked out the window as though she was waiting on God to answer for her. “Son, I don’t doubt God, but there are a whole bunch of folks waiting on donors. It would take some kind of a miracle to receive a kidney in time.”


I almost broke down. The mere thought of my mother not being here made me want to go to the organ donor office and pull a Denzel-style John Q. My vibrating cell took me by surprise. I almost jumped out of my skin. I looked at the caller ID. It was my nightmare in leather pumps. Malisa was ringing my phone like she had a problem with the world. Out of respect for my momma, I didn’t answer it. Didn’t feel like getting into an argument. Didn’t feel like hearing her scream at the top of her voice. Momma already knew what was up. She knew her son. She could tell what mood I was in by every facial expression.


“You and Malisa fighting again?” Momma had that ‘I told you so’ look on her face. Momma didn’t like Malisa from the very first day she had laid eyes on her.


“No, Ma’am,” I lied. “We’re fine.” I looked at my watch. It was time for me to finish my route. I hated to leave. Didn’t want to leave. But if I wanted to keep a roof over my head and continue to eat, I had to get back to work. It was as if Momma was reading my mind.


“It’s time for you to get back to work. You don’t have any room to get fired.”


I wanted to say more but I let my kiss on her jaw do my talking. We both said our good-byes, and then I walked back into my Twilight Zone of a life.





[image: images]



Two hours ago, I was studying my Bible, reading from the gospel of Matthew. What stuck in my mind was committing adultery. My thing was: why make men look so damn attractive? Why is it so hard to follow God’s rules? Why make all this stuff appealing to the flesh, and then say, we are not allowed to even think about touching? The more I read the Bible, the more I became confused. This law tried to tell me that I risked a permanent vacation in Hell if I committed this sin, or my soul was going to burn for eternity if I didn’t repent. How could I stop my mind from wondering about the appetites of the flesh?


It was a good thing God wasn’t in the back of my Escalade because Robert was doing all those little things to me the Bible warned were sinful. My father always said evil lurked around using the cover of darkness, covering up the naughtiness of mankind. We were far away from the city, and even farther from my husband. My truck sat in one of the metro parks. I was too drunk to know which one I’d driven to. At this point, while Robert was sinking his love deeper and deeper into me, it really didn’t matter. Nothing mattered. Yes, I was married, but Robert was my boytoy. My maintenance man of choice. I hated sounding like a cliché, but I was pushed into this affair. My husband and I owned a huge beauty shop, two apartment buildings and a cluster of single homes. He was a good man, always good to me. But he couldn’t satisfy me in the bedroom. He’d come into my life at a time when my self-esteem had been damaged by this bastard of an ex-boyfriend. My husband was cute. Had money. I was lonely. And that’s all it took for me to walk down the aisle. I tried for the first year to be a good wife, but when I met Robert, that was it. He had power, passion.


“Tempest Jones, Tempest Jones, damn Mrs. Jones,” Robert sang poorly, but passionately let me know that he was appreciating every inch of my womanhood. “Me and Mrs.—Mrs. Jones…Mrs. Jones, Mrs. Jones.”


Robert was an attorney from a very prestigious law firm. The man was a sexual beast, too. He understood my body better than me. Plus, the very long thang swinging between his legs had sealed the deal.


We were going at it pretty hot and heavy now. The windows were fogged up and I was trying hard to keep from screaming while he was pleasuring me like no man had ever done. My ass was facing him while I straddled his lap. I tried desperately to keep my wits about me so that we wouldn’t find ourselves crept up on by the park rangers. Robert had the task of watching the back and side windows. No matter how hard we tried to keep watch, our lust blinded us as we slipped deeper into erotic bliss. At the height of my climax, I totally let my guard down. No longer was I watching for the law. Hell, we had a good spot anyway. The truck sat in a deserted parking lot a mile off the main road, surrounded by big evergreen trees.


The one thing I did like about having affairs with other men was that they didn’t want to cuddle afterward. There was no time to. Really no time for words. Sometimes we did it, and said nothing to each other afterward. Just a kiss and a smile and we’d go our own separate ways. And that’s what Robert and I did. I drove him back to his truck, kissed him and he went his way, leaving me to go mine.


The night was still young. It was around eleven and I was still very much hungry for flesh. I wondered about my husband, but I knew Darrius was probably slaving away over paperwork as usual, not giving a damn about me. I wanted to go home but my appetite wouldn’t let me. I had dined on a corporate power lunch. And for dinner—a young tasty thug.


Within one hour, I’d managed to go from Cristal to Old English, from a thousand-dollar suit to a saggy pants, Timberland boot-wearing, gun-toting, rough house-walking, rap music-blasting, cold-blooded gangster.


I blamed two people for my open legs condition: my mother and Reverend Poppa Jones. In her day, my mother had one helluva figure. She had all the sexual equipment to leave a man licking his lips and wanting to pay for a sample. Moms had average-sized plump breasts—with absolutely no assistance from a good bra—the girls always stood at attention. Her delectable swell blended in nicely with her narrow waistline. And just when roaming eyes thought it was over, her flawless waistline tapered downward and ballooned into a beautiful, well-proportioned backside. Her legs held muscular definition. My ol’ girl used to be strapped. And that’s the body I was tramping around town in now. I’d inherited my mom’s whole package.


Unlike my mother, though, I was out of control with my hourglass figure. I felt God had given me a hot sports car without the owner’s manual. I was an ebony dime piece in search of a ninety cent thug so we could share a whole dollar’s worth of good times. Men often told me that my body was a cross between Jennifer Lopez’s and Beyoncé’s.


I’d been a preacher’s kid growing up. That meant we didn’t get to experiment with the world like other kids. We were in church more than we were at home. I hated every minute of it, too. Back when my father was the pastor at a small storefront church, times were terrible. The inside of the church was raggedy, and even when he wasn’t working at Global Engines and Axles manufacturing plant, the good Reverend spent the rest of his time making repairs to that dump. In my mind’s eyes, kids shouldn’t be deprived of life’s experiences. They will only end up like me.


It took me forty minutes to get from the suburbs to the hood. I should have been pretty scared driving around the ghetto in my expensive pearl white Lexus LX570 at that time of night. The street looked like a cemetery: old, abandoned houses stood like century-old mausoleums; crackheads emerged from them like zombies preparing to prowl the night in search of slow-death, offered by rock cocaine. Darkness shared the street with gloom. Every other streetlight was out—probably shot out by the lower-level dealers while testing the power and accuracy of the many black market weapons purchased on the streets. The area was also a wasteland of expensive vehicles that crowded vacant lots, alleys and streets stripped to the frame and left sitting on cinderblocks.


After I passed the first block, the street burst with life. The hustlers were hustling, the crackheads were stealing, and people walked the streets searching for whatever people searched for at that time of night. My little twenty-year-old thug was another reason for why I had no concern with being in this part of town by myself. This was his kingdom and according to him, niggas knew what belonged to Geechie. Death came by way of disrespect and nobody lurking inside of a healthy mind knew better than to cross him.


Geechie might’ve been a shrimp of a man, but it was his sinister heart that catapulted him into the shoes of a ghetto legend. He was a dark-skinned brother with pearly white teeth, deep dimples and brushed-wavy hair. It wasn’t his small frame which was ripped right by mountain ranges of muscle that had earned Geechie the ferocious reputation, but the two pistols he was known for carrying on his person—I think I heard one of his boys refer to them as .40-caliber Glocks. Geechie was violent, a major player inside his world who lived as close to the edge as one could get without falling over. He didn’t give a damn about the law, and his mouth was foul…but I loved his thuggish drawers.


After I found the house, I pulled up around back. Geechie’s company parked in the alley. As I drove up, my headlights flooded the alley, sending big furry rats scattering for cover. As soon as I opened the truck door, the sound of windowpanes were violently vibrating to the point of explosion under the heavy bassline behind Busta Rhymes as he ripped the track to pieces on the Chris Brown song “Look at Me Now.”


Stepping from of the truck in this neck of the woods was my least favorite thing to do. It didn’t matter the season, the alley behind Geechie’s crash-crib aways smelled like pure-dee piss, cheap wine, and garbage. I looked around. Nothing but darkness stared back after the timer on my truck headlights disengaged. I expected somebody to jump from the shadows and drag me into God knows what. That thought caused me to pull and tug at my short dress.


Walking through flickering backyard lights reminded me that I was still wearing my four-carat diamond ring. The dog barking in the distance caused me to walk a little faster. Inside the backyard, I could smell something that I was praying not to step in. The security that I received from the private fences surrounding the whole backyard made me feel a little comfortable. Not to mention the pair of roguish eyes peering out from one of the top bedroom windows. He yelled something as I stepped my high-end pumps onto the back porch. The outside of the house was kept up immaculately. They even had the nerve to have a flower garden in the front yard. It looked like Suzy Homemaker lived here. But that was a facade. The real intentions of the place were much more evil.


I was fidgeting with my alarm keypad when the heavy steel door swung open, which was immediately followed by smoke and a strong marijuana smell that the kids called kush.


“Tell Geechie that his piece is here,” the corn-rolled punk with half-opened eyes announced to the others as he intensely stared at my body like I had no clothes on. He was drinking a forty-ounce of something with no shirt on and ran a free hand over the protruding navel of his hanging belly like it was going to be the smoothest thing to see on this ghetto tour of “pimps, hoes, and gangstas.” No, he didn’t lick his big pink lips, I thought as the worm stepped aside to let me pass. The grip I had on my clutch bag would probably rival one exhibited by a wino holding the last bottle of cheap wine here on earth.


I went in through the kitchen, stepping right into a sea of sagging pants gangsters. Just about everybody and their mommas were sporting afros and cornrows like they were staging a Bring Back the Seventies rally. There were a few young women on the scene. But none of the little skanks had anything on me, though.


Once I entered, all eyes were wallpapered to me. My mouth-watering cleavage reminded me that, at age thirty-five, I was still the hottest bitch at the party. A strapless, form-fitting, but very gorgeous, bone-colored Dolce and Gabbana dress hugged every curve of my body, yielding about mid-thigh. Manalo Blahnik shoes, Hublot watch—three carats, of course—and a Gucci clutch that cost more than all the outfits and nappy hair weave that these little hoodrats were sporting combined, completed my ensemble. They stared in hot envy—even though they probably weren’t up on half the designers I had on.


The rap music was unbearably loud. Unlike the outside of the house, the inside looked like a trash bin. While exposed wiring, cracked ceilings, and peeling paint gave the place a hollowed-out, condemned look, beer bottles, cigarette butts, pizza boxes and the burger wrappers that littered the floor made sure the afterparty rodent clean-up crew was fed to ensure a healthy population. The two-legged rats weren’t the only hot-ass creatures running around this dump. I remembered one time in the bathroom where I’d broken the heel on a very expensive pair of Jimmy Choos while trying to escape a rat that had the temperament and body of a rodent, raging on roids.


I put a real sensual twist in my hips to give those tramps something to really look at. I stepped into the living room and I saw where everybody was. I said “hi” to everybody I knew. There were two couples on the floor dancing. Or should I say grinding, freaking like the dance should’ve been sponsored by Trojan. A dice game broke out in a corner of the dining room; young punks talking loud and waving money around. The sofa and loveseat were jammed-to-the cram with heifers and punks drinking and smoking. One of the roughnecks wearing a Detroit Tigers baseball hat and an oversized sweatsuit was regaling the others, with his index and thumb taking the shape of a gun, acting out his shooting of some boy in front of a movie theater. He even fell to the floor and played the role of his victim who obviously begged for his life. I couldn’t believe that they were all laughing about it.


“Ay, homie, ain’t that that ol’ broad who run the beauty shop on Greenfield and Grand River?” I heard one of the guys say to the other.


Old broad? I thought. You know I was smoking. Pissed and disrespected.


“Yeah, man, I dropped my bitch off at that joint a few times. Not bad for an ol’ broad,” his baldheaded boy responded.


I almost said something to them. And just when I was about to go ghetto, Flash, Geechie’s bodyguard, walked up.


“Yo, Geechie waitin’ on you upstairs.” He noticed the uneasy look on my face. “What’s ya problem?”


“Just a little disrespect down here!”


“Which one?”


I nodded my head in the direction of a big, light-skinned guy wearing a baldhead and one of those long, hairy goatees. Baldhead was big, but Geechie’s man was enormous. Flash was a black-hole color with huge hands and feet with a neck the circumference of a Tyrannosaurus rex and barbarian-sized biceps.
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