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Preface

Brenda Melendez passes through life like a hurricane
wreaking havoc and devastation on anyone in her path. No one is
spared from her anger and wrath. She wants what she wants when she
wants it and will move Heaven and Earth to possess it. Her legacy
includes a long list of broken and busted men falsely lured into
her honey trap with her outward beauty and then imprisoned with her
sexual proficiency. To put it plainly, the girl is a super freak, a
sex technician. They all leave with their souls slaughtered by the
rocky shores of her heart like the sirens of mythical times lured
sailors to their deaths. While Brenda is deep into procuring the
finer things in life through some blackmail schemes, extortion, and
other illegal street activities, money is not what motivates this
woman. In fact, she could be a practicing lawyer but finds that
lifestyle mundane. It is the hunt and the ability to manipulate the
prey's mind to get it to do her bidding that appeal to her most.
Kevin Davis has lived through this pain and suffering time and time
again as he appears to be a prisoner unable to escape her
deviousness. Fully aware of what will transpire, he willingly takes
another hit, looking for different results. This is called insanity
when you're dealing with addiction. He claims he's trying to fight
the urge, but is he hooked on a subconscious level and can't do
without her? In I'll Never You Go II; our hero once again tries to
separate himself from Brenda to find the love and happiness he
desires. But will Brenda let him go or must he learn how to play
the game on Brenda's level and on Brenda's field? Does he have what
it takes to get down and dirty? Will he have a fighting chance or
will he be shackled to Brenda's wants, needs and desires for the
rest of his life? Is he willing to do whatever he needs to do to
get rid of her once and for all?

 



Chapter
One

Brenda has finally gone through with her threat to
kill me. Shot dead in broad daylight by an ex that doesn't love or
even want me. She just didn't want anyone else to have me. Just
didn't want me to be happy. Just wanted me to be fucking miserable
as she tiptoed through the tulips of life doing whatever she wanted
whenever she pleased. What kind of bullshit is this? Where is the
justice? Aren't the constellations supposed to align and make
everything all right? I thought if I shot for the moon and missed,
I'd at least be among the stars, but my black ass landed on an
asteroid and is headed for deep space. How come Karma works out for
everyone except me? I'd like to meet this bitch Karma one day and
give her a piece of my mind. I collapse to my knees. I'm afraid to
open my eyes, as I would see my brain resting beside me like some
type of exotic entrée from a remote rainforest village. That's if I
have any eyes. Wait a minute. There were three gunshots and I'm
still thinking? Maybe my spirit is hovering over my body as I
refuse to cross over to the other side? I slowly raise one eyelid
and then the other. Brenda is standing over me with the gun pointed
at my head, holding her crotch as if she has a big ass penis. She
probably picked mine up because after the gunshots I most
definitely dropped it or it retracted up to my tonsils. I make my
way out of the puddle of urine by crawling. I refuse to stand.
There may be more bullets and she is still trigger happy.

"This time they were blanks Negro, but the
next time it will be the real deal, trust me on this," says Brenda
while popping her gum. As she places the gun into her bag, Kierston
arrives and is very relieved to find that Brenda hadn't killed me,
at least not yet. Not for my benefit mind you, but Brenda's.

"Brenda, get your crazy ass back in here
before the police arrive," shouts Kierston, escorting Brenda away
from what would have been a crime scene and me the outline.

"I'm not worried about the police." She
turns and lunges towards me trying to decapitate me with her
handbag. "Some of their bosses are my best customers. Don't let me
have to drop any names." She connects on the second attempt,
leaving a lump on my head. I stay in my submissive position hoping
she will just go away. "I should shoot you, bitch," touts Brenda
viciously. She stops and walks back towards Kierston.

"No, but you'd better be worried about Mr.
Davidson. He told you to keep a very, very low profile."

"See this is why I need you to be my
assistant. Somebody has to keep me in check," says Brenda, giving
Kierston a hug and a kiss on the forehead.

"Satan himself wouldn't sign up for that
tour of duty. Now come on," says Kierston, grabbing Brenda by the
arm.

"I just want him to know that I'm serious
and he can't fuck with me."

"Baby, I think he got the message, okay? The
man just pissed all over himself and is on his knees praying to his
heavenly Father. Now, let's go back in and order some more Jell-O
shots," say Kierston, leading Brenda back into the diner by the
hand.

"The next time it will be blood. Do you hear
me? It will be blood." I'm frozen in my position and dare not move
until she is gone. I hear the double doors to the restaurant close
and know that the coast is clear. By now a small audience has
gathered and is waiting to see if I'm going to retaliate. They want
to know if this brother has any balls. As usual, there are a couple
of brothers showboating, talking about how they wouldn't have taken
that shit and would have cold cocked her where she stood. But they
got that to-day, because this brother is going to get up and get as
far away from that maniac as possible.

I'm truly perplexed now. I have tried all of
the advice, wanted and unwanted, that everyone has given me. I
still can't get rid of her. I seem to have no way out of this
situation. This may call for some drastic action. Do I kill her?
Naw, I'm not built like that, at least not yet. Do I hire someone
to kill her? Maybe she will have some kind of fatal accident? Maybe
she really wants me back this time and doesn't know any other way
to show it? Oh, who the hell am I kidding? Well, something's gotta
give or else I'm going to lose my mind or my life.

I stop at the corner coffee shop to use the
restroom. Patrons that I usually address are shocked that I didn't
strike up a conversation, so they know something is up. I burst
into the bathroom like a shopper waiting to enter a store on Black
Friday. I use paper towels to absorb the large wet spot on my sweat
pants. I'm wearing powder blue so the stain resembles an island in
the middle of the sea on my inner thigh. I have holes in both knees
with blood trickling from one and the other is scarred. Thank
goodness the owner knows me and doesn't ask any questions as I
glide by him. Or did I speak too soon? The bathroom door opens and
the shop owner enters with a puzzled look on his face. Apparently,
customers entering the bistro observed the scene and gave him a
quick synopsis of what transpired. He pretends to clean the sinks
and wipes down the mirror with a dry used paper towel, which was
resting on the floor. He tosses it in the receptacle two feet away
from him.

"Kevin, what the hell is going on?"

"Nothing Mr. Greenberg," I say, avoiding eye
contact.

"That's not what I hear," says Mr.
Greenberg, looking at my reflection in the mirror. He removes
pieces of lint from his beard and runs his fingers through his
coarse hair as if his hand is a comb. He washes his hands
thoroughly with hot water and then uses a sanitizer. He turns and
faces me.

"I always thought you were a man's man."

"I am Mr. Greenberg."

"The customers, they come and say you are
afraid of woman? In my country, you never hear of such a
thing."

"Well Mr. Greenberg, this is not your
country. Women here have a slightly different attitude, my brother.
You can pretty much tell what neighborhood they grew up in Philly
based on how they come back at you if they've been offended or
you've disrespected them."

"But they have no respect for man. They want
the jobs and the title of being head of household. They might as
well have a set of balls."

"That's not true in most instances. And you
have to give a woman reasons to respect you."

"Yes, but it has increased over the years as
they become employed and empowered."

"Some of them have to be the head of
household, the mother and the father because the brother won't step
up to the plate."

"Ah, but a woman can't raise a man."

"She doesn't want to in most cases but often
doesn't have a choice."

"Yes, but the man is still the man."

"If you're not handling your business while
the mother of your child is struggling to make ends meet for your
flesh and blood, you are not a man. A penis may make you a male,
but not a man."

"I disagree, Kevin, but let's get back to
the original issue."

"And what is that?"

"Why are you cowering behind this
woman?"

"Well mainly because she had a gun."

"And you would sacrifice your dignity and
self respect instead of dying with honor?

"Believe it or not, hell yeah!"

"You could have never been a man in the old
country."

"Maybe not, but I'm still alive in this
country."

"I don't understand this modern world. There
are no morals or values."

"It's a different world, Mr. Greenberg," I
say, getting no sympathy for my plight.

"Well you have nice job and make good money,
yet still act like sissy boy. What up with that?" Who the hell does
he think he's talking to? For a second, I wish I could take out his
dentures and stick a gag in his mouth to keep him quiet, but this
is America and everyone is entitled to their opinion. Or maybe he
needs his Depends changed and that's why he's so indignant. I can't
believe that he's giving me so much grief as he walks back and
forth lecturing. Maybe he's having a flashback. But I don't even
think I can take him on as I have been demoralized enough for one
day. Besides, he keeps a meat cleaver behind the counter.

"I'm not even going to go there, Mr.
Greenberg. Thanks for letting me use the bathroom. I'll see you
tomorrow for breakfast," I say, exiting the establishment. I hail a
cab and head towards home. Damn sure won't be any HBO tonight. This
brother has had enough excitement and drama for one day. I'm going
home to lick my wounds and figure out how to awaken from this
nightmare named Brenda.

 



Chapter
Two

"So look baby, why don't you just give me your phone
number? We don't need to play any games. I see you over there with
your co-workers checking me out," says Khalif to the waitress as
she distributes the drinks. "And no one would ever fault you for
that, as I am the man. Consider yourself lucky for recognizing it
and having the opportunity to meet me," says Khalif arrogantly. He
winks at the waitress.

"Okay you are fine, and busted me, but
aren't you on a date with your girlfriend?" asks the waitress,
giggling uncontrollably. He takes a sip and slides back into the
chair. He moistens his lips ala LL Cool J-style before
speaking.

"No baby, she's just a distressed co-worker
going through something with her man and needs some company. We're
cool like that. By the way, what's your name darling?"

"My name is Trina and yours?"

"My name is Khalif." He grabs her hand and
kisses it gently.

"I could get fired for flirting with the
customers and I need this job."

"I wouldn't call it flirting. I'd call it an
intervention."

"An intervention...?"

"Yes, you're intervening to bring some joy
and happiness into my otherwise mundane existence."

"Oh really," says Trina blushing. Her heart
begins to flutter.

"That's why you need to give me your number
baby, so we can talk offline. Better yet, here's my card."

"Thank you."

"Are you paying off an automobile or trying
to buy a crib?"

"I'm actually paying for school. This job
has very limited benefits and the tuition benefits sucks. But
they're better than nothing and paying totally out of pocket."

"Can you get a loan or a grant?"

"I went that route with my Bachelor's Degree
and still owe a ton of money."

"Have you looked for other employment?"

"Yes I have, but the job market is tough
right now. But when I get my papers, it will give me a fighting
chance."

"You can't find anything better than this
with your Bachelors?"

"This is it for right now, baby. But the sun
will come out tomorrow."

"I love your attitude and wish you much
success. I'm sure you'll accomplish all of your dreams."

"Why, thank you."

"I'd love to be around to see some of them
come true."

"I'd like that very much."

"So will you give me your phone number and
I'll give you a call tomorrow?"

"I have class tomorrow but you can call me
over the weekend."

"That will be fabulous."

"I've written my number on this napkin.
Don't lose it, Khalif." Khalif observes Sandra returning from the
ladies room. She notices some friends and stops for a moment to
greet them. Khalif calculates the margin of error in reaching for
the napkin and Sandra catching him and uses a different tactic.

"Look baby, I'll probably lose that napkin
so why don't you hit me up later and I'll save your number in my
phone."

"Why don't I just do it now?"

"That would be extremely insensitive of me
to be having a good time while I'm supposed to be comforting a dear
friend. What kind of man would do such a thing?"

"You are just so thoughtful and sweet. She's
lucky to have you for a friend."

"No, I'm the lucky one."

"I'll call you later tonight."

"Don't be disappointed if I answer the
phone."

"I'm hoping that you do. Bye." Trina walks
back over to her friends and shares her experience. They all give
her a high five. Sandra returns to the table and Khalif gets up and
pulls out her chair. Sandra sits and places her napkin on her lap.
She reaches for the bread and picks up a knife to spread the
butter.

"I hope I didn't take too long, Khalif."

"You are worth the wait, baby."

"I see that our drinks are here."

"I took the liberty of ordering a couple of
appetizers, too. I hope you don't mind."

"Do your thing, big daddy. I'm just going to
sit back and let you do you, baby."

"I noticed that you ran into a couple of
your friends."

"They're my sorority sisters from another
chapter. We usually hook up at the conventions, but I didn't attend
this year."

"We'll baby, you're more than welcome to
hang out with them."

"Are you serious? You'd do that for me?"

"It's not that deep, baby."

"Thank you, boo."

"I'd do anything for you."

"I love the new you."

"You go have a good time and I'll get the
appetizers to go."

"You're such a sweet man."

"Call me later, baby."

"Okay," says Sandra walking over to join her
girls. Khalif signals for Trina and she responds immediately,
almost knocking over a patron to get to him.

"Trina, there's been a change of plans."

"Really..."

"Sandra is cool now and is going to hang out
with her girlfriends."

"I'm glad that she's in a better space."

"I was wondering if I can have those
appetizers to go and you bring them out to me curbside."

"Well you know we have to please the
customers," says Trina coyly. She becomes aroused and moist in
chorus.

"Then I'll settle up the bill and meet you
in the parking lot."

"Okay, Khalif."

"I love your full, luscious lips. Will you
be able to pack me a kiss to go as a dessert?"

"I'm afraid they can't leave the premises at
this moment, but I can give you a sample. See you in a minute,"
says Trina, blowing Khalif a kiss.

"Okay, baby." Khalif walks past Sandra and
places a kiss on her cheek. He introduces himself to Sandra's
friends and then exits for his brief rendezvous in the parking
lot.

 



Chapter
Three

"Kevin, what's happening brother?" asks Sean,
crossing the threshold into my apartment.

"What are you doing here this early in the
morning? How did you even get my address?" I ask, wiping the sleep
from my eyes.

"I found it on the Internet."

"I never posted any of my personal
information on the Internet. I even disabled my Facebook
account."

"Damn blood, almost everybody has a Facebook
account. I couldn't function without mine."

"You haven't answered my question."

"Brenda posted all of your information on
the Internet, including your financials. She even mentioned how
long you can keep it up or the lack thereof," says Sean
snickering.

"Damn, that woman is pure evil. So why are
you here?"

"The group heard about what happened the
other day. I was selected to stop by and see if you are okay."
"Hell no, I'm not okay. And I don't know what to do about it."

"We've all gone through some pretty horrible
and embarrassing moments with Brenda."

"So is that supposed to make me feel any
better?"

"Just wanted you to know that you are not
alone."

"Well, I wish that did it for me."

"We were thinking that we need to pool our
re-sources together and come up with a plan to stop her once and
for all."

"Go ahead. I'm listening..."

"We've got to get something on her to make
her back off."

"But she doesn't give a damn about anything.
You can't threaten a person who doesn't give a fuck about anything.
I don't think that woman even blinks."

"Everybody cares about someone or something.
We just have to find out what it is, my brother."

"So what's your plan?"

"The group thought that we needed to get
someone to keep an eye on her."

"Oh, you mean like a private detective?"

"No, we need somebody closer."

"You want to bribe her best friend?"

"Not exactly, but you're getting
warmer."

"So you need...oh, hell no. Ain't no
way."

"Hear me out now. You're the only one that
she still physically desires, which gives you access to her inner
sanctum."

"That's because she's bleeding you all dry
financially."

"You are the only one that can get close
enough to..."

"Do you know how much therapy I've gone
through to get to this point? Going back would be a relapse of epic
proportions."

"But think of how you'll feel if she leaves
you alone forever."

"Exposing my heart to Brenda would be like
an emotional Armageddon."

"You've gotta do this."

"I can't do this, man."

"You've got to..."

"Why?"

"You're the only one of us that doesn't have
a family to lose."

"Aint gonna do it."

"You'll never be happy with her in the
way."

"I'll take my chances."

"You're never going to have true love
because she's going to hear about it and come fuck it up like she
has for years."

"Whatever."

"Didn't you just lose somebody special
because she wouldn't stand down?"

"Yes, it's possible she could
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