




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Все книги автора
Эта же книга в других форматах

Приятного чтения!




[image: ]




Cha'Bella Don



Dirtiest Revenge





Acknowledgements


First, I would like to thank my Heavenly Father, who art in heaven. Without Him, I wouldn’t exist and none of this would be possible. Thank you, Jesus, for blessing me with a talent to share with the world.
I would like to thank my very good friend & literary partner, my WriteOrDieChick Author MiMi Renée. You kept me level-headed and always believed in my dream. Sometimes, when I doubted myself, you were there to push me to thrive on. I love you, boo.
Author TLW: Man, what can I say? I watched you from the moment we met, and I knew you were going to be trouble. LOL. I thank you, Terry, for also believing in me.
I’d also like to thank my WCAM team.
K’wan, all those jewels you drop means a lot, and, even if no one else took notice, I was with a paper & pen. I also want to say thank you for taking your time to read my manuscript. J
Erick Gray, my literary best friend, thank you for countless phone conversations & IM chats. I just wanted to say thanks for allowing me to bug you.
Author Queen: What’s up, home girl?
I also wanted to thank my publisher, 21st Urban Editing & Publishing. Thank you.
Special thanks to the Temptress Pre’cise for helping my first piece get put on. Noiré for allowing my short, short erotic letter to be published in your online magazine, as well as King Dhakir.
There are too many to name, but I would like to say thank you to everyone from the bottom of my heart.
Special shout out to my Big Bro TheBookPusha aka Bigg Whoadi.
I want to thank my mom LaWanda Moloy & father Charles Valson. I thank you for birthing a beautiful woman and creating a masterpiece. I love y’all dearly. My step-fathers, thank you for being here. The rest of my family, James, Moloys,Whites, Tillmans, Turners, Alexanders and Carpenters: I love you all.
To my friends that believed in my dream: I thank you from the bottom of my heart.
Last but not least, I would like to thank those non-believers. Haters is what they call them, but I would like to think of them as admirers from afar. It’s because of you I’m able to shine. Love y’all, too. LOL.
Thank you to all the readers who have supported me: I see y’all.
My book is dedicated to my family who are no longer with us. I did this for you… Kareem KB Breedlove, Tanequa Nookie Williams-Glaspie, Karen Baptise. May your souls Rest In Heavenly Peace.
To my beautiful godchildren: I love you all.
Writing brings me the serenity; my pen brings me the energy.

Cha’Bella Don



Chapter I


“Wrap your legs around my waist,” Trent whispered into Kendra’s ear as he plunged his nine and a half inches deep into her warm, creamy canal.
“Mmm, daddy. Give it to me,” Kendra cried out as Trent went deeper. Her warmth and tightness made him want to bust his early.
“Damn, Kendra! Your pussy is bomb. I’m about to cum,” he said right before he exploded.
A few seconds later, while breathing heavily, Trent rolled off of Kendra and onto his back. Kendra was pissed off, and she let him know it when she said, “Oh, hell to the nah, Trent! Not this shit again! It’s like that? You made sure you got yours, but you don’t care if I get mine?”
“Fall back, lil mama. I got you next go round,” Trent said, still huffing and puffing.
“Fuck that, Trent, and fuck you!”
Kendra got out the bed, walked over to her dresser, and pulled out her Pearl Butterfly, aka Magic Monarch Vibrator. She walked out the master suite and went to the restroom downstairs. Once there, she closed the door behind her. Then, she sat on the toilet and went to work. A few moments later, Kendra was screaming out “ooh’s” and “ahh’s” for a job well done. After experiencing a few aftershocks, she hopped into the shower to remove all the sweat from her body. Kendra let the water embrace her body as she washed herself three times. Once she was clean, she got out, dried off, and grabbed her terry cloth robe. Then, she retrieved some extra blankets and a pillow from the hall closet. Fuck going back upstairs to lay with his trifling ass, she angrily thought as she made a pallet on the floor. She, then, turned on the TV and flicked through the channels until she fell asleep.

*****

Upstairs, Trent was laid out across the bed, but he wasn’t asleep. All he could do was think about Nicole. His dick got hard every time he thought about her, but he couldn’t help himself because, just a few hours ago, he had pounded her from the back.
Trent had known Nicole a long time. She was a ‘round the way chick. She was also his younger sister’s best friend. Truth be told, Nicole had always wanted to get with Trent, and she had realized that there was no better way to get what she wanted than to play by his rules. She knew he had a woman at home, but that still didn’t stop Nicole from bending over and letting Trent have his way with her in his truck.
After a restless half hour, Trent put on his boxers and headed downstairs. A smile spread across his face when he saw the love of his life sleeping on the floor. He bent down and kissed her on her forehead. Then, he laid down beside her.
Kendra was Trent’s wifey. She stood five foot, six inches and had smooth, caramel skin. She had the perfect, hourglass shape. She wasn’t too thick or too small. Her eyes were hazel and lit up any room she was in, and she had a nice ass.

*****

The two had met six years ago while Kendra was a stripper at Club Starlight. The way she gyrated her hips and licked her lips had caught Trent’s full attention. She was one of Starlight’s top dancers. At the time, she went by the name Spice because she brought that extra flavor to the club. She made the most in tips because everyone came to see her dance. She was the best in the west. In fact, she was so good that she had been crowned the Queen of Starlite. As usual, the women hated on her, and, like always, she brushed them off.
After watching her dance for a few songs, Trent approached one of the security guards and arranged for Kendra to give him a private dance in the club’s boom boom room. As she entered the room, Trent knew, right off the bat, that he had to have her. While Kendra swayed her hips to the music, Trent cleared his throat and said, “Nah, shawty. I don’t want you to dance because I can see you dance anytime. I want to get to know you. Relax and have a seat.”
After hearing what he said, a bunch of ideas ran through Kendra’s head. His words had caught her a little off guard, and he had peaked her curiosity, but, at that point in her life and given her profession, she had heard every line in the book. She figured he was just trying to be different, so she said, “You know I should be dancing. We’re wasting time, and I know it’s not cheap to have me here.”
“Again, shawty. I want to get to know you on a personal level. Don’t worry about the time or the money. It’s all taken care of. Come here, lil mama. Come sit next to me.”
While she was sat beside him, Kendra seductively twirled strands of her red hair between her index and middle fingers. Her sexiness intimidated Trent. He didn’t want to say the wrong thing. Cautiously, he tried to make small talk.
“So, shawty, what’s your name?”
“Spice,” Kendra replied.
After hearing this, Trent laughed. This relaxed him a little. Then, he said, “Nah, shawty. I know your stage name. What’s your real name?”
This surprised her. Normally, the men who asked for private dances only wanted to know about Spice and could care less about Kendra, and that was as far as she would let those men get. She never shared her personal information, but something about this man made her want to tell him her whole life story.
“The name is Kendra,” she said with a little smile and a lot of spunk. “And you are? And, before you answer, I want a real name, not no thug-ass name.”
“Trenton, but everyone calls me Trent.”
“Oh,” Kendra giggled. “Trenton? As in Trenton, New Jersey?”
“Yeah, shawty. I see you know your geography.”
They talked for well over two hours. Kendra told him about her interests and how she was dancing to pay for college. When Kendra noticed the time, she panicked, but Trent calmed her fears. He told her that he had paid for her to be his company until the club closed. Upon hearing this, Kendra got a little more comfortable, and they continued to talk. They were so wrapped up in their heavy conversation, talking about her goals and ambitions, that they didn’t notice that the club was closing. Security had to let them know that their time was up. When the lights came on, Kendra looked up at Trent and noticed that, even though he wasn’t all that tall, he was very good looking. His skin was a peanut butter complexion, and he sported neat cornrows.
“I’m sorry that I didn’t get a chance to dance for you, Trent.”
“Nah, shawty. I didn’t pay to see you dance. Like I said, I want to get to know you.”
He wrote his number on a napkin and handed it to her as they walked out of the boom boom room. Kendra turned around to meet his stare. Then, he cleared his throat and asked, “Are you ready to give up this lifestyle?”
Kendra looked at him blankly. Confusion was written on her face. Her heart said yeah, but her mouth said otherwise as she answered, “I have bills and tuition fees to pay.”
“You didn’t answer my question. Are you ready to give it up, Kendra, or do you still want to be Spice?”
For the second time that evening, Kendra was caught off guard. She had never had anyone give her an ultimatum, especially not someone she had only known for a few hours, but he had spent a lot of money to get to know her, and, at that point, he wasn’t trying to get any ass from her, so she figured she could give him an honest answer. Kendra thought it through quickly and answered, ”Yes, I’m ready to give up Spice.”
Trent kissed her softly on her lips and asked, “Do you trust me?”
She whispered, “Yes.”
Then, he smiled and said, “Now, go get dressed, lil mama, so I can take you home.”
“Excuse me, Trent, but you don’t own me. Besides, I have my own car, so I can drive myself home. Thank you very much,” Kendra said dryly as she backed away from him.
Trent knew, just by Kendra’s reaction, that she was a little rough around the edges.
“C’mon now, shawty. We can pick your car up tomorrow. You just said you trusted me, so where’s the trust at? I’ll meet you out front.”
Before she could protest, Trent kissed her once more. Then, he took off towards the exit. Kendra made her way to the locker room. She was glad that the other dancers were already gone. She didn’t have time for their hating. To Kendra, this was a job that she had to do to make ends meet. She was not trying to befriend anyone.
After she grabbed her duffel bag out of the locker, she went to the restroom and took a quick shower. The security guard stuck his head in and yelled, “Yo, Spice! I’m locking up in ten. Are you dressed?”
She appeared from the back and answered, “Yes, I am, and, by the way, my name is Kendra.”
“Whoa! Whoa! I see you on some fly shit now, huh, Spi… I mean Kendra?” the security guard said, laughing.
“Tank, can you walk me out, so I don’t have to fuck you up?”
Once outside, Kendra handed Tank a one hundred dollar bill.
“No, no. Go on ahead and keep that,” Tank exclaimed.
She hugged him and waved goodbye. Then, she turned and walked to the parking lot. Just as promised, Trent was waiting for her. He was leaning against his black on black Escalade. As she approached, he asked, “You ready, lil mama?”
Kendra smiled and nodded. He grabbed her bag and opened her door for her. After placing her bag in the backseat, he climbed into the driver’s seat. He started up his truck and pulled off. They drove in silence for fifteen minutes. Kendra broke the silence when she said, “Don’t think, ‘cause you dropped some loot, you bought me cuz I ain’t fo’ sale!”
“Whoa, shawty! You got me wrong. A brotha tryna get to know you and show you some things. Do I have to keep telling you to trust me? Relax, shawty,” Trent said as he caressed her face.
Moments later, they pulled into a cul-de-sac in Palms, one of the oldest neighborhoods in Los Angeles. After he had parked in front of a beautiful home, Trent turned off the engine of his Escalade.
“This is not where I live. I live in the hood,” Kendra said, folding her arms and pouting.
“Oh, I see you a little bossy. Imma have to break that fo’ real,” Trent chuckled.
His teasing made Kendra ease up. They exited the truck and went into the house. Kendra was amazed by the décor of the house. There were sculptures throughout. The foyer was made of granite and had the name MOORE engraved in the tile. Trent showed her to the family room, where he lit himself a blunt and poured both of them a shot of Henney.
“Come here, lil mama. I won’t hurt you. I’ll be a gentleman.”
Kendra laughed at Trent’s persistence as she sat on the chaise.
“Nice house,” she said.
“Thanks, but I don’t live here.”
Kendra raised a brow.
“Before you say anything, this is my parent’s house. They are vacationing in the Bahamas. I have a condo four blocks away from here.”
Kendra relaxed some more, and they chatted until she fell asleep. The next morning, when she awoke, she found Trent staring at her.
“So, how did you sleep?” he asked.
“It’s not my bed, but I slept just fine,” Kendra answered softly.
She gave Trent an A plus because he had kept his word and had been a perfect gentleman.
“You hungry?” Trent asked.
“No, but can you direct me to the bathroom?” Kendra replied.
“Down the hall and make a left. I already put some towels out for you.”
“Thanks,” Kendra said as she made her way out of the family room.
“Not a problem. My sister’s room is across the hall. If you can find anything useful in there, go right ahead,” Trent said as he went into the kitchen.
Kendra made her way down the long hallway. Once inside the bathroom, she ran the water. After setting the temperature, she hopped right in and thought about her night- how she just up and left with a complete stranger.
“Shit!” she said. “I’m fucking crazy.”
After a long, steamy shower, her mind relaxed. She was lucky that she always brought extra clothes to the club with her. After drying off, she threw on a sundress and pinned her hair up. As soon as she opened the door, Trent was standing there.
“Oh, my gosh! Don’t do that shit! You scared me!” Kendra screamed, while holding her chest and breathing heavily.
“My bad, beautiful. I was just checking to see if you wanted to go eat?” Trent smiled, looking her up and down.
“Nah, I’m not hungry, but can I get a rain check? Besides, I have to pay some bills. Then, I have to stop by my school and drop my art class, so can you keep being the gentleman that you have been and take me to my car?” Kendra said, batting her eyelashes.
“Sure thing, lil mama. I’m good on my word. I’ll take you to get your whip.”
Once outside, Kendra noticed that the Escalade was gone, and a beat up 1992 Honda Accord was in its place. Kendra was confused. Trent felt her hesitation, so he turned her way and said, “Look, shawty, I know this is not what we drove in last night. My man picked up my truck and left me my work car. I have to switch up to keep them boys off me while I’m handling business. I gotta keep a low profile.”
Kendra really didn’t know what she was stepping into, but she couldn’t help it. He had intrigued and charmed her, and she had charmed him, as well, when she asked, “So, when you say ‘boys,’ you mean the police, right?”
Trent threw his head back and laughed. Kendra didn’t find it that funny, but she kind of smirked at how dumb she must have sounded. Then, he said, “Come on, shawty. Get in.”
Trent opened the door for her. Once inside, Kendra let out a sigh of relief. The inside of the car was nothing like the outside. After settling into her seat, Kendra checked her phone and saw that she had three new messages. The first one was from her sister: “This is your big sista. I been callin’ yo funky ass all night. I hope one of those niggas ain’t kidnapped you. I’mma call Tank. Call me back.”
Kendra really didn’t have time to listen to the other messages, so she turned the phone off. Meanwhile, Trent turned up the radio and then reached into the ashtray and lit an already rolled blunt.
“Hey, that’s my jam,” Kendra said loudly, pretending the song on the radio was her favorite in an attempt to hide the sounds of her growling stomach.
Twenty minutes later, they pulled up at the club. She hurriedly got out the car and hustled her way to the back entrance of the club.
“Ay, lil mama!” Trent called out. “Say I know you’re not dancing. I thought you wanted to give that up.”
Trent gave Kendra a concerned look. She smiled helplessly and said, “I just have to clear some things out and tell Bigg Boss. Now, it’s my turn to ask you. Do you trust me?”
Trent nodded. Then, he handed her a hundred dollar bill and said, “Make sure you get something to eat. I can’t have my shawty’s stomach growling loud like it was while you were in the car.”
As he kissed her on the forehead, she felt embarrassed. She then turned and walked to the club. When Kendra entered the club, she was greeted by Tank. He laughed, “What’s up, Ken? Your sister’s been blowing my phone up. Make sure you call her before she puts out an APB on you.”
Kendra playfully shoved him. “I’ll call her when I’m done. I promise.”
Kendra strolled to the back. She saw several of her favorite tippers; she talked to some for a few, and she ignored the others ‘cause they were downright drunk in the middle of the day. Kendra kept right on walking towards the dressing area. The Honey Dripper was working the main stage. She always set the place on fire when she performed her signature move. It made all the niggas go wild. Still, to this day, Kendra didn’t know how The Honey Dripper could drink a jar of honey, then masturbate while honey came running out of her vagina.
Kendra was cleaning out her locker when White Chocolate came and told Kendra that Bigg Boss had requested for her to dance. Kendra turned to her and said, “Nah, White. I’m finished here for good. I just came to get my things.”
Before Kendra could get another word out, another striper by the name Candy interrupted their conversation and said, “Oh, nah, Miss Spice thinks she’s too good to dance just cuz she’s fucking Bigg Boss. She thinks she can come and go as she pleases. Bitch, please! I have news for you. You ain’t all that!”
Candy walked up on Kendra. It was known that these two didn’t get along. Candy was jealous of Kendra because she was top ranked in the club and because Big Boss let her have her way. Truth be told, Kendra was a young commodity, while Candy was low key.
“I don’t give a fuck what the next bitch thinks of me,” Kendra stated. “I have dreams and goals to accomplish outside this club.”
“Bitch, please,” Candy spat.
“Check, Candy. I’m not going to be anymore of your bitches.”
White Chocolate could sense the tension. She stepped in between them, but Kendra pushed White out the way to let Candy know that it was whatever she wanted to do. When Candy put her fingers in Kendra’s face, all hell broke loose. Kendra struck first, connecting with Candy’s jaw. As Candy was holding her face, Kendra wasted no time, landing punch after punch, but Candy had a good grip on Kendra’s ponytail, and she wasn’t letting go. Kendra bit down on Candy’s arm, but Candy didn’t release her grip. They went blow for blow. While trying to break up the madness, White Chocolate screamed for help. As she screamed, she was knocked to the ground. Upon hearing White’s screams, Tank and Bigg Boss burst through the door.
“What the fuck is going on?” Bigg Boss yelled with fury in his eyes when he saw how White Chocolate was laid out. Kendra and Candy were still going toe to toe.
“Oh, shit! We missed the royal rumble,” Tank laughed.
“Somebody better start talking right fucking now!” Bigg Boss yelled, standing in between the two of them. “Speak the fuck up!”
It didn’t take a genius to tell that Boss was mad.
“Fuck that shit,” Candy spat. “Your hoe needs a fucking reality check.”
Kendra cracked Candy on the nose at that comment. Blood gushed out immediately.
“I told you I’m not going to be anymore of your hoes or bitches!”
Kendra was on one to the fullest. She was on fire.
“Yo, Spice! I can’t have you fucking up my organization. Instead of being back here, your ass needs to be on stage, making some money. That goes for all y’all. I can’t take this shit now. Spice, Imma have to suspend you for two weeks.”
While Bigg Boss was talking, Candy was smirking and still talking shit. Kendra laughed and said, “You can keep your funky-ass suspension. I’m done here. I don’t need you.”
Kendra grabbed her belongings and walked out. She looked a hot mess, but she still strolled with pride. After she got inside her car, she called her sister. Nia answered without saying hello and went straight to balling her younger sister out.
“Kendra, where the fuck have you been? I called your phone over a hundred times, so what’s up? Talk to me! Shit!”
“Look, Nia. I’m not in the mood for your shit, okay?”
“Fuck you mean ‘you’re not in the mood’?” Nia cursed.
Kendra was irritated, so she said, “If you’re gonna talk shit, then I’mma hang the fuck up. Now, I called you for a reason. I’ll tell you where I was at when I’m ready to.”
Nia got quiet and let her sister continue. Kendra said, “Listen. I just fought that bitch Candy in the club when I went to get my things.”
Nia said, “Wait a minute! When did this happen? So, you were out last night? With who?”
Kendra smacked her lips and said, “Damn, Nia! Let me finish. Anyways, I was chopping it up with White Chocolate when Candy came in talking shit, so we squared off. I beat that bitch’s ass. Then, White screamed for help. To make a long story short, Bigg Boss had the audacity to suspend me.”
“What about Candy’s ghetto ass?”
“Who gives a fuck! I cursed Boss’s ass out and walked out,” Kendra answered.
“Damn,” Nia exclaimed!
“And Boss ain’t said shit.”
“And you still fucking this nigga? Nah! Look. I’ll be there in a few.”
Kendra disconnected the call; she didn’t want to relive the moment when she was first hired at the club. At the tender age of nineteen, Kendra applied at Starlight as a waitress, but, she changed her mind when she saw how men were spending damn near their entire life’s savings on the dancers as they popped and shook their asses. Kendra was led by Tank to a big office in the back. That was where she was introduced to Bigg Boss.
“So, you want to be a waitress?” Bigg Boss asked. He never turned around to see who was standing behind him. Nervously, Kendra nodded her head and answered, “Yes.”
“Well, have you ever waitressed before?” Bigg Boss asked.
“Yes,” Kendra answered.
“Good. The job pays minimum wage, which is six fifty an hour plus tips.”
Upon hearing this information, Kendra asked if there were any openings for dancers. After she asked that, Bigg Boss turned and took a look at Kendra. Then, he said, “You want to dance? You sure you have what it takes?”
Kendra laughed. Then, she answered, “How hard could it be?”
She was now pumped with adrenaline. Bigg Boss commanded, “Stand up, so I can see what you’re working with.”
Kendra stood up and slowly turned around. She wasn’t shy at all. Bigg Boss turned up the volume on his stereo. H-Town’s “Knocking da Boots” blared through the speakers. Kendra started to grind to the beat, unbuttoning her shirt with one swift motion. She turned around seductively and made her ass clap. There was something about Kendra and the way that she moved that made Bigg Boss do the unthinkable. He grabbed Kendra by her waist and slid her thong aside with his tongue. Kendra jumped as Bigg Boss’s tongue entered her ass, but the feeling made Kendra experience a new high. Kendra rotated her hips slowly to the rhythm as Bigg Boss ate away at Kendra’s ass like it was his last meal on earth. Kendra squirmed and panted as she came. Bigg Boss unzipped his pants, pulled out a Magnum from his desk, and slid the condom on. He, then, guided Kendra onto his lap.
“Shit, gurl! This pussy is the bomb,’’ Bigg Boss said as Kendra squeezed her pussy muscles tighter, making him cum almost instantly.
Kendra became pissed as she thought, His tongue action was better than his dick game. Right then and there, she decided, if he wanted to hit it again, he’d have to pay to play. So, from her very first day, not only was she tipped well, but Bigg Boss was also her automatic teller machine.
“Damn, baby gurl, you know how to work that shit. Your pussy has flavor. I have the perfect stage name. Spice! So, when can you start?” Big Boss asked as he buckled his pants.
“I can start tomorrow night,” Kendra answered.
Kendra laughed as she reminisced. As she sped through the city’s highway, she became hungrier. She hopped on the 110 Freeway to Manchester. Kendra was happy to see that Roscoe’s House of Chicken and Waffles wasn’t crowded. She found a parking space, greeted the host, grabbed a menu, and placed an order for Nia and herself.
“I’ll have a number one, all wings, and a number two all dark and two eclipses.”
After her order was complete, she paid for her food and left a generous tip. Kendra drove down Manchester to her sister’s house. After exiting her vehicle with the two plates, she knocked on the door.
“Dayum, Ken! What happened to your face?” Nia exclaimed as she opened the door.
Kendra rolled her eyes and yelled, “Shut up, Nia! You’re always exaggerating!”
“No, ma. You haven’t looked in the mirror, have you?”
Kendra pushed her sister out the way and ran to the bathroom to look at her face. Once she looked in the mirror, she saw it was just as she had thought. Nia had put extras on it to make it sound like her face had been split open. Besides a few scratches above her eye and on her cheek, she was still fine. She searched the contents of her sister’s medicine cabinet and found some Neosporin. She washed her face and applied the cream. Afterwards, she left the bathroom and walked to the living room. In the living room, she found Nia on the couch, laughing. Kendra threw a pillow at her sister.
Still laughing, Nia said, “You always fall for the okie-doke. You’re still fine, Spice!”
Kendra sat on her favorite chair in the house. Once she was seated, Nia said, “So, you wanna tell me where you were last night?”
“Shit! I knew you weren’t going to let up,” Kendra exclaimed, sucking her teeth.
“Damn skippy! Might as well spit that shit out,” Nia said with a serious look.
Nervously, Kendra dug her feet in the rug and brushed her hair away from her face.
“Well, I was dancing, you know, the regular shit. It was a long, slow night,” Kendra began.
Nia hissed, “Bitch, get to the point! I could care less about how slow it was.”
“Bitch, do you want me to tell the story?” Kendra asked, rolling her eyes. “It was 9:45 when Tank came to me and said I had a special request in the boom boom room, and that’s when I met Trent.” A smile spread across Kendra’s face. Then, she continued, “To make a long story short, we connected, and I spent the night with him.”
Nia looked at her sister like she was crazy and said, “So, you’re fucking niggas who are paying for it now?”
“No! Trent was the perfect gentleman,” Kendra said, staring off into space while giving the food to Nia.
Kendra went to the kitchen to grab some hot sauce and two wine coolers out the fridge. While she was doing this, her cell phone rang. She rushed to pick it up, and almost dropped everything in her hands.
“Hello!”
“Hey, shawty.”
Kendra smiled at the sound of Trent’s voice.
“What’s good with you?” Trent asked.
“Nothing much. At my sister’s house,” Kendra replied.
“I assume you finished handling your business?” Trent questioned.
“Yeah. I did,” Kendra answered.
“Well, look, ma. I just finished up with some work. Why don’t you meet me downtown by the Staples Center in about an hour, okay?”
Kendra sighed, “Okay.”
“What’s wrong, lil mama?” Trent asked.
“A lot. I’ll let you know about it when I see you,” Kendra answered.
“A’ight, mama. See you soon.”
Kendra went back into the bathroom and made sure her face was presentable. She took another shower and opted to wear some cargo shorts and an Old Navy shirt. She brushed her hair back into a ponytail and applied some lip gloss. Once she was satisfied with herself, she told Nia that she was on her way to meet up with Trent. As she exited her sister’s house, Kendra called Trent to let him know that she was on her way.
“Aye, lil mama. When you get down this way, park your car on Twelfth and Fig, and I’ll come down.”
Kendra made her way through the LA traffic, bumping R. Kelly’s The R in R &B: The Greatest Hits Collection Volume 1 CD. The summer night was calm and breezy. Once she arrived at her destination, she called Trent and let him know that she had arrived. Then, she sat in her car and waited for Trent to come out and meet her. She looked around and wondered where he could possibly be coming from. She was surrounded by businesses that had already closed for the day. While she was wondering from where and when he would arrive, Trent knocked on the window, startling her. He opened her door. Kendra playfully punched him on the arm and teased, “This is the second time you’ve scared me today. Stop doing that.”
“C’mon, lil mama. Lock up the car, and let’s go,” Trent advised.
“Go where? I’m not leaving my car here, so the smokers can break in my ride!” Kendra said.
Trent reached over and unbuckled her seatbelt. Then, he took the keys out of the ignition. He put his finger to his lips, gesturing for her to be quiet.
“I got you, shawty,” he said.
He grabbed Kendra by the hand and led the way. They walked a few blocks to a bar.
“I’m not dressed to go into a bar,” Kendra said.
“Relax, ma. You’re not here to meet any dudes. You’re my chick, and I think you look fine,” Trent answered.
Kendra held her head down. She didn’t want Trent to see her face. He noticed how she was holding her head, so he lifted her head up and asked, “What happened to your face, beautiful? You had a catfight or sumptin’?’’
He laughed once he saw the look in her eyes. He knew Kendra was serious.
“What’s really going on?” he asked.
Kendra gave him the short version of what happened. Then, Trent said, “Well, don’t trip, lil mama. As of today, you’re my girl, and I’ll protect you.”
They entered the bar, sat down, and ordered a few drinks. Ever since that day, they had been the happiest couple.



Chapter 2


Trent’s phone rang. He looked at the caller ID and saw that it was Nicole. He pressed the END button to send her to voicemail, but she kept calling. He didn’t want to disturb Kendra, so he went back upstairs and called Nicole back. Before she could speak, he angrily asked, “Why are you calling me at this time of night, Nicole?”
She sucked her teeth and answered, “I left my purse in your truck, and I need it.”
“I’ll drop it off to you in the morning, okay?” Trent said, trying to control his temper.
“No! Your sister will be here, and I ain’t trying to get caught up,” Nicole answered quickly.
“Fuck! I’ll be there,” Trent said.
“Thank you, daddy,” Nicole giggled.
Trent threw on his sweats and his Jordans. As he headed for the door, Kendra groggily asked, “Trent baby, where you going? It’s almost one in the morning.”
“Just lay back down, lil mama. I have to go make a drop real quick,” Trent informed Kendra.
“I know like hell you didn’t bring that shit up in here, Trent. You know I don’t play that drug shit in my house.”
“Fall back, ma. We good. I left it in the truck ‘cuz I know how my baby trips, so I’ll be back, love.”
Trent kissed Kendra and walked out the door. Once inside his truck, he looked around to see if he could find Nicole’s purse. After not finding anything, he drove the five and a half miles to Nicole’s crib. Trent called Nicole to come outside when he got there.
“So, I’m not woman enough for you to come inside?” Nicole asked.
“Look, Nicole. I don’t have time to play your fucking games. Now, come get your damn purse, so I can take my ass back home,” Trent said. He was pissed.
“Damn, Trent. Just come here. I have my purse,” Nicole confessed.
“Yo, if I get out the car, Imma slap yo dumb ass for making me get out of my comfortable bed for some bullshit.”
Trent hung the phone up and drove off. Nicole was starting to get on his nerves because she was becoming to needy. Fuck, Trent thought. He hated to play games, but he did recognize how clever she was for getting him out the bed. He made a mental note to come back later, so he could get some of that young. Trent hated to think that he was falling for Nicole, but he really was. He loved Kendra with all his heart; she was his wifey, and she was everything Nicole wasn’t. Kendra was smart. She was about to graduate from Cal State LA, and she worked for a children’s social services agency. She had beauty and brains. She was a woman who could go out and get her own. Although Kendra used to dance, she was handling business and putting herself through college. Trent knew what he wanted, and that was why he had made Kendra his wifey. On the other hand, Nicole was a young, feisty ghetto chick who had to have attention wherever she went, and that made Trent like her more. At first, Trent had thought of Nicole as someone that he could fuck and get his dick sucked by every now and again because she was always at his spot. Also, she was very eager to learn the game. Nicole knew how to hustle. She loved to grind with Trent from sun up to sun down. She was down for whatever.
When Trent got to the intersection of Martin Luther King Jr. Boulevard and Crenshaw Boulevard, he made a u-turn and headed back to Nicole’s. In less than five minutes, he pulled back up to her apartments and headed right to the door. He walked right on in. Nicole’s mom was entertaining some company. They were playing a game of dominoes and talking shit. Nicole’s mom was yelling at one of her guests, “Stop cheating, nigga! Give me my muthafuckin’ ten points! Look! I still domino on yo ass!”
Trent kept on walking. He found Nicole in the kitchen, pouring herself a glass of soda.
“So, look who decided to show back up,” Nicole said as a smile formed on her face.
“Look, Nicole. I know you want some of daddy’s dick. That’s why you called me in the first place,” Trent teased.
“And you know you’re feigning for this bomb-ass pussy. That’s why you came back,” Nicole teased in return.
“C’mon, baby girl. Come show daddy you want this dick.”
Nicole grabbed Trent’s hand and led him to her room. As they walked by the domino game, her mom looked up and said, “Trent, before you go on back there. Let me get a dime piece.”
“C’mon, Ms. Johnson. You know you’re like a second mom to me. I can’t serve you.” Ms. Johnson was already on one.
“So, what you need to see Nicole in the back for?” she asked, already knowing the answer to her own question.
“I just need to holler at her real quick,” Trent answered, anxiously trying to avoid this uncomfortable interrogation by Ms. Johnson.
“Well, can’t you holler at her out here?” Ms Johnson asked. Trent really didn’t want to go back and forth with Ms. Johnson, so he gave in.
“Damn! Okay, Ms. Johnson. I got you. Give me about thirty minutes,” Trent said. Then, he turned and walked to Nicole’s room.
When he got to her room, he found Nicole naked and with her ass tooted in the air. Trent immediately took off his clothes.
“You know just the way daddy likes for you to be,” Trent said, sliding his dick up and down Nicole’s ass.
“Daddy, stop teasing me,” Nicole moaned.
“Baby, I’m tryna get you nice and wet,” Trent said.
Then, he moaned as soon as her pussy started dripping. Trent eased himself right on in. He proceeded to bang her pussy out. He hit it doggy style for ten minutes, straight backboard hitting the wall. Once they were done, Trent reached in his pocket to retrieve his blunt. He looked at Nicole, who was now laying in her wet spot, and asked, “Aye. How much work you got?”
“I have a quarter piece left. They’re bagged already,” Nicole stated.
“Cool,” Trent replied. “Let me get a nickel. Cut it down to give to your moms.”
Nicole did as she was told. She reached under her mattress, grabbed one of the baggies, took out a nickel, took a razor blade, and cut the rock down. Just as she was handing the rocks to Trent, Ms. Johnson banged on the door and said, “Trent, I know you didn’t forget. It’s been thirty minutes. Are you gonna give that to me?”
Trent hollered through the door, “Ms. Johnson, I’ll see you before I leave out the house. That’s my word.”
“Okay, nigga. If you don’t, that’s your ass,” Ms. Johnson threatened.
Trent laid back on the bed. While watching Law & Order, he pulled Nicole’s head down, so she could suck his dick. Nicole’s mouth felt like the inside of her pussy, juicy and warm. Trent came almost immediately. Nicole swallowed and licked him clean.
“Yeah, baby. Swallow daddy’s cum.”
A few minutes later, as Trent collected his belongings and got ready to leave, Nicole asked, “Why don’t you spend the night? You know you don’t have to go home.”
“Look, Nicole. You know I don’t spend the night out. I got a woman at home, and you of all people should know that, so stop acting brand new.”
“Well, I guess we know who wears the pants in your relationship.”
Before she knew it, Trent had backhanded Nicole in her mouth. “Bitch, do you know who the fuck you’re talking to? You better show me some damn respect.” Trent was fuming. He grabbed his pants, threw them on, and headed out the door. Back in the living room, Ms. Johnson was on the couch, shaking. She needed a hit real bad. “Damn, Ms. Johnson. Looks like that monkey on you real tough,” Trent laughed as he tossed the rocks on the table.
With that, he walked out the house and got in his truck. Trent made it home at 5:30 A.M. He prayed that Kendra would still be asleep, so he wouldn’t have to hear her mouth.
“Fuck,” Trent said once he saw that Kendra wasn’t lying on the floor anymore. He knew Kendra like the back of his hand. Once she woke up, it was hard for her to go back to sleep. Trent went into the downstairs bathroom and grabbed a towel, so he could wash Nicole’s pussy scent off his dick before heading upstairs to bed. He crept up the stairs, making sure he didn’t make a sound. Once he got in his room, Trent quickly took his clothes off and hopped into the bed. He was about to breathe a sigh of relief, when he heard Kendra say, “Nigga, you must’ve fell and bumped your head, strolling up in here at five something in the morning. Trent, I’m not fucking playing with you. I don’t even want to think about you fucking bird bitches when you have the baddest bitch at home.”
“Baby, what do I look like cheating on you. Baby, that’s not even in my character. You know I love only you,” Trent said, putting his arms around Kendra’s waist and attempting to spoon her.
“My nigga, you better come better than that and move yo ass away from me, smelling like weed.”
Kendra elbowed Trent in the stomach, so he turned over and closed his eyes. He couldn’t help but smile as he thought, Damn. A nigga smooth.

*****

Later that morning, Trent took Kendra out for brunch on Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills. After brunch, Trent and Kendra walked up and down Rodeo Drive, going in and out of the upscale stores. Almost every store was Kendra’s favorite.
“Hold up, shawty. I’ll be right back,” Trent said as he jogged out of the store they were in.
Kendra was trying on some Louis Vuitton boots when Trent came back in with a couple of bags. He had one from Tiffany’s and a few from the Gucci store.
Kendra gasped, “For me, baby?”
Trent shook his head, and Kendra jumped up and down like a little kid in a candy store.
“Gimmie! Gimmie! Gimmie,” she said.
The customers in the store all smiled at the happy couple. The sales lady in the Louis Vuitton store asked Kendra if she was going to purchase the boots.
“No, thank you, miss. My hubby got me all the things I needed,” Kendra stated with a smile.
Together, they walked out the store, hand in hand. Kendra was feeling so good. She did not want the day to end. She wanted to stay on cloud nine. Kendra suggested that they head to the Santa Monica Pier and take a lovely stroll on the boardwalk.
“Babe, I would love to, but, now, I gotta go on the block to make more ends.”
Kendra sighed. As she walked to the truck, she said, “Trent, I knew that was the reason you bought me these gifts. You don’t want me to start fussing.”
“I’m sorry, ma. You know I’d rather be at home with you. C’mon now. Don’t be like that.”
Trent rubbed Kendra’s face and kissed her on her forehead. “Didn’t your man show you a nice time? We went out to eat, then I took you shopping.”
Kendra continued to pout. She knew, if she did it long enough, that she could get her way with him.
“Shawty, don’t be like that, love. Don’t pout, baby. A’ight, ma. I’ll tell you what. we can go home and watch a movie until it’s time for me to hit the streets. I will just tell Marcos to meet me at the house. Is that alright?” Trent asked.
Kendra didn’t want to argue anymore, so she said, “Cool. I’m with it.”
Once inside the truck, Trent called up Marcos and told him to meet up at his house within the next couple of hours. After he ended the call, Trent returned his attention to Kendra.
“Say, shawty. Listen. I might do a whole twenty-four hours on the block. It’s mad money to be made from the first to the fifteenth, but I’m not sure. I just want you to be aware, so don’t get mad if I don’t answer my phone when you call, okay?”
Kendra nodded her head.
“That’s my baby,” Trent smiled.

*****

Back at the house, Kendra was in the kitchen cooking tilapia, rice pilaf, and broccoli, while sipping on a glass of Moscato.
“Hey, baby. Why don’t we watch some reruns of Good Times?” Kendra suggested.
“Nah, boo. We’re going to watch my favorite movie New Jack City.”
In unison, they yelled, “Rock-a-bye, baby,” which was Keisha’s infamous line.
Once Kendra had finished whipping up her nice meal, they sat, ate, and watched the movie. Kendra was happy that she was spending some quality time with her man. For the last couple of weeks, he’d been acting strange, and he hadn’t been performing up to her sexual standards. Kendra didn’t want to think that Trent was out there cheating, so she just chopped up his less than thrilling sex skills to him being tired from grinding.
While they were eating and watching the movie, the doorbell rang.
“I’ll get it. It’s probably Marcos anyways,” Trent said, walking to the door.
“Just make sure you do your work in the garage,” Kendra pleaded.
Trent nodded. Then, he answered the door.
“Hey,” Nia said as she kissed Trent on the cheek. “I came to keep my baby sister company since y’all Negros wanna go grind.”
“But y’all don’t say shit when it comes to spending our dough,” Marcos said, following behind her.
“What it do, baby boy? You ready to get this paper?” Marcos said to Trent.
“Fa’sho, my nigga. Let’s go do this in the garage. You know my baby don’t like for this to be in the house,” Trent laughed.
Nia walked into the living room and said, “Hey, baby girl.”
“Hey, Nia,” Kendra replied, getting up to hug her sister.
“It sure does smell good in here,” Nia hinted.
“Go ‘head, Nia. There’s some leftovers on the stove. Don’t pick in my food and wash your hands.”
Nia ran to the kitchen, washed her hands, and fixed herself a plate.

*****

In the garage, Trent and Marcos cut down the rocks and bagged them up while banging to N.W.A.’s, Dopeman. Trent was so eager to get on the block. At this time, the police were changing shifts, so it made it easier for them to get their hustle on without a hassle. The Crew Cuts was the name the block had given to a certain group of officers. Although they were the law, if you wanted to grind, all you had to do was make sure you gave them a cut.
Downtown LA was a grimy place to hustle, but the money was grand. A lot went down on Fifth and Main, which was also known as the Nickel. A lot of out-of-towners had gotten caught up down there. Some just weren’t fit to hustle. Trent and Marcos had seen it so many times that they had their own motto- “Hustle hard or go home ‘cause, if you’re weak on the block, you gets got.”
Trent lifted his head in Marcos’s direction and asked, “My nigga, you ready?”
Marcos nodded and said, “Let's be out.”
Trent went back into the house and told Kendra he was out.
“I’ll call you, ma, once I’m finished.”
Trent slapped Kendra on the ass and walked out.
“Finally, they’re gone. I’m so fed up with Marcos’s ass. It wasn’t no way he was leaving me at home by myself, and I don’t understand why they don’t hustle here,” Nia complained.
“‘Cause you know this ain’t their hood, and these fake-ass, ‘round the way thugs is on some real hater shit. You know that, Nia, so please don’t act dumb about it,” Kendra stated.
The girls sat in the living room and watched the rest of New Jack City.
“On the real, Nia. I’m tired of this bullshit. Trent’s ass is slipping in the sex department. It’s been that way for the last few weeks now. I know he’s been hustling hard, but my mind keeps telling me to don’t be a fool. I’m tired of crying and going through these emotions.”
Kendra’s eyes had tears in them as she asked her sister, “Nia, am I stupid to think that Trent might be cheating on me?” She loved getting advice from her sister.
“No, sister, if that’s what you feel, then you need to address the issue before it becomes worse. If you don’t do something now, you’ll start hating him, and he’ll have no clue why you’re doing the things you’re doing to him. Trust in your big sister when I say, ‘Talk to him and let him know how you feel’. It will take a lot of pressure off of you, okay?”
Nia grabbed some tissue and wiped her sister’s eyes.
“I feel you. This job is stressing me to the max. Plus, I’m trying to get ready for graduation this summer. I have a lot on my plate, and dealing with this lack of communication with my man had taken a toll on me,” Kendra said, wiping away her tears.
“It will be okay. I got your back. Well, shit, let’s roll out. It’s Saturday, I feel like a drink or two. We can go to the Fridays at the Ladera Center. Maybe, that will take your mind off things.”
“I think I’m going to stay at home and watch reruns of Good Times,” Kendra said dryly.
“C’mon, Ken. You will feel better. I promise you,” Nia pleaded, making sad eyes.
“Oh, damn, Nia. I hate when you look like that. Okay! Okay! I’ll go. Just get that dumb look off your face.”
Kendra couldn’t stop laughing as her sister made sad faces.
“I’m going to grab a sweater,” Kendra said.

*****

It was very crowded at Fridays. The ladies chose to sit in the bar area. They placed their orders as soon as they sat down.
“I’ll have a Patrón margarita with an extra shot of Patrón on the side,” Kendra told the bartender. “And can you make sure it’s blended?” she asked politely.
“Dayum, girl! You sure you can handle that? That’s a big girl’s drink,” Nia said, looking at her sister and feeling sorry for her.
“Aye, bartender. Bring me a Zombie, top shelf,” Nia said.
The bartender blended the drinks and placed them in front of the women. They were happy to drink and to talk.
“You know I feel like going back to dancing, right?” Kendra confessed, slurring her words.
Nia looked at her and started laughing. Then, she said, “You know damn well Bigg Boss ain’t letting you back in that club. What has it been, about six years since he kicked your ass out?”
“Fuck you! I walked up out that bitch. He ain’t throw nobody out,” Kendra snapped.
The women were enjoying themselves. Kendra didn’t have school, work, or Trent on her mind. She was tipsy and feeling herself.
“Hold on, girl. I will be right back. I have to go use the little girls’ room,” Kendra said as she walked off towards the bathroom.
The restaurant was jammed pack. Kendra was almost to the bathroom when she tripped. She just knew she was about to hit the floor when a pair of strong arms caught her before she fell.
“Are you alright, miss?” the strong gentleman asked with a smile.
“Excuse me. I’m okay. Thank you, sir,” Kendra answered. Embarrassment was written all over her face. Kendra looked around to see if anyone was paying attention to her.
“No one saw you, cutie. It’s just me and you,” the gentleman said.
Kendra thanked him once more before disappearing into the restroom. After washing her hands, Kendra returned to the bar area and was stopped by the man who had caught her from falling. “My bad. I don’t mean to be rude, but you are so damn beautiful to me, and I just have to ask your name?”
“My name is Kendra, but everyone calls me Ken,” she said, sashaying her way to the bar.
“Lovely name. By the way, my name is Wiz,” he said, extending his hand for her to shake it.
Although Kendra hated street names, she had to admit the brother was all that and then some.
Wiz stood six feet, five inches. He had a Hershey complexion with a nice Colgate smile. Wiz’s hair was cut in low fade, and he sported a neatly trimmed goatee.
“I know you’re probably here with your man, but I just had to take this opportunity to let you know how fine you are,” Wiz said.
“Actually, I am here with my sister tonight.”
“Well, can I buy you and your sister another round of whatever you’re drinking?” Wiz offered.
“That’s okay, Wiz. I can buy my own drink, but, hey, the gesture was nice. Thank you again,” Kendra said. as she walked back to her seat at the bar.
Nia was now on her second drink. “Why are you smiling?” she asked Kendra upon her return.
Before Kendra could answer, Wiz walked up and said, “Kendra, if you won’t let me buy you a drink, will you, at least, take my number?”
Wiz handed her one of his business cards. Nia kicked her sister.
“Ouch,” Kendra mumbled as she quickly shot her sister a look. Realizing what Nia wanted, she said, “Oh, I’m sorry. Where are my manners? Wiz, this is my older sister Nia. Nia, this is Wiz.”
As Wiz and Nia shook hands, Kendra rubbed her leg in the spot where Nia had kicked her.
“Pleased to meet you,” Wiz said.
“The pleasure’s all mine,” Nia giggled.
As he walked away, Nia asked, “So, is he the reason you took so long in the restroom, chick?”
Kendra rolled her eyes and answered, “Girl, that fine-ass brother caught me before I fell flat on my face.” She chuckled. “He’s fine and all, but I have a man. I’ll just hold on to his number for a ‘just in case’ moment, though.”
“A ‘just in case’ my ass,” Nia smirked. “The brother is fine. He puts Dwyane Wade to shame.”
“Look, It’s getting late. I think it’s time for us to head on home,” Kendra said.
“C’mon, Ken. The fellas are out grinding. They won’t be coming home till morning, so let’s just go ahead and enjoy ourselves.”
“Alright already. Bartender, give us another round,” Kendra said, trying really hard to enjoy herself.
They remained at Fridays until closing. At the end of the night, Kendra and Nia were both buzzed. When they left, Nia was staggering, so Kendra had to help her sister make it to the car.
“Y’all gonna be alright?” Wiz asked as he pulled up beside them in his white 745Li.
“Yeah, we straight. Thanks, again,” Kendra said.
“I know you have a man, but, if you just need a friend to talk to, I’m a phone call away. Nice meeting the both of you,” Wiz said before pulling off.
On the drive home, Nia held her stomach and said that she was feeling sick. When they were halfway home, she told Kendra to hurry and pull over. Before the car came to a full stop, she was on the side of the highway, throwing up.
“Aww! You look a hot mess,” Kendra joked.
“Fuck you,” Nia slurred. “Stop at a gas station and get me some BC powder and a Sprite please.”
When they arrived back at Kendra’s home, Nia threw up again. Once Nia was done, Kendra helped her sister get cleaned up. Then, she made sure there were clean sheets and covers in the guest bedroom. Kendra took a nice, warm bath. She had surrounded herself with some aromatherapy candles that gave off a calming scent. Just when she had started to relax, her cell began to sing “Baby, you give good love…”. Kendra picked up the phone after the third ring.
“Hey, baby,” Kendra cooed.
“We’re just about to finish. I have this last dub sack, so expect to see ya man early, a’ight, shawty?” Trent said.
“Okay, babe. Be careful. Love you, boo.”
“Love you, too,” he replied, hanging up the phone.



Chapter 3


Nicole strutted down Main Street with a couple of workers. She stopped in front of Trent and asked, “Can I talk to you?”
Trent handed one of the workers his package and stepped off to the side with Nicole.
“About the other night. Trent, I was out of line, and I wanted to tell you how sorry I am,” Nicole said.
Trent looked at Nicole and said, “Don’t even trip, little mama, and I apologize for putting my hands on you.” He replied as he stroked Nicole’s cheek.
“I know you didn’t mean to, daddy,” Nicole said.
Marcos walked up and said, “Yo, man. I’m outta work, and it’s time to get on.”
“Yeah? Me, too. I gave Renzo my last dub, so we can make our way to the house,” Trent said. Then, he turned to Nicole and said, “Do you need a ride home?”
“Nah, I’m good. I’m staying at the Huntington tonight,” she answered.
“Ugh, that nasty-ass, crack-infested shit,” Marcos laughed.
“A’ight. then, we out,” Trent said, hopping in his work car.
It was three in the morning. Trent and Marcos felt good. They had been able to dump their packs without any interruptions from the Crew Cuts. Trent hopped right on the highway. They made it home in ten minutes. To Trent’s surprise, Kendra was still up.
“Hey, baby,” Kendra greeted Trent, kissing him on the lips. Then, she turned to Marcos and said, “Hey! Nia’s up in the bedroom. Y’all might as well stay. No need for you to wake her.”
“Thanks, little sis,” Marcos said, heading upstairs to the guest bedroom.
Kendra grabbed a glass of water. Then, she turned the lights and TV off. Trent grabbed her hand, and off to bed they went. Everything seemed so perfect to Kendra. Over the next few weeks, her job seemed to become less stressful. Trent came home at decent hours, and the sex got better. It was like Kendra had fallen in love all over again. Trent was being the man that she had always dreamed of. The house stayed cleaned, and he cooked every evening before he left the house. He even went one step further by sending Kendra a bouquet of flowers every Friday. What more could Kendra ask for?

*****

One evening, before Kendra got off work, she called Trent. His phone kept going straight to voicemail, and, each time this happened, Kendra became more and more annoyed. She had left four messages, cursing him out. When Kendra called Trent’s phone for the fifth time, a woman answered, leaving Kendra stunned.
“Hello,” the girl said with a lot of attitude.
Kendra fumed as she looked at the phone. Once she made sure she hadn’t misdialed, she put her ear back to the phone. Very irritated, she asked, “Who are you, and why are you answering Trent’s phone?”
After she asked that, the phone went dead. Kendra grabbed her belongings and let her boss know that she was leaving.
“Miss LaSalle, before you leave, can you put the Atkins case on my desk?” her boss asked.
“Sure thing, Mrs. Monroe.”
Kendra grabbed the file and passed it to the receptionist. She was very eager to get out of the office. Once she got to her car, Kendra threw all her things in the back of her Nissan Altima and sped off. She had so many things running through her mind. She felt deceived and betrayed. Tears poured out of her eyes as she drove like a mad woman, checking all of Trent’s spots to see if she could find him. Her first stop was the Nickel since her office was close to downtown. She drove down Main Street. She was like a hawk, stalking her prey. She circled the block twice, but she did not see him. While still calling his cell, she decided to head to his next spot, but his voicemail kept coming on. Kendra was so determined to find Trent that she kept on calling, but to no avail. Kendra drove all around Los Angeles, looking for her man. After checking out all of his regular spots, she drove to the only other place she could think of- Trent’s parent’s house.
Just as she had suspected, Trent’s Escalade was parked in the driveway. Kendra pulled in, blocking the driveway. Kendra regained her composure as she took one deep breath before going to the door. As she walked toward the house, Mrs. Moore, Trent’s mother, was just heading out.
“Hey, Kendra sweetie. I haven’t seen you in a while,” Mrs. Moore said, hugging Kendra and giving her a kiss on the cheek.
“It’s nice to see you, Mrs. Moore. I’ve just been so busy with work and getting ready for my graduation this summer that I haven’t had much free time,” Kendra replied.
“Good. Good. I always knew I liked you. You’re a go-getter,” Mrs. Moore said, hugging Kendra once more.
Mrs. Moore stepped aside to let Kendra into the house. Kendra walked in and greeted Trent’s sister.
“Hey, Treniyah. How are you, boo?” Kendra asked.
“I’m good, working and doing me, you know?” Treniyah said while doing a booty dance.
Both girls started to laugh.
“Girl, you know you’re crazy. Where’s your nappy headed brother at?” Kendra asked.
“He’s in the back. Daddy’s showing him his riffle collection again,” Treniyah replied. “You don’t have to go back there. They’re going to drive you crazy. That’s why Mama left,” Treniyah laughed again while going to the family room to watch a movie.
Kendra made her way down the long hallway to Mr. Moore’s office. Kendra tapped lightly on the door. Mr. Moore yelled, “It’s open!”
“Hi, Mr. Moore. How are you?” Kendra asked as she entered.
“Not too bad for an old fella like myself,” Mr. Moore said.
“Excuse me, Mr. Moore. Can I steal Trenton away for a moment?” Kendra asked.
“Of course. Be my guest,” Mr. Moore stepped out the office and closed the door behind him.
“What’s going on, shawty?” Trent asked.
“Would you knock that shawty shit out, Trent?” Kendra angrily spat.
“C’mon, baby. What’s with the attitude?” Trent asked, not understand where her anger was coming from.
“Let me make a couple of things clear to you. I don’t know what kind of bullshit-ass game you think you got going on-”
“Whoa! Whoa! Whoa! Watch your tone! What the fuck are you talking about?” Trent asked.
Kendra was trying her best not to slap Trent, but her patience was wearing thin. Somehow, she managed to ask, “Where’s your fucking phone?”
“Why you asking me for my phone, Ken?” Trent asked, getting angry.
“Look, Trent. If I call your phone one more time and a bitch answers, I’mma beat your ass and hers.”
“Ain’t no fuckin’ bitch answer my phone. I’ve been here with my mom and dad all day. It could’ve been my mom or my sister that answered it.”
“Trent, do you honestly think I’m Boo Boo the Fool? If you was with your mother or sister, why would they just hang up in my face? So, like I said before, let another bitch answer your phone and watch you get fucked up,” Kendra said calmly, controlling her anger.
“Who the fuck you think you’re threatening, Ken?” Trent asked. He was heated.
“It’s not a threat, Trent. It’s a muthafuckin’ promise, yah dig?” Kendra said, storming out the office.
Kendra’s heart was beating rapidly and tears were pouring out of her eyes.
Trent stepped out of his father’s office and said, “C’mon, Ken baby. It’s not that serious. You’re overreacting, ma.”
Kendra snatched herself away from Trent’s hold and stormed away from him, but he was right on her heels. They didn’t want to make a scene in his parents’ home. Mr. Moore asked if was everything alright once Kendra was outside.
“Yeah, Pops. She alright,” Trent said as he closed the door behind him.
Outside, Kendra slapped Trent’s face.
“Don’t bother bringing your ass home,” Kendra said furiously.
“Bitch, I’mma let that shit go ‘cuz you’re feeling yourself. You forget whose name’s on that house you’re sleeping in.”
Kendra slapped Trent once more.
“Nigga, who the fuck you calling a bitch? Like I said, don’t bring your ass home tonight. I pay bills up in that bitch, too,” Kendra screamed.
Then, she stormed off. She got in her car and drove off, leaving Trent in the driveway.
“Fuck!” Trent yelled.
He went back into the house to grab his cell phone and the keys to his truck. Trent knew Kendra was pissed off at him, so he opted to let her have her space. On the other hand, Trent was fuming. He had never let his phone out of his sight, and he had been at his parents’ house all day. He knew like hell his sister hadn’t answered his phone. Trent sat in his truck, took out his peach, and, after filling it with up with kush, blazed it up. He had no idea who could have answered his phone. Trent was known to lie, but, that day, he was being very honest. He’d been at his parents’ house all day, chilling in the back with his pops. The only time he had let his phone out of his sight was when he had left it in the kitchen to charge. Damn, Trent thought.

*****

“If this nigga don’t give a fuck about me, then I don’t give a fuck about him. Fuck it.”
Kendra was distraught, but she didn’t want to bother anyone else with her problems, and her head hurt from all the crying and screaming, so she thought it would be best just to go home. Kendra called her sister to let her know that she was going to take a few days off from work and clear her head.
“Sis, what’s wrong? I’ve never heard you sounding so depressed,” Nia said, full of concern.
“Nothing’s wrong. I just need a break from work,” Kendra quickly answered, trying to keep from breaking down.
“Ken, do I have to call Trent and curse his ass out?” Nia snapped.
“No, boo. I’m fine. I just need to relax and chill a bit, you know?” Kendra said with a forced smile.
“Fo’ real, Ken. You know I will cuss a nigga out and beat a bitch’s ass for you, sis?” Nia reassured her sister.
From the time she was born, Nia had always been the rowdy one of the duo. She would whoop ass and take names later when it came to protecting herself and her younger sister. That was how they had grown up, and, in the mean streets of LA, it was all about survival. On the other hand, Kendra had always thought she was too pretty to fight, but she was very outspoken. Because of this, she always got into fights, but don’t get it twisted. Although she didn’t like to fight, that didn’t mean that she wouldn’t whoop ass. Besides, that was what she liked for people to do- underestimate her capabilities.
“Nia, I said I’m good. I just wanted to let you know how I was feeling, so, if you happen to call me and I don’t answer, you will understand why, okay?” Kendra said.
Just as Kendra was about to power her phone off, Trent called. She pressed the END button and sent him straight to voicemail.
“Now, he can see how that shit feels,” she stated.
Instead of powering off her phone, she put it on silent. Then, Kendra threw on a Ginuwine CD; something about that man always sent chills up her spine. Because Kendra was feeling herself, she did something she had never done before. She went into Trent’s blunt box, took a couple already rolled blunts out, lit one, and started to smoke. Kendra puffed real hard on the blunt, holding the smoke in her lungs as she had seen Trent do many times before. Once she exhaled, she started to choke and gasp for air. Kendra flicked the ashes on the floor. She took another long drag and caught a head rush. Damn! I can’t smoke this shit, Kendra thought as she smashed the blunt in the ashtray.

*****

Trent was still in his truck, parked in his parent’s driveway. Kendra had pissed him off. First, she had acted a damn fool. Then, she’d had Nia to call him and tell him off.
When he answered his phone, Nia started going in, “Trent, yeah, you my bro. Bro, I love you dearly, but, if the reason my sister is stressing is because of you, I’mma fuck you up personally. Feel me?”
“Calm the fuck down, Nia. Ain’t gone be none of that. You heard? And secondly, yo’ sister’s a big girl now. She can handle herself,” Trent stated.
Then, he released the call. Trent was still flabbergasted about what had taken place at his parent’s house. Trent called Kendra, but she didn’t answer. He knew that she was pissed, so he didn’t press the issue. While he was trying to talk to Kendra, Mrs. Moore drove up and had a car full of bags, so Trent hopped out the truck to help his mother with the groceries.
“Wipe that look off your face, boy, and tell Mama why you and Kendra were out here acting like fools,” Mrs. Moore demanded.
Trent was shocked to hear how quickly news had traveled. It was probably one of his mom’s nosey-ass neighbors.
Trent stated, “Ma, it was nothing that I can’t handle.”
“Boy, if it’s something you can handle, Kendra wouldn’t have stormed off, and you wouldn’t be over here looking like you lost your best friend!” Mrs. Moore said, continuing to lecture her son on his wrongdoings. “Now, I don’t know what you two are going through, but you better hurry up and fix the situation, Trenton. Kendra is a lovely lady. Her type doesn’t come around that often. Now, I know you don’t want to miss out on the opportunity and be left with coulda, woulda, shoulda. You hear me talking to you, boy?”
“Yes, ma’am,” Trent replied.
“And I know Nicole’s been around for years, but that girl is trouble. She rubs me the wrong way.”
Trent raised a brow. He couldn’t believe what he had just heard. Then and there, he realized that he couldn’t get nothing passed his mom. She even knew Trent was selling drugs. She just had a few rules of her own. She had told him, “If this is the life you plan on leading, then you need to make sure you are the best at what you do. Now, keep in mind. I don’t do jail cells, grave sites, or hospital rooms, and please don’t bring the law to my doorstep.” Trent was eager to know just how much his mother knew about him and Nicole.
“What does Nicole have to do with this, ma?” Trent asked, a little aggravated.
“Mommy knows best, and I heard how she kept asking about you earlier when she was over here. You better watch that young girl. She’s nothing but trouble.”
“Nicole was over here today?” Trent asked with a surprised look on his face.
Now, it was all starting to make sense to him. The woman that had hung up in Kendra’s face was Nicole. Trent kissed his mom on the cheek, put the groceries on the ground, and said, “Thanks, Ma. I gotta go.”
Trent got in his truck and smashed through the city streets, eager to snatch Nicole up. As he drove, a lot of thoughts ran through his mind. She had violated him one too many times, and, now, she had to pay for her actions.
“This is why I shouldn’t be fucking young bitches,” Trent said, as he ran a red light.
Trent was so deep in thought that he didn’t notice the flashing red lights behind him until he heard the loud speaker coming from the squad car.
“Pull over right now!” the officer commanded.
Trent looked in his rearview. “Shit,” he exclaimed as he pulled over to the right.
“Put your right hand out the window, and turn your ignition off with your left hand and drop the keys on the pavement,” the officer said. Trent did as he was told, still cursing under his breath.
The officer approached the truck with caution. “Do you have registration and proof of insurance for this vehicle?” the officer asked.
“In the glove compartment,” Trent said with the officer still watching him. He reached in and grabbed the paperwork.
“I’ll be right back,” the officer said and went back to his cruiser to run the plates. He came back with a ticket.
“You checked out. Just make sure you pay attention to the intersection. You could have easily run someone over,” the officer said, handing Trent the ticket.
Trent thanked the officer, grabbed his papers, and continued on his journey.

*****

Nicole was standing outside, smoking a blunt and engaging in a conversation with her neighbors when he arrived.
“Hell yeah! I got that nigga wrapped around my pinky. He knows where home is. He just go play house with that bitch until I’m ready for his ass,” Nicole said, trying to make herself look good in front of her friends, but she was fabricating a lie. Nicole was always bragging to her neighbors to make them jealous. The girls were around her age and clung on to every word she tossed their way. They listened with open ears, like they had a pad and pen to take notes with. Nicole was so busy making up lies about her life with Trent that she didn’t even notice him pulling up. Without warning, he grabbed her by the throat and choked her in front of the same girls she had just been bragging to.
“Bitch, you want to play games!” Trent spat.
“Baby, not so rough and not in front of everyone,” Nicole said, trying to keep up appearances, but the girls immediately understood.
They turned their backs and went into their houses. Trent dragged Nicole into her house by her ponytail.
“Yeah, bitch. I don’t see you talking that shit now,” Trent said as he backhanded her.
Nicole’s eyes bucked as she cried, “Baby, what’s the matter? I’m sure we can work it out.”
“Fuck working it out,” Trent said as he slapped Nicole again.
Nicole tried fighting back, but it only made matters worse. Trent dopefiend her, blackening her eye. It closed up at once.
“Bitch, this is what you want, right? You just can’t accept your position as my sidepiece, huh? You keep playing like you’re wifey. Know your fucking place.”
Trent was fuming. He was so mad that spit came out of his mouth as he said, “Bitch, you’re lucky I have some compassion for your ass, or I would’ve beat you like a nigga in the street.”
Nicole was baffled. Tears poured out of her eyes, mixing in with her snot. She knew she had fucked up big time, but she didn’t think Trent would go to the extreme of beating her ass. Nicole had an agenda and that was to make Trent hers. She was tired of playing the sideline. She felt she deserved to be Trent’s main girl, and that was what she had been trying to do. Trent looked at Nicole with fire in his eyes as she scurried on the floor, trying to get away from him.
“So, you gonna keep playing these games?”
Trent moved closer to Nicole and stood over her.
“No, baby, no more. Baby, I promise,” Nicole said while looking at the floor.
Trent picked Nicole up by her ponytail.
“Stand up,” Trent ordered. “Daddy don’t like to put his hands on you; just stay in your fucking place! You doing stupid shit like this is not gonna make me leave my girl. If the position you signed up for is too much for you to bear, then leave it alone,” Trent said cold heartedly. After he finished speaking, he dropped Nicole to the ground and threw his ticket at her and said, “Make sure you pay it when it’s due.”
As Trent left out the house, he was sure that he had gotten his point across. He knew he had one hell of a dilemma that he had to face, but, until that day came, he was going to keep doing him.

*****

Back at home, Kendra was so high. She didn’t know if it was the weed or the alcohol that had her feeling the way she was felt, but she loved it. She was dancing her ass off in the living room like she was auditioning to be in a video. When she was finally exhausted, she flopped down on the couch and grabbed her cell phone. She had twelve missed calls and eleven messages. Kendra checked her messages and erased all but one. She kept playing this one message over and over again. Kendra was still shocked. She listened to the message very closely, making sure she’d heard it correctly.
“Hello, Ken. How are you? Fine, I hope. This is Wiz, and, if you’re wondering how I got your number, I’m a man who gets what he wants. I’m very persistent.”
Kendra smiled and thought about how she’d met him. She wanted to call him back right away, but two things came to mind: first, she was still in a relationship with Trent, and, although they had their differences, she couldn’t come to terms with calling another man, and, secondly, she wasn’t that thirsty. Kendra laid out on the couch and turned on the TV with the volume down. She thought it would be a good time to finally let Trent know exactly how she was feeling. She was tired of being on an emotional rollercoaster because it wasn’t a fun ride.



Chapter 4


Nicole continued to lie in the spot where Trent had left her. She was so distraught and all cried out. She just knew that, by doing everything Trent had asked of her and more, she would be his number one girl. A knock at the door startled Nicole.
“It’s open! Damn it,” Nicole yelled while holding her side.
“Oh, my gosh, Nikki! What happened?” Treniyah asked as she walked through the door and spotted her friend lying on the floor. Treniyah had missed Trent by five minutes.
“Some stupid bitches from the J’s jumped me,” Nicole said, referring to the Jungles, a small division of apartments in L.A. that you dared not get caught up in.
Nicole couldn’t tell her best friend that she was sleeping with and selling drugs for her best friends brother, so she had to make up a lie. She didn’t want her friend to get the wrong idea about her.
“Where them bitches at?” Treniyah asked, pumped and amped. “We can ride on them. Just say the word.” Treniyah paced back and forth. She was in fight mode, ready and down for whatever.
“It’s okay. Just let it go, okay? I’m too weak to even move. All I want is to lay down. My body hurts.”
Treniyah helped her friend back to her room, helped her out of her clothing, and laid her gently on her bed. Treniyah tidied up her friend’s room.Mostly, she picked up the clothes that were on the floor. She picked up Trent’s ticket, scanned it, and laid it on the nightstand. Then, Treniyah laid on the bed with her friend, held her tight, and cried softly with her.

*****

Trent still hadn’t heard from Kendra because she refused to answer his calls. It had been a total of three days, and he was more than positive that Kendra had calmed down. Besides, he was ready to sleep in his bed with his woman. When Trent opened the front door, he didn’t expect to see what he saw. The house was a mess. Dishes hadn’t been washed; food was on the kitchen floor and counter, and clothes were everywhere.
“Oh, hell nah!” Trent said as he looked at the weed box and saw that it was empty. “I know like hell no nigga was in here smoking my shit!” Trent let his anger get the best of him. He knocked over the dining room table, startling Kendra out of a deep sleep.
“What the fuck?” Kendra said as she jumped up out the bed and ran downstairs to meet Trent’s stare. “Oh! It’s only you,” Kendra said, rolling her eyes as she got up and walked to the bathroom. Trent walked in behind her, and she yelled, “Damn! Can a bitch pee in private?”
She tried to slam the door, but Trent caught the door with his foot.
“Ken, look. We need to talk. Come out when you’re done,” Trent said.
“I’m not really interested in what you have to say, Trent,” Kendra said while flushing the toilet and rolling her eyes.
“Ken, I don’t feel like the headache now. I came home so we can work things out,” Trent said, growing angrier by the second.
Kendra could see the seriousness in his eyes, so she eased up just a bit. “Okay, Trent. Go ahead and talk,” Kendra said calmly.
They both took a seat on the couch. “First off, look at this house, Ken. We’ve had way more arguments that were bigger than this. C’mon, ma. Step it up. Get yourself together. This is not even you. Tell me what’s going on, baby. Your man is listening.”
Trent caressed Kendra’s face. Tears escaped from her eyes. Trent caught them with his lips. It had been three long days since they had been wrapped up in each other’s arms. Trent embraced Kendra with a warm hug.
“You ready to tell me what’s been going on?” Trent asked.
Kendra took a long breath and gathered her thoughts before she spoke.
“Trent, you know I love you more than words. So much has been going on. I really don’t know where to begin. It didn’t just start with the phone issue. Our relationship has been up and down for the past two months now. I’ve tried to take your hustling and being on the block into consideration, but here I am. I work, go to school, and still come home to please my man,” Kendra said, trying to fight back the tears.
“C’mon, mama. I love you. You are my world and nothing can change the way I feel. I won’t let my work come between us. I promise you, babe,” Trent reassured Kendra.
Trent looked at Kendra. There was so much hurt in her eyes. He thought he was being the man by not giving a fuck about anyone else’s feelings. He thought he had the best of both worlds and couldn’t no one stop him, but only now did he realize that he was hurting the one woman who had stuck by his side.
“Are you cheating on me, Trent?”
Kendra’s question caught him by surprise. Trent made sure that he chose his words carefully. “Ken, you are all the woman I want, and all the woman I need in my life. Now, why would you say something like that, baby? I’m out here grinding seven days a week. Do you honestly think I’m out there chasing tails? You gotta give me some type of credit.”
Satisfied for the time being, Kendra decided to let it go. Three days away from her man was long enough. As she got up from the couch, Kendra asked, “Are you hungry?”
Trent laughed, “Look at this place, ma. It’s a mess. Ain’t no way I’m dining in here. I’ll tell you what. I’ll clean up the living room while you clean the kitchen. Then, we can order some Chinese food.”
Satisfied, Kendra agreed to the cleaning arrangements. She turned on the radio and let KDAY take them back in the day. After what seemed liked hours of cleaning, both were wore out. Trent ordered the food, and Kendra fixed herself up. They had a pleasant dinner, listened to old school rap, and got their boogie on. Afterwards, they played a game of spades. Kendra felt at peace once again and was ready to move things forward. Trent and Kendra lay in each other’s arms until they fell asleep.
While Trent was snoring, Kendra quietly snuck out of bed. Although she loved her man, she was no fool. Carefully, Kendra searched the pockets of Trent’s pants, making sure she didn’t wake him. All she found was his driver’s license and a rubber band full of twenties. Kendra placed the contents back in his pants. She, also, searched the nightstand for his phone. Damn! Where’s this nigga’s phone?, Kendra wondered. Then, she remembered that Trent had left his phone on the charger in the kitchen, so she crept out the room and down the stairs. She found Trent’s phone sitting on the counter. Kendra grabbed the phone and snuck into the garage. As she figured out Trent’s pass code, she mumbled, “Nigga is so predictable.”
She just entered in the last four numbers of his social security number. She went to the recent calls and scrolled down the list. She laughed to herself when she saw how many times Trent had called her phone. Then, she saw that the text messages were empty.
Kendra closed the phone and started to go back inside the house when she felt the phone vibrate. Kendra’s first thought was to not look at the phone, but curiosity got the best of her. She flipped the phone back open and couldn’t believe what her eyes read. The text message read: TRENT BABY, I AM SORRY. I KEEP ACTING LIKE A FOOL. WELL, BABY, I’D RATHER BE A FOOL FOR LOVING YOU. IT DRIVES ME CRAZY TO KNOW THAT YOU GO HOME TO HER EVERY NIGHT TO PLAY HOUSE. I’M SO IN LOVE WITH YOU, TRENT. I’LL DO ANYTHING TO KEEP YOU. LOVE, NICOLE.
Anger flooded her body as Kendra realized that her suspicions had been right. She closed the phone as her heart raced a hundred miles per minute. She stormed out the garage, ran up the stairs, and screamed, “You fucking bastard, how could you do this to me?” Kendra was practically hyperventilating as she threw Trent’s phone at his head.
“What the fuck, Ken? What’s yo fuckin’ problem?” Trent jumped out the bed, grabbed Kendra by the shoulders, and said, “Ken, I’m not gonna do this shit with you, ma, so you need to calm the fuck down.”
“Get the fuck off me!” Kendra yelled, trying to fight Trent off of her. They ended up falling on the bed.
While covering Kendra’s mouth, Trent asked, “Are you gonna calm down?”
Kendra nodded her head, so Trent eased off of her.
“So, what’s up, ma? Why you trippin’ with that bullshit?” Trent asked calmly.
Kendra sat silent for five minutes before speaking. Then, she cleared her throat and slowly said, “How long, Trent?”
Trent was about to speak, but Kendra cut him off.
“How long have you been cheating? And don’t lie, nigga, cuz I read your text message.”
Trent looked around. He was stunned that Kendra had even looked in his phone.
“You looked through my phone?” was the only thing that came out of Trent’s mouth.
“You can’t even answer my damn question,” Kendra huffed. “I’ve invested six years in this relationship and, for what?” Kendra let a single tear escape from her eye. “I promised myself I wouldn’t cry. You’re not worth my tears any longer.”
Trent could’ve kicked himself in the ass for not being more careful. This was the second time this had happened this week.
“I didn’t sign up for all the bullshit, Trent. I think we need some time apart from each other to really think things through,” Kendra said.
She looked deep into Trent’s eyes to see if there was any remorse in them. Then, Kendra got off the bed and packed some clothes. Once she finished, she looked back at Trent one last time before walking out the door and said, “Goodbye, Trent. I really hope you understand my decision for leaving. I hope you get it together.”
Trent laid back on the bed. Kendra had packed her bags so many times before and said she was leaving that, this time, he wanted to call her bluff. All she had ever done was drive around for a few hours or go over to her sister’s house and sit there until she thought he had learned a lesson. Trent laughed to himself. She’ll be back, he thought.
“A’ight, ma. If that’s what you want, then do you, shawty?” Trent told Kendra.
That was all the confirmation that she needed. Kendra left the house without looking back. Kendra kept an extra key to her mom’s and sister’s houses. She chose to go to her mother’s because she wasn’t prepared for the questions her sister would be asking.

*****

It was four A.M. when she pulled into her mother’s driveway. She saw that the kitchen light was on. When Kendra and her sister were younger, her mom had always complained about leaving the lights on. Kendra and Nia used to tease her and ask if she was a vampire. “Oh, Lord,” Kendra said aloud. She knew, if her mom was up, she would have some explaining to do. All Kendra wanted to do was lie down and not to be disturbed.
After entering the house, Kendra called out for her mother, but there was no response, so she walked into her mother’s bedroom, but she found that her bed was empty. Kendra looked in the family room. She heard the television going, but her mom wasn’t there. Again, Kendra called out for her mother as she always did when she was a little girl.
“Mommy, where are you?”
Kendra finally made her way to the kitchen and that was where she discovered her mother, sprawled on the floor. Kendra frantically ran to her mother’s side.
“Mommy! Mommy! Wake up!” Kendra yelled.
She immediately started doing CPR. Still, her mother didn’t budge. Kendra grabbed the cordless phone and dialed 911.
“Nine-one-one, what’s your emergency?”
“My name is Kendra LaSalle. I’m at 10112 7th Avenue. My mother is not breathing. I need an ambulance right now.”
Kendra was talking so fast that she stumbled over her words. The operator had to ask her to slow down and start over. Kendra became irate and yelled, “Bitch, my mother is not breathing! I need a fucking ambulance now!”
Kendra slammed the phone on the ground and returned her attention to her mother. “Come on, Mommy. Wake up please. I love you,” she cried, rocking her mother in her arms.
The paramedics and fire department arrived in less than five minutes. Kendra stood by and watched one paramedic hook her mom up to a breathing machine while another one asked Kendra some questions.
“Does your mother have a history of medical problems?”
Kendra, still in a state of shock, nodded her head slowly and said, “Yes. She has type two diabetes.” Kendra watched as they strapped her mother to a gurney.
“Ma’am, we are going to take your mother to UCLA Medical Center. You can ride in the back if you don’t have anyone to take you,” the paramedic informed as they exited the house.
“I’ll drive myself up there,” Kendra insisted.
Kendra called her sister as soon as they left. Marcos answered the phone. He could hear Kendra’s sniffles.
“What’s wrong, baby girl?” he asked.
Kendra gave him a rundown of what had just happened.
“Okay, baby girl, we will meet you up there.” Marcos disconnected the call.

*****

Fifteen minutes later, all three of them were standing in the ER, waiting for the doctors to come out and talk to them. Kendra and Nia were hugging each other. Trent walked in right when the doctor and the priest arrived. Kendra sucked her teeth at Trent.
“Are you the family of Bernice LaSalle?” the doctor asked.
The girls nodded their heads.
“Can you please tell us what’s going on?” Nia asked, still holding on to Kendra and rocking back and forth.
“It looks like your mother hasn’t been taking her medication. When she collapsed, she slipped into a diabetic coma,” the doctor announced. “Shortly after she slipped into a coma, she suffered a stroke, and I’m sorry to inform you that your mother didn’t make it.”
Kendra cried hysterically and screamed, “No! Not my momma! Why?”
The priest immediately started praying over them. Nia had a bewildered look upon her face. She couldn’t believe that her mother was gone. She sought to be the stronger one for her sister. The only thing Kendra remembered was being admitted to the hospital for having an asthma attack. When she came to, Trent was right by her side.
“I thought I told you that I’m good on you for now. Why the fuck am I lying in this hospital bed?” Kendra hissed.
Trent’s eyes were still red. He answered, ”Because, ma, you had a bad asthma attack. Let me go get the doctor and tell him you’re awake.”
Trent went to the nurses’ station to let them know that she had woken up and to ask if they could page Kendra’s doctor. Then, Trent stepped back into the room.
“The doctor will be here in a minute, ma. You need anything?” he asked.
“I need for you to leave me the hell alone. Thank you,” Kendra answered rudely.
Just then, the doctor entered the room.
“All right, Miss LaSalle. We are releasing you. Just make sure you stop at the nurses’ station on your way out to pick up your prescription. Here are your discharge papers. Okay. You’re set.” The doctor handed the papers to Kendra. She smiled and thanked him and then, she went to the restroom, washed up, ran her fingers through her hair and rinsed her mouth. Kendra grabbed her things and stopped at the nurses’ station. Then, she made a beeline out the door. Kendra drove back to the house she grew up in, reminiscing about the good times she had spent with her mother. Their life hadn’t been grand, but she still appreciated every moment she had spent with her mom- the good times and the bad times. Nina and Marcos were already at the house when Kendra pulled up, followed by Trent. The house had an eerie presence that made Kendra feel uneasy, and, immediately, her stomach felt queasy. She ran to the restroom and vomited. Trent rushed to her aide.
“Baby, you aight?” Trent asked.
Instead of pushing him away, Kendra collapsed in his arms.



Chapter 5


Kendra slowly but surely started to put her life back on track. It had been two weeks since her mother’s funeral and her break up with Trent. She had fallen behind in her schooling, so she decided to take a year off. She was going through too much turmoil, so she needed some time to refocus. She still hadn’t moved back in with Trent, but he came by her mom’s house every day. Trent wasn’t pressing the issue. He wanted to leave the decision up to her. In the meantime, he took full advantage of being a bachelor. Trent even had Nicole spend the night at his and Kendra’s home a couple of times. Nicole didn’t complain once about the time he came in. When she was there, she just enjoyed it for what it was. She always made sure that she had a blunt rolled for him. While he smoked, she wasted no time in giving him head.
One particular time, while they were having sex, he slipped up and called Nicole Kendra, but that still didn’t stop her. She was happy that she was now in the wife position, but that position would soon fade away.
Trent told Nicole he was going out hustling and that he would be back later. To his surprise, Nicole flipped on him and said, “Baby, we’re not spending any quality time together.”
Trent looked at her like “Shit! Here we go again!”
“Nicole, you’re here with me. Isn’t this what you’ve always wanted?” Trent questioned. Trent was starting to get agitated, and this was getting played.
“Yes, baby. I’m happy to be here with you, but I think you just been on the block too much.”
Nicole tried to reason with him, but it only made him angry.
“I swear y’all bitches complain about stupid shit when a nigga ain’t making money. Then, what?” Trent snapped.
Shit! Everything Nicole did made him miss Kendra more and more. He needed to get his shawty back.

*****

After leaving Nicole, Trent was back on the block, grinding hard at full throttle. It was a lovely day in downtown LA, and Trent was having the best day he’d had in months. The dope fiends were coming back to back. Nothing could stop his grind.
Marcos walked up and said, “Aye, bro. It’s getting hot out here, man. We need to bounce. Shifts just changed, and now the Jump Out Crew is on the block.”
The Jump Out Crew was the name given to the detectives who worked the narcotics division. When they were on the block, hell always broke loose. One detective named Officer Brody showed out every chance he got. When he came out, he would announce himself like he was the king of an empire.
“This here is my block. I run the Nickel,” he would say.
Even though he knew he should be closing up shop, Trent just couldn’t stop. The money was coming in too fast. He knew he was playing with his freedom like it was a game of Russian roulette.
“Look, my nigga. Go ahead and be a hard headed-ass nigga, but thatss nڀs yo ass. I’m out,” Marcos said, frustrated.
He wasn’t trying to get caught up on some bullshit that could have been prevented. Besides, he had a couple of warrants.
As soon as Trent dumped his last pack, he got hemmed up by the Jump Out Crew.
“Ain’t this ‘bout some bullshit,” Trent spat.
Officer Brody walked up and called Trent by his government name, “Trenton Moore, what are you doing on my block? Boy, don’t you know this is my shit? How many times do I have to tell you that the Nickel is mine?”
Trent was vexed. He knew Brody was putting on a show for the cracker-ass cops behind him. To Trent, Brody was the black version of Mr. Burns from The Simpsons. He had been on the force for thirty years and was now head of the narcotics division.
“I’ll tell you what, Mr. Moore. I’ll let you go if you give me everything in your pockets,” Brody said with a devious grin.
“Brody, I don’t have shit, man,” Trent answered.
Trent wasn’t worried because all the cash was with Marcos. The only thing he had on him was that quick fifty he had made just before the cops hemmed him up. Marcos had already hit the block and parked in a nearby parking garage. At that point, he was walking back to the block. That was their routine, so that the cops couldn’t search the vehicle.
“I’m trying to give you a chance at freedom. Now, we can do this the easy way or we can do this the hard way, Mr. Moore. I just want to warn you, if we do it your way, it’s not gonna be very nice.”
Knowing that the cards were stacked against him, Trent gave in and let the cops search him. Trent even went a step further. He took off his Nike Blazers to show that he didn’t have nothing on him but that fifty dollar bill.
“Mr. Moore, this must be your lucky day. I usually don’t give anyone a pass, but I’m a man of my word. Now, go on and get out my face before I change my mind,” Brody threatened.
Trent put back on his shoes and walked around the corner to the parking garage, where he met up with Marcos.
“My nigga, you alright? I thought you was a goner, my nigga,” Marcos laughed.
“Ain’t shit funny, nigga. Yo ass took off like a bitch,” Trent snapped.
“Yeah, nigga, I have warrants, not tryna get caught off some bullshit,” Marcos said, continuing to laugh.
Without warning, Trent became serious when he confessed, “On some serious shit, man, I miss my fucking girl so bad. It’s been two weeks since I last seen her. She’s not answering a nigga’s phone calls or texts. I keep showing up, and she doesn’t even come to the door.”
“Give her some more time, Trent. She’s hurting right now with all that y’all are going through and her mom passing. It’s really taken a toll on her, but don’t stop showing affection just ‘cuz she’s telling you not to bother her. In reality, nigga, she needs you,” Marcos said, reclining in his seat.
“Aw, nigga, you getting sentimental on a nigga now,” Trent laughed.
“Nah, young grasshopper, I’ve been down that road before,” Marcos said, turning his face to gaze out the window. Trent heard and understood every word that Marcos spoke. He just had to bring his thoughts together before he chanced going over to Kendra’s mother’s house.
Trent dropped Marcos off at home. Once alone, Trent was able to think things through. He drove to a flower shop and picked up some tulips. Then, he picked up some fresh fruit and chocolate- her favorites.

*****

Kendra tried to keep herself busy at her mother’s house, so she didn’t think of her too much, but, as she went through her mother’s belongings and separated them, Kendra’s heartbreak overwhelmed her. She kept those items that had sentimental value and spent most of her day reminiscing. After boxing them up, she gave the remaining items to the Goodwill. As she was going through her mother’s items, Kendra ran across a picture of her father and mother. In the picture, they were all lovey dovey. This was before he was sent to prison on a twenty-five year bid for killing his best friend after his best friend had tried to molest his children and rape his wife.

*****

Chuck didn’t have a family of his own, so he spent all of his time at Amir and Bernice’s house. One Sunday, Amir and Chuck were drinking and shooting dice with a neighbor. They did this every weekend. When there was a lull in the game, Chuck excused himself and went inside. He let Bernice know that he was going to give the girls some money for school.
After what seemed like forever, Mrs. LaSalle realized that he was taking longer than usual, so she went to see what was holding him up. When she stepped in the room, she found Chuck with his pants down. He was trying to force his penis into Nia’s mouth.
At the sight of this, Bernice lost it and jumped on his back. She hollered for Kendra to go get her father. Chuck slammed Mrs. LaSalle on the ground, while a very scared Nia slid under her bed. He, then, dragged Bernice into the bathroom and ripped her clothes off.
“Bitch, since you want to interrupt shit, I’m gonna take it from you,” he slurred as he punched Bernice in her face.
“So, you’re really going to disrespect Amir like that? I thought he was your best friend.”
Frustrated, Chuck spat, “Fuck, Amir. I never liked that pretty-ass nigga anyway.”
Meanwhile, Kendra ran as fast as she could to get her dad. He was standing outside in their the backyard, talking to their neighbor. When she came running up, he said, “Slow down, Ken! Why don’t you have on no shoes?”
“Daddy! Daddy! Nia! Uncle Chuck!” was all she could get out, while huffing and puffing. Tears poured down her face as she tried to explain what was going on in the house. Her father looked at her and then, he told his friend he would catch up with him later. He picked up Kendra and ran into the house. Once inside, he yelled, “Bernice! Bernice!”
When Nia heard her father’s voice, she came from under the bed and ran to the living room.
“Hey, baby girl! Where is your mother and Uncle Chuck?”
Tears filled her eyes as she pointed to the bathroom. He told the kids to walk next door and wait for their mom to come and get them, but they ignored their father and stayed behind. Amir walked into his bedroom and grabbed his sawed off shotgun. He walked to the bathroom door and kicked it open. He saw his wife laying on the floor with a swollen eye. Chuck looked up and saw the barrel pointing in his face.
“Man, I’m sorry. Amir, I…I,” Chuck stuttered hard, getting up off the floor and walking toward the entrance of the doorway.
“How could you, Chuck? How could you betray me like this, huh?”
Amir was heated and had tears in his eyes. The next thing that came out of Chuck’s mouth was so shocking that he couldn’t believe that he even spoke the words himself.
“I really wanted Nia, but this bitch jumped in the way.”
Those were the last words he spoke as the bullets rippled through his chest. The cries of his two little girls broke Amir’s heart. He laid the shotgun on the floor and ran to his babies, hugging them close.
“I’m sorry you guys had to witness this. Murder is never an option, but I will die and go to hell before I let someone harm my babies.”
One of the neighbors who’d heard the shots called the police. The paramedics, police, and fire department all pulled up at once. They asked the neighbors and the kids a series of questions. One of the lead detectives informed Amir that they were going to take him in for questioning.
“We’re going to have to take you down to the precinct, Mr. LaSalle.”
When they cuffed him, Bernice went crazy, screaming, “Let him go!” She clung to her husband’s leg and was dragged behind him as they walked him to the squad car. Amir let her know everything would be okay. An officer approached and asked, “Do you guys have a place to go for the next couple of nights?”
The officer assured Bernice that she and the kids would be okay. Mrs. LaSalle packed herself and her children some clothes. Then, they were driven to a nearby hotel, where they resided for the next two days.
On the day of sentencing, Mrs. LaSalle made sure she was front and center at her husband’s hearing. The judge gave leniency because of the circumstances provided by the lawyer and sentenced Amir to twenty-five years. Mrs. LaSalle was heartbroken. There was no way she could stay away from her husband that long. Every weekend, Kendra, her sister, and mother took the Greyhound to visit their father. Seeing him every weekend helped to ease the pain in their mother’s heart.

*****

Kendra set the picture on the mantel and continued cleaning. After everything was boxed up, she put the boxes in the garage. Kendra knew that all of these events had happened for a reason. She felt it was God that had led her to leave her house that night. She thought about calling Trent, but the thought went away. Kendra went outside to get the mail. As she opened the door, she found Trent standing in the doorway. He startled her. Why is it that, every time I think about him, he shows up? Kendra wondered.
“Hey, shawty. Are you gonna let me in?” Trent asked, standing there with some tulips, a box of chocolate, and a puppy dog look on his face.
Reluctantly, Kendra stepped aside to let him pass. Trent set everything on the counter and took a seat at the bar.
“Ma, I can’t sleep one more night without you. Baby, I know you have every right to be upset. I know I fucked up, but I’m here to right my wrong. You are my foundation, my rock, my wifey. It’s you that I want and need. Those other bitches don’t mean shit.” Trent poured his heart out. He figured, if he was just open about the situation, that it would make it easier for her to forgive him. Kendra didn’t know what to say or how to react. She wanted to slap him for all the turmoil he had put her through, but her mother had taught her to let bygones be bygones.
“Trent, being apart from you has helped me realize some things, so I hope when I say this you don’t get mad.”
Kendra looked into Trent’s eyes. She could tell that he was being sincere, but what if she went back and things hadn’t changed? She didn’t want to risk it, but she, also, didn’t want to sleep alone any longer. Her mind was playing tricks on her.
“What if things don’t work out, Trent? Then, what?”
Trent lowered his head. He was tired of battling with Kendra. He just needed for her to give him another chance. He was sure that he could make it right, but, sometimes, it felt like, for every step forward he took, he got knocked two steps back.
“Ken baby, I’ll tell you what. I’mma show you how serious I am. I’mma give you a week, and nothing more than a week, to think about it.”
Trent drew Kendra closer and kissed her gently. To his surprise, she didn’t resist his embrace. He decided to take it a step further. He slid his hand over her breasts and teased her nipples. Kendra threw her head back in pure ecstasy. She hadn’t been touched in three weeks, and, to her, it seemed like Trent had the magic touch to take her over the edge. She kissed Trent hungrily as she guided him to the sofa. She took off her tank top, exposing her hardened nipples. Trent wasted no time in licking around her areola before sucking her nipples one at a time, devouring each one.
Kendra grinded her pelvis against Trent’s dick. He lifted her in the air and snatched off her boy shorts. He licked his lips when he saw her clean shaven pussy. Trent laid Kendra on the floor and spread her legs wide open. He stuck his index finger inside her canal and moved it in a circular motion. He softly kissed in between her thighs. Then, he eased to her center. He licked and sucked like it was his last meal on earth, and he kept his finger going at a steady pace. He felt Kendra’s legs wrap around his neck, putting a lock on him. He stopped for a brief second. Kendra arched her back. As her body yearned for more, she whispered, “Please don’t stop.” Kendra turned him on his back and went for his jewels. She grabbed his dick like she speaking into a mic. Twisting her hands around the shaft like she was grinding pepper, she cuffed his balls with the palm of her hand and sucked on each testicle. She, then, deep throated, gagging just a bit. Trent cried out in pure pleasure. He couldn’t take any more. He wasn’t ready to cum until he was deep inside her womb.
Trent eased Kendra’s legs over his shoulders. He then rubbed the head of his dick on her clit until her pussy swallowed him whole. As soon as he entered, Trent didn’t move. He just wanted to feel the warmth of her, but Kendra moved her hips to an imaginary beat in her head.
“My lil mama missed daddy, huh?” Trent said confidently.
Kendra remained silent, but she continued to gyrate her hips. Her breathing became heavy as she busted her first nut. She was in a zone of her own. She needed to feel love, but, at the same time, she wanted to feel hatred towards him. Their lovemaking session was very emotional for both of them. Trent had really missed her. For Kendra, it was more pain than love. Kendra was on to busting nut number two. She was elated. Damn. I need to break up with him more often, she thought.
After what seemed like hours of lovemaking, Kendra gathered up Trent’s things. Once she had all his belongings, she handed them to him.
“Damn, Ken! A nigga can’t cuddle with you? If I didn’t know any better, I would think you were treating me like a whore,” Trent chuckled. “A’ight, ma. I’mma give you a pass. Have your bags packed in a week. I’m coming back for you.”
Trent planted a wet kiss on Kendra’s forehead while sliding his jeans and Timbs on.
“Just make sure you’re ready when I come back,” he said as he walked out the door. He got in his truck and drove away feeling like he had just accomplished a life-long goal.

*****

On the way back to the block, Trent thought about his master plan. He needed to keep Nicole on his team, but, he also knew her time was up. “Shit! All I have to do is give her some bomb dick, and she’ll be cool,” he said out loud.
It was cool having a woman around who didn’t complain about anything he said or did as long as he kept his dick in her mouth or fucked the shit out of her. “All good things must come to an end,” Trent spoke, saying the words loud and clear.
That day, Trent wasn’t on the block to serve; he was there to collect his paper from consignments. Trent wanted to create an empire. That was his hustler’s dream. Money made Trent’s dick hard. If someone didn’t have all his money, it was hell to pay. Trent leaned on his truck, waiting for workers and other drug dealers to bring him his loot. He wasn’t even on the block a good thirty minutes before all his money was in his hands, all except for this one dude named JD. He was becoming more of a problem for Trent. It had been a month since he’d been playing with Trent’s money. JD didn’t know it yet, but his actions were about to cause his demise.
One of Trent’s workers let him know that JD was at the Bottoms in San Julian Park, flossing his new ride and jewelry and passing out money to the smokers.
“Man, Trent, he is out there making you look bad, saying how he got all this off your expense,” the worker informed.
He looked up to Trent as a mentor. He hoped to someday be like him.
“I swear I wanted to pop him right then and there, but you know I would had to spray everyone,” the worker said.
Trent nodded his head at this new information. He looked at his young protégé. Then, he said, “You did right to leave him for me. Now, I need you to do me a favor. Get him to come to the bar around the corner on Spring. Treat him to a couple of drinks, and I’ll take care of the rest,” Trent said as he went to the back of his truck and grabbed his hoodie.
The worker was extra hyped. He gave Trent dap and said, “I’m gonna set that up right now.”
The worker dialed up JD to set it up. Within the hour, JD and the worker were in the bar drinking and chopping the breeze. The worker kept a tab running at the bar, so JD could get more comfortable with him. The plan was to get him drunk enough so that Trent could lure him to the back and peal his cap. So far, everything was going as planned.
Thirty minutes later, Trent walked into the bar. He was wearing his hoodie and a cap so low that his eyes were covered. You would have thought he was Jay-Z or somebody, but the camouflage was necessary because no one could know who he was. Trent moved in, swiftly approaching his protégé like he was interested in copping some ya-yo. Trent’s protégé Marquise went back over to where JD was sitting and said, “Aye, my man behind us wants a quarter pack. I need to hit up Trent, so he can bring it to me.”
“Fuck that Trent nigga. I’m the muthafuckin’ man ‘round here. You ain’t heard? I ran that nigga outta business,” JD said with a drunken slur.
Marquise was just as eager for JD to meet his maker. He wanted to pop his wig right then and there, but he knew he had to stick to the plan. Trent kept his finger on the trigger, anxious to get JD out back.
JD rose from his seat and yelled to Trent, “Only bitches need a nigga to speak for them.”
JD chuckled, thinking what he said was funny. Trent just nodded his head, walking out the door. Trent walked around the block to a small alley located between two hotels. He bent down behind his car and acted like he was fixing his shoe. He could hear Marquise and JD walking towards the car.
“Fuck this nigga doing?” JD spat.
When JD finally realized what was going on, it was too late. Trent cocked his.38 at JD’s head, scaring JD so much that he pissed on himself.
“Yeah, nigga. I don’t hear you wolfing that big shit now,” Trent spoke heatedly. “Any last words before I send you to the place of no return.”
“Aye. C’mon, Trent. I was just bullshitting. I have your money in my car. Just don’t shoot. We can work this out,” JD said, trying to compromise, holding out the keys to his car. Marquise snatched them out of his hands. Trent laughed.
“Look at this pussy-ass nigga. Trent, he deserves to die,” Marquise said.
Trent didn’t have the time or the patience to hear a pathetic excuse. He figured JD had just written a check his ass couldn’t cash, and it was time for him to pay the piper. Trent pressed the gun against JD’s temple and squeezed the trigger. Trent watched JD’s lifeless body hit the pavement. Afterwards, he tucked his gun away. Then, he got into his work car with Marquise in tow and drove away. He continued his day like nothing had happened. When he dropped Marquise off around the corner from the park, he said, “Make sure to get the whip and meet me back at the spot in twenty minutes.”

*****

More than twenty minutes later, Trent, along with Marcos, was anticipating Marquise’s arrival, and Trent was getting annoyed. Fuck this nigga taking so long for? I don’t want to have to body this nigga, too, he thought. At that moment, the door to the spot opened up, and Marquise stepped in, wearing a grin on his face.
“Nigga, we ‘bout to be on,” Marquise said.
Trent looked on with a confused expression. Marquise picked up on the expression that Trent wore. Then, he started to explain what he had found in the trunk of car.
“I drove the car to a strip mall down by Trade Tech College. When I found a parking space, I popped the trunk to make sure shit was kosher. I stumbled on more than what my eyes planned to see,’’ Marquise said, grinning from ear to ear.
“Fuck this nigga on?” Marcos asked.
Trent gave him the low down on the events that had taken place earlier.
“So, what did you find?” Trent asked, raising a brow.
Trent sat on the stool across from Marquise. He liked the young dude, but he would bust a slug in him without warning if he didn’t like what Marquise had to say.
“I’mma need help with these duffle bags,” Marquise said as he walked out the door.
Once at the car, Marquise popped the trunk. Trent’s and Marcos’s eyes lit up. Each one carried a duffle bag back inside. One was filled with money. The money was thrown around everywhere inside the bag. The other two smaller duffle bags contained all kinds of drugs, from crack cocaine to ecstasy.
Trent dumped the money and drugs on the floor. There was so much money that he didn’t even want to count it. He could look and tell there was way more than a hundred grand. He took out ten stacks and passed them to Marquise. Then, he stashed the dope and money in tiny compartments in the bedroom.
“Take the car down to Jorge’s Garage on Figueroa and Ninety-Fifth. Tell him I sent you. He will know what to do. He owes me big time,” Trent said to Marquise. “Make sure you have someone to meet you down there.”
Once Marquise was gone, Marcos lit a blunt and asked, “What’s up with you and Kendra. What you going to do?”
“Shit! She will be back at home on Friday. Don’t even trip, my nigga,” Trent said with a smile and confidence in his voice. “I’m gonna catch up with you later. I was handling shit before I was interrupted.”
Trent laughed. Then, he gave Marcos dap and left the house. Trent decided to wait before telling Nicole she had to bounce. He just wanted to have his dick sucked, smoke a blunt, and chill. When he arrived home, Nicole’s bags were sitting by the door. He looked around for her, but she was nowhere to be found. Trent was glad that she was leaving on her own instead of him making her go. She had made the job much easier for him. Trent rolled himself a fat blunt and turned on the TV. In less than ten minutes, he was out, exhausted from everything and everybody.
Hours later, he was rudely awakened by someone banging on the door. He could hear Nicole screaming, “Trent, I know you’re in there! Now, open the door!”
Furious, he snatched the door open and asked, “Bitch, why the fuck you banging like you the police?”
“Well, I’ve been knocking for fifteen minutes, and I have to pee,” Nicole answered in a whiny voice.
Nicole looked Trent up and down. She could tell something was wrong, but she didn’t want to ask him because that would have been another argument. So far, she had dodged the bullet of getting her ass beat.
“What’s up? Why are your clothes by the door, and where the fuck you coming from?” Trent questioned, already knowing the answer. He just wanted to hear her tell him why.
“I want to be in a relationship, not just here for your convenience,” Nicole stated, sounding sad. She was hoping by telling him her reasons that it would change his mind.
Trent said, “Nicole, I don’t know how many times I have to say-”
“I have a wife, ma,” she said sarcastically, cutting him off and completing his sentence. Then, she said, “I went out with Treniyah. Don’t worry. I had her pick me up and drop me off by the shopping mall, so your secret is safe.”
Trent grabbed his keys and yelled out, “Let’s roll.”

*****

They rode in complete silence. Neither one wanted to say good-bye. In Trent’s mind, he still wanted to fuck her from time to time and have her on his team, but he yearned for the love and the warmth of Kendra. She had been down with him for six years, and it was still going strong. Even though he had wifed her up and made it so she wouldn’t have to want for nothing, she still went out and got a job. She knew about his hustle, but she wasn’t interested in the streets. After he dropped Nicole off at her house, he returned home and, immediately, went to work cleaning up.
Damn! Time flies when you’re not paying attention, Trent thought after he’d been tidying up for two hours, making sure everything was in order before Kendra came home. He had bought some new thousand count bed sheets and a quilt from Bed, Bath, and Beyond. He, then, made sure that Nicole hadn’t left anything behind. He knew how women liked to operate, to make their presence known. Just as he had suspected, Nicole had left a Dear Jane letter in the nightstand on Kendra’s side, but Trent was two steps ahead of the game.
“Ha! The games bitches play, but they are no match for the Don Juan,” Trent yelled out.



Chapter 6


The timer on the oven went off, indicating that the roast was now ready. Then, he went to stir the yams and add bacon to the greens. The mac ‘n’ cheese was in the oven, baking to perfection. He knew that this was Kendra’s favorite meal. Although he hustled in the streets, he still knew how to get down in the kitchen. Because of this, his family called him Homeboy or Dee. Everything was perfect. The house was clean and smelling good. Dinner was almost done. Trent was amazed with himself. He patted himself on the back. A few seconds later, Trent’s phone vibrated. He flipped it open and saw it was a message from Kendra. It read: I’M SORRY, TRENT. I’M NOT READY TO COME BACK. PLEASE UNDERSTAND. I LOVE YOU DEARLY, BUT THIS IS ALL TOO SOON. CALL ME IF YOU NEED ME. SMOOCHES, KEN.
Trent, at that moment, felt as if he had gotten played. He couldn’t do anything but laugh at the situation. Going back on the block wasn’t an option, so he decided to fix himself a plate, smoke, and watch the Lakers whoop on the Celtics.

*****

On the other side of town, Kendra couldn’t make up her mind. She didn’t know if she wanted to stay or leave. She was so confused, and it hurt her deeply. Everything that she loved was gone from her life, but she knew she had to put her negative thoughts aside. Deep down, she knew that everyone deserved a second chance. Besides, her bags were already packed, waiting inside the car. Kendra didn’t bother to call Trent. She just wanted to surprise him when she arrived. I hope I’m doing the right thing, Kendra thought as she pulled into the driveway of the condo that she shared with Trent. After stepping out the car, she took a look around before opening the front door. She could smell the aroma from the meal Trent had prepared. Kendra’s stomach rumbled hungrily. She licked her lips and hurriedly made a dash into the kitchen. She was surprised at the lengths Trent had gone to so that her return would be perfect. Kendra made herself a hefty plate. She hadn’t had a real home cooked meal in a good while.
Walking back into the kitchen, Trent cleared his throat to get Kendra’s attention. “I’m not good enough for a phone call? You could’ve, at least, called to say you had changed your mind,” Trent said with concern.
Kendra was already seated at the table, preparing to take her first bite.
“I just made up my mind fifteen minutes ago. Why? You want me to leave?” she said, pushing her plate away and moving away from the table.
“Calm down, ma. You’re always overreacting. I’m glad you’re back,” Trent said, kissing her on the forehead.
“Can you get my bags out the car?” Kendra asked with a mouthful of food. “Baby, you did your thing.”

*****

After dinner, they talked a bit. “I’m taking some time off from school. Instead of graduating this summer, I’ll graduate next spring,” Kendra informed Trent.
Trent sat back and listened. He was thankful to have his wifey back in his life.
“Baby, I just want to say that I apologize from the bottom of my heart for causing you pain,” Trent said, looking deeply in her eyes.
Kendra’s eyes drifted away. She didn’t want to reveal the pain that was still inside of her. “Babe, I accept your apology. I just want to move forward and stop dwelling on the past. Can we do that?” Kendra asked.
Trent nodded his head in agreement as they kissed again. With everything back on track, Trent stayed in the house the majority of the time. Kendra thought he was showing a new side of himself. Truth of the matter, Trent was keeping a low profile. He wasn’t ready to catch a case, so he left the hustling to his protégé Marquise, while he and Marcos stayed at the trap house. Trent was cool with how the situation had turned out. It just gave him more time to be at home and more time to stay in trouble with Nicole. Now that Kendra was back, Trent planned to keep dwelling in his love triangle.
Since she had not been at work in over a month, Kendra had a lot of catching up to do on her first day back. She was swamped with messages and files. Within her first hour, she was in need of a break, and she needed one fast. The secretary buzzed through the intercom and said, “Ms. LaSalle, you have a call on line two, and Mrs. Harrison asked to see you.”
“Thank you, Morgan. You can transfer the call through,” Kendra answered.
When she picked up the phone, the caller asked, “Hey, baby girl. Are you available to meet me for lunch?”
Kendra was stunned as she spoke in the receiver. “Wiz, is that you? How do you know where I work?”
“I told you. I’m a man who gets what he wants, so how about lunch?” Wiz asked again.
Kendra agreed to meet up with Wiz only because she was curious to know just how much he knew about her. A part of her thought he was a stalker, but the thrill made it just that more exciting. She watched the clock carefully on the wall. “Ten more minutes. Ten more minutes,” Kendra kept saying to herself until it was her lunch time. Kendra looked in the mirror and did a once over, making sure no strand of her hair was out of place. As she exited the office, she decided to walk instead of drive. She didn’t want to get caught up in lunch hour traffic.
Kendra’s heart skipped a beat the moment she saw Wiz standing there, looking good. He wore a Yankee fitted hat, a Polo sweater with Evisu Jeans, and Gucci shoes with a belt to match. Wiz gestured for Kendra to join him in line while he ordered a venti caramel macchiato without the whip cream.
“And the lady will have a grande frozen green tea,” Wiz told the cashier.
He paid for their drinks. Once they took their seats in the back, Kendra cut right to the chase.
“You seem to know a lot about me. You have peaked my curiosity!” she said.
Wiz cleared his throat and said, “Well, I did my homework on you, Miss Kendra. When I see something I want, I usually get it.”
Kendra laughed. Then, seductively, she asked, “And what makes you so sure that I’mma be yours?”
Wiz relaxed a bit more in his seat and answered, “Well, for starters, you wouldn’t be here having lunch with me if you weren’t a little interested. You need to leave that little boy alone and deal with a real man. He’s not going to be around forever. Trust!”
Wiz was pretty sure that Kendra was going to be his. He just wished he could have met her under different circumstances. Wiz had a vendetta against Trent, and what better way to get back at him than through his wifey.
Kendra smiled. Then, she politely said, “Well, Wiz. My lunch is almost over, and I walked over here. Don’t mean to be rude, but I have to hustle back.”
When she rose from her seat, Wiz stood up and said, “I’ll walk you back to your office.”
Kendra smiled, “Sure. Why not? Thank you.”
They walked hand in hand and chatted until they reached her office. Wiz snuck a kiss in, which caught Kendra by surprise. She pulled away quickly and asked, “Nigga, have you lost your damn mind?”
“Please accept my apology,” Wiz said, as he pulled a Tiffany bag from his pocket and handed it to Kendra.
Kendra smiled. Something about him made her want to give him a chance. She accepted the gift.
“Apology accepted. Just don’t let it happen again. Thank you once again, Wiz. I’ll call you in twenty minutes,” Kendra said, giggling and giving Wiz a hug.
He whispered in her ear, “You know you’re gonna be mines.”
He kissed Kendra on the cheek. When Kendra returned to her desk, her boss informed her that she would be leaving early because she had to be in family court. Kendra used that opportunity to relax. She was happy she didn’t have to go out in the field. It was Friday, and the majority of the caseworkers were already gone for the day. Kendra called her sister and gave her a brief update. No matter what, Kendra always looked to her sister for advice. Her conversation with Nia lasted until it was time for her to go home. As she ended her day and drove home, all she could think about was Wiz. She was even more attracted to this mystery man. She planned on seeing him again. Fuck! If Trent can fuck other bitches, then I can go out with Wiz. Hell! I may just give him some, she thought.
When she glanced at the Tiffany bag sitting on the passenger’s seat, another smiled spread across her face. She parked the car in front of the house. Before she could completely step out the car, Wiz was calling her cell phone.
“Hey, beautiful! I know this is short notice, but I was wondering if we could meet by the Ladera Center?” Wiz asked.
Kendra huffed in the phone and said, “Right now? Wiz, I just got home from work. I haven’t even stepped a foot in the house yet, and remember I do live with a man that I haven’t seen all day,” Kendra said, making a statement.
Wiz just wanted to make sure to get Kendra as far away from the house as fast as possible. One of his boys had contacted Wiz and told him that Trent was en route to his home. The idea was, as soon as Trent stuck his key in the door, they would tie him up and rob him.
“If you don’t mind, you can meet me at my house. That way, you can relax, chill, and watch a movie,” Wiz said.
Kendra couldn’t ignore Wiz’s tempting request. Besides, she figured she owed him more than that, so Kendra gave in.
“Okay. Just tell me how to get there. I’m on my way,” Kendra said excitedly.
Wiz gave Kendra his address, and, as promised, Kendra was there in twenty minutes flat.
Wiz met her at the door, holding a bottle of wine.
“Welcome to my humble abode. I’ll be your server Mr. Belvedere,” Wiz joked.
They shared a laugh. Wiz guided Kendra through his home. “I hope you’re hungry because I slaved over the phone and ordered a lot of food,” he said.
“Mmm. It smells delicious. What are we having?” Kendra inquired, licking her lips.
“Glad you asked. We’re having a feast, straight from Italy- spaghetti and chunky meat lasagna with all the right herbs, chicken Alfredo, salad, bruschetta and your choice of red or white wine,” Wiz said, looking at Kendra and smiling.
“Oh, wow! I don’t think I’ll be able to eat that much. I’ll just have a sample of all you have.”
Kendra was very modest because she most definitely didn’t want to pig out and scare the man.

*****

Trent drove around his neighborhood for more than a hour. He wasn’t sure, but he could have sworn that a souped up Monte Carlo was following him. Trent had it in his mind that he would play a game of cat and mouse, and he knew for damn sure he wasn’t going to be the mouse. Trent made a quick left turn on National and another left on Robertson. Every turn Trent made, the MC made as well. Trent was going over eighty miles an hour. Instead of turning on Cadillac, he smashed to Guthrie, making a right at Corning Street. Trent hit the lights, pulled behind an apartment building, and waited for the MC to pass. He, then, reached under his seat and grabbed his.357. He sat it on his lap with his finger on the trigger. As soon as the Monte Carlo drove past, Trent waited for a couple minutes. Then, he pulled out of the alley, making sure he kept a short distance. When he was sure that they knew he was following them, he took his gun, aimed, and started shooting. He blew the back tires out, and he shot again. This time, the bullet shattered the back window and grazed the driver’s head, causing the driver of the MC to crash. Trent drove past the car to see if he could recognize any of the assailants, but the only thing he could see was the color black. Trent knew it was just a matter of seconds before the ghetto bird came lurking, and he knew that whoever was chasing him wasn’t going to say anything. Since he knew everyone in the neighborhood, he didn’t have to worry. They damn well wasn’t going to talk. Trent wasn’t sure what the assailants wanted. He figured that they must’ve wanted money and knew where he lived, so, instead of going home or to his mom’s house, he drove to Nicole’s, thinking no one would think to find him there. Trent tried calling Kendra, but she wasn’t answering, so he sent her a text message, giving her instructions not to return home and saying that he would explain later.

*****

“Excuse me while I take this call,” Wiz said as he stepped away from Kendra and into the living room.
As Wiz walked away, Kendra felt her phone vibrate. Because she didn’t want to be rude, she was just about to turn it off when she saw that it was a text from Trent. After reading the text from Trent, Kendra swallowed hard on air. She became flushed with fear, and her heart skipped a beat. She tried to regain her composure before Wiz returned to the room.
In the next room Wiz was displeased with the conversation he was having with one of his boys because their plan to rob Trent hadn’t gone as planned. Wiz grew furious when he found out that Trent had put one of his henchmen in the hospital. He knew he was going to have to take matters into his own hands.
“Is everything alright?” Wiz asked, stepping back into the dining room.
Still stunned, Kendra wore a blank stare on her face. He could tell that something had happened while he was out of the room.
“Huh? Oh, I’m sorry. I…I have to go. Once again, you have managed to make my day brilliant. Thank you,” Kendra said, leaving out the door.

*****

Kendra called Trent once she was in her car. The second he answered, she asked, “Hey, baby. Are you okay?”
“I see you read my message. Just do as I say. Please go back to your mom’s house until further notice. I’ll see you inna minute,” Trent told Kendra.
Before she could get a word out, the phone went dead. Kendra didn’t understand what was going on, but she listened to her man and drove to her mother’s house where she patiently waited for Trent to come. Even though Kendra was worried, she couldn’t keep her mind off of Wiz. Everything seemed so right about him. He was so pleasant, and that was what she liked. Kendra couldn’t wait to see him again. While she was deep in thought, Trent walked in.
“Hey, Ken. We need to talk. This is some serious business,” Trent told Kendra as she followed him to the den.
“What’s going on, baby?” Kendra asked, taking a seat on the floor next to the couch.
“Look, ma, I have to be honest about some shit that has been going on,” Trent said as he shifted his position on the couch. “I was followed home today, but I’m not sure who was following me.”
Trent’s mind went back as far as he could remember. It just didn’t make sense that someone would follow him. He knew JD’s people weren’t really concerned about him. Out of the blue, he yelled out, “Marquise! I’ll kill that nigga!”
Kendra looked at him as if he had lost his mind. Soon as the words left his mouth, Trent shook his head and said, “Nah, can’t be. That nigga knows where I keep my stash.”
Kendra looked at Trent for some type of answers. She wanted to know why her life and home were in danger.
“Ken, look. Before you came back home, I had a money dispute with a nigga downtown. He didn’t wanna pay, so I had to body his ass. Come to find out, he had my money plus my dope,” Trent explained.
“I can’t believe you, Trent. I can’t believe you would put your family in harm’s way. What were you thinking?” Kendra said angrily, shaking her head. “Trent, you do stuff without even thinking. You got niggas chasing you ‘cause you decided to play God and end someone’s life?” Kendra was pissed. She really hoped to start an argument, so she could have an excuse to leave. She had unfinished business to attend to, and Wiz was the name.
“What about my clothes, Trent? You don’t expect me to go to work wearing the same thing I wore yesterday, do you?” Kendra asked.
Trent sighed and took a deep breath. Then, he answered, “Alright, lil mama. I’ll take you shopping when you get off work.” Trent was getting worked up.
“No, Trent! I don’t want to shop. I just want my things. Why can’t we just get my things?” Kendra whined just like she did when she wanted to get her way.
“Damn, Ken! Stop it with the bullshit! You’re fucking acting like a dumb bitch, like you don’t know the game.”
Trent was enraged. He was five minutes from going off on her, but he knew it would have caused a big ass argument, and he wasn’t going to allow her to take him there. He knew he had brought this on them, but he really didn’t want to hear “I told you so,” especially not from his girl. Trent humbled himself before he spoke out.
“Baby, try to understand that this is a very crucial time. We can go back home in due time. I just wanna make sure things die down before we go back,” Trent explained.
Kendra nodded her head in agreement. Then, she said, “Well, I’m tired. I’m about to take a bath then, I’m going to lay it down.”
She gave him a peck on the lips and headed to the bathroom. Kendra ran water in the tub and added bubbles. After filling the tub, Kendra slipped and let the warm water envelope her body. She replayed her life and thought of how she had let herself get back into the same situation. She grabbed a pen and a notebook from the side of the tub and wrote to her dad. It had been a long time since she’d had any communication with her father. Nia went twice a month to visit him, but Kendra hadn’t built up enough courage to go since she’d gotten older. Kendra really blamed her father for being incarcerated. Even though it wasn’t his fault, she still blamed him for not being able to be in her life every day. She needed him right at that very moment in her life. Kendra needed guidance. She thought a letter would be a perfect way to reconnect with him.

*****

After Kendra had poured her heart out in the letter, she sat the pen and paper down and decided to relax and let her mind captivate her thoughts. Kendra washed her body. Imagining her hands were Wiz’s hands, she caressed her nipples. While biting on her bottom lip, she guided her hands down in between her thighs. Kendra massaged her clitoris, letting the heat rise in her body. She started with a slow, circular motion, causing friction between her legs. She inserted one finger into her canal, using her other hand to massage her breasts. She was just about to erupt when Trent interrupted her flow. He undressed and joined Kendra in the whirlpool tub. He took her finger and put it in his mouth, savoring her treasure.
Trent raised Kendra slightly out the water and dove head first in between her legs, sucking and licking on her pearl. Trent begged for forgiveness while lapping up all her juices. Kendra began to moan while holding on to the edge of the tub. Trent eased himself inside of her ever so gently, taking his time, pumping in and out, going as far as she would let him. Kendra was enjoying the moment. She was on a high. All of her pain had escaped her mind momentarily. Trent wrapped Kendra around his waist while still inside of her. He carried her into the bedroom. He laid her on top of the bed, keeping his stroke. Kendra laid back and let Trent take total control, but she made sure she threw that pussy back at him, contracting her pussy muscles and releasing Trent’s dick at the same time, putting Trent in a frenzy.
“Work that shit, ma. Make that pussy talk to me,” Trent whispered in Kendra’s ear.
Then, he started speaking in his native tongue. That always sent Kendra over the edge. She loved the way he spoke Spanish. It made her melt, and, like clockwork, Kendra squirted all over the place. Kendra rolled over onto her side. She couldn’t help but think about Wiz. She felt a little guilty because, in her mind, she was sexing Wiz not Trent. Kendra giggled to herself and closed her eyes.
Once Kendra was fast asleep, Trent eased himself out the bed. He walked into the den, turned on the TV, and rolled a blunt. Trent stopped just before he lit his blunt and thought about the time Mrs. LaSalle had caught him smoking in the house.

*****

Kendra and Trent were visiting one Sunday evening. After dinner, Kendra escorted Trent to the den, so he could catch the game. He, then, took his blunt from Kendra’s purse. He laid his head back, smoking and enjoying the game. Out of nowhere, Kendra’s mom walked in and yelled, “Boy, I know damn well you’re not smoking that shit in my house.”
Trent didn’t know what to do or say. He just sat there with his mouth wide open. Finally, he said, “I’m sorry, Mrs. LaSalle. I didn’t know.”
“Just make sure you save me the other half of that blunt,” Mrs. LaSalle said with a wink.
Then, she returned to clear the dishes off the table, leaving Trent astonished.
Trent laughed at the thought while he blazed his blunt. Thinking of Mrs. LaSalle brought tears to his eyes. He had loved her like his own. Trent sat back, contemplating his next move. He needed to make a few calls to his boys to make sure everything was kosher.
First, Trent called Marquise just to see if he had heard anything, and, if he was too quick to give up any info, then he would be dealt with. The phone rang five times before Marquise picked up.
When he answered, Trent could hear the slurps and moans of a woman.
“Who dis?” Marquise asked, moaning into the receiver.
“Nigga, who the fuck you think this is?” Trent said heatedly.
“My bad, dog! I just got another phone and didn’t have time to store numbers yet,” Marquise said, pushing the young girl’s head away. “What’s going on, my nigga?”
Trent sighed, “Somebody followed me home today, but I took them on a chase through the neighborhood.”
“Damn, my nigga! You alright? Shit! If you know who it is, we can always go to war,” Marquise stated, down for the cause.
“Yeah, I’m a’ight, but check it. I need you to do me a favor. Slide through my crib. Make sure everything is cool. Once it looks like it’s okay, enter the house from the garage. Call me once you’re there, so I can tell you what do from there,” Trent replied, and Marquise agreed.
After talking to Marquise and confirming he wasn’t the culprit, Trent called the next soldier in line. Trent didn’t roll with many niggas, and it was hard to be in his circle. After talking to the soldier, Trent called Marcos, but his line went to voicemail.
Marquise called right back and said “Aye, my nig. Seems like your house has been broken into,” Marquise said as he stepped inside. “Damn, dog! They fucked the place up real bad, too.”
Trent advised his protégé that he would be there shortly.



Chapter 7


Trent drove back to his house, where he met Marquise outside. They gave each other a dap. Then, Trent took a brief look around.
“Do you think this has anything to do with JD?” Marquise asked.
Trent shrugged his shoulders. “I doubt it very seriously,” Trent answered. “It had to be those same niggas that was following me earlier. I think one of ‘em caught a bullet, not sure though.” He proceeded to walk around the house, looking for things that were missing. Upon entering his room, he found it to be quite strange that everything he owned was out of place and damaged. He found it to be even stranger when he discovered that Kendra’s things hadn’t been touched. That’s odd, Trent thought. Whoever broke in had to be some crazed lunatic.
Marquise ascended the steps two at a time. He looked around and said, “Damn, kid! Someone don’t like you very much. I just got a text from Marcos. He said he’s on the way, so, my nigga, what they want?”
“Shit, my nigga! You got me. I’m still tryna figure it out myself,” Trent said, taking a seat on the dresser. He sat there with a perplexed look, deep in thought. He didn’t know where to look. He just knew he was in a fucked up situation, and, from that point, it was on. Everyone was getting the green light. Trent saw the lights of Marcos’s Camaro, so he headed down the stairs. Trent met Marcos at the door.
“Sup, my nigga?” Trent asked.
Marcos shook his head as he gave Trent dap and a brotherly hug.
“What the fuck is going on ‘round here? Shit! Ken must really be tired of your trifling ass!” Marcos observed. “My nigga, this is bad. You have spray paint on the walls. Looks like either a bitch did this or a little nigga that’s tryna be down with some crew.”
“Funny thing is they fucked up my shit, but they left Ken’s stuff untouched,” Trent answered. “And I didn’t even get to tell you that I was followed earlier, but I eluded they ass. Then, I shot one of ‘em,” he stated.
Marcos raised an eyebrow. “You said this happened when?” Marcos asked.
“’Round six. Why? What’s up?” Trent asked.
Now, he was staring at Marcos, ready to give him the business. Trent stayed ready. His motto was “If you stay ready, you ain’t got to get ready”. Marcos knew that look all too well to know when Trent was upset. Marcos respected Trent and cared for him like he was a brother. The only time they ever got into it was over a football bet. It was so petty, but they didn’t talk for weeks. Finally, their girlfriends made them make up.
“My nigga, why you looking at me sideways?” Marcos asked.
“Nigga, you know something I don’t? Speak up,” Trent demanded.
Marcos leaned in the doorway as he sipped on his cranberry juice.
“Nigga, that’s what the fuck I came to see you ‘bout! I just got word from one of my customers that they seen that nigga Wiz earlier, but I seriously doubt it’s him because he’s on the run from the feds,” Marcos answered.
Trent and Marcos were well aware of what this meant. There was an ongoing war between the two groups that had caused mayhem and bloodshed in the streets of Los Angeles. Word on the street was that Wiz and his family had fled the country because the feds were after them. Now, they were back to handle an uneven score.

*****

Trent was a thug in his own right. The streets knew not to fuck with him, but Wiz was feared. It was like he was Lucifer himself. He had the whole city on lock. Wiz came from a family that owned everything from apartment buildings to restaurants and grocery stores to clothing stores. Wiz even had the blocks answering to them. His family was notorious in Los Angeles. His parents had created an empire that was passed on to him. He had never had to work a day in his life. Wiz was the only kid, but he had several aunts, uncles, and cousins. There was one cousin that he treated as the brother he never had. They had done everything together. If you saw one, you saw the other. Wiz brought his younger cousin Alonzo into the dope game. He taught him everything, from weighing the dope to cooking it to cutting it down. He also explained to him street value and the amount of money he could make. Wiz also explained the importance of being good to their customers.
“If you are good to them, they will show you some love in return, and, before you know it, you will have a bunch of loyal fiends.” He also taught him to make sure he never got high off his own supply. He asked Alonzo, “How can you make millions when you’re smoking up your product? Don’t do shit asshole backwards. If you do, you will make a mockery out this family, ya heard?”
Alonzo agreed. Shortly after that, they were making money non-stop, building to their family’s empire. Money was coming from all angles. Trent was once one of Wiz’s heaviest buyers, but, one day things went totally wrong. To this day, Wiz wished he could have traded places with his cousin. The day of Alonzo’s death was a day he would always regret, and he had never forgiven himself for it either.

*****

Trent used to cop dope from Wiz on consignment. Each key was twenty-two g’s, and, for each one Trent sold, Wiz wanted an extra ten grand off that. As Trent did calculations in his head, he realized that he would be making roughly about twenty g’s off of each. Wiz started Trent off with five bricks, which easily totaled a hundred grand a month for him. Eventually, Trent got greedy. He wanted Wiz to lower his price. He felt that he was making Wiz richer, and he wasn’t really seeing a profit. Wiz explained that it had to be his way or no way at all. Trent was very displeased with the decision that Wiz had made, so, from that point on, Wiz was Trent’s enemy. Trent and Marcos plotted on how they were going to rob and kill Wiz when he came to pick up the money.
“Fuck that nigga Wiz. His ass gotta go. Who the fuck he think he is?” Trent said, looking at Marcos.
Marcos, in return, looked at Trent and asked, “My nigga, you sure you want to do this?”
They knew that they just couldn’t up and kill Wiz without planning it thoroughly. They knew how Wiz’s family got down. They also knew that Wiz kept burners with him at all times. Because the streets feared him, he never came with an entourage, but he had people in all areas, so, if things were to pop off, a war would be what they would give them.
“Hell, yeah,” Trent replied.
On the last week of each month, Wiz picked up the cash and dropped off more dope to Trent, but, on this one particular Saturday, Wiz was caught up with a chick who he had met early in the afternoon. He knew he had to make that pick up, so he called Alonzo and said, “Baby boy, I need for you to pick this money up for me and drop these keys off to Trent. Make sure it’s a hundred and sixty in the bag. Don’t give them my shit until he cashes you out, understand?”
“I got you, man. Don’t trip, baby boy,” Alonzo said.
He was hyped. He couldn’t wait to prove himself.
“Matter fact, I’mma send Tray Dee with you just to make sure them niggas don’t try no funny shit,” Wiz warned.
“Nah, I’m goodie. Besides, I stay strapped,” Alonzo said, showing off his glock in the mirror.
“Aight, cuz. You sho you can handle this?” Wiz asked again.
“Stop worrying, bro. I got you,” Alonzo responded.
“Take the Impala. The dope is inside the trunk.”
“A’ight, cuz. I’m out,” Alonzo said while getting in the car.
Wiz had an eerie feeling that shit wasn’t going to go right, but that still didn’t make him stop what he was doing to protect his cousin.

*****

Alonzo swerved in and out of traffic, trying to get to his destination. Traffic was so heavy. He started to curse, and he threw bottles at the car in front of him.
“Nigga, move yo’ slow ass out my way,” he yelled at the lady.
He made it to one of Trent’s spots over on the west side on Ruth Ellen and Exposition.
Trent noticed that Wiz wasn’t in the car and became pissed, but, at the same time, he was elated because it made his job that much easier. He didn’t have any animosity against Alonzo. It was just that he was at the wrong place at the wrong time.
“Game on,” Trent said to Marcos.
Marcos sat in the back, waiting to get things popping.
Alonzo walked in, nodded at Trent, and asked, “What’s good, my nigga?”
“Same shit, different day,” Trent replied.
Trent and Alonzo carried on small talk for a couple of minutes.
“You ready for this transaction?” Alonzo asked, getting down to business. He was ready to get back on his side of town.
“Fa’ sho. Come on. Let’s do the damn thing.”
Alonzo’s phone rang. It was Wiz asking if everything was everything.
“Yeah, cuz. I got you,” he replied. Then, he hung and said to Trent, “So I’m here to pick up a hundred and sixty grand. You got that?”
“Yeah. About that… Wiz told me I could give him a hundred even. Then, I’ll double up his profit next go round,” Trent said, trying to make sure he sounded sincere.
“Nah, my nigga. Wiz ain’t said shit about that. He just said make sure you have all his bread before I give you this one,” Alonzo reassured Trent.
Trent thought, This is going to be harder than I thought. He had to think of something quick to get the ball rolling.
“A’ight. Go ‘head and call yo cuz to get things squared away. I’mma step to the back to give you privacy,” Trent said.
Alonzo called Wiz back to ask him about the new deal.
“Nah, nigga. Get the fuck outta there! It’s a fucking set up!” Wiz yelled.
Seconds later, he heard several loud bangs, one right after the other. Wiz dropped the phone and sobbed like a little baby. How was he going to explain to his family that his cousin had died because of him? Wiz’s father would never forgive him because he had taught him early one that it didn’t matter who feared you. There will always be someone out there plotting on you.
Trent grabbed Alonzo’s phone out of his hand and put it in his pocket. He had shot Alonzo three times, twice in the chest and once in the head. Marcos grabbed the bag with the dope. They made sure not to leave any evidence as they closed down the spot.
“What you want to do with his car?” Marcos asked.
“Fuck it. Leave it here. Shit! We can’t be caught in that shit,” Trent said.
Trent knew he had started a war with the most notorious drug kingpin in the streets of L.A. He had to make sure his street team was ready for whatever came their way.

*****

When Wiz arrived at Trent’s spot, he drove around to the alley. He saw Trent’s car parked against the garage.Wiz took out his two guns, MAC-10s with extended clips. He knew that Trent and Marcos were gone, but, just in case, he wanted to be ready to lay some bodies down. He crept around, peeking in the kitchen window and making sure no one was in there. Once he saw it was clear, he kicked the back door open with his guns drawn. He walked out the kitchen and quickly fell to his knees when he saw his cousin lying in a pool of blood. His eyes were still wide open. Wiz could tell rigor mortis had set in. He sat and cried by his cousin’s side. He searched his cousin’s pockets for any belongings that he might’ve had on him, but, like some crack heads, Trent and Marcos had left him with nothing. Wiz dreaded the call he had to make, but he knew he had to face the facts. He called his pops.
“I’m so sorry, Pops. I should have listened to you, but, instead, my ego got in the way,” Wiz cried to his father.
Immediately, his father knew something was wrong. “What is it, Gabriel?” he asked, calling Wiz by his birth name.
“They got Alonzo, Pops. He’s dead, and it’s all my fault.”
“Where are you?” his father asked.
Wiz gave his father the location, and, within minutes, members of his father’s street team had surrounded the whole block. One of his father’s gunmen informed Wiz that his father was waiting for him at home. He told him to leave because they had everything under control. Wiz dragged himself to his car. Tears were still falling out of his eyes. He had let his family down, and, most importantly, he had let his cousin down. He should have been by his cousin’s side. Wiz knew he would never forgive himself, and, because of that, Trent had to pay. He would make sure of it until his casket dropped.

*****

By the time Wiz made it to his parent’s home, his eyes were bloodshot red. He knew his father was waiting for him in the backyard. This was where his father meditated when things went wrong. Wiz’s mother walked up to him and gave her only child a hug. As she embraced him, she cried. Wiz embraced his mother tightly. He did not want to let her go, but he knew he had to move along. Wiz walked out back and sat across from his father. Wiz kept his head down, not wanting to look his father in the eyes.
Wiz’s father cleared his throat, which demanded Wiz’s attention. Then, he said, “Son, I’m very disappointed in you. What were you thinking? Well, you weren’t. That’s for sure. I don’t know how many times I’ve told you that you don’t make drops by yourself, so how could you send your cousin to do a job that he barely even knew how to do by himself? This is bringing way too much heat on us, Gabriel. We already have the feds on us now. I know like hell I’m not going to let this ride. I’m too old to be in the field, but, now, I gotta murk a few niggas. I want you to pop everything moving and don’t stop until a body drops.” Wiz got the message loud and clear and then got up and hugged his father.

*****

Over the next few hours, Trent and Marcos gathered up their soldiers and let them know that a war was coming and to be ready.
“If you stay ready, you ain’t got to get ready,” Marcos said, using the lines from one of Suga Free’s songs.
“There is still money to be made, so just watch your backs,” Trent informed his soldiers.
It was a team of twenty hardcore, grimy niggas that was down for whatever. In the midst of that group was Trent’s young protégé Marquise, Nicole, and slick talking-ass JD, back when he was on Trent’s good side. They all seemed ready. Trent passed the keys to JD. After he rocked up the product, he went to sell it in San Julian Park. That was where all the crack heads where waiting to get a hit. The five man crew would finish their product in no time. Along with the others that Marcos had distributed the dope out to, they were sure to take downtown by storm. Well, that was their plan.

*****

The dope was selling smoothly. It was such a calm and easy day that no one saw what was coming for them as Wiz and his entourage came through and took out any and everybody walking. It was a total surprise for Trent and his crew. Before some of them were aware what was happening, it was too late. Trent ran behind a trash bin, reached underneath it, and grabbed his TEC-9. Meanwhile, Marcos hid behind the door, holding his sub machine Uzi. Trent came from behind the trash bin, shooting, trying to murk everything moving. Trent was sure he had dropped two or three of Wiz’s crewman. He was maneuvering from behind buildings. He couldn’t account for anyone else. All he knew was to protect himself.
Trent was running out of ammunition. It wouldn’t be long before Wiz caught up to him. As he was running, someone snatched him into the Sanborn Hotel. He didn’t know who had caught him. Trent thought it was the end. It took him a minute to catch his breath and to recognize where he was.
“You alright?” Nicole asked, grabbing a tight hold onto him.
Suddenly, they heard gunshots. One bullet had shattered a window beside them, striking the security guard in the back.
“Shit! When is all this gonna end?” Nicole screamed.
Trent pulled Nicole to the ground. Then, they crawled to the back of the hotel.
“Where the hell is Marcos?” Trent asked, wondering if his right hand man was okay. He searched his pockets for his cell phone, but he soon realized that it wasn’t with him.
“Damn! I must have dropped it outside somewhere.”
Marcos walked out of a room with a smoker named Dwight.
“My nigga, I’ve been blowing your phone up. I’m glad to see y’all made it through the fire,” Marcos laughed half-heartedly. “This is some shit right here. JD and Marquise made it safely away from here. We’re outnumbered. Half of our team is gone,” Marcos replied.
“We gotta get up and get the hell outta here quickly as quickly as possible,” Nicole said frantically. The only way out the Sanborn was through the front door, but Dwight came up with an idea.
“Say, y’all can climb out the back window. It’s big enough for y’all to squeeze through,” he said.
Trent, Nicole, and Marcos followed Dwight closely to the back of the hotel. Trent helped Nicole out first. Once she made it out, she hit the parking lot, which led to Seventh Street. Nicole was able to move through the crowd without being detected. Next, Marcos hopped out the window and slid in between two parked vehicles. He got into Trent’s car. At that point, he could hear sirens. He prayed that Trent would hurry. Trent slid out the window, staying low to the ground. The police were starting to show up, and neither Trent nor Marcos wanted to be behind bars. There was no way of getting out of their predicament until they saw a Los Angeles Metro bus stop ahead of them. They both smiled. Then, they broke out in a full sprint in order to catch the bus before it drove off. They reached the bus just as it was about to pull off. They happily paid the fare and hustled their way to the back of the bus. Old women held on tightly to their purses.
Trent laughed, “C’mon now, grandma. I ain’t gone steal ya purse. I am a thug, but that’s not in my character.” Trent smiled at the lady as she huffed and moved a couple of seats ahead of them.
When the dust cleared, there were countless bodies lying around. Half of Trent’s crew and a few innocent bystanders had lost their lives. While the bus was pulling off, Trent’s heart sank when he saw a pregnant woman lying on the ground with a hole in her head. Trent dropped his head in shame. Marcos called Nicole to make sure she had been able to get Trent’s vehicle. Then, he told her to meet them at the Union Station.

*****

Police officers were everywhere, canvassing the whole block, putting up yellow tape. News vans were setting up, saying that the massacre was worse than Charles Manson and the Zodiac Killer put together. These killings had left the LAPD and local council members speechless. The mayor held conferences talking about how they needed to take back their community. The governor condemned the bloodshed as the worst of its kind.
“In all my years in California, I’ve never been so disgraced,” he confessed, wiping his eyes. “There has to be a change, and I’m making one today.”
The news said the total death count was twenty- two. Twenty-two people had lost their lives. They were both young and old. One lady was pregnant and had kids.
“We will make sure that these cold hearted bastards are put behind bars for a very long time,” The mayor of Los Angeles promised, piggy backing off what the governor had just said.
The chief of police asked for anyone who knew or had seen anything to come forward. “We will make sure to keep your identity concealed,” the chief stated.
They knew it was like talking to a brick wall. The citizens were not going to talk; either, they were loyal to the drug dealers, or they were just scared for their lives.
“We beg you. If you know anything, please come see us. Everything you tell us will be anonymous,” the chief continued.
Everyone started leaving the crime scene. They didn’t want to get caught up. They knew how vicious Trent and Wiz could be. Since the police didn’t find much evidence but the shell casings on the floor, they wrapped up their investigations, but the policed stayed hot on their block, making it impossible for any drug dealers to serve.

*****

Wiz made it back to his parents’ three story home in Malibu. It sat on a hill, overlooking the ocean. There were floor to ceiling windows and white plush carpet throughout every room. The kitchen sported granite countertops with stainless steel appliances. They even had an indoor-outdoor pool and a two sided fireplace that the family used inside and outside. The leather furniture was imported from Italy, and flat screens decorated the walls throughout the home. There were exactly ten bedrooms in the house. There were three master suites, a gym, a movie theater, and a security room. That room was equipped with high-tech security equipment, which could detect anyone moving around the house. They could sense when someone was bringing harm their way. The rest of the rooms were used as closets for Wiz’s mother. His father used to tell her all the time, “Baby, with all this stuff you have, you could open your own store.”
Wiz kissed his mother on the cheek. Upon entering the house, he smelled the sweet aroma of peach cobbler.
“Sit down and let Momma make you a plate,” Wiz’s mother said.
Wiz always craved his mother’s homemade peach cobbler. His mother was his favorite cook. He always told himself, once he found a woman who was like his mother, he would marry her. His mom was five feet, seven inches tall with a smooth almond complexion. She had almond shaped eyes and long, jet black hair that she kept bone straight. Before she met Wiz’s father, she was a model in France. She looked like she belonged on the cover of Ebony magazine.
As soon as Wiz sat down, the doorbell rang. Wiz had a displeased look upon his face because that meant someone was trespassing. Just then, Wiz’s father descended from the top floor.
“Don’t be alarmed. That’s just Agent Reinger. I opened the gate when I saw his car,” Wiz’s father explained.
Wiz sat back on the comfy recliner and continued eating his peach cobbler. Wiz’s mother answered the door and greeted Agent Reinger. She stepped aside to let him enter into her home.
“Welcome to my humble abode, and to what do I owe the honor for you showing up unannounced?” Wiz’s father asked.
The agent looked around. Then, he responded, “As you know, sir. We’ve had a sting operation on you, your family, and your whole operation. Let me just say this to you. Your days out here in these streets are numbered. My reason for stopping by is because of the mayhem that took place earlier today in downtown Los Angeles. Looks like it has your MO all over it. Would you know anything about this?”
“I’m sorry, Reinger. You’re wasting your time here. My family and I have been posted here all day,” he said, holding the door open for the agent to find his way out.
The Agent looked around once more. His eyes connected with Wiz’s. He cleared his throat before speaking. Then, he said, “I will be back in three days. That’s all I need for the federal judge to put out the indictment. Please enjoy the rest of your Sunday together as a family because it will be your last.” The agent laughed while walking out the door.
Wiz rose from his seat and said, “That pussy-ass nigga talking shit. They’re bluffing. They just wanna see us fall.”
He looked up at his father for some kind of reassurance, but his father turned his head. “I hate to admit it, but Reinger is right. They’ve had this sting operation on me for years, but I’ve managed to stay out of trouble. They say they have witnesses, informants, undercover police, and special agents that are willing to testify against me,” Wiz’s father said.
Wiz looked to his mother, then to his father. Then, he asked, “What’s this all supposed to mean?”
To Wiz, it seemed like his father was giving up. He had never showed signs of weakness before. He had always remained strong and in control of everything, especially when Wiz was younger. He’d always admired everything about his father, the way he moved, the way he talked, and how he handled people in the streets. He loved how the streets feared him and how the fiends loved him. He had watched his father make a dollar out of fifteen cents. Thanks to his father’s hard work, they had gone from rag to riches, so Wiz couldn’t understand where his father was coming from. All Wiz knew how to do was ride or die. “Get down or lay down” was the code they lived by.
“Look. We’re leaving tonight. I’ve transferred all monies to an offshore account, so I’m temporarily signing over all the businesses,” his father stated. “I changed everything a week ago. I knew that it was just a matter of time before they came with the indictments, so I got everything in order.”
Gabe looked at his son. He could tell his son was perplexed.
“We will be long gone before they come back in seventy-two hours. Tomorrow, they will try to freeze my accounts, put a hold on our passports, but not to worry. We’re flying in my private jet to France,” his father said.
Afterwards, Wiz’s mother chimed in and said, “Everything will stay here like we’re still living here- ID’s, social security cards, birth certificates, the whole nine. Your father has a business partner in France who will be making us new identities.”

*****

Later that evening, Wiz’s father had his chauffer drive them to their private jet. Everyone exited the vehicle. Wiz didn’t like the idea of fleeing. He was a real thoroughbred dude, and he wanted to stay, but he knew it wasn’t the safest thing for him to do, but he had made a promise to his cousin and father that he would body Trent as soon as he returned. It was a must.



Chapter 8


The next day, Kendra called in to work. She wouldn’t be caught dead wearing the same clothes. It just wasn’t in her nature to do such a thing. When she woke up, she noticed that Trent was gone.
“Hmm… he probably left a little while ago,” Kendra said. She called him on his cell and asked,
“Baby, where are you?”
“Shit, ma. Our house was broken into,” Trent answered.
Kendra panicked and said, “Oh, my gosh, baby! What did they take? Is everything okay?”
Trent smirked. Then, he said, “Nah, baby. They fucked up everything, but funny thing is none of your shit was touched.”
“Nigga, I don’t know why you directed that statement towards me. Asshole, why would I have someone break into our home when I live there, too?”
Kendra couldn’t believe she had just heard Trent say the words that had come out of his mouth. Was he really accusing her of stealing? She knew it was going to be a long day. She had to get out of the house as soon as possible. She wasn’t in the mood for Trent’s accusations or his attitude. Kendra spoke into the receiver and asked, “Are you going to bring my stuff here?”
“Yeah, I’ll bring what’s left in an hour or so. Look, we may have to be at your mom’s house until I buy another house,” he said dryly.
Trent was already agitated and speaking to Kendra added a little more fuel to an already burning flame.
After hanging up with Trent, Kendra cooked up a nice, big breakfast- buttermilk pancakes, eggs, sausage, and bacon. She placed a big pitcher of fresh squeezed orange juice on the table. Almost every morning, Nia and Marcos joined them. After she cooked, she sat the food out on the table, buffet style. She tidied up the kitchen. Then, she straightened up the living room and dining room. After, Kendra made up her bed, she moved on to the bathroom. She stopped short and broke down and cried. It was a hard task for her to move forward, but she was striving to put her life back together.
After cleaning everything, Kendra was exhausted. She laid across her bed and closed her eyes. Her phone went off, indicating she had a text message. She ignored it, but the buzzing continued. She reached for her phone and smiled when she read the words on her phone. It was a text from Wiz, telling her to have a beautiful day and letting her know that he was looking forward to seeing her soon. Kendra pressed the talk button, which dialed Wiz.
“Hey, beautiful. How’s work today?” Wiz asked.
“No, sweetie, I didn’t make it into work. I had a few setbacks, but I'm good. How is your morning going?” Kendra asked.
“Everythang is on the up and up with me. Look, lovely. I wanna see you today. Is that a possibility for you?” Wiz asked in a smooth, sexy tone.
“I think we can make that happen. Let’s say somewhere around six,” Kendra said.
“That’s perfect timing. Let’s make this a date. I’ll call you around five thirty,” Wiz said before hanging up.
Kendra jumped up and down like a little girl about to go on her first date. She was very anxious. She glanced at the clock and laughed, “I must be bugged out over him.”
It was barely ten A.M. She had eight hours before she would be in the presence of this Adonis, so she decided to take a shower. While she was showering, she wondered what was taking Trent so long. She dismissed the thought as she washed her hair and opted for a wet set look. She pinned her wet hair up. Then, she used the blow dryer to dry the curls in place. Once her hair was taken care of, she applied a little makeup. That was when Trent walked in the bathroom.
“I brought everything that I could. Your clothes and your sister are here. I’m out,” Trent said, turning his back and heading for the door.
“Damn. Bye. Shit,” Kendra said with an attitude as she applied lotion to her body.
Fuck this nigga and his funky-ass attitude, she thought. Kendra put on her robe and stormed out the bathroom. She charged at Trent and exclaimed, “Nigga, you got me fucked up, coming up in here with your funky-ass attitude like I did something to your trifling ass! You need to separate that bullshit! Mad at me cuz they fucked up your shit and not mines! You’re acting like a real bitch right now!”
She was heated, and she was tired of Trent’s bullshit. On that day, she showed Trent and everyone else in that house that she wasn’t taking no mess. Everyone was stunned.
Trent simply answered, “Yeah. Okay. I’m gone.”
Trent was holding back on what he wanted to say because he knew Kendra didn’t set him up, but his ego was fucking him up. He deserved everything Kendra said to him, and he didn’t want to argue, so he just exited stage left.
“Wow, Ken. Calm down and go put on some clothes. Nobody wanna see your nipples,” Nia said.
Kendra rolled her eyes, slammed her room door, and searched through her things. She chose to lounge around in her Old Navy sweat pants and a matching shirt. She threw on her white Nike Air Max shoes. Then, Kendra went back into the living room.
“Sis, I need to get up out this house before I lose my damn mind,” Kendra said to her sister.
“I’m down to roll,” Nia replied as she grabbed another slice of bacon.

*****

As Kendra walked to her Nissan, she threw Nia the keys so that she could drive.
“Where we headed to, boo?” Nia asked, already knowing the answer to her own question. Every time her sister was pissed or stressed about something, she let her frustration out by shopping, eating, or running.
I know like hell I’m not running, so I guess we’re going shopping, Nia thought as they drove into the Beverly Center. Nia tried to make the situation better by cracking jokes about people as they walked by.
At the Beverly Center, Kendra and Nia went to their favorite store- Bloomingdale’s. The duo bought almost everything they tried on, which totaled a little over five g’s. The salesman was so happy to get a nice, hefty commission off his favorite divas.
“There is a Burberry perfume set that is screaming your name, gurrrll” the salesman said, emphasizing the word “girl”.
They both laughed at him and said no thanks. Then, they grabbed their bags and headed out the door. Kendra noticed a group of girls heading their way and talking loud. One of them bumped Kendra.
Already heated and ready to whoop ass, the loudest girl said, “You excused!”
That made Kendra stop in her tracks. She spun around quickly and asked, “Come again?”
“You heard what the fuck I said,” the girl answered, walking up on Kendra.
Kendra was never intimidated and wouldn’t back down for nothing, so, when the loud girl came into view and she saw that it was Candy from Starlite, Kendra knew it was gonna be on.
“I see you wanna get your ass whooped again,” Kendra said.
She still vividly remembered their fight from six years ago.
“Bitch, I dogged your ass then, and I’ll dog your ass now,” Candy proclaimed.
Kendra laughed so hard that everyone around them looked at her like she was crazy. Kendra knew Candy was putting on a front for the dusty looking girls in her entourage, so Kendra challenged her.
“It ain’t nothing but space and opportunity, so let’s make it do what it do,” Kendra said.
Nia looked at her sister and said, “I hope you know we’re in a mall surrounded by a bunch of white people. I look too good to be sitting in someone’s jail cell.”
Kendra was furious. She said, “Fuck that. This bitch keeps yapping at the mouth, so I’mma show her how I get down for real.”
Candy started to walk away until she saw mall security. That was when she really started to get buck and make a scene.
“I’m sorry, but we’re going to have to ask you all to leave. You guys are causing a disturbance. If you don’t leave, then LAPD will escort you out,’’ the mall security guard said.
That was all Nia needed to hear. She grabbed her sister’s hand and headed for the escalators.
“I swear, Nia. You act so damn scary sometimes,” Kendra said, rolling her eyes at her sister. Nia didn’t respond right away because she was already embarrassed enough. She waited until they got in the car before she chewed her sister out.
“I think you have me fucked up with one of your home girls. This is really not the place to be getting all rowdy. You of all people should know that I will beat a bitch or nigga down then ask questions later, so don’t even try and play me like that! Now, I don’t know what you got going on with your man, but I’m not the one, so don’t write a check your ass can’t cash!” Nia said as they drove off. Kendra didn’t even try to argue back.
Kendra glanced at the clock. It read two thirty. She still had time to get a spa treatment. She told her sister to turn on Third. Kendra had the car parked by a valet. After what seemed like an eternity, Kendra felt like a brand new woman. She realized she had been real tense, but the deep tissue massage had relaxed her. She checked her phone for the time and saw that she had less than an hour to get ready. Kendra panicked and said, “Shit! What the fuck am I going to do now? I can’t drive all the way back home and get dressed in time.” As soon as she spoke those words, her phone rang.
“Hey, pretty woman. How are you?” Wiz asked.
Kendra smiled when she heard Wiz’s voice.
“I’m not doing too fine, but I’ll be better once I see you,” she giggled.
Wiz liked that he brought the little girl out in her. Something about her drew him in, and he was willing to make her his if she’d let him.
“Say, baby girl, can you meet me at the Blue Velvet around eight? I’m still out shopping, and I still need to get a haircut and my beard trimmed,” Wiz said.
Kendra breathed a sigh of relief. She didn’t have to rush. She could take her time and do it right. Kendra agreed and said, “Just one thing. Do you mind if I bring my sister along?”
“Anything my baby wants. It’s your world, boo. Just don’t stand me up,” Wiz said.
Kendra smiled and thanked Wiz.
After they disconnected the call, Kendra and Nia checked into their suite at Hotel Sofitel. Kendra had reserved the room for two nights. The bell hop asked if they needed any assistance, and they happily accepted. The bell hop rode with them to the fourteenth floor, showed them to their room, and helped with their bags. The suite had two full bathrooms, so neither lady had to wait on the other. Kendra advised Nia of the time and said, “Let’s give ourselves forty-five minutes to an hour to take a bath and get dressed. Right now, it’s a quarter past six, so, at seven, we need to be ready to go.”
Nia nodded her head in agreement. The sisters went their separate ways and prepared for a night of fun. Kendra emptied all her bags on the king sized bed. She carefully laid her Herve Leger signature halter black dress on the bed and placed her black Christian Dior heels on the floor.
In under an hour, Kendra stepped out the room, looking good from head to toe. The dress complimented her curves. She spun around in the mirror seductively. She bent down, touched her toes, and made her ass clap.
“I see someone misses the stage?” Nia laughed. Kendra joined her sister in laughter.
“I kinda do miss the stage. Seeing Candy today brought back some memories, but, instead of the stage, I’ll be working that bed tonight,” Kendra said, feeling sure of herself.
She high fived her sister. Kendra grabbed the diamond studded earrings that Wiz had given her from Tiffany’s the other day and placed them in her ears.
Nia wore her Dolce & Gabbana catsuit, red pumps, and a red clutch with a matching belt. Her hair was wrapped in a bun with Chinese bangs.

*****

It was five minutes to eight when they stepped into the Blue Velvet. The place was jammed packed. Every seat in the house was taken, and there was barely any standing room on the dance floor. Nia sucked the air and exclaimed, “I know like hell we’re not staying here. This shit is crazy!”
“Hold on. I want to see if he’s here. I’mma give him ten minutes. If I don’t see him, then we out,” Kendra replied. Kendra and Nia found a standing spot next to the bar.
“It’s so fucking hot!” Kendra yelled over the music, fanning herself with her hand like that would do the job.
Just then the music stopped and the DJ announced, “Can I have your attention please. There is a very special woman in the room tonight, and I need for her to join me on the dance floor.”
All the women hoped that it was their man who was calling them out. Even the men were looking around to see who this lucky girl was.
“Let’s be out,” Nia said.
They were making their way through the crowded room when Kendra heard her name come out of the speaker.
“This woman gives me the chills. I can’t seem to get her off my mind. Shespecs so sensual and sweet that she brings a playa to his knees. If you’re in the place tonight, Kendra, can you please join yo boy Wiz on the floor?” Wiz asked.
A smile was plastered on Kendra’s face as she turned around and headed back to the DJ booth with Nia right on her heels. Nia had to hold onto her shoulders just to keep up.
One very drunk woman approached the DJ booth like her name was Kendra, but she was quickly carried away. Wiz stepped from behind the equipment and said, “I’m so glad you came, sexy.”
He flashed his perfect smile. He put his arms around Kendra’s waist and embraced her. He, then, led Kendra and Nia to a private table.
“Wiz, you remember my sister Nia, right?” Kendra asked.
“Where are my manners?” Wiz exclaimed as he politely hugged Nia. “Please, y’all, have a seat.” Wiz sat down beside Kendra. Then, he wrapped his arm around her shoulder. He asked, “How was your day, baby girl?”
“It was long, so much going on. Don’t know where to start,” Kendra began.
Nia bumped her sister on the knee. This was code for “you’re talking too much,” but Kendra paid Nia no attention as Wiz ordered them drinks, and they talked more. By Kendra’s fifth drink, she was feeling herself, and she wanted Wiz more than ever. He had mad sex appeal. Kendra felt the friction between her thighs. There was a fire brewing and only one person could put the flames out.
Kendra whispered to Wiz, letting him know that she wanted him in the worst way. Wiz looked deep into her eyes and said, “Are you sure? You know you don’t have to do this. We can take our time.”
Kendra grabbed Wiz by the hand and said, “I’m sure of this.”
Those were all the words Wiz needed to hear. Wiz smiled to himself and thought, Bingo! The icing on the cake to bring Trent to his knees.
Kendra informed her sister of her plans. They covered all the basis. If Trent got suspicious about Kendra’s whereabouts, Nia would cover for her. They all made their exits out the club. Kendra hugged Nia and said, “Drive safely, mama, and call me if anything changes.”
They hugged once more. Then, Kendra and Wiz watched as Nia hopped into Kendra’s ride and sped off through the night. Wiz grabbed Kendra by the hand and led her to his Bentley.
Wiz began, “So, are we going back to my place or…”
Kendra shook her head slowly. Then, she answered, “No, sir. I got a suite at Hotel Sofitel.”
She smiled as Wiz hit the alarm on his 1999 Bentley Coupe. The doors automatically opened. Once Kendra was seated, Wiz closed the door for her. Then, they drove the short distant to the hotel. Once they arrived, Wiz valet parked his car. Kendra seductively hummed Don’t Disturb This Groove by The System.

*****

Kendra had nasty thoughts going on in her mind. She just hoped like hell those thoughts wouldn’t run Wiz away. They walked to the elevator, hand in hand. Wiz was elated that Kendra had made the first move. He, too, had his mind on all the things that he would do to her. They reached the fourteenth floor. By then, Kendra had already come up out her shoes. With her key card in his hand, Wiz picked her up and asked, “Which way?”
Kendra pointed the direction. Once inside the room, Kendra wasted no time. She unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. Whiz’s eyes focused on her perky breasts. She grabbed Wiz’s face and kissed him hungrily. Her mouth watered as she tugged on his jeans, anxious to get a hold of Wiz’s manhood. When she felt the bulge in his pants, she undressed him in one swift motion. Wiz lifted Kendra up by her arms and said, “Baby, slow down. I’m not going anywhere. We don’t have to do this like this. I want you to be my wife, not just a fling. We have plenty of time to have sex.”
“No. You’re not rushing me. I want this. I need this,” Kendra explained.
Wiz kissed Kendra softly on the lips as he guided her to the bed. Once there, he laid Kendra on her back. He kissed her body ferociously and caressed her breasts, palming each breast and sucking and licking on the areolas. A small moan escaped Kendra’s mouth. Wiz eased a finger inside her warm middle, working on her pearl. He, then, inserted another finger in, Kendra started to buck against Wiz’s hand. Seeing how wet she was, Wiz licked his fingers. Then, he smiled and said, “Mmm… delicious.”
His joint was rock hard. It had Kendra’s full attention. She tried to get up, but Wiz pinned her to the bed and said, “Nah, baby girl I’m ‘bout to give it all to you straight up with no chaser.”
Wiz dove his head between Kendra’s thighs, planting soft kisses around her buried treasure. Parting her lips open with his fingers, Wiz let his tongue play a rhythm on Kendra’s pearl while making a humming noise. Wiz sucked and slurped for about fifteen minutes. He made Kendra cum four times in a row. Kendra had never experienced such a feeling before. She was on cloud nine, and she didn’t want to come down. Afterwards, Kendra tried to return the favor, but Wiz, once again, declined her offer.
“I’m gonna give you what your heart, soul, and body desire,” Wiz said. He, then, flipped Kendra onto her stomach. He admired her from the back. Wiz gently sighed, “Damn, baby girl! God sure has blessed you in the right places.”
Kendra rose onto her knees, giving Wiz a good view of her apple ass. She made it clap, which drove him crazy.
“Yeah! Do that shit, mama!”
Wiz spread Kendra’s ass cheeks apart. First, he blew, then he licked between her cheeks. Kendra was elated and on the verge of having her fifth orgasm. Her breathing became sporadic as she screamed, “Oh, my! Yes! Yes! I’m cumming. I’m cumming. Ahhh! Oooh, baby!”
Her body went limp.
“I see you can’t handle me,” Wiz laughed.
Kendra huffed. “Wanna see what I’m made of?”
Wiz nodded his head. A smile spread across her face as Kendra kneeled between Wiz’s legs and stroked his manhood to a nice size. She licked around his mushroom head. Then, she licked up and down his shaft while cuffing his balls with her hands. Kendra put him in her mouth and sucked like there was no tomorrow. She took him in inch by inch until she gagged.
“Put that shit on this dick,” Wiz mumbled. Kendra kept right on sucking and slurping. Wiz’s body went into convulsions as he filled her mouth up with his warm, creamy substance. Kendra swallowed every bit, not wasting one drop.
“I think you got me beat,” Wiz smiled, caressing Kendra’s hair as he thought to himself, I didn’t know it was going to be like this.
Kendra opened the drawer of the night stand and grabbed a condom.
“I don’t think he’s ready,” Wiz said.
Kendra giggled, “You must not know ‘bout me! Just watch me go to work.”
Kendra straddled him, moving up and down on his shaft. Like clockwork, Wiz was hard again. Kendra ripped opened the condom with her teeth and put it on him using her mouth. She, then, eased back on him and went to work. She rode him like a stallion. They stayed locked in their suite all night, fucking and sucking, never coming up for air.



Chapter 9


Trent was still overwhelmed by Wiz’s return to town and his beef with Kendra. He swore to himself that she just liked bitching for the hell of it. Trent just gave her some space because he really didn’t want to go down that road again. They had just gotten back together, so he did what he had to in order to appease her. Since he and Kendra had had an argument, he chose to stay out of her way. Trent had been so busy that he hadn’t noticed that Kendra had stayed out. He was in and out himself. The majority of the time he was over at Nicole’s or in his trap house, contemplating his next move.
It was a little past two o’clock when Kendra strolled through the door. Trent was in the kitchen, making a sandwich. Kendra rolled her eyes as she walked to her room.
“Are you just going to ignore me? Do you not see me standing here?” Trent managed to say.
Kendra stopped in her tracks and said, “Hello, Trent. How are you?”
After saying that, she continued to her room. She hung her things up, glanced in the mirror, and thought, Damn! I need to make a hair appointment! Trent stood in the doorway and just watched her. Finally, he said, “Where did we go wrong? We used to be so much in love. Now, we barely speak.”
Kendra sat on the bed. As she kicked off her shoes, she answered, “Trent, I really don’t want to hear this right now. We talked about this the other day, so I thought we had resolved it.”
“Fuck it! I see I can’t have a decent conversation with yo ass. A nigga tryna show some remorse about things that’s going on, but you wanna have a funky-ass attitude.” Trent was frustrated with the whole situation. It had become very old to him.
“Are you done?” Kendra asked. She wasn’t in the mood and didn’t feel like talking.
“You know, Kendra. I’m tired of kissing your ass. In a minute, you’re going to find yourself by yourself, and that’s a fucking promise,” Trent said with bloodshot eyes. “Aight. I’m out.”
When everything failed and no matter how many times he dissed her, Nicole seemed to embrace him with open arms. Trent went back to his trap house to make sure his money was intact. Since he was not sure who was after him, Trent decided to take the money and drugs and relocate them. At that moment, he didn’t have the slightest idea where he would hide everything. He just knew he had to keep his guard up. Trent knew he couldn’t put nothing past anyone.

*****

After he had packed his truck up, he decided it was time to visit his granny in Rialto, which was located in the Inland Empire about forty-five miles east of Los Angeles. When Trent made it to his parent’s home, he used his key to let himself in. He walked in and was greeted by his sister and her friends. Nicole was among them as well.
“Treniyah, where’s Mommy?” Trent asked.
“Last time I saw her, she was in the backyard watering the grass,” Treniyah answered.
Nicole chimed in, “Yeah, I seen her go towards the back of the house.”
“Thanks, ladies,” Trent said.
He walked to his parents’ room and found his mom, sitting on her bed and watching a Lifetime movie. “Hey, sweetie. You didn’t call me today. Is everything good?” she asked.
“Yes, ma’am. I wanna go visit G’Mama today,” Trent said in an almost boyish tone. G’Mama was what they called his grandmom.
“Why don’t you give her a call?” his mom asked.
Trent laid across his mother’s bed. “C’mon, Mom. I haven’t talked to G’Mama in a few months. She’s gonna think something is wrong. Could you just call her for me please?” Trent pleaded. He just hoped she would give in.
“See there. If y’all kids spent more time with your G’Mama, you wouldn’t have to go through this. You should never distance yourself from her. She’s getting old, and she is not able to move around like she used to. Go and offer to take her shopping or bring her flowers. Just don’t show up when you’re needing something!” Mrs. Moore said, breaking it down.
Trent kissed his mom on the check and laughed out loud. This was the second time that she had read him, and it was becoming scary. He didn’t want to waste anymore of her time. He grabbed the cordless phone and called his granny. His cousin Brandy answered on the first ring.
“Hello,” she answered, sounding real snotty.
“Get off the phone, gurl, and give G’Mama the phone,” Trent demanded.
“Who dis?” Brandy asked in her broken English.
“Don’t worry who I am. Just put G’Mama on the phone.” Trent was becoming irritated.
“She ‘sleep right now. Who is dis?” she continued to ask.
“Damn, girl. Your ass is nosey. Just tell G’Mama, when she wakes up, that I’m coming to see her in a few.”
“That’s all fine and dandy, but who am I gonna say is comin’ to see her?” Brandy asked with an attitude.
“Damn. If you must know, it’s Trent,’’ he responded as sweat formed above his eyebrows.
“I knew that,” Brandy said, clicking back to the other line.
Trent envisioned choking his little cousin when he saw her.
“Why didn’t she say anything?” Trent wondered aloud.
Trent put the phone back on its base. He, then, grabbed his cell phone and texted Nicole: AYE! MEET ME AROUND THE CORNER IN TEN MINUTES. LEAVE AFTER I LEAVE. I NEED YOU TO ROLL WITH ME.
After Trent pressed the SEND button, he kissed his mom once more.
“Tell Pops that I said he owes me money from that bet we made,” he laughed.
“You be careful, you hear? By the way, how’s Kendra doing? Tell her I’m here for her if she needs anything. Poor baby, losing her mom at such an early age,” Mrs. Moore said, showing sympathy and concern.
“She’s coping, and I’ll make sure to tell her to give you a call,” Trent answered.

*****

Thirty minutes later, Trent and Nicole were headed up the highway to Rialto. It had been awhile since Trent had visited his grandmother. If it wasn’t for the position he was in, Trent probably would have let another month or two pass before he made his visit. When they arrived, Trent rang the door-bell and waited patiently for someone to come to the door. After a couple minutes had past, there was still no answer. Trent became worried. He knocked again and shook the handle. Trent found that the door was unlocked. He entered with Nicole behind him. He walked through the foyer and found Brandy chatting away on the phone.
“Did you hear the fucking door?” Trent spat.
Brandy rolled her eyes and kept on chatting away. Trent snatched the phone from Brandy’s ear and hung up on whoever she was talking to.
“Trent, have you lost your damn mind?” Brandy exclaimed, reaching for the phone.
Trent, however, kept it behind his back and asked, “Where is G’Mama at?” He held the phone high above his head.
“Trent, you play too damn much. Now, give me back the phone ‘fo I tell G’Mama you swearing in her house,” Brandy threatened.
Nicole laughed as the two cousins bickered. Trent was ready to choke Brandy out, but Nicole caught his hands.
“Baby, calm down. She’s just playing with you. Just have a seat!” Nicole suggested.
Brandy rolled her eyes and sucked her teeth. Trent took Nicole’s advice and calmed down. Brandy was the daughter of Trent’s uncle. Brandy had lived with G’Mama since birth because her mother and father were strung out on heroin. G’Mama called Brandy her miracle child because, at birth, she had weighed only two pounds. Trent used this opportunity to get his bag out the trunk.
“Keep an eye out for me and let me know if my granny comes in,” Trent instructed Nicole.
He turned on the TV for Nicole and handed her the remote. Then, he headed for the shed in the backyard. The shed was dark and had a lot of debris in it. He moved some stuff around and found an old trunk. Trent, then, set the bag inside it. Before closing it up, he took out a whole bird and stuffed it in his Gucci backpack with all the money he could fit in it. After everything was secure, Trent locked down the trunk. He found a padlock sitting next to him and on the wall hung various keys. He didn’t want to really search for the key, so he picked out the funniest looking one and prayed that it worked. Trent stepped back into the house at the same time his granny walked in.
“Hey, G’Mama. How are you, baby?” Trent asked, giving his granny a kiss on the cheek.
“Boy, what you doing all the way out here? Are you in some kind of trouble?” she asked.
“C’mon, G’Mama. What kind of grandson do you think I am?” Trent answered in his boyish tone.
“‘G’Mama- my ass! I wasn’t born yesterday. You’re just trying to get your nut on, and this is not the Holiday Inn,” she uttered.
Trent fell out, laughing. “Nah, G’Mama. I really came to see you and kick it with you for a couple of hours,” Trent lied.
“I’m hungry, Trent,” Nicole announced, hoping that they could get out of the house soon and get back to LA, but Trent purposely ignored her.
“Nicole, you remember my G’Mama Gloria, right? G’Mama, this is my friend Nicole.”
“Hello,” Nicole said as she attempted to shake G’Mama’s hand.
“You better get on up and give G’Mama a hug. We don’t shake hands in this house,” she advised.
Brandy came back in the room. She rolled her eyes at everyone.
“Girl, don’t make me knock your eyes out their sockets,” G’Mama warned her. “Now, where are your manners? I know I taught you right. Well? Now, get over here and give me some suga.”
Brandy gave her grandmother a hug and a kiss. Trent caught up on some memories with G’Mama and, before he knew it, it was time to hit the highway.
“I’mma make sure I come see you more often,” Trent informed his granny while giving her a hug and a kiss.
“Oh, no! We don’t wanna see you like that,” Brandy hissed, walking towards the door. Trent stuck his foot out, making Brandy hit the floor hard. She was just about to say something slick when she realized G’Mama was still in the room.
“It was a pleasure meeting you, G’Mama,” Nicole said, giving her a hug.
Nicole was happy to leave. She liked Trent’s grandmother, but she couldn’t stand Brandy, and, if she had stayed in that house another minute, she would have hurt that girl.
“Do you have anywhere to be right now?” Trent asked Nicole.
She shook her head. “Why? What’s up?”
“Shit! I figured, on our way back home, we could hit up DT,” he responded. “You down to roll?”
Trent knew he was taking chances being downtown. It was only a short time before someone linked him to JD’s disappearance or that he ran into Wiz, but money needed to be made, and it damn sure wasn’t going to make it itself.

*****

Kendra was exhausted from the two days she had spent with Wiz, and all she wanted was to go home and relax. She wanted to take a long, hot bath, but that was short lived when she saw Trent’s face, but she decided to ignore him. Kendra finally had peace of mind. She warmed some soup up for herself and decided to watch a movie in the den. Kendra was battling her love and affection for Trent. She had begun to think the love she really missed was the love from her father. She pondered that question all the time. She figured that it was time to visit her father. He could give her the answers her soul desired.
A side of Kendra felt that sneaking and creeping with Wiz was payback for all the hurt and agony Trent had caused her. Besides, it felt good. On the other hand, she knew two wrongs didn’t make a right, and, if her mom had still been alive, she would have torn her a new one. Kendra marked the calendar for when she would go visit her father.

*****

Trent and Nicole made it to downtown L.A just in time for the police’s shift changes. They rode around for fifteen minutes before parking. Trent tried to make sure the coast was clear. He took the pack from his bag and started breaking down rocks. He made sure to have quarter pieces, eight balls, dubs, dimes, and nickels. He cut them up to perfection, like it was what he went to school for. After an hour of cutting, he was ready to get it over with. His first stop would be to the park. That was where all the fiends congregated, so he was sure he would dump the majority of his product off there.
“What’s going on, young blood?” one of the smokers asked as he approached Trent and Nicole.
“You know. Same ol’ same. Just trying to make a dollar or two,” Trent replied.
The guy shook his head. “Come here and let an old head learn you something real quick,” the smoker suggested. Trent stepped to the side where only he was in earshot.
“What’s going on?” Trent asked, not sure of what the smoker wanted or if he was trying to buy dope on credit.
“Yeah, they found that young boy shot up in the dumpster, and people are tagging your name to it, so I’m just letting you know to watch yourself out here because Brody and his team been hot out here for a minute. Thing is there were no witnesses, but I’m just giving you a heads up,” the smoker stated.
“Nah, I don’t know nothing about that,” Trent responded, “but good looking out, though.”
Trent handed the guy a dub sack.
“Well, just keep your eyes and ears glued. You know the streets are talking,” the man said before he walked away. That little bit of information was all that Trent needed to hear. Now, he really had to watch his back. Trent wasn’t paranoid, but he liked to stay two steps ahead of everyone. He gave half the sack to Nicole and stated, “You know what to do, baby girl.”
He didn’t wait for a response. He just walked off, and she went the other way. That night in the park was moving too slow for Trent. He didn’t plan to stay any longer than two hours at the most. Trent, at times, kept watching over his shoulders for a just in case moment. He didn’t want to be caught slipping, and he wasn’t trying to go out like a sucker.
On the other hand, the fiends were loving Nicole. Each one she stepped to made sure they copped a nickel or a dime from her. One thought he was slick when he asked her for a dub and handed her a lot of ones, so she would be thrown off, but Nicole was much smarter than that.
“Aye! Hold up, my nigga. Make sure you count that before you put it my hand,” Nicole said harshly. The smoker looked a little nervous, but then he began to count.
“I only have seventeen,” the smoker said, but Nicole wasn’t buying into it.
“Come back when you have the full dub. I’m not taking no shorts or losses,” Nicole said, leaving the man to stand there to marinate on what she had just said.

*****

Trent thought his eyes were deceiving him when he looked up and saw Wiz talking to a lady across the street. It had been five years since Trent had killed his cousin. He made sure to stand out of Wiz’s view, but he made sure he could see him. He had thought Marcos was lying earlier, but seeing him in the flesh put him on high alert. Trent checked his waistband, but his glock wasn’t on him.
“Shit,” Trent cursed to himself. Now, he had to make an exit out the park without being noticed.
Nicole walked up behind him and said, “Are you ready? I’m hungry, and I have a class in the morning.”
“Yeah. Yeah. We can roll out,” Trent replied, making eye contact with Wiz.
Nicole sensed that Trent was shaken up about something, but, when she asked, he cut her off, saying, “I ain’t never spooked.”
Trent wasn’t sure if Wiz noticed him because, after making eye contact, he turned his back and kept right on talking.

*****

A smile spread across Wiz’s face when he saw Trent. He acted as if he was talking to a lady just to make sure it was really him. His plan was to look like he was conversing with this white lady, but the only thing she was talking about was herself. He turned to meet Trent’s stare for a moment. Then, he turned back to throw him off, to make it look like he really hadn’t seen him. Wiz thought, Pay back is a mutha, bitch! Then, he, too, headed to his car to go back home. He knew what his next move would be. Wiz figured, since he couldn’t get the one he wanted, that he might as well take the one Trent loved.
Wiz wanted to make sure that Trent suffered the same pain he had suffered when he took out his younger cousin. Wiz wasn’t able to attend the funeral because he and his family had to flee the U.S., but, now, he was back. Wiz had his mind on his target, and he was ready for it to play out. His trigger finger was itching, and he knew he had to act fast.

*****

When Trent arrived back at Nicole’s apartment, Ms. Johnson was on Nicole as soon as they entered. She was on her hard. With her hands on her hips and her mouth twitching, she demanded, “Bitch, where the fuck you been?”
“Mom, calm down. You don’t need to know where I’ve been,” Nicole answered, embarrassed by her mother’s actions.
“What the fuck you mean ‘you don’t need to know where I’ve been’? You don’t pay a dime in this house, so I have every right to know your every move. I’m not going to ask you again. Where the fuck were you?” Ms. Johnson was growing impatient by the second.
“You must be high cuz you’re showing out in front of your friends. Please leave me alone?” Nicole asked, walking towards her room with Trent in tow.
Ms. Johnson lashed out at her daughter and pushed her down the hall. “You’re a big, bad-ass shit talker, huh? Don’t make me beat your ass,” she yelled.
Nicole laughed at her mother’s failed attempt to get her mad. She continued to her room, slamming the door in her mom’s face. Nicole wasn’t trying to let her mother get under her skin, but, sometimes, she knew which buttons to push. Her mother stood outside of her door, cursing. Nicole turned on her stereo and turned the volume high to drown her mother out. While all of this was happening, Trent took off his shirt, jeans, and shoes, and got under the covers.
“Aye! Turn that shit down, man,” Trent said.
Nicole did as she was told. “I’m sorry about that. My momma can be so damn annoying. I swear she does this stupid shit all the time,” Nicole said, sounding sorry for herself.
“No need to apologize. Your mom is gonna be who she is. Don’t beat yourself up over it. There’s nothing you can do about it,” Trent sympathized as Nicole stared at the ground with tears in her eyes.
As he massaged her shoulder, he said, “It will be okay. You don’t have to cry.”
Truth of the matter was she was crying because she didn’t know how to tell Trent that she was carrying his child. Although she should have been happy, she wasn’t because she wasn’t his woman, and it hurt like hell. Nicole became lost in a trance as she contemplated whether she should keep it a secret or not. When she came out of her deep thought, Nicole saw that Trent was sound asleep. She didn’t even bother to wake him. She quietly exited her room and went to the bathroom, so she could take a shower. As she showered, she thought about how displeased she was with herself and the outcome of her life. She didn’t know why she had chosen a life of destruction. After her shower, Nicole wrapped up in a towel. When she entered her room, she didn’t see Trent lying down in the bed. She called out for him, but he didn’t respond. She noticed that his belongings were still where he had left them. Nicole walked around the apartment. She walked into the kitchen, but he wasn’t there. She looked outside, but she still didn’t see Trent anywhere, but his truck was there. While she was walking back towards her room, she noticed the door to her mother’s room was cracked. he could hear low moans. Nicole’s heart skipped a beat, and her head started spinning.
“I know this is not happening to me?” Nicole told herself as she opened the door to her mother’s room and confirmed that it was Trent’s voice she had heard.
“Mmm. Yeah. Slurp on this dick, ma,” Trent said as his moans grew louder.
An uncontrollable rage grew in Nicole. How could she be betrayed like this? She burst into the room and charged at her mother. “You nasty ass bitch!” Nicole grabbed the back of her mother’s head and slammed her head against the wall.
“You’re nothing but a crack whore!” Nicole screamed.
Trent grabbed Nicole by the waist. “You lost your damn mind, Nicole,” Trent said, trying to gain control of the situation.
“Nigga, you lost your mind! Your dick was just in my momma’s mouth! Let me go, you nasty bastard,” Nicole demanded. “And to think that I was going to get an abortion, but I’m gonna fuck up your life like you just fucked up mines.”
“Bitch, is that a threat?” Trent asked as Nicole tried to wiggle her way away from Trent’s grasp.
“Fuck a threat. It’s a fucking promise.”
Nicole ran to her room and locked the door behind her. She knew it was only a matter of time before he kicked in her door. Nicole hurriedly threw on her sweats and a hoodie. As Trent was kicking in the door, Nicole grabbed some money from Trent’s bag and hopped out the window just before Trent kicked the door down.

*****

The alarm blaring from the phone indicated that it was time for Kendra to get up and get ready for work. Still drained, Kendra looked at her phone. She had thirty minutes to get ready and leave for work. Kendra cursed because she had overslept. She wiped out her eye boogers and rushed to the bathroom. Kendra did something that she dared not do normally, but time wasn’t on her side, and she no other choice, so she took a hoe bath. After brushing her teeth, Kendra brushed her hair back the best she could into a ponytail. She put on her Ralph Lauren pantsuit, grabbed her keys and briefcase, and was out the door. Kendra finished dressing along the way as she drove downtown to family court. She made it to court fifteen minutes late and spent another ten minutes waiting in line to be scanned by security. After she checked in, she ran to the elevator, praying all the way that this day would just hurry up and be over with.
“Ms. LaSalle, do you have the Atkinson case with you?” her boss asked once she stepped off the elevator.
“Yes, ma’am. I surely do,” Kendra said, opening her briefcase and handing her case over.
Court lasted far beyond what Kendra had anticipated. During the trial, the judge called for a recess, so Kendra made a beeline out the door. She spotted a food truck across the street, and smiled because she couldn’t take her hungry pangs. Kendra sat at a bench next to the court, eating her food and texting Wiz. It had been two days since she had been in his presence, and it was hurting her.
“There you are. I was looking all over for you,” the receptionist from her job said. “The judge has extended the recess. We’re not expected back here until next month.”
“Yes!” Kendra said excitedly when she realized that there was no need to go to the office because she only had an hour more on the clock, so, according to her, her day was finished.
“See you Tuesday,” Kendra said with a smile.
After a long day of court, all Kendra wanted to do was kick off her shoes and relax her feet. She was hoping to meet up with Wiz, but she hadn’t heard from him since she’d left the hotel. When she had texted him earlier, he didn’t respond. Maybe he’s busy, she thought.
Pulling back up to the house, Kendra sucked her teeth when she saw Trent’s truck parked out front. She was hoping like hell that he would be in and out because she wasn’t ready to face him.



Chapter 10


It was time to put things into action. “Fuck everything and everyone else. I’m tired of being played in the background. Time for me to play upfront,” Nicole said.
Since the night she found her mother sucking Trent’s dick, payback had become the only option. “I got my ass beat constantly just to be told I’m not your bitch. Negro, please!” Nicole said. She was fed up. First and foremost, Nicole called Section 8.
“Thank you for calling the Housing Authority of the City of Los Angeles. How may I help you?” the man stated.
“Yes, how do I go about reporting negligence?” Nicole asked.
“What kind?’’ the man asked.
Nicole huffed. Then, she said, “Never mind.”
She hung up the phone. Nicole thought clearly about the situation. She wasn’t ready to be homeless. Then, she thought about her younger brother and sisters. Where would they go? She had to think of something else, but, in the mean-time, she had a bigger fish to fry.

*****

Wiz wasn’t trying to ignore Kendra’s texts or calls on purpose. Since he’d been spending all his time with her, he had lost his main focus, but seeing Trent last night reminded him of the task at hand. For him, it was both business and personal, and whoever got in the way got dealt with.
Wiz sat on his oversized chair, freaking his Black & Mild, contemplating his next move like he was playing a game of chess.
“Yo! We gotta move this thing forward as soon as possible, fam,” Wiz said to his partner.
“Yeah, nigga. We coulda had this bitch by now, but you’re playin’ Captain Save-A-Hoe and fallin’ in love,” he said.
Wiz didn’t respond because he knew his friend was right. Wiz nodded his head in agreement and said, “I hear ya. Let me get at shawty myself, though.”
“Aight, nigga. You the boss,” he uttered.

*****

Kendra was nicely dressed in a pair of Seven jeans and a brown sweater with matching Gucci boots and hat. She had a few errands that she needed to run. She needed to pay all the utility bills, stop at the grocery store, and put some clothes in the cleaners. After finishing her errands, she decided to visit Trent’s parents. It had been awhile since she had spoken to Mrs. Moore since her mother had passed away, and, right then, she needed a hug.
Kendra rang the door-bell. As she waited for someone to answer the door, she shifted from one foot to the other.
“Who is it?” a voice yelled from behind the door.
“It’s Kendra,” she answered.
The door flew open. “Oh, hey, Ken!” Treniyah said, giving Kendra a hug. “Come inside. How have you been?”
“I’m okay. I could be better, but I’m good,” Kendra answered half-heartedly as they walked to the family room.
“Is your mom around?” Kendra asked, facing Treniyah.
“Yeah. She’s taking an important call right now,” Treniyah responded.
Kendra removed her jacket and shoes and sat on the lounge.
“Well, look what the wind blew in,” Mrs. Moore announced as she entered the room. “Girl, give me a hug.”
Kendra stood up and hugged Mrs. Moore. Kendra and Mrs. Moore talked for a few hours. Kendra missed the bond that she and her mother had, but the comfort of Trent’s mother felt great.
“You just stop by here anytime you need to. You don’t need Trent to come over,” Mrs. Moore continued as Kendra wiped the tears that were forming in her eyes. “Just let those tears fall, baby. I know you really haven’t mourned your mother’s death. Just let it all out.”
“Thank you, Mrs. Moore. I really needed to get that out. It hasn’t been easy these past few months, but I’m maintaining,” Kendra responded.
She grabbed her things and made her way for the door. Kendra had time to think things over on her drive back home. She thought she was being overly dramatic with Trent. She wanted to put everything behind her and move forward, but she was going to have her cake and eat it, too.
“I’m so sick of being lonely every night while my man is out with his homies. I wanna know how it feels to loved,” Kendra sang and bobbed her head to every lyric of the Field Mob song as it played on the radio. She was just a few houses away from the Moore’s home when she saw someone that she had wanted to see for a long time. She stopped her car so abruptly that the tires screeched against the pavement. Her eyes were fixed and locked on Nicole. Kendra had always known that Nicole liked Trent, but she never thought that he would pay her any attention. She knew this was the Nicole who had texted Trent a few months back. Kendra decided that she would put an end to all of it as she double parked in the middle of the street. Kendra got out the car and walked to where Nicole was standing. On the inside, Nicole was fuming, but she was happy that Kendra wanted to talk to her, which made her part a lot easier.
“Aye, Nicole. Let me ask you something woman to woman,” Kendra said. Nicole stood there with her hands on her hips.
“Your suspicions are right,” Nicole said, tormenting Kendra. Nicole figured she should just come clean and stop beating around the bush. She was done hiding behind lies.
“My suspicions?” Kendra questioned.
“You stopped me because you want to know if I’ve been fucking Trent, so, like I said, your suspicions are right. Not only am I fucking him, my momma’s fucking him, too, and I’m three months pregnant. You’re going to be a step-mommy,” Nicole said harshly. She figured she might as well tell it all. He did’t give a fuck, and neither did she.
Kendra thought her ears were deceiving her as she heard Nicole’s voice echoing through her head, “Your suspicions are right. Not only am I fucking him, my momma’s fucking him, too, and I’m three months pregnant,” was all that kept replaying in her head. Kendra raised her hand.
“You gonna hit a pregnant woman?” Nicole asked.
“Bitch, your face ain’t pregnant,” Kendra said. Before she knew what she was doing, she had hit Nicole with a right hook.
“I’m only going to tell your ass this once. Fuck with my man again, and I’mma see that your bastard-ass child won’t make it into this world.”
As Kendra got back in her car and sped off, Nicole remained in the same spot with a dumbfounded look on her face. Concerned people asked if she was okay, but she just ignored them and kept it pushing. Nicole really hadn’t thought that one through. She was well aware that Kendra would put her hands on her. Apparently, Kendra had made her look like a fool, but Nicole kept her stride.
“All’s fair in love and war, baby,” Nicole said as she shook it off and continued walking to the Moore’s house.

*****

Once she was outside of Trent’s parents’ home, she realized that she didn’t know how they would take this news because she had been friends with Treniyah since she was eight years old. She had enjoyed spending some summer and Christmas vacations with the Moores. She had practically lived with them from time to time.
When she was fifteen, she saw Trent coming out the bathroom after taking a shower with just a towel wrapped around his body. She instantly developed a crush on him. She was also fifteen when she started giving him oral sex. Trent was her first for everything, so, in her mind, he was rightfully hers. She had loved him ever since she first laid eyes on him. Every time she stayed the night over, she tried to figure out a way to sneak into his room.
Nicole opted to write Treniyah a letter explaining every detail because she was too afraid to face her best friend in the whole wide world. As Nicole was putting the letter in the mailbox, Treniyah exited the house and asked, “Hey, Nikki! What do you have in your hand?”
Tears formed in Nicole’s eyes. She didn’t want her friend to think any less of her, and she hoped that, no matter what happened, she would still be her friend and that she would choose to be a part of her niece’s or nephew’s life. “It’s a letter for you. I don’t know how to tell you the words, Tren, so I thought I’d write it down. Please don’t read it until after I’m gone.”
As Nicole walked away, Treniyah read the letter. By the time she finished, Nicole was out of sight. Treniyah was so wrapped up in the letter that she hadn’t noticed the dark green Nova parked across the street a few houses from their home. Treniyah was so confused by the information that she had just read that she was speechless.

*****

The man in the dark green Nova had been casing the Moore’s home for a while, waiting on anyone to come or go from the house. He had been growing more and more impatient by the minute. He was just about to start his engine when luck struck his way. He watched when Kendra came and went. He even saw the dispute between Kendra and Nicole. His luck seemed to have gotten better when Treniyah appeared outside to talk to Nicole.
He stepped out the car, heading in Treniyah’s direction. She never even looked his way. She assumed that he was there for a neighbor. Before she realized what was happening, it was too late. The man walked up with a napkin in his hand. He covered Treniyah’s mouth with it, and she fainted instantly. He, then, picked her up and placed her in the backseat of his car. Another masked man grabbed her cell phone and placed it in one of the pockets of his jacket. Then, the driver drove to a secluded location in Long Beach.
Wiz was waiting for them when they arrived. He ordered them to tie Treniyah up. “Make sure y’all niggas don’t do anything to her unless I give you the green light. Is that understood?”
Both men nodded their heads. Wiz wanted for there to be a fair exchange for Trent’s sister. He wanted Trent. Things hadn’t been going as planned since he’d stepped back into the states. He had almost lost another of his boys when he was grazed by a bullet from Trent’s gun, so Wiz wasn’t leaving until he had his head.
Kendra was overwhelmed, but she knew that there was no forgiving Trent. This time, she was making sure to put her foot down. Kendra didn’t have time for the “I’m sorry’s” or “My bad’s”. She was more than fed up. This was the very straw that broke the camel’s back.
Kendra ran into her sister’s house. “I can’t believe this nigga,” she cried.
Nia looked at her sister and asked, “Why you keep doing this to yourself? Don’t you know you’re worth more than that?” Nia walked out the room. Frankly, she was tired of hearing about it.
Kendra followed behind her sister. “I’m dead serious. On my word, I’m good on that nigga. Can’t believe this bitch says she was carrying his baby,” a distraught Kendra said, holding her head down. That immediately had Nia’s full attention.
“What the fuck did you just say?” Nia asked, hoping her ears had heard wrong. “Wait a minute! Back that shit up! Who the fuck is pregnant, Ken?”
“That trifling bitch-ass Nicole. That bitch thought she was talking slick until I slapped the dog shit out of her,” Kendra answered, slapping the air like Nicole was in her presence.
“Yo, Ken! You can’t be hitting pregnant women. Your ass will end up where daddy at. Don’t be a stupid bitch.”
“Fuck that. I let that bitch know to stay the fuck away, or I’ll make sure her baby won’t be born.”
“So, what you plan on doing? You know I got your back.”
Kendra shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know what the fuck to do. I have so much going on in my mind right now that my head is killing me,” she spoke out.
“I wonder if Marcos’s ass knew anything about this shit. I’mma text his ass and find out. He probably was fucking the nigga’s sister for all I know. I don’t put nothing past niggas,” Nia said, reaching for her cell phone.
Kendra slapped the phone from her sister’s hand and said, “No! No! No! I don’t want Trent knowing that I know. If you tell Marcos, Marcos will warn him. ”
“Yeah. You’re right about that, but I wanna know if the nigga is out fucking hoes, too,” Nia said.
“I seriously doubt that. That nigga loves your dirty-ass panties. I think you done put a hex on that boy ‘cause he chases you around like a puppy,” Kendra said, laughing.
“Bitch, please. Me and this nigga wasn’t always like this. I had to tame that ass. Shit! You remember, when me and him first hooked up, he stayed his tail at fucking Starlight, tricking his money off on those nasty bitches, doing God knows what with them, then coming to me when he ain’t have gas in his car.”
“Excuse the hell out of me. I used to be one of them bitches in Starlight. Did you forget?”
“You know what the fuck I mean, Ken,” Nia explained. “I don’t even think it’s a good idea for you to keep living at Momma’s. Too much has been going on, and I think, sooner or later, you’re going to have a nervous breakdown with all this bullshit that has been happening. You’re more than welcome to shack over here if you want to.” Unbeknownst to Nia, her life was in harm’s way as well.
“I don’t know, Nia. I will have to think about that one. Momma’s house is my only home right now,” Kendra explained.

*****

Trent tried playing his life over in his head. One would have thought his life was a movie.
“Fuck it. A’int no nigga gonna run me off the block. If they want war, then I’mma bring the heat for them niggas. A’int no marks living here,” Trent said, reaching for his heat from underneath the couch and putting it behind his back, in his waistband. Outside, Trent grabbed his Beretta from his work car and stashed it under the backseat of his Escalade. Again, Trent was on a money mission. He knew what was against him. Trent had that ‘I don’t give a fuck attitude’ going on. Back downtown, Trent stayed up top, hustling in front of the Frontier with Marquise and Marcos not too far from his side. They all kept themselves on high alert.
“Here come that nigga, Dan,” Marquise alerted.
Dan, a retired police officer from Chicago, was the top security guard for the Frontier Hotel. He had moved to California when his wife was murdered. The authorities never found the killer. Word around town was that he had bodied his wife; then, he went on the run. The police had never had any leads, so they never pressed the issue.
“How many times do I have to tell y’all not to serve that shit right here? Take that shit elsewhere,” Dan commanded.
Trent, along with Marcos and Marquise, crossed back to the other side of Fifth. Marcos was handling a customer when he heard someone yell, “They’re in the window!”
Marcos walked off, and the smoker went in the other direction. Right when Marcos got to the corner, the cops jumped on him.
“Fuck,” Marcos mumbled.
“You got marked money,” the officer said, walking up on Marcos.
“I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about,” he replied.
Trent and Marquise were also getting hemmed up by the other officers.
“I’mma say it again. I believe you have marked money,” the officer said, taking the twenty dollar bill out of Marcos’s pocket. He had given it to the smoker to buy the drugs with. The officer had his clipboard with a Xerox copy of the twenty dollar bill. He examined the serial numbers on the money to make sure they matched. Marcos knew he had gotten caught slipping.
“Yep, that’s my money,” the officer confirmed. Marcos was handcuffed and hauled off to the precinct.
Trent was sweating bullets because he still had his gun on him. Some way, God was on his side. The officers had to break up a fight between a mother and her daughter. The daughter was mad that the mother had smoked up their last bit of crack. Trent looked up and whispered, “Thank you, Jesus,” as he found a paper bag and wrapped his gun inside of it. He, then, knocked on the door of the Sanborn. He handed his gun to the person who opened the door, so he could stash his gun for him. Next, he paid one of the chicks that hustled on the block to go see about Marcos.

*****

Treniyah was now awake and alert. Her head was pounding, and her throat was dry. She noticed that her hands and feet were tied. She tried to scream out but to no avail. Tears raced out her eyes. She didn’t have a clue where she was or who she was with. Last thing Treniyah remembered was reading a letter from Nicole. As she was trying to recall how she got where she was, Treniyah heard footsteps. Then, the door opened and shut. She blinked her eyes, trying to see her assailant. She squirmed violently, trying to free herself.
“I’m not gonna hurt you. I promise,” Wiz said.
Treniyah managed to ask for a cup of water, and Wiz complied. After taking several sips of water, Treniyah asked, “Why am I here?”
Wiz didn’t have an answer, so he just sat quietly, but that didn’t stop Treniyah from questioning him. “Can you please tell me why I am here?”
“Nothing against you, lil mama. Let’s just say someone owes me something, so I gotta hold you here until I get what I want.” Wiz didn’t want to reveal too much to the girl, so he left it at that.
In Treniyah’s mind, she figured that somehow the reason she was in this predicament was because of her brother. Although Treniyah was twenty years old, she still had the heart of a teenager. She had never traveled far away from home because she didn’t think she’d be able to be without her family.
While he was in the room with Treniyah, Wiz received a text message from Kendra, explaining that she needed him. Wiz replied that he could meet up with her at his house within the next hour. Wiz walked out the room and talked to one of his masked men.
“Keep an eye on her. If she gets hungry, feed her. I need to make a run real quick. Under no circumstances are you guys to touch her. If I come back here and her clothes look wrinkled, I’mma put a bullet in your head, dig?”
The two young dudes said they understood, but, as soon as Wiz left, one of the young dudes started to flirt with Treniyah.
“Aye, cuz. She looks like she has a fat ass,” the thug said, licking his lips.
“My nigga, don’t even try it. You heard that nigga. He ain’t playing with us. He said, if he came back here and her clothes were wrinkled, he would body us,” the other thug spoke out.
“Nigga, lighten up. I’m just having some fun. That nigga Wiz ain’t stunting this bitch right here.”
“All right. Shoot yourself. I don’t want any parts of this.”
The young thug got up and walked out the boarded up house. To him, it didn’t make no sense for two niggas to die because of one person’s stupidity. He decided that he would wait for Wiz to come back. He sat at a donut shop around the corner from where the house was located. Back in the house, the thug was caressing Treniyah’s legs and saying, “Mmm, baby, you thicker than a Snicker. You got me hard already. I bet you have that wet-wet.” He pulled her pants down aggressively. “This is the best early birthday present,” he said as he slid her panties to the side and violated the space between her legs.
Treniyah cried and prayed at the same time. The thug dropped his pants and boxers. He laid her up on the bed and tried to kiss her. Treniyah spit in his face. The thug slapped her across the face and said, “Stupid bitch!” He roughly spread her legs apart and entered her.
Treniyah screamed out in pain, “No! Get off me!”
She cried, but the thug tuned her out while he kept pumping.
“Damn! Your shit’s tight,” he announced.
Neither one of them heard the door open while the thug was tearing into her virgin womb, so he didn’t even know what had hit him. The other thug had returned and shot him in the back. Treniyah screamed out.
“Ah, cuz! What the fuck you doing?” he asked, rolling off Treniyah.
“Don’t make no sense for both of us to die over your dirty dick, so I made the decision for Wiz.”
The thug shot the other twice more in the back. Treniyah was still screaming as blood splattered all over her.
“Calm down! I’m not going to hurt you at all.”
He picked her up as she shook uncontrollably. He carried her to the bathroom. The water wasn’t running, so he sat her on the toilet and ran to the kitchen to grab some water. The thug took his shirt off to clean the blood off of her.
Treniyah was still shaken up. She cried out, “Can you please let me go? I just want to go home to my family please.”
The thug felt sorry for Treniyah. He wished that he could have gotten to know her. He wondered what it would have been like to date a young woman as beautiful as she was.
“I’m sorry. I can’t do that, ma. If I let you go, we will both end up dead. I already messed up by leaving you in here with my dude, and he violated you. Now, when Wiz gets back, I will have to pay the piper,” he said with anguish in his voice.
He ran to grab a shirt out of his car. This was the second time Treniyah had heard the name Wiz. She made sure his name stuck in her head like cement. She would never forget the name, and, God willing, she was going to make him pay.
The thug made sure she was all cleaned up. He even untied one of her hands, so she could clean down low. He gave her privacy, but he left the door open just in case she tried anything. After Treniyah was done, she put on the extra big Pro Club shirt he had given her. Treniyah stepped out the bathroom and said, “I’m finished now. I guess you can tie me back up.”
The thug grabbed her by the hand and said, “Look. I’mma check us into a motel. Now, I want you to play along like everything is cool. If I feel you tryna be a threat, then you will leave me no choice but to hurt you, understand?” he asked.
Treniyah got the message loud and clear. To her, he was something like a hero. Although he had kidnapped her and was keeping her hostage, he had also killed his friend for raping her. She felt somewhat safe, so she agreed to follow the rules.
“Understood,” she said.
They drove to a motel on the east side of Long Beach. After checking in, the thug sent Wiz a text message to let him know about their new location.



Chapter 11


Wiz drove up to his home. Kendra was waiting in the lobby for him. He could tell that she had been crying.
“Sup, beautiful. What’s the matter?” he asked her once he stepped inside.
Kendra hugged him with passion, making Wiz laugh. He said, “I’m happy to see you, too.”
They went to his unit. Once inside, Kendra finally blurted out, “I’m done with trifling, no good-ass niggas. Fuck that dumb shit.”
Wiz let Kendra spaz out. Once she was done, she apologized for letting her emotions come out.
“It’s alright, baby girl. I’m here for you if you want to talk about it.”
He already knew all about what was going on. He had a smile so bright in his heart because he knew Trent was out the way.
“Nah, I can’t sit here and talk about another nigga, but what I do know is that he and I are completely over.”
“That’s what’s up, so are you ready to be mines. I was only playing in the background until that nigga messed up, and, since he has, I’m ready to play up front,” Wiz said with a smile.
Kendra didn’t really want to rush into things, but she was quickly falling in love with Wiz, and she couldn’t control how she felt.
Wiz’s phone went off. He checked his message. Instantly, his smile turned into a frown. Damn! I should have never let those young niggas do a grown man’s job. All they had to do was keep an eye out for her, Wiz thought to himself.
“Baby girl, I have to go handle some biz, but I want you here when I get back home, so please don’t go anywhere. Ken, just make yourself comfortable. Anything you want or need is here for you. Kick up your feet and relax.”

*****

When Wiz was back on his way to Long Beach, he called the young thug back and said, “Please tell me why the fuck you’re in a motel right now. I thought I gave y’all simple niggas an easy task- just keep an eye out. Did you ask me if you could relocate? I’m on my way, nigga.”
Wiz hung up before the young thug could answer.

*****

Treniyah asked if everything was okay. The young thug didn’t respond. To make matters even worse, he hadn’t told Wiz about the dead body. He figured he would let him know when he arrived. The knock on the door interrupted his thoughts. He made sure Treniyah was still tied up before opening the door.
“I swear I can’t let little boys do a grown man’s job. All y’all had to do was watch her and don’t say shit, but see y’all can’t do that shit. And you wanna tell me why the fuck Tone is laying dead in my spot?”
“I know you said to watch her, and that’s what we were doing, or, at least, I thought we were until Tone wanted to do his own thang. I tried talking him out of it, but, then, the nigga started rambling, saying ‘fuck you’ this, that, and the third. At that point, there wasn’t no reasoning with him, so I left out the house and sat at the doughnut shop because I didn’t want any parts of it. When I came back, he was on top of her,” he answered, hoping Wiz would lighten up.
“You saved your own ass, but you never smoke your boy over a bitch,” Wiz said, letting the words sink into the young thug’s mind. Then, he said, “A’ight! I’m gonna send someone to discard the body.”
As he left, Wiz sent a text message to one of his other boys.

*****

“This is a collect call from the Los Angeles County Jail. You have a collect call from Marcos.”
Nia’s heart skipped. She hurriedly pressed five, interrupting the recording. She waited until Marcos started speaking.
“Hey, love! They got me on some bullshit-ass charge. Call Trent on three way and see what’s up.”
Nia did as she was told and called Trent on three way. When he picked up, she said, “Hey, Trent. I have Marcos on the other line. I’mma connect you.”
Nia transferred the call and asked, “Bay, you there? Trent, you there?”
Both men said yeah at the same time. Then, she said, “Okay. I’mma let y’all talk, but I’m not putting the phone down.” Nia let the two men speak.
“So, what are they saying?” Trent asked.
“Man, they tryna stick me with a sell. I go see the magistrate tomorrow at nine A.M. I don’t know what my bail’s looking like. Hopefully, it ain’t high,” Marcos stated.
“Don’t trip, my nigga. We got you. We’ll bail you out,” Trent said.
“What about Prop 36?” Nia asked.
“I never had the drugs on me, just that twenty that was marked money. Bay, just make sure you’re here tomorrow please,” Marcos said.
“I’ll be there, bay. That’s my word,” Nia answered.
“Hold the line. My mom’s is calling in,” Trent said. He clicked over and said, “Hey! What’s going on, Ma?”
“Have you heard from your sister? I haven’t seen her all day, and, when I call her phone, it goes straight to voicemail,” Mrs. Moore said. Her voice was full of concern.
“Nah, ma. I haven’t heard from her. She’s probably chilling with her friends, or she may be with Nicole. No need to panic. That girl is a grown woman.”
“Then, why would she leave her car at home? You know how your sister is. If she goes anywhere with somebody, she’s always taking her damn car.”
“Hold on, ma,” Trent said and clicked back over. He told Nia to let him know everything that happened at court and that he had a big issue going on that he had to attend to. Trent clicked back to his mom and asked, “How long has she been gone?”
“Son, I really don’t know. I just know I haven’t seen her. I wanna say since three thirty. I called Kendra earlier to see if they’d left together, but she hasn’t returned my call. I’m going to call the police and file a missing person’s report.”
Trent cursed at the thought of his baby sister missing. He managed to calm down his mother and let her now that he would check the streets for her. She agreed. Then, they hung the up. Trent didn’t know what was going on with his sister. First thing he did was call Kendra. Maybe, they had gone out for a girl’s day or something. They could have been at the movies. Maybe, that’s why Kendra didn’t answer her phone, he thought, trying to reason with himself. A worried Trent hopped into his truck. He rode around to some of his sister’s friends’ houses to see if they had heard from her or seen her, but none of them had, so Trent rode of over to Nicole’s. He parked his ride after seeing a lot of girls on Nicole’s porch talking and laughing. As he got closer, the crowd became silent. The door to Nicole’s house was open, so Trent let himself in. As soon as he was inside, the girls on the porch started laughing and carrying on. Ms. Johnson was in her room, smoking on a cigarette.
“What do you want, muthafucka?” she said menacingly.
Trent disregarded her comment and said, “Where’s Nicole? I’m looking for my sister.”
“I put that raggedy bitch out my house. Knowing I can barely take care of her, she wanna go and get pregnant by yo trifling ass. I can barely feed my other kids. That’s why they’re always with they no good-ass daddy. I told the bitch to get rid of it. You wanna know what that high yellow heifer had the audacity to tell me?” Ms. Johnson didn’t wait for a reply she just kept right on talking. “The little bitch told me she loves you and she’s going to keep her baby. She better miss me with all that bullshit.”
Trent wasn’t getting anywhere, so he just turned around and left before things got out of hand. Trent heard Ms. Johnson call him a bitch under her breathe, but he just ignored it. As he passed by the girls, he stopped and asked where he could find Nicole. Before any of them could say something, Ms. Johnson was at the door, screaming at the girls, “Stay the fuck outta people’s business! Don’t tell him shit!”
Then, Ms. Johnson slammed the door. Trent rubbed one of hands across his forehead. It took everything in his might not to react because he was more concerned about his sister’s whereabouts.
“Fuck what she say. Has anyone seen Nicole?”
One of the girls quickly replied, “What’s in it for us?”
Another girl nudged her, indicating that she should keep quiet.
“What I’m saying is, if he wants us to tell him, he gotta pay us. Shit!” she replied.
Trent dug into his pocket and pulled out three one hundred dollar bills. As he flashed the money at the girls, he asked, “Is this enough?”
“Hell, yeah,” they all chimed in. “She’s staying over at the Snooty Fox.”
That was all Trent needed to hear. He hopped in his truck and drove. In the truck, he called Kendra.
“Hello,” Kendra answered groggily.
“Are you ‘sleep?” Trent asked.
“What the hell it sound like to you?” she responded harshly.
“Is Treniyah there with you?” Trent asked, praying the answer was yes.
“Trent, I’m going back to sleep. I don’t have time for your games.”
“What the fuck, Ken? All I asked was a simple yes or no question! Ain’t nobody playing no damn games! My sister’s missing, and all I’m asking is have you seen her, but your bitch-ass talking shit!”
Kendra was now up and alert. She couldn’t believe Trent had just called her a bitch.
“Oh, my gosh! Trent, are you serious? I was over there earlier, but, when I left, she was still home. Keep me posted. If you hear anything, please let me know,” Kendra said, feeling bad.
“Nah, I’ll be ‘sleep,” Trent said and ended the call and kept on driving. It was very late. He thought he would have to post up and wait for Nicole to come out, but, as soon as he pulled in, she was just going back inside her room. She didn’t even turn around to see the car behind her. Trent sat for a minute. He didn’t know if someone was in the room with her or not. He reached for his gun underneath the backseat. He used the butt of the gun to bang on the door. Nicole opened the door and asked, “What the fuck you want?”
She stopped talking when she realized who was at the door. Trent had the gun pointed at her. Nicole backed away from the door.
“Is there anyone else in the room with you?”
Nicole shook her head. Trent stepped inside, closing the door behind him. He motioned for Nicole to sit on the bed while he sat in a chair. Nicole was scared for dear life. She knew the ultimate beating was coming as she wondered how he had found her. She thought about her plans to hurt him, but they soon vanished.
“I’m gonna ask you this but once. Have you seen or do you know where my sister is? We haven’t seen her all day, and her car is parked in the driveway, and her phone keeps going to voicemail.”
“I swear I haven’t seen her since earlier today when I stopped by. Other than that, I haven’t heard from her,” Nicole answered.
Her palms were sweaty as she rubbed them together. Trent could tell that Nicole was nervous about something, but he never asked. “A’ight. I’m ‘bout to bounce. If you hear anything from my sister, let a nigga know,” Trent said. He went into the bathroom to see what Nicole had up her sleeve. After five minutes of searching, he didn’t find anything. He left out the room without saying another word.
Not once did it ever occur to Trent that Wiz was the reason that his sister was missing. Tired and frustrated, Trent decided to take it on in. When he got home, he laid across the bed with all his clothes on. As soon as his head hit the pillow, he was out for the count.

*****

Kendra accompanied Nia to the criminal court building in downtown LA, which was also known as CCB. As they waited, they witnessed public defenders as they pulled out inmates’ family members to talk to them about their cases. An older black lady asked if there was anyone there for Marcos Hale. Nia and Kendra stood up. The lady said, “Please follow me outside.”
Once outside, the public defender went over the case with them. Then, she gave them the options that Marcos might want to use. “Let’s see. Marcos was charged with possession and sale of narcotics to an undercover agent.”
Nia interrupted the lady and said, “I’m sorry, but he wasn’t caught selling to an undercover agent. Matter fact, when they arrested him, all they took was a twenty dollar bill. Now, is the guy that he supposedly sold it to in court today?”
The lady shook her head.
“No, but the officers are due to show up in court today. I, also, see that Mr. Hale has an outstanding warrant for his arrest, but I’m sure I will be able to get it added onto his case now.” Nia was ready to curse the lady out, but, instead, Kendra grabbed her by the arm and ushered her back into the court.
“Fake-ass public pretender,” Nia managed to say.
The old lady just looked at her and shook her head.

*****

The judge saw about four other cases before Marcos’s case was called. Marcos and his public defender stood before the judge.
“Are you aware of the charges that have been brought against you?” the judge asked Marcos.
Marcos nodded his head, so the judge continued. “So, Mrs. Wright, how does your defendant plead?”
Marcos whispered in her ear as she responded, “Not guilty, Your Honor.”
“Mr. Hale, these are some very serious charges against you,” the judge said. Then, he looked back at his paper work. Afterwards, he looked at the DA and asked, “Is the officer that filed the report here in court?”
“No, Your Honor, but we do have the witness that the police took a statement from,” the DA said. Both Kendra and Nia turned around in their seats to see if anyone was coming forward.
“Well, I’m waiting,” said the judge.
“No, Your Honor, just the statement from the witness,” the DA announced.
Marcos’s attorney stepped in and said, “Your Honor, there is no one here in person to testify to the charges against my client, so I think that is grounds for a dismissal.”
The judge took his time looking though the paperwork once more before he spoke. “Since there is not enough evidence against Mr. Hale on the charge of possession, I’m hereby declaring this case dismissed.”
A smile spread across Nia’s face. She looked up and mouthed the words “thank you’’ to the man upstairs.
“I see that you also have two outstanding warrants totaling $25,000. I’m sentencing you to a maximum of forty-five days at the Men’s Central Jail where you will be housed for the remainder of your sentence. Is that clear?” the judge said, looking towards Marcos and his public defender.
Again, Marcos whispered to his attorney. Then, she cleared her throat, “Your Honor, what about bail?” she asked.
“Because Mr. Hale is not considered a flight risk, bail is set at $50,000. Court is adjourned.”
Then, he banged his gavel while the inmates were walked back to their holding cells. Marcos made sure he hollered to Nia, “Make sure you handle that! I love you, ma!”

*****

After court, Nia and Kendra grabbed something to eat before going to a bail bondsman and waiting for Trent to arrive. Before Trent headed to the bail bondsman, he checked in with his mother to see if they had heard anything from his sister. When he arrived, he could tell his mother had been crying all night. His father was worried himself.
“This is just not like her, Trenton. You know, if your sister goes out somewhere, she lets us know. I’ve checked with all of her friends, and still nothing,” Trent’s mother said. Her eyes were red and puffy.
“Well, dear, you know we’ll have to wait for seventy-two hours before we can file a missing person’s report,” Trent’s father said.
Trent kept his word and met up with Nia after talking to the bail bondsman. Trent handed over ten percent of the fifty thousand dollar bail. Kendra signed off on the paper work since she was the only legitimately employed person, so just in case they were wondering where the money came from, it could be accounted for. Everything was good from that point on. They all waited for Marcos to be released.
“So, have you heard anything from or about your sister?” Kendra asked, but Trent ignored her. Kendra rolled her eyes but remained silent.

*****

It had been more than seventy-two hours since Treniyah had been captured, and Wiz was growing impatient by the minute. Trent’s family didn’t seem too worried about her or so he thought. Wiz made sure she was comfortable. He even untied her, so she could bathe. He did leave the door open and had his young thug keep an eye out for her, though.
Every night, Wiz would return to his home and cuddle up with Kendra like nothing was wrong. Each day, Wiz or the young thug gave Treniyah a little more space. Over the three days, she had developed a plan because she missed her family like crazy. On the third day, Treniyah decided to seduce the young thug. She waited until Wiz left for the night. Treniyah sat up and started playing with the young thug’s hair.
“Uh, huh, ma. What you doing?”
Treniyah covered his mouth and asked, “Doesn’t this feel good to you, baby?”
He didn’t respond, so she licked his ear and his neck. She caressed his chest with her fingers. The thug pushed her back.
“Cut it out, girl,” he stuttered, but Treniyah kept right on going. She pulled her shirt over her head and exposed her perky nipples. She lifted one breast with her hand and licked around the nipples. Treniyah had watched many porns, so she knew what she was doing. She laid back on the bed and opened her legs wide. Then, she inserted her finger in her middle. She took her finger out and stuck them in her mouth.
“Mmm. Yummy,” Treniyah laughed.
“C’mon now, ma. Stop playing and put your clothes on,” he said.
Treniyah laughed seductively. Then, she taunted, “Aww. Is the little boy scared of some pussy?”
Treniyah dipped her finger back in her middle and fondled it a bit. Then, she stuck it in her mouth again. She was giving the thug a peep show, and it was defiantly turning him on.
“Ness never scared of the pussy. I whoops the pussy,” he said, imitating the dad from Friday After Next. 
Treniyah kept laughing, telling him he was scared. Truth of the matter, he was attracted to Treniyah and had been since the day he kidnapped her, but he wanted to make sure he stayed on his p’s and q’s. Treniyah, however, kept opening and closing her legs, exposing her goodies. She was very hard to resist.
“Fuck it. I’m gonna give you what you really want.”
Ness took off his jewelry and his clothes. He folded them neatly and put them on the bed adjacent to the one they were on. His dick was already rock hard. He embraced Treniyah and gave her some tongue action. He sucked on her breasts while rubbing on the other one with his hands. Treniyah never thought that kissing Ness would be that good. He spread her legs apart using his knees. Then, he eased himself right on in.
“Damn, ma. You tight as a mug,” he said as he kept pushing until he was inside.
Ness pounded on Treniyah. He wanted to make her feel the pain for calling him scared. Treniyah scratched away at his back. It was both pain and pleasure.
“Yeah. What’s all that shit you were talking before? I can’t hear you,” he taunted.
Treniyah couldn’t speak. All she could do was moan. She closed her eyes and prayed that it would be over soon. After five minutes of pleasure, Ness busted his nut. He pulled out, making sure not to leave his semen in her. He breathed heavily like he had just run a marathon.
He said, “Damn, ma. I’m glad you chose to give it me.”
“Can I please wash up?” she asked him.
“Go ‘head, ma. You know the routine,” he answered.
Treniyah walked into the bathroom and made sure to leave the door open. Then, she turned on the bath tub faucet and let the water run until it was almost at the rim. Once she was in the tub, she tried to close the door, but it was difficult because Ness watched her like a hawk.
“Ma, you know the rules. Do I have to sit and monitor you?” he asked.
He walked into the bathroom, grabbed an extra towel, and washed himself off. After he was done, he excused himself and put on his boxers and his jeans. He laid across the bed and was out in the next two minutes. Treniyah wanted to shout because he was finally asleep. She’d heard that fucking was like a work out, and, if your stuff was good, it would surely knock a nigga out, but for how long she didn’t know. Treniyah sat in the tub for a few more moments. She wanted to make sure that Ness was sound asleep.



Chapter 12


Treniyah let the water out the tub. Then, she crept back into the room, making sure she didn’t make a sound. She grabbed her clothes and went back into the bathroom to put them on. Earlier, Wiz had dropped by with some sweats and t-shirts, so she was happy that she had clean clothes to put on. After she was dressed, she looked around for Ness’s phone, but she soon realized it was attached to his hip. She scanned the room and noticed that they had taken the phone out the room. Treniyah turned the knob on the door, trying to open it with caution, but the creaking of the door woke up Ness. Treniyah ran out the room screaming, but Ness soon caught up to her.
“See! A nigga can’t even take a nap without you tryna sneak out! You know I don’t wanna, but now I’mma have to tie you back up. I tried, ma, but you tried to play me. Thanks for the pussy, though.”
Once they were back in the room, he tied one of Treniyah’s hands to the bed post.

*****

“If that nigga ain’t gonna come to me, might as well come to him. Fuck waiting,” Wiz yelled on the phone.
Wiz was heated that Trent hadn’t shown up for his sister. He was more than ready to take him out. He was now rolling through the streets of Los Angeles in an attempt to find Trent. He even went back to the DT post and waited for Trent to slip up. Wiz made his presence felt when he stepped out. He wore Iceberg jeans with a black shirt and some Gucci shoes. His pinky ring was encrusted with so many diamonds that it could’ve made anyone who looked directly at it go blind. His hair was neatly tapered, and, in his ears, he wore Cartier diamond earrings. Everyone’s head turned as soon as he got out his 745Li. His gun was tucked in his waist with the safety on.
It must have been fate. It seemed like a dream had finally came true for Wiz because he was now face to face with his arch enemy.
“Trent, my dude, what has it been? Five or six years?” he asked sarcastically.
Trent stared him down. “Oh, yeah! It was six years ago that you buried your cousin, wasn’t it?” Trent said in a menacing tone. Trent smirked, knowing he had one up on Wiz.
Wiz joined in the laughter and said, “Yeah, I hope you find your sister. Would hate for anything to happen to her.”
Trent removed his.9mm from his waist. Wiz cocked his at the same time.
“So, you just gonna shoot me in front of all these people?” Wiz asked.
Trent looked around. Wiz had caught him off guard. As Trent lost his focus, Wiz used the opportunity to his advantage and caught Trent with a right hook. The powerful punch instantly put him to sleep. Wiz pointed his gun at Trent’s temple. A flashback of when he had found his cousin came to his mind. He shot aimlessly and with his eyes closed. The crowd dispersed, running and taking cover. After several shots, he opened his eyes and realized that he hadn’t hit his target. While Trent was still on the ground, Wiz kicked him repeatedly until he heard someone yell out. Wiz hopped in his 745Li and sped off. His adrenaline was pumping at full speed. He couldn’t believe that he’d had Trent in his hands and had just let him slip away. The ringing of his phone made him come back to reality.
“Is it done yet?” the voice asked over the phone. Wiz turned on his Bluetooth through the radio and said, “I still need a little more time, Pops.” Wiz hated saying those last words.
“I’m going to give you one more week or it’s gonna be you and him six feet deep,” Wiz’s father spoke to him like he was nothing more than a nigga on the street. He knew that the stakes were high. His father wanted Trent dead, or he was going to be dead right along with him. Wiz knew the seriousness in his tone all too well, so Wiz was determined to make things happen.

*****

At the room, Treniyah was begging for her freedom, but her pleas fell on deaf ears. Because she wasn’t sure, if she was going to make it out alive, she begged Ness to let her talk to her parents, so she could let them know she was okay.
“Please, Ness, you are my last hope. I have to let them know I’m alright,” she pleaded with him almost to the point of tears.
“Now, you know that’s not going to happen, ma,” he informed her. Ness felt sorry for her. He wished that he could rescue her and make her his, but the harsh reality of it was he wasn’t ready to die. Treniyah started crying uncontrollably and hyperventilating.
“If you had a child, wouldn’t you wanna know where your child was if she just up and disappeared? I guess you don’t have a heart,” Treniyah said as she continued to cry.
“I have a son that I would die and go to hell for if something was to ever happen to him,” Ness replied.
“So, you can relate to where I’m coming from. Please let me make this call. This will be my last request. You can even dial star 67 when you call. Just please let me make this call.”
Ness felt sympathy and compassion for her. He thought about his son and how he would have felt if someone kidnapped him and the things he would have gone through to get him back.
“Aight, ma, only cuz I like you, but you can only talk for a minute and it has to be on speaker phone, you hear me?” Ness looked directly in her eyes. He knew he was going against the grain but, deep down inside he had a heart, and, if the shoe was on the other foot, he would want someone to do the same for him.
“I promise. Thank you so much. You don’t know how much this means to me,” Treniyah said, wiping away her tears with her free hand. She blurted out the numbers so fast he had to ask her to slow down. As she calmed down, Treniyah repeated the numbers slowly, so he could dial each number properly. They each held their breath as the phone rang numerous times.
“Damn, ma. I guess no one’s home,” Ness said, ready to hang the phone up, but Treniyah cried out, “Please just let the phone ring. I’m sure someone will answer.” The phone rang a few more times before a woman answered.
“Hello. Moore residence,” Mrs. Moore spoke.
“Mom, I love you very much, and I’m okay!” Treniyah shouted.
“Oh, my Lord. Thank you, Jesus. Niyah, God has answered my prayers,” her mother spoke through the tears.
After giving thanks, she bombarded Treniyah with a ton of questions, just like any mother would have: “Where are you? Are you okay? Who are you with? Are you being held for ransom?”
Ness was paranoid, and he kept looking over his shoulders, anticipating that Wiz would make a surprise appearance. At the one minute mark, Ness twirled his fingers in a circular motion to let her know that her time was almost up.
“Mom, please don’t cry. I’m okay. Tell Daddy and Trent that I love them very much and that I hope to see y’all soon,” Treniyah said with tears coming down her eyes.

*****

After a week of spending romantic time with Wiz, Kendra decided that it was time to face the music. It was time to end things with Trent. She had given him all the chances in the world, and she didn’t have room for anymore. Like always, Trent was nowhere to be found. Seeing the house out of order, Kendra immediately started cleaning.
“This nigga had the audacity to get another bitch pregnant. Am I that bad of a woman?” Kendra asked herself. After cleaning, she went inside of her room and gathered all of Trent’s things. She threw them in a large trash bag. She was through and wanted to make sure he didn’t have a reason to come back. Kendra took a nice, hot bubble bath and sipped a glass of wine while listening to you “Your Child” by Mary J Blige. She sang along with every word. “I feel that shit. Fuck these niggas,” Kendra said as she kept singing along. Kendra let those words sink deep inside. She thought about all the good and the bad. “For six years of my life, I put up with bullshit, excuses, and lies.”

*****

The next morning, Kendra called into work. Unfortunately, her boss was tired of the excuses, too.
“Ms. LaSalle, I’ve tried to be lenient with you because of the loss of your mother, but I think you have taken me and your job for granted. I’m sorry, Ms. LaSalle, but your service is no longer needed here.”
Kendra was shocked. She wanted to tell her boss off, but she quickly thought against it. She took it in stride, but only after she slammed the phone down.
“Fuck! Can my day get any worse?” Kendra spat. Kendra sat back thinking about how her life had done a 180 degree turn in such a short amount of time. She was supposed to have graduated next month, but she had put school on hold, and, now, she had gone from being employed to being fired.
Damn! I could kick my own ass, Kendra thought. Even though money wasn’t an issue- she and her sister were living good off their insurance money and now, since the break-up, Kendra and Trent could sell the house and split the proceeds- Kendra had always enjoyed having a full day and making a difference in the lives of children in need. While she was deep in thought, she heard some commotion outside her door. She looked out the window and saw Marquise helping Trent to the door. Kendra had the door open before Marquise had a chance to knock on it.
“Oh, my gosh! What happened to him?” she asked, covering her mouth.
Trent had a minor contusion which had formed a large knot.
Marquise was just about to speak when Trent hollered out, “Don’t tell that bitch my business!”
Kendra was appalled and had a sour look on her face. She spat, “I’mma let that shit fly, nigga.”
Kendra got a towel and a couple of ice cubes out the freezer for him to help the swelling come down. Even though he had hurt her, she still had some feelings for him. Marquise helped Trent to the couch. Then, Kendra handed him a towel.
“Trent, we need to talk. Marquise, do you mind?” Kendra asked.
“No, not at all. I’ll just wait outside.”
Marquise walked towards the door to give them some space.
“Nah, nigga, you can stay right here. All of a sudden this bitch wants to talk. I been trying to talk to this bitch for the past several weeks, so, my nigga, stay right here,” Trent said.
“Call me a bitch again, and see what the fuck happens to you, muthafucka,” Kendra threatened.
“Matter fact, nigga, this shit right here has finally come to an end. This bitch don’t need yo raggedy, triflin’, dirty dick-ass any longer. I can’t believe you. You got another bitch pregnant and still wanna come home and fuck me, talkin’ ‘bout you love only me and my ass. I was the dumb one to believe your tired ass!” Kendra screamed. “Speak up, nigga! I can’t hear you!”
“That bitch is lying. She’s not pregnant,” Trent said, trying to defend himself. It was clear that Kendra had found out about him and Nicole, but he would plead the fifth. Like Shaggy’s song said, “It wasn’t me.”
“Ken, why would I get someone else pregnant?”
“So, you’re admitting that you fucked another bitch, right? Oh, yeah, I ran into Nicole the other day, and she confirmed everything and how you’re not only fucking her but her momma, too. A crack head at that, my nigga. You just fuck anything walking,” Kendra screamed, lashing out.
Marquise was in the corner laughing his ass off because Trent had no idea that he had fucked Nicole two months ago.
Trent was at a loss for words. He was ready to kill Nicole as soon as he saw her. Trent stood to his feet and said, “Bitch, you better fall back with all that macho shit. You forget I made your sloppy ass into the woman you are today. If it wasn’t for me, your bitch ass would still be shaking your ass at Starlight and sucking on Bigg Boss’s dick,” Trent smirked.
“If you feeling froggish, leap, mutha fucka,” Kendra, in a rage, yelled as she hopped across the table and proceeded to swing like a mad woman. “Fuck you and the horse you rode in on, bitch!”
Marquise quickly interfered, trying to hold Kendra back, but she kept screaming, “Fuck you, you limp dick ass nigga! Your dick game whack anyway!”
Trent balled his hand into a fist, but Marquise caught him by the hand and said, “Dawg, I can’t let you go out like that, my nigga. It’s one thing to argue, but I can’t stand here and watch you hit a female.”
“Take yo shit and get yo sorry ass outta my house. Love don’t live at this address anymore!” Kendra screamed with her hands on her hips.
“Let me pack my shit first,” Trent responded, heading towards their room.
“Nah, nigga. Ain’t no need for you to go back there. Your shit is in that trash bag. Leave the key on the table on your way out.”
Kendra grabbed a Louisville slugger from the hall closet and readied to crack Trent upside the head as she said, “Nigga, don’t you ever raise your fist to me, or I’ll be going to jail for murder.”
Once again, Marquise had to intervene because he didn’t want to see his friend get beat with a bat.
“Whoa! This is more than I bargained for. Kendra, you’re too pretty to be wearing someone’s prison colors. I’m gonna make sure Trent leaves. That way you won’t have to catch a case. Just please put the bat down.” Then, after the situation had calmed down, Marquise laughed and said, “Y’all are too much to handle.”
After seeing that neither Trent nor Kendra was ready to back down, Marquise called Marcos to come and diffuse the situation. Marcos showed up in five minutes flat with Nia in tow.
“Damn, nigga. Kendra fucked you up,” Marcos laughed.
“Nah, I didn’t do that. His shit was already knotted when he arrived, but I know, if his ass don’t get outta my house, the other side gonna be lumped up, too,” Kendra said seriously. “He can go live with his baby mama.”
“What baby momma?” Marcos asked, looking dumbfounded.
Nia looked over at Marcos and shook her head as she said, “Nigga, don’t act like you ain’t know about Trent fucking that bitch Nicole.”
Marcos didn’t say a word. He knew all about Trent’s fling, but he didn’t dare say anything. He knew the situation would turn from bad to ugly in 2.5 seconds.
“Ken, you acting like your shit don’t stink. I ain’t no dummy. Your ass ain’t been here all week, so you can miss me with all that bullshit. I ought to go upside yo head,” Trent said, staring directly at Kendra. “Yeah! Now, what? Cat got your tongue?”
“Everybody, get the fuck out my house! Y’all can walk out or leave in a stretcher, whichever one is fine by me!” Kendra yelled.
Marquise was the first one to hit the door. He’d had enough of trying to play Superman, and he wasn’t too keen on taking threats. Kendra grabbed Trent’s bags and threw them outside.
“Muthafucka, I ain’t playing with you. It’s over. It’s a wrap. Get on before you get spit on,” Kendra threatened.
Marcos stood by Kendra, and, even though he didn’t get in between dick and pussy issues, he could tell that Kendra was serious. Trent followed Marquise out the door. Then, he turned and stated, “If I leave, I ain’t coming back.”
“I know. That’s the whole idea. Now, you can go play house with that bitch because this bitch is through,” Kendra yelled. Then, she slammed the door in his face.
Trent jumped in his truck with Marquise.
“Yo! Is she serious?” Marquise asked.
“Nigga, I ain’t worried ‘bout that bitch. We been fell outta love long ago. I got my mind focused on my little sister,” Trent replied.
“What about that nigga Wiz? What we gone do ‘bout him?” Marquise asked.
“It’s a 187 on him, ya heard?” Trent replied.
Trent dropped Marquise over to his baby momma’s house before he went to his parent’s house. Right when he pulled into the driveway, his mother ran out the house screaming, “Trenton, I talked to my baby. Please go find her.” After she said that, Mrs. Moore fell on the ground, crying.
“C’mon, Mom. I don’t wanna see you cry,” Trent said as he helped his mother into the house. “When did you talk to her?”
Mrs. Moore wiped the tears from her eyes as she answered, “She called me a few hours ago.”
“What did she say? Did the number show up on the caller ID?” Trent asked his mother. Sadly, she shook her head.
“All she said was that she loved us and that she was okay. Trent, I need my baby. This is a mother’s worst nightmare.”
She continued to sob in Trent’s arms. Trent felt bad because he was to blame for his sister’s disappearance. His family was unaware that he was behind the murder of Wiz’s cousin, and he had vowed to never reveal it. He just knew he had to get his sister back fast.

*****

Wiz walked in the room and asked, “Y’all muthafuckas ready to die in this bitch?” Wiz slapped the phone from Treniyah’s ear.
“C’mon, man. Don’t be mad at her. It’s my fault,” Ness explained.
Without hesitation, Wiz grabbed his gun and shot Ness twice in the chest, Ness’s eyes rolled to the back of his head and his body shook uncontrollably. Treniyah, too scared to scream, but Wiz covered her mouth. Wiz pointed the gun at her. She shook her head and began to cry.
Unfazed, Wiz asked, “Did you tell them where you were at?”
Treniyah shook her head.
Wiz relaxed and put his gun behind his back. He reassured Treniyah that he wasn’t going to hurt her. He lightly massaged her tense shoulders.
“Please, Mr. Wiz, can you let me go? I promise I won’t tell no one. Your secret’s safe with me.”
The fact that Treniyah knew his name made him even more upset with the body laying on the floor. Now, he knew he couldn’t leave any witnesses. While still massaging her shoulders, Wiz grabbed Treniyah by her throat and choked her. Treniyah panicked and screamed, but Wiz covered her mouth and promised, “Shhh… this will be all over soon.”
He lifted Treniyah off the bed and twisted her head until he heard it pop. Then, Wiz laid her on the bed, grabbed a pillow from under her head, and placed it over her face until her breathing ceased.
Wiz took another pillow case and cleared out the room. He checked Ness’s body and removed his wallet and his cell phone. Next, Wiz took a lighter and burned the tips of Ness’s fingers, so he couldn’t be identified. The only way that could be done was through his dental records. Wiz, however, decided to leave Treniyah’s body alone. He wanted to make sure her family would be able to identify her, but he took a trophy piece with him. Leaving out the room, Wiz stopped by the office and demanded, “Give me the videos from your surveillance.”
“You better get the hell outta my office,” the manager replied as he counted inventory.
“Muthafucka, do it look like I’m playing with you. Give me the fucking videos!”
The manger looked at Wiz. Then, he looked at the gun that Wiz was pointing at him.
“Aye! No need for that,” the man stuttered. “I’ll give you money, anything you want.”
“I don’t want nothing but the videos,” Wiz said.
This time, he walked behind the counter. The office manager jumped back.
“I can’t give them to you because the cameras don’t work. Come. Check it out,” the man said, praying that Wiz would believe him. After he showed Wiz the equipment, Wiz still took the tapes and the recorder just to make sure. Then, he hopped in his 745Li and pushed on.
Wiz wasn’t worried about someone identifying his car because it didn’t have a plate, and it wasn’t registered to him.

*****

Since Nicole remembered exactly where Trent’s G’Mama lived, she got a smoker from around the way to drive her to the Inland Empire. She paid the smoker forty dollars worth of dope, and she assured him an extra twenty in cash if he stayed and waited with her. Nicole thought the best way to get back at Trent was through his pockets. She wasn’t worried about his G’Mama. She could handle her. She just hoped like hell his cousin Brandy didn’t give her too much lip.



Chapter 13


Nicole walked up to the door just as calm as she could and politely knocked on the door. When G’Mama answered, Nicole smiled and said, “Well, hello! How are you?”
G’Mama smiled back and answered, “How may I help you, sweetie?”
“Oh, G’Mama! Remember I came down with Trent the last time, and, since I’m out here visiting my cousin, I thought I would stop by and tell you hi,” Nicole answered sweetly, hoping to win G’Mama over.
“Oh, how sweet of you. Come in. Would you like anything to drink?”
“No, thank you,” Nicole replied. She took a seat on the old ottoman. “Is Brandy around?”
“No, dear. She’s out with my daughter. They won’t be back until tomorrow. They went to Big Bear.” As G’Mama rambled on and on, Nicole knew she had hit a soft spot.
“Any word from Treniyah yet?” she asked.
G’Mama’s eyes watered as she answered, “Nothing yet, sweetheart, but it’s nothing that the good Lord can’t handle. Well, darling. Thanks for stopping by, but G’Mama is late for her bingo. Hope to see you more often.”
Looking through the sliding glass door, Nicole thought of something quick.
“Oh, those roses are beautiful. Did you grow them yourself?” Nicole asked.
Delighted that someone had noticed her handiwork, G’Mama nodded and answered,
“Yes, I did, honey. Took about six months for them to grow,” she answered.
“Do you mind if I take a few home?” Nicole asked.
G’Mama nodded proudly as she escorted Nicole to the backyard. Then, she went back in the house to finish getting ready to go to bingo. Nicole scanned the backyard. She saw some bow cutters by the shed. She also saw that the gate that led to the backyard didn’t have a lock on it, which was good because she didn’t plan on hopping a gate. After cutting a few roses, Nicole went back inside the house and said her goodbyes to Trent’s grandmother. Then, she exited out the house and got back in the car. She advised the smoker to circle the block until Trent’s grandmother left. In five minutes, they watched G’Mama pull off. As soon as she was out of sight, Nicole and the smoker made their way back to the house.
Nicole had the smoker come with her because she didn’t know how to pick locks. She guaranteed him another hot fifty to seal the deal. She looked around, making sure the coast was clear. Once it was okay, they exited the car. Nicole walked around to where the gate led into the backyard. She tried opening it, but it wouldn’t budge. Frantic, Nicole started to sweat. It poured from her forehead as she tried to pry the gate open, but she didn’t have any luck.
“Damn, I could’ve sworn the gate was unlocked,” she said to herself.
The smoker looked at her like she was crazy. Nicole picked up on it instantly.
“I know you want that dope, so why don’t you hop the fence?” she said. “And hurry! Shit!”
The smoker hopped the gate. Then, he tried opening it, but it wouldn’t budge from the inside either. He told Nicole to step away from the gate, so he could kick it open. He kicked the gate one time. It flew open and almost knocked Nicole to the ground. Nicole showed the smoker where the bow cutters were. After he grabbed them, they went inside the shed. Although Trent never told her that he had put money there, she just had a hunch about it.
As they entered the shed, Nicole didn’t know where to begin to look, but she knew time was against her, so she had to think fast. There was just way too much stuff in there: lawn equipment, old furniture, and boxes of different sizes. Nicole scanned the dark shed until she set her eyes on the big trunk with a lock.
“Bingo!” she stated.
She climbed over the debris, helped the smoker over, and told him to break the lock. After several attempts at the chess, the lock finally broke loose. Nicole opened it up, and their eyes widened. It had so much money and dope in it. She picked up one brick and handed it to the smoker.
“Thank you for your time and help. Don’t smoke it all up,” she laughed, knowing that the smoker was going to overdose as soon as he got back to city limits. “Help me put this money in here.”
The smoker did as he was he told. He had never seen that much money or dope in his life. He licked his lips when he saw all the pure white.
“So, what are you gonna do with all this dope?” the smoker asked.
“We’re leaving it. I didn’t come here for that,” she explained.
The smoker looked at her like she was crazy, so he tried his hand with her.
“You know you can make much more money than you have, or I can just take some off your hands,” he said.
Nicole thought for the moment. Then, she grabbed a couple packs and all the money.
“Stop being greedy, muthafucka. You already have one,” she said as she gave him another. “Now, your ass really gonna od off this shit. Let’s get on up outta here.”
Nicole made sure she closed the trunk back and closed the shed up, leaving it the same way they had found it. Then, they left the backyard the same way they had entered. The smoker had to try his hand, at least, once more. He said, “I dropped the keys in the shed.”
Now, Nicole looked at him like he was stupid. She pulled out her baby.22 and threatened, “Nigga, try me if you want, dumb ass. I got the keys. Now, get yo smoked out ass in the car, passenger side bitch.”
One neighbor saw the commotion and yelled out, “I’m going to call the police! You don’t belong there!”
“So what, bitch? Call them,” Nicole yelled back as she put the keys in the ignition. The car stalled. “Ah, ain’t this ‘bout a bitch.” She tried it again, but it wouldn’t start. The old, nosey neighbor had grabbed a few others to try to corner them in.
“Ain’t no fucking way I’mma get caught up by some grandmas and grandpas.”
Nicole pumped her foot on the gas and turned the key. This time, the car started without any problem. She blew her horn and yelled out the window, “I run old folks over, too.” As she sped away from G’Mama’s house, she threw up the middle finger. She had to ditch the car somewhere because the police were going to be hot on their tail. They drove down the back streets to the city of Fontana. She parked the car at the Metrolink train station. Then, she grabbed the bags and, with the smoker in tow, rushed to pay their fares. Afterwards, all they could do was wait on the train to come.

*****

After the fight with Trent, Kendra had all the locks changed on the house and decided to rent it out. She and her sister split the money. The very next day, Kendra looked for another place to stay. She didn’t want to stay with Nia because Marcos still had ties to Trent, and she wasn’t expecting him to cut that loose just ‘cause she had decided not to deal with him any longer. Since she was already over at Wiz’s house all the time, there was no need to keep moving around. She packed all her belongings and put them in storage. She also drove by her old residence with Trent just to make sure nothing was left behind. Kendra saw Trent’s car parked out front, so she just kept driving by.
Back at Wiz’s place, she thought she would cook him a nice, hearty meal because he had been nothing but a gentleman to her, and she wanted to show him how thankful she was for him. Kendra baked loaded potatoes, steak with smothered onions, broccoli with cheese, and a peach cobbler.
Afterwards, she lit a few candles and put on a slow jam mix. Next, Kendra put on some brand new crotchless lingerie and her six inch stilettos. She was happy when Wiz made it home earlier than usual.
“Mmm, mama, what smells so good?” Wiz said, sneaking up behind her and kissing her on the neck.
“Oh, baby! That’s me,” Kendra smiled, popping her imaginary collar.
Wiz laughed, “Nah, baby. I’m talking bought the food.”
Kendra playfully punched him in the stomach.
“Ok, baby. You know I’m talking ‘bout my pretty woman,” he said with his hands in the air for surrender.
“Well, good. I hope you’re hungry because dinner’s ready. Afterwards, I want to bathe you in the tub. I’m gonna fill it with bubbles and roses.”
Kendra grabbed Wiz by the hand and led him to the dining room table. She sat on his lap. Sensually, Kendra blindfolded Wiz. Then, she fed his food to him and asked him to guess what it was that he was eating. After she fed him, she guided him to the bathroom and slowly undressed him. Once inside the tub, she took a huge loofa from under the water and, using both hands, squeezed the water over his head.
“You sure know how to please your man,” he said with a big smile on his face.
Kendra fed him strawberries dipped in chocolate while she bathed him. “Well, there’s plenty more where that came from.”
Wiz pulled Kendra into the tub with him. They shared a wet, passionate kiss. Kendra straddled Wiz in the tub and guided his tool inside of her canal. Their lovemaking was so intense that each and every stroke from their bodies caused a small tidal wave. They made love for hours. Kendra forgot about Trent, and Wiz forgot about the killings that he had done earlier.

*****

They were so in sync with each other. They became inseparable instantly. One particular evening after shopping at the Topanga Canyon Mall, Wiz had overheard Kendra tell her sister Nia that she wanted to go to Medieval Times in Buena Park. She had always wanted to experience it, so he surprised her by taking her there. They enjoyed a nice dinner and even participated in the tournament. Kendra enjoyed the evening. It was one of the best days of her life.
“Thank you, baby. I’m having so much fun. Too bad it has to end,” Kendra spoke softly.
Wiz pulled her into him as he gazed in her eyes and said, “Baby girl, this don’t never have to end. I can give you all that you ever wanted and more. I can be your protector, your provider. I feel that you are my soul mate.” Then, he got down on one knee and pulled out a small blue box from Tiffany’s. Kendra covered her mouth with one hand and placed the other on his shoulders. “I guess what I’m trying to say is, Ken, I’ve never met any woman like you. You do things to me that I love, and I can’t get enough of you. You know my mom always told me if I ever met a woman with good qualities, beauty, and brains that I should never let her go.” Wiz took a deep breath and continued, “Kendra LaSalle, will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”
A single tear fell out of Kendra’s eye. It rolled down her check and on to Wiz’s hand. He gently placed her hand to his lips and kissed it.
“I will never hurt you,” he stated.
Still in shock, Kendra replied, “I…I don’t know what to say.”
“I love you, baby girl. Please say yes.”
Kendra looked back into Wiz’s eyes. Then, she screamed out, “Yes, Gabriel! I will marry you!”
This was the happiest day of her life. She was convinced that this was how her life was supposed to be. She had dated and shacked up with a man for six years, and he hadn’t proposed once, nor had he ever brought marriage up. Her momma had always said, “Why buy the whole cow, when you can get the milk free?” She understood what her mother had meant now. She’d been seeing Wiz a little under three months. They had just started living together a few weeks ago, and he was already proposing. That made her fall for him more. She was really sure that she and Trent would never be again.
Wiz picked Kendra up and twirled her around in circles. He screamed out, “She said yes y’all! She said yes!”
Passersby clapped for them and cheered them on.
“Wait! I have to call my sister,” Kendra said.
Wiz put her back on the ground. Kendra took her cell phone out of her purse to call Nia. As soon as she picked up, Kendra screamed, “I’m getting married!”
“Oh! So, you and Trent finally made up?” Nia asked.
“Hell, no! I wouldn’t get back with that nigga if he was the last dude on earth, but Wiz just proposed to me, and I said yes,” Kendra said, smiling and looking down at her seven carat yellow diamond Princess cut ring.
“Well, look at Mr. Wiz now. He ain’t even been in the picture long, and he already making you his wife. I’m all for it, sis,” Nia said.
“Just one thing. Please don’t tell Marcos cuz I don’t want Trent to know shit.”
“Fuck Trent,” Nia spat. “That nigga ain’t shit, but you have my word. I won’t say anything to Marcos. I promise. Once again, I’m happy for you, little sis,” Nia said, giving her sister a kiss through the phone.
Kendra turned her attention back to her new fiancé. They walked hand in hand. This was a real dream come true for Kendra, and nothing could destroy her moment.

*****

“Trenton!” Mrs. Moore yelled from her bedroom. His mother had confined herself to her bedroom ever since Treniyah had called, hoping that she would call again.
“Yeah, Mom. What’s up?” Trent asked.
“Has your sister called your phone?”
It was driving Trent crazy that his mother asked him every twenty minutes if his sister had called. He didn’t know what to say or to do.
“Nah, Mom. She hasn’t called, but I’m quite sure she’s gonna be calling soon.”
Trent couldn’t bear to look his mother in the eyes again. He knew it was his fault, and he had to make it right.
“Baby, why don’t you have Kendra come by a little later? I want her to help me cook for this search party tonight,” his mother suggested.
A search party?, he thought. His mom was taking this way overboard. He wasn’t for the law being in his business. He believed in street justice. That was the code he chose to live by.
“Mom, me and Kendra are not together anymore, and I don’t think we will be getting back together, so please don’t say her name around me anymore.”
His mother looked up at him and said, “She finally had the courage to leave you. That’s why your face looks like that, huh?”
Trent was just about to say something, but he stopped as soon as he realized who he was talking to, so he just let her words bypass him.
As Trent paced the floor back and forth, worry grew on his face. He felt like it was two thousand all over again, and the tables had turned. He so desperately needed to find his sister like yesterday. His mom was driving him crazy, and he was at his breaking point. Trent wished his father would hurry and get home, so he could help him deal with the stress from his mother. Trent’s father never showed signs of hurt. He dealt with things differently than his mother. He made sure he stayed working around the clock. It wasn’t that he didn’t care about his family, but he knew being idle would cause him to do some things that he had vowed not to do anymore. He was a recovering alcoholic. He had been sober for five years, and he had promised himself to keep it that way.

*****

Nicole started to panic when she saw the sheriff’s car patrolling the lot of the train station. He stopped by the smoker. Her heart almost sank when she saw the officer get out the car, but, as quickly he got out, he got back in and took off. Nicole wiped her forehead as she sighed with relief.
“Oh, good. Here comes the train,” Nicole said to the smoker, who was now smiling from ear to ear. He couldn’t wait to get back, so he could get his smoke on. They boarded the train and went straight to the top. The train was quite crowded, and Nicole didn’t feel like sharing seats with anyone, but she had to sit next to this white chick who tried to talk her to death, but Nicole wasn’t having it. At first, she tried acting like she was asleep, but that didn’t work. Next, she tried tuning the chick out, but that didn’t work either. Finally, Nicole was so irritated that she cursed the poor girl out, saying, “Look, bitch. Can you please shut the fuck up? Fuck! A bitch can’t get no peace and quiet!”
The white girl looked like she wanted to cry. The other passengers laughed.
“What the fuck are y’all laughing at?” Nicole screamed at them.
Everyone turned away like she wasn’t talking to them. She closed her eyes for the duration of the ride back to L.A. Once they were back in the city, Nicole and the smoker split up and went their separate ways.
“Look, nigga. You haven’t seen me if anyone asks you, and, if you do tell them, I’mma cut yo balls off,” Nicole threatened.
“Yeah, I hear you,” the smoker replied.
Then, he turned and walked away at full speed. He never looked back. Once he found an alley, he dipped into it. He took out some dope from his bag, found a stick on the ground, and poked at the package until it opened. He stuck one of his fingers inside. Then, he rubbed it against his gums, so he could get that numb feeling.

*****

Another week had passed since Mrs. Moore had received a call from her only daughter, and it was driving her insane. She had heard no word from the police either. They wanted the family to hold a press conference and to give a reward for anyone who knew of her whereabouts. Trent didn’t agree with it because he believed it showed weakness.
“Trent, what’s wrong with you? It seems like you don’t want your sister to come back, and, if your drug antics have anything to with Treniyah’s disappearance…Lord, I don’t even want to think about that,” his mother stated.
Trent took it as his cue to leave the house. He called up Marcos and Marquise and told them to meet him at the spot. He didn’t understand why he had a gut feeling that his sister was dead. He tried to shake the feeling, but the haunting image played constantly in his mind.
“’Sup, big dawg?” Marcos said as he dapped Trent’s and Marquise’s fists.
“Aye! I can’t call it, but I know I’m ready to get at this nigga Wiz in a real way,” Trent said.
He dropped his head. Marcos ensured him that it would get handled. He said, “That nigga is gonna die today.”
The room fell silent for what it seemed like eternity. “My nigga, I don’t know why I feel this way, but I think my little sister’s gone. That nigga Wiz don’t have it all upstairs,” Trent said, breaking the silence. Neither Marcos nor Marquise knew what to say, so they just kept quiet and let Trent vent.
“The fucked up part is this nigga dopefiended me when I wasn’t paying attention, but the nigga’s aim is fucked up because the nigga could have killed me right then and there,” Trent continued.
“Maybe, you weren’t meant to die,” Marquise stated.
Trent looked up at his young protégé and said, “I guess I wasn’t, huh?”

*****

Kendra and Wiz made love for what seemed like hours. She couldn’t believe that she was engaged. She wanted to have the wedding of her dreams, but Wiz thought the best thing to do was to elope in Mexico at the end of the month. Then, later, they could have the wedding of her dreams. Kendra didn’t ask why he was such in a hurry to get married. She really didn’t care as long as it was Wiz she was marrying. She laid in her wet spot, breathing heavily and looking at her ring with a smile plastered across her face.
“That is why I love you, baby girl. Just in case you need anything. There’s a couple stacks on the dresser,” Wiz said as he kissed Kendra on the forehead. Then, he turned back over to get some more sleep before he had to start another day.



Chapter 15


“What you smilin’ about?” Wiz asked while rubbing Kendra’s red hair between his fingers.
“I’m smilin’ at you, babe,” Kendra replied.
Wiz smiled. Then, he said, “That’s my angel, so what do you have planned for today?”
“Just chill with my sister. We’re gonna go over some paperwork for the house. That’s it. That’s all.”
Kendra got up to use the restroom.
“Do you need any money? I may be gone all day,” Wiz said as Kendra walked back into the room and jumped on the bed.
“I don’t need anything but your good loving when I get home.”
Now, Wiz had the same big smile on his face that Kendra had had earlier. She laid back in the bed beside her man and went back to sleep.

*****

When Kendra woke back up, Wiz wasn’t in the bed, but he had left a token of his love in his place. On his pillow was a single long stemmed rose and a note saying have a good day. Kendra took a shower, then dressed and was out the door.
“Where’s the food at, bitch?” Kendra asked her sister as she stepped in the house. “I don’t smell no swine frying in the pan.”
“Shut up with that yelling and shit. Muthafuckas ‘round here still sleep,” Nia said with an attitude, putting a t-shirt over her body.
“I know like hell you ain’t talking ‘bout somebody being loud. Anyways, I came over here to go over the paperwork for the tenants,” Kendra said, looking at her sister.
“Ken, it’s not even eight A.M., and your ass is up. Shit! People still sleep around here. Shit! Go lay down and try this shit again at noon,” Nia yawned, turning around and heading to her room.
Kendra wasn’t in the mood. She wanted to hurry up and get things taken care of.
“Nia, look. I don’t have all fucking day. Let’s get this shit over with.”
“Damn!” Nia said as she rubbed her eyes. She grabbed a pen and sat at the table to go over the tenants for the house they were renting out. They went over a few applications and called for a few references. They finally decided on a couple with four children that reminded them of their family. Nia did the honors of calling the couple to let them know that, if they were still interested in the house, it was theirs. They chatted for a few minutes. Then, Nia told them congratulations and ended the call.
“Are you satisfied now?” Nia asked her sister as she hung up.
It had only taken them two hours to go through twenty-five applications. Nia was happy that she could finally go back to sleep, but she knew her sister wouldn’t let her.
“I’mma go take a shower and get dressed and, when I come out, breakfast better be ready. Damn it!” Nia said with a serious look on her face.
Kendra whipped up a small but hearty meal while Nia got dressed. After they finished eating, the two sisters headed out for a day of pampering.
“Do you have a date? Do you know the kind of dress you want, or do you think you want it custom made?” Nia asked question after question.
“Calm down, Nia. There isn’t going to be a wedding. Wiz wants to elope, so we’re going to Cancun at the end of the month,” Kendra answered.
Nia huffed, “I can’t believe you. Is this something you really want? I mean you hardly even know him.”
“Oh, like waiting around six damn years for a nigga who gets another bitch pregnant was better? Fuck him and fuck whoever else can’t be happy for me,” Kendra said, rolling her eyes and continuing to enjoy her mud bath.

*****

Trent was posted on the block. He was more than ready to catch Wiz. The nigga had a price to pay and that was with his life. Trent had disguised himself, so, if there were any witnesses to his crime, they wouldn’t really know what he looked like. Trent wore his paint splattered Levi’s, a dingy, raggedy shirt, and some sneakers that had holes in them. He, also, wore a beanie on top of his head. To put the icing on the cake, he pushed a basketful of trash with a pipe in his hand. Trent kept his head low, too, while he pushed the basket to his target.

*****

Wiz had just pulled up, not knowing what the DT life had in store for him. He lit a blunt as he stepped out the car. Everything seemed cool, wasn’t nothing funny ‘bout this day. Wiz checked to make sure he was strapped. He felt around his waistband and was satisfied when he felt his gun. He continued on. He made a quick stop at the corner store. While he was there, he made small talk with one of the local dealers on the block.
“Ha! Ha! My nigga, long time no see.”
They embraced each other with a brotherly hug. They talked about all the homies who were locked up.
“Say that nigga BG served to the Jump Out Crew. They took his ass down. You know how niggas think they fly when you try and tell them something. They think you hating, but niggas have that mentality like no one can tell them shit,” the dealer said.
Wiz nodded his head in agreement. Then, he added, “Yeah, I ran into that nigga Byrd from Galveston the other day. I remember when the nigga used to run with my crew. When he was with me, he was big ballin’ and shit, but, now, that nigga out there bad. I seen him out by my way, snorting and shit. Nigga told me his wife had left and was ‘bout to divorce him. She kicked him out, so the nigga sleeping wherever he can lay his head. Niggas be going out the game backwards.”
“A’ight, my nigga. I’ll catch up to you later. Have to handle some business,” the dealer said.
They gave each other dap, and Wiz departed from the store. He never saw the man pushing the basket when he bumped into him.
“Yo, dawg! Watch where the fuck you going!” Wiz screamed, but the dude kept pushing his basket. After getting no response, he said, “Yo, nigga! Did you hear what the fuck I just said?”
The bum stopped and turned around quickly with his.9mm drawn. Before Wiz realized what was going on, it was too late. Trent fired off five shots. Two of them caught Wiz in the shoulder, and the other bullet caught him in his chest. Wiz fell to the ground.
One of the on-lookers screamed, “Somebody call 911!”
One of the women in the crowd was a nurse. She rushed to Wiz’s side and said, “Blink your eyes if you can hear me.”
Wiz blinked his eyes rapidly.
The nurse said, “Good! Stay with me. I’m a nurse. You’re going to be okay.”
She took off her sweater and applied pressure to his chest to help the bleeding to stop.

*****

Trent was long gone from the scene. He pushed his basket to the other end of Main by the Barclay Hotel better known as New Jack City. That was where he discarded the basket in the alley. He grabbed his clothes that were inside the cart and quickly changed. He, then, grabbed a can from inside the cart and doused the basket with gasoline. He pulled a blunt from his pocket and lit it. After his blunt was lit, he tossed the lighter on the basket. As the basket burned, he took off his gloves and tossed them in the fire. No one saw him go into the alley, and no one saw him come out the alley because all the attention was diverted by Wiz laying on the ground. Trent kept right on walking. He met up with Marquise on Fifth and Crocker.
“Did you handle that?’’ Marquise asked as Trent got into his car.
“Yeah, the nigga laid out now,” Trent smiled, but that still didn’t fill the missing piece in his heart because he still hadn’t found his sister.
“Yo! I’m good. Let’s get the fuck away,” Trent said.
Marquise took no time in putting his foot to the accelerator. Trent’s head was spinning. A migraine had shot up from nowhere. As he relaxed his head on the back of the seat, his phone started buzzing. The noise irritated him.
“Aye! My nigga, look. There goes Nicole right there,” Marquise hollered out. He slowed down the car and made a U-turn in the middle of traffic. Marquise parked a few feet from where Nicole was standing.
“My nigga, looks like she grinding hard. Look at those bags in her hands,” Marquise stated while looking in her direction.
He watched Nicole go from store to store. At the same time, Trent was talking to his G’Mama. She was telling him about how Nicole had come by the other day. She didn’t really think nothing of it until the neighbors informed her that they had called the police because a woman and a man were lurking in her backyard.
“At first, I thought it was your aunt and uncle, but they went to jail last week, and they are still there,” G’Mama said.
Trent couldn’t believe what he was hearing through the phone. All he heard was the name Nicole. Then, he looked up, and there she was.
“Okay, G’Mama. I’mma call you back. I’mma handle it. I promise,” he said, hanging the phone up. Trent exited the car and waited by the door of the store that Nicole was in. When she walked out, she was totally taken by surprise.

*****

The ambulance arrived to take Wiz to the hospital. The nurse had stabilized Wiz on the ground and stopped the bleeding. As the paramedics prepared to load him into the ambulance, the nurse asked Wiz if he had any identification on him.
“Just blink your eyes,” she said. Wiz blinked. Then, she checked his pants for his information and came across an ID that read Donovan Davis. She handed it to the paramedics. After they had placed him in the ambulance and hooked him up to the various machines, they headed off to California Hospital.
Wiz managed to tell the nurse to grab his cell phone. “Can you please call my fiancée Kendra?” he asked before he blacked out.
The nurse did as she was asked and called Donvan’s fiancée.
“Hello, I am a nurse calling from California Hospital. May I speak with Kendra LaSalle please?”
Kendra’s heart dropped. She didn’t know if Wiz or Trent was laid up in the hospital.
“This is Kendra,” she responded.
“I have you down as his next to kin,” the nurse began, but Kendra dropped the phone and started screaming, “Oh, Lord! No, not again,” Kendra kept saying.
Nia looked at her sister. Then, she looked at her phone on the ground. She picked it up. She knew that whoever was on the other end of the phone must have delivered some bad news because her sister was crying and carrying on.
“Hello! This is Kendra’s older sister Nia. May I ask what this call is concerning?”
Nia looked at her sister. Then, she stepped aside, so she could hear the nurse clearer.
“Is your sister the fiancée of a Donavan Davis?” she asked. Since she didn’t know what Wiz’s real name was, Nia answered, “Yes, she is. Can you please tell me what’s going on? My sister is not coherent at the moment.”
“Mr. Donavan Davis was involved in a shooting, and we will need for Ms. LaSalle to come and identify the body,” the nurse requested.
Nia released the call and looked at her sister and said, “Identify the body? C’mon, Ken. We have to get to the hospital now,” Nia said and grabbed her sister off the floor by her arms. Then, she dragged her to the car. First, Nia called Marcos to make sure it wasn’t Trent. “Hey, babe! What’s going on? Is everything okay?”
“Everything’s fine, ma,” Marcos answered, reassuring Nia.
“Where are you?’’ he asked. Nia looked at her sister in the passenger seat and decided that she didn’t want to give up too much information. “Kendra and I are still having our ladies’ day out. I’ll see you in a little while.”

*****

Nicole dropped her bags when she saw Trent standing outside. “Wh…what you doing here?” Nicole stuttered.
“What happened? Cat caught you tongue? I know I’m the last person you expected to see, huh?” Trent said, yanking Nicole by her ponytail. “Bitch, you out here spending my money. I ought to beat your ass.” He slapped her across the face.
“Please, Trent! Don’t! I’m pregnant,” Nicole tried reasoning with him while also trying to make it to her new car. She hit the alarm on her key, but Trent snatched the keys out of her hand.
“Oh, bitch! You bought me a new whip. Good looking,” Trent spat.
Then, he put Nicole on the passenger side of her own car. Nicole tried to jump in the driver’s seat, but she wasn’t a match for Trent because he was swift on his toes. He knocked Nicole back to the passenger’s side of the car.
This can’t be happening. I’m not going out without a fight, Nicole thought. Nicole reached across the seat with both hands and tried to choke Trent. She tried covering his eyes, but he managed to push her off. Nicole wasn’t backing off easy. She kept coming at full speed, using everything in the car to hit Trent.
Trent swerved in and out of traffic as he tried to avoid hitting something or getting hit. Nicole swung her purse at Trent’s head, causing him to hit a parked car. He stopped the car. Then, Trent dragged Nicole out the car and beat on her like she was a man in the streets. Marquise sat in Trent’s car and just watching the whole scene unfold.
Trent knocked Nicole on the ground and delivered blows to her face non-stop. Nicole was balled up in a fetal position and covered her face, but it still didn’t stop the rain of punches that Trent was giving.
“Bitch, you the cause of me and my girl breaking up, my sister still missing, and you stealing my money!”
Nicole’s face was bloody, and she was unable to protect her face any longer. As she cried out in agonizing pain, she begged Trent to stop, but her pleas fell on deaf ears. Nicole faded in and out of consciousness, but that still didn’t stop Trent. He wouldn’t have been satisfied until she was dead, but Marquise had seen enough. He hopped out the car and said, “That’s enough, my nigga. Let that shit go. It ain’t even worth it.”
He pried Trent away from Nicole, but, as they walked away, Trent ran back to Nicole and kicked her in the stomach. He wanted to stomp the fetus out of her. When he finally grew tired of whooping her ass, he picked her up off the ground and put her inside his truck. He looked at Marquise and said, “Drive, my nigga.”
“Where to?” Marquise asked while looking back at Nicole stretched out in the backseat.
“To the hospital.”
Trent rubbed his hands through his hair.
“I don’t want to have anything to do with this,” Marquise answered, not knowing what to do.
“Fuck it, cuz. Get out the fucking car, I’ll drive.”
Marquise got out the driver’s seat and walked around to the passenger’s side. Trent drove to California Hospital. Instead of taking her to the emergency entrance, he pulled the truck over at the lobby entrance. He got her out the truck and laid her on the curb. Then, he screamed for help and drove off.

*****

Kendra and Nia pulled up to California Hospital. They had just missed Trent by a few seconds. They rushed to the nurses’ station.
“We’re here to see about Donavan Davis,” Nia said.
“I’m sorry, but you have to be a relative to visit Mr. Davis,” the nurse said.
That was all it took for Nia to go off.
“Look, dumb bitch! We are related. This is his fiancée, and she wants to know if he’s okay, so, if you don’t get a doctor out here quick, they gonna be carrying yo ass to the ER,” she threatened.
An older nurse, who had heard the commotion, tried to calm the situation down.
“Hi! I’m the D.O.N Rodgers. Who did you come to see?” she asked politely.
“My sister and I are here to see Donavan Davis,” Nia stated.
“Oh, yeah! You must be the victim’s fiancée. Follow me.”
The nurse guided them to ICU.
“We ask that you please put on scrubs and gloves. We wouldn’t want anyone to catch an infection.”
Kendra was a little more coherent and lucid once she heard that Wiz was now in ICU, but her mind pondered, Who the hell is Donavan Davis? Inside the room, Kendra broke down again when she saw all the machines and tubes that Wiz was connected to. Cautiously, she walked toward him. Kendra caressed his hand and said, “Babe, what have you gotten yourself into? We’re supposed to get married and grow old and die together. Now, I get the impression that you took the death route too fast, like you tryna bail out on me.” Kendra tried laughing to ease her pain.
Wiz opened his eyes and said, “Babe, I can hear you. We’re still getting married as soon as I get up outta here.”
“How did this happen? And who is this Donavan? Your name is Gabe,” Kendra demanded to know.
“Slow down, babe. Donavan is my middle name, and Davis is my mother’s maiden name,” he whispered quietly. “I was handling some business for my store, and I was robbed.” Wiz lied because he didn’t want to tell the truth and end up losing her.
“Look, babe. There’s a lot we have to talk about when I get home, but listen, love. In here, at all times, you call me Donavan and not Wiz. You got that?” Wiz said. As he was talking, he choked. It was hard for him talk because his mouth was dry.
“Shhh, babe. You need to get some rest. It’s okay, babe. I love you no matter what,” Kendra informed him.
Wiz tried smiling. Kendra’s words had eased his heart. He wanted to tell Kendra the truth, but he figured it would have been best to just wait it out until the time was right.
The nurse returned to the room and said, “Ms. LaSalle, Mr. Davis’ condition is stabilizing. He was shot in the chest, and, by the grace of God, he made it. He’s a survivor. We’ll be moving him from ICU and putting him into his own room first thing tomorrow morning. Does your fiancé have any insurance?”
“I’m sorry. We don’t have any at this time, but, whatever the cost, I’ll make sure to pay every penny of it,” Kendra said, smiling.
“You know the life of a drug dealer doesn’t last long. An honest living will make his life a lot easier.”
She’d seen young men like Donovan more times than she cared to count. It really saddened her to see her people go down like that. She thought she could help, but it only made matters worse.
“What the fuck, lady? You don’t know me or my fiancé. Who the hell are you to sit here and try to judge our life? You need to get your facts right before you start talking about things you don’t know nothing about,” Kendra yelled.
She was so loud that a doctor came in the room and said, “I’m sorry, but we’re going to have to ask you guys to please leave the room. You can come back tomorrow.”
“C’mon, Ken. Let’s just leave before the LAPD come up in here. I’ll bring you back here tomorrow,” Nia said, grabbing her sister’s hand and escorting her out the hospital. Nia knew her sister all too well. It was taking everything in Kendra not to whoop on the nurse’s ass.



Chapter 16


After a few more days in the hospital, Wiz was finally released, and Kendra was right there, waiting for him. The doctors said it was a miracle that he had survived because the bullet didn’t do much damage. His arm had to stay in a cast from the shoulder down.
As they left the hospital, Kendra spotted Trent’s mother in a room. She saw that she was crying. She whispered to Wiz to give her a few moments, so she could check on a friend. She went to the room and lightly tapped on the door before entering.
“Mrs. Moore, is everything okay? Is Treniyah alright?” Kendra asked.
Concern showed on her face. Although she and Trent were no longer an item, she still cared deeply about the family.
“We’re still looking for Treniyah. She has called once, but she hasn’t called back or come home.”
Mrs. Moore sniffled, trying to compose herself. She wiped away her tears and cleared her throat before speaking. She pointed at the bed and said, “That’s Nicole, lying in the bed. She was beaten really badly. Her mother called and asked if I could stop by. The doctors said she was three months pregnant. The baby didn’t make it. Her condition so far is not good.”
Tears formed in Kendra’s eyes as she remembered that, not long ago, she had threatened Nicole’s life. Deep down inside, she knew she would have never carried out the threat. She had just wanted to scare her bit.
“I’m so sorry. I pray she will be alright. I’ll call you to check up on everything.” Kendra hugged Mrs. Moore once more.
“Wait, Kendra. Before you go… Nicole’s mother did say that Trent was the father. I’m not sure what to believe, but is that the reason you broke up with him?”
Kendra turned to look at Trent’s mother with a nice smile on her face. “That’s one of the reasons,” Kendra said. Then, she waved bye and walked away.
“Babe, who was that? Is everything alright?” Wiz asked when he saw Kendra wiping her eyes. He grabbed her and draped his free arm around Kendra’s shoulder.
“I’m sorry, babe. That was my ex’s mother.”
Wiz’s eyes lit up like a Christmas tree as he played the role of a concerned fiancé.
“I can’t believe that girl was nearly beaten to death and lost her baby,” Wiz said after Kendra told him the story.
As they drove home in silence, Kendra said a small prayer for Nicole. A lot had happened, and she wasn’t sure if she could keep herself together.
“Are you hungry?” Wiz asked.
“I sure could go for an Original Tommy’s Burger or a Tam’s burger,” Kendra said, licking her lips like she was already tasting a chili cheese burger. Her mouth was watering. Tommy’s was known to put chilli and cheese on everything, free of charge.
“Yeah, babe. I could go for some Tommy’s, too,” Wiz smiled.
When they arrived at the burger joint, Kendra went inside to order their food. Knowing that the line would be long, Wiz used the opportunity to make a call. Wiz checked in with his boy Drae. Drae had been Wiz’s right hand man since their sandbox days. Drae had been helping Wiz with his mission, but, so far, it had been impossible to catch that nigga Trent. It was Drae who had convinced Wiz to kidnap one of Trent’s family members. Drae had even suggested that he kidnap Kendra, but Wiz had other plans for her. He could still hear Drae’s voice as he replayed the conversation back like he was a tape recorder: “My nigga, the only way to get at that nigga Trent is to kidnap his bitch or mother or sister,” Drae had said with his adrenaline pumping. His index finger was itching. He was ready to body a few niggas. Drae was quick to rock a nigga to sleep by any means, so he stayed close to Wiz. Just like Wiz, Drae wanted to see Trent’s whole family six feet deep.
“Aye, my nig. Anything on that bum-ass nigga who shot ya?” Drae asked once he found out that Wiz was out of the hospital.
“My nigga, it’s no secret. I know who the nigga is that shot me. I looked cuz in the eyes.”
Before he got a chance to finish, Kendra opened the door to the car, so he was sure that she’d heard him on the phone.
“Who shot you?” she asked.
Kendra liked to play the dumb role, but being with Trent for six years had had its perks.
“Huh, baby?”
Kendra had caught him off guard.
“Say. I’mma call you back a little later, so I can talk to wifey,” Wiz told Drae.
“Alright, my nig. Handle that,” Drae said.
After he got off the phone, Wiz turned his attention to Kendra and said, “Babe, who shot me isn’t any of your concern. The only thing you need to concern yourself with is meeting me at the altar in Cancun.”
He tried using a slick approach, and, so far, it was working. Kendra smiled. Then, she said, “I just don’t want no secrets between us. So, are you gonna let the authorities know who shot ya?” She sang the words, trying to be slick and sarcastic at the same time.
“Oh, you think that shit funny, don’t you? Snitch leave her, ma,” Wiz laughed. He opened the bag, grabbed his burger out, and took a bite. Wiz continued to talk with a mouthful of food, “I go by the no snitch law. And where I’m from, snitches get a coffin made just for them. Fuck stitches.”
Kendra looked at Wiz while his seat was reclined. She rolled her eyes at his last statement. Her mind drifted back to Nicole. She said a small prayer for her and the child that she’d lost. She also said a prayer for Trent’s sister Treniyah. She prayed that God would return her safe and sound and untouched. What she did not know was that she was sitting right next to the devil who was the cause of Treniyah’s demise.
“Ken…Ken baby, did you hear what I just said?” Wiz said, breaking her out of her deep thoughts.
“Yeah, babe. I was just thanking God that you’re okay and coming home with me. Lord knows I hated sleeping in that big bed by myself,” Kendra smiled, revealing her pearly whites. She pulled into the gated apartment complex. After pulling into their parking unit, Kendra helped Wiz out the car.
“Thanks, babe, but I got it. I’m not crippled, boo. I don’t wanna be fully dependent on you,” he said. To prove his point, he tried carrying his bags with his injured arm, but the weight from his bag caused him a lot of pain. “Ah, shit!” he yelled out, dropping the bag down on the ground.
“So, you were saying?” Kendra laughed, picking the bag up off the ground.
Wiz was quiet. Kendra opened the door with the key that Wiz had had made for her. To his surprise, the way he’d left his home that day was how it had been kept. Nothing looked like it had been taken out of place or touched.
“Ken baby, the house is just the way we left it. Are you sure you slept here at all? I know women snoop,” Wiz teased, looking around the house.
“What do I need to be nosey for? I knew where my man was at every day. Besides, I slept on the couch every night, so why should I be snooping?” she asked.
Wiz smiled and kissed her on the forehead. Then, Kendra helped Wiz bathe. After his bath, she propped him on the bed, handed him the remote to the TV, and laid down beside him.

*****

Trent wondered if Nicole had made it or not, or if the shots were lethal enough to put Wiz out of his misery. His mind wandered from Nicole to Wiz. Trent wanted to go see Nicole, but his better judgment said it was best to stay clear of the hospital.
“Hey, Mom,” Trent said, kissing his mother on the cheek and helping her out of her coat. Trent was a thug in the streets, but he knew how to separate the two when dealing with his parents.
“I went to see Nicole in the hospital. She’s showing some progress. Anyone that would beat on a poor, defenseless woman like that doesn’t deserve a second chance in this world. By the way, they weren’t able to save the baby,” Mrs. Moore said, looking to see her son’s reaction.
“Mom, why are you looking at me like that?” he asked.
“Boy, you know damn well that girl had some strong feelings for you. I don’t need to confirm with you if the baby was yours or not, but what I do know is how you keep hurting the women who love you. I’m glad Kendra’s moved on. I know like hell, if it was me, I probably would’ve killed your dumb ass by now.”
Trent was stunned that his mom was speaking to him in that way. He could never pull the wool over her eyes. She continued lecturing him, saying, “I swear you weren’t cut from the same cloth as your dad. He wasn’t all about that player mentality. He had a girlfriend when we met, but he said things were rocky, so I told him, before he could pursue anything with me, he had to handle his business at home first. I never had to worry about your dad cheating or creeping.” Just then, the door bell rang. When Trent answered the door, he was greeted by the Los Angeles Detectives and a UPS delivery guy. Trent decided to deal with the delivery guy first.
“Yeah. Delivery for Trenton Moore,” the UPS guy stated. Trent took the package and signed off on the clipboard. “Thank you.”
“Now, gentleman, I’m guessing you’re here with some kind of news about my sister, or, at least, I hope you are,” Trent said as he invited the detectives into the house. They took off their hats and greeted Mrs. Moore. She offered them a seat.
“And to what do we owe this visit?” she asked, smiling at the detectives.
Trent took a seat adjacent to his mother and placed the package on the ground beside his feet.
She asked, “What’s that you have, son?”
Trent shrugged his shoulders. He looked at the box. It had his name and his parents’ address on the box but no return address. The package was extra big and kind of heavy. Everyone turned their head to Trent as he grabbed a box cutter off the table.
What was in the box was never be to be expected. After he saw what was inside, Trent yelled out, “Nah! Not my sister!”
The contents of the box confirmed that his sister was dead. Tears poured from Trent’s eyes. Mrs. Moore tried to grab the box, but the detectives intervened, stopping her from viewing the contents. She fought them and desperately grabbed at the box. The box flipped on its side and out rolled a female head wrapped in plastic.
Mrs. Moore vomited all over the place and screamed, “Oh, God! No! Not my baby!”
The detectives called the station and changed the Treniyah Moore abduction case to a homicide investigation. They also put a track on all UPS trucks that had made deliveries within the hour.
Within minutes of the detectives calling the station, all kinds of news people from Channel 11 to Channel 13 were camped out on the Moore’s front yard. Channel 34 KMEX, the Latino Channel, had even claimed a space outside, but the detectives tried to shun them away.
Trent’s father had seen the news from his job and rushed home to be by his family’s side. The streets were blocked off within a four block radius. No one could enter or leave. The officers stopped Mr. Moore’s car when he tried to turn down his street.
“I’m sorry, sir, but no one’s allowed to enter this street.”
Mr. Moore got out his car as if to challenge the officer.
“That’s my fucking family down there. I have to be by my family’s side,” Mr. Moore demanded.
The officer radioed a detective. They spoke briefly and then, he lifted up the yellow tape. “I’m sorry, Mr. Moore. Have a good one.”
Mr. Moore sucked his teeth at the officer and made his way to his house. All the news reporters turned in his direction, hoping he would give a statement.
One reporter yelled out, “Is it true that your daughter was a prostitute?”
Aggravated, Mr. Moore yelled at the reporters, “Go to hell!”
Everyone was appalled. Mr. Moore made his way inside the house to comfort his wife and son as the detectives asked Mrs. Moore and Trenton tons of questions: “Did Treniyah have a boyfriend? Did she use any type of drugs? Were there any problems at home?”
Mr. Moore looked at the crowd growing in front of his house. His eyes were bloodshot red as he whispered to one of the detectives, “Please. The family would just like to be left alone at this time. This is a private matter. Thank you.”
The detective complied. He tipped his hat and had everyone to exit the Moore’s house.

*****

Kendra watched the news with Wiz as the words BREAKING NEWS flashed across the screen. Wiz was talking, trying to divert Kendra’s attention away from the TV.
“Shhh, babe,” Kendra said, gesturing for Wiz to be quiet. She grabbed the remote to turn up the volume. Kendra covered her mouth when she heard the news anchor say, “A missing twenty-year-old woman has been confirmed dead in the city of Long Beach today when the UPS delivery truck came to the Moore home and delivered a package that contained the head of Treniyah Renée Moore.”
The news anchor continued with her report, saying that the streets had been blocked off and that it was going to be a long investigation to solve this crime. Kendra’s jaw dropped. She raced to her cell phone. Simultaneously, her phone rang.
“Ken, oh my gosh! Did you see what happened?” Nia cried which made Kendra cry, also. She collapsed on the floor and cried in the fetal position. All of this was too much for her.
“I have to get over there and talk to Trent. I have to be there for him,” she cried.
Wiz looked on in amazement. He wondered if the police had any leads.
Kendra ended the call with her sister. Next, she tried calling Trent to check up on him, to see if there was anything that she could do. Wiz, upset, lashed out and said, “I know you not calling that nigga in my house.”
Kendra froze momentarily. She was speechless. She couldn’t gather her thoughts. She just sat there with an empty expression on her face.
“You know what? I’m just going to ignore what you just said. Do you even have a heart?”
When he saw how upset she was, he tried a better approach.
“Babe, I have a heart. It’s just that I can’t imagine you being close to that nig…I mean with your ex again.”
Kendra saw where this was leading. To her, it was kind of cute that Wiz played the jealous role. Even though she was starting a new life with him, it was only right to pay her respects to the family. It was the least she could do.
“Gabe, I need for to trust me with this. Please, baby.”
Wiz nodded his head in agreement. There was no need for him to get upset because Trent was treading on his last days.
“Okay. I trust you, mama. Just don’t forget daddy needs you, too,” he replied.
“Stop being a baby,” she giggled as she stepped out the bedroom so she could call Trent and be his comforter. To her dismay, Trent sent her call to voicemail. Sadness darkened her face. All she wanted to do was show support like he had done for her when her mother passed on. Kendra gave it another shot, but, again, she was sent to voicemail. She thought about leaving a message. Instead, she pressed the END button out of fear that she wouldn’t know what to say. Walking back into the master suite, Kendra laid back on the bed and found her spot right under Wiz where she fit perfectly. He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her softly on her cheek. Kendra cried herself to sleep. Later that night, Kendra woke up, screaming from a bad dream. She grabbed her chest. Her heart was beating like someone was playing African drums inside of her. Kendra reached over, thinking she might have woken up Wiz, but his spot was empty. She called out for him, but she didn’t get an answer. Kendra got out of bed and searched for him in the house. Hmmm…that’s odd, Kendra thought. Her phone rang. She grabbed it, thinking it was Wiz.
“Babe, where are you?” Kendra asked, concerned.
The whimpering in the phone indicated that she wasn’t talking to Wiz. She removed the phone from her ear and saw Trent’s name displayed on the screen.
“Trent, I am so sorry for your loss. Words can’t express how deeply sorry I am,” Kendra whispered.
“Shawty, I need you. I need to talk, and, right now, you’re the only one that I can open up to about this shit.”
Trent pounded his chest with his fist as his sniffles grew louder. In the six years that she and Trent had been together, she had never witnessed him shed a single tear. She held her hand close to her heart and said, “Trent, I don’t know if it’s a good idea. It’s late. Can we meet up later?”
“Listen, ma. I just need an hour of your time. I promise it won’t take that long. I promise. Just please don’t let me down,” Trent begged in between sobs. Kendra couldn’t resist. She felt that she owed it to him to be by his side.
“Okay, Trent. One hour. No longer.”
Kendra threw on some sweats with a hoodie. She called out for Wiz once more, but she still didn’t get an answer. She grabbed her purse and keys off the coffee table and headed out the door.

*****

Kendra arrived at the Moore’s home in twenty minutes. The yellow tape that was left on the poles indicated that the house was a crime scene. Kendra parked her vehicle and took a deep breath before exiting. Trent met Kendra outside. He led her to the guest house where he could talk without whispering.
“There’s some shit that I haven’t been honest with you about, and I feel that I owe it to you.”
Kendra tried to protest, but Trent kept right on talking.
“I think I’m the cause of my sister’s death!”
“Huh? What are you trying to say?” Kendra asked, confused.
“Six years ago, when we met, I was into it with another drug king here in L.A. To make a long story short, I ended up killing his cousin in a drug deal gone bad. After the deadly mayhem in DT, he fled, but now he’s back to even the score,” Trent confessed.
Kendra’s mind wandered back to six years ago. She remembered the massacre that had taken place in downtown Los Angles. She covered her mouth and shook her head in disbelief.
“I caused my sister’s death. How can I explain it to my parents?”
Kendra placed her hand on Trent’s knee, caressing it.
“I’m quite sure this had nothing to do with what took place so long ago. I can’t see it happening,” Kendra said, trying to rationalize with him, but Trent’s mind was made up.
“I also wanna apologize to you. I know you made up your mind about us. It was very selfish of me to try to have my cake and eat it, too, but I’m deeply sorry. Can you find it in your heart to forgive me? You know my mom constantly tells me that I’ve fucked up a good woman.”
“Well, you know your mom knows best. Look, Trent. It’s already late. I have to get back home before…” Kendra stopped herself before she continued.
“C’mon, ma. Ten more minutes. I swear I’ll let you go after that,” Trent pleaded.
Kendra looked down at her phone. She decided to stay ten more minutes, and Trent thanked her. They talked about everything from how they had fallen in love to what had gone wrong in their relationship. Before they knew it, the sun was coming up. Trent kissed Kendra on the lips and covered her with a blanket. Trent went back into the main house to be with his mother and father.
When Kendra awoke, she was confused. She didn’t know where she was. It took her a minute to remember that she was at Trent’s house. Damn! Wiz would kill me if he knew I was here, she thought. Kendra folded the blanket and sat it on the arm of the chair she had slept on. She didn’t want to bother the family, so she decided to leave from the backyard. As soon as she made it to the front to retrieve her car, Mrs. Moore stuck her head out the door and, with her hands on her hips, said, “I know you’re not about to leave without coming in to say hi or bye.”
Kendra forced a smile and said, “I just didn’t want to be a bother. You guys are going through a lot, and you may just want to be around family.”
“Nonsense! You are family. We share an even closer bond now. Come over here and give me a hug. I better not ever hear you say you’re not family. Just ‘cause you’re not with my son doesn’t mean I don’t love you.”
Mrs. Moore welcomed Kendra with open arms. As they shed tears for Kendra’s mother and Treniyah, Kendra’s phone rang. It was Wiz. Kendra answered quickly.
“Hey, babe! Where were you? When I woke up, you weren’t there, baby?” Kendra asked, sounding all mushy. Kendra waved to Mrs. Moore. Then, she mouthed the words “see you later”.
“Where the fuck are you?” Wiz demanded with bass in his tone.
Kendra was flabbergasted that he would use that kind of tone and language with her. In her mind, she thought, I know this nigga ain’t talking to me like this.
“I went to see about my ex’s family. I’ll be there shortly.”
Kendra figured it wasn’t no need in lying. She had let Wiz know last night that she would be reaching out to Trent, so she thought nothing of it and ended the call, but, when she got home, Wiz was waiting for Kendra in the living room. As soon as she opened the door, he went off like a mad man.
“So, you fucking with this nigga? You leave out in the middle of the night to go chill with your ex.”
He stood to his feet with fire in his eyes. Wiz was filled with so much rage. Looks told a thousand words that one word couldn’t explain. Kendra knew, if looks could kill, she would have been dead.
“Babe, what are you talking about? And where were you in the wee hours of the morning?”
Kendra turned the tables around on him.
“If you must know, I went to the hospital because I was having pains in my chest. I didn’t want to wake you, so I called my homie to scoop me,” he lied, trying to make Kendra feel bad.
“So, how the fuck you know I wasn’t home?”
Kendra could’ve slapped herself because she was admitting that she’d left the house at that time. Wiz grabbed Kendra by the arm and said, “Stay away from that nigga Trent.”
He let go of Kendra’s arm when he saw how he was hurting her.
“I don’t want Trent. How many times do I have to tell you this? He did me wrong, but they just found his sister’s body. Regardless of how I feel about him, I had to go pay my respects to that family. Grab me like that again and your mama’s gonna be wearing that black dress early,” Kendra spat. She was enraged. Wiz didn’t know what to say. He just looked on.
“Maybe, this is a bad idea. We’re moving way too fast. I can’t take this jealousy shit,” Kendra said.
She was just about to take off her engagement ring and give it back when Wiz apologized.
“I’m sorry, baby. I just couldn’t imagine you not being here. I need you here by my side,” Wiz confessed.
He pleaded with his eyes, and Kendra quickly forgave him. Then, they began kissing ever so gently yet passionately. Wiz undressed his soon-to-be-wife. He kissed her neck, leaving trails from her breasts to her navel. A moan escaped her mouth.
Wiz palmed both breasts with his hands while teasing her nipples with his fingers. He removed her sweats and pushed her thong aside. He rubbed her clean shaven pussy and spread her lips with his tongue, flicking it in and out of her canal. Then, he inserted his finger, trying to get to her G-spot. Kendra’s breathing became sporadic. Kendra pulled and tugged at Wiz’s pants, aching to put his juicy member in her mouth. The head protruded through his boxers. She seductively licked her lips.
“Mmm, daddy, looks like he’s happy to see me,” Kendra moaned.
They wasted no time in doing the 69 position. Kendra was on top sucking and slobbing all on Wiz’s knob. The way she was going in one would have thought that this was her first time with the swipe. Almost immediately, Kendra was on the verge of cumming.
“Damn, bay. That’s it. Make this pussy cum. Mmm, baby, don’t stop,” Kendra moaned, bucking her hips on Wiz’s tongue.
“Babe, fill my mouth up with that good stuff,” Wiz begged.
As if on cue, she bucked faster. Her body started to twist and jerk. Without warning, her juices ran like a river. Wiz quickly turned Kendra over, so he could be on top. He wrapped Kendra’s legs around his waist and scooted her towards the edge of the bed for better leverage. Wiz slid right in. Kendra’s walls fit him like a glove. Once again, they were rolling around, bodies intertwined. Kendra was really putting her hips into it, like she had something to prove. Wiz was doing a number for himself, showing out by doing all his tricks. He pinned Kendra’s legs over her shoulders with one hand. Then, he stretched his right leg over hers, so he could go as deep as possible.
“Damn, ma! Yo pussy is so tight. A nigga ready to cum all in this pussy,” Wiz said, continuing to pump. His eyes rolled to the back of his head as he tried his best not to nut too quickly.
“Oh, daddy! Do that shit! Ah, yeah,” Kendra cried out.
The moaning turned Wiz on even more. He pumped even faster, whispering in Kendra’s ear, “You ready for daddy to cum.”
The pleasure Kendra was getting made her unable to speak. All she could do was moan.
“Oh, shit! I’m cumming, ma. Oh, shit!”
Sweat poured from his face down to Kendra’s lap, Wiz erupted like a volcano. After they were done, they laid wrapped up in each other’s arms, panting heavily.
“I love you, Mrs. Sutton,” Wiz said, kissing Kendra on the forehead and holding her close to his chest.
“I love you, too, Mr. Sutton,” Kendra smiled at the sound of being called Mrs. She glanced at her ring, then smiled again. Kendra wanted to know what Wiz thought about staying at the Ritz Carlton in Cancun, Mexico, but, as soon as she got ready to speak, she could hear Wiz snoring lightly.



Chapter 17


The days passed, and Nicole got better. She was now able to speak, and Mrs. Moore came to visit frequently. The news of Treniyah’s death and her unborn child had sent her into shock. Doctors had to rush in to help Nicole come to. She advised the doctors that she didn’t want any visitors. Now that she was healthier, Nicole spent most of her time plotting revenge against Trent for everything that he had put her through. She figured, when she got through with him, he would wish he was dead. A knock on the door snapped Nicole out of her thoughts.
“Come in,” she said.
The woman walked in wearing all white with black Prada shoes and big Prada shades that covered her face. She wore no make-up, but her beauty was astounding. The diamonds in her ears sparkled in the dark room and the ring on her finger could have blinded someone. The woman didn’t utter a word. She just passed an envelope to Nicole. As quickly as she had entered the room, she was gone, leaving the scent of Burberry Weekend behind. Nicole looked at the envelope and back at the door to see if anyone was coming. She opened it up, and a note fell out with two words on it: IT’S TIME.
Nicole looked at the note again before tossing it in the trash. Then, she turned over and went to sleep. The doctors checked her progress daily. It was nearing her time to leave the hospital. Mrs. Moore continued to visit, bringing all kinds of whatnots for Nicole. Mrs. Moore figured that she’d lost her only chance at being a grandmother.
“Thanks, Mrs. Moore. I truly appreciate you being here for me. And please save me an obituary,” Nicole said. Her eyes watered. She still couldn’t believe her best friend was dead.
“Oh, baby. You don’t even have to ask, and I will be here after the funeral to bring you a nice, hefty plate.”
That put a smile on Nicole’s face momentarily. That night, Nicole sat up and thought long and hard on the dirtiest revenge. Her mind was still wracked by the pain of the ass whooping she had received from Trent. Was there any harm in loving a man that belonged to someone else or loving him after she’d caught him with her mom? Fuck no! He don’t care, so now I don’t! She thought.

*****

Treniyah’s funeral service was held at First AME Church in Los Angeles where the late Eazy E’s service was also held. There were thousands of people in attendance. Friends from elementary school, junior high, high school and college were in attendance. Several wore RIP shirts with Treniyah’s picture on the back. News reporters were lined up outside to catch a glimpse of the family, and police offers were there to diffuse any situation that got out of hand. Everyone was dressed in Treniyah’s favorite color- turquoise. The front pew was filled with the family, and behind them sat Kendra, Marcos, Nia, and Marquise. The service was nice. It was a closed casket funeral, but there with a big picture of Treniyah displayed on top. The choir sang “The Storm Is Over Now” by Kirk Franklin and the Family. After the song, a friend of the family read the obituary:
Treniyah Renée Moore was born on June 6, 1985 in Los Angeles CA. She was the youngest of two and had a very good relationship with her older brother Trenton Moore. Treniyah attended Baldwin Hills Elementary, Audubon Middle School, and Palisades High. She was furthering her education at West L.A. College. Treniyah accepted God at an early age. She was an active member in church and found a home at First AME. She sang in choirs and loved to help the youth.
Treniyah leaves to cherish her memory her parents, Trevor and Denise Moore, her Grandmother Eloise G’Mama Baker, and brother Trenton Moore, all from Los Angeles, six aunts and seven uncles and a host of cousins and other relatives and friends.
After reading the obituary, friends and family gathered to share their fondest memories of Treniyah. Kendra and Nia were asked to sing “His Eye Is on the Sparrow”. Trent sat there, shocked, because he never knew Kendra could blow like that. He knew she could sing because they had always played around, but he had never heard anything so angelic. The tears poured out of Trent’s eyes as he listened to the melody escaping Kendra’s and Nia’s lungs. The preacher preached and had everyone on their toes. There were a lot of “amens” and “halleujahs”. There was also the occasional shout throughout the congregation.
The pastor continued, “Treniyah didn’t deserve this, but we can’t look for an eye for an eye or a tooth for tooth. Ah, c’mon now! I know somebody can agree with me.”
Again, the church hollered out, “Amen.”
“We need to clean up the drugs and gangs, take back our community. The time is now. You better get right before it’s too late. Wake up! To be absent from the body is to be present with the Lord.”
At the closing of the ceremony, the pastor did the benediction and invited any and everyone who hadn’t heard of Christ to stand and give their lives over before it was too late.

*****

After the service, everyone gathered at Rose Hill Forest Lawn to pay their last respects while Treniyah was put in her final resting place.
“Ashes to ashes, dust to dust. Everyone, bow your heads in prayer,” the pastor said.
Mrs. Moore screamed out, “No! Let me go with my baby. Please let me go.”
She tried to throw herself in the ground to be with her daughter. Trent, Marcos, and Marquise had to restrain her from jumping in. Family and friends formed a single line to give Treniyah’s immediate family a hug. Kendra hugged Trent for a long time, telling him how sorry she was. Trent lifted her left hand and her engagement ring.
“I see you don’t waste time. I know he better be good to you,” Trent said, holding her hand up to his mouth to plant kisses on it. He was surprised at the size of her ring. Trent made a mental note to check dude out.
“Are you happy?” he asked.
“Please, Trent. Let’s not do this. This is not the time or the place,” Kendra said loudly, but she quickly lowered her voice when she noticed people looking on. “Look. I will always love you, but I’m not in love with you anymore.”
Kendra gave Trent one last hug and walked away. She never noticed the black SUV parked a little ways away from the crowd. In the SUV sat Wiz and a couple of his partners. They were waiting for a clear view of Trent, so they could take him out. The rifle was pointed in the direction of Trent, ready for fire, but, when he saw Kendra, Wiz put a cease to the fire.
“My nigga, we got him right here, right now. I’m ready to pull the trigger,” one of the dudes said.
“Nah, my nig. Not right here,” Wiz said. They drove away.
Kendra decided not to join the family at the repast. She hugged Trent’s parents once more. Then, she told her sister and Marcos that she was leaving.
“I’ll call you later, sis. Promise.” Kendra blew a kiss before she headed to her car.
Trent and his parents said their last goodbyes as Treniyah’s casket was put in the ground. Mrs. Moore lost it again. She threw her body on the casket.
“Not my baby! No! Please take me with her.”
This time, the pallbearers had to pick her up off the casket. Trent couldn’t fathom watching any longer. He whispered something in Marquise’s ear. Then, they jumped in the car and hit the pavement. Unsure of where they were headed, Marquise finally asked, “Where to, my nig?”
“Take it to the house,” Trent responded.
Now, what they did not know was that someone was lurking, ready to spring everything into action. When they arrived back at the house, Marquise parked the car on the opposite side of the street to give enough room for the rest of the family. They exited the car and made their way across the street. As soon as Trent got ready to put the key in the door knob, shots rang out. Marquise was hit in the back. Trent spun around quickly with his pistol drawn.
“What the fuck?” Trent yelled out as he was met with the.9 mm that was clutched inside of Nicole’s hand.
“Surprise, nigga. You didn’t think I would survive.”
This was the last thing Trent heard before the bullet caught him in his head. Nicole watched as his body slumped to the ground.
“Payback is a bitch nigga,” Nicole said, spitting on Trent.
Then, she shot Marquise once more. Nicole put her gun back in her waist and calmly walked off the porch. She could hear sirens and see neighbors looking out their windows and doors, but she didn’t care anymore. She had been Trent’s punching bag one too many times, and she had reached her limit. Nicole noticed the family cars returning from the burial. She smiled and waved. Then, she walked to the car that was waiting on the corner for her. She hopped in without looking back.

*****

Wiz and his crew were chilling in the crib, watching Menace II Society.
“Yo, bitch ass need to take that nigga out before I…”
Wiz rose to his feet with his gun cocked and ready for action.
“Before you what? Speak up, nigga. I can’t hear you.”
Wiz was still waiting for an answer while holding the gun at an angle.
“Man, my nigga, you gonna shoot me?” his partner asked.
Wiz cocked the gun, ready for whatever, but hearing Kendra’s voice made him stop.
“Saved by grace, nigga. Now, get the fuck up outta here,” Wiz commanded, tucking his gun back in his holster. His friend gave Wiz a menacing stare as he brushed down the hall almost knocking Kendra to the floor.
“Damn! Excuse you,” Kendra said, using the wall for balance. “Hey, baby! What’s going on? Everything okay?”
Kendra kissed Wiz on the lips. Then, she kicked her shoes off and flopped down on the couch. Wiz didn’t say anything. He barely acknowledged her presence. Kendra looked around the room. She didn’t know what she had stepped into, but the living room was awkwardly silent. Kendra released the rubber band from around her ponytail and let her hair fall all over her shoulders.
Wiz finally broke the silence when he said, “Anybody else, you can either leave out or get carried out. The choice is yours.”
Everyone got up and headed for the door. They knew Wiz was serious, and no one uttered a word. They just made their exit.
“Wow, babe! Are you alright?” Kendra asked, unbuttoning her blouse and belt. Wiz still didn’t say anything. Kendra was getting annoyed by the minute. The one thing she hated was for someone to ignore her. She picked up her belongings and put them in the dirty clothes hamper. Wiz grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her head back, causing Kendra to bite her tongue. She tried to grab a hold of Wiz’s arm, but he smashed her head into the wall.
“Bitch, you’re supposed to be marrying me. Instead, you keep running to that nigga’s aid. Bitch, are you still fucking him?” Enraged, Wiz tossed Kendra to the floor.
Kendra didn’t understand where all this was coming from. What she did know was that she had her.357 in the trunk of her car. Until she could make it to her car, she was going to fight back. In a split second, Wiz had gone from Dr. Jekyll to Mr. Hyde. Within minutes after the little episode, he attempted to console her like nothing had ever happened. Wiz was now being attentive to Kendra. He took a wash rag, wet it, and cleaned Kendra’s face.
“I’m sorry, baby. I love you. Every time I see you with Trent, I go crazy. I promise you. I will kill anybody that fucks you over,” Wiz said while rubbing Kendra’s hair.
In Kendra’s mind, she knew they would never get married. She sat quietly as tears poured out her eyes. Even Trent had never laid a hand on her.
“I love you, too, baby,” Kendra said, trying to keep the peace.
Wiz walked over to the closet where he kept a safe that obtained jewelry, money, and guns. Kendra pretended to be asleep, but she watched closely as Wiz punched in the combination. Wiz pulled out a silver dress and sling backs made with diamonds. He had bought them from Saks Fifth Avenue. He called Kendra, “Babe, you ‘sleep. I bought this dress. I want you to wear this when we get married in Cancun.”
Kendra eyes widened when she saw all the money in the safe, but she pretended to be excited with the things Wiz had bought for her.
“Aww, baby. This is so beautiful. Thank you so much.”
Kendra beamed like a little girl. All the while, she kept her eyes on the money. I wonder what Wiz really does for a living,
she thought. Whatever it was, Kendra knew she would soon find out.
“Do you know the name of the hotel we’ll be staying at once we get there?” Kendra asked, playing along and trying to mask the anger and hurt that laid deep within.
“I thought you said the Ritz Carlton, so the Ritz Carlton it is. Why don’t you take this stack and do some shopping with your sister. Okay, babe?” Wiz kissed Kendra on the forehead.
Then, he left out the house. Kendra sat there, dazed. She couldn’t believe that she was a punching bag for a man who had said that he loved her. Then again, Kendra really didn’t know much about Wiz.
Kendra noticed the safe was open. She made sure that Wiz was gone before tiptoeing to the closet. She scanned everything inside. There were stacks and stacks of money. She guessed that there had to be over a million dollars in there. After seeing what it contained, she returned the door of the safe to the way that Wiz had left it.
Kendra grabbed the money that Wiz had given her and her keys and purse. She called her sister, but she didn’t answer.
“Fuck!” Kendra cursed.
She threw the phone on the passenger’s seat. She was eager to get to her sister’s house. She ran a few lights. She almost ran into a group of girls at an intersection. Luckily, no police were around for her to get stopped, just the young girls cursing at her.
“Dumb bitch, watch where the fuck you’re going,” one of the girls yelled out.
Any other given day, Kendra would’ve given it to them without a doubt.
When Kendra made it to her sister’s house, she received a call from Nia, so Kendra just ignored the call and knocked on the door. When Nia opened the door and saw Kendra’s face, she screamed, “What the fuck is wrong with your face?”
Kendra had already checked her face in the rearview mirror on the way over, so she knew her face was fucked up. She answered, “I realized that I don’t know nothing about this nigga Wiz. Something’s not right about him. He flipped out on me earlier because I went to Treniyah’s funeral. He was accusing me of shit, saying I was still fucking Trent. Funny shit is that I never told the nigga Trent’s name.”
Marcos overheard the conversation and stepped into the room. He said, “You said Wiz. What he look like? Where you meet him?”
He grilled Kendra with question after question. After comparing notes, Marcos realized that Kendra was sleeping with the enemy. Kendra learned about Wiz’s motives after she explained how they had met. After she learned all of this, she told Marcos that she was scheduled to marry Wiz at the end of the month.
“Damn, baby girl. You don’t know, do you? Wiz kidnapped Treniyah and murdered her. And Trent shot that nigga downtown.”
Kendra recalled that day and how she had believed Wiz when he told her that he was robbed. Kendra couldn’t believe she was being used as a pawn. Even though Trent was her ex, she wanted to get back at Wiz for using her. After Kendra told Marcos about the safe and all of its contents, the three of them devised a plan that would bring Wiz down. They planned on a robbery, but Kendra said that that would be too easy.
“This one is more personal for me. I’mma have that nigga still think we getting married and shit. Then, I’mma split his wig,” Kendra said with a smirk. She also informed them that she remembered the code from the safe, so opening it would not be a problem. “The day before we leave for Cancun I’mma drop the key to our condo. I will also give you the key card for the gate and the building number.”
Marcos shook his head in agreement.
“Fuck that! Bitch, if that nigga get outta pocket, you know to rock that nigga to sleep. Don’t be a fool about it. Fuck it. I’ll body his ass,” Nia said.
She was always ready for the cause. Nia thought that she could whoop on any man and bring a challenge. She never got any pleasure from fighting girls because that was too easy a task.
“Nah, I’ll be alright. Besides, if I stay the night out, that nigga will swear up and down that I’m fucking Trent, and I don’t need to give that nigga a reason,” Kendra explained. She reassured her sister that she was cool and would handle things her way. “Just make sure you’re ready to go in a couple of days. Everything should be on the up and up.”
Kendra gave her sister a kiss.
“Yeah, I just gotta make sure that other shit is taken care of. Would hate to have anything trailing back to us.”
Kendra nodded. Then, she got in her car and drove home. On the ride back, she thought about all she had to digest. She stopped at a flower shop and bought roses. Then, she headed to the Inglewood Park Cemetery where her mother was buried. Kendra walked past several burial plots, reading the names and making sure she watched her step. She didn’t want to disrespect the dead.
When she found her mother’s tombstone, Kendra unfolded a blanket and laid it down on the ground. Then, she took the roses one by one. She said a prayer. After she placed the roses on the grave, she took out the photo of her parents she kept in her purse. Kendra stayed at the cemetery for an hour just talking, laughing, and crying. Kendra sang one of her mother’s favorite songs, which was “His Eye Is on the Sparrow”. Kendra dusted her clothes off, folded her blanket. She blew her mother a kiss. Then, she headed back home. She didn’t know what type of mood Wiz would be in, so she braced herself in case Mr. Hyde was around.
To her surprise, Wiz wasn’t home. Kendra went into the room to where the safe was located. Seeing that the safe was now closed, she thought, He must have come back home after I left. Without hesitation, Kendra punched in the code. Once the door opened, she grabbed three stacks. She put the money in her sanitary bag. She knew that that would be the last place that Wiz would check.



Chapter 17


Three days before the wedding, Wiz seemed to be on his best behavior, or so Kendra thought. This day was no different from the rest. Kendra woke up, brushed her teeth, and bathed like she usually did. Suddenly, Wiz burst through the door. His eyes were like fire. Without saying one word to Kendra, he pushed her head under the water like he was Sho’nuff.
“Bitch, you think I’mma fool, huh? I know that nigga Trent been calling your phone. You think I’m fucking stupid?” Wiz yelled.
He lifted her head out the water. When Kendra didn’t answer, Wiz became even more irate, calling her every name in the book.
Kendra kept calm the whole time which annoyed the hell out of Wiz. The room had turned cold, just like the water in the tub. Kendra fought her way out the tub, grabbing a hold of Wiz’s neck. She scratched him with her nails. Once Kendra was able to escape Wiz’s grasp, she ran out the bathroom, but he was right behind her. Kendra sprinted for the door like she was Jackie Joyner-Kersee going for gold in ‘88 Olympics. He was just about to grab her, but Kendra was quick. She grabbed a lamp off of a table and smashed it on Wiz’s head.
“Fuck!” Wiz yelled, holding his face. This gave Kendra enough time to run inside the second bedroom where she kept the majority of her clothing. She pushed the dresser in front of the door. She knew it wouldn’t hold, but it would buy her some time. She slipped on some shorts and threw on a shirt. Then, she grabbed her.357 Magnum from behind the dresser. Once she cocked it, Wiz burst through the door.
“I told you, nigga. Your mama’s gonna be wearing that black dress early.”
With that, Kendra squeezed the trigger. She shot Wiz five times. The fatal shot was the one that penetrated his heart. Kendra slumped down on the ground with the gun in her hands. Tears rushed down her face. Within minutes, neighbors were banging on the door, trying to get in the house, but Kendra just sat there, unable to move.
About five minutes later, a maintenance man opened the door. As he walked through the apartment, he called out, “Sir? Ma’am? Hello?”
He walked around until he saw Wiz lying between the doorway. He rushed to his body and checked for a pulse, but it was too late. Not far from where Wiz’s body laid sat a distraught Kendra. She was lying in a fetal position, rocking back and forth with the gun between her legs.
“Ma’am, are you alright?” the maintenance man asked.
Kendra didn’t say anything. She just stared off into space and continued rocking.
The maintenance guy ran outside and yelled for someone to call for help. Moments later, the ghetto bird was on the prowl as police arrived, followed by the paramedics. Detectives asked neighbors about what had happened. One woman stepped forward and said, “I was walking my dog when I first heard the arguing. Then, about five minutes later, I heard boom, boom, boom, boom, boom. They were very quick.”
The officer thanked her for her time. In the house, crime scene investigators went to work on the details of what happened as one detective tried talking to Kendra. Kendra relived the very moment eighteen years ago when her father had killed his best friend. She cried even more when she thought about all the time she would get if the judge found her guilty. The detectives cuffed Kendra and hauled her off to the Culver City Police Department. There, they asked Kendra a gang of questions.
“Okay, Ms. LaSalle. You say that you didn’t know that your fiancé Donavon Davis was also known as Gabriel Sutton or Wiz, and you say you were engaged to him. Well, that’s funny. Who’s ever heard of a woman getting engaged to a person she doesn’t know?”
The detective laughed in her face. Kendra was disgusted. She wanted to vomit, but she kept her composure and answered every question that came her way.
“No, sir. I didn’t know that Mr. Davis was Mr. Sutton. Look. What does that have to do with me being abused?” Kendra asked.
“So, you’re one of those smart, fancy talking gals, thinking since their boyfriend is a street thug with money that you can talk to us any kind of way, don’t cha, gal?” the officer asked.
Kendra became irritated and was ready to curse the detective until she remembered Wiz’s dead body. Okay. Stick to the story, Kendra. Don’t let them see you sweat, she told herself. Just when she was about to answer, an FBI agent entered the office and said, “Ms. LaSalle will not be answering anymore of your questions, we’ll be taking over the investigation from here.”
The detective smirked as he walked out the office. Kendra was somewhat relieved that he was gone, but now it seemed as if she faced a bigger problem. She knew she hadn’t done anything wrong but protect herself.
“Ms. LaSalle, my name is Agent Reinger, and I’ve been watching the Sutton family for quite a while now. We know about the murder of his cousin that your ex-boyfriend Trenton Moore and his accomplice committed. We know all about that. We knew when they fled the country and when Wiz returned to the states. What I need to know is who shot and killed Mr. Marquise Williams and left Trenton Moore brain dead?” Agent Reinger placed the two pictures in front of Kendra, so she could get a good view.
Kendra dropped to her knees, crying and dry heaving. All this was new to her. She stayed on the floor until Agent Reinger and his partner picked her up.
“We don’t care about Mr. Sutton being dead. Hell! We wanted him dead or alive, so you just made it a little bit easier for us. I can see from the bruises on your face and body that he was very abusive. Since you were his fiancé, I’m sure you know where he kept the drugs and his connects?”
Kendra shook her head and said, “No, sir. I don’t know anything. I swear.”
Kendra held her head down in her arms and sighed heavily. She thought she would be answering questions about Wiz’s murder, but, instead, they wanted to get a hold of Wiz’s empire.
“Since this is a self-defense case, we’re going to dismiss the murder charges that are against you, but…”
Kendra raised her head and sat up straight, so she could listen closely. She knew if she was able to walk away from this that they would try to hold her on something else.
“But, what?” she asked sternly.
“We’re going have to hold you on a weapons charge. And that can run you five to ten,” Agent Reinger said.
He, then, took Kendra down to the holding cell where she was booked and her pictures were taken. She waited in the holding cell with at least seven other women. She didn’t care to be buddy-buddy with any of them. She kept a mean mug until a bus took her to Lynwood Station. She was left in a holding cell for a week without being able to make a call. Finally, the officer opened the cell and yelled, “Ladies’ court!” He startled everyone in the cell.
Kendra was the first one to her feet. She was ready to get out of the cold cell. All the women lined up to be escorted to the bus. They made it to CCB where each of them waited for their names to be called. Kendra made a collect call to her sister while she waited to be seen by the magistrate. The operator connected the call, saying, “This is the Los Angeles County Jail with a collect call from ‘Kendra’. If you would like to accept charges, please press five now, if you-”
The operator was cut off by Nia pressing the button to accept the call.
“What the fuck? Jail, nigga? I thought you had married that nigga and was not sticking to the plan?” Nia asked, confused.
Kendra had to remind her sister that the calls were being recorded.
“Nia, Wiz is dead, but, before you say another word, they got me on a gun charge. The feds came talking to me about Trent being brain dead and Marquise being dead,” Kendra explained.
“Well, fuck them. We ain’t worried about them niggas no way. So, look, I’ll be at the bail bondsman trying to bail you out. Hopefully, they will let you go by the end of court today.
Kendra hung up the phone feeling a little more relieved that her sister wouldn’t let her stay in jail. Kendra rubbed her hands on her pants, trying to knock the sweat out. Anyone could tell she was nervous. She talked to a few of the girls. They helped her to ease her mind by telling jokes. One girl got real serious and said, “Fuck that! It’s best to fight your case in the streets with a real lawyer instead of using a public pretender that has tons of other cases and don’t give a damn.”
Kendra understood and thanked the women for their information.
“Shit! Does it take this long to see the damn judge?” Kendra asked, becoming antsy. She wanted to know what the judge was going to do with her, being that this was her first time behind bars and she had no criminal background.
“You might as well get comfortable, honey. Some of us don’t make it to see the judge,” another said, sensing Kendra’s aggravation.

*****

Nicole had been up all night counting money. She couldn’t believe her eyes. She had gone back to Trent’s spot. This time, she took all the money and the dope. She had tried to count the money by hand, but she soon learned that it was too tiring. After she’d counted five g’s, Nicole went to a pawn shop and bought a money counter machine and a scale. When she got back to the room, she had a visitor. It was the same visitor from the hospital. Her hair was still pulled back in a ponytail. Her earrings still sparkled, and the perfume that lit up the room contained notes of jasmine and lavender. The stranger said to Nicole, “I hope you’re not trying to run. If so, I will find you and kill you myself.” She never took her eyes off of Nicole.
“Look. I’m not afraid of dying. Shit! I been beating death my whole life. The child I was carrying was stomped out of me. I’m tired. Besides, I don’t have anywhere to run.” The two women were now standing face-to-face.
“After you finish counting this money, start counting the money in the safe over there. I’ll be back,” the woman said.
Then, she left the room. Nicole couldn’t wait for all this to be over. Then, she wouldn’t have to live in seclusion anymore. She wanted to come out from hiding.
Nicole tested out the money counter to see if it worked. Once she was satisfied with its performance, she inserted hundreds, fifties, and twenties to be counted. By the time the sun rose, Nicole had counted over ten million dollars. She was so excited. She gathered all the money and arranged it nicely in the safe. Then, she waited. While she waited, she watched movie after movie and ordered room service. She stuffed her face until she passed out.

*****

Unfortunately, Kendra never made it to see the judge. All hopes of her getting out soon faded, and fear took over her. Kendra had been transferred to Lynwood Station for women. Kendra wanted to cry, but she sucked it up. She didn’t want to show any kind of weakness.
“Nia, I need you to hurry please,” Kendra whispered to herself. Kendra tried calling her sister collect again, but her call was never accepted. Feeling alone, Kendra didn’t know what to do. Just when she was about to give up. Her name was called. After filing some paper work, Kendra was now released on a hundred thousand dollar bond.
“Thank you so much,” Kendra told the officer. It had been incarcerated for a week and a day, and she already felt like a brand new woman. Kendra couldn’t stop smiling. She went to get her property from the inmate property release only to find that her belongings were over in Culver City.
After flagging down a cab, she let the cab driver know where she was headed. She didn’t mention that she didn’t have any money on her because she was afraid of being put out. Once they made it to the Culver City Police Station, Kendra asked the cab driver to wait for her.
“I need money! I need money!” the cab driver said.
Kendra didn’t want him to drive away, so she leaned in the car and showed him her breasts. That turned him on instantly. With a smile, he said, “Okay! I wait!”
Kendra sighed. Then, she turned and went inside the Culver City Station. It looked like the line was long, but she learned that that line was only for visitors. Kendra filled out the paperwork and waited for her property. When she received it, Kendra looked inside her purse and grabbed her cell phone. She noticed that she had had a dozen missed calls and text messages. She, then, went to an ATM machine on the corner and withdrew two hundred dollars. She made it back to the cab and paid the fair. She gave him a extra twenty and asked him to take her back to Wiz’s place. Kendra used her key to enter the house. An eerie feeling permeated the house, and it caused Kendra to vomit. She ran into the bathroom in the master suite and released everything that was in her stomach. Kendra’s heart was beating rapidly, and her face was drenched in sweat. She turned on the faucet and splashed some cold water on her face. Then, she found a hand towel and used it to dry her face off.
Kendra rested her hands on the sink and took a few deep breathes. After getting her second wind, she collected her thoughts. Then, she walked back into the room. Kendra dialed her sister’s number. Nia picked up on the first ring.
“Glad you’re out, baby girl. Where you at?” Nia asked.
Kendra had a lot of things to say, but she decided to waited until she saw her. Kendra noticed that the safe was gone along with a few other items. She looked around for her sanitary bag where she stashed the thirty g’s at. She tore up the whole room looking for that bag. Then, she remembered putting it under the bathroom sink. Just as she thought, the bag was still there with money. It was untouched. Kendra dumped the money out the bag. Then, she packed as many things as she could fit into her suitcases. She was glad that she hadn’t completely unpacked her boxes yet.
After putting the money in envelopes, she tucked the envelopes into her purse. Next, Kendra grabbed her bags and took them downstairs. She didn’t have a reason to go back inside the condo. There were just too many bad memories.

*****

Back in the hotel room Nicole had spread the money all over the bed and ordered bottles of Dom Pérignon champagne. On the night stand sat a bowl of strawberries and a bottle of whip cream. Nicole had on sexy teddy from Victoria’s Secret, and her body was laced with Amber Romance. She lit scented candles around the room and was bending over lighting the last of the candles when she felt a hand smack her ass.
“I’ve been waiting for you, sweetie,” Nicole said, turning around and greeting Nia with a juicy, wet kiss.
Nia caressed Nicole’s arms. Then, she played with her hair. Nicole planted another kiss on Nia’s lips. This time, the kiss was more intense. The fire sparked between Nicole’s legs.
“Mama, I been waiting too long to taste you. I dreamed of this very moment,” Nia said as she laid Nicole on the bed. She spread her legs. Then, she pushed her thong to the side and massaged Nicole’s clit with her hands. She slid her index finger into of Nicole’s wetness. She took it out and stuck her finger in Nicole’s mouth, so she could taste her juices. Then, she stuck her finger in her own mouth.
“Mmm…whoever said ‘the darker the berry, the sweeter the juice’ ain’t never lied,” Nia said before she stuck her tongue into Nicole’s creamy insides and worked it like magic.

*****

Nia had always been bisexual. She’d kept that side hidden from her family. She never wanted them to love her any less. Truth of the matter was Nia preferred to be with women. There was just something about a woman that turned her on completely. When Nia first met Nicole, she was automatically turned on. At the tender age of fifteen, Nicole possessed the body of a grown woman, from her sexy bedroom eyes to her full, heart-shaped lips and round ass. She understood why any man would want her. It wasn’t until Nicole turned seventeen that Nia finally made her move.
Trent had thrown a barbeque and had invited everyone from DT to local folks around their way. Trent had had the party catered and bottles were popping everywhere. Treniyah and Nicole weren’t supposed to be there, but, since they were there, there was no need to kick them out. One of Trent’s boys from the neighborhood offered the girls a drink. Instead of punch, he had spiked it, trying to get the girls pissy drunk.
“Hey, little mama, how would you like some of this good juice?” he asked, pouring the drink into their cups. Treniyah started to turn the dude down, but Nicole convinced Treniyah that it was cool.
“C’mon, girl. We’re damn near adults now. It’s not going to hurt.”
Treniyah looked around to make sure her brother was out of sight.
“Okay. I’m down,” Treniyah giggled.
“That’s what’s up,” he said, pouring the girls a glassful. What the girls didn’t know was that the dude had slipped a mickey in the drink.
After a few minutes, Nicole said, “Man, I don’t feel so good,” as she grabbed her side where the pain was shooting through her stomach. She knew something wasn’t right when she saw the same dude on the side of the house forcing Treniyah to give him head. Nicole threw up. Then, she fell to the floor. She started crawling on her knees to the where a crowd of women were standing and said, “Please help! I don’t feel good, and my friend needs help, too.”
One of the women in the crowd ran to Trent and pointed back at Nicole. Trent rushed over. He bent down and asked Nicole what was wrong and where Treniyah was. Nicole’s head was spinning as she tried to explain the drink they had taken from the dude and how he had Treniyah on the side of the house. Trent abruptly stopped the party. Kendra, Nia, Marcos, and Marquise sensed something was wrong with him. He told Nia to help Nicole into the house and make sure she was okay.
“Don’t let her out your sight,” he warned.
Then, he went off to the side of the house to find his sister.
Nia took Nicole to the bathroom, so she could clean her up. That was where Nicole made her move.
“Thank you, sexy bitch, for caring for me. Not even my so-called man cared to see if I was okay.”
Nia brushed it off because Nicole was intoxicated, but Nicole leaned closer to Nia and whispered, “I see you looking at my ass when I walk by.”
Nia kissed Nicole, and, to her surprise, Nicole didn’t fight it, so Nia took it a step further by eating away at her snatch. They had been having a clandestine affair ever since.

*****

While Nicole was laid out in the bed, she massaged her own clit, giving Nia a show. Nia put on her strap-on. Then, she straddled Nicole in the missionary position. She was kissing her on her face. Then, she inserted her tongue in her mouth. Nia slid the fake dick inside of Nicole and watched her as she sighed heavily.



Chapter 18


Nia kept a nice, steady pace, going in and out in and out and in, in a circular motion. Nia was working it as if the penis was a part of her body. As Nicole cried out in pleasure, Nia whispered softly in her ear, “Who’s pussy is this?”
Nicole answered, “It’s yours, mama!”
Nia flicked her tongue in and out of Nicole’s ears. Then, she sucked on her neck.
Nia turned Nicole around, putting her on all fours so she could smash her from the back. Nia slapped her ass, causing a wave to ripple through her cheeks.
“Tell me when that pussy cums, baby,” Nia said, pounding even harder against Nicole’s body.
Nicole couldn’t take it anymore. It felt so good. She grabbed a hold of the sheets. The two women came at the same time.
“Damn, ma! I missed this pussy. Don’t ever give it away. Not to Trent, not to no one,” Nia said, pulling Nicole’s hair.
“You don’t have to worry ‘bout that. That nigga pushing up dirt,” Nicole said. She was hers for the keeping. Nia and Nicole laid in bed side by side, breathing heavily.
“Now that we’re ten million dollars richer, what are we going to do?” Nicole asked.
She had played her part to the fullest. Even though it had pained her to kill Trent, how many ass whooping was she going to take?

*****

Now that Kendra was out of jail and wasn’t going to be charged for the murder of Wiz, Nia hoped like hell that the second part of her plan worked. Nia loved her sister, but always seeing her on top had made her envious. Why can’t I be a boss wife? Nia thought. From day one, Nia had put a plan into motion to be on top. It was easy to manipulate Nicole because of the hurt Trent had caused her. The last beating was enough fuel to start the flames. Nia and Kendra had always done things together, and anything they got, they usually got in pairs. It didn’t matter if it was clothes, shoes, or jewelry. They both went to shooting ranges every weekend and learned how to shoot, and they also bought the same gun- a.357 Magnum with a chrome plate. It was also easy to get a hold of Kendra’s gun because Nia had a key to her mom’s house.
When Kendra was at work and Trent and Marcos were on the block, Nia made her way to the house. Nia went straight for the hidden compartment in the wall behind the fireplace. Nia removed Kendra’s gun and replaced it with her own, and, since the gun was registered, when ballistics came back, it pointed right at Kendra.

*****

Kendra was rolling around the streets of L.A., trying to get a hold of her sister, but her phone kept sending her to voicemail. Kendra drove by her sister’s house, but no one was there. Kendra rolled through DT and spotted Marcos. She honked her horn, flagged him down, and told him to come talk to her. Kendra threw her car in park and blocked traffic. Once Marcos realized who Kendra was, he rushed to her.
“Ken baby, what are you doing down here?”
Instantly, Kendra was irritated. She said, “You tell me what’s going on? I’ve been calling Nia all day, and she hasn’t answered my calls. I know y’all got that safe?”
Marcos looked around. Then, he got in on the passenger side of the car.
“Drive, Ken,” Marcos said through gritted teeth.
Kendra obliged, pulling back into traffic.
“Marcos, did you and my sister come and get that safe? It wasn’t there when I went home.”
Kendra glanced at Marcos for an explanation. When Kendra found a place to park, Marcos turned his attention to Kendra.
“What’s going on, Ken? Seems like something’s bothering you?” Marcos asked, trying to show concern for her.
Kendra started to get upset again. She was turning red. Her face was now the color of her hair, and her green eyes were now shades of gray.
“Can you fucking answer my question? Did you guys come and get the safe?”
“We never got the call from you, so we thought everything was cool between you two. So, calm down,” Marcos answered.
“How did I get married, and I just got outta jail?” Kendra asked.
Marcos look as if he didn’t understand.
“Jail?” he asked.
“Like Nia didn’t tell you I was in jail for possession of a gun,” Kendra said, full of skepticism.
“Damn, Ken. You going to jail on a weapons charge is hard to believe. This nigga got you doing faulty shit. Where’s the nigga at now?” Marcos asked.
Instead of answering, Kendra laughed out loud like she was crazy. Then, she answered, “You really don’t know, do you?”
“Kendra, stop beating around the bush and talk to your bro-in-law.” Marcos was tired of playing games. He was ready for Kendra to come out with it already. “I’m waiting, baby girl.” He rubbed his temple.
A thick lumped formed in Kendra’s mouth, making it hard for her to swallow. It took her awhile to form the words as she tried not to relive that moment.
“I killed him. That’s where he’s at.”
Kendra had finally admitted it to someone. She stared off into space and unconsciously brushed her hair out of her face.
“My concern is the safe, and, if y’all fucked me, you will pay the consequences.”
Marcos got out the car. Then, he closed the door and leaned in through the passenger window.
“Meet me at the house now,” Marcos insisted.
Then, he walked away, heading to his car with Kendra driving slowly behind him. He didn’t understand this new revelation that Kendra had told him, but he would soon find out. He called Nia’s phone, but she sent him to voicemail as she had done Kendra.

*****

Twenty minutes later, they pulled up to the house Marcos shared with Kendra’s sister. Marcos parked in his usual parking space while Kendra searched up and down the street for a spot. After stalking an older couple, Kendra was finally able to park her car.
“I swear y’all live in a fucked up neighborhood,” Kendra complained.
There were kids playing tag football in the middle of the street. Forty ounce bottles were lined up against the neighbor’s fence and dogs with no leashes roamed the streets, looking for something to eat.
“This is that L.A. life you love, though,” Marcos said as he caught a football that came flying his way. He ran out into the streets and faked a pass. Then, he ran to a make-believe end zone that was lined by trash cans.
Marcos walked in the house out of breath. His nostrils flared at the good smell of garlic and herb pasta and rosemary chicken. Kendra walked in behind him and immediately started going off.
“Damn, bitch! I’ve been calling your ass all damn day. A bitch been sitting behind bars all week, and you couldn’t pick your sister up?” Kendra asked, slamming her purse on the counter.
“Kendra, shut that shit up. I bailed your ass out, didn’t I? Now, you’re complaining. I swear bitches are ungrateful!” Nia spat back.
Seeing the tension about to sprew over, Marcos stepped between them to diffuse the confrontation that was about to spark.
“Mmm, baby, you have the house smelling good,” he said, sniffing the air. Then, he placed a kiss on her cheek.
Nia smiled and said, “Thank you, baby.”
“Ahem! Hello! Now, was that nice? Can you answer me?” Kendra yelled at the top of her lungs.
“Bitch, I don’t owe you anything, but, since you must know, I was out and about, handling business and getting shit organized. I’ve been running around to make sure you would be straight when you came home,” Nia admitted, pointing to the bags of clothes from almost every store in L.A., including Gucci, Prada, Saks Fifth Avenue, Sheik, Macy’s, Guess, and Coach. There were even naughty girl items in there. Marcos, being nosey, pulled out a dildo and frowned.
“What are you doing with this?” he asked, holding it up with the tip of his fingers like it was something disgusting.
“It’s for you. I wanna try it out on you,” Nia said with a smirk.
Marcos dropped the toy back in the bag. Then, he said, “Ugh, like hell, you’re gonna use that with me or on me.”
Nia smirked and said, “Teach your ass to stay outta shit.”
Nia set the table for three. She took out a bottle of Francois Rozay champagne and ice. She sat it on the table. Then, she went back to grab the food and place it on racks by the table. Marcos offered her assistance, but she declined.
“I hope everyone’s hungry because I’m starved,” Nia smiled at everyone as she took her seat.
Kendra excused herself. She went to the bathroom and washed her hands. Back in the dining room, Kendra joined Nia and Marcos at the table. Just like their mothers had always taught them, they bowed their heads and blessed the food before taking a bite.
“Mmm. Everything looks delicious,” Kendra complimented as she grabbed a plate and fixed her food. Nia poured everyone a drink and told them to enjoy.
Nia raised her glass and said, “Thank you, God, for my sister being able to share this meal with us because we don’t know when she will be taken from us.”
They held their glass up and yelled out, “Cheers!”
Kendra took a sip of her wine. Then, she cleared her throat and said, “You say it like I’m going back to jail or something!” Kendra stated.
If only you knew, Nia thought, but she said, “Girl, hush! You’re just being paranoid. Jail got your ass uptight.” After speaking, she stuffed food into her mouth.
“Sis, you didn’t answer my question. I wanted to know if you had a chance to pick up the safe?” Kendra asked, hoping that the safe was in the house.
Nia thought of a quick lie and said, “Girl, it was hard to go back over there. I mean the police were still investigating shit. Maybe, the cops took it.”
Nia shrugged her shoulders and stuffed more food in her mouth. Then, she turned her focus to Marcos as she asked, “Hey, baby! How are you liking the meal?”
The food was so good. All Marcos could do was nod his head. After dinner, Marcos cleared the table and washed the dishes, so the ladies could catch up. He rolled a blunt while he was washing dishes. As he inhaled and exhaled, he went into deeper thought. He knew that Nia was acting strange. It was funny to him that Nia never told him about her sister being in jail. The fact that she bailed her sister out was really bothering him. As Marcos finished up his blunt, he thought about the stash at the trap house.
“I’m not sure of what I’m going to do, but I need to do something quick, fast, and in a hurry,” Kendra said hastily.
“Look. If it’s bothering you that much, why don’t you stay here with us until you find something? I’m sure Marcos won’t mind,” Nia said, reassuring her younger sister.
Kendra finally agreed to the arrangement. Nia grabbed the bags off the floor. Then, she headed to the guest room.

*****

Marcos grabbed his phone and left the house. Something about Nia wasn’t sitting right with him, and he was sure about to find out. His first stop was the trap house. He just had a gut feeling that the money was gone. When he arrived, he noticed that the house they used to cook, cut, and weigh at was now boarded up. Marcos parked and got out. As he walked to the front door, he noticed a pad lock on it and a notice from the city.
He cursed himself, “Fuck! Ain’t this ‘bout a bitch.”
He snatched the paper from the door and balled it up in his hands. He sat on the steps and used his other hand to brush his head. Marcos got off the porch and went around to the back of the house. There were a few pieces of boards missing from the window, making it easy for him to get through. Marcos looked around the room and noticed that the floorboards were missing which meant the money was gone. The only people who had access to the spot were him, Trent, Nicole and Marquise. Now that Trent was fighting for his life and Marquise was now pushing up dirt, that left only one other person, and that was Nicole.
“Nah, can’t be Nicole. She don’t have as key,” Marcos said to himself, but, then, he remembered what Trent had told him about beating Nicole. Now, it was all starting to make sense.

*****

Kendra got settled in her new living space. This was the third time she had moved in less than a year. The next time she vowed would be her last. Kendra pushed the safe and her sister’s strange behavior to the back of her mind. She would deal with that later. Kendra grabbed her pajamas. Then, she went to the bathroom, so she could take a nice, hot bath. On her way to the bathroom, she heard a conversation that she wasn’t supposed to hear. Kendra thought her ears were telling her lies.
“What you mean you haven’t sent the gun? Do I have to do that part, too?” Nia yelled. Then, lowering her voice, she said, “Nicole baby, just stick to the plan. The sooner you get this done, the faster Kendra will be prosecuted.”
Kendra thought she was dreaming, but it was more like an nightmare. How could she betray me like this? Kendra thought. She couldn’t believe she had let her sister and Marcos play her like that. Kendra crept back to her room. What she had heard made her sick to her stomach. Kendra paced the floor. So many thoughts bombarded her mind at once, but it was all making sense. It had to do with the safe, and Nia was making sure that Kendra would be the fall guy for the murder of Marquise and the attempted murder of Trent.
“Fuck that! I ain’t goin’ out like that,” Kendra swore.
She put on her shorts and a wife beater. Then, she pulled her hair back into a tight bun. This was what she used to do when she was younger and had to fight kids on her block. That night was nothing different, and Kendra was going to make sure that her sister felt her wrath.

*****

“Do you think she heard us?” Nicole asked while peeking into the hallway, making sure the coast was clear before she made her exit.
“I’m not sure if she’s ‘sleep or not, but be quiet, babe. Try not to wake her,” Nia said.
They stepped out the room and made their way to the door.
“Shhh,” Nia said, gesturing for Nicole to be quiet. Once they reached Kendra’s room, they saw that the door was closed, so they proceeded to the foyer. As soon as Nicole click the lock on the door, they heard a click.
“Bitch, back away from the door now!” Kendra screamed.
She stood in the middle of the foyer, holding a.38 caliber to Nicole’s temple.
“Kendra, what the hell do you think you’re doing? Put that gun away,” Nia said, staring at the gun that her sister held in her hand.
“Bitch, shut the fuck up! I can’t believe my own sister would plot against me. It’s like that, Nia?” Kendra questioned.
She kept the gun steady at Nicole’s head, but her eyes fixed on her sister. Nia laughed at her sister trying to play hard.
“C’mon, Ken. This is not you, ma, so put the gun down before you hurt yourself,” Nia chastised.
Kendra cocked the gun to let her sister know that she was not playing, and, if need be, she would pop anyone standing. At that very moment, Nicole started making plea bargains to try and save her own life. She didn’t know how the situation would play itself out.
“Kendra, I’m sorry I hurt you. I never wanted to hurt you. It was your sister’s idea to kill Trent. She had it planned for so long.”
Kendra shook her. She didn’t want to hear what she was saying.
“Think about it. How do you think Wiz knew so much about you? You didn’t meet him by chance. It was because it was all set up. Everything was a part of your sister’s wicked plan.” After hearing this, Kendra turned the gun on her sister, ready for whatever.
“Kendra, you’re gonna believe an outside bitch over your own sister? What type of shit is that?” Nia asked like she was concerned.
Kendra didn’t know who to believe. She loved her sister dearly, but something deep inside told her not to be a fool. Kendra oscillated the gun between Nia and Nicole, not knowing whom to believe. Nia used the opportunity to try and wrestle it away from her sister. She reached for the gun, but Kendra snatched it from her sister’s grasp. Punches were thrown. Kendra caught Nia off guard, catching her with a left hook, but it seemed like that punch didn’t faze Nia because she came back full throttle.
“Bitch, you’re no match for me! You better recognize,” Nia said, head butting her.
This made the gun fly out of Kendra’s hand. It landed by Nicole. The blow made Kendra dizzy. She doubled back. She was not ready to let her sister win. Kendra charged like a raging bull. She threw punches that landed all over her sister’s body, but Nia’s punches were quick and vicious. Both sisters were getting the best of each other. Neither was backing away or trying to go down. All that could be heard was heavy breathing and the occasional “bitch this” and “bitch that”. Nicole jumped out the way and grabbed the gun that was hiding underneath the couch and fired shots in the air.
Kendra and Nia stopped fighting to see what was going on. Nicole stood there, pointing the gun at them. She had control of the situation, so she started making demands.
“Sit the fuck down now!”
Kendra and Nia both took their time to sit. Kendra was contemplating her getaway. Nicole lit her blunt and took a hit, inhaling the smoke deep in her lungs before releasing it in the air. “I swear y’all bitches is dumb and dumber. Nia, what makes you think I’mma split ten million with you?” Nicole asked.
Kendra’s eyes widened. She never knew that Wiz was holding that much in the safe. Kendra knew that she had to turn the tables back around. She needed to gain full control. Nicole approached Kendra with the gun in her hands.
“Remember. Payback is a bitch,” she said, slapping Kendra across the face with the blunt still in her hand. “How does that shit feel to you?”
Kendra spit in Nicole’s face.
“Stupid-ass bitch,” Nicole said with a sinister smile on her face.
“Stupid?” Kendra asked.
“Here I am with the gun and the loot. So, ask yourself who’s stupid?”
She sat down in a chair opposite Nia and Kendra. She continued to smoke her blunt and laugh.



Chapter 19


“Fuck this. It was my plan in the first place, and I’ll be damned if I’mma let this bitch try and switch up on me now,” Nia said.
She got off the couch and attempted to wrestle the gun away from Nicole. Kendra slid out the room and went to the back of the house in search of Marcos’ gun. The match between Nia and Nicole only lasted for five minutes, but, to Kendra, it lasted forever. She found the box that contained the gun. Then, she heard a boom followed by a big thump. Kendra froze in the spot where she was at. She wasn’t sure if it was her sister or Nicole that had gotten shot. She knew she wasn’t going to find out.
“Kendra, where are you? No need to hide. Come out! Come out! Wherever you are,” Nia stated.
Kendra rose from her hiding space and came face to face with her sister. She stood for a minute before speaking.
“You hate me that much that you’re willing to kill me?” Kendra asked, holding back her tears.
“Aww. It’s not personal, boo, just business, and I’m keeping my part of the deal,” Nia cocked the gun and aimed it at her sister.
Kendra’s life flashed before her eyes. She saw when she first was introduced to Starlight, her rendezvous with Bigg Boss, and how she met Trent. Kendra smiled at the thought, at how she had given Trent a hard time. After that night, they became inseparable. Kendra also thought about how she had not finished school and gotten fired. Damn! I really fucked up my life, she thought. What really bothered her the most and brought tears to her eyes was when she found her mother lying on the kitchen floor. She realized that she wouldn’t be able to visit her father.
All these thoughts transpired in her mind. Kendra finally spoke as she came out of her daze. She said, “Remember when we were little kids and Dad killed Uncle Chuck for trying to mess around with you?”
“What the fuck does that have to do with anything, Ken?” Nia said, shifting from one foot to the other. “Bitch, stop stalling and get to the fucking point.”

*****

Marcos sat in the driveway of his home. He was pissed. He had grinded all day, but for what? Marcos noticed a key lying next to the porch. The word MARRIOT stood out. Marcos never thought nothing of it, but his curiosity had his mind going. It wasn’t until he heard the noise that he got out the car and ran into the house. There was a trail of blood leading from the living room towards his room. Marcos panicked. He reached behind his back, taking out his heat. Creeping up, he wasn’t sure what was in store for him, but he was prepared.

*****

“All this for ten million dollars! What about Marcos?” Kendra asked.
Her eyes widened. Nicole was standing behind Nia with a butcher knife. Before Kendra could warn her sister, Nicole plunged the knife deep into Nia’s back. Nia let out one last shot that caught Kendra in the shoulder. Nicole was still stabbing Nia when Marcos shot her in the back of her head. Her body slumped over on Nia as her soul left her body. Marcos walked over to Nia with tears in his eyes. He kneeled beside her.
“I loved you more than life itself,” Marcos cried out.
Nia managed to whisper, “I once loved you, but it was always business. You tried to make it personal.”
Nia weakly held the gun in her hand and tried to fire it at Marcos, but her body was too weak.
“Well, you would understand that this is both business and personal,” Marcos said, firing the last shot between her eyes. Marcos walked over to where Kendra was lying with her hand covering her shoulder.
“Where did you get hit at?” Marcos asked.
Kendra pointed to her shoulder. Marcos grabbed a shirt from his closet. He tied it around Kendra’s shoulder and arm, creating a makeshift cast. Marcos helped Kendra to her feet.
“We need to get you to a hospital,” Marcos insisted, but Kendra declined.
She walked into her room and grabbed anything that might link her to being in the house. She left all the items her sister had bought with the exception of the Gucci bags; she wasn’t fool enough to leave them behind.
Marcos helped Kendra to the car. “Wait in the old parking lot for ten minutes. If I’m not out by then, meet me at the Marriot in Ocean Gate,” Marcos said, handing Kendra the key that he had picked up off the floor. The room number was seven-fourteen. Kendra frowned. She was hesitant to leave Marcos.
“Trust me, Ken. I’ll be okay. Go on before someone sees us,” Marcos said, trying to sound convincing. Kendra started the car.
“Please hurry,” Kendra begged Marcos.
He hit the top of the car with his hand and gesture for her to leave. Marcos ran back inside the house to make sure that Nia and Nicole were dead. He then grabbed the gun off the floor and threw it in a bag. He dragged both bodies to the basement.
“Damn! Dead weight ain’t no joke,” he said as he dragged Nia’s body. After positioning them in the basement, Marcos found gasoline cans. He doused the basement down, making sure that he thoroughly drenched both bodies. Marcos ran to the top of the stairs. He, then, took his shirt off and took a lighter out of his pocket. He lit the shirt. Then, he flung it to the bottom of the stairs. He watched to see if the sparks would catch.

*****

Kendra finally drove up the street to the old parking lot like Marcos had insisted and patiently waited for him to return. Her shoulder throbbed, so she added pressure to subside the pain. “My life is one hell of a story. If I write it, it may be the next big hit,” Kendra said with confidence.
When Kendra saw flames coming from her sister’s house, panic settled in. Her mouth dropped in awe as the house quickly caught fire. She said a small prayer for Marcos, “Please, Lord, let him make it out okay.”
Kendra waited around an additional five minutes to see if he would arrive. She could hear fire and ambulance sirens in the distance. As the sirens grew closer, Kendra decided it was time for her to go. She drove to Ocean Gate to the Marriot Hotel located off Rosecrans Avenue. There were a lot of people going in and out of the hotel, and she didn’t want to bring any attention to herself. Kendra grabbed a big jacket that had belonged to Wiz from the backseat. She covered herself and grabbed her purse off the passenger seat. She entered the Marriot like she belonged there.

*****

The fire spread faster than Marcus had anticipated. He had to make another escape out the house. He decided to jump out the window. When Marcos jumped out the window, he miscalculated and belly flopped on the concrete. Marcos laid in the same spot for a few moments. He tried getting up, but he fell back down. Once he heard the sirens, he managed to get up. Marcos grabbed the bag off the ground. Then, he hopped the wall to his neighbors backyard. After he made it over, he staggered a few blocks until he flagged down a cab.

*****

As Kendra walked into the hotel, she struggled to keep the jacket over her arm. Kendra looked at the room key. Then, she walked to the elevator. Since the room number on the key was seven-fourteen, it was obvious that the room was on the seventh floor. Kendra stepped into the elevator car and pressed the button for the door to close. As the doors closed, in stepped this tall, Jamaican guy with long dreads and a Bob Marley shirt on.
“Mi gawl, you spill of blood,” he stated.
“Excuse me. What did you say?” Kendra looked confused.
Then, the Jamaican guy pointed to the blood on the floor.
“Oh, sorry. I didn’t know my wound was that deep,” she said with a half-smile. Kendra wasn’t trying to reveal too much until her purse slipped and, in trying to catch it, she revealed her bullet wound.
“Yuh. Look like yuh gwan need a doctor,” the man stated.
Kendra shook her head, but the Jamaican man insisted, grabbing a hold of Kendra’s hand. Kendra couldn’t resist because she was starting to feel weak.
“Don’t worry, mi gwal. Mi know how to take care of yuh.”
The man walked to a room that was at the end of the hallway. He unlocked the door and stepped inside. The Jamaican told Kendra to relax and get comfortable.
“Mi gwan take care of yuh real good.”
He took some Jamaican rum from the counter and some pills. Then, he went to get a bag. Kendra sat on the chair. As her eyes roamed around the nice size room, she wondered if she should let the stranger work on her arm. Whatever her answer was she had to decide now.
“Is this going to take a long time? I have to meet my brother in-law,” Kendra managed to say. She yawned and stretched her arms. The powerful scent of marijuana burned her nostrils. The Jamaican man came from out of the bathroom with a weed filled zigzag in his hand.
“Yuh gwan bleed to death. Don’t worry. Mi have yuh better soon. Drink some of this and smoke this.”
He handed Kendra a glass of rum and the blunt. Kendra tried to turn the offer down, but he advised her that she would need it. Kendra hesitantly took the long zigzag filled with Jamaican weed and lit it. She prepared herself for the smoke. Kendra took two pulls on the zigzag and started to choke profusely. The smoke was a bit too much for Kendra’s lungs, and the smoke felt like it was burning her insides. Quickly, Kendra grabbed the rum out of the Jamaican’s hand and proceeded to drink it like water.
“Slow down, gal. Yuh gone hurt yuh self.”
Kendra wiped her mouth. Instantly, she relaxed. Her eyes started to roll around in her head. The Jamaican guy smiled and said, “Told yuh I take care of yuh. Now, this gwan hurt a bit.” He drank some rum straight out the bottle. Then, he poured the rest on Kendra’s open wound. He watched her squirm and cry out in agony. Next, he used a knife which he had sterilized with rubbing alcohol. He relit the long joint. Then, he stuck the knife in the bullet wound, wiggled it around to get the bullet out, and used a thong-like utensil to pull it out. Kendra kicked and screamed. Before she could utter another sound, the bullet was out, dancing in an empty bowl. The Jamaican man had honored his word and helped Kendra out. He stitched and sewed her up.
“If I have to go, how can I repay you?” Kendra asked sluggishly.
Kendra got up, grabbed her purse, and tried to head for the door, but her knees soon buckled. Luckily, the Jamaican guy caught her before she fell.
“Yuh pay mi soon enough, sooner than yuh think,” he smiled.
Kendra hadn’t noticed, but his eyes were bronze like fire. If she hadn’t known better, she would have thought he was the devil.
Kendra and the man walked to her room that was located on the same floor. They reached room seven-fourteen. Kendra tried to stick the key in the door, but her hand wouldn’t lift. All Kendra could think about was lying down. Once inside, Kendra found strength to go inside her purse. She pulled out a handful of hundreds, but the man declined her offer. His eyes became fixed on the safe in the corner of the room. That was his main goal.
“Thank you once again. I’m sorry. I didn’t catch your name?” Kendra said, trying to keep herself steady as she walking him to the door.
“Just call me Zoo,” he smiled as he opened the door.
Once Zoo was gone, Kendra turned on her heels. She used the wall for leverage. Then, she crawled the rest of her way to the bed.
As soon as she climbed onto the oversized king bed, she was off to dreamland. Never once did it occur to her mind that she was drugged.

*****

Marcos was getting pissed that the cab driver was taking forever and a day to leave the area. He wanted to hurry up and make it to his destination. He had a lot of thoughts, and, furthermore, it was now time for him and Kendra to leave California. Within a short time, their lives had gone from good to bad and from bad to worse, but he knew that it was time. They had to leave before the feds caught up to him. Marcos’ mind flashed to Nia and the times they had shared: the first time they met, the day she got pregnant, and when she had a two day procedure at five and a half months pregnant. That was the most devastating day of his life. Because of his cheating ways, he’d gotten another woman pregnant at the same time as Nia. He could still hear her voice when the girl came to the house to plead with Marcos to leave Nia and be a family with her.

*****

“I know like hell you didn’t have some random bitch pop up at my house and tell me that you’re having a family with her? If I’m not the one and only bitch having your child, then no other bitch can.”
That was all Marcos heard before Nia knocked his side chick upside the head. Then, she pushed the woman down the porch. Nia was just about to pound her when Marcos intervened.
“Look, Nia. I can’t have you beating on her like that. Whether you like it or not, she is caring my child,” Marcos said, regretting those choice words.
Marcos could’ve kicked his own ass. Nia turned on him so quick that he didn’t know what had caught him.
“You stupid muthafucka! How dare you take up for another bitch? I’m glad you showing your real colors,” Nia said, slapping Marcos across the face.
Marcos just stood there and took the blows.
“This is the muthafuckin’ thanks I get, bitch,” Nia said while spitting in Marcos’ direction.
With that, Nia scheduled an abortion for the next day, and, because she was so far along, she had to get a two day procedure. Of course, the nurses tried talking her out of it, and Marcos was constantly blowing up her phone, but Nia ignored his calls, making sure she had turned off the phone, so she didn’t have any interruptions. It was weeks before Nia forgave Marcos, but, that day, a part of him died when she killed his unborn.

*****

Marcos started to curse out the driver for trying to take the streets.
“I told your rabbit ass to get on the freeway, cuz.”
The driver cursed back, but, then, he got on the freeway because he was afraid and didn’t want any drama.

*****

Kendra was knocked out on the bed. Sleep had finally won and consumed her. All she knew was Zoo had left the room, but what she didn’t know was that Zoo had dropped a slim jim in the door once he closed it. That way he could gain entrance back into the room without a key. Zoo had laced the weed with rohypnol. Zoo knew that it wouldn’t take that long for the drug to affect Kendra. He waited outside the room for ten minutes before he made his move. Zoo crept back in the room, making sure he didn’t make any noise. It wasn’t by accident that he had followed Nicole to the hotel. Zoo had been trying to locate Trent after he got word that Trent had killed his baby brother JD and gotten away with his fifty grand. He, too, had been on a hunt for Trent like Red October. With no luck on finding Trent, he happened to stumble across Nicole. Zoo knew that, if he followed Nicole, she would lead him to Trent, but he didn’t know that Trent was pushing up dirt already. Zoo rented the room for the weekend. He knew, sooner or later, victory would be won.
Zoo made sure Kendra was sound asleep. He wasn’t sure when the drug would ware off. He didn’t want to kill her if she happened to wake up. Zoo left the door ajar, so he could slide out without any noise being made.

*****

Marcos arrived at the hotel. He paid his fare. Then, he exited the cab. He’d had a long and exhausting night, and all he wanted to do was crash. Marcos had already thought of a plan, so he and Kendra could leave out of town. Their next destination was Texas, and he was quite sure that they would be able to adapt to their new surroundings. Marcos walked past the corridors and greeted the few workers that occupied the lobby. Then, he stopped to ask directions to the elevator.
“Aye, my man! Which way is the elevator?” Marcos asked.
The security guard pointed Marcos in the direction he needed to go, and Marcos thanked him and continued. Once Marcos entered in the elevator, he pressed the button for the seventh floor. Arriving on the seventh floor, Marcos walked out the elevator, pumped and a little anxious. He couldn’t wait to inform Kendra of their relocation and plans.
Marcos scanned the room doors for seven-fourteen. He wanted to hurry inside and bathe. As he got closer, he noticed a man dragging something out of the room. At first, Marcos brushed it off, thinking the man was from room service, until he noticed the Jamaican flag and the three little letters on his arm that spelled out the word ZOO. Marcos knew by looking at the tattoo who the man was. He was one of Jamaica’s top dope boy. Marcos reached in the duffle bag to retrieve his weapon. He cleared his throat to let the assailant know he had company.
The noise from Marcos clearing his throat made Zoo stop and turn quickly. He was met with the barrel of Marcos’s gun.
“Yuh don’t know what yuh getting yah self into, boi,” Zoo hissed.
Marcos laughed. Then, cocking his gun, he said, “Naw, my nigga. You don’t know what you’re getting yourself into.”
Zoo threw the safe down which caused Kendra to jump from her sleep. She was still a little drowsy as she hopped out the bed to see what the ruckus was.
After dropping the safe, Zoo come back with an upper cut. The force from the blow made Marcos fall backwards.
“Mi told yuh, mi friend. Yuh don’t know what yuh was getting yuh self into. Yuh killed mi brother and mi must kill yuh,” Zoo said with fire in eyes.
He lunged for Marcos while he was still laid out on the floor. Zoo was throwing powerful punches, beating Marcos unconscious. The gun flew from Marcos’s hand and landed at in the entrance of their room.
Zoo kept pounding the defenseless Marcos. Kendra watched in horror and confusion. She couldn’t believe her eyes. The man that had helped her was the same man that was pounding on the only other man who had ever helped her. Still weak, Kendra struggled to pick the gun off the floor and, as tears filled her eyes, she pulled the trigger. Bullets flew wildly. At least two struck Zoo in his back and neck, but Zoo continued to pound on Marcos’s lifeless body. He was unaware of the bullets that had rippled through his body as Kendra crept up on Zoo. Then, she shot him in the back of his head execution style.
After the smoke cleared, Kendra leaned down to check Marcos’s pulse. It was very faint. She looked at his body and cried as she caressed his face.
“Why, Lord, why?” Kendra cried.
She knew it wouldn’t be much longer before people started appearing in the halls. Kendra said a silent prayer. Then, she ran back into the room to grab her purse. She wasn’t sure where her strength had come from, but she knew she had to get up and get out. Running towards the door, Kendra stumbled over the safe.
“Fuck!” Kendra exclaimed. She looked down at the safe and contemplated whether to take it or not. She used the wall to help lift herself up. After catching her breath, she tried to lift up the safe, but she found it too difficult to carry, so she used her feet to roll it out.
“Oh, Lord! Please help me find the strength,” Kendra prayed aloud.
She got her answer when saw a teenager by the stairwell. The teenager asked if she needed help. At first, she was hesitant, but she thought against it. She directed the teenager down to the first floor. Once they made it to the lobby, Kendra prepped the teen on what to say if they were stopped. Safely, they made it to her car. Kendra fumbled through her purse for her keys. She was just about to give up when the teenager dangled the keys in front of her.
“You dropped them before I picked this up,” the boy stated.
Kendra thanked him as she unlocked the doors and opened the back door. After she was squared away, she grabbed two hundred dollars out of her purse, handed it to him, and said, “Thank you once again.”
Kendra got inside her car, started the ignition, and was on her way.



ONE YEAR LATER


Kendra woke up to the rays of the morning sun and the birds chirping, singing their song. She got out the bed and stretched. She went into the bathroom to brush her teeth and wash her face. She was loving life in San Antonio, Texas. What more could life bring her? A knock on the door broke her thoughts.
Kendra yelled, “I’m coming! One second!”
She wasn’t sure who was on the other end. As soon as Kendra opened the door, she noticed a cart outside the room. She looked down the hall and saw a man walking away. Kendra tried calling out to the man.
“Excuse me. I didn’t order any room service,” she said, but the man never turned around. He kept walking. Kendra shrugged her shoulders and picked up the tray from the cart and carried it inside the room. The aroma smelled so good. Kendra sat on the bed and opened up the lid. There on the plate were omelets, bacon, sausage, and toast and a tall pitcher of orange juice. Kendra picked up the glass and emptied all of contents into her stomach. She noticed some tulips on the side and a card. She sat back on the bed and read the card: YOU TOOK SOMETHING FROM ME. NOW, I MUST TAKE SOMETHING FROM YOU. ENJOY YOUR MEAL. P.S. DEATH HAS VENGEANCE, AND I MUST GET REVENGE-THE DIRTIEST REVENGE!
Kendra didn’t understand the card, but she quickly knocked the tray to the floor. Just in case the food was laced with poison, she ran to the bathroom and looked through her medicine cabinet. Paranoia sat in the walls, and they started closing in on her. And she could have sworn her heart stopped beating. Sweat poured down her face. Kendra tried to reach for the sink, but she missed it and fell flat on the floor.
She tried calling for help, but her words never came out. Kendra closed her eyes and prayed to her heavenly father. When she opened her eyes, she thought her mind was playing tricks on her. She reached out for the woman’s hand, but she just sat there and watched her suffer. Kendra started coughing and foaming at the mouth. The woman pulled the gun from behind her back and said, “It was never personal. It was always business.”
Wiz’s mother pulled the trigger and put Kendra out of her misery.
Kendra never thought that Wiz’s mother would find her.
Mrs. Davis watched Kendra take her last breath. She grabbed the money bag out of the closet. Then, she walked out the room and never looked back.
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