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Prologue

Run, run as fast as you can. You can’t catch me, I’m the Gingerbread Man, Ceazia recited as she hit the streets of Virginia and heard the constant rumors of people out to get her. She had to wonder if people had really forgotten her legacy and truly didn’t recognize who she was. Maybe they needed to check her résumé. She’d earned and worn the title as a Gangster’s Girl way too long for people not to know. Then after losing her gangster she still stood her ground because she realized she was now married to the game. Then when she came down to the wire she didn’t crack, she wasn’t ashamed, she told shit how it was. Her life was nothing but the truth, the naked truth. There wasn’t a time she didn’t come out on top. She knew what she wanted and always got it. So what if it was at the expense of a few miserable lives. With the entire state against her, Ceazia was still invincible. She was back in VA with a vengeance. It was the return of a gangster’s girl. So to Danielle, Snake, Judah or any other that wanted to test her, she welcomed the challenge because she knew she was faster than the fucking Gingerbread Man. But what she didn’t remember about the story is in the end the Gingerbread Man was outsmarted by the sly fox!




Chapter 1

“Let me get two bottles of Rosé. That’s one bottle for each of those haters over there mean muggin.’ ” Ceazia laughed while pointing at two chicks that stood staring at her from the bar as she placed her order with the chubby waitress that served the VIP section of the club. “Let ’em hate on me even more as I sip on these two bottles while between the two of them, they can’t even afford one.”

“Excuse me?” the waitress responded to Ceazia’s request with plenty of attitude as though Ceazia’s comment had been directed towards her instead of the two broads at the bar.

“Two . . .” Ceazia held up two fingers, “bot-tles of Ro-sé.” She spoke to the waitress as though she was retarded or hard of hearing, using her fingers to make up sign language.

“They are one-fifty each; One . . . five . . . zero each,” the waitress replied, lips twisted and head tilted to the side as she held up each number with her hand as if she was now doing sign language. She then continued. “Are you sure you want two?” the waitress spat, looking Ceazia up and down—insinuating that Ceazia couldn’t possibly afford the two bottles of Rosé she’d ordered.

“Looks like we have another hater,” Diamond, who was sitting right next to Ceazia, whispered in Ceazia’s ear after taking note of the comment the waitress had just made.

“Damn, you know what? You’re right?” Ceazia said, scratching her head as if rethinking her request. “I may need to order three bottles. It looks like we have an additional hater who has just joined the crowd. But I don’t know if I can blame her. I mean, look at her.” Ceazia gave the waitress the once-over. “If I was fat and ugly, I would hate a bitch like me too.” Ceazia laughed, and without saying another word or even looking in the waitress’s direction, she held up two fingers in her face, confirming the fact that she still wanted two bottles of Rosé champagne.

Ceazia didn’t even bother to further entertain the obvious ignorance of the waitress as she just stood there glaring at Ceazia as if she was going to react to the way Ceazia had just dissed her.

Hell, maybe a bitch really should order three bottles, Ceazia thought with a snicker. Two for the haters and an additional one to crack across the head of this bitch’s hatin’ ass. It wasn’t clear if the waitress had come to her senses and decided to just keep it rolling or if she’d gotten the picture that Ceazia’s word was final, but after Ceazia moved the two fingers so close to the waitress’s nose that she almost touched it, the chick said no more and eventually just stomped away, rolling her eyes and sucking her teeth.

Diamond and Ceazia sat at Club Reign and watched as the crowd grew thicker as the night got later. They kept their eyes glued to the door. It was just about twelve o’clock and the club had almost reached its capacity. They knew in a few more minutes the doors would be shut and the only ones that would get in at that point were the true ballers that were able to break enough bread to change security’s mind about opening the doors. And that was the moment they were waiting for. Like a fiend desperate for a hit, Ceazia and Diamond would be on the ballers; getting first dibs. It was nothing for the two of them to tag-team a nigga just to get in his pockets. Diamond and Ceazia had only been comrades a little more than a year, but it seemed like they’d known each other forever. They always knew what the other was thinking and they always shared the same point of view. And if there ever was a time when Diamond thought she felt differently about something than how Ceazia felt, it didn’t take much for Ceazia to change Diamond’s thought process.

Now that the unsuspected hater, little miss waitress, was gone, it was time for Ceazia to focus her attention back to the bar where the official haters, India and Carmen, two chicks that she used to roll tight with back in the day, sat. The looks on their faces were priceless once they had spotted Ceazia Devereaux in the flesh and blood; live and direct, right before their eyes. It was as though they had seen a ghost. They looked like a deer caught in the headlights of Ceazia’s Hummer H2; frightened to death with no chance of survival.

“What the hell did you do to them?”, Diamond asked Ceazia, noticing the looks on India and Carmen’s faces.

“To be honest, I’ve never done anything directly to either of them,” Ceazia stated, giving Diamond an indirect answer in hopes of avoiding telling her the real story behind the beef; they suspected her of killing Meikell, once a friend to them all. “I think they’re just surprised to see me. I don’t know if it’s from the embarrassment of how I’m high rollin’ compared to them, or just my mere presence alone that’s got them shook.” Ceazia took a sip of her white Zinfandel she had been babysitting as she examined the two women one by one and then she continued with her reasoning. “Those chicks used to be my homegirls, and from the looks of things, much hasn’t changed since a few years ago when we used to hang. I wouldn’t be surprised if those bitches were still driving the same car, living in the same old crib, working the same dead-end jobs and sucking the same dick. And when I say sucking the same dick, I mean the both of them sucking the same single dick!” Ceazia and Diamond both burst out in laughter.

“Wait!” Diamond said, after almost choking on her white Zinfandel. “What are we laughing at? We’ve sucked the same dick before.”

Ceazia and Diamond continued to laugh, clinking their glasses together.

“Now don’t get me wrong, I ain’t knocking them for being stable, but if you and I are sucking the same dick, or any dick for that matter, there had better be some benefits.” Ceazia pointed to India and Carmen. “And it is evident from their appearance that nothing is jumping. They are wearing the same old jewels and same old clothes. And the worse shit of all is that bag Carmen is carrying is a Gucci bag that I bought her. And to shovel more shit on top of a manure pile, I bought the bag damn nearly three years ago. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if that is Iceberg she has on. Now you tell me why they look so corny. They done spent the last of their last getting up in VIP that they can’t even buy a drink, so they standing around with dry mouths waiting on some nigga to offer to buy them a drink. But any real baller can see through their nostalgic-looking asses. Those hoes might as well have Jheri curls and shit.”

Diamond wasn’t as blunt and obvious as Ceazia, so she tried to discreetly observe the girls. After doing so, she shrugged her shoulders as if to say she had no defense for the chicks. They appeared to fit Ceazia’s critique like a glove.

“Exactly,” Ceazia continued. “Outdated tramps.” She took another sip of her drink and then said, “I know they want to turn into an ostrich and just bury their little weave-filled heads!” Diamond and Ceazia laughed and threw back the last of their drinks. Five minutes hadn’t passed before Ceazia caught yet another set of females staring in her direction.

“Damn!” Ceazia snapped. “Bitches are wearing the hate on thick tonight,” she said to Diamond, noticing even another set of bitches whispering and pointing in her direction. “Is it because we’re fly to death?”

“Maybe it’s because you look like you just stepped off a rap video. I think they want your autograph,” Diamond said, referencing Ceazia’s latest look.

“Let’s really give them something to talk about.” Ceazia looked over at Diamond with a mischievous smirk on her lips. Diamond ran her tongue inside her jaw and returned the smirk with a nod of her head.

Ceazia sensually slid her arm around Diamond’s neck, not caring what the next person thought of their public display of female-to-female affection. If her luck was any good, she’d hope to catch the eye of some horny baller and turn him on. Diamond loved when Ceazia openly showed her feelings for her so she didn’t mind playing right into things. She grabbed Ceazia around the waist and pulled her close as they tongued each other down. It was as though the DJ had cut off the record and the music had stopped. The entire club was focused on Ceazia and Diamond. After their intimate kiss, they both laughed as all the men looked like they wanted to pull out their hard dicks and jerk them while all the females twisted their lips and rolled their eyes in disgust.

Every since Ceazia had moved back to Virginia from Atlanta, she’d made it a habit of shining on a bitch every chance she got. Her long black hair had been replaced with a stylish mohawk and her basic conservative designer jeans and nice shirt style had been replaced with outlandish designer clothing like True Religion, BAPE, Red Monkey, and Ed Hardy, topped off with colorful accessories and a wild attitude. But one thing for sure had not changed; Ceazia’s brick-house frame was still intact. Her small waistline hadn’t grown an inch, her ass was just as thick and her breasts were just enough to give any man a mouthful. Ceazia always said it was hard being that bitch that everyone seemed to love to hate, but she didn’t mind putting in the work it took to be that bitch.

As if the city hadn’t hated the shit out of her before, Ceazia had managed to gain a few silent enemies after Vegas’s death and even more after Snake, Duke, and Bear’s deaths. Yes, she was the one responsible for the deaths of four of the most popular men in Norfolk; men that niggas claimed to be the hardest cats in the city couldn’t even take out, which made her the baddest bitch.

Vegas was her ex-boyfriend who she had loved more than her own life, which wasn’t an easy deed for Ceazia, considering how much she loved herself. It was Vegas that had introduced her to the life of the streets. But when he fucked up and crossed the line and made a move on Meikell, Ceazia’s best friend at the time, she lost it and put them both to rest. Then a year later Ceazia noticed that no man, not even Vegas’s prior supplier, Bear, could ever compare to the lifestyle Vegas had provided for her, but she figured Vegas’s brother, Snake, would come the closest. So with nothing but money on her mind, she set her sights after him. Knowing she would have to proceed with caution, Ceazia moved slowly to sink her claws into Snake, using his naive nephew, Duke, as a crutch while doing so. When it was all said and done, Ceazia had gotten herself in the middle of a murderous love triangle. But it just so happened that in this battle, like all the rest, she was the only one left standing.

It was apparent that people weren’t feeling Ceazia. As a result of all the drama on the streets, the beef some had with Ceazia was considered silent. Not one of them had the balls to actually confront her with their speculations that she was behind the madness. It didn’t take Ceazia long to hear the rumors on the streets, though. Ceazia had gotten branded and was known as a money-hungry psychotic bitch; a bitch that would rob a nigga and then, blind or in plain view, straight kill his ass. Now that was a hell of a title. Although Ceazia knew she’d done some grimy things in her day, she was still shocked to know that was what people were thinking of her. Surely other niggas on the streets had done worse. Who was she to become a hood legend?

As one could expect, a title like that left most females afraid to even look at her in the wrong way, and most niggas wanted no dealings. With the day-to-day bullshit they had to deal with from envious niggas on the streets there was no room for a vicious chick like Ceazia. The bitches didn’t matter to Ceazia. She could handle them. But she needed every baller nigga she could get her hands on for money, so their opinion did, to some degree, matter.

After Ceazia’s initiation to the game as a Gangster’s Girl, hustling was the only way she knew for survival. She tried her hand at being the perfect girlfriend instead of a gold digger. She had even decided to follow the advice of those stupid-ass Destiny’s Child bitches and cater to her man instead of running game, fucking and bucking, or any other quick-trick ideas she could pull out of her hat. But in the end, she got fucked—raw dog, up the ass, without even some warm spit as a lubricant. And anyone who knew Ceazia Devereaux knew that she was not one to get mad at the game or its players; she got even! You may have gotten one over on her, but you wouldn’t live to talk about it.

After her ex-boyfriend, a former rapper named Parlay, broke her heart, Ceazia swore on everything she loved and owned that no nigga would ever get the chance to get over on her again. From that point on a guy could only provide her with money, and maybe a little dick. And that’s only if she got tired of the strap-on that Diamond had recently introduced her to.

With so many haters and so many parties, it had become quite expensive for Ceazia to floss each night in hopes of catching the eye of her next victim. With her road dawg, Diamond, by her side, Ceazia made it a point to make a statement wherever they went and it was costing her at least three grand a party. Three grand is cool; ain’t nothin’ but a drop in the bucket when you have consistent money coming in, but it’s a bitch when it only seems to be constantly going out. So as Ceazia partied, she scanned the club. And before she knew it, it was time for her next casualty in this game she had managed to get caught up in, but had a hell of a time getting out of.

Since she’d been to the A, she learned a few tricks and couldn’t wait to test them out on just the right guy in VA.

“Two bottles of Rosé champagne?” the waitress said as she finally returned with Ceazia’s order, placing the ice-filled bucket and two bottles on the table. She then placed two champagne glasses and a few napkins down with them. “Three hundred. Cash only.” She held out her hand and rolled her neck. For some reason she thought that she was making it hard for Ceazia to pay for the champagne by demanding cash only.

Ceazia grinned and then dug into her oversized Chanel bag and pulled out one thousand dollars, all twenties. Then she quickly counted off fifteen twenties and placed them in the palm of the waitress’s waiting hand. While the waitress counted the three hundred, Ceazia pulled off three more twenties and folded them. Once the waitress had confirmed all three hundred was there, Ceazia handed her the sixty dollars.

“Thank you.” The waitress smiled after counting out the additional money, excited she’d received such a nice tip. “Let me know if you need anything else.” She walked away, tucking the money down into her tip pocket.

“See how phony chicks are?” Diamond stated, noticing the waitress’s sudden change of attitude.

“I know,” Ceazia agreed. “But money talks, though, baby. Money talks.” Ceazia filled each of their glasses and they drank up. She winked at the clique of haters. Yeah, bitches, y’all stay thirsty sipping on those cheap-ass Coronas and shit while we floss on that ass. Ceazia poured her and Diamond another glass and they toasted before drinking up again. “To us,” Ceazia said, “bitches gettin’ money.”

“I’ll drink to that!” Diamond agreed.

The party had just begun, and as it continued on, Ceazia spotted a familiar face enter through the club’s doors. Although Ceazia was certain she had seen him before, she just couldn’t place him. Perhaps he only looks like somebody I know, Ceazia thought as she eyed him down.

She watched the young man from the time he paid security to let him and his entourage in, until the time they all sat down in the VIP a few sections over from where Ceazia and Diamond were sitting. He didn’t draw very much attention to himself, but he seemed quite mysterious. That alone intrigued Ceazia. A veteran to the game, she knew those were the ones to look out for. Niggas with the most to lose drew the least attention to themselves. They allowed their appearance and swagger to do all the talking for them.

The dude sat quietly smoking purple haze. The cloud of smoke lingered around his head like an angel’s halo, but an angel he was anything but. Ceazia was getting a contact from just the scent of the smoke alone.

“Whew!” Diamond, the weed head, said, confirming that the weed he was smoking was nothing but the truth.

Surrounded by bottles of Cristal that the waitress wasted no time in supplying him, his boys continuously looked to him for drinks. They each stood around with at least two groupies each. But not Mr. Mysterious, cool, calm, and collected; he sat alone. Ceazia checked out each of his boys briefly to see if she recognized any of them. Not one did she recognize.

As the night went on, Ceazia and Diamond continued to party while constantly monitoring the guy in the corner. Ceazia knew she had to wait patiently for the perfect opportunity to approach him. The opportunity came when each of his boys were completely preoccupied with their groupies, either on the dance floor or getting head in the back of the club. At last, the young man was all alone and Ceazia could finally get to him with no interruptions.

“How do I look? Do I need lip gloss? Is my face oily?” Ceazia asked Diamond while shuffling though her purse for her M•A•C makeup bag.

“Baby, you look fine,” Diamond assured her. “Now go ahead and get your man. I’ve been watching you check him out all night. He’s all yours, baby.” Diamond smacked Ceazia on the ass and shoved her off.

Other chicks might have been jealous at the fact that their lover was about to go hook up with someone else, right in their face no less, but Diamond knew that Ceazia about to push up on ol’ dude was all in the name of money. If Ceazia made a come up, then Diamond made a come up. And if it meant workin’ a nigga, so be it!

Ceazia took her time walking toward the young man, all the while racking her brain trying to figure out where she knew him from. She never forgot a face, or at least she was never unable to place a face, which was a major skill in the business she was in. A girl didn’t want to accidentally try to work the same nigga twice; although if any broad could pull that type of shit off, it would be Ceazia. Wherever she might have known the gentleman from, she only hoped it wasn’t from any bad predicament.

With a few steps left to go before she was face to face with him, she took a deep breath and quickly rehearsed in her head what she would say. But before she could reach her Prince Charming, someone crossed her path and landed right into his lap. The woman that now sat cozy in dude’s lap had a familiar face as well, but Ceazia had no doubt where she knew this bitch from. What the hell was in that champagne? Or am I losing my touch? Ceazia thought.

Embarrassed and unsure what to do, Ceazia stood motionless and watched as the woman, who she recognized as Danielle, the girlfriend of Snake at the time of his death, hugged all up on her dream guy. She didn’t know what to do. The longer she stared at the girl, the more flashbacks of the night of Snake, Duke, and Bear’s deaths rushed through Ceazia’s head. The memory was as clear as yesterday as she looked at Danielle. The memory of her fleeing from the hotel and driving past Danielle on the way out surfaced her brain. The one second they met eye to eye seemed to last an hour. Ceazia wondered if Danielle would recognize her from that night.

As she continued to stare, Ceazia almost second-guessed herself. Is that her? Danielle had appeared to have gained a few pounds, but yeah, it definitely looked like her. And even Ceazia had to admit that she was wearing the extra weight well. Realizing the man she had set her eyes on all night had been snatched up from right underneath her nose, Ceazia decided to run back to her safe nest. Just as she was about to turn around, though, it hit her; she did know the guy from somewhere. The man before her was named Shawn, a drug connect that, the last she knew of, supplied most of Norfolk. And he had it all; cocaine, weed, heroin, and even ecstasy. This nigga was definitely a pot of gold at the end of the rainbow.

Right as Ceazia was about to make her quick turnaround, Shawn looked up and locked eyes with her as he hugged Danielle. His look alone said it all. She read the words, I want your sexy ass in his eyes.

Ceazia returned the favor by giving him the most seductive look she could. Her eyes responded, “This sexy-body girl comes with a price.” Then she walked away, ass bouncing each step of the way to give him a glimpse of what she had to offer.

“With that performance, how could he not want you?” Diamond said as Ceazia returned. “Fuck that bitch over there trying to ride his dick dry.”

“I can’t believe this shit,” Ceazia spat between gritted teeth. “Somehow that bitch always manages to find her way down my path.” Ceazia swallowed a glass of champagne.

“You know her?” Diamond inquired.

“Yeah, she was a little competition of mine with this certain fella, Snake, back in the day,” Ceazia said, giving the least amount of information possible.

“What, someone was actually able to give you a run for your money?” Diamond said, full of disbelief.

“Sure, she slowed things down a little when it came to Snake, but this time I’ll be sure give her a little taste of what it feels like to bitten by a snake like me.”

“Okayyyyyyyy!” Diamond poured Ceazia another glass and they toasted.

They continued to party and Ceazia kept her eye on Shawn the entire time. She was not giving up. In fact, she wanted him even more now that she knew there was competition.

After an hour or so, Danielle finally walked away, giving Ceazia another opportunity at her prey. Ceazia and Diamond both stared as Danielle left her man helpless from the likes of the queen bee.

“From the looks of things, C, your little friend isn’t going to be up for the battle,” Diamond said, pointing at Danielle’s swollen belly.

“Damn! How did I miss that? I must have really been focusing on Shawn not to have noticed that she is pregnant.”

“Very pregnant! But I have to admit, she wears it well. From behind you would have never known. Guess that’s how you missed it, huh?” Diamond giggled as Ceazia rolled her eyes.

Obviously jealous at how well Danielle looked even though she looked at least five months pregnant, Ceazia focused her attention back on Shawn now that he was game once again. Since Shawn had given her the eye, she knew roping him in would be a piece of cake. Ceazia took her time finishing her drink before she walked over. She didn’t want to seem too desperate. As she took her last sip, she scanned over the crowd to see where Danielle was. She didn’t want to take the chance of her popping up again. Danielle was nowhere in sight, which meant she was either in the bathroom or gone. Ceazia hoped it was the latter. Either way it went, time was of the essence before another distraction prevented her from hitting her mark.

She stood up and straightened her clothes as she prepared to walk over to Shawn. When she looked up she was caught by another surprise. Judah! “What the fuck?” Ceazia said aloud, baffled by the strain of bad luck she was having in her attempt to hook, line, and sinker this one big fish.

She watched as Judah sat down beside Shawn and they proceeded to chat away.

“Dis is your last chance, you know. If dis don’t go right, you must deal wit da big man,” Judah said sternly.

“Cool, cool.” Shawn nodded, assuring Judah that everything was good.

The conversation seemed kind of serious as Ceazia watched them closely. Judah appeared to be pissed, yet Shawn remained calm. After they finished talking, Judah walked off. Shawn pulled his cell phone out, said a couple words into the receiver, then the next thing Ceazia knew, him and his boys all headed towards the club exit from different directions of the club. Shawn didn’t even look Ceazia’s way as he walked right past her and out the VIP section. Ceazia watched as he exited through the club’s side door.

“I wonder what that was all about,” Diamond asked Ceazia as she walked up next to her, just as baffled by the scenario as Ceazia.

“I don’t know,” Ceazia replied, “but I’m tempted to follow them out the club and find out. Maybe if I can’t get Shawn, I can grab Judah, with his fine ass!” Ceazia winked at Diamond.

“Let’s do it,” Diamond encouraged her.

With a look of agreement, Ceazia, along with Diamond, drank the last of their champagne and headed out the door right behind Shawn and his crew.

Judah was the first in Ceazia’s sight as they exited the club. She couldn’t help but reflect on how fine he was. He was just as fine as the last day she’d seen him. She thought back to the days at the Mango Tree, a local reggae club where Judah played music back in the day.

“Judah is still fine as ever.” She shared her thoughts with Diamond. “But when I left town, he was fucking with this lil’ young chick name BJ. He loved her lil’ ass to death. It must have been her innocence or something, because he was even throwing me shade when I was trying to give up the pussy.”

“Damn, it was that serious, huh? He was passing up on your pussy?” Diamond said in disbelief. After all, she knew firsthand just how good Ceazia’s pussy was.

“Tell me about it. The sad thing is that I kind of liked his lil’ girlfriend. She was real cool. I looked at her like a lil’ sister. I had no idea she was going to end up stepping on my toes,” Ceazia said, making it seem as though BJ stole Judah from her.

“So you saying ol’ girl knew you were diggin’ on Judah before she got with him?”

“Not really. I mean, me and her met before she and Judah hooked up. I actually introduced them one night at the club. I had no idea they were going to hook up, though. She had a little boyfriend and everything. I guess I should have spoken my piece so that she would have known what was up.”

“Look, girl.” Diamond interrupted Ceazia as she pointed toward the all-black Dodge Magnum sitting on black twenty-two-inch Giovannis with a deep gold lip that sat across the street from them as they stood posted up on the wall outside the club.

Ceazia looked up to see Judah leaning against the car, staring at her as he spoke on his cell phone. Ceazia decided to head his way. He didn’t even blink as she walked toward him, crossing the street. By the time Ceazia was up on him, he had wrapped up his phone conversation.

“Judah!” she said to him. “Whagwon?” She asked him what was up, mimicking his native patois language.

“Wham, C?” he responded in an annoyed tone that said “What the fuck you want, Ceazia?”

“Nothing much. I was just wondering what was up with my girl, BJ. How is she?” Ceazia had every intention on hollering at Judah, but now she figured she’d better take things in a different direction since Judah didn’t seem to be in the best of moods.

“Everting good, mon.”

“That’s good. Well, give her my number.”

Judah rolled his eyes and then said, “Gimme it?” Although he was annoyed by Ceazia’s presence, he was pleased to have her number to fall back on in case Shawn didn’t hold up his end of the bargain. Shawn claimed he had some great moneymaking plan that involved Ceazia, but knowing her past, Judah knew he had to have a backup plan.

Ceazia read off her Atlanta area code cell phone number that hadn’t yet been changed to a local Virginia number. She watched carefully as Judah placed his business phone, the first cell he had just been talking on, in a case on his waist and then entered her number into a black RAZR phone that he pulled out. Although she’d clearly stated that the number was for BJ, the number was stored exactly where she’d hoped it to be, in his phone. If things went how she’d planned, Judah would be the one calling her up and not BJ.

“Umph-umph,” Diamond cleared her throat as she approached them after watching Judah save the number and close his phone.

“I’m sorry. Where’s my manners? Judah, this is my girlfriend, Diamond,” Ceazia introduced. Both she and Diamond looked at Judah seductively.

“Girlfriend aye? You fa get bullet fa dat in Jamaica?” Judah understood exactly what their eyes were saying and expressed the taboo of same-sex relationships in his native country of Jamaica.

“Well, welcome to the U.S. baby; the land of the fucking free,” Ceazia spat back.

Judah shook his head while cracking a small grin, allowing a small peep of his dimple to show while showing his perfect white teeth. “Lata,” he said as he got into his car and started it up.

“Bye,” Ceazia and Diamond said in unison, and then stepped away from the car.

The beautiful visual before them disappeared as Judah let up the black-tinted window. Once the window was up, it appeared as though the girls were looking at themselves in a mirror; all they saw was their reflection. Judah blasted the tunes of Tony Matterhorn, “Nuh Fren We” as he sped off; leaving nothing but the smell of burnt rubber and the sight of the word MAGNUM in gold letters on the back of the car that had the state of Florida tags with the word TROJAN written across them.

“Trojan? Magnum? Black and gold? Oh, is it really like that?” Diamond asked, comprehending the hidden message within the coordination of Judah’s car and tag.

“So I’ve heard,” Ceazia said, licking her lips. “But I am definitely trying to get a taste.” She thought for a moment. “I noticed that he had Florida tags. I wonder if that’s where he’s living now. Looks like he’s doing big things,” Ceazia said aloud, not missing a beat and taking note of every detail.

“Yeah, and it looks like you’re being watched,” Diamond said, noticing Shawn now staring from afar. Shawn stood near the club door chatting with a couple of his boys.

“For real? Who, girl?” Ceazia asked looking from left to right, anxious to know what other hopeless prey wandered near.

Without saying a word, Diamond cut her eyes in the direction of Shawn and gave her head a slight nod in the same direction in an attempt to look inconspicuous. Noticing Shawn was now walking in their direction; Ceazia pretended not to even see him and started talking to Diamond as if they hadn’t just been plotting on him.

“Yeah, girl, the club was nice,” Ceazia began with a general subject.

“Excuse me,” Shawn said, interrupting their fictitious conversation.

“Oh, hi?” Ceazia pretended to be surprised by his arrival.

“What up?” He responded to Ceazia, then looked over to Diamond and held out his hand to her. “Hello, gorgeous. You are?”

“Me?” Diamond asked, sincerely surprised by Shawn’s comment. She had been certain that he had made his way over to spit game at Ceazia.

“What?” Shawn could sense how flattered Diamond was. “Why are you acting so surprised? You don’t consider yourself gorgeous?”

“Well, I guess?” Diamond said, giving little credit to her tall, slim curvaceous frame. “Thanks for the compliment. I’m Diamond, but you can call me gorgeous if you like,” Diamond responded with a wink, now getting comfortable in her exchange of words with the fine specimen before her. “What is your name?”

“Shawn,” Ceazia responded before Shawn had the opportunity to.

Shawn cut his eyes at Ceazia and then turned his attention back to Diamond. “Like she said, I’m Shawn.”

“Taken by Danielle Stevens, ex-girlfriend of the late, great Snake,” Ceazia continued, obviously hating on the attention that the mark she had been eyeballing all night was giving Diamond. Especially since Diamond had used little, actually, no effort whatsoever to get him to look her way.

“Damn, you sure do know a lot,” Shawn said to Ceazia. “Although you probably don’t know half as much about me that I know about you, ma,” Shawn spat back, finally giving Ceazia one tenth of the attention she’d begged for all night.

“Wanna bet? I love a challenge,” Ceazia dared Shawn in a childish manner.

“Nah, I’ll pass on the game of trivia.” He declined her offer, eyeballing Diamond from head to toe the entire time. “But as for you, Lady Di, I would hardly mind a game of twenty-one questions with you.” He grabbed Diamond’s hand.

Diamond looked up at Ceazia, noticing her added interest in Shawn and the slight attitude she now upheld and pulled her hand back from Shawn. “No, I better not,” she declined.

“Girl, go ahead,” Ceazia said in a nonchalant tone as if she wasn’t fazed at all by the little spark going on between Shawn and Diamond. Hell, she knew she could spit on it at any minute and put it out. But instead, she decided to allow the hand to play out. “Shit, if you don’t, girl, someone else will. May as well keep it in the family,” Ceazia encouraged Diamond.

Ceazia knew deep inside that Diamond was hers. And if necessary, she could steal Shawn right from under Diamond’s nose. After all, this was her forte while Diamond had simply been a witness in training. So, passing over the reigns of Shawn, someone she hadn’t gotten the chance to claw her nails into anyway, didn’t seem like that big of a loss.

“Spoken just like the nigga you are,” Shawn said sarcastically, referring to Ceazia’s known conniving and deceptive ways.

“What-ever!” she spat back and then rolled her eyes. “Girl, just get his number and let’s go before I have to snap,” she rushed Diamond.

“Here, I’ll give you my number,” Diamond held out her hand to accept his cell phone. “That way if you’re really interested, you’ll call.”

Shawn handed over his cell phone and allowed Diamond to enter and save her number in it. She then returned the phone.

“Aight, baby girl. I’ll holla at you.” Shawn winked.

“Bye,” Diamond said as she and Ceazia turned to walk away.

Shawn watched the bounce in Diamond’s plump ass as she walked away. Although he had one thing and one thing only on his mind, he couldn’t help but think of hitting that ass from the back and watching it hop up and down on his long black johnson. He watched Diamond and Ceazia walk across the street and into the parking garage. Minutes later, they pulled out in a dark fuchsia baby Hummer H2 that resembled a Barbie Jeep, hence the words BLACK BARBIE perfectly written in script in the upper right corner of the back of the truck. It was as perfect as a tattoo on a stripper’s ass cheek. As Ceazia and Diamond pulled off, Shawn headed to his truck and dialed the number Diamond had just put into his phone.

As soon as her phone began to ring Ceazia said aloud, “Who the fuck is this?” She looked at an unfamiliar number on her cell phone.

“Answer it,” Diamond said as though she knew exactly who it was that was calling.

“Hello,” Ceazia answered, full of attitude.

“What up, gorgeous?” Shawn asked from the other end.

“Nothing. Who is this?” Ceazia asked with even more of an attitude.

“Damn, it’s like that? You gave your number to that many niggas tonight? You got to screen calls and shit?” Shawn replied.

“Again . . . who . . . is . . . this?” Ceazia spit out her words slowly, pausing between each one.

“Calm down, ma. It’s Shawn.”

“Shawn?” Ceazia questioned then looked at Diamond. “You gave him my number?” she asked her.

“Yeah. I knew how much you had been working on him so I figured there was another opportunity.”

What? Oh, she must be tripping, thinking I need some help getting a nigga. I get anything I want including all men; single, married, engaged and/or divorced. And can even turn a gay man straight, Ceazia thought before taking the phone away from her ear and saying to Diamond, “Boo, I don’t need your help. Trust me, if I wanted him I would have him. I don’t need no hand-me-downs.”

“Baby, I didn’t mean it like that. You are beautiful and I know you can have anyone you want. I just didn’t want any problems with us, so I gave him your number. I figured you’d work your magic and get him,” Diamond said sincerely.

Damn, now I feel bad for snapping. Ceazia’s heart softened. “You didn’t have to do that.” Ceazia now felt sorry for the hate and evil thoughts she’d had earlier while she watched Shawn flirt with Diamond. “Give me a kiss.” She began kissing Diamond, completely forgetting Shawn was on the phone.

“Yo!” they both heard him yelling through the phone receiver as if he was on speaker phone.

Ceazia handed the phone to Diamond and instructed her, “Talk to your man, baby. You can work this one out. I got faith in you.”

With those words of confidence from the player who wrote the rules to the game in the first place, Diamond took the phone from Ceazia. “Hello,” she said in the sweetest tone she could muster up.

“What’s up with the games, ma?” Shawn spat. “I mean, if you’re not interested, it ain’t nothing but a thang, baby girl. Just let a nigga know.” It was obvious that Shawn was slightly annoyed by Diamond’s little stunt.

“No, it’s not that. It’s just that C is my girl and I would never want to hurt her or disrespect her. She was checking you out all night. I mean, I thought I even seen you checking her out for a minute there, so when you stepped to me, I was a little caught off guard. I mean, C was even gonna holla at you a couple of times, but she was intercepted,” Diamond tried explaining.

“Damn, it’s like that? She got holds on you like that, ma, where you can’t even holler at a nigga freely?” Shawn inquired, just to see exactly how loyal Diamond was to Ceazia.

“I mean, it’s not a point of her having a hold on me,” Diamond began to say.

“You ain’t got to explain nothing to him,” Ceazia yelled, interrupting whatever it was Diamond was about to say. “Yeah, I got a hold on her and her pussy. That’s my fucking girl. So now what?” Ceazia continued to yell like her mind was bad.

Diamond had never seen Ceazia’s jealous side like this before. Ceazia had been the most confident person she had ever met, so why now was she feeling threatened? But Diamond didn’t want to sit there listening to Ceazia clown so she just decided to end the call. “Look, I’ll give you a call later or you can call me . . . for real this time. My number is seven-seven-oh-five-five-five-nine-nine-nine-nine.” Diamond quickly ended the call then focused her attention to Ceazia. “Baby, are you okay?

“I’m fine,” Ceazia snapped.

“So why are you so upset and yelling and cursing? Maybe I shouldn’t talk to Shawn. Like I said before, I don’t want it to ruin things between me and you.” Diamond rubbed Ceazia’s thigh then squeezed it tightly.

“I’m sorry, Diamond,” Ceazia sighed, closing her eyes and then taking a deep breath. “I’m tripping. Do your thing.”

“You sure?” Diamond asked, wanting Ceazia to reiterate her approval.

Ceazia opened her eyes and looked into Diamond’s. “Yes, baby.”

“Kiss and make up,” she said as Ceazia pulled into their garage and put the car in park.

Ceazia gently slid her hand behind Diamond’s neck, tilted her head and pulled her in close. Moments later, her mouth was full of the warm wetness of Diamond’s tongue. As they kissed passionately, all Ceazia could envision was that same warm wetness between her legs. As far as she was concerned, that little minor squabble that had just gone down was over . . . but the night had just begun.
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