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CHAPTER 1



“I wonder if those creams really work.” Misty trailed a finger over Brick’s soft penis, trying to caress the sagging appendage back to life.

Lying on his back, his head resting on his clasped palms, Brick jerked himself upright. “What kind of cream?”

“Stay-hard cream,” she said nonchalantly, knowing Brick would become incensed.

“What the hell do I need that for?”

“It’s supposed to make you stay hard…last longer.” Misty sighed, withdrew her finger, clearly giving up on any hope that Brick would become erect.

“Cut that shit!” Brick scowled, further distorting his face, which was already disfigured by a cruel scar that ran jagged from his hairline down to his chin. “I pounded on you for two straight hours—killing that pussy. But I held back, didn’t bust ’til after you did.” Brick gave Misty a look of disbelief. “What? You expect my jawn to stay hard for two, three days?” Brick gave a little chuckle, but the sound lacked mirth. “Come on, Misty, stop being so greedy. I gotta get some sleep.” Brick rolled over on his side. He pulled the top sheet over his mountainous body and also over his head. His back, broad and hard as granite, was turned stubbornly toward Misty.

“You claim you love me, but you’re so selfish, sometimes!” Being spiteful, Misty plucked Brick in the back of his sheet-covered head.

“Stop frontin’; you know you got yours,” Brick mumbled, his face buried in the pillow.

“No, I didn’t. I didn’t get shit; I faked it! I knew you were tired, so I faked it so you could bust, rest up and start all over again. I didn’t think you’d lay your selfish ass down and try to get your snore on.” Growing more resentful by the minute, Misty swatted Brick with her pillow.

He threw the sheet off his head. “Stop lying. After all these years, you think I don’t know when your lil’ ass is faking?” He flung the pillow she’d hit him with, but used much more force than he’d intended. The sound of the thumping sound made by the pillow, as it connected with Misty’s face, resonated inside the bedroom.

Misty’s mouth dropped open, stunned that Brick had hit her. It didn’t matter that it was just a playful smack of a pillow and that no real harm had been done. She was furious at his audacity. The five-foot, one hundred and five-pound little dynamo pummeled Brick’s hard-as-concrete arm and shoulder, but quickly realized that he barely felt the blows from her small fists. “Are you fuckin’ crazy?” she yelled and then, using all her strength, she elbowed him as viciously as she could.

Brick laughed and said, “Ow! I might need an ambulance.”

Misty rubbed her cheek. “I don’t see anything funny about a big-ass man whipping my ass and leaving welts all over my face.”

“Whipping your ass? Is that what you gon’ tell the po-po?” He laughed even harder, his loving eyes adoring her, despite her fury.

“It’s not funny, Brick! My face feels like it’s starting to swell up.”

Brick sat up. His unattractive, scarred face was frowned in confusion and concern. “I didn’t mean to throw the pillow that hard. Misty, baby. I’m sorry, aiight?”

“No! It’s not aiight. You threw that jawn like it was a football; acting like you Donovan McNabb or somebody.”

Gently, the giant of a man pulled Misty’s small, delicate hand away from her face. With increased concern, he scrutinized the right side of her undeniably beautiful face and then he inspected the left side. “It’s aiight, Misty. Ain’t no marks,” he said, genuinely contrite. “I didn’t mean it. You know I forget my strength. I’d hurt myself before I’d put a mark on your pretty face.” Involuntarily, his hand touched the gruesome, jagged scar on his face, taking both him and Misty back to the dreadful night it happened.

Shaking away the memory, Misty refused to dwell on the past. “You gotta stop playin’ all the time. If it wasn’t for me—the way I look—we couldn’t make any money. Shit, we wouldn’t get in all those clubs for free or nothing.” Misty sighed, giving Brick a look of disgust. Suddenly, she grimaced and clutched her stomach.

“What’s wrong? Did I go too far up in you?”

“No,” she uttered in a pained, raspy whisper. “Cramps.” She bent at the waist and commenced to rock and moan softly.

The worry lines that intermingled with his jagged scar made Brick appear more grotesque than he actually was. “I didn’t know you had cramps. Why didn’t you tell me?”

“You were acting all sleepy and everything, so I was going to try to get you in the mood—trying to get you aroused.”

Brick’s eyes saddened. “Misty, baby, why’d you let me fuck you so hard if your stomach was hurting?”

“It wasn’t that bad, yet.”

“So, why you have to come at me all shady, pretending that you were horny? If I banged you again, you’d be in worse pain.” He looked in her eyes intently. “You gotta let me know, when you feeling bad. It don’t matter how tired I am, I’d never go to sleep and leave you laying awake, in pain. And you know it.” His voice rose in anger.

“I said that I’m sorry for not telling you, so stop yelling. That’s not making it any better.” Annoyed, Misty sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Can I get something off of my chest?” he asked, voice lowered.

She nodded, her expression becoming increasingly pained.

“Why you got so much game, Misty? You be trying to get over when you don’t even have to?”

Misty smiled sheepishly. “I’m sorry, Brick. You know that I have a big problem with honesty.”

“I know.” Brick caressed her silky hair. “It’s all good, though. You were a born scam artist. Real talk; your game is tight. But you act like you in this by yourself.” He shook his head. “I’m on your side. How many times I gotta prove myself? I’m ride or die.” Brick nodded emphatically.

“I know you’re on my side, Brick,” she said, and tenderly traced his scar with her fingertip, silently acknowledging the sacrifice he’d made for her.

“This is our crib,” Brick went on. “This is where you rest your head at night. When you come home, you gotta leave all the game at the door.”

Pretending remorse, Misty lowered her head, while Brick continued to adoringly run his fingers through her long hair. Misty spoke softly. “I hear what you’re saying, but don’t get it twisted. I like you and everything, but there ain’t nothing but larceny in my heart. That’s how I keep us living good. My brain is working overtime, always figuring out new ways to scam mufuckas. I don’t have time for that lovey-dovey shit. Feel me?”

He nodded, head bowed in sorrow.

“Don’t take it personally, Brick. It’s hard doing what I do,” she said, pouting.

“I know, I know.” Brick raised his head, reached up and massaged Misty’s shoulders.

“And tonight…dealing with all this pain—” She winced and pressed her hands against her stomach. “I can’t think straight. Brick, you gotta make a run to the store. Get me some Midol for these cramps.”

“Midol! You don’t need that! Whatchu think you got me for? I got the best remedy for your cramps.”

“Well, do something. I’m in pain,” she whimpered, biting her lip as if fighting unbearable agony.

Brick repositioned Misty, pulled her to the edge of the bed, allowing her legs to dangle. He bent low and crouched between her thighs.

Misty shivered when she felt Brick’s rough facial hairs scrape against her thighs. “I’m sorry for lying to you, Brick,” she murmured, speaking in the fake, tiny voice she used on tricks, Brick, and her mother to get what she wanted.

She could feel Brick’s semen starting to bubble outside her pussy, slowly saturating her pubic hairs.

“Hold up,” he said. “I’ll get a washcloth and clean you up.”

“Ow!” she blurted and rubbed her stomach frantically.

Brick looked in the direction of the bathroom and back at Misty. “You hurting, real bad?”

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Oh, God!” she cried out, and tried to sit up as if the pain had gone up a notch. The extra effort exerted inadvertently caused more semen to erupt and trickle out. Misty pressed her thighs together, while moaning in pain. “Hurry up, Brick, go get the washcloth,” she said pitifully. She knew he disliked the sour taste of his own semen and only ate her cumdrenched pussy under extreme emergencies. But watching him suck his thick ejaculation out of her coochie aroused her like crazy; gave her a body-quacking orgasm.

She pretended to cry.

“Don’t cry, Misty, baby. You know I gotchu, girl,” Brick assured her with eyes filled with love.

Playing her part to the hilt, Misty continued to twist and writhe, all the while rubbing her stomach and moaning, “It hurts. Oh, Brick. Help me, it hurts so bad.” She could feel a thick stream of his semen, trailing down one of her thighs. Just in case the sight of it repelled him, she cunningly took her theatrics to another level, sobbing as if she were in critical condition.

“Relax, Misty. Open your legs.”

Misty wanted to break into a wide grin, but she grimaced as if in excruciating pain. Brick tenderly parted her thighs. She could feel the slimy ejaculation, now stuck on both thighs. Brick’s loving lips went straight to the center of her semen-saturated honey pot, sucking and kissing it; showing her coochie mad love. He gently separated her cum-stuck pussy lips with his moist tongue. Once he had her pussy wide open, he sucked on her snatch—healing it—giving it mouth-to-mouth resuscitation.

He went from sucking to licking. His tongue strokes felt so good, so soothing, it took an enormous amount of willpower for Misty to resist wrapping her legs around his neck and grinding her slushy coochie all over his scarred face. “Mmm,” she uttered spontaneously. “Oh, baby. I feel so much better,” she moaned, twisting and shuddering, no longer able to restrain herself.

“You sure?”

“Uh-huh.” She sounded tentative.

“Go for it, then.”

“For real?”

“Yeah,” Brick said huskily. “Don’t worry about me. Do you. Get your thing off, baby.”

That was all Misty needed to hear. She placed frantic pussy rotations on Brick’s lips for a few moments. Then crudely, disrespectfully, she slid her cunt up and down his face, abusively smearing cum and pussy juice on his forehead, eyelids, nose, mouth, and chin, all the while crying out and calling Brick horrible, degrading names.

Seconds later, Misty felt her coochie walls contracting. Heightening her arousal, she called Brick an ugly monster, a beast, and every other deplorable name that seemed fitting. Squeezing her eyes tightly, she geared up for an erotic explosion that would soon gush out and splatter Brick’s ugly face.








CHAPTER 2



Misty’s body shook from the final, orgasmic tremor.

“Feel better?” Brick’s face was shiny, glazed from her juices. Misty sat up and looked at him. She turned up her nose. She scooted backward. “Eew! You stink, Brick. Your face smells rank; like cum.”

Misty’s spiteful words stung badly, but Brick kept the hurt from appearing on his face. “Yeah, you’re feelin’ better,” he said as he got off his knees. “You’re back to your same ol’ evil ways.”

Recoiling, Misty grimaced. “Back up, away from me! I’m not trying to talk to you with all that stank cum crusted up in your beard and your mustache. Go, wash your face!”

“You must have a stank pussy ’cause your pussy juice is mixed up in there, too,” he retorted weakly as he headed toward the bathroom. Brick tried to play it off.

Misty could tell his feelings were hurt, but she didn’t care. “My coochie does not have an odor. Your foul-ass seed is funking up the whole bedroom,” she added maliciously, scowling and fanning her face.

The sound of water running in the sink indicated that Brick was handling his business. Misty looked down at her thighs and recoiled. “Bring me a warm washcloth! Cum is smeared all over my legs. Why you so nasty, Brick?” Then she felt around and snatched her hand back in anger. “Damn, you get on my nerves!”

“Now, what I do?” he called from the bathroom.

“It looks like you shot a gallon of cum. Slimy shit is all over the sheets and everything. I can’t sleep overtop of no cum-stained sheets. You have to change this bed linen. Hurry up!”

“Aiight, gimme a minute. I got rid of your cramps and everything, but I can’t even get a half-ass thank you,” he said glumly. “Brick, do this…Brick, do that…” he complained, mimicking her loud, high-pitched voice.

“Hurry up!” She’d been bossing him around for as long as she could remember. She squinted in thought. Hmmm. She’d met Brick back in first or second grade. He was in the class with the slow learners. She was in the accelerated class. His dumb ass wouldn’t know which way to turn if she didn’t point him in the right direction.

Brick was six feet four and two hundred and sixty pounds of solid muscle. However, tiny and mighty, Misty was the boss bitch in their relationship.

He entered the bedroom with a soapy, warm washcloth in his hand. A set of sheets were tucked under his arm. He laid the clean bed linen at the foot of the bed and cleaned the crusted cum off Misty’s thighs and outside her vagina. Very carefully, he separated her inner folds and cleaned the soft pink flesh. “Aiight, you’re straight. Get up so I can make the bed.”

“I’m tired,” Misty whined.

“You gotta get your lazy lil’ ass up if you want to sleep on clean sheets.”

Lazily, Misty eased off the bed. “You must not be working hard enough,” she informed him as she watched him pull the rumpled top sheet off the bed.

“What! It’s two in the morning…you sent me on that appointment. I came home and fucked you, I ate your pussy, I cleaned your pussy, and now you got me changing the bed. What more do you want me to do?” Brick sounded hurt, but Misty’s expression held no compassion.

“Yo, nigga,” she said, twisting her neck and injecting bass in her feminine voice. “You shot out a gallon of cum. There’s no way in hell you should be shooting a big load like that, if you’re working as hard as you should.” Misty snorted. “But that’s on me; I’ll take the responsibility for it. I’ve been too soft on you. But you better believe, playtime is over. You gotta step up your game.”

Solemnly, Brick continued making the bed, his head hung low. Misty wasn’t moved by the “poor Brick” routine.

“We got bills to pay. You can’t hustle a couple times a week and think it’s all good. Shit, just gassing up the new truck is costing us a grip. You gotta start bringing in more money and it’s my job to push you to make sure you do.”

Brick’s brows crinkled together. “Baby, I think it’s all the shopping you do that keeps us in the hole.”

Misty reared back in shock. “What! You expect me to go around looking like a ragamuffin?”

“That ain’t what I’m saying.”

“Whatchu saying, then?”

“I know you have to keep your gear up. I’m just saying, you shop two or three times a day; sometimes four. Don’t you think that might be a problem?”

“No! And you shouldn’t either. If shopping makes me feel good, then shut the fuck up and keep that money coming.”

“I can take on some part-time work,” he said in a meek voice.

She gave a loud, derisive snort.

“I could start robbing niggas again,” he suggested. “That’s an easy hustle.”

“Look at me, Brick,” Misty said through clenched teeth. He didn’t look up. “Look the fuck at me!” she yelled.

Prompted by her tone, Brick looked her directly in the eye. Curled, naked in a chair, Misty glared at him, making him squirm for a few uncomfortable moments. “How long have I been looking out for you—for us?” she asked with strained patience.

“A long time,” he muttered.

“How long!” she shouted.

“Since we were kids.”

“Don’t you think by now, I know what’s best for us?”

Brick nodded.

“Do you know how fuckin’ stupid you sound, talkin’ about robbing mufuckas? First of all, that shit is illegal. I don’t know about you, but I’m not planning on doing any more time. Second, robbing niggas only brings in a coupla dollars—it’s unpredictable employment. I’m not psychic and neither are you. I can’t point out a mufucka and calculate how much he’s carrying in his pocket or how much loot he can withdraw from the ATM machine. But the hustle we got going on is bringing in a lot of cheese. I have a master plan that’s gonna have us rolling in dough. But you have to cooperate.”

“I will,” he agreed.

“I’m gonna put up a website, featuring you. After I get that going, we’ll be counting so much IRS-can’t-tax money, we’ll have to hire somebody to set up an offshore bank account for us.”

Horror covered Brick’s face. “You wanna put me on a website?”

“Do you know how many people we could reach, if your King Kong dong was presented online? The way we’re handling things is requiring a whole lot of unnecessary legwork. Once I get the website poppin’, the sky’s the limit,” she said proudly.

“I don’t like that idea, Misty.”

Misty was momentarily silent. Seething, she looked at him through narrowed eyes. “Oh, really? I guess you forgot where you came from.”

“I didn’t forget.”

“Nigga, who took up for you when the kids teased your ass in school?”

“You did,” he mumbled, looking pained by the unpleasant and harsh shove down memory lane.

“And who was standing next to you, cheering like a fuckin’ Laker Girl, the first time you had the heart to go upside a nigga’s head?”

“You was, Misty, baby. You gave me the nerve to crack niggas’ heads.”

“I damn sure did,” she snarled. “You were scared of your own shadow until I made you believe you could whip everybody’s ass.” She stared at him for a few moments. “Did I lie?”

“No, you ain’t lie.”

“How did me and you—two fourth-graders—manage to beat middle-school niggas out of their lunch money?”

“’Cause you gave me my heart,” Brick admitted, looking resigned to having his image posted on a website.

On a rant, Misty sucked in a big burst of air. “So, how come when I got locked up two years ago you couldn’t do shit for me or for your damn self? You almost starved to death when I got popped. But as soon as I got out, we started eating again, didn’t we?”

Brick nodded, head held low. “True dat. You right.”

“I hate to talk about Shane—God rest his soul—but Shane was supposed to be your boy—your best friend, but he didn’t look out for you. Shane was all about self—” Misty paused and swallowed. “The only other person he gave a fuck about was his twin, or so he claimed, but after what he did to Tariq, we now know Shane only cared about Shane.” Misty and Brick both went silent as they mused over the night Shane Batista’s twin brother, Tariq, was hit by a car and killed after witnessing Shane in bed with his wife, Janelle. Shane lost his mind and was never the same.

Misty shook the memory away. “While I was doing that bid, you were ass-out, with nobody you could depend on.” Though she talked harshly of Shane, in her heart, she held no ill will toward him. In fact, she hated having to drag Shane’s name through the mud just to get through Brick’s thick skull.

True, Shane was selfish as hell at times, but he also had a sweet, giving side. To know him was to love and hate him—it depended on how he wanted you to feel. If Shane Batista wanted something—he turned on the charm. If he didn’t need shit from you, he gave you his ass to kiss, which was why Misty had fallen hard for him, and had loved him until the day he died. Despite everything, she’d always believed that Shane loved her, too. It was a heartbreaking, soul-wrenching discovery, when Misty found out that Shane had knocked up and married some goodie-two-shoes named Kapri.

Later, when she learned that he’d gotten a divorce and had turned around and married his dead brother’s ugly-ass wife, she’d damn near had a nervous breakdown.

When she’d heard that Shane had committed suicide, she was distraught over the loss of that good dick. Oh, well. Rest in peace, Shane. Misty returned her thoughts to the present, and gave Brick a scathing look.

“I’ve been carrying your weight too many years for you to tell me that I’m making a bad decision. One thing I can’t stand is an ungrateful nigga.”

Brick abandoned the bed-making task and approached the chair where Misty sat. “I’m sorry for questioning your decisions and for acting ungrateful. I know we gotta eat, baby. I’m real sorry.”

“Yeah, we gotta eat steak and seafood. Fuck Ramen damn noodles,” Misty added with laughter.

Looking pleased that he’d been able to lift her spirits, Brick threw in, “Yeah, fuck Ramen Noodles and Cheese Curls.”

“That’s not funny, Brick. Why’d you have to bring up Cheese Curls? You always gotta fuck up my mood.” Her facial expression turned angry; her tone, resentful.

Brick stared at her, wide-eyed. “What did I do?”

“Why you gotta talk about prison food? Damn! You know how much I despise being reminded of that mess I had to eat while I was in jail.” She shook her head. “Ramen Noodles and Cheese Curls!” Misty repeated, grimacing as she spat out each word. She cut her eyes at the partially made bed. “Why is it taking so long to change the sheets?”








CHAPTER 3



Misty pushed the gear into reverse.

“You’re too lazy to help me with these bags and you’re trying to pull off before I’m all the way out of this big, overpriced contraption,” Thomasina Bernard complained as she tried to maneuver out of the BMW X5. She held a large shopping bag in each hand.

Misty looked at her fingernails, ignoring her mother’s hint for assistance. Nobody told her mom to go buck wild at the Dollar Store. She fiddled with the rearview mirror. Even with the seat adjusted to its highest level, Misty had to sit on a pillow to get a clear, unobstructed view. She’d bought the truck a little over a week ago. It was fully loaded with all kinds of fly gadgets, but she hadn’t had time to look through the owner’s manual to figure out how everything worked. Having to get Brick back and forth to his appointments and constantly ripping around, taking her mother on endless errands, cut into her free time.

Thomasina slammed the door. “Don’t forget about my hair appointment tomorrow morning.”

How long did her mother think she was going to mooch off her for transportation? Misty twisted her neck in disgust. “Dang, Mom. Can I get a break from playing chauffeur?” She shook her head. “I’m busy all day tomorrow; you’re gonna have to call a cab or take the bus.”

“Take the bus!” Offended, Thomasina glared at her daughter through the open passenger window.

Unfazed by her mother’s scathing look, Misty sucked her teeth. “I didn’t buy this whip so I could cart you all around Philly. You’re starting to run shit in the ground.”

“Watch your mouth,” Thomasina cautioned. “I’m your mother; don’t use foul language around me.”

“I’m just saying…”

“The registration and insurance card on this truck are both in my name. Neither you nor that dumb Brick has a job or driver’s license. If either one of y’all get behind the wheel, drunk or high off that mess you smoke all the time…if you ram into somebody’s car, or God forbid, if you run some poor soul over, I’m the one whose going to have to pay a lawyer to unravel the mess.”

Misty rolled her eyes. “Why do you always think…?”

Thomasina cut off her daughter’s words. “Somebody better do some thinking because you and that ignoramus, Brick, don’t know how to do anything except spend money and get high. Let me remind you, Misty, I could lose my home and all possessions because I tried to help your unemployed behind out. Now that you have transportation, do you mean to tell me that you’re too selfish to take some time out for your own mother?” Thomasina closed her mouth. She closed her eyes tight and shook her head, as if she were too pained and too overwrought to speak another word.

Misty let out a frustrated sigh. As usual, her mother was being overly dramatic. Thomasina Bernard was gainfully employed with good credit. Misty had promised to provide her with transportation if her mother agreed to put the truck in her name. But Misty had never dreamed her mother’s signature on the dotted line would go to her head and make her start acting like she was the primary owner of the luxury SUV.

“This ain’t working out, Mom.”

Her mother put her heavy shopping bags down on the concrete pavement. Taking in deep breaths, she folded her arms tight. “I guess you want me to call that car dealership and tell that salesman that I changed my mind…you want me to tell them to bring a tow truck and come get this gas-guzzler?”

Misty sucked her teeth. “That’s not what I meant. Look, I don’t like getting up in the morning. I’m not a morning person and you know it.” Misty’s shoulders heaved in frustration. She leaned toward the passenger window. “Here, Mom. Take this.”

Thomasina stuck her hand in the window. Misty pressed three folded ten-dollar bills into her mother’s palm. “Call Mr. Johnnie; he’ll give you a ride to the hair salon. For ten bucks, he’ll take you there and pick you up when you’re ready.” Mr. Johnnie was the neighborhood hack.

Thomasina appraised the folded money and then begrudgingly stuffed it inside her handbag. “I don’t see why I have to ride to the hair salon in Johnnie’s dusty clunker after I took a whole day off from work and sat up in that car dealership, signing one stack of papers after another. You and that no-good Brick are riding around in style and y’all expect me to get around the best way I can. If it came down to me having to stick my thumb out and hitchhike my way here and there, you two selfish asses wouldn’t give two shits.” Breathing hard, Thomasina rolled her eyes at her daughter.

Hoping to put an end to her mother’s tirade, but not wanting to be so rude as to pull off while her mother was still lecturing, Misty turned the volume up a notch, preferring to hear TI rant in his sexy Southern drawl. But Thomasina wasn’t having it. She got back inside the X5, reached over and politely adjusted the volume so she could be heard, loud and clear. “Don’t get all biggity with me. I’m talking and you’re gonna listen.”

Misty jerked her shoulders in disgust, but remained in the parking spot. Her mom had missed her calling; she should have been a travel agent and earned some dough from all the guilt trips she loved sending her daughter on.

“You’re sweet as honey when you want something, but you’re mean as a snake after you get it. That’s a very unattractive trait, Misty. When you get down to it, I’m the only person in this world that’s going to stick by your side, come hell or high water.”

“I know you love me, Mom, but I don’t have time to listen right now. I have a lot on my agenda.”

“I guess your agenda includes rushing down to that block where Brick sells drugs?”

Misty sighed deeply. “Brick does not sell drugs.”

Thomasina snorted. “Well, the way you two are throwing money around, he’s got to be hustling something. How the hell did two unemployed, trifling people come up with all that cash money to put down on a truck that costs more than my little row home? Neither one of y’all could come up with one single pay stub to show that car salesman. So, how are you planning on keeping up on the payments that cost more than all my monthly bills put together? Huh, Misty. You must think I’m some kind of a fool. I don’t know what you two are into, but I know it’s not legal.”

“You getting senile or something?” Misty asked, seizing the opportunity to make her mother wince. Her mom didn’t like being reminded of her age.

“Senile! I’m only forty-two years old. I’m nowhere near being senile.”

“Well, maybe all that hot flashing is making you forgetful,” Misty snarled.

“What hot flashing? Menopause is ten years or more down the road. Stop trying to speed up the process.”

“Well, you should stop acting like you’re old and helpless.” Misty paused in thought. “I know what your problem is—you need a man. You know, a new boyfriend—somebody to run you all over creation.”

Misty smiled; she’d struck another nerve. Her mom was still feeling the pain from a breakup with her most recent man, Mr. Victor. Old dude bounced and went back to his wife about a month ago. Her mom had been trippin’, acting evil, ever since the breakup. Frankly, Misty couldn’t imagine shedding a tear over some old dude like Mr. Victor. Dude had that O.J. Simpson-type walk—all bent over and half-crippled, but still trying to inject some old-school cool in every step.

Thomasina was quiet, unable to give a snappy retort. She just huffed up and wiped a few drops of perspiration from her forehead with the back of her hand. Misty smiled to herself. She knew how to break her mother down when necessary.

“Mom,” she said with a fake, patient tone. “I told you a million times, Brick is working in construction. He gets paid under the table.”

“Uh-huh. Tell me anything.” Thomasina pointed her finger at Misty. “You’re twenty-three years old and I can’t tell you how to live your life.” She shook her head. “All that beauty I blessed you with…”

Misty said nothing to dispute her mother, but they both knew her good looks came from her father—Roberto Delagardo—some Latino who’d married her mom, got a green card and then went ghost.

“Girls would give their right arm to be half as pretty as you are, and you’re just wasting your looks—running around with that ugly Brick.”

Misty checked out her reflection in the rearview mirror. “I still got it going on; ain’t nothing changed.”

“Looks don’t last forever! You served time in prison! You lost six months sitting behind bars.” Thomasina snorted. “You sat in jail while that big, ugly mufucka and his friend, Shane, walked around as free as birds. They got you all finagled up in that mess and neither one of them put a dollar on your books.” Seething at the memory of her daughter doing time for two grown men caused Thomasina to have to dig inside her handbag, searching for a tissue to mop off the river of sweat that now ran down her face.

Misty smirked. She was the mastermind behind the scam that landed her in jail. But, her mother was right; Shane should have had her back. He should have looked out and made sure there was money on her books. But, Brick…he couldn’t do shit; he could barely cross the street without Misty leading the way.

“May his soul rest in peace,” her mother continued, “but that Shane was bad news from the start—his pretty-boy good looks didn’t fool me. Not for a second. I don’t know which one was worse, Shane or Brick…” Thomasina pondered for a few seconds. “I guess Shane was a little better than Brick. Don’t get me wrong, that Shane was sneaky as a garden snake, but at least he was handsome. But Brick—” her mother spat out his name. “Ugly and bad; now, that’s not a good combination. Shane was rotten through and through—but at least he was easy on the eyes. Like you, Shane had the kind of good looks that distracted people from focusing on his wicked ways.”

Misty didn’t appreciate her mother dredging up memories of Shane, reminding her of how gorgeous he was. Now, she was going to have to waste more time cruising around the ’hood, looking for somebody who resembled Shane.

Brick was gonna have a fit; he’d already been waiting for the past hour for her to pick him up. “Mom, I’m tryna be nice, but seriously, I gotta roll.”

Thomasina inhaled sharply. “The way I kept you dressed, worked two jobs so you could have the best of everything…nobody could have told me…not in a million years, that my beautiful little princess would end up putting her hopes and dreams into a hustler. A big, dumb hustler at that.” Thomasina threw up her hands in exasperation. “Brick ain’t got a lick of sense, so I don’t know how he’s handling his business,” her mother added scornfully, “but I better not find out that you’re out on that block with him. You better not be helping that idiot with his hustle. Mark my words, Misty. He might play like he’s half-retarded, but you’ll be the one left holding the bag. And the next time you get locked up, I’m not coming to visit and I’m not putting one thin dime on your books. Nope.” She folded her arms. “Let Brick take care of you the next time you land in jail.”

“The next time? I’m never going back to prison. Are you trying to jinx me or something?” Weary, Misty raked her fingers through her hair. “Are you finished, Mom?”

“No, I’m not finished.” Her mother began to wag the finger that was already pointed at her daughter. “Let me tell you something, little lady…if you get knocked up by that scuggly, ugly bear, you better march your tail right to one of those abortion clinics because there ain’t a chance in hell that I’m gonna associate myself with a grandchild that’s guaranteed to be butt-ugly and retarded. I’d bet good money that Brick can’t father nothing but a slew of artistic kids.”

“What?” Misty scowled in bafflement.

“You know what I’m talking about. Those artistic kids who won’t talk or smile or nothing; they just sit around screaming their heads off if their parents touch ’em or try to show ’em any type of affection.”

“You mean autistic,” Misty corrected.

“Artistic!” Thomasina insisted. “I saw ’em on a daytime talk show. Those artistic kids can paint and draw; some of ’em can play the hell out of musical instruments—without ever taking a lesson. Trouble is—they don’t know when to stop. Them kind of kids can paint and play music for hours on end, if you let ’em. One parent tried to take the paint brush out of her child’s hand and the little girl starting screaming like somebody had set her on fire. Now, is that the kind of child you want to bring into this world? Because as sure as my name is Thomasina Bernard, I can guarantee you that any child fathered by Brick is gonna be pitiful looking and it ain’t gonna be right in the head.” Thomasina tapped her temple for emphasis. “So, I’m letting you know in advance, I’m not babysitting. Don’t bring your artistic child over here.”

“Rest your mind, Mom. I’m not built to deal with crumb snatchers.”

“You don’t ever want to have kids? Not even by a good-looking man?” Thomasina’s eyes widened as if Misty’s admission was unholy. “It’s only natural for a woman to want to have at least one child.”

“Well, I don’t.” She smiled at her mother. “Let me help you with those bags,” she offered, looking over at the bags sitting on the pavement. Her assistance, however, wasn’t an act of goodwill. She desperately wanted her mother to shut up and get out of her whip. Her coochie was throbbing for Shane Batista-type dick.








CHAPTER 4



Aggravation formed in tiny lines across Misty’s forehead. Her mother had really worked her nerves. Misty pressed down hard on the gas pedal, fleeing the vicinity of her mother’s house. Stressful times like this required a shopping spree or a good fuck. Or both.

She glanced at the time. Too late for shopping; local malls closed at seven. She zoomed down Girard Avenue and made a sharp right onto Parkside Avenue. She zipped past Microsoft’s School of the Future with such speed that the ultramodern building became a quick blur. A minute later, she ran a red light and crossed the intersection at Fifty-Second and Parkside Avenue.

Her ring tone blared. Acting like a straight nut, Brick had been making back-to-back calls. She turned off her cell and tossed it inside her purse. Winding the bend on Parkside Avenue, she slowed when she noticed a large crowd and a festive atmosphere outside a city recreation center. The area bustled with activity. It looked like two or three hundred people—men, women, kids—spectators at a late-night, outdoor basketball game.

This special tournament was hosted by the son of an old school baller, some dude who used to play for the Philadelphia 76ers, long before Misty was born. Rumor had it that the son of the old baller had plenty of cheddar and a special affection for Philly. He ran basketball tournaments to show love for the hood rats who weren’t getting no brotherly love from the grimy niggas who ran the city—not the black mayor, black congressmen, black city council members, black police commissioner—nobody—none of them niggas gave a shit about anything except getting elected and upgrading their own lifestyles.

From her tinted window, Misty surveyed the situation. On the parameter of the brightly lit basketball court, there was an ice cream truck, bootleg DVD vendors, dudes selling Philly pretzels, young bucks hustling sodas, spring water, Vitamin Water, and cans of brew chilled on ice and stored inside a bright red cooler on wheels. In the midst of the sea of oversized white T-shirts, niggas were hustling an assortment of pharmaceuticals—anything and everything from pills to heroin.

Personally, Misty didn’t get down with anything stronger than weed. There’d been a weed drought in Philly lately and the price of the good grade of green stuff was crazy expensive. She did most of her business with a white dude—a college geek. Her connect went to Temple University. The geek had his hustle poppin’. He handled high-grade bud, made deliveries, and his shit came packaged with jokes printed on a label that was sealed on the outside of the cellophane wrapper. The jokes were corny, but they got funny after Misty was sufficiently blunted-up and surrounded by a smoky cloud of the mind-altering drug.

But tonight, after dealing with her mother, she needed some quick, anonymous sex and some weed to help calm her down. No way she could drive all the way to the Northeast to pick up Brick—not the way she was feenin’ to get high and get fucked.

She assessed the situation and could tell that these grimy niggas weren’t about nothing. The weed and available dick were most likely low-grade.

Misty scanned the crowd. Niggas were out thick. Cars, trucks, scooters, motorcycles, and dirt bikes were everywhere—no-where to park. Damn! Feeling more agitated by the minute, she drove around in circles, searching for a parking spot. Irritated, she swerved down a sidestreet and parked crookedly in front of a fire hydrant. Fuck it!

Petite and slim and possessing soft features, Misty looked younger than her years. Niggas who didn’t know her, always played themselves, thinking she was young and dumb, an easy target—a vulnerable mark. Sheeet, better think again, mufuckas!

She pranced across the street, wearing the hell out a tight, denim skirt with ruffles around the bottom and a pink logo Juicy Couture T-shirt that had just hit the stores. Throwing her tiny hips with a vengeance, and holding her face set in a don’t-fuck-with-me scowl, Misty stood on the outer circumference of the crowd.

In a matter of seconds, she was surrounded by three young dudes, who looked to be around seventeen…eighteen…nineteen years old at the most. None of the three had been in the game long; she could tell by the look of uncertainty in their eyes. At the end of the night, the three inexperienced foot soldiers would split a meager profit, three ways. Dumb assholes!

“Yo, Ma. What’s good? My name is Cash Money; you can call me C. Whatchu need?” he asked, gesturing with his hands.

Cash Money was an ashy-looking dude, attempting to appear grown, as he drank from a can of brew covered by a brown paper bag.

Misty disliked him on sight. He needed to rub some shea butter on his mug, his arms, and his ashy elbows. His wrinkled T-shirt was a dingy shade of gray. She felt such disdain for him, she refused to insult her sensitive eyes by shifting her focus to his feet. Against her better judgment, her eyes traveled down to his feet. She sucked her teeth at his trifling sneakers, badly worn down and tilted on a hazardous lean. Misty turned her nose up at Cash Money. “Yo, Ashy Cashy…I don’t want nothing you selling!”

“Ashy Cashy!” the other two dope boys repeated, unable to stifle their laughter.

Cash Money gave a shaky laugh, and then looked at his partners. “What I do?” he asked. His arms were outstretched, his facial expression confused and offended.

“You’re too grungy-looking for me to deal with,” Misty informed him, with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Look at your dingy shirt,” Misty said with contempt. “You can buy a bundle of those jawns from the Muslim store for twenty dollars or less. I came through to cop some weed, but if you can’t keep your gear up no better than you doing, then you must be slinging garbage.”

“Dayum, shawty—chill. Don’t hurt ’im,” a tall, lanky teen said. His limber body bucked and dipped by strong ripples of laughter that he couldn’t hold. “You comin’ straight at Troy’s neck.”

“I can’t believe she called Troy, Ashy Cashy,” the third member of the trio added.

“Don’t be throwing no slurs at me; I don’t hustle in my good clothes,” C-Money explained. The lack of fire in his tone told Misty he was soft. She sneered at him until he backed up, eyeing Misty warily as if she were an unpredictable pit bull that might get a sudden urge to take a bite out of one of his ashy arms.

“Yo, shawty, go easy on my man. Troy’s aiight; he ain’t been in the game that long. But fuck all that; I gotchu. Whatchu want—a nic—a dime?”

Licking his wounds, Troy faded farther into the background until he blended in with the masses. The third dude, whose name Misty wasn’t interested in knowing, was muscular with a medium build. Definitely not her type, so she ignored him and gave the lanky, handsome, young hustler her undivided attention.

“What’s your name?” Misty asked the cute teenager.

“Monroe.” He appraised her; interest gleamed in his eyes.

He was a lighter complexion than Shane, but had his height and build. His face was boyish and cute. He didn’t have Shane’s angular features, his smug attitude, or his dangerous good looks. But, he would have to do. “Let me holla at you in private, Monroe.” She turned her back toward muscle boy, indicating that his presence was no longer necessary. But muscle boy stayed posted-up with his bulky arms folded, as if Misty might change her mind and give him some business.

“You wanna get high with me and get in a quick fuck?” Misty posed the question nonchalantly.

Monroe held a straight face. “Yeah, that sounds good.”

Misty looked the young buck up and down. His baggy pants hid the size of his jewels, but she sensed by the way he was standing that he knew how to work his back.

Ever since Shane kicked it, Misty had been searching for a replacement. Shane was special and so far, no one had measured up.

Before he lost his damn mind, Shane was her man. He willingly shared her with Brick because he was smooth like that. Brick was leasing the pussy, Shane owned it all: pussy, mouth, titties. And when asked for access to her asshole, she gave up the booty—in the name of love.

Shane used a ton of lubricant, but his inserted hardness hurt like hell. Pain soon turned to pleasure and she began to enjoy it. She had fantasized about having Shane’s long, thick dick up her ass while Brick dug out her pussy with his giant dick.

But that fantasy was never realized.








CHAPTER 5



Leaving Muscle Boy and Ashy Cashy behind, Monroe followed Misty across the street. Unhurriedly, Monroe dragged his feet, fronting as if it were an everyday event to be picked up and offered a quick fuck by a fly-ass dimepiece like Misty.

“That’s my whip over there.” Misty pointed to the small street where her X5 was parked—zigzagged, with two big tires cranked up on the curb and two down on the asphalt street.

Monroe checked out her truck. His mouth relaxed into an easy smile and then stretched into an ear-to-ear grin.

“Yo, this jawn is tight! That was you behind the wheel?” he exclaimed, awestruck. “Me and my boys saw you spin by the court a couple of times. Couldn’t see through the tinted windows. We thought the whip was piled up with a bunch of out-of-town niggas, coming through, trying to cut into our business. I had my hand on my heat, ready to spray the windshield with slugs.” He laughed.

“Yeah, that’s my whip.” Her voice held a matter-of-fact tone, but inside she was beaming with pride. “I was driving in circles, trying to find a place to park.” She was quiet for a moment. “Yo, there woulda been some serious consequences if one y’all corny niggas shot at me. Shit, all of y’all would be getting bagged up right now, if you woulda put as much as a scratch on my whip.”

“You talkin’ real gangsta to be such a tiny lil’ chick.”

“Don’t let my looks fool you.” She noticed his crew of two, craning their necks, trying to see what she was wheeling. “Too many nosey people around; let’s take a ride.” Smirking, she dangled her BMW keychain.

“We can stay here. It’s cool. Can’t nobody see through the tinted windows.” Monroe looked over his shoulder, obviously hesitant about putting too much distance between him and his comrades.

Misty ignored him and got inside her truck. Monroe looked over his shoulder, gave the basketball court a lingering look and then got in the passenger seat. Misty reached inside her Juicy Couture bag, took out a bundle. She laughed to herself, as she observed Monroe trying to keep a straight face when he knew he was lusting for some of her paper. “I hope you realize your two boys over there are feelin’ some kind of way for being left out. They’re feeling jealous enough to turn snitch over a couple bags of weed,” she said as she peeled a bill off the top of the stack.

“Naw, they straight; it ain’t even that type of party.” Monroe darted an eye at the one-hundred-dollar bill. She handed him the money. “Give me five dimes.”

“Uh…” He motioned as if he were about to check his pockets, but dismissed the notion. “I don’t have change for that,” he admitted, embarrassed. “You got anything smaller?”

Sighing, Misty replaced the bill on top of the pile, and then fanned out the money. She located a fifty, passed it to Monroe. She turned the key, revved the engine.

“Aiight, shawty; I’m riding with you. It’s your world,” Monroe happily conceded.

“You got that shit right.” She pressed on the gas pedal. “Roll the blunt while I look for a secluded spot.”

“Stop being so bossy!” Monroe tried to frown as he split open the cigar, but feeling pleased with his present circumstances and plush surroundings, his pleasant expression remained in place. He adjusted his seat, reclining it to a position that comfortably accommodated his long legs.

Misty drove a few blocks and then pulled into a deserted street. “You legal?” she asked Monroe, arching her brow.

He scowled and nodded. Insulted, his lips scrunched together as he fired up the blunt.

“You got ID?”

Monroe’s scowl deepened. “Who you—5-0 or somebody?”

“I’m not trying to be on Action News for molesting a minor.”

“You shoulda thought about that before you picked my young ass up.” He pulled hard on the blunt. “How old is you?”

“I’m old enough to push this whip.”� Misty held up her arm in a way that displayed her newly purchased tennis bracelet. “I got five gees draped around my wrist,” she boasted. “What else do you wanna know about me?”

“Um…” Monroe paused, looked up, stroking the fine hairs on his chin. “Um…will you marry me?” Both Monroe and Misty burst into laughter. The high was starting to kick in.

“Yeah, we can work something out…” Misty nodded. “When you start ballin’ hard enough to put a giant rock on my finger, then we can talk marriage.”

Monroe passed the blunt to Misty. “You must think you talkin’ to a sucka. I’m the man, shawty,” he bragged. “My game is professional. My crew is up in these streets, slinging packs, twenty-four seven. I’m runnin’ blocks.”

“You got a crew?” Misty asked. Her lungs filled with smoke, her voice sounded croaky. She slowly released a cloud of smoke. “Who? Ashy Cashy and Muscle Boy?” Misty laughed sarcastically. “Aw, shit. I’m impressed,” she teased. “Nigga, you broke and you know it,” she said, her tone suddenly serious. “You ready to hit it?”

“What?”

She tugged up her skirt, revealing a yellow lacey thong. “Backseat or outside—up against that big-ass tree,” she said, pointing.

“Outside! You trying to get us both arrested for indecent exposure?”

“I thought you said you was all gangsta and shit.”

“In training,” he admitted with laughter. “I might need some schoolin.’ For real, though…how old are you? ’Bout twenty-three…twenty-four?”

“Twenty-three.”

Monroe nodded. “I thought you were about my age, but I should have known by the way you carry yourself, that you were an older woman.”

Misty yanked her skirt back down. “You make it sound like I’m pushing thirty or something. You must be underage. Show me some damn ID, or you can walk your ass back to the court.”

Smiling embarrassingly, Monroe dug in his pocket and pulled out a Pennsylvania State ID. Misty switched on the interior lights. “Oh, aiight, nineteen—you’re legal.” Satisfied, she slid into the backseat, fumbled around in one of the rear seat compartments. “Can you fit a Magnum or do you need something smaller?” she asked, after locating a condom.

“A Magnum? Oh, for sure. I can work with that.”

“Prove it.”

“I can’t right now. You playin’ twenty questions; made my jawn go down.”

Misty hitched up her skirt again and pulled her thong to the side. “Kiss my coochie. I guarantee you’ll get a nice hard-on.” Monroe placed a quick peck on Misty’s vagina.

“Nigga, use some tongue. Make it wet, so you can get up in it.”

Monroe timidly flicked his tongue against Misty’s pussy.

Misty sucked her teeth. “Aiight, you starting to get on my nerves.” She pushed his head away.
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