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In the fourth novel in Allison Hobbs’s bestselling Double Dippin’ saga, Misty’s life hangs in the balance as Brick goes after her attackers, but is it vengeance or justice?


After a brutal attack, Misty is barely clinging to life and no one expects her to recover. Thomasina is inconsolable, and she holds Brick responsible for her daughter’s condition. Deeming himself the judge, jury, and the executor, Brick is on a single-minded vengeance quest to dispense justice to Misty’s assailant.


A killing machine with nothing to lose, Brick’s deadly rampage takes him from Philadelphia to Los Angeles, where he uses his good looks, sculpted body, and sensuality to gain behind-the-scenes entry into the lavish lifestyle of the rich and famous. Leaving a trail of bloodshed, carnage, and a brokenhearted woman, Brick uses any means necessary to uncover the perpetrator’s identity.
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    Allison Hobbs is a national bestselling author of seventeen novels and has been featured in such periodicals as Romantic Times and The Philadelphia Tribune. She lives in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Visit the author at www.allisonhobbs.com and www.facebook.com/allison.hobbs.12.
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Dear Reader:


 


Oh, how I love Allison! This book had me completely captivated to the point where I could not even work on my own for a few days. Brick: Double Dippin’ 4 is the way to keep the ball rolling with exciting characters and storylines that can only come from the mind of a brilliantly imaginative person such as Ms. Hobbs.


Brick in on the warpath, searching for the person who beat Misty beyond recognition and he is not taking any prisoners. His anger having lain dormant for years as he tried to make a marriage work with Misty’s own mother, it has now been unleashed and anyone with any common sense needs to stay the hell out of his way. But there is still a tender side of Brick, and a complete stranger, with as many issues as himself, brings out his tenderness. Anya has come to Philadelphia seeking revenge against the men who kidnapped, raped, and then stoned her mother to death. She will not rest until justice has been served in the form of vengeance. What happens when two people hell-bent on ridding the world of violent offenders become violent themselves? Read this book and find out. It is a shocker.


The prior books in this series are: Double Dippin’, Big Juicy Lips: Double Dippin’ 2, and Lipstick Hustla. Also make sure that you join Allison on Wednesday nights as she conducts her weekly chat at 10 PM EST. The topics are always sensual and on point.


As always, thanks for supporting me and the Strebor Books family. We strive to bring you cutting-edge literature that cannot be found anyplace else. For more information on our titles, please visit us at Zanestore.com. My personal web site is Eroticanoir.com and my online social network is PlanetZane.org.


 


Blessings,
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CHAPTER 1




     


     


From an unfathomable distance, he could hear his wife calling him. Too choked up to speak, Brick lay in silent agony with his arms wrapped around Misty’s still warm body. For most of his life, Brick and Misty had been friends. And lovers. Despite all the dirt she’d done…despite his determination to keep Misty out of his life, their bond had not been severed…not even when he married her mother.


Thomasina entered her daughter’s bedroom and gasped. She blindly grasped the doorjamb to maintain her balance. “Baron! Why are you lying in bed with Misty?” Though she spoke in a hushed tone, there was unmistakable panic in her voice.


With his back to his wife, Brick could only respond with an anguished groan.


Thomasina stumbled across the small bedroom. She shook Brick’s massive shoulder roughly. “Misty’s too weak and frail for you to be all over her like that. Let go of my child before you squeeze the life out of her.”


“She’s gone, Thomasina. Misty’s gone!” He croaked out the words. He reluctantly released Misty, gently resting her head upon the pillow.


One look at Misty’s vacant gaze and Thomasina shrieked. “Oh, Lord Jesus no! Call 9-1-1, Brick! Why the hell are you just laying there? Hurry! Do something!”


“Baby, she’s dead. We can’t help her.”


“Misty is not dead! Move out the way, Baron. I have to try to do some CPR on my baby.”


“She slipped away peacefully.”


“Nooo! This can’t be. She was fine when I checked her last. And she…” Thomasina froze mid-sentence. Suddenly the meaning of Brick’s words washed over her like an icy tsunami. “My God, Baron! What have you done?” Thomasina covered her mouth, her eyes huge with fear and disbelief.


“Her life was pure hell, Thomasina,” Brick said. He stood up and reached for his wife, offering her comfort.


She shoved Brick away, and fell on the bed, trying desperately to shake Misty into awareness. “Misty, wake up. Wake up for Mommy!”


Brick tugged his wife’s arm. “She’s at peace.”


Frantically, Thomasina placed two fingers against the side of Misty’s neck. “She’s not dead!” she exclaimed. “She still has a pulse!” Brick dodged from Thomasina’s path as she raced from the bedroom to call 9-1-1.


Brick understood that it was a mother’s nature to go to extraordinary lengths to save her child, but he knew without a doubt that Misty was dead. And he was responsible for taking her life. Brushing a shaky hand over his first love’s face, Brick closed Misty’s unseeing eyes.


Breathlessly, Thomasina returned to Misty’s bedroom with the phone pressed against her ear. “Ma’am, I don’t know what happened. I came in my daughter’s bedroom and found my husband holding her, telling me she’s dead. But he ain’t a doctor and my daughter still has a pulse, goddamnit. Now tell me exactly what I need to do until the ambulance gets here.”


Thomasina listened to the voice on the other end of the phone, and then spoke in a trembling voice, “I know a little CPR, but I’ll need you to walk me through it.” Her panicked eyes darted from Misty’s unmoving body to Brick’s tear-stained face.


Trying to calm down, Thomasina inhaled deeply. “The paramedics are on their way, but right now it’s up to me and you to try to get Misty breathing again.”


Brick had felt the life leave Misty’s body; there was no hope in reviving her. Still, he had to appease his distraught wife. With the back of his hand, Brick wiped tears away. “Whatchu need me to do?”


“The woman on the phone said we have to get Misty off the bed. Lay her on the floor.”


Brick lifted Misty’s frail body and tenderly lowered her onto the floor.


“Here, talk to the 9-1-1 lady. She’s gonna guide me through it.” Thomasina handed Brick the phone, and knelt beside her lifeless daughter.


Brick took the phone but didn’t say anything to the emergency medical dispatcher. Thomasina seemed to know what she was doing. He watched as Thomasina pushed down on Misty’s tiny chest with both hands, counting loud and desperately with each compression. When she reached number fifteen, she began breathing into Misty’s mouth.


A sudden and urgent pounding on the front door brought a frightened yell from Little Baron’s bedroom.


“Let the paramedics in!” Thomasina shouted. She urgently began the compressions again, paying no attention to her toddler son’s cries.


Having no more use for the EMD, Brick ended the call and rushed out of the room. Out in the hallway, he hesitated briefly when his son let out another distressful wail. Little Baron began throwing a fit when he caught sight of his father. He screamed at the top of his lungs and shook the railing of his crib. But Brick kept moving. There was no time to pick up and console his frantic child.


“It’s all right, lil man! Daddy’s gon’ be right back to get you!” Brick yelled as he bounded down the stairs.
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Thomasina rode in the ambulance with Misty. Brick stayed behind, getting himself and Little Baron dressed. The ride to the hospital was solemn. His young son seemed to sense that this was a somber occasion, and accepted being strapped in his child seat without squirming or uttering a word of complaint.


Brick shook his head, imagining Thomasina getting hysterical and becoming inconsolable when the doctor pronounced Misty dead on arrival.


But once she regained her composure, Thomasina was going to demand some answers. From Brick. He was the last person to see Misty alive, and he imagined that the cops would probably want to have a word with him, too.


He swiped his hand across his sweaty forehead. The deafening sound of his rapidly beating heart filled the car.


It had been a mercy killing. Wait…no…he didn’t actually kill Misty. He’d only assisted. Misty begged for that lethal cocktail. She was of a sound mind when she’d swallowed each and every one of those pills. It was straight-up suicide. Misty wanted out of that useless body. She wanted to be with Shane.


But Thomasina wouldn’t understand. Shit, at this point, Brick didn’t understand. Like old times, he’d allowed Misty to have her way.


Damn, Misty. Fuck was I thinking? It wasn’t your time yet. I can’t believe I let you talk me into that crazy shit!


Grim-faced, Brick drove slowly, taking the long route to the hospital.
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CHAPTER 2


     


     


Brick parked in the visitor’s garage at the hospital. Carrying his sleeping son in his arms, he made slow strides toward the elevator.


Inside the visitor’s lounge, he found Thomasina wringing her hands and pacing. Her face was a mask of grief and anxiety; her eyes red and puffy from crying. Having dressed hurriedly, she was wearing pajama bottoms, a T-shirt, and flip-flops.


Guilt-ridden, Brick used his free arm to hug his wife.


“They had to pump Misty’s stomach. The doctor said she overdosed on pills. She’s barely clinging to life, but they’re not giving up.” Thomasina eased out of Brick’s embrace and glanced toward a set of double doors that were marked: No Admittance. “There’s a whole team of doctors working on her back there. Oh, God, please let my baby pull through.”


Brick frowned in confusion. Misty’s still alive? How can that be possible?


“The doctors can only do but so much. We need the Lord’s help.” Thomasina had a desperate look in her eyes—like she’d wished she could trade places with Misty.


Brick felt torn between the two women he loved. Thomasina wanted her daughter back, but from Misty’s perspective, life wasn’t worth living. Misty would be devastated if she woke up and found herself, once again, trapped inside that broken body and confined to a bed.


Thomasina gazed at Brick with an eyebrow arched. “I can’t figure out how Misty could have overdosed. I’m the one who administered her medication, and I followed the doctor’s orders to a tee.”


“You didn’t do anything wrong, baby,” Brick mumbled guiltily.


“But no one else had access to her meds, Baron. Only her nurse and me. The nurse had the past few days off, so that leaves me. And there’s no way I would have overdosed my own child!”


“I know,” Brick muttered.


“It’s going to take a few weeks for the toxicology report to reveal exactly what drugs were in her system.”


“We’ll get through this.” Hoping his words were true, he gave Thomasina’s shoulder a quick squeeze.


“I’ll never forgive myself if I was so absent-minded that I overdosed my poor, sickly daughter.” Thomasina had a tortured look in her eyes and Brick couldn’t allow his wife to blame herself for another moment.


“I gave Misty the pills,” he confessed softly. Unable to look Thomasina in the eye, he kept his gaze downcast. Needing to do something with his nervous hands, he readjusted his son’s body weight, shifting the toddler’s sleeping body from his right side to his left.


After resting Little Baron’s head upon his left shoulder, Brick stole a glance at Thomasina. Thomasina’s eyes had turned to slits. Her lips were tight. “You did what?” she asked incredulously.


“I can explain.”


She uttered a sound of shock. “I can’t believe what I’m hearing. You’re responsible for this?” She bent at the waist and moaned. “You were supposed to be helping Misty. How could you do something so cruel?”


Brick hung his head. After a long uncomfortable silence, he looked up. “Thomasina, please listen to me. You know Misty was suffering. She was in so much misery…she didn’t want to be here any longer.”


Too shocked to speak, Thomasina stared at him with horror all over her face.


“It was what she wanted,” Brick explained. “Misty had been planning her suicide for a long time.”


“Misty was paralyzed. She was completely helpless, so how the hell could she get a hold of enough pills to almost kill herself?”


“Hear me out, baby,” Brick pleaded. “She wasn’t swallowing the pills that you gave her. She was spitting them out, using her good hand to toss her meds under the bed.”


Thomasina glared at Brick; her lips were bunched together in fury.


“Baby, I know you’re mad at me, but it wasn’t my idea. After Misty had stashed what she thought was a lethal dosage, she begged me to gather ’em up from under the bed and put ’em in her mouth.”


“What you did was attempted murder,” Thomasina hissed.


“You gotta look at it from Misty’s perspective. She was in a lot of pain. Mentally and physically. For her, every day was torture… a slow death. She cried like a baby, telling me how miserable her life was. When she begged me to help her, it was a hard decision, but I love Misty…like a sister,” he added. “It seemed like the right thing to do.”


“You had no right to go behind my back and try to execute my daughter.”


“Execute!” Brick reared back in indignation. “That’s kind of harsh. You weren’t there, Thomasina. You didn’t hear Misty begging and crying. You have no idea—”


“I’m the one giving her those stretching exercises that cause her to cry out in agony, so don’t tell me that I don’t know. I can’t count how many times she’s told me she wanted to end her life, but I wasn’t foolish enough to listen to her.”


His wife’s words hit him in the gut. “I’m sorry. I realize that I should’ve talked to you about it. But Misty begged me not to.”


“She played you, Baron. Can’t you see that after all this time, Misty still has you wrapped around her finger?”


“Nah, it’s not like that,” Brick objected.


“I sent you into my baby’s room to cheer her up; not to kill her.” She looked him up and down sneeringly.


The look of disgust on his wife’s face filled Brick with shame and remorse. He hadn’t seen her wearing that repugnant expression since the days when she had disapproved of his relationship with her daughter.


“Hand me my son,” Thomasina demanded, as if their young child was no longer safe in his father’s arms.


“I got him,” Brick protested, holding Little Baron tightly.


“Hand me my child, you monster!”


She hates me! The room began to spin. Feeling lightheaded and defeated, Brick relinquished their child. “I’m not a monster,” he protested.


“It’s over, Brick.”


“Baby, please. Don’t talk like that.” He reached for her.


Repulsed, Thomasina recoiled from Brick. “Misty has never been an angel, but she’s my daughter and I’ll always love her, whether she’s right or wrong. But you…” Thomasina twisted her lips in disdain. “I can’t bear the sight of you.”


“I wasn’t thinking straight, baby,” Brick said desperately. “We’ve built a strong relationship. Don’t throw it all away.”


Thomasina made a chortling sound. “You threw it away. A strong relationship is built on trust and I can’t trust you, nor can I forgive you. Not after this.” She shook her head emphatically.


“It’s asking a lot, but you have to let me prove myself. Misty caught me in a weak moment.”


“I know what you’re capable of, Baron. I watched you maim and kill a man right in our kitchen.”


“I was defending my family.”


“You didn’t have to take that man’s life. I begged you to let the police handle it.”


“He was reaching for his knife. It was self-defense,” Brick said without a trace of remorse.


“You kicked the knife away, so why’d you have to strangle him to death?”


“The nigga deserved something way worse than death,” Brick responded. “Suppose that junkie had made it upstairs and had a knife up against Little Baron’s throat?”


Thomasina gasped at the thought. She kissed her son on the cheek and gently patted his back. “Well, thank God, that didn’t happen. Look, I’ve tried to put that night out of my mind. I’ve made a lot of excuses for your cold-blooded tendencies…”


Brick couldn’t hold back a wounded, guttural sound. He couldn’t help it; his wife was throwing all kinds of hurtful slurs at him.


“I’ve also tried to convince myself that you’re a normal human being,” Thomasina continued.


Deep frown lines creased Brick’s forehead. “Whatchu saying? You think I’m an animal or something?”


“I’m calling it like I see it,” Thomasina said coldly. “I had hoped that you would cheer Misty up, but I made a big mistake; sending a heartless killer into my precious daughter’s bedroom.”


“You got it twisted, but that’s cool. I’m through begging. Whatchu gon’ do, Thomasina—have me arrested? I hate seeing you suffer, but I’m not going to keep apologizing for trying to help Misty get out of her miserable life.”


“I don’t need to call the cops on you; the Lord deals out the best justice. In the meantime, make sure when I get home, you’re not there. Pack your shit and find a new home. I don’t want you anywhere near me or my son!”


His worst nightmare had come true. He was being cast out into the cruel, cold world. Alone again. No family. No home to call his own. Terrifying childhood memories flashed across his mind. Then Brick pulled himself together, reminding himself that he was no longer a child. He was a big, grown-ass man, and he had no choice but to make it on his own.


“I’ll move out today,” Brick conceded. “I’m sorry we had to end up like this, but seriously, Thomasina, you can’t stop me from seeing my son.”


“The hell if I can’t, you ruthless murderer,” she spat.


Brick flinched, but he didn’t contradict her.


At that moment a female doctor emerged from behind the set of double doors. She approached Thomasina, acknowledging Brick with only a brisk head nod. “Mrs. Kennedy, your daughter made it, but I’m afraid she’s comatose.”


Thomasina squeezed her eyes shut briefly as she absorbed the information. “How long will she be in a coma?”


The doctor shook her head. “There’s no way to know for certain. It could be days. Weeks. And unfortunately, she may never come out of it. The good news is that she survived. At least she has a chance.”


“Oh, my God. Can I see her?”


“Yes, but only for a few minutes.” The doctor turned around. Walking briskly, she pushed through the doors designated for hospital staff.


Without giving Brick as much as a glance, Thomasina rushed behind the doctor, carrying Little Baron in her arms.


Brick’s eyes followed his family until they disappeared behind the restricted set of double doors. He stood motionless for a few moments. Reluctant to leave, he wondered if he should stick around and give Thomasina a ride home. Nah, she’d rather take a cab than look at my face.


Resigned to the idea of a future without his wife and son, Brick dragged his feet toward the exit sign.
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CHAPTER 3


     


     


I’m finally outside the prison gate. I look around, but I already know what it is. It’s not like I had my hopes up for anything. I wasn’t expecting to see a big welcoming committee, but I did expect to see somebody!


After ten years behind prison bars, seems like at least one person would be out here to meet me. But nobody showed up. Nobody! Not even my own mother. My mom only visited me three times in ten years. Always complaining that the trip takes too long, and her health isn’t up to par.


Everybody can kiss my ass. My family and so-called friends let me sit and rot in prison. Once I get shit poppin’ in Philly, I ain’t tryna hear nothing from nobody. If they ain’t talkin’ money, then I can’t hear ’em.


After I get my cake up, the first thing I’ma do is throw myself a welcome home party. Yeah! With strippers! Only pretty bitches that got their head game tight can get in. I’ma see if I can get a liquor company to sponsor my big bash.


I plan to go holler at Evette as soon as I hit Philly. The last two years of my bid, she was the only person that consistently wrote me. Sent me cards and letters. Kept a little something on my books, and accepted my phone calls, while all these other mufuckers counted me out.


At first, Evette was only a prison pen pal. Then we got closer. Started talking about having a future together. She’s thirty-six years old; she got ten years on me. The weird thing is, Evette and I have talked on the phone and communicated through the mail, but we ain’t never met in person.


I asked her… Nah, lemme keep it real, I pleaded with her to send me some naked flicks. She refused. In fact, she refused to send me any pictures at all. I asked her if she was tryna hide the fact that she’s a big girl. I really wouldn’t give a fuck how much she weighs. Pussy is pussy—as long as it’s wet and juicy. That’s my philosophy.


She claims that she’s a normal weight. I asked her to describe herself. According to Evette, she’s average-looking, and slightly visually impaired.


Slightly visually impaired! What the hell does that mean? Is the bitch half-blind or all the way, ugly?


One day we were on the phone, and she asked me how I felt about marriage. Wanted to know if marriage was in our future.


She had a nigga on the spot. All I could say was, “Uh…yeah, sure, we can do that.”


But now that I’m out, I hope we can kick it together without her bringing up the topic of marriage. I’m not tryna marry anyone right now. Matter fact, I don’t wanna be with one chick. I got to make up for lost time and spread this dick around. Ain’t no one keeping this dick on lock; especially not a handicapped broad.


Evette used to end every letter by saying she was holding me in prayer.


Well, being that I’m not incarcerated anymore, and I don’t need her to hold me in prayer, I hope she realizes that the only thing she needs to hold now is my dick. In her mouth. ‘Suck it, bitch,’ I’ma be saying. Then I’ma slide it deep inside her coochie. I hope I don’t have to knock no cobwebs outta no dried-up pussy. I want that pussy to be so hot, that it’s sloshing and dripping. Saturating her panties.


Squish, squish. That’s all I wanna hear while I’m deep-stroking.


My mind drifts back to the last time I had sex with a female, and I can’t help from twisting my lips in disgust. The last piece of pussy I had was as dry as the Sahara Desert. Even that bitch’s mouth had a drought going on. Her tongue felt like sandpaper. Scratched up my dick. Fuckin’ bitch!


Merely thinking about the night of the crime is extremely disturbing. I can feel my chest beginning to tighten in outrage. They shouldn’t have sent me up over no pussy and a little bit of horseplay. Shit! We were only fucking around. It wasn’t about nothing. That ho’s dehydrated pussy wasn’t even worth ten years of my young life.


The therapist I was seeing in the joint told me I should distract myself from negative recollections by thinking about my most pleasant memory.


But I don’t have any pleasant memories. I bullshitted that therapist, made up a bunch of happy shit so he’d recommend me for parole.


Nope, I’m tryna do the exercise, but I can’t think of no good memories. The only thing on my mind is bodying any bitch that looks at me the wrong way.


I lost a whole decade over a ho, and I’m mad as shit about it. That bitch had it coming; the real crime is I spent ten years in a cage over some bullshit.


That ho’s dehydrated pussy wasn’t even worth the kind of time they gave me. 
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CHAPTER 4


     


     


At home, Brick peered inside Misty’s bedroom. Heartsick, he stared at her empty bed.


I tried to help you, Misty. I fucked up. I never meant for you to end up in a coma. Now I have to live with that guilt.


Your mom’s through with me. She called me a monster, but only God can judge me. The only thing that’s gon’ keep me from going crazy is finding the muthafucka that ran you over. You said it was a female, right? But I don’t care…man or woman, I’m serving up some stiff justice. I’m not giving out any express tickets to hell. Whoever tried to kill you is gonna suffer a long, horrible death.


Inside his and Thomasina’s bedroom, Brick began packing, pushing as many items as he could fit into an oversized duffle bag. From the top of the dresser, he grabbed a family portrait. He stared briefly at himself, Thomasina and their adorable son. Taken before Misty got hurt, it was a photo of happier times. Swallowing back sorrow, he pressed the picture frame to his heart and then quickly stuffed it deep inside his bag.


He’d have to rent a room somewhere. A cheap hotel or a boarding house. Brick shoved a hand in his pocket, pulled out a wad of bills and counted them. He had a little over seven hundred dollars. That would get him through until his next payday.


There was a nice chunk of money in his savings account, but Brick refused to touch it. He was proud of the nest egg that he’d manage to put away for his son’s education. He told himself that no matter how hard it got out there, Little Baron’s college fund was off limits.


Using his cell phone, Brick looked for affordable accommodations. He tapped on an icon and accessed a list of hotels. Moving his finger swiftly, he sped past the high-end hotels, and perused the bottom of the list. He nodded when he spotted a place where he could rest his head without breaking the bank.


Brick left the bedroom and went downstairs. As he passed through the family room, his eyes slowly panned the area, giving his cozy home a solemn, lingering look. His jaw muscles twitched as he detached his house keys from his keychain. With deep regret, he set three silver keys on the coffee table.


Deep in his heart, Brick had always felt the immense joy he’d shared with Thomasina was something he didn’t deserve. He’d always feared that his happiness was only temporary. Now that his worst fear had come to pass, he was surprisingly calm. Though his heart was breaking, the rage he felt toward Misty’s unknown assailant kept him strong—kept his emotions intact.


When Brick threw the duffle bag in the back seat of his car, he noticed his son’s car seat. Missing his little guy already, he sighed bitterly and reached for the seat. He groaned when he remembered that his keys were inside. He placed the child seat on the front porch and raced back to his car, as if running away from the painful reminder…his son wouldn’t be riding around with his daddy for a long time.
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Lured by the unbeatable cheap price, Brick approached a smudged glass door that led into the entry of a seedy hotel. The place had been recommended online as an economical lodging for tourists. One glance at the misfits that were loitering in the lobby told Brick that these guests were not out-of-town travelers. Brick perused the hotel guests and quickly sized them up. Some were so animated, they were practically boisterous, while others mumbled to themselves, shuffling around like zombies, obviously high out of their minds. Addicts, a couple of pimps, and a bunch of hoes.


He hadn’t been expecting the Four Seasons, but he certainly didn’t expect a gutter hole like this. Spending the night in his car would be better than staying in this rattrap.


Prepared to recline in the front seat of his car, Brick turned to leave. From the corner of his eye he spotted someone stepping off the elevator—someone that looked vaguely familiar.


Judging by the way the dude was dressed with half his ass out, his jeans hanging well below his waistline, Brick decided that the young punk had to be right out of his teens…no more than twenty or twenty-one.


Brick felt much older than his actual years. Being married to an older woman had matured him. He’d evolved from being a directionless, weed-smoking thug to becoming a responsible family man. He heaved a sigh, realizing that he could no longer consider himself as being responsible. After what he’d done, most people would consider him completely reckless.


From the time he’d put that first pill onto Misty’s tongue, he’d knowingly begun the process of unraveling everything he’d worked so hard to build.


But… What was done was done.


If he were lying up in bed paralyzed, he’d want someone to put him out of his misery. Trouble was, he’d failed Misty. She was possibly worse off than before. And that was a damn shame.


He watched the slim-sized dude as he sauntered over to the front desk and exchanged words with the clerk.


I’ve seen that skinny-ass, young bull before. Curious, Brick crept over to the counter to eavesdrop and to get a better look.


“Yo, I can’t sleep in that room if the air ain’t working,” the dude said.


“It’ll be twenty dollars more if you want to upgrade,” said the disinterested clerk. A fitting representative of the sordid hotel, the clerk had bad teeth, a terrible case of acne, and greasy dark hair that hung in his face.


“I ain’t paying for no upgrade. It ain’t my fault that y’all shit be breaking down every other day.” The skinny bull jerked his body in aggravation.


“Take it up with management,” the clerk dryly responded.


“I’m taking it up with you, mufucka!” The dude leaned across the desk, threateningly. “I’ma boss; I call the shots!” he growled at the clerk. “I’m ’bout to black out, man. I’m two seconds from snapping, yo. Man, you don’t want it. I’m tryna tell you, if I make a call, me and my peoples will take over this bitch!”


The young chump was talking real reckless, Brick noticed. He doubted if a dude his size could survive a strong wind, let alone handle a hostile takeover. Brick chuckled to himself.


Squinting as if to sharpen his vision, Brick edged closer. He studied the angles of the young bull’s dusty, brown-skin face. He couldn’t place him, but his gut feeling told him that this loudmouth sucka had something to do with Misty.


“They be trippin’ up in this piece, man. Always tryna beat a muthafucka.” The slim dude directed his words to Brick. Brother to brother…thug to thug.


Grimacing, Brick nodded, denoting his shared disgust of the business practices of the shabby hotel.


Sensing that Brick might have second thoughts about checking into the seedy dive, the clerk dismissed the scrawny dude and offered Brick a forced smile. “Can I help you?”


“I came to inquire about weekly rates,” Brick stated gruffly.


“We only rent rooms on a daily basis.”


“What’s the daily rate?”


“Fifty-six dollars. Check-out time is noon.”


“That’ll work,” Brick replied. One night in this dump was more than enough time to figure out the connection between this loudmouth sucka and Misty.


“Did you forget about me?” the dude with the sagging jeans interrupted. “How you gon’ just ignore what I was saying? I need some muthafuckin’ air in my room, and I ain’t paying extra! My shawty is pregnant, yo. If she loses my seed, I swear to God, I’ma sue everybody. I’ma own the place!”


Unfazed by the angry rant, the clerk pointed to a box on the desk that was labeled, ‘complaint’ in hand-scrawled, black letters. “Put your grievance in writing.”


“This is bullshit. Don’t y’all got any fans or something that I can take up to my room?”


“You can try the hardware store down the street,” the clerk offered disinterestedly.


“Now I gotta text my shawty and tell her to bring some money down here. Man, y’all gon’ have to come off some serious paper if she gets sick from having to drag her pregnant ass down to this lobby.” He glared at the clerk and then pulled out a cell phone. Frowning at the screen, he began rapidly working his fingers and thumbs as he texted.


Suddenly, the hairs stood up on the back of Brick’s neck. Watching this nut bull fucking with his cell phone brought back memories. Now he knew exactly where he’d seen this dusty-looking knucklehead. He’d been playing with a cell phone when Brick had first set eyes on him. That’s the clown that was with Misty when she came to visit Thomasina after she gave birth to Little Baron. He was Misty’s only worker. He was whining about going to Red Lobster while Misty was working on me…determined to lure me back into the game. If memory serves, Misty called him Troy. Yeah, this nigga’s name is Troy.


Staying in a flophouse like this, Brick concluded the male prostitute was obviously going through hard times without the guidance of Misty. Brick doubted if the kid was involved in what happened to Misty. He didn’t appear to have the heart, or the paper, to put a hit out on his former pimptress. But you never know. Anyone that had been close to Misty was suspect; even this lanky fool. If nothing else, he’d be able to give Brick the names of people that had beef with Misty.


Resisting the urge to collar and bitch-slap some information out of the chump, Brick softened his expression. “Yo, cuz, I can switch rooms with you after I check in. I wouldn’t want a pregnant woman to have to suffer in this heat.”


The dude named Troy stopped texting and looked at Brick. “Good looking, man,” he said, breaking into a relieved grin.


Having difficulty holding his affable smile in place, Brick turned his back and filled out the forms that the clerk had given him. He wrote down a fictitious name and address and then slapped some cash on the counter. Without question or even asking for ID, the clerk gave Brick the key to his room.
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CHAPTER 5


     


     


It took forever, but I’m finally in Philly.


Evette said she was gon’ skip work and spend some time with me. I hope she realizes that I want some welcome home nookie the moment she opens the door. No polite chit-chat. She don’t need to say shit. I want her to immediately start coming out of her drawers.


I get off the El on Forty-sixth Street. I’m walking and scanning all the little side streets, looking for Ludlow, the street Evette lives on. It dawns on me that I’m not locked up anymore. I’m breathing in fresh air and feeling sunshine on my face, and there aren’t any guards around, telling me yard time is over, and to get back inside.


Pent-up rage begins to leave my body. I feel good. Excited about the future.


“Whassup. How’s it going?” I say to passersby, giving them a friendly smile. But they all give me wary looks, gazing at me all crazy because I extended a greeting.


Philadelphians are the most evil-ass, unfriendly people in the world. Fuck ’em; I’m a free man.


Evette told me that her house was left to her by her grandfather. It’s paid in full. All Evette has to worry about is keeping up with the taxes. I told her I would help with that…but we’ll see. I ain’t spending no dough until I see how things are gonna turn out between us.


I’m on her street now, and I’m getting nervous. Anxiety is making my heart beat fast. Am I actually about to get my dick wet?


Evette better not be wasting my time talking about getting me reintroduced to society. She claims that she can help me become a productive citizen. Mold me into the perfect husband. Whatever! I’m only interested in having a spot to call home, some cooked meals, and wet pussy whenever I want it.


I’m about to press down on this babe’s doorbell, but I’m feeling kind of skeptical…like I might be on camera, getting punked. I haven’t been inside a home in such a long time, all kinds of mixed emotions are jumbled up inside me.


True to her word, Evette is home. She opens the door, and smiles at me. “Look at you! Oh, my goodness, look at you, Kaymar! You’re so handsome.” She squeezes my right bicep, and then gives me a hug.


Stiffly, I tolerate her embrace. “Hey, Evette. You looking good,” I tell her, but I’m lying. I’m horrified to see that one side of her face is hanging. Her eyelid is droopy, and one side of her mouth is kind of zigzag.


I thought “visually impaired” meant that she couldn’t read small print without rocking some extra thick eye glasses, but the entire right side of her mug is impaired and sagging all crazy.


Evette’s dead wrong. Instead of taking me off-guard and springing her deformity on me, she should’ve been honest about her condition.


Now I understand why she wouldn’t send me any pictures. She figured that one look at her mug and I’d cut off the relationship.


“So, what happened to your eye…and your mouth and shit?” I ask, trying to keep the frown off my face. “What is that? A birth defect?”


Evette looks crestfallen, like she’d hoped that I wouldn’t mention her ugly face. Sheee-it! One thing about me, I always speak my mind.


“It’s Bell’s Palsy. My doctor said it’s not a permanent condition. That’s why I didn’t tell you. I was hoping my face would be back to normal when you got out,” she says, trying to sound pitiful.


“Goddamn!” I look away in disgust. “So, lemme get something straight,” I say, standing with my arms folded across my chest. “You really can’t pick your lip up at all?”


Her good eye blinks rapidly. “No, I can’t control my facial muscles on the impaired side,” she says, shaking her head.


There’s a long awkward moment as I marinate on her words. I decide that I’m furious, and that Evette needs her ass whooped for misleading me into thinking she only had a minor problem with her vision.


But I can’t kick her ass. Not right away. I don’t want to jeopardize my parole, so I’m gon’ have to ease into backhanding this lying bitch.


Digging deep, I gather up some self-control. I force myself to look past her flaws. I focus on her good points. Like her fat ass! Umph! My dick is starting to swell. I’m ready to grab those juicy buns.


Instead of standing around feeling awkward, Evette and I should be getting better acquainted upstairs in the bedroom.


My dick is bricked up and ready for stroking. I’m feeling conflicted emotions, though. It’s crazy, but I’m feeling both disgusted and turned on by this scuggly ho. Something about her hideous disability is bringing out the freak in me—giving me real raunchy thoughts.


Before I fuck her, I should put a paper bag over her head…you know, to spare myself from having to look at her. But I can’t risk pissing her off. At least not before my parole officer makes a home visit. After I establish this is my address, Evette can crawl up in a hole somewhere. She can die for all I care.


Shit, I might murk this bitch before the home visit if she don’t get over here and jump on this dick.
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Instead of taking care of my needs, Evette’s still staring at me, flashing a zigzag grin and looking real stupid.


All of a sudden, the smile vanishes from her face. “Have a seat, Kaymar. We need to get a few things straight.” Her voice is no longer cheerful. With a serious expression, Evette points to the couch. The couch is old-fashioned and the color is faded; like something her old relative must’ve left behind. In fact, everything in the crib looks ancient and gloomy.


I sit with my back straight. My hands are folded in my lap, like I’m on a job interview…or in front of the parole board.


“A lot of women don’t mind sleeping around, but I’ve been saving myself for the right man.”


“You’re a virgin?” I ask with a frown. I’m pissed because I didn’t expect to have to be struggling and tryna jimmy my dick inside a tight opening.


“No, I’m not a virgin. But I’ve been celibate for the past six years. Saving myself for a man who’s going to treat me with respect. Are you that man, Kaymar?”


This is some bullshit. Why does this one-eyed hooker feel the need to interrogate me at a time like this? She deserves to be smacked for luring me to the crib to rehash the same ol’ conversation we’ve been having for the past two years.


“I told you a million times, I’ma changed man,” I say with irritation in my voice.


“Are you sure?”


My hand is itching to slap her, but if she calls the cops, I’ll be in a world of trouble. And I’ll be jammed up if she throws me out her ol’ raggedy crib. Being that my mother and everybody else in my family has made it clear I’m not welcome, I guess I’m stuck here in this moldy house until I can do better.
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