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    Chapter 1


    Law enforcement swarmed the hotel parking lot. Patrolmen, homicide detectives and even members of the F.B.I. were investigating the suicide of Sasha Anderson.


    The hotel room was roped off with yellow Do Not Enter tape and Black had just witnessed Sasha's body being zipped into a body bag.


    A homicide detective named Green read and studied the suicide note before zip-locking it in with the rest of the evidence. Green was a middle-aged black man with graying hair and a thick mustache. He was a short man with large feet that looked awkward for his stature.


    Black recognized Green from when he had been brought downtown for questioning on the triple homicide. Green was investigating another murder and he was in the interrogation room beside the room Black had been in. He didn't seem to remember Black.


    Green called Black outside and began to ask the same questions repeatedly. "What is your name? How do you know Sasha? Were you her boyfriend? How long did the two of you know each other? Were y'all romantically involved? Did she have any reason to kill herself? How did you find her? What time did you find her? Did you call the police as soon as you found her? Have you ever been charged with a crime?"


    He didn't want to answer that last question but he knew that it was just a matter of time before they found out that he had been charged with crimes.


    One of the detectives came back after running his name thought the NCIC database and said, "Mr. Massey, you have quite a lengthy arrest record."


    "I do, but I ain't killed her. I loved her."


    The man eyed Black skeptically.


    After another hour of interrogation, the police hauled him down to the station for further debriefing. The media had shown up but Black refused to answer any questions. It was two a.m. when he was finally released.


    * * * * *


    The warm air hummed through the vent of TeTe's Jaguar. TeTe's head was wrapped in a navy blue silk scarf and she wore matching silk pajamas and house slippers. She'd been in bed when she got the call from Black. She was parked in an empty parking lot across from the jail. He climbed into her car and they rode for about two minutes in silence before she said, "So do you want to tell me what all of this is about?"


    "A friend of mine…committed suicide."


    "Wonder what made him do that? Things must have been really bad, huh?"


    "What made her do that?"


    "It was a bitch?"


    TeTe whipped into a B.P. gas station and parked.


    Black said, "Can you bring me a Gatorade?"


    "I ain't no Gatorade-fetcher. Get your own Gatorade. I ain't getting out of the car."


    "What the hell is your problem? How are you going to flip on me that fast?"


    She turned the ignition off. "You wanna tell me how you know this bitch?"


    "Huh? What?" Black turned the heat off in the car because he was roasting.


    "Your little crazy friend that killed herself."


    "I know you're not serious."


    He made eye contact with TeTe. She crossed her arms. Her bottom lip poked out. "How did you meet her?"


    There was a long silence. TeTe crossed her arms and said, "Just as I thought. You were fucking her."


    Black sighed and said, "Look, I don't want to argue. I ain't in the mood for arguing and I damn sure don't feel like answering a whole lot of questions."


    She fired up the ignition and said, "So, where do you want me to take you? I can take you to your baby mama's house if you want me to."


    Black looked at her with pleading eyes and said, "I need to crash at your spot tonight."


    "Where is your car?"


    Black was trying to think of a lie. A story that made sense to her about why his car was still at the hotel. It was time to be honest. "Turn the car off."


    After she deaded the ignition, Black spent the next ten minutes informing her about his history with Sasha. He admitted that he was once her lover and that they were business partners and that she was the mayor of Atlanta's daughter. He told her how she had been hiding out in a hotel. How she had been molested and how the mayor was accepting bribes. He told her about Sasha deciding to work as a CI for the F.B.I.


    "So, basically, you made it your job to try to rescue this emotionally damaged ho'?"


    "If that's what you want to call it."


    "That's what I wanna call it. And not only was she emotionally damaged, she was a snitch."


    "I know you don't understand."


    "So when is the last time you fucked her, Black?"


    "I don't know."


    Her eyes narrowed. "Were you fucking her since you've been fucking me?"


    "I don't know."


    "You know what? Get the fuck out."


    "Where am I gonna go?"


    "Leave."


    "Listen to me."


    "I don't want to hear this shit, Black!" She pressed down on the horn nonstop and several patrons of the store were looking in their direction.


    "Get the fuck out, Black, or I'm going to scream. I'll scream rape and your black ass will go back to jail!"


    He yanked her arm and she tried unsuccessfully to break free.


    "Look, I don't have a car or a cell phone and it's three in the morning." His phone was in the trunk of the car at the hotel. Before he called the police, he had stashed it in the trunk and used the room phone to dial 911 because he knew there were going to be lots of questions about the suicide and he was right.


    TeTe swung her fist and hit Black with a flurry of punches in his chest and shoulder. "I hate your ass so much right now. I knew I should have followed my gut and my gut was telling me that you ain't shit."


    Black grabbed her hands and held her and she said, "You black motherfucker."


    TeTe pressed down on the horn again. A wanna-be-hero white man, skinny with spectacles and a beard approached the car.


    "Is everything okay, ma'am?"


    Black said, "Everything is fine."


    The hero had his cell phone in his hand and was about to dial 911. "I wanna hear her say it or I'm calling the police."


    TeTe was now calm. She said, "I'm fine, sir. Thanks for your concern."


    "I'm sorry, babe. I swear I'm sorry."


    "Sorry for what? You told me that you didn't do anything with her while you were with me."


    "I don't know, babe, and that's the truth. I've been in and out of jails and hospitals. One of my best friends got murdered. Days are running in to each other."


    His eyes were serious and she wanted to believe him and though she didn't want to admit it, her heart was already with him. She loved him. She had fucked Eli a few days ago, but Eli was not the kind of man that Black was. Black was the kind of man that she was used to. She had fallen for him and she hated herself for that.


    "I need you and I don't have anyone I can depend on."


    He leaned toward her and she blinked as they locked lips. He slid his hand into her bra and cupped her breast. Her nipple was now alive and her mind wanted to tell him to get the fuck out the car but she was aroused.


    He rested his head on her shoulder. His beard stubble brushed against her face. He nibbled her earlobe as he whispered, "I love you, TeTe."


    She found herself ignoring the voices in her head that told her he was full of shit and said, "I love you, baby! I love you so much and I'll help in any way I can." She buttoned up her shirt and said, "Let's wait until we get home. We can't do it here." She fired up the Jaguar and they darted out of the parking lot.


    * * * * *


    Meeka came to the door wearing a robe and sipping on a forty ounce of Colt 45. She was surprised to look through the peephole and see her sister standing in front of the door. She opened the door but blocked Starr from entering.


    "Meeka, can I come in?" Starr asked.


    Meeka took a swig from her forty and said, "I'm surprised that you took time away from your charmed life to come to the hood."


    "I'm sorry things went wrong the last time that I saw you."


    Starr hadn't spoken to her sister since the day that Meeka had embarrassed her in front of Q.


    "Why are you here?"


    "DeMontre."


    "What about DeMontre?"


    "Have you seen him?"


    "I told him and DeVante to get the fuck out of my house. I know you know that."


    "They didn't tell me. I need to tell you something really important."


    Meeka stepped aside and led Starr into the kitchen. Music blared through a Bluetooth speaker that was connected to her phone.


    Starr plopped down in a chair at the kitchen table and Meeka said, "I would offer you something to drink but I know you don't drink malt liquor."


    "Meeka, would you cut the bullshit out. You know that I don't think I'm better than you. I love you, girl."


    "You don't act like it." Tears formed in Meeka's eyes. Starr came to the other side of the table and tried to embrace her.


    "What's wrong?"


    Meeka looked at her with icy eyes and said, "Don't try to hug me. Like you're ashamed of me or something."


    "I'm sorry if you feel that way. I didn't know you felt like that."


    "You hurt my feelings, Starr."


    "Well, you were embarrassing me. Saying that Q was my sugar daddy and all of that. How do you think that made me feel?"


    "You know I was only joking. You know how I am."


    Starr embraced Meeka and this time she didn't resist.


    "I'm okay." Meeka dried her eyes and said, "This is embarrassing. I'm in here acting like a big-ass baby. Let me get myself together."


    "You're my big sister and I love you."


    Meeka twisted the top on the forty and stashed it back in the fridge then returned to her seat. She said, "So, you were saying something about my son?"


    "He took some drugs from Q."


    "How much?"


    "A lot."


    "How much is a lot?"


    "A few ki's."


    "What?"


    "Yeah."


    "I'm going to kill that motherfucker when I see him." Meeka made her way back over to the fridge and seized the forty again. "I'm going to need this."


    "Q had been letting him do some odd jobs for some money."


    "Washing the car, right?"


    "Right."


    "He told me about that. As a matter of fact, he'd brought Q's car over here one day last week. He had a little girl with him. Pretty little brown girl, talked and acted white, said she worked for you."


    "Brooke."


    "How do you know he took it?"


    "He bought Brooke a Chanel bag."


    Meeka took a swig on the beer and said, "He bought that little heifer a Chanel bag and I need new furniture? He could have furnished the whole house for what he paid for that bag."


    Starr couldn't believe that Meeka was concerned about what DeMontre had bought Brooke instead of what he had took from Q.


    "Do you know where he is?"


    "I already told you that I haven't seen him or DeVante in a few days."


    "Call them."


    "Why don't you get Brooke to call him?"


    "Because you're his mother."


    Meeka stood took another swig of her beer and said, "I ain't take shit from you or Q."


    Starr said, "You're right, but he's going to take something from the wrong motherfucker one day and you're going to end up burying your damn son. Is that what you want?"


    "Are you threatening me?" Meeka set the bottle down on the table and said, "Because, bitch, if you want to fight, we can fight right now."


    "I didn't come here for all of that." Starr made her way to the door. She was about to let herself out when Meeka said, "Look, Starr, I'm sorry and if DeMontre took something from Q, that's wrong. I'll call him." She removed her cell phone from her pocket and dialed the number, but the phone went straight to voicemail.


    "He's not answering, but when he calls back, I'll find out where the fuck he is. You can believe that shit."


    "Thanks."


    * * * * *


    Jada didn't want to answer the private number but at the last moment she did.


    "Hey."


    She recognized the voice right away. It was Black.


    "Can I talk to you?" Black asked.


    "About?"


    "Look, I got a lot of shit going on and I needed someone to listen. A friend of mine killed herself."


    "No!"


    "Yeah."


    "I'll text you my address."


    "I'll be there in fifteen minutes."


    An hour later Black showed up at Jada's new place. They sat in the den and drank Heinekens.


    "You've been crying?"


    "I haven't." He took a swallow from his beer.


    "Your eyes are red."


    "I haven't slept all night."


    "What?"


    "Yeah, I found her dead. She hung herself in the shower."


    "You found who?"


    "My friend, Sasha."


    Jada sipped her beer then narrowed her eyes. "What was so bad?"


    Black made eye contact with Jada. There was so much that he could have told Jada but instead he said, "It's complicated."


    "Did she want to be with you, Black?"


    "No. Not at all." Black laughed at that idea and said, "I can assure you, I'm not the bad guy in this situation. But the police questioned me all night. They sure as hell thought I had something to do with it."


    "How close were you?"


    "Really close."


    "I never heard you mention her before."


    "We were business partners."


    "Were y'all lovers?"


    Black avoided her gaze. "What makes you ask that?"


    "So I guess the answer is yes."


    "More like fuck-buddies, but I did care about her a lot."


    Jada took another swig and said, "Look, I'm not telling TeTe."


    "She knows."


    "How did she react?"


    "She doesn't understand."


    "That woman is cold."


    "Exactly the reason I wanted to talk to you."


    Jada crossed her arms.


    "Have you heard from Mari?" Black asked.


    Jada jumped up and retrieved her iPhone from her bedroom and said, "He left a number for you to call. He has a cell phone now."


    "What?"


    "Hey, he kept bugging me about getting him a cell phone and I was like what the hell? He has life so what can they do to him if they catch him?"


    "You're right." Black removed his phone and punched Shamari's number in his phone.

  


  
    Chapter 2


    Starr tapped her heels on the floor of Q's penthouse. She sat on the sofa and Q was on an armchair with a cigar lit. His face was serious and calculating. Starr wanted to know what he was thinking, but she couldn't tell. There was an awkward silence. Starr felt bad that her nephew had stolen Q's product but she still couldn't help but blame him for what had happened. He was the one that had given the young man access to his home. He'd employed her nephew without even consulting her first.


    Starr said, "I saw Meeka today."


    "And what did she have say?"


    "That she hadn't seen the boys in days."


    "Did she say where my shit was?"


    Starr looked upward. "Look, she didn't know anything about it."


    "Did you tell her that her son is a goddamned thief?"


    "At first I don't know if she believed it or not, but I think she knows now."


    Q lit a cigar and blew a smoke ring. "Look, babe, I know I put you in a bad position."


    Starr said, "I'm in a fucked-up position. One I didn't choose to be in. I wish you would have asked me before you went behind my back and started communicating with DeMontre. How did you get in touch with DeMontre in the first place?"


    He blew another smoke ring and she coughed and fanned the smoke away. She wished he would put that cigar out, but it was his house and she
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