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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to the street life I never quite left behind.

It taught me discipline, sympathy, and reform—but above all else, it taught me respect.

And respect is never given... it's earned.

I also dedicate this to my one true brother, Robeen “Black Ice” Wilson—thank you for your continued friendship and for always having my back, no matter what.

This book is also for the Blood Set 33 LBV, Out Stickney, 51 Underground, Birmingham Terrace, and the Red Devil Maniacs.

You are a part of my story, my past, and my path. Until we meet at the Red Light stay bleeding.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 

The Streets 
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The streets of the South Side were quieter than Dee remembered, but the silence wasn’t peaceful—it was heavy, like the calm before a storm. The corner where kids used to play ball was now a place for lookouts, eyes scanning every alley and abandoned building. The Crips had taken over, and their grip on the neighborhood was suffocating.

Dee stood on the edge of his old block, leaning against his low-rider. The Blood-red bandana tied around his neck wasn’t just for show—it was a symbol of the life he’d chosen. He hadn’t wanted this. None of it. But the streets had a way of deciding for you, and now Dee was the head of the Bloods on the North Side, with a reputation he never asked for but had earned in blood.

His phone buzzed. It was a message from one of the few people he trusted, Jamal.

Yo, Dee. Gramps ain’t doing good. Docs say he don’t got much time. You gotta come back, man.

Dee gritted his teeth. He hadn’t been back to the South Side since the war between the Bloods and Crips had exploded, forcing him to move north. His grandfather was the only reason he’d ever think about coming back. The man had raised him after his parents were killed, kept him on the straight and narrow for as long as he could. But even Gramps couldn’t fight fate. Dee’s turn toward the gang life was as inevitable as the sun setting in the hood.

He turned his eyes toward the shadows stretching down the block, knowing full well what waited for him in the dark.

Curtis.

Once upon a time, Dee and Curtis had been tight, tighter than brothers. They grew up in the same projects, shared the same dreams of making it out, of being more than just products of their environment. But the streets had twisted their bond into something ugly. Curtis had risen through the ranks of the Crips, and now, he and Dee were on opposite sides of a war they never wanted to fight.

The rivalry was personal now. Deadly. And Dee knew that riding through the hood tonight, alone, was a risk.

But Gramps needed him. And there was no way Dee was going to let his old man die alone, not after everything they’d been through.
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DEE’S JOURNEY BEGINS:

Dee revved the engine of his car, feeling the vibration under his fingers. The growl of the engine was familiar, a constant in a world that seemed to change every minute. He drove slowly through the streets, his eyes scanning every corner. He knew the Crips were watching, waiting for a chance to strike.

The tension in the air was thick, and the deeper he drove into the South Side, the more memories came flooding back. He could almost hear the sound of laughter from years ago, see the faces of people who were long gone, either taken by the streets or locked away in cells.

When he passed Curtis' old block, the memories turned bitter. This was where they used to shoot hoops, where they planned their escape from the hood. Now it was a battleground, marked by graffiti and bullet holes.
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FLASHBACK: DEE AND Curtis as Kids
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DEE WAS 12, CURTIS 11. They’d just finished a pick-up game of basketball on the same cracked concrete. Both boys were out of breath, sitting on the curb with their hands on their knees.

“You ever think about leaving?” Curtis asked, wiping sweat from his brow.

Dee shook his head, chuckling. “Leave? Where the hell we gonna go?”

“Anywhere, man. I don’t care. Long as it’s not here.” Curtis tossed the basketball aside and stared off into the distance. “I’m not trying to die here.”

Dee had looked at his friend, seeing the same mix of hope and fear in his eyes. At the time, he’d thought they’d make it out together. But dreams like that didn’t last long on the South Side.
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BACK IN THE PRESENT:
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THE FLASH OF BLUE IN the corner of his eye snapped Dee back to reality. His hands gripped the steering wheel tighter. A couple of Crips were hanging around near the liquor store, eyeing his ride as it passed. Dee kept his face straight, not daring to show any sign of weakness.

He was almost at his grandfather’s house. Just a few more blocks.

But something was gnawing at the back of his mind. Curtis wasn’t stupid. If Dee knew he was coming, Curtis probably did, too. And if Curtis knew... this was more than a gang rivalry now. Dee had to be ready for whatever came next.
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Chapter 2

Curtis
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Curtis leaned back in his chair, staring at the city sprawled out below him from the rooftop of the old high-rise. The South Side belonged to him now. From this perch, he could see the streets he’d bled for, streets he had no intention of losing. The Crips had taken over every block, and it was all because of him. And yet, there was no satisfaction in the view.

A cold wind whipped across the rooftop, but Curtis didn’t feel it. He was burning up inside, and it had nothing to do with the weather. It was the gnawing hunger—the pull of the beast within. He rolled his neck, feeling the tension crack in his muscles, and clenched his fists. It was always there, lurking just beneath the surface.

The beast, or the wolf inside he thought. He used to fight it, resist the temptation to let it out. Now, it was different. The power was too addictive, too much a part of him. And soon, everyone would know. Everyone, including Dee.

Dee.

The thought of his old friend sent a shiver down Curtis’s spine, one that had nothing to do with the chill of the night. He hadn’t said Dee’s name aloud in years, but it echoed in his mind constantly. They used to be like brothers, running these same streets, sharing dreams of getting out of the hood together.

That was before the streets got to them—before Curtis learned what it
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