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A Love Letter to My Readers

*Anniversary Edition* 
To every single reader—whether you’ve been with me since the very beginning, found me somewhere in the middle, or just cracked open your first Anjela Day book—I want to say thank you. 
This anniversary edition is a celebration of the love, support, and loyalty you’ve shown me over the years. While this version includes a few added entries to mark the moment, the story itself remains untouched. No rewrites. No watered-down edits. It’s just as raw, real, and bold as the day I first released it. 
I’m so grateful for every message, every review, every repost, and every conversation about these characters I’ve poured my heart into. You’ve allowed me to live my dream—to write freely and passionately—and I never take that for granted. 
I love what I do. And as long as you keep reading, I’ll keep telling stories that move you, shake you, and stay with you. 
With all my heart, 
Anjela Day 
© Anjela Day. All rights reserved.
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Trigger Warning

(aka: Don’t say I didn’t warn you) 
Listen, this is fiction—and while it’s meant to entertain, it might stir up some real feelings. Some scenes hit harder than others, depending on what you’ve lived, seen, or survived. If you're sensitive to certain topics, take a deep breath before diving in. 
Possible triggers include, but are not limited to: 
• Gang violence 
• Cheating and side-chick chronicles 
• Grown folks fighting (and sometimes kids getting caught in grown folks’ mess) 
• Murder, mayhem, and revenge 
• Abuse—emotional, physical, and everything in between 
• Sexual assault, including rape 
Basically, this ain’t light reading. It’s layered. It’s raw. It might make you laugh, cry, clutch your pearls, or slam the book shut. And that’s okay. 
Protect your peace. If you need a break, take one. If it’s not for you, that’s cool too. Just know... I told you. 
— Anjela Day 
© Anjela Day. All rights reserved.
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This book is dedicated to Martez, Long Live Da Reaper Forever 23. 
Though you are gone, you will never be forgotten. 
May 5, 2025, will forever be the day I lost a piece of my heart. 
https://youtu.be/3mxz4AcC1BQ?si=GPYxvVZhIeZ1xq61
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Deuce 

I’ve always lived in the shadows, hidden in the darkness of someone else’s light. But I was born to shine. My bloodline is Alton—that means power. It’s rooted in my soul, coursing through my veins. Ain’t no nigga on God’s green earth gonna tell me different. I’m that nigga. No ifs, ands, or buts about it.

I’ve faced hurdles, fought my way to the top. But I’m determined: I’ll be second to no man, not even my father. My mother may have given me my father’s name, but I’ll die my own man—even if I have to kill everyone in my family to prove it.
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Italy  

Maybe if my father stuck around, or my mother loved me more. Maybe if  my skin was flawless coffee colored like my sister, or I was athletic like my brother I’d be the apple of her eye. Maybe if... if... my eyes were like hers or my lips stayed close. Maybe ain’t never enough 
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Chapter 1 :  When Doves Cry ...
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Deuce 

I laid in my bed staring at the ceiling. Her tears wouldn’t let me sleep. I sat up on the edge of my bed, And exhaled a deep breath. It was more than frustration that was heavy in my spirit. I could hear her, pain and even though she was three doors down. I could sense something was wrong. The walls weren’t thin, and she wasn’t loud; it was just that she did it so often lately, I could feel it in my soul. I ran my hands through my hair and slipped on a second pair of basketball shorts. 
Quietly, I crept down to my mother’s bedroom. I stood in her door and watched as she tortured herself. She was looking at a picture of my father. What looked like hand written letters , and a few other things that was cluttered in her large bed. My Pop's had been locked up since I was nine or ten years old. According to my Dukes, he had at least five years left on his bid. I know it must have been awful for my mother to love a man so much that she was willing to wait ten years for him to be released. As I was about to close her door, I heard her whisper to the image she was staring at so intently.
"Carri, now what?" she asked my father's photo, as if she expected an answer. 

"Hey, ma, you ok?" I asked as I entered her bedroom. She jumped at the sight of me. She hurriedly pushed the picture to the opposite side of the bed and wiped her eyes. I went over to my mother's bed and sat next to her. I immediately noticed a slew of papers that were all stamped "past due." I took one of the papers and studied it briefly.  That was before my mother yanked it away.

"Ma', are we gona lose our house?" I whispered as I gazed into her eyes. She showed no fear so neither could I. Honestly I was scared shitless. The thought of everything my mother worked for taken away was fucked up.

My mothers looked up at me. Her beautiful diamond cut eyes were red and full of worry 
“No, Sacario!” she snapped her voice elevated and shaky at the same time. That wasn’t what choked me up. It was the name she’d called me.  SACARIO! That was my fathers name, a forbidden word in our home. I’d always only been called Deuce or D. so to hear her say my birth name, my heart crashed. 

I sat on the side of my mother and rested her head on me.  I ran my fingers through my mother’s long jet black hair and in that second I knew I had to step out of my father’s shadow and into his shoes. I ran my fingers through my mother's long, jet-black hair and realized that it was time for me to step out of my father's shadow and into his shoes.

"We're good, Ma; we’re going to be alright." Despite the authority in my voice, it felt impossible to reassure my mother that everything would be okay. I could tell my words weren't what she longed to hear.

"Do you miss him, Ma?" That was undoubtedly the worst question I had ever asked. Her entire world seemed to collapse around her. Yet, it was the only thing I could think of that might elicit a response from her.

"Sometimes, but I'm okay, baby, I promise," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

In one fluid motion, my mother turned and gently used my ears to tilt my head so she could reach the top of it. She planted a tender kiss on my forehead before rising to her feet, leaving me on her bed with my thoughts racing. I heard the door click shut, and just moments later, my mother was sobbing once more. I absorbed the moment, aware that I couldn't mend my mother's heart, yet I also realized that I would never allow someone to hold such power over me that I felt empty in their absence. 
*** 
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The next morning, my mind was solely focused on money. I wasn't sure how I would manage it, but I was determined to ensure that my mom wouldn't lose the house she had worked tirelessly to obtain. I wanted to reach out to my uncles. Lee, and O had always had my back. Ever since pop’s got locked up my mother had been keeping her distance, and my loyalty had to lie with her. 
I had my strategy all mapped out in my mind and was certain that it would only take a little push to set it into motion. I quietly made my way down the stairs, hoping to slip out before my mom woke up. However, when I reached the bottom, I froze in disbelief upon spotting my mother sitting in the living room with a man I had never seen before. 
It was clear that my mother knew this man. The way he held her made me feel like it was more than just friends. The way he looked at her as if he’d fuck her right there in that very spot. The way he touched her made my skin crawl. He stared into her eyes and ran his hands through her hair. It was the kiss on the forehead that made me sick. I had to do a double take, watching as this man's hands invaded my mother's body. Just yesterday, she was crying over my pops now here she was in the arms of another nigga. It’s fucked up, I guess you can’t trust women, not even your mother. 
This Shit left me shook. I had two options. Sit in my own misery, or stand up and be the man I that i could look at in the mirror. I dusted myself off and went out. I still had a schedule to stick to, and I couldn't let this distract me. When I got outdoors, I noticed a green Jaguar with gold flakes parked in front of me. The automobile was too showy. It was the type of car you'd see, and you'd immediately recognize the person driving it. I needed to shake my mind. It was at that moment that I realized who ol' buddy was.
Smooth Marks, he had been a well-known pimp from Flint. He became infamous for his

Money, green vehicles, and outrageously flamboyant clothing. A portion of my soul died instantly. The thought of my mother whoring herself to put food on the table made me nauseous.

After taking in what I had just seen, I went to my nigga Jay's house to say hi to his father. Money was cool, nigga. He was focused on his paper, and I respected that.

"What up, little Killa!"

He smirked as soon as he spotted me. He ran his fingers across his beard. I could tell he was attempting to read me before I sat down.  I took a seat at the kitchen table, just across from him. Leaning backward on the two back legs, I looked for the guts to tell him why I was there. I had this complex idea in my thoughts, but when I sat down, the words were lost.

"What's up, Money!" I managed to say. Trying to calm my nerves.

"What can I do for you, kid?" He inquired as he reclined back in his chair, rubbing his beard as if he knew the answer before I did. A part of me did not want to put my family's business on the street. I didn't want to tell the man who disliked my father more than fire despised water. I sighed, taking in my surroundings. "It's like this Money. " I am a grown man."

"Little nigga, you high? You fuckin got to be.?" He answered his question before I had a chance to speak. He even started to laugh like I had told a joke.

"Ain't no fuckin` way you telling me at fifteen you on your shit? That your young ass is running something? Get the fuck outta here."

"Last I checked, age ain’t got nothing to do with being an adult. My dad told me to be a man you got to stand on your word. Niggas only respect two things: loyalty and power. Not to mention I got a lot of obligations and responsibilities." 

Money wasn’t  buying shit that I spit. His head was cocked to the side like nodded at me. Suddenly he stood up from his seat. not giving me a second glance Money approached a cabinet and took out a large alcohol bottle and two glasses.  He cleaned the glasses and returned to the table.

"You grown, huh?" I'm sure the question was rhetorical, since before I could respond, he poured two glasses of Hennessy. He set a glass in front of me and studied me intently. I'd never drank anything stronger than beer, but if this was what he needed to see, I lifted the cup and drank the bitter beverage. I restrained the need to express emotion as the hot acidic liquid hit my belly. I forcefully slammed the whisky glass on the table, hoping to grab Money's attention. It dawned on me that regardless of what I said. He only perceived me as little Killa. That isn't who I am.  Deuce, the son of my father, yet I was not him. I rose to my feet, facing Money's direct eye contact.  I had already surpassed his height, standing at 6'4". I looked directly into his eyes, wanting him to understand that even though I had light-colored eyes and curly hair, there was no Bitch in me.
I stood up so that we were face-to-face. Fifteen, I was already taller than him, standing at 6'4". I stared straight into his eyes, making it clear that just because I had light eyes and curly hair, there wasn’t a hint of bitch in me.
“Look, Hoss, I know you and my pops don’t see eye to eye on a lot of shit, but that beef ain’t got nothin’ to do with me. I’m the nigga carrying his name on my back. That means I already own the streets. Ain’t nobody out here getting bank like Alton
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