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PROLOGUE
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How That Nigga Heavy Ended Up In Prison
Lump never liked the cold, but the New York winter was more than a chill, it was a full-on slap in the face. Draped in his leather jacket, he leaned against the hood of his rented Cadillac, watching from across the street. His breath came out in thick, misty puffs. He felt the tracker vibrating in his pocket, its signal steady and clear. Autumn was here. His heartbeat drummed in his ears. Every muscle in his body was tense. He didn’t want to believe it, but he had to see it himself.
A few years earlier...

Rolo was in rare form, king of the night, swaggering like he owned the city and shit. The music boomed as he danced with a caramel-skinned joint, her laugh infectious, her hazel eyes glued to him. A Sensodyne white smile spread across Rolo’s face. The man was wealthy beyond imagination, draped in a mink coat, with diamonds dancing on his neck and wrists, and he felt untouchable.

But Lump saw everything. He’d been in New York long enough to know that when a man like Rolo was feeling himself a little too much, trouble was never far behind. Sure enough, two Dominican stickup kids lurking near the bar eyed Rolo, like lions stalking a gazelle. Their hands twitched, their eyes hungry. Lump knew what was about to go down before it even happened.

He watched as Rolo left the club, dismissing his bodyguards with a wave, the girl hanging on his arm. The stickup kids made their move, guns drawn, faces tight with determination. They cornered Rolo against his car and forced him to hand over everything: the Richard Mille, the diamond earrings, the cash, even the jewelry on the woman. But Lump wasn’t going to let this play out. He saw his chance and took it.

With the speed of a leopard, Lump crossed the street, his gun already out. 

Bop. Bop. Bop. Bop. 

The shots came clean and quick. Both stickup kids dropped before they knew what hit them. Rolo’s eyes widened in shock, then gratitude. 

“Good lookin’ out, fam,” Rolo stammered, still catching his breath. “Yo, son, you better haul ass. Nine will be in here inna minute.” 

Lump nodded understandingly. He went to take off, but Rolo called him back and they exchanged contact info. Once Lump had gotten ghost, Rolo cooked up a story to tell the police. Seeing their flashing red and blue lights, he waved them down and motioned them over to him.
***
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The next morning, $100,000 in cash showed up at Lump’s doorstep, but Lump sent it back. He wanted more than money. He wanted an opportunity, a sit-down with the man himself. He knew Rolo was a major player, the one who could give him access to the big leagues.
***
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Rolo and Lump met, hit it off, and the business relationship flourished. Lump became his new buyer, and everything was perfect, almost too perfect.

Then, Lump noticed the way Rolo looked at Autumn. The glances that lingered a second too long, the compliments that seemed too eager, the chuckles that sounded like they held hidden meanings. And then, there was Autumn, his wife, his ride-or-die since third grade. She had a way of brushing it all off, but the tension in the air was thick enough to choke on.

Lump knew something was off. His instincts had never lied to him before, and they weren’t starting now.

***
[image: ]


Now, here he was, waiting and watching. The front doors of the hotel opened, and his heart stopped. He saw Autumn step out of her car, her hair shining under the streetlights, her heels clicking against the concrete, looking every bit the goddess, he knew she was. He swallowed hard, hoping, praying, she was here for a friend or some innocent reason.

But then came the Maybach. Rolo stepped out; a grin spread across his face the moment he saw her. Lump’s breath hitched. It was like watching a car crash in slow motion. He couldn’t turn away. Rolo walked up to Autumn, wrapped his arms around her waist, and kissed her like she was his bitch. Lump’s stomach twisted into knots. He felt like throwing up.

He watched, silent, cold, as his wife, his woman, entered the hotel, hand in hand with Rolo, laughing like they shared some secret joke. 

Lump’s vision blurred with anger and his knuckles crackled as he clenched the steering wheel. His eyes stung hot with tears, but he wasn’t going to cry, not here and not now. He was past that.

His thoughts raced, and every scenario in his head ended the same way, with him putting a bullet in Rolo’s wig. But he knew he couldn’t just go off like that, at least not yet. He had to be smart. He had to play this hand right. He had come too far, and there was too much at stake.

He took a deep breath, steadying himself. He couldn’t let emotion fuck with his judgment, not now. He needed a plan, a way to make them both pay. Because one thing was clear, he wasn’t going to take a loss, not to some slick-talking kingpin or a cheating wife.

When Autumn returned home from her date with Rolo, she found Lump lounging on the couch. The living room was thick with smoke from a half-burned blunt, smoldering in the ashtray, and the air charged with tension. Two suitcases, stuffed with her clothes and personal things, stood like security guards by the door.

Lump smiled at her, but it wasn’t a friendly smile. It was the kind that made her skin prickle. "Hey, baby," he said casually, "did you have fun?"

Autumn froze, a chill creeping down her spine. She knew something was off, but she couldn’t quite place it. She took a second, masking her unease with a smile of her own. “Yeah, I had a great time, but I’m tired,” she replied. “You know how my girls are. I was ready to come home, but they begged me to stay for MiMi’s birthday.” Her eyes flicked nervously to the packed bags. “You got your luggage packed. Where you going, babe?”

Lump chuckled, standing up slowly, like a lion rising to his feet. “Where I’m goin’? Nah, sweetheart, the question is, where the fuck you goin’?”

Autumn’s heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean?” she asked confused.

“Don’t play dumb with me, bitch,” Lump growled, his smile vanishing. He whipped out his cellphone and shoved it in her face, showing her the footage of her and Rolo at the hotel, their hands all over each other. Autumn turned as pale as a ghost as she stared at the undeniable proof of her infidelity.

Without another word, Lump grabbed the suitcases and yanked them toward the door. Autumn dropped to her knees as tears flooded her cheeks. “Please, Lump, I’m sorry. I love you. I was lonely, and you were never home,” she sobbed, her voice raw with desperation. She clung to his leg, her sobs guttural and unrestrained. “Please don’t throw me out.”

He sneered down at her. “I ain’t never home ‘cause I’m out here chasin’ a bag to keep you in alla that expensive ass bullshit you want,” he hissed. “And this is how you repay me?”

Autumn’s face crumpled. “I’ll do anything,” she begged. “Please, just don’t leave me. I’ll commit suicide. I’ll slit my wrists, if you leave me.”

Lump’s gaze was cold, unforgiving. “Bitch, you think I give a fuck? Tell that shit to Jesus, when you see ‘em,” he said, kicking her hand away. 

But she clung tighter, her nails digging into his skin, her body trembling with fear.

“Anything?” he asked, his voice softening with a twisted curiosity.

Autumn nodded frantically, wiping her tears. “Yes, anything. Just please, don’t leave me.”

A slow, cruel smile spread across his lips. “Alright then, let’s see how far you’re willing to go.”
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For weeks, he made her crawl on her hands and knees like a dog. He had her butt naked, wearing nothing but a spiked dog collar, with a name tag that read “Lump’s Property.” Every night, she had to perform on command, sucking his dick until he nutted, swallowing, eating his ass, taking it in every hole, until he was satisfied. When he was done, she had to wash him up like royalty, just like in that scene from Coming to America with Prince Akeem.

She spent hours at his feet, clipping his toenails, with a concentration that made her look almost serene, even though her mind was anything but. Each time she finished one foot, he would kick it away, muttering something demeaning, a reminder that this was her punishment, her penance.

Lump would make her do the most degrading things, breaking her down piece by piece. And she endured it all, hoping that if she obeyed, he would forgive her, maybe even love her again.

One evening, as she knelt at the edge of the bed, clipping his toenails, Lump finally spoke. “You want my forgiveness?” 

“Yes, King,” Autumn nodded rapidly.

“Then you’ll earn it. You’ll earn it by findin’ out where that bitch-ass nigga keeps his money,” he said, his tone cold and detached. “Me and my Crimeys are gonna take everythang he’s got. And when that’s done, you’re gonna put a bullet in his head. Before you do, you be sure to tell ‘em why, too. You tell his ass he ain’t shit, that you were runnin’ game on ‘em the entire time. That chu could never, ever be with a low vibrational ass nigga such as himself, and that chu only fuck with thoroughbred, boss ass niggaz. You got that?”

Autumn nodded, her voice a whisper. “Yes, King, anything you want.”

“Good,” he replied, leaning back in his chair. “Now get to work, bitch.”

***
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Days later... 

After she delivered the information, Lump gathered his Crimeys, a ruthless band of Crips, made up of himself, Heavy, Grunt, and Whip. They were ready to hit Rolo where it hurt, and Lump knew this was his chance to take everything from the man who had dared to touch what was his. The streets were about to discover just how petty and vindictive Lump could be when crossed.

While Autumn kept Rolo occupied, the Crimeys hit the townhouse he had stashed up in Manhattan. They weren’t sure who they’d find holding it down, maybe a couple of killaz standing guard, but instead, they ran into two pit bulls, thick as linebackers, veins bulging like they were juiced on steroids. The beasts were two of the meanest sons of bitches the homies had ever seen. Grunt and Whip wanted to put them down immediately, but Heavy stepped up, calm and confident.

“Nah, I got this,” Heavy assured them. He knew a thing or two about pressure points and could handle a dog like a seasoned vet. 

Lump, Grunt, and Whip kept the pits distracted, whistling and waving their arms, while Heavy snuck around to the back. After disabling the home security system, Heavy picked the lock on the back door and snuck inside, while the pits were focused on Lump, Grunt, and Whip. Heavy closed in on the dogs, then struck their pressure points with precise, swift blows. The beasts slumped to the ground, out cold. 

With the hounds neutralized, Heavy unlocked the sliding glass door and waved his crime partners in. Grunt and Whip duct-taped the dogs’ mouths and bound their legs, making sure they wouldn’t get loose or make a sound. While they secured the pits, Lump assisted Heavy in cracking the safe in the back of Rolo’s walk-in closet. Heavy opened his canvas bag, filled with tools for the trade, and got to work.

Grunt played lookout at the front, Whip at the back, while Lump stood behind Heavy like a scarecrow. Lump silently prayed that Heavy could crack this safe, like he’d cracked all the others. Judging by Rolo’s flashy lifestyle, his bread, his jewelry, his mansions, and luxury cars, Lump estimated anywhere from three to five mil inside. So when Heavy finally swung the safe door open and they saw only $500,000, the others were thrilled, but Lump’s disappointment was written all over his face.

“The fuck is wrong with you, nigga? You not happy?” Whip asked, loading up the duffel bags with cash.

“Hell naw. Five hundred geez ain’t shit.” Lump kicked one of the bags, frustrated. He clenched and unclenched his leather-gloved hands, pacing back and forth, trying to keep his anger in check.

Whip grinned behind his ski mask. “Cuz, you needa calm yo’ ass down and thank the good Lord above,” he said, holding up stacks of money like a preacher waving a Bible.

Lump waved him off. “Man, I blow through that lil’ bitta shit inna week’s time. Fuck,” He punched the air, imagining Rolo’s face on the other side of his fists.

“Yo, cuz, calm that shit down before these rich-ass white niggaz call the Johnnies.” Heavy was still on his knees, stuffing money into a duffle bag, but his eyes never left Lump.

Whip shrugged. “You trippin’, Lump. Look at Grunt. Even he’s happy.” He nodded toward Grunt, who was smiling like he had a billion-dollar lottery ticket. “When have you ever seen this ugly-ass nigga smile?”

“Fuck you,” Grunt shot back, flipping him off as he zipped up the last duffle bag.

“Maybe later,” Whip joked, tucking the last of the cash inside.

Lump, still hot, muttered, “I want more. And I know that nigga’s got it, so I’m gon’ get it.”

“Yeah? How?” Grunt asked as Heavy stood up, slinging a duffle bag over his shoulder.
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Lump wasn’t done. He wanted more than just half a mil, so after stashing the cash at his grandma’s house, they headed to Rolo’s baby mansion in Hell’s Kitchen.

Whip parked the Mercedes-Benz station wagon in a shadowy corner of the neighborhood. Masked up, bulletproof vests strapped tight, and guns loaded, they ran up on the armed guards, their pistols chirping with each silenced shot. The guards howled in pain as bullets pelted them and they crumpled to the ground.

Grunt and Whip quickly dealt with the security system on the mansion’s side, while Lump kept his eyes on Heavy, who was waiting at the front door, ready to pick the lock. Once Grunt gave the thumbs-up, Heavy worked his magic. In seconds, they were in.

Heavy stood, gun drawn, and led the way. The Crimeys fanned out, sweeping each room in search of Rolo. The sound of Jodeci’s “Freek’N You” drifted down from upstairs, pulling them like a magnet toward the master bedroom. Heavy signaled for silence, leading the crew up the steps, each footfall was a whisper on the hardwood.

At the door, Lump took point, waited for the others to line up behind him, then kicked it in with the force of a cop raiding a trap house.

Rolo, mid-thrust, nearly jumped out of his skin, condom still dangling from his dick. Autumn scrambled, yanking a sheet up over her chest.

“Turn that bullshit off,” Lump barked, snatching off his ski mask and storming toward Rolo. He glanced at Autumn, his eyes a storm of betrayal. She couldn’t bring herself to look at him, so she fixed her gaze on the floor.

Rolo screamed like he caught his hand in a mousetrap as Lump yanked him off the bed by his hair. Heavy moved over to the cellphone, where the music blared, and smashed it with the butt of his gun until the noise died. He launched the shattered device against the wall and turned back to see Whip and Grunt duct-taping Rolo’s wrists to the closet’s pole.

Once they had him restrained, Lump went to work, slapping Rolo’s face with his gun until blood flowed from cuts that quickly swelled into welts.

“I hope the pussy was worth it, dicksucka,” Lump spat, glancing over his shoulder at Autumn, who was dressing hastily. He waved her over, pointing to where she should stand. She kept her eyes on the floor, avoiding Rolo’s gaze.

Lump grabbed Rolo’s chin roughly, forcing him to look up. Pressing his gun hard into Rolo’s nut sack, he growled, “Listen, I’ma ask you one time, where’s the money? And I don’t mean them bullshit dummy safes you got for situations like this. I’m talkin’ about the big boy safe, them millions, ya dig?”

Rolo’s eyes rolled back; his face contorted in pain. Lump pressed harder. “Don’t play with me, nigga. Tell me where it’s at, or I’ll blow yo’ left nut off.”

Once Rolo gave Lump the information he wanted, he turned to Grunt and Heavy. “Basement. Safe behind the washer. Combo is 12-19-09,” he said, his voice low but clear, like they were sharing a secret they couldn’t afford to forget. 

Grunt and Heavy ran out of the room. They returned shortly with three duffle bags full of drug money. 

Heavy, slightly winded, dropped the bags at Lump’s feet and grinned. “Niggaz ‘bouta eat good, cuz. Hadda be like four mil down there. No cap.”

Lump looked at Grunt, who nodded in agreement, his face gleaming with satisfaction. Lump glanced at his timepiece and then back at Rolo, whose face was bruised and swollen from the beating. “It's time we shake the spot, my guy.” He patted Rolo on the cheek, then pinched it like a grandma. 

“Please, please, don’t, don’t kill me,” Rolo pleaded weakly, barely conscious from the pistol-whipping. His voice was slurred, each word dragging out as if he were trying to hold onto his life just a little longer.

Lump stepped behind Autumn, placing his stick in her hands, and lifting it to meet Rolo’s chest. “I’m not gon do you in, bruh. I’ma let wifey do the honors. She’s cold wit it, nah mean?” Lump gave Autumn a deep, sloppy, tongue kiss to rub the situation in Rolo’s face. He then whispered in her ear, his voice a calm storm. “Now show this bitch-ass nigga who you truly belong to.” 

Autumn’s eyes were glassy, her lips quivering as she mouthed, “I'm sorry,” to Rolo, who begged her not to murk him. His body twisted against the closet’s pole in a desperate attempt to escape. 

She steadied her breath, her hands shaking slightly as she repeated the words Lump had told her to say the day she was clipping his toenails, “You ain’t shit, nigga. I was runnin’ game the entire time. I could never, ever be with a low vibrational ass nigga like you. I only fuck with thoroughbred, boss ass niggaz like my hubby.”

Autumn took a deep breath and pulled the trigger. One shot pierced his heart, and a second exploded his skull against the closet wall in a gruesome spray of blood. 

Lump kissed her again, his eyes filled with a twisted pride. “Good girl.” He led her out of the bedroom, signaling for the crew to follow. Grunt, Heavy, and Whip grabbed the duffle bags and left the room behind him.
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The Crimeys gathered in the basement of an old, abandoned house, with boarded windows and tall dead grass. This was their spot, where they always split the money, they made from their licks. Each man pulled out his own bag, stuffing it with his portion of the cash.

Heavy slapped hands with everyone, except Lump, who’d slipped upstairs to take a piss. “That nigga Lump went to take more than a leak,” he said over his shoulder, insinuating that their crime partner was taking a shit. Everyone laughed heartily. 

Heavy barely made it to the top of the steps, when the basement door creaked open, and a hushed bullet zipped through the air. He tumbled down the staircase, hard and fast, money flying everywhere. His body slammed into the ground and blood seeped out of his forehead.

Lump stood at the top of the stairs, the gun still hot in his hand, his eyes cold and calculating. He stared at Heavy’s lifeless form for a moment, as if checking to see if the job was done. He nodded to Autumn, who quickly stuffed the scattered money back into Heavy’s bag. 

“Let's roll,” Lump said, and the crew left the basement, stepping over Heavy’s body as they climbed the stairs.

Heavy’s eyes fluttered open, a low groan escaping his lips like he’d been resurrected. Blood blurred his vision, and his tongue felt thick in his mouth. He remembered seeing Lump’s face before a bright white light flashed before his eyes. 

The basement felt like hell, hot and suffocating, sweat pouring down his face. Heavy expected flames, a devil maybe, but then he heard his cellphone ring. He fumbled for it, catching it just as the call ended. He saw Shirvetta had called him sixty-seven times. He dialed 9-1-1, fingers shaking, and told the dispatcher his location and that he was in the basement. When she asked what happened, he hung up and called Shirvetta back.

“Baby, I got shot in the head,” he croaked, voice weak. “If, if I don’t make it, you, you raise the most vicious niggaz these streets have ever seen and sic ‘em on Lump, Grunt, and Whip. No, no Johnnies, baby. Keep it, keep it gangsta.”

Shirvetta’s voice hitched in panic on the other end. Heavy tried to calm her, though his head swam in confusion and pain. “Don’t worry, ambulance comin’ for me,” he said, but he wasn’t so sure. 

“Heavy. Heavy. Heavy,” Shirvetta hysterically called after the love of her life, but it was already too late. The darkness had claimed him.

Heavy’s eyelids fluttered open like the wings of a dying moth. His head throbbed, and the room spun slowly. He blinked several times, adjusting to the blinding white of the hospital lights. A thick patty had formed in his tightly coiled hair, and his facial hair was on the verge of turning into a full beard. The room around him was bursting with balloons, cards, and flowers, enough to make it look like a nursery. He tried to inhale the scent of a vase filled with daisies, but nothing came through. His sense of smell was gone. 

Confusion clawed at his brain as he struggled to piece together fragments of time. What day was it? What year? The last time he’d been awake felt like an eternity ago. Then, it all slammed back into him like a brick wall. Lump. That muthafucka had shot him in the forehead and snatched his cut from the Rolo lick. His eyes narrowed into slits of pure hatred, the memory burning into his brain. Those New York bitchez had probably been in on it too, he thought. He vowed they’d all pay for not finishing the job.

Heavy tried to push himself out of bed, but hit the cold, hard floor like a stack of bricks. Pain shot through his body, but he gritted his teeth and forced himself to stand, stubborn as ever. It took a full hour for his legs to cooperate, trembling like a newborn foal’s before he finally managed to get on his feet. He shuffled to the closet, pulling out the clear plastic bag containing the clothes he’d been shot in. He got dressed quickly, slipping on the bloodstained hoodie and throwing the hood over his head.

Next, he grabbed his cellphone, charger, and a small baggie, containing the money and everything he’d had in his pockets, from the nightstand drawer. He called a cab, then moved quietly to the door. At the nurses’ station, a nurse was leaning over the counter, chatting with a colleague. She didn’t notice Heavy slipping past, his steps light despite the pain in his limbs. He reached the elevator and punched the button, keeping his head low as it descended to the lobby. 

When the doors opened, Heavy made his way across the room with his hood hiding his face. A security guard was too busy flirting with a visitor at the check-in desk to notice him. Heavy pushed through the glass doors and waited outside the hospital, his breath visible in the cold air. Within three minutes, the cab pulled up, and he climbed into the backseat.

The driver, an older Nigerian man, glanced back at him, frowning slightly. 

“What day is it? What year?” Heavy asked, his voice raw.

The driver’s eyebrows wrinkled in confusion. “It’s November, 2014. Why you askin’?”

Heavy nodded. A month, give or take, since he’d been domed and jacked. He pulled out his cellphone to check in with his family, but the screen stayed black, dead. “You got a charger for this?” he asked, holding up his cellphone.

The driver nodded and took the phone, plugging it into the dashboard. Heavy stared out the back window, his thoughts dark until the driver announced they’d arrived at the destination. The old man handed the fully charged phone back, and Heavy passed him the fare, plus a tip.

“Thank you, sir,” the driver said in his thick foreign accent, pocketing the cash with a nod.

Heavy slid out of the car, stepping into the yard of one of his family’s many armories. He punched in a combination on the keypad and heard the lock click open. He stepped inside, the smell of gun oil and cold steel greeting him like an old friend. He geared up quickly, body armor, handguns, ammo, and a nickel-plated shotgun that gleamed under the dim light. His hands moved with practiced efficiency, fueled by the boiling anger inside him.

Once suited up, he tried calling Shirvetta, but it went straight to voicemail. “Damn,” he muttered, pocketing the phone. He racked the shotgun and the sound echoed through the armory room. Without a second thought, he strode outside to the spare car in the backyard, a gun-metal gray ‘89 Chevy Camaro. He retrieved the key from its hiding spot behind the back tire, jumped in, and fired up the engine. The Camaro came back to life like the Frankenstein monster, and Heavy grinned, a flash of his pearly white teeth against his dark skin.

He peeled out of the yard, with a screech of tires. The car tore down the street like a missile
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