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Prologue

Karma is what put me in that hellhole. I don’t even know how I ended up in jail. A couple of years ago, I was on top of the world. I’ve had more money flow through my hands than most people ever see in their entire lives. I was the woman that everybody wanted, and I had my way with some of the richest men in the Midwest. From prestigious businessmen to the most ’hood-rich niggas in Flint, I’ve had them all. We thought it was a game, and in a way, it was. We were trained to be the best. Skilled in the art of seduction, we were professionals who knew how to please in every sexual way. In my family, the mentality was if you ain’t fucking, you don’t eat.

Growing up in the ’hood, I had to use what I had to get what I wanted. My pussy was my meal ticket, and in order to stay on top, I juiced every nigga green to the game. I felt like if a dude was stupid enough to let me trick him out of his dough, then he deserved to get got. “Fuck me, pay me!” was our motto, and I used to laugh when my girls used to shout that after we hustled men out of their money.

It’s not quite as funny these days though. Now I’ve got a prison sentence hanging over my head, and I’m locked in this cage like an animal. I haven’t washed my hair in months, and I’m looking over my shoulder every minute of every day, hoping these bitches in here won’t try to get at me. I don’t know; maybe it was my destiny. With all the wrong that I’ve done, all that shit came back like a boomerang and hit me harder than I could have ever imagined. I sit in this jailcell every day, wondering how I landed in a state prison—a maximum-security state prison at that.

When I heard the judge say those words, it brought tears to my eyes. It was like a nightmare, and I was dreaming about my worst fear, only I couldn’t wake up. It was real, and there was no waking up from it.

My downfall was . . . well, you’ll learn about that later.

From the very beginning of my life, I was headed in a downward spiral. My mother is a crack fiend, and I haven’t seen or spoken to her in years. I never knew my father. He died before I got the chance to get to know him. I hear that he really loved me, but the fact that he wasn’t in my life affected me. I never had that male figure in my life, and that pains me greatly.

As you read this novel, understand that this is what happened to me, and that everything that you do has its consequences.

I remember we would talk about opening up our own salon and not needing a nigga to support us. That was before my life got complicated. Believe me, if I could turn back the hands of time, I would have never stepped foot in the murder capital, Flint, Michigan.

Yeah, that was the first of our mistakes. Honey made it seem so live, so wonderful. I thought it was the city that would make all my dreams come true. The truth of the matter is, everyone in that damn city has hidden agendas and is looking for a way to get paid, by any means necessary. I was a little girl trying to do big things in a small city. I should’ve just kept my ass in good ol’ New York.

Me and my girls thought we were the shit. We got whatever we wanted, when we wanted it, from dick to pocketbooks, even first-class vacations around the world. We used men until their pockets ran out, and when we were done, we tossed them aside and moved along to the next one. Some people may call us hoes, gold-diggers, or even high-paid prostitutes, but nah, it wasn’t like that. It was our hustle, and trust me, it paid well . . . very well.

I wish I could go back to the good ol’ days when we used to smoke weed in Amra’s room and open the windows so Ms. Pat wouldn’t find out. Or the days when we used to lie about staying the night over each other’s house so we could go to parties and stay out all night. Those are the memories that make this place bearable. Those are the times that I reflect on when I get depressed and when life seems unfair. The times when it was just me, Honey, Amra, and Mimi, the original Manolo Mamis.

There have been many after us, but none like us. All them other bitches are just watered-down versions of what we used to be. That’s who we were, that was our clique. That’s the friendship that I miss, and think about when I feel lonely. The thought of how close we used to be is something I will cherish forever.

I know I’m rambling on and on about me and my girlfriends. You are probably wondering, Bitch, how did you end up in jail?

Damn, I’m so busy trying to tell y’all what happened, I forgot to introduce myself. I know y’all wanna read about Sunshine and Shai and all that high school bullshit, but let me get my piece off first. I promise you, you won’t be disappointed. I’m Tasha, and this is my Flint story.




Chapter One

1994

As Lisa looked into the mirror, she could not recognize the eyes that stared back at her. Everything started running through her mind all at once. She thought about the loss of her only love, Ray, his death, and about their creation, Tasha. Tasha was the only positive thing in her life. Her bloodshot eyes stared into the mirror as she looked into her lifeless soul and began to cry.

Lisa tied a brown leather belt around her arm and began to slap her inner arm with two fingers, desperately searching for a vein. As the tears of guilt streamed down her face, she looked at the heroin-filled needle on the sink and reached for it. She hated that she had this terrible habit, but it called for her. She wasn’t shooting up to get high anymore; she was doing it to feel better. She needed the drug. She tried to resist it, but the drug called out to her more and more. When she wasn’t high, she was sick and in tremendous pain, and her body fiended for it.

She injected the dope into her vein, and a warm sensation traveled up her arm. The tears seemed to stop instantly, and her frail body slowly slumped to the floor, her eyes staring up into space. All of Lisa’s emotions and her negative thoughts slowly escaped her mind as she began to smirk. She could not shake this habit that a former boyfriend had introduced her to, and her weekend binges eventually became an addiction.

Her addiction affected her life, as well as her daughter’s. All of her welfare checks sponsored the local dope man’s chrome rims, ice, and pocket money. Her life started going downhill after the death of Raymond Parks, better known as Ray.





It was 1982, the era of pimping. Lisa was fifteen when she met Ray, who was twenty-one at the time and a known pimp in the area. Ray approached Lisa while she was walking to the store. He pulled up and slyly said, “Hey, sweetness. Wanna ride?”

Lisa paid him no mind and kept walking. She started switching her ass a little harder while walking, knowing she had an audience. She pretended not to be flattered by the older man, and flipped her blond, sandy-brown hair.

Ray parked his long Cadillac at the corner and stepped his shiny gators onto the streets of Queens. He took his time, and eventually caught up with the thick young woman with hazel eyes. He slid in front of Lisa, blocking her path. “Hello, beautiful. My name is Raymond, but my friends call me Ray. I wouldn’t have forgiven myself if I didn’t take the time out to meet you.” Ray stuck out his hand and offered a handshake.

Lisa looked up and saw a tall, lean, brown-skinned young man. She couldn’t stop her lips from spreading, and she unleashed her pretty smile. She shook his hand and said with a shaky voice, “I’m Lisa.”

Raymond smiled and stared into her eyes. Lisa stared back, and her eyes couldn’t seem to leave his. He knew he had her when he saw that all too familiar look in her eyes. He asked in a smooth, calm voice, “Can I take you out sometime?”

“My mama might not like that.”

Ray smiled. “Just let me handle her. So, can I take you out sometime or what?”

Lisa blushed. “Yeah, I guess that’ll be alright.”

Raymond gave her his number and asked her how old she was. Lisa told him that she was only fifteen. Ray’s facial expression dropped, disappointed to know she was so young. He didn’t usually approach girls her age, but she had an adult body, and was by far the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen. He grabbed her hand, looked at her, and told her to give him a call so he could pick her up later that day.

Lisa watched Ray get into his car and pull off. She couldn’t stop smiling to herself as she continued to walk to the store. He was a fly brother. I hope my momma lets me go. She hurried to the store so she could get home and call Ray. She knew that it would take a miracle for her to get her mother’s approval, but as fine as Ray was, she was definitely going to try.





Lisa called Ray later that evening, and an hour later he was at her front door with a dozen roses in each hand.

Lisa’s mother answered the door and was impressed by the well-dressed young man that stood before her. She noticed he wasn’t around Lisa’s age and became skeptical about letting him in.

Ray sensed the vibe and quickly worked his magic. He handed the flowers to her and took off his hat to show respect. He didn’t get to take Lisa out that night. He and Lisa’s mother talked, and he charmed her for hours. He barely spoke to Lisa the entire evening. A professional at sweet-talking, he knew that to get Lisa, he had to get her mother first.

As the night came to an end, Ray said good-bye to Lisa’s mother and asked if Lisa could walk him to his car. She agreed, and they exited the house.

Lisa and Ray stood in the driveway. He took her by the hand and said, “I never saw a lady so fly. I want you to be mine . . . eventually. What school do you go to?”

“McKinley.”

Ray shook his head, then said in a soft voice, “I know where that’s at. I’ll pick you up after school tomorrow, okay?”

Lisa started to cheese. “Really?”

He grabbed Lisa’s head, kissed her forehead softly, and whispered, “See you tomorrow.”

She turned around and entered her mother’s house, and Ray took off as soon as he saw that she got in safely.





The next day, Ray was parked outside of the high school in his Cadillac, waiting for his new “pretty young thang” as he called her. When she got into the car, Ray smiled at her. “Hello, beautiful. How was your day?”

From that day on, Ray and Lisa were together. He took her on shopping sprees weekly, and she was happy with her man. He never asked for sex and never rushed or pressured her in any way. Lisa wondered why the subject never came up, and wondered if he was physically attracted to her. Ray was very much attracted to her, but he’d promised himself he wouldn’t touch her until she was eighteen. He had his hoes and women all over town, so sex was never an issue.

Lisa knew about his other women and his line of work, but never complained. Ray took care of her and treated her like a queen at all times. Over time, she fell deeply in love with him and never had a desire to mess with any other man.

Ray always made sure she had whatever she wanted, and that she went to school every day. If she didn’t do well in school, her gifts would stop, so Lisa became a very good student.

Occasionally, Ray would help Lisa’s mother with bills and put food in their refrigerator. Ray had money . . . real money. He was a pimp with hoes all over the city. He wasn’t the type to put his hands on a woman. He made exceptions for the hoes that played with his chips or disrespected him. But in general, he had mind control over many women, so violence was rarely needed.

Exactly one month after her eighteenth birthday, Lisa found out she was pregnant with Ray’s child. She couldn’t believe she had gotten knocked up on her first time, but when she told him, he was the happiest man on earth. Lisa dropped out of school, and Ray immediately moved her from her mother’s house and into his plush home in the suburbs.

He used to put his head on Lisa’s stomach every night and tended to her every need. He promised that when he saved up enough money, he would open a business and exit the pimping game.





Eight months into her pregnancy, Lisa began to become jealous of Ray and all his women, and confronted him about it.

Ray reacted in a way that Lisa never saw. He raised his voice and said, “Don’t worry about me and my business! You just have my baby, girl, and stand by yo’ man!” He stormed out of the house and slammed the front door.

Lisa felt bad for confronting him and began to cry. She cried for hours, because she’d upset the only man she ever loved. Ray was all she knew. She stayed up and waited for his return, but he never came back.





That night, Ray went around town to collect his money from his workers. He was upset with himself for raising his voice at Lisa. He’d never yelled at her before, so it was really bothering him.

He pulled his Cadillac onto York Avenue and saw one of his best workers talking with a heavyset man, about to turn a trick. He thought to himself, Make that cheddar, Candy. He decided to wait until Candy finished her business before collecting from her. He sat back in his seat, turned the ignition off, and listened to the smooth sounds of the Isley Brothers, and slowly rocked his head. He looked back at Candy, and noticed that she and the man were entering a car parked on the opposite side of the street. Candy was his “bottom bitch”. She always kept cash flowing and never took days off. He smiled. Candy’s going to make that fool cum in thirty seconds.

Suddenly, he saw Candy jump out of the car, spitting and screaming at the man. She walked toward the sidewalk spitting. The man jumped out of the car and started to yell at her, and yelled even louder when she kept on walking.

At this point, Ray calmly stepped out of the car and began to head toward her. The man had gotten to Candy and began to grab her and was screaming at the top of his lungs. Ray approached the man from behind and grabbed him. “Relax! Relax!”

“Mind yo’ fucking business, playa! This bitch is trying to juke me out of my money!”

“Daddy Ray, he pissed in my mouth! He didn’t say shit about pissing. I don’t get down like that.”

Before Ray could say anything, the man lunged at Candy, slamming her head hard into the brick wall she was leaning on. Ray immediately grabbed the man by the neck and began to choke him. His fingers wrapped tightly around his neck, Ray whispered to him, “Never put your hands on my hoes. If I see you around here again, it’s you and me, youngblood.” Ray released the man, and he dropped to the ground, trying to catch his breath. Ray stood over the man and pulled out a money clip full of cash. “How much did you give her?”

“Forty. I gave her forty,” the man said, rubbing his neck.

Ray peeled off two twenties and threw it at the man and told him to get the fuck out of his office. The man took the money and ran to his car and pulled off.

Ray then turned around to help Candy up. She was lying motionless. He quickly bent down to aid her and noticed she wasn’t breathing. He started to shake her and call her name, “Candy! Candy!” He got no response.

He gave her mouth-to-mouth resuscitation, and she began to breathe lightly. He knew he had to get her to the hospital, but he didn’t want to be the one to take her in. It would raise suspicion if a known pimp brought a half-dressed hooker in, barely breathing and battered. He decided to search her purse to see if he could find a number for someone that she knew, so that they could check her into the hospital.

As soon as he stuck his hand in her purse, he saw flashing lights, and heard a man on a bullhorn telling him to put his hands up. Then another police car pulled up. Ray stood up, both of his hands in the air.

One of the police officers ran to the girl and put his fingers on her neck. He shook his head. The policemen handcuffed Ray and began to read him his rights.

“Wait, man, you got this all wrong—”

“Yeah, yeah.” The cop led Ray to this police car.

Ray began to pull away from him. “Listen, I was helping her. I didn’t—”

Another cop hit Ray over the head with a billyclub. “You got caught red-handed robbing this young lady. People like you make me sick.”

Ray was too dazed to say anything as the cops put him in the back of the police car. He knew it looked bad for him. He dropped his head and began to pray.





The prosecutor stood up to give his closing argument. He wiped his forehead with a handkerchief, then slowly approached the jury. “The man sitting in that defendant’s chair is a man of no remorse. He killed a seventeen-year-old girl in cold blood. Imagine if that girl was your daughter, your sister, or a beloved neighborhood child.” He paused for effect. He wanted to give the jury time to process what he’d just said. He pointed his finger at Ray. “This man is a menace to society, and deserves to be punished to the fullest extent of the law. All of the evidence points toward one man. And that man is sitting before us today. That man is Raymond Parks. Nothing can keep our communities safe from this tyrant, except a life sentence. The only people who can make that happen are you, the people of the jury. Don’t put another young girl in danger. Put him away for the rest of his life. He was caught over his victim’s dead body, rummaging through her purse looking for money. He drove this woman’s skull against a brick wall so hard and so violently, her brain hemorrhaged, which ultimately led to her death. How cold-blooded is that? So the prosecution asks of you—no, we beg of you, the jury, to sentence this man to a lifetime in prison. Render a guilty verdict and bring justice back to the community. I rest my case.” The prosecuting attorney turned and walked back to his seat, a smug grin on his face. He knew he’d just delivered a closing argument that would cripple the defense and win the trial.

Ray looked back at Lisa and her swollen belly and felt an agonizing pain in his heart. He might spend the rest of his life in jail for a crime he didn’t commit. He felt tears well up in his eyes as he mouthed the words, “I love you,” to her.

Lisa looked into Ray’s eyes and began to cry. She knew that the chances were slim for him to get off. She gripped the bench she was sitting on. Please God, let them find him not guilty. Please! I need him, she prayed as the jury deliberated in a private room.

Half an hour later, the jury returned to the courtroom with the verdict. An overweight old white man stood up and looked into Raymond’s eyes and said, “We the jury, find the defendant, Raymond J. Parks, guilty of murder in the second degree, and guilty of strong-armed robbery.”

Lisa screamed when the verdict was pronounced.

Ray dropped his head as the guards came over to escort him out of the courtroom. He looked at his attorney. “That’s it? You said you could beat this case. I’m innocent, man. I’m innocent.”

His attorney looked at him, shrugged his shoulders, and gave a sly smile. “We’ll file an appeal.”

Ray knew that his chances of winning the appeal would be just as slim as his chances of winning the trial. He looked at Lisa as they carried him out of the courtroom. “I love you,” he mouthed again as the guards handcuffed him.

Lisa felt so much pain in her heart. She just stood there and watched her only love leave her life. Helpless, she didn’t know what to do. Ray was going to prison, and there was nothing she could do to stop it from happening. She was so distraught, she couldn’t control herself. She felt her dress become soaked and thought she had peed on herself. She felt liquid run down her legs, and then realized it wasn’t urine. Her water had broken. “I’m going into labor!” she screamed to Ray just as the guards took him from her sight.

Her mother told her to sit down, and then called a guard over for help.





Later that evening, Tasha Parks was born. It was the worst day of Lisa’s life. The love of her life had been convicted of murder, and ironically, their child was born on the same day.

Lisa was depressed for months and cried herself to sleep every night with her newborn baby in her arms.

Ray left behind a house and some money in the bank, so she supported herself and her daughter with that.

Lisa visited Ray as soon as they let her. He had grown a beard and walked to the table where a thick glass window separated them. She picked up the phone, and so did Ray. Ray did not have the same look in his eye that he used to have. The sparkle had diminished. Lisa desperately looked, trying to find a piece of the man she had fallen in love with, but it wasn’t there. He had changed. There was no warm feeling in his eyes anymore, only coldness.

“How are you?” she asked, trying to be supportive.

Ray shook his head and smiled. “Don’t worry about me. Just make sure you take care of our child. Lisa, I’m gon’ be in here for a long time. I love you, and I want you to always remember that. I’ll love you to the day I die.”

Lisa noticed his hopeless vibe. It seemed as if he was telling her good-bye forever. “You’re coming home, baby. Your lawyer is gon’ file an appeal, and you’re coming home.”

Ray had to stop himself from becoming emotional. “That appeal is bullshit, baby. They are going to find me guilty, just like they did this time. That’s even if the judge grants an appeal. Just remember I love you, and don’t let my baby girl grow up not knowing that I love her too.”

Lisa looked at their daughter, and then at Ray. “Tasha and I need you, Ray. You’re all we got. We need you.” She put her hand on the glass.

A single tear streamed down Ray’s face. “Tasha? That’s my baby girl’s name? Make sure you tell her I love her. Every day, make sure that she knows that.” He rose from his seat, kissed his fingers, and pressed them against the glass. He then began to walk out.

Lisa gripped the phone tightly and banged it against the glass, “No!” she screamed. “Ray, I love you! I love you!”

Ray walked back over to the glass and picked up the phone. “I love you, Lisa, but don’t come here again. I don’t want you or my daughter to see me in here. You deserve more. I love you.” With those words, he headed to the cage that would be his home for the rest of his life.





A few weeks later, Lisa was breast-feeding Tasha when she received a phone call. She felt the floor spinning as she tried to understand the news from the other end. When she was sure she’d heard what the voice said, she dropped the phone and fell to her knees, her baby in the other arm. “No!” she screamed as she cried. Tasha was startled by her mother’s roar and began to cry too.

A fellow inmate had stabbed Ray to death fifteen times in the chest.





Lisa sank into a deep depression and moved back home with her mother after Ray’s death. She would go for weeks at a time without talking to anyone or even bathing. She often blamed herself for Ray’s death, believing he wouldn’t have stormed out of the house if she hadn’t confronted him that night. He would have stayed home with me, she often thought to herself.

Lisa, looking for the same love that Ray had shown her, began to let men manipulate her into doing what they pleased. Any man who dressed nice and approached her had a chance. It became a problem when her mother grew tired of caring for Tasha while Lisa ran the streets.





Four years after Ray’s death, another death was about to hit Lisa, her mother’s. When Lisa’s mother died, she finally felt the burden of being a mother. Tasha had grown so attached to her grandmother that she thought she was her mother, and called her Mama. She called Lisa by her first name.

Lisa met a man by the name of Glenn, a pimp in the neighborhood. He was in no way as successful as Ray, but Lisa was drawn to him. In some way, he reminded her of Ray.

Glenn introduced Lisa to weed. She liked the way it made her feel and began to smoke it so much, it didn’t get her high anymore. Then, he introduced her to cocaine, telling her, “It makes you feel good.”

Lisa used to snort a little cocaine with Glenn, but that quickly grew old. Eventually, she needed a new high, and Glenn provided that too. And so it was then that she got hooked on heroin.




Chapter Two

I forgot how much I hate school, Tasha thought as she heard the irritating shrill of her alarm. She drowsily reached over and hit the snooze button. She looked at her clock and got out of the bed. Seven o’clock is too early to be getting out of bed, she thought to herself on her way to the bathroom.

She opened the bathroom door and saw her mother leaning over the toilet, a scene she’d witnessed many times. Tasha’s eyes filled with tears as she closed the bathroom door and walked down the hallway to return to her room. She had witnessed her mother use heroin before, but every time it happened, it hurt her even more than the time before. Her life didn’t seem fair. She was only sixteen, but had seen things . . . so many things over the years, it had almost hardened her. Her mother’s addiction was never a secret to her. Tasha knew what heroin was before she knew how to spell, and her rough childhood was something that she resented her mother for.

Everybody else seemed to have it easy, at least easier than she did. While her friends were complaining about how much they wished their parents would leave them alone, Tasha yearned to know what it was like to have someone who cared about her, a real mother who yelled and nagged.

She hated her mother more than anyone in the world. She was embarrassed by her. Lisa would do anything to feed her habit, and Tasha wasn’t dumb to this fact. She knew that all the men that ran in and out of their house were there for only two reasons—to give her mother drugs, and to receive payment for those drugs. And since Lisa didn’t even have money to keep clothes on her daughter’s back or food in their refrigerator, Tasha knew how Lisa was paying the drug dealers. Lisa had become the neighborhood ho, spreading her legs for any man who could give her a temporary fix.

Tasha looked in the mirror and admired her brown skin and hazel eyes. She looked at a picture of her mother that sat on her dresser. It was taken before her mother had become addicted to drugs. She put the picture face down on her dresser and picked out some clothes to wear to school.

Tasha didn’t have a lot of clothes, so her best friend, Amra had let her borrow an outfit to wear on the first day. She got ready for school and walked out of the house without even saying good-bye to her mother. She walked the five blocks to Amra’s house, hoping she would be ready to go. She didn’t want to be late on the first day.

Tasha knocked on Amra’s door, and Ms. Pat answered and greeted Lisa with a familiar smile. “Hey, Tasha, baby. How are you?” She opened the door and motioned for her to come in. “Amra is upstairs getting dressed, but I made you two breakfast. You know, I want y’all to have a fresh start for the new school year.”

Tasha smiled. She loved Ms. Pat as if she was her own mother. Ever since she could remember, Ms. Pat had been there for her.

Ms. Pat knew about Tasha’s mother and thought Tasha was too good of a girl to have to go through that, so her door was always open to Tasha. “Why don’t you go tell Amra to hurry her slow butt up before this food gets cold?”

Tasha laughed at Ms. Pat and ran up the stairs and into her friend’s room.

Amra looked into her mirror and saw Tasha enter the room. “Hey, girl. Do these look right?” She turned around to look at her ass in the mirror. She was wearing skintight Baby Phat jeans and a matching wife-beater.

Tasha shrugged her shoulders. “Yeah, you look good, so get out the mirror and let’s go.”

Amra put on her gold hoop earrings and went extra slow just to irritate Tasha. “I’m so tired of school. One more year of this bullshit, and then I’m grown.” She grabbed her bookbag off her bed.

They walked downstairs then into the kitchen and sat at the table. They ate breakfast together, then headed out the door for school.

“What classes you got?” Tasha asked.

Amra reached into her bookbag, pulled out her schedule, and handed it to Tasha for her to compare.

“Damn, we don’t even have any classes together.” Tasha handed both schedules to Amra.

“That’s because you taking some hard-ass classes. You know I go for the easy A’s,” Amra said, half-joking.

Tasha was only in the eleventh grade, but she was taking twelfth grade English and science. Those were her best subjects, so it really didn’t intimidate her. Because of her dysfunctional home life, she threw herself into school and worked extremely hard to make sure her grades were on point. “Whatever! Just meet me after school.”

They parted ways, and Tasha walked to her English class. She walked in and took a seat near the back of the class.

Soon after, the teacher walked in and said, “Hi. I’m Mr. Benton, and I would like to welcome you all to my class. Now, one of you is joining this class as a junior,” he said as he looked for his attendance sheet. “Tasha Parks?”

Tasha raised her hand. “Yeah, that’s me.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Tasha,” Mr. Benton stated. “Now, since you’re a junior, I’m sure you will have some questions regarding some of the writing techniques used in this course, so I want you to feel comfortable asking anything you like,”

Tasha smiled back. Damn! He ain’t have to put me on blast like that! “Okay.”





After school, Tasha and Amra met up and began to walk home. “Did you see ol’ boy today?” Tasha asked Amra.

Just as Amra was about to respond, a group of girls came up to them. “Ain’t you the little bitch that tried to talk to Dre today?” one of them asked.

Amra stopped walking and looked at the girl. “Yeah. Who is you?” Amra wasn’t a fighter, but she had the mouth of one.

“Bitch, I’m his girlfriend, and you need to stay your young ass out his face.”

The girl was getting closer and closer to Amra’s face, and Tasha didn’t want her friend to have to fight. She said, “Look, she didn’t know that Dre even had a girlfriend, so you need to be checking him about that, not her.” She tried to sound as nice as she possibly could, not wanting to start beef with anybody, especially not with a senior.

Amra, surprised that Tasha had said anything, looked at her. Ahh shit! We both about to get our asses beat! She looked at the crowd of girls gathered around them and clenched her fists. Shit, if I’m gonna fight, I might as well just hit her first.

A girl walked through the crowd and stepped in the middle of the confrontation. “Sade, chill with this shit,” she said.

Sade replied, “Honey, this ain’t got nothing to do with you, so why you so concerned?”

Honey looked at Amra and Tasha. “ ’Cuz them my little sisters, and yo’ ass wouldn’t say shit to nobody else for talking to Dre, so don’t be trying to check them about it. Yo’ scary ass trying to front because they juniors. You wouldn’t be talking shit to me or any other senior girl if they were with Dre.”

Sade rolled her eyes with an attitude and said, “Whatever!” then walked away.

Tasha’s heart slowly stopped racing, and Amra sighed in relief.

“Damn, Tasha! Where all them balls come from? I thought you would have let me get my ass beat,” Amra joked.

Tasha shrugged her shoulders. “You know it ain’t even like that.”

After the crowd dispersed, Honey approached the two girls. “Don’t worry about Sade. That bitch be fronting. She wouldn’t bust a grape in a fruit fight.”

They started laughing.

Honey introduced herself, “I’m Honey.”

Tasha and Amra introduced themselves, and then Honey walked away.

“Honey looked out because I wasn’t trying to fight over a nigga,” Amra stated as they started their walk home.

“Yeah. It seems like she cool people.”

They arrived at Amra’s house first, and then Tasha continued the walk to her house. “Call me later!” Tasha yelled. She dreaded going home to her mother, Lisa. She slowly walked down the streets, hoping that her mother would be gone when she got there.





When Tasha walked into the house, like always, there was a new man lying up with her mother. Tasha smelled liquor. In fact, the house reeked of it, and she could tell that her mother was high. She had this dumb look on her face every time she got high, a look Tasha had come to know.

She rushed to her room and locked her bedroom door. I am so tired of living here. I can’t wait until I’m eighteen. I swear to God, I hate her!

Tasha watched TV and did her homework for a couple hours. Her mother accumulated more and more company, and when they became too loud for Tasha to concentrate, she turned on her radio and fell asleep.





The next morning, Tasha awoke and got ready for school. She went downstairs and found her mother passed out on the couch in the living room. She shook her head in disgust and walked out of the front door before her mother had the chance to wake up and chastise her.

That morning at school, she noticed that Honey was in her English class. She didn’t say anything to her though, she just went to her seat.

At lunch, Honey saved two seats for Tasha and Amra at the senior table. “Hey, come chill with us,” she said as they started to walk past the table.

They sat down and immediately clicked. Honey was real cool, and she was always talking about dudes and money. “Y’all should come with me to this party. It’s at Wayne State tonight, and it’s supposed to be jumping.”

Amra looked at Honey. “Alright. I’ll just have to make up something to tell my moms, because she is not about to let me go to no damn college party.”

Honey laughed. “The party doesn’t start until nine o’clock, so I’ll just come over after school and say that I’m tutoring you. And then I’ll ask if you can spend the night at my spot.”

Amra didn’t know if her mother would buy that, but she agreed anyway.

“What about you, Tasha?”

Tasha looked up. “Oh, I’m down. My momma won’t care. I’m going over Amra’s today anyway, so I’ll already be out.” She didn’t know Honey very well, and didn’t want everybody to know how her home life was, so she just left it at that.

Honey smiled. “Alright then. Meet me in front after school, and we will ride to your house together.”

Tasha was excited about going to a college party and couldn’t concentrate on any of her classes. She just wanted the day to be over with fast. As soon as the bell rang, she walked outside and waited on Amra and Honey. They came out of the school together, and they all walked to Honey’s car and got into a Nissan Maxima.

Amra asked, “Is this your whip?”

Honey shook her head. “Nah, this is my momma’s car.”

Honey stopped at her house first. She went in and came out a couple minutes later.

When they pulled up to Amra’s house, they got out and went in. “Mama!” Amra shouted as soon as she walked in.

Ms. Pat walked down the stairs. “I’m right here, Amra. You don’t got to be screaming at the top of your lungs.” She walked over to her daughter and gave her a kiss, then gave Tasha a kiss. “How was school?” she asked.

The girls shrugged their shoulders, and then Amra replied, “It was good. Hey, Ma, this is our friend, Honey. She’s a senior. She came over to help us with our math.”

Ms. Pat smiled warmly at Honey. “It’s nice to meet you, sweetie. It’s about time these girls got another friend. Are you girls hungry?”

They shook their heads no, and headed up to Amra’s room. Amra turned on her radio, and Honey and Tasha flopped down on the bed.

“So what are y’all wearing tonight?” Honey asked.

Amra went to her closet. “I don’t know. What are you wearing?”

Honey grabbed her bookbag and pulled out a pink and white Baby Phat outfit. Honey pulled out two more outfits, another Baby Phat and a Rocawear. “Y’all can wear one of these if you want to.” She got in the mirror and started fixing her hair.

Tasha watched Honey swoop her hair up into a ponytail. “You know how to do hair?” she asked.

“Yeah. I’ll hook you up if you need me to.”

The girls primped and groomed until they were ready to go to the party. Honey had her hair swooped into a ponytail, Amra had her hair flat-ironed down, and Tasha had cornrows to the back, with big hoop earrings.

Honey put the outfits back in her bookbag. “Y’all can get dressed in the car.”

Amra looked at Tasha and Honey. “Okay. Where I am I going tell my momma we going?”

Honey stood up. “I’ll tell her something.”

They grabbed the bookbag full of clothes and walked downstairs, where Ms. Pat was sitting in the living room, reading a magazine.

“Hey, Ma, can we go out with Honey?”

Ms. Pat looked up. “You girls look nice. But where are you trying to go?”

“Well, we just want to go and see a movie. It starts at ten, and my mother let me get her car tonight so we could go and see it.” The words rolled off Honey’s tongue like a professional as she fed Ms. Pat the lie.

“Do you have a driver’s license?”

Honey took her license out of her bookbag and showed it to Ms. Pat.

“I guess it’s okay then, but y’all better be back here by one o’clock.”

The girls jetted out the door. As they drove downtown, Honey said, “It’s these dudes that are going to be at this party. They got money. I have been kicking it with one of them on MySpace.”

Tasha frowned. “MySpace?”

“He was the one who bought me those outfits y’all got on. His boys got just as much money as he do, so y’all better get on ’em.”





Tasha quickly learned that Honey knew how to talk a nigga out of money. They never bought her anything big, but she always kept new shoes, tight clothes, and extra cash. Every weekend, the girls would chill, and every time they got together, Honey had something new to show them.

Tasha and Amra quickly adapted to Honey’s ways. They had plenty of boys at their high school falling in love with them. Amra had even snatched Dre up from under Sade. It was crazy. Anything they wanted, they quickly got just by letting a nigga think he was special.

As Honey, Tasha, and Amra grew closer and closer, together they hit more niggas for more things.





“Tony’s stupid ass gave me a hundred dollars today.” Amra pulled it out of the Coach purse another boy had purchased for her about a month ago. “His ugly ass will give me anything I want.”

Tasha laughed. “Niggas is stupid. All you got to do is tell ’em you love ’em, and they be willing to give you anything you want.”

Honey shook her head. “It ain’t the love they want, it’s that ass. You know niggas be trying to fuck, and they will pay any amount for some pussy. You just got to get that shit out of ’em. I let them dudes know up front that I ain’t fucking for free.”

Tasha responded, “Shit, ain’t no nigga fucking me for no cash. I ain’t even on that level yet. I just be playing with their heads a little bit.”

Amra walked over to her dresser and put the money in her panty drawer. “That’s why we be getting more money than you. Please believe, them niggas will pay for it. Tasha, you better be real and get them for they money.” Amra reached for the blunt that Honey had just rolled up, something she had picked up from Honey. She hit it and slowly inhaled and passed the weed to Tasha.

She shook her head. “No, I’m straight.”

Honey took the blunt from Amra and laughed.

“What you scared of?” Amra opened up her bedroom window, so her mother wouldn’t smell the weed.

“Nothing. I just don’t smoke.”





They chilled for a couple hours, then Honey drove Tasha home. They pulled up to Tasha’s house, said their good-byes, and Tasha got out of the car.

When Tasha walked into her house, Lisa, high as usual, approached her, so Tasha just kept walking toward her room.

“Where the fuck you been, you little bitch? I told you to come home after school. I needed you to do something.”

Tasha just ignored her mother. She wasn’t even making sense. She hadn’t even talked to her mother for a couple of days, since Ms. Pat had been letting her stay the night at her house. She saw a strange man sitting on the couch and knew that her mother had company.

Lisa pulled Tasha’s arm as she tried to walk past her. “Don’t you walk your fast ass away from me. Momma needs a favor.”

Tasha snatched her arm from her mother’s grasp.

Lisa smacked her across the face. “I told you about disrespecting me. I’m still your momma.”

I’m tired of this shit. I’m so tired of this. I’m out. Tasha walked into her room to get the money she’d been saving up. She looked in the shoebox under her bed, but it was empty.

Her mother came and stood in her door. “Oh, I took that. You should’ve brought your ass home. How you get that money? Yo’ little ho ass out here tricking?”

Tears came to Tasha’s eyes. She grabbed a bag and went to her closet and started throwing her clothes into it. She grabbed the picture of her once normal mother and put that in the bag as well. I don’t have to deal with this, she thought, tears streaming down her face. She grabbed her bag and ran out of her room. She walked into the living room and attempted to walk out the door, but her mother’s friend was blocking it. “Move the fuck out my way!” Tasha yelled. “I don’t know you!” She attempted to shove him out of her way.

The strange man grabbed her and held her close to him . . . too close to him. Tasha started twisting and kicking to get out of his grasp. “Let me go! What the fuck are you doing?” she screamed. She felt a hard bulge in his pants. “Get the fuck off me!”

“He just wants to give you a little kiss, Tasha. Sit yo’ fast ass down. Do Momma this favor,” Lisa said as she watched her friend run his hands all over her daughter’s body. She walked over to Tasha and said, “Relax, baby. It won’t take long. He got a big juicy dick. He gon’ make you feel good.”

Tasha kicked and screamed as the man and her mother tried to lay her down on the floor. In a panic, she started to scream as loud as she could.

The man put his hand over her mouth to shut her up, unbuttoning her pants with the other hand. Tasha kicked to try and ward him off. She bit hard into his flesh.

He raised his hand back and smacked her hard in the face, and Tasha felt the tingles vibrate in her face. He raised his hand again and hit her hard across the face a second time.

Tasha screamed out in pain, “Stop it! Help me! Momma, stop!” She screamed as she felt her mother hold her legs down.

All of the sudden, Tasha heard a thud and saw the man grab the back of his head and crawl off, swearing to himself.

“Get the fuck off of her!” Honey said as she helped Tasha up.

Tasha watched the man holding the back of his head and heard her mother yelling at Honey.

Honey pushed Lisa out of the way, grabbed Tasha’s bag off of the floor, and dragged Tasha out of the house. “Are you okay?” she asked, hugging her.

“I just need to get out of here.” Tasha huffed through her tears. “Can you take me to Amra’s?”

The car was silent on the way there. Honey couldn’t believe what she had just witnessed. The only reason why she’d come back was because Tasha had left her purse in her car. No wonder she never liked to talk about her momma. Honey patted Tasha’s hand to reassure her that everything would be alright. If I hadn’t shown up when I did, who knows what they would have done to her. That’s fucked-up her own mother would try to rape her.

They arrived at Amra’s house and rang the doorbell a thousand times before Amra answered it.

Amra opened the door and saw Tasha in tears. She knew something serious had happened. “Ma!” Amra yelled, knowing that her mother would know what to do.

Ms. Pat came rushing downstairs and saw that Tasha was hysterical, and that the side of her face was red and swollen. “Oh, baby, come here,” she cooed softly. She embraced Tasha, and tears formed in her own eyes. “You’re not going back to that house. You are okay now. It’s going to be alright.” Ms. Pat hugged Tasha and rocked her back and forth as if she were a baby.

Honey called her own mother and told her what had happened, and let her know that she would be spending the night at Amra’s.

Ms. Pat finally calmed Tasha down and tucked her into Amra’s bed. Amra and Honey slept on the floor and tried to comfort their friend. Ms. Pat brought Tasha some ice for her face and said, “Try and get some sleep, Tasha. You are safe now. I’m not letting you go back to that damn house.”

Tasha had finally stopped crying. “Why would she do this to me?” she asked. Her voice was raw and her face flush.

“Your mother has a lot of demons that she’s dealing with, baby. She can’t take care of you right now. There are other people in your life that love you, Tasha. Look at these fools right here.” Ms. Pat pointed to Honey and Amra. “They love you more than anyone in the world, and you are like a daughter to me.”

All three girls laughed.

“Thank you, Ms. Pat,” Tasha whispered.

Patricia turned off the room light and closed the bedroom door.

The girls lay there in awkward silence, not knowing what to say. Tasha was embarrassed, hurt, and confused. Honey and Amra were both shocked. Neither girl knew what to say to make her feel better.

I couldn’t imagine going through something like that, Amra thought to herself.

“How could she do this? I’m her daughter.” Tasha said through tears of pain.

Honey sat up. “Fuck her, Tasha! We love you.”

“We are your family, and we ain’t gon’ let nothing else happen to you.”

Honey couldn’t imagine how Tasha was feeling, but she knew Amra was right. She couldn’t let anything else happen to Tasha. She was like the sister that Honey never had.

Honey turned to Amra and Tasha and said, “To none of us! Fuck that! We are too close. Ain’t nothing gonna happen to you, Tasha, or you, Amra. Y’all my girls for real, and we got to look out for each other. We can’t let anybody else hurt us. We always got to stick together. We don’t trust anybody but each other.”

Tasha nodded her head and hugged her two best friends. They were the only people in this world she could trust and depend on.





Tasha left home and moved in with Amra and Ms. Pat, and the bond between the girls only grew stronger throughout the rest of the school year. They were inseparable; whenever you saw one, you saw the other two.

They continued to hit niggas for money, but as the school year came to an end and Honey was getting ready to graduate, the clique grew restless.

“Why you got to go all the way out there?” Tasha asked Honey as they were lying on Amra’s floor, watching a movie.

“Me and my cousin, Mimi, are supposed to be trying to open up a hair salon. Y’all know I love to do hair and shit.”

Amra smacked her lips. “I’m saying though, you my girl, and Michigan is so far away.”

“Y’all need to be trying to come with me. I know that my auntie would let y’all stay with her, at least temporarily. We could get our own apartment. Just say, ‘Fuck it, fuck school,’ and come with me.”

Tasha wasn’t feeling that idea. She wasn’t trying to jump stupid and become a high school dropout. “Fuck that! I ain’t dropping out of school. That’s some dumb shit. I mean, we hustling niggas and everything, but that shit ain’t gon’ pay no bills. It ain’t gon’ bring no security. I can’t fuck with y’all on that.” Tasha’s education was important to her, and was the only thing that gave her hope.

“Yeah, Honey, she’s right. My momma would look at me like I’m crazy if I asked her if I could move out there with you.”

“I mean, don’t trip though, y’all. We still got the whole summer to spend together. Then after we graduate high school next year, we can come out to Flint and hustle those niggas right.”

Tasha wasn’t trying to think about the day that their threesome would become a twosome. They were all together now, and that’s all that mattered.

The girls changed the subject. None of them wanted to think about the end of the summer when Honey would leave her friends.
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