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Prologue

A child represents a world from which we have been forever exiled.

—Robert Greene, The Art of Seduction

 


 



The playful screams and laughter of the children in the playground surrounded by the towering, dingy brown buildings of the Brownsville, Brooklyn, housing projects harmonized with the sound of mothers yelling various commands to wandering, overly playful children. The sound of a bustling avenue, with its buses, cars, and always present roar of police sirens, served as a backdrop. One particular little girl, cute, with long silky hair done up in pigtails adorned with red ribbons at the ends, looked over to her mother, sitting on a bench with other young mothers, and waved with a huge smile. Though in a conversation filled with neighborhood gossip, her mother was always alert to the whereabouts of her only child.

“Be careful on those monkey bars,” she yelled across the courtyard at her daughter and just as quickly turned back to the conversation at hand.

The little girl watched as her favorite relative, her aunt Ruby, entered the playground. She stood in front of the little girl’s mother and talked using a lot of hand gestures. As usual, she saw her aunt remove a wad of cash from her pocket and hand it to her mother.

Climbing on the monkey bars, where other kids played, the little girl wanted to reach to the top like she saw other brave kids doing. She also wanted to impress her auntie. As she ascended the bars, she looked over to see if her aunt was watching. Disappointed that she didn’t notice her, she called out to her. Just as she called, one of her feet slipped off the bar and caused her to fall down toward the black rubber mats placed under the monkey bars. Her small head and body banged off the bars as she fell. Her crying shrieks alerted her mother and aunt, who were seconds late catch the girl’s body, preventing her from hitting the mat.

Before the little girl’s mother ran over to her, she felt herself being lifted off the mat. She was dazed, with temporary blurred vision, and it seemed as if the noise of the playground became muffled. When her vision cleared, everything moved in slow motion. That was when she looked into the face of the person who had picked her up off the ground. He was tall and wore a pitch-black trench coat. His Afro was the shiniest and neatest ’fro she ever saw. Even her handsome father’s curly, perfectly round Afro couldn’t compare to that of the man holding her hand. His bright smile reminded her of the keys on the piano in her music class. As she took in the glow of his dark, rich complexion, she realized that the pain in her head from the fall was gone. Then the man spoke, and his voice seemed to hypnotize her.

“Throughout your life you will fall. What’s important is how you function when you get back up.”

“Baby, are you okay?” The little girl heard her mother’s voice. She was confused as to why she was now holding her mother’s hand instead of the hand of the man who picked her up. She looked around the playground, once again hearing the familiar sounds of the ghetto, searching for the mysterious man, but he was gone. Her aunt’s cheerful voice grabbed her attention right after that.

“Look, she ain’t even crying. She tough like her auntie.”

“Let’s hope she doesn’t follow in her aunt’s footsteps,” the girl’s mother retorted flatly, attempting to deflate the air out of her sister’s chest full of pride.

Suddenly the sound of gunshots erupted in the projects. All the parents ducked, running toward their children, who instinctively ducked down as they listened to their parents’ yelled commands. The little girl clung to her aunt as the shots rang out for a few seconds; then it ended as quickly as it began.

 



Mecca jumped out of her sleep. The gunshots in her dream awakened her as her heart beat rapidly. She looked around, realizing she was lying in her hospital bed. After her labored breathing subsided and she could hear the beat of the heart monitor next to her bed, she mumbled to herself, “You were always there, weren’t you, Lou? I remember you now.” She took the time to get herself together and, after a while, realized that she could hear voices outside of her room. She could hear only a few words that were being said because their voices were low.

Since the fatal shooting at the hands of her ex-boyfriend, Tah, and seeing her entire life with the assistance of Lou, Mecca had to be institutionalized and treated with intensive therapy sessions. She couldn’t get over the feeling of wanting to kill her aunt, and any remaining foes from the past that might still be alive. Since she chose not to talk, the doctors thought it would be best for her to stay, much to Mecca’s dismay, of course.

“It’s more mental than physical,” a male voice murmured.

“It’s been so long. When can I see her?” a female voice asked in a sad tone.

“I don’t think she’s ready yet. She hasn’t even spoken yet.”

When Mecca looked at the door after a face appeared in the entrance, she recognized the face of her once beloved aunt. Now a face she felt sick to her stomach seeing. Mecca remembered there was a time when seeing her aunt was like a child seeing Santa Claus. Mecca was her aunt’s little angel, and she could do no wrong in her aunt’s eyes. Now her aunt was no longer her personal Santa Claus; instead she was more like Satan in the flesh.

Seeing the smile on Ruby’s face made Mecca want to jump out of her bed and choke the life out of her, but that was physically impossible at this point in her life. Even more disappointing, when Ruby walked in her hospital room, she walked in with Karmen. Both Ruby and Karmen smiled at Mecca. A song her father used to play when she was a child came to mind; it was The O’Jays’ song about backstabbers. That was exactly how she felt about both of these women.

“Good morning, Mecca.” Ruby spoke to her with a hesitant smile on her face.

Instead of responding, Mecca simply turned her face and closed her eyes.

Ever since Lou showed Mecca her aunt’s betrayal, she couldn’t even stand the sight of her. For Ruby, it was probably a good thing that Mecca couldn’t move, because she probably would have already killed her by now. It hurt Ruby that Mecca wouldn’t respond to her, but she kept coming back to check on her niece’s progress. That was what family was supposed to do.

Lou had been visiting Mecca in her dreams since she’d been out of her coma. He was sitting behind a huge mahogany desk, in a large, burgundy-leather, cushioned office chair, while Mecca lay on a leather chaise lounge, when Mecca asked, “Why can’t I get up, Lou? Why are you keeping me paralyzed?”

In a measured tone Lou replied, “Because the revenge you seek is not yours. You’ve done that half of your life, and it has gotten you nowhere. Be on your best behavior, and you will walk again, I promise.”




Chapter One

The most eloquent expression of the unconscious is the dream, which is intricately connected to myth....

—Robert Greene, The Art of Seduction

 


 



Joseph of the Bible was known for his ability to interpret dreams. It was that ability that caught the curiosity of the Pharaoh of Egypt, whose own interpreters were useless. Joseph interpreted the Pharaoh’s dreams and became a powerful man in ancient Egypt. As Mecca Sykes attentively gazed into the bright eyes of Lou, she wondered who could she wake up and ask to interpret her dreams and tell her exactly who Lou was.

“You do not know what vengeance is, because it is not yours to give,” said Lou, dressed in a white overcoat, as he held a stethoscope to Mecca’s chest. Mecca lay still on a stark white linen hospital bed, with a preoccupied expression on her face.

“You act as if I’m dumb or something. Mind you, Lou, I’m grown. I’m not the child you visit in my dreams,” Mecca replied gruffly. Ever since Lou had snapped Mecca out of her coma and had begun appearing in her dreams, Mecca realized that she had become intrigued by his speeches about her doing the right thing in life and letting go of the feeling of getting some payback on all those who had betrayed her, especially her aunt. Initially, she had found him annoying and somewhat cruel for putting her through the grueling task of viewing her friends and loved ones being betrayed and herself as a victim of the double cross.

Mecca no longer had anyone in her life that she could talk to about her issues. She used to talk to Ruby about them or Ruby’s lesbian lover, Monique, whom Mecca had confided in more than anyone else. She could rely on Monique to give her motherly advice about men, sex, and feminine issues. After Monique was shot down and killed in the projects Mecca felt like she had no one. She and Ruby had never had that kind of relationship, so she had to learn the hard way about life and trust. As for Lou, he had not only told her that the life she lived was one big lie filled with betrayal, lust, and greed, but he’d shown her how and why.

What could be more interesting than seeing your life played out in plain view, from your childhood to your adult life, and glimpsing things you didn’t see at the time? Things like your so-called friends’ and family’s secret lives of treachery.

“Grown?” Lou questioned, removing the stethoscope from Mecca’s chest and chuckling. “Is that what you all call fully matured adults now?”

“What makes you think I want revenge?” Mecca inquired, rolling her eyes at his sarcasm.

Lou looked at the stethoscope in his hands. “If only humans could make machines that could listen to what’s in your heart instead of just its beat, then someone would be able to answer that,” Lou replied, setting the stethoscope down on a bedside table and rubbing his hands together as if he had a big secret. “Unfortunately, they can’t and I can, and your heart tells me revenge is what you seek.”

Mecca looked away from Lou and wondered how she could be faulted for feeling angry about being snaked by people she would have risked her life and freedom for. How did he expect her to feel, knowing what they did behind her back? What world did he live in?

“You turn your eyes away so I won’t read your feelings and thoughts. Very smart of you, dear,” Lou said, snapping Mecca out of her thoughts.

“Huh?” she asked, dumbfounded.

“Revenge doesn’t always have to be killing everyone that betrayed you. Karma is nature’s form of revenge, and sometimes you have to let nature take its course,” Lou preached.

“That ‘what goes around comes around’ crap? Please!” Mecca said in a tone of disbelief. Lou shook his head. Then Mecca displayed a mischievous grin on her face before saying, “Is this one of those moments where you’re gonna show me rather than telling me?”

“Don’t tell me you’re beginning to enjoy this?” Lou commented, shaking his head at Mecca. If only she could just see what he was trying to get her to see, she would be up and out by now. Mecca smiled. Lou shrugged his shoulders, then placed his hand on her forehead, as if he were checking her temperature. “So be it.”

 


 



The rapper Juvenile’s voice roared through the Brooklyn strip club as the naked strippers followed his orders to “Back that ass up,” while ballers, gangsters, and average Joe nine-to-fivers whooped and hollered. Throwing money at big-booty women onstage doing acrobatic maneuvers on poles and erotic dances had them acting a fool. There were even women among the crowd of horny men who were cheering the dancers on and letting go of the cash in their hands, putting it into the G-strings and between the squeezed breasts of half-naked women. In a smoky haze, Mo Blood sat in a secluded booth, sipping on a shot of Belvedere, listening to one of his associates spill some news that made him nervous.

“They gave the green light on Tah. They know you was with him, but it’s not certain how they going to play it with you,” Mo’s associate reported, afterward leaning back in the booth from yelling in Mo’s ear over the loud music.

“Tah made an O.G. call and I followed. That can’t be my fault, homie,” Mo Blood yelled.

“I feel you,” his associate said, blowing smoke out his mouth while staring at the girl onstage. “That’s what niggas in the mountains is saying. It’s the homies on the streets making it an issue with both of y’all.”

“First off, that bitch and that cat Shamel had it coming. So what’s the beef about for real?” Mo inquired, knowing the associate was just a messenger. Even he didn’t understand why the heads of their blood set were angry about what Tah did to Mecca and Shamel.

Luckily for Tah and Mo, the cops were the least of their worries. The cops in the Hamptons made sure that type of news didn’t go public, especially in an upscale area of that magnitude. A drug-related homicide in the Hamptons? Property values were more important than some dead drug dealers from New York City. Still that didn’t stop the word from getting out on the streets of Brooklyn. When the word got to Shamel’s friends, they weren’t happy and they wanted heads.

“The dude Shamel had bulletproof love with the homies, and he made a lot of them rich,” the associate continued in a somber tone.

“I heard he ain’t respect blood. He rocked his own family, and they were blood,” Mo countered, wondering if he should get out of Dodge.

Shrugging his shoulders, the associate replied, “I think it got more to do with the chick Mecca’s aunt. You know, she was a real live bitch back in the day. She knew a lot of heavy hitters and players, and a lot of them respected her, gee. You feel me?”

“So, what that mean? This ain’t the eighties!” Mo Blood responded tartly.

“She back on the streets,” the associate revealed.

Just as he finished his sentence, a scantily clad girl wearing a G-string and a pink see-through bikini top jiggled her way over to the booth. She had a dimpled smile on her seductively pretty face. Her five-foot-five frame, with a small waist, flat tummy, and juicy, round bottom, made Mo Blood forget about the nerve-racking conversation he was having with his associate as she approached them.

“Wassup, Mo? You ready for that private dance?” she asked with a forced smile.

Mo immediately felt his manhood come to life. Horny as hell and drunk off the liquor, Mo couldn’t wait for this particular private dance. Mo regularly had private dances at the club, but not with the sexy Tasha. She wasn’t into the “private dance” thing, because dancing was not what was meant by the word private. Tasha had fallen on hard times and had a two-year-old son to clothe and feed. Her reluctance to give “private dances” in secluded rooms in the basement was making her lose money she definitely needed. She had a choice to make, starve or eat. She chose to eat. So when Mo asked her if she was ready, she surprised him and said, “Gimme about an hour and I’ll come get you.” And wait Mo did.

“No doubt, Ma, I’m ready,” Mo Blood told Tasha an hour later. Grabbing Tasha’s hand after jumping out of his seat, Mo gave his associate the Blood gang handshake, then spoke loudly over the music. “Yo, Meek. I’ll holler at you tomorrow. Talk to them dudes, though. Let them know that was Tah’s call, not mines.”

“All right, my dude,” he answered with a lustful stare at Tasha. “Tear that pussy up, homie!”

Mo smiled while Tasha led him toward the back of the club, to a door leading to the basement. Once in the small room that was decorated with a small bed and a full-length mirror in the corner, leaning against the thin wood-paneled wall, which vibrated from the loud music, Mo got undressed quicker than a New York minute. After Tasha nervously undressed, Mo pulled her on top of him as he lay on his back, dick harder than a baseball bat.

“Don’t you got a vest?” Tasha asked.

“Ma, I ain’t got no disease. Word to my flag,” Mo replied gruffly, ready to go.

Tasha shrugged her shoulders, then straddled Mo. Reaching behind her, she gripped his bulging erection and placed it in her warm, soft middle. Mo held in the urge to moan from the way she made her walls clench his manhood.

Tasha moved her small waist slowly and rhythmically, as if she was moving to the sound of a slow jam. She bit her lip and closed her eyes, feeling Mo fill her insides. Mo squeezed her soft, plump ass as he dug in deep. She felt so soft, he thought his hands would melt into her skin. As Tasha sped up her thrusts, she began to moan.

“Yeah, Daddy, fuck this pussy!” Tasha said into Mo’s ear. Her moaning and dirty talk excited Mo, who matched her rhythm with hard thrusts, banging her inner walls as if he was trying to break them down. He ordered her into the doggy-style position, wanting to see her from behind. It was Tasha’s favorite position, and once in it, she put her back into it.

“Oh shit, Mo! Yeah, right there! That’s it, Daddy!”

Mo didn’t want to release yet, but the feeling of her pussy was too much for him, and he couldn’t hold it any longer. Tasha knew he was about to release his load from the change in his thrusts.

“Don’t cum in me,” she grunted. Mo heard her request but paid her ass no mind. Tasha felt his warm juices in her and tried to pull herself out from under him but couldn’t due to his body weight.

“Mo, why you do that?” she wailed, pushing him off of her.

“My bad. It’s just that pussy good, Ma,” Mo replied nonchalantly, while trying to catch his breath. At the same time Mo was thinking, Bitch, you knew you was going to start selling that ass. Why you ain’t got no condoms on hand? Mo paid her the buck fifty she asked for and left.

 


 



At the end of the month Tasha went to the clinic to get herself checked, which was the club’s policy, as was using contraceptives. Tasha waited for the results in the clinic waiting room. A half hour later she was called to an office, where a counselor greeted her as she entered, closing the door for privacy. Tasha was a nervous wreck: the unprotected sex with Mo had had her biting her nails for the past three weeks, and she couldn’t get it off her mind. The counselor gave her a long speech about AIDS and how people with the disease could live a healthy life if they took the right medication and practiced a healthy lifestyle.

“Please, just gimme the results,” Tasha snapped, tired of the anticipation.

“Miss Jackson, you are HIV-positive,” the counselor responded.

Tasha fainted in the office.

[image: e9781599832395_i0003.jpg]

Good for his ass, Mecca thought as she looked at Lou with an amused smirk on her face. She didn’t know Mo Blood personally, but she remembered him from hanging with Tah and had never liked him. Yet she was bored and wanted more.

“Is that it?” Mecca questioned Lou, anxious to see what else was going on out in the world. She could have thought of a million other ways to get at Mo Blood, but what she just saw would do for now. At least until she got better and got out of the hospital.

“I see you’re starting to get a kick out of this,” Lou replied as he placed his hand back over her head. Silently he prayed for Mecca and hoped she would change her wicked ways.

 


 



Tamika heard banging at the door over the sound of the sexy, sultry voice of Aaliyah as she sang “Rock the Boat.” That used to be her and Tah’s jam, but ever since their son had got there, their favorite song wasn’t the only thing they no longer shared.

“I’m coming!” she yelled out to let whoever was on the other side of the door know she had heard their knocking. In a pair of tight cutoff jean shorts and a long white T-shirt, with no bra underneath, she sang along with Aaliyah as she walked to the door, smiling with anticipation. When she looked through the peephole, the smile quickly disappeared. Her son’s father was the last person she wanted to see, especially now that she was expecting the company of a dangerously cute guy she met in downtown Brooklyn.

“What now, Taheem?” Tamika complained after answering the door with one hand on her hip, showing much attitude.

“What you mean, what now? Don’t play with me,” Taheem growled, pushing past her to enter her apartment. “Where my son at?”

Tamika sucked her teeth, closing the door. He always pops up at the wrong time, acting like seeing his son is the main reason he makes unannounced visits. Really, he shows up high and drunk, wanting sex and a place to crash when no one else wants his trifling ass in their house. Those days are over, Tamika told herself, especially after he got his nose wide open off that bitch Mecca, who scarred her face for life. Even though Tamika didn’t feel sorry for what had happened to Mecca, it still confirmed to her that Tah was no good.

“Our son ain’t here, Taheem. He at my mother’s for the weekend,” Tamika said, watching Tah remove his Tims and plop down on her couch. Turning on her floor model TV, he looked as if he were planning on staying longer than she wanted him in her apartment.

“I got company coming over, Taheem. You got to go. If you want to see your son, walk your ass over to Tilden and spend time over there with him.”

“Company? I know you don’t be bringing no lame-ass niggas around my son.” Tah chuckled, staring at the TV as he channel surfed. Tamika walked over to him and snatched the remote out of his hand.

“Nigga, please! I don’t say nothing when you have all those nasty bitches in my son’s face. Plus, this dude ain’t no lame. You’re not the only nigga with a gun, Tah.”

“Who is he, then?” Tah snapped as he stood up, walking to the refrigerator.

“None of your business,” Tamika snorted. “Plus, you don’t put food in this house, so don’t go eating everything.”

Tah ignored her, pulled a gallon of milk out of the fridge and a box of Fruity Pebbles from the cupboard. To Tamika’s annoyance, he used a pot instead of a bowl to eat the cereal. Before she reacted, a knock at the door grabbed her full attention, as it did Tah’s. As Tamika walked to the door, she saw the grin on Tah’s face and rolled her eyes at him.

“Let’s see who Romeo is,” Tah mumbled.

Tamika opened the door, smiling at the six-foot, caramel-skinned, big, brown-eyed cutie who favored the singer Trey Songz. He was wearing a tan Yankees fitted cap, which was leaning halfway off his head, and a tan Woolrich coat to match.

“Wassup, Dance?” Tamika greeted.

In a deep baritone voice that moistened Tamika’s panties, showing an even white smile, he replied, “What’s good, Ma?” Once Dance entered the apartment, his smile vanished as he caught the grinning face of Tah Gunz with a mouth full of cereal. Dance looked at Tamika quizzically.

“Dance, this is my baby’s father, Tah,” Tamika said uncomfortably, knowing Tah would start trouble. He did that with every guy she dated or attempted to date. His friends in the neighborhood would alert him that she was seeing someone, and Tah would show up every day so that he could see who the guy was. Most of the time he would have his friends or flunkies rob the guy or beat him unmercifully. To this day none of the guys had come back to Brownsville for payback. Part of Tamika’s nervousness came from the fact that she knew Dance was the type to come back, and not to fight, either, but to do some damage.

When Tamika met Dance downtown, he was surrounded by a mean-looking crew of thugs from his Lafayette Gardens neighborhood, called “L.G.” by Brooklynites. It is one of the borough’s most notoriously dangerous housing projects.

Dance and his crew were all decked out in the hottest urban fashion and diamond flooded jewelry. It was obvious to Tamika that Dance was the boss by the respect the others showed him and the way people went out of their way to greet him as he and his crew shopped heavily. After she gave him her number, her panties got wet when he walked to a milky white Cadillac Escalade. She told herself she had to have him.

Dance nodded his head toward Tah without saying a word. Tah’s menacing stare didn’t intimidate Dance, and he wasn’t worried about a possible confrontation with Tah. Dance knew how to fight well and was known more for his itchy trigger finger. He also knew that coming to Brownsville, Brooklyn’s grimiest neighborhood, meant that trouble was a possibility. So he had come prepared, toting a twenty-one-shot Glock 9 mm.

“Uh, yo, duke, where you from?” Tah blurted as Dance took a seat on the black leather couch, removing his black flight jacket, which he wore over a tan button-down polo shirt. Tah immediately spotted Dance’s icy Piaget watch. Dance ignored Tah’s question.

Tah was caught off guard by Dance’s display of courage, especially since he was out of his own territory. Dance didn’t believe in just being the man in his own hood, though. That made Tah think that either Dance was a good bluffer or he really was a gangster, most likely hiding a weapon on himself. Tah finished his cereal then put his boots and coat on while smiling at Tamika. She knew was a sinister one that meant the episode between him and Dance was not over. Tamika rolled her eyes, then Tah gave Dance a hard stare.

“You a real gangster, huh?” Tah grunted, opening the door. Dance stood up, with Tamika trying to hold his arms to pull him back on the couch.

“You wanna see how gangster?”

“Nah, playboy, I believe you. It’s nothing. Meeka, I’ll see you later.” Tah smiled.

Still holding on to Dance’s arm, Tamika mumbled, “Bye, Tah.” She knew he would be back, and he wouldn’t be alone. He would come back with his goons. Dance knew that also. He was angry at the confrontation, but more angry at himself for not finding out more about this chick. He didn’t know she had a kid. He should have gone with his first instinct and had her meet him at the hotel on Pennsylvania Avenue. Blinded by the fact that she had a banging body, he’d rushed to Brownsville to tear the pussy up.

“You wanna go out somewhere, instead of staying here?” Tamika asked, worried. Dance sensed her nervousness. This made him rethink his conclusion that Tamika probably was setting him up.

“Why you ask me that?”

“Dance, my baby father is a lowlife, and he is going to come back to start some bullshit.”

Dance could sense the fear in her voice. He wondered whose life she feared for more, his or her kid’s father. He knew most likely she didn’t want her son to be fatherless, and he definitely wasn’t playing step-daddy. Damn, the things dudes went through just for a piece of ass.

“I’m not worried about dude. I got something for his ass if he wants problems,” Dance responded matter-of-factly.

“Please, Dance, let’s just go. I don’t want anyone to get hurt,” Tamika pleaded.

Hearing familiar voices in front of the building, Tamika looked out the window. To her dismay, Tah and his crew were out there, looking as if they were preparing for trouble. Dance got up to look out the window and saw the problem Tamika saw. Sighing, Dance took his cell phone off his waist and dialed a number.

“Yo, son, come to Brownsville Houses. These niggas wanna act up. Come now!” Hanging up, Dance turned to Tamika. “Let’s wait here for a minute.” Tamika grew more fearful. Dance’s tone was calm but sinister.

“Dance, he’s my son’s father. I don’t want anything to happen to him. Please, let’s just go.”

Her plea convinced him as to whose life was more important to her. Dance didn’t know her reason for not wanting her son to grow up fatherless. Personally, she could care less about Tah. She just didn’t want her son to grow up without a father in his life, like she did. She knew who her father was, but he disappeared out of her and her mother’s life when she was born. He even denied that Tamika was his daughter, all because of a rumor that Tamika’s mother was a prostitute before she fell in love with Tamika’s father. To add insult to injury, he fathered fifteen kids in Brooklyn and never denied any of them.

Tamika didn’t want anything to happen to Dance, either. She was planning on giving him the best sexual experience he’d ever had, hoping he would become her sugar daddy. Tah always seemed to get in the way of her plan, and that was one of her reasons for despising him. The main reason for her disdain for Tah was the fact that he made a lot of money on the streets and gave her nothing. Once in a while he would give her money for their son, and that was only when she fussed about it. Otherwise, he was under Mecca’s ass, strung out.

While Dance waited for his cavalry to arrive, Tamika tried to take her mind off the situation by attempting to unzip Dance’s pants to give him what she called her “tongue talent” and some goodies afterward. With his mind on the drama about to unfold, Dance pushed her hand away.

“Another time, Ma.” Before she could protest, his cell phone’s ring tone of the song “Niggaz Done Started Something” by The Lox went off, with him quickly answering it.

“Yo!” he barked into the phone. Tamika watched as Dance got off the couch and looked out the window. “Yeah, I see y’all. Yeah, that’s them. I’m coming down now.” Dance clicked off his phone and headed toward the door.

“I’m coming with you, right?” Tamika asked. Dance paused, with a thoughtful look on his face, before replying, “Yeah, baby girl, c’mon.”

While Tamika got dressed, shots rang out from in front of the building, startling her and causing a smile to show on Dance’s face. He recognized the sound of the AK-47 that he gave to his cousin going off. He was proud that his boys came through, representing L.G. Dance pulled out his Glock and cocked it back as Tamika came out, dressed, with a look of terror on her face.

“C’mon, shorty!” Dance commanded.

Tears welled up in Tamika’s eyes. “Dance, they shooting. We can’t go out there!”

“It’s cool. They just wanted to get them dudes from in front of the building. My peoples ain’t come to shoot nobody,” Dance lied with a straight face.

When they reached the front of the building, Tamika screamed when she noticed that the person lying on the ground, in a pool of his own blood, was none other than Tah, moaning in pain.

“You don’t look so gangster now, homie!” Dance taunted while Tamika got on her knees, cradling Tah’s head in her arms.

“Taheem, get up. Don’t die, nigga. Your son needs you!” Tamika cried as Tah’s eyes blinked rapidly and tears flowed down his cheeks.

“Shorty, you coming? You can’t help him,” Dance said as his crew drove off and Tah’s crew vanished into the Brownsville night.

“Dance, I have to get him help. He’s dying!” Tamika yelled.

Dance shook his head. “Nah, Ma, he dead.”

While Tamika looked down at Tah, crying, Dance placed his Glock to the back of her head and pulled the trigger. The sound of the shot echoed through the hood as Tamika’s body slumped on top of Tah’s. Still alive, Taheem closed his eyes, unable to feel Tamika’s body on top of his due to a bullet shattering his spine from the neck down. Dance walk to his truck, parked in the parking lot in front of the building. He didn’t want to kill Tamika, but leaving witnesses wasn’t his thing. Charge it to the game.

As sirens roared through the night, Taheem opened his eyes after playing dead. He could hear his own labored breathing among the sounds of the streets. He never thought that things would turn out like this. Why did he allow himself to get caught up in these situations over women who didn’t care too much for him, like he didn’t care too much for them? Silly pride, he was told by an O.G., could get a man in deep shit. How true that is, Tah thought as he lay there, feeling his life slip away.

 


 



After being out for what felt like hours, and not satisfied with what Lou had shown her, Mecca woke up, staring into the face of her doctor, who was checking her blood pressure. He smiled at her, and then, after he was done, he left quietly. Mecca stared out the window at the rainy Brooklyn afternoon, thinking to herself, Lou calls Mo Blood getting AIDS revenge? Tamika getting killed meant nothing to her, and Tah should’ve been tortured, not just shot. Lou would have to do better than that to get her to change her mind about seeking revenge herself. She agreed that maybe she should move on, but her anger over how everything went down and what she found out still had her heated, and she wasn’t ready to let it go just yet.

“Good morning, Ms. Sykes. Are we going to try and get up today?” the nurse asked her in a friendly tone.

Mecca shook her head no at the fat, redheaded, jolly nurse’s irritating voice. It was going to be a long day. Mecca couldn’t wait to go to sleep again so she could pick a bone with Lou.




Chapter Two

Length of days is in her right hand; in her left hand, riches and honor.

—Proverbs 3:16

 


 



There is a saying among convicts that when asked how much time they are doing or did, the answer would be two days: the day they went in and the day they get or got out. In between is nothing but a blur to some. For Ruby, those days were spent plotting and scheming how she would get revenge on the people who set her up, shot her niece, and killed Shamel. Most important was how she planned on getting rich again.

When Ruby’s murder and drug convictions were overturned, and the case was dismissed due to the testimony of an eyewitness, she was given time served for the drug conviction, and began to map out exactly what she would do to get back on her road to riches.

Ruby had many associates and a few lovers in prison, but one person in particular became her confidant. Daphne, a five-foot-five, smooth brown-skinned woman with penetrating hazel eyes, was her favorite. Though no lesbian by far, she had “experimented” with sexual acts with a woman, but it wasn’t to her liking. She always told Ruby there wasn’t nothing like a hard dick banging up against your walls.

What Ruby did like about her was Daphne’s likable personality and her ferocity when she became angered. Ruby saw herself in Daphne. She had a no-nonsense, take-charge attitude that screamed leader. The added bonus to Daphne’s repertoire was that she was also from Brooklyn. The women met when Ruby was transferred to the women’s federal prison in West Virginia. Daphne had already been there ten years on a fifteen-year stint for being part of a conspiracy to distribute large quantities of heroin. Her boyfriend at the time was a Jamaican-born, Bed Stuy raised hustler who ran a crew out of Tomkins projects. He and Daphne met in 1984, when she moved into the projects with her mother, stepfather, and sister. Afterward, her mother married an abusive man from Bed-Stuy and moved them in with him.

Daphne loved her older brother and was always sad thinking about how much she missed him. There were rumors about his murder, but nothing ever came of them. He was a drug dealer, so the cops swept his murder under the rug like so many other murders in the ghetto. His presence was greatly missed because he was the man of the house after Daphne’s real father was sent to prison for two murders, with a sentence of fifty to life. It was her brother who really took care of the family after making lots of money on the street, which he also used to spoil his baby sister.

He was barely home because he lived mainly with women blocks away from where Daphne and the family stayed. She was protected by the family because she was the baby. Often, she wasn’t allowed out to play with kids on her block, and she went to an all girls’ school. Extremely smart and an avid reader, she knew things about various topics, from romance novels to black history. Most of all she loved to read the dictionary, because she was determined to learn the meaning of a new word every day.

When she did see her brother, he would give her money to buy candy and toys, and he would make sure she wore the latest style of clothing. Her brother was only about five years older than her, and although she was a teenager, he wanted her to remain innocent. He encouraged her to play jump rope and jacks, and when she got clothes, he made sure they didn’t make her look too grown up. The only time she got to show off the clothes was when she went out with her mother to shop for food or visit relatives far away in Queens.

Daphne hated her stepfather, who would get high off ecstasy and cocaine. He also got drunk on hard liquor and abused her mother physically and verbally. Once she was old enough to get out of the house, she began to hang out in Bed-Stuy more than she did in Brownsville. No longer did anyone pay attention to her, like they had when her brother was alive. She figured that the only reason why her mother and sister had been protective of her was to please her brother, because he was her favorite, and if Daphne was happy, then he was, and when he was happy, he gave money to the whole family. Now that he was gone, Daphne could run the streets, and run the streets she did.

Kids growing up in the ghetto tended to get into trouble because of the lack of anything constructive for them to do. With the city’s non-caring attitude toward its poor inhabitants and the city’s politicians’ frequent mishandling of the city’s budget, no decent after-school programs existed for the children. The playgrounds were unsanitary due to addicts using them as a place to get high and dump their syringes. The people were too poor to buy things to keep their children’s minds from the activity on the streets, so the kids ran them and got into trouble.

Daphne was no exception to this phenomenon. She hung out with the kids in the projects and became amazed at ghetto life, especially at the older guys and girls wearing the expensive clothing and jewelry, like her brother did. The guys reminded her of him; and the girls, of the women he’d dated. These women were the stars of the neighborhood, and she wanted to be adored just like them. By the time she was fourteen, she was well developed and was mistaken for a nineteen-year-old. Still, even people knowing her actual age didn’t deter some of the neighborhood hustlers from trying to make her one of their conquests.

At the tender age of fourteen, Daphne lost her virginity when her and a boy from the projects cut out of school and went to his house to do the nasty. It took place on an old, dusty, uncomfortable couch, which made the experience for her unsatisfying. The couch was covered in plastic, and as the boy pumped his dick into her, she stuck to the couch from sweat. It was irritating, and the boy was simply just hurting her. After that she never had sex with him again.

Everyone in the hood liked her, though. She was the nice girl who always smiled. That was a mechanism she used that was taught to her by her brother. She was told by her older brother that regardless of what you were going through, you never showed anger. He told her that when people knew what got you angry, they would use it against you. So, Daphne always smiled. However, when her brother died, she stopped smiling altogether and began to wear her emotions on her sleeve. Her brother was her greatest joy, and with him gone, what did she have left to smile about?

It was her pretty smile that attracted a young Jamaican guy everyone called Marley to her. They called him that because he was Jamaican and he smoked a lot of weed at an early age. His father was one of those Rastafarians, but his real name was Donovan. His almond brown complexion and high cheekbones gave him an exotic look that the girls loved. His eyes were hazel, just like Daphne’s.

He was her dream man. He dressed like her brother and made money like him, selling weed for his father. At the age of fourteen he had more jewelry than all the kids in the projects, often wearing diamond rings and necklaces. Nobody dared rob him because his father was ruthless, and so was his crew, made up of family members. All of them were members of a Jamaican crew called the Shower Posse. They got the name because if anyone ever got out of line, as a reaction they would be showered with bullets.

Instantly, Marley fell in love with Daphne and made sure she was the flyest dressed girl in the projects. By the time Marley was seventeen, he was driving a Benz and had his own weed and heroin spots down on Franklin Avenue. Daphne worked out of Marley’s uncle’s Jamaican restaurant, where they secretly sold weed and heroin. She couldn’t have been happier. Soon afterward, both of them moved out of the projects into a two-story home in St. Albans, Queens. They traveled to Jamaica a lot to visit his relatives. No matter what, Marley always treated her the same, like when they first met, and Daphne swore she would never love another man like she did him. She never did.

Her world came crashing down in 1987, when federal authorities raided Marley’s spots on Franklin Avenue and their home in Queens. Daphne was working in the restaurant when the raids were being carried out, while Marley was home. She, along with the others, were all arrested and taken to the federal building in Brooklyn.

The next day Daphne received the most heartbreaking news: she found out about her lover’s murder. Marley was gunned down by agents during the raid. He was shot a total of forty-one times and died instantly.

After a lengthy two-month trial, Daphne and fourteen other defendants were convicted on various charges under the RICO statute. The only evidence they had on her was her voice on the phone with Marley, talking about orders of beef patties. A government witness lied and said she was referring to drugs.

Daphne was given fifteen years. She knew the feds were being hard on her because she refused to cooperate. The time did not matter to her. It didn’t matter if she got out of jail. As far as she was concerned, life was over. Life without Marley was something she did not want to face. Many days and nights she thought about taking her own life, but she just did not have the courage to pull it off. Even though she was depressed, she tried to take her brother’s advice and smile but couldn’t. Then she met Ruby.

The two women were inseparable in the prison, except for when they were locked in their cells. Daphne didn’t cell up with Ruby, because she celled up with only her lesbian lovers. She respected Ruby because she reminded her of her brother and Marley in certain ways. Ruby was bossy like her brother and laid-back like Marley.

At first she was skeptical of Ruby. All the women in the prison were scared of her, so Daphne stayed away. Ruby was in great shape, with a muscular, well-toned body that was still distinctly feminine, like Serena Williams, the tennis star. However, Daphne was sure that she did not want to get into a confrontation with her, so she avoided her.

It was inevitable that the two would meet due to their being from New York. In the federal system, it was customary for inmates from the same cities to clique up. They sat at the same tables in the mess halls and shared space in the rec yard. In the prison they were at, it was a little different for New York inmates. There New York inmates cliqued up with people from their own borough of the city. Ruby and Daphne being from Brooklyn made it more likely that they would cross paths.

After meeting Ruby, Daphne had a different opinion of her. She understood Ruby’s rough exterior was a defense to ward off people who would take her kindness for weakness. Growing up in Brownsville, Ruby learned to take that approach at an early age. Daphne could identify with her, and they quickly bonded, with Ruby nicknaming her “Smiley.”

In January 2000 Daphne was released, two years before Ruby’s conviction was overturned. They kept in contact with each other, and Daphne made sure that Ruby’s commissary account stayed full. Every month she would send Ruby five hundred dollars. Though Ruby didn’t need that much, holding down a job as a cook in the prison mess hall, she saved the money Daphne sent her. The only thing she would spend some of the money on was phone cards to call and talk to her niece and her niece’s boyfriend, Shamel, who was also her secret lover and who also kept Ruby’s commissary full.

Daphne was on the street when Ruby received the news of Mecca lying in a coma after being shot and Shamel’s death. Ruby also got the news that two days before she walked out of prison, Shamel’s grandmother passed away. To say Ruby was ready for war was an understatement. She already held the guilt of being responsible for Mecca’s parents being murdered, and now her niece sitting up in a coma because she couldn’t protect her was too much. She had watched Shamel grow from a boy to a man, and even though they were sneaking around behind Mecca’s back, she still cared about him. Shamel’s grandmother dying was the icing on the cake. They always said tragedy came in threes, and those three events put Ruby on edge. Once she got out, she would have business to take care of. Daphne joined her at the funeral, and afterward, Daphne laid out the beginning of her and Ruby’s plan to rule Brooklyn.

“Weed is really popping now. Marley’s family in Jamaica gave me two hundred and fifty grand when I came home. I opened a restaurant in Crown Heights, which served to quadruple the money I invested in a short amount of time. I got a weed contact from them also in Texas. If you want, you can fly with me out there this weekend and see what kind of stuff they got. You want the best so you can make lots of paper.”

After Daphne gave Ruby fifty grand to go shopping, she smiled and asked, “You ready?”

“You know it!” Ruby told her while they embraced.

They drove from the Brooklyn cemetery in Daphne’s 1999 pistachio green 750iL BMW. When they stopped at the restaurant, the rays of the sunny day gleamed off a candy-apple red, two-door convertible Benz with a big purple bow on the hood.

“Somebody about to get a big surprise around here,” Ruby said, looking out the passenger window at the Benz.

“I know.” Daphne smiled.

Ruby looked at her holding a key in her hand. Puzzled, she looked at the key as Daphne held it out to her. Then she noticed the Mercedes-Benz insignia on the key.

“Welcome home, Ruby.”

“Get out of here. No, you didn’t!” Ruby screamed out.

“Yes, I did! Now, get in it and go see your niece.”

At the mention of her niece, Ruby’s smile quickly vanished. She knew she would have to toughen up and face what she felt she couldn’t. Her mind was filled with guilt: she blamed herself for Mecca’s condition. Every thought made her regret bringing her into this game. It had cost her years of freedom and almost the life of her beloved niece.

“It’s not your fault, Ruby. It’s about get back. Now it’s your time,” Daphne said in a measured tone of reassurance.

Ruby simply nodded her head and grabbed the keys.

Immediately, she got in and inhaled the fresh smell of the beige leather interior. When she started the car, she became more excited at the sound of the engine. She hit a button, and the convertible roof mechanically drew back. All the while Daphne kept a smile on her face, happy that her friend was home and excited for her.

Ruby looked over at Daphne, as the cars were parked parallel to each other. “You coming with me?” she asked while Daphne tossed her a CD.

Ruby stared at the Alicia Keys CD while Daphne answered, “Spend time with your niece, and call me when you’re done. I’ll show you where you’re staying.”

Ruby nodded. She placed the CD in the system and pulled off. It didn’t even matter to her that she didn’t have her license. It was the Brooklyn way!

 


 



Karmen lay on her back, unsatisfied, as a casual sex partner of hers humped like a rabbit, dripping sweat on her dry skin. This was the last time she’d be giving this dude some pussy. He fucked like he had just lost his virginity! Even his grunting was irritating to her.

“This pussy good, Ma. Who pussy is this?”

“Are you done yet?” she asked instead of responding to his question, her tone filled with irritation.

With his eyes closed, he held on to her thick hips and mumbled. After he released his fluid into the condom, Karmen quickly got up and walked to the small motel room bathroom, slamming the door.

“It’s hard to find a good dick these days. All these cats think about themselves,” Karmen said to herself while standing in front of the mirror, fixing her long hair into a ponytail.

Ever since her boyfriend was killed and her secret lover Shamel was murdered, Karmen had yet to find a man that could bring her to orgasm. Most of the men she dated were men she dealt with in her new hustle. Credit card scams.

More often, the men in the scam were African immigrants, who were usually in the country illegally and used American women. They would take the women all over the country, getting thousands of dollars of merchandise with other people’s credit cards, then selling the merchandise at a cheaper price. Karmen was under the impression that these African men, with their Mandingo dicks, would be good lovers in bed. She was sorely disappointed. A lot of them were a waste of big dicks, and even if they were decent lovers, Karmen couldn’t get into it, because the guy didn’t believe in deodorant. She held her breath most of the time in bed.

With the credit card scam, the money she made with her partners in crime was decent, but not enough to satisfy her thirst for the hottest and latest in fashion and a means of paying the bills. Gone were the days when her boyfriend, now dead, would give her money and Shamel, after dicking her down, would do the same.

So her choice was easy. At Shamel’s grandmother’s funeral, Mecca’s aunt had offered her a job at a grocery store she was opening up, where groceries weren’t the only thing being sold. Karmen didn’t hesitate to take the offer.

Meeting Mecca’s aunt felt like meeting a celebrity. Karmen had heard so much about her from Mecca and Shamel that she could barely believe it. She was a legend in Brownsville and East New York. She even noticed the resemblance between Mecca and her aunt, and she could also see where Mecca got her swagger.

When Karmen first met Mecca, she immediately took a liking to her. She had style, and she commanded respect from men and women alike. At first Karmen didn’t feel guilty about having the affair with Shamel. They had known each other before Mecca met him. She was always at their grandmother’s house when she dealt with one of his two cousins, Kaheem and Born.

The more she got to know Mecca, the more she felt guilty, but the good sex and money she was getting erased most of the guilt. Still, she was deeply saddened when she found out that Mecca had been shot and was in a coma. She visited her in the hospital often with Shamel’s grandmother, who also loved Mecca like her own. Mecca had tears in her eyes when she came out of it and Shamel’s grandmother told her that Shamel was dead. Her eyes just blinked. Now Karmen wondered how she would react when she was told about Grandma’s death.

Karmen walked out of the bathroom, naked. The short charcoal black African guy who looked at her with lust in his eyes sat on the hotel bed, stroking his manhood, as if he was ready for another round of skin smacking. His look of lust turned into a gaze of disappointment when Karmen picked up her black thong and clothes and began to dress. He hated to see her cream-colored, gorgeously built body disappear in her clothes.

“You want to leave already?” he asked as his manhood shrunk.

Karmen rolled her eyes. “I’m outta here. Oh, I need that money, too.” She pulled her purse strap over her shoulder and placed one hand on her shapely hips, with the other held out.

“We still have three hours left,” he sulked in his thick accent.

Karmen walked over to his brown slacks, which were lying on the brown carpet, and went in his pockets.

“Wait. I will get it for you.” He jumped up off the bed, but Karmen already held a wad of cash in her hands. She quickly counted a thousand dollars, then dropped the slacks and the rest of the cash on the floor and walked out of the room.

Growing up on the rough streets of Bushwick, Karmen learned at an early age that you couldn’t wait around for things to just drop into your hands. You had to go out and take them with no fear. Fear was a hustler’s worst enemy. And Karmen, who grew up poor, living in a crowded tenement with four sisters and a mother and father strung out on dope, knew if you let fear take over, you would starve.

Karmen hopped in a cab, smiling. Tomorrow she would head downtown to buy that Dolce & Gabbana blouse she had seen at Macy’s. She reminded herself that she would go to a sex shop, too. It was time for her to get a vibrator. If you couldn’t find someone to make you cum, might as well do it yourself. Nobody would treat you better than you would.

When she got to her Bushwick apartment building, she rode up in the elevator alone. Once at her floor, she got off and noticed two suited white men in front of her door. Confusion was written all over her round, pretty face.

“Can I help y’all?” she asked. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that they were police, but suited cops usually meant major problems.

“Is your name Karmen Santiago?” one of them asked in a calm and even voice.

“Yes, that’s me. What’s up?” Karmen asked, nervousness filling her thick Brooklyn accent.

Both men flashed their badges. “Ms. Santiago, we are from Brooklyn North Homicide. We would like to ask you some questions concerning the murders of Kaheem and”—the cop speaking quickly looked at his pad—“his brother, whom they called Born. Can we come in, or would you like to take a ride to the station?”

 


 



“I sense you’re not satisfied with the karma the people who’ve betrayed you are receiving,” Lou said while sitting with his feet propped up on a large oak wood desk in what appeared to be a doctor’s office.

“Lou, how many times do I have to tell you I’m not thinking about revenge? I just wanna move on with my life,” Mecca replied, trying to sound sincere as she paced the office, staring at the paintings on the walls. She would say whatever she needed to say to Lou for him to release his hold on her and let her out of the hospital. Intrigued by the paintings, she skipped right by some, while others she stared at a little longer. Some of them, Mecca realized, were of her as a baby, her at eight, then her as a teenager, and finally there was a painting of her as the adult she was.

“Mecca, Mecca, my dear Mecca. Just how am I supposed to believe that after all you have seen and know about your so-called friends and family? That you just forgave and forgot?” Lou asked, sitting up, with his feet on the black carpeted floor.

For a moment, she stood in front of the painting of her at eight, hiding under a bed. “I’ve always been a grateful person, and now that I have a second chance at life, I want to show my gratitude. And you’re just gonna have to take my word for it.”

Lou walked over to Mecca. Standing next to her, he stared at the painting. He shook his head before saying, “Childhood is a golden age for mankind. So innocent and full of misunderstanding of this cruel world. To think it was Sigmund Freud who said that childhood is a time of uninterrupted bliss. Don’t you wish you could have it back, Mecca?”

Suddenly, her dream state switched to the painting on the wall. Eight-year-old Mecca remembered hiding under the bed, with tears running down her face. She looked back and forth at her mother’s and father’s eyes, which held fear. Their voices were muffled due to the tape around them. Two men with guns barked menacingly at her father, while her mother cried.

The words the men said couldn’t be heard in the dream. One of them removed the tape from around her father’s mouth and was talking intimately with him. For the first time in her eight years she saw fear on her father’s face. She remembered him as a fearless man who would stand up to anyone. He was their protector, their hero. No one messed with her or her mother because they were Bobby Blast’s family.

Her father’s fear heightened hers. Seeing the tears in her mother’s eyes made her cry even more. She hated to see her mother cry. She could still remember the first time she saw it, back when Mommy and Daddy were arguing and her father stormed out of the apartment, yelling that he would never come back. Mecca cried as she lay in bed with her mother, until the middle of the night, when she felt her father hug both of them. She heard his voice mumble, “I love you. I will never leave y’all.”

Then the only sound Mecca heard in the dream was the gunshots that took her mother’s and father’s life. Little Mecca stayed under the bed, and the two men left. She heard the door slam, then the footsteps. It took a while for her to look out from under the bed when a person’s black, shiny shoes and the hem of his long trench coat came into view. She knew who it was. Then his face appeared, and he stretched out his hand.

“Come out from under the bed, Mecca. I will protect you. I will never leave.”

Mecca awoke from the dream as the sun shined through the blinds over the hospital window. The rays beamed in between the slats, making lines of long triangular light appear across the walls of the room and on the bed. For a moment, she looked at the print of her feet under the white sheets.

Slowly, she pulled the sheets off of her body and placed her feet on the cold tiled floor. Instantly, she noticed the metal walker in front of a bedside table.

Taking hold of it, she stood slowly. Her first steps after lying in bed almost six months were shaky and wobbly. Her legs responded slowly as she took baby steps, eventually moving quicker toward the window. Parting the blinds, she stared out at the sunny Brooklyn streets and smiled.

“Mecca?” The voice made her turn and face the door. Ruby stood next to Karmen, who covered her mouth in shock. Her eyes watered, just as Ruby’s did. The smile left Mecca’s face, and she turned to stare back out at the Brooklyn scenery. Her only thought as she looked at the familiar streets was a simple one. These streets are mine.





End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/e9781599832395_cover.jpg
.........

LL’S

® MECCA'S RETURN






OEBPS/e9781599832395_i0010.jpg
kK





OEBPS/thumbPPC.jpg





OEBPS/e9781599832395_i0009.jpg
WeNeN





OEBPS/thumb.jpg





OEBPS/e9781599832395_i0007.jpg
e





OEBPS/e9781599832395_i0008.jpg
EHE





OEBPS/e9781599832395_i0005.jpg
XXX





OEBPS/e9781599832395_i0006.jpg
HeHeK





OEBPS/e9781599832395_i0003.jpg
*EH





OEBPS/e9781599832395_cover_guide.jpg
® MECCA'S RETURN






OEBPS/e9781599832395_i0004.jpg
EXE





OEBPS/e9781599832395_i0001.jpg





OEBPS/e9781599832395_i0002.jpg





