












Dear Readers,

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

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

That’s what we’re going to deliver, starting with Nikki Turner, bestselling author of A Hustler’s Wife and The Glamorous Life; Noire, bestselling author of G-Spot and Thug-A-Licious; and finally K. Elliott, author of Street Fame.

You know, I don’t do anything halfway, and we’re going to take this street lit thing to a whole other level. Are you ready?
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This book is dedicated to

the last of a dying breed,

those who still live by and will die by

three words…

DEATH BEFORE DISHONOR
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There are three means of communication:

Telegram,

telephone,

and…

tell a bitch.

50 Cent and Nikki Turner
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The Best Orgasm




Sunni sat at her mahogany desk with a big smile plastered on her face, squirming, feeling the moisture between her legs. She was getting wet as she counted all of the men who had run up through her place of business that day and given her so much pleasure. There was Alex, Ben, Drew, Abe, Tom, Grant and George. Grant was one of her favorites, except she had to see him twice to reach the climax that Ben always brought her to. Ben was the best of the best, a certified big hat. Just looking eye to eye with him made her explode like no other orgasm she had ever had in her life.

Sunni didn’t notice her best friend, Cher, standing in the doorway, watching her about to climax.

“Damn, chick,” Cher said. “If dick ain’t never made you cum in the past year, I swear those benjamins have.”

Sunni didn’t respond until she finished counting her salon’s night deposit. She came out of her trance when the money was sealed in the plastic pouch the bank provided for business owners.

“Girl, be quiet,” was her delayed reaction. “After all that good dick I done had, who would have thought that I’d be saying, ‘fuck dem niggas, I want the money’?”

“Damn, that’s what an empty, broken heart can do to you.”

Just then Beatrice, one of the stylists that Sunni had fired earlier that day, entered her office. “Excuse me, can I talk to you?” Beatrice asked.

“What is it?” Sunni snapped, wondering why Beatrice was back up in her shop. “Is it about my money?”

Beatrice ignored the question. The last thing she wanted to do was get into a verbal battle with Sunni, so she calmly said, “I really need to talk to you.”

“So talk,” Sunni said. She could cut people up with her tongue and had no problem drawing her sword.

“I know I haven’t paid you, but I need to get my supplies from you before I can give you any money. I need my stuff to make money,” Beatrice said minkly, not wanting to set Sunni off.

“Until you pay me my money, you can’t get nothing from me,” Sunni shot back. “You worked in my shop for weeks—shit, over a month—and never paid me a dime booth rent. And you think that I’ma let you get your stuff back?”

“How am I going to make money and pay you if you don’t give me my stuff back?”

“Sell some pussy. I don’t give a damn. All I care about is my money.”

Beatrice was hot, but what could she do? She shouldn’t have left her supplies out in the open. “I’ma get you your money, don’t you worry,” Beatrice said as she turned and walked away.

“You’re going to have to,” Sunni said in a singsong of victory.

Ta-Ta, another stylist, walked in as Beatrice was leaving. “I say take it out that ho’s ass if she don’t want to pay.” Ta-Ta specialized in boof-to-the-roof ghetto hairstyles. Bottles of hair gel and bags of weave were all that surrounded her station, located in the very back room of the shop.

Since the twenty-four-hour salon catered to all people, Sunni gave Ta-Ta the evening shifts. She didn’t come in until after 6:00 P.M. and usually worked until the wee hours of the morning laying hair down. When Ta-Ta came into the shop, so did eighty-five percent of the gossip, which she sprayed through her teeth like a can of oil sheen.

“If all my workers were like you, I wouldn’t have to be locking up people’s shit,” Sunni said generously, glancing up at Ta-Ta and her bright orange hair. She was so successful at what she did because she was a product of her own craft. Ghettofabulous was her middle name. And for every track of weave she put in, a piece of gossip came out. That chick worked like a slave and brought a lot of money into Sunni’s shop.

Sunni stood up and put her bag of money in her purse, next to her gun. Best believe a soul wasn’t going to touch her loot.

“Now make sure that my office door stays locked,” Sunni instructed Ta-Ta.

“I don’t know why you ever gave that damn Beatrice a job noway,” Cher jumped in.

“Everybody deserves a chance. I mean, look at me,” Sunni said, raising her arms and looking around her private office in the rear of the salon. A client who happened to be one of the city’s hottest interior designers had decorated it. The mahogany furniture accented the tan color on the walls. The black-and-white still photos that graced the walls were framed in mahogany frames on bright yellow mats. The chairs were pale yellow leather with silver legs; the floors a yellow-and-cream checkerboard. Sunni had spared no expense once she turned her first profit.

“I feel ya,” Ta-Ta said to Sunni with her arms folded, “but she was Scoop’s cousin. I’m sorry, any nigga that sends me to the penitentiary, I ain’t giving nobody he knows a job. He cost you three years of your life,” she said as she blew a bubble.

Sunni focused on her grandmother’s picture on the wall above Cher’s head and thought about Scoop. Which just pissed her off. The more she thought of Scoop, the angrier she got at Beatrice, who was the next best thing to Scoop to take her anger out on. Which was probably the real reason she had fired her.

“Do you ever think of Scoop?” Cher asked Sunni.

“He sent me to the penitentiary. What the hell you think? Hell, I thought about how I wanted to…naw, I try not to think of how I want to kill that bitch-ass nigga!”

Cher could see the emotion on Sunni’s face, and she knew that the incident with Scoop wasn’t something that Sunni wanted to talk about. So she switched it. “Girl, have you heard from that guy we met at the mall the other day?”

Cher and Sunni carried on with the majority of men who crossed their paths just like men tried to carry on with women. They would turn him out, and if it was good, they passed his ass on to each other, and talked about him after Sex and the City went off. It was real for Sunni like that. She loved getting her pussy licked. If she hadn’t witnessed in jail firsthand all the extra drama and emotional abuse that came with lesbian relationships, she would have long found her a woman to kick it with by now. But since bumping coochies and getting her grass cut by another woman wasn’t her thing, she decided that she would carry it like a nigga. “Money Over Niggas” was her golden rule. She would get her money right and make cute dudes her boy toys whenever she felt the urge.

The last toy she played with was a guy named Mason. Mason was broke as a broke-dick dog, but, boy, could he lick a clit. He did it so good that Sunni played dude like a quick trick, paying his $99 cell phone bill in return for him giving her best friend some boss head, too. And that fool did it. Just like men did women, Sunni and Cher laughed and talked about him like a dog afterward.

Sunni cut the conversation short. “I’ve got to get to the bank. I’m tired, hungry and sick of the smell of burnt curling irons.”
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Lust at First Sight




Igave up on that shit a long time ago: love, marriage, the white picket fence. Hah. Sunni laughed out loud as she sat at the red light. After a long, hard, fourteen-hour day, she was good and tired. She had been slaving over customers’ hair, enduring not only the heat from the curling irons, but the steamy gossip at the twenty-four-hour beauty salon that she owned and operated. Since her release from the Virginia Correctional Center for Women in Goochland two years ago, her shop had become her life.

While she waited for the light to change, she saw a happy couple crossing the street, strolling with their new baby. The guy looked like such a doting father and the woman was smiling as they shared what looked to be their planned parenthood.

For richer and for poorer, in sickness and in health, ride or die, hold that nigga down, Sunni thought as she chuckled . Yeah, isn’t that just cute? It’s sweet now, but what happens when your emotions for that nigga override your intellect? Shit, the last time I tried to stand by a man, be the Bonnie to his Clyde? That motherfucker left me with three years in the penitentiary. Sunni sat at the light analyzing the couple with a big platinum chip on her shoulder that might as well have been engraved with the words “fuck dem niggas.”

Sunni’s last so-called man, and first real boyfriend, Scoop, promised her the world and everything in it. But that nigga couldn’t even give her his word, let alone the whole fuckin’ world. And in Sunni’s eyes a man whose word wasn’t good didn’t deserve a place in the world nohow.

As she watched the happy couple strolling down the street, anger and envy started to simmer in her mind. She hadn’t had any kind of man in her life since she got out of jail, besides the boy toys that she and Cher played with. She didn’t want to think about her past another second, so she redirected her attention to the driver of the black Hummer next to her. He was on his cell phone talking, but his eyes shifted over to hers. Neither of them could look away. Something about his thick eyelashes captivated her, and the unspoken chemistry between them was undeniable. Although he looked like he was into an intense conversation with one of his soldiers, there was no doubt that Sunni had his undivided attention.

 

“Much as you listen to that nigga 2-Pac, you violated the number-one rule,” Trill riffed into the phone to his boy, Mont. “Money Over Bitches. It’s MOB ’til we die, not ’til our dick gets hard.” Trill continued over Mont’s respectful laughter, “Pussy over fuckin’ money, huh? That’s how you do yours?”

“Naw, man, I just overslept, that’s all,” Mont said in his defense. “I’m about to get up now.”

“It’s too late now, nigga,” Trill spat. “You need to open up a savings and loan if you like to make your own hours, but it ain’t no bankers on this team.”

Mont just listened. He was wrong, and there was no question about it. But Trill should have been handling his business himself. Just like any boss anywhere in America, any general in any army or any pimp in the streets—when the soldiers are slacking, the general steps up and handles the business. When the hos can’t do the job, the pimp goes out and makes the money. And this wasn’t different from any hustling nigga on the come-up. One monkey don’t stop no show.

Trill was sitting in the truck listening to Ready to Die, in deep thought about the game plan. He was angry that even though he was the leader of a major money organization, he had to be reduced to the mule and make this drop. But this was one of the crew’s valued customers. Trill was riding with four kilos of hard beige in the stash box. He’d had the stash box installed in his truck three months ago at a rim shop in Atlanta even though he never intended to use the truck for transporting merchandise. Naw, this was a straight floss mobile, a black-on-black, spanking clean Hummer with shiny Ashanti rims, but he had the elaborate concealed compartment put in so he could stay close to his assortment of firearms. Getting caught late in the mean, cruddy streets of Richmond, Virginia, was not an option for a major player like Trill; he needed his guns. Richtown had a reputation for leaving blood in the air. Besides, he had more than enough hoop-ties with state-of-the-art hiding places for transporting narcotics.

He had made rules for his crew months ago. One was: never transport drugs in one of the whips that they flossed in. He made a mental note to start following his own rules.

While Trill waited to hear what Mont had to say for himself, he maintained eye contact with the fine girl parked next to him at the red light. For a split second he was trying to decide which was cuter: her or her special ordered car, a yellow Cadillac XLR with a chocolate drop-top.

“Man, I be there in fifteen minutes,” Mont said. “This ain’t your drive. You don’t know the area. Let me handle that.”

“I ain’t got time for you to get your dick back in your pants,” Trill said in disgust. “I’ma handle this and get at you tomorrow.” He hung up.

His childhood friend had let him down—again. The only time that Mont hadn’t let Trill down was when they were fourteen. They had saved each other’s lives and vowed that they were in debt to each other, until one or both of them died. That was the only reason Trill halfway tolerated Mont and his inconsistencies.

As he finally broke the stare between him and the girl in the ride next to him, he nodded and gave her a smile. She didn’t reciprocate the gesture. The light changed to green, and the mysterious beauty sped off in her XLR in a hurry to get somewhere—probably some big old home in the suburbs.
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2-High Speed Chase




As Trill cruised through the little hick town of Ashland, he consciously abided by all the laws. It didn’t matter, though, because the sheriff was sure he had hit the lotto when he spotted his mark: a young black male driving a $60,000 truck. The Hummer happened to be Sheriff Bowman Body’s dream truck. A truck he could only dream of having with his salary, and he despised the fact that some punk who probably never even finished high school was riding around in it.

Trill could have been wearing a priest’s collar, but as far as Bowman Body was concerned, he was a drug dealer and a prime victim of the monthly driving citation quota. Before Trill could think twice, the sheriff’s blue lights were bouncing off of his rearview mirror.

“Fuck!” Trill shouted. He beat his hand on the steering wheel as he spat the word out. He quickly looked down and, after making sure that his secret hiding place was secure, then pulled over. He watched from his side mirror as the small, thin-featured sheriff approached the car. His walk was like Forrest Gump but his look was the Terminator, coming to devour.

“License and registration, boy!” the sheriff said with authority as he knocked on the driver’s side window.

Trill rolled down the window halfway. “No problem, Officer,” he responded, and leaned forward to the glove box to retrieve his registration.

“Freeze!” The sheriff drew his gun and stuck his hand inside the car.

Stunned, Trill slowly eased back into the driver’s seat until he felt the tip of the sheriff’s revolver at his temple.
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