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Prologue



“Good morning, staff,” the warden said, greeting the morning roll call filled with correction officers.

Some officers said good morning as well, and some saluted him.

“I decided to take the time out to talk to you about a serious problem. I’ve been getting a lot of phone calls from the inspector general’s office with allegations of corruption that may be going on in this particular facility. This is unacceptable. These inmates are not your friends.”

The warden continued. “You are not to go beyond the scope of your duties as a New York City correction officer to provide these detainees with anything but what is required within the minimum standards. I’m pretty sure that you know what your job consists of, and you realize that you are here to uphold correction law and adhere to the rules and regulations of the department. If I find out that someone is breaking these rules, I will make sure that you will be removed from this command. Now, keeping your job is your job, and I hope that I won’t have to make that decision for you.”

The warden gave the roll call captain a nod, signaling for him to proceed. The captain began briefing the roll call and then called out names for post assignments. After everyone received their posts, roll call dispersed. A small group of female officers immediately began whispering among each other.


“You know who’s one of the people that the warden was talkin’ about, right?” said CO Watkins. She was the facility gossip queen who made it her business to know what was going on at work.

“No, who?” asked CO Porter, a heavyset female with a pretty face.

“He’s talkin’ about Howell. You know Howell. The one who has Five North steady?” asked Watkins.

CO Harris interjected, “Oh, yeah, that’s Deputy Dog’s fiancée.”

CO Butner laughed. “Now why are you callin’ Deputy Simmons ‘Deputy Dog’?” The other officers snickered along with her.

“Because he’s a dog. Can’t you look at the man and tell that he’s a dog?” Harris asked. “He was messin’ with Howell first, had a baby on her with some officer from C-95, then him and Howell got back together and God knows who else he’s doin’ right now. Damn shame that he—,” Harris began.

Watkins cut her off. “Girl, please! That’s old news! I’m just talkin’ about Howell. Now she has a child of her own. Only the father of that baby isn’t Deputy Dog.”

Porter opened her eyes real wide. She was the new jack of the small clique, having only been on the job two years. “So who is her baby daddy then?” she asked.

“An inmate,” said Harris. Porter and Butner looked at each other in amazement.

“Are you serious?” asked Butner. “How do y’all know this?”

“We just know. That’s been the rumor around here for the past two years. Her son has her last name and everything. If that was Deputy Dog’s baby, then why doesn’t he have his father’s last name, right?” asked Watkins. All the ladies nodded their heads in agreement. “Not to mention, Howell rolls with Captain Phillips, another ho who’s been known to mess around with inmates.”

Porter shook her head. “Those hoes are so scandalous! Why would someone risk their job like that? I couldn’t do it. I need my job.”

Harris gave Butner a pound. “I second you on that. Howell must have some real self-esteem issues. I mean, she’s a pretty girl; why she would want to deal with an inmate is beyond me. Isn’t she and Deputy Dog supposed to be gettin’ married?”

“I heard that, too,” said Watkins. “But I also heard that the inmate she supposedly had the baby by, last name is Gordon. He used to be housed in Five North a few years ago.”

“Girl, I know who you’re talkin’ about!” said Harris excitedly. Porter and Butner looked on. “I remember that inmate. His name is Rasheed Gordon. He was a tall guy with locks in his hair. Nice-lookin’ guy, too. Yes, he was.”

Butner and Porter laughed at Harris. Watkins didn’t. “Please, girl. Gordon, or whatever his name was, was an inmate. I don’t look at inmates in a sexual manner. I am not physically attracted to them at all! I just don’t like them and I dare one of these nasty-ass crooks to try to holler at me!”

Harris rolled her eyes at Watkins. “C’mon, Watkins. You are goin’ really hard right now. If a man is nice lookin’, he’s nice lookin’. Bein’ an inmate has nothin’ to do with it. A man is still a man.”

Watkins turned her nose up. She was adamant about her opinion. “Well, I wouldn’t mess around with an inmate, I don’t care how fine he is, and I damn sure don’t want to be around any officer who fucks with one. If I even see an officer gettin’ too familiar with an inmate, I’m reportin’ them to the inspector general’s office.” Watkins looked down the corridor. Sierra Howell was walking toward them. “Oh, wow, speakin’ of the devil. Here goes the little fraternizer right now,” she whispered.

When Howell arrived in front of the four female officers, she said hello to all of them with a smile on her face.

“Hey, girl!” greeted Watkins, putting on a fake smile. Harris, Butner, and Porter just waved.

“Good mornin’, ladies,” said Sierra. “How’s everybody doin’?”

“We’re fine, Howell,” replied Harris. “So how’s Five North treatin’ you?”

Sierra shrugged. “Eh, it’s okay. I’ve been there for a while now so I’m used to it.”

“You have a son, right?” asked Watkins.

“Yeah, I do. He’s two years old now,” replied Sierra.

“That’s sweet. How is he?” Harris asked.

“Oh, he’s doin’ good, girl. Gettin’ big and gettin’ into everything,” Sierra said with a laugh. “You know the terrible twos.” She paused for a second. “Well, let me go to this search. I’ll talk to y’all later. Have a safe tour, everybody.”

They all waved at Howell and watched her walk off. “That’s a damn shame,” said Harris.

“Inmate-lovin’ heifer,” said Watkins, shaking her head. “So disgustin’.”








Chapter 1

Rasheed



It was 8:32 in the morning in Atlanta, Georgia and Rasheed Gordon couldn’t sleep. He turned over and stared at the caramel-skinned beauty lying next to him. The woman was snoring, exhausted from the good loving that he had just given her for the last two hours. Rasheed put the sheet over her curvy frame and sighed as he sat on the edge of his bed, trying to figure out why he still felt unfulfilled.

When he thought about it, he really didn’t have anything to complain about at this point in his life. What man wouldn’t want what he had? Rasheed only had access to a different woman every night, money in his bank account, and a nice roof over his head. What could be missing from his life? For one thing, he had a beautiful baby boy, that lived in Brooklyn.

After pondering the thought for a few moments, Rasheed finally came to the conclusion that he didn’t want to live in Atlanta anymore. After living there with his older brother, Karim, for almost two years, it was time to go back home. The bottom line was that Southern living wasn’t for Rasheed Gordon, a native New Yorker. He thought that Atlanta was a great city, and looked even better on the videos that flashed across his television. The novelty of living in a new city had worn off.

Karim Gordon had made a substantial amount of money in real estate and promoting in the city of Atlanta, but Rasheed knew that it was no place for a man like him. Down there, he was an unknown, merely a shadowy figure that lurked behind his big brother. He yearned to be back in the five boroughs, in his Bedford-Stuyvesant neighborhood, where he was a shining star and loved by many.

At the beckoning of Karim, Rasheed thought that his life would be much better in Atlanta than it was in Brooklyn. And it was. It was just too slow for him. Rasheed found himself missing the fast-paced action of New York City and the eclectic mix of people who lived there.

The Gordons were a well-known family in their Bedford-Stuyvesant neighborhood. Miss Carrie, the matriarch of the clan, raised all seven of her children along with Karim and Rasheed right on Halsey Street. They were close knit, and even through tough times, death, or incarceration, they were supportive of each other.

Karim and Rasheed came to live with Miss Carrie when they were only seven and five years old, respectively. Their mother, Lavon, was murdered by their abusive father, Jihad, who eventually killed himself too. It was an adjustment for the brothers, who had lived the early years of their lives under the strict rules of their Muslim father.

For Karim, the living arrangement worked out fine, but Rasheed proved to be the hardheaded child. The shock of losing his parents to such tragedy obviously had a long-term effect on him. He chose to follow in the footsteps of his much older uncles and become one with the streets, as if he had something to prove. Unfortunately, it took him numerous scrapes with the law and brushes with death to see that the streets didn’t have love for anyone.


After his oldest uncle, Peppy, was killed by Dominican drug dealers, the surviving Gordon brothers—Nayshawn, Shaka, and Kemper—did a 360-degree turnaround. They took their hustling proceeds and obtained all sorts of businesses: a tire and autobody shop, a construction company, and younger sister Carrie opened a beauty parlor.

Ironically, Miss Carrie was a registered nurse for many years and was more than happy that her unruly children had finally come to their senses. Even though his uncles got their lives on track, Rasheed still chose to sell drugs and live a reckless lifestyle when he had access to jobs and money. He had to admit that the jail bids that he had done were because of some bad choices he’d made in the past. But it was the streets that he craved that caused him to have no regard for the law.

Rasheed walked over to the huge stand-up mirror that was tucked in the corner of his oversized bedroom. He looked in the mirror, wrapped his long locks in a ponytail, and flexed his prominent biceps, posing from every angle. Rasheed smiled and patted his chest.

A nigga looks pretty damn good to be thirty-three years old, Rasheed thought.

Looking at his reflection also made him think about his mother, Lavon. She was a gorgeous woman, with long, wavy hair, and her skin was the color of bronze, inherited from her own mother, Miss Carrie Gordon. Even though Rasheed had heard it numerous times, it wasn’t until adulthood that he realized that he actually was a male replica of his mother. He moved closer to the mirror to inspect himself. Rasheed shook his head in amazement.

“Damn, I do look like Mommy,” he said to himself. “God bless her soul.”

Rasheed looked around the room and sighed. He had recently expressed to Karim how he felt about moving back home. Rasheed knew that any mention of him wanting to leave Atlanta would not sit right with his serious-minded brother. Preparing himself for an argument, Rasheed felt his heart beating rapidly through his chest as he called out to Karim from his bedroom.

“Yo, Karim!” Rasheed shouted. “Can you make my plane reservations for me?” Realizing that he was kind of loud, he turned around to look at the sleeping female in his bed. She didn’t flinch. Rasheed shook his head.

This broad looks real comfortable in my bed and I can’t even sleep right now, Rasheed thought. Rasheed shook his head. He was going to be kicking her out real soon.

A laugh could be heard coming from the kitchen. “Hell no! You’re a grown man with your own money. You can make your own reservations. That’s the problem now. You’re always waitin’ for somebody to do somethin’ for you.”

Rasheed walked out of his bedroom. He slowly walked down the stairs that led to the kitchen area.

“C’mon, Karim. Are you serious? Can you make that call for me? You know that I’m not good with things like that and the money isn’t an issue. It’s just that I was all set to go to New York this week!” Rasheed said with a sour look on his face. He was also anticipating being home in time for the second birthday of his son, Messiah. It looked like that wasn’t going to happen.

Karim stood in the kitchen wearing a Ralph Lauren robe and slippers while fixing his breakfast. He was just as handsome as Rasheed, just shorter and stockier like their deceased father, Jihad. Although they were brothers, their differences were obvious. Karim was the calmer of the two, and while he didn’t take mess from anyone, he was the logical thinker. Rasheed was the brother who was quick to fight or pick up a weapon to settle his disagreements with violence.

Karim believed that he had too much invested and had worked too hard to throw away his life for that kind of temperament. This was one of the reasons why he wanted Rasheed by his side. His brother was the wild child of the Gordon family and Karim thought that moving Rasheed to Atlanta was a good idea, especially after he was shot in New York almost three years ago.

Annoyed with the constant talk of Brooklyn and Rasheed’s refusal to conform to their laid-back lifestyle, Karim was secretly glad to see him go at that point.

After pouring some egg whites into a frying pan, Karim turned the fire down to medium and looked at his younger brother.

“I done already told your stubborn ass—if you wanna go back to Brooklyn, then that’s on you,” he replied.

“That means make your own plane reservations for your trip. I don’t want no part of it.”

Rasheed rubbed his hands through his neat locks. “Sounds like you have an attitude because I wanna move back to New York.” He looked around the spacious four-bedroom house that Karim called home. “Don’t get me wrong, this is a nice layout, but I gotta get outta here, man. Ain’t nothin’ down here for me,” Rasheed exclaimed.

Karim turned his eggs over and checked on his turkey bacon that was frying in another pan. He poured some Tropicana orange juice in a glass and sipped it. After a few seconds passed, Karim looked at Rasheed.

“So what am I supposed to do about that? You’ve been livin’ down here for the last two years and some change, and even made a good name for yourself here in Atlanta. You had the opportunity to reinvent yourself, to become a better man and make an honest livin’. Now you wanna throw all this shit away to move back to Brooklyn? You’re crazy!”


Karim placed the glass of orange juice on the granite countertop and waved his hand at Rasheed.

“All I can say is that if you move back to New York and you get into some more shit, don’t call me!” Karim added, taking a bite of some toast.

Rasheed smirked. “So it’s like that? Don’t call you, huh?”

Karim turned his back to Rasheed and continued to prepare his breakfast. “You know, Rah, you was never a nigga who listened to any reason. You always had to be the one to do the exact opposite of what anyone told you to do. But you’d think that after all you went through in New York, you would wanna stay here in Atlanta.”

Getting even more aggravated with Rasheed’s request, Karim turned around with the cooking spatula in his hand.

“Now, I’m not Nana, I’m not Nayshawn or Shaka and I damn sure ain’t Kemp, who cosigns a lot of your bullshit. The first time I suggested that you move to Atlanta, you wanted to bring your thievin’ girlfriend, Tamir, down here with you. I said no to that. Then you dumped her for Sierra Howell, the correction officer you met when you were locked up on Rikers for your last parole violation. Now when you’re released from jail, you have nothin’ but drama with Tamir and Sierra goin’ at each other’s throats.

“So I give you another invitation to come down here, to put all of that drama behind you when Tyke, Sierra’s ex-man, comes home from jail. This opens another can of worms because you and Tyke never got along with each other growin’ up. You and Tyke started beefin’ over Sierra and he ends up killin’ Tamir to get back at you! Then to keep him from killin’ you and Sierra, you put a hit out on him!”

Karim continued as Rasheed just stood there, with a bored look on his face as he listened to his own drama. “So after all that, you end up gettin’ shot by some homo-thug dude named Scooter who you were locked up with on Rikers. By this time, you had no other choice but to move down here.

“Last but not least, you moved to Atlanta and you discovered that you and Sierra might have a child together. It’s just too much. Can’t say that I really blame Sierra for not wantin’ to be with you, Rah,” he added.

Karim went back to preparing his breakfast.

Rasheed began to pace back and forth. “I see how you feel about me, ’Rim. All of these years I’m thinkin’ that you got my back, and now you’re actin’ like I’m a fuckup.”

Karim made his plate and placed it on the island. He pulled up the leather stool and sat down to enjoy his meal. Before answering his brother, he blessed his food and stuffed some egg whites into his mouth. Rasheed stared at Karim in amazement.

“Are you just gonna ignore me now?” Rasheed asked with a pleading look in his eyes.

“Yep. I’m ignorin’ you. Do what you wanna do. You wanna go back to Brooklyn? Go outside and push that fuckin’ Range Rover that I copped for you up 95 North. I’m done with this conversation.”

Rasheed held his hands up in the air. “You’re sayin’ that I have to drive up to New York now? I wanted to be in New York in time for Messiah’s birthday! This is my chance to make it right with Sierra and if I don’t get there in time—,” Rasheed protested.

Karim cut him off with a chuckle. He shook his head and picked his plate up from the counter. He walked toward his bedroom.

“C’mon, man! Now you wanna see Messiah and make things right with Sierra all of a sudden? Who do you think you’re foolin’?”


With that, Karim walked in his bedroom and slammed the door in Rasheed’s face.

Rasheed stood in front of the closed bedroom door. He couldn’t believe that Karim had dismissed him like that. They were like Frick and Frack since he moved to Atlanta and Karim made it his business to involve Rasheed in most of his dealings. But Rasheed was tired of doing what Karim wanted him to do. It was as if he didn’t have a mind of his own.

Rasheed trekked back upstairs to his bedroom and stood in the doorway. From there, he looked at all his bags. For a brief second, he realized that he would be going back to a place where he had left heartache and misery behind. That wasn’t the problem. Rasheed just had a nagging desire to go back and finish what he’d started.

There were so many mistakes that he made then and the new man in him wanted to rectify them. One of those unfortunate decisions was denying himself the pleasures of watching his son grow up. Regrettably, Rasheed did not have a civil relationship with his son’s mother, and he wanted to change that.

The last time that he was in New York was exactly a year and a half ago when Messiah was only six months old. Rasheed had made it his business to contact Sierra to let her know that he was going to be in town for a few weeks, and that he wanted to spend time with his son. She seemed doubtful about seeing Rasheed and equally hesitant about allowing him to see Messiah. After some convincing, they eventually met at a neutral location, at the suggestion of Sierra.

Rasheed remembered that day like it had just happened. He pulled up in his truck and Sierra pulled up in a brand new BMW X5. She had told Rasheed to meet her by the Jefferson High School football field in East New York and she would bring the baby there. Even though it seemed a little inconvenient for the both of them, Rasheed was happy that he would finally be able to lay his eyes on his baby boy once again.

When Sierra got out of her truck, Rasheed felt his heart flutter. Sierra looked beautiful in her sheared mink jacket and tight-fitting jeans. Her long hair was stuffed into a cashmere beret and her lips glistened in the winter sunlight.

“Hello, Mr. Gordon,” she said, approaching him with a bored look on her face. “You’re lookin’ good.”

“What’s up, Sierra?” Rasheed replied with an attitude. He could have kicked himself for being nasty with her, but the sight of her always seemed to make him angry.

“Why do you have me meetin’ you on this side of town? I’m not good enough for you to drop my son off at the house?” he asked, irritated.

Sierra sighed. “Why do we always have to go through this crap, Rasheed? You know that I’m still employed with the Department of Correction and I don’t want to go anywhere near Halsey Street. You never know who may see us together.”

Rasheed threw his hands in the air. “You know what? I don’t have time for this. Just let me see Messiah. I’m not even goin’ through this shit with you again. I keep tellin’ you that I don’t give a fuck about you being a CO, all right? If I cared, I would have been on the phone with the inspector general’s office gettin’ your ass into major fuckin’ trouble. It’s not like I don’t have the evidence to do it.”

Sierra bit her bottom lip. Rasheed knew that when she did that, she was pissed off. A smile of satisfaction came over his face. He had hit her where it hurt. He had won that round.

“You know, Rasheed, I’m really tryin’ to make this thing we have…” Sierra said, trying to hold back tears, pointing back and forth between the both of them. “I’m really tryin’ to make it work for the sake of Messiah. I just don’t understand why you are so angry with me. Is it because I moved on?”

Rasheed walked to Sierra’s truck, not trying to acknowledge anything that she was talking about. He didn’t feel like conversing with Sierra about their relationship. It was Messiah’s time now and every moment that was spent with him was precious.

Sierra lagged closely behind and climbed into the driver’s seat of her truck. Rasheed opened the back door and slid into the backseat, next to Messiah’s car seat. When he closed the door, he immediately removed the baby from the seat. Messiah was half asleep and sucking on a pacifier. His body jerked when his father pulled him out of the seat. Rasheed inspected Messiah carefully, with love in his eyes.

Rasheed looked at Sierra while holding his son in his arms. He softened up a bit. “I’m gonna answer your questions once and for all, okay? Just let me get some time in with my baby boy.”

Sierra rolled her eyes up in her head. “Yeah, okay,” she sarcastically replied.

Rasheed looked at Sierra, and, for a split second, he thought about choking the hell out of her. But while holding the baby in his arms, nothing else mattered at that moment.

With Messiah dozing in and out of sleep, Rasheed sighed. His paternal instincts kicked in and he yearned to experience more of those special moments with Messiah. This meant that he would have to clear the air with Sierra so that they wouldn’t have any more misunderstandings.

“I’m gonna say this and I’m not gonna repeat myself. You know the reason I have an attitude is because, yes, I feel that you should be with me. We went through a lot to be with each other, and at the end of the day all I can say is, what was it all for? So the only way that you gonna get any type of reprieve from me is if we be together and make this right. We have a child and I just want me, you, and Messiah to be a family, Si. Is there somethin’ wrong with that?” Rasheed paused. “So don’t come at me with the ‘am I mad because you moved on’ shit! No, I’m mad because I can’t move on! Now does that answer your questions?”

Sierra didn’t respond. Instead, she sighed loudly and turned around in the driver’s seat. She pulled out her cell phone and began talking to one of her girlfriends. Rasheed stared at her for a few moments, and then looked down at his beautiful baby boy.

The smell of Baby Magic made Rasheed forget that he was upset with Sierra. Messiah had opened his eyes and stared at his father. Rasheed made a funny face and the baby began to giggle, spitting the pacifier out of his mouth. Messiah looked a lot like his mother, inheriting her dimples and slanted eyes. But everything else was him all the way, from the pointy nose to the lips and reddish-brown complexion. Messiah was a sight to behold. Rasheed knew at that moment that even at six months his son was going to definitely break some hearts.

As Sierra yapped on the phone about nothing special, Rasheed sat in the backseat of her truck, growing angrier by the second.

“Yo!” he shouted out. Sierra took the phone away from her ear and gave Rasheed the look of death. “Can I just have a peaceful moment with my son without hearin’ all that chitchat?”

“Who are you talkin’ to?” she asked Rasheed. Sierra went back to her phone call. “Girl, look, I’m bein’ rudely interrupted. I will talk to you later,” she explained to the person on the phone. Sierra hung up the phone and put it in her bag. She then turned around to the backseat to face him.


“What the hell is your problem, Rasheed? I would think that you would be happy that you’re holdin’ your son in your arms. But you over here all up in my business and actin’ like you want my undivided attention!”

Rasheed kissed Messiah, carefully placing him back in the car seat. He then put the pacifier in the baby’s mouth, watching as Messiah happily kicked his thick legs. Suddenly, Rasheed reached over the front seat and grabbed Sierra by the neck. As she struggled to breathe, she attempted to remove his strong grasp, but to no avail.

“Get the fuck off me!” Sierra uttered. He began to shake Sierra so hard while choking her that he didn’t realize that he was banging her head against the car window.

“Who do you think you are?” Rasheed calmly stated. He pulled Sierra’s face close to his. “I’m tired of you disrespectin’ me, Correction Officer Howell. I’m tired of you actin’ like I had no part in makin’ Messiah, and I’m tired of you talkin’ down to me!”

“Get off,” she whispered. Sierra’s face was turning red and Rasheed finally loosened his grip. He had blacked out. She instantly began coughing and rubbing her neck. Tears ran down her dimpled cheeks. “You fuckin’ bastard,” she muttered.

While his parents were struggling with each other, Messiah was crying hysterically. As he attempted to calm the baby down, Rasheed instantly regretted putting his hands on Sierra. Being from the streets, he didn’t know any other way to settle his disputes.

Messiah quieted down when Rasheed put a bottle in his mouth. “I think it’s time for me to get out of here,” Rasheed exclaimed, opening the back car door to get out of Sierra’s truck.

The winter cold hit him in the face like a brick. He kissed his crying son, whose bottle fell out of his mouth, on the cheek. He felt like crying himself. Rasheed already knew that when he put his hands on Sierra, Messiah was going to be nothing but an afterthought in his confused mind.

At this point, Sierra was hysterical. “I hate you, Rasheed Gordon! I regret the day I ever laid eyes on your ass!”

“Is that right?” Rasheed chirped with a smug look on his face. “Well, I’ll never regret fuckin’ with you!”

Suddenly, Sierra flew across the front seat and tried to punch Rasheed in the face. He would have thought that after getting choked she would have calmed down. But she didn’t. He was convinced that Sierra loved that type of drama.

As she attempted to hit him again, he grabbed her small fists and pulled her to him. At that moment, Rasheed began kissing her. Straight out of a scene from the movies, Sierra allowed herself to succumb to passion, and reciprocated. Messiah instantly stopped crying and began smiling, as if he felt the love radiating from his parents.

Rasheed got out of the truck and got into the passenger seat next to Sierra, where they continued their kiss. They were all over each other, massaging each other’s body parts. The interlude was so hot that the windows of Sierra’s X5 began to steam up. After a few moments, Sierra finally pulled away from Rasheed.

“I can’t do this, Rah,” Sierra said, wiping the saliva from her lips.

Rasheed put his hand in Sierra’s crotch area. He could almost feel the heat coming through her tight-fitting Citizens of Humanity jeans. He turned her face to his and began kissing her again.

“Si, I apologize for puttin’ my hands on you. But I’m not gonna lie, I still love you. It’s killin’ me knowin’ that you and Lamont are happy, that you two are raisin’ my boy together and I can’t have that with you. I really want us to be with each other.”

Sierra sighed. The tears began to flow again. “But, Rasheed, you know that I can’t be with you anymore. Our lives are goin’ in two different directions.”

“But you want to be with me, don’t you?” Sierra looked away and wouldn’t answer him. He knew what that meant.

Opening the door, Rasheed got out of the truck and stood there staring at Sierra for a few seconds before he spoke.

“I love you and Messiah, but I can’t stand by and watch Lamont take my family away from me. So I’m gonna step back and just leave y’all alone for good.”

“What are you talkin’ about, Rasheed? Don’t you wanna see Messiah anymore?”

“I love my little man, but if me and you can’t be together, there’s no need for me to come around. I can’t continue to meet all these different places just so I can see my son. It doesn’t make any sense. This shit hurts too much.”

Sierra started the engine. Rasheed could tell that she was irritated. He didn’t care about her feelings; he was just being honest with himself. What was wrong with him wanting to have a relationship with the mother of his child?

“Close the door and lose my fuckin’ number!” Sierra yelled at him. “I can’t go through this shit with you anymore! Good-bye, Rasheed. Have a safe trip back to Atlanta!”

Rasheed closed the door and Sierra pulled off. It seemed as if everyone he loved left him. As he watched her truck disappear in the distance, he walked back to his own vehicle and cried like a baby.

Not wanting to get all teary eyed thinking about that day, Rasheed knelt down on the carpeted floor and rounded up all the things that he would need for his move. As he looked around at the many bags he packed, he was beginning to think that driving to New York wasn’t such a bad idea after all.

Rasheed got up and walked to the side of the bed that the woman was lying on. He shook her softly and she awakened almost immediately, dazed from sleep.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he said with a smile on his face. The woman smiled back and reached for him. Suddenly, Rasheed turned serious. “Get up, put your clothes on, and get the hell out.”









Chapter 2

Sierra



As the gates in the corridor of the Rikers Island correctional facility opened and slammed closed, they were a constant reminder to the inmates that their freedom was no more until the judge banged his gavel. Riker’s Island was known for housing some of the most violent criminals in the city, and at any given time, any one of the many facilities could be in an uproar. To the naked eye, the hallways of the facilities looked impeccable. Unfortunately, underneath the numerous paint jobs and heavy wax buildup on the floors, there had been much bloodshed.

In the past, this ill-fated situation had occurred due to inattentiveness of staff. Most of the correction officers had become complacent and insensitive to the needs of the convicts during their time in jail. They made the job more about themselves, coming to work to socialize and fraternize with their fellow coworkers, as opposed to policing the jails. Female officers pursued the males in hopes of gaining a husband. If all else failed, they opted to become pregnant in order to obtain 17 percent of the male officer’s paycheck.

For the some male COs, their goal was to have sex with as many women as they could. Obviously unaccustomed to the attention that they received from the women employed with DOC, they became caught up in getting themselves trapped with someone else’s leftovers. It was as if they compared themselves to a celebrity of Denzel Washington’s caliber. When these types of personalities meshed, it was never a happy medium. It was more like a soap opera inside of the department, as people gossiped about each other, committed adultery, and stabbed each other in the back for positions and sex partners. All of this caused nothing but strife in an already highly stressed work environment. On the outside looking in, it was completely different world; for the officers that worked there, it was their normalcy.

 

The corridor was empty as Correction Officer Sierra Howell took the long walk to her post. The heavy Folgers keys dangled from her waist as her childbearing hips swayed from side to side, and a walkie-talkie protruded from the back pocket of her uniform pants.

For some reason, she was feeling a little anxious but couldn’t figure out what her problem was. Although she was blessed to have a great family, a good man, and a career, Sierra had been feeling that there was some trouble looming in the distance. It was as if someone or something was going to try to throw a monkey wrench in her life. Sierra hoped that she was only being paranoid.

Sierra grew up in a Brownsville housing project as the only daughter of Marjorie and Steven Howell. When she was nine years old, her father was killed in a car accident. Even with her father’s untimely death, she was still a model child growing up: very respectful, obedient, and not giving her mother one problem. But as Sierra came into her adolescent years, she began yearning for a father/protector figure.

So at fifteen years old, Sierra began gravitating toward the “bad boys.” To her, they represented masculinity in the highest form. They were the alpha male to Sierra, ready and willing to go to war for the ones they loved. It comforted her to know that her man was there to make her feel safe and protect her from harm. Unfortunately, she continued to have those same beliefs when she became an adult.

Sierra watched as the inmates filed in and out of the cell to retrieve their breakfast trays. She yawned as the monotony began to get to her. She looked at her watch and saw that it was 6:15 a.m. The inmates would eat their breakfast, watch some television, and lock in the cells in the next forty-five minutes. The time couldn’t go fast enough.

It was almost 7:00 a.m. when the feeding was completed. Sierra instructed the inmates that it was time to lock in their cells. After closing the last cell, Sierra sat at the desk and proceeded to make her logbook entries. As she was doing this, she thought about Rasheed. Five North was the very place that their relationship had begun.

Sierra first laid eyes on Inmate Rasheed Gordon in Five North. He was carrying on a conversation with the other inmates and looking like he did not belong there. His looks were what initially caught her attention, and she was immediately physically attracted to the fine specimen of a man. Of course, at that time, Sierra thought that he was just another pretty thug; the Department of Correction had plenty of handsome men being detained in their jails. But after watching him for some time, she noticed that there was a redeeming quality about Rasheed that she just could not place her finger on.

Rasheed was so laid-back and charismatic, it seemed as if he was used to getting what he wanted whenever he wanted it. Most of the inmates gravitated toward him as if he was the most important person in the world, and Sierra couldn’t figure out why.


The curious side of her wanted to know what made him tick, only that was impossible when she knew that she had taken an oath as an officer. Fraternizing with the likes of Rasheed Gordon, or anyone with a book and case number, was off limits.

After a few months of Rasheed being housed in Five North, the sexual tension between them became too much to bear. Sierra held her composure as the charming prisoner persisted. It became increasingly hard for her to resist him. When it was time for his release, Sierra couldn’t resist the urge to feel his lips on hers. She gave him a passionate kiss right inside of his cell before he was released to go home. Rasheed was taken aback by the gesture, but little did she know she had opened Pandora’s Box. She had given him all rights to pursue her aggressively. Through a mutual friend, they linked up when he came home, and the rest was history.

Sierra never thought that she would put her profession on the line for love. She didn’t think that she could possibly be “desperate” enough to deal with a former inmate. Not only did she have a rendezvous with Rasheed, but she had a baby with him as well, something that she hadn’t planned. Did she regret having her baby? No, she did not. But Sierra knew that it was no excuse for her unprofessional behavior. Never in a million years would she suggest that a correction officer, a man or a woman, have an affair with someone who was in DOC custody.

At one time, Sierra wanted to believe that Rasheed was the best man for her. He was fiercely protective and that was something that she loved about him. She had tried to convince herself that everyone made mistakes, and even a thug like Rasheed could change with a good woman by his side. She was wrong.

Rasheed painted a blissful picture of perfection and she believed in him. She believed all of it. Actually, he turned out to be a manipulative control freak when it came to her and stopped at nothing to get what he wanted. When things didn’t go his way, that temperamental, controlling Rasheed always managed to resurface. This was when Sierra noticed the disturbing similarities to the men she had to babysit every day. Rasheed would probably never be able to understand that the decision Sierra made to end their relationship was not about her; it was about Messiah.

Messiah deserved to have a decent male role model in his life, and Lamont Simmons was that and more. He was an assistant deputy warden, had worked for the Department of Correction for almost twenty years and, of course, was a great provider for their family. Part of that equation was Trey, Lamont’s only son. Sierra smiled thinking about how much she loved her family, and she wasn’t going to allow anyone or anything to ruin it. Not even Rasheed.

Later that day, during her meal break, Sierra decided to visit her fiancé in his office. Lamont was the tour commander for the facility, and the captains of the jail would report to him first whenever he was on duty. He would then give a report to the deputy warden and warden on what was going in the facility. Sierra was proud of Lamont’s accomplishments, considering he had come a long way from being the neurotic jerk he used to be as a captain.

Lamont’s office was located inside of the control room, much to Sierra’s dismay. Every time she went to see him, Sierra got the nasty looks of disapproval from the control room staff, but she didn’t care. A lot of correction officers, especially the women, talked about Sierra behind her back, giving her a full visual of how bland their lives probably were if they had to focus on her. They had their noses in the air, some of them forgetting that before they were hired by the Department of Correction, they were once welfare recipients or flipping burgers at McDonald’s.

One of the things that gave her great satisfaction was that she had carte blanche to one of the most attractive men in the facility. It was all the ammunition Sierra needed to keep female officers hating on her.

When Sierra arrived at the control room, she knocked on the window and watched as an officer with an attitude reluctantly let her inside. Sierra looked the woman up and down with a smirk on her face, and walked straight to Lamont’s office. Out of respect for his privacy, she did their secret knock, and he told her to come right in. Sierra walked in and locked the office door behind her.

“Hey, beautiful,” Lamont said, looking shockingly handsome in his white shirt and top-model smile. She walked over and gave him a kiss on the lips. Sierra was about to pull away when Lamont pulled her back, this time putting his tongue down her throat. Sierra gladly reciprocated. After a few moments, they finally came up for air.

Sierra wiped the lip gloss off Lamont’s mouth. “Damn. What was that for?” she asked.

Lamont smiled. “I don’t know. I feel extra horny today. Can I have you?”

Sierra chuckled. “You want me right here? Right now?”

“Yeah, why not? Is there a problem with that?”

“I guess not. It’s not like you’re not accustomed to havin’ sex on the job.”

“Please don’t start that shit, Sierra. Why do you always throw that in my face? That was like forever ago.”

“It wasn’t forever ago and it was with your half sister,” Sierra replied, rolling her eyes.


“Okay, so Monique is my half sister. I didn’t find out that she was my half sister until after we had sex! You know this already!”

“What a way to meet!” Sierra sighed.

Lamont shook his head. “As I said, it was my half sister, who I’d never met or ever discussed until after we had relations with each other. That was a chance meeting.” Lamont sucked his teeth. “Can I get some lovin’ or what, Si? You’re blowin’ my high right now with all this ‘I had sex with my sister’ talk!”

Sierra smiled seductively while Lamont watched her drop her uniform pants to the floor. Sierra stood there in her panties and licked her lips as she watched his erection protrude through his pants.

“Ready for me, baby?” he asked with a smirk.

Sierra gave Lamont the “come hither” look. She turned around with her behind facing him, and pulled off her lacy underwear. As she bent over, she put her right leg on the desk. Lamont was able to see her ass cheeks spread, exposing her fat pussy lips from the back. He was immediately turned on. He pulled his rod out of his pants and began rubbing himself.

“Wow, now you know that gets my dick so hard, Si.”

Sierra turned her head around with her ass still spread wide open. She held one cheek open, this time exposing the pinkness of her sugar walls.

“So what are you waitin’ for, baby? Come and get this.”

Lamont looked at the door nervously. “Did you lock the door?” he asked.

“Of course I did, Lamont! Come on and get some of this good-good so that I can go to my post, baby! Hurry up before an alarm goes off!” Sierra ordered with an anxious look on her face.

Hopefully, an alarm in the jail wouldn’t go off. This would only mean that there was an inmate disturbance somewhere in the facility or officer needed assistance. As an assistant deputy warden, Lamont would have to respond to the response area to make sure everything went smoothly. This meant that Lamont and Sierra would have to make it quick. This would only make their interlude even more exciting.

Lamont walked over to Sierra and kneeled down on the floor. He submerged his face into her sweetsmelling pussy and began sucking on it from the back. Sierra kept her mouth closed in an attempt to keep from screaming with pleasure, as Lamont’s expert tongue lapped up her juices. He tickled her clitoris and licked her asshole with his tongue, while Sierra wriggled in delight. He grabbed her ass cheeks and opened them wide enough so that he could get to every nook and cranny of her vagina and the crack of her ass.

“You taste so good, baby,” Lamont whispered, breathless from the adrenaline flowing through his chiseled body. He then stood up and dropped his pants to the floor. Grabbing Sierra by her long hair and slightly pulling her head back, he inserted his oversized penis inside of her. Lamont moaned and began stroking it real slow while he massaged her clit. Their bodies moved simultaneously, with Sierra tightening up her vaginal muscles around his thick rod. Lamont grabbed her small waist and shoved himself deeper inside of her. They both were in ecstasy, totally oblivious to their surroundings.

“Ooh, fuck me harder, baby,” Sierra moaned softly.

“I love this dick, you know that?”

“I know, baby, I know,” Lamont replied. “And my pussy isn’t going’ nowhere!”

Lamont ground Sierra’s pussy and she threw it back with a vengeance. The only thing that could be heard in the office was the ornery voices on the walkie-talkie and Sierra’s wet pussy making gushy noises. Lamont began to get more excited and Sierra felt as if she was about to explode. He watched as his rod went in and out of Sierra’s hot box. It was glistening from her juices. They managed to continue with their sexual interlude for at least fifteen minutes. They both felt the pleasure mounting.

“Baby, cum in me, please,” she whispered. Lamont leaned over and began kissing the back of her neck. He knew that it was Sierra’s hot spot. “Oh, oh, Lamont, I’m cummin’, oh, I’m cummin’,” Sierra whispered.

Lamont covered Sierra’s mouth as he pushed deeper. Suddenly, Lamont’s body began to jerk as he ejaculated inside of her. Sierra fell against the desk, with Lamont resting his body weight on her, spent from the quickie. After a few seconds of trying to catch their breath, they finally gathered up enough strength to clean themselves up. Lamont handed Sierra some baby wipes he kept stored in his desk drawer. After they were fully dressed, he collapsed into the recliner chair and Sierra sat on his lap. She kissed him on the forehead.

“I love you, you know that?” she said, gazing into his eyes.

He smiled, displaying his pearly whites. “I know you do, baby girl. I love you, too.”

Sierra sighed and stood up. She wrapped her tousled hair into a ponytail. “I have to go to my post now smellin’ like hot sex on a platter. They need to have a shower in this office.” Lamont agreed. “Look, I’m cookin’ tonight. What did you want to eat for dinner?”

Lamont shrugged. “Cook whatever you want, baby. I got to stay here tonight for the three-to-eleven shift. I won’t be home until later on tonight.”

Sierra sulked. “I don’t like this new position, Lamont. You’ve been doin’ too much overtime lately.”

“Well, when I got promoted, you knew this is what this position entailed. It was no secret.”


“Yeah, okay, I just hope that… Forget it,” Sierra began with a sad look on her face.

“Hope what?”

“I just hope that you’re really doin’ the overtime.”

Lamont stood up with his six-foot-plus frame towering over Sierra. She was only five feet two in height.

“Now why would you think that I’m lyin’ about overtime, Sierra? You don’t trust me now?”

Sierra shrugged, and sucked her teeth. “I do, but—” Sierra replied.

Lamont cut her off. “That’s real fucked up, Sierra! After all we’ve been through, you have the nerve to ask me am I really doin’ overtime? What about all the times that you snuck Messiah to see his father?”

“Now where the hell is that comin’ from?”

“It’s comin’ from your insecurities, that’s where!”

“My insecurities? I don’t have any insecurities!”

“Yes, you do! First of all, you’re always throwin’ Monique in my face when I already told you that after I found out that she was my half sister, I was disgusted with myself for havin’ sex with her. After all that you come in here talkin’ that mess about how I fucked her in the control room! I let it go, so why can’t you?”

“I’m not gonna argue with you, Lamont. Just be where the hell you say you’re gonna be and we won’t have a problem. It isn’t like we never had a problem with you lyin’ to me before!”

“There you go again!” Lamont walked to the door.

“Just go to your post, Si, because this is not the time or place to be arguin’, okay? I’ll see you when I get home.”

“It’s not the time or place to argue but it’s the time and place to fuck me, huh?”

Sierra folded her arm across her breasts and pouted. She didn’t want to leave the office on bad terms with her sweetheart.

“I’m sorry, Lamont,” she said, and tried to hug him. Lamont’s body stiffened up.


“Yeah, all right. Just go back to your post, Sierra. I’ll talk to you later.”

Lamont opened the door for her and she walked out. Sierra turned around to say something else, but he closed the door in her face.









Chapter 3

India



Fraternal twins India and Asia Charles were gorgeous women, to say the least, and their names fit their facial features to a tee. India was an olive-complexioned beauty with long, dark hair and high cheekbones. Her prominent features also included her straight nose and prominent jawbone, bearing a strong resemblance to a black Pocahontas. Her twin, Asia, was the color of French vanilla ice cream, with a pie-shaped face and slanted eyes. With her jet-black hair and pink, pouty lips, she looked like an Asian princess.

Born and bred in Bedford-Stuyvesant, they were raised in poverty by a single mother. They could recall standing in long cheese lines with their mother, Khadijah, and playing with their bald Barbie dolls on the dirty floors of many welfare centers. On the other hand, Khadijah was always a hustler. She begged, borrowed, and stole from wherever and whoever to make sure that her daughters was taken care of. She also taught them never to trust men and to use them, if necessary. She taught them to use what they had to get what they wanted.

“Twins, y’all know that the game don’t change for no one,” Khadijah would say to her eleven-year-old girls while sitting at the kitchen table of their sparsely furnished Section Eight apartment on Jefferson Street. She would have a glass of Remy Martin in one hand and a Newport cigarette in the other.


“Y’all see your mama? I make sure that y’all have food on this table, clothes on your back, and a roof over your head. You wanna know how I do that?” Khadijah asked, taking a puff of the Newport and a sip of her drink. “I take, shake, and bake, if I have to.”

India, who was the spitting image of her mother and the more inquisitive twin, had a confused look on her face. “What is take, shake, and bake, Mommy?”

“I will take whatever I have to, I will shake my ass if I have to, and I will bake me a crack pie and sell it just to feed me and my babies if I have to. I don’t give a fuck about what I have to do to make sure that me and my babies are good, and you girls shouldn’t either. As for these triflin’ ass men out here? They ain’t good for nothin’ but some sex and some dollars. Love don’t live here anymore, babies,” Khadijah said, blowing smoke through her pointy nose.

India and Asia giggled. They loved when their mother talked like that. Not only did it make them knowledgeable before their time, but they incorporated their mother’s attitude through their adolescence and adulthood as well.

When they became teenagers, it was nothing for the twins to be in the streets as late as they wanted to be. Khadijah was their best friend, never giving them any boundaries. She treated her daughters as if they were her equal. The twins had no regards or respect for anyone else but their mother. They became superficial and materialistic, not knowing how to be anything else. Khadijah had raised them to be this way.

Although the Charles twins were two physically beautiful girls, they had character flaws. Their ghetto mentality and their incessant need for drama stunted their growth and maturity. They turned into refined thieves at fifteen, and then at eighteen, they began living it up by stealing the identities of innocent, hard-working people. They used this hustle to their advantage by hitting up department stores all over the East Coast and ruining the lives and credit of others.

During this time, they bypassed urban labels like Rocawear and Baby Phat, and opted for high-end designers, such as Marc Jacobs and Azzedine Alaïa. Asia and India committed these crimes with no thought of how it affected people, as long as they kept themselves decked out in the hottest couture items and kept their pockets lined with cash.

It was only after their best friend, Tamir, was murdered that they both decided that it was time for them to finally get their acts together or become a statistic. Tamir was found dead in Nassau County, Long Island, off Exit 18 on the Southern State Parkway. She had died at the hands of Tyquan Williams, a resident thug, who eventually met his own demise a month or two after Tamir’s death.

Surprisingly, the twins’ mother was equally spooked by Tamir’s murder, and finally came to her senses. She decided that she didn’t want to lose her daughters to the streets. After this scare, and at the beckoning of Khadijah, the twins made the decision to turn their lives around. India and Asia decided to take a few civil service tests for city jobs.

The first one to call them was the New York City Department of Correction, and they happily accepted the positions of correction officers. Even the Charles twins had to laugh at the irony of the career path that they chose. The only question was did they really change for the better? Only time would tell.

 

India sat in the spacious living room of the two-bedroom apartment she shared with Asia. While she sat on the couch, painting her toenails, Asia stepped out of the shower with only a towel wrapped around her curvaceous body.

“I was thinkin’ that we should have been had a job like this, girl,” India said. “We’re makin’ good money and still got bitches hatin’ on our swag.”

“I know, right?” replied Asia while applying lotion to her body. “That’s because we be comin’ to work every day lookin’ fly as shit. What I can’t understand is how these broads are makin’ all that money and still be lookin’ half-assed! Those uniforms are an upgrade for them!”

India had other things on her mind. She wasn’t worried about any female officer except for one, and that was Sierra Howell.

“Speakin’ of half-assed broads, I’m really ready to get at that chick, Sierra,” India said, blowing on the candy apple red nail polish on her toes. “I don’t like that bitch.”

Asia laughed while she stood in the doorway of the bathroom, lotioning her nude body. “Don’t you see her at work every day?”

“No, I don’t see her every day. If only she knew that I was Tamir’s friend, she would probably have a fit.”

Asia waved her sister off. “Well, she doesn’t know that we’re Tamir’s friends, India. She doesn’t even know that we exist.”

India fell back on the couch in her living room. “You’re right, but it’s about to be on. I can’t believe that I ended up in the same facility with the bitch.” India looked over her painted toes. “I just miss Tamir so much. I can’t believe that she’s been dead for almost three years now.”

Asia walked toward her bedroom. “I miss her too. She was our buddy.” They both paused. “I wonder what’s up with Rasheed?” Asia sighed. “Tamir was my homegirl but that didn’t stop me from wantin’ to give her man some pussy back then. Shoot, I still want to give him some.”

“You’re a whore, Asia!” India yelled out from the living room.

Asia laughed. “Call me what you wanna call me. But he wasn’t tryin’ to mess with me. He was all into Tamir. If he would have been with the program, man, I think Tamir would have had some problems!” She looked up in the air, like she was talking to her deceased friend in heaven. “Sorry, Tamir, girl!” Both of them laughed.

Asia continued as she walked into her bedroom, “But, oh, well. Since I can’t have Rasheed, I just settled for a few correction officers, who just happen to be payin’ like they weigh. Let them other females give up the puss for free. I’m not doin’ it,” she said with an attitude.

“Is that what you’re doin’, you little trollop? You’re sellin’ coochie to those clowns? They are so corny and I can’t stand any of them. I don’t even want their money. They can keep it. Those guys on the job act like they’re so special. You would think that they’re some A-list celebrities or somethin’. I guess they feel like that because they are layin’ up with a couple of them desperate correction hoes. I just don’t have time for any of their shit,” India replied.

Asia laughed. “Well, you can go ahead and keep comin’ home with that probationary new jack paycheck of yours. I think I done made top pay just from fuckin’ with a few of them CO niggas. I can keep my own paycheck right in my checking account!”

India looked at her sister and smiled. “Do your thing, sweet pea. You know what Mama always said: ‘Men ain’t good for nothin’ but fuckin’ and that money.’ It sounds like you got a good hustle goin’ on.”

“I do,” Asia agreed. “So what’s up with this Sierra chick? You gonna get at her or what?”


“Hell, yeah!” India replied. “Sierra is the reason that Tamir is dead now. If she wouldn’t have started messin’ with Rasheed, Tamir probably would have still been alive today. Who knows? Tamir and Rasheed probably would have even gotten back together. Sierra’s ass is gonna get her payback but I’m gonna do it the smart way. There don’t have to be no fightin’ involved—no violence. I might just even befriend the stinkin’ bitch.”

Asia came out of the bedroom with giant rollers in her hair. “Why don’t you just fuck with her man? Give her a taste of her own medicine so she can see how it feels. Didn’t you say that her man is an assistant deputy warden in your jail?” she asked.

“Yes, he is, and I like that idea,” India responded. She pulled her long hair up and pinned it on top of her head. “I have to meet him first and gain his trust. I don’t know how I’m goin’ to do that though.” India looked at her twin suspiciously. “So while I’m tryin’ to get up with Sierra’s man, what are you goin’ to be doin’, Miss Hot Pants?”

“I’m gonna be workin’ on Rasheed,” Asia announced. “If Rasheed ever comes back to Brooklyn, I’m all over that.”

India playfully rolled her eyes. “Now how are you goin’ to do that when Rasheed is in Atlanta? He is not thinkin’ about you.”

Asia shook her head. “Whatever, heifer. Personally, I don’t see Rasheed stayin’ in Atlanta for too long. He’ll be back because that nigga is a Brooklyn dude at heart. And when he comes back, I will be right here with open arms—and legs, too!” India couldn’t contain her laughter.

 

The next day, after roll call, India watched closely as Sierra walked through the crowd of officers. She had been watching Sierra for some time now and saw that the woman didn’t really socialize with her coworkers. She stayed to herself most of the time.

Once roll call was dismissed, everyone dispersed to go to their posts. India trailed closely behind Sierra, happy that they were headed in the same direction. This would give her the opportunity to finally meet the woman she despised so much.

Sierra walked into a waiting elevator and India walked briskly to catch it before the doors closed.

“Hold the elevator!” India yelled. Sierra held the elevator and peeped out the door. “Whew! Thank you,” India said as tried to catch her breath. She looked at the stoic Sierra and spoke first. “Hello.”

Sierra smiled. “Hello. Are you goin’ to the fifth floor?” she asked, pressing the fifth floor button.

India smiled back. “Yeah, I have Five West today. What post do you have?”

“I have Five North. That’s my steady housin’ area,” Sierra replied.

“Okay. That’s cool.”

The door opened on the fifth floor and they both stepped out. They waited for the officers to open another gate that led them to their respective housing areas. Before Sierra walked to the North side, India held her hand out and introduced herself.

“By the way, I’m India Charles, and you are?” India looked at the name tag on Sierra’s uniform. “Howell?”

“Pretty name, India. My first name is Sierra.”

“Thank you. So is yours.”

“Are you a new officer? I don’t think that I have ever seen you before.”

I was in the control room yesterday when your man kicked you out of his office, bitch, India thought. She put on a phony smile. “I’ve been here about a year and a half. I’m still on probation, though. I hope I make it off.”


Sierra shook her head. “You’ll pass your probation. Don’t worry.”

India looked at the sleeve of Sierra’s long-sleeved shirt. On one sleeve, she had two hash marks, each representing five years. This meant that Sierra had ten years or more on the job.

“I see that you’re not a new jack. You’ve been there and done that, huh?”

Sierra sighed. “Yeah, I guess I’ve seen it all over the years.”

You haven’t seen anything yet, homegirl, India thought.

Sierra knocked on the window of the control room. The officer opened both gates on the North and West sides to let them into the housing areas.

“Take care, Howell. Maybe we’ll get a chance to talk again real soon.”

Sierra waved back and smiled. “Yeah, Charles, that would be nice. I’ll talk to you later. Have a good day.”

Once India walked onto her post, her smile instantly disappeared. Doing Sierra Howell dirty was going to be easier than she thought it would be.
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