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Prologue

 


In a dimly lit alley, a woman in her
mid-twenties ran terrified for her life. Although she didn’t see
the criminals following her, she knew they were there, somewhere
cloaked within the fog rising from the cooling streets.

She came to a street and briefly stopped.
‘Which way should she go?’ Instead of running down the
street near her, she felt she had a better chance going down the
alley facing her.

The alley veered sharply to her left then turned out
to be a dead end. Whirling about to go back, her path was suddenly
blocked by three male figures.

The one in the middle stepped forward, trying to
calm her frantic state. "There's no where to go. I don't want to
hurt you, baby girl. I want what's best for all of us."

"What's best for you is to leave me the hell
alone!" she screamed, grabbing a steel rod off the ground. Wildly,
she swung the pipe around trying desperately to keep the shadows at
a distance. “Stay away from me!”

One could tell she was terrified, but she
had a right to be since one of these figures was a very powerful
heroin dealer on the Westside of Detroit. He had connections so
high in the city; her life meant absolutely nothing to him.

"Why don't you just assure us you'll keep
your mouth closed?" the second figure said calmly.

"You killed Pete and now you're going to
kill me. I don't know anything! I don't know anything! I swear!"
She was crying hysterically.

The first man spoke trying to pacify her.
"Baby girl, why would I hurt you?"

She shook her head so very confused.

"Let me get you a line. Look at you, you're
shaking." He pulled out a gold case and waved it in front of her
eyes.

She looked down at her hands. He was right,
but that was the last thing she needed. "I can't, not since Pete, I
can't." Her voice was strained and desperate. "Leave me be. I
didn't say anything to anybody, I swear."

The second person looked back at the third
figure that stood further back from the trio seeking a sign as to
how they should proceed. When the third man shook his head, the
woman knew they weren't going to let her live. She swiped at the
second one, and the blow struck home slashing the figure’s side
with the sharp end of the rod…drawing blood.

Without a second thought, the middle figure pulled
its weapon and fired. The bullet struck the woman dead center of
her forehead sending her flailing back upon the ground with her
eyes wide opened and looking up at the sky in horror.

The first guy cursed looking back at the
second figure that still had the smoking gun clinched within gloved
hands. He knelt down to the woman and pulled out a full syringe,
which they had intended to use on her anyways, and injected the
serum.

"You shouldn't have done that. It just makes
my job harder,” the first cursed while looking back at the second
and third figures, as they walked away. Most likely they were
trying to get as far away from the mess as possible and also tend
to the wound “baby girl” had inflicted on the second offender.

 



Chapter 1

 


The room was somber as a soloist stood to
sing "Amazing Grace." The only family member at the funeral
sat in front with no expression on his face. His sister lay in the
coffin dead. Since she killed herself with a bullet to the
face.

His best friend, Jackson, nudged him with an
elbow indicating someone had come that definitely deserved his
attention.

"Jode," was all Jackson said, but that was
all Red Heart needed to know before his own heart began to race. He
didn't turn around to see where she was, but he had a feeling she
was sitting in the back. What kind of best friend doesn’t show up
until the last minute? He had to wonder.

Just as the solo was ending, he could smell
the sweetest berries on his nostrils as a black suit passed him.
She didn't stop until she was at the coffin where she lowered her
head and did what seemed like deep pray.

An usher was about to go to her, but Red put
his hand up to stop the usher and stood up.

Jackson grabbed his arm, "She could still be
crazy, you know."

Red rolled his crimson-brown eyes
heavenwards and gathered himself. He hadn't spoken to her in years
and seeing her now brought back "things" inside him that he could
never explain. Yes, she was Kasey's best friend, but he did get to
know her a little before his stepfather sent him away to military
school.

Gently, he touched her arm and was surprised to see
her jerk away from his touch as if he were poison.

"You knew she had a problem, why didn't you
stop her sooner?" she seethed, glaring at him with her beautiful
light grey-greenish eyes.

"Weren't you her friend?" he threw back at
her.

"I was only her support system. She listened
to her big brother. But you were never one to give a damn about
anyone but yourself, were you Stephen?"

He started to speak, but she turned her back
to him.

Her tone wasn't so vicious. "I blame myself
too."

He felt like an ass. Jode was the kindest, caring
person he had ever met. She had always been like that.

"Was it instant?" she questioned not meeting
his eyes again. "Did she suffer?"

"No, the drugs she took before taking her
life made it painless," he said repeating what the investigators
had assumed.

A sob racked her body. He wanted to throw
his arms around her, but everybody knew that wasn't in Stephen's
nature. Jode was different though. She made him want to do things
he would never imagine doing.

He knew this was a tense moment for the
entire room. They were all waiting to see what the two of them
would say to each other.

"Are you coming to the dinner afterward?" he
questioned.

"Why? None of these people were my
friends."

"I'd like to talk more."

Her eyes were filled with tears when she
turned from the casket. "We have nothing to talk about." As quickly
as she’d come, she left.

Jackson stood beside him. "She's not even staying
for the full service?"

Stephen shook his head and sat down. Damn
Jode Price. Every time she came around him he could not think
rationally.

###

Jode made it to her blue Mercedes Benz
before she completely broke down to cry. The news had completely
shocked her. Just a week ago Kasey had promised to check herself
into a rehabilitation clinic. Jode had gone with her to fill out
the paperwork.

“I just have to take care of a few things
before I stay, Jode. Things Pete needed me to close up and things
I, myself, have to do as well. When those things are cleared up, I
swear I'll tell you what made me come to this decision. I need to
get a clear head and mind before I can even speak about what
happened." Those were Kasey’s exact words.

Driving over to Kasey's apartment, she used
her back up key to gain access to the residence. The place was
oddly neat and Jode was positive someone had cleaned it. Kasey was
never a neat person, but she wasn't sloppy either. This place was
too spotless for Kasey's style.

Going into the bedroom, she saw Kasey had pulled out
some old suitcases. The dust film still clung to the surfaces, yet
the fact that they had not been opened meant Kasey had not started
packing. Had she changed her mind about going to rehab, like
everyone believed she had?

Jode refused to believe that. Kasey sounded
too sincere. They’d been friends since they were in Kindergarten
walking to school together and if she had to say so herself, they
knew each other all too well.

Kasey was not a ‘cry wolf’ kind of person,
especially to Jode. If Kasey had changed her mind, maybe she’d left
something behind conveying that. Jode started looking around the
place for something, anything that would be in Kasey's style of
variation. She never found one shred of deviation. This worried
Jode. Maybe Kasey would have taken it with her. It could be one of
the articles found on her body.

Unfortunately, Stephen would know where those items
were and Jode would eventually have to speak with him again
regarding those items.

A chill passed down her spine at the thought
of actually trying to be civil with her childhood bully. A lot of
people, even Kasey said, Stephen had changed since coming out the
military. Jode still had nightmares about the bullying he had
inflicted on her when she was a child, horrible things…things she
dared not tell to anyone…not even Kasey.

Yet, Jode had to know what had gone wrong.
Why would Kasey all of a sudden go out of her way to stop her drug
habit to only die of an overdose shortly afterwards? It did not add
up and Jode would not stop until she found out the truth.

 



Chapter 2

 


Looking at the paper again for the correct
directions, he put the car in park not believing where he was - in
the middle of a very nice townhouse area of Southfield, a suburb
just outside of Detroit. He walked pass the blue Mercedes parked in
the driveway and ran his hand along the perfect corners of the
vehicle. In all his life, he had never known anyone who could just
walk into a car lot and pay for a car, but he remembered Kasey
telling him how Jode strode into some dealership and pointed out
the blue Mercedes. When the salesman asked if she would be leasing
the vehicle, Jode promptly wrote out a check for the full amount of
the car and drove it off the showroom floor the same day. Kasey
thought it was hilarious, but he thought Jode was being a
showoff.

She opened the door before he knocked. Today, she
was dressed rather casual in some khaki's and a Detroit Tigers
shirt. Her ear length hair was pulled up in a loose wrap with
ringlets of curls coming out around the edges. He could feel those
deep grey/green eyes examining him just as he was examining
her.

Was she still scared of him? He wondered.
Jode had grown into a beautiful woman from the skinny, mouthful of
braces, pimply faced, knock-kneed stick leg girl she once was. He
remembered by her last year of junior high she had acne so bad, she
looked more red than caramel, but as he looked at the heart shaped
face now, he could not find one blotchy flaw on her smooth honeyed
light skin. Along with her pictorial face, she was no longer short
and she had a nice body to match. Standing at an impressive five
foot eight, Steven found his eyes easily drawn to her.

"Did you have trouble finding the place?"
she asked, forcing a welcoming smile when he knew better.

The hint of berries touched his nostrils and
his mind swirled at what she was wearing underneath those clothes.
"No, you gave pretty good instructions."

She moved out the way stiffly, "Welcome to
my casa, Stephen."

He smirked to himself. Jode was the only one
who called him “Stephen.” She had a lisp when she was younger and
after three years of speech therapy and with a lot of hard work the
speech impediment had mostly disappeared. She still sounded as if
she was calling him Stephen (with the f clearly pronounced), while
everyone else called him "Red," which was his nickname.

"Pretty nice, for a popsicle stick, Jode,"
he said turning around to face her after she’d let him in.

After closing the door, she faced him,
looking ill at eased and he noticed she even inched around him, in
passing.

She still feared him, he surmised to
himself

Guiding him into the front room, she already
had the coffee hot and waiting for them. She offered him a cup, but
he refused while taking a seat on the pastel colored couch. "What
do you want, Jode that you didn't want to discuss over the
phone?"

"I didn't want to discuss it over the phone,
because I felt it was something I needed to discuss with you in
person. When were the last time you spoken with Kasey?"

"Before she committed suicide? Two days
before. She seemed distant and she was shaking. I figured she was
just pining." As if he were defending himself, he said, "I told her
several times to stay away from that shit, but you know…Kasey did
whatever she thought was cool and fun. I just figured she needed a
hit, so when she asked me for some money, I told her to bug off, of
course. I wasn't going to contribute to her habit."

Jode frowned. "Why would she need money when
I loaned her seven hundred a week ago?"

"You gave her that amount of money?"

"Why wouldn't I?"

"Are you crazy? She was a drug addict, Jode.
I think any fool would know where that money went."

Jode didn’t show the hurt she felt for his
cruel words, but Stephen was always opening his mouth without
caring what it did to the other person.

"She didn't use it for drugs,” Jode
defended. “She must have used it for something else, but what else
could she have used it for?"

The question was rhetorical by the way her
eyes were drifting beyond him
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