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Rest in peace, Momma. You are my angel and I love you.


—Meesha




 




To: Tushonda Whitaker and Elliott Goins.


Thanks for holding me down.
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Prologue


Miz Cleo







Summertime is hell in Bentley Manor. The Georgia heat is enough to drive you mad and folks around here start actin’ like they’s ain’t got no sense. I’ve seen a lot in my seventy-three years and I’ve experienced pain I wouldn’t wish on my worse enemy. But heartache is nothing new in Bentley Manor. In fact, it comes with the territory.


As I sit out here on this stoop with my best friend Osceola Washington by my side, I look around this U-shaped complex marveling how it’s getting harder and harder to tell the days apart. I’ve been living here since June of ’69. Lost my husband in ’71. After raising four children, one grandchild, I’m now strugglin’ to raise my great-grandbaby.


It’s hard.


And I’m tired.


Over the years, or rather, over the decades, Atlanta has gone through some changes. Bentley Manor started off as regular apartment complex, but in the late ’70s it was the ghetto, in the late ’80s the projects. Now, it’s the hood.


This place is crawling with the worst of the worst and I’ve seen my fair share of pimps, dealers, playas, and killers. Too many, in fact.


Some wonder how people survive places like Bentley Manor. To that, I can only shrug my shoulders and ask “what choice do we have?”


The hood life is all we know….
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The Pimp







Pussy is big business.


And I’m a businessman—a damn good one. Yeah, I dibble and dabble in a few other things. Who doesn’t? If a nigga wants to carve himself a piece of the American pie, he’s got to get his hustle on. You feel me? I’m sure you do. Tavon Johnson is the name and pussy is my game.


’Course, on the streets they call me Sweet Diamondtrim Johnson. Diamonds are my trademarks. So much so that each of my girls keeps their pussy shaved and sport diamond tattoos inches above their clits. I want my customers to know they’re getting diamond quality.


If you’re wondering how I got into this business, I guess you could say I sort of fell into it. I popped my first cherry at twelve. Her name was Renee Collins. I swear to this day that she has the sweetest pussy a nigga ever tasted. And ’course I bragged this shit to my best friend Destin. Bragged so much that he promised to give me his allowance for a full month if I let him have a go at Renee himself.


Being an entrepreneurial nigga even at that age, I took the deal—only if I was allowed to watch. Hell, Destin’s parents gave him five dollars a week, and in ’82 you have no idea how many hours of pinball that gave a nigga.


Renee was pissed, but it had been easy to convince her fuckin’ Destin was her chance to prove how much she loved me. I gotta tell ya: watching her in action with my best friend was an incredible high. Watching her do a few more boys behind the schoolyard and under the gym bleachers convinced me that I really did love her.


All in all, it was just another reason in a long list of why I married her. For the record, she still has the sweetest pussy I’ve ever tasted.


So what’s your fantasy? I have every kind of ho you can imagine: Black, white, Puerto Rican or Asian. You name it, I got it. You want a streetwalker, a glamorous escort, a porno star, or maybe you’re one of those down-low brothers. Don’t matter. I got a few dicks on the payroll, too. It’s all pussy to me.


Being in the biz for a quarter, I’ve seen it all. You can whip them, tie them up, and you can even piss on them, if that’s your thing. It’s all negotiable. But don’t get it twisted; pimpin’ ain’t easy.


From time to time I catch whiff of a few girls talking ’bout how they’re going to leave. I laugh at that shit. Where the fuck are they going to go? What are they going to do, shovel fries at McDonald’s, convince one of their johns to marry them? C’mon. Once a ho always a ho.


Besides, they’re not going to find another nigga that’s going to treat them better than I do. Like the Disciple Curtis Mayfield said: “I’m their momma, I’m their daddy, I’m that nigga in the alley.”


I’d be lyin’ if I said from time to time one doesn’t leave the nest…but they come back. They always come back. Bottom line: they love me, they hate me, they love me. I can live with that.


As long as the bitch has my money.


That’s the key to my success. While all these ashy Negroes scramble around tryna turn everybody and their momma into crackheads, I’m building an empire off the best commodity there is—and I do mean the best.


From rap stars to government officials, I keep the juices and the money flowing.


I grew up poor and I ain’t never going back. Fuck that shit.


Of course, I don’t whine and moan like most. A sad story in Bentley Manor is a dime a dozen. We don’t need anyone to tell us that we got the short end of the stick. The question is: How are you going to play the hand you were dealt? Me? I didn’t choose pimpin’. Pimpin’ chose me. The first girl I had to protect was my own damn momma.


Now, some men have a problem havin’ a ho for a momma. Not me. I recognize my momma did what she had to do to put food on the table for five children (all of us with different daddies), and I ain’t got nothin’ but mad respect for her game. Of course, for a long time, she lied to us and to herself by telling us that the men who marched in and out of our apartment were good friends of the family—friends who left money on the bedside table after they “wrestled naked in her bed.”


Once, my older brother, Kadrian, and I hid under her bed and found out what really went on in that room when she closed the door. And let me tell ya: Momma had skills. Niggas would call out her name like she was Christ Almighty. A lot of them brought her gifts and some even thought to bring us something, too.


For a few years, we were the envy of most our friends: sportin’ the new canvas sneaks, rockin’ the latest dookey rope chains and carrying the biggest boom boxes imaginable. Then crack hit the streets and Momma got hooked.


First, she tried to maintain, but that didn’t last long.


Soon, thugs and drug dealers replaced the niggas with money. Our fly-ass gear disappeared about as fast as the food in the refrigerator. Within three months, Momma was out on the streets, offering to suck dicks just for a hit. Some started beating on her. The strange thing was she acted like she didn’t care. All she wanted was to get high.


Well, I cared. And nobody was gonna whup my momma’s ass right in front of me or my hood. So me and my brother started looking out for her—collecting her money, making sure that she got paid.


Hell, we had to eat.


This arrangement pretty much went on through our teen years. But all our protecting couldn’t prevent her from coming up HIV positive a couple years ago. That fuckin’ sex fiend Junior spread that shit to a lot of girls when he was stayin’ up at Bentley Manor. If his wife hadn’t capped his ass, I sure the fuck would have.


But live and learn. All my girls get tested on the regular and I screen their johns like the motherfuckin’ FBI. What can I say? I have to protect my investment.


My three sisters, Candy, Brandi, and Cherry, followed our mother’s footsteps. They call themselves Video Vixens now, but you know, a ho by any other name…


Me, I keep doing what I’m good at: protecting and selling pussy.


My big brother, Kadrian, didn’t make it out of his teens. He got caught up in gangbanging and took a couple of bullets to the chest. Not a day goes by when I don’t think about him, wishing he was here counting this money with me.


Pimpin’ ain’t like what you see in the movies. Sure there are some guys who walk around draped in gaudy jewelry, iron-pressed curls, and dress like it’s 1972, but those are little boys fulfilling their Superfly fantasies. Pimpin’ is a business and I dress like any other CEO of a Fortune 500 company. Ten-thousand-dollar suits from William Fioravanti, Caraceni, and Oxxford, with a little tasteful bling from De Beers and my ass look ready for the cover of GQ every day.


“I’m sorry, sir,” Anderson, my driver, says over his shoulder. “Doesn’t look like this traffic is gonna let up anytime soon.”


I pull my gaze from a So-So Def billboard to meet his eyes in the Bentley’s rearview mirror. “Take your time. I’m not in a hurry.”


He nods and I return my attention to that ridiculous billboard and continue reflecting over my life—all thirty-seven years of it.


It wasn’t easy, but I finally got my girls off the street corner. Found safer ways for us all to do our jobs. Yeah, I own a couple of private strip clubs, book a couple of booty-shaking dancers for rap stars and keep a hefty amount of city government officials sexed up so good that they stay off my back.


All of this is good money, but it all pales in comparison to what I make off the Red Light District Web site: videos, CD-ROMS, DVD, Video on Demand, and sex toys. Again, name your pleasure and I can hook you up.


After all, I’m a freak, too.


At long last, my nut sack starts tingling. I close my eyes and loll my head back to give the mouth around my cock a little more room.


“That’s it. Don’t stop,” I moan and pump my hips. Out of all my girls, including Renee, no one sucks my dick the way Destiny does. No one. I place my hand on the back of her long flowing weave and bob her head down to a faster rhythm.


Shit. I’m ready to come and I know this trick is gonna swallow my full load and then keep sucking until my toes curl.


“Aw, shit. You nasty motherfucker,” I growl as I hold her head down and finally explode into that wonderful mouth.


Like a true sex soldier, Destiny keeps going and I start to inch up the leather upholstery because my shit is suddenly sensitive. Finally, I have to shove her off and try to catch my breath.


Destiny chuckles and reaches for her purse to retrieve her compact and lipstick. “I don’t know how Renee is still number one when she can’t deep throat like I do.”


I tuck my dick back into my pants and stare at her as she fixes her makeup. Well, technically, she is a he and quite possibly the best damn transvestite I’ve ever seen.


I don’t question my sexuality—and nobody else does either. I do whateva gets me off. The world would be a better place if everyone did the same.


Destiny snaps her compact closed and smiles. “Feel better, baby?”


“As always,” I say and catch Anderson’s nosy gaze in the rearview mirror. For a fleeting moment, I’m sure I see disgust reflect in his eyes.


“Destiny,” I say, maintaining eye contact with my driver. “Climb up front and hook Anderson up for me.”




“That’s not necessary, Mr. Johnson,” Anderson sputters immediately.


“I know it’s not necessary, but what can I say, I’m a generous guy. And I don’t like it when people turn down my generosity—especially people who work for me.”


Without a doubt this nigga understands that his options are to get his dick wet or get the fuck out in the middle of rush-hour traffic.


Destiny watches the exchange in amused silence and when I give her a small wink, she climbs over into the front seat and unzips Anderson’s pants.


“Well, you ain’t got much to work with. Do you, honey?” Destiny asks.


Anderson’s face darkens.


I can’t help but laugh. “And make sure you don’t wreck my shit.”


This time, horror covers Anderson’s face and I keep on laughing.


A couple of slurps and this motherfucker lays on the brakes and starts cumin’.


“Damn, man. I barely got started.” Destiny drops her fake feminine voice for a sec and her masculine bass fills the car.


Anderson looks as if he’d just been raped or some shit. Maybe he’s stunned that he enjoyed the experience. Like I said: Destiny’s the best.


Nearly an hour later, we roll through Bentley Manor’s wrought-iron gate. My attention is instantly drawn to the trembling crackheads and hustling dope dealers. And sure enough, sitting out on their concrete stoop, in the center of the U-shaped complex, are Miz Cleo and Miz Osceola. Hell, I can feel their glares before I even get out of the car.


Fuck ’em. They don’t like me and I sure as hell don’t give a shit about them.


Ain’t a damn thing changed about this motherfucker since I grew up here. It’s just as dirty and grimy as ever.


Anderson hops his fat ass out the driver’s seat and quickly opens my back door. I climb out, pose a bit so everyone can take their time eyeing my summer-white suit and customized bling.


What’s the point of having money if you can’t show it off?


A few dealers bob their heads in greeting and way too many underage girls try to catch my attention. But I ain’t lookin’ at shit that ain’t eighteen.


Period.


Destiny starts to climb out of the car, but I quickly tell her, “Stay put. I’ll be back in a sec.” I clutch the head of my silver-handled cane (one stereotype I won’t give up) and stroll like the pimp I am toward my old childhood building.


When Momma answers her door, I have to hand it to her: she’s looking pretty good. It’s clear that she’s been keeping up with her HIV cocktails.


“Hey, baby.” She tightens the belt on her robe and leans up on her tiptoes to deliver a kiss against my cheek. “I didn’t know you were coming by today.”


“I always come by on the fifteenth,” I say, strolling through the door. I’m not the least surprised to see a john sitting on the couch. After all, Momma is always gonna be Momma.


“Well, I guess I better get going,” the dude says, jumping to his feet and scrambling toward the door.


I stop him cold. “Aren’t you forgetting something?” I ask.


He glances at Momma and then back at me while getting all flustered.


“Uh, yeah.” He reaches for his wallet in his back pocket and peels off a couple of Benjamins. “My bad.”


I just nod, but I make sure he reads in my expression that shit wasn’t cool.


“I catch you later, Angel,” the man says and quickly races out the door.


I turn my gaze toward Momma. “Angel?”


“What? Don’t I look like an Angel to you?”


I just laugh at that shit. Momma ain’t ever gonna change. And neither will I. “All right, Angel. You got my money?”
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The Dealer







“Mornin’, Daddy.”


Lying in the middle of my silk-covered, king-sized bed, I look over to the left at Suga smiling up at me and then over to my right at her sister Spyce, giving me an identical smile. Twins.


I smile like the cocky motherfucker I am because a nigga ain’t really lived until he had two big-tittie freak bitches willing to double-team his dick. Fuck Charlie, I got the real deal angels right here waiting to fuck and suck me right.


Each one strokes their tongue across one of my nipples and my dick stands up like a fucking soldier making the silk sheet rise right on up. I press my hands to the back of their heads and even though we all just met last night, these bitches know to suck deeper on my nipples. My dick’s so hard it’s aching like a motherfucker. I ain’t gone lie, these chicks might make me nut up my damn sheets.




I close my eyes and lick my lips while I fight like hell to hold off cumming. Either Suga or Spyce wraps their hand around that long, thick motherfucker to stroke it like they tryna draw milk. I hiss in pleasure and my hips arch up off the bed as they both giggle softly against my chest.


I know I should’ve got them the hell out of my apartment as soon as I sprayed my nut into both of their mouths, but after the fucking these chicks put on me I couldn’t do shit but sleep. I open one eye and look over at the Ralph Lauren digital clock on the dresser as I reach down their smooth brown bodies to palm two of the softest breasts I ever fucked with. Ten a.m. Shit.


From the second I laid eyes on them in Visions nightclub and they both gave me the eye back I knew I had to have them. I’m an ass and tittie man all the way and these bangin’-ass bitches had both with none of that extra stomach and stretch-mark bullshit.


They both moan as I use my fingertips to tease their nipples. I have to get some of their pussies before I roll out for the day. Fuck it.


“Suck my dick.” I didn’t direct that shit to one or the other. It really didn’t matter as long as I felt my tip wet soon.


They both shift from my arms to get on their knees on the bed and lick from the base to the thick tip. They alternate one to the other, wrapping their thick lips around my dick to suck deeply.


One and then the other. Back and forth. Each suck deeper and deeper until they are deep-throating me. I can feel their tonsils on my shit. Damn!


“That dick good, ain’t it?” I ask them thickly, my eyes half closed as I look at them do their work.


“Uhm-humm,” they moan in unison.


I cross my feet, put my hands behind my head, and just kick back enjoying my life as these chicks handle a dick the way it should forever and always be handled.


Soft hands spread my legs wide and soon one set of cool lips suck my balls into her mouth while her twin easily handles all ten of my curved inches. I shiver like a straight-up bitch, but fuck it. This shit feels good as a motherfucker and their moans is turning me the fuck on even more. My toes curl and my stomach gets tight as hell as I feel my dick get harder in one of their mouths.


“Hey, Suga, this dick gone cum,” Spyce whispers against my tip. “Want some?”


“Damn right.”


My doorbell sounds off just as I bite my bottom lip to keep from hollering out as my dick pumps like a fucking gun filling their mouths with my cum. My heart is beating and sweat is covering my body as tongues and lips suck and lick up every bit of my nut.


The doorbell sounds again as I lay stretched out in the bed trying to breathe so that my motherfuckin’ ass didn’t stroke out or some shit. As good as they took care of that dick, I know who is at the door. It’s time for business.


With one last slap to their identical plush-ass cheeks, I sit up. “Ladies, this is good. Shit, damn good, but I got work to do.”


“We feel you, Kaseem.”


“Go make that money, honey.”


Seconds later I’m missing the soft feel of their bodies sandwiching my body. I roll out of bed and hop to my feet as they begin to dress in the same skintight Baby Phat jean outfits that drew my ass to them last night.


I slip on one of my thick-ass Hilfiger terrycloth robes and stick my feet into matching plaid slippers. “Stay here,” I tell them, before leaving my bedroom and closing the door behind me.


My three-bedroom apartment is laid the fuck out like I hired some Martha Stewart type of bitch to decorate my shit. But I picked it all out myself. The chocolate leather furniture, the African wood carvings on the wall, the black top of the line appliances. All of it was all me. It’s what I’m used to so there’s no way I could settle for anything less. And since money is never an issue, whatever I want I get.


I cross the polished hardwood floors to open the front door. My best friend and right hand-man, Usher, strolls in wearing an oversized thick-ass T-shirt. I know he hot as a motherfucker in this summer heat but fuck it, we do what we do.


As he pulls the shirt over his bald head, I open the fridge and pull out a bottle of apple juice to take a deep swig from. By the time I finish my drink he has unstrapped two money belts from around his solid waist and dropped them onto the smoky glass dining-room table.


One hundred thousand dollars.


I reach across the table and without a word spoken my nigga gives me some dap and one of his fucked-up, crooked-tooth grins. Usher look like a bulldog from his face to the thick and solid build of body. Fuck it, what this motherfucker lacked in looks he made up for in loyalty. We been friends for the longest and he hasn’t ever let me down.


I shrug and pick up the belts to hold in one of my strong hands. I love money. Always have. Always will. Even this chump change got a nigga like me happy as a motherfucker. And the hustle—my hustle—makes sure the pockets stay fat.


Hustling is all I know how to do. Shit, I ain’t the only one. Whether you in corporate America, busting your ass on a blue-collar nine to five, or going for yours in the hood, everybody got a hustle. Mine is dope. Right, wrong, or indifferent, it is what it is, and I make it do what it do. I don’t gangbang. I never killed a motherfucker. I hardly ever been in a fight. I ain’t angry and dangerous and all that “stereotypical shit.” I sling dope. Period.


And this dope game has been good to me.


Good money. Good friends. Good life.


The Hood Life. Fuck it.


Anything I want is at the tip of my fingers, a phone call away, a shout of my voice, or the snap of my fingers. And I live my life to the fullest. The flyest gear. The dopest bitches. The baddest rides.


I love my boy Maleek like a brother, but I have to admit when the feds shut down his multistate operation last year, I slipped right on in and upped my game from weed (which still did me damn good all these years) to pushing that hard weight. Hell, somebody had to meet the demands with the best supply and with Maleek’s help I have the best fucking connections in place to run these streets. In return, I set aside a nice stash of money for him (that no one including his wife, Aisha, knew about) and I got word to him straight the fuck up, that his precious wife, Miss High and Mighty, was selling that sweet-ass pussy all over Atlanta while he was locked up.


Truth?


I can’t even front that I was mad that she rather sell it than give it to me. Oh, I wanted that pussy bad as a motherfucker. Wife of my friend or not, if Aisha had let me just lick that, then Maleek’s ass would just have to share on the low. Hell, it wasn’t like Maleek didn’t fuck around on her.


Fuck it, I still want to punish that pussy. Make her feel what the fuck she was missing. The street patrol said she was still runnin’ the pussy game but who knew if that was true or not. She slipped off the radar like a motherfucker but—


“Hey, Kas.”


What the fuck?




I glance over at Usher as my front door slams closed and my girl Quilla walks in with the key I gave her swinging from her hands.


“Damn,” I swear as I get over to her quick as a motherfucker. Any other Sunday her ass in church all morning. Nothing but that radar of hers told her I was somewhere near some pussy other than hers.


“Whaddup, baby girl,” I say, even as I see Usher grab the money belts from the table. I check her out real quick before I grab her by the waist and turn her to steer her sexy black ass back to the front door.


Oh, Quilla finer than a motherfucker with her dark complexion and long curly weave down her back, but right now she’s more inconvenient than anything. Fuck the smooth laid-back demeanor, this bitch flips with a quickness when she catch me trickin’. Quilla will forget her designer outfit—which I know cost three grand, since I bought it—and try and tear up my damn apartment. She got a scanner on this dick and the last thing I need is for her to catch the Fuck You Good twins up in here.


That’s why I usually never bring bitches back to my apartment. Never. I don’t know why I fucked with that shit last night.


“You skipped church?” I ask as I feel her resisting my hand on her elbow.


“I’m on my way. Why? You got a problem with me stopping by?” she asks, her neck already going in a different damn direction from her head.




“Me and Usher got some business to handle and you know I don’t have you in my shit like that.”


She looks over her shoulder and pierces Usher with one of her hazel cat-shaped eyes. “Yeah, what the fuck ever, Kas.”


I open the front door and keep guiding her ass right on out. “Quilla, this ain’t that time for that dumb shit. I ain’t gone let nobody fuck with my money and you know that,” I tell her, trying to go hard and shit. “Whatever I lose from you playing the pussy detective I will take from all that shit you ask me for. So what you wanna do?”


She smiles and her dimples that I love come right on out as she gets up on the tip of her Gucci heels and gives me a deep kiss. “I’ll be back after church,” she whispers against my lips before she turns and walks out the door with one last stare at me. “Don’t play with me.”


I’m just glad my shit don’t taste like the twins’ pussy. And the thought of the twins makes me decide to get rid of Usher too. Hell, he done made the drop. I can chill with his ass later.


“Yo, Ush, I’m going back to bed. I’ll get up with you later.” I even throw in a stretch.


Usher just shakes his head. “Man, you can shit Quilla but don’t even try that bullshit with me.”


I laugh because he’s right. Feeling cocky as a motherfucker, I tie my robe a little tighter and strut my ass to my bedroom to open it wide. Suga and Spyce are dressed and sitting on the edge of the bed waiting to be told what to do.




I look over my shoulder as Usher walks up to me and slaps me on the back. “You a bad motherfucker.”


I don’t say nothing else because there isn’t shit else to be said. Not even good-bye. Usher know what the fuck is up.


Before the front door even closes behind him, I drop my robe. They’re already here and the coast is clear for a second. Might as well enjoy it. Fuck it.


Suga drops right to her knees and makes my dick hard as hell in her mouth as Spyce spreads my ass and licks a trail around the hole.


Stretching my arms wide I let my head drop back and enjoy myself. Damn, life is good as hell.
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The Playa







Life is so fuckin’ good…especially for a fine motherfucker like me. Just twenty-eight, high yellow, gray eyes, good hair, toned body, and a big dick—oh, I’m the shit and I know it. I’ve always known it and there ain’t shit in this world I want that I can’t get, especially if what I want belongs to a woman. Money. Clothes. Jewelry. Three hots and a cot. And for sure, pussy. Pussy. And more pussy.


Ain’t too many men that can twist a woman’s legs like a pretzel and then lay that pipe so good that she forget how I had her hemmed up.


When I say jump my bitches ask how high.


When I say suck this dick they ask how deep.


When I say give me money their only question better be how much.


I roll out of the bed and reach for my creased brown Dickies pants from the floor. A nigga was ready to go for real.


“Where you going, Rhak?”


I blow out some air as I pull on my shit before I turn to look down at her. Not that looking in her face or calling the bitch by her name mean a damn thing. To me all these tricks and chicks is one and the same. No matter how much they suck and fuck me ain’t none of these tricks mean more to me than the other. Not even my girl, Shaterica.


“I’m headin’ back to the crib, baby,” I tell her in my smoothest voice. (I call them all baby to keep from saying the wrong name at the wrong damn time. Don’t hate the playa….)


Taira flips the covers back and shows me her brick-house body covered by the tightest, smoothest, and darkest skin ever. Humph. Her pussy is just as tight.


She thinks we have a future. The bitch is straight crazy. Taira ain’t the settle-down-with kinda chick. She can’t cook. Her apartment shady as hell when it comes to bein’ clean and she got more kids than the projects got roaches, but her sugar walls can grip my dick tighter than a motherfucker that’s pissed the hell off. Humph. I ain’t forgot ’bout that whole hooker-to-housewife shit. But…if it took a few soft words and a few more hard strokes to get that pussy when I want it and how I want it then fuck it, Taira can think whatever the hell she want.


“I gotta go but I’ll get up with you tomorrow,” I tell her with “the look”—deep stare, hard jaw, head tilted slightly to the side with a wink followed by half a smile. It gets these bitches every time.


Like clockwork “the look” turns her frown up the fuck side down. (I will be eternally grateful to my uncle LeRon for teaching me that and some more shit that keeps this true playa for real in true pussy forever.)


I stroll my ass right out her junky bedroom and ignore the hell out her snot-nose kids sittin’ in the livin’ room as I walk out the house forgettin’ her with as much ease as I please. I done got what I want from her ass. My dick done got good and wet and my pockets are a little fatter. I finger the crisp hundred dollar bill she gave me. She thinks of it as a loan and I know it’s payment for services rendered. Translation: she might as well kiss this bill good-bye. Besides, my girl been naggin’ me to pay half on the car note so now I can get her the fuck off my back.


I’m singin’ along with the radio as I drive up Piedmont in my black Honda Accord—well, it’s Shaterica’s, but fuck it, what’s hers is mine. All she ever does is hand me the keys with a smile and I’m up out of Bentley Manor quick as shit. I drive it, fuck in it, pull new bitches in it, and do what the hell I please in it. Just last week I drove over to this little white chick I fuck with over in Buckhead. I slipped and spent the night with that bitch and my girl was mad as hell and straight mean-muggin’ me when I dragged my ass through the door the next mornin’. I shot her a lie about getting’ effed up and fallin’ asleep on one of my homeboys’ couch—picture that shit really happenin’. Shit, I ain’t one of them cruddy down-low brothers. My name is Rhakmon, not Junior.


Not that I don’t care about my lady. She real good to me and I know it. Even though she say I don’t recognize all the shit she does for me, that’s her job. She knew that when she filled out the application and whenever her ass feel like she can’t handle what the fuck it takes to be my girl then I’ll fire her. She know what’s up.


I check the clock on the dash. It’s 10:18.


Shaterica works as a nursing assistant at some old folks’ home from eleven at night ’til eleven in the mornin’. She needed her car to get to work and one thing I don’t fuck with is holdin’ a bitch up from carryin’ her ass to work. I need her money and my free time to do me. For real.


I steer the car with one hand and try my best to reach in the glove compartment for one of my blunts. Readymade and rolled to please.


If there is two things God created for this playa’s pleasure then it’s pussy and weed. Mix a good fuckin’ smoke with some smokin’ good pussy and…hot damn!


I sink deeper into the driver’s seat just as I stick the blunt in my mouth and light it. That nut I bust and this blunt is gonna lay my ass out for the night. This one time Shaterica’s jealous ass won’t have to hunt me the fuck up. A nigga’s bed was callin’.


I turned at the next corner with a little Snoop playin’ from the CD player. Perfect music to ride and get high. I rode down a damn near deserted block that I know all too well—less police traffic. I felt like gettin’ effed up not frisked.


As I pull to a red light I tilt my head up to blow a stream of smoke up through the open sunroof. I look around me and I smile all cocky and shit at the sight of the small brick house on the corner. I used to fuck this bitch who rented that shitty little motherfucker. Big Butt Belinda.


I’m laughing at the memory of her suckin’ the hell out of my dick while I used a stack of dollar bills to make it rain on that ho.


My smile fades as the front door opens and I look into the face of this mark-ass nigga named Onthario. A bitch-ass name for a bitch-ass fool.


I don’t give a fuck about this clown and I know he could care less about me. Shit, we ain’t got no choice but to hate each other….


 


“Yes, Rhakmon. Do that shit, boy. Do it!”


And just because Big Butt Belinda asked me so damn nicely, I did do it. I used my hands to press her thick brick-house legs high into the air until her sweet ass spread before me like a buffet as I worked my dick inside her walls. To the left, to the right, back to the left and back to the right. With each stroke she quivered until her ass and thighs wiggled and jiggled in a thousand different directions. The tight heat of her walls made my dick harder. Well, there was never a good reason to let a hard dick go to waste so I worked my back until my sweat had both us of wet from head to toe. She did enough hollering and squirming to let me know she appreciated the extra effort.


Loving to hear a bitch beg for this dick I jerk my hips back pulling it out of her wetness with a swoosh.


And like clockwork…


“No, Daddy, no,” she whined, biting her bottom lip in frustration as she jerked her hips upward to try and capture my thick dick with her pussy lips.


I look down into her face—a face I just saw for the first time three hours ago at Cascade, the local skating rink. As I leaned down to suck her tongue and kissed her I demanded, “Say please.”


“Please, Daddy, please.”


I swooped right back on in to pop that coochie some more. Humph, I walked into Cascade to do some freestyle skating with my homeboys and rolled out with this good pussy bitch. It was a damn good Sunday night.


“What the fuck?!!”


My heart stopped at the sound of some nigga’s voice from behind me. I stopped stroking and my heart stopped beating. This crazy bitch pushing me off and out of her with this scared-ass look on her face really made me sweat bullets.


My dick went limp as a bitch.


I jumped to my feet and turned around just in time to catch a nasty left hook to my chin. “Damn,” I swore, wincing and working my jaw as I bent low and barreled toward that fool. I sent him flying back against the wall.


“Oh shit,” Big Butt Belinda swore before she let out a high-pitched scream that made me want to slap her silly.


He bent over my body and delivered hard-ass blows to my back as I put some serious work to his side. Shit crashed from the walls onto the floor as we scuffled and fought like two pit bulls. It was winner take all in that motherfucker.


When another of his hooks sent me stumbling back I shook it off and rushed back toward him to lift his ass like a little bitch. Belinda let out another high-pitched scream when I flung that fool in the corner with a big-ass THUD. He slumped down to the floor like a puppet.


’Bout sick of this shit, I turned and charged over to lift the edge of the bed where I had slid my nine. I grabbed it and the upper hand. That cold steel felt good in my hand. It felt like power. Control. Fuck the dumb shit.


I pointed the gun at his chest as he struggled to his feet. “Sit down, bitch,” I told him coldly, sounding like I felt the power and enjoyed the control. Truth? I was scared as hell. I know better than to pull a gun unless I was ready to use it. Was I ready to kill this nigga? Nah, her pussy wasn’t that serious.


I looked in his eyes and even though he couldn’t see it I was just as scared as he looked. For some reason his fear made me a little cockier. Bolder.


“Come here, Betty—”


“Belinda,” she corrected me with attitude from her spot on the bed.




“What…the…fuck…ever,” I told her with my eyes still locked on this nigga. Who was he? Her man? Her overprotective brother? Her pimp? What the fuck?


At this point it didn’t even matter.


“Bitch, get the fuck over here,” I barked, feeling that power and control again.


She came into my line of vision with that dingy flowered sheet still wrapped around that banging-ass body that drew my attention as she skated circles around me. Bee to honey, baby, bee to honey. “Drop the sheet,” I told her with as much steel in my voice as I held in my hand.


I didn’t have to look at her to know she hesitated. Pretty sure she didn’t have to look at me to know I wasn’t playing either. “Now,” I told her.


Even as I felt the breeze and heard the rustle of the sheet falling to the floor I didn’t take my eyes off of homeboy. I wanted to humiliate him. I wanted to punish him for putting his hands on me.


“Suck my dick,” I ordered her, keeping my gun steady on him.


I could tell he wanted to say something, but he didn’t. Not once. Not even when I felt her trembling body squat down to take my dick in her mouth…


 


That was a crazy fucking night. I guess it didn’t help a damn thing that I knocked his ass upside the head with the gun after she swallowed the last of my cum like her ass was hungry.




As I look up into his face I had a feeling this night is going to be even crazier. Even under the dark of night I can see this Negro want some of me. “Well, motherfucker, if you want some come and get some. Fuck that.”


That fool races around the car and reaches in to start swinging. The pain is wicked crazy and I take a chance to look up just in time to see him hit me across the forehead with a small pipe. I close my fingers around my piece sitting under my seat and I sit up straight to push my weight against the door. It hits his ass hard as hell, knocking him back from my ride just long enough for me to raise my gun and fire.


His body jerks as each bullet tears into his body.


POW!


POW!


POW!


He falls backward onto the cold and hard street. My heart pounds like a motherfucker. I shot that motherfucker. Oh shit. Oh shit. What the fuck.


Shaterica brought me this nine from a pawnshop last Christmas. It didn’t take me long to talk her into it. I carried the gun but I never shot this motherfucker. Never. I ain’t no killer. I ain’t no banger. I sell knockoff Gucci bags and shit like that. Women are my specialty. Not this shit. Not death.


I feel sick as hell.


Is he dead?


Did I kill him?


Oh shit.




I look up and down the empty street. If anybody had been lurking outside in this heat, gunshots had a way of makin’ motherfuckers scatter.


I hop out my car and stand over his body. His blood is already pooling the street. My eyes get big as shit when he sits up and tries to get to his feet. What the fuck?


Like on auto pilot I raise the gun and fire again.


POW!


The bullet enters his head, sending his body back down onto the bloody street.


I got to get the fuck outta here. I race back into my car and squeal away. My eyes look at his body in the sideview mirror.


I killed that nigga. I killed that nigga. Oh shit. I couldn’t remember his name. I couldn’t even remember his name and I killed him. I killed somebody. I killed Reggie…no…Ricky…no…no…it’s Red. That nigga’s name is—was—Red. He was Big Butt Belinda’s man and we been beefin’ ever since that crazy-ass night.


I have to grip the steering wheel tighter ’cause my palms are sweating like crazy. My heart feels like it’s gonna bust out my chest. I wouldn’t be surprised if I didn’t shit up my damn self ’cause for sure I got the bubble guts.


What if somebody called the police when they heard the shots? What if somebody was lookin’ out the window and saw me or the car? What the fuck am I gonna do? I can’t go to jail. I ain’t going to jail. Fuck that.


That nigga hit me first. He walked up to my ride with a damn pipe and I just defended myself. Uhn-uhn. I ain’t stupid. That shit ain’t even gone to work for a black man in Georgia. A black man in Georgia carrying a gun registered to his girl. Shit.


As I tear up the streets with my wheels I keep hearing the shots in my head. Pow! Pow! Pow! Pow!


One gun. Four bullets. One dead man.


Jail. Punk motherfuckers looking for any hole to fuck. Becoming somebody’s bitch. The death penalty.


I feel even sicker.


I glance down at the gun lying on the leather passenger seat. Think, Rhak. Think.


I need a plan.


I need help.


I need to get the fuck out of this shit by any means fucking necessary.
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