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Dear Reader:


How far will one go to escape a past lifestyle? Find out as Cynthia Diane Thornton brings us Rise of the Phoenix: Larger than Lyfe II, the follow-up novel to her debut featuring savvy record mogul Keshari Mitchell, leader of Larger than Lyfe Entertainment who has ties to a sophisticated drug ring.


Keshari faked her own death and fled to Brazil where she underwent plastic surgery, transforming herself into “Darian Boudreaux.” In Rise of the Phoenix, she daringly reappears in Los Angeles with her new identity; founding a start-up film company, Phoenix Films. An unexpected script arrives from a “mysterious source”—it’s a biopic of her own life as Keshari Mitchell.


If you thrive on juicy tales from the entertainment and celebrity world, then this novel has all of the elements you crave. It also offers a behind-the-scenes look at the drug game, a timely topic with the current war on drugs at the California-Mexico border.


It’s street lit with an upscale twist and I’m sure you will enjoy the next chapter in “Darian’s” life. So sit back, relax and escape to the underworld with Cynthia Diane Thornton.


Thanks for supporting all of the Strebor Books authors. To find me on the web, please go to www.eroticanoir.com or join my online social network, www.planetzane.org.


Blessings,
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Zane


Publisher


Strebor Books International


www.simonandschuster.com/streborbooks
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FOREWORD


The following fictional account is ENTERTAINMENT, no different than the erotic novel or the lyrical braggadocio of the hip-hop star. The closer that I came to completion of the entire publishing process for my first novel, Larger Than Lyfe, and, subsequently, its sequel, Rise of the Phoenix, the larger the moral implications of it all became for me. I did not want readers to believe that I was attempting to glamorize drug trafficking nor the gangster’s lifestyle; hence, this foreword.


My primary goal for this novel, from the very beginning, was ENTERTAINMENT. My mission is to provide readers with what so many of us LOVE…the gangster’s story…because there are millions of us who are absolutely mesmerized by the danger, the intricate schemes, the unbelievable sums of money, the power, the corruption, the sex, and the bloodshed that are always associated with gangsters.


In every major city in America and in a few, not-so-major cities as well, a gangster’s story exists. The gangster’s story and his (or her) organized criminal affiliations and activities are as much a part of the fabric of this country as the dead presidents depicted on the currency that we exchange. Two, relatively new genres in the publishing industry called “street lit” and “true crime” were created to feed the fascination of those of us who love the gangster’s story and a whole smorgasbord of authors in these two genres relish in feeding us what we love, from Nikki Turner’s Riding Dirty on I-95 to Mario Puzo’s classic, The Godfather, to Teri Woods’s series, True to the Game.


Scarface, The Godfather, The Sopranos, GoodFellas, Belly, American Gangster, State Property, and Casino are all well-known and highly successful films. The film industry has probably been the most successful at providing us with vivid, mostly fictionalized depictions of the gangster’s story.


A multibillion-dollar, money-making enterprise has been created using every available form of media, from music to books to movies to videogames, to feed the overwhelming fascination that so many of us have for the gangster story. We all know that what these people do is unbelievably, heinously wrong, but, just like watching the aftermath of a horrific car crash, we cannot seem to stop watching, reading and wanting to know more, as much as we can about what gangsters do, how they live, who they are.


Once I’ve fully engaged my readers’ attention with sex, humor, drama, danger and luxe lifestyles and landscapes transpiring in the lives of some of America’s rich, famous and infamous, my mission is always to drop some knowledge, to educate, to give readers mental “food” to turn over in their minds. My desire is to provide readers with some truth, facts, provocative topics for more serious and substantive discussions and debates and, quite possibly, progressive action once they’ve finished reading my book. For example: some of the most ruthless and most intriguing gangsters of all are members of our own government, past and current. Powerful figures who are connected, well-connected, and very well-connected in American politics have closely protected their own dirty, little secrets of direct involvement in organized crime—from the Iran-Contra scandal to Halliburton to the alleged affiliations of “Camelot’s” patriarch, Joe Kennedy, to what is taking place in the Middle Eastern areas of Iraq and Afghanistan right now. There is enough material throughout the history of the United States and American government that exposes ruthless, deceptive, and completely illegal financial schemes and enterprises committed by powerful political figures or powerful men with powerful political connections to make blockbuster, gangster page-turners for years to come. You see, real gangsters do more than run drug rings, racketeering and prostitution operations in the seedy underbellies of major cities. Real gangsters have the power to affect the policies that directly affect YOU and ME.


Enjoy Rise of the Phoenix: Larger Than Lyfe II.





PROLOGUE


LOS ANGELES


Palm trees, amazing weather, beautiful, silicone-and-Botox-boosted women, beautiful real estate with carefully manicured lawns, where seeing Lamborghinis, Ferraris, and Aston Martins on city streets is a fairly regular occurrence. As the theme song sings at the beginning of The Beverly Hillbillies, “… swimming pools, movie stars…” Los Angeles established the term “bling” and the rest of the world watches and imitates, trying to keep up.


But behind the mental and visual overload on superficiality that shall probably always prevail in Los Angeles and for which Los Angeles has probably always been well-known dwells a construct that is far more…SINISTER. It owns and controls substantial segments of Los Angeles. It doesn’t care whether or not you respect it, but you damned well better fear it. From the movie industry to the finance sector, it’s got the city in a chokehold and it aims to get paid…exceedingly. What is this monster, you ask, this monster that feeds voraciously on colossal sums of money and on the souls of the people in the city that it controls? This monster that operates in the seedy underbelly of Los Angeles and has for as long as Los Angeles has existed, controls some of the most respected industries that you would never imagine that it does, and has a bad reputation that it will likely never be able to shake is none other than ORGANIZED CRIME.


Have you ever wondered if some business establishment that you patronize might be a front for something else? It very well could be. Have you ever wondered how some start-up companies get their initial funding? The local bank may not be the only business entity that carefully reviewed their business plan.


They are not just the gun-wielding, dangerous-looking, lengthy rap sheet, mean-mugging, tattooed-up thugs you see when you venture toward the wrong sides of town. These are merely their soldiers.


Mafia, La Eme, Crips, Bloods, the Jamaicans, Yakuza, and others all take varying shares of the pie, and sometimes they vie with one another for larger slices.


The following is a year in the life of a few Los Angelenos.
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“Darian, baby, come on…wake up,” Mars coaxed, gently stroking Darian’s hair as he sat beside her hospital bed.


Claudio Henriqué, Darian’s plastic surgeon, assured Mars that she would be fine. He and his staff had kept her under close observation since completion of the surgery. She would be extremely groggy from the anesthesia, but she was expected to make a full and relatively speedy recovery.


Keshari Mitchell, now “Darian Boudreaux,” had been through a total of twelve very high-risk plastic surgeries in a massive physical transformation required for her to fully assume her new identity. A team of surgeons, over the span of a year and half, employed some of the most controversial, state-of-the-art medical techniques on the planet to deliver a clean slate to the former, internationally known record label mogul. She was now…physically…a completely different person. She’d undergone four levels of skin bleaching, taking her complexion from a deep cinnamon brown to a light honey color. A team of oral surgeons dramatically altered her dental profile by breaking and resetting her upper and lower jaws and implementing dental implants so that neither dental x-rays nor impressions would ever reveal the woman she used to be. Surgical contouring made slight but noticeable changes to Keshari’s almond-shaped eyes and the rest of her distinctive facial features. Chocolate brown contacts concealed her natural, hazel-green eye color. An extremely risky surgical tweaking of her vocal cords changed her voice. Painful laser surgery permanently altered her fingerprints. Her trademark raven hair was professionally colored to a vibrant auburn hue that beautifully complemented her new skin tone. Keshari Mitchell ceased to exist, and Darian Boudreaux was born.


From the day Keshari Mitchell and David Weisberg, her longtime attorney and friend, sat down together and privately constructed, step-by-step, the intricate scheme to fake Keshari’s demise, David had formed dummy corporations, a wealthy familial background, an inheritance fund, and a sizeable investment portfolio to legitimize both Darian Boudreaux and her more than $100 million net worth. It had taken years to pull it all together, but REAL gangsters always had a strong exit strategy…just in case.
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Before making the strategic and very expensive Mission: IMPOSSIBLE-style escape to Sao Paolo, Brazil, Keshari Mitchell, now Darian Boudreaux, had been one of the most powerful businesswomen in the United States. As founder and sole owner of a tremendously successful, multimillion-dollar record label, Larger Than Lyfe Entertainment, she had been the most powerful woman in the music industry. Unknown to most, there also was a far darker side to Keshari Mitchell. As second-in-command in The Consortium, one of the chief West Coast distributors of Colombian and Mexican cocaine, Keshari Mitchell had, undisputedly, been one of the most powerful women in organized crime…and she’d wanted OUT…completely…of an arrangement that was, nonnegotiably, blood in–blood out.


Ironically, the more Keshari Mitchell wanted to distance herself from the criminal organization to which she belonged, the more  the duality of her life that existed on both sides of the law unraveled. A DEA special task force operation mounted pressure against Keshari in an attempt to coerce her to testify before a federal grand jury. The DEA’s goal, via information they hoped to acquire from Keshari Mitchell, was to take down all of the major players in The Consortium, then go after the Mexicans and Colombians who supplied The Consortium with cocaine. Keshari Mitchell knew that the only outcome for anyone in her line of business who cooperated with the law was death, and she made it clear to DEA that they would get nothing out of her. Rumors about the intensely private music mogul began to pop up on the covers of entertainment tabloids nationally. Both intimate details about her romantic life as well as careful “hints” regarding her alleged affiliation to a well-known, West Coast, criminal empire became the media’s focus. An almost successful assassination attempt was made on Keshari’s life. Then, when it seemed that matters could not become any worse, Keshari was framed by some unknown saboteur and arrested on murder-for-hire charges in conjunction with the prison death of Richard Tresvant, the notorious founder and head of The Consortium, who’d gone untouched for years as he mercilessly ran The Consortium, then was convicted for first-degree murder and had been awaiting a new trial on appeal.


With the deck stacked entirely against her, the ONLY way out of the colossal mess that had become Keshari Mitchell’s life was by death and, in an intricate scheme planned between Keshari and her long-time attorney, she committed what authorities called “an apparent suicide,” and immediately fled the United States for the anonymity of one of the most populous places on earth, São Paulo, Brazil.
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Hours turned to days, days turned to weeks, and weeks turned to months as Keshari Mitchell, now Darian Boudreaux, attempted to adjust mentally to her new identity and her new home. It had taken nerves of steel to carry out her plan of escaping to Brazil. Then, from day one after her arrival, she was often consumed by the fear of someone discovering the truth of what she’d done and that she was still alive. In her chic, ultra-modern hotel suite at the InterContinental, she often snapped awake in the middle of the night in a cold sweat, having dreamt of the Mexicans torturing and then murdering her in some horrific way after having found her in Brazil. Other nights, she dreamt of the almost successful attempt that had been made on her life, a bullet having missed her head by inches as she lay sleeping in her bed, goose down everywhere, the dead stranger who’d been hired to kill her lying on the grounds of her home, taken down by her security team.


As time passed, there were days when she was ridden with depression, feeling completely out of sorts, unable to even bring herself to get out of bed, unable to eat, unable to function, unable to compose her next plans. She would be ridden with intense feelings of sadness, frustration, hopelessness. She wondered if she should simply end it all. There was no way that she could make a life out of the limbo in which she now lived. She had carefully strategized a plan to get her away from her former life, but she had not fully weighed the emotional price she’d pay once she walked away from it all and into the unknown.


On impulse one afternoon when she’d finally compelled herself to start getting out and familiarizing herself with her new city, Darian did the unthinkable. She reconnected with her former life by sending an anonymous postcard to her former love… the  former love of Keshari Mitchell…West Coast general counsel for ASCAP, Mars Buchanan. With the unbridled stupidity of that impulsive move, she instantly jeopardized both her life and the life of the man she loved. Never in a million years did she think of what would happen next. Mars Buchanan gave up everything, resigned from his role at ASCAP, told his family that he was taking a trip and scoured Brazil until he found her…and married her.
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Misha Tierney stared down at the seven-carat, flawless, radiant-cut, white diamond engagement ring with its matching platinum wedding band that Marcus Means had had custom-designed for her. The rings filled her with seething rage. She had no idea what had broken in her head to have caused her to wear them for as long as she had. She was clearly becoming as crazy as that motherfucker who called himself her husband. She took the rings off and hurled them across the dimly lit bedroom. They landed behind the tufted, cream-colored sectional, and she heard the clink as they hit the high-gloss bamboo floor. She truly hated that man. Today was officially their second wedding anniversary, and she would rather be dead than have to endure a third. The day before, Marcus had lovingly showed her that he had remembered their “anniversary” by having vases of premium, long-stemmed, white roses placed on every flat surface of the bedroom that Misha kept herself locked away in like a fortress. In every other room of the house that Misha walked through, there were more vases of the white roses to delight her eyes and nose. The gesture looked and felt to Misha as suffocating as a mausoleum. She quickly began organizing her affairs and making phone calls so that she could make a hasty departure from the house. She knew that if she stayed around for very much longer, Marcus would soon arrive with some other very expensive celebratory gesture for their second year of marriage, and Misha wanted to be nowhere around when he came. It was ridiculous that he even made the effort. There was no mistake whatsoever that she despised him.


Forced into a marriage to a man who made Satan appear to have some redeeming qualities, Misha Tierney’s life had become a living hell. Marcus Means, her new husband, was in Larger Than Lyfe Entertainment’s books, coercing her into paying The Consortium 10 points every month from Larger Than Lyfe’s revenues. Marcus had even been peering into Misha’s events planning firm, demanding to have his people take a look at the numbers there. Marcus and his people were following and watching Misha’s every single move every day and she knew it. She also knew why. They were strategically surrounding her to make absolutely certain that no operatives of federal law enforcement came sniffing within fifty feet of her for information. They were also looking for someone, and they firmly believed that Misha knew exactly where this someone was; so they followed her, believing that, ultimately, she would slip and their target’s hiding place would be revealed. Then they would eliminate this person who they had been looking for, and they would likely eliminate Misha too because she would have expended all of her usefulness.


Worst of all, Misha had been coerced out of her own home and was forced to live in the home that had previously belonged to her long-estranged biological brother, Richard Tresvant, founder and now-deceased head of The Consortium, one of the most powerful, Black organized crime rings on the West Coast and in the United States. Prior to his death, the blood had been extremely bad between Misha and Richard Tresvant for longer than she was interested in remembering and for reasons that were fairly obvious. Misha had changed her last name to ensure that no connection was ever made between her and her older gangster brother  and now she was forced to suffer as a resident in the house where he’d once lived and run an extremely large criminal enterprise… with Marcus Means, no less. She was doing all of this, she believed, to protect someone she truly loved, but the cost for that protection required her to almost completely sacrifice herself, and she didn’t know how much longer she was going to have the strength to do it.


Marcus Means, wealthy Los Angeles real estate investor, developer, entrepreneur, and all of the other formal, corporate-sounding business titles that he gave himself as a cover for all of the nefarious activities that he was really involved in, was America’s newest nightmare, far worse, Misha believed, than her brother Richard Tresvant had ever been. Marcus Means didn’t give a fuck about anything nor anyone that did not, in some way, benefit his own agenda. He took Gordon Gekko’s mantra from the movie Wall Street and applied it on a whole different level of calculated ruthlessness to organized crime and cocaine. “GREED IS GOOD,” he said with a smooth smile. “Greed is very, very good.” And Misha Tierney had the grave misfortune of being married to the man for reasons, overall, in his grand scheme of psychotic plans that had yet to be revealed.


Los Angeles had no idea what they were in for in the coming months with Marcus Means. He was a whole different kind of monster, and everybody in the city had something to fear where he was concerned.
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Despite the private hell that Misha Tierney’s personal life had become, she dedicated herself zealously every day to the grueling job of running the major record label that had belonged to her best friend. Eighty percent ownership and controlling interest of the record label had been left to Misha in Keshari Mitchell’s will and Misha did the unbelievably selfless act of putting her own successful company temporarily on the back burner to take full charge of Larger Than Lyfe.


Just prior to Keshari Mitchell’s death, amidst Larger Than Lyfe Entertainment’s massive nationwide talent search that traveled to ten major cities around the country, a “diamond in the rough” had been discovered during the auditions. Her name was “Ntozake,” like the renowned Black poet. Larger Than Lyfe quickly signed Ntozake to a contract that started a buzz around the industry, and work commenced immediately on her debut album. Larger Than Lyfe Entertainment had been in search of a female artist they would groom to become the hottest new megastar in R & B, especially following the peculiar and mysterious circumstances under which their premier artist, Rasheed the Refugee, left the label. When they set eyes on Ntozake and heard her sing, they were willing to bet it all on her, and no one doubted LTL’s hunch. Everything that Keshari Mitchell had touched since the moment she’d entered the music industry turned to platinum.


The very best producers in the industry composed tracks for Ntozake. Even Larger Than Lyfe’s newest superstar producer, Mack-A-Do-Shuz, contributed two bass-laced tracks while some of the very best songwriters in the industry provided songs for her. Three tracks on the CD were written by Ntozake herself. A huge public relations campaign was launched to get the public ready for her while insiders in the industry began seeking interviews, playing her hot new single on radio stations in every major market around the country, and speculating about the future success or failure of this beautiful, new singer who Larger Than Lyfe seemed to be banking on having the star power of Beyoncé.


When her album was complete, a small listening party was thrown for the music industry’s more important insiders and stories commenced to circulate immediately that “a new superstar was born.” Comparisons were made to everybody from Mary J. Blige to Alicia Keys to Amerie. The album was “fiyah,” Andre Harrell said. “She’s HOT,” megastar producer Pharrell was quoted saying.


A spectacular album release party was orchestrated by none other than Misha Tierney herself, and no expense was spared when Larger Than Lyfe invited all of the music industry’s heavy hitters, a number of Hollywood’s celebrity A- and B-listers, and a few select members of media to celebrate LTL’s newest and possibly greatest, guaranteed multi-platinum music project.
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It was Saturday night and Ferraris, Range Rovers, Escalades and Porsches lined up outside the AREA Nightclub on La Cienega Boulevard in West Hollywood as only a private celebrity party thrown by Misha Tierney could bring people out. People like Paris Hilton, Leonardo DiCaprio and the infamous Lindsay Lohan were well-known for frequenting AREA. That night, AREA had been reserved for the release party celebrating Larger Than Lyfe Entertainment’s new premier artist Ntozake’s much-anticipated debut album, My Love Is Complicated. It was the album’s first official week of sales and it was already in the top ten of Billboard’s “Hot 100.” Misha was excited and happy about the overwhelmingly positive response to the project. She’d had to very quickly learn a mountain of aspects that composed the business side of the music industry when she stepped into Keshari Mitchell’s shoes as the head of Larger Than Lyfe Entertainment, and she was glad to have realized success at bringing her best friend’s vision in regard to Ntozake full circle.


A limousine delivered Misha Tierney, Ntozake and Marvin Shabazz, Larger Than Lyfe Entertainment’s A& R director, to the main entrance of AREA at 10:30 p.m. where photographers instantly hopped forward to capture photos of the young woman who was already being compared to some of R & B’s biggest names. Ntozake looked a lot like R & B artist Amerie, who happened to be one of the invited guests at the party that night, and more than a few people in the crowd of party-goers noted Ntozake’s very striking resemblance to Keshari Mitchell, the fallen founder of Larger Than Lyfe Entertainment. Ntozake posed demurely for the cameras, still trying to become accustomed to the barrage of media attention that was being directed at her. She was Larger Than Lyfe Entertainment’s new “it” girl, assuming the position of LTL’s premier artist, the position that only been held by one other LTL artist, Rasheed the Refugee.


Chris Brown, A&R executives from Def Jam, Capitol, Inter-scope, and Bad Boy, Shemar Moore, hip-hop’s “King of the South” T.I. and his entourage, Sean “Diddy” Combs, Keyshia Cole, Jermaine Dupri and Janet Jackson, Snoop Dogg and his entourage, Queen Latifah, the most major producer on the West Coast, Dr. Dre, the winner of Larger Than Lyfe’s “Nationwide Search for a Star,” and the top ten finalists from Larger Than Lyfe’s nationwide talent search were all spotted and photographed in the incoming crowd. NBA star Krishawn Webb stepped out of his Bentley Continental GT with Portia Foster and photographers went crazy, practically on top of each other, trying to capture the money shots that would soon be plastered all over the tabloids.


Portia Foster, a former runway model and owner of a successful Los Angeles interior design firm, had something of a storied history. Portia Foster was the former girlfriend of Mars Buchanan and had been arrested for stalking Keshari Mitchell prior to Keshari Mitchell’s death. When word got around to Misha that that crazy bitch had had the unmitigated audacity to make an appearance at her party with Misha’s former fiancé, it was a wonder that AREA Nightclub didn’t spontaneously go up in flames. Misha was LIVID.


She cornered Krishawn the moment that she spotted him in the crowd.


“I need to talk to you,” she said, grabbing Krishawn’s arm and  ushering him toward the restrooms. She didn’t even acknowledge Portia Foster’s presence.


“What the FUCK are you doing here with that bitch?!” Misha snapped without mincing words.


“What the FUCK gives you the right to question who the fuck I date?!” Krishawn snapped back.


Krishawn’s response was almost enough to shut Misha up. She had enough drama on her plate as it was, but she quickly regrouped.


“Do you remember that bitch from the news, Kris?! Do you remember that bitch having a restraining order placed on her after she got onto Keshari’s private property with cans of spray paint and a gun in a backpack, preparing to do God only knows whatever it is that crazy bitches do?! Why would you even associate yourself with someone like that?!”


Krishawn pushed Misha into the women’s restroom and into one of the stalls. The women standing at the mirror applying lipstick and chattering noisily exchanged looks, and then exited the restroom.


“I miss you. Do you miss me?” Krishawn asked. “Why’d you marry that dude? Why have you fucked up my life? You know, I’ve heard some shit about your new husband. Are you aware that he may be caught up in the same brand of shit that the media kept hinting that your friend Keshari was involved in?”


“Kris, my life is so-o-o-o-o fucking complicated right now. I wanted to tell you to watch your back. That’s all. That bitch you brought in here tonight is very bad news.”


Krishawn leaned in and kissed Misha. At first, she resisted him, smacking at him and pushing him away. He kissed her again and she was quickly relenting, kissing him back, still in love with this man who was supposed to have been the one to become her husband the one she should be celebrating second anniversaries with instead of the son of a bitch who’d coerced her into marrying him.


“Come to my hotel tonight,” Krishawn said. “I have some endorsement meetings on Monday. I don’t go back to New York until Wednesday. Come and see me.”


“I can’t,” Misha responded. “You know that.”


“Come anyway,” Krishawn said and placed the card key to his hotel suite in Misha’s hand. He held open the bathroom stall’s door for her and Misha exited the bathroom.


[image: images]


As the album release party wound down, Misha secretly left through the back of AREA Nightclub and had her limousine drop her at the Four Seasons Hotel on Doheny, then return to the AREA to wait for Ntozake and Marvin Shabazz, who she’d rode with to the party. She took the elevator up to Krishawn’s suite and relaxed on the sofa in the suite’s living room to wait for him. Krishawn arrived shortly thereafter, having extricated himself from Portia Foster and delivered her back to whatever sordid little corner of hell that she belonged in.


Krishawn smiled. Misha took control. Before they knew it, they were making love.


“This cannot happen again,” Misha said later as the two of them lay dozing in the king-size bed.


“I can’t make you that promise,” Krishawn said.


“Kris, I’ve got enough shit going on in my life already. So, I’m serious. This won’t happen again. Let’s consider tonight…what just happened here… closure and let’s try to move on with the rest of our lives.”


“You still love me,” Krishawn said.


“I’m working to get past that,” Misha said.


Krishawn sat up in bed.


“Did he force you to marry him?” Krishawn asked.


“No,” Misha responded, getting out of bed and quickly starting to dress.


Her eyes were filled with tears as she leaned over and kissed Krishawn, and then got ready to leave.


“Kris, this can NEVER happen again. Don’t try to contact me.”


She left the key card on the bedside table and hurried out of the hotel suite.


As Misha stood at the front desk waiting for the concierge to order a car for her to drop her off at home, three, suited men with a keycard of their own rode the elevator up to Krishawn Webb’s hotel suite. Krishawn never knew what was coming to him when all three of the men stealthily entered the suite and viciously attacked him in his bed.


“She’s married,” one of the men gruffly advised Krishawn before exiting the hotel suite. “Remember that.”


Krishawn had two broken ribs, a black eye, a concussion, and a host of cuts and bruises. He’d been roughed up pretty badly. He could barely make it to the phone to call the concierge for help…private help. He made it clear that he wanted to keep the entire situation under wraps. But Krishawn should have known better than that. As soon as he was admitted into Cedars-Sinai, someone contacted the media. Eventually information reached the media that Misha Tierney had been seen at the Four Seasons, where Krishawn Webb was staying while he was in town, that same night right around the time that he was admitted into the hospital. As if Misha didn’t already have enough on her hands requiring damage control, this mess was liable to be too much for any PR team to downplay.
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In all of Marcus Means’s unparalleled arrogance, he quickly purchased Richard Tresvant’s Bel Air home the moment that it went up for auction following his murder. Marcus Means, a smooth, rich, dark chocolate dead ringer for Morris Chestnut was undeniably intelligent, charming even, but as dangerous as anyone could ever imagine. He sat now in the library of his $7 million gift to himself, having an “off the record” discussion with Devante “Big D” Johnson, leader of the R4 Crips, the set that Marcus and Richard Tresvant had been recruited into when the two boys were only twelve years old. Since taking over as the new head of The Consortium, Marcus’s ambitions for the organization were all about expansion and he outlined a very controversial plan for Devante that would alter The Consortium’s entire structure forever.


“Things are going to be different now that Rick is gone,” Marcus said. “Rick’s ultimate goal was to go completely legit. Mine is not. I LIKE being a gangster. No, I LOVE being a gangster.”


“I feel you on that one,” Devante said. “Keep talking.”


“After Rick founded The Consortium and his paper started to get long enough for legitimate, White men in high places to take notice and want to rub elbows with him and be his friend, Rick started to cut himself off from his set. In a way, it started to feel like he thought he was better than the family who gave him his start and had his back long before his paper got long.”


Devante did not respond, but Marcus knew that he was at some level of agreement with him.


“From the very beginning, our set, R4, has been The Consortium’s soldiers. Our soldiers secure the interests of this whole organization. Our soldiers are the force behind The Consortium’s words. Without strong soldiers, this organization would be quickly taken down. We must never forget that. My goal is to align and organize our soldiers…our family…and The Consortium…like never before. We are going to seriously reinforce our existing foundation. We will also recruit new, strong and dedicated soldiers. Our set will become an integral part of The Consortium’s structure and will take on a more substantial and involved role in the organization as well as a more substantial share of The Consortium’s profits. Rick did not implement the same strategies when he headed The Consortium because he felt he would somehow lose control of The Consortium if our set became too involved in The Consortium’s operations. And, Rick being Rick, he somehow negotiated acceptable terms with the family that kept the peace. His ultimate goal was to go completely legit, have The Consortium be like a major corporation founded and headed by him alone, so he kept The Consortium and our set separate. He stressed “blood in–blood out” only when it was convenient for him. My goal is to make The Consortium one of the top three, most powerful, organized crime syndicates in the world, and I couldn’t give a fuck about ever going legit. We are about to embark on the biggest feat ever undertaken by our family. We are going to become the Wal-Mart of the narcotics trade—marijuana, X, H, crystal and, of course, cocaine; a full product line at competitive pricing all in one place…with us. Ultimately, I intend to put The Consortium’s hand on a little bit of every-thing…both legal and illegal enterprises. The Consortium is about to make money on a colossal level by becoming one of the top three, major players in the world’s narcotics trade.”


Devante snickered and shook his head.


“You are one crazy muthafucka,” Devante said. “You’ll have to go to war with EVERYBODY to carry off some ridiculous shit like that.”


“Maybe,” Marcus responded. “Maybe not. I’m thinking more along the lines of The Consortium acting as a major corporation with subsidiaries. A few hostile takeovers here and there. A few mergers and acquisitions. And whenever we do have to go to war, we will most definitely be prepared.”


Devante sipped his Courvoisier and contemplated the whole scenario.


“I want you to be second-in-command in The Consortium, the position you should have held from the very beginning,” Marcus said. “Let’s get it straight. Keshari’s heart was never truly in this. That’s a bad way to be when you’re in an organization of this caliber. She should never have held such a high-ranking position in this organization. You can slip one time and tear down a multi-million-dollar enterprise when your heart’s not in it. I kept trying to tell Rick that, but he wasn’t trying to hear me. He’d created Keshari, groomed her to be second-in-command of The Consortium when she was still a child. He trusted her. For a long time, he was fucking her. He had her carry out a couple of easy hits to prove she had what it takes to be in this game. He thought that she was “special” because he created her. He sent her to college, then graduate school, giving her corporate knowledge as well as street knowledge. Rick wanted to be CEO of a well-organized, corporate boardroom, which is why he surrounded himself with bankers and other white-collar types. I’m a gangster and I’ve got no confusion about that and I will die a gangster. As second-in- command, you will control our military operations. You will lose none of the power you already have as leader of our set. As a matter of fact, you will be gaining power as a member of The Consortium. You will lead our soldiers as second-in-command in this organization and you will reap all of the benefits of being a member of The Consortium. We are about to become as large as Italian mafia.
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fter a massive, identity-altering, physical transformation in

Brazil, Keshari Mitchell is back as “Darian Boudreaux” and aims

to take the film industry by storm as the founder and executive
producer of a start-up film company, Phoenix Films, which has recently
acquired a highly controversial movie script from an anonymous source.
Phoenix Films is about to make a major name for itself with a big-
budget biopic about the mysterious record mogul Keshari Mitchell’s
life, including details regarding her long-rumored affiliation to major
organized crime.

Will returning to the United States after faking her death turn
out to be the greatest mistake of Darian Boudreaux’s life> And will
The Consortium, the highly sophisticated crime ring to which Keshari
Mitchell once belonged, come to find out the truth?

Sex, drama, deception, murder, and money still rule the palm
tree-lined streets of Los Angeles.

resides in Los Angeles. She is currently at
work on her third novel, If 7heres A Cure for This.
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