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Dear Reader:

Pasha Allen is back and this time her vindictive nature is at its extreme: she’s on fire to eliminate her enemies one by one—particularly she’s on a mission to destroy the team who kidnapped, tortured and violated her in a basement. Retribution. Vengeance.

She’s also on a cat-and-mouse game with her baby’s daddy, Jasper, and they’re both seeking to exact revenge. He’s still disgusted that she cheated on him during lockup, and that she has obtained a restraining order and is denying him access to his son.

Watch how this vixen goes to the ultimate to pay back all those who attempted to terminate her.

I appreciate the love and support shown to Strebor Books, myself, and our efforts to bring you cutting-edge stories.

Blessings,
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This book is dedicated to All the cock ‘n’ cum lovers who love having their throats gutted.

Swallow the heat ‘n’ enjoy the cream…

This one’s for you!
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Prologue

Remorse and guilt don’t exist in an empty heart…

I wasn’t born a killer.

And I hadn’t initially planned on becoming one. I had hoped that if I had to murder anyone, Jasper would be first on my list. Not Felecia. Not my flesh and blood.

But here I am.

In the flesh.

A killer.

A murderer.

Still clutching the gun in my hand, I stare into Felecia’s dead face. Her eyes wide and frozen in fear, her curled lashes still wet with tears, what’s left of her bloody mouth is gaped open, front teeth cracked and knocked out, smoke still floating out of her lying dick suckers. I feel a surging rush of adrenaline pumping through me, yet I feel nothing—for her, for what I have done. I am numb to this, to her current state. Slumped over and lifeless. In a flash, Felecia, along with every mental snapshot—an entire lifetime of memories—of everything we’ve ever shared, gone. Her last breath snatched by the bitch she tried to do in. Me.

By choice.

I stare at the gun in my bloody hand, then look up toward the ceiling as if expecting the roof to open up at any moment, to only get struck by a bolt of lightning. This bitch betrayed me. She hurt me. She disrespected me. She fucked me over. And she fucked my man. Regardless of whether it’s over between Jasper and me or not, this bitch fucked him, sucked him, while things with him were good—even if they were only in my own head. And the bitch continued fucking him on the sly—after shit between him and me went downhill.

So I killed her.

By choice.

Because I wanted her dead! Because she deserved to be dead! Because she ran her mouth and popped shit.

Sadly, I feel not one ounce of sorrow. No regret. No remorse. No guilt. Nothing. And no goddamn tears.

I’ll admit. Killing this bitch wasn’t my initial intention. No. I planned on confronting her, allowing her the chance to confess, to redeem herself—not that anything that came out of her cum trap was going to change the damage already done. She and I would never be close again. Then I was going to slip out of my heels and beat her ass real good. However, somewhere in the back corners of my mind, I knew it was a slight possibility that I would take it to her skull—not with my fist, with a bullet—if the bitch came at me sideways and crazy.

And she did.

The more she tried to lie and deny her way out of shit, the stronger the urge became. The more reckless she talked, the deeper my conviction became. Then the bitch had the audacity to tell me she was pregnant. The admission of who planted his nut in her became scribbled in the fear shown in her eyes. It was Jasper.

So, for that, I took her life. There was no blackout. There was no lack of judgment. There was no temporary moment of insanity. I didn’t just get caught up in the moment. I was clear and in my right frame of mind when I reached in back of me and pulled out my 9mm, shoving it down into her motherfucking throat.

And I was fully cognizant of the look in her eyes when I pulled the trigger.

I am still very much aware of what I’ve done. I’ve murdered her.

And the scary thing is—standing here taking in the splattered blood on the walls and the loose teeth knocked out of her big-ass mouth—I know, deep down in the pit of my soul, I am very much certain, I’ll have no problem doing it again, if I have to, when I have to… if I am forced to.

Bitch wanted to be me. Thought she was going to snatch my spot. I’m convinced she wanted me dead. Wished it. Hoped for it. Shit, the bitch admitted she didn’t give a fuck. That she didn’t care then. And damn sure didn’t care now. I’m glad I didn’t allow her up to the hospital to hover over my bed, secretly gloating that she’d had a hand in doing me in while I clung to my life, and sanity.

I glance over at the clock: 10:38 P.M. Then step away from her body. I walk into the bathroom and wash off the blood on the gun and my hands, carefully drying them. Then I wash my face, glancing up from the sink at the reflection staring back at me in the mirror. I don’t like what I see.

I don’t even know who I see.

The bitch staring back at me has my face, my complexion, my hazel eyes. But she is still a stranger to me. I don’t like her.

I don’t like me.

But this is who I am.

This is what I’ve become.

Thanks to Jasper.

Thanks to Felecia.

Thanks to every motherfucker who took his turn at fucking my throat raw.

I flip off the light and walk back out into my office over to my desk and pull out one of the burner phone’s Lamar had given me, then place a call. “Who this?”

“Pasha.”

“Oh, what’s good? You still need that remodeling work done?”

“Yes. I’m ready for that paint job,” I say, unlocking and opening my office door, then walking into the staff lounge, going over to the counter and pulling out the top drawer. I grab a steak knife, then shut the drawer. “And I need the carpet pulled up and tossed along with all the dead weight in the room.”

“Oh, aiight.”

He understands, clearly. She’s dead. He’s the only person I told about my meeting with her tonight here. The only person who I let know things might get ugly between us. He was the only person I let hear the extent of my rage toward her. And when I told him out of anger that I felt like killing her ass, he said, “Then maybe she should catch it. What she did was some real grimy shit. You didn’t deserve that. So, whatever you decide, I’ma ride it out with you. Real shit, ma, I know that’s ya fam ‘n’ all, but I think you should handle her.”

He said it with no expression, no emotion. Then leaned into my ear and whispered, “I have a professional cleanup crew in case… things get bloody. I can get you a piece that won’t ever trace back to you. You won’t have to do anything except pull the trigger.”

He walked me through it. Told me to make sure to turn off the security cameras just in case I decided to handle her—permanently, so no one would see her coming in if anyone were to ever ask to see any footage. Not that they would have reason to. But I needed to be three steps ahead. He told me to be sure to meet with her in my office, where it’s soundproofed. Then handle my business.

“Right after you pop her top, hit me up and I’ll handle everything else. I specialize in these kinds of jobs. Security work is my other gig.” Without him saying more than that, it was evident at that very moment that there was a whole lot more to my armed-security stud. “You wanna rid ya’self of a poisonous snake before it has a chance to strike again, chop off its head.”

The seed had been planted. Her slick mouth sealed her fate.

Hate me? Bitch, please!

There is no room in my life for snitches and snakes. Felecia really thought she’d reap some hefty reward by snaking me. Thought she had snatched her the door prize, along with a quick come-up by backstabbing me. Ha! I showed that bitch. She couldn’t have possibly thought she’d get away with it. She almost did.

Almost.

But getting caught happens to the best of us. Eventually she would have to pay her dues. It was only a matter of time. And, tonight, her time had come.

It’s over. When I walk out of here tonight, I will go home, grab a bottle of wine, run a bubble bath, then soak away any memory of tonight. Then I am going to pop two sleeping pills and sleep the rest of the night away free from any chance of being plagued with nightmares of what I’ve done. And, before the crack of dawn, I will wake up with a smile plastered on my face. Catch my flight to Los Angeles to spend the day with my son. Catch the red-eye flight back. Then Tuesday morning, bright and early, I will step up in my salon, facing the day with the same renewed purpose. To shut down everyone else who had a hand in hurting me.

And I will go on with my life as if nothing ever happened tonight. As if I hadn’t laid eyes on this bitch in almost two weeks. I will pretend she never existed. As if, minutes ago, I’d never pulled the trigger, blowing a hole in the back of her head.

I grab a pair of latex gloves, then the toolbox from under the cabinet and take out a wrench and a pair of pliers, then place the toolbox back in its place.

“Oh, aiight. You still there?”

I walk back into my office. “Yes.” He already knows where to park his trucks. Around the back of the building as we discussed. He knows to enter through the emergency exit door on the side of the building where the staff lounge is. I snap my fingers, suddenly remembering something. Yes, that’s exactly what I need. A large bag of ice and a cooler. I pull out the key to my storage closet, unlocking it, then taking out what I need. One last piece to finish this bitch off.

“Aiight, bet. I got you. I’ma holla at my crew now. They’re already on standby. We should be there in a few.” He tells me they’ll work around the clock until they have shit right. That by the time I land in Newark on Tuesday morning from L.A., everything will be in order. My office will be good as new.

“Perfect. You’re a lifesaver, literally.”

“I tol’ you, I got you. It’s whatever.”

Nothing else is said. I turn off the phone, removing its SIM card before smashing the phone into pieces. I scoop up the pieces and dump them into the wastebasket that will go out along with the rest of the trash. I slip on the gloves. Then call Felecia’s cell. Wait for it to roll over into her voicemail, then leave a message. “Felecia, this is Pasha. I’ve been at the salon waiting on you for almost two damn hours now. Bitch, the least you could have done is called and told me you changed your mind, or something else came up. Whatever.”

I smirk, ending the call. Then stalk back over to her body, narrowing my eyes. “Gossiping bitch,” I snap, slapping her face with the wrench. Her neck snaps to one side where it stays. I hit her upside the head, banging what’s left of her skull in. “Fucking bitch! I don’t hear you popping shit now! Worthless bitch! What was that you said about being pregnant? Oh, wait. You’re dead!”

I kick her in the stomach. Then reach into her mouth, grab a hold of her tongue, yanking it out, then start hacking into it with the knife. I saw and cut into the still-warm organ until I finally have it sawed off. Then I take the pliers, twisting and yanking out every last one of her teeth.

Unfazed by the pool of blood surrounding her head, soaking into the carpet, splashed all over me, I glance at her body, one last time, sighing. “Now look at you, stupid, dead, toothless bitch!”

I spit in her bloody, mangled face, then lean in and finish her off. 



One

The game of seduction can turn deadly when temptation gets in the way…

Wednesday morning, as I’m walking into the salon quarter-to-eight with Lamar and Mel behind me, my cell rings. I reach down into the side pocket of my purse, pulling it out, glancing at the caller ID. It’s Thick Seven.

In spite of what’s going on inside my head, I smile. Hearing his smooth, dreamy voice on the other end of the line is a welcomed distraction. And if I’m completely honest with myself, I really like him. But I know he’s a diversion I don’t need right now. I can’t risk it. After the things I’ve done over the last weekend—and the things that I’m about to do, I need to stay on course. Can’t lose perspective. So this thing between us is going to have to end, sooner than later. Besides, he’s someone else’s nigga who I’ve been regularly borrowing for the last several months.

“Hey,” I say, answering before his call gets sent to voicemail. I leave Lamar and Mel up front, heading toward my office. I unlock the door, immediately greeted by the smell of fresh paint and new carpet. The walls are now a soft pink. The carpet is a rich chocolate brown. Everything is put back in its place. Any signs of my bloody deed from Sunday night have been scrubbed down, painted over, pulled up, and discarded.

“What’s good, beautiful? How you?”

I yawn in his ear. “Ooh, excuse me,” I quickly say, apologizing.

“Oh, you good, baby. Sounds like someone had a late night.”

“Yeah, I did.” I sit my bag on top of my desk. “I didn’t get much sleep.”

Fact is, instead of flying back from L.A. Monday night like I had intended to, I stayed an extra day to spend it with my Jaylen, giving Sophia and Greta a break. So I took the red-eye last night instead. And landed a little after seven this morning. Then, instead of going home, I had Mel pick me up from the airport to get my car from Lamar’s boy’s body shop, then drove straight here with him following behind me.

So here I am…at the salon, pretending.

That I hadn’t initiated burning down three of Jasper’s stash houses; that I’m not planning to burn down three more—this week.

That I hadn’t sucked Stax’s dick and swallowed his creamy nut Saturday night; that I hadn’t allowed him to rock my pussy with his tongue and fingers, then his hard dick right here in my office, enjoying every last thick inch of him.

That I hadn’t turned on my laptop, logged into my Deep Throat Diva AOL account and reached out to the nigga who attacked me in my yard, then harassed me for not sucking his dick, making plans to slice off his fucking balls.

That I hadn’t murdered Felecia, taking a serrated knife and hacking out her tongue after shoving a gun in her mouth and blowing a hole in the back of her skull.

The first person on my list to take down.

Yes, I am pretending. The curtain is up. The stage has been set. The script is written. The spotlights are on. The scenes are playing out quite nicely. And there’s nothing anyone can do or say to stop what’s about to happen next. So onlookers might as well sit back, relax, nibble on their proverbial popcorn, and wait for the drama to unfold. Because shit’s about to get real.

Images of Stax’s hard dick pop into my head. I grin, licking my lips and pressing my thighs together. Whether he likes it or not, shit between him and Jasper is about to change quickly. No matter how hard Stax tries, it’ll never be the same between them. How could it be after I put it on him? To think, the divide that is about to come between them is by my own doing. And all it took was a few shed tears and a good dick suck to break his resolve.

Yes. Coercive manipulation. All a part of the plan. To milk him, suck him, edge Stax, into giving me what I need. I haven’t heard from him since I sucked the nut out of him, and coated his tongue with my pussy cream. And right now, it’s probably for the best.

I open my bottom drawer, grab my handbag and pull out the slip of paper with the list of names Cassandra wrote out, then reach for a pen and write the nigga AJ’s address she’d given me next to his name. Then I add two more names to the list, underscoring each one.

KILLA

JAH

The two names Stax had given me. I stare at the paper. He refused to tell me any more than this. Refused to rat out the rest of the niggas Jasper recruited in his sick, twisted attack on me. But I’m fine with it. He’s told me enough, for now.

Until I suck him down into my throat, again. And there will be a next time. No matter how hard he tries to fight it, Stax will come back for more.

I glance at the paper again. These two niggas are the ones who kidnapped me. Now, altogether, I have six names, not including Jasper’s. And one of the niggas is already handled thanks to Booty killing him. I draw a line through JT’s and Felecia’s names.

And this bitch, along with JT, is also considered missing, thanks to me! No. Thanks to her fucking mouth!

Two down!

Even if I can’t track down every last one of the motherfuckers who played a part in my assault, I’m okay with getting at the ones I do know. One by one, they’re going to get dropped. Until the only one left standing is Jasper. Saving the best for last.

“I wanna see you, yo,” Thick Seven says, slicing into my thoughts. “But I know shit’s hectic right now so I’ma be easy and let you do you.”

“I appreciate that,” I say, running a hand through my hair. He wants to know when I’m going back to L.A. I don’t tell him I just returned this morning. Or that I’m going back Sunday morning. It’s none of his business. Being away from my son is killing me. Has me feeling empty and alone. I know it’s only been six days since I moved Jaylen and Sophia out to L.A. and asked Greta to be his temporary caretaker until this mess with Jasper is over. Until I am free of him, once and for all. Still living without my son, no matter how short term it is, is one of the hardest things I am dealing with. The aching in my heart is like no other. But I know it’s for the best.

And sucking this nigga’s dick isn’t going to fill that void. Nor is giving him some pussy. And it isn’t going help me do what needs to be done.

He lets out a slight chuckle. “I can’t get enough of you, baby. Seems like goin’ to Cali is the only way I’m gonna be able to get at you and that magical tongue of yours again.” He lowers his smooth voice. “I wanna feel them pretty-ass lips up on this dick, soon, baby. Damn. Every time I talk to you, my shit gets hard.”

I smirk, looking up when someone knocks on my door. I cover the mouthpiece and tell whoever’s on the other side of the door to come in. “Well, I’m glad to know I have that kind of effect on you,” I say, avoiding his initial question.

“You definitely do. But look, baby, I gotta bounce. Just wanted to hear that sexy-ass voice of yours. And let you know this dick’s hard for you. Stay sweet, babe.”

“I always do,” I say, ignoring the remark about his hard dick. I end the call as Lamar walks in, a black backpack slung over his left shoulder, shutting the door behind him. 



Two

Trust no one without knowing their agenda, or end up their next perfect prey…

“What’s up?” I say, quickly glancing up at the surveillance monitor.

Now keeping this nigga’s dick in my throat is definitely going to get me what I need…and want.

Lamar drops his backpack to the floor, taking a seat in one of the chairs in front of me. He glances around the office, then lands his gaze on me. “So what you think? E’erything good?”

I nod. Tell him everything’s perfect. That his crew did a phenomenal job patching up the bullet holes and repainting the walls and tearing up the old carpet. I thank him, pulling out my handbag.

“I hope you know how much I appreciate you,” I state, getting up from my desk, then opening my closet and going into my safe.

“You good, Pasha. I tol’ you, it’s whatever.”

I pull out fifty thousand dollars in stacks of hundreds banded together, stuffing the money into a black gym bag. Then shut and lock the safe, walking over and handing the bag to him.

He looks at the bag. “Yo, what’s this for?”

“Compensation for handling that situation Saturday night. Then taking care of the mess I made in here Sunday night.” He made sure Jasper’s stash houses were burned down to the ground early Saturday morning. Then handled disposing Felecia’s butchered body late Sunday night for me. I don’t know what he did with her. Okay, okay…I do know. But all I say for now is, like JT’s body, she won’t be found.

He unzips the bag, looking inside. Then quickly zips it back. “Nah, you good, Pasha. Handling that nigga for you is on the house, ma; feel me? That pussy-ass nigga had that shit coming, and then some. Besides, we copped all the work and weapons that nigga had up in them spots. So we good.”

I nod knowingly. The deal was, he got to keep whatever drugs and weapons they confiscated before burning each stash house down. But whatever money they find comes to me. I meant what I said when I said I am going to take every dime of Jasper’s I can get my hands on. I’m going to leave that nigga penniless and broken—or damn near close to it—by the time I’m done with him.

Lamar eyes me. “So how you? You good?”

I swipe my bang over my forehead, nodding. “Yeah. I’m as good as I can be, considering.” I lower my voice, glancing up at the security monitor. “I mean, it’s not every day I blow my own cousin’s head off, have her body disposed of, then arrange to have three of my future ex-husband’s stash houses burned down.”

He nods knowingly. “I feel you. But you good, though, right?”

“Bitch! You want the fucking truth? Then here it is raw and uncut: I love you. But I fucking hate you more! And, yes, I sucked Jasper’s dick! There, you satisfied! I sucked his dick, okay! Why? Because I fucking wanted to! You didn’t fucking deserve a nigga like him! Bitch, you had it good. Jasper gave you anything you wanted, and that shit still wasn’t enough for you. You still went and shitted on him. It’s always about you, bitch! Pasha this, Pasha, that! The fly bitch who always gets what she wants. Who always gets all the right niggas eating outta the palm of her goddamn hands!

“And bitches like me, who know how to treat a good man, gotta stand on the sidelines and watch bitches like you fuck over all the good men….”

I blink, shaking that two-faced bitch’s voice from my thoughts as I take in Lamar’s smooth, dark skin. Then gaze at the way his biceps flex as he runs his thick hands through his locks. “I’m more than good. What was done needed—no had, to be done. And I don’t regret it. None of it.”

He cups his chin in the palm of his hand, tugging lightly at his close-cut goatee. “That’s wasssup. Like I tol’ you, the only way to get rid of a snake is to chop its head off.”

“And that’s exactly what I did when I took that bitch’s head off.” I shift in my chair, crossing my feet at the ankles.

“No doubt. You handled that shit like a real pro.”

I toss him a dismissive wave. “Please. I don’t know about all that. I simply reacted. And gave that bitch what she had coming to her.”

“Yo, I hear you. Still, it was impressive.”

An awkward silence fills the space between us. He licks his dark-chocolate lips and, instantly, the memory of what they felt like on my nipples, on my clit, suckling and nibbling, taunting my pussy lips, causes heat to spread through my thighs. Flashes of his hard dick gliding in and out of my throat shoot through my head, triggering a pulsing in my tonsils. I swallow back the lusty thoughts, shifting the flames slowly flickering in my pelvis.

“But dig, Pasha. I wanted to talk you about something serious.”

I tilt my head, pressing my legs together. “Okay. I’m listening.”

He leans forward, rubbing his chin. “Yo, on some real shit. I think you got serious skills, ma. I dig how you move. You mad classy and real discreet. And you have a lil’ street edge to you underneath all that sophistication. On some real shit, my peoples could really use someone like you on his team.”

I raise a brow, narrowing my eyes, indignation written all over my face. How dare this motherfucker! There’s no office decorum for how to address him for coming at me like this. Besides, professionalism went out the window the day I invited him to my home and sucked down his dick, then rode his tongue.

“Skills? Your peoples’ team? Nigga, I know you are not implying what the hell I think you are? And I don’t appreciate you disrespecting me or discussing my…”

He raises his hands, palms out, in mock surrender. “Whoa…hol’ up, hol’ up, Pasha. Where you going with this?”

I narrow my eyes. “No. Where the hell are you going with it? You’re sitting here referring to my skills, like I’m taking dick-sucking referrals or some shit. If your peoples’ is looking to recruit a few good dick suckers for his squad, I am not interested. Sucking dick is something I do when I’m in the mood. And being somebody’s damn on-call dick sucker will never be what the fuck I do.”

He grins, then cracks up laughing. “Oh, shit! Damn. You just went in.”

My nose flares. “I don’t think the shit is funny, Lamar.”

He tries to regain his composure. “Yo, my bad, Pasha. But word? You really think I was talking about those skills? Nah, ma, I’d never play you like that. Damn. I mean, shit. Yeah, ya skills ain’t no joke. Ya head game is serious. Hands down. You most def the truth in that department, but I’m not even talkin’ ’bout no shit like that. I wouldn’t do you like that, Pasha. C’mon, ma. That’s not how I get down. I don’t play them kinda games. I can’t believe you’d actually think I’d handle you like that.”

I relax a bit, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. “Oh, okay. But those are the only skills I know I’ve shared with you. It’s not like I’ve done your hair. And I haven’t cooked for you. So what other skills could you possibly be talking about?”

He shakes his head. “I’m talkin’ ’bout that work you put in on Sunday, yo. I dig how you handled that situation.”

My heart drops. “You assured me,” I hiss, leaning up in my seat, “the utmost discretion. No one can know about that, or anything else. There’s a lot at stake here. Do you not understand that? I’ve put all of my trust in you, Lamar. Please don’t make me regret it.”

He gives me a serious look. The muscles in his jaw tighten. “Yo, hol’ up. My word is my bond, Pasha. On my life. Don’t ever doubt that shit. I’ma man of my word. One thing I don’t do is front on anything I say or do. I got you. I already know what it is. If you go down, ma—we all go down. And real shit, I ain’t goin’ down for you or anyone else. So, yeah, I know what’s at stake. Real shit, e’erything me ‘n’ my peeps handle is airtight. And what we discuss ‘n’ whatever pops off between us, stays between us; period, point blank.”

I narrow my eyes at him, taking in his words, studying his posture, his facial expression. Once again, I do not see any signs to cause alarm. I sit back in my seat, breathing out a sigh of relief. “Thanks for those reassuring words. I’m glad we’re on the same page.”

“We’ve always been on the same page; from the rip. Which is why I’ma put you onto some real shit. I know a lotta muhfuckas, Pasha. I stay connected to niggas who make shit happen; muhfuckas, like me, who know how to make shit disappear; feel me?”

I nod. “I’m listening.”

“Right now, my peoples only has one female on his team. And she’s bad as fuck, and vicious as shit…”

“Okay, so what does all that have to do with me?”

“It could potentially have e’erything to do with you, if you consider what I’m about to spit at you. No bullshit. You’re sexy as fuck, Pasha. And you have a fire inside of you that keeps burning with more intensity. The more that nigga Jasper fucks with you, the hotter that shit seems to get. It’s a turn-on. But there’s something else about you, ma.…”

I fold my arms over my chest, pressing them into my swelling nipples, aching for his tongue, his warm mouth. Oooh, God, I wanna fuck him. I blink my gaze away from his lips. “Oh, yeah. What’s that?”

“Underneath all that fire and passion and beauty makes you potentially dangerous, ma. Muhfuckas sleep on you. And that shit’s what’ll get them knocked. ’Cause on some real shit, ma. There’s a real killer inside of you. And that, Pasha”—he scoots up in his seat, placing his forearms up on my desk, then licking his lips and clasping his hands together—“is sexy as fuck. The way you move, no one would ever suspect you’d be capable of slumpin’ a muhfucka. But you proved you got it in you.”

I blink. “Slumping Felecia, as you put it, wasn’t one of the things on my things-to-do list. Being a”—I lower my voice to a hushed whisper—“killer isn’t what I’ve aspired to be.”

“Yeah, but you thought it. I saw the fire in ya eyes when you spoke on it. Bodyin’ that broad gave you life, didn’t it? It gave you an adrenaline rush like no other, didn’t it? And”—he snaps his fingers—“just like that, it’s what you’ve become.”

“Bitch, you sealed your fate!”

Thrrrssp!

Felecia’s bloody mouth, her broken teeth, fragments of her skull and brain matter sweep through my head.

I swallow.

Shift in my seat.

“Felecia got what her hand called for.”

“And you can get paid out the ass to handle other muhfuckas who gotta get what their hands call for too.”

I furrow my brows. “What exactly are you saying to me?”

He tells me he’s down with a “work-for-hire” operation that his peoples’ runs. A multimillion-dollar business he operates that handles waste management—the elimination of unsuspecting marks through contract hits. That he currently has eighteen contractors on his squad. Fierce killers who move in silence, swift and unseen.

“I want you on our team, ma. If you’d like I can set up a meeting wit’ you and my peoples. He’d wanna snatch you up wit’ a quickness.”

“To do what?”

“Body muhfuckas…”



Three

Be careful what you ask for. The truth is sometimes more than you can stand…

“Pasha,” Kendra says through the intercom, “there’s an Andre on line two for you. He says it’s urgent. And my nine o’clock is here, so the front desk will be unattended.”

I’m not surprised Felecia’s long-term fiancé is calling me. I knew this day would come. Still, I haven’t mentally prepared myself to deal with him—or Nana, for that matter, when she starts calling, inquiring about Felecia. Pretending won’t be the problem. The anxious, relentless probing will be.

“Okay, thanks,” I say, relieved she’s interrupted us. I look at Lamar. “We’ll have to finish this conversation some other time. I need to take this call.”

He stands. “No doubt, baby. I have…”

I hold a finger up at him. “Rule number one. Unless I have your dick wrapped between my lips, or your tongue is wedged in between the ones between my legs, don’t refer to me as baby.”

He holds his hands up. “My bad. It’ll never happen again.”

I raise a brow. “Good.”

“No doubt.” He hands me his backpack. “I almost forgot. This is for you.” I give him a quizzical look. “Saturday night’s catch.”

I nod. That quick, I’d almost forgotten myself. It’s the money from Jasper’s stash houses burned down over the weekend. They were able to collect from all three spots close to two-hundred-and-eighty-seven thousand dollars. I lick my lips. “Thanks. I’ll have to be sure to really thank you later.”

I make a mental note to have either him or Mel drive me to the Wells Fargo down the street later today, so I can rent another safe deposit box and stuff my new riches inside—compliments of Jasper.

He grins, heading for the door. “I look forward to it.”

Oh, I’m sure you do. I take in the way his muscled-ass sits up on his lower back, the way it fits in his jeans, imagining my nails digging into his dark flesh, urging his big black dick deeper into my throat. Sucking Lamar off is so far proving to be one of my smartest investment moves.

My cell vibrates.

I wait for him to shut the door behind him, then glance at my cell. I knew I’d hear from you, Stax. A sly smile inches over my glossed lips. And sucking and fucking him will prove more beneficial than it already has soon enough as well.

I let his call roll over into voicemail, lifting the office phone from the receiver, taking a deep breath. I press line two, going into script. “Heeeeey, Andre. This is a nice surprise. How have you been?” My voice is cheery and light, dripping with sunshine and happiness.

“I’m good,” he says in his deep voice. “No complaints. And you?”

“You know how it is here. Busy as always. But I know you’re not calling me out the blue for an update on my life. So tell me, Andre. To what do I owe the pleasure of this call?”

“Honestly, I was wondering if you’ve spoken to Felecia. I know the two of you were supposed to meet on Sunday night.”

“No. I haven’t spoken to her; well, not since the day she called and agreed to meet me. But she never showed up. I called her twice and didn’t hear back from her, so I figured she either changed her mind or something else came up.” I feign concern. “Why? Is everything okay?”

He sighs. “Damn. I haven’t seen or heard from her since she left the house Sunday night around eight to meet you at the salon.” The alarm in his voice causes my chest to tighten. He and Nana will both become sick with worry as the days turn to weeks and weeks become months with still no sign of her. The consequence of my dirty deed. “I don’t know what to think, Pasha. I’m really starting to get worried.”

Poor thing. I wonder how worried you’d be if you knew the bitch you’ve been fucking the last five years was a lying, conniving-ass slut.

For some reason a conversation she and I had over dinner drinks at P.F. Chang’s comes to mind. She had asked me, again, if I had ever cheated on Jasper while he was locked up. Of course I lied. Told her, “Nope. I have no reason to.”

The way the bitch stared at me, like she didn’t believe me, like she was on a fishing expedition, should have given me pause to question her. But I’d let it go over my head. She sipped her third Margarita, eyeing me over the salted rim of her glass.

“Girl, good for you. I don’t know how you do it. Personally, I’d be pulling my damn hair out if I had to go without sex. I’m sorry. I love Andre. But if his ass ever got locked up, I’d have to have me some dick on-call until he got out. Fuck that. I’m not about to deprive myself of some cock just because a muhfucka can’t keep his ass out of the streets to handle his business in the sheets.”

I licked the salt from around the rim of my own glass, chuckling. “Well, I’m not saying it’s been easy because it hasn’t. But with the help of a whole lot of batteries and a collection of toys, I get by.”

“Hmmph. Girl, if the shoe were on the other foot, do you actually think Jasper would be so quick to keep his dick in his pants…?”

I should have known then that that bitch was up to no good. I wonder if she had already been going down to South Woods sucking the nut out of Jasper’s dick when she was sitting there saying this shit to me.

Here that bitch popped shit about me fucking over a good man when she had a good man of her own right in her own damn bed every night. For as long as I’ve known Andre, he’s been a real easygoing, laid-back, and hard-working man who handled all the bills and made sure she had whatever extra money in her wallet. Not once have I ever known him to disrespect her, or even raise his voice to her. He wasn’t a street nigga. But he’d grown up in the hood and survived letting its elements become a part of his life. The nigga had good credit, a job with benefits, and knew how to treat a woman. And that bitch thanks him by fucking Jasper—a nigga who was only using her ass to keep tabs on me.

Stupid bitch!

Andre doesn’t drink, smoke, or use drugs. And he’s never been arrested, or seen the inside of a jail cell, not even for a traffic violation. He’s always been good to her. But that still didn’t stop that bitch from cheating on him. Once—that I know of, in Jamaica, during one of our many weekend getaways that I fucking paid for. She met him on the beach earlier in the day. Then later that night fucked him. As a matter of fact, the bitch fucked him the whole three days we were there. Then boarded the plane back to the States and acted as if she’d never had her pussy stretched open by some long, thick Blue Mountain cock.

Then there were other times, now that I’m sitting here thinking about it, that that ho would disappear for hours anytime we traveled somewhere, then she’d pop back up out of the blue with her lips all shiny, looking all disheveled. That cock-hopping bitch was a whore, too. Yet, she wanted to pop shit to me about fucking over a good man. Bitch, please!

“I figured I’d try you one more time before I called Nana,” Andre says, snapping me out of my reverie. Truth is, he’d tried calling me several times yesterday, but I kept letting his calls roll over into voicemail. Now the thought of Nana being dragged into Felecia’s disappearance almost makes me wish I hadn’t had her body tossed in flames. “I called out from work yesterday and spent all day calling the area hospitals in case something had happened to her…” His voice cracks. “Pasha, I know this might sound kinda fucked up, but I kinda hoped something did happen to her and she was in one of those hospitals. At least I’d know where she was.”

I twirl a strand of hair through my fingers. “Andre, I don’t know what to tell you. There’s no telling where she is. Like I said, I haven’t heard from her. And as you know she and I aren’t on the best of terms right now.”

He sighs. “Yeah. I heard. Which is why I was glad to hear y’all were meeting Sunday to talk things out, feel me? The two of you have been too close to let whatever beefs y’all are having now to come in between you.”

I roll my eyes. “Well, she was a no-show, so obviously mending fences wasn’t on the top of her things-to-do list. I guess she had something more important to deal with.”

“This isn’t like her,” he mutters, sounding as if he’s struggling to keep his emotions in check. “She’s never not come home. I think something serious has happened to her.”

“Well, good luck with finding her,” I say nonchalantly. The need to keep up the act of feeling concerned is wearing thin.

“If by chance you hear from her before I do, can you call me?”

I shake my head. He sounds so pitiful. I’m convinced I’ve done him a favor getting rid of her ass. “Sure,” I say, reaching for the backpack Lamar left for me, and peeking inside. I inhale deeply. The smell of sweet revenge fills my nostrils. I hold it in my lungs, then slowly exhale. “What’s your number?” He rattles it off, then says something about calling Nana before calling the police. I cringe. “Well, you take care, Andre. It was good hearing from you.”

“Yeah, you too, Pasha.”

I prepare to disconnect.

“Uh, Pasha?”

“Yes?”

“Listen. Not that it’s any of my business. I know how close you and Felecia were. But what really happened between the two of you?”

“What did she tell you happened?”

“She didn’t. She danced around the question. Said something about you believing a bunch of lies some chick told you she supposedly had said about you. But none of it made any sense to me. So I’m hoping you’d tell me.”

“Mmmph. Are you sure you really want to know, Andre?”

“Yeah.”

“The bitch fucked Jasper.”



Four

If not weaved carefully, the web of deception can ensnare even its deceiver…

I place the phone back on its receiver, pulling out my laptop. I turn it on, then wait for it to boot up. A few seconds later, I’m clicking into my server, opening AOL. I log into my Deep Throat Diva email account, and I am immediately alerted that I have new mail. There are three emails. All from MydickneedsUrtongue2.

Immediately, the hairs on the back of my neck go up. I pull in my bottom lip, clicking on his first email. Yo wat’s good witchu? U gonna front on dis dick or gonna be ’bout ya business n be ready to put in dat neck work? Hit a nigga back, yo. I got dis hard dick waitin for u to guzzle up witcha freak ass.

I roll my eyes. Thirsty-ass nigga! I specifically told this asshole when I reached out to him on Sunday that I’d send him an email this Thursday to confirm whether or not I’d meet him for what he thinks will be for one of my deep throat specials. But this loony-ass motherfucker too stuck on crazy. Mmmph. Yeah, I have something especially deep for his ass all right. But it’s damn sure not this throat.

I open his second email. Yo wat’s poppin’ witchu? U gonna eat da nut outta dis big dik or wat, yo? Don’t get back on da dumb shit. A nigga horny for some’a dat throat. Get at me, yo

I open the third email. There are two attachments. One is of his hard-ass dick. The other is a video sent from his iPhone. I open it. Ohmygod! It’s a five-minute video of his nasty-ass stroking his long, black dick. His face isn’t shown, just his lower body. And instead of turning it off, I sit and watch it until the very last end when a thick wad of white thick cream shoots out of his dick. I play it again, disturbingly turned on by the way his hand slowly glides up and down as he holds it upward, then back and forth as he points it straight out toward the lens and his nut shoots out like a cannon.

The third time I replay it, I try to convince myself that it’s simply to look for any clues that might potentially lead me to him. There are none.

I hit the REPLY button, then type. Oooh, daddy, yessss! You have that big hood dick! Luv, luv, luv watching you stroke that long, black dick! Thanks for video. Yes, I’m still going to suck the nut out of your big, thick dick. This long throat is wet and ready. I can’t wait to have you down in my neck. I’m so ready to suck down more than one round of all of your gooey, thug milk. I’ll email you on Thurs. to confirm for sure if I can meet you Fri. night.

I press SEND, then quickly pull out my cell and call James. He picks up on the third ring. “Hey, you. Good to hear your voice,” he says, sounding all cheery. “I haven’t forgotten about what we talked about last weekend. I got sidetracked. It’s a little crazy around here. I should have everything you need later on this evening.”

I roll my eyes. Steady my voice to keep the sarcasm from coming out too thick. “Good.” There’s another email from Mydickneeds Urtongue2. “I need this handled ASAP. Please, and thank you.”

“I promise you, I’m on it.”

“I really hope so,” I say, opening the email. I need this nigga shut down quick! I lower my voice to almost a sultry whisper. “The sooner you handle this for me, James, the sooner I can handle you.” I tell him this with no real interest, but as a little motivation to light a fire under his horny, cheating ass. Some niggas seem to need an extra push to get shit done when it isn’t something important to them. “If that’s what you still want. Or maybe you can’t handle it.”

“Oh I want it all right,” he says, sounding as if he’s ready to shove his dick through the receiver and into my mouth in any second. “Consider it handled.”

“Don’t keep me waiting, James. Or I’ll have to find me someone who can give me what I need.”

“Now hold on, baby. Not so fast. I got everything you need right here. Give me until the end of the day.”

I disconnect, reading Mydick’s email. Yo, freak u got my dik hard AF!! Make dat shit happen yo. NO BS. Ya heard? Real shit yo. I want you suckin’ on my shit now, right now!!! But I’ma wait ’til Friday yo. Do whatever da fuck u gotta do to get dis hard dik! Don’t front on me yo!! Dis hard dik needs dat tongue up on it!

“Oh trust, nigga,” I mutter to myself, forming a plan in my head fit for a sick motherfucker like him. “I’m going to do everything I can to get at you. When you least expect it.” Shutting my laptop, I slide it in my desk drawer, lock it, then push up from my desk and walk into my bathroom. I take a quick look at my reflection in the mirror, shaking my head. Fucking Jasper! I fucking hate you for putting me through all of this.

Bitch, you and your dick sucking is what put your ass in this predicament in the first place!

Whatever!

I run a hand along the nape of my neck. Attempt to knead out the tension coiling around my neck.

We’ve both made choices. We’ve both drawn lines in the sand. And we’ve both crossed them. Now this shit between us has gotten messy.

And it’s going to get even messier.

Because of him, I’ve become this hateful, vicious…now murderous…bitch!

Felecia.

One bullet. And it was over. The back of her skull splattered open, her brain a bloody, clumpy mess.

Those niggas bodied in the stash house fires—sons, brothers, fathers, lovers, friends—all casualties caught up in the crossfires.

Shot up.

Burned up.

Dead.

Because of me.

Because of Jasper.

I close my fists tight to keep my hands from shaking.

Bile rises in my throat and I feel the rushing need to vomit.

The realization—the weight of my own actions, the knowing that more than likely, they’ll be more bodies dropped before this is all over—causes my stomach to churn. I flip up the toilet seat, and toss my guts up, clutching the sides of the bowl.

Maybe I should rethink this. That’s what a part of me fights with. To leave everyone else out of this, so that no one else gets hurt or loses their life for something that really has nothing to do with them. This ugly war is between Jasper and me.

He’s the real target.

Yet, there’s the other part of me that says they all deserve to get it too. All of them. Every last one of them niggas on Jasper’s team made conscious decisions to jump into a fire that had nothing to do with them.

So now they all have to get burned to ash.

I know, even if I wanted to there’s no turning back now.

It is the only way poetic justice can be dished out.

It is the only way it will be served.

When I am done throwing up and dry-heaving, I flush the toilet, then walk over to the sink, washing my hands and rinsing out my mouth. I brush my teeth, then rinse, keeping my gaze locked on my reflection in the mirror.

Despite flying all night, despite trying to deal with all of these conflicting emotions, my face, my eyes, defy what’s really going on in my heart and head.

I sigh, fussing with a few strands of stray hair, then shut off the light and head out into the front area of the salon. I honestly feel like I’m spinning in a vicious wheel of tit-for-tat.

I suck dick behind Jasper’s back. Jasper finds out. He feels betrayed, which he was. Feels hurt, which he should. Then becomes vindictive.

And now I am retaliating.

The wheel is spinning fast.

We are both playing a far more dangerous game than Russian roulette.

It’s a game of vengeance.

In the end, I can only wonder who’ll really win.

“Pasha Nivea Allen, will you marry me?”

“Yes, baby.”

“I’m givin’ you my heart, Pasha. Whatever you do, don’t play me, yo.”

“I promise, baby. I won’t.”

But I did.

And now look at us. Look what we’ve become.

Two warring ex-lovers hell-bent on destroying the other.

Shaking the thought of what used to be from out of my head, I take a deep breath and finally step into the spotlight, smiling, pretending—already plotting my next move. 



Five

Sometimes it’s the ones you love who hurt you the most…

At a quarter to three in the afternoon, Booty comes strutting into my office in all of her dramatic ghetto-fabulousness. I haven’t seen or spoken to her since Saturday when she came in to get her hair done. She shuts the door behind her, bringing in with her one of her signature scents, Viva La Juicy by Juicy Couture.

“Yes, FahverGawd, we got shit to do, Miss Pasha, girl. And the clock is tickin’, sugah-boo.” She claps her hands together for emphasis. “Tick-tock, tick-tock. Where you been? I couldn’t get ahold of you for the last two days.”

I tell her I had some last-minute business to handle out in L.A. There’s no need for her or anyone else to know that I’ve temporarily moved Jaylen out there until this shit with Jasper is over with. Or until Jasper drags me into court for visitation and I’m court-ordered to return him. I know what I’ve done by relocating Jaylen to California without Jasper’s permission, since he is his father, could technically be considered criminal under different circumstances. But, given what’s rapidly unfolded over the last week, my actions are justified.

She twists her lips, taking a seat in one of the chairs across from me. “And you ain’t think to return any of my calls, either, huh?” She rolls her eyes, tossing her thirty-eight hundred-dollar Marine monogram tote bag in the chair next to her. The bag came out in 2011 and is hard to come by now as it’s a limited-edition piece. But this hood diva comes in here with it draped in the crook of her arm. She tosses her bang from over her left eye, peering at me. “You need to get ya mind right, Miss Pasha, girl.”

“That Louis bag is sharp,” I say, changing the subject. Flattery always sidetracks this attention whore. “I am so hating you right now.”

She waves me on, crossing her legs. “Oh, this old thang. Sugah-boo, you know how I do it. I had to pull out a classic ‘n’ give it to these thirsty coon-bitches real good today. You know these low-budget bitches ain’t used to no high-end, exclusive shit.”

I shake my head. “You’re a real mess.”

“But I ain’t ever messy, sugah-boo.”

“Unh-huh.” Chile, please! If you wanna keep believing that lie, then go right on ahead. “So what’d you end up doing over the weekend?”

She smacks her glossed lips. “Well, I ain’t get me no damn dingaling, that’s for sure. Miss Pasha, girl, I had to take me a quick road trip down to D.C.”

“Oh, I’m sure that must have been a nice little ride.”

She grunts. “Nice my ass. Not with a buncha bad-ass kids who can’t sit they asses still ‘n’ goddamn quiet for less than two seconds. Next time I’m flyin’.”

I chuckle.

“Miss Pasha, girl. That ride tore my drawz.”

She tells me she drove down to Howard University to visit her son Da’Quan. He’s either her third or fourth child out of her ten kids, I think. She simply has too damn many to try to keep up with. But what I do know is, he’s in his third year of college trying to make something out of himself.

“Miss, Pasha, girl, that dark-chocolate nigga was stressin’ me out so bad ’bout not comin’ to see him that I had to finally roll me a blunt ‘n’ get my mind right. That lil’ nigga gets real crazy when he don’t see me when he wants to. And I ain’t want him comin’ home for the weekend ’round none of these niggah-coons. So to shut his ass up, I packed up the kids and we all took that long-ass drive down there to see my baby with his big-dick self. He better be glad I had just come in ‘n’ got my hair did on Saturday or he woulda been shit outta luck. But you did me right, goddammit. And you know I had to go up on campus ‘n’ turn it up a taste.”

“Oh, Lord. I’m scared to ask. What’d you do?”

“Sugah-boo, we ain’t gonna get into all that. All I’m say is, I thought I was gonna have’ta step outta my heels ‘n’ take it to one of them lil’ nigga-boos’ heads ’cause her lil’ boyfriend was tryna holla. I tol’ that ho, ‘Booga coon, boom! Sit yo’ young hot-ass down somewhere.’ Shit, Miss Pasha, girl, you know this booty shake keeps all the niggas’ stompin’ on the yard. They better be glad I was keepin’ it classy ‘n’ I had the twins with me, otherwise, I woulda turnt up the flames real right. I woulda popped this booty heat up on one’a them young dingdongs ‘n’ sucked him right on up in the fire.”

I laugh, shaking my head as my cell rings. I hold a finger up, answering the call. “What do you want, Jasper?”

The fact that I have a temporary restraining order on this nigga still doesn’t faze him one bit. And the only reason I’m accepting any of his calls instead of ignoring them is because Lamar suggested I do. He reasoned it’s always better to keep the lines of communication open, even if a restraining order is dangling in front of him.

“Where the fuck is my muthafuckin’ whip, yo?! You really muthafuckin’ testin’ me, Pasha. And don’t fuckin’ lie, yo. What the fuck you do wit’ my shit?”

Last night, while I was at the airport waiting to board my flight, I got a call from one of Lamar’s night watchers who’s been keeping tabs on Jasper’s every move. Jasper made it very clear that he has eyes everywhere. And now…so do I.

So when I got the call that he was over in East Orange on South Arlington at some random bitch’s house, I called Lamar and asked him to have his people tow his shiny SL550 Benz. I wanted it towed away before the sun came up. I didn’t have to use Booty’s connect she’d given me last week. Lamar handled it for me with no problem. So far, the way he’s been handling everything else.

Even this pussy.

“Yo what the fuck is really good wit’ you, Pasha, huh? You really tryna escalate this shit, right? Is that what you tryna do, huh? You still think I’m playin’, right? You keep testin’ me, Pasha, real shit. You really think a muhfucka won’t get at you, don’t you?”

“Is that another one of your threats, Jasper?”

“Yo, fuck outta here! Take that shit however you wanna. You should know by now I don’t make threats. I make promises. You fuckin’ really feelin’ ya’self now, right? You think I give a fuck about bein’ behind the wall, huh? I’ll eat that shit. Now where’s my fuckin’ whip, yo?”

“I had it towed. That’s where it is.”

“Yo, what the fuck you do that shit for?”

“Jasper. Do I need to remind you that I have a restraining order against you? And technically I shouldn’t be talking to you?”

“Yo, fuck outta here, yo. I’m callin’ you ’bout my shit, yo. Fuck a restrainin’ order. Don’t fuckin’ play me, Pasha. I want my muthafuckin’ shit! You hear me, yo?”

“That’s too bad. Because you’re not getting it.”

“Whaaat?! What the fuck you mean, I ain’t gettin’ my shit? Don’t have me bust yo’ ass, Pasha. And where’s my muthafuckin’ son at, yo? I wanna see him. And why the fuck he ain’t been at daycare, yo?”

Booty eyes me, folding her arms across her chest and twisting her lips. She flicks imaginary dirt from beneath her fingernail, clearly bored.

“Jasper, we have court on Friday morning at nine. You did get the memo, right?”

He sucks his teeth. “Yeah, I got that shit. What the fuck that got to do wit’ anything, yo?”

“Anything you want to know, ask in front of the judge when we go for the final restraining order hearing.”

“Oh, so you really gonna keep this shit on me, right?”

I frown. “Jasper, you can’t be serious. Of course I am. Nigga, I’m done with you. And thanks to you, Jasper, I am not putting up with any more of your shit. That Benz, the one I own—in my name. And the house, again, in my name—is mine, free and clear. I have the title and the deed, in my name. And the day you thought it was okay to walk up in here and toss me around, you lost all rights and privileges to either.”

The nigga starts screaming on me, like a lunatic. I pull my ear away from the phone.

Booty huffs, rolling her eyes up in her head. “Look, Miss Pasha, girl. Tell that nigga-coon to eat the inside of ya ass cheeks, then hang up on his black ass, goddammit! He’s givin’ me a goddamn headache ‘n’ I ain’t the one on the phone with his no-good coon-ass. Ole stank motherfucka.”

“Look, Jas—”

Booty reaches over and snatches the phone away from me, shocking the shit out of me. Boundaries, as always, are clearly nonexistent for her. “Nigga-bitch, stop motherfuckin’ harrassin’ Miss Pasha. She’s done with your sneaky, lyin’ ass. She said she gonna see ya no-good ass in court. So, boom, nigga-coon, boom! See her in court! Puttin’ yo’ goddamn hands on her. Is you crazy, nigga-bitch? You ain’t no real nigga. Real niggas don’t beat on no high-end classy bitch. They fight a hood bitch who ain’t scared to sit in the county jail for knockin’ ya goddamn eyeballs in.” She hits the END button, handing me back my cell. She sits back in her chair like nothing ever happened. “There. Motherfuck that coon!”

I blink. Open my mouth to say something. My phone starts ringing again. It’s Jasper calling back.

Booty puts a hand up. “Don’t do it, sugah-boo. Fuck that nigga-bitch. You got a restrainin’ order on his ass, so it ain’t shit else to talk about. Fuck chitchat. Fuck tryna argue with that coon-nigga. It’s a wrap for his ass. You gonna see him in court. You said you done with his ass, so be done. It’s time to get down ‘n’ dirty, Miss Pasha, girl. Not tomorrow, not next week…now, goddammit!”

She pulls out her phone and starts scrolling through it.

“We still gotta get that nigga-coon, L, handled. And I spoke to Dickalina’s old dizzy ass ‘n’ she said that coon’s real name is Legend. Then we gotta do that AJ nigga. Now if you stay focused, Miss Pasha, girl, ‘n’ keep the fire lit under ya ass, we should be able to have them two nigga-coons down on they backs by the end of the week. Then the rest of these niggas should be shut down by next week. I’ma let my kids stay with they fahvers for the rest of the week, so I ain’t gotta worry ’bout rushin’ home. It’s time, goddammit! So who’s first? That nigga-coon AJ? Wait. Ain’t you s’posed to be seein’ that bitch, Miss FeFe, soon?”

I quickly dart my eyes from hers. Land them on the bookcase, the space where Felecia was thrown. The image of her being swung into the case flashes through my head. My fists, my feet, pounding her face and body; my anger toward her swelling in each punch, in each stomp.

“…You always somewhere tryna act like you so much fucking better than me when you’re the one who was out there sucking all kinds of different niggas’ dicks in dark alleys and fucking abandoned buildings and wherever else you could go to drop down on your slutty-ass knees.…

“Bitch! You want the fucking truth? Then here it is raw and uncut: I love you. But I fucking hate you more! And, yes, I sucked Jasper’s dick! There, you satisfied! I sucked his dick, okay! Why? Because I fucking wanted to! You didn’t fucking deserve a nigga like him! Bitch, you had it good. Jasper gave you anything you wanted, and that shit still wasn’t enough for you. You still went and shitted on him. It’s always about you, bitch! Pasha this, Pasha, that! The fly bitch who always gets what she wants. Who always gets all the right niggas eating outta the palm of her goddamn hands!

“And bitches like me, who know how to treat a good man, gotta stand on the sidelines and watch bitches like you fuck over all the good men. You fucking slutted yourself out on Jasper and that nigga still wanted you…!”

I blink, bringing my focus back to Booty. “I was supposed to see her Sunday. But she never showed up.” The lie rolls off my tongue with ease. My heartbeat doesn’t even skip a beat as the words float out of my mouth. “I left her two messages and I still haven’t heard back from her. That bitch had me sitting around here waiting for her dumb ass.”

Booty grunts, shifting in her seat. “Mmmph. Stink bitch. Don’t worry. We gonna do her stank-ass real good ‘n’ goddamn dirty. I’ma get Day’Asia and Dickalina’s daughters, Clitina and Candy, to gang-bang her face in wit’ they fists. They gonna give that ole messy booga-coon bitch a new face by the time they finish with her ole man-sharin’ ass. Miss FeFe messy like them ole whorin’ triplet cousins of yours, but she stayed talkin’ shit about ’em ‘n’ she doin’ the same damn thing. Mmmph. I can’t stand no messy bitch.”

I blink. “Cassandra, listen. Leave my cousins out of this. They have nothing to do with Felecia’s shit. That bitch snaked me.”
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