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This book is dedicated to every person
who has ever had a dream to make it big!
Dreams do come true!





DEAR LOYAL READERS

First, I would like to thank you so much for all of the ongoing support that you, my readers, give to all of my Nikki Turner Original novels as well as my Nikki Turner Presents!

It took me a while to decide on a theme for this edition of my Street Chronicles series. Then one day, I got a call from an artist insisting that I come and hang out at his show. I agreed not realizing how much I would be inspired by that night’s events. The show was fantastic, and I enjoyed it from my seat out front before venturing backstage after the show. This wasn’t my first time backstage but it was the first time that I really observed how the front of the stage was the polar opposite of what was going on backstage. Everything is picture perfect (most of the time) from the fans’ point of view, but backstage it is a horse of a different color. It’s like an underworld of some sort. Nothing is too strange or too bizarre. From half dressed, low self-esteemed girls looking to get “wifed” up to aspiring artists looking to get put on and everything in between (feel free to let your imagination run wild). And the most insane part of it all is that the people backstage treat this world as normal, as if nothing strange is going on.

In the days, weeks and months that passed, I got acquainted with some of the power players and became friends with various people from all aspects of the music industry. I was able to get an inside glimpse into that world and realized that behind-the-scenes of the business was more treacherous than backstage of a concert. This was a side of the business that some of my readers may never get to see. That’s when a light bulb went off: I wanted to try to put together five different short stories, each giving different points of view of some of the things we, the fans, may not get a chance to see: the love, the hate, the struggles, the highs, the lows, the snakes, dreams coming true and dreams being destroyed … all in the blink of an eye.

Now that I had my direction all I had to do was come up with the right combination of authors and/or musicians to complete the task at hand. I began to think …

I wrote “Gun Music” around the time I wrote A Project Chick. “Gun Music” is far from my regular style of stories but at the time I felt like I needed something gangsta in my life. When I was given the opportunity to work with 50, I thought it would’ve been the perfect fit, but 50 wanted a female main character, so “Gun Music” was once again tucked away into my files. That was until now; this was the perfect time and place for the story that was waiting to be heard.

KRISTA JOHNS is a really sweet girl I met at Book Expo of America. She sent me her novel and Young Buck called me up to profess that she was nothing short of the truth and I needed to check out her book right away. I did, and I gave her my vision for her story and she rocked it.

HAROLD TURLEY II and I have been great friends from the early days of our careers and he was just a phone call away.

LANA AVE is a close friend of my homeboy and radio personality, Mike Street. He asked me to mentor her and I agreed, and we clicked immediately. I shared this project with her and she had a story a week or two later.

ALLAH ADAMS is a guy that I met at a friend’s birthday party. Once he heard I was going to be there, he was there with two books in hand. Because he is an aspiring rapper, I thought his experience would add flare to the project.

I would like to take this opportunity to thank all of the authors involved in this project for being so patient and easy to work with. And Dana and Styles P for putting your pieces together so quickly for me!

Now the moment you’ve all been waiting for: here is the All-Access, VIP Pass into the entertainment world. Feel free to rub it in your friends’ faces or pass it on so that they can share the experience with you as well.

Enjoy!
Much Love,
Nikki Turner
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Introduction

THE DAY I SIGNED …

When Nikki asked me to write the intro to this book I was a little reluctant. These stories hit home for me because I know what it’s like to be in the unforgiving world of the music and entertainment business. At first I attempted to write a short story to add to the book, but with the intense preparations for the release of my debut novel, Numbers, time slipped away from me. But Nikki and I felt it was my duty to provide some insight into my thoughts as a young aspiring rap artist. In essence, take you backstage.

I vividly remember the day—more than twenty years ago—I signed my first recording contract. It was summer in the mid-1980s. I was barely out of my teens when I went to the lawyer’s office to put my John Hancock on the recording agreement with an independent record label that was as they put it “taking a chance with rap music.” No, I do not remember the lawyer’s name; in fact, he wasn’t my lawyer. He represented the man (we’ll just call him “Sir”) who procured the record deal opportunity for me. I didn’t know much of anything about the music business at that time except for what Sir had taught me, and that was virtually nothing for the most part. I probably could have learned more about the business if I’d done my research and/or if Sir knew more about the music business, but I didn’t and he didn’t. Or maybe he did and provided me with as much information as he wanted me to have. There are some people in this business who want artists to have only limited knowledge in order to take advantage of them. Even worse, they may not be very knowledgeable themselves and perpetuate ignorance.

The day I signed my recording contract, I was young and naïve and without a doubt eager to make a record. I didn’t understand the price of fame, I didn’t know much about double-talk, and I surely didn’t understand the pitfalls of the music game. All I did know for sure was that I wanted to put out a record, I wanted to hear myself on the radio, and I had my own distinct flow. My naïveté led me to believe that when people said, “Trust me,” they really meant, Don’t worry; I’ve got your back. I found out later that “Trust me” in this business of music means, I’m going to try to exploit you for all you’re worth and give you as little as possible in return. It also meant, As long as you don’t know, I can take advantage of you. The mind-set was “You’re the artist. You’ve got us around to take care of the business aspect of your career. You just take care of the creative side.”

“Hey”—I can still hear their voices in my ear—“we wouldn’t lead you wrong, Dana, we’re in this together … trust me.”

“Is this a good contract?” I inquired. There were no negotiations; the lawyer and Sir had me believe it was this contract or nothing (which might have been true). They explained that this was the standard contract (remember youngins: There is no such thing as a standard contract). The lawyer went over the contract with me briefly. It took all of ten minutes. Of course, after the very short 600 seconds, I still didn’t understand the magnitude of the paperwork I was about to sign. But it wasn’t too hard to convince me to sign since I was unaware of the value of my name, likeness, and music.

I could never have imagined that after that day my career would be such a crazy roller-coaster ride. I could never have thought that not long after my song “Nightmares” was the “World Premier” on one of the hottest hip-hop shows in NYC, the “Mr. Magic Show,” with Chuck Chillout and Red Alert, it would become an instant hit and classic. I could never have imagined two years later when my first LP, “Dana Dane with Fame,” was released it would be one of the fastest debuting hip-hop albums of its time—going gold and selling 500,000 units in a little over three months, all without a video.

When I think back to the day I signed my first recording contract almost two decades ago, I would never have thought that I would still be trying to get royalties due to me from that agreement. I could not have fathomed that in the year 2000 other rap artists would be performing covers and remakes of my songs without compensating me. I would be lying if I said I didn’t feel used and betrayed by that record label and my other handlers, but at the same time I’m not wasting my energy holding grudges. I was afforded an opportunity of which most people only dream. I appreciate the good and the bad people who have crossed my path in the past; they’ve helped mold me into the great man I am today. Everything has not always been good, but the experience has been great! Hey, I wouldn’t have been able to share this scenario if it wasn’t for the day I signed my first recording contract.

There’s not much integrity in this business of music. But you can find that out for yourself, you don’t have to trust me.

I hope I’ve shared enough to enlighten someone, but let’s now look to the present … the future … the next installment of Nikki Turner’s Street Chronicles: Backstage. It’s time to turn up the volume, time to make it move, time to make it shake. Although the stories depicted in this book are fictional, they do have merit. And it is my sincere belief that you will be thoroughly entertained, but it is also my hope that you will be enlightened as well. Nikki is a powerful storyteller and has the great ability to locate exceptional writing talent.

So the dressing rooms are stocked with all the rider requirements, the lights are cued, the sound check is complete, and you’ve got your VIP pass. It’s finally time to take you Backstage!

—Dana Dane, hip-hop icon and author of the novel, Numbers






Mic Check … One Two … One Two
Let’s Take It from the Top
Coming to the Stage … Krista Johns
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I’M GOOD

by Krista Johns






[image: ]ou ready to rip it, Yummie?”

“What the hell you mean? That’s all I know how to do.” My face twisted up like the nigga had shit on his face or he was speaking foreign.

He said, “Then get your doodie ass and let it do what it do. Talking to me like I’m a nothing-ass nigga. This ain’t yo daddy.”

“Who the hell you think you talking to? Nigga if it wadn’t for me yo mama would still be selling fish sandwiches out her house to pay her seventeen dollars a month rent that she stay being late on, hollering it’s hard times.”

Ziggy usually would go on and give me what I wanted: ammunition. That’s how we did before every show, straight shit-talked. I always wanted him there. Anybody else—like my nigga, Bone, or my bitch, Kai—would come with that gay-ass shit like “Let it do what it do.” And that’s cool, but why did “I love you,” always have to follow? I ain’t singing R&B, I be coming with that gangsta rap. By no means did I want that soft shit before a show. I grew up with Ziggy, and he could destroy someone’s self-esteem—have you round here ready to kill ya self. BOOM!

I stood onstage and my eyes zoomed on Winky who was in VIP where I knew he’d be. His face seemed different tonight. He looked like he had something on his mind, but who don’t? I was so high that I could have stood there in a zone and tried to figure out what’s wrong with ole boy, but I caught myself, even though the weed that I had been blowing was so good that I could have forgot all about the crowd that paid fifty and better to see me and some other cat.


Some people look at me and say I’m acting sadity
‘Cause I’m pretty but they don’t know I’m putting dope in my city
I’m too shitty to be confused with an everyday bitch
Flip the script to get my chips
‘Cause my goal’s to get rich kind of quick



The crowd went bananas. I did eight of my best songs and walked the stage just like a man. And I had lyrics like a man, but I was too beautiful and feminine to reach down and shift balls that were without question not there. I walked in my heels like they were a pair of Air Force Ones. The iced-out hand medallion around my neck revealed a middle finger that swung like “fuck you, fuck you, and fuck you, too!” The world wasn’t ready for me. BET had seen a few imposter broads claiming they were ‘bout the business but there were always rumors they had ghostwriters. Their careers flashed so quickly that they were invisible just like their writers leaving you with thoughts of a Boost Mobile: Where you at? Me … I was too serious about this to be a memory.

I walked to my dressing room with an entourage like a heavyweight champion. They were screaming my name, “Yummie! Yummie!” My face softened like an R&B singer. Oooh! I loved that! I closed the door behind me and found my room flooded with roses. You would think I had a bunch of admirers but that wasn’t the case. I only had two who competed with each other for my love. Male and Female. Bone and Kai.

I smiled without bothering to read their deepest feelings on the little itty-bitty pieces of paper that accompanied the flowers although I was curious about who had won by sending the most. But there were too many bouquets, and they all looked alike. After all, roses are roses.

Winky had abandoned the VIP and was now in my dressing room. He was a big light-skinned dough boy. There was nothing sexy about him, not even his smile—his teeth were stacked on top of one another showing every bit of his thirty-two teeth.

“Yummie, your lyrics are getting tighter and tighter. Most rappers rappin’ another niggas’ lifestyle. Not you, Yummie.”

I stood proud like, “Yep, that’s me.”

“You say what you mean and mean what you say, Yummie. What they don’t know, Yummie, is that you really putting dope in ya city.” He chuckled.

I looked at him, but I ain’t say shit, trying to figure out what the fuck was wrong with him.

“Huh, Yummie?” He turned around to unzip a bag as he sang words to my song. “I’m putting dope in my city. I’m too shitty to be confused with an …”

“Winky, what you doing, and why the fuck you keep saying my name?”

He turned around with one brown-wrapped kilo brick of pure cocaine in his hand and more where that came from. “What you talking about, Yummie?” Like he had no clue whatsoever.

“What is you doing?”

He looked at the brick. “I’m bringing your stuff.”

“Huh?”

“Your dope.”

Maybe it was the beads of sweat on his forehead in a well air-conditioned room, or the bricks of cocaine in my dressing room, or the repetition of my name … but something made me come to the conclusion that something wasn’t right. People think when you high it hinders your judgment, but a scientist who probably never smoked a day in his life came up with that theory. From a weed junkie’s point of view, you think better.

I looked around for hidden cameras but I couldn’t see shit but a bunch of damn roses. He noticed me looking around and he started looking like, “Is this a setup?”

“Winky, I don’t know what you talking about, Winky. And what you doing with that dope, Winky?” I was calling his name as many times as he called mine. Saying it loud enough for the hidden cameras if there were any to hear me and set the record straight.

“Yummie, me and Chanae got into it,” Winky explained. “She went on one ‘cause she found out me and Catrina still messing around. You know they stay beefing. So I packed all my shit and I couldn’t keep this there.”

I knew both of them broads and knew it had to be only money ‘cause no dick in this world was that good to make you fight over Winky’s ugly ass. To each his own and there is somebody for everybody. Regardless of the foolishness he had going on, he still was out of order for bringing work up there. I mean, how was I going to take a big black duffel bag of coke along with my bag of clothes out of there? I’m a celebrity with fans, and some of them stayed around afterward with high hopes and expectations just to see me.

I took a deep breath, exhaled, and walked to the bag counting each kilo to myself. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5 … “Gimmie my shit,” I said as I snatched the one out of his hand. “Twenty.”

I zipped up the bag and started to put it under my vanity set when the door flew off the hinges. The noise scared me more than anything. I love my fans, Lord knows I do, but sometimes they could be so persistent. They seemed to be everywhere. You couldn’t eat or shit. That was the price you paid for being famous. But it wasn’t my fans this time. FBI, baby. They handcuffed me and stinking-ass Winky.

The newspapers, TV, and magazines had a field day with me. They painted a picture of this greedy female drug dealer/rap star who had it all yet wanted more. What did they know? Since I had been with Hym8nenz (High Maintenance) Records, I had not received one royalty check. I had signed a fucked-up contract. How was I supposed to know the videos and studio time and limo rides came out of my money? I thought the record company got it like that. Why not cater to your stars? Contract? All I remember is the pen and the million dollars. The money I did receive seemed like a fortune at first but it slipped through my hands just like water. I only sold drugs to maintain my rich and famous lifestyle. What sense did it make to be pushing a Continental GTC Bentley and you pulling up in a McDonald’s drive-thru scraping up change for a number ten? Humph! Sound like a damn fool.

Yet, I thanked God every day for allowing me the opportunity to get my music heard nationwide. So I really couldn’t complain, and even if I did, who cared? Everybody goes through the struggle and everybody gets pimped. It’s a part of life. Sheet! Not for long. Not my life. And that’s a promise.

Hym8nenz be bullshitting but they did come through with a mad lawyer. He wasted no time and I was out in less than forty-eight hours on pretrial since I had no priors. Only familiar face in the courthouse was Kai, which was no surprise to me. Bone had seen the inside of a courthouse enough to last him a lifetime, and I respected that.

Kai had this worried look on her face like she was straining to take a dump. You would think I was facing double life with no parole. Kai was beautiful inside and out. Sometimes she could be a little dramatic and we would clash. How can I play my role if she playing hers? But that’s a woman for you, so what should I expect?

Kai was just as feminine as me. I didn’t want a stud. Never saw the point. Why have an imitation of a man when you can have the real deal? And I had one of them, too. They knew about each other and they hated loving me the way they did.

“You want your cake and eat it, too,” is all they would say. Does that make sense? You damn right I’m gonna eat my cake. It’s mine. What else am I supposed to do? What I loved about the both of them is they would try so hard to make me see that their gender is where I belonged.

Bone would eat my pussy trying to prove a point each time and he did; he proved that he could never eat me better than Kai.

As for Kai, no matter how wet that mouth of hers got she still didn’t have shit to stick in me when I would holler “just stick it in” in the heat of the moment. A few times I saw the bitch looking around the room with my pussy still in her mouth for anything to penetrate this hot pussy of mine. I erased those thoughts quickly by pulling that bitch by the hair as hard as I could. “Bitch, I wish you would.” She wasted her money on dildos and strap-ons that I would never use. I kept telling her I got a sensitive pussy. Only thing going in me is dick and tongue … She got hot every time. It is what it is.

As soon as I got home all I wanted to do was scrub the jail smell off of me. Kai jumped in the shower with me. I really didn’t want her there. She hadn’t done anything wrong, but I had been around females for two days and I didn’t want to see no more ass and titties. I wanted to be in the presence of a good, cologne-smelling, dick rock-hard nigga. I usually don’t bite my tongue; my first thoughts roll out my mouth. Maybe the two days had me feeling a little soft ‘cause I let her mess her freshly done hairdo up by keeping her mouth on my pussy while the water poured on her head. I felt like I was going to faint and drop to my knees where she was. She ate me like she loved me, which she do. She ate me like she missed me, which she did. She ate me like I’m going to spend the rest of the night with her, which (oh my goodness!) I’m not!

After she finally left I drove straight to Bone’s house. As soon as I walked in I wanted dick on my breath. I wanted to suck his dick and swallow it like a raw oyster. Gulp. He had plans of his own. He held me in his arms like I had been in Iraq. Welcome home. He pushed me on the couch—that’s what I’m talking about. He pulled my dress up. Oooh! He ripped my panties off. Whooo! He peeled off his wifebeater. Umm! Umm! Umm! He dropped his boxers. Look at him. He got on top of me and started to eat me. Uh-uh! I pulled his head up. He looked disappointed. Shiiit, so was I. People know your role.

He got off me and walked his naked ass to the bedroom. I laid there for a hot second before following him. He lay back staring at TV … His dick was playing sleep, shriveled up like a newborn baby. I wanted to be mad like, “Don’t start this shit,” but instead I smiled. He let me have my way so much, but at some point he had to man up. Um! My pussy getting wetter. I looked at the time. It read six forty-five. I looked at his dick and waited for the time to read six forty-six so I could time myself like I’m in a race. It would take less than thirty seconds for his dick to wake up in my mouth. Twenty seconds for it to reach its full potential and two minutes and ten seconds for me to quench my thirst. On your mark … get set … go!

He pulled my hair, and luckily for me I’m not tender-headed. I stroked his dick just like he jacked it. I sucked his dick like I had a passion for it. I never took my eyes off him until I knew he was about to shoot babies all down my throat. Within seconds the time came and I looked over not once taking that big black dick out my mouth and just like I said it was six forty-eight, I mean six forty-nine. I climbed on top of him to kiss him and he always kissed me afterward in the past, but this time he turned his head to avoid my mouth. I kept trying. He kept resisting. It should have pissed me off but it was turning me on like he thought I was a nothing-ass bitch who wasn’t worthy of his kisses. Humph! I’m crazy. Listen to the shit I say.

I was going wild trying to make him kiss me. We were like two untamed animals in Africa. Finally, he pulled my hair down, damn near breaking my neck, and gave me a hard, nasty, wet-ass kiss. He pulled back.

“Is this what you wanted? Huh?”

I just kept kissing him.

“Answer me, bitch!”

I looked at him. This man right here did something to me. I loved when he talked shit to me and called me a bitch, but only in bed—otherwise, we got a problem. He then stuck that dick in me farther than any tongue can go. He knocked on every wall to see if anybody would come to the door and answer. Within seconds I let him know he didn’t have to knock no more and hollered, “I’m cummin!” I kept my eyes on his ‘cause there ain’t no looking at the clock with me. I can only do that shit.

From day one Bone made me forget I was this big-time celebrity who’s not making a dime. Just like now, this nigga made me forget I just got busted with twenty bricks. He made me forget my only connect ratted me out. I’m telling you, dick is a mu’fucka. Now that I’ve caught a nut, reality sunk in and all the shit I didn’t want to think about resurfaced. I used to think there was no comparison to dick but there is: weed.

“Bone, I’m gonna need you to get that money for me.” From time to time I would let him hold my money if I couldn’t get to my stash spot.

Bone replied, “I’m already knowing.”

I trusted Bone. I trusted that if you put him in a room full of at least fifty women he was gonna fuck at least two before the night was over. Five more before the week was out and fifteen before the first of the month. You can trust me on that one. When it comes to money, I can trust he’ll never touch it. He love me and I know this, and his excuse for being a fuckup is I’m not right either ‘cause I got Kai.

I must’ve waited three weeks for some dope to flood our city. Nobody had dope. Drought season. My loyal customers were calling me like they were junkies. With each call, it had me on one like I got to have it. A want turned into a need then all of a sudden it became a must.

Bone constantly tried to spit knowledge to me. “Yummie, you really ought to sit down.”

“Sit down and do what?”

He continued talking but I never heard the words coming out of his mouth besides “sit down” and “I got you,” which I thought were interesting. I looked at him and wondered if he heard the words coming out of his mouth and did he actually believe them? Surely not. If he had me why did I pick up a pack in the first place?

“Anything you need just call me, and like I said I got you. I’m not gonna let you be out here messed up with nothing.”

“What am I supposed to do, Bone? Come over here and ask for this, then come back and ask for that? Do I look like a puppy? Do I?”

“What you mean by that?”

I grabbed my keys and put my purse over my shoulder. “Right now we not seeing eye-to-eye ‘cause you got me fucked up if you think you getting ready to kibble-and-bit me like some puppy. Humph!”

“You so hardheaded, can’t nobody tell you shit,” he said, raising his voice.

I pulled out of his driveway with a disgusted look. Who taught this nigga how to hustle? He wanted me to throw in the towel. Maybe go to Michael’s and buy some yarn, crochet me a damn sweater to wear back and forth to court ‘cause it’s gonna be cold? Is that what he want me to do? How about I park my Bentley and get a Dodge Neon and let’s just get low with it? I rode in disbelief. Fuck what he talking about. I gotta get me some dope.

My fans were holding me down. I performed in my city and the flyer promoting the performance said the money was to go toward my lawyer. The city showed me love. Now that’s a support system. I put on for my city!

My promoter got in some ears and had Hippity Hop magazine there for a one-on-one interview with me. They were going to share with the world how a case don’t stop nothing, and if one comes along the way, go out with a bang. Leave a trademark out here. I inhaled more dope than I usually smoke. (I stay calling weed dope to get a response out of people.) I consumed more alcoholic beverages than normal. I felt the love and it just had me on one. This was all for me, therefore let me show my appreciation.

Ziggy, at the end of the bar, kept hollering my name. I didn’t realize it was him because who wasn’t, though? It wasn’t until I heard him holla “Ah, bitch,” that I knew it was someone who was close to me. I laughed. That nigga stay trying to keep me humble if I wanted to get on a high horse. I nodded my head to let him know he had my undivided attention ‘cause I wasn’t going to try to out talk the music. A no-win situation. I needed my voice and was not going to make myself hoarse messing with Ziggy.

He pulled his pockets inside-out to let me know he broke. Ziggy’s tight ass comes out with forty dollars a day and that’s got to get it. If not, he got homies like me who will make it work. He got it, that’s what makes it wild. I hate to call his pockets, but I’m willing to bet he at least got two hundred grand put up. He had a few bitches by his side and I knew their thirsty asses wanted a drink. I wasn’t going to be an upset by asking him how much. I reached in my black leather Burberry and tossed him a thousand dollars still in the rubber band. Straight dope money. Straight slow motion. It went in the air; everybody looked at it in awe as if Venus and Serena were center court at Wimbledon. He caught it and I looked around for any other homies who needed a stack. I just wanted to toss another stack for the hell of it ‘cause I could.

A table full of girls were popping bottles like they had that work. Let me find out. I chuckled when I saw my sister was among them. Cubby wasn’t really my sister but we grew up together, so you know how that goes. We shared everything but the same umbilical cord. Although we busy doing what we do, it never mattered how much time passed since we last talked, when we did see each other it was just like we saw each other yesterday.

She don’t sell a lick of dope. Credit cards were her hustle. She popping and they scanning that card like it’s a platinum with no limit. I knew she was working them, though, and switching cards like the hoes switching their ass in here.

I peeped her going big by sending some dude a bottle. His table looked like he didn’t need another one. When he smiled and tapped his homie to tell him, I knew she had a victim. If only he knew that one bottle was bait. My sister going to work you. Ole boy wasn’t from around here, country-ass Murfreesboro, Tennessee, and it was obvious. Everybody who’s somebody knows you, and I’m that somebody, and never seen him a day in my life. A big boogly bear fucker. Only thing worth discussing on him was his ice. His ice outweighed the bad.

Cubby threw her hands in the air so that I would come to her table. She stood up and hugged me. She introduced me to the nobodies. I wouldn’t remember a damn name. Who are you? She motioned for the waiter to come our way while her other arm never left my neck. She started pointing the hand around my neck down on me like the man right chea.

She grabbed her bottle of Moët rosé and hit it and then put it to my mouth. I tilted my head back. We never stopped swaying to the music. The waitress approached us and instead of her stopping what we had going on she just held up her bottle. She knew what it was.

The victim had hoodrats who flooded his table shaking their asses, ready to give up the bootie hole, meaning anything goes. However, how could he pay them attention when we shaking it? They say the economy down. You couldn’t tell looking at the atmosphere in here. Fuck what Bush was talking about!

Cubby and the victim, Wes, exchanged numbers and I knew it was just the beginning of something beautiful, especially if he had that work. Everybody claiming it’s a drought. Now that the song was gone off I looked around at the familiar faces. Yeah they down!

All of these non-voting drug dealers that couldn’t find no dope all of a sudden were into politics real heavy. “It’s an election year. There’s a war in Mexico,” was the excuse for the drought. They had all the inside information like they had a chair in the Senate. The price had skyrocketed to twenty-four thousand a key. That’s high to someone who buys weight. Listen to me when I tell you ain’t nobody got no dope here for no damn ten a key! I’m used to paying nineteen or twenty thousand a key. The more bricks you purchase the more love is shown. It’s somewhat like a wholesale market. With the ticket being as high as it was, the others that were not into politics sat back on the porch and complained like a hot sunny day: “I ain’t never seen it like this.” Meanwhile they steady spending and not making nothing. Do the math.

I called myself a different breed, a real hustler. Due to my circumstances (on bond), I had ballz bigger than some of these nig-gas round here. I will raise the price just a little so they will feel where I’m coming from. I will cut the dope to make up the difference and retrieve the same profit cause it’s worthless if the profit and risk don’t add up. They will feel like they are getting a deal from me and we all on some come-up shit. That’s all people wanted: self-satisfaction.

I had a bad habit of counting my chickens before they hatched. I had plans for those twenty that I got busted with. Even with my dope being in some evidence room with exhibit tape on it waiting just like me to show up in a courtroom, I still couldn’t stop thinking about it. I couldn’t get it back, but you best believe I was gonna make it up.

Unlike a baby daddy, Cubby didn’t let me down. She had showed Wes everything a pussy could do and if he wanted to pop a pill—Viagra and ecstasy, which was his gig—she would bring females to the bed with them. She was on some “It ain’t no fun if the homies can’t have none.” She let them take that dick however they wanted it, but that money was only coming to her. She knew he was spoiling her but she kept up the demeanor of that’s what a man was supposed to do. She reported to me everything, even shit that I didn’t want to hear. I pretended to be interested but all I cared about was did he have some work and what was the ticket. During pillow talk, Cubby gives it up for the home team. Go Yummie! After a couple of weeks, he slipped and let the number twenty-two go over the airwaves. That pussy had to be good to make you get that comfortable. WOW!

Wes wasn’t fooling me, though. He needed me just like I needed him. But I’m sure my need was more urgent. Why else would he be in Tennessee?

He invited us to go to Miami for his homie’s birthday. Cubby was to round up as many pretty girls as she could. He paid for everybody’s tickets. I jumped on the bandwagon ‘cause not only did he have me on first class, recognizing the bitch that I am, but I was teaming up with Da Bar Spitter to do a track. Da Bar Spitter hangs tight with Wes. I’ve wanted to do a collaboration with him for a long time now. Anything he spit is hot, and me and him together was going to be bananas. I couldn’t wait. I only charge twenty stacks to jump on a track. So do know this trip was going to be beneficial in more ways than one.

The weekend was filled with so much to do. The first night the party was aboard the Majestic yacht. It was filled with nothing but bosses so I fit right in. It was the boss of the boss’s birthday. Happy birthday to you, too! These men were from all fifty states and everybody was representing their city to the fullest. They all brought women and if their mammy’s pussy still got wet she could come, too! Fuck a birthday, this was a dope man’s convention. I was in the right spot. Now tell me these muthafuckas didn’t have no dope.

Their clique was so deep they really needed a name for themselves. They was shaking it. This clique definitely couldn’t be overlooked. I was going to call them Fam from here on, ‘cause after tonight they were my new family.

The yacht docked and we went to club BED in South Beach. Beds were throughout the club as part of the décor. There was no line for VIP, and as far as they were concerned we all were very important. They even shut down the club to the public. It was just the Fam. Everybody was good and drunk. One of Cubby’s girls kept shifting from one leg to the other. Her pussy could smell money. Sit. Sit. Good girl. She was on some groupie shit, I felt. She was all right. I wouldn’t have her as a showpiece but I damn sure would let her nibble on this pussy to show me what a fan she was to me. I wouldn’t kiss her, though. She talked too much for me and acted like she know everything. A bitch with a bunch of degrees and don’t know what to do with them. Just shut up!

“I want to make me some money,” Danessa said.

Cubby motioned for Wes to come our way, and then she leaned and whispered in his ear. He looked at Cubby’s girl and nodded slowly in approval. He walked over to the birthday boy and gave him a heads-up on what’s going on. He looked our way and hesitated but the alcohol made him say: “What the hell. You only live once, gotdamn it.” Wes came back and handed ole girl a bankroll. “Hold this, Cubby.” A prime example of she know too much. She never bothered counting it.

Ms. Big Mouth Degree stood up and straightened her skirt like she had some class to her ass. She walked like your average broad across the room. She whispered in the birthday boy’s ear and took him to the middle of the dance floor like they were some teenage sweethearts. Ain’t that sweet! They going to dance. Maybe the DJ will play a slow song. Awwwww!

She started backing that ass on him. I said your average broad. She twirled around him like he was the stripper pole. He had two bottles in his hands with his eyes shut, bobbing one when he wasn’t drinking out of the other, not paying her no attention. She unbuttoned her shirt showing off her bra. Oh hell! Now she a stripper. She got low with it and her skirt was hiked up. There went the class and all you saw was ass. She unbuckled his pants. Let me find out this made man is a stripper! He pulled out his dick and oh my goodness! This nigga wasn’t even circumcised. His dick had to be shy and hiding from us. Come out, come out wherever you are! That boy needed to be ashamed of himself. All that money he got and he still got all that skin from birth. I blame his mama, though. That would have been a good birthday gift. That’s money when you like, fuck it. She licked that dick. What? The loungers even stood up, including me. This undercover ho saw all these beds in the club and wanted everyone to see what went on in the bedroom. You got to be kidding me.

She stuck that dick in her mouth like an Almond Joy candy bar; now you see it now you don’t. Everybody went wild. Bottles and glasses were in the air. Everybody wanted that nut. Even the DJ came out the woodwork for that nut playing “That Nasty Bitch” by Bust Down. He hit her character on point. He know her. It don’t take a degree to know that. She sucked it like she wanted that nut more. You definitely know that! He took one bottle and jacked it on her head and face just like nut. I didn’t know her name, but I wanted to know, “Who is that ho?”

“Danessa,” Cubby answered.


I throw rubber band stacks, keep rosé on deck
These niggaz seein’ my status, I’m getting exec respect
Nothing less ‘cause I’m the best invest in Mitchell ‘n’ Ness
Gimme CEO status for the street whose next
I contest any competitor but it’s by my rules
If Forbes came to the streets, I’ll be leaving these fools.



In the studio, I ripped it with a point to prove. We had a hit on our hands. Every subject you could possibly think of rolled off our tongues outside the booth. Then Wes asked the question that was music to my ears: “How much you getting that work for?”

With a straight poker face I said, “Twenty-two. Why? What’s up?” It’s my birthday!

I was told I didn’t need any money down. My down payment was my word. Not only was Wes connected but he ran deep. Who would think of crossing him? Him is them. Them is him.

My adrenaline pumped like I was going to jump out of my skin. You would think I just hit some dope, and I mean dope literally this time. I imagined what the streets were gonna say about me, saying aloud, “Man, we can’t keep work the way that bitch running through it … Is that the bitch that be rapping like she moving that weight? … That’s real.”

“Man, I ain’t never met a bitch like that … They don’t make ‘em like that. She one of us. What part don’t you understand? … I wish I had a bitch like that. You can’t tell me nothing.”

As I rode down Broad Street solo with no regards to the law, I felt the same way; you can’t tell me nothing.

I felt like the Feds had created a monster. I was on a straight mission. Shit don’t stop.


Pitching a bitch and living life in these streets
Mad at the world ‘cause certain muthafuckas don’t want me to eat
But I’ma get mine a long time before you get yours
Hate me if you want, but hate me when I’m away on tours
Exploring the world, seeing life from a different view
Shit don’t stop till I say that I’m through



Being the only one in the city with dope had me feeling like I had an S on my chest. I was dropping off work like I was saving the day. Look at what I do for my country. Can’t? Don’t tell me you can’t find no dope. Can’t is nowhere in my vocabulary.

After my first shipment, I received fifty keys and made a $150,000 profit. I went out and bought a laundromat for one of my cousins who was straight legit. I had to have somewhere for all those 120 loads of Tide boxes filled with bricks to be delivered. I studied the boxes like a mad scientist trying to figure out how they sealed it back up. I finally gave up and reached the conclusion the Fam was so connected they got Mr. Duds and Suds himself involved. He one of us.

Everybody around me played a part because after my misfortune I felt a little wiser. Some might say a little too late, but you never too old to learn. The shit that happened to me with the Feds was a learning experience. For example: I had no business picking up my work from Winky. I didn’t need to be around the shit. I could make shit happen. What was I thinking? I was all on the front line. If anything went down, the front was going down first. Aiight!

Ziggy would make it happen for me. Even Scarface had Danny. Nino had G Money. I had Ziggy. They weren’t the best examples, though. What started off good always ended up all fucked up and shit. I was gonna have to kill my nigga in the end. Fuck that shit! I’d been watching too many movies.

I dismissed myself early because I had a meeting with my lawyer. When I arrived at his office, there were two white guys dressed like the men in black waiting for me. What could they want?

My lawyer took me in a conference room with the men in black. We sat around the big table like some big shit was bound to pop off in this meeting. The secretary greeted us all with a bottle of Voss water. She shut the door to give us privacy. My lawyer talked. They discussed their proposition. Then I talked. It’s going down!

I met back up with Ziggy at Kleer Vu, the best soul food spot in Tennessee, to make sure everything was everything with moving the weight. I am my brother’s keeper. Afterward I walked him to his car. As always, he had a bitch in the car. There was something familiar about her so I kept staring like I was on some choose-up shit from a pimp’s point of view. Ziggy thought that I was interested since I go both ways, he had a dime on his hands, and we had the same tastes. Yeah right! I hate I’m not good at names.

“I know she look good. Quit looking at my bitch!” Ziggy said.

Then it hit me.

“Ain’t nobody looking at yo bitch!” I couldn’t get my words out quick enough. I continued, “Hehehe she the one from the party.” I laughed in between my words. It was Danessa, the dicksucker in the flesh.

“Yeah, I was there,” she said, nodding her head.

“You were there?” I asked. She said it as if she attended a function or helped coordinate it. “Girl you wild,” I added.

She had to know that. I popped my tongue from the roof of my mouth making a noise a horse makes when it walks, hoping Ziggy would catch the hint. Whoa, Kemo Sabe! I know I told him about this ho and what went down at the party. They rode off and I couldn’t wait to see this nigga tomorrow cause she ain’t nuthin. I’m gonna eat his ass alive.

The next day ready to burn him up, she pulled up with him again. Last night was cool ‘cause it was nighttime. It’s hard to see in the dark. Today it is all sunny and bright. Spotlight. Is that what he wants? Is he serious? What is he doing? He’s got to be out of his mind. Nah, he must not remember. He couldn’t have. No way possible. I knew my boy way better than that. He got out to holla at me, then backtracked to the car. He must’ve forgot something. He better not kiss her. He better not. Ooooweeeeee! He handed her his stash of weed and pills to hold. As soon as he caught up with me, I asked, “What you doing with her?”

“That’s my bitch!”

“She ain’t nuthin.”

“You crazy,” he said, sticking up for his bitch. I love Ziggy to death, but he’s a sucker-for-love-ass nigga. I hate that shit. He actually be loving these hoes. “Man, that’s that bitch that ate Gumby up.”

He looked at me like, And your point is? “Who ain’t sucking dick? I bet yo mama got a dick in her mouth right now.”

“I’m sure she do, but yo ho gonna eat any and everybody. Fuck everything!”

“You gotdamn right. She fucking me right now, though.”

“Whatever nigga.” If he like it then I love it.


I got ambitions to climb from the bottom
You can get ‘em ‘cause I got ‘em, stack my cash then knot ‘em
By the bundles, never struggle ‘cause I’m keeping my hustle
So watch this bitch as I pull tricks and keep on flexin’ my muscles
So understand that I got plans when it comes to my grand
I’m not a man but I got potential to do all I can
Just to stand on these two feet, don’t give a damn if they hurt
Doing dirt for what it’s worth, yeah I’m passing out work.



I was on the road doing show after show for six months. Each performance was sold out. Everybody has their time to shine and right then I was the hottest thing going. I got used to my weekends being booked up. What I couldn’t get used to was all the shootings and fights that would occur at my shows. I grew up in the hood and I used to be that one who shut the club down ‘cause I wanted to fight. This was normal for someone like me. What wasn’t normal was when the media tries to make you responsible for the actions of the next drunk muthafucka. How they going to blame me? All I did was jump on stage and do what I do best. Not once did the media or the protesters say anything about the bartender that made that drink for Mr. Act-An-Ass. Those little clubs in those little towns really show their asses. They always want to show out and let it be known they on the map, too. Bumfuck-Egypt we see you!

My love life was shot to hell ‘cause of my work. I didn’t care ‘cause it’s not work when you doing something you love. Kai was on some “You-never-got-time-for-me” mess. I quit explaining and arguing and just said, “You right.” Well she was, and she didn’t like that, either. I gave up.

Bone thinks I had went BIG, but I was still the same person that I was. He wasn’t fooling me, he was just mad ‘cause he expected me to show him a certain kind of love. He wanted the same love shown to me on the price of the dope for him. How? Now I am changing. So I put that song on my ringtone by B.o.B. They say that I’m changing ‘cause I’m getting famous. He hate that, too. “When he started acting like that I just separated myself. He’ll come back around. He always do. Right now I got too much going on to be having sex.

“You need to get over here.”

The urgency in Ziggy’s voice told me something wasn’t right.

“You just got here. Now where you going?”

“Are you for real, Kai?” Asking me some crazy shit like that. She went mute. She knew better. That question might cost her. I’m subject not to come home.

I got to the laundromat and the back room was filled with boxes of Tide. A regular day on the job. Five boxes were emptied on the floor. A pile of laundry detergent. Why the mess?

“What’s up, Ziggy?”

“I opened up five boxes and they’re empty.”

“Huh?”

“Nothing ain’t in these. I didn’t want to open any more.”

I picked the other ones up and they didn’t feel like nothing was in them. I shook up a few and opened up two just to see for myself. I examined the other ones just like I did the first time to see if it’s a shuck. No shuck. A simple mistake. One phone call will fix all of this.

I reached in my black Gucci backpack and looked on the back of the phones until I found the one with the letter W for Wes. I had so many phones and the prepaid ones all looked the same. This line was just for me and him. I dialed him.

“Yeah?”

“You sent the wrong boxes.”

“Huh?”

Humph! He sounds like me. “These are all empty.”

“Empty?” His tone changed. “Look, homegirl. I don’t know what kind of game you playing, but me and my peeps don’t play like that. That truck that delivered your shit came all the way from Florida. It didn’t just stop at you. How everybody else shit that made it is good? You the only one calling with some ‘it’s empty.’ You got sixty bricks. That’s what it is.”

Basically he was telling me I had to pay for something I never received. He sounded like a fool. It wasn’t April so squash the April Fool’s joke. Ashton Kutcher plays all the time, but this is too Mafia for TV …

“I ain’t paying for something I didn’t get.”

“I know what we sent.”

“I only touched seven. The others still sitting here. Come up here and see.”

“I ain’t getting on no plane to come there and look at some Tide boxes they sell at the store. Silly-ass broad.”

“Let me call you back.” I didn’t know what else to do. I thought about what he said. “Tide boxes they sell at the store.” Somebody switched them. It was that simple. I looked at Ziggy, who I had known since we were in the third grade. I hated to even consider that. There was nothing sheisty about us. We didn’t believe in that; besides, he was with me. He wouldn’t do no shit like that. He eating too good to bite the hand that feeds him. He wouldn’t jeopardize our connect. Besides, he know these boys were not playing.

I had him take me step-by-step through what happened when he came inside. Me and Ziggy. My army. How we gonna go to war? It’s not us playing and it’s not them. Who was it then? I got back on the phone.

“How well do you know the driver?”

“What?” Wes was not being reasonable.

“Is there a possibility the driver could have switched it?”

“No.”

“Are you one-hundred-percent sure?”

“Yeah.”

“How you know that?”

“It’s my uncle. That’s how I know.”

“Oh.” I hung up but I didn’t think that meant anything. I got an uncle who smokes much dope and will steal from you in a minute.

The only ones with a key to this place are Ziggy, my cousin who knows nothing about my drug business, and me. Ziggy’s whereabouts were accounted for ‘cause when he wasn’t with me he was doing something for me. There was no way. It was on their end. What was I going to do?

You can’t trust nobody. Somebody did this and now I am responsible for the bill. I wanted to catch a flight to Miami since Wes wouldn’t come here but I felt that if I did there was a strong possibility I wouldn’t be coming back. I had to think of something to make this right.

I wasted two days trying to think of what could have happened. I called Wes with all my theories and he didn’t want to hear none of them. I didn’t want to get out of bed. I thought if I slept the bad dream would go away ‘cause you control your dreams. I knew I had to do something. I didn’t know what these muthafuckas would do and when.

Ziggy was banging on my door. I got up to let him in.

“Get up, bitch!”

“For what?”

He handed me a lit blunt for breakfast.

“I don’t know if I want that stank breath to touch my blunt. Your breath smell like it fertilized this dodie we smoking.”

I hit the blunt, stank breath and all.

“How much you got?” he asked.

That is not nothing you tell. From the attire to the rides to the crib, the picture may look one way, but it’s always another. He shook off his question since he knew he wasn’t going to get an answer.

“Yummie, I got three hundred thousand. I don’t know what our bill is and I know that my little three is not going to get it, but do you got something to donate to the pot to pay these niggas so we can keep this shit going? Yeah, they wiping me out but it’s a bigger picture. Shit don’t stop. Somebody got that shit and we gonna get cut off trying to solve a case where the pieces are not adding up.”

“But we—”

He cut me off in midsentence. “Look, man. This is what I do. You rap. You got a life ahead of you. This all I know. This like Dr. Dre coming to you and willing to back you up all the way. You can’t go wrong. How you gonna go wrong? This how I feel about this shit. Gimme my blunt and go take a bath, bitch!”

The water rejuvenated my spirit and mind. I felt like a new person. Or was it the blunt? Regardless, I had a plan. I was stuck between giving Wes everything we had or flipping what we had. I had to do something.

As I was drying off, Ziggy stuck his head in the bathroom. “You know your boy got some work.”

“Who?”

“Bone.”

Bone kept work but he couldn’t serve us, but whatever he got I was going to get it. Something is better than nothing. I got ready to call Bone but had to think of what I was going to say. Our last episode wasn’t nice. I smiled thinking of his last comment. “You gonna need me before I need you.” What can I say other than he was right?

“You want your props?” I said to him on the phone.

“Who is this?” Now he don’t know my voice. “What you want, man? My props for what?” he asked.

“You were right. I need you, baby.”

“You don’t need me, remember?”

“Yes I do. I miss me some Bone.”

“What you miss?”

“I miss how you stick that dick in me and pull it out and stick it back in my mouth. That’s what I miss. Can I come home? Hold on.” I put the phone by my pussy and stuck my finger inside of me. Umph! Her slurping noise told him she missed him, too. “You hear her?”

“Yeah I hear her.”

“Can I come get me some D?”

“Huh?” If you can huh, you can hear. Yeah my pussy was wet but did I mean dope or dick? Both. I miss fucking that nigga. He know it. “Can I come get me some dick?”

“Yeah.”


The baddest bitch getting it, I’ve been getting mine
I fuck him for his pack then flip it ‘bout ten times
I’m really in these streets like these niggas say they is
Did my time in the pen like these niggas say they did
So before this rap shit I was on that trap shit
First bitch in the hood that they know that had bricks.



I felt like I had done all that sucking and fucking for nothing. This nigga wouldn’t go down on the price for nothing.

“You wouldn’t go down on your ticket,” he reminded me.

“You wanted me to give them to you for what I am getting them for. That don’t make sense, Bone.”

“That’s what I’m trying to tell you.”

“You wasn’t buying as many as I’m going to buy. I can’t make nothing off what you trying to give them to me for. That’s what I sell them for.”

I wanted to throw up the nut that I just swallowed. Muthafucka. He had thirty I was trying to take off his hands.

“Suck this dick one more time and I’ll go down one stack.”

A thousand dollars off. Wow! Thank you but no thank you.

He noticed I didn’t comprehend. “A stack off each of ‘em.”

He didn’t have to tell me twice. I know it sounds real hoeish of me. I was his ho so I didn’t care what nobody thought. I nutted sucking that dick. That time I didn’t swallow it. I let that dick squirt all over my face. I rubbed it all over my mouth like a messy eater. A bitch with no manners. That’s me. I made sixty profit and was calling him for more. More D. Please baby baby baby please.

I pulled up at Bone’s. Dick is a form of reconciliation. Nobody ever asks “Will you be my man?” Dick seals that. I pulled up in his driveway like I had called his black ass and gave him a heads-up. He looked surprised. “Damn. You don’t call?”

“Nope. I’m home. What I’m gonna call for?”

I had interrupted his shower time. I followed him to his bedroom. I small-talked over the running water. His phone vibrated. I had no idea I was sitting on it. Ooh! That shit felt good. I’m such a freak. I pulled the phone from my ass. The screen read Danessa. I only knew one of them. I looked toward the shower. He fucking with her, too? Damn!

Instead of answering it, I pushed in his code. I flipped to the text and the majority were from her. I love you. None of these niggas don’t mean nothing to me. I loved you since I was little. How old is this bitch? What we going to do for our five year anniversary? Five years? How they going on five and we going on nine years? I skipped all the bullshit and went to the sent. Time is everything.

“You miss me, Yummie? ‘Cause I really miss you,” he said from the shower.

“You know I miss you, Bone.”

He texted her, I only love you. These niggas don’t have a clue. Yummie swear she a down bitch but she don’t have shit on you. You the truth. I raised you. You my bitch and don’t you ever forget it.

The water stopped. I closed the message and locked it back. If you not careful you can tell somebody been on your phone. Not me! My stomach turned. I knew he was not using a rubber on her. She freaking. He freaking. Whatever they got, I got it. Sharing is caring. I know he mess with other women but I thought this nigga only loved me. I keep it one hundred. How come he can’t? Disgust had me ready to leave.

“You know my folks got some more dope,” he said, standing in the doorway choking the life out his dick.

Die Dick Die!

“What he got?” I asked.

“He got thirty more.”

“How much?”

“What you gonna do for it?”

“Quit playing, Bone.”

“I’m for real.”

I knew he was serious and I would have been, too, had I not read the texts. “I’m on my period.” Everybody else lying, why not me?

“Your mouth not bleeding.”

“You know I like to take my clothes off and play with this pussy while I suck that dick.”

His dick was getting harder. Say something. I touched my imaginary pad. “Did I leave any of those overnight thick pads ‘cause I’m bleeding big clots? I think something wrong.”

He let go of his dick. Not only did Bone give up, but his dick did, too. Good.

“I got to go to the studio. I hate when they just show up and expect me to be there. That’s crazy.” Another lie.

“You lucky you on your period ‘cause I was gonna punish you.”

I bet. “Can you have that for me in the morning?” I asked.

“I’ll tell him to hold them for you.”

It’s so true when you look for something you find it. I had to tell somebody. I wanted to go straight over to Ziggy’s but that would be like answering the phone because he can’t hold water when it comes to his women. She’ll know I know, then they will have one up on me. I went to Cubby’s. She still messing with Wes and he did a wonderful job upgrading her. I told her about her homegirl messing with Bone.

“That’s not my homegirl. She my homegirl’s girl. I’ll call her now to see what she will tell me. She tells everybody’s business. Watch this.” She quickly dialed a number. “Shiela, when I see you I’m smacking the dog shit out of you and your friend … You know what I’m talking about … Your homegirl messing with Wes and he bought her a car. As a matter of fact, you got a new X6, let me find out you screwing him, too … Nah! … As a matter of fact, I’m on my way now.”

Cubby was calling her bluff and making up shit. Everybody knew Cubby loved to tote that pistol. She did time for shooting a girl. Ole girl on the other line started talking like she was trying to save her life.

“Umm, hmmm … Yeah … Ummm … Hummm … For real? … I don’t care about that. All I care about is Wes … I know. Girl, I’m not like that … I’m not going to say nothing … Don’t you say nothing … Wes don’t care about nothing like that.”

I was dying to know.

“Okay. Call me, girl.” She hung up and looked at me.

“What? Tell me.”

“Let me get that Patrón out first.”

I paid my debt and waited for my work to come through. Wes claimed I don’t know how to talk to people. It ain’t me. Although I’m still bothered about the whole ordeal, I’m not tripping. I know I wasn’t in the wrong.

“You hear that? Shhh …”

It was so dark in that damn laundromat of mine you couldn’t see anything. The light turned on. Her eyes got big when she saw me but they got bigger when she saw two other men with me. They were dressed in black and wore gloves. They only weighed 185 pounds, if that. Little-bitty-ass niggas that didn’t play. She had locked the door behind her. There was no going anywhere. She did that.

“It was you. You stole all my dope and was going to steal it again. Ha! Well, all their dope.” I looked at them.

“Don’t do nothing to me. Bone told me to do it. Please. I’m sorry …” She started crying.

“Bone said you were more down than me, but I wouldn’t be crying right now. You all begging and shit,” I said calmly.

“What you gonna do? You gonna kill me?”

“Girl, no.”

She took a deep breath, relieved and ready to handle her consequences like a big girl.

“You remember how I met you? At the club you were sucking good dick. I had never seen that done in my life. You are amazing! That’s how I want to always remember you. I’m gonna tell you how we gonna do this. You taking us to Bone’s house like you just stole from us again with your scandalous ass. One slip up and they,” I said, gesturing to the two guys, “gonna do you.”

“Okay. Okay. I’ll do whatever you want me to do,” she said, still pleading.

I kicked that ho in her ass while we were going out the door. “Yeah, bitch. I know your kind.”

She escorted us into the house. Bone had left the door unlocked. Just ready. He walked into the room wearing nothing but a towel and holding a bottle of champagne.

“For me?” I asked.

He dropped the bottle, causing it to shatter.

“I didn’t get to see what kind. We celebrating. You didn’t even tell me. Awww!” I smacked my face with both hands. “Do you know what today is? It’s our anniversary,” I sang. “That’s that jam. Ain’t it, Bone?”

He stood speechless.

“How you going to do me like that? Bone, this me. You raised me, too. You were my first. I’ve been with you since I was sixteen. I had my first threesome with you. You played a part in who I am today. I’m hurt.” I pounded my heart.

He still said nothing.

I picked up a candleholder and swung it at him, hitting him upside his head. “Say something, muthafucka. She suck better dick than me, Bone? Do she?” He rubbed his head, looking like a mu’fucka suppose to feel sorry for his ass.

“Nah, man.”

“I don’t believe shit you say. Let me judge for myself if she is a better dicksucker than me.” I laid back and crossed my legs.

“Nah.”

The guys pulled out their guns with silencers and for the first time spoke. “You don’t have a choice, playboy. Go to your bitch and drop the towel.”

He did just that.

She looked at me.

“Don’t look at me. Look at the nigga who raised you.”

She was crying.

He looked like he had to shit. His dick would not get hard. They both were not cooperating. Danessa kept acting like she was going to choke on his dick even though she could easily deep-throat it. I got up ‘cause I had seen enough. The guys took one step toward them.

“You said you wasn’t going to kill me.” She was talking to me with that dick in her mouth. I had to look at her before going out the door. “That’s my girl right there. You know I’m not going to kill you.”

Their bodies hitting the floor was the only noise I heard.

I went back to the laundromat to make sure business was being handled. As I approached the back, I could hear Ziggy opening up boxes.

“Man, you don’t even know how I feel.”

“How you feel?” I asked.

“Just glad we got some work.” I tossed a pillow at him as hard as I could.

“Why you throw that at me?”

“Since you doing all that pillowtalking I thought you would tell me everything I needed to know.”

He stood up.

“Or do I have to have your dick in my mouth for you to breach our trust? Fuck the shit out of you, and while you sleep, go get a copy of the key to the laundromat. Silly mu’fucka! How could you tell her our business?”

“It wasn’t even like that, Yummie.”

“Then how was it?”

He shook his head no. “She kept talking about what the next man saying about me, how they got this and that. I just got tired of hearing it. So I cut it short by talking big-boy shit. I told her if I cut their water they’ll die of thirst.”

“So you told her you supplying them?”

“In so many words, yeah.”

“You told her how we getting our shit? Ziggy, what’s big-boy about that? That wasn’t cool. I didn’t like it and neither did Wes.”

“He ain’t shit! What he got to do with it?”

“I got a lot to do with it, Mr. Lover Boy. Did you forget to tell her that?” Wes entered the room with It Number One and It Number Two.

“Man, I don’t want no problem.”

“Oh, we got a problem.”

“You going to do me like that, Yummie? That’s your get down?”

“You need to be asking yourself that. Is that how you get down? I’m a bitch and I don’t even get down like that.”

It Number One and It Number Two started putting on their gloves. “That’s fucked up, Yummie!” Ziggy screamed.

“No! You fucked up! You can’t turn this on me. I’m so fucked up, but because of me you just gonna get your ass whipped instead of killed. Fucked up would be me sitting here watching you get your ass whipped. I can’t ‘cause I’m gonna want to help you.”

I got up and shut the door. I wanted to cry. No matter how hard I tried to hold back, a tear fell from my eye. “Where my sunglasses at?”

The streets were calling. I had five soldiers remaining. I had to get my hands dirty whether I liked it or not. Ziggy was supposed to be right here with his mouth wired up so we could keep this shit pushing. They promised they wouldn’t kill him. How you beat someone to death?

“He didn’t serve a purpose,” is all Wes would say.

This nigga think he God? How are you the one to determine that? “He was too valuable to be off the team.” No matter how strongly I felt about it, I didn’t bother going into a debate with Wes.

“Yummie, if it makes you feel any better, he didn’t want to be here on this Earth.”

“He told you that?” I asked, sounding naïve.

“He didn’t fight for his life. He’s gone on home.”

Home?

I went to the studio to take my mind off everything that was going on. I just wanted to release it all.


Imagine getting some head from a bitch that is so vicious
Deep throat’n, don’t choke, said the dick’s delicious
Get malicious in conversation and forget about
Where u at and all da shit that came outta your mouth
Pillow talks a mu’fucka it turns niggas to bitches
Never knowing that how you do it is far worse than the
   open snitches.



While the producer mixed down the track, it sounded like all my phones were going off at the same time.

“You can’t put them on vibrate?”

“Nah.” I felt like an operator for a shopping network. It wasn’t the same person yet they had the same story. They were all complaining that the work was bad.

“Bad? Is something coming back when you cook it?”

The producer looked at me. I had forgotten my whereabouts. I’m so used to being in here by myself. Bad habit. I went into the other room.

“Yeah. But I’m losing a zip off each nine-uh.”

He’s losing an ounce off each quarter bird. Nine ounces in a quarter bird. Nevermind. “Just let me know your losses and call me back.”

I called Wes and informed him of what was going on. “That shit wasn’t bad. I got some of the same shit right here. Nobody else not calling.”

How did I know he was going to say that? He was really getting on my nerves. I didn’t get back half of what Bone took from me. I’m down and now he want me to come out my profit to make up the difference. Man, this shit is crazy! “So what you want me to tell them?”

“Tell them to find somebody who know how to cook. That oil base you got to cook slow. Besides, how they going to complain when there is no work in the city and they are getting it on consignment? They were not going to do anything but cut it anyway. Tell them don’t cut it.”

How I look telling them that? That’s bad business. Him not trying to straighten this out was bad business. I was beginning to feel Wes was like the record contract I couldn’t get out of. I couldn’t win for losing. That’s why I ain’t got nothing!

My lawyer called me first. “Thank you Jesus.” My case had been dropped. I paid him enough. They say them Jews know what they doing. He made a believer out of me. Handle your business. I see you!

I turned on the television and that fast it had leaked to the press. Damn! Did they know before me? I thought my fans would be happy for me. The press, the world, people’s fucked-up way of thinking had turned something positive for me into something negative. They even had a number you could call to vote whether I was snitching or not. What? Why couldn’t they accept the fact that I paid seventy-five thousand dollars to my lawyer and would have given him more to get me off?

I had a meeting with my record label. Every time something popped off or caused controversy, I thought they finally were going to let me go. I couldn’t be that lucky. My album was supposed to drop in two months and the following Tuesday I was scheduled to drop my first single. I had the full layout of my first video. I was trying to get them to let Quanie Cash direct my first video. These meetings made me sick though. They sat around and sniffed a bunch of cocaine and thought about how they were going to screw me around.

“Well we think ‘cause of the bad publicity that we should just put your project on the shelf for a minute.”

“What’s a minute?” I asked all frantic. I knew it was going to be some shit in the game. When I think of a shelf I think of it being dusty. Is my album going to collect dust?

“We are in the same city. We’ll call you. Let’s just see if everything that is going on in the media blows over. Nobody loves a snitch in the music industry.”

“I ain’t no muthafuckin snitch!”

“Calm down. I’m not saying you are. It just doesn’t look good. That’s all.”

I called Wes to vent and let him know what they were saying about his number one hustler. I had already sent that money. I only owed him like one hundred thousand. I knew he was going to trip. A nickel bag sold in the park, he wants in on it. I was doing my best to round it up. It’s hard when your clientele is short-handed.

“So, is it true?”

“Is what true?” I asked. All I could think about at the moment was what they were saying about me. I didn’t know whether he was going to call the number and cast a vote.

“Did your case get dropped?”

“Yeah.” I didn’t sound like someone who was grateful or blessed. The case being dropped seemed more of a curse. Maybe it was just my punishment for all the wrongdoings that I had done in my life. Karma. My music was doing so well when I caught the charge. Now the case was gone, I’m not doing good at all. They want me to become a Ja Rule.

Wes sat on the other end of the line quiet as a church mouse. Mouse. Rat. Wrong metaphor.

“I’m going to have that money for you in the next few days.”

“Forget about it.”

“For real?” ‘Bout time he showed me some slack. Now he was being business-minded. Then I paused. Was he quoting the movie The Godfather? What was he going to say next? Just leave the gun, take the cannoli? I wanted to ask, “Are you done fucking with me?” But I couldn’t bring myself to say it.

I called back an hour later, and my assumption was correct. The number had been changed.


Somebody told somebody some story about what I did
What did I do ‘cause what I did affects the way I live
They said I said something (huh), so what I say
I told what to who, to the cops, that ain’t no way to play
Miss me with your misery history’s gonna prove it
Dat snitching ain’t in my blood but yours we can’t remove it.



I had isolated myself in the studio, making hit after hit to prepare myself if I got locked up. I didn’t want the fans that I still had left to forget me. I can’t be forgotten. I put on my headphones to block out any sound. The headphones also prevented negative thoughts from coming to the surface. I wanted so bad to write, but the pen wouldn’t write shit that made sense. Words turned into scribbles.

I held my head to prevent the migraine from coming. In a short amount of time, BET had pulled every video I had. I had mad publicity but the wrong message; no snitching. How that sound? I worked too hard my twenty-four years on this earth for this to be where I am. Where am I?

I despise a snitch. I never understood how a snitch could do what they do and walk the same streets and breathe the same air as the person they told on like it’s nothing. That’s unbelievable to me. I can’t sell one brick ‘cause a mu’fucka scared of me. Most of them locked up and the ones that are not act like they’re done with the game. Yeah right! I don’t blame them though. I wouldn’t mess with me.

Kai strolled into the studio dressed like she was ready to go to a major event. She seldom goes out. She probably just shit, shaved, and bathed to come here. This is her happening spot. Her perfume cleared my sinuses. My mind was so gone I couldn’t think of that smell to save my life even though I had the same perfume. She dressed like she ready to do something in that little skirt. I’m willing to bet she wasn’t wearing any panties. She probably contemplated sex all the way up here. I hate to be the one to disappoint her ‘cause I’m not thinking about her ass.

The engineer had left so it was just the two of us in the studio. She started rubbing my shoulders to ease the tension. She felt it. My mind went elsewhere. Snitch. I couldn’t think of one person in my family that sold out. Snitch. Me. Never. Humph! The shit they say. I tell you they will say anything out here.

Kai had eased in between my legs and I never noticed her. Shows how much I was paying attention. She squatted down and began kissing my inner thigh. I looked at her. I couldn’t be turned on tonight even if my life depended on it.

“No, Kai.”

She pretended like she didn’t hear me. I didn’t want to have to repeat myself since she probably thought I was playing hard to get. Instead I rolled my chair back, away from her.

“Kai, I said no. What part of no don’t you understand?”

“You sometimes say no and we still do it.”

“Man, I can’t do this.”

She stood up and came toward me. “What you mean you can’t do this?”

I didn’t know what I meant. Was I actually speaking of the moment or of us in the present. Everything around me didn’t make sense no more.

“Exactly what I said. Look, man, I don’t need this right now.”

Not able to leave well enough alone, she had to go and say, “It’s always what you need. What about what I need? It’s not always about you although that may seem hard for you to believe. I sit around and let you do you.”

“You let me?”

“I never say nothing.”

“You let me?” I couldn’t get past that. How she going to let me do anything? I am a grown-ass woman. She’s like the rest of these mu’fuckas, just say anything. I took the same hand that was holding this big head of mine and wiped down my face real slowly as if to change my expression. Here comes the drama. I swear this girl needed her own reality show.

“When you gon’ realize it’s me that loves you? Everybody else don’t mean you no good. Bone didn’t do half the shit I do. Now he dead and I thought he was always the problem, but it wasn’t him. It’s you.”

I didn’t want to be reminded of that. That’s why I hate telling people shit. I got up ‘cause I had heard enough. Meeting adjourned. She stood in front of the door because she didn’t want me to leave.

“Move.”

Tears flooded her face like someone in her family just died.

I was exhausted and it read all over my face. I exhaled. Here we go again. I turned my head to the right because I didn’t want to see nor hear this shit. Out of all the shit going on with me, look at this. Does it ever stop?

Somebody, anybody, blow my gotdamn brains out! It can’t be that easy, huh Lord? You only gonna put on me no more than I can bear?

I looked at her. She was still talking. Did this girl ever stop? Obviously not. I could hear her, but the words were not registering. She repeated herself so much that I could say it for her if she decided to take a break. I couldn’t forget that if I wanted to. How? She’s the type who goes on and on about everything that she had ever done for you. All the ripping and running, the penitentiary chances, the meals she cooked, to the gas she put in my car. A car she drives. How that sound? How I never paid her for the penitentiary chances. Yeah right! I felt I did so much for her that that was her obligation. I took good care of her. She my bitch, why wouldn’t I? Anything she asked for she got and this bitch mouth stayed on ask. Her next victim got problems for real. She better have money.

So in reality, we even. Fair exchange, no robbery. I could try to bogart my way through the door, but she likes to scratch. I didn’t have time for that. She the only female I know that don’t go to the nail shop. A natural bitch. Her nails were not long but they were strong. They chipped in the right places to give them the sharpness they needed to draw blood. I think she kept them that way so that she could use them as a weapon.

Because of her tears and on some prove my love shit, there was no doubt in my mind she wouldn’t fight me today. I walked back to the console and pushed record because a song played in my head and maybe I could get Kai on a skit. Since she wouldn’t realize it, she’d be spilling her heart out and it’d be genuine. I chuckled within. You got to laugh to keep from crying.

“I love you, Mayam.”

She said my government name as if that made a difference. Only white people called me that.

“I’ve done everything that I could possibly do, and it’s not enough.”

Don’t tell me Kai going to throw in the towel, too. I never expected that. I thought she would be the last one standing. Just goes to show nothing last forever.

“What have you done? What makes you so different than anyone else?” I had all day to wait on an answer. After all, what else did I have to do? Nothing. I didn’t have a nigga, no friends, no work, no money, no fans, and now my bitch was getting ready to leave me. I still didn’t give a damn. I sat down.

“You don’t love me like I love you.”

“How you know? You don’t know that.” She was pissing me off. “Kai, you stay with your hand out. You don’t do shit for me. Everything you do for me I do for you in return. You don’t pay a damn bill. Say you do! You think you look that good? I got a bitch that’s killing you.” I didn’t. She will never tell the next muthafucka she left me.

She got ready to charge me. I looked at my gun at my side. Come on, you don’t want to do that. I wasn’t fighting her today. I wouldn’t kill her, but I would do some Harlem Nights shit and shoot her in her pinky toe. See if she love me enough not to press charges. Add that to the list of sacrifices. Let’s test our love. I mean, how much time could I do for a pinkie toe? I bet I would’ve done more time for the coke than the toe. It’s the law.

Her eyes followed mine.

“I promise, you don’t want to do that today. I promise, you don’t.”

Her Keith Sweat face disappeared. Her tears were going nowhere with me so she tried another approach. Lil Jon in the house. I could tell she was getting ready to get nasty by her mean mug. She was moving her head like I had just conjured a major beat and had a hit on my hands and she was one of many that was feeling it. We all know Lil Jon will get a muthafucka whipped in the club. All I can say is don’t do it!

“You use to talk about Bone like he that nigga. That’s not the same nigga that didn’t go to court with you, is it? Is that the same nigga that swore up and down it wasn’t his baby, as if me and you could make one? Tah!” She let out a nasty laugh. “He didn’t contribute toward the abortion, nor was he there. Oh! Don’t tell me he was there. Was he, Yummie? I didn’t see him, but he was right there.” The bitch touched my heart.

“What you said!” What else was I going to say? I bobbed my head to the imaginary beat we all were vibing to. Don’t stop now.

“It hurt when he did you the way he did, didn’t it, Yummie? You so smart, yet you so stupid.”

“Yo mama.” I knew her mama was dead. She didn’t give a damn, neither did I.

“He didn’t do half the shit I do!”

I didn’t want to hear all that shit again. “Get your ass outta here, Kai. I’m done with yo ass, too.”

“How you think yo charge got dropped, muthafucka?”

“What?”

“How you think your charge got dropped? Fed cases don’t get dropped, you stupid muthafucka. You thought it was God, huh? You thanked him, didn’t you? Just like you. You thanked everybody but me.”

She lost me. Confusion was all over my face.

“I’m the one that sat in an abortion clinic while you killed a baby I didn’t make. I can’t even have kids and here you are just killing ‘em. Your form of birth control. I’m the one that was in court with you. I’m the one that cried my eyes to sleep ‘cause of the time you faced.”

“I didn’t cry, so why you crying?”

“You so fucking hard. You should’ve had a dick, you ungrateful bitch. Yo ass wouldn’t have been so hard if they would’ve gave you all that time they was talking. But, see, I know you under all that armor you wear, Mayam. Youse a bitch. Youse a me.”

I never heard Kai talk like that. I guess R. Kelly hit it on the nose; When a Woman’s Fed Up.

“I love you so much I didn’t want you to do a day. I’m the one that went to the Feds and made their job easy. I’m the one that cut the deal with them.”

“The Feds can’t do that. You don’t even have a charge.”

“The Feds can do what they want to do.” She not only worked for them she cosigned for them also. Where was this bitch’s badge at? It wasn’t around her neck on a long necklace. It wasn’t on her side belt, nor in her wallet. Perhaps her purse? Nah! I couldn’t see it. It was right there. I pointed at her heart. This bitch got snitch in her blood. Yeah, it was over.

Having no idea what I was thinking, she said, “Yeah, that’s love.”

“So, what deal you cut, Kai?”

“Every drop off I told ‘em.”

“You what?”

“I told them every time and every person you dropped work off to.”

“Man-Man?”

“Yeah Man-Man. You or Man-Man?” She held up her hands—Man-Man in one hand and me in the other. My hand was higher than Man-Man. Lucky me.

“Man-Man is my cousin, you stupid bitch!”

“See, I knew you wouldn’t understand; that’s why I never told you.”

“Bush?” I had to know.

“Bush, K.D., and Rachid.”

“I grew up with all of them.”

I had tears in my eyes. What had she done? She misinterpreted my tears and leaned in and kissed me with those same lips that she ran her mouth with.

“See? That’s love, Yummie. Nobody loves you like I do.”

“I don’t want you loving me.”

She backed away.

“That’s that scary love. See, you thought you knew me, but you don’t have a clue who I am. You don’t listen to my music. My fans—well the fans I had before you did what you did—knew me better than you. I say what I mean and I mean what I say. I don’t give a damn about going to jail. This is my first charge, bitch! I meet the safety valve.”

“What’s that?”

“You work for them and you don’t know what that is? Less time for first offenders. You so fucking smart. I’m hot at you for not doing your homework. All I give a fuck about is my music and these streets. The streets would be waiting on me. My music was gonna be heard while I laid down. Why you think I’ve been in the studio doing a Tupac? I’ve been meeting with my entertainment lawyer and Jimmy Iovine at Interscope Records, and I was getting out of this contract and branching off to start my own label. Thanks to you, Miss Federale”—I let my tongue roll like a Mexican—”I lost that. I lost my fans. I lost my plug. I lost my soldiers.”

“You got me.”

I looked at her. She was beautiful inside and out. She meant well, but not what I stand for. Not representing me and what I’m trying to do. A tear fell from my eye. I thought of all the shit she did without her throwing it up in my face this time. Damn! I was gonna miss her.

“Naw, Kai. I’M GOOD.”

She looked at me. A tear fell from her eye, too. She knew it was officially over. I picked up the nine. The red button was shining, meaning everything we said, and were still saying, was being recorded. A smile crept onto my face. I thought of my fans coming back to me ‘cause my music was gonna live. I put the nine to my head. Nobody would ever believe Kai did that shit on her own. “I’d rather be dead than labeled a snitch. Here go your payment for fucking off mine.”

BOOM!

Now that’s a muthafuckin song for you.




End of sample
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