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Chapter One 
Mike Black  

  
For Monika Wynn it was starting to feel like old times as she climbed over the wall and 

dropped down. She had been a part of an army special operations unit along with her partners, the 
late James “Jett” Bronson and Nick Simmons. Those days, Monika’s specialty was munitions, but 
she ex-celled in weapons, commando tactics, electronic surveillance, and computer operations. 
Now, she did jobs that required her skills and paid very well. This job fit that description. 

On the ground waited Travis Burns; the feeling was the same for him. There was a time when 
Travis planned, and he and his old partners, Jackie Washington and the late Ronnie Grier, 
executed high-tech robberies. They robbed banks, grocery stores, jewelry stores, and anything else 
they could hit quick and come away with a large return for their investment of time. His team was 
organized, prepared, and over all else, disciplined. The third member of the team was me. 

My business is gambling, number running, extortion and prostitution. But now, thanks to 
Wanda, we are making the move to become legitimate. Our legit businesses include interests in 
finance, real estate, restaurants, funeral services, and small businesses—too numerous to name.  

Monika and Travis work for me; and I like to keep up with what they’re doing to give my 
approval and to ensure that I get my cut.  

Because of her unique set of skills, Monika had become my secret weapon—my own personal 
assassin—handling all the little things that Freeze used to do and so much more. Freeze was 
murdered by Mylo; a rogue DEA agent whose real name was Clint Harris. Before his death, Freeze 
ran the day-to-day operation. In a move that surprised everybody, including Nick, and angered a 



few, I reached out to Nick Simmons to take over. Even though everybody knows I still called the 
shots, there are some who don’t think Nick is up to the job, and some of those believed that Nick 
was responsible for Freeze’s death. But I trust Nick. And for that reason alone, it made Nick the 
only man for the job.  

I had to have somebody I could trust in that spot while I focused my attention on legitimate 
business and my political connections, courtesy of new US Congressman Martin Mar-shall. But 
lately, I’ve gotten restless and bored. So when Monika came to me with this job that she was hired 
for, it peaked my interest. “What you got?” I asked Monika the day her and Travis came to tell me 
about the job. 

“It’s a hit,” Monika began. “Money’s right, and as a bonus we’ll get access to a bunch of Swiss 
bank account codes.” 

“I’m listening.”  
“We’ll go in, eliminate any opposition we run into, locate the objective, terminate him and 

then Travis will go after the account codes.” 
“How much opposition do you think you’ll run in to?” I asked. There are times when Monika 

has a tendency to think she can take on the world. 
“No way to be sure. My intel says that it may be as few as three or as many as ten.” 
“You plannin’ on just the two of you taking out ten guys?” 
“We’ll recruit somebody to go in with us,” Travis told me.  
“Who? Jackie?” I asked and looked at Travis. He looked at Monika. It seems they had already 

had that discussion. 
“We might use her in the operations phase, monitoring movement in and out of the house. 

But Jackie’s a driver, not a shooter,” Monika said, knowing that Jackie had major is-sues the last 
time she had to kill a man. “We’ll find some-body good. Trust me. I know some people I can go to 
for this type of job.” 

“Alarms; cameras?” 
“I already got a copy of the architect’s original floor plan and appraised any electronic 

surveillance or security systems they have in place. So that won’t create a problem,” Travis advised. 
“Like I said, we go in, eliminate, get the codes, and we out. Clean and easy,” Monika said 

confidently. 
“What do you think, Black?” Travis asked, looking for my approval. 
“You covered all the bases. Sounds like fun,” I said. 
“Why don’t you come along?” Monika asked me that day. “I know you tired of playin’ legit 

businessman.” 
“I might just do that.” 
So it was set.  
On the day of the job, Travis hacked into the objectives security system remotely and 

shutdown all the alarm systems before we went in. He then programmed a five-second repeating 
loop of all the designated areas, so all the monitors displayed the same five seconds. That way, 
anyone looking at the monitor wouldn’t see us coming or moving through the house.  

Jackie’s assignment was to remain in the van to watch with a satellite generated three-
dimensional, thermal image of the house and monitor our communications. She could hear what 
was going on with the use of a parabolic microphone that magnifies distant sounds. That device 
allowed Jackie to locate the source of a sound and suppress background noises. It was capable of 



amplifying signals up to seventy-five times that of a normal omni-directional microphone. From 
that position, she could monitor movement inside the structure. The red lines on her monitor 
represent walls so Jackie would be able to see each room in the house. The red dots represent 
everybody in the house.  

“How will I be able to tell you from them?” Jackie asked Monika. 
“We’ll have special tags that will change our thermal signatures so you can tell us apart. Once 

we get inside, you’ll see three moving indicators that will look like this,” Monika said and activated 
her tag. “One will be me, one will be Travis, and the other will be Black. I’m Alpha, Travis is Beta, 
Black is Gamma, and you’ll be Omega.” 

“So we ready to do this?” I asked. 
“Give us a sound check, Jackie,” Monika barked.  
“Alpha?”  
“Check one, check two,” Monika replied. 
“Acknowledged; Beta?” 
“Sound check, one, two,” Travis said. 
“Acknowledged; Gamma?” Jackie said and winked at me. Lately our relationship had gone 

beyond just her running a gambling spot for me. At this point me, Jackie, and her girlfriend 
Vonda had gotten intensely physical. 

“Check,” I said and put one in the chamber. 
“Let’s do it,” Monika said and went over the wall. 
From her position in the van Jackie was able to identify that there were eight people inside the 

house. There was one man at the gate and one walking the property. With her night-vision goggles 
on, Monika spotted the one walking the property. She took aim with her rifle, equipped with a 
silencer, and dropped him with one shot. While she looked out, me and Travis moved his body 
out of the way and then we approached the house. 

“Alpha to Omega,” Monika said. 
“Go ahead,” Jackie responded. 
“Where are they?” 
“Two of them are in a large room, and three more are in a smaller room next to it.” Jackie 

looked at the floor plan. “According to this floor plan, the large room is the living room and the 
smaller room is the kitchen. Three are up-stairs—two in a bedroom and one in the hallway outside 
the door.” 

“Acknowledged.” 
“Recommend that you enter through the window on the back side of the structure and make 

your approach down the hall to the opposition,” Jackie advised. 
“Acknowledged.” 
“Good,” Travis said. “If I’m right that’s where the computer and the codes are.” 
“Okay. Once we’re in, you get to work on gettin’ those codes, and me and Black will handle 

the rest.” 
“Acknowledged,” Travis said. 
The three of us made our way to the window and went in. As he expected, the computer was 

there, and Travis went to work on it. Monika went to the door and peeked out into the hallway. 
She turned to me. “Hallway is clear. You ready for this?” 

“Right behind you,” I said. 



“I’ll take the three men in the kitchen. The two guys in the living room are yours.” 
“Got it,” I said and followed Monika into the hallway. We made our way down the hall to the 

unsuspecting opposition.  
When we reached the open area, Monika tossed a flash grenade in the living room and then 

she moved toward the kitchen while I went in the living room. The sudden flash of light and loud 
noise distracted the two men in the living room and before they could react, I fired two shots to 
their chests and then one apiece to the head. 

Hearing the commotion, the three men in the kitchen began to move toward the living room, 
but Monika was there waiting. She hit the first two that came out of the kitchen and then she went 
in after the third man. Monika fired two more shots as she passed the fallen opposition. 

“Upstairs sentry on the move, headed in your direction,” Jackie announced. 
“I got him, Omega,” I said and moved toward the steps. 
Monika went in the kitchen and didn’t see anybody. “Where is he, Omega?” 
“Dining room; to the left of the doorway. If you go around to the other side of the living 

room, you may be able to get a cleaner shot at him.” 
“Acknowledged,” Monika said and came out of the kitchen. She made her way around as 

Jackie recommended. He never saw her coming. Monika entered the room, fired two shots, and he 
was down. 

“First floor secure,” she reported. 
“Acknowledged, Alpha,” Jackie said. 
I waited in a doorway for the upstairs sentry to come down. Once he reached the first level 

and passed me, I moved out and caught him with two to the back of his head. “Sentry is down. I’m 
goin’ up.” 

“Negative, Gamma. Hold your position until I get there,” Monika barked. 
“Right,” I said and waited for her. 
“Report, Omega,” Monika said. 
“Objective’s position remains unchanged.” 
“Acknowledged,” Monika said and joined me at the bot-tom of the steps. 
“After you,” I said and extended my hand graciously. 
Monika smiled and moved up the steps quickly, and I gladly followed right behind her. 

Monika has one of the prettiest asses I’ve ever seen. Once we reached the door, Monika stepped 
aside and extended her hand graciously. “After you.” 

I centered myself and kicked in the door. Monika went through the door quickly and found a 
very surprised couple in the bed. She shot both of them, and then approached the bed to make 
sure she had eliminated the objective. “That’s him. Clean and easy. Let’s see how Travis is doing.” 
Monika fired two more shots at the objective before turning to me. 

“After you—big ass,” I said, and Monika walked past me.  
“Maybe someday you’ll do something with it.” 
“Be careful what you ask for. You just might get it,” I said and followed Monika down the 

stairs.  
“Promises, promises,” she said. And we went back in the room where Travis was working. 

“Status?” 
“Almost there. Once I’m in, I’ll transmit the account codes to Omega.” 



“Make it quick,” Monika said and turned to me. “Come with me. You can watch my back. I 
know how much you enjoy that,” she said quietly as she passed me. 

While Travis completed his part of the job, Monika planted explosive devices in strategic 
locations around the house. It wasn’t too much longer before Travis had broken the encryption 
and transmitted the codes to Jackie. We left the house, returned to the truck, and Jackie drove off. 
Once we were out of range, Monika activated the explosives and blew up the house. The fire could 
be seen from miles away. 

  
Chapter Two  

 
Jackie dropped me and Monika off at Cuisine, the supper club I own and operate my 

businesses from. When she drove off, me and Monika started walking toward the club. “You 
weren’t bad tonight,” she said. “I might use you again.” 

“As long as the money is right, maybe you could use me again.” 
“Shit, you the one making all the money on this job. I gotta give you your taste, plus pay you 

for the job.” 
“Yeah,” I said. As we got close to the building we were startled by a voice in the shadows. 
“Black! Mike Black! Time to settle our business!” 
The man moved into the light and I could see that it was Crazy Joe Delfino. Back in the day, 

Joe used to do jobs with Angelo Colette. Me, Angelo, and Joe were supposed to hi-jack a load of 
cigarettes from a truck at the Molly Pitcher service area on the New Jersey Turnpike. Me and 
Angelo got there late, so Crazy Joe did the job alone. He was arrested by Newark police at the 
tollbooth when he got off the turnpike.  

Crazy Joe found out later that me and Angelo were late because we stopped to rob a jewelry 
store to settle an argument on the way to the job.  

“I ain’t scared of shit, Mikey. You fuckin’ know that shit,” Angelo boasted as we drove to New 
Jersey to meet Joe. 

“All I’m sayin’ is I like to plan a job before I do it. That don’t make me scared; that makes me 
careful,” I told Angelo that day. 

“You won’t do it ’cause you’re scared, Mikey. Scared ’cause you don’t know what you’re 
walkin’ into. Me, I don’t give a fuck. I’m ready for whatever they got in there.” 

“Fuck you, Angee. And fuck that dumb shit you talkin’. We just passed a jewelry store ’bout a 
block ago. If you such a bad mutha fucka, turn this car around and go rob the mutha fucka.” 

“Never challenge me, Mikey. You know better. You know I will turn this heap around and do 
that shit, but we gotta meet Crazy Joe.” 

“What’s that I smell? Is it pussy in here I smell? ’Cause it sounds to me like somebody’s 
scared,” I taunted. 

“I ain’t scared of shit, Mikey; and I ain’t no fuckin’ pussy,” Angelo said and made a U-turn. 
Angelo double-parked the car in front of the store. “You comin’ with me, chicken shit?” 

“Let’s go,” I said and got out of the car.  
The robbery went off without any problems, but we got stuck in traffic coming across the 

George Washington Bridge. When we got to the service area, we found Joe’s car, but no Joe. 
Angelo found out the next day that Joe was arrested. At his trial he was sentenced to ten years. 



Crazy Joe blamed me for him getting arrested and vowed to kill me because I knew I shouldn’t 
have challenged Angelo.   

When Crazy Joe began moving toward me, Monika reached for her gun. “Stay outta this, 
Monika,” I said and handed her my gun. I started walking toward Crazy Joe with my arms 
extended. “You gonna shot me, Joe? Go ahead. I ain’t got no gun.” 

“Bullshit, Black! You always packin’.” 
“Not tonight, Joe. Just got through takin’ care of some business, and I had to ditch mine.” I 

held open my coat. “Look; no guns.” 
“Doesn’t matter. We gonna settle this tonight.” 
“Come on with it then. But you don’t wanna shoot me, Joe. You wanna kick my ass and wrap 

your hands around my throat and choke the shit outta me.” 
Crazy Joe dropped his gun and began running toward me. He tackled me; and the two of us 

fell to the ground. We rolled around in the street for a while before I got on top and hit Joe several 
times in the face. 

Monika took out her gun and watched us fight it out; and I knew that she was ready to shoot 
Joe if things got out of hand. 

Crazy Joe was a big mutha fucka and strong as hell. He pushed me off him, got to his feet, and 
rushed me again. I stepped aside, grabbed Joe, and rammed him into a car. Crazy Joe wasn’t fazed. 
He came at me again, fists flying. We traded blows until Joe went down. Joe got up and came after 
me again. 

Joe picked up a garbage can and threw it. I ducked and it missed me, but it gave Joe a chance 
to get on top of me. Again, the two of us exchanged blows until this time it was me that went 
down. Crazy Joe stood over me and kicked me a few times. But then I punched Joe in the groin 
and got up. 

With Joe dazed, I hit him with lefts and rights to his face, and then threw a shot to the 
stomach that took the wind outta Joe. But Joe rushed at me again and we both went to the 
ground. I pushed Joe off and got to my feet. “Come on!” I yelled. 

Joe got up and rushed at me like a raging bull. I stepped to the side and caught Joe with 
another hard shot to the gut. Joe doubled over and grabbed his stomach. I delivered a knee lift to 
Joe’s face. Crazy Joe went down hard.  

I stood over him, tired and breathing hard. “Get up, Joe. Let’s finish this!” 
But instead of getting up Crazy Joe started laughing. “I’m too fuckin’ tired to get up.” 
I looked at Joe for a while trying to catch my breath, then I sat down next to him. “So what do 

we do now, Joe?” 
“I don’t know, but I’m too fuckin’ tired to keep fightin’,” Crazy Joe said. “And my fuckin’ 

nuts hurt.” 
“I don’t wanna fight you, Joe. We go too far back for this shit.” 
“I know, but you owe me, Black. Ten fuckin’ years you owe me.” 
“I know, Joe, but you shoulda fuckin’ waited for us. We just got caught in traffic.” 
“No!” Crazy Joe yelled and Monika pointed her gun at him. “You were late ’cause you made 

Angee stop to rob some fuckin’ jewelry store. That’s what happened.” 
“You know I can’t make Angee do shit.” 
“You shoulda never challenged him!” Joe shouted. “You fuckin’ know better than to challenge 

him.” 



I held my hands up in surrender. “Okay, Joe. You’re right. I shoulda never challenged him.” 
“You damn right you shouldn’ta.” 
“So how do we settle this?” 
“That your joint there?” Joe asked and pointed in the direction of Cuisine. 
“Yeah, Joe, that’s my joint.”  
“Buy me a drink, and we’ll call it square,” Crazy Joe said and held out his hand. 
I got up and grabbed his hand. I helped Crazy Joe get to his feet and we walked slowly toward 

Monika.  
“Who’s the pretty lady, Black?” 
“That’s Monika. Monika, this is an old friend of mine, Joey Delfino,” I said as we walked past 

her. 
Monika put away her gun and followed us inside. She shook her head. “Men.” 
  

Chapter Three 
  
When the alarm went off at nine o’clock in the morning, it was too early for me. Considering 

the fact that I’d been drinking and telling old stories with Crazy Joe until after five in the morning, 
it was way too early.  

Even though I didn’t want to, I opened my eyes and looked around the room. The first thing 
that caught my attention was that I was alone. I tried to think. The last thing I remembered was 
putting Joe in a cab and getting in Monika’s truck. I didn’t think I was that drunk, but I’d worry 
about that later. Now I had to get up and meet Wanda in her office to attend yet another series of 
seemingly endless meetings.   

When I rolled outta bed, I noticed something else. “My back is killing me.” I grabbed my 
back. I remembered going down hard a couple of times while I was fighting Crazy Joe. I wandered 
into the bathroom and looked in the mirror. I had a cut on my right cheek and under my left eye, 
and my bottom lip was a bit swollen. I shook my head and headed for the shower. 

Now that I was dressed and ready, I went outside where Kevon was waiting. Kevon is my 
driver and bodyguard. He used to work for Jamaica in the Bahamas and drove me around when I 
was on the island. When my partner Bobby Ray insisted that I get a bodyguard, I picked Kevon 
because he didn’t know anybody in New York, so his loyalty to me and only me, wouldn’t be a 
question.  

“Morning, boss; where to?” he asked as I joined him in the front seat of the Caddy CTS, until 
he saw my face. “What the fuck happened to your face?” 

“I had a fight.” 
“I knew I should not have left you last night. And where was Monika while all this fighting 

was taking place?” Kevon asked. 
“She was right there.” 
“And why she don’t shoot this man who did this to your face?” 
“I told her not to interfere.” 
“And why was that?” 
“I ever tell you about Crazy Joe?” 
“I hear you mention him from time-to-time, but no, boss, you never tell me the story.” 
“Well, take me to Wand’s office, and I’ll tell you all about it.”  



On the way downtown, I told Kevon all he needed to know about the history between me and 
Crazy Joe. Then I told him about the fight. 

“Well, at least you kicked his ass. But I understand why you fellows call him Crazy Joe,” 
Kevon said as they drove. 

“Good, I’m glad you understand. Now, get Monika on the phone.” 
“You got it, boss.” Kevon dialed the number and handed me the phone. 
A still sleeping Monika answered the phone. “Hello.” 
“Did I wake you?” 
“Yes. And I’m surprised you’re up so early. I thought you would sleep through the day for 

sure.” 
“I probably would have, but I have a meeting to go to this morning,” I said as Kevon arrived at 

Wand’s office. I got outta the car and walked ahead of Kevon. “What happened last night? After I 
put Joe in the cab and we got in your truck, I mean.” 

“You passed out.” 
“How did I get in the house? I know you ain’t strong enough to carry me.” 
“You were pretty fucked up, but you could walk. I made sure you made it inside the house 

and I put you to bed,” Monika said; and I could hear the smile in her voice. 
“You did?” I asked, remembering that I was naked when I woke up that morning. 
“Well you got undressed by yourself and you got in the bed. After that, I left.” 
“And you and I didn’t—” 
Monika laughed. “No, we didn’t. You invited me to join you but, no, we didn’t. I was 

tempted, ’cause your dick was rock hard.” 
“Why didn’t you?” 
“Two reasons: One; you passed out as soon as you hit the bed. Two; I knew you wouldn’t 

remember it. And when you do get this, I don’t want you asking me what happened.” 
“You mean like I’m doin’ now?” 
“Exactly. So you enjoy your meeting, and we’ll talk about this another time,” Monika said and 

yawned. “Right now, I’m goin’ back to sleep.” 
“Goodbye, Monika.” 
After hanging up with Monika, me and Kevon made our way to Wand’s office. Wanda Moore 

was the lawyer for the operation. She always wanted to be a lawyer, so I paid for her to go to law 
school. After briefly working for the district attorney as a prosecutor, Wanda went into private 
practice with one major client. At her best, Wanda was smart, careful, and just a bit ruthless.  

As the years passed, Wanda managed the money; so much money that it had gotten to the 
point where we were making more money from our legitimate businesses. At that point, it became 
necessary for me to start taking more of an active role on the legitimate side of the house.  

“Good morning, Wanda,” I said when I walked into her office. 
“Have a seat, Mike,” Wanda said without looking up. Her eyes were glued to the computer 

screen reviewing the details of a proposed strategy for taking over some smaller companies, 
merging with others to form a larger company, and selling the company’s stock to the public. “I 
was just reviewing this presentation that Meka sent over.” 

“How does it look?” 
“To be honest—what happened to your face?” Wanda asked, finally looking in my direction. 
“I ran into an old friend last night.” 



“I’m almost afraid to ask who.” 
“Crazy Joe.” 
“Is he dead?” 
“No.” 
“Well, what happened?” 
“We fought for a while then we got drunk and talked about old times.” 
“That’s it?” 
“That’s it.” 
“After all that talk about how he was gonna kill you, the two of you had a little fight and got 

drunk?” 
“It was more than just a little fight. That mutha fucka is strong as hell. My back is killing me.” 
“You should see a doctor.” 
“I’ll be all right.” 
“Well, one thing is for sure, you are no good to me looking like that. You can’t go to any 

meetings for a while; not looking like that. You look like shit,” Wanda laughed. “I’ll call Meka and 
reschedule our meeting.” 

“You sure?” I said like I was disappointed not being able to go to any boring-ass meetings for a 
while. 

“I’m sure.” 
“If you think that’s best.” 
“There is something you can do.” 
“What’s that?” 
“You could meet Jamaica in Nassau. He called me again yesterday and said you’ve been 

putting him off about him expanding there.” 
“I told him to talk it over with Nick, and if he thinks it’s a good idea, then go for it.”  
“He said he talked to Nick and he said to talk to you, and if you think it’s a good idea . . . you 

see where this is going?” 
“I get the point.” 
“You said you were thinking about buying some property in Nassau, anyway. Well, here’s your 

chance. Go down there, spend a few days, let your wounds heal, get Jamaica off my back. Then you 
come back, rested and refreshed, ready to do business.” 

“Okay, Wanda, if you think that’s best.” 
“Don’t patronize me. I hate it when you do that.” 
“Sorry. Call Jay, and tell him to meet me there day after tomorrow.” 
“I’ll have my assistant make the arrangements; you going alone?” 
“Make arrangements for three.” 
“Other than you, who are the other two?” 
“Kevon; and I’ll let you know who the third is as soon as I know.” I stood up. “Right now, I’m 

goin’ back to bed.” 
Later that afternoon, I was awakened by the sound of my phone ringing. Since very few people 

had that number, I knew it was important.  
It was Martin Marshall on the line. He was a state senator that I had done business with a few 

times years before. But he was such a greedy fuck that I had to cut him loose. Mar-tin had recently 



won his election as congressman for his district. Since then, we’ve proven to be very valuable assets 
to one another. 

“I know I didn’t wake you up, Black.” Martin said. 
“Well you did, Martin. What you need?” 
“What makes you so sure I want something?” 
“’Cause the only time you call me is when you want something, so what is it?” 
“Meet me at the usual spot, and we’ll talk about it.” 
“What time?” 
“How soon can you get there?” 
“Give me hour.” 
“See you then,” Martin said and hung up. 
A little more than an hour later, me and Kevon stood waiting for Martin on the corner of 

Thirty-fourth Street and Seventh Avenue. When Martin got there we blended into the crowd and 
talked. Martin’s right-hand man Scotty and Kevon, followed behind us. 

“I’m not even going to ask what happened to your face,” Martin said as we walked. 
“Good.” 
Martin laughed a little, and then got down to the business at hand. “I’m thinking about 

making a little investment and I need a partner.” 
“I’m listening.” 
“How much do you know about sugar-based ethanol?” 
“Not much.” 
“I’m thinking about making an investment in Cuba.” 
“Isn’t that illegal? Like treason-type of illegal?” 
“That’s why I need partners. You being one, and some Chinese business men,” Martin 

announced. 
“That supposed to make me feel better about it?” 
“With its huge potential for producing clean, renewable sugar-based ethanol, Cuba represents 

a significant source of energy that will remain unavailable to American consumers, unless we undo 
the embargo. Agricultural experts have estimated that Cuba could eventually provide more than 
three billion gallons of fuel annually, perhaps even more with new technologies for extracting 
energy from sugar cane waste comes online. That would make the island third in the world in 
ethanol production, behind the US and Brazil. Given the relatively small demand for auto fuel in 
Cuba, nearly all of that ethanol would be available for export to its nearest neighbor.” 

“You telling me that you’re in a position to make that happen?” 
“Not yet. But sooner or later it will happen. The fact is, Fidel feels that using cane for fuel 

instead of food is a capitalist crime against the poor. Having ceded power to his brother Raúl, he 
no longer controls economic policy. Raúl is widely viewed as the more flexible and pragmatic 
Castro. A revitalized ethanol industry in Cuba would have an enormous and ready market only 
ninety miles away. If the embargo is lifted, I want to be in before some of my greedy colleagues go 
running in.” 

“I see your point. What’s the next step?” 
“I’m going to arrange a meeting with my Chinese friend and some enterprising members of 

the Cuban government.” 
“When?” I asked, but hating the idea of going to another meeting. 



“I’ll call you in a couple of days, and I’ll let you know where and when.” 
“I’m going to the Bahamas day after tomorrow.” 
“Bahamas, huh? Business or pleasure?” Martin asked. 
“Little of both.” 
“How long are you planning on being gone?” 
“Couple of days; I’ll keep in touch.” 
“Do that,” Martin said and the two separated.   
One advantage to meeting Martin on Thirty-fourth Street was that it served a dual purpose. It 

was far from Martin’s congressional district in the Bronx, and it was close to a high-end boutique 
called The In-Town Experience, on Thirty-fifth Street and Eighth Avenue. The boutique was 
owned and operated by CeCe. Her real name was Cameisha Collins. She used to be with a baller 
who called himself Cash Money. He was murdered and since then, she made herself very useful to 
me. Anything he’d tell her to do got done.  

Kevon opened the door and then followed me in. I quickly scanned the store but didn’t see 
her anywhere. I decided that I was going to take CeCe with me to Nassau. I hadn’t really 
considered taking Maria, who I’d begun seeing because she reminded me of my late wife, 
Cassandra. I had finally come to the conclusion that she was nothing more than a look-a-like, and 
not much more. 

Not seeing CeCe anywhere in the store, I approached one of the ladies who worked in the 
store. “Hello, Jameta,” I said. 

“Good afternoon, Mr. Black. How you doin’?” Jameta asked, looking but not trying to notice 
my face. 

“I’m good. I don’t see CeCe anywhere around, she here today?” 
“She’s in the back, meeting with some sales reps.” 
“Okay,” I said. More damn meetings. “Just tell her that I stopped by,” I said and turned away. 
“See, you trying to get me fired. She would fire me for real if I let you walk outta here. You 

wait right there, and I’ll go get her.” 
Kevon walked up behind me. “Seems you cause trouble everywhere you go.” 
“Maybe it’s the thug in me,” I said as CeCe came outta the back. She was dressed in a black 

sleeveless tiered dress by Anne Klein, and as usual, she looked incredible. 
“Good afternoon, Mr. Black,” CeCe said, smiling as she came toward me. “What do I owe the 

honor?” When she was close enough to see my face, her expression changed to horror. “Oh my 
God, what happened to your face?” 

“I ran into Crazy Joe last night.” 
CeCe turned to Kevon with fury in her eyes. “And where were you?” 
Kevon raised his hands in surrender. “Don’t blame me. I have the night off. You must talk to 

Monika about last evening’s security.” 
CeCe turned back to me. I know she’s seen the way me and Monika look at each other and 

she thinks that eventually we’ll get around to fuckin’ if we haven’t done it already. “What were you 
doing that Monika was your security?” 

“We had a job we ran last night.” 
“You, went on a job with Monika?” 
“Anything wrong with that?” 



“No, not at all,” CeCe claimed, but it was. She doesn’t like Monika. “But you haven’t 
answered my question—to what do I owe this honor?” 

I took CeCe by the hand and led her away from the counter. “I’m going to the Bahamas day 
after tomorrow, and I want you to come with me. That is, if you’re not too busy,” he said looking 
around the practically empty store. 

“Just you and me?” 
“You, me, and Kevon.” 
“Now he wants to bring Kevon,” CeCe said quietly. “Of course I want to go with you. How 

long are we staying?” 
“Couple of days. Maybe a week. I have some business down there with Jamaica.” 
CeCe frowned. “Oh.” 
I put my arms around her and kissed her on the cheek. “That should only take a day. The rest 

of the time, I’m all yours.” 
“That sounds better. When are we leaving?” 
“I’ll call you tonight and let you know,” I said and looked at Kevon, who immediately started 

for the door. 
“I’ll talk to you then,” CeCe replied, and me and Kevon left the store.   
  

Chapter Four 
 
When we left The In-Town Experience I told Kevon to get Nick on the phone. I wanted to tell 

him that I would be gone for a couple of days. “Nick said he would be at Cynt’s in an hour,” 
Kevon told me. 

“Take me there,” I said and closed my eyes. My mind drifted to thoughts of Cassandra. 
Since I killed the last of her murderers, I find myself thinking more about her. I think it’s 

because I had a purpose while they were still breathing. My reason for living was to kill them.  
What purpose do I have now?  
Maybe if I could let go of the past, I could begin a new future. But do I really want to? Do I 

want to take the chance of opening myself up to loving another woman and having her ripped 
from my life the same way somebody, for reasons that had nothing to do with her, denied me of 
my future with Cassandra. Some days I think I do, but most days I don’t. 

The day I met Cassandra my whole life changed. Shy, as everyone called her, had me the first 
time I saw her. I was at a club with Bobby and Freeze when she came in with her crew. “Who is 
that?” I asked Freeze that night.  

“Who’s who?”  
“The one in the black,” I said, looking her up and down. She was the most beautiful woman I 

had ever seen. I had to have her. 
“Oh, her name is Shy.”  
“Who?”  
“They call her Shy. You know, like she’s so shy. But she definitely ain’t shy. Them guys with 

her are—” 
“I’m not interested in them. I’m only interested in her.”  



Suddenly my life had meaning. It had purpose. It meant something. I felt something. From 
the time I met her, every-thing I was, became focused on loving her. And I loved her with all my 
heart. I had waited my whole life to feel for a woman the way I felt about her. 

With Cassandra being part of my life, there was nothing left to be desired. I had it all; 
mentally, emotionally and physically. I spent every minute of every day loving her; thinking about 
how much I loved her. When we were together, it was like it was just the two of us. The world 
simply existed around us, but had no effect on what we were doing or what our love for each other 
meant to us. 

Cassandra was my world. And then suddenly she was gone. Part of my world ended that day. 
Sometimes I feel like it was the most important part.  

Since then, I haven’t been the same. I used to have nightmares about the night I found her 
dead. I had convinced myself that the only way I could close that door and move on with my life 
was to kill everybody who was involved in her murder. 

They’re all dead now. 
I killed them all. 
But I don’t fell any better. The void from losing Cassandra the way I did hasn’t closed. And as 

hard as I’ve tried to fill it, the fact is, it’s grown.  
My mother, M, told me she’s sure that Cassandra wouldn’t want this life for me. And Bobby 

tells me all the time that I gotta let it go. He said the best way to get over a woman is to replace her 
with another woman.  

Well, I’ve tried that. But for the most part, it’s just been sex. Good sex, and in some cases, 
great sex, but sex all the same. I don’t let women get close to me. I began to wonder if I’d ever be 
capable of loving any woman the way I loved Cassandra; or if I’d even want to. Who needs love 
when you got lots of money, right? 

When I got to Cynt’s, the first person I saw was Bobby. I had known Bobby since the third 
grade, and we’d been best friends ever since. Bobby was more than my friend. He was my brother. 
He stood by the bar, talking to one of the dancers. I took a seat and Kevon went to the bar to get 
me a drink. It wasn’t too long before Bobby came to the table with two glasses. 

“What you doin’ here?” Bobby said and sat down. 
“Waitin’ for Nick.” 
“Who kicked your ass?”  
“Had a fight with Crazy Joe last night.” 
“He dead?” 
“No.” 
“How’d you leave it?” 
“Joe said buy him a drink and we’ll call it square.” 
“Did you at least beat him down?” 
“Let’s just say that I beat him until he didn’t want any more.”  
“Big as I heard that mutha fucka got in jail, you shoulda just shot his ass and been done with 

it.” 
“Then he’d be dead, and I wasn’t about to kill Joe over no dumb shit like that,” I said as Nick 

sat down at the table. 
“Dumb shit like what?” Nick asked. 
“Killin’ Crazy Joe,” I said. 



“I heard you and him hooked up last night,” Nick said and took a closer look at my face. “You 
don’t look that bad.” 

“Bad enough that Wanda said I couldn’t go to meetings with her lookin’ like this.” 
Bobby took out his gun and pushed it in front of Nick. “Go ahead and hit me,” Bobby 

laughed. It was good to see Bobby and Nick laughing together. “If that’s all it takes to get outta 
them meetings, go on and bust me up,” Bobby said. We all laughed.  

Bobby used to enjoy going to meetings with Wanda; especially when those meetings involved 
Meka Brazil. She was an investment banker who’d been advising us on our corporation interests.  

Did I mention that Meka was beautiful?  
But since our meetings involved her less and less, Bobby seemed to have lost interest. Me, I 

always thought those meetings were boring as hell.  
“So while I’m recuperating, I’m goin’ to Nassau. I’m goin’ to meet Jamaica there.” 
“To talk about expanding there?” Nick asked. 
“What do you think about it?” 
“I told him that we would back any play he made down there and that he should start to move 

on it.”  
“You know Jay wanna hear it from you,” Bobby said.  
As much as I hated to admit it, I knew Bobby was right. As far as Jamaica and a few other 

people were concerned, I was still running things. But that’s not what I wanted. Not what I needed 
to be happening then. I needed to keep moving in the direction I was going.  

Legit.  
Most times, this life only ends one of two ways: in jail or dead. Sometimes it takes people you 

love from you. It’s something I’ve always accepted. But losing Cassandra made me understand that 
this life had asked a price that I wasn’t willing to pay. I had to change the way I was livin’ for 
Michelle. I felt that’s what Cassandra would want me to do—to be a father to our daughter—keep 
her safe. For that to hap-pen, I had to put my old life behind me. I needed Nick to step-up and 
make people understand that he was the boss of the family now. 

“I’m goin’ down there to look for some property to buy. But I’ll let him know what you said.” 
“How long you gonna be down there?” Bobby asked. 
“I’ll be down there for a couple of days,” I said.  
“Give me a call when you get back,” Nick said and got up. “I got shit I need to do,” he said 

and left Cynt’s. 
Bobby sipped his drink. “So you’re goin’ to Nassau?” 
“You should come with me,” I said. 
“You goin’ alone?” 
“No.” 
“Which one you takin’?” 
“CeCe.” 
“Should I read anything into that?” 
“Into what, Bobby?” 
“That you’re takin’ CeCe and not amazon Shy,” Bobby said, referring to Maria looking so 

much like Shy.  
Maria had been dancing at Cynt’s for years, where she went by the name Mystique, and I 

always marveled at how much she looked like Cassandra. I remember the first time I saw her. It 



wasn’t too long after I met Cassandra. I was at Cynt’s with Bobby. We were at the bar talking to 
Sammy when something drew me like a magnet to the stage. I re-member losing myself in the 
seductive manner that she moved her hips. Maria was bigger than Cassandra, taller: five-eleven 
maybe; heavier, but not an ounce of fat on her. Her complexion, lips, and her facial structure all 
favored Cassandra. They had the same beautiful eyes. I used to wonder if Maria and Cassandra 
could be sisters. 

“No, Bobby, you shouldn’t read anything into it,” I said and laughed.  
“Since you taking CeCe with you, I’ll pass. But you and me need to take a trip, just the two of 

us. Go to Rio or the Dominican Republic or some shit like that.” 
“You know, that ain’t a bad idea,” I said and thought about it. “You remember the last time 

we went somewhere that didn’t involve somebody dyin’?” 
“We went to Jamaica for some jazz festival,” Bobby said and started laughing. “We had a good 

fuckin’ time,” he said and sipped his drink. “We’d have a ball in Nassau. Better time than you’d 
have with CeCe.” 

“You want me to tell her she can’t go?” 
“No. Since you already told her, I don’t wanna see you get busted up no more than you 

already are.” 
“Fuck you, Bobby.” 
“No,” Bobby said and grabbed the hand of one of the dancers as she walked by. He pulled her 

on his lap, and she put her arms around his neck. “I think it would be better if she did that.” 
  
Chapter Five 
 
When me, CeCe and Kevon got off the plane in Nassau, Jamaica and his men were waiting. 

While Kevon laughed and joked with his old friends and they took care of the lug-gage, I 
introduced CeCe to Jamaica. 

“Jay, this is CeCe.” 
“Hello, Jamaica. I’ve heard so much about you that I feel like I already know you,” CeCe said 

and gave him a polite hug. 
“You have?” Jamaica looked at me. 
“She talks to Bobby a lot,” I told him. 
“I understand. Well it is my pleasure to meet one as beautiful as you,” Jamaica said and 

started walking. “Come, Wanda has made arrangements for you at Atlantis. And me hired a car 
and driver for you while you are on the island.” 

During the ride from the airport, through downtown to the hotel, Jamaica talked briefly about 
what he saw as the potential for their expansion into Nassau. When he began to get into too much 
detail, I shut it down. “Why don’t we talk about that tomorrow, Jay,” I looked at CeCe.  

I liked the fact that she had no part of my business any-more and I was determined to keep it 
that way. I no longer looked at her as somebody who could get things done for me. I only wanted 
to enjoy her, her company and her beauty. 

“Yes, of course. All this talk of business is probably boring this beautiful lady.” 
“Not at all. I don’t know if Black told you anything about me, and knowing him he hasn’t 

even mentioned me to you,” CeCe said and rolled her eyes at me. “But I run a business of my 
own, so all this is fascinating to me.” 



“What type of business do you run?” Jamaica asked. 
“I own a high-end boutique called The In-Town Experience on Thirty-fifth Street and Eighth 

Avenue.” 
“May I ask who does your buying?” 
“I do.” 
“I know some very talented seamstresses who design and make outfits. They are getting to be 

very popular with the tourists. Maybe you come to Freeport when our business here is completed 
and take a look at what they have produced.” 

I looked at Jamaica. For a number of reasons, I had no intention of taking CeCe to Freeport. 
“I’d be honored,” CeCe said and looked at me.  
I chose not to comment. I didn’t want CeCe in Freeport because despite the fact that I was 

really starting to like her, I wasn’t ready for her to meet my mother, M. And more importantly, I 
made a promise to myself that I would not involve any woman in Michelle’s life unless I was sure 
that she was going to be around for a while. And then there was Jacara Delbridge, who sang at 
various spots around the is-land. I had developed a relationship with Jacara, and we got together 
when I was on the island. Jacara had cultivated a good relationship with M, which gives her the 
opportunity to interact with Michelle on a regular basis. That was some-thing that I didn’t like, but 
had very little control over. 

When we arrived at Atlantis on Paradise Island, we checked into a Grand Suite at the Royal 
Towers. The Grand Suites offered a beautiful water view from full balconies, while inside, 
generously-sized rooms, fresh flowers, robes and slippers and a whirlpool bath.  

Later that evening, we had dinner at the Bahamian Club. The dinner menu featured the 
finest cuts of succulent steaks, chicken, and fresh grilled seafood. After dinner, we went to the 
casino and did a little gambling. CeCe was a big winner at the Blackjack table while me and 
Jamaica did more talking about his plans. “Later on, we go see what me have here. Tomorrow, you 
and I get out early, and I show you what I look at expanding.” 

“You know you didn’t need my approval for what you’re doin’ here, right? I mean, I trust you, 
I trust your judgment. I know you will do what’s right with your business,” I said. 

“Our business. I never forget that I would not be what I have made myself to be if it wasn’t for 
you and what you did while I was gone.” 

“Like I told you then, we couldn’t come up the way we did and you not be a part of it.” After I 
killed André, I cleaned out André’s safe. The plan was to split the three mil-lion dollars I took with 
Bobby and Jamaica. I kept Jamaica’s share and Wanda setup a company for him and put the 
money in the bank. “I just did what was right.” 

After killing André Jamaica disappeared. When he didn’t show up afterwards at The Late 
Night, nobody really gave it much thought. They all just figured he was off somewhere getting 
high. Jamaica was off-the-chain with the heroin since Vickie died. He and Vickie were real close. 
After that, no-body saw Jamaica for ten years, until I found him in DC.  

After the successful completion of a rehab program, Jamaica came to Freeport to visit me and 
Cassandra and be-came the houseguest that just wouldn’t leave. But nobody was rushing him to 
go. As far as we were concerned, he could stay as long as he needed or wanted to. 

As he began to feel better, and his mind got clearer, Jamaica began moving around, seeing 
how things worked on the island. Shootin’ craps was big on the island, but the locals couldn’t 
gamble in the casinos. It didn’t take him long to takeover those independent games and setup new 



ones. Once that was organized and running smoothly, Jamaica turned his attention to extortion. 
He began shaking down anybody who made money on the tourist industry. From tour operators, 
to bus and cab companies. From the guys who took tourists out on their boats on fishing trips to 
the port merchants. If you made money, we made money. Now Jamaica was anxious to expand his 
operation to Nassau. 

When we left the casino at Atlantis, Jamaica took me and CeCe to the gambling spots that he 
had already taken over then to a few that he was looking to make a move on. 

“What you think?” Jamaica asked. 
“Everything looks all right. Do you think you’ll have much trouble with the locals when you 

make your move?” 
“If I do, me have an army of brethren to handle that,” Jamaica replied smiling. 
“I know you do. If things get wild call Nick, and he’ll send some people down to help you,” I 

told Jamaica. 
“Thanks, but we can handle it. They not ready for a nigga like me,” Jamaica laughed. 
I laughed too. “I know they aren’t.” 
When we got back to the hotel, Jamaica said goodnight and me and CeCe went for a walk on 

the beach. We walked quietly along the beach with Kevon not far behind us. As we walked, I 
couldn’t help but think about Cassandra and the first time I took her to Freeport. I looked over at 
CeCe, who just happened to be looking at me.  

“What are you thinking about?” she asked. 
“Nothing in particular.” 
“Then why do you have that big grin on your face?” 
“I don’t know. I didn’t know I was grinning.” 
“Well, you are. You’re thinking about her, aren’t you?” 
“Who?” 
“Your wife—Cassandra. You and her come here before?” 
“Once.” 
“You take her for a walk on this beach or something?” 
“No. But we lived in Freeport for a few years before she died.” 
“You two probably took a lot of walks on the beach in Freeport, didn’t you?” 
“We did.” 
“You know, when you asked me to come to the Bahamas with you, I thought we were going to 

Freeport.” 
“Does that bother you?” 
“A little.” 
“Why?” 
“It’s like you don’t want me on that island.” 
“What makes you say that?” 
“I saw the way you looked at Jamaica when he invited me there.” 
“You saw that, huh?” 
“I see everything about you. In case you didn’t know, I’m in love with you. So I thought when 

you asked me to go with you that I was beginning to mean enough to you to invite me into that 
part of your world.” 



“I’ll be honest with you. You do mean a lot to me. That’s why you’re here. I love the beach. I 
love being in the islands. If things hadn’t happened the way they did, I would have never left here. 
I wanted to share this part of my world with you because you do mean a lot to me. But yes, there 
are still some things that I’m just not ready for. Not yet.” 

“I guess you’re saying I should be happy with the fact that I’m here and not Maria.” 
“I wouldn’t have put it quite so bluntly, but yes, you should.” 
We walked in silence for a while, and she slipped her hand in mine. “I’m a big girl, and I went 

into this with my eyes wide open. I knew all about her. I knew with her looking like your wife what 
she represents to you, but I went for it anyway. I just wanna know if this is going somewhere?” 

I stopped walking and took her in my arms. “I guess you’ll just have to stick around and see. 
But I will tell you this, I never thought about taking anybody but you,” I said and kissed her. 

“And believe me. I am so happy to be here with you right now. I can’t imagine any place I’d 
rather be and any body I’d rather be with.” 

“Then relax and enjoy yourself. We’re gonna have a good time.” 
“So what are we going to do tomorrow?” 
“Tomorrow morning, I’m going to take care of this business with Jamaica, and then the rest of 

the time is yours. In fact, I think that you’ll enjoy what I have planned for the rest of the day.” 
“What’s that?” 
“I guess you’ll just have to stick around and see.” 
That next morning I got up early and left with Jamaica. While I was gone, CeCe occupied 

herself, shopping at the bazaar near Atlantis. She hadn’t been back in our suite for very long when 
I returned to the room. “How’d it go?” 

“Fine. I think it’s gonna be a good move for him.” 
“Good. So what’s this big thing you got planned?” 
I looked at my watch. “Lunch, so I hope you’re hungry.” 
When we left the hotel walking, naturally Kevon wasn’t far behind us. We walked to the 

docks and took the ferry across to the mainland. After CeCe wandered through the bazaar for a 
while, we made our way down to the market to dine on some of the best seafood the island had to 
offer. Once we had stuffed ourselves, we got in our car and the driver headed out on West Bay 
Street away from downtown.  

“You really aren’t going to tell me where we’re going, are you?” CeCe asked as the seemingly 
endless drive continued. 

“What fun would that be,” I replied and looked out the window.  
CeCe leaned forward and tapped Kevon on the shoulder. “Where is he taking me, Kevon?” 
“If I knew, I would tell you, but the boss kept this one close to his chest,” Kevon lied. He 

knew exactly where they were going and why they were going there. “I am simply enjoying being 
back here in me native country and not having to drive,” he said and leaned back in his seat. 

It wasn’t too much longer after that when we stopped at a house with an electronic gate. 
“Who lives here?” CeCe asked. 

“When they ask, tell them that you are here to see Mr. Lightbourn,” I told the driver, ignoring 
CeCe’s question. The driver did so when the intercom came on. The gate opened and the driver 
entered the property and approached the beautiful house. As we got closer they saw a man 
standing out in front.  

“Mr. Black,” the man said as I got outta the car. 



“Mr. Lightbourn,” I answered and shook his hand. 
“I’m glad you could make it. Everything is all arranged as you requested.” I turned to Kevon 

and he told the driver to leave. 
“Mr. Lightbourn, I’d like you to meet Ms. Cameisha Collins and my associate, Kevon Bailey.” 
“It is a pleasure to meet you both. Come, let us get out of this heat,” Mr. Lightbourn said. Me 

and CeCe followed him into the house. Naturally, Kevon remained outside and tried to find a 
shady spot. 

“Welcome to the Yellow Rose,” Mr. Lightbourn began. “Modern grandeur amid the tropical 
splendors of Lyford Cay.” 

“This is beautiful,” CeCe said as she walked around the elaborately furnished house with her 
eyes wide open.  

“You like it?” I asked. 
“Yes,” CeCe said as we followed Mr. Lightbourn around the house. 
“And it’s no wonder that you do my dear. This impressive modern masterpiece was designed 

by a noted Bahamian architect and offers luxury and comfort in a tropical setting. It has 10,426 
square feet of living space on more than a half acre of land. An awe-inspiring great room embraces 
dining and television areas and a two-story living space.”  

We followed Mr. Lightbourn through the great room to the back door. He opened the door 
and stepped outside. “It is uniquely positioned with 152 feet on the canal and a wide-open view.” 
There was a small yacht anchored at the dock and a man standing on deck. He gave a friendly 
wave, and then returned to his duties on the ship. 

“Do you like the view from here?” I asked CeCe. 
“It is absolutely breathtaking. I could really learn to love living like this,” CeCe said and went 

back inside the house. Mr. Lightbourn continued to show her around.  
Mr. Lightbourn led us upstairs and leaned over the rail that overlooked the great room. “The 

main house consists of four bedrooms with in-suite bathrooms, plus a one-bedroom one-bathroom 
apartment on the grounds.” Once we had seen each bedroom he led us into the master suite. 

“It truly presents a treasure trove of the finest marble from Greece, Spain, and Portugal; 
custom interior doors and door frames of cypress wood; crystal dining room sconces and a 
chandelier custom-made in Austria. Etched-glass panels, marble treads, and stainless steel 
balustrades transform the grand staircase into an elegant work of modern sculpture,” Mr. 
Lightbourn told CeCe and led us back downstairs. “The enclosed grounds sequester a 25-meter lap 
pool with cabana and sauna. A private dock extends into the water and can accommodate up to a 
120-foot yacht in the deep water canal.” Mr. Lightbourn turned to me. “Well, Mr. Black, what do 
you think?” 

“Are you thinking about buying this?” CeCe asked. 
“I am if you like it.” 
“Me?” 
“If you don’t like it, we can look at some other places,” I said and put my arm around her. 
“I love it.” 
“I do too,” I said and turned to Mr. Lightbourn. “So what are you asking for this?” 
“The asking price is ten million, nine hundred thousand dollars.” 
“Nine, cash.” 



“I think we can make that happen,” Mr. Lightbourn said with a big smile on his face. We 
shook hands on the deal.  

I handed Mr. Lightbourn a card. “Call this number to-morrow and speak with Wanda Moore. 
She’ll put you in touch with April Dancer. She’ll workout the details with you.” 

“I’ll do that tomorrow, first thing,” Mr. Lightbourn said. “I want to thank you both for 
coming out. It has been a real pleasure doing business with you.” 

“No problem,” I said and followed Mr. Lightbourn outta the house to his car. We shook 
hands again and he drove off. 

CeCe turned to me. “Did you really buy this for us?” 
“I told you, I like it down here, and I wanted a place for us to come to. And with us making a 

move on this island, I’ll probably be down here more often.” 
“Don’t you already have a place in Freeport?” 
“Yeah, but there are too many memories there that I don’t want to deal with.” 
“Memories of your wife?” 
“Some good, some bad, but yes, that house holds too many memories of her.” 
“This house is so beautiful. I can’t wait to come back.” CeCe kissed me. “This means a lot, 

you know; it makes me feel like you really do want me to be a part of your life and that makes me 
happy.” 

“Well, I’m glad you’re happy. Glad I could do something to make you smile. You been 
frowned-up most of the time since we got here; and you have such a pretty smile.” 

CeCe laughed. “You show me a woman who doesn’t smile when her man drops nine million 
in cash on a house for her, and I’ll show you a fool. But there’s just one thing.” 

“What’s that?” 
“How are we getting back to the hotel? I hope we don’t have to wait out here in this hot sun 

for our driver to come back?” 
“No. Come on,” I said and took CeCe by the hand and led her around the property to the 

dock. “Kevon!” I yelled as I got close to the yacht anchored in the canal. 
Kevon came up from below with the ships’ captain not far behind. “Everything is ready for 

you, boss,” Kevon said. 
“Excellent.” I turned to the captain. “Permission to come aboard?” 
“Permission is granted, sir,” he said and helped CeCe get on board the yacht. 
“Don’t tell me that you bought this, too?” CeCe asked as she took a seat on deck. 
“No,” I laughed. “I just rented it for the trip back to the hotel.” 
On the cruise back to Atlantis, we ate shrimp cocktail and caviar and sipped champagne to 

celebrate our purchase. CeCe felt like a queen. She looked at her king and allowed herself for the 
first time to think about a long and happy future with me. 

  
Chapter Six 

 
CeCe got up early that next morning, got dressed and left me sleeping in our suite. She went 

down to the lobby and talked to the hotel concierge who referred her to the hotel’s Tour & 
Excursion Centers. She wasn’t really all that interested in taking a tour or booking one of the 
many excursion packages that they had to offer, and she knew I wouldn’t be interested either. But 



what she did come away with was a list of things that she wouldn’t mind seeing while she was on 
the island. Her only hope was that I would want to see them, too. 

After we took Jamaica to the airport, CeCe waited until I asked her what she wanted to do 
before unveiling her list. 

“I was wondering where you had disappeared to so early this morning. Now I know.” 
“So, now that you know, what do you think?” 
I sat quietly for a minute and looked at CeCe. This was the part about letting go that I’d 

thought about: Trying to have fun with CeCe and not think so much about Cassandra. “Why not; 
if this is how you want to spend our day, I’m all for it,” I said and CeCe threw her arms around 
me. 

“I was worried that you would say no.” 
“Before we get too far ahead of ourselves, you’re not talking about taking some kind of tour 

with a bunch of other people, are you?” 
“No, because I knew you would say no to that. It will just be the two of us, and Kevon of 

course; unless you want to give him the day off,” CeCe hoped. Even though she had gotten used to 
Kevon’s constant presence in our lives, she still didn’t like the idea that we were never alone. 

“I will be so much like a ghost, you’ll never even notice me,” Kevon said from the front seat. 
“I’ll make you a deal. Kevon goes with us, but he stays with the car. With the moves we’ve 

already made and the ones we’re going to make, I think having him close by is a good idea.” 
“Deal,” CeCe said and eased closer to me. I put my arm around her. 
“What do you wanna see first?” 
CeCe handed her list to the driver who looked it over as he drove. “Yes, ma’am, I am very 

familiar with all these places. And if you like, since I once made me living as a tour guide, I would 
be happy to tell you a little about them.” 

“That would be nice,” CeCe said. 
“Since we are close to downtown we will start at Parliament Square, which is the traditional 

center for government in the Bahamas.” 
When we arrived at Parliament Square, the driver told us, “The pastel-hued buildings are 

good examples of colonial architecture from the early 1800s. Clustered around a marble statue of 
Queen Victoria are the Supreme Court, House of Assembly and Chambers of Parliament. Since 
you are not a part of a tour, I doubt if you will be permitted to go inside.” 

“That’s fine,” I said and got outta the car. 
“You’re right. I just wanna see it,” CeCe said. “Not take the tour of the buildings.” 
“Very well. Once you take a look around, our next spot will be Government House.” 
When we got back to the car, the driver began telling us about the Government House. 

“Overlooking Nassau from its elevated position, this has been the official residence of the 
Governor General of the Bahamas since 1801. The architecture of the impressive pink-and-white 
mansion blends island and American colonial influences, and the size and location testify to the 
power and esteem granted to the personal representative of the queen.” 

We got out of the car and wandered around the grounds and stopped in front of a twelve-foot 
statue of Christopher Columbus honoring the explorer’s Bahamian landfall in 1492. 

 After leaving Government House, the driver made a suggestion. “Why not have lunch at a 
restaurant called the Bahamian Kitchen?” 

“Is the food good there?” CeCe wanted to know. 



“Yes, very. I eat there quite often myself. The locals have known about this place for a while, 
and a few visitors to the island have now been let in on the secret.” 

“What type of food do they have?” 
“They are known for seafood, but they also cater to the salad and sandwich crowd, if that’s 

your taste.” 
After a fine seafood and salad lunch we went to Fort Charlotte, the largest of the three forts 

still on the island, built in 1789 to guard the western entrance to the harbor, then to Fort Fincastle 
and the Water Tower. We walked down the Queen’s Staircase, at the highest point of the is-land. 
The one hundred and two foot staircase was named in honor of the sixty-five years of Queen 
Victoria’s reign.  

The sixty-five steps were carved out of solid lime stones by slaves who were forced to cut 
through rocks with axes and other sharp hand tools in the late 18th century, between 1793 and 
1794. Construction of this monument is still regarded as remarkable.  
 

After that, we finished off our tour day with a trip to the Nassau Botanic Gardens, and then 
to the Cloisters and Versailles Gardens. 

The next couple of days were filled with time at the beach, cruising the Caribbean on the 
yacht I’d rented, and me sitting around talkin’ and girl watchin’ with Kevon while CeCe shopped.  

When it was time to eat, we tried to choose places that featured true home-style Bahamian 
cooking. One of our favorites was The Shoal. Never having tried Bahamian cooking before, CeCe 
was surprised at how much she liked it. She tried the okra soup, creamy conch chowder, cracked 
conch, crispy grouper fingers, and well-spiced mutton, all served with the national dish of peas ‘n’ 
rice. Another place we frequented was The Poop Deck. The food was good, but the big attraction 
for us was an excellent place to enjoy our meal while watching the sun setting over the marina. 

Our nights were filled with dancing at trendy spots like Club Waterloo, Cocktails, Dreams, 
and Dragons, which was located in the hotel, and Fluid.  

“And we have to go to Señor Frogs,” CeCe said. “I’ve heard so much about this place from so 
many people.” 

“And I’ve never understood why. It’s just a bar,” I told her.  
“Whatever; we at least have to have a drink there. Even if it’s just so I can say I’ve been there 

and it ain’t all that.” 
After a day of bar hopping we went back to Atlantis and ordered room service. Since it had 

been a few days, I called Martin Marshall to check-in and see if he had setup the meeting between 
the Chinese and the Cubans. 

“I was starting to wonder if you were going to call me,” Martin said. “I hope you’re not having 
second thoughts about getting involved in this?” 

“Not at all, Martin; I took care of the business I came here for. Now, I’ve just been having a 
good time, that’s all. I mean that is what you go on vacation for, isn’t it?” I asked. 

“You’re absolutely right. And I should actually do that more often myself.” 
“You should.” 
“Well, I’m glad you called. The meeting is all set for to-morrow afternoon.” 
“Tomorrow?” 
“Yes, tomorrow. So I hope you don’t have any plans.” 



“Okay, Martin. I’ll make arrangements to get a flight out in the morning,” I said and CeCe 
frowned. 

“No need. The meeting is at The Westin Grand Bahama Island in Lucaya.” 
“Martin, I’m in Nassau.” 
“Nassau? What are you doing in Nassau?” 
“I told you. I’m having a good time.” 
“But you always go to Freeport. So when you said you were going to the Bahamas, I just 

naturally assumed that you were going to Freeport. That’s the only reason I scheduled the meeting 
there.” 

“Yeah, well I’m branching out. I even bought some property here, so I’ll be coming here more 
often.” 

“That’s all well and good, but how is that going to affect the meeting? It’s too late to call our 
guests and move the meeting to Nassau.” 

“Not a problem, Martin. I’ll be in Freeport tomorrow in time for the meeting,” I promised 
and turned to CeCe, who had been hanging on every word. 

“Good man. I knew I could count on you. And believe me. We are going to make so much 
money on this deal.” 

“Yeah, yeah. All you gotta do now is change American foreign policy.” 
“Don’t underestimate the power of a highly-motivated black man.” 
“Wouldn’t think of it, Martin; I’ll see you tomorrow in Freeport,” I said and ended the called. 

I turned to CeCe, who by this time was smiling all over herself. “What are you smiling about?” 
“You are planning on taking me with you, right?” 
“Yes.” 
“Well, I’ve been looking forward to going there with you, and now we’re going. While you’re 

meeting with Martin, I could meet with those seamstresses that Jamaica was talking about. And 
maybe you’ll introduce me to your mother and that adorable daughter of yours.” 

“You can meet with the seamstresses, but let’s get one thing straight. Just because we’re goin’ 
to Freeport doesn’t change how I feel. I am not ready for that other stuff you’re talkin’ about. So 
don’t get your hopes up, ’cause it ain’t gonna happen.” 

CeCe folded her arms across her chest. “Okay, if that’s the way it is, I guess I have no choice 
but to accept it. But do you mind explaining to me just why that is?” 

“Let’s start with my mother.” 
“Yeah, let’s start with M.” 
“You talk to Bobby too much.” 
“I told you, Bobby likes to talk to me,” CeCe smiled and kissed me on the cheek. 
“M is much too judgmental. And I just don’t feel like hearing her mouth sometimes.”  
“Okay, see I could get with that because my mother is the same way, which is why I haven’t 

broken down her door trying to introduce you to her.” 
“I’m glad we agree on that.” 
“What else?” 
“Then it’s about Michelle. To be honest with you, it’s mostly about her.” 
“Explain.” 
“Let’s use Maria as an example.” 
“Let’s not; ’cause I know you’re not about to compare me with her.” 



“No, I’m just using her as an example.” 
“Go on,” CeCe said and rolled her eyes. 
“You are so cute when you do that.” 
“Do what?” 
“Roll your eyes and poke those pout lips out.” 
“Whatever. Go on.” 
“Let’s say I took Maria down there with me; and she be-comes a part of her life and Michelle 

gets comfortable being around her. Then all of a sudden, Maria is gone and now here you come. Is 
that fair to Michelle—or Maria for that matter?” 

“I see your point.” 
“Good. I just wanna make sure that the woman I bring around Michelle is going to be a part 

of her life for a very long time.” 
CeCe kissed me. 
“What’s that for?” 
“Since you’ve explained it to me, I completely understand and agree with your reasons for 

doing it. Now I don’t have to feel like I’m not good enough to be around your people, and I can 
accept it a whole lot better than just being told no without an explanation.” 

“I’m glad we settled that.” 
CeCe got up and picked up the phone. “Who are you calling?”  
“The airport; to make reservations for our flight. Then I’m going to call The Westin Grand 

Bahama Island in Lucaya to get us a room.” 
“And then you can call Kevon and tell him we’re leaving in the morning,” I said and got up. 
“Where are you going?” 
“To bed.” 
  

Chapter Seven 
 
It was just after noon when we arrived in Freeport. Jamaica met us at the airport and took us 

to The Westin Grand Bahama Island for the meeting. During the ride from the airport, I called 
Martin Marshall. 

“Black, where are you?” Martin asked. 
“On my way to the hotel. I should be there in twenty minutes.” 
“Good. I’ll meet you in the lobby. We’ll meet with our Chinese friends first, and then all of us 

will meet with the Cubans,” Martin advised.  
When we got to the hotel, as promised, Martin was waiting. While CeCe checked into the 

room, me and Martin took the elevator to the suite where the Chinese were staying. 
Martin’s man, Scotty, knocked on the door. When the door opened, a large, very muscular 

Chinese man stood in the doorway. 
“Martin Marshall to see Huang Chang,” Scotty said and the man stepped aside to allow us to 

enter. When we entered the suite, two men and a very attractive woman all rose to their feet. 
“Mr. Marshall,” one of the men said and extended his hand. “I am Huang Chang. This is my 

associate Wei Jiang. My assistant, Mei Ai Bao and you have already met Xiang Yong. He is, how 
you say—my bodyguard,” Chang said and each bowed slightly. 



“This is my associate Mike Black. You’ve already met Scotty, and this is Mr. Black’s 
bodyguard, Kevon Bailey.” 

“We’ll talk outside on the balcony if that is acceptable to everybody,” Chang said and led the 
way through the sliding glass door. Once we were seated, Jiang closed the door and took his seat. 

Chang began. “Think of the nightmares possible in doing business overseas and in Cuba, in 
particular—tight government regulations, supply shortages, sky-high utility bills, and unmotivated 
workers. International companies doing business in Cuba face all of those issues and more.” 

“I’m well aware that Cuba ranks among the world’s worst business environments. Only Iran 
and Angola rated lower for the past five years,” Martin added.  

 “In the 1990s, after the collapse of the Soviet Union, the end of generous Soviet subsidies 
sent the island’s economy crashing. Havana cracked open the door to foreign capitalists. But 
foreign investment has always been more tolerated than embraced by the Cuban government,” 
Chang said.  

“They tell me that some of the old hard-liners call it ideological contamination,” Martin said, 
and everybody but me laughed.  

I considered myself to be a smart guy. I took every opportunity I could to read and keep 
myself informed about cur-rent events, but the state of the business climate in Cuba wasn’t 
something I kept up with. Although all this talk bored me, I understood that if I was gonna 
continue to play in this league, I’d have to get up to speed on this shit and do it quick. 

“Once approved, business operations in Cuba are increasingly centralized in government 
hands; though Cuban law permits one hundred percent foreign ownership,” Chang continued. 
“Most foreign companies operate through partnerships with the government and hold only 
minority control.” 

“That is something we hope to avoid in this venture,” Martin added and all agreed. 
“As Chinese loans and hefty Venezuelan oil subsidies lift Cuba from its economic hole, the 

government is getting more selective about what foreign investment it approves and what foreign 
companies can do for the economy. For that reason, I have taken the liberty of asking an associate 
of mine from Venezuela to join in our discussion today.” 

“I don’t think that will be a problem,” Martin said tentatively and glanced at me. 
“The problem, as you know, Mr. Marshall, is that US scrutiny and sanctions against banks 

and other companies that do business both with Cuba and the United States have become so 
tough, that some international firms are opting not to work with Cuba and to safeguard their 
larger and more lucrative US operations. This is where, as a member of the House Committee on 
Foreign Affairs and the subcommittee on the Western Hemisphere, we hope that you will be most 
useful,” Jiang said. 

“Of course that is all dependent on how the environment in Cuba moves,” Martin told his 
Chinese friends. 

“Yes, of course. We will do our part to move things in that direction. But what I need are 
assurances from you that when the time comes, you will be able to produce,” Chang pressed. 

“On this you have my word,” Martin said. 
At that moment, Mei Ai Bao knocked on the door.  
“Will you gentlemen excuse us for just a moment?” 
“Please, go ahead,” Martin said, and both Chang and Jiang went inside the suite. I got up and 

leaned over the rail. Martin came to join me. 



“You’ve been very quiet,” Martin said. 
“I don’t talk about things I don’t know about.” 
“A wise practice. But I thought it was important for you to be here because you’re the one 

who is going to be dealing with these guys if we can workout something together.” 
“I understand that. I just don’t like sitting here looking stupid. And what was that look about 

when Chang told you about the Venezuelan joining us?” 
“I don’t like surprises,” Martin said. 
“Then why didn’t you say so?” 
“Didn’t want to make an issue of it at this stage in the process.” 
“I understand that, but you gotta let them know that shit ain’t cool, so it won’t happen next 

time. I’ll take care of it.” 
“What are you gonna do?” 
“I’ll be diplomatic. Don’t worry, Martin, I’m not gonna hang them by their ankles off the 

balcony or some shit like that,” I assured him. 
When Jiang came to say that it was time to go to the meeting, Martin went inside, and I asked 

Jiang to come out for a minute. 
“I hope that we will be able to do business together and that it will be very profitable for both 

of us,” I began. 
“That is my wish as well,” Jiang replied. 
“But in the future, any changes to agenda or in participants in our discussions, I need to know 

about them in advance.” 
Jiang smiled. “I assure you, Mr. Black, that will not hap-pen again. Please accept my apology.” 

Jiang looked inside the suite and then turned back to me. “I will be honest with you because I 
believe you to be a man of honor.” 

“Thank you.” 
“I was not informed of the Venezuelans being added to our discussion until this morning. I, 

like you, don’t like surprises. And I don’t know if I trust the Venezuelans.” 
“Anything I need to know about?” 
“Nothing in particular, just past experience with them leads me to be a little overcautious at 

times.” 
“Being overcautious has saved my life many times in my past experiences,” I said. 
“As it has mine as well,” Jiang agreed. “I think I am going to like working with you, Mr. Black. 

I think you and I will find that we have a great deal in common,” he said and ex-tended his hand 
for me to go inside. 

“We’ll see,” I said as I passed. 
The meeting was to take place in one of the hotel’s Samana Cay conference rooms and 

catered by the hotel’s China Beach restaurant. 
When we reached the ground floor, Xiang Yong positioned himself in the lobby to wait, while 

we proceeded to the Samana Cay room.  
When the guests were escorted in, Chang made introductions. “Mr. Marshall, Mr. Black, this 

is Silvestre de la Toribio representing the Foreign Trade Ministry, and representing the sugar 
industry, is Soberón Nicodemo Plácido.” 

 “My friends, this is Maximino Cristóbal. He is representing our friends from Venezuela,” 
Toribio told the group. 



“It was my understanding that my friend Clemente Eustaquio would be joining us for this 
discussion?” Chang said. 

“Clemente was detained by other more pressing matters and asked me to take his place,” 
Cristóbal informed them. “But I assure you that I can speak for Clemente in all matters.” 

Jiang leaned close to me. “I don’t like this.” 
“I hope it is nothing too serious?” Chang asked. 
“Nothing serious. He said to tell you that he wishes he could be here himself, but this 

couldn’t be helped, and that he will call you in a day or two.” 
“All right then. Please be seated,” Chang said and each man took his seat. 
“Chang is far too trusting,” Jiang whispered to me. 
Once they were seated, a meal of Pan-Asian cuisine was served. It included items from their 

sushi bar: chicken satay and Thai spring rolls; Tempura; steamed grouper; roast duck; Singapore 
noodles; and Sichuan prawns.  

After the wait staff served the food, the discussion began in earnest. “Like offshore oil, Cuban 
ethanol would not be available overnight. Sugar production has dropped precipitously and Cuba 
lacks substantial bio-refinery capacity,” Plácido told the group.  

“Whether that capacity can be constructed faster than Exxon can find oil and build platforms, 
is an open question,” Martin added.  

“But the difference is that Cuba could certainly grow far more sugar cane than it does 
currently. And once the oil is gone, there will be no more, while cane can grow year after year 
indefinitely; and do it without contributing to climate change or polluting the oceans,” Toribio 
commented.  

“Aside from pandering to the exile community in Miami, the sole argument against doing 
business with Cuba is the repressive nature of that regime,” Cristóbal said. 

“All true,” Martin said.  
“Whether we allow foreign investment in the sugar and ethanol industries remains to be seen. 

We have begun over-hauling our ethanol refineries, but that is an expensive proposition, and the 
money will have to come from some-where,” Plácido said. 

“That is of course why we’re here,” Chang laughed and everybody but me and Jiang joined in. 
As the debate raged on, I began to get a sense of who Jiang was. I thought about what he said 
before we left the room. I think you and I will find that we have a great deal in common. When 
this boring-ass meeting was over, I would call Wanda and have her find out just who my new 
friends were. 

From there, the conversation turned to investment in ethanol or oil production between 
Cristóbal and Plácido, until Chang had heard enough. “Would you gentlemen ex-cuse us for a 
moment or two?” 

Once Cristóbal, Plácido, and Toribio left the room, Chang turned to Martin. “What do you 
think, my friend?” 

“For my money, ethanol production is the only way to go. I didn’t come here to talk about 
oil.”  

“I must say that I agree. But Clemente Eustaquio is an old friend and we have done business 
for years. I only invited him as a courtesy. What do you say, Jiang?” 

“Ethanol is the future and we must look to the future.” 
“What about you, Mr. Black?” Martin asked and all eyes turned to me. 



“Like the man said, when the oil is gone it’s gone. You can always grow more sugar cane.” 
“Then we are in agreement,” Chang said and stood up. He went to the door and asked the 

others to come in. Once they had reclaimed their seats, Chang told them of our decision. “At this 
time, gentlemen, we feel that it is in our long-term interest to make our investment in ethanol 
production.” 

Plácido and Toribio shook hands and seemed to be very happy with the decision. But 
Cristóbal, on the other hand, was not. He rose to his feet. “I think you gentlemen are making a big 
mistake. However, I will take your decision back to Clemente Eustaquio, and I am sure that he will 
be in touch with you, Chang.” 

“I will anxiously await his call,” Chang said and bowed. 
Cristóbal left the room and left the other men to shake hands on their new deal. When they 

left the Samana Cay room and went outside, I walked with Martin to a limo that was waiting. 
“What now, Martin?”  
“I have a charter waiting to take me back to the States. What about you?” 
“I’m on vacation.” 
“Well enjoy yourself. We’ll talk when you get back to New York.” Martin got in the limo and 

the driver closed the door. 
After Martin drove off, I looked around and saw Jiang standing by another limo. I walked 

over to him. “I want you to know that it was my pleasure to meet you, Mr. Black. And I, too, am 
looking forward to doing business with you. As I said earlier, I have a feeling that you and I are 
very much alike.” 

“I guess we’ll see.” 
Jiang laughed. “Cautious to the last, I like that.” 
“Where to now?” I asked. 
“We are on our way to Cuba to workout the details of this venture. How long will you be 

here?” 
“Couple of days maybe.” 
“Chang will back here in a day or two. If you’re still on the island, the two of you can get 

together, and he can apprise you about our meetings in Cuba.” Jiang handed me a card. “When 
you return to New York call me, and we will get together and talk about things that I am sure that 
we will both find interesting.” 

We shook hands and Jiang got in the limo. I watched them drive away and Kevon joined me. 
“How’d it go, boss?” 

“I think it went well. But I need you to do something for me.” 
“Name it.” 
“Call Wanda. I need to know everything there is to know about my new friends Huang Chang 

and Wei Jiang.” 
“Done.” 
  

Chapter Eight 
  
Wanda Moore was the lawyer for the operation. Wanda had gotten them outta more cases 

than she could remember. She was, as Nick once called her, “the mad scientist that made 
everybody rich.” It began early on when Wanda insisted that they start a business to run their 



money through. Wanda always laughed when she thought about that “mad scientist” comment, to 
which she answered, “It wasn’t just me, Nick. Sure, I handled the money; made some good 
investments. But everybody did their part. We changed with the times.”  

Over the years, Wanda managed the money and made millionaires of her partners. The more 
important thing was that Wanda was the catalyst behind their recent move to go legitimate. She 
was able to do that by continuing to push the point that they were making as much, if not more, 
than they were in their illegitimate activities. 

Now, things were moving in the direction that Wanda had always seen for them. Now that 
Black and Bobby were fully-engaged in their legitimate businesses, it was beginning to pay 
dividends. During that time period, they had more than doubled their profit margins in the 
legitimate businesses. 

That afternoon, Wanda was in her office going over the latest proposed strategy that Meka 
Brazil had sent over for taking the company’s stock public, when the phone rang.  

“Wanda Moore,” she answered. 
“Good afternoon. It’s Kevon. How are you doing today, sweetness?” 
“I’m good, Kevon. Busy as always. How’s it going down there?” 
“That is the reason for my call. Without going into any cumbersome detail, Mr. Black, would 

like you to do something and get back to him as soon as you have the information.” 
“He’s supposed to be down there on vacation,” Wanda said and picked up her pen.  
“Well, this is the monster that you have created,” Kevon replied and Wanda knew he was 

right. 
“What does he need?” 
“He would like for you to check out two men.” 
“Give me their names?” 
“Huang Chang and Wei Jiang.” 
“Consider it done. Can you give me anything more on them?” 
“Those would be the cumbersome details I spoke of earlier.” 
“I understand. I’ll get back to you as soon as I have some-thing,” Wanda promised. 
“Very good. I will be expecting your call,” Kevon said and ended the call. 
It took her the rest of the afternoon to get the information that Kevon requested. As the 

information came to her, Wanda was at first apprehensive, and then worried about what it was 
that Black was doing down there. She called Kevon and gave him what she had found. 

“Huang Chang and Wei Jiang are rumored to have strong ties to Chinese organized crime. 
More Wei Jiang than Huang Chang, who appears to be more of a legitimate businessman. But 
Jiang is linked to secret societies, Triads, Tongs, and some Taiwanese and Yakuza organized crime 
groups. And he’s connected with white collar crimes.” 

“Such as?” 
“Money laundering, credit card fraud, software piracy, illegal imports and exports of legal 

goods, not to leave out alien smuggling, and drug trafficking from the Golden Tri-angle into 
Europe and North America.”  

“Is that so,” Kevon said and Wanda continued. 
“Huang Chang owns or operates restaurants, retail stores, vegetable stands, car services, ice 

cream parlors, fish markets, and video stores.” 
“Small stuff.” 



“True, but that’s not all he’s into. On a higher, more professional level, he also owns, operates 
or is in partnership in wholesale supply firms, factories, banks, and employment agencies. There 
are even some rumored connections to West Coast Chinese gangs that are believed to have 
penetrated the entertainment industry.” 

“Very good that you were able to get this information so quickly,” Kevon said. 
“I have my sources,” Wanda said proudly. “The question is what is Mike doing involved with 

these people?” 
“Here again are those cumbersome details I spoke of.” 
“I see. Well, you tell Mike that I’m looking forward to hearing all about those cumbersome 

details when he gets back.” 
“I am quite sure that you will be the first person he speaks with upon his return. He also 

wishes to know if you have had a chance to take care of his business with Mr. Lightbourn?” 
“That is all taken care of. April will do a wire transfer of the money to Mr. Lightbourn’s 

account as soon as he gets the paperwork to me.” 
“Very good, ma’am. Once again you have earned your pay for the day. Go ahead and take the 

rest of the day off,” Kevon said playfully. 
“I still have a few things to do, but after that, I’m outta here,” Wanda said and ended the call. 
  

Chapter Nine 
 
After a night of making love all over their suite, Black and CeCe passed out on the bed. Their 

sleep was interrupted by the annoying intrusion of the telephone ringing. 
“Black,” CeCe said, still half asleep. 
“What?” 
“The phone.” 
“You get it. You’re closer.” 
CeCe picked up the phone and shoved it at Black. “It ain’t for me.” 
“Hello.” 
“Let me talk to CeCe,” Jamaica said. 
“Right.” Black handed the phone back to CeCe. “It’s for you.” 
“Who is it?” 
“It’s Jamaica.” 
“For me?” 
“Yes. He wants to talk to you,” he said and rolled over. 
CeCe sat up in the bed. “Hello.” 
“Good morning, sunshine,” Jamaica started. “Do you have any plans for the day?” 
“Nothing special. Why?” 
“I have taken it ’pon me self to arrange an introduction with the ladies I speak with you 

’bout.” 
“The designers, right?” 
“Exactly.” 
CeCe glanced at the clock by the bed. “What time are we talking about?” 
“Anytime you say. They are at your disposal.” 
“Let’s say two then.” 



“I will come ’round ’bout two and carry you to they shop. Tell Mike that I have something for 
him to see while you chat with the ladies,” Jamaica said. 

As promised, Jamaica picked them up at two and took Black, CeCe and Kevon to Port Lucaya 
to the shop. After introducing CeCe to the ladies, Jamaica tapped Black on the shoulder. “Come. I 
want you to see something. I will leave Alan with her to be sure no harm befall her, and take her 
back to the hotel when they are done,” he said as Black and Kevon followed him outta the dress 
shop. 

“So, what you got to show me, Jay?” 
“Come, you see.” 
“This better not be some Jacara shit,” Black cautioned as they walked. 
“No, no, not’ing at all like that. But her know you are on the rock and you are here with 

another woman.” 
“How does she know that?” 
“Jacara have many friends ’round.” 
“How’d you find out she knows?” Black asked, thinking that this was exactly why he needed to 

keep CeCe off the island. 
“She call me late night some time after you leave the restaurant at the hotel.” 
“What you tell her?” 
“I tell her I don’t know what she talkin’ ’bout.” 
Black laughed. “What she say to that?” 
“Her call me a liar and hung up the phone,” Jamaica said as they arrived at the dock to one of 

the boat tour spots he had taken over. Along with a few of Jamaica’s men, there was an older man 
with a cane seated there, talking shit with the rest of them. Black recognized him as soon as he saw 
him. His name was Harold Elgin. Black had known Mr. El-gin for years. During the days when he 
was a number runner back in New York before circumstances forced him to return home to 
Freeport. He had recently had a stroke and the last time Black was on the island, there was talk 
that he wasn’t doing that good.  

The moment Mr. Elgin saw Black come through the door, he rose to his feet. “Mr. Black,” he 
said as Black shook his hand.    

“Mr. Elgin!” Black said. Obviously glad to see him. “You are the last person I expected to see. 
I heard you had a stroke.” 

“Yes, sir, yes sir, that is true. But you don’t think a little thing like that gon’ keep me down for 
long. So I make up me mind to beat it. Every day, I walk up here, sit and talk with the brethren 
and I walk home.” 

“You must live at least two miles from here.” 
“That is me exercise for the day and that is how me fight back against the stroke,” Mr. Elgin 

said. 
“Well it’s damn good to see you, sir. I’m glad to see that you didn’t let it beat you,” Black said 

and they sat down to talk. 
Meanwhile, at the dress shop, the ladies modeled their creations for CeCe. She was for the 

most part impressed with the creativity and originality of their designs. She saw the potential in 
what they had and how, if they negotiated a good price and could keep up with demand, she could 
make some money. 



As the mini fashion show continued, a woman came into the shop. Her name was Jacara 
Delbridge, the local entertainer who Black spent time with on his trips to the island. Not only was 
Jacara fine as hell, but she could sing and dance her ass off.  

She used to be a showgirl in Vegas and concluded that she would never be the headliner, so 
she decided to move on. She had come to the Bahamas for Junkanoo, a national festival in the 
Bahamas and for a short vacation, and decided to stay when the opportunity to be part of the show 
presented itself. 

“Hello, Jacara,” one of the ladies said. 
“Hey, ladies,” Jacara said and looked at Alan as she passed.  
Alan took out his cell phone and called Jamaica to let him know what was going on. He 

listened to what Alan had to say and looked at Black who was still talking to Mr. Elgin. He 
reminded Alan that his job was to protect CeCe and that included protecting her from Jacara, if it 
became necessary. He told Alan to let him know if things got out of hand.  

“What’s going on here?” Jacara asked, even though she already knew. She’d gotten a phone 
call the minute CeCe came into the store.  

“Oh, just a little show for a friend of Jamaica’s. She’s a big-time buyer from New York and we 
are trying to get her interested in buying some of our designs.” 

“I don’t know about big time,” CeCe said. “But so far I like what I see.” 
“Miss Collins, this is Jacara Delbridge.” 
CeCe stood and shook Jacara’s hand. “CeCe. It’s nice to meet you.” 
“Jacara’s a singer who performs at a number of places ’round town. In fact, we design all of 

her outfits,” the owner of the dress shop boasted. 
“And they do excellent work, too. Well I’m not going to get in the way. I’ll just come back 

another time,” Jacara said, but didn’t mean it. 
“You are not in the way, Jacara. Why don’t you stay? Maybe you see something new for your 

show. That is if Miss Collins doesn’t mind, of course?” 
“Not at all. Please have a seat.” 
“If you’re sure I won’t be in the way,” Jacara said and sat next to CeCe.  
As the show continued, CeCe and Jacara chatted about the pieces the ladies were modeling. 

About CeCe’s store is in New York, and Jacara invited CeCe to come and see her show. Her 
purpose in being there wasn’t to make a scene. She only wanted to send a message to Mike Black. 
She wanted him to know that this was her island and he could not be there with another woman, 
and she not know about it. 

Once she had been there long enough to make her point, Jacara got up. “Well I got to be 
running on now, ladies,” she said and turned to CeCe. “Miss Collins, it was very nice meeting you. 
I hope to see you at one of my shows.” 

“I will. And if you’re ever in New York, I hope to see you at my shop,” CeCe said. 
“Well,” Jacara laughed. “I don’t make it to the States very much. But if I do, it will be one of 

the first places I visit,” Jacara said and started out of the shop. As she passed Alan, she said, “Good-
bye, Alan. Let Jamaica know that I said hello.” 

When Jacara left the shop, Alan called Jamaica to let him know what was going on. Once 
again, Jamaica listened to Alan’s report and after he hung up, he looked at Black, who was still 
enjoying his conversation with Mr. Elgin. He decided that since Jacara hadn’t really done anything 
but make her presence known, he would tell Black about it later. 



Shortly after that one of the tour operators, Clifford Springer, who paid tribute to Jamaica, 
came in. Everybody, including Black and Mr. Elgin, got quiet as the man slowly approached 
Jamaica. Before he left the island, Kevon had been very good friends with Mr. Springer. When 
Kevon noticed him, he spoke up. “Springer, my old friend! How have you been?” 

“Not too good, Kevon. Not too good I’m sad to say. Business has not been what I have 
become used to, nor that it needs to be,” Springer said and looked at Jamaica. 

Kevon glanced over his shoulder at Jamaica. “Maybe you should take care of your business 
and we will talk when you are done.” 

Springer held his head low and continued his march to-ward Jamaica. He handed Jamaica an 
envelope. “What ex-cuse you come to offer me today, Springer?” 

“Well you see it’s not that I wish to make excuses; how-ever, what I come to say is a fact.” 
“And what fact is that?” Black asked. 
Springer turned quickly when he heard that voice. “Mr. Black.” He immediately went over 

and shook Black’s hand, as well as Mr. Elgin. “I did not see you sitting there.”  
“Please sit down,” Black said. 
After inquiring about Mr. Elgin’s health, he continued his story. By this time Jamaica came 

and joined the three men at the table. Kevon also moved closer so he could hear what Springer 
had to say. 

“You see, the fact is that there is a new operator working the port.” 
“What’s his name?” Jamaica asked. 
“Patrick Walker.” 
“I never hear of him.” 
“A disrespectful old cuss from Trinidad who has been running off or flat-out stealing me 

customers. He is making it hard for me to make a good living.” 
“Is that why you come to me with this?” Jamaica said and held up the envelope. 
“Yes. That is the reason why I can not give you the amount we have agreed upon,” Springer 

said and once again dropped his head.  
Black looked at Springer with his head hanging low and then to Jamaica. “You go on back to 

your boat now, Springer,” Jamaica said to him. “Maybe I call ’pon this man. Have a talk with him 
’bout the meaning of good business.” 

“Thank you,” Springer said and got up quickly. He said good-bye to Black and Mr. Elgin, and 
Kevon walked him out. 

“Don’t worry, Springer. This matter will be dealt with. You can count on that,” Kevon assured 
his friend and went back inside. 

“What are you going to do about that, Jay?” Black asked. 
“Like I said, I will send someone ’round there to see what is really goin’ on with Springer.” 
“I want to be the one you send,” Kevon said. 
“That is not a bad idea. If this man is new to the island he won’t know you, and may do his 

tricks with you.” 
“I’ll go with you,” Black said. “We’ll take a run at him first-thing tomorrow,” he said and 

continued his conversation.  
When Black was ready to leave he said good-bye to Mr. Elgin. Jamaica stepped close to him. 

“Let me talk to you for a minute,” he said and pulled Black to the side and told him about Jacara’s 
appearance at the dress shop.  



“You know, Jay, as soon as you said she called you, I knew she was goin’ to do something like 
that. But as long as there wasn’t any drama, I ain’t gonna sweat it.” 

“No worries then,” Jamaica said and walked out with Black. 
“None.” 
  

Chapter Ten  
 
Mike Black 

  
Bright and early the next morning, I left CeCe asleep in the room, and me and Kevon went 

down to the dock to deal with Springer’s issue. When we got there and saw Springer, we walked 
up to him right away. Kevon leaned close to him. “Act as if we have come to charter your boat for 
fishing.” 

“As you wish,” Springer said and went into his sales pitch. He showed us the boat and told us 
about his price and what we could expect from him as the tour operator. When Springer stepped 
away to prepare for the tour, it wasn’t long before another man stepped to us. 

“Good morning, gentleman. It is a fine day for doing a little fishing,” the man said. 
“That’s what we come to do,” Kevon said. 
“Well, if it’s fishing you want to do, I mean, if that is really what you wish to do, then this not 

the boat for you.” 
“Is that right,” Kevon said. 
“This is a fact that is beyond question. My name is Walker, and if you want to experience a 

top-notch fishing experience, then I only ask that you come take a look at my boat, hear what I 
have to offer, and I will make you this promise.” 

“What is that?” 
“I will gladly beat whatever price he offered you,” Walker said. 
Kevon turned to me. “What do you think?” 
“We could at least hear what the man has to say,” I said. 
“Right,” Walker said and led us away to his boat. Once we got to his boat, Walker went into 

his pitch. “If you’re looking to do some serious Bahamas’ fishing then look no further. It’s no 
secret that the Bahamas has some of the best sports fishing you’ll find anywhere in the world. The 
waters that surround Bahamas’ seven hundred islands are teeming with the most prized game 
fish.” 

“As I said earlier, that is what we come to do,” Kevon said and looked back at Springer. He 
was standing on the deck of his boat, shaking his head, but smiling to himself knowing what 
Walker would face. 

“This is a small charter, so you will receive personalized attention and instruction if need be. I 
am an experienced, energetic captain, and my goal is to make sure you have a great time. And I 
never come home without fish.” 

“How much for how long?” 
“Four hour charters include free bait, and all of your equipment is provided. All fish are 

cleaned, and you keep all that you catch.” 
“How much?” 
“What was Springer’s price?” 



“How much?” 
“Only sixty dollars per fisherman.” 
Kevon looked at me, and I nodded my head in agreement. “Deal. When do we leave?” 
“Right now, if you are ready.” 
With that Walker, his two young crewmen, along with me and Kevon, boarded the boat and 

set sail. As we headed out for open water, Walker continued. “More and more fishermen come to 
Grand Bahama Island to deep-sea fish to catch the big one, and many leave doing just that. The 
warm tropical waters surrounding Freeport are home to some of the biggest and best deep-sea 
game fish on Earth. Just a few hundred yards offshore are marlin, yellow-fin and blue-fin tuna, king 
fish, barracuda, and wahoo. Deep-sea fishing the way it’s supposed to be.” 

“The water is a bit rough today,” Kevon commented to one of the crewmen. 
“There is a hurricane coming this way.”  
“I hadn’t heard that,” Kevon said and glanced at me. I hadn’t heard that either, and thought 

that we should make plans to get off the island before it hit. 
“They say it might hit the island in a day, maybe two.” 
The entire way out I relaxed and enjoyed the ride. I wasn’t into fishing at all. In fact, I thought 

it was as much fun as watching grass grow, but I loved being out on the waiter. I gave serious 
thought to buying a boat of my own. I had come close to getting one while Cassandra was alive, 
but since she didn’t share my enthusiasm for the water, I figured it would be a waste of money.  

Once the boat was at sea and anchored for fishing, Walker and his crewmen began to 
breakout the tackle for me and Kevon to begin our day of fishing. 

It was at that moment that Kevon chose to approach Walker. “Listen, mon, let me ask you a 
question?” 

“Tell me what I can answer for you?” 
“Do you think it was right what you did to the other tour operator?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“I mean, we had made a deal with him to take us out, and then while his back was turned, you 

sneak in and promise to beat his price.” 
Walker laughed. “Well, you know, it was your choice to take advantage of my charter as 

opposed to his. I did not force to you get on this boat.” 
“That’s true, all very true,” I finally stood up and said. “But I get the feeling that this wasn’t 

the first time that you stole a customer from Mr. Springer.” 
Once again, Walker laughed, but this time it was more of a nervous laugh as me and Kevon 

stood close to him. “What you must understand is that this is business and sometimes in business, 
you must be aggressive if you wish to do well.” 

“Nobody understands that point better than I do,” I told Mr. Walker. “However, Mr. Springer 
is a good man with a business to run, too.” 

Kevon put his arm around Walker. “You think what you are doin’ is fair? I mean fair to 
Springer?” 

“All is fair in business.”  
I laughed. “Mr. Springer is a very good friend of mine, so what you’re doin’, it ends today. 

From now on, if somebody approaches him, you will leave them to him. If somebody approaches 
you, he will extend you the same courtesy. And tomorrow morning, another friend of mine is 



goin’ to come around, and he’ll let you know how much it’s gonna cost you to do business at my 
dock.” 

“Are you trying to intimidate me?” 
“Not at all,” I said. “I’m not trying to intimidate you. I’m tellin’ you how things are gonna be 

from this point for-ward.” 
Walker turned to his men. “Pull up the anchor and take us back to the dock right away. I 

want you off my boat.” 
Kevon took out his gun and pointed it at the two crew-men. “Don’t do a thing.” 
Walker looked at Kevon and then back at me, by that point I had my gun out and was 

pointing it at Walker’s head. 
Kevon leaned close to Walker. “Are you intimidated now?” 
Walker raised his hands slowly. “Yes,” he said quietly. Kevon punched him in the stomach 

and Walker fell to his knees.  
“You there,” Kevon said to one of the crewmen. “Get me a rope,” he said and turned back to 

Walker. “I don’t think you have a good understanding of what I am saying just yet.” 
“I understand,” Walker said, still on his knees gasping for air. 
When the crewman returned with the rope, Kevon told him to tie one end to the bow and the 

other around Walker’s ankles. When the rope was tied, Kevon turned to the crewmen. “Now you 
can pull up the anchor and get this boat moving.” They did as they were told and took off slowly. 

Me and Kevon helped Walker get up and carried him to the side of his boat. Then we picked 
him up by his legs and slowly lowered him, face first, into the water.  

“Okay, you can stop now,” I said and looked at Kevon. “Pull him up.” 
“You understand now?” Kevon asked Walker. 
Walker began spitting out water and trying to catch his breath. 
“I don’t think he’s got it yet,” I said, and we lowered him back into the water. “Move it a little 

faster this time.” 
By this time, Walker’s crewmen were smiling and gladly did what they were told. They 

thought that Walker had it coming to him and seemed glad to be a part of it. 
“Okay,” I said again, and they brought the boat to a stop.  
Once again, Kevon asked, “You understand now?” 
“Yes, yes,” Walker spit out quickly before he started coughing and spitting water. 
“Good, man,” Kevon said, and we pulled Walker back into the boat. 
“You can take us back now,” I said. “But take your time. I love being on the water.” 
  

Chapter Eleven 
  
It was already raining early the following morning. While Black was making arrangements for 

them to leave the island before the storm hit, he got a call from Chang. He had just returned to 
Freeport from his trip to Cuba and was anxious to get together with Black to discuss the details of 
their venture. 

“To be honest with you, Chang, I was making plans to get off the island before you called,” 
Black told Chang. “Why don’t we get together when we get back to New York? This way Martin 
will be able to sit in with us.” 



“Here is the situation. I spoke with Cristóbal several times while I was there. He is still here 
on the island. He still feels that we should make an investment in oil development.” 

“I understand that. It puts him in a better position financially. But we all agreed; oil is not 
where the future is.” 

“And that is still my position. That has not changed. As you said, when the oil is gone it’s 
gone. You can always grow more sugar cane.” 

“Exactly. So if that’s the case, why are we even talking about oil?” 
“I only agreed to speak with him as a courtesy to Clemente Eustaquio. As I said, Clemente is a 

trusted old friend, whom I have done business with for years.” 
“I can understand that.” 
“I assure you that we will take care of our business and be off the island long before the storm 

hits.” 
“So when does he want to get together?” 
“Early this afternoon over lunch, so please bring your associate with you. Martin tells me that 

she is quite charming, in addition to being very beautiful.” 
Black looked at CeCe who was sitting across from him packing. “She is that and so much 

more.” 
“After that, I am leaving the island going back to New York on my private jet. I would be 

honored if you would join me.” 
“I accept your most gracious offer.” 
“Excellent. My limousine will pick you up at your hotel at noon.” 
“We’ll be ready,” Black said and hung up the phone. He looked at CeCe, who was looking at 

him. 
“Two things,” CeCe said and held up two fingers.  
“Yes.” 
“One; have our plans changed?” 
“Yes. Before we leave the island, we are going to have lunch with some business associates. 

And then, Chang, the Chinese guy I told you about, invited us to fly back to New York on his 
private jet.” 

“Private jet?” 
“Yes, his private jet.” 
“Why don’t you have one of those?” 
“Not this week; next week maybe. What’s the second?” 
“What am I and ‘so much more’?” 
“Martin told Chang that you were quite charming, in addition to being very beautiful.” 
“I have to remember to thank Martin for the compliment.” 
“Right. You just finish packing. The limo will pick us up at noon.” 
At noon when Chang, along with Mei Ai Bao and Xiang Yong picked them up in front of the 

hotel, the rain had intensified along with wind gusts coming from the east. They got into the 
stretch limousine. “This is nice,” CeCe commented. “You might want to pick up one of these 
too.” 

“I own two funeral homes. I got a fleet of these,” Black whispered. 
 They arrived at Cristóbal’s house on the island. It was located in McLean’s Town, which was 

about forty kilometers outside of Freeport. It was the farthest settlement on the east end of the 



island that could be reached by a road that consisted of two roughly-paved lanes. The winds were 
stronger on that side of the island as the storm approached faster than anyone had anticipated. 

“Thank you, gentlemen, for coming in all this weather,” Cristóbal said when he opened the 
door. “Please come in. I know you are anxious to hear what I have to say.” 

Chang leaned close to Xiang Yong. “Remain here,” he told his bodyguard before going inside. 
Once everybody was inside, Xiang Yong waited outside, alongside one of Cristóbal’s men. He 

took out a pack of cigarettes and lit one. He found a place to make himself comfortable where he 
could see the road leading to the house.  

Inside the house, lunch was served and after awhile Black, Chang and Cristóbal went into 
another room to talk. Kevon, CeCe and Chang’s assistant, Mei Ai Bao, were asked to wait along 
with two of Cristóbal’s men. 

“Cuba has been oil hunting, not always successfully,” Chang began as they entered the room.  
“This is true,” Cristóbal said and took a seat behind his desk in front of French doors. 

“However, as you know, with discovery of oil field’s revealed within five miles of Cuba’s northern 
coast, we expect yields which could exceed forty percent of Cuba’s total production,” Cristóbal 
said.  

“How much is that?” Black asked.  
“I’d say roughly seventy-five thousand barrels per day of heavy crude. Oil companies from 

China have already begun talks with Cuban energy officials about investments in deep-water 
operations.” 

“I am well aware of this fact, Cristóbal,” Chang said and looked impatiently at his watch. 
In the living room, CeCe and Mei Ai Bao chatted while Kevon stood outside the room. CeCe 

excused herself from the conversation and walked up to one of Cristóbal’s men.  
“Where is the bathroom?” she asked. The two men looked at each other. “Bath—room,” CeCe 

said slowly and a made a motion with her hands. One of the men pointed, and she walked off in 
that direction. 

“What you may not be aware of is that the north Cuban basin holds a substantial quantity of 
oil: ten billion barrels of crude and ten to twenty trillion cubic feet of natural gas. This creates an 
opportunity for foreign oil conglomerates with offers of production-sharing agreements.” 

Chang took a deep breath. “You tell me things that I am already well aware of. And frankly, it 
does nothing to change my mind on this matter.” 

“I am sorry that you feel this way,” Cristóbal said and pushed a button on his desk. 
“I agreed to meet with you today out of respect for Clemente. But unless you have something 

new and profitable to share with us, I’m afraid this meeting will be a short one,” Chang said. 
Outside the house, one of Cristóbal’s men approached Xiang Yong and motioned him for a 

cigarette. When Xiang Yong stood up, the man covered Xiang Yong’s mouth and shoved a knife in 
his stomach.  

“Clemente was an old fool who had outlived his usefulness.” Cristóbal removed a gun from 
the desk drawer and stood up. “That is why I killed him,” he said and shot Chang.  

Cristóbal turned the gun on Black; he hit the floor quickly and took out his gun. Hearing the 
shot, Kevon burst through the door and was immediately shot twice in the chest. Black fired at 
Cristóbal, but he was able to escape through the French doors. 

In the living room, one of Cristóbal’s men shot Mei Ai Bao and started toward the office 
while the other went after CeCe.  



She had just come out of the bathroom when the shooting began and quickly went into one 
of the other rooms and hid under the bed. 

Black got to his feet and went after Cristóbal. When he made it to the doors, Black could see 
him running and fired at him, but missed. Black came back inside and saw one of Cristóbal’s men 
standing over Kevon’s body. He looked at Black and both men fired. Black hit him with two shots 
to the head, but felt pain and burning in his stomach.  

He kicked the gun away from Cristóbal’s man and knelt down next to Kevon. He checked for 
a pulse. “Good-bye, my friend,” Black said and closed his eyes. 

Black picked up Kevon’s gun and went into the living room. He saw Mei Ai Bao’s lifeless body 
slumped over on the couch, but no CeCe. 

“CeCe!” he screamed and went looking for her. 
Black opened the front door and saw Xiang Yong’s body. “Damn.” He looked around to see if 

he saw her and went back inside. Knowing that there were at least two more of Cristóbal’s men as 
well as Cristóbal himself, Black moved through the house slowly.  

Cristóbal’s men separated and began going room to room looking for CeCe. One had just 
checked a room and came back into the hall when he spotted Black. But Black saw him first and 
let loose with both guns. The man went down. Black took his gun and shot him twice in the head 
with it before moving on. 

“CeCe,” he called again, but got no answer.  
Though he tried not to think about it, his mind drifted to thoughts of Cassandra. He couldn’t 

let another woman die because he wasn’t there to protect her. He gripped his guns a little tighter 
and continued his search, hoping that he wouldn’t find her dead. 

Cristóbal’s man finally made it to the room where CeCe was hiding under the bed. She held 
her breath and tried to remain as still as possible. She had heard Black calling for her and knew he 
was coming for her. She just hoped that he would get to her before it was too late. 

CeCe watched the man’s feet as he moved through the room looking for her. She closed her 
eyes when he stopped in front of the bed. “There you are, bitch.” 

CeCe opened her eyes and saw the gun pointed at her. She shut her eyes tightly, and then she 
heard a shot; then another. She opened her eyes and saw the man lying on the floor next to the 
bed. 

Black turned the bed over and held his hand out to help CeCe get up. “Are you all right?” 
Black asked. 

CeCe got up and threw her arms around him. “I’m okay.” 
“Come on. We gotta get outta here,” Black said and dropped to his knees. 
CeCe looked at him and saw the blood on his shirt. “Oh my god! You’ve been shot!”  
  

Chapter Twelve  
 
CeCe struggled, but was able to help Black to his feet. She draped his arm over her shoulder 

and helped him walk out of the room.  
“Where’s Kevon?” 
“He’s dead,” Black said as he walked. He could feel him-self starting to get light-headed, most 

likely from the loss of blood pressure. By the time they got to the door, he felt like his legs were 
about to give out on him.  



CeCe could feel the weight of his body increase on her shoulders. “Hold on, baby. I’m gonna 
get you outta here.”  

As they got closer to the door, they could hear what sounded like more shots being fired. They 
stopped. Black took a deep breath and raised his weapon. “Get behind me,” he said. 

“It sounded like it was coming from outside,” CeCe said, and they continued making their 
way through the house. Her breath got caught in her throat when she saw Kevon’s body lying in 
the doorway. She wanted to cry but she knew that she needed to be strong. When she saw Mei Ai 
Bao’s dead body on the couch, CeCe looked the other way and kept going toward the door. 

When they reached the door, Black leaned against the wall and looked out the window. “Do 
you see anybody?” CeCe asked. 

“No. But it’s hard to tell with all that rain. Wait here.” Black opened the door and stepped 
outside with his gun raised. CeCe followed him out, having to step over Xiang Yong’s body. By 
then she was used to it and the sight of an-other dead body didn’t faze her as much. 

“We got to make it to that limo,” Black said. He started walking, but his legs were giving out, 
and he had to steady himself against the wall to keep from falling.  

“No,” CeCe said and took Kevon’s gun from his waist. “You stay here and save your strength. 
I’ll get the car.” 

“You know how to use that?” 
“No, but it will come to me,” she said and ran out into the pouring rain toward the limo. 
Black kept his gun raised and watched as CeCe made it to the limo. She stopped in front of 

the limo and looked back at him. Then she moved around to the side, then around to the other 
side. CeCe opened the driver’s-side door and stepped back quickly. 

When Black saw her running back toward the house, he knew that something was wrong. 
“The driver is dead. All four tires are flat and there’s a big hole in the front.” 
“Cristóbal. That was what that shooting was,” Black said and CeCe helped him back inside.  
“What now?” CeCe said.  
“Get the phone from Kevon’s pocket. Jamaica’s number is programmed. Call him and tell 

him to come get us.” 
“That could take a while, especially in this weather,” CeCe said and pushed Mei Ai Bao’s 

body off the couch so Black could lie down. 
“You got a better idea, now’s the time.” 
CeCe went to the office where Kevon’s body lay. She got down on her knees, exhaled and 

pulled the phone from his pocket. She hit the menu button, selected the phone book and scrolled 
to the Js. There above Jamaica’s name and number her eyes focused on the name that was listed 
before it. 

“Jacara.” 
She looked at Black and wondered if the woman she’d met was the same one, and if she was, 

was she a friend of his or Kevon’s. She knew that since Black didn’t have a phone, he used Kevon’s 
all the time, but she knew this wasn’t the time to ask him.  

She got up and went back to the living room, dialing Jamaica’s number as she walked. “What 
you say, Kevon?” he answered. 

“Jamaica, this is CeCe. Black’s been shot, and we need you to come get us.” 
Jamaica stood up, grabbed the closest gun to him and started for the door. “Where are you?” 
CeCe paused. “I really don’t know exactly, but we’re not in Freeport anymore.” 



When she got back to the couch Black reached for the phone. “Jay. We’re in McLean’s 
Town.” 

“—the fuck you doing way out there?” 
“Getting shot. We’re in a house off the main road, just before you get to town. There’s a bar 

on the north road, the turn is just past that.” 
“I think I know where you talkin’ ’bout. I’m on my way.” 
“Hurry.” 
“How bad is it?” 
“Just get here as fast as you can.” 
“Who shot you?” 
“One of Cristóbal’s men.” 
“Who is that?” 
“The Venezuelan I told you about. He’s probably heading back to Freeport by now.” 
“Me put the island on lockdown.” 
“Right; just get here,” Black said. “Jay.” 
“Yeah.” 
“Bring a doctor,” he said and ended the call then handed the phone back to CeCe. 
“What can I do for you now?” 
“You need to find something to dress this wound until they get here.” 
“Like what?” 
“Look in the bathroom first, if you don’t find any first-aid stuff, look in the trunk of the 

limo.”  
CeCe checked the bathroom without success and then the limo. She came back empty 

handed. 
“Find some clean sheets and a knife or scissors. And you’re gonna need a bowl of warm 

water,” Black told her and she went in search of the objects. 
When CeCe returned, she carefully unbuttoned his shirt and slowly peeled the blood-soaked 

cloth away from the wound. Black told her to cut a piece of the sheet, get it damp and clean 
around the wound. “Try not to touch the wound.” 

“I’ll try,” CeCe said and did as she was asked.  
It wasn’t easy for her. There was so much blood. She thought about the night she came into 

the living room and found Cash Money and two of his boys shot to death. That night she ran back 
to her bedroom, locked the door, and called the police.  

“What now?” she asked. 
“Cut a big piece of the sheet, fold it over and put it over the wound. Then cut a long piece, 

wrap it around me and tie it.” 
Once she was done, CeCe laid him on his back and tried to make him as comfortable as 

possible. All they could do now was, wait. 
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
The wind began to howl and the house felt like it was shaking. The force of the wind 

shattered some of the windows. The next rush of wind took out the power in the house. 



“We need to find a room or some place away from these windows,” Black said as wind and 
rain rushed into the room. 

CeCe helped him get to his feet. “There are no windows in the bathroom. Can you walk?” 
“I’m okay. Let’s move,” Black said and put his arm around her shoulder.  
When they got to the bathroom door CeCe said, “Wait here.” And she rushed into one of the 

bedrooms. When she came back, CeCe had a blanket with her. She helped him into the 
bathroom, folded the blanket, and laid it on the floor. Then CeCe helped him as he lay on the 
blanket. “The floor is cold. I didn’t think it was the best thing for you.” 

“Good thinking. Thank you.” 
Once he was comfortable, CeCe left Black in the bathroom to see if she could find some 

candles. When she returned, CeCe called Jamaica to see how much longer it was going to take 
before he got there. 

“The doctor is with me,” Jamaica told her. “But the storm, she bad, you know. It hard to see 
where we are driving. But we come. How is Mike?” 

“He’s holding on. I did what I could to stop the bleeding and cover the wound. The storm 
blew out the windows here, and I had to move him into the bathroom.” 

Jamaica told the doctor what CeCe had just told him. “The doctor say try not to move him 
too much more unless you must.” 

“I won’t. We should be all right in here unless the hurricane gets worse.” 
“If it means anything to you, they are saying it’s just a tropical storm.” 
“No, that doesn’t mean a thing to me. Just hurry and get here.” 
“We come as best we can,” Jamaica said and ended the call. 
“What doesn’t mean a thing to you?” Black asked. 
“That this is a tropical storm and not a hurricane.” 
“That does make a difference. Tropical storm winds aren’t as strong.” 
“Tell that to the windows.” 
“We should have checked the shutters and closed them before we came back inside.” 
“You want me to go out and check,” CeCe asked, hoping he’d say no. Going back outside was 

the last thing she wanted to do. But if he sent her, she would go. 
“Too late for that now, the damage is done. We should be safe from the weather and flying 

glass in here. What else did he say?” 
“That he has the doctor with him. And I should try not to move you if I don’t have to. He 

said it was hard to see, but they’re coming.” 
“Did he say how far they had gotten?” 
“No. You want me to call him back and ask him?” 
“That’s all right. He’ll be here as soon as he can.”  
“You mind if I ask you a question?” CeCe asked.  
“Go ahead. You’re gonna ask me anyway, whether I say it’s cool or not.” 
She was going ask him about Jacara, but then she changed her mind. “Never mind.” 
“Go ahead and ask me.” 
“How long was it before Cassandra met your mother?” CeCe asked, quickly thinking of 

something else she wanted to know.  
“About three weeks, I guess.” 
“What? What did you say?”  



“There go those pouty lips again.” 
“I guess you developed that little rule after you met her.” CeCe said quietly. 
“No. My mother has only met two women that I’ve been involved with. Cassandra being one, 

and the other was Regina.” 
“Bobby’s mentioned her a few times.” 
“Bobby talks too much.” 
“I told you, Bobby likes to talk to me. He’s just full of fascinating stories about the two of you. 

You two were together for a long time, so her I can understand.” 
“For a number of reasons, it took Regina five years before she met my mother, and that was 

mostly because I was walking down the street with her and we ran into my mother. I didn’t have 
much choice but to introduce her.” 

“Was Cassandra that special to you that she got to meet her in three weeks?” 
“There was a good reason why they met so quickly.” 
“What was that?” 
“My mother was a nurse and Cassandra needed her skills.” 
“What happened to her?” 
“She was shot, and I needed someplace to keep her safe, with somebody I could trust and 

know that she’d be taken care of.” 
“Who shot her?” 
“Some guy dressed like a cop.” 
“Huh? Why did some guy dressed like a cop shoot her?” 
“You mean Bobby didn’t tell you?” 
“No, that was one he missed.” 
“When we met, Cassandra was a player in the cocaine game. Back then, she went by the name 

Shy. The only one who called her Cassandra was me.” 
Black saw the surprised look on her face. 
“I guess Bobby didn’t tell you that either.” 
“No. I’m gonna have to have a little talk with him about that too.” 
“Yeah, well, it makes me feel a little better that he’s selective about what he tells you.” 
“He never talks about y’all’s business or anything like that, if that’s what you’re talking about.” 
“That’s what I’m talking about.” 
“So, how’d she get shot?” 
“Drug deal gone bad.” 
“That’s it? ‘Drug deal gone bad.’ I’m sure there’s more to it than that?” 
“You want to hear the whole story?” 
“We seem to have plenty of time.” 
“When we met, somebody was trying to kill her. She thought it was me for a while.” 
“Why did she think it was you?” 
“I used to get credit or blamed for a lotta shit that went on those days.” 
“So what happened?” 
“I wasn’t there. But I heard Cassandra tell the story so many times, at times I feel like I was 

right there with her.” 
“If you were with her, you would have saved her like you just did for me. I thought I was 

about to die.” 



“Now you understand why I try not to involve you in any of this. If I had the slightest idea 
that anything like this was gonna happen, I wouldn’t have brought you with me. But this was 
supposed to be a quiet business lunch between legitimate businessmen. I don’t think I could live 
with myself if something happened to you because of my business.” 

“You blame yourself for her death?” 
“Yes.” 
“Why?” 
“Because it was my fault. She was murdered over something somebody felt I was responsible 

for. I couldn’t take it if that happened to you.” 
“That may be one of the sweetest things you’ve ever said to me. But go on. Tell me how she 

got shot.” 
“She was going to do a deal at some warehouse, but I had a bad feeling about it so I sent 

Bobby to follow her.” 
“Why didn’t you go?” 
“Because I gave her my word that I would let her handle her business; and I promised not to 

follow her. But she didn’t say anything about Bobby so I sent him. Anyway, Bobby saw six men in 
police vests get out of their cars and go in the building. Shit was about to get wild inside,” Black 
said and thought about the story he’d heard Shy tell so many times.  

When the police opened fire, Shy pulled out one of her guns and began shooting as she ran to 
the table. Then Orlando, who she was doing the deal with, grabbed the case with the money and 
ran to the steps. “This way, Shy!” She followed Orlando up some steps to a window that led to a 
fire escape. When he opened the window he was shot immediately. Shy hid behind a large box 
against the wall as a cop entered the building through the window. He aimed his weapon, looking 
left in her direction and then to the right. As he turned back, Shy came out of hiding and fired 
twice. The first shot grazed his temple; the second shot hit him in the chest. The cop fell to the 
ground and dropped his gun, but was wearing a bulletproof vest. Shy was glad that she didn’t have 
to kill him.  

Shy picked up the case with the money and placed it on the fire escape. “Freeze!” another cop 
yelled from the top of the steps. Shy turned and pointed her gun at the cop. He fired, hitting Shy 
in her upper-right chest, in the shoulder area. She returned fire as she fell and hit him with one 
shot to the head.  Shy struggled to get to her feet and went out the window. She picked up the 
case and proceeded down the fire escape. When she got to the ground she started running toward 
the street. She hit the corner and two cops fell in be-hind her and opened fire. But Black didn’t 
think CeCe needed to know all that. 

“Anyway, long story short, Cassandra ended up having to shoot her way outta there until 
Bobby picked her up.” 

“Sounds like an old Pam Grier movie from the seventies,” CeCe commented.  
“After that, seeing her shot like that, knowing that she almost died, it made me realize that I 

had to get her away from that life before it got her killed. So once she settled her business, we 
moved down here. I thought she would be safe here, and she was for a while.” 

“But it didn’t workout that way, did it?” 
“No it didn’t.” 
CeCe got up and went to the closest window. The rain had intensified considerably since 

she’d gone out to the limo. And the wind was blowing so hard that the windowpanes rattled. She 



could see the palm trees around the house were bending in the wind. “You think we’ll be all right 
in here?” CeCe said when she came back in the bathroom. 

“I think so. Storms hit these islands all the time. I figure a house like this, as close as it is to 
the water, was built to take it.” 

“I’ve never been in a storm like this before. Just the sound of the wind is scary,” CeCe said 
and came and sat close to Black. 

As the storm raged outside, Black and CeCe remained in the bathroom and talked. “You 
know something,” CeCe said. 

“What’s that?” 
“I’m glad we came down here.” 
“You are,” Black said with a curious look on his face.  
“I mean other than this, you getting shot and what not; this has really been a good trip.” 
“Has it really?” 
“It really has.” 
“Other than me getting shot.” 
“Yes, that and the fact that we’re trapped in a house in the middle of nowhere while a 

hurricane—” 
“Tropical storm.” 
“Whatever. It’s raining really hard, and the wind is blowing hard enough to shake the house 

and blow out the windows.” 
“You forgot about us being stuck in the bathroom.” 
CeCe looked around. “I don’t know how I could have missed that.” 
“I can’t explain that either.” 
“Okay, I admit, things are bad now. They’re pretty fucked up actually. But in spite of all this 

that we got going on right now, this has given me something I didn’t have before.” 
“What’s that?” 
“For the first time since I’ve known you, you’ve opened up to me.” 
“I guess getting shot has made me talkative.” 
“If I had known that was all it took, I would have shot you a long time ago,” CeCe said and 

smiled, but Black didn’t seem to be amused. “I’m only kidding. I would never do anything to hurt 
you. I hope you know that. I’ve been in love with you since the first time I saw you.” 

“You have?” Black asked.  
He thought about the fact the he fell in love with Cassandra the first time he saw her and had 

to work his way into her heart. The same way CeCe was working hard to work her way into his. He 
found the parallel intriguing. 

“Yes, I have. From the minute you walked up and Angelo introduced you as Batman. From 
that minute on, I was hooked.” 

“I didn’t know that.” 
“It’s true. But I’ll tell you something, it’s not just what we’ve been talking about in this house—

I don’t know. Maybe it’s the island air or something—I don’t know. But since we’ve been here, 
you’ve told me things and shown me things about you that have made me understand you better.” 

“I’m glad this is working for you. At the moment, I wish we’d stayed in New York.” 



“And believe me, I understand you feeling that way. But like I said, now I have a better 
understanding of you. Who you are, why you do the things you do, and why you treat me the way 
you do. And that’s something I don’t think we would have gotten to in New York.” 

“How do I treat you?” 
“You keep me at a distance.” 
“Do I?” 
“You really do, but not all the time. Sometimes I really think you’re feelin’ me the way I’m 

feelin’ you, and other times you make me feel like I’m just another piece of ass for you to get.” 
“I didn’t know I made you feel that way. If I do, I’m sorry.” 
“No need for you to apologize, because now I understand why you keep me at arms length. 

Why your answer to most things is ‘because it’s for your own good’.” 
“And why do you think that is?” 
“You’re afraid that if I get too close to you, if you let me get too deep into your world that 

something will happen to me.” 
“You’re right. That’s it exactly.” 
“See, I understand that now. See now I know that you do feel something for me. I don’t know 

what it is. I don’t even think you know what it is you feel for me.” 
“You’re right about that, too,” Black had to admit. 
“But it’s something and its real, and that makes me feel good. So, in spite of all this, I’m glad 

we had this time together.” 
“I’m glad that you’re glad.” 
“It’s also made me realize something else—something I’m not so glad about.” 
“What’s that?” 
“Now I know that I have nothing at all to fear from your little shake dancin’, wifey look-a-

like.” 
“You don’t?” Black asked as a look of curiosity and confusion covered his face.  
“She’s not the one I have to compete with. My only real competition for your heart is your 

wife.” 
“She is?” 
“Are you asking me or telling me?” 
“I’m asking why you think she is.” 
“You are still very much in love with her. I can tell by the look on your face when you talk 

about her. I think when I ask you what you’re thinking about and you say nothing, you’re actually 
thinking about her. So my problem is how do I compete with a dead woman? How do I get past all 
the memories you cling to about her and the love the two of you had? How do I get past you 
thinking that if I get too close that what happened to her will happen to me, and you feeling like 
her dying, was your fault? How do I get past all that?” 

“I don’t know. I guess that’s something only you can answer for yourself.” 
“I guess you’re right. But I love you, so I guess I’ll find out. I don’t know if you realize it or 

not, but you’re mine, Mike Black, and I’m not going to let you get away,” CeCe said and smiled.  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 



Black held out his hand and CeCe sat down on the floor with him. “Call Jamaica . . . see 
what’s takin’ him so long,” Black said. CeCe picked up Kevon’s phone and dialed the number. 

When Jamaica answered, he explained to CeCe that they had run off the road and got stuck 
in a ditch. Once they got the truck out, it had gotten dark, which made it harder to see. They 
continued on only to get stuck again. This time the culprit was a large tree that had fallen across 
the road.  

“We’re tryin’ to move the tree out the road,” Jamaica said. “I send Alan to find help. He has 
come back with two men with axes. But with the rain, all we have to see by is light from the cars. It 
is going to take us a while to cut and move the tree.” 

CeCe looked at Black, and he knew from her expression that what Jamaica was telling her 
wasn’t good. “I know you’re doing the best you can.” 

“How is Mike?”   
“He’s okay. I’m trying to keep him comfortable.” 
“Tell him to hold on. We are doing our best to get to him.” 
“I will,” CeCe said and ended the called. She looked at Black and told him what Jamaica said. 
“He didn’t say how long he thought it would be, did he?” 
“No, and I didn’t ask him.” CeCe got up to stretch. She walked around the small space, and 

then went into the hallway. She could still hear the wind and rain outside. At times, it felt like a 
freight train was running through the house. 

CeCe went back in the bathroom and lit one of the other candles she had found. 
“Where are you going?” Black asked. 
“I’m going to look around. See how much damage there is.” 
“You aren’t thinkin’ ’bout goin’ outside, are you?” 
“No, but with Jamaica talkin’ about trees being down, I want to see if there are any around 

here. You know, blocking the way in. Holla if you need me,” CeCe said and started to leave. 
Black pointed to the gun on the sink. “Take that with you.” 
CeCe picked up the gun and left him laying there. As she walked down the hall, gun in one 

hand, candle in the other, she thought again about whether or not she could use it. She’d never 
fired a gun before. In fact, this was only the second time she’d actually held one in her hand.   

When she made it to the living room, CeCe stood and listened to the wind slam around the 
house and rattle through the chimney. The wind had begun to shriek, and it sounded like a 
woman screaming. The house creaked and groaned every time a gust hit it. She turned quickly 
when she heard a crashing sound. The wind had blown open the door, and wind and rain began 
gushing into the living room, blowing out her candle.  

CeCe went to close the door, trying to get a look outside. She couldn’t see much, so she 
braved the elements long enough to step outside. The wind hit her full-force and pinned her 
against the house. The rain was cold and hard and stung her face. 

CeCe tried to lean into the wind but it held her there. It was very dark, but she could see 
through squinted eyes that the road leading to the house wasn’t blocked. She pushed herself off 
the wall, and the wind literally carried her back in the house. CeCe struggled to get the door 
closed, and then she got a chair and wedged it against the door to keep it closed. 

It wasn’t long after that the power came on—went out—came on—and then went out again. 
Although it was dark, she could see enough to pick up her candle and make her way back down 
the hall to the bathroom. 



“I was startin’ to get worried,” Black said as CeCe reclaimed her spot.  
“You weren’t thinking about coming after me, were you?” 
“If you had been gone much longer, I would have. What did you find out?” 
“I had to go outside to be sure, but the road leading in here isn’t blocked.” 
“That’s good. At least they’ll be able to get to the house when they get here.” 
“It’s bad out there, baby. It doesn’t seem like it’s gonna letup anytime soon.” 
“Are you all right?” 
“I’m okay; just a little scared, that’s all. I’m just worried about you and when Jamaica will get 

here,” CeCe said and got up again.  
“We’ll be all right. Jamaica will make it here and everything will be fine,” he said and tried to 

move, but it hurt. 
“Are you all right?” CeCe asked. 
“I’m okay.” 
“You sure?” 
“Really . . . I’m okay.” 
“Was Cassandra murdered here on the island?” 
“No. We had moved back to the city and had been back for about a year before it happened.” 
“If she was safe here, why did you go back to New York?” 
“Her getting back to New York, I really didn’t have much choice in. She was never really 

happy here. She missed the city and always wanted to go back. But I was against it, and since there 
was a warrant for her arrest because of the incident I told you about, I had a good enough reason 
to keep her here. To keep her safe.” 

“So what happened to change all that?” 
“She was kidnapped, and they brought her to New York.” 
“Oh,” CeCe said, and it was obvious that she wasn’t expecting or ready for that answer. 
“Something else Bobby didn’t tell you, huh?” 
“Yes, and me and Bobby Ray are gonna have to have a talk about that as soon as we get back. 

He is really falling down on his job.” 
“That’s two points for Bobby in my book.” 
“So what happened? How’d she get kidnapped?”  
“You really want to hear this?” 
“Yes, I do.” 
“I forgot . . . me opening up, right?” 
“It may be a window into the life I claim I want to live.” CeCe started to say the life she was 

going to live when she became Mrs. Mike Black, but she didn’t want to shake him up.  
“Okay. It all began one weekend when Nick was down here. Me and Cassandra had just had a 

fight about her wanting to go back to the city.” 
“So she got herself kidnapped?” 
“No. You want to hear this or not?” 
“I’m sorry. I’ll keep my jokes to myself. You go on. Nick was down here and—” 
“They were at the club we own down here when Nick thought he saw somebody he knew. The 

guy turned out to be an undercover DEA agent. Next thing you know, one of them looked at 
Nick, took out his gun and shot the DEA agent in the head. When he turned and fired on Nick, 
Cassandra grabbed the pump.” 



CeCe sat riveted as Black told her the story of how Cassandra rose up, took aim, fired at and 
dropped one of the men.  

“But with her back turned, she didn’t see one of the men get up. Shots were fired, and they 
ended up taking Cassandra hostage.” 

CeCe looked at Black and all she could do was shake her head. It was a fantastic story—one 
that she couldn’t imagine herself being in. She got kidnapped thinking she was Pam Grier again, 
CeCe thought but thought better of saying. 

She wondered if she had been in that position, would she have grabbed the pump and come 
up blasting or would she have hit the floor and covered her head until the shooting stopped. CeCe 
looked at the gun that she had taken from Black before she ran out in the rain to get the car and 
thought, What if?  

What if somebody was out there waiting? Would she have the courage to raise the weapon, 
aim and pull the trigger? She didn’t know, and there was a part of her that didn’t want to know, 
and glad that she didn’t have to find out. 

  
Chapter Fifteen 
  
Mike Black 

  
Look at her; sitting there by candlelight with Kevon’s gun on the sink next to her. Her hair 

was a mess and the little bit of makeup that she does wear, was gone from being out in the rain. 
That beautiful dress was now covered with my blood and looks like she slept in it. Still, Cameisha 
Collins was a beautiful woman. 

We had been there for hours waiting for Jamaica to come rescue us. Damn, I hate the idea of 
that, having to be rescued I mean. Even though he would tell you different, it only happened one 
other time in my life, and that was by Bobby, so that didn’t count. But CeCe saved my life. If she 
hadn’t been here, I would’ve been dead when Jamaica made it.  

Which was another thing I wondered; where the fuck was he? I knew he was trying to make it 
through a bad tropical storm and on a rough road, but damn, he needed to hurry. No matter 
what, CeCe was great company. She’d always been. And like I said, I owed her my life. 

I remember saying to Cassandra once, “They say relationships that begin under extreme 
circumstances never last.” 

And she told me, “Maybe for other people, but not us.” 
Was this our extreme circumstance and would it have the same effect of binding us together 

the way it had for me and Cassandra? Once again, I found the parallel interesting. 
Cassandra. 
CeCe was right about one thing: I was still in love with Cassandra. I thought about what she 

said, “How do I compete with a dead woman? How do I get past all the memories you cling to 
about her, and the love the two of you had?”  

I told her that it was something that she had to work out for herself. But that was wrong. 
Wrong for me to say it to her; wrong because it wasn’t true. It was something I needed to work 
out.  

Cassandra is dead.  
She’s never coming back—I know that.  



But at times, I act like she was just gone on a long trip and would be back any day now, so I 
couldn’t be hooked up too seriously with another woman. But that was a fantasy I unconsciously 
chose to cling to.  

Cassandra is dead. 
Sometimes I feel like every minute I spent with CeCe, I was being unfaithful to my wife. In 

many ways, I was. Unfaithful to her memory. Unfaithful to the memory of the happiest years of 
my life. We were like words and music. Words and music to the greatest love story ever. I didn’t 
know how to get past all that and move on with my life. Memories of my life with Cassandra 
occupied both my heart and my mind. And they left very little room for any thing or any body. 
Still CeCe managed to squeeze herself into that space and fought for position. A position that I 
denied her, either conscientiously or unconscientiously. And the reason is that I still loved 
Cassandra and I don’t think that would ever change. 

I needed to get to the point where I could honor her memory, keep her in my heart, in my 
mind, and still have enough left to give to another woman. 

I looked at CeCe again and wondered if it was going to be her. Or would I continue to keep 
her at arms distance, or worse, push her away. I wondered what she was thinking. It seemed she 
could see it on my face.  

“What?” CeCe asked. 
“What?” 
“You’re looking at me like you wanna ask me something.” 
“I was just wondering what you were thinking about?” 
“Just thinking.” 
“What about?” 
“About you. You know . . . hoping you’ll be all right. Thinking about us; about the stories 

you’ve been telling me. Thinking about whether that is the life I’m choosing for my-self.” 
“Is that how you feel?” 
“I don’t. At least not anymore. I’ll tell you something. Until today, I thought that your wife—” 
“Cassandra. You can call her Cassandra, or Shy, whichever you feel comfortable with,” I told 

her. Taking what I thought might be a good first step to letting go. 
“Okay. Until today, I thought me and Shy had a lot in common, but now I see that we really 

don’t. Shy was gangster.” 
“Maybe, but she was very much the lady, just like you.” 
“I wouldn’t know it from the stuff you’ve told me about her. The way Bobby made it seem, 

she was this sweet innocent college girl that fell for you. You know, like me,” CeCe smiled. 
“She had a dual degree in management and marketing.” 
“She’s still more gangster than I am. I looked at this gun and I wondered what if there was 

somebody out there, what would I have done?” 
“Let’s hope you never have to find out,” I said. 
I began to feel cold all over, lying there on the floor. “CeCe.” She looked at me. “I’m starting 

to get cold. Come lay next to me,” I said, hoping to use her warmth. CeCe got up and lay down on 
the floor next to me.  

“Is that better?” she asked. 



“Yes,” I lied. It didn’t feel any better. I felt a little lightheaded, and I closed my eyes. I saw 
Freeze running toward me. “Yo, Black, wait up,” he yelled. At first I thought that I had fallen 
asleep and was dreaming. But this wasn’t like any dream I ever had.  

I saw myself standing on a corner waiting for Freeze to catch up with me. He looked so young, 
and so did I. Then I realized what I seeing was the day that Freeze started working for me. 

“Yo, Freeze, what’s up? I thought you were on lockdown for murder?”  
“I got the murder charge dropped on a tech. Cops fucked up the arrest. So I got a year for 

aggravated and walked. Yo, Black . . . so yo like, where you headin’?” 
 I remember the way I just looked at him when he asked me that. I was like who the fuck does 

this kid think he’s talkin’ to?  
“What I really mean is, like, you know, a nigga like me could learn a lot from a nigga like 

you.” Freeze didn’t make eye contact with me. 
I just laughed at him. “Yeah, like how to stay out of jail.” 
“You never been to jail, Black?” 
“Never even been cuffed.”  
“That's what I’m talkin’ ’bout. After bein’ on lockdown for damn near sixteen months, I know 

I never want to go back. Lockdown ain't no place for me.”  
“Okay. You come with me. You do exactly what I say. And I never, and I mean never, want to 

hear you say shit unless I ask you. Got that?” Freeze nodded his head without saying a word. 
“Good. Now let’s go.” 

“No, Black,” Freeze said and shook his head. “It’s not your time yet.”  
I opened my eyes but they felt heavy, like I could barely force them open. I could see CeCe 

talkin’ to me, but I couldn’t really hear what she was saying. I could tell from the look on her face 
that something was wrong. She was looking down at me, and she looked scared—terrified.  

It seemed like she was trying to shake me. And then I saw the tears rolling down her cheeks. A 
cold chill came over me again. It was hard to keep my eyes open, and then I saw Wanda. “Hello, 
Wanda.” 

“I was wondering if you were going to acknowledge my presence,” Wanda said and put her 
hands on her hips. Then I saw us walking through the airport. Just like with Freeze I could see 
myself walking next to her.  

“That’s because if you’re here, something must be wrong, and I’m in too good of a mood for 
you to drag it down.” I remembered this day, too. I had just come back from the Bahamas, and she 
and Bobby met me at the airport.  

 “Oh, so I’m a drag now?” Wanda said and looked insulted. 
Then Bobby appeared, and we looked at each other and started laughing. “Part of your job is 

to tell us shit we don’t want to hear,” Bobby said. 
“It’s what you do,” I added. 
“So do you want to hear what I have to say or not, Mike?”  
“No, Wanda. I already told you whatever you got to say can wait. Did you talk to Freeze about 

it?”  
“No, Mike. I haven’t talked to Freeze about it. Freeze is dead and besides it’s about Shy.” 
“What about her?” 
“Oh, so now because it’s about Shy, you wanna hear what I gotta say?” 
“Just tell me, Wanda.”  



“Shy is dead, Mike.” 
I opened my eyes again. CeCe was still crying and yelling something at me. I struggled to hear 

what she was saying. 
“Baby, please don’t do this. Don’t leave me like this!” 
Even though she was yelling, probably at the top of her lungs, I could hardly hear her. When 

she jumped up, I could see her run out of the room. “We’re back here! Hurry, I think he’s dying!” 
I heard that shit.  
The next thing I saw was Jamaica and two other men standing over me. “Hold on, Black, the 

doctor is here,” I heard Jamaica say. I never saw him look that way. He looked scared and nothing 
scared that nigger. 

“He’s going into shock. Get him off the floor,” I heard somebody say. I guess it was the 
doctor. 

I could tell that they had picked me up, and that we were leaving the bathroom. I tried to 
keep my eyes open. I thought that if I closed my eyes again I would die, but I couldn’t keep them 
open. 

I heard shooting.  
I saw a man chasing me. He fired at me, and I started running down an alley. I could hear his 

footsteps coming up behind me. That’s when I saw another one standing there in front of me. I 
heard more shots. Then Bobby stepped out of the shadows.  

“I can’t let you outta my sight for a minute, can I?” Bobby asked. “Can’t even take a piss in 
peace? I’m standin’ there with my dick in my hand, and I heard gun shots.” I remembered this day, 
too. This was the day that Bobby saved my life. 

“How did you find me?”  
“Followed the gun shots and banged up cars until I found yours. Knew you couldn’t have 

gone too far on foot, so I drove around until I saw this asshole goin’ down the alley with his gun 
out. The rest was pretty easy.” 

“Thanks, Bob.” 
“Yeah, I know, I saved your life, again. But I’ll tell you what, next time I go to the bathroom, 

you’re comin’ with me. You wanna act like a little kid then I’ma treat you like one.” 
“Yeah, whatever.” 
“Black.” 
“Huh?” 
“Black,” Nick said and shook my arm. “Wake up, Black.” 
“What?” I said and opened my eyes. 
“We’re getting ready to land. You gotta fasten your seatbelt.” 
“How long was I asleep?” I asked, looking at Nick. I remembered this day, too. 
“Not long . . . half hour, maybe.”  
Then, it all changed. I was still with Nick, but we were in his car. I knew where I was going, 

and what was going to happen next. Nick and I were driving to my house the night it happened. 
And just as he did that night, he handed me his phone.  

“Hello, Cassandra.”  
“Hi, baby. You back in the city?”  
“Just got off the plane. What you doin’?” 
“Same place you left me—on the couch, watching TV.” 



“How’s my baby?” 
“I just told you, your baby is fine. I’m sitting on the couch, watching TV. However, if you’re 

asking about our baby, Michelle is fine. She’s at Pam’s sister’s house. I called to check on her a 
little while ago.” 

“Tryin’ to get me alone, huh?” 
“You figured that one out all by yourself.” 
“I missed you, baby. I can’t wait to see you.” 
“Well, hurry up. I’m here waiting for you.” Just hearing her voice made me feel warm all over. 
“You talk to Freeze today?” 
“No, baby, Freeze is dead.” 
“Okay. So I’ll see you in about an hour, baby.” 
“I love you so much. Never forget that.” 
Nick parked in front of the house. I watched as Nick drove off before I turned and headed to 

the house. I took out my gun and unlocked the front door, turned off the alarm, and stepped 
inside. 

“Cassandra,” I called out, knowing that she wasn’t going to answer because she was already 
dead. I saw myself go into the living room just like I had that night, and noticed the television was 
tuned to the local news on CBS. “Cassandra.”   

The remote was on the couch and I picked it up to turn off the TV, and headed upstairs. I 
took my time, carefully looking into each of the upstairs rooms until I got to the last one. I opened 
the door slowly and stepped inside. 

“Daddy!” 
Michelle came running toward me in a beautiful white dress. I dropped to my knees and 

hugged her.  
This wasn’t right.  
Michelle was just a baby the night it happened, but there she was, as she is now, a beautiful 

three-year-old little girl that looks just like her mother. 
“I missed you, Daddy.” 
“I missed you, too, baby,” I said and held on to her as tight as I could.  
“You were gone so long I didn’t think you were coming back,” Michelle said and kissed me 

several times on my cheek. 
“You know daddy will never leave you.” 
“I know,” Michelle said and kissed me again. 
“Michelle, daddy needs to ask you something.” 
“What’s that?” 
“Where’s your mother?” 
“Mommy’s gone, Daddy. Remember, you told me, it’s just you and me now.”  
I opened my eyes and I was in my room at my mother’s house in Freeport. I looked around 

the room, and CeCe was sitting in the chair next to the bed with Michelle asleep in her lap, 
wearing that same white dress.  

“Hi.” 
“Hi,” CeCe said softly, and a big beautiful smile came over her face. “Good to have you back.” 
“How long was I out?” 
She looked at her watch. “About twenty hour’s maybe.”  



“I see you two have met.” 
“Yes, we’re going to be best friends, you know,” CeCe said. 
“Really.” 
“That’s what she told me. She’s so adorable and such a little lady.” 
“You can thank M for that. I guess you’ve met M, too.” 
“Yes.” And then she whispered. “I don’t know if we’re going to be best friends.” 
I laughed a little but it hurt. 
“How do you feel?” 
“It hurts when I laugh, but I’m okay.” 
“The doctor said that you lost a lot of blood, but he got the bullet out, and you’ll be fine. But 

you need to rest.” 
“Got that part covered,” I said, and Michelle began to move. “Hi, baby.” 
“Hi, Daddy.” Michelle got up and lay in the bed next to me. She curled up next to me the way 

she always did and went back to sleep. 
CeCe got up and sat down on the bed next to me. She kissed me lightly on the lips and took 

my hand in hers. “It’s good to have you back. I thought I was going to lose you.” 
“You saved my life, you know that?” 
“I didn’t do anything.” 
“Yes, you did. If it wasn’t for you I would’ve died. I’ll never forget that.” 
“After you saved my life, it was the least I could do.” 
“I need you to do something for me.” 
“What’s that?” 
“I need you to get in touch with Wei Jiang. Tell him that Huang Chang, Mei Ai Bao and 

Xiang Yong are dead.” 
“Jamaica took care of that last night. Jiang is on the island now making arrangements for the 

bodies. He’s been here to see you. He said to tell you not to worry. Cristóbal will be taken care of 
in time, and he would like to get together when you get back to New York.” 

“Kevon?” 
“Jamaica took care of that, too. His funeral is the day after tomorrow. So you see—everything is 

taken care of. All you have to do is rest and get better.” 
CeCe lay on the bed next to me, careful not to touch my wound. I felt content, laying there in 

between Michelle and CeCe. I closed my eyes and thought about the images I had seen while I was 
out—Freeze telling me that it wasn’t my time yet, Bobby saving my life, Wanda in her usual role as 
bearer of bad news, telling me that Cassandra was dead. And then there was Michelle. Mommy’s 
gone, Daddy. 

I’d had that dream I don’t know how many times since that day. It was different every time, 
but no matter how it changed, Bart would always be there. And it didn’t matter what I did, he 
always killed her. 

But not this time. This time neither Bart nor Cassandra were there—just Michelle telling me 
that Cassandra was gone and it was just the two of us now. I looked over at CeCe.  

Maybe not. 
 



Two days later we laid Kevon to rest and my people came down for the funeral. At the 
cemetery, as Kevon’s casket was being lowered into the ground, CeCe leaned over and asked the 
question that I’ve been waiting for her to ask, but hoped she wouldn’t. “Who is that woman?” 

I turned to her slowly and asked with a straight face. “What woman?” I asked, knowing that 
we both knew what woman she was talking about. 

“The one over there in the tight blue dress that keeps staring at you. She stares at you until 
she sees that I’m watching her, and then she starts mean muggin’.” 

“That is Jacara Delbridge. You remember; she’s the woman you met at the dress shop.” 
“Yeah, her,” CeCe said and returned Jacara’s mean look. 
“Since you already know who she is, why you asking me?” 
“To see how you were gonna answer me. I guess I don’t have to ask the next question.” 
“No. But go ahead and ask it anyway. Just so everything is out in the open,” I said as we 

walked to the car hand in hand while Jacara looked on with her hands on her hips. 
CeCe leaned close to me. “Are you fuckin’ her?” she asked quietly so Michelle wouldn’t hear 

her. 
I nodded my head. 
“Is she going to be a problem?” 
“Not for me.” 
“You know what I mean. Is she going to be a problem for you and me? Or am I assuming too 

much?” 
“No.” 
“No what?” 
“No, she’s not going to be a problem for you and me and no, you're not assuming too much,” 

I said and squeezed her hand. 
“She the reason you were so desperate to keep me off this island?” 
“No. I told you the reason for that,” I said and picked up Michelle. “And now that you ladies 

are best friends,” I kissed Michelle on the cheek and looked around for M, “and you’ve met M, 
that’s not a problem anymore.” 

When we left the cemetery, M had a little gathering at the house. I mingled around for a while 
and then I took my doctor’s advice and went inside to rest. A half hour later, Bobby walked in. 
“Mike, there’s some Bruce Lee lookin’ mutha fucka outside; says he wants to talk to you.” 

“His name is Wei Jiang. Wanda says he’s connected so show him some respect. Send 
somebody to get him and have him wait in the living room. Then you come on back here.” 

When Bobby came back we talked about the deal with the Chinese and the Cubans. Then I 
told him how I ended up getting shot. “Maybe I’m gettin’ old, careless and shit, but I didn’t see it 
coming.” 

“I can’t let you outta my sight for a minute, can I?” 
I laughed. “I guess you can’t.” 
“You remember the last time I let you go off by yourself; you almost got yourself killed then 

too.” 
“You know I thought about that night.” 
“You can’t die on me Mike. I won’t have anybody to talk to. So as soon as you’re feeling better 

you and I will plan a little trip to Venezuela and cut this crisaboogie mutha fuckas heart out.” 
“Go on and tell Jiang to come in,” I told Bobby and he came back to the room with him. 



“How are you feeling my friend?” Jiang asked as he sat down. 
“Much better.” 
“That is good to hear.” 
“I am sorry about Chang, Mei Ai Bao and Xiang Yong,” I said. 
“They will be missed. Chang was like a brother to me. I will feel his loss for many years.” 
“I hate to ask at a time like this, but how is Chang’s death going to affect our business with 

the Cubans?” 
“I’m sorry to say that without Chang, there is no business with the Cubans. The contacts were 

his; contacts he spent years developing. With Chang dead, the Cubans will most assuredly turn to 
Cristóbal to do business with.” 

“Cristóbal knew that and that’s why he killed Chang.” 
“I agree.” 
“Where is Cristóbal now?” 
“I know what you are thinking my friend, but Cristóbal has also killed Clemente Eustaquio.” 
“I know. He told Chang that before he shot him.” 
“He has consolidated power in a town called El Peronil and has a small army protecting him; 

which makes him al-most impossible to get to.” 
“Nobody is impossible to get to.” 
“This is true. However, now is not the time. Now is the time for patience. But I assure you; 

this act of dishonor will not go unpunished. In time we will have our revenge,” Jiang got up and 
shook my hand. “Rest well my friend.” Jiang bowed slightly and left the room. 

Bobby followed him to the door and closed it behind him. “Fuck Bruce Lee,” he said. “When 
we going down there?” 

“Jiang is right. If he is protected like that, gettin’ his ass is gonna take time and planning. And 
I know the perfect per-son to set it in motion.” I looked at Bobby and smiled. “Send Monika in.” 

 
 

 Chapter Sixteen 
 
For the next two weeks Black remained in Freeport, recovering from his wounds and enjoying 

being with Michelle and CeCe. When he felt that he was well enough to travel, he and CeCe went 
to his new house in Nassau. But after a few days they both agreed that they missed being with 
Michelle. The next morning Black got up early and came back that night with Michelle. Over the 
next three months, Black took a very active role in Jamaica’s expansion and enjoyed his life with 
his girls until a visitor arrived at the Yellow Rose. 

“Hello, Monika,” CeCe said when she answered the door. She led Monika through the house 
and out to the pool. When they got outside, Black was playing in the pool with Michelle.  

While Monika took a seat at poolside and set up her lap-top, CeCe got in the water to play 
with Michelle and Black got out. 

“Y’all just one happy family here,” Monika mused. 
Black looked at her at continued to dry himself. “What you got for me?” 
“For last three months I’ve had an operative in El Peronil keeping an eye on your boy 

Cristóbal. He lives on a three acre compound,” Monika said and pointed to the satellite image on 



the screen. “It’s surrounded by an electrified fence and he’s protected by a militia of at least thirty 
men.”  

“Okay, how do we get to him?” Black asked. 
Monika zoomed in on the image. “On the back side of the compound there is a heavily 

wooded area. That’s how we’ll make our approach. The trees will give us enough cover to get to 
the main house without being detected.” 

“How close?” 
“We’ll clear the trees about two hundred yards from the house.” Monika sat back in her chair. 

“Now, once we clear the trees there is a foot patrol we need to neutralize and two guard towers. 
Once that’s done we’ll approach the house, go in, and get Cristóbal.” 

“How many men in the house?” Black asked. 
“No way to be sure how many will be in the house at any given time.” 
“Sounds pretty formative, but you wouldn’t be here unless you had a plan, so let’s hear it.” 
“My team will fly into Santiago Pérez Airport in Arauca, Colombia. From there we will make 

our way by car and enter Venezuela and head for El Peronil.” Monika took out a map. “This road 
will take us close to the property here,” she said and pointed. “Then we’ll continue ten clicks on 
foot to the penetration point at the fence. We’ll make camp there, because I plan on taking them 
at four thirty AM.” 

“What about the fence?” 
“My operative will deactivate that section of fence so it looks to anybody that’s monitoring like 

it’s still active. We cut the fence and go in. Like I said, once we clear the trees we’ll neutralize the 
foot patrol and two guard towers and go in and get your boy.” 

“What about the militia? How are you gonna handle them?” 
“They’re housed in this building here. At the time we plan on hittin’ them they should be 

asleep. I want to be in and out without them knowing. But I got a plan for them if it becomes 
necessary.” 

“I know you’re not planning on hiking ten miles in the dark when you’re done, so how we 
getting outta there?” 

“Of course I have an exit strategy. We got a thirty minute window to complete the operation. 
At five o’clock my operative will pick us up at the main gate and take us to an airfield where he’ll 
have a plane ready.”  

“Who’s your team?” 
“Me, Nick, and Travis.” 
Black shook his head. “I’m going with you. And so is Bobby.” 
Monika laughed. “Some reason I knew you were gonna say that. You sure you two, Bobby 

especially, are up to it?”  
“He’ll complain the whole way but he’ll be all right.” 
“But it a ten kilometer hike through heavy brush in one hundred degree heat.” 
“We’re going. Make it happen,” Black said and got back in the pool with his girls. 
“Yes, sir.” 
Two weeks later the team arrived at Santiago Pérez Airport in Arauca, Colombia and were met 

by one of Wei Jiang’s men. He provided them with a van and weapons. From that point they 
headed for the border.    



When they got to the woods at the rear of the com-pound, they broke out weapons and 
machetes and proceeded to the objective. Along the way, as expected, Bobby complained the 
whole way. If it wasn’t “It’s hotter than a mutha fucka out here.” It was “Are we there yet?” until 
Monika had had enough. 

She turned around and held up her machete. “Bobby, if you say one more fuckin’ thing, I 
swear to God I’ll cut your fuckin’ head off.” 

“Lighten up, Monika. Take some deep breaths,” Bobby said and kept walking. As the sun 
began to set, they made it to the fence. 

“Okay,” Monika said. “We camp here until it’s time to make our move.” 
“I’m gonna check out the area and setup a defensive perimeter,” Nick said and walked off. 
“The rest of you get some rest. We go at O four thirty,” Monika said. 
Bobby looked at Black and then to Monika. “Yes, sir,” he said and saluted. 
“Fuck you, Bobby.” 
“Anytime you’re ready.” 
At O four thirty the team put on night vision goggles, put silencers on their weapons and 

approached the fence. “How do we know if your man did his job?” Bobby asked. Nick picked up a 
small piece of wood and threw it at the fence. When nothing happened Travis cut the fence and 
they went through.  

Once they reached the clearing they got ready to make their move. “Nick,” Monika said and 
got out her binoculars. 

Nick broke out a Barrett 82A1 50BMG semi auto rifle and took aim at the guard tower. With 
one shot he took out the guard manning the tower. “Good shot,” Monika said. 

“Thanks,” he said and took aim at the other tower. 
Now that the towers were neutralized, they separated into two teams. “Nick, you and Travis 

head for the barracks and rendezvous with us at the main house,” Monika ordered. “Black, Bobby, 
you’re with me.” 

Nick looked at his watch. “Give us five minutes before you move,” he said and Travis followed 
Nick to the barracks. 

When they reached the barracks, Travis stood guard while Nick planted C-4 charges and 
remote detonators around the building. Then Travis saw the motor pool. “How much more C-4 
you got?” 

“Enough; why?” 
Travis pointed. “Motor pool.” 
“Good look. Come on,” Nick said. 
Once the charges were set, Nick and Travis made their way to the rendezvous point. 
Meanwhile, Monika, Black, and Bobby approached the main house and were surprised that 

they didn’t encounter any foot patrols. Shortly thereafter they were joined by Nick and Travis and 
the team entered the house. After walking through the first floor, they met at the staircase. Black 
and Monika were about to check the second level. 

“Nick, watch the back. Bobby, you take the front of the house. Travis you stay here,” Monika 
said.  

As Bobby made his way toward the front of the house, he heard a noise. “Somebody’s coming 
in,” he said. Monika moved quickly to the door, while the others took cover. Bobby positioned 
himself on the other side of the door and waited.  



One woman came in the house. Bobby grabbed her and covered her mouth. Monika shoved a 
gun in her face. “¿Yo no le doleré. Comprenderá?” Monika said quietly, telling the woman that she 
wasn’t going to hurt her in Spanish. 

“Sí,” the frightened woman said quickly. 
“¿Dónde está, Cristóbal?”  
“Arriba,” the woman said and pointed up the steps. 
 “Nos Muestra,” Monika ordered and pushed her toward the steps.  
The woman led Monika and Black up the stairs to a bed-room at the end of the hall. The 

woman pointed to a door. “Ahí adentro.” Monika opened the door and then followed Black 
inside with their guns pointed. 

  
At the same time, Nick saw two men approaching the back door. He took aim with the rifle 

and fired two shots. Two bodies dropped. 
Cristóbal was asleep alone in the bed. They approached the bed quietly and took up positions 

on either side of the bed. When Cristóbal didn’t move, Monika poked him with the barrel of her 
gun.  

Cristóbal began to stir. “Good morning,” Monika said and eased the gun to his head. 
Cristóbal opened his eyes and saw the two of them. He recognized Black. “What are you 

doing here?” 
“I came to kill you,” Black said and shot Cristóbal in the eye. “Rest in peace, Kevon.” Then 

Black put two shots in his chest.  
Black looked at Monika. “This was too easy,” she said as she left the room. 
“We’re not out yet,” Black said and followed her down the steps. 
“Everything all clear out front, Bobby?” Monika asked as Nick and Travis joined them at the 

door. 
“All clear, general,” Bobby said and saluted. 
Monika gave him the finger. “Let’s move out.” 
While Monika led her team out single file toward the gate, they were unaware that the bodies 

Nick dropped had been discovered and they’d sounded the alarm. When the alarm was sounded, 
lights came on in the compound. Militia men that were stationed at the main gate began firing at 
them. 

“Blow it!” Monika yelled as she ran for cover with the rest of her team behind some cars that 
were parked in front of the house, and returned fire. Nick detonated the charges he set at the 
barracks, but not before several men made it out of the building.  
“So much for easy,” Black said and fired. 

When he heard the alarm followed by an explosion, Monika’s operative started up his Chevy 
Avalanche and speed toward the gate. As the truck barreled toward them, Nick rose up and laid 
down enough cover fire for them to get in the truck before he jumped in the flatbed, and kept 
firing until they made it out of the compound.  
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