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Preface

Brenda Melendez, like General Napoleon or
Alexander the Great on the battlefield, has positioned herself to
take over The Drug Starr Cartel. Brenda has made every move
necessary to ensure a successful campaign including, intimidation,
bribery, seduction, and murder. There is nothing she won't do to
get what she wants as she has demonstrated in her previous
escapades. Is it about to go down?

Brenda slithers and slides her way through
friends, enemies, business partners and associates, leaving them
poisoned and paralyzed by her beauty and sweet venom. Brenda's
underlings have recruited soldiers for the new army ready to back
her at a moment's notice. Most of them were intimidated by Brenda's
previous exploits, which have been well documented by the media.
The few who would not conform were murdered publicly in front of
others as examples. It could be considered Brenda's most effective
advertising campaign.

Royam, the King Pin of Drug Starr, is
obsessed with power, delusions of grandeur and blinded by love.
He's off his 'A' game though and completely oblivious to what's
transpiring right beneath his nose. Once feared and respected by
all and considered to be untouchable, he has become comfortable,
complacent and soft. This once mighty dictator ruled with an iron
fist and tolerated no bullshit. Royam's was committed to getting
out of the ivory tower stay tuned to the pulse of the streets and
his organization. He has since wavered far from his own mission
statement. Will he wake up in time to defend his throne or is it a
done deal?

Lenny B, leader of The Blackavellian Knights,
is back on the scene and ready to rumble. He'd been assumed dead
for over a year and then miraculously reappeared. While he's
anxious to continue his quest, will he continue to put aside
promises and obligations he's made to people such as Renee and God,
the Supreme Being? How long does he expect either to wait for his
final decision? His fellow vigilante, So Good, is now married to
Lenny B's niece Pinky. He vowed never again to be a "Knight" but
the promise was made before discovering Lenny B was still alive.
He'll have to make some life choices, which will affect his
marriage and his life. Will pride, glory and honor outweigh true
love?

When the smoke clears, who will survive the
battle of the Titans?

 



Chapter
One

I'm speeding through the streets of
Philadelphia on an all time high, baby. Top down, music flowing and
the bass line thumping. I haven't experienced this sensation for
over a year. I was incarcerated by some kangaroo court that made
its decision outside of the law. The rush of going into battle,
gunfire, sirens, helicopters, and odds stacked against me escalate
my endorphin levels to extremes never achieved during my chemical
dependency era. If I didn't know any better, I'd think the right
side of my brain is having an orgasm while the left side observes
and masturbates. Damn, I'm on Cloud Nine and must do something to
preserve this exhilaration.

Whose ass can I kick? Who wants some of this?
Who can I unleash the wrath of Lenny B upon? I'm back on the scene
and you'd better recognize motherfuckers!

The same individuals responsible for my
captivity now need me to handle their business on their streets
my way. Or, so they say. According to them, typical police
and federal agency protocols and procedures are no match for the
forces on the street. The extent of violence the dealers are
willing to go to is reminiscent of guerilla warfare. This method of
battle suits me just fine, as I'm willing to bring the pain any way
they want it. How you wanna dance?

But is it the true motive for my release? Am
I to believe my captors, or is this just another mind game? Why
kidnap me in the first place with the intent to kill? The Knights
were already taking it to Drug Starr when they pulled this bullshit
and took me off the scene.

The number of innocent bystanders caught in
crossfire has increased as warring factions are out of control.
This is my assessment based on listening to the news 24/7 while
locked down. Though franchises with boundaries were purchased from
Royam, competing factions are now trespassing into competitor
markets to expand the customer base. Addicts crave the product and
the dealers crave the money and power. We all have some type of
addiction whether we admit it or not.

Royam used to run his operation with an iron
fist and did not tolerate such behavior. But he has tunnel vision
now and has been directing his energy into turning his operation
into a national organization. The cash is coming in and that's his
measure of a successful day. Most importantly, the operation is in
the black and the profit margin is over one hundred percent.

I still ponder who came up with this
elaborate plan to get me off the streets. Who were the masterminds
behind my abduction? Did they ever really intend to kill me or just
disband the Knights? Was it a conspiracy participated in on all
levels of Pennsylvania government? Was Royam involved or is he in
the dark, too? My captors were very cautious and careful. They
always wore masks and used voice boxes to ensure they couldn't be
identified. My meals were served through a slot and I was allowed
to exercise for an hour a day in an open space. But some way,
somehow, I will discover the truth and their asses will be
mine.

I'm free, baby. Oh, the air is exhilarating
and refreshing after being confined for so long. The stars and the
moon have never looked so vibrant. I feel like I can reach up and
touch them. I take a second to send up a prayer for the brother I
dropped at the hospital earlier this evening. He was in very bad
condition and lost a great deal of blood. I'm not a physician, but
the odds truly didn't seem to be in his favor.

I peruse the old neighborhood examining drug
houses, old battle and stomping grounds and other landmarks. I look
for familiar faces, but see few. A great deal has transpired in a
year. The entire neighborhood has gone through a metamorphosis,
which would usually take 10 to 15 years. There are many more closed
businesses, boarded up houses and for sale signs as people try to
escape the inevitable. They're trying to sell their property for
what little they can get on the market to escape to greener
pastures and a better life. Even the corner Mom-and-Pop stores
appear to have fallen by the wayside.

Fast food establishments, once dominated by
the Chinese and Koreans, continue to thrive but now face stiff
competition from other ethnic groups also searching for the
"American dream." Hell, "we can fry chicken and fries, too!" seems
to be the mantra of them all. These foods have become staples in
our African American diets and assist in the demise of our race as
more of us fall victim to high blood pressure, obesity and other
illnesses resulting from unhealthy eating choices.

The business of selling and bartering for
drugs is on the rise. The activity is now every two blocks and they
sell as if they're legitimate street merchants. One crew even has
two hot chicks scantily clad walking through the neighborhood with
signs advertising their products. They've come out of the shadows
and into the light without fear of the public or the police.

Many people have fallen victim to this
epidemic. The young lady sucking the man's dick at the bus stop
used to work for a Fortune 500 company. The gentleman pushing the
shopping cart filled with aluminum cans used to be the pastor of
the storefront church around the corner.

Elementary school students are mimicking
their parents. They've bitten into the forbidden street fruit. They
had no idea of the hell that lies on the other side of the door or
how to process it at their tender ages. On the flip side are
children three to eight years old out begging the neighbors for
food because they've been abandoned by their caretakers. They're
too busy chasing the disappointment at the end of the rainbow. When
they're unsuccessful, they take to trash cans or fall victim to
predators on the street who abuse them in unforgivable manners.

Brothers slinging last year are now managing
corners with their own crews. Still not learning their lessons,
they display their wealth via fancy cars, jewelry and other items
instead of laying low and banking it. But as they say, peer
pressure is a mother fucker. They will become the prey somewhere
along the line in the circle of death.

As I get closer to Klub KASS, I anticipate
the reception I'll receive from Pinky, So Good and the rest of the
staff. How the hell do I explain this to them? I'm sure they've
been on an emotional rollercoaster ride and may be in the final
healing stages. Suddenly, I'm raised from the dead and walking
amongst the living. I wonder how Renee is doing. Did she stay in
Detroit? Did she hook up with another brother? It doesn't matter,
as she'll always be mine in either this lifetime or the next.

 



Chapter
Two

"Shane, come on in and have a seat. Thanks
for agreeing to see me so early in the morning. Would you like some
coffee?" asks Royam, adding three sugar substitutes and some
creamer to his cup.

"I'd love some, and black, please."

"I couldn't sleep so I wanted to get to you
early. I didn't interrupt anything important, did I?" asks
Royam.

"Sir, if you call, I'm coming no matter
what's going on."

"I appreciate you being all gung ho, but
you've got a life, too. Speaking of which, I've never heard you
mention a significant other. Is there someone special in your
life?"

"We're on the brink sir, but I'm not sure I
want to expose her to my lifestyle yet."

"You could leave her in the dark about some
matters."

"That's my point, sir. I'm loyal and honest
in all aspects of my life. I wouldn't have it any other way."

"So you couldn't lie if you wanted or needed
to, huh?"

"My father told me I had a tell sign. He said
when I lied, I'd start fumbling with my left ear."

"So what would happen if you were caught by
the authorities?"

"I'd wait to receive instructions from you.
If it's something that would require me to take one for the team,
I'd do it without thinking twice. Or I'd take a cyanide tablet and
commit suicide. You'd never have to worry about me giving you up or
the organization."

"I know that Shane, which is why you're my
number one."

"So what do you request from me, sir?"

"Brenda Melendez. Who is this bitch and why
is she running amuck on my streets? I've heard of her exploits, but
why is she in my world?"

"Let's look at your world, sir. It appears
that Ms. Melendez wants to be affiliated with the organization.
Word on the street is wacking Nita in front of witnesses and then
doubling your profits would merit an interview."

"Have the profits really doubled? Are the
statements correct?"

"Yes sir, and with the same amount of
product."

"Very impressive... Is she cutting my shit? I
don't want anyone serving my customers sub par dope."

"No sir."

"So what do you think?"

"I'd rather have her as a friend than an
adversary."

"But we can just off that bitch."

"True, yet she has the attributes we're
looking for on our management team. People really fear and respect
this woman."

"But can we manage her is the
question?"

"She would be a great challenge for you sir,
as I'm not on her level. Look at her as a diamond in the
rough."

"This is true. It's been quite dull since I
killed Lenny B. I guess I could use some excitement in my life. But
at the first sign of her doing something foul, I want her
executed."

"I got you, boss."

"So have our secretary try to schedule her
next week based on Smoke's schedule."

"No problem. Now can I ask you something
personal?"

"Go ahead."

"Is it my imagination or are you and Nia an
item."

"So you peeped that, huh?"

"Stevie Wonder could have peeped that one,
sir."

"Yes, I've grown quite fond of Nia and that's
all I'm going to say right now."

"Have you ever had any issues managing your
professional and personal life?"

"Come to think of it, they all usually end at
one point or another. We're not in your everyday line of work."

"So why bother?"

"Everyone needs something other than work and
don't you forget it."

"But you've admitted you can't maintain the
relationships, so why bother?"

"But you never know when you're going to meet
'the one.'"

"The one?"

"Yes, the one."

"What does that mean?"

"The universe has created that special
someone for us all. But how will you know if you don't try to seek
him or her out?"

"It's definitely a she, sir."

"I didn't mean to insinuate or assume
anything and you did mention it. It's difficult trying to be
politically correct."

"No problem. Are you a closet romantic, sir?
I don't mean any disrespect, but this is a side of you I never
thought existed."

"Nobody knows and it better stay that
way."

"It will. I must say, I'm pleasantly
surprised."

"Don't take it for a weakness."

"I know better, sir."

"Let me tell you a story, Shane. My father
had a talk with me when I was about 16 years old. He noticed the
change in my personality and that I was heading to the dark side.
He told me how he used to run the streets, sell drugs and all sort
of other illegal activities. He was a player, "The Man." He would
love women and then discard them with no remorse. He thought no one
could penetrate his soul and he was content being a bad guy. He
didn't want to live any other way. But when he met my mother, she
changed his life. It didn't happen right away, of course. She
actually dumped him a couple of times before he realized he needed
her more than she needed him. Together they flourished. She
inspired him to be bigger than himself. He went back to college,
graduated and became a successful businessman. We all have a soul
mate. We just have to find the missing piece to our puzzle that
makes us whole."

"Very powerful sir, it gives me hope." The
door opens and Nia walks in wearing a lace nightgown and stilettos.
Royam is pleasantly surprise and smiles from ear to ear.

"Hey baby, I saw your light on and ...oh I'm
so sorry. I didn't realize you had company."

"You're not disturbing us, darling. We're
just about to wrap it up. What can I do for you?" Nia smirks and
then parts her lips with her middle finger. You don't have to be a
rocket scientist to figure out what's on her mind. Royam is almost
in a trance staring into her eyes.

"You're a very intelligent man, Royam. I'm
sure you'll figure it out." Nia kisses him softly and blows in his
ear.

"It's okay Nia, I'm leaving," says Shane
standing and gathering his belongings. Neither of them hear Shane.
He shakes Royam's hand and departs. The lights go out before he
gets to the elevator. He also hears the sound of the crystal lamp
resting on the desk crashing to the floor. They couldn't even make
it to the couch. Shane shakes his head, grins and enters the
elevator.

 



Chapter
Three

"What's up, baby girl?" asks Brenda stopping
at Shawntia's corner, which is bustling with heavy activity for
1:30 in the afternoon. It's payday and the first of the month
simultaneously, so everybody's paid and looking to party.

"It's all good, Brenda. I haven't seen you
for a minute. How've you been?"

"I do what I do, you know that, girl."

"When are you going to get me off this corner
and give me more responsibility?"

"That's why I'm here."

"Are you serious?"

"Real talk, girl."

"So what's my new position?"

"Bent over the hood of my car."

"What?"

"I'm just playing with you, girl. Get in the
car and take a ride with me. One of your crew can manage in your
absence."

"Cool."

"Did you select your crew?"

"Yes, I did."

"Are they trustworthy?"

"I trust them with my life."

"You think they have the balls to do what
they need to do under any circumstance?"

"These are some ride or die chicks, Brenda. A
couple of these bitches have cold cocked brothers twice their
size."

"Can they follow instructions?"

"No doubt."

"They'll be your responsibility. You'll be
responsible for any fuck ups you can control."

"What does that mean? Can you give me an
example?"

"Of course I can, suga. I give you a job and
you follow all the instructions. The cops catch you afterwards. If
everyone handled their business, it's no one's fault and you're not
accountable. Let's use that same scenario and someone forgets to
disconnect an alarm. Your crew fucked up the job and you must pay
the consequences."

"What's the penalty?"

"It depends on the assignment or the amount
of money involved. It could be a demotion or death."

"So if we go to jail for someone's mistake,
isn't that penalty enough?"

"You're paying your debt to the legal system.
I must have restitution. I must have satisfaction."

"But we'd be locked up."

"My arms are longer than the law, darling. I
can get at you from anywhere, trust and believe. You'd better ask
somebody."

"No need, I've read of your exploits and seen
you in action."

"So what do you think?"

"Damn, that's kinda rigid."

"Why don't you think about it and get back to
me."

"There's nothing to think about. I'm
down."

"That's what I'm talking about! You're on
your way."

"What's the job?"

"It's a bank heist in one of the suburban
communities."

"Why don't we just go for broke and hit one
in the city?"

"You and your crew have to be tested first.
Consider it on-the-job training. If you can pull off a couple of
these with no hitches, you can sit in the ivory tower with me and
plan the jobs."

"It would be a dream come true, Brenda."

"We're back at your corner. I'll send a car
for you later and we can go over the plans."

"See you then," say Shawntia, kissing Brenda
on the cheek.

"Hmmm, don't bite off more than you can chew,
little girl."

"I can handle it," says Shawntia winking and
walking away.

"I bet you can, suga. I bet you can. We're
surely going to find out one day, too."

 



Chapter
Four

"We interrupt your regularly scheduled
programming to bring you a special news bulletin. This is Craig
Love reporting live from Action News 6. Brenda Melendez's infamous
"list of death" is just about complete, as another victim has been
murdered. For those of you not familiar with Ms. Melendez, she was
incarcerated for murder and then escaped from a maximum-security
prison right here in Philadelphia. She murdered the guard to obtain
her freedom. She left behind a "people to murder" list and has just
about completed the list. The surviving member's twin brother was
killed by mistake and he escaped death, at least for the moment. We
will not mention his name nor show an image so he may have a chance
to escape this killing machine.

Other sources mention she's attempting to
become a player on the Philadelphia crime scene, but we can't
confirm or deny it. But if she is here, why can't she be caught?
What forces protect her and allow her to remain free? Let's go live
to Aleshia Derson at the University of Pennsylvania Hospital."

"Good evening, Craig. It's my solemn duty to
report to you that Kevin Davis's life has been snuffed out by
Brenda Melendez, as she promised. According to police, Kevin was
wounded during a shoot out and was rescued by a mysterious
stranger. He was dropped at the entrance of the hospital. He tried
to make it through the revolving doors, but collapsed. He never
regained consciousness and attempts to resuscitate him were
unsuccessful. Authorities are now looking for the good Samaritan
whose deed was in vain. Back to you, Craig."

"Thanks, Aleshia. This is Craig Ruffin
sending you back to your regularly scheduled program."

"Oh dear Jesus... Baby, baby, please come
here," screams Laverne in disbelief.

"What is it, Laverne? I'm trying to brush my
teeth. I promise you I'll go back and make the bed. I haven't
forgotten our lecture about no chores, no pussy," says Taylor,
mocking Laverne. He rinses and then gargles with Listerine. He
hears Laverne sobbing, then crying and finally, outright bawling.
He runs into the living room and hears the announcement about his
best friend and brother from another mother.

"I knew it, Laverne."

"What do you mean, baby?"

"I was sitting on the side of the bed and
this eerie feeling came over me. It was followed by a cold wind,
which passed through my body and gave me Goosebumps. The last time
I had that feeling was when my grandmother passed away. I told my
parents about it, but they thought it was my imagination. The next
day they received a phone call that she passed."

"I'm sorry for your loss, baby."

"I know. He was a very good brother and I'll
miss him."

"I never heard him talk about any family.
Does he have any?"

"He has a sister and a brother. His parents
were killed by a drunk driver when he was 12."

"So we're both without our best friends for
the rest of our time on this planet."

"They'll always be with us, honey. And most
importantly, we have each other."

"True dat."

Taylor walks over and embraces Laverne.
Channel 6 broadcasts the news again. Taylor drops to his knees and
hugs the TV screen. He rocks back and forth, gets up and walks into
the bedroom, closing the door. Laverne can feel his pain as she too
just lost her best friend, Sandra. Though she wants to console him,
she knows he needs some time to digest his loss. She calls out of
work and stays home to be nearby if he should need her.
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