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    Synopsis 
 
    Revenge can be the power of any source. Family can be the drive to any mission. In this case, revenge and family is the root to Cookie’s purpose in life. When she returns home under a different alias, she is dead set on making a few people pay for their actions. One by one they begin to fall. Even though she’s the last one to see them alive, can it be proven that she’s the reason for their deaths. As you turn the pages ask yourself, “Did she really do it?” 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Prologue 
 
    There I was sitting in the fucking police station being questioned about a series of killings that had taken place. They were asking me shit like it was going to help them find out who did it. I didn’t know a damn thing. I was only in town to start up my center for kids that were being bullied. I did know one thing though; I wasn’t sorry to hear about the passing of either of the deceased. They didn’t mean anything to me. As far as I was concerned, they got what was coming to them.  
 
    “Okay, Ms. Lane, let’s get down to it,” a male Detective spoke as he walked into the interrogation room.  
 
    “Yes, let’s so I can go home because I have things to do.”  
 
    “Well, you might want to get comfortable, because you’re not going anywhere for a while Ms. Lane. Or is it Ms. Wright?”  
 
    “Either or is fine,” I smirked.  
 
    I wasn’t going to even entertain that with a comment. I just sat there with a smile on my face and shrugged my shoulders. If I want to go by another name I felt I had the right to do so. It’s not like I had more than one social security number.  
 
    “When it’s all said and done, I’m sure you will not be smiling,” he stated.  
 
    “We shall see now won’t we.” I knew they didn’t have anything on me. I was in the mood to watching them try though.  
 
    He places some photos in front of me like I really cared to see some pictures of a few dead females. Shit, what was I supposed to do cry or something? Well, it wasn’t going to happen.  
 
    “So, do you know who these young ladies are?” he asked.  
 
    “Yes I know who they are, but what does me knowing them have to do with anything?”  
 
    He knew damn well I knew them; we all went to school together. Plus, the town wasn’t that big, so everybody knew everybody. They were nothing but some over the top bitches anyway.  
 
    “I’m going to step out for a little while and allow you to look over these photos, and hopefully when I return you will have some information about what happened to these women,” he stated before leaving the room.  
 
    I could have looked at those photos all day if they wanted me to. At the end of the day, they weren’t going to get a reaction out me. I knew how it all worked. I watched the ID Channel, First 48, and everything. Plus, I wasn’t then nor now a dumb bitch. I went to school for all the foolishness they were about to come at me with. I didn’t even need a lawyer because I knew they didn’t have anything on me. I knew the bullshit was about to start when the Detective walked back in with his partner.  
 
    “So, let’s start over. I’m Detective Kane which you know already, and you know my partner Detective Way. Is there anything that I can get you before we get started?               
 
    “No, I don’t want or need anything but for this to be over with, because I have things to do. Plus, I don’t know your partner because he never told me his name. So can we hurry this up so I can get home. I have things to do.”  
 
    “It’s going to be a long night for you Ms. Lane. Or would you like to be called Ms. Wright?” Detective Kane asked with a smile.  
 
    “At this point it really doesn’t matter,” I replied crossing my arms with a smirk on my face.  
 
    “Why did you do it?” Detective Way asked.  
 
    “You might want to ask the one who did it, because I didn’t do anything.”  
 
    “It took me a while, but it finally came together. You didn’t make it easy, but here we are. We already know that you knew them from school,” Detective Kane stated.  
 
    “Okay and that proves what?”  
 
    “They bullied you in school,” Detective Way interjected.  
 
    “And again, that proves what?”  
 
    “Was getting back at them the reason you came back here?” Detective Kane questioned.  
 
    “My coming back here had nothing to do with them.”  
 
    “I just want to know why you befriended them after what they did to you and your cousin?” Detective Way asked.  
 
     “Why change your name? Did you at some point tell them who you really were?” Detective Kane inquired.  
 
    I leaned forward and placed my arms on the table and interlocked my fingers. I raised my right eyebrow, smirked, and then shrugged my shoulders and leaned back in my chair and crossed my arms again. However, before I could say anything the door swung open, and a woman walked in.  
 
    “This interview is over. If you have any further questions for my client in the future you will need to come through me first,” the woman spoke.  
 
    I looked at the detectives and they looked at me, then I smiled and politely stood up and exited the room with my lawyer right behind me.  
 
    “What was all that?” I questioned once I was outside the police station.  
 
    “You didn’t think I was just going to leave you in there, did you?” 
 
    “I could have handled them you know. They don’t have anything on me, so I wasn’t worried.”  
 
    “Oh, I know but I couldn’t help myself. Plus, the look on their faces when I walked in was priceless.”  
 
    “Indeed, it was.”  
 
    We both laughed and got into her car and drove off. However, the next six months was crazy. Every time I turned around the police was right there. Like I said, I wasn’t worried because I knew they had nothing on me. However, I guessed they thought they had enough probable cause to arrest me because one day they just walked into my place of business and arrested me.  
 
    It was funny to me because I wasn’t in there two hours before I was free to go. I walked out with a smile on my face while they were looking sick in the face. I was only there for questioning. They couldn’t charge me because they didn’t have any proof that I had done anything.  
 
    Hold up…hold up, let me introduce myself before I go on. My name is Cookie Wright a.k.a. Porsha Lane. I’m from a small town called Crawfordville in Florida. I’m going to take you from the beginning of just how all this came about. Once I’m done, I want you to tell me if I did it or can it be proven that I did it.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter One 
 
    I always wondered why the girls at school enjoyed fucking with me so much. I never bothered anyone. I just went to school and did my work and stayed mostly to myself. I had only one friend that I hung with and that was Shannon my cousin. She was the only true friend I had back then. We did our best to stay out of everyone’s way. However, somehow we still got picked on. No, we don’t have the finer clothes or shoes, but at least we had clothes on our backs, shoes on our feet and food on our table. Just because they were well off didn’t mean that they had the right to bully other kids. Now that I think about it I should have fought back, but then again I’m not sure if things would have changed or made it worse than it was for me and my cousin.  
 
    It all started when I was about six up until the age of sixteen. I was way overweight with true nigga hair and for some reason my mother would only put my hair into a ponytail. So yeah, my hair sat on my head like a damn birds nest, but it was all that my mother was able to do. It didn’t make it any better to have dark skin along with really bad dark spots on my face. My cousin Shannon wasn’t too much better. She was light skin with freckles and buckteeth. Her hair was longer than mine, but it wasn’t combed half the time. For her to be mixed you would have thought she would’ve been among the pretty girls, but she wasn’t. She was knock-kneed and clumsy. It seemed like every time she walked she was stumbling and damn near about to fall. She was just a little taller than me and a lot slimmer as well. Her parents were just as poor as my mom and I were. My dad wasn’t around when I was younger, but I will get into all that later.  
 
    I can remember when it all first started; the bullying that is. It was in the wintertime and it was cold as hell outside. Like I said earlier, I was about six years old, and my cousin Shannon was about seven. We were standing at the bus stop waiting on the bus to come so we can go to school. There was a group of girls, the Too Fly Girls; Lisa, Asia, Jasmine, and Nikki (who was the ringleader). They started in on us for no damn reason.  
 
    “You must be a burnt Cookie because you black as hell,” Nikki blurted out.  
 
    “No, she burnt toast,” Jasmine added laughing.  
 
    “Instead of Bert and Ernie, it’s Burnt and Buck,” Lisa said pointing at me and Shannon.  
 
    “Yeah, cause her teeth so buck you can open a bottle with them,” Nikki said causing everyone to laugh.  
 
    I told Shannon not to worry about what they were saying. Shannon was a little more sensitive than me, so for someone to come for her put her in her feelings. I tried to shake it off, but I couldn’t. I just stood there not saying a word. They wouldn’t let up on us at all. They picked on us until the school bus came. The bus driver that we had wasn’t with all that talking on the bus, so the ride to school was okay. However, when we got to school it was back on for them.  
 
    They talked about the clothes we had on, our hair and how fat I was. They even talked about how my mother was nothing but a drunk. It was true that my mother did drink, but I didn’t feel as if she was a drunk. She did her best to make sure we had a roof over our head, food to eat and clothes on our backs. My mom would work odd jobs here and there, but without having a high school diploma she really couldn’t get a good job. Like I said, my dad wasn’t around, but he would send money from time to time.  
 
    Anyway, Shannon would cry every day because of them. I would try and tell her not to worry about them. There were times that I got into fights with each one of them when I got older, but of course they kicked my ass. I remember one time me and Shannon was walking home from school when Lisa and Jasmine saw us. We tried to walk fast so that they couldn’t catch up with us, but I guess we wasn’t walking fast enough.  
 
    “What do we have here? Little Miss Piggy and Freckle Face Pippi Longstocking,” Jasmine teased.  
 
    “Where are the two of you off to?” Lisa asked.  
 
    “We are just trying to go home with no problems,” I stated.  
 
    “Yeah, just let us be,” Shannon chimed in.  
 
    “Pay me and I might let you go by,” Jasmine said with a smirk on her face as she stood in front of us.  
 
    “Yeah, pay us,” Lisa added with her hand out.  
 
    “We don’t have any money,” Shannon informed them.  
 
    “Well in that case,” Jasmine paused and looked at Lisa. They both smiled. “Give us what you have on.”  
 
    “You want our clothes? Are you serious?” I quizzed.  
 
    “Damn right she’s serious,” Lisa confirmed.  
 
    I couldn’t believe it. They were really going to make us strip down to just our bra and panties. We only had one more block before we would be home. Now we were standing there looking like two bad body ugly ass females. I wanted to cry but I wouldn’t let them see me break. Shannon on the other hand was balling out of control. You would have thought someone had died the way she was carrying on. Jasmine and Lisa were laughing at us. We just took off running nonstop all the way to my house. People were coming outside looking at us. There were some people that was pointing and laughing. When we got home my mom tried to comfort us, but there was nothing that she could say that was going to make things better for us.  
 
    When we went to school the next day it was like everyone in school was talking and laughing at our shame. It didn’t matter that we were on the honor roll and helped many of them pass their classes. The worst part about it was the football team started talking about us. We were the joke for everyone. Our teachers tried to tell us to look over it, but there was no way that we could.  
 
    There had been so much that was done to us that you might have thought we would have gotten used to the bullshit, but we never did. From grade school to high school, we were the joke for everyone. It was hard growing up like that. No matter what we did or didn’t do we could never stop being the Too Fly Girls target.  
 
    It was our junior year in high school and not much had changed. We still were the joke on campus. It seemed every year they found more ways to make our lives hell. It had gotten to the point that there were days that Shannon wouldn’t come to school half the time. Her grades started to suffer. I wasn’t going to let them stop me, but they ended up winning because my mom sent me to stay with my dad in Miami. I really didn’t want to go because I didn’t want to leave Shannon, but I had no choice. Shannon was so hurt when I left. Hell, I was hurt too, but it was what it was.  
 
    I promised Shannon that I would call her every day and I would be back. Leaving my cousin was one of the worse things I could have done. She was more than a cousin to me; she was my sister.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Two 
 
    I was now in Miami and it took me some time to get used to being here. School was a lot different than it was back home. I stayed to myself as much as I could. Until one day in health class we had to partner up to do a project, which was 90% of our grade. So, I ended up partnering with Shantrice Jones. Even though she was one of the most popular girls in school, she was smart as hell and cool as fuck. We even became friends. I told her how things was for me back home which was the reason why I ended up at Washington Senior High. She let me know off top that I didn’t have to worry about that anymore because she had my back. She was big on working out and I started working out with her. I was starting to lose weight and feeling good about myself. Things was starting to look up for me and my junior year went well.  
 
    My senior year started off good. I was making new friends and guys were trying to get at me. I had become one of the popular girls. It didn’t get to my head, but it did feel good to be liked and around people that didn’t put me down all the time. My self-esteem was growing every day. It was Christmas break, and I was due to go home to spend Christmas with my mom. I was looking forward to seeing Shannon because I hadn’t been home in almost a year. Plus, we hadn’t been talking as much as we did when I first moved. I knew she was still going through it with the bulling. So, for me to go home and spend some time with her was going to be important for the both of us.  
 
    However, the day before I was supposed to leave, my mom called me and told me that Shannon had killed herself. I couldn’t believe it. My heart was hurting and for the first time I broke down and cried my eyes out. I started not to go home, but I had to go and say my goodbyes to Shannon. I also needed to know what happen for her to take her life.  
 
    When I got home my mom sat me down and told me that after I left things got really bad for Shannon. Lisa, Asia, Jasmine, and Nikki made life for my cousin hell. At the funeral I looked around and saw them dirty hoes had the nerve to be there. They didn’t know who I was because I had changed so much. I was a lot smaller, and my hair was laid. Hell, my mom almost didn’t know who I was walking into her house. Yeah, I was fine, and I knew it.  
 
    Anyway, I wasn’t feeling up to dealing with everyone, so I went into my room. My mom had left my room just the way it was before I moved away. I was sitting there looking at all the photos that me and Shannon had taken throughout the years. It was like the more I looked at them, the more I was starting to get mad. It was like something had snapped in me. I turned into someone else just that fast. I knew something was wrong when I walked out of my room and someone tried to ask me something.  
 
    “Cookie…are you okay baby?” some lady asked me.  
 
    “Hell naw, I’m not okay. My cousin is dead and the motherfuckers that caused it had the nerve to come to her funeral.  
 
    “Cookie!” my mother yelled.  
 
    “What?” I yelled back as I turned around to face her.  
 
    “I know you are hurting, but that doesn’t give you the right to talk to people like that,” my mother expressed.  
 
    “I’m not trying to hear all that right now ma. All these people here acting like they gave a damn about Shannon. If they really cared she would still be alive. It’s not like they didn’t know what the fuck was going on.”  
 
    My mother just looked at me. She didn’t know what to say. She knew I was right. I hate when people act like they care after it’s all said and done but didn’t give two fucks while shit was going on. I just went back into my room and slammed the door. I didn’t want to be bothered by no one, not even my mother. I was ready to go back to Miami. I knew one thing and that was them bitches was going to pay for what they did. I didn’t know what I was going to do, but I knew I was going to do something.  
 
    * * * * * * * * * * 
 
    I was now back in Miami, but I wasn’t the same and I guess Shantrice could tell because she would ask me from time to time if I was okay. She said that something in me had changed. I knew she was right, but I didn’t know what it was. I was starting to snap on any and everybody. If you said something or did something that I didn’t like, you were getting the business. Hell, you could just look at me wrong and I would go in. My dad told me that I needed to go to counseling so I could talk about Shannon’s death, because I had a fucked-up attitude. I wasn’t feeling that shit though.  
 
    Anyway, I finished out my senior year with straight A’s like I knew I would. Shantrice and I had gotten so close that she and I went to the University together. She became a Detective/Criminal Investigator, and I became a Physiologist. I also received my degree in the most important piece of information about myself, Psychology. My plan was to go back home and work with kids that have or is being bullied. I wanted to help keep other kids from doing what my cousin did. So, in honor of Shannon, I started a program and named it Live Mind Strong. I named it that because even though Shannon is not with me in person, I know she lives on through me because she will forever be a part of me. So, I packed up and headed back to Crawfordville. I stayed with my mom for a month or so before I founded my own place. I had found me a building for my program that I was so ready to get started with. To ensure that my program would be a success, I changed my name to Porsha Lane.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Three 
 
    It had been two years that I had been back in my hometown. I was really feeling good about the work that I was doing with the kids. I was really being low-key for a reason. From time to time, I would slide back down to Miami to kick it with Shantrice. Yeah, we had become best friends. I don’t think I would have made it without her. She was my sister from another mother. She would also come up and talk to the kids. Anyway, I was at this convention when I saw Nikki’s bitch ass. She looked dead at me, but she had no idea who I was. It got even better when she walked up on me.  
 
    “Excuse me, aren’t you Ms. Lane the one that runs the youth center off 8th Avenue?” Nikki asked.  
 
    “Yeah that’s me.” You should have seen my face. I was looking like, why what is it to you?  
 
    “First, I want to say that you are doing such an amazing job.”  
 
    “Yeah I know, but what can I do for you?” Yeah I was ready for whatever she wanted to bring.  
 
    “I have a kid in my class that I really would like to sign up for your program.”  
 
    “Is that right?”  
 
    “Yes, he is such a sweet boy, but he is having a hard time in school. There are some kids that are not so nice to him.”  
 
    “Really and you are concerned?” I quizzed with one eyebrow up.  
 
    “Yes, most definitely. I don’t want to see no kid being bullied.”  
 
    I wanted to slap her ass when she said that. This bitch used to fuck with me and my cousin every day. If it weren’t for her my cousin would still be here.  
 
    “Yeah, bullying just does something to me. I wouldn’t want anyone to go through that. It causes kids to want to take their own lives.”  
 
    “It’s so sad that kids would do such a thing to another kid.”  
 
    Yep, right at that moment I wanted to punch her in the damn mouth. I knew I was hearing shit, because the biggest bully of all time was standing in my face talking about how sad it is. I started to tell her who I was, but I chose not to. I knew this was going to be my chance to get back at the ringleader who made my life pure hell, causing me to have to move away. So yeah, I told her to come by and we could talk about just what we need to do to help her student. She thanked me and went on her way.  
 
    Don’t get me wrong I was going to help the student out, but something in me snapped again as I watched her walk away. It was like everything that she had ever done to me and Shannon just came back to me full force. A part of me just wanted to run behind her and snatch her by that wig she had on her head. I needed to get out of there and fast before I did something that I wouldn’t be able to take back. I didn’t want to do anything that would mess up what I had going, so I just left.  
 
    It did amaze me that the bitch didn’t even know who I was. I knew I had changed a lot, but I didn’t realize just how much I had. However, it was time for me to really test the waters on just how much I had changed. Like I said I had been laying low, but after seeing Nikki I knew I didn’t have too anymore.  
 
    A week or so had gone by and I hadn’t seen or heard anything from Nikki, which was a good thing for her. However, I was out having lunch with some investors when I looked up and saw Nikki, Lisa, Asia, and Jasmine walk in. I’m already black so I guess I couldn’t get any blacker. But I must have turned white or something because the people I was sitting with noticed a change in me.  
 
    “Ms. Lane, are you okay?”  
 
    I assumed they called my name a few times because I felt them shaking me.  
 
    “Yeah, I’m good. I’m good.”  
 
    “Are you sure? Do you need some water or something?”  
 
    “No, I’m fine. Let’s do this another time. I need to get home,” I said standing up to leave.  
 
    “Okay that’s fine, but are you sure you are okay?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m okay, just need to go home. I will reach out to you soon and see if this is something that you are willing to invest in.”  
 
    “There’s no need for that. We are in. You just take care of yourself, and in the meantime we will draw up the papers for you to sign.”  
 
    “Thank you so much. I look forward to working with you.”  
 
    We shook hands and I rushed out but not before I made eye contact with girls that made my life a living hell as a kid. When I got home I quickly took me a shot of Grey Goose and jumped in the shower. After I got out of the shower and was dressed I called Shantrice.  
 
    “Bitch you are not going to believe what just happened to me today.”  
 
    “What bitch?” 
 
    “Well, you know I told you how I saw Nikki, the bitch that bullied me and my cousin the other week.”  
 
    “Yeah okay.”  
 
    “Well today I was having a meeting with some investors and in walked Nikki and her crew. Girl I don’t know what happened, but I blanked out and saw nothing but red. I wanted to walk over to their table and fuck all of them up.”  
 
    “Damn, so what did you do?”  
 
    “Nothing, I was just stuck. But my mind was telling me to do a whole lot of shit, just my body wouldn’t or couldn’t move.”  
 
    “How are you going to deal with seeing them around town? You can’t do anything that will cause you to mess up what you have going on. Plus, I can’t believe that she doesn’t know who you are.” 
 
    “I can’t either, but I have changed a lot over the years. I’m not that fat scary kid anymore.”  
 
    “No, you are not.”  
 
    We talked for a while and then we hung up. I knew I had to get myself together. I couldn’t be freaking out like that. I had shit to do, and I wasn’t or couldn’t allow the Too Fly Girls to throw me off my game. I had come too far to turn back so I needed to put on my big girl thongs and stand firm. I had to remind myself I wasn’t that little girl anymore. I was a grown ass woman.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Four 
 
    For about a month it seemed that every time I turned around I was looking in the face of Nikki and her sidekicks. I was really getting sick of seeing them, but it was funny that they didn’t know who I really was. However, I was attending this benefit party/convention on preventing bulling. It was just a group of people there that was trying to come up with ways of helping kids that were dealing with bullying and getting information out to parents on what the signs were of a child being bullied.  
 
    However, I was standing off talking with someone about my center, when out of nowhere Nikki walked up to me. She started talking to me and asking me if she and I could work closely together in finding better ways to getting bulling under control around town. I wanted to tell her hell naw, but something inside me told me that working closely with her could be beneficial for me in the end.  
 
    “Sure, I would love to work with you. I think the two of us could do wonderful things together in dealing with bullying.”  
 
    “Great, I think so too. Here is my number. Give me a call so we can meet up and get to work,” she smiled as she handed me her card.  
 
    “Great, I will be calling you real soon.”  
 
    “I look forward to your call,” she said before walking away.  
 
    I just stood there thinking that she just didn’t know just how much work we were about to get done. I didn’t have an idea as to how I was going to get her back, but I knew it would come to me.  
 
    I didn’t call her right away because I needed to do some homework, so I hired someone to run the center while I made moves on getting my revenge on the bitch crew. It didn’t take long for me to learn that not much had changed when it came to the Too Fly Girls. They still were all best friends and lived in the same community. Their kids all played together, and everyone was married but Jasmine. I just needed to find a way for me to get in close with all of them. One thing I did know and remembered, was that Nikki was the ringleader which meant whatever she said the others were going to follow.  
 
    So, after about two weeks of doing my homework on them hoes I made my call.  
 
    “Hello,” Nikki spoke into the phone.  
 
    “This is Porsha Lane. I’m sorry it took me so long to get in touch with you, but I’ve had a lot going on.”  
 
    “No problem, I’m just glad you called.”  
 
    “So, when would be a good time for us to meet up and talk. I remember you telling me about a kid being bullied that you was a little worried about.”  
 
    “Well, I’m having a dinner party this weekend why don’t you come through. It’s going to be a few other people that I know for sure that would like to get in on it. Then I can give you a little background on the young boy I told you about.”  
 
    “A dinner party, at your house?”  
 
    “Yes, is there a problem with that?”  
 
    “No there isn’t a problem at all. I would love to come.”  
 
    “Great. I will text you the address and time and I will see you then.”  
 
    “Sounds great, I look forward to it.” We ended the call, and I quickly made another call. I needed back up and I knew just who to call to get it.  
 
    * * * * * * * * * * 
 
    It was finally the weekend and Nikki’s dinner party. I wasn’t sure as to what I was going to wear. I knew that there was going to be a few husbands there, so I made sure I was dressed to impress…the men that is. When we pulled up to Nikki’s we sat in the car for a second.  
 
    “Are you sure you’re going to be able to do this?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m sure. I’m not doing this just for me, but for Shannon.”  
 
    “Okay, well let’s do this.”  
 
    “Yeah lets.” We got out of the car and both of us was red carpet ready. No, we weren’t dressed like stars, but we were dressed in a way to let everyone there know that we were very much single. We walked up to the door and rang the doorbell; waited about twenty-five seconds before someone came to the door.  
 
    “Hey, I’m glad you could make it,” Nikki greeted us when she opened the door.  
 
    “I hope you don’t mind that I have a plus one.”  
 
    “No, not at all. Come on in.”  
 
    “Nikki this is Shantrice, a good friend of mine,” I stated as we walked in.  
 
    “It’s nice to meet you Shantrice.”  
 
    “Nice to meet you as well,” Shantrice replied to her.  
 
    “Well, everyone is here so come on back,” Nikki smiled as she closed the door behind us.  
 
    “You have a nice place here,” I said as I looked around.  
 
    “Thank you. I grew up in this house. After my parents passed away I didn’t want to sell it, so I moved back. It kind of makes me feel close to them.”  
 
     I was looking around noticing all the art that was hung up on the wall. I happen to see a photo of Nikki, Jasmine, Lisa, and Asia together from high school. I almost ran up out of there, but something deep inside me told me not to run. When we walked into the living room area where everyone was, it became my biggest test of all time.  
 
    “Everyone I would like you to meet Porsha Lane. She runs the center I was telling you all about. And this is a good friend of hers, Shantrice.”  
 
    Everyone spoke at once and Shantrice and I spoke back. My nerves were tested too fast for me when they all walked up on me.  
 
    “Porsha I really want you to meet my long-time best friends Lisa, Jasmine, and Asia. I have told them so much about what you are doing and how we are going to be working together on stopping bullying.”  
 
    The three bitches spoke and against everything in me I spoke back.  
 
    “So, Porsha what made you come here and open up your center? I hear you are from Miami,” Jasmine asked.  
 
    I wanted to tell her because of you bitches, but I didn’t. I looked at Shantrice and took a deep breath. Well, we both did.  
 
    “Well, I read in the paper a few years back about a young girl who killed herself here because of bullying. I thought why not start here in Crawfordville.” I could tell on their faces that they knew just what I was talking about.  
 
    “Well, she’s here now and is doing a good job at working with kids,” Nikki chimed in.  
 
    I looked at Shantrice and she was standing there with an unpleasant look on her face. I had to bump her a little bit just so she could snap out of whatever she was thinking. She looked at me then rolled her eyes but in a way of letting me know that she was rolling her eyes at them and not me.  
 
    The dinner party went well. I picked up on the fact that Nikki and her husband is not in a good place, plus it was her son that was getting bullied. What goes around will come back aground for sure. Now what really got me, was the fact that Jasmine and Nikki’s husband seemed just a little too close. Lisa and Asia both had one kid and no man. Now Asia’s kid, she doesn’t even see because the baby daddy has him in L.A. I did pick up on the fact that she was a drunk. Lisa on the other hand wasn’t even sure who her baby daddy was. They all have okay jobs, but Asia. Lisa is an accountant at some company where she has damn near slept with every dude that works there. Asia is just what I said, a drunk who is living off the money her parents left her. Jasmine, I didn’t catch just what she did for a living at the time. I did learn that she didn’t have any kids, but there was something about her that just didn’t sit well with me. I wasn’t sure just how I was going to play-things out. But I knew whatever I did had to be something that would cause all of them to suffer. However, I did know that it was going to be Nikki’s kid that would open the door for me to get back at all of them.  
 
    Shantrice hip me to the fact that there was some female there that kept watching Nikki and Lisa. I didn’t know who the lady was, but I sure was going to find out. Whoever she was didn’t mingle with everyone. She just stayed off to herself. Shantrice and I agreed that it was going to be important that I find out who the mystery woman was. Somehow I knew she was going to be an especially important piece to my plan, but at the time I just didn’t know just how important. 
 
    Trust I was taking lots of notes mentally on everyone there. If I missed something, Shantrice was there making sure that I didn’t. We were giving each other the eye and tapping each other when we felt like it was something that we needed to make note of. One thing for sure, what looks good on the outside is not always good on the inside. Which was a win for me.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Five 
 
    We had all agreed during the dinner party to meet up for lunch one day. It was at least two weeks that had gone by before we made plans to do so. So, the day had come for all of us to meet up for lunch, but being that Crawfordville wasn’t that big and was a little country, there wasn’t many places to meet for lunch at. However, there was this little shotgun diner that was okay, so we met there.  
 
    Now because of my mission that I was on and the fact that I didn’t trust their asses, it caused me to be there super early so that I could see what everyone was driving. It was information that I knew I was going to need later when I put my plans in motion. So, as I was sitting there waiting, scrolling social media, I noticed a car pulling up with tinted windows. It was just sitting there with the car running so I was really looking trying to see who it was and what they were about to do. After about five minutes the driver’s door opened and some dude that looked like he just jumped off the cover of Jet Magazine got out and walked around to the passenger side door. It was Nikki’s ass getting out of some dude’s car and then gave him a kiss before he left. She walked over to what I gathered was her car which was a money green Honda Civic. I took down the information that I needed to find out just who her mystery guy was. It was going to be imperative that I knew just who he was.  
 
    Not long after that, Jasmine pulled up in a black Lincoln SUV. The bitch was nice, but the tag read “I KILL” and right away I thought about my cousin Shannon. I was red hot and wanted to kill her ass at that moment. I was about to get out of the car when another car pulled up. It was an all-white Jaguar which was Asia. Then Lisa pulled up in a silver BMW. They all were standing there talking and I was trying to hear what they were saying but I couldn’t. I was trying to read their lips, but I couldn’t because of how they were standing. I waited for them to go inside before I got out of my car.  
 
    When I walked inside I spotted them sitting in the back of the diner. As I walked over to them, there was this voice telling me to shoot them all and just walk out. Oh yeah, I forgot to tell you that I carried my Glock .45 with me everywhere I went. I think it had something to do with the fact that I lived in Miami and you had to be ready for anything at every given minute.  
 
    “Hello ladies,” I said as walking up to the table.  
 
    “Hey Porsha,” Nikki replied all excited and shit.  
 
    A dry ass hey was all I got from the others. They acted like the really didn’t want me to be there or something, but they were going to have to get over it, because I was. However, I sat down at the table next to Asia. It was a booth so clockwise it was, Lisa, Jasmine, Nikki, Asia, and me.  
 
    “So, it’s Porsha right?” Jasmine spoke.  
 
    “Yes, my name is Porsha,” I replied with a little snap in my neck. 
 
    “I’m having a hard time wondering why you would move here to start your little center, being that you are not from here,” Jasmine stated.  
 
    I started to say something that would have made her head spin, but instead my head did the spinning.  
 
    “For one, I don’t have be from here to open my center. For two, there is nothing little about Live Mind Strong. There are too many kids that are being bullied every day and killing themselves because of it. The work that I DO help kids deal with being bullied. This is something that I really take to heart. And lastly, it really doesn’t matter if you understand, get it or whatever. I’m not doing it for you, so your thoughts or opinion doesn’t even matter. However, maybe you need to worry less about me and more about what’s going on right in front of you,” I spat.  
 
    The table was quite for a good strong forty-five seconds before anyone said anything. I was hot about her calling my center little. She is part of the reason for the center. Now that I think about it, I should have reached across the table and slapped the shit out of her ass. Just thinking about it is making me mad all over again. Anyway, this is what happened next.  
 
    “She didn’t mean anything by it Porsha, she was just asking a question,” Lisa stated breaking the silence.  
 
    “Yeah, I guess,” I replied like whatever.  
 
    “For some reason it seems like I know you from somewhere. Are you sure you haven’t been here before?” Asia asked.  
 
    “I just have one of those faces, because I’ve never been here before now.”  
 
    “I guess so,” Asia replied as she looked at me, like naw bitch I know you from somewhere.  
 
    “Well anyway, how can we help with the center? I would really like to be a part of what you have going on. As you know from my dinner party, my son has been going through some things with the kids at the school,” Nikki chimed in.  
 
    “It’s a lot that you can do. For one, you can talk to your son and let him know that no matter what he is someone special and he can’t allow anyone to tell him that he isn’t. Kids that are being bullied don’t know how to stand up for themselves or just afraid to do so, so we have to teach them.”  
 
    “Yeah, but I know that kids pick on other kids, but not every day. And to the point that he don’t want to go to school means it’s bad. I hate that my nephew is going through that. No offense to you Nikki, but you need to teach him how to fight or something,” Jasmine stated.  
 
    Nikki just looked at Jasmine, but I could tell that she was offended by the statement. I myself wanted to laugh because everything that she had done to me and Shannon was now coming back on her through her son. Like the say, God don’t like ugly, and karma is a bitch.  
 
    “Kids are going to be kids, so how do you know when a kid is really being bullied or just very sensitive,” Lisa added.  
 
    “When a child comes home with tears in their eyes from being picked on or don’t want to go to school because some kid or kids are making their life hell, that’s how you know,” Nikki stated with force.  
 
    I wanted to really laugh because now she was seeing the outcome from the things that she did, and her bitch ass friends had done to me and my cousin. Deep down I felt bad for her son because I knew what it was like for him. I lived being bullied all my childhood days. And by the bitches that was now wanting me to help them. Isn’t life funny sometimes?  
 
    “Well bullying is a problem for me because I lost someone very dear to me that was bullied. They took their own life just to get away from it. I would hate for another kid to feel like that’s their only way out. My center is especially important to me. I take bulling very personal.”  
 
    They all looked at me but at each other at the same time. It was like they knew who and what I was talking about. However, they wasn’t going to ask me or say anything. Which was the best thing for them at that moment.  
 
    “All I know is that everything you do in life at some point will come back to you. You just have to be careful how you treat people,” Asia stated as she reached in her purse and pulled out her flask and took a sip.  
 
    “Really Asia, can you go one day without drinking?” Lisa asked in frustration.  
 
    “Yes Lisa I can and have, but I like drinking. Do you have a problem with me drinking?” Asia barked back.  
 
    “Yes I do have a problem. You need to stop drinking so much. That’s why you can’t see your kid now because of all the drinking that you do,” Lisa fired back.  
 
    “It might be a good thing that I can’t see my kid because that way I know he won’t end up doing the things that I did or for my karma to come back on him,” Asia spoke with tears in her eyes as she looked over at Nikki.  
 
    “Look, that’s enough you two. Just drink your drink Asia and Lisa you don’t look at her,” Jasmine told them both. Jasmine looked at me and I looked back at her, like yeah I heard what was said, but not said at the same time.  
 
    “Porsha, I apologize for all this. I wanted you here so you could help me with dealing with my son being bullied. I also was hoping that we all could come together and do some great things in this town,” Nikki spoke softly.  
 
    “It’s all good; things don’t always go as plan. However, I have some business that I need to handle so I will chat with you later. You can stop by the center and we can start putting some things together,” I stated as I was standing up to leave. I looked at the other bitches and said, “Ladies.” Then I walked off.  
 
    Just that little bit of time told me all that I needed to know about all of them. It was time for me to break each one of them down one by one. I thought of making Asia my first take down, but that would have been too easy. So, I was going to focus on Lisa.  
 
    I made a few calls once I got in my car. It was time to pick up the pace on some things. My goal was to hit them one by one but at a fast paste. Payback is a bitch, and I was that bitch.  
 
    I went home and pulled out my vision board. You know one of those boards that the police be having when they are trying to put a case together. Well, I had one of those with all their photos on it and details of their life underneath. So yeah, I had everything planned all the way out. It was time for operation MELT DOWN to go into effect.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Six 
 
    It had been about two weeks and I finally caught Asia out alone. She was at the supermarket which was the right time to make my move. I waited for a minute before I said anything to her. I wanted to watch closely at what she was buying. What people buy, eat or just how they sit can tell you a lot about them.  
 
    “Dinner for one I see,” I spoke from behind Asia.  
 
    “Yes, it’s just me,” she replied as she turned around. I could tell by the look on her face she was shocked to see me standing behind her. “Oh, hey Porsha,” she continued to say.  
 
    “How are you?”  
 
    “I’m good and you?” she asked nervously.  
 
    “I can’t complain. Life is good and about to get better.”  
 
    She slightly smiled and giggled a little. I could tell she wasn’t sure as to what to say or do. So, I helped her out a little.  
 
    “I was going to cook but why don’t you join me for dinner out. We can get to know each other and have a drink or two at the same time.”  
 
    “I don’t know. I was just going to go home.”  
 
    “Come on it’s on me. I know this little place right outside of town that has the best steaks and not to mention the drinks are always on point.”  
 
    She didn’t say anything right away, but then she thought about it and took me up on my offer. We put what we had down and left out. She followed me to a little diner right outside of town. I wanted to make sure that no one would walk up on us while we were so-called bonding.  
 
    When we got there and went inside we got a booth and order a drink. I wasn’t going to waste any time, so I started asking questions. I needed to know just where her head was and what she was willing to tell.  
 
    “So, Asia, how long have you been friends with Nikki?”  
 
    “For far too long,” she replied with a little irritation in her voice.  
 
    “Why you say it like that?”  
 
    “No reason, just saying we have been friends for a long time. We all grew up together.”  
 
    “Oh okay.”  
 
    “Just be careful with her,” she warned me.  
 
    “Why do I need to be careful with her?” 
 
    “Just be careful is all I’m saying.”  
 
    I didn’t push it, but I wasn’t worried about all that because they all needed to be careful of me. However, the more we sat there and had small talk, Asia was throwing those drinks back. I waited until she was good and full of it before I started asking the real questions.  
 
    “Asia, I have a question that I would like to ask you.”  
 
    “Okay what it is?” she replied with slurred words. 
 
    “Do you know anything about the young girl that killed herself years ago, because she had been bullied?”  
 
    “Why are you asking me about that?” she questioned as she sat up straight.  
 
    “I was just wondering if you knew the story behind it, because I was doing some research and it came up.”  
 
    She didn’t say anything at first, just took her drink to the head and then waved the waitress over and ordered another one and told her to keep them coming. She looked at me and I have to say I wasn’t ready for the words that was about to come out of her mouth. I knew it was going to be easy, but I didn’t know it was going to be as easy as it was.  
 
    “It never should have happened. She didn’t deserve what happened to her. It went too far. It all went too far.”  
 
    “What do you mean it went too far?”  
 
    “I was there when it happened. It will be a day I will never forget. Never,” she stated with tears in her eyes.  
 
    “What happened?” I asked sitting up and leaning in so I could catch every word that was about to come out of her mouth.  
 
    “She only wanted to go home but she wouldn’t let her. She just kept pushing and taunting her. I couldn’t even tell you all the things that she said to her. I knew it was getting out of hand, but I just stood there and did nothing.”  
 
    “What happened? Who is she?”  
 
    I was starting to get in my feelings, but I had to control myself. That fact that Asia was telling me that she was there when Shannon took her life had me leg shaking uncontrollably.  
 
    “They spit on her and beat her. They called her every name they could think of. She begged for them to stop but they wouldn’t.”  
 
    She paused and my blood was boiling. I wanted to reach over the table and wrap my hands around her neck and choke the life out of her, but I held it together.  
 
    “Go on, what happened next?” I pushed.  
 
    She started shaking her head like she wanted to say more but just couldn’t get the words to say it.  
 
    “It will help if you just get it out. You have been holding it in for far too long. It’s okay you can let it go now. I’m here for you,” I said as I reached over and touched her hand in comfort.  
 
    She looked at me and took her drink to the head before she said anything else.  
 
    “We followed her all the way home. She ran to the back of the house and we ran right behind her. Not sure how it got that far, but Nikki pulled out a gun while Jasmine pulled out some pills. They were telling her she needed to kill herself. She was crying and begging for them to stop and just leave her alone. Jasmine and Lisa held her down while Nikki tried to force the pills down her throat. Somehow the gun fell, and she picked it up.” She paused for a few seconds before saying, “She pointed the gun at all of us. Nikki started laughing talking about shoot if you so bad. Jasmine and Lisa was right along with her. Then when she put the gun to her head Nikki yelled out there’s not bullets in it, but just as she said that the gun went off and her body just dropped to the ground.”  
 
    “So y’all stood there and watched my cous…I mean y’all just watched as she kill herself?”  
 
    “Nikki said that there weren’t any bullets in the gun,” she cried.  
 
    “So really, you guys killed her.”  
 
    I was getting pissed off by the minute. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. They gave Shannon the gun to kill herself. So yeah, I wasn’t going to feel bad about what I was going to do to them. I didn’t want to hear anymore. However, I couldn’t leave just yet. I needed to know what they did after my cousin shot herself.  
 
    “What did you guys do after she shot herself?”  
 
    “We ran. Nikki said that we could never tell anyone or even talk about it ever again. Every day I see her face. It lives with me and the only way for me to deal with it is to drink. I know I haven’t been a saint, but it had got way out of hand. I couldn’t just stop being around them because I knew they would have turned on me.”  
 
    “You were more worried about them turning on you other than telling the truth. I can’t believe this,” I spat.  
 
    “I didn’t know what to do at the time,” she explained.  
 
    “You could have spoken up, but no you just drink thinking it’s going to drown it all away.”  
 
    “Why are you so upset about it? It’s not like you knew her,” she stated.  
 
    I looked her deep in her eyes. I wanted her to see me, and I mean really see me. I think it took a few seconds for her to but when she did her face lit up.  
 
    “I can’t believe it’s you. And I just told you all that. I knew I knew you, but I just wasn’t sure until now. I got to go,” she expressed standing up to leave.  
 
    “You can leave but you are not going to tell the girls who I am.”  
 
    Asia looked at me and I could tell that she was nervous and wasn’t sure what I was going to do. I informed Asia that she could leave but she and I weren’t done by a long shot. I really wanted to wrap my hands around her neck and not let go until there was no more life in her. I stood up and looked Asia in the eyes, she was scared. I knew she was going to hurry over to Nikki’s and tell her who I was, but I wasn’t worried about her making it. Asia left and I paid for the bill. By the time I got outside Asia was pulling out of the parking lot. I watched as Asia drove down the road until I could no longer see her. On the drive home I was thinking hard at just what I wanted to do. I wanted them to pay dearly for what they had done. My plan was still going to be the same, but I was going to change it up just a little. One by one those bitches was going to go down.  
 
    I couldn’t believe that those bitches stood there while my cousin shot herself with a gun they had. To know that Nikki had the gun and told Shannon to go ahead and do it…baby my blood was boiling. Yeah, it was on at that point. I wanted them to feel all kinds of pain. And I wanted them to know it was me doing it too. I had to take two sleeping pills just to go to sleep that night.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
    The next morning, I woke up to the news that Asia had a bad car accident. She was in critical condition and I have to say I didn’t even feel bad about it. It was reported that her brakes went out on her car. I just made me a cup of coffee and was like goodie for her. She got what was coming to her.  
 
    Later that day I ran into Lisa at the nail shop. It was all falling together perfectly.  
 
    “Hey Lisa, I’m sorry to hear about Asia,” I lied through my teeth.  
 
    “What do you mean you are sorry to hear about Asia? What are you talking about?” she inquired.  
 
    “Oh, you haven’t heard she was in a bad car accident last night.”  
 
    She jumped up from her chair and ran out of the salon like it was on fire. I kind of smirked a little and sat down in the chair so that I could get my nails done. I wasn’t bothered at all. The question to me was who was going to be next. After I got my nails done I knew it was time for me to grab a bite to eat. I didn’t want anything heavy, so I thought maybe a salad from Zaxby’s would do me good. I started to go through drive-thru, but when I saw Jasmine’s car I knew I couldn’t pass up the chance to say a few words to her.  
 
    I walked in and looked around to see if I could spot Jasmine, and sure enough she was over in the corner talking on the phone. I ordered my salad and then walked over to where she was.  
 
    “You mind if I join you?” I asked standing at the table that she was sitting at with my salad in hand.  
 
    She looked up at me and for a second. It seemed as if she was about to say that she did mind, but then she pointed to the chair in front of her in saying have a seat.  
 
    “How are you doing?” I asked as I sat down.  
 
    “I’m good and yourself?” she replied.  
 
    “I can’t complain. I’m sorry to hear about Asia though.”  
 
    “Yeah, well thank you.”  
 
    “It’s crazy because I was with her last night,” I stated as I took in a fork full of salad.  
 
    “You was with her?” she spat looking at me with a side eye.  
 
    “Yeah, we had dinner together,” I replied taking another bite of my salad.  
 
    “What do you mean you two had dinner together?”  
 
    “Just what I said, we had dinner together and she was telling me about the young lady that killed herself years ago,” I stated with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “She told you about that?”  
 
    “Yeah, I asked her about it, and she told me what happened.”  
 
    “What all did she say?” she asked sternly.  
 
    “Nothing really, but it was just sad that what had happened.”  
 
    “Why would you be asking about that anyway?”  
 
    “I was just asking. Is it a problem that I asked about it?”  
 
    “I just need to know what she told you,” she said with all ears.  
 
    “Just know that she told me enough to understand why and how the young lady ended up killing herself.”  
 
    “Why are you really here? Who are you, really?” she quizzed.  
 
    “Like I said before I’m here because I wanted to open up my center for bulling. I am who I say I am. Why do you have a problem with me being here?” I inquired as I ate my salad.  
 
    “But why here though? Why would you choose here? Crawfordville of all places.”  
 
    “I felt this would be the perfect place to start being that Crawfordville hit home for me with bullying.”  
 
    “What do you mean hit home for you?” she quizzed.  
 
    “The question is how do you really feel about bullying?” 
 
    “How I feel about it really doesn’t matter.”  
 
    “Oh, it matters,” I stated as I placed my fork down and pushed my salad away from me.  
 
    “Why does how I feel about it matter?” she spat with aggression.  
 
    I laughed and stood up to leave before I spoke the words, “Every action has a reaction. Sometimes it’s instant, sometimes it’s years later, but there is always a reaction.” I walked off after that.  
 
    “What does that supposed to mean?” she yelled out to me.  
 
    I turned around smiled and winked at her and kept walking. She was about to find out soon enough just why it mattered and the reaction she was about to get.  
 
    Later that night I went to the bar. I was sitting there having a drink when in walks Lisa and Nikki. I smiled to myself before waving for them to come over and join me.  
 
    “Hey Porsha,” they both spoke.  
 
    “How are you ladies doing this evening?”  
 
    “We’re good,” Nikki replied.  
 
    “I’m sorry to hear about Asia.”  
 
    “Yeah, I’m sure,” Lisa stated as they both sat down.  
 
    “Yeah, you were with Asia right before right,” Nikki asked.  
 
    “Yeah I was,” I replied as I took a sip of my drink.  
 
    “How did the two of you end up together?” Lisa asked.  
 
    “We just ran into each other.”  
 
    “Is that right,” Lisa stated.  
 
    “Yeah, that is right. Anyway, how is she doing?”  
 
    “She’s in pretty bad shape,” Nikki stated sadly.  
 
    “Like I said, I’m sorry to hear about her accident.”  
 
    It was silent for a second or two, but then we started a little small talk and they ordered them some drinks and we chilled together for a few hours. The night went peaceful, but right before we parted ways I made sure to bring up bullying.  
 
    “So, Nikki, how is your son doing? You know, dealing with being bullied.”  
 
    “He’s good. Whatever, he is learning at your center is really working,” she replied.  
 
    “That’s good to hear. I wouldn’t want him to end up like the young lady did years back.”  
 
    “What do you know about that?” Lisa spat.  
 
    “I know enough that it wasn’t what the news put out.”  
 
    “Yeah, Jasmine said that you talked to Asia about it,” Nikki stated.  
 
    “Yeah I did, and I was thinking about going to talk with the family.”  
 
    “Why would you do that?” Nikki asked.  
 
    “Yeah, why would you go and remind them of what happened?” Lisa added.  
 
    “I’m sure they are reminded every day of what took place. It’s something that they would never forget.”  
 
    “That should be all the more reason not to go bother them about it,” Lisa stated.  
 
    “I hear she had a cousin that she was close to, Cookie, and she is due to come in town.”  
 
    “Cookie is coming back here?” they both asked.  
 
    “Yeah, I’m supposed to meet up with her once she gets here. I’m going to rename my center after the young girl that killed herself from being bullied. In order to do that I need to talk with the family to get a better understanding of what happen and don’t let this city ever forget her name.”  
 
    The looks on their faces allowed me to know that they were feeling a little uneasy. I didn’t give a fuck though. It was time that everyone knew just what they did. My cousin Shannon’s story needed to be told and not forgotten.  
 
    “Well, I really hate to cut this evening short ladies, but I have a lot of work that needs to be done.”  
 
    I stood up to leave, but Lisa caught me by the arm.  
 
    “I don’t know what you are up to, but you don’t want to open up something that you can’t close back,” Lisa stated.  
 
    I looked down at my arm and back at her. I gave her a look that let her know that it would be wise if she let me go and she did.  
 
    “It seems to me that there are things that you don’t want to reopen. However, it’s opening,” I smiled then looked at Nikki and walked off.  
 
    I left them sitting there wondering just what I meant. It’s funny that they were looking at Cookie and didn’t even know it.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
    The next morning, I was headed out to my car because it was time for me to go see my auntie, Shannon’s mother. However, before I could get to my car some chic walked up on me. She caught me off guard, so I was a little startled by her.  
 
    “Porsha Lane,” she spoke as she walked up.  
 
    “Yes and you are?”  
 
    “I’m Shelia.”  
 
    “And what can I do for you Shelia?”  
 
    “I know who you are and why you are here.”  
 
    “What are you talking about?” I asked turning around to face her.  
 
    I stepped back a little and gave her the once over and realized that she was the female that was at Nikki’s dinner party watching her and Lisa.  
 
    “Look don’t worry, I’m not going to say anything. I’m sorry about what happened to your cousin Shannon.”  
 
    I didn’t respond but just gave her an unsure stare.  
 
    “You don’t have to say anything but do know this…”  
 
    She went on to enlighten me on some things that I might not have needed to know, but it all was useful. There was one thing that she told me that I made a mental note of.  
 
    When I pulled up to my auntie’s house, I sat in my car for a few minutes before getting out. I wasn’t sure if I was ready to see her or even go inside of the house. I took a deep breath and got out of my car and headed towards the door. Before I could get to the door good it swung open. My auntie was standing there with tears in her eyes. A few seconds had gone by before anything was said.  
 
    “I was wondering when you were going to show up,” she stated.  
 
    “Yeah, I wasn’t sure if I was coming or not.”  
 
    “It’s good to see you.”  
 
    “It’s good to be seen.”  
 
    She stepped to the side so that I could enter the house. Once I walked in I looked around and her house was just as I remembered it. She closed the door and told me to have a seat. I turned and looked at her. I just stared at her for a second.  
 
    “It’s okay you can go in her room.”  
 
    I slowly turned around and headed down the hallway towards Shannon’s room. I stood at the door and took a deep breath before I opened the door. The room didn’t look the same as I remembered. There was a made-up bed and a dresser, the curtains at the window allowed the sun to shine through just enough to light the room up. The room didn’t have any feeling to it. I walked over and rubbed my hand across the dresser. I stood at the window and pulled the curtain back and looked out the window. I smiled because I remembered how Shannon and I would play out back on the swings. As I took in the moment my eyes started to water. I quickly turned around to leave out the room and look dead into auntie’s eyes.  
 
    I froze and a tear fell from my right eye.  
 
    “I know baby,” she spoke softly.  
 
    I quickly embraced her with a hug, and she held me back. The embrace lasted for a minute or two before I pulled away and walked out of the room.  
 
    Once we were back in the living room I sat down on the couch and my auntie sat next to me.  
 
    “So, tell me why now? Why come here now? You have been in town for almost two years now.”  
 
    “I don’t know.”  
 
    “So, are you going to go through with it?”  
 
    I looked at her confused.  
 
    “No need to look confused. I know why you came back here, and truth is I can’t say if I blame you for your reason or not.”  
 
    “I don’t know what you are talking about,” I replied holding my head down.  
 
    “I’m sure you don’t, but just know that I get it and if I was you I might do the same thing. Hell, I’ve even thought about it myself,” she said as she stood up and walked into the kitchen.  
 
    I sat there for a few seconds before going into the kitchen. I stood there not knowing what to say or do. My auntie was standing there drinking a beer. Nothing was said for a few seconds.  
 
    “If you are going to do it then just do it. You don’t need my approval.”  
 
    I looked deep into my auntie’s eyes trying to study what she was saying to me. The deeper I looked the stronger I felt about the mission I was on. With no more words being said, I turned around and walked out of the kitchen and out of the house.  
 
    I got in my car and just sat there for a few seconds before I finally started the car and drove off. At first I wasn’t sure as to what I was going to do next, until I saw Lisa’s car at the bank. I pulled over and waited for her to come out.  
 
    “Lisa, can I talk to you for a minute!” I yelled out as I was walking up on her.  
 
    “What is it that you need to talk to me about?” she questioned as she stood there with her nose up in the air.  
 
    “Can we meet up later for drinks just you and me?”  
 
    I could tell by the look on her face that she was about to say no.  
 
    “You wanted to know why I’m so interested in the young lady that committed suicide. Well meet me for drinks and I will tell you why.”  
 
    She hesitated for a second, but then agreed to meet with me. I told her to me meet around seven at the diner. After we parted ways I headed over to the library. I needed to ensure one thing before I met up with Lisa.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
    After I gathered all the information that I needed I headed home. When I reached my house there was a note on my door. I looked around to see if anyone was around before I grabbed the note and went inside.  
 
    I sat down on the couch and opened the note, and this is what it read: There are eyes on you so be careful.  
 
    I wasn’t worried about anyone watching me. I just hoped that they were liking what they were seeing. Anyway, I went to my room and took a shower and got myself together for the outing I was about to have with Lisa.  
 
    So, when I got there I waited for a while, but she never showed up. I didn’t feel any type of way about it because I was going to meet up with her either then or later, so it really didn’t matter. I wasn’t ready to go home so I stopped by the little bar to have a few drinks before I did go home. It couldn’t have been any sweeter or easier for me. When I walked in and looked around I saw that Nikki and Jasmine’s husbands where there and they were lit. So, of course I eased my way right over there.  
 
    “Hello fellows, mind if I join the two of you?” I asked smiling down on them.  
 
    They looked up at me and then at each other before they both jumped up saying yes and pulling out the chair for me. I sat right on down.  
 
    “What are you drinking?” John, Nikki’s husband asked.  
 
    “I will start with a shot of Patron.”  
 
    Chad, Jasmine’s husband, waved the waitress over and told her what I wanted to drink. I really wasn’t sure just how things was going to go, but it turned out better than I thought.  
 
    “You was at the dinner party the other week, right?” Chad inquired.  
 
    “Yes, I was there.”  
 
    “Yeah, I thought I saw you,” John stated.  
 
    “I see that the both of you noticed me,” I smirked.  
 
    “Of course,” they spoke in unison.  
 
    I just smiled and took my shot to the head. Of course, I played the night to my advantage. I had them eating out of my hands. I found out that John wasn’t the father of Nikki’s son. I thought back to when I saw Nikki getting out of a car with some other dude. I made a mental note to find out just who he was. Chad was only with Jasmine for financial reasons. They both are trying to find a way out of their marriage without losing everything. I felt I had a way to help them both. I sat there and soaked up all the information that they were feeding me.  
 
    Sadly, it came to an end when Nikki and Jasmine walked in. It was cool because I had all the information that I needed. Plus, the look on their faces when they saw me sitting there with their husbands was priceless.  
 
    “What is going on here?” Jasmine spat.  
 
    “Yes, what is going on here,” Nikki added.  
 
    “Oh, nothing, just having a few drinks,” I stated as I stood up to leave.  
 
    The guys just sat there looking like they didn’t know what to say. It was funny to me.  
 
    “Thanks fellows for a lovely evening,” I said giving them both a wink and a smile.  
 
    “Our pleasure,” they replied.  
 
    I smiled at Nikki and Jasmine before saying, “Ladies.” When I walked off I could feel them looking at me. I waited until I got to the door and looked back at them all. Indeed, they all were still looking, so I smiled once more and walked out the door.  
 
    When I got home it was about 2 a.m. and I made a few calls. It was time to dead them hoes and I knew all I needed to know to do it.  
 
    Twelve Hours Later 
 
    Knock…Knock  
 
    Thirty seconds later  
 
    “What are you doing here at my house?”  
 
    “You didn’t show up last night or call, so I just stopped by to see if you were okay.”  
 
    “Yeah, something came up,” Lisa stated kind of stand-offish.  
 
    “I’m sure. However, aren’t you going to invite me in?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    She hesitated for a second then stepped back so that I could enter her home. I walked in and looked around just a little as she closed the door. Her house was nice. Nothing to write Home about, but it was nice.  
 
    “Have a seat,” she said pointing to the couch. “Would you like anything to drink?”  
 
    “I brought you some wine. I wasn’t sure what you like, so I hope this is okay,” I stated as I showed her the wine.  
 
    “Yes, that is prefect.”  
 
    “Great,” I smiled.  
 
    She walked off and headed into the kitchen. I sat down and looked around at the same time. Like I said the house was nice but it could have been kept up a little better than what it was. However, it wasn’t my house and who was I to judge how someone lives.  
 
    “I got some glasses,” she stated as she walked back into the living room.  
 
    “Oh, I’m not drinking. I have a meeting later and I wouldn’t want to go to the meeting under the influence,” I replied with a smile on my face.  
 
    “You don’t mind if I crack open the bottle then do you?”  
 
    “No, by all means drink up.”  
 
    She did just that. We sat and had small talk, nothing major. She was taking that wine down. She couldn’t finish one glass before she was pouring some more. I was loving every minute of it. I wanted her to drink.  
 
    “I don’t know if it’s me or what, but this wine is really good,” she said still drinking.  
 
    “I’m glad that you are enjoying it.”  
 
    “I almost drunk the whole bottle,” she laughed.  
 
    “That’s what I bought it for…for you to drink,” I smirked.  
 
    “Indeed, I am truly drinking it too.”  
 
    It was silent for about a minute, but I was loving the fact that she was not giving that wine a break.  
 
    “Is there any change in Asia’s condition?” I asked breaking the silence.  
 
    “No there isn’t any change,” she replied as she looked at me sideways.  
 
    “Oh well, I hope she pulls through.”  
 
    “Speaking of Asia. She called me that night of her accident,” she spoke slurred.  
 
    “Oh, did she,” I smirked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “Yeah…she did.”  
 
    She could barely get her words out. That wine had her gone to another world.  
 
    “What did she say?” I inquired.  
 
    Her eyes was closing, and she couldn’t hardly hold her head up. She was trying though. It was funny because she was stretching her eyes trying to keep them open, and she would try and say something but couldn’t.  
 
    “Are you okay?”  
 
    All she could do was bat her eyes real fast. I wanted to laugh so bad, but I didn’t.  
 
    “You said Asia called you that night,” I repeated what she said.  
 
    “Yeah…she did…but…but I…but I…di…didn’t answer but she left a voice mail,” she struggled to say.  
 
    “Okay, what did it say.”  
 
    “Said she… needed… to… tal… talk… wit… with me… and some… something… abo… about you,” she strained to say as she pointed at me.  
 
    “Something to do with me?”  
 
    All she could do was nod her head up and down in a way of saying yes.  
 
    “I’m sure she did try to call you that night…maybe because I was asking about the young lady that supposedly killed herself some years ago,” I said as I stood up.  
 
    She couldn’t speak, but I could tell by the look on her face that she either wanted to know why I was asking about it or she was afraid that I knew just what had taken place. I was going to answer her thoughts.  
 
    “You probably want to know why I’m asking about it. You might be wondering if Asia told me what really happened.”  
 
    She batted her eyes slowly which let me know that she was wondering just that. I went on to inform her that I knew everything about what had taken place. I also made her look me in my eyes. I told her if she really look at me then she would see just why my presence there was so important. Of course, I had to help her out a little. Once she realize just who I was her eyes lit up. Let’s just say that I took my time and made her feel all the pain that she caused me and my cousin to feel. I didn’t want her to die right off, but I did want her to suffer. I enjoyed causing her pain maybe more than I should’ve.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
    By the time I was leaving Lisa’s house she knew just who I was and that I knew everything. She tried to explain and apologize. It was too late for all that. She was in on making my cousin and my life hell. I wasn’t trying to hear all that. She even had the nerve to shed a tear or two like that was going mean something to me. I started to choke the life out of her, but I had something better in mind.  
 
    Anyway, as I was pulling out of Lisa’s driveway, Nikki and Jasmine were pulling in. I smiled and kept it moving. I could see it in their eyes that they were wondering why I was even there. I was going to have my one on one with them real soon. I started to go home, but instead I went and had me a steak. I felt I deserved it.  
 
    Later that evening, I was home drinking some wine and not that cheap shit either. I had many ideas as to just how I wanted to end Nikki and Jasmine’s life. However, I just couldn’t decide just how I wanted to do it. A part of me wanted them to go quick and easy, but the other part of me wanted to take my time and make them feel the pain. I turned the television on, and my answer was right there. The ID channel was on and it was giving me all kinds of ideas and I was loving every one of them.  
 
    I guess I fell asleep, because the next thing I knew there was a knock on the door, and it was one o’clock in the morning. When I reached the door, I looked out of the peephole and saw that it was Jasmine. I smiled to myself before opening the door.  
 
    “Yes, can I help you?” I asked.  
 
    “You can tell me what you did to Lisa,” she replied as she stormed into my house.  
 
    “What are you talking about?”  
 
    “I’m talking about what you did to Lisa. I don’t know what you did, but whatever it is has caused her not to be able to talk or move her hands or anything. She’s paralyzed from head to toe. So, what the fuck did you do to her?” she ranted.  
 
    I took my time and closed my door and walked into my living room. Jasmine was right behind me. I sat down on the couch and crossed my arms and legs before I said anything.  
 
    “I didn’t do anything to Lisa and why would you think that I did something. It could have been anyone of the wifies of them men that she be dealing with,” I stated.  
 
    “You was the last one with her. We saw you leaving, and you know we saw you because you looked dead at us.”  
 
    I looked at her and thought about taking her out and make it look like self-defense. I chose not to because I wanted to apply some major pain to her, and I didn’t have the time to do it.  
 
    “Look I don’t know what you are talking about, but it’s one o’clock in the morning and I need to get some sleep. I have shit to do tomorrow,” I stated as I stood up and pointed to the door.  
 
    “You are not going to get away with this. I promise you,” she uttered as she walked towards the door.  
 
    “Well sometimes things has a funny way of coming back on you. Maybe she’s getting what is owed to her.”  
 
    Jasmine turned around and looked at me like she wanted to say something but wasn’t sure just what to say. I pointed to the door like leave now. She opened the door and as she was walking out I said something to the effect of, be careful you don’t want to be next. She turned around so fast and looked at me and I just smiled and closed my door.  
 
    I went back to bed and slept like a baby. I woke up refreshed and ready to take on the world. I got up and handled my hygiene and then got dressed. I had a few errands that I needed to make before I went to the center. However, that didn’t happen because right as I was walking out of my door a detective was standing there.  
 
    “Yes, can I help you?” I asked calmly.  
 
    “Are you Ms. Lane?”  
 
    “Who wants to know?”  
 
    “I’m Detective Kane.”  
 
    “Detective???”  
 
    “Yes, and I need to talk with you about a Lisa Hill.”  
 
    “Okay, what about her?”  
 
    “So, you know her?”  
 
    “I wouldn’t say I know her, but I know of her. Once again what about her?” I repeated myself and crossed my arms.  
 
    “When was the last time you saw Ms. Hill?”  
 
    “Is she missing or something? Just get to the point to why you are here. I have things to do.” I spat.  
 
    I wasn’t about to play twenty questions with him. I knew the game and how they did things, but it wasn’t going to be done on me. One thing for sure the police don’t ask question that they don’t already know the answer to. They just want to see if you are going to lie.  
 
    “No, she’s not missing, but from my understanding you were the last person to see her in good health.”  
 
    “Are you accusing me of anything?”  
 
    “No, but I would like to sit down and talk with you about what took place the last time that you saw Ms. Hill.”  
 
    “Well, it won’t be today because I have things to do.”  
 
    “So, when will you be able to come down to the station and talk to me?”  
 
    “I don’t know. Leave your card in the mailbox and I will give you a call later, but right now I’m late,” I stated as I closed and locked my door.  
 
    As I was walking to my car I could feel him watching me. I waited until I got to my car and opened the driver door before I looked at him. Yep, he was just standing there patting his little note pad on his thigh. I smiled and told him to have a great day before I got in my car and drove off.  
 
    Something told me to go to the center first and I’m glad that I did. When I got there, the police was questioning my employees about me. I didn’t care because they only knew what I wanted them to know and see. All they told the police was that I was a sweet person that love helping kids. There was nothing bad that they could tell them. I went into my office and closed the door and smiled as they waisted their time.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    I knew that I couldn’t do anything to Nikki and Jasmine because the police were watching me. So, I waited on them, but I didn’t stop making sure that my center got most of my attention.  
 
    I would visit my auntie and mother more, which was a good thing. It was hard at first, but it got better. There was one place that I hadn’t gone yet, and I felt that it was time that I made my presence there. Even though in the back of my mind I knew I shouldn’t. I knew going in broad daylight wouldn’t be a good idea, so I waited until nightfall.  
 
    So, it was about ten thirty at night when I drove out to my cousin’s grave. I hadn’t been there since her funeral. It was time that I went and paid my respects. Plus, I wanted to say a few words to her alone.  
 
    I pulled up and just sat in my car for a few minutes. I wanted to get out but at the same time I didn’t. My plan was to only come after I took care of them bitches that caused her death. However, there was something pulling me to get out of the car to just go sit by her grave.  
 
    I finally exit my car and walked slowly over to Shannon’s grave. The closer I got the more my emotions was taking over. I stood there for a second without saying a word with tears rolling down my face. I kneeled down and touched her headstone and called out her name softly. Doing that only caused me to flop down on the ground. It was like I couldn’t stop crying. I didn’t realize just how much I had missed my cousin. I finally got myself together so I could say what I had come to say.  
 
    “Shannon I miss you so much. There’s not a day that goes by that I don’t think about you. I’m so sorry that I left you here with no one. You are more than my cousin you are my sister. I feel I let you down, but I promise you that I’m going to make them bitches pay for what they did to you. Hell, what they did to us. Two of them are down but just needs to be finished off. The other two, you know the main two is going to get it the worst. I can’t move on them right now, but I’m going to get their ass. I don’t care if it takes everything in me I’m going to do it.”  
 
    I paused for a second before I kept talking.  
 
    “I have a center for kids that’s being bullied, and I named it Live Mind Strong. I call it that in honor of you. I believe if you and I both were mind strong, then we wouldn’t have allowed them to fuck with us mentally. It’s one kid that I’m working with that really gets bullied, but you would never guess whose son it is. It’s Nikki’s son. Can you believe that. Nikki’s son is being bullied and she don’t know what to do about it. The biggest bully in school back then son is getting treated the way she treated other people. Karma is a bitch and is working overtime.” I laughed a little bit after saying that because if Shannon were alive she would say something like, “If I were there I would pay the bully to keep it up. Fuck Nikki and her son.” I was already two steps ahead on that.  
 
    I sat by Shannon’s grave just talking away for about two hours. It felt good to talk to her. Well, I wasn’t talking to her because she didn’t talk back, but you know what I mean. Anyway, when I finally got home all I wanted to do was lay down and get some sleep. Something inside of me told that I just might be having a long day coming soon.  
 
    The next morning, I woke up to a phone call at ten a.m. and this is how it went.  
 
    “Asia woke up from her coma last night. Nikki and Jasmine are going to see her this afternoon when they both get off work. Just thought you would want to know.”  
 
    After that, the call ended. I didn’t know why anyone felt that I needed to know that. But, at the same time I was glad that they did. I eased on out the bed and took a shower and got dressed. I had a few things that I needed to handle, but there was one thing that I had to do first.  
 
    1:00 P.M. 
 
    It wasn’t easy but I got the job done. It felt too good when it was all over. I was headed to the center with a smile on my face. That outside smile was short lived when I got to the center and saw that Detective Kane waiting on me. I started to pull off, but I thought why I would give him the satisfaction of doing that, so I parked and exited my car.  
 
    “How can I help you now Detective Kane?” I asked as I walked up on him.  
 
    “Ms. Lane it’s come to my attention that you know Asia Martin, who just so happens to be friends with Lisa Hill.”  
 
    “Okay and your point of telling me that is what?”  
 
    “You was the last one known to see her as well. Now that could be just a coincidence or not,” he expressed.  
 
    “Coincidence maybe, but once again what does all this have to do with me?”  
 
    “I’m not really sure at this moment, but I do plan on finding out.”  
 
    “Well, when you do please let me know,” I smirked.  
 
    Just as I said that he received a call. He kept looking at me while he was on his call. He wasn’t saying nothing that would give me an idea as to what was being said. I started in motion to walk off, but he stopped me by grabbing my arm. I looked at him like he was crazy which caused him to let me go quickly.  
 
    “It seems that Ms. Martin has died,” he stated as soon as he ended his call.  
 
    “I’m so sorry to hear that.”  
 
    “I’m sure you are. I don’t know how, but I’m going to find out just how much involved you are in this.”  
 
    “Involved in what? I don’t know anything, so I don’t know why you feel that I have something to do with any of this.”  
 
    “Ms. Lane let’s hope so, because one way or the other I’m going to find out,” he stated.  
 
    “Well, I hope you do, but I have things to do. So, until we meet again,” I uttered as I walked off.  
 
    “Yes we will meet again and soon!” he yelled back.  
 
    I turned around and smiled. I wasn’t worried about anything because he didn’t have anything on me. I wasn’t no fool. Not saying that I’m smarter than the police, but smart enough to think things through before I do anything. Well except for one time, I didn’t think about that at all I just moved on it.  
 
    However, I went on about my day. It turned out to be an exceptionally good day. I was able to really help a few kids in dealing with being bullied. Also, I helped another kid to understand that being a bully is not cool and how it could really affect someone else. As I was walking to my car I noticed that there was a note on my windshield. I picked up the note and looked around to see if I could see anyone. When I opened the note, it read: Lisa is starting to have movement, so whatever it was is wearing off.  I tore the note up and got in my car and drove off.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    For some reason I slept in late. I didn’t plan on it because I knew I needed to handle a loose end. However, at the same time I didn’t feel as if there was a rush to tie things up. I sat up in the bed and turned the television on. My favorite show, “Snapped”, was on. It was like I lit up like it was Christmas. Anyway, I watched for about two hours before I decided to go and get me something to eat. So, I showered and got dressed and left out.  
 
    I went to the diner. I was in the mode for some steak and eggs. I sat down at a table, placed my order, and waited. As I was waiting for my food I hear yelling.  
 
    “Porsha what did you do?” Nikki yelled as she walked towards me.  
 
    I sat there in shock that she would be yelling at me as if she knew me. Well, she did know me but didn’t know me at the same time.  
 
    “First of all, why are you yelling? And second, what are you talking about?” I replied very calmly.  
 
    “I’m talking about Asia and Lisa. What did you do to them?”  
 
    “I didn’t do anything thing to them. Why are you coming at me like this?”  
 
    “You were the last one with them both. I saw you leaving Lisa’s house that day. She was in bad shape and had to be put in the hospital. But now they both are dead.”  
 
    “I so sorry for your loss, but don’t come at me like that. What reason do I have to do anything to either of them? I don’t even know them like that.”  
 
    “Something isn’t right, and for you to be the last one with them both is just not adding up to me,” she expressed as she took a seat.  
 
    “Asia had been drinking that night, so drinking and driving doesn’t go together. As for Lisa, well from what I understand she has been around messing with married men and all. Who’s to say that one of the wives of those men did something,” I indicated very politely.  
 
    “I know and I told Lisa to be careful,” she voiced shaking her head.  
 
    “Yes, because what you just did isn’t going to end well for you the next time. You don’t know me like that,” I informed her as the waitress brought me my food.  
 
    “Just tell me this. What went on between you and Asia and you and Lisa? Why did you meet Asia that night and why were you at Lisa’s?” she quizzed.  
 
    “If it’s meant for you to know you will know, but until then don’t question me about nothing,” I replied as I took a bite of my steak.  
 
    All she could do was look at me. I’m sure she wanted to say something. As I started in on my steak and eggs I gave her a look that let her know that she could leave because I was done talking. She slowly got up and walked away.  
 
    “How’s your son doing?” I yelled out.  
 
    She turned around and looked at me and shook her head. Then turned and left out of the diner. I sat right there and enjoyed my food. I wasn’t going to let anyone ruin my steak.  
 
    After I finished my food I paid the bill I left. I didn’t have a destination, but as I rode around I spotted the perfect place to stop. I pulled up to bar only because I saw John go in. You know Nikki’s husband, John. Yeah, I was about to be messy.  
 
    When I walked in I scanned the bar trying to spot John. Found him off in the corner to himself which was perfect for what I was up to.  
 
    “Well hello Mr. John,” I spoke walking up on him.  
 
    He looked up at me and just smiled.  
 
    “You mind if I sit with you?”  
 
    “No, I don’t mind at all. Please have a seat. What are you drinking?” he asked as he waved the waitress over.  
 
    “Whatever you’re drinking I’m drinking,” I replied as I took a seat in the chair next to me.  
 
    “Let me get another Jakes on the rocks and keep them coming,” John told the waitress.  
 
    “Keep them coming, huh.”  
 
    “Yeah, why not it’s Friday and I’m not trying to go home no time soon.”  
 
    I didn’t reply to that, but I made a mental note of it. I was willing to see just how the night was about to play out. One thing for sure I was ready and down for whatever.  
 
    As the night went on the drinks kept coming and we kept drinking. There was some flirting going on and eyes watching. I didn’t give a fuck and it didn’t seem as if John gave a fuck either. We were genuinely enjoying each other’s company. Turns out John is a good man for the most part. He’s not happy with Nikki, but he made that clear the first time he had a drink with me. However, that night he was really letting me know that he would kill for a chance to have one night with me.  
 
    “How about we get out of here and go somewhere else,” John suggested.  
 
    “Are you sure you ready for that war?”  
 
    “No war just a good time.”  
 
    “Where would we go?”  
 
    “I have somewhere. I just need to know that you are willing.”  
 
    I paused for a second to give it a second thought, but my answer was the same as the first thought.  
 
    “Lead the way Mr. John.”  
 
    Nothing else was said. John paid the tab and we left. I followed him a little way outside of town. We pulled up to this nice little cute house with a lake in the back. You might ask was I afraid to be alone with him being that he was Nikki’s husband. The answer to that is no, because I’m never completely alone.  
 
    Anyway, we went inside, and it was nice nothing to write Home about. John went to the little bar that was setup in there and poured us a drink. He even turned on some music. We sat down and talked a little. I was able to get all kinds of information about Nikki. As the night went on things started to take place and I didn’t fight it, stop it or whatever. Let’s just say that it will be a night that John will never forget. Hell, I might never forget it myself. I’m getting hot just thinking about it now. Whew chile that man…  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    I believe it was like every other day for at least two weeks that John and I had been meeting up with each other. Not every time we were together we were sleeping together. We would just sit around and have a few drinks and just talked. Which was good for me because if he knew where Nikki was, so did I. I was learning things about her that I really didn’t care to know, but at the same time he was feeding me a lot of info that I wanted to know. Hell, he was even feeding me information on Jasmine.  
 
    John informed me that he knew about the guy that Nikki had been seeing. He even knew the man’s name. So yeah, I made a mental note of the man’s name.  He wasn’t relevant to my plan, but who knew if he would come in handy later. However, one afternoon when I was leaving the center, I spotted Nikki and John together. They were at this little outdoor festival or flea market thing that was going on. I felt it was time that I got a little messy. I needed people around to see Nikki act a fool while I was calm as the wind.  
 
    So, I parked and got myself together before I exited my car. I got out and strolled through looking at everything. It wasn’t nothing really to look at. Some people had booths where they would sell things that they didn’t want anymore. Some people had a booth that did face painting for the kids. There was a dunking booth, some food being sold, and things of that nature. It was kind of interesting. It really became interesting when I saw Nikki, John, Jasmine and Chad.  
 
    “Well hello Nikki…Jasmine,” I spoke as I walked up.  
 
    They really didn’t speak back which was cool with me. I didn’t give two fucks. I just added fuel to the fire that was hidden underneath.  
 
    “Heyyy John…Chad,” I voiced with a slight smile on my face.  
 
    “Ms. Lane,” John replied verbally while his eyes was saying hello, hello I hope to see you later.  
 
    Nikki and Jasmine looked at each other like what the hell was all that.  
 
    “How are you?” Chad asked me.  
 
    “I’m great and hoping to be even better later,” I smiled as I gave John a glance.  
 
    “Hold up, what is all this about?” Jasmine asked as she pointed from me to John.  
 
    “What are you talking about?” I inquired.  
 
    “Nikki I know you are not going to stand here and let this bitch disrespect you like that,” Jasmine spat.  
 
    “First, who are you calling a bitch? And second, no one is being disrespectful other than you,” I uttered.  
 
    “Why did you speak to my husband like that?” Nikki questioned.  
 
    “I just spoke. I didn’t know it would be a problem speaking to anyone. Didn’t mean to cause you to feel some type of way,” I smirked.  
 
    “You are tripping Nikki. Don’t pay her any attention Porsha,” John stated.  
 
    Chad was just off to the side shaking his head because he knew what was going on.  
 
    “Now it’s Porsha. What happened to Ms. Lane?” Jasmine observed.  
 
    Right then I realized that Nikki really wasn’t the ringleader, Jasmine was. I knew their emotions was going to help me finish them both off. I just needed a few more days to make sure that everything was in place.  
 
    “Is there something going on that I need to know about?” Nikki yelled at John.  
 
    Everyone around turned to see what was going on. I was smiling because things were about to get heated up.  
 
    “There’s nothing going on Nikki. All I did was speak to the man. I didn’t know speaking to him was going to cause a problem,” I declared.  
 
    “Well don’t be speaking to him,” Nikki replied.  
 
    I just threw my hands up in the air as if I were defeated. I gave John a look letting him know that I would see him later. He gave me a slight nod in a way of telling me indeed he will. I smiled and walked off. As I was walking away I could hear Nikki and John saying words to each other. Not sure what was said, but I do know that it wasn’t pleasant words.  
 
    I went home and relaxed a little. I needed to do something that would spark some true emotions with Nikki. I knew what to do so I sent out a text to someone I knew could help me. I took a shower and laid down for a few hours before I kicked things in high gear that night. All I knew, was if I played my cards right I would have one more down with just one more to go. I called Shantrice because I hadn’t talked with her in a few days, and plus I needed to inform her of some things.  
 
    “Bitch, why are you just now calling me? I have called and texted you. I thought them hoes had found you out and did something to you!” Shantrice yelled into the phone.  
 
    “Now you already know that I’m well prepared for them hoes.”  
 
    “Yeah you right.”  
 
    “I have been taking care of business.”  
 
    “Good. So, what’s next?”  
 
    “Well, that brings me to the reason why I’m calling you now.”  
 
    I went on to tell Shantrice about what was about to go down that night. She was all into it. She told me to be careful, but I knew I was good. I was stronger mentally and physically than I had ever been in my life. There was no way that I was going to allow some dried-up hens to defeat me this time around. After I ended my call with Shantrice I went and took a shower and laid down for a while.  
 
    Once I woke up and got dressed, I looked at the clock and saw that it was ten thirty p.m. I gave myself a once over in the mirror and of course I was killer ready. I grabbed my purse and keys and headed out. This night I had a one-track mind which someone must die. I knew who I wanted to take out, but the way I was feeling it didn’t matter which one.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    If I didn’t know anything else, I knew that John was going to be at the bar. And nine out of ten Nikki was going to be there too. So, when I got to the bar I scanned the parking lot to see if I could spot Nikki’s car. Of course, I did along with Jasmine’s. All I could do was smile. I gathered myself together and put on my game face and headed inside.  
 
    I went straight the bar and ordered me a drink. I turned around and leaned back on the bar so that I could have a good view of everything that was going on. I saw that Nikki, Jasmine, John, and Chad was sitting towards the back and it looked as if they had been sitting there for a good while. There were quite a few empty glasses on the table. I took a few sips of my drink and just stood there watching them. I was waiting on the right moment to cause a nice little scene. It didn’t take look for that moment to come.  
 
    John was in the right position that he could see me clearly. We caught eyes and smiled at each other. He looked away but quickly looked back into my direction and we locked eyes again. I believe that after a few times, I assume gave Nikki a reason to turn to see who John was looking at. When she laid eyes on me her demeanor changed. Which then caused Jasmine to look around at me. I politely raised my glass towards them and smiled before taking a sip. Next thing I knew they were both coming my way.  
 
    “Why are you making eyes at my husband?” Nikki spat loudly as she walked up on me.  
 
    “I don’t know what you are talking about,” I replied taking another sip of my drink.  
 
    “Oh bitch, you know just what she is talking about,” Jasmine chimed in.  
 
    I looked at Jasmine and politely placed my drink down on the bar before I replied to her.  
 
    “I’m not going to be other bitch. So, I suggest that you don’t call me that again.”  
 
    “You will be whatever I want you to be, BITCH!” Jasmine yelled.  
 
    I smiled and before I could say anything or do anything else I heard.  
 
    “Why are you to so damn evil? This lady hasn’t done anything to either of you,” John stated from behind them.  
 
    “Why are you defending her?” Nikki turned around to face John.  
 
    “It’s not about defending anyone. It’s about you two thinking that y’all can just treat people any kind of way and I’m over it,” John voiced.  
 
    “You are standing up for her like you are fucking her or something,” Jasmine blurted out.  
 
    Chad damn near choked on his drink when Jasmine said those words. John wasn’t sure if he wanted to be honest or not. He looked at me and I just humped my shoulders.  
 
    “So, you are fucking her?” Nikki yelled loudly.  
 
    Everyone in there was focused on us. We had become their entertainment and I was cool with that.  
 
    “You need to calm down. People are starting to watch,” John told Nikki.  
 
    “I don’t give a damn who is watching. Are you fucking her or not?” Nikki spat.  
 
    “What if he was? What would you do about it?” I asked.  
 
    “Really bitch,” Jasmine bawled.  
 
    “I warned you about that bitch word. It would be wise if you reframed from calling me that,” I spoke calmly.  
 
    “I can’t believe you are cheating on me with her,” Nikki cried as she pointed at me while looking at John.  
 
    “Cheating would have to assume that we are fucking. I haven’t touched you in years. Hell, we don’t even talk. With Porsha I can just be myself,” John confessed.  
 
    “So, you are fucking her,” Nikki stated in disbelief.  
 
    “It’s over Nikki,” John said loudly.  
 
    “What do you mean over?” Nikki questioned.  
 
    “I mean, I’m done with you. I don’t want to be with you anymore. I’m sick of you and your punk ass kid. You so busy doing you that you haven’t even noticed that I only have a few things at the house. I moved out years ago. I’m sick of playing the game with you. I’m out,” John disclosed before walking out of the bar.  
 
    Chad looked around at us before he took off behind John.  
 
    “Damn Nikki you just going to take that? What are you going to do?” Jasmine questioned.  
 
    “Looks like to me there’s not much that you can do but suck it and move the fuck on,” I uttered right before I took my drink to the head.  
 
    “Why don’t you just shut the fuck up,” Jasmine voiced.  
 
    I leaned in and whispered in Jasmine’s ear, “Payback is a bitch, not me.” I turned and walked out.  
 
    I sat in my car for a while just waiting. It seemed like it took forever for Nikki and Jasmine to come out of the bar. Jasmine was trying to get Nikki to ride with her, but Nikki refused. Nikki felt that she needed to go find John and talk with him. Jasmine was like fuck him we need to go find that bitch Porsha. I started to get out the car and handle Jasmine’s ass because I was so sick of her calling me a bitch. I had to hold it together because she was going to get hers no matter if it was then or later.  
 
    However, they got into their own cars and went two different ways. I pulled off and drove right behind Nikki. At first I didn’t know where she was going, but she finally ended up at her house. I parked down the street so that no one would see me at her house. I popped my trunk and pulled out some clothes that was a little more appropriate for the occasion.  
 
    “I would like a drink,” I stated as I walked into Nikki’s kitchen where she was sipping on some wine.  
 
    “How the fuck did you get into my house?”  
 
    “All that don’t matter, but what does matter, is the reason why I’m here,” I informed her as I point my .45 at her.  
 
    “You going to shoot me over John?”  
 
    “Naw, I’m not going to shoot you. However, if I have to I will.”  
 
    “What do you want Porsha?”  
 
    “I would like a drink.”  
 
    She proceeded to fix me a drink.  
 
    “Also, I would like for you to stop calling me Porsha,” I said as she placed a glass of wine in front of me.  
 
    “What would you like for me to call you, homewrecker?” she asked as she sat down at the other end of the table.  
 
    “You can call me by my name.”  
 
    “I did…I called you Porsha,” she stated with a confused look on her face.  
 
    “Cookie…you can call me Cookie,” I said as I took a sip of wine.  
 
    The look on her face informed that she was lost, and I couldn’t allow that.  
 
    “You are looking confused, so let me help you out. Years ago, you and your crew used to bully me and my cousin Shannon. You remember Shannon don’t you? You know the one that you caused to kill herself.”  
 
    “Oh my god. It can’t be,” she stated in shock.  
 
    “Oh, it’s me.”  
 
    “I’m so sorry, but it wasn’t supposed to happen like that,” she tried to explain.  
 
    “Well, it did and now it’s your turn,” I said as I pulled out another gun.  
 
    “So, you are going to kill me now?”  
 
    “No, you are going to do it for me.”  
 
    I got up and placed the second gun in front of her. She looked at it and then back up at me.  
 
    “Yeah, that’s the same gun that you handed Shannon, and now you are going to do the same thing she did with the same gun.”  
 
    Tears started to form in my eyes, but I held it together.  
 
    “Please don’t do this.”  
 
    “I’m not doing anything you are.”  
 
    “So, this is the real reason you are here. It had nothing to do with the center.”  
 
    “Yes, but the center is a big part of me being here as well.”  
 
    “Cookie I’m so sorry for what happened, but we were young and didn’t understand what we were doing.”  
 
    “I’m not trying to hear all that. Pick the gun up and put it to your head and pull the trigger.”  
 
    We went back and forth for a while, but she finally got the point and did what she was told. I walked out the same way I came in feeling vindicated. It was one more that I need to handle and then it would all be over. I got in my car and drove home. I needed a nap.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    The next morning it was all over the news that Nikki Moore had committed suicide. I sat there drinking me a cup of wine with my legs crossed as the news said she did it because her husband cheated. I couldn’t enjoy my wine because there was a knock on my door. I cut the television off to go see who it was. When I saw that it was Detective Kane, I just rolled my eyes before opening the door.  
 
    “Why are you at my house?” I asked as I opened the door.  
 
    “I’m sure you have heard that Nikki Moore committed suicide.”  
 
    “Yes, and what does that have to do with me?”  
 
    “Last night you and Mrs. Moore had words, is that right?”  
 
    “Yeah, and what’s your point?”  
 
    “The point is not long after that she ends up dead. Don’t you think that is kind of odd?”  
 
    “No, I don’t.”  
 
    “Hmm, so what did you ladies have words about?” he inquired.  
 
    I smiled and stated very calmly, “Her husband and I fucking.”  
 
    “So, you were having an affair with her husband?” he asked as he wrote something down on his little note pad.  
 
    “Yeah.”  
 
    “You don’t seem bothered by the fact that you were sleeping with someone’s husband.”  
 
    “Why should I? It happened and that’s that.”  
 
    “Something about all of this just isn’t adding up to me.”  
 
    “Look, I don’t know what you want from me and I really don’t care what is or isn’t adding up to you.”  
 
    “May I ask you where you were last night around two a.m.”  
 
    “Right here in my house in my bed. So, if you don’t mind I have better things to do than stand here talking about nothing with you.”  
 
    He just stood there looking at me like I was crazy. I gave him a look like are you leaving or what.  
 
    “We will talk again Ms. Lane,” he stated right before he walked away.  
 
    “I look forward to it,” I replied.  
 
    He turned around and looked at me, I smiled and closed my door. It was like he wanted it to be me, but I didn’t give a fuck. He was going to have to work hard to prove that I had anything to do with it.  
 
     I took a shower and got dressed and headed up to the center. It was a quiet day, not much was going on. Everyone was just whispering about Nikki killing herself. I guess halfway through the day around three or four in the afternoon, Ryan came into my office.  
 
    “Hey, I got your message, you wanted to see me,” Ryan stated as he stood at my office door.  
 
    Oh, that’s right, you don’t know who Ryan is…lol. Well let me back up and let you in on just who Ryan is. I told you that Nikki’s son was being bullied, right. Well Ryan is the kid that was doing the bullying. Well technically he’s not a kid. He just look like one. Ryan is damn near thirty but looks like he’s twelve. Okay now back to what I was saying.  
 
    “Yeah, I do. Come on in and close the door.”  
 
    “What’s up?” Ryan said as he took a seat.  
 
    “I’m not going to need your services any longer. Here is the rest of your money and I need you to leave town tonight,” I replied as I placed an envelope of money on the front edge of my desk.  
 
    “Are you sure.”  
 
    “Yes, I’m more than sure. I appreciate everything.”  
 
    “No problem. Anytime you need me just give me a call.”  
 
    I nodded my head with a smile and Ryan grabbed the envelope of money and walked out of my office. I guess about an hour later I closed everything and left. As I was walking to my car I was ran up on, walked up on, whatever you want to call it by Jasmine.  
 
    “I know you had something to do with Nikki’s death,” she spat as she approached.  
 
    I turned around and looked at her for a second. I wasn’t sure if I was going to entertain her at not, but then I said why the hell not.  
 
    “Now why would you think I had something to with her killing herself?”  
 
    “Because every time someone is around you they die. Asia, Lisa, and now Nikki. I don’t know why you are doing this, but you are not going to get away with it.”  
 
    I laughed which seemed to make Jasmine a little upset, but who cared about her getting upset.  
 
    “You think it’s funny, but it’s nothing funny about people losing their lives.”  
 
    “You know you are right. It’s nothing funny about it, especially when you give them the gun to do it with and say nothing,” I uttered the last part in her ear.  
 
    I got in my car and drove off while she was standing there not sure what to say or do. I knew she was pondering on what I had just said. She might have thought about going to the police, but she had no proof. However, it was her turn to pay the piper.  
 
    Later that evening, I was home watching the news when the news caster said BREAKING NEWS: The gun that was used in Nikki Moore’s suicide was the same gun used in the suicide of Shannon Green fifteen years ago.  
 
    It was breaking news to them, but it was something that I knew already. I also knew that it was going to be used once more.  
 
    Two Days Later 
 
    I was at the diner and had just finished eating when Detective Kane sat down in front of me.  
 
    “What do you want now?” I asked shaking my head.  
 
    “Why can’t I find anything on you? It’s like you don’t exist or something.”  
 
    “You can only find something if there is something to find. So, I guess it’s nothing for you to find, so let it go. But if this is your way of working up your nerves to ask me out then don’t waste your time because the answer would be…a no,” I stated as I got up to leave.  
 
    I could feel him watching me as I walked out of the diner. I didn’t care because I was going to finish things tonight. I had somewhere else I needed to be.  
 
    I drove to the park and sat on the bench. It was truly a beautiful day and I wanted to take it all in. I sat out there for at least two hours before I decided to leave. When I returned to my car there was a package in the passenger seat. I smiled because I already knew what it was. I went home and made a few calls then I took a nap. When I woke up it was about seven p.m., so I got dressed and headed out.  
 
    I pulled up at this hotel and sat in my car and waited. What was I waiting on you might ask? Well, I was waiting on a special guest, and it didn’t take long for them to get there. I watched as they went into the room and closed the door. I waited another five minutes before I grabbed the package off the passenger seat and exited my car.  
 
    I walked up to the room door and knocked on it.  
 
    “Why are you knocking? Don’t you have a key?” the person said as they opened the door.  
 
    “No, I don’t have a key,” I replied.  
 
    “What the fuck are you doing here?”  
 
    “Were you looking for someone else?” I asked as I walked into the room.  
 
    “You need to leave cause I’m...”  
 
    “He’s not coming,” I said cutting her off.  
 
    We stood there looking at each other for a few seconds.  
 
    “What do you want?” she asked.  
 
    “What do I want? What do I want? I want you to pay Jasmine. I want you to pay for my cousin’s death,” I informed her as I pulled out my gun and pointed it at her.  
 
    “What are you talking about?”  
 
    “I’m talking about Shannon…Shannon Green. The one you helped cause to shoot herself fifteen years ago.”  
 
    The look on her face was priceless.  
 
    “Close the door and have a seat in that chair right there,” I instructed.  
 
    She did what she was told, and I sat down on the bed.  
 
    “I knew it was something about you that didn’t set well with me. You’re Cookie,” she uttered softly.  
 
    “Yes I am. You and your friends made life a living hell for us. But y’all took it too far and now you must pay for what you did like the other’s did.”  
 
    “Don’t do this. Please don’t do this,” she begged.  
 
    “Don’t do what? Don’t make you feel like you have made me and Shannon feel? Don’t make you accountable for your actions? What exactly you don’t want me to do?” I questioned as I walked up on her and put my gun to her head.  
 
    She couldn’t say anything or was too afraid to say anything. Either way I didn’t give a fuck. I backed up and sat back down on the bed.  
 
    “We were kids and didn’t know what we were doing,” she stated.  
 
    “Yeah, I heard that one already. It didn’t affect me then and it’s not now, so save it.”  
 
    “What are you going to do shoot me? It’s not going to bring her back,” she cried.  
 
    I took a deep breath before saying, “You are right, it’s not going to bring her back, but it would make me feel better.”  
 
    I tossed the package to her and she caught it and then looked up at me.  
 
    “Open it,” I demanded.  
 
    She opened it and looked inside, then looked at me like she didn’t understand what was about to happen.  
 
    “Take everything out.”  
 
    She followed orders.  
 
    “Now take the syringe and stick it in your arm.”  
 
    “No, I’m not going to do that.”  
 
    I shot one time close to her head. I had a silencer on my gun, so no one heard the shot. She started crying and shaking and shit, but I wasn’t seeing all that. I repeated what I said to her and she did it. I had to wait a few minutes because she was high as fuck.  
 
    “Now put the bullet in the gun. Don’t be stupid and try to shoot me.”  
 
    She looked at the gun and then back at me. She acted as if she didn’t understand what I said so I hit her across the face, and she quickly understood me. I made her put the gun to her head and pull the trigger. Just like that she was done. I politely walked out the room and got into my car before anyone saw me.  
 
    I went home and fixed me a glass of wine and listened to some music. I slept like a baby that night.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    I guess it was about two weeks later when Detective Kane came knocking on my door.  
 
    “What is it now?”  
 
    “Now I need you to come to the station. I have some questions that it seems that only you can answer,” he replied.  
 
    I started not to go but I thought why the fuck not.  
 
    “I will meet you there. I need to get dressed.”  
 
    He nodded and agreed that I could just meet him there. I got dressed and headed on down to the Police Station. On my way there I made a phone call.  
 
    As I said at the start, they had me at the station asking me questions that I wasn’t giving answers to. Then my lawyer came and got me. Okay I was outside and was about to get into my car, when I looked up and saw Detective Kane standing there looking at me. I knew he wanted to say something, but he didn’t. I smiled and waved before getting in my car and driving off.  
 
    I stayed in town for another two weeks. However, the day I was about to leave Detective Kane pulled up.  
 
    “Going somewhere Ms. Wright!” he yelled as he was walking up the driveway.  
 
    “What can I do for you Detective?” I smiled as I crossed my arms.  
 
    “I just have one question.”  
 
    “Okay what is?”  
 
    “How is it that the same gun that was used in Shannon Green’s suicide is the same gun that was used in Nikki Moore and Jasmine Brown’s “suicide”? he asked using air quotations.  
 
    I stood looking at him waiting on me to reply. I had a few thoughts of what to say, but I chose to say these words, “That’s something that you would have to ask someone else because I don’t have any clue. I truly hope you get the answers to all your questions, but right now I have somewhere to be,” I articulated very nicely as I patted him on his shoulder.  
 
    He looked at his shoulder like really bitch. I smiled and got into my car and drove off. Before I left town I stopped by my auntie’s house. I told her that I wanted her to be more active with the center. I also informed her that I had someone to run it, but it would be good for her to sit and tell her story every now and then. I gave her a hug and a kiss and walked out. I stopped by my mother’s and we chatted for a while. I gave her a hug and a kiss as well and went on my way. However, right before I hit the highway I stopped and said a few words to Shannon.  
 
    Let’s just say that it’s been well over twenty years. I’m sitting on my porch in Miami, Florida drinking some iced tea, watching my grandkids play out in the yard smiling from ear to ear.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END 
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