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	 CHAPTER 1

   Fresh, wearing a blue hospital gown and an IV attached to his right arm, was handcuffed to the bed. He held onto a cup of apple juice in his free hand when Jada entered the room and approached the bed. She leaned forward and kissed him. “Are you okay?” she asked.

   “I’m fine. The bullet went in and out of my quadriceps.” 

   She pecked him again on the jaw. “Thank God.”

   She plopped down in a small chair beside the bed. “Do you need me to call anyone, like your mom or your baby mama or anything?”

   “No.” 

   She noticed the cuffs on his wrist and frowned.

   “I know,” he said.

   “So you’re going to jail?”

   “Yes, but I’m happy, Jada. I’m happy that Tank didn’t kill me. I could have been dead, and I’m happy that I’m going to get this behind me so I can go on with my life.”

   “I think you’re going to be okay.”

    He shot her a fake smile and said, “I think so, too.”

   There was an awkward silence. They both cared an awful lot about each other but they knew they couldn’t’t coexist. They were players. Jada wasn’t used to being played. 

   Fresh sipped the apple juice then he buzzed the nurse. A stout black woman named Clarice burst through the door, shaking her head. “And what do you want with me now, Mr. Fresh?”

   Jada laughed and said, “You know his nickname?”

   Clarice said, “He told me to call all him Fresh and started telling the whole staff about why the Texans were better than the Falcons and then started telling me how I reminded him of his auntie, talking about I was “Trill” whatever that means, trying to charm me so I can get him extra apple juice.”

   Fresh smiled. “It worked.” Then he said, “Ms. Clarice, can you please get maintenance to come up here and fix my TV? The Texans game about to come on.”

   Clarice placed her hands on her hips. “We don’t watch no Texans ‘round here. You’re in Atlanta, Mr. Fresh.”

   Fresh said, “Pretty please with sugar on top.” 

   Clarice looked at Jada and said, “How you put up with this man?”

   “I don’t.”

    “Smart woman.” Clarice passed him two more juices and said she would call the utility man. Then she disappeared. 

   Fresh looked at Jada and said, “What’s up with Shamari?”

   “Haven’t spoken to him in a while.”

   “I want to introduce him to the plug.”

   “What about Q?”

   “I don’t think Q wants to do this anymore, plus he’s facing murder charges.”

   “Why would you do this for Shamari?”

   “You don’t think he can handle it?”

   “I know he can, but the question is does he want to handle it. I know he just got out too and I don’t think he’s trying to get caught up in the streets like Black was.”

   “I’m not worrying about that.”

   “Well, I am. I don’t want Shamari to get killed.”

   “You love that man, don’t you?”

   “I do.”

   “Jada, I love you, but I don’t think you’re going to be happy until you get back with him.”

   “He has someone now.”

   “But you two belong together.” He paused. “You know I’m right.”

   “I don’t want to talk about that right now.”

   “Can you call Gordo for me?”

   “Now?”

   “Yes.”

   “Why?”

   “I want to tell him what to do.”

   “What is his number?”

   “281-456-5789.”

   Jada dialed the number.

   “Buena?” Gordo answered the phone on the second ring. 

   “Gordo? This is Jada, can you hold on for a second? Fresh wants to speak to you.” She turned to Fresh then pressed the phone against his face.

   “I got in a little trouble.”

   “Trouble?”

   “Yes, listen closely.” Fresh went on to explain that he wanted him to meet Shamari and for him to get in touch with Jada when he came to Atlanta. She would give Gordo the money that he was owed. 

   Gordo thanked him and assured him that he would be there for him if he needed him. 

   Jada placed her phone in her purse. 

   Fresh lusted after her. She was wearing a black body suit with five-inch heels. He wanted to call Clarice and offer her a thousand dollars to guard the door while he fucked Jada for ten minutes. But he knew that Jada would oppose it, and it was just a matter of time before the police came back to haul his ass off to jail. 

   Jada walked in the direction of the door and he called her. She turned and faced him.

   “Thank you for all you have done for me while I’ve been here in Atlanta,” he said.

   “Don’t sweat it.” 

   “One more thing.”

   “What is it?”

    “I love you, Jada.”

   She stared at him for a few seconds. She couldn’t’t believe what he’d just said.  Moments earlier he was telling her that she would be happy with Shamari.  She didn’t’t respond because she knew it was a lie. Fresh was a player and he would always be a player, incapable of loving any one, but he had been right about one thing. She loved Shamari but he was in love with another woman.

   *****

   Shantelle was naked. She had just stepped out of the shower and was applying coconut oil to her skin when the doorbell rang. She looked at her phone. It was 10:13 p.m. She said, “Who is it?” She entered the living room and was about to look through the peephole.

   “It’s me, Q. Open up. I need to talk to you.”

   “Just give me a minute,” she said then she disappeared into the room and returned wearing a bathrobe. She opened the door. He stepped inside and she said, “What brings you here so late?” 

   “I’m sorry for barging in your spot like this, but I need your help and I need it right away.”

   She led him into the living room and offered him a seat. He declined. Instead, he paced and she sat down on the sofa. “What’s up, Q?”

   “Look, I know who has been textingJessica Turner.”

   “Who’s Jessica Turner?”

   “Trey’s baby mama.”

   “Oh, I never knew her last name. Who text her?”

   “Monte.”

   “What? This doesn’t’t make any sense and how did he get a phone inside the prison.”

   “I don’t know where You’ve been or who you know, but everybody has a cell phone in prison. Look, my attorney’s P.I. found out that the phone was located near the prison. I know it’s Monte because I gave the phone to Trey and I forgot about it. I’m sure he must have given it to Monte.”

   “Damn. OK, but how can I help?”

   “I need you to go to the police and tell them that Trey gave Monte the phone and you know that Monte influenced Jessica and not me.”

   “Why do you want me to do that and not you?”

   “I’m cartel affiliated and if I go to the police, I’m dead. If I talk to them about anything and they find out, I’m dead.”

   She looked concerned. “I see.”

   “Look, I need you to do this. I need you to clear my name, please.”

   She stood and he could see her silhouette through the robe.  She worked out way too much for him and that damn tiny waist looked great, and he was aroused.

   She caught him looking but pretended not to notice. She turned and faced him. “What the fuck is in this for me, Q?”

   “What do you want?”

   “I want what Starr has.”

   “And what is that?”

   “I want my own business. If I go do this for you, Q, I want you to help me get a fitness studio and I need money for equipment.”

   “How much do you need?”

   “At least fifty thousand dollars.”

   He made eye contact with her. “Do this for me and I’ll give you seventy-five thousand dollars. And I’ll pay the rent for your studio for one year. I gotta get these charges dropped on me. I gotta get the fuck out of the game.”

   “Do you think you can stay out of the game?”

   “I should have been out years ago. I have enough money to last me for a while. So do we have a deal?” 

   She nodded then disappeared into the kitchen. His eyes followed her body. He had to admit Shantelle had a sexy-ass walk. She dropped the robe and his eyes were now focused on her clean-shaved kitty. He propped her up on the counter, dropped his pants then entered her doggy-style.

   She yelled, “Smack my ass!”

   He yanked her hair and slapped her ass and forced his tool as far he could inside her. The sound of his thighs whacking her ass cheeks aroused him even more.

   She said, “You…make…me…feel…so…good.” 

   He flipped her onto her back and she shoved her tongue in his mouth. She gave him very wet kisses. Her newly painted nails clawed his back, and her mouth traveled from his lips to his neck. She bit into his neck slightly and he stopped and frowned. 

   She laughed a little before saying, “Don’t want Starr to find out, huh?”

   “Whatever.”

   She licked his nipple before biting it.  He was turned on further. He entered her again missionary and she could feel him swell inside her. 

   “This…dick…is…so…good…Q.”

   He kept stroking and she whispered in his ear, “I want to be nasty.”

   “Huh?”

   “I want to do something nasty to you.”

   She kneeled and took him in her mouth. Then she removed it and looked then spat on it and took him inside her mouth again toying with his balls then swallowed them before spitting them out. Her tongue was now in the crease of his ass. He tightened his ass cheeks and she laughed. 

   His hands held onto her head and she licked his inner thighs. Her tongue traveled his thigh, then his shin, then his calf. She lifted his foot and lodged his toe in her mouth. He wiggled his foot free and said, “You don’t have to do this.”

   “I want to. Let me do what I want to do it. I want to submit to you, Q. I’ve always dreamed of being submissive to you.”

   He smiled and held his toe to her mouth.

   After she was done devouring his big toe. She stood up and removed a set of handcuffs from the kitchen drawer. She cuffed herself to the back of the kitchen chair and said, “Rape me.” 

   *****

   B.C. was returning to his UPS truck when Stunna appeared in his view. Startled, he stepped back and thought about running away. He hadn’t seen Stunna since the Feds had taken his package. And that had worried him. Stunna had tried to call him a few times, but he didn’t answer the phone. He didn’t want to talk to him, and he damn sure didn’t want to see him. He had thought about leaving Atlanta. He had a few thousand dollars saved but how long would it last? In the end, he’d decided to stay but now coming face to face with Stunna, he didn’t know if he’d made the best decision.

    Stunna grinned at him and said, “You haven’t been answering my calls. You been avoiding your big brother?”

   “No, not at all. As a matter of fact, I was going to call you today.”

   A black Benz Sprinter was situated across the parking lot with eight niggas in it.  Micky sat behind the wheel. Stunna said, “You see that van full of dudes over there?”

   “Yeah.”

   “I need you to go get in the back of the van.”

   “I can’t just abandon my truck. I have a truck full of boxes that need to be delivered.”

   “You can and you will.” Stunna wanted to slap the shit out of him but decided not to. “Call your supervisor and tell them that your wife had an emergency and you have to go home.”

   B.C. removed his cell phone from his pocket then dialed his supervisor and informed him that his wife and kids had been in a car accident and he was heading to the hospital. His supervisor asked him for the location of the truck and said that he was going to send someone to pick up the truck. B.C. walked over and leapt into the Benz Sprinter and they drove to one of Stunna stash houses in Cobb County.  B.C recognized the men. Most of the men he had seen the last time he   and they drug his ass inside the house.

   B.C. pleaded with Micky. “Please don’t let him kill me. I didn’t tell the Feds shit. I swear to God.” 

   “I didn’t say you did. As a matter of fact, I know you didn’t.”

   Stunna placed a Glock .40 to B.C.’s forehead. Next, he stripped B.C. down to his tightie whitey underwear and then forced B.C. to remove them as well. Stunna lashed B.C.’s ass eighteen times with an extension cord. B.C. hollered like a stray animal.

   The whip hitting his legs hurt like hell as he held onto his legs to soothe the pain. It did nothing, but somehow it made him feel better.

   “So you know that I didn’t tell them shit and you still want to whip my ass. I don’t get it.”

   “First, that wasn’t the Feds that took my shit; it was some clown-ass niggas. But if it were the Feds, you should have told me the first time. You lied to me telling me some bullshit story about you lost my package.

   “I know and I’m sorry, but I didn’t know what else to do.”

   Stunna stared at the defenseless nude man lying on his back squirming. “Get yo punk ass up and put your clothes on.”

   B.C. stood, his shriveled dick swinging. He glanced at Stunna, afraid that Stunna was going to slap the shit out of him again. He crept to the other side of the room to find his UPS uniform, along with his socks piled in the corner. After he was fully clothed, he stood in the center of the circle of men. 

   Stunna approached B.C. and handed him the keys to the Porsche that Stunna had taken from B.C. a month ago. 

   Stunna said, “Your car is outside.”

   “You’re giving me my car back?” B.C narrowed his eyes. A few minutes earlier, he was getting
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