












 









Dear Readers,




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




In 2005, my memoir,From Pieces to Weight, marked the beginning. Now I’m rounding up some of the top writers, same way I rounded up some of the top rappers in the game, to formG-Unit and take this series to the top of the literary world. The stories in theG-Unit series are the kinds of dramas me and my crew have been dealing with our whole lives: death, deceit, double-crosses, ultimate loyalty, and total betrayal. It’s about our life on the streets, and no one knows it better than us. Not to mention, when it comes to delivering authentic gritty urban stories of the high and low life, our audience expects the best.




That’s what we’re going to deliver, with such street lit superstars asK’wan , bestselling author ofGangsta andHood Rat ;Relentless Aaron , author ofPush andThe Last Kingpin ; andMéta Smith , author ofQueen of Miami andThe Rolexxx Club .




You know, I don’t do anything halfway, and we’re going to take this street lit thing to a whole other level. Are you ready?
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To my younger brothers, 
Akeen & Rashon 
Success comes in many different shapes and sizes…
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Anything in this world is possible. I know this because the idea for this project was born while I was in Iraq working to protect my comrades from bombs and bullets. That was my mission. Now…50 Cent, Pocket Books, myself, and the other talented authors involved with this publishing imprint are loyal to another mission. We are trying to combat the illiteracy epidemic plaguing American culture. The fact is our younger generation at large has less desire to be taught; they crave to be entertained. This is precisely why we must adapt and create savvy platforms to spread relevant messages to the masses.




Critics of the street-lit genre have been attempting to discredit this form of literature because it does not fit the traditional literary frameworks that have been around for decades. True enough, some of the stories are risqué however, the intent is to emphasize the realities of an imperfect world as well as persuade folks to read who otherwise would never pick up a book. Interestingly enough, the same authors, journalists, and naysayers who criticize this genre should be thanking those of us who have produced a wider market that boasts thousands upon thousands of new readers. So on behalf of all hip-hop lit writers—you’re all welcome.




To the many of you that have embraced this ground-breaking form of literature—I extend my sincere thanks. To everyone that has taken this ride with me, it’s only right that I give you credit. None of this would have been possible without any you: 50 Cent, Marc Gerald, Lauren McKenna, Megan McKeever, Louise Burke, John Vairo Jr., Nikki Martin, G-Unit, and the entire Pocket Books staff. It is truly a privilege to have the opportunity to work with such seasoned professionals.




In closing, I give special thanks to my family, friends, and everyone that had influence on this journey: my wifey, the League, the “Owt” Team, and my hometown of Harrisburg, PA. This is only the beginning….




—D.R.P.
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ONE










As I hustled down the granite steps of Richardson Hall, it felt like the sun was shining brighter and the air smelled a little sweeter. My five-year stay at the University of Pennsylvania had finally come to a close.




College had always come easy to me, even though I wasn’t really focused on what I should have been. I spent most of the time quenching my thirst for women instead of paying attention to my studies. I bet if you tested me on secrets to making a chick cum, I’d probably score a 99. As a result, my grades in college weren’t stellar, but my experiences were priceless.




My mom was so excited that she almost swiped the curb as she pulled up. I knew that as soon as I hopped in the car, I’d be bombarded with the life questions. I’ll be damned if that wasn’t the first thing she brought up.




“Playtime is over now, honey…I hope you have a plan for what you are going to do with the rest of your life.”




“How did I know that was going to be the first thing out of your mouth? Can I just enjoy the moment for once?” I asked.




Before she could respond, I decided to spill my intentions so she didn’t start harassing me like some evil stepmother.




“My plan is to do the army thing for a few years and then head straight to law school so I can start making that Johnnie Cochran money.”




“You would make a great lawyer, son,” she said. “You have spent enough time talking those good girls out of their innocence. I’m sure you won’t have too much trouble with a jury.”




I guess she ignored the fact that I got my manipulative ways from her. We both thought that the world was one step behind us.




 




There was heavy traffic on the way home. The trip usually took about two hours, but it ended up being close to three and a half this time. I didn’t mind because we got a chance to bond and reminisce about the good ol’ days.




We drove up to the front of the infamous split-level home—the nabe’s party house—on the corner and I was surprised to see that there were only a few cars outside. My whole family had left my graduation early, but I thought everybody was going back to our house afterward. I was disappointed because I was looking forward to spending time with my folks.




I reluctantly opened up the front door and about thirty people yelled, “Congratulations!” I had a smile on my face from ear to ear despite the fact that I hated surprises. I briefly glanced at the dining room table and spotted a vast assortment of my favorite liquors, so I knew that it was going to be a long night.




My girl greeted me with a kiss and handed me another hefty bag of graduation gifts. I remember thinking,Hell with the gifts, pass me a cold beer and a double shot. I had a lot of love for her because she always took care of me. It didn’t hurt that she was a brown-skinned, model-looking broad with long black hair and an ass that would make you do a triple take. Plenty dudes tried to wife her up back in the day, including me, but she wouldn’t holla at me because she claimed I was a whore. I used to tell her that whores get paid for their services. I was different because I knocked down chicks for free.




Then years later, I ran into her at the West Mall off of Paxton Boulevard. I told myself at that moment she’d be my number one. I had no problem pushing every other female I had on my roster to the bench. I was used to juggling three, four, and five women at a time, but none of them ever compared to Tara.




I waltzed to the dining room table and poured myself a healthy shot of Patrón as I headed out back to the patio. I knew all my boys were out there because I heard them from outside, disturbing the peace as usual. As soon as I made my way out of the door, Dre staggered my way to give me a hug and almost stumbled to the ground. He was a real skinny dude who stood about six feet five inches, with arms that probably could reach his knees when he stood straight up. If you gave him just a few drinks, though, he’d be kissing the floor in no time.




The other goons I ran with growing up were there, too. My best friend Kevin, Fat Chris, and Joey, had all shown up. We called ourselves “the League” and that’s how we were known around town. Harrisburg is a relatively small city nestled between Pittsburgh and Philly, but that didn’t stop us planting our seeds from New York to Florida. I surely wouldn’t be surprised if one or two of us had a few bastards running around somewhere. We prided ourselves on doing anything that we pleased, regardless of who it offended. That’s probably why we were hated by many and loved by few—unless you were female, of course. All of us had conflicting personalities, but we hung together because of the one thing we had in common—chasing women. None of us ever discriminated, either. If you had a phat ass, one of us was going to try you. It didn’t matter if a chick looked like Rosie O’Donnell; somebody was still going to seize the moment. After all, it all looks and feels the same when the lights go out. At least that was how we used to justify sleeping with a beast.




“You know we’re getting fucked up tonight, dog,” Kev said.




“Yeah, and we ain’t trying to hear that ‘going back to college’ shit because class is over, nigga,” added Bum.




The binge drinking had begun.




“Stop talking and pour me another shot,” I said. “I’ll drink every one of y’all niggas under the table.”




After killing about twenty shots of liquor and close to forty beers between us, we started making a lot of noise, so my mom got upset.




My house was the spot where we’d set up shop every weekend. It didn’t matter whether it was a party or an orgy, she always felt better if we did it at the crib. She worried less knowing we were all safe, and being there also prevented us from drinking and driving, something that we did way too often.




We kept the party going until she couldn’t take it anymore.




“D.J., y’all gonna have to take all that rowdy shit somewhere else,” she hollered out of the kitchen window.




It was obvious that we had worn out our welcome. No matter, though, it was time for a change of scenery anyway, so we took the party to the streets.















TWO










We pulled into the parking lot of the Firefly two cars deep. I could tell that the spot was going to be packed because the lot was damn near full and it was still early.




The Firefly was the nightclub that everybody went to on Saturday nights. People hadn’t seen the whole League together in a while, so I knew we were going to attract a lot of attention. As soon as we hopped out of the cars into the crowded parking lot, people began to notice.




“Is that D.J.?” a soft voice echoed behind us.




“Damn…can the nigga get into the club first? He just graduated today,” Dre said in a slurred voice.




“Broke-ass niggas always got something smart to say,” mumbled the girl.




“What, bitch?” Dre shouted.




He started to walk back toward her and before we knew it, he poured the rest of his beer all over her.




“Oh shit, he doused that bitch with his brew,” Kev said, chuckling.




Everybody started laughing hysterically. The night had just begun and some crazy shit had already happened. I felt bad for her, but she looked like a pig with a ponytail so I didn’t let it bother me. Joey was pissed, though, and he let his feelings be known.




“Dre, you always disrespecting broads! That’s why you don’t get no chicks now,” Joey said heatedly.




He always tried to play the gentleman role. It wouldn’t have been out of the ordinary for him to holla at a chick that just got showered by a beer like she had. That’s just how thirsty he was for any broad with a wet kitty. He had no shame to his game. On one of our drunken nights, he let a freak suck his pipe after she hurled eight times, two of which were in his lap. If you ran with us, you were bound to see something extreme on the daily. Restraint was something that none of us seemed to understand for some reason.




We walked up to the front of the club only to be stalled by a long line. I was glad because we posted up on the picturesque wall so we could intercept any eye candy waiting to enter the club.




Suddenly, I heard somebody yell my name from somewhere in the crowd. Seconds later, one of my ex-high school flames strolled up with her best friend.




“What’s good, D.J.?” she said. “I haven’t seen you in a minute.”




“Chillin’, what’s poppin’ with you?” I replied.




“You still keeping your head in those books?” she uttered with an awkward smirk.




“Nah, shorty, I graduated earlier today.”




“That’s wussup,” she said. “Maybe you, me, and my girl can celebrate later on tonight then.”




“What you mean, ‘celebrate’?” I said.




“Never mind, you probably can’t handle both of us. I used to put your ass to sleep myself!”




“Imagine that,” I snapped back.




I’m not even going to lie. This chick stayed wetter than Niagara Falls, so she definitely had me whipped for a few months. Before school, during school, after school, she was a real nympho in the flesh. She didn’t go both ways then, but I was sure then that it was only going to be a matter of time before she crossed over.




The line began moving quick, so I kept the conversation to a minimum as we edged closer to the entrance. We breezed through security and finally made our way in. Just as I had suspected, it was packed like a can of sardines. All of us dispersed so we could mingle before meeting up at our table.




We always parlayed at the red velvet booth by the stairs so we could scheme on broads coming on and off the dance floor. Most folks didn’t like sitting there because people were always getting too close to the table. The waitresses usually gave us free drinks when somebody bumped it and spilled something, so we didn’t mind taking the risk. Finally, everybody sat down and began ordering drinks. Of course, Kev ordered a few bottles of top-shelf champagne and the most expensive liquor in the joint.




Kev was always trying to play the role, as if he had already attained celebrity status. It didn’t matter, though, because he was going to the NFL soon, so he spent money like it was nothing. All of us teased him about his “wanna-be-a-baller” habits when we hit the clubs. This time was no different.




“Everywhere we go, you gotta be the one acting like you’re big business,” said Fat Chris. “You gonna be broke before you even catch your first pass as a pro!”




“Hold up, my nigga. D.J. just graduated today, so we gonna do it big for him,” said Kev. “Plus, I bet all y’all niggas try to sip my shit as soon as it gets here, so stop frontin’.”




He was definitely right.




 




As soon as the drinks came, the Moët was the first thing everyone reached for. I truly hated it when people chose a drink just because they saw it on a video or heard it in a song. To me, all of it tasted like cat piss anyway. I still poured myself a bubbly glass to chase the two shots of tequila I’d ordered, so I was just like everyone else.




It felt good to be back with the League. Everybody was having a good time hollering at all the broads and enjoying the atmosphere. Dre guzzled all his drinks quickly so he began talking bullshit, as usual.




“Y’all niggas be babysittin’. I’m going to get a couple more shots,” he said. “Anybody want something?”




Everybody else was still sipping on their first round, so we all declined.




“Fuck it! I’ll hit the bar by myself then,” Dre uttered.




He posted up at the bar to wait for his poison instead of coming back to the table. Dre was a sucker for light-skinned chicks, so when a badass redbone sat beside him he was in luck.




“What’s good, cutie?” he asked.




“Trying to stay cool, it’s hot as hell up in here,” she responded.




“Why don’t you let me buy you a margarita or something so you can cool off?”




“Do I look like a frozen-drink bitch to you?” she answered.




“My bad, shorty, get whatever you want then.”




“I probably drink harder than you,” she replied.




“I doubt it. I drink the finest of tequila…straight with no chaser.”




“Yes, honey, I can kill a bottle of that myself!”




“Well, we might be a match made in heaven then, baby. I’m gonna get us two shots each so I can see if you’re serious. Don’t be writing checks that your ass can’t cash.”




“Please…you don’t know who you messing with, boo,” she returned.




He loved ghetto broads for some odd reason. Not that there is a problem with them, but it was just something that I never understood. That’s why he had five kids and three baby mamas now. He must have talked the broad’s panties back on because he was flirting for about thirty minutes. All he did was raise the price of pussy by making chicks feel all special. People like him messed it up for cats just trying to bang something after the club let out.




Back at the table, we were reminiscing about our younger days. Bum got angry because we kept teasing him about how ugly his main chick was. His broad looked like a dark-skinned Dave Chappelle, but she had money so he kept her around. She was more than horrible, but he still found it in his heart to deal with her. I would never want to wake up next to her, that’s for sure.




Dre came back and started telling us how he had just secured his victim for the night.




“Awwww shit, nine months from now, this nigga gonna have another nappy-headed baby boy,” Fat Chris said jokingly.




“Fuck you, fat boy! You wish you could hit as many bitches as I have,” barked Dre.




All of us argued back and forth like this on the daily. We had each other’s backs regardless, though. That’s why I loved every last one of them.




The club closed at two o’clock, but we stepped outside fifteen minutes early. There was already a crowd of people posted up on their vehicles near the entrance.




These fools thought they were in a music video, too. We gathered near the door so we could monitor who was coming out. It was time for us to track down something to go home with. I already knew what I wanted to get into. I just had to find those two freaks who had rolled up on me earlier.




Just then, two guys approached us who didn’t seem to be too happy. It was weird because they were both well dressed and had jewelry flashing from head to toe. They didn’t seem like the type of cats who really wanted to cause any drama, but when they started talking shit, it was obvious that’s what they had come for.




“Which one of y’all bitch niggas poured a beer on my girl?” one of them asked.




This was the wrong night for somebody to be popping off at the mouth. My whole squad was drunk, so it was just an invitation for something tragic.




“I did, pussy, and I will pour one on you, too,” Dre said.




“Bring your ass around the corner then, you bitch-ass nigga,” he replied.




He wasn’t a small dude, so I was hoping Dre didn’t get his ass beat down. It’s not like we would have let that happen, but I was still a little worried.




As soon as Dre got around the corner, he swung on him and they started tussling. Kev and Bum watched for about thirty seconds, then jumped in and wrestled him to the ground. His white linen suit became decorated with black scuff marks in no time.




Meanwhile, Fat Chris and Joey took care of his accomplice. I felt bad because both these jokers were getting their asses whipped in front of everybody. My boys must have stomped these clowns for about five minutes until the bouncers came around the corner to break it up.




By that time, Joey and I had already gotten the cars and were yelling for the others to hop in.




“Let’s fuckin’ go! The cops are probably on their way right now,” I screamed.




Dre and Kev jumped in my ride, laughing uncontrollably.




“Y’all are some dickheads. Every time we go out, some dumb shit always happens.”




“Stop crying, nigga, you ain’t up at college no more. This is how shit goes down in the ’hood, or did you forget?” Dre said. “Don’t act like we never beat a nigga down back in the day!”




It didn’t matter where it was. These dudes always stumbled into trouble like it came looking for them. It was as if starting some shit was on their to-do list every weekend and I was always forced to participate. That’s just how goons in the League operated. I had just graduated that day, so there was no way that I was fighting or getting into any other drama.




We argued for a few, but eventually got off the subject. I dropped Kev off at some chick’s house across the river and kept moving. Dre and I were the only ones still hanging out.




“Which one of your baby mamas you want to see tonight?” I asked Dre.




“Fuck all three of them, dog. Drop me off at the Waffle House. That honey I bagged at the club is meeting me there at three.”




“Shorty probably ain’t even gonna show up,” I replied.




About ten minutes later, we pulled up to the Waffle House, where everybody eats after the club lets out.




“Good lookin’, dog,” he said as he got out of the car. “Oh, I almost forgot. Congratulations! I’m proud of you, dog. Oh, before I forget…I got something for you, too.”




He reached into his back pocket and pulled out two watches, a necklace laced with a Jesus charm as big as my fist, and a diamond-studded bracelet. It felt like a ten-pound baby when he tossed everything onto my lap. I didn’t know that he had taken their jewelry, too.





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/titlepage.jpg
THE BiAMOND
DiSTRICT

50 Gent

and
Devrick N. Pledger

G Unit
DBooks





OEBPS/Images/crlogo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/MSRCover.jpg
THE DIAMOND
DiSTRIiCT

50 Gent

and

Devrich R. Pledger

& Lrect
Booles
New York London Toronto  Sydney





