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   Chapter 1 
 
    
 
       "Mr. Combs. You are free to leave. Bailiff, please remove the ankle chains from him and release him immediately. This court is adjourned." 
 
         I heard no movement behind me as the judge quickly exited the courtroom. I knew that the people seated behind were in a state of shock that not only was I no longer a death row inmate, but I was now a free man. I had been praying to God for this day to happen, and I had also prayed that the people who sent me to prison, or at least the ones that had supported my death penalty sentence, would display compassion and remorse for falsely accusing me. 
 
         Sitting somewhere behind me was Calista McBeal, who, for the previous fifteen years had testified unwaveringly that she was a hundred and fifty percent sure that I was the one who had raped her, and also raped and killed her best friend. Now that the DNA tests, as well as a confession from the real perpetrator, finally proved my innocence, all I needed to move forward was for her to display remorse for forcing me to miss both of my parents’ funerals while I rotted away on death row. 
 
        After the shackles and handcuffs were removed, I slowly turned around and searched all the faces of all the people who wanted to see the State of Maryland kill me. After searching for her, my eyes finally locked onto her eyes. It seemed like time stood still as she slowly stood up. My blood went ice cold as she flicked me the bird, rolled her eyes, and left with an indignant strut. Then, all of her supporters flicked me the bird and left with their own indignant struts as well. Right then and there, I made my mind up that I would kill as many people as I could who had had anything to do with my fifteen years of being on death row as an innocent man. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 2 
 
         The year was now 2013, and the world had dramatically changed since I was last on the streets in 1999. For one thing, both of my parents were dead, and my oldest brother was now a crack fiend. My little brother had sent me a big money order two years ago, but I hadn't heard from him since, so I knew I was in for a difficult transition back into the society that I'd missed more than any words could express. 
 
        Taking some of the worry away from my racing thoughts was the six hundred dollars in my pocket, as well as the forty thousand dollar check that my parents had left me when they died. My first mission was to find my brother and see how he was living. 
 
        I took a cab from the Baltimore County circuit court in Towson, Maryland, to the last address that my brother had written me from, which was in Essex, right next to Baltimore City. We had grown up in Tall Trees, right next to Kingly Park. They were two of the worst apartment complexes in B-More County.  I wasn’t even worried about anybody being able to recognize me, because I looked totally different from how I had when I first got locked up. I was two hundred and seventy pounds of good eating back then. Right now at  this  point in time, I was a very solid one hundred and ninety pounds due to the extreme amount of stress relieving exercising, coupled with the bad prison food. I went into prison with shoulder length dreads, but now I had a rock shiny ass bald head because stress snatched my hair away.  
 
   The condition of the neighborhood was a bit surprising because there was no longer a difference between this 'hood and one in the city. I walked past crack heads searching the ground for imaginary lost crack rocks. I had to turn away little kids who tried to sell me drugs. I bought an iPhone 5 for two hundred dollars. I turned down females who were selling their bodies, and who were built like they had AIDS. I was happy to finally get to the apartment building that I was looking for. 
 
        As soon as I entered the building, I was surprised to hear my name being called, until I saw who was calling me. I looked up the stairs and saw Alex, and smirked as he rushed down toward me. Before my arrest, Alex was real cool with me, though he was the neighborhood crack head. After my arrest, he did some bullshit by getting on the news and saying that he had always thought I had it in me to rape somebody because of how I acted toward women. 
 
        I guessed that he thought that, because so much time has passed since he had said the non-sense, I wouldn't still be pissed off. WRONG!  As soon as he stepped off the last step, I caught him with a right hook, and followed that up with a left hook that dropped him to the ground. I hopped off the ground and onto his head with both feet. As he curled into a tight ball, I stomped him out until I was suddenly slung into a wall. I bounced off the wall and rushed at the person who had tossed me into the wall. 
 
        Me and my brother, Redman, froze in our fighting stances and stared at one another for a few seconds until we both exploded into laughter and embraced one another! After our minute long embrace, we backed up – just looking at one another. 
 
        "Damn big bro, you just getting out and you already beating up Alex? I know why, too. It's about that bullshit he said on TV right before your trial, right?" 
 
        I nodded yes, and looked at Alex still balled up on the ground. I was tempted to continue the ass whipping. Redman began to laugh as he stood in front of Alex. 
 
        "Big bro,  I whipped his ass before and after you got found guilty. Then I had a group of chicks jump him once you was put on death row. Let's go inside my spot. He definitely deserves all the ass whippings he got for talking foul, but this man brings a lot of money to me. So for me, leave this cat alone." 
 
         I looked at Redman in his eyes, and nodded yeah, letting him know the issue was dead. Redman went into his pocket and pulled out a few vials of crack. He threw them on Alex, who instantly came up out of his balled up position and grabbed the vials off of him. After stuffing them in his underwear, he continued to lie on the ground – moaning and holding his face even after we had entered my brother’s apartment. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 3 
 
    
 
       I was not too surprised by the lavish setup of his apartment. I had expected him to have the usual drug dealer flavor – especially the black leather living room set with a huge TV screen. He had a sixty inch plasma TV screwed into the wall; but his light grey colored cotton couches, his matching color bean bags and lamps, as well as a matching kitchen set, all quietly let it be known that he was above your typical drug dealer. The steel grey .45 that was sitting on the table let me know that he had enough for others to scheme on him. Though his success was as a drug dealer, I was still proud of him. The bottom line in this country was, and always will be, money. If money wasn’t involved, why did George Bush pardon John Forte?   
 
        "So, now that you’re  home, what’s your plan, Chris? Big Bro, if you want to jump into the game, I can afford to give you nine ounces of hard crack on the house, but if you want to stay in the game, you better come back with some money for your re-up. The guest room is your,s if you want it. If you do, rent has already been paid for a year. I'll take you shopping and put some money in your pocket, then you on your own. It's too hard on these streets to take care of a grown man so you have to get it how you live. Moving on to the main topic, what’s your plan." 
 
        I stared into  in his eyes and wondered how he was going to react to my plans. I had some other questions that needed to be addressed first.
 
        "We'll get to my plans in a minute. My mind won’t rest easy until I know why  you disappeared on me the way you did? I mean, before you disappeared, the two thousand dollars you dropped in my commissary was all love. But damn, not hearing from my little brother after losing my parents  was almost too much to handle some days." 
 
        He sat down, sparked up a blunt, and looked me directly in my eyes. 
 
         "Honestly, Big Bro, waiting for the courts to give us a decision was killing me. I just had to leave that prison life alone for a while. Your lawyer told me he was almost positive that you was coming home; he just couldn't tell me when.  Plus, that wasn’t the first time he told me that. Believe me, I was coming back, I just needed a break. I apologize for doing that." 
 
        I sat down next to him, accepted the blunt, and took a deep inhale. 
 
        "I guess I can understand that. For the ones that support somebody that's in prison, that person is also doing the time and everything that comes with prison life is beyond stressful. So, I can definitely understand you taking a break. Lord Knows I needed a break too!  Look, try not to judge me when I tell you my plans because my mind is made up, and it is whatever it's going to be. I'm going to kill the bitch that lied on me and whoever else that played a part of me being on death row. She is not a bitch because she  misidentifiedme. She is a bitch for not feeling and extending any remorse for what she has done to my life.
 
        “ Sitting in a jail cell waiting to get put to death by lethal injection is the lowest point one can get in life. Just 'cause I got my freedom back doesn't mean I was given my life back. Though I'm free, I'm pissed off and forever scarred. Since this country doesn't care when innocent people are misidentified, especially a black man, I have to take matters into my own hands and get them bloody, all in the name of revenge for me and others that have and still are in the position of being murdered for a crime one did not commit. 
 
        " I convinced myself before I stepped into that courtroom this morning that if the woman who placed me behind bars apologized, I would  forgive her and live my life. Check out what this bitch did after they took off my handcuffs and shackles; she looked me in my eyes, got up slowly, then flicked me the bird. Then, all of her supporters did the same thing. That stunt made her, and as many as I can get to, dead people walking. I still plan on enjoying the rest of my life to the fullest and this is why I will be careful and get away with all the murders that I commit.” 
 
        Redman looked at me, and I was not shocked to see genuine anger in his eyes; but his devilish smirk was confusing me. Was he mad at my plans? Or, was he mad at what the bitch did to me in court this morning? He left the room suddenly, and was gone for a few minutes. I finished smoking the blunt and was giving him his space. He came back – smoking another blunt, and holding a Gucci back pack, which he dumped out in front of my feet. Guns galore spilled out! I looked up at him and smiled. 
 
        "You know how it is, big bro, crack heads come through with all types of guns for a few crack rocks, and all of them around here know that I buy all guns. Some of these joints are dirty, and two of them I dirtied myself.” 
 
        I picked up an mp-5, checked the clip, and chuckled because it was fully loaded. 
 
        "Man, now that I got enough fire power, I need to get some info. Tell me, you know somebody that is nice with the computer?" 
 
        "Yeah, there's Bill Allen, who is a beast on both the computer and the crack pipe, so he's on call at anytime to take care of anything I need for him to do. First things first, let's get you out of those jail clothes and get you to Columbia mall, which is way different than you remember it. Then I'll set you up to get some pussy. Your balls got to be as big as a two basketballs!" 
 
        We burst into laughter, and went into his room to get ready. Since we wore the same size, I had a ball in his closet! I threw on a Hollister shirt with some True Religion jeans, and some all black Nike foam boots that were a half size too big, but still very cool. In less than an hour, we were walking around the huge mall in Columbia, which is a suburb that is next to Baltimore City. After he spent close to four thousand dollars on me, and close to two on himself, we headed to Bill Allen's house. 
 
   Chapter 4 
 
        For a crack head, Bill Allen owned a big boy house. The outside was cool but the inside was even more impressive starting with the white chick that answered the door.  Her face showed that she got high, but the little t-shirt and cut off booty shorts showed off a body that many drug dealers would kick out a nice amount of product to get. Expensive looking computers lined the perimeter of his entire living room. Card board boxes, store boxes, shopping bags, shoe boxes, game consoles, game cartridges, and CD's filled all of the corners everywhere I looked. Redman looked at me in my face, and I guessed I had a funny looking face because he laughed at me. 
 
        "Chris, I told you this cat is a beast on the computer. All this stuff is hot, and he has his real expensive stuff upstairs. This is where most of my clothes and foot wear in my closet comes from, including the TV’s and most of all of my appliances. An ounce of coke goes a long way with this cat." 
 
        Bill walked into the living room looking like your typical computer geek. He was about five something, pudgy, with round, gold glasses. His skin was pale because he obviously didn't get outside too much. He was genuinely happy to see Redman. 
 
        "Redman, I was going to call you later on. I got that Gucci stuff for you, plus I need to re-up. You said you need me to get some info. Depending on how hard it is to get will determine the price. So what's up?" 
 
        Redman looked at me, which caused Bill to look at me. I stepped forward and extended him my hand which he accepted. 
 
        "What’s up Bill? I'm Chris, his big brother. Listen, I was on death row for the past fifteen years, and I just got out today. DNA finally exonerated me. I need you to get me addresses on my judge, prosecutor, jurors, and witnesses. Can you handle that, and how long will it take?" 
 
        "When and where was your trial?" 
 
        "September 10, 1993 was the first day of my trial. The trial was held in the Circuit Court of Baltimore County, in Towson." 
 
        Bill's fingers moved faster than I thought possible. In less than five minutes, and with both of us smoking only half a blunt, a bunch of names and addresses popped up on over ten computer screens. After I read the whole list, I let him know that everybody that I wanted to locate was there, his fingers again began a lightening fast routine. In a little over five minutes, an address and phone number appeared by each person’s name! 
 
        He looked at me, smiling like a kid who had just told the funniest joke. 
 
   "Well, that's everybody on your list. Since you were obviously innocent, they deserve everything that they got coming to them. You won't have to worry about me snitching because I'd get into more or as much trouble as you would for providing the addresses that I hacked to obtain. I just want to get high right now so, Redman, what you got for me?" 
 
        Redman reached into his pocket, pulled out a zip lock bag that contained an ounce of crack  and threw it to him. Bill looked like a basketball player for a second when he jumped into the air to catch the bag. Bill looked at the bag, and then at Redman – with genuine joy flashing through his eyes. 
 
    "That's two ounces, along with thirty molly pills for the Gucci stuff." 
 
        "Thanks, man! Listen, I'll be right back. I'm going to grab your Gucci stuff. And for you, Chris, I got a few things for your mission, plus I got a welcome home gift for you, too." 
 
        He came back a few minutes later, carrying several bags and  boxes. He handed Redman some boxes and bags and handed me a couple of  bags and one Harvested silencer box as he smiled at me peevishly. 
 
        "I hit you off with some clothes, a couple of Rolex watches, night vision goggles, and one Harvested silencer. It’s suppose to be the best made silencer in the world and I only got it cause I’m a good thief. I don’t need it and I want it out of my house. I've been too scared to really give it away but your mission is worthy of it! Redman, I'll be calling you in a few days. Good luck to y'all." 
 
        On the way to the car, Redman read the list. He saw something that caused him to stop and look me directly into my eyes. 
 
        "Big Bro, your old prosecutor, Samuel Boswell, lives less than ten minutes from here. I know you just came home today, why wait, though? Your case is old as Don Imus punk ass, won’t nobody notice it’s your doing. It's up to you. Just know I'm going  with you on every murder. My parents died of old age and depression that their son was going to get murdered for a crime they knew in their hearts you wouldn’t do. Most of my life I was on death row with you. Now you home and she had the nerve to disrespect you. She and many others have to die. If we don’t get to her, others will feel our wrath.” 
 
        I looked at my little brother, and struggled to hold the tears back that were trying to flow down my face. Though I didn't want him involved, I wouldn't deny his appetite for vengeance. 
 
        "Alright, let’s go check it out. If it looks sweet, we'll handle his racist ass accordingly. Then we got to hit a strip club or anywhere some woman are at." 
 
        Redman was pumped up as he began walking to the car with pep in his step. Once in the car, I took the list from him, and called the number next to Samuel Boswell's name. It rang three times before an elderly sounding man answered.  
 
        "Hello." 
 
        "Hello. May I speak to Mr. or Mrs. Boswell?" 
 
        He chuckled loudly into the phone. 
 
        "I wish you could talk to Mrs. Boswell, young man. She passed away and left me behind four long years ago. How can I help you?" 
 
        "I'm calling on behalf of Cast Ready Cable to see if you would be interested in getting our deluxe cable special. Maybe you or someone you live with enjoys watching movies any time that you want?" 
 
        "It's only me in this big old house, young man. I'm not a TV type of guy, so, no thank you." 
 
        "Thank you for your time, Mr. Boswell." 
 
        I looked at Redman as I pulled out a 9mm and screwed the silencer onto the barrel. I then looked back at Redman, who was staring at me – waiting for me to say something. 
 
        "His old miserable ass lives alone because his wife died four years ago. We are going to execute him tonight. You sure you want to ride with this?" 
 
        He didn't respond to me. He started the car, plugged his Galaxy phone into the radio, and pressed a few buttons. As the music started to blare, he sang the lyrics while he stared me in my eyes. I smiled and began to nod my head as I checked to make sure my gun was fully loaded. 
 
        "What your body count nigga/I'm double digits/what you talking about nigga, it's time to get it/..." 
 
        Redman parked three houses down from the Boswell house. We walked into the back yard of the house next door, and climbed the fence. We could see light from a TV shining in the living room. We could also see that the sliding glass door was open. The only thing that could prevent us from entering the house was a screen door, which we brazenly walked up to, and then through, as if we belonged up in there. A stunned Samuel Boswell was sitting in a recliner chair watching an old black and white movie. When he saw us enter his home, he moved to get up, and I waived the gun toward him – letting him know to stay seated, which he did. 
 
        I looked him in his face and smiled. 
 
        "Samuel Boswell. How's life treating you? You don't even remember me, do you? You have sent so many black men to prison, it's impossible for you to remember them all, huh? How many innocent men have you sent to death row?" 
 
        I could tell – when he heard death row – he recognized me. 
 
   "Yeah, it's me, Christopher Combs, enjoying my life after death. See, y'all not used to a victim of the justice system coming home looking for some revenge. Surprise, here I am to get mine. You should have given a damn if I was innocent or guilty. The evidence against me didn’t add up at all but you still went all out for a conviction and got it. Probably the biggest of your career.  Do you know I was twenty four hours from getting executed three times? So, you are about to die man! Isn't this feeling so fucked up? Knowing you are about to die and can’t do anything to prevent it is the worst feeling in the world. At least you won't have to go through that two more times." 
 
        His eyes filled with terror as he watch the silencer go from my side to being pointed at his body. Pfff! Pfff! Pfff! The three shots to his midsection had him shaking like I would have if the state had gotten the OK to shoot that poison into my veins. I felt even more satisfaction as blood stained more of his shirt. I handed the gun to Redman. 
 
        "You wanted in. This is the only real way in." 
 
        Redman smiled as he walked up to the shaking Boswell, placed the barrel of the gun to his forehead, and pulled the trigger three times! I watched as brain, blood, and bits of bones splattered all over the floor. And then joy exploded inside of me! 
 
        We ran through the house – taking valuables to make it look like a violent home invasion. I snatched an expensive Breitling watch, which was my favorite brand because of my favorite magazine, The Robb Report. We calmly wiped the entire house down of fingerprints, and then calmly walked out the front door as if we were invited guests. I felt a thousand pounds lighter during our walk back to the car! 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
   We were back in Redman's apartment in a little less than an hour, along with the company of two beautiful strippers. We all had our own bottles of peach Caro. I had Pineapple. Redman had Peach. Samantha had raspberry, and Fatima had Pineapple, like me. I was looking at the strippers, thinking I couldn't wait to eat their asses, damn how Kevin Hart feel about it! Redman caught me staring at them, and bust out laughing. 
 
       "Samantha and Fatima, this is my brother that I'm always talking about. He got out today, so I need y'all to welcome him home right!" 
 
        Fatima jumped up and stomped over to Redman. 
 
        "You are just going to play with me like that? One day I'm supposed to be your girl, and now you want me to fuck your brother?" 
 
        I looked at Redman and smiled as he pulled Fatima onto his lap. 
 
        "Listen, Fatima, this is something I want done for my brother. I tell you what! We'll just have a big orgy, and this will be the only time any other man will ever touch you, so make sure your freak ass enjoys it!" 
 
        Both girls burst into laughter, which caused me to giggle. Samantha took a big gulp from her drink, hopped up, and held her hand out toward me. 
 
        "Come on, sexy! I'm trying to catch all of the sexual frustration you have bottled up! Can you handle all of this? "  
 
        She spun around and smacked her ass cheek causing it to shake which almost caused me to end before I even got started! I grabbed her hand, blushing. (I  heard that girls these days were really aggressive.) Redman and Fatima were right behind us. As soon as we entered the bedroom, I pushed all of the bags onto the floor, and started to strip. Samantha stepped into my face, and kissed me passionately. I kissed her as my entire body began to shake with anticipation. She stepped back and smirked. 
 
        "Girl, he shaking. We ready to turn this boy out!" 
 
        They both stepped up and finished undressing me. As soon as my shirt was off, they both rubbed on my ripped stomach and chest. As they unbuckled my belt and pulled my jeans down, they both laughed because they could see that I was as hard as can be. They pushed me onto the bed, and then slid down until they were each holding a foot. Each one put three toes in their mouths. I closed my eyes trying to enjoy the intense sexual feeling that was coursing through my entire body. I haven’t been touched in a sexual way in over a decade and it was a lot for me to handle – coupled with the realization that I was finally a free man –caused tears to run down my cheeks. 
 
                                                                                      Chapter 6
 
   After having sex we enjoyed a King’s breakfast that the girls cooked for us. Then, it was time for Redman to go out on the block and get some money. He handed me an all black outfit along with an all black .44 Magnum and told me I was his gun man today. I followed him down the block, and sat across the street, watching him hit fiends with crack and heroin. I was surprised that he was doing hand to hand but after a couple of hours of watching non-stop traffic and thousands of dollars filling all of his pockets, I understood he was out here getting all of his money. I smoked a blunt with the big ass gun on my lap daring somebody to attempt to harm my little brother. I banged out to Redman's iPod, and chilled for about an hour until the crowd was gone. Then he headed over to where I was sitting and smoking.  
 
        We hugged as if we hadn't seen one another in months. I knew that he missed me as much as I missed him. That showed through his actions. To be forced to be separated from the people that I really truly loved, produced emotions that I couldn't even begin to describe. 
 
        "What up Big Bro? You see how tight I'm running my shit? I haven't caught a drug charge in over a year now and I have been doing hand to hand the whole time. I figured, if I’m going to be in the game, I’m going to do it all the way. Why only make about thirty six thousand off a kilo selling weight, when I can make more than double that, breaking it down. I got two lawyers on retainer and I keep a few killers on the payroll. In about another month, I'm going to move my spot up the street into the Town and Country apartments. I move my strip every  sixty days. Makes it hard for them peoples to slap them steel bracelets on my ass. You know?" 
 
        I smiled, trying to take it all in;  how grown he was now,  versus when I went to prison. 
 
        "That's real smart. Most dudes stay still while they balling till the feds knock their dumb ass off!" 
 
        He shook his head no and sparked up a blunt. 
 
        "I knew you were rotting in there, and, without me, you'd really be alone in this cold world; so I made sure I stayed out here. These fiends are really who paid all that money for your lawyers, so I had to make sure I was out here to get it!" 
 
        I stayed silent for a minute, fighting the tears that were struggling to rain down my face and embarrass me. After I regained my composure, I looked at him in his eyes. 
 
        "I will never be able to express how grateful I forever will be for the love that you showed me while I was up in hell on earth. Thank you for the lawyer money, man. I love you little brother, and I can't wait to handle whatever you need me to do. You can have anybody in this world killed just let me know who and then worry about something else."
 
        Redman looked at me and smiled as he wiped a tear away from his eyes. 
 
           "Big Bro, I wasn’t going to let them crackers murder you. I'm happy as shit you home. I feel whole again. Switching subjects for a second, If you enjoyed my girl last night, too bad! That was your last time getting a bite of that cookie!" 
 
        We laughed and gave one another a pound. 
 
        "What up with Samantha? She is truly off the chain! How many times you hit that? 
 
   He laughed, though he knew I was fishing for info. “Last night was our first and last time. As far as her personal life is concerned she is dealing with some dude who is getting money who he is beating her ass but she keep going back to him for his money. I already offered to kill him but she hasn’t said yes or no. She has been lusting off your pictures for a while now so she'll probably be around more than she usually is. Forget all of that for now, who is next to catch a taste of our vengeance?" 
 
        I dug the list out of my pocket and looked only for far away addresses. Since we had already killed somebody local, it was only sensible to stretch it out. I got to California and stopped. 
 
        "Where  is California, Maryland? I never heard of that spot. Sounds like a hillbilly town!"               
 
         He smirked as he thought for a few moments, and then snapped his fingers. 
 
        "That's going toward Ocean City. That's a couple hours from here." 
 
        I smiled and sparked the blunt that he had just passed to me. 
 
        "That's perfect. We can't have a bunch of bodies dropping right around here." 
 
        He looked back across the street, and saw that the fiend traffic was picking back up. 
 
        "Man, wherever you say we going, that's what it is. Look, let me finish off these couple of ounces and I'll be right with you." 
 
        I looked at a semi-pretty woman who was in line to get some crack. She looked a little dusty, but her face was cute. And her ass was sticking out there just like Nikki Minaj’s does. I immediately got excited. 
 
        "Alright go get that money. Look, give that chick in the tight jeans some pills for me, and tell her that she belong to me for a while." 
 
   He laughed and gave me a pound. He then jogged across the street, walked up to the chick, and whispered in her ear. Our eyes locked for a second; then she looked at Redman, and shook her head “yes.” He went into his dip and gave her some pills. I met her in the street, and we began to talk as we walked toward the apartment. I was ready for round two! 
 
   Chapter 7
 
   According to the GPS, we were about twenty minutes from the guy’s house. We realized that  two hours had flown by as we had rocked out to a Reggie Noble mix tape. Redman turned down the radio and looked at me. 
 
        "Though it doesn't really matter 'cause he is on the list, but who is this cat that we are ready to kill?" 
 
        I looked at him and smiled. 
 
        "Good question. I don't even know. Let me check the list." 
 
        I scrolled down the list until I saw California, MD. I looked across the page and smiled as it said "jury foreman." He definitely deserved to be killed; better late than never! I looked over at my loyal little brother and smirked. 
 
        "He was the foreman on the jury. I remember him, too. The big white dude with the mean eyes. Whenever our eyes would meet, I could always feel hate radiating from them. I knew how he was going to vote even before the trial started. Can't wait to see what radiates from his eyes in a few minutes!" 
 
        I laughed along with Redman as I dialed the soon-to-be-dead white man's phone number. He answered on the third ring. 
 
        "Can I speak to Mr. John G Patterson?" 
 
        "This is he. Who is this, please?" 
 
        "This is Rubin Cottrell, from USA Today. We are attempting to interview former Jury foremen of murder trials. Many are reluctant, but we need some brave souls to share their experiences so that people can understand what goes on in a jury room during jury deliberations. Are you brave, Mr. Patterson?" 
 
        A few moments of silence passed before he cleared his voice. 
 
         "I'll do it." 
 
        "Excellent. I'll notify my boss with the good news. When will be a good time for you to do an interview, and would you like your wife and kids to be there?" 
 
        He laughs. 
 
        "My children are grown, and it's just me and my wife. Anytime in the evening will be fine." 
 
        "Excellent. I'll check the calendar and get back to you in order to solidify a date." 
 
        "That sounds like a plan. Talk to you soon, Mr. Contrell." 
 
        "Good night to you, Mr. Patterson." 
 
        After hanging up, I looked at Redman, and we both laughed. Excitement was flowing through our veins after just talking to one of the people who had sentenced me to death. He tried to kill me. How many times do people talk to the person that tried to murder them?  
 
        "Lil Bro let’s go find a spot to eat and chill ‘till it gets dark." 
 
        We were able to find a Taco Bell and the Doritos tacos were worth the years of lusting after them for years! We kicked it about a bunch of nothing for about an hour – until it was dark. Then we both suddenly looked at one another as soon as the sun fully disappeared, and got up without saying a word; it was time to kill, again! 
 
    
 
    


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 8
 
   As soon as I pulled up and parked in front of John Patterson's house, we both put on our gloves and checked our guns. We walked to the front door quickly – trying to be as inconspicuous as possible. When Redman pressed the door bell, I pulled out my knife and concealed it behind my leg. My heart began to race like crazy when John Patterson peeked out the window beside the door, hesitated, then began to unlock the door. Once the door was open, he extended his hand. 
 
        "John Patterson. And you are?" 
 
        I smirked. 
 
        "Pissed the fuck off!" 
 
        Before he could react, I stabbed him twice in the stomach with powerful upward swings. He began to stumble backwards, holding his stomach wounds as blood seeped through his fingers and dripped onto the expensive, plush, tan colored carpet. We then calmly walked in, and Redman calmly closed and locked the door before he turned off the porch light. I slowly and silently followed John Patterson in the direction he was stumbling. 
 
        "Honey, who was that?" 
 
        Seconds after her question lingered in silence, he led us into the kitchen. At first, she doesn't notice us because she had her undivided attention focused on the food she was cooking on the stove; that was the most delicious smell that I had experienced in over a decade. When she heard the thud of her injured husband hitting the floor, she looked down at him, then up at me. The way she maintained her composure was extremely impressive. She started to walk toward him, but I gestured "no" to her - using my bloody knife. 
 
        "You stay over the stove and continue to cook that delicious smelling food. There's nothing you can do to save his life. He dies today for what he did to me." 
 
        Her eyes bored into me – displaying curiosity, anger, and fear. 
 
         "What possibly could my husband have done to you that was so terrible that he deserves to die?" 
 
        "He was in charge of the jury that wrongfully put me on death row because they got tired of being locked in a room for several hours. I was released yesterday because of DNA and though I’m happy to be home, I’m mad as hell at the people that did not take their responsibility serious enough. My life did not hold a lot of value to them so their lives don’t mean shit to me. Welcome to my LIFE AFTER DEATH." 
 
        This revelation caused John Patterson's head to quickly lift off the ground, and his eyes searched my face. It only took a few moments for recognition to seep into his eyes. He then put his head back on the kitchen floor, and began to cry. Then he looked back up at me, with his eyes now radiating the hatred that I remembered being scared to look at during my trial. 
 
        "There were twelve of us, pal. I didn't find you guilty by myself." 
 
        I chuckled as I pulled out the list of names and waived it toward him. 
 
        " You damn sure didn’t so you will recognize a few people that was involved in this case down in hell, so don't feel  alone. All of you all are about to catch this taste of vengeance. See, I'm forced to take matters into my own hands because the justice system doesn't  care if an innocent man is sentence to death.  There is no formal law that punishes a jury once it’s proven that their conviction was the wrong one. So, I’m the judge and executioner and I have sentenced a lot of people to death though I might get to all of them. And you, John Patterson, are now sentenced to death. Any last words? You..." 
 
        Redman walked into the kitchen and stood over John Patterson with his gun pointed at his head. 
 
        "Come on, Big Bro, with all this movie type shit. We from the hood. Just body the chump so we can get up out of here." 
 
        I met his intense glare and smirked.   
 
        "This is not your regular 'hood type drama. These murders are going to be therapeutic for my soul. I have played these murders out in my mind for 14 years. I have said this same speech to him and others in my mind so many times  . Only way for me to get real closure is for me to hear answers to certain questions, and the ones I kill – they have to suffer for a little while before they die. They have to feel what it's like to be on death row. The best 
 
        “ Barb wire fences and brick walls does not define death row. If you was held hostage and that person knew they was going to die, they experienced what it’s like on death row. If you was in a car that was destroyed during a violent crash and you still here to tell people what it was like to survive, you was on death row. I also want to understand what happens in the jury room while somebody’s life hangs in the air. I'm doing this my way. If you in a rush, roll out Negro. I'll take their car and meet you home. What you going to do?" 
 
        After we engaged in an intense staring match, Mrs. Patterson suddenly turned around and diffused the tension with two words as she glanced helplessly at her husband. 
 
        "Dinner’s ready!" 
 
        I looked at her, and the pain and sorrow in her eyes would had penetrated my heart before I spent over three thousand days awaiting death. Now, my heart felt warmer at the sight. 
 
        "I'll make the plates. Redman, take her to get some stuff to patch him up and get him a new shirt. I'm not trying to look at all of that blood while we eat." 
 
        Redman looked at me, shaking his head in a sarcastic way, as he followed Mrs. Patterson 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
      I walked to the stove and began to laugh as I stared at a pot of baked lamb with oil and oregano – a popular Greek dish. I also knew what was in the other covered pots even before looking in them. One had to be Avogolemono, which is the sauce that is poured onto the lamb, and the other pot had to be Rice Pilaf, which is placed around the lamb once the Avgolemono is poured onto it. As I lifted the tops and saw that I was correct, I just laughed. I then walked to the refrigerator – knowing that I would see a bottle of 1978 Montrachet wine. When I opened the refrigerator door, I smiled and my mouth watered in pure anticipation. 
 
        With the prison food being non-edible majority of the time, I survived purely on peanut butter and jelly sandwich’s and on crackers, tuna fish, steak fish, kippered snacks, mackerel, pink salmon, roast beef, and beef sausage. I had mixed those meats with noodles or rice, mayo, cheese, and various condiments. I had to make my meals taste the best I could though I got good at it I was miserable. To cope with my food problems I ordered close to a hundred food magazines and books. I also watched every cooking show I could catch.  
 
        I took my time making the two plates, using all of the food. I poured us big cups of the wine, and then began to crush my food. They returned a few minutes later. While she tended to her husband, Redman and I smashed the food and sipped some wine. After she finished patching him up, and taking off his bloody shirt, she put a sweater on him. She then lovingly gave him a cup of water before placing a Cohiba Behike cigar in his mouth. (I studied cigars, too!) He chuckled as he stared at her with deep affection. 
 
        "You hate my cigars, Beth. Are you sure?" 
 
        She gently took the cigar from him, and took a deep inhale. She choked instantly. We all laughed, and she looked at him. 
 
        "I love everything about you, even the things that I hate." 
 
        She then looked at me. 
 
        "How did you know how to make the plates like that?" 
 
        I smiled and looked at Redman, who was smashing the food on his plate. He began to laugh and talk with a mouth full of food. 
 
        "He studied food while he was forced to eat all that bullshit in prison for the past fifteen years. I know he's a beast at cooking! I can’t wait to experience his cooking." 
 
        He glared at John Patterson. 
 
        John Patterson took a few inhales off his cigar and blew the smoke upwards. He then looked me in my eyes. 
 
        "I watched the news when you was released. I read the article in awe as it showed how the DNA found on the scene was not yours, as well as the guy (whose DNA was found at the scene) confessed to the crime, and told details that wasn't never released to the press.  I prayed on it, and I asked for God’s forgiveness and got it . So after I say I'm sorry, you and your side kick can kiss my ass!" 
 
        I stared at him as I finished my plate and drained the cup of wine. Then I smirked. 
 
        "God forgives, I don't. My parents died knowing that their son was innocent and waiting to die. My younger brother spent his inheritance on lawyers that eventually proved my innocence. So, fuck your apology. I just need you to be honest and answer a few of my questions. I deserve that much." 
 
        He then looked at his wife, who had tears streaming out of her eyes, and who nodded her head “yes.” He took a couple of hales, and then nodded to me. I accepted the blunt that Redman passed to me, and took a few deep hales. I smiled when I saw Mrs. Patterson staring at the blunt. 
 
        "Are you trying to hit this, Mrs. Patterson?" 
 
        Redman laughed. 
 
        "Yeah right, what she know 'bout that purp?" 
 
        She looked at him and chuckled as she got up and accepted the blunt. She inhaled it deeply and didn't choke. With smoke coming out of her mouth and nose, she then faced Redman. 
 
        "I was a teenager when I first visited Amsterdam in the 70's as a Dead Head. I smoked more of the best weed in the world before you were even thought about." 
 
    
 
    
 
        We both burst into laughter. John Patterson smirked at his wife as she continued to take deep hales until she ate the end bit of the roach. That really caused us to laugh uncontrollably. I then looked at John Patterson in his eyes. 
 
         "Did I ever have a chance in that jury room after Bethany Richardson testified?" 
 
        He shook his head no. 
 
        "The dreads definitely didn’t help you out. Honestly, you looked guilty in the face and you were guilty before she testified because why would the police arrest you out of everybody in Baltimore City? After she testified, all of your witnesses and your testimony fell on deaf ears. 
 
   We were wrong. Sorry. Nobody is perfect." 
 
        Redman blew out a gust of air. I looked at him and saw nothing but anger in his eyes. I looked back at John Patterson. 
 
        "OK, nobody is perfect. But, let's say that I accidentally shoot somebody. Even though it's an accident, am I wrong?"  
 
        He nodded yes. 
 
        "So, who deserves to die, man? Is it the dumb ass victim that kept saying it was me? Should it be the judge? Should it be the prosecutor, or should it be the jury? What do you think? I mean, let's say I was your son, and your son was sentenced to death unjustly. Who would you want to observe be murdered?" 
 
        Mr. Patterson’s face suddenly turned into an angry scowl, and he stared at me right in my eyes. 
 
        "All of you niggers look like guilty monsters. Why do you think so many white people pick out the wrong black guy? Because the next one looks capable of doing what was done to them. Dreads or no dreads. Dark or light. Skinny or fat. Young or old. Prison was designed for you niggers. That's just the way it is, like it or not." 
 
        Mrs. Patterson looked at her husband incredulously as she covered her mouth in genuine shock. Redman and I rushed toward him at the same time. Redman kicked him viciously in the head. I then stabbed him in his face, neck, chest, and stomach until I couldn't swing my arm any longer. Mrs. Patterson crawled on the floor to her husband, crying softly. She climbed on top of him and buried her face into his bloody shirt. She didn't see me hand Redman the gun with the silencer. She didn't see him place the barrel to her head. I wonder if she felt any of the four bullets that he put into her head. Her body shook as if she had to have felt at least one of them. 
 
        I stripped off of all of my blood soaked clothes and threw them into a trash bag, along with the plates, forks, and cups that we had eaten and drank from. I instructed Redman to move the bodies around the kitchen to screw up the murder scene. (I watched many episodes of the first 48, and CSI, religiously, until I felt I knew many ways to get away with murder.) I left the kitchen to get some of Mr. Patterson’s clothes. We discovered that, for a white dude, he had some good tastes!  
 
   We found a few cans of gas in the basement next to a huge lawn mower. We poured gas throughout the entire house. We then set fire in the basement, which gave us enough time to walk out and calmly make our escape. 
 
   Chapter 10 
 
    
 
        "Pop that, pop that, pop that..." 
 
        French Montana's song has King of Diamonds off the chain.  
 
   Redman said that there was a new club, and that it did not begin to compare to the one in Miami; however, I had no complaints. All of the chicks I saw in the club were popping their asses, and were absolutely beautiful! I watched Samantha giving a female a lap dance, and looking too sexy!  
 
   With a thousand dollars sitting in the open in front of us, I bought a bottle of Peach Ciroq for Redman and me. That brought us the attention we sought. Every dancer came to our table to earn some money; but Fatima and Samantha stayed away. I had a ball, though one of the strippers has made my jeans smelling like something unnatural! I didn’t care and added to the smell by getting lap dances from every dancer in the club. As time headed toward the end of the night, Redman and I called Samantha and Fatima over. I leaned toward them, drunk. 
 
        "Come on home. The rest of the money on the table is for y'all. Go fucking change and take us home!” 
 
        Samantha leaned over and kissed me passionately as she grabbed her share of the money and put it back in my pocket. Fatima did the same thing.
 
         "We'll be right back, daddy!" 
 
        They both hurried to the back, and I turned to Redman. 
 
        "She called me ‘daddy,’ ‘Lil Bro! Who’s the fucking man?" 
 
        He smiled at me, leaned over, and threw up. I fell onto the floor, laughing hysterically! 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 11 
 
    
 
        Samantha stood outside the shower, watching as Mr. Patterson’s blood ran off my body which made the water in the tub pink. Once there was no blood water left, she hopped in the shower and washed me thoroughly from head to toe including my manhood. She then had me lay down as she ran us some bath water. We soaked, talked, sucked, and fucked until the water turned cold. 
 
        We then went into my room and made sweet, tender love until the wee hours of the morning. I woke up a few hours later because my body was so used to waking up early. I couldn't sleep past eight thirty in the morning. I cooked everybody a king’s breakfast. It was so good that I caught Fatima looking at me like she wanted to do somethings while she was eating! Not too long after that, Redman went out to get money, and Samantha and I sat across the street with the guns, watching his back. 
 
        After we finished smoking a jay, I looked up to see her staring me in my eyes. She leaned in and gave me a kiss. 
 
        "Are you trying to get money on your own, or you just chilling for a few?" 
 
        I looked at her – trying to read her, but she had no expression. 
 
        "Why? Are you going to put me on?" 
 
        "Yeah boy, I'm trying to put you on with a move that will be a huge come up for the both of us. You with it?" 
 
        I handed her a small jar of purple haze and a mango wrap. I watched as she expertly rolled, and then licked it seductively, before she sparked it up. She took a deep pull, leaned in, and blew the smoke into my mouth as our tongues intertwined. She laughed as she blew the smoke out – after I blew it back into her mouth. I looked into  her eyes. 
 
        "Yeah, I'm interested. What's the plan?" 
 
         She giggled. 
 
        "Damn, you just want to know the plan. Do you care who it is?” 
 
        "Real talk, shawty. The only person alive right now that's not expendable to me is my little brother. As long as it's not him, I'm down!" 
 
         "Am I expendable?" 
 
        My eye contact didn't waiver from hers. 
 
        "As of right now, you are. I'm hoping that, in a little while, I won't feel like that." 
 
        She shook her head in disbelief. 
 
        "Anyway, I have heard so much about you that I know you are a good guy to the ones that have never caused you any type of harm. To those that have caused you harm, I feel sorry for them. I need a real dude in my life right now and you need a ride and die chick. We are perfect for one another. This now makes Sajuan a dead woman beater walking. I had no where else to go so I stayed, but that is no longer the case, is it?  He's the co-owner of the strip club I work in. I know the codes to his safes, and I know where all of his stashes are at in the house. He just came back from Detroit which means he just copped at least twelve keys of raw coke, and Lord knows how many pounds of trees.” 
 
        "The plan is simple. You come over when he's at work, rob the house, and when me and him come home, I'll be here consoling him while you split up the money that he'll be crying about. It's that easy!" 
 
        I smirked. 
 
        "It's never that easy!" 
 
        Samantha started to laugh. 
 
        "Trust me, it's that easy. This not the first dude that has fallen victim to this pussy." 
 
        "What do I have to do to not become a victim of your seduction?" 
 
        "Continue to be a real street cat, and don't turn out to be a coward You can read The Art of Seduction by Robert Greene. I ride for the real and victimize the fake and I have never crossed a real dude." 
 
        "I respect that." 
 
        Fatima pulled up in Redman's car. He jogged to the driver's side window. They talked for a few minutes before he leaned in the window and they kissed. He stood up and looked at us.      "Samantha, Fatima about to hit up the malls,” she said. “You trying to ride?"      I hopped up. 
 
        "Yeah, she going and I'm coming too. Let me go grab some paper and I'm ready." 
 
        I jogged to the apartment, grabbed some paper, and hopped into the back seat, silently pumped up cause I was ready to go to a mall for the first time in over fifteen years! 
 
        "Lost without you/can't help myself/how does it feel..." 
 
        I found that watching the girls dance and sing the Robin Thicke song was so liberating. This was the type of small things that most take for granted. Being without females for over a decade and then to just getting a chance to sit back and watch them enjoy themselves is a blessing! Just two years ago, I had been one hour away from being put to death before I won a last second appeal. I had eaten my last meal, which was a shrimp dinner, thinking my life was over. The fact that I am out is surreal. 
 
        The first mall we hit was Towson Town Center, which was about fifteen minutes away from the City. The mall was huge. We hit King Tuts jewelry store, and I let them pick me out two watches. They chose a Citizen and Breitling. We then hit Nordstroms, where I gave them three thousand and told them to “make me fly.” They had a ball picking out my clothes. I tried all types of clothes on for them. I looked so sexy in one of the outfits that Samantha gave me head while Fatima looked out for us! I had the most fun once we when hit Victoria’s Secrets! Everything they tried on I bought. They both had a ball showing me different things! 
 
        After spending a couple of hours in the mall, we rolled out and, after getting home, me and Samantha went straight into my room. I went into the closet, grabbed the backpack of guns, and dumped them on the bed. I loved how she wasn't fazed by all of those guns. I laughed as she picked one of them up. 
 
        "Ooh! This is so cute. Can I have this?" 
 
        I really laughed as I looked at a nickel plated .380 with a black rubber grip handle. The gun looked menacing to me, yet she was talking about it being "cute." That cute gun could rearrange her face, but I let her feel how she felt. 
 
        "That joint might have a body on it, but you can have it. Listen, if you serious about robbing your boyfriend, I hope you understand that I'm going to kill him?" 
 
        I smiled as she finally looked  shocked. 
 
        "Why do you have to kill him?" 
 
        "I’m killing him to ensure your safety. A dead enemy is no threat, princess.  Since you are in these streets,  I know you think you know all that there is to know. You don't. You know all of his stash spots, and you plan on hitting all of them but you think he won’t suspect you? If he has enough money to cop the weight he is playing with getting your pretty face re-arranged by some bullets will be like him buying three pairs of Jordans. How often have you seen him buy three pairs of Jordans. He'll kill your ass even if he’s a soft ass dude. The streets would force him to kill you. Plus, he has a lot of money and powerful friends and eventually, it might come out and we'd get killed by some broke cat trying to come up. I think not. It's easier and safer to just kill him. You still want to do it?" 
 
        "Yeah, I'm down. He gave me my last black eye I will ever have." 
 
        I looked at her now with suspicious eyes. She recognized the look in my eyes, and busted out laughing! 
 
        "Chris, if a dude is not authentic, will he be in your circle?" 
 
        "Hell nah." 
 
        "Alright, if you’re dealing with a cat that you thought was real, and then it comes out he's phony and he's getting money, wouldn't you get him?" 
 
        I laughed, and then nodded “yes.” She laughed too as she sparked up a blunt. 
 
        "So why is it when a woman sets up a dude she was dealing with, that she thought was authentic, but turned out to be a coward and he gets victimized she gets a cruddy rap? When an authentic Man exposes a fraud and takes what he wants he is glorified as keeping it 100. It really doesn’t make sense." 
 
        I accepted the blunt and laid back and looked at her, thinking about her question. 
 
        "I'll answer your question after you earn it." 
 
        She smiled and unbuckled my belt, and snatched my jeans off of me. As I entered her mouth, our eye contact committed us to one another without any words needing to be said! 
 
    
 
    


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 12 
 
    
 
        As I waited for Sajuan and Samantha to get home, I walked around his house as I gathered all of his stashes that Samantha had written down for me, and marveled at his “rich” spot. The Chambery sofa set, that I had just read about in a luxury furniture catalog, looked fine, so I whistled. That was over twenty five thousand right there. The sixty inch plasma TV that was screwed into the wall continued the big money theme. The huge seventy five gallon fish tank that covered the length of one wall was breath taking. It was a fresh water tank with Tetras, Guppies, Rasboras, Bettas and Mollies , with a reef that looked like it belonged in the sea somewhere.  
 
   His room was laid all the way out! He had a king size bed with a Gucci sheet/blanket set that looked tight. Though I was impressed, I didn’t lose focus as I filled up LV, Tumi, Dacati, and Briggs & Riley luggage bags with drugs, money, and jewelry. After I finished, I walked into his closet, and was stuck for a second. All I could do was look around, stunned. This cat was really doing it big. I began to take off my clothes, and started to try on new outfits. 
 
        After stripping naked, I popped the tag off a pair of black Burberry boxer briefs that fit a little tight, which helped me out! I covered them with a pair of red and black Jordan shorts. I put on a matching Jordan tank top. I then popped tags off a pair of LV jeans that fit a little small, but that was the style now, so I was “in.” I put on a mean black and grey Valentino sweater. I threw on a LV belt and saw a pair of shoes that was in a case hanging on the wall; that caused me to freeze. 
 
        I slowly took the case off of the wall, and slowly lifted the lid. I pulled out one of the shoes and burst out laughing. I had read in a Slam basketball magazine that Big Boi, the rapper, was given a pair of Air Force 1’s that cost fifty thou. The Nike logo was cast in gold and adorned with eleven carats worth of diamonds. The diamond casings were affixed to the shoes by gold stitching. I knew Big Boi put them on eBay for charity, and this cat copped them. They were a half size too big, but I put them on! I threw on a black LV jacket, and put on a brand new Black NY Yankees fitted, which was too big; but, the kids wore them like this, so I was in style! 
 
        I took all of the bags and put them in a stolen Taurus. Then, I heated up a chicken plate that 
 
   Samantha had waiting for me in the microwave, and ate it while I played NBA 2k on Play Station 3 for the first time. A little after ten, Fatima called me to let me know that Samantha and Sajuan were on the way. I cocked the 9mm and rubbed the silencer, knowing that, with every murder, I was increasing my chances of being sent back on death row. I put my plate and fork in a back pack, and just sat in the dark thinking about how much more life was enjoyable out in the real world – versus being in prison on death row. 
 
       When they walked into the house and headed straight toward me, my blood went ice cold. My fingers automatically tightened around the handle of the gun and the trigger. Samantha turned on the light and Sajuan, who was standing in front of her, stopped dead in his tracks and sized me up. The first thing that got his attention was the silencer on the gun. Silencers are not  common in the ‘hood, so I just smirked as he stared at it for a few seconds. Then his eyes slowly took in my outfit; when he got to the fifty thousand dollar Air’s, he spun around and punched Samantha in her mouth. 
 
        He stood over her and hit her two more times. To my surprise, she hopped up and caught him with two nice shots to his chin. He rushed her, picked her up, and slammed her into the wall – knocking down that expensive ass TV. They were nose to nose, staring at one another. 
 
        “This how you re-pay me bitch? I gave you everything, plus some. Just remember this, you can go to college, graduate, turn my money into legal dough, and become a success. But you will never measure up to your dope fiend mom who sucked my dick the first day I met you, by the way!” 
 
        Samantha banged him right in his mouth. Blood began to drip from his split lip.  
 
        “Fuck you, Sajuan. You think I don’t know my mom sucked your dick? Why do you think you got a dude behind you with a gun. Pay back is lovely. 2pac taught me that!” 
 
        He licked the blood from his lip and smiled peevishly. 
 
        “Nah, bitch. Fuck you. I never did this, but I now understand how Chris Brown had to feel!” 
 
        Before I could start laughing, he hopped into his right hook, which crushed her jaw. He followed that up with a left hook that caused her to fly into the fireplace. She quickly grabbed a vase off the mantel, and broke it over his head. His adrenaline allowed him to eat right through that as he connected punches to her face that were too powerful for me to just watch any more. I crossed over to where they were in no time, and shot him in both of his knees. I handed her the gun. She readily accepted it. 
 
        “Samantha, body that chump!” 
 
        She looked at me and smirked as she pointed the gun at his face. They locked eyes for a few seconds before she began to put bullets right into his forehead. Then she turned my direction  pointing the gun at me. I backed up a couple of steps out of shock. 
 
        “You a coward for allowing him to whip my ass like that.!  I should kill you then shoot him to make sure he is dead?” 
 
        I locked eyes with her before stretching my arm out toward her. 
 
        “ Give me my gun girl. You had to get fucked up so you can be a victim, too. Better a few blows than one hard one with this gun. Trust me on that. I’m going to take this body with me and dump it in the Patapsco River out by Columbia. Tell the pigs that the masked armed robbers took Sajuan with them. Hold your water and all will be well. Lay low for a few days before you come check me out, alright?” 
 
        She handed me the gun and walked straight to a mirror. She looked at her reflection, then looked at me evilly. I pulled out my phone and called Redman. He answered on the first ring.      “Big Bro, you good?” 
 
        “Yeah, that’s done. I’m going to go take him somewhere, and then go to the Columbia Mall and wait for you to come pick me up.” 
 
        “Sounds like a plan. Big Bro. I’m leaving in a few minutes. We can go shopping in there.” 
 
        “Cool.” 
 
        “Where’s Samantha at? She good?” 
 
        “Is she good? Of course, wifey is good. She got a few bruises, but she’s cool and paid.” 
 
        As Redman laughed, Samantha and I were staring at one another in the eyes. 
 
        “Alright ‘Lil Bro, I’ll holla when I get to the mall.” 
 
        “Cool.” 
 
        When I looked up after hanging up the phone, our eyes met. There was something in her eyes that wasn’t there a second ago. She smiled and walked toward me. 
 
        “What you calling me wifey for? We just met, so I know you not feeling me like that.” 
 
        I laughed as she entered my outstretched arms. I kissed all of her bruises and lumps, then looked into her eyes. 
 
        “We don’t know one another like that. What I do know is that you’re my type. Sex is good. Head is good. You’re a gangster, and we committed a murder together. If that doesn’t solidify some type of relationship, nothing will. You wifey, or not?” 
 
        She smiled and kissed me on my mouth. After the blood-tasting kiss, I got the body to the car and headed to the Patapsco River. As I arrived at the river I pulled over. There was enough time between cars to quickly snatched the body out and toss it over the bridge. I was happy to be in such good shape! I then made it to the mall in Columbia in a little less than thirty minutes. Though it was so close to Baltimore City, it was a whole world away. 
 
        I met up with Redman and handed him ten thousand for him to go shopping. I had ten thousand, too. We had a ball with our blood money. Whoever said that crime doesn’t pay, never did it right! 
 
    
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    
 
   [THREE MONTHS LATER] 
 
        We were driving a stolen Ford Focus – on our way to kidnap and kill the unsuspecting Elizabeth Abrams, whom Redman had booked off a dating website called Moco. She was a beautiful, light skinned woman who had a good job as a dentist, and who was loved by the community for the work that she did. I wondered if their opinion of her would change if they knew she was a complete freak. She thought she was accompanying Redman to a sex club to participate in a huge orgy. Little did she know that her bad karma was ready to catch up with her. 
 
        I had sex with Elizabeth one time a few months before I was arrested and  kept it moving. The problem was that she had become obsessed, and called so much that I had to block every number she would call from. I didn't feel bad because I had been up front that I was only out to have fun, and she had said that she was with it. When my trial came around, there she was on the stand getting her twisted revenge. She testified that while she was my girlfriend, I forced her to have sex with me several times, and that I even beat her up a few times. She said she never reported the rapes because she loved me, and she said she was testifying because she felt that she had to help put me away for life so that I wouldn't get a chance to kill and rape again. My lawyer said that out of all the witnesses that testified against me her testimony was the most damaging by far. 
 
        Every action has a reaction and I feel though my reaction is severe it is definitely justified so I feel good about this murder. She now lived in Cecil County as an upstanding citizen. I am glad to see how she has progressed in life. I’m also glad she is beloved in the community. This way I know she won’t be alone during her funeral. I also felt good about putting some distance between murders. (that is, we didn’t want to leave a “crime footprint” in just a limited geographic area) It was a perfect little town to violently kill and dump a white girl’s body. The attention to this crime will be purely distracting. 
 
        We pulled up in front of her apartment building and beeped the horn. I peeked up from my covert position, which was on the floor under an itchy ass wool blanket, and shook my head. Her body was still off the chain, and she was aging like your typical black woman: her face still looked as young as ever! Her jeans and shirt looked like they had been air brushed on her. Her sexy, super high heels separated her from the typical woman. Redman sighed and shook his head. 
 
        “Man she looks like an angel.” 
 
        I looked at him with disgust in my eyes as I quickly got back into my covert position. 
 
        “She was my beautiful angel before she hopped her ass onto that stand.  Now all I see when I look at her is a big puddle of blood.” 
 
       She got into the car and her sweet smell filled the car. I heard them kissing. I slowly rose to see Redman kissing her with his eyes open. He tilted her neck towards me as he leaned away from her. I slowly put the rusty ass garrote I had been dying to use around her neck. Right before it touched her neck her eyes popped open, and ours locked. I smiled she jerked forward. The garrote sliced into her neck as I twisted it tighter and tighter. I felt the vibrations as I cut through veins and bones. The feeling of violent vengeance made a smile control my lips! 
 
        I rose all the way up so I could look down into her eyes. 
 
        “Yeah bitch! You put me on death row, but look who Karma has dying first! Make sure you suck on the words you said in my trial in hell!” 
 
        As she continued to struggle, Redman pulled off quickly and inconspicuously. It was the longest two minutes of my life waiting for her to die. She struggled to the death with strength that I couldn’t believe. My entire body was covered in sweat and blood. Plus, my hands ached terribly. The mafia movies always made strangling somebody look easy. Trust me, the it is hard, and although all of the muscles in my hands and arms were on fire, the satisfaction of a fresh murder had me feeling euphoric! Even when her bowels let loose a couple of seconds before she took her last breath, the foul odor magnified the satisfaction I felt. I looked down at her wide-open, lifeless eyes, and smiled as I leaned forward and pushed her stank ass out of the car before any other cars showed up. I looked at Redman and smiled. 
 
        “Let’s hit up Players Club at Wagons Wheel off of North Point Road. There’s some women in there that will make you forget anything that you were thinking about for the time you are in there. I promise you that. 
 
        “That’s the plan, then after we burn this stank ass car.” 
 
     
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 14 
 
    
 
        It was seven o’clock in the morning, and I had just gotten in from Players Club. We had had a ball, especially Redman. It cost me five hundred to have this white girl, who looked just like Jennifer Anniston with a banging body, take him into the VIP room, and she screwed his brains out! Meanwhile, I just got my drink on. The feeling of complete gratification for getting revenge had me in a good mood, so I got hundred dollar lap dances from all of the dancers. 
 
         I was on our porch smoking this chocolate Dutch, excited and  ready to go in there and wake Samantha up the way she always loves me to. And yeah, I said “our” porch, as in Samantha and me. After the robbery, we had moved into an apartment two floors up from Redman, who had recently moved Fatima in with him. Sajuan’s stash definitely had the twelve kilos of raw coke and the ten pounds of purple that Samantha had said he had in there. Add that to two hundred and ninety four thousand, and you had to know that this meant that we were all the way on our feet! 
 
        Since the allure of the drug game was getting to me, I satisfied the itch by selling four kilo’s of coke after giving Redman eight of them. Six were on consignment and two were out of love. I sold each one for fifteen thou, and was able to get rid of them in one day with Redman’s clientele. My itch was satisfied because the four guys I sold the kilo’s to were young black men and though they were shining right now, I knew that in a year they would either be dead or in prison or getting high off their own supply.
 
    And Sajuan wasn’t done with his giving ways. According to his lawyer, he had had an extremely strong affinity for younger women, and, whenever he fell in love with one, he tended to go all the way in with her.  His lawyer was used to altering his will each time he fell in love with a younger woman, so he didn’t contest the fact that everything was left to Samantha, which made her an instant millionaire. I couldn’t imagine how many times that cat rolled over in his grave every day!
 
          Fatima kept the club running the same except creating “Sexy Nights,” which was a prostitution ring under the guise of an escort service. The most desired strippers from different strip clubs throughout the city had been quick to collect their five thousand dollar bonus for joining the team. 
 
        Meanwhile, we had opened up a raw coke and dope shop on Winchester, which was in the West side of the city. Our Aunt Terry had been in this neighborhood for over thirty years. So, she and her eight sons and four daughters reigned supreme there. We paid them a lot of money to run our drug strip. 
 
        My female cousins were the lookouts on the block.  Aunt Terry separated all of the bills,  counted all of the money and kept all of the dollar bills. Our faces had never been seen, and we had done our best to make sure that our names didn’t start ringing in the streets. Even though we really didn’t need to be getting money in these streets, our mentality was a common one:  “once you in love with the streets, it’s almost impossible to break up with her!” 
 
        My thoughts were disturbed by the sound of the sliding glass door opening. I looked up to see Samantha, wearing a sexy see through Victoria’s Secret lace teddy, with no panties on, staring at me with her horny face on. I pulled her close to me and kissed her small but sexy baby bump. Yeah! My baby was a few months pregnant so no matter what the outcome was with my acts of vengeance, I had a legacy on these streets. Now that a baby was on the horizon, I knew that that was where all of my focus had to reside. She looked me in my eyes and smiled bashfully, as she could see my genuine love for her. 
 
        “Who did you give my big penis to last night?”
 
        I looked at her and smiled knowing she was dead serious. Even though she gave me permission to have sex with other women, since I was just getting out of prison, she  definitely did it to satisfy me, because like most women she is extremely territorial. I bent down and kissed her.
 
    
 
              
 
    
 
   . 
 
        “Nobody else can make me feel like this, Samantha. I love you, angel.” 
 
   Her eyes watered as I rubbed her stomach. As tears began to run down her face. They began to run down mine, too. We cried together, which added another level to our bond. 
 
   Chapter 15 
 
                                                                    [Somewhere in Atlanta] 
 
          “That boy Sajuan owed me seventy five stacks, and I wanted my cheddar. The streets said his woman probably got him whacked because she ended up getting everything. I don’t care if she had killed him or not. All I knew was that she now owed me a hundred and fifty stacks be-cause of all the time I had been forced to wait for mine. She pays or she dies.” 
 
           Snowman looked at Messiah and shrugged his shoulders as purple haze smoke seeped out of his nose and mouth. 
 
        “Alright, baby boy. That’s what it is. Who we sending to talk to her?” 
 
        Messiah sat back in his chair looking more like a star NBA player than one of the biggest drugs dealers ever to roam the streets of Atlanta. He stood  6’6”, weighing about two hundred and thirty pounds. His fresh corn rolls and huge diamond encrusted chain and pendant screamed “money” to anybody who looked his way. He took a deep inhale of his Cuban cigar and smiled. 
 
        “Send that dapper boy Dickey. That boy’s wardrobe will disarm her. After y’all get the money, leave Dickey in B-More forever. I don’t trust him ‘cause he knows too much about me and my brother’s business. When the heat comes if he snitches we’ll both be done. So make sure you take all of his books too. 
 
        Snowman took a long sip of peach Ciroq as purple haze smoke seeped out of his nose. He looked at Messiah and smirked. Snowman is one of Messiah’s most reliable soldiers. The difference with Snowman is that he possesses the same ambitions that have put Messiah where he is. So, Snowman is a kingpin in his own right, and is copping no less than fifteen bricks every three weeks. He’s also a hitman too with his partner O.D. 
 
        “That’s what it is then. After my studio session tonight to finish up my Dying to Trap mix tape, we’ll go up to murder land and show them boys how us real country boys play this game.” 
 
        Messiah laughed as he handed Snowman a huge wad of hundred dollar bills. 
 
        “Take your goons shopping and put some extra cash in their pockets before y’all go. Satisfied soldiers create dedicated, loyal killers.” 
 
    
 
   Chapter 16 
 
    
 
                    “There he go,  there he go.” 
 
    
 
        I followed Redman’s eyes across the street until they landed on Ronny King, who had been one of the jurors during my trial. I smiled at the sight of him. During my trial he had always been so sharply dressed; now he was a bum on drugs. We had heard that he was over this way, and we had been looking for him for the past couple of days. I looked at Redman who was also pumped up. 
 
        “Pull up next to him.” 
 
        Ronny peered into our car as we pulled up next to him. I rolled down the window. Once he saw that it wasn’t the police, he relaxed and walked over to the car, grinning, showing off his toothless smile. 
 
        “My man, we ready to open up a shop on Old York, and we need you to test our blow. We’ll pay you to get the word out that we going to have testers out in an hour. You with it?” 
 
        He burst into laughter as he walked toward the back door. 
 
        “Hell yeah I’m with it!” 
 
         As soon as he entered the car his foul smell instantly began to suffocate us, but all I was concentrating on was his face while he filled his veins with my killer mixture, heroin and Fentanyl. As his finger slowly pushed the stem on the needle down, his facial expression turned to complete pleasure for a split second. Then his face turned into a mask of pain, which made me smile. I moved closer to him to get as close to his pain as possible. His eyes popped open and we locked eyes. He reached out to me and I smacked his hand away. 
 
        “What the fuck man? It feels like my insides are on fire. Ahhhhh!” 
 
        I looked over at Redman to see if the screaming of a dying man was affecting him. I laughed as he was smoking a Newport and reciting a Meek Mill song – not paying no mind to the death scream that was bouncing all around the inside of the car. I looked at Ronny King and smiled devilishly. 
 
        “First off, shut the fuck up with all that screaming. If I would have actually been put to death, 
 
   I wouldn’t have screamed like no bitch. So, man up! The poison you shot up with will have you dead in no time. This way, I’ll know you won’t ever put anybody else on death row. So embrace death, bitch. You’ve just been put on death row!” 
 
        He scrutinized my face real intensely for a few seconds until recognition began to mix with his painful look. Just as a he began to have a seizure, he reached out for my hand and sat up. I didn’t grab his hand. 
 
        “Man, I’m sorry. Please forgive me. I understand your anger.” 
 
        I looked at him and spit in his face. 
 
        “Fuck your apology.” 
 
        He shook his head as tears began to run down his face. Then his seizure took control over him, and he stopped breathing after a few minutes of violent shaking. I never took my eyes off of him until he was dead. We pulled into an alley, I washed my spit off of his face and I rolled him out of the car, poured gas onto him, set him on fire, and watched him burn for a few seconds before we left. 
 
    


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 17 
 
    
 
        I answered the door with no shirt on and in boxer briefs because, a minute previously, I had been in a 69 loving life before the door interrupted me. As soon as I opened the door, I knew that I should have looked out the peep hole, because I damn sure wouldn’t have been standing in front of two cats that I had never seen in my life, without any type of weapon. The first dude I sized up was doing his best Carlton impression, so I paid him little attention. I then sized up the other one, who was laced in a 8732 outfit with some retro Jordan’s and an all-black Atlanta fitted hat that was pulled down so low that I couldn’t see his eyes. I looked where I knew they were, and stepped toward him. 
 
        “Who are you looking for?” 
 
        He stepped toward me while he pulled off his hat. We locked eyes. 
 
        “We looking for Samantha. Where the girl at?” 
 
        “Is it drama, ‘cause, if it is, what up?” 
 
        He smiled and then stepped back quickly as his hand disappeared into his jeans. As soon as he stepped back, I rushed toward him and rocked his chin with a sharp right hook that caused him to stagger back. His gun dropped down his leg – still inside his jeans. He instantly charged back at me, and caught me in my mouth with a hard over right. I slammed him into the wall, and we both began to hit each other with hard uppercuts. Then, the preppy dressed cat appeared, out of nowhere, between us pointing glock .40’s in both of our faces. I was shocked and mad that I had allowed his appearance to rock me to sleep. We both stood still, looking at the gun in our face. 
 
        “Snowman, while you with me, I run things. Step back and get yourself together. You, go get Samantha before we walk over you and go get her ourselves.” 
 
        Before I could respond, my chrome .357 surprised me by sliding over my shoulder, and the hammer clicked. I smiled as I saw fear override the cockiness that had just been on his face. She placed the barrel on his forehead as she kissed my shoulder. 
 
        “Here I am. What up? And before you answer that question, get that gun out of my man’s face, NOW!!!” 
 
        He quickly began to lower his gun. I snatched it out of his hands and before he knew what was going on, I smacked him with the butt of it square in his mouth. He fell toward Snowman, who snatched the other gun and smacked him on his temple. We both stood over top of the cat who had just been in power, and laughed. 
 
        “Look at your tough ass now!”  
 
        I pointed my gun at his face, tightened my grip on the gun and… Samantha put her finger inside of my gun’s barrel. I looked at her with murder in my eyes. She smiled. 
 
        “For one, gangster, why would you commit  murder in your apartment building? Two, these cats are from Atlanta, under Messiah. Let’s hear what they are talking about. Let’s take this drama inside. You with that boo?” 
 
        “Hell no! Once he pointed a gun in my face, all that southern hospitality flew out the window.” 
 
        I stopped pointing the gun in his face and let it hang in my hand on the side of my leg. I looked him straight in his eyes. He began to sit up, and I was surprised when Snowman pushed him back down by putting his foot on his forehead. 
 
        “From where you lay, tell us what  y’all want with my wife.” 
 
        Dick looked up at me with a murderous, yet fearful, look in his eyes. 
 
        “Plain and simple, Sajuan was in debt when he died. And because of whatever happened to him, we never collected our money. This means, since you now have his dough, you owe Messiah a million dollars. Because of how y’all are treating me, I’m also owed a million, or it’s best if you kill me.” 
 
        Samantha smiled as she quickly pulled out a .380 with a silencer. She walked up to Dick’s head, pointed the gun at his face and pulled the trigger four times. She then pointed the gun at Snowman. She looked at me and I smirked. I swore she just told me not to do the same thing she just did.
 
        “Grab your boy and get the fuck out. Tell Messiah that if he would have come at me correctly, I would have paid him his money. Since he came sideways, tell him to go suck a dick.” 
 
         We watched him struggle to get the body in his trunk for close to twenty minutes. After he left, we went inside. As soon as we hit the living room, Samantha fell to her knees and began to cry uncontrollably. I knelt down next to her and forced her to look at me. 
 
        “Chris, Messiah is going to kill us. He’s nothing to fuck with. He…” 
 
        “Bleeds! You must have never listened to Life After Death. My money is now up so anybody can get it. Since we already started the beef it’s time for the A to get a taste of how Maryland plays the game.
 
    
 
   Chapter 18 
 
    
 
        Detective Raymond, Detective J.R., and Detective Imam sat excitedly, crunched together in front of Captain Reid’s desk as he read the file that they had assembled.  All four of them had gone to Morehouse on scholarships paid by Camille and Bill Cosby. When they all graduated and returned to their hometown, their love for Baltimore made them all join the Baltimore Police Department, with a genuine vow to make the streets as safe as possible. 
 
        The file they had been compiling for the past two months alleged that Christopher Combs, after being released from death row a little over three months ago, was a serial killer that had murdered his prosecutor, two members of his jury, and a witness who had testified at his trial. The file was based on assumptions and possible motives – without one piece of physical evidence. The file explained how the initial attention began to be placed on him. 
 
        During the course of his investigation, Detective Imam had looked over Elizabeth Abram’s apartment on the night her corpse was found, and had discovered, in her bedroom, many articles that concerned Chris taped on her mirror. One of the articles was about Chris’s conviction being dismissed because of DNA. Another article was about how the victim had refused to apologize for her misidentifying him. Two other articles were about Samuel Boswell’s and John Patterson’s murders. On top of John Patterson’s article was a hand written note of Elizabeth; it said “Boswell died the same day he was released. Is that a coincidence? Is John Patterson’s murder also a coincidence? Is it these percs or Mollys or this purple haze that have made me so paranoid? I know one thing, one more murder of anybody that was on the jury or a witness in the case, and I’m going to the police.” 
 
        Too bad she got murdered before she had the opportunity to alert the authorities.  Detective Imam got with his buddies and they put together a file that they labeled “The Lizzy Murders Over Two Months.” It took about twenty five minutes for Captain Coughlin to read the entire file. When he finished, he calmly took his glasses off, pinched the bridge of his nose, and shook his head. When he looked up and sequentially glanced in the eyes of each of the brightest and sharpest detectives he had in his precinct, as well as his best friends, a sly smirk slowly manifested on his face. 
 
        “Take your time on this one. Keep this confidential for the time being until we possess more evidence on this serial killer. We are either going to catch him or kill him. Either option will make Baltimore safer.” 
 
    
 
   Chapter 19 
 
    
 
        Captain Coughlin re-opened the file after the detectives had left the room and shook his head as he closed his eyes and bowed his head as he began to pray. 
 
        “God, I’m so sorry that I helped put an innocent man in prison. I feel I should help him now, but . . . he’s now a killer and really deserves to be placed on death row. Please guide me so I will not make the wrong decision.” 
 
        He pulled out his thermal mug that was filled with Amsterdam from underneath his desk, and took a long swig from it. He then stared at Chris’s picture for a few minutes before taking another long swig. He turned to the last page of the file that had Reggie “Redman” Smith listed as the only known living kin to Chris, who is also under investigation for being a drug dealer. He fished out his cell phone, blocked his number out, and dialed Redman’s number. It rang three times before it was answered. 
 
        “ who is this calling me from a blocked phone number?” 
 
        “My number is none of your business. What is my business is that I know that your brother is a serial killer and, the odds are nine out of ten that you are involved somehow. A formal investigation has been launched against him in connection with three murders, and one other murder is a strong possibility. He’s being labeled a serial killer, Reggie. In no time at all, he’ll have the entire force on his heels. Better tell him to quit while he is ahead. Also, tell him if he has me on his list, it’s in his best interest to take me the fuck off of it.” 
 
        Redman was driving but immediately pulled over as his weed high disappeared. He took a couple of deep breaths and regained his calm composure. 
 
        “For one, I don’t know what the fuck you talking about. My brother hasn’t killed anyone, so y’all are wasting the tax payers money. Two, why not call him? Three, if you really a pig like you acting like you are, why are you giving a suspected serial killer a heads up? And four, if there was a list, why would you be on it?” 
 
        Captain Coughlin took another long swig from his thermal. 
 
        “I played a huge part with getting your brother the death penalty. I was the lead detective in that case, and his pleas of innocence fell on my deaf ears. While his anger is understandable, cold blooded murder is not. So, as of right now, we have no physical evidence against him or you, for that matter. But, we didn’t have any physical evidence against him back then, and we know how that turned out. If he stops right now, he can’t be arrested. He’s going to be harassed, but not arrested in less than 30 days if he doesn’t stop. If he continues, we will arrest him and be justified in sending him back on death row. Or, I will personally kill the monster that I helped create. It’s his choice and yours. And for you, Mr. Drug Dealer, you are only a few months from being indicted yourself. You change your drug strips but not the distinctive red baggies you place your drugs in. Real smart. 
 
        Captain Coughlin hung up and laughed until tears were streaming down his face. Meanwhile, Redman was staring at his phone for ten straight minutes before he called Chris who answered on the second ring. 
 
        “What’s up ‘Lil Bro?” 
 
        Redman was in panic mode, and it showed with every word that he spoke. 
 
        “Chris meet me at the spot on Monroe right now!” 
 
    
 
                   Chapter 20 
 
    
 
        I hopped off and out of Samantha with the quickest, and started to get dressed as quickly as possible. When I looked up, I saw her getting dressed as fast as I was. I froze and we locked eyes. 
 
        “Where in the hell do you think you are going?” 
 
        She looked at me like I was slow. 
 
        “What you think, boy? Get it through your thick ass skull that you are no longer in your single cell. I got your back whenever, wherever, against whomever. I can tell it’s some drama, so stop trying to block me out?” 
 
        I smiled as I got her gun from underneath the pillow and tossed it at her. It bounced on the bed only once before she snatched it and put it in her dip – all in one motion. I went under the bed and grabbed my duffel bag where an old AK-47 and a brand new, still-in-the-box M-16 was waiting for me. I snatched out the clip, saw that Redman had already loaded it, slammed it back in, and smiled. 
 
        “Let’s go.”  
 
        She grabbed her huge ass Coach purse, ran into her closet, and came out in less than a minute stuffing cash into the purse. 
 
        “Yeah, negro, two hundred and fifty thou fits up in this big ass purse that you love to hate. Just in case we got to bounce right away, we good. Let’s roll!” 
 
        That’s why I fell in love with her! I ran to the car with my gun in plain sight – not caring about anything but my brother’s safety. I hopped in the passenger seat, clicked the gun off safety, and chambered a bullet. I was ready for war. Samantha hopped in, started the car, and then looked at me in my eyes. 
 
        “For one, Chris, you never told me where we going. Two, I’m a roll regardless, so why I can’t know what’s going on?” 
 
        I smiled as I leaned over, and we kissed passionately for close to thirty seconds. I then leaned back over as our eyes still remained locked on one another. 
 
        “We are going to the spot on Monroe. Get there fast, and I’ll tell you why as we are going.” 
 
        I laughed at how she took off like a bat out of hell. 
 
        “I don’t know what’s going on. All I know is that my brother called me with genuine fear in his voice. I haven’t heard him sound so shook since the first time after I talked to him after I was sentenced to death.” 
 
        We were quiet for the rest of the ride. As soon as we pulled up, Redman came out the house holding a bulging Foot Locker shopping bag, looked all around him, and then sprinted to our car. He went to get into the passenger seat, and when he saw me, I could see anger flashing in his eyes. He then got into the back seat, and slammed the hell out of the door. I turned around and we locked eyes. 
 
        “What you bring her here for?” 
 
        “What, you think she don’t know what the fuck we do? Nigga, you acting like Samantha don’t know what we do.” 
 
        Redman smacked his hand on the back seat. 
 
        “She doesn’t.  Some things are best left unsaid. I see your pussy whipped ass don’t operate like that. You can tell her all of your biz; but keep me out of your conversations though.” 
 
        Samantha twisted in her seat with the speed only a mad black women can possess! 
 
        “Little boy I know you done lost your ever loving . . .” 
 
        I held up my hand and she shut up by biting her lip. I gestured for her to turn back around in her seat, which she did. 
 
        “You forced me to bring you, so kill that noise. I knew he would get mad, but I brought you anyway. So, just chill out for a few seconds." 
 
        I then locked my eyes back on his. 
 
        “Who or what has you so damn shook?” 
 
        “Some cop just called my phone and said he knows you been killing the people associated with your case, and that . . .” 
 
        I yelled at him! 
 
        “Shut the hell up, boy! What you doing?” 
 
        I looked at Samantha, who had a shocked look on her face. Redman looked at the both of us and laughed. 
 
        “Damn big bro, you thought I was talking about some drug stuff? Hell nah, As long as I pay people to run my strip, I don’t have to worry about nothing associated with that. Anyway, that’s on you. You bought her with you.” 
 
        Samantha leaned close to me, nose to nose, never taking her eyes from mine. 
 
        “What the fuck is he talking about, Christopher Combs?” 
 
        I looked deep into her eyes and I saw anger, concern, love, and understanding. I took a deep breath and softened my look toward her. 
 
        “I’ve been killing people that had anything to do with me being sentenced to death.  Accept it, or walk away. Save the lecture for our unborn child. If you not saying you accepting it then I’m done hearing your voice until my child is born.” 
 
       She moved even closer, pushing our noses together. 
 
        “Don’t act like it’ll be that easy for you to let me go, bitch. Depending on how long you choose to do this depends on how long we will be in your life. And, if you stop hearing my voice now, you’ll never hear it again.” 
 
        I smiled. 
 
        “You right about that. You’ll die if you try to take my kid from me.” 
 
        She smiled. 
 
        “And you’ll die if I even think you are planning to kill me. Alright, you a murderer, and . . .? I’m not impressed because I’ve killed before, too. In fact, you seen my work.  What I am is a loyal chick. And if I’m going to be in your life as your wifey, we have to be on the same page. Understand?” 
 
        With my eyes still locked on hers, I asked Redman the question that was killing me. 
 
        “How are they on me?” 
 
        Redman laughed. 
 
        “I don’t know, man. Somebody put something together, and got you under investigation because – if they had anything solid against you, there would have been no warning phone call. All I know is that he said that I’m on my way to prison, so I’m ready to bounce. What you going to do?” 
 
        Her stare probed deeper into me more than any other stare ever had. 
 
        “Yeah, killer, tell me and your little brother what you about to do. We need to know.” 
 
        She rubbed on her stomach as she said the last part. Redman’s phone then rang a couple of seconds later. After he answered it, he began to yell. 
 
        “What the fuck? Fatima, Fatima!” 
 
        I hopped into the backseat and stared at his phone. My mouth dropped open as I watched helplessly as Snowman stood over Fatima with his bandaged stomach, and kicked her savagely in her head and body. After a few seconds of stomping her, he stopped and looked into the camera. 
 
        “ We done snatched six hundred thousand out of this stash. Where the fuck is the rest of our money? When you get it, bring it to the A, , if you want your friend back.” 
 
        “Redman smiled sinisterly as he locked eyes with Snowman.” 
 
        “Man, you have no idea who you are now beefing with. Let me tell you what’s going to happen. I’m going to get a list of all of your family members, and I’m going to kill all of them until I get to you. Then I’m going to kill you, too. I don’t know if you going to kill my girl or not, and I hope you don’t. But you are not holding me hostage on some hope. I’m going to murder you and whoever with you and anybody that even likes you. You want us in the A? Here we come.” 
 
        He hung up and immediately dialed another number. 
 
        “Crunchy, dead the shop and get your team together. We have to go introduce the A to how we put the murder game down."   
 
        Crunchy was quiet for a few seconds. 
 
        “It’ll be seven of us. We not packing anything but guns. Everything else we’ll get on the road. What’s up though? I know you don’t think we just going to go into something blind. We respect you, not fear you, so, what up?” 
 
        “Dudes from the A came down trying to extort Samantha. Her and my brother didn’t go for that  and one of theirs got killed. They done kidnapped Fatima and showed me on the phone her getting stomped out. They told us to come to the A to get her back, and that’s where me and my brother going. Y’all coming or not?” 
 
        “Say no more. They want us in the A, we there. See you when you get here.” 
 
        He immediately dialed another number. I heard my aunt pick up on the second ring. 
 
        “Aunt Terry, pack up all the money and the bricks right now. We’ll be back in a few to pick everything up.” 
 
        He closed his eyes as our Aunt was saying something to him. 
 
        “Nah, everything is not alright. My girl was kidnapped and taken to Atlanta.  We going to get her back, dead or alive, and teach them boys a lesson. Are you coming?” 
 
        He closed his eyes, and I could tell he was hoping that she would come with us. She had stepped up for him when our parents died and they became skin tight. The smile that suddenly stretched across his face made me smile. 
 
        “Good, auntie. I’m going to need you. See you soon. Don’t pack anything. We’ll go shopping when we get down there.” 
 
        I looked at Samantha. 
 
        “Are you coming to Atlanta ?” 
 
        She smiled, and then smacked the hell out of me. Redman laughed as he jumped out of the car! 
 
        “I guess she answered your question. Go get the Benz and grab some cash. See you in a few.” 
 
    
 
   Chapter 21 
 
    
 
   [BANKHEAD, ATLANTA] 
 
    
 
        Redman made us drive through Bankhead strictly because he’s a huge T.I. fan. I never thought I would see a city that was grimier than B-More, but Bankhead made me realize poverty resides everywhere. It looked more poor to me because it wasn’t blocks of row houses as I was used to. It was blocks of abandoned houses that were all fucked up and that one wouldn’t see in B-More. The streets that had nice size individual houses were in good shape. The thinking was that once one make the jump to a house, then it was time to take care of your shit.  
 
   We got five rooms at the Hampton Inn in Buckhead. We also got a room at The Ellis Hotel for Aunt Terri. That was where we intended to keep all of the money and drugs. 
 
        I took fifty thou out of our stash drove our ten soldiers to the Lenox Square Mall, handed them five g’s a piece, and we all had a ball. People wonder why one’s soldiers end up robbing and killing their boss; it’s because their boss was been stingy with the killers who kill for them – such stinginess never made sense to me. I always took good care of my soldiers to the extent that even lawyer money for all was already put up. I knew that many killers had rotted away in prison because their money hadn’t equaled their street rep! Not on my watch though.  
 
        After we showed off in Lenox we headed to the Cumberland Mall with one goal in mind; to book some females. Although my soldiers had sex on their mind, that wasn’t why I was out to get in tight with one of these local women. There are five different ways to infiltrate a new state in order to get into big drug money. One, was by having family who are already established in the spot you seek to take over; two, was through street dudes who were well respected and feared in that area; three, the violent way;  four, was by buying support from the broke hustlers who were trying to come up by extending to them an opportunity to get the type of money they only dreamed about; and five was through unsuspecting, greedy females. It’s simple, be generous with money and have a good sex game and you will know all the info you will need in order to take over. This is a tactic that has been going on for decades. 
 
       After walking around for a little while, we spotted a clique of bad females that had only one ugly chick. However, since the ugly chick had the sexiest body out of all them, she was cool. Redman was the slick, talking pretty boy who approached the group and had all of them eating out of his hand in less than five minutes. We then took them shopping, spending about ten thousand on them. Next, we all went back to the hotel and split up into little groups. I took two chicks with me to my hotel room where I knew Samantha was waiting.  
 
        We walked into my room where Samantha was laying on the bed naked, playing with her kitty Kat, watching The Best of Pinky while she waited for us. I was the first to start getting naked. Everybody else quickly followed. The girls got on the bed and together started giving Samantha fellatio. Samantha’s eyes and mine locked. Very quickly she was moaning and squirming, and our eye contact never wavered. I then watched in pure lust at the asses that were floating in the air. I walked over to them slowly, and smirked as Samantha stared at my saluting soldier. I entered the red bone and enjoyed the loud sexy moan that escaped from her lips. Samantha smiled at me. 
 
        “Fuck her good, baby!” 
 
        I straight got to it, ramming it all the way in her, loving the way her ass jiggled with every stroke. The sound of different females moaning and screaming had me pumped up like I had drunk ten five-hour energy drinks. After a few minutes, I laid on the bed and Samantha straight hopped on my face. The other girl hopped on and  straddled my stallion. This was a hustler’s heaven! We all did our thing to one another for a couple of hours until I dozed off.  
 
   I woke up to Samantha shaking me awake. The red bone chick was standing behind her, counting money and smoking a blunt. I looked back at Samantha and smiled because I could tell by her sly smirk that she was up to no good. 
 
        “Chris, this is Jade. I paid her two stacks to give us the info we need on Snowman and them.” 
 
        I looked at Jade, and then looked back at Samantha. 
 
        “How you know she won’t set us up?” 
 
        Jade stepped up in my face and looked me in the eyes as she slowly took off her shirt. She began to rub the scar that was beneath her belly button. 
 
        “Snowman forced me to get an abortion. When I told him that I wanted to keep the baby, he put a blue glock .40 to my head, and told me to do the right thing. I finally am doing the right thing by getting revenge for my baby that he killed. Let’s go.” 
 
        I got dressed and followed them out to the Benz. Jade got into the driver’s seat, and Samantha and I got in the back as Redman, who I had just awakened on our way out, got in the front. Jade put a CD in and sparked another blunt. 
 
        “This a new Snowman mix tape. He the hottest in the A right now. I can’t stand him but I like his music. It’s twisted but what’s not these days?” 
 
    
 
   Chapter 22 
 
    
 
        We drove for about fifteen minutes before she drove slowly by a huge white house and stopped.  
 
        “See that white house that I just passed?” 
 
        We all nodded yes. 
 
        “Everybody calls it the White House. That’s where Messiah, Snowman, and others done made millions. It’s also where us stripper bitches love to go because you never walk out of there with less than a thousand dollars. And they don’t let you give up the cookies; you definitely walking out of there with no less than three thou. It’s always a bunch of niggaz in there that’s always strapped with big ass guns. But, by late at night, them same niggaz be all high and off point by weed, pills, and drink. That’s the best time to get them. Plus, nobody has ever tried any bullshit with them here, so they not prepared for that type of drama.” 
 
       For the rest of the ride, I just planned out the way we would move late that night. She showed us what zones different rappers were from – Atlanta being divided into zones. We smoked during the entire tour. When the munchies hit, she took us to The Busy Bee Café and we got busy. There is nothing in the world like real country food! We went back to the motel where everybody was standing outside smoking and listening to music. Samantha and I picked two different chicks and we went into our room. 
 
    
 
   Chapter 23 
 
    
 
        At about four in the morning, I sent out a group text: ”meet me in the parking lot in ten minutes, dressed in all black, and bring all the straps. Time to introduce these country ass dudes to the ways of Murdaland!” I sat in the parking lot cleaning my glock .40, watching as my team began to make it to the parking lot. Nobody had a cowardly look on their face. I thought that it was a shame that we getting ready to go murder some black men, but that’s just how shit is in these streets.  
 
        “One of the strippers took us on a city tour , so we know where Fatima is . We are going in there to murder everybody and hopefully we will get her back. We don’t even know for sure if she still is alive so nobody concentrate’s on her safety. Keep focused on the mission at hand which is to murder every single person that is in the house. 
 
       “We are also snatching anything that looks worth taking as well as leaving some of the drugs that I know we will find, around the house to make the murders drug related. This has to look like a robbery slash drug deal gone bad.” 
 
        We all looked at one another – knowing that, in the last few months, we had had to kidnap a few stickup boy family members; and we never let any of them live – especially the stick up boys!  
 
       “I know y’all ready to trip off of me, but I want to do this shit like some mafia movie shit. It’s twelve of us which means we splitting in two groups. There are four silencers, so that’s two in each group. In each group, the goal is for the two killers with the silencers to be the ones to shoot. That’s the goal. But if anything looks suspect, pull the trigger and think about what you did later.  I just figure less noise gives us a better chance of handling our business and everybody escaping.
 
        “ If you get caught and go to an Atlanta penitentiary for going against one of the most beloved hustlers in this city, you will die. Nobody gets caught tonight.  Just follow me and Red in, and the rest is for you to figure out while making smart, precise and brutal decisions. Nobody here wants to die or get jammed up, so we all should be on the same page. Right?” 
 
        Everybody nodded their heads.  I looked at Redman, who was playing with his gun and staring off into space. 
 
        “Redman, your turn to speak.” 
 
        He looked at each of us in our eyes for a few seconds a piece before he sparked a blunt. 
 
        “Not much to say other than survive and abide by the code if things goes sour. Anyone that may not survive this mission, please know that your families will be well taken care of. Anybody snitches, your family will catch the wrath until you do. Let’s go get my wife back and I appreciate each one of you for being here.” 
 
        We piled into Redman’s and my car, and headed to the White House! I turned up the Snowman mix tape, and was surprised at how banging it was. Too bad it would be his last! It took us about twenty minutes to get there. We went hard and pulled up into the driveway with our lights turned off. Nobody slammed doors, and we all blended into the night as we crept to the back of the house. 
 
        As we bent the corner, we froze because we saw a huge dude swimming in the pool. Redman leaned toward me and whispered “That’s big Tamar, Messiah’s brother. You probably didn’t hear about him because he moved to Hollywood where he still runs shit in Detroit. He lived on the same street as Tom Cruise.” 
 
        I looked at Redman and frowned, not liking how it sounded – like he was riding this Negro dick. I then smirked as I was about to walk away. 
 
       “At least he was able to enjoy his life." 
 
        I walked quickly up to the pool and waited for him to get closer. As he was about to touch the wall, he looked up. His eyes widened and, for a big dude, his reaction was fast as hell. He shot to the bottom of the pool, and began to swim away from me. I aimed at him and squeezed the trigger sixteen times. As blood slowly began to change the color of the pool, he slowly rose to the top of the pool and began to float. We all then rushed toward the back door, and quietly entered the unlocked back door. 
 
        We now stood in the living room behind two dudes who were playing 2k13. The other five dudes in the room were sleeping with Styrofoam cups sitting in front of them. I smiled because the dudes were thinking they were so on point; but look at them. Redman put his gun to one of the guy’s head, and I put mine to the other’s head; before we pulled the triggers, we smiled at one another, and then pulled our triggers at the same time. Fab and Pusha, the other two dudes who had guns with silencers, began to shoot the other guys in their faces. 
 
        Me and my group then ran up the stairs, and ran into one of the strippers that had been with us last night. She froze, and before she could scream, I shot her three times in her face. A naked dude carrying a chromed out Ak-47 came running out of a room. Fab caught him with three shots in his temple. Meek scooped up the AK and smiled. We walked toward a room that had Jagged Edge flowing from it. I slowly pushed open the door and froze. 
 
        There was Fatima, riding who had to be Messiah. She had her handcuffed  hands flat on his chest as she rose up to the tip of his manhood and slammed herself on him.  As she was slowly swirling herself back up his wood, her neck suddenly turned toward us. Her face reacted, but her body didn’t. The sly smirk that she hit us with let us know she was about to do something. 
 
   Somebody must have gone and gotten Redman because he brushed past me and entered the room. 
 
       “Fatima, get up off that bitchass nigga so I can murder him.” 
 
        She looked backwards and smiled sinisterly as her eyes locked onto Redman. I instantly felt fire blaze through my veins as I stared into her two, swollen, terribly black eyes. She quickly pulled a box cutter from underneath her pillow, and made his throat smile. For a few seconds, he didn’t realize what happened. Then his eyes popped wide open as he grabbed his throat. I smiled as blood began to seep through his fingers. Redman walked up to Fatima and handed her his sharp ass buck knife as he bent over and kissed both of her eyes. She slowly turned back toward Messiah, and lowered the knife to his face; when the tip was resting on his cheek, she slowly began to push it in. When it was half way in, she snatched it out and began to stab him repeatedly until her arm couldn’t swing any more. 
 
        We all were stuck because this is not the type of murder that majority of street dudes do. We blow brains out, and sometimes that’s messy, and sometimes it’s not. Her entire body was covered and dripping with blood. He no longer had a face – just bones and blood. Redman helped her off him, and tried to help her wipe his blood off of her. She smacked at his hands as she got dressed. 
 
        “Nah Red, I need his blood to stay on me for a while. I wish I could kill that bitch again. 
 
   Somebody see if that whore’s breathing.”  
 
        Nobody moved. Redman grabbed her around the shoulders and they began to walk out. 
 
        “Big Bro, we heading to the car.” 
 
        I nodded to him as they disappeared. I then looked at all of my killers. 
 
        “Aiight, grab whatever has value and keep what you take.” 
 
        Everybody took off out of the room at the same time. Me, I stayed in the room, hoping that a major stash was in there. I walked into the walk-in closet and just laughed. Sitting six feet high was a huge safe. On top of it were two stacks of bricks that rose close to the ceiling. The safe was open, and it was completely filled with cash. I knew that they had cake, but not this much! I called to everybody. It only took a few seconds for everybody to arrive, standing there looking at the safe. I turned toward them. 
 
        “Yo, me and Redman ready to disappear for a while, so this shit is for y’all to get on top and never look back. There are forty three bricks. That’s four bricks a piece, and y’all split the three remaining bricks. There are four shelves of money. Me and Red get three shelves, and y’all split one.” 
 
          My petty ass also grabbed some clothes – and not just any clothes. I grabbed some Dussault Apparel’s Trashed jeans; I had read somewhere on the Internet that each pair cost two hundred and fifty stacks. He had five pairs and some Gucci jeans. I also grabbed a few of his shoes. All of us then slipped back into the cars, and slid off as if we hadn’t just left behind over ten bodies. 
 
        Fatima knocked on our hotel door. Samantha answered it and, after taking one look at her face, burst into tears. Redman gently guided both of them to his car and we all headed to Aunt Terry’s room. We put all of our bags on the luggage cart, told the bell man to kick rocks, and we took it up ourselves. By the time we got to the room, all three of the girls were in the room crying. Redman was sitting in front of the door, smoking a blunt of Loud to the Head. We laid out all of the shit that we had gotten out of the house, and put it in separate piles. I ordered a king’s breakfast for everybody. We ate, smoked and drank until we all passed out. 
 
    Chapter 24 
 
    
 
        For the next ten days, we had a ball in Atlanta. We hit up Mardi Gras, The Cheetah, and Magic City, which are the top strip clubs in Atlanta.  Redman and Fatima tried to fuck Lisa Ray, who we all had met at Justin’s. She wasn’t having it though. They ended up fucking a famous porn star who I think was Jada Fire but it was dark at the strip club, so I didn’t get a clear look at her.  We sent Aunt Terry and the goons back to B-More because they were dying to turn it up. We paid attention to all of the news about the deaths of Messiah and his entire click, who were beloved by the streets and hated by the law enforcement. They had no leads, so we were feeling good! 
 
        After selling Putt and his click fifteen bricks, we decided to go on a world tour. Through Putt’s connections, for all of us to get fake ID’s and passports, we kicked out twenty five thou. Before we headed out of the country, we had to meet with a crooked accountant in Miami so we could pay him two hundred and fifty thousand to transfer the five or so million we were lugging around into offshore accounts. 
 
        It took us about six hours to get to Miami. I impressed everybody when we checked into The Setai, which is in the heart of South Beach. I had read about this hotel and fell absolutely in love with it. It definitely lived up to it being one of the ten most expensive hotels in the Country.  We hit the two king size beds as soon as we entered the room. When we awakened, we ate, smoked, and then got super fresh so we could show off in the Miami streets! 
 
        That night, we hit Tootsie’s Cabaret, Playmates, and Scarlett’s Club. We dropped over fifty thousand dollars in those three spots! They say that money can’t buy happiness! Shiit, I’m happy as the next republican who knows Obama can’t run anymore.
 
         The stress of me presently being on the run had been a very heavy burden. Just knowing prison could potentially be on my horizon, and that my freedom could be snatched back from me had me on the edge.  I decided that I was going to live to the fullest until my last breath! The suffering that prison had produced did not coincide with my future plans. I realized that, for me, death would be a way better solution than re-entering those prison walls! 
 
        I rented a black on black Porsche 911 Turbo from Auto Boutique. Two nights before we were scheduled to take a yacht to Cuba and travel the world from there, I took Redman out for a drive with him thinking that I wanted to show off for him in the car. No more than a few minutes later, I threw the list of addresses onto his lap. Out of the corner of my eyes, I watched as he first looked at it then he reluctantly picked it up. His eyes were instantly drawn to the address that was circled with a red crayon. The moment he saw “Miami,” he cracked a smile and put the list on his lap. Our eyes locked and he spoke up first: 
 
        “Listen Big Bro, I need this murder to be your last for a little while. We are catching murders as if it is legal. I want to go on our world tour and just relax for at least a year. Can we chill for a year after this last body? We have enough money to go on a world tour and live comfortably forever or at least a very long time.  Murder’s always complicate things, so I need you to chill on your blood thirsty, Hollywood type revenge shit.” 
 
        I laughed as we gave one another a handshake and a hug. I picked the list back up. 
 
        “This is Mike Dun. I have to kill this fake God. Then I’ll be finished. That’s my word and you already know that my word is my bond.” 
 
        He put in Biggie Smalls first album and turned up the volume as he began to get the gloves and mask out of the bag, and put them on. When we got to the street where our next victim lived, I parked right in front of the house. That’s just how I felt as I put my mask and gloves on. I was supremely confident in our abilities to do what we needed to do without no screw ups, handcuffs or our deaths.  
 
       We calmly walked around to the back of the house like we belonged there. Because it’s always hot here, nobody has their sliding glass doors closed. We both entered the house without making a sound. We followed the sounds of Bon Jovi, which led us to the living room. Sitting there, getting his cock sucked by a naked transvestite, was no other than The Honorable Mike Dun, who was the judge who sentenced me to die. This was the guy who, through clear bias against me, made it easy for the State to convict me of a crime that I hadn’t done. This dick head had told me that death row was created for monsters like me. Now I was going to send him where the real monsters reside, --HELL! 
 
        The changing of the atmosphere in the room caused him to look up with fear-filled eyes. I could see in his eyes that he instantly recognized me. The tranny felt the new murderous vibe in the room, so he jumped up screaming and tried to run out the back door. Bon Jovi’s Blaze of Glory drowned out his screams and three bullets from Redman’s .380 silently entered his back,  burned though his vital organs until he fell flat on his face.
 
        I handed my gun to Reds, pulled out a replica acrylic judge’s gavel, and swiftly walked toward Mike Dun. I was going to violently murder this judge not just for myself but for the many that was made a victim of the justice system simply because the judge allowed it. He was going to die for showing white people compassion while he only displayed anger and disgust toward black people. More importantly to me, he was going to die for attempting to kill me.
 
        He suddenly regained some energy and hopped up and screamed at the top of his lungs. I swung the gavel at the lower part of his jaw the hardest I could. The blow broke his jaw and halted any sound that was coming out of his mouth. As he held onto his jaw, with blood seeping through his fingers, I smiled sinisterly.
 
        “Why did you allow all of that faulty evidence into my trial? The jury was hung for eight hours. Why did you keep them in a room, forcing them to render a verdict which resulted in my conviction? Why did you deny my motion to have the DNA tested? What did I ever do to you that made you refuse to give me a fair trial? I am here to seek vengeance for myself and others for your twisted sense of justice. Fuck you your Honor!”
 
    I began to crush his face with the gavel. This was real street justice. Finally, he fell to the floor on his stomach. I kicked him in his ribs until he turned onto his back. I instantly straddled his chest, pinned his arms down with my knees, and continued to crush his face until I could not swing my arm any more. When I looked up, Redman was staring at me with a crooked smirk on his face. Bon Jovi’s Bad Medicine finally broke through my zone I was in and I began to nod my head.  
 
        “That’s the real way you catch a body big brother. Up close and very personal. Take them clothes off and put your new outfit on.”  
 
        Once I was naked, he took off my Gucci back pack that I had him wear and handed me a pack of baby wipes. I wiped off every drop of blood that I saw on me before swiftly getting dressed. He pulled out a two liter glass root beer bottle that was filled with gasoline and that had a Versace handkerchief hanging out of it. He handed it to me, and pulled out another one. We both lit our scarfs at the same time, and threw them down into the basement and closed the door. As we walked out the back door, the vibrations from the cocktails exploding shook us – though they did not cause us to speed up. We got to the car and didn’t relax until we were ten minutes away from the murder scene. 
 
        We arrived back at the hotel and I knocked on the door. Samantha and Fatima both appeared in the doorway to greet us; relief was written all over their faces. Samantha pulled me inside and led me to the bathroom, where she stripped me naked. As she fixed the water exactly like she knew I wanted it, I smiled and sang along with the best of Jodeci. Her smile disappeared when I stepped into the tub and the water touched my body – turning the water in the tub pink. 
 
        I watched her silently as she stared at the blood tainted water. She knew it was blood and she still got in and began to wash me up like I knew she would. As I rubbed on her stomach, marveling at the fact that it was getting bigger because our baby was being allowed by God to grow, the guilt of killing people came down on me quickly and heavily. Tears ran swiftly down my face, but Samantha was there to lick them away. For the first time in my life, I felt the need to cry so I just let go.  
 
        Tears also fell because of the death of my parents. In addition, tears fell because of all of the inhumane bullshit that I had had to endure while in prison on death row: not only the fact that the justice system had taken years from me that I could never get back, but also the fact that the freedom I had desired for so long was once again gone. I sank to my knees, put my face on her stomach, and just allowed my tear ducts to empty. Samantha sank down on her knees too, lifted my head, and stared deep into my eyes. 
 
        “Please tell me this killing shit is over so we can move forward and raise this little girl while we travel!” 
 
        I looked her deep in her eyes. 
 
        “When did you find out we were having a girl?” 
 
        “When you was out selling drugs and killing people.” 
 
        Our eyes met, and the passion that had been in our eyes just a second ago had been replaced by fury. I quickly calmed down because she had the right to be upset, and because I always had hated it when a person who had done something deserving ill feelings, got mad when the recipient actually felt what his/her actions called for. So, I looked in her eyes and smiled before staring and kissing her stomach. 
 
        “I love you princess. Daddy is letting the past go, and I’m embracing our future.” 
 
        I looked back into her eyes. 
 
        “I’ll stop my vengeance murders, but only if you marry me!” 
 
        I reached into my pants pockets and pulled out an engagement ring that had been created by Fred Leighton – a ten carat monster that had cost me a cool million.  Crime does pay. They just don’t tell you what you have to sacrifice for that money. She grabbed my face with both of her hands, and stuck her tongue deep into my mouth. She said “yes” while our tongues were dancing together. 
 
    


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 25 
 
    
 
        Redman grumbled as he rolled over to grab his lo ringing phone. He looked at the clock and started to curse as he read 5:45 am. His voice began to rise when he looked at the caller ID and saw the number. He walked out on the patio, sparked up a Newport, and pressed 
 
   talk. 
 
        “Run your mouth, Mr. Policeman.” 
 
         Captain Reid took a long swig of his wild Turkey. 
 
        “You motherfuckers made me happy when you disappeared forcing the investigation to come to a screeching halt. While the investigation will never be fully closed, no evidence means no arrest. As long as the murders don’t fucking continue, we won’t have to bring in the FEDS. Now, you bright motherfuckers have started the shit storm back up. A GAVEL? A FUCKING ACRYLIC GAVEL! A BLOOD COVERED ACRYLIC GAVEL! WHAT IS THIS , SOME HOLLYWOOD SHIT? HOW OBVIOUS IS HE TRYING TO BE? Don’t you motherfuckers think that we have everybody that had anything to do with his case on a watch list? You got lucky with the Judge only because his extra curricular activities caused us not to place him under surveillance. He chose to forgo the surveillance and went and purchased a  Glock .40. I guess he was too busy to use it on you fucking murderers! You motherfuckers just made Miami hotter than what it already was.” We are going for your brother. We want him Dead or Alive. If you know where he is, turn him in. The reward for his arrest is two hundred and fifty thousand dollars.” 
 
        Redman snatched the phone away from his ears and started to laugh as he made a mental picture of what the dick head cop looked like while he was yelling at the top of his lungs. He chuckled some more and wiped sleep out of his eyes as he stared at the beauty of the North Atlantic Sea in the dark. Fatima came outside with a lit blunt hanging from her mouth, and laid his robe over his shoulders before she took a deep hit of the blunt and then put it in his mouth. She kissed him on his forehead as smoke flowed from her nose before she headed back inside. He took a huge hit of the blunt, and then put the phone back to his ear. 
 
        “Listen man, it’s over. You will never hear about us unless y’all bother us. And, you won’t ever be able to call this number again, so go kill yourself or something.” 
 
        Without hanging up the phone, Redman backed up from the patio and suddenly jumped toward it as he threw the phone with all his might into the beautiful ocean. When he thought it had reached the water, he turned toward the door and quickly walked into the room. He walked with purpose until he got to the doorway – from which he watched naked Fatima laying in bed, playing with herself. He went over to her, spread her legs, and pushed his face deep into her. 
 
        While his mouth was inside of her, he dug in his pocket, and slyly pulled out a ring box. 
 
   Fatima was so caught up with how his mouth had her entire body feeling, that she didn’t feel the box on top of her breast. She did see it when she opened her eyes so she could watch her man . She quickly picked up the box and screamed when she saw the ten carat engagement ring. He raised his head and looked her straight in her eyes. 
 
        “Will you marry me and be my lover, best friend, confidant, shrink, and my wifey?” 
 
        As she put the ring on, she matched his intense gaze. 
 
        “In my mind, we already married, but we’ll go ahead and make it official.” 
 
        He shook his head and smiled. 
 
        “We definitely already as official as any married couple in the world.” 
 
        As his face slammed back into her, he was thinking that he hoped that she and 
 
   Samantha wouldn’t mind having matching engagement rings. 
 
    


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 26 
 
    
 
        Four hours later, they were on a yacht headed over the shark infested waters going toward Cuba. Chris went to the bottom of the boat and turned on his laptop. Ten minutes later, a picture of Pamela Holland filled his entire screen. She was one of the grand jurors and he could only smile that she now lived in Cuba. He knew he now had to murder by himself and in secrecy from everybody. He put the address into his phone and walked back upstairs to join everybody – knowing that he could no longer kill in the United States.  
 
     
 
   THE END
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