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(a fictional anthology)

Take a look inside the mind of a living legend from the hood, FALA
BAZOOTY. If you don't know him, you should. He's everything that guys like
him simply claim to be. And he articulates the thoughts and feelings of an
incarcerated man all too well. From love, hate, abandonment, memories,
imagination... Here's a compilation of short stories, poetry and prose
written in a straight-forward, strikingly honest way that had proven to be
entertaining to readers from all walks of life.

Fala opens his heart and mind with the hope that you will be empathetic
to him and those like him. Criminals (hustlers, thugs, etc...) are people
ton. Sometimes compassionate, honest, intelligent and talented people., And
when the walls that people put up are broken down, you'd be surprised to see
how much different people are alike, or how you'll agree with those who you
oppose. The author welcomes you to be privy to what goes on BEHIND THESE
WALLS.

FALA BAZDOTY (aka Steven Powell) introduces himself to the reading
world sharing his experiences, showcasing his style and versatality,
prepping you for him coming books.
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INTRODUCTION

I appreciate anyone who reads this, I really do, I'm not just saying
that .because it seems like the right thing to say. 1 feel so many people's
words lack sincerity and/or substance, so I try not to be one of them, It's
so often overlooked, but listening is of paramount importar;ce and rightfully
deserving of gratitude., Just imagine if everyone ‘really listened...to their
parents, children, spouses, friends and loved ones, to those they don't
‘understand, the great minds of the past and present, and most importantly,
their Lord, Wouldn't that really be something? Listening is how you truly

come to know someone, so after reading this you should have a good sense of

who I am,

Besides all that, I have this overwhelming urge to be heard. I don't
know where it comes from, or where it started, but j.f you ask anyone that
knows me, they'll tell you that I've always had for as long as they can
remember. So when anyone affords me their time and lends me an ear, it gives

me a sense of vitality, and anyone with this temperament knows exactly what

I'm talking about.

T know thgt anyone who has experienced the things that I have will be
able to relate to my works. However, I can only wonder how it will be taken
by others., I hope all will appreciate my realness, I try to keep things
simple, I don't rack my brain for eloquent ways to say things, descriptive
words, analogies or metaphors, I just say what's on my mind, I've been told
that I'm witty and articulate well, but honestly I never put much effort into

it. But since I've been told that I'm so entertaining, I've undertaken to
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write a remarkable book. I credit my mother for who I am. She's always

listened to me, and told me that I should write a book.
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The Criminal and His Lawyer By: Fala Bazooty

There was this voung brown kid that grew up in the inner city. He was
sort of a prospect, athletic and academically. But like so many other inner

city youth, his talent and intelligence, and chance for & bright Ffuture were

undermined by his lack of prudence and situations of his environment.

See, he began to sell drugs at an early age, which didn't seem to be a
big deal because all his friends were already doing it, He just wanted to

have fun., Well, actually all he wanted was a pair of sneakers,

Needless to say, he was headed for a world of trouble. He began te skip
school, hang with the wrong crowd, which led te him getting into trouble with
the law and in ang out of facilities for juveniles. He never liked authority
to begin with but these experiences gave him an abhorrence for it. He became

ever the rebel, at open feud with any and all authority.

Une might while on the coruner seiling diugs, he was vobbed by a masked
gunman, The gunman from out an alley and ordered him to empty his pockets
and throw everything onto the ground. He hated the fact that he had to
surrender his money and drugs to this guy simply because he had a gun. All

he could remember thinking was, "If only I had a gun..." so he got one.
After that experience, He decided it a logical and lucrative decision to

rob his fellow drug dealers (seeing how easy it was for himself to get

robbed). And lucrative it was. He found himself with far more money than he
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had just selling drugs. He was able to buy cars, expensive clothing and
jewelry, He started to attract attention from girls and women alike., He
also gained a renown reputation. Respected by some, feared by most. And he

ioved it. It gave him a feeling of pride. He had found his niche.

While living this urban cowboy dream he had acquired quite a few lady
friends., One in particular was claiming to be pregnant by him. Naturally he
denied it, thinking it to be just another guile of a women to win him over,

get his money, OT both.

But when she had the baby she brought her to him. She was beautiful,
Until then, every infant he had seen had all looked alike. But for the first
time, as he held his daughter, he seen a resemblance. It was a striking
likeness, as though looking into a mirror and seeing himself years younger.
He was ecstatic., It was a feeling of happiness, pride, accomplishment, sense

of belonging...A feeling far greater than any other he had ever felt, He was

a father.

And a good father too in some aspects, meaning he ponded with his
daughter and provided for her. But his lifestyle hadn't changed much and it
eventually caught up with him, He was sentenced to five to ten years for

armed robbery, She wasn't even two years old,
While in prison he missed his daughter more than anything else. It was
the most poignant experience he had ever encountered. When she came of age

old enough to write they corresponded. They talked of how much they missed
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each other and all the things they'd do when he got out, And he promised

never to leave her again,

When he got out it was like a dream come true for them both. They

went everywhere they said they would when they were corresponding. He bought
her almost anything she wanted. She was well-behaved, did well in school and

respected her father, She was the best child that he could've asked for, and

he was a good dad,

But he had begun to secretly sell drugs again trying te have all the
things he thought that he and his daughter deserved. And it wasn't long
before he reverted to his old urban cowboy forte'. 4nd net long after that

he was back in prison...for 24-48yrs,

His daughter was brought to see him when he was there. But when she
tried to speak no words came out, only sighs and sobs. So he held her while

- et P Y. SN
she cried and tklc} Saad ii\):.:x_utf,-

Shortly after the visit she wrote him a letter explaining how
disappointed she was that he had broke his promise. She said she only got 19
months with her father., (She had counted) She said that it wasn't fair for

her to be punished for what he had done. She asked, "ow could you do this

to me."
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He responded to her letter but she didn't write again. She never wrote
again., He was upset and confused. He couldn't understand why she wouldn't
be there for him when he needed her the most. He hurt him so much. Then
he had a revelation, He truly knew how his daughter must feel. And how
hard it must be for a little girl to endure the pain that & grown man could

hardly bare. And then he cried...wishing his daughter was there to hold

him like he had held her.

In school she was told to write an essay of what she wanted to be when
she grew up and why. Hers began, "When I grow up, I want to be a lawyer

so I can get my father out of jail."

Sreven fowsat|




A LESSON IN LOVE {more or less)

There was this young girl so in love, as a matter of fact it was the
only love that she ever kmew. She grew up next door to her friend for life,
as far back as either of them could remember, the other was always around.
He was her first kiss, her first boyfriend, her first love. fter they
hoth lost their virgimity on prom night, he asked her to marry him. She

happily accepted without even giving it much thought at all,

They decided to put the wedding off until she got out of college, and he
served four years in the military, They promised to stay true to each other
and to stay in contact as much as they peossibly could. So off they went, for

the first time in their lives, they would be apart.

Her freshman year was when she met the witty professor, He was so

handsome. intelligent. and swoke so elaquently. She was taking his literary

¢ =iLE2llC O LR AR ot

course and made it her business to do her best in his class, ask questions,

so hepefully she could sttract his attention, Tt wazn't long hefore ghe dida.

The professor noticed that she was very bright and insightful, He began
giving her books to read and speaking to her after class on a regular basis.
One day, he asked her if she would like to meet him in a bar to discuss some

of things that she found interesting., She was honored that he would even

take the time,
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They talked for hours discussing concepts of the great minds of the
past. She would tell him her take on a given statement, and he'd either
agree or disagree and tell her what the intended meaning was. But he always
made things sound far more interesting than anyone else in her life had ever
did. One thing he told her that she would alwéys remember was, ''You have to
learn to see with more than just your eyes.," And from that day on, she tried

to put his advice to practice.

He invited her to a party one night. He gave her the address and told
“her to meet him there at nine o'clock. She took a cab, and when she arrived
at the address she was in awe. It was a huge mansion. She had only read
about houses like this, or seen them on t.v., she began feeling really
excited, but also nervous. The inside even more of a spectacle. She
couldn't believe that professor really knew someone that owned a house like

this. But he had to, her name was on the list.

She felt so out of place, surrounded by all these people of high esteem.
She was underdressed, and didn't know anyone. She seemed like the only
person that wasn't socializing. She was just about to leave when the
professor spotted her, walked up behind her and took her hand, She felt so
relieved. He gave her a glass of wine and introduced her to a group of
people. Then he gave her another and introduced her to another group. She
started to.feel relaxed and engaged in conversation for the first time that
night. People were very impressed by the wit and insight of such a young
woman., She began making quite a few friends. Some of them even gave her

their number and asked to speak with her again real soon.

Sedens Tow | /
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He offered to give her a ride home and she gladly accepted. In the car
she told him how much of a wonderful time that she had and thanked him for
being invited, As they rode home, they conversed about many different

things., But while he was reciting a verse of poetry, she got an overwhelming
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urge to kiss him., And she did just that when t
She was terribly embarrassed, she didn't know what had come over her.

However, he didn't seem surprised at all. As a matter of fact, he drove her

to his own home without even asking, where they made love most passionately,

The remainder of the time there at coollege her and the professor had a
relationship. Although she informed him that she was engaged to be married,
he still seem to take aﬁ abounding interest in her, He bought her flowers
-ail the time, expensive clothes and jewelry. He took her to restaurants and

plave regularly. She had developed a love for the professor.

Right before her graduation, he presented her with a ring and asked her
to marry him, She was shocked, She told him as much as she cared for him,
she could not. She was already engaged to be married. He was outlageil. e
said, "You can't possibly be referring to the little soldier boy. He is like
a bike, and I am a cart. Yeah, he may be fun to ride sometimes, but I can
take you where you need to go. He is like a knife, and I am a gun. If you
were ever to acquire an enemy, with me at your side, T would deal with them
far more expeditiously. He is like an apartment, and I am a house, I am
estaﬁlished and security, he is a mere consequence of 1ife.. How can you
compare this boy to me? I am a man!" His words had struck her silent. But

he commanded her, "Answer me!" A single tear fell down her cheek as she

Fevers Cowel|
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began to speak and said, "Yell, it was you who taught me to see with more
than just my eyes. As for a car, if I were to rely on a car to take me
everywhere I needed to go, T may become lazy. At least with a bike I will
stay fit. A knife can be used for the same purpose as a gum, but it is also
silent and unlikely to attractAthe attention that the grandeur blast of a gun
would, And I am comfortable in an apartment, In the arrangements of owning

a home is far more commitment than T am ready for. It requires far more
maintenance, and were I ever to want to leave, it would be harder for me to
do than with an apartment,” He interrupted and roared, "Do you think I gave
you everything so you can take it back to him?!™ She concluded, "Boys are

innocent, and men are manipulative.



HATIN' HARD

I aot to tell you this story. VYou know how nowadays everyhody swears
he's a pimp? Yeah, right. Remember the Zeigeist of the early 9C's? "A
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bitch is a
the homies can't have none...l don't love hoes..." and ail that? Well, me
and my homies called ourselves reppin’ that to the fullest, And me being who
T am, I've always tried to keep it gangsta, As a matter of fact, I've only
cuffed two bitches my entire lifetime, And I've bheen around and got it down.
I ain't never have a problem with gahbin' a bitch, I geot clever wit (ya
know), And T ain't never have a problem with gettin' at a dollar, so the
bitch ain't never have a problem when I hoileredﬁ T kept a flock...whether
she was a rat or aspiring to act, I'd put her om her back. And I alwavs
shared...if T didn't I wasn't playin' fair {especialiy back then, ya know).
So 1 had a lot of homies reapin’ the benefits of my pimpin’. And there's a
lot of things T know now that back then I didn't. TFor instance, everybody
that's in your corner ain't always there to see you win. They could just be
there, aloung for the ride. Sowme of then are jealous, witl larceny in cCheil
hearts, hoping of plotting on your demise. Forrwhatever reason,...it could be
simply because your light out shines theirs, so they wanf to put yours out,
Sometimes they want what you got and sometimes they just are content with
using you. Like I had this homie that's was supposed to be my main man. We
did everything together, hustled, took money, put in work, played with

whores., I practically gave this nigga almost every bitch I ever hit, It

took me years to notice that he wasn't reciprocating that shit.
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One night this nigga asked could he make a run in my whip...nigga ended
up keepin™ my shit all night. The next morning I was hot as fish grease., I
mean, I couldn™t find this nigga all night, he had cut off his phone and
everything and he had the nerve to show up that mofning smiling. I'm like,
"What the fuck you swilin' at?" He said, "Calm down, take a ride with n;e."
So I'm cussin' him out the whole way, and we pull up in this shopping center,
in front of a nail salon. I followed him inside where he introduced me to
about the baddest bitch I'd ever seen, He said, "See, this is what took me
so long." And I understood, How could I be mad that he wanted to stay with
this chocolate, eyes like an animal, body like a dancer, long--halired sexy
young bitch? I couldn't stop staring at her. When we got back im the car he
told me about the episode the previous night. T told him he had to share

this one, and he was like, "I got you."

But he had kept procrastinating when it came to giving her number, I
ain't really think nothing of it at the time. Then one day he told me to
take him over Esh's crib (that was her name)., I was like, "Finmally!" to
myself, T was going to find out where this gorgeous little bitch lived. On
top of that, we were in my new wheel, pretty white thing, soft butter guts.
I had on the new Roc-a-wear butter, diamond pinky ring sitting perfectly
displayed against my Movado...How could a bitch resist? When we got to the
crib my man tried to hook me up with her sister. She was alright, and 1 was
willing to do anything to get closer to Eesh, But I noticed Eesh was feelin'
me too., Always cutting her eyes at me and smiling, cutting into me and her
sister's conversation, I remember when she had referred to my car as a

rental, and my man was like, "Nah, that's my man's jawn, he just got it."

57\!"@7 N ?G wigl I
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She looked at me like she wanted to eat me alive. But what really sealed the
deal was when we were leaving and she hit me, For no reason, she hit me just
before I walked out the door. My man hadn't seen it cause he had already

walked out,

So when we got in the car, I told my man what she done. I was just
trying to keep it gangsta with him cause that's how I do., And besides,
that's my man, right? And see, him and I see eye to eye in almost
everything, And it's little concepts we share concerning females that are
like laws. So when I told him about the little love tap as we were walking
out, he knew exactly what it meant. Then I asked him had she ever said
anything about me, and he said, "Yeah, T don't want to tell vou." 1 laughed
and was like, "Why?" And then he told me that she had said, "He's crazy.”
Now that might not mean nothing to the average cat but vo guys like us, that
means she'd choke on my dick in a heartbeat. 1 mean, why would I, or how
could I be crazy? She barely even knew me. So, I asked him for her number,
and he kept stalling. And I'm like, "Yoh! Give me the fuckin' numberf" Seo
ed her right there in front of him. At firct che

- La sl

he gave it o me and I cal
put up a 1ittle resistance but after about three minutes she was open for
conversation. I'd say about seven to ten minutes, she was ready to get
naked. I noticed while we were talking that he was listening very
attentively. I ain't think nothing of it, that was until I hung up. He
picked up his phone and started to dial a number, but ain't think for a
second that he'd be calling her., That would monkey wrench my whole shit, and

why would he do that? Man...this pussy called her straight back! And was

like, "My man just called there?" Then, he started this vicious interro-
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gation, the bitch was trying to lie but he had listened to the whole conver-—
sation, so they were arguing and all that, All I'm thinking is, "This

fuckin' cuffin'-ass, sucka fa love-ass, bundle of sticks!"™ So I never fucked

Eesh.

So I told my other homie about the shit, and he was like, "Oh yeah,
that's ya man,” And I asked him what he meant by that, and he said, "You
know how you're always callin' me a "master cuffer'? Well, ya man is just
like me. The only difference is that I'11 be straight up and tell you, and
he'll act like he's not so he can fuck all your bitches, How you never
figured that out, I don't know." And then I'm sitting there thinking to
myself, and I réalized that he had never passed off nothing to me, not one

_jawn. After all the bitches I hooked him up with...

But that ain't the end of it. It was this girl named Carla that lived
" in my other homie's building {you know, the one that had enlightened me), my
man (the bundle of sticks) had been hittin' this bitch for a minute. He used
to tell me all these stories about her, and they were hard to believe because
looking at Carla you would never think that she was like that, I mean,
she wasn't the type that you'd. immediately try to holler at as soon as you
see her., She dressed weird, 1like a nerd, She would wear like Walmart
clothes and cheap sneakers and shit, Always baggy jeans or sweats. But my
man had told me what was underneath that shit so 1 wanted to get at her,
But the thing was, she never went out, she didn't drink, she dida't smoke, so
I was wondering how was 1 even going to start a conversation with her.

Only thing I had was the fact that she had went to Catholic school years

Feiepn) Cavse |
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back and she was in my older brother's class. But what was I going te do,
knock on her door and be like, "Hey, remember you were in my brother's

class?"

Funny thing is, that's slwmost exactly what I did. I @sed to go over my
man's crib and blow Dutches a lot, and when I left I would knock on her door.
We'd talk for a minute (through the door}, and then I'd say something that
would make her feel uncomfortable, and she'd be 1ike, "Okay, I'11 talk te you
later," This went on for about two months., Then one day I was drumk, and
feelin® myself...I knocked on her door and when ghe answered it I just forced
my way inside, I walked through the apartment like I was looking for
somebody, playing the role of a jealous boyfriemd, saying, "Where is he at?
I know vou got & muths fucks up in here!™ She's lsughing hysterically,
telling me to get out of her house. I'e all ir her bathroom, in her cleoset,
under her bed.,.When I got back to the living room, I grabbed her up. That’s
the first time I noticed how serious it was underneath all that baggy =hit.

Now we're wrestling all around and I'm just letting her win cause I noticed

shie’'s getting a kick out of it.

I'm just grinding up against'that big, soft ass, and rubbing on her
titties every chance I get, ya kmow. It was the best move I ever made cause

after that she gave me her number,

So we'd talk on the phone, I'd come over and watch movies, vwe'd order
out and shit like that, yaékhow. 1 ain't get no panties, the only physical

gratification I got was vhen we used to wrestle, she loved wrestling. That

St Co we’l[
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lasted for about two months.

One day we were talking on the phone and she told me that she never had
a male that was as aggressive as I was, and it really turned her on when I
forced my way into her house, and how strong I was when we wrestled, So I'm
like "Say no more," The next time I came to her house, I forced my way
inside, threw her down on the couch and dominated her, Now, usually I'd let
her win a little cause she got so much of a kick out of it, but this time I
didn't. I let her know truly how strong I was. And I seen in her eyes how
surprised she was how I could hold both of her hands over her head with just
one of my hands, With the other hand I popped her bra. Her titties were
bouncing all over the place, and I'm trying to hold her still so I can suck
them, And when I did she let out a moan and relaxed a little, so I took that
opportunity to pull her sweatpants down. I reached behind her and pulled
them down and then lifted them up., Now I got her sweatpants and her panties
wrapped around her ankles and her legs in the air. 1 squeeze my head between
her legs, and she's laughing, screaming, yelling, telling me to stop, when 1
force my head down to her pussy and pry her legs open, One warm, wet, firm
stroke of my tongue and she melted 1ike butter, With no more resistance, I
loosen my grip from her legs and start to rub her breast and nipples while 1
lick her clit slow, then faster and faster. Then I suck it slow, then faster
and faster. Then I nibble on it slow, then faster then faster, 1 put one
finger in her pussy while I was sucking her clit, and made a "j" like I was
saying, "Come here." As soon as I slid another finger in her she
came,..acting like she was possessed, Now she's huffing and puffing like
she's having a baby, and I just let her go. T move my head from between her

legs and she rolls onto her gide, and I slide her pants from off her ankles.
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I rub her on her ass for a minute, but just when it seems like she's
getting comfortable enough to go to sileep, I slap her on her ass. Just hard
enough for it to sting. She rolls over and I slide right in. It had to be
one of the tightest, wettest pussies I'd ever been in, 1 almost bussed in
iike the first 10 strokes...but I got my shit together and I chilled. Now,
I'm tapping it thinking about how I'm going to kill this pussy...I'm also
thinking how a broad could have a trapper this good and not have a boyfriend,
Then, the phone rang., I told her to answer it but she said no. Then I hit
it a 1little harder and I asked her agesin, and she did, Now this is
crazy...0ut of all people in the worid guess who called? My homie! She
lipped the name to me end I'm like, "Get the fuck outta' here," to myself.
It was crazy to me because, out of all the times that I had been in her
house, he'd just coincidentally call the first time I was in them walls {ya
knovw). What I found out later was that he'd seen my car in the parking lot
and called my other homie's crib, ané I wasn't there sc I guessed he figured
that I was in Carla’s. But I could've been in any of the other apartments in
the building, why did I have to be in Carla®s? Anyway, I told her to talk to
nim, and 1 can tell it turned her on cause she gave me this devilish grin.
So I got my dick halfway in the bitch and she's trying to maintain a regular
conversation. I could tell what they were talking about by her responses,
He keeps asking her what we were doing, and she's lying so straight to
him...Fuckin' love this bitch!!! I mean she's sitting there with my dick in

her talking 'bout, "we're just sitting here talking...How could you think

that about me?" Now, knowing me, this nigga ain't going to believe her, So
they start arguing about it, and this fuckin' Champion Hater starts cursing

her out so she hangs up the phone. And then...I start bagin' her brains
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out! The phone rings again, I tell her to answer it and she does. Now I
don't know what the nigga said but it must 've been some extra héteful shit
cause she frowned and pushed me up off her a little, hung the phone up, and
yanked the cord from the all (later I found out that she had broke it).
Then she looks at me real serious, and says, "Cet up.” Now to myself I'm
like, "Nooco! not again." I mean this pussy gonna fuck the shit up while I'm

in the pussy! I'm gonna kill this nigga!

She gets up and takeé her shirt off, it had been on the whole time,
Then she let me share her world...And I was so glad to be invited! She walks
over to the closet and reaches up and taps this black bag and says, "Get
this."” So I pulled it down from the shelf and hand it to her. She gets it
on the floor and drags it to the couch. She sat down and wotioned for me to
come sit beside her, Then she said, "We're going to have some fun," She
unzipped the duffel bag and dumped the contents out onto the floor. Man, it
had to be at least twenty dildoes, no exaggeration, Then she had paddles,
whips, handcuffs, lotions...some of the shit I don't even know what the fuck
it was. Whips, dips, creams, dfeams, and nightmares! One of the dildoes was
so'big‘it was ridiculous, cause I had just been in this bitches pussy.‘and it
was to tight for me, so I knew she couldn't use this mutha fucka. So, she
asked me, "What do you want to play with?" I picked up the ridiculous dildo
and said, "Let me stick this in your ass." Man, I was only joking, but guess
vhat she said, "I don't know if it's going to fit, but we can try," I was in

love. She grabbed some KY jelly and told me to use it.
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Now we're fuckin' all over the place, I'm whippin' her, spakin' her
with paddles, chokin' her...this bitch i§ cumin' left and right. Now I got
her on the couch, hittin' her from the back. I got one leg on the couch, and
one on the floor, where I'm reaching down and grabbing dildoes to stick in
her ass while I'm
bigger. When I got one that was too big she reached back and grabbed my dick
out of her pussy and started to put it in her ass and said, "Why didn't you
try to put this one in?" See why I told you the story? Man, I fucked this
bitch all night, I woke up the next day like I had ran a marathon. It was
bout the best shot I'd ever had. That's why I teld the story so explicitly,

Cause I know I ain't no sucka fa lLuv so X guess it was the sex that had me.

Then, this bitch used to play all these fuckin' games that drove me
crazy. For instance. she knew I had & bitch, and she'd czll me in the middle
of the might and be like, "I'm lonely, come stay with me, And if you don't
come, don't ever come to my house again," And my stupid ass used to come
too, Or then she's telling me to bring her this or that, and give me & time
Iiwmit to when I had to be there., An¢ no matter what I was doing or where I
was 1'd always be on time, I felt privileged. just to be in her presence,
She was really growing on me. And her conversation was deep, cause she was
an intellectual, I could talk to her about things she had never experienced,
but she could relate cause she could grasp a concept VI(ya know), She didn't
drink, she dide't smoke, she didn't want to go out, All she'd do is call me |
and be like, "You want to have fun tonight?" She wouldn't let me buy her
nothing but flowers and chocolate., She loved chocolate. She said wvhen a

man bought a woman 'things, a lot a times that man is inclined to think he
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owns her, or she owes him, No matter how hard I tried to comnvince her that

I vasn't like that, she never let me buy her shit,

One time I asked her why she didn't have a boyfriend and she said,
"Cause men cheat.,” 1 said that women do too, and she responded that maybe
that was part of the reason also. And I felt that (ya know)., I dug her so

much, I vas thinking about cuffing the bitch.

We had always agreed that we wouldn't tell my homie nothimg about us, I

didn't have a problem with that, I didn't even care if she was still fuckin'

him, as long as I was getting some,

One day she called my cell and asked me, "What did you tell that guy
about me?" I told her nothing but she was like, "Yes you did." I asked why
would she say that and she said cause he kept calling her and telling her all
these things that I héd said (supposedly). So, to prove to her that I hadn't
said anything, I told her that I would call him on the three-way and she
could listen but she had to promise that she would remain quiet so he

woﬁldn't know, And she agreed.

So vhen he answered the phone, I asked, "Why would you tell Carla that I
told you that I fucked her?" He responded, "Cause you did." So I'm like,
"No, the fuck I didn't!"™ And he says, "I know you didn't tell you fucked.her
but you did,”" So I'm still stickiqg to my story, saying that I didn't, and
he starts laughing. When I ask what the fuck is so funny, he says, "The dumb

bitch already told me. All T had to do keep telling her that you ‘told me
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this and that, and after & while she broke.” But I ain't go for that shit, I
kept telling him that we didn't do anything. Then he said, "Come on, Dog,
you my mans, you ain’t got to lie to we," I'm like, "Your mans!? If I was
your fuckin' man you wouldn't be hatin' so fuckin’ hard!" He keeps talking
about how I was supposed to teil him, I keep denying anyihing happened, and
Carla is just listening quietly. Then the conversation got heated cause he
had said something about me being "slimy,"” And I note the fact that even if
I did fuck Carla, I wouldn't tell him because how the situation went down
with Fesh. A lot of other stuff came out that Carla wasn't supposed to hear,
cause I was so mad I had forgotten she was on the phone. So she hears a

whole bunch of shit sbout other bitches, sbout how I asked him could I step

to her and all thet.

Vher T hung up she starts talking...znd she was crying¢ She said, "I
can't fuckin' believe this shit! I feel so used.” I tried to comsole her
but she wasn't trring te hear shit I said. She kept asking me how I had the
nerve to ask him could I fuck her, and how did I know that I'd be able to.
She called me an actor, toid me she netes me, and how playing with her
feelings was some type of game or sort to me. I begged and pleaded, tried to
explain my side, how all I did was try to be as real as 1 could to all
parties involved. She told me if I ever call her agein, she'd get her number
changed, She also said 1f I came over to her house again, that she'd call
the cops. So I'm begging her to reconsider, and if there is anything that I
can do to prove that my feelings are genuine, or to make it up to her, and
she ;sked. "Do you love me?" I said, "Yes." Then she asked, "Well, you know

vhat you can do?" I said, "What?" She says, "Leave me alome, and never
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bother me again.” She meant that shit too, cause -every time I called her she
said the same thing, When I came by she'd never answer her door, when I knev
she was home, So that's that, One of the most precious bitches that I've
ever had the privilege of knowing is not in acquaintance with me anymore
simply because of a super hater., I mean, rather than at least share the

thing, he'd rather neither one of us to have it. What do you call some shit

like that?
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FAMILY FEUD

See, Miz grew up in the heart of North Philly, "Where it‘s cold at!"™ as
they say, His father's first born, his mother had been with his father since
they were children, Big Hike was a dominant male. She couldn't even
remenber any courting of any kind to win her affection, He was always the
neighborhood bully, one day he simply approached her and said, "Your'e my
girl,” and it's been so ever since., Though she may have choser him anyway.
if given the choice, it didn't seem like an- option to refuse, None of the

other boys would dare to pursue her anyway, kriowing Big Mike wanted her, so

she capitulated., But she had grown to love him dearly over the years.

Big Mike had developed a drimkimg probler shortly after his first son
was born, (Lil° Mike, Jr., Miz) He had been to the wer (Vietmae}, and when
he came back he never was quiet the same. He was drunk all the time, ané he
bepan abusing his vife. Se Miz prew up distant from his father affection-
ately., He'd always try to intervene during his Ffather's ouvtbursts, but
his fauther was too big, tov stromg, A lot of cimes he ended wp taking &

beating as well.

In the neighberhood Big Mike was still quite the bully., He sold cocaine
and heroin on the block, and if you weren't buying it from him, you couldn't
sell it nowhere around, He would kidnap cats from the neighborhood for
ransom, or do home invasions and rob them, All the other dudes feil in line,
it was either cop off Mike, or be out of sight, Big Mike's team was real

strong cause they vere family, It was him, his 1little brothers, Stevey and
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Munch, and a number of other cousins and guys from the neighborhood that he

had come up with.

Lil' Miz was a chip off the old block. He had inherited his father's
physique and skill wvith his hands, In the neighborhood he was respected by
all, young and old, because of his father's reputation, And though he was

never quite a bully, he did rum shit.

Around the age of thirteen he and his cousin began to make rums for
their dads, (Big Mike and Stevey) Johr-John, Stevey's son, was about the
same age as Miz, they had come up from the cradle together so they wvere real
close., They would do drop-offs and pick-ups whenever they were told, and Big
Mike always tried to school his son to the hustle and the art of war in the

street., He always told him, "Never back down! From anyone! Every man

bleeds.”

Over the years Miz developed quite the knack to hustle, he even cut into
his father's profits a little. At first, his dad vas proud of him but after
a while it became a nuisance. Then, on top of that, Miz and Joha-John had
met this Dominican that were giving them better product at far better ﬁrices.
Hhen Big Mike heard about this he was furious, To add fuel to the fire, when
he asked his son about it, he didn't even deny it, As a matter of fact, he
' suggested that his father get with this guy. They got into a2 big argument,
and after that they parted ways. VHiz and John-John moved their business out

to West Philly where their cousins Tareek and Reese were. (Munch's sons)
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Out West, he met & lot of cats that were doing different things. Like
going out of town to sell, music, scams with credit cerds and traveler's
‘checks, fake I.D.'s, and plating cers. Se, being the hustler that he was, he
capitalized on every opportunity that presented itself, It wasn't lomg
before there was taik that he had reached the million mark. He bad these
young cets that rapped that had a song on the radio, they had & video and

everything. His father could hardly believe it when he saw him in the video

on t.v.

He didn't see his paremts much anymore but occasionslly he‘d come
through with & gift or some cash for his mother. On one of those visits, he
came in the house and heard his father's voice yelling in the kitchen, He
rushed te the kitchen where his father was standing with his hands wrapped
sround his mother's peck. Instinctively, he grabbed his father and told him
to let her go., His fether turned around surprised and soid, "Hell, well,
well, #f it 4isn't the millionsire rapper.” Miz just said. "Come on. Pou.
you're drunk, You can’t keep this up, you're going to hurt her one day,
vou‘re teo big.® His father countered, "Figga, you must be drunk. putting
your fuckin® hands on me, What, you think you're big enough?” Miz: "Come
on, man,"” Mike: "Come on, what? Nigga!™ Miz: "You got the rams, go
'head." Mike: "Nah, nigga, this my fuckin' house you go 'head,” Miz:
"Just don't hit mommy no more, go to the bar or something," Mike: “Who the

fuck you think you're talking to?" Miz: "You nigga! Don't hit my fuckin'
wother no more!" Mike: "Or what? That's my bitch,” No more words were
said, they ripped it right there, Shit locked like heavy weight replay of

the Moralez and Barerra fight, Big Mike was nice but he was drunk., His
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son was nice, sober, younger, faster, stronger...He sat his father down, the
firsf: time Big Mike had ever been on the canvas, Miz told him to stay down
but he didn't listen, you know how a nigga with pride is. He jumped up real
fast and was back down as quick as he got wup, sleep this time, Miz drug him

out the house onto the steps, locked the door, took his keys and left him

there.

The next time he seen his father he was coming out of his mother's house
and Big Mike was standing directly in front of him with his gun drawn. They
exchanged no words, just looks, and Big Mike shot his son three times in the
stomach, Miz's mother heard the shots and rushed outside to find her son
sprawied over the steps and her husband walking away. She screamed, . .in

ag0NYye..in anger.,.for helip.

Miz got to the hospital pretty fucked up. They were able to retrieve
the bullets and stop the bleeding, put he had slipped into a coss. His

mother came to see him everyday and talked to him for hours. John~John came

to see him too,

Meanwhile, Big Mike was carrying on like nothing had even happened. But
he did tell Stevey to contact John-John to see how he was taking i.t:. all. Ome
day Mike and Stevey valked in the diner where John-John, Tareek and Reese
were eating, They exchanged greetings but after that you couldn't even tell
they were related. Since Big Mike vas a general in street warfare, he knew
jt'd be best to calm the tension between him and his nephews, they wvere a

forced to be reckoned with, So, being as though Stevey and John-Jjohn were
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still on good terms, he encouraged Stevey to kick it with his son a little

more. They would hang out, go to clubs and restaurants together, Big Mike

would even come sometimes.,

John-John got & call on his cell phone early o
Aunt, crying...tears of joy. Miz had come out of the coma. It had been

three months., John-John rushed to the hospital.

It ain't take Miz long to recuperate and be back out on the street
again, Miz and John was rippin' it. Reek and Reese vas gettin' money too
but they were on some other shit, always spendin', throwin' parties, trickin’
on bitches (ya know}. On top of that, they loved to hear their names in some
shit. They were always shooting a nigge over some dumb shit, Miz ain’'t mind
toc much, they were family and they were aiwavs there for him, he just didn’t
want nothing to happen to them., See him and John-Johm, they weren't ‘bout
nuttin® but a dollar, and their shit was tight., They weren't touching the
product or the money too much, They had everything in pocket, all they had

r0 G0 was stack money.

Now, it was the situation with Big Mike. John-John kept trying to get
Miz to retaliate, His exact words, "Father or not, the nigga tried to kill
you. He was dead wrong...If it was me he'd be dead gone." He told Miz that
all he had to do was give the word. He had been keeping tabs on his father
and his uncle, he knew what strip club they went to every Sunday night, vhere
they got their hair cut, what diners they like to eat at and shit like that,

But all Miz would say is, "He might not be shit, but he's the only father I
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got.”

A1l he tried to do was avoid confrontations with his father, or with
anyone else for that matter, It was a Sunday when he stopped by his mother's
house, she always cooked on Sundays'. He came in to the smell of sweet
aromas which led him to the kitchen, where he found his father sitting at the
table eating. As soon as their eyes met it said it all., His mother let out
a cry trying to divert their attention from each other, but the young and old
lions were already decided. Big Mike jumped up, he had already pulled out
hie revolver from his waist before he got up (out of plain view, under the
table), Miz wasn't slow, he had seen his father's hand slip under the table
and he was ready, Shots rang out, Miz wouldn't be the one going to the hos-—
pital this time. Miz shot his father twice, center mass, When he fell, he

stood over top of him and hit him one more time and said, "Now we're even."

The first two shots went in and out, the last one stayed in but ain't do
no real damage., Everyone in the family tried to intervene, knowing Big
Mike's temper, there were sure to be more shots fired. Their entreaty was to
no avail, Big Mike has got to be the most inexorable person that any of them

knew (ya know). They tried to get Miz to leave Philly but he had his

pride,..and a business to look after.

Shit was crazy when big Mike and Stevey saw Miz and John~John at the
game at 16th.and Susquehanna, Big Mike clapped out!,...Right there in front of
everybody, cops and everything. John-John was hot as fish grease, he got his
soldiers to spray his uncle's corner about an hour later, one young bull got

rocked, and a couple other cats caught some too.
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Stevey got a call from his son telling him to stay away from Big Mike,
John-John told his father that he felt that he was forced into this situation
by Big Mike when he shot at Miz and he was standing right beside him. "And
if he don't give a fuck about his son, I know he don't give a fuck about
me,” Stevey tried to get him to try to have a talk with Big Mike, but
John-John said, "Naw, fuck 'dat! If you're with that nigga and yall see me,

you better duck!™ and hung up the phone,

What happened next was some movie shit. About two days later, Stevey
called his son and told him to meet him at the diner, when John~John got
there, Big Mike was there. John-John thought that they would %try to squash
the beef but what they asked of him was unthinkable. They told him to call
Miz and tell him to come meet Rkim, John-John wasn't a dummy, and he knew hig
uncle, so he got very upset. He drew his gun, 80 did hig father and uncie,
His father tried to convince him to put his gun down cause he had no chance,

but John-John rolled the dice...Crapped out, he was murdered by his father

and uncle,

It was a fuckin' blood bath after that, the family had funeral after
funeral, After Miz heard what had happened he snapped. He caught his uncle
Stevey coming out of his aunt's house, naked {no gun), Stevey tried to jeff
(beg and plead), but Miz wasn’t tryin' to hear that shit so he turnéd and
ran., Miz hawked him down and there would be no coming back from this one,
Bike Mike heard about it and start ridin' on whoever he knew to associated
with Miz. He tried to get Munch involved but he declined saying, "I ain't

going to kill my own people, I won't have nothing to do with that shit,”
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Now, Munch's sons were just fuckin' wild. Tareek and Reese Just wanted
trouble, they didn't care who it was, uncle...father...man, I think them
niggas would've rocked their mother if she popped too fly, What they did was
kindnap their pop, beat him half to death and robbed him., When he got out of
the hospital he sent some young buck to rock his sons but he only got Reese,
At Reese's funeral, Tareek rocked his pop in fromt of the whqle family. Miz
got the young bull rocked the next day. Tareek was on the run, when the
cops caught upuwith him he clapped out and they killed him. Finally, the
last showdown went down where it all started. It was his mother's
birthday, and Miz figured he's shoot through and give her the gift that he
had gotten her. He got a Chick to drop him off and told her to park around
the corner and come fast when he hit her on the walkie, While ingide he
got into a deep conversation with his mother and promised her that he would
leave town shortly, Just when he was about to leave, his father walked
in., About as soon as they saw each other their weapomns were drawn. They
both start squeezin' and everybody got hit, even his mother, Miz lay dead,
and his mother clutching her stomach crawled over to him, kissed him on
the forehead and said, "Don't worry, baby, we're coming with you," Then
she crawled to where her husband lay gasping for air, trying to mouth the
words, "Call 9-1-1!" She just smiled and kissed him., Then picked his gun
up from the floor beside him and shot him in the chin, Right after . that

she turned the gun on herself, fired one last time and lay to rest on top

of her husband.
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THE BEST DAY I EVER HAD

Look, I'm fuckin' with this stickin' ass whore...project bitch, you know
how they are. (most of them anyway) I can't lie though, she's a bad bitch,
Sianted eyes, high cheek bones, full lips, pretty teeth, caramel complerion.
Bitch body like she was bred for an Uncut Video, ass like whoa! Titties big,
sit up nice and perky. And her walk...awe man!!! It's like she was dancing.
You know how a bitch has that natural switch in her hips, that if you put her
on the moon she'd probably stop space ships going hy?- And it wasn't all for
show either, her sex was even better, She used to make me feel Ilike
something wasn't right. I don't know how to explain it, but she was 50
gifted it scared me., She used to deep throat my jawn while she was sucking
in air all at the same time. She could do it slow or fast and never gag.
Her pussy was so wet and tight, and she_threw her hipg like no other womsn

I'd ever known, I wish you knew her cause then you'd know the feeling. 1

Yo 1'm all sprunmg, bitch pot me living with her, buying her shit and all
that, She definitely had me slackin' in my mackin'. Money hungry bitch! I
mean I used to spend hundreds of dollars in a pet store, buying fish and
stupid shit 1like that. The thing was, I knew she was a whore, I just
couldn't catch her in the wrong. Ghetto-ass bitch ain't never know when to
shut the fuck up or what to say out of her mouth, I didn't trust her as far

as 1 could throw her but she was always trying to get me to {you know how

that is),
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She wakes me up in the morning to take her to work, Her car was in the
shop so it was my responsibility to take her to work, I definitely wasn't
going to give her my wheel, ya know, Besideé, she was working, and I had to
talk her in to that. Otherwise, she'd gladly lay around and be deeper into

my fuckin' pockets. So I get up and grab the keys and we're out the door.

When we get in the hallway we hear all this shouting coming from the
apartment across the hall, There was this fime ass red-bone chick that lived
there., The bitch was Awesome! I used to fantasize about the bitch. You
know that video chick, Azzareyah? Well, that's what she looked like. My
cousin and I used to even call her that cause we didn't know her name. I
had intended on gettin' at her but I wanted to step to her properly, ya know.
Then she had this nigga that would be over quite often so I still hadn't
gotten around to it. So as we're walking down the steps my bitch like, "That
bitch always hooping and hollering,” She meant, 'hooting', dumb bitch. And

I'm thinking to myself, "Yeah, I know somebody just like her,"

So I drop her off at work and shoot back to the crib, I had intended on
sleeping all day until I had to pick "Dingbat' up cause I had been out
hustlin' til about four that morning and was tired as shit, So I get back to
my building, run upstairs and guess who I see? Lil' Ms. Fuckin' Gorgeous
sitting on the floor in the hallway crying...in a negligee! My firét thought
was to mind my business and just walk in the crib but after I unlocked the
door I turned around for one last glimpse. She's sitting there crying with
this sheer shit on, her legs were up in a way so T could see that fat little

pussy and the plumpness of her ass. Then I thought, it wouldn't be very
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gentlemanly of me to leave a damsel in distress So...

I went over to her, picked her up off the floor and was like, "Come on,
you can't be out here like this." When I did that it seemed like it made her
sink deeper into her sadness cause she began whimpering and S0
harde: with her face in my chest. I walked her into her house, I had
intended to sit her on the couch but she was clinging to me. I instinctively
began to pat and rub her back to console her and she hegan to whine all her
problems to me. The dude that I'd seen there all the time was her husband
and he was cheating on her, She's telling me how he was treating her bad and
how everything in the relationship had changed since they had first gotten
married. So I'm holding her telling her everything is geing to be alright,
but she's so close that we're rubbing up against each other. The silk fabric
is rubbing smoothly against my manhood and it began to rise, Then, it seemed
like she was doing it moré emphatically when she felt it. GShe start asking
me theae ridicnlons guestions like, "Ain't I pretty?...Would you treat me
Jike that?® So of course I say no. Then she eased both her hands between my
iegs and unzipped my pants, grabbed my man ana started to massage 1L and
looked me dead in the eyes and said, "Make me feel better." I laid her down

and went straight to work.

I didn't even take my pants off, her panties either, I pulled them right
to the side and slid right in. She uttered, "yeah," in a moan, She's still
crying and she's one of those verbal types so while I'm stroking slow she's
saying shit like, "It's good right?...You want me, right?...You want it to

be all yours?” I'm just like, "umm hmm" cause I know she wanted to hear
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that, She goes on, "That's why I'm giving it away, he don't deserve it.
He treats me bad, cheats on me...and got the nerve to be fuckin' with a bitch
in the building." I'm not really paying her any attention until she says,
"Yeah, he fuckin' that girl you stay with." I pause for a minute, not sure
if I heard her right. Then T'm thinking to myself was the whole crying
episode just an act to get me into her apartment and get back at her man and
my bitch in one swing, ya know. Se I flip her ass over and start wearin' her
ass out like I'm mad at her or something. She's loving it, screaming, '"Yeah,
yeah, you own me! You own this pussy! It's your's, Daddy!" I'm banging
her brains out and she kept asking me if T was going to cum, When I finally
told her I was she jumped up and then got down on her knees and caught it
all. 1 almost fainted. I sat down on the couch and she kept working like
she was trying to suck the 1ife force out of my body. I just closed my eyes
and put my head back like ‘whatever', ya know, She really knew what she was
doing cause she got me back up and started her rodeo show. She was talking
shit the whole time, about my bitch and her husband. Then, ghe finally
came...screaming crazy shit like, "] love you! Thank you! Marry me!" I'm
thinking, 'this bitch is crazy.' Then she gets up, gets on the floor face
down, ass up, and begs me to fuck her in the ass. She's like, "Put it in my

ass! Please! I need it in my ass!™ When I obliged, bitch was like, "Yeah,

hurt me, hurt me." Bitch was wild.

The first time I was happy that my bitch wasn't shit., If not for her I
probably wouldn't had walked up on that (ya know). When we finished we gof
in the tub together. While she's washing me she's telling me all these times

that she knew that her nigga was with my bitch, And 1 couldn't disagree
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cause I ain't know where my bitch was at those times, I hardly ever Lknew
where the bitch was. We had a nice long talk, at the end of it she told me
how she wanted to be a good loyal woman to a good loyal man. She also said
that she could be my best friend. We agreed to keep our thing a secret until
we were abie to drop our mates, She gave me the key to her apartient and was

like, "You're the man of this house now." Qur plan was to tell our mates at

the same time, when we had gotten our shit together and was ready to leave

hute..

So I leave out her crib, I'm tired as a mutha fuckes now but I'm fellin’
myself like crazy, so instead of geing home I shoot down the way to my
cousin's erib., T had to tell him what had just happened cause him and T used
to talk about this bitch ail the time. When I got cutside I noticed the narc
{narcotics division) cars were everywhers., They're unmarked police cars but
when you're a hustler you know them as clear as if they had sirens on them,
T was nervous as shit, my heart was pounding. I wasn't dirty {have drugs on
me) but I had a pile of shit in the crib, weed in rhe trunk of my car, and if
they were coming for me I knew they would search alil that. 5o I'm walking
nonchalantly, trying to act like I'm as innocent as an infant and plan my
escape route all the while. I didn't want to turn around and go back in the
crib cause I knew they'd rush right in behind me, Then, I noticed they
weren't even looking at my building., I remembered I had the key to Gorgeous'
crib, I could go in her house if they never seen me enter it, cause I was
sure they didn't have a warrant for her crib, When I got back in the
building I looked out the window and could tell they weren't intending on

coming to our building by the formation of the cars. So I figured 1'd go
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back outside and be nosey.

1 knew how to get a bird's eye view going practically unnoticed. So I
walked out the back'door of the building and walked two buildings down and
came out to the front of the complex. While T was walking I heard the
revving of engines and the screeching of tires, so I ran to see what was
going on. They were chasing Rub. Rub was this dude who was getting a lot of
money in the neighborhood, He was the type that let everybody know it too.
1 didn't like him cause I knew that more than 1ike1y he had fucked my bitch,
Somebody had told me that they seen her in +he car with him. Plus dude used
to always be excessively nice to ﬁe. And that fuckin' smirk on his face when
he used to see us together, and she used to mnever even look in his direction
{at least while she knew I was looking at her). I just know the money
hungry, dick eatin' ass, peasy neck, dingy ass, pin in the bra whore.

Anyway, I didn't like dude.

S0 he speeds out to the front of the complex, the narcs are ahout three
seconds behind him, he whips the corner in the Beamer and I see a tan object
fly out his window. The cops chase after him, and I'm left standing there.
None of them seemed to notice me O the tan thing that looked like a book
that was right there in the grass. 1 looked around, and it was quiet, no one
around but birds chirping sweet melodies from the treetopS. I walked closer
and when I got closé enough to see, I'm 1ike, "I know this ain't what I think
it is" (and hope it is). I knew that shinny packaging paper ail too well,
I looked around...clear.ssl picked it up and tucked it into my waistband
without even looking at it. Then, I was in motion. T shot straight back to

the crib and cracked it. Yup! It was that bitch,..pretty bitch too!
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(cocaine) I couldn't believe it! This nigga had just donated a whole jump
off to my cause, I thought I had to be dreaming but the smell of it, my
heart pounding, my sweat, it was all too real. And anyway, if it was, I was

going to ride it out.

Now I definitely had to shoot down the way. I wasn't evem tired
anymore, I put the shit in a pillow case, put the pillow case in a basket of
clothes and carried it out to the car like I was going to the Laundromat.
Which was sort of stupid cause we had one in the complex. Anyway, I shot to
my mom’s crib, no one was home. I went to my favorite hiding spot and tucked
the brick. Now I was on my way to tell my cousin about Gorgeous, I figured
I'¢ leave the come up out cause I knew he'd want something for nothing.

T was planning on bagging the whele jawn and giving bundies.

I leave the car parked in front of my mom's crib and walked down to the
Chinese store. One of the veungins that knock weed off for me was in the
store and 1 told him to give me three bags., 1 bought some Dutches and an
orange ivice and walked around the corner. {7 rolied a Dutch on the way.r 1
get around the way and everybody's out., My young girl runs up to me and
asked me for money to get in the crap game. I tell her to get the fuck out
of my face and hand her the Dutch. She's whinning, "Why? I know how to
play." I tell her to shut up and watch me, I had about $1,500.00 on me from
hustlin' the night before, I figured I éould blow it all cause I had just
came up so majorly (ya know). So I'm bookyin' (taking all bets from people
going with the dice and laying the odds where necessary) the dice, niggas

fallin' (crappin’' out) like niggas trying to ice skate and won't shoot the
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dice. They finally convince me to get on them and I make number after
number. Two fours, a tem, 2 nine, two eights, a five and a SiX...Bverybody
was wondering when I was going to fall, shit even me. I was about to shoot
for another point when them boys (cops) rolled up and everybody scattered,

I hit the fence, through the alley and crept in my mom's back door.

I come through the kitchen and I smell all these delectable aromas. My
mom was cooking., It was my favorite, fried fish, potatoes, macaroni and
cheese and broccoli, When I come in sweating and breathing hard she asked me
what did I do, I just laugh and say nothing like always and she's 1like,
"Yeah right." I reached to grab a piece of fish and she smacked my hand and
tells me to go wash my hands. I went into the bathroom and counted my
winnings, I had almost nine grand on me, I counted out $1,500,00 for my mom
and another three for my pocket, and tucked the rest on the drop ceiling
of the bathroom. I put my mother's money in her top drawer and went into
the kitchen and ate. When I was finished T kissed my mother and told her

to check her top drawer and bounced,

T still hadn't made it to my cousin's crib to tell him about Gorgeous,
I walked in and spoke to my aﬁnt and ran straight upstairs to my cousin's
room, He was in there playing the game, I walked in and split a Dutch. 1
was about to tell him about Gorgeous but he start talking about this comnnect
he had just come up on, This Dominican cat he wés in the feds wiﬁh had just
came home and said he had a lot of weight he was trying to get off his
shoulders. He said that he knew that money could give him a whole jawn for

19k. So I'm sitting there thinking about the whole pie I got tucked, the
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forty-five (or so) in the drop ceiling, and now I pot a connect for when I
off all my shit, This shit was beautiful! Just yesterday 1 was struggling
1

to maintain, flippin' three ounces, Now, I'm thinking about who I'm going to

of f all this fuckin' coke to. A Dutch never tasted so good.

T almost forgot to tell him about Gorgeous, and when I did he thought I
was lying, so I called her on the phone and put her on the speaker. After we
bullshitted for a minute, I told him that 1'd be back the next morning so we

could go talk to his Dominican buil,

1 shot back to my complex and went to Denise's crib (that was Gorgeous’
name). She had cooked but since I had just ate 1 just tasted the food. Then
T bent her ass over the kitchen table and wore her ass out. I told her that

scave and she made me promise that T would cowme hack later that

et

T had to
night., I asked her, "What about Dude?" and she said, "I'll just start an

areument with him so he'll leave "

i went to pick my bitch up and as soon as she got in the car she start
asking me where I had been all day. She said she had been calling the house
and I didn't answer. I tried to avoid answering so I asked her how was her
day. That just seemed to make her more inquisitive cause she responded, "No,
how was you day?" Then I thought for a minute, loocked her dead in the eye
and told her everything (with the exception of where I put the money and the
coke.) So she's sitting there all dumbfound and I say, 'You asked about my
day...I had a good day. As a matter of fact, it was the best day I ever had,

So, like I asked before, how was yours?
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