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I wake up and my body is covered in sweat. I can feel my heart racing. I just sit 
there for a while and find my bearings. I look over at the clock and it reads 2:30 
am. It has been exactly tw o m onths since the death of m y friend “M agic M ike”. F or 
the last 60 days I have relived his murder every night. It always starts and ends 
the same. 
 
The altercation in the lobby. 
 
50  gangbangers were searching for us. 
 
Our narrow escape. 
 
The getaway. 
 
Realizing that Mike is wounded. 
 
S eeing M ike‟s inside. 
 
N ow  it‟s not M ike anym ore. 
 
I am staring into my own dying eyes. 
 
F inally there‟s the scream . T he scream  that sends chills through m y body as I 
speak. 
 
“N oooooooooooo! D ear G od! Please! N o!” 
 
At that I point I wake up.   
 
Today, like all others, tears fall from my eyes. After sobbing for a while, I regain 
my composure. I know that staying here alone will end in a restless night. I decide 



to go to m y boy Q ‟s house. I got dressed and headed to the living room to find my 
keys. Just as I found them, I heard someone unlocking the front door. At first I 
thought that it was my mom coming home early from work. To my surprise it was Q. 
He looked just as tired and miserable as I felt. 
 
“I w as just on m y w ay to your house.” I said hugging him . 
 
“ I w as having trouble sleeping.” 
 
“A re you still having the dream s?” I asked. 
 
“Y eah, pretty m uch the sam e dream  every night. H ow  about you?” 
 
“S am e thing here. E xcept I see m y face on M ike‟s body.” 
 
“It‟ll get greater later.” H e says quoting his father. 
 
“I hope so. I feel so tired all the tim e.” 
 
“I know  w hat you m ean. Plus w e go back to school soon. I w on‟t be able to m ake it 
through class, not to m ention football and basketball practice.” Q  com plained. 
 
“I know  how  you feel. I w as supposed to start tutoring again but I don‟t have the 
strength.” 
 
We went into the kitchen to get something to drink. We sat, caught up in our own 
thoughts, for about fifteen minutes. Finally I suggested that we try to get some 
sleep. We headed to my room and got undressed. We lay down and all you could 
hear was the sound of our breathing. 
 
“I‟m  w orried about T .” Q  said breaking the silence. “ H e‟s been drinking like crazy 
and he looks like shit.” 
 
I had to agree. Terrelle was taking Magic Mike‟s death real bad. W hen he got 
drunk T  often said it w asn‟t fair that I had Q  but he lost M ike. H e w ould say that I 
w as the favorite even to G od. H e w ould yell, scream  and say he hated us. W hen he‟s 
sober T  says he doesn‟t rem em ber saying any of that. I‟m  sure deep down he meant 
it. I w as taught, “A  drunk m ind speaks a sober tongue”. 



 
T errelle had started to look older. H e didn‟t care how  he dressed anym ore. W e 
rarely saw him at school. When he did show up he was high or drunk. Girls would 
often stop me and ask if he was ok. Terrelle like Q was your classic pretty boy. He 
is 5 ‟10 , 17 8  lbs, tight, ripped slim  fram e, coca brow n com plexion, light brow n eyes, 
pencil thin mustache sitting over some nice pink lips. T is packin 9 inches and a fat 
ass for a skinny nigga. Lately though he looked twice his age. His eyes were always 
red. It smelled like he used beer and liquor as his cologne. On top of all that his 
personality had gone a complete 180 degrees. He carried his gun at all times now. 
If anyone wanted trouble with us, he was the first to make a move. Before he was 
m ore of the peacem aker. T  is m y cousin and one of m y best friends so I didn‟t w ant 
to see him get caught up. 
 
“I know .” I finally responded. “I try to talk to him  but he w on‟t listen. H e says he 
just needs his space.” 
 
“W hat the nigga needs is som e closure.” Q  said. 
 
“I think closure w ould do us all som e good.” I m um bled.  
 
We let the thought linger in the air. Q and I were thinking the same thing. The 
only closure any of us wanted was revenge. All of our hearts were hardened with 
the loss of Mike. To be honest, we were never the same again. 
As we lay down and fell asleep, T was at the park where we had our farewell toast 
to Magic Mike. He sat in the wet dewy grass, drinking and sulking in his sadness.  
 
“N iggas think this shit is over?” H e slurred into the night. “It‟s far from  over. T hey 
are gonna learn not to fuck w ith us.” 
 
T staggers to his feet and curses as he realizes his bottle is empty. He throws the 
bottle to the ground and heads towards his car. As he waits to cross the street, a 
car pulls up to him. 
 
“H ey T errelle. W hat‟s up sexy?” 
 
The voice belonged to Latisha Davis. She was a cheerleader at our school. She was 
a senior and all the boys wanted her. She was drop dead gorgeous. At the time she 
w as the only girl w ho had ever m ade m y dick hard. S he stood about 5 ‟6  or so. I‟m  



not sure how much she weighed, but the girl was put together right. I mean she 
had that body females will starve themselves to have. She had nice big titties and 
a Beyonce type ass. She was real black but it only added to her beauty. Facial wise 
she resem bles O m ar E pps girl from  “Love and B asketball”. W e liked her because 
she w asn‟t stuck up like m ost of the other cheerleaders. S he spent m ost school 
days having lunch with us.  
 
“W hat‟s up T isha? W here are you com ing from  this tim e of night girl?” 
 
“O h you w anna be all up in m y business like you are m y m an. I‟ve been trying to get 
w ith you for tw o years.” 
 
“G irl you ain‟t ready for this. I‟ll have you follow ing m e all over sch ool.” 
 
They both laughed. 
“S eriously though T errelle, are you ok? Y ou and your boys just don‟t seem  the 
sam e. A ll of you seem  so dark and gloom y lately.”  
 
Nobody at school had any idea how close Mike was to us. People knew that we hung 
out at school but they didn‟t really know  that he w as one of our best friends.  
 
“Y ou gotta play the hand that life deals you T isha. B ut w e‟ll be alright.” 
 
“W hat is that supposed to m ean T errelle?” 
 
“N othing girl. N ow  take your sexy ass hom e.” 
 
“W ill I see you in school soon? It‟s not the sam e w ithout you there.” 
 
“W e‟ll see T isha.” 
 
“O k then T . H ope to see you soon.” 
 
T watched as she drove off. He decided that he was too drunk to drive. He walked 
about five blocks to his house. He sighed as he entered the house. Unfortunately, 
Terrelle had to face his night terrors alone. 
 



T he w eek passed w ithout m uch change. It w as m y m om ‟s birthday. I w as glad 
because I needed something to keep my mind busy. I took my little sister and 
brother to the mall so we could get gifts for her. It‟s hard to shop for m y m om  
because she is so picky. Sometimes I wish she were like that with her men. I ended 
up getting her some roses and a card. Afterwards, we returned home and prepared 
her a nice dinner.  Mom was out getting spiffed up for her night. We set 
everything up real proper like. I left her a note stating that I‟d be staying at Q ‟s 
tonight. After dropping my sister and brother off at their grandmothers, I headed 
to work. 
 
I loved my job. Most days at work were fun. At the time I thought working with 
kids was my future. You see, since I never really had a childhood, I was nothing 
m ore than a big kid m yself. I never tried to play the adult w ith them , (I w asn‟t 
really one yet anyway) but I demanded their respect. After some time I came to 
love them and they came to love me. One of them loved me a little too much though. 
His name was Jayson Michaels but we called him Lil Bit. He was my age but he so 
short he looked to be about 12 . H e w as a sexy little dude. T his nigga w as about 5 ‟8 , 
140, nice build, and dark brown skin, mid level brown eyes. He already had a full 
m ustache and goatee. A t the tim e I didn‟t know  w hat he w as w orking w ith. I w ould 
later find out that big things do come in small packages. 
 
 I was the only staff member who could keep him in line. Whenever he had a 
problem he would be brought straight to me. Today was no exception. One of the 
other staff members paged me to the gym. When I arrived, Lil Bit and one of the 
other kids had just finished fighting. I didn‟t even have to say anything. Once he 
saw me he just got up and walked over. 
 
“Y o Ced m an. I didn‟t even do nothin.” H e said. 
 
“Y ou prom ised m e that you w ere going to stay out of trouble. I vouched for you and 
once again you played m e.” 
 
“B ut he pushed m e and tried to hit m e in the face w ith the basketball.” 
 
 I called him  out into the hallw ay so w e couldn‟t be heard. I can‟t lie I had feelings 
for this nigga. Just not in the sexual sense. More like a little brother or cousin. 
 



“I keep telling you to get control over yourself. If you can‟t other people w ill. T hat 
nigga controlled you like a puppet. O pen your eyes. F ighting doesn‟t change how  
people feel about you. Y ou‟re not som e little kid on the playground.” 
 
“W hatever nigga. I know  if you and your boys find out w ho killed M ike there is 
gonna be problem s.” 
 
I almost slapped the shit out of him. I had to take my own advice. 
 
“Listen you can‟t even com pare the tw o. Y ou can‟t base your life on w hat I do. Y ou 
need to be your own man. You have your own life to live. Now you wait out here and 
let m e see how  they w ant to handle this.” 
 
I already knew the outcome. Lil Bit was banned from the center for a month. He 
had too many altercations. I knew he was going to be upset but he brought it on 
himself. Since it was time for me to go home, I decided to give him a ride home. 
 
“S o w hat‟s the dam age?” he asked after a w hile.  
 
“T hey banned you from  the center for a m onth.” 
 
“D am n! A  w hole m onth?” 
 
“It could have been w orse. Y ou‟ve caused your share of problem s for everybody 
there. Y ou‟re lucky I got your back or you‟d be out forever.” 
 
“F uck them  then. I never really liked that place anyw ay. S hit I only com e to the 
center to see you.” 
 
I thought I had heard him wrong but when I looked over he was staring straight 
into my eyes.  
 
“W hat you m ean you only com e there to see m e?” 
 
“Look Ced. I ain‟t gonna lie to you. I have had a crush on you since before you 
w orked at the center. I ain‟t sayin you m ess w ith dudes but I just like you.” H e 
said. 
 



“S o are you telling m e that you are gay?” 
 
“I don‟t know . I‟ve never even messed with a dude before but I have always been 
attracted to them .” 
 
“S o w hy are you telling m e this? W hat m akes you think I w on‟t pull this car over 
and beat your ass?” I asked. 
 
“I don‟t. I just had to tell som eone. S ince you alw ays act like you care, I decided to 
tell you. Plus you never treat the gay kids at the center any different like the rest 
of the staff do.” 
 
I didn‟t know  w hat to say. H e had caught m e totally off guard. I decided to answ er 
him without answering him. 
 
“Look J ayson. I got mad love for you. What or whom you like makes no difference 
to m e. Y ou are a good person and that‟s all that m atters to m e. Live your life and be 
happy but don‟t get in so m uch fucking trouble.” 
 
“O k. I got all that. N ow  w hat about the part about m e liking you?” 
 
I guess that didn‟t w ork the w ay I planned. 
 
“I am  in a relationship right now  and I‟m  very happy. I‟m  flattered that you like m e 
but I‟m  taken.” 
 
“I guess I figured that. W hat I don‟t understand is w hy didn‟t you just say that you 
were straight?” he asked. 
 
Look at this dude trying to run the psychology game on me. I just played along to 
see how far he would go. 
 
“W hy does it m atter? I told you I‟m  involved. T hat‟s the end of the discussion.” 
 
“I know  but m ost straight niggas w ould have at least said that they don‟t fuck w ith 
dudes.” H e said. 
 



“Y eah that‟s true. M ost straight niggas w ould have beat your ass too. Listen, I‟m  
not m ost dudes. I‟m  just Ced and that‟s all I w ant to be.” 
 
He sat and was quiet for some time. I laughed thinking I had made him give up. Lil 
Bit was persistent though. 
 
“W ould you fuck a m an for a m illion dollars?” he asked. 
 
“B oy I‟d fuck m y daddy for a m illion dollars.” I laughed. 
 
“W ould you suck a dick for a m illion dollars?” 
 
“Clean or dirty?” I joked. 
 
“U m m , clean I guess.” H e w asn‟t expecting that one. 
 
“I‟d fuck m y dad and suck his dad‟s dick at the sam e tim e for a m illion dollars.” I 
said laughing my ass off. 
 
“T hat‟s so nasty.” H e laughed. “W ould you suck your boy Q ‟s dick for five thousand 
dollars.” 
 
I stopped laughing. D id this nigga know  about us? I didn‟t give a fuck at this point. 
I looked the nigga in the eyes and made sure I had his attention. 
 
“N o, I w ouldn‟t nigga.” 
 
“W hy not? H e‟s your friend and w ould never tell anybody.” 
 
“S ee! T hat‟s exactly w hat I‟m  talking about. Y ou‟re playing a gam e that you don‟t 
know the rules too. Niggas will actually kill you about this gay shit. Get your mind 
right before you get fucked up!” I said as I pulled up to his house. 
 
“O k nigga! Calm  dow n. I‟ll see you niggas at the park since I can‟t com e to the 
center.” 
 
“A ll right cool. S tay out of trouble or I‟m  gonna beat your ass.” I said giving him  
some dap.  



 
He got out and closed the door. I got ready to pull off when he turned and came 
back to the car. 
 
“O h yeah. I alm ost forgot. My step-brother D arius told m e to ask if you‟re com ing 
to anym ore of his parties.” H e gave m e a funny look and started to w alk tow ards his 
house again. 
 
I had to just sit there for a while. He had been playing with me the whole time. He 
looked back and winked as he unlocked the door. I gave him the finger and pulled 
off. 
 
Q and I met at his house and he could tell instantly that I had something on my 
mind. 
 
“H ey Ced? W hat‟s the m atter w ith you?” 
 
“N othing really. J ust daydream ing.” 
 
 I always lied to him when I had a thought or situation that involved Darius. 
 
 “Y ou look like som eone just stole som ething from  you.” 
 
“N igga didn‟t I say that nothing w as w rong?” I said throw ing a pillow  at him . “I w as 
just w ondering w hether or not to show  you m y new  pet.” 
 
“F or real? W hat did you get?” 
 
“Com e over here and let m e show  you.” I said. 
 
“W hat you got? A  spider or som ething?” 
 
“N othing like that. I got this right here.” I said pulling out m y dick. 
 
“Is sex all you ever think about?” H e said never taking his eyes off my joint. 
 
“Y ou and m e both I guess.” 
 



A ctually w e had only had sex a few  tim es since M ike‟s death. W e w ere usually at it 
at least twice a day. But in the recent weeks we were just too tired. 
 
“O k, so w hat is that thing supposed to be?” 
 
“It‟s called  an African Grow Worm. The scientific name for it is 
B igoledickusm axim us. It‟s very rare around these parts.” I told him . 
 
“O h really? S ounds kind of interesting.” 
 
“It really is. T he only catch is that it requires saliva and w arm th applied at the 
same time to grow .” 
 
“S o spit on it and put it in the m icrow ave and let‟s see w hat happens.” 
 
 We both laughed. 
 
“W ell you actually have to put it in your m outh.” I told him . 
 
“A  w orm ? In m y m outh? T hat‟s so nasty.” 
 
“A ctually I heard that it tastes quite good.” I laughed rubbing m y stom ach. “I hear 
that w orm s are a good source of protein.” 
 
“W ell do you know  if it bites?” 
 
“It w on‟t bite you. R um or has it that if you w et and w arm  him  in the right w ay, he‟ll 
secrete a sw eet nectar for you.” 
 
“M aybe I should try it. Is that as big as they com e though?” he joked. 
 
“S ee how  big it gets before you talk stupid.” 
 
Q grabbed the worm and gave it a little taste. 
 
“N ot too bad. T astes a lot like chicken.” W e laughed again. 
 
“W ell I w ant to see that thing grow .” 



 
Q put the whole w orm  in his m outh. I think it had found it‟s new  hom e. 
 
“Look it‟s starting to grow  Q . K eep going. It really w orks.” 
 
He stroked the worm and just like a sponge, it swole up.  
 
“D am n, Ced this w orm  has turned into a snake.” Q  said. “It looks like a black Python 
now .” 
 
“It looks like your w orm  grow s on it‟s ow n.” I said pointing at the fat buldge in his 
pants. “B ut I‟ll still w et it for you.” 
 
We both stood up and stripped off our clothes. Once undressed we embraced in a 
long kiss. Before we could go any further, the doorbell rang. Q was going to ignore 
it at first. W hoever w as at the door w asn‟t going aw ay.  
 
“H old that thought. I‟ll be right back.” 
 
He threw on his sweats and left to answer the door. I just lay on the bed and 
thought about what we were about to do.  
 
It would be better than I could ever imagine.  
 
Q returned looking slightly pissed. 
 
“Y o that little knuckle-head from the center is at the door. He says he really needs 
to talk to you. I guess it‟s im portant.” 
 
“S hit. T his nigga better be about to die or som ething. I can‟t believe he cam e here 
looking for m e. I‟ll be right back baby.” I said kissing him . 
 
“W ell let m e give you a reason to hurry.” H e said turning around and pulling his 
sweats down to show me what I wanted most. 
 
“I‟ll be back in a heartbeat.” I looked at his ass again. “M ake that half a heart 
beat.” 
 



I walked upstairs to the living room and Jayson was standing there looking younger 
than he ever had. He looked like his world had been shattered. 
 
“Y o Ced, I really need your help. I got into it with my mom and she kicked me out. I 
don‟t have anyw here to go. Can I stay at your place tonight?” 
 
“W ell I w asn‟t planning on going hom e. I w as just gonna crash here tonight.” I said 
smiling at him. 
 
“W ell can you ask Q  if I can stay here? I‟ll do anything.” H e looked m e in the eyes 
and grabbed my dick. 
 
“Y o nigga are you fucking crazy?” 
 
“Y eah! T hat little nigga m ust be. A nd in m y fucking house too!” 
 
I jumped like I had got caught doing something wrong. I turned and Q was standing 
in the doorway, red with rage. 
 
“O h shit!” w as all I could say. 
 
Jayson looked like he was about to take flight out of the house. 
 
Q started across the room. I was prepared to stop him because he would have 
smashed the kid. Just as he reached him he stopped. 
 
“F uck it. Y ou‟re a little cool nigga. I‟ll act like that shit didn‟t happen. I‟m  only doing 
it because your bitch ass w ould be on the streets tonight. N ow  let‟s go dow nstairs 
before m y parents com e hom e.” 
 
I walked towards the basement but Jayson stood still. He was scared to death.  
 
“Com e on J ayson. If I w as going to do som ething to you I w ould have done it 
already.” Q  said.  
 
He thought about it for a few seconds. Finally, he followed us downstairs. Q walked 
with his arm around him like they were best friends. I knew something was up.  
 



We went to the basement and played video games. After awhile we got bored and 
just started talking. I was wondering how we were going to work out this sleeping 
arrangem ent. A fter all that happened upstairs, w e still hadn‟t said anything about 
being gay. I hadn‟t told Q  about J ayson m entioning D arius. Q uentin cleared things 
up. 
 
“S o w hat‟s your story J ayson? A re you gay or som ething?” 
 
H e looked at m e but didn‟t answ er the question. 
 
“S peak up nigga! W e know  you‟re not shy. Y ou up in here grabbing dicks. S o talk.” Q  
was screaming at him. 
 
“S o w hat if I am  nigga? W hat you gonna do? B eat m y ass?” 
 
“S hut up fool! I just w anted to see how  m uch heart you got. Y ou‟re still a punk 
though. I think I‟ll call you Lil B itch.” 
 
I looked at Q. He had mischief in his eyes.  
 
“D o w hat you have to do. B ut you ain‟t gonna be calling m e out m y nam e.” 
 
Q looked at him and smiled. 
 
“T hat‟s w hat I‟m  talking about. G row  som e balls nigga. N ow  since you‟ve got som e 
heart, finish what you started upstairs.” 
 
Lil Bit looked at Q like he was crazy. My jaw was touching the floor.  
 
“If it‟s cool w ith you then it‟s cool w ith m e.” J ayson said w alking tow ards Q . 
 
I still didn‟t know  w hat w as going on. I w as just sitting there staring at them . 
  
“I said finish w hat you started upstairs nigga.” Q  said pointing to m e. 
 
Lil bit smiled at Q and he smiled right back. You could tell he had wanted to do this 
for a w hile. T he look on his face w as priceless. I found m yself w ondering if that‟s 



how I looked when I got with Q. Jayson looked at me and licked his lips. My dick 
went hard immediately. He bent down like he was going to kiss me.  
 
“N one of that hom eboy.” Q  said. “Y ou only have a lim ited pass at this buffet.” 
 
With a look of disappointment Lil Bit climbed on the bed and got between my legs. 
He reached down and helped me take off my shirt. He started to kiss my chest and 
lick my nipples. Q stood behind him. He reached around and unfastened Jayson's 
belt and pants. H e slid them  off and adm ired J ayson‟s ass.  
 
“D am n boy. Y ou‟ve got a little fat one back here.” H e said slapping it.  
 
“A nd he got a fat one up here.” I said. H is dick looked to be too big for his body. It 
was like 9 inches long and fat as hell. 
 
“T oo bad he w on‟t get to use it tonight.” Q  said. 
 
By now Jayson was licking my belly button and loosening my pants. Q leaned in again 
and pulled off my pants and boxers, while I relieved Lil Bit of his shirt. We were all 
naked and it was a beautiful sight.  
 
“Com e on and taste som e of this chocolate.” I told J ayson.  
 
He grabbed my dick and licked the head. 
 
“I w anted to do this for a long tim e.” 
 
I will tell you this. Never, in my life, has my dick been in a mouth like that. The 
nigga swallowed my dick whole while staring me in the eyes. Q grabbed some lube 
and put it on his finger. As he slid it in, Jayson rested his lips on my pubic hairs. 
  
“O h shitttt!” I m oaned. T his nigga didn‟t have any tonsils. 
 
“T hat shit feel good to you baby?” Q  asked m e. 
 
“H ell yeahhh.” I m oaned. 
 



W hen J ayson w as use to Q ‟s finger, he began to give me the best head I had ever 
experienced. No ass, mouth, pussy or hand could ever feel that good. Q had 
loosened him up, so he added a second finger. The harder Q pushed that finger, 
the more intense Lil Bit sucked my dick. A third finger was added. 
 
“U m m m m .” J ayson m oaned. H e raised up off his elbow s unto his hands. I stood in 
the bed in front of him.  
 
“U m m m m ” he said again as Q  slam m ed fingers in him . H e grabbed m y joint again and 
spit shined that shit. Q had him open. He was popping his hips and throwing his ass 
back. He was loving it. Shit, so were we. Q pulled his fingers out and grabbed a 
condom. I smiled because I wanted to see Q tear it up. 
 
“G et ready for a w orkout nigga.” Q  said. 
 
Q lined his dick up and started to push his way in. Jayson started shaking like a 
leaf. 
 
“O hhhh S hitttt.” H e said. 
 
He was trembling but his eyes said he was on cloud nine. Q went all the way in and 
stopped so Jayson could adjust. 
 
“D on‟t stop Q .” J ayson said. “J ust keep going.” 
 
Q smiled and started a nice little stroke. I grabbed Lil B it‟s head and slid m y dick 
back in his mouth. I was hitting the throat and Q was tapping that ass. Jayson 
could barely moan. All you could hear was our heavy breathing.  
 
“S uck that dick nigga.” I told him  just as Q  slapped his ass. 
 
“U m m m m .” H e started sucking m y shit so hard I had to catch m y balance. Q  w as 
hitting it hard now. 
 
„U m m m m m m m m .” J ayson started shaking again. B efore w e knew  it, he just started 
to cum. Gush after gush flowed from his dick. The more he came, the more we gave 
him. When he was done there was a puddle in the bed. 
 



W hen his convulsion w as over, I looked at Q . W e both thought the sam e thing…  
 
“S w itch!” w e both yelled. 
 
We cleaned up a little bit and resumed our session. I threw on a rubber and went 
for broke. I knew he was loose so I just pushed my shit in. 
 
“O hhhh shitttt” Lil bit said m elting on the bed. 
 
“Com e on nigga. G et up. T his is w hat you w anted right?” 
 
“H ell yeah.” he said as he pushed him self back up. 
 
“D ig that back out baby.” Q  said as he shoved h is dick dow n the boy‟s throat.  
 
His ass seemed to swallow my shit. I bit my lip and rolled my eyes. His ass was so 
warm and tight that I almost melted. I shook it off and went to work. Since he 
seemed to like dick I just gave it to him. I was deep in this nigga. My nuts were 
slapping his. Q was fucking his face with no remorse. When Jayson started shaking 
again, I went into overdrive. He was cumming and shaking. Shaking and cumming.  
 
“I‟m  about to nutt!” Q  yelled. H e pulled out his dick and cam e all over Lil B it‟s face. 
It was shooting so hard it looked like it hurt. That did it for me. I pushed all the 
way in and released my seed. 
 
“S hitttt” I‟m  surprised the condom  didn‟t explode. I pulled out and w e all collapsed 
on the bed. After a few minutes, I got up and grabbed Q ‟s hand. 
 
“Let‟s go take a show er.” I told him . H e got up and started to follow  m e.  
 
“Change those sheets nigga.” Q  told J ayson. 
 
As we entered the bathroom he turned back around. 
 
“I‟m  just fucking w ith you nigga. Com e on.” 
 
Jayson smiled and hobbled after us into the bathroom …  
 



Saturday night was here at last. A friend from school had invited us to a party. It 
was supposed to be the bash of the summer. Terrelle was in a rare good mood. He 
claimed he was done with dudes and was looking forward to seeing Latisha. He had 
cleaned up and looked like new money. His image should have been stuck to the 
mirror. He was standing there all night. We had all met up at my house. Everyone 
was laughing and joking.  
 
The twins Chaz and Chad were there along with T, Lil Bit, Q and myself. The twins 
are straight and don‟t know  our little secret. T hey are just our boys 10 0 % . S o of 
course the topic was girls. We were all boasting about how many numbers and how 
much pussy we were gonna get. It all seems funny now.  
 
“M e and m y brother are gonna get all the cuties.” Chad said. I could tell them  apart 
because Chad w as a little thinner. “W e are tw ice as sexy as you niggas.” 
 
“Please boy.” S aid T . “I‟m  stacking all the hoes and sending their niggas hom e 
lonely.” 
 
We all laughed. It was time to make moves, so we headed for the cars. The twins 
rode together as usual. Jayson jumped in the car with T. I rode shotgun with Q. 
We arrived at the party and it was jumping. We had to park about a block away and 
walk back. This was the rich part of the city. Our friend Christine was throwing 
the party. She was a white girl but she was real cool. She really thought she was 
black. She carried herself like she was born in the hood. Actually she came from a 
rich family and this was her way of rebelling. 
 
It was dark in suburbia tonight. I mean real dark. Everywhere you looked you saw 
crowds of black teenagers.  
 
“S om eone w ill call the police soon,” I thought. W e bypassed the line at the door and 
headed around the side of the house. There were people everywhere. The entire 
yard was full of couples and people just hanging out. 
 
Latisha spotted us immediately. She strutted over to us, looking good enough to 
eat. (Not like that). 
 
“H ey everybody. I‟m  glad you guys could m ake it.” S he said only looking at T. 
 



The rest of us laughed. She forced her way between Lil Bit and T. She put her 
arms through theirs. 
 
“Let‟s go and have som e fun fellas.” S he said. 
 
We made our way through the crowd. The music was on point. All the usual things 
were going on.  
 
People were dancing. Some were drinking and getting high. Others were sneaking 
off to have sex. We made our way to the dance floor. We all snatched up a girl and 
danced the night away. We were having so much fun that time just flew by. 
 
After about two hours, T tapped me on the shoulder.  
“Y o, I‟m  going to find the bathroom .” 
 
“H old up T . I have to use it too.” I said. 
 
I told the girl I w as dancing w ith that I‟d be back. W e entered the house for the 
first time tonight. It was huge. It looked like som ething out of “Lifestyles of the 
R ich and F am ous”.  
 
The crowd was a little whiter in here but not too much. I noticed that there were 
no whites dancing with whites. They all wanted dark meat tonight.  
 
The downstairs bathroom was packed. We went to look upstairs. There was a long 

hallway at the top of the stairs. There were rooms on both sides. All the doors 

were open. In some rooms they were getting high, white folks style. You know. All 

those crazy ass drugs that blacks don‟t m ess w ith. In a few  of the others there 

were people fucking. In one room, we saw our hostess, Christine, trying to suck the 

biggest black dick I had ever seen.  

 
“D am n!” T  and I yelled at the sam e tim e. T he nigga just looked at us and sm iled. 



 
We continued our search for the bathroom. It was at the end of the hall. It looked 
like a bathroom from school or something. Five stalls lined one wall. We took the 
two empty toilets and handled our business. We finished up and were washing our 
hands. I look in the mirror and saw a face from the not too distant past. It was the 
same nigga that bumped into Mike at the movies. My heart began to race. I turned 
to get T ‟s attention but there w as no need. H e w as staring a hole through the 
nigga. His face transformed from a handsome young man into pure evil and hatred. 
 
“A in‟t this about a bitch.” T  said aloud. “Look w hat the cat dragged in.” 
The dude, (Hakim we later found out), stopped in his tracks. He looked scared but 
his expression soon changed. He gave a nod of his head and his boys came to stand 
behind him . It w as four against tw o. T  didn‟t care though. I don‟t even think he saw  
the other niggas. His focus was on Hakim. Revenge was only five feet away. 
 
“Look w hat w e have here.” H akim  said. “T he little bitches from  the m ovies. H ow  is 
your boy? What w as his nam e? O h yeah, M ike.” 
 
H e didn‟t know  he w as playing w ith fire. T errelle w as on him  before anyone could 
blink. T hit that nigga with everything he had. I ran over and hit one of the other 
niggas. He was out with one hit. The other two were a problem though. For every 
punch I landed, I got hit with two. There was no pain though. I was too pumped up. 
Visions from my dream began to flash through my head. I was fighting out of pure 
rage. I suddenly felt tw ice as strong. It w as like M ike‟s spirit w as fighting through 
me. One of the guys charged me. I ducked his blow and scooped him up. I slammed 
him  as hard as I could. H is head hit the floor and he didn‟t m ove.  
 
“J ust one m ore” I thought. I turned to deal w ith him , only to catch a fiery m ist to 
the face. I knew he was gonna hit me, so I reached out and grabbed him. I locked 
him in a bear hug and tried to squeeze his life out. Somehow I fell on top of him. I 
felt his hands grab the back of my head. I felt his breath brush my left cheek. I 
had no idea what he was doing. Then I felt a sharp pain in my face. I was too hype 
to really notice.  
 
I felt myself being lifted up and pushed aside. I heard a lot of commotion and tried 
to clear my eyes. When I could finally see a little, Q and Jayson were beating the 
hell out of dude. H e fell to the floor and they stom ped him  until he didn‟t m ove. I 
turned to look for T. He was standing over Hakim, who was a bloody mess. T 



reached into his pants and pulled out his gun. Despite the situation, there was an 
eerie calm in the room . W e didn‟t even try to stop T . H e pointed the gun at H akim  
and pulled the hammer back. He stood there for a while just looking with a sick grin 
on his face. Finally he uncocked the gun. 
 
“Y ou know  w hat? M ike w ouldn‟t even w ant m e to kill you. B ut I‟m  sure he w ouldn‟t 
m ind if I beat your ass som e m ore.” 
 
T turned his gun around and hit the nigga in the face. He hit him again and again. 
The sound the blows made had me feeling sick to my stomach. I ran over and tried 
to grab T. He shoved me aside and hit Hakim once more. I grabbed him again. He 
turned pointing the gun right at my head. He looked me in the face and his mouth 
dropped open. 
 
“O h m y G od!” T  scream ed. “W hat the fuck happened to your face!” 
 
“O ne of those niggas hit m e w ith som e pepper spray.” I still didn‟t know  w hat he 
was talking about.  
 
I realized som ething w as w rong. T  kept repeating “O h M y G od” and Q  w as crying. 
 
“Ced w e have to get you to a hospital!” Q  scream ed. 
 
“Look w hat they did to his face!” T  yelled. 
 
I reached up to touch my face. I felt the right side and found nothing. I went to 
touch my left cheek but my finger touched my teeth. I pulled my finger away and it 
was covered in blood. I ran to the mirror and realized that a piece of my face was 
missing. I could see my teeth and gum s. T hen I just fainted…  
 
The police and ambulance were called. Hakim and I were taken to the hospital. The 
guy that bit me was arrested. Q made Latisha take T home. T wanted to go to the 
hospital but Jayson reminded him about Hakim. 
 
“O k. J ust keep m e posted.” T  said. “I‟ll see you niggas later.” 
 
H akim  suffered slight brain dam age. H e w as in a com a. T he doctors said he‟d never 
be the same if he came to. He was placed in the Intensive Care Unit. His family and 



a few friends were crammed in a waiting room. The doors open and this guy walks 
in. H e m akes his w ay over to H akim ‟s friends. T w o of them  w ere from  the party. 
 
“W hat the fuck happened?” he asked. 
 
“W e got jum ped by som e W estside niggas. T hey w ere the sam e ones w ho boy got 
killed at the movies. The one that beat Hakim is named Terrelle. He hangs with 
that nigga Q  from  the E ast H igh football team .” 
 
“T errelle B ender! Y eah, I know  him . I know  him  w ell. I‟m  gonna get that nigga for 
what he did to my god-brother.” 
 
 Damn! I told Hakim this shit would catch up w ith him .” H e said as he prepared to 
leave.  
 
“Is there anything you w ant us to do?” one of them  asked. 
 
“Y ou bitch ass niggas have done enough. J ust stay the fuck out of m y w ay.” H e said 
as the elevator doors closed. 
 
He reached the ground level and walked to a row of phone booths. He pulled out his 
wallet and found the number he was looking for. He made his call. 
On another floor, a doctor was consulting me. 
 
“M r. B ender it appears that you w ere bitten in the face.” 
 
“N o shit D oc.” I said. 
 
“W ell a piece of flesh was torn from your face. It was about the size of a half-
dollar. Y ou received 19  stitches. Y ou m ust do a follow  up w ith our plastic surgeon.” 
 
“Can I looked in the m irror now ?” 
 
“Y es. H ere‟s your prescription. If you have any questions feel free to call this 
num ber.” H e said handing m e a card. 
 
“D am n.” I said. “It looks nasty.” 
 



“J ust rem em ber that it‟s not as bad as it seem s. O nce the sw elling goes dow n, w e‟ll 
fix you up good as new .” 
 
“O k D oc. T hanks.” I looked in the m irror again as he left. I dropped my head and 
started to cry. 
 
“H ey Ced. A re you ok baby?” Q  asked. 
 
“Look w hat they did to m e Q ! I‟m  U gly!” I said starting to scream . 
 
“Calm  dow n. Y ou heard the doctor. D on‟t jum p to conclusions. Y ou‟ll be your old self 
in no tim e.” 
 
“M y old self! A re you fucking kidding m e? Look at m e nigga!” 
   
“Listen. I don‟t care w hat you look like. Y ou‟re m y nigga for life rem em ber?” 
 
“I just w ant to be alone for aw hile Q .” 
 
“B ut Ced… ” H e started. 
 
“Please Q . If you really love m e, then give m e som e tim e  alone.” 
 
He started to object again but knew it would be useless. Tears fell from his eyes 
as he turned to leave. He opened the door and spoke without facing me. 
 
I don‟t care w hat the outcom e is. I‟ll alw ays be by your side. Y ou are m y other half. 
Without you I‟m  not w hole. D on‟t let this be a reason to push m e aw ay. I love you 
Ced.” 
 
“I love you too Q .” I said turning back to the m irror. “B ut from  now  on don‟t call m e 
Ced. Call m e S carface.” 
 
On the other side of town, Terrelle lay in the bed with Tisha. They had sex for the 
first tim e. T  had feelings for T isha, but having sex w ith her w asn‟t right for him . 
He knew it would never work. He was trying to decide how to tell her when the 
phone rang. 
 



“H ello. W hat‟s up Q ?” 
 
Q filled him in on everything. They agreed that T should stay away from the 
hospital.  
 
“W ell, tell Ced I‟ll see him  w hen he gets hom e. T ell him  to keep his head up.” H e 
thought for a second. “O h yeah. T ell him  that I really am  happy that he has you.” 
 
“O k I w ill. H ow  do you feel now  T ?” 
 
“W ell I don‟t know . B ut I get the feeling I‟ll have a restful sleep tonight.” 
“Y eah I‟m  sure you w ill playboy. A lright later.” 
 
“Later Q ” T  said and hung up. 
 
The phone rang again.  
 
“H ello.” T  said. 
 
“Can I speak to T errelle?” T he voice asked. 
 
“T his is him . W ho‟s speaking?” 
 
“Y o this is J am es. Y ou m ight rem em ber m e as B aby J . W e m et a w hile ago at 
D arius‟s party. Y ou w ere w ith your cousin that night.” 
 
“O h yeah. I rem em ber now . W hat‟s going on w ith you?” 
 
“N othing m uch. I just w anted to see if w e could chill this w eekend.” 
 
“N o doubt. Y ou have m y num ber. J ust call and let m e know .” 
 
“O k. I‟ll do that. S o I‟ll talk to you later then?” 
 
“O f course. I‟ve been thinking about your sexy ass.” 
 
“O k then. Later.” 
 



“Later nigga.” T  said hanging up. 
 
Baby J hung up the phone on his end. He smiled knowing his plan was in action. He 
was going to send a message to everyone. He planned to use us as his pawns. 
 
“A fter this nobody w ill ever w ant to fuck w ith B ad R ep.,” H e said to him self. H e 
began to plot his revenge as he walked out into the warm night. 
 
 
T O  B E  CO N T IN U E D …  
 


