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“My world fell apart three days ago when I realized this crazy bitch, Jordan, was trying to steal my boyfriend, ruin my career, and generally fuck up my life. I snapped when I realized everything that had happened. She had my man thinking that I was sleeping with my best friend from college, had my job thinking that I was one of those lying ass journalists, and through it all, she was the one sending me all of those psychotic, hate mail letters. Needless to say, my man dumped me, my job fired me and I’m sitting in jail right now ‘cause I ran over her ass with my car.”
—Tisha Ariel Nikkole, excerpted from her Miami Dade County Jail Notebook
PROLOGUE
The orange jumpsuit that Tisha wore was pathetic and bland. The outfit was nothing like the Gucci, Versace, and Manolo brands that Shout had bought for her. The fabric bit her skin like long johns in hundred degree weather. Her five-seven frame seemed to have lost at least ten pounds since the day that she’d been arrested. Her warm brown skin had already begun to break out and the edges of her reddish brown hair had thinned.
***
Three days had passed and Tisha Ariel Nikkole, celebrity entertainment journalist extraordinaire, had gone from being the girlfriend of the hottest (and best looking) rapper in the country to an average black girl in the system with a number and an attempted murder charge. The District Attorney in Miami had already issued a press statement saying that he’d request the death penalty if Jordan Ellis died.
***
Twenty-eight-year- old music executive, Jordan Ellis, lay in a coma in the Cedar Medical Center hospital in the heart of Miami. Juicy, a former high-priced call girl and Jordan’s business partner, sat at her bedside and rubbed Jordan’s hand. Jordan’s eyelids moved. As a hospital orderly walked past with trays of food, Juicy shook her head and mumbled, “Will Jordan ever eat regular food again?”
***
After midnight, Shout swam in the hotel’s pool. The exclusive Eden Roc hotel accommodated Shout’s request for a private swim. Nobody said no to the only black rapper whose status and bank account equaled that of Eminem’s. Three days earlier, Shout had turned his own girlfriend over to the police, a betrayal on the streets that was punishable by death. He remembered the look on Tisha’s face as the police handcuffed her in his presence. Her expression was full of shock and disappointment, and she cussed at him in words he’d never heard her utter.
As Shout swam, he filled his lungs with air, and then he thought about going under water and not breathing again. Could he drown himself? he wondered.
***
Boom Tillman, renowned music industry publicist, used his laptop to research the best criminal lawyers in the country. He would not allow his best friend, Tisha, to go down without scrappin’. He called attorneys in Miami, Los Angeles, Houston, and New York. His jaw was still sore from Shout punching him. Yet, Boom understood what jealousy did to men; he wasn’t mad at Shout. Shout was his client and Boom considered him a friend, as well.
What’s up, ma?
You tryna be my lady
What’s up, ma?
You just tryna have my baby
Chickens make me bitter
Schemin’ and shit
Doin’ whatever they will
It’s all games and tricks
What’s up, ma?
You tryna be my lady
What’s up, ma?
You just tryna have my baby
—Shout, from his new single, “What’s up, Ma?”
CHAPTER 1
Seven days later.
Boom waited in a private visitor’s area for Tisha. He wore a Rocawear tee shirt and jeans that matched his blue and white Prada sneakers. He shook his head and thought about Tisha. He felt so badly for her. He hated that his college buddy was imprisoned in a six by six cell.
A buzzer sounded and Tisha entered. She dragged her feet as if they were cast in lead. Boom stood and smiled a hopeful grin.
“Hey girl!” Boom said.
Tisha just looked at him.
“Hey,” she replied dryly, and then collapsed in the chair.
“How are you holding up?” Boom asked. He reached out to touch Tisha’s hand.
Tisha exhaled. “I’m just here, man. Never thought I’d be here. But, I’m here.”
“I know. But we’re gonna get you outta this.”
Tisha let out a half-hearted chuckle.
“How? Are we gonna break me outta here? I don’t see that happening.” Tisha looked toward the window. “Have you noticed they got bars, locks, barbed wire, and shit?”
“Have you talked to any lawyers?” Boom pulled his leather portfolio onto the shaky square table.
“A public defender.”
“Well, I’ve done some research. I have a couple of attorneys who are willing to talk to you about your case.”
“I can’t afford a lawyer. You know that.”
“I’m going to pay for the first retainer. We’ll see what happens after that.”
Tisha got up. “I can’t let you do that, Boom. I know you’re starting up your business and you need your money.”
Tisha started to walk toward the guard.
“Thanks for coming,” she said. “Keep your money. Do something good with it.”
Tisha waved at the guard to come and get her and she exited the room.
Boom frowned. He knew about journalist salaries. Covering big artists didn’t always mean a big salary. Maybe you’d get some free dinners and free flights, but you couldn’t use that to buy a lawyer. Tisha needed help – financial and otherwise.
“I’ll be damned if she doesn’t get it,” Boom mumbled and left the building.
***
Juicy watched Dr. Luis Ramirez as he entered Jordan’s hospital room. Juicy had decorated Jordan’s bed with a yellow blanket with purple flowers, and had placed vases with red, yellow, and pink roses throughout the room.
“Are you the next of kin?” the doctor asked. He admired Juicy’s light peach skin and blonde wet and wavy weaved hair.
“Technically. I don’t where her family is. Is she gonna make it?” Juicy flicked her hair off her shoulder.
“It’s too early to tell. After all, she has suffered serious head injuries.”
Juicy shook her head and put her French manicured hands up to her face. Tears fell from her already reddened eyes. She’d been crying every day since Jordan had been brought into the hospital.
The doctor made some notations in Jordan’s medical chart and exited the room.
Juicy kicked off her zebra print slides and climbed into the bed next to Jordan. Her large breasts rubbed up against Jordan’s shoulder. Juicy smoothed Jordan’s bangs and whispered in her ear.
“Jordan, I love you. I know you’re in there. You gotta wake up and come back to me. I have a whole life planned for us. You gotta come back to me.” She kissed Jordan on the cheek. “I don’t even know if I still believe in God, but for you, I’m willing to try to talk to Him.”
Juicy climbed out of the bed and kneeled.
“God. This girl. I need her. I love her. You know you gave me a raw deal with my life. But this is your turn to switch it up for me. Bring my girl back. Peace.”
Juicy stood up and looked at Jordan. Jordan opened her eyes for a split second.
Juicy gasped and ran to find the doctor.
***
The room service trays were scattered about his penthouse suite. The royal blue and gold drapes made the suite look like a king’s palace. Shout lay in the bed in his fitted black boxers and white sweat socks, and flipped TV channels with the remote control. Greasy, Shout’s muscular, dark skinned, bodyguard, tapped on the door.
“What’s up?” Shout said, without looking toward the door.
“Why don’t we get out of here for a while? You’ve been in here like fo days, man. You need to clear ya head.”
“I’m straight.”
Shout didn’t want to go outside, His conscience barely allowed him to look in the mirror. Facing others was practically impossible.
“Yo, you ain’t straight. I’m ya man. We need to get some air. Come on, Shout. This is why I’m here. You need to throw something on. Let’s check out some honeys on the beach.”
***
Shout sat on the beach with a clear view of the shapely young women who wore thong bikinis. He yawned. He contemplated counting his own body’s tattoos; it would have been more entertaining.
Greasy and four other members of his entourage provided a security barricade around him. Greasy signaled women to come over to meet Shout.
“Hi, Shout! You’re my favorite rapper!” A blonde haired, blue-eyed woman said to him.
“You probably would say the same thing to Ludacris if he was sitting here. Beat it!” Shout looked away.
The woman lifted her bikini top and jiggled her melon sized breast implants.
“You sure?” she asked.
“Please, Pam jr.,” Shout responded. He wasn’t fazed by Pamela Anderson wanna-bes.
The woman huffed off, and ten minutes later, Greasy had spotted a beautiful hazel-eyed brunette who apparently enjoyed sticking her tongue out while she walked along South beach.
“Tongue skills. He gonna like that,” Greasy said to himself as he signaled the girl over.
Shout looked her up and down. He waved her away.
Shout appreciated that Greasy was trying to get him out of the doldrums, but no woman could replace Tisha. Shout loved Tisha and couldn’t stand what he’d done to her.
“I never really cared about how much society looks down on people in jail until I became a person in jail. I remember thinking that all convicts are mean, evil people, partners with the devil. But what about the people in jail who got there because something in them snapped? What about the people in jail who are just like me?”
—An excerpt from Tisha Ariel Nikkole’s Miami Dade County Jail Notebook
CHAPTER 2
Eleven days after Tisha’s arrest.
Shout tossed and turned in his bed. Days had passed since he’d slept soundly. He squinted his eyes and kept hearing Tisha’s voice saying, “You’re a Judas, Shout, a Judas. How could you do this to me?” In his dream, he watched from behind the glass and saw Tisha being strapped in the electric chair. As the guards put the cap on Tisha’s head, he heard the guard say, “This hat will prevent your brains from exploding outta your murderous head.” The guard chuckled.
Tears began to stream down Tisha’s face. Shout looked away from her and Boom shook his head at Shout.
“I told you we were just friends. You did this to her and now you’re gonna kill her. This is on your soul.” Boom’s voice was loud and overpowering.
Shout woke up screaming. In the back of his mind, he knew that he had to do something to save Tisha.
***
Boom brushed the lint off of his blue Armani slacks. His crisp white shirt made him look like Tyson Beckford in his Polo days. The gray walls in the prison waiting room looked more drab then they had during Boom’s previous visit.
The buzzer sounded loudly and startled Boom.
Tisha walked in. Boom reached into his pocket and pulled out some cards.
“Gin Rummy?”
“Alright,” Tisha said and sat down.
He put the cards on the table.
“When are you gonna talk to Shout?” Boom asked.
“Never.”
They played cards.
“Never is a long time,” Boom said.
“He betrayed me. It’s unforgivable.”
“He loves you so it is forgivable.”
Tisha put her cards face down on the table.
“Did he tell you that? Did he send you here?” Tisha said in a rising voice.
“You know me better than that.” Boom shuffled the cards. “I think it’s sad that you and Shout can’t talk about what went wrong. I think that’s a mistake.”
“But, my life isn’t about what you think now is it? If it was, I wouldn’t be in here.” Tisha stood. “I don’t feel like playin’ no damn cards. I’ll talk to you later.”
Boom believed that Shout and Tisha shared a special connection. It’s a shame they’re not willing to fight for each other, Boom thought.
***
Juicy’s snakeskin sandals made a flip flopping noise while she paced back and forth in front of Jordan’s bed. Since yesterday, when she opened her eyes for a half a second, Jordan hadn’t shown any eye movement.
“Jordan, I hope I ain’t makin’ you nervous with me walkin’ back and forth. But, I know you heard me yesterday and you hear me now. I’m here for you. We’re gonna win, together.”
Juicy looked at Jordan and thought about the first time that she bumped into her at the Manolo Blahnik boutique in Manhattan. She was attracted to Jordan, but she knew that Jordan was a straight girl. She was so straight that she was stiff. Juicy knew the type. There were girls out there who thought that they were dedicated to men, but if they ever had a woman make love to them the right way, they’d be turned out faster than Juicy could say lesbian. In the back of Juicy’s mind, Jordan was the girl that might be worth of turning out.
Juicy stopped pacing and squeezed Jordan’s hand. Jordan opened her eyes and said, “W… wa..water.”
“Thank you. Thank you, God.” Juicy ran and got some water.
***
Shout and Boom rode to the Women’s Detention Center in Miami. The new car smell floated throughout the chauffeured H2 Hummer.
“I want to tell you now, Tisha doesn’t look good,” Boom said. “Her spirit is gone. This has been a hard ordeal for her.”
Shout didn’t respond. He continued to look out the window.
“She doesn’t want to talk to you.”
Shout bit his bottom lip. “Then why am I here?” Shout adjusted the tie on his white doo-rag and put his 76ers fitted baseball cap back on.
“If you really gotta ask yourself that, you shouldn’t be here,” Boom said.
Boom picked up his cell phone and called an attorney.
***
Shout felt the ride to the detention center couldn’t have gone anymore slowly. It seemed like an extension of his recurring nightmare. Visions of Tisha being in the electric chair haunted Shout every night. He wanted to make the nightmare stop, but he knew the only way would be if he could get Tisha to forgive him and if he could somehow get her out of this situation. But he didn’t think Tisha could ever forgive him.
***
Several doctors checked Jordan’s pulse, listened to her heartbeat through stethoscopes, and moved various instruments along her back. Juicy stood by, protectively watching.
A nurse walked over to Juicy. “We have to take her down to radiology for more tests. It’ll be at least four hours. Feel free to get some rest and come back later this afternoon.”
Juicy smiled and nodded. She was relieved. As much as she wanted to be by Jordan’s side every minute, she was getting tired.
As Juicy left the room, a casually dressed gentleman in his early thirties walked up to her.
“Is Jordan out of a coma yet?” he asked.
“Who are you?” Juicy looked at his khakis and button down shirt.
“I’m in the music business. I know Jordan. I’m not related but I’m rooting for her.”
“Well, thank you. Yes, she’s out of a coma.”
Before Juicy could get on the elevator, the young man pulled out his cell phone and called someone. He told the person about Jordan’s condition.
Juicy looked at him. He didn’t look like he was in the music business at all. She hoped that she hadn’t said too much.
***
Boom noticed how the guards stared at Shout as he entered the detention center. A few asked him for his autograph. Boom politely denied them access to Shout. In a private area, next to the warden’s office, Shout and Boom waited patiently for Tisha.
“I didn’t tell her you were coming, so step outta the room for a few minutes and I’ll get her warmed up to the idea,” Boom said.
Shout and Greasy went in the hallway. Tisha was brought into the room from a separate entranceway.
Tisha smiled when she saw Boom.
“It’s a relief to see you,” she said. “I thought I was on the Green Mile. I thought they were on the way to electrocute me.”
“Nah, nothing like that. We have a special meeting today, so we’re in a better room. That’s all. You seem to be in a better mood today.”
“I guess I’ve accepted that I’m here for a reason. I’m coming to terms with that.”
Three minutes had barely passed when Shout came back into the conference room.
When Tisha saw him, she gasped. Tisha’s eyes started to water.
Shout walked toward her. She stepped back.
“What the fuck is he doing here?” Tisha looked at Boom, and then at Shout.
“Tisha, I was wrong,” Shout said. “I’m sorry.”
“Yeah, you are sorry. You’re a sorry ass nigga. Get the hell outta my face.”
Shout walked closer to Tisha, “Is that really how you want it?” His light brown eyes were riddled with pain.
Tisha reached up and clawed the right side of his face. Shout let out a moan and put his hand up to his face. Blood trickled from the long scratches.
“Yeah, you snake ass bitch. I don’t ever want to see you again.”
Tisha screamed like a woman in childbirth.
Boom didn’t know how to get Shout to help Tisha if she wouldn’t let him.
***
Shout and Greasy went back to the truck and waited for Boom to return. Shout sat in the back and turned on the television. He watched Miami’s local news. There was a newsbreak tag scrolling across the screen.
“After eleven days in a coma, Jordan Ellis, the woman who was nearly killed in a hit and run, has regained consciousness. She is still in critical condition and her doctors are running tests on her. The district attorney of Miami is now charging Tisha Ariel Nikkole with attempted murder. She isn’t looking at the death penalty like many had thought.”
Shout grabbed his gold Jesus piece when the newscast about Jordan and Tisha was over.
Platinum Changes Things
I ain’t gonna let it change me
I want to feel the same
And be the same
Whether in or out the game
Platinum Changes Things
I ain’t gonna let it change me
In the people I meet
They like to treat me sweet
They forget I’m from the street
Platinum Changes Things
I ain’t gonna let it change me
I’m gonna stay on my grind
Time after time
Until eight becomes nine
—From Shout’s single, “Platinum Changes Things”
CHAPTER 3
Shout winced when he accidentally touched where Tisha had scratched his face. Greasy opened the door to Shout’s bedroom. Shout was stretched across the bed with his head hung over the side. His suite reeked of vomit.
“Yo. Boom’s here.” Greasy kicked the beer bottles out of the way.
“Huh?” Shout barely lifted his head.
“Boom’s here.”
Boom entered the room and looked at Shout.
“You need to get up.” Boom walked over to the phone, called the maid, and demanded that she come to Shout’s suite immediately.
“What are you doing?” Boom said. “It stinks up in here. Every morning I see you after a party, you sitting in some vomit.” Boom bent down and threw some of the beer bottles in the trash.
“Whatever, man.” Shout moved his head up to a pillow.
“Whatever? That’s all you got? My best friend is in jail because of some shit that happened to her, because of her relationship with you. And all you have is whatever, man? Nah, it ain’t goin down like that.”
Shout’s head hurt. He didn’t want to think about Tisha anymore. And, he didn’t appreciate Boom screaming at him.
Boom locked the door in the suite. “If we gotta rumble to make you see that she needs your help, we just gonna do that. And ain’t no sucker punching jumping off this time.”
Shout looked at Boom and felt the urge to throw up again.
“Shout, Tisha doesn’t have money for a lawyer. She needs you to help her.”
“She don’t want me to help her,” he grumbled.
Shout went to the bathroom and gargled with water. He had a migraine headache that got worse every time Boom opened his mouth. Shout sat on the edge of the bed.
Shout glanced over at Boom. “I’m on my Learjet tonight. I can’t undo what’s already been done.”
“You are more stupid than you look,” Boom said, and walked toward the door.
“You’re gonna regret that.”
“I already regret that I had to say it. Call me when you grow the hell up.”
Shout went into the bathroom and took a shower.
How can I be there for somebody who doesn’t want me around? Shout thought.
***
Juicy sat next to Jordan and talked to her about their business in Las Vegas.
“J, the brothel is off da chain. We got the hottest girls in Vegas. And wait till you see Tiarra. She looks like Vanessa Williams. She just turned eighteen and got a body like Beyoncé. It’s really crazy. She gon’ be our MVP.”
Truthfully, the girl reminded Juicy of herself, ten years ago. Ten years ago, Juicy started working at her first strip club, Like It At Mike’s. Juicy had an innocent look with a grown woman’s body. She couldn’t believe the number of men who paid money just for her to talk to them, dance for them or have sex with them.
By the end of her second week at Like It At Mike’s club, an older dancer, by the name of Peach Blossom, pulled Juicy to the side.
“I like your style,” she told Juicy.
Juicy smiled. “Thank you.”
Juicy had been staring at Peach Blossom and watched her changing her clothes in between sets. Juicy was attracted to Peach Blossom, but knew that Peach Blossom was Mike Mike’s woman.
“You want to go shopping together sometime?” Peach Blossom asked her.
“Sure.”
“Meet me here around lunchtime.”
The next day Peach Blossom pulled up to the club in Mike Mike’s Cadillac and drove Juicy around to a bunch of lingerie stores. When Juicy tried on the various outfits, Peach Blossom would help her adjust the straps and tell her how it looked.
“Girl, that bra makes your titties jump out. Get that.”
Juicy would just laugh.
A couple of times in the dressing room Peach Blossom helped Juicy with her top and end up running her hands over her breasts. Juicy couldn’t believe the sensation that she felt. And Peach Blossom noticed how aroused she was.
Several hours later, Peach Blossom took Juicy to a motel not far from Mike Mike’s club and asked her to dance for her. Juicy was hesitant.
“Peach, we’re not in the club. I ain’t dancing.”
“You know you want to. I’ll go first. Besides, you need to learn some new tricks from the queen.”
Peach Blossom got up and started wiggling her hips and moved over to Juicy and gave her a lap dance. As she ground her hips, Peach Blossom slowly removed one article of clothing at a time. Watching Peach Blossom excited Juicy more than having sex with men.
Peach Blossom stopped dancing. “Your turn. And I want you to put it in my face.”
Juicy walked over to the light by the bed and cut it off. She stripped down to her underwear and started dancing for Peach Blossom.
She walked closer to Peach Blossom and took her bra off and started shaking her large breasts in Peach’s face. Peach reached out, cupped her breasts, and kissed one. Juicy kept dancing and she bent over in front of Peach Blossom.
“That’s what I’m talking about. Move your ass, baby.”
Peach Blossom put her hands on Juicy’s hips and pulled her panties down. She moved her head forward and licked between Juicy’s legs. Juicy was on fire; she could hardly move. Peach Blossom moved her tongue with skill and Juicy was climaxing within seconds.
“It feel good don’t it?”
“Yeah,” Juicy said.
“Now, I’ma teach you how to do me right.”
Peach Blossom sat up on the bed with her legs spread and began the first of many lessons that taught Juicy everything about satisfying both men and women sexually.
***
Dr. Ruiz came into the hospital room and startled Juicy from her daydream.
“Hello, ladies.”
“Hey,” Juicy responded.
“Has she talked anymore?”
“No. And she doesn’t seem like she’s all there. She just looks funny.”
“Don’t be surprised if it takes her a while to regain her memory. Many patients who have suffered from her level of head trauma suffer from short term memory lost. She’s out of a coma, but the journey is far from over. It may take months before she’s back to the way she was.”
***
There were five loud knocks on the door of Shout’s hotel suite. Greasy opened the door. Shout’s mom, Ms. Mary stood outside in a navy blue velour sweatsuit and some ol’ school Reeboks.
Shout saw his mother and smiled.
“What’s up, mom?” He hugged her.
“I’m okay. Where’s Tisha?”
“Huh? What you mean?”
“Keyshawn Adonis Lane. Don’t play with me. Where is your girlfriend?”
“She ain’t my girlfriend.”
“Oh, is that right? So, you’re telling me she’s still in jail?”
“How you know about all of that?”
“Keyshawn, it’s on every TV station and radio station. I liked that girl. Even if she’s not your girlfriend anymore, you can’t let her just sit in a jail cell. You are more blessed than that. Tell me what happened.”
Greasy and the entourage left the suite, and Shout told his mom about Jordan sending Tisha hate mail, threatening her, lying on her and manipulating him. By the time he spoke his last word about Tisha’s predicament, Shout cried while his mother held him.
“I understand, baby,” Ms. Mary said. “I understand. But we’re Lanes and we’re not gonna let this happen to her. I prayed about you and her. She’s a good girl; I’m going to go see her.”
Shout was glad that his mom was going to see Tisha. Maybe, she’d be able to get through to her, Shout thought.
“Mom,
Thirteen days ago, I lost control. You probably can’t imagine that. But, it’s true. Your only daughter is in jail because I lost control. You always told me that you’d never come to visit me in jail. That’s okay because I believe in standing on my own two feet. Being in a jail shows you that you’re not in control. I’m facing an attempted murder charge and I’m determined to deal with this without involving you or Daddy. Maybe the court will smile upon me because I’ve never broken the law before. What do you think?”
—A letter Tisha Ariel Nikkole wrote from the Women’s Detention facility in Miami
CHAPTER 4
As an inmate at the Women’s Detention facility, Tisha’s time stood still. The small choices in life that she used to take for granted were so precious to her now. Being able to choose what she would eat for lunch or dinner, she could no longer do. She wanted to pick up her cell phone and call her close girlfriend from college, but she couldn’t. She couldn’t do anything that she wanted to do.
“You have a visitor,” the guard said as she jingled the keys and opened Tisha’s cell. Tisha stood and walked with the guard to the visiting area.
When Tisha walked in and saw Ms. Lane, a broad smile crossed her face.
“Ms. Lane, you didn’t have to come to see me.”
Ms. Lane hugged Tisha tightly. “Yes I did. And you know you call me Ms. Mary.”
Tisha had felt very alone since she’d been locked up– even with her visits with Boom. But with Ms. Mary she felt encouraged and that someone believed in her.
“Keyshawn didn’t ask me to come see you. I came here because when I first met you, I knew you were special. A lot of girls like Keyshawn because of who he is on the outside. When I met you, I sensed that you would appreciate who he is on the inside.”
Tisha sat quietly listening to Ms. Mary, knowing that her own mother would never come to jail to see her. Tears slid down her face.
“Tisha, Keyshawn’s father was a very jealous man. When he thought that another man looked at me or was fond of me in any way, he would go crazy. At first he would fight other boys in high school. Once we got married and he got thrown in jail a couple of times, his rage turned toward me.”
Tisha remembered the bruises that Boom had on his face. Shout must have been very angry for Boom to get all of those bruises, Tisha thought.
Ms. Mary walked over to the window and looked at the bars. “Keyshawn’s father must have been in jail ten times before Keyshawn was even four.”
Tisha noticed that Ms. Mary was much thinner than she remembered her a couple of months back. Ms. Mary also seemed to have a dark blotches over her face.
Ms. Mary went back near Tisha and sat down.
“Do you know one of the things a parent wants for their child?”
“For them not to end up in jail?” Tisha cracked a smile.
“That, but also, love. They want their child to find someone who loves them truly, deeply, and if possible, unconditionally. I know you would care for him and protect him like his wife, but in a way that would make me proud. Don’t allow pride and selfishness to get in the way of something that God has obviously put together. I won’t always be here to tell you all what to do. So, I suggest you listen now.”
“Ms. Mary, you’ll be around plenty of time.”
The buzzer sounded and Tisha had to leave. Ms. Mary hugged Tisha again and whispered, “Remember what I said.”
***
Juicy brushed the beige embroidered silk curtains that she’d hung in Jordan’s hospital room. She moved two of the tall ficus plants to give the room more of an enchanted feeling. She looked at Jordan and noticed her trying to move.
She combed Jordan’s hair and trimmed her bangs that had grown into her eyes.
Jordan opened her mouth. “J-J- J.”
Juicy adjusted Jordan’s pillows and sat next to her on the bed.
“W…wh.. where am I?” Jordan asked.
“You’re in the hospital. You were hit by a car and you fell real bad on your head.”
“My b…bo..body hurts,” Jordan said.
***
Around seven, a female guard moved Tisha to a cell in a different, more secluded area. She lay on the cot and thought about Shout and Ms. Mary. Ms. Mary was trying to tell me something about me and Shout. How can I forgive someone who betrayed me so easily? Is my love for him strong enough to get past that kind of betrayal? Maybe God will give me a sign, Tisha thought as she prepared to write in her notebook.
***
Boom sat on the couch in his hotel suite. On his laptop, he read articles about famed black attorneys Johnnie Cochran, Londell McMillan, and Willie Gary. “Tisha needs somebody who is really gonna fight for her,” he said to himself. As he closed his laptop, his cell phone rang.
“What’s up, Boom?” A familiar voice said.
“Who’s this?”
“It’s Syd.”
Boom sighed. Sydney Warren was his former boss/partner/girlfriend. Sydney was Fatal Attraction meets Omarosa in four-inch Manolos with blond hair and blue eyes.
“What do you want?” Boom asked.
“You.”
“Come on, Syd. We both know that ain’t gon’ work.”
“It would if you let it.”
“Take care of yourself. I gotta go,” Boom closed his phone and massaged his temples with his thumb and middle finger.
Boom knew he and Sydney were as compatible as lions and hyenas. And he had moved on from their relationship/ business partnership.
“I thought she’d lost my phone number,” Boom said to himself.
***
At about one am, a hooded male figure entered Tisha’s jail cell. Tisha was asleep. The visitor knelt next to her cot and whispered to her, “I didn’t know what love was until you came into my life. I love you and I’ll do whatever to make things right between us.”
Tisha heard the voice but she thought it was just a dream. She turned to the side and the voice continued to speak. “I would regret not doing everything that I could to keep us together. You can be mad at me for as long as you want, but I’m not giving up, and I’m not going anywhere.”
Tisha slowly opened her eyes. She gasped when she saw the hooded figure. She reached out to the hood and moved it away. It was Shout. Before she could speak, Shout leaned over and kissed her. Shout climbed on the cot and lifted Tisha on top of him. He embraced her like she was his most prized possession.
“I can’t trust you, Shout. You shouldn’t have come here.”
“I was wrong. I know that now. It’ll never happen again.”
In the darkness, Tisha looked for the sincerity in Shout’s eyes. She desperately wanted to believe that the man that she truly loved wouldn’t betray her again. How could she ever be sure? Her blood boiled with desire for Shout. Her body yearned for him to touch her again. Shout reached out to her and placed his hands under her shirt. He lightly ran his hand over her breasts. Tisha’s body felt as if it were melting.
Tisha tried to move away from Shout, but he followed. “It’s not like it was before. I’m not the same now,” Tisha said and grabbed Shout’s hands.
“Just let me love you. I promise I’ll never hurt you again.” Shout said.
Tisha wished she could believe in Shout again, if only for tonight. She let her guard down and Shout slowly took off Tisha’s clothes and kissed her all over. When Shout’s sex entered her, it felt good for them to be together again. Their bodies moved in unison. When Shout climaxed, his thrust was powerful and he whispered in her ear, “I love you – for life.”
For an hour, they lay in each other’s arms. Tisha’s body had overtaken her mind. But, Shout would have to show her that he was worthy of her. Tisha laid her head on his chest and Shout rested his hands on the small of her back. It was almost an escape from jail, except they were in a small cot in the Women’s Detention Facility.
“I gotta go. I’d stay here with you forever if I could.” Shout stroked her cheek.
“How did you get in here anyway?” Tisha asked.
“You don’t worry about that. I’m here for my girl. That’s all you need to know.”
Tisha stood and hugged Shout. She loved the way he smelled, the feel of his skin, and the definition of his muscles. He kissed her on the forehead. Tisha stood back watching Shout. He was still very much of a mystery to her.
“I’ll be in court with you tomorrow, with your lawyers,” Shout said.
“Lawyers?” she asked.
“Most definitely. OJ Simpson ain’t the only one who can get a dream team.”
A female guard tapped lightly on the cell’s bars.
Shout put two fingers over his heart, brought them to his lips and kissed them and pointed to Tisha.
“Be strong, baby. I’m wit you.” Shout left the cell. As he exited the jail, he gave the female guard five grand for two hours of time with Tisha. It was the best money he had ever spent.
“My clothing line will be in stores next fall, The K. Lane collection. For years, hip hop artists have made people like Ralph Lauren, Lee Jeans, and Adidas money and they didn’t even want to give us an endorsement deal. Now, we can say, ‘Fuck you, pay me. I’m doing my own line.’ We’re the competition now. You shoulda got down when you coulda got down.”
—Shout, being interviewed on NY radio
CHAPTER 5
Juicy stood by protectively as Jordan lay on her stomach on the hospital bed. Her skin looked like she had been drenched in chlorine water and forgot to lotion up afterwards. A nurse entered the room.
“Ms. Ellis, are you still feeling pain in your back?”
Jordan nodded.
“I’m going to rub a small area on your back and we’ll see how it feels.”
Jordan nodded again. The nurse started pressing three fingers of each hand into Jordan’s back. Then she stopped.
“Is that okay?”
Jordan nodded.
Juicy glared at the nurse.
“I can do a betta job than that,” Juicy said.
The nurse looked at her with a perplexed expression. Juicy walked over to the bed.
“Can I try?”
“Sure,” the nurse said and left the room. Juicy smiled and began to massage Jordan. Juicy went to her tote bag and took out some creamy body moisturizer, rubbed it into her hands, and started rubbing Jordan’s shoulders, then her lower back. Jordan had fallen asleep. She looked at the turquoise pajama bottoms that she had bought Jordan and contemplated taking them off.
“Maybe next time,” she mumbled to herself.
Juicy continued to massage Jordan’s lower back and slid her hands underneath her pajama bottoms and panties and rubbed her hips.
Jordan woke up. She stiffly lifted her head and looked at Juicy and laid her head back down.
Juicy walked over to the dress where Jordan’s personal items were. The items were brought in with her when she was first admitted to the hospital. In a blue plastic bag was a cell phone, a Blackberry, Jordan’s wallet, Gucci flip flops, an outfit, and a Hermés handbag.
Juicy took the cell phone and the Blackberry and went outside. She crushed the electronics against the hospital’s brick wall. Juicy didn’t want anyone from Jordan’s past to reconnect with her and try to take Jordan away. Getting rid of Jordan’s phone and email would make Jordan dependent on her for everything.
***
In a crowded room in the Miami Courthouse building, Boom talked to various members of the media.
“Thank you all for coming. Tisha Ariel Nikkole isn’t some stranger charged with attempted murder, she is a close friend of mine.”
The reporters recorded every word that Boom said.
“As time permits, I will be scheduling interviews with Tisha and her lawyer, the reputable Wayne Bourgeois IV. Do not rush to judge her, please allow the courts and the criminal justice system to do what it is that they do.”
An overly anxious reporter yelled, “Will Shout be here? Isn’t she his girlfriend?”
Journalists were always looking for the celebrity angle, forget the fact that Tisha’s life is on the line, Boom thought.
“I cannot speak on the personal nature of any of Shout’s relationships. However, he will be here, and he will not be talking to the media. I thank you all personally for your time. I will not forget it.”
Boom surveyed the media room one last time and saw Sydney standing in the back in a tight-fitting, light grey pinstriped pantsuit.
Why is Sydney here? Boom thought. She has more tricks with her than a pimp in Vegas.
***
As Boom left through a side door, Shout exited his truck and walked into the back of the courthouse building. Two sheriff’s deputies ushered Shout into a room. As Shout waited with Greasy, Boom joined them.
“They’re calling Tisha’s docket next,” Boom said. “We should probably go into the courtroom now.”
Shout, Boom, and Greasy entered the hallway. They saw Tisha standing nervously with her lawyer. She had pulled her shoulder length hair back into a bun. She wore a pale pink Carmen Marc Valvo Couture pleated dress and a pair of pink four inch slides. When she got dressed for court that morning, she leaned over and put on her socks and saw a box poking from under her bed. The box had a note from Shout that read, we’re gon’ beat this. your man, keyshawn
Shout winked at Tisha when he saw her. All of her curves turned him on in ways that he could not explain. She held her hands in front of her and Shout walked over and hugged her. Shout and Boom shook hands with Tisha’s lawyer. Then, they all entered the courtroom.
***
Juicy went down the hall and searched for Dr. Ramirez. Her spaghetti-strapped, tiger print dress flowed when she moved.
“What’s up Doc?” She asked when she spotted him.
“Hello, Juicy. How is Ms. Ellis today?”
“She’s stuttering. A lot.”
“What do you mean?”
“Every time she tries to talk she stutters. You know what stuttering is, don’t you?”
The doctor shook his head. “Yes, I’m familiar with stuttering. We’ll have to run some more tests on her. But it’s not unheard of for a head trauma patient to have episodes of stuttering or slurred speech. I’ll look into this right away.”
“Thanks, Doc.”
The doctor reached out and touched Juicy’s arm. He looked at her seductively. Juicy pulled away.
“Don’t touch. You can’t afford it.”
***
Tisha and her attorney stood at the defendant’s table.
“The bond is set at one million dollars,” the judge said and looked at Tisha. Tisha frowned and stepped back from the table. Shout reached over and tapped the lawyer.
“We’ll pay that cash or certified check today, Your Honor,” Wayne Bourgeois IV said.
Tisha was surprised that Shout was investing a million dollars in her freedom. Not returning to jail made her happy, but she wouldn’t allow Shout to buy her forgiveness. He was really gonna have to work.
“After your representative pays the court, you’ll be free until the trial,” the judge said.
Tisha locked eyes with the judge. His disdainful expression said it all. She would have to prove to a jury that she deserved her freedom and that she wasn’t a menace to society. Tisha’s temporary high was deflated. She knew her fight wasn’t over.
***
Juicy and Jordan looked at Miami’s local news. The station ran footage of Tisha and Shout leaving the courthouse. Journalists yelled questions at them. Juicy looked at the TV and frowned.
“Who is t…th..that?” Jordan asked.
“That’s the bitch who tried to kill you, and Shout, the rap star.”
Juicy was glad that Jordan didn’t remember her own identity. It would make it easier to create a new one for her.
“Whatever happens to the families of incarcerated women? Who raises their kids? Who spends time with them on Mother’s Day? Many women are incarcerated and receiving harsh penalties as first time offenders and as drug addicted criminals. Prison offers no real rehabilitation. Many women become more deviant once they enter the criminal justice system.”
—Tisha Ariel Nikkole, from the rough draft of her article, “Women Behind Bars”
CHAPTER 6
Three weeks after her arrest.
Tisha was back in her apartment in Washington, DC. The cobwebs had already started to form. The milk in her refrigerator had gone bad and looked like cottage cheese when she poured it down the drain.
She sat at her desk in front of her laptop and decided to call various magazines about doing some freelance work. She had previously written for just about every magazine on the newsstand, so why not? She called the direct line of editors at the major hip hop publications, the black women’s magazines, and the mainstream entertainment periodicals. Though she had worked with many of them before, none of the editors would get on the phone. It was like after she told them her name, the editors were no longer in for the day. An attempted murder charge seemed to make the editors act like they didn’t even know her.
Tisha sent out a bunch of emails and query letters to five editors that she had worked for previously. Four hours later, not one had replied. Tisha put her head in her hands and sighed.
As she sulked, her phone rang.
“What’s up, lady?” Shout asked.
“Nothing.”
“What’s wrong?”
“Nobody’s returning my phone calls for writing gigs. Nobody. I feel like I’m blacklisted or something.”
“When did you start calling them?”
“Today.”
“Tisha, wait a couple of days before jumpin’ the gun. What’s up for the night?”
“I gotta go to NY to meet with the lawyer.” Tisha leaned against the refrigerator.
“Call me when you get here. We can hang out at the plaza tonight.”
“Okay.” Tisha hung up. She decided to put her sneakers on and go for a jog in the neighborhood. When she went downstairs a bunch of photographers were staked out with cameras in front of her building. They yelled questions at her. Tisha ran back inside, lay on her bed, and cried.
***
Boom visited his graphic designer’s office and reviewed business cards, logos, and letterhead for his new company, Boom Media. His cell phone rang. He saw Sydney’s name on his Caller Id. He ignored the call. How many times am I gonna have to ignore Sydney before she gets the point? Boom thought. I have no love for her or women who like to manipulate people.
***
Juicy helped Jordan into the shower. Jordan limped, favoring her left side. Juicy had brought cocoa butter soaps and lotions and placed them in the shower area. Jordan sat on the shower seat and held onto the mobile shower head while Juicy washed her all over.
“This is your last day here,” Juicy said while she lifted Jordan’s right arm and cleaned it.
“W…wh..what?”
“Your doctor is full of shit. They ain’t doing nuttin’ for you that I can’t do. We’re leaving.” Juicy knew that the only person that was there around the clock giving Jordan massages, helping her take showers, and moisturizing her skin was her. Juicy spent the night in Jordan’s room and hardly ever saw the doctor. And when she did see him, he didn’t have anything new to say.
Juicy dried Jordan’s naked body. Everything about Jordan was perfect. Her skin was a light coffee brown like Thandie Newton’s. Her eyes were hazel, her breasts were the size of medium sized oranges, and she had petite curves. Juicy fantasized about the day that she would be able to have Jordan in the way that she wanted her.
***
Tisha arrived at the law offices of Wayne Bourgeois IV. The mahogany and red upholstered furniture looked so upscale. Tisha walked around the visitor’s area.
“He must be the shit,” Tisha mumbled to herself.
A tall brunette informed Tisha that Mr. Bourgeois would be with her shortly.
After a few minutes passed, Tisha walked into his office wearing a Juicy Couture, blue denim dress and yellow silk, Louis Vuitton scarf creatively tied on her head. Her big black shades made her think about Lil Kim in her Junior Mafia days. Tisha took off her shades and revealed her swollen red eyes.
“Ms. Nikkole, we need to start strategizing a defense for you,” Wayne Bourgeois said. “I’ve gone over your police interviews. I’ve reviewed crime scene information. I don’t believe that the prosecution will be able to prove intent. But at the same time, it appears that there was bad blood brewing between you and Jordan Ellis and so I think we should consider an insanity defense.”
“I’m not insane. The bitch stepped in front of my car!”
“Yes, but your car was stopped. Then you put your foot on the gas and upon impact her body flew ten feet. That’s not exactly the same as nicking the old lady who was crossing the street with her groceries.”
“What are you? A comedian or a lawyer?”
Wayne Bourgeois got up and sat on the edge of the desk, close to Tisha.
“I’m not trying to be funny. I simply want to let you know that it’s time that we come up with a strategy that doesn’t leave you in jail for twenty years or more. This is the prime of your life.”
Tisha put her glasses back on.
“I got a lot to think about,” she said. “I gotta go.”
Tisha ran out of the office. She called Shout on his cell phone.
“What’s the address to the studio? I’m on my way.”
Twenty minutes later, Tisha jumped out of a cab and entered Blazin’ Tracks studio. After she told the receptionist who she was, the door to the hallway of the studio was unlocked. Shout sat in front of the boards, bobbing his head to the music. Greasy sat on a couch in the corner, and Noble, a music producer, sat next to Shout. Tisha walked over to Shout and put her arms around his neck.
“I need to talk to you,” Tisha whispered to him. Shout turned toward her.
“What’s up with you?” he asked.
“I just need you, that’s all.”
Shout looked at Greasy and winked.
“Yo, Noble, let’s make a food run,” Greasy said.
When they left the room, Shout locked the door behind them.
“The lawyer wants me to plead temporary insanity.”
“That’s ridiculous.”
“That’s what I thought. How much are you paying him?”
“Too much. It seems like.”
“I’m not trying to go there, but I thought he would be able to come up with a better defense than insanity. This shit has ruined my whole life.”
“Let me take your mind off of it.” Shout slid his hand across her cheek.
Tisha sat on the couch. Her denim dress rose to her upper thigh and Shout could see her purple panties. Tisha caught him staring at her and she pulled her dress down.
“Don’t even try it. It’s too late.” Shout smiled and went over to her.
He got on his knees, positioned his body between her legs, and kissed her.
“You lookin’ sexy today,” he said. “You had a date or sumthin’?”
“Maybe I did,” Tisha said, playfully pushing him away.
Shout put both of his hands up her dress and grabbed her behind.
“You must want some comin’ up in here looking like that.”
Tisha leaned forward and kissed him. He tasted like a spearmint Lifesaver.
He pulled her panties down and kissed her between her legs. He moved his tongue around and darted it in and out of her. Tisha moaned. Tisha pushed his head back.
“We can’t do this here.” She sighed.
“Why not?” Shout unzipped her dress and felt her breasts. He took off his tee shirt. Tisha admired his tattoos.
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