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Prologue

Case slowly walked back and forth across the front of the spacious church. Both hands were behind his back as he wore Armani slacks, shirt, and a tie. His strong posture and piercing eyes symbolized power, and the entire city felt it. He took his time, knowing that he wanted to choose his words wisely.

The first three rows of the pews were filled with important guests, listening to the man who had ruled over the streets for more than a decade. He called a meeting at one of the city’s abandoned buildings that once was a church. Case looked at his audience, many of whom were some of the head hustlers in the city, and they remained silent as they listened closely to the man who had the floor.

Case’s drug operation had suffered a big blow because of the recent narcotics crackdown led by Macy Sigel, the city’s mayor. Macy was the creator of a newly formed task force that focused on the drug problem in the inner city. This put a direct strain on Case’s cash flow. He decided to call a meeting and clear up all debt and beefs in the streets because he was about to make a power move. He was about to murk the mayor and wanted the streets behind him when he did it.

“You are all here today because I chose you to be here. In some shape or form, every one of you have gone against the grain. Some of you failed to pay me my twenty percent, some of you owe me money, and some of you, well, some of you I just don’t like,” Case said as he stood before the men, staring at each individual in the eye.

It was a moment of silence in the room, and all that was heard was the breathing of the men. The smell of fear was in the air. Case smiled as he was overcome with the buzz that goes along with having power. It was like a natural high being a man with such influence, and he enjoyed the view from the top as he looked down at the others before him.

“Anybody have anything to say?” Case asked sarcastically. In actuality, no one could say anything because duct tape covered their mouths, stifling them, while their hands and feet were bound.

Case looked over to his right, where his henchman stood guard. Case gave him a signal, and the henchman picked up the can of gas that sat at his feet and began to go up and down the aisle, pouring gasoline over the heads and bodies of the hustlers in attendance.

“I told y’all muthafuckas, do not fuck me! Now look at you,” Case said as he lit a cigar. He headed down the aisle, and his henchman followed.

The moans and pleas fell on deaf ears, as Case wanted to set an example for the whole city. Business had slowed up, and he had to tighten down on his organization and restore order in the streets. Case didn’t like to be a bad guy, but he was so good at it.

He waited for his henchman to empty the can and join him. He then took a pull of the cigar and tossed it into the aisle. Case instantly sent the place and its patrons up in flames.

Case’s henchman opened the car door for him and commented on the situation. “This guy Macy Sigel is fucking up the whole organization. We got to do something to this nigga. It’s going to be hard to touch the mayor though. He constantly has his people around him.”

Case looked down at his watch and saw that he only had thirty minutes to get to the state penitentiary, where he had unfinished business to attend to. “I know how I can get to this nigga. I have to call an old friend up. She owes me a favor. I know exactly where I can find her, too,” Case stated surely.

Case sat in the back seat of his Maybach as his henchman guided the luxury car off the avenue. They were on their way to witness the death of a Murder Mama.

 


 



Thump ... Thump.

Thump ... Thump.

Thump ... Thump.

Aries’ heartbeat was deafening as her chest heaved up and down. She could hardly breathe as she moved through the short line. There were about fifteen people in attendance. Undoubtedly, she was the only supporter in the room. She could not believe that things had come to this point, and her hands shook violently as she signed in, putting her John Hancock on the witness log.

A member of the most notorious Murder Mama crew, she had committed many sins. As a murderer for hire, she had learned long ago to bury her emotions deep inside of her. Fear was something that she had never allowed herself to feel, but as she got processed through the prison system, the dormant emotion surfaced to the top. She had no idea what to expect, and as she was searched, her old instincts kicked in. Her eyes scanned the room thoroughly, looking into the eyes of the prison guards. She half expected them to detain her at any moment. She deserved a thousand years for the crimes that she had under her belt, and she was wary about putting herself in the position to be caught.

As badly as she wanted to skip out, she knew that this was one event that she had to be a part of. It was only fair. Her friends had been there for her through thick and thin. They had come up together and as fate had taken its course, they had fallen together as well. Her attendance was mandatory, and she took a deep breath to calm her nerves as she tried to get through the ordeal.

The guards escorted the small group to a room with rowed seating, and Aries quickly reserved one in the front row, dead center. Looking through the thick glass window before her, she saw the contraption that had ended many more lives than she ever could. She felt sick to her stomach as she thought about what was about to occur. As badly as she wanted to do something to stop what was about to happen, it was out of her hands. The only thing that she could do was witness an execution.

Her heart ached as she watched her friend Robyn enter the room. Shackles tightly bound her hands and feet. The navy prison-issued jumpsuit she wore swallowed her slim frame. Aries’ chest caved in from pure emotion as she felt tears sting her eyes. They were about to kill her girl, her Murder Mama, signifying the end of their reign over the underworld’s murder game.

Around her, the family members of those Robyn had bodied cried and thanked God for justice, but there was nothing just about it. Robyn was like her sister, and the state was about to put her down like a rabid dog.

The entire Murder Mama crew had been decimated, and although Aries had felt loss before, this one hurt the most. Not because she loved Robyn more, but because Robyn wasn’t dying a free woman. Aries knew that if Robyn had her way, she would have preferred to bleed out in the streets while doing what she did best. This wasn’t how any of them had envisioned their end. This was no storybook or no hood legend myth. The streets couldn’t glorify this. Robyn had been caught and a jury of her peers had found her guilty; another man had sentenced her to die.

Karma had come full circle for Robyn, and as Aries locked eyes with her dear friend, she felt her pain. Aries studied Robyn’s features and noticed how placid, how serene she looked. She wanted to nod at her, to blow her a kiss, or to do something to acknowledge her, but they both knew that any communication could put Aries at risk.

The police had questioned Robyn for years trying to get her to give up the other member of the notorious Murder Mamas crew. The state had even presented her with a deal. If Robyn had talked, she wouldn’t be dying today; but she had stood tall and carried the sentence for them both. She was dying for Aries and on behalf of her loyalty to the rest of her deceased crew. Loyalty and their love for one another was all they had. Robyn refused to betray that. Aries closed her eyes and spoke to God.

Please take care of my friend, God. Please look after her. Make it painless and quick. Forgive her for the things that we’ve done. She’s held the burden of enough blame. Hold me accountable for the rest.

Aries lifted her head and watched helplessly as the prison guards strapped Robyn down on the gurney; then a man in a white doctor’s coat inserted an IV into the vein on the back of her hand. Aries cringed with worry, but she never stopped looking Robyn in the eyes. She put her arm on the armrest of her chair and brought her hand to her face to lean on it. She discreetly kissed the tattoo on her wrist that read, MURDER MAMAS. She knew that Robyn would know that the gesture was meant for her.

A priest came into the room and opened a Bible, quoting scripture out of respect. When he was done he asked, “Do you have any last words?”

Tears finally emerged from Robyn’s eyes as a moment of absolution came over her. Aries, unable to contain herself any longer, shivered as her cold tears rolled down her cheeks. She was stricken with guilt and filled with admiration all at the same time.

“I love you, Murder Mama. Live. Live for the rest of us who no longer can. We love you,” Robyn said while staring Aries directly in the eyes.

The doctor flipped a switch, and Aries watched in horror as the lethal combination of medicines traveled through the plastic tubes. It all happened in slow motion, and Aries felt as if her heart would explode as grief paralyzed her. When the concoction reached Robyn’s IV, Aries couldn’t stop the sob from escaping her lips. She put her hand to her mouth to stop herself from crying aloud, but her eyes never left Robyn’s. It was the only way for them to connect in Robyn’s final moments.

Robyn held on as long as she could, but as the poison entered her system, she slowly faded. She fought it as long as she could, but the overwhelming sleepiness plagued her, and her eyelids betrayed her as they began to close.

The doctor monitored Robyn’s pulse and heartbeat until she flatlined on the screen. He looked at the clock and announced, “Time of death, 7:07 P.M.”

Aries lowered her head and whispered, “Rest in peace.”

It was the most pain she had ever felt and the worst day of her life.

She arose from her seat and stormed out of the room, searching for the nearest exit. It suddenly felt as if there were no air in the room. “I have to get out of here,” she whispered as she emerged out of the building and the sunlight beamed down on her.

The contents of her stomach erupted, and she keeled over as she vomited onto the pavement. Although death had been her occupation, seeing a person she loved be put down rocked her entire world. She quickly gathered herself and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand before leaving the prison behind. She vowed that she would never step foot inside one again.

She picked up her cell phone and noticed that she had three missed calls. She dialed the numbers back and put the phone on speakerphone as she put distance between herself and the barbaric prison.

“Rachel, hey, baby. I’ve been calling you all morning,” her husband, Prince, said.

“Hey, honey. I’m sorry. I had to take my mother to the hospital this morning. Her blood pressure is out of control, and she just isn’t in good spirits. Her health is fading, and the doctor was trying to explain a few things to me. I couldn’t answer for you,” she replied, the lie slipping off so easily that even she believed it.

She had become an expert at lying during the five years that she had been in hiding. Her real mother had been dead for so long that Aries rarely ever thought of her.

After Robyn’s arrest, Aries had been forced to change her entire life. Her identity, her look, even her accent had to be reinvented. Aries now lived as Rachel Coleman, housewife and mother. Her world was so far removed from the tyranny that she sometimes couldn’t believe she had ever lived so ruthlessly.

Days like this were a reminder of what she used to be. She was a killer and she was a part of a murder-for-hire team whose names would ring bells in the streets for years to come; but to Prince Coleman she was just Rachel, his lovely wife. He had no idea who he was sleeping next to at night.

“When should Tre and I expect you?” he asked.

“I’m coming home tomorrow. I did what I came here to do. It’s been five years since I left here, and now I remember why I’ve stayed away for so long. I’ve had enough of this city. Everything is dead to me here. I wouldn’t care if I never came back,” she replied.

 


 



Aries wrapped the apron around her summer dress and pulled up her long hair as she prepared her family’s breakfast. After Robyn’s execution, she had caught a late flight back to her home in Barbados. Going back had sparked a lot of bad memories for her. Ever since she saw the drugs enter Robyn’s system, she had been having visions of blood on her hands. Her conscience was playing tricks on her, and deep regret had begun to fill her soul as she thought of all the reckless murders she had taken part in. She could have easily been in Robyn’s shoes.

The red tint that stained her hands was only visible to Aries. She felt as if she were losing her mind, and as a tear slipped from her eye, she rushed to the stainless steel sink. She rubbed her hands together vigorously under the cold, flowing water and took deep breaths as she closed her eyes. It’s not real. You don’t live that life anymore. Forgive yourself, she thought.

When her nerves had settled and her pulse had slowed, she slowly opened her eyes. She sighed in relief as she turned off the faucet and went back to cooking for her family.

When she had first exited the game, her paranoia had almost driven her crazy. Everyone was somebody to her—somebody who wanted to see her dead. The mailman, the lady cashier at the local market, even her next door neighbor: She had suspected them all of being out to get her. It had taken her five long years to transition into a normal lifestyle, and she refused to allow the corruption of L.A. to set her back in her old ways.

“Mama!”

The tiny voice behind her made her smile, and she turned to greet her three-year-old son. He stood in front of her wearing Batman pajamas and a huge smile. He ran toward her at full speed and leapt into her open arms.

“Hey, mama’s baby. Oh my goodness, I missed you,” she whispered as she snuggled his neck and gave him a million kisses all over his face.

“I missed you too,” her son replied. Seeing his innocent face instantly turned her mood around and her spirits went from low to high.

Aries scooped him up in her arms and said, “Let’s go wake your daddy.”

She carried her son up to her bedroom, and they both hopped on top of Prince. He lazily opened his eyes as he pulled her under the covers.

“Hey, baby, what are you doing here? I thought I was supposed to pick you up from the airport after I left the office,” he said as he wiped the sleep from his eyes and adjusted the hard-on in his linen pajama pants.

“I flew back early. I wanted to see my two men off this morning,” she said sweetly. One would have never known that this island beauty had a sinister past.

He cuddled with his wife and son, then discreetly reached in between her legs, fondling her juicy clit.

“Hmm-hmm, boy. Don’t even try it,” she said with a seductive smile. “You know your son is not having that.”

He put his hand over his face and shook his head with a knowing smile. “I swear that boy has a radar or something. A nigga can’t get no pussy while he is awake,” Prince commented playfully.

Their son hopped up and down at the end of the mattress, and Aries chuckled softly. “I made you two breakfast. We’ll be downstairs waiting on you,” she announced before grabbing her son’s hand and walking out of the room.

Her life now was so simple, and although at times it felt slow, she had to remind herself that it didn’t carry the same risks as the one she used to lead. She had left the streets alone a long time ago, and she vowed that nothing would ever pull her back in. The allure of it all wasn’t worth it anymore. When she was young and reckless, it all seemed like a big adventure, but now, at the age of thirty, she just wanted peace.

It had been five years since her finger had wrapped around a trigger, and she had made a whole new life for herself. In her native country of Barbados, she lived happily and in tranquility. She had told herself that she would never return to the States, but missing Robyn’s execution was not an option. The trip had sparked bad memories for her, but as she catered to her family’s needs, she shook them off.

Prince joined his wife and son in the kitchen, and Aries admired his handsome appearance. She walked toward him and handed him a plate of food then grabbed his tie and pulled him into her for a kiss. Watching her family do something as simple as enjoying the morning breeze brought pure joy to her heart. After the things her eyes had seen, she was fortunate to live such a tame life. She was the last person who deserved a happy ending, but somehow she had wound up with one.

Aries played the role to perfection as she saw her husband off to work, standing in the doorway with her child in her arms as she waved good-bye. By the time his black S-Class disappeared from sight, Tre was dozing off on her shoulder. She closed the door and put him down in his bed.

DING DONG!

She stood up and shook her head, knowing that Prince had forgotten his briefcase once again. He was so unorganized that she could not understand how he was one of the most prominent accountants in the country. But his client list alone told of his status. She went into his office to retrieve his briefcase, but when she looked behind his desk, it was nowhere to be found. She frowned and looked around in confusion. Prince always kept his briefcase in the same place.

DING DONG!

The doorbell sounded off again, and she ran down the stairs to answer the door. “I was going to bring it to you, but—”

Her words stopped when she lifted her head and met eyes with the man who stood before her. Fear paralyzed her, and she felt as if she couldn’t breathe. Her killer instincts kicked back in as her hand immediately shot to her waistline, but unfortunately her days of pistol toting were long gone.

Tears filled her eyes as she realized she was about to be murdered while her son slept soundly upstairs. She had known that her past would come back to haunt her one day. She stiffened her jaw and held her head up, preparing to die the Murder Mama way, proud and unflinching.

As her son began crying she winced, knowing that the man before her had no mercy on children. That’s when she broke down. It was in that moment that regret filled her heart and she thought back to the very first day that she had crossed this man, wishing that she could take it all back... .




Chapter One

Five years earlier

 



Robyn and Aries looked at the stacks of hundred and fifty dollar bills scattered all over the red-top pool table. Case slowly circled the table and finished dumping the cash out of the Gucci duffle bag. Casey James, also known as Case, was well over six foot, dark as tar, and as ruthless as they came. Cocaine was the name of the game, and he was the head of the black market of Los Angeles. He was putting his money where his mouth was and was laying out a million dollars of dirty money for the kidnapping of a federal judge’s daughter. Case’s younger brother was caught with twenty kilos of cocaine a few months back, and his fate rested on the shoulders of the jury and a known racist judge.

“There you go, ladies. One million dollars,” he said as he rested both of his hands on the rim of the pool table and leaned over the pile of money. Aries and Robyn smiled as they looked at the abundance of bills.

“Hold on. Give us a second,” Robyn said as she stepped to the side to have a sidebar with Aries.

“That’s a lot of money right there, Aries,” Robyn said as she glanced back at the table.

“I know. But is it worth it?” Aries asked in her heavy island accent as she thought about what task was at hand. Murder was one thing, but to be asked to kidnap someone was a totally different ball game.

“I say go for it,” Robyn said as she thought about the money that they would be leaving on the table if they turned the offer down.

“Fuck it. Let’s do it,” Aries said, not caring about the degree of difficulty the job required. She was ready to get paid and willing to go to the extreme to achieve her big payday. They both went to the table, and Case saw the greed in their eyes.

“Deal,” Aries said as she grabbed the bag and began to stuff the money back inside of it. “We get to keep the bag, right?” Aries said as she gave him a small smirk.

Case smiled back and nodded his head. If it were not for business, he would have pushed up on Aries. She reminded him of Rihanna, and her accent was sexy to him. He quickly dismissed the notion, but not before looking at her slim frame and round assets.

He was glad that he had gotten plugged in with the infamous Murder Mamas. For a long time, he thought they were a myth, but he quickly was made a believer when they showed up to his spot. After he put the word on the streets that he was looking for them, it did not take them long to find him. He knew that they were the best in the business, and the job he requested needed to be done by the best.

“Okay, look. I’ve already done my homework on this racist prick,” Case said as he walked over to his desk that sat in the back of the room and reached into his desk. He pulled out a legal-sized envelope and walked back to them. “He lives just outside of the city and has a wife and daughter,” he said as he tossed the pictures onto the pool table. There were photos of the fifty-something Caucasian judge kissing his wife and then a picture of him getting into his Benz.

“He leaves for work every morning at seven-fifteen sharp, and the kid gets on the bus at seven o’clock. You guys should catch him coming out and force him back into the house. Don’t play with this mu’fucka! Establish from the beginning that you guys are willing to kill if not listened to. What I need is for you to enter the home, tie up his wife in front of him, and let him know what it is. I want him to know that if my brother doesn’t get a verdict in our favor, it’s curtains. His wife will be knocked off,” Case said, meaning every word of it.

He needed someone who wasn’t afraid to pull the trigger if needed, and that’s exactly why he called on the best in the business. He wasn’t taking any chances and resting the fate of his brother in a racist judge’s hands. His brother’s trial was a no-jury trial because of the notoriety of his crew. The court didn’t want to worry about jury tampering, but Case was a step ahead of them. He was going straight to the source with no reservations.

“Say no more,” Aries said as she tossed the bag over her shoulders.

Case then handed the envelope to Robyn, who had a key to the judge’s house, his address, and the photos of his wife and kid. They were given all the tools to make it happen smoothly; now the only thing left to do was to execute.

Case watched as the ladies exited through the back door and faded into the black. He smiled while moving the toothpick around in his mouth. He felt good about the money he had spent. The only thing he would have to do at that point was to wait.

 


 



“What the fuck?” Aries whispered under her breath as she glanced at her watch. She noticed that it was 7:30 and Robyn was running late. She was supposed to meet her at the Starbucks around the corner from the judge’s home. Aries had been calling Robyn, but her phone kept going to voice mail. “Come on, gal,” Aries said, her accent being more evident because she was getting upset.

Just as she picked up her phone to call Robyn, she pulled up right next to her. Robyn parked and jumped into the tinted sedan with Aries. Their plan was to catch the judge just before he went out.

“Where have chu been? I’ve been calling chu all morning,” Aries said as she put her hands up in frustration.

“I got pulled over! What was I supposed to say? ‘Hey, officer, can you hurry up so I can go kidnap a federal judge’s wife?’” Robyn said sarcastically.

“We have to hurry up and hope he’s running late,” Aries said as she pulled off and headed toward the judge’s suburb. Aries pushed the black sedan, and when they finally reached the suburb, they saw the judge’s Benz whizzing past them.

“Fuck! There he goes!’ Robyn said as she hit the dashboard. It was the day scheduled that the verdict would be delivered, so they had to act quickly.

“Okay ... Okay. Let’s go after him,” Aries suggested as she clenched her jaws in frustration.

“No, we can’t! Look where we are. The police will be on our ass before he gets his out the car. We have to follow through as planned. Let’s tie up the bitch, and then you will have to go to the courthouse and get to him somehow to let him know what’s going down. I will put his wife on the phone so he knows that it’s not a game,” Robyn said as she put the plan together on the fly.

“Okay, okay. That sounds good. Let’s go,” Aries said as she continued to the house.

They had a key to the house, so gaining entry wouldn’t be a problem. The two ladies were dressed professionally, so it wouldn’t throw any red flags up with the nosey neighbors, and also they wore wigs to hide their true hair color. They looked more like real estate agents than hired killers.

They both stepped out of the car with clipboards in hand. They approached the door, and Aries slid the key in the door while Robyn looked around to see if the coast was clear.

Aries clicked over the lock and entered the luxurious house. The smell of bacon and eggs filled the air as they entered the home. They both stuffed the clipboards into the oversized bag that Robyn carried and pulled out the nine millimeters.

“Hey, honey! Is that you?” a voice came in from the kitchen. Robyn and Aries proceeded into the kitchen, and a blond Caucasian woman was over the stove scrambling eggs. She never saw it coming.

“Hon ...” she began to say as she turned around. She thought she was about to see her husband walking in because he had forgot something like he always did. However, two guns were pointed directly at her.

“Aghhh!” the lady yelled in sheer terror as she dropped the spatula and froze in fear.

“Shut up, bitch. Listen to what I say and nobody will get hurt,” Robyn ordered as she approached the lady and grabbed her by the back of her neck. She guided her into the living room and made her sit on the couch.

Aries grabbed the bag that Robyn had placed on the floor and began to grab the ties and duct tape from it. As soon as the lady sat down, Aries was already beginning to tie her up, while Robyn pointed the gun to her head. The lady cried hysterically as her limbs shook uncontrollably.

“You got this,” Aries said as she finished tying the lady up securely.

“Yeah, get out of here. I got it under control,” Robyn said as she threw her head in the direction of the door.

Aries placed the duct tape over the lady’s mouth and stood up. Aries headed out of the door and was on her way to the courthouse. She had to somehow get to the judge before the trial started at 10:00 A.M. She was determined to pull off this job, and her heart raced as she jumped into the car and headed toward the courthouse where the judge’s chambers were located.

 


 



Aries’ stilettos clicked against the courthouse’s porcelain floors as she hurried down the corridor. Aries stopped by the directory and saw that Judge Cox’s chambers were at the end of the hall. She looked down at her watch and saw that it was a half hour until the last day of trial began.

She proceeded down the hall, trying to figure out how she would pull this off. She had to leave her gun in the car, or else the metal detector would have picked it up. So, she would have to threaten the judge without a weapon and hope like hell he didn’t call for the guards.

Aries approached the door and saw the judge with his back toward her as he put on his gown. He stood behind his desk and never even heard Aries slip in.

“Good morning, Judge Cox,” Aries said as she bared a big smile.

“Sorry, my chambers are closed until after two,” he said, expecting to see legal counsel from one of his upcoming cases. He never even bothered to turn around as he began to look in the mirror and fix his tie.

Aries quickly approached the desk and sat on the edge of it.

“Excuse me! I am not open until after two,” he said as he turned around and saw the young lady becoming comfortable on the edge of his desk. His cheeks turned slightly blush red as he began to get angered at what seemed to be a lady with a big hearing problem.

“Oh, I am so sorry. But ... I have to use your phone to make a quick call,” Aries said, all while still smiling innocently. She picked up the phone and began to dial Robyn.

The judge became irate as he stormed to the phone and attempted to hang up the phone, but Aries’ free hand gripped his, stopping him in his tracks. He was taken by surprise by the beautiful woman’s quickness and strength and froze in amazement. He snatched his hand back and stood speechless.

“I think you want to hear this,” Aries suggested as she pushed the speaker button and hung up the phone. “Put her on,” Aries said calmly as she leaned into the speaker.

The judge was unsure of what was unfolding and had a confused look on his face. A brief moment of silence filled the air as the judge and Aries exchanged stares. What once was a beautiful smile on Aries’ face turned into a menacing smirk.

The silence was broken by the sound of duct tape being ripped from skin and then followed by a scream.

“Honey! Help! They are in our house and ...” a woman’s voice shrieked over the speaker.

Aries could see the blood rush from the judge’s face, making him look like he had seen a ghost. His skin turned pale, and he noticeably began to breathe heavily.

“Take her off!” Aries ordered. She then looked at the judge, who grabbed the left side of his chest. “Now, have a seat. It looks like you need one,” Aries ordered, having total control of the situation. “Now listen and listen closely, because I’m only going to say this once. Today you have to deliver a verdict. What I want—” Aries started to give the judge an ultimatum, but the sound of a gun blast erupted out of the speaker, making her flinch in surprise.

The judge yelled as he reached for the phone. His body jerked and he fell to his knees and immediately began to grab the left side of his chest while sweating profusely. He tried to yell for help, but nothing came out. He couldn’t breathe, and he had shooting pains in his heart. He was experiencing a heart attack. The sound of the gunshot over the phone and the thought of his wife being shot sent him over the edge.

Aries’ hands shook as she was taken by surprise by the gunshot. “Robyn!” she yelled as her eyes shifted back and forth out of nervousness. Aries listened closely and she heard the woman screaming.

“What the fuck happened?” Aries asked frantically as she couldn’t figure out what was going on. In the meantime, the judge was dying on the floor. The plan that seemed to be perfect was crumbling right before their eyes.

 


 



Robyn kneeled on the floor with a smoking gun in her hands. The wife was crying hysterically, but Robyn had blocked out her cries. The only thing she could focus on was the eight-year-old girl who lay bleeding in the living room’s entryway. Tears streamed down Robyn’s face as her hands shook and her heart ached. Guilt overcame her as the eyes of the dead girl stared into nothing.

What Robyn and Aries didn’t plan for was for the judge’s daughter staying home sick and being there during the caper. Robyn accidentally shot the young girl when she came into the living room to ask her mom for more juice. Robyn’s instinct was to shoot first and ask questions last. In her world, it was a good instinct to have, but in this case, it was the wrong move.

Robyn’s phone was on the floor, and she could hear Aries screaming, asking what had gone wrong, but Robyn couldn’t take her eyes off of the beautiful little girl who lay before her. She couldn’t believe what she had just done and was speechless. At that very moment, Robyn had sold her soul to the devil, and there would be no coming back ... and she knew it. The gunshot to the head solidified a front seat in hell for her.

She picked up her phone and pushed the end button. She then called 911 in tears.

“Hello, 911. What is your emergency?” the operator asked.

“I want to report ...” Robyn’s voice began to crack as the tears continued to flow. “I want to report a murder.”

 


 



Aries hurried out of the courthouse, trying to be as discreet as possible and not draw any unwanted attention to herself. Her heart beat rapidly and her knees trembled as she dialed Robyn’s cell and got no answer.

“Come on, bitch. Pick up de phone,” Aries said as she pushed end and redial. Again, she got no answer as she reached the parking lot. She didn’t know what was going on, and her mind was racing a million miles per second.

As she got into her car, she took a look around, making sure no guards were coming after her. She thought Robyn had shot the wife, but she could not understand why. “Damn, Robyn!” Aries yelled as she hit her steering wheel with both of her hands.

Aries sped off and merged into traffic heading back over to the judge’s house. After that day, her life would never be the same.

Aries pulled onto the block of the quiet suburbs, and it looked more like South Central than the upscale area that it once was. Police cars and ambulances flooded the block. Neighbors stood at the end of their driveways trying to see what the spectacle was about.

Aries’ heart dropped as she saw the police putting yellow tape on the door. She slowed the car to a snail’s pace and closed her eyes. “Oh my God, Robyn. What happened?” she asked as she watched everything unfold.

She looked closer and saw Robyn being escorted by three police officers while handcuffed. It all seemed to happen in slow motion as she walked to the police car. Robyn noticed Aries’ car at the end of the block, but quickly turned her head, not trying to draw attention to her crime partner.

A tear slid down Aries’ face as she turned the car around and began to exit the block. She watched through the rearview as Robyn ducked her head into the back of the police car. Aries knew at that point, the Murder Mamas would be no more. She couldn’t understand what happened inside of the house, and she had to find out on CNN.

Aries watched the television while at their hotel room and knew that she didn’t have long before the police connected the dots and began to come for her. She looked at the two duffle bags on the bed and then the photo of her best friend on the television screen. It broke her heart.

The two duffle bags contained one million of Case’s dollars, and she had no time to do anything else but run. She left the rented car in the parking lot and jumped into her own Cadillac STS with the money in the trunk. She had no idea where she was about to go, but she knew that it was imperative to get out of the city, for it would be on fire in due time. Tears streamed down her face as Bob Marley’s “Redemption Song” lightly pumped out of the subwoofers.

Aries would run for five years, until her past came back to bite her.




Chapter Two

Aries’ past flashed before her eyes in a matter of seconds, and when she came back to her present reality, she panicked. Afraid for her life, and more importantly the life of her son, she tried to slam the door, only for it to be stopped by Case’s expensive Mauri gator shoe as he placed it in the threshold.

“Agh, agh, agh,” he said as he put his hand on the door forcefully. “You not going to invite me in, Murder Mama?” he asked mockingly.

Aries hadn’t thought she would ever see him again. She had put the distance of an entire ocean between them, and still he had found her. Her heart beat rapidly as the intensity from her fear instilled a helpless feeling in her gut. She knew the man in front of her well—too well—and was surprised that he hadn’t shot her on sight.

“Please, my son is upstairs,” she whispered, desperately hoping that he would show her more mercy than she had ever shown any of her victims.

“I have no interest in your son ... and you have the power to keep it that way if you act right,” he said seriously.

Aries stepped outside of her home and closed the front door so that she was standing on the porch. Her body was the only barrier between Case and her home. Silently she wished that she were strapped. She would not have hesitated to blow his brains out, but she was unarmed and more vulnerable than she had ever been in her life.

Before, she was a reckless soul who didn’t care if she lived or died, but she was no longer the young hothead she used to be. Now she was accountable to others besides herself; responsible for the lives of others besides her own. She couldn’t pop first and ask questions later.

“Are you here to kill me? If you are, I just ask that you not do it in front of my son, and leave my family out of this,” she said as her chest rose and fell to an anxious, irregular beat.

Her eyes scanned the street as she searched for the goons who she knew Case had come with. A man of his stature kept protection around him. His hired guns were never far behind.

Case smirked as he noticed how perceptive Aries was. She had been out of the business for quite some time, but just like riding a bike, she would never forget how to do it. Her instincts were sharp, and he could see her mental wheels spinning.

Case decided to ease her mind and help her figure things out. “The roof across the street. The mail truck three houses down. The young man cutting your neighbor’s grass next door,” Case said.

“They’re all yours?” Aries asked uncomfortably as she fidgeted nervously while attempting to eye all of her enemies at once.

Case nodded. “I don’t leave home without ’em, love,” he replied.

“All of that muscle for little old me?” she asked.

“I’m not a fool, Aries. You may have everyone else charmed with this Susie Homemaker role, but I remember what you used to be. My goon squad ain’t afraid of the legend,” he stated as he looked her up and down, respecting her gangster and admiring her physique all at once.

“Give me a pistol and it’ll make it a fair fight,” she shot back.

“I give you a pistol, you’ll put two between my eyes,” he replied with a charming smile as he stepped closer to her, invading her intimate space.

“Why are you here?” she asked.

“The way I see it, you owe me a million dollars. I’m here to collect,” he stated bluntly. He nudged her to the side with his shoulder and reached for the doorknob. “Let’s finish this conversation inside,” he said with authority as he walked inside of her home, uninvited.

Aries scoffed at his arrogance and quickly followed him inside, locking the door so that they would not be interrupted. “I don’t have the money, Case. It’s gone,” she said honestly. There was no way that she could repay the debt. She and Robyn had split the money and Aries had spent hers long ago. It had helped her to build a new life.

“Well, that’s neither here nor there, Aries,” Case replied as he sat down on her leather couch and leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees as he looked at her seriously. “You see, I paid you and your girl good money to do a job that you botched.” Case sneered as he remembered how the island beauty before him had gotten over on him. “I expect to be paid back,” he said.

“I can give you a hundred thousand, maybe one-fifty. My husband is an—”

Case cut Aries off and continued her sentence for her. “Accountant. Prince Q. Coleman graduated from Berkeley. Born to Gwenadette and Henry Coleman in 1979. Broke his right leg when he was ten years old. Has one child, your son, and right now he is sitting at a traffic light, bobbing his head to Bob Marley as he makes his way to the office. A man riding a red Kawasaki is conveniently sitting behind him, waiting for a phone call from me,” Case stated, letting her know that he was well informed on her situation. Case had done his homework, and if Aries weren’t so deathly afraid, she would have been impressed.

“You’ve said a lot, but still you haven’t said shit. What do you want?” Aries asked, growing impatient. She knew that Case had an angle because he had waited too long to come after her. Although she had changed a lot of things about herself, her ability to read people had remained the same. This wasn’t about the money.

“You owe me, Aries, and it’s time that you paid up. I’ve got a job for you, and it would have paid a million dollars, but seeing as how I have a credit with you, you’re going to do it without protesting.”

“I’m out of the life. I don’t do that anymore,” Aries replied.

At that moment, her son came into the room, interrupting their conversation. Aries looked at Case nervously and went to pick up her son. She rubbed his face and head then brought him close to her chest, never taking her eyes off of Case.

“I can’t do what you’re asking me to do. I will pay you back the money... every dime. But I cannot go back to that life. I have a child to think about,” she defended, her voice stern but her eyes pleading.

“Exactly,” Case stated. “Think of him, Aries. It is in his best interest if you cooperate.”

Aries heard the subtle threat and tears of pure rage filled her eyes. “Is that a threat?” she asked.

“It’s a fact,” he said. “Now, put your son in his room and let’s discuss this business. Don’t come back out here with no surprises, either ... unless you want your husband to put you in the dirt before the week is out,” Case replied.

Although he didn’t feel threatened by Aries, he was well aware of what she was capable of. He respected her and had seen firsthand what she could do. He would never allow her pretty face to distract him. Sleeping on a woman like Aries could lead to his demise. What Leonardo did for art, Aries did for killing. She was a seasoned professional, and Case would never underestimate her. He placed his hand in his lap so that he had quick access to his pistol and waited patiently for her to reenter the room.

Aries rushed into the master bedroom and into her walk-in closet where the safe room was located. The room had never been used. She had never needed to rely on its security before, but for times like this, she was grateful that she had talked Prince into installing it in their home. She grabbed one of her child’s toys off of her bed and hurriedly carried him into the room.

“You stay in here, baby. We are going to play a game. You stay in here and hide until Mommy comes back.”

She placed him on the floor and exited the room, closing it and sealing him inside. Only she and Prince knew the code to open the door, so she was confident that her son would be safe in the event that things got ugly with Case.

She returned to the living room, and now that her greatest weakness had been concealed, her attitude had changed. Aries knew that her back was against the wall. She would have to comply with Case’s proposition in order to clear the debt she had with him.

“What do you want me to do?” she asked as she sat down directly across from him.

She crossed her legs, and Case admired the contour of her smooth, thick legs. She was so exotic ... so feminine. If he didn’t know how she got down, he would have never believed it. He reminded himself to stay focused as he thought of the task he needed Aries to complete.

“I need you to murk a mayoral candidate,” Case stated.

She shook her head in dismay, knowing that once she reopened this door, it wouldn’t be as easy to close this time around. She had been lucky to get out of the game when she did; now he was thrusting her back into it against her will.

“What city?” Aries asked.

“Los Angeles,” Case answered.

“What?” Aries gasped as her eyes widened in surprise. Aries wasn’t a rookie and didn’t have overzealous ideas of the things that she could pull off. She knew that this would have been hard to accomplish. She had thought he was going to put her onto something simple, but a political figure was an entirely different ball game. In the past she had relied on an entire crew. Her girls had been her eyes and ears. Things would not play out the same without her friends and the odds would not be in her favor.

“Do you know how hard it is to put a play down like that?” she asked. “It sounds like a suicide mission.”

“For anyone else it would be,” he complimented.

Aries absorbed the information and knew that she was about to get in over her head.

“I cannot do this. I worked in a team, Case. I can’t pull this off. The job’s too big,” she protested.

“You’re the only one who can do this,” Case said. “I know how you get down, so stop playing with me, ma. Do what you do and put a toe tag on the nigga.”

“And if I refuse?” Aries asked, feeling overwhelmed.

“Then you’ll be a grieving widow sometime very soon,” Case threatened without holding back. “It’s not personal. It’s business. You do this and your debt will be void. You already know the flip side,” Case said calmly.

As much as Aries wanted to walk away from the proposition, she could not. A future that had been so clear to her the day before now held no direction. Case was mapping out the path that he wanted her to take, and to her dismay, it was a dangerous, slippery slope. If she wasn’t careful, she could jeopardize her entire world. A deep sigh escaped her lips, signifying her submission to his request.

“What’s his name?” she asked.

“Macy Sigel. He is a high favorite in the upcoming election. I don’t want the nigga to make it to his inauguration,” Case seethed, revealing his animosity toward the future mayor.

Aries’ eyes closed into slits of suspicion as she watched his reaction to the mention of Macy Sigel. “Sounds personal,” she commented.

“Nigga just forgot where he came from,” Case shot back as he restored his facial expression to his normal collected visage. He caught himself revealing too much emotion and knew that he had slipped up. A bitch like Aries will turn that shit on a nigga quick and use it to catch me slipping, he thought.

“We came up together in Long Beach and went our separate ways after high school. I hit the block; he hit the books. He’s bankrolled his entire career off of my street endorsements. I contributed heavily to his campaign, and he was supposed to turn a blind eye to the li’l paper I’m collecting from the streets. Now that he’s gained some notoriety and he’s in the forefront to win the election, his entire platform has changed. Now he’s on some ‘clean up the streets’ shit, and it’s interfering with my money. He has LAPD coming down hard and it’s become a problem. That’s where you come in. You’re my problem solver.”

Aries frowned, sensing that he was leaving something out of his story. She didn’t believe that Case was revealing the entire story. Her intuition told her that he was leaving out vital pieces to the puzzle. “Look, Case. I need to know your history with this man. This isn’t new to me, and I can hear it in your tone that this isn’t just about the money. I have to know everything,” she urged.

Case cleared his throat uncomfortably and leaned forward in his seat. He rubbed his goatee as he peered at Aries sharply. “He took something from me once before and I let it slide. I’m not taking no shorts this time around.” Case sat back comfortably in the chair as he prepared to share the story of where the deceit and treachery first began....

 


 



Case had stood outside of the club, shining like new money as he leaned on the hood of the all-red 1993 Beamer with BBS gold rims. His head rolled slowly to the right as he watched the fleet of ladies who walked past his car, begging to be seen in their skin-tight dresses and thick gold rope chains with matching bamboo earrings. He felt a hand turn his face away.

“Don’t play yourself, Case. While you watching them, every other nigga in the spot is watching me,” Fatima said arrogantly as she leaned in and kissed her man on the lips, leaving her cherry red gloss on his lips.

He put his hand on her behind and pulled her near, loving her flirtatious nature. She knew her status and wasn’t intimidated by other chickens that chased after her man. “Let’s just blow this spot. I’ve got a party for you back at my place,” he whispered in her ear.

She slowly pushed him off as she ran a red-painted fingernail down the side of his face. “That party isn’t going anywhere,” she replied. “Besides, we can’t leave. Macy is supposed to be meeting us here.”

As soon as the words left her mouth, a white Saab pulled up beside them. Macy Sigel climbed out with his latest flavor of the month on his arm. Case and Macy greeted one another warmly as they slapped hands, embracing each other briefly.

“What up, baby?” Case greeted. “You looking good, family ... Look at you. I see you shining with your jewels and your little ride. Somebody’s getting money.”

“Everybody’s getting money,” Macy replied as he smiled charmingly. He saw Fatima standing behind Case and moved him to the side to greet his girl.

“Hey, Macy,” Fatima said as she kissed his cheek.

“Hey, baby girl,” he replied as he kissed her cheek.

“Who’s your friend?” she asked as she looked at the girl who was sitting in Macy’s passenger seat.

“Nobody special, just a little entertainment for the night,” Macy said conceitedly.

“You need to find some entertainment for life, fam, and quit messing with these skeezers,” Fatima said playfully.

“Not everybody could be as lucky as my man here. They don’t make ’em like you no more,” Macy said as he turned and patted Case on the chest.

“I’m a lucky man,” Case stated as he draped an arm around Fatima.

Macy’s date emerged from the car, and the foursome entered the club, prepared to ball out for the night.

Popping bottles and grandstanding for the hood was all a part of the life of young Case and Macy. Coming up in Long Beach, California the pair had made quite a name for themselves. When the ’80s ushered in the crack era, Case and Macy quickly entered the game and rose to the top. With their Mexico connection, they supplied a large portion of L.A. with pure white, while still running smaller trap spots on various blocks as well. They wanted all the money and they didn’t discriminate against anyone. Whether it was a smoker copping small amounts or a hustler copping ki’s, they served everyone and treated everyone the same. They respected money and anyone who spent it with them.

As they partied and celebrated their success, they watched as Fatima danced with a drink in her hand, commanding the dance floor. The jewels that she sported were compliments of Macy, and her hips hypnotized as she wound them to the slow beat. She noticed Case watching her and she gave him a sexy smile.

“This is the life, man. The beautiful women, the money, the cars,” Case said.

“It’s temporary. If we stay in this for too long, we will eventually fall off,” Macy replied.

“You sure you want to give all of this up? We just started seeing real paper, and you’re ready to retire already,” Case commented while shaking his head. He couldn’t understand how he could give up a lifestyle that was so lavish.

“I start school this fall,” Macy replied. “I’ve stacked a hundred thousand. That’s enough to pay for four years of tuition plus some.”

“Here you go with that bullshit,” Case answered. “If you invest four years in the street, you’ll have enough to retire. Why would you waste your time at a fucking college to end up making fifty thousand dollars a year? We get that in a couple weeks, fam.”

Macy knew that Case didn’t understand. While it was true that street money was fast money, it equaled instability. At any moment his infamy could be taken away from him. His education would be his forever and could elevate him to levels of power that he could never attain pushing coke. Macy saw the full picture and looked at the long-term perspective. The allure of the streets wasn’t strong enough to trap him there. He had used it for what it was; now he was elevating.

“You don’t get it, but in due time you will,” Macy replied as he raised his glass to his mouth and downed the cognac in his glass.

Fatima came off of the dance floor laughing jovially, obviously lifted off of the liquor she had consumed. “Dance with me?” she said to Case as she pulled his hand.

“You know better,” he said as he licked his lips and pulled her into his space.

The alcohol had her feeling extremely sexual, and she bit his earlobe gently as she whispered, “You’re no fun.”

Macy’s date came over and pulled him onto the dance floor. “Come on, girl, he can handle both of us,” she said as she snapped her fingers in the air.

Macy was reluctantly dragged onto the floor, where he was the envy of the crowd as he was sandwiched between two beautiful ladies. They did more actual dancing than he did; he just swayed back and forth in the same two-step as the women worked him over. Fatima worked him over, grinding in front of him but making sure to keep a respectable distance as his date danced behind him.

Case stood on the sidelines, cheering them on and laughing as he watched the love that his city showed them. A part of him felt a genuine sadness that his boy was leaving the game. They had always been a pair. Since the day they had made acquaintances in grade school, they had rocked with one another. Macy was the only nigga in the streets who Case truly trusted with his life. Things would be different once Case was left to tend to things alone. He would never tell Macy, but he would miss doing their dirt together. Case could do the math, however, and quitting the game wasn’t something that added up in his mind. He was going to get it until the day that he couldn’t get it anymore. Nothing could knock his hustle.

Macy is chasing the white man’s dream. That degree shit ain’t for us. He gon’ get that shit and still be waiting on a white mu’fucka to give him something. I’ma make my own ends. I’m a boss, he thought arrogantly as he heard the DJ make the announcement for last call.

At that moment, one of their goons came up to him, appearing flustered and completely underdressed for the club.

“Case, we’ve been beeping you all night,” the young man said nervously, appearing worried.

“My beeper’s in the car. What’s good?” Case asked, giving his worker his full attention.

“The spot over in Inglewood got robbed. They took us for thirty thousand dollars,” the guy said, leaning close to Case’s ear so that he could be heard over the music.

Case saw red as he thought about how he had just taken a loss. Case wouldn’t have cared what the amount had been. Big or small, he wanted every dime of what he was owed. I’m going to have to make a believer out of a nigga, he thought angrily as he thought of how he was going to make an example out of whoever had tried to test him.

He walked over to Macy and calmly put his hand on his shoulder. “Somebody hit the spot. We’ve got to go,” Case stated.

Macy’s mood instantly transformed and his trigger finger began to itch as he followed Case out of the club. Although Fatima didn’t know what was going on, she could tell from the look on Case’s face that playtime was over. She was a hustler’s wife and was well aware of the ups and down that came with being on the arms of men like Case and Macy. She followed their lead and walked out of the club without asking questions. Macy’s lady didn’t go so easily however.

“Why are we leaving? What’s going on?” she asked annoyingly.

“It’s better not to ask questions,” Fatima whispered as she looped her arm inside of the girl’s and they walked side by side behind their men.

Tension was thick as Case hit the top of his roof. “How the fuck anybody even know where that spot at?” he hissed.

“How much they take us for?” Macy asked, trying to remain rational, although his temper was flaring more and more by the second.

“Thirty,” Case replied.

Macy paced back and forth as he grilled the young hustler who had delivered the news. With a lawyer’s flair, Macy did everything to catch the kid up, but his story was consistent, and Macy finally concluded that he had nothing to do with the robbery.

“We’ve got to handle this tonight,” Macy stated.

“I’ll take care of it,” Case stated.

“What?” Macy shouted.

“Take the girls home. I’ve got it,” Case replied. He knew that his boy was ready to go legit, and he didn’t want to complicate things by pulling him further and further in the game. The more you played, the harder it was to quit, and Case was trying to be supportive of Macy’s decision.

Macy approached Case and stood face to face with him. “We’re in this shit together, bro. What if you need my trigger?” he asked.

“I won’t. I’m not going to put any major plays down without you. I’m just going to find out what the fuck is going on. Make sure the girls get in safe and wait for my call. I’ll fill you in so that you don’t miss a beat,” Case stated. They slapped hands and Macy patted Case’s back.

“You be careful, fam,” Macy said.

Case nodded, kissed Fatima, and then hopped into his car, speeding out of the lot.

Macy ushered the ladies to his car and sped off, riding in silence as his anger boiled inside of him. He gritted his teeth and checked his pager anxiously to make sure that Case hadn’t called him.

Fatima sat in the backseat, her mind spinning as tension ate away at the atmosphere inside the car. She knew that Macy would never speak about business in front of his new friend, but she desperately wanted to know what was going on. She had been around since before Macy or Case ever even knew what crack cocaine looked like, so she knew that he would put her up on game as soon as his girl was out of the car.

“I’m going to my mother’s place out in Pasadena, so you might as well drop me off last,” Fatima stated.

Macy looked at her curiously in the rearview mirror. He knew that her mother was deceased,m but didn’t object as he dropped off his date first.

“I’ll call you later,” Macy said as he pulled up to her house.

Slightly vexed that she was being dropped off before Fatima, the girl smacked her lips and slammed the door as she got out of the car. Macy didn’t even wait until the girl was safely inside before he pulled off.

“Nice girl,” Fatima said sarcastically. She had been waiting all night to get on Macy for his choice in women.

He laughed slightly, knowing that Fatima was bourgeoisie. Case had created a monster when he had spoiled her. She was high maintenance and didn’t like to fraternize with other women who weren’t on her level. “You’re a trip, ma,” he replied.

“I’m just saying,” she said as she smirked and shrugged her shoulders. “Now you gonna tell me what’s going on or what?”

“Some niggas ran into one of the trap houses,” Macy replied.

“Well, you know I’m going home with you. I’m not sitting by the phone at my place waiting for Case to call me. I want to be there when he contacts you. I have to know that he’s all right,” she said.

He could tell from the determined look on Fatima’s face that it wasn’t up for debate. He had known her long enough to know that he had no wins in an argument with her, so he gave in and headed to his place.

As Macy pulled up to his Hollywood condo, Fatima was impressed. Although Case was getting it, he had yet to let go of the hood, living in the heart of Long Beach. Macy, on the other hand, had stepped into the major leagues and was living well in the condo he was renting.

“I’m surprised you’re even bringing me here,” Fatima stated, knowing that no one even knew where Macy resided.

“What, you gonna rob me?” he asked, only half joking as he unlocked his door and welcomed her inside.

She stepped inside and was taken aback at how well his place was decorated. It was a far cry from the bachelor pad that Case lived in.

“Wow,” she whispered.

“Don’t let me find out you’re materialistic,” he stated, giving her a hard time.

She hit his shoulder with her clutch and then walked over to his leather sectional and took a seat.

“Can I get a drink or something?” she asked.

He pointed to the mini-bar in the kitchen and said, “Help yourself and use the phone in the kitchen to page Case. I’m going to go clean up a little bit.”

Fatima paged Case and then fixed herself a drink as she waited patiently for the phone to ring. She nosily looked around for a woman’s touch, but surprisingly found none.

She couldn’t understand how a good catch like Macy was not spoken for. He and Case were the most sought-after young hustlers in Long Beach. While most were into the gang set, Case and Macy weren’t into any color besides green. Every girl in the hood wanted a piece of them.

When Macy reentered the room, he was dressed in baggy gray sweat pants and a white V-neck T-shirt. Although he looked relaxed, she could see the stress in his frowned brow line.

“Is everything okay?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m good, ma. I’m just feeling kind of fucked up. It’s nights like this that make me feel guilty about leaving Case to hold things down by himself,” he said.

“By himself? You’re getting out?” she asked in shock.

He nodded his head and sat down across from her. “Entering school in the fall.”

“School? Really?” she commented. She would have never suspected a hood nigga like Macy to have any ambition outside of the streets. “Interesting.”

“You sound surprised,” he replied.

“No, I just think that’s good. Not a lot of brothers from Long Beach would be willing to give up all of this to put their head in a textbook,” she said.

“You sound like your man. You think I’m stupid,” Macy said.

“I think that it’s attractive,” Fatima replied honestly.

“The type of power I want transcends Long Beach. I know what it feels like to run a block. Now I want to know what it feels like to run boardrooms. I’ve conquered the streets. Now I’m trying to take on the world.”

Fatima was impressed by Macy’s intelligence, and she realized that there were many layers to the young hustler before her. Case had a one-track mind, but Macy was multi-faceted and he was showing her a side to him that made her look at him in a new light.

The phone finally rang, and Macy went to answer it. Knowing that very few people had the number, he expected it to be Case.

“Fuck took you so long to call me, fam? Your girl is over here worried sick about you,” Macy stated.

“I thought you were gonna drop her home for me,” Case stated.

“Wasn’t no shaking loose from your broad, fam. You know how Tima is. Until she heard that you were safe, she wasn’t budging out of my car,” Macy replied.

Case chuckled slightly at his girlfriend’s stubborn nature then replied, “Tell her everything’s good. It’s a thousand mu’fuckas over here with a thousand different stories. Don’t worry about it though. You know we ain’t taking no L’s. We got eyes everywhere. Anybody spend a little bit of dough the next few weeks and we’ll know who is behind it. Niggas is signing their own death certificates for sneaker money,” Case said angrily.

“Don’t make no moves tonight. Play it smart, Case,” he replied.

“No doubt, baby. I’ll fill you in more tomorrow,” Case answered. “Tell Tima she can take her ass home now. As a matter of fact, take her to my crib and tell her I’ll be home in the morning.”

Macy hung up the phone and turned to an eager Fatima. “What did he say?” she asked.

“Everything’s good. He’s good. I’ma drop you at his place. He’ll be there in the morning,” Macy responded.

“The morning?” she shot back. “I don’t want to be at his house in the middle of the hood by myself until morning! Can I stay here for a few hours? I hate being there without him. Somebody might try and steal me or something.”

Macy couldn’t help but laugh at her arrogance. “Girl, don’t nobody want you,” he stated as he poured a drink of his own. He brought the entire bottle over to his sitting area and then refilled Fatima’s glass.

“Everybody want this in one way or another,” she said as she sipped the alcohol and smiled sexily. “Bitches want to be me, and niggas want to be with me.”

Macy couldn’t argue with her because they both knew that what she was saying was true. She was queen bee around their way. From her beautiful exterior to her confident interior, she was envied by most.

“You’re a pretty girl,” Macy complimented, causing Fatima to smile. “But your arrogance is a turn-off.”

“Excuse me?” she asked, her smile fading into an embarrassing frown.

“You’re not humble. Humility is sexy. All that grandstanding you do is too flashy. Everybody already knows your name. You don’t have to be so loud in order for people to see you and respect your position,” Macy schooled.

Slightly embarrassed that Macy had called her out, she quickly looked away from him. No man had ever made her feel so insecure. She sat in front of him searching for something to say. Usually she prided herself on being confident, but Macy was the first person in her life to make her see how shallow she could be.

“I didn’t know I came across like that,” she whispered. “So tell me, Macy Sigel. What type of girl do you like? Since you claim I’m overconfident, you probably like them insecure and dependent on you, huh?” she asked. “When’s the last time you even had a for-real girlfriend anyway? I’ve never seen you be serious about any girl. All of these chicks that be chasing after you and you haven’t chosen one yet? What’s the deal with that?” she asked nosily.

Macy sat back on his couch, throwing one hand on the back as he kicked his leg out in front of him. He sipped his drink. “You ask a lot of questions,” Macy said playfully. “Come on, let me drop you off before it gets too late.”

“You dodge a lot of questions,” Fatima replied with a smile. “You can get on me, but when it’s my turn, you’re ready to wrap up the conversation and send me packing.”

He chuckled softly. “It ain’t like that, ma.”

“Hmm, hmm,” she said doubtfully. Suddenly she stood to her feet and walked past him as she headed toward the mini-bar.

“What you doing?” he asked.

“I’m looking foooorrr ...” She searched the bar until she located the bottle of tequila. “This!” she finished as she turned toward him while holding up the bottle and two shot glasses with a devilish grin.

“What you gon’ do with that? You don’t know nothing about that,” he answered.

“I tell you what, Macy. Let’s play a game. I make a statement about you, and if it’s true, you take a shot of tequila. If it’s false, I take a shot,” she proposed.

“I’m not into games,” Macy shot back as he shook his head and enjoyed the mature cognac he was drinking. “Besides, I don’t mix my alcohol. I’m already off this,” he said, holding up his glass.

Completely ignoring him, Fatima carried the bottle back to the couch and sat directly next to him. She set up two shots and then sat back, tucking one foot beneath her bottom as she faced her body toward him.

“You like ghetto girls. That’s why you brought little miss hot-ass mess to the club with you tonight,” Fatima said. She held up one shot, and he nodded his head.

“You might as well kill that because that’s false, baby girl,” he answered.

She closed her eyes and poured the liquid down her throat. She cringed as she felt it warm her as it traveled down her throat. “Ooh,” she whispered before bursting into laughter. “You want to ask a question, or you want me to keep going?” she asked.

He smiled at her, finding the game quite amusing. “Go ahead.”

“Okay,” she said, tapping her temple as if she were in deep thought. “You’re not as cold-hearted as the streets think you are.”

Macy had an intimidating reputation in the streets and because of his high body count at the young age of twenty, many people feared him. Fatima wasn’t buying it though. She could tell from the look in his eyes that there was more to him; he just didn’t share it with everyone. “In fact, I’ma go as far as to say that you don’t love the game at all. It’s just a means to an end for you.”

Her line of questioning was much deeper than he had anticipated, and he looked her in the eyes for a long time before he finally reached for the shot glass and emptied it in his mouth. She had struck a nerve with him.

“Okay, my turn,” he said. He poured two new shots and then continued. “If Case was a broke nigga, you wouldn’t be with him.”

His question caught her completely off guard, and her chin dropped to her chest. “So you think I’m a gold digger?” she asked, her feelings hurt. “After all these years I’ve known you ...”

“I’m curious,” he said. “You tell me what the answer is.”

Fatima picked up the shot and then leaned over and squeezed the sides of Macy’s face with one hand, opening his mouth. She slowly poured it inside, laughing as she watched some of it drip down the sides of his mouth. “Sorry to tell you, Macy, but you’re wrong about me.”

“I was wrong about that one statement. I have a hundred more,” he replied.

The two went back and forth asking question after question, getting lit as they each consumed their fair share of alcohol. They were surprised at the revelations they uncovered about each other by playing such a trivial game, and they learned a lot about one another, sharing things with each other that they had never told anyone else.

Before they knew it, it was four o’clock in the morning and they were both toasted and laughing hysterically.

“I never knew you were so cool,” Fatima admitted. “You’re so serious most of the time. I like this part of you.”

“I like this part of you, ma, the down-to-earth Tima. You’re like my nigga right now,” he answered.

She arched an eyebrow and said, “Oh, your nigga, huh?” She lifted the bottle of tequila that was mostly empty and then poured the last shot. “Okay, we have enough for one more round. Do you want to answer the question, or do you want me to?”

“Go ahead,” he answered as his head fell back onto the couch, his body completely loose.

“I’ll bet,” she started as she closed the gap between them and climbed into his lap, “you have a big”—she planted a kiss on his neck—“long”—she wrapped her arms around his neck—“juicy dick,” she finished as her lips found his and her tongue eased into his mouth. His dick instantly bricked and confirmed her statement.

“What are you doing, Tima?” he asked as he tried to pry her hands from around his neck. “You know this ain’t right.”

She reached down and put her hand inside his sweatpants and massaged his hard penis. “Ooh, but I wasn’t lying, was I, Macy?” she asked. She retrieved the shot and fed him the tequila, moaning as she pressed her pussy against the bulge in his pants and began to hump him slowly.

“Oh shit, ma,” he whispered. Her thick body felt so good pressed against his, but he knew that they were both intoxicated. This lusty encounter was nothing but the result of two attractive people having too much to drink.

“Stop, stop, ma,” he whispered aloud, while silently cursing knowing that he wanted nothing more than to get things popping with his best friend’s girl.

“Play the game, Macy. It’s just a game. It’s your turn,” Fatima whispered as her tongue ran up and down his neck. She could feel Macy’s dick growing and pulsating from her seduction. She was wet, and her pussy dripped in anticipation.

“Game’s over, ma. We all out of liquor,” Macy replied weakly, his tone husky and his eyes low from the effect of the liquor. He felt himself getting ready to cross the line. His dick was too hard and his head was too cloudy to talk himself off the edge.

Fatima stopped kissing him, stood to her feet, and then unzipped the side of her dress, stepping out of it. She stood in front of him wearing only her black panties and bra. “Then I guess we have to play for something else,” she responded.

Macy sat back and watched as she unclasped her bra, freeing her D-cup breasts. Her brown nipples were large and erect, making his mouth water. Her breasts sat up so nicely that they bounced beautifully as she shimmied out of her tiny panties. He tried to think with his brain, but all of the blood in his body was rushing elsewhere. He had been with a lot of women, but Fatima by far was the most stunning chick he had ever seen. Her body was beautiful; even the minor stretch marks on the sides of her wide hips were flawless.

“It’s your turn, Macy,” she said.

He cleared his throat and stood, walking up on her and pinning her to the wall as he kissed her, their tongues performing a slow dance.

“You like to get this pussy licked. Your man don’t do that right,” he whispered as he picked her up and placed his hands beneath her backside while trapping her body between himself and the wall.

“Oooh, Macy,” she moaned as they kissed feverishly.

He lowered his body until his knees were on the floor and her legs were wide open as she sat on his face. He licked her swollen clit, causing her body to tremble. She moved her hips in small circles, riding his face slowly.

“Oh my,” she whispered. She couldn’t even get the praises out of her mouth; it felt so good and she melted into him like butter as he raped her with his tongue.

They both knew that what they were doing was wrong, but they were too far gone to turn back, and the rapture that they were caught up in was too magnificent to deny. They would rather deal with the consequences than stop the bliss that they were experiencing at the moment.

He stopped right before she climaxed, and her breasts heaved as she begged him for more. “No, don’t stop, Macy. Please,” she whispered.

“I’m not stopping,” he said as he scooped her up and carried her down the long hall that led to his master bedroom. He threw her onto the plush mattress and he stepped out of his pants, finally freeing his thickness and making her squirt.

She spread her legs and dipped her fingers inside her honey pot as she masturbated in front of him, closing her eyes and working herself over. He watched as he stood in front of her, stroking his shaft gently, tugging on his tool while preparing to enter her.

He reached to grab a condom that sat in clear view on his nightstand, but she grabbed his hand and pulled him on top of her.

“I want to feel you inside of me. We don’t need that,” she whispered.

“You trying to have my baby, ma,” he responded jokingly.

“Yes, daddy. Put a baby in me, Macy,” she answered, not caring if he planted a millions seeds in her, as long as he stroked her right.

At that moment, Case was the furthest thought from either of their minds, and when Macy entered her for the first time, he promised himself that no other man would ever enter her again, including Case. Her pussy was like heaven, and he wanted to be her only god.

She brought her hips up to match him stroke for stroke as he dug deep into her, knocking on her G-spot. Their bodies merged so well that it felt like they were meant for one another. Fatima didn’t know if it was the fact that she was sexing a man that was forbidden to her or if Macy was just that good, but it was undoubtedly the best dick that she had ever had.

“This my pussy?” Macy asked her while putting his thing down. He was hitting her so good that her fingernails dug into his back, leaving her mark.

“Yes, Macy, it’s yours,” she moaned.

“You gonna give my shit away?” he whispered.

“No, baby. Ooh, it’s yours. I swear I’m never giving it away,” she promised. “I love you, Macy.”

They both stopped and stared at each other; Macy still filled her as her legs trapped him inside. They both breathed heavily and she rubbed the side of his face gently with her hand as she looked him in the eyes.

“What?” he asked, thinking he had heard her wrong.

“I don’t want to be anybody’s girl but yours, Macy. I love everything about you.”

Macy stole the words from her tongue as he kissed her deeply and took her to ecstasy as he continued to sex her until indeed his seed spilled into her.

He never said he loved her back that night, but in the months to come, they grew closer with each passing day. Their secret affair alienated Case, until eventually he was no longer a part of the picture.

It was a summer of change for all of them—one that they would never forget.
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