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	Respect keeps us together.


Chapter 1 – Aftermath

	June 16, 2013

	I looked to the south and saw nothing but the bay. I looked to my right and saw Badlands. What do I think of this place now? Well…

	I see a city struggling with violence, rioting, and corruption. I looked to my left. For some reason, I was hopeful despite my family being torn apart, my best friend fighting for his life and knowing that my future remains uncertain.

	Allow me to recap what has taken place amid my final year of high school. I had to leave Flagha because of the state deciding to kick us out of there just to build meaningless factories.

	My family and I settled in Badlands because my dad was too much of a cheapskate to put us in a decent area. Not everything was okay here.

	The only thing that was okay about living in Badlands was the opportunity to see most of my old friends, which caught me by surprise.

	I was used as a pawn for Finnigan to do his dirty work because of his motive to get back at Michael. I would eventually take a stand against him, but that only made everything worse.

	I pissed off his father, Rapael Jacobs, the most feared man in Badlands and the number one draft pick on the FBI’s most wanted list.

	Rapael excessively tormented me and my loved ones. My Uncle Mario exposed Rapael and killed Finnigan, his only child.

	That isn’t even all of it. Due to Rapael running his mouth, everyone in the city started fighting each other. Rapael wanted me eradicated. He insisted on instigating everyone’s motives, therefore causing the riots.

	Out of retaliation, Rapael and his henchmen shot up my school which slaughtered and injured most of my friends and fellow classmates.

	Afterward, I went back to Florida for a short time because Badlands became too chaotic. While I was in that Floridian sun, the situation in Badlands worsened. Eventually, the riot ceased, but that didn’t mean Rapael wasn’t still plotting on my demise.

	Jet, a highly dangerous accomplice of Rapael who was affiliated with the Jacobs Crime Family, went on the hunt for Michael, my best friend.

	The two exchanged blows, but the tables turned when Jet shot Michael several times. This put him into a coma with a slim chance of surviving.

	My plot for revenge unfolded in the coming months. I spent three of them getting back at my enemies. First, I took out that asshole Jet as he was an easy target.

	Next were Finnigan’s old friends. Then finally, I silenced Rapael. He almost had me at my death, but Cat came in and saved my ass at the perfect time. After she made the rescue, I did the deeds by putting that prick out of his misery.

	Enough of the reminiscing.

	I must reconcile with my family again. I’m also counting on Michael to recover as well. I must fix my life period. I must get my high school diploma, attend college, and start a new life for myself.

	“What do I do from here?” I asked myself.

	I left the roof and found a boat parked by an underused dock, driving back to Badlands. The water sprayed the boat. Everything felt like it was moving slowly.

	I stared at the city’s skyline as I came into it. The boat was running at a reduced speed. All the water from the Badlands Bay gleamed like a diamond in the rough.

	My thoughts began to race at this point. I had to sit here and think about how far I’ve come. Not once have I ever been through the shit that I had to endure over the past year.

	I had to cry my eyes out every night, break the law, and dishonor my own beliefs just to save my life. I approached the marina where all the boats in Badlands docked and parked the boat there. I climbed out and walked into the city square.

	As I made my way down the street, there were still likenesses of the riots around. Posters were everywhere saying “SEIZE THE LAW” and “FUCK THE POLICE.” 

	Storefronts hung up mosaics of people who perished during the vicious riots. Others were standing around crying, praying, and playing music on their phones.

	Policemen and firemen remained at the scene, clearing out the riot zones. I looked up at the skyscrapers. They were pitch-black with no doors open or lights on.

	Billboards were shut off. Cars were turned over. Buses were coated in graffiti and destruction. Dead bodies littered the streets. You’d think that it was an episode of The Walking Dead out here.

	It was a horrible sight. I couldn’t stomach it. Everything was out of order. No one knew who to trust anymore. There were no feelings of safety or security amongst this community.

	My phone rang and it was a call from unknown number. I was hesitant to answer it, but something told me that I should pick up.

	I answered the call. “Hello?”

	“Sidney. It’s your dad. How have you been, son?” he said tiringly.

	I was shocked to hear my dad’s voice. “Dad? Is that really you?”

	He softly laughed. “Yeah, Sidney. It’s me.”

	“Dad! It’s good hearing from you, I mean… are you all right?” I replied.

	“I’m trying to be, son. Listen. I wanted to apologize about everything. I know I fucked this all up for us. I should’ve found us a better place to live.

	“There is no way that I should have brought you all out to Badlands in the first place. Now I understand why Vera was so upset with me.

	“I was too blinded by my own ego to see it. I thought moving here would be the right thing to do, but I had it all wrong.

	“I feel like total shit because of all that you went through with that Rapael guy and his son. I should have been there to protect you. I failed as a father,” Dad said glumly.

	“Don’t say that. It’s not your fault, Dad.”

	“It is, Sidney. Vera begged me not to move us out here,” he continued. “I should have listened and none of this would’ve ever happened. But I am glad you’re still okay. Have you taken care of that Rapael guy yet?”

	“I did, along with all his useless associates. You won’t be hearing from them again,” I stated.

	“Sidney, I’m proud of how mature you’ve become. Your mom and I came a long way from raising you and Seth. I have to say that it was a job well done. I am glad that you boys have become men,” Dad said.

	Hearing those words from Dad almost made me want to be a little kid again and cry my eyes out.

	“Thanks, Dad. That means a lot. Anyway, where are you staying these days? We must regroup,” I prompted.

	Dad cleared his throat.

	“I’m here in NYC, holed up with your uncle. He’s not here right now, so I get to use the phone. I don’t have to sit up here and listen to him talking to those skanks he bones every damn night.

	“I mean, all your uncle does is watch television, get intoxicated, play video games for hours, and brings home these strange women.

	“Mario doesn’t know how to keep his dick to himself. If you want though, you can come to NYC, Sidney. I’ll have him stop by and pick you up,” Dad explained.

	“Nah, its fine. I need a bit. I’ll come there once I have the time,” I said. “Sorry, dad.”

	“I understand. Okay, son. You look after yourself. Be safe out there and remember, I’m proud of you. See you later, Sidney.”

	“Peace out, Dad. You stay safe as well. I love you,” I said, ending the call.


June 17, 2013

	The sun rose, marking another day of recovery from citywide mayhem. I am still at the same house that Dad bought in Badlands.

	This place hasn’t been the same since Rapael came along. The television would be on, playing an interesting show.

	Mom would be in the kitchen cooking a heap of breakfast, Dad would be at the table doing algebra problems, Seth would have a smug look on his face, and I’d be walking through the foyer enjoying life.

	That is over.

	Every room in the house is now pitch black. The windows are all boarded up. There is barely any furniture inside.

	I must use a lamp for light. I’m sleeping on an inflatable mattress rather than my actual bed which is still in Florida at the second house we relocated to during the riots.

	I stretched my limbs across the inflatable mattress. I wondered what I’ll do to pull myself out of this situation.

	My dad is in NYC, Mom and Seth are MIA, Michael is in a coma, and I’m wondering how my future will turn out. I didn’t know what to do, so I called up Cat.

	“Yeah babe, what’s wrong?” she said.

	“Cat, I have a question to ask you. Do you mind?” I asked.

	“You can ask me anything, Sidney.”

	“How are we going to get back on track? You know, Michael is still in a coma, my family is gone, and the future seems uncertain. I really don’t know what to do.”

	“Sidney, you must take baby steps. Not everything is going to fall into place right away. I understand these events overwhelmed us a lot but tell you what.

	“We are going to go check on Michael today and if he’s okay, we’ll snowball from there. How does that sound?” Cat explained.

	“Yeah. It couldn’t hurt to check on him, right? He’s at the Saint Anne Medical Hospital off Monroe Street if I’m not mistaken,” I replied.

	“I believe, yeah. I’ll meet you there in less than an hour,” Cat said.

	“Okay,” I said, ending the call. I left through the back door of the house, on my way to meet Cat at the Saint Anne Medical Hospital.


Saint Anne Medical Hospital

	I arrived at the hospital in a taxi. I exited the vehicle and made my way to the emergency room area. The hospital was significantly crowded.

	People sat there with deep lacerations and bruises. Doctors were stirring around the room. Stretchers were being rushed into ICU.

	Although the riots ended a few months ago, people were still being brought through here like crazy. I found my way to Cat.

	She was sitting by the bathroom door. Her hair was tied up, and she wore a pink t-shirt, black track pants, and a pair of white running shoes. She smiled as I approached her.

	“Hey Sidney,” Cat said.

	“What’s up?” I replied.

	“Nothing much. Everything is fine. How about you? What’s good on your end?”

	“Trying to survive. Did you get the news on Michael yet?” I asked.

	“They told me to wait until the doctor comes out. It’s chaos in here. I think that’s because loads of people have been left untreated.

	“I heard that another riot started in a nearby city. That city doesn’t have the resources to treat all these people, so they rushed them here instead. Anyways, how does it feel?”

	“How does what feel?”

	“You know… to do what you did. To survive all of this. The conflict with Finnigan and Rapael. It took guts to do what you did, and I can give you extreme props for that. You’re an incredibly strong person.

	“I remember the first day we ran into each other. I don’t know, I felt an instant connection with you at that exact moment.

	“From then all the way to now, you have changed a lot. I have changed along with you. You’re an amazing person, Sidney.”

	“I mean, sure. It feels like nothing really. I never thought all this would escalate so quickly. I should’ve never tried to help Michael in that fight.

	“None of this would have taken place if I just remained in my seat. I realized my weakness. Loyalty is. If there is any way to lure me out of a slump, that’ll do just that.

	“I believe Finnigan and Rapael used that to their advantage. They knew I had a strong support system behind me, that alone was just too much to risk. It’s why I made that choice,” I explained.

	Cat nodded. “Sidney, stop blaming yourself. You did what you could, you can’t change it. It was for the best. Look at where it got you. You survived. We survived.

	“We got through this. All we have to do is pray that Michael will be okay, and we will plan from there. We’re a family now.”

	Cat’s words hit a nail on the head. I need to stop blaming myself for trying to help Michael in that fight, but had I never been involved, none of these events would have ever taken place. I still remember that fight like it was yesterday…

	Suddenly, a group of bullies walked up to our table. “Hey, shitheads! You got our money or nah?” a boy with bags underneath his eyes shouted.

	Michael turned around to look at the boy irately. “Screw off, Finnigan!” Michael yelled. “You won’t get shit out of us!”

	“You know what, Chaseman? How about I break both of your arms into pieces and let’s see you dribble a ball with your head! Hahahahaha! FACE!” the boy shouted, slapping hands with his buddies.

	“Listen here, Finnigan! I will stick my size eleven right up the crack of your ass if you don’t leave this table!

	“You and your buddies don’t scare me a bit! Me and my basketball buddies will beat your ass into the dirt right now as we speak! If it’s a brawl you want, then I’ll go get my buds, BUD!” Michael shouted.

	He rose from his seat to stand his ground and drew back like he was ready to fight. The five boys cornered Michael, surrounding him in a circle.

	“Hmph, well. Look at you,” Finnigan replied. “Getting all bold now, huh? Do you really believe you could fight the five of us at once?”

	“It doesn’t matter how many of you there are,” Michael fired. “I’m going to start with you first, Finnigan.”

	I wasn’t going to let those punks beat up on my friend, so I began to get up. However, Cat pulled me back like she did at the pizzeria.

	“Oh no! Don’t think you’re jumping in! Those kids are extremely dangerous, you can get hurt!” Cat yelled.

	“Pfft, how dangerous can they be? I could take em’ on easily. These motherfuckers look like they’re strung out on drugs or something,” I said sarcastically.

	A doctor approached me and Cat.

	“Good morning. Are you the friends of Michael Chaseman?” the doctor asked.

	“Yeah,” I replied. “That’s us.”

	“Is he going to be okay?” Cat asked.

	The doctor nodded.

	“He shall. Michael woke up from his coma about a week ago, so he’s recovering slowly. We performed the surgery to remove the bullets and repair the damage caused by them.

	“Michael will need some time to get back to his old self again, but he will pull through just finely,” the doctor explained.

	“Omgggeee! Michael’s going to be okay! This is such wonderful news!” Cat yelled happily, hugging me tightly.

	A fresh sense of relief washed over me. I was glad to hear that Michael would thrive yet another day.

	“Well, can we at least see him?” I asked.

	“Sure. Michael would be glad to see his friends. Follow me this way,” the doctor prompted, leading us through the doors.

	We walked through a few hallways and boarded an elevator leading to the other ward of the hospital. The doctor led us to a door that said “B20” on it.

	“All right. This is his room. Your friend is still in dire condition, so if there are any complications, there’s a button you can press to signal a nurse or a doctor. All right?”

	Cat and I nodded. The doctor opened the door and smiled at Michael.

	“You have some guests who came to visit you today, Mr. Chaseman,” the doctor said softly.

	Cat and I walked into the room, looking at a fatigued Michael. He is always an energetic guy, but he’s seen better days.

	Michael was wrapped in bandages with his leg propped up on a sling. He wore a soft helmet around his head.

	“Michael! You’re okay!” Cat shouted, running up to Michael and hugged him tightly.

	He was still sore from all the surgery that he received.

	“I’m fine, thanks. Now get off me. I’m fragile over here,” he faintly replied.

	I stood in front of Michael’s bed and gave him a nod.

	“Sidney, my buddy. Come here man, I thought I’d never see you again,” he said tiringly, waving his hand at me.

	I showed Michael some love by shaking hands with him and hugging it out.

	“How have you been, Sidney? You took care of Rapael?”

	I nodded. “He’s finished.”

	“I’m glad to hear that. Hey. You two are looking well, compared to me. I’m just glad that I’m alive and talking. I was in this damn coma for four months.

	“Last thing I remember was that son of a bitch Jet shooting me in my kneecap. Everything faded after that,” Michael replied.

	“So, he shot you during the fight?” Cat asked.

	“Well, yeah. The asshole did shoot me. I mean, didn’t you guys see the ballistics? Do you think taking bullets is like taking punches? I mean, I beat the shit out of Jet.

	“I should have killed the punk. I guess I was too overconfident. That was a bad call, and it explains why I’m in this damn hospital,” Michael said.

	“Mr. LeBron, still as snippy as ever… even if you’re not in stable enough condition,” Cat joked.

	Michael shook his head with annoyance. “Don’t push it, Daria.”

	“I loved that show, by the way.”

	“No one asked.”

	“Just because you’re in the hospital, that doesn’t mean I won’t beat your brains out. Don’t get smart with me,” Cat snapped at Michael.

	“Oooh. I’m so scared,” he replied. “Anyway, what’s next now that Rapael and his punk ass son is gone?”

	“Oh, Jet and Finnigan’s old pals? You can add them to that list too,” I cut in.

	“You took them out also? Damn, Sid. I didn’t know you were that cold,” Michael said with a squint. “You sure you aren’t turning into another Rapael?”

	“Nah man. I would never,” I replied.

	Michael nods. “Good. So, what are you guys gonna be up to?”

	“I don’t know. I might see if my parents are still around. Since the riots, they’ve been staying in a shelter somewhere around here,” Cat replied.

	“I’ll probably head up to New York and see my dad. I talked to him yesterday. He’s staying with my uncle so I might just go,” I said.

	“Cool. Did you find out where your mother and Seth are?” Michael asked.

	“Nah bro. Nothing on that front.”

	“So, LeBron. How do you feel today? Can you like… move around and stuff?” Cat cut in.

	“I can… but not so well. The doctor said I won’t have full mobility for a bit, so the nurse comes by every hour to see if I need to use the bathroom or be washed up.

	“Once my condition improves, I’ll go into physical therapy to regain my movement. Honestly, I can’t stand lying in this bed for another second,” Michael stated. “It’s a bummer.”

	I patted Michael on his right shoulder. “Keep fighting, man. Well, we’ll be on our way, Mike. It was wonderful seeing you. Recover well. I’ll be here to see you another time, all right?”

	Michael had the biggest smile on his face as we decided to bump fists. “Thank you, man. I will.”


Chapter 2 – United

	June 26, 2013

	I’m at the house waiting on Uncle Mario to pick me up so we can head to New York City. I went into my old room.

	It felt like eternal oblivion. Almost everything I had in here was dismantled, all the electronics was unhooked, and there were no posters on the walls or anything.

	I walked over to the windowsill and stood by the boarded window, looking at the floor because something caught my interest.

	There was an old photo lying there. It consisted of Mom on the left and Dad on the right with me and Seth in the middle. We both had to be little boys back then.

	All of us were full of joy the day we took that picture. Now, that joy no longer exists. I sat lazily as I began sulking like a baby.

	Suddenly, my phone started to ring. I answered it. “Hello?”

	“My boy Sidney! What’s up?” Uncle Mario said.

	“Oh, what’s going on, Uncle Mario?”

	“Hey kid, I’m outside. I just pulled up. You ready?” Uncle Mario asked.

	“Yeah. I’ll be down in a minute.”

	“You all right, kid? It sounds like you were crying or something.”

	“Nah. I’m good. I’ll be down shortly,” I replied.

	“Cool,” Uncle Mario said, ending the call.

	I walked through the foyer and headed down the stairs, leaving out of the house through the back door. I found myself passing through the shrubbery maze in the backyard and made it to the front where Uncle Mario’s car sat. I approached it, opening the passenger door and hopped in.

	“Sidney!” Uncle Mario slapped hands with me. “What’s up kiddo?”

	“Nothing much,” I replied.

	“I see you’re still alive and well. Did you take care of Rapael and his minions?” Uncle Mario asked.

	“Of course. I’ve yet to tackle the larger problems though. My family is still a mess,” I said.

	“Yeah, I feel you on that one. I’ve been having long talks with your father lately. You know him and I are two different shades of grey. He believes in education, obedience, and censorship. Me, there ain’t none of that lousy shit.

	“I believe in money, pussy, and partying. I didn’t have a great life growing up. Just imagine if I did. I probably would have been like Victor. An uptight, narcissistic piece of trash. Anyway, what do you plan on doing next? You’re the man now. The key to Badlands is yours,” Uncle Mario stated.

	“I don’t know. College maybe, I still need my high school diploma. I never received it being that Rapael and his crew shot our school up. I am thinking about pursuing a higher education nonetheless,” I replied.

	“Sounds like a plan. We are off, the ride to New York City will be long, so gear up!” Uncle Mario said while driving into the distance. An hour and a half later, Uncle Mario and I finally arrived in New York City.

	New York City, the largest city in the United States. I have never been here before, but it is sure a sight to behold.

	The residents are full of energy and the streetscape is just beautiful. Coming here refreshed me. I don’t know whether it’s the city feel or if New York is just that wonderful.

	“How are you liking it?” Uncle Mario asked.

	“Shit, I’m loving it. I see why when immigrants come to America, they arrive here. This place is full of diversity,” I replied.

	“Don’t let the bright lights fool you,” Uncle Mario said. “The city will swallow you whole if you’re not careful. Learned that the hard way, kid.”

	Uncle Mario rode past many renowned landmarks such as Central Park, the Empire State Building, The Metropolitan Museum of Art, Times Square, and the Rockefeller Center.

	Heck, we even rode past the World Trade Center site where the new complex was under construction. We arrived in a neighborhood called Tribeca, somewhere in Lower Manhattan. Uncle Mario pulled up in front of a luxury condominium.

	“All right, Sidney. This is the building that I live in. Best thing about getting out of jail is that those feds gave me this condo for free. Ain’t even gotta pay a cent of rent. Come on, we’ll see some more of the city later,” Uncle Mario said, exiting the car.

	I followed suit.

	We walked into the building’s lobby, and I have to say that it is breathtaking. The chandeliers hung proudly from the ceiling.

	There were many paintings everywhere with a ton of furniture. I couldn’t describe how breathtaking this place was.

	“See… one thing bout’ New York, almost every building is decked out,” Uncle Mario pointed out.

	We walked into an elevator and hitched it up to the 26th floor which led us to Uncle Mario’s apartment. He grabbed his keys and unlocked the door.

	Soon as that door opened, Uncle Mario’s apartment blew me away. The windows were massive and well cleaned.

	There was a 67-inch flat screen television mounted to the wall where there was railing that led to the downstairs level, complete with a laundry room, two utility closets, and three bedrooms.

	The view from the loft was amazing. You could see the NYC metro area for miles. There was a golden refrigerator, a leather sofa, and a Persian loveseat.

	“How do you like the view, Sidney?” Uncle Mario asked.

	“Damn… it’s marvelous,” I replied.

	“I own this and I’m not even a millionaire. Ain’t that something? Make yourself a home, you can stay here for as long as you like. You’re like my son after all,” Uncle Mario said.

	I plopped onto the couch. I was surprised that my uncle does this well for himself. I mean, his crib alone is sick. I wondered what else was happening around New York.

	“What’s in this town?” I asked. “I need something to get into.”

	“Anything and everything, kid. You have those hot ass chicks partying in the nightclubs, there are some good eats, and the sports in this city are decent too, but eh… emphasis on decent.

	“The Knicks haven’t been good in years, but the Giants are doing okay. Baseball? Eh. I don’t like it much, but that’s something you’re into, no?

	“I’m trying to get the hookup for a Yankees game, but Ticketmaster is really being a bitch right now. There are plenty of things to do in New York City, you just gotta find something out here for you.

	“Hell, you can go to Radio City Music Hall to see a music number or something if that’s really your thing,” Uncle Mario explained.

	“Sounds like a plan. Is my dad here?” I replied.

	“Oh, not now. I think he stepped out to get a coffee or something. That fool. I have a coffee maker here. But no. He didn’t want to use it. I don’t know how you put up with ya’ old man, Sidney. He bitches about every little thing.

	“I can’t freaking stand it. I’m surprised that Vera hasn’t hit him with a left hook during their marriage, or least attempted to castrate the asshole. He acts as if he’s my dad instead of an older brother. I’m a grown ass man,” Uncle Mario said indignantly.

	“That’s my father for you. Haha,” I said. “Always fathering.”

	“He’s a tightwad,” Uncle Mario said repulsively. “I can’t stand Victor. But what could I say? That’s my brother and I still love him.”

	I laughed at Uncle Mario. “You’re crazy, man.”

	“Thanks for pointing out the obvious. Hey kid, I meant to ask you something. How did you take out Rapael?”

	I sighed. “Well…”

	“So, what do you say?” Rapael persuaded. “Join me!”

	“Don’t listen to him, Sidney! He’s playing mind games with you!” Cat shouted.

	My stomach knotted up with my body telling me that I needed to resist this offer. “Never! You’re full of shit and I can smell it!” I barked.

	“Is that so?” Rapael asked.

	“Exactly! I refuse to work with someone like you! After all the grievances you’ve caused me? No way it’ll happen! Burn in hell, dickhead! Fuck you!” I shouted arrogantly.

	Rapael shook his head and cocked the gun back.

	“Well. I was hoping to come to a resolve with you, Mr. Hill. You cannot say that I’ve tried to show you at least the slightest bit of mercy.

	“Either way, you leave me no other choice. Say goodnight to the world you’ve come to know you little son of a bitch,” Rapael said, placing his finger on the trigger. “I promise to make your death quick.”

	This was it. I sweated my final sweat, breathed my last breath, swallowed my last swallow, and my heart beat its last beat.

	I knew this was the final straw.

	Until…

	Cat drew behind Rapael. “Hey, let my Sidney go!” she screamed.

	Rapael turned around. Before he could even react, Cat already cracked him with a baseball bat full swing which knocked him out cold.

	That gave me the chance to reverse-undo my position and climb back to the roof with Cat’s assistance. The gun flew out of Rapael’s hand and hit the ground.

	I picked up Rapael in a fireman’s carry and threw him straight off the roof like the piece of garbage that he is.

	Rapael fell to his death, splattering all over the pavement like a smashed pumpkin.

	“Sounds like a shitty way to die, eh? Hell, that asshole deserved what was coming to him. All the people he fucked over because of his arrogance. It would have been a matter of time anyway. Karma has been fulfilled,” Uncle Mario replied.

	I nodded. “He surely did deserve it after all that man has done to me, my family and friends…”

	Knocking was heard at the door. Uncle Mario jumped up to answer it.

	It was my father.

	“About time you came back, Einstein. You do know I have a coffeemaker here, right? You could’ve used it instead of going all the way to Café Somalia to get that crap which tastes like a donkey’s ass,” Uncle Mario barked.

	“As if I wanted to use any appliance
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