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Dedicated


to the hustlers


the pimps


the players


the killers


and all of the women


who become addicted to them.




cold blooded





Moe…Molasses…was the sexiest


man I have ever been with in my life…


 

It’s strange sometimes to imagine what an adventurous young chick will do for the attention and company of an unpredictable man. Nowadays, or at least in black urban America, it seems that the most desirable cats, the real heartthrobs, are the coldhearted, thug niggas. Of course, most of them don’t start off that way. They generally start off as rough around the edges mystery men, possessing obvious amounts of sex appeal that these young women find to be intoxicating. Such was the case with Janeia Goode and her man, Molasses, who were held up in a low-budget hotel room in St. Louis.

The digital clock on the oak-wood nightstand read 8:16 PM. Janeia stood not far from it, posing with her legs together in a black dress, with a high split up the right thigh. She was a caramel-coated diamond chick, sharper than a motherfucker. In the palms of her delicate hands she held the nickel-plated steel of a nine-millimeter pistol. She aimed it at the dresser mirror like a gangster chick.

“Spread your legs and lock your arms,” Molasses’s confident voice instructed her from behind. He stepped up and gripped her arms, while slowly kicking her feet apart against the deep gray carpeted floor. He wore a camel-colored wool suit with an off-white silk button-up shirt and no tie.

Janeia smiled at his touch, but only for a second before she pulled the trigger of the gun into her reflection in the mirror.

Click!

That’s when Molasses smiled. He could feel the excitement running through her sexy-ass body as she continued to hold the unloaded pistol in her hands. She wanted his danger. He knew it from the moment she took his cell phone number when he first met her. She was patiently waiting at the bus stop on 83rd Street in their hometown of Chicago. She probably would have allowed him to drive her to her destination that day…if he had offered to.

He asked into her right ear as she handled his gun, “It feels powerful, doesn’t it?”

Janeia looked into the mirror at his sly smile as he held her close from behind. He was dark and insatiable, like ghetto romance, determined to happen. A single platinum chain shone across his neck under his open-collar shirt. His hard-edged body was as firm as the steel of his gun.

In her response, Janeia nodded and grinned at him through her reflection in the mirror.

“Yeah,” she answered. “I like power.”

Molasses grinned and read the anticipation on her face. He then slid his hands away from her arms to caress her pert breasts. That was what she wanted, to be fondled the right way and undressed for seduction by a man who knew what the hell he was doing. Janeia had no patience for half-scared amateur niggas who would hesitate. A real man knew what he wanted and seized it with authority.

So Molasses kissed her back and unhooked her bra, like a real man would. He then nudged her head slightly forward with his, so that he could bury his lips into her hair, deep enough to find a naked spot on her neck to kiss.

And oh, how she melted when he reached down between her legs and touched her there, while pulling down the spaghetti straps of her dress.

It was what she wanted, a real good fucking from a mysterious thug nigga. And when he undressed her and stretched her naked body across the bed to penetrate, Molasses even let her hold his gun against his bare back, while he spanked her where it felt good and made her squeal for Jesus to forgive her for her sins.






…but I had no idea what he was


really into.


 

By the time the sweet heat of passion had cooled, the clock on the oak-wood nightstand read 11:05 PM. Janeia was still in bed, soaking up needed recuperation time, but Molasses was already fully dressed in a sharp, dark suit. He was calmly watching the clock.

He patted Janeia’s shoulder in bed.

“You can finish sleeping in the car,” he told her.

Molasses was the boss, and he had business back in Chicago in the morning. So Janeia took a last deep breath before climbing out of bed. She then entered the bathroom with her bag of necessities to freshen up and re-dress.

While she was still inside, Molasses loaded his gun and decided to speed up her pace a bit.

He spoke to her through the partially opened bathroom door.

“Look, ah, I hate to rush you, but I’m gonna run some of our stuff down to the car. Do you have everything you need in there?”

He waited for her response.

“Yeah, I have everything.”

She was busy fixing her hair and clothes in the bathroom mirror.

Molasses nodded and was pleased with her response.

“Good,” he told her. He grabbed the hotel key and two handfuls of their things. He slid his nickel-plated gun snugly into his bag of clothes.

Janeia smiled and shook her head, tickled by his candor. Molasses carried himself with an urgency that piqued her interest. So she quickened her pace to abide his pressing needs.

 

OUTSIDE, in the parking lot of their St. Louis hotel, a young white man sat in a black Lincoln rental car with Illinois license plates. He was dark-haired, slim, and studious, wearing a dark blue, zip-up jacket.

He watched in his rearview mirror as a sexy young white woman walked out from the hotel to reach her car, a black Mercedes SL.

She climbed inside, flipped down her vanity mirror, and checked her pretty face and dirty blond hair. She then started her ignition and drove off.

The young white man smiled with a thought in mind. The right amount of money bought even the homeliest guys the company of the finest women.

He then watched Molasses walk out from the same hotel, hands and arms loaded with luggage. After seeing Molasses, he immediately grabbed his cell phone and made a call.

Molasses opened the door of a dark GMC sedan and answered the ringing cell phone that had been locked inside the glove compartment.

“Is ‘The Whale’ alive at sea?” he asked into the receiver.

Charlie, the young white man, answered on the other line. He was sitting just a few cars away.

“Yeah, and he’s all alone now.”

Molasses kept his cool and nodded.

“I’ll tell you about the boat ride in the morning.”

“Just make it a smooth ride,” Charlie advised him.

Molasses smiled and grunted, “Hmmph. Don’t I always?”

“Ah, not exactly,” Charlie told him.

Molasses grinned and hung up the cell phone. He slid it back into the glove compartment and reached into the backseat of the dark sedan. He pulled out a black leather carrying bag and climbed out of the car with it.

Molasses loaded the trunk of the car with the luggage and headed back toward the hotel. He still held the black leather carrying bag in his left hand.

Charlie drove off in the Lincoln.

 

BACK up in the hotel room, Janeia was finally ready to go. She was looking damned good, too, all curved out in the right places.

Molasses walked into the room, checked her out, and immediately smiled at her.

“Damn. I just had me a piece of that. I must be a lucky man.”

Janeia grinned at him sheepishly. She looked down at his black leather carrying bag and casually asked him, “What’s in the bag?”

Molasses blew her question off with an easy smile.

“Guys need carrying bags, too, sometimes. But hey, before we go, I found out that a friend of mine is staying in this same hotel. I want to walk down and pay him a surprise visit.”

Janeia got excited. She was overjoyed to be a part of his world. What kind of friends did he have?

“Okay, sure. I’m looking good enough for a surprise, right?”

Molasses grinned at her and nodded.

“Yeah,” he mumbled.

Janeia walked out with him. Molasses switched hands to hold the bag in his right and Janeia’s in his left.

When they walked into the hallway toward the elevators, Molasses told her, “Let’s just take the stairs. It’s faster.”

That was no big deal. So Janeia walked through the redlit exit door and took the stairs with him.

They walked down two flights of stairs and entered the hallway on the sixth floor.

Molasses led her to room 612 and stopped. But instead of them knocking on the door for his friend, Molasses let go of Janeia’s hand and pulled out a key card.

Janeia looked at him puzzled.

“What is that? You have a key to his room?”

Molasses looked at her sternly.

“Sometimes you don’t need to ask so many questions. You just go with the flow,” he told her.

Janeia didn’t know what kind of flow he was referring to, so she was now on her guard. There wasn’t any pass-the-panties train ride going on with her. So she prepared herself to let a motherfucker have it if they even tried her.

Molasses quickly opened the door to room 612 and walked in with Janeia beside him, standing apprehensively. He closed the door and locked it behind them. That made her even more apprehensive.

As they walked deeper into the room, an overweight white man jumped from his lounge chair to meet them. He wore only boxer briefs and a wife-beater tank top. His bed was still unmade from use.

“Who the hell are you? And how the hell did you get in here?” the man called “The Whale” snapped at the couple.

Molasses responded to him civilly.

“You don’t remember me, Bob? I used to work for you out in Seattle.”

The Whale began to back up toward his bed.

“My name is not fucking Bob. And you never worked for me.”

Molasses began to smile.

“Aw, come on now, Harry. Don’t tell me all black men look alike to you. We worked out in Seattle together. Remember?”

Janeia was confused. What the hell was going on? She didn’t know what to make of things. She chuckled and shook her head, believing it was all some kind of a joke.

She even tugged at Molasses’s hand to try and guide him back to the door. The joke had gone far enough, and she was not that amused by it.

The Whale grew irate and dipped low beside his bed as if he had a weapon there.

“I don’t know who the hell you think you are, but I’ll settle this right now!”

Molasses pulled out a long black gun from his black leather carrying bag. It had a silencer attached to the barrel. He held it in his right hand, while still holding Janeia’s hand in his left.

“Slow your roll, John. Slow your roll,” he told the man.

The Whale stopped reaching behind his bed and stood up straight and tall.

Molasses aimed the silencer gun right at the man’s wide eyes. The Whale raised his hands with opened palms to surrender with poise. He figured he would try and talk his way out of it.

But Janeia began to panic.

“Shit! What the hell are you doing?”

She struggled in Molasses’s grasp, but he continued to hold her hand tightly.

The Whale began to plead with him.

“Okay, who paid ya? I have money on me. I’ll pay you more. We don’t have to…”

Molasses fired his first shot into the man’s neck to stop him from yapping.

Theessrrpp!

The Whale immediately grabbed at his throat as fresh blood squirted through his fingers.

Janeia snapped, “Fuck!”

The Whale’s eyes grew wider as Molasses fired his second shot through the man’s forehead, slamming him into the wall.

Theessrrpp!

Bloom!

He fired a third shot into the man’s heart.

Theessrrpp!

The Whale slid to the floor with his last breath.

Janeia continued struggling to break free, but Molasses pulled her into him and stared her down. No words were needed. She got the message. Keep your mouth shut and stay calm!

Molasses wiped his fingerprints from the silencer gun with the sheets, and slipped the gun back into his black leather carrying bag. He then led Janeia toward the door.

 

BACK outside in the parking lot of the hotel, Molasses and Janeia calmly walked to the dark sedan.

Janeia was still shocked and in need of plenty of answers.

“What happened to the Lincoln?” she asked him first.

“Obviously, somebody stole it. Now get in,” Molasses told her. They had no time for small talk. He helped her into the passenger side of the sedan and shut the door behind her.

Janeia shut her mouth as Molasses climbed behind the wheel on the driver’s side. He dropped the black leather carrying bag to the ground beside the car and drove off.

Shortly after, Charlie drove back around to the parking lot in the Lincoln and retrieved the carrying bag from the ground.

• • •

JANEIA stared into empty space as Molasses drove north on Interstate 55. He was headed back to Chicago.

Janeia didn’t know what to say to him. What the hell was going on? Was killing people Molasses’s business? Was that what the trip to St. Louis was all about? And why would he take her along with him?

Molasses finally decided to break the silence.

“Are you all right?” he asked her.

He knew that she would be. He selected his women carefully. If they seemed too easily shaken, or ran their fucking mouth more than they needed to, he chose not to deal with them.

Janeia responded to him with hesitation.

“I can talk now?”

Molasses stared at her for a minute. She seemed more obedient than he had first assessed.

“Say what’s on your mind,” he told her.

She nodded to him slowly.

“Okay.” She took a deep breath before she started. “Is this your idea of a ‘business trip’?”

Molasses was cool as the breeze. He knew what kind of woman Janeia was. She could take what he had to tell her.

He looked her in the eyes and answered, “Yes. I kill people for a living. But mostly bad people. That’s my first rule.”

Janeia took the first blow, swallowed hard, sucked in another breath, and regained her composure.

She said, “You have rules …for killing people?”

Molasses raised his open right hand.

“Five of ’em,” he told her.

She was curious, and it would be a long car drive back to Chicago. So she asked him, “Which are?”

Molasses ran it all down to her.

“Number one, if you got it coming to you anyway, and the price is right, then I’ll be the one to do it. And that fat-ass back there had plenty of people who wanted him dead…including his wife.”

Janeia listened, taking it all in.

“And number two?” she asked him.

Molasses looked into her eyes again. He had chosen her well. The chick was attempting to understand his world.

He explained, “I want half my money up front, and the other half after the job. And I want no fucking excuses. Because if I don’t get paid…somebody’s falling, and they ain’t getting up.”

Janeia found it hard not to smile. Molasses had personality.

“Okay? What else?” she asked him.

He continued, “Number three…I execute all clean jobs. I don’t like no sloppy shit. And that includes number four…”

He stared at her intently.

“…no fucking witnesses. So you didn’t see shit, and you didn’t hear shit. Because if you did…if you even think you did…then I gotta lay you down. And it’s nothing personal. It’s just business.”

Janeia nodded to him.

“And number five?”

Molasses answered, “My last rule…is no killing women…and no children.”

Janeia thought it over logically.

She said, “What if a woman decided to be a witness?” She was just being curious again. She wasn’t the type to drop a dime on her man. And Molasses knew it.

He finally looked away when he answered her.

“Then God help her. And God help me.”

Janeia sat in silence for a minute. She was letting it all sink in. She looked into his steady, dark brown face and wanted to know more.

“So how did you…start off doing this?”

Molasses studied her eyes again. She was taking it farther than he expected.

“You really wanna know?”

Janeia nodded to him with no hesitation.

“Yeah.”

Molasses grinned and nodded back. The chick was really feeling him. He had been dying to tell his story to somebody. And since they had plenty of time on their hands, he decided to tell her a few dark things about himself, just in case he never got the chance again.

“Growing up on the West Side of Chicago, it seemed like every day some new asshole wanted to test you,” he told her. “And then in high school…somebody finally went and killed my boy over some petty shit. And the badass who did it…nobody liked him. So when I found him and got his ass back…nobody cared.”

Janeia listened to him and didn’t flinch. She wanted to understand it. She wanted to be down for him. She wanted to open herself up for what he had to say for himself. Everyone had a story, and she wanted to hear his.

“And then you just started…killing people for pay?”

Molasses shook off the simplicity of her logic. His situation was a lot more complicated than that.

He answered, “Naw, that was just love for my boy. The second time was what did it. Another one of them thug types wanted another notch on his belt…I guess. So he starts telling everybody that ‘Moe ’bout to take a dive.’ I didn’t want to be no killing machine, Janeia. God knows I didn’t. So I just laid low. But you know how niggas are. This motherfucker came looking for me.”

Molasses became animated in telling his story.

“ ‘It’s time for war! It’s time for war!’ So what was I supposed to do? Lay down my life for some cowboy-and-Indian shit?” he asked her.

“Hell no!” he answered emphatically. “So he found what he was looking for…and he turned up MIA.”

Molasses paused for a beat to calm himself behind the wheel.

“And after that,” he told her, “people just started bringing their personal dramas to me. ‘Yo, Moe, man, homeboy ain’t right. I just wish he would go away somewhere. You hear what I’m saying? Even if I had to pay somebody to do it.’ ”

Molasses stopped and looked deeply into Janeia’s eyes before he continued.

“So I asked, ‘How much you thinkin’ ’bout paying?’ ”

Janeia was all ears, feeling every part of his story.

Molasses looked away again with his conclusion.

“I’m not trying to say that it’s right. I’m just saying that’s how I’m living right now.”







After he told me how he lives his life…
I could either take it…or
leave it…and I chose to take it.



 

As Molasses continued to drive up Interstate 55 toward Chicago, Janeia placed her left hand on his right thigh. She began to feel comfortable with him again, more comfortable than before. He had shared with her the raw truth of his lifestyle, and she could take it. That was what he wanted from her, her total dedication to him with no lies between them. So he looked into her eyes and face with warmth and pride, like a wolf who cared for its young.

 

MONDAY morning at Chicago State University, new students and upperclassmen headed to class and hung out on the campus grounds.

Inside the school cafeteria, Janeia sat at a table eating lunch with her main girlfriend, Brenda, the one she told most of her personal shit to.

Brenda talked through a mouthful of tuna fish sandwich.

“So, what’s up with this new guy you’ve been seeing? Do tell.”

Janeia smiled at her, a turkey breast sandwich in hand.

“He’s not the kind of man I can talk about like that,” she answered.

Brenda stopped eating for a minute to stare. She was concerned for her girl.

“What is he, another hustler? Girl, you gotta stop dealing with those kind of guys. Seriously!”

Janeia blew her off.

“He’s not a hustler.”

“So what does he do then?”

Janeia shook her head and refused to speak on it.

Brenda decided to press her.

“I mean, come on, how bad is he?”

Janeia told her, “You don’t wanna know. And I mean that.”

Brenda paused for a second.

“Girl, do you realize that your name is a damn oxymoron? Because there is nothing Goode about you. You just seem to care about all the wrong kinds of people.”

Brenda returned to eating her lunch.

Janeia thought about her friend’s comments and decided to defend her character.

“Well, at least I know he’s bad. He’s honest about it. Not like some of these guys who fake it. None of these guys out here are as good as they claim to be anyway. So I’d rather have the truth than that bullshit.”

Chi-Town hustler and part-time student Dollar Bill approached their table right on cue. Big jewelry and street-life glitter was all around him from his sideways Chicago Cubs baseball hat down to his straight-out-of-the-box Timberland boots.

“What’s up, Janeia? I heard you not fucking with that nigga Chase no more. So what’s up now, you a free woman again?”

Dollar Bill took an uninvited seat at their table. Janeia looked to Brenda, who grunted and looked away. Those thug niggas had a lot of nerve.

Janeia asked him, “Why do you even bother to show up here? I mean, it’s obvious you don’t go to any classes.”

Brenda laughed at it. Dollar Bill eyeballed her for a second and then looked back to Janeia. Fuck wasting time with Brenda. She wasn’t a dime piece like Janeia was.

He then admitted his fetish for schoolgirls.

“Shit, are you crazy? All the baddest bitches are up in here. Girls who got jobs and are moving up in the world but are still down with the streets. Like you, Janeia. I always dug your game on that.”

Brenda gave Janeia a look and grinned. She was just trying to tell her girl the same shit before the hustler walked up on them.

Janeia sighed and returned Brenda’s lingering stare.

She said, “You ever feel like you need a long-ass vacation somewhere? Anywhere.”

Brenda nodded to her.

“Every day of my life.”

Dollar Bill added his own opinion.

“You don’t need a damn vacation. You need a thug in your life, wit’ a stiff dick in you.”

Adding insult to injury, he told Brenda, “You soft, bitch. You need to take lessons from Janeia. She knows what time it is out here. Right, Janeia?”

Janeia ignored him and was embarrassed by it. But the boy was right. She did know what time it was in the streets, whether that street knowledge was healthy for her or not.

He said, “I’m gon’ have my turn in a minute. It’s gon’ be me and you next.”

Janeia piped, “In your fuckin’ wet dreams !”

He said, “I don’t have those no more. I get plenty of panties now. And I’m gon’ get a pair of yours, too, Janeia. That’s a promise.”

He stood up to leave with a grin across his sinister brown face.

Brenda looked into Janeia’s eyes after Dollar Bill left, and she was filled with pity for her. The thug life was hardly glamorous. And all of the flashy videos of the hard-knocks streets sold nothing but illusions, while masking the pain wrapped in marketable, urban hipness.

 

INSIDE her psychology class that afternoon, Janeia sat at her desk and daydreamed while a middle-aged and graying white professor spoke at the large blackboard at the front of the room. He held chalk in his hand as he wrote key points from his lecture onto the blackboard.

“The id is known as our unconscious and psychic energy to satisfy our instinctual drives for survival, such as hunger, thirst, sex, and basic aggression.

“The id operates on the pleasure principle, and seeks immediate gratification that is totally unconstrained by reality….”







I'm in my junior year of college, studying
psychology, of all things…. But if you ask me,
I would say that my life is rather boring, So I
imagined what Molasses's life was like
…out on the streets.



 

Brooklyn, New York.

Molasses drove across the Brooklyn Bridge from Manhattan in another dark sedan rental car. He studied his detailed navigation-system map from a laptop computer that sat open on the passenger seat. He wanted to make sure he didn’t waste any time getting lost.

When he reached his destination in the Italian section of Brooklyn, he sat patiently inside the car at the corner, with a clear view of an Italian hangout in the middle of the block.

Inside the dark, smoky tavern, connected mafia men and wannabes stood at the bar, smoking, drinking, and enjoying small talk.

A young, slick-haired wiseguy sat at the bar enjoying a drink himself. But he looked as if the weight of the world was riding on the slim shoulders of his dark, tailored suit. An older, gray-haired wiseguy sat beside him with a lot more poise. He looked more relaxed and comfortable sitting in his broad-shouldered suit.

Out on the street, Molasses continued to watch and wait from inside the dark sedan. He had parked across the street and at the far corner, diagonally from the tavern. It was a perfect view for a killer.

Inside the car, Molasses turned off the navigation system, closed the laptop computer, and pulled out his silencer gun with a scope attached. He placed the gun on the floor between his legs and kept his cool.

Back inside the tavern, the young wiseguy, known as The Kid, was growing restless.

“I’m stepping outside to take a smoke,” he told the old head.

The old head grimaced.

“For what? Everybody smokes in here. This isn’t The Garden, with the goddamned smoking police harassing you. What’s the matter wit’ you?”

Around the Italian tavern, it looked like every customer in the joint was smoking. So what was the fucking reason for walking outside?

“I just need some fresh air,” The Kid commented. So he got up and walked. He strolled right out the door and away from safety, and stood in front of the tavern’s window, giving a clear view to his flat, olive-toned forehead.

Inside the rental car at the corner, Molasses saw The Kid, and he immediately reached for the gun on the floor between his legs.

He smiled and shook his head, talking to himself in the car.

“You gotta be bullshittin’ me.”

How easy could it be to kill a young sleepwalker who was out to lunch on his safety? Molasses expected to sit in that car and wait for his mark for a couple of days if he had to. But the job was being given to him on a silver platter in a mere thirty minutes.

So he checked his surroundings for witnesses, raised his silencer gun, used his scope vision, and cracked the window just enough to shoot.

The older wiseguy walked out of the tavern just in time to step right in the way.

That pissed Molasses the fuck off.

“Shit!” he cursed to himself.

It wasn’t going to be that simple a job after all.

Outside, the older man looked around and asked The Kid, “Are you all right out here?”

The young man seemed irritated by him even asking. He figured he could take care of himself. He was twenty-seven years old for God’s sake. He wasn’t a teenager afraid of a busted lip and a bloody nose anymore.

That was just what the wiser man was afraid of. Once you grow up and become a member of the organization, you would rarely get a busted lip or a bloody nose anymore. You’d get a busted head and a bloody chest, neither of which could be healed with an ice bag.

Nevertheless, a young fool would always find a way to be a fool. So The Kid ran his mouth to declare his independence.

“Jesus Christ, Al! Would you stop it with the fuckin’ babysitting already? I’m just getting some air out here.”

The older wiseguy nodded to him. He didn’t like it. He knew better. But he was once young and stupid himself. And he survived his own brash stupidity to reach old age. So maybe he was overreacting.

He agreed, grudgingly, to let The Kid get some fresh air out on his own.

“All right.”

Before the older man walked back inside, he took another look around on instincts and spotted nothing that stood out to him. So he walked back into to the bar.
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