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This urban erotic tale is dedicated to all the Jimmys, Thugs, Pimps, Smooves, Farads, Finesses, Drekos, Sackies, and Hoods who grind on the block and face the consequences of street life every single day.


No regrets ’cause life is sacred!


Never let go of what you put your faith in!


Times get hard, gotta keep your patience…


Hold on till your dream comes true and embrace it!


Face it!


—COURTESY OF REEM RAW


Keep doin ya own damn thang!
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Father, thank you for allowing me to do what I do.


Nisaa, Missy, Jay, Man, Ty…my stinky baby…I luv y’all to the bone.


My fam at Noire Music Group and N.J.S. Entertainment, We next!


Reem Raw…your lyrics are on fiyah.


We about to take this to the next level!


Readers hit Reem at Myspace.com/NJSMusic to hear those hot tracks.


Angie, Aretha, Melissa, and the rest of my fam who puts it down for me at NOIREMagazine.com, you have my thanks and my luv.


To the thousands of readers and fans who watch my back,


Shield me from the noise,


And send me luv and support every single day,


I luv y’all right back.


STAY BLACK


—NOIRE













So Hood!







This here ain’t no romance


It’s an urban erotic tale


Bitches, chips, and gangstas


A grimy hustle Hood knows well


Youth got stolen, manhood molded,


The streets welcomed him in


Loyal soldier, no man’s doljah,


Determined to get it in


Making traps, pulling gats,


Piff, yay, and sticky green,


The love of dollas, money, power


Friends turn into fiends


Mind slippin, foes trippin,


the Hoodsta’s going mental


Self destruction, soul abduction,


Grimy street essentials


Underhanded dealing


’Cause the love was just pretend


Outlandish flossing, double-crossing


What kind of G betrays a friend?


So this here ain’t no romance


Hood payback is a bitch


Life shits on you twice as hard


When ya fuckin wit’ a snitch!


—NOIRE













In the Beginning…







HAVE YOU EVER been shitted on? Nah, not no regular every day street shit. I’m talking that low-down grimy diarrhea shit. The kinda shit that no matter how much you try to make it right, it still stinks? Have you ever lived in the gutter? Slept in somebody else’s piss? Crawled around with fake niggas like wet rats in a barrel? Yo, check it. Lamont be my government, but Hood be my name. Reppin the true definition of a street soldier. A general. Out there on the front lines getting it in. Doing whatever it takes. I earned my stripes chilling up in Fat Daddy’s joint, a Brownsville barbershop in the belly of Brooklyn. We went to war up in that muthafucka, and when the smoke cleared wasn’t but one gangsta left standing. Some called me a street savior…others said I was just another Brownsville boy gone bad. Whatever. I brung it and I took it too. But when it was all said and done I walked away with a lesson learned in street loyalty: Ain’t no need in looking over your shoulder in this game. Because your real enemies ain’t aiming at your back. They lunging straight for your heart. Ya dig?













Chapter 1







I’m a G-E-N-E-R-A-L!


Get it right, I’m the type that’ll always prevail!


I’m a G-E-N-E-R-A-L!







THE CLUB WAS packed out and niggas was wildin. In a back room the bass thumped hard, booming through the walls and sending vibrations up through the cold cement floor. Dreko opened his legs wider and watched the white girl as she bobbed her head up and down between his thighs. Her pink lips nibbled along the shaft of his dick as he wound his fingers through her hair, then slid them down to grip her slim neck.


“Stop playin,” he growled from deep in his throat. “Suck this shit right and don’t be fuckin playin.”


The girl giggled and puckered up, pecking his wood with tiny kisses. She took a deep breath and blew on his dick, amazed at the thick black snake she held in her hands.


“Man—” Dreko squeezed her neck painfully then slammed her face down into his groin. “Suck my fuckin dick! Fuck all them little kisses. Gimme some of that throat.”


“Sorry,” the white girl whispered. She’d spotted Dreko when he stepped in from the bitter cold with three other guys, and right away her pussy had started throbbing. She had a thing for muscled up, dark chocolate guys with danger in their eyes and this cat had walked up in the joint like he paid the bills.


She took his pretty dick in both hands and stuffed it in her mouth. A lot of cats liked it when she spread her long blond hair over their thighs and teased them with her lips while they watched. She always made sure they got a good look at her smooth, white skin pressed up on their black dicks. It turned them on to see that contrast, feeding those secret fantasies of dominating and fucking the shit out of a white girl.


But this dude seemed cranky and impatient. The way he held her neck in a death grip told her he wanted his head straight up. No frills and no fancy foreplay. Just suck the dick and get the damn nut. She went to work on that shit like it was her day job.


“Yeah,” he moaned as she slurped away, taking his whole dick in her mouth, then spitting it out halfway, before sucking it in again. The white girl worked him over. Her best friend Lauren had been fuckin with club ballers like him for months now, but she was still pretty new to this scene and was looking for a real playa who could offer her some status.


Her family was Italian and they lived over in Canarsie. They hated black people and if her father and brothers knew she was in a club naked on her fifteen-year-old knees with a black man’s dick rammed down her throat, they’d kill her ass. They’d have to catch her first, though. She’d run away from home seven times in the last few months and the pull of the streets was enough to make her stay gone forever.


She glanced up as Dreko pounded up into her mouth. His eyes were closed and there was rage mixed in with the hot pleasure on his face. He was a real youngster too. He looked a whole lot younger now than he did when he had stepped through the door looking all good under them club lights. He licked his pretty brown lips as he groaned again and she damn near lost her neck rhythm staring at his fine ass. Young wasn’t the fuckin word. He was even younger than her. His goatee was barely more than peach fuzz. He was heavy in the dick though, and his tall, strapping body was all man. He opened his eyes and busted her staring. She picked up her pace and slurped his dick harder, then hummed in the back of her throat, vibrating her tonsils against his sweet, swollen head.


“Faster,” he demanded. His hand still gripped her neck, tighter now as he worked anxiously for his nut. She felt his dick straining as he arched his back and pumped into her mouth. She worked double-time. Sucked his muscle deeper. Put every trick she knew into pleasing him as she anticipated how good his big black dick was going to feel pounding inside of her.


She smiled to herself as she felt his body stiffen, then shudder. He was young, she realized. He’d lost his head in less than three minutes and she silently congratulated herself as she felt his warm semen fill her mouth. Holding it on her tongue, she savored his salty flavor.


Above her, he pushed her away then leaned back in the chair. He laid his head back against the wall. “Damn. That muhfuckin shit felt good.”


Still smiling inside, she rose and climbed into his lap, straddling his strong legs and rubbing her damp pussy on his still-hard dick. She pressed her lips against his throat then pulled his head forward, covering his mouth with hers. She parted her lips and tongued him down real deep, letting his bitter spurt flow out of her mouth and into his.


“Wha—” he snatched away, spitting out slime. He wiped his tongue on his sleeve and cursed.


She laughed. “It’s a snowball,” she explained. “I just gave you a little snowball.”


He swung so fast she never saw it coming. Broke her nose with just one punch. The blow sent her flying backward from his lap. Her head cracked on the edge of a metal table and she thudded to the floor. Pain exploded between her eyes and every bone in her body hurt. Blood trickled from her nose and filled her mouth. A wet scream burst from her throat.


“Nasty bitch!” His scream was even louder than hers as he yanked up his pants and raised his foot and kicked in her face.


Her nose throbbed in agony. She tried to turn and avoid his blow and a bomb went off in the back of her head. His boot cracked her skull and the horrible sound that split the room came from her own lips. Not even the club music could cover it, and it just got louder and louder as she rolled over on her back and his boot came down again. Hard. Bashing into her broken nose and busting both her lips.


“Please…” she begged, flat on her back gurgling blood with her arms stretched toward him. He raged like a fuckin maniac above her. Sweat was dripping off his face and his eyes looked devil red. Cursing, he buried his boot in her stomach. She rolled over again and threw up.


“Nasty fuckin bitch,” he panted as he stomped her face into the cold cement. Sobbing, she curled herself inward like a baby, her hands slippery with blood as she tried in vain to spread her fingers over her busted head. Her blond hair was sticky in her eyes and she screamed louder when her fingers pressed against a soft, dented part of her skull. The pain was so intense she gasped, nearly blacking out, cowering under the flurry of his blows, unable to escape.


He was gonna kill her and she knew it. All she could do was lay there and pray. A minute later there was a commotion and the door was flung open as a bunch of dudes busted up into the small room. Thank you, God, the girl thought as she lay weak and disoriented. Dreko was swarmed by five big cats who pulled him off her and tackled him to the ground.


“I will kill that dirty bitch!” he was screaming and spitting as they took him down to the ground. “Word my niggas, I’ma kill her nasty ass!”


As she lay naked and moaning on the cold, dirty floor, the young white girl silently thanked God again. She’d been fucking with fire on these mean streets of Brownsville and this time she had come real close to getting burnt. They dragged Dreko out of the room and he was still screaming like an animal.


Somebody threw a sweater over her tiny titties. She fought against the black pain and willed her fingers to move as she struggled to pull the sweater over her bloody head. She was up on her hands and knees, and Dreko’s threats were still ringing in her ears and sending cold terror rushing through her blood.


Right then and there she made the wisest decision of her young life. These streets were hungry as hell for a girl like her. They’d eat her little ass up and shit her right out. Fuck all this. Her girl Lauren could stay in Brownsville wildin with these crazy niggers for the rest of her life if she wanted to, but if she could just find enough strength to make it outta this club alive she was crawling her white ass back home to Canarsie.













Chapter 2







It’s priceless, never felt love like this,


Only you can bring light to my crisis,


Life just ain’t worth it at all without you, swear,


I don’t wanna do it at all without you, true…







“I’M COLD,” MONROE complained for the hundredth time. The streets were deserted and his breath came out smoky in the night air. “I’m so so so cold, Lamont. My feet not even there no more.”


It was one of the bitterest nights of the year. The young boys had been chased out of the abandoned building they’d been living in and the police were sweeping the streets and forcing the homeless into heated shelters.


Inside the torn, wet mitten they shared Lamont entwined their fingers, gripping his baby brother’s hand real tight. They’d been walking the dark streets of Central Brooklyn for hours and he was frozen too. Lamont had already given Moo one of the two thin jackets he’d worn. Now he took off his skully and pushed it down on Monroe’s head, but the cold was so bad that even five knit hats wouldn’t have mattered.


“Just keep your other hand in your pocket, Moo,” he told him, guiding the four-year-old across the ice-covered pavement. He looked down, trying hard not to slip in the frozen footprints left by pedestrians before him. His raggedy sneakers were like thin pieces of cloth. He removed his left hand from his jacket pocket and immediately regretted it. Throbbing pain stiffened his fingers as the bitter cold gripped him.


“This better?” he asked as he pulled the knit hat down lower on Moo’s forehead. His little brother coughed deeply. His nose was running and his lips were cracked and dry.


Moo nodded. He was cold but he was trying hard to be brave. He saw how red Lamont’s ears were as he tried to hunch his skinny shoulders and duck his bare head against the biting wind. Somehow Moo had lost his mittens so it was his fault they only had one glove to share, but Mont didn’t even get mad about it.


“I’m so hungry,” Moo said softly.


Lamont closed his hand around the softening brown lump in his pocket. It was supposed to be Moo’s breakfast for tomorrow, but neither of them had eaten in hours and he was gonna have to give it to him tonight. They stopped and leaned against an ice-covered Mazda.


“Here.” Lamont took his hand from his pocket again, ignoring the stiffening cold. He held the small potato out to Moo. “Take a couple of bites.”


As hungry as he was, Moo looked at the potato and shook his head.


“C’mon, man,” Lamont urged. He’d found the potato in an almost-fresh bag of trash and it was the only thing in the whole pile that the rats hadn’t already either shit on or gnawed on.


Moo stared at the spindly white buds that were growing out of the skin.


“Man, them just the eyes,” Lamont said, breaking off the buds and tossing them down to the ice. He wiped a fuzzy sheen of mold from the potato’s skin and waited while Moo bit into it hesitantly and then chewed.


“Act like it’s like a apple, man,” Lamont told him. “Eat it just like a apple.”


Moo ate the mushy potato quickly and the brothers walked on, this time down the middle of the street. It was safer that way. Lamont had already stuck his knife into a fiend who tried to snatch Moo from a doorway the night before, and the piss-soaked abandoned car they had been sleeping in for the last few nights was also a bust. Some fool had kicked all the windows out and crackheads had been sleeping all up in it. Pissing it up some more.


“M-m-my legs cold, Mont. My toes feel funny too.”


Chin down against the ice-flecked wind, Lamont moved onward.


Monroe started to whine. “Mont, when Mama coming to get us, huh? Maybe she ain’t never coming, right? She don’t even come see us no more. Is the police gone shoot her like they did Daddy, Monty? Huh?”


Then Moo got real quiet like he was thinking. The moon was full. Long minutes passed where there was nothing but the whistling wind and the sounds of their small feet crunching through the ice.


Then he said softly, “Prob’bly you gone die too, huh, Monty. That would scare me real bad. You think you gone get dead one day and I’ma have to walk around out here by myself?”


“No,” Lamont said quietly. The wind took his answer and tossed it toward the north. Theirs was a straight up hard-knock life. They’d slept in concrete barrels on the project playground, down a garbage ramp in Tilden, and snuck on the train and rode all the way to the Bronx and back. Twice they ran from transit cops, jumping off at one stop and crossing over and catching a train going in the opposite direction. Damn right Moo was scared.


Hood had his fears too, but they were not of anything on the streets. His greatest nightmare was that his mind might one day slip off, just like his mother’s had, and so he conditioned himself to use the words in his head every single day. And even though he always looked calm and fearless on the outside, his brain was constantly on whirl: spittin lyrics, building bridges, stacking verses, humming hooks, and composing street songs that overflowed with metaphors and similes.


“Mama crazy ain’t she, Mont? That’s why we ain’t got no house no more. Gramma said Mama buggy. Done lost her mind. Is that why Daddy’s friends shot him up, Monty? Cause Mama lost all the words out her head and got crazy?”


Lamont ducked his head against the freezing ice that was starting to fall. He tried not to think about his parents as tiny shards bit into his skin and he trembled inside the Members Only windbreaker he’d gotten from the Salvation Army.


“Mama got her words back now, and Gramma don’t know shit, Moo. Especially about Mama.”


“But w-w-why we can’t go to Gramma house? Or what about Miss Baker, Monty? Huh? Why we always walkin around so much? Miss Baker always real nice to us. Why we can’t go get warm over there?”


Lamont stopped and looked at his little brother. The cold wind shoved them around and their feet slid across the ice as they struggled to remain upright. He broke it down to Monroe for the umpteenth time. “I told you, Moo. Miss Baker is sick in the hospital right now. And you already know why we can’t go to Gramma’s. Aunt Pat don’t like us. She ain’t let us in last night, and she ain’t gone let us in tonight neither.”


“Then we can go back to the empty house, right? Them guys with the fire cans probably gone somewhere else by now, huh?”


“No,” Lamont said firmly. It had been two days since the pair of crackheads had run them into the streets and Lamont was still mad about it. Head up and toe-to-toe, he could have given them some fight with his knife. But those fiends had gotten real stupid and started pouring gasoline everywhere, threatening to roast Lamont and Moo while they slept unless the two boys un-assed the premises.


They’d spent the next four nights sleeping on the floor in his friend Reem’s bedroom. Their mothers had been friends back in the day, and Jareem and Lamont had been tight since the sandbox. Reem’s mom worked two jobs and left him home alone a lot. Reem was a generous kid and a loyal friend. He let Mont and Moo in the crib and snuck them as much food as he could, and whenever his moms was home he made sure the coast was clear so they could use the bathroom.


But Moo was sick, and the cement-tiled floors of the projects were hard and cold. Reem let Moo have his bed while he toughed it out with Mont on a thin blanket they spread on the floor. Reem cut school every day while they were there, so they could plan their future as moguls in the music industry. They swore they’d cut a string of platinum albums one day, and both had verbal skills that were far superior to their ages and their environment. So the moment Reem’s mother left for work he doubled back to the crib, and the three boys spent the cold days watching karate movies, playing video games, and spittin endless battle raps.


“Check it,” Reem said as they looked out the window one morning. The cold was brutal, but the corner action was still rolling heavy outside of his building. Them trap boys was bundled up in layers as they ran back and forth between a steady stream of customers.


“That guy is a jake,” he said pointing to a cat in a red SUV. “Them traps better shake them lookout boys up and get in they asses because somebody’s about to get knocked.” Reem grinned at Hood, then with a challenging look in his eyes, he started spittin.


Them boys standin on the corner,


Heavy on the grind,


Clientele swarming, demand and supply


Business booming, real good line


That’s when I seen out the corner of my eye


Dude by the bus stop—undercover on watch,


Kept talking into…a cigarette box


That’s the third time that Suburban rolled by…


I’m lookin up and it’s a full moon in the sky…


“That’s tight as hell!” Hood said dapping Reem hard. He nodded his head and let his creativity flow. Then he cut in with his own phat lyrics and got some too.


Something don’t feel right and I ain’t trippin,


Say what you wanna but it’s street intuition!


So much heat feels like we in a kitchen,


So keep ya eyes peeled and listen…


Cuz its about to be a showdown, whoa-down


Ya better throw y’all stash on the ground!


Cause I got a strange feeling…


Something’s bout to happen


And I aint tryna get caught out!


The three boys were real comfortable up in that small room together, and they would have stayed there rapping and making up karate moves even longer but Moo’s cough was so loud it got them busted. Reem’s mom found them hiding in his closet and made them come out.


“Now Lamont,” she said gently. She’d made them take a hot bath and fixed each of them a big plate of food. “You know I love you and Moo, and if there was somebody here to watch y’all while I worked I’d keep you both forever. But your Aunt Pat ain’t nothing but trouble. If she found out I had y’all up in here without no papers she would do her best to see me in jail.”


Mont knew Reem’s mom cared about them but he wasn’t just gonna sit there while she called Social Services to come pick them up. He had grabbed Moo and made a run for the door the minute her back was turned, and ever since then they’d been right back out in the cold, walking the streets.


“Well, w-w-what about the staircase then?” Monroe asked, stomping his numb feet. His big brown eyes were desperate as his small body jerked and shuddered with the penetrating cold. “We slept on the stairs before and we was okay, right?”


“Can’t,” Lamont said shaking his head. “Winos already got the stairs. X-fiends and crackheads got the porches and the doorways. It ain’t safe, Moo. We just gotta keep moving, man. Okay?”


“B-b-but we already walked this way before! Two times! Where we gone go, Lamont? Huh? Where we gone go?” Moo was cranky and crazy tired. Not only was he way too cold, his head hurt and his throat burned. Moving his small legs quickly to keep up with his brother, all he could do was whimper softly because he was too cold and too sick to cry any real tears.


Lamont felt for his brother as he looked around at the deserted streets. Moo had it right. They’d already walked from one side of town to the other. Twice. He knew they couldn’t last much longer out here. They’d both probably die. But he also couldn’t decide which was worse: walking the evil streets of Brownsville on the coldest night of the year, sneaking into one of the crack houses that were all around him and getting killed, or running into the police and getting separated from his brother. He shook his head at that last thought.


“Okay,” he said, turning around and pulling Moo in the direction they’d just left. “Let’s go to Gramma’s. Maybe Aunt Pat’ll change her mind. Maybe she’ll let you in for a few minutes to use the bathroom or something. We’ll try, okay?”


Moo nodded and a tear made its way down his frozen cheek.


Lamont wiped it away, his bare fingers grazing the reddish mole under Moo’s left eye. Not even the burning cold could match the pain in Lamont’s eleven-year-old heart. He pulled the skully completely down over Monroe’s face, covering his eyes and snotty nose.


“Hey!” Moo complained. He stopped walking and slid along, pulled by his brother’s momentum. “I can’t see nothing, Mont. How I’ma walk if I can’t see?”


Lamont squeezed his brother’s hand and pulled him again. “You ain’t gotta see nothing, Moo. You gone be straight lil man. I promise. All you gotta do is follow me.”


[image: space]


The moon shone brightly as the two boys walked hand in hand down Rockaway Avenue. They cut across the street on Dumont and struggled along the ice until they reached Van Dyke projects. Lamont paused outside of the Brownsville branch of the Brooklyn Public Library. A sign said it was closed for renovations. He pulled Moo further down the street and they entered the back of building 345 and slipped into the dark stairwell. It was just as cold inside as it was outside. Every light bulb and window had been broken out and the slippery steps were caked up with icy piss. Winos huddled around their bottles sipping liquid heat. Lamont guided Moo around a needle fiend and they climbed up to the fourth floor. The exit door squealed loudly as Lamont pulled it open, startling them. They walked down to the end of the hallway. Lamont dragged his wet feet. They stopped outside the last door on the left and he just stood there. Looking at the door and shivering.


“Knock,” Moo demanded. He was cold. Starving too. He woulda done anything to get through that door and get next to some heat. “C’mon. I’m f-f-freezing, Mont. Just watch. Aunt Pat gonna be n-n-n-nice this time.”


Lamont shrugged, then knocked on the door and waited.


He knocked twice more. Three, five times, no answer. He could hear them moving around on the other side of the door. He heard the refrigerator open and slam closed. A chair scraped across the floor.


He sighed and took his brother’s small, cold hand. “They sleep, Moo. Let’s go.”


“No,” Monroe said, snatching away. He lifted his soggy little foot and kicked the door hard. He kicked it twice, then banged on it with his frozen fists.


“It’s Moo, Gramma!” the small boy pleaded, tears in his eyes. “Moo! Out! Here! Let us in, Aunt P-P-Pat!”


No answer.


The child sobbed, sagging against the closed door. “Please, Aunt Pat. Let us in. We tired and it’s really really really really cold out here!” Grimacing, Monroe pummeled the door again, swinging his hands as hard and fast as he could, and when that became too painful he used his elbows then went back to kicking again.


Finally a door opened. Behind them.


“Boy.” A scratchy, cruel voice filled the hall as their grandmother’s neighbor poked his big gray head out the door. “Quit banging on that damn door ’fore I let my dogs out on ya ass. Can’t ya take a hint? Don’t nobody want you ’round here. Now get goin’ wit’ all that damn noise.”


Minutes later the boys were back outside. The wind had picked up and tiny pellets of hail were pinging down all around them.


“Here,” Lamont said. He held his torn mitten out to Monroe. “Put both your hands inside.” Moo obeyed silently. His face was drawn and his four-year-old eyes looked about forty.


Lamont’s look was also grim. He wrapped his arm around his baby brother and together they headed back out into the streets.













Chapter 3







Y’all niggas got a problem…


How do you think you gone solve ’em?


Not like that!







A USELESS SUN shone in the sky. It gave off no heat and the bright day was just as cold as the bitter night before it had been. Corner boys were out grinding and making that trap, while Dreko stood in the lobby of his tenement building getting warm and taking a break from his lookout duties.


He slouched his lanky frame against the wall and stared out through the glass door with his hands in his pockets. The lock was busted and the handle had been broken off. The frigid wind whistled in sharply, sliding through the narrow gap where the doorframes failed to meet.


Dreko sniffed, then spit a big gob on the floor. He’d had a nasty taste in his mouth since last night when that stupid white bitch had tongued him, slobbering his own cum back down his throat. Rage rose in him just thinking about it. They’d had to pull him off her ass up in Baller’s Paradise ’cause he’d been ready to dead that bitch. If he ever caught her stupid ass out here in Brownsville again, he would.


He was a big nigga. A menace. Already he stood taller than some grown men and he had bulk on his muscles and a nice long dick. And he was just going on thirteen. He had a foul temper too, and was known to bust muhfuckas in the head with little provocation. Especially if there was some doe involved.


A deep scowl creased his face as his stomach growled, reminding him that he hadn’t eaten since the night before. His moms had gone to work already, taking his brother with her. All the food in the house had been locked up in her bedroom. Even the damn refrigerator had a lock on it. That bitch had problems with him, and she didn’t even trust him around his own brother.


She was constantly trying to turn little Drew against him, telling him all kinds of crazy shit that wasn’t true. She walked around the house silent and cold, and at night she took Drew into her bedroom and locked the door behind them. He knew she kept a knife in there, but it wouldn’t help her ass if he ever decided to bust down that door.


She treated him like he was something dirty, and just last night she’d told him if he couldn’t take his ass to school and keep his nasty hands off other kids, then he could raise, clothe, and feed his damn self. And that’s exactly what he was doing working as a lookout for Xanbar and his crew.


Dreko peered out the glass door and down the block. He was supposed to be out there with Lil Jay, taking turns as lookouts on the corner. He sneered as he watched white boy Sackie Woodson run out to a car and make a transaction. Him and the rest of the crew were out there trapping hard, and Dreko wanted to be a part of that.


Instead, Xan was holding him back. Like he was a herb. Dreko glanced at his watch. He should have been back outside about fifteen minutes ago, but fuck it. If Lil Jay got cold enough or got bad enough, let him come inside this fuckin building and get him.


Dreko stared out the doorway watching people hurry up and down the street, their heads bent against the wind. Every now and then somebody walked past him either coming in or going out the building, but he never moved. Instead, he made ’em walk around him. Even the old ladies.


For the third time, a pair of raggedy-ass boys caught his eye as they walked past. One cat was older than the other one, who was really just past being a baby. Dreko stood up straighter and watched the way the bigger boy held the lil dude’s hand and pulled him down the street. The whole time the cat had his eyes on prowl. Every chick who passed by with a purse was a potential victim. Dreko could see it in his sharp, intense face. The kid was eyeballing the hero shop and the storefronts too. Thinking on something to steal, Dreko knew.


There was something about the cat that intrigued him, and braving the cold Dreko threw his hoody over his head and stepped out of the building so he could watch as they moved on down the street.


“Lil bitch,” he muttered under his breath as the bigger cat pushed his brother up against a wall like he was warning him not to move. That fool was gone get straight knocked. How the fuck he thought he was gonna steal something and get away while he had a youngster running beside him was crazy. Dreko woulda never brought his little brother out on a lick. Besides, he had gotten knocked enough times to know how to get down and how not to get down. And not behind no petty-ass purse snatching shit like this kid was scheming on neither. He’d been a real stick-up kid, and sometimes he didn’t even have to use a gat to get what he wanted.


But he had gotten cool on all that shit. It was too risky and it didn’t pay enough to be worth it. These days he schemed up grand plans of one day ruling the entire Brownsville drug trade, but for now he had to be satisfied with all this low-level action. He’d hold down his little lookout post for now, but as soon as he gained Xanbar’s confidence he’d be inching up to a corner grind so he could make that trap and start kicking up that doe. Hell yeah, the boys in blue had swooped down and fucked with him a time or two, but lookouts didn’t carry no product so eventually he’d landed back on the streets. Shit, he was still a youngster. Not a lot the courts would do to a cat like him unless he straight popped somebody. And still…even then they had to catch him before they could do something about it.


Dreko watched the lil cat with the desperate eyes for a few seconds more. Punk-ass. Muhfucka needed to leave that purse snatchin shit to the winos and the fiends and get himself a job on a lookout station. He stomped his feet a few times, then blew into his icy hands and headed back inside of his building. On the way in he bumped into a youngster named Berry.


“Yo, nigga. Don’t you owe me something?”


The level of fear that came into the nine-year-old’s eyes would’ve been heartbreaking to anyone else.


But Dreko didn’t give a fuck.


“Look, muhfucka. The next time your moms feening for that pipe and you beg me to get one of my boys to spot her, you better come back with my money, you hear?” Dreko grabbed the kid’s shoulders and turned him around, pushing him deeper into the building and toward the back stairs. He was about to get him some and Lil Jay was just gone have to fuckin wait.


It was quiet on the back stairs as Dreko slammed the frightened kid against the wall. The little boy shook his head, then shrank down to the ground with tears in his eyes.


“I don’t wanna…”


Dreko smacked Berry real hard on top of his peasy head, then yanked him to his feet by his jacket.


“Yo shut the fuck up and quit whining!” He unbuckled his belt and zipped down his pants. His dick was already hard and straining.


“You know just how I like this shit. So get up on it and do it right.”
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Fat Daddy was in the barbershop getting toasted up.


A hefty, barrel-waisted man with a tight goatee, he had a chocolate dutch in one hand and a Corona in the other.


“Fuckin kids,” he said glancing out the wide window of his shop. His boy Felton had a customer in his chair, and so did his seventy-year-old uncle, Chop. “This the third damn time they been past here today. Seen ’em out there a couple of days last week too. Little muhfuckas. Need to have they ass in school.”


Felton looked up and stared. He was edging up Kraft, who was second in line to Xanbar, the neighborhood’s most brutal drug kingpin.


“Butch, you know who them kids is. Them is crazy Marjay’s boys. Miz Jones keep ’em now. Whenever evil Pat let her.”


Kraft laughed, looking out the window. He was a handsome cat, muscled up with an even row of pearly teeth. “I know them lil niggas too. My lil sons usta fuck with the big one over in Van Dyke projects. They’d knock him down and take all the little change his granny give him to go to the store.” He chuckled again and shook his head. “He got smart real quick, though. Got good with his hands. Nigga started fightin back and fightin real dirty too. He stabbed Beano in the arm and head butted Ike so hard he broke a bone over his eye. He put some shit on that long-faced nigga Bally too.” Kraft rubbed his freshly trimmed goatee. “The kid is small, but he nice. I might hafta give him a job…train him up to be one of my trap boys.”


“Oh, yeah?” Fat Daddy mused, his eyebrow raised. He followed the boys with his eyes. Kraft had more trap boys than a little bit. Most of them had been kids sitting in Fat Daddy’s chair just yesterday, and today they were the same niggas who would shoot him in the back for a wrinkled dollar bill.


He watched as the two boys walked back and forth, up and down the street. He swigged from his bottle as the older boy pushed the younger one up against the wall of a building like he wanted him to stay put. The kid gazed at the pedestrians real hungry and desperate-like, as if he was searching for something to steal. Fat Daddy took a long pull from his stick and sucked it deep. He was still holding it in when he opened the shop door and let in a blast of frigid air.


“Hey you! Brang yo ass over here boy!”


The older kid looked up and grilled him, then moved forward, placing himself between Fat Daddy and his young brother.


Fat Daddy narrowed his eyes. “Don’t gimme no fuckin looks, son. Get it over here.”


The kid didn’t move.


“All right,” Fat Daddy shrugged and made like he was about to close the door. “I was gone give your little brother a sandwich but I guess he ain’t hungry.”


The littler kid took off. He broke free from his brother and ran toward Fat Daddy so fast it caught him off guard.


“Whoa, hold up there lil man,” he chuckled. “Don’t knock Fat Daddy on his ass. That sandwich ain’t going nowhere.”


“I’m hungry,” the little boy said without shame. His face was narrow and he had a familiar little funny-colored mole under his left eye. He was just a baby, but he looked Fat Daddy right in his eye. His brother caught up with him and cursed and tried to pull him away, but the kid wouldn’t budge. “I’m hungry.”


Fat Daddy took the small boy’s arm and pulled him inside the shop, knowing his big brother wouldn’t let him come in alone. He led them past Kraft, Chop, and Felton, and into a small kitchen behind the shop.


“Come on back here. Hungry ain’t no good thing to be. But you gone hafta work for your food, boy. Around here we scramble hard. Don’t shit come free.”


In the back, the little one stared at a pot of stew on the stove with big, greedy eyes.


“Uh-uh,” Fat Daddy checked him. He handed him a roll of paper towels and a bottle of window cleaner. “Grab that broom over there,” he told the big boy.


He took them back into the shop and was about to put them to work, but stopped when he saw who was sitting in his chair.


He smiled at his little girl, then bent over and smoothed her dredlocks. He kissed her forehead. She looked so small sitting in his big barber chair with her legs dangling above the floor.


“Hi, Daddy,” she said grinning. Egypt was a tall, bright-eyed child. Chocolate brown with glasses and a slight overbite. She was a daddy’s girl and Fat Daddy spoiled her rotten. Gymnastics, dance class, piano lessons, he drove her out to Canarsie and signed her up for every damn thing under the sun, whether them white folks wanted her in their classes or not. Her mother had died from a blood clot when she was three days old and there was nothing too good for his little girl. She mighta been a motherless child of the ghetto, but she sure had herself a daddy. One who adored her and protected her and gave her everything her sweet little heart wanted.


But spoiled or not, Egypt was a smart girl who had grand dreams of a future that just tickled the shit outta her father. Almost from the time she could talk she declared she was gonna be a doctor someday, and she’d broken every single doll baby Fat Daddy had ever bought her, just so she could tape bandages all over them and make them well again.


“Who’s that?” She looked curiously at the two strange boys, then grinned and nodded at the bigger boy.


Fat Daddy looked at the kid and was startled by the expression on his face. As cold, wet, and hungry as the boy must have been, he was looking at Egypt like he’d just discovered the eighth wonder of the world.


“Nigga say ya damn name,” Fat Daddy urged him. “When a female wanna know who you be, you better make yourself known.”


“I’m Lamont. This my brother, Monroe.”


“Moo!” the four-year-old piped up. “My name Moo.”


Fat Daddy nodded. Lamont’s eyes had never left Egypt’s face, and for once the outspoken little girl had nothing to say. The way she stared at the boy with her mouth open had Fat Daddy wondering if something invisible was going down between them.


“All right.” He stepped between them and shoved Lamont toward the door and thrust the broom in his hand. “Break that shit up.” Then he muttered, “Lil nigga.”


With one last smile at his baby girl, Fat Daddy sprayed some glass cleaner on the towel for Moo, then told Lamont to get to sweeping.


“Slide that broom all up in the cracks between them stations, too. Make sure you get deep in the corners and don’t you miss not one goddamn hair.”
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Two hours later Fat Daddy sat in a back room wondering what the fuck he was doing bringing Marjay’s kids up in his shop. All around him were boxes of shit that had fallen off the back of various trucks and had been sorted and cataloged for resale through New York City’s home-boy shopping network. He had taken an old pastrami hero he’d had in the refrigerator and cut it in two. The bigger boy, Lamont, took his half, tore it in two again, and passed half to his brother. Then he scarfed his down in two big bites.


Somebody banged on the side door and Fat Daddy stood. He glanced toward the front of the shop, then reached into his pants and pulled out his piece. He went to the door and stood beside it.


“Yeah!” His voice boomed.


He listened, then unbolted the door.


A young fiend walked in looking wild as fuck. Ice chips were frosting his lopsided afro, but sweat ran down the sides of his face like he’d just run a race. He grinned at Fat Daddy as he stomped snow from his feet. “I got some good shit for ya, Fat Daddy,” he said, holding out an appliance with the cord dangling from it.


“Junior, what the fuck is this? Boy what I tell you? Don’t be bringing me no shit like this! What the fuck I’ma do with a goddamn VCR? Take that shit back home and plug it up for your grandmama, nigga! Next time you come to my door with some slum I’ma put something on your ass.”


Fat Daddy slammed the door and bolted it, then looked at the boys.


“Fuckin crackheads. Don’t nobody fuck with no VCRs no more.”


Back in the shop, Fat Daddy saw that Kraft was gone. The cold had driven most folks inside their apartments, and since business was light Fat Daddy decided to give both boys a haircut. But the minute he sat the younger one in his chair, he regretted that shit.


The child stank. He had grime all over him and a horrible cough. The back of his neck was black with caked dirt, and his little red ears had sticky wax crawling up out of them.


But it was his scalp that fucked Fat Daddy up.


The boy was wearing two hats, and when he took them off and raised the kid up in the barber chair, Fat Daddy frowned and shook his head.


“Boy what you done got into?” Fat Daddy had seen some bad heads in his lifetime. He’d started cutting hair in the joint, and some of them inmates had head lice, others had sores and nasty, moldy fungus growing down they face like sideburns. But this kid had the worst case of ringworm he’d ever seen. There were round, weeping patches on his scalp with clumped hair permanently plastered down in dried pus.


It took him over an hour to wash and trim their heads, then to sterilize every damn tool at his station. He even sprayed bleach all over his barber’s chair. “Can’t have no shit like that growing ’round here,” he muttered as he washed his hands with some of the solution.


The boys looked a lot warmer and a whole lot cleaner, but Fat Daddy knew that shit was only temporary. For one thing, they both needed something to wipe out the shit that had taken over their scalps, and for two, they needed to get ready to get the hell up outta his shop because Egypt had a gymnastics class and Fat Daddy had dollars to catch.


He thought about Marjay, then looked at the two boys again. Life was brutal for boys like them but Fat Daddy didn’t have no damn soft spot for kids other than his baby girl. Shit, there wasn’t no such thing as being “just a kid” no more anyway. These lil muhfuckas running the streets these days was ruthless and he’d blow a cap in one of their asses in a quick minute. The older boy looked back at him with familiar eyes. Fat Daddy knew his story well, because he knew their mama well. He knew her very well. Marjay had been the finest thing walking the streets of Central Brooklyn back when they were coming up. A sweet, light-skinned honey with stacked hips and a cute reddish mole on her pretty face that made folks call her Red Dot. They’d done a little something back when Fat Daddy was still that slim, handsome, panty-busta nigga called Butch from Blake Avenue.


It had started out as a childhood screw in a pissy staircase, and Marjay had cried so bad afterward that he almost felt bad about cracking that cherry. Still. She’d been a real nice girl, somebody who’d never really left his mind, and years later he caught some kind of jealous feelings when he heard she hooked up with some cop from the Bronx. They’d gotten married and had a couple of kids, then moved out to Mount Vernon. They’d stayed out there living the white-picket-fence life until her man got smoked in a suspicious police-on-police shooting, and that’s when Marjay went mute and outta her mind with grief, and dragged her boys back down to Brooklyn. By the time she got her voice back she’d gotten something else along with it. A crack habit. She was lost after that. Just like the rest of the fiends.


Fat Daddy looked at his watch. These lil niggas was gone have to bounce. The smaller one was cozy and had a full belly. He had nodded off to sleep and was leaning on his brother’s shoulder, wheezing like he had asthma or some shit.


“Hey now,” he said. He got his nine-hundred-dollar mohair coat off a hook and grabbed their dirty jackets up too. Fat Daddy cursed under his breath. It was one of the coldest winters on record and Marjay had her kids out there dressed in some raggedy-ass windbreakers. Shit.


“Wake up now,” he said. “It’s time to go.”


The little one sat up and opened his eyes and started coughing real hard again.


“Gotta make moves,” Fat Daddy said, pushing them out of the back room and back through the shop. He hustled them over to the door and handed them their jackets. Lamont took his and put it on, but the baby boy stared up at Fat Daddy with tired old man eyes.


“But where we gone go?” he asked coughing and scratching his scalp at the same time. “Don’t nobody want us.”


His brother stepped between them. “Shut up, Moo. Stop all that jaw-jacking and put on your coat. We got a lotta shit to do.”


Fat Daddy watched as they left the shop hand in hand. The streets were cold in this hood, but that nigga Kraft was right. The boy Lamont had something steely in his heart. As little as he was, he looked like he could handle his. But the baby boy. Fat Daddy shook his head. That little one wasn’t gone last long out there. Too many sharks swimming in these icy waters to let a lil nugget like him be.
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