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FETISH
 

Chapter 1
 

“Yes keep doing it like that damn! I love that shit baby!” The man moaned. 
 

He turned his head around to look at Tatiana’s beautiful face. There was something about her honey brown skin complexion that turned him on even more. 
 

Tatiana looked at his facial expression twisted up in pleasure and pain, and his dark blue eyes seemed to stare at her with lust mixed with ecstasy.  ‘Shit I should be used to this, but how in the hell can I? But fuck it if he likes it I love it.’  Tatiana said to herself. 
 

“Switch, use a different one now, I got used to that one.” The man moaned. 
 

Tatiana’s eyes scanned the bed looking at the different sex toys on it next to her. She spotted one she liked and picked up a thick 11 inch funny shaped dildo that had small rubber bumps on it. She then grabs the bottle of K-Y Gel off the bed and squeezes a large amount of it onto the dildo and began to jerk it off once she was completely satisfied it was lubed. She bends over and spreads the man’s ass cheeks and slowly forces it into his asshole while trying not to show how disgusted she really was. She smiled and worked it in and out of his rectum while he lays flat on his stomach.
 

“Oh shit! Yes! Work it! Work it! You’re the damn best!” He screams while arching up his back slightly and jerking off his dick.  
 

“You like that huh? Huh?” Tatiana screamed while pumping even faster and deeper into him. 
 

“Yes baby! Ohhhh! Ugghh! Yes!” The man screams as he went into ecstasy and climaxed releasing his load spraying cum all over the sheets and his hand, then collapsed flat onto the bed out of breath. 
 

Tatiana grabs all her sex toys off the bed and stuffs them in her large tan Michael Kors purse.  Then wiggles her way back into her Bebe jeans, and puts on her blue matching shirt. She slides into her 4 inch red bottom Louboutin shoes, then walks back over to the bed and kisses him on the forehead. 
 

“Okay Paterson I’m out of here.” Tatiana said. 
 

“Okay dear, you’re the best. The money’s in the envelope on the brown dresser.” Paterson said and closes his eyes. 
 

Tatiana grabs the envelope and opens it, flipping through the bills making sure all the money was there. She had known Paterson for four years now but business was business and she trusted no one but her younger sister in life. 
 

“Well you have the number, call me when you need me.” Tatiana said as her heels clicks while she walks out the room and through the lobby and out the hotel into the parking lot. 
 

She walks to a dark gray s430 Mercedes Benz with her sister Juicy behind the wheel. Tatiana hops in the passenger seat and looks her sister up and down then licks her lips in lust. She pulled Juicy’s head close into her and their lips lock as they kiss deeply and passionately. Their tongues danced in each other’s mouths. Juicy broke their embrace. 
 

“Shit that didn’t take too long. I thought you would be in there for at least two hours or more. You were only in there for 40 minutes.” Juicy stated as she started up the car and pulls off. 
 

“Yup forty minutes to make seven hundred dollars plus a tip, and all I had to do is stick things in his ass then go on my way. Then he go’s home to his wife and family and they never know how much truly a freak he is. I tell you sister, you need to quit that damn security guard job and do dates with me. I made more than the pay check you get every two weeks and all I had to do is one date and still got four more. You’re a fool for not wanting any of this money and using the power of your pussy.”  
 

Juicy shook her head as she continued on driving. 
 

“Like I told before Tatiana I fuck men because I want to, not for money.” Juicy replied.
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 2  
 

Sweat covers her body as she tosses and turns. 
 

“No! No!” She screams then stops. 
 

Joy or better known as Juicy was a nickname that stuck with her that her mother had given her because of her plump cheeks.  She was eight years old playing in her room with her new Barbie doll with her sister Tatiana who was ten years old. They giggle and laugh while combing their Barbie dolls hair. 
 

“My doll is prettier than yours.” Juicy said in a childlike manner. 
 

Her brown skin complexion seems to glow as an innocent smile spreads across her face. 
 

“No mines prettier, you see.” Tatiana said holding her Barbie doll up so Juicy could get a better look. 
 

Their smiles quickly disappears off their faces as their room door opens and Dustin their mother’s boyfriend stood in the doorway wearing a white tank top and grey sweatpants with a twisted smile, showing his stained yellow teeth from smoking too many cigarettes and drinking straight black coffee. His skinny frame of a body seemed to barely hold his clothes on. His nappy hair on his head and face looked as if he hadn’t seen a barbershop or comb and brush in years. Both Juicy and Tatiana drop their Barbie dolls and wrap their arms around each other as tears stream down their cheeks. 
 

“Your mother went to work. You know what that means. When the cats away the mouse will come out to play.” Dustin said as he grins with a twisted smile. 
 

“No! We don’t want to play that game anymore!” Tatiana said while crying. 
 

“Shut up! You will play my game and like it! Do you understand me?” Dustin yelled as he walks deeper into the room slamming the door shut behind him causing Juicy and Tatiana to jump out of fear. 
 

“Now kiss each other like the way I showed you!” Dustin ordered. 
 

“No! We don’t want to play your game anymore, it hurts us and it’s wrong. I’ll tell my mommy on you!” Juicy shouted in a childlike manner. 
 

Dustin walks straight up to her and slaps her and then Tatiana, so hard their necks twisted and little bodies fall off the bed. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” They both scream in pain and began to cry hysterically.  
 

“Both of you, shut up and sit back on the bed, or I’ll really do something that will really make you cry!” Dustin shouted as he raises his hand high ready to hit them once more. 
 

Tatiana lifts herself up off the floor and wipes her tears away with her small hands and did the same to Juicy’s face and helps her up. They both ease back onto the bed. 
 

“Now kiss and rub each other’s bodies like I taught you!” He shouted. 
 

As Tatiana and Juicy slowly start to kiss each other he grins as he pulls down his sweatpants and steps out of them, leaving him standing there in his blue boxer briefs with his right hands in his underwear jerking off his dick back and forth. 
 

“Yes like that. Now kiss her on the neck. Yeah like that.” Dustin said as he became more aroused at watching them kissing and fondling each other’s bodies. 
 

He walks over to the bed and pushes Tatiana down and starts removing her clothes, tossing them on the floor. Tatiana knew what was going to happen next as she fought back her tears and wanted to scream. Juicy lay next to her and close her eyes while crying then held Tatiana’s hand as Dustin made his way into her, ripping open her tiny vagina. Tatiana cried and screamed in agony and pain as he thrusts in and out of her. She turns her head to look at Juicy who was feeling her pain and crying as well. Dustin pulls out of Tatiana then rips Juicy’s clothes off. Then force his way inside her. She screamed and hollered. 
 

“Mommy, make him stop, he’s hurting me. She screamed repeatedly while holding her sister’s hand. Dustin had his way with both little girls for an hour and a half straight before he releases his load and forces them to sit in the bathtub in hot water together. Washing off evidence and any traces of what he had done off of them. Then he left them in their room on the bed. Tatiana held Juicy as she cried the loudest and the longest. 
 

Heather felt the strain on her body after a long day as she walks into her apartment. She was a heavy set woman with a light brown skin complexion. 
 

“Lord it feels so good to be home.” She said out loud as the smell of food hit her nostrils. 
 

She made her way into the kitchen to see Dustin cooking. 
 

“Awwww, baby you’re the best.” she said as she wraps her arms around him from the back and looks at the pots on the stoves. 
 

“How were the girls today? I know you can’t wait until the summer is over so they can start school again. I appreciate you watching them all the time until then. Did they behave themselves baby?” Heather asks while kissing on his neck and then nibbles on his left ear. 
 

“Yeah they were good girls all day. I never have a problem watching your daughters. You know I look at them as if they were my own flesh and blood.” Dustin said as he turns around and took her into his skinny arms and kisses her deeply and passionately. 
 

“Mmmm!” Heather moans as she felt her clit throbbing. 
 

“Baby stop, your making me wet and I’m horny as hell and the girls are still up.” She mumbled in between breathing hard in lust as Dustin eases her on top of the kitchen table slowly kissing down her neck. 
 

“Don’t worry they’re asleep and won’t get up until we call them for dinner.” Dustin replied. 
 

“Mmmm, damn baby you know my neck is my spot.” She moaned as he continues to kiss and suck on her neck at the same time. 
 

“Shit this is just so fucking sexy.” Heather moaned as he unbuttons her blouse and removes her size ‘CC’ breast from her bra, taking her left nipple into his mouth. 
 

“Mmmm tastes sweeter then honey baby.” He moaned as his tongue travels all around her body, teasing her and sending chills through her body, making her pussy even wetter. 
 

She braces herself with the palms of her hands on the table while leaning her head back in ecstasy. Dustin gently rubs her throbbing pussy in a circle motion as he raises her skirt up high to her waist he pulled her panties to the side and pulls down his grey sweatpants, letting them drop to his ankles, along with his boxer briefs. He took out his long skinny dick and slowly inserts the tip of it inside her wet box while kissing her lips, working his way deeper inside her with each stroke. 
 

“Mmmm, yeah baby, work that dick inside me, this is your pussy.” Heather moaned. 
 

‘Shit her pussy and daughters pussy feel so damn sweet.’ Dustin thought to himself as he picks up his pace. 
 

“Ohhh! Ayyye! Ooowee yes! Yes, just like that!”  She screams as he grinds inside her hitting her G-spot. 
 

Her palms became sweaty and cause her to lose her grip, and now she was lying flat on the table with her legs spread wide open up in the air. 
 

Juicy and Tatiana heard their mother’s screams.  They wipe their tears away and got off the bed. Their bedroom door was right next to the kitchen. Tatiana opened the door with Juicy by her side to see Dustin pumping in and out of their mother like a mad man. He looks up between Heather’s legs to see Juicy and Tatiana standing in their room doorway. He smiles showing his stained teeth and licks his lips. 
 

“Ummm.” He groans as he thrusts faster and harder while staring at them. 
 

“Ugghh! Ohhh!” He groans as he releases his load inside of Heather, then mumbles you’re next to Juicy and Tatiana who bodies tremble out of fear and ran back into their room. 
 

“Damn baby, that was good.” Heather moaned. Okay, let me go take a shower and clean myself up while you finish up dinner. You’re such a great man baby I’m so happy to have you in my life.”  She said and then walks off. 
 

A half hour later, Heather walks into the kitchen to see Dustin setting the table. She kisses him on the cheek and smiles with joy, and then made her way to Juicy and Tatiana’s room. She opens the door and walks in, shutting it behind her to see Tatiana and Juicy holding each other crying on the bed. 
 

“Girls, what’s wrong?” Heather asked in a concern worried tone and sat on the edge of their bed looking at her children with a worried heart and a confused look on her face. 
 

She moved closer to them and gently touches both of their heads, playing in their hair. 
 

“Please my babies, tell me what’s wrong?” Heather said while crying.   
 

“Mommy I have to tell you something.” Juicy said with tears streaming down her cheeks. 
 

“No Juicy don’t!  Damn, you’re only going to make it worst!” Tatiana shouted while wiping her own tears away. 
 

“Tatiana you be quite child and shut your mouth. Juicy tell me what’s going on.” Heather replied. 
 

Juicy sniffs the running snot that was dripping down her nose onto her top lip. 
 

Mommy Dustin hurts us every time you go to work. He makes us play nasty games we don’t like.” Juicy said while looking her mother in the eyes. 
 

“What do you mean baby he hurt you and your sister? And what games he makes you play that you don’t like dear?” Heather asks.  
 

Juicy’s lips trembles before she spoke. 
 

He touches us down there mommy.” Juicy said pointing to her private area. He put his thing inside us mommy and it hurts real bad, it makes me bleed down there. I scream and cry and tell him to stop but he hit me and Tatiana mommy, and then makes us take a bath before you come home. He does it every day when you leave. He hurts us mommy. Don’t leave us with him no more. Please mommy.” Juicy said while crying hysterically. 
 

Heather looks at both her daughters with a stunned look on her face. Then her facial expression changes and balls up into anger and rage. 
 

“This can’t be true! You’re lying!” She shouted. 
 

“No mommy I’m not lying, it’s true. Look, see.” Juicy said while pulling down her jean shorts and showing her mother the inside of her hello kitty panties where blood stains were from her spotting because Dustin had torn and ripped her womb. 
 

Heather’s body shook and she shakes her head from side to side as tears watered up in her eyes. 
 

‘Whack!’ ‘Whack!’ Out of nowhere Heather slaps Juicy and Tatiana so hard their brown skin bruised up and turns dark blue, leaving her hand print. 
 

“Mommy, what did we do?” Juicy cried out. 
 

“Listen here you little bitches. You’re lying, my man didn’t touch y’all. What would he want with little girls when he got me? I never want to hear you say he touched you again or tell no one outside this apartment your lies. Are we clear?” Heather shouted. 
 

Tatiana just stared at her mother with hate in her eyes as she rubs her face with her little hand. 
 

“But mommy we’re not lying, he touches us and hurts us really bad, all the time, I swear.” Juicy replied while crying and not understanding why her mother wouldn’t believe her. 
 

‘Whack!’ Her words cause her to get slapped two more time. 
 

Heather was about to hit her once more  as she crawled up into a tight tiny ball and Tatiana jumps on top of her, covering her body, using her own body as a shield as her mother’s hand came crashing down on the center of her back, slapping it hard. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Tatiana hollered in excruciating pain from the sting of the blow that traveled through her little body. 
 

“Listen up you little heifers; both of your fathers were no good bum ass niggas that left. Now I’m stuck raising two children by my goddamn self with no help and no fucking child support. No good man wants a woman with two children that have two different fathers at that. Your own damn fathers don’t want your asses, I take care of you. Now that I finally got a man that makes me happy and wants me, even with you two heifers and y’all want to ruin it. Hell fucking no! You won’t mess this up for me. I’m in love, Dustin is a great man, and he puts food in this house, helps out with the bills with his Social Security checks and loves me only. You will never bring up this shit you told me again. Do you hear me young ladies!” Heather said while crying and hitting her daughters with an open palm on their backs and legs. 
 

Tatiana took most of the blows for Juicy as they cried together. Twenty minutes later, Heather exits their room, leaving them on their beds crying. 
 

“What was all that about?” Dustin asked as she walks into the kitchen. 
 

“Nothing baby, don’t concern yourself about it.” She replied while kissing him. 
 

“I love you Dustin.” 
 

“I love you too girl.” He replied. 
 

“So you’re not going call the girls out to eat, the food is ready and the table is set.” Dustin said. 
 

“No they’re not going to eat tonight. They will stay in their room for acting up and telling lies, but you and I are going in our room and finish what we started earlier. I’m going to get your dick up and put it down over and over until you can’t get it up any more.” Heather said while holding him by the hand and leading him into the bedroom. 
 

“I like the sound of that.” He said while smiling as his dick grows inch by inch in his sweatpants. 
 

Tatiana had stopped crying and knew she had to be the strong one and held Juicy who had tears streaming down her face. 
 

“I told you Juicy not to tell her, she don’t care what happens to us and don’t want us to mess up what she has with that mean man.” Tatiana said. 
 

“But does that mean she loves him more than us?” Juicy said in a childlike manner. 
 

“Yes it does little sister.” Tatiana replied. 
 

Juicy and Tatiana cried themselves into a deep sleep. In the middle of the night the sound of the door creeping open made   Tatiana pop up out her sleep in fear as her heart race, to see the door shut and Dustin walking into the dark room. 
 

“I told you two not to talk about our games, now it will be even worse.” He said in a whisper as he walks closer. 
 

“No, please, no mommy!” Tatiana cried and her little body trembles. 
 

“Don’t worry you’re last.” He said as he climbs on top of Juicy who was sound asleep. 
 

The feeling of her pink hello kitty nightgown being lifted up and panties being ripped off woke her up along with the pain of something being forced inside her womb, made her eyes open wide and start screaming but to only have a large hand cover her mouth and half her face as Dustin pumps in and out of her. 
 

“No! No! Nooo!” Juicy screams over and over. “Nooo!” As tears run down the side of her face onto the bed. 
 

“Shhh!” Juicy get up! Get up please!” Tatiana said softly and shook her sister. 
 

“No God please no!” Juicy screams and cried in her sleep then opens her eyes and looks around scanning her environment. 
 

Juicy calm down it was just a dream your safe now, I got you.” Tatiana said as she wraps her arms around her. 
 

“No you’re wrong Tatiana. It wasn’t just a dream or a nightmare. I felt him inside me all over again. I felt his hand covering my mouth and mommy beating us, telling us not to tell and that we’re lying.” Juicy said while crying. 
 

No little sister we’re no longer children anymore and we’re much stronger, it’s us against the world okay.” Tatiana said as she wipes Juicy’s tears away and lifts up her chin then stares into her eyes. 
 

“We’re safe now, I made sure of that.” She said as she presses her lips against Juicy’s and slowly opens her mouth, kissing her deeply and passionately. 
 

They moan with each kiss as their   hands slowly roam each other’s bodies just as they use to do as children. 
 

“Damn Juicy, I love the fact you sleep naked. It gives me easy access.” Tatiana said while giggling then slowly places wet intense kisses on her neck. 
 

“Mmmm!” Juicy moans as each kiss sends a sweet sensation through her body, making her clit throb. 
 

Tatiana’s lips travel down to her collar bone of her neck then her tongue slowly travels to her left breast and gently and seductively took her nipple into her mouth while moaning 
 

“Mmmm!” She moans with each suck she took then let the tip of her tongue travel around her nipple in a circular motion. 
 

Then she grabs Juicy’s right breast and does the same thing, taking turns sucking both of her nipples. The sensation drives Juicy into ecstasy as it teases and pleases her at the same time. She looks down at Tatiana’s head moving from side to side and twisting. The sexy sight only turns her on even more. 
 

“Ohhh! Damn Tatiana you’re making me wet as hell.” Juicy moaned as her body quivers with the thought of Tatiana’s tongue on her clit. 
 

“Damn Tatiana, stop fucking teasing me.” Juicy moaned as Tatiana places slow kisses down her stomach then onto her thick brown thighs. 
 

She spreads Juicy’s legs while looking up at her. Their eyes connected and never left each other, making them both moist between their legs. 
 

“Mmmm, shit!” Juicy moans as Tatiana’s tongue lightly touches her clit. 
 

“Damn lick it just like that.” Juicy moaned as she winds her hips while holding the back of Tatiana’s head, as her head twists from side to side. She lets the tip of her tongue flick up and down on Juicy’s pussy then took her pussy lips into her mouth gently sucking on them 
 

“Ohhh! Ayeee! Ahhh! Ohhh yesssss!” Juicy moans while making a hissing sound with her mouth wide open. 
 

“It’s us against the world Juicy, all we need is each other.” Tatiana said in between sucking and licking. 
 

She looks up at Juicy with a long string of spit mix with cum hanging from her bottom lip, as she crawls toward Juicy’s face and they kiss seductively. 
 

“Mmmm.” They both moan. 
 

Juicy broke their embrace and pushes Tatiana’s head back down in between her legs. I want to cum, Tatiana make me cum.” Juicy said in a horny tone. 
 

Tatiana smiles as she works her magic taking Juicy’s clit into her mouth sucking it like it tastes sweeter than honey. 
 

“Mmmm you taste so fucking sweet.” She moaned while sucking and licking her clit then pushes Juicy legs up into the air and works her tongue inside her wet-box. 
 

“Ohhaaa! Ayeee! Yesss! Damn yes!” Juicy screams as her hands roam her breast squeezing them firmly and pinching her nipples as sweet juices flow out of her. 
 

Tatiana swallows all her sweet juices and continues to stick her tongue in and out of her wet-box. 
 

“Mmmm! God! Ohhh I’m fucking cumin! Ughhh! Juicy screams as load as she could and grips the sheets with her fingers as she climax, sending a rush of cum into Tatiana’s mouth. 
 

She swallows it all and continues to lick her clit. Juicy’s body quivers in ecstasy. Tatiana lifts her head up and smiles between Juicy’s legs while licking her lips. She inches her way up and stood on the sole of her feet on the bed while squatting lowering herself on top of Juicy’s face. Juicy wasted no time to go to work. She grabs Tatiana’s ass cheeks palming them while squeezing them and working her tongue back and forth on her clit and pussy hole, then taking her pussy lips all the way into her mouth. 
 

“Oh Lord! Fuck! Just like that suck it.” Tatiana moaned while breathing hard as she used the palms of her hands to brace onto the wall as she rocks her hips. 
 

“Oh God!” Tatiana screams as tears of pleasure run down her face. 
 

“Oooweee! Ohhh God!” She screams as her body shook and her fluids stream out of her into Juicy’s mouth. 
 

Juicy licks it up while switching up from sucking her clit. Juicy tries to gasp for air as cum flows down her throat and the side of her face. Tatiana was lost in ecstasy, she starts to rub her pussy all over Juicy’s lips and chin and nose. 
 

“Damn!” She screams as she collapsed on the side of the bed next to Juicy breathing hard. 
 

Juicy wipes Tatiana’s cum from her face with her sheet and then sticks her fingers into her mouth sucking them.  
 

“Mmmm! Damn, I love the way you taste sis.” She said. 
 

“Good because I want more.” Tatiana said while rubbing her clit and inserting two fingers into her wet-box.  
 

Juicy grins and they went back at it for the rest of the night. 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 3
 

Juicy sniffs the air. ‘Mmmm’, and moans in her sleep. Her stomach growls from hungry. The smell of grits, eggs and bacon linger in the air. She yarns and stretches out her arms. She then reaches over to the next side of her bed to see that Tatiana wasn’t there. Just a large wet spot of dried up cum on the sheet from the loving they had made. The sun shined in her room, brightening it up. ‘Grrrr’, her stomach made a funny sound. 
 

“Okay!  Okay! I hear you. I’m getting up now. Like how in the hell is my own stomach going to control me.” Juicy said out loud to herself as she eases out of her bed and walks to her closet and pulls out a pink silk bathrobe and puts it on. Then she slides on her pink fury slippers. She walks out her bedroom and down the stairs to the first floor. Voices could be heard coming from the dining room. Juicy enters the dining room with an innocent smile on her face as she sees Shanelle and Kandy at the marble table eating. 
 

Shanelle was Trinidadian with a dark sexy chocolate skin complexion; her long weave was 20 inches long that came down to her ass. Everything about her screams sex, she was a slim built with a plump ass. 
 

Kandy or ‘Kandy Cola’ as she likes to be called, because of her Coca Cola bottle shaped body, was a light brown skin complexion. Her appearance was perfect she had the face of an angel but the mind of a true gold digger. ‘DD’ size breast and the perfect waist line. Her stomach was flat with a four pack abs. Her thighs were thicker than any woman Juicy had seen.  Then there was her ass that Juicy swore up and down was fake, because there was no human way possible for a woman’s ass to be so voluptuous, so thick and perfect and sits up right without her having an ounce of body fat on her besides her thighs and butt cheeks. One look at Kandy-Cola men went crazy with lust, she was the type of woman you would never see in person only in your dreams or on T.V or in magazines. Men threw themselves at her feet and did whatever she desired. 
 

“Good morning Juicy booty.” Shanelle said in a joking manner. 
 

“Good morning skinny fatty heifer.” Juicy replied while laughing. 
 

“Hey miss perfect body.” Juicy said to Kandy-Cola. 
 

“Hey girl,” Kandy-Cola said while never looking up from her plate of food. “You’re just mad my butts bigger than yours and I can make it clap.” Kandy-Cola said with a smile on her face as she stood up and turns around making her fat ass cheeks clap in Juicy’s face, only wearing white booty shorts. 
 

“I like looking at your ass more than mines.” Juicy said as she grabs Kandy-Cola’s ass then slaps it. “That shit fake anyway, it’s too perfect.” Juicy said.   
 

“My ass isn’t fake it sure the hell doesn’t feel like it and if it was, shit, the niggas don’t know or care, because they don’t stop blowing up a bitch phone, fiending for some Kandy-Cola.” Kandy-Cola said causing all the women to laugh. 
 

“Enough playing around, it’s time to pay up, bills and vacation money.” Tatiana said as she walks out the kitchen with two plates in her hands. One for Juicy and the next for herself, she was only wearing a blue thong with the matching lace bra. 
 

She sat Juicy’s plate in front of her and took a seat at the head of the table. 
 

“As you all know the Bike Fest is coming up and so is Labor Day, so those are more days to earn extra money for our cruise trip to the Bahamas and then our trip to Las Vegas. So we all get to put into the pot, so give it up with your share of mortgage money bitches. It’s the first of the month.” 
 

Kandy-Cola digs into her Michael Kors purse that was on the marble kitchen table and began counting a stack of hundred dollar bills.  Here’s $1,500.” She said passing it to Tatiana.  “I forgot to tell y’all I was messing with a sexy ass new rapper Lucci and girl that nigga love eating some coochie and spending every dime he has to get a taste of my shit.” Kandy-Cola said as she rolls her neck and licks her lips as she counted more stacks of money. 
 

“Bitch you’re too much, you’re always fucking a rapper or someone in the entertainment industry.” Tatiana said as she counts the money Kandy-Cola passed to her. 
 

“They should’ve listened to their mothers, it’s so true, never trust a woman with a big ole ass and a pretty smile.” Kandy-Cola said causing the other three women to bust out laughing. 
 

“Girl I don’t know why you just don’t stick with Roger’s corny ass. He makes decent money working for M.T.A. and loves you and knows everything about your ass.  The good, the bad and tricks you do.” Juicy stated. 
 

“Schmmp!” Kandy-Cola sucks her teeth. “Heifer please, Roger is too much of a bug-a-boo and too goodie good. I like and need a thug, a tough rough nigga that will put me in my place, smack my ass and pull my weave, that cover’s my tattoos.  Hmmm, and most of all a bank account filled with money. There isn’t anything sexier than that. Just thinking about it got my pussy wet and throbbing.” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“Amen to that.” Shanelle and Tatiana said agreeing with her and getting turned on with the thought of a thug life businessman deep inside them. 
 

“Besides Roger is so pussy whipped he’s not going anywhere, it’s been six years and his butt is still around knowing I be getting dick down by other men, but all those fools have to pay to have a bad bitch like me in their world. I treat them like accessories and change them when they don’t match my outfit.” Kandy-Cola said causing them all to bust out laughing once more. 
 

“Bitch you’re too much for your own good.” Shanelle said as she digs in her purse and passes Tatiana a stack of money. There’s $1,200 there. I’ll have more to add to the pot at the end of the week when I hit up this next nigga for abortion money.” Shanelle stated. 
 

“Shanelle you are the only one I know who still pulls that abortion scam on men and I’m shocked it works, but your ass really does get pregnant, and more than a damn cat in heat. I thought the scam was to lie and say you’re pregnant and collect the money, but you get pregnant every two months for real. I lost count on how many abortions you had girl after number seven.” Juicy said and Kandy-Cola and Tatiana bust out laughing. 
 

“Schmmp!” Shanelle sucks her teeth. “Please! At least I make money and can bring something to the table. You need to stop acting all high and mighty. You’re a nymph just like the rest of us, and love’s some dick all the time and your pussy licked. The only difference between us is that we get money from any nigga touching our goodies while you fucking men for free and don’t have shit to show for it.” Shanelle spitted out then rolls her eyes, and then her eyes met Tatiana’s, who gave her an angry stare and facial expression read bitch I’ll beat your ass if you make my sister cry. 
 

Shanelle stares back at Tatiana. “Don’t look at me that way.” Shanelle said while trying to match her look.  
 

“It’s okay Tatiana. Shanelle was just speaking her mind. You know she can never control her mouth it’s always been like that, but like I said many times over to every one of you in this house. I love y’all and don’t knock what you do for a living and getting money, but that scamming shit isn’t for me and I want to be a writer, a novelist one day. There’s no price on my pussy. It’s too good to set a price on, this pussy is priceless, so if I fuck a man it’s because I want to.” Juicy said then continues eating her girts and eggs with cheese. 
 

“Okay, enough money talk, we have a full day ahead of us. Juicy I need you to pick me up around 5pm when I get out of school I have five dates set up.” Tatiana said. 
 

“But sis, I might get out of work late around four, so coming from the city to Brooklyn at rush hour I won’t make it to you in an hour.” Juicy replied.  
 

“Juicy you know I hate to be late to making money and that’s the only rule I have about you taking my car baby girl.  
 

“Ugghhh!” Juicy sighs and holds her head in stress.  
 

Tatiana gets up out her chair and walks over to Juicy and lifts up her chin, then lightly kiss her lips. From the corner of her eyes she looks at Shanelle and Kandy-Cola and grins. A big Kool-Aid smile spreads across Kandy-Cola’s face as she stood up and lust went through all four of the woman’s bodies, as they watch Kandy-Cola  take off her bra showing off her perfect sized double ‘DD’ breast, and her four pack abs on her stomach and voluptuous thick thighs that had tattoos running all down them. She walks over to Juicy and bends over and starts sucking on her while gently rubbing her breast. 
 

Tatiana slides Juicy’s robe open. 
 

“Shhh… mmmm shit!” Juicy moans as Kandy-Cola takes her left nipple into her mouth, then Tatiana took her right nipple into her mouth gently nibbles on it. 
 

“Damn!” Juicy said as she held onto the back of both their heads as it twisted from side to side and they seductively licks and sucks her nipples. 
 

Shanelle stood up and removes the shirt she had on and slides off her short jean skirt. She never wears panties or bras, so she was butt naked in a matter of seconds. Then seductively walks over to them. She drops to her knees in front of Juicy and spread her legs and slowly and intensely kisses her inner thighs, inching her lips closer to Juicy’s clit. 
 

The sensation of all three of their lips on her body made it quiver as she sticks her own fingers in to her mouth and begins sucking on them. 
 

“Mmmm…Lord!” Juicy said as Shanelle’s lips finally met her clit. 
 

Juicy knew Shanelle had a mouth on her and was known for talking shit to everyone, but knew how to work her thick full lips. 
 

“Mmmm! Yeaaa! Mmmm!” Shanelle moaned as she kisses Juicy’s clit over and over, then let’s her tongue travel around it, tongue kissing her clit deeply and passionately. 
 

“Oh shit! Oooweee! Yesss! Yesss!” Juicy screamed. 
 

Tatiana lifts her head up and Kandy-Cola did the same, their lips met. Tatiana broke their embrace. 
 

“Bend that ass over.” Tatiana ordered. 
 

Kandy-Cola smiles with lust in her eyes as she bends over onto the table. Tatiana eases over to her leaving Juicy stuck in ecstasy with Shanelle between her legs. Tatiana pulls down Kandy-Cola’s white lace boy short panties and stood there stuck, looking at her amazing voluptuous ass that had a dragon tattoo on one butt cheek and a tiger on her right butt cheek. Kandy-Cola looked back at Tatiana. 
 

“So are you just going stare at it as if you don’t know what to do with it.” She said while letting her tongue travel across her lips. 
 

“No, I know what to do with that ass it’s just so damn perfect.” Tatiana said then slaps it and watches it shake. 
 

Then Kandy-Cola bounces it up and down like a stripper making her ass cheeks claps. Tatiana got on her knees and spreads Kandy-Cola’s voluptuous perfect ass cheeks apart and uses her index finger to play with her clit. The teasing sensation made Kandy-Cola’s pussy wet, soaking her fat thick pussy lips. Tatiana inserts two fingers inside Kandy-Cola’s   wet-box. 
 

“Ummm! Mmmm!” Kandy-Cola moans as Tatiana works her fingers back and forth and tapping the top walls of her vagina. 
 

“Mmmm! Shhhh…Shittt! You always know how to work my G-spot.” Kandy–Cola moaned while making a hissing sound as her juices drip from her wet-box. 
 

“Mmmm, is that so?” Tatiana replied as she slowly sticks out her tongue and lets it travel from Kandy-Cola’s clit to her pussy hole, giving her nice long licks repeatedly. Then flicks her tongue up and down on her clit and then sucks it. 
 

“Damn!” Kandy-Cola moans as her facial expression twists up into pleasure as she bangs her fist on the table as Tatiana’s tongue slips inside her and she began to lick the sensitive walls of her vagina. 
 

“Fuck me!” Kandy-Cola screamed while biting her bottom lip. 
 

She arches her back and sticks her butt out even more as Tatiana devours her slowly from her pussy hole to her clit.  She tongue kisses Kandy-Cola’s asshole then stuck her tongue inside it, fucking her with it as her fingers work faster and harder inside her, hitting her spot. 
 

”Ahhhh! Mmmm!” Kandy-Cola screams in ecstasy as cum rushes out of her and her body quivers and jerks. 
 

“Damn Tatiana.” She moans, out of breath and could hear slurping sounds echo through the room as Juicy switch places with Shanelle and had her sitting on the chair with her legs spread wide open and lift up pushed to her breast as Juicy tongue kisses her love box. 
 

She moans in joy with her facial expression balled up as she watches a long string of saliva mixed with cum hang from Juicy’s bottom lip as she pulls away. The sight of it only made Shanelle wetter making her pussy leak juices, soaking the chair then dripping into Juicy’s mouth and down her breast as she took her clit into her mouth once more. 
 

“Ayyye! Ayyye! Ohhhh! Yesss! Fuck yesss!” Shanelle screams as she had an orgasm and climaxed for the third time. 
 

Two hours later all four women laid on the dining room floor out of breath with their pussy’s soaking wet from cumin more times than they could count. 
 

“Oh shit I’m late for work!” Juicy said while easing off the floor. Tatiana bust out laughing along with Kandy-Cola and Shanelle. 
 

“If you quit your 9 to 5 damn job and get money like the rest of us you wouldn’t worry about being late or not, because a nigga going to pay for your time, but you can’t front this was worth your ass being late wasn’t it?” Tatiana said. 
 

“Whatever!” Juicy replied with a smile on her face as she ran naked up the stairs to the shower. 
 

“That woman will never open her eyes and see the power she has between her legs.” Kandy-Cola said. 
 

“Oh she will, I’ll make sure of it. Just give it sometime.” Tatiana replied as Shanelle and Kandy-Cola lay on top of her and she played in their hair.
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 4
 

Kandy-Cola steps out of the Far Rockaway Houses dressed in an all-white tight fitted Chanel shirt that did little to hide her perky ‘DD’ breast and a pair of all white Givenchy jeans that hugged her hips and ass and black Jimmy Choo high heels that had white stubs on the sides of them. She walks to her white 2009 Range Rover truck that was parked on the street. 
 

“Cola!” 
 

Kandy-Cola stopped dead in her tracks as she heard someone call out her name. 
 

“Schmmp!” Kandy-Cola sucks her teeth, because she had recognized the voice right away. She stomps her foot and turns around to face a jade green color Hummer truck with the passenger window rolled down. 
 

“What do you want Roger?” She shouted while snapping her finger.  
 

Roger adjusts his seeing glasses on his face. 
 

“Why haven’t you answered any of my calls?” Cola you already know what I want. It’s you baby.” Roger replied. 
 

“Listen Roger, I don’t have time for this, I have moves to make and things to do.” Kandy-Cola shouted with her hands on her hips. 
 

“That’s how you’re going to treat me after all I did for you?” Roger shouted back. 
 

Kandy-Cola knew where the conversation was heading and didn’t want everybody in the street in her business. She opens the Hummer’s passenger side door and steps inside and sat down, then rolls up the window. 
 

“What the fuck is your problem? You’re not my man, for me to be reporting too. I don’t need you popping up in front of my house with your loud ass mouth spreading my business.” Kandy-Cola said while looking him in the eyes. 
 

She had to admit to herself that he was a sexy and handsome man in his three piece suit. He had a dark gray, brown skinned complexion that seemed to glow, and had shiny wavy hair and a well-trimmed beard and goat-t.  
 

“Cola stop treating me like one of your damn groupies or a fan from Facebook or Twitter, it’s me. We been dealing with each other for six years before you got all conceited and thinking you’re too good for me or feel like rappers, singers and entertainers are worth your time. They’re only using you for your body, that’s it! But I love you no matter what.”  Roger said sincerely. 
 

“Roger, I told your ass I’ll make time for you when I can and don’t be showing up to my house uninvited or you might see something that will break that little heart of yours.” Kandy-Cola said as she prepares to get out the truck. 
 

Roger grabs her by the arm stopping her. 
 

“I can’t believe you’re doing this to us. I‘ve been here for you from day one. I got you that damn Ranger Rover you’re driving. I pay for the car notes and invested over $60,000 into you alone and you’re trying to play me. I fucking made you!” Roger shouted with spit flying out of his mouth onto his suit. 
 

Kandy-Cola yanked away, freeing herself from his grip on her arm. 
 

“Let’s get a few things straight. Last I checked, God and my mother made me and gave me life, yes you may have gotten the truck for me and the loan in your name but the tittle and paper work to the truck is in my name and I don’t need you to pay the note you choose too, I got this.” Kandy-Cola said sarcastically. 
 

“Cola I didn’t mean it like that or to upset you.” Roger pleaded. 
 

Hold up I’m not done speaking, you spend on me is nothing compared to what all the ballers in the entertainment industry throw my way and if you was a real man you wouldn’t have a loan out for my truck you would’ve paid for it straight up!” Kandy-Cola shouted and steps out the Hummer and slams the door, then unlocks her Ranger Rover and hops in. 
 

“Cola I didn’t mean it like that. I just need to spend time with you. I love and miss you.” Roger stated. 
 

Kandy-Cola rolls down her driver’s side window as she starts her truck to pull off. She grabs her Channel sunglasses off the passenger’s seat and puts them on and stares at him with a disgusting look on her face.  
 

“When you’re done acting the fuck up and ready to listen and only come when I call you and you’re ready to spend some real money on me, then we can spend time together.” Kandy-Cola said. 
 

“Wait Cola, let me take you shopping!” Roger shouted. 
 

Kandy-Cola steps on her breaks, looks at Roger, and a smile spreads across her face. 
 

“So how much you’re trying to spend on me?” She replied. 
 

“I’ll say $6,000, a little more. Or until my Chase Credit Card is maxed out.” Roger replied. 
 

Kandy-Cola checks the diamond studded watch on her wrist that read 10:00 a.m. 
 

‘Damn I have to meet Casino-Rich, but he’s not even up yet. I was just going to surprise him and work him over and get what I want, but six thousand is chump change, but what bitch will be foolish enough to turn down a free shopping spree.’ Kandy-Cola thought to herself. 
 

“Okay I’m down, but don’t think you’re going to get any pussy just because you’re blowing a little bit of money on me and you have to drop me back off at my house as soon as we’re done. Is that clear?” Kandy-Cola said as she rolled up her window and steps out her truck, hitting the alarm behind herself and hops in the passenger seat of the jade green Hummer. 
 

“You have my word Cola. I’ll follow your rules baby.” Roger replied while smiling like the cat that swallowed the canary as he pulls off heading out of Queens to Fifth Avenue in Manhattan. 
 

After spending four thousand dollars in the Gucci store and another five thousand in the Louis Vuitton store. Kandy-Cola then maxes out the last two thousand on Roger’s credit card in H&M on shirts and blouses and some jeans. She figures she would mix some of the designer labels with the others to give it her own twist. 
 

Kandy-Cola’s teeth were sunk deep into the pillow with her face down and her ass up in the air. 
 

‘Damn how the hell did I let myself end back up at his place, and in the Bronx at that. Damn, I might as well get my nut and let him get his shit off it’s the least I can do for him taking me shopping and me maxing out his credit card.’ She thought to herself. 
 

“Mmmm…yes.”  She moaned into the pillow with each stroke he gave her. 
 

He caresses her back with his hands, then makes his way to her voluptuous ass and slaps it repeatedly, watching the tattoo of the red and purple dragon shake. 
 

“Shhh… Yes shit! Mmmm! Ohhh fuck! Stick it in my ass! Fuck me in my ass!” She shouted while lifting her head up from the pillow and looks back at him. 
 

‘Damn even though he don’t have no real money, I can’t even front he’s sexy as hell.’ Kandy-Cola thought to herself as she stares at Roger’s brown skin complexion and slim muscled up body. 
 

Sweat drips down from his forehead and splashes onto her ass cheeks. Roger pulls out his seven inch soaking dick from her sweet juices and jerks it back and forth. He then taps the head of it onto each ass cheeks. 
 

“How bad do you want it? Beg for it.”  He said through clenched teeth. 
 

“Damn baby stop! Don’t play with me!  Fuck this tight asshole.” Kandy-Cola moans in lust while winding her hips and pressing her ass against his pelvis area. 
 

“You want this dick don’t you?” Roger teases as he puts the tip of his dick in her vagina and pulls it out repeatedly, sending a sweet chill through her body, making her pussy throb and jump. 
 

“Roger, stop fucking playing with me, alright! Fuck it I’m out of here, and will go find someone who could do it right!” Kandy-Cola shouted and got out of the doggy style position and off the bed, while pouting. 
 

“Shut up! You know I hate when you talk like that!” Roger shouted and grabs her by the arm tightly. 
 

“Roger get the hell off of me, your time is up! You played with the pussy instead of handling your business like a real man. I got shit to do and money to chase!” Kandy-Cola shouted. 
 

“Is that all you think about and care about is money?” Roger yelled. 
 

“What the fuck else is there to care about. What? I should be a sucker for love like your punk ass!” Kandy–Cola said sarcastically with a sick smirk on her face. 
 

Roger’s facial expression tightens up in anger as he grabs her by her hair. 
 

“Ahhh!” She screams as he tosses her hard back onto the bed. 
 

“What the fuck are you doing?” She screams as he forces her flat onto her stomach, then she felt her thick voluptuous butt cheeks being spread wide open. 
 

She wiggles and squirms to get free of his grip. Then he holds open her ass cheeks and she stops moving as she felt his warm soft tongue, gently traveling from her clit to her pussy hole. 
 

“Mmmm, shiit! No stop! What are you doing?” She moans in a lustful tone as the touch of his tongue excited her and sent a sweet teasing sensation through her body. 
 

The sweet taste of her lingers in his mouth as he French kisses her clit while sucking on it, then let’s the tip of his tongue flick up and down. 
 

“Shiiit! Damn baby, fuck! That’s what I’m talking about, handle your business.” She moans while making a hissing sound. 
 

Roger’s tongue slowly inches its way to her anus. He licks around it in a circular motion. 
 

“Mmmm!” He moans with her as he inserts his tongue deep into her asshole. 
 

“Ohhh! Ohhh! Ooowee!” She moans as his tongue went in and out of her asshole while he played with her clit hen sticks two fingers inside her wet pussy. 
 

The mixture of sensations drove her into ecstasy as she climaxes onto his fingers. 
 

“Damn baby, fuck me! Fuck me!” She screamed. 
 

Roger pulls his fingers out of her wet-box and tongue out her ass. He uses the back of his forearm to wipe her sweet juices from his mouth and chin. He spits onto the palm of his hand and rubs it on the tip of his dick then climbs on top of her. Kandy-Cola winds her hips at the feeling of her body press against his. His hands spread her ass cheeks even wider as he slowly works his dick inside her ass. 
 

“Mmmm! Shhh…Shiiit! Yes! Yesss like that!” She moans as he works the head of his dick deeper inside her then pushes himself all the way deep inside her. 
 

“Ahhh! Ahhh! Fuck yes!” She screams as he grinds his hips left to right then in a circular motion, while inside her teasing and pleasing her at the same time. 
 

“Is this what you wanted?” Roger yelled while sticking two fingers in her opened mouth. 
 

“Mmmm, yes! Yesss!” She moaned as he pounds deeper and harder with long strokes while still grinding from right to left. 
 

He sticks his fingers more into her mouth and pulls her cheek to the side. 
 

“Ahhh! Ahhh! Ahhh! Yes! I’m cumin! I’m fucking cumin!” Kandy-Cola shouted as she climaxes twice. 
 

Roger bit down on his bottom lip as he thrusts in and out of her even faster and harder. 
 

“Ugghhh!” He groans as he releases all his semen inside her asshole. 
 

He pulls out and lay next to her out of breath, breathing hard with his body covered in sweat. He turns his head and looks at Kandy-Cola’s beautiful face. She was what any man could ever dream of sexy, intelligent and great in bed. 
 

“I love you.” He said meaning it then turns his head and closes his eyes. 
 

He couldn’t help but feel the vibration of her heart beating. 
 

“Give me a second and I’ll be ready for round two.” He mumbled then felt the weight of the bed shift. 
 

Roger quickly opens his eyes and turns his head back over to see Kandy-Cola standing there stuffing her thong in her purse then wiggling back into her jeans and shirt. 
 

“Wait! Wait! What are you doing?” I’m not even done yet.” Roger stated. 
 

Kandy-Cola looks at him while raising her right eye brow and twists up her top lip to the side. 
 

“And whose problem is that, because it sure the hell isn’t mines? I told you I got things to do and people to see.” Kandy-Cola replied while sliding on her Jimmy Choo heels. 
 

“You mean you got people to do, mostly rappers and money you trying see.” Roger spit back with an attitude. 
 

“See you men are all the same, you give a nigga an inch he wants to try and take a yard. Take it how you want to, I can care less, but get your ass up and dressed and take me back home to Far Rockaway.” Kandy-Cola said while holding her hips and not caring how he was feeling for the moment. 
 

‘This fool thinks that just because he spent ten thousand dollars on me he can keep me here all day.  I got bigger fish to catch and better shit to do with my time, then to spend it with someone with a credit card limit.’ Kandy-Cola thought to herself and giggles out loud. 
 

“Oh you think this shit is funny, you came like three times and I only came once so I’m not taking you home!” Roger shouted. 
 

“Hmm, do you really want to do this and play yourself? If you think you barely see me enough now what do you think is going to happen if you keep acting like a spoiled child? Man up, and don’t act like a lame it’s not your style boo, and it doesn’t look good on you.” Kandy-Cola said while twisting her head like a chicken head hood chick. 
 

“Schmmp!” Roger sucks his teeth and pops off the bed and gets dressed while frustrated, then stomps out the front door of his apartment with Kandy-Cola following behind him and laughs devilishly as she walks out his apartment building to his Hummer truck and gets in.
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 5
 

Juicy sat in her sisters gray s430 Mercedes Benz, nervously wondering how her world got turned upside down.  
 

“You need to stop acting so damn scared Juicy; it’s just a few dates not that big of a deal.” Tatiana said while pulling up to a large house in Greatneck Long Island. 
 

“You been trying to get me to do dates as long as I can remember, this shit isn’t for me Tatiana.” Juicy stated while folding her arms with an attitude. 
 

“Listen sister, you need to get with the program. You lost your damn job today from being late and a damn co-worker stole some money out the store in Rockefeller Center and your ass got the blame. You’re lucky you’re not locked up right now. Juicy we have bills and a mortgage to pay and food to buy and you’re the only one short on their share of money Juicy. So stop fucking complaining and let’s get this money. You will be just fine.” Tatiana said as she steps out the car and straightens the tight fitted dress she had on and fixes her fourteen inch weave then proceeds to walk to the front door of the large house. 
 

Before she gets to the front door to ring the bell it opens up. A Caucasian man in his late 40’s with blonde and gray hair stood there with a Kool-Aid smile on his face, behind him stood a woman with brunet hair. From the little lines by the corner of her eyes you could tell she was close to his age or older, she had on a tan strapless dress. 
 

“Tatiana, come in. You did bring your friend right?” The man asked while continuing to grin. 
 

“Yes she’s in the car, she’s just a little shy this is her first real date.” Tatiana replied. J
 

Juicy puts her hands on her chest, her heart felt as if it wanted to break free and bust out of her chest from beating so hard and fast. She pulls out her phone from her pink Coach purse and called her best friend Marvin, who picks up on the first ring. 
 

“What’s good Juicy booty?” He said in his deep bass voice that seems to always travel through her body to her clit and gives her chills. 
 

Juicy knew Marvin for seven years. He was a light skinned complexion with a slim built body and wore glasses, but yet a handsome man.  She called him a hermit and a square dude that was into his books and had no bad boy thug side to him at all, unlike the men she and her friends were more attracted too. She had slept with him a few times but it was nothing serious to her, she valued their friendship more. 
 

“Juicy are you okay, you haven’t said nothing since you got on the phone, what’s going on? You only really call when you’re in trouble or want to talk my ear off. So which one is it?” Marvin asked. 
 

“Shut up! Stop acting like you know me so well!” Juicy replied. 
 

“But I do know you well. I bet you got pink on right now and your pink purse.” Marvin said while laughing. 
 

Juicy looks down at her chest at her pink dress she had on. 
 

“Well that’s not the point why I’m calling you. I’m petrified right now.”  Juicy replied. 
 

“Why, what’s going on?” Marvin asked. 
 

“Well, Tatiana dragged me along on this date. I lost my job this morning and have no way to come up with my part of the mortgage.” Juicy replied. 
 

Marvin stood quiet for a while before speaking then sighs. 
 

“You know she’s been trying to get you to do dates with her for years. Juicy just say no and go home. You’re not doing it.  Your ass is a freak not a hoe.” Marvin responded. 
 

“Juicy come on!” Tatiana shouted from the front doorway of the house. 
 

“I have to go Marvin, I need the money and I just wanted to give you the address if anything should happen to me. I’m in Greatneck Long Island I’ll text you the full address right now.” Juicy replied and hung up the phone and steps out the car. 
 

As she walks to the front door, where Tatiana was waiting, she text Marvin the house address. 
 

“Juicy this is Robert Miller and his wife Lynne.” Tatiana said as Juicy steps further into the house. 
 

Juicy looks at the overweight Caucasian man and his wife as they smile at her as if she was a meal they was about to devour. 
 

“Ummm, you have a very nice home.” Juicy said nervously while still looking around the house, to avoid eye contact with them. 
 

“There’s no reason to be shy.” Robert said. 
 

“Now come on and follow us.” Lynne said as she leads Tatiana and Juicy upstairs. 
 

Juicy studies everything as her heart races. She noticed the first room she passed was the master bedroom that the married couple slept in. Lynne opens a door on the left side of the hallway. The room was dark with a red dimmed light in the room. There were four chains on the far side of the wall and all kinds of sex toys on a small table. There were paddles that were different shapes and sizes, whips, dildos, strap-on dildos, nipple pickers and dick clamp. 
 

“Okay, you go change while my wife and I get ready.” Robert said and left the room with Lynne by his side. 
 

“Change?” Juicy asked with a puzzled look on her face. 
 

“Yes we have to change and get into our role. These two are into some weird things, whatever you do, don’t fucking freak out, just go with the flow. They pay a lot of money to have their fetish satisfied.” Tatiana said as she drops her purse in the corner of the room and wiggles out of her black dress. 
 

Then she grabs an outfit that was hanging on a metal rack in the room. She passes it to Juicy, then grabs one for herself and slowly works her way into a full body, shiny, patent-leather body suit. 
 

“Zip me up Juicy booty.” Tatiana said with her back turned, calling Juicy by her nickname she had given her. 
 

Tatiana turns her head and could see that she was hesitating on doing anything. She hadn’t even begun to change her clothes. 
 

“Juicy, snap out of it, this is for our mortgage money, to keep a roof over our heads. You better not fuck this up bitch. Now zip me up and change your clothes.” 
 

Juicy took a deep breath and zips up the back of Tatiana’s patent-leather body suit then wiggles into her own outfit. Tatiana grabs a wooden paddle off the small table in the room and a long leather whip that she hands to Juicy as the Miller’s enter the room and shuts the door. Juicy didn’t know if she wanted to bust out laughing or if she should run pass them out the room. 
 

Robert was on his hands and knees with a leather face mask on, that had a zipper over the mouth part. He had on a dog like color with spikes around his neck that was connected to a chrome metal chain in Lynne’s hand. He was completely butt naked. The fat on his body hung out. The only thing that was slightly like clothing was a leather harness that ran across his chest and back. Mrs. Miller stood dressed in five inch red patent-leather heels with a tight matching red mini skirt, with a nipples bra. She also was wearing a black Brazilian hat on her head. 
 

“Let’s get started.” Tatiana said as she walks over to the couple seductively. 
 

She grabs the chain leash out of Lynne’s hand and bends over and swung hard with all her might with the paddle in her hand. 
 

“Ahhh! Ahhh!” Robert hollered in pain as the paddle smacked his bone cheek hard. 
 

“Shut the fuck up!” Tatiana shouted then slaps him on the ass once more with the paddle. 
 

“Ahhh! Ahhh!” Robert screams once more as his pale white butt cheeks turn red. 
 

“Now get up!” Tatiana ordered. 
 

He stood up as he was ordered to do and Tatiana leads him to the wall and cuffs his hands to it, with his back facing her. Juicy stood there speechless in shock, not knowing what the hell was going on.  
 

“Juicy, what in the fuck are you doing? Bring that bitch over here and cuff her to the fucking wall!” Tatiana shouted in a demanding tone. 
 

“Come with me to the wall Mrs. Miller.” Juicy said in a sweet voice that sounded innocent and childlike. 
 

Tatiana’s facial expression twisted up in disbelief. She stomps over to Juicy and Lynne. 
 

“You don’t talk to her like that! You have to treat this bitch like the shit piece of hoe she is! Like this!” Tatiana shouted then slaps fire out of Lynne. 
 

“Ahhh! Ahhh!” She screams in pain as her head twists from the blow. 
 

She then turns her head back and rubs her face then licks her lips in lust. 
 

“Now you smack her and then beat her with that whip in your hands on her back, ass and thighs. Try not to leave any marks on her face that can be noticed.”  Tatiana said. 
 

“Smack her, are you sure?” Juicy asks nervously. 
 

Tatiana tilts her head sideways and twists up her lips giving Juicy a look that read, bitch you better smack this woman before I knock your ass out. Juicy knew her sister all too well and could read her facial expression. 
 

‘Damn what have I gotten myself into? Tatiana is going to be pissed off at me if I mess this up. We need the mortgage money.’ Juicy thought to herself then pulls her arm back and slaps Lynen lightly on the face.  
 

“Harder!” Lynne screamed. 
 

Juicy could feel Tatiana’s eyes staring at her and felt them burning into her skull. Anger came over Juicy as she smacks Lynne twice with all her might. 
 

“Ahhh! Ahhh!” Lynne cried out in pain. 
 

“That’s right! Teach that cunt a lesson!” Tatiana shouted with a smile on her face as Juicy starts beating Lynne with the horse whip on her thigh. 
 

“Ahhhhh! Ahhhhh! Yes! I love it!” Lynne screams in pleasure and pain. 
 

“Get your ass over to the fucking wall!” Juicy shouted, doing her best to act like her big sister. 
 

While Lynne walks Juicy continues to whip her on the back and thighs until she was against the wall and then she cuffs her hands chaining her to it. 
 

“You both have been very bad and we’re going to punish you real good!” Tatiana shouted then looks at Juicy giving her the signal to continue beating Lynne. 
 

With each blow to Mrs. and Mr. Miller’s back and ass from the paddle and whip their bodies went into ecstasy. The pain brought a great joy and teasing sensation like no other. 
 

“You fucking like that that, don’t you?” Tatiana shouted. 
 

“Yes.” Mr. Robert hollered as his dick got harder and he came on the wall. 
 

“Their fucking enjoying this too much but I got something for them.” Tatiana said as she walks back over to the small round table filled with different kinds of sex toys. 
 

She grabs two pairs of nipple pickers, then two strap-on nine inch thick dildos and walks back over and passed one to Juicy. 
 

“What am I supposed to with this?” Juicy asks with a confused look on her face. 
 

Tatiana stares at her with a look that said bitch you can’t be that stupid. 
 

“Fuck that cunt!” Tatiana shouted as she digs in her purse that was resting on the floor in the corner of the room and pulls out a bottle of KY hot and sweet jelly. 
 

She tightens the strap on around her pelvis area and lubes up the nine inch black dildo. Then she spreads Robert’s butt cheeks and inserts the tip of the dildo inside his rectum. She works it in and out. 
 

“Ugghhh!” Robert groans in joy as Tatiana went deeper and deeper. 
 

He arches his back while holding the wall that he was handcuffed to. Tatiana reaches her hand around his fat shaking stomach and grabs his four inch hard pink dick. She jerks it off as she thrusts in and out of his asshole. 
 

“Ohhh! Ahhh!! Yesss! I’ve been so bad!” Robert screamed as a tear ran down the side of his face. 
 

‘What in the hell did I step into?’ Juicy asks herself as she watched Tatiana dick down Mr. Miller as if she was a man. 
 

“I might as well follow her lead.” Juicy said out loud as she turns her head to see Mrs. Miller sticking her old wrinkle pile ass up in the air with her palms flat on the wall. 
 

Juicy shook her head in disgust and ties the strap-on dildo around her pelvis area then walks over next to Tatiana and picks up the bottle of KY-Jelly that was on the floor. She lubes up the thick dildo then walks back over to Mrs. Miller and grabs her waist and slowly inserts the dildo inside her vagina. Juicy tries to hide the feeling of disgust on her face. 
 

“Harder! Harder! I’ve been bad!” Mrs. Miller shouted. 
 

Juicy’s facial expression tightens as anger builds up inside her body as she thrusts in and out of Mrs. Miller like a mad woman, while smacking her on her thighs and ass cheeks. 
 

“Yes! Yes! Oh my God yes! I’m cumin!”  Mrs. Miller hollered as her body went into a convulsion and starts to shake as she climaxes. 
 

Two hours later Tatiana and Juicy had fucked the Millers in every sexual position they could think of with the strap-on dildos. 
 

They sat in Tatiana’s grey Mercedes Benz counting their money while still sitting in front of the house. 
 

“See bitch didn’t I tell you that it would be easy. Look for two hours of work we made $1,500 apiece, and two hundred dollars tip.” Tatiana stated then puts her money in her purse. 
 

“Yea, but that was some crazy shit, on some S&M mess. I never knew people could really like things like that and an older white couple at that.” Juicy replied.  
 

“Trick please, most of my dates are Caucasian people. They spend the most money and are into fetish and S&M, but all the dates we have won’t be that easy and some will be freakier.” Tatiana said as she started up the car. 
 

“So we’re going home now, right?” Juicy asks in a childlike manner. 
 

“Bitch please we’re just getting started the day and night is still young.” Tatiana replied as she pulls off. 
 

“Why? We made more than enough money for our cut of the mortgage, we got seventeen hundred apiece. I don’t get paid this much in three weeks.” Juicy replied. 
 

“There’s way more money to make and we’re going to get it all. What’s in our purses is chump change to me.” Tatiana said as she stops at a red light and picks up a half smoked blunt of weed in her ashtray and sparks it up. 
 

She took a few pulls and inhales deeply and looks at Juicy in her pink dress and gets turned on as she stares at her thick thighs. She leans over and pulls Juicy’s face towards her and softly and deeply kisses her lips. Their tongues danced in each other’s mouths as Juicy lets out a slight moan. 
 

‘Beep!’ ‘Beep!’ The sound of a loud horn could be heard coming from the car behind them, broke their embrace. 
 

“Shut the fuck up!” Tatiana stuck her head out the driver’s side window and shouted, then looks up to see that the light had turned green. She steps on the accelerator and pulls off.                                                                   
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 6
 

Across the street parked in a green 2002 Lincoln was a man watching Tatiana and Juicy pull off. He had been sitting in the car stalking them for two hours. Rage and anger consumed his body and showed on his face as his imagination played tricks on him and he pictures what kind of freaky things Juicy and Tatiana had done in the Millers house. He steps out the car and looks both ways making sure none of the neighbors was outside or looking out their windows as he made his way to the huge house. He raises his hand to knocks on the front door, but something told him to twist the door knob instead. A wicked grin spread across his face, when the front door opens right up. 
 

‘Damn crazy ass white people never believe in locking their doors.  Always feeling so safe in their upper class neighborhood, but always wants someone from my hood to take care of their sexual needs.’ The man said out loud to his self as he steps into the house then shuts the door behind himself.  
 

The house was completely silent except from the loud moaning and smacking sounds, that was coming from upstairs, his hand touched the smooth cherry wood rail that he guessed cost a fortune, as he slowly creeps up the stairs and continues to follow the sound of moaning and smacking, to reach a door down the hallway on the left with a dim red light shining through the crack of the door. He cautiously pushes open the door and couldn’t believe his eyes. Mr. Miller was bent over on the floor with a black leather sex mask on his face that had a zipper on the mouth area, the zipper was wide open, leaving Mr. Miller’s pink lips poking out as he hollered and screamed in ecstasy. Around his neck was a dog collar with metal spikes on it. Connected to his balls and dick and nipples were long chrome thin wires that lead to some kind of device in Mrs. Miller’s hands. Every time she pressed the little green button that sent 500 electric volts through the wires that were attached to Mr. Miller’s body. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Shit, fuck yes! I’ve been bad, so bad!” Mr. Miller hollered. 
 

Mrs. Lynne smacks him on his old sagging wrinkled ass that was now bright red with paddle marks. She presses the button repeatedly while beating him silly with the paddle. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! I’ve been bad!” He screams as he urinates on the wooden floor. 
 

“Yes you’ve been a bad dog!” Mrs. Miller shouted. 
 

The man at the doorway had seen more than enough. He pulls out a yellow box cutter then pushes the razor blade up. Then he opens the door wider and walks in sneaking up on Mrs. and Mr. Miller. He accidently steps on a bottle of KY-Jelly that let out a loud squirting sound as it splashes onto the floor. Mrs. Miller turns around and sees the intruder and screams. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Her screams and cries were cut short by the man as he runs toward her taking her to the ground knocking the air out of her lungs. 
 

Mr. Miller was still in the doggy style position. When he turned his head and sees his wife knocked down on the floor and a brown skinned man on top of her repeatedly punching her in the face. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Mrs. Miller screamed at the top of her lungs when she caught her breath. 
 

“Uggaa!” She then made a gagging sound as the razor from the box cutter went across her neck three times splitting it open. 
 

“Uggaa!” She gasps for air then tries to hold her neck as blood gushes out and pours onto the floor like a running water hose. 
 

“Lynne!” Mr. Miller shouted. 
 

Before he could get up straight to stand up, the brown skin man jumps off of Mrs. Miller and ran over and kicks Mr. Miller in the ribs as if he was kicking a football into a field goal. 
 

“Uggaa!” Mr. Miller grunted in pain as his fat stomach jiggles and he rolls over to the side on the floor. 
 

The brown skinned man scans the room real quick and sees all the sex toys on a table on the far side of the room. He ran over to the table and grabs the long wooden paddle that was covered in black leather that had tiny metal spikes on it. 
 

“Damn, you people are sick!”  He said as he took a practice swing with the paddle then he looks at Mrs. Miller to see that she was still alive, her body was still going into convulsions as it buckle and shake up and down like a wet fish out of water. Somehow she had managed to slow down the blood from pouring out of her neck by wrapping both her hands tightly around the open wounds. The man looks back at Mr. Miller wobbling around groaning in pain on the floor. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ohhhh! Uggaa!” he grunted. 
 

The Stalker raises the wooden paddle that was covered in leather with tiny metal spikes on it and came down with all his might repeatedly on his chest and stomach then thighs. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Mr. Miller hollered in pain as the tiny metal spikes on the paddle rips into his skin, opening up little holes all over Mr. Miller’s body. 
 

“Stop! Please stop! No! Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” He screams as the paddle crashes into his face, then chest. 
 

The small metal spikes got stuck in the fat on Mr. Miller’s stomach. The Stalker tries to pull it out but couldn’t. He yanks as hard as he could making the spikes that was stuck in Mr. Miller’s stomach rip away a larger chunk of flesh. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh! No! Why are you doing this to us?” Mr. Miller cried out in a weak voice as the paddle came crashing down on his nose, breaking it and then comes down on his dick. 
 

“You’re fucking freaks!” The Stalker shouted then gains his composure as he realizes he was now covered in blood and Mr. Miller was barely moving. 
 

Mrs. Miller’s body was still flopping around like a fish as she held her neck with her eyes wide open watching the brutal assault of her husband in horror. The Stalker looks at the dying couple one more time then bends down and unzips the leather sex mask on Mr. Miller and removes it from his face then took off the dog collar off his neck. 
 

“Noooo, please no more! Call the ambulance, save my wife please.” Mr. Miller begged as he coughs up blood. 
 

All his ribs were cracked and the tiny metal spikes on the paddle had ripped tiny holes through his whole body and tore chunks of flesh of his stomach and arms leaking blood everywhere. The Stalker walks out of the room and down the hallway and found a bathroom. He walks to the sink and turns on the cold water. 
 

‘What the fuck have I done?  Why did I do this?’  The Stalker said out loud to himself as he splashes cold water on his face.  
 

‘I did it for them.’ He said out loud then looks at the leather sex mask in his hand along with the dog collar with spikes on it. 
 

Inside of the mask it was covered with thick red sticky blood from when he was beating Mr. Miller in the face with the paddle. The cold water sent chills through the Stalker’s body as he held the mask under the running water rinsing away the blood. He then wipes it on his jeans drying it off. He stares at the mask for a moment then slowly puts it on, zipping the back of it shut, making it lock onto his face. The Stalker stares at his self in the mirror, slightly leaning his neck from side to side. 
 

‘Hmmm I’m missing something.’ He said out loud to himself then ties the dog collar with the spikes around his neck then zips close the zipper on the mouth piece on the leather sex mask. ‘Perfect.’ He thought to himself as his eyes open up wide like a maniac, crazy dope fiend bum you would see on the streets. 
 

“Agghhh! Ahhhh! Ugghhh!” Moaning sounds snap him out his trance. 
 

He stops looking at himself in the mirror and walks back down the hallway to the sex room. To his surprise the Millers were very much still alive and moving around. 
 

“You fucking weirdo’s like pain huh?” The Stalker shouted as he picks the small electric Taser that was connected to Mr. Miller’s body parts through wires, until the Stalker beat the clip off that was connected to him. 
 

The Stalker unzips his zipper and pulls out his dick.  
 

“Mmmm!” He moaned as a stream of pee came flowing out of him and onto the Millers who looked at him with terror in their eyes. 
 

The Stalker puts his dick away and zips up his zipper then turns the volts on the electric Taser to high and spreads the wires connected to it out on their bodies. 
 

“You two are fucking weird. Do you know what happens when you mix any wet fluids with electricity? No, I’ll show you.” The Stalker said and pushes the green button. 
 

“Noooo! Ahhhh!” Mrs. Miller screamed the best she could, and lets go of her neck, letting the blood from the wound in her neck flow out as her body flops up and down. 
 

She turns her head and looks at her husband before her eye’s popped out of her eye sockets, then burst like grapes being stepped on.  
 

“Noooo! Lynne!”  Mr. Miller shouted as white foam came out the side of his mouth and the image of his eye balls exploding played over and over in his head as the 500 volts travel through his body. 
 

“See your ass is fat, it’s going take longer for you to die. Die you little fat piggy.”  The Stalker said then sniffs the air. 
 

‘It smells like bacon or burnt chicken.’ The Stalker said out loud to his self then turns up the voltage on the Taser. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ughhhaa!” Mr. Miller hollered as his skin cooks and bubbles up turning bright red and black as white form and puss comes out his eyes and mouth when he finally  stop moving. 
 

The Stalker smiled, but it couldn’t be seen because the leather sex masks mouth piece was zipped closed. The Stalker left the room and house satisfied of what he had done, taking the electric Taser, the eighteen inch paddle covered in tiny spikes and hops into his car and pullsoff.

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 7
 

‘Damn I really don’t have time to get too much done because of Roger’s slow ass trying to keep me even longer. I have real money to get, that little bit of credit card money he dished out wasn’t nothing but crumbs to a boss bitch like me.’  Kandy-Cola said out loud to herself as she ran the hot water in the bathroom sink and places her green wash cloth under it. 
 

‘I don’t even have the time to take a shower.  I guess a bird bath will have to do or a whore bath like my mother would call it. Hahahahaha!’ Kandy–Cola said and bust out laughing at her own joke then stops when she heard the new song, ‘Let Me See Your Ass Clap’, by Casino–Rich and Goonz Squad playing from the small digital radio that was on top of the bathroom mirror. 
 

She turns up the song then soaps up the washcloth and ran it across her vagina and ass, washing it the best she could while dancing. 
 

‘Don’t worry I’m going to make that ass clap for you real soon baby.
She said as if she was talking to Casino-Rich through the radio. 
 

She finishes up her bird bath then pulls her Mac makeup kit from inside the medicine cabinet on the wall. Her hand moves smoothly as she applies her eye shadow, then her blush and then some red lipstick. She quickly runs to her bedroom down the stairs on the first floor naked and sees Shanelle on the couch eating chips while watching music videos. 
 

“Where is your hooking ass going in such a rush?” Shanelle said while turning around on the couch looking at Kandy-Cola’s perfect thickly shaped body as she runs by. 
 

Kandy-Cola stops for a brief second and looks at Shanelle and shook her head.  
 

‘I love that skinny bitch, but she really needs to step her hustle game up. That abortion scam isn’t always going to cut it and it’s no real money anyway.’ Kandy-Cola thought to herself. 
 

“I’m going on a date with Casino–Rich then later to Club Imperial with him and his team.” Kandy-Cola said bragging. 
 

“Word, I just got done watching his new video with them sexy ass goon squad niggas.  Can I roll with you?” Shanelle replied. 
 

“Schmmp!” Kandy-Cola sucks her teeth. 
 

‘Shanelle’s a bad bitch but her little fat pregnant belly will fuck up my flow up and have Casino-Rich looking at me funny, like this is the type of chicks you hang with. That bitch is going to drop my stock value and right now my stock is to damn high. There isn’t a chick that has shit on me in this game.’ Kandy-Cola thought to herself.  
 

“Ummm, don’t you think your stomach is a little too big to be going clubbing. I don’t think they would even let you in, in your condition.” Kandy-Cola said with a sneaky smirk on her face. 
 

“What, I’m only two months and besides I’m heading to the chop shop and get an abortion tomorrow morning anyways.” Shanelle said defensively then stood up off the couch looking at Kandy-Cola. 
 

“Your skinny Shanelle, so you show a lot for two months. It looks as if you’re four months pregnant. Listen I don’t have time for this girl, I got moves to make.” Kandy-Cola said as she turns around and heads for her room. 
 

“Whatever bitch, you always think you’re better than everybody else because of your damn body. I’ll like to see what you’re going to do when that shit fades and gets fat and sloppy!” Shanelle shouted with her hands on her hips. 
 

“Yeah, yeah, I love you too heifer you can roll with me next time.” Kandy-Cola shouted from her room and shuts the door. 
 

Her motive for not wanting Shanelle to come with her was a complete lie. The truth was that she had only met Casino-Rich once at Club Perfections. They exchanged numbers and talked. Casino-Rich already knew who she was, her name rang bells as one bad ass women in New York City, and that she only dealt with real ballers, rappers, singers and producers. She had made her way half way through the music entertainment industry and they all had love for her but no one could seem to be able to lock her down and wife her. She would pull away when any of her relationships got to serious. The only one that was consistent in her life that she lets stay around for years was Roger.  Even knowing he was a hermit in her eyes, just a regular working man, but he was loyal. 
 

Kandy-Cola knew even though Shanelle was pregnant and slim, she gave off a natural sex appeal that put men and women into a trance and having a sexual relationship with her would blow any persons mind away. She knew how to work those big juicy lips of her. 
 

‘I can’t have that bitch around slowing up my flow, there’s already going to be enough groupies in the club. I have to put it on Casino and make him pussy whipped before I bring my girls around.’ Kandy-Cola said out loud to herself as she works her thick voluptuous Coca Cola bottle shape body into a red Louis Vuitton skin tight fitted dress then slips her feet in the four inch new Christian Louboutin, Red Bottom shoes she had used Roger’s credit card to buy earlier in the day. Last but not least, she grabs her black small purse. 
 

Shanelle watches Kandy-Cola walk right passed her in the living room and out the front door. Shanelle got off the couch and walks to the living room window and peeps through the curtains and watches Kandy-Cola’s white Range Rover start up and pull off the block. 
 

‘That bitch swears she’s the shit, but I’m going to switch my hustle and get on the same shit she be on. Kandy isn’t the only one that can pull a rapper or a singer.’ Shanelle thought to herself as she pulls out her iPhone and made a call. 
 

“Hello I need a cab at 224 Beach 60th Street. I’m going to Brooklyn.” Shanelle said then hung up the phone. 
 

Casino-Rich’s mansion had eight bedrooms and five bathrooms. It was a huge house in Port Washington, Long Island, New York by the ocean. It was just one of the many homes he owned. 
 

Casino-Rich was a fast up and coming rapper and just like his name was growing, so was his bank account. He was on every mixed tape, and if he wasn’t every artist wanted him on their remix. 
 

With his long dreaded hair and brown skinned complexion that was tatted up all over his body and catchy hooks on his songs, it wasn’t hard to tell why women loved him and his style. But the only woman on his mind was the famous Kandy-Cola. 
 

He took another pull of his blunt filled with sour diesel weed. He pulls back on the pool stick and hits the number seven ball into the left corner pocket of the red pool table. 
 

“I just can’t read her.” Casino-Rich said out loud. 
 

“That was random, who are you talking about?” His right hand man and leader of the Goonz Squad Alonzo asked. 
 

“Kandy-Cola, I can’t figure that chick out. Since the first night I met her, like she didn’t know or care who the fuck I am.” Casino-Rich replied while waiting for Alonzo to take his shot and stood there dazed thinking about Kandy-Cola. 
 

“Man fuck that stuck up bitch, we got pussy walking all through this house.” Alonzo said as he smacks the ass of a young Spanish woman wearing only a white thong and matching bra standing next to the pool table drinking Champagne and smoking a blunt. 
 

“We got chains on our necks that cost more than people’s homes a fleet of luxury cars and houses in different states. Why in the fuck are you worrying about Kandy-Cola? That bitch just has a banging body, that’s all.” Alonzo responded as three more sexy women walk into the game room only wearing panties and bras. 
 

The brown skinned one licks her lips and stared seductively at Casino-Rich. He looks at her turns his head and went back to playing pool. 
 

“Yo, you bitches go somewhere else. I’m trying to have a conversation with my man. There’s plenty of Goonz Squad rich niggas that would love to dick you down. So go and find one or two!” Casino-Rich shouted as he took his shot and misses the yellow number two pool ball. 
 

“Damn, pass me that blunt homie.” He ordered Alonzo. 
 

He took three pulls of the blunt packed with diesel weed. ‘Kandy-Cola is the one bad Bitch in New York. I have to grab her up. She only fucks with niggas getting that real paper and no one in the industry has been able to lock her down and wife her, but I will. Just watch and see.” Casino-Rich said. 
 

“Schmmp!” “Nigga you sound high, dumb or soft. Why in the hell would you want to wife that bitch that dealt with 40% of the entertainment industry?”  Alonzo stated. 
 

Casino-Rich drops his pool stick and walks over to Alonzo and slaps him three times in the blink of an eye. Alonzo backpedals with his facial expression balled up in anger and with his fist tightened and ready to swing. Casino-Rich pulls out the Glock 9mm that was on is waist and aims it at Alonzo’s forehead stopping him dead in his tracks. Alonzo froze just standing there with his hands up. 
 

“Yea nigga go ahead and flex if you want. I’ll lay you where you stand!” Casino-Rich shouted. 
 

The Spanish woman that was still in the room only wearing a thong and bra screams as she stares at the gun in Casino-Rich’s hand. 
 

“Ahhhh!” 
 

“Bitch shut up, and go in another room!” Casino-Rich shouted. The woman quickly made her way out of the room with tears running down her face.  
 

Alonzo tries to control his anger as he stared at Casino-Rich. 
 

‘Damn this nigga just slapped me and punks me like a bitch.’ Alonzo thought to himself as his pride ate away at him. 
 

A small voice in his head told him to reach for his own gun on his waist, but he knew better, unlike most rappers that fake like their gangsters and thugs. Casino-Rich and the 37 members of the Goonz Squad was the real thing. They started off in their hometown in Houston, Texas selling weight of bricks of cocaine and murdered many people along the way to the top. Then they invested the money into their rap company Goonz Squad Hustlers, with Casino-Rich’s catchy hooks and thug swag, they quickly got signed with Interscope Records in a month, breaking a deal worth millions and blows up in the rap scene. 
 

Alonzo was far from weak or a punk being that he was Casino-Rich’s right hand man and best friend, but wasn’t any fool and had seen Casino-Rich kill over less disrespect. 
 

“Alright! Alright! Just chill nigga, you know I didn’t mean anything by it. I love you like a brother.” Alonzo said copping the plea with both hands up. 
 

“I love you like a brother too but I will kill your ass where you stand and won’t think twice about it, don’t ever bite the hand that feed you. You’re supposed to kill any dog that do and watch your mouth next time.”  Casino-Rich said as he lowers his gun and puts it back on his waist then gives Alonzo a dap and a hug. 
 

Alonzo smiled but on the inside was burning up with rage. They broke their embrace as Casino-Rich’s personal bodyguard, D’Wes enters the room. 
 

D’Wes was three hundred pounds of muscle with a fat gut, a massive of a man. He was dressed in all black a tight t-shirt with black jeans with gun holsters around his shoulders. On his neck was a platinum Goonz Squad medallion. 
 

“Why are you two hugging like little girls and shit?” D’Wes said in his deep Barry White voice. 
 

“Shut the hell up!” Alonzo shouted. 
 

“Yeah, yeah, but anyway, there’s a young lady here that wants to see the boss.” D’Wes replied. 
 

“Man I don’t want to see none of those hoes, send her to one of the other rooms and let her groupie ass jump off with one of the other homies.” Casino-Rich responded. 
 

“Oh I have a feeling you want to see this one Boss.” D’Wes said with a huge grin on his face as he steps his massive body to the side and Kandy-Cola walks in wearing an all red Louis Vuitton dress with the matching shoes that hugged every curve on her body. 
 

Casino-Rich and Alonzo along with D’Wes stared at her with their mouths open wide and lust in their eyes undressing her in their minds. Kandy-Cola had the most perfect body on a woman they ever laid eyes on, the shape of a goddess. Her waist line was slim with no fat on her stomach. Her hips and thighs poked out and her ass was voluptuous and perfect. The kind you would only see on a stripper and she had the perfect size ‘DD’ breast that set up nice and perky. She had a face of an angel with juicy luscious lips and light brown eyes that you can get lost in. 
 

“So you were just going to send me away like one of those groupies?” Kandy-Cola said with her hands on her hips standing there as if she was posing for a photo shoot. 
 

Casino-Rich stood there lost for words while still staring. 
 

“I guess I’ll go then because I’m far from being one of these hoes or being treated like one of these groupie bitches.” Kandy-Cola said as she spins around on her heels and starts walking, while her heels hit the brown hard wood floor her ass cheeks switch from left to right looking like two juicy soft basketballs. 
 

“No baby, hold up! I didn’t know it was you.” Casino-Rich said firmly finally speaking for the first time after snapping out of his daze of lust. 
 

Kandy-Cola kept walking right passed D’Wes and out the room and down the hallway. There was nothing she loved more than playing mind games with a man of power and making them work for it.  
 

D’Wes and Alonzo watched Casino-Rich chase after her, something he never did, but they both could understand why. 
 

‘Damn I must have been drunk in the club when we meet her she’s the baddest bitch I’ve ever seen in my damn life.’ Alonzo thought to himself. 
 

“Kandy, wait a minute, please!” Casino-Rich said while grabbing her arm. 
 

Kandy-Cola stops with her back turned to him and folded her arms. 
 

“Why should I stop? You’re not about to be disrespecting me or think you can treat me like one of your fucking groupies. Your ass is about to have a rude awakening if you think so!” She shouted. 
 

“Naw baby, I didn’t know it was you. I thought it was one of those bitches running around here. I want nothing to do with them so I send them to mess with my team. You been the only woman stuck in my mind since I met you in the club the other night.” Casino-Rich said as he turns her around to face him. 
 

‘Damn go down! Go down!’ He said to himself in his mind as he felt his dick becoming aroused growing and wanted to break free from his jeans as he stares at her face and his met her. 
 

‘Damn this nigga sexy with his long dreads and look at all the jewelry he has on. He’s feeding into my trap I got him wrapped around my finger already. It’s a matter of time before I’ll be milking him for everything I want.’ Kandy-Cola thought to herself. 
 

“You’re just trying to game me, I told you I was going to come over today so we can chill.” Kandy-Cola said while twisting up her facial expression. 
 

Casino-Rich couldn’t help but to find her attractive. 
 

“To keep it real with you Kandy, after you turned me down from not coming home with me the other night, I didn’t really think you would show up today, I gave you my number and address, you didn’t text or call sweetie.  Come here and let me make it up to you baby.” Casino-Rich said with a Kool-Aid smile on his face. 
 

Kandy-Cola couldn’t help but to smile back.  
 

“And how are you going to do that, if I may ask?” Kandy-Cola replied as Casino-Rich took her hand and lead her down the long hallway and up a spiral staircase. 
 

Music could be heard blasting and moans of different type of women could be heard from a few of the bedrooms they passed. 
 

“Do you always have your entourage stay with you?” Kandy-Cola asked sarcastically. 
 

“No, but I like to keep them close just in case something pops off, besides this house is really for them. I have a condo in Manhattan just for me that we will go to next time. So I won’t have my sexy wifey around these dudes.” Casino-Rich stated as they enter the west wing of the mansion that was much quieter. 
 

They stop at a large double door with gold trims on it and had the Goonz Squad logo of a pink diamond engraved on the door. He pushes open the room door and they enter the room. Kandy-Cola’s jaw drops. She had been around a lot of celebrities and was hard to impress, but had to admit to herself that she was impressed. 
 

The master bedroom was the size of most people apartments, and had a Jacuzzi hot tube in the middle of the room floor. Every trim on the walls and California King sized bed was made of 24 carat gold. Casino-Rich releases her hand and shuts the double doors behind them. 
 

“Ummm it just hit my brain, what do you mean your wifey or boo? When did I sign up for that job or title?” Kandy-Cola asked while holding her hips. 
 

“See, that’s what I like about you, any other woman will jump on the opportunity to be my woman or boo, but not you.” Casino-Rich replied. 
 

“Well I’m not just any woman and no one has been able to wife me because I haven’t let them. What makes you think you’re any different?” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“Because those dudes were weak, I’m a much stronger breed of a man and they was giving you chump change and act as if they was giving you the world. But I’m going to give you 50,000 every month and shower you with gifts that your heart desires.” Casino-Rich said as he walks to a white dresser with gold trim on it and opens a draw and pulls out a checkbook. 
 

“So what, I went from you treating me like a groupie bitch to now a prostitute?” Kandy-Cola said with her left eyebrow raised. 
 

“No baby, you’re no prostitute, I don’t even look at you like that, but let’s face it, you don’t deal with no broke niggas and I’m far from being broke and pussy cost to maintain. I’m just trying to maintain you baby. Do you feel me?”  Casino–Rich said as he walks over to her and opens the palm of his left hand to reveal a check for 50,000 in her name and a choke collar platinum chain with the Goonz Squad logo eagle with pink diamonds incrusted in it. 
 

“So are you in or out.” Casino-Rich stated. 
 

Kandy-Cola looks down into his hands and act as if she really needed to think about, but smiles inside. 
 

“I’m all in.” She replied while taking the check and putting it in her black small Louis Vuitton hand purse.  
 

Casino-Rich grins from ear to ear as he puts the platinum choke collar chain around her neck.  
 

“This means your mine and only mine. I will announce it tonight at Club Imperial, the radio stations will be there.” Casino-Rich said proud of himself to be the first and only man to lock down the famous Kandy-Cola. 
 

Kandy-Cola licks her lips seductively, while unzipping the back of her red dress and lets it drop to her ankles and steps out of it. Casino-Rich stood there stuck for the second time for that day. Her body looks even better with no clothes on and the fact she hadn’t worn any panties or bra turned him on even more, her ‘DD’ breast sat up perfect without a bra. Tattoos of paw prints ran down the right side of her tight, thick voluptuous body, screaming fuck me. She had the word Sex Goddess tatted under her stomach close to her pelvic area. 
 

“Damn! How you got all those thighs and ass with no stomach?” Casino-Rich asks while shaking his head and couldn’t believe his eyes. 
 

“I work out a lot, so are you going to just stand there looking at me or are you going come over here and fuck the shit out of me with my Red Bottom heels on?” Kandy-Cola asked seductively.
 

Casino-Rich wastes no time to work out of his jeans and boxers, setting free his eight inch dick then removes his shirt and tank top. Kandy-Cola looks at his chest, his stomach and arms all cover in tattoos and got moist immediately. She walks over to him seductively and drops to her knees. 
 

“Since you treat me right I’m going to treat you right.” She said as she wraps her juicy lips around the head of his dark brown dick and lets her tongue flick up and down on it. 
 

“Mmmm, damn shorty.” He moaned as his dick grew another inch from the warm wet sweet feeling of her mouth. 
 

He looks down at her as she works her magic deep throating his dick without choking and playing with his balls with her left hand. Gagging sounds mixed with her soft moans echo throughout the room. 
 

“Damn baby!” Casino-Rich groans as he held the back of her head. 
 

Spit drips out her mouth and down to his balls then to the floor. She works her head back and forth while twisting her head from side to side. 
 

“Damn, fuck!” Casino-Rich shouted with his eyes opened in disbelief. 
 

‘Out of all the women I’ve been with, no one has ever sucked my dick as good as this bitch is doing.’ Casino-Rich thought to his self then felt himself about to explode. 
 

Kandy-Cola sucked the tip of his dick then deep throat it and stops. 
 

“Wait why did you stop? I was just about to cum.” Casino-Rich said through clenched teeth frustrated. 
 

“I know and I don’t want you to waste any of that sweet cum yet.” She replied as she stood up straight and her high heels click on the hard wood floor. 
 

He watches her fat plump ass switch from side to side as she walks to the California King sized bed and bends over on it. She looks back at him while wiggling her ass up and down.  
 

“Come over here and fuck the shit out of me.” She moaned. 
 

Casino-Rich wasted no time he was at the bed behind her in two large steps. He grips her ass cheeks and spread them as he slowly works his way inside her moist wet pussy. 
 

“Oh God your so fucking tight! I love it!” He groaned as he gave her long deep slow strokes. 
 

“Choke me! Ayeee! Ohhh! Mmmm!” She screamed. 
 

His hand reaches around her neck and grips it and squeezes tightly, while picking up his pace. 
 

“Ugghhaa!” He groaned as he thrusts in and out of her while watching her perfect fat voluptuous ass shake. He smacks it. 
 

“Yesss! Oooweee! Oh God yes! Fuck me! I love it!” Kandy-Cola moans as she throws her ass back at him. 
 

“I want you to fuck me in my ass.” She said in a slutty tone causing Casino-Rich to stop thrusting in and out of her as his facial expression twists up in disgust.  
 

She turns her head and looks back at him and seen his face all balled up. 
 

“Come on don’t tell me you’re one of those fake ass men who don’t believe in anal sex.” She stated. 
 

“No I’m not, I’m just not in to anal sex I think it’s nasty and I’ve never done it before. My dick doesn’t belong in anyone’s asshole, that shit’s gay.” Casino-Rich responded. 
 

“Ugghhh, you sound like one of those slow ass niggas. How you don’t know you won’t like it, if you don’t try it.” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“It’s nasty, I’m not with it and I think its gay, plus I don’t want shit all over my dick.” Casino-Rich responded with his facial expression still twisted up.  
 

“You sound mad. You sound mad young and immature, I have needs, you said your my man now so it’s your job to for fill them all and if you don’t do it, I will find someone who will and won’t mind sticking their dick in this fat ass  and isn’t scared to get a little shit on their dick.” She said sarcastically then lays flat on the bed on her stomach and bounces her voluptuous ass, while sliding off her Red Bottom shoes. 
 

‘This bitch is trying to come at my manhood and then taking about giving my body away. Oh hell no she belongs to me.’ Casino-Rich thought to himself as he climbs on top of her. 
 

“What are you doing?  Kandy-Cola said and knew her manipulating skills had worked. “I told you there’s no need too I’ll find somebody else to do it.”  
 

“Ahhh! Damn! Shhiiit!” Her words were cut short as she felt the head of his dick working its way into her ass. 
 

“Damn, yes baby!” She moaned as she bites down into the pillow as he gave her long deep slow strokes, while holding his body up with the palm of his hands as if he was doing pushups. 
 

“You’re not going to give my body away! You belong to me now! Do you hear me?” Casino-Rich shouted through clenched teeth as he pounds in and out of her ass like a mad man. 
 

“Ayee!  Yesss! Ahhh! I hear you daddy, I belong to you!  Damn you’re fucking me so good!”  She screamed. 
 

“You better act like you know.” He said as he pulls out his dick, then man handles her, flipping her around on to her back and push her legs up to her breast. 
 

“I want to see your beautiful fucking face.” He said as he spits on the palm of his left hand and rubs it on to the tip of his penis while jerking it back and forth. 
 

He eases himself down and works himself back into her rectum. 
 

“Oh God yesss! Mmmm! Ahhh! Ahhh!” Kandy-Cola screams and moans with each thrust as they stared into each other’s eyes. 
 

“That’s right your mines now Kandy, you’re my woman!” Casino-Rich’s words were cut short as he stops talking when he felt Kandy-Cola hands spread his tight ass cheeks and stick the tip of her index finger into his anal.  
 

“What the fuck are you doing? Get your finger out my fucking ass before I knock you out!” Casino-Rich shouted and looks at her as if he was ready to rip her head off.  
 

“Stop it! I told you have needs and you have to fulfill them. Just go with the flow then tell me if you don’t like it baby.” She said while kissing his neck and chest seducing him. 
 

Their lips met and they kiss deeply and passionately, their tongues dance around in each other’s mouths. He slowly starts to grind his hips moving his dick all around inside her ass. 
 

“Ahhh! Mmmm!” She moans while their lips were still locked in a deep kiss. 
 

His facial expression balls up in pain as her index finger went deeper into his rectum. Soon Kandy-Cola’s finger was going in and out of his ass with ease, just as fast as he was thrusting in and out of her. 
 

“Oh shit baby! That shit feels fucking good! He groaned. 
 

“Yes daddy, yes it does! I’m cumin!” Kandy-Cola screamed at the top of her lungs as he pushes her legs even farther back some more to her head and pounds away furiously. 
 

“Ugghh, I’m cumin too!” He groaned as he releases a huge nut into her ass then collapsed on top of her. 
 

“See I told you that you would like it. I’m ready for more.” She said as she kisses his neck and felt his dick growing inside her and getting hard once. 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 8
 

“I’m done Tatiana. I don’t want to do any more dates.” Juicy said while sitting in the passenger’s seat of Tatiana’s Mercedes Benz crying with tears running down her cheeks. Can we just stop now? My pussy is sore after letting those three men run a train on me.” Juicy said. 
 

“Juicy stop your fucking crying. I told you the dates with the black dudes are a little worse and that your pussy would get a little sore. You can do a quick stop in a hotel room and soak, it’s nothing Epsom Salt and a douche can’t fix, that pussy will be tight and feel brand new and ready for actions to get more money.” Tatiana replied. 
 

“I don’t care Tatiana I’m tired and feel used up. I’m ready to go home, we made more than enough money.” Juicy replied while crying. 
 

“Listen, we have four more dates little sister, so you better shut up and get your act together and stop all that crying. I helped take care of you. It was me who finally called the cops so they can catch him in the act of raping us. It was me who testified when you were too scared to. It was me that made sure he got locked up for years to come so we can live a normal life and it was me that took care of you when mommy gave us to foster care to live in the system, because we got her man locked up, even though she should have went to jail as well. I don’t ever want to hear you tell me no after all I’ve done and do for you Juicy.” Tatiana said while staring at her sister.  
 

Juicy wipes her tears away and looks at Tatiana. 
 

“Whatever! Let’s just please get this night over with. She said with water in her eyes then pulls out her cell phone and began to text her best friend Marvin while Tatiana pulls off from the house they just came out of. 
 

“Yo, those bitches were some freaks. Especially the older one, the younger one looks like she wasn’t into that shit.” Jason said. 
 

He was the owner of the house in Jamaica, Queens where Tatiana and Juicy had just left from.  Tyrek, Jason, David and Russ were all best friends and on spring break from Long Island University. 
 

“Man we need to do this again and it didn’t even cost that much for us to run a train on them!” Russ said excitedly. 
 

“Yea I’m down with that.” Tyrek responded as they drink Grey Goose on ice. 
 

The Stalker watches Tatiana’s car pull off.  When he was sure they were gone, he grabs the soft leather face mask off the passenger’s side floor and puts it on zipping it up at the back then grabs the electric Taser and eighteen inch wooden paddle that was cover in black leather that had small metal spikes embedded on it. 
 

He steps out his car and looks both ways. The sky was turning dark and had a pinkish color as the sun was going down. He didn’t care that a few people stared at him from their car windows as they drove by. ‘They can’t see my fucking face anyway.’ The Stalker thought to his self as he walks up the stairs to the front door of the house Juicy and Tatiana had left from. 
 

“You never lie, word I want the same chicks to come by and freak off tomorrow night.” David said, speaking for the first time. 
 

“They didn’t even notice that we recorded the whole thing.” Jason said while setting up the mac book pro lap top to play the video he recorded. 
 

He pressed a button that transferred the image to the 42 inch flat screen T.V. in the living room. They all sat on the couch.  Moaning sounds boom from the loud T.V.  
 

“See, I told you that nigga David ate the older ones pussy and fucked her raw with no condom.” 
 

“Ewww, you’re a nasty ass nigga.” Tyrek said causing the other two men to bust out laughing. 
 

“Nigga don’t you know you should never fuck a prostitute without a condom. They take all kinds of dick from anyone, even your ugly fat ass. That’s their job.” Jason said while laughing. 
 

“Yo I can’t even front, my condom popped and I kept right on going inside the younger ones pussy.” Tyrek replied. 
 

Damn both of you niggas are nasty with dirty dicks.” Russ said speaking for the first time and went back to watching T.V. He could see Juicy’s facial expression balled up in pain while Tyrek and Jason took turns fucking her from the back doggy style. 
 

The sound of the doorbell, made all the men jump. 
 

“Yo Russ, go get the door it’s the pizza we ordered.” Jason said in a demanding tone. 
 

“Schmmp! Why I have to answer the door? I want to finish watching the video of those chicks too.” Russ responded. 
 

“Man just go answer the damn door, besides you have the shortest scenes out of all of us, your ass came in two minutes.” Jason said while laughing. 
 

Russ got off the couch and stomps off walking toward the front door. When he got there he looked through the small glass window that was in the middle of the wooden door.  
 

“Fellas you’re not going to believe this, but there’s some weird looking guy standing at the door with some kind of freaky leather mask on.” Russ shouted over the loud moans coming from the T.V. 
 

“Nigga just open the door, it’s probably Caden. I told him we were having some freaks over, but he made it here too late, that’s his lost. I was only willing to pay for an hour and half of their time!” Jason shouted. 
 

“I don’t know if it’s Caden.” Russ said as he felt a bad vibe while still looking through the small window on the door at the man standing there. 
 

He slowly opens the door. 
 

“Caden is that your weird ass?” He asked as he inches the door open some more. 
 

“Ummm.” The man in the doorway mumbles. 
 

Russ steps back to open the door fully and as soon as he did he wished he hadn’t. The Stalker raised his hand and placed the electric Taser onto Russ’ neck, sending 500 volts of electricity into his body. 
 

“Uggghhh!” Russ made a gagging sound as his body went into convulsions and shook back and forth while he was standing up. 
 

White foam came out his mouth, then his eye balls exploded oozing out red puss from his eyes sockets where his eyeball’s use to be. Russ tries to scream, but couldn’t as the electric volts stopped his heart. The Stalker caught Russ’ body as it was falling backwards and gently places him down on the floor being careful not to make a sound as he enters the house and shuts the front door.  
 

“Yo, I got the only damn bubbles in my gut. I’m going to take a shit. I’ll be right back.” Jason said while rubbing his stomach and getting up from the couch and walking out the living room. 
 

He walks up a flight of stairs. 
 

“I bet it was him who was passing gas stinking up the place for the past hour.”  Tyrek said while laughing and causing David to laugh as well, while they continue to sit on the couch watching the video of Juicy and Tatiana. 
 

The Stalker quietly steps deeper into the house with the leather paddle covered in metal spikes raised high. His eyes was opened wide with rage in them as he stops in his tracks and looks at the back of the two men’s heads that was sitting in front of him. His eyes wander to the T.V. were he could see one of the men taking turns fucking Tatiana while she gave the next one head. Then Juicy on her back with her legs spread wide open as Tyrek pounds away while David leans close to her face, sticking his dick in and out of her mouth as if she was sucking on a blow pop. Juicy moans and jerks him off while sucking it at the same time. The Stalker had seen enough as tears water up in his eyes. Tyrek and David never heard the little bit of noise the Stalker made behind them. 
 

The Stalker stares at Tyrek and knew he was the strongest of the two and most likely to be the one to put up the greatest fight. The Stalker raises the paddle even higher in the air, holding it with both hands and swung with all his might, whacking Tyrek on the back of his head with the paddle. Tyrek’s neck buckle and he falls forward, face first onto the brown carpet. David turns his head to the side to see Tyrek on the floor. 
 

“Oh shit, are you okay?” He asks then screams. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ugghhaa!” The Stalker whacks him in the mouth with the paddle, breaking and cracking a few of David’s front teeth as he tries to scream and breathe at the same time. 
 

He swallows his broken teeth, wraps his hand around his neck as he chokes on them. The Stalker whacks him on the forehead twice. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” David tried to scream once more but was only able to get a funny sound out as the spikes from the paddle got stuck in his forehead. 
 

The Stalker yanks free the paddle and swung it like a baseball bat. H
 

“Home run!” He shouted as the paddle connected with David’s pudgy face and sent his fat body off the couch, knocking him unconscious. 
 

The Stalker grins through the black leather sex mask. He wasted no time to pull out some Japanese silk love rope, used for bondage. He hog ties Tyrek and David after stripping them naked. 
 

“Shut up! And keep it down, I’m trying to concentrate.” 
 

Jason screams from the bathroom as he heard all the noise coming from downstairs along with moaning and grunting sounds coming from the living rooms T.V.  The Stalker turns his head toward the sound of Jason’s voice, while he was bent over tying up the last knot on the rope on David’s feet. He picks up the paddle of the floor and walks to the staircase while looking at the pictures on the walls as he walks up the stairs.  
 

“Damn loud fuckers acting like they never made a home video of themselves before.”  Jason said as he sat on the toilet, reading a book on his Kindle Fire, called The Trap House, by Author Shameek Speight.
 

“Ugghhh! My stomach is still bubbling, but I can’t shit. What in the hell did I eat to make me so constipated?” Jason said out loud to himself.  
 

“Aaaahhhh!” He screams like a young girl in a high pitched tone and drops his Kindle when the bathroom door flew open from a powerful kick, and a man wearing a leather sex mask holding a paddle covered in black leather and tiny sharp metal spikes, dressed in all black, just standing in the doorway. 
 

Jason couldn’t see the man’s mouth because the zipper over the mouth piece was zipped shut on the mask.  But he could tell the man was smiling behind the mask from the look in his eyes. Jason had no idea who the stranger was, he cover his dick with his left hand and uses his right hand to pull up his jeans while continuing to scream like a little girl. The Stalker busts out laughing because Jason looked just like Kevin Hart down to his 5’2”, even his facial expression and down to his voice.  The Stalker swung twice, hitting Jason in the temple and ear. 
 

“I have to make your ass stop screaming.” The Stalker shouted while laughing insanely up under the mask and hits Jason four more times. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Jason hollered in fear and pain. 
 

He puts up his left hand to block one of the blows to only have the paddle breaking four of his finger. 
 

“Ahahahah! Stop please! Oh God make him stop!” Jason pleaded for his life while crying. 
 

The Stalker swung the paddle like a psycho, hitting Jason over and over in the face and head. The Stalker stops suddenly. 
 

“You and your friends didn’t stop when you were messing with what belongs to me!” He Shouted. 
 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about!” Jason responded while lying with his face over the toilet bowl, coughing up thick blood mixed with saliva and blood leaking from his head like a faucet.  
 

The two young ladies that were here not too long ago, that you and your friends treated like sluts and recorded what you’ve done to them!” The Stalker shouted through clenched teeth. 
 

He unzips the zipper by the mouth area so he could speak more clearly. 
 

“How were we supposed to know? I call the older one all the time when I come home from school it’s what she does for a living.  Man, please don’t kill me for the choice she made.” Jason pleaded. 
 

“Hmmm, you have a point. I’ll give you one chance to save your life. Get up!” The Stalker said while using the paddle to lift up Jason’s chin out of the toilet. 
 

“Ugghhh!” Jason grunts in pain. 
 

His rib cage was cracked, four of his fingers were broken and blood kept leaking into his eyes from his forehead. Jason grunted in agony pain as the Stalker pushes him down the stairs to the first floor. Jason’s eyes opens up wide as he fought the feeling of wanting to scream all over again as he stares at what used to be Russ’ head smashed in and cracked open. His brain was oozing out of black holes where his eyes used to be. Jason then looks at David and Tyrek butt naked hogtied with their hands and feet tied in the air behind them. Tyrek was still unconscious, but David was squirming around, trying to break free until he looks up and sees them. 
 

“I got bored and think I over did it with the guy who answered the front door. I think Russ was his name.” The Stalker said with a sick twisted smile on his face.  
 

Jason’s heart raced even faster, pounding hard, staring at the leather sex mask on the Stalker face, sent a petrifying feeling through Jason and David’s bodies.  
 

“Listen I’m going to give you that one chance to save your piece of shit life, like I promised you. All you have to do is kill your two friends here and you’re free to go. You can even tell the police I forced you to do it.” The Stalker said with a sinister grin on his face. 
 

“You want me to what? I can’t do that man, they’re my best friends.”  Jason said with tears mixed with blood running down his cheek. 
 

“Okay then you will die with them!” The Stalker shouted as he raises the paddle high ready to strike Jason over the head. 
 

“No! Wait! Wait! Please don’t hit me! I’ll do it.” Jason cried out while using his forearms to cover his face the best he could.  
 

“What did you say?” The Stalker said and stops in the middle of swing. 
 

“I said I’ll do it, just don’t hit me again.” Jason said in a terrified tone as his body trembles nervously in fear. 
 

“So it’s a deal then.” The Stalker replied while smiling. 
 

“Yes it’s a deal.” Jason said as he moves his forearms from his face. 
 

“Good! Here take this!” The Stalker said passing Jason the paddle. 
 

Jason’s looks at the paddle that was covered in metal spikes soaked with his and his friend’s blood in disbelief, as if the Stalker was trying to trick him. 
 

“Here, take it!” The Stalker demanded pushing the paddle into Jason’s right hand. 
 

“Now I want you to stick the handle of the paddle in this one’s ass then beat him with the paddle over his head, until you see his brain.” The Stalker said pointing too Tyrek who was still unconscious. 
 

David looked up at Jason and shook his head no but dared not to speak. 
 

“You want me to do what?”  Jason said with his facial expression twisted up in pain and sorrow. 
 

“You fucking heard me!” The Stalker shouted.  
 

Jason walked weakly over behind the couch next to the flat screen T.V. on the wall, where Tyrek was butt naked hog tied on the floor.  Jason looked at the Stalker as he bends down, and looked as if he wanted to start crying all over again. 
 

“Do it!” The Stalker shouted and his eyes looked as if they were going to pop out through the leather face mask he had on. 
 

The sound of his voice scared Jason so much he reacted without thinking or knowing it. Pushing the handle of the paddle with all the might he had left into Tyrek’s ass. 
 

“Aaaahhh! What the fuck!” Tyrek screamed as he regained consciousness, confused from the new found pain traveling through his body. 
 

He wiggled and squirmed, trying to break free of the tight ropes but couldn’t. He clenched his butt cheeks and tried to push the handle of the paddle out of his anus but felt it go deeper inside. 
 

“Aaaahhhh! Aaaahhhh!” He hollered in excruciating pain as his anus began to rip opened. 
 

His blood splashed into Jason’s face rapidly. 
 

“Ewww! Ugghhh! Shit!” Jason complained as he wiped the blood off his face, the smell of feces was in the air. 
 

“Finish the job now!” The Stalker delegated in a deep voice. 
 

Jason walks back over to Tyrek with pain balled up on his face as tears flow down his cheeks. Tyrek’s body felt pain like he never felt before. He fought back his tears, as he was violated wanting to kill the person, who just stuck the handle of the paddle in his rectum, ripping it. 
 

“Jason, why are you doing this? I swear I am going to kill your ass as soon as I get free.” Not fully understanding the situation he was in and how serious it was. 
 

“I am sorry Tyrek I have to do this.” Jason said while crying. 
 

“Wait! Wait! We are best friends, don’t do it man, please untie me!” Tyrek pleased seeking mercy from a man he once called a friend. 
 

“You’re taking too long, I have things to do. Smash his fucking head open, in return for your life!” The Stalker shouted staring at Jason with a do, or get done degrading look. 
 

Jason looked at the Stalker’s beaded eyes, with his leather sex mask on, and his body began to shake. 
 

“Don’t do it Jason man, don’t listen to him. We are friends and I’ve known you my entire life. We grew up together. Don’t do it, you are stronger than this!” Tyrek shouted while crying and trying to wiggle free from the silk rope he was hogtied in. 
 

“Do it! Fucking Do it!” The Stalker yelled. “You motherfucking pussy, just smash his head.” 
 

Jason in a frightened state repeated. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” To Tyrek as he closed his eyes tightly, and raised the paddled high above his head with his right hand and came down with all his might. 
 

“Ugghhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Jason why? Why? I am your best friend!” 
 

Jason listened to Tyrek’s cries with every blow he made to his head. A lot of popping and cracking sounds echoed throughout the living room, as Tyrek screams and cries for Jason to stop, to finally come to an end. As Jason opened his eyes slowly and looked up at the Stalker, he noticed the Stalker was grinning, while licking his lips between the sick insane look on his face and the sex leather mask. Jason wanted to start crying all over again. He stood bent over with the paddle in his hand, scared to look down. He slowly and insecurely looked down at his friend Tyrek who had stopped twitching and screaming. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Lord no!” Jason hollered as he looked down and saw the most horrifying thing he ever saw. 
 

The paddle was turned sideways splitting the back of Tyrek’s head, revealing his brain matters and pieces of crushed skull was splattered everywhere, along with a big pool of blood. Tears pour out of Jason’s eyes, as he made a funny face gasping, covering his nose. He bent over vomiting on the brown living room carpet. 
 

“Good! Good! Now the next one and you will have your miserable life.” The Stalker stated. 
 

“No, I can’t, I just can’t.” Jason said with spit mixed with vomit dripping from his mouth, while still bent over. The smell of his vomit mixed with the smell of Tyrek’s feces made the Stalker’s stomach bubble with disgust. 
 

“I told you I don’t have time to waste, either you kill your other friend or you die with him as well!” The Stalker shouted, as he looks at the G-Shock watch on his wrist. 
 

He knew that he was running out of time and had to catch up to Tatiana and Juicy. 
 

“Why? Why are you doing this to us?” Jason said in a whining tone and a mouth full of spit. 
 

The Stalker walks over to him and then right hooks him then hits him with a left punch, sending Jason crashing into the floor. 
 

“Finish the fucking job and kill your fat friend or you will be next. Y’all done fucked up and touched something that only belongs to me!” 
 

“Please don’t hit me anymore. I’ll do it.” Jason groaned as he eases off the floor. 
 

His left hand was badly swollen, and four of his fingers were broken, every time he moved it he felt like crying. He used his right hand to grab the handle of the paddle and tried to lift it up, but couldn’t. 
 

“It’s stuck.” He whined, while looking at the Stalker trying not to look down at his dead best friend. 
 

“Stop being such a girl, step on what’s left of your friends head and pull the fucking paddle out of it!” The Stalker said in a demanding tone. 
 

Jason’s facial expression was balled up in distress. He steps on Tyrek’s head and pulls the paddle with all his might and made a grunting sound as he lifts it up and heard a cracking sound. 
 

“I got it.” He said excited, then looks at the black leather paddle stuck on the side of it on to the spikes was half of Tyrek’s face. 
 

His eye balls seemed to be moving, looking at Jason and scanning the room from side to side. 
 

“Holy, shit! Oh shit! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Jason screams as he shook the paddle and the half of Tyrek’s face flew off. 
 

“Ha! Ha! Ha!” The Stalker laughs. 
 

“Now kill your other friend so I can get the hell out of here.”  The Stalker said as he points his left finger down in the direction of where David was tied up at, but when he and Jason looked David wasn’t there at all. 
 

“What the fuck! Where did he go?” The Stalker shouted. 
 

David had seen more than enough as he watched Jason crack open the head of one of their best friends. He quickly stopped crying and waited until the Stalker and Jason were distracted and tries to break out of the silk red ropes he was tied up in. When that failed, he remembered an old school dance called the Worm it’s when the dancer lay flat on the floor and moves his body around bouncing like a worm. David danced and moved his body just like the worm, moving his stomach in and out, while wiggling and his body does a slight hop. 
 

“Yes!” He mumbled in a low tone as his heart races and he inches his way all the way into the kitchen. 
 

‘God just let me get to a knife or something to free myself.’ David said out loud to himself as he leans to the side and bumps the kitchen cabinet repeatedly. A butter knife that was by the sink falls onto his back. ‘Ouch!’ He groaned and moves his fingers around trying to reach the butter knife. 
 

The Stalker heard the noise from David bumping into the cabinets. 
 

“He’s in the kitchen! Get him!” The Stalker shouted while following Jason towards the kitchen. 
 

‘What am I doing? I got this paddle in my possession. He has no weapons and I can take him, even if he’s taller and bigger than me. I fought bigger dudes and won.’ Jason told himself as he builds up his courage. 
 

He took a step and spins around, stretching out his right arm that held the paddle. The Stalker didn’t see what Jason was up to until it was too late. He tries to lean back and dodge the paddle but it slams into his neck. 
 

“Ugghhh!” He made a gagging sound as he chokes on air and his own saliva. He grabs his neck as he tries to breathe. 
 

Jason swung once more, hitting The Stalker on the side of his face, sending him flying straight to the ground. 
 

“You bastard, this is for Tyrek!” Jason shouted as he hits the Stalker in the center of his back hitting him in his spinal cord. 
 

“Ahahah! Ugghhhh!” The Stalker screamed as his body bounces a little hitting the floor and he just stops moving lying flat. 
 

Jason took off running toward the kitchen. He stops when he saw David’s fat body hogtied squirming around. 
 

“Please no, don’t kill me.” David cried out when he heard footsteps approaching his way. 
 

“Shhhh, it’s me David, I got him.” Jason said as he drops the paddle and picks up the butter knife off of David’s back. 
 

He saws away at the silk ropes until they pop, setting David free. 
 

“You got him? Who the hell was that maniac? Did you kill him?” David asks as he rubs his sore wrist that hurt from the ropes being so tight on them. 
 

“Yea, I think he’s dead. I hit him until he stopped moving.” Jason responded. 
 

“What? You didn’t beat him until you saw blood, or until you knew for sure you killed him?” David responded with a panic look on his face. 
 

“No but he was unconscious. I knocked his ass out cold.” Jason replied. 
 

“What? You just knocked him out? You’re ass never seen a damn horror movie, you don’t stop shooting or beating the killer until you see blood fool. Or they will come back.” David said while sweating profusely. 
 

“Man shut up, this is not a movie, let’s just find our cell phones  and call the police and can your fat ass put some clothes on, because it feels funny talking to you naked and watching your fat gut stomach jiggle.” Jason said in disgust while shaking his head. 
 

They both stood up. Jason picks up the leather paddle and grips it tight with his right hand. They walk through the kitchen door and walks into the living room, they stop by the loveseat with their facial expression  twisted up in horror, mixed with sadness and pain as they stare at their dead friend Tyrek hogtied with his head split open in half with his face missing. His brains and blood was oozing out onto the carpet. Jason looks at the other half of Tyrek’s face that was by the T.V. that had gotten stuck on the spikes on the leather paddle. 
 

“Oh God!” He groaned as he held his stomach as he continues to stare at the piece of his friend’s eyes and lips seem to be still moving. 
 

“Ugghhh!” Jason grunted as vomit travels up from his stomach to his throat and flew out onto the floor. 
 

“I had no choice he made me, he made me do it!” Jason repeated over and over while holding his stomach bent over throwing up. 
 

“I know man I saw the whole thing and I’ll tell the police that when they come but now we need to get the hell out of here.” David said while looking for his clothes but only found Tyrek’s clothes that were too small and tight fitting for him. He digs around in Tyrek’s jean pockets and found his iPhones 4S. 
 

“Here’s a phone. Call the cops!” David said as he works his way into Tyrek’s boxer’s that hugged his skin. 
 

Jason puts down the paddle onto the love seat and looks at David with the tight boxers with a blank stare. 
 

“Really that’s a damn shame, those shits look like pum pum shorts.” Jason said while taking the phone out of David’s hand and dials 911. 
 

“What? I can’t find my clothes. I had to put on something.” David replied and shrugs his shoulders.  
 

“Ummm, where did you say you left the crazy guy knocked out at?” David asked as he looks around. 
 

Jason’s mouth opens wide in horror as his body began to tremble. He was laying right there!” Jason said pointing to a spot behind the long couch and was mad at his self as he just now realizes the Stalker was gone. 
 

“Hello 911 what is your emergency?” Jason heard the operator say on the other line. 
 

“See I told you man, I fucking told you this always happen in the movies. You’re supposed to make sure he was dead!” David shouted then froze up with his mouth opened. 
 

“Don’t worry about it, I’m on the phone with the police now and what in the hell is wrong with you? Why you look like that?” Jason said as he stares at the dumb facial expression David had while pointing his finger. 
 

“Ahahahahah!” David screamed as he watched the Stalker sneak up behind Jason and grabs the paddle off the loveseat without making a sound. 
 

“Why in the hell are you screaming?” Jason asks and turns around to look behind himself. 
 

Before he could realize what was going on the Stalker swung the paddle with all his might sending it crashing into the side of Jason’s face breaking the hand he was using to hold the phone to his ear and sent him flying sideways at the same time. 
 

“You fucking Kevin Heart look-alike!” The Stalker shouted as he leaps up into the air and came down swinging onto Jason’s chest. 
 

The sound of his ribcage breaking echoes through the living room. One of his broken ribcage bones pierces his lung, jamming deep inside it. Jason’s eyes opened wide as he chokes on his own blood that seeks out the corners of his eyes and mouth. He tries to scream be couldn’t. It sounded more like a gagging noise. 
 

“All you had to do was complete your end of the fucking deal and I would’ve spared your life!” Was the last thing he heard as the paddle came crashing down onto his face, smashing it in breaking every bone in his face. 
 

His body went in to convulsions as it shook and jerked, and he finally dies. 
 

“Ahahahah!” David hollered and had seen more than enough. 
 

He took off running towards the back door. He fumbles with the door knob out of nervousness, then finally got the door open and zoomed out the back door while still screaming. His fat stomach and men breast bounced up and down. The Stalker looks up from what used to be Jason’s face and took off running, following David’s loud screams. David ran through a few bushes then opens a gate and was now in the front yard, he slowed down to catch his breath. Being overweight and just running longer than ten footsteps made him tried. 
 

‘Huh!’ He said out loud to himself as he heard a noise coming from the bushes in the backyard. 
 

“Oh shit!” David shouted as his eyes felt like they were going to pop out his socket as he looks back and could see the Stalker running towards him at full speed with the paddle that was dripping in blood in his hand and smiling with the sex leather mask on his face. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” David hollered and took off running down the sidewalk. 
 

“Help! Help me!” He screamed as he looks around, looking behind him while still running and could see the Stalker right on his tail.  
 

“Help me please! Help me!” Ouch! Ouch!” He screamed as the Stalker chases him and whacks him on his butt cheeks with the paddle.  
 

A few cars that was driving by slows down, curious of what was going on as they watch a fat man with braids in his hair, running bare foot down the street with white boxers on that looked like pum pum shorts, and a man dressed in an all-black leather body suit with a full leather sex mask on, smacking the man on the ass. People slowed down in their cars and pulls out their cell phones and records what is going on. 
 

“Oh this is so going on YouTube.” A guy said as he sat in the back seat of his friends ride.  
 

“Why won’t you help me? Help me please!” David screams as he panics and ran up to one of the cars and bangs on the window. 
 

“This shit is crazy, just like something you would see in one of those jackass movies.” The driver of the car said as he pulls off leaving David standing there out of breath. 
 

“Why won’t anyone help me? Please help me! Help me!” David shouted at the top of his lungs as he ran to another car full of people and bangs on the window. 
 

The teenagers inside the car bust out laughing while watching his fat body jiggle like Jell-O and they record him with their smartphones. 
 

“Do you think he’s serious and really needs help?” The young woman said in the passenger’s seat while still recording David banging on the window. 
 

“Naw, this is some kind of a joke for Halloween.” The driver said. 
 

The Stalker ran up on David and swung the paddle with all his might, whacking him in the center of his back. 
 

“Aaaaahhhh!” David hollered in excruciating pain as the stinging feeling travels through his body and the metal spikes on the paddle rips away bits and pieces of his flesh when the Stalker pulls it away. 
 

“Oh shit!” The teenagers in the car all said simultaneously as their eyes opened wide with shock and horror. 
 

David collapsed to his knees. 
 

“You thought your chunky ass could get away from me.  You were better off begging for your life fat boy!” The Stalker said as he stares down at David. 
 

“No please don’t kill me man, I’m sorry. I want to live and go home to my mommy.” David pleads with his facial expression balled up in pain as tears stream down his chubby cheeks. 
 

“I want to live!” He screams as he cried hysterically. 
 

‘Whack!’ Was the only sound you can hear echoing through the streets mix with David’s cries as the Stalker swung the paddle repeatedly. He swung hard and hit David in the mouth. The metal spikes got stuck into his face. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” The teenagers and other people in their cars screamed in horror as they continue to watch and record everything with their phones as they realize what they were now watching wasn’t a prank it was real. 
 

The Stalker tries to yank the paddle away but couldn’t. The spikes had penetrated deep into David’s face. He pulls even harder and the paddle broke free of David’s face taking his top lip with it. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” The people in their cars hollered as they look at the mouth dangling from the paddle. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ugghhh!” David’s scream came out in a funny gagging sound as blood pour out where his top lip should have been. 
 

He held his mouth. 
 

“Help me! Help me please!” He mumbles. 
 

The car filled with the teenagers that was closest to him the diver rolled down the window and stuck his head out of it. 
 

“Hey leave him alone, we’re recording everything and we are going to call the...”, before he could finish his sentence the paddle whacks him across the face three times. 
 

“Agghhh! Agghhh!” He hollered as his head twisted from side to side with each blow. 
 

Then he stops moving with his head hanging out the driver’s side window. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” The woman in the passenger’s seat screams as she looks at her friend barely breathing and his eyeball’s hanging out of the eye sockets, only connected to his socket by a thin piece of flesh as it bounces up and down.  
 

David turns around on his heels and knees and quickly starts clawing away while the Stalker was distracted. 
 

“Where do you think you’re going, fat ass?” The Stalker said as he whacks him on the ass. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” David screams as the Stalker flips the paddle sideways and swung it with all his strength at the back of David’s neck. 
 

A loud crushing sound echoes through the street, unable to move his arms and legs. 
 

“Lord forgive me, and welcome me in your arms and warm embrace.” David mumbles as the paddle came crashing down on his head, repeatedly until it cracks open and brain matter and large pieces lay on the street. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!”  The people in the cars that witnessed the whole thing and recorded it, pulls off while calling the police. 
 

The teenagers hops out the car and took off running leaving their friend hanging out the driver’s side window. The Stalker smiles as he looks at David’s body twitching and head slashed like a bug that’s been stepped on. The Stalker took off running and runs back into the house down the block. He took one last look at the dead three men in the living room then grabs the laptop with the video of Juicy and Tatiana on it.  He ran out the house as he heard police sirens closing in from a block away.  He hops in his car and quickly removes the leather sex mask and starts up his car. His heart pounds with fear as police cars pulled up in front of the house he was just in. 
 

“We’re looking for a suspect wearing all-black and a freaky looking leather sex mask!”
 

The Stalker heard a police officer shout as he slowly pulls off and made a left turn as more police cars zoom towards him. 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 9
 

Kandy-Cola took another bird bath for the night and used her hands to straighten out her red Louis Vuitton dress before stepping out the master bathroom in Casino-Rich’s  bedroom. 
 

‘This is too easy, I already got him turned out doing all type of shit to his ass. It’s just a matter of time before he’s stuck on me that he won’t know left from right. I’ll have him that fucked up in the head. Hmmm $50,000 a month isn’t bad at all and more than I’m used to, but he’s worth more, he’s a damn millionaire. So, for having myself on his arms is going to cost him a lot more.’ Kandy-Cola thought to herself as she watches Casino-Rich get dressed and tie up his laces. 
 

His Goonz Squad chain swung from side to side. He looks up at Kandy-Cola standing by the bathroom doorway and had to grin as he stares with lust at her perfect thick voluptuous body. 
 

‘Damn, sex with her is even better than I could image.’ He thought to himself. 
 

“I see you’re looking flawless once again. So I take it that you’re ready to go, so we can tear this city up and let the world know Ms. Kandy-Cola now belongs to me.” Casino-Rich said. 
 

Kandy-Cola walks seductively towards him and place her lips onto his and kisses him deeply, their tongues dance in each other’s mouths. 
 

“Damn, you really need to stop or we’ll never be able to leave this house.” He groaned as he felt his manhood grow in his jeans, trying to break free. 
 

Kandy-Cola grabs his hard dick through his jeans. 
 

“That wouldn’t be such a bad thing.” She said seductively, while licking her lips and releasing her grip and walks to the door. 
 

Casino-Rich looks at her thick juicy butt cheeks switch from side to side. 
 

“No it wouldn’t be a bad idea.” He mumbled as he follows her out the bedroom. 
 

Club Perfections was jumping, everybody who was anybody was there. Perfections wasn’t your typical club, the design of the club had stripper poles  everywhere in the club with the best looking strippers in New York City dancing there, mixed with club people. Rappers from around the world came to relax and pop bottles of Champagne. The line to get inside of the hottest club in Queens, New York wrapped around the block with people dressed at their best.  
 

A lime green Lamborghini pulls in front of the club followed by twelve 745 B.M.W.’s and one red Aston Martin. The lime green Lamborghini doors cut up through the air like a knife, swinging up. The crowd of people on the long line turned their heads and broke their necks to see what crew was making such an extravagant entrance. All they could see was a pair of Red Bottom, Louboutin shoes step out the driver side with a beautiful thick brown skin complexion leg attached to it. Then Kandy-Cola steps out the Lamborghini and Casino-Rich steps out the passenger’s side. D’Wes, Casino-Rich’s main personal bodyguard steps out of a 745 B.M.W. and quickly made his way in front of Casino-Rich and Kandy-Cola, using his massive body size to protect them as people in the line recognized it was the famous Casino-Rich and the Goonz Squad. Women began to holler and scream out of excitement. 
 

“Oh my God, it’s Casino-Rich!” One of the women shouted so loud it felt like it would bust a few of the other people in line eardrums. Then she pass out, her date catches her in his arms just before she hit the ground. 
 

“Hey Kandy how are you?” One of the huge bouncers at the door said as she approaches the front door of the club. 
 

“Hey Bear, how are you?” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“I’m fine sweetie, it’s been a while. I see you’re rolling deep tonight.” Bear responded. 
 

“Yea they’re my people, the Goonz Squad.” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

Bear looks down at the platinum choke collar chain on her neck with the green encrusted diamond Goonz Squad medallion then looks at Casino-Rich who was covered in diamonds with his giant entourage behind him. By being a professional bouncer for a living, Bear was far from impressed. He see’s rappers and celebrities everyday come to the club. The club was full of them now. 
 

“Yo, I see you and my woman are real cool and all that but we’re trying to get up in here fast with no issues and there’s a little extra something, something in it for you and the other bouncers if there’s no pat down. If you know what I mean.” Casino-Rich said cutting into the conversation. 
 

“No homie, I don’t know what you mean, and don’t care who you are! Your whole team will have to be searched!” Bear shouted crossing his arms and showing his muscles. 
 

D’Wes steps up in Bear’s face and Casino-Rich pulls out his gun from his waist and his entourage pulls out. 
 

“Nigga watch your fucking mouth my people and I will light this mother fucking place up and nobody will be able to party.” Casino-Rich said with venom. 
 

“Wow! Hahahaha! That’s tough talk Mr., but playboy it may work in whatever city or state you’re from but you’re in Queens, New York my nigga.” The bouncer said while laughing then grins. 
 

Then two more bouncers came out with an entourage of thugs behind them, armed with shotguns and handguns. Then more came out from buildings across the street. The Goonz Squad quickly found themselves surrounded and out gunned, but they showed no signs of fear or backing down. 
 

“Bear and Casino calm down gentlemen. There’s no need to see who has the biggest dick or guns. We all just came out to have a good time. This is the deal Bear, the Goonz Squad is going to give up their guns or put them in their cars, all but Casino-Rich and his right hand and bodyguard D’Wes. You have to respect that.” Kandy-Cola said while licking her lips seductively then digs in her purse and pulls out a stack of hundred dollar bills. 
 

She knew it was a thousand dollars. She stuffs it into Bear’s pocket. Bear grills Casino-Rich and his people a little longer. 
 

“Okay Kandy, just because we go way back. Don’t make me regret this Cola.” Bear stated. 
 

“Baby you do all of that!” Casino-Rich shouted as his pride ate away at him.  
 

“Calm down baby it’s a small thing to a giant, big daddy.” Kandy-Cola said stroking his wounded pride as she kisses him deeply. 
 

When they broke their embrace Casino-Rich puts his gun back on his waist then raises his hand making a sign, telling his Goonz Squad to put their guns back in their vehicles. Casino-Rich continues to stare down Bear as he steps into the club with D’Wes and Alonzo by his side with Kandy-Cola leading the way and soon after the Goonz Squad enters. 
 

People in the club scream as they recognize Casino-Rich and showed love to Kandy-Cola. She was well known in the Club Circuit and throughout New York City. A host leads them to their own V.I.P. section.  The DJ from Hot 97.1 was in the DJ booth. People were on the dance floor, shaking their asses as if there was no tomorrow, to a Nicki Minaj song, ‘Beez in the Trap’. 
 

Strippers of all shapes and sizes were sliding up and down on the poles that were spread out throughout the club. 
 

Casino-Rich and Alonzo got in the mood right away feeling the vibe. They ordered bottles of Champagne and Vodka, the Goonz Squad members grab a few women that were standing outside the V.I.P. area dying to get in. 
 

The host V.J. Larry came into the V.I.P. area and smiles when he sees Kandy-Cola.  He made his way through the crowd of people dancing in the V.I.P. area. 
 

“Oh shit, if it isn’t the famous hard to tame Kandy-Cola, chilling with the Goonz Squad and the hottest rapper out this year, Casino-Rich.” V.J. Larry said into the small microphone in his hand that was live, hooked up to Hot 97.1’s radio station. 
 

Casino-Rich puts his arm around Kandy-Cola as they sat on the black couch with a table full of bottles of liquor in front of them.  
 

“She’s not only chilling with the Goonz Squad, Kandy-Cola is now my wifey and first female member of the Goonz Squad and is now off the market to all those fake ass thug rappers! She’s rolling with real G’s!” Casino-Rich shouted in to the microphone. 
 

V.J. Larry’s eyes open up wide as he grows hyped. 
 

“Really, this can’t be. Has somebody finally locked down the sexy Ms. Kandy-Cola?” V.J. Larry said and places the microphone next to her mouth. 
 

“Yes it’s true. Casino-Rich is now my hubby and proud to say it and I hope soon he’ll be so much more.” She said while smiling, revealing a set of pearly white teeth. 
 

“Oh my God I need a picture with you two.” V.J. Larry said showing how hyped and excited he was to be the first to broadcast the news to the Hip Hop world. 
 

When a photographer walks through the V.I.P. area, V.J. Larry flags him down. Kandy-Cola and Casino-Rich stood up and posed for a few pictures that came out perfect. 
 

“You heard it first people. Casino-Rich and Kandy-Cola are now an official couple and off the market.” V.J. Larry said into the microphone and walks off to mingle with more celebrities.  
 

The word of Kandy-Cola and Casino-Rich being a couple travels faster than lightening, club goers took pictures of them and posts it on YouTube and Facebook, even Twitter. 
 

“I have to go to the bathroom baby.” Kandy-Cola whispered into Casino-Rich’s ear. 
 

It seemed like just a touch of her lips next to his body turned him on, but he knew he had to play it cool. 
 

“Alright, Alonzo is going to follow you just to protect you if any of these clowns in here act up.” Casino-Rich replied over the loud music while dancing. 
 

Kandy-Cola laughs. 
 

“Please, this is my town baby, I keep telling you, people know what time it is, she said as she opens her purse and shows him the chrome 3.80 that rested next to her Mac makeup kit and a stacks of money. 
 

“I feel you, but still you’re my woman now, that means my responsibility. So you have to have one of my peoples watching your back at all times, and I never thanked you for how you handled that situation outside. You didn’t have to hit that bouncer off. That’s my job and if he would’ve kept pushing the issue and acting tough, this place would’ve got shot down. I’ll repay you the money you gave him.” Casino-Rich said. 
 

“It’s nothing baby you can pay me back in other ways.” Kandy-Cola said as she kisses him on the lips and got up from the couch. 
 

‘I don’t know why men got to be so damn hard headed. He knew damn well him and his team was outnumbered and gunned. It was a losing fight. I guess it’s a male pride thing, but too much pride can get you killed.’ Kandy-Cola thought to herself as she works her way through the crowd of dancing people and it seemed as if every man in the club was trying to get her attention, grabbing her hand or arm. 
 

“No thank you. I’m good.” She said loud over the music as guy’s try to holler at her. 
 

She looks back and noticed Casino-Rich’s right hand man Alonzo following her and grilling dudes, staring them down that was trying to talk to her. 
 

‘Damn, I told this nigga I can roll by myself I don’t need one of his Goonz all up in my ass following me like a lost puppy.’ She said to herself over the loud music as men continue to try to get her attention and she made her way into the bathroom. 
 

A few of the women in the bathroom looks at her with hate and envy in their eyes and whisper amongst each other. Kandy-Cola went into a bathroom stall and shuts the door and pulls out her cellphone from her purse and dials a number. 
 

“Hey bitch, what are you up to?” Tatiana said. 
 

“I’m getting it how I live boo. You know our motto money over niggas. You won’t believe how much paper I got out of Casino-Rich.” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“Word, tell me!” Tatiana said excitedly.   
 

“I’ll tell you when I get home later. I’m out at Club Perfections now.” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“Your ass didn’t tell me you were going clubbing tonight! I could have been making some money off his crew instead of messing with my usual tricks. I need new clientele. I got Juicy with me and she’s whining on almost every date we go on tonight.” Tatiana responded while shaking her head. 
 

“Girl you know making sure my position was secure before I bring any of you freaks around, but I’m good now so the next get together I’ll make sure you’re there.” Kandy-Cola said. 
 

“You better bitch, I’ll get up with you later sweetie I got more money to chase. Love you and be safe heifer.” Tatiana said. 
 

“I love you too bitch and you be safe as well.” Kandy-Cola replied then hangs up. 
 

She looks up from her phone in shock to see the bathroom stall fly open and Alonzo standing there with his brown Texas fitted hat pulled low.  
 

“Nigga what the fuck are you doing?” This is the woman’s bathroom!” Kandy-Cola shouted with an attitude. 
 

“You been in here for a while, I got worried.” Alonzo replied as he steps into the stall and shuts the door. 
 

“So you come into the ladies bathroom! Nigga open the stall door and let me out, I don’t need any of these hater groupie bitches getting any ideas and spreading rumors!” Kandy-Cola said with her facial expression balled up in anger as she tries to squeeze pass him in the tight stall. 
 

“Wait, hold up. What’s the rush baby girl?” Alonzo said grabbing her by the arm. 
 

“You’re the only bad woman in this club, not even one of them comes close to your body. Your body looks as if God himself made it.” Alonzo stated. 
 

“So what, nigga tell me something I don’t know. Now move out my way.” Kandy-Cola responded. 
 

“Well what you don’t know is that I want you. Nobody has to know it can be our little secret. You won’t be the first of Casino-Rich’s women I hooked up with on the low.” Alonzo said with a huge grin on his face and zips down his zipper and pulls out his dick. 
 

Kandy-Cola looks into his eyes then down at his manhood. 
 

“Hahahhaha!” She busts out laughing. Hahahaha! Is this a joke, is Ashton Kutcher going to jump out with camera and say I got ‘Punk’d’, because you can’t be serious right? Hehehe!” Kandy-Cola said while giggling and covering her mouth. 
 

Rage travels through Alonzo’s body and could almost see the fire in him. 
 

“Bitch, what’s so damn funny? This isn’t a fucking joke. You think you’re too good for me huh? He shouted and wraps his hand around her neck and began to squeeze.  
 

“You’re going to give me that pussy one way or another, even if I have to take it!” He shouted while squeezing tighter on her neck and holding his dick with his other hand jerking it back and forth. 
 

Kandy-Cola held her composure as she calmly stuck her hand in to her purse and grabs the chrome 3.80 handgun. Then stuck the barrel of the gun onto the head of Alonzo’s dick and cocked the hammer with her thumb.  Alonzo heard the sound of the gun cocking and looks down. His heart began to race. 
 

“Nigga get your fucking dirty hands off me.” Kandy-Cola said through clenched teeth. 
 

Alonzo’s eyes were wide opened. He releases his grip and puts his hands up in the air. 
 

“Nigga I don’t know what kind of woman you’re used to but I’m not it. If you ever raise or put your hands on me again I will kill your fucking ass without hesitation.” Kandy-Cola said looking him dead in the eyes so he would know she was serious.  
 

“You’re just like every other lame dude. You get all mad because a bitch doesn’t want you. Let me break it down to you little nigga. So your small mind doesn’t get it confused. I am somebody and you’re a no body. I only fuck bosses and let them taste this pussy. You are a worker with no dreams or goals and will forever be a worker. You’re a little nigga eating off some real man’s plate. Everything you have is because of Casino-Rich and yet you’re trying to fuck his woman behind his back, you disloyal bastard. I’m not going to tell him how stupid you really are this time, but if you pull that shit again, we will see the outcome. Now get the fuck out my way pussy!” Kandy-Cola said and brush past him out of the stall. 
 

“Oh yea, I wear heels longer than your dick.” She said with a huge smile on her face as she looks down at his dick hanging out through the zipper pocket. 
 

All the women in the bathroom heard her comment and busts out laughing. 
 

Alonzo felt as if his soul and pride all in one had had be crushed.  No one had ever pulled his cards like that before in his life. What really made it hurt was that everything she had said was true. He was just a worker even if he was Casino-Rich’s right hand man and he wouldn’t have shit if it weren’t for him. 
 

‘That stuck up bitch, I’ll get her ass, but I need to do some digging around and really find out something I can use on her stuck up ass.’ Alonzo thought to himself as he pulls out his iPhone and began texting while walking out the woman’s bathroom, with the agonizing laughter from the woman in there.  
 

Kandy-Cola works her way back to the V.I.P. area and felt as if all eyes were on her and they were. Rappers and movie stars along with other men couldn’t help but be mesmerized by her voluptuous body. 
 

Casino-Rich kisses her deeply and passionately. 
 

“Mmmm.” She moaned as she became wet, but knew the real motive behind his kiss. 
 

‘Men are all the same they always want to mark their territory.’ She thought to herself and smiled. 
 

“It’s almost time for us to break out of here baby.” Casino-Rich said in her ear because the music was so loud. 
 

“Why? We just got here daddy. You’re not still upset about the thing with the bouncer out front are you?” She replied into his ear, while taking a sip of Moet Rose. 
 

“Nah, not at all baby, but we should leave right now.” Casino-Rich said.  
 

Kandy-Cola looks at him and could see a huge evil grin on his face that she never saw before now. Then rapid gun fire went off in and outside the club.  Kandy-Cola and Casino-Rich got low as people began to scream and holler and run for the exits. 
 

“Let’s go!” Casino-Rich shouted as he grabs her by the arm and his bodyguard D’Wes ran through the crowd like a football player, knocking people out of the way, leading and making a path for Casino-Rich and Kandy-Cola. 
 

Kandy-Cola trips on something and looks down to see two dead women who had bullet holes in their foreheads, then she sees three dead men covered in blood and after a man shot but squirming around while people was stepping on him trying to save their own lives and get out the club. 
 

Kandy-Cola thought she could never been so happier to smell fresh air and be outside, as she exits the club. People ran down the block and across the street hopping into their vehicles, while screaming and staying low. Something caught the corner of her eyes on the sidewalk. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” She screamed as she watched the bouncer Bear coughing up blood as he lay on the floor with his chest filled with over twenty bullet holes. 
 

Kandy-Cola ran over to him. 
 

“Bear you’re going to be okay.” She said. 
 

“No he won’t” Casino-Rich said as he ran over and kicks Bear in the jaw. 
 

“Come the fuck on, we have to go!” Casino-Rich shouted as he grabs her once more and pulls her across the street and then they hop in the green Lamborghini. 
 

She ducks low in the passenger seat as the sound of more gun fire roars throughout the street. She peep her head up as the Lamborghini speeds down the block and could see a man standing over Bear and empties a gun into his face. 
 

“We’re safe now.” Casino-Rich said as they drove out of Queens, heading for Long Island. 
 

Kandy-Cola sat quiet, lost in her thoughts and still stuck in shock at what just happened. She took a deep breath before speaking. 
 

“Ummm! Were you behind all that shooting that went on?” She asked while staring at him. 
 

Casino-Rich turns his head and smiled like the cat that swallowed the canary and continues to drive.
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 10
 

Juicy’s heart ached. All she wanted to do was go home. ‘I made more than enough money, but Tatiana doesn’t want to call it a night and stop. I’m $2,100 richer for the price of my soul and body.’ Juicy thought to herself then pulls out her cellphone and text her best friend Marvin. 
 

‘I’m so ready to go home but I just can’t seem to tell my sisters no.’ Juicy texts and presses send. 
 

Marvin read the text and shook his head and began to text. ‘Juicy you’re a grown ass woman. I understand times are hard but you don’t have to sell your body if you truly don’t want too. You can just stand up to your sister and tell her no.’ Marvin wrote and presses send. 
 

Juicy read the text and sighs out of stress, then texts. ‘You just don’t understand. I can never tell Tatiana no, she did more for me in my life than anyone.’ Juicy wrote and presses send as her mind flashes back to when she was twelve years old and Tatiana was fourteen years old. Their mother had just left to go to work, leaving them in the house with Dustin, like she had done for years. 
 

Dustin busts open the room door with a sick twisted smile on his face that Juicy and Tatiana had seen all too many times. They sat on their beds trembling in fear as he stood in the doorway, only wearing a dirty pair of boxer briefs. His skinny brown body frame looked like it belonged to a scarecrow. He stuck his skinny hand into his boxer briefs and began to play with himself. 
 

“You two know what to do, I shouldn’t have to keep telling you what to do by now, start fucking kissing already!” Dustin shouted then smiled, showing off his yellow stained teeth. 
 

Juicy’s little facial expression balls up as she was getting ready to cry. 
 

“Shhhh, don’t cry Juicy, I will take care of us. We don’t need mommy or anyone else.” Tatiana said as she looks at her sister and wipes her tears away. 
 

“It hurts Tatiana; I don’t want him hurting me anymore.” Juicy replied with tears in her voice, sounding as if she just wanted to break down crying hysterically.  
 

“Shhhh!” Tatiana said as their lips locked and then kiss one another deeply and passionately. 
 

“That’s what I’m talking about. You both were doing way to much damn talking for my taste.” Dustin said as he continues to jerk his dick back and forth in his boxer briefs, then pulls down his briefs and walks toward them with lust in his eyes as he watch their hands roam over each other’s young bodies.  
 

“No one loves you two but me. Not even your mother care about you. You think she don’t know what we do. Of course she does, it’s been going on for three years. She just doesn’t care about y’all and love me more.” Dustin said as he broke the girls embrace and rips off Juicy nightgown. 
 

He always started with her first, she was his favorite. There was something about her innocent ways and tears that turn him on.  
 

“You just don’t move and wait until it’s your turn.” Dustin said to Tatiana as he forces himself inside of Juicy. 
 

“Noooo! Ugghhh!” Juicy cried and tries to ignore the pain, but that was impossible to do with him long thrusting in and out of her womb. 
 

Tatiana eases off the bed. Juicy turns her head and their eyes met. Juicy mouths the words. ‘Please don’t leave me Tatiana.’ With tears streaming down her face. ‘Shhhh I’ll be back, stay strong little sister.’ Tatiana mouths the words back. She looks at Juicy one more time before slowly tip-toes away. 
 

Dustin was too deep into what he was doing that with his loud grunting he didn’t notice or hear her. His grunting sounds and Juicy crying could be heard echoing throughout the small apartment. 
 

Tatiana made her way to her mother’s room that smelled of hot sweaty feet mixed with sex. Tatiana smiled because usually her mother’s room door was locked to keep her and Juicy out of the room in fear they will steal money and run away and tell someone what’s been going on in their household. Another reason for keeping the door locked was so that Juicy and Tatiana couldn’t get their hands on the only phone in the house, but with Dustin being the horny old pervert that he was, he had forgotten to lock the door. 
 

Tatiana tip-toes over the dirty clothes on the room floor and grabbed the black house phone on the nightstand. She quickly dials 911. 
 

“Hello this is 911 what is your emergency?” An operator said. 
 

“Hi I’m Tatiana and I’m thirteen years old and my address is 323 Southern Blvd, Apartment 3C. My mother’s boyfriend rapes me and my younger sister Juicy. He’s been doing it for three years now, he’s raping my sister now and I’m next, I’m sneaking to make this call. Please send help. I’ll leave the front door unlocked. You will be able to hear our screams and cries for help.” Tatiana said in a whisper. 
 

“Wait! Stay on the line until the police officers arrive.” The operator responded. 
 

“No I can’t, just send help now before it is too late.” Tatiana said and hangs up the phone. 
 

She swiftly tip-toes out of the room and shuts the door. She could still hear Dustin grunting and Juicy crying letting her know Dustin hasn’t noticed her missing yet. She crept back in the room and sits on the floor just as Dustin pulls out of Juicy. Juicy crawls up into a ball while laying naked and crying.  
 

“Now get your ass up and on the bed and let’s get started!” He shouted while looking at Tatiana. 
 

Her facial expression balls up with anger mixed with sadness as she gets up off the floor and climbs onto the bed. She then slowly removes the blue nightgown over her head. Dustin wasted no time to attack her, ripping her panties off and climbing on top of her, forcing her legs apart and pushes himself inside her. She learned to hold her tears in, knowing that he seeing her cry only turned him on even more. It was one of the many reasons Juicy was his favorite. 
 

“You think you’re tough? You always do, but your ass always breakdown and cry at the end.” Dustin said with a twisted sick look on his face as he thrusts in and out of her. 
 

She grips his back, digging her little nails into his flesh, her facial expression balls up in pain and she wanted to scream. Tears started to seek out the corner of her eyes. She heard a noise over Dustin’s loud grunting and Juicy’s crying. She leans her head to the side to look behind Dustin who was on top of her to see two police officers push open the front door of the apartment that she had left cracked. 
 

“Is anybody here, Police?” One officer shouted as he knocks on the open door. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Help me! No stop, you’re hurting me! Take it out, take it out! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Tatiana screamed at the top of her lungs. 
 

Dustin looks down at her and became immensely excited. 
 

“Oh yes, I knew your ass would break!” Dustin shouted. 
 

From the front door the police officers could make out what was happening in the back bedroom down the hallway. Once they heard Tatiana screams and cries for help they drew their weapons and ran towards the back room. They froze in shock as they saw Juicy naked on one of the twin size beds in the room crying and crawled up into a ball. Then they see a grown brown skin complexion skinny frame man humping in and out of a small child. 
 

“Freeze, put your fucking hands up you sick bastard!” One of the police officers shouted. 
 

Dustin’s heart raced from the booming sound of the police officer’s voice. He knew he was caught off guard. He looks down at Tatiana’s face as tears stream down her cheeks, but had a huge Kool-Aid smile on her face showing off her white teeth. 
 

“You did this you little bitch. I’ll get you for crossing me, I swear!” He said with a deranged look in his eyes. 
 

He quickly slides out of her and grabs Juicy in one swift move putting her in a headlock using her as a shield. Juicy cried out with a confused look on her face not knowing what he was going to do. All she saw were guns pointed at her and Dustin. His arm grips tightly around her little neck.  
 

“Juicy, look at this shit on YouTube, it’s funny as hell.” Tatiana said snapping Juicy out of her flashback. 
 

Juicy looked down at her iPhone reading the text message from her best friend Marvin once more. 
 

‘You will never truly understand why I can never say no to my sister. She’s my saver.’ Juicy wrote then presses send. 
 

“Yo Juicy, just look at this shit and stop texting for a second.” Tatiana said while pushing her Samsung Galaxy Android phone into Juicy’s hands. 
 

Juicy’s eyes lit up as she looks at the touch screen at the YouTube video at a fat dark skinned man with braids in his hair, only wearing tight white boxers running down the street with a man wearing a leather sex mask, with a spike collar around his neck and dressed in all black with a paddle that had spikes on it, smacking the fat man on the ass as he screams for help. The man ran up to a few cars that had stopped in the street just to watch what was going on. The people inside their cars pulled out their cell phones and began recording everything while laughing and keeping their doors locked until the man in the leather sex mask killed one of the drivers with the paddle then smashes open the head of the fat man with braids in his hair. 
 

“Ahhhh! Is this real or fake?” Juicy asked in horror passing her sister back the phone.  
 

“I don’t think it’s real, but there’s four more video’s up on YouTube recorded by different people, so it could be real.” Tatiana said while laughing. 
 

“That’s funny Tatiana? If it is real you’re sick. You didn’t think that guy looked familiar, like one of those four men from our last date? Juicy asked.  
 

Tatiana shook her head no. Most men look the same to me. All I see is a dollar sign, that’s my only concern and should be yours as well.” Tatiana replied. 
 

“Everything in life isn’t always about a dollar sign.” Juicy responded. 
 

“Let you tell it. That’s a saying broke people say. Just get out the car so we can do this date. These guys will be like the last ones. No freaky fetishes, they’re cheap so it’s just a hundred dollars for a half hour then we’re out like Jay-Z said on to the next one.” 
 

The door opens up and a handsome brown skin complexion man with a New York snap back hat was standing there with a cheese smile on his face. 
 

“Hey Tatiana boo.” He said in a deep voice and moves to the side and lets them in. 
 

‘Damn, he is a fine ass sexy man. I hope he has a big dick, my pussy just got moist by just looking at him. He’ll be the first one out of all the dates I actually do want to fuck.’ Juicy thought to herself. 
 

“Hey Zavion!” Tatiana said as she enters the house. 
 

“Hmmm, and who might this be? You told me you had a friend for my boy, Tatiana.” He said with lust in his eyes. “But you didn’t tell me she was so fine.” Zavion said as he stares at Juicy with lust in his eyes, causing her to blush. 
 

Tatiana was 5’6” tall with a beautiful face and skin complexion of honey. She was far from skinny, thick in all the right places, but compared to Juicy she looked regular. Juicy was 5’3” tall with a dark brown skin complexion, with full luscious lips. Hips that poked out and an ass you could set a cup on. She had a little gut, making her stomach poke out from eating, but you could barely notice it because the way her body filled out. What attracted men to her was the innocent look on her face, like a child but yet you could tell she was a freak. 
 

“That’s my sister. I brought her for your friend.” Tatiana said as she got up in his face and licks her lips seductively trying to take his mind off of Juicy. 
 

‘I don’t know why niggas always fall head over heels for her ass when I’m the better fuck and bitch. I’ll be damn if I let her steal any of my main customers away.’ Tatiana thought to herself as she felt slightly jealous. 
 

Zavion looks at Tatiana and felt his dick rise to the account. 
 

“Oh yea, my boy is in the bedroom stressed out over some girl. You and I will do us in the living room and they can do them in there.” Zavion said while pointing to the bedroom door. 
 

“That’s cool with me. Juicy go to the bedroom.” Tatiana ordered. 
 

“I have to go by myself?” Juicy responded with a petrified look on her face.  
 

Tatiana shook her head and walks over to her and whispers into her ear. 
 

“Bitch, get your ass in that room and get that money, nothing’s going to happen to you. Stop acting so scared and childish all the time. I have your back.”  
 

Juicy sighs and looks at her sister then walks toward the bedroom. Zavion watches her thick voluptuous ass switch in her pink dress as she walks. 
 

“Ummmm, I’m right here.” Tatiana said grabbing his chin and turning his head around to face her. 
 

She slips out her skin tight jeans and takes off her shirt, then steps back into her high heels and stood there with her hands on her hips acting as if she was posing for a picture. Zavion licks his lips and walks over to her and palm her ass, while she unbuttons his belt and pulls down his jeans. She then spits on her hand and strokes his dick back and forth. 
 

“Mmmm!” He groans from the sweet tender touch of her little soft hand. 
 

He looks down as she got onto her knees and takes him into her mouth. 
 

Juicy nervously opens the room door and looks back at her sister giving Zavion a blow job. 
 

‘Dammit, why couldn’t I have him?’ She thought to herself as she steps into the room and shuts the door. 
 

The room was dim, only a lamp on a nightstand was on. A thick grey cloud of weed smoke covers the room like a blanket. Juicy uses her hand to fan the smoke out of her face and could see a Caucasian man sitting on the edge of the bed with a black hoodie on and blue jeans. Juicy smiles as she studies his face. 
 

‘Damn he’s a cutie and looks like a young Eminem with brown hair and blue eyes.’ Juicy thought to herself. 
 

“Hi I’m Juicy.” She said. 
 

“I’m Jerry-F and I’m a little wasted.” He immediately said. 
 

“Were you drinking?” Juicy asked.  
 

“No, I been smoking sour diesel weed all night and I had some coke.” Jerry-F replied then pulls out a small baggie of cocaine. 
 

“Do you mind?” He asks. 
 

“No, do whatever makes you feel comfortable, as long as you don’t freak out on me.”  Juicy replied. 
 

“Do you want some?” He offers as he sprinkles some coke onto the nightstand and snorts it up with a rolled up dollar bill. 
 

“No thank you.” Juicy said trying to turn him down politely. 
 

“I just broke up with my girlfriend. I caught her fucking one of my best friends. I’m trying to cope with it. Can you play some rap music?” Jerry-F says. 
 

Juicy looks at him then pulls out her cell phone and could see she had another text message from Marvin. She ignores it and went straight into her music playlist and puts on Drake and Eminem’s new song. 
 

Jerry-F lay back on the bed then pulls down his jeans and boxers. Juicy pulled out a condom from her purse and sat down on the bed next to him. 
 

“Oh my God!” She said out loud and covers her mouth as she stares at his dick. 
 

‘This must be the world’s smallest penis.’ She thought to herself as she continues to stare at his dick that looks more like a skinny thumb. 
 

“Come on let’s get started.” Jerry-F said. 
 

Juicy rips open the condom and tries to roll it on, but it wouldn’t fit. She tried three more times with no luck. 
 

“Damn!” She said out loud then puts the condom into her mouth and began to give him a blow job, sucking his dick and working the condom onto it at the same time. 
 

‘Dammit get hard already.’ She said to herself as she became frustrated that she had been sucking his dick for a half hour and he still wasn’t hard yet.  
 

Juicy sighs in relief when his little dick finally stood up straight. 
 

“Let’s fuck.” He said in a hyped tone as he climbs on top of her. 
 

She removes her thong as he push her legs up and slides inside her and pounds away. 
 

‘Oh my God, I can’t feel anything his thighs hitting against mine.’ She thought to herself as she changes positions to doggy style, but his dick was soft and numb, even for a penis. 
 

He pounds away furiously and all she felt were his thighs hitting against her ass cheeks. 
 

“Oh man it went down again, it must be the coke.” Jerry-F said as he pulls out of her. 
 

“I never knew it was up.” Juicy said up under her breath. “Do you want me to give you another blow job?” She asks. 
 

“No I’m good it probably won’t even get up. I’m high as a kite right now.”  He said then jumps off the bed and gets dressed then passes her two hundred dollars. 
 

“Can we just sit here and talk?” Jerry-F asks. 
 

“Sure I guess so, why not.” Juicy replied. 
 

After listening to him talk about his ex-girlfriend for another half hour. She decided she had heard enough. 
 

“Okay I have to go.” Juicy said while leaving him snorting more cocaine off the nightstand and still talking non-stop and never notices her walking away and leaving the room shutting the door behind her. 
 

‘I hope I don’t interrupt Tatiana and that fine handsome Zavion.’ Juicy thought to herself, but was shocked to see them on the couch smoking a blunt and talking. 
 

“How did it go in there?’ Tatiana asked as she sees Juicy approach them.  
 

Juicy looked at Zavion before answering. 
 

‘I’ll tell you about the world’s smallest penis ever later after we leave here.’ Juicy thought to herself. 
 

“It went okay.” Juicy replied while looking at Zavion staring at her as if she was something to eat. 
 

Juicy couldn’t help but to blush. Zavion leans over and whispers into Tatiana’s ear. 
 

“Schmmp!” Tatiana sucks her teeth and her facial expression twists up. 
 

“Okay give me the damn money.” She said with an attitude and stuck out her hand. 
 

Zavion digs in his pocket and pulls out a hundred dollar bill and passes it to her. Tatiana quickly stuffs it into her purse with her facial expression twisted up in anger. 
 

Zavion stood up off the black couch and walks over to Juicy. He gently grabs her hand and spins her around slowly looking at her thighs and ass. 
 

“Hmmm, damn you sexy. Come with me baby doll.” He said. 
 

“What? Where?” Juicy asked then looks at her sister. 
 

“Just go with him, he paid for a quickie.” Tatiana said with an attitude. 
 

“Really?” Juicy said with a huge smile on her face. 
 

A part of her was excited. Zavion was tall and sexy, with a handsome face and a nice brown skin complexion she loved on a man. 
 

‘God I hope he has a big dig dick and fucks me good after what just happen in the room and seeing the world’s smallest penis. I could use some good dick.’ Juicy thought to herself as she was lead into the bathroom. 
 

“Ewww!” She said as she looks around the bathroom that looked like a man owned it and it wasn’t clean at all. 
 

“You’re way prettier and sexier than your sister, I wanted you as soon as I laid my eyes on you, but had to please Tatiana’s ass first so she wouldn’t get too jealous when I made my move.” Zavion said as he made Juicy arch her back and bend over. 
 

She held on to the dirty sink as he lifts up her pink dress and was pleased to see that she had on no panties. He works on the condom and eases himself inside her, inch by inch. 
 

“Shiiit! Ahhhh shit!” Juicy moans. ‘Yes this nigga got a big ass dick, just what I needed and he hasn’t even gotten it all the way inside me yet and it’s touching my walls. I hope he fucks the shit out of me.’ Juicy thought to herself. 
 

“Ohhhh yesss!” She moans as he works his manhood in and out of her wet pussy. 
 

Zavion held tight on her waist. Then he thrusts in and out of her fast like a jack rabbit. 
 

“Ugghhh! Yes, fucking yes!” He grunted then stops as he climaxes coming inside the condom and stops moving while breathing hard. Then his body shook a few times then he pulls out of her. 
 

“Damn that was great.” Zavion said while still breathing hard. 
 

“What the fuck just happened!” Juicy shouted with a puzzled confused look on her face. 
 

“I just nut, that pussy was the bomb.” 
 

“Zavion you’re not serious? Really, ten seconds of fast pumping like a little puppy in heat and you’re done?” Juicy asked as she couldn’t believe what just had happened even knowing she seen it with her own eyes. 
 

“Yea that’s it for now, I have to wait an hour before I can get it back up and do that again.” Zavion replied. 
 

Juicy blinks her eyes a few times with a dumb look on her face. She pulls down her dress and left the bathroom and could see Tatiana sitting on the couch still smoking a blunt with a big smile on her face already knowing what her sister had experienced. 
 

“Come on lets go, we got more money to chase.” Tatiana said as they left the small apartment.  
 

“You knew he had a big dick and didn’t know how to work it, didn’t you?” He came in ten seconds.”  Juicy said as they left the building and hops into Tatiana’s grey Mercedes Benz. 
 

“Yea I knew, but look what you made for that ten seconds of humping, a hundred dollars like it was nothing. Oh yea you need to give me a cut of the money from the dude in the bedroom. How was he anyway? You were in there for like an hour.” Tatiana said as she pulls off. 
 

“All I can say is he looked like Eminem, but cried like a girl over his ex and had the world’s smallest penis.” Juicy replied causing Tatiana to bust out laughing as she drove down the block.                                             
 

 
 

 
 

 
 








Chapter 11
 

The Stalker watches their car pull off. Hate mixed with rage consumes his body. 
 

‘Why do they have to keep doing this?’ He said out loud to himself as he grabs the leather sex mask and paddle from the back seat and steps out of his car looking both ways making sure no one was out as he enters the building and went straight to the second floor. 
 

He slides the leather sex mask on his face and zips it up in the back. Then he zips the mouth piece close. He knocks on the door while pressing his thumb on to the peephole of the door. 
 

“Who is it?” Zavion said and looks through the peephole, but only could see a black spot. 
 

“Who is it?” Zavion shouted as the knocking continues and he couldn’t see anything and gets no reply. 
 

“It’s probably Tatiana’s ass coming back to give me a freebie. Hahahaha!” Zavion said while laughing and opens the door and wishes he hadn’t, as he came face to face with a weird looking man with a leather sex mask on. 
 

“What the fuck is this. I know its Halloween time, but we’re grown. I don’t have time for trick or treat!” Zavion shouted. 
 

The Stalker smiled behind the leather sex mask and raises his hand pressing the Taser against Zavion’s throat. 
 

“Ugghha! Ugghha!” Zavion screams as 500 volts travel through his body and he foams at the mouth as his eyes rolls into the back of his head. 
 

“I don’t want you dying too fast big fella.” The Stalker said and removes the Taser from Zavion’s neck and watches Zavion fall backwards while shaking on the floor and looks as if he was going into convulsions. The Stalker unzips his mouth piece on the leather sex mask and walks into the apartment and shuts the door behind him. 
 

“You went down fast big guy. It’s true the bigger you are the harder you fall.” The Stalker said as he bends over and removes Zavion’s boots then his clothes. 
 

A sound from the bedroom startled him making him freeze in his tracks as he removes Zavion’s shirt. The Stalker stood up straight and walks to the bedroom. He turns the doorknob and pushes open the door to see a Caucasian man that looks to be no more than twenty-two. He was sitting on the edge of the bed snorting coke off the nightstand and smoking a blunt at the same time.  
 

“Did anyone ever tell you that you look just like Eminem?” The Stalker said as he stared at the young man. 
 

Jerry-F took a deep pull of the blunt and looks at him. His eye lids were low and his face was bright red. The Stalker could tell he was beyond high and it was causing his brain to think slowly. 
 

“Yea my ex used to tell me that all the time before I caught her cheating on me with one of my best friends. That shit got me really messed up in the head. I must be to high dude do you have a mask on your face?” Jerry-F said with his words slurred as he shook his head from side to side and wipes the cocaine from his nose. 
 

The Stalker walks up to him and swung the paddle knocking him in the jaw. 
 

“Ugghhh!” Jerry-F groan in pain as blood gushes out his mouth. 
 

The Stalker grabs him by the leg and drags him off the bed. 
 

“Ahhhh! Nooo! What’s going on? Why are you doing this dude? Please stop! Ahhhh!” Jerry-F cried out. 
 

The Stalker stared at him with evil rage in his eyes. 
 

“It’s because you touched what belongs to me. Those women that were in here a few minutes ago are mine.  And you’re supposed to kill who ever touch what’s yours. If you were a real man, that’s what you would’ve done when you caught your woman fucking your best friend!” The Stalker shouted. 
 

“I didn’t even do anything with her, please!” Jerry-F shouted as he gets dragged from the bedroom. 
 

His low eye lids opens up wide in horror as the paddle covered in metal spikes came crashing down on his face. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” He hollered in pain as every bone in his face shatters and mushes in. 
 

He chokes on five of his front teeth as they broke off and went down his throat. The Stalker stops and looks on in amazement. Jerry-F’s face had been completely smashed in, blood, bones and the skin of his face was everywhere, but yet Jerry–F was still moving and trying to talk. The Stalker pulls out his cellphone from his pocket and starts recording. 
 

“I got this idea from the teenager’s I killed not too long ago. They put me on YouTube smashing in a fat prick face like I did yours. It was a great video, but I think they caught my bad side making me look fat. I’ll do better recording for myself.” He said with a twisted sick smile on his face as he licks his lips. 
 

Zavion finally stops shaking and regains consciousness. He turns around onto his back and realizes he was stripped naked. He tilts his head to the left and looks over in terror at a man dressed in all-black with a leather sex mask on his face and a phone in his left hand and a paddle covered in small melt spikes that was dripping dark red blood onto the floor. Zavion looks down to see what the Stalker was recording. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” He screams, but quickly covers his mouth to keep the screams from being too loud as he looks at his friend whose face had been pounded in. 
 

Blood was leaking everywhere and yet his lips were still moving and his body was twitching, shaking up and down on the floor. Zavion quietly eases off the floor without making a sound. 
 

Zavion was six feet tall and 170 pounds. He outweighed the Stalker and was about the same height. The Stalker had a skinny twisted scary body frame like a scarecrow. 
 

‘I can take him, I can take him.’ Zavion repeatedly said in his head to hype himself and build his confidence. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” He screams letting out a war cry as he charges the Stalker. 
 

The Stalker turns his head from hearing the loud scream, before he could react a right hook to the face caught him off guard making him stumble backwards as he receives two more punches too the face. 
 

“Uggghhh!” The Stalker groans in pain as he tries to catch his balance. 
 

“Ahahahah!” Zavion let out another war cry and swung with all his might with an upper cut punch, that sent the Stalker straight up into the air and he hits the floor hard lying on his back, dropping the leather paddle that was covered in spikes and blood. 
 

“You motherfucker, you want to come in my apartment and attack me? I’ll kill you! I’ll kill your ass!” Zavion hollered as he sent blow after blow to the Stalker’s face. 
 

“Ugghhaaa!” The Stalker groans in pain from each hit. 
 

All he could see was stars and the color black and blue from his head spinning. 
 

“I’ll teach you, you damn freak.  Let’s see who’s behind this freaky looking sex mask!” Zavion shouted then rips the mask off the Stalker’s face. 
 

Zavion froze as his heart races and fear consumes his body. His hands shook and stomach bubbles as he felt as if he was about to move his bowels and shit on himself. He stared at the Stalker then screams. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” In a high pitch tone that you would swear came from a woman.  
 

The Stalker had no skin on his face at all as if it all had been peeled off or burned off by a blowtorch.  He had no eyelids and a thin piece of meat no one in their right mind would call lips. It gave the illusion that he was smiling. The Stalker stares back at Zavion with his big eyes that stood red because he had no eyelids to blink. The Stalker buckles his body, knocking Zavion off him. All the courage in Zavion he once had escaped his heart as he crawls backwards on the floor still staring at the Stalker’s horrifying face. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” He screams as his hand touches what was left of his friend’s forehead and he could still see his body twitching. 
 

“Ahhhh! What the fuck are you man?” Zavion screams as tears roll down his cheek. 
 

The Stalker stood up straight and picks up the leather sex mask and slides it back on to his face, zipping it up. 
 

“Ahhhh! Noooo! Stay away from me! Ahhhh!” Zavion screamed and pops up off the floor and runs into the bedroom. 
 

He twists the small lock on the door locking the door behind him. He then pushes the queen size bed against the door. His heart beats fast and his palms were dripping of sweat as he back pedals and looks at the doorknob shake as the Stalker tries to get in. 
 

Then he could hear banging as the Stalker throws himself up against the door in rage. He stops and swings the paddle hard three times, knocking the doorknob off the door and then pushes the door. The queen size bed was firm against the door it slows him down, but did little to stop him. Seeing that the Stalker was almost through the door Zavion began to panic and look around the room for something he could use as a weapon. He then looks at the window behind him. 
 

‘Oh shit I’m a dumb ass. I can climb out the window and go down the fire escape.’ He said out loud to himself. 
 

He ran to the window and moves the curtains to the side while continuing to turn his head looking at the door open inch by inch as the Stalker pushes the bed away from the door.  Terror consumes Zavion’s body as he tries to open up the window but his palms were sweating profusely. 
 

“Yes!” He shouted in excitement as he opens the window. 
 

He looks behind himself in horror as he could see half the Stalker’s body squeezing through the door and he was now staring at him. 
 

“Ahhhh!” Zavion screams as he climbs out the window head first in a rush to escape the apartment.  
 

The Stalker raises his left hand with the paddle in it and throws the paddle with all his might. It hits the window shattering glass everywhere making the window frame fall on top of Zavion’s neck. 
 

“Euggghhh!” He made a gagging sound and tries to lift the window frame up off his neck, but it was stuck after being broken. The Stalker squeezes through the door and enters room with a smile on his face as he look at Zavion’s naked body flopping around like a fish out of water as he struggles to get the window frame off his neck, but it went in vain as he steps on pieces of glass that went deep into his bare feet. 
 

The Stalker took his phone out of his pocket and sits it up straight on the night stand.  He presses record then looks at the screen making sure it was in the right angle. 
 

“Stupid motherfucker, you were in such a rush to escape you didn’t think to put your feet out the window first before your head, you idiot!” The Stalker said then laughs. 
 

“I’m going to have a fun with you just like you did with Juicy and Tatiana.” The Stalker said as he picks up a piece of the shattered glass from the floor by Zavion’s feet. 
 

“No! Stay the fuck away from me man! Help! Help me! Please don’t kill me. I was only with them both for ten minutes, I have a problem I cum fast and can’t even get hard for like an hour, I swear!” Zavion screamed while crying. 
 

“Hahahaha, that’s too bad for you, that ten minutes of pleasure will be the reason your life ends tonight, don’t worry it won’t take me no longer than five minutes to finish  you  off.”  The Stalker replied. 
 

“Noooo!” Zavion hollered as the Stalker spreads his ass cheeks apart and forces the broken piece of glass into his anal. 
 

The Stalker held the piece of glass with one hand and the paddle with the other and swung it. Hitting the glass like a hammer and nail, forcing it deeper into Zavion’s ass. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!”  Zavion screamed while crying. 
 

Soon the piece of glass was stuck far into his anal. The Stalker no longer had to hold it with his left hand. He turns around to face his cellphone on the nightstand that was recording everything and he smiled. 
 

“God, uggghhh, help me! Help me! I’m sorry!” Zavion hollered. 
 

An elderly woman in the building across from Zavion looks out her window to see what was going on and what all the noise was about. 
 

‘Who in the hell is making all that noise this late at night?’ She said to herself as she moves her curtains to get a better view of the building next to hers. 
 

“Oh my!” She said out loud startled as she looks at Zavion with his head out the window and the other half of his body inside his apartment, then sees a man in a leather sex mask and a paddle in his hand. 
 

The Stalker looks up and smiles then waves hi and went back to swinging the paddle hitting the glass deeper into Zavion’s ass as if he was hammering a nail into the wall. 
 

“Oh my, these young people get worse and worse. What kind of freaky devil stuff is that? They need Jesus in their lives. Oh Lord.” The elderly woman said as she felt she has seen way too much for her old eyes and closed her curtains shut and grabs her bible and start reading. 
 

‘Whack!’ ‘Whack!’ ‘Whack!’ The sound of the paddle echoed with each blow the Stalker made. 
 

“Aaaaahhhh!” Zavion screams in excruciating pain as the piece of glass went all the way up into his anal as if his asshole just swallowed it. 
 

“Ahhhh, please stop! No more! Noooo!” Zavion hollered as The Stalker picks up another piece of shattered glass from the floor, even longer. 
 

He grins with a sick twisted smile.  The smell of feces and urine mixed with blood was strong in the air. As Zavion hollered in agonizing pain and felt as if he was going to pass out. He tries to force out the glass that was already stuck inside his anal but shitted on himself. 
 

“Ewww, you’re a nasty bastard!” The Stalker shouted and went back to work banging the long piece of glass inside his anal.  
 

“Help me! Help me!”  Zavion screamed. 
 

‘Whack!’ ‘Whack!’ ‘Whack!’ ‘Whack!’ The sound of the paddle made with each blow. 
 

The long piece of glass went deeper and deeper, ripping and tearing up internal organs. 
 

“Uggghhh!” Zavion hollered one last excruciating scream as blood oozes out of his mouth and anal and his body twitches and he dies. 
 

The Stalker looks down at Zavion’s naked body in disgust. Feces were on the floor mixed with blood a piece of glass was still hanging out of his ass. 
 

“Motherfucker, that’s for messing with what is mine.” The Stalker said then left the bedroom, walking over Jerry-F’s body as he enters the bathroom. 
 

He washed the blood and feces off the paddle and his hands then grab his cellphone off the nightstand in the room and left the building. 
 

“Let’s see what they think of this.” The Stalker said as he sat in his car and uploads the recorded video to YouTube then started up the car and pulls off.  
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 12
 

“Mmmm.” Juicy moans in her sleep as the smell of bacon and eggs with grits hit her nose. ‘I love that fact my sister always cooks in the morning.’ She said to herself as she sat up in her bed only wearing a pink nightgown. “Damn that food smells good. Tatiana is doing her thing in the kitchen.”  Juicy said as she pulls out her cellphone from up under her pillow and reads the time, 8:00 am. ‘Damn where does she get the energy from, we didn’t get home until five this morning.’ Juicy thought to herself as she eases out of her bed. 
 

“Ouch! Damn it! My pussy is still sore.” She said out loud as she took baby steps out of her room. 
 

Each step hurt more than the last. She felt as if it took her forever to make it inside the bathroom in the hallway. She gets undressed and hops in the shower and lets the hot water ease her body. 
 

“Ouch!” She groans as she places her hand with the wash cloth in between her legs. 
 

Tears stream down her face as flashbacks of all the men she slept with played in her mind. 
 

‘Damn, I wish I could be strong enough to tell Tatiana no.’ Juicy said out loud to herself as she finished washing up and gets out the shower. She dries her body off and walks back to her room happy that the hot shower had somewhat helped the soreness between her legs. 
 

She pulled out a Rocawear pink sweat suit and made her way downstairs to the kitchen and was surprised to see Kandy-Cola dressed in a white silk robe and Shanelle in a black teddy eating at the table while Tatiana stood over the stove finishing up cooking the bacon. 
 

“Good morning Ms. Innocent, I heard you finally popped that cherry and decided to use your inner freakiness to get some real money and join the team, hahaha.” Kandy-Cola said in a playful manor while laughing and causing Tatiana and Shanelle to laugh as well. 
 

“Shut up! I had no choice. I got fired from my job and was short on my share of rent.” Juicy said then smiles. 
 

She hated Shanelle and Kandy-Cola’s smart sarcastic mouths, but loved them like sisters she never had. 
 

“Well that shit paid off, because you made close to four thousand dollars last night.  Money that would’ve taken you three or four months to make at that bullshit security guard job you had.” Tatiana said as she walks over to the dining room table and places a plate of food in front of her sister. 
 

Juicy looks at the bacon and eggs with girts with cheese and a smile spread across her face as she picks up her fork and digs in. 
 

“Damn Juicy’s making more money than me now! That shit is just sad.” Shanelle said as she stuffs a piece of bacon in her mouth as Tatiana sat down at the table with her plate and joins them. 
 

“Everybody is making more money than you. It’s time you gave up on that abortion hustle. I don’t see how that shit is still working. Most niggas know that game and tell your ass to get on Medicaid, I keep telling you that. Aren’t you suppose to fake getting pregnant not really get knock up though?” Kandy-Cola said in a sarcastic tone then laughs.  
 

Shanelle squint her eyes and stares at her with hate and jealousy in them. 
 

“Well we all can’t be like you and get rappers and entertainers to take care of us. If you didn’t have that body of yours you wouldn’t be able to pull them.” Shanelle spit out. 
 

“Schmmp! Bitch please, with this body or not, I would still pull them. It’s all about your game and holding out for these thirsty niggas. Make them beg for it then turn them the fuck out. You can pull the same men I do. You’re a sexy slim bitch, with long weave and look like a beautiful black Barbie doll with a fat ass. The difference between us is that I use my game and refuse to settle for less than the best.” Kandy-Cola said with a smirk on her face and continues eating her food.  
 

“Shanelle don’t pay her any mind, at least you’re not one of those broke chicks who don’t do anything with their lives you’re getting money.” Tatiana said cooling the situation down, because all of them knew how bad Shanelle was when she got started. 
 

There was no stopping her and she could get louder than most ghetto chick heads from the projects.  
 

“Nah, I’m good Kandy, it’s not getting to me she’s just acting fancy because she became Casino-Rich’s main lady.” Shanelle replied. 
 

“Word bitch, you’re Casino-Rich’s woman now and you didn’t tell me, and you actually let a man lock you down. That never happened out of all the years I’ve known you.” Tatiana stated. 
 

Kandy-Cola just stares at Shanelle as if she wanted to slap her. 
 

Shanelle smiled. “What, they were going to find out, the shits all over the radio and Facebook, plus Twitter. That and the shootout at Club Perfections, four people was killed and seven others were shot.” Shanelle said. 
 

Tatiana looks at Twitter on her iPhone. “Oh shit and you wasn’t going to tell us. So does that mean you’re moving and going to live with your new hubby?” Tatiana said. 
 

“Hahahaha, I was going to tell y’all, but I’m still working him over and locking his ass down, and hell no I’m never leaving you bitches. I love my girls even Shanelle’s smart ass mouth.” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“Awwww, we love you too Tatiana.” Juicy and Shanelle said simultaneously.  
 

“That fool Casino-Rich gave me an offer I couldn’t refuse, fifty thousand a month to be his woman. You know I said hell to the yes, and I’m taking you hoes shopping.” Kandy-Cola said. 
 

“Fifty thousand a month damn heifer, you done came up in life, we need to hit Manhattan up and shop our butts off. 
 

“Ummm! What about Roger? He’s not going to like the fact you’re claiming a man now when he worked to earn that spot, but you fucking other dudes is one thing, but saying you have a man, Roger’s going to have a heart attack.” Tatiana said. 
 

“Fuck Roger! He’s just going have to suck it up and take it, like it or not.” Kandy-Cola replied.  
 

“I always felt you should be with Roger. He did so much for you and dealt with all your ups and downs and bullshit over the years. That man really loves you.” Juicy said. 
 

Tatiana, Shanelle and Kandy-Cola just stared at Juicy as if she lost her mind.  
 

“That’s your problem Juicy you’re too sweet and innocent. Fuck men, it’s about money and using them to get what we want. They would use our bodies and cum in them every chance they can get and go on their merry way. I say we use the power between our legs and every time they want to get a taste they have to swipe them debit cards, to hell with love and a free fuck.” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“Preach! Amen!” Tatiana and Shanelle responded simultaneously.  
 

“Cola! Cola!” A man screamed loudly, pounding at the front door startling all of them and made their hearts race. 
 

“Who in the hell is that banging on our front door like the police screaming your name like an insane man.” Tatiana said with an attitude.  
 

“Take one fucking guess. There’s only one man I know who calls me Cola.” Kandy-Cola replied as she eases up from her chair   and straightens out her silk white robe she had on that did little to hide her perfect shape and left little to the imagination. 
 

“Well you better get that fool in check out there acting all crazy and shit I’ll bust a cap in his ass.” Tatiana said with a nasty attitude. 
 

“Don’t worry I’ll handle it.” Kandy-Cola replied as she made her way to the front door where the loud pounding got even harder. 
 

Kandy-Cola opens up the door to see Roger standing there ready to knock on the door once more. He was dressed in a dark blue suit and his Gucci seeing glasses. Sweat was dripping profusely down his forehead. 
 

“What the fuck is your problem Roger! Why are you banging on my door like that and shouting my name!” Kandy-Cola shouted with her facial expression twisted up, showing her anger. 
 

“How could you do this to me? How Cola? Fucking how?” Roger shouted and brushes pass her walking into the house. 
 

Kandy-Cola looks at him. 
 

‘Damn you go some nerves walking straight into my place.’ She thought to herself.  “Roger what in the hell are you talking about? Are you high?” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“What am I talking about? What am I talking about? Huh! The shits all over the internet on Facebook and Twitter that your Casino-Rich woman now! How could you do this to me, to us?” Roger shouted while moving his hands all around in the air like a crazy person. 
 

“Do what to us Roger! The last time I checked I was a grown ass woman and could do what I want. That means see whoever I want and fuck whoever I want, if it be a man or woman!” Kandy-Cola said while licking her lips enticing him. 
 

“No the hell you can’t, not when I invested over 80,000 into your ass. It was cool with you just fucking other men, I didn’t mind that at all, but for you to actually claim someone as your man, that hurts! That’s supposed to be my spot and mines only Cola! No one deserves it but me! I love you for who you really are! I won’t have this or allow it!” Roger shouted with a mixture of rage and love in his eyes. 
 

“Kandy you okay?” Tatiana asks as she enters the living room and sees Cola standing by the front door.
 

“Stay out of this Tatiana! I blame you for all of this! Before she started hanging with you Cola was never a hoe, you turned her into a slut like the rest of the bitches around you!” Roger shouted as he turns and face Tatiana. 
 

“You better watch your motherfucking mouth while you’re in my house nigga! Don’t be mad because a better man done took what you wanted. If you were making real money maybe you wouldn’t be feeling so less of a man right now!” Tatiana snapped back crushing his heart and ego with her words. 
 

“I got this Tatiana, just fall back girl.” Kandy-Cola said even though she was pissed off at Roger, she didn’t like anyone bad talking him but herself. 
 

She had love for Roger. He was dealing with her for six years way before the fame and took good care of her until she found men that did the job even better. 
 

“Alright handle your business then, making all this damn noise nine o’clock in the morning.” Tatiana said as she turns around and leaves the living room. 
 

Roger turns his attention back on Kandy-Cola.  
 

“So now you’re just going let your friends disrespect me now?” Roger said. 
 

“No Roger, you did that to yourself acting like a lame ass nigga. You need to get out of my house and take your ass to work.” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“So it’s like that? That’s how you’re going to do me Cola after all I’ve done for you? All the money I invested in you, even the Range Rover out front is in a loan in my name bitch!” Roger shouted.  
 

You repeat yourself a lot. Did anyone ever tell you that?” Kandy-Cola said and walked out the living room and into her bedroom and returned in the matter of seconds with her cellphone in one hand and a set of keys in the next. 
 

“Here take those!” She said as she forces the Range Rover keys into the palm of his hand. 
 

“I don’t need that truck anymore! I don’t need or want anything in your name or anything you can use to throw in my face, I’m tired of you repeating yourself and talking about what you’ve done for me. Any dime you spent I will return, you got me a truck on a loan a real man would have gotten me a fully paid for car and wouldn’t keep bringing it up that he did that for me. It would be a small thing to a giant. Let me show you.” Kandy-Cola said as she dials a number on her iPhone and Casino-Rich picks up on the first ring. 
 

“Hey what’s good? What are you doing up so early?” Casino-Rich said. 
 

“Good morning Daddy. Now isn’t the time to get into all of that, I’ll tell you later, but I need a new truck or car, something luxurious and white that matches my swagger. Do you have me?” Kandy-Cola said and presses a button putting the call on speaker. 
 

“Sure, anything for you. We can go pick something out today baby.” Casino-Rich replied. 
 

“You’re not going to take it out on a loan right?” Kandy-Cola responded.  
 

“I’m a Boss and a Baller, what I look like taking a loan out for any car when I can afford anything I want? What I look like a lame as nigga? Hahahaha!” Casino-Rich said while laughing. 
 

“Okay Daddy, come pick me up at noon, later baby.” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“Later boo.” Casino-Rich said and the phone went dead. 
 

Kandy-Cola stood there with an evil sarcastic smile on her face as she stares at Roger. 
 

“You see the difference from a real man and a lame. I don’t need shit from you!  I’ll send you a check next week for the amount of money you so called invested in me. Now be on your way.” She said coldly. 
 

Roger held his head down in shame, his body trembles as his heart aches. He felt as if his pride and ego along with his heart had been stomped on repeatedly, and Kandy-Cola squatted down and pissed on it to finish it off. Two tears ran down each of his cheeks. Seeing him cry melts her heart and she knew that she might have gone a little too far. 
 

‘Damn I just wanted to make him mad enough that he would forget about me and stop stalking me and acting all crazy.’ Kandy-Cola thought to herself. 
 

“Ahhhh!” Roger lifts up his head and looks at the ceiling and then screams with tears rolling down the side of his face and his fist clenched tightly. 
 

“You think you can just get rid of me that easy! I fucking made you!” Roger shouted with tears in his voice and charges at her, running at her with full speed. 
 

Kandy-Cola hollered as she was caught off guard also knocking the wind out of here. 
 

“I’ll kill you before I let you leave me!” Roger screamed as he sent four punches to her face then jabs her in the eye. 
 

“Ahhhh! Stop! Stop!” Kandy-Cola cried out in pain as she raises her forearms to protect her face the best she could. 
 

“I’ll kill you bitch!” Roger shouted as he notices his blows to her face weren’t any longer hurting her, because she was using her forearms to protect her face. 
 

“Ugghh! Ahhhh!” She cried out as Roger sent blow after blow to her ribcage. 
 

“Get off my home girl you lame!” Shanelle yelled and hops onto his back, wrapping her arms around his neck choking him. 
 

She opens her mouth wide and sunk her teeth into his shoulder blade. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! You skinny, little bitch!” Roger hollered in pain and flips her over his shoulders off his back making her slim body land next to Kandy-Cola. 
 

“It’s you bitches fault that she’s like this in the first place! We were all good until she decided to leave with y’all four years ago!” Roger shouted as he stood up straight and began to furiously kick Shanelle in the face and ribs then stomps on Kandy-Cola. 
 

“Ugghhaa! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Both women scream in excruciating pain. 
 

“Stop, Roger stop, please! Ahhhh!” Kandy-Cola shouted as the heel of his shoe stomped on her right thigh sending agonizing pain through her body. 
 

She rolls around on the floor then crawls up into a ball while holding Shanelle. They both cried out for help as their tears soak the carpet. Something pressing onto the back of Roger’s head made him stop his attack. He slowly turns around and looks down to see Tatiana standing in a blue silk robe, with a small chrome .22-Caliber handgun now pointed at his forehead. 
 

“Motherfucker if you put your feet on my friends again, treating them like dogs I swear I’ll kill you where you stand and I’ll get away with it!  You’re intruding in my house attacking us!” Tatiana said through clenched teeth meaning every word.  
 

“I expected this shit from one of these thugs or low lives in the street, but not from you Roger. You’re really labeling yourself as a lame weak man putting your hands on women!” Tatiana said. 
 

Roger looks down at her, she was only 5’6” tall, but the fire in her eyes was like fire from a giant’s eyes. Tears stream down Roger’s cheeks. His lips trembles as he spoke. 
 

“You did this to her Tatiana. You did it! You broke my heart it’s because of you she changed! I don’t care kill me you slut!” Roger shouted then punches her with a right hook then a left hook to her face, before she knew what happen. 
 

She had fallen to the ground and dropped the gun. All she could see was stars. He drags her next to Kandy-Cola and Shanelle who was hurled up crying while holding each other. Roger began his brutal assassin on all three women. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Stop! Please stop!” The women cried out in pain as he kicks them then stomps them. When his legs got tired he bends down punching them. 
 

“Juicy! Help me! Stop! Stop hitting us!” Tatiana screamed. 
 

Juicy couldn’t believe her eyes as she watches the brutal attack on her sister and friends and didn’t know what to do. She was the most innocent thinking one out of all of them, without a violent bone in her body. Flashbacks of Dustin beating her and Tatiana before raping them played in her mind. She could smell his stink breath of cigarettes as he forced himself inside her. She could feel his boney fingers on her skin. 
 

“Ahhhh! Juicy!” Tatiana screams for help snaps Juicy out of the trance she was in. She grabs a wooden chair from the dining room and lifts it above her head and walks over to Roger who had his back facing her while he took turns kicking the three women. Juicy swung down with the wooden chair with all her strength. The wooden chair came crashing down onto Roger’s head and back, breaking into pieces. 
 

“Ugghh!” Roger grunted in pain as he stumbles forward and falls to the ground next to Tatiana. 
 

Juicy quickly picks up the chrome .22-Caliber handgun that fell next to the couch. She aims the gun at him as he held the back of his head rocking back and forth on the floor in pain. Tatiana and Shanelle quickly hop up off the floor and began stomping him. 
 

“You motherfucking little dick nigga, I’ll teach you to put your hands on me!” Tatiana shouted as she steps onto his dick with the heel of her foot. 
 

“Ughhh!” Roger screamed. 
 

Kandy-Cola finally hops up off the floor once most the pain in her body had stopped, she balls up her fist and bends over and sends blow after blow to Roger’s face. She punches him as if she was a professional boxer. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Stop! Stop!” Roger hollered as the women kick, stomp and punch him, busting open his skin and lips as blood leaks onto the carpet. 
 

“Juicy get over here and help us fuck this nigga up!” Tatiana shouted out of breath and only stops her attack for a second to look at her sister. 
 

Juicy was in shock and didn’t know what to do. She walks over to Roger and lightly kicks him three times in the back. 
 

“Harder Juicy, hit that nigga fucking harder or I’m going to beat your ass!” Tatiana shouted while kicking Roger in the back. 
 

With the newfound fear of Tatiana beating her ass, Juicy kicks Roger with all her might in the back of his leg over and over. Shanelle drops down on her knees and pounds on him with both her fist wildly. 
 

“Motherfucker I’ll kill you!” She yelled with tears in her eyes. 
 

“Ahhhh!” Roger hollered in pain. 
 

“Get this piece of shit out of my house!” Tatiana shouted as they look at Roger badly beaten body. 
 

It took all four of them to drag him by his suit out of the house and leave him on the side walk. Kandy-Cola kicks him in the chin then kicks the skin off his forehead before she walks away. Tatiana snatches the gun out of Juicy’s hand. 
 

“The next time you come to my door, I won’t hesitated on shooting you!” Tatiana shouted while pointing the gun at him then walks into the house shutting the door. 
 

“I don’t believe that nigga just flipped on me like that and tried to beat the black off me!” Kandy-Cola said while Tatiana sat on the matching black leather loveseat. 
 

“Bitch he wasn’t trying to beat the black off you, he was, and whipping our asses along with you. That’s the power of the pussy! Make these foolish ass men lovesick and weak then they get crazy after you tell them that they can’t have any more. Then this Bitch Juicy was stuck standing in the kitchen like a dear in headlights before the car hits his ass.” Tatiana stated. 
 

“Naw, you bugging, my bitch Juicy came through. If it wasn’t for her hitting him over the head with that chair Roger would have still been whipping our asses.” Shanelle replied. 
 

“Damn it, breaking my good dining room chair, but you did good Juicy. You just have to learn how to react faster if anybody messes with us. We take care of each other, if they’re messing with one of us they have to deal with us all!” Tatiana responded. 
 

“Everything happen so fast Tatiana, and it brought my mind back to the past.” Juicy replied. 
 

Tatiana knew exactly what her sister was talking about, the pain they both shared and now understood why her sister was stuck in a daze.  
 

“But we did fuck Roger up! I bet his ass won’t be trying that bullshit anymore.” Kandy-Cola said while smiling. 
 

“Hell yea, I was pounding on his face and back. That bastard fucked up my weave, this that Remy twenty inches, far from cheap.” Shanelle replied. 
 

“You should get your new boo Casino-Rich to deal with Roger’s ass.” Tatiana said. 
 

“No I can’t do that Casino-Rich would have him killed. I think he was behind having the bouncer and other people murdered at the club last night. I’m not even going to tell him about this.” Kandy-Cola replied.  
 

“So if you’re not going to tell him, how are you going to hide that black eye you have.” Tatiana said while laughing. 
 

“Easy I’ll lie and tell him I got into a fight with some hating bitch, which is pretty much the truth, but we need to get ready for the day to go shopping so I can link up with my boo later and get my new ride.” Kandy-Cola said. 
 

“Ummm, don’t y’all think we should call the police and report what just happened?” Juicy said in a childlike manner that causes the other three women to bust out laughing. 
 

“Hahahaha! Hahahaha! Yo, to be twenty-one Juicy, and from the hood, you’re so damn innocent. We don’t call the cops in the hood. No one does. I’m pretty sure our neighbors on the block heard us screaming for our lives in this bitch and not one of them called the police. The projects are just up the block from us. All we need is the hustlers to think we’re snitching and then we will have more issues, this gun is not even registered. Bitch we are hood.” Tatiana said while laughing. 
 

The loud sound of a car alarm made all the women stop their laughter and run to the large living room front window. They could see Roger with his blue suit badly ripped and torn covered in blood. Blood leaked from his face and forehead, his lips were busted. His seeing glasses were missing a lens from the left side and the right side was all twisted up on his face. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! I hate you all! I fucking loved you before the famous Cola!” Roger shouted as he picks up a rock from off the sidewalk and throws it, breaking the driver’s side window of the white Rang Rover. 
 

He picks up three more rocks and tosses them breaking the back window and two side windows.  He stumbles to his jade green Hummer and pops open the trunk and pulls out a small red container. He stumbled back over to the white Range Rover and pours gas inside through the broken windows and the rest on the other side of the truck. He then lights a match tossing it into the truck. The Range Rover went up in flames as it engulfs in the fire in a matter of seconds. 
 

“You bitch! I wish I could burn and take everything I ever gotten you! I hate you Cola for letting me love you and using me! I pray everything backfires on you, karma is a bigger bitch than you!” Roger shouted with tears and blood running down his face as he hops in his truck and pulls off. 
 

“Damn that man got it bad. Your pussy is good, but not that damn good for him to be acting like that. I know because I taste it all the time.” Shanelle said with a smirk on her face. 
 

“Shut the fuck up! I know how to work my goodie-goods. That’s why they go crazy, but Roger is just stupid. The truck is in his name and he just destroyed it and still has to pay the bank back for the loan. He had about $30,000 left to go. I guess we’ll be taking your car to go shopping Tatiana.” Kandy-Cola said causing all the other women to laugh. 
 

“Yea, let’s get out of here before the police and fire department show up.” Shanelle said as they turned from the window and headed for their rooms. 
 

Shanelle, Kandy-Cola along with Juicy spent most of the day shopping in Manhattan then to the Bronx to buy shoes. As Tatiana pulls her car up on Beach 60 in Far Rockaway, the first thing she noticed was a shiny new black Lamborghini parked in front of her house. 
 

“Damn who is that?” Tatiana asked as she parks her Mercedes Benz behind the car. 
 

“That’s my Boo, Casino-Rich. I don’t need y’all heifers acting like groupies. I’m about to go with him and pick up my new car. Can y’all please put my bags in my room since I did spend all my money on y’all hoes today? That the least you can do.” Kandy-Cola said while texting Casino-Rich on her iPhone. 
 

“So you’re just going to flat leave us huh? And we know that’s your dick, but you should let us tag along and get with some of those Goonz Squad niggas.”  Tatiana replied. 
 

“Schmmp! Those niggas are workers, I only  associate with bosses, but I’ll hook y’all up later I’m still sinking my teeth into Casino-Rich, I have to get him even more open until he can’t live without me, then I’ll take him for everything he’s worth.” Kandy-Cola said while sucking her teeth. 
 

“Yea, yea just make it happen, heifer.” Tatiana said as Kandy-Cola stuck out her tongue to her and gets out the car and shuts the door and seductively walks over to the black Lamborghini. 
 

“Her and her conceited ass, I got something she can do with that tongue of her. Let’s get all the bags out of my car and into the house. I got money for us to make.”  Tatiana stated. 
 

“Again, didn’t we make enough money last night Tati, and my good-good is still a little sore?” Juicy responded, causing Tatiana to turn around and look at her in the back seat. 
 

She and Shanelle both stared at Juicy. 
 

“Juicy I swear you say the stupidest things sometimes or sound like a child. There’s no such thing as making enough or too much money. Jump your ass in the shower, soak that pussy and get ready for tonight.” Tatiana replied. 
 

Juicy held her head down.
‘Why she can’t understand I don’t want to do this, my body shouldn’t have a price tag on it and sold to the highest bidder.’ Juicy thought to herself. 
 

“Shanelle do you want to roll with us tonight, I need an extra girl and it’s been a while since you’ve gotten your abortion? So are you in, the pay will be good? Tatiana said. 
 

“Hell yea I’m down! The day that Juicy booty over there starts making more money than me is time to switch the hustle.” Shanelle replied while grabbing some of the shopping bags from floor of the car and Juicy did the same. 
 

The Lamborghini’s passenger side door cut up into the air as it opens up. Kandy-Cola got in and shuts the door. 
 

“Mmmm!” She let out a slight moan and couldn’t help but to become moist between her legs as she looks at Casino-Rich. 
 

His dreads were freshly twisted that stopped at his shoulders. He had crusted diamond earrings in both his ears. The famous Goonz Squad medallion with an eagle encrusted on a green diamond chain was around his neck. He had on a black Gucci T-shirt with the matching jeans and a thick diamond bracelet that covered his entire wrist. Casino-Rich turns his head and his eyes rested on Kandy-Cola’s thick voluptuous brown skin thighs that were showing off in a short white channel dress she had on. Then he studies her face and could see the bruise and wondered why she had on a pair of dark Prada glasses when it was cloudy outside. 
 

“Take the glasses off I want to see your eyes.” Casino-Rich said. 
 

She slowly removes her Prada sunglasses. 
 

“Damn, what happen to you baby? Who in the hell put their hands on my woman? I’ll kill them!” He said meaning every word as he stares at her black eye. 
 

“It’s nothing Daddy, just a few bitches hating on me. One of them sucker punched me and I can’t front she got me good, but me and my girls handled their asses and whipped those hoes to the ground. So for the love they showed me I took them shopping, but now I’m broke.” Kandy-Cola replied only telling half of the truth. 
 

Casino-Rich looks through the rearview mirror of his car and could see Tatiana, Juicy and Shanelle making trips to the Mercedes Benz,  grabbing shopping bags from Gucci, Sachs and Bloomingdales, taking them into the house. 
 

“I feel you. You got yourself a real team that ride with you, it’s only right you look out for them. I’ll wire another $500,000 to your account when we get to the car dealership. I can’t have my woman walking around broke that makes me look bad.” Casino-Rich replied. 
 

“Really Daddy! Thank you. So how good is your concentration?”  Kandy-cola asked. 
 

“Why?” Casino-Rich replied with a confused look on his face as he pulls off the block and took a glance at her from the corner of his eyes. 
 

Kandy-Cola licks her lips seductively and leans over towards him and lets her hands travel around his pelvic area and felt his penis growing inch by inch because of her touch. She unbuttons his YSL belt and pulls down his pants as far as they could go along with his boxers. She grabs his hard dick and began jerking it off slowly with a tender touch, then lets her tongue travel around the tip of the head of his dick. 
 

“Shhhhh…Shittt! Thank God for tinted windows.” Casino-Rich moaned while trying to concentrate on the road while driving. 
 

“Mmmm! Mmmm! You taste so good Daddy.” Kandy-Cola moaned while working her magic, taking his dick into her mouth deep throating it. 
 

“Damn baby.” He groaned as he stops at a red light almost running it. 
 

Kandy-Cola twists and turns her head as her mouth went up and down on his dick. Saliva from her mouth drips down his dick onto his balls and she used it as lubrication, jerking him off even faster and harder while sucking on his dick like there was no tomorrow. 
 

“You like that Daddy?”  She moaned. 
 

“Shhhh…Shittt! Hell yea baby, I fucking love it.” Casino-Rich moaned. 
 

“Who’s your bitch?” None of those bitches have anything on me, right daddy?” Kandy-Cola said while sucking his dick like a blow pop. 
 

“Ahhhh! Mmmm! No bitch has a thing on you baby, you’re my one and only.” Casino-Rich moaned as he found himself yearning for a strange reason, for her to stick her finger into his ass, like she did the first time when she gave him oral sex. 
 

As if Kandy-Cola could read his mind she forces her right hand in between his thighs. Casino-Rich scoops up as she inserts her index finger into his anal. Casino-Rich sat down on her finger as she wiggles and moves it around inside him at the same time sucking and jerking off his dick. 
 

“Mmmm! Ahhhh! Damn!” He groans in pleasure as he pulls over to the side of the road and climaxed, shooting cum straight into her mouth. 
 

Kandy-Cola licks and sucks it all up sending sweet chills through his body. She sat up straight and pulls down the mirror and cleans her mouth and pulls out her brown Mac lipsticks from her purse and puts some on then she pops her lips. 
 

“Damn I think I love you even more.  You’re turning me the fuck out baby.” Casino-Rich said in shock. “I never had a bitch do me like that.” 
 

“I aim to please you daddy, but ummm you need to fix your jeans and let’s get to the dealership before they close. Kandy-Cola replied while looking at him seductively. 
 

“Yeah, I got this baby.” Casino-Rich said and pulls up his jeans and boxers, then pulls off and still couldn’t believe what she had done to him. No woman had ever made him cum so fast and so hard before that it made his body tremble. 
 

Tatiana picks up her phone on the third ring. 
 

“What’s good heifer?  You still with your sugar daddy Mr. Rich, and did you get your new car?”  Tatiana said. 
 

“Yup I got the 2012 china white Porsche Cayenne truck with brown peanut butter seats. It’s fully paid for and everything is in my name, I’m balling.” Kandy-Cola said while laughing. 
 

“Oh shit my bitch has made a come up. What you doing now? Me and the girls are getting ready to hit the streets for a few quick dates then we’re heading to Club Perfections, are you rolling? Tatiana said.  
 

“Yeah I’ll meet y’all there around 2 am. I had him wire another $50,000 into my bank account. I lied and told him I blew all my money, so drinks are on me. Right now I’m following my baby back to his three story mansion in Port Washington, Long Island. I hate going over there. The place is always filled with his low life Goonz Squad niggas and fucking groupie ass dirty hoes, and wannabe video chicks.” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“Word, sounds like a place I need to be at getting my money up, we all can’t be Ms. Kandy-Cola and fuck with bosses. Hahaha!” Tatiana said while laughing. 
 

“Whatever, I’ll holler at you later heifer.” Kandy-Cola replied and hung up the phone. 
 

She touches the passenger peanut butter leather soft seat while driving and a huge smile spreads across her face. 
 

‘I got an $80,000 car all because I’m a sexy bad bitch that knows how to make a nigga nut. Hahaha!’ Kandy-Cola said out loud to herself and starts laughing. 
 

She sighs, ‘aaahhh’, as she pulls up into the circular driveway to the mansion. Twenty luxury expensive cars were lined up in the driveway. 
 

‘Damn, I hate being around these under paid niggas I’m to classy for this shit, but let me put on my best fake smile.’ Kandy-Cola said out loud to herself as Casino-Rich walks up to the driver’s side door and opens it. 
 

She steps out and straightens out her dress. 
 

“You do know I don’t like being around all these men, right? You promised me we’d chill at your Condo in the city from now on, and it will be just the two of us.” Kandy-Cola said while pouting, but looking him in the eyes seductively. 
 

“I know babe, but bear with me, I have to take care of some things with my people first. We won’t be here long.” Casino-Rich replied while taking her into his arms. 
 

She leans in and kisses him deeply and passionately. Their tongues dance inside each other’s mouth. 
 

“Mmmm.” She moans as she felt her pussy getting moist. 
 

A bright flash made them open their eyes and break their embrace. 
 

“What in the hell was that?” 
 

They turned their heads to see four men outside the gate that surrounds the mansion with cameras in their hands taking pictures. 
 

“That’s just Paparazzi, they’re somewhere over there taking pictures. You will get use it. Just pay them no mind baby.” Casino-Rich replied. 
 

“Oh it’s nothing new to me boo. I’m Kandy-Cola I’m used to the spotlight. They just caught me off guard.” Kandy-Cola responded. 
 

“You and your cocky ass, excuse me boo.” Casino-Rich said as he walks off and she follows him inside the mansion. 
 

Right away her facial expression twisted up in disgust. Weed smoke clouds were thick in the air and women were walking around wearing nothing but bras and panties, and more than twenty Goonz Squad members were mangling around the house.  Casino-Rich lead her to a room that was decorated in all red, even the red silk sheets. 
 

“So what you expect me to do!” Kandy-Cola asked with a confused look on her face. 
 

“Babe, just stay in here and wait for me. I know you don’t like being around a bunch of men. I’ll be right back.” Casino-Rich said and kisses her on the forehead and leaves the room not giving her time protest. 
 

He walks up to the third floor and enters a bedroom where two of his Goonz Squad members was waiting and had two naked Spanish women on the bed smoking a blunt. One had dirty blonde hair and the other jet black.  
 

“Yo, Smooth and Vedo, here, this is for that work you put in the other night if you know what I mean.” Casino-Rich said as he pulls out a tightly wrapped stack of hundred dollar bills from each pocket and tosses it to them for the shooting they did at the club. 
 

“Thanks Boss-man.  You’re leaving so soon?” Smooth said as Casino-Rich turns around to exit the room. “These two say they’re very big fans of yours.  
 

“I love your music and would do anything to have your dick inside me.” The blonde haired Spanish woman said as she gets on her hands and knees showing off her fat ass. 
 

“And I just want to taste you.” The one with dark jet black hair said.  
 

The two women French kiss each other seductively. 
 

‘Damn I think Kandy-Cola can wait for me a little longer.’ Casino-Rich says to himself, as he pulls out a condom from his back pocket and pulls down his jeans and rolls on the condom to his hard dick, then walks over to the bed where the pretty blonde hair Spanish woman was waiting with her ass in the air. 
 

He pushes her face down into the mattress and grabs her waist and slowly works his way inside her stoking her wet pussy giving her long strokes. Next to him Smooth smokes a blunt while the Spanish woman with jet black hair sucks on his dick like it was an ice pop, while Vedo fucks her from the back.  
 

‘Schmmp’, Kandy-Cola sucks her teeth as she checks the time on her iPhone. ‘It’s been over a half hour, I’m so ready to get the hell out of here. I’ll give him ten more minutes then I’m gone. Kandy-Cola doesn’t wait on any dick, dick waits for me.’ She said out loud to herself then smiles when she heard the door open. She gets up off the large bed and walks toward the door then stops. Her smile quickly turns into a frown and a look of disgust appeared on her face as she sees it wasn’t Casino-Rich who had entered the room, but his right hand man, Alonzo, who had a black folder in his hand. 
 

“Oh God, what are you doing here? Now I know it’s really time for me to go.” Kandy-Cola said as she rolled her eyes and walks pass him. 
 

Alonzo grabs her by the arm. 
 

“Not so fast, we have some things we need to discuss.” Alonzo said. 
 

Kandy-Cola looks down at his hand that had her by the arm and gives him a warning with her eyes as she places her hand in her purse. 
 

“I done told you to never put your hands on me again. Did you think I was playing when I said I’d shoot your foolish ass?” She said. 
 

The tone in her voice causes Alonzo to release his grip. 
 

“I don’t have shit to discuss with a low life thirsty ass nigga like you. You’re a waste of air and space and a waste of human skin. You can’t afford to smell my pussy yet alone afford a conversation with me. I thought I made that clear to you. Your living off a real boss and your just a worker, now get the fuck out my way!” She shouted and bumps him as she grabs the door knob. 
 

“Oh I think you will want to hear me out, you conceited hoe. I found out everything about you. I had to pay a few people to really dig around into your background and nothing came up. You clean your tracks very well, but it seems you done messed up by pissing someone close to you off and they charged me a pretty penny for the dirt on you.” Alonzo said with a huge smile on his face. 
 

His words made Kandy-Cola stop in her tracks and spin around in her Jimmy Choo’s, showing off a fake smile. 
 

“Listen you pathetic excuse of a man! Anything you may think you found out about me is all a rumors and fake. There for, there’s nothing to find because I’m not a groupie, video chick, low life hoe. I’m the Kim Kardashian of the Hip Hop world. I only fuck with bosses, because my pussy is worth it. So stop wasting my time.” Kandy-Cola shouted while pointing her finger into his face. 
 

Alonzo just smirks and pushes the black folder into her chest. 
 

“What in the hell is this?” She replied with a curious look on her face. 
 

“I think you should open it and take a look for yourself.” Alonzo replied. 
 

‘Schmmp!’  “There isn’t shit in here that’s going to change what I just told your slow ass.” Kandy-Cola started to curse him out some more then stood frozen as she flips through pictures and paper work. 
 

Her heart races, she felt as if she was going to pass out and that her world as she come to know was now at an end. 
 

“I see you don’t have that smart ass mouth anymore bitch, now do you?” Alonzo shouted with a wicked smile on his face. 
 

“How? How did you get all of this?” Kandy-Cola asked while standing there in shock with her body trembling. 
 

“Hahaha! I told you already, you pissed someone off. The real question you should be asking is what am I going to do with that information if I don’t get what I want?”  Alonzo said in a sinister tone. 
 

“So you’re going to blackmail me and make me pay you for these.” Kandy-Cola asks in shock with her eyes wide open, and couldn’t believe this was happening. That her past was coming back to hunt her. 
 

“I’m going to make you pay me in more ways than one. I have copies of all these papers. Now come with me.” Alonzo said while grabbing her by the arm and leading her out the room and down a long hallway where they made a left turn and pushes her into a huge bathroom. 
 

He unbuttons his jeans and pulls them down along with his boxers. 
 

“You can’t be serious right?” Kandy-Cola asked with a look of disgust mixed with disbelief. 
 

“You can stop all that high society conceited crap right now! I have everything on you and hold the cards. I’m going to fuck your conceited ass anytime I want to, and you better act as if you love it, or else you won’t be able to show your pretty face any more.” Alonzo said meaning every word. 
 

“You’re really are serious and you’re going to do this to me and in this house at that.” Kandy-Cola said in disbelief. 
 

“Oh don’t you worry, Casino-Rich won’t find us. There are twenty bedrooms and nine full bathrooms in this house, and yes I’m going to do this! Shut your ass up!” Alonzo said as he drops the folder and roughly pushes her up against the wall, making her arch her back.
 

Kandy-Cola’s body trembles and felt violated as his hands travels around her thighs. He then squeezes her ass as he lifts up her dress. 
 

“You nasty freaky bitch, you don’t even wear panties. That makes it all so much better for me.” He groans into her ear as she felt his hot breath as he forces himself inside her womb from the back. 
 

“Ouch!” She moaned as tears stream down her cheek. At least put on a condom, please put on a condom.”  She begs with tears in her voice. 
 

He mushes her face against the wall, pinning it there. 
 

“I told you, you’re no longer in control, I call the shots now!”  Alonzo shouted as he thrusts in and out of her. 
 

“Mmmm, damn your pussy is fucking good. I can now see why you make men go insane.”  Alonzo moaned as his dick got covered in her sweet juices. 
 

He pushes on her back even more making her ass poke up in the air. He slaps her thick brown butt cheek and watches it jiggle as he holds onto her waist and pounds away furiously. 
 

“Yea you can stop acting as if you were too good for me. Now I got my dick all in this pussy. I told I’d get it.” He groans as he pushes his dick all the way inside her. 
 

“Ouch! Agghhh! Please put on a condom!” Kandy-Cola screamed while crying. 
 

Tears seem to flow out the corners of her eyes like a waterfall and her facial expression was twisted up in hurt and despair. Not because of the newfound pain in her vagina, but because she was being violated and felt helpless to do anything about it as he controlled her body. 
 

‘Please let him hurry up and cum. Please Lord.’  She prayed in her head hoping he would finally climax and she could have him out of her body.  
 

The touch of his boney fingers sent a creepy chill through her spine. 
 

“Damn you may be crying, but your pussy is saying yes, yes and getting wetter.” 
 

“Ugghhaa! Ahhh! Ugghh! Damn bitch!” He groaned as he climaxes and his body shakes as he lay on her back while she was still crying hysterically. 
 

“Get off of me! Get the hell off of me!”  She cried. 
 

“Shut up! I’m just getting started. I told you I give the orders here and you’re going to get on your knees and let me feel those luscious lips before I‘m satisfied, and I better not feel any teeth.” Alonzo said as he pulls out her soaking wet pussy. 
 

The sound of the bathroom door being busted open causes both of them to scream in reaction from being startled. “Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Then they see the huge frame of D’Wes at the door with an evil stare. He moves to the side and Casino-Rich steps inside the bathroom with a black 9mm Glock in his hand. 
 

“Wait homie! Wait this isn’t what it looks like!” Alonzo said as he tries to quickly pull up his jeans. 
 

Casino-Rich charges him, knocking him to ground with his body weight. 
 

“It’s not what it looks like! Nigga you’re fucking my woman!” Casino-Rich shouted as he swung over and over, postal beating   Alonzo in the head. 
 

Blood squirted all over the bathroom floor. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Kandy-Cola screamed and hollered. 
 

Casino-Rich jumps up off of Alonzo and pimp slaps Kandy-Cola four times. 
 

“You’re going to cheat on me in my own house, and with my right hand man! Bitch I’ll kill you!” He shouted then punches her in the ribs and forehead, knocking her back against the wall. 
 

Alonzo fumbled around with his jeans trying to pull the small 38 revolver from his pocket, but moved to slow. 
 

‘Boom!’  A loud sound echoes through the bathroom as Casino-Rich aims and sent a bullet crashing into Alonzo’s knee cap. 
 

“Ahhhh!”  Alonzo hollered in excruciating pain, while sitting up and holding what used to be his left knee cap. 
 

“You think I don’t know you carry a gun in your left pocket. We been friends for fourteen years, asshole!” Casino-Rich shouted while bending down and taking the small 3.8 revolver from Alonzo’s pocket. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Alonzo screams. 
 

“It’s me, let me explain!” 
 

“Shut the fuck up. The only reason you’re not dead now is because you were my best friend, but if I ever see your face again I’ll kill you. I don’t care if we bump into each other in the street by accident. I’ll kill you and that goes the same for you hoe. You saw your last dime off of me! Get the fuck out my house, the both of you! D’Wes tosses them out!” Casino-Rich shouted. 
 

“Wait! Just wait! It’s not what you think, don’t do this.” Alonzo said as Casino–Rich rips the Goonz Squad chain off his neck then D’Wes scoops up Alonzo and throws him over his shoulder, then grabs Kandy-Cola by the hair. 
 

“Look inside the folder! Look inside the folder!” Alonzo shouted repeatedly. 
 

“Shut the hell up pussy!” Casino-Rich said while walking up to him and then punches him in the face two times.  
 

“Uggghhh!” Alonzo groans in pain. 
 

“You can never say you’re a part of the Goonz Squad again!” Casino-Rich shouted as D’Wes carries Alonzo away. 
 

The other Goonz Squad members in the house bust out laughing as D’Wes tosses Alonzo and Kandy-Cola outside. The sky got darker and rain began to fall, soaking both of them. Kandy-Cola wipes her tears away and gets up off the ground. 
 

‘Thank God there aren’t any Paparazzi around to take pictures of this.’ She said out loud to herself as the tears escape the corner of her eyes mixed with the rain. 
 

“I hope you’re satisfied now, you fucking bastard.” She shouted as she stumbles to her truck and hops in and pulls off. 
 

‘At least I got to keep the money in my account and my brand new truck. I made sure everything was in my name.’ She thought to herself as the rain slows down. 
 

‘Like Jay-Z said, on to the next one.’ She says to herself then plays her MP3 player in the truck and puts on a Jay-Z song as her motivation trying to forget everything that just happened. 
 

Alonzo held his knee cap tightly as blood ruses out of it mixed with rain onto the drive way concrete. 
 

‘I’ll get you for this. No one plays me and gets away with it.’ Alonzo said out loud as his pride hurt just as much as the gunshot wound. 
 

He managed to leap to his car and start it up. ‘You will pay for this Casino, you and that bitch Kandy, I swear.’ He mumbled as he pulls off. 
 

“Here Boss, this is the folder that was in the bathroom.” D’Wes said as he enters the giant master bedroom, to see Casino-Rich sitting on the bed with his back turned towards the room door. 
 

His head was hung low as his dreads covered his face as he smokes a blunt and held a 9mm Glock in the other hand. 
 

“Just drop it on the bed and go.” Casino-Rich replied without even looking up. 
 

“Are you okay Boss?” D’Wes asked. 
 

“No, I’m not fucking alright! My best friend and right hand man fucked the only woman I decided to wife in the damn bathroom of my own house. I should’ve killed them both. Now get the fuck out of my room and leave me alone before I take my anger out on you and shoot you in the leg!” Casino-Rich shouted. 
 

“Okay Boss.” D’Wes said putting up his hands and back peddling out of the room and shuts the door. 
 

Casino-Rich took three long pulls from the blunt and lets the weed smoke travel through his system, praying it will ease his mind and heart. 
 

‘I can’t trust anyone, and I have to stay focused on making this money. That should be my only concern.’ He said out loud to himself then looks beside him at the black folder labeled ‘Kandy-Cola’s Secret’. 
 

‘I shouldn’t even care what her secret is, but I do want her back in my life. No woman I know has ever been so beautiful, smart and sexy, and makes me cum like she does.’ He said with the blunt between his lips then puts the 9mm Glock down on the bed and picks up the folder. 
 

The curiosity was killing him as he flips the folder open. At first he couldn’t make since of what he was looking at. There was a copy of a birth certificate, pictures, and an invoice to a bill. 
 

‘Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Nooo! Fucking nooo! It can’t be! It just can’t be!’ Casino-Rich jumps up and screams. 
 

He throws the pictures and picks up his gun off the bed and throws it into the dresser mirror, shattering the mirror into pieces as he went on a rampage destroying the room while screaming. 
 

Kandy-Cola hops out the shower and made a few phone calls, talking to some of her home girls, while putting on her dark green Mac eye shadow. She works her way into a dark green sleeveless body suit that showed off her voluptuous perfect figure. She slides her feet in a pair of black Jimmy Choo’s. 
 

‘Now off to find the next baller. One monkey doesn’t stop any show. I guess Juicy, Tatiana and Shanelle will meet me at the club later on. I’m l heading there early to ease my mind and link up with my other bitches.’  Kandy-Cola thought to herself as she locks the front door of the house and hops into her new Porsche Cayenne and pulls off, heading for Club Rain. 
 

She parks her truck across the street from the club and steps out and could feel all eyes on her. Women who envy and hate her stared as men who were driving by or standing in line to get in the club looked at her as if she was a meal to eat.  They watched her plump ass switch from side to side. A cheese smile spread across her face when she sees her two friends Cassie and Julia. 
 

“Hey girl!” They both say simultaneously as they greet her. 
 

They hug each other and kiss on the cheeks. 
 

“Did I have you heifers waiting long?” Kandy-Cola asked. 
 

“No we just actually got here, and we’re ready to get some new sponsors.” Cassie stated.  
 

“Well let’s do this, ladies.” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

The bouncer at the door already knew who they were and let them skip the line and go in. People who were waiting in line curse under their breath. Kandy-Cola waves and smiles at the people she knew in the club. She was happy the club was dark and that her Mac make-up hid her black eye and bruise on her cheeks. 
 

‘Damn I got beat up twice for the day, but fuck it I’m going to enjoy my night.’ She said to herself as she quickly pushes the negative thoughts from her mind as she and her girls were led to the V.I.P. area and taken to a private table. 
 

The club was jumping, full of people flossing their best outfits and jewelry. A waiter came to their table with two bottles of Moet Rose and a bucket full of ice with Champagne glasses. 
 

“What’s up with Tatiana, Shanelle and Juicy? Are they coming?”  Julia asked. 
 

“Yea, they will be here later on. You know Tatiana has to chase that paper first.” Kandy-Cola replied. 
 

“Speaking of money, we heard you’re living large now and you’re Casino-Rich’s wifey.” Cassie said over the loud music while looking around the V.I.P. area to see what celebrity was there for her to sink her teeth into. 
 

“That’s a long story.” Kandy-Cola replied.
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 13
 

Juicy sat in the back seat of Tatiana’s Mercedes Benz. Her stomach felt like as if it was doing cartwheels inside as it bubbles up. 
 

‘Damn I just want to go home.’

 

She thought to herself then looks at Tatiana while she was driving. Her eyes turned to Shanelle who was sitting in the passenger seat. They all were dressed as if they were heading to the club, with short tight fitted dresses on, but Juicy knew that wasn’t the case. She pulls out her iPhone from her purse then looks up and spoke for the first time since getting in the car. 
 

“Tatiana, ummm, you haven’t been having a creepy feeling like someone has been following us these last two days.” Juicy asked. 
 

“Hehehehe!” Tatiana and Shanelle both bust out laughing girlishly. 
 

“No Juicy. I swear your innocent ass be killing me sometimes, and yes we’re going to have fans, groupies, thirsty niggas and stalkers. It’s all a part of having good pussy and that comes with this game, but the .22-Caliber handgun in my purse will shut all there asses down. So you have nothing to worry about we’re only going to do two dates then link up with Kandy-Cola and her home girls at the club.” Tatiana replied while still laughing. 
 

Juicy’s facial expression turns into a frown as she starts to text her best friend Marvin. 
 

‘I’m so sick and tired of this! My sister just won’t understand me, but we’re heading to a hotel on the Conduit Highway on the border line of Queens to meet three guys. I have this bad feeling like someone is watching us and following me. I keep seeing some weird videos on YouTube that makes me question things.’ Juicy wrote and then presses send and receives a new message instantly. 
 

She opens it and begins to read. 
 

‘Juicy, I don’t know how many times I keep telling you that you’re a grown ass woman. You’re nothing like your sister or your friends. Just get a normal job like before and leave them alone.’

 

“Schmmp!” Juicy sucks her teeth then sighs and began to text. 
 

‘You’re my best friend, I didn’t ask you to put me down. You’re supposed to support me and understand me without judging me. I was just venting and it’s your job to listen. I will try to get another job, but we’re in a recession, work is hard to find, and one day I will break down and explain to you why I can’t tell my sister no. She saved my life and it goes back to our childhood. I can’t tell you everything through a text or a phone call. I just wanted you to know where I was at while I’m doing these dates for safety reasons.’ Juicy wrote and press send and a second later received a new text message. She opens it and began to read. 
 

‘Sorry for my attitude, but you know I have your back no matter what Juicy, smh. I have nothing more to say on the subject, because it pisses me off. Anyway, check out this YouTube video. People are saying it’s real. There’s a maniac going around wearing a sex mask killing people. I think it’s true, so watch your back.’

 

Juicy read then shook her head and clicks on the link at the bottom of the message. The YouTube video loaded and played. 
 

“Huh, aaahhh!” Juicy lets out a slight scream and covers her mouth with her hand as she watched a man with his head stuck in the window. You couldn’t see his face he was bent over kicking at a man with a leather sex mask on his face, as the man with the leather sex mask bangs in a large piece of broken glass into his anal with a leather paddle that had spikes on it. 
 

The man was hollering in excruciating pain that sounded like an animal being killed. 
 

“Tatiana you have to look at this video on YouTube, it’s another one with that maniac with the leather sex mask killing people, it has to be real, and I think this man he killed looks like the same guy we went to see on Sutphin Blvd.” Juicy said while pushing the phone up to Tatiana. 
 

Tatiana pulls into the underground hotel parking lot and took the phone out of Juicy’s hand. 
 

“Oh shit! Hahaha! Yo, this shit is crazy.”  She said while laughing. 
 

“It’s not funny Tatiana, really pay attention and look closer. That’s the same dude’s apartment we were in last night.” Juicy stated. 
 

“Juicy you’re tripping out, you can’t even see the guys face, only his ass in the air. I don’t know how you figure it’s him. Here take your phone.” Tatiana said then her heart skips a beat, and beats real slow from what she was hearing on the radio. She turns up the volume. 
 

“But, Tatiana!” Juicy said. 
 

“Shhhh, be quiet Juicy and listen to this.” Tatiana said while fanning her hand. “Shanelle go look on Facebook right now!” Tatiana ordered. 
 

Shanelle pulls out her phone from her purse and checks her Facebook news feed. 
 

“It’s all over Facebook everybody’s talking about it.” Shanelle replied with panic in her voice. 
 

“Damn this is really bad!” Tatiana shouted and pulls out her phone.  
 

Kandy-Cola was talking with a new up and coming out music producer. He was covered in jewelry. Right away she could tell that his chain was worth over $100,000. He sat in between her and Cassie trying to spit his best game. The club was packed, music was blasting and people were drinking and dancing, while the gold diggers plotted on their next victims. Kandy-cola looks down at her phone vibrating and lighting up bright on the table next to the bucket of ice. She sees that it was Tatiana’s face on the Caller I.D. and picks up the phone. 
 

“Bitch where are you? I’m waiting in the club for y’all heifers. Cassie and Julia are with me.” Kandy-Cola shouted over the music then puts her finger in her left ear to block out the loud music. 
 

“Kandy, baby you need to get the hell out that club now and go home, everybody knows your secret.” Tatiana replied. 
 

“Huh, what are you talking about Tatiana and how?” Kandy-Cola said as she got up off the couch and walks over to a dark corner in the V.I.P. area so she could better hear Tatiana.  
 

“It’s all on the radio and every social network site, just listen.” Tatiana said as she turns up the volume to the radio in her car and puts the phone closer to the speakers as the D.J spoke.  
 

“Okay people we’re back and live, so if you have been hiding up under a rock for the last five years it will be the only way you never heard of the famous Kandy-Cola. She’s a vixen and is known for hosting parties for the most popular clubs, and is really famous for dating entertainers, rappers and singers. Pretty much she’s the Kim Kardashian of the Hip Hop world. Her latest meal ticket is Casino-Rich who had climbed the charts with his hits and close to being worth 40 million dollars. I’m here with Roger Towens, who was Kandy-Cola’s first man and sponsor, and says the famous Kandy-Cola was born a man and has the pictures and paper work to prove it.  The first to leak this story was Alonzo, who is part of the Goonz Squad and Casino-Rich’s right hand man, and it’s sad to say people, but it’s all true. I’m looking at a copy of a birth certificate as I speak.” The D.J. said. “So Roger, the floor is yours. Tell the people that’s listening what’s going on and the story behind Kandy-Cola.”  The D.J. said. 
 

“Kandy-Cola isn’t who everybody thinks she is her real name is Kendal Clark. She’s a transgender or transsexual. I’m a hard-working man for the M.T.A. and fell in love with Kendal. I took money from my pension to pay for her sex change, but that wasn’t enough for him, he wanted more so I dug into my retirement funds, and damn for a full face and body make over along with plastic surgery. I’m talking about hair implants, butt implants and breast implants. His whole body, making his waist slim, but making his hips and thighs pop out, all to make him look like a Barbie doll. It cost me well over $80,000 and he also had his Adams apple shaved down!” Roger shouted. 
 

“Wow! You did all of that? You must have been in love with her, I mean him. I’m looking at a copy of the plastic surgery receipt for a Kendal Clark as we speak people and it’s all true. Pictures of the receipt and birth certificate are flooding all around Facebook and other social network sites, the before picture of Kendal before his surgery and the picture after the surgery. You can see the resemblance. Okay now, back to you Roger. So does this make you gay?  And does this make all the men who slept with her gay? I mean him. And why are you spilling the beans, coming clean and telling after all these years of keeping the secret?” The D.J. asks. 
 

“Yes I am gay and Kendal was my first and only homosexual relationship. I was in love with him even after he changed his name to Kandy-Cola and became a woman and yes it makes all those entertainers out there who slept with her gay, because she still don’t get off and cum unless she’s having anal sex. So no matter what, or how you look at it, at the end of the day you rappers and singers have just fucked a man in his ass without knowing it!” Roger shouted with envy in his voice. 
 

“Ohhh wowww! Hahaha!  I love my show right now. The phone lines are blowing up, but back to the main question. Why are you telling now?” The D.J. said in excitement.  
 

Roger sighs before speaking. 
 

“Because, I invested all my retirement money into her body, then took a loan out for a new Range Rover, every year I get a new one for her. I maxed out my credit cards for shopping sprees just to be treated like shit or old news, as if I was no longer good enough for her or worth her time now that rappers and entertainers were her new sponsors. But y’all motherfuckers didn’t know the truth, did you? You’ve all been sleeping with a man. I helped make her, now I’ll break her!”  Roger shouted with the veins in his forehead throbbing and tears running down his face. 
 

“Damn it sounds like someone was whipped and hurt. Hahaha!” The D.J. said while laughing. I really wish I could get Alonzo to call into the show to find out the reason behind him being the first to leak the pictures and paper work on twitter. I guess all things aren’t good with in the Goonz Squad camp and I wonder if Miss Kandy-Cola is the cause of that. What will this do to the sales of gangster rapper Casino-Rich street credit? Hahaha! Is he now a homo thug on the low or did he already know Kandy-Cola aka Kendal’s secret and just went with it. I myself can understand why many men got caught up in her beauty and her fat ass that’s on some Nicki Minaj shit. No homo! Hahaha!” The D.J. said while laughing. 
 

Kandy-Cola listens and felt as if she was going to pass out. Her heart beats fast in her chest. Sweat drips profusely down her face from nervousness. Tatiana pulled her phone away from the car speaker and puts it to her ear. 
 

“Bitch get out that club now and head home, you done messed with too many thugs baby, and I know more than a few of them isn’t going take the news lightly and be pissed off.” Tatiana said. 
 

“Damn it, that fucking Roger, we’re going to beat his ass worse than we did this morning.  I’m leaving the club now and will see y’all at the house.” Kandy-Cola replied and hung up the phone. 
 

She walks back over to her V.I.P. table, to see the music producer that she was talking to a few seconds ago looking at his cellphone then looks at her as if he wanted to punch her in the face as he gets up and bumps her while walking past her. 
 

“I have to get out of here you two can stay if you want.” Kandy-Cola said to her two friends Cassie and Julia. 
 

“No girl we’re leaving with you. We know everything and by now so does most of the club, every detail and pictures are posted on Facebook and Twitter. People are talking and going in hard on you.” Cassie said while getting up with Julia as they grab there things and follow Kandy-Cola as she made her way through the crowd of dancing people. 
 

She could feel all eyes on her, normally she was used to that, but this time it was as if people were envying her or hating on her beauty, but more as if they wanted to attack her and cause her harm. 
 

“That bitch is really a transsexual and got a damn man!” She heard someone shout over the music in the crowd of people and people were pointing at her while talking then looks at their cellphones. 
 

“Just keep moving Kandy and fuck what they think or say.” Cassie said who was right by her side. 
 

“Kendal you’re a dirty ass nigga!” Someone shouted and throws a bear bottle. 
 

She dodges it and it hits someone else.  
 

“You lying, dirty fucking nigga!” More people in the crowd shouted and a few of them spit at her.

 

She wipes the spit off the side of her face and did everything to keep her composure. 
 

‘I can’t fight everybody in the club, I just got to get out of here and all I want to do is climb into a dark hole and hide.’ Kandy-Cola thought to herself. 
 

“Keep moving we’re almost out of here.”  
 

“Ouch, you jerk! Whoever just hit me with that, I swear I’m going to fuck them up” Cassie screams in pain as a bear bottle hit her in the center of her back. 
 

Another one came flying towards her she dodged it and it busts open on the back of Kandy-Cola’s head knocking her forward. 
 

“Agghhh!” She screamed in pain. 
 

“Girl you okay?” Julia asks while holding her up. 
 

“Yea I’m okay, I just feel a little dizzy.” Kandy-Cola replied and touches the back of her head and felt a wet spot. 
 

She parted her weave with her fingers and felt a deep cut then looks at her hand to see it covered in thick red blood. 
 

“We got to get to the hospital girl.” Cassie said. 
 

“Yea you deserve more pain than that bitch!” Someone in the crowd shouted. 
 

Kandy-Cola walks swiftly with her friends. She took a deep breath of relief when she smells the fresh air as she made it out. 
 

“We’re taking my truck, I parked across the street.” Kandy-Cola said while still feeling dizzy. 
 

“That’s fine, but I’m driving you to the hospital.” Cassie stated. 
 

It was only midnight and people were just coming out for the night to party. There was a crowd of people trying to get into the club, others standing around just showing off their best outfit. Guys in expensive cars trying to grab up any one they can for the night.  Kandy-Cola spotted someone strange moving through the crowd of people on the sidewalk. He stood out right away unlike everybody else who was dressed in their best. He had on an all-black hoodie and looked more like a stick up kid. The man dressed in all black pulls down the hoodie more to cover his face completely. Everything in Kandy-Cola’s body told her to run, but she stood frozen as the man in the hoodie approaches her and pulls out a gun. 
 

“Kendal!” He shouted as he stares into her eyes and squeezes the trigger. The first bullet enters her cheek, shattering the bones in her face. 
 

‘Boom! Boom!’ The gun roars as a bullet slams into her right breast then into her stomach, lifting her up into the air knocking her to the ground. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” People in the crowd scream and took off running. 
 

The shooter uses them for cover and ran beside them. 
 

“Ahhhh! Kandy! Hold on!” Cassie screams as she bends down to the ground and held her hand. 
 

“Somebody call an Ambulance now!” She shouted with tears streaming down her face. 
 

Julia pulls out her cellphone and dials 911 while looking down at Cassie and Kandy-Cola who was going into convulsions. Her body was shaking as she coughs up thick red blood that runs out from the corner of her mouth. 
 

“Who did this to you, who?” Cassie asks while crying. 
 

Kandy-Cola tries to talk, but only a gasping sound mixed with blood escapes her mouth. Cassie puts her ear closer to her lips as Kandy-Cola mumbles a name in a whisper. Cassie’s facial expression tightens up from the name she heard as the Ambulance pulls up and the E.M.T. workers load Kandy-Cola into the back of the Ambulance. Cassie walks off in the opposite direction. 
 

“We’re not going to the Hospital to see if she’s going to make it.” Julia said while crying. 
 

“No, we have something to take care of!” Cassie replied with hate in her voice. 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 14
 

Juicy knew she was right. The man in the YouTube video they just had watched with the man getting murdered was the same guy that they went on a date with the other night. She felt it in her body.  
 

‘So that means the masked maniac man is following us, is that the reason I keep feeling as if someone is watching me. This shit got me stressed out and then Roger’s on the radio telling all of Kandy’s business. Tonight isn’t a good night bad things come in three’s, what’s next? I should be home.’  She thought to herself as they enter the low budget hotel. 
 

They walked pass the Mexican clerk at the front desk in the small lobby. Tatiana leads the way to room 121.  She knocks on the door. A light skin complexion tall man no older than twenty-six opens the door. He had on a blue N.Y. fitted cap and was handsome in the face. 
 

“Hello ladies.” He said. 
 

When he spoke you could see the platinum diamond set of bottom teeth in his mouth. 
 

“Damn this nigga is fine.” Tatiana mumbled only loud enough for Juicy and Shanelle to hear. 
 

“Hell yea he is.” Juicy replied. 
 

“I’m ‘A’ and that is my brother Keith.” ‘A’ said while pointing to a light skinned younger version of him with a black fitted cap on. 
 

“And that’s my homie Quentin.” ‘A’ said while pointing to a chubby brown skinned man with a red new york fitted cap on with a plastic cup filled with Hennessy in his hand. 
 

“Would you ladies like a drink?” Keith said speaking for the first time showing off his top and bottom platinum diamond teeth. 
 

“Yea that would be nice, but I have to remind y’all time is money so it’s how you want to play this out, but you have to pay upfront and extra for any hour we’re still here.” Tatiana said with her hands out getting straight to business. 
 

‘A’ smiled, showing off the diamonds on his bottom teeth. 
 

“Cool, you did say it was $200 apiece for an hour right?” He asks as he digs in his front jeans pocket.  
 

“Yep, and that’s a discount, because you’re cute.” Tatiana replied. 
 

‘A’ pulls out $600 from a stack of money and places it in the palm of Tatiana’s hand. Her eyes never left the knot of money in his left hand that went into his pocket. 
 

“Now that business has been taken care of, I’m ready for that drink.” Tatiana said. 
 

“Good because the Jacuzzi is ready.” ‘A’ said. 
 

Tatiana turns her head to the side and looks at the large Jacuzzi in the room and began to remove her clothes. Shanelle follows her lead. The three men stared at their beautiful bodies and become aroused as Tatiana and Shanelle ease their way into the hot Jacuzzi filled with bubbles. 
 

“You’re not going to get in with them sexy?” ‘A’ asked Juicy while he gets undressed. 
 

“No I’ll sit on the bed.” Juicy replied.  Tatiana and Shanelle was passed cups of Hennessy that they downed straight in one shot and was now working on their second cup. 
 

‘A’ gets in the Jacuzzi with only his boxers on. The effect of the Hennessy had taken over Shanelle’s body making her horny. Before ‘A’ could sit down she crawls over to him very seductively. Her slim body was covered in bubbles, but her plump ass stuck out in the air as she made her way towards him with a look of lust in her eyes that said fuck me. She sits up on her knees and rolls up her twenty inch Remy weave into a bun, then grabs his hard dick and pulls it out through the hole in his boxers and stuck it straight into her mouth. 
 

“Mmmm, damn!” He groans as she twists her head from side to side while moaning. 
 

“Fuck, oh damn!” ‘A’ said through clenched teeth. 
 

Keith got even more aroused from watching their show and gets undressed quickly and climbs into the Jacuzzi. Tatiana leans over to where her purse was on the floor by the Jacuzzi and pulls out a Magnum condom and rips it open then rolls it onto his dick. 
 

“I want you to fuck the shit out of me I’m going to do that dick good.” Tatiana said in a slutty tone as she turns around and held the edge of the Jacuzzi with her ass arched up in the air, hanging half way out of the water. 
 

Keith licks his lips greedily and grabs her waist and slowly inserts himself inside her wet warm pussy. He wasted no time thrusting in and out of her with all his might. 
 

“Yes get in that pussy!” Tatiana moaned as water and bubbles went splashing everywhere, onto the mirror, walls and on the floor. 
 

Juicy sighs as she turns her head from watching them and was now looking at the male friend they introduced as Quentin. He stares at her with a horny look in his eyes. 
 

‘He’s cute but too much of a pretty boy. I like the grimy looking thug type or a nerd looking man, a square like my best friend Marvin.’ Juicy thought to herself as she takes off her shoes and lifts up her dress then removes her panties. 
 

Quentin pulls out a condom from his jean pocket as he pulls them down and climbs on top of her. He rolls the condom onto his dick and works himself inside her moist pussy. Juicy was pleased and surprised that he knew how to work his dick as he bounce around, hitting different spots in her wet pussy. 
 

“Ohhh! Oh shit! Ayyye! Yes!” Juicy moans as she wraps her arms around his neck, squeezing tightly. 
 

He huffs and puffs.  
 

The Stalker taps the tip his finger on the steering wheel.  
 

‘I want what is mine and I’m tired of waiting and sneaking around like a cat!’ He shouted out loud as he sat in his car in the hotel parking lot in a stolen car. 
 

He grabs the leather sex mask from the back seat and puts it on. Then he grabs the wooden black paddle covered in metal spikes and hops out the car. He walks through the underground parking lot and walks up the stairs and enters the lobby. 
 

The Mexican clerk stares at him. 
 

“Hola! ¿Cómo puedo ayudarle?“ He said in Spanish as he realizes working in the hotel business he had seen it all, as the man with the leather sex mask and a paddle in his hand walks toward him. 
 

“There’s a woman in the parking lot bleeding, she needs your help.” The stalker said in a mumble tone. 
 

“Oh Lord! What now!” The clerk said as he opens the door that protected him in a small room with bullet proof glass windows from any robberies. 
 

He knew he had made a fatal mistake as the Stalker raises the paddle. 
 

“Oh mierda!” The Mexican man shouted in Spanish and turns around and tries to run back into the room. 
 

‘Whack!’ ‘Whack!’ That was the only sound you heard as the paddle hits him in the back of his head. 
 

“Uggghhh!” He groaned in pain as he falls face first into the small office and tries to crawl away and reach for the phone on the desk. 
 

The Stalker grins as he raise the paddle high above his head and comes down with all his strength, cracking open the Mexican clerk’s head like a tomato being stepped on by a size fourteen shoes.  Some blood oozes out, and a piece of his brain slides across the floor up under the black leather office chair. 
 

The Stalker grabs the master card key and a set of keys to the hotel’s front door and walks out of the office shutting the door behind him. He locks the glass front hotel doors.  He whistles as he walks down the long hotel   hallway on the dirty colorful carpet and smiles when he reaches room 1232. He leans his head close to the door pressing his ear against it and could hear loud moaning and groaning sounds coming from different women and men, along with the sound of water splashing. The rage in his body grows. He slides the master card key inside the slot and slowly opens the door and walks in without making a sound. 
 

The first thing he noticed was Juicy on the bed with her legs spread wide open and a chubby brown skin complexion man with his jeans half way down to his ankles, and was thrusting in and out of her. 
 

The Stalker turns his head to see Shanelle giving a tall dark brown skin complexion man with a blue fitted cap on a blow job in the Jacuzzi and Tatiana with her ass up in the as a short guy pounds away. 
 

“Ahhhh! Grrrr!” The Stalker screams then growls at the same time. 
 

Everyone in the room stops and froze from what they were doing from the sound and looks at him with a puzzled, confused look on their faces. 
 

“Yo homie, you have the wrong room, this isn’t that type of S&M party.” Keith said as he pulls his dick out of Tatiana and steps one foot out of the Jacuzzi, but before he could get the next leg out he screams in excruciating pain. 
 

“Ahhhh!” The Stalker swings the paddle, making it crash into his jaw, knocking him backwards. 
 

He falls backwards as he brushes against Tatiana as he fell into the Jacuzzi. 
 

“Ayo! What are you doing?” ‘A’ shouted as he pulls his dick out of Shanelle’s mouth and jumps out the Jacuzzi, then charges at the Stalker while only wearing his boxers. 
 

He took the Stalker down like a pro football player throwing his body weight against the Stalker. 
 

“You made a mistake putting your fucking hands on my brother!”  ‘A’ shouts, as he swings a left hook then a right hook punching the Stalker in the face. 
 

“Ahhhh!” Tatiana and Shanelle scream loudly as they watch the fight. 
 

“It’s him! It’s him! It’s the masked man from the YouTube videos!” Juicy screamed repeatedly and pushes Quentin off of her. 
 

Tatiana reaches over the side of the Jacuzzi and starts digging through her purse. The Stalker grunted in pain then spits out blood from his mouth. He smiles when he realizes that ‘A’s’ body was soaking wet from the Jacuzzi water splashing on him when he jumped out so fast. The Stalker digs in his pocket while ‘A’ continues to send blow after blow to his face.  He pulls out the electric Taser from his pocket as ‘A’ swung a left punch straight into his eye. The Stalker groans in pain as he moves the electric Taser onto the side of ‘A’s’ neck and presses the button. 
 

“Ahhhhhhhh!” ‘A’ hollered as 400 volts of electricity went through his body causing him to shake and go into convulsions as he falls backwards. 
 

The Stalker stood up off the floor and removes the Taser from ‘A’s’ neck. Tatiana finally felt the handle to her small .22-Caliber gun in her purse next to her Mac makeup kit and a roll of money. She pulls it out and raises the gun, but before she could aim it, her screams echoes throughout the room.  
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!”  
 

The stalker had placed the electric Taser onto the hand she had the gun in, sending 400 volts of electricity running through her body and traveling through the Jacuzzi’s water electrocuting Shanelle and Keith who were now unconscious, floating in the water. 
 

“Ahhhh!” Juicy screamed as she panics from seeing her sister and friend in danger and not knowing what to do. 
 

She looks at Quentin who had the same lost scared look on his face as her. 
 

“Do something! You’re a man.” She said. 
 

“So what, that nigga is scary!” Quentin replied. 
 

“Ugghh! Gosh!” Juicy said and shook her head and quickly grabs her two high heel shoes off the floor that was next to the bed. She tosses one and it hits the Stalker on the hand with the electric Taser making him drop it next to the Jacuzzi. 
 

Before he could bend down to pick it up Juicy pops off the bed and ran over to him and kicks him in the balls. She screams while swinging her shoe, hitting him in the side of the head. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ughhaa!” He grunted in pain and fell sideways to the floor face first. 
 

“Tatiana! Tatiana! Get up! We have to go! Get up!” Juicy said with tears streaming down her cheeks as she did her best to pull her sister out of the Jacuzzi. 
 

Shanelle managed to climb out by herself, breathing hard. 
 

“What in the hell happened?” Tatiana asked as she opens her eyes. 
 

“We don’t have time for that. Let’s just get the hell out of here!” Juicy shouted as Tatiana stood up and grabs her dress and purse off the floor and quickly puts it on and Shanelle did the same. 
 

‘A’ was regaining consciousness as he groans in pain on the floor and Keith was still knocked out floating in the Jacuzzi while Quentin looks more scared than the women. 
 

“Come on let’s go!” Juicy shouted as Shanelle and Tatiana steps over the Stalker’s body with her and opens the room door. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Juicy hollered as she felt cold fingers wrap around her ankle. 
 

The Stalker held on tight to her and stares deep into her eyes. 
 

“Juicy!” He said in an evil voice that sent chills through her body. 
 

“Ahahahah!” Juicy screamed while trying to shake her leg free. 
 

Tatiana and Shanelle pull her arms. Quentin, who still hadn’t gotten up off the bed, pulls up his jeans and hops off, then he runs toward them. He pulls his leg back and kicks the Stalker in the face, like a football player kicking a field goal. 
 

“Ugghhaa!” The Stalker grunted in pain and releases his grip from Juicy’s leg, causing her to fall forward into the hotel hallway, knocking Tatiana and Shanelle down and falling on top of them. 
 

Quentin jumps over the Stalker’s body and out of the room shutting the door behind him. 
 

“Who in the fuck is that?” He asked out of breath as Tatiana, Shanelle and Juicy quickly wipes their tears and gets up off the floor and walks swiftly down the hotel hallway. 
 

Rage consumes the Stalker as he gets up off the floor then spotted Tatiana’s gun that slid up under the bed. He walks over and picks it up. 
 

“Ugghhh!” The sound of ‘A’ still moaning caught his attention. 
 

“I almost forgot about you.” The Stalker said and smiles as he struggles to lift ‘A’s’ body up and places him back into the Jacuzzi next to his brother’s floating unconscious body. 
 

“Fuck you! When I see you again I swear I’m going to kill you!” ‘A’ spit out in a weak voice. 
 

“Not if I kill you first.” The Stalker replied with a huge grin on his face as he picks up the electric Taser and stuck it into the Jacuzzi water and presses the button. 
 

“Ahhhhhhhh!”  ‘A’ and his brother, scream as the 400 volts of electricity travel through the water, then travels through their bodies. 
 

The water boils up, cooking and peeling their skin off their bodies. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ugghhaa!” ‘A’ let out a piercing scream then stops moving. 
 

The Stalker grins as he looks at their burnt skin that turns crispy black and was sliding off their bones like a well-cooked bake chicken. 
 

Tatiana, Shanelle and Juicy along with Quentin ran to the hotel lobby’s front door. Tatiana tried to pull it open. 
 

“Hurry up and open the damn door!” Shanelle yelled. 
 

“I’m trying, I’m fucking trying!” What do you think I’m doing, pulling on it for my health? It’s locked!” Tatiana replied as sweat drips down her forehead. 
 

“It can’t be locked! Where is the Mexican clerk at?” Shanelle said then they all walked to the bubble office surrounded with bullet proof glass. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” They all screamed as they look through the window and see the clerks head smashed open and his brains on the floor in a puddle of blood.
 

“Ahhhh! This shit just can’t be happening. Things like this don’t happen in real life!” Tatiana screams as tears stream down her checks. 
 

“Ahhhh!” Juicy screams as she turns around  and could see the Stalker walking towards them whistling with the leather sex mask on his face dressed in all black with the paddle that was cover in spikes with dried up blood on it, in one hand and in his right hand  he held Tatiana’s gun. 
 

“He’s coming!” Juicy screamed while crying. I told you we should’ve stayed home tonight!” 
 

“Juicy shut the fuck up and let’s go!” Tatiana said as they all look back and could see the Stalker closing in on them. 
 

They took off running to a staircase on the left side of the hallway. They ran up the stairs to the second floor of the Hotel. 
 

“Help! Help! Help us!” Tatiana, Juicy and Shanelle screamed while banging on room doors as they pass them. 
 

“What the fuck! I’m trying to get a nut I paid good money for this room!” A dark skin complexion man said as he opens his room door and looks down the hallway to see Juicy, Shanelle and Tatiana and a chubby man running. 
 

The Stalker ran up the stairs and sees the man standing halfway out his room door wearing nothing but his boxers. The Stalker raises his right hand with the .22-Caliber handgun in it. The man turns his head and looks at him. 
 

“My time isn’t up, what the hell going on? I paid…” Before he could finish his sentence a hole opens up in the center of his head.  
 

He was dead before his body drops to the ground. The woman in his room that lay naked on the bed used the sheet to cover her body and screams in horror as the Stalker steps over her dead lover’s body. He ran swiftly over to her and stuffs the small gun into his pocket. 
 

“Ahhhh!” The woman screams and covers her face with the white sheets. 
 

“Please go away! Leave me alone! Go away, God make him go away.” She prayed out loud hoping God will hear her cries and the weirdo with the sex mask will go away, but her prayers weren’t loud enough. She felt the first blow from the paddle on her stomach. 
 

“Ugghhh! Ahhhh!” She hollered in pain while kicking at him through the sheets. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” She screamed in excruciating pain as the bone in her leg cracks and could be heard breaking into two throughout the room. 
 

“Noooo! Please stop! Help me! Somebody help me! God noooo!” Those were the last screams she made, as the paddle broke her fingers and the arm she used to cover her face. 
 

The bone in her left forearm cracks then brakes through her skin. The bone enters through her mouth as she was screaming. The Stalker repeatedly swung the paddle over and over. 
 

“Ugghhh! Uggaa! Uggaa!” She made a gagging sound as her forearm bone went deeper and deeper into her mouth, until it pierced the back of her throat coming out the back of her head, killing her instantly. 
 

The Stalker continues to swing the paddle like a mad man while whistling until the white sheet she was using to cover her body and face was soaked in blood. Red thick blood drips onto the room carpet. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Juicy, Tatiana and Shanelle scream as they knock on every room door, but no one opens their door after hearing all the screaming.  
 

One man decides to open his door to see what all the commotion was about and sees the Stalker running towards him with a gun in one hand and a paddle in the next. “Oh hell no!” He said and quickly shuts his room door. 
 

The Stalker ran around the corner of the hallway and could see Juicy and Shanelle along with Quentin a few feet away. He raises and aims the .22-Caliber handgun and squeezes the trigger three times. 
 

“Ahahahah!” Juicy screamed as she heard the gun shots and ducks low. 
 

Two bullets enter through Quentin’s back and bounce around hitting his organs until one gets stuck in his liver and the other in his heart. He reaches out to Juicy with his hand stretched out, while holding his chest with his right hand with his eyes wide open as he drops to the ground on the hotel’s hallway cheap carpet, and dies. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh! He’s coming! He’s coming!” Tatiana screams. 
 

“Leave us alone! Leave us alone!” Juicy shouted with tears streaming down her face. 
 

“I got it!” Shanelle shouted as one of the room doors managed to open, that they were pounding on. 
 

They all ran into the room, stumbling over each other as the Stalker calmly walks toward them. 
 

“Shut the fucking door!” Shanelle yelled. Tatiana slams the door shut and starts pushing the bed in the room towards the door. 
 

“Help me!” She said while looking at Shanelle and Juicy. 
 

They join her and push the bed to the door then the round table in the room, along with the nightstand. 
 

“Why is he chasing us? Who is he?” Tatiana said while crying hysterically. 
 

“I told you he’s the same guy in the YouTube videos.  He’s been stalking us for a while now and killing all your dates. What are we going to do?” Juicy said with tears in her voice.  
 

“Hey look, over here.” Shanelle said while opening the window on the far side of the room. 
 

Juicy and Tatiana quickly ran over to her and looks out the window. 
 

“We can jump down and run for the car.”  Shanelle said. 
 

“Hell no we might sprain or break our legs on impact, landing on that hard ass concrete.” Tatiana replied. 
 

“Well we don’t have that many options. I’d rather have a broken leg or ankle than be dead. I don’t about you bitches, but I’m jumping.” Shanelle responded then heard a beeping sound that made them all turn around. 
 

The light on the door turns green, letting them know someone was using a card key. 
 

“That nigga got a master key, that’s how he got in our room the first time. I’m jumping!” Shanelle yelled then climbs out of the open window and jumps. 
 

“Oouchhh!” She screams as she landed on the hard concrete ground. 
 

Shanelle are you okay?” Juicy asks while looking down out of the window. 
 

“No I hurt my leg really bad and don’t think I can get up.” Shanelle replied while rubbing her ankle.  
 

‘Boom!’ ‘Boom!’ The sound of the door being kicked startled Juicy and Tatiana. 
 

“Juicy I’m not jumping down there hurting myself then I really won’t be able to get away.” Tatiana said in a terrified tone as her heart race. 
 

“Okay I got a better idea.” Juicy said with her head stuck out the window.  
 

“This is what we will do, there’s a window to the next room that’s open. So we climb out this window onto the ledge and hold the wall and climb through the other room window. I saw some stairs that lead to the underground parking lot where we should have run to in the first place if we hadn’t panicked.” Juicy said. 
 

“Okay I’m with it. Get to moving because that bed and table won’t keep him out this room much longer.” Tatiana said as she looks behind herself and sees the door inching open more and more with each kick the Stalker made, moving the things they used to barricade the door with. 
 

“Shanelle, heifer I don’t know how you’re going to do it, crawl or hop, but get your ass to the parking lot and to the car. We’ll meet you there!” Tatiana said loud enough that only the three of them could hear.  
 

Shanelle shook her head up and down in agreement and wipes her tears.  
 

“Go Juicy, go!”  Tatiana screams as she could now she the Stalker’s gloved hand in between the room door.  “Juicy hurry up and climb out the window, now!” Tatiana yelled. 
 

Juicy climbs out the window and held the wall she could feel the ruff concrete ledge bruise her bare feet as she slowly inches closer and closer to the next room window. Tatiana looks outside the window and could see Shanelle finally standing up weakly and hopping on one leg toward the parking lot. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Tatiana screams as she looks behind herself and could see the Stalker’s head squeeze through the room door and almost his whole body. 
 

She climbs out the window not even waiting for Juicy to make it fully to the next window. Her heart was pounding feeling as if it was going to break free through her chest. 
 

“God I just want to go home.” Tatiana said as she inches across the ledge closer to her sister and happy that Juicy finally made it to the next room window. 
 

Juicy looks in to the room and could tell no one was inside. The room was completely pitched black. Tatiana stops moving closer to her sister as a weird feeling crept inside her. 
 

“Do you hear that?”  
 

“Hear what?” Juicy replied. 
 

“That’s the point I don’t hear anything anymore, the banging just stopped. That can’t be a good thing. Move Juicy!” Tatiana shouted in horror as panic consumes her body. 
 

“Okay.” Juicy said as she lifts open the room window some more. 
 

“Ahahahahahhhh!” Juicy screams as she felt a glove hand wrap around her leg from inside the dark room. 
 

“Juicy!” The Stalker said in a creepy voice that sent even more chills and fear through her body. 
 

Tatiana inches closer to help her sister but lost her balance and slips. 
 

“Ahhhh!” Tatiana screams as she fell to the ground. 
 

The impact hurt her butt but it wasn’t as bad as she thought it would be. 
 

“Ahhhh!” Let go! Let go of me!” Juicy hollered as she could feel the Stalker pulling her into the dark room. 
 

He had managed to pull half of her body through the window. 
 

“Let go!” 
 

“Noooo!” Juicy screamed and kicks him as hard as she could in the mouth, with the soul of her foot, making him lose his grip and fall backwards. 
 

“Ugghhaa!” He grunted in pain as he touches his mouth and looks at his glove and sees blood. 
 

Juicy quickly climbs back outside of the window and starts inching towards the room she just came out of. 
 

“No Juicy don’t go back into the room! Just jump! Jump it’s not that bad!” Tatiana shouted while looking up. 
 

“I can’t, I’m scared!” Juicy shouted back while crying. 
 

The Stalker regains his composure and pops up off the floor and screams, “Ahhhh!” that sound like an animal growling as he runs toward the window. 
 

He stretches his arm out to grab Juicy, but she was out of his reach. 
 

“Juicyyyy!” He said in a voice that sounded more like a hissing sound then begins to climb out the window. 
 

“Ahhhh!” Juicy screams. 
 

“Jump Juicy now!” Tatiana shouted as she feared for her sister’s life. 
 

Juicy held her breath and jumps backwards off the ledge of the window and landed on her feet but falls to her butt.  
 

“See I told you, it wasn’t that bad. Let’s get the hell out of here!” Tatiana said as she helps Juicy off the ground. 
 

Tatiana and Juicy both look up to see the Stalker staring down at them from the window. His eyes were cold and dead and in the blink of an eye he just disappeared. 
 

“Run!” Tatiana shouted knowing after seeing to many movies that it wasn’t a good thing when the killer disappears like that. 
 

They ran to the underground parking lot. 
 

“I see the car over there.” Juicy said while running and pointing to the Mercedes Benz s430. 
 

Tatiana jumps in the driver seat and pulls her keys out her purse and starts up the car. Juicy hops into the passenger’s seat and locks all the doors as her heart race and her stomach bubbles up in fear. 
 

“Where’s Shanelle. I told that heifer to meet us by the car.” Tatiana said while wiping her tears away. 
 

“Do you think he got her?” Juicy said with her facial expression balled up in sadness. 
 

“No bitches I’m back here, can we get the hell out of here now?” Shanelle said after popping up off the floor of the back of the car. 
 

“What are you doing on the car floor?” Tatiana asked puzzled. 
 

“Bitch I’m not stupid. There’s an insane killer running around and my dumb ass wasn’t going sit up straight so it would make it easy for him to find me! I don’t think so! Now can we please get out of here?” Shanelle shouted. 
 

Tatiana steps on the gas and pulls off. Just as she was about to exit the underground parking lot she stops. 
 

“Why in the hell did you stop?” Shanelle asks then looks at Juicy and Tatiana who was trembling in fear. 
 

Shanelle looks ahead to see what they were staring at and her eyes open up wide as a quarter of a tear slowly run down her cheek. The Stalker was standing in front of the underground parking lot exit staring at them through his leather sex mask. In one hand was the black wooden paddle that had spikes on it, dripping fresh blood onto the ground, and in the next hand he grips Tatiana’s chrome .22-Caliber handgun. 
 

“Run his ass over Tatiana!” Shanelle shouted. 
 

“I’m already ahead of you.” Tatiana replied as she pops the car gear into neutral and rams the gas. 
 

“I’m going to kill this sick twisted asshole!” Tatiana said through clenched teeth as she shifts the gear into drive. 
 

The rear tires spin burning tire rubber as it took off. 
 

“Die fucker!” Tatiana shouted and to her surprise the Stalker dares not to move. 
 

He licks his dry lips in a sick twisted way then stuck the gun inside pocket and took off running toward the car as it came at him head on. He jumps and ran on to the hood of the car, then the roof. 
 

“Oh shit this nigga thinks he’s a Ninja. Did he just jump over the car?” Tatiana said as she pulls out the parking lot at full speed and onto the highway. 
 

“No he’s on top of the car!” Juicy yelled as she seen a part of his hands by her window. 
 

The Stalker held onto the car as he lay flat on the roof. He swung the paddle trying to break the driver side window. 
 

“What the fuck!” This guy just won’t give up!” Tatiana shouted. 
 

“Shake him off the car Tatiana!”  Juicy shouted. 
 

Tatiana steps on the gas speeding down the North Conduit Highway.  She swerves the car from left to right, but the Stalker held on. 
 

‘Beep!’ ‘Beep!’ Other cars beep there horns from seeing the crazy driving Tatiana was doing. 
 

“Everybody hold on!” Tatiana said and did a sudden hard full stop, stomping on the breaks. 
 

The Stalker flew forward off the roof of the car and onto the concrete floor. 
 

Juicy, Tatiana and Shanelle look on in horror as he lay still in the middle of the highway then starts to move. 
 

“Run him over!” Shanelle screamed. 
 

Tatiana steps on the gas and the car pulls off. The Stalker rolls just before the Mercedes Benz crashes into his head then he pops up and dodges a speeding car on the highway. Tatiana looks in her rearview mirror while Juicy and Shanelle turn their head around looking behind them. They all could see the Stalker clearly standing in the middle of the highway with the paddle in one hand as he raise his left hand high and stuck out his middle finger as their car sped away. 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 








Chapter 15
 

Casino-Rich ran as fast as he could for three blocks and turns the corner, running up another block with the smoking gun still in his hand. He hops into his BMW 6 series coupe and pulls off while tucking the 9mm luger under the passenger seat while stopping at a red light. He removes the black hoodie to reveal a tan Gucci shirt with his green bird squad medallion chain hanging from his neck. 
 

‘That nigga thought he could play me and have the world thinking I’m gay and nothing would happen. Hell fucking no! Fuck you Kandy-Cola or Kendal, whatever your name is. I got something for Alonzo’s ass as well, when I catch up to him.’ Casino-Rich said out loud to his self as he pulls up behind a club on the next side of Manhattan, far from where he just had shot Kandy-Cola in the face and chest. 
 

He held his head down as flashes of the pictures of how Kandy-Cola really looked before her plastic surgery. Then he thinks about the copy of the birth certificate and invoice of payment for the bill of her sex change that was all in the folder Alonzo had left in the bathroom. The same information he wished he’d only had access to, but was now all over every social network site in the world and so was the interview with Roger on the radio. 
 

Casino-Rich steps out his car and kept his head low as he made his way through a back alleyway to the back of the club. A fat heavy set bouncer opens the back door as he approaches. Casino-Rich digs in his pocket and passed him a knot of money that came up to ten thousand dollars. 
 

“Remember this never happened or you won’t live long enough to spend that money.” Casino-Rich stated. 
 

The bouncer shook his head up and down with fear in his eyes as Casino-Rich enters the club and the bouncer shuts the door behind him. 
 

‘I got the perfect alibi for when the police are looking for a suspect for Kandy-Cola’s murder. I can’t be blamed. Everybody has seen me in this club all night and I was only gone long enough to use the bathroom.’ Casino-Rich thought to himself and walks to the bathroom where his bodyguard D’Wes was waiting with his arms folded, guarding the door as if he was in it. 
 

“Come on let’s go!” Casino-Rich ordered. 
 

D’Wes uses his massive body to lead the way through the club filled of partying people. Casino-Rich did his best to hold his head high but could feel eyes on him while people look at their cellphones. He knew that they were questioning his manhood and wondering if he was gay or not, a homo thug on the low. D’Wes leads him to the V.I.P. area where they had a seat waiting. Casino-Rich wasted no time to grab a bottle of Ciroc and drank straight from the bottle hoping it would help drown his pain and the feeling of his pride being hurt. He could see two of the Notorious Gang members Red-Banger and Blue-Banger with a few of their people drinking and having fun in the V.I.P. area. He scans the area some more and see a few entertainers with their team, ten or sixteen people deep. Casino-Rich busts out laughing like a crazy man. 
 

“Do you believe this shit, D’Wes? All the shit I did for every one of the Goonz Squad members. I brought them cars and homes, even women and put them on a payroll, just for them all to leave me high and dry when shit hits the fan, as soon as everyone thought I was a homo thug!” Casino-Rich shouted while guzzling more Ciroc out the bottle. 
 

“Yo I’m still here for you homie, but you know that’s how people are, they’re around when you’re on top and feeding them, but as soon as you hit a problem or a speed bump in the road  they’re gone.” D’Wes said.  
 

“Shut the fuck up. I didn’t ask for your opinion nigga. You think I’m gay too, don’t you!” Casino-Rich shouted while reaching for his waist where he kept the 9mm luger he used to shoot Kandy-Cola. 
 

“No I don’t, but if you’re going to act like this, I quit nigga! Now you’re really on your own you homo thug motherfucker!” D’Wes shouted back as he gets up and puts his hand on his waist where his gun rested. 
 

Casino-Rich’s facial expression tightens up in anger. He looks around and could see people in the club staring at him and D’Wes. 
 

“You’re lucky fool, there’s too many witnesses right now, but watch your back because I will be coming for that ass.” Casino-Rich said and his words were slurred from being drunk. 
 

“Hahaha!” D’Wes laughs. 
 

“Homo thugs always come after ass so whatever nigga, I’ll be ready.”  D’Wes said as he walks away. 
 

‘Damn bastard, I don’t need any of them, fuck the Goonz Squad, I made them.’ Casino-Rich said as he sat back down pulling out a fresh bottle of Ciroc from a bucket of ice, then he felt the weight of the couch shift on both sides of him. 
 

He looks on his right to see a beautiful light skin complexion woman with curly hair with luscious lips and a gorgeous smile with smile. 
 

“You’re the famous Casino-Rich? I’m Brandy and that’s my friend Kayenne.” The woman said.” Casino-Rich turned his head and looks at the woman on his left to see a beautiful brown skinned female, with chestnut dreads in her hair. 
 

“Yea that’s me!” Casino–Rich said as he looks at both the women with lust in his eyes. 
 

The Ciroc was making him hornier than usual.  
 

“Well we’re big fans and will do anything to be with you even if it’s just for one night. You can fuck us both, however you like.” Brandy said while biting her bottom lip seductively. 
 

Casino-Rich head bobs from feeling intoxicated.  
 

“That’s what’s up let’s break out of this place. Can you drive I’m too twisted to drive and I just fired my bodyguard.” Casino-Rich says while pulling out his car keys and passing them to Brandy. 
 

“Yes I can drive Daddy.” 
 

“Let’s go.” Casino-Rich said as they get up and make their way out of the club. 
 

Casino-Rich gave Brandy directions to his Condo in Manhattan. 
 

He now sits in his all white bedroom on his King size bed only wearing his boxers with a half empty bottle of Peach Ciroc in his hand taking huge gulps from it, wondering how they got to his Condo so fast. He watched Brandy and Kayenne undress to their panties and bras, kissing each other caressing each other’s bodies. Brandy walks over to him seductively and bends down getting on her knees. 
 

‘Damn this bitch has a beautiful face.’ Casino–Rich thought to himself as he stares at her luscious lips and brown eyes and neatly curly hair. 
 

She pulls down his boxers and smiles as she grabs his rock hard, thick dick and took it into her mouth. 
 

“Mmmm!” Casino-Rich moans as he closes his eyes and the sensation of her wet mouth sent sweet chills through his body. 
 

Images of Kandy-Cola giving him the best head in his life play in his mind. 
 

‘Stop it, stop thinking about her. She’s not even a real fucking woman.’ He said in his mind over and over. 
 

Kayenne walks over to them. She took three red pills out of her bra and grips them tight in the palm of her hand as she bends over and sees that Casino-Rich’s eyes was shut. She slowly kisses his neck and lets her tongue travel down and around the tattoo on his chest. She checks to make sure that his eyes were still closed. She opens her palm and drops the three red pills into the bottle of Ciroc that was in his right hand. Casino-Rich pops open his eyes as soon as she did. Kayenne’s heart raced, she knew the Ciroc bottle was clear and if he looks at it he would see the red pills sitting in the bottle slowly dissolving. 
 

“Mmmm!” He groans in pleasure from Brandy’s skills, as her head twists from side to side and she works her magic putting spit all over his dick while jerking it off and sucking the tip of it.  
 

She removes her hands and deep throats his dick, stuffing it all the way down to base of his dick. 
 

“Mmmm!” She moans as she gasps for air with a thin string of pre-cum connected to her lips from his dick. 
 

She wipes her mouth while sucking her index and middle finger. 
 

“I want you to fuck the shit out of my mouth. Treat me like a slut, like the shit you rap about in your songs baby.” Brandy moaned with lust in her eyes. 
 

Casino-Rich grins then took three huge gulps from the bottle of Ciroc and swallowed the pills without knowing it. Kayenne and Brandy smile devilishly. Casino-Rich noticed Brandy had slowed down her pace so he grabs the back of her head forcing it down. She opens her mouth taking his dick as far as she could as he pump her head up and down, fucking her mouth as if it was pussy. She moans while she slobs down his dick like a Porn Star. 
 

“Mmmm! Uggaa! Shit yes!” Casino-Rich groans then felt dizzy.  
 

He fell flat onto his back on the bed and the bottle of Ciroc that was in his hand was slowly spilling all over the sheets. 
 

‘Damn I drunk way to fucking much, I can barely move and my stomach hurts.’ He said with his facial expression balled up in pain and he felt as if he was about to vomit, but didn’t have the strength to move. 
 

He couldn’t even lift his arms up. He turns his head and looks at Brandy and Kayenne standing next to each other looking like Cover Girl models. 
 

“Is everything set up?” Brandy asked Kayenne. 
 

“Yep, I got my iPhone recording everything. It’s sitting on the dresser aiming at the bed and I’ll use your phone to take pictures.” Kayenne replied. 
 

Casino-Rich heard everything they said, but was powerless to move. He tries to keep his eyes open and watch their movement as a cheese smile weakly spread across his face as he sees them pull down their panties and step out of them.  He admires their beautiful shapes and curvy bodies with thick thighs. Then his eyes open wide up in shock as they spread their legs and pull out dicks that were as big and wide as his that they had tucked away, hiding between their legs the whole time. 
 

“What the fuck!” It took all his strength to mumble as he stares at the beautiful woman walk toward him while jerking their dicks making it even harder. Brandy flips him around and forces him onto his hands and knees. 
 

“Wait! Wait! What in the hell is going on here! Ahahahah!” Casino-Rich hollered as Brandy forces her dick inside him while holding his waist. 
 

“You like that right?” Brandy grunted with anger as she thrusts in and out of Casino-Rich’s ass. 
 

“Uggaaaahhh! Ahhh!” He screams weakly, but his scream was cut off as Kayenne forces her eight inches of brown skin dick into Casino-Rich’s mouth. 
 

She pulls his long dreads as his head nods off. He tried to bite down on her dick but couldn’t control his body and didn’t know why and gets angrier at himself as he became aroused and his dick grows hard. 
 

“You like that don’t you?” Kayenne said as she fucks his mouth. 
 

“Ahhhh! Arrgghh!” He tries to scream, but almost chokes as Kayenne hits the back of his throat. 
 

“Mmmm, yes!” Brandy moaned as she pulls out and nuts on his butt cheeks then Kayenne change positions. 
 

Kayenne locks her fingers into his dreads and yanks his head back like a woman. 
 

“Just stop, please stop, ahhhh!” He screams as she enters his ass, ripping it open even more. 
 

Her dick was thicker than an Italian sausage the smell of feces was mixed with blood was in the air. Kayenne pulls her dick out her mouth and gets off the bed and gets her purse that was on the phone and pulls out the iPhone and aims it taking pictures. 
 

“I need some good shots of his face and the Goonz Squad chain. Turn his head towards me.” Kayenne said and Brandy grabs his neck while holding his head up and turns it towards Kayenne as she took pictures. 
 

After, Brandy rolls Casino-Rich onto his back and sucks his dick until it was nice and hard and wet. Then she eases on top of him and slowly works his dick inside her ass. 
 

Casino-Rich fought back his tears as he felt her dick slapping him on the stomach as she rode him, bouncing up and down. He tenses up as he felt himself about to come. Brandy hops off him and took his dick into her mouth catching all his thick white cum and rubs his dick all over her face and lips then gets up. 
 

“Did you get all of that?” She asks. 
 

“Yep, I got it all girl.” Kayenne said as she tucks her dick back between her legs and puts on her panties on and works her way back into her dress. 
 

Brandy did the same. They both walk back over to Casino-Rich who was on the bed, lying on his back barely able to move with his dick still hard. He turns his head and looks at them. 
 

“I swear I’m going to kill you niggas when I catch you.” Casino-Rich said in a weak voice meaning every word. 
 

“Hahaha!” Brandy and Kayenne laugh as Brandy flips her hair back. 
 

“Hmmm, just like you did to our best friend Kandy-Cola. Yes we know that it was you who shot her earlier tonight. She seen your face and whispered your name before the Ambulance came and took her away.  As you may guess my name isn’t Brandy and hers isn’t Kayenne. I’m Cassie and this is Julia, we don’t use our birth names, because it’s not who we are anymore.  We don’t care if you find us and kill us we’re just ruining your career and life. We recorded everything that just happened and uploaded it to YouTube. It already has over two hundred thousand viewers and it’s still rising. Next we’re going to share and post the video on Facebook along with the pictures and on Twitter, then the world can clearly see that Casino-Rich the gangster rapper isn’t nothing more than a homo thug that just got fucked by two sexy bad ass transsexuals.” Cassie said while laughing and she and Julia make their way out of the room smiling while posting pictures on twitter. 
 

They made their way out of the Condo. An hour passes and Casino-Rich was finally able to move again, the effect of the rape date rape drug had finally worn off. He slowly sits up on the bed and could now feel the pain from his anal travelling up through his spine. A tear escapes the corner of his eye as he digs in his jean pocket that was on the floor and pulls out a small touch screen phone and logs into his Twitter account. Anger rose in his body as he watch the video of him that was posted on Twitter and the posts of pictures of him having sex with two transsexuals, looking like he enjoyed it. 
 

‘The gangster rapper is no real thug he’s just a homo thug.’
 

‘I won’t be supporting him and buying any of his music.’ 
 

‘I wouldn’t listen to it if someone gave it to me for free, real talk.’ 
 

‘I bet the whole Goonz Squad takes turns fucking each other.’
 

Casino-Rich read all the post and knew for a fact his career as he knew it to be was now over. 
 

‘Those two transsexuals just fucking killed me without a gun! My life, my respect, everything I worked hard for is done, it’s over!’ he said to himself while crying. 
 

He picks up his 9mm luger handgun off the floor and placed the barrel of the gun into his mouth and starts to squeeze the trigger. 
 

‘Damn I can’t go out like that. I just can’t kill myself, I just can’t.’ He said as he pulls the gun out his mouth then he hears a clicking sound of a gun from behind him. 
 

“I can!” A voice boomed. 
 

Casino-Rich turns around to see Alonzo standing their pointing a chrome .45-handgun at his head. Before Casino-Rich could raise his gun and pull the trigger, Alonzo squeezes the trigger to his chrome .45-handgun twice. 
 

The first bullet rips off the top half of Casino-Rich’s face sending it flying to the floor. The second bullet rips into his cheek and jaw and came out the back of his head killing him instantly. 
 

‘I told you I’ll come back for you.’ Alonzo said as he spits on Casino-Rich’s dead body as he stares at it all twisted up on the floor, then turns around and walks away                           
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 16
 

Tatiana pulls up in front of her house and parks the car. She turns her head to the side and looks at Juicy in the passenger seat making a phone call. 
 

“Who are you calling Juicy?”

 

“I’m calling Red.” She replied. 
 

“Who Red-Banger, why?” Tatiana asked with a puzzled look on her face. 
 

They all new Red-Banger, he was like a brother to Tatiana and Juicy but on the streets he was a notorious gang member that he demanded respect and fear for. Red-Banger answers the call after the second ring. 
 

“What’s good Juicy? I read your text, who are you having an issue with? I’ll come over now with some soldiers now.” Red-Banger said. 
 

Before Juicy could get a word out her mouth Tatiana snatches the phone in the blink of an eye. 
 

“Hello Red, it’s me Tatiana.” 
 

“What’s good Sis, what’s going on? Juicy got me concerned and you already know I’ll lay a nigga down for y’all in a heartbeat.”  Red-Banger replied. 
 

“I know, but it’s not even that type of party love, I know you have your own problems going on. It’s all over the streets about the crime family.” Tatiana replied. 
 

“Yea that’s true, but I’ll still look out for y’all we’re peoples and go way back.” Red-Banger responded. 
 

“Really it’s okay. Just one of my dates got out of control, but it was handled.” Juicy is just overreacting it was her second time coming on a date with me.” Tatiana said. 
 

“Aright, if you say so, she made it seem like it was deeper than that. You know I don’t judge what y’all do for a living, because I’m no better, but you have to be careful out here. Anyway, don’t ever hesitate to call if you got a problem.” Red-Banger stated. 
 

“Cool and I won’t, later Red.” Tatiana said. 
 

“Later mami.” Red-Banger said and hung up the phone. 
 

“Why did you do that for? Red could’ve helped us.” Juicy said and couldn’t believe what her sister had done. 
 

“Juicy we can’t call Red-Banger for every little crazy nigga we encounter, a nigga like that you use when you really need him. It’s like calling in the army, and if you call him for little problems it’s like crying wolf and he won’t come when we really need him.” Tatiana replied. 
 

“And we don’t need him? We had a psycho chase us and kill people. 
 

“Okay let’s call the police or go to the police station. We have to tell them what happened. Why are we here at the house?” Juicy said as she couldn’t believe that they came straight home after barely escaping with their lives from an insane stalker. 
 

“Juicy you know I hate the police! I been to jail once, because I was trying to protect you and I’m never going back again! So fuck them alright! We’re home and we’re safe, that’s what matters!” Tatiana shouted while looking at her sister. 
 

“Well can we at lease take Shanelle to the hospital?” Juicy responded. 
 

“Schmmp!” Tatiana sucks her teeth and turns around and looks at Shanelle in the back seat.  
 

“Do you want to go to the hospital?” Tatiana asks. 
 

“Naw I’m good, the fall from the jump wasn’t that bad I just hurt my ankle a little, but its fine now.” Shanelle replied. 
 

“Both of you are out your damn minds. You don’t find it strange this psycho was only chasing us. You didn’t want to let Red-Banger get involved, or call the police, or go to the hospital. I just don’t understand you two!” Juicy shouted with a confused look on her face. 
 

“Juicy you need to stop acting like a child. Things like this happen in the real world and come with the business. We just have to deal will it and I got something special in the house just in case anyone pops up unexpected.” Tatiana says as she tries to control her anger from getting mad from debating with her sister. 
 

“Why can’t you both see that this just isn’t right, who the hell is he? I’m scared and that stalker killed a lot of people in that hotel tonight, but mostly he was after us! He even knew my name. I heard him say it when he grabbed my leg!” Juicy shouted as tears stream down her cheeks. 
 

“Juicy clam down he probably heard me say it when we was running.” Tatiana said. 
 

“You’re stupid if you think I believe that shit Tatiana!” Juicy shouted while crying and opens the car door and steps out the car slamming the door behind her and walks to the house. 
 

She stops in her tracks when she notices that all the lights in the house were off. She flinched when she heard a noise behind her and relaxes when she sees it was just Shanelle and Tatiana. 
 

“Why haven’t your butt unlocked the door yet? I have to pee.” Shanelle said. 
 

“Oh her ass is probably scared.” Tatiana said causing her and Shanelle to laugh as she digs in her purse and pulls out her house keys and unlocks the door. 
 

She walks in and turns on the living room light and rushes to the first floor bathroom. 
 

“You heifer, you know my leg still hurts and I have to pee. Now I have to walk all the way upstairs!” Shanelle shouted as she made her way up the stairs with an attitude.  
 

“You were to slow chick!” Tatiana said while laughing from the bathroom. 
 

Juicy sat down on the couch and folded her arms trying to stop her mind from over thinking and the tears from flowing. She felt her phone vibrating letting her know she had a new text massage. She digs in her purse and looks at the text that was from her best friend Marvin that read… 
 

‘Are you okay?’

 

Juicy texts back.  
 

‘O.M.G. you have perfect timing. No everything is not okay I’m having a nervous breakdown. Please come over I need a bottle of Moet and seriously talk to you.’ She wrote and press send then gets a new text message in a matter of seconds. 
 

‘I’ll be there in a half hour.’ 
 

Juicy smiled when she read the message then turns her head to see Tatiana running out her bedroom holding a long black object. 
 

“Tatiana what is that?” Juicy asks. 
 

“This right here little sister, is a pump shotgun and is the reason you don’t have to worry about sleeping good tonight. We’re safe in this house and in the morning I’ll call one of my tricks and give him a freebie or trade some pussy for some smaller guns.” Tatiana said.  
 

“Do you even know how to use that thing? You’re so small that gun looks bigger than you.” Juicy replied. 
 

“I know how to use it. What could be so hard, you pump and aim and squeeze the trigger.” Tatiana replied.  
 

“Whatever, where’s Shanelle?” Juicy asks.  
 

“That skinny bitch is still upstairs stinking up the bathroom, taking a shit.” Tatiana said while laughing. 
 

“Ummm, where’s Kandy-Cola, she was supposed to meet us here over an hour ago?” Juicy asks. 
 

“Damn you’re asking a lot of questions, but you’re right, between all that happened to us at the Hotel I almost forgot that Roger had told the world she’s really a transsexual. Call her phone.” Tatiana said. 
 

Juicy scrolls through her phone until she sees Kandy-Cola’s picture and name then presses call and puts the phone to her ear. 
 

“It’s just going straight to her voicemail.” Juicy replied with a worried facial expression. 
 

“Something’s wrong, she always answers her phone for us even if she has a dick in her mouth.” Tatiana responded. 
 

“Ahhhh! Noooo!” 
 

Juicy and Tatiana heard Shanelle scream from the bathroom upstairs then she comes running out the bathroom and down the stairs with her phone in her hand. 
 

“Why are you screaming like that crazy homeless woman that be down the block.”  Tatiana said as she grips the pump shotgun ready for anything and could see the tears streaming down Shanelle’s face. 
 

“It’s all over Facebook and Twitter.” Shanelle said with tears in her voice. 
 

“What’s all over Facebook and Twitter, what are you talking about? You’re not making any since.” Tatiana replied while putting the shotgun down next to the kitchen entrance way. 
 

Shanelle wipes her tears and took a deep breath. 
 

“Someone shot Kandy-Cola two times when she was leaving the club!” Shanelle said. 
 

“Noooo! Noooo!” Juicy and Tatiana both screamed simultaneously and starts crying. 
 

They both pull out there phones and log on to their Facebook accounts while still crying. 
 

“Wait it says she’s still alive just in critical condition in the I.C.U. at the Bellevue Hospital in Manhattan.” Juicy said. 
 

“So what are we waiting for? Grab your purses, where out of here!” Tatiana said. 
 

Shanelle was the first one to gather her things and to reach the door. All she could think of is was Kandy-Cola dying alone. They didn’t always see eye to eye, but they loved each other all the same. Shanelle opens the front door and stops in her tracks and stood frozen. All she seen was a black shirt then she looks up and stared into the cold dead eyes of the Stalker. 
 

“Ahhhh!” She screams and swung at him, connecting two punches to his face. 
 

The Stalker steps back and swung the paddle up like an upper cut punch, knocking Shanelle in the chin, a cracking sound echoes throughout the house letting him know her jaw was broken as she flew backwards up in the air, but not before she scratches at his eyes  and grab the leather sex mask off his face. 
 

Juicy was still by the couch when she seen Shanelle’s slim body hit the floor. Tatiana grabs the shotgun against the wall by the kitchen and aims, but froze as her and Juicy’s heart race with fear as they stared at the Stalker’s face. It looked as all the skin on his face had been ripped off. He had no hair on his head or any eyelids or lips. His face was a dark red, brownish color. 
 

“It can’t be!” Tatiana said as her and Juicy’s mind went deep into a trance as they thought the last day they ever seen him played out through their minds. 
 

The two police officers had their guns pointed at ten year old Juicy who was in a headlock and naked. Dustin used her as a shield. Twelve year old Tatiana’s smile quickly was wiped away. ‘This wasn’t part of the plan for them to get him to stop raping us and he uses her as a shield.’  Tatiana thought to herself. 
 

“Drop the little girl and put your fucking hands up, you pervert!” One of the police officers shouted. 
 

“Fuck you!  You won’t take me alive! I’m not going to jail! I’ll snap this little slut’s neck first!” Dustin spit back as he squeezes tighter choking Juicy even more. 
 

“Help me Tatiana.”  Juicy was barely able to get the words out. 
 

Tatiana’s body trembled then she smiles as she remembers the second part of her plan to make sure Dustin would never be able to rape them or any other woman again. She walks passed the police officers whose full attention was only on Dustin and Juicy. She walks by a table in the small kitchen then bends down and goes under the kitchen sink and opens up a cabinet then grabs a large tomatoes can. 
 

“Ouchhh!” She groaned and was caught off guard and shocked that it was still hot. 
 

Living in the Bronx on 149 and Southern Blvd she had seen a lot on the streets. The other day she was walking to the store and seen a few police officers run up on a well-known neighborhood drug dealer who would always try to talk to her even knowing she was young. She watched him run to a car, lift the hood and drop a pack of his drugs in the car battery. The police officers harassed him but with no drugs they had to leave him alone. Tatiana walks over to him. 
 

“Why did you throw your drugs in the battery?” She asked curiously. 
 

The hustler looks at her with lust in his eyes as he stares at her young undeveloped body and could tell that she was already sexing. 
 

“I put my stash in the battery acid because the acid can eat everything and dissolve it.” The hustler replied. 
 

“Does it also work on flesh?” Tatiana asked. 
 

The Hustler stared at her strangely before answering her. 
 

“Yea, I said everything.”  
 

“Okay can you please pour some in a can for me?” Tatiana asks then she runs over to a plastic garbage can that was by her building and quickly returns over to the hustler by the truck.  
 

He continues to stare at her strangely then turns around and pulls the battery out of the truck. 
 

“Keep your hands steady. If I spill one drop of this on you it will eat right through to your bones. I’m not even going to ask what you want this for, but you owe me.” He said as he pours the battery acid into the can. 
 

“Thank you and I’ll pay you back.”  Tatiana said and walks away. 
 

The hustler watches her little ass shake as she walks. The next morning as soon as her mother went to work Tatiana knew she only had an hour before Dustin would wake up and make his way to Juicy and her room. She carefully pours the battery acid into a small black pot and puts it on the stove until it was bubbling, then pours it back into the large tomatoes can and grabs a cloth to hold it and place it up under the sinks cabinet. 
 

She now had the large can in her hand making her way back towards the room. The only one who noticed her was Juicy praying her sister will save her as Dustin’s bicep tighten around her neck. Tatiana looks into Juicy eyes and mouths the words ‘bite him”, while she chops down with her teeth. It took Juicy a few seconds to understand what her sister was saying because of a lack of oxygen, but when she did she opens her mouth wide and bites down as hard as she could onto Dustin’s bicep. 
 

“Ahhhh! You little bitch!” Dustin screamed in pain, but squeezes tighter and refused to let go of his grip in fear of the Police officers. 
 

Juicy sunk her teeth deeper into his flesh until she could taste his warm blood in her mouth. Dustin couldn’t take the pain no more and toss her to the floor.  Juicy rolls naked towards the police officers. Tatiana smiled wickedly and steps in close to Dustin and tosses the battery acid onto his face. The hot battery acid ate through his hair on his head and ate through the skin on his face, melting his eye lids and lips off and burnt the skin on his chest and back. He drops to the floor and rolls around. Smoke eases off his body as if he was being cooked alive. 
 

“Ahhhhhh! Ahhhhhh! It burns, it burns! Ahhhhhh!” He screamed in excruciating pain. 
 

The police officers, Juicy and Tatiana look on in horror as Dustin got on his knees and screams while looking at them. His face was melting off. One of the police officers grab a blanket off the bed and throws it on Dustin doing his best to wipe the acid off as he did so he peals away more of Dustin’s flesh from his face and the acid burns through the blanket and burns the police officers palms, causing him to jump back in pain and watch Dustin roll around.  
 

Dustin finally stops moving and passes out unconscious from agonizing pain. The police officer handcuffs him. 
 

“Damn she really did a number on him.” One of them said. 
 

“Good he deserved it.” The next one said then looks at Tatiana. “So what should we do with her?” He asks.  
 

“Handcuff her we have to arrest her and take her in, even though she’s a victim but what she did was a crime.” The other officer replied. 
 

Dustin got eighteen years to life for statutory rape from raping minors. Tatiana had to go to juvenile jail for nine months for assault charges, even though she was a victim. Juicy and Tatiana’s mother Heather despise them both ever since that day. She didn’t care that Dustin had raped them for years. All she cared about was him and the fact her daughters took him away, the only man that wanted her and another paycheck out the house. She beat them for any mistakes they made using it as an excuse to take out her anger and hate for them.  
 

Tatiana couldn’t take the abuse no more and starts prostituting at the age of sixteen with a master plan. At the age of nineteen she had saved enough for a down payment on a house in Far Rockaway and took Juicy with her. Heather was more than happy to see them go as she went into a deep depression, eating and becoming overweight cursing the day she pushed out her children.  
 

Juicy and Tatiana both snap out of their trance back to reality as they stare at Dustin at the front door, stepping deeper inside the house. 
 

“Dustin.” Juicy said as her lips tremble. 
 

“Good you remember me my sweet Juicy. You’ve always been my favorite.” Dustin said. 
 

When he spoke it freaked Tatiana and Juicy out. He had no lips and it made it seem as if he was smiling at them when he wasn’t. His teeth were stained dark yellow. His eyes were blood shot red and watery because he had no eye lids and could not blink. His nose had been burnt completely off. 
 

“I miss the both of you so much. They let me out of jail early. I got paroled early for good behavior.” He said then laughs. “Hahaha! Eleven years is a long time to be apart from my girls.” Dustin said as he steps deeper into the house looking at Juicy to Tatiana. 
 

“Noooo! I’ll never let you touch me or my sister again!” Tatiana shouted as she aims the shotgun and fought back her tears as thoughts about all the times he came into her room and raped them both play in her mind.
 

 Her arms tremble as she held the shotgun. Her facial expression was balled up in in rage mixed with pain as she pulls the trigger. 
 

‘Boom!’ The Shotgun roars but not before the Stalker aim and throw the black paddle covered in little metal spikes. 
 

It hits the shotgun to the side, causing her to miss her shot. The Stalker charges at her and grabs the shotgun and tries to pull it out of her hand. Tatiana refuses to let the shotgun go as she grips it with both hands. She swung her feet upwards kicking him in the balls. 
 

“Ughhhh! He groaned in pain as he bends over but didn’t release the shotgun. 
 

He digs in his pocket with his left hand and pulls out the electric Taser as Tatiana sent her right knee crashing into his chin.  
 

“Ughhhh!” He groaned in pain. 
 

“Juicy help me!” She shouted as the Stalker places the electric Taser onto her stomach and presses the button sending four hundred volts of electricity through her body. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” She hollered in excruciating pain as her body shook uncontrollably and white foam comes out the corners of her mouth and she falls backwards onto the floor. 
 

“I owe you a lot worst for the beautiful makeover you gave me eleven years ago. You made me look like a monster!” The Stalker shouted as he stood over her body watching her go in to convulsions, shaking and twitching. 
 

“I made you look like the monster you are inside.” Tatiana managed to say while foam and spit flew out her mouth that she was choking on. 
 

The Stalker stares at her. He looks like a demon as he bends down and pressed the electric Taser against her forehead, shocking her once more. He watches her body twitch then removes the Taser as her world went black and she was unconscious. 
 

“I got plans for you Tatiana, it will be just like old times, I waited too long to just kill you fast. No I won’t rush this at all.” He said as he kicks her in the ribcage then kicks the shotgun and it slides across the floor into the kitchen and he bends down and picks up the paddle. Juicy stood frozen in a daze watching everything. 
 

Pain ran down her right thigh as she lost control of her bowels out of fear. She felt as if she was eight years old all over again and Dustin controlled her life and body and she was helpless to do anything about it. The Stalker walks over to Shanelle’s body that looked broken and twisted up. He raises the paddle high. 
 

“You I don’t need.” He said. 
 

“Noooo!” Juicy screams as loud as she could. 
 

Startling the Stalker, he turns his head and stares in her direction with the paddle still raised high. 
 

“Don’t hurt my friend or sister. It’s me you really want!” She yelled. 
 

The Stalker twisted his head in a weird angle. Juicy couldn’t stand to look at his horrifying face. His blood shot red eyes, his mouth with no lips, his raw flesh. 
 

“You’re right! I want Tatiana, but it’s you who I despise. Come give daddy a kiss.” The stalker said in a voice that sent chills down her spine. 
 

“If you want it…” Juicy said as she back pedals. “Then come and get it!” She screamed and took off for the front door and runs outside in hopes of leading him away from her sister and Tatiana. 
 

“Noooo!” The stalker yelled. “I waited too long to get my hands on you, just for you to think you can escape me, you’re mines!” He shouted as he snatches the leather sex mask out of Shanelle’s hand and puts it on while he takes off running. 
 

“Help me! Help me!” Juicy screams repeatedly as she runs down the block. 
 

It was 3:00 a.m. in the morning. The streets were dark and quite for a New York night. The long street lights shine on each block. Juicy’s heart races as she looks back and could see the Stalker chasing her at full speed with the paddle in his hand and the creepy sex mask on his face. 
 

“Help! Somebody help me please!” She screams until her voice was sore and hoarse. 
 

She ran two blocks barefooted and turns the corner then sees the Beach 60th Street train station and a glances of hope raise deep inside her soul. 
 

‘Maybe somebody will be there to help me or the guy in the toll both.’ She thought to herself as she continues to run and was out of breath. 
 

She could hear the Stalker’s footsteps quickly closing in on her. She ran up the long flight of stairs then stops and bends over to catch her breath. She looks at the toll booth and panic consumes her body when she sees that the toll both was empty.  
 

‘Oh yea ever since the damn M.T.A. came out with that metro card machine, there’s only a few train stations that actually have people working in them.’ She said out loud to herself. 
 

She looks behind herself to see the Stalker running up the flight of stairs. 
 

“Juicy you belong to me! I miss my sweet Juicy box. It will be just like old times. Come to daddy!” He shouted. 
 

“Noooo!” Juicy screamed in horror and started crying all over again. 
 

‘God help me! Please save me!’ She said with tears running down her cheeks and her facial expression twists up in despair mixed with sadness.  
 

‘No Juicy, don’t you give up yet.’ She told herself then took off running once again. 
 

She ducks up under the turnstile and ran up another flight of stairs to the train platform. She looks around praying that somebody, anybody was around to help her, but it was completely deserted. 
 

“I got you now!” She heard the Stalker’s voice boom. 
 

She jumps out of fear and turns around to see him smiling a twisted grin through the sex mask as he stood on the platform. She back pedals and starts crying hysterically with just the thoughts of him forcing himself inside her, like he used to do. Juicy lowers her head and knew it was over. She had nowhere to run. They were twenty feet high up in the air on a train platform. She lifts up her head and her eyes open up wide and a slight smile spread across her face as she sees a train pulling into the station, she took off running again as the train came to a full stop and the doors open. She ran onto the train. 
 

“You will not escape me Juicy, eleven years is a long wait to taste what’s mine!” The Stalker shouted as he enters the train just as the doors were closing and it pulls off. 
 

“Help me! Please help me! A man is chasing me and he’s trying to rape and kill me!” Juicy screamed as she sees two men, one Afro-American and the other Caucasian sitting on the train looking as if they were heading to work at a construction site, and a Chinese couple holding and kissing each other. 
 

The Afro-American construction worker stood up out his seat. Juicy ran to him. 
 

“Help me please!” She cried. 
 

The construction worker looks down at her bare feet that once were brown but now a dirty charcoal color then he looks at the tears streaming down her face. 
 

“Miss calm down, who’s after you?” He asked. 
 

“I am!” The Stalker said as he enters the cart. 
 

The two construction workers look down at the end of the cart to see a tall slim built of a man dressed in all black with a black leather sex mask on and a paddle in his hand. Both of the construction workers laugh. 
 

“I know Halloween is in a few days, but this must be some kind of joke. You’re a fucking freak. Leave this young lady alone asshole!” The Caucasian one yelled as he became more confident by his size and seeing how skinny framed the body of the Stalker was.  
 

Halloween is every day for me.” The Stalker said then removes the leather sex mask off his face and stuffs it in to his back pocket. 
 

“Holy shit! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Both of the construction workers scream, so did the Chinese couple that was sitting down, as they all look at what should be a man’s face but wasn’t. 
 

It’s like a demon or something straight out of hell.  His yellow stained teeth made it seem as if he was smiling at them because he had no lips, he had no eye lids, no ears or hair on his head. His face looked like raw meat. 
 

“Chill man, I don’t want any problems with you.” One of the construction workers said. 
 

“It’s too late for that Mr. Hero.” The Stalker replied and pulls out the .22-Caliber handgun from his pocket that he took from Tatiana earlier that night. 
 

He aims and squeezes the trigger twice sending two bullets dead center into one of the construction worker’s head, killing him instantly. His body drops like a ton of bricks onto the dirty train floor. Then he sent two bullets into the chest of the next construction worker. 
 

“Ugghhaaa!” He groaned in pain while holding his chest and coughing up blood as he fell sideways onto the trains hard plastic seats. 
 

The Stalker puts back on his leather sex mask. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” The Chinese couple screams and stood frozen in their seat holding each other praying he would go away.  
 

Juicy had seen more than enough and did what she did best, run.  She ran to the next end of the train car and opens the door that lead to another car. She walks through it and looks back through the glass door windows on the train door and cried. The Stalker walks up to the Chinese couple and swung the paddle. 
 

“Ahhhh! Ugghhaa! Ahhhh!” The Chinese couple hollered and screams in excruciating pain as the paddle cracks the man’s head and crushes the woman’s cheek bones. 
 

The spikes got stuck inside the woman’s face. The stalker yanks it away, ripping the skin off the woman’s cheek and neck, sending pieces of her face along with blood flying onto the trains side windows and walls. The Stalker swung again and the bones in the man’s arm could be heard breaking in half.
 

“Ahhhhhh!” The Chinese couple scream until they were too weak and in pain. 
 

They couldn’t scream anymore. The Stalker continues to swing and beat them until they stop moving and every bone in their bodies were crushed, then he beats them some more until there was nothing more than a pile of flesh and meat mixed with pieces of clothes. Blood and guts ooze onto the trains floor. 
 

Juicy’s body shook in horror. She back pedals and realizes she was in the first car of the train with nowhere to run. She could see the Stalker clearly covered in blood and whipping it off his sex mask and shirt. He looks up and grins when he stared into Juicy’s eyes. 
 

“I’m coming for you.” He said in a creepy voice as he walks through the doors into the next train car. 
 

“Help me somebody, please help!” She cried out. 
 

“There’s no one to help you Juicy. You’re mines, you always been my little fetish.” The Stalker said as he walks toward her. 
 

The train came to a full stop making him lose his balance for a second. The train doors open and Juicy realize they had reached the next stop, Beach 90th Street. She ran off the train, but the Stalker got off the train at the same time as her, blocking her way down the platform to the stairs, the only exit. 
 

“I am tired of playing this cat and mouse game with you. You’re making me very upset, to the point I’m thinking about killing you just to make me smile then fuck your dead corpse.” The Stalker said as he steps closer.
 

Juicy cried as she continues to walk backwards and looks around for a way to get away, but there was none. She was twenty feet high on a train platform. She stumbles when she bumps into a black melt trash can. 
 

“I’ll kill myself and jump over this rail and fall twenty feet to my death before I let you touch me!” Juicy screamed with tears in her eyes. 
 

“Go ahead, I’ll just scoop what’s left of you off the street and still fuck you!” The Stalker said as he looks and charges at her with the wooden paddle raised high as if he was playing baseball and about to hit a homerun. 
 

Juicy turns around and grabs the heavy melt trash can and swung it, just as he was arm reach of her unexpectedly hitting him in the side. 
 

“Ugghhaa!”  The Stalker groans in pain as he lost his balance and stumbles sideways. 
 

“You will never touch my fucking body again!” Juicy shouted and swung the heavy metal trash can over and over hitting him in the head and ribs. 
 

He tries to put up his hands up to block her blows, but it did little to nothing to protect him. 
 

“Ugghhaa! Ugghhh!” He screams in pain and got a glance of Juicy’s eyes when his head wasn’t spinning and sees pure rage he had never seen before. 
 

“You raped me throughout my childhood, took away my innocence, now you want to do the same to me as an adult!” Juicy screamed as tears stream down her cheek. 
 

Her facial expression was twisted up in heartache mixed with anger as flashbacks of Dustin beating her when she said no and taking her goods anyway, and her mother not caring or believing, and let it go on for years. 
 

“You damn child molester! You fucking monster!” The louder she screamed the harder she swung the metal trash can. 
 

The Stalker was leaning on the rail of the platform hollering in pain. 
 

“Ugghhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” 
 

“You dirty piece of shit!” Juicy screams and swung with all her might, knocking him in the face. 
 

He flips over the rail. Juicy stops her attack and looks over the rail to see him hanging on the rail with one hand. It was the only thing keeping him from a twenty foot fall to the concrete street below. 
 

“Juicy help me! Help me! Help your father don’t let me fall.” The Stalker said as he felt his hand slipping. 
 

“You’re not my father! I’ll help you alright!” Juicy said while wiping her tears and bends over and sunk her teeth into his fingers. 
 

“Ahhhhhh! Ahhhhhh!” He hollered in pain and lost his grip and falls. 
 

“Ahhhhhh! Juicyyyyyy!” He screams as he continues to fall twenty feet and hits the hard concrete. 
 

Juicy looks over the rail to see his body stretched out in a twisted broken position and blood was everywhere. 
 

‘Thank you God.’ Juicy said as she walks down the stairs to the main train station and went to a pay phone and called the police. 
 

Tatiana’s head was spinning and she tries and to say as less as possible to the police officers as possible. She refuses to go the hospital and receive any medical treatment and was becoming more and more frustrated with the police officer interrogating them, as if they were the suspects. 
 

Juicy sat next to her sister on the couch in their living room with two detectives standing over them. 
 

“We have both of your statements, along with the other woman Shanelle who went to the hospital, but your stories aren’t adding up. For one, there was no body at Beach 90th Street. If someone fell over the rail off the platform twenty feet, they’re not going to be able to get up and leave and I seriously doubt someone will come along and move the body. There wasn’t even a blood stain, are you sure you seen the man fall?” An overweight Caucasian detective asked with a receding hairline. 
 

“Yes, why would I lie?” Juicy said while fighting back her tears and couldn’t understand why the detectives didn’t believe her. 
 

“Ummm, sure okay, this is kind of a weird case. They have a unit with two detectives running it, Alexis Lovett and Lauren Pitman. Maybe they will take this unbelievable case, who knows. The Detective said sarcastically while writing down notes in a small black pad in his hand. 
 

“Why in the fuck won’t you believe my sister? She said he fell over the fucking platform, so it’s fucking true. She never lies even when she should!” Tatiana shouted as she stood up. 
 

“Watch your damn tone. First off you have a record for assault charges and prostitution and all your tricks end up murdered. We have bodies in a hotel that you, your sister and Shanelle are the only eyewitnesses to is what lead me to the conclusion that this is a whore house and y’all could have easily set all your dates up to get robbed, but took it too far!” The detective shouted back. 
 

Tatiana’s facial expression balls up with anger as she did her best to hold her tongue. It took everything in her power to not curse the Detective out. 
 

“Why won’t you believe us? It was Dustin Favor, my mother’s old boyfriend who murdered all those people.” Juicy said while crying. 
 

“Juicy don’t explain anything more to them, they already judged us without knowing who we really are and don’t care. Get the fuck out of my house!” Tatiana shouted. 
 

“That’s fine with me.” The detective said as he and his partner made their way to the front door then he stops and turns around. 
 

“There’s only one problem with your story ladies.” The overweight detective said as he turns back around and walks out the front door. 
 

“Yea and what is that?” Tatiana said with an attitude. 
 

The Detective turns back around and stares at them both. 
 

“You both said it was Dustin Favor who did the murders.” The Detective replied. 
 

“Yes we know how Dustin looks and sound we can pick his ugly ass face out in a crowd of people in the street.” Tatiana replied while grilling the detective.  
 

“That’s nice and all, but Dustin Favor was killed three years ago during a gang rape in prison.” The detective said then walks to his car leaving Juicy and Tatiana standing in there house doorway trembling in fear with their mouths wide open.  
 

 
 








Fetish II
 

Juicy had spent the whole day in the hospital visiting Kandy-Cola who was fighting for her life. One of the bullets had pierced her lung, but the doctors were able to get her in a stable condition, the rest was up to her body to heal. Juicy steps out the hospital, the night air sent a slight breeze down her back making a sweet chill travel down her spine. She smiled when she seen her best friend Marvin’s grey Nissan Maxima in the hospital parking lot. She walks over and hops in the passenger seat shutting the door behind her. 
 

“Hey Juicy booty.” Marvin said as he starts up the car and pulls off. 
 

“Hey Marvin, thanks for coming to pick me up. Tatiana’s head still hurts too bad to be driving so I took the train. The ride to the city from Far Rockaway is like an hour.” She said while staring at him. 
 

Marvin was a slim handsome man in his early twenties and what most women would call a square or nerd. He wore big glasses that look like bifocals. Most women would pay him no mind or give him the time of day because he was the type of man you could walk all over.  
 

“You should have seen this coming Juicy. I have been telling you to leave your sister and friends alone.” Marvin said while driving. 
 

“Schmmp!” Juicy sucks her teeth. 
 

“You really want to start this now. There’s so much you don’t know and I have to tell you. Tatiana saved my life as a child from my mother’s boyfriend. This would have happened even if I wasn’t running the streets with her, because he’s free out there somewhere.” Juicy replied. 
 

But you told me the detectives said he was killed in jail. So how could it be him?” Marvin responded. 
 

“I don’t know, but I do know what I seen with my own eyes and my sister seen him too.  I over think the situation sometimes as it keeps playing in my mind and I wonder how he kept finding us at all the addresses to the dates we went on. New York City is very big, but it was as if he knew.” As the words left Juicy’s mouth she turns her head slightly and looks in the back seat of the car and sees a Mac Laptop the same color as the one that was in the house with the guys that ran a train on her and Tatiana. 
 

She stretched her neck to get a better look and what she sees behind the driver seat  made her eyes open up wide as her mind puts together some of the pieces to the missing puzzle and it all became clear as she stares at the leather sex mask and paddle. 
 

“It was you! You told him all the addresses we were at? You were the only person I told, but why?” Juicy asks with a confuse look on her face and she starts to cry. 
 

Marvin stops at a red light and turns and faces her with a devilish smile on his face. A smile she had never seen him use before. 
 

“Ugghhaa! Ahhhh!” Juicy groaned in pain as she foams at the mouth as Marvin presses the electric Taser against her neck sending four hundred volts of electricity through her body. 
 

“Why?” Was the only word she was able to mumble as her body went into convulsions and her world goes dark then she went unconscious. 
 

“Mmmm!” Juicy moans and felt weak. 
 

She rubs her neck and swears she could hear her mother’s voice. Even though she hadn’t spoken to her mother in years she could never forget her voice. She tried to stand up and bumps her head on a metal bar and realizes she was in an oversized dog cage. She grabs the front cage bars as she panics. The room she was in was pitched black, but she could make shapes of some of the things as she tries to figure out where she was at. She turns her head and could see another cage. 
 

“Marvin!” She shouted, but he didn’t respond as he lay twisted up in the cage next to her unconscious. 
 

“You will take him from me again! Not this time you little bitch!” Juicy heard a voice shout. 
 

“Mom is that you!” Juicy replied as a door a few feet from her opens up shinning a white bright light into the room. 
 

Juicy’s facial expression balls up as she quickly puts up her forearms to block the bright light. She could see a silhouette of a shape of an overweight woman in the door way. 
 

“You will never take him from me this time I’ll make sure of it! Do you hear me?” The woman screamed. 
 

“It is you, Mom?” Juicy replied and then her heart race as another figure steps into the doorway. 
 

Tears stream down her face as her body trembles as the Stalker stood next to her mother and removes the leather sex mask off his face showing his hideous of a monster face. 
 

“I told you that you would be mines, my sweet Juicy.” He said in a creepy voice that made Juicy lose control of her bladder and pee on herself. 
 

He then turns to Juicy’s mother Heather and held her by the waist and kisses her. 
 

“You won’t take him again from me.” Heather said as her and the Stalker stop kissing. 
 

“Noooo! Noooo! Tatiana! Tatiana, help me! Help me! Noooo!” Juicy screamed while crying as the Stalker and Heather shut the door making it completely pitched black, as they walk towards her…
 

 
 








A CHILD OF A CRACKHEAD
 











Chapter 1

 

He watched as she screamed and yelled with every strike that the man made to her face. From her mouth, she spit up blood and it rolled down her face. He continued to watch the 6’ 2” dark skin man repeatedly hit and kick the woman in the stomach again and again.  

“Bitch, I’ll kill you!” 

“No stop! Please stop!” she yelled as his fist went upside her head. She tried to get up to only be knocked right back down with a punch to her jaw. Tears mixed with blood were constantly running down her face.  

Michael knew he had to do something to stop the man from beating the beautiful brown skin woman. With tears running down his own face, he yelled, “Daddy stop! Daddy, stop!” He ran his 6 year old frame up in between his father and his mother. “Daddy, stop hitting Mommy!” 

All he felt was his father’s big black hands grab him around his neck and squeeze until he couldn’t breathe and then he was thrown across the room. Michael sat on the floor crying; partly because of the pain he felt, but mostly because of the beating his mother was receiving. He watched his father repeatedly kick and hit his mother over and over. Michael eased his little body off the floor knowing that he had to save his mother, even if he got hurt in the process.  He ran to his father’s leg, wrapped himself around it and began to bite into his father’s thigh with all his might.  

“Aahhh, you little fucker!” he yelled as he tried to shake Michael off his leg. 

Michael held on with his arms squeezing tighter. His teeth locked down on his father’s leg until he was struck on his back so hard that he couldn’t breathe.  Michael gasped for air.  

“Don’t hit my son!” Michael’s mother yelled. With a quick and sudden reaction, she stabbed the big man in the eye.

“Aahhh, you bitch! Rachel I’m going to kill you!” he yelled while holding his eye. 

She got up off the floor and slid underneath the bed. His big hand tried to grab her but his hand couldn’t fit under the bed. He lifted the bed over his head to see his woman curled up into a ball, her tiny body shaking underneath the bed frame, reflecting the image of a mouse on a trap.       He smiled a devilish grin and bent down to grab her.  

The man felt pain from his hand.  He looked at the blood that was running down his hand. He kept trying to grab for Rachel, but with every reach he received the same pain again and again. Blood was everywhere. In a swift move Rachel got up and started swinging wild. Blood was flying everywhere with each hit she delivered. He noticed then that it wasn’t her blood, it was his. He was feeling the pain in every spot where she struck him. While he used his arms to defend her strike, he tried to focus his attention on what she had in her hands; however, it was too late. The razor came down and sliced his face, splitting his cheek deeply revealing the white meat, turning pink and blood poured from the thick long cut. He bent down and yelled in anger and pain. 

Rachel took the only opportunity she had and grabbed Michael and ran out the door of their fifth floor apartment where they lived. She held her son with both arms wrapped around him, as she ran down the stairs as fast as she possibly could in complete terror hoping she wouldn’t drop Michael due to all the pain she was feeling.  She made it to the building’s lobby. Her eyes narrowed on to the exits reflecting the freedom right in front of her, thinking and smiling with relief that she had made it. 

Suddenly her neck snapped back with a powerful force and she was taken down to the floor with Michael still wrapped around her. She screamed as loud as she could, but no one would come out of their apartment doors to help them. Michael looked back to see the long black hand reach and grab his mother’s hair dragging them all the way back up the stairs into their apartment, where he and his mother received the beating of their lives. 

This seemed like an endless night of destruction and pain for Rachel and Michael. The most horrible truth came to Michael, it dawned on him that in his world even though many people may have heard their plea for help; no one in their apartment building listening to the screams and cries for help would come to help and save them.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

Rachel watched as her husband left the apartment. She got up and started cleaning up the mess in the apartment and cleaned her wounds. She walked over to her son and gently wiped his face with a clean, hot rag.  

“Oww Mommy it hurts!” Michael cried when she touched the knot on his head with the rag. 

“Jr., I have to clean you up. I know it hurts, but you have to be my big man.” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Michael said, “Mommy, I hate him! Why do I have to have the same name as him?  I don’t want to be like him.” 

“Baby, you’ll never be like him.  Always remember, a woman is like a flower.  Flowers are to be treated only with a gentle touch. Knowing that, you should always treat women with a gentle touch, love her, and cherish her.” 

“Yes Mommy.” 

“You always remember that Jr.” 

“I hate him Mommy.” 

“He’s not that bad Jr. It’s the drugs.  When he smokes that stuff, it messes with his head. He gets mad and does things like this. He gets mad at me because I don’t want to smoke it with him and beats me.”

Michael really didn’t understand what he was just told. All he knew was his father acted funny and crazy after smoking the funny smelling stuff in what looked like a glass pipe. 

Michael Ice Sr. or better known on the streets as ‘Black Ice’ was feared by everyone and anybody everywhere he went. Most people that heard the name Black Ice thought he got the name because of his black skin that shined like a beautiful black jewel; however, those who knew the real reason feared him a great deal. Michael Ice Sr. had a cold heart.  When he was younger, the old timers would say he was as cold as ice, just like his last name, so the name stuck with him. 

Black Ice had two drug spots in East New York, Brooklyn. He was the man and was able to get whatever he wanted; women, clothes and jewelry. What he couldn’t have he would take. His life was smooth, or “the shit,” as he would put it. But shit started going downhill for Black Ice once he started fucking around with a broad named Roxy.  

Roxy was sexy as fuck. She had a fat ass, a light complexion, and a body most women would die for. She wanted nothing to do with a drug dealer. She was in school studying to be a nurse. Black Ice had the love of his life, his wife Rachel, the mother of his child. Even with that, he still wanted to have a taste of Roxy so he came up with a plan. He knew that Roxy loved to smoke weed and he used that to his advantage. 

One day when Black Ice had the pleasure of speaking to her, he asked her if she wanted to go smoke with him. Roxy looked at Black Ice funny. Even though she thought he was a sexy, black mother fucker, she reminded herself that she couldn’t get messed up with a drug dealer. Yet the yearning, curious, womanly desires within her said, ‘What would it hurt to get high with him?’  And she thought even if she did, she would have control the whole time. 

When she agreed, Black Ice took her to one of his many apartments he owned in Brooklyn. He rolled up a blunt and gave it to Roxy who was sitting on the couch with her thick, sexy legs crossed. Roxy lit the blunt and moaned as she inhaled. ‘This is some good ass shit’ she thought to herself. She hit the blunt three more times and passed it back to Black Ice.  He hesitated on taking the blunt. 

Roxy lifted her left eyebrow and looked at him, “What, you’re not going to smoke with me?” 

Black Ice knew that he had to hit the blunt or she would think something was wrong.  Black Ice laced the weed with crack and didn’t want to hit it, but knew he had to.  As he hit the blunt hard and passed it right back to Roxy he thought to himself that he would be able to handle it. 

“Damn! I’m high as a kite. I have never gotten this high before,” Roxy said as she continued to smoke and pass the blunt back and forth between them. Roxy was getting horny and she couldn’t quite understand why her pussy was getting wet.  She started rubbing on her breast with her hand through her shirt. 

Black Ice noticed her playing with herself and knew that this was his opportunity to get that taste of Roxy he so fantasized about. He moved in closer to Roxy on the couch and began kissing on her neck very softly. Roxy tilted her head and he sucked her neck.  Roxy let out a little moan.  Black Ice moved up to her lips and began kissing her. Their tongues danced in each other’s mouths. He pulled up her shirt and looked at her beautiful full breast. He circled her nipples with his tongue. 

“Yes, yes!” Roxy moaned.

Black Ice pulled down her jeans and panties. He kissed and licked her from her lips, to her neck, and down her body enjoying every lick until he reached between her heavenly thighs. Gently spreading her legs apart and with every turn of his head, there was her thick thighs and her wet ass pussy right in front of him. He slowly kissed her inner thighs with soft, wet kisses. 

“Yes, ohhh, yes baby,” she bit her bottom lip as his tongue made its way to her clit. Roxy’s eyes rolled back as he pushed his tongue inside her pussy. He savored her sweet taste. Roxy’s body began trembling with each movement of his tongue which teased and pleased her inside. She began rocking her hips and rubbing her breast with one hand and fondling her clit with the other. 

Black Ice pulled himself up to glance at Roxy to see how engaged she was in what was happening.  He wanted to see what she would do once he used his fingers inside her like it was his dick penetrating her. She gave out a loud moan, thrusting her hips, and licking her lips. Her vaginal muscles contracted with every move his fingers made inside her. He went back down and licked her pussy with his tongue only for a moment.  He couldn’t take her sweet moans anymore; his dick was getting as hard as a rock. He stood up over Roxy who kept fondling herself and moaning after his tongue came out of her. He began to undress, slowly taking off his shirt and jeans. 

Roxy watched him seductively, waiting for the unveiling of his black chocolate body.  At 6’ 2”, 230 lbs., Black Ice was all muscle from head to toe, a result from all the years of working out and going back and forth to jail. She gasped and arched her back as he slid inside of her. 

Black Ice wasted no time tearing into that pussy that he so desired. He wanted Roxy for so long that in this moment, he was at the most highest level of pleasure. He put her legs on his shoulders and penetrated her, thrusting in and out. She moaned with each hard, deep thrust making her ass smack up against him.  

“Tell me this is my pussy now!”  Black Ice demanded as he pulled his nine inch dick out of her, tapping it against her pussy.  

“It’s yours baby, ah yes,” she exhaled, “Ooh yes!” Roxy moaned.  

Black Ice flipped her over on the couch putting her face down in the pillow, arching her back, putting her ass up in the air. He slid into her wet pussy and began to pound and pound, getting lost in his pleasure as his dick went deeper and deeper with every pump.  

“Yes baby, yes! Fuck me, fuck me!”  Roxy moaned as Black Ice tore her insides up.  

He was intoxicated by her wetness.  He smacked her ass and watched it jiggle from the back. 

Tears of pleasure rolled down Roxy’s face as her climax was about to take her to a higher place. Her breathing became rapid and hard to control. “Oh, oh, ahh baby,” she moaned as she climaxed. She grabbed the couch pillow and bit down on it. 

This only turned Black Ice on even more. He grinded his teeth as his dick throbbed and proceeded to bang her back out.  His nut began building up. He pulled his dick out, turned Roxy to face him, and squirted nut all over her face. 

“Shit, that was good!” Roxy said while licking and wiping the hot cum off her face.  

“Yeah, your pussy is the shit,” Black Ice replied. 

“You got some more weed like we just had?” Roxy asked. 

“Yes Mami!” Black Ice rolled up another blunt full of crack and weed. He and Roxy smoked and fucked each other over and over again. 

Roxy loved every moment, going back and forth between smoking and fucking. Manipulated by the high she was on, they just started smoking the crack straight up in a pipe and continued all night long.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3 

 

After beating Rachel’s ass for not wanting to smoke crack with him, Black Ice jumped into his new 1990 Lexus ES, fresh off the lot. His drug business was doing well for him. He grabbed a rag out of his back seat and put it on his face to stop the bleeding from the deep cut Rachel gave him. 

“That bitch!” Black Ice said out loud.  

He took out a bag full of crack cocaine, pulled a clear pipe out of his pocket, and emptied two into the pipe.  He pulled out his lighter, flicked it, held the fire to the end of the pipe, and inhaled the crack smoke.  He held it in until he couldn’t anymore and let it out.  His head spun from the high and his eyes popped wide open. He started the car and headed for the hospital to get his wounds stitched up.

From the hospital, he drove to Roxy’s apartment on Flatbush.  He got the place for her after they started fucking. He pulled up to the building, went to the door, took out his keys and opened the door to the apartment. A funky odor hit him in the face.  

“Damn bitch, you don’t clean this place anymore?”  Black Ice yelled as he entered. 

Roxy didn’t answer him. Black Ice looked around the living room to see clothes and garbage all over the floor and roaches scattering around the floor. ‘Damn, this bitch has fallen off,’ he thought.  He walked to the back of the apartment looking for Roxy. He opened the bedroom door and couldn’t believe what his eyes saw. 

Roxy was naked on her knees with her ass up in the air. A light skin, thin man with a bald head was fucking her from the back. That wasn’t the worst part of it; Roxy was sucking a brown skin man’s dick at the same time. The three of them were so busy fucking that they didn’t even notice Black Ice open the bedroom door. 

“Bitch, suck that dick! Yeah like that,” the brown skin man ordered while his friend was fucking Roxy’s pussy from the back. 

“Mmm, mmm!” Roxy’s moans were getting louder even though her mouth was full of dick. She couldn’t get all her words out. She stopped sucking the man’s dick and the two men switched places. “Y’all going to hit me off with some more of that crack, right?” 

“Yes!” the brown skin man said as he entered her from the back. 

Satisfied that she was going to get some more crack, she began to suck off his bald head, light skin friend.  

Black Ice had seen enough. He went back into the living room and grabbed a pillow off the couch and went into the kitchen and took a sharp butcher knife out of the drawer and rushed right back into the bedroom.  Again, not one of them heard him reenter the bedroom. The brown skin man’s back was facing Black Ice while he was humping in and out of Roxy and the light skin, bald man had his eyes closed enjoying the deep throat Roxy was giving him. Black Ice walked quietly but quickly up on the brown skin guy.  Black Ice pulled back his head and sliced his neck from ear to ear with the butcher knife. The man never made a sound. Blood poured out his neck as he tried to gasp for air. He grabbed his neck to try to stop the blood, but there was no use. He fell over on top of Roxy.  

“Nigga, what the fuck is you doing?”  Roxy asked with the light skin man’s dick in her hand. She felt the warm liquid running down her back when the man’s weight fell on top of her. 

The bald man looked up to see why Roxy stopped giving him a blowjob.  When he opened his eyes he was staring right up into Black Ice’s dreadful eyes. He glanced over to see his dead friend on top of Roxy. Roxy was so high that she thought the dude had fallen asleep after he came on her back.  

“Oh shit! Who in the fuck are you?” The bald man questioned Black Ice. When he asked, Roxy quickly bucked her body throwing the dead man off of her. She looked back and screamed when she saw Black Ice. The light skin man jumped up and ran for his gun that was in his jeans.  Black Ice moved with the speed of light and punched the man in the nose, sending him flying back onto the bed next to Roxy. 

Black Ice pulled out a .380 special from his waist band and aimed at the man on the bed.  

“No, no, please man! No!” the man begged for his life. He didn’t know that his plea was going to a deaf man’s ear with a very cold heart, one who wouldn’t give his plea a thought at all.  

Roxy was screaming and Black Ice turned and pointed the gun at her.

“Shut the fuck up, bitch, or a bullet will go through your head!” he yelled.

Roxy got quiet and tears ran down her face. 

Black Ice picked up a pillow off the bed and pointed the gun back at the bald man’s head.  

“Listen man, please. What you want?  I have money and crack in the pocket of my jeans,” the man said.  

“This isn’t about any money fool.”  Black Ice replied then looked at Roxy on the bed cradling her self and crying. She was a beautiful canvas covered in blood.

“It’s about her?  Listen man, I didn’t know this was your woman. She said she would fuck me and my friend for some crack. Please don’t kill me,” the man continued to beg.

“Shut the fuck up and lay on your stomach, now!” Black Ice ordered.

“Please man!”

Black Ice smacked the man in the nose with the butt of the gun causing him to bleed.

“Ah, okay I’ll do it, I’ll do it. Just don’t hit me again.”  

The man turned around on his stomach, his feet brushed up against his dead friend’s body and he felt the blood on his toes. 

Black Ice took the pillow and forced it on the back of the man’s head.

“What you doing man?” the man cried through into the mattress.  

Black Ice aimed the .380 special, stuck the barrel into the pillow, and squeezed the trigger twice. The bullets ripped through the pillow and tore into the man’s head.  Instantly the man’s body went limp.  

“Ahh, ahh ahh!” Roxy screamed.

“Bitch, don’t scream now! You weren’t screaming when you were getting fucked by these two fools. I’ll give you something to scream about you fucking whore!” 

Black Ice took off his belt. Roxy screamed and got her naked body that was covered in blood off the bed. She tried to run for the door but Black Ice grabbed her by her neck and threw her down on the floor.  He punched her in the eye then her jaw.  

“You want to fuck niggas in the apartment I got for you and have niggas’ dicks inside you while you’re four fucking months pregnant with my baby inside you!”  Black Ice yelled at Roxy while repeatedly hitting her all over her body with his belt.

“Stop, please stop. I won’t do it again.  I promise. I promise.” Roxy cried. 

Ignoring her cries he continued to beat her.  Roxy tried to put her hands up to block the belt but he just whipped her hands.  She screamed and screamed while he proceeded to whip her and kick her all over her body.  Black Ice was making sure he was not touching her little fat stomach with his baby inside her.

“You stupid, bitch. I told you I was coming over to hit you off and you couldn’t wait to get high. Nah, you had to go fuck and suck dick.”

Roxy pleaded with Black Ice to stop, but he wouldn’t. She could no longer defend herself as she was too weak and badly beaten. She just laid there on the floor as he continued to whip at her body. Roxy blacked out and was still able to feel him strike her with the belt.

Black Ice left Roxy’s unconscious, swollen and bleeding body on the floor. Taking care of business, he went into the living room, picked up his cell phone and dialed Ace’s number. 

“What’s good?” Ace answered.

“I need you and Caesar to get over here and clean up a mess for me,” Black Ice demanded speaking in code.

“Where are you at?” Ace asked.

“I’m at Roxy’s place and make it fast!”

“Yeah, boss. We’ll be there in a few minutes.” 

With that said, Black Ice hung up the phone. He sat on the couch, took out his pipe from his pocket, grabbed a glass jar packed with crack, poured some into the pipe and lit it up.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 4

 

Black Ice smoked and got high for a half an hour until he heard a knock at the door. He walked to the door with his gun in his hand and opened it.

“What up, boss?” Ace said and walked in followed by Caesar.

“What the fuck took you two so long?”

“I had to find Caesar. He was on the block watching the workers.” Ace replied.  

Black Ice raised his gun and pointed it at the two men. “The next time I call you two and you don’t come fast enough I will put a bullet in your heads. Are we clear?”

“Yes, yes boss.” Ace and Caesar replied. 

Ace and Caesar ran Black Ice’s drug spots. Ace was a fat, short dude with dark skin; he did anything Black Ice told him to do. Caesar was a tall, slender man with short dreads. He hated when Black Ice punked him, but wasn’t foolish enough to open his mouth to Black Ice.

“Follow me,” Black Ice said.

The two men followed him to the bedroom. Once they got there, they felt as if they wanted to throw up. There was blood everywhere from the two dead bodies on the bed and Roxy lying naked on the floor covered in blood, bruises, and welts.

“Stop fucking looking around and stuff these two niggas into the garbage bags,” Black Ice yelled.

Ace pulled out some black garbage bags. Caesar and Ace grabbed the legs of the man that was lying at the end of the bed and   pulled the dead body off the bed. The blood smeared down the bed and on to the floor.  They wrapped the bags around the body and took another bag and wrapped it again.  

They went to the head of the bed to remove the pillow off the other dead body before wrapping it up.  The pillow was stuck to the man’s head with blood that started to dry.  Ace pulled it off him and Caesar grabbed his stomach at the sight. The back of the man’s head was blown off with a baseball size hole in it. They grabbed the man’s hands and pulled him off the bed on to the floor, placing him on his back.

“Holy shit, ah shit!” Caesar shouted at the sight of the man’s face. His face was gone and was replaced with a big hole that you could see through. The only thing left was his lips and chin.

“Shut up! Finish wrapping that mother fucker!  You two are acting like you never seen a fucking dead body before!”  Black Ice scorned.

Black Ice walked over to where the men’s clothes were laying after getting naked to fuck Roxy. He emptied their pockets, taking all the money, crack and the two guns; a .380 and a 22 handgun. He put it all in his pockets.

Caesar and Ace were done wrapping the bodies and started throwing everything with blood on it in a garbage bag.

“What about her?” Caesar asked pointing at Roxy’s naked body on the floor thinking she was dead too.

“Nigga, if you touch her it will be you next being wrapped up in a garbage bag fool,” Black Ice said looking him in his eyes meaning every word.

“Yes, I understand,” Caesar replied as he and Ace took the first body to the car.  They came back for the last one.

“Dump that shit in Coney Island Ocean,” Black Ice ordered as Ace and Caesar left.

They jumped in their car unnoticed by the night sky. Black Ice walked back into the bedroom towards Roxy. He took out some jars of crack and some money and put it on the bed. Looking at Roxy laying there on the floor, not moving at all, he felt no remorse.

“I’ll be back, bitch! I know you can hear me,” he said as he walked away leaving the apartment and headed home to Rachel.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 5

 

              Roxy lay on the floor and didn’t dare move to avoid the pain even more. She was coherent the whole time Ace and Caesar were cleaning up the bedroom and wrapping the dead bodies. She watched with one eye open as the other was swollen shut the size of a golf ball. She saw Black Ice come back in the bedroom to leave her some crack and some money on the bed before he left the apartment. 

Tears were rolling down her swollen face as she started to wonder how she ended up in the mess she was in. Six months ago, she was going to college studying to become a nurse while living with her mother. All she did was smoke a blunt with Black Ice and that fucked up her life. As a result, she started stealing from her mother to get high. She went from smoking weed to straight crack. 

Black Ice promised that he would take care of her once he found out that she was pregnant with his baby and her mother kicked her out of her house. He let her move into one of the apartments he had and not soon after that happened; she was introduced to the beatings. He would beat Roxy if she took too long in the bathroom or if she took too long answering him. He had punched her in the jaw, gave her black eyes and a swollen face.  

Unable to get up, Roxy just laid there and cried. She felt so empty inside. She knew she couldn’t continue living the way she was. She wondered how she could quit smoking crack when it kept calling her, and her body would start shaking from the actual cravings. Even if she found the strength to ignore the cravings, Black Ice wouldn’t let her stop. She started thinking of how she could get away from him, knowing that he would find her and kill her if she ran away.  With that thought, she just bawled, bathing in the tears streaming down her swollen face. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 6 

 

              “Push that nigga over into the water,” Caesar said as Ace rolled the body on the dock. They pushed the body into the water.  Then went and grabbed the other body and pushed it off the dock into the water, watching to make sure that the bodies started to sink deep down into the ocean. It was like the ocean waves opened up and took their bodies below.  

              “Come on, let’s get out of here before someone sees us,” Caesar said. 

They jumped back into the 1990 Acura Legend in a hurry to get out of there.  

              “Yo, that nigga is losing his damn mind!” Caesar hollered.

              “Naw, Black Ice, he cool. He just gets a little crazy now and then,” Ace replied.

              “Nigga, are you crazy? That fool just killed those two niggas over that crack head bitch, Roxy! He was crazy before, but now that he started smoking that crack he done lost his fucking mind!” Caesar said as they pulled up to a red light.

              “Yeah, you right, but what are we supposed to do?” Ace asked.

              “I think Black Ice is falling off. Look at all the weight he dropped. He went from being 230 lbs. down to 120 lbs. or 110 lbs. when he started smoking that shit hard up. And another thing, I’m not feeling him always pointing guns in my face. I’m tired of working for that fool. I say we take over the block. We’re the ones who got the little niggas out there slanging the rock. He takes most of the money, and all he does is smoke that shit,” Caesar said with anger in his voice.

              “Yo, are you crazy? If Black Ice even thought we were trying to cross him, it would be us dead, swimming in Coney Island Ocean,” Ace said.

              “Yo, fuck that and fuck that nigga! I say we kill his ass before he kills us and we take everything. Are you in or what?” Caesar asked.  

              “Yeah, I’m in.” Ace said. He did want more money and Black Ice was falling off. ‘Maybe we could pull it off by getting rid of him,’ he thought. “Drop me off at my house; I’m not going back to the block tonight.  I’m going to spend some time with Lisa and my kids.” Ace said.

              Man, you’re pussy whipped. You always want to be under your girl and kids, nigga. You should be watching the block and getting money with me,” Caesar commented.

              “Nigga please, your ass was sweating Roxy before Black Ice got to her. I bet you’d be spending all your time fucking her if you could,” Ace said. 

Caesar snarled up his face with anger because he knew what Ace said was true.  He wanted Roxy for a long time too. She was one of the hottest women in Brownsville. He always tried to holler at her, but she didn’t want anything to do with a drug dealer. Caesar knew if he’d kept trying it would have been a matter of time before she gave into him.  That was until Black Ice got his hands on her first and turned her into a crack head. Even as a crack head, Caesar still wanted Roxy. She was still beautiful.  

At that thought, a flashback ran through his mind, he remembered what he saw back at Roxy’s apartment an hour earlier. Roxy was naked and her swollen body was nearly beaten to death on the floor. He remembered his thoughts after seeing her swollen body. He thought she was dead too. Her beautiful, light brown skin body was covered in blood and bruises. ‘How could that nigga be so evil?’ Caesar thought. “Yo, when are we going to knock that nigga out?  I’m going to take Roxy and clean her up and make her mines,” Caesar stated.

              “Nigga, now I know you’re crazy!”  Ace replied as he hopped out of the car. He shut the door and walked up to his building on Sutter Avenue. Caesar pulled off heading back to the block and making up plans to kill Black Ice and take everything he had.

              Ace went inside his apartment to see his wifey Lisa on the couch watching TV.  “Hey baby,” Lisa said when she looked up to see Ace as he leaned down and kissed her forehead.  He sat down on the couch next to her. 

“Where are the kids?” Ace asked.

              “In their bedrooms asleep,” Lisa answered.

              Lisa was short and sexy, with smooth brown skin and long wavy hair.  She only got with Ace because he had money. She didn’t like the fact that he was short and fat.  However, he got her out of the Brownsville Projects. He took good care of her and the two kids they had together. Aaron was 5 years old and Mark was 3 years old. Ace was in love with Lisa and told her everything. So, he started telling Lisa about the discussion that he had with Caesar. 

“Yo, this nigga Caesar is talking some crazy shit!  He’s talking about killing Black Ice, taking over the drug spots, and keeping all the money for ourselves. He says it’s us that watch the little niggas that are slinging the rocks, so we should get all the money. Black Ice has been smoking crack and slipping. He thinks this would be the perfect time to get him. What you think, Lisa?”

              Lisa, being the gold digger she was, only heard the part about the money and started seeing the dollar signs.  “I think it’s a great idea.  Shit, you and Caesar are putting in all the work on these streets. You should be getting all the money. Shit, I want a house instead of an apartment. And I’m tired of you being the man under that nigga. Aren’t you your own man?”  Lisa asked Ace. She knew what she was doing. She was fucking with Ace’s mind and making him feel less of a man. She knew that if she said the right things that would make him mad and push him over the edge to do whatever she wanted him to do.

              “Yes, I’m my own man. Why you even coming at me like that?” Ace questioned.

              “Nigga, I need more money for me and the kids. Shit, maybe I should have fucked with Black Ice,” Lisa said.

              “Yo, stop fucking playing. I’m the man around this motherfucker. Black Ice is dead,” Ace stated. 

Lisa knew what would motivate Ace.  She got on her knees and pulled Ace’s jeans down and grabbed his dick and put it in her mouth.  

              “Mm mm, I love it when you talk like that Big Daddy,” Lisa said as she licked his dick up and down, around the head and then swallowed him. Ace moaned and watched his dick disappear inside Lisa’s mouth. She slobbered and sucked his dick, moving her head back and forth making Ace’s eyes roll back in his head.  

“You like that baby?” Lisa asked kneeling between his thighs. She moved her mouth back over his dick like it was going inside her pussy.  

              “Yes, yes, suck that shit,” he moaned.  Ace felt the nut building up and couldn’t hold it any longer. He pulled his dick out of her mouth and exploded all over her face.  Lisa licked her lips and put his dick back into her mouth sending chills through his body.

 

 

 

 

Chapter 7 

 

              Black Ice opened the door to his family’s apartment on Pitkin Avenue. He closed the door. Everything was dark and quiet. ‘At least Rachel keeps the apartment clean,’ he thought, ‘unlike that bitch Roxy.’  He walked into the bedroom and saw Rachel sleeping in a silk nightgown on their queen size bed. Black Ice walked over to a floor board in the closet and lifted it up. Inside was some of the money he had stashed, about $20,000, five ounces of crack, and three 9mm guns. He took out some of the crack jars from his pocket and put them with the rest of the stash as well as the rest of the money and guns he took from the two dead men he killed earlier that day. He covered it all back with the wood floor board. 

Black Ice came out of the closet and pulled his crack pipe out, filled it up with crack and lit it. He inhaled, held it in and then exhaled.  He refilled the glass pipe with more crack and did the same thing. He repeated this taking three more hits of the pipe until his eyes popped wide open and he felt revived with a bunch of energy. 

His dick grew hard. He looked down at Rachel’s sexy body, enjoying her dark brown skin as she slept peacefully on her side. Her ass was poking out of the sheets. He undressed and laid down on his side right beside her. He spit on his hand and rubbed it on his nine inch dick making it nice and wet for Rachel. He moved in closer to Rachel positioning his arm under and around her neck. He moved her panties to the side, rubbed his dick on her clit teasing her in an attempt to wake her pussy up. He couldn’t deal with more foreplay so he just rammed his dick inside her.  

“Ahh!” Rachel let out a moan while his dick penetrated hard and deep inside her.  Black Ice started humping her in and out giving her all of him.  “Ahhh, ohhh,” Rachel moaned and began to arch her back poking her ass out even more. Even though Rachel hated that Black Ice mistreated her and beat her and their son, she loved him. She loved the feeling of his big black dick inside of her.  

“Mm mm yes! Yes baby,” Rachel moaned as Black Ice pulled her closer and tightened his arm around her neck. The crack had his dick hard as a rock. He raised Rachel’s legs in the air while fucking her from the side, pounding away.  

“This is my wet pussy! Mine!” he moaned with each stroke going deeper and deeper inside her. Her ass smacked against his thighs and his balls, driving him even wilder.  

“Yes, yes baby,” Rachel moaned.

              Michael stood his six year old frame by his mother’s door and watched as her legs dangled in the air. He watched his father pound away on her. He had heard his mother screaming from his room and ran to her door to protect her from whatever she was screaming about. When he saw what she was hollering about, he just stood by the door mesmerized and just watched. He told himself he would kill his daddy if he hurt his Mommy. 

Then Rachel moaned again, “Ahhhh,” she opened her eyes and glanced over at the door to see her son standing there watching. 

 “Black Ice stop,” Rachel said to Black Ice. 

He was too busy pounding away trying to get control over the nut that was about to explode deep inside her. He felt Rachel trying to move so he squeezed his arm that he had around her neck even tighter and gave her hard, long strokes not realizing that Michael was the reason of Rachel’s attempt to stop fucking.

              “Let go of my Mommy!” Michael screamed while running over to the bed.  

Black Ice looked over at his son while still humping Rachel’s warm, wet pussy. He came all inside of her with one last hard stroke. He pulled out of her and jumped up out of the bed. He stood there with his black, naked, shiny body dripping with sweat. 

“Boy, take your little ass back in your bedroom!” he yelled at Michael.

              “Don’t hurt my Mommy!” Michael yelled back.

              Black Ice raised his hand and pulled it back and came down, smacking Michael in the face. 

“Ahhhh!” he cried as Michael hit the floor. 

“Now take your ass back into your bedroom!”

              Michael got off the floor and wiped his tears with his little hands and stared into his father’s eyes with an evil glare. Black Ice looked in his son’s eyes and saw the evil inside them. He matched his stare. 

“Whenever you feel you’re old enough and ready to take me, make your move punk! I’ll be waiting.” Black Ice warned Michael. “Now, get your little ass out of here”.

              Michael didn’t move; he stood there staring into his father’s eyes with an even more evil stare. Rachel saw Black Ice raise his arm again knowing that he was going to strike Michael if she didn’t do anything.

              “I’m okay baby,” Rachel hollered at Michael from the bed to prevent Black Ice from hitting her son. “Mommy is okay.  Michael, please go back to your bedroom sweetie like you were told to do.”

              Michael looked at his mother’s eyes to see if she was telling him the truth about her being okay. Once he saw what he needed to see, he turned toward his father and stared at him one last time before he walked out of the bedroom to go back to his own. 

Black Ice walked his naked body over to the dresser and picked up his glass pipe and stuffed it full of crack again. He held the lighter up to the pipe and inhaled holding it in and then slowly exhaled. He wanted to take another hit, but the glass pipe got so hot it started to burn his hand when he was trying to light it. He put it down on the dresser. 

“Rachel that little nigga is getting too grown. He’s going to make me seriously hurt his little ass one day.”

              “He is your son Black Ice. Don’t talk like that. He’s just trying to protect me.  Isn’t that what you would want him to do if someone was hurting me?” Rachel asked.

              “Yea, but not protect you from me.  You should have seen how that little fucker was looking at me. I’m the man in this house; I’ll beat him and you when I see it necessary to do so.”

              Rachel hated when Black Ice started talking like that. He wasn’t always like this that’s why she fell in love with him. She just wanted that man back, not this man that he is when he smokes that stuff. She began reflecting on when they first met.  

She lived on Saratoga Avenue in Brownsville on a side block in a house with her grandmother. Rachel never knew who her father was and her mother was always getting high on dope herself. She dropped Rachel off at her grandmother’s house when she was five. Her grandmother was a fat, light skin woman that they called Momma.  She had six kids of her own and they all grew up to run the streets. They came back to, but only to drop their own kids off to Momma leaving it up to her to raise them. 

Momma’s house was full with Rachel and her ten cousins. There were four girls and six boys all of different ages.  Momma’s youngest son Brian was still living in the house too. The house was filthy beyond recognition. It was never cleaned up, dirty clothes were scattered all over, garbage bags full of trash were kept just anywhere in the house making the house smell like a dump.  It also smelled of urine and feces. There wasn’t plumbing in the house. Everyone that had to use the restroom had to use a bucket and when you were finished you had to throw the waste out in the backyard. A lot of the time the buckets just stood where they were last used. The waste smell in the house brought flies around the place.  

              Rachel had to share clothes with the other girl cousins, even underwear. The clothes were hardly ever freshly cleaned.  There was never enough food in the house to feed everyone. Momma was taking the food stamps that she was receiving from welfare for all the kids and selling them for cash.  She would go to Atlantic City, leaving the kids with her son Brian while she stayed away for days; by the time she came home she was broke. Rachel learned to take care of herself. She cleaned the house the best that she could and washed the little clothes that they had in the bathtub.                

              When Rachel turned fifteen she began to look forward to better days. One day while she was coming home from school, she began daydreaming about getting out of Momma’s house, smiling as she walked home. Not paying any attention to her surroundings, she bumped into Black Ice.  “Oh, I’m sorry,” Rachel said as she looked up into the dark black handsome face.

              “There’s nothing to be sorry about.  You just bumped into me,” he said back to Rachel with a big smile on his face. Rachel thought he had the most beautiful smile in the world. He was well dressed; everything on him looked brand new.

              “Where are you going?” Black Ice asked.

              “I’m going home,” she answered.

              “Can I walk with you?” 

              “If you want to,” Rachel replied with a smile. Not use to the attention from such an attractive man, she couldn’t refuse.  Rachel was a beautiful young woman with brown skin and an hour glass body.  All the guys her age and older looked past her because she didn’t dress like the other girls. It’s not that she didn’t want to. It was because she could not afford it.  

              “So, what’s your name?” Black Ice asked her.

              “It’s Rachel, and yours?”

              “Black Ice,” Rachel looked up at him like he was crazy.

              “I know your mother did not name you Black Ice. So, what’s your real name?”

              “It’s Michael Ice.”

              “I like that name, Michael.”

              “So Rachel, how old are you?”

              “I’m fifteen and you?”

              “Twenty-one, do you have a boyfriend?”

              “No. Why? Do you want to be my boyfriend?”

              “No,” Black Ice said as Rachel looked at him in shock, “But, I do want to be your man.” He pulled her to him and kissed her on the lips.                

              After that day they were inseparable.  Rachel fell head over heels in love with Black Ice. He bought her brand new clothes but made her keep them at his apartment.  He gave her money and anything that she needed or wanted. Black Ice thought this was his opportunity to mold Rachel into the perfect woman for himself. With Rachel being so young and innocent, he would be her first at everything.  

              A month after they had been together, Rachel was in Black Ice’s apartment counting his drug money and putting it neatly into stacks for him. Black Ice grabbed her hands and led her into the bedroom. They kissed long and passionately.  He took off her shirt followed by her bra, letting her young firm breasts free. He slowly started sucking her nipples and licked around them. He moved down to take off her jeans. Rachel got scared. They had fooled around before but they never went all the way. She was still a virgin.  

“Black Ice, stop please,” she said.

              “Listen Rachel, don’t I take care of you?  Now if you want to continue to be my girl, you have to grow up and go through with this.”

              “But, I’m scared.”

              “There’s nothing to be scared of, I’ll go slow.” 

Black Ice began to kiss her again and slowly pulled her jeans off her. He grabbed her ass and squeezed. He laid her down on the bed and removed his clothing until he was standing there naked. Rachel watched her man, trusting every move he was going to make. He looked down at Rachel with his dick in his hand knowing that he was going to be taking her virginity, her first just like he wanted.  

              He climbed onto the bed on top of Rachel. He sucked her tits one by one and slowly worked his way down to her navel anticipating the sweet victory. He slid her panties off as he kissed and licked her thighs. He spread her legs as Rachel nervously opened up for him. He rubbed his dick on her pussy and gently tried to push his dick insider her.  

“Awww, it’s too big, it won’t fit.” Rachel gasped.

              “Hold on baby.” 

Black Ice got off the bed and went into the bathroom as she wondered what was going on; not knowing what he would do to fit his dick inside of her. She kept watching and sighed a breath of relief when he returned with a bottle of baby oil. He poured a handful of the oil into his hand and rubbed it on his dick making it nice and oily. He then rubbed some on Rachel’s pussy with his fingers stimulating her clit. He slowly climbed back onto the bed and got on top of Rachel.

              She spread her legs again thinking he wasn’t going to be able to get inside her because he was just too big for her virgin pussy. Black Ice leaned down and kissed her on the mouth and with one push slid into her.  

“Oh my God!”  Rachel screamed.

“Relax! Let me please you.” Black Ice said. 

He was lost in the feeling of Rachel’s virgin pussy tightening around his dick. She shook her head up and down nodding yes.  Black Ice began to hump and grind in and out of her tight pussy. Rachel wrapped her arms around his back because of the pain she felt with every stroke he made, doing the best she could to take her mind off the pain.  Black Ice kept humping and pumping away turning each stroke of pain into pleasure.  She scratched into Black Ice’s back, starting to enjoy the sweet sensation she was feeling inside of her. The penetration went deeper and deeper and then harder and harder.  

“Oh my god, oh my god,” she yells. Her body quivered uncontrollably as she came, feeling like she was coming out of her body. Black Ice humped her as hard as he could then exploded inside of Rachel and collapsed on top of her.  

              “Damn, that pussy is good girl.”   Black Ice pulled out to see that his dick was covered with blood and cum.

              “Oh my god, is that supposed to be there? Am I supposed to bleed like that?” Rachel asked.

              “Yes, baby, it’s okay. It’s supposed to be there when it’s your first time.”

              “It hurt at first, but started to feel good.” Rachel told him.

They changed the sheets on the bed and jumped into the shower together.

              After that day, Rachel was hooked to Black Ice. She would sneak out of Momma’s house at all times of the night just to get some of Black Ice’s sweet loving.               

              One morning Rachel started throwing up. Every time she tried to eat something, she couldn’t keep it down. Rachel was so scared, she didn’t know what to do or what was wrong with her. She walked to the hospital to get checked out. They took a urine sample and a blood test. She waited in the waiting room for the results.  

              “Miss Rachel.” A doctor called her name.

              “Yes, that’s me.” Rachel said as she stood up and walked towards him. She followed him through the door and into a patient room. 

“Please, have a seat young lady,” he said.

              Rachel sat down in the chair. “Am I going to die?” she asked the doctor. She was scared she might have AIDS or an STD like she had heard people talk about. She and Black Ice were having unprotected sex for a while now.

              “No Miss Rachel.  You’re not going to die, but you are going to be a mother.”

              “What?” Rachel exclaimed in a high pitched voice.

              “You are six weeks pregnant. Now I can’t tell you what to do as far as to keep the baby or not, but I can provide you with information to make sure you have a healthy baby.”

              The doctor gave Rachel the pamphlets and information. She got up and left the hospital. She started crying thinking she was only fifteen years old. How could she be a good mother?  What was Black Ice going to say? What if he doesn’t want the baby, him or her, then what? Rachel sat on the front porch stairs of Momma’s house and cried hysterically. She was supposed to meet Black Ice at his place but didn’t go.  

              When Rachel didn’t show up at Black Ice’s apartment, he got up and went out looking for Rachel. He knew it wasn’t like her to not come when he told her to. He found Rachel sitting on the front porch crying. 

“What’s wrong, boo? Why didn’t you come to my place when I asked you to do so?” he asked Rachel.

              Rachel didn’t say anything. She just sat there and cried even harder. 

“Listen, talk to me. If there’s a problem we can fix it. Black Ice had started falling in love with Rachel. She would be the perfect wife for him in his eyes, because he had the chance to raise her and she did whatever he asked her to do.

              “I didn’t come to your place because I was afraid you would hate me or leave me.” Rachel said in tears.

              “Rachel I will never leave you and you will never leave me.”

              “Michael!” Rachel said aloud. 

Black Ice knew it was serious because Rachel never called him by his real name. He warned her never to do so. The streets knew him as Black Ice and he couldn’t afford for anyone on the streets to know his real name, just in case they wanted to start talking to the police about the things he did or things people thought he did.

              “Michael I’m pregnant.” Rachel finally let out.

              A smile spread across his face. “I’m going to be a daddy?” Black Ice asked.  

Rachel nodded. 

He knew now he would have Rachel for life. Rachel was surprised at how well Black Ice took the news. He took her shopping and bought baby clothes, baby furniture, anything that they needed for their baby to come. He fixed up one of the bedrooms into a nursery. He fed Rachel with her favorite foods, rubbed her belly and oiled it down for her. Rachel was falling deeply in love with him. Rachel felt like the luckiest woman alive. 

She still lived at Momma’s house, but once her grandmother found out that she was pregnant she’d kick her out like she did with her own kids.  Rachel knew she’d go and live with Black Ice which would make her really happy. He already wanted her to stay with him, but she wanted to leave things with Momma on a good note.

              Rachel was sleeping in a nightgown rubbing her belly in the room she had to share with her girl cousins. Momma’s youngest son Brian was twenty-one years old; he was sitting on the floor naked in the closet waiting for the girls to go to sleep.  Once he was sure they were asleep, he would creep out and slowly get on top of Rachel. Rachel felt a hand on her mouth and the weight of a man on top of her. When she opened her eyes, she was shocked to see her uncle naked on top of her with a knife to her neck.  

“What are you doing?” Rachel asked. 

He threw his hand over her mouth to keep her quiet. “Shut the fuck up! If you say another fucking word, I swear I’ll cut you!”  Brian said as he looked her in her eyes.  With Brian’s free hand, he lifted up her nightgown and ripped her panties off of her.  He stuck his two fingers inside of her. Tears started to roll down Rachel’s face. She couldn’t believe what was happening to her.   Of all the people in the world, she was being raped by her own uncle. 

“Stop!” Rachel screamed.                

              Brian forced his hand down on her mouth as hard as he could and cut her on the side of the neck. “Didn’t I tell you to shut the fuck up, bitch?” 

Rachel screamed in pain from the cut on her neck, but the hand that covered her mouth let no sound escape for anyone to hear. 

Brian shoved his dick inside of Rachel. “You bitch,” he said as he started to fuck her. “Give me this pussy. I hear you out there fucking. It’s about time I get a piece of this ass!”

              All Rachel could do was just lie there and cry as her uncle’s dick went in and out of her. She wanted to scream for help, but was too scared that he would kill her. She felt the sharp knife up against her neck. She felt the blood running down her neck from where he cut her.

              “Yes, yes, bitch. You’re lucky I have been fucking your other cousin. I have been waiting to get your ass, but you’re always sneaking out to that nigga's crib,” he said as he was squeezing Rachel’s sore breasts. He pulled up her nightgown even higher and sucked on her nipples, “Mmmm yes,” Brian was feeling the nut building up so he pounded and pounded away holding on to Rachel’s mouth. 

Rachel turned her head.  She didn’t want to look him in his eyes or see his face. The tears kept coming down from her eyes. She glanced at her little cousin in the other bed who was fast asleep not hearing a sound of what was happening in the same room.

              Her cousin Janet however, wasn’t asleep. She was lying down on the pillow, but with her eyes wide open crying. She watched her uncle hump her cousin Rachel as he was moaning on top of her. 

              When Brian came he climbed off Rachel, “If you open your mouth about this bitch, I will do more than just cut you. I’ll put this knife up your pussy,” Brian said meaning every word. 

He walked his naked body out of the bedroom. Rachel started to cry uncontrollably. She couldn’t understand why this was happening to her. Her younger cousin got out of her bed and came over to hug Rachel. 

“Rachel he’s a monster, don’t cry. He does this to all of us.

              “What?” Rachel asked, “Did he rape you too?”

              “Yes,” Janet answered with tears coming down her face, “He does much worse things to me. He’s done this to every girl in this house, our ten year old cousin, even the eight year old. I tried to tell Momma, but she won’t believe me. He found out I told Momma and came in here on one of those nights you sneaked out to see Black Ice and he put his penis in my butt and took that knife he always carries, and put it inside of me.” Janet said while crying.

              “What do you mean he put it inside of you?”  Rachel asked.

              “He will do what he told you he’d do if you tell anyone. He rammed it into my pussy cutting me up. I bled for two weeks.  Momma thought I was out there messing around with some boy and said it was my own fault.”

              Rachel stopped crying and sat up on her bed and held her cousin. Rachel’s pain felt little compared to what her little cousin had been through. Both girls cried the night away in each other’s arms.  

              It was five o’clock in the morning; Rachel was still up holding her cousin in her arms who was fast asleep. Rachel carefully moved her arms and laid her cousin down on the pillow. Rachel got up and got dressed and walked out of the house. She headed over to Black Ice’s apartment.

              She knocked on the door. Black Ice heard the knocking at his door and wondered who the hell would be knocking at his door so early. He grabbed his 44 calico-revolver from the nightstand drawer and went to open the door to see Rachel.  Rachel looked at Black Ice with nothing on, but his boxer’s and a gun in his hand.

              “Girl, what’s wrong with you knocking on my door so early. I thought you were a stick up or the cops.”  

Rachel didn’t say anything. Black Ice saw the tears still in her eyes. Then he saw how red her face was and could tell she had been crying for a long time. 

“Baby, what’s wrong? Come in,” he said as he led her through the door. 

She sat down on the couch and tears starting to roll down her face. Black Ice sat down next to her and noticed the cut on her neck. 

“Yo who did that to you?” Black Ice asked with anger in his voice.

              Rachel wiped her tears off her face.  “My, my uncle raped me tonight and cut me with a knife. He said that he’d do worse to me if I told somebody.”

              “What?” Black Ice said with anger and frustration coming over his face. He quickly got dressed and put the 44 calico-revolver in his waistband. “Yo, does he ever leave the house?”

              “Yes, he leaves at six in the morning every day to go to the store to buy a pack of cigarettes.”

              “Come on Rachel,” he said as he grabbed her hands.

              “Where are we going?” she asked.

              “I want you to point him out to me.”

              “Why? You can’t do anything to him. He will hurt me and my little cousins more than he has already. He told me not to tell anyone or he would do worse than he has already.”

              A few minutes later Rachel, and Black Ice were on the corner of Saratoga Avenue sitting in the car. “If he goes to the store he will have to pass by this corner. The store is on the next block.” Black Ice said aloud to no one in particular. Black Ice and Rachel patiently waited on the corner of the block.  She couldn’t understand why they were there though. No sooner after the thought crossed her mind, she saw her Uncle Brian walking towards them. 

“That’s him.” Rachel said pointing towards him.

              “Oh, I’ll let him get closer.” Black Ice said when he saw Brian. He got out of the car. Black Ice was standing on the side of a building waiting for Brian to get closer to him. When Brian appeared in his vision, Black Ice popped out from the side of the wall behind him. Brian was still walking, unaware of Black Ice’s presence behind him.  

              “Yo! Yo! Brian!” 

Brian turned around to see who was calling his name. As soon as he turned his head, he instantly saw nothing but stars.  Black Ice struck him in his head with the butt of the 44 calico-revolver. Brian tried to open his eyes to see who hit him. When his eyes finally were able to focus again, he was struck with the barrel of the gun to his face. 

“Yo what do you want?” Brain asked.

              “Go into that alley way.” Black Ice ordered.

              “What for?”

              “If you don’t go, I’m going to blow your fucking brains out right here, right now.”

              “Alright!” Brian said as he walked in to the alley way and was surprised to see Rachel standing right there. “What the fuck is this?”

              “Don’t play stupid, nigga. You raped my woman.”

              Brian turned around to face Black Ice, “Fuck you and your bitch! The pussy was good. What you going to do nigga, shoot me?  I bet if you put that gun down I’d whip your ass.” Brian said.

              “Oh yea?” Black Ice put the gun back in his waist band and covered it up with his shirt.

              “Black Ice, please let’s just go,” Rachel said.

              “Step back Rachel and let me handle this.” Black Ice said staring at Brian.

              “Yea, bitch shut up! Let this pussy handle his business. After I fuck him up, I’m going to fuck you up too. Then I’m going to stab the both of you mother fuckers!” Brian hollered.

              Just as Brian said the last word, Black Ice punched him in the jaw and jabbed him in the nose.  Brian stumbled backwards and pulled out a five inch knife that curved at the tip. He started swinging it at Black Ice. He moved to the side and dodged the knives pathway.  Brian came towards Black Ice with the blade pointed at him trying to run it in him. Black Ice punched Brian in the eye slowing down his attack. Black Ice grabbed Brian’s hand with the knife and twisted his arm back.  Brian hollered and dropped the knife to the ground. Black Ice twisted harder until he heard a popping sound. He knew he broke his arm. He released his grip and Brian went to his knees crying holding on to his arm. 

“You son of a bitch, you broke my fucking arm!”

              Brian tried to reach for the knife on the ground but he only got kicked in his face before he got close to it. Rachel stood back watching the whole thing in shock, not knowing what to do. 

Brian stood up and Black Ice clinched his hand around his throat. Brian gasped for air. He punched Black Ice in the face, but it had no effect on him. Black Ice gripped tighter on his throat, squeezing Brian’s wind pipe until his sharp fingernails pierced his flesh. Brian squirmed and did his best to get free from Black Ice.  Black Ice outweighed him with his brutal strength. Brian saw the rage in Black Ice’s eyes and felt his body get weaker. He continued to slowly try to swing at Black Ice in the face, but with each swing he made the hits became lighter. 

Black Ice kept squeezing tighter and locked down on his wind pipe with all his strength. The flesh from Brian’s neck started to tear and rip apart. Black Ice pulled with all his might and ripped away the flesh he had locked in his hand.  A big whole opened up on Brian’s neck and blood poured out as Brian fell to the ground.

              “Oh my God!” Rachel screamed.

              “Shut up Rachel!” Black Ice yelled at her.  

              She walked over to Black Ice; her uncle’s body was squirming and flopping around on the ground. Then there was no movement at all.  Rachel reached for Black Ice’s hands.  She looked to see the blood and what he was still holding in his hand. He opened his hands to let her see. Rachel couldn’t believe what her eyes had seen.  Black Ice had a piece of her uncle’s wind pipe. 

“You ripped out his wind pipe?” Rachel screamed.  Black Ice gave her an evil eye. He got up and put the piece of flesh in his pocket. He picked up the knife that Brian dropped to the ground.

              “What are you doing?” Rachel asked.

              “Didn’t I tell you to shut up?” Black Ice said.  

Rachel looked in his eyes and saw nothing but evil in them. Black Ice pulled down Brian’s jeans and then his boxers. He took the knife, grabbed his dick and started sawing away at it.  Rachel screamed at what she saw. She heard people in the neighborhood talk about how evil and cold hearted Black Ice was but she never believed them.  Now with her own eyes she saw him kill someone without breaking a sweat; doing monstrous things to the dead body.

              Rachel threw up in the alley way.  When Black Ice detached Brian’s dick from his dead body, he took it and stuffed it in Brian’s mouth. “Talk shit now, punk!”

              Black Ice grabbed Rachel even though she was still throwing up and pulled her out of the alley way. He took her back to the car and drove back to his apartment.  That was Rachel’s first time seeing him kill someone, but she knew in her heart it wasn’t his first time.

              “Rachel you can’t ever go back and live with Momma. You go back and tell her that you’re pregnant and you are going to live with me.”

              “Okay.” Rachel said sick to her stomach and crying.

              “Why the fuck are you crying? I know you aren’t crying over that rapist uncle of yours.”

              “No, but why did you kill him? I never seen anybody killed before.”

               “Rachel listen, I don’t want you to ever bring this shit up again. I killed him because he touched what is mine and no one touches what is mine.”

              From that day on, Rachel stayed with Black Ice. Everything was what she dreamed of. They made love every night and day. He wined and dined her.  He took her to all of her doctor’s appointments to check on their baby growing inside her.               When Rachel gave birth to a baby boy, she named him Michael Junior after his father.  

After the birth of her son the abuse started.  Black Ice wouldn’t let her leave the apartment and became very possessive of her. He’d beat Rachel for everything and anything. Even if the baby would cry, he would beat her. Rachel learned the hard way while the streets called Michael Sr. Black Ice. 

Rachel stepped back into reality and watched Black Ice’s naked body from the back. He was standing at the dresser with sweat running down his back and the glass crack pipe in his mouth. She continued to watch as he inhaled the crack smoke again and again.  Rachel covered her face thinking it wasn’t always like this.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 8 

 

              “Bitch, take this dick. Whose pussy is this?”

              “This pussy is yours. Mmm, yes Daddy. Fuck me! Fuck me, yes.” Lisa moaned, “Fuck me Caesar.”

              Caesar pounded away on Lisa’s pussy from the back. He smacked her ass and watched it shake while giving long hard strokes up inside Lisa. 

“I’m about to cum,” he yelled as he squeezed her ass even tighter and pounded even faster and harder.

              When he came he felt his body go weak and his dick go limp. He collapsed down on the bed. Lisa did the same lying right next to him.  Both of their bodies were covered in sweat and weak from fucking. 

“Damn baby that felt so good.” Lisa said out of breath.

              “I’ll bet he don’t fuck you like that does he?” Caesar asked.

              “No Daddy, only you put it on me like that. He can’t go that long or that deep.” Lisa said to Caesar about Ace.                

              Lisa and Caesar busted out laughing.  “Yo, how’s Mark?” Caesar asked.

              “He’s fine baby. I gave him the new clothes you got for him.”

              “I don’t know how Ace can’t tell that’s not his kid.” Caesar said to Lisa.  Mark looks just like me.

              “Nigga please, I have that nigga so pussy whipped. He doesn’t know left from right.” Lisa said while giggling.

              “Have you been getting in his head about Black Ice? I need him with me if we’re going to take out Black Ice’s business.”

              “Yes I been fucking with him and pushing his buttons. He’s with it. He’s scared some nigga with more money is going to come along and take me away from him.”                

              Caesar smiled, “Too bad he don’t know a nigga already took you without him knowing.  But on the real boo, keep getting into his head and make sure he stays down with the plan. After we take over, I’m going to take you away from that lame ass nigga and make you mine.”

              “Oh Daddy,” Lisa replied. She licked her lips and grabbed his dick and slid it into her wet, warm mouth.

              “Mmmm, yeah girl, suck that shit.” Caesar said. 

Lisa used her tongue and licked around the head of his dick. She moved her tongue to make her way down to his balls and sucked on them one by one.  

“Ahhhh shit, yes baby.” Caesar said while clenching his teeth.  

Lisa took both of his balls in her mouth and sucked them at the same time.  

“Damn girl.”  

She made her way back to the head of his dick and worked away at it.                

              As Lisa worked her magic, Caesar thinks to his self, ‘Everything is going as planned.’  Caesar had been fucking Lisa for three years now.  He warned Ace when they first got together not to fuck with Lisa on that level. Everybody knows the saying ‘You can’t turn a whore in to a housewife.’  Lisa was a whore in its truest form. She had fucked every nigga in Brownsville projects. Then Ace came along and made her his girl and got her pregnant. He even moved her out of the projects.  

              Not long after Lisa had the baby, Caesar found her cheating on Ace with some dude from the Bronx. She was giving him head in the backseat of his car. Lisa had seen Caesar’s car roll by and knew he saw her.  She knew that she fucked up. She didn’t want to lose the meal ticket with Ace, so Lisa put that magic dick suck game on Caesar. They had been fucking ever since. He started fucking her raw and she ended up pregnant with Caesar’s baby.  Being the true scandalous chick she was, she lied and told Ace it was his baby.  And she still kept Caesar on the side so she could have her cake and eat it too.  

              Caesar let out a loud moan as he busted a nut in Lisa’s mouth.  

“Lick it off and swallow every drop bitch.” Caesar said and smiled to himself.  

He thought no way in hell was he going to take this scandalous bitch from Ace and take care of her. If she cheated on her man, she would damn sure do the same to him. When he takes over Black Ice’s drug business, he will take his son Mark from her and raise his son himself.   Leaving her ass to fend for herself, but until then he will use Lisa to keep Ace from backing out on him. He will just keep enjoying the good ass head she be giving to him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 9 

 

Black Ice was furious. It had been months and still he hadn’t heard a word from Roxy. She had run away when he was gone the day after he found her fucking those two guys that he killed. Every day that went by and he couldn’t find her, the angrier he got.   He took it out on Rachel.  

“Bitch I told you to smoke this shit!”

              “No, I won’t.”  

Black Ice punched her in the nose so hard it sent her flying back. Rachel punched him back, but her hit did little to nothing to him. Black Ice punched her again and again until Rachel fell to the floor. She curled up into a ball, covering herself.  Michael Jr. watched as his father repeatedly kicked his mother on the floor over and over again. Tears rolled down his little face. He cried for the beating his mother was getting.  Michael cried out to his father to stop hurting his mother, however, his father just bent down and continued to punch Rachel in the head.  

              Michael couldn’t understand why his father hit his mother and beat her so badly that it left marks on her body. It always left his mother crying for days. She would even cry on days that she didn’t get beat by him.    He knew that his mother would be thinking the same thing that he did. Why did his father always hit her? 

He hollered at his father, “Daddy! Daddy! Stop!” 

Michael couldn’t let him continue to hit his mother.  He knew that he couldn’t stop his father, but that wouldn’t stop him from trying to help her. Michael ran toward his father in hopes of biting him in the leg again. Black Ice turned around and saw his son running towards him. One quick move he back handed Michael upside the head. 

“Your little ass wants some? I’ll give you some,” Black Ice said. 

He walked over to his son and smacked him again. Rachel glanced to see her son on the floor crying and getting beat by his father. She used the little strength she had left and got up. She ran and jumped on Black Ice’s back, wrapping her arms around his neck. 

“Stop hitting my son, you bastard! I’ll kill you myself. Leave my baby alone.”

              Rachel’s grip tightened around his neck causing Black Ice to squirm around trying to shake her off of him, but he couldn’t.  He usually overpowered Rachel’s defenses. Since Black Ice had been smoking crack, he lost a lot of weight. His 230 lb. frame went down to 110 lbs. and his wife almost weighed more than him now. 

“Get off me, bitch.”  

Black Ice leaned his back over flipping Rachel off him. He went to the living room where the TV was and pulled the extension cord from the wall and wrapped it around his hand.  

              “I’ll teach you two to try and jump me.” 

He swung down hitting Michael with the extension cord across his face. Then he hit Rachel. Rachel crawled over to her son and used her body to shield her son from Black Ice.  

              “You both are stupid mother fuckers.  I run this house!” Black Ice yelled. 

Rachel and Michael cried while they both tried to take the beating for each other. Black Ice kept swinging the extension cord, beating his wife and son until he was out of breath. 

“That should teach you the next time you all try some shit like that again. Next time it will be worse,” he said as he walked away leaving the apartment.

              Black Ice left his wife and son crying and bleeding. They were covered with welts.

              “See Mommy, I won’t let you get beat by yourself. We’ll get beat together.” Michael said to his mother.  

              Rachel lay on the floor holding her son. It took her a minute to clearly understand what her son had just said to her, but once she did she cried uncontrollably.  She understood now that all this abuse was traumatizing her baby. Michael looked up from under his mother’s arms to see her crying even harder. 

“Mommy, don’t cry. I love you.  Please don’t cry. I’ll always take the beatings with you.” 

Michael started crying seeing his mother cry. They lay on the floor holding each other and cried their pains away.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 10 

 

Black Ice pulled his Lexus ES slowly in front of the Brownsville Projects on Mother Gaston Avenue. He watched Ace and Caesar running the block with the workers. Black Ice rolled down his passenger window. “Yo, jump the fuck in.”  

Ace and Caesar got in the back seat of the car.  “Where’s my money?”  Black Ice demanded while holding his 44 calico-revolver in his lap.

“I got three thousand for you, here.”  Caesar said and passed him the bundle of money. 

“I got two thousand for you.” Ace replied while handing him the money. 

“Where the fuck is the rest of it?”

“Black Ice, we gave you the rest of it yesterday. I gave you 3 g’s and Ace gave you 4 g’s. You don’t remember?” Caesar answered.

Black Ice raised his gun and pointed it in Caesar’s face. “Nigga you better not be playing with my money. I think you’re playing with my money.” Black Ice said devilishly.  

Caesar looked in his eyes and knew he just saw the devil. “Black Ice I’m telling you boss, we gave you everything yesterday.”

“I know fool. I’m just testing you.” Black Ice replied while putting his gun back on his lap.  Before Black Ice pulled away he handed Caesar twelve ounces to bag up.  Caesar and Ace got out of the car and Black Ice drove off.

They walked over to Caesar’s car, an Acura Legend and Caesar got in. Ace leaned in the driver side window to talk to Caesar.  

“Yo you see what I mean, that nigga smoking too much of that shit. He almost killed our ass for thinking we didn’t pay him.”

“Yeah, you’re right. That nigga is tripping, but what we supposed to do?” Ace asked.

“Yo, I have a plan.” Caesar replied, “Hop in.”

“Hold on, let me put this work in my car.” 

Ace walked down to his car, opened up the trunk, put the twelve ounces in it and locked it. He came back, hopped in the passenger seat and shut the door.

“So what’s your plan?”

“Yo, you know J-Rock, that nigga on Pitkin Avenue?” Caesar asked.

“Yea, J-Rock has a team over there selling drugs but they aren’t making more money than us.” Ace replied.

“Well listen, I’m going to see if I can get J-Rock to handle Black Ice for us.”

“Man you’re crazy. You know that nigga is scared to death of Black Ice. No one in their right mind around here would fuck with him.”

“Listen, you got to stop thinking like that. Don’t you need more money for Lisa and the kids?” Caesar asked. As soon as Caesar said that Ace tensed up. He would do anything for her and hated when a nigga acted like he wouldn’t.

“Yo don’t even bring Lisa and the kids name into this. Yes, I’m down. Let’s roll and find J-Rock.”

“Alright, that’s what I’m talking about.” Caesar said and started the car and pulled off. 

He knew that saying Lisa’s name would get Ace down with him.  It was a low blow but he had to push his buttons. He needed Ace’s help to run the business for a while because he didn’t trust the young boys on the block to do so; but as soon as he found a nigga he could trust, he planned on killing Ace too. 

Caesar drove three blocks over, made a right, and pulled up in front of a building with young thugs hanging out in front of it selling crack. One of the boys was named Smoke. He was a tall, slim cat who was only eighteen and ran the block for J-Rock. Smoke walked over to Caesar’s car window, 

“Yo what’s up?  What you all doing over here.  We don’t have any problems with you.” Smoke said while his hand rested on the gun in his waist band. 

He wanted no problems with Caesar and Ace. Well not so much them.  He couldn’t care less about killing them. He’d put a bullet in their heads in a heartbeat, but it was Black Ice he feared.  Shit the whole hood feared that crazy nigga.   Caesar and Ace were part of his team and there would be hell to pay if someone killed them. Smoke wasn’t about to let a nigga come over and shoot him down like a dog.  A man is a man, no matter what.

“Yo go get J-Rock for me and tell him I need to talk to him.” Caesar said while hanging out of the window of his car. He used the door to cover the cocked 9mm pistol in his hand.

“Alright, I’ll go see if he wants to talk to you.” Smoke replied while walking off and entering the building where all the young hustlers were at. All of their eyes glanced over at Caesar’s car. The young hustlers were leery of them. Caesar never really liked Smoke and he was another nigga on his list to kill when he made it to the top.  

A medium built, brown skin man came out of the building followed by Smoke; they walked up to the car. “Yo hop in the back seat, you and Smoke.” Caesar said.

J-Rock looked nervous and wondered if he should be getting in the car with Caesar and Ace.

“Yo I’m not going to pull off. We can stay right in front of your building.” Caesar said. 

J-Rock hesitated and hopped in with Smoke. They were strapped so he was feeling a little safe. J-Rock thought you could never just trust any nigga in the hood, especially a nigga that is crazy enough to run with Black Ice.  

“So what the two of you want to talk to us about?” J-Rock asked with an attitude.

“Listen, I know you want to make some more money than what you’re pulling on this little ass block, so Ace and I have a deal for you.”

“Ok what kind of deal?” J-Rock asked listening with all ears. The talk of money always got his attention.  Caesar smiled then looked at Ace sitting in the passenger seat.

“It’s like this.  Black Ice is falling off.  That nigga is smoking crack hard and he’s losing his damn mind, well whatever he had to begin with. He’s losing a lot of his body weight.” Caesar started explaining some stuff first.

“Yeah, I heard that nigga is smoking that shit now. And he is looking kind of fucked up but, what’s the point?” J-Rock asked.

“My point is Ace and I will be taking over Black Ice’s business.”

“Yeah right, like Black Ice is just going to hand over his business.” Smoke said butting into the conversation.

“I was talking to J-Rock, not you Smoke and the words I used was take over.  And how are we going to do that you wonder? We need you J-Rock and some of your men to kill him, and in return we’ll pay you fifteen thousand. Also, we’ll give you the day-shift to sell crack in the Brownsville Projects every other week.”

“Nigga, are you crazy? Is this some trick or something?” J-Rock asked. “Black Ice will kill us all just for talking about this shit.”

“Naw nigga, that mother fucker is too busy smoking crack and looking for that bitch Roxy. We can pull this off. I’m serious.” Caesar responded looking J-Rock in his eyes.  J-Rock knew then he was for real, that this wasn’t any kind of trick.

“Yo, you remember what happened to the last dude who tried to take over Black Ice’s business? That nigga Lip from Riverhead Projects and his men killed five of Black Ice’s workers.  In return, Black Ice killed everybody. When he couldn’t find Lip’s ass, he kidnapped the nigga’s grandmother and mother and put the word on the street that he would let them go if Lip gave himself up to him. That fool Lip gave himself up to Black Ice. Black Ice duct taped him to a chair in one of his apartments and shot the fools grandmother in front of him. Then he raped his mother in front of him and emptied a clip in her. That wasn’t the worst part, Black Ice cut off both of Lip’s hands, tied them together with a piece of rope, and threw them up on the telephone lines. The project kids thought they were a pair of sneakers and left them just hanging there. When the cops finally noticed the hands up there, they took them down.  In the hand’s there was a note that read, ‘If anyone ever try and take what’s mine, I’ll take more than their hands...’  

A week later they found Lip’s body, but his head was gone. To this day the cops have never found his head. Word on the street is Back Ice kept Lip’s head in one of his apartments with the rest of the pieces of body parts he took off his victims.”

“Listen I know the fucking story J-Rock. Are you down or what? This nigga isn’t the same. He’s falling off from smoking that shit.”  Caesar said.

“So what, you think that makes him less dangerous or more?”  Smoke asked.

“Fuck, I’m down.” J-Rock replied while thinking about all the money he’d make selling drugs in the projects. “So, what’s the plan?”

“Let’s give Black Ice another month and let him keep smoking himself to death.  Then you and your men will come while Ace and I are talking business with him, keeping him busy, so he won’t see it coming or have a chance to react to it.”

“Alright I’m cool with that, but let me ask y’all one thing.” J-Rock said.

“What?”  Caesar asked.

“Why don’t the two of you just kill him yourself?”

“Because that nigga is high, but he’s not stupid.  He doesn’t sleep on me and Ace.”

“That’s what I thought.”

“Alright I’ll get up with you.” Caesar said and pulled off.  “You see how easy that went Ace?”

“Yea, I see, but I hope we can pull everything off.” Ace said.

“Don’t hope nigga. We will! There’s no room for doubt.”

J-Rock and Smoke stood in front of their building watching Caesar’s car make its way down the block.

“So what you think, Smoke?”  J-Rock asked.

“Shit I think these fools are crazy to want to cross Black Ice.”

“Yea, but if they’re right about him slipping and falling off, I think we can kill him.”

“Yea and then kill Caesar and Ace’s ass and take over.” Smoke snickered.

“Keep the whole mother fucking strap for ourselves,” J-Rock replied.  “It sounds good to me. I never liked that pussy Caesar anyways. Cool let’s see how things fall out.”

Chapter 11 

 

              Michael stood and watched his father sleep on the black living room couch. He was surprised to see his father sleeping.  Something his father didn’t do much of since he started smoking that funny smelling stuff. 

Michael looked down at his father’s feet and saw the glass pipe and some small, empty jars.  He remembered seeing him one time take the white stuff out of the jars to smoke it. An evil smile crossed Michael’s face; he slowly crept over to where his father was sleeping, picked up the glass pipe and the four empty jars. He ran back into his bedroom. Ten minutes later, he came back into the living room and carefully placed the glass pipe back on the floor next to his father’s feet.

              Black Ice jumped up out of his sleep with a disgusted look on his face.  He looked around the living room and saw Michael standing in front of him just staring at him.  Michael gave Black Ice a sinister look.  Chills went down Black Ice’s back as he looked into his son’s eyes. There wasn’t much that scared Black Ice, but he could see complete evil in his son’s eyes. The only time he ever saw a pair of eyes like that was when he looked in the mirror.

              “Yo, what the fuck are you looking at? Go in your fucking room.”

              Michael just stood there and looked at Black Ice. When he was ready, he turned around and walked away while giving him a wicked glare.  

              Black Ice thought that he was going to have to kill that boy one day.  He reached in his pocket and pulled out two small jars of crack. He looked around on the couch for his crack pipe. He noticed it was on the floor by his feet. He bent over and picked it up and stuffed the pipe full of crack. He took out his lighter and held it to the end of the pipe and inhaled deeply. 

As soon as he inhaled, he knew something was wrong. He could feel the inside of his throat being ripped to shreds.  The feeling traveled down to his chest then to his stomach.  

“Aw shit.”  Black Ice gasped as he repeatedly coughed trying to get air. 

He felt his insides ripping apart aggressively; it felt like sand was in his mouth. He started to cough up blood. He used his hand to cover his mouth to stop the blood from flying all over the place. He tried to focus his eyes and couldn’t believe what he saw.  He had coughed up little tiny pieces of glass.

              “What the fuck?” Black Ice yelled out coughing up more blood. He collapsed on the floor. 

              Rachel ran out of the bedroom into the living room after hearing her man gasping for air. She looked down and saw Black Ice on the floor covered in his own blood. He was still coughing up blood and holding his neck. 

“Oh my God baby, what’s wrong,” she asked bending down to help him and held his head in her lap. “Speak to me, what’s wrong?” Rachel asked again with tears drawing up in her eyes.

              Black Ice was unable to answer her.  It was too difficult for him to breathe and all he could do was cough up blood. He turned his head and saw his son standing right there looking him in the eyes with an evil smile on his face. Black Ice coughed up more blood. 

“You little fucker,” he coughed out. The words slowly came out of his mouth before his world went dark and he passed out.

              Michael watched with amazement as his father coughed up blood and passed out, but he couldn’t understand why his mother was crying and trying to help him. 

“Mommy, don’t cry. It will be over soon just let him die.”

              “Shut up, shut up, Michael. You sound like your father.” Rachel jumped up with tears running down her face and ran to the telephone and called 911.  

              Michael wondered why she was helping him after all the times he beat them.  He did this for her. Earlier when his father was asleep and he took the glass pipe and the jars back into his bedroom, he put the jars into a sock and used his sneaker to crush and grind the glass into tiny little pieces.  He stuffed the pieces into both ends of the glass pipe and placed it back on the floor next to his father’s feet where he found it. 

“Mommy let him die.”

              “Stop talking that way!” Rachel demanded.

              Michael never heard his mother cuss at him, so he knew she was mad. He could see the tears in his mother’s eyes and it made him cry. “I don’t understand Mommy.” Still not comprehending why his mother still loved his father after all the beatings they received from him. 

Chapter 12 

 

              Black Ice woke up in a panic. He couldn’t see where he was at. His throat and chest burned. He moved his hands to his face to feel tubes in his nose and mouth. He yanked them out and yelled in pain. He looked around the room and noticed that he was in a hospital bed just as Rachel walked into the hospital room. She was followed by a tall, white man, a doctor. 

“Well I see you’re up. That’s great.” The doctor stated.

              “What’s going on?” Black Ice asked in a faint whisper. His throat was very sore.

              Mr. Ice, we had to pump your stomach and throat. You had tiny pieces of glass ripping apart your insides. You’re lucky your wife called 911 to get you to the hospital in time. If she would have waited any longer, the glass would have cut your wind pipe so bad it would have stopped your breathing permanently. I’m not about to ask you how the glass got in your system, because I found traces of cocaine in your blood. Just be grateful to your wife.” 

And with that being said, the doctor turned his back and walked out of the hospital room.

              “Thank you Doctor Paul.” Rachel said.

              “You’re welcome young lady.”

              Rachel walked over to Black Ice’s bed, “Baby, I’m happy to see that you’re up.  The doctor said you could leave in the morning.” Rachel placed a kiss on his lips. 

              Black Ice looked his woman in her eyes. Time’s like these reminded him why he loved her so much.  It didn’t matter how much he beat her or mistreated her.  She was always there for him, even more the reason why he’s got to get her to smoke crack with him so he would never lose her.  He felt that would keep her in his life forever. Little did he know, Rachel would stay with him without being trapped for good or for bad, she just proved it by saving his life, but he was too blind to see it.

              “Baby, how did you inhale all that glass?” she asked.

              “I got an idea on how.” Black Ice flashed back to the evil smile he saw on his son’s face.

              “Well, I hope you stop smoking that stuff and things will be different”. Rachel said.

              “Oh things will be different,” he said in a sarcastic voice that Rachel didn’t catch.

              “I love you and I will see you when you come home.” Rachel said while hugging and kissing him good-bye. 

She left the hospital praying that things would be different for her family. She just didn’t know how.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 13 

 

              The next day, Black Ice left Brookdale Hospital. He walked up to the apartment and put the key in his door. When he walked in, he could see Rachel in the kitchen hot combing her hair. Once he reached the living room, he looked down to see Michael drawing a picture on the floor by the couch.  Michael stopped drawing and glanced up at this father and went back to drawing his picture. 

Black Ice couldn’t believe his eyes. His son just tried to kill him yesterday and didn’t even break a sweat or look at all nervous when he saw him. Black Ice thought, ‘that little nigga is evil,’ but he knew he could only blame himself. It was his own blood that was flowing through his son’s veins. Then he thought, “Fuck that, this little nigga tried to kill me and I’m going to have to teach him a lesson.”


Black Ice walked back into the bedroom and returned with his leather belt wrapped in his hands. Rachel looked at the belt and knew what time it was.  

“What are you doing?  You just came home from the hospital and you already want to start something.” Rachel shouted.

              “This has nothing to do with you.” Black Ice said as he walked towards his son.  

Rachel jumped up from the kitchen chair where she was hot combing her hair and ran in between Black Ice and Michael with her arms spread wide open trying to block his way. 

“Rachel I’m only going to tell you once, move!” he yelled.

              “What for?” she asked.

              “This little nigga tried to kill me yesterday.  It was him who put that glass in my pipe.”

              “How do you know that?”

              “Because I do; now move!”

              “No, my son wouldn’t have done what you’re accusing him of.”

              Michael looked up from the floor where he was drawing and watched his mother and father argue.  He wished silently that his father did die yesterday. Just then Black Ice took the belt he had wrapped around his hand and put it around Rachel’s neck to choke her.  

“Didn’t I tell your ass to move?”  Black Ice said while clenching his teeth. 

Rachel gasped for air and tried to swing her arms to get free of his grip but it was no use. Black Ice squeezed tighter. 

“Daddy stop, please, please stop!” Michael cried at the sight of his mother’s arms swinging around like a dead rag doll.  

Black Ice’s grip was too much. Rachel fell to the floor, passing out from the clench around her neck and thought, ‘I gave him life and he is going to take mine away’.

              Black Ice released his grip and watched Rachel’s body fall to the floor like dead weight. Michael crawled to his mother and put his hands on her face. “Mommy, Mommy, sit up,” he cried. As soon as Michael said those words, he felt the belt go across his back.  

              “Your little ass wanted to try to kill me?” Black Ice questioned Michael as he repeatedly struck his son with the belt across his little body. 

Michael cried and rolled up into a ball to try to protect himself.  “Mommy, help me!” he cried.

              “You little fucker, I’m going to teach you not to cross me!” Black Ice yelled. He beat Michael for a half an hour, leaving Michael on the floor crying and covered in blood and more welts. 

              Black Ice returned to the living room looking at his son and decided that he wasn’t done with him. Black Ice walked in the kitchen looking for something else to beat his son with.  He looked at the stove to see that Rachel left the hot comb on the oven.  Black Ice grinned and grabbed the hot comb by its handle making sure not to touch the hot part.  He walked back in the living room to his crying son and bent down and grabbed his left arm. Michael was too sore and weak to put up a fight. Black Ice placed the hot comb on Michael’s arm. Michael screamed as loud as he could and tried to pull his arm away, but it was locked in his father’s grip.  The heat from the hot comb sizzled and cooked his flesh.  It burned his skin deeply.  

Rachel regained consciousness when she heard the blood wrenching screams her son let out.  She looked up to see that Black Ice was holding the hot comb and pressing it against her son’s arm. Rachel jumped up and pushed Black Ice with all the strength and energy she had. She made him fall over to the side. He released his grip from Michael’s arm and dropped the hot comb to the floor.  She jumped on top of Black Ice and punched away with everything she had left in her. 

“Don’t touch my baby,” she screamed while swinging wildly at his face.  

              Black Ice punched Rachel in the temple knocking her right off of him. He got up and started to kick her in the ribs.  Black Ice was furious. While kicking Rachel, he wondered why he was having so many problems with his own family. He looked down and saw that she couldn’t take any more.  He knew she wouldn’t be putting up a fight anymore. 

Black Ice picked up the hot comb from the floor and reached for Michael placing the comb again on Michael’s skin. He grabbed his neck and started choking him. Tears were still running down Michael’s face as Black Ice moved the hot comb towards his face. 

“Mommy,” Michael said in a pleading whisper. He couldn’t get all the words out as the grip around his neck grew tighter.  

              “No! Stop please. Don’t burn him anymore!” Rachel yelled while holding her side unable to move.  She knew she had to think quickly and do something before Black Ice killed her son. “I’ll smoke that stuff.  I’ll do it!” she shouted.

              “What?” Black Ice asked as he stopped burning Michael and turned to Rachel.

              “I’ll smoke crack with you, just don’t hurt my baby anymore,” she pleaded.

              Black Ice’s eyes opened wide while he looked at Rachel.  He couldn’t believe what he just heard. After months of beating his wife to get her to smoke crack, it took this to get her to change her mind. She wouldn’t leave him. 

“If you’re playing with me Rachel I’ll burn this little mother fucker so bad, he will wish he was dead.” Black Ice said while shaking Michael’s neck around like he was about to snap it.  

              “I’m not playing. I’ll do it. Please just let our son go?” Rachel said with tears running down her beautiful brown face.  

              Black Ice smiled a devilish smile and knew in his heart she would do it. She was too scared of what would happen to the little punk if she didn’t. He dropped the hot comb on the floor and released his hand from Michael’s neck. He looked at Rachel hold her side. He bent down and wrapped his arm around her and picked her up, carrying her to the bedroom. 

Michael screamed, “Mommy, don’t smoke that stuff!” 

Those were the last words Rachel heard before Black Ice used the heel of his foot to kick the bedroom door shut.  He put Rachel on their queen size bed and walked over to the closet. He removed the floor board to his stash and pulled out two brand new glass pipes and a big piece of crack, the size of a baseball. He covered the stash back up and walked over to the dresser where a small glass mirror was. He carefully removed the crack from the glass jar and laid it on the mirror.  Picking up a razor, he cut the crack into small pieces. He stuffed the new pipes full of crack and walked over to Rachel.  

“Take it.” Black Ice said handing her a glass pipe and a lighter. 

Rachel nervously brought the pipe up to her mouth and lit the end and inhaled.

              “Don’t play stupid with me. You’ve seen me do it enough times.” Rachel smoked the crack still in pain and in tears. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 14 

 

              For many years, Rachel had to stay away from drugs. Her mother used dope and when it got really bad for her, she just left Rachel at Momma’s house one day. Her mother never returned for Rachel and she never saw her mother again after she left her. 

Black Ice watched her like a hawk. She could feel him watching her as she placed the pipe up to her mouth.  Her hand shook as she held the lighter at the end and lit the pipe. Rachel took a tiny puff, inhaling the crack smoke.

              “Rachel, don’t fucking play with me.  Hit that shit!  You better take a big hit, better than that, bitch!”  

              Rachel did as she was told. She sucked on the glass pipe as hard as she could. The crack smoke rushed down her throat and into her lungs. She began to cough from the hard hit. Black Ice smiled his infamous devilish smile as he watched her cough up smoke. Rachel felt lightheaded, but with an instant jolt of energy.  Her eyes opened wide and the pain she felt earlier all over her body was gone.  

When Rachel looked up from coughing, Black ice looked in her eyes and saw the glassy look they had and he knew he had her.  

“Give me the pipe,” he said. 

Rachel passed the pipe to him.  She prayed that the worst was over.  Black Ice repacked the pipe with more crack and passed it right back to her. 

“Hit it again,” he said. Rachel did what she was ordered to do. She hit the pipe again. They spent the whole night getting high together.  

              A month had passed and it amazed Black Ice at how fast Rachel got hooked on crack. She was smoking more than he was now.  Rachel smoked up all the crack in the house. She couldn’t fight the cravings.  She needed to smoke every minute of the day. She lost a lot of weight.  She went from 140 lbs. to 100 lbs. and wore the same clothes every day. The tip of her fingers turned black from the heat of the glass pipe burning them. Her lips turned black too.

              Michael watched as his beautiful mother’s looks started to change once she started to smoke that funny smelling stuff.  She looked like a stranger to him. She no longer made sure that he was fed or that he was wearing clean clothes.  She didn’t even pay him any attention anymore. Michael was forced to look after himself; with his father running the streets, and his mother locked in her bedroom getting high.  She left him to take care of himself at the age of six.  That made Michael’s heart grow colder and hate his father even more. 

Michael lay on his pillow crying. He tried hard to hold in the tears. His stomach hurt him; he was in so much pain.  There was no food in the house for him to eat. His mother only cared about smoking. She neglected to shop for food.  As Michael’s stomach growled, tears started flowing down his face and he prayed the hunger would go away once he fell asleep.  

              The next morning, Michael awoke to the smell of food. He opened his eyes and saw a bag on his dresser. He hopped out of his bed and ran to it.  Inside there was a box with four chicken wings and fried rice from the Chinese restaurant.  He knew his mother had gotten him the food. She’d be the only one to think about him once in a while.  

Times like that reminded him of why he still loved his mother so much even though she hadn’t been the same since she started smoking with his father. He quickly started eating his food to stop the hunger pains from his stomach making sure he didn’t miss a crumb.  He ate so fast that he bit his fingers twice while eating the chicken and rice. He smiled and rubbed his little belly. He wondered what his mother was doing. He wanted to go thank her for the food she left him. Then he thought she was probably smoking that stuff again.  

              Michael got up and walked to his mother’s bedroom. When he heard screams, he listened carefully.  It was his mother. He ran to the door of her bedroom and opened it. When he saw what she was hollering about, he knew she didn’t need his protection.  His mother’s legs were up in the air resting on his father’s shoulders as his father humped and pounded away on his mother.  

Michael had seen this enough times before to know that his mother was in no danger. He closed their bedroom door and walked into the living room. He covered his ears to diminish the sounds that were coming from his parents’ bedroom.

              After a half an hour, he blocked out the sounds all together.  He sat on the couch staring at nothing. He thought to himself that when he gets older he would show his father while looking at the burn on his arm. It had bubbled up and dead skin was already starting to peel off causing itching and pain with the air on his skin. Michael swore he would kill him one day.  

              Just then, Black Ice came out of the bedroom fully dressed. He walked into the living room and saw his son sitting on the couch just staring at the wall.  A chill went down his back as he made his way to the door and left the apartment. Black Ice thought to himself that there was something wrong with that little mother fucker. He wasn’t right. Shit wasn’t normal for a child to just be staring at walls. He knew in his heart that one day he would have to kill his son or his son would kill him.

              Once outside of the apartment, Black Ice walked down the block passed his white Lexus and turned the corner. He walked half way down the block and stopped in front of a brown Ford Taurus. He took some keys out of his pocket and opened the driver side door and hopped in the car.  He was going to check on the block and see how these fools are running his shit. 

He owned the Ford Taurus but no one knew he had it. It had tinted windows and it was easy for him to creep around without anybody knowing it was him. He started the car and headed to Mother Gaston Avenue.  

              He reached the block and slowed down and crept by slow so he could take notice of everything that was taking place on the block. He smiled when he saw the young workers selling to the crack heads. He saw Ace standing by the project buildings watching every move that the workers were making.  ‘So where’s Caesar?’ he thought to himself. He always sees Ace on the block, but Caesar is nowhere to be found. He continued down the street and rode through the neighborhood to clear his mind. 

Everything was in order.  The block looked good. Rachel was hooked on crack and that meant she’d depend on him for the rest of her life. The only thing that he needed to do something about was that boy of his.  

              Black Ice drove around in deep thought and hoped to see Roxy walking down one of these streets. He planned to beat her ass and snatch her ass up once he found her.  In fact, he would kill that bitch. 

In deep thought, he noticed something out of the corner of his eye. He was driving too fast to get a good look so he circled the block. He knew that the car he saw was Caesar’s. It was the only gold Acura Legend in the hood and no one else would be able to afford that car. When he rolled past the car again, it was his car, ‘What in the fuck is Caesar doing over here?’ he said aloud. 

He pulled up alongside of his car. His car was right outside of Ace’s apartment building. ‘Why in the hell would Caesar’s car be parked outside of Ace’s building,’ Black Ice wondered to himself with more questions to follow. 

He pulled forward and found a parking space ahead to stay in view of Caesar’s car and Ace’s apartment building. His mind was just racing with questions and no answers, so he decided to sit in his car and wait to see what was up with this scene. 

He pulled out a pack of Newport cigarettes, took one out of the box and pulled out a jar of crack and stuffed some in the cigarette. After making sure the crack was nicely packed in, he lit it and inhaled. Taking the smoke deep into his lungs, he exhaled.  The crack rushed into his system making his eyes open wide and got him nice and high. He kept his eyes on the apartment building and Caesar’s car.

              He watched a caramel woman walk up to the building and pressed the bell to be buzzed in.  Black Ice sat up in his car seat to get a better look at the woman. He knew she couldn’t see him because of the tint on his car windows. He knew the woman. It was Shelly. He knew that fat ass anywhere.  

Shelly was a hood rat and a gold digger.  Black Ice had fucked her a few times and kicked her to the side. She’d do anything to make a quick buck. Black Ice’s mind began to race with thoughts. If Shelly was over here, that meant that she was about to watch Ace’s kids. Shelly only came over to Ace and Lisa’s place to make some money by babysitting while they went out. Black Ice took another hit of his crack laced cigarette.  He watched Shelly get buzzed into the building. He started rubbing his eyes and rolled down the car window to let some of the smoke out, ‘Ever since I started smoking this shit, I’ve gotten so paranoid,’ he thought to himself. 

He started to pull off after bugging, but saw Caesar step out of the building with Ace’s youngest son in his arms with Lisa following close behind. ‘What the fuck is going on here,’ Black Ice wondered.  Lisa, Caesar, and the little boy got into the car and pulled away. Black Ice decided to follow them making sure to stay two cars behind. If Mark, Ace’s youngest son was with them that meant Shelly is only watching Aaron, the other son. 

He kept following them until they reached King Plaza Mall. He watched as Caesar got Mark out of the car and grabbed Lisa’s hand and started walking towards the mall. Black Ice parked his car and got out and followed them making sure not to be seen. He made sure to stay behind a few people who were shopping. He watched them enter the movie theater. They’d be there for a while he thought. 

Black Ice walked back out to the parking lot. He hopped in his car and pulled his glass pipe out and stuffed it full of crack and got high while waiting for them to come back outside.  

              Three hours later he saw them come back out to the parking lot. Caesar’s hands were full of shopping bags. They put everything into Caesar’s car and drove off.  Black Ice carefully followed them making sure not to be seen. Caesar stopped in front of Ace and Lisa’s building again. Black Ice parked down the block and watched Lisa get out of the car with her son and go inside. A few minutes later, Lisa came back outside and got right back in the car and they left.  

Black Ice followed them to Pennsylvania Avenue to a hotel and park. They got a hotel room.  Black Ice knew that bitch was a slut.  

Once he was sure they were in their room, he hopped out of his car and walked over to Caesar’s car. He pulled out a four inch pocket knife he carried that he got from Rachel’s cousin Brian that he killed and kept for himself.  Black Ice stabbed both of the back tires of Caesar’s car. He had to buy time for his next move and that would definitely keep them busy after their done fucking he thought. He got back into his car laughing his evil laugh as he made his way back to Ace and Lisa’s building.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 15 

 

              Once he got back to Ace and Lisa’s apartment building, he parked the car down the block.  He walked up to the building and rang the bell.

              “Who’s there?” Shelly asked through the intercom.

              “Shelly it’s me Black Ice, open up” he answered.

              Shelly was quick to buzz him in thinking about the money she could make.  Black Ice walked into the apartment since Shelly was waiting at the door with it wide open.  “Hi Daddy, what are you doing here?” she asked.

              “I came to see you,” he lied.

              “It’s been awhile since you fucked with me, ever since you started fucking with Roxy,” she said.

              “I didn’t come here to listen to your comments. You know why I came here.  Now are you down or what?” Black Ice asked.

              “Yes I’m down Daddy.” Shelly said moving to the side to let him in.

              Black Ice couldn’t help to look at Shelly’s ass through her jeans as he passed her. She had a banging body, but she had a butt ugly ass face. Everything looked good on her body, but her face. That was one of the reasons Black Ice quit fucking around with her.

              “How did you get that scar on your face Daddy?” she asked as Black Ice covered his cheek with his hands.

              “Don’t worry about that,” he replied.

              “Where’s Ace and the kids?” he asked.

              “The kids are in their bedrooms asleep. So that would give us more than enough time to do us.” Shelly said while licking her lips. 

Black Ice pulled out a cigarette and lit it while inhaling slowly.

              “Can I get a cigarette, Daddy?” she asked.

              Black Ice handed her a cigarette and she lit it off his and inhaled.  “This cigarette tastes funny,” Shelly said while exhaling the smoke.

              “That didn’t stop you from smoking it,” Black Ice said with a smile on his face.  

He watched her smoke the cigarette laced with crack. All of his cigarettes were packed full of crack. He didn’t hesitate to give Shelly one when she asked for a cigarette.  It was something about turning a woman out on crack that made his dick hard. Shelly felt light headed and horny.  

              “Baby you got another cigarette?  That shit was good, it got me high.” Shelly said. 

Black Ice handed her another cigarette and watched her smoke it while he smoked too. When she was done smoking he knew it was time to put his plan to work. There was no telling how long Lisa and Caesar would be at the hotel, but he flattened the tires on his car.  

              Shelly was sitting on the couch with that horny look in her eyes. She started to remove her clothes. Her shirt was the first to come off. Her tits popped out to show that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Then her tight jeans came off and she wasn’t wearing any panties either.  Black Ice grabbed her by the neck and squeezed, choking Shelly. He pulled out a 9mm berretta and put the barrel to her face.  

“Open your fucking mouth,” he said to Shelly. 

She gasped for air and didn’t know what to do. Her head was spinning from the two cigarettes she smoked. She wasn’t a fool though. She knew Black Ice got down and would not test him. She slowly opened her mouth. Black Ice placed the barrel of the gun in it. “Now suck it,” he said. 

Shelly started sucking the barrel of the 9mm gun like it was a dick. She hoped that he wouldn’t pull the trigger. Black Ice watched Shelly work on the barrel of the gun, turning him on even more.  

              While Shelly was sucking on the gun, Black Ice said, “Shelly I know that Caesar is fucking Lisa. Don’t even try to lie to me.  What I don’t know is for how long and what is the deal with Caesar and Mark. I want you to tell me everything I need to know. If I feel for one second that you’re lying to me, I’m going to blow off your head. Are we clear?” he said to Shelly.

              Shelly shook her head up and down as tears started rolling down her face. Black Ice smiled and put his hand around her neck and took the gun out of her mouth. Shelly wiped her eyes with the back of her hands. 

“Lisa’s been fucking Caesar for three years now. I come over and watch the kids when she sneaks off with him.”

              “So what’s the deal with Mark? Why would they take Mark out today and leave Aaron here with you?” Black Ice asked.

              “Because Mark is Caesar’s son, not Ace’s,” she sniffled.

              “What?  Ace’s youngest son Mark, is not his?  He’s Caesar’s son?” he asked.

              “Lisa lied to Ace so he would continue to take care of her. So now she gets money from Ace and Caesar.” Shelly answered.

              Black Ice started laughing and took the glass pipe from his pocket. He stuffed the pipe with crack and passed it to Shelly.  She took it, lit it, and inhaled. Black Ice still pointed the gun at her. 

“I don’t smoke crack,” she said with tears running down her face.

              “You do now. What do you think was in those cigarettes?” Black Ice laughed.  “Smoke it, bitch!”

              Shelly did what she was ordered to do, afraid that he may still pull the trigger of the gun that was pointing at her. She continued to smoke the crack pipe. He led her to Ace and Lisa’s bedroom and he got undressed. 

“Go ahead, do your thing Shelly,” he said.                

              Shelly grabbed his dick and started to suck it. The crack had her so high she almost forgot that a few seconds ago Black Ice had a gun in her mouth. She deep throated his dick. 

“Mmmm yeah.” Black Ice moaned while grabbing the back of her head, pumping his dick in her mouth, and holding her hair tangled between his fingers.  

“Suck that dick, bitch.” He pumped even harder and she sucked even harder. 

Black Ice couldn’t hold it anymore.  He released his nut all in her mouth. Shelly just kept sucking and swallowing his cum. Black Ice got weak in the knees. “Damn girl, I forgot how good your head game is. Turn around and bend over.” 

Black Ice spit on his dick making it wet and slowly eased it inside her ass.  Shelly moaned as he entered her and began to pump hard and fast. The crack had his dick hard as a rock again. Shelly put her face in the pillow and with both of her hands spread her butt cheeks.  

“Yes Daddy, fuck me.  Fuck me.” 

That only turned Black Ice on even more. He pound harder and harder, watching his dick disappear in her ass. 

“Yes, give me that ass you slut,” he groaned. He grabbed her waist tight and pumped with all the strength he had. He quickly pulled out and grabbed his dick and stroked it to cum all over her ass. Shelly wiggled her butt cheeks like the slut she was then watched as Black Ice put on his clothes. He wanted to get out of the apartment before Lisa and Caesar returned. He got what he came for.  He reached into his jeans pocket and threw some money and a few jars of crack with a pipe on the bed for payment to Shelly.

              “Here take that. I know you’re going to need it. You won’t be able to fight the cravings,” he said with an evil laugh and walked out of the bedroom.

              He left the apartment building and hopped into his Ford Taurus. He took off thinking of how he was going to use the information that he just learned about.  

              Shelly lay on the bed naked. She smelled the stench of sex and ass. Shelly looked at the end of the bed at the money.  Her eyes moved to the jars of crack and they were stuck there. Her body began to shake and feel weird. It was like the crack was calling her. 

She tried to look away, but couldn’t. She couldn’t fight the craving. She picked up the pipe and stuffed it with crack and started smoking. ‘I can’t believe I’m doing this shit,’ she thought to herself. She kept smoking and inhaling until she was high again. She felt again her head becoming lightheaded and the craving died for a while. Ten minutes later, the craving was back and she started smoking again.

              “Aunt Shelly, what are you doing?” A young voice said. 

Shelly jumped up with shock as she put the crack pipe behind her back and turned to see Aaron standing there.  She got so high that she forgot that she was still at Ace and Lisa’s apartment to watch Aaron and Mark. 

“Why don’t you have your clothes on Aunt Shelly?” he asked. Shelly looked down and realized she was still naked. 

              “I was just in the shower. Go back in your bedroom and I’ll be there in a minute,” she said to him.  Aaron did what he was told to do. 

Shelly got dressed quickly and put the money and the jars of crack in her purse.  She found some incense and lit them in hopes that it would kill the smell of crack smoke and sex before Lisa or Ace got home.  Even with the shock of Aaron coming into the bedroom her body quickly went into craving the crack again.  

              At ten o’clock in the evening, Ace walked into the apartment hoping to get a warm meal and a good fuck from his wife.  “Lisa why didn’t you cook?” he asked as he headed to the bedroom.  

He opened the door to see Lisa wasn’t there. He walked to the kid’s bedroom and looked at his sons that were asleep. “Damn where is this woman?” he said aloud. He heard a noise in the hallway bathroom.  He went to the door and pushed it open. 

“Lisa why didn’t’ you cook?” he started to ask; but before he got all the words out he stopped short as he watched Shelly inhaling smoke from a glass pipe.  “Bitch what the fuck is you doing?” he yelled.

              Shelly tried to hurry and hide the pipe.  “Yo, Shelly I know you’re not smoking that shit now.  And I damn sure know you’re not smoking around my kids.”

              “No! And you mean kid!” Shelly snapped back at Ace while slipping with the words that just came out of her mouth.

              “What you mean by saying just kid?  Both of those boys are mine in that room.”

              Shelly realized what she said and went on to fix it.  “Oh, I’m just a little high.  I’ve been smoking weed.”

              “That don’t look like weed to me and I’m pretty sure I know what it is.”

              “Listen, I don’t have time for this shit.” Shelly said while grabbing her purse and walked out of the bathroom. She walked down the hall to leave the apartment. “Since you’re here now, you can watch your kids.  I’m tired of waiting for Lisa’s ass.”

              “Yo, hold up. Where is Lisa? And how long has she been gone?” Ace asked with anger in his voice. He was mad that Lisa didn’t tell him that she was going out today.

              “Listen, all I know is she went out and paid me to watch the kids. As a matter of fact she still owes me some money.”  Shelly said lying through her teeth. Lisa paid her earlier in the day.  “So are you going to pay me?” she asked while her hands went to her hips and her neck was rolling back and forth. 

              Ace dug into his jean pockets and handed her two hundred dollars.

              “Thank you, and tell Lisa to call me.” Shelly said as she made her way out the door and left. With a purse full of money, she only wanted to do one thing with it.  Stop the craving. 

An hour later around eleven o’clock, Lisa walked into the apartment hoping Ace hadn’t made it home yet. “Shelly I’m back.”

              “Yeah, back from where?” Ace questioned her. Lisa thought to herself, ‘Damn this nigga is home,’ and she made her way to the bedroom.

              “So Lisa, where in the fuck were you?  And why didn’t you tell me you were going out today? You know I hate when you do that shit and you keep doing it.”

              “I was out with my girl Brooke, just chilling.”

              “This fucking late and you were just chilling?” Ace asked getting all up in her face.

              Lisa had to think fast before this nigga flips out on her. She knew she had fucked up.  She planned on being home sooner, but after Caesar and her got done fucking they were trying to leave in a hurry; however, they couldn’t go anywhere after realizing the tires were slashed on Caesar’s car. They had to call a tow truck and wait on a cab to take her home. 

“Baby I was stressed out. You know we need more money. And I want a bigger place for us and the kids. So forgive me, but sometimes I need to get up out of this house for a minute.”

              Ace felt guilty because he wanted to give Lisa the world and didn’t have the money he needed to give her the dream house she wanted and more. Lisa saw Ace softening up. She knew the game she was playing on him was working and just needed to seal the deal. She began to remove her clothes and started rubbing on her tits. She started moaning and with a seductive voice said, “When was the last time you ate my pussy baby?”  

She lay down on the bed with her naked body and spread her legs wide open. Ace looked at Lisa’s beautiful body and couldn’t control himself. He came to her on the bed and slowly kissed her between her thick thighs.  Lisa let out a soft moan as Ace made his way to her clit.  Ace licked up and down, teasing her body and felt Lisa quiver from the pleasure he was giving her.  He slowly placed his lips around her clit and sucked on it. 

“Oh baby! Yes baby yes!”  ‘Damn this nigga could eat some pussy.’ Lisa thought as she fell into ecstasy. Ace took her legs and pushed them up in the air so he could really eat her pussy out. He licked up and down around her clit and pussy.  While using his tongue on her pussy, he took his fingers and spread her pussy lips apart so he could put his tongue deep inside her.  

Lisa moaned thinking of what she was just doing a few hours ago with Caesar. She still had Caesar’s cum inside her dripping out of her pussy and here she was with her man and he’s eating her pussy and that nigga’s cum. Damn she thought she was trifling letting this happen, but fuck it this shit was feeling so damn good. She grabbed the back of Ace’s head forcing his tongue deeper inside her and enjoying every minute of it.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 16

 

              Michael went to his mother’s room and heard her coughing on the other side of the door. He knew she was alone because his father just came home to grab something and left again. Michael placed his little hand on the door knob and twisted. He pushed the door open. As soon as he opened the door, he was rushed by a cloud of thick, white smoke. He grabbed his head from the dizziness he was feeling from inhaling all the smoke.  He coughed and said, “Mommy, Mommy is you okay?”  

He walked towards his mother waving his hand to fan the smoke away from his face. He reached the bed where his mother was sitting and sucking on a glass pile. 

 Rachel didn’t even notice her son standing close by. She was too busy smoking. Rachel thought she was tripping when she thought she heard a tiny voice call her Mommy. She had been hearing voices and reliving the rape she went through. 

Michael slowly touched his mother on her arm. “No Brian. Don’t touch me! No!” Rachel used full force and kicked Michael in the stomach sending him flying back onto the floor. “Awww, Mommy it’s me,” he hollered in pain as tears ran down his face and he held his stomach. 

Rachel snapped out of her daze when she heard her son crying. She put down the crack pipe and jumped out of bed and rushed to his side. “Baby, I’m sorry,” she said to Michael to console him.  

              “Mommy I just wanted to make sure you was okay.” Michael said crying.

              “I’m so sorry baby. Come with me.  There’s some food in the refrigerator that I’ll heat up for you.” Rachel said knowing that her son was hungry.

              They walked into the kitchen and Michael sat down at the kitchen table while his mother heated up his food on the stove.  Rachel placed the food in front of him. She watched him eat and felt so guilty. How did she let things get so bad that she couldn’t even feed her own son and she couldn’t remember the last time she saw him in some new clothes. 

Rachel thought that she just hurt her son by kicking him in the stomach not even realizing he was in the room and hallucinating that it was her Uncle Brian trying to rape her again.  And she couldn’t stop the cravings of smoking crack. It called her to get high and she couldn’t fight it. Tears started rolling down her face and Michael looked up from his plate to see that she was crying.                

“Don’t cry Mommy. Everything will be okay.” Michael said.               

              Rachel knew she couldn’t keep her son around this anymore. She ran back into his bedroom and packed a big bag full of his clothes. She went back into the kitchen and grabbed Michael’s hands.  “Come on,” she said.

              “Where are we going Mommy?”

              “Baby don’t worry, just come on.” 

Rachel and Michael walked out of the apartment. They walked four blocks down and made a left. Michael was surprised. He couldn’t remember the last time he came outside of the apartment, let alone with his mother. His father didn’t allow them to leave the apartment. Michael wasn’t even allowed to go to school. He learned how to read and write from his mother.

              Rachel pushed the doors open and entered the Broadway Junction Train Station. Rachel put her hands inside her jeans pocket and realized she didn’t bring any money to buy a train ticket so she jumped over the turnstile and Michael crawled under it. They began to walk, but out of nowhere a tall white police officer in a blue uniform stepped out in front of them.               “And where do you think you’re going Miss?” he asked. Rachel stopped dead in her tracks. “Turn around and put your hands behind your back.” The police officer ordered.

              “What for?” Rachel asked.

              “For not paying your fare and if you don’t have the money I’m going to take you to jail.” 

He knew by the look on her face that she was a crack head and didn’t have the money to pay for her fare.  So he would be taking her in.  

Rachel started to cry and said, “Listen, please don’t take me to jail.  I’m just trying to get my son to my grandmother’s house for some food and clean clothes.” 

The officer looked down at Michael for the first time and felt bad for the boy. ‘I don’t know how these people can fuck up their lives by smoking crack. The kids are the ones that end up paying for their actions.’ The police officer thought to himself.  

              Michael saw his mother crying.  “Don’t take my Mommy to jail. Take my daddy. He’s the one that did this to her.”  Michael said while starting to cry for his mother.  

Rachel saw the officer’s eyes never leave Michael as if he was in deep thought.  She reacted to his stare quickly.  “Look, you see what he has on?”  Michael had on some old filthy jeans and a white t-shirt that he had been wearing for the last two weeks.  Rachel turned her son around so his back was facing the officer.  She pulled up his X-men briefs underwear and said, “You see?  You see?” Rachel pointed to the officer so he can look down at Michael’s underwear to see shit stain’s spread all across the back of the boy’s underwear.  “And you want to take me to jail. I just want to help my baby.”  

              The officer was feeling bad for Michael, but now his heart really went out to him. “Okay Miss you can go. Just please take care of your son or just take him to your grandmother’s house so he can get the help he needs.”

              “Thank you,” Rachel said. 

She took Michael by the hand and started walking to the train. The officer watched as they disappeared. He felt so bad for the little boy. 

Rachel and Michael rode on the J-train and switched over to the 3-train.  When the train stopped at Saratoga Avenue, they got off and walked five blocks down stopping in front of an old beat up house.

              They walked up to the door and knocked. After a few minutes, a small boy opened the door.  He looked to be about the same age as Michael. 

“Hi! Move Pooky,” Rachel said and made her way into the house with Michael following closely behind her. 

Rachel walked through the house and saw kids of all ages as she made her way to the big bedroom.  She opened the door to the bedroom and looked at the old lady sitting in a chair watching Wheel of Fortune on the TV.  “Momma,” Rachel said.  

Momma looked at Rachel and then at Michael and said, “So child, you finally came back. They always come back.”  Momma sarcastically said.

              It had been years since Rachel stepped foot in that house after Brian raped her and Black Ice killed him. She never returned after that. She kept in contact with her cousin Janet, that’s how she knew who lived in Momma’s house. However, she hadn’t talked to Janet since she started smoking crack and lost contact. 

“Momma, where is Janet? I want to leave Michael with her.” 

Michael looked up at his mother. She never left him with anyone before. She left him in the house by himself while she ran the streets at night to buy new crack pipes, but never just left him like she was going to.

              “Child, Janet moved a while ago, but here.”  Momma said as she opened her purse and took out a piece of paper. “This is her number. She told me to give it to you if you ever stopped by. She knew I wasn’t going to call you.  You look just like your mother did when she dropped you off here with me.”  Momma said and laughed.  “So what do you want?”  Momma asked already knowing the answer.  

              “Momma I need to leave Michael with you for a while. I can’t take care of him right now.” Rachel said.

              “It’s fine with me. It’s just more money in my pocket book when I file for food stamps for him.”  Momma said in her proud voice.

              “No Mommy. I don’t want to stay here.  I don’t know them.”  Michael said and busted out in tears. “I love you Mommy. I won’t come in your room anymore when you are smoking. I promise. Please Mommy.”  Michael pleaded as he used his little hands to wipe the tears away.  

              “Listen baby. It will only be for a little while.  I’ll be right back to get you.” Rachel said.

              “But Mommy,” Michael pleaded.

              “I got to go.” Rachel said and started to walk out of the bedroom door. She headed down the hall to the front door. 

“I love you Mommy,” Michael’s little voice grew fainter as she walked out of the house.

              Rachel began to cry. She had just done the same thing to her child that her mother had done to her. She began to run down the block and saw an alleyway, the same alleyway that Black Ice killed her Uncle Brian in many years ago.  She walked in the alleyway and cried very hard and pulled out the glass pipe from her bra and stuffed it with crack.  She lit the end and inhaled. The smoke rushed in her lungs and instantly relaxed her. For a few seconds, she forgot about her problems and pain.  Ten minutes later, she remembered her problems and pain and she started sucking on the glass pipe again.

 

 

Chapter 17 

 

              “Oh tomorrow it’s on so be ready J-Rock.” Caesar said.

              “I’ll be ready son.” J-Rock replied.

              “I’ll holla at you tomorrow.” Caesar said as he hung up the phone.

              It had been three months since Caesar and J-Rock talked about killing Black Ice.  Caesar looked at Ace and said, “He’s at his weakest. It’s now or never.”

              “You’re right. I hope J-Rock knows what he’s doing.” Ace replied.

              “Please nigga. Black Ice is cracked out. That nigga is a straight crack head. He shouldn’t be getting money and no one should fear his ass no more.  You see how he looks just like one of the fucking crack heads that our workers sell to.”

              “Yea, but he is still Black Ice.” Ace stated.  

Ace knew all the shit that Caesar was talking about was true. He knew that Caesar was just as scared of Black Ice as he was or anyone else in the hood was for that matter. That’s why he didn’t try to kill Black Ice himself.  Ace was starting to feel that the real reason Caesar hated Black Ice was because Black Ice started fucking Roxy and he couldn’t get any time with her.

              Caesar and Ace sat in silence counting the money they made for the week in an apartment in the Brownsville Projects.  Both of them were in deep thought. Ace was thinking about what he was going to do with all the money he’d be making and what kind of a house he’d be buying for Lisa and the kids.

              Caesar was thinking about how he came in Lisa’s mouth earlier that day and how Ace would be kissing her later and he smiled.

              “Yo, what are you smiling about son?” Ace asked.

              “Nothing my man, nothing,” Caesar replied in a smooth tone. 

              Black Ice inhaled deeply and let the cigarette full of crack relax him. He stood in the lobby of building 234 in the Brownsville Projects with a brown paper bag full of money that he just collected from Ace and Caesar for the week. He was stuck in thoughts of how crazy of a week it had been.  Rachel was smoking more crack than humanly possible as she was smoking an ounce of crack a day. Shit, he didn’t think that when he made her start smoking it would be like that. She wasn’t supposed to get this bad. 

Then the bitch took his son to Momma’s house. He was going to go get him back he thought, even as much as he hated the evil look his son had been giving him, and the fact that he tried to kill him. He still loved Michael. The blood that was running through his veins was his very own. Black Ice took the last of the cigarette and held the smoke in. He tossed the bud on the floor and pushed the building door open and walked outside. Once he was outside, he exhaled the smoke that was in his lungs and watched the smoke float in the air. 

He started walking through the projects to make his way out.  He walked past a bench with three young thugs sitting on it. He took a quick glance at them as he passed them and got a feeling that something was wrong. He realized he didn’t recognize any of those thugs on the bench. That was impossible, he knew all the workers that worked for Caesar and Ace under him. 

“Shit, it’s the crack. It has me tripping. I’m paranoid as a mother fucker,” he said to himself. His stomach started bubbling some more and he stopped in his tracks. “Fuck that, I’ve lived this long because I listen to my gut,” he said while turning around to walk toward the three thugs on the bench. He pulled out a cigarette on his way there.  “Yo does one of you have a light?” Black Ice asked when he was face to face with them.

              “Yeah,” the tall man of the group said.

              As Black Ice looked in the men’s faces, an alarm went off in his head. He had seen these niggas from Pitkin Avenue.  What the fuck were they doing over here?  These niggas knew better than to try to get money over here. Right then and there Black Ice knew something was wrong.  

              One of the men held a lighter in his hand and flicked it as Black Ice bent over to light the cigarette. He could see from the corner of his eye one of the other men slowly reaching his hand to his waist.  In the blink of an eye, Black Ice let go of the bag of money he was carrying and pulled out his guns; he had one in each hand before the bag of money could even hit the ground. He squeezed the triggers of both guns at the same time repeatedly.  

Bullets ripped through the men at the same time. Blood and pieces of skull covered his face and clothes as the bullets ripped through the faces of the men in front of him. Two bullets caught the man on the left of him in the neck and one in the heart making him slump over dead. 

The man behind the bench tried to react and reach for his gun, but was way too slow. Black Ice closed his arms together and had both guns aiming at him. The young thug found himself staring down the barrel of a 44 bulldog revolver and a nickel plated 9mm.  

“What the fuck are y’all niggas trying to do?  Rob me? Y’all must be crazy!”  Black Ice laughed.

              “Yo man, it’s nothing like that. J-Rock sent us to get at...,” the young thug started to say. Black Ice ended those words by pulling the triggers on both guns.  

He turned around while keeping his guns aimed at the young thug and couldn’t believe what he saw. Five men were running towards him shooting.  Black Ice took a giant step onto the bench and leaped over it. He grabbed the young thug that was in front of him and put him in a one arm head lock. He started shooting back while using the body of the thug as a shield as rapid fire was coming at Black Ice left and right.  

              J-Rock let off four quick shots from his gun hoping that they would find their mark.  Every shot went into the thug that Black Ice was using as a shield squirming in pain as every bullet that was meant for Black Ice ripped through his body.  He tried to get free of Black Ice’s grip, but it was no use, he was too strong. He let out a scream when the last bullet ripped through him and his body went limp.  

              Black Ice felt the body get heavy and knew he was dead. He released his grip and raised his arms. Gunshots were all that could be heard from the oncoming gunmen squeezing their triggers. Bullets were flying all over the place as Black Ice exchanged fire. Five bullets made their way to one of J-Rock’s gunmen filling him up with lead and leaving him dead. J-Rock and Smoke saw their henchman go down so they took cover and let their two other gunmen attempt to approach Black Ice while he was firing his guns crazy.

              A cop car road by the block and the cop looked in the projects to see the gunfight. He reached for his radio and said, “Officer needs back up, shots being fired in the projects.”  

In no time another cop car pulled up to the scene. The cops got out of their cars and the four of them made their way over to the gunfight with their weapons drawn ready to fire. 

              J-Rock watched as the back of one of his gunmen’s head blew open leaving a whole the size of a baseball. He felt bullets whistle past his head. He looked back and saw the four white cops shooting in the   direction of him and his men. He ran behind a tree for cover. 

“Smoke, Smoke!”  J-Rock yelled. Smoke lay in the grass trying to get a good aim on Black Ice, but couldn’t because he was using the bench for cover. “Yo Smoke!”  J-Rock yelled again.

              Smoke looked over to see J-Rock calling for him and then saw the cops running towards them shooting.                              

              “Grab the bag with the money and be out.  Tell Juice to go after Black Ice.” J-Rock yelled once he got Smoke’s attention.

              Juice was J-Rocks last gunmen and he was ducking in a bush reloading his gun.  “Yo Juice, you heard him.”  Smoke yelled at Juice.

              Black Ice saw the four cops come and he was thankful because he was out of bullets. He used this opportunity for escape and took off running.

              “Follow him Juice. Don’t let him get away,” Smoke said as Juice took off running after Black Ice. 

Smoke got up and ran for the brown bag. A bullet hit him in the leg.  He grabbed the back of his leg and fired back at the cops making them duck and roll for cover. Smoke picked up the bag and ran to the nearest building. He ran through the lobby and knocked on a door inside. An old lady opened the door and Smoke shoved his way in, 

“Don’t say shit and I won’t shoot you grandma,” Smoke said to the lady while pointing his gun at her and locking the door behind him. 

              J-Rock took off running across the street. 

“They’re running,” one of the cops said to the others, “I’ll follow the one going across the street. You guys go after the others.”

              Juice ran as fast as he could to catch Black Ice. He saw him turn the corner around the building.  Black Ice leaned on the building and quickly reloaded his guns.  Juice was so busy trying to catch Black Ice he forgot about the cops that were chasing after him. 

Juice turned the corner of the building and something told him to turn his head to the side. He looked and saw Black Ice leaning against the wall with the guns pointed at him. Black Ice fired and watched as the shots ripped through Juice’s body. They entered his back and came out the front of him.  The bullets sprayed in his chest and tore through his insides. Black Ice watched his body fall to the ground.

              “We got another one!” one of the cops yelled as the three of them approached. 

“Wait he’s still moving,” one of the cops said when he looked down and fired three shots into Juices’ body, while he was on the ground dying. 

Something caught the attention of one of the cops. He looked up at the side of the building to see Black Ice standing there with the guns pointing in their direction. 

“Move!” the cop yelled to his partner while he dove for cover. 

The warning came too late. Black Ice sent rapid fire towards the cops’ bodies. They twisted and jerked as the bullets ripped through their bodies and faces like paper. They fell over dead right on top of Juice’s body. The young cop lifted his head and looked up to see that his partners were dead and saw Black Ice run into the building.  

He grabbed the radio on his shoulder and pressed the button and said, “Officers down. I repeat officers down.  I need an ambulance and back up in Brownsville Projects.”  Tears began to run down his face.  He got up slowly to run after Black Ice who ran into the building.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 18 

 

              Black Ice ran up the stairs to the second floor and laughed. A sense of pleasure overwhelmed him when he saw the cops fall over dead. He ran down the long hallway to the back stairway and ran down the stairs to the back exits of the building.  He could hear the sirens of more police cars arriving around the building. He quickly went to the next building and ran up to the fourth floor and knocked on apartment 4C of the building. The door opened, “Ray Ray move let me in.” Black Ice shoved his way in the door.  Ray Ray locked the door behind him.

              The young police officer lost Black Ice at the first building on the second floor.  He didn’t know where he went. He didn’t know the project buildings and the back exits. He went outside and cried for his partners’ lives that were lost as he heard the sirens coming closer for the backup he needed, but it was too late. He’d already lost Black Ice.  

              The S.W.A.T. team and uniform cops surrounded the Brownsville Projects.  Detective Roy was an overweight cop that was in charge of the investigation. He approached the young cop that chased Black Ice inside the building.  “What’s your name officer?” Detective Roy asked they young cop.

              “Officer Reed sir,” he answered.

              “Okay Officer Reed, tell me what the fuck is going on? Why do we have three dead cops and six gunmen?” Detective Roy asked.

              “Did you say three dead cops?” Officer Reed asked. He only knew of his partner and one other man.

              “Yes, there are three dead men of our own. Start from the beginning.” Detective Roy ordered.

              “My partner and I were driving by when we saw the gunfight going on. He jumped out of the car to try to get things under control.”

              “Do you know what the gunfight was about?” Detective Roy asked.

              “No sir, but all the gunmen seemed to be shooting at one person.  He was dark skin, really black. He had two guns and was shooting right back at all of them like crazy.” Office Reed started.

              Detective Roy’s heart jumped a beat.  He knew who ran this hood, Black Ice. He wanted to take Black Ice down for years, but there were never any witnesses when a murder occurred and everybody knew Black Ice did it; however, no one was foolish enough to snitch on him. Detective Roy still remembered the pair of hands they found tied up on the power lines a few years back. 

“Okay officer, keep going. Tell me how the other two cops ended up dead.” 

“We all…,” he began until he was interrupted by Detective Roy. 

“What do you mean by ‘we all’?”

              “Well sir, the other two officers and I started chasing the tall man that everybody was shooting at. The suspect we were chasing turned around and fired on us,” he swallowed hard.  He needed to give better reason than that as to why they shot the young man on the ground that was still alive. He sure wasn’t going to tell him that they had killed a man in cold blood. 

He continued, “Once the suspect fired at us we exchanged gunfire and killed him.  My partner walked up to him to disarm him. When I turned my head the other suspect that the man we killed was chasing, was leaning up against the building wall in the shadows with two guns pointed at us.  I tried to warn the other officers, but it was too late. The suspect killed them in cold blood.  I was on the ground and took cover and fired back at him. Then he ran into that building right there. I followed him inside, but lost him. He was laughing sir the whole time while running.”

              “Officer Reed, if you saw the suspect again, would you be able to point him out in a line up?” Detective Roy asked.

              “Yes sir I would. He had the evilest eyes I’ve ever seen.”

              Detective Roy turned to the S.W.A.T. team and ordered them to search the building.  He ordered the uniform cops to go door to door ordering everybody out of their apartments and to search through the apartments. 

Detective Roy knew now for sure that the shooter that caused the death of the cops had to be Black Ice. The evil eyes and the laughter the officer talked about could only be one person.  He thought, ‘I’m going to get that nigga one way or the other, either locking his ass up or putting his body in a body bag.’

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 19 

 

              Ray Ray was in the mix of the crowd of noisy people around the crime scene.  After hearing everything he needed to relay back to Black Ice, he slowly walked off and headed back to his building. He ran up the four flights of stairs into his apartment on the fourth floor and locked the door.  

“Yo it looks bad out there,” he said as he turned around to face Black Ice who was on the couch smoking crack out of his pipe.

              “What the fuck you mean it looks bad.  I sent you out there to get details. Now tell me what it looks fucking bad out there means.” Black Ice hollered.

              “Chill Black Ice,” Ray Ray said in a pleading tone. “The cops and the S.W.A.T. team are searching the building next to this one. They are making everybody come out of their apartments and they are looking for you. They don’t know you are over here.”

              “What you mean they are looking for me. Do they know it was me?”  Black Ice asked.

              “No not really, but that fat fucking Detective Roy is out there and you know he has had it hard up for you for years. And there’s this young white office named Reese, or Reed. He told him he saw the guy who shot the cops and could point him out in a line up.”

              “Really?” Black Ice said while rubbing his chin. “Here take this.” He threw a piece of crack the size of a small rock to Ray Ray.  “Now, this is what I need you to do. I can’t leave yet and go outside. The projects will be crawling with police for a day or even more. What I want you to do is follow that young cop back to the precinct and then to his house and write the address down. I’ll pay you good.”  Black Ice said.

              “But, Black Ice how am I going to follow him, I don’t have a car.”  Ray Ray asked.

              Black Ice pulled out a set of keys from his jeans pocket and handed them to Ray Ray, “Take these. There’s a brown Ford Taurus with tinted windows parked on Sutter Avenue.” 

“I didn’t know you had a Ford Taurus.” Ray Ray said.  

“Don’t worry about that and get fucking moving!  Go now!” Black Ice yelled at Ray Ray. 

With that, Ray Ray was out of the apartment and headed down the block and around the corner to Black Ice’s car.  

Officer Reed went to the 77 precinct and changed his clothes in the locker room.   He felt as if all eyes were on him. His partner and another officer are dead. He felt like it was his fault. He quickly got dressed, put his uniform in his locker, and exited the precinct.  He walked out into the parking lot and walked up to his Toyota Camry. 

He pulled off thinking to himself, ‘Damn, I can’t believe this shit. I lost my partner.’  Tears started rolling out of his eyes making it hard for him to see where he was driving.  “If I only would have warned him in time, Billy would still be alive,” he said to himself.  He stopped at a red light and closed his eyes.  Black Ice’s laugh echoed in his head. He could still see clearly Black Ice pointing the two guns at him and the other officers.  “His eyes, those evil looking eyes, how could a man be so evil?” he said aloud. 

Then he flashed back about a month ago, when he was on duty at the Broadway Junction Train Station. He was getting ready to arrest a woman for hopping the turn style. The flashback went to the young little boy and his eyes. He remembered his eyes and thought they had the same look as the eyes he saw today. The boy’s words echoed in his head. ‘Don’t arrest my Mommy it was my daddy. Blame him. Get him.’  

              Officer Reed was so absorbed in his thoughts of losing his partner and remembering events up to this day that he about missed his turn into his neighborhood.  He pulled up in the driveway of his house.  He lived in a Jewish neighborhood and was very proud of it. There wasn’t a black person around for miles the way Brooklyn used to be. He pondered what he was going to tell his wife as he got out of his car and walked up to the door.  

              He opened the door to his house, never noticing the brown Ford Taurus that followed him and was parked across the street from his house. Ray Ray sat in the parked car and pulled out a pen and wrote down the address on a piece of paper. He put the paper in his jeans pocket and grabbed his crack pipe that was in the passenger seat next to him. He broke a piece of crack off the big rock Black Ice gave him and stuffed it in his pipe. He held the fire to the end and inhaled deeply and exhaled.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 20 

 

              J-Rock picked up the phone on the third ring. “Yo, who this?” he answered.

              “Yo what the fuck happened today?  I heard that nigga got away.” The voice on the line yelled.

              J-Rock now knew it was Caesar on the phone. “Yo, who the fuck are you barking on?  Calm the fuck down, alright?”  J-Rock said.

              “Alright, I just want to know what went down today.”  Caesar replied.

              “Yo, you said that nigga was slipping.  That fool may be on crack, but he was on point. I had three of my men sitting on a bench waiting for him to come out of the building. We all were going to rush him at once from all sides, but somehow Black Ice knew something was wrong and started shooting my men that was sitting on the bench. That nigga even had two guns on him shooting all crazy.  He even used one of my men as a shield.”  J-Rock started explaining.

              “Yo, I heard that nigga killed three cops.” Caesar said.

              J-Rock went quiet for a minute because he knew that he killed one of the cops, but wasn’t about to tell Caesar that.  “Yea, yea that nigga was wild.” J-Rock replied.

              “Yo, I hear the cops are looking for him about those dead cops. So this shit still might work out for us. We just have to lay low until they get him and all the heat dies off.” Caesar said.

              “I’m with that. I’ll hit you up later.”  J-Rock said hanging up the phone.

              J-Rock lay back on the bed and wondered where the fuck was Smoke with that bag of money. He didn’t get caught today. He would have heard something by now. It’s drawing near the day he takes over the Brownville Projects and kills Caesar.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 21 

 

              Rachel was high, pacing back and forth in her bedroom.  It had been three days and she hadn’t heard or seen a sign of Black Ice. Rachel walked back to the closet and removed the floor board. There were still two ounces of crack and a lot of money. She pulled the zip lock bags of crack out, covered the stash and sat back on the bed.  She thought to herself, ‘Two ounces of this shit isn’t going to last. Where the fuck is Black Ice?’  

She jumped off the bed when she heard a knock at the door. She walked to the door and looked through the peep hole.  There stood a detective and four uniform cops with him.

              Rachel slowly opened the door. “Yes may I help you?”

              Detective Roy looked down at the skinny Rachel with disgust. ‘Damn crack head,’ he thought to himself. “Yes you can help us. We’re looking for Michael David Ice Sr. or Black Ice as you and everybody else refers to him as.”

              “Okay.  So what do want with him?”  Rachel asked.

              “Listen lady is he here or not?”  Detective Roy said while trying to peek over her shoulder.

              “No, he is not here.” Rachel said.

              “Well, if you’re lying and he’s hiding here, you’ll be arrested too when we get him. We have an eye witness saying he’s behind the death of two officers.”

              “I don’t know what you’re talking about. And Black Ice doesn’t live here.”  Rachel said and shut the door in Detective Roy’s face.

              “Bitch!” Detective Roy said. “Come on, let’s go get a warrant and rush this place.  I know that bitch is lying.”  Detective Roy said to his officers as they walked away from the door.

              Rachel’s mind was racing with all kinds of thoughts. She knew that they’d be back. What to do?  She quickly grabbed one of Black Ice’s duffle bags and went to the stash in the closet and pulled all the money out and dumped it into the bag. Then she looked at the three guns in the stash and decided to take them and put them into the bag too. 

She went to the dresser and saw a drawer full of different kinds of keys, all shapes and sizes. Rachel knew Black Ice had apartments all over with money to stash his inventory. She even heard from rumors that he had a house full of money and body parts that he collected off his victims. Rachel didn’t know if it was true or not, but she wouldn’t be surprised if it was.  However, she only knew of two of his apartments he had in someone else’s name. She needed to make up her mind where she was going before the cops came back to rush that place.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 22 

 

              Black Ice woke up to the smell of rotting flesh. The smell made his head spin.  He looked around to see that he was still at Ray Ray’s apartment.  He looked at his hand and clothes that were covered in blood. He walked into the kitchen following the rotten smell.  He looked down on the kitchen floor to see Ray Ray’s decomposing body with five knives stuck deep into his back. 

Black Ice looked at his body thinking someone was trying to make his death into art work or they were just having fun at killing him.  Little fat maggot’s crawled around eating the body. Black Ice stepped over the body and turned on the water in the kitchen sink and washed his hands and face. 

He remembered Ray Ray coming home with that cop’s address and getting high with him. He couldn’t remember killing the old mother fucker, and that had to have been four or five days ago from what he remembered. He thought he must have blacked out or something. The only thing he knew he needed to do now was get the hell out of that apartment before the neighbors started to smell his body. He grabbed his things and left the apartment heading for one of his secret apartments to pick up some things.                

              Officer Reed was driving home after a long day at work. He couldn’t wait until Detective Roy would get the search warrant tomorrow.  He was one of the officer’s that went with Detective Roy to visit Rachel earlier that day. He knew he saw that woman before. 

He watched the darkness cover the night sky as he pulled up in his driveway.  He was hoping to come home to a nice hot cooked meal.  He put his key in the door and opened it and stepped in. SMACK! Officer Reed slumped over as he felt pain from the back of his head. SMACK! SMACK! Officer Reed hit the floor and tried to keep his eyes opened, but his world went dark as he passed out from the blow to his head one final time. 

The sounds of crying could be heard by Officer Reed. He shook his head and opened his eyes. The house was dark and he clearly couldn’t see what he was looking at. He tried to get up, but realized he was hog tied with duct tape. He heard the cries of a woman and looked across the living room floor. He could see a white ass up in the air and a man humping and pounding in and out of her. He heard the man say to the woman, ‘You like that don’t you? Don’t you?”

              “Yes,” the voice of the woman moaned.  

              “You have never felt a dick this big.  Have you?” the man said.

              “No.” The lady let out a moan. The man pounded harder and harder and pulled out and busted his nut over her pussy. “I want more,” she moaned.

              “I’m sorry my dear, but that’s all you’re getting. Now get the fuck up.”

              Officer Reed couldn’t see them clearly, but the woman’s voice he knew.  The living room lights came on and Officer Reed couldn’t believe his eyes. There was his wife sitting naked on a chair. Then he looked over to the man and it was the same man that killed his partner and the other cops a week ago.  

              “Oh I see your eyes are open, Mr. Reed.” Black Ice said while putting his clothes back on. He then turned to Mrs. Reed and duct taped her to a chair.

              “What the fuck is going on?” Officer Reed yelled in anger knowing his wife just enjoyed being fucked by Black Ice.  

              Barbara, Officer Reed’s wife, just sat there quiet with a shameful look on her face.

              “First of all, I want you to stop fucking yelling or I’ll go upstairs and get that newborn son of yours. What is he eight months?”  Black Ice said.

              “No! Please don’t hurt him.” Barbara cried.

              “Just shut the fuck up!” Black ice demanded.  Barbara got quiet. “I see Officer Reed, you don’t be fucking your wife right or you have a little dick.” Black Ice laughed.  “She loved every minute of me fucking her.”

              Officer Reed was burning up with anger, but didn’t want to say anything out of fear of what this crazy man may do to hurt his son. Black Ice saw Officer Reed’s face turn red and knew he was getting to him.  So he decided to rub it in some more.  

              “I’ve been fucking your wife for almost eight hours now waiting for you.  When you came home, I hit you with my gun and was going to get straight to the business that I came here for, but she kept begging and begging for more of this black dick.” Black Ice said while grabbing his crotch.

              Officer Reed looked up in his wife’s face and could see what Black Ice said was all true.  Barbara held her head down, afraid to make eye contact with her husband.

              Deep down inside she enjoyed every inch of that black dick she got today. Yet she’d never admit it. Her story would be that he raped her. Then she thought that he would fuck her one more time before he left as her pussy got wet just from the thought.

              “So you’re going to point me out in a line up are you?” Black Ice laughed. Officer Reed remembered that laugh the day his partner was killed by this man. It kept echoing in his head ever since. 

Black Ice picked up the duct tape from the floor and taped Barbara’s mouth.  Her eyes grew wide open when she saw Black Ice pull out a six inch knife and come towards her. 

“I need something to remember you by my dear.”  

Black Ice took hold of one of her breasts and licked the pink nipple until it was nice and hard. Barbara let out a soft moan of pleasure from the feeling of his tongue on her nipple.  

Then a sharp pain replaced the sweet pleasure she was feeling.  She tried to move, but was duct taped to the chair. All she could do was squirm in place. She let out a scream, but it was muffled by the duct tape over her mouth. Black Ice sliced away at her nipple and pulled as hard as he could until he had her nipple in his hand. He put his tongue across the piece of flesh and the blood smeared all over his lips.

              Barbara screamed and groaned as she rocked back and forth in the chair in extreme pain. Her blood dripped down her naked body from her missing nipple. Office Reed’s eyes grew wide as he watched Black Ice remove his wife’s nipple from her body. He tried to wiggle free from the duct tape, but it was tied too tight.

              Black Ice grabbed Barbara’s ear. She tried to move her head, but it was locked in his grip. Her tears ran down her face from fear and in pain. Black Ice smiled; with one slice he removed her ear from her head. She yelled as blood poured out from the detachment on the side of her head. She felt as if she was going to pass out from the loss of blood and the pain.  

              Suddenly, crying was heard from the little baby upstairs. “It looks like someone woke the baby. He’ll just have to join the party.”  Black Ice said.

              “No!” Officer Reed yelled as Black Ice made his way upstairs. 

A few minutes later, he returned with the baby curled up in his arm. “You have yourself a cute baby, Officer Reed.”  

Black Ice made his way over to Barbara who was crying and trying to stay awake and not pass out. Black Ice looked into both Barbara and Officer Reed’s eyes.  He saw both pleading in their eyes, both begging him not to hurt their baby. Black Ice pulled out a Beretta 9mm with a silencer on it. He put the gun to the baby’s head.

              “NO! NO!” They both screamed. 

An orange flash came out of the gun as a bullet tore through the baby’s chest. Black Ice released the newborn baby and both Barbara and Officer Reed watched as the baby hit the floor. Officer Reed wiggled around on the floor full of rage. 

“Don’t worry little pig.  I’ll make my way to you.”  

Black Ice raised his gun to Barbara’s forehead. She was crying and looking at her baby on the floor.  She never looked up at the gun. The bullet shredded through her skull and sent pieces of her brain flying everywhere.  

              Black Ice walked over to Officer Reed and bent down next to him. “You should have kept your mouth closed pig. It’s a shame I had to kill your wife. She had some good pussy and she could suck some dick.”  Black Ice laughed.

              Officer Reed didn’t hear a word Black Ice said. His mind and heart were lost in pain over the loss of his son and wife. Black Ice stood back up and aimed his gun at Officer Reed and let off five shots and two quick ones in rapid succession.  He watched the bullets tear through his body and he jerked around until he died. 

Black Ice grabbed Officer Reed’s work bag and a few other things in the house he needed. He picked up the chunks of flesh and put it in the bag and left the house with an evil grin on his face.  He laughed and hopped into his Ford Taurus and pulled off.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 23 

 

              “Yo, what the fuck are we going to do? It’s been three weeks now and the cops still haven’t caught Black Ice. Caesar do you think he knows that we had something to do with that?” Ace asked nervously.  

              “Naw, he doesn’t know. If he did we’d be dead already.”  Caesar replied.

              “You heard the cops rushed his apartment and they still couldn’t find him, even his son and that bitch are nowhere to be found. What are we going to do?” Ace continued while leaning back in the passenger seat of Caesar’s car. 

He was more than nervous. He was scared shitless. ‘I know how Black Ice gets down and I damn sure don’t want to be one of his victims with a body part missing. Shit if it wasn’t for Caesar and Lisa talking me into this shit, I wouldn’t even have been down for it. Lisa always wants more and more money,’ Ace thought to himself.

              “Listen Ace, J-Rock is on the low now.  And we can’t get him to go try to kill Black Ice again, even if he did find him, Black Ice will be on point, but I got a plan.”  Caesar said.

              “What?” Ace replied.

              “Black Ice hasn’t been around to pick up this money from the spot in three weeks.  This is what we do. We keep running the spots and collect all the money.  He will pop up one day to get his money. You know Black Ice can’t stay away from his money.  Shit that nigga would kill us if he thought we didn’t have his money, even if he is in hiding. So, when he comes for the money we will be waiting for him.”  Caesar said.

              “What the fuck you mean we will be waiting for him?”  Ace asked.

              “I mean we have to kill him ourselves.” Caesar said.

              “What?” Ace yelled. “Getting someone to kill him was one thing, but now you want us to kill him?”

              Caesar got in Ace’s face.  “This shit is not a game nigga.  If you want to make this fucking money to buy Lisa a house or anything else, we have to put in work. I want that spot for me and nothing is going to stop me. Are you in or what?” Caesar said while slowly reaching for his gun on his waist. 

              “Yea, man I’m in, but how did you know I want to buy Lisa a house. I don’t remember telling you.”

              “Oh, you must have said something to me. How else would I have known?”

              “Yea, yea right,” Ace replied playing dumb. He knew he never said anything to Caesar about him wanting to buy a house.  ‘How in the fuck does he know that, I only told Lisa,’ he thought.  As he got out of Caesar’s car and headed towards his own car.                 “Remember be ready.”  Caesar hollered.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 24 

 

              Rachel’s bottom lip trembled for the craving she was feeling. She already smoked the two ounces she had left the apartment with and found one of Black Ice’s stash spots in one of the apartments she went to.  She smoked the entire crack in the stash spot, but there was money on top of money in that spot. She would take the money out of the stash from her house. She was going to have to buy crack off the street. 

Rachel sat on the bed and cried. She couldn’t fight it and she wanted to. She cried out loud. She started thinking of her baby Michael. She couldn’t remember the last time she saw him. She missed him very much. Tears started flowing down her face. She held her hands to her face and cried. She had to figure out something, she had to.  

              She then thought that she needed to leave this apartment before Black Ice found her here. She had to get her baby back. She went through her bag and found a piece of paper with a number written on it. She picked up the house phone and dialed the number.  “Hello.” The voice said on the other end of the phone.

              “Janet?” Rachel asked.

              “Yes. Who is this?” Janet asked. 

              “It’s Rachel.”

              “Oh my God, Rachel I miss you.  What took you so long to call?” Janet said.
              “Janet, I……I need your help.”

              Janet could hear Rachel starting to cry and knew it was serious. “What do you need? I’ll do anything for you cousin.”

              “I need a place to stay and your help.” Rachel started to say.

              “Say no more. Where do you want me to come and pick you up from?” Janet asked.

              “Meet me at Momma’s place.” Rachel said as she hung up the phone. She grabbed the bag with the money in it and headed out the door.

 

*****

 

Michael cried for two weeks straight and every now and again when he went to bed he thought of his mother. He’d use a dirty pillow that he laid on to wipe away the tears. ‘She promised that she would come back to get me,’ he thought. It had been five weeks and his mother still hadn’t come back to get him. Michael’s heart became colder every day he went without his mother’s love. He blamed his father for making her the way she was, but deep down he started to hate her as well for never coming back for him. He didn’t care that she missed his birthday and he didn’t get a birthday cake or a gift. All he wanted was his mother’s love and to be taken away from Momma’s house.

              Michael hated Momma’s house. He was forced to shit in a bucket and dump it outside in the back yard. Pooky, his cousin, had to share a bed with him. Pooky always pissed the bed and Michael would wake up all wet and smelling like piss. When he told Momma, she just laughed at him and called him a child of a crack head. 

She’d say, “Boy don’t you know that you’re not going to be better than even the shit I push out because you are a child of a crack head.” 

Those words broke Michael’s heart at seven years old, being told that he wasn’t going to be better than shit. He felt more pain than he should so he turned the pain into anger and unleashed it. He started kicking Pooky out of the bed. He wouldn’t let his cousin sleep in the bed anymore. “Pooky, you can’t sleep in this bed anymore. I’m tired of you pissing on me.”

              “You can’t tell me what to do.” He tried to climb back on the bed but Michael curled his hands in a fist and with all his might and strength hit Pooky like he saw his father do to his mother so many times.  Pooky went flying backward upon the impact and hit the floor hard. He lay there crying and holding his eye.

              “I’m telling Momma.” Pooky said crying.

              “Go ahead. You still ain’t sleeping in this bed.”              

Pooky got up and ran to Momma’s room holding his eye. Michael followed behind him.  Pooky found Momma in her room in her chair watching a talk show.  

“Momma, Momma, Michael kicked and punched me and said I couldn’t sleep in the bed next to him no more.”

              “Boy quit your fucking crying. You a damn child of a crack head.” 

Momma turned her head towards Michael. For some reason, she hated Michael, maybe because he was Rachel’s baby or because he had Black Ice’s blood running through him. She heard rumors that Black Ice killed her youngest son Brian. She didn’t know if it was true or not, but she still hated Black Ice just from the rumors.

              Momma knew Brian was raping all the boys and girls in the house, but she didn’t care. She didn’t care because she thought that just because the kids were children of crack heads it didn’t matter.  

“Listen you little mother fucker. You don’t tell anyone what to do in this house. If anyone is going to sleep on the floor, it’s going to be you!” Momma yelled while looking into Michael’s eyes. 

Momma looked deep into them and saw no fear, a child that was cold hearted. Michael smiled a devilish grin. Momma swore she could see the devil look back at her. Her heart skipped a beat and started beating faster.  She gasped for air while grabbing at her chest. 

“Pooky…..Pooky,” she said out of breath.  “Go grab my pump on the dresser.”

              Pooky began to walk to the dresser.  He felt hands wrap around his neck and pull him back. Then he was shoved to the floor. Michael jumped on top of Pooky and began to hit him with his fist again and again. When Michael got tired, he got off of him. Pooky lay on the floor crying in pain. 

“Now you stay there until I tell you to move and you are going to sleep on the floor not me.”  Michael yelled.

              Momma watched the boys while gasping for air as if she was going to pass out and die.  She fell to the floor and tried to crawl over to the dresser herself. Michael slowly walked to the dresser and grabbed the pump and bent down next to Momma and put the pump in front of her face.  Momma, wheezing, tried to reach for the pump.  Michael pulled it back. “If you ever call my mother a crack head or talk to me wrong again, I will let you die.”

              “I….I won’t,” she wheezed.  

Michael handed her the pump. She placed it to her mouth and pressed down. She let the medicine fill her lungs and she repeated it until she was breathing normal.  

Momma said, “You’re just like your father.”  She got up and stepped back from Michael out of fear.

              “Don’t say that!” Michael yelled and walked out of the room and went to bed.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 25 

 

Rachel walked through Momma’s door early in the morning. She made her way past the dirty clothes and the garbage on the floor to the room where she knew Michael would be sleeping. She looked down on the floor and saw Pooky lying there sound asleep. She sat down on the bed next to her son watching him sleep. She had tears rolling down her face thinking how much she missed Michael. She rubbed his head.  

Michael dreamt that he heard his mother’s voice and tears rolled down his face while he was still asleep. He opened his eyes to wipe the tears, but he felt a soft hand wipe them for him. He sat up rubbing his eyes not believing what he was dreaming, but it wasn’t a dream. His mother was sitting right next to him.  He jumped into her arms almost knocking her off the bed. All the hate and pain he was feeling just went away feeling his mother embrace him in her arms.  “Come on baby. We have to go.” Rachel said to Michael.

“What about my clothes?” Michael asked.

“Leave them here. We’re going to get you some new ones,” she answered.

Pooky woke up from the noise and watched Michael and Rachel leave from the bedroom. “I’ll get you one day.” Pooky grumbled to himself as he started to cry.

Momma watched Rachel and Michael leave her house and was more than happy to see Michael leave. ‘That child is pure evil,’ she thought to herself.

When they got outside, Rachel held Michael’s hand and led him to a gray two door Nissan Pathfinder.  He opened the door and crawled up in the SUV. Rachel reached for the seatbelt and buckled her son in.  Michael looked at the driver. She was a pretty young woman. She almost looked just like his mother, before his father made her smoke that stuff. 

“Mommy, who is she? And where are we going?” Michael asked.

“This is my little cousin, baby. Her name is Janet.” Rachel explained.

Janet heard her name and she looked back at Michael and smiled the most beautiful smile Michael has ever seen next to his mother’s smile. 

“Hi Michael,” Janet said. 

“Hi,” Michael said.

“We’re going to a small town called Amityville, in Long Island. That’s where I live and you’re going to help me and your Mommy to get herself much better,” Janet said to Michael. 

“You mean you don’t want to smoke that funny smelling stuff anymore, Mommy?” Michael asked. 

“That’s right,” Rachel replied.

Michael looked at both women and smiled real big. That made him so happy.  He was willing to do anything to get things back to where they were before his mother started smoking that stuff.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 26 

 

              J-Rock was so scared that he had never left his apartment since the unsuccessful attempt at killing Black Ice. He still hadn’t heard from Smoke. The word on the street was he dipped out after taking the bag of money that Black Ice dropped that day. It had been six weeks already and the cops still hadn’t caught Black Ice to bring him in for questioning. 

J-Rock knew he shouldn’t have messed with Caesar and Ace’s ass and crossed Black Ice. He needed some ass and wanted a quick fuck so he called Shelly. He fucked her a few times in the past and heard that she started smoking crack. He knew all he had to do was give her a little bit of money, but now that he knew she smoked crack it would be even cheaper.  

              J-Rock heard his doorbell ring. He got up and walked to the door and looked through the peek hole. There she was.  Shelly lost weight but her ass was still there. His dick got hard just by the sight of her thick ass. He opened the door and Shelly stepped forward and fell right into J-Rock, knocking him to the floor. J-Rock looked up not knowing what was going on.  Chills ran up and down his spine when he looked up to see Black Ice standing over them. 

“Get up Shelly!” Black Ice ordered her. Shelly nervously stood up leaving J-Rock on the floor. “Take this and be on your way.” Black Ice told her. 

He handed her a small zip lock bag full of crack with his devilish smile on his face. Shelly grabbed the bag and walked out the door. Black Ice slapped her on her ass while she walked by him then he closed the door and locked it while his gun was still pointed at J-Rock.  

“Get the fuck up!”

              J-Rock did what he was told. “Walk to the bedroom. If you make any funny moves, I’ll blow so many holes in your head; you’ll have to have a closed coffin at your funeral.” Black Ice spit at him.

              Once in the bedroom, Black Ice made J-Rock lay on the bed. He took duct tape and taped him to the bed wrapping his arms, chest and legs tight. “So you want to kill and rob me?” Black Ice yelled.

              “No Black Ice. It wasn’t me. It wasn’t me.” J-Rock begged him.

              Black Ice hit him in the nose with the butt of the gun making it bleed instantly. He pulled out his six inch knife and grabbed J-Rock’s cheeks so tight that he was forced to open his mouth. Black Ice put the knife in his mouth and started cutting the inside. J-Rock squirmed trying to get away from Black Ice’s grip. His mouth was full of blood. Black Ice dropped the knife on the bed.  He used his hand and grabbed J-Rock’s tongue and pulled at it. 

J-Rock’s screams filled the apartment.  He felt his tongue being ripped out of his mouth. J-Rock laid there crying and squirming around while blood poured out of his mouth. 

“See you thought you could taste the money on my block. Now you won’t taste shit in your life, as a matter of fact…”  Black Ice picked up the knife again. He grabbed J-Rock by the head and put the knife up to his eye. J-Rock squeezed his eyes shut. Black Ice used his thumb to open his eyelids. He stuck the knife in his eye.  “Now this will be the last thing you will ever see!”

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 27 

 

              Michael watched both women walk down stairs to the basement with a duffle bag in each hand. Michael stood by the door on top of the stairs as his mother and her cousin hid the bags. “Damn Rachel these are heavy. How much money is in these bags?” Janet asked.

              “Altogether there is about seventy thousand dollars, but there are some handguns in there too.”

              “You took the handguns too?” Janet asked with a concerned voice.

              “You never know, I may need them, but I doubt it.” Rachel replied.

              “Rachel you’re going to get really mad and angry at me because I’m going to lock you in a room until I feel all the cravings are out of your system.” Janet wanted to make Rachel understand what she needed to do to help her.

              Rachel looked down at her feet. “Do what you need to do to help me. I need to get better for my son. He needs me and I know I need to change this from within myself.”

              “Rachel you can’t blame yourself, it was Black Ice who did this to you and together as a family we’re going to make it through this.” Janet assured Rachel.

              The next few weeks were hell for Rachel. Her body was cleaning out her system. She screamed and yelled to come out so she could go and find some crack to smoke. She pleaded and cried but Janet never opened the door. The only time she opened the door was to give Rachel her meals. 

              Michael’s heart was breaking hearing his mother go through all the emotions. He wanted to help her but didn’t know how. He spent the day playing football in the backyard with Janet’s boyfriend Jay Jay.  Michael hated all men because he thought they would be just like his father, but Jay Jay turned out to be really cool. 

Michael enjoyed running around in the back yard. There were no back yards to play in where he came from.  For the first time, he enjoyed being a kid. After a day of football with Jay Jay, Michael would sit by the bedroom door where his mother was locked in. He heard her cry and talk to herself. His heart ached; he couldn’t stand hearing his mother cry.  

“Don’t cry Mommy. I’m here for you. I love you. You can do this Mommy,” he said crying.

              “Don’t touch me. Don’t touch me, Brian. Leave me alone.” Rachel yelled. 

              “Mommy I’m here! I’m here!” Michael yelled through the door.

              Rachel heard his voice and snapped back into reality. She was flashing back to her rape from her Uncle Brian. She wiped the tears from her face and walked over to the door and sat down next to it. She placed her hand on the door as if Michael could feel her through it. 

“Mommy, are you okay?” Michael asked sniffling.  

              It amazed Rachel how much her baby had grown up and how he always tried to be her protector. It also hurt her because she knew he had grown up before his time. 

She swallowed the saliva in her mouth. “I’m okay baby. Don’t cry. Mommy was remembering what happened to me when I was pregnant with you.” 

              “Why do you and Janet always cry and scream at night?” Michael asked.

              Rachel got quiet. She had no idea that Janet still had nightmares about what Brian did to them. She was going to have to talk to Janet about that. 

“Baby, I’ll tell you about that later. I don’t know if you will understand.”

              “I’ll understand Mommy.” Michael said slowly.

              “Well okay. Just don’t say anything to Janet. Brian was our uncle. He lived at Momma’s house when both of us were left there by our parents. He was a bad man. He used to hurt us a lot. In fact, he hurt all the kids that lived there. Remember when I told you to never let anyone touch your private parts?  Well that was what our Uncle Brian did to us.”

              “I’ll bite him Mommy. I’ll beat him up.” Michael yelled while swinging his little fist with anger from what he just heard.  

              “He’s no longer around or should I say alive. He’s dead.”

              “How did he die, Mommy?”

              Rachel sat there nervously thinking back to that day as she stood in the alleyway and watched Black Ice pull out Brian’s windpipe from his neck. “I’ll tell you that part when you get older.”

              “Okay Mommy.”

              They spent the rest of the night talking back and forth through the door.  They did that every day until Rachel was better. Rachel started gaining her weight back and her skin cleared up. She started to look like the beautiful woman she was.  Michael and Rachel spent every day talking.  Their relationship grew closer than it was before.

              Janet stood by her cousin and helped her get stronger. All of them together were the happiest they had ever been. Rachel crept downstairs into the basement and went behind the stairs to where the duffle bags were. She opened the bag and took three stacks of money. Michael followed closely behind his mother without her knowing.  They were getting so close lately that he didn’t want to leave her side. 

“What are you doing?” Michael asked.  

              Rachel jumped from being startled by the sound of his voice, “Boy, don’t be sneaking up on me like that, you hear me?” she said. Michael watched his mother take the money and zip back up the bag, but not before he got a chance to look in it. He saw the money and the shiny guns. 

“We’re going shopping today.” Rachel said with a big smile while grabbing his hand and leading him back up the stairs. 

“Really Mommy, we’re going shopping?”  Michael asked with excitement.

              “Yes baby,” she said nodding.

              Rachel, Michael, Janet and Jay Jay left and spent the day shopping in Sunrise Mall. They bought brand new clothes that all of them could carry. Michael was so happy that he was getting all these new clothes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 28 

 

              Black Ice inhaled the cigarette full of crack as he sat in his white Lexus on a block next to Kings Highway. He waited for Caesar and Ace to come and drop off his money. He started to think about Rachel and Michael and wondered where the hell they were at. It had been well over a month. Then he started wondering where Roxy was too. He was going to kill them when he did find them.  

Black Ice looked down in his hand at the piece of paper he held. He found the paper in Rachel’s jeans pocket at his apartment in Bedford-Stuyvesant. He read the 516 number over and over. That could only be a number in Long Island.  Rachel doesn’t have any friends there.               

Bang! Bang! Bang! Black Ice’s thoughts were interrupted by his car being shredded up by bullets. Bullets whistled past his head as he covered up close to the seat.  He crawled to the passenger side and opened the door and crawled out of the car down to the sidewalk. He pulled his 38 special-revolver from his waist and slowly pulled his head up using his car for cover to see who was shooting at him. 

Bang! Bang! Bang! He moved back down low, ducking his head and taking cover from the shots being fired at him. Bang! A shot rang out hitting him in the side of his shoulder tearing through his flesh knocking him over. Black Ice quickly aimed his gun at the direction the shot came from while lying on his back.  Black Ice was shocked. He saw Caesar running towards him firing off, shots from a 45 handgun. 

Black Ice snapped out of shock.  “You mother fucker!” he yelled while squeezing the trigger of his 38 special. 

A shot went flying by Caesar’s head making him duck low and take cover. Caesar returned fire. Black Ice jumped up to his feet while firing his gun. He thought if Caesar was firing at him from the side then who was shooting from across the street. As soon as that thought ran through his mind, Ace was seen trying to sneak up on him. 

Black Ice quickly tried to grab another gun. He realized he only had the 38 special which only held six bullets. No way in hell he thought that he would need a gun today. He was only coming to pick up money from Caesar and Ace. He picked the meeting place and only brought the 38 special because he never left the house without a gun on him.  Black Ice knew he had to think fast. He only had two more shots left and Ace and Caesar were closing in on him.  Black Ice rose and fired one shot and took off running.

              “Don’t let him get away!” Caesar yelled at Ace while he ran after Black Ice.  

Ace was firing wildly and crazy at Black Ice. Black Ice looked back to see Ace and Caesar chasing him and shook his head. He ducked low while running in between cars.  Bang! Bang! Bang! Caesar’s 45 and Ace’s 9 mm guns went off simultaneously. A shot hit Black Ice in the back as he tumbled down to the ground.  He rolled and got right back up.

              “Shit, that nigga is still moving.” Ace screamed out of breath from running.

              “I don’t know, but we got to make sure he dies.” Caesar replied while still firing at Black Ice. Another shot hit Black Ice in his shoulder.  

              Black Ice continued running, thinking he just needed to make it to a main road. ‘That pussy won’t fire at me in front of people,’ he thought.  He ran, but began to slow down. His body felt weak from losing blood.

              “Look, look, he’s starting to slow down.” Bang! Bang Bang! The bullet entered his butt cheek and Black Ice collapsed down to the sidewalk. Ace and Caesar began to run faster to get to Black Ice’s body to make sure they finished the job. They heard police sirens and two cars pulled up and the cops jumped out of their cars.  They started to fire at Ace, and Caesar.

              “Aw shit!” Caesar hollered while exchanging fire right back at the cops. The cops ran behind their cars. 

Ace and Caesar took off running down the block, firing back over their shoulders to keep the cops from following them.  They ran through the back yard of a house, hopped a fence, and ran towards Caesar’s car that was parked just a couple feet away. They hopped in the car and pulled off slowly, seconds later a cop car passed them.

              Black Ice felt his blood soaking his clothes. He dropped the gun and kicked it while lying on the ground feeling like he was bleeding to death. He opened his eyes to see four white cops standing over him. All he could think was, ‘This is the second time I was saved by a bunch of cops from being killed.’ Then he passed out from the loss of blood. 

Chapter 29 

 

              Black Ice slowly opened his eyes, but it was painful and hard to do. It felt as if his eyelids weighed a ton. He tried to swallow, but he couldn’t, he felt pain every time he tried. He realized that there was something stuck in his throat. He focused his eyes to see a tube jammed down his throat and nose.  He moved his right hand to pull out a clear tube that was stuck in his hand. He couldn’t move his hand as he was handcuffed to the bed rail. He moved his hand around to only here the clanging sound of metal on metal. 

              “What the fuck was going on?” Black Ice tried to say with a tube down his throat.  He tried to figure out where he was and how he got there.  Flashbacks started to come to his mind at once. He could see Caesar and Ace running after him shooting and then nothing.

              “I see you’re up.” A deep voice said breaking Black Ice’s thought.  He looked up at the door to see a man standing in the doorway. He knew that face well. The man walked closer and leaned down in his face.  

“I finally got your black ass.” Detective Roy said while staring into Black Ice’s cold eyes.  “You’ve done fucked up you son of a bitch and I’m going to make sure you end up on death row. I know it was you that cut out James’s eyes and tongue.  That’s a fucked up way to leave a man. You could’ve finished the job and killed him, but you wanted him to live life and walk around that way. I also know the pair of hands that were thrown over a power line was the doing of you. I bet you that even those niggas that were trying to deliver the hit five weeks ago had something to do with your ass.”

              Black Ice’s eyes opened wide and he tried to mumble the words five weeks...  

              “Oh you don’t know do you? Well your ass has been in a coma for a week from the blood loss from the bullet wounds you received. I’d kill you myself, but there are too many eyes on you right now, plus my boss wants you alive. See we can’t prove you murdered those two cops in the projects.  You made sure of that.” Detective Roy said sarcastically. “See we don’t care when your ass goes around killing your own fucking kind, but when you start killing white people and cops then you are going to have a fucking problem.”

              Black Ice looked at the detective and a grin crossed his face. 

“You think this shit is funny?” Detective Roy yelled. As he became furious, his face turned bright red. “Well let’s see how funny you’ll think this is. See you left one of your half smoked special cigarettes on the floor of Officer Reed’s house when you murdered him and his family. You stupid mother fucker, do you know when we found them? It was four days later.”

              Black Ice tried to laugh, but his throat was too sore. He knew the only reason Detective Roy was so mad was because it was a white baby.  

              “What the fuck? You still think this shit is funny? Well, Office Reed was missing his work bag when we searched his house.  On the day the officer’s found your ass dying on the ground, they didn’t know who you were at the time.  If they did, I’m pretty sure they would have let your ass die right there on the ground.  On that day, you had a bulletproof vest on that saved your life. All together there were fourteen bullets in the vest, but you got shot in both shoulders and your lower back. One of the bullets hit your liver.  Oh and you got shot in your ass. Those boys were really trying to kill your ass.” Detective Roy said with a smile. 

“What really made my day was the bulletproof vest you had on, had a name stitched in it. All officers have to have their name sewed onto their vest. The one that you were wearing was Officer Reed’s. That was the proof I needed to put your ass in the house and proof enough to get a warrant to take your D.N.A. to match it to the cigarette you left next to Reed’s body. I got your ass now.”

              Black Ice knew he was fucked. ‘How could I leave a cigarette bud there,’ he thought. ‘The crack had me slipping. Why would did these fools Ace and Caesar try to kill me.’


              Detective Roy saw the anger on Black Ice’s face and he smiled inside. “Oh yeah you have been here for a while. The doctor is going to test your blood one more time and then I’ll move you tomorrow to jail.  You’re going to spend the rest of your life in a cell asshole. And don’t think about escaping.” Detective Roy said walking out the room. 

A mean looking cop stepped in the room, as Detective Roy exited. Suddenly he turned around and said, “See, Joe here doesn’t like you, none of us like cop killers and he has the order to shoot you if you ever look at him wrong in anyway.” 

Office Joe looked at Black Ice in the eyes, thinking he was going to give Black Ice a reason to look at him wrong, anticipating the moment to shoot or hurt him by giving him an ass whooping he never had. Office Joe just smiled at the thought of the sure pleasure of doing so. 

Black Ice laid there pissed off. He just thought that if he ever got out of there he was going to kill Ace and Caesar.

              Later that day, Black Ice watched as an elderly black woman entered the room.  “I’m your nurse sugar and I have to draw blood. The doctor wants to test it to make sure you’re all right. I’m sure you are though.  When you came here, you weighed less than me.  But you got your weight back.  We’ve been feeding you through that tube in your mouth.  As a matter of fact, you don’t need those anymore,” she said as she pulled the tubes out. 

“See, doesn’t that feel better?  There should be someone coming in to drop off your dinner soon. I don’t know if what those people are saying about you is true, but I hope not. We don’t need any more black men in this world making us look like bad people. But they damn sure have had that police officer outside your door,” she said.  

              There was a small tray by the nurse’s side with needle syringes and cleaning pads on it. She turned her head to reach for the drawer to retrieve some latex gloves. She turned back to grab a syringe and there wasn’t that many there. She could have sworn she put four syringes on the tray, but she only saw two. She looked at Black Ice suspiciously.  

              Black Ice just stared at the woman like she had lost her mind; making her feel exactly like she had lost her mind.  “Please give me your left arm,” she asked. 

Black Ice didn’t realize that his arm was loose from the handcuff to the bed rail.  He was too busy thinking about ways to kill Ace and Caesar. He raised his arm like the nurse told him to do. 

“You don’t have to worry about me sticking you with the needle. You see that thing in your arm is an IV. It’s already threaded through your vein in your arm. I’m going to draw blood from your IV and it won’t hurt a bit. You see I have to push the air out of the syringe. If I was to push air in the vein, a person would die from a heart attack.” 

              Black Ice thought this bitch talked too much while drawing his blood and filling the tubes with blood. Once she was done she left the room. He thought the bitch would never shut up and leave. He started to think of how he was going to get out of the hospital. He tried to wiggle the handcuffs, but from the noise, Officer Joe and the doctor entered the room.

              “Don’t think you are going to escape boy.”  

              Black Ice laughed, “Who are you calling a boy? All you pigs are the same.  You think you’re tough until I put a knife in your gut and have you bleeding, begging for help, like your little friend you discovered.”

              Officer Joe turned bright red, full of anger, unclenching his fists. Black Ice saw the color of his face and knew he was getting to him.  He decided to keep pushing his buttons. You should have seen my bullets tear through those cops’ heads in the projects. I bet they had a closed coffin funeral.

              “You asshole,” Officer Joe ran to Black Ice’s hospital bed. He swung and hit Black Ice in the jaw and repeatedly punched him over and over. “I’ll kill you. You’ll never make it to jail.” 

Joe laid each punch to Black Ice’s face. Blood was dripping out his mouth. Joe was so busy in his rage he never noticed that Black Ice wasn’t using his left hand, which was free to protect himself. He felt around with his left arm on the bed for the syringes he stole off the nurse’s tray. He gripped them tight and did his best to jab Joe with them, but for every punch that Joe struck, it made it even harder for him to have the strength to strike Joe with the syringes. Black Ice found the strength to swing and he hit Officer Joe in the neck with the syringe, pressing down on it at the same time. 

Officer Joe stepped back to pull the needle out of his neck and reached for his gun. Black Ice noticed he missed the spot he was aiming for. His heart began to pound.  He grabbed the other syringe and swung it with all his might hitting Officer Joe in the neck just as he raised his gun and pointed it at Black Ice’s head.  Black Ice pressed down on the syringe. 

The air from the syringe rushed through Officer Joe’s veins. He dropped his gun as he felt his heart tighten.  He clenched his chest and gasped for air.  His eyes rolled to the back of his head as he collapsed to the floor. Black Ice watched his chest go up and down really fast until it quit moving. Black Ice reached for Officer Joe’s keys with his foot over the bed. He got a hold of them with his toes and slowly raised them up so he could grab them with his hand.  

He scrambled threw the keys with his left hand. He removed the handcuffs from the bed rails himself. He was happy to be free; he rubbed his wrist and ankles. He bent over to see if Officer Joe was still breathing. He felt no air coming out of his nose.  The elderly nurse gave him the idea of how to kill Officer Joe earlier that day when she was in his room to take his blood. He thought, ‘Shit that old bitch wasn’t lying when she said that shit.’ He smiled to himself and stole the two syringes that the nurse mistakenly left in the room. He then thought about how he was going to get out of the hospital.  He looked down and realized that he didn’t have any clothes, just the green hospital gown. He picked up the gun off the floor and pushed Officer Joe’s body up under the bed.  

              Just then his door opened half way; he quickly jumped back in the bed.  “It’s dinner time.” A man said as he entered the room carrying a tray of food and placed it on the table, positioning it over the bed. “It’s not the best food in the world, but it’s good,” he said to Black Ice. The hospital worker turned towards the bed as Black Ice got out of it and raised the 9mm gun and placed it up against the back of the man’s head. 

“Don’t say a fucking work or I’ll blow your fucking brains out.” Black Ice said. The man shook his head wanting to say yes, but too afraid to talk. 

“Get undressed.” Black Ice said. The man hurried, getting undressed quickly out of his scrubs.  

              Two minutes later, Black Ice stepped out of the room fully dressed in the man’s scrubs and walked down the hospital hallway.  No one paid any attention to who just walked out of the room or who he was.  He saw the exit door for the stairs and ran down with urgency, through the lobby, and out the front door of the hospital a free man.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 30 

 

              Detective Roy came to the hospital bright and early the next day with a uniform cop following closely behind him. He walked down the hallway feeling great with a grin creasing his face from ear to ear. It was going to be a good old day he thought.  He was finally going to put Black Ice away for the rest of his life.  

              They stopped in front of Black Ice’s hospital room noticing an empty chair where Officer Joe was supposed to be guarding the door. Detective Roy looked at the other cop and said, “Tim, where is Joe?”  

              “He most likely went down to the cafeteria to grab a doughnut and some coffee.” Tim replied.

              “I gave him strict orders not leave this area and to remain guarding this door.”  

              Detective Roy felt his stomach tightening and knew something was wrong.  He pulled his 9mm gun out of his holster and pushed the door open. He looked at the bed and could see Black Ice lying there with the sheet covering his head. He took a sigh of relief and put his gun back in the holster.  

As he walked up to the bed he said, “You sleep good asshole?  I hope so, because this is going to be the last day you live somewhat under normal conditions without being surrounded by bars.” Detective Roy laughed. 

He suddenly stopped laughing when Black Ice didn’t answer him. He looked down at the sheets and stopped short in shock. The bed sheets were covered in blood. “No! No! You’re not going to get out of this that easy.” 

He put his hands over the wound to cover it. When he pulled the sheets from the head, he looked to see it wasn’t Black Ice. He yelled for the other cop as he removed his hands from the dead man’s neck. Detective Roy’s foot hit something under the bed. He looked down to see Officer Joe’s dead body.

              “Shut down the hospital! Cover all exits of this building.  We can’t let Black Ice escape!” Detective Roy hollered his orders.  

The other cop used his radio to call for back up.  Little did both of them know that Black Ice was long gone!

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 31 

 

Life was going great for Caesar and Ace. They had control of the business.  Everything that came in and out of the Brownsville Projects was their doing. They knew that Black Ice was in the hospital and the cops were watching him twenty four hours a day.  Soon they would be taking him to jail for life. They had nothing to fear, or so they thought.  They didn’t have to live up to their promise to J-Rock and Smoke. Black Ice had cut out J-Rock’s eyes and tongue. Smoke’s body had yet to turn up.

              Ace drove down the block and stopped in front of a two story house. He hopped out of the car with Lisa behind him.  “This is it baby. This is your house. Your name is on the papers.” Ace said to Lisa proudly.

              “Oh my God, oh my God, I love you Daddy.” Lisa hugged Ace in excitement as she jumped into his arms.

              “Come on, let’s go inside,” Ace opened the back door of his car and got his two sons out. They all walked up to the house, “Lisa, take the keys out of my pocket.” 

Lisa dug deep in his pocket and pulled out a set of keys. She put the key into the door lock and opened the door. They all entered the house, “Damn baby.  It’s so big.  When do we get to move in?” Lisa asked.
              “Today boo, today.  We’re going to go shopping so you can hook the place up.  Are you happy with it?” Ace asked Lisa.

              “I’m more than happy.” Lisa said as she kissed him passionately and deeply.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 32 

 

              “Yea, suck it,” he moaned while watching her suck his dick slowly with long strokes making her way up and down his shaft. ‘Damn this bitch is a freak,’ he thought to himself. She looked up into his eyes as she slurped in and out. She picked up her pace moving up and down his dick, moving faster with each stroke. She went deep back in her throat, swallowing the excess saliva that was building up in her mouth. 

“Shit girl, I’m going to cum,” he yelled as he bust a nut in her mouth. She moaned, still sucking his dick and swallowing every last drop of cum making him shiver from the sensation. “Shit girl.  You got me feeling all weak.”

              Lisa licked her lips with a lustful smile. “When the fuck are you going to tell Ace and take me away from him Caesar?”

              Caesar looked at Lisa from the corner of his eye and zipped up his pants.  “Damn here you go with that shit again,” he said.

              “Listen Caesar, I’m tired of his ass and if you don’t tell him soon I will.” Lisa said while rolling her neck. “I want to be free. I want to be with you,” she said and leaned over and nibbled on his ear.

              Caesar wasn’t a fool like Ace. He knew Lisa was a scandalous bitch and the only reason she wanted out of her relationship with Ace was so she could run wild in the streets and leave her kids at home making Shelly watch them. 

“Bitch I am not telling him yet. I’ll tell him when I’m ready. You’re only acting up because that nigga won’t let you run the streets all crazy like your hot ass wants too.” Caesar said.

              “So what if I want to go out and do me. This is my pussy not yours. I can give it up to whomever I want to.” Lisa snapped back.

              Caesar back slapped her across the face.  “Listen, as long as you are the mother of my child, you won’t be running the streets, acting like a whore giving that pussy out,” Caesar hollered, “You’re just mad that Ace feels the same way. That nigga takes good care of your slut ass. He just bought you that house in Sheepshead Bay.”

              “Fuck you and him, Caesar!” Lisa said while rubbing her cheek, “If you don’t tell him soon, I’m going to tell him.”

              “Calm the fuck down. I’ll tell him as soon as I’m ready.  Right now, we’re making too much money to fuck up our business and friendship over your pussy.  Lisa let’s keep it real. You know you’re with him for the money, and you’re sucking my dick for my money. If you open up your big mouth before I get everything straight, your ass will be out on the street with no place to live or no money because you messed it up. Do you understand?” Caesar asked.

              Caesar saw Lisa’s eyes and knew his words got her to thinking. Lisa didn’t want to go back to the projects and knew Caesar was right.  She and Ace would start fighting; she would lose her house and the money.  She wanted to run the streets, not live on them.  

“All right, Caesar.  I’ll do it your way for now.” She got up out of the car and slammed the car door. She walked around the corner up to her new house Ace just bought her. Caesar pulled off shaking his head thinking that he had to do something to that bitch, but headed home thinking of the pussy he was going to go home to which he really wanted.

 

 

 

 

Chapter 33 

 

              Ace pulled up to his house as soon as the sun began to rise. It was a long night watching the block and making sure those young niggas were hustling as he counted the money.  He got out of his car and locked the door. A thousand things were running through Ace’s mind as he made his way to the front door of their new home. Every time he called Lisa, that bitch wouldn’t answer.  He even called at ten o’clock p.m. and kept trying for an hour straight, still no answer.  He even tried to call Caesar at ten o’clock too and he didn’t even answer. But soon as eleven thirty came around Lisa picked up the phone and then Caesar called him back.  He never understood why he couldn’t get those two at the same time when he was out working.  

              Ace was wondering why his mind was tripping by putting thoughts in his head, but something didn’t feel right.  Ace entered the house.  He made up his mind that he was going to ask Lisa what she was doing last night.  She was probably sleeping that’s all.  He just needed to believe that.  She wouldn’t mess with my man. She was a good woman and loved Ace. He was the one out there all day or night long making the money. She probably thinks he’s out there fucking. He just needed to stop thinking because he didn’t want to push Lisa away by being paranoid.  

              When he walked in the door he could hear moans in the bedroom. He ran back to the bedroom and opened the door and yelled, “Lisa, what the fuck are you doing?”

              He jumped back in shock as he watched Lisa hanging from the ceiling by a rope around her feet. Her whole body was wrapped with the rope. Ace pulled out his 9mm and looked around but didn’t see any one. “Baby, what happened?” he asked Lisa.  

              Just then the door shut behind him and Black Ice stepped from behind it and put the barrel of his 44 revolver to Ace’s head and said, “Hey Ace.”

              Ace’s body went in shock as he felt a chill run down his spine. He knew that voice too well and he knew his life would soon be over. 

“Ace, drop the fucking gun and go stand next to your bitch,” Black Ice said.  

Ace dropped the gun and walked over next to Lisa who was still hanging in the air. He turned around and looked into Black Ice’s eyes. 

“He….he….hurt our babies; I heard them screaming.” Lisa said to Ace crying.  “He came in here from their room with blood all over his hands.”

              Ace felt pain in his heart and stomach and wanted to rush Black Ice with everything he had.  “You hurt my children?”  Ace yelled with tears in his eyes.

              “No Ace, I didn’t hurt your boy now shut the fuck up. See, I know you would have never crossed me without someone putting thoughts in your head. So I blame your bitch and Caesar.” Black Ice said.  

              Ace swallowed. He knew what Black Ice said was true. “That doesn’t mean I’m not going to kill you. I was going to kill Lisa, but she deserves something worse than death. Scandalous bitches like her always do. I made her smoke crack all night and you already know what that means.” Black Ice started getting into Ace’s head.  

              Ace looked at Lisa’s face that was upside down and could see the glassy look in her eyes. “Why did you do that, why?” Ace asked.

              “Because that bitch is a fucking slut! Tell him how long you have been fucking Caesar.”  Black Ice said to Lisa.

              Ace felt his heart was about to be crushed.  “Talk bitch or I will put a bullet in your head,” he said to Lisa.

              Lisa sniffed and said, “I have been fucking with Caesar for three years. I’m sorry baby. I’m so sorry.”

              “What the fuck you mean you’re sorry?  You’re sorry you been fucking my man for three years?” Ace said and punched Lisa in the ribs. He punched her over and over out of rage. Lisa cried in pain trying to apologize to Ace.

“Yo, that’s not the best part. I watched this bitch give him head last night in his car, and then followed her to the house. My, we have been getting to know each other really well. That bitch fucked me and told me where you stashed your money bags. She told me it was you and Caesar’s idea to kill me then begged me not to kill her. Tell him bitch. Tell him what I want you to tell him.”  Black Ice said to Lisa.

              “No. No. He’ll fuck me up.” Lisa said. 

“Bitch, if you don’t tell him, I’ll fuck you up,” he said.

              Ace looked back and forth at Black Ice and Lisa wondering what else they could say to break his heart even more. There wasn’t too much more he could take. He wanted Black Ice to kill him so the pain in his heart would stop.

              “Talk bitch.” Black Ice demanded.

              Lisa cried and said, “Our youngest son Mark isn’t your son. He’s Caesar’s son.”

              “What!” Ace yelled not believing what he just had heard. “No!”

              “That’s not your son. I lied to you.” Lisa cried.

              Ace now understood why Caesar would buy things for Mark and not Ace’s other son. Ace’s mind flashed back to the day his son was born. Caesar was there and was just as happy as Ace was or even more.  It was all becoming clear now. A stream of tears ran down his face. “No! No,” he moaned as he buried his face in his hands.

              Black Ice leaned his head back and started to laugh, enjoying Ace’s pain. In a blink of an eye, Ace dove for his 9 mm on the floor. Black Ice stopped laughing as soon as he saw what Ace was doing, but it was too late, the gun was already in Ace’s hand.  Black Ice squeezed the trigger of the 44 bulldog revolver. The bullet tore into Ace’s stomach knocking him back, but not off his feet. Black Ice fired two more shots hitting Ace in the chest. Ace gasped for air and dropped down to the floor clenching his chest. Blood was pouring out of his mouth.  Black Ice watched as Ace choked on his own blood.

              Ace lifted his 9mm and readied it to shoot. Black Ice was about to shoot him again, but was surprised at what he saw.  Ace wasn’t pointing the gun at him; Ace was pointing the loaded 9mm gun towards Lisa’s temple. Lisa tried to wiggle, but was stuck upside down in the air. She watched Ace cough up blood. 

“No!” Lisa yelled as he pulled the trigger twice. The bullets pierced her skull sending pieces of skull and brain flying all over the room.  He made a gasping sound and collapsed dead on the floor.

              Black Ice thought that was some foul shit. It looked like a scene from a movie played out right in front of his eyes. He regretted taking his eyes off Ace. He wanted to make Lisa a crack head. Death was too good for her. He put his gun back in his waist band and walked out of the bedroom with a bag full of Ace’s money, then walked into the children’s room and came out with another bag. Black Ice walked out of the house heading for his next victim.

 

 

Chapter 34 

 

              Detective Roy pulled up to the crime scene. He heard it on the radio and knew it could only be the work of Black Ice. He had an A.P.B. out on Black Ice so every cop in the city was looking for him and here he was back in Brooklyn. Detective Roy stepped out of his black Crown Victoria and looked at all the uniform cops surrounding the house. Detective Roy flashed his badge and made his way up to the house. At the door he met a uniform cop name Bob, who was in charge of the crime scene.  “Hi, how are you doing detective?”

              “I’ll be better once I get the bastard that did this.” Detective Roy replied.

              “Do you think it’s the same guy you are looking for?” Bob asked.

              “We’ll see.” Roy replied. They walked in the door. “Shit this is a nice house.” Roy said out loud not meaning to.  

              “Yea, it’s nice what you can get with drug money.” Bob replied. 

Bob walked him through the living room. Roy saw a young black lady officer consoling a young boy, not more than five years old. Roy looked at the boy in the lady’s arms who was crying and kept repeating, “I saw him! I saw him doing it!” The little boy kept repeating those words in between breaths and tears. Roy knew it was the victim’s son as he walked back to the master bedroom.  

              “Shit!” he yelled as he saw the bodies still in the same place while the officers were collecting evidence. He walked in  and looked at the woman hanging by her feet from the ceiling with her head blown in half, his eyes narrowed in on pieces of brain which were scattered all over the floor. He looked down at the dead man. 

“I need to turn him over.” Detective Roy said to the officers.

              “Okay. I think they got most of the evidence.” Bob replied.  

              Detective Roy put on some clear gloves and bent down to turn over the body.  He looked at the hole in the man’s chest then his face. “This is one of Black Ice’s men.  So this here has to be his work.”

              “There is something else I have to show you. Follow me.” Bob said.

              Roy followed Bob into a room that looked like the children’s room. He entered the room, looked in the middle of the floor and began to vomit at the sight of what he saw. Roy ran out of the room, through the house, and out the door. Bob followed him out of the house.  

              “Shit that monster.” Roy yelled. His hands shook as he couldn’t believe what he saw. He reached into his pocket to pull out a cigarette and lit it.  

              “I know how you feel. I did the same thing when I first saw it too.” Bob put his hand on Roy’s shoulder.

              “That was not human-like. He’s a monster.” Roy said.

              Detective Roy began to think of the dead man’s name. He arrested him once. I got to go back to the precinct and look up some information. Thank you for your help Bob. I think I got a lead that I have to follow.

              “Alright, I’m glad I could help you in anyway. I hope you find this animal. The boys and I are on standby whenever you need us.” Bob said to Roy. Roy jumped back into his black Crown Victoria and pulled off.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 35 

 

              Black Ice couldn’t believe how easy it was to pick the lock on the door. He slowly opened it and quietly entered. He gently shut the door. He pulled out his 44 bulldog revolver and held the black bag over his shoulder. He made his way through the apartment. Black Ice could hear the sounds of love making. The moans and groans grew louder and louder as he made his way closer to the bedroom.

              “Yes daddy! Yes! Fuck me.  I….I...love…you.” The voice of a woman moaned.

              Black Ice could hear the woman’s voice. It was a voice that was very familiar to him. He slowly pushed the door open, and watched the man’s back that was turned to him pound and hump away at a woman from the back. Black Ice felt a déjà vu moment as he kept watching. His body stood paralyzed at what he saw. His heart began to race and he could feel the rage rise from his toes to his head. He walked over to the bed and smacked Caesar with the butt of the revolver sending him flying to the floor. Caesar laid there in pain while holding his head.  

              The woman looked back to see what happened. Chills went down her spine as she broke down in tears.

              “Bitch, why is it every time I find you, your ass is up in the air? All this time I have been looking for you and you have been here with this fool? I see you’re not smoking crack as much as you used too.  You got thicker Roxy.” Black Ice said with his devilish smile.

              Roxy looked in Black Ice’s eyes; all that was coming back to normal in her life was just draining out of her body. Black Ice faced Caesar and said, “You grimy mother fucker. So you are behind my woman? Is this why I couldn’t find her? You did always want Roxy, but she never wanted your ass.  So you took her when she was weak. It’s ok my friend. You could never keep your dick in your pants.” Black Ice said.

              Caesar removed his hands from his head and looked at the blood. He knew he needed to reach for his gun under the bed or he surely was going to be a dead man. “It was Ace’s idea to cross you, and that bitch Roxy came on to me.” Caesar lied.

              That night that Black Ice killed those two men over at Roxy’s apartment; Caesar and Ace had to clean the mess up, and get rid of the bodies in the ocean. Caesar dropped Ace off and went back to Roxy’s apartment and talked to her. He promised her that he would hide her and take care of her so he moved her in his apartment; one thing led to another, then they became lovers. She slowed down on smoking crack, but she still got high just not as much.

              Roxy couldn’t believe what she heard Caesar say. She knew Caesar was afraid of Black Ice like everyone else, but not a punk.  Now she knew he was.

              “Fool shut the fuck up. Roxy only did it because she was scared of me and thought like a fool that you would protect her.”  Black Ice laughed.  

              Caesar tried to ease his hand under the bed to reach for his gun. Black Ice jumped on him and began pounding him with blow after blow to the head. “You think I’m stupid?” Black Ice hollered.

              Those words were the last words Caesar heard before he lost consciousness from Black Ice’s beating to his head. Black Ice looked at Caesar. He put his hand under the bed and pulled out the 45 handgun Caesar was trying to reach. He got up and turned towards Roxy.

              Roxy was crying lying on the bed covered with a sheet. She was still there to Black Ice’s surprise.  “Why didn’t you try to run?” Black Ice asked in a confused tone.

              “What’s the point? You’ll just find me again.” Roxy said in between tears.

              “Well you’re right about one thing.  There is no point of running because I will get you. On the other hand, you don’t have to worry about me trying to find you again.” Black Ice raised the 45 handgun he found under the bed and pointed it at Roxy.

              “Wait, wait…..I’m carrying your baby.” Roxy yelled.

              “No one is carrying my baby.” Black Ice said and pulled the trigger twice. The first bullet entered Roxy’s chest knocking her back into the head board of the bed.  The second bullet entered her head, instantly   her body slumped over dead. Without any hesitation, Black Ice tied up Caesar’s body and hauled him to his car and took off.

                Thirty minutes later, Caesar woke up, but couldn’t move. He looked around and his hands and knees were tied up to his chest. His body was stuck in a tiny spot. He saw Black Ice looking down on him. “I see you are up. You cross the wrong mother fucker and now you’re going to pay. Oh yea.  I stopped and paid a visit at Ace’s house.” Black Ice snickered.

              All Caesar could do was think of his son and hoped that he was all right. “I’m going to throw you in the ocean Caesar.  You will die slowly like the rat you are. It will give you plenty of time to think. Oh yea.  There’s a knife, flash light and a few other things in this bag for you to bide your time.” Black Ice said as he threw the bag in the barrel with Caesar. Black Ice lifted the barrel lid and placed it on top of the barrel.  

              Everything went dark for Caesar. He tried to move but there wasn’t any room. He squirmed around since he was tied up. He felt the barrel fall over and roll, bumping him over and over until he heard a splash.

              Black Ice watched the barrel sink deep into the Coney Island Ocean and smiled. He got in the car and pulled off.

              Caesar began to panic not knowing what to do it was pitch black. He couldn’t see his hand in front of his face. He searched for the bag Black Ice threw in there with him. He found the opening of the bag and rapidly felt around the inside. His hands felt something wet and rubbery. Hoping to find what he was looking for, he felt the knife and the flash light.

              He felt the barrel hit the bottom of the ocean. He turned on the flashlight. His hands and arms were covered in blood. He became rattled but soon calmed down after realizing it wasn’t his blood. He looked around and knew he was fucked. His legs hurt from being stuck so close to his body.  He looked to see where the blood was coming from. It wasn’t coming from him.  He also wanted to see if there was something in the bag to help him break out of the barrel. Then he thought if there was something he’d probably die trying to swim to the top. Still he had to try to do something.  

He reached in the bag and again felt wetness.  He pulled out something that felt like rubber. His eyes grew wider as he held what looked like a child’s arm with his hand still attached to it. “What the fuck?”  

He dropped the arm and with no other place to land it fell on him. He kept reaching into the bag; however, he felt a rock. He put the flash light down and put his other hand in the bag. He pulled out the hard object.               “AHHHHHHHH!!” Caesar screamed, and screamed. 

He began to experience tachycardia as tears streamed down his face.  His screams prolonged for 15 minutes straight until the batteries in the flash light died. He continued to scream in the dark with the object on his knees unable to escape the horror within...The last thing he would see was his son’s head with his eyes open peering at him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 36 

              

              Detective Roy was on his way to Caesar’s apartment on Pennsylvania Avenue in Brooklyn until he heard a call on the police radio, “Shot’s fired. Shots fired at 1324 Pennsylvania Avenue.” 

“Shit that is where I’m heading.  Damn.” Detective Roy said and pressed his foot hard on the gas pedal. He turned the sirens on and prayed he wasn’t too late to catch Black Ice. He pulled up to the four story apartment building.  He hopped out of his car. There were uniformed cops coming in and out of the building. Detective Roy walked up to the officer at the door. “What do we have here?” he asked while flashing his badge.

              “Well sir, it looks like someone broke into an apartment and shot a lady twice.”

              “What? Were there any men in the apartment?”

              “No sir, but the neighbors said they heard voices of two men screaming before the shots went off, but that’s all we can get out of them. We know that the apartment is in the name of Caesar Rose. There were some crack, paraphernalia and a few guns.”

              “Okay. What about the woman?”

              “She was rushed to Brook Dale Hospital. She was unable to talk. I don’t think she’ll make it. Man I wonder what kind of a person would shoot a pregnant woman.”

              “What? She was pregnant?”

              “Yes, about eight months pregnant.”

              “What was her name?” Detective Roy asked while pulling out a pad and a pen from his coat pocket.

              “Roxy Walker.”

              “Thank you Officer,” Detective Roy said as he walked away.  

              He hopped back in his car and pulled out a cigarette. ‘It wasn’t a man that shot a pregnant woman. It was the devil,’ he thought driving away...  

His stomach tightened up as he remembered what he saw at Ace’s house in the children’s bedroom. There was a body of a three year old child that was missing his head and an arm. The voice of the five year old little boy left alive in the house kept saying repeatedly that he saw the man do it, those words replayed in Detective Roy’s mind. He knew now what the little boy saw.  He saw Black Ice chopping his little brother up in pieces.

              Detective Roy headed to Brook Dale Hospital in hopes of finding another lead to Black Ice. Still the voice of the little boy kept haunting him, making him feel sick to his stomach.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 37 

 

              Michael had never been so happy in his life. Everything was going right for once.  He got to feel what it felt like to be a normal child. He, his mother Rachel, and her cousin Janet along with her boyfriend spent the day at the movies in the mall.  

“Damn it’s been a good day.” Rachel said as she entered the house with Michael on her side followed by Janet and Jay Jay.

              “Come on little man. Let’s go watch some TV while the women cook.” Jay Jay said to Michael.

              “Oh yea, well tomorrow is the day for the men to cook.  I just hope you don’t burn the hot dogs.”  Janet said. Rachel and Janet burst out laughing followed by Jay Jay and Michael.  

Michael and Jay Jay walked to the living room, plopped down on the couch and turned on the TV. They flicked through some channels until they found a movie.  

              Rachel placed the butter in the rice and began stirring when she turned and said, “Janet I have to thank you. You saved our lives more than you know.”

              “Rachel, you don’t have to thank me.  We’re family and you saved yourself.  Changes come from within and you changed you.” Janet replied. 

              “Still thank you.  I needed to get away and you were there for me.” Rachel said while tears rolled down her face. She tried her best to hold them in.  

              Janet walked over to her cousin and gave her a big hug. Rachel hugged her back and they just held each other for a while.  

              “Rachel I never told you, but I know you and Black Ice had something to do with Brian being killed. I’m glad it happened because I still have nightmares of what he did to me.”

              “Well it’s over now Janet. He’ll never touch you again. Come on girl let’s finish cooking so we can feed these boys. Shit we’re in here getting all emotional.” Rachel said. They both giggled and returned cooking again. 

Forty-five minutes later, dinner was served on the table. They all sat down and prepared to eat. 

“Hold up, let’s say a prayer.” Rachel said. They held hands, closed their eyes and bowed their heads.  Michael squeezed his mother’s hand tight and loving. “God, thank you for the many blessings you have given us and for keeping us strong when we felt weak. I beg and ask that you continue to bless us with your grace. Thank you for this wonderful meal.  Amen.”

              “Amen.” They all said in unison.

              Michael watched every one for a minute and began to eat. He finally felt as if he was part of a family.  

              “Janet I’m thinking of taking some of the money I have and put a down payment on a house around here. I like it out here.  Would you help me?” Rachel asked.

              “Of course girl, you didn’t have to ask. Personally I’d really like for you and Michael to stay and live with me. It makes the house feel filled with more love.”  Michael grinned from ear to ear hearing the news.

              “I also want to go back to school. I need you to help me with that too.” Rachel continued.

              “Not a problem Rachel.” Janet replied as she was stuffing her mouth.  Just then the doorbell rang several times in a row.  “Damn, who could that be at the door at this hour?  Jay Jay baby, do you mind answering the door for me?” Janet asked.

              “Not at all, baby!” Jay Jay stood up, left the dining room and headed for the front door.  He opened the door.  “Yea, can I help you?” Jay Jay said.

              Back at the dining room, Janet continued her conversation with Rachel.  “Yea, Rachel there are some good schools out here for you and Michael.”

              “I can’t wait to get started and get my life back on track.” Rachel said. Michael watched the two women talk while he ate his chicken and swung his feet that couldn’t yet reach the floor.

              “Damn, I wonder what’s taking that man so long to answer the door.” Janet asked about Jay Jay.  

              Just then Jay Jay entered the dining room. “Baby what took you so long? Your food is getting cold. Who was at the door?” Janet asked as Rachel and Michael watched Jay Jay and wanted to know too. 

Rachel noticed Jay Jay’s jeans were wet right at his crotch area. The stench of urine made its way through the house. 

“Baby, did you pee on yourself?” Janet asked looking down at his crotch then back up to his face. She noticed his face was covered in sweat. Jay Jay didn’t say a word.  

              “Well, well, well.” A voice said coming out of the hallway and entering the living room with the barrel of a gun pointed at Jay Jay’s head. Chills ran down Rachel’s spine as she knew that voice all too well.  She looked up; fear was written all over her face.

              “I see my family is doing well, hey Junior.”  Black Ice said looking at his son.

              Michael’s heart jumped out of his chest in fear and knew things would never be the same now. Michael looked at his father’s cold dark eyes and matched his stare. “Go away daddy. Go away please.” 

“Shut the fuck up you little punk.” Black Ice yelled.

              “How….how did you…” Rachel was unable to get all the words out.

              “How did I find you? Bitch you left a number in your jean’s pocket at the apartment. It was a 516 number and that didn’t take me long to realize it was a Long Island number. And then this little bitch right here is in the yellow pages.” Black Ice said while pointing to Janet. “You are fucking this fool Rachel.” Black Ice yelled as he stuck the barrel of the 44 bulldog revolver in the back of Jay Jay’s head. “This fool isn’t even a man. Look, he pissed on himself.” 

Just then Jay Jay felt the cold steel barrel on his head and his bowels emptied making the whole room stink. “No your ass didn’t?” Black Ice yelled as the smell hit his nose.  “Now you shit on yourself too?”

              “Please man. Don’t kill me.” Jay Jay begged. He had heard stories from Janet and Rachel how easy Black Ice would take a life and he wanted no part of it. “Janet’s my girl.  I have never touched Rachel. Please let us go. We didn’t do nothing wrong,” he begged.

              “Didn’t I tell you to keep your punk ass mouth shut at the door?” Black Ice bent closer to Jay Jay’s ear. “Guess you won’t be touching Janet no more.”

              “What, man please.” Jay Jay said. Just then Black Ice squeezed the trigger and blew a hole in the back of Jay Jay’s neck instantly severing his spinal cord, killing him.

              “Nooooo!” Janet yelled as she watched Jay Jay’s lifeless body fall to the floor.

              Black Ice quickly turned around and aimed the gun at Janet. 

              “Please no, no!” Rachel and Michael yelled while crying. They felt as though they were to blame for such pain on the people that helped and loved them. Black Ice fired off another shot. The bullet slammed into Janet’s shoulder. Janet lay on the floor crying.

              Rachel moved quickly and grabbed a knife that was on the dining room table; ran up to Black Ice driving it hard into his bicep. He screamed and hit Rachel in the face with the gun in his hand. Rachel went flying backwards holding onto her face in pain.  She began to rush him again with the knife in her hand.

              “Bitch if you don’t put that knife down, I’m going to blow your cousins fucking brains out.” Black Ice warned.

              Rachel stopped short of stabbing him again and looked at the gun that he had pointed at Janet.

              “Drop it Rachel. I’m not playing with your ass.” He cocked the hammer of the gun back to show her he was serious. 

Rachel knew she couldn’t live with herself if Black Ice killed her cousin. So she dropped the knife and began to cry.

              Black Ice walked up to her and punched her in the eye. Rachel fell back beside Janet on the floor.  “You want to stab me, bitch?” Black Ice yelled as he kicked Rachel in the ribs. “I’ll kill you and your cousin.”

              Rachel looked up between the kicks she was receiving and saw a deranged look in Black Ice’s eyes and she knew she wouldn’t live to see another day. Black Ice’s anger rose and he started kicking and stomping both Rachel and Janet viciously.  The women’s screams could be heard from blocks away, but little by little their voices started to subside and became weaker. They hugged each other as Black Ice continued with his rampage. “Bitch you want to disrespect me. I’m the man. I’m the man!” Black Ice yelled.

              Bang! A gunshot fired off hitting Black Ice in the back and knocking him forward. He grabbed a chair to keep himself from falling over. He stood up straight and turned around.  He was met by a pair of cold dark eyes like his very own, but in the form of a seven year old. Michael held the chrome sub nose 38 Revolver tightly and kept it pointed at his father. 

While Black Ice was beating Rachel and Janet, Michael couldn’t cry anymore.  He crept down to the basement and went to the hiding place where he had followed his mother to.  He grabbed one of the guns and ran back upstairs in hopes of stopping his father from killing the people he loved. 

“Why couldn’t you stay away and leave us alone?” Michael asked. “Go away daddy. Go away.” Michael said with tears running down his face blocking his vision.

“Boy put down that fucking gun or else.” Black Ice said. 

Michael began to shake as he tried to hold the gun steady in his little hands. 

“Boy did you hear what I told you?” Michael held his breath and used all his might and squeezed the trigger repeatedly.  

Bang! Bang! Bang! The first two shots hit Black Ice in the chest and the last one in his neck. Black Ice grabbed his neck to stop the blood from gushing out. He raised his gun and aimed it at Michael.  

Bang! Bang! Two shots fired simultaneously by both the guns. The bullet from Michael’s gun went into Black Ice’s head killing him instantly, but not before the bullet coming from Black Ice’s gun hit Michael’s chest sending him flying back.

“No! Lord No!” Rachel screamed as she watched her son get knocked down by the bullet. She used the last of her strength and lifted herself off the floor and limped over Black Ice’s body to Michael, who was squirming on the floor. Rachel knelt down and held Michael in her arms.

 “It’ll be okay baby. Just hold on baby.” Rachel cried as she held him closer to her body and began to rock back and forth.

              “See Mommy I told you I’d protect you.” Michael said and took his last breath and died.

              “No! No!” Rachel cried as his body went limp as she continued to hold him rocking back and forth crying.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 38 

              

              “Boy, do you hear me talking to you?” Black Ice said.

              Michael snapped back into reality from the vision he was seeing and realized he couldn’t leave his mother alone in the world.  

              “Boy, I’m not going to tell you again.” Black Ice said.

              Michael lowered the gun he was holding.

              “That’s right boy. Now I’m going to whip your ass and finish beating your stupid ass mother and her bitch ass cousin.” Black Ice walked towards Michael to take the gun out of his hand.

All the pain and the hurt he ever felt rushed Michael’s body. He raised the gun and repeatedly pulled the trigger.  

              Black Ice had no time to react as each bullet hit him making him fall over.  Michael walked over to his father and watched the blood pour out of him. Rachel watched in shock as her son stood over Black Ice and fired a shot at point blank range into Black Ice’s chest killing him.  Michael dropped the gun and ran over to his mother.

              “I’m coming Mommy. I have to get you and Janet some help.” Michael said.  

              Rachel was barely able to move as her ribs were broken and so was her arm. Janet wasn’t in much better shape with one leg broken, a few broken ribs, and blood was still pouring out of her gunshot wound to her shoulder. Rachel knew if she didn’t get Janet to the hospital soon she would die from the loss of blood. Rachel used what strength she had to pull Janet up and let her lean on her as they made their way to the front door.  Michael held the front door open. He watched as his mother and Janet collapsed at the glass front door.

              Police sirens could be heard as the police, ambulance and fire trucks were flying down the street. 

Michael yelled, “Help! Help! My Mommy and Janet need help!”

              “Help her first.” Rachel said to the rescue squad as she pointed at Janet who was unconscious.  

              “What happened here Miss? There was a call that shots were fired,” the police officer asked.

              “He’s inside. He tried to kill us, but my son shot him. He’s dead.” Rachel said.

              The officer looked at Michael and wondered how he was able to shoot a grown man. He told the officers what Rachel told him and they rushed into the house while Rachel watched Janet being taken away in the ambulance. Then another ambulance pulled up and the rescue squad came and took Rachel. Michael stayed by his mother’s side and held her hand.  

              Before the ambulance pulled off, an officer ran up to them and asked Rachel, “Miss, what was the man’s name that did this?”

              “Michael Ice, Sr.” Rachel replied.

              “We found a wallet on a body. It was the only one in there and the ID in the billfold read Jay Jay Conwest. We also found what appeared to be a bulletproof vest with the name Officer Reed stitched in the back of it.

              “No! No!” Rachel cried and knew Black Ice got away. “We’re never going to be free.”

              “Don’t cry Mommy. Don’t cry,” Michael said while hugging her and feeling her pain.  “We’ll be ready for him Mommy. We’ll be ready,” he consoled.

 

 

 

Chapter 39 

 

              “We have to control the bleeding. She has lost too much blood.” One of the doctors ordered. “We need to do an emergency cesarean. This lady is pregnant.”

              When the emergency staff got the woman prepped, the doctor gently cut her belly and pulled out the baby. The baby cried as it took its first breath of air. Roxy looked at her baby and whispered the name Michael.

              Beep! Beep! Beep! The lifeline monitors on Roxy went flat alarming the emergency crew.

              “We’re losing her!” The nurse in charge cried out.

              “There’s nothing we can do for her.  She has lost too much blood.” The doctor cried as Roxy fell into darkness and death.

              Detective Roy watched the whole thing and met the doctor as he walked out of the emergency room.

              “You won’t be getting any answers from her Detective Roy.” The doctor said to him. She lost too much blood and it’s a shame to see a young life lost.

              “What about the baby?” Detective Roy inquired.

              “The baby is in withdrawal. The poor thing had crack in his system, but in time he will be okay.”

              “Does she have any family?” Detective Roy asked.

              “Not that we know of. I think she named the baby Michael before she died.  The poor baby will end up in foster care just like any other child of a crack head.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A CHILD OF A CRACKHEAD

Part Two

 

 

Ten years later:  

The hustlers on the corner watched her voluptuous body walk down the sidewalk with another man.  

“Damn shorty, you’re fine as hell.” One of the hustlers yelled out not caring who she was with. 

The man wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her closer to him. They continued to walk down the sidewalk and around the block. As soon as they turned the corner and were no longer in sight, he let go of her waist and said, “Bitch didn’t I tell you to walk beside me, not in front of me or behind me?” Then he slapped her so hard in the face that she went flying to the ground.

              “But baby, I was walking beside you.  I can’t help that I have a nice body. The guys are going to look,” she said while crying and rubbing her face.

              “What?  Bitch you want to talk back.” He bent down and began to punch her furiously in the face, busting her lip, and making her eye swell shut.

              While she was screaming and crying in pain with each blow, something made the young thug stop his attack on his woman. He turned around to face a man about his age with a machete in his hand.

              “Chill Evil, this ain’t what it looks like. She tripped and fell.” he said while pointing to his girl on the concrete crying all curled up in a ball.

              “You know the rules.” Evil said in a voice that sent chills through the young thug’s spine.  

              “Wait no! No!” he begged and pleaded with his arms out in front of him to keep Evil at a distance, not knowing that his pleas were upon a cold heart and a deaf ear. 

Evil raised the machete high in the air and came down on the thug’s arm chopping his arm right off. 

“Ahhh!” The thug screamed as blood gushed out of his detached arm.  Evil came down again on the thug’s leg chopping it off at the knee.  

“Ahhh!” he screamed from the pain as he saw his leg being held together by just a piece of skin. The young thug turned on to his stomach and started crawling away using his good arm as his girl watched in horror as her man made his way to her legs where she was laying on the ground.  

              “Help me! Help me!” he said in a weak voice.

              Evil walked up to him, took off the young thug’s fitted hat, bent down and said, “You know my rule.”  

Evil stood back up and swung the machete with all his might and came down on the young thug’s neck.  Evil kept swinging the machete at his neck until his head rolled off. He picked up the head up and placed it in a bag.

              He turned and looked at the frightened woman covered in her man’s blood. One of her eyes was swollen shut so she looked at Evil with her good eye. Evil put his bloody hand to his lips and motioned her to be quiet. She knew better than to talk about what happened. She knew Evil would never hit a woman, but he would kill one if he had to.

              Michael Ice, Jr., or better known as Evil, walked down the street with a smile on his face, his bag in one hand, and a machete in the other. People around the neighborhood knew the rules he had. No hitting on women in his neighborhood. It didn’t matter what age or what they did. He would not see abuse of anymore women in his lifetime.

              In the shadows, a man with a scar on his face watched the whole thing while smoking on a cigarette stuffed with crack.  He smiled as he watched what the young man did to that thug. It wasn’t because he was protecting that woman, but because of the mayhem and the life he took on so easily. He inhaled the cigarette and laughed to himself.  “Like father, like son,” he said and disappeared into the shadows. 
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Chapter 1

April looked her lover in his eyes and let out a slight moan from the sensual act she was receiving with each stroke.  

              "Shit."  She squirmed as she clenched her teeth as her juices flowed out of her wet box and on to the bed sheets.  

              Her lover stroked even faster and harder. She screamed in ecstasy as she licked her lover's neck letting her tongue travel slowly to his lips. Their eyes locked on each other and April realized he really didn’t look anything like his profile picture on the website called My Face. 

              After chatting with him for months online with all the sweet words he messaged to her and the comments he left on her pictures, April didn’t care.  She wanted to meet this man in person.  Her pussy would just throb with the thought of his words alone and to finally have him inside her was a fantasy that finally came true.  

              She closed her eyes with a smile on her face.  And the moment of feeling his hard dick, stroking her inner walls sent a jolt of sweet sensation throughout her body.

              "Ahhhh Ahhhh!" April screamed as she felt a sharp pain in her neck.  

              She turned her head to see her lover pulling out a syringe from the side of her neck. The tip of the needle was now dripping with her blood and green liquid. 

              "Why?  Why?" April whispered as her world went black as she passed out losing consciousness. 
              Her lover wasted no time.  He pulled his hard dick out of her and put on his jeans.  He walked into April's kitchen opening a cabinet under the sink and took out a frying pan along with some corn oil.  He poured the corn oil into the pan and set the fire on the stove on high.  He walked to the front door of April’s apartment where he left his book bag in the corner.  He picked up the book bag and walked over to April on the bed and opened it removing duct tape and handcuffs.  He began to wrap her feet up together with the duct tape then handcuffs her hands to the headboard of the bed above her head and placed a gag ball that had straps on it inside her mouth.  

              He tightened the straps and ties it behind her head.  Once he was satisfied with his work, he walked back to the foot of the bed where his book bag was and slowly removed four different types and sizes of knives.  A thin sharp three inch knife, a thick four inch knife, a six inch double blade and last a chrome meat cleaver.  

              He walked to the side of the bed and let his hands roam her beautiful brown skin complexion body.  He touched her face softly and gently then let his hands travel down her naked body to her thighs.  He squeezed her thigh a little while holding the knife with his right hand.  He stuck the thin three inch knife into her thigh.  April's body jumped, but the drug he gave her kept her unconscious.  

              He began to slice a thin wedge of her thigh off as the blood gushed and went flying around the room as a huge hole opened up on her thigh.  He smiled as he looked at the white meat where he cut making it turn red.  He sliced more meat off her thigh, then from the side of her leg and then the back of her leg.
              He took the pieces of flesh that he had cut off of April's leg and placed them in the sink turning on the water to rinse off the fresh cut meat.  He pulled out a small bottle of Goya Adobo, an all-purpose seasoning, a bottle of Lawry’s Seasoning Salt, a bottle of Garlic Powder and last a pack of Sazon Goya.  Then took a metal bowl out of April’s cabinet and placed the pieces of flesh in it and began to season it.  

              Once satisfied with the flavoring, he placed one big piece and two small sized pieces into the hot frying pan with the oil bubbling.  He begins to hum a tune as he put some rice in a pot on the stove.  He looked in April's freezer and found some chopped broccoli and put it into a pot with a little bit of butter and water.  He flipped the thick pieces of meat over in the frying pan making sure they were cooked even on both sides.  He licked his lips intoxicated with the smell then grabbed a plate and put some rice and broccoli on it and added cheese to the broccoli.  Last he placed the cooked pieces of flesh on the plate as well.  He lifts the plate up and smelled it with a smile. With his plate he walked back into the bedroom and pulled a chair up next to April's bed.  He used a knife and fork and he cuts into the now cooked meat and eats it.

              "Mmmm." He hummed with each bite that he took.
              April could smell food cooking in the air as she was regaining consciousness.  She opened her eyes and tried to move only to realize she was handcuffed and duct taped up.  An agonizing pain shot through her whole body. 

              "Ahhhh!" she tried to scream, but the gag ball was in her mouth that made her screams come out muffled.  

              Tears streamed down her face as she wiggled and struggled to break free.  April stopped moving and lifted up her head to see a man sitting in a chair at the foot of the bed eating a plate of food.  

              "Who are….?" She mumbled.  

              At that moment it all came back to her.  The man at the foot of her bed was her My Face chat buddy that she had been talking on the internet with for six months.  Today was the first night they finally got to meet face to face and live out all their sexual fantasies they always chatted about.  

              'I knew something was wrong.  He didn’t look anything like his profile picture.  I was a fool so trapped up in his sweet words.'  April thought to herself as she cried uncontrollably.  

              Then she looked at the huge holes and chunks of flesh cut out of her right leg and all around it.  She panicked as the pain shot through her body.  

              "Why?  Why?" She mumbled through the gag ball as she realized he was sitting there eating her thigh.
              He put down the plate and wiped his lips and his chin with the back of his hands and walked over to her. 

              “Why? It's simple. We had two different fantasies and you fulfilled mine.  You taste as sweet as I thought you would and as good as you looked April."  He said as he grabbed her left thigh.  

              "I think I'm going to take some of you home with me and save some of your sweetness for later."  He said as he picked up a knife at the foot of the bed and began cutting into the flesh of her left leg.  He removed large chunks of pieces of meat from it. 

              April screamed and wiggled in excruciating pain with each cut he made.  She cried hysterically and felt as if she wanted to pass out from the pain.  April tried to beg him to stop with her eye contact.  
              He picked up the large pieces of flesh he cut from her thigh and opened his book bag and pulls out a few clear Ziploc Baggie and stuffs the pieces inside them.  He zipped the baggies up and placed them in his book bag.  

              "Shhhh!" He said as he stroked her hair and kissed her on her forehead.  
              April's eyes opened up wide as she felt a sharp blade slice into her neck cutting it from ear to ear.  She gasped for air as she choked on her own blood and looks in her new lover's eyes with her eyes still asking why as the blood gushed out of her neck. 

              Her last thought before she died was, 'God no!'              

              He smiled and went to the bathroom and grabbed a bottle of bleach and cleaned everything he had touched in the apartment.  Once he finished, he grabbed his book bag and left the apartment and walked out into the night sky and the fresh cool air.






 


Chapter 2

 

              Detective Lauren Pitman and her partner, Alexis Lovett, walked up to the crime scene that was full of uniformed police officer's and the forensic science lab that blocked the apartment off looking for evidence and clues to the homicide crime. 

              Detective Lauren had long red hair that flowed down to her shoulders with plump juicy lips and deep dark blue eyes with a brown tan skin complexion, and her body shape was curved like an hour glass.  She was thick in the thighs and an ass that looked like it belonged to a black woman.  Her partner, Detective Alexis Lovett, had a honey brown skin complexion with long chestnut colored hair weave that came down to the middle of her back.  Her eyes were a dark green that she inherited from her father and a face of an angel.  She had a body that most women wish they had and the icing on her was that voluptuous ass you only see in the magazine.  Everything about Alexis Lovett glowed and screamed sex appeal and sexy goddess.  

              Both women were in their early thirties and more than attractive. What made their jobs even harder were men in the police force that didn’t want to take them seriously, but they earned their respect due to their high profile arrests over the years.               

              "What are you two doing here?  This is a homicide not one of your internet murders." A tall skinny Detective with blonde hair wearing a gray suit said to them.  His concern caused the other officers in the room to laugh.
              "Listen, Detective Tyler, this is our case.  And as you like to joke and laugh, this is one of those internet homicides.  The same kind of homicide that got my partner and me more arrests than anyone in this room and yourself in your whole fucking career." Detective Alexis said with an attitude and then rolls her eyes.
              "Well, how the hell could this be one of your internet homicides when clearly the victim had been tied up, beaten, raped and then stabbed to death?" Detective Tyler asked with his face balled up that turned bright red.

              "Well, smart ass, my forensic science officer, Lynise, is on the victim's computer as we speak and she had texted me the information." Detective Lauren stated as she walked to the corner of the living room where April's computer was sitting on a desk.  

              Behind the computer, Lynise was sitting in the chair, a young woman in her early twenties with a dark skin complexion, the color of a sweet chocolate, with a box braided weave in her hair that flowed to her shoulders, and Gucci glasses on her face. 

              "Okay Lynise, pull up the files you got so far." Detective Lauren said. 

              "Okay, so far we got an old IM from a man whose screen name is Myheartlesslife.  The IM said he was coming to meet our victim, April, three days ago at eight o'clock p.m.  From what I see, they have been chatting for six months and about three days ago was their first time meeting.  When I use his email address to pull up his My Face profile, it's been deleted."  Lynise said.  

              "So with that information alone, Mr. Tyler, this case is now me and my partners.  So I guess this discussion is over with."  Detective Alexis said sarcastically.  

              Detective Tyler grabbed his partner and stormed out of the apartment mumbling under his breath.  

              "Look at this, Alexis; I think it’s the same killer we've been tracking for nine months now.  Look at the huge cuts in her thighs and pieces of flesh missing."  Lauren said.  

              Alexis looked at April's legs and the deep cut on her neck.  She noticed a plate on the chair next to the bed that had left over rice and broccoli with a small piece of meat on it.  

              "One guess, I would say I know where the cut pieces of her flesh from her thighs went.  

              "What kind of person would eat people and to think we have one of these psychos in New York.  This is the fourth victim in nine months.  We need to put a fucking stop to this monster!" Alexis stated.
              "Let's head back to the precinct and wait for the final forensic report." Lauren responded as her and Alexis left the apartment and out the building and gets into a dark blue Dodge Charger and pulls off.  

              "How the hell does he keep getting to these women?" Alexis asked as she stopped at a red light.
              "It's 2012 girl!  Come on how many of us has met a dude off an online website and slept with him?  I know I did, but your ass will never hear me say that out loud to anybody, but you.  My Face is the easiest way to meet people and get to know them.  You could set up a one night stand or build a relationship with someone.  Shit that’s how I met my last man, Antonio, with his fine ass.  With him the saying was so true, 'Once you go black…you never go back.' Now that young man was putting it on my ass with his chocolate muscular body.  When people ask how we met, I would lie and say he just came up to me and started talking to me on the street one day and we hit it off ever since.  And it was a great relationship for the six months it lasted until I caught his ass emailing and chatting with the next chick on My Face.  I read his inbox messages of him telling these girls all the things he wanted to do to them.  And then I would find inbox messages from them saying how they loved the way he felt inside them and how he hit it from the back. That's all I needed to see.  What the fuck?  He was lucky breaking up with him is all I did with his ass and not cut him." Lauren said as she shook her head from side to side laughing at her joke.  

              "Yea you’re right because I done got my ass some good ass lovers off of My Face.  Shit Kay was a bad bitch.  She ate my pussy right all the time and she makes my girl I have now, look like she don’t even know what hell she's doing." Alexis responded causing Lauren to raise her left eye brow and ball up her face.
              "Whatever, I’ll stick to my dick.  I get the best of both worlds.  I get it licked and stuck." Lauren stated.
              "Bitch please a woman can eat pussy way better than any man.  You would know that if you tried it once, but after I get my sweet box licked right I can call one of my male friends to pipe it right." Alexis responded.
              "Okay! Okay!  I don’t need that picture in my head.  Back to the topic at hand, it just goes to show you everybody in the world has done met someone on a social network and got it on in this world with people texting and staying online to interact with each other.  I just hope we get this damn Social Network Killer before he kills anyone else and that April's body will eventually give us some kind of clues." Lauren stated.







 


Chapter 3


              Across town the S.N. Killer sat at his desk typing on his computer. He had twenty different profiles set up on any social network you could think of. 

              "Mmmm!" He moaned as he looked at a profile picture of a young woman who sent him a friend request.  

              He accepted her request and continued to scroll through her pictures.  Her screen name was Apple and from the pictures he could tell she was a young Jamaican, who was twenty two and just had a baby.  He commented on some of her pictures typing, 'very sexy Daddy likes' under one picture of Apple showing off her thick thighs and ass only wearing a thong and tank top.  

              He smiled as he looked up on the left hand corner of the computer screen and could see he had five new messages.  He clicked on the messages icon and it sent him straight to his inbox.  There was a message from Apple and four other women he had been chatting with for a while.  He clicked onto Apple's message which stated, 'Hey how are you doing hunnie?  You’re very sexy I love your body.'
              The S.N. Killer grinned and clicked to reply typing, 'I’m fine just at home relaxing after a long day of work and thank you very much, with your pretty sexy yourself.'  He clicked to send the message. 
              In less than a second a new message from Apple came in.  

              “Damn that was fast.  Shit, they normally make me wait a few before replying back.”  He said out loud to himself as he clicked onto Apple's new message, 'I’m happy you like what you see hunnie : ) anyway I’m bored as hell, what's your address?  Maybe we can explore each other’s bodies and you can take me to heaven.'  
              The S.N. Killer smiled, 'The fast ones make it way too easy and it's been three days and I'm all out of my sweet tasting April and have an itch I need to scratch.'  He thought to himself as he began to type.  'Okay that sounds real good baby.  I live in Harlem.  I can send a cab to come pick you up.  Your profile says you live in Brooklyn.  Where at? And what's your real name sexy?'  He typed then sent the message. 
              While waiting for her to respond he sent a message out to other women asking how are they doing and how was their day.  A message came in from one woman named Ana.  

Ana was in her early forties who had light skin and what most would call a red bone.  She had three children her oldest being eighteen.  With one look at Ana's pictures you would have sworn she was much younger.  Her body was thick in all the right places.  She had Chinese looking eyes and long jet black hair that she kept in a bun.  She replied to his message, 'You know all the right things to say dear.  I been married for twenty years and my husband don’t even ask how my day was or pay me any attention.  I’m fine, had a long day at work, by the way I love the attention you give me. How are you dear?' 

The S.N. Killer grinned as he read the message and began to type, 'A man is a fool, not to pay you any attention.  Your time is worth more than gold.  Your smile has powers like no other, when you smile others smile, when you walk men and women both have to stop and look. Always remember baby who you are, more than a star but a goddess among queens and kings that can't always see what's in front of their face'.  The S.N. Killer pressed the send button and grinned.  He repeated what he just sent out loud to himself and busts out laughing, "Hahaha!"  

He stopped laughing when he heard a beeping sound letting him know he received a new message.  He looked in his inbox and seen the new message was from Apple and opened it.

'Ok I live on 46th Street and Church Avenue.  My mother said she would watch my son for me so I can stay the whole weekend if you like and you can do all kinds of things to me. Hehehe :) lol and don’t worry about my real name just call me Apple and I'll call you Mreatitbetter.  It makes the fantasy better and nastier lol.  Here's my number 692- 888- 0810.  Text me when the cab is close.  I'll be waiting.' 

The S.N. Killer licked his lips and picked up one of the many pre-paid phones he owned and took down Apple's number saving it to his phone.  Then he text her, 'Hey baby it's Mreatitbetter.  Make sure you save my number sexy and the cab will be there in twenty minutes.'  He wrote and sent the text. 

In a matter of seconds, he received a text back. 'Ok baby I'll be waiting, mwah! Lol' Apple responded.  

The S.N. Killer grinned and dialed his cab driver's number.  The driver picked up on the first ring. 

"I need you to pick a woman up on 46th Street and Church Avenue in Brooklyn and be fucking fast about it!"  The S.N. Killer shouted.

"Yes boss." The cab driver answered nervously and hung up the phone.  

Apple stood outside of her building wearing a dark blue pea coat with the matching color four inch heels to go with it, along with a tight fitting pair of Apple Bottom jeans that showed off her voluptuous thick body, and a black purse.  She was pleased to see the cab pull up in front of her building. 

"You my cab, right?" Apple asked as she bent over and stuck her head in the passenger side window.  

The East Indian driver shook his head up and down.  Apple hopped in the back seat and began to text her best friend, Dalisia, 'Girl, I'm about to go see some eye candy and put it on his ass and from his picture he looks sexy as hell, but to keep it real with you I don’t care if he don’t look as sexy as his picture, I'm bored and need some dick and needed to get out my damn house away from my son for a while.' Apple wrote and sent the text.  

Dalisia had texted right back. Apple opened and began to read, 'Girl I feel you, and I did the same thing yesterday.  Remember I told you I met some cute ass nigga from the Bronx online and we went to a hotel, but Apple make sure you text me his address.  You know our rule when we meet new guys.  It's always better to be on the safe side.'  

Apple texted back, 'Okay I got you boo.'  When she looked up from her phone, she was surprised to see that the cab had stopped and they were in Harlem parked in front of a three story brown stone townhouse. 

"Ummm, are we here?" Apple asked. 

"Yes we're here, Miss.  It's that house right there with the red door."  The driver replied in a strong Eastern Indian accent. 

"Okay, thank you.  Do I owe you money or do I have to wait until he comes out and pay you?  And what's this address?" Apple asked.

"No!  No!  He paid already and I don’t know this address.  I don’t speak English!"  The driver exclaimed. 

"What the hell?  We've been talking this whole time.  How don’t you know the address, you drove us here?  What the fuck ever, asshole!"  Apple shouted and stepped out of the cab and slammed the door shut.  

The cab driver shook his head and looked her in the eyes.  When their eyes met, Apple could feel and see pain in them and a man who was looking for help. Her face softened up. 

"Ummm, I'm sorry."  As soon as the words left her mouth the cab driver pulled off.

Apple looked at the cab speed down the block and turned the corner like it was on rails. 

"Oh well." She said and shrugged her shoulders and began to text Mreatitbetter, 'I'm outside and your cab driver was an asshole and weird,' she wrote then pressed send.   

Her phone vibrated letting her know she received a new text messages, 'Hey sexy don’t worry about him.  My house is 323 the doors unlocked, come in, I’m still straightening up my place.  Can't have you thinking I'm a messy ass man lmao.'  

Apple burst out laughing when she was done reading the text message.  She looked at her phone screen once more and realized she was standing in front of town house 323.  She walked up the stairs while texting her best friend, Dalisia, 'Girl, I don’t know the block the cab driver dropped me off on because he was a son of a bitch, but I'm in Harlem, I know that and the house address read 323.  I'll hit you back up in a few when I look at his mail or something to give you the full address and tell you if the dick was any good lol.'  

Apple twisted the door knob and opened up the front door and walked in the huge brown stone townhouse.  The door slammed shut behind her and locked making her jump out of shock and turned around real quick.  

"Hey Mreatitbetter which way do I go?"  She asked with a cheesy smile on her face.

"Oh come down the hallway pass the staircase to the first room!" Mreatitbetter shouted. 

Apple's heels clicked on the hard wood floors in which only made her feel even sexier.  She walked down the hallway passed the staircase to a door that was open.  When she stepped into the room, she took everything in.  There were lit candles everywhere setting the mood.  The room was a huge living room with a red leather living room set and a glass coffee table with an open bottle of Merlot on it.

Mreatitbetter walked out from a side room with his shirt off showing off his muscles and a six pack stomach and only wearing a pair of blue Levi jeans.  

"And who are you?" Apple asked with her hands on her hips and licked her lips seductively with lust in her eyes. 

"I’m Mreatitbetter." The man replied with a smile on his face showing off his perfect white teeth.  

"Damn your fine!  But why you lie and put pictures up on My Face that isn’t even you.  Shit it's not even the same race." Apple stated and rolled her eyes.  

"I don’t know, I guess I do it to see if a woman would really like me for me after meeting me and not base it on the pictures I put up on there. And then I will see the real attraction they have for me." He replied.  

Apple looked at him and smiled.  

"So are we just going to talk all night, because I’m here and need some dick?"  She said while removing her blue pea coat and tossing it on the red love seat.  

"Good, that's what I was hoping you would say sexy."  He replied while grabbing the Merlot bottle of wine from the glass coffee table. 

He put the bottle to his lips and let the sweet smooth wine run down his throat,

"Mmmm" He moaned as he walked toward Apple and seductively pressed the bottle to her mouth.  

Apple let the Merlot run down her throat then began to suck the tip of the wine bottle as if it was a dick and she wrapped her lips around the tip.  He pulled the bottle out of Apple's mouth.  Apple had wine all around her lips.  He kissed her deeply and passionately. Their tongues danced in each other's mouths as their hands roamed each other's bodies.  Apple wasted no time removing her heels and wiggled out of her jeans and tossed her blouse.  With only his pinky finger, he unstrapped her bra and watched it drop to the floor.  He stood there for a second looking at her breasts and thickly shaped body standing there with nothing but a thong on. 

"Open your mouth and hold your head back sexy."  He said with lust in his voice. 

Apple did as she was told.  He slowly poured the wine in her mouth.  It overflowed and ran out of her mouth and onto her breast and down her thighs.  He put the bottle back down onto the coffee table while kissing her moving down to her right breast where the wine had dripped down.  He moaned as he used his tongue to circle around her nipple and slowly traveled down her stomach towards her thighs kissing and sucking each one at a time.  She moaned in ecstasy as her pussy pulsated and got wet as he moved her thong over to the side and gently licked her clit.  

"Shit!" She moaned as chills went through her body. 

"Mmmm, you taste so damn sweet.  I could eat you right up." He groaned as he took her clit in to his mouth sucking and kissing it at the same time while indulging his face into it. 

"Ooweee, yes!  Suck that pussy, damn!"  She moaned then screamed as she came all in his mouth.  

She shook while holding the back of his head pressing his face all into her sweet box.  He stood up and she licked her cum off of his chin and stuck her tongue in his mouth.  

"Mmmm!" She moaned as she unbuttoned his jeans with one hand and drops to her knees. 

"Oh you’re a nasty one!  I like that shit." He groaned as he felt her lips wrap around the head of his dick sucking it.  

Her head twisted from side to side as she worked her magic.  She bobbed her head back and forth and pulled his dick out and spit on it and took his five inch dick back inside her mouth.   

"Shiiit! Oh God!" He groaned as he couldn’t take the sweet sensation any longer.  

He lifted her up and pushed her onto the couch rough and turned her around and bent her over.  

Apple let out a slight laugh.  

"Oh Daddy, I like it rough.  I've been a bad girl.  Are you going to spank me?" She teased while looking back at him and shaking her ass.  

He balled up his face and slid right into her and began to pound furiously while smacking her right butt cheek and holding her waist with his left hand. 

"Yea, take that you freak!  You like that don’t you!" He groaned with each stroke. 

Apple laughed. 

"Hahaha!  You can do better than that.  Fuck me like a man!  Fuck me like you mean it and tear this pussy up!" she shouted. 

That only made him angry.  He thrusts in and out of her as hard as he could.  

"You fucking bitch take this dick!" He groaned as he slammed into her with all his might.  

And to his surprise Apple was throwing her ass back on him even harder with a rhythm, up and down, side to side and wouldn't stop wiggling it.  

"Then throw it back again.  That’s all you got? Give it to me." She moaned while talking shit and looking back at him dead in the eyes. 

He grabbed her weave and pulled it while thrusting as hard as he could feeling as if his heart was going to explode from beating Apple's pussy so hard.  His heart was beating so fast it felt like it was going to come out his chest. 

"Fuck me faster and harder!" She screamed. 

'What the fucking hell?  This woman is a beast.' He thought to himself. 

"Damn you're not doing it right and pulling my good weave out for nothing." She yelled and pulled away making him slide out of her.  

She stood up and turned around.  She grabbed him by the shoulders and forced him on to the couch and lowered herself on top of him and began to ride him, bouncing her ass up and down on his hard dick.  

"Shit!" He screamed as her nails dug into his chest.  

"Fuck it's not hard enough.  Pump the fuck back and tear this pussy up now!" Apple screamed as she became more frustrated from being unable to climax and release the juices that she so badly needed too.  

She stood up on the soles of her feet while riding him in hopes of getting a deeper penetration slamming down on his dick with all her might. 

"Ahhhh!" He groaned in pain. 

Between Apple’s body weight slamming onto his pelvic area and the friction burn on his dick from her riding him so hard and fast, he felt as if he was going to go insane if she didn’t stop soon.  

"Schmmp!" Apple sucked her teeth. 

"Shit I'm not going to be able to cum.  I barely feel that small dick inside me."  She said as she stop bouncing up and down like a mad woman and slides off his dick.  

"Where's your bathroom?  I need to get cleaned up so I can go."  She said with an attitude and sexually frustrated that she was left unsatisfied.  

He pointed to a door. 

"Go down the hallway.  It’s the room on the left."  He said out of breath all hard after the workout she just put on him.  

She grabbed her clothes and high heels and stomped out the room.  She dug in her purse and pulled out her blackberry phone and began to text her best friend, Dalisia, 'Girl, this shit was a waste of my time.  I was better off fucking a nigga in the hood. The fool’s name was Mreatitbetter, shit that's all he can do right, because his dick was small as hell.  I barely felt that thing inside me.  It was like a pinky finger girl.  And he had the nerves to pull my hair like he was doing something, and he lied about his profile, the pictures in it weren’t even him.' Apple wrote and sent out the message.  

She pushed open a door and looked up from her phone screen to realize she went into the wrong room.  She had gone to the door on the right.  

“Oh shit, he said the bathroom was the door on the left, the little dick motherfucker.”  She said out loud as she was about to turn around and walk out the room, but lights from computers screens and laptops caught her attention.  

“What the hell!” She said as she walks deeper into the small room.  

The room had two long folding tables.  There were five computers on one and five laptops on the next one.  She looked at each screen one by one and couldn’t believe her eyes.  There were different profiles and screen names, all logos on the screens were that of My Face accounts with different pictures, none of them was him or even close to looking like him.  She walked down to the next table filled with laptops to see them signed in different social network sites.  And all had instant messages open.  With women telling how sexy he looked and how he looked like he would have a big dick and could fuck. 

“Hahaha!” Apple laughs. 

“Shit, only if they knew how wrong they are.” She laughed so hard.  

She dropped her phone and it hit a key on the laptop.  And a new window popped up with pictures.  She used the touch pad on the keyboard to click over and look at the pictures.  Every click she made her body began to tremble and she became terrified as she glanced at picture after picture of women with screen names and at the bottom of the picture a huge piece of their thighs cut off and pieces of their arms chopped off and them tied to a bed, or duct taped up unable to move, but last their necks were sliced wide open.  Next to each picture was a gourmet meal with the same screen name as each woman that was sliced open. 

“This can't be fake, oh shit!”  She said then covered her mouth.  

Her stomach churned and she tried to hold the chunks of food that was still in it so she wouldn't regurgitate. She couldn't hold it anymore and she vomits out her mouth and through her hands that were covering her mouth. 

“Oh God! Oh God!”  She quietly said in horror as she bent over throwing up.  

“I have to get the fuck up out of here!”'  She quickly puts on her thong and wiggled her way back into her jeans while holding her blouse and heels along with her purse in her hands.

"You shouldn’t have come in here my sweet fucking, Apple."  

Apple heard a creepy voice boom from behind her sending a chill of horror running through her body.  She turned around to see Mreatitbetter standing there naked with a shiny chrome meat cleaver with a black handle in his left hand. 

"Please, don’t hurt me. I didn’t see anything.  I don’t even know your real name."  She said with tears flowing down her face and in a voice of terror. 

"Hahaha!" The S.N. Killer burst out laughing. 

"Hmmm, if you didn’t see anything, how come that's the first thing you said?  Hahaha!  You went from a bitch talking shit giving me attitude and making it seem as if my dick was too small for you, like my shit wasn’t even doing anything for you.  You are all the same.  Always begging and crying at the end.  Did you ever think my dick is not the problem?  It's not small just you who fucks a lot and your pussy hole and insides are stretched the fuck out!"  He yelled as he raised the meat cleaver high.  

"No!" Apple screamed and threw one of her high heel shoes.  

He dodged the first shoe, but the next one caught him right in the right eye. 

"Ahhhh!" He screamed while bending over hollering in pain and holding his eye.  

She took off running passed him but not before he swung the meat cleaver wildly and sliced her on the arm.  

"Ahhhh!"  She screamed and ran out of the room and through the living room down the hallway to the front door while trying to dial 911.  

Her fingers were shaking and she pressed 914 instead.  

“Damn!”  She shouted once she heard a dial tone and looked at the phone and realized what she had done.  

She twisted the door knob to the front door, but it wouldn’t open.  She looked closer and studied the door to see that it was locked from the inside and only could be opened with a key.  

"Ahhhh!"  She hollered as she felt a large cut open up on her back from a slash from the meat cleaver.  

She turned around crying and screaming while swinging her fist. She punched the S.N. Killer in the nose and took off running and screaming.  

"Help me, someone please help me, help!"  

"You're only making this shit worse for you, bitch.  That's the second time you hit me.  Now I’m going to hurt you real bad.  There is no where you can go my sweet, Apple.  This is my house!"  He warned her.  

Apple ran into the living room.  Her arm was dripping blood and the large straight slash down her back was dripping blood down her jeans soaking them and falling down onto the cream carpet.  With her face scrunched up and tears pouring down her face 

"God, help me, please!" She said and looked at her phone.  

The screen somehow was cracked in half and there was no signal.  

"No, God no!" She looked down at the glass coffee table to see that the emptied Merlot bottle was still there.  She grabbed it just as the S.N. Killer came in the room screaming. 

"Ahhhh, I'll kill you and eat your heart while it's still beating!" He shouted while running towards her butt naked with his dick swinging side to side and the meat cleaver raised high in the air.  

As soon as he got close enough, she swung the Merlot bottle with all her might.  The bottle crashed into the side of the S.N. Killer's head breaking the bottle into tiny pieces knocking him sideways to the ground.   

"Ahhhh!" He screamed in agonizing pain and anger as blood leaked from his temple.  

Apple ran passed him panicking and looking around, not knowing where to go.  

‘If I go higher up, maybe I'll get a signal or can climb out a window.' She thought to herself.  

She ran up the stairs to the second floor.  Her breasts bounced every which way as she ran as the only piece of clothing she had on was her jeans.  There were four doors.  She ran to each one and wiggled the door knobs, but couldn’t get into the rooms.  She felt her phone vibrate letting her know she got a new text message.  She opened it and read, 'This is my house, bitch.  There's nowhere for you to hide.'  Apple covered her mouth to keep from screaming.  She twisted the door knob one more time.  The door crept open to her surprise as she heard footsteps running up the stairs. She quickly ran in the room and shut the door and twisted the lock on the door knob while crying and back pedaling backwards.  She bumped into a chair and turned around.  The room was pitch-black, and as she looked closer she made out what looked to be curtains.  Apple smiled and ran to the curtains and pulled them open to reveal a double paned window.  She tried to lift the window up, but it wouldn’t budge.  

“Oh shit!” She yelled as the sound of the S.N. Killer’s bare feet could be heard kicking the door.  

She looked at the window. She started pounding on it with her closed fists in hopes of breaking it.  

“No, please no!” She screamed then looked up to see the locks on the windows.  

She twisted them left and was shocked the windows opened up when she lifts it up.  As soon as the window opened, the room door flew open from a furious kick by the S.N. Killer.  Apple looked back and screamed as she seen him standing at the door way naked with the meat cleaver in his hand smiling. 

"Ahhhh! Ahhhh!"  She yelled as she began to climb out the window.  

"Help me! Someone help me!" She shouted with her body hanging half way out the window.   

She heard a beeping sound letting her know her phone had a signal. She pressed number 1 for speed dial and called her best friend, Dalisia, in the matter of seconds.  

"Hello girl, I know your ass was tight.  He had a little dick." Dalisia said into the phone and starts laughing.  Her laughter was cut short when she heard Apple's cries for help. 

"Dalisia, help me.  He’s trying to kill me!" Apple yelled into the phone while still climbing out the window.  Then felt a pair of hands grab her legs.  

"Noooo!"  She screamed and cried trying to wiggle free.  

She started kicking, but felt a sharp pain enter the back. The S.N. Killer removed the syringe with the four inch needle from Apple's back.  The needle was dripping brown liquid mixed with her blood.  Apple felt her body go limp and weak.  Her body went limp.  She was paralyzed from the neck down.  

"Apple!  Apple, where are you?" Dalisia shouted into the phone.  

"Help me he’s going to kill me." Apple said in a whimper as the phone dropped out of her hand.  

It fell two stories down and cracked into tiny pieces on the sidewalk.  All Apple could feel was her body being dragged back into the house.  She felt every bump and scrape she got from him pulling her back in the house.  

The S.N. Killer looked out the window.  He looked both ways up and down the block to make sure no neighbors or anybody else had heard the screams for help.  It was four a.m. and he knew no one would be outside, but still he had to make sure.  He closed the window and locked it then closed the curtains.  The S.N. Killer turned around and looked at Apple on the floor unable to move.  Tears were streaming down her face.  He licked his lips as he stared at her hard nipples on her breast.
              "What?  What have you done to me?  Why can't I feel my arms or legs and can't even move?" Apple asked in a weak voice.  She was losing the ability to talk.
              The S.N. Killer stood over her and grinned. 

"See you was a little problem my sweet, Apple.  I usually drug my victims before I fulfill my fantasy so they cannot fight back like your ass did.  The last thing I need is for them to somehow get my DNA under the nails of one of my victims.  Shit, you hit me with a bottle and your heel ‘schmmp’." He said while making a sucking sound with his teeth and shaking his head side to side in disgust.  

"I gave you a shot of a Ketamine.  It's a drug that leaves you moderately sedated."
              "No!  No!  God no!" Apple screamed in a weak voice.
              The S.N. Killer grabbed both of her legs by her ankles and began to drag her out of the room.  Fear ran through Apple's body as she felt even more helpless as he dragged her up another flight of stairs.  She felt every bump her head made from hitting the steps.  Apple tried to move her body, but she had no control.  She noticed the only thing she really could move was her eyes.  She moved her eyes from side to side to see where she was at and tried to keep from crying because her tears blurred her vision and she wasn't able to wipe the tears away.  She felt her body being lifted up and placed on a cold stainless steel counter.  She looked around and realized she was in a huge kitchen.  The whole third floor was transformed into a kitchen fit for a master top chef.  All the appliances were that of stainless steel.  Apple could hear water running into a pot and jars being opened. 
              The S.N. Killer took out a box of Ronzoni Fettuccine Pasta and put it in the pot of boiling water and added salt and butter into the pot as well.  He grabbed a frying pan that was hanging over Apple's head that was hung up with the many different sizes pots and pans on the hanging rack.  He put the frying pan on the stove and poured some cooking oil in it.  He walked over to Apple with a meat cleaver in his hand.

"My sweet Apple, do you know one of the greatest joys in this world is food.  There's nothing that can compare to a great meal.  The taste of a great cooked meal that you savor each morsel is that of divine ecstasy.  Sex is not even better than a well thought out meal.  And what makes it more amazing is cooking in the nude."  He said then swung his five inch dick from side to side doing a fake dance.
              "No!  Don’t hurt me, please.  I won't say anything to nobody." Apple said in a weak voice because the drug in her system still made it hard for her to speak.
              "Yea, you're right!  I should cut there, but I bet her breast will taste even better!" The S.N. Killer said out loud talking to himself.
              "Who are you talking too?  No, don’t cut me!  God, help me please.  Please, just let me go home to my family." Apple mumbled the words out of her weak voice.
              "What, you don’t hear him sweet Apple?" His voice is so loud in my head the S.N. Killer said through his clenched teeth while pounding on his head repeatedly with a closed fist.
              "Noooo!" Apple screamed as she realized this naked man was even crazier than she had thought.  'Dalisia heard me.  She called the cops and they will find me in time.'  Apple thought to herself, as tears rolled down the side of her face.

The S.N. Killer looked down at Apple. 

"No, please let me go home to my son.  He's only eight months and he needs me.”
              The S.N. killer looked at her then laughed.

"Hahaha, if you loved him so much and he needed you, your ass wouldn’t have come out for some dick to a man's house you didn’t even know.  So save the bullshit.  You're ruining my mood." 

Without any warning or crazy explanation, he came down hard with the meat cleaver chopping into her stomach.
              "Ahhhh!" Apple screamed as loud as she could even with the muscles in her voice box and throat being so weak. 
              He chopped over and over until a huge hole opened up in her stomach.  He stuck his hands into her wound digging into her stomach and pulling her skin apart.  The sound of her stomach ripping echoed through the room as he stuck his hands deeper inside moving organs around until he found what he was searching for.  He slowly pulled her large intestine out of her then used the meat cleaver to cut it from her body.  He carried the intestine to the sink and washed it off then put it on a chopping board.  He sliced it into small pieces and dropped them into the frying pan with the boiling hot oil.
              "Ahhhh!" Apple screamed and cried in excruciating pain and coughed up blood.  

Her stomach was cut wide open and her insides were ripped apart with some organs hanging out of her.  She felt everything, but was unable to move and fight back.  

"God, please no! Don't let this be happening."  She cried.
              The S.N. Killer flipped the meat over and over in the frying pan until it looked evenly cooked on both sides.  He emptied a jar of Ragu Garden Combination Sauce into the pan and let the sauce heat up until it was bubbling.  He poured the hot boiling water out of the cooked Fettuccine noodles into a strainer.  He then dished out some noodles onto a plate.  He picked up the frying pan by the handle and poured the sauce mix with Apple's intestines covering the noodles.  The S.N. Killer grinned as he twisted his fork in the noodles and sauce and scooped up a big piece of her intestine stuffing it into his watering mouth. 

"Mmmm." He moaned and hummed with each bite he took.  

His eyes rolled to the back of his head.

"Damn, my sweet Apple, you taste simply delicious."  He ate every bite on his plate in a matter of seconds.  

He dropped the plate in the sink and walked back over to Apple looking down at her with a deranged smirk.
              "Help me!  Help me! No more, please. No more! Please just kill me." Apple said in a weak voice as blood pumped out her stomach.
              "I should eat that next!  Do you really think it will taste sweet even like that?" The S.N. Killer asked the voice in his head.  He butchered away with the meat cleaver.
              "Ahhhh! No! God no!" Apple cried hysterically as he chopped her left breast off and it only hung on by a little thin piece of skin. 
              He tore her breast ripping it away from her body.  He dropped the meat cleaver on the stainless steel counter next to Apple's body and held her breast in his hands.  He raised it up and licked her thick nipple then bit into it.  He ate the flesh and fat from her breast with blood mixed and fat dripping off his lips, down his chin and onto his chest.  The more he ate the more aroused he became.  His five inch dick grew hard as a rock.  He ate until he got full and dropped whatever was left of her breast onto the floor.  

Apple had watched him from the corner of her eyes in horror until she passed out from the pain and loss of blood.  

“Hmmm, yes she did taste better than any I ever had.  You're right I should cook her heart on the George Foreman grill for dinner tomorrow.” The S.N. Killer said talking to the voice in his head.  

He picked up the meat cleaver and raised it high in the air and with all his might came down on the center of Apple's chest.  Apple's eyes opened up wide due to the force of impact and felt pain traveling through her body.  Tears streamed down her face as he chopped and ripped away her flesh with his bare hands until he came to rib cage that guarded her heart.  He chopped with more force until the bones cracked.  He bent the bones outwards looking at Apple's beating heart covered in blood.  He grabbed her beating heart in his hand and tore it out of her chest.  He walked to the cabinet and took out a freezer bag and placed the heart inside it and places it inside the freezer.  He smiled as he looked at Apple's lifeless body and blood everywhere on his stainless steel kitchen.  He looked down at his naked body covered in her blood and he grabs his hard dick and jerked it back and forth. 

"Oh yea." He moaned as he pumped his dick faster and harder until he shot his cum onto the floor.
              An hour and half later, the S.N. Killer had freshened up and got dressed.  He had cleaned up all the blood in his kitchen and wrapped Apple's body up in clear plastic.  He walked outside to the front door and popped the address numbers off the side of the townhouse and replaced the number 323 with 467.  He made his way down the front steps of his house and picked up all the pieces of Apple's broken cell phone and took them inside the house.  

Ten minutes later, a yellow cab pulled up in front of the house.  The S.N. Killer looked at the driver. 

"You know what to do.  Now pop open the damn trunk of the car."  

The S.N. Killer grabbed Apple's body that was in the doorway of the front door and carried her in both of his arms and dropped her in the trunk and closed it.  He gave one last look to the cab driver sending chills throughout his body before he entered his home and shut the door.  The cab driver pulled off knowing what he had to do, but not really wanting any part of it.              






 


Chapter 4

 

Alexis and Lauren sat side by side next to Lynise in their private office looking at April's computer.  

"Listen, we checked all her emails going out and coming in.  I hooked her hard drive to my laptop and whoever this Social Network Killer is, I can't trace him.  He's got to be a hacker or a fucking genius.  I have one of the strongest programs in the world and it should be able to track anyone online or whoever sent an email, but when I try and trace this Social Network Killer, it ends up giving me a fake address somewhere in Japan or China.  No name, nothing.  The last time I hooked the victim's computer to mine I got a virus that wiped out everything." Lynise said.
              "So what you're saying is we have nothing.  We test the victim's bed sheets and body fluids for DNA and hair and found nothing.  The phone number to the guy the victim called last I'm betting is our damn S.N. Killer.  The number is disconnected.  He’s too smart to use a damn phone with a plan.  So, you know the phone was prepaid and he tossed the SIM Card." Alexis said with an attitude.
              "Wait.  What did you just say, Alexis?"  Lauren asked as thoughts flashed through her mind.
              "What part, I said a lot?" Alexis responded. 
              "You said something about us unable to track the phone he used because it was a prepaid phone, but what if we try to track the SIM Card?  If we find the phone store he bought the SIM Card from, we can finally find the S.N. Killer, because I'm betting any amount of money that he has a few different phones, but even more SIM Cards.  What's the point of keep buying new phones after he kills each victim when all he has to do is change the SIM Card with a new one?" Lauren asked with a smile on her face.
              “That’s why you’re my bitch, Lauren.  We should have been thought of that! But, it’s not going to be easier done then said.  There are millions of different phone stores in New York when we do find it.  I doubt if the people working in the store remembers who they sold the SIM Card to.  That would be asking for a miracle.  But let's try and make it happen." Alexis stated.
              "Lynise, I need you to call the phone company that our suspect's number came from and find out what store sold the SIM Card." Lauren said.
              "Okay, no problem, but we have to wait until after seven a.m. so I can speak to a live operator.  So that will give us two hours to continue looking through the victim's files and search online for any profiles that look like it might be our suspects."  Lynise replied.
              An hour later, Alexis looked at her watch and rubbed her eyes while drinking a cup of coffee.  

"Lauren, I know it's only six a.m., but I'm tired as hell and I won't be any good to anyone if I don’t get any rest.  We've been working double shifts all week now.  My body can't handle anymore today.  It feels like my body is shutting down on me.  Plus, I have a feeling that I need to check on my daughter, Shenice."  Alexis stated.
              "I feel you, girl.  I'm tired too.  Shenice is sixteen and how much trouble can she get in with you as her mother?  Besides, isn't your woman Cassandra watching her and taking care of her?  Or does she be in the house all the time sleeping?  I really don’t know what you see in that lazy woman.  All she does is live off of you." Lauren said.
              "Listen Lauren, I don’t like you talking about my woman, even if it is true.  I do get tired of her not doing shit with her life, but sleeping all day and shopping.  Besides she’s sexy as fuck and make up for it all in the bedroom trust that." Alexis replied.
              "Shit, if her skills were all that, your ass wouldn’t be sneaking around getting head on the side." Lauren mumbled.
              "What!  What was that you said?" Alexis responded.
              "It was nothing.  Go home and get some rest, girl.  Lynise and I will follow up on the lead and see if we can come up with anything." Lauren replied.
              "Ok ladies, I'll see ya'll later." Alexis said as she waved goodbye and walked out of the office.  

She pulled her keys out of her purse and hit the remote button on her keys turning off the alarm and unlocking the doors to her baby powder blue CLS Coupe Mercedes Benz.  She hopped in and started up the car and pulled off.
              As she drove home, her mind flashed back to the days she wasn’t always so well off, coming from a single parent home, with just her mother raising her and her younger sister in the Frederick Douglass Blvd Projects. Their mother struggled to keep clothes on their backs and a roof over their heads.  Alexis never knew her father.  She never knew what a strong black man was.  All she had seen was the strength of her mother.  Her mother would blame herself for not knowing who her children's father was.  At a young age of twenty-two, she got pregnant with Alexis and then had her sister a year later.  At the time, all she wanted to do was party and drink and just have fun.  That meant sleeping with different men and it didn’t matter who he was or what he was about.  When she was drunk, any man that gave her the time of day or just a little bit of attention, not knowing her true beauty or worth because no one ever told her, she fed off the attention and let them use her body. To this day, Alexis never knew her father or how she ended up a black woman with green eyes that changed colors when she got upset.  Through all the bad that her mother did, she did do great things when it came to her children to let them know they were loved.  Once she noticed that she too depended on love herself, she changed her lifestyle.  She may have trouble clothing her kids, but had no problems feeding them.  She kept food in her house and loved to cook three meals a day.  Her cooking was so good neighbors would come over for a plate.  She came up with the idea of starting to sell plates of food.  Soon the money came flowing in with half the people from the projects coming to buy a plate of her food from her every day.  She took the money and opened up a soul food restaurant two blocks down on 125th Street and Seventh Avenue.  The business was doing so well she opened up three more restaurants.  
              Alexis grew up in Harlem and witnessed all the drug abuse that plagued her neighbor.  She decided to be a cop at eighteen years old and fall in love with a rookie police officer like herself, who sixteen years ago broke her heart and left her for another woman and only leaving her with a child, her daughter Shenice.  She had grown a hate for all men and seeing them as all the same.  She put all her love and energy into her career and quickly rose to the top becoming a Detective. She promised herself to never let another man break her heart.  So she only got into relationships with women.  She still had control of any woman she dealt with playing the key role in the relationship.  But then her world turned upside down two years ago, when her mother passed away from the fight against breast cancer. Alexis cried for days and turned to drinking to drown her problems and ease her pain from the loss of her mother.  She realized she had to be strong for her daughter.  Despite her mother's death, a blessing came to Alexis.  All the years that her mother worked and saved, not spending a dime, only to pay the household bills, she had saved well over two million dollars that she left for Alexis and her sister in her Will as well as leaving them with both her four soul food restaurants.  Alexis let her sister, Raquel, run the restaurants and they split the profit.  
              Alexis's mind snapped back into reality as she pulled up in the driveway to her condo on 98th Street and Madison Avenue.  She got out of her car and pressed the alarm to lock it.  She could see the streets starting to fill up with people going to work and school starting their day.  

“Damn, I'm tired as hell.  I can't wait to just jump in my bed and give my pillow some head.”  Alexis said out loud and smiled at her own joke.  

She entered her building and got on the elevator and rode it to the third floor.  There were only two condos on each floor of her building because they were so huge and very luxurious.  She put her keys into her door and unlocked it and walked in locking the door behind herself.  She walked down the long corridor.  The condo had two stories; on the main floor was a giant kitchen, a dining room, a guest bedroom and a bathroom.  Mirrors were on every wall of the condo and it was decorated with the finest furniture money could buy.  Upstairs were two bedrooms, the master bedroom had a full size bathroom in it, an office and another living room.  She walked up the stairs and music could be heard blasting from the sixty inch flat screen T.V. from the surround sound system.  

"Who in the fuck is playing music that damn loud in the morning?  It better not be Shenice.  Her ass is supposed to be on her way to school by now."  She said to herself out loud. 

When she reached the top of the stairs, the first room you could see was the living room.  Her heart raced with anger and rage as she watched a teenage boy with long braids in his hair sitting on her black leather couch with his jeans half way down and her sixteen year old daughter Shenice, with her head between his legs sucking his dick. She watched her daughter's head go up and down and the teenage boy's eyes roll to the back of his head as he grabbed the back of Shenice's head and pushed her up and down on his dick.  Alexis's eyes turned to her loveseat to see two teenage girls she recognized right away as Monique and Stacy, her daughter's two best friends.  They were butt naked in the sixty nine positions eating each other out.  

Alexis’ first reaction was to pull her gun out that was on her waist. She unclipped her holster from her belt with her Koch 9mm pistol in it and calmly placed it in her purse and zipped it up.  She unbuttoned her brown leather belt and removed it. She slowly walked towards her daughter and the teenage boy. When she reached them, she raised the belt high into the air and swung down with all her might.  The first blow caught Shenice off guard. 

"Ahhhh!  What the fuck?" She screamed as she turned her head to see her mother.  

Her eyes opened wide up with fear.  Alexis began to swing the belt like a wild woman hitting Shenice and the teenage boy repeatedly.  

"Ahhhh! Ahhhh!  Mom stop! I'm sorry! Ahhhh!"
              "You all are in my house fucking disrespecting me?" Alexis shouted.
              "Ahhhh oh shit! Tell your mother to chill!"  The young teenager boy yelled in pain as the belt hit him in the thigh barely missing his dick.  

He pulled up his jeans and used his hands to block her blows. 
              Shenice did the same while crying and screaming. 

"Mom, I'm sorry.  Stop! Stop!"
              Alexis turned her attention to the two young girls on the love seat trying to get dressed fast.  

"Oh don’t try and put your clothes on now!  You two know fucking better!" Alexis yelled while running towards them swinging the belt hitting them on their butts and thighs as they tried to pull up their jeans. 

"Ahhhh! I'm sorry. I'm sorry, Ms. Lovett. Ahhhh!" They both screamed loudly as Alexis took turns switching, beating the two girls then her daughter and the teenage boy.
              "You fucking bad asses, I'll teach y’all for disrespecting my goddamn place!" Alexis yelled.
              The master bedroom door opened as the loud noise had woke Cassandra up. She stood there in a pink teddy that came down to her thick thighs and watched in shock.  She ran over and grabbed Alexis from the back wrapping her arms around her.  

"Alexis, that’s enough!  Stop!  Stop!"
              Alexis couldn’t hear a word she said.  She had blacked out with rage and disappointment.  When Cassandra arms wrapped around her from the back, she had forgotten she was in her own house and all the years of police training and being on the streets kicked in.  She grabbed Cassandra by the arm, twisted it than flipped her. 
              Cassandra went up in the air over Alexis shoulder and came crashing down hard onto the living room floor. 

"Ahhhh! Ouch!" Cassandra screamed along with the four teenagers, whose eyes popped out in surprise and fear.
              Alexis snapped back to reality when she looked at Cassandra on the floor rubbing her arm and elbow groaning in pain. 

"Damn, I'm sorry baby, but you know not to grab me from behind." Alexis said while helping her up.  

From the corner of her eyes, she noticed all four teenagers fully dressed and trying to creep towards the stair case. 

“Hold the fuck up.  Where do you four think y’all going?"  She asked. 
              "Ummm, we're going to school mom." Shenice answered in a nervous tone.
              "Oh don’t try and go to school now.  All four of you sit your asses down right there!" Alexis shouted while pointing to the couch.
              Shenice and her friends walked towards the couch with their heads down out of shame and fear that she would start swinging the belt at them again. 
              "You three know fucking better!  And who are you young man?  Pull out your school ID, and how old are you?" Alexis yelled.
              "My name is Tone, Ms. Lovett and I'm truly sorry.  Here's my school ID.  I'm sixteen and go to Fashion and Designs like your daughter." Tone said nervously while passing her his school ID card.
              Alexis took the ID card and looked it over studying the picture to make sure it was him and he wasn’t lying about his age and wasn’t older and having a sexual relationship with her under age daughter.  But them both being the same age, she knew there was nothing she could do. 

Cassandra stood behind Alexis in her pink teddy rubbing her arm and not saying a word. 

"What in the hell were you thinking Shenice, bringing people in my home and having sex and God knows what, in here.  You have no goddamn respect, and you two, Monique and Stacy. Oowee!!  I'm not even done with whipping your asses and wait till I give your mothers a call.  I know for a fact they’re going to beat your black asses too.  I treat the two of you as if you’re my own children and this is how you disrespect me!" Alexis shouted.
              "Yes we know and we're sorry, but we couldn’t control ourselves."  Monique said.
              "Shhhh! Shhhh!" Shenice said giving both her friends a cold stare warning them not to talk. 
              Alexis face balled up as she saw what her daughter did. 

"Why in the hell are you telling her to be quiet and looked at them both like that?  Shenice, what the hell is going on?  Don't make me fuck you up in here.  If I find out by myself, it's going to be worse for your ass!" Alexis shouted while shaking the belt in front of her daughter's face.
              "Dang! Mom it's nothing.  I just knew you were working another double and Cassandra would be in a deep sleep like always until three p.m., so I didn't feel like going to school.  I asked my friends to come over and cut school with me and it got out of hand. You're overreacting, damn."  Shenice replied.
              "Girl, if you damn me again, oh Lord help me, I'll smack the taste out your mouth until you see stars!  Do you understand me young lady?"
              "Yes mother." Shenice said while lowering her head feeling embarrassed and ashamed that her friends watched her getting punk by her mother.
              Alexis was about to speak when something caught her eyes that was on the floor next to her daughter's feet and by the legs of the couch.  She bent down and picked it up, what looked like a small white pill with a batman logo embedded on it.  Shenice and her friend’s eyes grew wide in fear as they watched Alexis study the pill.  Alexis' face tightened up with anger.  She grabbed her daughter by the chin and looked her in her eyes.  She did the same to the other three teenagers.  

"Oh my Lord, y'all all are fucking high on Ecstasy?  That's what Monique meant by y'all couldn't control yourselves.  You’re using drugs in my fucking household too?  Don't you know Ecstasy can kill you?  This shit is one of the worst drugs ever.  What the hell is wrong with you, Shenice?  You get everything you want every time a new phone comes out, you get it.  I just brought you the new iPhone 2 and you still got your blackberry.  There's no reason for you to use any goddamn drugs.  Whatever you want you goddamn get!”  Alexis yelled and swung the belt hitting Shenice on the thigh twice.
              "Ahhhh! Stop hitting me!" Shenice said with tears in her eyes.
              "Stop hitting you?  I haven't even started to really beat your ass yet.  You just wait.  So where in the hell you get ecstasy from, huh?  You going to tell me who, and I'm sending some of my peoples to lock their ass up.  You Tone?" Alexis said as she stared at him. 

"She got this drug from you?  These girls never did any shit like this before and not in my damn house. Stand the fuck up!" Alexis shouted.
              Tone stood up nervously. 

"No, Ms. Lovett.  She didn't get it from me.  I didn't even know she was high until they passed me one."  Tone replied scared to death.
              "Turn the fuck around!" Alexis demanded.  Tone did as she ordered.  

She grabbed his hand and forced it behind his back and took out a pair of chrome handcuffs from her back pocket and slapped them around his wrist and pulled his other arm behind him and tightened the cuffs.  

"No, Ms. Lovett.  Please I swear they didn't get it from me!"  He said while wiggling away scared.
              "Don't fucking move.  Are you trying to resist arrest?" Alexis yelled and kicked his legs from up under him sending him face first to the ground and forcing him to the ground.
              "No!  No!"  All three of the teenage girls yelled as they got up from their seats.  Cassandra started to move in to stop Alexis, but she thought for a second about doing so, as she rubbed her elbow.
              "All of you back the hell up!" Alexis shouted. 
              "No, Mom, please stop!  He had nothing to do with the Ecstasy.  I swear it was all me.  I bought it off some guy on 125th Street and talked Monique and Stacy into trying it with me.  We picked up Tone and I give him one.  He didn't know.  I planned this!" Shenice yelled looking her mother in the eyes with tears flowing down her face.  

"Don't arrest him it was me."
              Alexis looked at the other two girls. 

"Is this true?" She asked.
              They both shook their heads up and down while crying.  She looked at Tone which she had her knee into his back and removed it then removes the handcuffs.  

"I'm sorry, Tone. I'm not used to my daughter and her friends acting up in such a way bringing drugs into my house." Alexis apologized.
              Tone stood up and rubbed his wrists and wiped his tears away. 

"I'm sorry Ms. Lovett.  You don't ever have to worry about me coming back to your house again. This has been crazy, I'm not trying to go to jail for nothing I didn't do.  My only concern is finishing school and doing something with my life." Tone stated.
              "That's the right thing to be concerned about.  Out of these three girls you're the only one with some sense in their head." Alexis replied.
              "Ummm Ms. Lovett, may I leave now and go to school?" Tone asked.
              Alexis looked at her watch that read 7:45 a.m. 

"Yea, I think all of you should go to school and make your first period class. 
              Shenice and her two friends grabbed their book bags and headed down the stairs.  Shenice turned around and looked at her mother before she went down the stairs all the way. 

"Mom, I'm sorry."              
              "Save it, Shenice." Alexis said cutting her short. 

"I'm not done with your ass. Go to school and we'll finish this up when you come home, now isn't the time."
              "Yes mom, I love you and I am sorry." Shenice said as she turned around and headed down the stairs.   
              "And make sure you girls drink a lot of water today, not juice, using that damn ecstasy drug could mess up your whole system!"  Alexis yelled.
              "Yes Mam!" All three girls said simultaneously as they left out the front door.
              "Damn I don't know what I'm going to do with that girl.  It's like once she turned into a teenager she don't know how to act and be testing me all the time." Alexis said to herself out loud and shook her head.
              "Kids are going to be kids, Alexis.  Don't front like you never had a cut party from school and got high or drunk.  Yea it might have been weed you smoked back in the day, but now its weed and ecstasy that these kids try and get high off of.  But Shenice is a good girl." Cassandra said.
              "Yea, you’re right baby." Alexis said as she turned around and looked at her. 

Lust was in her eyes and ran through her body replacing the anger she just felt as she looked at Cassandra standing there in her pink teddy.  Cassandra had a thick voluptuous smooth body and the cool shaded eyes.  She had a yellow skin complexion with long flowing jet black hair.  She was 5'2" tall and weighed about 140 pounds.  She was a beautiful and rare woman.  

Cassandra and Alexis had met a year and a half ago on My Face and hooked up and have been together ever since.  Even with Cassandra a few years younger than her, only twenty four, her beauty had pulled Alexis in like no other woman she had ever dealt with.  Cassandra stood there smiling while rubbing her elbow. 

"Damn baby, I'm sorry about flipping you."  Alexis said as she walked towards her then gently touched her chin and lifted it up.

Their eyes locked in love mixed with lust as her lips pressed against Cassandra's and they kissed deeply and passionately.  Their tongues danced in each other's mouths.  Alexis’ hands roamed slowly around her body and grabbed her juicy ass and squeezed it.  After ten minutes of passionate kissing, Alexis broke their embrace.
              "It's okay, baby.  I should have never tried to grab you from behind.  I was just afraid you lost control on those damn kids, but you could make it up to me in two ways.  One, you give me some money to go shopping or two, well you already know." Cassandra said with a devilish smile.
              "Damn don't you get tired of shopping?  How much more clothes can you buy?  You know what don't even answer that.  But that last thought you had hold on it until I get out of the shower.  I do have one question for you." Alexis said while raising her left eyebrow.
              "What is it, baby?" Cassandra replied.
              "How in the hell didn't you hear those kids in here with that loud ass music playing?" She asked.
              "Alexis, come on you know my ass love my beauty rest and don't even get up until three p.m. and I got drunk last night from being bored.  You were working double shifts all week.  I'm shocked you’re home now.   I can sleep though anything so I didn't hear their bad asses in here, boo, until I heard the screaming from you." Cassandra responded.
              "Oh okay." Alexis said while giving her a suspicious look, but pushing the thoughts she had out her mind and turned around and took off walking to her master bedroom.  

Alexis undressed in the master bathroom in her bed room and turned on the hot water and stepped in.  She let the hot warm water travel around her body before picking up her Dove soap bar out the soap dish and coated her wash rag scrubbing her body.  

“Damn, I don't know what I'm going to do with Shenice.  She's getting worse and worse with age.”  Alexis said out loud while continuing to wash her body.
              Inside the bedroom, Cassandra heard her phone going off playing the song, 'Ain't No Way' by Chris brown letting her know she had a new message on her Blackberry messenger.  She walked to the all white dresser and picked up her Blackberry Storm and looked at her phone.  She smiled when she seen the picture of the person that sent her a message.  She opened it and read, 'Hey I just wanted to thank you for not ratting on me and my friends this morning, and I hope I didn't cause you any problems with her.  Love ya!'  Cassandra smiled after reading the message then began to text, 'don't worry about it sweetie, we both had no way of knowing she was coming home early today and don't sweat anything.  I know how to handle your mother.  Love ya back lol.' Cassandra smiled as she sent out the message.  Once she knew Shenice had received it and read it.  She deleted the message in her phone so Alexis would never know of their conversation.  She put the phone back on the dresser with a devilish smile on her face and walked out of the bedroom. 
              Alexis stepped out of the bathroom with her towel wrapped around her body. She removes the towel from her and steam from the hot shower was rippling off her hot showered body as she dries herself off.  She dropped the towel on the bed and walked to her white dresser with the mirror on it.  She looked at her body and softly touched her breast. 

“Mmmm.” She let out a soft moan as she grabs her sweet daydream hydrating body lotion.  She squeezed some of the sweet smelling lotion into the palm of her hands and rubbed it all over her breast and stomach.  She raised her leg and placed it on the edge of the bed while keeping one foot flat on the floor.  She poured lotion onto her voluptuous thigh and rubbed it in very slowly, then her foot. Cassandra walked into the bedroom and smiles at the sight she sees as she watches Alexis’ leg on the bed and her legs spread apart, putting lotion onto her body.  Cassandra walked up behind her and slowly placed wet small juicy kisses on the back of her neck.  

"Mmmm, yes baby.  You know I love the way your lips feel on my body."  Alexis moaned as her pussy starts to pulsate and get wet.  

She turned around and faced Cassandra and their lips locked as their tongues danced again in each other's mouths.  Cassandra slightly pushes Alexis breaking their embrace and making her fall back onto the bed and smiles seductively as she looks at Alexis with lust in her eyes.  Cassandra got down on her knees as she spread her legs.  

"Mmmm!" Alexis moaned as Cassandra gave her long slow lick with her tongue and then licked her pussy up and down letting her tongue travel around and tease her clit. 

She would stop and rub her clit with her index finger.  

"Ahhhh! Mmmm! Yes! Oh yes get it, suck that shit.  Yes mmmm!" Alexis moaned as she spread her legs even further apart as Cassandra took her clit into her mouth sucking it faster and harder. 

She moaned even louder as Cassandra pushed her tongue inside her sweet box and was now using her tongue to fuck her going in and out.  

"Ohhh! Mmmm! That's my fucking boo." Alexis said as she stood up off the bed and Cassandra got up off the floor and crawled onto the bed bent over on her hands and knees facing Alexis. 

Alexis smiled and smacked her ass four times really fast and enjoyed watching it jiggle.  She spread Cassandra’s pussy lips with her fingers from the back and let her tongue travel between her pussy and her ass.  

"Shiiittt!" Cassandra moaned as chills traveled throughout her body.
              "Hmmm!  What should I use on your sexy ass today?" Alexis asked.
              "Whatever you want, baby." Cassandra replied shaking her ass and looking back at her.
              "Hmmm." Alexis said as she opens her nightstand drawer to reveal a drawer full of different kinds of sex toys, from whips to different size dildos and vibrators, to panties you put on that had vibrators built inside to them. 

"Hmmm okay, I'm going to use Mr. Red Banger." She stated naming one of their many toys she and Cassandra had.  

They named each one of them.  Mr. Red Banger was a ten inch, red see through dildo with a built in vibrator.   Between the length and thickness of it, made it one of their favorite of most of the collection of sex toys they had complied together.  
              Alexis bent over and spit on Cassandra's pussy then stuffed the thick dildo into her own mouth making it nice and wet.  She then slides it into Cassandra.  

"Oh yea, mmmm, yes damn!" Cassandra moaned as Alexis slapped her ass and pumped the dildo in and out of her real fast while taking one finger and rubs her own clit.
              "Yea, yea!  Mmmm, you like that baby?  You love it, mmmm!" Alexis moaned as she sucked on Cassandra's clit while pumping the dildo in and out then used her thumb to rub her clit side to side while pumping and wiggling the dildo.
              "Oh yes, baby!  Fucking yes!" Cassandra screamed with her face scrunched up from pleasure and pain.  

Her legs began to tremble as she pounded her foot up and down on the bed from the sweet sensation.  Alexis smacked her ass letting her know to turn over.  Cassandra flipped over and lay on her back.  Alexis let her tongue travel up and down on her clit as she slides the thick dildo back and forth in and out of her wet box.  

"You like that don't you?  Mmmm!" Alexis moaned as their eyes locked on each other.
              "Yes, hmmm, yes oh yea!" Cassandra moaned even louder.
              "You’re going to cum for me baby?" Alexis asked.
              "Yes, yes, ahhh, oh yes.  I'll cum for you, baby." Cassandra moaned while rubbing her nipples. 

"Oh God!  Oh God!" She screamed as she came on the thick red dildo.              
              Alexis kissed her clit once more then felt in the nightstand and pulled out a double head dildo. 

"Mmmm, you like that didn't you baby?  You’re my fucking freak." Alexis said as she pushed one end of the double headed dick into Cassandra's mouth.  

She deep throated the dildo like it was a real dick.  Alexis grinned as she climbs onto the bed and lay on her back.  She slowly worked one of the heads of the double dildo into herself. She worked it with both hands in and out of her.  Cassandra eased in closer to her and slid the other end of the double dildo inside her with Alexis's help.  They thrust their bodies together making the dildo work in and out of them both.  Alexis grabbed the dildo and pumped it real fast in them both.  

"Oh shit, you love it?" Alexis moaned through clenched teeth while holding her left breast with one hand and pumping the dildo faster with her right hand. 
              "Yea, oh I'm coming!" Cassandra yelled as her and Alexis came at the same time. 

Cassandra crawled over and placed her head in between Alexis's thighs and licked her clit softly kissing and sucking up her sweet juices. 
              "Shit baby, I can't take no more.  I need to sleep.  There's a thousand dollars in my purse.  Take that or the credit card and go shopping by the time you come back I should be ready for round two before I go to work." Alexis stated as she grabbed a pillow and her body shut down on her as she was now fast asleep.
              "Hahaha, a good nut always knocks anybody out and I'm taking the credit card.  What in the hell is a thousand dollars going to do for me?" Cassandra said as she eased off the bed and began to get ready for her day.







 


Chapter 5

 

              Lauren drove to the second phone store for the morning.  This was the address the phone company had given Lynise.  There were two stores that were owned by the same person, one was in Harlem and the other one was located in the Bronx on 149th and 3rd Avenue.  Lauren had went to the phone store on 125th Street and 3rd Avenue and the woman behind the counter working there was very helpful and looked in the record books showing the SIM Card was supposed to be sold in the other store in the Bronx.  

She pulled up on 149th and 3rd Avenue next to a bank.  She smiled as she sees her favorite urban street book vendor setting up his table.  It was only ten o'clock in the morning and he was already getting ready for the day. 

'Things you only see in Harlem and in the Bronx.'  Lauren said to herself as she hopped out of the car and walked towards the book street vendor. 

"Hey, good morning Souly, how are you?"
              Souly looks up and smiled and shook Lauren's hand. 

"Good morning to you too, I'm okay.  You know me I'm always hard at work.  What brings you out this way?  You come to get a good book to read?" Souly asked.
              "No, I'm out here on business, but it's been three weeks since I last seen you for a good book and I need like three.  So, do you have something that is hot and new?" Lauren responded.
              "Yeah, I have three books that I know you will love, ‘A Child of a Crack Head Part 1 and 2’ and ‘The Pleasure of Pain’ by this great author named Shameek Speight.  I'm sure you will finish each book in a day.  Just give me twenty-eight dollars for all three books."  Souly replied.
              "You're the best."  Lauren said as she dug in her purse and passed him the money and took the three books that he put in a bag for her.  

She walked back to her car and placed the books in the back seat and locked the car. 

"Okay Souly, thank you.  I'll get up with you later." Lauren said as she walked down the block and across the street.
              Men looked at her voluptuous thick body walking the street.  For a white woman, she had an ass of a black woman that shook with every step she took making men and women’s eyes pop out in lust.  As she walked into the phone store, an Eastern Indian man stood behind the counter with a young beautiful Spanish girl, no older than twenty years old.  The Eastern Indian man was studying a phone until he looked up to see a beautiful red haired woman walking towards him.  He licked his lips. 

"Hmmm, oh good morning beautiful, how may I help you?  I have a great deal on the new iPhone and an even better deal for you if you know what I mean."  He said and stood there with a cheesy smile on his face.
              Lauren dug in her purse and pulled out her gold badge.  

"I'm Detective Lauren Pitman and I have a few questions for you.  You are the owner of this store and the one on 125th and 3rd Avenue, right?"
              The man's cheesy smile was quickly wiped away when he seen her badge and heard her statement. 

"Yes, I'm V.J. the owner of both stores.  What seems to be the problem?  What can I help you with officer?"
              Lauren smiled as it humored her how a man could go from being a lusted pig to being so well respectable when he found out she was a detective.   Lauren dug in her purse and pulled out a piece of paper with numbers on it.  

“These numbers here are the serial numbers to a SIM Card you sold in this store.  I need to know if you can remember anything about the person who bought it.  It's very important for an ongoing investigation.  So anything, I mean anything you may remember will be helpful." Lauren replied while looking him in the eyes and studying his reactions.
              "Detective there's no way for me to track a pre-paid SIM Card.  People don't have to give their real names to get one or even their names at all.  I get thousands of customers every day.  So I can't remember them all."  V.J. replied.
              Lauren could tell by his reaction that he wasn't telling the whole truth by the way his eyes wandered from side to side and the sweat that was now dripping down his forehead. 

"So, you mean to tell me you don't keep any records of what you sell or any type of transactions in your stores?  If you don't, that means I should call the I.R.S. and that will cause you a lot of problems.  Would you like that?"  Lauren replied.
              "No Detective, I wouldn't like that and I do keep records of everything I sell. I just can't tell you to who or whom because I really don't know."  V.J. responded.
              "So do you mind letting me get a look at your record books and see if I can come up with something?" Lauren asked with her face balled up because she knew for sure he was hiding something.
              "No, you can't look at my record books without a warrant and since you don't have one that’s a big No!  And there's no way to track a customer who buys a pre-paid or SIM Card."  V.J stated.
              "Ummm, there might be away." The young Spanish girl said that worked for V.J. then got quiet when V.J. gave her a look that had the meaning of you better shut the fuck up if you want to keep your job.  She lowered her head and walked to another part of the store.
              "What was she about to say before you scared her?"  Lauren asked.
              "She wasn't going to say nothing, Detective.  If I'm not under arrest, I'm done answering your questions without my lawyer, thank you."  V.J. stated.
              "Fine by me asshole, I know your hiding something and when I find out what it is trust I'll be the one to put the handcuffs on your ass and take you in!"  Lauren yelled as she turned around and stomped out of the store, but not before her and the young woman working eyes met.
              Lauren walked down the block and waved good-bye to Souly as she hopped into her blue Dodge Charger and pulled off.  The whole drive back to Harlem she replayed the conversation she just had with the phone store owner V.J., something about him just didn't sit right, and how he knew it was a pre-paid SIM Card when all she did was show him the serial numbers.  He didn't even look it up.  And the way he made that young girl shut up when she was about to tell her something that could possibly help with some information.  She wasn't sure, but her thought was she knew V.J.'s store has something to do close with the case.
              She pulled up on 123rd Street and St. Nicholas at the precinct and walked in. She waved good morning to a few of the officers as she made her way to her private office.  She looked over in the corner to see Lynise sitting at her desk working on her computer.  

“So, how did it go?  Was it a lead or dead end?" Lynise asked while still working from her computer never looking up and sipping on a cup of Starbucks coffee.
              "I wouldn't say it was a dead end, Lynise.  It's a lead.  The owner was acting too weird for me and holding back information.  I can tell he might be a suspect somehow involved in this case.  It would make sense how else would the S.N. Killer be able to switch out his SIM Card so much and so fast.  It wouldn't be anything to a man that owns a phone store.  I just need a reason to obtain a search warrant to see if we can find something.  But no judge will sign off on a warrant without probable cause and my feeling isn't good enough." Lauren replied. 






 


Chapter 6

 

              Dalisia hasn’t been able to sleep since four a.m. when she first got the phone call from her best friend Apple, screaming help and that he's trying to killing me and then Apple's phone went dead. She went to the precinct in Brooklyn, but they were no help telling her that her friend was a grown ass woman.  That her friend was twenty-one years old, and it was normal for grown women to stay out all night.  They told her they couldn't file a missing person report until she had been missing for more than twenty four hours.  Dalisia cried all night because in her heart she knew twenty four hours would be way too long and by that time her friend would be hurt or even worse, dead.  

              She decided to go to Harlem, the last place she knew Apple had texted her and told where she was.  She checked her phone for any text from Apple and felt as if she wanted to cry all over again.  She knew in her heart the worse had happened because there wasn't a half an hour that would go by that her best friend wouldn't have texted her something just to say hi or something funny.  

              Dalisia walked up the stairs from the A train station on 125th Street.  She turned the corner and walked the back streets instead of walking down the long shopping strip on 125th Street.  In a matter of seconds, she was on 123rd Street and St. Nicholas standing in front of the 23rd Precinct. 

              "God, I pray I get some help here." She said out loud as the pain of worrying about her best friend filled her heart.  

              She entered the precinct.  It was still early, but it was hard to tell the precinct was packed with people trying to get help and police officer's bringing in suspects in handcuffs they arrested and taking them back to the holding cells.

              Dalisia walked up to the front desk where an older woman with gray hair stood filling out paper work.  

              "Ummm, excuse me mam.  I need your help please."
              The woman looked through her bifocal glasses from the papers she was writing on at Dalisia and rolled her eyes. 

              "What can I help you with?  If it's your boyfriend that has been locked up, you're just going to have to wait for him to go to court before you find anything out.  I don't know why you young ladies always messing with those kind of men that have so many children with several different woman.
              "Wow!  Listen, Miss!" Dalisia said cutting into the woman’s statement.  

              "I'm actually here to get help, not for any man or boyfriend.  My best friend went missing after meeting some man from a Social Network from out here in Harlem. 

              She called me at four o'clock in the morning screaming and crying that he was trying to kill her and then her phone went dead and I haven't heard from her since." Dalisia said with an attitude mad this woman didn't even know the reason she was there, but yet was judging her prior to finding out the details.
              "Whatever it still sounds like a man problem to me!  You can't fill out a missing persons report until your friend has been missing for more than twenty four hours.  Just take this paper and fill out her name and take a seat.  I'll have someone come and help you file a report shortly." The lady said while rolling her eyes handing Dalisia a paper.
              Dalisia had been to two precincts already and knew she wasn't going to get any help any time soon.  But she sat down next to a few other people trying to get help and waiting for someone to assist them.  She filled out the paper and waited watching police officers walk back and forth going about their business. After waiting for an hour, she got up and walked back over to the front desk. 

              "Excuse me you said someone would be along to assist me about my friend going missing.  I have been waiting, but I still haven't gotten any help." 
              The lady looked at Dalisia. 

              "Listen, you need to go sit back down Miss and wait.  Like I told you an officer will come along and assist you on your problem.  So please just go sit down." The lady said through her clenched teeth.              

              Dalisia sighed and turned around to walk back to her seat as she did she heard the woman mumble, 'Shit, if she wasn't such a hoe and meeting fucking men off the internet maybe her ass wouldn't be missing.' 
              Dalisia snapped back around. 

              "What the hell did you just say?  Don't think I didn't fucking hear you!  You old bitch!  Everybody meets people online.  This is how it's done these days and maybe if you tried it you'd get some dick, so your ass wouldn't be so rude and mean to people that need help!" Dalisia shouted.
              "Listen, you need to sit down and shut the fuck up before I arrest you." The lady shouted back.
              "Arrest me, for what?  All I want is some help about my missing friend and your foolish ass is being rude." Dalisia replied.
              "Oh you’re still talking?  That is it!" The lady yelled back.
              Lauren had just come out of her office to use the bathroom when she overheard the commotion at the front desk.  Something made her walk over to them just as the front desk officer was walking around the desk to arrest Dalisia. 

              "Ummm Mary, don't be stress yourself out.  Let me handle this young woman." Lauren said.
              Dalisia and the front desk officer both turned their heads and looked at Lauren.  

              "Oh, you better get her Lauren before I lock her smart mouth up for disrespecting an officer." The lady said with obvious relief.
              "No problem, Mary.  I have this just relax." Lauren said while turning and facing Dalisia. 

              "Miss, do you mind coming with me so I can help you the best that I can.  I'm Detective Lauren Pitman.  So, tell me how can I help you?" Lauren asked as they walked towards her office.
              “She called me screaming and crying that some man she just had met from an online website was trying to kill her."  Dalisia replied.
              "Well, I don't do missing person reports, but you can sit and fill out the papers in my office and I'll make sure they get to a good officer that’s in the missing persons unit and help you look for your friend, but they won't be able to start until four a.m. in the morning that will make it twenty four hours she has been missing." Lauren said as they walked into her office and she shut the door.
              Dalisia saw a woman at a desk on the computer that looked to be no older than her maybe by a year or so.  The woman looked up at Dalisia and waved Hi. Dalisia waved back.  

              "Oh that's Lynise. She works for the forensic science unit assigned only to my unit and she's also a computer genius."
              "Thank you for helping me, but I can't help to feel that by the time the police start looking for my best friend it will be too late.  She hasn't text me all day and she knows when we meet a new man online that we text out the full address just to be on the safe side, no matter if he's a sweetheart." Dalisia said with her heart filled with pain and started crying hysterically with her face balled up.  

              Dalisia's tears were streaming down her face and onto her shirt to her lap where the papers she was filling out were getting all wet.
              "Don't cry sweetie I'm sure she's alright." Lynise said as she got up from her desk and handed Dalisia a tissue.
              Lauren's hand was on her chin as her mind raced. 

              "Dalisia, I need you to stop crying.  I may be able to help you after all.  You had said something about your friend meeting a man from off the internet.  Well I need you to tell me everything you know about this man, how your friend started talking to him and where she went to meet him." Lauren said then looked Lynise in the eyes letting her know to get ready to take notes with her.  

              Lauren took out a pen and pad from her desk drawer. 

              "Anytime you're ready sweetie, start with your friends name and so on."
              "My friend's name is Chonte Oxmendz, but we call her Apple, because she has a fat butt or juicy booty as we like to say and she wears Apple Bottom jeans a lot." Dalisia said with a smile on her face as she thought of her best friend.
              "Okay, so what’s her screen name, and the website called that she met this man from?  Do you know her email address and possibly any of her passwords? The password isn't important because Lynise can access and hack into any ones account." Lauren stated. 
              "She's my best friend.  I know all her passwords and her screen name is Apple on all the Social Network sites she's on.  She is on My Face, where she started talking to a man named Mr-Eat-It-Better, and went straight to his house.  It's not the first time she did that or something like that.  I have done it too, but the rule is to make sure we get the full address of the man's house we're at and text it to each other.  She said it was a townhouse in Harlem, but the cab driver that picked her up from Brooklyn acted as if he didn't know the address that he dropped her off at.  She texted me the house number saying it was 323 and will look at his mail and to tell me the rest of the address, but she never did.  I guess they got right into it because she texted me a half an hour later saying he was bad in bed and had a little dick and that she was leaving and was pissed off.  A few seconds later she called screaming and crying saying that he was trying to kill her and her phone went dead." Dalisia said while still crying.
              Lauren listened carefully and wrote everything down.  She turned her head and looked at Lynise, who was typing everything down on a laptop and knew she was already in Apple's email account and any other site she may had been on.
              "So do you think you can help me find her?  I know something is wrong.  I can feel it." Dalisia said.
              "Yes, I can help you, but we still have to wait twenty four hours before we can really do anything.  Unfortunately, it's the law, but after that I can get a warrant for her cell phone number and see who she's called or texted and we may be able to track the man's number that she went to see and maybe the signal of her phone and where it was last at.  It's how we track a lot of people or place killers at the crime scenes.  All phones give off a signal." Lauren stated. 
              "But it will be too late, to start looking for her at four a.m.  You didn't hear the screams like I did.  She could be hurt.  She has an eight month old son, my god baby that needs her." Dalisia said almost yelling it.
              "Listen, calm down.  Trust my team will be working on it.  Lynise, what do you have on this Mr-Eat-It-Better?" Lauren asked.
              Lynise looked Lauren in the eyes and the look said it all.  It wasn't good. Lauren's heart dropped.  The last thing she wanted or thought this could be another victim of the Social Network Killer.  

              "Lauren, I hacked into Apple's accounts and the social site where she started talking to Mr-Eat-It-Better and it's not good.  His account is closed down, but that shouldn't be a problem for me to track his email address and I.P. address where it's coming from.  But I can't.  It comes back in four different addresses, one from Japan, Florida, Germany and Toronto.  And I know for a fact they are all fake accounts.  He's using some kind of state of the art jammer that's blocking anyone from tracking him.  Lauren, it's our guy." Lynise said in a sad tone. 
              "Shit!" Lauren yelled, mad at herself that she and Alexis hasn't caught the killer yet and he got his hands on another victim.  

              "I pray you're wrong, Lynise."
              "Ummm, excuse me.  What's going on?  You think this guy is who?  Please tell me and how can you hack into my best friends account?  Every account, and site she has online, and you can't do the same to this man she was talking to last night?" Dalisia asked with a puzzled look on her face.
              "Dalisia, it is….ummm, listen, don't worry.  I will be on top of this case and finding your friend.  What I need you to do is to leave your number with me and I'm giving you my card.  Call me if you remember anything else or if there's more information that you remember about this case.  I can't discuss and share what we already know or possibly know." Lauren replied.
              Dalisia's face balled up.  She wanted to cry and scream at Lauren.  She did tell her everything she knew, but it didn’t get her anywhere.  She stood up and took Lauren's card.

              "Thank you." She said as she walked out of the office.  

              She grilled the lady at the front desk as she made her way out of the precinct.  The lady at the front desk rolled her eyes and Dalisia did the same fighting the urge to stick up her middle finger.  

              “Damn cops not going to help me.  Don't worry, Apple.  I'll find you myself.” She said as she wiped the tears off her face and walked down the street.







 


Chapter 7

 

              The S.N. Killer spent the whole day erasing accounts and making sure the cops couldn’t track him and his chatting with women on My Face and different social networks.  He smiled as it seemed the whole world was live and online now.  

              “I have nine new friends on each of the My Face accounts and seven hundred of my established friends are online from either their home computer or their phone.  Their updating their statuses every few seconds letting me know what they’re doing and where they're at.  I know their every move in life.” The S.N. Killer said out loud to himself and burst out laughing.  

              He checked the inbox messages to one of his My Face accounts and smiled when he opened a message from Anna, 'Damn, I feel so lonely at times.  I know I'm 40, but I'm still sexy as hell for my age.  Women only get better with time and age, but my husband pays me no mind.  I know we been married for twenty years, but damn he doesn’t even touch me no more.  I always find him up late at night on the computer on My Face flirting with younger women or staring at their pictures lusting over them.  Every time I come into the living room to see what he is doing, he jumps as if he's doing something he's not suppose to be doing. I'm tired of feeling unattractive and it's a shame.  You tell me how beautiful I am more than he has ever done.  I'm sorry if I said too much.  I just needed to vent.  I'm feeling low.'
              The S.N. Killer grinned with joy and began to type, 'Dear Anna, I always tell you most men don't know what they have when they have it and forget the woman's worth.  I'm sorry to say this, but your husband is a fool.  I'll pick you over any young woman any day of the week.  What can they do for me, please lol. Most likely they can't even handle me the same way.  He looks at those young women's pictures and lusting.  I hope you don't take this the wrong way, but that's how I look at your pictures dreaming of just having you for one night just tasting you and pleasing you in every way.  And never mind you venting or sharing your thoughts with me baby.'  

              After he checked the message, he sent it.  Then heard a beeping sound on one of the other many computers right next him letting him know he had an instant message that popped up.  He used his feet to roll his chair down a few computers and looked at the screen.  It was Michelle from Atlanta, Georgia.  She was in the Army and lived on a base down there.  'Hey Nate, how are you Daddy?  I miss chatting with you.' The S.N. Killer read the instant message and responded, 'I'm fine baby.  I been real busy at work lately, but how are you and your princess doing?' He wrote then pressed send.
              Michelle responded, 'My daughter is fine.  Are you going to come out here next week to put that dick on me baby? We been talking like forever Nate and I need you inside me.' The S.N. Killer smiled and then wrote back, 'Okay next week, sometime.  I'll be in Atlanta, Georgia.  So sometime after I get done with my work we can hook up baby if that's good with you love,' he pressed send and another message pops up from her. 'Yes baby, yay! That will be great lol :) I look forward to seeing you and you putting that dick on me.'  He read the message and responded, 'Okay Michelle, I have to go take care of some business, love ya sexy. I'll hit you up tonight,' he wrote back and logged out then switched computers and began to instant message other woman with him using a different screen name until he smelled meat being cooked and it hits his nose.  He licked his lips and grabbed his iPad2 and walked out of the room filled with computers and laptops.
              He slowly walked up the two flights of stairs to the third floor, where the kitchen was, with his head down in his iPad2, checking the messages to different social network sites he was on.  He looked up at his stainless steel counter, at the red George Foremen electric nonstick grill.  He flipped it open to reveal Apple's heart cut in half in too two large pieces and now fully cooked with deep grill burn marks in them.  'I told you that it would come out good,' the voice in his head said.
              "You were right.  It looks delicious." He replied talking to the voice in his head as he grabbed four slices of bread and spread some mayonnaise on it along with four slices of mozzarella cheese.  He placed the two pieces of the cooked heart on the bread to make a sandwich and took a bite into it.
              He looked down at the iPad2 that was in his right hand to see that he had another message from Anna.  He looked in his inbox and opened it, 'You say the sweetest things and I love it baby.  Ummm, I usually don't do this, but here's my number.  I'd like to meet up with you tonight.  I'm really in the need of some sexually heeling and attention, if you say no I'll understand.  Shit, my own husband doesn’t even want to touch me and you’re probably saying those sweet things to me just to be nice.'  The S.N. Killer grinned.
              'Yes, she came just in time.  We just finished up sweet Apple now.  It's time for some fresh meat.'  The voice in his head said.
              "Your right, but I really don't want to hurt her.  She's so sweet and nice.  I kind of feel bad for her."  The S.N. Killer replied to the voice in his head.
              'Fuck that, I don't want to hear that shit.  The sweeter they act.  The sweeter they taste and you will do it or else!'  The voice screamed in his head. 
              Then an agonizing and excruciating pain took over his head and felt as if it wanted to explode.  His veins in his forehead and temples popped in and out. 

              "Okay!  Okay!  I'll do it just stop, please, stop!" The S.N. Killer shouted.  

              And the pain began to ease up and go away. Then laughter could be heard going throughout his mind from the voice.  With a sad face, the S.N. Killer touched the touch screen on the iPad2 and began to type. 'Sure Anna, I'd love to meet you tonight, any man would be crazy not too.  I'll set everything up and text you where we’re going to meet baby,' then he sent the message.
              Anna sat on the couch with her laptop on her lap in the living room when she checked her inbox.  A cheesy smile spread across her face. 

              "Who got you smiling like that?  Hmmm, I wonder."  Her husband said as he walked out the bedroom into the living room and tried to get closer to get a better look at the screen on her laptop.
              "Why you ask?  It isn’t like you really give a damn you don't touch me or talk to me.  All you do is go to work then come home and stay on My Face all damn night flirting with women young enough to be your daughter.  You think I'm a fool, but I know better?" Anna shouted back.
              "Oh please woman, you’re imagining things.  That shits all in your head. You're just crazy." Her husband responded. 
              "Hell no, I'm not crazy.  You just want me to think I'm crazy.  I see the statuses you leave on other women’s pages ‘hey sweetie, how are you? I was just thinking of you.’  Or the comments you leave under their pictures, ‘damn, I wish I could see more.’  Do you ever think how that makes me feel?  Do you?" Anna shouted.
              "What the fuck ever. It's just words.  Everybody does it and your acting all innocent and shit.  You do the same damn thing.  If not, let me look at your inbox messages now!" Her husband shouted back while trying to keep his head over the laptop to look at her screen. 
              Anna pulled the laptop closer to her chest.

              "No!  Shit, let me look at yours first." She replied.
              "See just like I fucking thought.  Don't try to point fingers if you're doing the same thing Anna." Her husband said as he stood up and walked towards the bedroom and pulled his phone out the case on his waist. 
              "Don't try and turn this around on me.  You always do that!  Let me guess, you're going onto My Face from your phone right now!" Anna shouted and felt as if she wanted to cry, but held back her tears.
              "Yep, I'm doing the same as you!" Her husband responded as he shut the bedroom door and sat on the bed and wrote different women on My Face. 






 


Chapter 8

 

              Lauren was so happy to be home.  Her body felt as if it wanted to shut down. She sat in her bathtub filled with warm water and bubbles that smelled of cherries, reading the book 'A Child of a Crackhead.'  She looked at her phone on the edge of the bathtub. 

              “Shit, I've been in the tub for an hour.  I got stuck in this book.” Lauren said out loud to herself as she eased out of the tub and grabbed a towel and dried her body off, only thinking about her warm bed.  She got under her sheets naked and closed her eyes falling deep to sleep longing for a man to hold her.  
              Lauren felt as if she was walking on a cloud.  She knew she was dreaming because everything she seen through her own eyes was a blur.  It was as if she wasn't in her own body and couldn't control her movements like she was having an outer body experience.  She looked at the street sign that read 183rd Avenue.  'Oh shit, this is the Bronx.’  She said to herself as her body walked up to a building and walked in and up to the fifth floor.  She knocked on apartment 5f.  

              "Who is it?" A sexy voice called out from behind the door. 
              "It's me, baby." Lauren heard the voice boom from the body she was in. 
              'What in the fuck kind of dream is this?  Why am I dreaming this?' She said as she was able to look down at the hands that flashed in front of her eyes from being a hand of a woman to now a hand of a man.
              The door crept open and a beautiful brown skin Dominican woman in her late thirties stood there.
              "Hi Mami, it's finally nice to meet you." The voice said to the beautiful woman standing at the door wearing only a blue bra and matching thong.
              "It took forever for you to get here, Papi, hmmm, and I like what I see. I started to think you weren’t going to come. You look nothing like your pictures, but I think you're even more handsome in person. Come in." Gabriela said with a huge smile on her face and moved to the side to let him in.
              The man smiled back and looked Gabriela up and down and licking his lips as he got aroused from looking at her thick sexy body.

              "Are we alone?" he asked.
              "Si Papi, my son's are in school.  I usually don't bring men to my place, but we been chatting on My Face for so long.  I couldn't help it.  I needed to feel your lips on my body and you inside me." Gabriela replied then walked closer to him. 
              Their lips locked and with each kiss it grew more tense and softer.  He gently bit her bottom lip.  This only turned her on even more making her wet.  Their tongues danced in each other's mouths.
              ‘What the hell?’ Lauren yelled as she felt like she was trapped and had to watch everything through this man's eyes.  

              She could feel every kiss, every touch, but couldn't do anything to stop it as if she was making love to this woman. Everything felt so real, but yet felt like a dream as she continued to look upon the view that became more blurry and cloudy. 

              'Wake up, Lauren, wake the fuck up!' She shouted then closed her eyes and shook her head from side to side.  

              Loud moaning sounds could be heard.

              "Ummm, si Papi, fuck me just like that."  Lauren reopened her eyes.  

              She could see Gabriela's ass butt naked on the bed with her ass up in the air and the man's body, she was stuck in, with his hands pulling her hair while thrusting long and deep inside of her.  Her ass shook and jiggled with each thrust turning him on even more.  He pounded faster and harder.  

              "Shit, yes Papi me like that me love it." She screamed in a strong Spanish accent as her juices rushed out of her body and on his stiff dick.
              Lauren became wet and frustrated as she watched the woman's thick cum run on the man's long dick.  'Fuck, why am I dreaming of this shit.'
              "Yes baby." Gabriela moaned as he slid his dick out of her warm wet box and turned her around sticking it deep into her mouth.

              "Mmmm, you tease so good Papi." She moaned as her tongue traveled down around to his balls.  She got up on her knees and began to kiss his lips.  
              Lauren closed her eyes and everything went black.  

              "Ahhhh!" A loud piercing scream echoed out through the room.  

              Lauren quickly opened her eyes and couldn't believe what she was seeing.  Gabriela was screaming as loud as she could while she was lying on her back on the bed with a syringe sticking out of her left eye.  The man pushed down on the syringe making the fluid rush into her eye.  Soon after she was unable to move or scream, she lay there on the bed with her body paralyzed with blood gushing out of her left eye.


              "Why?  Why did you do this to me?" She mumbled in a weak voice.  

              He grabbed her sky blue thong off the floor by the side of the bed and stuffed it in her mouth.  Lauren watched in horror and was mad she was unable to help and save the woman.  But she couldn't control the body she was in or the dream. The man pulled out his long meat cleaver.  He squeezed her thigh and swung hard chopping a huge piece of flesh off the right thigh, then the left one.  

              "Ahhhh!" Gabriela cried in a weak scream because the drug in her system had her in a paralytic state.  

              He grinned and pulled out the syringe from her left eye and flipped her over and started chopping off thick pieces of meat from both of the back of her thighs and her butt cheeks.  He got off the bed and walked into her kitchen and opened the cabinet and found Ziploc bags and shopping bags.  He returned back to the bedroom and picked up the pieces of flesh and chunks of meat that he had chopped off and left on the bed and put them into the Ziploc baggies then into the shopping bags.  He bent over and flipped Gabriela back on her back.  She was in excruciating pain.  Her good eye popped wide open and looked at him as tears ran down her face.  She tried to plea with her eye and face to not kill her.  He lifted up her chin and swung hard.  

              'No!' Lauren yelled as she watched the meat cleaver chop through Gabriela's neck splitting it wide open and sending a gush of blood squirting in the air.  

              The man stood back and watched the blood drain out of her body before he pulled out a lighter and lit the bed on fire. With one spark, the bed went up in flames destroying any evidence and D.N.A.  As he walked out of the house, he wiped down anything that he had touched and left the apartment.  

              'No! No! Why?' Lauren screamed and cried after seeing everything that happened.  

              She could feel the cool air hit her face and felt the body she was trapped in turn around and looked at the building.  Seeing the whole fifth floor look as if it was burning down as people started running out of the building. Fire truck sirens could be heard whistling from two blocks away.  The man turned around slowly, walking off the block and was never noticed by anyone.
              "No! No!" Lauren screamed. 

              "You monster!'" She jumped up and looked around to see she was in her own bedroom under her bed covers in a cold sweat, breathing hard. 

              "What the hell was that?" She said out loud to herself. 

              "It felt so real, but yet it was a dream?  I've been over working to damn hard." Lauren turned her head to look at the digital clock on the nightstand that read 7:4o p.m.  

              "Shit, I'm going to be late for my eight o'clock shift." 

              She pulled her phone from up under her pillow and checked it for any missed calls or messages.  She pressed the touch screen on her Blackberry phone and signed onto her My Face account and began to type, 'Just had the wildest and craziest nightmare.  I think I'm working too hard and need to let my body rest', she then checked what she wrote in her status box and then pressed the share button. 
              Seconds later, 'You’re only having crazy dreams because you're not in my arms', Lauren read the comment one of her ex-boyfriends had left under her status she just shared. She laughed and began to text, 'Well, I would have stayed in your arms if you knew how to keep only one woman in them lol, so it is what it is.' She wrote and pressed share.  

              'You tell him, girl all them pretty boys are the same.' She reads the comment one of her old high school friends left. She smiled as she logged off of My Face and quickly got dressed to get ready for work. 






 


Chapter 9

 

              Dalisia had been out all day.  Her feet were sore with every step she took. She Google’s all the 323 townhouse addresses on her iPhone.  This was the ninth townhouse she was heading to for the day, all the other townhouses were abandoned or had families living in them, two little babies, teenagers, mothers and grandmothers.  Dalisia knew in no way any of those could have been the townhouse her best friend was in and had been screaming for help, all those women would have heard and helped.  She was able to feel when Apple was close and hadn't had that feeling yet.  She walked to 137th Street and Lenox Avenue and walked down the block while looking at the townhouse addresses.  She looked up and a house had 323 assigned to it and walked up the stairs and pressed the doorbell.  

              "Who is it?" A voice from behind the door said.  The door crept open and an elderly black woman with long beautiful gray hair stood there.

              "Yes dear, may I help you?"              
              Dalisia looked at the woman up and down and knew this wasn't the address to find her best friend. 

              "No Mam, I'm from the church and just wanted to stop by and say God bless you and keep praying." Dalisia responded.
              "Oh, thank you so much dear.  God bless you as well and I'll pray for you too, child." The elderly woman replied as Dalisia turned around and walked down the stairs.
              "Shit, that’s every last address in Harlem with the address number 323.  I'm never going to find her maybe she texted me the address wrong." Dalisia felt as if she wanted to cry.  

              She felt her stomach grumble and make noise.  She held her stomach. 

              "Damn, I been out all day and didn't get shit to eat, but how could I even think about food when my friend is missing.  But, if I don't feed myself, I won't be no use to anyone, not even myself." She said out loud as she noticed a chicken restaurant on the corner of the block.


              She walked in and ordered four chicken wings with a side of mashed potatoes and gravy and walked out while eating it.  By the time she got done with her meal, she noticed that she had walked all the way to 117th Street by a park and walked up a block.  

              "I guess there's nothing else I can do but wait until that lady Detective calls me for help.  She's the only one that seemed to really be concerned or cared." Dalisia said out loud.  

              She tripped on a piece of concrete on the sidewalk as she bent down to rub her ankle something had caught her eye.  She picked up a small piece of plastic from off a purple phone case from a blackberry phone.  She pulled out a flashlight and turned it on. She flashed the light onto the sidewalk and could see what looked like more tiny pieces plastic of what use to be a phone.  As she studied the pieces of the phone case, her heart dropped.  She put away her iPhone and pulled out her Blackberry.  It had the same color purple phone case as the piece she had just picked up from the sidewalk.  Apple and she had bought the same case at the same time together.  

              ‘I know anybody could have this very same phone case, but what are the odds that I'd find this here and now.’ Dalisia said to herself as she looked up at the townhouse in front of her with the address 467 on it.  

              Everything in her soul screamed this was where Apple was, but the address didn't match to what she texted her she had thought to herself as she slowly stood up straight.  

              "Ahhhh!" She screamed as a huge city rat about the size of a small cat ran over her feet and into the street.   A car speeding down the block ran over it smashing its guts out and kept on driving down the block.  

              "Ewww!  That's just nasty as hell.” Dalisia screamed then turned around and looked at the townhouse.  

              A strong wind came out of nowhere and blew past her making her hair blow to the side and sending a cold chill down her spine.  My mother would say, ‘Baby, these are all signs.  And for once I think I believe in it.  Nothing about this house feels right,’ she said to herself and slowly and cautiously walked up the stairs.  She took a deep breath and rang the doorbell. After waiting for a few minutes, still no one answered the door.  She rang the bell three more times in a row and became frustrated. 

              "I know this is the house. Apple!  Apple!  Can you hear me?" She shouted and heard no response.  

              Dalisia walked back down the stairs and thought on what would be her next move as she walked back down the block. 






 


Chapter 10

 

              Anna looked in the mirror one more time as she was dressed in an all-black dress that tied behind her neck.  It was cut open from the back that showed off her yellow skin complexion in which seemed to glow as her long hair draped down to her nicely shaped ass.  She usually left her hair tied up in a French roll.  

              "Damn, I feel beautiful again." She said to herself and smiled.  

              She grabbed her jacket and purse and looked at the new text message sent to her Android phone, 'Hey, my dear Angel.  I hope you are ready, baby.  There's a new hotel called the Aloft in Harlem on 124th Street and Fredrick Douglass Blvd.  Go to the front desk, there will be a key card waiting for you.  Go to the room they assign and I'll be waiting for you, baby.'  Anna grinned from ear to ear with excitement.  It's been so long since a man made her feel special and beautiful.  She began to text back, 'I'll be there in a few, love.  I only live a couple blocks away from the lounge hotel you're talking about.  Can't wait to finally be in your arms, Aaron,' she texted and presses send.
              She walked out of her bedroom and entered into the living room.  She looked at her husband sitting at the computer desk online, logged into My Face, looking at some young woman's picture and had five instant messages open.  

              "Not as if you care or nothing, but I'm going out." Anna said to her husband sucking her teeth and rolling her eyes because he didn't even look up from the computer screen to look at her.  

              A big part of her was hoping he did and would question where she was going and stopped her and would make passionate love to her. Disappointed and knowing that shit wouldn't happen, she started walking towards the door.
              "Yeah, yeah, go do you. See you whenever you get home." Her husband replied in a nonchalant tone while still chatting with different women online.
              "That's why I am going to do me.  I'm so sick and tired of being sick and tired and deprived of love and affection." She said as she walked out the front door.
              Lauren pulled up into the precinct parking lot with a million things on her mind.  The guy, V.J., who owned the two phone stores, she knew, was lying about not being able to trace who he sold that SIM Card too.  And then the nightmare she had, kept playing over and over in her head. She could still see the woman screaming for help and crying with the syringe stuck out of her right eye.  As she got ready to hop out of the car, an excruciating headache came on out of nowhere. 

              "Ahhhh!" Lauren screamed as her head throbbed like she had never felt before in her life.  

              Her face balled up in pain.  She held her head with both of her hands and rocked back and forth. 

              "Oh Lord, please stop this pain. It's too much." She said as a tear ran down her face. 

              She closed her eyes and the pain stopped. When she opened them everything went black then things started to come to focus.  Her body felt funny as if she had no control over it.  'I had this feeling before when I was dreaming,' she thought to herself. 

              “Oh shit, I'm having another nightmare, but how?” She said out loud. She felt as if she was trapped inside someone's body. 

              ‘Where am I?’ She mumbled then felt the body she was in turn his head from side to side.  Lauren paid close attention to every detail that she was seeing.  She was in a small room looking through a crack in a door.  

              'I'm in a fucking closet.  Why can't I wake up?  Wake up, Lauren!  Wake up!' She shouted over and over.
              Anna walked through the lobby of the hotel feeling nervous.  She walked over to the front desk where a pretty white woman stood.

              "Excuse me do you have a key waiting for, Anna?" 
              The clerk smiled at her. 

              "Hold on, let me check."  She entered a few numbers in the computer in front of her.

              "Yes there is." She said as she pulled out a key card from the side of the computer. 

              "The room is 402."
              "Okay, thank you." Anna replied, while taking the key she turned her head and could see the hotel lounge.  

              Her heart raced as she thought about what she was about to do. 

              "I might as well get a drink to help me relax my nerves before I do this." She said as she walked into the lounge full of men and women drinking, flirting, and getting to know each other.  

              She reached the bar and ordered a shot of Tequila Slammer and a mixed drink of Hennessy and Coke.  Anna downed both drinks.  

              "Damn baby, your fine as wine.  What's your name?" A man leaned over and said to Anna as she smiled.  

              Just the thought of a man coming onto her made her feel like she still had it, but the smell of his breath hit her nose and she was instantly disgusted. 

              "Oh hell no, you need some gum or something!  I'm sorry to say!" Anna shouted out.
              "So, does that mean you're not going to tell me your name, sexy?" The man persisted as if he hadn't even heard what Anna just said to him.
              She just looked at him and rolled her eyes in disgust and walked away. 'How the hell can a grown ass man's breathe smell like shit?  Goddamn!'  She said while shaking her head from side to side.  

              The effect of liquor began to kick in making her feel more relaxed as she rode the elevator to the fourth floor and got off.  She walked down the hall to room 402 and used her key card to unlock the door and opened it.  A big smile spread across her face as she stepped into the room.  The room had candles all around it and the floor had a trail of red rose petals that led to the bed that was filled with them.  Anna walked deeper into the room when her phone went off.  She looked at her Android phone and opened up the text message, 'I hope you like everything.  This is what I want you to do.  On the nightstand, there's a bottle of Moet Rose wine and two glasses.  Pour one for me and one for you.  We're going to play a little sexy game.  I want you to drink your cup then slowly get undressed for me and get in bed, laying on top of the rose petals for me,' after reading the text messages Anna looked around.  She slowly untied her dress from around her neck letting it drop to the floor.
              Lauren opened her eyes once more praying she would wake up, but she hadn't.  She still had that dreamy feeling and looking through someone else's eyes from the crack in the closet door.  She looked on and could see a beautiful black woman.  Her complexion was of a very light caramel color and looked to be in her early forties.   The eyes of the body she was trapped in looked down at his hands to a cell phone that was there and began to text two messages and sending them.  The eyes looked back up at the beautiful woman that was standing with her back facing them only wearing a cute lace white thong.  She grabbed the open bottle of Moet Rose and poured two glasses.  She took one for herself off the nightstand and drank half the glass out of nervousness then the rest.  She poured another glass and sipped on it slowly.

              "Oh shit!" Anna yelled as her head began to spin and her body goes numb.  

              She stumbled backwards onto the bed. Her body got weak.  She tried to move her arms and legs but couldn't.  

              "Help! Someone, help me!" She said in a weak voice.
              Lauren watched in horror and shocked as Anna called out for help, but it sounded more like she was whispering the words.  Lauren felt the body she was now stuck in move and open the closet door. The S.N. Killer walked up to Anna and smiled a devilish grin.
              "Help me, please!" Anna said in a weak voice.
              "Oh, I'll help you alright. It's so nice to finally meet you, Anna. You're even more beautiful in person.  I'm the one you call Aaron and been chatting with these last few months." The S.N. Killer said.
              "No! No, you're not Aaron.  You can't be." Anna was barely able to say.
              "But yes, I am.  How would I know about everything you told me about your husband never spending time with you and always on My Face?  But, enough talk, I have a surprise for you.  We're wasting time.  I really didn't want to do this to you, but had no control of this outcome." He said then moved Anna to the center of the bed and ripped off her thong and stuffed it into her mouth.  

              He pulled his hard dick out through his zipper and climb on top of her.  The S.N. Killer spitted on his right hand, rubbing it on to the tip of his dick then slowly inserts it inside of Anna.  He had to work it in until it was fully inside.
              "Mmmm!" Anna moaned through the thong in her mouth as she felt him thrust in and out of her.  

              She tried to move her body, but was paralyzed from the neck down.  She felt every kiss and stroke he was giving her.
              "Damn, your husband was a fool for not getting in this pussy.  It's so tight and sweet." The S.N. Killer groaned as he pumped faster and harder then pulled out. He unrolled the condom off his dick and stuffed it in his pocket.


              "Hmmm, that shit was great, but now it's time to get ready for the next step of my plan." The S.N. Killer said as he slides his dick back into his jeans and zipped them up.  

              He pulled the white sheet from up under her and tossed it on top of her covering Anna's whole body from head to toe.  Anna's eyes grew wider as the sheet covered her face.  Her heart raced as she tried her hardest to move her arms and feet.  Her eyes moved side to side as she panicked in fear.
              Lauren wanted to scream and felt helpless as she just had witness everything.  'God, please wake me up from this nightmare.'  She closed her eyes again in hope that when she did open them she would be back in her car and this nightmare would be all over.  Her heart ached because she was still trapped in this blurry, cloudy world, where all she could do was watch. 
              The S.N. Killer pulled out his cell phone and began to type and sent a text message and walked back into the closet and stood there in the dark leaving a crack in the door to look through it.
              A few minutes later, a tall dark brown skin man, stepped into the room with a cheesy smile on his face.  He looked down on the bed to see the shape of a woman, covered from head to toe with a white sheet. 

              "Damn baby, just looking at your shape is turning me on. I told you I'd make it here on time." He said and moved closer to the bed.  

              He stopped smiling when he didn't hear her respond to him. Then his phone vibrated letting him know he had a text message. 'Now, you know the rules.  You can't touch me until you get undressed and drink the glass of Moet Rose I poured for you on the nightstand then we will play.'  The man smiled after reading the text message then looked back at the woman on the bed with the white sheet covering her whole body 

              "Oh, you little freak.  If that's how you want it its fine with me, baby." He said out loud to her and began to remove all his clothes until he was just standing in a pair of boxer briefs.
              Anna heard the man's voice and knew it was too different to be the S.N. Killer.  It was too deep, but familiar.
              "Mmmm, hmmm!" She tried making sounds out through her mouth.  

              It was hard with her own panties stuffed in her mouth and whatever drug she had been given. 

              "Help, mmmm!" She tried to mumble, but her voice was weak.
              "Don't worry, baby.  I'm almost done." The man said as he gulped the glass of wine.  

              He poured one more and drank that one real fast.  He bent down and grabbed a magnum condom out of his back pocket from his pants on the floor.  His dick was hard as a rock, trying to push a way free through his boxer briefs.  As he stood up straight, he felt dizzy.  He looked around and the candle lit room was spinning.  His heartbeat started to race.  He sat down on the edge of the bed with one hand holding his chest in pain and breathing hard and fast. 

              "Baby, I think I'm having a heart attack." He whimpered and turned around and pulled the sheet halfway down to her breast.  

              His eyes opened with terror and fear mixed with confusion and knew he was in trouble as he looked at the beautiful light caramel skin woman with her eyes opened wide with panties stuffed in her mouth.  

              "Anna!" He said as his body went limp and he fell sideways next to her on the bed.
              The S.N. Killer grinned and grabbed a book bag off the closet floor and stepped out of it.  He unzipped the book bag and pulled out a syringe filled with an anesthetic, a meat cleaver, and a red George Foremen electric grill.  He moved the Moet bottle off the nightstand and took it to the bathroom and poured it down the drain then turned on the water to rinse it all down.  He walked back into the room and placed the bottle in his book bag and put the George Foremen grill on the nightstand, plugging it into the electric jack.  He straightened out the man's body, which was now paralyzed.  

              "What?  What's going on?" He asked as he was able to mumble.  

              The S.N. Killer grinned. 

              "What's going on?  You're a fool.  You were such a hoe and a damn freak lusting over younger women.  I set up a fake profile to draw you in.  I'm MizzThighZ that you were dying to be with.  The one you thought you would be meeting tonight and cheat on your lovely wife, Anna there. What's funny is she came to do the same thing tonight with her chat buddy, Aaron, not knowing it was me.  I can understand her, but not you.  You have a beautiful sexy woman and all you do is talk and message other women." The S.N. Killer laughed. 

              "All those things you told me, you wanted to do to me only if you knew.  You can never tell who's behind the picture or profile.  Both of you were so busy stuck online looking for attention and love and never turned your heads to one another and look at each other!" The S.N. Killer shouted.
              Anna couldn't believe what she was hearing.  She knew she had recognized the man's voice that had walked in the room.  But, she never thought it was her own husband.   Anna's husband was so confused about everything.

              "How can this crazy ass person be MizzThighZ?  Help!  Help!" He screamed using all the energy he had in his body.
              The S.N. Killer dug around in his book bag and pulled out a pair of pliers and a small knife.  He walked over to Anna's husband and stuck the pliers in his mouth. Once Anna's husband realized what the S.N. Killer was trying to do, he panicked and moved his tongue all around in his mouth hoping and praying the pliers wouldn't lock onto it.  The S.N. Killer locked onto Anna’s husbands tongue and pulled it and stretched it.  

              "Ewww, ugghh ouch!" He grumbled.  

              The S.N Killer put the knife against Anna's husbands tongue and sawed back and forth.  His tongue began to rip as the S.N. Killer pulled and sawed away, then he pulls the tongue out and smiled.  He opened the George Foremen grill and placed it onto it.  The sound of it sizzling up could be heard echoing through the room.  

              "Aggg Ahhh aggg!" Anna's husband garbled in pain and tried to yell, but couldn't.  

              He choked on his own blood as he tried to breathe, but couldn't.  He kept pushing the blood out of his mouth with the little piece of tongue he did have left making blood run down the side of his cheeks.  His tears streamed down his face as he looked from the corner of his eyes at Anna, who was laying there next to him.  Their eyes locked and tears were coming out of her eyes so fast it soaked the sheet by her head.
              "Oh Anna, don't cry for him.  Remember he chose to be here.  He could have said no, I have a wife and I'm staying home, but no he thought he was going to get some young ass and sneak his butt over here. So he deserves everything he's getting. I normally don't kill men. The meat isn't as sweet tasting as a woman’s." The S.N. Killer said as he grabbed the meat cleaver and grabbed Anna's husband’s right thigh with his left hand squeezing it and swung the meat cleaver with all his might.  

              He chopped a huge piece of his thigh off then did the same to his left leg, blood gushed and squirted everywhere.  Anna's husband cried in agonizing pain. Anna's husband looked petrified as the S.N. Killer picked up a smaller knife and put down the meat cleaver.  The S.N. Killer pulled down Anna's husband’s boxer briefs and grabbed his ball sack, then grinned and in one swift move chopped them off.  

              Anna's husband’s body shook uncontrollably as blood poured out of his thighs and mouth and where his ball sack use to be.  The S.N. Killer ripped and tore away the skin off the two balls only leaving him with two small balls, the size of buttons on a coat, in his hand.  He quickly opened the George Foremen grill to see the tongue almost done with grill marks on them.  He dropped the two balls onto the grill and shut it.  

              "I'm running out of time.  So I have to get this over with fast, Anna." He said as he picked up the meat cleaver and swung hard chopping a big cut into Anna's husband’s neck opening up a giant wound.
              ‘Now, it’s her turn.’ The voice in the S.N. Killer's head said.
              "No!  I told you.  I don't want to harm her!" He shouted back to the voice in his head.
              ‘We don't have time for this.  She's just like the rest of them fuckers.  They all let technology suck them in and control their way of life, all they do is stay online all damn day, reading people's statuses and flirting. They wake up checking their emails and logs into their My Face account or blackberry messages or other chats and twits.  I say their all victims for us to devour!’ The voice shouted back.
              "No, I don't care what we do to the rest of them.  I don't want to hurt Anna." The S.N. Killer replied through clenched teeth talking to the voice in his head. 
              ‘She's seen our face.  There's one thing you can do.  You have to at least take one sweet piece of her.  We can't let that good looking meat pass us by.  Now hurry, we're running out of time.’ The voice in his head replied.
              "Yes, you’re right." The S.N. Killer said.

              "I'm sorry for this, Anna." He said as he pulled out a new syringe from his book bag.  

              "I put a special anesthetic in the liquor that paralyzed you and your husband from the neck down for four hours, but you can feel everything.  What I have in my hand is the same anesthetic.  I don't want to kill you because I really do feel sorry for you.  So, when I push this drug in to your veins, it will overload your body because you have more than three times the limit of your body weight and it will put you in a medical coma. You may wake up in a few months from now, in a year, or worse in four years.  When you do wake up, you won't remember a thing.  Don't even try to tell what happened here tonight.  If you do open your mouth, I'll eat your fucking heart and you will never see it coming." He said through clenched teeth and stuck the needle into a vein in Anna's neck.  

              The drug had rushed through her veins and body's system. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head and her world went dark as she was now trapped in her own body able to hear everything, feel everything, but couldn't control her body, not even open her eyes, induced in a coma for an unknown period of time.  The S.N. Killer smirked as he squeezed Anna's left leg where she had a Tweety Bird tattoo colored in with yellow ink.  He picked up the meat cleaver and chopped off a huge piece of meat including the tattoo off of Anna's thigh.  The S.N. Killer quickly pulled out a zip lock bag from his book bag and stuffed Anna's flesh into it and then in his book bag.
              Lauren's heart raced.  She couldn't believe the things she was witnessing with her own eyes.  This was more than a nightmare she could feel everything the S.N. Killer did but was helpless to do anything.  She closed her eyes over and over and tried to wake up but it was no use.  It was as if she was living through his eyes. She noticed the white latex gloves he had on his hands open the George Foremen grill and grabbed one of the testicles and tossed it into her mouth. 

              "Ewww!" Lauren screamed because as he chewed she tasted it as it popped in his mouth releasing slimly, sludgy stuff from inside.  

              He grabbed the next testicle and tossed it into his mouth. 

              "Mmmm, juicy, not as sweet as a part from a woman but yet still good."  

              He grabbed the tongue that was now fully grilled on both sides.  He bites into it and pulled tearing it then chewed and swallowed while grabbing the George Foremen grill and unplugs it and puts it in the book bag.  

              "Bye Anna, I'll see you whenever you wake up dear." He said with a smirk on his face. 

              He pulled the hat he had on to lower it on his head to cover his face and stepped out of the hotel room.  While walking down the hallway, he removed the latex gloves on his hands and put them into his back pocket and took the stairs to the lobby.  The whole time he was taking small bites of the tongue in his hand as he left the lobby of the hotel and disappeared into the night. 






 


Chapter 11

 

              “Ahhhh! Ahhhh!  Wake up!  Wake up!”  Lauren screamed as loud as she could while shaking her head from side to side.  

              When she opened her eyes, she could see her steering wheel to her Dodge Charger.  She looked around and realized she was in her car and her body was soaking in a cold sweat.
              "Detective, Detective, are you alright?" Two uniformed police officers shouted as one of them opened the driver side door of her car.
              Lauren looked around and realized she was in the precinct parking lot where she first felt her head hurting with a throbbing pain and the nightmare had started. She looked at her watch on her wrist that read 9:45 p.m.  'I've been passed out for an hour and forty-five minutes.' She thought to herself.
              “Detective Pitman, are you okay?  You were screaming." The uniformed police officer asked bringing Lauren back to reality.
              "Yeah, I'm okay.  Thought I seen a rat in my car or something.  You know how these Harlem streets are." Lauren said lying. 
              "Yeah, you're right, detective.  I've seen one the size of a fat cat the other day, almost drew my weapon and put a slug in it.  Anyway, have a nice night and be safe." The uniformed officer said as he walked off with his partner.
              "You guys be safe too." Lauren replied.  She got out of her car and walked into the precinct with so many thoughts on her mind.  She waved to a few officers as she clocked in on her time card then made her way to her private office.  She walked in and saw Alexis with a girl that looked to be no older than sixteen with her mother sitting right next to her.
              "So Victoria, what you are telling me is that you and your two friends, Destiny and Shonda started talking to a man on Twitts and his screen name is Young Bossez?" Alexis said to the girl she was interviewing.
              "Yes, that's right.  He asked me and my friends to come to his house to chill and get high with him.  I got caught trying to sneak out by my mother, but my friends went there without me and have been gone for three days now.  Their parents filled out a missing person report but my mother said I should come and talk to you because y'all have a way to track emails or something." Victoria said.
              "Yes, we can.  Come over here and look at this picture.  Is that him?  I put a search on Twitts and a few men came up with the screen name Young Bossez." Lynise said.
              Victoria got up and walked over to Lynise who was sitting at her desk on the computer looking at different profiles.  Alexis looked up to see Lauren standing by the office doorway with a blank look on her face.  

              "Excuse me." Alexis said to Victoria's mother and gets up from her desk and walks over to Lauren. 

              "Hey, what's up girl?  Your ass is never late, not even if you were sick or getting some good dick.  You would call out first before you’re late." Alexis said in a tone that only Lauren could hear.
              Lauren's mind was gone.  She continued to replay everything she seen in her nightmare, over and over.  She remembered being able to see the precinct when the S.N. Killer in her dream left the hotel.  

              "Alexis, you wouldn't believe me even if I told you.  I don't even believe it myself.   I keep having these nightmares about our suspect, not just nightmares about him more like I'm trapped in his body and can see whatever he sees, whatever he feels, and whatever he tastes.  I can still taste the last thing he ate in my dream girl."  Lauren responded with a facial expression of concern.
              "Girl, you just been working too hard.  We both have.  Wait until I tell you what I caught my damn daughter and her friends doing this morning in my house." Alexis replied.
              "No Alexis, I think I need to go to the doctor for a checkup.  It's worse than what I'm telling you, but I need you to come with me right now." Lauren said.
              "It has to wait.  I have another case we have to work on with two missing teenagers and Lynise gave me the report and filled me in on that Apple woman, and how she might be another victim of our suspect.  I found out our suspect's name.  It's R.J. Medford.  He's twenty five years old and lives at 131 Lenox Avenue."  Lynise said out loud.  

              Victoria had pointed to his profile picture and a second later Lynise had all his information at her fingertips.
              "Okay, good work, Lynise.  Print out his picture and address.  Lauren and I are going to pay him a visit and ask him a few questions.  Let's see if he's going to lie about knowing where these missing girls are and their where about." Alexis said.
              "Alexis, don't make me flip.  Fucking come with me now.  If I'm wrong about my feelings then great and we head straight to the next suspect's place." Lauren said looking Alexis in her eyes.
              "Okay partner." Alexis said grabbing the freshly printed picture and information of their new suspect.  

              "Miss Westbur and Victoria, me and my partner are going to look into this man now.  So, don't worry.  Lynise will answer any other questions you may have and take down any other details you may remember. Thank you." Alexis said.

              "No, thank you." Miss Westbur and Victoria said simultaneously as Alexis and Lauren walks out of the private office and out the precinct and into the parking lot. 
              Alexis walked straight to the Dodge Charger and was getting ready to hop in until Lauren stopped her. 

              "We're not going to need that just yet."
              "Why?" Alexis asked.
              "Because we’re going there." Lauren said pointing to a building across the street from the precinct. 

              "We're going to the Aloft hotel?"
              "But why?" Alexis asked.
              "Remember, I told you about my nightmares I keep having?  Well, one of them took place there.  I think and I have to check it out." Lauren replied.
              "You're making me check up on a hunch because of a dream, Lauren?" Alexis responded.
              "Just please, bear with me.  If I'm tripping, then even all the better my friend, but I need you to have my back, okay?" Lauren asked.
              "Okay Lauren, you’re my girl, best friend, and partner, so I'll always have your back even if I think you’re losing your mind." Alexis replied as her and Lauren walked across the street to the hotel.  

              Lauren opened the door and walked in with Alexis by her side and made their way to the clerk at the front desk.
              The young clerk looked at Lauren and smiled. 

              "May I help you?"
              Lauren and Alexis pulled out there badges. 

              "I'm Detective Lauren Pitman and this is my partner Alexis Lovett.  We're from the 23rd precinct.  Do you have a room 402?  We got a call about a disturbance from that room number." Lauren stated.
              "Yes, we do.  Hold on and let me look up who the room is signed out to.  It said it's reserved to a Mr. Stewart." The clerk said.
              "Ok, we need to go check up on that guest.  If everything is fine and I'm sure it is.  We will be on our way." Alexis replied.
              "Oh okay, not a problem." The clerk said and called over another worker to fill in her spot.

              "Just follow me." She said as Alexis and Lauren followed her to the elevator and rode it to the fourth floor.
              Flashbacks of every little detail of the daydream played in Lauren's mind.  She had seen all of this before in her dreams and found it crazy because she never entered the hotel before just now.  The feeling of the devil took over her body.
              The clerk knocked on the door. 

              "Hi, this is the hotel clerk.  I need to know if you’re okay in there!" She shouted then waited and got no answer.
              Alexis then knocked on the door real hard.

              "This is Detective Lovett.  Open the door, now!" She shouted with a demanding demeanor.  Still there was no answer. 
              "Maybe he went out or is in the hotel lobby getting a drink." The clerk replied.
              "Do you have the master card key?  I need you to open this door.  If he's not there, we'll go." Lauren stated.
              "Yes, I do have a master key." The clerk said as she slides the key through the slot. 

              Lauren and Alexis put their hands on their guns that were in the holster on their waist.
              "Step to the side." Alexis said to the clerk as she pushed open the door.  

              She and Lauren made their way into the room.  The smell of cooked food and burnt candles hit their nostrils.  Alexis turned her head and could see candles burn down to nothing or coming to the end still lit.  Lauren's head began to spin.  The room was just like she had seen in her dream.  Alexis and Lauren both drew their guns as they got closer to the bed.  Lauren looked on in a daze as she stared at the bed and the man on it with his neck chopped open and blood seeping from where his nut sack should have been.  Next to him was a woman with a huge chunk cut out of her left thigh.  The clerk walked in and her eyes popped wide open and screamed. 

              "Ahhhh!"
              "Get out of this room.  It's now a crime scene!" Alexis yelled. 
              The clerk back pedaled with her hands up, holding her mouth, terrified at what she just saw. 

              "Here put this on." Alexis said passing a pair of latex gloves to Lauren and pulled another pair out of her jacket pocket and puts them on.

              "I'm going to call this in, Lauren." Alexis said as she watched her partner stand there mesmerized.  

              "Lauren, snap out of it.  I have never seen you like this before." Alexis said as she picked up her cell phone and called the precinct. 

              "This is Detective Alexis Lovett badge number 5-7- 10- 4.  I have a 187 across the street at the Aloft Hotel, room 402, two dead bodies." Alexis said to the operator.
              "No, she's still alive, Alexis." Lauren replied as sweat dripped down her forehead. 
              "You sure?  She looks dead." Alexis replied.
              "Just check her pulse." Lauren responded.
              Alexis put two fingers on the woman's neck. 

              "Your right, there's a heartbeat. The clerk said this room was reserved to a Mr. Stewart.  Well, I looked at his New York picture I.D. and the woman's I.D. and they are husband and wife.  So, this is a homicide.  It won't be our case and we can find out what happened whenever Miss Anna wakes up." Alexis stated.
              "No, you're wrong, Alexis.  This was done by the S.N. Killer.  Look at her leg and his body.  I just know when Lynise goes to their apartment and checks both of their online accounts, we will see that they were both set up to meet someone they were talking to online, but was tricked and ended up in the same room as part of the S.N. Killer's plan.  The woman won't be answering any questions because she won't be waking up any time soon.  She was put in a medical coma by some type of anesthetic he is using.  He overdosed her on purpose because he felt sorry for her." Lauren said while staring at the couple on the bed.
              Alexis looked at her with a puzzled look on her face.  Wondering how she knew all of that and was it all true?  Ten minutes later, the room was full of police officers and the forensic science team.  

              "Come on let's head to the victim's apartment." Alexis said with Lynise and Lauren by her side as they walked out of the hotel lobby.
              Lauren turned her head and watched the EMT technicians loading Anna's unconscious body into the ambulance.  All three of the ladies jumped in the dark blue Dodge Charger.  In a few minutes, they pulled over to a building on 107th Street and 3rd Avenue with two, blue and white police cars following them.  They walked up to building 42 and rang the doorbell number 2B.  

              "Yes, who is it?" a young man said through the intercom. 
              "It's Detective Pitman and Lovett.  We have to talk to you about your parents.  Please, open the door." Lauren said.
              "Okay." The young boy replied and buzzed them into the buildings front door.  

              Alexis and Lauren walked through the door followed by four uniformed police officers to the apartment door.  The door opened and a young tall brown skin complexion boy that looked to be no older than nineteen years old stood there.
              "Hi, like I said, I'm Detective Lauren Pitman and this is my partner Alexis Lovett.  We need to come in.  Are you home alone?" Lauren asked.
              "No, I'm watching my two younger brothers, their sixteen and twelve.  I'm nineteen.  What do you have to tell me about my parents?  Are they okay?" He asked Lauren and Alexis. 
              Lauren and Alexis looked at each other then stepped into the apartment along with the rest of the officers.  Lynise went straight to work checking the computer and laptop that were in the house.  She hooked it up to her state of the art laptop and hacked their passwords in a matter of seconds.  She was logged into their My Face accounts looking in their inbox messages.
              Alexis broke the bad news to the older son that his father had been murdered and his mother was in a coma.  He broke down in tears and was told that he and his brothers would have to stay with their aunt until they hear otherwise when their mother awakens from the coma.  
              Afterwards, Lauren sat in the car quiet while Alexis drove.  

              "Those poor boys, they’re the ones that are really losing out and going to feel the pain." Alexis stated.   
              "The scary part is that Lauren was right." Lynise said from the back seat with her laptop flipped open resting on her lap as she searched through profiles.  

              “Both the victims were talking to somebody that had a fake profile and I can't trace the other user.  So, it's only one person that can do that and that's our S.N. Killer.  He set up a profile that looked so real with forty pictures or more and with twenty-two messages from Anna's husband going back and forth to a profile set with a twenty-two year old female.  The messages told him to rent a room on his debit card and tell the hotel clerk to hold the key for her and she would be waiting for him naked in the bed before he gets there." Lynise said.
              As Lynise talked to them, Lauren's mind flashed back to everything in her nightmare and how it played out.  She could still see Mr. Stewart walking in all horny and smiling as if he was going to get some, but it ended up to only being paralyzed and have his testicles chopped off and ate.  Poor Anna was crying and confused not knowing what was going on.  A thought hit Lauren's mind. '

              If the nightmare I had tonight really happened, what about that woman in the Bronx on 183rd Avenue?  Did that really happen as well?  I have to find out.' Lauren said to herself then said to the girls. 

              "We need to stop in the Bronx on 183rd Avenue.  I think I know of another murder the S.N. Killer might have done." Lauren said.
              "We can't right now, Lauren.  We have to go to the address we’re those two sixteen year old girls were last said to have been going.  We have to meet our suspect, R.J. Medford then fill out a report for the case in the hotel tonight." Alexis replied.
              Fourteen minutes later, they pulled up to a townhouse on West 131st and Adam Clayton Powell Jr. Blvd.  

              “Lynise, you stay in the car on this one.  Lauren and I will handle this one.” Alexis said while grabbing a cream folder with the suspect's picture and information along with the two missing girl's pictures.  They hopped out of the car and walked up the side walk.  Alexis grabbed Lauren by the arm. 

              "Hold up, we need to talk." She said. 
              "What about?" Lauren replied.
              "You know damn well what about.  You keep talking about these nightmares you are having." Alexis replied.              

              "But Alexis, the nightmares are real.  I don't understand it myself.  I feel like I'm losing my damn mind." Lauren responded.              

              "Well, that's what everyone will think that you are losing your damn mind if you keep saying that shit out loud to anyone other than me and Lynise.  As women, we work too hard to get where we are in our careers and I'm not about to lose that. It's hard enough as it is to get these men to respect us and take us seriously as if a sexy, beautiful woman can't be strong and smart.  We can't mess up what we have worked so long and hard for with talks of nightmares.  I don't know how you knew about the hotel murders, but you did.  I have your back partner, always have and always will, but let's keep this nightmare stuff on the down low, okay?" Alexis said while looking in her eyes. 
              "You're right partner.  I got you and understand clearly now let's see if this fucker is having sex with underage girls and keeping them in his house." Lauren replied as they walked to the front door of the townhouse overhearing loud music blasting from within.  Lauren rang the doorbell three times.
              "Who in the fuck is it?" A voice booms from behind the door.
              "It's Detective Pitman and Lovett open up.  We need to speak to a R.J. Medford."  

              The door opened up and a six foot, light skin complexion man with a thick beard around his face stood there.  Lauren and Alexis both seen the picture and this was their suspect.  

              “Mr. Medford?" Alexis asked.
              "Yeah, that's me.  What's the problem?  I don't like talking to five-o." R.J. replied. 
              "Well, I don't give a fuck who you like talking too.  That's not my concern. My concern is if you have you seen these two young girls?  These girls are only sixteen years old" Alexis said while holding up pictures of the two missing girls.
              R.J. looked at the pictures and stared deeply at it. Lauren studied his facial expression.  

              "Naw, I haven't seen them or know them."  R.J. replied while closing the front door.  

              Lauren stuck her foot in the door stopping it from shutting.  

              "Yo, what the fuck, I just said I don't know them or seen them!" R.J shouted while reopening the door. 
              "What if I said you’re fucking lying?  Your Twitts screen name is Young Bossez and you been talking to them on Twitts for some time now.  And they were last known to be coming to your place two days ago.  One of their friends that were also supposed to come confirmed it!” Alexis shouted.
              R.J. stood there with his jaw dropped in shock. 

              “Ummm, I talk to a lot of women on Twitts.  So, I can't really tell you anything." He said while trying to cover up the nervousness and shock on his face.
              "Listen, I know you’re lying and that they came here.  So, where the hell are they?" Lauren said through clenched teeth. 
              "Listen, you pigs can't prove shit.  So, I'm going back in my house which you can't come in without a warrant.  I know my rights, so bye." R.J. replied and shut the door.
              "He's lying, Alexis.  I saw it all over his face.  Those girls are here.  I can feel it." Lauren said.
              "You're right, Lauren, but we need a warrant to go in his place.  I say we set up a stake out and watch his comings and goings.  He will slip up real fast." Alexis replied as they turned around and began to walk down the townhouse stairs then a strong smell hit both of their noses.  

              Alexis and Lauren turned and looked at each other.  Being police officer's for sixteen years, they both knew the smell all too well.  They sniffed the air to see where it was coming from.  They walked to the sidewalk in front of the townhouse where there were seven black garbage bags on the curve waiting to get picked up by the garbage truck early in the morning. Lauren and Alexis both pulled out police issued pocket knives from the side of their belts and bent down and started cutting open the garbage bags and moving them to the side.  

              "Come help me with this one Lauren." Alexis said as she cut through a bag that was doubled up with five more bags.  

              Lauren moved over next to Alexis and began to help her cut open the bags.  Every time they cut through it, there was another layer to cut through.  

              "Okay, I think this is it." Alexis said as her and Lauren cut through what they hoped was the last layer of the garbage.  The hot stink smell rushed out of the bag and into their faces.  

              "Oh God! Ghaa!" Alexis hollered as she coughed from the smell.  

              She used a piece of her shirt raising the collar up to cover her mouth and nose to block the smell.  Lauren did the same as they tore the bag open some more and felt as if they were about to vomit as they studied what they were now looking at.  

              "I guess we were right.  We knew that smell no matter where we're at." Alexis mumbled through the piece of shirt that covered her mouth and nose as Lauren and she looked at the body of the sixteen year old girl they were looking for.  
              The girl was curled up in a ball as if she was stuffed in the garbage bag by force.  She was naked and there were maggots eating through her eyes and covering her body, wiggling around eating her flesh.              
              Lynise got out the back seat of the car and walked up next to Alexis and Lauren to see what had their attention. 

              "Oh Lord, I see we have another victim." Lynise said as she pulled out a pair of latex gloves from the white lab coat she had on and put them on.  She bent down and grabbed one of the wiggling maggots and studied it. 

              "Well, from the look at my little friend here, she has been dead for a day and a half." Lynise stated.
              "How is that possible?  She's rotten and decomposed so fast." Lauren replied.
              "It's the heat Lauren, from the poor child being in layered garbage bags it made her decompose even faster.  That leaves me to ask where the other victim is, if this one is out and in front of the suspect's home." Lauren questioned to no one in particular.
              "I bet any amount of money she's in there and now we have a reason to search and rush that asshole's house.  Lynise, you call it in.  Tell them we need back up A.S.A.P." Alexis said as she pulled her Heckler 9mm from the holster on her waist and Lauren did the same pulling out her Taurus 9mm.
              "What?  You two are not going to wait for back up?" Lynise asked in shock. 
              "No!  We don't have time.  We already knocked on his door.  So, he knows we're on to him.  It's just a matter of time before he kills the next victim if he hasn't done so already." Lauren replied. 

              "And besides back up will be here in a matter of seconds, once you make the call, so do it now!" Alexis shouted.
              Lynise quickly ran back to the car and picked up the police radio and called it in.  Alexis and Lauren walked back up the townhouse front stairs.  

              "So, what's our move, partner?  Should we knock or kick the shit out of the fucking door?"  Lauren asked with her gun raised high aiming at the door.
              "No, I got a better idea.  Hold my gun." Alexis said while passing Lauren her gun and then dug inside her brown leather jacket pocket and pulled out a small black case.  
              "You're not going to do what I think you are, are you?" Lauren said.
              "Yep, you know I'm good at this shit and who knows what will happen if we kick in the door or knock on it.  It's best we sneak in." Alexis replied while opening the small back case to reveal seven small chrome tools.  

              She pulled two of them out and stuck them inside the door keyhole.  She shook and moved the tools around until she felt what she was looking for then pushed and twisted real hard and a clicking sound could be heard. 

              "That's one down and one more to go." She said as she worked her magic on the next lock and the door slowly crept open. 

              Alexis quickly put the tools back in the black case and inside her jacket pocket and Lauren passed her gun back to her.  

              "You ready, partner?" Alexis asked.
              "I sure am." Lauren responded as they cautiously entered the house.  

              Loud rap music could be heard blasting through the whole house.  Lauren pushed open another door that leads them deeper inside.  
              "The music is coming from inside this door right here." Alexis said as they stood in front of a door.  

              "This door leads to the basement.”  

              They cautiously walked down the stairs and stopped in their steps when the music lowered and they could hear what sounded like four men arguing. 

              "Yo, it's my turn.  You already went three times today and I paid you twenty dollars to let me smash for an hour or better, nigga." Alexis and Lauren heard one voice yell.
              "Fucking five-o just came to my door that means we all got to bust all the nuts we can into that little bitch before we get rid of her like we did with the other one.  Before we get hot, you feel me?" The other voice shouted back.
              That voice Alexis and Lauren already knew belonged to R.J. from speaking to him at the door a few seconds ago.  R.J. walked to a back room and opened the door to see one of his friends humping in and out of a young girl that had both her hands tied up by a sheet on her wrist to a head board.  

              "Get out and go wait with the others!" R.J. yelled.  

              His friend turned around and got two more strokes in and sucked his teeth as he slides out the young girl.
              "Damn nigga, I didn't even cum." He said as he pulled up his jeans then puts on his shirt and brushed past R.J. and shuts the door and walked to where the other two men were standing. 

              "Yo, that bitch's pussy is the truth, the younger the sweeter. I'm just mad this fool.  R.J. didn't let me finish beating that bitch's pussy up."
              "Yeah, me too, R.J. is on some bullshit sometimes." Another one of the men replied.
              "Let's do this, Alexis." Lauren said in a whisper as they witnessed enough. 

              Alexis shook her head letting her know she was ready.  They rushed down the stairs with their guns drawn. 

              "Freeze NYPD, no one fucking move!" Alexis shouted catching the three men off guard. 

              All three of them looked around for a place to run and realized, they were trapped.  So, they put up their hands.  

              "You have these three, Lauren?  I'm going to get R.J.'s fucking ass." Alexis stated.
              "Yeah, I'm good." Lauren replied while keeping her gun aimed at the three men while taking in everything in the room.  

              The basement was set up to be a hang out spot.  There was a big flat screen T.V., an Xbox 360 game system, a couch, no carpet on the floor (even though it badly needed it), and a black coffee table with weed and weed bags and backwoods on it. 
              Alexis slowly crept to the door that was a few feet from her. She put her ear to it and listened for a moment while loud moans could be heard through it. 

              Destiny cried and moaned out of pain. Her pussy was sore from being raped for three days and a half.  All she could think of, is how could this be happening to her?  These things only happen in books or movies, never in real life.  She just wanted to chill out because she was bored and met him off line with him and his friends and her girls.  They raped and beat me and Shonda as soon as we got to his place.   Shonda fought back. They all kicked and punched her until R.J. kicked her in the neck and she stopped moving.  Destiny thought to herself as R.J. continued to pound in and out of her.  She could still see her friend's face and what they did next to her.  They picked her naked body off the floor while one of them wrapped a towel around her neck and held her up in the air choking her.  Shonda's body shook and went into convulsions as one of them grabs her legs and pulls down making her lose oxygen faster, and then she died.  They stuffed her body into garbage bags as if she was nothing but trash.  Destiny cried out in pain, more for the loss of her friend being killed, than the pain she was feeling over and over by each of R.J.'s friends and him.  R.J. stopped pumping. 

              "What the fuck did I tell you about crying?  Now, I'm going to fuck you from the back.  I'm going to untie you.  Don't act up you little slut. You remember what happened to your friend now don't you and you don't want it to happen to you."  R.J. said while still on top of her naked body.
              Destiny shook her head up and down as tears roll down the side of her face and snot dripping out her nose.  R.J. reached up and grabbed her wrist with a smile on his face.  He stopped when he felt something cold and hard press up against the back of his head. 

              "Don't you fucking move, N.Y.P.D."  Alexis said through clenched teeth. 

              "Just give me one reason to blow your fucking head off.  You're a child molester and a rapist.  I’d love to put a bullet in your ass.  So, just make a funny move asshole."
              "Fuck!  You're not supposed to come in my house without a search warrant, bitch." R.J. replied.
              "Wrong!  I have probable cause.  You have a dead, missing teenager in a garbage bag in front of your house that was last online saying she was coming to meet you.  And from what you're doing now to this young girl is only going to make it worse for you.  Put your fucking hands behind your head back now!" Alexis shouted.
              "Those damn, lazy ass niggas.  I told them to drop that little bitch's body eight blocks away." R.J. said with his face balled up in anger.
              Alexis pulls a pair of handcuffs off her waist and cuffed both of R.J.'s hands behind him, she then pushed him off the bed making him hit the floor hard face first.  

              "Don't you move you asshole!" She yelled looking at him grunt and groan in pain.  

              "Are you okay, sweetie?  I'm a cop and going to help you, okay." Alexis said to Destiny who just cried hysterically and was repeatedly saying, thank God, as Alexis untied her hands and looked around the small room to see if she could find Destiny's clothes. When she couldn't, she wrapped the dirty white sheets around her body.  

              "Can you sit up and walk?"
              Destiny shook her head no. 

              "I'm too sore, it hurts." She said through tears.
              "Sweetie, I'm going to need you to try.  It's the only way out of here." Alexis said.
              Destiny shook her head and slowly eased herself off the bed and tried to stand up straight, but her knees buckled and she fell back onto the bed.  Destiny tried again and fell back once more on the bed.  Alexis held her up.  Her legs were shaking and she took baby steps towards the door.  With each step, excruciating pain traveled through her body.
              Outside the room, the three thugs looked at Lauren with hate in their eyes. 

              "It's only two of them and they don't have enough handcuffs to cuff us all.  I'm going to go for the gun under the couch seat." He mumbled to the other two. 
              "Naw, chill, you're going to get us shot." His friends mumbled back.
              "Fuck that.  We're going to jail for life, anyway.  I'm going for it."
              "Stop the fucking talking!" Lauren shouted while keeping a close eye on all three men at the same time.  

              She was wondering what was going on in the room behind her and if her partner was all right.  

              "Get on your knees all three of you and put your fucking hands on your head!" She shouted.
              The three thugs slowly got on their knees and put their hands on their heads. 

              "Alexis, are you ok back there?" She yelled and turned her head to look at the door.
              "Yea, I'm good!" Alexis shouted back.
              As soon as Lauren's head turned for that brief second, one of the thugs jumped up and ran for the couch.  

              "No don't!  Don't do it!" The two other thugs yelled simultaneously that were still on their knees.  

              Lauren's heart raced with adrenaline as she heard the thugs yell.  She turned her head to see one of them digging through the couch seat and came up with a Colt 45 handgun and aimed it at her.  Before he could squeeze the trigger, Lauren squeezed the trigger to her 9mmTaurus two times sending bullets crashing into his chest penetrating into his heart and coming out his back.  The next bullet slammed into his forehead and traveled out the back of his head making him drop to his knees and fall face first, dead.  
              A rush of seven unformed police officer's rushed down the basement stairs with their guns drawn. 

              "Freeze, N.Y.P.D, put down your weapons." Two of them yelled while pointing their guns at Lauren.  
              "I'm Detective Lauren Pitman with the 23rd precinct, badge number 2, 5, 10, 4." She shouted then slowly showed her gold badge on her waist.  

              "My partner is in the back room with another suspect and victim." Lauren said as Alexis came out of the bedroom holding Destiny up while trying to walk.
              A uniformed police officer picked Destiny up in his arms.  Destiny turned around looking over his shoulders and mumbled thank you to Lauren and Alexis as he carried her out of the house to an ambulance.  The rest of the officers grabbed the other two thugs, handcuffing them and led them to a police car.  Then another couple of officers went to pick R.J. off the floor.  The whole time R.J. yelled 

              "How you assholes going to leave her body in front of my place?  How can y'all be so fucking stupid?" He screamed even after the police car pulled off to take him to jail.
              Outside Lauren and Alexis inhaled the fresh cool night air.  

              "Damn, I wanted to put a bullet in that monster R.J.'s head so badly.  That could have easily been my daughter he and his friends killed and raped." Alexis stated then looked at Lauren when she didn't say anything.  

              "You okay, partner?
              "Yeah, I'm good.  It's just been a crazy ass wild night.  More than what I even expected." Lauren responded. 
              "Yeah, you’re right.  Now we just need to catch that damn Social Network Killer." Alexis replied.  
              As soon as she did, a flashback played in Lauren's mind of being in the hotel and seeing Anna's face as tears roll down her cheeks.  

              "You two did a great job tonight.  You caught three suspects and took one out.  He got what he deserved and you two found that crime scene in the hotel." Lauren heard a voice say.

              That voice snapped Lauren back to reality to see her sergeant standing in front of her.  Her sergeant was an overweight Caucasian man in his fifties.  

              "Thank you, Sergeant Wahberg, we try." Alexis replied.
              "You two do more than try.  I think you two should take the rest of the night off with pay and come back tomorrow to fill out the paper work for these two cases, but this case here is an open and shut one like a book. Great work.”  Sergeant Wahberg said while shaking their hands.  

              Then they watched him walk away with a smile on his face.  

              "You heard that Lauren.  We can take the rest of the night off.  I'm going home to be with my woman and chill with my little girl.  I know they are both still up." Alexis stated then looked at Lauren. 

              "What's wrong, Lauren? We did well tonight.  You thinking about those nightmares you’re having aren't you?" She said in a whisper because there was a street full of police officers that were running in and out of the townhouse collecting evidence.
              "Yeah, I can't shake the feeling of how real they seem.  I'm scared to go back to sleep, Alexis.  I'm not going to take the rest of the night off.  I'm going to wait for Lynise to finish up inside with the suspect's computer and evidence search then I’m going to follow up on that first dream I had of this lady in the Bronx.  From there, I'll fill out all the paper work out on these cases for us." Lauren replied.
              "Lauren, don’t stress those dreams.  It's because you're not getting enough rest.  We’ve all been working too hard and long hours to catch this monster serial killer." Alexis responded.
              "I'll be okay, Alexis.  Go home and enjoy the rest of your night, girl."
              "Okay Lauren, don't stress too much.  I'm going to have one of these uniformed cops drive me back to the precinct to my car.  And relax for the rest of the night." Alexis said as she walked off. 






 


Chapter 12

 

              The S.N. Killer looked in his deep freezer to see it stacked up with different kinds of meat to eat that he had cut off of women.  But, still didn't feel satisfied.  

              'I think it's time we found someone else to play with.'  The voice in his head said in a sinister tone. 
              "No, we have food for your hunger we don't need to kill anymore tonight.  I'm starting to think you only want to do this now to hurt people, not to satisfy your hunger." The S.N. Killer said out loud to the voice in his head. 
              'What did I tell you boy, get online and find our next victim and I do like the killing and if you say anything else, you already know what will happen!’ The voice shouted then the S.N. Killer felt a throbbing pain in his head.  
              "Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!"  He bent over and screamed in pain while holding his head.  

              "Okay!  Okay!  I'll do it just fucking stop already." He yelled and spit flew out his mouth and landed on his chin.  

              The pain eased up as he stood up straight and walked down three flights of stairs to the first floor and down the hallway to the back room filled with the laptops and computers.  One by one he logged into different social network sites he had accounts to.  And began chatting and checking his inbox messages.  An instant message popped up on one of his computer screens.  He rolled his chair down to the computer to see who it was. The name on the message said 'Michelle.’  

              “Michelle, Michelle.” He said over and over trying to place the name and the face because he was talking to more than fifty women online daily and using different screen names and profiles every time.  So, he read the message to see if it will help jog his memory.  
              'Hey Nate, how are you baby?  I see you’re fronting on me.  You said you'd be out here in two days from the last time we chatted.  I'm still waiting, baby.'
              As the S.N. Killer read the message, it all became clear to him. 

              "Oh that Michelle" He said out loud to himself.  

              He switched computer screens and looked up cheap flights and booked a plane ticket to Atlanta, Georgia that leaves at midnight, and then rolls his chair back over to the computer that had the instant message from Michelle.  

              He began to type, 'Hi baby, how are you?'  He typed and pressed enter sending his message.              

              'I'd be better if you were here dicking me down like you’re supposed to be Daddy.' Michelle wrote back.
              The S.N. killer smiled, 'Well, get ready.  I'll be on the midnight flight to Atlanta, Georgia and will be there in two hours.  So, you have to come get me from the airport or do you want me to drive to the army base.' The S.N. Killer wrote back and pressed send, then read the next message that popped up. 

              'Lol really, shit, I can't wait and you can drive straight to the army base.  Just show your I.D. to the guards at the front gate.  I'm going to tell them you're my cousin.  Okay baby?'
              The S.N. Killer read the message.  

              ‘We have to hurry up and go, fool.  Or we will miss the flight.  Call the cab driver and let's go!’ The voice in his head yelled. 

              He felt a slight throbbing pain on his temples.  

              "Okay! Okay!" The S.N. Killer shouted back and typed to Michelle, 'I have to go, sexy.  I'll be there in a few.  I still have your phone number.  I'll text you when I'm close until then keep it nice and wet for me.' The S.N. Killer sent the message and got up and walked down to a table that was filled with prepaid smart phones and prepaid               SIM Cards in a box.  

              He picked up a phone he used earlier to call Anna and opened the back of it and removed the SIM Card and tossed it into a box filled with old SIM Cards that he had used to call or text the victims he ate and killed.  He picked up a freshly new SIM Card and placed it into the blackberry storm phone and used his old phone to look up a number and began to text it.  He typed, 'Come pick me up.  I need to leave now.  Don't be taking that fucking long either.' He sent out the text to his cab driver.  He then saved Michelle's number into the phone.  He grabbed a gray coat and a briefcase and walked outside locking the doors behind him.

              Dalisia had been unable to leave Harlem without knowing what happened to her friend or finding her.  She rented a room in a hotel on 125th Street and Park Avenue.  It was a hole in the wall kind of place.  Roaches were scattering up and down the wall, but Dalisia refused to leave.  She now stood across the street behind a parked car looking at the townhouse where she found pieces of a broken phone that looked to belong to her friend Apple.  She watched a man in a gray coat exit the townhouse with a briefcase in his left hand and a suitcase in his right hand.  Dalisia tried to get a good look at his face, but couldn't because of the gray New York baseball cap he had on his head.
              The S.N. Killer walked down the steps of his townhouse.  As his yellow cab pulled up, the voice in his head said, 'Someone is watching us.  I can feel it,' as he opened the back door of the cab and got in.              
              "Where?" He replied to the voice in his head.
              "There, across the street.  Someone's there watching," the voice said.
              The S.N. Killer turned his head and looked through the window, but couldn't see anything. 

              "We will handle it later.  We are going to miss the flight." He said to the voice in his head.

              Then he looked at the nervous East Indian cab driver.  

              "Take me to JFK Airport, and step on it." He said in an evil tone.
              "Yes, boss." The cab driver replied as his hands and legs shook out of fear. He stepped on the gas pulling off.
              Dalisia’s heart raced and pounded hard as she leaned back against the car bent down.

              "Damn, he almost saw me.  How the hell did he know I was over here when it's so damn dark on this block?  It's as if he knew I was here." Dalisia said out loud to herself while holding her hands on her chest.
              The S.N. Killer looked at his driver as he hopped out of the cab.  

              "Do you have what I need?" He asked looking the driver in the eyes.
              "Yeah, I have it here and I'll bring the rest when you call." The cab driver said terrified and passed him a small clear medicine jar filled with brown fluid. 
              "Good, you better, or else." The S.N. Killer replied.  

              The cab driver shook his head up and down and pulled off.  The S.N. Killer turned around and headed into JFK Airport to catch his flight. 






 


Chapter 13

 

              Alexis sighed in relief as she twisted her key into the hole and unlocked the door and walked in her condo.  

              "Damn, it feels good to get off early." She said to herself as she walked through her dining room and up the stairs of her condo.  

              She heard music, then fast footsteps. 

              "Hmmm, I know that child of mines better be in bed it’s twelve o'clock at night and she got school in the morning." Alexis said out loud to herself thinking of her daughter, Shenice.  

              She walked in the living room and looked at a brand new white leather couch and love seat.  She shook her head in disgust as she thought of why she had to get a new living room set in the first place.  

              "That damn girl." She mumbled as she walked to her daughter's room.  

              She turned the door knob and slowly pushed the door open to see her daughter lying on her stomach, butt naked sleeping.  Alexis walked deeper into her bedroom and sat down on the bed and gently rubbed her daughter's head and played with her long hair.  

              "Girl, I gave birth to your ass.  I know you're not sleeping." Alexis said with a smile on her face.
              Shenice opened her eyes and her mother stared in them reflecting the same color green eyes she has.  

              "Looking at you is like looking at my twin or better half." Alexis said.
              "You always say that mommy." Shenice said while smiling back at her. 

              "How did you know I wasn't sleeping?" Shenice asked.
              Alexis took a pink sheet that was at the foot of the bed and shook it out, unfolding it, and covers Shenice's naked body with it.  

              "Child, like I said, your my daughter, I gave birth to you.  I know when you're sleeping or up to no good. Now, why are you laying naked in your bed?  I'm even more shocked not to see you on your iPad online on Twitts or My Face or something like that even knowing your ass should really be a sleep." Alexis said.
              Shenice looked at her mother. 

              "Well, like you said, I'm your daughter and just like to be naked in bed like you.  It helps me sleep better at night and after the mistake I did the other day, I really haven't felt like going online.  I've been going to school on time and coming straight home like you told me to do mom." Shenice replied.
              "I know, baby.  I got eyes on you." Alexis said with a smirk on her face. 

              “I love you with all my heart.  You're my world, baby." Alexis said while staring into her eyes. 
              Shenice sat up and they hugged each other.  

              "I love you too, mom." She replied as a tear ran down her face as she thought of the things she wasn't telling her mother.  

              She quickly wiped the tear away while still hugging her.  When they broke their embrace, she felt her mother's soft lips on her forehead once more.  Her mother eased up off her bed.  Alexis walked to the door and turned around to get one more look at her daughter.  She noticed that Shenice only had one sock on.

              "Hmmm." She said to herself as she walked out the room shutting the door behind her.
              Shenice sat up and cried from the secret she was keeping from her mother. Alexis walked to the master bedroom and opened the door and walked in.  She turned her head to see Cassandra sitting up in bed with her laptop on her lap and signed in on her My Face account.  

              "Hey baby you’re home early I see." Cassandra said without looking up from the laptop screen.
              Alexis noticed for the first time that Cassandra was naked.  She looked at her beautiful shaped breast and the red butterfly tattoo that was on her right breast.  It started there and another butterfly was connected to it, like a chain in different colors.  The butterfly chain tattoo traveled down the side of her ribs and wrapped around her waist, like a belt, then traveled to her right butt cheek.  It curved a little and continued down her thigh.  The butterflies got smaller and smaller until it stopped at her foot.  

              "Mmmm, that's the best money I spent." Alexis said to herself. 

              Just looking at part of it, made her juices start flowing. 

              "Damn baby, you're not even paying me any mind." Alexis said feeling a little jealous over the laptop.
              "I will just let me finish up on My Face.  I have a lot of messages, babe." Cassandra replied.
              "Schmmp!" Alexis sucked her teeth. 

              "I bet if I said you can go on a shopping spree your ass would pay me attention." She said with an attitude and walked into the master bathroom and got undressed and hopped in the shower.  

              "I swear I don't even know why I put up with that woman.  All she do is stay on that damn laptop chatting with people like I don't know better.  That's how her and my ass met and when she isn't online she's sleeping or spending my goddamn money." Alexis said out loud talking to herself as the hot water hit her body. 

              "I swear if her ass wasn't so sexy, I'd been got rid of her.  I don't know why I'm so weak for a pretty face and sexy beautiful women." Alexis said to herself and shook her head.  

              She got out of the shower and dries off then lotions up her body.  She walked naked to her dresser.
              Cassandra couldn't help but to look at her voluptuous ass jiggle as she walked and her beautiful honey brown skin complexion.  Alexis put on a long black tank top and grabbed a book called, The Pleasure of Pain by Shameek Speight off the dresser and walked to her side of the bed and slides up under the sheets with her back leaned up against the head board.  She started reading the first page.  Cassandra looked at her from the corner of her eyes. 

              "I don't know why you just don't use my Kindle to read your books.  It's much better." She said in a sarcastic tone.
              "No, thank you.  I like to be able to touch and feel my books and the author signed it for me.  Thank you very much." Alexis replied with an attitude and continued reading.
              Cassandra turned her head and knew she had a problem.  

              ‘Damn, if her ass is unhappy with me then my cash flow will slow up and I got a great thing going here.  I don't have to work and get to sleep all day and shop online, and I get whatever I want.  And I still get to fool around and do me because her stink butt works so damn much.  I don't know why she does it, it’s not like she fucking has to with all the money her mother left her and the soul food restaurant still bringing in more money to her and her sister.  But, I can't fuck up my meal ticket now.’ Cassandra thought to herself as she turned the laptop off and took it off her lap and placed it on the nightstand.

              Something caught her eye when she did.  She swiftly picked up the sock and stuffed it in to the pillow sheet that was behind her back. 

              "Thank God, last thing I need is for her to see that." She mumbled up under her breath. 

              She crawled up under the sheets that was covering Alexis's lower half of her body.
              Alexis was so deep in the book she was reading.  She wasn't paying Cassandra any attention because the author's way with words made her feel as if she was now in the book living their life, until she felt a small tickle sensation that turned sweet and sexually on her big toe.  It sent a chill up to her spine.  

              "Shit, what are you doing Cassandra?" Alexis asked in a horny voice as her love box began to throb.
              "Shhh, don't worry, let me do me." Cassandra said under the sheets.
              "All you’re going to do is fuck me and think that's going to make everything right between us." Alexis said.
              "Shhh!" Cassandra said as she slowly let her tongue travel to each one of Alexis's toes just letting her tongue slightly touch them, teasing Alexis.
              The teasing was driving Alexis crazy and when Cassandra finally took her toes into her mouth, sucking them one by one, it made Alexis's eyes roll to the back of her head.

              "Mmmm!" She moaned slightly as Cassandra sucked on her toes.  

              She removed the sheet that was covering her head and Alexis's lower half of her body and looked her in the eyes.  Their eyes connected only making the passion between them grow even more intensely.
              "Mmmm." Cassandra moaned then lifts Alexis's leg and let her tongue travel up it until it made its way to her clit.  

              She then placed it back down and gave small wet kisses on her thigh.
              "Oh shit." Alexis moaned and grabbed the sheet.  

              Each kiss sent chills through her body and made her juices start to flow.  Cassandra moaned as she worked her way to Alexis's neck then their lips met. They slowly kissed and Cassandra bit Alexis's bottom lip.  

              "Damn, you never tease me so much." Alexis moaned as her body felt in ecstasy. 

              "It hasn't felt this way in a long time."  She arched her back as Cassandra worked her lips and moved down around her breast taking each nipple in her mouth one by one.  

              "Mmmm, oh lord!" Alexis moaned as each kiss was even more intense.
              Cassandra got wet with just the facial expression on Alexis's face seeing her so aroused just turned her on even more.  She slowly placed small wet juicy kisses between Alexis's thighs then pelvic bone. The anticipation of Cassandra's lips touching her clit was killing her.  Cassandra kept eye contact with her and made each kiss and lick better than her last.  

              "Ooooo." Alexis moaned loudly and her body shook when she felt just the tip of Cassandra's tongue on her clit just gently licking it up and down, but at the same time barely touching it.
              "You like that don't you baby?" Cassandra moaned.
              "Ummm." Alexis moaned while arching her back and rotating her hips in a circle as Cassandra wrapped her lips around her clit.  

              Her body began to shake as if it was going to orgasm.  

              "Oh, my God, damn baby!" Alexis shouted in between all the teasing from slow licking and the building up anticipation was killing her.  

              She felt like she wanted to explode.  She exploded all in Cassandra's mouth while holding on the back of her head and fingers dug in her hair.  

              "Oowee, shiitt!  Yes baby!  Yes, goddamn!" She shouted moving side to side while coming and keeping her fingers locked in Cassandra's hair.
              Cassandra licked and swallowed up all of her sweet juices just watching Alexis and feeling her cum rush in her mouth made her leak and cum dripped down her thigh.  Alexis's joy and excitement became hers.
              "Oowee." Alexis moaned as she released Cassandra's hair and lay back on the bed. 

              Cassandra lifted her head up and a long thin string of Alexis's cum hung from her lips dripping down.  Cassandra crawled up towards her.  Their eyes locked and they kissed mixing Alexis's sweet tasting juices in each other's mouth. 

              "Damn baby, you haven't made love to me like that in like forever." Alexis said looking at her with deep love in her eyes as she lay down. 
              ‘There isn't a bitch in this world that can resist falling in love with my tongue.’ Cassandra thought to herself and was smiling inside.  

              She kissed Alexis's lips softly and Alexis closed her eyes feeling love without a care in the world as she dozed off to sleep from her body feeling so relaxed.  

              Cassandra leaned over and grabbed her blackberry storm and logged in her My Face account and began to type, 'There isn't a woman in this world I can't put to sleep with my tongue.  I'm a bad bitch and worth every penny.'  She pressed send for her new status and then logged out of her My Face account thinking about the new outfit she was going to buy tomorrow. 






 


Chapter 14

 

              The S.N. Killer looked at his watch and seen he was making pretty good time.  His flight to Atlanta had arrived an hour early.  He drove a black rental car that he had waiting for him at the airport.  He drove to a twenty four hour Wal-Mart and picked up a George Foremen electric grill, a stainless steel meat cleaver, and some seasoning.  Then he started heading to the army base.  While driving, he texted Michelle, 'Hey sweetie, I should be at the base in a few seconds.  What should I do when I get to the front gate, baby?' He wrote then sent it.
              Less than a second, his phone vibrated letting him know he had a new text message.  He looked at the message from Michelle while looking back and forth at the dark road while driving.  'I gave the guards at the front gate your name and that you are my cousin.  So, you’re good Daddy, hurry up!  I can't wait to have you inside me and you came at a good time.  This late my daughter is knocked out.  I'll be waiting for that good dick you keep telling me about.  Yay lol ;).'
              The S.N. Killer grinned and pulled his fitted baseball hat down more on his head to cover up his face and pulled out his I.D. even though it was a fake.  It was as real as it could get, even down to his real picture on it.  No one could ever tell it was a fake I.D.  He pulled up to the front gate of the Army base.  A guard with a M16 rifle walked to the driver side door.  

              "I'm here to see my cousin, Michelle Dowany, she lives on the base." The S.N. Killer said while handing the guard his photo I.D.  
              The guard took the I.D. and looked at the picture then the S.N. Killer. 

              "Sir, can you please remove your hat?"
              The S.N. Killer removed the baseball hat from his head and the guard flashed a bright light in his face from a flashlight to get a better look at him.  When he did he burst out laughing.

              "Hahaha, yeah sure, your Michelle Dowany's cousin.  Go in she told us you were coming.  You do know what street and house it is right?" The guard asked.              

              The S.N. Killer shook his head up and down.  

              "Good because we can't have civilians roaming the base lost at this hour." The guard said then gave a look to the next guard who was in the control booth.  

              He hit a switch that swung open the six foot chain link electric fence. 

              The S.N. Killer took back his I.D. and drove straight in and down two blocks, and made a right, driving five more blocks, made a left turn, and pulled in the driveway of the second house.  All the lights were off on the other houses he had passed only a few still had a light on.  This one had what looked like the bedroom and living room light that was on.  The S.N. Killer turned off the car and looked behind him then side to side to make sure there wasn't anyone else outside.  Every once in a while, he could see an Army truck a few blocks away proctoring the neighborhood.  

              'I'm outside.' He texted and sent it to Michelle as he grabbed his bag from Wal-Mart and filled four syringes with the brown anesthetic medication he had gotten from his cab driver.  He stepped out of the car and walked to the front door of the house.  
              The front door opened and a milk chocolate beautiful, thick, voluptuous woman stood there wearing a black see through teddy that stopped at the top of her thighs that had fur at the bottom of it.
              The S.N. Killer smiled.  She looked sexier in person than her My Face pictures and even thicker.  He licked his lips.  He looked her up and down then looked her in the eyes.


              "Ummm, excuse me, but I'm waiting for a friend.  Who are you?" Michelle said as she tried to cover up her body slightly hiding it behind the front door.
              “I'm Nate.” The S.N. Killer said with a grin on his face.
              Michelle looked at his face and grinned on it and everything in her body told her something was wrong.  The man before her didn't look anything like the profile picture of the man she had been chatting with for months on My Face.  The man in front of her twisted smile told her something was very wrong with him right away.  She pushed the front door as hard as she could, but the S.N. Killer pushed back even harder sending her flying backwards on the floor.  The S.N. Killer stepped all the way in the house with a twisted grin on his face as he shut the door behind him.  Michelle crawled backwards while on the floor looking up at him.  Her heart raced with confusion and fear. 

              ‘Don't panic.  You can take him.  You’ve taken men bigger than this man with your army training.’ She told herself. 

              Building back up her confidence, she leaped to her feet standing straight up and did a spinning kick that laid straight into the S.N. Killer's chest knocking the air out of him.  She ran up on him and hopped into the air sending her knee crashing into his chin.  Michelle saw her opportunity and took off running towards a closet in her living room where she kept her service weapons on the top shelf.  

              “Motherfucker wants to come in my house and think shit is sweet.  Don't you know not to mess with a woman with guns and a short temper?” She said while rummaging through the stuff on the shelf.  

              She was trying to reach her Koch 9mm, but it was too far back.  So, she grabbed the next best thing, her M16 rifle and took the safety off and cocked it making a bullet jump in the chamber.  When she looked up to raise and aim the M16 rifle at him, all she could see was a blurred object flying towards her face.  She swiftly moved her head to the side dodging the object and prepared to fire when two more objects came flying at her.  She jumped up in the air and hit the floor rolling and the first one barely missed her and then she popped up and felt something sharp and painful slam into her stomach.  She looked down to see a syringe stuck in her stomach.  It pierced through her black teddy she had on.  She tried to lift the M16 rifle, but couldn't.  Her body felt numb and her arms hung to the side limp.  She turned her head and could see other syringes he had thrown at her stuck in the wall.  

              "What the fuck have you done to me?" she tried to yell, but her words came out slurred and disoriented.  

              Saliva dripped out of her mouth and the M16 rifle slid out of her grasp.  She no longer had any control of her arms and body.  She tried to move, but couldn't.  

              "Help, help me!" She screamed, but it only came out as a whisper as she slowly dropped down to her knees.  

              "God, what's happening to me?" She mumbled as she lost all control of her body and hit the floor hard face first.
              ‘You should have stuck that fucking crazy bitch at the door, right away.  You had her beating our ass, like a mad woman.  Imagine if she was able to get a shot off with that big ass gun.  We would have been fucked if she didn't kill us.  This house would have been surrounded with army guard’s asshole!’ The voice in the S.N. Killer's head yelled.
              "I have everything under control.  Now, can you stop yelling so we can enjoy ourselves already?  Shit!" The S.N. killer shouted back.

              ‘Watch your fucking mouth.  Remember whose running shit, but let's have our fun.  You’re right about that.’ The voice in his head replied.
              The S.N. Killer walked over to Michelle and looked at her.  She was on her knees with her ass up in the air and her face turned flat on the floor with her eyes moving around trying to see what was going on and crying.  He pulled a gag ball with a strap on it out of his jacket pocket and stuffed it in her mouth and tied the strap behind her head.  

              "This is so you don't wake your little princess in the next room.  You been telling me for months you wanted this dick." He then zipped down his zipper and pulled out his dick through the hole.  

              He grabbed Michelle's black teddy thong and ripped it off and tossed it to the side and forced himself into her.  He gripped her waist and began to penetrate deep inside with slow strokes then picking up his pace going faster and harder.
              ‘What the fuck?  Why can't I move?’ Michelle thought to herself as she cried and felt him inside her wiggling around.  

              She tried to move her body as hard as she could, but she had no control.  Her spit dripped out her mouth onto the floor. As tears flooded out her eyes uncontrollably, she cried from the fear of dying and even worse the fear of what this mad man would do to her daughter.
              "Ugghh!  Ugghh!" The S.N. Killer grunted as he held tighter around her waist. 

              "Oh damn, this pussy is so good." He groaned as he looked at her black thick beautiful ass shake when he thrusts harder in her.  

              He pulled out of her and came on her ass. 

              "Hmm, that was well worth the trip here, baby." He said as he put his dick back in his jeans and zipped up his zipper.  

              He got off his knees and walked around looking around the house.  He opened a door and could tell by the flowers on the wall and toys on the floor it belonged to Michelle's daughter.  He walked deeper in the bedroom and stood over the bed.  He stared at the little girl that was in a deep, sound sleep.  He grinned and turned around and walked out of the bedroom shutting the door softly.  He walked around until he found the kitchen then pulled out latex gloves out of his back pocket and put them on.  He looked through the cabinets until he found a roll of paper towels and a clear glass bottle of vinegar and walked back into the living room.
              "Don't hurt my baby, please." She said over and over.  

              But between the drug that was in her system and the gag ball in her mouth, it sounded as if she was barely making a sound.
              "I know what's on your mind, sweetie." The S.N. Killer said as he grabbed the Wal-Mart bag he dropped at the front door when shoving his way inside the house. 

              He walked back over to her and kneeled behind her. 

              "Don't worry.  I'm not going to hurt your princess as long as she stays asleep.  Children aren't my type of meat, not sweet enough.  But, you my dear are like a rare fruit just right for the picking.  I even had to stop and go shopping and pick up a few of my favorite things, just for you.  It's so hard these days to travel with my tools from home on an airplane." He said as he opened the bottle of vinegar he took from the kitchen. 

              Then took a piece of paper towel and poured the vinegar on it.  He wiped the sperm off of her ass that he had released.  

              "I usually don't have unprotected sex.  It's disgusting.  You never know what you can get these days with meeting all these people online, if someone quick to meet someone off the internet and sleep with them right away.  No telling how many other times they've done it.  Not to mention, it's leaving my D.N.A. inside you and that's a big mistake." He said as he finished wiping the sperm off her ass.  

              He took the bottle of vinegar and forced it inside her.  
              "Ahhhh!" Michelle screamed as loud as she could as her pussy walls were being stretched and ripped open from the bottle being forced inside her.  

              Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as she felt like she was about to pass out.
              "Oh hush, it's not that bad.  I have to clean you out and this is the fastest way to do so.  I can't have any of my D.N.A. inside you now, can I?" The S.N. Killer said as he pushes the bottle deeper inside her, emptying the bottle of vinegar inside her and pulled it out.  

              Blood mixed with vinegar and cum rushed out of her and splattered on the carpet beneath her.  

              "Okay, now that's done.  It's time to eat." He said out loud as he pulled out the new gray George Foreman grill and plugged it up to an outlet close by.  

              He pulled out the new meat cleaver from the bag.  

              "This is going to hurt you more than it's going to hurt me." He said swinging as hard as he could and chopped off her left butt cheek.

              Michelle screamed with a weak muted sound. The S.N. Killer looked at the piece of butt cheek he chopped off.  

              "Damn, your ass is big.  I'm not going to be able to eat all of that tonight.  I can't take any home with me either.  Shit, what a waste." He said out loud to himself as he seasoned the piece of meat as if it was a steak and he tossed it on the grill.  

              "I usually make a five star gourmet meal, but since we're on an Army base, I know my time is limited.  So, I got to take what I can get.  It's not every day I get to snack on something as thick and sweet as you.  I'm going to enjoy every bite of your ass.  I even brought my own dishes." He said as he pulled out a paper plate and a plastic fork and knife.  

              He took the piece of meat off the grill and sliced it into thin small pieces and began to eat. 

              “It's a little dry and missing something." He said as he got up and walked back into the kitchen and found a bottle of A1 sauce in the cabinet. 

              He came back into the living room and sat down on the floor next to Michelle.  He picked up his plate and poured the smooth thick of A1 sauce over the meat and began to eat again.
              The agonizing pain was too much for Michelle to bear.  She passed out a few times from the pain and loss of blood.  She felt her stomach bubbling up and felt pressure rising up to her chest tasting stomach acid in her mouth.  The vomit traveled up and forced its way out, but the gag ball in her mouth prevented it from leaving her mouth.  A large amount of vomit of stomach acid mixed with chunks of regurgitated food was stuck in her throat with nowhere to go but out through her nose.  Between the vomit that was oozing out of her nose and chunks of food stuck in her throat, she couldn't breathe.  Michelle tried to gasp for air to only have her lungs fill with stomach acid and food.  She died of aspiration in matter of seconds.
              The S.N. Killer took the last bite of his meal. 

              "Mmmm, simply delicious, I'm stuffed.  I don't even feel like moving, but I have to get out of here my dear." The S.N. Killer said and got up and picked up the meat cleaver.  

              He pulled Michelle's head up by her hair to slice her neck.  

              "Ewww you nasty little thing!" He said as he noticed the vomit oozing out of her nose still and a little through the gag ball in her mouth.  He touched her neck and didn't feel a pulse.
              ‘Damn, that's the fucking first time I've ever seen that one.’ The voice in his head said.
              "Me too." The S.N. Killer said as he released her hair and let her head drop to the floor like a dead weight.  

              He untied the strap from behind her head and took the gag ball out.  His face tightened up in disgust as the vomit rushed out of her mouth. He swiftly threw the meat cleaver and the George Foreman grill and anything else he touched into the Wal-Mart bag.  He looked around making sure he didn't miss anything.  He pulled the syringes out of the wall that he tossed at her earlier and walked out of the house shutting the door.
              The sound of the door slamming shut woke Michelle's daughter up.  She climbed out of her bed.  

              "Mommy, the noise woke me up." She said while rubbing her eyes and walked to her mother's bedroom to get in bed with her.  

              When she opened the door and didn't she her mother, she walked into the living room.  Her little eyes opened up wide as she look at her mother on her knees and ass stuck up in the air with a large wound on her left butt cheek that was no longer there and blood dripping out of it like water.  

              "Mommy, mommy!" She screamed and cried as she ran over to her mother shaking her.

              "Mommy, wake up!  Please, wake up!" She yelled in her little eight year old voice.  When she noticed that her mother wasn't moving at all, she hugged her and cried hysterically.
              The S.N. Killer pulled the car out of the driveway and could hear Michelle's daughter crying letting him know he had over stayed his welcome.  He drove a few blocks down and made a left and drove a few more blocks until he reached the base's front gate.  He passed his I.D. to the Army guard in the control booth. 

              "I see you're already done seeing your cousin, Michelle." The guard said with a smirk on his face knowing no way in hell this man could be related to her and probably was just a booty call as he wrote the S.N. Killer's fake name on the logout sheet.  

              He felt a sharp pain in his neck and his body go weak and then dropped to the ground.  The other Army guard at the gate standing on the passenger side door of the S.N. Killer's car saw his partner go down. 

              "What in the hell, Tom you okay?" He yelled as he felt a sharp pain to his chest.  

              He looked down to see a clear syringe sticking out of it.  He back pedaled backwards and fell flat on his back hard as he lost control of his limbs.
              The S.N. Killer quickly jumped out of his car and sliced his neck with the meat cleaver.  He walked into the control booth and turned the Army guard's head and noticed his eyes were moving from side to side and then stopped just staring straight in the eyes of the S.N. Killer.

              "Sorry my friend, but you have seen my face and I never leave any witnesses." 

              Those were the last words that the Army guard heard as his neck was sliced open and he died choking on his own blood.  

              The S.N. Killer grabbed the log in and out sheet and hit the button to open the gate and jumped in his car and pulls off.  Miles away he poured lighter fluid on the Wal-Mart bag and everything in it and set it on fire and threw it out the window then he headed for the Airport to make his return flight. 






 


Chapter 15

 

              On the lower east side of Manhattan at the South Street Seaport, a couple just finished eating at Ono's Restaurant on their second date.  They walked along the pier looking at the boats in the Hudson River.  

              "This is a beautiful date.  I'm very happy." The woman said to her date as he held her hand and they leaned over the rail together looking upon the river.
              "No, being with you is what makes it beautiful, baby." The man replied.
              "Oh shit!  What's that?" The woman said pointing at something floating in the water.  

              The man looked at what she was pointing at, but couldn't make out what it was.  

              "Whoa, that's a dead body floating in the water!" She yelled.
              "Naw, that's just a mannequin.  It can't be real." The man said as he noticed the shape.
              More people and couples on the pier walking began to look as well.  

              "That's a dead body!" More and more of them began to yell and scream.
              "See, I told you!  I told you!" The woman screamed.  She saw a police boat riding a few feet away.  

              "Hey! Hey over here!" The couple yelled flagging down the police officer's in the boat.
              They shut the boats engine off to hear them better. 

              "Yeah, what is it?" One of the officers asked as they looked up at the people on the pier.
              "There's a dead body floating in the water!" She yelled and everyone else on the pier yelled the same thing.
              "Where?" The officers asked.
              "There, right there!" The couple said.
              It was eight o'clock p.m. and the sun had already set making it hard for the officers to see the dead body floating down the river.  The couple and others on the pier walked to follow it.
              "Where, where's it at?" The officers shouted as they turned on a spot light and shined it on the surface of the water moving it around until they spotted something floating in the water.  

              One of the officers started the engine on the boat. 

              "Thank you!" The other one yelled to the people on the pier.  

              They drove the boat closer while keeping the spot light on the body as it kept drifting down the river from the pier.  One of the officers used a long pole with a hook on the end of it and reached out to the body to grab onto the clothes that were dragging behind the body.  As they pulled the body away from the gawking eyes of the people on the pier, they called the find into headquarters.  Soon South Street Seaport was full of local police officer's and ambulances.  They pulled the body out of the river and zipped it up in a black body bag and took it away to the city morgue.  

              "Now, we have to drag the river for any other evidence left behind." A detective had said.







 


Chapter 16

 

              Lauren was happy to be in her bed.  She looked at the sunshine through the window.  For two whole days, she's hasn't had any headaches or nightmares.  She was so scared that she might be going crazy or have brain cancer.  But the check up from her doctor came back clear and she was more than in good health for a woman her age.  She lay in her bed loving her life, but longing for a strong man to lay by her side.  She closed her eyes and tried to push the thoughts and lonely feelings out of her mind.  She was halfway to sleep when she heard the song, 'The One' by Mary J. Blige letting her know she had a phone call.  She grabbed her iPhone from under her pillow and looked at the caller I.D. to see it was a call from her sergeant calling. She accepted the call. 

              "Yes sir, what is it?"
              "Good afternoon, Detective Pitman.  I need you to go to the city mortuary." The sergeant stated. 
              "But my shift doesn't even start till eight p.m.  This is when I get my must needed rest, sir. This can't wait?  Or you can't get another detective on it for now?" Lauren asked.
              "This isn't a request, Detective Pitman.  It's an order.  It has to do with your case with the Social Network Killer.  This thing just got bigger than you know even Mayor Bloomberg is on this now.  I already called your partner.  So, get your ass up and on the move now!" The sergeant demanded and then she heard nothing but a dial tone on the phone.  

              Lauren sighed with disappointment and got out of bed and headed to the bathroom to take a shower and leave. 
              Cassandra looked at Alexis's back and then stared at the tattoos that ran down it in different colors.  Her face twisted up with lust and anger as she watched Alexis get dressed. 

              "So, you’re just going to fuck me and leave?  It's not even time for you to go in for your shift." Cassandra said with an attitude.
              "Come on baby, stop it. You're overreacting.  You know this is my job and if my sergeant says I have to go in to the city morgue then that's what I'm going to do." Alexis replied while putting on her shirt.
              "Schmmp!" Cassandra sucked her teeth.

              "Don't know why you want to stay being a damn cop anyways.  It’s not like you have to or need to work.  You got more than enough money to stay home.  We could make love all day and go shopping. You should just quit that damn job, already!" Cassandra shouted and rolled her eyes. 
              "Listen; watch your goddamn mouth, Cassandra.  I'm a detective because it's what I love and who I am.  And helping people gives my life a purpose.  No amount of money can change that.  Everybody doesn't like to stay at home and sleep their life away, like you!" Alexis shouted and stomped out of the bedroom and left her condo heading for the city morgue.
              Lauren stared at the body the medical examiner was showing her.  

              "The Jane Doe has been dead for at least five days now.  Her left breast has been chopped off and her stomach was cut open and intestines were removed.  What killed her was the removal of her heart.  That's all I can tell you for now due to the fact that the body was under water for a long period of time." The medical examiner said.
              "Okay, thank you, Dr. Edwin." Lauren said to the medical examiner as she studied the woman's face with him and already knew who she was. 
              Dr. Edwin was a short and fat bald man in his fifties.  He was the medical examiner for most of the murders and homicides in Harlem and the lower east side of Manhattan.  He was the most reputable at performing autopsies.  Lauren had worked with him for many years on different cases.
              Alexis walked in the examining room with a cream folder in her hand.  She walked over to the body and studied it while Lauren and Dr. Edwin stood on the other side of the steel table. 

              "Hey Lauren, I stopped by the precinct and got the paper work on our missing Jane Doe right here.  I think I know who she is."
              "No need, Alexis.  I have a photographic memory.  Her name is Chonte Oxmendz, but all her friends called her Apple.  She's twenty two years old and from Brooklyn." Lauren replied.
              "Damn, you're good and remember everything, girl.  It looks like our S.N. Killer did a number on her." Alexis said as she looked at the bones protruding from her chest bent up and pointing straight out as if an animal had ripped it open and began to feast.
              "Now, I have to call her friend, Dalisia, and family and let them know the bad news.  I know this is our case, but for real I wonder why we couldn't have waited until our eight o'clock p.m. shift to handle this.  That’s what's bothering me." Lauren stated. 
              "Yeah, me too." Alexis responded. 
              Dr. Edwin looked up from studying Apple's body. 

              "You two really don't know, huh?  There's more to this than you know." Dr. Edwin responded.
              "That's enough, Dr. Edwin we will fill them in on the rest." Alexis and Lauren heard a voice say from behind them.
              They both turned around to see two men dressed in black suits by the examining room door.  One was a dark skinned handsome, black man with wavy hair and stood six foot, one inch tall with a trimmed goatee and had on a pair of black Gucci sunglasses. The other was a Caucasian man who stood six feet tall, with blonde hair, and looked just like Brad Pitt if it wasn't for the pair of seeing eyeglasses he had on his face.  They were both in very great shape as if they lived in the gym.
              Alexis and Lauren turned their heads and looked at each other. 

              "Fed's." They both said at the same time.
              "Yes, Detective Lovett and Pitman, we're F.B.I. agents.  I'm special agent, Vincent Brown, and this is my partner special agent William McArther." The tall dark skinned black man said.
              Lauren and Alexis shared a confused look on their faces as they looked at each other.  They had worked with each other so long it was as if they could read each other's mind.  They looked at the two men.  

              "So, what does the Fed's want with us and our case?" Lauren asked the question that was on both of her and Alexis's mind. 
              "We're here to oversee your case." Special agent William said speaking for the first time.
              "Shit, oversee our case? That's just another word that you all are taking over the case after me and my partner has worked so hard on this investigation." Alexis said with an attitude.          
              "Listen detectives, we're not here to take over your investigation.  But do know that if the Federal Bureau gives us the orders, we will.  We're assigned to work with you on this serial Social Network Killer and his cannibal ways.  This is getting out of hand and out of control.  It's been nine months and you two still haven't got a suspect.  The F.B.I. respects the work you two have done with the social network crimes, but we have to step in now." Special agent Vincent replied.
              "What do you mean this is getting out of control?  My partner and I got this. It's only a matter of time before we close in on this monster and put him away." Alexis spit back. 

              Both of the F.B.I. agents smiled.  

              "I pray so, but we will show you what Dr. Edwin was about to tell you before we interrupted him. Come, follow us." Agent William said.
              The two F.B.I. agents turned around and walked out of the room.  Lauren and Alexis looked at each other and followed them along with Dr. Edwin.  They walked down the hallway of the medical examining building and entered a large room.  Alexis and Lauren had never been in this room before.  As Alexis and Lauren looked around, all they could see were multiple tables with dead women on them with only a sheet that covered them from the breast down. 

              "Okay, so what are we looking at?  I've seen dead bodies before.  What do these bodies have to do with me and my partner and our investigation?" Alexis said while raising her left eyebrow.
              "This has everything to do with your investigation, detectives.  See after they found Chonte Oxmendz, also known as Apple's body in the Hudson River, the N.Y.P.D. scoped the river for any other evidence that might lead to her death or murder.  But what they found was far worse.  The drag net pulled up bodies after bodies that were stuck on the bottom of the river.  You think your S.N. Killer, as y'all call him, only killed nine people in the last nine months, but we pulled out fifty victims from the water.  These are the bodies of the women pulled from the river.  And only half of them we can I.D." Agent Vincent said.
              Lauren and Alexis's jaws dropped out of shock and surprise. They gained their composure.  

              "And how do you know that the same S.N. Killer that we are investigating is behind this?" Alexis asked.
              Agent Vincent looked at them both with a facial expression saying like really, are you serious.  

              "Okay, as you know, the F.B.I. knows everything and we read your reports on all the S.N. Killer's victims.  Look at their legs."
              Alexis and Lauren both walked up to different bodies and removed the sheets just from their legs and they saw a large cut wound in the woman's thighs. Something they had seen many times. They both checked out other bodies then another and finally stopped and looked how large the room stretched out filled with women victims.
              "And if that's not enough proof for you,  Agent Williams hacked into twenty five victims that we were able to identify, online accounts and they all met up with a man from different social networks on the night or day they went missing.  And here's the crazy part we're unable to track the account of the man they were talking to and that's almost impossible.  We have the best technology in the world.  That only leads us to one thing.  It's the same guy with a different profile, your S.N. Killer." Agent Vincent stated.
              Alexis and Lauren were lost for words.  No way did they know the S.N. Killer had claimed so many victims in such a short amount of time.  

              "Well detectives, the next step is to compare notes and see if we can set up a trap to draw the suspect out." Agent William stated.
              In less than two hours, Lauren and Alexis's private office wasn't so private anymore.  The F.B.I. had agents setting up computers.  Alexis stood there in shock never seeing so much technology come in such a short time and high tech gear.
              "Nice to meet you." Special Agent William said to Lynise as he shook her hand.
              ‘Ummm, damn, he's a sexy ass Brad Pitt look alike.’ Lynise thought to herself as she became aroused.
              "So, I hear you’re the forensic science and computer genius around here." Agent William said.
              Lynise blushed. 

              "I wouldn't say I'm a genius.  I just earned top achievement in my graduating class.  I'm just good at what I do and love technology." Lynise replied. 
              "That means you and Special Agent William have a lot in common.  He's a genius and was top of our class and great with computers.  So you two will be working closely together on this case." Agent Vincent stated.
               "So, what's our next move?" Alexis asked looking at Agent Vincent.
              "Well, we will set up a few fake profiles on different social networks since he likes all kinds of different types of women.  Judging by his victims, he should try contacting us on one of the profiles." Agent Vincent said while walking around the office checking the new equipment his technical team just set up.
              "We tried that and it didn't work.  It's like he has a way of knowing what profiles are fake." Lauren responded.
              "Well, this time you have Agent William, who's one of the best, and we will use real profiles too of different F.B.I. women agents and see if he goes for those as well.  So, fill me in on all your leads so far." Agent Vincent said.
              "Okay, the first lead we have is the prepaid phone numbers that the Social Network Killer uses.  He bought the prepaid phone and we believe over nine SIM Cards or several more from the same store on 149th and 3rd Avenue in the Bronx. The store owner's name is V.J. Mohammed.  I questioned him and asked if there were any records or a way to know who he sold the prepaid SIM Cards to.  He acted kind of funny and said no.  So, it led me to think he's lying and knows we can't get a search warrant for his store or home without more evidence." Lauren replied.
              "What?  You mean to tell me you have a suspect and you didn't search his store or home yet?" Agent Vincent shouted.
              "Listen, lower your tone when you're talking to me or my partner.  We can't search a suspect's home or place of business without a warrant and before now we didn't have enough evidence to get one.  Now, we can match the twenty dead women you were able to identify last known called numbers from a SIM Card that was ordered from that store, we’re good to go!" Alexis shouted.
              "I'm sorry Detectives.  Forgive me for my tone.  It's just we really need to get this S.N. killer.  Now, please continue and tell me any other leads." Agent Vincent said.
              "Well!" Lynise said cutting in. 

              "We took each victim's blood to get tested at a toxicologist.  When the lab work came back, there was a large amount of an anesthetic called Propofol.  This drug within forty seconds sedates a person reducing vascular resistance of the person's body.  The time varies that the person is sedated on how much is given and how often.  This isn't a drug you can just buy on a street corner. This drug has to be coming from someone in the medical field or someone with access to it."
              "Okay, enough with the talking, let's gear up and ride to the phone store and the house of this V.J. Mohammed." Alexis responded.
              "That's a great idea.  Let's get a move on that now.  You and I will take the store he owns and Agent William and Detective Pitman will take the suspect's house with the N.Y.P.D. backing them up and some F.B.I. agents." Agent Vincent said looking into Alexis's green eyes and got trapped in their beauty for a moment. He licked his lips and smiled at her.
              A warm rush traveled through Alexis's body as she stared back at him and started to feel her juices flow and her panties get soaked.

              'Damn, why he got to be so damn sexy?  I love a dark skinned, handsome man with confidence and about something in life.  Shit, push them thoughts out your head.  The last time you ended up in bed with someone you worked with the only thing you got left with was a broken heart and a baby.' Alexis thought to herself trying to push any sexual visions she was having of Agent Vincent out of her mind little did she know he was trying to do the same.
              "Hold on you guys.  I have to make a quick phone call.  A call I should have already did." Lauren said after strapping a black bullet proof vest on as everyone around her was gearing up and getting ready for the search warrant they just received.  

              Lauren sighed as she looked through Apple's folder and found the number she was looking for.  She picked up the phone on her desk and dialed the number.  After two rings, the person on the other line picked up.
              "Detective Lauren, I was wondering when you was going to call me.  Have you gotten any good news?  Have you found my friend?" Dalisia asked.
              Lauren paused a few seconds after listening to the girl. 

              "Dalisia, your friend Apple is dead.  We found her body last night in the Hudson River.  I just found out the news today and told her family, but wanted to be the one to tell you before you heard it from anyone else.  I owe you that much." Lauren said and didn't get a response on the other end of the phone. 

              "Dalisia!  Dalisia!" Lauren repeatedly said and only heard silence.  

              Then she heard a piercing scream.

              "Noooo! Noooo!" 

              The scream was so loud Lauren had to move the phone from her ear. Every word Lauren had said to her after that went in one ear and out of the other. 
              The only thing Dalisia heard was her best friend was dead. She sat on the hotel bed in shock and all the pain of losing her dearest and closest friend in the world hit her at once and she screamed like she never had before in her life as tears streamed down her face.  

              "Noooo! Noooo! Not Apple, why?  Noooo!" 

              The small room she was in began to spin as the hurt and pain consumed her body.  She lay burying her face in a pillow on the bed and cried hysterically.
              Lauren couldn't any longer listen to Dalisia cry and scream and not answer her.  So, with a heavy heart she hung up the phone. 

              "Okay let's go do this." Lauren said.
              "Are you okay?" Alexis asked while putting a hand on Lauren's shoulder.
              "Yeah, I'm good." Lauren replied.
              "Just the words I wanted to hear." Alexis responded as she walked out of their office followed by Lauren.







 


Chapter 17

 

              Alexis sat in the passenger seat in a Lincoln LS driven by Agent Vincent and another car with two F.B.I. agents following them along with the S.W.A.T. van.  They pulled up on 149th and 3rd Avenue in the Bronx and blocked the street off. No cars were allowed to get through the block.
              Alexis looked at Vincent as she checked her bullet proof vest making sure it was on tight while cocking the SKS 9mm sub machine gun. 

              "I never trust anyone to watch my back, but my partner Lauren, but now I have to rely on you right now." Alexis stated.
              "Don't worry, Detective Lovett, I'll make sure to watch your back." Agent Vincent replied in a seductive tone as he looked over at her and took a quick look at her voluptuous thick thighs. 

              He started thinking about how amazing her shape was and how beautiful her face was.  He quickly pushed the thoughts out of his mind and got back to the task at hand.  He jumped out of the car followed by Alexis and the other F.B.I. officers and members of the S.W.A.T. team.
              Alexis pushed in the phone store door with the SKS 9mm sub machine gun drawn.

              "This is N.Y.P.D. and the F.B.I. everyone put your hands up and get on the ground."
              There were five customers in the store, two women and three men. The women screamed at the top of their lungs out of fear and dropped to the ground as they all rushed in the store.  V.J. was behind the counter and was lost at what was going on.  He raised his hands and looked confused as to what was happening.

              "What's going on here? I pay my taxes and there are no drugs in my store!" V.J. yelled.
              "Shut the fuck up and get down!" Alexis yelled and handcuffed him.
              The other officers talked to the five customers and let them go.  Then they began to search all the computers and record books in the store.  Alexis lead V.J. to a police van and put him in the van.
              Across town in Queens, Lauren pulled up on 103rd Street and Rockaway Blvd. with Agent William in the passenger seat and five police cars following her lead.  They blocked off the block and surrounded the house number 247.  Lauren looked at Agent William letting him know she was ready.
              A huge police officer kicked in the front door and Lauren and the S.W.A.T. team rushed the house.  Lauren ran into the kitchen, where two East Indian women were cooking, and Lauren's first thought was that one of them was V.J.'s wife.  The two women screamed as they seen the guns in their face. 

              "What's going on?" One woman asked in a strong Indian accent.
              "Get on the ground and put down the knife!" One of S.W.A.T. team members yelled.
              "Okay!  Okay!" The Indian woman said as she put the knife down that she was using to chop up her chicken for the meal she was preparing.  She got down on her knees by the other woman.
              Lauren left the kitchen and went searching around the rest of the house. Lauren turned her head to see an officer carrying two young children out of the house, one a boy and the other a girl that looked to be no older than three years old and the other nine years old.  Both children were crying uncontrollably and asking for their mothers. 

Lauren went up the stairs to the next level of the house and noticed S.W.A.T. team members running in and out of each room.  She saw a door on the far right down the hallway.  She walked to it and kicked it open.  When she did, she saw Agent William handcuffing an East Indian man that looked to be in his thirties.  William lifted him off the bed.  Lauren stared at the man's face and could tell that he was related to V.J. because of his facial expressions were just alike. Besides the face, he looked more intelligent from the eyeglasses he was wearing. The more she looked at him the more suspicious he got. He wasn't asking any questions as to what was going on, like any normal scared person would be.  But, his facial expressions were more of a man that was petrified and of someone who already knew this would be happening to him.

"Don't worry, Detective Pitman.  I have this one." Agent William stated.

"Okay, sure." Lauren replied. 

The S.W.A.T. team loaded the two women and children into a van, along with the man, and took them to the 23rd precinct to a holding cell, while they spent the rest of the day searching the house collecting anything that looked like evidence. 

Special Agent Vincent and William along with Alexis and Lauren met up at the precinct and compared notes.  

"So, how long you think we can hold them?  I don't think we really have anything on them." Lauren said while sitting at her desk going through paper work and files on V.J. and his family.   

"You're working with the F.B.I. now.  We can hold them as long as we want, unlike the 72 hour law with N.Y.P.D.  What you mean we have nothing?  V.J. is our S.N. Killer.  He and the other guy is, that you and Agent William arrested." Agent Vincent replied.  

"The man we arrested is Hedy Mohammed and is V.J.'s brother. The other woman in the house is his wife.  Hedy is a nurse and has been for nine years now." Lauren said while looking up from the file she was reading.  

"I really don't think that V.J. is our S.N. Killer." Alexis said jumping in the conversation. 

"Yeah, me either.  I'm checking all their online accounts on their computers and there's nothing, even the software isn't up to date.   It's not good enough to stop me and the F.B.I.'s technology equipment from tracking them like the S.N. Killers has been." Lynise added while typing at her desk and searching files on one of the computers they took from the house as evidence. 

"Vincent, I'm going to have to agree with the detectives and Lynise.  I'm looking up all V.J.'s records and online files from his work laptop. I haven't found anything criminal." Agent William said while typing on a computer at a desk right next to Lynise.  

"Have all of you gone mad?  I'm telling you V.J. and his brother Hedy are our S.N. Killer.  The S.N. Killer couldn't have just been one person.  He would have needed help to get rid of all those bodies.  And his brother Hedy helped him do just that. Look at the facts, people.  All the SIM Cards came from V.J.'s store, every last text or phone call could be tracked to a SIM Card that came from there.  Who else is able to change SIM Cards so fast after they use a phone, but someone that owns a phone store.  The reason he can't remember who bought those SIM Cards is because he never sold them, just said he did and used them for himself." Agent Vincent stated then looked at the open folder in his hand. 

"And Hedy, his brother is a nurse." He said as he looked closer at the paper in his hand.

"Did any of you see what type of nurse he is?  He's an anesthetist specialist.  That means this man went to school for four years to be a nurse and other three years to learn how to put people to sleep for doctors to work on them.  We all know the victims had traces of an anesthetic in them.  That's how our suspect rapes and eats whatever body part he likes.  So, who better than a nurse who has access to the drugs.  I'm telling you people V.J .and Hedy is the S.N. Killers." Agent Vincent stated.  

The more he had talked the more sense it all started to make to everyone in the office. 

"Okay, say you’re right.  The S.N. Killer is really two people, not one.  We should let the women and children go.  I already questioned them.  They don't know anything and we have V.J. and Hedy in the interrogation rooms." Lauren replied.  

"Yeah, you’re right, Detective Pitman.  We can release them now.  While you and Agent William interrogate V.J., Detective Lovett and I will interrogate the brother Hedy." Agent Vincent said while looking at Alexis.  

His body felt warm as he stared in her green eyes, honey brown skin complexion, and juicy lips that had red Mac lipstick on them.  He felt himself becoming aroused and his dick started slowly to grow and rise inch by inch in his pants.  

'Stop it, stop it.  Don't think about her like that.  This is all business just worry about this case, that's all.' He said to himself as he tried to control his lust over Alexis and make his penis stop growing before everyone noticed. 

Alexis couldn't stop staring at Agent Vincent.  There was something about his dark skin complexion, wavy hair, and his smile that seemed to attract her.  She lowered her eyes and her grin turned into a cheesy smile spread across her face.  As she looked down, she saw what looked to be like a snake growing inside his pants. 

‘Hmmm, that shit looks like a monster.  Damn, I wonder how it would feel inside me.'  She thought to herself as she licked her lips.

'Alexis, stop it and stay focused.  What's wrong with you?  Remember what happened the last time you lust over a man like this.' She said to herself and moved side to side because her pussy had become wet and her juices had soaked her thong making her feel uncomfortable.  

She stood up from her chair at her desk and took a quick glance down at her crotch area to make sure her wetness didn't soak through her pants and show.  

"Okay, so you and I will go and interrogate Hedy and Agent William and Lauren is going to interrogate V.J." Alexis stated.

Agent Vincent shook his head in agreement and walked out of the office followed by Alexis.  Alexis picked up her pace and cut in front of him.  She wanted to be the first one in the interrogation room and show that no man can out do her.  

As she walked in front of Agent Vincent, he tried his hardest to keep his eyes from looking at her ass, but his eyes were like a magnet drawn to it.  

'Damn!' He said under his breath as he watched her voluptuous ass switch side to side and moved loosely, even in jeans.  

'Damn, I wonder if she got any panties on, shit!'  He mumbled then realized he was lusting a little too hard. 

Alexis unlocked the interrogation room and entered to see an average built East Indian man in his early middle thirties.  He was sitting at the steel table that his left hand was handcuffed to.  Lauren and Agent William stood behind the see through mirror with a camera recording everything that was on.  

"So, Detective Pitman do you think your partner and mines will get this guy to talk?" Agent William asked. 

"Well, I don't know about your partner, but mines don't play.  She'll get him to talk and break him down." Lauren replied.  She then turned her head and looked at him.  

'Damn, he's a sexy Brad Pitt look alike, I swear.'  She thought to herself then looked back at the see through mirror.  

Alexis was sitting at the table across from Hedy and Agent Vincent was standing up next to her.  

"Listen Hedy, you're in a lot of trouble.  We know what you have been up to." Alexis stated looking him straight in the eyes.  

"Ummm, I really don't know what you're talking about.  I'm just a hard working citizen and a family man.  I have no idea why I'm here or why the N.Y.P.D and F.B.I. raided my home that I share with my brother." Hedy replied nervously with sweat starting to drip down his forehead.  

"Listen, stop with the bullshit.  I know you’re an anesthetic specialist and that you been using anesthetic to paralyze your victims while raping and killing them and even worse eating them.  If you talk now, we'll try to work a deal so that you won't get the death penalty!" Alexis shouted.  

"I told you. I don't know what you're talking about.  I haven't done anything and the State of New York doesn’t have the death penalty." Hedy responded.  

"That's where you're wrong.  This is also a Federal investigation and the F.B.I. has the death penalty for monsters like you.  If you don't talk, that's where your ass is heading.  You will never see your son grow up." Agent Vincent said in a sarcastic tone.  

"No!"  Hedy shouted. "Is my wife and son still here?"  

"No, we released your wife and son along with your brother's wife and child as well, but you need to stop bullshitting and talk.  You and V.J. have been killing and raping women all around New York." Alexis replied.  

"No, Alexis, it's even worse.  We have the same trade marks on other victims from Washington DC, Baltimore, Boston, Atlanta, and Virginia.  That's why the Federal Bureau stepped in." Agent Vincent stated. 

"I checked your passport and you and V.J. travel a lot.  You two have been to every place I just named. So I suggest you start fucking talking now asshole!" Agent Vincent shouted.  

Hedy burst out crying tears streamed down his face as he buried his face into the palms of his hands. 

"You don't understand.  It's not me.  I can't talk.  I have nothing to say.  Please, let me call a lawyer."  

As soon as the words left his mouth, Alexis's cell phone rang and she answers it.

"Okay." She replied to who she was talking to on the other line and then hung up. 

"Now, you're really fucked.  I was just informed that a yellow taxi cab was found in your garage with blood stains in the trunk and they match the D.N.A. of ten victims.  You sure you don't want to talk now?"  Alexis asked with a smirk on her face.  

Hedy just continued to cry. 

"You don't understand. You can't understand. You never will.  Please, just let me call my lawyer." Hedy said through his tears.  

"Okay, if that's how you want to play this.  So be it." Agent Vincent responded as he and Alexis left the room and locked the door.  

They entered the room behind the see through mirror.  

"That didn't go to well, Alexis." Lauren said and grinned. 

"What you mean?  Shit, he pretty much gave himself up talking that we wouldn't understand why he did it and we got it all on tape and with the D.N.A. from the taxi cab found in his garage this is an open and close case, finally.  Now, we just have to find out which one really did the killing or was it both of them or just one helping the other like if Hedy was supplying V.J. the drugs or if V.J. was supplying Hedy the SIM Cards." Alexis stated.  

"Yep." Agent Vincent said cutting in.  

Lauren's facial expression had a confused look on it.  

"I just don't think it's that easy." She replied. 

"Listen, it is.  We got the monsters behind this crime wave. Now, it's you and Agent William's turn to interrogate V.J." Agent Vincent stated. 

Lauren felt something was wrong, but didn't want to say more about it.  How could she tell anyone about her dreams?  In her dreams, there was only one killer. When she felt as if she was trapped in his body from the feeling of it, she knew the killer was taller and stronger than V.J. and Hedy.  Lauren brushed the thought out of her mind as she entered the interrogation room followed by Agent William.  

"Ahhhh!" V.J. screamed as loud as he could and pulled on the hand that was handcuffed to the table as if he was trying to break free.  

"I don't know anything!  I don't know anything!" He repeatedly screamed over and over.  

"V.J. calm down.  We just want to talk to you and ask you a few questions." Lauren said while looking at him as if he had lost his mind.  

"I don't know anything.  Please, leave me alone.  Ahhhh!" He screamed.  

"Stop all that fucking screaming.  We just want to talk to you, asshole!" Agent William shouted.  

Lauren raised her right eyebrow.  It was the first time she seen him get tough, until now.  She always just thought of him as a sexy nerd and book worm seeing him like this kind of turned her on.  V.J. stopped screaming and sat still in the chair with a petrified look on his face. 

"Listen, we already know you killed those women. Your brother Hedy told us everything." Lauren said. 

"My brother didn't tell you anything.  I know it and we don't know anything. I'm not answering any more questions.  Let me call my lawyer!" V.J. shouted.  

"Stop yelling, if you don't want to talk fine, it's your ass going down.  We have enough evidence to put you away for life or give you the death penalty!" Agent William shouted while fixing the glasses on his face. 

"Okay, he's not going to talk.  I think we’re done here Detective Pitman." Agent William said and left the room.  

Lauren stood there for a moment and stared at V.J.  He didn't look like the cocky confident man she met in the phone store a few days ago.  He looked more terrified with fear all over his face.  He was shaking and rocking back and forth in his chair.  He turned his head and his eyes looked as if he was pleading with Lauren asking for help, but not one word left his mouth.  

"Say something; I know there's something you want to tell me." Lauren said.  

"I can't. You won't understand. I can't talk." V.J. said in a whisper with his face still buried in his hands and began to cry.  

Lauren shook her head and walked out of the integration room. 






 


Chapter 18

 

Two weeks have passed, Lauren and Alexis, along with agent Vincent and William, tried to get V.J. and his brother Hedy to give a confession, but they refused to say a word.  Alexis was working the day shift, something she hated to do, but had to work almost all day and night once the F.B.I. stepped in fully to help close the S.N. Killer's case.  She sat at her desk looking for more information to connect V.J. and Hedy to the other twenty nine victims.  They could only place twenty one of the victims in the taxi cab by D.N.A.  

Agent Vincent sat across from her looking at reports and paper work trying to do the same thing.  

"Shit, the trial is in a week and a half and I feel we still don't have enough evidence to withhold the charges.  Their lawyers will argue some of this bullshit that someone stole the cab and used it or one of them will get off. When I know in my heart, they both did the crime." Agent Vincent said and hit his fist on the desk out of anger.  

"We will get both of them.  Don't stress it." Alexis said while smiling at him.  

Agent Vincent looked at her beautiful face and her smile.  Her teeth were the whitest he has ever seen.  Her smile made a smile spread across his face. 

"I guess you're right Detective Lovett." 

"Vincent, we’ve been working together for about three and a half weeks now, just call me, Alexis.  There are no citizens around." Alexis stated. 

"Okay, Alexis, I'm hungry.  I know you know somewhere in Harlem we can get some good soul food.  I'm from Virginia and all this fast food I've been eating is messing me up.  It just doesn't cut it for me." He replied while still looking in her eyes and smiling at her.  

Alexis smiled back. 

"Of course, let's get out of here.  I need a break.  My eyes are starting to burn and hurt from all this damn reading." She said as she stood up and walked out of the office.  

Agent Vincent followed her watching her every move as they left the precinct and walked two blocks up on 125th Street.  Her high heels hit the concrete hard as she walked up the street.  The sound of it and watching her hips swing side to side only aroused him more.  Soon they arrived at a soul food restaurant where you serve yourself.  The guy behind the counter smiled at Alexis.  

"How are you doing today?  I read the newspaper and watched the news and seen you arrested some big time serial killers."  

"Yeah Jeff, I did.  I'm doing well.   How are you and your wife and children?" Alexis replied.  

"She's doing great and the kids are driving me crazy, but all is love." Jeff responded.  

"Okay, I'm about to go eat with my friend.  Send my love to your family." Alexis replied as she walked off with Agent Vincent by her side. 

They found a table next to a window.  

"I didn't think people in New York could be so friendly or is it just because you bring the best out of everyone you come around." Agent Vincent said.  

Alexis blushed at his statement. 

"Well, I would like to think so.  But, I grew up only a few blocks from here, country boy.  So, I know almost everybody." She said as she began to eat digging her fork into her macaroni and cheese.  The cheese just dripped from the fork as she put it in her mouth.   

Agent Vincent swallowed a big bite of BBQ chicken he had in his mouth. 

"Mmmm, this is great just like home cooking from the south.  And I wasn't always a country boy."  He said then laughed.  

"I was born in the Bronx, but my mother decided it was better we moved because my older brother was getting into trouble in school and gangs.  So, we move to Virginia when I was eight and that's been home ever since.  But, being an F.B.I. agent, I travel a lot.  So, home is where ever my next case is at.  So, tell me about yourself, Alexis.  I see no wedding ring on your finger.  So you're not married.  Do you have a man?"  

Alexis blushed. 

"Why do you want to know?" She asked with a smile on her face.  

"I'd be lying to you, Alexis, if I didn't tell you that I find you more than attractive.  You’re beautiful and a goddess in my eyes, a strong black woman.  It has taken everything in me to not try and kiss you." Agent Vincent replied.  

"So, why wouldn't you try?  I might like it." Alexis said in a flirtatious tone.  

Agent Vincent smiled then stood up halfway from his seat and leaned over the table.  He gently touched her face and eased in closer to her and slowly and lightly let his lips touch hers.  The kiss became more intense as he continued.  Soon their mouths were opened and their tongues were dancing in each other's mouths teasing each other as the kiss became more passionate.  

"Wow!" Alexis said as they broke their embrace.  

"Yes, wow!" Vincent said as he felt his penis trying to break free through his pants.  

"That was something else, Vincent." Alexis said with a lustful smile on her face as she felt her thong become soaked from her sweet juices.  

Vincent smiled and took another bite of chicken to tries to get his mind off of what his body was feeling. 

“The last thing I need is to stand up and walk out of here with everyone seeing my hard on.” He said out loud to himself.  

Alexis burst out laughing. 

"And to answer your questions, no I don't have a man.  I have a wifey.  I'm gay and have a sixteen year old daughter."  

As soon as the words left Alexis's mouth and reached Vincent's ears, he damn near choked. 

"Ugghh! Ugghh!"  He made a sound with his throat as he swallowed a piece of BBQ chicken he had in his mouth.  

He grabbed the bottle of water he had ordered with his meal and drank it.  

"You almost made me spit up this delicious food."  

"You better not waste my food." Alexis replied while raising her left eyebrow.   

"What you mean your food?  This is my plate and your plate is over there." Vincent said with a smile on his face. 

"And you're not getting anything on this plate, as long as it took me to find some good food in New York." 

"I said my food because I own this restaurant along with three others throughout Harlem with my sister.  It's our mother's legacy." Alexis said. 

Vincent's eyes grew wide with shock for the second time. 

"Damn, so you're gay, but couldn't always have been gay because you have a daughter and you own a restaurant as well.  I have never been so confused and impressed at the same time." He said while shaking his head trying to take everything in. 

"If your gay and have a woman, why did you let me kiss you?" Vincent asked more to himself than her.  

"You know, Vincent, you think too much." Alexis replied with a smile. 

"I let you kiss me because I haven't wanted a man as bad as I want you since my child's father.  There's nothing confusing about it.  I love women because he broke my heart and I turned to them.  As women, we give men too much power and they feed off of it.  Some men deserve it and others don't.  So, with the women I date, I have the power and control.  So, are we going to just sit here and keep talking about this or are we going to do what we both wanted to do since we’ve laid eyes on each other?" Alexis replied with a sexy smirk on her face. 

"And what is it that we both want to do from the moment we laid eyes on each other?" Vincent asked in a sarcastic tone and matched her smile with his. 

"Fuck each other's brains out." Alexis said as she stood up and started walking.  

Agent Vincent sat at the table with his mouth wide open.  He turned around in his chair and looked at Alexis.  

"Are you coming or what?" She said smiling.  

Those were all the words he needed to hear. 






 


Chapter 19

 

Fifteen minutes later, they stood naked in a luxury hotel room on 51st Street.  Vincent couldn't believe all his fantasies were about to come true as he studied her body then took her in his arms. Alexis let out a soft moan as his strong arms wrapped around her body.  Everything about him turned her on, his wavy hair, deep voice, smile, and his muscled up body.  She smiled because she knew he loved his soul food and she was never attracted to skinny men so she loved his little gut on him.  Each kiss he laid on her lips was more intense and sweeter than the last.  He sucked on her neck as if it tasted sweeter than honey.  She moaned as he broke their embrace and firmly grabbed her right breast and slowly let his tongue travel around her nipple, lightly and softly, barely touching it.  Alexis's body tensed up and began to jerk as his tongue teased her.  She moaned as he finally took her whole nipple in his mouth.  

"Oh god, you’re a tease and your lips feel so damn good."  She moaned with her face balled up in joy and pleasure. 

"You taste so good baby, mmm." He said as he sucked her nipple, then starts sucking it again and stopped. 

"Shit, stop teasing me.  I can't take that shit no more!" Alexis yelled as she grabbed the back of his head and pushed it into her breast. 

He stood there and let his tongue do the work, licking it up and down on her nipple.  Her pussy was throbbing.  Alexis never felt like she wanted dick so badly until this moment.  He switched to her left breast doing the same thing, sucking and teasing her nipple. 

"Oowee, mmmm." She moaned as she leaned her head back in ecstasy as his tongue traveled between her breasts and down to her stomach.  

Her eyes opened up wide. Cassandra never kissed her stomach because of the stretch marks she had from having her daughter.  She looked down in amazement.  This man she barely knew was kissing every stretch mark on her stomach and side as he got onto his knees and slowly took her pussy lips into his mouth and sucked it gently and with some passion. 

"Goddamn, baby." She moaned as he sucked her pussy lips and clit at the same time. 

He stood up and picked her up in his arms.  Her eyes opened wide as she feared he would drop her.  She knew in no way that she was skinny at all and weighed 170 pounds, but mostly it was all ass and thighs.  He spread her legs and worked his dick inside her giving her long slow intense strokes. 

"Oh shit!  Oh shit!" Alexis screamed as his dick stretched her vagina and touched her walls.  

It has been so long since she felt a man's warm hard smooth dick inside her and the feeling was like ecstasy.  

"Ahhhh,  oowee,  shit!" She screamed as cum squirts out her pussy onto his dick and drips down his legs to the floor.  

He felt his legs and arms going weak as she buckled thrusting her body against his as she came.  He slowly carried her to the king size bed and lay her down on it.  He slid out of her and quickly put his lips onto her clit. 

"Mmmm, I can't waste all that sweet ass juice." He moaned as he licked her clit up and down. 

"Yes daddy, lick that pussy, suck it, oowee shit!" Alexis screamed and in a matter of seconds she was releasing her thick clear cum out her pussy like a water hose, splashing him all in the face and soaking the sheets on the bed.  

"Mmmm, shit baby!" Vincent yelled as her sweet juices rushed in his mouth almost making him choke on it.  

He managed to swallow it all.  The sweet sensation of his lips and tongue still licking and sucking her clit after she came was too much.  She pushed his head away.  She moaned as her legs shook in pleasure. 

Vincent climbed up to her face and leaned on his knees.  When she opened her eyes, all she could see was his thick long chocolate dick right in front of her. She wasted no time to take it into her mouth.  The warmth of her mouth sent chills through his body as she slowly sucked on the tip of his dick working her magic. 

"Shit."  He moaned through clenched teeth as she sucked faster and faster taking more of him into her mouth, inch by inch.  

"Damn baby, I think I love your ass." He groaned while looking at her beautiful face.  

She pulled his hard dick out of her mouth and spit on it then jerked it back and forth and felt his dick tense up and getting harder and grew in the palm of her hand. She smiled. 

"Damn, I forgot how that feels." She said as she took him back in her mouth. 

"Mmmm." She moaned as she sucked even harder.  

"Okay!  Okay!"  Vincent moaned unable to take her sweet lips anymore.  

He pulled his hard stiff penis out of her mouth and climbed on top of her and worked his way inside her tight sweet pussy.  She whispered into his ear as she felt his dick slide deeper inside her. 

"Mmmm, shit, this is so wrong.  There are so many reasons why we shouldn't be doing this.  I have a woman." She moaned.  

"But, it feels so damn good, don't it?  You love it!" He yelled as he picked up his momentum. 

"Yes!  Yes, oh fucking yes!" She screamed as he went faster and faster.  

She loved the feeling of his warm thick long chocolate dick ramming in and out of her.

"Fuck me faster, faster.  Do to me what you been thinking about for so long baby!" She screamed as she spread her legs wider and threw her pussy back at him. 

Vincent's eyes opened wide at the fact she was not only taking the dick, but was also throwing her pussy back at him.  He spread her thick thighs wider and pushed them up to her chest and locked them into his strong arms so she couldn't move and began to pound hard and furiously.  

"Is this what you want?  Is this what you want?" He screamed as he thrusts faster and harder. 

"Yes!  Yes, baby, fuck me!  Fuck me!  It's been so long since I've been fucked!" She screamed with tears of pleasure and pain that rolled down her face. 

"Faster, harder, oh shit!" She moaned as she felt his dick go deeper and deeper crashing into her walls.  

He pounded hard and fast then slowed down giving her long deep strokes. 

"Damn baby, your pussy’s so good." He groaned as he picked up his pace.  

She came again with a cry of pleasure sending a flow of her juices onto his dick. 

"Uhhhh!"  He groaned as he pulled out and jerked off twice and released his load all over her stomach and pussy. 

"Damn, I forgot how good real dick can be." Alexis said out of breath and turned her head and looked at him lying next to her. 

"Shit, I never felt a pussy as sweet as yours.  I think I'm in love, baby." Vincent replied. 

"Hahaha." Alexis laughed. 

"That makes the both of us." 

Vincent stood up and got out of the bed.  A few steps away were a Jacuzzi that they had filled with hot water and cherry smelling bubble bath before they got started.  He walked to the Jacuzzi and got in slowly lowering his body down into the hot water.  

"Well, I might as well join you.  It's the only way to get this cum off that you left on my stomach and goods." She said while smiling. 

"You could have gotten me a towel and wiped me off." She stated as she stood in the Jacuzzi and lowered herself in slowly.  

She turned back to face him and leaned her back on his chest and he wrapped his strong arms around her and held her.  

"Damn, that was great or more like fucking amazing, better than I could have dreamed of." Vincent said whispering into her ear. 

"Yes, that was amazing, boo.  But this has done gone and changed everything.  I work with you and I never sleep with anyone I work with.  The fact I have a woman and you done gave me some good ass dick.  Now, my pussy will be yearning for more and you’re just going to leave after the trial of this case and it is over." Alexis said.  

Vincent sat quiet and listened before he spoke. 

"So, what if I said, I don't have to leave after this case and this isn't just a one-time thing with us." He replied. 

"Really you're just saying that shit.  Why would you want to stay here in New York, country boy?" Alexis asked.  

"Like I told you, I move around a lot and all I got to do is file the paper work to only work on cases in New York.  My partner, William, been filled his out and we both agree there's more good we can do here, but that's not my reason for staying. You will be. I have a connection with you like I never felt with any other woman.  I'm not trying to lose that.  I'm trying to feed into it and see if we can make it grow." Vincent said.  

Alexis turned around with a cheesy smile on her face. 

"Really, that was so sweet." She said as she kissed him.  

She felt his dick grow on her thigh.  She turned all the way around and lifted herself up and slowly guided his hard dick inside her. He grabbed her waist and rocked it back and forth teasing her walls and making bubbles splash everywhere. Their lips locked and they kissed deeply and passionately.  

"Damn, I'm coming again." She moaned with her lips still locked to his. 

"Me too baby." He moaned back.  

They spent the day and night exploring each other’s bodies and lost count on how many times they made love to each other. 






 


Chapter 20

 

It had been three days and Lauren noticed agent Vincent and Alexis were barely coming in to work.  She wasn't a fool and had already put two and two together, but the fact that Alexis wasn't only her partner, but also her best friend. She knew all the juicy details and would receive a text every so often about what her and Vincent had done next.  

'Wait until she gets done reading my text and what I did.'  Lauren thought to herself as she lay on her side texting.  

She sent the message then she felt a strong arm wrap around her waist and didn't know if she should smile or feel ashamed of her actions. 

'No, I shouldn't feel ashamed.  It's been so long since I had a man hold me while I sleep.  It's so hard to find a good man nowadays.  And most are scared or don't want to deal with a cop, no matter how sexy I am.  They feel I'm too strong for them and demand too much respect.' She thought to herself as she hugged the arm that wrapped around her.  

She looked at his skin. 

'Damn, he's like the third white man I've slept with in my whole life.  Shit, I usually don't mess around with Caucasian men ever since I was younger, they could never understand me and use to pick on me back in school because I'm thick with thick thighs and have a shape of a black woman and wasn't a size zero. But, the black men loved it and knew just what to do with that shit.' Lauren thought to herself and a smirk spreads across her face as she thought of all the sexy black men she had been with in her lifetime and how they worked her body.  

She compared the difference and knew that there was no comparison at all.  Black men were better lovers and their dicks were huge like something you would only see in the movies or in porn and they knew how to work it.  She learned at a young age the saying was true.  The darker the berry the sweeter the juice and once you go black you'll never go back.  

'Well, I'm black and know I feel I can never be fully satisfied by a Caucasian man.  This one was good and the dick wasn't that bad.  It's just feels good to have someone hold me.' She thought to herself as she felt small wet sweet kisses on her neck. 

"You ok?" Agent William asked as he continued kissing the back of her neck. 

"Mmmm yes!" Lauren moaned as she widened her hips on his dick as he pulled her closer to him.  

She heard the sound of a wrapper and smiled already knowing what he was doing.  William took the condom out of the wrapper and eased it on his dick.  He turned back onto his side and held her.  

"Mmmm." She moaned as he slowly entered her wet box while holding her from the side.  

He gave her long slow strokes.  This was only teasing her.  She wanted him to go deeper inside her, but from the sex she had with him not too long ago, she knew he had reached his max.  This was the deepest he would be able to reach.  So, she enjoyed the touch of his lips on her back then between her shoulder blade and neck and the sweet sensation of his dick teasing her insides.  She widened her hips even more in hopes that he'd reach a new spot and hit her walls.  William began to pull her hair and pump fast and hard thrusting his body into hers.  Lauren began to scream, even though he wasn't really doing much or hitting her walls.  She didn't want to hurt his ego. 

"Yes, you're fucking the shit out of me!" She screamed repeatedly.  

She closed her eyes and focused on the teasing sensation until she was able to cum.  

"Shit, yes, I'm coming!" She screamed. 

This only excited him even more as he felt her juices flow. 

"Uuhaa." He groaned as he released his load all inside the condom.  

He pumped two more times then eased out of her and let go of her hair.  He lay on his back staring up in a daze while breathing hard.  

Lauren reached to her nightstand and grabbed a tissue out of the box and turned around.  She took the condom off his dick and made sure to clean it off.  She tossed it in the small trash can next to her bed and turned back around and lay on his sweaty chest.  

"Damn, you have a nice body.  Has anyone ever told you that you look just like Brad Pitt?" She asked in a mumble as she felt her eyes get heavy.  

"Yeah, I hear it all the time, thank you baby." He replied then looked down at his chest at the back of her head and only could see her thick red hair and heard snoring.  William smiled than dosed off.  

After holding her tight, Lauren hasn't felt so at peace in years and having a strong man holding her gave her that feeling.  As her world went black, a noise made her open her eyes and a strange feeling that she had felt twice before came over her.  

"No!  No!  Not again!" She screamed as her burly vision came to focus.  

She was now in a car and could see the streets of Harlem flying passed her and a man's hand on the steering wheel.  

"Why?  Why now? Not now!" She cried out as she realized she was having one of her nightmares once more of being trapped inside the S.N. Killer's body able to feel, taste, and see everything, but unable to move and do anything about it.  She felt like crying. 






 


Chapter 21

 

The S.N. Killer was pissed that his cab driver was nowhere to be found and knew that wasn't like him.  He drove his car around to clear his head.  He rarely drove his own car. He became dependent on his cab driver.  

‘We must find the cab driver!’  The voice in his head yelled. 

"I know!  I know he will show up if not we'll go after his family." The S.N. Killer responded to the voice. 

‘Hmmm, now you're thinking right.  Hahaha!" The voice in his head said then laughed. 

As the S.N. Killer stopped at a red stop light, his blackberry phone went off letting him know he had a blackberry message.  He checked his blackberry messenger and smiled. The message was a broadcast message that was sent to everyone that was on this woman's friend list in her phone.  He looked at her screen name that read Ms. Redberry.  He scrolled up and looked at her picture.  She was light skinned with a beautiful face and bright red hair that seemed to flow down her back and her eyebrows were dyed red as well.  

"Hmmm."  He moaned and zooms out from her picture and reads the message again. 

'Hey, what's up?  Me and my girls are at my place wasted and need some men to come through. Who wants to chill?' Ms. Redberry broadcasted message read. 

The S.N. Killer grinned and the voice in his head said, ‘Yes, she and her friends will be our next meal.’ Then the voice laughed. ‘Hahaha!’  

"These women are crazy.  I'm sure they don't know none of the men on their Blackberry messenger list from a hole in the wall and she just invited them all to come through to her place and chill because their bored.  I got them off some social network that as long as you had a good picture they will accept you.”  

The S.N. Killer pulled over to the side of the road as he heard a horn honking behind him and began to text, 'Hey Ms. Redberry, I'm out driving and would love to come through and will bring a few bottles of Moet Rose if that's cool with you sexy?' he wrote and pressed send. 

"Girl, I'm so bored.  I hope some sexy ass funny niggas come through." One of Ms. Redberry's girlfriends said and then the other five laughed and shook their heads in agreement. 

"Don't worry, I got this, ladies.  I have ten new messages now.  So, let me check these and see whose all talk and who’s real." Ms. Redberry said with a smile on her face as her friends sat in the living room around her drinking.  

She opened the message from the S.N. Killer, whose screen name was Frisard.  She looked at the picture.  

"Hmmm.” And liked what she had seen, a very handsome man, light skinned and skinny with jewelry on. 

 She began to text him back, 'Sure, come through, sexy, lol.  I'm on 149th, building 437, Apt. 2C, just knock on the door when you get here and don't forget those bottles. lol :)' she wrote and pressed send.  

Then she wrote three other guys to see if they will come through too.  She got up and walked out of the living room and down a hallway to a bedroom.  She crept open the door and looked at her five year old daughter who was deep asleep.  She shut the door and returned back into the living room with her girlfriends.  

"I had to check on my angel, but I got one guy coming through with some bottles of Moet Rose and another dude said he's coming through with four of his friends." She said to her girls, who were busy talking and laughing as she grabbed her cup off the coffee table and sat down on the couch and began to drink again. 

"Good, girl we're running low on liquor and we need some sexy ass men here.  Shit, I need some dick." One of the women said. 

"Girl, you always horny and need some dick!" Another one of the ladies stated causing all the other women to burst out laughing then there was a hard knock on the front door. 

Ms. Redberry checked her blackberry messenger and saw she had a message and read it.  

"Oh, it's just Prince-Mack.  He said he has four friends with him and one bottle of Henny." She said to her friends. 

"Ewww!  There are five of them and they only brought one bottle of Henny?  Niggas sound cheap or their broke as hell." One of the women said and sucked her teeth.   

"Just go answer the door, besides I have someone else coming through with some more bottles in a few." Ms. Redberry said and went back to texting and sending messages out on her blackberry messenger. 

One of her girlfriends named Shelly, went and answered the door.  Prince-Mack came in with his four friends and introduced themselves to the women and began to drink and flirt. 

The S.N. Killer pulled up on 143rd Street across from building 437 and found parking. 

“This can't be right.  We don't know how many people are in the apartment with her.  We're taking a huge risk.” The S.N. Killer said to the voice in his head. 

‘Check and find out how many are in there now!’ The voice yelled in his head.  

The S.N. Killer texted and sent a blackberry message to Ms. Redberry.  She looked at her phone and saw a new message and smiled and wrote back and pressed send.  In a matter of seconds, the S.N. Killer seen he received a new message from her and began to read, 'There's a few of my girlfriends here, baby.  I lost count.  I'm wasted right now been drinking too much and feeling horny, lol.  But, yea, there's about four or five men who showed up.  They only brought one bottle of Henny between all of them, smh :(  So, I can't wait till you get here with them bottles of Moet Rose and besides baby I'll only be paying your sexy ass attention anyways.' The message read. 

The S.N. Killer grinned. 

"There's still too many of them to pull this shit off."  He said talking to the voice in his head. 

‘Listen, you do what I say or else!’ The voice in his head yelled and a throbbing, agonizing pain was felt in the S.N. Killer's forehead and temples. 

"Ahhhh, ahhhh, okay, okay I'll do it just stop, please!" He screamed as he rocked back and forth in the car seat holding his head. 

‘I know you will.  Now, use that brain of yours and hack into the city's power plant.  You know what to do!’ The voice in his head stated. 

The S.N. Killer shook his head up and down as the pain slowly eased up in his head.  He reached to the back seat and pulled out his iPad2.  He typed in a few codes over and over about ten times and hacked into the city's power plant.  He pressed the touch screen and zoomed into the area that he wanted to shut the power off at.  He linked the kill code to his blackberry phone.  

"Okay, so when I press send on my phone, it will send a virus to the power plant and it will cut off all the power in a five block radius in this area." The S.N. Killer stated. 

‘Good, let's get ready.’ The voice said in a sinister tone. 

Lauren tried over and over to wake up from the nightmare, but had no luck. She screamed and tossed and turned her body, but nothing happened.  Her face was balled up in pain and anger as she felt helpless and all she could do was watch and listen.  She could feel everything even smell the cool night air.  

"Why the fuck can't I wake up?  Wake up!" She screamed and closed her eyes tightly and prayed when she reopened them the nightmare would be over. 

The S.N. Killer hopped out of his car and walked to the trunk of the car.  He popped it open and grabbed a holster that could hold up to fifteen syringes. He filled them with the anesthetic.  He strapped the holster around his waist under his coat then grabbed two meat cleavers and stuffed them in his inside pockets of the coat almost ripping them open.  He closed the trunk and pulled the hood over his head from the hoody he had on under the coat.  He looked up at the moon shining bright in the night sky as he walked across the street to building 437.  The front door was broken to the building.  He smiled knowing he didn't need to be buzzed in.  The S.N. Killer entered the building and pulled down the black leather gloves on his hand so they fit firmly on his hands.  As he walked up the stairs to the second floor, he looked at his blackberry message and scrolled up to an old message that he received from Ms. Redberry to make sure he had the right apartment.  When he was sure, he smiled and began to text and sent a message to Ms. Redberry.  

Ms. Redberry was laughing and drinking with her girls.  Her juicy thick light skinned thighs were crossed and were turning all the five men in the apartment on. But, she wouldn't give them any time of day.  So, they continued to flirt and laugh with her friends.  Ms. Redberry seen one of her friend's, Shelly, take one of the guys by the hand and lead him down the hallway to the bathroom. 

"We already know what Shelly's nasty, freaky, horny ass is up to." One of the women said causing everybody in the living room to laugh. 

"Shut up!" Shelly yelled in a laughing manner as she shut the bathroom door and locked it. 

The guy wasted no time.  He pushed her forward onto the sink.  She grabbed it and bent over.  

"Mmmm, I like it rough. Show me how much you can do with your sexy ass." Shelly said as he moved her thong to the side and pulled out a magnum condom out of his back pocket and ripped it open and slid it on.  

He spit on the tip of his fingers and rubbed it on her pussy lips.  

"Mmmm, you didn't need to do that, baby.  My pussy stay wet and read." She moaned.  

He knew she wasn't lying as he looked at his fingers covered with her sweet juices.  He grabbed her waist with his left hand and with his right hand he used it to guide himself into her wet box.  

"Mmmm." Shelly moaned as she bit her bottom lip as he gave her long deep strokes. 

"Fuck me!  Yes, fuck me!" She moaned as he slapped her ass.  

He went to pull on her hair. Shelly yanked her neck back. 

"Oh, hell no, nigga, you can pull and grab anything else you want, but not my weave.  You’re not about to pull my good tracks out!" She screamed.  

The guy smiled and gave her a long deep stroke hitting her walls and catching her off guard.  

"Awww shit!" She moaned through her clenched teeth. 

"Shut up and take this fucking dick." He groaned as he pumped harder and wilder dancing in her pussy.  

"Oh God! Oh shit! Shit! Shit!" She screamed in pleasure. 

Back in the living room the rest were still drinking on their drinks.  

"Ugghh, one of you need to turn that music on, so we don't hear Shelly's loud ass fucking anymore." Ms. Redberry said while laughing and someone got up and turned on the stereo.  

"I'll be back.  I got to go check up on my daughter and make sure Shelly's loud ass moaning didn't wake her up."  Ms. Redberry said as she got up off the couch and walked down the apartment hallway.  

As she did her phone went off, letting her know she had a new message.  She smiled when she read it.  

"Yo, get the door.  Frisard is coming up with those bottles of Moet Rose!"  She shouted to one of her girlfriends as she continued to her daughter's room.  

The S.N. Killer stood outside Ms. Redberry's apartment door with a stainless steel meat cleaver in his right hand and his blackberry phone in his left hand.  He rang the doorbell with his index finger while still holding on his phone.  

"Oh, this must be Ms. Redberry's boo, Frisard.  I'll get it."  One of the women said as she stopped flirting with one of the guys who had on a brown fitted cap.  

She walked to the door and opened it.  When she looked at who was standing in the doorway with a hoody over his head covering his face and a long black coat, a confused look spread across her face. 

'This nigga can't be Frisard, Ms. Redberry's boo.  He has no type of style.' She thought to herself.  

She spoke with her face balled up in disgust. 

"Yes, may I help you?" 

The S.N. Killer grinned and all she could see on his face was a twisted smile. 

"Yes, you can help me.  I'm hungry." The S.N. Killer said in a sinister tone and then pressed send on his phone sending a virus to the city's power plant.  

The virus worked in a matter of seconds and went through security shutting all the power off for half of Harlem making it a blackout.  Everything about the man at the door told the woman to shut the door and run and as soon as she was about to everything went black leaving her in the dark.  

"Oh shit, what happened with the lights?" One of the guys said that was in the living room. 

"I don't know." The woman said as she turned her head to answer her friends and fear consumed her body.  

She turned her head back around to see if the man was still standing there.  But, she couldn't see anything because it was pitch black. She squint her eyes to see a little better.  Her eyes opened wide when she sees a shiny object coming towards her face fast then crashed in her forehead.  The meat cleaver slammed in her skull, splitting it open.  She stood stuck there then screamed. 

"Ahhhh!" As she back pedaled with blood rushing out of the huge wound on her face.  

She touched the handle of the meat cleaver then fell backwards on her back and died. 

"Oh shit, what was that?" One of the women in the living room yelled as she heard the loud sound of her friend's body hit the floor.  

"Nay, are you okay?" She asked calling out to her friend, but got no response causing the four women and four men to panic because of the pitch black darkness.  

The sound of the front door being slammed shut terrified them.  Then they heard a sound of something heavy being dragged across the floor. 

The S.N. Killer had shut and locked the door so no one could escape the apartment and was dragging the woman's body that answered the door deeper into the apartment.  He pulled the meat cleaver out of her skull and smiled.  Even thought it was pitch black all around, he could see everyone perfectly.  He stood up straight and removed one of the syringes from the holster on his waist. 

"Yo, this shit crazy.  None of the lights or power is working and that sound of something being drug across the floor is freaking me the fuck out.  I saw enough horror movies to know this is where my black ass needs to leave." One of the men said. 

"Yeah, I'm with you." His other three friends agreed. 

"Yes, I want to go outside the power looks like it's off in the whole building. I'm scared as hell." One of the women said while holding onto one of the men’s arm. 

"Yes, let's go." The other women said nervously.  

"Ugh!" One of the men grunted and made a choking sound as something stuck him in his neck.  

His limbs went numb and he couldn't stand up and dropped like dead weight to the floor. 

"Yo, Cory, are you okay?" His friends asked and one bent over to check on him.  

It was so dark he had to feel around the floor with his hands until he felt his friend's body.  

"No I can't move my fucking arms and legs." He said in a weak voice.  

His friend felt something sticking out of Cory's neck and pulled it out.  

"Oh shit, what is this?"  He dug in his pant pockets and pulled out his iPhone and pressed a button.  

The bright screen shined a small light as he stared at what was in his hand.  

"Yo, there was a needle stuck in his neck!" The three women and three men bent over and looked. 

"Why the hell is there a goddamn needle in his neck?" One of the woman screamed then something went flying into the center of her breast.  

"Ahhhh!" She screamed causing everybody to turn their heads and looked at her.

Each of them pulled their cell phones out and shined the light from their screens brightening the living room up with light making it able for them to see.  They looked in shock as they saw the syringe stuck in between her breasts.  

"Ahhhh!" She screamed in a weak voice and fell forward as she lost control of her limbs and lays on top of the syringe pushing it deeper into her chest and piercing her heart killing her in seconds. 

"Oh lord!  Oh lord!  What the hell is going on here?" One of the women yelled.  

"Awww shit!" All of them yelled as their cell phones were grabbed out of their hands.  

"Yo, where did my phone go?  Someone snatched it out of my hand. Find the phone and put back on the light!" One of the women screamed as they all got terrified and panicked.  

"Fuck this, I'm out of here." One of the men said and took off running towards the door.  

He tried to remember where everything was in the house and where the door was, but he bumps into a table and something else on the floor. 

"Ugghh!" He gasped for air as he felt a sharp pain in his neck and blood gushed out of it.  

The S.N. Killer chopped his neck one time then swung the meat cleaver with all his might chopping off the top part of the man's skull off.  He dropped to his knees holding his neck and then falls face first to the ground.  When his head hit the floor, his brain slid out of his skull just a couple of inches from his body.  The S.N. Killer grinned as he grabbed the brain and ripped a huge piece from it and bites into it.  He moaned as he chewed then swallowed. 

The sound of the body hitting the floor then something eating had put fear in everyone in the living room.  They didn't know whether to run or stay still.  They stood quiet and scared to death to move.  Prince-Mack slowly moved his hand across the floor until he found his iPhone that flew out of his hand somehow.  

"Shhhh!" He said to everyone as he pressed a button on the iPhone and the light from the screen lit up bright.  

All their eyes grew wide in horror and fear as they saw their friend's bodies by the front door of the apartment soaked in blood. Then they saw a man bent down squatting on his toes digging into their friend's brain that was now on the floor with his neck slice open.  They watched as the S.N. Killer stuff huge pieces of the brain into his mouth. 

The S.N. Killer turned his head to face them all.  They could only see his mouth because of the hoody over his head.  They saw the brain being chewed up in his mouth and blood oozing from the side of his mouth and on to his chin.  A sinister smile spread across his face and his teeth that were supposed to be white were covered in blood and looked like they belonged to a dog or some kind of animal. 

"Ahhhh! Oh shit! Oh shit!" They all started yelling.  

Prince-Mack mistakenly hit a button and a bright flash came on as he took a pictures.  The phone flew out his hand while a meat cleaver flew into the face of one of the other men with a brown fitted hat on.  He made a weird sound and dropped dead.  Prince-Mack and the other two women took off running.  One of the women ran into a wall from being unable to see then felt a sharp pain in her back. 

"Ahhhh!" She screamed as the S.N. Killer swung the meat cleaver over and over chopping huge cuts into her back.  

He stuck his hand inside one of the wounds and pulled out her lung that was still pumping in and out with air.  He stared at it then bit into it. 

"Hmmm, you’re fucking sweet.  I'll be back to get some more of you." He said as he took another bite.  

The woman's body and face were pressed up against the wall as she slid down it and died with her eyes wide open. 

Prince-Mack and one of the other women ran into a back room and shut the door.  He bent down and took off his boot and pulled out a small 3.80 caliber handgun. 

"What are you doing?" The woman asked. 

"Shhhh!  I'm getting my gun." Prince-Mack replied. 

"What?  You had a gun this whole fucking time and just now getting it, nigga.  I swear men are so fucking slow!" She screamed. 

Prince-Mack stood up and grabbed her by the mouth. 

"I said shhhh that means shut the fuck up.  I couldn't reach the gun before.  It was all the way down in my boot and the only way to get it out is to take off my boot, okay." He said in a whisper and let go of her mouth.  

"We will be ready when his ass comes through that door." Prince-Mack stated. 

"But, who is he?  What is he?  Did you see his teeth?" The woman said while crying. 

"Yeah, I did.  I don't know what the fuck is going on.  This is your friend's place, not mines.  I wish I stayed my black ass at home, but be quiet." He mumbled.   

Ms. Redberry was in her daughter's room checking on her when all the lights had gone out.  She started to get off of the bed from sitting on the edge of her daughter's bed to go check and see what was going on.  When she heard the screaming and what sounded like human bodies hitting the wooding floor, she poked her head out from the bedroom door and could see her friends huddling up in the living room and one of them holding his iPhone up in the air and the screen giving off the only light and they all staring in the destination of the apartment door.  Her eyes popped out of her head as she seen a man bent down next to two of her friend's bodies and had teeth like a dog eating pieces of them. She quickly shut the door and ran to her daughter's bed. 

"Baby, get up!  Get up, angel." 

"Yes mommy." Her daughter said while rubbing her eyes with her little hands. 

Ms. Redberry could hear screaming and footsteps running passed her bedroom door and fear traveled up through her body.  She grabbed her daughter and lifted her up off the bed into her arms and carried her to the closet.  She opened the closet door and sat down on the floor behind the clothes that were hung up on a hanger.  

"Mommy, what's wrong?  Why are you crying and why are we hiding in the closet?" Her five year old daughter asked as she lay in her mother's arms and felt her rocking back and forth.  

She used her little hand to wipe the tears off her mother's face.  Even in the dark, the little girl could see and feel everything her mother was.  

"Shhhh!  Baby, I need you to be very quiet.  There's a very bad man out there hurting mommy's friends and will hurt us too if he finds us."  Redberry said in a terrified tone, but tried to stay strong for her daughter. 

"But, mommy isn't the closet and up under the bed the first place the bad man will look. 

That's what they do in the scary movies and books, mommy."  Her daughter replied.  

Ms. Redberry's eyes opened up with shock as she realized her daughter was right.  

Shelly's ass was high in the air as the man continued to pound away wildly in and out of her.  They heard the screaming, but paid it no mind as they worked on coming for the second time for each of them.  The pitch black darkness didn't faze them at all, not one bit.  If anything, it excited them even more.  The bathroom door was kicked open.  The man and Shelly turned their heads and stopped what they were doing. 

"Yo, who the fuck did that?  We're fucking busy here!" The man shouted while still holding Shelly's waist with his jeans down to his ankles and her skirt pushed way up.  

They both had their heads turned facing the door and squinting their eyes, but all they could see was blackness.  

"Fuck it!" The man said and continued to give her long deep fast strokes and her thick ass bounced off his pelvis. 

"Yes!  I'm ready to cum!" Shelly screamed then heard a loud crushing sound and what sounded like someone gagging. 

The S.N. Killer swung the meat cleaver at the back of the man's neck repeatedly.  His spinal cord on the back of his neck cracked open and split in half. His head leaned forward hanging off his neck.  His chin touched his chest sending blood gushing out of the wound on the back of his neck.  The S.N. Killer swung one more time chopping his head completely off.  The head rolled onto Shelly's back and went in to the sink that she was holding onto while bent over. 

"Yo, what the hell!" Shelly yelled realizing her lover stopped pumping and felt something hard roll down her back then into the sink. 

The S.N. Killer pushed the man's headless body that was still behind Shelly and inside her.  She heard the body hit the floor.  She started to ease her body up to see what was going on when she felt a strong hand push her back down onto the sink and propped her ass back in the air.  She felt a hard dick penetrate her.  

"Oh shit! Oh shit!" She moaned and screamed out of pleasure and fear of not knowing what the hell was going on. 

The S.N. Killer pumped fast and hard.  Shelly knew something was wrong. The man that was now inside her didn't feel the same.  His roughness was unsexy and he wasn't hitting the same spot as before.  She reached her hand in the sink and felt the round object.  Her eyes opened wide as she felt the hair, then a nose, and eyes.  She touched the lips last and even though she only just had felt those lips for the first time tonight, she knew it belonged to the man who was just inside her. 

"Ahhhh!" She screamed louder than she ever did in her life and bucked her body trying to break free of the man that was now holding her waist and pumping inside her. 

The S.N. Killer swung the meat cleaver and it ripped into her back.  He then pulled himself out of her making sure to leave his condom on and swung at her ass cutting off her left butt cheek then her right one.  He sank his teeth into her back and bit as hard as he could and tears away a large piece of her flesh.  He moaned as he chewed and swallowed it.  He grabbed her by the back of her neck pushing her out of the bathroom. 

"Ahhhh! Ahhhh!" She screamed in agonizing pain as she stumbled in the dark. 

Prince-Mack could hear Shelly screams echo throughout the apartment.  He stood ready with his gun aimed at the bedroom door.   

"He's coming!  He's coming!  Isn't he?" The woman screamed that was behind him in a petrified tone. 

"Shhhh!  Be quiet shit!" Prince-Mack said as his heart raced with fear and his hand shook uncontrollably as he aimed the 3.80 gun.  

His heart felt as if it wanted to bust out through his chest from beating so fast.  He couldn't see anything, not even his hands in front of him.  He used his ears to hear every movement that was around him.  He heard the door knob twist and then the door creeps open.  

"Shit, Ahhhh!"  He heard the woman behind him scream.   

Prince-Mack hand shook as he squeezed the trigger to the 3.80 handgun. 

‘Boom!’ ‘Boom!’ ‘Boom!’  

The fire of orange blast came from the muzzle of the gun giving the room a brief second of light.  He squeezed the trigger until he heard a clicking sound.  The last bullet he shot made him raise his eye brow in shock.  The light from the muzzle of the gun made his eyes tear up the tears ran down his face. 

The S.N. Killer had Shelly by the back of the neck in a head lock using her body as a shield.  The first bullet hit her lung making her unable to scream and breathe.  She died sometime after the other seven bullets ripped through her body. The S.N. Killer grinned and released his grip from around her neck.  Her body dropped like dead weights hitting the floor hard.  He aimed and threw the meat cleaver that crashed into Prince-Mack's face splitting it open like a pumpkin.  

"Ahhhh!" The woman behind Prince-Mack screamed as she felt his body fall backwards onto her.  

Then a meat cleaver flew sideways cutting through her mouth and taking off her head leaving her standing there only with her bottom jaw. The other half of her head flew off into the air and on to the floor.  Her body collapsed onto the wood floor next to Prince-Mack. 

The S.N. Killer quickly found a black garbage bag and began to chop off pieces of the body parts and stuffed them into the bag. 

‘There's somebody else in the apartment.’ The voice in the S.N. Killer's head said. 

The S.N. Killer walked passed a room he didn't check.  He had the garbage bag in one hand and the stainless steel meat cleaver in the other hand.  

"You’re right." The S.N. Killer said to the voice in his head as he felt the presence of someone else.  

He twisted the door knob and slowly opened the door.  Ms. Redberry did everything in her power from keeping herself from screaming and crying and making sure to keep her daughter doing the same.  As they heard all the cries and screams from her friends, she wrapped her hand around her daughter's mouth so she wouldn't make a sound that could be heard.  They crawled up in a ball trembling as they heard the footsteps in the room.  Her daughter made a whimpering sound as she cried.  

"Shhhh!" Ms. Redberry whispered as they heard him get closer and closer. 

"I know y'all are in here." The S.N. Killer said in an evil tone as he looked up under the bed then stood up straight and turned around and looked at the closet door.  

He twisted the closet door knob and Ms. Redberry and her daughter were ready to burst out in tears as he pulled it open. 

"I got you!" He screamed then moved the clothes that were hung up on hangers to the side and raised the meat cleaver.  

Anger filled his body as he seen no one was in there.  He moved more clothes around and still didn't see anything. 

"Where are you?  I know your here!" He yelled with his face balled up in anger. 

Ms. Redberry had listened to what her daughter had told her in the movies and books the bad guys always check the closet and up under the bed first.  So, she emptied all the toys out of the large plastic bin she had bought just for her daughter’s toys to keep her room clean.  They got in and curled up tightly together and closed the top lid with barely any room to move.  She opened the bin a little and peeped through the slight opening.  But, she couldn't see anything but darkness, but could hear him searching for them and screaming.  Somehow she was able to see the shine of something and knew it was his knife or some type of weapon.  She realized where he was standing and built up enough courage and knew what she had to do.  She jumped out the bin and ran towards him and pushed him with all her might putting her body weight into it. 

The S.N. Killer was caught off guard with his back turned and the force sent him flying and crashing into some curtains and crashed out thought the window. 

"Ahhhh!" He screamed as he hit the hard concrete. 

Tears were streaming down Ms. Redberry's face and she was breathing hard and trembling as she stuck her head out of the second floor window to see the S.N. Killer lying face down on his stomach and surrounded by broken glass.  Lights from cars that had crashed in the street made it able for her to see outside.  She noticed that he was still moving then turned his head and looked up at her.  

"Ahhhh!" Ms. Redberry screamed then he was gone and disappeared into the darkness.  

"Oh lord!  Oh lord!" She shouted as she ran and grabbed her daughter out the toy bin. 

"Mommy, did you get him?  Did you kill the bad man?" Her daughter cried as she carried her in her arms. 

"No baby, I think he's coming back in for us." Ms. Redberry said while running through her apartment in the darkness.  

She knew where everything was. She had lived there for almost five years.  So, it was easy for her to move around in the apartment.  She tripped on something uneven on the floor.  She knew it was one of her dead friends.  She unlocked the front door with one hand while holding her daughter with the other.  She opened the door and ran out into the hallway and up one flight of stairs to the third floor and knocked on her neighbor's door.  

"Open up!  Open up!  It's me, Red.  Please, open the door!" Ms. Redberry yelled while her and her daughter cried hysterically.  

The door opened and a man stood there.  Light had come from his apartment from the candles he had lit all throughout his apartment.  

"Red, what's wrong, baby?" The man said.  

"My apartments not safe there's someone after us." Ms. Redberry replied shaking then felt hands grab her shirt and pull her backwards. 

"I got you!" The S.N. Killer yelled.  

Ms. Redberry struggled and pulled away ripping her shirt and ran into the apartment with her daughter in her arms.  Mr. Martin shut the door.  She screamed and put down her daughter.  A syringe flew into Mr. Martin's chest and he was unable to move his limbs went weak and his body dropped to the floor.  

"No!"  Ms. Redberry screamed as she ran to the front door.  She could see Mr. Martin's body being dragged out into the hallway.  She grabbed his legs and tried to pull him back in, but there was no use.  

The S.N. Killer pulled even harder dragging Ms. Redberry along with the old man. 

"Mommy!" She heard her daughter cry and knew she had to let go or she would be in the hallway as well and it will be the end of her and her daughter.  

She released her grip on Mr. Martin's ankle and stood up straight and pushed the door closed, but the S.N. Killer stopped it by jamming his arm in between the door.  He tried to reach her and grab her, but couldn't.  She pushed hard with her body weight squeezing his arm in between the door.  

"Ahhhh, you bitch!" He screamed as he pulled his arm back and she shut the door and locked it.  

The S.N. Killer knew he had no time to waste and chopped off what he wanted from Mr. Martin's body and grabbed his garbage bag full of body parts and took off running out of the building to his car.  

Ms. Redberry held her daughter and they both cried uncontrollably while rocking back and forth praying the S.N. Killer couldn't find a way in. 






 


Chapter 22

 

"Ahhhh! Ahhhh! No! No!" Lauren jumped up out of her sleep screaming like a mad woman.  

Out of all the nightmares she has had of the S.N. Killer, this was by far the worse one.  She felt everything, seen everything, even tasted the raw flesh he devoured. 

"Ahhhh! Ahhhh!" She screamed. 

Agent Williams sat up. 

"Lauren, what's wrong? Lauren!" He repeatedly said over and over.  

He tried to wrap his arms around her to console her.  She just flinched and continued to scream and move away from his touch.  

"Lauren, what's wrong?" Agent Williams shouted.   

His voice snapped her back to reality and she looked around and realized she was still in her bedroom.  She grabbed her iPhone from up under her pillow and dialed Alexis's number. 

Alexis picked up on the first ring. 

"Yeah, partner, what is it?  I got your text.  Was it any good you freak?" She said with a smile on her face.  

Lauren eased up off her bed and walked into the bathroom to have a private conversation with Alexis so Agent William wouldn't hear what she was about to say.  

"Alexis, this isn't a social call. I had another nightmare and it was way worse than any of the others I've had.  The S.N. Killer has murdered more than ten people tonight." She stated.  

Alexis got quiet then turned her head and looked at Agent Vincent sleeping on his back with his mouth opened and the sheet covering his body from the waist down and sweat slowly dripping off his chocolate body.  Alexis eased off the bed and walked into the master bathroom in her hotel room she had been staying in for three weeks with Agent Vincent.  She shut the bathroom door.  

"Lauren, how could you?  We caught the S.N. Killer, the two brothers.  So, it's impossible for you to still be having those nightmares and you're not over working this time because I haven't." Alexis replied. 

"Listen Alexis, I'm telling you he killed over ten people or more in a building on 143rd Street.  He sent a virus that blacked out half of Harlem killing the power.  I know it's not just a dream, Alexis.  Please, trust me." Lauren responded. 

Alexis opened the bathroom door and walked out of the bathroom into the master bedroom.  She grabbed the T.V. remote control off the foot of the bed.  She looked at Vincent who was still sleeping with his mouth open.  She smiled at the sight and then turned on the 52 inch flat screen T.V. that was on the wall. 

"Lauren, if there was a black out, it would be on the news." She said as she changed the channel to the news and her mouth dropped open in shock as she watched the news reporter talk. 

"There was a black out on the east side of Harlem.  The power was completely cut off for more than three hours.  Traffic was jammed and cars were crashing into each other because none of the stop lights were working.  This has been one of the worse power outages we have had in New York City. There were robberies and raiding of stores.  A virus was sent to the city's power system by a hacker."  The brown skinned reporter said then stopped talking and touched the white ear piece in her ear. 

"Oh okay, we have breaking news.  During the blackout, ten people were murdered by a crazy killer and leaving three survivors, a mother and daughter and an elderly man who's in a coma with pieces of his thighs cut off." The reporter stated.  

Alexis dropped the phone out of shock. 

"But how?  We caught the S.N. Killer and how did Lauren know?" She mumbled to herself.  

The sound of the phone hitting the floor woke up Agent Vincent making him jump out of his sleep and looking around.  He saw Alexis standing at the foot of the bed in front of the T.V. with nothing but boy shorts on and her voluptuous thick butt cheeks hanging out. 

"Baby, you okay?" He asked in a concerned tone. 

"No!  I think we made a mistake.  The S.N. Killer is still out there somewhere." She replied and picked her phone off the floor. 

"Hello, hello!" Lauren said over and over into the phone. 

"Lauren, you were right.  I'll call Lynise and meet you at the crime scene in a half an hour."  Alexis responded and hung up the phone.  She didn't want to talk about the nightmares Lauren was having in front of Agent Vincent or he would think Lauren had gone insane. 

"What's going on, Alexis?  What you mean we got the wrong men?" Agent Vincent asked. 

"Get dressed, baby and I'll break everything down to you on the way." Alexis replied as she started to get dress.  

Agent Williams didn't know what to do.  It freaked him out seeing Lauren waking up out of her sleep just screaming like a mad woman.  

'Why the beautiful ones are always crazy on the low.' He thought to himself as he got dressed and she came of out the bathroom.  

"Lauren, what's wrong?  I've never seen nothing like that before." Lauren looked at Agent William and wanted to cry as everything she seen through the S.N. Killer's eyes played over and over in her mind.  

William looked at her and felt sorry for her and knew it wasn't the time to judge her and ask questions.  He walked over to her and looked at her standing naked with a blank stare on her face.  He wrapped his arms around her hugging her tightly. 

She hugged him back. 

"Thank you, I so badly needed this." She said as a tear ran down her cheek.  

"It was just a bad nightmare I had.  That's all, but we got to get ready to go to a crime scene, even though I really don't want you to let me out of your arms. 

William kissed her forehead then lifted up her chin off his chest and slowly placed a kiss on her lips deeply and passionately.  The softness of his lips seemed to ease away all her concerns and fears she had in her body. 






 


Chapter 23

 

Detectives Alexis and Lauren looked around at the crime scene in apartment 2F and couldn't believe their eyes.  

"This was a blood bath." Alexis said as she watched forensics take crime pictures, collect any evidence, and place the dead chopped up bodies in black body bags.  

Lauren went from room to room and stopped at the bathroom as her mind replayed how the young woman and man were killed in there.  She walked to the master bedroom and looked around noticing the dead bodies of the victims had been taken away.  She looked down at the floor and could see the shell casing from the 3.80 handgun.  A flashback of the man's face came to her mind.  He had a terrified look on his face as he realized none of his bullets hit its target, but hit an innocent woman instead.  He knew his life was over.  Lauren stopped herself from screaming as a flashback of the man's face being split open in half from the meat cleaver.  Alexis stepped into the room behind Lauren and touched her shoulder. When she did, Lauren flinched and turned around in a panic.  

"You okay, partner?" Alexis asked in a concerned tone. 

"Yeah, I'm okay." Lauren lied as they stepped out of the bedroom and walked back into the living room where Agent William was talking to a few other officers.  

As Alexis and Lauren approached them, they looked at them and began to speak.  

"It's the same ‘M.O.’ and profile of our S.N. Killer, but how could that be when we got both of the brothers locked away?" Agent Vincent questioned with a lost look on his face.  

"Maybe it's a copycat killer." Agent William responded.  

"We all know this wasn't any copycat killer.  It's him, the S.N. Killer.  There are syringes everywhere and thighs and body parts were chopped off of the victims. There's something we're missing like how V.J. and Hedy are connected to the real S.N. Killer or is it just three killers, not two or one." Lauren stated. 

"You're right, but we have no witnesses.  We took the woman who survived with her child to the precinct to ask them questions, but I doubt she’s seen anything and the elderly man that was on the third floor of the apartment they ran too is unconscious in a diabetic coma and had lost a lot of blood when his arm and thigh were chopped off.  I don't think he's going to make it.  So, we have very few leads and like the other crime scenes there are no finger prints or D.N.A. left behind, but the dead victims." Agent Vincent stated.  

Lauren remembered something from the nightmare of what happened in the apartment.  She walked over to the couch and felt around with her hand around and under the couch until she felt what she was looking for and pulled it out.  It was Prince-Mack's iPhone that flew there when it was hit out of his hands by a syringe. She touched the touch screen and scrolled through it and opened up the last picture took.  Her eyeballs quivered in fear along with the rest of her body.  Alexis walked over beside her and looked at the picture and her face balled up in disgust and horror as she looked at a man next to two dead bodies, a hoodie covering his whole face, dressed in all black with black gloves, and surrounded in darkness.  The only part of his face that could be seen were his teeth that looked like they belonged to an animal or wild dog with pieces of flesh and brain tissue mixed with blood hanging out of his mouth from the person he was devouring. 

Agent William and Vincent both walked over and looked at the picture in the phone in Lauren's hand to see what had them both stuck in a daze.  Agent Vincent, William, and Alexis's mind was all thinking the same thing.  How did Lauren know the phone was under the couch, even more so, how did she know that the picture was in the phone?  But, they decided not to ask or mumble a word about it.  







 


Chapter 24

 

Ms. Redberry sat in Alexis and Lauren's private office with her daughter on her lap as she tried her best to answer the questions, but felt like she answered the same questions a thousand different times.  She didn't know how many times she had to tell them that she didn't see the killer's face because of the blackout.  The only one that truly understood her was Detective Lauren.  

"Don't worry sweetie.  I won't let anyone else question you.  Do you have a place to stay?" Lauren asked. 

"Yes, I do.  I'm leaving Harlem for a while and going to Boston to stay with family.  I'm waiting on them to come get us now." Ms. Redberry replied while holding her five year old daughter who was fast asleep. 

Agent Vincent and William entered the private office dressed in their all black suits. 

"We interrogated V.J. and Hedy again and they didn't say nothing or act as if they knew anything." Agent Vincent stated.  

Lauren couldn't take it anymore.  Her body filled up with rage.  She knew that there was more that V.J. and his brother Hedy were hiding.  She looked at Alexis who was already reading her mind after working with each other for so many years that became natural to them.  They both got up and left Ms. Redberry and her daughter with Agent Vincent and William along with Lynise in the private office.   

Alexis went into the interrogation room and drug Hedy out of the room and took him into the next one where his brother was handcuffed to a stainless steel table.  She handcuffed Hedy next to him then looked at Lauren.  

"Listen you assholes, a lot of people are dying because you two fools won't talk.  I know your holding back something.  I don't fucking believe you two are the S.N. Killer!" Lauren shouted. 

"We don't know anything." V.J. replied nervously. 

"Why the fuck are you two lying?  Maybe I should just put a bullet in your heads myself and save the world the trouble of having monsters like you in it." Alexis said as she drew her 9mm heckler and aimed it at V.J. and Hedy's heads. 

"Please no, don't!" Hedy and his brother shouted in fear with their hands up covering their face.  

Lauren eased Alexis's arm down.  

"Listen, why does the S.N. Killer hear a voice in his head?  I'm desperate right now and know you know." Lauren asked.  

Hedy and V.J.'s eyes both grew in shock.

"How did you know about the voice?" Hedy asked in amazement. 

Lauren sat down in a chair on the other side of the table and Alexis did the same.  She looked at her watch that read two a.m. and wondered what Lauren was talking about.  She never told her about the voice before and even if she did she would had thought Lauren really had lost her mind until now.  

"I'm going to bear with you both because in my heart I know you two know what's going on." Lauren said taking a deep breath then looked at Alexis.  

Alexis shook her head no because she knew what she was about to tell them.  

"I have to Alexis." She said then looked back at V.J. and Hedy.  

"I've been having headaches and nightmares, but there’s more than that.  I can see and feel everything the S.N. Killer is doing.  Then I will wake up.  So, tell me, what the fuck is going on?"  Lauren said and looked at V.J. and Hedy in their eyes for any reactions.  

"Don't do it!" V.J. yelled as he looked at his brother and knew he was breaking down and was about to talk. 

"V.J., we're dead anyway.  He will come for us, sooner or later, but maybe we can tell them to protect our wife and kids." Hedy said.   

"No one can protect them from him.  If he wants them, they’re dead no matter what just keep your mouth shut.  They won't believe you anyway!" V.J shouted. 

"You shut the fuck up!" Alexis yelled while pointing at V.J. then stared back at Hedy. 

"We will put your family in protected custody if you talk and tell us who the S.N. Killer really is." Alexis stated.  

"Okay, but are we alone?  Is there anyone behind the see through mirror?" Hedy asked. 

"No, we're alone. It's just us." Lauren responded. 

"What I'm about to tell you will be hard for you to believe, detectives.  But, I know Detective Pitman will know my words are true.  There are no lies in my words just by me speaking I'm putting my wife and child in danger.  I have to repent my sins and make things right." Hedy began while V.J. looked at his brother as if he wanted to choke him himself. 

“The S.N. Killer isn't what everyone thinks he is.  But, I believe you already know this.  He is called Maori.  What that means is the shadow demon." 

"Oh Lord a demon now." Alexis said, being sarcastic with a smirk on her face.  

"Shhhh, Alexis let him finish talking." Lauren said. 

"Yes a demon.  A thousand years ago, there was a tribe of cannibals in New Guinea.  Maori was the chief of this tribe called Korowai.  The cannibal tribe Korowai would go to different villages and kidnap women and raid the small villages killing everyone and taking the women and children.  They used poisoned from a dart dipped on the skin of a yellow frog to paralyze their victims and eat them alive.  You can Google this if you like detectives, but the surrounding villages got tired of losing their loved ones to the cannibal tribe and got together and attacked and killed almost all of them.  The chief of the Korowai tribe, Maori, was also attacked.  They chopped off his arms and legs then burnt him alive.  While he was dying, he cursed everyone and said his soul will always live on.  He believed by devouring the flesh of humans it would give him powers.  He wasn't only eating their flesh, but their souls." 

"What the hell does this have to do with the S.N. Killer?" Alexis said rolling her eyes. 

"Shhhh, Alexis please bear with him.  I need to hear this." Lauren stated.    Alexis shook her head and couldn't believe her partner and best friend was feeding into the bullshit.  

"How do you know all of this?" Lauren asked. 

"Remember, I said the other villages killed most of the cannibal Korowai tribe, but well some of them survived and mixed with other tribes and lived normal lives.  They always told the story of Maori to their children and grandchildren of the return of the shadow demon.  We are great descended of the cannibal Korowai tribe.  We were told the chief Maori will only return inside descended of his old tribe.  No one believes the story was true, but throughout the years there were more and more victims popping up.  When the police found the man behind it, he claimed the shadow demon took control of his body and he couldn't stop the killing.  Those were his last words he yelled before being shot down.  We found out he was a descended of the cannibal tribe.  The killing stopped and started again.  So, my brothers and I left.  It was three of us at that time living in Virginia then the killing started once more for us to only find out our own brother was behind it. When we found him eating two women and screaming that he was no longer in control, but the shadow demon was.  Soon the police rushed the house and killed him.  But, all they did was kill our brother.  The shadow demon is a spirit that roams free.  He can only take over the bodies of that his great descended of his tribe.  There is no telling how many of them came to America and races got mixed. My brother, V.J. and I knew it wasn't over, but lived normal lives until the shadow demon returned and demanded that we did what was asked of him or our family will be his next meal.  So, I supplied him with the anesthetic and V.J. supplies him with the SIM Cards and phones.  We both took turns driving the cab picking up and dumping his victims.  Over the years, he became smarter and smarter and became a technology genius and uses phones and social networks to draw in his victims." Hedy said. 

"So, how do we kill him and stop him for good?" Lauren asked. 

"There's only one way.  You have to burn him.  You need to set his ass on fire and make sure none of the descendants of his tribe are near.  His soul can only travel a mile without a body before it’s forced to return to hell where he belongs."  Hedy said. 

"I don't believe what the fuck I'm hearing and you actually believe this shit, Lauren.  Fuck this shit just tell me the name of the S.N. Killer.  The man you have been taken orders from." Alexis said with anger in her voice with a pen and pad in her hand ready to take the name.   

"Lauren, you know what I'm saying is true.  There's a reason you are having those nightmares." Hedy stated.  

"Why?" Lauren asked happy she was finally going to get an answer to something she couldn't understand. 

"Lauren, I've stood quiet long enough if you want to continue to listen to this crazy bullshit, that's fine, but I just want the name of the suspect. We're police officers, do you remember?  We deal in facts and evidence not any supernatural bullshit.  So, Hedy give me the goddamn name!" Alexis shouted. 

"The name of the body the shadow demon dwells within…"  

As soon as the name was about to come out of Hedy's mouth, three blocks in Harlem went black. All the power cut off leaving the precinct in total darkness.  

"He's here!  He's here!  I told you not to talk.  I told you to keep your mouth shut!" V.J. screamed with tears running down his face. 

Lauren drew her gun and Alexis did the same.  

"This is a precinct filled with police officers.  He's not coming here.  It's just a blackout." Alexis said. 

"I'm going to get some flash lights." Lauren stated. 

"I'm coming with you." Alexis replied. 

"Lauren, there's more.  I must tell you before he comes for me!" Hedy shouted. 

"I'll be back.  It's only a blackout.  Let me see what's going on." Lauren said as she followed Alexis to the room door with both of them having their guns drawn.  

They opened the door and shut it behind them.  The precinct was pitch-black.  Lauren and Alexis could hear footsteps and keys shaking from other police officers belts that seem to be running around in the darkness. 

"Ahhhh!  Ahhhh!" A loud scream echoed through the precinct. 

"What the hell was that?" Alexis asked as sounds of hard things repeatedly hit the floor. 

Lauren moved her hand around on a desk she had bumped into. She pulled the drawer open and felt around inside it.  She smiled when she found what she was searching for. 

"Alexis, I found a flash light." Lauren said. 

"Good turn it on already." Alexis said and turned her head and looked at the bright light in Lauren's hand.  

When Alexis turned her head back around she screamed. 

"Ahhhh!" Standing in front of her was a man with a hoodie over his face only showing his teeth.  

Teeth that looked like belonged to a dog or some sort of animal that were very sharp, smiling at her.  In that one second she noticed everything he had on and a meat cleaver in his hand that was dripping fresh blood onto the floor and syringes in a holster vest on his chest.  The S.N. Killer grinned and raised the syringe in his right hand.  

"Alexis get down!" Lauren shouted and aimed.  

Alexis dropped to the ground onto her back with her gun aimed at the S.N. Killer’s stomach as her and Lauren squeezed the trigger to their guns simultaneously.  

‘Boom!’ ‘Boom!’  

The bullets from both guns crashed into the S.N. Killer and sent him flying backwards from the impact, but not before he threw the syringes that flew towards the flash light in Lauren's hands, knocking it out of her grip onto the floor.  

"Ugghh!" Lauren screamed. 

"Get the light!  Get the flashlight!  We got to make sure that son of a bitch isn't moving anymore!" Alexis shouted and hopped off the floor panicking with her gun raised high moving side to side.  

Lauren found the flashlight on the floor and picked it up then got stuck staring at police officer on the floor with a syringe stuck in the side of his neck. 

"Help me." He mumbled and only was able to move his eyes. 

"Don't worry, I'll help you." Lauren said. 

"Lauren, get the fucking light over here now!" Alexis shouted. 

"I’m coming." Lauren said and ran over to Alexis's side. 

"Point the light over there.  His body fell right there." Alexis said pointing her gun to a spot in the dark. 

Lauren shined the bright light on the floor and her and Alexis's eyes opened wide in terror as they looked at police officer's with syringes in their head, neck, and throat.  Some were sliced open from their stomach to their chest.  The spot where the S.N. Killer's body should be, it wasn't there. 

Ms. Redberry jumped out of fear as soon as the lights in the precinct went off.  She sat in Lauren and Alexis's private office with her daughter in her arms. Screams from outside the office made her heart race and body shake with fear.  

"He's here. He's fucking here!" She shouted. 

"Whose here miss?" Agent Vincent asked. 

"That goddamn fucking killer that you’re supposed to keep me and my baby safe from."  Redberry said with tears running down her cheeks. 

"Don't cry mommy." Her daughter said while in her arms then leaned closer and whispered into her ear.  

"Mommy, we need to get up under the desk now.  He won't find us there." 

Ms. Redberry kissed her daughter on the forehead. 

"You're so smart baby." 

"I will protect you.  You're in a precinct filled with police officers, and my partner and I, you’re safe." Agent Vincent said looking for a flashlight. 

"I got a flashlight." Lynise said as she turned it on giving the dark office some light. 

The office door was kicked in.  The S.N. Killer threw two syringes like darts hitting Lynise in her left breast making her fall back on to her chair.  Agent Vincent and William's raised their guns, but couldn't see anything, not even their own hands in front of them.  Ms. Redberry felt around the desk and quietly and slowly with her daughter in her arms got on the floor out of the chair and up under the desk and pulled the chair in close to the desk.  

"Ahhhh!" Agent Vincent grunted as a sharp pain hit his head.  

He moved his hand on his forehead and pulled out a syringe then fell face first to the ground. 

"Vincent, are you okay?" Agent Williams called out as he panicked and moved side to side and back pedaled with his gun drawn.  

Then he felt a pain in his chest and his body went numb and he fell to the ground unable to move. 

The S.N. Killer smiled and walked around the office.  Redberry and her daughter could hear footsteps getting closer and closer.  She held her daughter tightly with her face twisted up in fear and tears streaming down her cheeks.  The chair from the desk was pulled away fast. 

"Ahhhh! Ahhhh!" Redberry and her daughter screamed petrified.  A bright light shined in their faces.  

"It's detectives Alexis and Lauren.  You two have to be quiet." Alexis stated. 

Redberry's heart slowed down and stopped beating as hard as she sighed in relief knowing it wasn't the S.N. Killer. 

V.J. and Hedy watched the interrogation room door open slowly and a dark figure walked in.  

"It was him!  Not me, I didn't say anything I swear!" V.J. shouted into the darkness and pointed at his brother. 

“It's too late!” The demon voice said in the darkness and seemed like it was coming from all around them. 

"You will be stopped one day!" Hedy shouted then screamed "Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” as his stomach was sliced open.  

He tried to move, but couldn't from being handcuffed to the stainless table.  A hand dug into his insides from the open wound in his stomach.   The S.N. Killer grabbed his intestines and pulled them out.  

"Ahhhh!  Help me!  I didn't say anything.  I didn't talk!  Ahhhh!" V.J. screamed as his stomach was sliced open and his intestines were pulled out as well. 

The S.N. Killer stuffed Hedy's intestines in V.J.'s mouth and pushed it down his throat.  Then he did the same to Hedy stuffing his brother's intestines in his mouth and down his throat.  

"Remember where you are descended from and now eat." The S.N. Killer said with an evil grin on his face then swung the meat cleaver with all his might swinging side to side hacking into V.J.'s chest then Hedy's at the same time.

The meat cleaver cut through their chest bones.  He stuck his hand into V.J.'s chest and ripped out his still beating heart.  He looked at the heart throbbing in his hand then stuffed it in his coat pocket then did the same too Hedy.  V.J. and Hedy screams echoed through the precinct.  Other inmates in holding cells backed away from the cell bars and stood quiet. 

Lauren and Alexis looked at each other and then flashed the bright light back on Ms. Redberry and her daughter.  

"You two stay here and try to be quiet." Alexis said and pushed the chair back in front of them and cautiously walked out of the office and made their way to the interrogation room.  

The door was half way opened as they entered the room.  

“V.J.!  Hedy!" Lauren called out their names.  

All the lights came back on in the precinct and four blocks of the area the power was returned.   

"Ugghh!" Lauren said as she covered her mouth with her hand.  

She looked at V.J. and Hedy's chest cut open and their intestines in each other's mouth. 

"What the fuck!  I have never seen anything like this!" Alexis shouted with her eyes opened in shock.  

Police officers that were proctoring the streets came into the precinct with their guns drawn and a confused looks on their faces as they looked at the forty police officers and detectives with syringes stuck in their bodies, paralyzed on the floor.  







 


Chapter 25

 

An hour later, all the police officers were in Harlem Hospital waiting for the drug to wear off.  Sergeant Wahberg walked up to Alexis and Lauren.  

"Can you two explain how the hell this happened?  How half my precinct is in the damn hospital paralyzed from a fucking drug?  And how your two suspects are now dead in our custody?"  

"Sergeant Wahberg, we can't tell you nothing.  We don't know.  All we can say is our suspects were working with a third killer that we just found out tonight.  When the suspect, Hedy, was about to confess to it all the power went out for four blocks diameter including the precinct.  The S.N. Killer attacked as you can see and killed the two suspects along with three officers and two detectives and drugged the rest, even the two F.B.I. Agents Vincent and William." Alexis responded as she wondered if Vincent was going to be okay. 

"Well I want this damn suspect dead or alive.  He's making my precinct look like a fucking joke!" Sergeant Wahberg yelled.  

We will get him.  The suspect had to leave some kind of evidence behind tonight." Alexis responded and walked off with Lauren following her. 

The hospital was filled with armed police officers guarding all the rooms to protect them.  Alexis walked to Agent Vincent and William's room as a doctor stepped out of it.  

"Doctor, are they going to be okay?" 

The doctor looked up from the paper work in his hand. 

"Yes detective, just like I told you with your friend and co-worker Lynise they all will be fine after two hours, the anesthetic doesn't last too long.  So they all should be back to normal soon, there will be no side effect.  Whoever this guy is, he's smart.  He knows the right amount of drug to put in the human body system.  If he was off just a little bit, they would go into a medical coma." The doctor said and walked off to go check on more of his patients. 

Alexis walked into Agent Vincent's room with Lauren behind her.  Agent William’s bed was across from Agent Vincent's bed.  Lauren walked up to William. His eyes were open and an I.V. was stuck in his arm.  She played with his hair and softly kissed his lips.  Five feet away, Alexis was doing the same thing to Agent Vincent.  She leaned in close and placed her lips near his ear. 

"I fell in love with you, baby, so fast.  I can't lose you when I just got you." She whispered into his ear then kissed him on the forehead and quickly wiped the tear off her face before Lauren could notice it.  

"I'll be back in a few hours when your better.  I need to check on my daughter." She said as she stared into Vincent's eyes.  

He used all his strength and managed to crack a smile on his face that made Alexis heart melt. 

Alexis and Lauren said their goodbyes.  Alexis sat in the passenger side of Lauren's car as she drove her home.  She looked at her phone to read the time that read 4am in the morning. 

"It has just been one crazy ass night, partner, it has been one thing after another." 

"Yeah you’re right about that, Alexis.  Shit, I don't even want to go home.  I'm afraid to sleep by myself.  The nightmares I'm having are becoming too damn much.  It's like I know they’re dreams, but there's so much more." Lauren replied while driving.  

"Yeah, I kind of understand because there's too much weird shit going on right now.  Lauren, we need to get this motherfucker." Alexis said shaking her head side to side. 

"We will. There's got to be something that leads us to him.  I know you don't believe what V.J. and Hedy said, but I do.  Alexis, the things Hedy said about people being descended from cannibals and this demon is real.  You would believe it if you have seen and felt the things I have." 

"Shit Lauren, after tonight, I don't know what the hell I believe.  I have seen a murderer blackout a neighborhood twice in one night and come into a precinct and kill a hand full of cops and drugged the rest, and on top of it all, killed our two main suspects.  This shit is worse than me reading one of my urban novels that I love." Alexis said as the car came to a full stop and she turned her head and realized she was in front of her condo building.  

"Okay Lauren, thanks for the ride. Come get me in a few hours.  I'm not really trying to stay in my house.  I just need some rest before I stress myself out." 

"Alexis, I know I'm not the one to say anything about being afraid to go in my own home, but you can't keep fucking Cassandra.  You have to tell her you don't love her and kick her ass out.  Shit, I really didn't want you with that woman in the first place.  She's just a young gold digger using you for shopping sprees and that new B.M.W. you got her and she’s living rent free." Lauren stated. 

"I know!  I know, Lauren.  I was just in love with her sexy ass.  It was the beauty that had me stuck and her sex game.  Mmmm, that woman can eat my pussy for hours." Alexis replied.

"Okay, that's way too much information.  I just don't need to know that."  Lauren said with her face balled up.  

"Anyway…" Alexis said with a smile on her face.  "It's just crazy how Vincent just came in my life and filled me with a love I never felt before in such a short time.  He makes me happy, Lauren.  And I don't ever want to lose him." Alexis said and wiped the tear from her eyes. 

"Awww, girl, I've never seen you like this." Lauren said and hugged her. 

"Don't worry, everything will work itself out.  I can feel it." Lauren responded as Alexis hugged her back. 

"Thank you partner, you better not ever bring up me crying over a damn man or I will whip that ass."  She said breaking their embrace.  

"Anyway, what's up with you and Mr. William?  Was the dick any good, and is his body even better undressed?" Alexis asked with her right eyebrow raised. 

"Girl, I'm too tired to get into that.  I'll fill you in later just know I like the way he holds me.  Now, get out of my damn car and go inside." Lauren said with a smile on her face.  

"Whatever, I'll see your ass in a few hours.  Come get me around ten o'clock. I don't feel like driving these days." Alexis said as she got out of the car and shut the door.  She walked to her building and entered it.  

Lauren sat in her car in front of Alexis's building letting her mind wander. 

'Think Lauren, think. There's got to be some leads that would help me find who in the hell the S.N. Killer is.' She thought to herself. 

Alexis took a deep breath as she opened her front door.  For the past three weeks, she barely had been coming home.  She stayed at the hotel sleeping with Vincent.  She only came home to check on her daughter and evolve Cassandra the best she could.  The condo was so dark.  No lights were on letting her know Cassandra and her daughter Shenice were asleep.  She sighed as she walked through the dining room and to the stairs that lead to the next level of the condo. She walked to the master bedroom door and her face tightened up when moaning sounds could be heard coming from behind the door.  The moaning sounds coming from her room wasn't anything new to her.  She was use to Cassandra pulling out one of their many toys and pleasing herself, but this time it was different.  There were two different voice sounds, not just one, like it would normally be.  Alexis’ heart raced as she slowly opened her bedroom door without making a sound.  The bedroom light was dimmed.  She only could see two figures in her bed.  She waited for a second for her eyes to adjust to the dimmed light.  Her heart raced and her mouth opened in shock as she couldn't believe what she had just witnessed with her own eyes.  Her body filled up with pain, disappointment, and limp all at once. Tears streamed down her face then the pain turned into rage and anger that consumed her body as she watched her sixteen year old daughter on top of Cassandra in the sixty-nine position with them both slowly using their tongues to gently lick and suck on each other's clits.  The two secret lovers were so engaged in pleasure they never had seen Alexis standing there.  

"Ahhhh, you bitch!" Alexis screamed as she ran towards the bed and pushed her daughter with all her might sending her flying off of Cassandra and onto the floor next to the bed. 

She rolled then lands on her back.  Shenice's eyes grew wide with shock and fear as she realized it was her mother who had pushed her.  She started crying instantly.  Alexis jumped on the bed and on top of Cassandra.  

"Bitch, you’re fucking my daughter, my daughter!" She shouted as she balled up her fist tight and swung.  

Her fist crashed into Cassandra's jaw as she screamed in pain. 

"Ahhhh! Ouchhh!  No, please stop!  It's not what you think!  Stop baby!" Cassandra cried out in pain as she used her hands and arms to cover her face and tried to block the blows.

"Stop please!  Stop, it's not what you think!  It's not what you think!  She came onto me baby! Ouchhh! Ahhhh!"  Cassandra screamed as Alexis swung wildly. 

"Bitch, it's not what I think?  You're fucking my under age daughter in my bed and it's not what I think!" Alexis screamed while swinging like a mad woman laying blow after blow.  

She hopped backwards off the bed and grabbed Cassandra by the ankles and began to pull her off the bed.  Cassandra grabbed the bed sheets locking her fingers in to them.  Alexis pulled hard dragging Cassandra off the bed making her hit the back of her head. 

Shenice watched in horror all curled up sitting on the side of the bed rocking back and forth while crying hysterically.  

"You want to disrespect me by fucking my child and in my bed, bitch.  I knew you were a no good, gold digging hoe!" Alexis shouted as the rage consumed her body and raised her foot and stomped Cassandra over and over in her face and her chest.  

Cassandra howled in pain with each blow as she tried to cover her body.  Cassandra grabbed Alexis's left leg and locked onto it and refused to let go.  Alexis bent down and sent four punches to the top of her head.  Cassandra screamed and with all her might lifted Alexis's leg off the floor causing her to lose her balance and fall backwards on the floor.  Cassandra jumped on top of her and started sending blow after blow.  

"Bitch, you fucking bitch!  You done fucked up my face.  I'll kill you!  I'll kill you for putting your damn hands on me!  If you were home half the time, maybe I wouldn't be fucking your damn daughter!" Cassandra screamed while swinging wildly sending powerful blows into Alexis's face busting open her lips.  

"I hate you!  I hate you!  I never loved you.  And your daughter eats pussy better!" Cassandra yelled while punching her over and over in the face with her right hand while pulling her hair with her left hand and getting over confident for a second.  

She forgot who she was dealing with and thought she was fighting someone off the streets, not a woman who's been a police officer for more than sixteen years. 

Cassandra's words only broke Alexis's heart even more hurting her more than the blows she was receiving to her face.  The pain turned into anger, then rage.  She caught Cassandra's fist as it was about to land by her eye.  She squeezed Cassandra's balled up fist then twisted her wrist.  Cassandra screamed in pain and in shock thinking she had won the fight and had full control of it, but now she knew otherwise as Alexis used her knees to push her off of her stomach sending her flying backwards.  Alexis quickly got to her feet and so did Cassandra determined not to get stomped out again.  

"Yea, what you said.  Talk that shit, now!" Alexis said throwing up her hands like a boxer looking like Mike Tyson moving side to side.  

Cassandra was doing the same thing.  Cassandra knew Alexis was taller and stronger than she was and weighed more, but she had one advantage her speed.  Alexis swung a quick jab then a right hook at her face.  Cassandra ducked and dodged the blows and swiftly sent four jabs connecting to Alexis's jaw and right eye.  

"Yea bitch, you thought I was sweet.  I'm going to fuck you up!  I’ve been tired of your ass!" Cassandra yelled bouncing up and down and side to side hyping herself up not realizing the more she talked the more upset Alexis became. 

"Fuck this!  Ahhhh!"  Alexis screamed and rushed her. 

"Oh shit!"  Cassandra yelled with her eyes opened wide with fear and took off running.  

She ran around the bed dodging Alexis's grip from grabbing her then ran out of the bedroom.  She ran into the living room and around the couch.  Alexis charged her once more and Cassandra jumped on the couch then over it. 

"Baby, please stop!" Cassandra plead fearing for her life as she seen the rage on Alexis's face. 

Alexis rushed her again and knocked her to the ground.   

"Bitch, I'm going to mop your ass up and down this floor!" She yelled as she grabbed Cassandra's hair and locked onto it and dragged her across the living room floor shaking her from side to side like a pit bull dog that just locked onto its victim.   

"Ahhhh!  Baby, I'm sorry!" Cassandra screamed in pain as her head went side to side and her back burned from being dragged on the carpet.  

She wiggled and struggled to break free even pulling on her own long black hair to get free of Alexis's grip. 

"I'm going to mop your ass across this floor, bitch.  As a matter of fact, you’re getting the hell out of my house.  There’s no more living free off my ass!" Alexis yelled while dragging her.  

She pulled her down the stairs.  Cassandra screamed as the stairs scratched up her back and her head hit each step.  Alexis dragged her through the dining room and up to the front door. 

"Ahhhh, no please baby.  I have nowhere to go and I'm naked.  Stop please!" Cassandra screamed and cried at the same time while wiggling and kicking.  

She yanked her hair free ripping some of it leaving large pieces of it in Alexis's hands.  She turned around onto her hands and knees and began to crawl away. 

"Oh no you don't, bitch.  You’re getting the fuck out of my house tonight!" Alexis shouted as Cassandra crawled into the dining room and up under the table. 

Alexis grabbed her leg and began pulling her from up under the table.  Cassandra kicked back at her with her left leg sending her foot slamming into Alexis's nose.  Alexis screamed and fell backwards on her ass as blood gushed out of her nose and her eyes watered up.  Cassandra smiled when she noticed something by the table and grabbed it.  During the fight, Alexis's holster with her gun in it had unclipped from her belt.  Cassandra crawled from up under the table and pulled the 9mm Taurus out of the holster.  Alexis held her nose and spit out blood from her mouth. She looked up to see what Cassandra was doing only to stare down the barrel of her own 9mm Taurus gun.  

"Now, you going to fucking shoot me?  I'm a damn cop.  You will go away for life you foolish, ass bitch!" Alexis shouted and slowly eased herself off the floor. 

"Hahaha!"  Cassandra laughed. 

"So what, you're a cop.  After the way you just whipped my ass, I have enough bruises to say you went crazy and thought I was sleeping with your daughter and you tried to kill me and I managed to get your gun out your hands and use it on you, hoe." 

"Cassandra, have you lost your fucking mind?  You’re going to try and kill me in my own home after all I have done for you slut." Alexis responded.  

"Ha!  All you did for me?  You could have spent way more money on my ass as bad and as sexy as I am.  You think I'm a fool?  I know you are cheating on me with some damn man.  I followed you to the hotel on 54th Street when you came home and checked on Shenice one time and seen you kissing him!" Cassandra shouted. 

"So fucking what Cassandra, I wasn't happy with your gold digging ass. You never loved or cared about me the only thing you care about is yourself and money.  Who you think is going to take care of your ass after you shoot me?  You got to use to this lifestyle, hoe." Alexis replied. 

"Ha!  That's easy.  I always plan ahead.  I knew me and you weren't going to last forever.  So, I seduced your daughter and made her fall in love with me.  When I kill you, she will inherit all your money and all that shit will go straight to me. You already know my head game isn't anything to play with.  I'll eat her pussy so good that bitch will be in love with me then I'll slowly work my skills on your sister." Cassandra smiled pleased with her plan. 

"You'll never be able to pull that shit off.  I'll die before I let you ever put your hands on my child again, bitch!" Alexis yelled and rushed her.  

Cassandra's eyes opened up wide as she back pedaled when Alexis ran towards her.  She squeezed the trigger two times.  The 9mm Taurus echoed through the condo sending two bullets slamming into Alexis's breast.  The impact knocked her backwards.  Alexis screamed in excruciating pain as she wiggled around on the floor and ripped open her buttoned up blouse, sending buttons flying that revealed a black bullet proof vest.  Cassandra walked up to her and stood with the gun aimed down at her face and watched while she squirmed in pain. 

"I've lived with you for more than a year, bitch.  I knew you had that vest on, but this shot is going through your skull." She said as she slowly squeezed the trigger.  

‘Boom!’ ‘Boom!’ ‘Boom!’ 

Three shots went off.  The first two shots missed its target.  The last one hit Cassandra's back and came out of her breast.  The bullet ripped through her nipple. She grabbed her breast where there was a huge hole.  Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as she fell on top of Alexis. 

Lauren had been sitting in her car in front of Alexis's building stuck in a daydream thinking of ways to find out who was the S.N. Killer, or any leads to find him.  She snapped out of her daze by the sound of gun shots.  She ran into Alexis's building and kicked in her front door and stood there bent down with her gun aimed to see Cassandra on top of Alexis shot and Shenice standing behind her with only a pink thong on with a smoking black 3.80 in her hand.  Shenice had watched the whole fight and heard the whole conversation Cassandra had with her mother.  She ran into her mother's room when Cassandra shot her mother and grabbed the backup gun her mother hid up under the drawer in the nightstand and ran down the stairs and shot Cassandra before she could squeeze the trigger. 

"What the hell is going on in here?" Lauren yelled then looked Shenice in the eyes whose hands were shaking holding the gun with tears streaming down her cheeks.  

"Shenice baby its auntie Lauren.  I need you to put the gun down baby!" Lauren shouted snapping Shenice back into reality.  

She lowered the gun to the floor and dropped it and buried her face into the palms of her hands and cried hysterically. Lauren cautiously walked over to her and kicked the gun on the floor a few feet away. 

"Ugghh!" Alexis grunted as she pushed Cassandra off of her. 

"Lauren, call an ambulance now!" She yelled while checking Cassandra's pulse and saw her breathing letting her know she was still alive. 

Five minutes later, the ambulance came and took Cassandra to the hospital and the house was flooded with police officers asking questions knowing that Alexis and Lauren were detectives.  It didn't take them long to find out what they needed to know and they left.  

Shenice sat on the edge of her bed dressed in a white T-shirt and some tight fitting blue sweat pants crying as Alexis entered her room.  Shenice wiped some of her tears away with the back of her hands to see clearly.  

"You hate me, right?  I'm sorry, mommy.  I'm going to jail, right?" She said while crying hysterically. 

Alexis sat down on the bed next to her and took her daughter in her arms. 

"No baby, I don't hate you and you're not going to jail.  What you did was in self-defense and saved my life." Alexis replied. 

"But, I killed her mommy." Shenice said with tears in her voice. 

"No, she's not dead.  The bullet didn't hit an artery.  The ambulance got here just in time, but her ass will be going to jail for trying to kill a police officer and sleeping with a minor." Alexis replied. 

"I'm sorry, mommy.  It just happened.  She gave me ecstasy seven months ago and that's how it all started then it just continued every time you were at work.  She said she would love me now and forever.  She let me cut school and bring people over to the house and gave us ecstasy.  She said I can do whatever I wanted. You hate me now, don’t you?" Shenice asked with her face balled up crying. 

Alexis kissed her on her forehead. 

"Baby, I can never hate you.  You should already know no man or woman can ever come between us.  You were wrong for sleeping with Cassandra even if she did seduce you.  You know better, Shenice. You’re smarter than that and taking drugs, baby, come on.  You get everything you need and want and then some." Alexis stated. 

"Yes mommy.  I get everything I want, but your time.  You work so much at night.  I barely see you.  I want your time.  I need you, not crazy Cassandra or anybody else on the streets.  All I want is you." Shenice said then cried into her mother's chest. 

"Shhhh!  Baby, don't cry.  I promise I'll give you more of my time just us together, okay?" 

Shenice stopped crying and smiled a little and shook her head up and down then kissed her mother on the cheek. 

"Ewww girl, don't be kissing me with them lips until you brush your teeth eating that nasty woman's coochie.  If she was sleeping with you, no telling who else her nasty ass was sexing." Alexis said causing them both to bust out laughing.  

She used her hands to wipe away the last of her daughter's tears then kissed her on the forehead and held her tighter.  

"I love you baby you're my sunshine, you’re my all, my first and only true love.  Do you hear me?" 

"Yes mommy, I love you too." Shenice replied. 

"I'm still going to whip your ass for sleeping with that heffer, not tonight or maybe not tomorrow night, but you will be getting that ass beat.  Oh don't doubt that." Alexis said with a smirk on her face.  

Shenice just shook her head in shame and just hugged her mother tighter. 






 


Chapter 26

 

Three days has passed and things were just now starting to get back to normal with Alexis and Lauren.  Alexis introduced Agent Vincent to Shenice and had a long talk with her telling her he was the new man in her life, but no one matters more than her.  They started to spend more time together.  

Alexis and Lauren sat at their desks looking through files and reports trying to find a lead on the S.N. Killer. 

"I enlarged the picture Lauren got off the victim's phone from E 143rd Street, but there's still no way to make out his face even when I photo shopped the picture." Lynise said while typing and looking at the computer screen on her desk. 

"We have no leads whatsoever, Lauren.  I have checked all the evidence from V.J. and Hedy ten times and there's no name of the third person they were working with.  We need to find this guy and close this case." Alexis stated.  

"I know, but we're at a dead end, a damn brick wall." Lauren replied then an idea popped up in her head.  She got up and walked over to Lynise's desk.  

"I just had an idea.  I know you said you came up with nothing, but I need you to retract the first and second Cirus that was sent to Con Edison to shut off the power." Lauren said.   

"There were encryption codes when I tried to track it on both of them." Lynise responded.  

"But, see if you can break the code and find a back wall.  If you can do so, it can give us a lead." Lauren said. 

"Yea but the guy behind this are a true genius and covered his ass.  You know that, Lauren.  But, I’ll give it a try anyway." Alexis said as Agent Vincent entered the office with a large box of pizza and Agent William had a bucket of KFC chicken and a soda in his left hand.  

"I got lunch." Agent Vincent said. 

"And what did you just say?  Try for a new lead?" 

"Oh, it's nothing, probably another dead end, but I'm hungry and thought you two would never get back with the food." Lauren said playfully while looking in his eyes with love and lust and felt the juices between her thighs start flowing as she became aroused thinking about how good Agent William's lips feel on her body. 

‘Lauren, stop that girl, we're at work and got to concentrate.’  She said to herself as Agent Vincent handed out paper plates and pizza to everyone in the office.  They ate and discussed new ways to find a lead. 






 


Chapter 27

 

The S.N. Killer sat at his kitchen table eating his homemade pizza with pieces of thighs from a few of his victim's chopped up and cooked into the cheese. 

“We need to slow down and stop for a while or they will find us.” He said to the voice in his head. 

'Are you giving me orders?' The voice in his head said in a very demeaning tone. 

“No, I'm just saying what I think is best.” The S.N. Killer replied. 

'I know what's best for us!' The voice shouted back and a throbbing pain consumed the S.N. Killer's head as he screamed while holding his head and rocked back and forth until the pain finally stopped.  

He looked at his blackberry phone because the light on it was blinking red letting him know he had a new blackberry message.  He smiled as he read it.  Another woman had set out a blast to everyone on her BBM list saying, 'I want to chill today!  I need a drink after the morning I just had.  So, who wants to chill with me and my bestie, Tae?'  

The S.N. Killer smiled and looked at the screen name and picture.  The name was Ms. Prada and he licked his lips staring at her dark chocolate skin complexion and thick thighs and began to text back, 'Hey sexy, I'd love to chill with you and your girl.  I already have a few bottles of Moet and I'll get anything else you may need to ease your mind.' and he pressed send.  

Ms. Prada smiled when she got the message from a guy she never spoke to before, but he was sexy as hell she thought to herself. 

"Okay, let's see if he's all talk like most of these niggas."  

She responded back, 'Sure, where you at?  I need to chill and relax.  You need to get a bottle of Henny.  Moet won't cut it.  I like that strong shit.' Ms. Prada wrote and pressed send.  

The S.N. Killer grinned then his face balled up as he realized he didn't have a cab driver of his own anymore until a name popped up in his head.  He dialed a number and a woman picked up and said hi in an Indian accent.  

"You already know who it is.  If you don't want the same thing to happen to your kids as your husband and his brother, you will do as I tell you." He said in a demonic tone.  

The woman started crying and her hands started shaking. 

"Yes!" she replied.  

"Good." The S.N. Killer said and hung up.  

A half an hour later a cab car pulled up to Ms. Prada's house in Brownville Brooklyn.  She hopped in with her best friend, Tae.  The lady cab driver drove them out of Brooklyn and into Harlem.   

It's been a month since her best friend, Apple, had been killed and raped.  For that reason, she hasn't left Harlem yet.  She read the newspaper on how they found the two killer's behind Apple and so many other women’s deaths.  But, she didn't believe the two men were behind it for a second, and then them being murdered in the precinct was all the proof she needed to listen to her gut.  Dalisia had been sitting across the street from the townhouse where she had found the cracked up purple phone case in tiny pieces of what used to be a blackberry storm phone.  Her gut instincts told her over and over that the man in that house was the killer.  

“Don't worry, Apple.  I'll get him.  I swear I'll stop him.” She said looking up at the blue sky talking to her dead friend.  

Then a yellow cab pulled up in front of the townhouse that she was watching.  She lowered her head and squatted down behind the parked car across the street.  Her heart raced and jaw dropped open as she seen two women hop out of the cab that were the same age as her, no older than twenty two.  Dalisia had to fight the urge in her body to not scream at the two girls, but knew if she did, she would never be able to prove that the man inside had killed her friend.  She raised her phone and took four quick pictures of the women as they walked up the townhouse stairs. 

Ms. Prada looked at her messages in her phone that read the front door was open.  As she entered the townhouse, the door slammed shut and locked behind her and her best friend, Tae.  A funny feeling ran throughout her body. 

"Ummm, Prada, this doesn’t feel right.  This shits starting to feel like something from a horror movie girl." Tae stated. 

"Your right, my whole body says this is wrong.  Come on, let's go." Ms. Prada said. 

"Hell yea!  What kind of man doesn't meet you at the front door of his own place?  My ass should have known this nigga was funny style from right there.  You lucky we’re in Harlem and I get to walk around on 125th Street and see if I can find me some new shoes to buy girl." Tae replied while twisting the door knob on the front door and got frustrated when the door wouldn't open.  She pulled and twisted the lock, but the door still would not open.  

"The door won't open!" Tae yelled while panicking and still pulling at the door.  

She began to kick and hit on it with a closed fist.  

"Help!  Help!" She screamed.  

Tae pulled out her phone and dialed 911, but her phone had no signal.  

"I got no signal.  Try your phone." Tae said.  

Ms. Prada pulled her phone out and dialed 911, but still there was no signal. Something shiny caught the corner of her eyes.  She turned her head to see something flying toward her best friend Tae's head.  Prada pushed her friend knocking her to the floor making the object miss.  The stainless steel meat cleaver crashed into the front door and got stuck there.  Tae and Prada turned their heads looking down the dark hallway to a naked man standing holding a meat cleaver and smiling.  His teeth looked like it belonged to a dog and his penis pointing in full erection towards them.  Prada and Tae screamed simultaneously. 

"Shut the fuck up!"  The S.N. Killer yelled and started running towards them.  

"Run!  Run!" Prada yelled and Tae got off the floor and they ran towards the staircase holding each other's hands screaming at the top of their lungs.  

Tae tripped going up the stairs.  Prada looked back as she felt the heavy weight on her arm slowing her down.  

"Come on Tae, move faster." Prada said as she noticed her best friend wasn't moving at all.  

"Come on, come the fuck on!" She yelled pulling her friend's arm, but Tae laid there on the stairs face first and didn't move a muscle. 

Prada screamed as loud as she could as she looked at the huge meat cleaver sticking out the back of Tae's head splitting her skull open and blood oozing and gushing everywhere.  

"No! No! Tae, get up! Get up, now, please.  Somebody, help us!" She screamed as a syringe flew into her mouth and the needle pierced the back of her throat.  She made a gagging sound as she choked then pulled the syringe out of her mouth and looked at it and felt her body go numb and weak then she was no longer able to move her limbs.  

The S.N. Killer walked up to her and licked her face letting his tongue travel around her lips then her cheeks and temple.  

"You fucking loud bitch, aren't you?" He said while looking at her.  

He flipped her body around. Prada wanted to scream, but couldn't.  When she tried to move her body, she couldn't.   Her face leaned on the stairs while saliva dripped out of her mouth.  The S.N. Killer lifted up her black silk dress and ripped off her boy short panties.  He grinned as he lowered himself on top of her and worked his way into her pussy.  He thrust fast and hard loving the feeling of her chocolate inner walls of her pussy and her juicy, thick ass smacking him back as he pounded into it.  

"Damn! Damn, you feel so fucking good." He groaned.  

Tears streamed down her face as her body jerked back and forth.  She felt everything, but was helpless to do anything about it. 






 


Chapter 28

 

Lynise had been working on tracking a virus for two days. 

"One more, yes!" She said out loud to herself as she smiled because she just cracked four codes and was getting closer to tracing where the virus had initiated from.  

Her eyelids were beginning to feel heavy from looking at her laptop screen for so long.  She was able to hack two more codes then smiled. 

"Yes!  Yes!" She said out loud to herself again as she was more than pleased that she had cracked all the codes and was now tracking where the virus came from.  

Her fingers moved across the keyboard with lighting speed.  

"Okay, I got this." She said as she traced the email address that the virus came from, an iPad2.  

Lynise eyes opened up wide with shock.  When she found out who the email address belonged too.  

"No!  It can't be.  It just can't be." She said out loud as she double checked then checked three more times, then sighed as she looked at the suspects picture.  

She didn't want to believe it, but knew in her heart it was true.  It all made perfect since.  Now, that Lynise knew who the S.N. Killer was she began to hack into all his other profiles and tried to hack his computer to find more evidence.  

Lauren's pussy was throbbing and she knew she had to have her fix.  The leads to find the S.N. Killer were going cold and were frustrating everybody on the case.  Lauren pulled her car up front of William's building.  The thought of his lips gently touching her clit made her moist letting her juices soak her thong.  She hopped out of her car with lust controlling her body and walked to his building and rang his doorbell.  Agent William opened the door wearing nothing but gray slack pants.  His body covered in sweat.  She looked at his muscular body and licked her lips seductively.  

"Hey baby, I didn't expect you to be coming by.  I just finish a workout, a little bit of pushups." He said as he grabbed her by her waist and kissed her lips. 

"Damn baby, you don't need to work out anymore.  Your body is too damn sexy." She said biting his bottom lip slightly.  

'Fucking sexy ass, looking like Brad Pitt’s double.'  She thought to herself as she entered his apartment.  

He shut the door then stepped in front of her leading the way.  She watched the muscles in his back as he walked then looked down at his ass.  

'Hmmm, girl, you must really be horny.' She said to herself. 

"Would you like something to eat or drink, baby?" He turned around and asked. 

"I didn't come here for that.  I came to get my fix. I haven't been sexually active for a while, but now that you have opened up those doors, you got my body and pussy yearning for it now." Lauren said seductively.  

Agent William smiled and grabbed her pulling her into his arms then passionately kissed her.  Their tongues danced in each other's mouths and he ripped open her blouse and gently pulled her right breast from her bra and let his tongue travel around her nipple.  She moaned in pleasure as he sucked her nipple then licked it teasing her.  Lauren's mind could only think of one thing as her pussy throbbed and his lips traveled her body just how good it would feel to have his tongue travel across her throbbing clit.  The same way his tongue was doing now on her breast.  William used one hand to unbutton her belt and jeans and had a little trouble pulling the tight jeans down her thick thighs.  She wiggled and pushed her jeans down helping him as he placed intense wet kisses down her stomach until he was on his knees.  She moaned as each kiss sent a sweet sensation throughout her body.  She braced her back against the wall with her jeans around her ankles.  He moved her thong to the side with his index finger and let his tongue travel around her pussy lips.  

"Shit!"  She moaned as her hands roamed around his head. 

"Mmmm, you taste so damn good baby." He moaned as he kissed her clit repeatedly sending chills through her body. 

"Oh!  Oh shit, baby, suck it!  Suck it!" She moaned as she couldn't take him teasing her anymore. 

William took her clit into his mouth sucking it while flicking the tip of his tongue up and down.  Lauren moaned while looking down at his head and locking her hands in his hair as she rotated her hips thrusting her pussy in his face and her body bucked as she had an orgasm sending a rush of her juices spraying out everywhere and in his mouth.  He licked it all up and swallowed.  

"Mmmm, damn." Lauren moaned as she breathed hard and her body was still shaking.  

"I guess I'll be going home with no panties on." She said as she felt her soaked thong against her skin. 

William grinned then pulled down her thong to her ankles and stood up and pulled out a condom as he turned her around.  Lauren held the wall with the palms of her hands and arched her ass up as he slides inside her.  She threw her voluptuous ass back onto him in excitement as he thrusts long and slow sending sweet sensations through her body once more.  She bent over more almost touching her toes so he could get a deeper penetration. 

Alexis lie in the bed on Vincent's chest covered in sweat from the sex they just had, while the song, ‘Making Love Faces’, by Trey Songz could be heard playing letting her know she had a new text messages.  

"Who is that?"  Vincent asked not wanting to let her out of his arms. 

"Hold on, baby, let me see.  It's most likely Lauren giving me more girl talk." She said scandalously as she leaned over and got the phone off the night stand. 

"What kind of girl talk?  I hope it's not about our sex life because if it is you already know I put it on your ass all the time." Vincent replied with a smile spreading across his face. 

"Yea, yea, you will never know what my girl and I talk about." She said causing them to both bust out laughing as she opened the text message.  

She stopped laughing and a serious face and fear consumed her body.  Vincent could sense something was wrong right away.  Her jaw dropped in shock and couldn't believe what she was reading, but all the evidence was right there.  Lynise had sent her a five page message telling her who the S.N. Killer was and proof.  

"Are you okay baby?" Vincent asked while touching her shoulder.   

Alexis jumped and pulled away and looked at him as if he was crazy then hopped out of bed.  

Lauren was mad that William had ejaculated so fast but was moaning in pleasure as he made it up to her.  She had her legs spread wide on the couch with her jeans and panties hanging on one of her ankles with his head between them.  She moaned with her face balled up as he sucked and licked her clit taking her pussy lips into his mouth.  He inserted two of his fingers into her pussy pushing in and out while licking her clit up and down and picking up his pace with his tongue and fingers.  

"Mmmm, you like that baby?" He moaned in between licking and sucking her clit. 

"Oh yes, fuck yes!" Lauren screamed as his fingers hit her g-spot and kept tapping it over and over.  

The combination of his tongue and fingers drove her crazy.  Her eyes rolled to the back of her head and she had multiple orgasms over and over.  The song, ‘One Night Stand’, by Keri Hilson was playing breaking her concentration and letting her know she had received a new text message.  From the song playing, she knew it was from Lynise.  Lauren rolled her eyes and tried to concentrate back on her next orgasm that was building up as William worked his skills with his tongue.  But, her phone began to ring back to back with the song, ‘Off the Hook’, and from the ring tone she knew it was Alexis.

"Mmmm, damn! Why does everyone want to fuck with me while I'm trying to have a good orgasm?" She moaned and rolled her hips moving her clit across his lips and face.  

William picked the phone up off the floor that fell out of her jeans and handed it to her while moaning and taking long sucks on her clit.  Lauren grabbed the phone while moaning and scrolled through her text messages.  She closed her eyes as his finger hit her g-spot once more then opened them and tried to read the text messages from Lynise.  She read two sentences and moaned as she felt her juices flow then her body tensed up as she read the third sentence and her eyes grew wide as she continued to scroll down and read.  

William could sense something was wrong.  Her eyeballs were shaking and were the size of a quarter, glued to the screen of the phone and her moaning had stopped completely.  

"What's wrong baby?" He asked with concern in his voice and using the back of his arm to wipe the juices dripping off his mouth and chin. 

"Ummm, I got to go." Lauren said crossing her legs and then getting up.  

She took her jeans off to take her soaked thong off that was on her left ankle and worked her way back into her tight fitting jeans.  She stuffed her thong into her back pocket and put on her bra.  She sent out a quick text then looked at her blouse and purse on the floor.  Agent William could sense something was very wrong, but couldn't put his finger on it.  Lauren looked at him then her purse.  Her eyeballs trembled nervously as she bent down and reached for her bag. 

"She knows!  She knows!" The voice in William's head predicted. 

"Don't let her grab her bag."  William pushed Lauren with all his might like a football player as she dug in her purse and pulled out her 9mm Koch handgun.  

She fell to the ground knocking her gun out of her hand.  William stood up naked with a devilish grin on his face towering over her. 

"How the fuck do you know?  Does anyone else know?" He shouted in a demonic tone then grinned.  

Lauren looked between his boney legs and could see her gun and knew she had to buy sometime.  

"Lynise traced the virus you sent to Con Edison back to your email address.  You forgot to delete your email address this time around.  So, she was able to hack into your computers and everything was right there more than enough evidence from pictures of your victims and some of the other profile names that you have on different social networks.  This whole damn time you were the S.N. Killer.  That's why we could never track you.  An F.B.I. agent, their very own, top technology computer genius, but why?  I have to know." Lauren asked. 

William smiled showing his perfect white teeth.  He dug his hand in his mouth removing the top roll of capped fake teeth then removed the bottom caps and tossed them to the ground.  The perfect white teeth were now gone and just leaving his real teeth that was sharp at the tips like a dog or animal.  

"Well, I guess the cat is out of the bag and me knowing how sweet you taste is going to make it so much better.  I'm going to really enjoy devouring your flesh." He said then licked his lips.  

Lauren's heart raced with panic and fear.  She looked at his four inch dick just hanging in front of her face.  She screamed and grabbed his ball sack.  He howled in pain. 

"Let go!  Let go!" He screamed as a tear of pain ran down his cheek.  

The pain was so excruciating he couldn't move his whole body. 

"You're a fucking monster!  All those women you have killed, for what?  I should rip your damn balls off you little dick asshole!" She shouted and tried her hardest to rip his balls off. 

The tighter she squeezed the more he screamed and blood oozed out.  Lauren knew she couldn't hold him locked down like this forever.  So, with her right hand she swung with all the strength in her body punching him repeatedly in the face then swung as hard as she could releasing his ball sack sending him flying sideways to the floor moaning and grunting in pain.  Lauren swiftly got on her hands and knees and crawled to her gun then stood up and spun around and jumped back out of shock.  When she noticed William wasn't on the floor where he just was.  She spun around the living room with her gun raised high looking for him.  All the lights in the townhouse went off making it completely dark.  Lauren felt her phone on the floor with her toes and cautiously bent over and picked it up and hit the speed dial button calling Alexis.  She glanced down at her screen and seen there was no signal.  

"What the fuck!" She shouted.  

"You won't be getting any signal in my house, detective. I turned on a jamming machine that blocks all outgoing and incoming calls along with phone signals so no texting.  So, your phone is useless." 

She heard a voice echo through the darkness then saw shadows moving in the darkness running past her.  Lauren aimed and fired letting off two shots at the dark moving figures.  The bright blast from the gun lit up the room for a brief second.  

"Hahaha!  Nice try Lauren, but this is my home.  You will never leave here alive." She heard a voice say echoing through the darkness.  

Lauren’s heart raced as she tried to control herself from panicking then she remembered about the nightmare she had when she was stuck in the S.N. Killer's body and how the people in the apartment used their cell phones for light.  She pressed a button and the screen on her phone brightened up.  She held it high with her left hand and her gun pointing with her right hand slowly walking through the room.  

"HA!  Your only making this easier for me baby." The S.N. Killer said in a demonic tone.  

"Don't call me your fucking baby, you piece of dog shit.   You damn monster.  I know what the hell you are, you demon!" Lauren shouted.  

The voice in William's head took over his body and began to speak. 

"You think you know child, but you don't know shit.  I will devour your flesh and eat your beating heart!" The voice boomed in a demonic tone.  

"Ahhhh!"  Lauren screamed and fired into the darkness in the destination she heard the voice coming from then felt something fly past her head.  

Her mind raced.  She then remembered all the crime scenes that belonged to the S.N. Killer and the nightmares she had.  

"Oh shit! He's throwing syringes at me." She said out loud to herself and took off running and felt the breeze of things flying past her.  

She tripped and stumbled as she bumped into a few things from being unable to see in the dark.  The light from the screen of her phone did little to nothing to help, but give enough light so she could see a little in front of herself.  She ran to the hallway and didn't know which way to run.  She ran to a few doors and twisted the knob, but none of them would open, except one door that creep open.  She walked in and shut door quickly behind her and back pedaled backwards keeping her eye on the door and bumps into a table with her butt.  She turned around to see two tables. One filled with five laptops and the next filled with five computers.  She moved the keyboards so that the monitors would light up in the room.  Lauren eyes opened wide as she went to monitor after monitor looking at the different profiles and pictures.  One laptop was pictures of dead victims and gourmet meal recipes next to them.  She turned her head to see a small box of SIM Cards and phones. 

"You love my work, don't you?  Don't worry you'll soon be a part of it as my next meal." The voice said from right behind her breathing on her neck.  

"Ahhhh!" She screamed and tried to turn around to aim her gun when she felt the flesh of her back next to her shoulder blade rip open.  

"Ugghh!" She screamed as the S.N. Killer pulled the meat cleaver out of her back.  

Lauren swung her elbow backwards and it connected with his nose.  He grunted in pain and held his nose with one hand and swung the meat cleaver with the other aiming for the hand her gun was in.  Lauren moved her hand just in time and the meat cleaver sliced one of the computer monitors.  She stumbled backwards moaning in pain as she tried to reach her hand to her back to hold the open wound.  She fired three times while stumbling.  The first two bullets missed its target, but the last one slammed into the meat of his thigh ripping right through it.  He grunted in pain.  Lauren aimed at him once more for a head shot and in a blink of an eye he was gone into the darkness.  

"I'll fucking kill you, bitch!" She heard the S.N. Killer's voice holler.  

She became terrified more than she was.  

“How in the fuck did he do that?  Where is he?" She shouted and stumbled out of the room and ran down the dark hallway to the front door.  

She ran to it and tried to open it, but with no luck it wouldn’t open.  She aimed at the lock and fired.  The lock blew into pieces.  She screamed as she noticed the other four locks on the door.  She knew she had to shoot them off then two syringes slammed into the door.  Lauren turned around to see a figure in the dark standing down the hallway and felt things flying past her head and into the door.  

"Ahhhh!" Lauren screamed and fired four shots into the darkness in the destinations of the shadow and took off running and bumped into some stairs.  

She ran up the stairs to the third floor of the townhouse.  Her back was leaking blood from the open wound and she was barely able to see.  But, she could tell she was in some kind of huge kitchen.  She bumped into a few things until she felt a large stainless steel table.  As she looked down at the table, Lauren had to stop herself from screaming.  There was a young woman's body chopped up with pieces missing from her body.  Her thighs were chopped off, her stomach ripped open, and her head cracked open like a melon.  Lauren noticed that there was another woman on the table with all her clothes ripped off.  

"Help me! Help me!" Lauren heard a voice say weakly.  

She jumped back as she realized the other woman was still alive.  

"Are you okay?" She asked then leaned her face close to the woman's lips. 

"Help me, please." The woman replied. 

"I'll help you.  Can you move?" Lauren asked. 

"No, he drugged me with something and raped me then made me watch as he chopped, cooked, and ate my best friend, Tae.  He cut off my left breast and grinned while he stood over me eating." She said and began to cry from the pain and fear. 

Lauren looked and could see a hole where her left breast should be.  

"I need you to stop crying, stay strong, or he will hear us.  What's your name?" 

"My name is Prada." The woman replied.  

"I need you to try to move." Lauren said.  

"I can't.  I just started to be able to move my fingers just now." Prada replied then they heard footsteps coming up the stairs. 

"Shhhh, be quiet." Lauren said as she eased down behind the table on the side of Prada.  

Alexis saw Lauren's dark blue Dodge Charger parked on the block and jumped out of her car with her gun in her hand and Agent Vincent jumping out of the passenger side. 

"This is the address Lauren texted me where her car would be. She is here." 

"Ummm, shouldn't we wait for back up, Alexis?" 

Alexis turned her head and looked at Agent Vincent suspiciously and crazy. 

"That's my fucking partner and closest friend in there with that manic.  I'm not waiting for any fucking back up.  Listen Vincent, I grew to love you, but I love my partner more and don't know if I can trust you because you have worked with that man for over five years and didn't know he was the S.N. Killer."  Alexis shouted as she ran up the stairs of the townhouse. 

"Alexis, you got to believe me.  I didn't know.  You saw me call it in as soon as you told me.  I had no idea!" Vincent shouted. 

"Okay, well this isn't the time!" Alexis said aiming at the front door and sent six bullets into the locks on it then Agent Vincent kicked the door in.  

The sound of the gun shots and the front door being kicked in made the S.N. Killer freeze in his tracks. 

‘They're here to kill us, but you better kill them all and slowly eat their fucking hearts!’ The voice in his head yelled. 

Dalisia stood up behind the parked car she was hiding behind across the street and smiled as she watched Alexis and Agent Vincent enter the house she'd been watching. 

Alexis cautiously walked into the townhouse and couldn't see a thing.  The sunlight from outside shined through the open front door giving her and Agent Vincent some light to see down the hallway.  

"Lauren! Lauren! Where are you? Answer me!" Alexis shouted as she walked deeper into the house. 

Lauren lifted her head up slightly when she could have sworn she heard a woman's voice calling her name. She heard it again and recognized the voice right away and smiled.  

"Alexis, I'm upstairs.  Be careful he's here!" Lauren shouted. 

"This way!" Alexis shouted to Agent Vincent and ran towards the stairs.  

They ran up the first flight of stairs.  Agent Vincent screamed as a meat cleaver flew into his shoulder.  Alexis turned around and screamed. 

"Noooo!"  She looked up to the shadows of the second floor to see a dark figure.  

She aimed and fired but not before two objects flew past her one barely missing her chest as she turned twisting her body to the side.  

"Ugghh!" Agent Vincent screamed.  Alexis turned around to see a syringe stuck in his Adam’s apple and a meat cleaver stuck deep in his stomach that even the handle was deep inside leaving only a little piece of it hanging out.  

Agent Vincent looked Alexis in the eyes.  The words never left his lips, but he mumbled ‘I love you’, as his body went numb and blood poured out of his shoulder and stomach like a water sprinkler.  He fell backwards and slid down the stairs to the first floor. 

"That was my partner and he never pays attention to the little things.  Hahaha!" The S.N. Killer said then laughed.

"NO!" Alexis screamed and fired into the darkness wildly up the stairs from every destination until she heard a clicking sound.  She pressed a button on the side of her gun handle that released the emptied clip to the gun making it drop to the floor.  She took a fresh loaded one from her holster of her belt and slides it in then pulled back the chamber on the gun making bullets jump in it breathing hard and swinging her gun side to side. 

"That's the best you got?  Ha! Ha!" The S.N Killer's laughter echoed in the darkness.   

"Alexis!  Alexis, are you okay?" Lauren shouted and stood up from behind the stainless steel table.  

As soon as she did, the S.N. Killer swung like a mad man. Lauren was shocked to see him standing right across the table.  She moved swiftly as the blade nipped her between her breasts slicing her flesh lightly and cutting open her bra.  The meat cleaver slammed into Prada's chest.  She spit up blood and screamed in a weak voice. 

"You see what you made me do?  I wasn't planning on chopping her tender meat up until later." The S.N. Killer said. 

"Ahhhh!" Lauren screamed and fired two shots into the S.N. Killer's chest. 

He grunted in pain, but stood there.  Lauren squeezed the trigger only to hear a clicking noise letting her know her gun was empty. 

"It's going to take a little more than that to put me down, bitch.  I see you’re out of bullets." The S.N. Killer said as he pulled the meat cleaver out of Prada's chest. 

"Ahhhh!"  Lauren screamed and ran to the other side of the kitchen. 

Alexis ran to the third floor and could see the S.N. Killer chasing Lauren and aimed and fired.  The bullets missed its target.  As fast as she seen him, he was gone.  She ran over to Lauren and tried to see where the S.N. Killer had gone in the darkness.  

"Lauren, where is he?" She shouted.  

"I don't know!" Lauren said as they stood side by side.  

"How the hell did he do that?  One second I have him in my sight and then the next he's gone." Alexis asked. 

"I don't know, but I'm out of bullets.  I hit him three times, once in the leg and twice in the chest, but his ass still keeps standing." Lauren replied as she looked for any movement in the darkness beside her and Alexis.  

"That's because your ass didn't shoot him in the head.  I bet his crazy ass will stop moving then." Alexis said as she pulled back the chamber of her gun making two bullets hop out of it and into her hand.  

She passed the bullets to Lauren who put both of them into her empty gun clip and cocked her gun. 

"Do you really think two women can kill me?  I've been around for centuries.  Even if you kill this body, I'll continue to keep coming back." The S.N. Killer shouted in a demonic tone that sent chills down Lauren and Alexis's spines.  

A dark figure moved around the room.  Alexis was petrified and began to fire wildly into the darkness. 

"Alexis stop!  Stop, you're wasting bullets.  I did the same thing already.  That's what he wants us to do!" Lauren shouted but her words didn't get through to Alexis because she continued to fire until her gun was empty.

Lauren grabbed her arm and pulled her as they felt a breeze fly past them.  Lauren pulled Alexis down by a counter.  

"Fuck, is he throwing syringes at us?" Alexis asked out of breath and scared to death.  

"Yea and you just wasted all your bullets and didn't hit him once." Lauren whispered. 

"I couldn't help it.  I panicked Lauren." Alexis said. 

"Did you hear his voice?  That shit wasn't normal at all.  I felt it in my soul and that shit was evil.  He's evil." Lauren said. 

"We're going to stop him. Do you remember what Hedy said?  He said we have to burn the S.N. Killer's ass." Lauren said as she opened up the bottom cabinet that they were squatting next too.  

She felt around until she grabbed a glass bottle and brought it close to her eyes and smiled when she read it. 

"What you got there, Lauren?" Alexis whispered.  

"It's a bottle of Jack Daniels." She responded.  

"This isn't a time for a goddamn drink, girl." Alexis said then smiled as she read Lauren's mind.  

"We're going burn his ass." She snarled as she ripped a piece of her cotton shirt off and passed it to Lauren.  

Lauren twisted open the bottle and stuffed most of the cloth into it then pulled it out half way.  

"Please tell me you got a lighter on you.  I know you said you quit smoking, but I know you still have a cigarette every now and then." Lauren said.  

"Yea, I got one girl." Alexis replied and dug into her back jeans pocket and passed the lighter to Lauren. 

"Take my gun.  When you can, Alexis, put a bullet in that son of a bitch's head and I'll toss the cotton bomb on his ass." Lauren said.  

A noise made both of them look up. The S.N. Killer was standing on top of the counter naked looking down at them grinning with his sharp teeth.  Alexis raised the gun above her and squeezed the trigger.  The bullet got jammed inside the chamber of the gun.  The S.N. Killer threw a syringe that pierced her skull.  The anesthetic traveled through her system in rapid speed and she fell backwards unable to move her body.  

"Noooo!" Lauren yelled as she flicked the lighter and lit the piece of cloth in the Jack Daniels bottle.  

She raised her arm to toss it at him when a syringe flew into her right arm then one in her left breast.  

"Noooo!" Lauren moaned in a weak voice as the bottle slipped out of her hand and hit the floor rolling behind the S.N. Killer.  

Her body went numb and she fell sideways with tears flowing down her face.  

"No Lord, not like this, not like this." She mumbled. 

Alexis moved her eyes side to side as that was the only part on her body she was able to move and began to pray. 

‘Lord, save us.  Save us, God.  Don't turn your back on us.’ Alexis said to herself as tears streamed down her face.  

The S.N. Killer jumped off the counter and stood over Alexis and Lauren.  

"I'm going to chop off what I want and cook it later before your back up gets here ladies.  It's been fun." He said as he raised the stainless steel meat cleaver.  

‘They're here.  Someone is behind us.  I can feel it!’ The voice in the S.N. Killer's head shouted.  

He turned around swiftly to see a young woman and the cotton bomb flying at him hitting him in the face.  The glass broke open and liquid drenched him and he was consumed in flames.  

"Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!" He howled in agonizing pain as he ran back and forth.  

Dalisia smiled. 

"That's for Apple you fucking monster!"  

The S.N. Killer screamed louder and louder as the flames started cooking his flesh.  He stopped and looked at Dalisia. 

"You bitch I'll be coming for you and will eat every piece of your body, slowly.  Keep your eyes open.  I will be there!" The demonic voice boomed through the house. 

Dalisia instantly became horrified.  The S.N. Killer was on fire, but not screaming just staring at her.  His voice she felt in her spine causing her to lose control of herself and pees herself. 

"Ahhhh! Ahhhh!  I didn't want to do it!  He made me!  I'm sorry, Lauren. I'm sorry for everything." Agent Williams howled as he dropped to the floor and the fire engulfed him cooking him alive. 

Lauren and Alexis could see everything.  A huge white cloud came from Agent William's body.  Dalisia, Lauren, and Alexis swear they could see a face in the cloud with teeth like a dog then a demonic laughter echoed throughout the house and the cloud was gone.   

Uniformed police officers surrounded the townhouse and ran in. 

"Put your hands up." Two police officers yelled pointing their guns at Dalisia.  

She did as she was ordered to and they pushed her to the ground and handcuffed her.  An officer walked over to the table and saw the two dead bodies. 

"We have two victims."  He then he walked over to the counter and could see Lauren and Alexis with their eyes opened, but that was the only part of their bodies moving.  

He recognized them right away. 

"We have two officers down.  Get an ambulance, now!" He shouted. 

Lauren and Alexis lay in the hospital bed across from each other.  The anesthetic drug in their systems had slowly worn off and they could move their limbs.  

"It's finally over, Lauren. We got that bastard once and for all and the doctor said Vincent is going to be okay." Alexis stated.  

Lauren turned her head and looked at her partner in the next bed.  She opened her mouth to speak the words she know she shouldn't. 

"I don't think it's over, Alexis.  You heard what I heard.  That voice that you could feel in your spine and I know you saw that white cloud with the face in it, like me." Lauren replied. 

"Yea, but shit girl, we can never talk about that or they will think we're crazy and we will lose our jobs.  Besides we set his ass on fire, like Hedy said.  So, it's over, no more talk of demons and nightmares." Alexis responded.  

Lauren just shook her head in disagreement. 

"No partner, I have a feeling it's just the beginning……" 






 


THE S.N. KILLER II

 

It had been three months since Lauren and Alexis had solved the case of the S.N. Killer.  Lauren, Alexis, and Lynise along with Dalisia sat at a table in a bar in Soho Manhattan drinking and laughing.  

"Hey, I got some news you guys." Dalisia said.

"Well, come on, girl.  What is it?" Alexis replied. 

"Well, you know I consider y'all my girls and good friends now after Apple's murder." Dalisia said and lowered her head as the sadness over took her heart from the loss of her best friend. 

Lauren put her arm around her shoulder. 

"Girl, we know we can never replace the loss of your friend, but you don't have to just consider us as your friends, know we are!" Lauren stated. 

"Yea, you better know we are." Alexis and Lynise said sarcastically.

Dalisia smiled from ear to ear. 

"Well, the news I want to share is this.  I'm joining the police academy. It's what I decided to do with my life after what happened to all those women.  I want to help and it will give me a reason to hang out more with my bitches.  And y'all can see if you can get me transferred to your unit when I graduate." 

Alexis, Lauren and Lynise smiled.  

"Now, that's a reason to celebrate." Alexis said and they all raised their glasses and took a drink. 

An East Indian woman walked into the bar.  Her body was covered from her neck to her ankles in a solid blue dress.  She looked around the bar and spotted who she was searching for in a matter of seconds.  She walked through the crowd of drunken people.  

Lauren, Alexis, Lynise, and Dalisia looked up to see the woman in a blue dress standing in front of their table.  Alexis's instincts told her something was wrong and she slowly moved her hand to the handle of her gun on her waist. 

"Yes, can we help you miss?" Alexis asked with her left eyebrow raised. 

"No, you can't help me.  It's too late for me, but I can help her." The woman said and pointed at Lauren then dug into her purse. 

"Hold up, no fast movements." Alexis said drawing her gun aiming it at the woman.  

Lauren had to stare at the woman for over five minutes until she recalled where she knew her from.  

"Oh shit," She mumbled as it hit her.  

She placed her arm on Alexis making her lower her gun.  

"This is Hedy's wife.  Do you remember?" Lauren asked. 

"Good, so you do remember me." The woman said as she pulled an old looking small book from her purse. 

"This is for you.  Hedy would have wanted you to have this." She said stretching out her arm to hand Lauren the book. 

Lauren just stared at it as a terrified feeling went through her body and her stomach started to bubble up.  

"What is it?" She asked in a nervous tone. 

"Do you remember what Hedy told you about the cannibals of the Korowai tribe?  Well, in this book are the names of all of the East Indians that are part of that tribe that migrated here centuries ago. Hedy kept track of their families and the generations down the line." The woman stated. 

"And why will she need that shit for?  The case is over and done with." Alexis responded. 

"You know why she does." The woman said and her arm began to shake from holding it out for so long waiting for Lauren to take the book.  

Lauren looked the woman in her eyes and then at the book.  She slowly reached for the book and studied it.  The other three women tried to do the same looking at the old brown book in Lauren's hand.  When they looked up from the book to the woman, she was gone. 

"Where the hell did she go that fast?" Dalisia shouted exactly what they all were thinking. 

"Fuck it, let's go back to drinking.  We can't let any crazy woman ruin our night." Alexis said causing all them to laugh and continue drinking. 

Two hours later, Alexis pulled up to Lauren's building and looked at her and could tell she was deep in thought.  

"Hey girl, don't stress that crazy woman.  The case is over.  I say you throw that damn old book in the trash where it belongs." Alexis said. 

"Your right, Alexis, and that's what I'm going to do.  I'll see you tomorrow." Lauren said hugging Alexis and hopped out of the car and walked up to her building.  

She sat on the edge of her bed holding the old book just staring at it.  

"Fuck it." She said out loud and opened the book and began to read about the cannibals Korowai tribe and the names of all East Indians that migrated here. 

One name stuck out to her.  

"No, that can't be, it can't.”  

The last name was similar to hers.  

"No, he can't be my great, great grandfather.”  

She dropped the book on to the floor then remembered Hedy's words. 

'There's a reason why you keep having the nightmares.'  

Lauren’s mouth opened up in shock from what she just read not too long ago.  Those who are descended of the cannibal Korowai tribe will always share a connection with the shadow demon and will feed in what are dreams, but not dreams.  

"This is impossible.  It can't be true!" She screamed then her head began to hurt and flashbacks of the nightmares played in her head, but they were different this time.  

Instead of a man's hand that killed Anna and her husband and the lady in the Bronx it was a woman's hand, not just any woman hands, but hers. 

"No!" She screamed and the flashbacks stopped.  

She stood up feeling like the room was spinning. She walked into her kitchen and opened the refrigerator and poured herself a glass of water then she opened the freezer and took some ice out the ice tray.  Something in the back of the freezer caught her eyes.  A black plastic bag was stuffed way in the back behind frozen meat.  She stuck her hand in and dug it out.  She looked inside of it to see four Ziploc bags.  She pulled one out and looked at it.  Her stomach bubbled up and she fought back the feeling of wanting to vomit as she stared at a piece of meat, but on it was a Tweety Bird tattoo. 

‘Hahaha!  Now, you see the truth and it's now time for us to eat.’ A demonic voice said in her head and continued to laugh. 

"Noooo! Noooo!" Lauren screamed as she felt an agonizing pain all around her temple and her head.  

"Noooo!  Noooo!" Her screams echoed through her apartment.











THE PLEASURE OF PAIN










 
 

Chapter 1
 

Hector was sitting back on his bed gazing at Tess and Iris kiss.  Each kiss between them was getting deeper and more passionate.  He usually didn’t bring women back to his house.  His brothers Jose and Ricardo warned him about doing so, but he couldn’t pass up on the opportunity to have these two beautiful women.  He looked both of them up and down from head to toe and couldn’t believe his luck.  
 

Tess was five foot two inches tall and one hundred forty pounds.  She had dark skin and a body any man or woman would kill for.  She was thick in the hips, skinny at the waist, and had an ass you could place a glass on.  She had long, dark hair that flowed down her back, with tear drop eyes, and the sexiest, full lips.  It wasn’t that hard to see why she was the shit in every way. She was what you would call ‘eye candy’.  
 

Then there was Iris, who looked just as good with the same sex appeal.  One look at her and you would think her and Tess were sisters.  If it wasn’t for the fact, that Iris was Spanish with green eyes and brown skin.
 

 As Hector smoked a blunt while watching the two women suck each other from head to toe, not missing a spot, his dick grew hard as a rock. Tess gazed in Iris’ eyes while Iris licked in between her thighs.  She grabbed Iris’ head and placed it into her spot, “Ooohh baby, yes, suck there!  Yes, oh God!  That’s the shit.  It feels so good.”  Iris was sucking and licking Tess from inside her pussy to her clit, back and forth, and was enjoying every moment of it!
 

Hector couldn’t take it anymore.  He had to get in. He got up off the chair and walked over to the two women that were making love.  Tess stopped as she was about to cum because Hector was standing there with his dick in his hand.  She almost forgot about him because of the good ass pussy licking Iris was giving her.  She looked at Hector as she let Iris return to sucking her pussy, “Oh Hector, baby, mmm, you look so good.  Sit down on the bed baby and let us do all the work.”
 

Hector’s hands were rubbing all over her body while Iris was on her knees kissing all over between Tess’ thighs.  Tess got up walking away from Iris, led Hector to the ottoman, and pushed him on it.  He couldn’t wait to feel her pussy, but Tess was no way in hell going to let him feel her sweet pussy.  She had other plans.  “So, Hector you got me all wet and now I got to pee.  Where is your bathroom?”
 

 “Down the hall to the left baby, but why waste all that good wet juice?” he asked licking his lips.
 

“I just have to pee.  I’ll be right back, baby.”  Tess said.
 

As Tess was leaving the room, she gave Iris a sexy look, letting her know what time it was.  Iris walked over to Hector and grabbed his dick. Iris placed a condom on his dick using only her mouth.  She began sucking like there was no tomorrow.  “Mmm!  It’s so big, Papi.  Mmm, and it taste so good!”
 

 “Damn!  Iris, girl, you’re going to make me cum, shit!” Hector said as Tess walked out of the bedroom.
 

 Down the hall Tess saw one of Hector’s bodyguards by the bathroom.  His name was Tony.  He was the one that patted Tess and Iris down when they came into Hector’s house.  Tess knew Tony wanted her by the way he was feeling on her when he patted her down. Tony looked up and saw Tess standing there with nothing but a thong on, “You lost, Tess?” 
 

“No, just came to see you,” she replied. 
 

“Really?  Shit, girl, you talking that shit I like to hear.”
 

 “Tony, where is Rick?” she asked.  Rick was Hector’s other bodyguard. 
 

“Why are you worrying about him when you have me?” Tony asked.
 

 “No reason.  I just don’t want anyone around so we can do us.”
 

 “What about Hector?” Tony replied.
 

 Tony smiled at the thought of tapping that ass.  He wanted to fuck Tess from the moment he saw her come into the house.  Tess looked at him, “Well if you don’t know where Rick is, I’ll be on my way,” Tess started to walk away and she knew exactly the type of walk that drove men and women crazy.  Tony looked at that ass in the thong and knew he couldn’t pass it up. “Hold up, Mami.”  Tess stopped and looked at him with a sexy gaze.  “We have time.  Rick is outside walking around the house.”  With that information, Tess smiled to herself thinking a weak man always thinks with his dick. 
 

 Tess kissed Tony on his lips and tugged on his pants until they fell to his ankles.  She grabbed his dick in her hands and began to jerk it off.  Tony sighed at the feel of her tender touch, licked his lips, and started sucking her breasts.  Tess let out a moan, but deep inside she was mad at the fact that she had this man even touching her.  While Tony was sucking and feeling on Tess, he heard noises outside the house, but he didn’t pay it any mind.  He was too busy to find out what it was and plus Rick could handle it, he thought to himself.  Little did he know Rick was already dead.  
 

Outside the house were two gunmen that were dressed in all black with ski masks that had just killed the guards at the front gate and killed Rick walking around the house.  Rick had noticed them, but before he could pull his 9 mm hollow point gun with a silencer on it out, a bullet hit him in the head.  The two gunmen instead made their way to the front door and slowly walked in.  They made their way through a long hallway where they saw a big Spanish man with his pants down sucking on a sexy, dark skin woman’s breast.  As they crept closer to them, Tony turned around and fired two shots at the gunmen.  
 

Tony had felt that something was wrong, but didn’t know what.  From the corner of his eyes, he had seen them coming.  He acted as if he didn’t and slowly pulled his gun out of his shoulder holster.  The two gunmen moved just in time before the bullets hit them.  Tony pulled up his pants and was blocking Tess with his body.  
 

“Tess, get back!” he yelled.  But Tess didn’t move.  Tony aimed for the two gunmen that were on the floor ducking Tony’s shots and looking for cover.  
 

Tony was about to fire and hit one of the intruders in the head when he felt a sharp pain in his neck.  He grabbed his neck as blood was pouring out so fast that his white shirt was now all red.  He turned around to see Tess with a knife in her hand.  Before he could really think about what was happening, in one fast move Tess drove the knife into his eye.  Tony’s last thoughts were ‘where did she keep that knife?  I patted that bitch down,’ as he fell to the floor and died.  
 

Tess pulled the knife out of Tony’s eye and wiped the blood off on his pants and placed the thin knife in a secret spot on her panty line.  “You two alright?” she asked.
 

 “Yeah, we cool!” the two gunmen said. 
 

“Okay let’s do this,” Tess responded. 
 

Down the hall, back in the bedroom, Hector was getting the shit fucked out of him by Iris when he heard shots from a gun.  He pushed Iris off of him and went for his gun under the pillow, but it was gone.  Iris had grabbed the gun while she was riding him without him noticing.  He was too deep in her sweet love box to see what she was doing with her hands.  Hector looked up to find his own gun pointed in his face. “Yo!  What the fuck you doing?” Hector asked.
 

 “Shut the fuck up, Hector, and sit the fuck back down before I blow a hole in your small dick ass.” Iris yelled.
 

 Hector didn’t know what to do so he sat back down with his naked body exposed.  At that moment Tess entered the room with the two gunmen by her side.  The gunmen removed their ski masks and revealed that they were women.  “Tess, what is this?” Hector asked.
 

Tess grabbed her dress off the floor and put it back on.  Iris did the same.  “Hector, Hector, you know what this is.  You’re a smart man, not too smart, but smart enough to know what this is,” Tess said.  “So, now where is the stash?” Tess replied in question.
 

“What stash?” Hector asked with a smile, not really taking the four women seriously, a mistake he’d soon find out on his part. 
 

“Okay Hector, I see how you want it,” Tess said.  Tess looked at Iris and the other two women and they already knew what to do.  Iris pointed the gun at Hector. 
 

“Get up,” Iris ordered.  Hector got up.  The two other women went to work wasting no time tying him to a chair.  From a small bag they were carrying, they pulled out a blowtorch.  Hector’s eyes grew wide as he watched the blowtorch light up.  “So, you’re going to burn me?  Fuck that!  I still won’t tell you shit,” Hector yelled out.
 

 “Oh no,” Tess said.  “We’re not going to burn you, but we are going to burn your little friend.”  It took Hector a while to really understand what she was saying and when he finally understood.  He started to scream and yell, “No, no!  Wait, wait, I’ll tell you!”  
 

But it was too late.  He didn’t take these women seriously and they were going to show him how serious they were.  One of the women dressed in all black came closer to Hector.  She bent down on her knees and put the blowtorch between his legs right on his dick. 
 

“No, Noooo!  Please stop,” Hector yelled.  His dick was on fire, burning up, turning black, and swelling up to the point it looked as if it was going to pop.  The woman in black moved the blowtorch to look at her work.  She was proud of it.  The smell of burnt flesh was in the air.  
 

Hector was now crying and pleading, “Please, please no more, I’ll tell you!”  His dick now was completely burnt, swollen, and bleeding.  Blood was dripping on the floor from it.  He tried to close his legs, but they were tied too tight to the legs of the chair.  
 

“Please, Tess, tell them to stop,” he begged.  “The stash is in the basement behind a fake wall under the stairs.  Just hit the light switch two times up and down and it’ll open up.”
 

“Now, Hector, you know if you’re lying or playing games with me you’ll feel that blowtorch again.”  Tess warned Hector.
 

 “I’m not lying,” Hector cried.
 

 The two women dressed in black stayed behind with Hector while Tess and Iris made their way to the basement with guns in their hands.  Just like Hector said there was a fake wall and it opened when they hit the light switch two times.  When the door opened up, all you could see was all the money, drugs, and guns.  Iris took the bags she was carrying and started to fill them up.  Tess did the same.  When all was said and done, it looked to be over four hundred thousand dollars in cash, fifteen bricks of cocaine, and five pounds of marijuana.  They had a little problem carrying all of it out to the car that was parked outside behind the house by the two ladies dressed in all black.  When they were done loading the car up, they returned to Hector’s bedroom. 
 

Hector was still crying.  Tess looked at one of the women and said, “Make it quick.”  Hector looked up with a surprised look in his face.  “B…But, I told you where the money was,” Hector pleaded in between tears.
 

“Shit Hector that was the bounties,” Tess replied.
 

“M...my brothers will find you bitches and…,” and before he got the last word out Tess put a bullet in his head. 
 

“Vanessa, you know what to do,” Tess told one of the ladies in black. “I’ll be outside waiting.  Make it fast,” Tess ordered.  
 

Vanessa was the woman with the blowtorch. She and the other woman in black worked fast, pouring gasoline on Hector’s body, around the house, and in every room.  When she was done, she turned the blowtorch on and the house went up in flames with all the bodies and any of the other evidence left to go up in flames with it.  The two women hopped in the car where Tess and Iris were already waiting and took off leaving Philadelphia behind and heading home to Brooklyn. 
 






 


Déjà Vu 
 

 
 

Chapter 2                             
 

              Tess had a feeling of déjà vu as she, Iris, Vanessa, and Ebony counted and split the money in Tess’ townhouse in Crown Heights, Brooklyn.  Tess’ mind went to her man and how she missed him.  She sat and then started thinking of how all of this got started.  
 

              Tess and Iris had been best friends since Kindergarten.  They met Vanessa and Ebony in high school when four girls tried to jump Vanessa and Ebony in the school yard.  Tess had seen the four girls surrounding these two girls and knew what time it was.  The leader of the group was a girl that Tess didn’t like either because she had problems with her too.  Keri was her name and she thought she was the shit and liked to pick on people and jump them.  
 

              Without saying a word, Tess began to walk over towards where the group of girls were that were about to fight.  Iris was at her side with every step Tess made.  “Yo Tess, where are you going?” Iris asked.  Tess kept moving until she was standing by the two girls that were about to get jumped.  Tess liked the fact that they were outnumbered, but the two girls didn’t try to run.  It showed they had heart. 
 

              Keri looked Tess up and down and rolled her eyes, “Yo, what you doing over here?” Keri asked with an attitude.  “I’m about to fuck these bitches up,” Keri yelled. 
 

“You ain’t about to fuck no one up bitch.”  One of the girls that stood next to Tess said. 
 

“Yo Keri, why you always trying to jump someone?” Tess replied.
 

“Mind your fucking business.  This has nothing to do with your Guyanese ass,” Keri said. 
 

With one swift move, Tess punched Keri in the nose and then in the mouth.  All of Keri’s girls were about to jump Tess until the two girls that stood next to her attacked them first, kicking and punching Keri’s girls.  Out of nowhere, Iris rushed Keri knocking her to the ground where Tess stood.  They stomped her out until she wasn’t moving anymore and then they went to help the other two girls beat up Keri’s crew.  
 

They whipped Keri’s crew’s ass until the school security guards came and stopped the fight.  All the girls got suspended from school for two weeks.  It turned out one of the girls in Keri’s crew had a broken jaw and another had a broken arm.
 

Later on that day the two girls that were about to get jumped by Keri, walked up to Tess and Iris after school, “You didn’t have to do that,” the light skinned girl said to Tess. 
 

“Yeah that was some real shit though,” the dark skinned one added. 
 

“By the way, my name is Vanessa,” the light skinned one said. “And this is my sister, Ebony.” 
 

Iris and Tess asked at the same time, “You’re sisters?  You don’t even look alike and you’re the same age.  That’s crazy.”
 

“We have different mothers.  That’s why Ebony is dark skin. Our father thinks he’s a player.  We were born around the same time, but I’m three months older than Ebony,” Vanessa said.  “Our father raised us because both of our mothers are on crack.  We don’t know even know where they are, but any way, thank you for helping us,” Vanessa said.
 

“Yo, ya’ll want to go and hang out or something?” Iris asked Vanessa and Ebony.
 

“Yeah, I’m cool with that,” Vanessa said. 
 

From that day on, Tess, Iris, Vanessa, and Ebony were always together.  Everybody heard what they did to Keri and her crew and no one ever thought of fucking with them after that, or so they thought.
 






 


Shit Gets Thick
 

 
 

Chapter 3
 

              A month after the fight with Keri and her crew Tess, Iris, Vanessa, and Ebony were walking home from school, “Yo Tess, me and Ebony are going to the Chinese restaurant.  Do you want anything?” Vanessa asked.
 

              “Nah!  Iris and I are good.  We’re heading to my house.  You two coming by later?” Tess asked.
 


              “Yeah girl,” Ebony replied.
 

              The girls went their separate ways.  As Tess and Iris turned the corner, they were met by Keri and her Jamaican boyfriend, D-Low.  D-Low was the neighborhood weed man.  He was twenty two years old and loved fucking young girls because women his age weren’t giving him any play unless he gave them real money like to pay their bills.  D-Low wasn’t with that.  He was cheap and liked to keep his money to himself.  Besides all he had to do with the young girls was to give them some weed and buy them some sneakers and then the pussy was all his.  
 

              D-Low had been trying to get with Tess and Iris sexy asses for a while now, but they knew his games and weren’t giving him any play.  He wasn’t getting any pussy from them for a pair of sneakers and some money.  So, Keri was the next best thing for him.  Keri told D-Low that Tess and Iris had jumped her, which was only part of the story of what really had gone down.  D-Low was happy to hear this.  It gave him the opportunity and reason to beat their asses for not giving him any play.  He’d use that Keri got jumped as an alibi so the street wouldn’t talk and think he was a cornball that got mad because he couldn’t get with either of them. 
 

              Tess and Iris looked D-Low up and down wondering what this fool wanted.  Then they glanced over and saw Keri and they knew what time it was.  Tess thought to herself, ‘this bitch didn’t learn her lesson yet!’
 

              “Yo, what the fuck up with you bitches jumping my girl?” D-Low yelled.
 

              “Ain’t no one jumped your fucking girl,” Iris replied. 
 

              “Yeah, she just got her ass whipped that’s all,” Tess added.
 

              “Fuck you, Tess,” Keri yelled.
 

              “Oh!  So, now that your man is here you got heart,” Tess yelled.  Iris and Tess started laughing hysterically.
 

              D-Low got pissed and punched Tess in the face making her fall back. “Laugh now bitch,” D-Low said as he jabbed Tess in the jaw then her stomach.
 

              Iris spit out a razor from her mouth and with all her might she swung the razor at D-Low’s face.  The razor cut through his face like a hot knife on butter. 
 

               “AAHHH!” D-Low yelled.  
 

              He picked Iris up and slammed her on the ground and started stomping her with his feet.  Tess pulled out an orange box cutter from her back pocket and cut D-Low across his arm.  D-Low punched her so hard she saw stars and fell to the ground next to Iris.  Keri moved in and started stomping both girls with D-Low.  Tess and Iris were curled up in a ball trying to cover their heads. 
 

               “You bitches want to cut me. I’ll kill you,” D-Low yelled with every kick. 
 

              Coming from down the block, Bless could see D-Low and Keri stomping Tess and Iris.  Bless had seen Tess around the way and was feeling her, but never stepped to her.  He was too busy making money and running the streets, but his anger grew as he watched D-Low beat Tess and Iris like they were men.  Bless pulled his 38 revolver from his waistband and ran and struck D-Low in the back of the head with it.  
 

              “AAHH!” D-Low yelled as he hit the ground.  
 

              Bless then hit Keri in the jaw with the gun making her cry and fall backwards.  Bless began to pistol whip D-Low with the gun making him cry until he begged him to stop.  Tess and Iris got off the ground and attacked Keri kicking and punching her to the ground until there was blood on the ground.  Tess looked over at Bless and saw he was still pistol whipping D-Low, so she started kicking D-Low in the ribs.  
 

              “Take that motherfucker,” Tess yelled as she kicked him.  
 

              Bless stood up with blood all over him and looked D-Low in the eyes.  “Open your fucking mouth,” Bless ordered.  D-Low did what he was told and Bless put the barrel of the long 38 revolver in D-Low’s mouth.  “If you ever or if I ever, see you touch them again.  I’ll kill you.” 
 

              D-Low was older than Bless, who was only sixteen, but the street was talking about Bless and how he was coming up fast in the crack game.  The word on the streets was this young thug already killed six people and from the look in his eyes D-Low knew it was true.  He had no plans on being his seventh victim.  Lights from cop cars could be seen from down the block.
 

              “Come on follow me,” Bless said to Tess and Iris.  
 

              Tess looked back to see the cop cars getting closer.  Iris and Tess started to follow Bless. They walked four blocks down really fast to a house on Dean Street.  Bless opened the door that led to a basement apartment.  Iris and Tess looked at each other as they were standing in the doorway.  Bless looked back at them and said, “Listen, I don’t bite and I won’t hurt you.”  So they stepped in.
 

              Bless’s apartment was decked out with the finest things money could buy.  His furniture was a cream color that matched the rug.  He had a sixty two inch TV in the living room.  Tess started to wonder how a sixteen year old could afford all of that, but she already knew the answer.  She had seen Bless around the way and thought he was a sexy, chocolate brother.  She always wondered why he never tried to holler at her like all the other hustlers. 
 

              “Both of you, please, sit down on the couch,” he said.  
 

              They did what he asked.  Bless went into the bathroom and came back out with clean washcloths and two bowls of warm water.  He kneeled down in front of Tess and dipped the washcloth in the water and began wiping the wounds on her face and arm, cleaning away all the blood.  Tess was shocked to see that this young man with so much rage and power could be so gentle. After he was finished wiping Tess down, he went over to Iris and did the same thing to her.  Both girls watched him as he got up and went into his bedroom.  Bless took off the bloody clothes he had on and put on some blue jeans and a tank top.  He came back out with some weed and blunts. 
 

              “Yo, do you know how to roll?” he asked Tess.  Tess shook her head no.
 

              “I do,” Iris said.  Bless passed the weed and blunt to Iris to roll while he turned on the TV and put the movie ‘Friday’ in the VCR.  
 

              They sat and smoked and laughed while watching the movie and shared things about their lives.  Tess learned that the house they were in belonged to Bless’ grandmother, who lived upstairs, and she let him stay in the basement by himself.  She learned that his mother was a crack head, who ran away when he was born.  She had him at the age of sixteen.  His father was a big time drug dealer in Brownsville, but started using his own drugs and became a dope head.  Bless met him a few times, but wanted nothing to do with him because his grandmother told him that his father was the reason that her daughter was a crack head and now he’ll never know his mother. 
 

              Tess looked over at Iris to see that she was asleep from smoking weed.  “So, Bless, why did you come and help us today?” Tess asked.
 

              “Oh, on some real shit I’m not even going to lie to you.  I’ve been seeing you around the way.  I was feeling you and I like the fact that you don’t give any of these dudes around here any play.  So, I knew you were different, but I was always too busy to holla at you.  Today, when I seen D-Low beating you like you was a man, I flipped out and let my emotions get the best of me,” Bless responded.
 

              “So, do you regret it?” Tess asked. 
 

              “No Mami, I don’t and I’ll do it again if I have to,” Bless replied.
 

              “Bless, I’ve been feeling you too and I used to wonder why you never hollered at me.  Now, I know why,” Tess said.  Tess bent over next to him and kissed him deeply and passionately. 
 

              Bless picked her up in his arms and carried her to his bedroom where he laid her on the bed to kiss every part of her body as he started to remove all of her clothes down to her lingerie.  Tess released soft, light moans.  
 

              “Baby, let’s make up for all the lost time,” Tess said highly aroused.  
 

              “Ssshh, I got you baby,” Bless replied.
 

              He kissed her down to her blue lace panties as he slid them off her as they were clinched in his mouth.  He kissed her back up between her legs and between her thighs and licked until he reached her clit.  He gave her clit one long suck and Tess let out a loud moan.  He got up unbuckled his jeans, pulling them down to reveal his big hard dick.  All Tess could think was, ‘Damn, that shit is thick and long’.  
 

              She sat right up and stopped him from penetrating her after he pulled a condom on.  She took his dick in her hands and then slowly put her mouth all over it, not missing a spot of his manhood.  She let go with her hands and began sucking, slurping, and deep-throating his dick like a professional porn star.  Bless after a while couldn’t take it anymore and gently pushed her off.  She lay on her back and he entered her slowly.  At a slow pace he penetrated her love box, speeding up after seeing a white cream all over the condom. 
 

              “Oh, daddy, I’ll never leave you!” Tess yelled.
 

              “You better not.  This is my pussy!”  That was the first time they made love and they learned each other’s body.  From that day on, Bless was her man and Tess was his woman. 
 






 


No Turning Back
 

 
 

Chapter 4
 

              Tess and her girls would spend every night at Bless’ apartment every opportunity they got.  It was the only place where they could do what they wanted-- smoke, drink, and laugh all night.  
 

              Tess wanted to learn more about the drug game.  So Bless began to teach her how to break down pounds of weed, how to cook and cut crack, and put workers on the block. He even taught her and Iris how to use a gun and Tess and Iris taught Vanessa and Ebony.  
 

              Out of the group the only one Bless really couldn’t understand was Iris.  She would come by at night to his place and wouldn’t say a word.  She’d look stressed and depressed.  Bless would give her sheets and a pillow and she’d go right to sleep on his couch.  At first he used to try to get her to talk about what was going on with her, but she would never tell him what was wrong.  So he stopped pushing and told himself she’d tell him when she was ready.
 

              “Stop Papi, stop, please no more,” cried Iris as her father was humping and pumping his drunk dick in and out of his daughter until he busted a nut all inside of her. He left the room leaving Iris crying.  
 

              She got up and got dressed and left her room and went outside and started to walk to the only place she felt safe.  Bless heard a knock at his door as he was bagging up some coke.  He grabbed his gun and opened the door to find Iris standing there.  He moved to the side and let her in, “There are clean sheets in the closet and a blunt on the table.”  
 

              Iris couldn’t understand how this man, this gangster could be so kind to her.  At times she wished Bless was her man and not Tess’.  As Iris sat down, she began to cry.  Bless stopped what he was doing, “Iris, you ok?” he asked. “You know we are peoples and you can tell me anything.  I always got your back,” he explained.  
 

              More tears ran down her face and she wished her father and mother cared about her like he did.  But her father only had lust in his eyes for her. “Bless,” Iris said between tears. “I’m going to tell you something that I haven’t even told Tess.”  She looked Bless in his eyes and tears were running down her face.  “My father raped me tonight.”
 

              “What!” Bless yelled.
 

              “It’s not the first time.  He’s been doing it from the time I was seven years old.  I always blamed myself and I used to tell my mother, but she would just beat me and tell me to do what my father said to do.  So I just let him do what he wanted to me and pray it would be over soon.  I used to go to Tess’ house and stay the night, but her uncle didn’t like me staying over there all the time.  He didn’t know why so I don’t blame him.  Then we met you and I started coming here after he raped me just to get away from that place,” she began to cry some more. “Sometimes I come here just to sleep without worrying that I will get touched and raped in my sleep.”  Iris was now crying even harder. 
 

              Bless was the first and only person she ever told about what her family had been doing to her.  Bless went over to Iris and held her in his arms until she fell asleep.  He grabbed his gun and left Iris asleep on the couch.  He walked to Iris’s building and waited in the dark.  He knew who Iris’s father was.  Shit, he knew everybody in the neighborhood and he knew Iris’s pops was a drunk.  He would come back out tonight because it was only 11:20pm and the liquor store closed at 12 midnight.  The drunk that he was would want more bottles for the night.  So Bless waited in the shadows of the dark and at 11:30 Iris’s father came out of the building as so expected.  
 

              Bless ran up to him and punched him in the head knocking him to the ground and he began to beat the shit out of him.  If there was one thing he couldn’t stand, it was a rapist and this man was the lowest of them all.  He raped his own daughter.  Bless beat him until blood was everywhere.  Then he grabbed the man by his shirt and pulled his face close to his.  
 

              “If you ever touch Iris again, I will kill you,” Bless meant every word.  “If your hands or dick go next to her, mark my words, you are dead.”  Just with one look in Bless’s eyes Iris’s father saw a beast and knew he was serious.  Iris’s father began to pee his pants.  
 

              “I…I won’t touch her.  I swear, please, don’t kill me.”  Bless left the man sitting in his own blood and piss.
 






 


Watch Out For Your Past…

It’s Always Waiting To Return

 

Chapter 5
 

              Iris never knew what happened that night, but her father hadn’t touched her in three months and he’d never touch her again.  She knew Bless had something to do with it and she was going to pull him to the side and ask him about it.   Iris was leaving her building to meet Bless, Tess, Vanessa and Ebony at Bless’ place.  She walked down the block.  The night air hit her skin and it felt good.  Then everything went wrong.  
 

              A pair of hands grabbed her neck and mouth and then another pair grabbed her feet.   They picked her up off the ground and started carrying her three blocks down.  It was 12 am and only the hustlers were outside.  The rule of the street was to mind your own damn business.  So that’s what they all did.  
 

              Once D-Low and his two workers, Boom and Phats, got Iris into his apartment, they wasted no time and started to beat her ass.  D-Low grabbed a broomstick and beat her with it. “Bitch, you want to cut up my face!  I’ll teach you,” he yelled with every hit.  Boom grabbed Iris’ clothes and ripped them off.  Iris tried to fight, but was no match for the three men. 
 

              “Yo, she got a nice body and a fat ass.  Let me go first,” Boom said. 
 

              “No punk, I’m the boss.  I’m fucking this bitch first,” D-Low responded. 
 

Boom held Iris’ hands while Phats held her feet after D-Low spread her legs pushing his dick inside her.  He pumped up and down like a wild animal until he busted all up inside her.  Then they flipped her over and held her down and D-Low hit it from the back.  Iris screamed and cried the whole time.  Then D-Low pulled his dick out and pushed it in her ass.  She tried to resist, but the men were holding her down.  She tried to squeeze her butt cheeks tight together, but it was no use.  D-Low fucked her carelessly and hard until he saw blood on his dick. 
 

“Your turn,” he said to Boom and Phats.  Then he let Boom and Phats have their way with her.
 

Iris had passed out from all the pain, but the men were still tossing her back and forth between them fucking her over and over.  D-Low grabbed an iron and turned it on until it got real hot and placed it on Iris’ leg.  
 

“Ahhh!” Iris yelled.  She woke up only to pass back out from the pain. 
 

“Yes bitch, you mark me now I mark you,” D-Low said with an evil grin on his face.  “Yo, throw this bitch outside,” D-Low ordered.  Phats and Boom did just that.
 

At five o’clock in the morning an elderly lady stepped out of the building and was about to head to work, but saw Iris’s bloody, beaten body lying there on the sidewalk.  She ran to a payphone and called 911 for an ambulance for Iris. 
 






 


Where to Turn
 

 
 

Chapter 6
 

              Tess hadn’t seen nor heard from Iris all day and that was unlike her. The two girls were always together. Tess went by Iris’s house and asked for her, but her mother didn’t know nor seem to care and her father was scared and claimed that he hadn’t touched her.  ‘What was that shit supposed to mean?’ Tess thought to herself.  
 

              Tess didn’t know where to turn. She knew something was wrong with her best friend, but she couldn’t find her. Tess stayed at Bless’ house crying and worrying about Iris. Bless kept trying to tell Tess that she’d show up.  Tess just prayed she would and that she was okay. 
 

              Three days had passed and still no one had seen nor heard from Iris. On the fourth day Bless’ house phone rang and Tess picked it up.  “Tess, it’s me,” Iris said.
 

              “Where are you?” Tess asked in concern.
 

              “I’m at Kings County Hospital.  Can you please come see me?”Iris said.
 

              “I’ll be right there.” Tess and Bless hopped in the car and rushed to the hospital.  They had no time to look for Vanessa and Ebony to tell them what was going on.  Tess and Bless were at the hospital in minutes.  Tess found out what room she was in from the lady at the hospital’s information front desk where they had to sign in to visit.  They went to the second floor and went inside Iris’ room.  What they saw had them in tears.  Iris’s face was all swollen and lumped up.  
 

              “Iris, what happened?” Tess asked with tears rolling down her face. 
 

              The first thought that came to Bless’s mind was that it was Iris’s father who had done that and he swore he would kill him for it.  Iris began to speak, but stopped and put her head down because she was ashamed of what happened.  
 

              “There is nothing to be ashamed of Mami.  We’re all family, so tell us.”
 

              “D-Low and his two workers grabbed me the night I was coming to meet you two.  They raped and beat me for hours.”  Tears were falling down Iris’s face and it hurt her just to cry.  The tears stung her face. 
 

              Tess began to cry from seeing her friend in so much pain.  “I’m going to kill them,” Tess yelled. 
 

              “I’m with you, Tess,” Bless agreed.
 

              “Wait,” Iris said, “I don’t want you two to do anything until I get out.  I want to be there, alright?”
 

              “That’s cool,” Bless said.
 

              “I’m down with that,” Tess replied.  “But what took you so long to call us Iris?” Tess asked. 
 

              “I’ve been passed out for three days after they did what they did to me.  I just woke up today.  That’s why it took me so long to call.  The doctor said I’m okay and everything else healed up, but my face.  I can go home tomorrow.  The cops asked questions, but I didn’t tell them anything.  I was hoping we’d handle this,” Iris said. 
 

              “You know we will,” Bless replied.
 

              “Can you two pick me up tomorrow?  They won’t let me leave here unless someone picks me up and I know my mother and father won’t come.” 
 

              “We’ll be here to pick you up, girl,” Bless said.  Tess hugged her friend and Bless did the same before they left. 
 

              The next day Tess, Bless, Vanessa, and Ebony came to pick Iris up.  Iris never felt so much love before.  Her own flesh and blood didn’t even care about her, but none of that mattered anymore because she found a new family in her friends.  That night they got high, ate out, and then went back to Bless’ place to make a plan.  Iris didn’t only want to kill D-Low.  She wanted to take everything he had.  Bless had been teaching Tess and Iris about the game and now it was time to put those lessons to work. 
 






 


Caught Slipping
 

 
 

Chapter 7              
 

              Boom was hustling in front of D-Low’s building.  He was making all the weed sales he could so he could finish his pack and go find some pussy and take it upstairs.  It had been a month since he’d gotten any pussy.  The last time he got his dick wet was with that Spanish girl they had fucked and beaten.  Boom grabbed his dick just thinking about the sweet pussy he’d gotten that night.  Then he got mad.  He hated the fact that he always had to stay outside while Phats got to bag up weed and his so called boss D-Low got to stay in his bedroom fucking Keri’s young fine ass. ‘He should pass that pussy,’ Boom thought to himself.  Boom was startled from his daydream of fucking Keri by a sexy voice.  
 

              “I heard you got that good weed, Boom.”  
 

              Boom looked up to see a sexy, young, dark skinned girl.  “Yeah, I got that good shit.  That’s why they call me Boom.  I have that shit that make you so high you feel as if you’ve blown up,” Boom responded speaking his weak game to the girl.  Boom looked her up and down from head to toe with lust in his eye.  ‘Damn, her body is right.  I have to tap that,’ he thought to himself.
 

              “Let me get two dime bags,” the girl said.  Boom pulled his weed stash out of his boxes and handed the girl two dime bags as he took her money.  He pulled a note from his pocket and added the money to it.  He usually didn’t pull out his money on the street, but wanted to show it off to the girl.  By the way she looked at it, it worked. 
 

              “Yo, who you about to smoke with?” Boom asked. 
 

              “No one,” the girl said while licking her lips in a way that turned Boom on.
 

              “Cause you can chill with me,” Boom replied. 
 

              “Where because I’m not about to chill in no hallway,” the girl said with an attitude.
 

              “Nah boo, I got a spot upstairs,” Boom said. 
 

              “Okay,” she replied.  Boom was smiling inside.  He knew he was going to tap that ass.  Either she was going to give it up or he was going to take it. One way or another, that pussy was his tonight.  Boom turned his back and took his keys out and opened the front door. 
 

              Tess smiled and thought this shit was easy just like Bless taught her. Most of these fake ass hustlers think with their dick and only a weak man will do that.  She now knew Bless was right.  ‘This fool doesn’t even know me from a hole in the wall and he already turned his back on me and opened the front door,’ she thought to herself.  Tess pulled out a baby 9mm handgun and put the barrel to the back of Boom’s head and with hate in her voice she said, “Don’t fucking move pussy.” 
 

              Just then Bless and Iris came out of the dark and pushed Boom in the building and shut the door behind them.  Bless patted down Boom and found a 22 caliber handgun, his weed pack, money, and keys.  
 

              “Head up the stairs.  If you make a fucking sound, you’re dead,” Bless said.  
 

Boom knew who Bless was and was so scared that he pissed on himself.  He knew Bless didn’t pull guns out unless he used them.  Boom then looked at Iris and knew he was really fucked.  Iris looked down at his wet pants and smiled. 
 

              “Listen, I didn’t know she was your peoples.  It was D-Low’s idea.   Please man.”  Smack!  Bless hit him with the butt of his gun.
 

              “I told you to go upstairs pussy and do not say a word,” Bless yelled. Boom led them to D-Low’s apartment floor.  “Which way is it?” Bless asked.
 

              “It’s that one,” Boom replied.  Iris put the key in the door and slowly opened it. 
 

              “Yo, Boom you done with that pack already?” Phats asked never looking up from the table.  He was still bagging pounds of weed.  
 

              Iris stepped in closer and put the gun to Phats head, “If you move, I’ll kill you.”  Phats looked up with shock in his eyes.  ‘How the fuck she get in here?’ was his only thought until he saw Boom with guns to his head held by Bless and Tess.
 

              “Where is D-Low?” Bless asked. 
 

              “He’s in his bedroom fucking Keri.” Phats answered.
 


              “You two watch them.  I’m going to get D-Low,” Bless told the girls. 
 

              Jamaican music could be heard coming from the bedroom.  As Bless made his way to the bedroom, he opened the door slowly.  The two lovers were so into what they were doing they didn’t even see Bless standing there. Bless watched as D-Low sucked away at Keri’s pussy.  Bless laughed at him, ‘All that shit Jamaicans be talking about how they don’t eat no pussy or suck no cunt as they call it.  Here this fool’s face all in it.’  Bless had enough of this hilarious scene, “Don’t fucking move pussy.”
 

              D-Low looked up with cum all over his chin to see Bless standing there with a gun pointed to his face. 
 

              “Why did you stop I was about to cum again?” Keri was so into her pussy getting sucked she asked as her eyes were still closed.  When she opened them, she almost screamed seeing Bless standing there with his 9mm pointed at them.  D-Low looked in Bless’ eyes and knew he wouldn’t live past that night.
 

              In the living room, Phats looked at the young girls and his pride started to take over.  ‘How could I get caught slipping by these young bitches?  How am I going to let them rob me or shoot me when they came into D-Low’s place?’  They didn’t pat Phats down.  He still had his 3.80 Ruger under his shirt.  
 

              “You know what?  I think you bitches don’t have the heart to use those guns and you know what else?  Fuck you,” Phats yelled as he reached for the gun under his shirt, but was too slow.  Lead filled his body up from Tess and Iris’ guns.  His body jerked and fell to the floor where he died instantly on the spot.  Then Tess and Iris aimed their guns at Boom.  
 

              “Please!  No, please!”  His cries went to deaf ears as the first shot caught him in his dick making him bend over yelling in pain.  The next shot caught him in his jaw shattering every bone in his mouth.  Then bullets slammed into his head, chest, and stomach.  He was dead before he hit the ground.  It was Tess and Iris’s first time shooting anybody and from the feel of it they knew it wouldn’t be their last.  Bless warned them not to hesitate when it comes to putting their murder game down or they would be down themselves.  So they listened.  Tess and Iris reloaded their guns.  
 

              In the bedroom Keri and D-Low heard the gunshots and knew it didn’t look good for them.  Bless led them to the living room.  Iris laughed at seeing D-Low and Keri standing there naked with a gun pointed to each of their heads. 
 

              “Tess grabbed a sheet and wrapped the weed in it,” Bless ordered.  Tess did what she was told.  “D-Low, is this all the weed you got?” Bless asked.
 

              “I have more just don’t kill me.”  D-Low was now looking at his two dead workers on the floor.  “The weed and money are in the bedroom closet and there’s more money under the bed.”
 

              Tess and Iris made their way to the bedroom and put all the weed and money in a sheet along with anything else they had found worth anything.  They came in the living room.  The sheet was too heavy for them to carry.  So they had to drag it across the floor.
 

              “Lie on your stomach D-Low and don’t move,” Bless ordered. 
 

“What?” D-Low yelled.

 

              “You heard me.” Bless snapped back.   D-Low did what he was told. Iris grabbed a broomstick and came where D-Low was lying.  She spit on it and with all her might pushed it up D-Low’s ass.  
 

              “AHHHH!” D-Low yelled.
 

              “Shut the fuck up and take it.  How does it feel?” Iris yelled while pushing it in and out of D-Low’s ass.  She pushed it in deeper and left the broomstick stuck in his ass.  D-Low was yelling and crying.  The whole time D-Low was getting stuck Keri was just standing there crying, scared shitless.  Her gut told her to run and she took off for the door to only be met with a hail of bullets from Tess and Iris’s guns.  They watched her body fall in front of the door.  
 

              Tess walked over to Keri’s body and shot her twice in the head.  D-Low was now crying even harder and began to beg for his life.  Tess, Bless, and Iris aimed their guns at D-Low and allowed the bullets to rip through his body leaving him dead.  Bless pulled out a small bottle of gas and poured it around the bodies and the apartment.  All three of them put black rags over their faces.  Iris lit the gas on the floor with a match as they left and they took off running. 
 

              Back at Bless’s place they counted the weed and money.  It came up to twenty pounds of chocolate weed, five pounds of green weed, fifteen thousand dollars in cash, and five guns.  Just like what they had planned, they hit D-Low when he restocked on his weed.  Bless, Tess, and Iris put the weed in the streets with workers and had Vanessa and Ebony would run the blocks. From then on, there was no looking back and no stopping them. 
 






 


Present Day
 

 
 

Chapter 8
 

              Tess snapped back to reality and was done counting the money. “There is a hundred thousand dollars apiece for each of us,” Tess said. “Here is your cut.” 
 

              “Damn, girl that was a good pay day,” Vanessa replied, “Plus the one million we get for the hit on Hector, we’re good,” Vanessa continued.
 

              “Yo Ebony, make sure you hit Omar off with some more work so the workers on the block don’t run low,” Tess ordered.
 

              “I got you, Tess,” Ebony replied.
 

              “I’m about to go visit Bless today.  So, I’ll see you when I get back.” Tess said as she took off. 
 






 


The Visit
 

 
 

Chapter 9
 

              Tess jumped in her red 7.45 BMW and drove upstate for two hours to the Coxsackie Correction Facility.  She checked in and signed in to visit Bless.  When she came into the visiting room, she couldn’t help getting wet and it showed on her face.  She had a smile of pure lust on her face.  Bless was sitting at the table waiting for her.  Bless was a sexy, chocolate brother, six foot two inches tall, two hundred fifty pounds, and very muscular from spending his time working out.  He had short wavy hair.  His thug style and business mind made him even more attractive and deadly at the same time.  
 

              “Hey baby,” Bless said as he stood up to hug Tess.  They kissed deep and long.  Tess let out a moan and then sat down at their table.  
 

              “Damn, I miss you baby.  I can’t wait for you to come home,” Tess said meaning every word. 
 

              “I miss you too girl and I only got three weeks left,” Bless replied.
 

              “I miss your touch and your hard dick baby,” Tess responded. 
 

              “I miss your sweet stuff too baby! Yo, how is Iris?  She cool?” 
 

              Bless knew that Iris and his girl messed around, but it didn’t mean shit because Bless knew he had what Tess really wanted and needed.  That was his chocolate, ten inch dick.  Bless and Tess had been together for seven years since they were sixteen and now they were twenty three years old.  So much time together made it hard for anybody else to fulfill their needs, but one another.  They were more than lovers, but best friends.  She shared everything with him and he did the same with her.  From the time they killed D-Low and his crew, they ran the streets together as king and queen.  
 

              “So, baby how is the business?” Bless asked. 
 

              “Which one boy,” Tess responded.
 

              “You know which one.”
 

              “Well the real estate business is going good.  I sold four town houses this month,” Tess said.
 

              “Damn girl, you doing the damn thing,” Bless said with a smile on his face.  
 

              Tess knew Bless would be happy to hear the news.  The real estate business was the one he really cared about because he looked at it as his way out of the game.  He knew they had the streets on lock.  In jail, Bless could hear everything.  Bless knew Tess ran the business with no games played.  He taught her everything about the street.  So he was not worried at all how she handled the business.  
 

              “Damn, I miss you girl.  I can’t wait to tear that pussy up,” Bless said.
 

              “Mmm, so why wait?  Let’s go take some pictures in the photo booth.” 
 

              They got up and walked over to the photo booth.  The correctional officer was too busy watching all the other inmates in the visiting room to really notice them.  Plus, the officer on the visiting floor today was on Bless’ payroll.  Tess bent down and put money in the photo machine.  They closed the curtain and Tess lifted her dress up and sat down on Bless’s dick.  
 

              “Damn girl, your pussy feels so good and wet,” Bless moaned.
 

              “No baby, this dick feels good,” Tess moaned back.  Tess started to slow grind on his dick something they learned when they were younger, the slower, the better, the sweeter.  “Hmmm yes, yes baby, give me that dick. This pussy is yours, baby.  Yours daddy,” Tess moaned as they were grinding their hips to the same rhythm. Bless grabbed her ass and pulled her all the way down on his dick making his dick go up as far inside her as it could go. “Mmm, ooh baby, I feel it in my stomach,” Tess moaned.
 

              “Whose pussy, whose pussy is this?” Bless said while speeding up and going deeper inside of her. 
 

              “Yours daddy, yours, the only one for me,” Tess yelled.  Bless flipped her over and made her hold the photo booth’s wall while he pulled his dick in and out, very slowly teasing her pussy.  Then he started to pound away until they both came at the same time.  “I love you, Bless.”
 

              “I love you too, Mami.  Let’s get out of this booth before we make it hot.” Tess bent down and grabbed the picture they took while they were having sex.  “Damn girl, look at the face you made, ha ha.”  
 

              On the picture you could see Tess’s face while Bless hit it from the back.  “If your dick wasn’t so big my face wouldn’t be looking like that.”  They both laughed and went back to their table.  
 

              “Here girl, you take these pictures home.  I don’t want to keep shit here.  I’ll be home soon anyways and we will spend time making a lot more photos,” Bless said with his sexy smile that Tess loved so much.
 

              “Baby, I’ll have everything ready for you as soon as you come home. I promise,” Tess said. 
 

              “I know boo.  You always have my back.  I’m not worried,” Bless responded.  
 

              Tess knew Bless didn’t want to stay in the drug game anymore.  He just wanted to fuck with the real estate and start a family. Tess wanted the same thing, but she got used to the money and wanted to save enough to never look back.  She never told him she was making money on the side as a contract killer with Vanessa, Iris, and Ebony.  She knew Bless well enough to know he wouldn’t tolerate it, but shit the money was for them and she had to raise it to stay in the real estate business. Houses cost a lot of money these days and she wouldn’t allow her and Bless to fall off.  This had been their dream for years and she wouldn’t stop for no one.  
 

              “Visit time is over,” a fat correctional officer yelled. 
 

              “Yo boo, you know what that means,” Bless said as he stood up. “I love you!”  He kissed Tess while grabbing her ass at the same time.
 

              “I love you too, daddy.  I’ll see you real soon,” Tess replied.  Tess left the jail on cloud nine happier than ever that her man would soon be home. 
 






 


No Longer a Predator
 

 
 

Chapter 10              
 

              Bless went back to his dorm after the visit and went in his cell to lie down and think about his life.  He had a lot of time to do that.  He had been locked up for three years.  He got sentenced to three years because it was the lowest they could give him since they didn’t have any real evidence on him.  The District Attorney wanted something to stick so they locked him up on a conspiracy charge.  Bless usually didn’t talk on phones, but one of his workers called talking some hot shit about crack and how he needed to move and couldn’t find Bless’ Lieutenant  to restock.  
 

              Bless told him he got him and that’s all it took to get him locked up.  His worker Moe had the phone tapped.  He was working with the cops.  Bless trusted Moe since he pretty much raised him.  He never thought he’d cross him, but he was wrong.  Lesson well learned.  Bless promised he’d kill Moe once he was out.  Little did he know it had already been done by Tess.  
 

              Bless had come to jail as a predator, wilding out on everyone, fighting, and cutting people left and right.  His name rung bells and he wanted it to stay that way.  He was a boss on the streets.  He had Brooklyn locked down, some out of town spots, and was the head of his own blood gangs.  His set was called sex, money, and murder and only his team had that name.  You had to be a real gangster to be down with his crew.  
 

              In jail, Bless got whatever he wanted and if he didn’t, he would take it, but over time he got tired of wilding out and became calm.  Besides his queen Tess made sure he didn’t want anything in the world.  He was a boss in the street and damn sure he was a boss in jail and carried himself as one.  
 

              While Bless was lying on his bed in his cell, G came to the cell door followed by Burt.  G and Burt were both forty years old and real O.G.’s (Old Gangsters) to the drug game.  They had been in jail back and forth many times before Bless was ever born.  
 

              “What’s going on there,” G said. “You got a visit and shit and now you going to play the cell youngster,” G said.               
 

              “No G, I’m cool.  I was just thinking that’s all,” Bless responded.
 

              “Thinking about the pussy you missed I bet,” Burt said as him and G busted out laughing.  They done seen so many young dudes come in here and stress out over their woman and that shit was funny to them because they had been there and done that.  They knew Bless wasn’t that way, but they loved fucking with him just to get a laugh.  
 

              G and Burt were as different as night and day.  G was a gangster, a killer, and an old timer who didn’t give a fuck.  He’d step to any dude, young or old, and put the beat down on them.  Burt was a gangster, but over the years the time he spent in jail made him wiser.  He talked about politics, business, and books.  Bless thought together they made a perfect person, but apart they were too crazy.  G was off the wall, crazy as fuck, and could hurt someone real bad or even kill them at any given time if he got mad enough.  Burt was smart, but would let dudes get away with saying smart shit to him.  
 

              One time a dude told him to suck his dick out of disrespect.  In jail, you never do that, you never tell another man to suck your dick.  But Burt just walked away like it was nothing.  He asked him why and he said, “Don’t get it twisted youngster.  I’m no punk and if that man would have put his hands on me I would have hurt him, but he didn’t.  He used his words to try to make me act on my emotions.  Men don’t act we respond and responding means to think as a responsible person and that is what I did.”
 

              “Shit!  That was the deepest shit I have ever heard.”  Bless said.
 

              But G didn’t feel the same way.  The next day that man that disrespected Burt was found stabbed up in the T.V room.  G wasn’t having anyone disrespect him and to disrespect his friend meant you disrespected him too.  Just like Bless thought they were as different as night and day.
 

              “Yo youngin, come outside and get this work out with us.” G said.
 

              “Aight G, I’m with that,” Bless replied.  So, all three men walked outside to the jail yard.
 


              Outside Bless saw people he knew and threw up the blood sign to say what’s up.  The others did the same to him and kept moving about their business.  “G let’s hit the pull-up bar first then the weights.”
 

              “I’m with that youngster,” G replied.  Bless hit the bar first and did twenty pull-ups.  Then G went up next.  For a forty year old man his body was in good shape from all the years of doing time.  
 

              “So, youngster you know what you’re going to do when you hit them streets?” Burt asked. 
 

              “Yeah finish getting my life straight.  I can’t come back here,” Bless responded.
 

              “I feel you on that, but everybody says they not coming back and come right back here.  So, what are you going to do to not come back?” Burt asked.
 

              “I’m where I need to be and soon I’ll never have to look back,” Bless said. 
 

              “Okay we’ll see,” Burt said.
 

              “Burt leave him alone,” G said as he finished doing his twenty pull ups.  “Yeah!  Get that money youngster.  That’s all that matters in this world,” G said. 
 

              “Now you sound like every other Black man in this place,” Burt replied.  Bless’ back was turned.  He was laughing at G and Burt arguing. He loved when they went back and forth over shit, thinking only one of them could be right.  Not knowing both of them were right in their own way. 
 

              June came out of nowhere with a jail made knife in his hand.  June had been watching Bless from the moment he entered the yard and now Bless’ back was turned and this was the perfect opportunity to get him. June hated Bless because Bless smacked him a month back in front of everyone in the yard.  He had been holding hands and feeling on Kelly’s ass in the yard.  It wouldn’t have been a problem, if Kelly was a girl, but she wasn’t.  She or he was gay.  A man that had long hair like a girl, talked like a girl, and had a shape like a girl, but wasn’t one.  
 

              Bless thought there was nothing wrong with gay people, but it was wrong to be down with a gang and be gay.  Then everybody would think the whole gang got down on the same shit and no one would respect them.  June was a blood.  His set was called N.T.G and he knew better, but got weak and wanted some of Kelly’s good stuff.  He heard about him from the other inmates.  When Bless saw June’s hands all over Kelly’s ass, he got mad and walked straight over to him.  “Yo, what the fuck are you doing son?” Bless yelled.
 

              “Bless I’m just chilling with Kelly you know,” June replied.  By now everybody in the yard was watching to see what would happen. 
 

              “No, I don’t fucking know, homie,” Bless yelled.  
 

              Kelly was looking scared to death.  She (he) knew who Bless was and how he got down and he just started to stop wilding out and she didn’t want any part of the drama and pain he could bring.  “Umm, Bless can I please leave?”
 

              “Yeah, yeah, you can go this has nothing to do with you.  You’re just trying to make your money,” Bless responded.  
 

              Everybody knew in jail that Kelly sold his ass for whatever they had.  Bless knew this and respected his hustle as long as he and all the other chumps stayed the fuck away from him.  Kelly walked away as fast as he could.  She wanted no part of this and everybody knew how Bless got down.  When he was mad, there was no telling what he’d do. Even though he’d stopped wilding out, he was still Bless and the beast inside of him just didn’t die overnight.
 

              “Yo, Bless chill I was just having some fun,” June said.
 

              “Some fun?  Some fun?  Nigga, are you crazy?  You’re blood and its niggas like you that fuck the game up in jail.  Fucking all these homos and then go home to give our women AIDS and then they pass it on to the next nigga because of your ass.” 
 

              “So what’s your point,” June said and with that Bless smacked the shit out of him.  June hit the ground because the smack was so hard.  He was seeing stars.  June got up and looked at Bless.
 

              “What nigga, you ain’t going to do shit!” Bless yelled. 
 

              “Yo Bless, why you got to hit me like that?” 
 

              Bless smacked him again. This time June managed not to fall and he now wanted to fight, but one look at Bless was a dark skin, human beast, two hundred and fifty pounds of muscle and he was a killer.  “Bless you got that, you got that,” June said. 
 

              “I know I got that pussy and as a matter of fact you not Blood no more.  Don’t say you are again, you hear me,” Bless yelled.  Bless smacked the words starting to come out of his mouth and June hit the ground again.                Everybody in the yard started to laugh.  Getting smacked was one of the worst forms of disrespect for a man, it meant you’re not even worthy to get hit like a man, but like a girl.  June got smacked four times.  So, from that day on no one respected June and all the Bloods were now against him.  
 

              Lite was June’s only boy that stood by him after everyone else turned their back on him.  Lite wasn’t feeling that June was messing with Kelly, but June was his boy and he still had his back.  
 

              June and Lite walked up on Bless in the yard with jail made knives in their hands.  Bless was too busy laughing and talking to G and Burt to notice them.  “Yo, G you’re crazy,” Bless replied.
 

              “Youngster I’m telling you the truth when I get to eating them girls’ pussy they go crazy it’s an old timer’s trick.  I’ll show it to you one day.” G replied.  Bless and Burt busted out laughing.  
 

              G was about to say something when he peeped June and Lite, but it was too late.  June stabbed Bless in his lower back, “Yeah motherfucker, you thought you could play me.”  June pulled the knife out of Bless’s back and was about to stab him again.  When G pulled out an ice pick and stabbed him. 
 

              “AH AH shit shit,” June said as he fell back a little.  
 

              Then Lite tried to stab G, but Burt jabbed him in the nose, breaking it.  Bless was holding his side and spit out a razor into his other hand from his mouth, walked up to June, and started cutting away at June’s face opening it up to the white meat.  Then Bless tried to cut his neck, but June was moving away from the razor. June was swinging the knife he had wildly trying his best to stab Bless. Bless grabbed June’s hand, overpowered him, took the knife from him, and stabbed June with June’s knife.  
 

              G and Burt had Lite on the ground stabbing him over and over.  The situation happened so fast no one in the yard even saw what went down.  When an old school Blood peeped it, he came running to help Bless.  His name was Gunner and was locked up for life for killing three people.
 

              “Yo, Bless get the fuck out of here.  I’ll handle this shit,” Gunner yelled and then looked at the two men on the ground bleeding.  “I got three bodies already kid and you’re about to go home.  I’ll take this dog,” Gunner said.
 

              Bless, G, and Burt took off their shirts because they were now covered in blood.  Some other inmates they knew passed them some clean shirts to put on before they left the yard.  
 

              “Yo, Bless we ain’t got much time left before those correctional officers come around looking for blood and wounds on everybody.  We have to get cleaned up!” G said.  
 

              Bless went in his cell and cleaned himself off and washed his stab wound.  The knife didn’t go deep so that was a good thing he told himself.  G placed a hot piece of metal and burnt Bless’s wound to stop the bleeding.  Bless yelled as the hot metal cooked his flesh.  Bless wanted to yell louder, but held it in because the correctional officer was walking around doing his count.  
 

              Ten minutes later, all cleaned up, Bless, G, and Burt were playing cards like nothing happened when the correctional officer called lock down.  
 

              “I told you youngster them officers going to check if anyone got blood on their hands or stab wounds, but your dark skin will cover up the burn.  We did stop the bleeding and hide that wound,” G said. 
 

              Every inmate had to be locked in their cells.  The correctional officers came cell to cell checking every inmate and finally reached Bless’ cell. They checked his hands and then body and found nothing.  The jail stayed on lock down for two weeks.  Bless found out that Lite died that day in the yard and June was still in the jail’s hospital.  
 

              Gunner told the correctional officers he killed Lite and stabbed June.  He was charged with another body and more jail time.  He didn’t care.  He was never going home in the first place.  Bless promised he’d make sure to always hold down Gunner and his family.  
 

              June didn’t snitch to the correctional officer about who stabbed him.  He knew he was already dead.  The word in the jail was Bless put a hit out on him and everybody will want his head.  He’ll have to sign into P.C. or protective custody, but he knew he still wouldn’t be safe. 
 






 


Free at Last
 

 
 

Chapter 11                            
 

              Sitting in his dark cell, all Bless could do was think about what the day held.  It was the morning of the eighth and his last hour in jail.  He had already given away all his books and food to the other inmates he was cool with.  He wouldn’t need those things after today.  
 

              A voice came from the loud speaker as the correctional officer yelled, “Andrew Web aka Bless on the discharge.”  Bless thought this day would never come.  Shit this day was all he could think about after copping out to three years on conspiracy charges.  Bless left everything in his cell, but his letters and pictures of Tess.  As he left, he said his goodbyes to the dudes he was cool with. 
 

              Once outside the jail, he had on some jeans and a tank top.  Damn it felt good to be free he thought as he looked around, but didn’t see Tess.  ‘Shit, she was supposed to be outside waiting for me.  It’s not like her to let me down,’ he said to himself.  As that thought passed through his mind, a burgundy Bentley GT flying spur with 22 inch rims on it pulled up.  ‘Damn, I can’t wait to get back to the streets.  I have to get me one of those,’ Bless thought.  
 

              The driver side door opened up cutting through the air like a jackknife.  The Lamborghini style doors on the Bentley made it look even sicker.  Bless was a baller, but couldn’t help but to look at the car.  Just then a pair of thick sexy brown legs stepped out of the car.  Bless’s dick got rock hard just looking at them.  Then the woman stepped all the way out of the car.  She was dressed in a burgundy miniskirt with matching high heels and a small shirt that was tied up in a knot around her back making it possible to see the shape of her breasts.  Bless’ eyes met hers and they both smiled.  She ran over to him and jumped in his huge arms.  
 

              “Hey baby, I missed you,” she said while placing a kiss on his lips and letting out a moan at the same time.  Bless grabbed a handful of her ass squeezing it and thanking God because he missed the feeling of it for so long now. “Let’s get out of here,” she said.
 

              “Hell yea, Mami.  I feel you on that.  Damn Tess!  This is a nice fucking car.  This is going to shit on my Benz,” Bless replied.
 

              “Umm, baby I sold your Benz.”
 

              “You what?  You did what?” Bless yelled.  “It’s okay I’ll drive your car,” Bless said. 
 

              “Oh hell no, nigga.  My man got to have his own shit,” Tess responded.  They sat down in the car and pulled down the doors.  Tess pushed the start button and the car came to life and they took off.  Tess said, “But I’ll drive my man’s shit.”
 

              Bless laughed, “Oh is that right?” 
 

              The whole ride home little to no words were said, lust and love was building in the air.  Tess couldn’t keep her eyes off her man and how fucking big and cut up he got.  Bless couldn’t keep his eyes off of her.  He couldn’t believe how juicy her body had gotten over the years.  The heat and lust was building up from all the years they weren’t able to touch each other burning them up inside. 
 

              “Girl, keep your eyes on the road before you kill our asses.  Shit, I ain’t trying to die before I get a taste of that sweet stuff of yours,” Bless stated. 
 

              “I was thinking the same thing boo,” Tess responded.
 

              When they got to the city and Tess passed Brooklyn, “Yo boo!  Where are we going,” Bless asked.
 

              “Home nigga.”
 

              “Shit baby, ain’t home in Brooklyn.  We still have the townhouse right?” 
 

              “But of course, boo.  I held everything down while you were gone.” She said.
 

              “So where are we going?” Bless asked.
 

              “You’ll see,” Tess said with a devilish grin on her face.  Tess drove passed Queens into Far Rockaway then over a bridge that read Long Beach, Long Island.  She drove a few blocks and pulled in driveway with a two-story house and with a garage.  The house was beautiful in every way.  A red 7.45 BMW was parked in the driveway.  
 

              “Yo, who’s BMW?” Bless asked. 
 

              “That’s mine boo.”  Being locked up, he never asked what she was driving while inside because it made him miss the streets.  “So you pushing the BMW and the Bentley, shit I made you into a monster,” Bless replied.
 

              “No baby, the Bentley ain’t mine.” 
 

               “What?  I know you not driving no one car.  You know how I feel about that shit.” 
 

              “Listen, I only drive my cars and my man’s cars.”
 

              “So who whip is this?” He questioned.
 

              “It’s yours baby,” she said as she turned and got out of the car and handed him the keys to the car.  
 

              Bless just smiled, he liked the car, but loved the woman and watching her walk to the front door with her ass shaking with every step was doing something to him.  Tess unlocked the front door and waited for him to enter.  
 

              Once Bless entered the house, he wasted no time.  He grabbed Tess by the waist, turned her around making her hold the wall with both hands, and arched her back.  He lifted her Burgundy mini-skirt, moved the matching thong to the side, placed his hands on her fat ass, spread her cheeks and began licking and sucking and tasting her. 
 

              “Oooh!  Daddy I miss that so damn much,” Tess moaned. Bless began to lick her clit, teasing her even more. “Ooh, mmm, yes baby.” His tongue made its way to her clit up and down, he licked it in a circular motion around her ass hole.  “Damn!  Baby!” Tess yelled.  She couldn’t take it anymore.  She wanted to feel his tongue in her ass.  She grabbed his head while still holding onto the wall with one hand pushing his face as far as it could go between her cheeks.  
 

              Bless started licking even faster and more wilder, eating her pussy and her ass at the same time.  “You like that,” he said in between licks and sucks.  
 

              “Yes, yes, yes Daddy,” Tess moaned.  “I love it. Yes! Yes!”  Bless was fucking her with his tongue in her ass. Tess’ body shook as his tongue went in and out of her asshole making her cum repeatedly.  Bless stood up and used his hand to wipe the cum off his face.  He grabbed Tess’ waist and put his big black dick right in her wet pussy and started to dick her down.  It had been so long for him. He started to wild out and fuck the shit out of Tess taking years of sexual frustration out on her pussy.  The more he was wilder he got the more Tess loved it.  
 

              “Who pussy is this?” he yelled with each pump. 
 

              “This is your pussy baby yours,” Tess yelled back.  
 

              Bless grabbed her shoulders and a handful of her long hair making his ten inch dick go in and out of her with every pump and pulling her more into him.  Bless looked down and noticed his name tattooed in big letters on her back and smiled.  It must have been something she got done while he was locked up. 
 

              “Ooooh daddy, it’s your pussy.  Tear it up!”  Bless did just that.  He pulled her hair even more making her arch her back until his dick went as far in as it could go and started pounding away.  “Damn, damn baby, I can feel it soon reach my lungs.”  Bless was so backed up and the pussy was feeling so good.  He pumped even harder.  He beat up that pussy like it did something wrong making them both cum four times.  They took a minute to relax.  “Damn, that was good daddy,” Tess moaned. 
 

              “I needed that,” Bless said.
 

               “Well it’s far from over,” Tess stated.  
 

              They never made it to the bedroom.  Bless entered her from behind and gave her long strokes while he had her lie on her stomach, penetrating with each intense stroke with his big black dick turning the pain into pleasure.  “Damn baby, damn, I…I…I love it.”  
 

              Bless continued to give her every inch of him.  He turned her around making her lie on her back as he entered her sweet box.  Tess rotated her waist stimulating the pleasure to his dick even more.  Bless threw her legs on his shoulders and drove right in.  “Mmmmm,” Tess moaned with each pump until they came again.  Then Bless flipped her around on her knees and put her ass in the air and her face down.  
 

              He slowly inserted his dick savoring the moment, “Damn this pussy is so tight and wet.”  He pumped harder and harder and faster.  Tess was unable to control her passion anymore.  She began to buck her ass, throwing it back on his dick while he pounded away.  “Yeah throw that fat ass back,” he said while smacking it.  
 

              “Fuck me, fuck me,” Tess yelled as Bless fucked her harder. 
 

              “You love that, you love it,” he moaned.  
 

              “Yes, yes, yes daddy,” Tess yelled back, “I love this dick.”  He felt the muscle in her pussy tightening.  She moaned as they both came at the same time.  Bless and Tess made love every day for a straight month.  He fucked her in every imaginable way possible until her pussy was sore. 
 






 


Get Back to Business
 

 
 

Chapter 12              
 

               They had cut the world off for a whole month and now it was time to get back to business.  They had Brooklyn and Philly pumping with drugs and their real estate company needed to get back up too.  Bless and Tess was holding a meeting at their Brooklyn town house.  “Yo, what’s up Omar,” Bless said. 
 

              “Just chillin’,” Omar replied.
 

              “It’s good to see you,” Bless stated.  
 

              Omar was one of Bless’ many Lieutenants, but he watched all the other spots.  Omar and Ebony were in charge of running the Queens and Brooklyn spots.  Omar hugged Bless.  He did miss his boss.  Tess and the girls were cool, but he felt as if they were always keeping something from him.  So now Bless was back and it felt good to have another man around.  
 

              Bless had been filled in on Tess’ new Dominican drug connection, Ricardo, and had a meeting set up with him for later on today.  Everybody was sitting at a round table in Bless’ living room.  Vanessa and Ebony sat together, Omar next to Iris, and Bless and Tess sat together.  Tess spoke first, “Listen, I been running things for the last three years, but now my King is back.  We’ll run this together like it always was.”  
 

              “By now we all should have made enough money to stop,” Bless stated, “and that’s what me and Tess are going to do after six months.” 
 

              Everybody looked at Bless and Tess with shock.  “What you mean you’re going to stop?” Iris yelled. 
 

              “We’re done, no more,” Bless replied.
 

              “What the fuck, Tess.  Bless comes home and you want to quit the game on us?” Iris yelled. 
 

              “Watch your fucking mouth, Iris, and remember who you’re talking to and for your information that has always been my plan from the start.  No one is trying to do this shit forever,” Tess responded.  
 

              “Everybody just fucking listen to what got to be said,” Bless began to talk.  “For those of you who want to continue to stay in the game, that’s cool.  We’re handing the Brooklyn and Queens spots to Ebony and Omar and the Philly spots to Iris and Vanessa.  Iris will be the new boss.  This will be me and Tess’s last run.  Is everyone straight with the new terms?”
 

              “Yeah we straight,” everyone said, but Iris.
 

              Bless looked Iris in the eyes. “Iris,” he said.  
 

              “Yeah!  I’m straight,” she replied.  While everyone was leaving the Brooklyn townhouse, Iris stayed behind to talk with Tess.  
 

              Bless was outside talking to Omar, “So how’s Daman?” 
 

              “He’s cool he reminds me of you a lot when you was young. He’s always out to prove he’s crazier than everyone else, but he takes care of his business.  His money is always straight and his crew is holding things down in Brownsville.”  
 

              Daman was one of Bless’s younger Lieutenants that he had taken a liking to.  They had a history Bless put him on five years ago when he was fourteen years old and now the kid had Brownsville on lock.  Omar put Bless onto what was going down in the hood.  
 

              Inside the house Iris was looking Tess in the eyes, “Yo!  Tess you haven’t come to see me in a while.  I miss you,” Iris stated.
 

              “I miss you too, Iris.  You know you’re my best friend,” Tess replied with a smile. 
 

              “Have you told him about the contract killings we’ve been doing for Ricardo?” Iris asked.  Tess never told the other members of her group who they were doing the hits for.  She only told Iris because they were close.
 

              “No, I don’t really know how to tell him,” Tess responded. 
 

              “What!  You told him about the four million you have, right,” Iris replied.
 

              “I haven’t told him yet.  I got the money stashed in a Swiss bank account.  I’ll tell him soon somehow.”
 

              “So how much he think you got?” 
 

              “Three million in drug money, about two million and four hundred thousand in the real estate company is what he knows.  I will get around to telling him about the money I have stashed.  He wants to make another two million and put it in our real estate company that way the money looks legit and leave this drug game,” Tess explained. 
 

              “So, that’s it huh!” Iris replied. 
 

              “Yeah,” Tess responded.  
 

              Iris moved in closer to kiss Tess on the lips, but Tess pulled back.  Anger rose Iris’ eyes, “Yo, what the fuck?  Now, I can’t kiss you,” Iris yelled.
 

              “Nah!  It’s just that I’m not feeling it right now,” Tess replied.
 

              “Yo, what the fuck you mean,” Iris said feeling hurt.  “Now, Bless is back there’s no more us!  I have been fucking you for three years and now he’s home you acting like I’m nothing.” 
 

              “It’s not that, Iris.” Tess didn’t know how to tell her that she was only using her to fill a spot that needed to be filled until Bless was home.  
 

              Tess had love for Iris.  She was her best friend and could eat the hell out of her pussy, but truth be told she didn’t have shit on her man.  Tess and Bless been together for years and he knew her body like no one ever would.  Everything they learned sexually, they learned it together.  Tess loved Iris, but she wasn’t in love with her.  Her heart belonged to one and one only, and that was Bless and now he was home.  The thought of anybody else touching her body, freaked her out.  
 

              Iris broke her train of thought, “So it’s like that.” 
 

              “No Mami, it’s not,” Tess lied not trying to hurt Iris’s emotions, but knew in her heart it will have to be done sooner or later.  
 

              Tess walked up to Iris and kissed her deeply and passionately, Iris got wet.  She was open with Tess anyone would be.  ‘Oh how I miss Tess’ sweet lips and tender touch.  It’s been a whole month since we made love,’ Iris thought to herself.  
 

              Just then Bless walked in the house and was watching Iris and Tess kiss.  It reminded him of the first time he’d seen them kiss.  It was Tess’ eighteenth birthday and they were celebrating it and how well they were doing in the drug game.  It had been three years since they killed D-Low and took over all the weed spots and crack spots in the hood.  Bless had a small party at his place for Tess and had everybody high out of their mind.  That was the first time Tess and Iris tried ecstasy.  After the party ended Bless walked into his bedroom to find Tess and Iris kissing.  The E had them high and horny.  It was the first time they all slept together.  
 

              Bless snapped back to reality and was staring at the women kissing.  He pulled out a blunt and lit it up.  Iris turned her face and saw him and she began pulling down her jeans.  Tess did the same removing all her clothes.  Bless blew weed smoke out through his nose as he watched their bodies.  His dick grew hard.  It was amazing to him how both women’s bodies were the same.  Both had the same thick thighs and fat ass and nipples big enough to fit in your mouth.  The only thing different between them was Iris’s brown skin complexion and you could see the Spanish in her.  Tess was a sexy chocolate.  You could tell she came from some kind of island. 
 

              Tess and Iris walked to the bedroom followed by Bless.  Both women walked over to him and removed all his clothes while kissing him on the neck and chest.  Iris grabbed his dick and began to suck and lick around the tip of it.  
 

              “Oh shit that feels good,” Bless moaned as Iris deep throated his dick sucking and working her magic.  
 

              Bless grabbed Tess by her waist and pulled her to him and sucked on her nipples.  The women pushed him down on the king size bed.  He lay there with his ten inch dick pointed up in the air.  Tess crawled to him on the bed and lowered her pussy on his face. 
 

              “Mmm, yea daddy suck it,” she moaned.  
 

              Bless gently sucked her clit while Iris sat on him guiding his dick into her with a smile.  Bless placed his hands on her fat ass and gave her long strokes.  Soon Iris was sliding up and down wilding out on his dick. “Yes, yes, fuck me.  I can feel you in my stomach.”  Iris opened her eyes in disbelief at the sensation she was feeling.   She now understood why Tess loved his dick so much because she was feeling the same way.  Bless pounded deeper and deeper inside, “Ooh shit ooh shit!  I can’t take this dick.  It’s too sweet, oh my God.”  Iris came all over Bless’s dick, hopped off, and licked his dick clean. 
 

              “Oh yeah, Mami.  I like that.” Bless took Tess off his face and she got on her knees and held the head board as he entered her from behind.  “Ooh daddy,” she yelled as he pounded away until her cum was running down his balls.  Her body quivered all over and he pulled his dick out and started licking and eating her ass making her even more wet.  
 

              Bless helped Tess up and made Iris crawl under her and sat Tess on her face.  Iris licked and sucked on her pussy while Bless put his tongue in Tess’ ass and fucked her with it.  There was too much sensation for Tess to take.  She busted nut after nut all over them.  Then Bless made both women get on their knees and fucked the shit out of both of them from the back.  He beat Tess’ pussy up and then slid into Iris and tore up her pussy.  He went back and forth, fucking both, driving both women crazy.  This lasted four hours leaving all of them tired and sweating.
 

              “Yo, I got to take a shower.  You two get up and take one with me,” Bless ordered. 
 

              “I can’t move baby, my pussy sore.  You fucked the shit out of me,” Tess replied. 
 

              “Me too,” Iris said barely able to open her eyes. “Yo, that dick is the truth,” Iris stated. 
 

              “Yo girls, we have some business to handle or did I fuck your brains out that you both forgot,” Bless responded.
 

              “Well yes, you did nigga and I didn’t remember until you reminded me,” Tess said in weak voice.  All three of them jumped in the shower together and washed each other up and down and then got dressed.
 






 


Meeting the Connect
 

 
 

Chapter 13                            
 

              Bless went to the basement and grabbed a bag and two twin 45 handguns and put them in his shoulder holsters under his arms.  He came back upstairs to see Tess fully dressed in a black dress and one of her thick ass sexy legs leaning on a chair.  Tess placed a sub nose 357 revolver in the holster on her inner thigh.  “Shit girl looking at those legs I’m ready to go another round,” Bless said with a devilish grin on his face.
 

              “Shit boy, I’m sore as hell.  I ain’t messing with your ass no more this week,” Tess stated and Bless laughed.
 

              “Yo, where Iris?” he asked. 
 

              “She went home to get some sleep.  I hope the poor girl can make the drive to her place after you fucked her like that,” Tess responded.
 

              “Hey, no one told her to mess with this big chocolate dick anyways,” he said with a smile.  They left the house and jumped into a black Range Rover.  “Tess we need to talk,” Bless said.
 

              “Okay, we do it on the way there.” Tess jumped in the driver’s seat, pulled her gun out, and passed it to Bless.  Bless pressed a button and the floor of the passenger seat moved back opening stash boxes.  Bless placed their guns in the bag and pressed the button again until the secret stash boxes were covered up.  Tess started the truck and headed to Brooklyn Bridge and uptown to the Bronx on the FDR Drive.  They made their way to 183rd Street and Andrews Avenue. 
 

              In the Bronx, 183rd Street was one of the worst places.  It crossed through most of the Bronx and a lot of people got killed there.  That is where Tess’s connect ran most of his business from.  Tess had met him three years before while Bless was locked up.  So, she would be doing most of the talking for them.  Bless opened the stash box, took out his twin 45’s, and put them in his holster and passed Tess her sub nose 3.57 which she put in her thigh holster.  Bless took the bag he put in the stash box and got out of the truck.  
 

              As Tess lead him to a building filled with Black and Spanish dudes in front just standing there smoking weed and talking loudly, Bless had his hands in his jacket next to his gun and he was ready for anything.  He didn’t trust anyone.  Tess had told him earlier that everyone around there worked for Ricardo and his brother, Jose.  So they were good around there, but they always stayed on point, no matter what.  
 

              Everybody knew who Tess and Bless were.  Their names rang bells on all streets and motherfuckers knew they’d be dead in a heartbeat if they fucked with them or made a wrong move.  Tess and Bless walked past the guys in front of the building and pressed a bell that buzzed them in.  They walked up to the third floor to Apartment 309.  When Tess was about to ring the bell, the door opened with a tall Spanish guy standing there, “¿Como estas, Tess? How are you doing?” The guy at the door asked. 
 

              “I’m fine Ricardo and you?” Tess responded. 
 

              “Lovely, just lovely,” he said while moving to the side to let Tess and Bless enter the apartment.  Once inside the apartment Ricardo looked at Bless.  “This must be the infamous Bless.  I’m happy to finally meet you. The streets have a lot to say about you,” Ricardo stated.
 

              “I hope it was all good,” Bless responded as they shook hands.
 

              “Some good and a lot scary,” Ricardo said as an overweight Spanish man was standing close by in the living room.  Bless looked at the man.  “This is my older brother, Jose,” Ricardo replied.  
 

              Jose didn’t smile nor say a word.  He was a straight business and serious type of person.  Under his shirt and fat belly was a sixteen shot 9 mm handgun.  Tess felt how Bless was taking in everything and started to talk. 
 

              “So, Ricardo this will be my last time doing business with you,” Tess interjected.
 

              “I’m sorry to hear that,” Ricardo responded.  
 

              Before Tess had gone over there with Bless, she had called Ricardo and told him she was done with the game and not just the drug game, but the contract killing too.  She told him not to talk about the hits she did in front of Bless today.  That was cool with Ricardo because he didn’t want his brother, Jose, to know too much of the details about their business anyway.  
 

              Jose spoke for the first time, “Pass the money so I can weigh it and make sure it’s all there,” 
 

              Bless passed him the money with an attitude.  He didn’t like Jose or Ricardo for some reason and for the fact he was questioned if their money was straight.  Jose took the bag full of money, went in the back room, and came right back out.
 

              “It’s all there,” he replied.
 

              Ricardo got on the phone and called one of his workers outside. “Tess, give me the keys to your car.”  Tess passed Ricardo the keys and a young Spanish dude came to the apartment door.  Ricardo said something in Spanish and passed him the keys.  “It’ll only take a few minutes, Tess.” Ricardo stated. 
 

              “I know Ricardo,” Tess replied. 
 

              “For the two hundred and fifty thousand you gave me, I’ll give you a key at ten thousand a piece, but I give you five more keys for all the business we did over the years.”  
 

              For the whole time Tess and Ricardo spoke, Bless had his hand on his gun in his jacket just in case he needed to pull it out fast.  For some reason, he kept on getting a bad feeling about Ricardo.  Jose seemed all about business to him, but Bless’ instincts never lied and over the years he learned to trust his gut and his gut said Ricardo was bad news.  Even worse, he knew Tess was hiding something from him.  The young worker returned to the apartment and handed Ricardo the keys and he passed the keys to Tess.
 

              “Well, bye Ricardo.  It has been nice doing business with you.” Tess said.
 

              “You too, you too,” Ricardo said while shaking Bless’s hand and they left.
 

              In the Range Rover, there was a big bag on the floor of the backseat. Bless looked in to find thirty keys of coke.  He put the bag in the stash box as Tess started the truck and they took off.  “Baby, you okay?” Tess asked seeing that he wasn’t acting like his normal self. 
 

              “Yeah, I’m just thinking that’s all.”  The whole ride home Bless didn’t say a word.  Tess knew in her heart that Bless felt that she was keeping something from him and she knew it was only a matter of time before she had to come clean and tell him about the contract killing. 
 






 


Trying to Reveal the Truth
 

 
 

Chapter 14                            
 

              Meanwhile in the Bronx, Jose was using everything in his power and all his connects to find out who killed his brother up in Philly.  His little brother ran the weight spot in Philly before he died and Jose and Ricardo ran everything else from the Bronx to Miami.  Jose had already found out it was a paid hit on his brother and that the killer could have been a woman or some kind of set up, but he didn’t have all the information he needed. Jose loved his little brother and had taught him not to trust anyone and it burnt Jose up to know that Hector had let his guard down and let someone get close to him.  What was worse to Jose was that it seemed as if Ricardo was always too busy to help him try to find out who killed their brother.  For Jose, there was nothing more important than family. 
 

              Ricardo was sitting on the couch in the living room of his Riverhead house in Washington Heights wondering how he was going to kill his brother Jose and take over the business when a beautiful Spanish woman named Sonja came out the bedroom.  “Ricardo, what are you doing, Papi?” She asked, “I need some of your loving.”
 

              “I’m thinking, woman.  I’ll come to you when I’m ready and not sooner.”  
 

              Sonja got on her hands and knees and crawled to Ricardo. Ricardo looked at her then he looked in her sexy eyes and couldn’t help but to get turned on.  He felt bad because he knew he had to kill such a beautiful woman when he was done with her.  He wouldn’t let her leave knowing where he lived, no one knew where his house was at, not even his brother and he was going to keep it that way.  Unlike Hector, he remembered what Jose taught him about trusting women and never let anyone know where he rested his head.  
 

              Sonja pulled down Ricardo’s pants, grabbed his dick, and began to suck it and deep throat it.  Putting his dick all the way in her mouth until it touched the back of her neck.  Enjoying the taste of him not knowing it would be the last dick she would ever taste. Ricardo laid her on the living room floor and slid into her. “Ooh, si Papi, si Papi, I like it.  I like it,” she moaned as Ricardo fucked her harder and harder.  
 

              Then he put his big hands around her neck and began to squeeze tighter.  Sonja thought it was some freaky sex shit and went with it.  “Oh Papi, yes choke me, fuck this pussy.”  Ricardo did just that.  “You like that you slut,” he yelled. 
 

              “Si Papi, yes.”  His grip tightened and Sonja felt as if she couldn’t breathe and then realized she couldn’t.  “Ri..Ric…Ricardo, I…I can’t,” the words wouldn’t escape her mouth.  She bucked her body to try to throw him off, but he was too heavy.  She began to scratch his hands and his face, but her fight went in vain and everything went black.  She stopped breathing and Ricardo kept pounding and humping away at her dead body.  His last thoughts while he was coming inside her, ‘I’m going to have to dump this bitch in the river when I’m done!’
 






 


The Calm before the Storm
 

 
 

Chapter 15              
 

              Three months had passed and everything was going as planned for Bless and Tess.  They already made eight hundred thousand dollars in drug money and that was after paying all the workers.  Omar and Ebony had the Brooklyn spots on lock and Vanessa and Iris were running the Philly spots.  Each spot was pulling way over one hundred forty thousand dollars per week easy.  Business was good.  
 

              Even though business was good, Bless’s heart wasn’t into it anymore.  He was all about his real estate company.  He had just bought a new building in Harlem with some of the money Tess had saved for him.  Tess was at the real estate company in Hillside, Queens running the day to day business.  Bless was sitting on the couch in their Long Beach home looking at a list of buildings for sale.  He planned on going to the addresses and look at them personally and choose a couple to buy and rent them out.  He thought to himself, ‘Soon this will all be over.  I’ll be all the way out the game and I could start a family.’  
 

              His cell phone rang bringing him out his thoughts.  He picked it up. “Hi, you have a collect call from a man named G.  Press 5 if you want to receive this call, press 0 if you want to disconnect.”  Bless pressed 5.  “G what’s up buddy, you chilled.” Bless said.
 

              “Yeah youngster, you know the same old shit just a different day,” G replied. 
 

              “Yo, you got that package I sent you,” Bless asked. 
 

              “Yeah I got it and those butt magazines you ordered for me too.” They both laughed.  Ever since Bless got out of jail, he’d been holding down G and Burt, his two old heads and he held down Gunner for taking the rap for that body.  He sent him money and packages.  He even sent his family money making sure they were always straight.  Bless made sure all three men would never want again.  In his eyes and heart real niggas do real things.  “Yo G, what’s going on?” Bless asked.
 

              “I got some news for you youngster and you not going to like all of what I got to say,” G replied.
 

              “Yeah G so speak.”
 

              “Yo, that fool June was killed.  Someone got him in the shower slipping.” G said. 
 

              “Well I don’t know why you think I’d get upset over that,” Bless stated. 
 

              “I’m not done youngster.  The person that killed him died too,” G said with a pain in his voice.
 

              “Word.  Who was that?”
 

              G paused for a minute and then said, “It was Burt.”
 

              “What the fuck you mean it was Burt?  What you trying to say G,” Bless yelled.  Bless knew what G had said, but he didn’t want to believe what he was hearing.  G was the wild type, not Burt. “Yo G, Burt don’t get down like that,” Bless stated.
 

              “Well he did,” G said, “From what I heard, he overheard June talking about snitching on what happened in the yard that day to get you locked back up.  So Burt got him while in the shower.  He stabbed June four times, but never seen the razor before it was too late.  June cut his neck and he bled to death.  I was in the yard working out at the time.  I didn’t find out what happened until they had the jail on lockdown and correctional officers found Burt and June dead in the showers.”
 

              “When did this happen?” Bless asked.
 

              “Yesterday youngster, the jail was on lock so I couldn’t call you.”
 

              “Shit G, this shit is fucking with my head.” 
 

              “I know me too,” G replied.  “Yo, I got to go.  I’ll holla at you later.  One youngster.”
 


              “One G,” Bless said as he hung up the phone.  “Shit, how could Burt be dead and he did it for me,” Bless said to no one but himself.  Bless was devastated.  Burt helped him get through his bid with words of wisdom and knowledge that would always stick with him, ‘Go straight youngster.  Life is too short,’ Burt would always tell him.  “Shit!” Bless yelled.  
 

              Bless pulled out a Dutch and some haze weed and rolled it up, sparked it, and smoked for a while hoping the weed would clear his head.  When it didn’t work and just left him high, he thought, ‘shit I need to go for a drive to clear my mind.’ Bless went outside and got in to the Burgundy Bentley GT coupe Tess had got him.  It was his favorite car because it was a gift from Tess plus the doors that come up in the air.  
 

              Bless sat in his car and noticed that the car doors were unlocked.  His mind was all over the place.  Maybe he’d forgotten to lock the car last night.  He pressed the start button and the car came to life.  Then he realized he forgot his gun.  He went nowhere without it just as he was about to step out of the car.  He noticed something in the back seat.  It was a black box.  The box had numbers counting down from three. “Oh shit!” Bless said and jumped out of the car trying to run as far as he could away from it, but it was a little too late.  BOOM!  The car blew up and was on fire.  Bless was knocked out from the blast.  His world was now dark. 
 






 


Things Aren’t as Sweet as You Want Them
 

 
 

Chapter 16              
 

Tess was working hard on getting her real estate agents to sell as many houses as they could.  Her favorite agent was Claudia.  She always found a way to get the job done and Tess loved that.  Business was better for her and the real estate company.  She was proud of herself for running it so well and knew Bless was too.  Sometimes it amazed her how she could go from being a killer in the streets to a business woman in a three- piece suit.  
 

“Claudia, did you put those two Queens houses up for sale yet?” Tess asked. 
 

“Yes and Ms. Adams’ house too,” Claudia stated.
 

“I always could count on you,” Tess said.
 

“Oh yeah, I picked up the rent money for the two Brooklyn buildings and the one in Queens.  The money is in the company account and I have a buyer for Mr. Thomas’ house on Rockaway Boulevard.  I have one of the agents working on it as we speak.” 
 

“That’s great Claudia.  In an hour or so you and I will take our lunch break.” 
 

“Alright,” Claudia replied. “How are the other agents working out?” Tess asked.  
 

Tess had also given Claudia a management spot in the company so she watched the other agents and sold the houses as well.  It gave Tess time to take care of her business on the street without worrying about her real estate company.  She knew it was in good hands with Claudia. 
 

“Things couldn’t be any better,” Claudia responded.
 

Tess’ cell phone began to ring.  She knew it could only be her girls or Bless because they were the only ones with the number.  “Hold on Claudia, I’ll talk to you later I have to take this call.” She answered her phone.
 

“Hey girl,” the voice on the other line said. 
 

“What’s good?” Tess asked. 
 

“Just chilling you know,” the voice replied.  It was Vanessa calling from Philly. 
 

“Shit, I’m just trying to do this company thing,” Tess said.
 

“Girl, I know you been busy because we haven’t hung out in a while,” Vanessa said.  “I guess Bless got that pussy on lockdown,” Vanessa stated.
 

“Girl, please!  It’s the other way around.   I got that dick on lock.” They both busted out laughing.
 

“I guess you and Ebony are the same because I can’t get her away from that man to spend time with me either,” Vanessa said.
 

“Yo, so what’s good?  Are you almost done?” Tess was talking about the twelve kilos of cocaine that Vanessa and Iris were selling in Philly. 
 

“Half of the work was on the block with the workers out there, almost done.  But yo, this bitch Iris just got up and left me out here.”
 

“What you mean she left you,” Tess said. 
 

“Yo, she’s been gone for two days now, not counting today and she called me talking about she’s taking care of business.  Shit, what that bitch think I’m doing out here,” Vanessa said.
 

 “Yo, why didn’t you call me sooner and tell me this?”
 

“Girl, I didn’t want you to worry about that shit.  I handled it and thought she would be back sooner than tonight, plus that bitch hasn’t been right.  She been acting all funny and shit because you stopped giving her some pussy, HA HA HA HA!” They both laughed. 
 

“Girl, you’re not right,” Tess said.  Then Tess heard a beep on her phone letting her know she had someone else on the line waiting.  “Yo, Vanessa someone is calling me.  I’ll call you back later.”
 

“Girl, you know damn well it’s Bless wanting some of that pussy.” 
 

“HA HA HA HA, bye girl!” 
 

Tess clicked over and a woman’s voice came on, “Hello may I speak to Ms. Cage?” 
 

“Speaking,” Tess said wondering how she got this number.
 

“Ms. Cage, I’m calling you on behalf of Sean Web.  He is at Jamaica Queens’ Hospital.  He has been in a car accident, but he’s okay.”
 

“What do you mean he’s been in a car accident?”
 

“I can’t tell you any more details over the phone.” 
 

“Shit, I’m on my way.” Tess jumped in her BMW and rushed to the hospital.  She parked her car in the parking lot and ran up to the emergency room’s entrance.  Tess saw a nurse at the desk.  “I’m looking for my husband, Sean Web,” she said out of breath. 
 

The nurse looked up his room and made Tess sign in. “He’s in room 210.”
 

Tess ran until she found the room with tears flowing down her face and saying a silent prayer.  She had already lost him to jail for a while and she went crazy with that thought.  She didn’t know what she would do if something happened to him.  As she reached the room, a doctor came out. Tess grabbed the doctor by the arm.  “I’m here for Sean Web, is he okay? I’m his wife.”
 

“He’s fine, miss, just a few burns on the head.”  The doctor replied.
 

“May I see him?”
 

“Yes, go right in dear.”  
 

Tess entered the room to find Bless getting dressed with his back turned to her.  She looked at all the muscles in his back and arms and his chocolate skin and got all wet and thought, ‘Damn how I love this man.’  “Hey daddy,” her voice made Bless turn around with a smile on his face.  Tess ran to him and kissed him while tears ran down her face and onto their lips.  Bless pulled back and wiped her eyes. “You had me worried,” she said. “I love you.” 
 

“I love you too, baby,” Bless replied.
 

“What happened?  On the phone the nurse said you were in a car accident?” 
 

“Accident my ass Tess someone put a bomb in my car and they didn’t have enough time to hide it right because I saw it just in time.  I jumped the fuck out of the car, but not soon enough, the fucking blast knocked my ass out.  The cops said it was C-4 in the car and were asking all kinds of questions like who wanted to kill me.  Shit, if I knew that, the motherfucker would be dead,” Bless stated.  He got angry just thinking about it. “Yo, let’s get out of here before those cops come back asking more questions.  We don’t need 5.0 all in our business when we’re so close to our goal.” 
 

“Baby, did the doctor say it was okay for you to leave,” Tess asked.
 

 “He said I’m okay, but he wants me to stay the night.  I’m not with that.  So, we’re out,” Bless said. 
 

“Okay Baby,” Tess replied.  On the drive home, Bless was in deep thought.  ‘Who would try to kill him?  He had no beef with anyone, if he did, he and Tess would have handled it by now.’  Tess was thinking the same thing and hoped it wasn’t her past coming back to bite her in the ass, but she knew she’d been careful with all of her hits and no one knew she was behind them. 
 






 


Slowing Shit Down
 

 
 

Chapter 17              
 

Back in the Bronx, Jose was paying anyone who had information about his brother’s murder.  He was on the phone all hours of the day and even put the word on the street that he’d pay three million dollars for information and more if someone brought the killer to him.  This worried Ricardo.  He knew if his brother kept digging he would soon find the information he wanted.  The streets were always watching and listening and someone would find out.  Ricardo couldn’t let that happen because it would lead back to him.  There was only one thing to do.  Ricardo went into the back bedroom leaving Jose on the phone in the living room.
 

 In the bedroom, Ricardo pulled out his cell phone and called Danilo. “Yo,” Danilo answered already knowing who it was from the caller ID seen on his cell phone.
 

 “Danilo I need you to handle something for me in Brooklyn.” Ricardo said.
 

 “Say no more,” Danilo said already knowing what Ricardo wanted to be handled in Brooklyn.  Danilo had been waiting for this call for a while. Ricardo had told him months ago what he wanted him to do, but told him to wait for his call. 
 

“You know what to do,” Ricardo said.
 

“Yeah Ricardo, just drop that off at the same spot as always.” Danilo was talking about the money and with that said Ricardo hung up.
 






 


The Canarsie Mayhem
 

 
 

Chapter 18                            
 

“Damn that was good boo,” Omar said to Ebony.  “You know I needed that,” Omar stated. 
 

“Yeah, but nigga you said it would be a quickie,” Ebony said with a smile.  “Shit that lasted for two hours.  You fucked the shit out of me.”
 

“Yeah, yeah, I love you too,” Omar said.  “But on the real I have to get ready to drop off this money at the stash house,” he said while pulling up his jeans.
 

Bless and Tess had stash houses just for money and drugs all over the city.  Ebony watched his body as he got dressed.  Omar was skinny, but cut up. He was brown skin with long dreads that came down his back.  Ebony had been running the Brooklyn spot by herself until Bless put Omar on.  Together, Omar and Ebony ran Brownsville, Crown Heights, Flatbush, South Ozone, and Queens for Tess and Bless for years.  They had soldiers that held the block down and Ebony and Omar just picked up money or handled problems when someone tried to take one of their spots or sell on their blocks.  They gave the soldiers orders and did hits with them.  Each spot had their own lieutenant and any problem got handled through the lieutenant then through them if the lieutenant couldn't handle it. Omar and Ebony was always together which also led into a deep relationship between them.  They bought a two-story house in Canarsie together that Tess' real estate company helped them to find. 
 

Ebony was on the bed counting the rest of the money to put in the bag that Omar was taking to the stash house.  She had a long t-shirt on that came down to her waist and a pair of booty short panties on.  Ebony's phone rang.  She picked up her house phone.  "Yo baby sis," Vanessa said, even though they were the same age, but had different mothers. Vanessa was only older by three months. "How are you doing?" Vanessa asked. 
 

"I'm chilling, but I miss you.  How are things in Philly?" Ebony asked. 
 

"Shits running smooth.  I miss you too girl and what's good with your blocks," Vanessa asked.
 

"Shit, we're pretty much done out here.  The last of the work is on the block," Ebony replied. 
 

"Yo, did you feed Crew Crew?" Vanessa asked.  Crew Crew was Vanessa's dog. 
 

"Yeah, I went by your house today and let him out in the back yard and fed him," Ebony stated.
 

"Thank you.  So sis, how are you and your boo, Omar doing?" Vanessa asked.
 

"You know he treats me good." 
 

"He better if he knows what's good for him," Vanessa said.  "I'll put a bullet in his ass." 
 

Omar looked at Ebony smile, "Yo, who are you talking too?" he asked. 
 

"My sister said hi," she lied not wanting him to know what Vanessa had really said.  "Yo, Vanessa I got to go and take care of some business." Ebony said.
 

"Okay," Vanessa said. 
 

"I love you," Ebony responded.
 

"I love you too," Vanessa said back and hung up the phone. 
 

"Yo Ebony, you done counting the rest of that money?"  Omar asked.
 

"Yeah," She gave him the rest of the money and he put it in the bag.
 

Two black cars pulled up to Avenues L and M in Canarsie in front of a house.  In each car, were five men dressed in black.  Danilo knew where to find his first target because he was from Flatbush, Brooklyn and it was easy to find them.  Everybody knew who they were and no one in their right mind would dare fuck with them or their team.  But Danilo was far from being in his right state of mind and he loved his work.  It paid well.  Five gunmen surrounded the back of the house and the next five took the front.
 

Omar grabbed the bag full of money and headed for the door.  "Yo boo, I'll be right back," Omar said. 
 

"Hold up nigga, ain't you forgetting something," Ebony said.
 

"Oh yeah," he kissed Ebony on the lips, put his tongue in her mouth, and savored her taste.  Then pulled away and looked her in the eyes.  "How can I forget that," he replied. 
 

"Mmm," Ebony moaned.  "That was good, but I wasn't talking about that and with that she ran upstairs to their bedroom.  Omar looked at her pretty dark skin complexioned ass in her booty short panties jiggling as she went up the stairs.  Ebony returned with her hands behind her back, “I was talking about this.”  She handed him twin forty caliber handguns. 
 

"Okay yeah," Omar said while putting them on his waist.  He hugged Ebony and grabbed her fat ass in appreciation. 
 

Omar opened the front door to leave as a man dressed in all black was standing there with a gun in his hand.  Four more men were coming up behind him.  Omar's first instinct told him this was a robbery.  He dropped the bag and pulled out his twin forty caliber handguns, but not before the man at the door raised his gun to Omar's head.  Omar knew he was too slow and too late and then a shot rang off.  He thought he was dead until he saw the man at the door drop to the floor.  He turned to find Ebony holding a Glock 19 pointed right at the front door.  
 

Omar stopped out of shock and started blasting at the four coming gunmen.  Boom, boom, boom!  One shot hit one of the gunmen in the head, but the rest were still coming.  Omar ran deeper into the house for cover.  Omar took a quick look for Ebony, but couldn't see her.  
 

"Ebony!  Ebony!  Where you at?" Omar hollered.  
 

Just then the back door blew open from a gunshot and more men were entering the house.  He tried to shoot at the front door to keep the men from entering.  Then he tried to shoot at the front door and the back door at the same time, but it was no use there were too many gunmen coming in at him. 
 

Out of nowhere Ebony came out of one of the rooms from upstairs. She stood on the stairs and aimed for the back door and all Omar heard was rapid fire.  BRRRRRRR!  Ebony was on the stairs with a Tech-9 mm busting off shots.  Two gunmen at the back door tried to move, but didn't make it in time.  The bullets from the Tech-9mm tore through their bodies leaving them dead where they stood.  
 

Omar was shooting at the front door with both forty caliber handguns.  When he noticed he was out of bullets, he crouched low behind the couch wondering what to do next.  Ebony was still firing shots, but without Omar to cover the front door.  Danilo started to fire at her from the door frame. 
 

"Oh shit," Omar yelled as one bullet hit Ebony in the arm and she fell.  Omar stood up and ran up the stairs and two bullets hit him in the back. He used his body to cover Ebony from the shots making Danilo duck for cover.  Two gunmen at the front door fired back, but Ebony’s bullets were coming too fast at them.  Bullets hit one of the gunmen in the face and head ten times at once.  Ebony moved Omar's body, "Baby get up!  I need you!  Baby!"
 

"Hmmm," Omar pulled his body up and Ebony and him made it up the stairs of their house to one of the bedrooms.  In the bedroom, Ebony looked at Omar's wounds in his back.  "Shit baby, you going to be okay," she said while a tear fell down her face.
 

Omar looked at her, "I love you Ebony."  He got up and went up under the bed and pulled out a chrome Mossberg pump shot gun.  
 

By now Danilo and his team were making their way up the stairs, moving fast, but being cautious and using the walls as cover.  “This is taking too long we need to finish this before the cops get here," Danilo said to his men. 
 

"Listen Ebony, I need you to go out of the window and run to the car," Omar said as the blood was leaving his body making him feel weak.
 

"No, I can't leave you."
 

 "Listen!” he shouted, “We've both been shot and you will bleed to death if you don't go."
 

Ebony almost forgot about her own wound because she was too busy worrying about Omar.  Ebony looked down at her arm and knew Omar was right. "Baby, I love you," Ebony said then she kissed him.
 

"Go!" Omar yelled, "I hear them coming."
 

Danilo’s men were up the stairs now.  There were three bedrooms up stairs and four of them.  They started to reach the first room.  Ebony went to the window and looked back at Omar for one last time.  She knew it would be the last time she saw him alive.  She climbed out the window. One of the men in the hallway heard the noise and headed to the bedroom down the hallway.  He made it to the door and was getting ready to open it when boom.  A shotgun roared and blew a hole in the door the size of a bowling ball, hitting the gunman and killing him instantly.  
 

The other three gunmen saw their partner die in front of their eyes and were now aiming at the door with their guns.  Just then the door flew open.  Omar stepped out and let the shotgun roar.  He fired the shots and two of the gunmen went down, but were still standing.  One gunman was on his knees firing shots all over the place before he died.  Bullets hit Omar on his chest and stomach.  He screamed in pain, but kept firing.  "I'll kill you all," he yelled.  
 

Omar ran straight at the gunmen and bullets ripped through his body.  He fired the shotgun one last time blowing off the last gunman's head like a pumpkin then fell to the floor and died.  His last thoughts were of Ebony.  Outside Ebony heard Omar's screams.  She wanted to go back to help him, but knew it was already too late.  Tears were flowing down her face as she ran barefoot to her car down the block with her tech-9mm gripped in one hand.  
 

She made it to her Benz Coupe, jumped in, and started the car.  Her instincts told her to turn her head.  She turned to find a man standing at the passenger side door with a 3.57 revolver aimed at her.  
 

Danilo knew one of them would run to their car if they got away and planned for it.  He didn't go upstairs with the rest of his men.  He was waiting outside just in case the target might escape and he was right.  Danilo thought to himself this was a sexy ass bitch, but she had to die.  
 

That moment of hesitation gave Ebony time to raise her Tech-9mm.  BRRRRRR!  Boom!  Boom!  Both guns went off simultaneously.  The 3.57 put holes in the car and into Ebony's head, neck, and chest.  She squeezed the trigger and was only able to get out a few shots off before she died.  Danilo laid on the ground bleeding.  His whole right side was shot up. "Damn, that bitch hit me," he said to himself.  He was too weak to move soon he would bleed to death. The cops made it to the scene to find a blood bath.  They blocked off the neighborhood. 
 

"We have ten bodies inside the house sergeant," one of the cops said. 
 

"Hey guys down here," another cop yelled.  Down the block the cops walked to a Mercedes Benz- Coupe.  "There's a dead woman in there," the cop said. 
 

"Shit, look at the fucking holes in this car?  It had to have been a big ass gun." 
 

"Hey, there is blood outside the car too.  I wonder why," one cop replied.
 

"Maybe she got the fucker who killed her ass.  Fuck it.  It's more than likely drug related.  Look at the fucking car.  I can't afford one of these and look at the house that shit is better than mine.  I say they killed each other and made our jobs easier," the sergeant said and all the cops busted out laughing.
 

              Danilo somehow made it to his car and he headed to his cousin’s house on Flatlands not too far from where he was.  He had lost a lot of blood and crashed the car twice before he got there.  "Oh shit," Danilo's cousin yelled.  He was sitting on his steps smoking a blunt when Danilo stepped out of the car covered in blood with a gun in his hand.  "Danilo," he yelled.  He grabbed him and took him to his car and started driving off.  "Yo, what happened," his cousin asked.
 

"Nothing, just take me to a hospital, not in Brooklyn, but Queens fast and when they fix me we're heading out of town."  
 

Danilo already had some of the money for the hit.  It was five hundred thousand dollars a piece for each member he killed in Tess and Bless's team.  He had one million because Ebony and Omar were easy to find, but Bless and Tess had too many houses to find them.  Danilo had already lost nine men just trying to kill two members of their crew.  He wasn't about to put his life on the line to try to kill the rest of them.  He'd been shot in his chest and his right side by that bitch.  He’d be damned if he’d let it happen again. 
 






 


Bad News
 

 
 

Chapter 19              
 

Tess and Bless heard about what had happened to Ebony and Omar from the streets and not to mention it was all over the news.  The cops were calling it the Canarsie bloodbath.  "Baby, we have to handle this shit," Tess said.  "First, a bomb in your car and now someone put a hit on Ebony and Omar," Tess stated. 
 

"Yeah, you're right, but how do you know it was a hit," Bless responded.
 

"Baby, they left the money in the house it was at the front door and cops found it.  I have to call Vanessa and tell her about Ebony," Tess said. 
 

"Yo, you know she's going to go crazy." 
 

"I know, but I have to be the one she hears it from."  Tess went into the bedroom of their long beach house leaving Bless to his thoughts while he watched the news on TV. 
 

In the bedroom, Tess cried hysterically over her childhood friend. Ebony, Iris and Vanessa had been friends for five years now and been in the game together that long.  They were all her girls and now Ebony was gone.  
 

With tears in her eyes, she picked up the phone next to the bed and dialed Vanessa's number, "Yo Tess, what's good girl," Vanessa said knowing it was her. "I haven't heard from you since yesterday when Bless called you to get some of that good stuff, HA! HA! HA!" Vanessa busted out laughing from her own joke.  Even when she noticed Tess wasn't laughing with her nor had she said a word, Vanessa thought it was about business.  It was the one time Tess put their friendship to the side and got serious.  "Yo, I'm about done with that work and Iris is still M.I.A., but she'll show up.  She always does," Vanessa said.
 

"Yo, Vanessa this ain't about business," Tess replied.  "Vanessa, you know I love you." 
 

"I love you too, Tess." Vanessa could hear the tears in her voice and knew something was wrong.
 

"Yo, Tess what's wrong?" She knew Tess wasn't the type to just cry over shit out of all the years she knew her.  Tess was one of the strongest women she knew.  "Tess you're okay?  What is it?"
 

"Vanessa someone killed Ebony and Omar tonight."
 

"Nooo," Vanessa yelled and started to cry into the phone.  "Who…. who killed my sister?  Who?  Who Tess?" 
 

"I don't know yet but mark my words we're going to find out." Tess said.  Vanessa was crying non- stop over her sister.  "Listen Vanessa, I'll be waiting for you when you get here.  I love you."  
 

Vanessa didn't hear her, her mind was lost on her sister's death, with that Vanessa hung up the phone and cried the night away.  Tess sat on her bed with tears in her eyes and grabbed her pink pearl handle 3.80 from up under her pillow.  "I promise Ebony.  I promise I'll kill whoever did this to you.  I promise," Tess said as she looked up to the ceiling with tears rolling down her face.  She tightened her grip on her gun.
 






 


CASH
 

 
 

Chapter 20
 

Jose picked up his cell phone, "Hola, who is this?" he asked. 
 

A voice came on, "I have the information you wanted on who killed your brother." 
 

"So, where do you want to meet," Jose asked.
 

"I don't," the person on the other line said.  "I want you to drop the money off where I tell you and then I'll give you the information you want."
 

"You just want me to drop off two million dollars and hope you give me the info?  Get the fuck out of here," Jose yelled.  The voice on the line hung up the phone.  Jose just realized he made a mistake.  That person could've led him to his brother's killer.  "Shit call back, call back," he said to himself.  Ten minutes went by and Jose was worried that he lost the info he needed then his phone rang.  He picked it up. 
 

"Are you ready to deal," the voice asked.
 

"Yes, yes," Jose replied.  
 

"Now, Jose for making me mad I feel two million ain't enough.  I want eight million and don't act like you don't have it. You're a fucking Dominican drug lord."
 

"I'll pay, but what is your name," Jose asked.
 

"Well, I want your cash so call me ‘Cash’."
 

"Okay Cash, where do you want me to drop off the money," Jose asked. 
 

"Just get the money ready and I'll call you when I'm ready to tell you where to drop it off, okay?" 
 

"Si, yes," Jose said and the phone went dead.  Jose knew he had to go along with Cash's plan and rules even though he didn't like it one bit. The money wasn't the problem.  He didn't care if he lost eight million.  ‘Shit, that wasn't a dime of what he was worth, but he did care about the information on his brother's killer and whoever was blackmailing him, this Cash, would die too,’ Jose thought to himself.
 






 


Things Just Don't Seem Right
 

 
 

Chapter 21
 

It had been two weeks since Ebony and Omar's murder and Tess still hadn't found out a clue on who put the hit on them.  Ebony's funeral was the next day and Tess was stressed out. "Yo Mami, I know you're all messed up in the head, but you can't blame yourself and beat yourself up mentally," Bless stated. 
 

"What do you mean I can't blame myself," Tess yelled.  "She was my girl."
 

"I know Tess and she was my home girl, too.  I promise you we will find out who was behind this."
 

"Oh you best to believe we're going to find out who fucked with my team," Tess yelled. 
 

"You mean our team, Tess, our team," Bless said. "Yo baby, I know this ain't the time to bring this up, but I feel you've been hiding something from me."
 

"Why would you say that," Tess replied.
 

"Listen as soon as I came out of jail, there has been nothing but drama." 
 

"I don't know what the hell you're talking about!"  Tess yelled.
 

"Play stupid if you want, but look around you and see what the fuck is going on," Bless yelled.  "If I'm wrong, then I'm wrong!" 
 

"I don't want to talk about this shit right now," Tess got up, stomped off to their bedroom, and shut the door.  Bless came into the bedroom behind her to find her sitting on the bed with her back turned to him.  He took off all of his clothes and sat on the bed behind her.  
 

"Baby, I'm sorry," he said while placing his hands on her waist and began kissing and sucking her neck.  Tess let out a moan.  Bless continued to kiss her and remove her clothes, her bra then her panties.  "Mmm, baby, I like that," Tess moaned.
 

"Lay down on your stomach," Bless ordered.  She did what he said. Bless placed his juicy soft kisses on her neck and slowly, very slowly, kissed down her back.  
 

"Mmm, baby, stop teasing me." Tess moaned.
 

"Just relax and enjoy it," Bless replied.
 

"Yes baby," she replied and just took it all in as he was giving it to her.  He took his tongue and slid it around her ass cheeks and thick thighs. "Hmmm Daddy."  Slowly he opened her legs and kissed her inner thighs making his way to her clit. "Damn baby," she yelled while Bless used his skills sucking and licking on her clit driving her wild.  "Put your tongue in it, put youurrr, ooh."  She couldn't get the words out because Bless' tongue was all up in her pussy dancing around. 
 

"Get on your knees," Bless ordered.  Tess got on her knees and Bless began to eat her from the back. "Mmmm, you like that?"
 

"Yes, yes, yes, daddy," she moaned as his tongue went as far as it could go in her pussy.  Bless enjoyed every minute of it and her sweet juices.
 

"Mmmm I love the way you taste."
 

"Taste all of it daddy all of it," and with that he did.  With his tongue deep inside of her pussy, he pulled it in and out, over and over again fucking her with his tongue.  "Ooooohhh, yes daddy, ooooh, mmmmm." Tess moaned with each stroke of his tongue.
 

"You like that?" Bless asked.
 

"Yes, I love it." 
 

He savored her taste and used his tongue to slide across her ass and put it in and out of her ass.  Tess was in heavenly bliss loving his long tongue inside of her with her sweet juices on his face.  He got up and put his dick in her pussy as far as it could go, all ten inches and pounded away.  "Whose pussy is this?  Who's pussy?" Bless asked.
 

"It's yours, it's yours." Tess replied.
 

He gripped her hair and pounded her even harder. "Yeah, yeah!  This is my pussy," he yelled while spanking her voluptuous ass. 
 

"Oooh yeah, fuck me... fuck me.  This dick feels so good, ahhh, ohh." Bless smacked her ass and pumped and grinded inside her.  He pumped and humped as hard as he could until he felt the nut building up.  He gripped her hair tighter and pulled it back making her arch her back even more making her take even more of his dick. "Oooh shit, ooh shit, I'm coming.  You're fucking the shit out of me."  He pounded and pounded until they both came five times and collapsed into each other’s arms.  Tess was lying on Bless' chest.  "I love you, baby."
 

"I love you too, Mami."  He laid there watching her sleep, but couldn't help the feeling that something was wrong.  ‘What is she not telling me?’ He thought as he closed his eyes and fell asleep.
 






 


The Funeral
 

 
 

Chapter 22
 

The day of Ebony's funeral it seemed like everyone was there from drug dealers from all over to business people.  The funeral home was in Queens on Grant Avenue, the border line between Queens and Brooklyn.  Cars were parked and double- parked ten blocks down. Vanessa, Iris, and Tess were dressed in black Versace dresses.  Vanessa and Iris came back from Philly the night of Ebony and Omar's murders and closed down the spot up there.  This was more important than money.  
 

"I'm sorry for your lost," an older woman named Ms. Brown said to Vanessa. She knew Ebony, Vanessa, Tess and Iris since they were kids coming to her store to buy candy and now Vanessa owned a house next to hers in Queens. 
 

"Thank you, Ms. Brown for your support," Vanessa said.
 

"Child please, I love you girls and nothing could've kept me from coming here today, not even my bad leg." Ms. Brown and Vanessa talked some more before Ms. Brown hugged her and went off to talk to someone else. 
 

At the grave site, Tess was standing next to Bless, Vanessa and Iris as they watched the grave being covered.  "I'll leave you alone.  I know you need time with your girls," Bless said as he walked away.  "I'll be waiting in the car for you when you're done."
 

"Vanessa, are you okay," Tess asked.  Vanessa didn't speak she just kept staring at her sister's grave.  
 

Iris walked up to Vanessa and hugged her.  "I love you Vanessa and we all loved Ebony.  We will get who did this to her," Iris said as the tears fell down her face.
 

Then Tess moved over and hugged them both and said, "Yeah we'll get them."
 

Out of nowhere Vanessa yelled, "You're lying, Tess!  This is the longest you ever took to handle business.  You've been under Bless' ass and forgot about us!" 
 

"What the fuck you talking about Vanessa," Tess said with an attitude. 
 

"Why haven't you found who killed my sister?" Vanessa asked.
 

"I'm looking and I will find who's behind this," Tess stated.
 

"Before Bless came home we would've killed everything moving to find out who was behind this.  I bet you didn't even let him know about the contract killings we did.  Why?  Because you don't want him to see that side of you, now you're on some falling back shit!"
 

Tess slapped the taste out of Vanessa's mouth.  "Listen and listen good.  What I do with my man is my fucking business and that goes for what I tell him.  Watch your fucking mouth before I fuck you up.  I'm the fucking boss around here and don't ever get it twisted.  The only reason you're not knocked the fuck out over your mouth is because today is Ebony's funeral and I know you're hurting.  That's why you're coming out, but don't let it happen again."
 

"Whatever," Vanessa said holding her face and walking away with Iris following behind her leaving Tess standing alone.  Tess knew in her heart that Vanessa was right about her taking too long to find Ebony's killer.  She had killed people faster for killing one of her workers, but it was hard to find who was behind this and she would work on it until she got revenge.
 






 


The Drop
 

 
 

Chapter 23              
 

Later on that night, Jose was at his club in the Bronx upstairs in his office getting his dick sucked by his wife, Marilyn.  “You like that Papi,” she moaned while licking the tip of his dick and then taking all of it in her mouth.
 

“Yes keep going!” Jose said.
 

“Mmm, yes Papi.”  Jose’s phone rang.  He picked it up, “Hola, who is this?”
 

“It’s Cash, you got my money?”  The voice asked.
 

“Yeah I got it,” Jose replied.
 

“I want you to drop it off at a warehouse in Brooklyn on Flatlands at midnight.  You can’t miss it.  It will be the first warehouse on the right building 333.  Come alone and I’ll call you with the information you want when I have the money and I’m safely away.  Remember midnight, no later!” 
 

“Si, I mean yes, I’ll be there.” Jose hung up the phone.  Marilyn was still working her sweet neck game on him until he came.  “Yo Marilyn, I have to leave.  I have some business to take care of I’ll see you at the house.”
 

“Okay Papi, I love you.” 
 

“Yeah yeah, I love you too.” Jose replied.   Marilyn got up from her knees and walked out of his office.  Jose watched her sexy ass shake as she walked away.  Jose picked up the phone and called his cousin Carlos. Carlos was Jose’s younger cousin.  He worked for him.  They had been very close since they were kids.  Jose pretty much raised him.  Carlos picked up his iPhone on the first ring.  He saw Jose’s name on the caller ID.  “It’s going down tonight, be ready,” Jose ordered.
 

“I’m always ready,” Carlos replied.
 

“If whoever this Cash person is thinks I’m going to let them walk away with my money and their life, they’re crazy.  I’m going to kill everyone and anyone that had something to do with my brother’s murder.  No one fucks with my family,” Jose yelled into the phone.
 

“You know I feel the same way.  So what time you want me ready with the men?” 
 

“Ten o’clock pm, meet me on 183 Avenue.” Jose ordered.
 

“No problem,” Carlos said and hung up. 
 

              Jose pulled up to the warehouse in his blue Ford Expedition.  It was easy for Cash to spot his fat frame all those years living good had fattened Jose’s body up to two hundred and fifty pounds at age thirty seven.  As soon as he got out of his truck, his cell phone rang.  “Who,” Jose said out of breath. 
 

“You know who this is!” the voice said.
 

“Yes,” Jose replied.
 

“Good, I see you’re alone.  Walk to the warehouse now.” Jose did what he was told.  “Go inside,” Cash ordered.  “I want you to open the suitcase.”  Jose opened the suitcase slowly so where ever Cash was at looking at him he wouldn’t think he had a gun.  Once the suitcase cover was up you could clearly see the eight million.  “Okay leave!” The voice yelled over the phone and I’ll call you back with the information you want when I’m safe with the money. 
 

“Okay, okay,” Jose answered knowing damn well he would not let this person get away safely with his money or the information about his brother. Jose went outside and jumped back in his car when his phone rang. “Yeah,” he answered. 
 

“It was Tess and Bless who murdered your brother.” The voice said.
 

“What?” Jose yelled.  “What?” and he hung up the phone and pulled off. 
 

Outside of the warehouse, Carlos and his men surrounded the building.  Earlier that day he and Jose had hidden a tracking device in one of the bundles of money.  He looked at the monitor and watched the screen with the red beeping dot.  It showed that the money was still in the warehouse and then it just disappeared.  Carlos didn’t buy that signal and no one had made it past them to get out of the building.  
 

“Move, move, move,” he yelled into the small microphone in his ear giving his men the order to rush into the building.  Six gunmen ran into the building with Carlos right behind them with the monitor in his left hand a Glock 10 millimeter in his right. “Shit, shit, where the fuck could he had went,” Carlos yelled. Carlos went over to the last spot where he had seen the money on the monitor and looked around.  He found nothing.  Then he looked down on the floor and saw a manhole, his brain started to work overtime, and he realized the only place the tracing device wouldn’t work was underground in a tunnel.  “He’s in the sewer.  Go down there and get him,” Carlos ordered. 
 

“Yes Boss,” one of the gunmen opened up the manhole and five of them jumped in.  Carlos thought to himself, ‘I’m not jumping down there all those rats, human waste, and sewage.  Get the fuck of here.’  “Damn, it’s dark down here,” one of the gunmen said, “and it stinks,” said another one. “I can’t see my own hand in front of my face.”
 

“Ssshhh, shut up before you get us killed.  Shit this smell is going to kill my ass first.”  
 

“Hey, what’s that green dot on your chest?” BRRRRRR BRRR, shots rang out in the tunnel.  Cash thought they would try to follow him so he waited in the dark with an AK 47.  The five gunmen never saw it coming. Bullets from the AK 47 ripped through the first gunman’s chest dropping him where he stood.  The green dot from the AK 47 moved to the next gunman’s head and sent bullets ripping through the flesh and bones of his face killing him.  The last three tried to shoot all crazy in the dark tunnel in hopes of hitting something, but couldn’t see where to aim.  The AK 47’s rapid fire hit all three men ripping their bodies apart.  
 

Cash smiled to himself and started to run with the suitcase full of money in one hand and the AK in the other hand.  Then he stopped and left a little surprise for anyone else who wanted to try and follow him.  
 

Carlos and his last gunman could hear all the gunfire down in the tunnel.  “You go down there and tell me what’s happening,” Carlos ordered his henchman.  “Don’t come back without the money.”  The gunman didn’t move.  He heard the screams of the other men in the tunnel and it didn’t sound good.  He knew in his heart every last one of them was dead.  “Yo, what’s fucking taking you so long,” Carlos yelled as he watched his henchman hesitate. 
 

“Boss, I don’t want to go down there.” The gunman said.
 

“What?” Carlos raised his Glock 10 mm to the henchman’s head.  “If you don’t get your punk ass down there now, I’m going to blow your motherfucking brains out.” 
 

“Yeah, yeah, boss I’m going, I’m going.” The gunman went to the manhole and into the tunnel and started walking.  He could hear moans as he kept walking.  The moaning got louder as he got closer.  When he finally reached where the moaning was coming from, he looked down and couldn’t believe his eyes.  All five gunmen were dead on the ground and ripped apart, but what really had him devastated was one of the gunmen was still alive, but badly shot up.  
 

“Oh my God rats,” he yelled.  The rats were eating the bodies of the men.  There were about thirty rats on each body and the guy that was on the floor still alive was crying in pain as they ate away at him. “AAHHH,” the gunman screamed as he watched then his eyes met with the man on the floor.  “Help, help me,” he said in a weak voice.  “Stop them, stop them, AAHHH!” 
 

“I don’t know what to do,” the henchman yelled.  Then he looked at the man in pain and all the rats covering his body.  Some were inside of his body eating his insides.  The henchman aimed his chrome 9 mm at the man’s head and squeezed the trigger.  Flames sparked from his gun as he killed the man on the floor.  “It was the only way I could help,” he said out loud to no one but himself.  He wanted to turn back around, but knew Carlos would put a bullet in him if he didn’t try to come back with that money.  So he kept on walking down the tunnel praying he wouldn’t become rat meat like the others.  That was his last thought as he passed a device that set off a bomb.  The bomb exploded and blew him to pieces. 
 

Carlos felt the whole warehouse shake.  “Damn, I know someone heard that shit,” Carlos said to himself as he began to run to his car to get the hell away before the cops showed up.  As he drove away, he hoped Cash hadn’t found the tracing device if not he still had a chance to get him. 
 






 


Nothing Could Stop Our Love
 

 
 

Chapter 24                            
 

Bless and Tess spent the day in Harlem to get away from all the stress in Brooklyn.  They shopped on 125th Street and stopped at almost every store.  Bless wanted to do whatever he could to ease his woman’s pain.  She told him about the argument she had with Vanessa.  So they got away from the hood and spent the day shopping and making love in their townhouse in Harlem on 119th and Lenox.  After a day of shopping, they put their bags down at the door.  “Baby, I’m going to take a shower,” Tess said. 
 

“You do that Mami,” Bless replied.
 

“What you trying to say?  My shit always smells good and I always have your face in it to prove it.”  They both busted out laughing.
 

“Boo, I wasn’t trying to say anything,” he said with a devilish smile. She walked away to the bathroom.  They had a bathroom in the master bedroom.  While she walked, Bless watched her walk away and couldn’t keep his eyes off her ass.  Her walk was truly one of a kind.  “Yo, while you in the shower.  I’ll start dinner Mami.”
 

“Oh really,” Tess yelled from the bathroom. 
 

“Girl, you know damn well I taught your ass how to cook.  We already know who the chef in this family is.”  He could hear laughing the sound of it put a smile on his face and in his heart. 
 

‘I needed this’, Tess thought to herself as the hot water ran down her body relaxing her.  Vanessa’s words kept repeating in her head.  “If Bless wasn’t home, you would’ve shot everything up until we found the killer behind my sister’s death.”  She was right, Tess thought, but she wanted out of the game.  My man is home and we can finally start a family and I don’t want to lose him again.  I can’t and I won’t, that was the only thought running through her mind.  She pushed them out and tried to relax. 
 

“Yo baby, you been in there almost an hour,” Bless yelled.
 

“I’m coming out now!” as Tess lost track of time.  When she left the bathroom, there was a Louis Vuitton dress on the king size bed with shoes to match on the floor.  “Baby, what’s this for?” she asked.
 

“Just put it on.” Bless said.  
 

Tess sat on the bed and oiled her body from head to toe. “I wonder what this man is up to now.”
 

“Don’t put on any panties,” Bless yelled over the music he was playing from the dining room.  
 

Once dressed, Tess entered the dining room and was surprised at what she saw.  The dining table was set up with Chicken Fettuccini Alfredo supper.  Bless came over to her and put his arms around her waist.  She moaned loving the feeling of his strong arms around her body.  Music was playing.  “Dance with me Tess,” he said looking into her eyes. “Do you remember this song?”  It was Marvin Gaye’s ‘Let’s Get It On’.  “It was the song playing the first time we made love.” 
 

“I know baby,” she said.  They danced for a few minutes, but it seemed like forever.
 

“Come let’s sit and eat before the food gets cold.”
 

“Damn daddy, you went all out!” 
 

“For you girl, I always will,” he said meaning every word of it.
 

“So what is all of this for,” Tess asked. 
 

“It’s because I love you.  Baby, I’m tired of the drug game and the way our life is.  We always have to watch our backs.  Shit!  We don’t even sleep in the same house longer than two weeks.” 
 

“I know Bless that’s why we’re getting out.” 
 

“But Mami, I want more than just getting out!” Bless pulled a small box out of his pants and got down on his knees.  He opened the box and inside was a yellow diamond engagement ring with diamonds encrusted into the band. “Tess, I love you and knew you were the one for me from the first time we met.  Tess, will you be my wife?”  
 

Tess’s eyes filled with tears. “Yes baby, yes!”  Bless put the ring on her finger then stood up and began to kiss her as his hands roamed her voluptuous body making his dick hard.  Tess pushed him into a chair while her lips were still clamped on to his.  She pulled down his pants and she untied her dress from the back. Bless watched as it dropped to the floor showing off her beautiful breasts with their dark nipples that were begging to be sucked.  Bless did just that. “Oooh daddy, suck them, mmm yes.” Bless was sucking away placing both nipples in his mouth at the same time.  
 

Tess placed her thick legs on him and she put one hand on his shoulder while using the other to guide his straining hard on into her soaking wet pussy and lowered herself down. “Mmm,” she moaned.  Her moist lips slid easily apart as she squatted down lower filling her pussy up. It felt better than anything in this world.  “Daddy, I love your dick,” she moaned as she kissed him.  Bless grabbed her waist and pulled her all the way down to achieve maximum penetration. “I love you,” he moaned. “This is my pussy.”
 

“Yes baby, yes,” Tess said while grinding around on his dick.  Her pussy muscles tightened around him.
 

“Damn Mami,” Bless moaned as she wrapped her arms around his neck. 
 

“Is it too slow, baby?” Tess asked.
 

“No,” Bless replied as he licked lightly on her nipples while his dick throbbed and pump in and out of her pussy.
 

“Yes, yes, daddy, yes,” she cried out as Bless sucked her nipples while giving her sweet strokes.  It was driving her crazy.  The sweet feeling of his dick inside her mixed with his sweet lips she couldn’t take it anymore and began to wildly ride the shit out of his dick even more energetically, really bumping up and down on his ten inches of dick.  Her ass smacked his balls and thighs.  “Fuck, fuck me!” Bless spread her ass cheeks and pumped wild and hard.
 

“Yes daddy, ooohh ahh!” With both of her thighs locked in his strong arms, he stood up holding her while still pumping and grinding into her. “Oh shit, oh shit, Daddy.” Tess was now bouncing up and down on his dick while he was holding her in the air. 
 

“This is my pussy only I can do this to you.”
 

“Yes, your pussy daddy!”
 

“Say you love this big black dick.”
 

“I love my black dick!  I love this big black dick!  YES,” she moaned as her juices flowed out of her pussy onto his dick and thighs.  “I feel you in my stomach.”
 

“OH SHIT!” In one of his mighty humps he came all inside her and kept going until she came all over him.  This lasted for two hours and then they fell to the dining room floor kissing and holding each other.
 

“I guess we’re going to have to heat up that food,” Bless said and they both laughed. “I love you baby.”
 

“I love you too, daddy.  You’ve been hitting me with that paralyzing dick boo.  I can’t even move right now.”
 

“Shit me either.” When they were together all their problems seemed so far away, not knowing they were closer than they knew.
 






 


Million Dollars a Head
 

 
 

Chapter 25              
 

Jose, Ricardo and Carlos sat in a Bronx apartment building that Jose owned at 179th Street and Grand Concourse.  Jose owned almost everything around there and had crack spots and dope spots on the block.  “Are you sure it was Tess and her team that did the hit?” Ricardo asked.
 

“That’s what the fuck I told you,” Jose yelled in Spanish not knowing why his brother was questioning him in the first place.  “I sent a team out to get them.  I put a hit on Tess’s team, a million dollars a head, dead or alive,” Jose said.
 

“Jose, you’re just going to listen to someone you don’t even know? I’ve been doing business with Tess for a while.  You don’t even know who this Cash person is.  Shit Papi, you don’t even know what he look like,” Ricardo responded. 
 

Carlos talked to Jose, “How can we believe someone that killed six of your men and blew up half of a fucking block?”
 

“You do have a point,” Ricardo stated.
 

“Fuck that, I don’t care.  Anybody I think had something to do with my brother’s murder is dead.  I don’t care if I kill the wrong person sooner or later, I’ll get the right one,” Jose yelled.
 

Ricardo thought to himself, 'That’s what I’m worried about if Jose finds out about my treachery.  It will be even harder to kill him and take over the business, even worse I’d be dead.’  
 

“Yo Ricardo, you’ve been acting real funny lately.  I know Tess did some hits for you and did some good business with us, but we don’t need her business.  Fuck that, blood comes first,” Jose yelled.
 

“I know I’m with you,” Ricardo said in Spanish.
 

“Yo Carlos, when was the last time you looked at that monitor to see if the tracking device was working,” Jose replied. 
 

“Maybe he found it,” Carlos responded.  “I looked this morning again, but still nothing.  It’s been a week, but I’ll look right now.”  Carlos walked to a room and took the monitor out of a desk.  He looked at the screen and had to look again to make sure his eyes weren’t fooling him.  “It got a signal,” he yelled running back to where Jose and Ricardo were.
 

“Where is it at?” Jose asked.
 

“Looks like Queens,” Carlos replied.
 

“So, what you waiting for?  Get on it before you lose the signal again,” Jose responded.
 

“I’m on it cousin,” Carlos said as he ran for the door.
 

“Good, real good.  I’ll finally find out who this Cash person is,” Jose said out loud.
 

 Ricardo thought to himself, ‘I have to end this and fast, but I can’t do it here.’
 

              Tess and Bless were leaving their townhouse in Harlem.  They spent a week making love and fucking and just enjoying one another.  “Hold up daddy, I forgot something in the house.”  Tess ran back inside the house and came out with her hands behind her back.  “Close your eyes,” she ordered. 
 

“For what?” Bless asked.
 

“Just do it!” Tess demanded.
 

“Only for you.”  Bless closed his eyes.  He felt the weight of something around his neck.  He opened his eyes to find a platinum chain.
 

“Surprise,” Tess yelled.  “I got it for you last week when we were shopping.  I had ordered it, but just now got around to picking it up.”  Bless looked down at the chain, the medallion was diamond bezel and in blue diamond’s it read ‘Bless’.  “You like it?” Tess asked.
 

“I love it girl.”  He hugged her wrapping his strong arms around her waist and squeezing her while they kissed.  “Damn girl, it feels like your ass is getting bigger.” 
 

Tess smiled at him. “Come on sexy, we got to get back to Brooklyn to find out what the fuck is going on with all this drama that keeps going down.”
 

“I’m driving,” Bless said as they jumped in the red Chrysler 300c with twenty inch rims.
 

“This car is nice, daddy.” 
 

“Yeah, I got it yesterday when you were sleeping.  It’s not better than the car you got me, but it will do.  Plus, the windows are bulletproof.”
 

“Why only the windows and not the whole car?” Tess asked.
 

“Because I have to wait a month for an all bulletproof car, they had to order it and I’ll pick it up next month when the car is ready.  So, I took this one for now,” he replied with a sexy smile on his face. 
 

“What?” Tess said seeing him smile at her.
 

“It’s just that you look so fucking good,” he said while rubbing her thighs through her jeans.
 

“You crazy boy,” she said feeling her pussy get wet. 
 

“Yeah for you!” Bless pulled off and Tess sat back in the passenger seat enjoying the ride listening to Mario “Let Me Love You” as Bless drove onto the FDR drive. 
 

At 116th Street, Bless noticed two black H2 Hummers following them. “Yo baby, I need you to switch places with me and you drive,” Bless said.
 

“Nigga, are you crazy we haven’t done that shit in years and you wanting me to do it while the car is still moving.”
 

“We don’t have time to pull over, boo.  So, when I slow the car down you climb over me really fast and take the steering wheel.”  Tess looked Bless in the eyes and knew something was wrong. 
 

“Baby what’s wrong?”  Tess asked.
 

“I’ll tell you when we switch and please make it fast.”  Bless slowed down the car without coming to a full stop. “Now!” 
 

Tess quickly moved and got into the driver’s seat and started driving while Bless jumped in the passenger seat.  Bless climbed into the backseat of the car and he pushed a button that opened up the floor behind the passenger seat.  “Damn boy, you have stash boxes everywhere.”
 

He smiled his devilish smile making Tess’ pussy wet.  He pulled out an Uzi machine gun with three clips.  “Tess, you see these two hummers coming up on us fast.  They have been following us.  Don’t let them get side to side with us.  I have a bad feeling.” 
 

‘Shit,’ Tess said to herself; she was too busy feeling good and relaxed to really notice it until now.  Bless and Tess watched as one of the Hummer’s got right behind them as if it was about to run them off the road and by the looks of its size it easily could.
 

“Boo, you got your gun on you?” Bless asked.
 

“Always,” Tess replied.  Just then a Spanish man hung out the passenger window of the hummer with a M16 rifle and burst of automatic fire hit the Chrysler. 
 

“Oh shit, drive, drive baby.”  The bullets hit the car windows and the back of the car.  Bless opened the sunroof.  “Yo, yo Mami.  It won’t take long for them to realize the whole car is not bulletproof.”  
 

Once Bless was out of the sunroof he took his opportunity.  He sprayed the black hummer with bullets left and right.  The bullets went through the hummer’s front window hitting the passenger in the head, neck, and chest.  The driver of the hummer tried to put his gun out of the window and aim at Bless, but was too late.  Bless pulled the trigger sending rapid fire at the driver hitting him in the face.  The driver slumped over dead on the steering wheel.  The big truck began to swerve back and forth then crashed into oncoming cars.  
 

The second hummer somehow was side by side with the Chrysler.  The driver of the hummer rammed the side of the Chrysler making it jerk and swerve. Bless pulled the trigger of the Uzi and nothing happened.  He could see the driver smiling at him as he raised his gun and fired.  Bless ducked as fast as he could back into the car.  The shot just missed his head by an inch. “Baby, you okay?” Tess asked while driving in and out of traffic.
 

“Yeah, that motherfucker tried to take off my head.”
 

“What happened up there?” 
 

“The fucking gun jammed on me.  It’ll take a minute, but I think I can fix it.”
 

“Nigga, we ain’t got a minute.” Tess said looking in the rearview mirror as she saw they got some distance away from the truck.  To her surprise the big Hummer was moving over cars crashing right into them.
 

“Shit baby, I can’t fix it.  Give me your gun.”
 

“Nigga, what the fuck my gun is going to do to that damn truck of those fools firing machine guns,” Tess yelled.
 

“I have a plan if it works we’ll be okay and if it don’t you know the answer to that.” 
 

Tess handed Bless her 40 cal handgun.  He went back in the stash box in the backseat and pulled something small out.  Tess tried to see what it was, but she couldn’t because she was too busy moving in and out of traffic.  “Listen baby, I need you to slow down and let them get on the side of us.”
 

“What are you crazy?” Tess yelled.
 

“Tess, we can’t out run them in this traffic and it won’t be long before the cops show up.  Shit the only reason they didn’t show up now is because when the first fucking hummer crashed, it blocked the whole road.”
 

She knew he was right.  “Baby, if they shoot at the doors we’re dead anyways. Tess, slow down the car.” Bless said.
 

The Hummer hit the back of the car with full speed.  The Chrysler swerved, but Tess got the car back under control.
 

The driver of the hummer saw that the car was now moving slow.  The car must be fucked up from him hitting it.  He looked at his partner, “Yo, when we pull up next to them aim at the doors.  That should do it.” The passenger of the Hummer started to climb through the sunroof thinking Bless would do the same.  He would kill him there and then and shoot out the doors.  
 

To his surprise he was wrong, Bless rolled down the back passenger window.  The Chrysler and Hummer were side by side.  Bless opened up fire flames flew from the 40 cal.  A bullet hit the gunman hanging out the sunroof in the chest causing him to fall back down into the Hummer.  
 

“Oh shit, I’m hit,” the man kept shouting to his partner.  The driver of the Hummer just looked at his partner.  He could care less for him. There was a million dollars a head to make on this.  “Yo, we have to finish this job,” he said.  “Fuck the job.  I’m dying in two minutes!”  
 

While the gunmen were arguing, they never noticed Bless taking the small object in his hand pulling the pin and throwing it in the sunroof of the hummer.  “Tess, pull off!” Bless yelled.  
 

The black object fell on the Hummer’s floor between the driver’s feet. “What the fuck was that?  Oh shit!”  He yelled while looking down and what he saw sent him in shock.  “Oh shit, oh shit!”  He tried to bend down to grab it and drive at the same time, but the truck kept swerving and he couldn’t grab it. 
 

“Yo, what the fuck was that?” his partner asked. 
 

“It’s a grena…” He never got to finish the sentence.  The hummer blew up into pieces right there on the FDR drive.  Both men were decapitated and incinerated.
 

“Bless, we have to dump this car.” Tess said.
 

“I know, but where,” Bless replied.  “We can’t cross the Brooklyn Bridge in this with all the bullet holes.  I know someone is going to say they saw this car in the shoot out back there.”
 

“Yo, we’re close to Chinatown,” Tess replied.
 

“And?” Bless looked at her crazy, “like what’s your plan?”
 

“Just watch,” Tess said as she jumped on the exit and headed to Chinatown as fast as she could.
 






 


Coming Clean
 

 
 

Chapter 26                            
 

Tess drove into Chinatown.  She was now in lower Manhattan what they call lower eastside.  She made a left then turned into an auto body shop and drove the car into the garage.  A brown- skinned Guyanese man was working on a car when he looked up and saw Tess.  He couldn’t believe his eyes.  Tess yelled out, “Hi Uncle Thomas.” 
 

“Hey baby,” Uncle Thomas replied while coming over to give her a hug when Tess stopped him. 
 

“Listen,” Tess said.  “I don’t have time to talk.  I need you to hide this car for me and fast.” 
 

Bless got out of the passenger seat, “Hi Uncle Thomas.” 
 

“What’s up, Bless?”
 

“Nothing Uncle, but we don’t have time for the small talk.”  Thomas took one look at the Chrysler and knew what time it was by all the bullet holes in the car.  Thomas was an older man at fifty years old.  He was still young at heart.  Tess and Bless gave him the start up money he needed for his car’s body shop.  So, he would do anything for them and plus he loved his niece.  She was the only family he had.  He raised Tess because her mother and father got killed over a bad drug deal in Guyana.  So, in return he took care of his sister’s child.  The body chop was empty that day.  It was just him and his business partner, Young.  
 

“Young close the gates please,” Thomas yelled.  Young pressed a button that lowered the gates. “Listen, I’m going to take the car apart.  You two get out of here,” Thomas replied.  Young threw a set of keys at Bless.  Bless looked at the keys then the cars.  
 

“Yo, what car do we go to?”  There were five cars in the garage, a Lexus ES, Lincoln LS, Buick, Chevy Impala, and a Dodge Magnum besides the shot up Chrysler. 
 

“It’s the Impala and all the papers are inside the car.  The car is in my name.”
 

“Good looking,” Bless replied.
 

“Yo, I got something for you two,” Young said. “Follow me to the back.” 
 

Tess looked up at her uncle.  “Well don’t look at me, girl.  I don’t know what he’s talking about.”  All three of them followed Young to a room at the back of the shop.  Once they were all inside, Young went to a box and pulled out two bulletproof vests, one big and one small.
 

“Shit Young, you were thinking of us,” Tess said.
 

“Always,” Young replied. “I was going to call you, but you just popped up.”  
 

Young was Chinese in his thirties and had been friends with Thomas for a while.  He talked Thomas into opening the body shop in the lower eastside right next to Chinatown where he could bring him a lot of business through of all his family and friends.  So they became business partners, but young also was in the Chinese Mafia and so was all his family and they sold a lot of things on the Black Market.  It allowed him to get his hands on things most people couldn’t like these new vests.  “They are stronger than the old bulletproof vests and lighter.”
 

“Yo, good looking out Young,” Bless said.
 

“Wait I’m not done.  I got something else for you.”  Young dug into the box until he pulled out the most beautiful machine gun Bless and Tess had ever seen.  “Yo, this here is an AR15 machine gun it holds two hundred rounds and its light as fuck and comes with the black infrared light. Motherfuckers won’t even see the dot on them.  Only the person with the gun in his hand can see it,” Young stated. 
 

“Shit,” Bless said.  Young passed the gun to Bless and he liked the weight of it.  ‘This shit is beautiful,’ he thought to himself.
 

“And I’m not done,” Young said.  “I got four boxes of Black Talon’s bullets to go with that.” 
 

“Damn,” Tess said knowing black Talon’s bullets went through any and everything.  “Shit you get an FBI case if they even heard you had some of those bullets.” 
 

Young saw Tess’ face. “Yo, don’t worry Tess.  There’s no way they can be traced back to us.” 
 

“Please, I know you on point,” Tess replied.  “I was wondering where the fuck is mine.” 
 

With a smile on his face young pulled out another machine gun and handed it to Tess. 
 

“You kids and your toys,” Uncle Thomas said sarcastically.
 

“Yo Young, I need you to pick something up.  I need 15 Mac 11 machine guns,” Bless stated. 
 

“I can get you ten,” Young replied. “Is that cool?” 
 

“Yeah, that would do for now.”  Bless knew shit was about to hit the fan and wanted to be ready.  Their lives were in danger, but by whom? 
 

“Yo, there is a stash box in the Impala.  You guys know where it’s at,” Young replied. 
 

“Bye Young,” Bless said.
 

“Bye Uncle Thomas,” Tess said and kissed him on the cheek.
 

“Stay out of trouble please,” Thomas said with concern, but he knew she’d do what she wanted to do.  She always had.  “I’ll have the Chrysler broken down by tonight. Young and I will work on it.  There’ll be no evidence of it,” he said seriously. 
 

Tess and Bless got in the black Impala and headed for their house in Brooklyn.  “Shit the FDR is blocked off with cops everywhere.”  So, they drove to the 59th Street Bridge to go through Queens to get to Brooklyn. 
 

“Yo Tess, I’m tired of playing games with you,” Bless yelled. “Tell me what the fuck is going on!” 
 

“What you mean,” Tess said.
 

“Listen, ever since I came home people been trying to kill us and our team.  You’re not telling me something.  I’ve known this for a while now, but I told myself you’ll tell me when you were ready, but fuck that.  You have to come clean with me.” 
 

Tess closed her eyes and sat back in the passenger seat as they made their way to the bridge.  She knew it was time to come clean.  She really didn’t know how she kept it from him this long.  They had always kept it real with each other in their relationship, but she knew it would make him angry and there was no telling what that nigga would do when he was mad, she thought.  “Listen baby, I don’t know how to tell you this,” Tess said.
 

“Just spit it the fuck out already,” Bless replied.
 

Tess took a deep breath.  “Just let me finish before you flip out on me.  While you were locked up, I did some jobs for Ricardo.”
 

“What kind of jobs?” Bless asked. 
 

“I did some contract killings for him.” Tess answered.
 

“You what?  What the fuck you mean you did some contract killings for him?  While I was in jail, you was out here wilding the fuck out.  What if something would’ve happened to you?  Then what would I do?  Did you ever take the time to think about that?”
 

Tess knew he was right because she felt the same way about him.  If anything was to happen to Bless, she’d lose her mind.  “Baby, I did it for the money.  So, we could get out the game sooner like we always talked about.” 
 

“But Tess we were making more than enough money doing what we do,” Bless stated.
 

“But you knew it wasn’t enough to get out, boo.”  Bless knew she was right about that one. They needed enough money to never look back.
 

“So, how much you made?”
 

“I have seven million in a Swiss Bank Account,” she replied. 
 

“Damn girl, why you didn’t tell me sooner with the two million in drug money and three million in the real estate company, we could’ve been out.”
 

“I was scared to tell you.”
 

“So, how many contracts you did to get that money?” 
 

“Eight and they were all drug lords or dealers and I have more money stashed from times me and the girls robbed some and killed some of them.”
 

“I should’ve known you didn’t do it alone.  So, all of you were doing killings and no one was going to tell me shit.”  Bless was getting mad at the fact that they all had hidden this from him.
 

“The girls didn’t know who we worked for, only Iris does.  And Bless one of the contracts was on Ricardo’s brother, Hector.”
 

“Yo, you killed your connects brother.  What the fuck?  Does he know?” 
 

“I told you we were working for him.  He ordered the kill.”
 

“So, dude killed his own brother for what?  That’s some grimy shit and does Jose know?”  Bless asked.
 

“He did it to take over the family business and Jose doesn’t know.  He was supposed to be next on my list, but I told Ricardo I was done with that shit.  We have enough money put away and I don’t want to live that life anymore.”
 

 “I understand Tess, but you done hurt so many people we have no way of finding out who our enemies are.  But we have to break it down and find out before they get to us!”
 

“So, you’re not mad at me,” Tess replied.
 

“Oh yeah, I’m mad at your ass, but we have bigger problems to worry about.”  Bless looked at her and felt she was still keeping something from him, but it wasn’t as big as what she just told him.  ‘I’ll get it out of her later,’ he told himself. 
 

Traffic was backed up in Long Island City, Queens.  Tess started to think about Ebony and who had her killed and she wondered how Vanessa was holding up.  “Yo baby, when we get on the Van Wyck Highway can we stop by Vanessa’s house,” Tess asked. 
 

“Yeah boo, but it’s going to take time with all this traffic.” Bless knew how much Tess loved her girlfriend and knew Ebony’s death was killing his woman.  The fact that she didn’t find out who was behind killing her friend was breaking her heart and pulling Vanessa and Tess apart and when Tess hurt, he hurts.
 






 


Tracing the Loot
 

 
 

Chapter 27              
 

Vanessa was in the kitchen of her Jamaica, Queen’s house with her brown red nose pit Chew Chew.  She named him Chew Chew because he would always be chewing on something.  Vanessa was crying while she was cooking pork chops for her and Chew Chew.  “I guess it’s me and you now boy.”  Chew Chew was sitting at her feet and could sense her pain.  So, he licked her toes making her laugh.  “Stop Chew Chew,” she said in between laughing then she bent down and hugged her dog.  “I love you too, Chew Chew.”
 

Sitting across the street watching Vanessa with binoculars were Carlos and five of his henchmen in a black Chevy Avalanche.  Carlos looked at the monitor of the tracing device once more making sure he had the address right and making sure the money was inside the house.  
 

“Yo, we been watching the house all day when are we going to fucking move in on her,” one of the gunmen said from the back seat. 
 

Carlos turned around and smacked him in the face in one quick move.  “We move when I say we fucking move.  Don’t you dare question me!” 
 

Carlos was thinking if this person in the house was the same person that called themself Cash.  She could be a deadly person.  A woman is like a teabag you never know how strong they are until their in hot water. Carlos looked through the binoculars again at the house and then the woman.  Carlos thought she was beautiful and had a voluptuous body.  She had on booty shorts and a tank top.  ‘What a shame,’ he thought.  His cell phone rang, “Who?”
 

“It’s me did you find my money?” 
 

“Yeah and guess what?”
 

“What?” Jose yelled. 
 

“It’s someone that’s a part of Tess’ team that snitched on her.”
 

“Yeah bring Cash to me and my money.” 
 

“Say no more, I’ll handle it.”  Carlos and his five gunmen jumped out of the black Chevy Avalanche.  “I want her alive.”
 

“Okay Boss,” one of the gunmen replied. 
 

It was 10pm and the night sky helped cover them as they surrounded the house.  Carlos climbed to the second floor window and gave the others the order to rush the house.  The front gunman kicked in the front door to only be met by a hollow point bullet ripping through his left eye.  
 

While the five gunmen were surrounding the house Vanessa looked down at her dog, Chew Chew and saw the way he was growling and knew something was wrong.  She trained Chew Chew herself.  Chew Chew didn’t bark.  He bites and growls.  It was his way of warning her before he attacked.  Vanessa knew she had no time to go upstairs and grab her Tech- 9 mm automatic, just the thought of the gun made her want to cry.  It was her and Ebony’s favorite gun. She only had time to grab the 9mm Luger handgun from the stash in the living room before the first gunman busted through the door. Vanessa squeezed the trigger and watched the hollow points rip through the gunman’s face.  The gunman slumped over before he hit the floor. 
 

Vanessa ran down the hall with Chew Chew behind her trying to make her way to the back door to escape her house.  When she made it to the door, she opened it just to find a gunman with a ski mask on standing there. Vanessa’s eyes opened with surprise.  The gunman had his gun to her head and she knew it was over.  
 

“Damn,” she yelled. 
 

As soon as the word escaped her mouth, Chew Chew jumped up, knocked the man to the ground, and then locked his teeth on his neck.  Chew Chew shook and ripped away at the gunman’s neck.  The gunman tried to scream, but his screams were drowned out by his own blood and the pressure from Chew Chew’s jaw.  Chew Chew ripped the gunman’s wind pipe out, came up with a big piece out of his neck, chewed it, and swallowed it. 
 

“Damn boy, I was going to feed you,” Vanessa said looking at her dog with shock.  
 

A second gunman had reached the backdoor.  He looked down, saw the dog eating his partner, and began to scream.  “Oh shit, oh shit,” he raised his gun and aimed it at Chew Chew.  
 

He never noticed Vanessa with her gun raised to his head.  “You’re not going to shoot my dog asshole,” Vanessa yelled as she fired the 9mm Luger.  The first shot caught him between the eyes then two quick rapid shots to his chest that spun him around and he hit the floor. 
 

Chew Chew saw Carlos coming down the stairs while Vanessa’s back was turned so he ran and jumped in the air at Carlos.  In one swift move Carlos fired his 44 caliber revolver.  The bullet hit Chew Chew in the chest while he was still in the air sending the dog flying back into the wall and he slid down hitting the floor soaked in blood.  
 

Vanessa saw Chew Chew get hit by the bullet and went crazy firing shots at Carlos left and right.  “You shot my dog you son of a bitch,” she yelled.  
 

Carlos jumped and dodged moving in time before Vanessa blew off his head.  Vanessa saw Carlos on the floor ducking behind a table from the bullets.  She had an aim on him.  She squeezed the trigger and heard a click.  She squeezed again and heard the click sound once more.  “Shit,” Vanessa yelled realizing her gun was out of ammo.  
 

Carlos stood up with his gun pointed at her.  “I see you’re out of bullets,” Carlos said with a smile.  Vanessa put up her hands because she knew it was over.  “All right kill me already, asshole.” 
 

“I’m not going to kill you,” Carlos replied.
 

Vanessa looked in his eyes like he had lost his mind and then a big hand wrapped around her neck and another around her mouth and she smelled something funny.  She tried to fight, but felt weak and her eyes were heavy, then her world went black.
 

“Pick her up,” Carlos said to his henchman.  “Don’t leave yet.  I have to find the money.” Carlos pulled out the monitor for the tracing device.  The red dot on the screen showed the money was downstairs in the basement.
 

Carlos went downstairs and followed the red dot to the back of the basement where there was a suitcase.  Carlos opened the suitcase and looked inside at the money.  “Shit, it only looks like two million in there. Where’s the other six million?”  Carlos thought something was wrong.  “This doesn’t feel right!”  Carlos grabbed the suitcase and went back upstairs.  “You take her and put her in the truck.”  
 

The gunman with the big hands threw Vanessa’s body in the backseat and sat next to her.  Carlos jumped in the passenger seat and told the driver to pull off. 
 

              Bless was still mad at Tess for keeping a secret from him.  “You still mad?” Tess asked. 
 

Bless said nothing.  Once they got to 191 on Jamaica Avenue and turned down Vanessa’s block all they could see down the block was flashing red and blue lights.  Cop cars were all over the block.  Tess’s heart skipped a beat.  She had a feeling something was wrong.  They pulled up to Vanessa’s house to find cops walking in and out and what looked to be a man’s dead body at the front door.  Bless and Tess got out the car and approached the house.
 

“Hold on, where do you think you’re going,” a young officer said.
 

“We’re family of the woman who owns this house,” Tess stated.
 

“Oh really,” the officer said.  “Hey Dan come over here,” The detective came over.  He was a fat man with rolls under his chin and was much older than the cop that stopped them.  The young officer began to talk.  “These two here say they’re family of the person who owns this house.”
 

“Well then I have some questions for you,” the fat detective replied. “What’s the owner’s name and what did her or he do for a living?”
 

“I’m not answering any fucking questions until you answer mine,” Tess yelled. 
 

The fat detective looked at Tess with a mean eye.  He hated these smart ass niggas these days if he could take her down to jail she wouldn’t think she was so smart.  ‘I hate the fact that they’re making money and doing better than me,’ he thought.  ‘If it was up to me, I’d put a bullet in all their heads,’ but he needed information for his boss about this case and couldn’t go back empty handed.
 

“Okay,” he said.  “There are three men dead in the house; two from gunshot wounds and one that looks like the dog in there ate his neck.”
 

“What?  Where is Vanessa,” Tess yelled.
 

“Who is Vanessa,” the detective asked. 
 

“Vanessa Sky is the woman who owns the house.” 
 

Detective Dan took out a writing pad and began to write what Tess had said down.  “And where does she work?”
 

“Hold on,” Bless said cutting into the conversation.  He was letting Tess handle this, but there was more they needed to know and he didn’t like the way the fat detective looked at Tess.  “So there was no woman inside the house,” Bless asked. 
 

“No,” Dan said with an attitude, “but there was a dog.  The dog has been shot, but he’ll live.  We sent him to the Veterinarian.”
 

“I want the dog,” Bless said. 
 

“You can get him from the vet once the investigation is over.  Listen, do you have any more answers for me,” Dan asked.
 

“No,” said Tess.  Her and Bless walked to the house next door and Tess knocked on the door.  
 

An old woman’s voice asked who it was.  “It’s me, Tess, Ms. Brown.”  A light skinned old lady opened the door. 
 

“Oh child, how have you been?  I haven’t seen you since Ebony’s funeral.”  Ms. Brown was Vanessa’s next door neighbor.  She had watched Tess, Vanessa and the other girls grow up.  She was the grandmother of the neighborhood. 
 

“How have you been Ms. Brown?” Tess asked.
 

“Child, I’m fine, but those cops keep coming over here asking me all kinds of questions.  I have nothing to say to them.”
 

“What about me,” Tess said with a smile on her face.
 

Ms. Brown looked at Tess and then Bless.  “Who is this handsome young man?”
 

“Oh Ms. Brown, this is the love of my life.  You know him.  He just looks different now that he’s home.” 
 

“Oh Dear, this is Bless.  How are you doing sugar?”
 

“I’m fine, Ms. Brown.”
 

“You two kids come in.”  Once inside Ms. Brown began to talk.  “I want to tell you what I saw before the police come back over here.  I heard the shots and there were a lot of them.  So, I called the police.  See child I won’t talk to them, but I’ll sure call them if someone needs help.  After I got off the phone, I came to my window and saw two men that looked Latino one was muscular and big.  He had Vanessa on his shoulder and the other was smaller and had what looked like a suitcase in his hand.  I may be old, but I got some good eyes.” 
 

“Ms. Brown, do you think you know who the men were?”
 

“Child they weren’t from around here.  I know everybody in this neighborhood, young or old.”  
 

Everybody knew Ms. Brown.  She had lost two grandsons to the streets and still had one out there selling drugs and everybody loved and respected her grandsons.  They were ride or die niggas.  
 

“Dear you know no one around here is foolish enough to mess with your peoples.”  Ms. Brown knew what Tess and Vanessa did for a living. She heard everything that went on in the streets, but that didn’t stop her love for them; in fact, it made her love them more.  She loved all the young and all old hustlers to her they were just trying to survive in a cold world. “But Dear, I do have something for you,” Ms. Brown handed Tess a piece of paper.
 

“What’s this,” Tess asked.  “It’s the license plate number to the truck I saw them take Vanessa away in!  I told you I got good eyes,” the old lady said with a smile. 
 

“Thank you, Ms. Brown.” Tess bent down and hugged the older woman and Bless did the same.
 

“Please, you two take care of each other, bye sweetie,” and with that her door was closed.
 

Bless and Tess made their way across the street to their car with the cops on the block looking at their every move.  Once in the car Tess took out her cellphone from her purse and made a call as Bless pulled off the block.  “Hi,” a voice said.
 

“Hi Young, I need you to run a license plate number for me.  I’ll hit you off when we come and pick up those toys from you,” Tess stated.
 

“Alright it’s not a problem.  I’ll have everything tomorrow.”  With all of Young’s family it was easy for him to get the information they needed.
 

“Thank you, Young,” Tess said as she hung up.
 

Bless was in deep thought as he was driving home.  Shit had really gone to hell since he had been home.  All he wanted was to be out of the game, out of this lifestyle and married to the woman he loved, but shit had gone all wrong.  It seemed everybody around him had been lying to him and now there were people trying to kill him and Tess.  This was driving him crazy.  Ebony and Vanessa were like sisters to him, whoever was behind this were going to pay and pay with their life.  
 

As if Tess knew what her man was thinking she began to speak.  “They’re our sisters and we will get vengeance on whoever it is and their family for fucking with our family,” Tess stated.  “Young said he’ll have the info we need tomorrow.”
 

“Good,” Bless replied. 
 






 


Heads up
 

 
 

Chapter 28              
 

The next day in a restaurant in Chinatown Young was having an early lunch with his cousin Lee.  “Listen Young, I got the information you wanted and those toys you asked for, but I have to tell you something.” 
 

“Go ahead and spit it out,” Young replied. 
 

Lee was a short Chinese man.  He was ordinary looking and from the looks of it no one could ever tell he was an FBI agent, but he was as crooked as they come.  His hands were into everything from drugs to guns all to help his family the Asian Mafia.  
 

“Young, the FBI has been watching Tess and her crew for a while, but was unable to get evidence on them to build a case.  They know about the murders Tess and her team pulled off, but they have no proof.  We all know she was working for Ricardo and we found out Jose has a warehouse down here that he uses for drugs.  We arrested several airline employees that work for Jose on charges of an International drug ring.  We got large quantities of drugs.  A hundred pounds of cocaine, more than fifty pounds of heroin, and seven pounds of ecstasy, but no one we got is willing to snitch on him.  Jose has been smuggling drug money to the Dominican Republic for a while now and we want him.” 
 

“Oh, so what does this have to do with me?” Young asked.
 

“Listen, shit is about to go down and I want you to get on a flight to China tonight.  I already have a ticket for you.  The FEDs know Jose got Vanessa.  We have a tape of sounds of her blackmailing Jose.  We had Jose’s phone tapped for a while.  I’m going to give you the tape to take with you and so you can listen to it and tell me what you think, but don’t tell Tess about the tape yet.  Young we know a war is about to begin once Tess finds out that Jose has Vanessa and she will find out because that license plate you had me run.  I have the information right here and the truck belongs to Jose Sosa and when you tell her this you already know she will react.  She’ll come at Jose with everything she has and the FEDs will be right there to pick up the pieces.  So, I want you to get as far away from this shit as you can,” he stated. 
 

“Lee, you know I go way back with Tess and her family and you know I’m going to warn her,” Young replied.
 

“I know that’s part of the reason I’m telling you all of this.  Here take the ticket and the tape.”  Young took the tape and the ticket off the table and stood up.  Lee did the same.  Lee hugged his cousin.  “Leave town tonight,” Lee said as he walked away.
 






 


Hell on Earth
 

 
 

Chapter 29              
 

In a warehouse in lower eastside, Vanessa was bleeding from her wounds.  She was tied to a chair in a lot of pain still not knowing what was really going on, but she knew she was being tortured by the big muscular Spanish man that grabbed her out of her house.  Vanessa learned that his name was Tito.  “Where’s the money, bitch,” Tito said as he punched her in the head.  
 

Vanessa screamed as he kept punching her repeatedly.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Vanessa said with tears and blood running down her face.
 

“Oh, you want to play stupid, bitch.”  Tito looked at her with lust in his eyes and started to feel on her breast.  “Mmm, you have a nice body.  I bet if I fuck the shit out of you you’ll talk, bitch.”
 

“Fuck you,” Vanessa shouted.
 

“No, I’m going to fuck you.”  Tito put his hands on the rope and untied her legs and waist and left her hands tied.  He picked her up and placed her on the floor.  Vanessa was too weak and beat up to put up a fight against the giant.  He pulled down her shorts and pulled her thong to the side. He pulled down his pants and pulled out his dick and as fast as he could he rammed his dick into her. 
 

“AAHHH,” Vanessa yelled.  “Please stop please,” she cried while the big man pumped into her even harder. 
 

“You don’t want me to stop, bitch!  This is what your ass need. You want to blackmail people and you killed my partners in your house.  Take this dick!”  He pumped in and out and as hard as he could.  “Take this! Take this dick!”  
 

All Vanessa could do was cry and pray she’d get the chance to kill this man.  
 

“Yeah, yeah,” Tito moaned.  “You love this right?” He grabbed her throat and started to hump and pump all crazy until he busted a nut with one hard pump.  Tito collapsed on top of her body.  “You got some sweet pussy, bitch,” he said while leaning close to her face. Vanessa took the opportunity and locked her teeth into his face.  “AAHHH,” Tito yelled and tried to pull his face free from her locked mouth, but couldn’t.  He punched her in the head as hard as he could and Vanessa pulled away in pain, but had a piece of his flesh in her mouth and a smile on her face.  “Bitch, I’m going to kill you and fuck you at the same time.” 
 

Just then Carlos walked in and seen Tito on top of Vanessa.  Carlos walked over with his gun in his hand and hit Tito in the head with the butt of his 9mm.  Tito fell over in pain and looked up to see his boss.  Carlos hit Tito again over and over until he opened up a cut on his head.  “I told your ass to watch her and find out where the money is, not rape her,” Carlos yelled.
 

“But boss.” Tito pleaded.
 

“Don’t but boss me, you’re lucky I don’t put a hole in your ass.  Put her clothes back on and pick her up and put her back in the chair now!” Carlos ordered.
 

“Si Boss.”  Tito pulled up his pants and did what Carlos said and stood quiet by the chair.
 

Carlos pulled out a clean rag and wiped Vanessa’s face.  “I’m sorry for what this animal did to you, please forgive me.”
 

“Yeah right,” Vanessa said.
 

Carlos heart went out to her.  He was a killer, but not a rapist.  He wanted so bad to put a bullet in Tito’s head, ‘but now wasn’t the time, maybe later,’ he told himself.
 

Jose walked in, followed by Ricardo and three henchmen. Ricardo came to see if Vanessa said it was him that gave the order for the hit.  This made him worried, but he knew Jose wouldn’t blame her if she did talk.  
 

Jose put his fat hands on Vanessa’s swollen face.  “I see you’re not doing too well,” he said as he laughed.  “Now, are you ready to tell me where the rest of the money is at?”
 

Vanessa looked up at the fat Dominican drug lord.  She spit out blood and yelled, “For the last fucking time you fat son of a bitch, I don’t know what you’re talking about!” 
 

This just made Jose even angrier.  He turned to Carlos, “Carlos do you think her so called friends know she snitched?”
 

“No,” Carlos replied.  “Maybe we can use this.”
 

“Yeah,” Ricardo said. 
 

“We can make Tess come to us and then kill her.  We damn sure had no luck sending our people after them,” Jose stated.  “We make her come to us and anyone that was a part of Hector’s murder.”
 

Vanessa looked up at Ricardo and their eyes met, in one swift move he closed in on her and placed a knife on her neck and whispered in her ear.  “If you say a word, you’ll die sooner than you’re supposed to.” 
 

“Fuck you,” Vanessa said in between tears.  Vanessa had no idea that Ricardo was behind his own brother’s death, but Ricardo didn’t know this.  Vanessa thought it was best to stay quiet and not push her luck. 
 

“Carlos,” Jose yelled.  “Call some gunmen and get this place ready and then make a call to Tess.” 
 

Jose and Ricardo walked upstairs to a back office. Jose sat down on a black couch in the room and looked at Ricardo.  “I don’t know how you let this happen,” Jose said. 
 

“Let what happen,” Ricardo replied.  
 

“Let your own fucking hit team run wild and kill our baby brother!” 
 

“What you’re trying to say I can’t handle my business,” Ricardo said with hate in his eyes. 
 

“Si,” said Jose. 
 

“You know what fuck you,” Ricardo yelled and with that Jose jumped up and punched his brother in the jaw.
 

“Now, listen here baby brother.  I’m the boss of this family and these streets and you don’t disrespect me ever and don’t let me tell you again. Now, go help Carlos get ready for tomorrow before I really get mad.” 
 

Ricardo left the office holding his jaw.  Tomorrow will be the last time his brother will breathe air.  “I promise that,” he said to no one in particular. “I’ll kill Jose, Tess and Carlos all at the same time and place killing three birds with one stone,” he said to himself and smiled.
 






 


The Meeting
 

 
 

Chapter 30                            
 

Across town in Brooklyn in Kings Plaza Mall, Tess, Bless and Iris sat in a back row in the movie theater in the dark next to Young.  Resident Evil 3 was playing on the screen, but none of them was paying any attention to the movie.  This meeting was about business.  “So, what are you saying?” Tess replied. 
 

“Just what I said, Tess.  Jose has Vanessa and the truck came back to his name.  It came back to some warehouse in the lower eastside.  My cousin from the FBI put me on.  So, I’m putting you on.  You know you’re family to me. You, your Uncle Thomas, Bless and Iris,” Young said with a grin.  “But listen the FEDs is watching you.  That’s why I ask that we meet in the movie theater.  They know you will go after Jose and they’re waiting for the war.  They’re hoping they can charge you with something because they never had any evidence on you for the last three years you have been running the business.  If they can’t get you, there hoping Jose will kill you and Bless off anyway and they pick up the pieces.  Anyway they win.” 
 

“Shit,” Bless said not almost believing the FEDs wanted him and Tess dead.  
 

“No one likes to see a rich black person or black man and woman doing these things good or bad.  They want to keep the blacks and Latino down in poverty.  Alright, I wish the three of you good luck.  Here’s the address to the warehouse and take these keys they go to a blue Lincoln LS.  It’s parked between 19th street and Church Avenue.  You three won’t see me for awhile.  I’m heading out of town.  I’ll keep in touch,” with that Young hugged Tess and Iris and gave Bless a handshake and walked out the theater.  
 

Bless, Tess and Iris stayed behind in the theater till the movie ended. Just in case they were being followed by the FEDs.  They wouldn’t know about Young coming to see them.  It just looked like the three of them went to the movies.
 

As Young walked through the mall’s underground garage, he had a bad feeling about it all like the tape.  He just came from his cousins about the person who blackmailed Jose.  The voice sounded like Vanessa, but he had to listen to it once more there were a lot of questions unanswered. When he figured them out he’d let Tess know everything.  As he opened the car door to his black Infiniti G 32, his instinct told him to turn around and grab his gun from his waist.  He turned around with his gun in his hand and faced the person that was behind him.  
 

Once he realized who the person, “Oh it’s you,” Young said.  As he calmed down, “You scared the shit out of me,” he said with a smile.  Out of nowhere a bullet slammed into his stomach.  “AAHHH,” Young yelled.  “What the fuck are you doing?”  He tried to raise his gun.  A bullet tore through the flesh of his face blowing four holes in it.  He lay on the ground next to his car as his blood flowed out on the ground his body was shaking and jerking violently.  He was still breathing when his killer stood over him.  “Why?” was the last word to escape his mouth before four shots ripped through his chest from the silencer of the 3.80 automatic. 
 

His killer then picked up his body and placed it into Young’s car and shut the door and walked away without a care in the world.  No one saw or heard anything.  All was going as planned as far as the killer was concerned. 
 






 


Getting Ready for War
 

 
 

Chapter 31                            
 

Bless, Tess and Iris were having a meeting in their Brooklyn townhouse in Crown Heights with their three lieutenants they had running the drug spots in the streets, Damou, Layla and Tyler.  
 

“Yo Damou, I want you to go to Church Avenue on 19th Street and pick up a blue Lincoln LS inside are the guns I want you to get some soldiers,” Bless stated. 
 

“How many soldiers do you need?” Damou asked.
 

“I need thirteen of your best.” Bless demanded.
 

“I got you,” Damou replied.  He was eighteen and coming up in the game fast.  He was dark skin and grimy and had the streets scared to death of him.  He was quick with his gun and had a gang of young wolves to back him up.  He was sure he’d go to the top of the game.  And ever since Omar’s death he’d been running all of the Brownsville spots and some of the other spots.  Damou looked up to Bless and wanted to be just like him or even better.  He would put any work in for Bless.  He would kill anyone that Bless asked.  He loved Bless for his own reason.
 

While Bless was giving Damou the run down on the plan, Tess’s cell phone rang, “Who’s this?”
 

“Como esta bitch?”
 

“Who the fuck is this,” Tess yelled into the phone.
 

“Oh, you know who this is Tess.”  Tess went quiet and pressed the button for the speaker phone so everybody could hear the call.  “Listen carefully bitch, I’m only going to say this once.  You killed my brother and now I’m going to kill you.” 
 

“Fuck you Jose,” Tess yelled.  Everybody’s eyes were on Tess.  They didn’t want the caller to know they were there, but they were all getting madder by the minute. 
 

“No fuck you Tess and your team.  I have your girl Vanessa and if you want her to stay alive, you meet me when I call you again.”
 

“How I know she’s still alive,” Tess said.  Just then Jose slapped Vanessa making her scream and put a gun to her head.  “Talk bitch, your friends want to know I didn’t kill your ass yet!”
 

“Tess!  Tess!  Don’t come for me!” Jose hit Vanessa in the jaw with his gun, “Shut the fuck up, bitch!”  
 

Carlos stood by and watched hating the fact his cousin was beating on a woman. 
 

“Okay Jose,” Tess said.  “Stop it.  I’ll come.  I’ll come,” she yelled into the phone. 
 

“I want all of you, Bless and Iris too.” 
 

“Okay, so where do you want us to meet you?” 
 

“I’ll call you four in the morning and tell you,” and with that Jose hung up the phone. 
 

“Layla, I need you to get your team ready.  Bring about fifteen gunmen.” 
 

“I got you,” Layla replied.  Tess put Layla into the game.  She was eighteen, light skin, beautiful, and as dangerous as they get.  She grew up in five different foster homes that made her a fighter. She was raped in every foster home.  This made her heart cold.  Tess found her wandering the streets when she was sixteen.  She had the same clothes on for a month.  She had run away from her last foster home a month ago in Bushwick after cutting her foster father’s stomach while he tried to rape her again.  Tess saw the girl walking and took her in, gave her food, clean clothes, and let her use the bathroom to take a shower and asked her questions about her life.  She was the first and only person Layla met that cared about how she felt.  
 

After telling Tess what she did to her foster father and why, Tess made her jump in her car and they drove to her foster father’s house.  Once there Tess made Layla follow her to the door. Layla didn’t know what was going on all she knew was she was now feeling bad. This nice lady who fed her and clothed her was now making her go back to the place she ran from.  
 

Tess knocked on the door and an old fat brown skinned man came to the door.  He looked at Tess and her voluptuous body and licked his lips and then he looked behind her to see Layla standing there.  
 

“I see you brought back the slut, thank you.  I’ll deal with her,” he said while grabbing his dick.  Tess pulled out a pink pearl handle baby 9 mm handgun from her thigh holster and hit the fat man in the nose then she hit him again in the mouth making him fall back into the house on the floor.  
 

Tess walked into the house.  She pointed the gun at the fat man on the floor.  “So, you like raping women and little girls,” and she hit him again.
 

“No, please stop,” he cried, but Tess didn’t.  She repeatedly hit him with the gun over and over until his face looked like a bloody mess then she pulled out a razor from her purse.  Layla was standing there shocked as hell.  She was enjoying her foster father getting his ass whipped. 
 

“Layla, come here.”  Layla walked over to Tess.  “Take this,” Tess passed Layla the razor.  “Cut this fat motherfucker,” with a devilish grin. Layla swung the blade down on her foster father’s face.
 

“AAHHH,” he cried.  “Please stop!”
 

“You didn’t want to stop when I asked you to stop raping me,” Layla said cutting him again and again. 
 

“Alright that’s enough,” Tess said while grabbing the girl’s hand because she was lost in rage.  Tess looked down at the fat man, “Listen and listen to me good, if you tell the cops or anybody else about what happened today, you’re death will be a painful one more painful than what happened today.”
 

The fat man looked in Tess’s eyes and knew she was serious.  “I won’t tell,” he said between crying and sobbing from pain. 
 

“Oh, I know you won’t,” Tess replied.  “I’m going to take care of Layla from now on and here’s what I want you to do every time the social worker comes over here.  You call me and I’ll bring her over.  You tell them that she still lives here and you’re going to do this until she is eighteen and can legally live on her own.  Do you understand me?”
 

“Yes,” the fat man said. 
 

“You can keep the money they give you for taking care of her every month.  That’s what your ass was doing anyway and if I ever find out you take in another girl and do the same thing to them me and Layla will pay you a visit.  Here’s my card with my number.  You call me a day before that social worker get here or else.  Come on Layla.” 
 

And with that Layla was the happiest girl in the world.  Tess took good care of her.  She taught her the drug game and the business game and gave her an apartment to live in one of her buildings when she turned eighteen.  Layla would go to the end of the earth for Tess and back. 
 

Bless pulled out a map.  “Listen, everyone they don’t know that we know where they’re keeping Vanessa.  That’s the reason why they want to call us at the last minute and tell us where to meet them so we don’t have time to be ready.” 
 

“Yo, I have the team ready on the lower eastside,” Iris said.  “Tyler had the lower eastside projects on lock so that will be where some of us will use for an escape and we have some Chinese connects down there to hide if need be.” 
 

“I’ll have everything ready,” Bless said and with that the meeting was over, sending the three young lieutenants to handle their part of the plan.
 

“Yo, this shit is real fucked up,” Iris said.  “How do you think Jose know we was behind his brother’s death.  You think Ricardo sold us out?”
 

“I don’t know, but if he did he’s dead too,” Tess replied.
 

“Shit, if you bitches didn’t do the hit on Hector, we wouldn’t have this problem in the first place, but no ya’ll wanted to run around on some female hit man shit like Kill Bill.  None of this shit would have gone down if you just sold drugs and stayed to yourself,” Bless said with anger in his voice.  He now knew who had put a bomb in his car and had all type of people trying to kill him.  To him, it felt like every time he was close to getting out of the drug game some bullshit stuck him back in and he once again had to become the beast he so badly didn’t want to be anymore. 
 

“Listen Bless, I know you’re mad, but we did what we did there’s no turning back.  I’m upset over this shit too.  I lost one of my closest friends and the next one has been kidnapped,” Tess said. 
 

“Any man that’s grimy enough to order a hit on his own flesh and blood is a person not to be trusted or to do business with.  If he’d be grimy enough to kill his own family, what you think he’d do to his friends or business partners or better yet you!  The two of you already know this after all the shit we’ve been through together,” Bless said while looking at the two women with disgust in his eyes. 
 

“Like Tess said we did what we did and know we fucked up.  Are you going to keep throwing this shit in our face,” Iris said.  
 

“No Mami, you two are my heart and I’ll do anything for you.  I’m just fucked up in the head over this shit.”  
 

“We’re sorry,” Iris said and then got up. 
 

“I have to go get some more things ready, but don’t think for a second I’m not fucked up in the head over this shit too.” Bless said.
 

Iris bent down and kissed Tess deeply and passionately on the lips. “Mmm,” Iris moaned.  “Damn, I miss that,” she said as she looked Tess in her eyes.  Tess looked at Bless giving him the ‘I didn’t know she was going to do that look.’  Then Iris walked to the end of table where Bless was sitting and used her tongue to slowly move around his neck an inched its way to his chin and then his lips.  Their tongues danced in each other’s mouths and her hand went down slow to feel his hard dick through his jeans.  Iris bent down and started to unzip his jeans.  
 

“Stop Iris!”
 

“What,” she replied.
 

“I’m not feeling this.  I can’t keep doing this.  I love you, but my heart and body belongs to Tess.  I have to put a stop to this.  It was alright when we were younger, but this has to stop!” 
 

Iris got up off of her knees.  “If that’s how you feel, I’ll respect that! You feel the same way Tess?”  
 

Tess looked Iris in the eyes.  She didn’t really want to answer the question.  She loved Iris and didn’t want to hurt her, but just like her man said, she wasn’t in love with her and Bless and she would be married.  They couldn’t continue to do the things they did when they were younger.  “Yes Iris, I do feel the same way.” 
 

“Alright,” Iris said.  “I don’t have a problem with that.  You two still love me, right?”
 

“Of course we do,” both Tess and Bless said at the same time and got up and hugged Iris tight.  “We’ll always love you no matter what.”  Iris hugged them back feeling the same way.
 

“Okay guys, I got to go get shit ready for this morning.  Holla at me if anything else comes up,” she said while her eyes were locked on Bless’s jeans to let him know she was talking about his dick.  She left the house and jumped into her Benz and headed to her house on the other side of Brooklyn to get things ready. 
 






 


Pray It Won’t Be Our Last Night
 

 
 

Chapter 32                            
 

Tess was breathing hard and out of air.  Bless had just got done fucking the shit out of her.  ‘Damn, that’s some good dick,’ she thought. She laid there out of breath next to Bless who was looking up at the ceiling with his hand behind his head.  
 

“Baby, what are you thinking about?” Tess said.  She moved closer to him and put her head on his chest.  She felt so safe in his arms, always had. 
 

“Yo Mami, I’m just thinking about all the crazy shit that’s going on and trying to shine some light onto the situation.”
 

“What you mean,” Tess replied.
 

“Baby, it seems like every time I come to getting the fuck out I can’t.  I wish we could just get up and leave all this shit behind us, but the man and gangster in me knows we can’t leave yet without getting Vanessa or killing Ebony and Omar’s killer.” 
 

“I feel what you’re saying daddy and I am sorry baby.”
 

“Don’t be sorry.  I don’t blame you.  If it wasn’t this shit, it would’ve been something else in these streets keeping us from getting out.”
 

“Don’t talk like that,” Tess replied.
 

“Tess sometimes the only way I see out of this shit is death or jail.  Shit, I’m laying here with my wife to be, fucking and making love, praying it won’t be the last time.”
 

Tears ran down Tess’ face and soaked Bless’ chest.  She knew what he meant.  What if he died or she died in this war that’s about to happen?  Bless felt his woman’s tears running down on him.  He lifted up her chin and kissed her lips softly and then kissed her eyes, wiping away her tears.  “I love you too, baby,” he replied.
 

Tess spread her body across him and sat up to ride him.  She guided his dick into her warm pussy and slowly grinded her hips enjoying the sweet sensations she could only feel with him.  “Baby, am I going too slowly for you,” she moaned. 
 

“No boo. Do your thing,” Bless replied while grinding her hips and forcing her all the way down on his dick.  She let out a moan.  To Bless there was nothing better than making love to her.  Yes, he loved to fuck the shit out of her, but there was something special they shared when they made love or the slow grind as he liked to call it.  It felt as if their souls were making love too, not just their bodies.  Tess’ pussy became wetter and wetter with ever slow grind and she felt his dick go deeper and deeper with tears in her eyes.  She moaned, “I love you.”
 

“I love you too, boo.” They continued to make love for hours.
 

Hours later Tess and Bless stood fully dressed in all black.  Bless had on his new bullet proof vest tight under his black shirt, Tess did the same.  It was only 12am and Jose wouldn’t call until 4am, but they couldn’t sleep so Tess thought it was best that they get ready.  Bless picked up the small machine gun and put the extended clip full of black talons bullets in the AR15 then he put his twin 45 desert eagle handguns in his shoulder holster. Tess did the same with her twin 40 Cali handguns on her ankle holster that was strapped under her jeans.  
 

Ring.  Ring.  Ring.  Bless’ phone rang and he picked it up, “Yo, who’s this?”
 

“It’s me, Boss.  Everything is in place.  I have the soldiers ready at the spot,” Damou said. 
 

“When I give you the signal, you know what to do,” and with that Bless hung up.  He looked over at Tess to see her on the phone and then she hung up.  “Who was that?” Bless asked. 
 

“It was Layla.  She has her Bushwick shooter’s ready and waiting.”
 

“That’s good,” Bless replied.  “It’s still early and everything is ready.”
 

Tess’ cell phone rang she picked it up on the first ring, “Who is this?”
 

“It’s Lee,” the voice responded.  Tess stopped to think.  Lee was Young’s cousin and was an FBI agent and also part of the Asian Mafia and she only met him twice out of all of the years she knew Young and if he was calling it couldn’t be good.  “Tess listen I can’t talk on this phone, but I have to meet you and Bless.”
 

Tess’ instincts jumped.  What does Lee want to meet with her for?  If they had business, it was always handled through Young.  “Why can’t Young meet me,” Tess replied.
 

“Tess, Young is dead.”
 

“What!  How?” she yelled. 
 

“I don’t have much time before the FED tap into my phone.  I block them out for only a few seconds.  Meet me at Eastern Parkway by the Popeye’s restaurant in ten minutes.”
 

“Do you think it’s a set up?” Bless responded. 
 

“Not really because Lee loved Young and that motherfucker is dirtier than us, but I can’t believe Young is dead.  We just saw him today.”  
 

“We’ll go meet him,” Bless replied.
 

Bless and Tess hopped out of the black Chevy Impala they got from Young just a few days before.  Tess thought it was best for them to keep driving it since their car was too flashy.  Bless made sure to park the car a block away from where they were meeting Lee just in case they needed to get away fast.  No one would have seen what car they got in.  They walked down the block and saw a short Chinese man.  
 

Bless and Tess made their way through the crowd.  Even at 12:30am at night Eastern Parkway was still crowded with people coming home from work, to people going to buy food at the 24-hour restaurant, and the thugs on the corner selling their drugs. 
 

“Hi Lee,” Tess said while hugging him.  Then Lee put out his hand to shake Bless’ hand.
 

“It’s good to see you two.  I just wish it was on a better situation, but it’s not.”
 

“Should we be here talking in the open like this,” Bless replied.
 

“It’s okay here we’re mixed in with the crowd and plus I ordered some Popeye’s chicken that I have to pick up when we’re done.”
 

Tess and Bless looked at each other thinking Lee was out of his mind, but shit they planned to do the same.  “Young was killed today in Kings Plaza Mall,” Lee stated.
 

“How he was with us,” Tess said. 
 

“I know!  How come we just now finding out,” Bless responded.
 

“Because whoever killed him put his body back in his car making time before someone noticed it.” Lee answered. “Shit, they didn’t find the body until after the mall closed and they noticed the car shouldn’t be there.”
 

“Whoever killed Young knew what they were doing.  Who’d be crazy enough to kill him knowing he’s part of the Asian Mafia,” Tess said. 
 

“I don’t know.  I think Young was getting to close to the answers.  That is why he was killed.  The FEDs have been watching Ricardo and Jose and they tapped their phones and I gave Young a tape with a voice on it blackmailing Jose.  I was hoping he could tell me who the voice belonged to.  I think he did.  I think Young’s killer was…”  A shot rang out opening a wound in Lee’s head and then his chest.  Lee hit the ground bleeding.  Bless got on his knees to help him, “Who…whose Young’s killer?” Bless asked, but it was no use Lee was dead from the first shot.  
 

The whole time Tess was scanning for where the shots came from. Boom!  A shot exploded hitting Bless in the chest.  He fell back on the ground.  People in the crowded street were screaming and running everywhere.  
 

The shooter was holding his 30-30 sniper rifle looking through the scope and had his aim locked on Bless’ head.  Just then Tess pinpointed where the shots had come from.  Three years of being a contract killer had taught her angles of how to shoot a person and she knew the only way that the shot was possible was from the building on the left on the roof.  
 

She raised her twin 40 Cali handguns and squeezed the trigger.  Bursts of gunfire were let off by the 40 Cali bullets ripped through the brick walls on top of the roof.  The sniper yelled in pain as one of the 40 Cali bullets grazed his arm.  The shooter pulled back and started running, dropping the sniper rifle while he jumped roof to roof making his getaway. 
 

Tess started heading for the building, but knew she would never make it in time to get the shooter. She stopped and looked back at Bless who was now getting up.  The crowd of people were ducking, screaming, and running all around.  Bless grabbed Tess’ hand and pulled her down the block.  They made it to their car and jumped in and pulled off.
 

“This shit can’t be good.  Now we have a dead FBI agent and another Asian Mafia.  Shit,” Bless said while he was driving.  Tess looked at the hole in his shirt.  The hole was right where his heart was.  She put her finger through the hole and felt the metal vest.  “Yeah, the bullet didn’t go through, but the shit hurt like hell.  I’m glad Young was right when he said these new bulletproof vests will stop almost any bullet,” Bless stated.
 

“Shit baby, who you think tried to kill us just now?” Tess asked.
 

“I don’t know, but the son of a bitch can shoot.  He hit Lee dead center of his head and I’m sure the next shot he had on me would have made its way to my head if you didn’t start shooting and catch him off guard. 
 






 


All or Nothing
 

 
 

Chapter 33                            
 

Ricardo sat in his red Lincoln Navigator in front of the warehouse.  Ten of his men were already inside mixed in with twenty of Jose and Carlos’s men.  Ricardo rubbed his arm from the pain he felt and thought to himself all this will be over in a few hours.  Tess, Iris, Bless, his brother Jose and cousin Carlos will all be dead.  Ricardo turned his neck and looked at Tito in the passenger seat next to him, “Are you ready for this?” Ricardo asked.
 

“Yeah, I’m ready and I’m down for it,” Tito responded.  
 

It was easy to get Tito to cross Carlos because Carlos had pistol whipped him for raping that girl.  ‘I have to kill him when this is all said and done.  If Tito will cross Carlos, the hand that fed him, so easily he’ll damn sure cross me,’ Ricardo thought to himself.  Tito got out of the truck and went inside the warehouse to get ready for Ricardo’s plan.
 

Four o’clock am, on the dot, Jose picked up the phone and dialed Tess’ number, “Como esta bitch,” Jose said into the phone. 
 

“Enough with the name calling you fat pig.  Where you want us to meet you at?” Tess responded.
 

“The lower eastside there’s a warehouse with the number 257 on it.  You can’t miss it.  It’s right by the Hudson River.  You have ten minutes to get here on time or your little friend here will die a painful death.  Ten minutes or else,” he yelled into the phone and hung up. 
 

Little did he know Tess, Iris and Bless were sitting in the black Chevy Impala a block away from the warehouse with their soldiers all in place waiting for the signal to rush the building.  Layla sat on a roof with a 50 caliber sniper rifle.  When Tess gave her the signal, she would start shooting and the soldiers would move in.  
 

Bless pulled the car up in front of the warehouse and got out of the car followed by Tess and Iris.  All three of them were wearing long Gucci coats hiding their AR15’s and the guns they had in their holster.  As the three of them walk to the building door, one of Jose’s men tried to pat Bless down.  “Get you’re fucking hands off of me fool,” Bless yelled.  
 

The gunman looked Bless in the eyes wanting to kill him right then and there, but he had orders to let them pass.  The gunman thought, ‘So, what if they have guns on them?  They’re outnumbered and still going to die,’ with the thought of that he smiled at Bless and let him pass. 
 

Once inside the big warehouse, Tess, Bless and Iris took in everything; where everybody was standing and exits.  “Welcome, welcome,” Jose said from the middle of the room.  Carlos and Ricardo were standing right by him and there were gunmen all around the place on the upper level. They were leaning over the rail with M16 rifle’s aimed at Bless, Tess, and Iris. 
 

“Where is she?” Tess yelled.
 

Jose smiled and moved his fat body to the side to reveal Vanessa tied to a chair all weak and beaten up.  Vanessa lifted her head, “I told you not to come!”
 

“I’ll never leave anyone on my team, Vanessa.  You know that,” Tess replied.
 

“How touching,” Jose said, “Before I kill you, tell me why you killed my brother.”
 

Tess began to open her mouth to speak when Ricardo raised his Beretta 9mm.  Jose grabbed Ricardo’s arm, “What are you doing?  We’ll get to do that in due time.”
 

In those few seconds that Jose turned his head to talk to Ricardo, no one noticed Bless, Tess and Iris let flash grenades fall from their coats and roll over to Jose and his men.  All of Jose’s men were too busy looking at Jose yell at Ricardo.  Bless, Tess and Iris had shut their eyes tight.  Carlos looked over at them and then Jose and Ricardo did the same.
 

“It’s too late to pray,” Jose said.
 

“Who said anything about praying,” Tess replied.
 

Carlos looked down and saw the black object on the floor by his feet, but it was too late.  Boom!  A loud explosion went off and bright light, as bright as the sun, filled the room blinding everyone in the warehouse, but Tess, Bless and Iris.  And in one quick move their coats fell to the ground. Tess and Bless pulled out their AR15 and started spraying black Talon’s bullets into everything moving.  Shots fired sent bodies twisting and jerking in place.  Jose dove to the ground.
 

Damou and Tyler were outside making their way in with their soldiers. Damou let off shots from the Mac10 hitting the gunman at the front door.  Damou made his way inside followed by the soldiers.  Layla was giving cover with the sniper rifle blowing holes into Jose’s gunmen’s heads.  It was an all out war. 
 

Tess made her way to Vanessa who was on the floor.  Tess untied her from the chair and passed her one of the 40 Cali handguns from her holster.  Just then all hell broke loose FBI agents came out of nowhere rushing the warehouse, “Freeze, FBI put your hands up!”
 

Jose’s gunmen began shooting at the FEDs.  FBI agents were everywhere shooting and killing whoever and whatever.  Vanessa was moving cautiously keeping her eyes on Tito.  
 

Jose was hiding behind Carlos, “Shit, we have to get out of here now,” Jose screamed.  
 

Carlos looked and saw one of Tess’ soldiers aiming at him.  Carlos ducked and the shot missed.  Carlos squeezed the trigger of his 9mm.  The bullet hit Tess’ soldier in the head.  Carlos started heading to the side door of the warehouse with Jose following behind him.  Tito took aim and let off three quick shots all hitting Jose in the back.  Jose fell to the floor.  Tito walked over to Jose’s body and aimed the nozzle of his gun at Jose’s head.  
 

“I told you motherfucker.  I’ll get you,” Tito heard the voice say in his ear as he felt the barrel of a gun on his head.  Tito knew the voice belonged to Vanessa and knew he was dead.  Vanessa squeezed the trigger of the gun and the hollow point bullet shredded his skull and sent his brain matter spraying everywhere. 
 

Ricardo saw Tito’s head explode.  Ricardo aimed and shot Vanessa in the back.  Vanessa fell to the floor in pain.  She was too weak to get up. Ricardo walked over to his brother’s body making sure he stayed low from all of the bullets that were flying everywhere.  Ricardo looked down in surprise to see Jose was still alive.  
 

“Help me, Ricardo, help me.”  Ricardo looked down at his brother and raised his 45 revolver to his head.  Jose’s eyes grew wide.  “What are you doing,” Jose said.
 

“Taking over bro,” Boom!  The shot tore a hole through Jose’s head. Carlos stopped shooting for a minute and looked back to find Jose.  He looked around at all the exchanging gunfire, but he couldn’t believe his eyes.  He had just seen Ricardo kill Jose.  Carlos made his way to the hiding escape path behind the wall and ran for his life.
 

Damou knew he was outnumbered because of the FEDs.  So, he pulled back and made a run for the projects with Tyler behind him.  Most of their soldiers were dead or dying.  “Freeze FBI,” an FBI agent was right in front of Damou and Tyler blocking their path to the projects.  Damou pulled the trigger to his Mac11 rapid fire ripped through the agent’s face and body. Damou started to run to the lower eastside projects. 
 

 An FBI agent saw one of his partners go down by Damou’s gun.  The agent aimed his Mp5 sub-machine gun and the bullets tore through Tyler’s back.  Damou looked back and saw Tyler hit the ground. He knew he had to keep moving and ran even faster.  
 

A burst of automatic fire was let off from Bless’ gun ripping through FBI agents and Jose’s men.  He was clearing the way to the back door for him, Tess, and Iris to get away.  Bless made it outside through the back door.  He chased a gunman next to the rail of the Hudson River.  His AR15 was out of ammo.  He dropped the gun and pulled out his twin 45 desert eagle handguns from his holster and pulled the triggers.  Bullets tore through the gunman’s face and body.  Bless turned around to see Iris was behind him, “Where’s Tess?” Bless yelled. 
 

“She’s coming.  She went back to grab Vanessa,” Iris stated.  “Why couldn’t you love me more than her?” 
 

“What,” Bless replied. 
 

Iris raised her Heckler 9mm and aimed it at his head.  Bless was shocked and surprised at once, “What are you doing, Iris?  We don’t have the time for this shit now.” 
 

“Why the fuck you couldn’t love me?  Was it because my father raped me and I was dirty in your eyes?”  Iris yelled.
 

Bless now knew Iris was serious or went crazy.  “Iris, what are you doing,” Bless said never taking his eyes off of the gun pointed at him.
 

Iris started to cry.  “It was me who put the bomb in your car.  It was me who killed Young because he was coming to close to the truth with the tape.” 
 

“The truth?” Bless asked.
 

“The truth that I told Jose that it was Tess who killed Hector,” she replied. 
 

“What?” Bless asked. 
 

“Because I was hoping one of you would get killed and I could be with the other.  Everything was all good when you were in jail.  Tess loved me and then you came home.  She wants to leave the game and me,” Iris yelled.
 

“Iris, Tess never loved you like that.” Bless stated.
 

“Yes, she did,” Iris yelled.
 

“So, you kill Young and try to blow me up for what?” Bless asked.
 

“For love,” Iris replied.  “I want all of the love for myself and not have to share and if I can’t have you.  I’ll have Tess.”
 

“Iris, you sound fucking crazy.” Bless said.
 

“You want to know how fucking crazy I am.  I was the one who set Vanessa up and put the money in her house with the tracing device in it.  I was the one who killed Lee last night and then shot you.  I don’t know how you lived and I would have shot you in the head if Tess didn’t start shooting at me all crazy and shit, but I won’t make the same mistake twice.” Iris said.  
 

Just then Bless raised his gun and let off four shots.  Iris squeezed the trigger of her gun.  The first bullet hit Bless in the head, the next in his neck, and two shots went to his chest making him fall back over the rail and he fell into the Hudson River.  Iris looked at her body and was surprised none of Bless’s bullets hit her.  She knew Bless’ aim was always on point.  Shit, he taught her how to shoot.  Iris looked behind to see one of Jose’s gun men on the ground moaning in pain.  ‘Oh shit, he wasn’t even aiming at me.  He just saved me but why?’ she thought.
 

Tess was holding Vanessa up and pulling her out of the back door. Tess saw Bless go over the rail, “Noooo,” she screamed. 
 

Iris looked up and saw Tess and Vanessa at the back door of the warehouse and then she looked at the gunman on the ground and thought quickly.  She fired two shots into the gunman’s head.
 

Tess and Vanessa made their way over to Iris.  Iris prayed they didn’t see everything.  “What happened?” Tess yelled with tears in her eyes.
 

“One of Jose’s men killed Bless.”  Iris replied.
 

“Nooo!” Tess started to cry hysterically.
 

“Listen, we have to go.  The FEDs are all over the place,” Iris said while grabbing Tess and Vanessa and leading them to a manhole.  They climbed into the tunnel and walked for eleven blocks and climbed back out. Outside on the street a white Cadillac Escalade was waiting for the three women to hop in.  
 

“Pull off, Layla,” Tess said.
 

“Where’s Bless?” Layla asked but could tell by the tears in her mentor’s eyes what had happened.
 

“Just pull off,” Tess replied. 
 

Layla did as she was told.  In the truck all three women changed clothes.  “Yo, the FEDs blocked the streets off for ten blocks just like you said,” Layla said.  “Shit, is crazy on the lower eastside.”  Layla pulled the truck over at 42nd street and all four women hopped out and headed for Penn Station.  “What about the truck?” Layla asked.
 

“Someone will come and pick it up tonight.  It’s all been planned out,” Tess said with tears in her eyes. 
 

All four women got on a train heading to Atlanta, Georgia.  Tess cried the whole ride there.  Vanessa and Layla were sleeping after Tess stopped the bleeding and stitched up Vanessa’s bullet wound.  The bullet only went through her shoulder from her back.  Iris and Tess were still up for the train ride.  “Iris, I never told him,” Tess said.
 

“You never told him what,” Iris replied.
 

“He knew I was still keeping something from him and I was going to tell him.” Tess said.
 

“Tell him what,” Iris replied.
 

“That I’m three months pregnant with Bless’ baby.”  It happened the day they had the threesome around when Bless first came out of jail. 
 

Iris thought to herself, ‘Guess that jail dick was stronger than we thought,’ as she looked down at her own stomach and rubbed it. 
 






 


Damou’s Time
 

 
 

Chapter 34              
 

Ricardo sat on his bed getting head by Marilyn.  He was on top of the world.  The family’s drug business belonged to him now and he even had Jose’s wife, Marilyn. “Yeah, suck, suck that dick,” he ordered Marilyn while grabbing the back of her head and pushing his dick all the way in her mouth.  He began to move it in and out of her mouth fucking it hard like he was fucking some pussy until he came in her mouth.  
 

Marilyn swallowed it and then licked her lips, “Mmm, that tastes so good.”  Ricardo’s eyes never left her hazel eyes. 
 

When he looked up, fear hit his face.  Carlos was standing in front of him with a sawed off shot gun aiming it at his head, “What the fuck?  Carlos, what are you doing here?”
 

“Don’t play stupid puto.  I know you killed Jose, but why?” 
 

The whole time Carlos was talking Ricardo was slowly reaching for his 44 revolver up under his pillow.  Ricardo pulled the gun out and pointed at Carlos.  Marilyn was now on the floor next to the bed.  
 

“Yeah, I killed him and I had Hector killed too and I’m going to kill you too!  You want to know why because I’m taking over the family business.  I’m taking the spot that should have been mines to begin with.”  Ricardo pulled the trigger of his gun hoping to catch Carlos off guard and kill him first.  Click, click, click, and click. “What the fuck,” Ricardo yelled as he looked down at his gun and noticed there were no bullets in it. 
 

Just then Marilyn stood up with a smile and stood next to Carlos. “So, you thought no one would find your Washington Heights house and now you see that Marilyn took the bullets out of your gun and told me where to find you.  Don’t you remember the rules Jose taught us.”  The sawed off shot gun roared blowing a hole in Ricardo’s chest.  Carlos walked up to him and pulled the trigger again making the shotgun roar once more blowing half of Ricardo’s face off.  Carlos reloaded the shotgun and aimed it at Marilyn. 
 

“What are you doing,” she yelled.
 

“I’m following the rules.”  Boom!  The shot sent her body back into the wall where she slumped over dead.  As Carlos left the house, he thought of what Jose taught him, never let anyone know where you live, no woman that’s not your wife, and kill all witnesses, even women. 
 

              Damou hadn’t heard from Tess or Iris after that day.  Damou watched Carlos come out the front door just as Bless planned.  Damou followed him and knew he’d kill Ricardo.  Damou was thinking how his role model could be dead.  Bless always planned for everything even this.  A tear rolled down Damou’s face because he never told Bless that he was his younger brother, that they had the same crack head ass father.  He didn’t know how to tell Bless this because Bless disowned his father for leaving him so many years back and Damou didn’t want Bless to disown him.  So, he was scared to tell him.  So, he told himself he would prove himself worthy and then tell him he was his little brother.  Now it was too late. 
 

Carlos was walking down the stairs of Ricardo’s house.  He never saw the man across the street on the motorcycle.  Damou pulled the trigger of the Uzi and the hollow point rounds ripped through Carlos’ face and body killing Carlos instantly.  Damou put the Ducati motorcycle in gear and popped up in the air and he held it up for a while and headed back to Brooklyn.  The whole ride back he thought, ‘I will put Brooklyn back on the map.  I’ll finish what Tess and my brother started.’
 






 


Awaking
 

 
 

Chapter 35              
 

All Danilo remembered was sleeping in his Atlanta, Georgia house and was awakened by a sharp pain to his neck.  It felt as if someone put a needle in his neck and his world went black.  “Umm,” Danilo moaned.  He opened his eyes and looked around.  He was in his living room duck taped to a chair and felt very weak.  Danilo looked up and saw three beautiful women standing in front of him.  “W…what the fuck is this?”  The women smiled at him.  “What the fuck you want?  The money is in the bedroom.”
 

“Oh Danilo, this ain’t about no money,” the dark skinned one said.
 

Danilo looked at her closely and it came racing back to him.  This was one of his targets that Ricardo had paid him to kill, but was only able to kill two of them.  “Fuck you, go ahead and kill me you bitch.”
 

“Oh Danilo, we’re going to kill you, but it won’t be fast,” Tess said. Just then Vanessa pulled out a blow torch and lit it up.  Danilo’s heart began to race.  Vanessa got down on her knees in front of him.  Danilo noticed how much she looked like the girl he killed in Brooklyn, but with light skin. Danilo also realized he was naked.  As the blowtorch made its way between his thighs, Danilo screamed, “AAHHH!” 
 

“This is for my sister,” Vanessa said as she burned his dick and the rest of his body went up in flames.  Tess set the rest of Danilo’s house on fire and the three women left.  They hopped into a black Porsche Cayenne. “Drive Layla,” Tess ordered and with that they were gone.  
 






 


Epilogue
 

              In Bellevue hospital, two doctors compared notes about the patient they worked on.  “Doctor James, I don’t really know how he survived the surgery,” Doctor Henry stated. 
 

“Yeah, me either with all the holes in his head and all, but the operation had little complications and went smoothly,” Doctor James replied.
 

“But he’s in a coma and there’s no telling if he’ll ever wake up.  We’re just going to have to wait and see and keep him on the respirator for the time being.  Did he have ID on him?  Is there any way we can locate his family,” Doctor Henry asked.
 

“He was found with nothing on him.  So, he’s a John Doe, but he did have a chain on his neck that had the word “Bless” on it!” 
 

“Yes, he must truly be blessed to live through what he did.” 
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