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Nyeim was an innocent young man
trying hard to reconcile the lost of his
mother and father to the streets. With no
viable means to support -himself and his
younger sibling, he ultimately turned to
those same streets as a means to an end.
Unfortunately, he soon discovers that the
decisions he's made may truly cost him
dearly in the end...
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CHAPTER 1

“First and last name sir?” said the young dark-chocolate complexioned female
corrqjctional officer working the front desk of the Nottoway Correctional Center’s visitation
room. as the tall, dark and handsome brother adorned from head-to-toe in all white crushed
Gucdéi linen and loafers, wearing enough white gold and diamonds to be crowned “Grand
Royé:lty,“ slowly approached her post with an air of confidence in each stride.

“Nyeim Prescott, but my friends call me Ny . . . what’s yours? You know I figure now
that ;/ou know my name it’s only right that we even the playing field,” said Nyeim as he casually
leandi_d against the desk and pulled off his Gueci shades in a debonair fashion, as only a true
play%r would, revealing his big brown lustful eyes,

| “Well if you must know Mr. Prescott, my name is Tasha . .. Tasha Ward. And whom
may :I ask are you here to see?” said Officer Ward blushing all the while.

“My father, Nyeim Prescott, Sr., and please call me Nyeim. Mr. Prescott is so formal,”
said Nyeim as he stared seductively into her eyes.

“Well Mr. Prescott . .. excuse me, Nyeim, you may have a seat at table twenty-two.
Your; father will be with you shortly. Enjoy your visit,” said Officer Ward.

| “That I will Mrs. Ward . . . excuse me, Tasha,” said Nyeim, playfully mocking her words
as ha turned, then made his way over to table twenty-two where he patiently awaited his father’s

arrival.
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Nottoway’s visiting room was packed as usual, full of loved ones who had come far and
wide ;just to spend an hour or so with their beloved family members and friends who’d all fell
victim and been captured by the system in some way, shape, form or fashion. And although the
entirc?# situation was rather grim, men being trap;oed in cages like a herd of wild animals, Nyeim
still Similed inside as he sat back comfortably watching all the innocent young children frolic to
and fji'o around the bleak concrete confines of the prison’s visiting room, eating handfuls of junk
food, and hopping in and out of their incarcerated loved one’s laps at a rapid speed as if they
were élhaving the time of their lives, finding happiness and joy in a place so cold. A happiness
and joy that had been snatched away from him long ago.

“What’s up ol’ man? Happy Born-day,” said Nyeim as he stood up and greeted his father
with a strong loving hug.

I “Thanks Lil’ Ny. For a minute [ thought you’d forgot "bout me,” said Nyeim Prescott,
Sr. béetter known as Big Ny, as he cordially greeted his son in return with a strong hug of equal
strenfbth and love.

“Now come on ol’ man, you know I wouldn’t forget "bout you,” said Nyeim as they both
tookita seat around the small grey hard plastic footstool that doubled as a visiting table. “So what
you ‘bout fifty now?” Nyeim joked.

E “Nall I ain’t no goddam fifty boy. I’m only thirty-eight and you best believe I'm still
younﬁg enough to take and kick yo' lil’ ass any day,” said Big Ny as he waved his huge fist
around playfully in Nyeim's face.

“I hear you talking ol’ man, and [ see you done blew up since the last time | came up

here.f What the hell is they feeding you up in here, the whole cow? Goddam,” said Nyeim as he
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looked over at the way his father’s muscles were bulging through the fabric of his powder blue
state;issued jumpsuit.

“Nall, to be honest with you they really don’t feed you too much in here. I just been
hitting the weights real hard lately, that's all. You know since [ been down ["ve come to find
that ‘;working out has been sort of a real stress reliever for me. Aside from reading books,
listeq?ﬁﬁg to jazz and drawing, that’s pretty much the only other thing that seems to keep me
groupded in this concrete jungle, but enough about me. What’s up with Sha’Naya? How’s my
Bab:,:r girl doing?” Big Ny inquired.

| “She all gravy. She doing alright, working on finishing up her last year of college. Plus
she got the salon running pretty smooth. So I guess you can say she doing fairly good for
hersélf,” Nyeim said modestly, knowing ‘fairly good’ was an understatement, especially with all
the li'a.rdships they faced throughout their young lives.

| “That’s good to hear. I just wish she could be here to tell me herself,” said Big Ny as he
look;:d down at the floor and shook his head from side to side, feeling an overwhelming sense of
guilt; “Please don’t tell me she still mad at me after all these years . .. what else can | do? |
done; tried everything within my power to convince that girl that I love her and that I'm sorry for

all tl;iat y’all had to go through since [ been gone, but it’s like talking to a brick wall. She won’t
even; give me the time of day. When I call she doesn’t answer the phone, and when [ write she
doesﬁh‘t even respond . .. what the fuck am I doing wrong?”

| “Well, you know this whole situation with you being in here and us losing Mommy to the

streeits has been pretty hard on everybody, but I believe Naya’s just taking it the worst. 1 think

she ynderstand that you love her, and I also think she understands that you’re sorry, but I just
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don’t think she’s ready to forgive you yet, that’s all ... Give it time though, she’ll warm up to
you.”él said Nyeim doing a little wishful thinking.

“Maybe you're right. Rome wasn’t built in a day, but at least tell me that she got the
portréit I drew of her for her birthday?” said Big Ny.

“Yeah, she got it,” said Nyeim.

“Well, did she like 1t?” Big Ny asked curiously.

“Yeah, she hung it up in my dining room a while back so I guess you can say that,” said
Nyeijm.

| “Well, if she like it so much why didn’t she keep it for herself and hang it up in her
apart%mem?” Big Ny stressed.

E “Well you remember when you were home how no matter what everybody had going on
throx.ﬁ.ghout the week we all managed to make it our business to get together and eat Mommy’s
scmﬁnptious Sunday morning breakfast as a family? Well that’s been sort of a tradition that
we’ve kept going throughout the years and I guess to Naya that picture symbolizes us being
toge%her as a family again. And it just so happens that my place is where we meet on Sundays.
So \»rnal better place to hang it?” said Nyeim making sense of the situation. “Besides, look at the
big ﬁicture, for the most part at least she kept it. And under the current circumstances, that alone
isa lglell of a step in the right direction.”

. “You got a point there,” Big Ny agreed as he abruptly changed the subject. “So what’s
up v\nth my old ace boon coon Frankie? How’s he holding up out there? He ain’t still out there
chasing them lil’ young ass girls ‘round with a pocket full of money and a hand full of candy,”
Big Ny joked.

“That’s Frankie, still a kid at heart,” said Nyeim.
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- ~Well just “cause you're a kid at heart doesn’t mean you can keep running around doing
kid sihit all your life, especially when you're pushing forty-five years old. At that age you
suppéaéed to be tryna’ settle down, get married and have a few kids.” said Big Ny.

“I don’t know about all that, especially when it come to Frankie. Let him tell it he gone
bya éplaya fa’ life . .. but speaking of Frankie, he told me to tell you what’s up, and if you need
anything just let him know and you got it,” said Nyeim.

[

' “Well, I want you to tell Frankie I said what’s up, and it’s good to know he’s still in my
corner through it all, but he can slow up on all this money he been sending me lately. Between
the béoth of y’all I done accumulated close to fifteen thousand on my books in the past six
mon?.hs, and to be honest with you all that’s a lil’ unnecessary,” Big Ny confessed.

| “Well you know we just wanna make sure that you don’t want for nothing while you in
here,%” said Nyeim.

. “Well I appreciate the gesture Lil’ Ny, but I’m good, and as far as Frankie is concerned,
tell }hm I said all I asked was for him to do one thing and one thing only for me while [ was
dowél, and from the looks of things he’s kept good on his promise. So I'm content, alright?” said
Big Ny as he stared across the footstool at his pride and joy with a smile upon his face.

“Alright, '] tell him,” Nyeim lied knowing that nothing would deter Frankie from doing
what he felt was right for the man whom he considered his brother from another mother.

| “So what’s been up with you lately? 1 ain’t seen you in a while,” said Big Ny.

“Yeah, I been a lil’ busy over the past couple of months tryna’ get this bread up so I can
takeicare of a few things, that’s all,” said Nyeim.

“Shit with the way ya’ name been ringing from the streets to the pen [ know you been a

lot more than busy out there, but whatever you got going on all [ ask is that you play it smart.
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Donlt be a fool like ya father Lil’ Ny . .. know when to count ya losses."” said Big Ny as he
kno(pingly stared at the extra long pinky nail on Nyeim’s right hand with a look of concern.

| “l feel you oI’ man, but you ain’t got to worry. I got everything under control,” Nyeim
satd iwith confidence.

“Prescott . .. times up,” said Officer Ward as she breezed by the table and
incoq;lspicuously dropped a small folded up piece of paper by Nyeim’s foot then looked back and
silenitly mouthed the words “call me” as she held her hand up next to her face in the shape of a
phore.

“I see you boy. Playa-playa, just like ya Daddy back in his prime,” said Big Ny smiling
from? ear to ear.

.. “What can I say? I guess it’s just in my bloodline. If nothing else at least you gavé me
that,’%’ Nyeim joked as he stood up and prepared to leave.

“Oh yeah, that’s all I gave you huh? Well what about this ass-whipping ['m ‘bout to give
you?f!: You know you ain’t too old to get yo ass tore up in here,” said Big Ny as he stood up and
wavéd his fist playfully in Nyeim’s face once more.

‘ “Nall. I'm just messing with you ol’ man. You taught me everything I know. I love you.
Hap;;y fiftieth birthday,” Nyeim joked as he heard Officer Ward call his name once more.

!
“Tha,;t’s my que. I’ll be by to see you again soon, and hopefully next time Naya’ll come too.
Untilé then, take care, and do me a favor ol’ man . .. lay off them whole cows,” said Nyeim as he
gave!his father a strong hug.

“I love you too Lil’ Ny, and remember what I always told you . . .trust no one, ‘cause

your ?best friend can be ya worst enemy. Alright?” said Big Ny.
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b
"l hear you ol” man, and that’s exactly why I have no friends. I only have family and

asso:piates. and with me . .. it’s always family first,” said Nyeim.

“That’s my boy. Take care of ya sister for me, and make sure you stay safe out there,
alright?” said Big Ny.

“I got you,” said Nyeim as he gave his father one last hug and rolled out wishing for the

day that they could both leave this ice cold stone-walled hell together and be a family once again,
| See Big Ny was serving a forty year sentence for a double homicide that occurred ten
year§ ago. It was the result of a drug deal gone sour. One so sour in fact that it would ultimately
chanfge the course of his and his family’s lives forever.
I It all began on the night of June 5, 1995 when Big Ny and two of his closest comrades,
J ohr;iathan “Lil’ Johnny Harris,” and Franklin “Big Frankie” Miller, went to serve a new and
pote;éltial client, Bone, five kilos of powder cocaine. When they arrived at the proposed meeting
|
placé, things weren’t exactly as they seemed. Something just didn’t sit well with Big Ny, and he
wastibd no time urgently stressing that point to the two of his comrades, but they in turn just
simp;ily brushed it off as another one of his many cocaine induced paranoia’s and went through
with i}the deal anyway.
| All strapped with big pistols, 'they exited their vehicle with Frankie, the bread winner of
the Hi(unch, carrying the five kilos in a small black briefcase as they made their way over to the
tail qind of Bone’s baby blue Cutlass where the deal was intended to take place. After popping
open? the briefcase and allowing Bone to sample the product, Frankie immediately wanted to see
the H;ioney so that the exchange could be made and everyone could be happily on their way as

soon as possible. Bone seemed to be extremely pleased with the quality of the product, assured

that the money was safely secured in the trunk of his Cutlass. But as soon as he motioned
|
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toweirds the lock with his key in hand, Big Ny was suddenly overwhelmed with the firm
pren‘énonition that something just wasn’t right.

| Quickly acting upon that premonition, Big Ny swiftly reached for his pistol without
warﬁing and instructed Bone to step aside so that Lil” Johnny could do the honor of opening the
truni instead. As Lil” Johnny cautiously slid the key into the lock and popped the trunk, he was
met by a barrage of bullets, deriving from the barrel of a masked man’s Mac-11.

Both in a state of shock by what was transpiring, Big Ny and Frankie quickly drew their
guns and returned fire, delivering several fatal shots to the masked gunman’s face and chest as
they ihervously ducked for cover behind a nearby parked car. Ducked low and out of view,
Franinie kept Bone carefully within his sight as he quickly retrieved his keys from the trunk and
ran around the side of his car in an attempt to make a smooth getaway.  But as soon as he popped
the d_oor and lowered his head to get inside, Frankie wasted no time raising his gun with the
skillg of a marksman and fired one round at the back of Bone’s skull, instantly spiattering his
brairis all over the driver’s éide of his baby blue Cutlass.

| Once all the gunfire ceased and the coast was clear, Big Ny and Frankie kept their eyes
pecle?:d for witnesses as they cautiously came out of hiding, only to find that their homeboy, Lil’
.}ohn%ny was lying on the ground unconscious after sustaining a severe gunshot wound to the
stom;pch. After properly assessing the situation and observing that he’d lost a tremendous
ammimt of blood, they both decided that the best course of action would be to drop him off at the
neardSt hospital before he bled to death. A course of action they would both soon re gret, because
as soibn as Lil’ Johnny finally came back to consciousness he found himself handcuffed to the

railing of a hospital bed in the Riverside Intensive Care Unit surrounded by an array of
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hard;nosed Newport News detectives, all threatening to charge him with the double homicide if
he diidn’t give up the names and whereabouts of his accomplices.

| With the threat of having his whole life snatched away if he didn’t cooperate and the
offeli' of complete immunity from all crimes past and present if he did. it didn’t take Lil" Johnny
longé to finally choose the latter, and agree to turn state’s evidence against the only two
hom?eboys he ever known. Warrants were issued early the very next morning for the arrest of
Big Ny and Frankie, who were both apprehended while in their homes asleep, never thinking for
a spl;“lt second that their closest comrade would ever betray their bond and roll over for the police.

. The loss of two of the biggest figures in the city of Bad Newz was paramount in the
minc?s of many, but no one seemed to struggle with the loss harder than Nyeim’s mother.
Havi‘ing the king of her castle suddenly stripped away from the throne was one of the most
diﬁi%ult hardships she’d ever experience, and the once small social cocaine habit that she’d
deveioped alongside the likes of her husband was now her only means of escape. As the months
slowiy pressed further she became more and more dependent on having her daily fix. So
depe;hdent, in fact, that she eventually became strung out and ended up settling for crack Rock as
a chéap substitute for the cocaine high she could no longer afford. This in tumn ultimately left
Nyeifm the man of the house, doing any and everything necessary to put food on the table for him
and l;is little sister, Sha’Naya, while their mother was slowly but surely slipping in the darkness.

Meanwhile back in Newport News city jail, Big Ny and Frankie had some major
sacriiﬁces to be made. Each concluded that it would be very unwise to run the risk of them both
being found guilty and convicted, thus hindering either of the two from helping the other in
any»\iay, shape, form or fashion. So being that Frankie was already a two-time felon who stood a

bettet chance of going to prison for the rest of his life, Big Ny was more than willing to man-up
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and ;:op out to both murders, but only with the agreement that Frankie would see to it that his
fam'iily was straight and well taken care of. For Frankie, leaving his best friend behind to be the
burden bearer for the crimes they’d both committed together was a hard pill to swallow, but deep
dowil inside he knew it had to be done. So with the promise that Frankie would stay true to his
wortj! and see to it that his family was straight, Big Ny pleaded guilty and received a forty year
sent%nce for two counts of second degree murder, while Frankie was eventually cut loose and
retux;ned back to the gritty streets of Bad Newz. But little did he know a lot had changed within
the y%ear and a half he’d been gone.

I Lil’ Ny was no longer the sweet innocent child he remembered before he’d left. He was
nowéthe product of a broken home. A young mind who was fully aware of the ways of the
worlb, doing any and everything necessary so that he and his sister could survive while their
motl;er continued to rip and run the streets chasing down behind that old white horse.

i Frankie tried and tried again with all his power to deter Lil’ Ny away from the streets, but
it wzis too late . . . he was too far gone. The only solution that he could possibly bring to mind to
keep! Lil’ Ny by his side and away from committing petty little crimes was the decision to finally
say ‘éfuck it” and take him under his wing so that he could introduce him to the game . . . the
sa.meI: game that would ultimately seal his fate forever . . . cocaine . . .

“Where to Boss?” said Nyeim’s part-time chauffeur and full-time bodyguard, Hercules,
a.k.aL‘- Big Hurk, as he hopped into the backseat of his cocaine white 2005 1.5430 sitting on white
twenfty-two inch Giovanni Rims,

i “Take me to the crib. I got a few things I need to grab before my appointment with
Franjir:ie at three.” said Nyeim as he slid his hand under the passenger seat and retrieved his

nickel-plated, pearl-handled, semi-automatic .45 Kimber along with a small baggie of cocaine,

10
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theni reclined comfortably against the plush white butter soft coach leather seats and began
unly?ng the small bag of blow.

. “Home itis Boss,” said Big Hurk as he quickly complied following Nyeim"s orders and
turned the key in the ignition, bringing the engine to a slight hum then slowly pulled out of the
prisc:m’s parking lot heading straight for Bad Newz.

i “And oh yeah, while you at it, I'm a need you to stop by my sister spot on the way to the
crib Eo [ can have a word with her right quick, alright?” said Nyeim as he stuck his ri ght pinky
into ?the bag of blow and shoveled out a small mound of cocaine, then took a very much needed
one—;on-one while he sat back and watched the large stonewalled prison grow smaller and smaller
in hifp rearview mirror, thinking to himself, “Jt won 't be long before this nightmare is all over

with, . .”

11
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CHAPTER 2

“Still no answer?” said Big Hurk as he puiled under the beautiful 20 foot tall off-white
[talian Carrera veranda of Nyeim’s eighteen-story high-rise condominium and parked.

i “Nall, I don’t know what’s good with Naya. It ain’t like her to not answer the phone for
big brah, let alone miss our weekly Sunday breakfast. Hopefully everything’s alright,” said
Nyeim as he hung up the phone from his last attempt to reach Sha’Naya, then slid his chrome .45
into ?his waistband and exited the vehicle.

| “Hi Mr. Prescott. How are you doing today sir?” said the young blonde and beautiful
valeé girl, Sarah, as she strutted seductively towards Nyeim’s white 1.8430 wearing a radiant
smi lle

|y doing just fine Lil” Sarah. How about yaself,” said Nyeim paying Sarah’s seductive
strutil.no mind as he and Big Hurk casually strolled pass, making their way towards the building’s
slidi hg double door entrance.

“I’m doing alright, but I could be doing a lot better if [ had a big strong man like you in
my I;if'e,” said Sarah, two steps behind him as he made his way through the lobby doors heading
for tlile elevator,

“Get outta here Lil’ Sarah, you tripping. Ain’t you seventeen?” said Nyeim as he smiled

at her persistence.
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“First off, my name ain’t Lil’ Sarah, it’s Sarah. And secondly, I’ll be eighteen next week
1
s0 you can stop treating me like a little girl, alright?" said Sarah as she put her hands on her hips

and r;’alled her eyes in a girlish manner.

' “] hear you talking lil’ momma, and I truly apologize, but do me a favor,” said Nyeim as
he prgéssed the elevator button.

s “What’s that?” said Sarah, eager to do just about whatever he had in mind.

“Holla’ back when you turn eighteen,” Nyeim said jokingly, sending Sarah storming off
mad as the elevator finally opened. “And one more thin Lil’ Sarah,”

| “What now?” said Sarah as the sound of his sweet baritone voice made her stop and turn
in hei' tracks.

: “If you don’t mind, park my car off to the side. I’ll be back down in ‘bout ten minutes,
alright?” said Nyeim as he retrieved his key from Big Hurk, then tossed them to Sarah
nono?halantly. “And oh yeah, it’s some money in the ashtray. You can take five dollars if you
like.*:’

| “Five dollars, for what?” Sarah asked curious.

| “Five dollars for ya tip,” said Nyeim.

“Oh don’t worry. You can give me all the tip you want once I’m eighteen,” Sarah said
sugécstiveiy with a sinister smile as she glanced down at Nyeim’s crotch then slowly strolled off
s»viq;ging her tight little ass from side to side with each step.

; “You got a wild one on ya hands there Ny,” said Big Hurk as they boarded the elevator.

I “You ain’t lying. Shorty be leaving lil” notes in my car and some mo’ shit. | swear she

goné fuck around and get me in trouble one day,” said Nyeim as he pressed the button for the top

floot penthouse suite.

13
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*Say word?” said Big Hurk in disbelief

*Word Hurk, shorty be tripping like a muthafxxka’. 1 already knew she had a thing for
me since the first day I moved in this bitch by the way she was eying me, but shit got real crazy
whené she brought my keys up one day and I was in the shower. When [ hear her at the door |
told lz;er to come in and sit the keys on the coffee table and I'd just tip her later, but when [ get
out qf the shower and head to the kitchen to grab a quick drink, tell me why this 1il* crazy chick
ain’tf;sitting right in my living room on my fucking couch, wearing this short ass black mini skirt
hikeci damn near up to her waist with no panties on. Legs cocked wide open, showing a nigga’
that ﬂ:)retty lil" pink pussy,” said Nyeim as he shook his head from side to side at the thought of
Sma#’s tight little frame. “I was so shocked at how bold this lil” chick was to pull off a stunt like
that i didn’t know what to say.”

- ““So what you do?” Big Hurk asked curiously as he peered over at Nyeim giving him a

quesitionable stare.

_ r *What the fuck you mean what I do? I kicked her lil’ crazy ass up out my shit with the
quicl@mcss, ‘cause temptation a muthafxxka’. And I can’t afford to catch no case and lose
ever}jfthing I worked hard for fucking with that young ass girl, but that ain’t the wild part though.
Whyf when [ go to grab her arm and pull her ass off the couch so I could escort her up out my shit
my t+)wel fuck around and fall right to the floor. Dick and balls swinging everywhere,” Nyeim
jokeid as the elevator stopped and opened on the eighteenth floor.

: “You'’s a wild boy Ny, [ swear,” said Big Hurk as they exited the elevator and headed
towdrds Nyeim’s penthouse suite laughing so hard that they were almost in tears,
| “Ay but one thing’s fa’ sho’ and two thing’s fa’ certain, you best believe no soon as shorty

turn ;Eighteen ’ma go head and give her the business since she keep chasing a nigga® down and

14
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shit,‘?” said Nyeim wearing a devilish grin as he stopped in front of his door and began fishing
into §1is pocket for his house key.

: “Whatever you do just make sure you know what you getting into before you hit that,
‘cau?e shorty seem like the type that could turn out to be a potential stalker,” Big Hurk said as he
begain to convulse in laughter.

. “Hold on. Shh. .. you hear that?” said Nyeim as he pressed his ear to the door.

| “Hear what?” Big Hurk said confused.

“It sound like somebody in here crying. You don’t hear that?” said Nyeim as he turned
the key and entered the living room with his hand on his pistol ready to shoot, only to find his
siste:r-, Sha’Naya, balled up on his all white Corinthian leather couch with a face full of tears.
“What's going on Naya? What’s wrong? You alright?” said Nyeim with a look of concern on
his face as he rushed over to his sister’s side to find out what all the fuss was about.

' “It’s nothing. T'll be alright,” said Sha’Naya as she quickly sat up and began wiping her
eyes itrying to regain her composure.

“Uh huh, I believe you. Tell me anything . . .” said Nyeim with a bit of sarcasm as he
turnf;d to Big Hurk and said, “If you don’t mind could you go wait in the car right quick. I'll be
dow;l in ‘bout ten minutes, alright?”

“That’s cool, take ya time my nigga’,” said Big Hurk as he turned and casual ly walked
out t]:ie door, leaving Nyeim and Sha’Naya to themselves.

| “So talk to me Naya. What's good with you? What you sitting in here crying bout? And
don’é tell me it’s nothing, ‘cause 1 ain’t going for that anytime you ain’t returning my calls, let

alone miss our weekly breakfast. I ain’tno fool. I know something ain’t right, now what is it?”

said Nyeim as he leaned back on the couch giving Sha’Naya his full attention.

15
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“I told you I'll be alright Nyeim. Don’t worry about it. I just need some time to myself,
that’s all,” said Sha’Naya as she rose from the couch and attempted to quickly tuck what
appez:ued to be a small tattered piece of paper into her back pocket.

' ““What you mean you need some time to ya self shorty? We a family. We handle our
probléems together. And what’s that right there you hiding?” said Nyeim as he swiftly reached
out and snatched the paper out of Sha’Naya’s hand before she could successfully slip it into her
back ipocket.

“Give it back! It belongs to me. That’s all [ have left,” said Sha’Naya collapsing upon
the céuch in a futile effort to snatch it back as the tears began to stream down her beautiful
browb face.

*So that’s what all this about . . .,” said Nyeim as he flipped over the small worn down
piecelé of paper, only to find that it was an old family photo that they’d taken many years ago. *I
knovs@ you miss ‘em Naya. I miss ‘em too, but you gotta’ be strong Baby girl. Trust me, it’s not
gonnih’ always be like this. I promise you they’Hl be betta’ days, alright? Now come here, and
stop ?li that crying,” said Nyeim as he wrapped his arms around his little sister and pulled her
closeg.

“I’m trying Nyeim, but it’s hard. How can you be strong when everything you've ever
loved has been snatched away from you?” Sha’Naya whimpered as she buried her tear soaked
face into her brother’s chest.

| “I feel you Baby girl and believe me I understand what you going through, ‘cause I'm
goiné through it myself. But you can’t keep beating yaself up like this over things that’s beyond
your control,” said Nyeim as he leaned over and gave Sha’Naya a soft tender kiss on the

forehead, trying to console her as best he could in her time of need.

: 16
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“But why Nyeim . . . why if he really loved us as much as he say he did. would be leave
us al:! alone like this out here in this cold world to fend for ourselves? Why us? Why did our
famiily have to fall apart?” Sha'Naya vented looking towards the ceiling as if she was speaking to
God ;himself. 1t just ain’t fair. What did [ do to deserve this?”

“You right Baby girl. It ain’t fair, but [ don’t think this was our ol’ man’s intentions.
Everftybody makes mistakes, some just bigger than others. That doesn’t mean he doesn’t love us.
He vilras just tryna’ make a betta living for us the only way he knew how, in the streets,” said
Nyei%m trying to make better sense of their father’s decision to indulge in the fast life.

“But what did it get us . . . Look at all we been through. The long, cold, lonely nights.
Sittili)g in the house all alone, starving with no lights on ‘cause Mommy been gone all week long
out siomewhere in the streets on a crack mission, and having to steal just to eat. The torment and
the torture from all the other kids at school ‘cause our clothes always reeked of kerosene or even
worse . . . when we got evicted from our house, and social services came and tried to take us
awajir, from each other and place us in foster care. [ swear if it wasn’t for Frankie coming home
whei;:_ he did and taking us in, who knows where we’d be,” said Sha’Naya.

I “You ain’t lying. It was truly a blessing that he came home when he did. And you’re
right, we did have it pretty rough, but look at us now. We don’t want for nothing. We have two
busiélesses, with a third in the making. You’re on your way to earning your associates degree in
busitg1ess management at one of Virginia’s top black colleges, Hampton University, and for the
most; part, through it all we’re still together. Judging from our circumstances and where we came
from? I can’t say things turned out all that bad,” said Nyeim.

| “Maybe you’re right. We did make the most out of a bad situation,” said Sha’Naya

sloMly pulling herself together.

17
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“Shit, and we still even managed to smile and gain some good memories throughout ail
our s;lmggles and hardships. Just like that time Mommy left us all alone with nothing to eat and
we ehded up roaming the neighborhood all day tryna’ kill the hunger pangs, until we spotted that
lir fe%lmily reunion over there on Buxton Avenue out the Creek. I know you remember that,
don‘% you?” Nyeim asked.

' “How could I forget the Jones family reunion. They had some of the best fried fish and
macaroni and cheese I’ve ever had in my life,” said Sha’Naya licking her lips at the thought.
| “Yeah, they really embraced us with open arms,” said Nyeim thinking back.

“Yeah, after they asked us who we was some kin to and yo® crazy ass lied and said we
were%.l ames Earl Jones’ kids,” said Sha’Naya as she burst out laughing.
| “Shit, apparently there must be a James Earl in every Jones family,” said Nyeim as he
gaveioff a bright smile.

: “Must be,” Sha’Naya agreed. “And to this day every time [ see the Joneses out there in

the sireets somewhere they always stop and ask me why we don’t come out to the family
reunions anymore. Crazy right?”

| “You ain’t lying. You’d think by now they’d know we weren’t members of their
famiiy,” said Nyeim. “But on another note, I need to be getting up outta’ here. [ got a lil’
busir;ess to handle . . . you feeling any better? You think you gone be alright? ‘cause if not I can
alwagys reschedule.”

' “Yeah, I’'m good. I appreciate the smile you put on my face . . . thanks,” said Sha’Naya

as shfr, gave her big brother a strong hug.
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“That’s what family's for. Now let me get outta’ here. I don’t wanna leave Frankie
waiting," said Nyeim as he leaned over and gave his sister a tender kiss on the forehead before
risin:g from the couch and making his way to the bedroom.

E “Oh yeah, I almost forgot. Destiny called earlier. She says she wants you to call her as
soon; as possible,” Sha'Naya shouted as Nyeim turned into the hallway.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. I'll call her back when [ get the time,” Nyeim shouted back
nondéhalantly as he stepped foot into his plush all white interior decorated bedroom and headed
towd;rds the custom made portrait of him depicted as Scarface, holding a fully automatic M-16

|
assaillt rifle.

“Nigga’ don’t act like you ain’t in love with that girl. You know you gone call her back
as so:non as you get alone. Stop trying to act tough. 1know you a sucka’ for love,” said Sha’Naya
ina joking manner.

' “At least I got somebody chasing me. That’s more than you can say,” Nyeim joked back
withéa smile as he slid the painting to the side, unveiling a hidden wall safe.

“Fuck you!” said Sha’Naya finding nothing funny about being single.

“I love you too Baby girl,” said Nyeim killing her with kindness as he punched in his six
digitinumerical code then popped open the safe’s door revealing seventy-five rubber band
maﬁped stacks of crisp hundred dollar bills, each totaling ten-thousand dollars a piece, along
withia small black money belt neatly folded and placed atop the many stacks of bread. “It won’t
be lo&ng now ol’ man. Just have patience. I'm on my way,” said Nyeim talking to himself as he
reacl';ed into the safe and pulled out the small black belt along with sixteen stacks of bread, then

secufed them tightly around his waist.
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After giving himself a quick once over in the mirror to be sure that the money was
propdi:ﬂy concealed, he said a quick prayer and began to make his way towards the door.

: “You sure you gone be alright Baby girl?” said Nyeim as he stepped back into the living
roomi.

“Yeah, I'll be good. Go ahead and do what you gotta’ do. I'il just holla’ at you later,”
said $ha’Naya who was now stretched out comfortably on the couch watching TV.

“Here you go . . .” said Nyeim as he handed Sha’Naya back the old family photo, then
leméd over and gave her one last kiss on the forehead, “Try not to worry too much Baby girl. |
knovkir it doesn’t seem like it right now, but just have patience, everything will turn out for the
bettei', alright?”

!. “Alright Nyeim, be safe out there,” said Sha’Naya as Nyeim made his way to the door.

“No doubt. Call if you need me, alright?” said Nyeim as he headed out the door . . . and

just like that . . . he was gone . . .
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CHAPTER 3

J3 Maybe you hustle, but me 1 hustle harder. 1got what you need, them trees, that hard,
that ;i)owder. My nigga’s move G-packs every hour on the hour. They shoot when I say shoot, so
I'm m a position of power Ji, blared loudly from the interior of Nyeim’s cocaine white L8430 as
he sal comfortably in the backseat with the windows down enjoying the rough and rugged view
of th; place he called home, while listening to the hard hitting melodic sounds of 50 cents latest
hit “AiPosirion of Power.” And in a position of power he was. At the mere age of twenty years
old, i@yeim had the st;'eets sewed up in every sense of the word. He had only been in the coke
gamé for a few years now and was already well on his way to stacking his first million dollars.
And iall thanks to Frankie . . . the city of Bad Newz was now his; a gift bestowed upon him a few
year.*; prior, once it was proved that he would be a much worthy successor who could rule with
an irim fist. And rule with an iron fist he did.

' In fact, no one dared hustle in the streets of Bad Newz unless the product was his, and
thosé who did . . . did so on borrowed time, because it was never long before one of Nyeim’s
loyalj spies caught wind of the situation and informed him of whatever deceit that was afoot.

And éfor Nyeim . . . retribution for such deceit came in three forms: the option of buying into his

cocaine enterprise by paying a percentage of the profits that you’ve made outside of his authority

and becoming a member of his ever expanding cocaine conglomerate; the option of handing over
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a mo:dest amount of the profits that you’ve procured under false pretenses and leaving the city
nevei to return again, or the option of retribution in its most ultimate form; death. Either way
you éuaid. there was no other way out . . .. And Nyeim truly ran an airtight operation. one so
tighté,,lhat it was virtually impossible to violate his reign on any level and not be detected. Reason
beiné is that Nyeim had formulated a system, a network of ten blocks scattered throughout the
city éf Bad Newz in its most profitable areas, which served as the main arteries for cocaine flow
with lum being the heart of the operation, pumping a steady stream of top quality products
thrOI.iighout these ten main vessels. The ten blocks he’d chosen to serve that purpose consisted of
48th and Rochester, 41st and Jefferson, 19th and Jefferson, 21st and Wickham, 28th and
Wicléham, 33rd and Gunsmoke, Garden Drive, 19th and Buxton, 29th and Pine, and last but not
least; his home base, the block where it all started, 23rd and Chestnut. Hustling cocaine
anyvd;(hcre else throughout the city of Bad Newz was strictly off limits unless you bought into
Nyeiii'n’s cocaine enterprise and was given the authority to do so, otherwise you faced retribution
in itsélultimate form. And for Nyeim maintaining rule was as simple as one, two, three, because
asideé from the good looks and irresistible charm his father had passed down to him through
genetics. He also passed down a name. The name of a cold-blooded street player and
unmejinciful killer who’s reign of terror struck fear into the hearts of many living in the city of
Bad Iﬁewz, Nyeim Prescott (a.k.a. Big Ny). And although Nyeim was far from the killer his
fatheé' had been, he surrounded himself with killers. Killers that out of loyalty and respect for
Big Ny Frankie and the position of power he now held in Bad Newz, would commit suicide just
to me:et God at the pearly gates and smoke his ass too if given the order.

For most, just having an ounce of the money, power and respect that Nyeim held at the

tip of his fingers would mean the world, but to him . . . it meant nothing. It was all superficial in
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his eéyes. Just another means to make an end. What really meant the most to him was his family
and li:éving them back together as a whole. For that he was willing to sacrifice it all; Money . . .
Powier ...and Respect . . . or at worst, even his life.

“Uhoh ... 1can’t believe this shit. This ol’ nigga’ finally on time for a change. That’s
new,;’ said Nyeim as they bent the corner of 22nd and Chestnut and spotted Frankie’s car sitting
in thc::.driveway of one of Nyeim’s many rendezvous points; crackhead Betty’s house.

“You ain’t lying my nigga’. I guess there’s a first time for everything,” said Big Hurk,
shocli&ed by Frankie’s early appearance as he pulled in and parked behind his tinted up, money
greelil 2005 Cadillac STS bearing the words “BIG BOSS” on the license plates.

| “Yeah, and there’s also a reason for everything. Just like it got to be a reason for this,
‘caus;e this ol nigga’ don’t ever show up on time,” Nyeim said curiously as he stepped outside
the chr and brushed out the wrinkles in his Gueci linen with the palm of his hand before peering
up and down the block giving it the once over then heading towards the front door with Big Hurk
in tmﬁlv.

Just as Nyeim reached the porch and extended his finger to ring the bell the door came
ﬂyiné open and he was greeted by a very energetic Betty who was donning a loose fitting
powcier biue silk nightgown over the body of an ex-beauty queen turned crack fiend.

.. “Hey boy! I swear you look more and more like your father every time I see you,” said
Bett){as she reached out and gave Nyeim a strong loving embrace then stepped aside, “Well
don’té just stand there. Frankie’s expecting you. He’s waiting in the den.”

“Thanks Betty. appreciate it. [ don’t know where I°d be without you,” said Nyeim as
he and Hurk stepped into the house and made their way to the den where Frankie patiently

awaited their arrival.
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“Lil’ Ny, what’s good with you Baby Boy. I see you running kinda late today. What
took you so long?” Frankie said sarcastically staring down at his diamond flooded oyster
perp{étual Rolex masterpiece with a smile as Nyeim entered the room.

“Nall nigga’ I ain’t running late. Yo’ ass just running early today. What's good with
that?” Nyeim inquired as he walked over and greeted Frankie with a strong pound and hug then
took .a seat alongside him on the couch, leaving Big Hurk to stand guard with his back towards
the door like a stone-faced, blood thirsty watch dog.

. “So you mean to tell me that when you show up early it's normal, but when [ show up
early% something has to be wrong?” said Frankie appearing to be in disbelief,

| **Shit, come on Frankie you know you the King of the ‘Grand Entrance.’ Yo’ ass don't
ever ishow up on time. So damn right something most definitely gotta’ be wrong for yo ol’ ass to
be pc:bpping up early like this. ... Matter fact, come here. Let me check your temperature right
quicl,i:, ‘cause you must be running a fever today,” said Nyeim as he reached over and playfully
atten‘i_gpted to place the back of his hand on Frankie’s forehead.

i “Get yo’ hand back nigga’. I'm just fucking with you. The only thing wrong with me is
I got a flight to catch in forty-five minutes and yo® slow ass holding me up playing games and
shit,”? said Frankie as he swiftly weaved to the side and swatted Nyeim’s hand away all in one
motio?m.

' “See that shit? What [ tell you Hurk? [ knew it had to be a logical reason behind this
niggaft’ showing up early today,” said Nyeim as he shot Hurk a quick sarcastic glare, then turned
and fipced Frankie. “So where you heading to ol’ head?”

“Well for your information young Blood, if you must know, me and my lil’ broad Vickie

takinﬁ a trip over to Paris for seven days to get a lil” rest and relaxation. Plus you know she
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probaibly gonna’ wanna do a lil" shopping while we over there. Matter fact . . . that’s probably

her asips right there wondering where the fuck Big Daddy at now, hold up . . .” said Frankie as he
dug itilto the pocket of his custom made black Armani blazer and retrieved his Blackberry Pearl
SO theit he could review his latest text, “Yep that’s my Baby girl right there. So let’s make this

snapp:)y. You got the money?”

“What do you mean do [ got the money? Of course I got the money; one hundred-sixty
grandf just like you asked for,” said Nyeim as he lifted his shirt and unlatched the money belt
from garound his waist then tossed it upon the coffee table. “You got the coke?”

“What it look like?” said Frankie as he pulled the black Armani gym bag from under the
coffeoi; table, unzipped it then tossed it on the floor in front of Nyeim’s feet.

“Oh yeah?” said Nyeim wearing a devilish grin as he reached down retrieving his six-
inch ii)earl-handled double-edged switchblade from his ankle holster and released the blade with
one hand while grabbing a kilo of cocaine from the black Armani gym bag with the other,

“Weli let’s just see what it do.”

' “Well one thing’s for sure and two thing’s for certain, y(;u need to bring yo® young ass on
so [ clian get the fuck up out this bitch and catch this flight, you feel me?” Frankie said
impaéliemly.

“Alright o’ head. I got you Goddam. Hold ya horses, that pretty young thing ain’t going
nowﬁere. Besides this’ll only take a second. Bare with me,” said Nyeim as he cut a smal| slit in
the tuip of the duck-taped package and shoveled out a tiny mound of cocaine upon the tip of his

blade) then raised it to his nose and took a long deep snort. “Oh yeah, we got another missile,”

Nyeifm said rubbing his nose as his sinuses began to drain instantly from the potent powder.
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"So we good or what?" said Frankie as he rose from the couch, scooped up the money
belt ?and began strapping it around his waist preparing to leave.

“Yeah we good. Just give me a couple minutes to get a few things squared away, then
you écan roll, alright?” said Nyeim as he sprung up from the couch with the Armani gym bag in
hanti heading for the door.

. “A couple minutes for what? Nigga’ you must be high. Didn’t I just tell you I had a
ﬂighit to catch in forty-five minutes?” Frankie said anxiously staring down at his masterpiece.

. “T'heard you ol’ man, but this standard procedure. Just have patience and i’1l have you
on ypur way shortly, alright?” said Nyeim as he tumned to Big Hurk and handed him the package.
“Talj{e this out the back over to Justine’s. Tell her I'll be there in a short after I finish fucking
withi Betty . ... And oh yeah, while you over there go ‘head and round up the rest of the crew.
Tell ?;‘em I’m having a meeting at Justine’s in twenty minutes and I’m expecting everyone to be
ther¢f, especially that hard headed muthafxxka’ Rome, alright?”

“l got you my nig’. Say no more,” said Big Hurk as he gave Nyeim a strong pound and
heac!ed out the door.

“Alright ol’ head just one more thing then you can get up outta’ here and catch ya flight,”
said érNyeim as he turned from Frankie and shouted, “Betty you ready or what?!” down the
hallu;vay.

. “Goddam boy, what you yelling for? Yeah I'm ready,” said Betty as she strutted into the
room fully dressed in an “‘old school” stonewashed Jordache denim jacket and jean set carrying a
blacl;t Armant gym bag identical to the one that Big Hurk had just left with,

“You already called the cab?” Nyeim inquired further.
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" “Yeah, they sheuld be here any minute now. I...” said Betty as she was abruptly
inten’:rrupted by the loud honk of a horn outside. “Whelp, just like clockwork . . . . Now where’s
my r?}noney so | can be out,” Betty said nonchalantly as she slung the gym bag across her shoulder
and stuck her hand out palm up right in Neim's face.

“Well excuse me,” said Nyeim as he dug into his pocket and pulled out a large money
roll,éthen peeled off five hundred dollars and handed it to Betty.

“What’s this?” said Betty examining the five one hundred dollar bills in her hand.

: “That’s the normal three we usually do, plus another two so you can buy something nice
and iget rid of that ol” ass eighty’s jean suit, ‘cause believe you me that shit ain’t cute,” said
Nyei:n as he convulsed into laughter at the sight of Betty’s old school get-up.

j “Fuck you nigga’! You just don’t know. This was the shit back in the day. I even had a
namp for it,” said Betty as she did a quick pirouette showing off her skin tight stonewashed jean

“And what’s that?” Nyeim asked curiously.

“I used to call this my D.M. Double-D suit . . .my dick me down denim suit, and it had all
the l'éoﬂies out there staring at my camel toe. Just ask Frankie. He was one of ‘em,” said Betty
as sl};e patted her pleasantly plump pussy with a smile.

. “Yeah you right Betty, but that was then. 1t’s 2005 now, and that cute lil’ camel’s toe
you talking ‘bout starting to look more like a camel’s hoof these days,” said Frankie as he looked
dowt;: at Betty’s crotch wearing a sarcastic frown.

“You know what Frankie fuck you! You ain’t shit. I hope one of them lil’ young girls
give iyo’ old ass a fucking heart attack . . .. Matter fact, fuck both y’all. Iain’t gotta’ sit here

and {ake this shit. I'm gone, and I expect both y’all asses to be up out my shit by the time I get
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back;. How “bout that?” Betty said with a sharp attitude as she snapped her neck, turned on her
heel::# and headed out the door.

. “I’m just joking Betty. You know you still the hottest thing on this side of town,” said
Frankie attempting to soften the blow as he and Nyeim followed her into the living room.

“I ain’t tryna’ hear that Frankie. Fuck you,” said Betty as she stormed out the front door
and l;_mpped into the back of the waiting Infiniti cab.

| “Still the same ol’ Betty. Mean as hell,” said Frankie with a smile as he stood in the
screén door waving Betty goodbye, only to get the finger in return. “Yep, that’s my baby
thouigh. [ love her to death,” said Nyeim as he blew Betty a kiss just as the cab was pulling off
only}'-to get the finger in return as well.

. “Well it look like she don’t love you right now, that’s fa’ sure,” said Frankie as he turned
to N%yeim with a look of confusion up his face. “But what I don’t understand is if you just gave
the package to Hurk to take over to Justine’s, how the fuck is Betty leaving with it right now ina
cab?é’”

“See that’s what I call standard procedure ol” head. If you pay close attention you’ll
learti something,” said Nyeim as he paused briefly then continued to make his point. “See being
that ;[ can’t be sure if somebody followed you here or not and seen you bring in that big black
bag I have to take precautions, and that means sending Hurk out the back door with the real
pac#age while sending Betty out the front door with the dummy bag full of old newspapers. So
if itjiust so happens the police are watching and they decide to fuck with anybody, nine times out
of te;n it’'ll be Betty . . . the suspected paﬁkage carrier. Giving her ample time to give me a quick
call ;from the back of the cab and let me know what’s good so I can make my next move, feel

|
me?”
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"No doubt, I must admit that's pretty smart thinking on ya’ part Lil" Ny. but I ain’t -
surprised though. Ya’ father was the exact same way. He patid real close attention to the
smajilest of details in everything he did too, and you know what they say . . . “The apple don’t fall
too far from the tree,” ™ said Frankie as he buttoned up his double breasted tailor made Armani
blazEr and prepared to leave. “Speaking of your father, how he holding up in there?”

“I went up there to see him today. He doing alright. I told him what you said too,” said
Nyeim.

i “Oh yeah, and what he say?” Frankie inquired.

| “Nothing much, he just told me to tell you what’s up and thanks for everything,” said
Nyeim being selectively honest.

| “That’s what’s up,” said Frankie as he quickly glanced down at his masterpiece once
agailéa. “Well look I need to be getting outta’ here fo’ I miss this flight. I want you to be easy,
alrig;ht?"

| “You do the same oI’ head and make sure you call me when you get back, alright?” said
NyeiLn as he gave Frankie one last strong, proud, loving embrace.

“Willdo ... and don’t worry. I’ll be back in time for Thanksgiving,” said Frankie as he
retur:ned the love to the closest thing to a son he’d ever had, then swiftly made his way out the

door in a rush to catch his flight to Paris . . .
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CHAPTER 4

“I’'m on my way,” said Nyeim as he closed his phone then stepped off the porch into
Bettjl’s backyard and began making his way up the alley towards the back of Justine’s house.
Upon reaching his destination, Nyeim cautiously glanced up and down the alleyway
befo?‘e opening the gate and casually strolling up to Justine’s back door where he was greeted by
a ondéz hundred pound jet black monster by the name of Assassin; Nyeim’s highly trained Pit-bull
Terrl:er attack dog.
“What’s up Boy? Come here,” said Nyeim as he bent over and snapped his fingers once
sumlinoning Assassin to his side. “How they been treating you here? They feeding you right?”
| Assassin simply wagged his tail and jumped around cheerfully attempting to lick his
masté:r’s face as Nyeim crouched low momentarily to givé his trusty companion a quick
affem%tionate rub on the head then proceeded to ring the doorbell three times repeatedly in a
distiti;ct fashion while staring into the hidden surveillance camera mounted within the porch light
enclc*sure above the door.
E Shortly thereafter Nyeim began to hear several locks unlatch on the opposite side of the

door hnd within seconds he was met by Justine’s beautiful smile as well as her beautiful bare,

sexuzillly seductive frame.

30



Connected Jones 31

“What you just gone stand there and stare? Hurry up and come in boy. Acting like you
ain'ﬂ; never seen this pussy before.” said the 5°3” curvaceously crafted, caramel complexioned
J ustiip-le as she tummed and seductively strutted away from the door leaving Nyeim to stand there in
awe E'with his mouth gaping wide.

i Several seconds had elapsed before Nyeim finally snapped out of his deep sexual trance
and énterecl what appeared to be a scene straight out of the Carter from New Jack City. The back
wall %of the room, which once served as a kitchen, was neatly outfitted with five small glass
table%s, each equipped with a small one-eyed hotplate, a large frying pan and coffee pot, as well
as aﬁ economy size box of Arm and Hammer, a flour sifter, and a huge Sunbeam produce scale.
Eachi table was manned by a woman, all of whom where naked from head to toe to prevent them

fromi being able to steal while performing the tedious task of weighing, mixing and cooking
| Nyei{in’s latest package. In the middle of the room sat yet another small glass table which sole
purp%me was dedicated to chopping and bagging everything from dimes to kilos of cooked
prod%lct. This table was also manned by four naked women all of whom were assi gned to their
own iindividual task ranging from bagging up anything from pieces to weight per Nyeim’s
requést. Over the back door was a small plasma split screen monitor which showed twenty-four
hour iactive footage from the four surveillance cameras mounted around the house that would
alert itthem of any potential police raids or home invasions. Propped in the right hand corner next
to thé back door sat a fully loaded Russian AK-47 assault rifle, locked, stocked and ready for
actio;h. In the left hand corner in close proximity to the six stations sat a fifty-five gallon steel
drumi‘ﬁlled three-fourth’s of the way with hydrochloric acid. This was yet another safeguard that
Nyeién had put in place so that just in case a police raid ever transpired any and all illicit

mateials could be disposed of in an orderly fashion. And last but not least as a further
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preciaution, no one was ever alerted to when or where the birds would ultimately land, not even
his ten loyal block representatives. Everything was always handled at short notice so that no one
coul%bd contact the police and inform them of when, where and how everything was going down,
Eve%: the five cooks and four baggers randomly selected by Justine were never made aware of
whejn their services would be nceded. When the time came you were simply picked up,
blintilfolded and escorted to an undisclosed rendezvous point where you supplied your services,
got paid and left out the same way you entered . . . blindfolded, but only after undergoing a
thorc?ugh cavity search and being cleared to do so. Nothing more, nothing less.

: “Nall L ain’t tripping. [’'m just wondering what the fuck you doing up in here naked. |
thouéht [ moved you up from cook to overseer a long time ago,” said Nyeim as he walked
arouhd with his hands behind his back casually inspecting each station and its occupants.

. “Yeah you did, but it’s a couple new girls here today and I wanted to make sure they felt
comjfortable, that’s all,” Justine explained.

“Well shit, maybe I need to get naked too then. [ wouldn’t want to make anybody feel
uncc;mfortable with all these clothes on,” Nyeim joked as he slowly approached Justine and
begaén unbuttoning his shirt in a seductive manner exposing his rock hard chest and chiseled abs.

I “Boy you a trip. You need to stop that shit. Tryna’ get me all worked up in front of all
thesé people,” said Justine as she reached out and quickly grabbed Nyeim’s hand before he could
undcii the last button. “Now come here and let me fix you up,” said Justine as she grabbed Nyeim
by tl;e collar and pulled him into the haflway, then in a wild fit of heated sexual passion tossed

him hard against the wall and began tounging him down aggressively.
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“I guess “trying to get me all worked up” was an understatement, huh?" said Nyeim as he
wrapped his hands around Justine’s petite little waist and pulled her close, returning her kiss with
equpl passion.

; “You damn right it was an understatement. What the fuck you think? [ ain’t seen yo'
black ass in two weeks. Got me over here missing you like crazy. What's good with that?” said
J ust:ine as she pinched him hard on the shoulder.

. “Oww girl! You know I been busy, and you betta’ stop that shit fo’ T fuck yo' lil” ass
up’ said Nyeim wearing a wide smile as he attempted to rub the pain out of his shoulder.

| “That’s exactly what | want youtodo . . .. Just look at me Daddy. Look at how you got
me. iThis what you do to me,” said Justine as she stepped back and looked down at the stream of
juice:is running down her inner thigh. “You see that? That's the effect you have onme . . ,

Now% when you gone stop bullshitting and come take what's yours?”

: “Well 'm dealing with a full plate right now Baby girl so I can’t make no promises, but
whafl can tell you is it won’t be long and as soon as get some free time it’s gone be spent with
you, éalright?” said Nyeim as he wrapped his hands around Justine’s waist and pulled her close.

| “Alright Daddy. I hope that’s ya* word, ‘cause you know I’ma hold you to that right?”
said Justlne as she looked deep into Nyeim’s eyes,

“Come on Baby girl, don’t I always keep my word?” Nyeim inquired as he began
buttonmg his shirt back up.

“Yeah, so far,” Justine said sarcastically.
f “Alright then . . . now get yo’ lil’ sexy ass back in there fo’ they rob me biind. I got some

busin}:ss to attend to,” said Nyeim as he gave Justine a slight tap on the ass sending her on her
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way?, “And oh yeah, don’t forget to throw me a zone of that shit to the side before they cut it all
up.”

“Don’t worry Daddy. I already got you covered. Once you finish with your meeting it’l]
be up here waiting on you, alright? Now excuse me while | go handle my business,” said Justine
as sﬁe flashed Nyeim a quick smile then spun on her toes and stormed back into the kitchen.
“Alright bitches! The show is over. Chop-chop! Let’s get a move on. We got a tight schedule
to kéep here. Time is money, and for every minute you late that’s a dollar you short.”

“That’s my baby,” Nyeim thought to himself as he shook his head with a smile, then
turnéd off into the dark haliway staircase and made his way down to the basement.

: As soon as Nyeim reached the bottom of the staircase and stepped into the dimly lit
basehlent, he was cordially greeted by nine of his ten block representatives whom upon his
arrivil all briefly rose from the round table at which they were seated and respectfully saluted
him t.he same way loyal troops salute their General, then returned to their seats.

j Encompassing the round table in no particular order was nine of the ten biggest earners in
the ciity of Bad Newz; 19th and Jefferson’s P-zo, 41st and Jefferson’s Moe, 33rd and
Gunémoke’s Fat Kat, 23rd and Chestnut’s Cha-Cha, 19th and Buxton’s Papo, Garden Dr.’s Killa
Kev,E:ZSth and Wiékham’s Roc Doc, 29th and Pine’s Lil” Jay, and last but not least 48th and
Rocl'éester’s Face.

: “What’s good? Everybody straight in here?” said Nyeim referring to anybody being
wired as he stared pass the round table towards the smali minibar in the back of the basement
wheréa Big Hurk was posted up watching over the room.

. “Yeah, I swept the room. Everybody’s clean,” answered Big Hurk.
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“Good,” said Nyeim as he slowly sauntered over to the round table and took a seat letting
out a long deep irritated sigh, “Now where the fuck is that hard headed ass nigga’ Rome at?"

“ldon’t know Ny. He was supposed to be here fifteen minutes ago, but he never showed
up,” said Big Hurk.

“Oh well fuck it then. We just gone have to start this meeting without his ass . . . . Now
as ytill.! all know we’re all gathered here today be’cause . . .” said Nyeim as he was abruptly
interirupted by the loud beep of the house’s interior PA system followed by Justine’s sweet
sedu;:tive voice saying, “Rome here.”

I “Send him down,” said Nyeim as he let out another long deep irritated sigh, then looked
towairds the ceiling in disgust.

Within seconds Rome came rushing down the stairs talking one hundred miles per hour,
“Myéfault Ny. I apologize. 1 got caught up tryna’. ..”

i “Hold up,” said Nyeim as he introduced Rome to the palm of his hand, cutting him off in
mid-ibentence, then motioned for Big Hurk to come over and pat him down.

I “Goddam Ny, it’s like that?” questioned Rome as Big Hurk casually strolled over and
gavei'-him a quick vigorous frisking from head to toe before allowing him to join the others.

; “You Goddam right it’s like that nigga’. Ain’t nothing changed. This standard
procvl._:dure. Who knows where the fuck you been or who the fuck you been with, and with all the
monéy yo’ ass costing me ['d think you’d at least have the decency to be here on time,” Nyeim
ventéd.

“Well that’s just what I was tryna’ explain to you, I got caught up tryna’ find a ride over

here, ‘cause my car got seized the other day when I got arrested,” said Rome.
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“That shit ain’t no Goddam excuse Rome. [ own a fucking cab service with at least ten
cabé on post at all times. You could've easily called over there and got one of my people to pick
youw:up and bring you over here with no problem, but that's neither here nor there. What I want
to khow is what's up with this coke charge I had to bond yo’ ass out for the other day? How the
fuck did that come about?” Nyeim inquired.

“Well I was making a quick run down to the Towers to drop off a package with one of
my Eusties when the police got behind me and pulled me over, talking ‘bout I was speeding and
shitﬂ; Then the next thing you know this muthafxxha’ is asking me to step out the car so he can
search my shit ‘cause he smelled weed,” said Rome looking everywhere but Nyeim’s eyes.

“So was you smoking or what?” Nyeim asked calmly.

“Yeah, but . . .” Rome said nervously as Nyeim cut him off in mid-sentence.

“But what? What the fuck you expect ‘em to do if they smelled weed in ya’ car? Give
you a ticket and tell youto geton . ... Fuck nall, they gone search ya’ shit until they find
somé:thing, and when they do they gone lock yo’ ass up for it. Simple as that,” said Nyeim as his
tem;}er began to rise.

“I apologize Ny. 1 know I fucked up,” satd Rome.

“You know what Rome? 1 ain’t even tryna’ hear that shit. This ain’t ya’ first time
fucking up and nine times outta’ ten it won’t be ya’ last. You can’t help yaself.... You're
carel;ess and you’re sloppy, and to be honest with you . . . I'm tired of paying for ya’ mistakes.
Youfre a captain, one of the easiest, safest positions in the entire organization. All you gotta’ do
is geit the package, give it to ya’ workers and let them do all the running for you. Simple
mat}‘éematics, but apparently even that’s too big a task for you to wrap ya® lil’ brain around. So 1

tell you what . .. since you want to run packages, how ‘bout I make it easier on the both of us.
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th;t’s that boy name from ya® block?” Nyeim said sarcastically as he rubbed his chin appearing
to bé in deep thought.

: “What boy?” Rome asked curiously.

“You know the one, ya' second in command?” said Nyeim.

“Oh yeah, you talking ‘bout Eddie Lo,” Rome responded.

“Yeah Eddie Lo, that’s his name . .. . 1want you to do me a favor, give him a call and
tell 1:1im he just moved up the ladder. I'm promoting him to captain,” said Nyeim.

| “And what about me?” Rome asked nervously.

“And what about you? You want to run packages, don’t you? Well I'm sure if you
play%d fair with Eddie Lo. while he was ya’ second in command he’ll give you a top position
runn:ing packages just like you like. In fact. .. I'll even see to it,” Nyeim said coldly.

“Come on Ny. I got a family and expenses to take care of. You can’t be serious,” Rome
pleac%ed.

} “You Goddam right I'm serious. You lucky I don’t demote yo’ ass to lookout boy
nigg%’. Now go ‘head and call Eddie Lo so you can tell him to come pick up his package . . . and
oh yéah, I need you to do me one more favor after you finish delivering the good news,” said
Nyeiim.

“What’s that?” said Rome as he flipped open his phone and began to call Eddie Lo.

“When you done go *head and excuse yaself. I’m tired of looking at ya’ face,” said
Nyeiin as he waved Rome off nonchalantly, then turned and addressed the rest of the table.
“Nmiw where was [ before I was rudely interrupted . . . oh yeah, now as you all know we’re all
gathéred here today because the birds just landed and once again it’s time to flood the block and

give the streets what they want, any questions?”
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“Yeah. I got one. What’s up with the ticket? Please tell me them numbers done dropped
since the last time we seen you,” said P-zo.

* “You ain’t lying. That twenty-five a brick shit be killing a nigga®. Especially after I
finish paying off all my workers,” Moe seconded.

“Well as far as the ticket is concerned I got some good news and some bad news . . .
whidih_one you want first?” Nyeim asked.

“The bad,” said the entire table in unison.

“Well one thing’s fa’ sho’ and two things fa’ certain, the ticket still hitting at ‘bout seven-
hundréd a zone. But | assure you that once the prices drop for me they’ll most definitely drop for
you t;oo, and if all is well that won’t be long,” said Nyeim.

“So what’s the good news?” said Cha-Cha.,

“Well the good news is instead of the usual thirty-six zones I’m used to hitting y’all with
this l stepped it up to forty-five. That way you can put a lil’ extra money in ya’ pocket for the
upcq_ming holidays. Anymore questions?” said Nyeim as he paused briefly to clear the air.
“Go{)d, now what’s . . .”

“Mmm-hmmm. Pardon me,” Rome said humbly in an attempt to gain Nyeim’s attention.

“Nigga’ you still here. [ thought I told you to be excused ‘bout five minutes ago,” said
Nyeiim as he turned and looked at Rome in disgust.

“Yeah, but [ just wanted to let you know Eddie Lo said he’ll be here shortly,” said Rome.

“Alright, you done?” Nyeim asked coldly.

“Yeah,” said Rome.

| “Well what the fuck you waiting on . . . bounce nigga’. Your services are no longer

need:gd here,” satd Nyeim as he waved Rome towards the door sending him on his way.
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“Goddam Ny, you ain’t got to be so cold. 1 know he fucked up, but Rome still a good
ducie though,” Moe reasoned.

. “That nigga’ knew the rules of engagement and he broke ‘em. so fuck Rome and fuck
ym.;l too if you got a problem with it.” said Nyeim as he drew his chrome .45 from his waistband
andj sat it on the table pointed directly at Moe’s chest.

“Goddamn Ny. You know I ain’t got no problem with you,” Moe pleaded.

“Well I suggest you gone let it go then, ‘cause if my memory serves me correctly if it
wer?en’t for you vouching for this nigga®, saying he was good business, | wouldn't be in this
situfpttion in the first place . . . . Now you got a choice. Either you can play ‘ya position and keep
gett;ing this money with us, or you can do just like that clown ass nigga’ you keep vouching for
and;excuse yaself too. It’s all on you. Either way I don’t give a fuck, ‘cause I’ma still get
morﬁey,” Nyeim said frankly.

: “I'm good where I'm at Ny. Iain’t got no problems,” said Moe.

| “That’s what I figured,” said Nyeim as he grabbed his .45 off the table and slid it back
intoi['his waistband. “Now like I was saying, what’s this I hear ‘bout this nigga’ getting money on
my i)lock outside my authority?”

“Well I got word about the shit the other day from one of the fiends that be running
pacln;tages for me. He say the nigga’ be posted up in the cut on 17th and Jefferson across the
streﬂ;'t from the cab stand on the late night stealing sales that’s on the way to come see my
peofﬁles on 19th,” P-zo explained.

“Who the fuck is this Kat and why am I just hearing ‘bout this shit? How long this shit

beert going on?” Nyeim demanded as he scanned the table with piercing eyes.
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“l ain’t sure. “cause I just found out recently. but what I do know is that the nigga’ name
is Blg and they say he been moving a lot of work on 1 7th, said P-zo.

“You ain’t just say Big did you . . , Big, stocky, brown skin nigga’ with dreads? Drive a
bla¢k Millennium?” Papo inquired.

. “You know I ain’t never seen the nigga’, but that’s the same description they gave me
thoilgh,” said P-zo.

; “Well if it’s the same Big I know then dude just moved out Ridley Circle with his baby
mot@ha Taya ‘bout two weeks ago,” said Papo.

“So what else you know bout this nigga’?” Nyeim asked as he sat back and listened
atte;ptively.

|

“Well one think 1 can tell you fa’ sho’ is the nigga’’s a earner. [ met him up Dresden Dr,
a feéw years back fucking with Keeday and Lil’ Stump when they connect was dry, and he was
copitl’ing a half-a-brick back then. So I can just imagine what he copping now if he ain’t took no
fallf},” said Papo.

: “Word . . . we’ll look, since you know the nigga’ this what [ want you do . . . After Hurk
f'lruih distributing the packages [ want you to lay back and tell him everything you know ‘bout
thisidude so we can get to the bottom of this shit asap, ‘cause ain’t no way in hell this nigga’
gon; take food out my mouth and get away with it,” said Nyeim.

“Don’t worry Ny. I got you,” said Papo.

“With that being said, if there are no further questions this meeting is now adjourned. So
just sit back and Hurk will be distributing the packages shortly. Thanks for your patience,” said
Nyehm as he rose from the table and began making his way towards the stairs.

“What up Ny, you gone?” asked Big Hurk.
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“Yeah. 'm out my nigga’. I gotta” go holla’ at this girl fo' she think I'm tryna” shit on
her.:” said Nyeim.

“You don’t need these, do you?" said Big Hurk as he dug in his pocket and held up
Nyeim’s car keys.

“Nall I'm good. I probably just go ‘head and take a cab so [ can stay low. Besides. I'd
mud:h rather have you take the whip that way you’ll be able to slide around like you want and
ﬁndi out more ‘bout this Kat Big and oh yeah, don’t forget Eddie Lo supposed to be coming
thropgh to pick that up too, alright?” said Nyeim.

| “Say no more,” said Big Hurk.

“Alright my nigga’, I'm out. Y’all be easy,” said Nyeim bidding his final farewells as he

madie his way upstairs to holla’ at Justine before rolling out . , .
| “What’s up Baby girl? You got that ready for me?” said Nyeim as he stepped back into
the t}hick cocaine fumed kitchen.

“Yeah, here you go Daddy,” said Justine as she walked over to Nyeim with a somber
expt‘;cssion on her face and handed him a small rolled up brown paper bag followed by a kiss.
“Yoh sure you can't stay a little while longer Daddy?”

| “Yeah I’'m sure Baby girl! But mark my words, when I get the time it's gone be just me
and 5you, alright?” said Nyeim as he pulled Justine close and gave her one final kiss before
making his way towards the back.door.

“Make sure you be safe out there, alright Daddy?” said Justine.

“Will do,” said Nyeim as he slid out the back door and flipped open his phone to call a

cab
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“Where to Boss.?“ said the driver as Nyeim hopped into the back seat of the Infiniti cab
andi_laid back comfortably against the plush leather interior.

. “Well first I need you to stop at the Arab spot around the corner on 23rd so I can grab
son‘inething right quick. Then I want you to drop me off at the Embassy Suites out Hampton,”
said; Nyeim.

i “I got you Boss. Just sit back and enjoy the ride,” said the driver as he turned the radio to
1 02}}.9 (103 Jamz), then put the car in gear and headed to the store.

! “Pull up and park right there,” said Nyeim as he leaned forward and pointed towards the
sidei of the building where a group of fiends were huddled up begging customers for change as

they exited the store. “Now if you don't mind I need you to run in the stote for me right quick

andicop me a six-pack of Heineken and a box of Trojan Magnums.”
|

“No problem Boss. [ don’t mind. Just give me the money and I got you,” the driver
repl:ied.

I “Here you go and while you at it . . . I need you to do me another solid. You see that
bro%-skinned lady right there wearing the old powder blue sweater and blue jeans?” said
Nyeiim as he dug in his pocket and handed the cabbie a crisp one hundred dollar bill.

: “Yeah [ see her. That's Miss Mary, why? What’s up?” the cabbie inquired.

“Well after you finish in the store I want you to give her the change,” said Nyeim.
“That’s crackhead Mary Boss. You sure you want to do that? You know she ain’t gone
do ngothing but take and spend the money on that shit,” said the cabbie.
“Look if  wanted your opinion on what the fuck to do with my fucking money I

wouild’ve asked you. Now shut the fuck up and do what the fuck I told you to do before you piss
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mp off in this bitch,” said Nyeim as his temper quickly flared and he fought back every demon
withm his body to keep from cracking the cabbie over the top of the head with the butt of his 45.

| “I apologize Boss. I'l] keep my opinions to myself from now on,” said the cabbie as he
svvf:ﬁly exited the vehicle to fulfiil Nyeim's request.

: “Wise man,” said Nyeim as he laid back and watched the group of fiends quickly
sulJ:round the cabbie attempting to put in their bid, asking if they could receive the change when
he exrted the store, while Miss Mary just sat humbly on the sidelines observing it all.

I Within a matter of minutes the cabbie was making his way out the store, through the
crowd of greedy fiends, and over to the peacefully patient Miss Mary whose face held a look of
confus:on as the cabbie handed her close to ninety dollars cash then walked off without saying a
worﬂ Nyeim watched vigilantly as Miss Mary’s eyes curiously followed the cabbie back to his
car, Iand for a brief moment their ¢yes met. Upon recognizing Nyeim’s face Miss Mary’s head
msta}ntly dropped in shame as he suddenly felt an ovcrwhelmmg sense of guilt,

“Here you go Boss. | apologize. I'm sorry if I offended you in any way,” said the cabbije
in all sincerity as he Jumped into the driver’s seat wearing the fear of God written all over his
face and handed Nyeim a small plastic grocery bag containing his requested goods.

- “Don’t worry ‘bout that shit my nigga’, it’s al gravy. Let’s just be out,” said Nyeim as
he dug into his back pocket, pulled out the freshly packaged ounce that Justine had prepared for
him, then untied the bag and shoveled out a small mound of cocaine on the tip of his pinky,
takmg a long deep snort into both nostrils,

| “Say no more. Em bassy Suites here we come,” said the cabbie as he cranked up the engine

and pui]ed off, leaving Nyeim to stare in the rearview mirror with his mind in a deep set trance

watchﬁng Miss Mary’s image grow smaller and smaller until she was no longer in sight . . .
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- “What took you so long? I just knew you would’ve called me a lot sooner. I been
anxiéusly waiting to hear from you ever since I got off work at six,” said Tasha, who was
peering out at the panoramic view of the Newmarket Creek from Nyeim’s top floor suite at the
Embz;ssy Hotel, as she sat her drink down on the conference desk and seductively strutted across
the dilnly lit room over to the bedside wearing nothing but an unbuttoned dark blue state issued
Department of Corrections shirt and a pair of socks.

“I wanted to call you a lil’ earlier so we could hook up, but I fucked around and ended up
with & lot on my plate today that had to be taken care of . . .. Shit, between going to see Pop’s
and ripphlg and running the streets all day tryna’ catch up with my crazy ass sister, it’s been a
rather long day,” said Nyeim as he sat back on the edge of the bed nursing a double shot of
Henngssy Privilege on the rocks, while watching Tasha’s perky little dark brown breast and fully
erect Znipples slowly sway from side to side with each step closer in his direction.

“Icantell. You look kinda tensed . ... Why don’t you just lay back and let me see if I
can l(;osen you up a little bit?” said Tasha quickly cutting to the chase as she seized the drink
from Ins hands and sat it on the nightstand before slowly climbing onto the bed and straddling
his lap like a wild cowgirl pushing him down to the mattress.

. “Be my guest,” said Nyeim as he laid back and let Tasha work her magic.
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“Well I'm glad to be invited," said Tasha in a sensual tone, as she slowly unbuttoned
Nyieim‘s shirt and began planting soft wet kisses from the top of his rock hard chest to the
bol}lom of his supremely sculpted six-pack abs. “You kn&w ever since | first seen you [ knew !
ha(i to have you.”

| “Oh yeah, and when was that?” Nyeim asked curiously as he stared off onto the ceiling.

“It was about a couple years ago. 1 was working the front desk when You came in to see
your father, and if I'm not mistaken you had this older guy with you,” said Tasha as she slowly
unhiookcd Nyeim’s butter soft Gucci belt and proceeded to undo his pants.

. “Yeah, that probably was my Uncle Frankie you talking ‘bout, but what [ want to know is
if you had a thing for me a couple years ago why I’'m just finding out about it now? You -
couid’ve said something as much as I come up there,” said Nyeim as he felt his pants slowly slip
froqé'i under his waist down to his thighs.

“I know, and I was going to. In fact, | was actually waiting for you to leave that day so 1
couid slide you my info on your way out, but by the time your visit was over my supervisor had
already moved me to another post. And after that I didn’t see you again until today, but when I
did I knew it won’t no way in hell [ was gone let you get away from me twice, and now that I got
you [ plant to make up for lost time,” said Tasha as she gently caressed Nyeim’s semi-hard cock
throﬁgh the silky fabric of his boxers causing it to grow longer and harder with each stroke.

“Is that s0?” said Nyeim as his sexual desire became more and more intense by the ‘
minute.

“Yeah, just wait and see,” said Tasha as she reached into the slit of Nyeim’s boxers and
pullfid out his big black dick then commenced to wrapping her soft wet succulent lips around the

headiof his shaft, sucking it like a sweet dark chocolate Tootsie Pop.
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}- “Uhhh,” said Nyeim bellowing out a loud, deep animalistic moan as Tasha began to

sloiwly engulf the length of his rock hard cock within the hot steamy swells of her jaws, sending

hisimind into a state of pure ecstasy.

“You like that Daddy?” Tasha asked seductively as she glanced up wearing a sinister
smi;le enjoying the look of passion on Nyeim’s face as she slowly paraded the tip of her tongue
aroynd the head of his swollen cock then quickly swallowed him whole once more and began
bobibmg up and down intensely, sucking him off hard and strong,

I Nyeim was truly at a loss for words as Tasha ravished his dick unmercifully, so much so
that ;'his only recourse to keep from convulsing off the edge of the bed was to grip the back of her
heac_ tightly as if holding on for dear life.

! “That’s right Daddy. Give me that phat dick,” Tasha said aggressivel y without gagging
as sﬁe felt Nyeim’s strong manly hands tense up on the back of her scalp, guiding her into each
stroke as he began to forcefully thrust himself deeper and deeper into the innermost depths of her
hot, ;wet, sultry mouth.

l " “Uhhh . .. Damn baby. Don’t stop!” Nyeim groaned as Tasha brought him closer and
closér to climax.

' “That’s right Daddy. I want you to cum right in my mouth. Let me taste that shit,” Tasha
purrdid. as she felt Nyeim’s body begin to stiffen up slightly and within mere strokes all she could
hear iWas the loud sound of his deep baritone voice moaning. “[...'m cumming. Baby don’t

stop,T as he came long and hard, spurting a thick, creamy stream of cum right down the back of

Tash:i’s throat in a fit of heated sexual passion.
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“Ummm. ... That's right Daddy. Give me all that shit.” said Tasha as she wrapped her
soft supple hands around Nyeim's semi-hard shaft and slowly stroked it from top to bottom then
back again, milking his dick bone dry as she savored every last flavorful drop.

. “Damn Boo, you know a lil’ something, don’t you?” sﬁid Nyeim as he lay stretched out
corﬁfortably on the bed attempting to regain his composure.

“Oh, if you think that’s something just wait and see what [ o got in store for you next
Daddy, Tasha boasted as she slowly rose from the bed and helped Nyeim out of his clothes.

 “Oh yeah, it’s like that Boo?” said Nyeim as he was abruptly interrupted by the muffled
vibrklting buzz of his cell phone. “Hold on ma. Give me a second. Let me check this phone
rlght quick,” sald Nyeim as he reached under the pillow and qunckly retrieved his phone so that
he could check the caller I. D

Upon recognizing his childhood sweetheart Destiny’s name and number on the L.D., he
imn’iediately sat up and said, “[ think I need to take , . .”

; “Shhh ... don’t worry about that Daddy. You got all day to worry about calls. Right
nowlit’s alt about me and you,” said Tasha as she gently slid the phone out of Nyeim’s hand,
tumcd it off, then tossed it to the side before slowly climbing back onto the bed and straddling
his \?Vaistline while arching her back and guiding his long thick shaft deep into the hot, wet
orifige of her love.

| “Uhhhh,” Nyeim quietly moaned savoring the sweet sensation of Tasha’s lovemaking as
his eiryes curiously wandered from his cell phone to the fresh unopened box of condoms on the
nigh@stand before finally thinking to himself, “Fuck it,” and closed his ¢yes going with the

flow.. ..
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CHAPTER 6

“Hey Daddy. How you doing? You enjoy yourself last night?” said Tasha happy to see
Nyeﬁn finally awake as she cheerfully emerged from the bathroom and seductwely strutted over
to thle bedside still soaking wet, head to toe, from the long hot shower she’d just taken.

L “Yeah, | had a good time last night ma. How ‘bout yaself?” said Nyeim as he sat on the
-edge} of the bed casually scrolling through the many text messages recorded in his phone from
the ri:ight before.

- “I must admit last night was truly a night to be remembered if I say so myself. . ., Woo,
you 1%Jut something tough on this pussy Daddy. I can’t even begin to recall the last time [ had
soméb'ody give it to me like that!” Tasha exclaimed as é quick chill ran down her spine from the
merqi thought of last nighfs sexual escapade,

. “Don’t worry ma, it’s 2 whole lot more where that came from,” said Nyeim as he closed
his phone then wrapped his arms around Tasha’s petite little waist and quickly wrestled her
dowﬂf to the bed with ease.

“Uhhh . ... That'sright Daddy. Give itto me rough. [ love it when a man takes what he
want%,” satd Tasha as she stretched out on the bed with her legs cocked wide open showing no

signsfof resistance,
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Then just as Nyeim descended upon the bed and mounted Tasha’s slippery, smooth, dark
chocolate complexioned frame, slowly caressing the head of his dick up and down the hot, wet,
cregpmy crevice of her plump pussy lips, his phone began to vibrate endlessly; quickly breaking
hisitrain of thought as he glanced over and immediately recognized Big Hurk’s name and
number on the caller 1.D.

“Damn ma. 1 apologize, but I really gotta’ take this cail,” said Nyeim looking deep into
Tasha’s eyes with a mild look of disappointment on his face as he abruptly stopped right in mid-
strdke, then reached over and grabbed his phone.

“No Daddy, no. Please don’t stop, please. I'm begging you,” Tasha whined seductively,
pok:ing her lips out in a child-like fashion as Nyeim slowly slipped from her grasp and rose to his
feet?, leaving her sprawled out on the bed hungry for more.

“What up my nig’? Tell me something good,” said Nyeim as he flipped open his phone
therli walked over to the full length window and peered out at the beautiful panoramic view of the
li gh:tly fog covered Newmarket Creek.

~ “I got that information you wanted on ol’ boy that we talked about yesterday,” said Big
Hurli{.
I “Oh yeah. ... Shit, that’s good money. How soon can you be here?” Nyeim inquired,

“Well that all depends,” Big Hurk said calmly.

“Depends on what?” Nyeim asked.

“It depends on where the fuck you at dumb ass. You act like I got a Goddam GPS
tracking system on ya’ ass or some shit,” said Big Hurk as he burst into laughter,

“My fault my nig’. I must be still half asleep,” said Nyeim as he rubbed his head wearing

a silly smile. “I’'m over here at the Embassy Suites out Hampton near the Coliseum.”
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"Il be there in a short. Meet me out front in *bout ten minutes.” said Big Hurk.
' “You know what . . .” said Nyeim as he thought to himself for a second then glanced
back over his shoulder at Tasha who was busy spreading her freshly shaven plump pussy lips
apah with one hand while gently caressing her creamy, wet corpulent clit with the other, “You
mi ght wanna make that twenty-minutes."
"l got you my nig. I'll see you when I get there, one.” said Big Hurk.

“One,” Nyeim replied in return as he flipped his phone shut and wasted no time getting

straight to business . . .
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