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Prologue
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The moon peeked its head inside the cool, pastel-green colored room illuminating its light on the face of the gentleman that sat in the powder blue, easy-chair watching the stars party as they twinkled. As he gazed off from the moonlight, he turned towards the door behind him and his mind transfixed back to reality.

He crossed his legs and pulled up his pants slightly, then nodded. The small ankle strapped Kimber .32 automatic still remained snug. As he listened closely, he could hear his heartbeat rise and fall off his ribcage, against the shoulder holster and Ruger .9mm. 

He turned in his chair now more from boredom than anything else and checked his surroundings once more. The thirty-five-hundred-foot condo he was in was exquisitely decked out, with expensive oak and marble furnishings. Large ceilings and a winding marble stairway twisted its way upstairs towards the bedrooms. The place where he would hopefully end up if the evening played itself out right.

His ears twitched, and this time, he turned fully, facing the bathroom where the walk-in shower was. He could hear the tiny streams of water massaging her body and intermingling with the midnight chirps of crickets pouring in through the window.

He sat...he waited...it wouldn’t be long before she’d come out. He’d play his role as a gentleman and help to dry her off, then hopefully be escorted upstairs to the room where he would make the passionate love he now fantasized about with her.

As he pondered, he also thought about the task at hand. Was he up to it? It was a job...a job that paid well, he reasoned bitterly. He sighed, then turned back around and leaned back into the chair.

“How did it get to this point?” he asked himself.
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Chapter One
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Summer 2000: St. Louis, Missouri

The loud bell rang, and kids poured out of the chipped brick, tattered and cracked walls of a school. It was their last day and they showed their gratitude by hauling ass like freed slaves. Textbooks were strewn across the grass as they scattered in all directions. Except for two young boys who sat off to the side, on the steps watching it all and discussing their plans for the summer.

“So, Zeus, what have you got planned, bruh?” Marquis asked.

“Don’t know for sure.” Zeus stretched his long, lanky legs out and looked off. “Wouldn’t mind going somewhere...out of town.”

“What!” Marquis stood up. “And leave good old St. Louis and go where?” he laughed.

Zeus got up and playfully shoved him. “I know, right?”

They walked off the school grounds to a whole different atmosphere. A different school, school of hard knocks, with damn sure no books. St. Louis may have been home to the Cardinals, but it was far from the element of freedom that the logo portrayed. Zeus and Marquis lived right in the thick of it, Fountain Park.

“Damn...there goes those knuckleheads.” Marquis kept his eyes peeled on the group of older boys in front of him as they watched him and Zeus come down the block.

“Fuck them...” Zeus said. “They ain’t really built like that. There’s just more of them than us.”

“Yeah, and their people belong to Gunzz’s gang,” Marquis emphasized.

“Yeah well, fuck him, too.”

Marquis moved closer to Zeus, he admired his buddy. He wasn’t the biggest cat in the world but by far the most fearless. They were close as all hell, and if anything went down, they’d be in it together. Then talk shit about it later, that’s the way they rocked. The boys in front of them stood up and blocked the sidewalk.

One of them, a dude named Zak, stepped forward. “Where the fuck y’all lil’ niggas think y’all going?”

Marquis just looked at him. Hell, he was no bigger than they were. But, like Zeus said, there were just more of them. They never really did no real damage, just fronted like they would. They’d get a couple of quarters from them and then let it go. Go buy loose cigarettes and call it a day. But today, they didn’t have anything, and they were borderline junkies. Their addiction was now dependent on him and Zeus. They were shit outta luck tho’.

“Yo’ man...we ain’t got shit for y’all niggas today,” Zeus said back to him.

“What?” Zak turned toward his boys, who were about four deep. “You heard this little muthafucka? He ain’t got shit for us!”

Zeus dug deep into his pants and pulled his pockets inside out. “See.”

Zak looked, then turned towards . “How about you?”

Marquis didn’t move, he was scared, then he finally slid behind Zeus. He had a couple of dollars. The money he’d save for a down payment for a pair of Jordan’s he’d eyeballed at Dick’s Sporting Goods.

He whispered to Zeus. “I was going to lay-a-way those kicks today.”

‘Damn,’ Zeus thought.

Marquis had saved faithfully for that. He talked religiously about those damn sneakers. He wasn’t going to give them shit. They’d have to take it in blood and when he gave him that look Marquis knew that that was the deal.

“Naw...he ain’t got shit either.”

Zak was no slow leak, he’d already spotted the bulge in ’ pants and he’d already committed to the next level. Which was to take it from him. He, or at least they needed that little piece of change. They were past the cigarette stage now and wanted a nickel bag or two of that good dog-food their boss Gunzz had.

They stared at each other. Zeus and Marquis already had their fists balled up. Zak and his boys moved in towards them. It was going down, and they stood firm. Zak moved in first and was about to raise his hand.

“Hey...what the fuck is going on!” Zeus and Marquis turned their heads across the street and grinned.

Zak and his boys frowned as they stepped back. “Nothing man!” Zak spat.

It was Vee, Zeus’ uncle, and right now their savior. He came over to where they were and stepped in between them. “Yo’, man, what’s up, everything cool?”

He turned and looked at Zak and them. They backed off. Zeus looked at him, he knew his uncle didn’t like them, and he also knew Unc had enough in him to whip Zak’s ass and his boys wouldn’t do shit.

Zeus just nodded his head. “Naw, Unc...everything cool.” He and Marquis walked past them with his uncle by their side.

Zak snarled at him as Marquis looked back. Somehow, he knew this was far from over.

“Look, Zeus, them guys putting the tim on you or what? You want me to handle that...talk to Gunzz?”

“Naw, Unc, seriously, we cool!”

Marquis caught the front end of the city bus going downtown as it turned the corner. “Yo’, I gotta go. I better go ahead and put this money on those sneakers...while I can.”

Zeus dapped him. “Hell yeah, you do that. I’ll catch up with you later.”

Zeus and his uncle watched as Marquis got on the bus going to Dicks. Zeus’ uncle was an old-g around the neighborhood. He’d already done two bids for bodies up the road and was well established as a gangster, nothing to fuck with. Since Zeus’ father caught that elbow in '99, he was also now his father figure and Zeus’ moms didn’t mind.

He was the oldest and she had three children already to keep up with. Her brother stayed with them when he wasn’t out of town. He’d given her the money to keep the roof over their heads and food on the table. She was okay with Zeus spending time with him. She just wasn’t good with how her brother made his money. But, Vee didn’t give a fuck.

“Uncle Vee, are you leaving tonight?”

His uncle nodded. “Don't worry about that, lil’ bruh. Just do the right thing and stay your ass out of trouble.”

Zeus nodded. “Yeah...stay out of trouble.”

“You don’t need no record.”

They’d had this discussion already because Zeus showed interest in what Unc did. Least from what he told him so far. Unc didn’t mind, but he had to show him the right way. Sure, there was college, and all that, but growing up in Fountain Park, inner city, ghetto St. Louis; college wasn’t much of an option. Zeus showed no interest in the gangs and that was a plus. The only real friend he had was , and they stuck together through thick and thin. Hell, Vee thought, why not show these little dudes the business? The intricate business of killing, the business of being a ghetto assassin.
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TIME CAME AND WENT, and Zeus grew into a young man. His uncle took him on outings teaching him things like how to shoot, load, and strip down a weapon. How to case his mark. That meant spending a lot of hours watching and following people without them knowing. A.K.A, stalking, and of course, the biggest one, how to drive.

He asked his uncle why not just roll up and murk them. His uncle explained to him that real bad boys move in silence. No heat meant more Jobs meant more money. Zeus and Marquis were his prodigies now, but Unc still made them attend school and read and learn. The more they knew and were educated, the closer they would fit in. Zeus asked him why he himself still stayed in the hood? He made enough money to move somewhere better.

He explained to them that right now the hood meant protection and assured that he didn’t stand out. More and more Marquis and Zeus proved their loyalty. But they still had one thing they needed to do, together. They finally kicked Zak’s ass. They beat him up so bad he ended up in the hospital. They beat him with a bag full of quarters. Vee frowned on that. He was paid a visit by Gunzz as a result. Vee told him it was just a bully issue, and to pull his boys back. Gunzz agreed, he didn’t want any problems either. After all, he knew he would need Vee’s services again in the near future.

As time progressed, Vee’s calls started getting slower and less frequent. The mobsters started using younger men who were bolder and had a steadier aim. While Vee was sniffing dime bags of dog food, listening to jazz music and nodding off. These young men were putting in that work, trying to leave their mark. One day, Vee had gotten a call that he really couldn’t afford to miss and still maintain credibility. When Zeus searched for him, he was later found held up in a dope den, high as hell. Zeus informed him about the call and after some coaxing he finally persuaded Vee to explain the job to him. Zeus knew Vee was in no type of shape to do it, so he figured he’d handle it himself and show-off his capabilities.

He called on Marquis for help, but Marquis had other engagements, so he pressed forward. He went to his uncle’s stash and picked out a Sig Sauer .45 with two extra clips, and a silencer for the job. He used the address he’d gotten from his uncle and when he arrived at the house, no one was there. He did the research like his uncle had shown him and found out his target had a gallery. Zeus arrived downtown St. Louis at the posh place and waited patiently while stalking his prey.

Finally, after a few hours, the man stepped out with a young girl in tow. She couldn’t have been much older than Zeus. So, he had to be the mark. He couldn’t afford to wait for the time to be right again and decided to get it over with. He slid the clip in and around into the chamber, then screwed the gas charged silencer on the muzzle. He reached into his pocket, pulled out a skull cap and slipped it over his face, then took a deep breath.

“This is it!” he said to himself.

As the man came out, he turned the corner into an alleyway, where he had a car parked. Zeus had to get at him before he made it there, not knowing what he had inside. So, he crept up the block across the street and crossed over coming up behind them. He turned the corner and the man had his back turned away from him. He pushed him up against the car and spun him around. The man’s eyes bulged wide, but it was more from surprise than fright.

“I told them, I’d get the money!” he yelled and stepped in front of the girl, putting up a defensive stance.

Then he glanced into the car. Zeus knew it was more than likely, that he had a gun. Zeus couldn’t let him go for it, so he reached for his gun and started to aim. But the long legs of his assailant kicked at it and connected causing the gun to hit the ground. Zeus only had two choices at that moment. Either go for his gun or stop his target from going for his in the car. Zeus jumped on his back and started punching his face.

His keys dropped to the ground, followed by Zeus and the man and they started wrestling. Then the man reached into his coat and pulled out a stiletto. Zeus jumped to his feet and glanced at his gun. Zeus started for it, but he swung the blade and caught Zeus on his right cheek. Blood gushed profusely out of the wound and ran down his neck, but he still managed to dive on the gun. Before he could use it the man also dived on the gun and on Zeus. Once again, they wrestled and finally, he had Zeus on his back.

He raised the blade up high and aimed to plunge it into Zeus’ chest. Zeus finally reached the gun, and at the same moment, he swung the knife down. Zeus managed to roll to the side and get a hold of his bearings, then he aimed and fired. He caught him in the chest. The man looked down at the bullet hole, then at Zeus, and still tried to lunge, but it was useless.

He fell over, then looked up at the girl. “Run!” Those were the last words out of his mouth.

Zeus’ nerves were frayed, but he had to pull himself together. His skull cap was bloody, so he took it off. He got up off the ground staggering against the car. The girl just stood there in shock. He looked over at her. She had light brown eyes, chocolate brown skin, and long, black, silky hair that dropped past her shoulders. Her lips were full, and they quivered in fear. When she stared back at Zeus, there was something about her that drew him into her.

However, this was business and she was a witness. He pointed the gun at her, and she bent over crying. He got closer to her and put the muzzle up to her head. She looked up at him. This was the part that his uncle never prepared him for. Killing a person while they looked you dead in your eyes. Especially when those eyes were from the most beautiful person he’d ever seen in his life. He backed up slowly, staggering, raised the gun in the air and shot out a window.

“Get the fuck outta here...now!” he hollered at her.

She stood up slowly, still staring in his face, the slash on his cheek and eased past him. Then, she turned the corner and hauled ass up the street. Zeus looked down at the man and kicked him to make sure he was dead. Then stuffed the gun into his jacket and eased to the corner of the building. It was dusk and not too many people were out, but he had to haul ass too. He didn’t know if the girl was going to the cops or not. He eyeballed the route he came, knowing he couldn’t get on the bus like he’d done earlier.

He ran opposite the Mississippi River towards Tucker Boulevard making his way to Kings Highway Boulevard, back to Fountain Park. He looked back only once after that to make sure the distance between him and downtown St. Louis got wider. When Zeus finally made it home, he went into the house and made his way to the basement. He pulled on the hinges, lifted the trap door and made his way down to his uncle’s stash spot. After wiping the gun down, he meticulously put it back into place. He figured he’d come back later, strip it down and clean it. Right now, he had blood all over him and had to clean up before somebody saw him...especially his mother.

He slowly made his way back upstairs and crept into the bathroom. He stripped down and jumped into the shower. As he stood under the steaming hot water, he let it calm his nerves. But when he raised his head towards the showerhead the cut stung like all hell once the water got into it. He held onto the shower curtain to keep from buckling. Once he got out, he wiped the mirror dry and looked at his face. His cheek had been sliced open, but not all the way through. He was thankful for that, but it was definitely going to need stitches.

He pulled out some gauze and applied it to his face holding it with his hand. He was going to have to find Marquis and come up with a plan to get stitches from somewhere. Most likely from a ghetto doctor
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