PREDATOR AND PREY:
INTRO
In this world inhabited by mortal man, there are heroes and villains,

hunters and victims, killers and weaklings. . . . . .predator and prey, basically.

 And it’s been this way for hundreds of years. An endless battle between good and evil. Even when the good is corrupted, Nature finds some way

of balancing the two forces out. When a hunter attacks an innocent prey,

 a hero is always there to put the wrong things right.

But what happens when the hero becomes the hunted? What happens when

 the protectors become the prey? What happens. . . . . .

The Brothahood. . . . . .The Sistas. . . . . .two groups of heroes.

The Brotha Hood protected the Grove while the Sistas protected their area,

Club Sphinx. All in the ever-growing industrial city of Willingboro.

The year, 2002. The age of renaissance.

Two of the most infamous Posse's in the world are about to get

a serious wake-up call. . . . . .

PREDATOR AND PREY:
THE SHINING HEROES

Jonathan ran down John F. Kennedy Way towards Deer Park. Sweat poured from his fear-stricken face as cold air breezed by him. He was frightened. He had wandered into the wrong part of Willingboro's town, ruled strictly by gangs. Worst of all, he had been sighted by one of the gangs on their turf. Now he was in the shit. And deep, too. Six of the members were following him, two on motor bikes, two with Doberman's, and two with chains wrapped around their torso's. Jonathan could hear the screeching wheels of the oncoming bikes as they neared him.


Jon hopped a wooden fence into Deer Park behind a house. Night had fallen moments ago and shadows loomed around every corner. Jon ran around the side of the house. He whelped loudly as he ran face first into a tool shed. His face swelled with pain as he collapsed on his ass. The metal shed echoed loudly, but silenced almost immediately. All that could be heard was the engines of the two motor bikes approaching. Jon got to his feet and moved cautiously around the shed to the front of the house. He ran to the street and followed the winding road.

*
*
*
*
*


The two motor bikes stopped at the entrance to Deer Park. The engines purred gently as the other four members joined by their side. The two Doberman's barked ferociously and saliva dripped from their muzzles. Steam rose from their mouths as they sniffed the air frantically.


"Shut your holes!!" one member demanded as he turned towards the barking dogs. They silenced. "Now split up and let's get this asshole!"


The bikers sped into the entrance, followed by the two members with the Doberman's, and then the two with the chains.

*
*
*
*
*


Jon ran down a series of streets until he came to a small alley. He peered towards it, but he couldn't see a damn thing. It was pitch black. Jon turned around and spotted the two bikers speeding towards him. Jon leapt into the alleyway, avoiding a collision with one of the bikes. He heard hysterical laughing as the bikes turned around. Jon ran blindly through the alley, knocking over trashcans and tripping over discarded boxes. He heard the bikes stop in front of the alley.


Jon ran faster, hands out in front of him. Then, the one thing that shouldn't have, couldn't have, and wouldn't have happened. . . . .happened. He ran into a dead end. Jon slammed his fists against the wall and cursed to himself. His back to the wall, he could hear the oncoming bikes as they slowly closed in on him. He was cornered, no where to go. As his hope diminished faster than the two bikes heading towards him, something happened. A hand dropped down on his shoulder and grasped him tightly. Jon would have screamed if another hand hadn't of covered his mouth. And in the twinkling of an eye, he was pulled from the ground into the darkness above him. . . . . .

*
*
*
*
*


The two bikers closed in on their prey slowly. Their motor bikes roared loudly as the tires spun on the black pavement. "Turn on your lights, man!" One biker said. The two men clicked their headlights on, splashing magnificent light on the walls on the alley and illuminating the small space. The guy was gone.


"What the fuck?!" the biker mumbled. "Go check if he got by us!" He shouted at the other. The biker nodded and sped off towards the exit of the alley. Before he could react, an arm thrust out in front of him. He yelled in pain as he felt the knuckles dig into his chest, knocking him from the motor bike. The bike crashed to the ground and slid away. The biker crashed to the hard pavement into his back, bumping his head.


Stars flashed behind his eyes and his head began to spin. He was in a complete daze. A shadow appeared above him, orange-liquid eyes burning, glaring at him. A hand grasped him by the neck and the fingers tightened around his throat. A deep, mystical voice carried from the shadow.


"Welcome to the grove!"


The biker was snatched from the ground and pulled into the sweltering darkness.

*
*
*
*
*


The other biker looked frantically around the alley. Where had that son-of-a-bitch gone? As he scampered through the discarded boxes, he heard a scream from behind him. He shot around and shinned his headlight down the other end. The light shown on the pavement as his companion was pulled from the ground and disappeared into the shadows. The night fell silent and the remaining biker stared at the sky. A full moon.


"DIABLO. . ."


The biker froze in fright. He knew that name. It was an alias. A member. . . . . .of the Brotha Hood. And Diablo meant Devil in the Spanish tongue. The biker switched his lights off. He didn't want anyone to know he was down here. But he had the feeling someone already did.


Then he saw it. Glimmering silver reflecting the moonlight. Feet . . . . . moving towards him. He heard the swift footsteps, but couldn't react in time. The shiny silver slammed into his chest twice in the blinking of an eye. The man flew off his bike and slammed into the wall of the dead end. He stood to his feet to watch the glimmering silver heading towards his belly. His last effort was to cry out in pain as he felt the silver puncture his stomach and enter into his gut.


"DRAGO. . ." escaped the lips of the unseen assassin. The biker closed his eyes as he felt the silver cut right through his abdomen and slam into the wall behind him. The last thing he felt was a terrible warmth below his torso as his insides spilled from his open gut onto the pavement. Then, silence. . . .

*
*
*
*
*


The two Doberman's raced to  the alley. They had caught a scent of something and they had gone wild. They practically dragged their owners along. But they paused now and sniffed the air again. From the deep darkness in the alley appeared a pair of orange-liquid eyes. They seemed to stare directly through the two men and into their souls. The men became stiff with fear and they released their leashes. The Doberman's sprinted into the alley and disappeared into the darkness.


Sounds of bestial anger echoed down the alley, followed by a whelp from one of the dogs. A cracking of bones and the sound of something crashing into a wall. Then a deafening gunshot, and a cry of pain from the other dog. Then it was quiet again.


"Not my dogs!" one of the men yelled in anger as he ran into the alley in a blind fit of rage. His voice was heard, screaming as he hurried towards the unseen murderers of his Doberman's. The other man just stood there, to frightened to move. From the alley, he heard twisting, wrenching, and ripping of skin; breaking of bones, and cries of anguish. An object flew from the alley and landed beside him. It was his fellow gang member, twisted and distorted in such a manner that he appeared to be staring down the crack of his own ass.


"DICE. . ." carried through the air, chilling the heart of the other man. He looked away from the jagged mess of blood and bones. He tried desperately not to regurgitate, but it was in vain. He felt the burning acid from his belly in his throat as it rose into his mouth. He collapsed to his knees and threw up. He looked at the steaming puddle of puke and wrinkled his face in disgust. It looked worse than it tasted. As he slowly lifted his head, he felt cool steel on the back of his neck.


"DON JUAN. . ."


A blast of gunpowder followed by a splatter of bloody chunks of flesh spraying on the concrete. The lifeless body of the man fell flaccidly to the ground.

*
*
*
*
*


The last two remaining men overheard the sound of gunshots and cries of pain. They proceeded cautiously, chains ready and waiting to be used. They came to the alley and gasped at the horrific scene. Two dead bodies. One with a massive hole in the back of its neck. The other twisted and broken, his head torn back, gazing lifelessly at his own ass. An overturned motor bike and a small puddle of puke. Their other two men were not in sight, and neither were the two dogs.


One of the men twirled the chain around his head, ready to attack. The other just stood there, still staring at the messy scenario.


A shadow moved, catching the first man's eye. He hurtled his spinning chain toward it. The chain connected with the shadow and entangled part of it. "I got'em!" the man shouted. He wrapped the chain around his arm and tightened his grasp.

"NO. . .I GOT YOU!"


The chain went slack for a short moment. Then the shadow tugged on it with amazing force. The chain tightened around the man's arm and ripped it from its socket. The man watched in horror as his arm flung away from his body. Blood poured from his open socket. He felt the ripped flesh and torn meat as the warmness escaped from his body. He fell to the ground.


“DEUCE . . ." sounded through the night sky.


The last man ran. He picked the overturned motor bike up. He mounted it quickly and slammed his foot on the starter. The engine sounded, but died down. He tried again with the same outcome. He glanced behind himself and saw five dark figures emerge from the shadows. They walked smoothly and calmly, directly towards him. The Brotha Hood.


The young man rattled the starter several times before the engine finally turned over. He exhaled in relief as the motor bike kicked up dust and accelerated away from the oncoming threat of death. He smiled. "Assholes!" he yelled back at them. They disappeared in the distance as he picked up speed. He was going to make it out alive. He neared the exit, going 75 MPH. He didn't notice a dark figure at the exit. But he did saw an object thrown towards the bike. A cane. It struck the wheel and stuck in it, suddenly stopping the bike in its tracks.


The guy flew from the bike and landed on his back on the ground. He slid a couple feet, rubbing skin off on the rugged road all the way. His body bled and his head ached from the harsh impact. He attempted to move, but he couldn't. His eyes went wide when six shadows crowded around him.


"DOLLA-DOLLA," the leader said as he twirled his cane around in his hand.


 It was the notorious Brotha Hood, altogether. Diablo smiled, his orange-liquid eyes staring intently at the young man. Drago cracked his knuckles. The moonlight showed his sliver-tipped boots. Dice rolled his head around, cracking his neck and glaring at the man. Don Juan twirled his two semi-automatics in his hands skillfully. Deuce smiled, revealing pearly-white canines, while Dolla Dolla continued to twirl his cane.


"We're all victims sometimes," Deuce spoke softly, but with much anger in his voice. "And now. . . . . .so are you!"


Don Juan's guns sounded like thunder as the bullets slammed into the man's body and the hard pavement below him. His blood spread, wetting the Timberlands of both Deuce and Dolla Dolla. Then it was quiet again.

*
*
*
*
*


Jon smiled as the Brotha Hood returned to his side after dealing with their business. "Thanks Drago," he said, remembering that Drago had pulled him out of harm's way.


"No problem, kid," Drago spoke. "Here ya go." Drago threw something high into the air. It spun smoothly and hurtled through the air towards Jon. He watched it as it came to rest in the palm of his hand. He looked at the object. It was a coin with the Brotha Hood Sign on it. Jon looked up from the coin, but they were gone. Vanished into the night.


"The Brotha Hood," he said out-loud to himself. "They're some cool mutha fuckas!"

*
*
*
*
*

PREDATOR AND PREY:
THE MAGNIFICENT HEROINES

The five women were hanging outside of a club. It was one in the morning and the Club Sphinx had just closed down. The doors were locked and the area was deserted, except for these five girls. They talked about their night, how many numbers they got, who they had danced with, how much fun they had. They always went to Club Sphinx on Friday's, to enjoy life and to get their groove on. The moon shown brightly down on them, enhancing their natural beauty further. They were elegant, smooth, en captivating. . . . and deadly.


Annette. The oldest and smartest of the group. Her light, caramel skin caught the eyes and hearts of all of her suitors. You'd think she had never worked a hard day in her life, her skin smooth and soft and deliciously fragrant. But she was experienced in many ways, including the dance of death. She truly was a living weapon.


Tasha. Second in line behind Annette. As intricate and beautiful as ever. She walked like a woman, talked like a woman, seduced like a woman. But she was a Natural-Born Killer. Dangerously efficient with her lethal body, she never needed the assistance from a man. She was as close to perfection as a woman can get. And as far from helpless as humanly possible. The perfect definition of feminine power at its greatest.


Aimmee. The younger sister of Annette, who almost matched her beauty and persistence. From a strong, Puerto-Rican descent, she had learned to speak the language of love as fluently as she speaks English. She was a living weapon. A majestic beauty. A wild killer and lover of life. She lived for the pure intensity of it all. She fears almost nothing, not even death itself. For death, to her, was simply the start of a new adventure. She was as mysterious as the black hole and feared just as much.


Jessica. The most magnificent baby brown eyes you'll ever see belong only to her. With them and her caramel complexion, she can allure or destroy. With a smile that could melt the ice caps of Greenland, she knew exactly how and when to use her physical gifts. A slight misjudgment of her abilities result in the defeat, or death of her foes. A mixture between two totally different worlds, two races that are at a constant racist battle, she is probably the strongest of the group. How she maintained her beauty and strength is a mystery known only to her.


Suzy. The smallest of the group, she is often doubted by her enemies, which is horribly wrong. She is the quickest and smoothest of them all, violently smart. Her delicate features caught the moonlight in such a manner, she appeared angelic. Strong and beautiful, she was the toughest of the five. She was street smart and knew the ways of the harsh life. Her long, silky brown hair flowed over her face, further enhancing her beauty.


They were the Sistas. They stood in a circle, all wearing tight black jeans and white mid-drifts. Their clothing revealed enough of their beautiful bodies to make a weak man drool, a strong man stare, and smart men dumb. No other sight was more captivating than this. It truly was a Kodak moment. A picture worth taking and treasuring forever.


In the distance, an engine could be heard. A car was approaching. Aimmee smiled when a Jeep Cherokee full of men pulled up and parked at the sidewalk across from them. Yes, she thought. This was what she had been waiting for. The engine cut off and the driver's door window rolled down. The five girls approached the vehicle. Aimmee rested her arms on the windowsill and peered in at the driver. He was suave, a short hairstyle, slicked back, clean cut. A pair of shades covering his eyes. Aimmee's keen eyesight told her his eyes were blue. When he removed the shades, she saw that her assumption was correct. There were five men in the Jeep.


Joop. After-shave. Lotion. Baby oil. Moose. Deodorant. Liquor. Weed. All the scents Aimmee picked up when she breathed in the air emanating from inside the Cherokee. This was getting better by the second. She smiled, her teeth were pearly-white and her dimples cried out to the young man as he stared intently at her face. He gazed downward at her slender neck, then back to her face. God, he wanted those dimples.


"Hey beautiful," he said.


Aimmee laughed. His voice was high-pitched. Higher than hers. It didn't fit his physical build. He appeared to have a mellow voice, suave even. Not a Mickey Mouse squeak. She couldn't suppress the laugh. She tried, but she couldn't help herself. His smile faded away into a frown. She could smell his anger. It excited her.

"What the hell are you laughing at, Bitch?" he said forcefully.


Silence. Aimmee's smile disappeared and her eyebrows arched upward. "What'd you say?" she asked. She wasn't smiling anymore, but she was still enjoying this. It was the experience that thrilled her, all the emotions she felt. She was living life to the fullest, and enjoying it all the way. Her hate-filled gaze fixed on the young man. "What'd you say?" she repeated with even more fierceness.

"I said what the hell are you laughing at. . . . . .BITCH!"


She was hoping he would say it again. She reached in the Jeep and gripped the young man up by the collar. She brought his face close to hers, centimeters apart. Her smile returned as she whispered, "I'm laughing at your faggety voice, white boy!" She pulled him out the open window, ripping the seat belt off of him and throwing him into the side of the NightClub. He slammed into the brick wall and crashed into a pile of boxes. It was playtime.


All the doors to the Jeep Cherokee flew open and the remaining four men rushed out of the vehicle, towards the girls. Aimmee stepped aside and Annette, Tasha, Jessie, and Suzy readied for attack. Annette took care of the first one. As he ran towards her, she stepped out of his path and extended her arm out. He ran into it, the arm catching him at the neck. His legs ran out from under him and he slammed hard to the ground on his chest. She crashed her foot down onto his back and he went limp.


Tasha handled the next one. She removed a knife from her back pocket and awaited the first attack. Before he could grab her, she bent down and swept his legs in one smooth movement. Even as he hit the hard pavement, she brought the knife down fast, piercing his hand and pinning it against the ground. He cried out in pain and tried unsuccessfully to pull the knife out. Blood dripped freely from the harsh wound.


"Stay!" Tasha mumbled.


Jessica leapt high over Suzy's shoulders and slammed her foot into the chest of one of the guys. From the tremendous impact, he flew back, crashing into the Cherokee and losing consciousness. Suzy finished the last guy. He rushed at her, ready to knock her over. Her instincts told her to connect with a hard blow to his lower jaw. She spun around and round-housed the man. He whelped in pain as her shoe collided against his chin and cracked his jawbone. He fell to the ground, scarring and scratching his face on the pavement. Blood leaked from his slack jaw. Suzy smiled.


Aimmee clapped at the display of power put on by the Sistas. She enjoyed it immensely, the danger, the fight, and the overwhelming smell of victory. It was the dance. As she went to congratulate the girls, she heard a groan of displeasure from behind her. It was the driver, laying among some boxes, rubbing his sore head. Aimmee snapped her finger. The Sistas gathered around the wounded driver. His eyes went wide as five shadows fell upon him. Aimmee loved the smell of fear. He reeked of it. He was overwhelming with the essence of fright. Aimmee extended her hand out towards him, her palm open and waiting. "Keys?"

*
*
*
*
*


Annette got into the driver's seat and turned the engine on. The radio boomed loudly, Puff Daddy and Mase's 'Can't Nobody Hold Me Down` played. Tasha sat in the passenger seat while Jessica, Aimmee, and Suzy sat in the back of the Jeep. It was spacey and comfortable. Suzy looked out the tinted windows at the unfortunate driver outside. He was handcuffed to a telephone pole wearing only a G-string. He looked ridiculously funny.


Annette put the Jeep in drive. "Where to?" she asked.


Aimmee smiled again. A devious plan was forming in her head. She giggled. "Let's visit the Grove."

*
*
*
*
*

PREDATOR AND PREY:
THE GROVE

Matt and Lee escorted Jon out of Deer Park and watched as he hurried home. Then they turned back and headed towards the rest of the group. Matt still held his cane by his side, never letting it out of his sight. He believed it to be a good luck charm, a fetish, a tool of a necromancer. Without it, he felt vulnerable. But with it, he was nearly unbeatable.


"Enjoy yourself tonight, Deuce?" Matt asked.


Lee nodded. "Hell yeah, Dolla. I love it when trespassers enter the Grove and know not what they're in for."


"It was a disgusting display of stupidity," Matt said, shaking his head. "Maybe we should've let them go."


"Let them go?! Man, are you crazy! If they make it out the Grove alive, our rep is busted. No one infiltrates the Grove and lives to tell the tale. No one."


"True dat, bro," Matt responded. "I like the way you ripped that guy's arm off."


"Yeah. Imagine him trying to catch me with that chain. You should've seen his face when he realized his arm was missing. I thought he was going to cry."


"You would, too, if you went through that freaking pain, you munch!"


"Yeah," Lee said. "Whatever!"


The two friends moved passed the many houses. The street lights burned brightly, casting thousands of shadows on the roadway. Crickets and grasshoppers rang out in unison, singing their nocturnal ballads, communicating with one another. It was peaceful in the Grove once again, just before Jon had lured the outsiders in.


"Waitwaitwaitwait!" Lee whispered quickly. He pointed towards one of the houses. "You see that?"


Matt saw it. The slight moving of a shadow. Ever so slight. It could've been the wind, blowing a bush or a branch, but he knew it wasn't. It was someone, hiding, spying on them. As Matt turned towards Lee to respond, he saw another shadow. This time in front of them, but it disappeared just as soon as he had seen it. "Up ahead," Matt murmured.


"Alright," Lee said, tapping his shoulder. "You go get the one by the house, I'll go up ahead."


Matt agreed and moved quietly and quickly towards the house. He leaned up against it, not moving, just listening. Total silence. He moved on. Lee strolled confidently down the road towards where he had seen the shadow. So far, he could tell that the person was holding perfectly still. They were good at this. Lee watched all shadows around him carefully. Then he saw the movement again. Off the side of the road. As he moved towards it, he didn't notice the Jeep Cherokee creeping up behind him.


Suddenly, the lights on the Jeep came on, splashing brilliant white light on Lee. He winced his eyes, feeling the light like sharp needles. The Jeep sped towards him, its wheels screeching on the blacktop as it accelerated. He leapt out of the way and rolled onto the grass. He lost his balance momentarily and flopped onto his back. His vision was blurred temporarily from the sudden shifting of his pupils to adjust to the sudden bright light. He couldn't see a thing. He closed them tightly and waited. Finally, his vision came to a bit.


A dark figure stood over him. Judging by the shapeliness of the shadow and the many curves he could see, he knew it was a woman. She kneeled down beside him, letting up her defenses for a second. He took advantage of it. He threw himself at her and they rolled over on the grass. He used his body weight to overpower her, but she counteracted his efforts and used it to her advantage. They came to rest, the woman on top of Lee, pinning him to the ground.


"Get the hell off of me," he demanded.


Never before had he faced such a worthy opponent. . . . . .and a woman of all people. His eyesight finally adjusted and he saw the face of his attacker.


"Tasha?!"

*
*
*
*
*


Matt moved around the house stealthily. He followed the well-concealed dark figure towards a large area of dense bushes. Matt knelt down low and scurried his way to the thickets. He moved the shrubbery apart, looking for the mysterious shadow. Nothing. He released the bush and turned around. A person stood inches from him. Before he could identify the person, a light flashed in his face. The person had blinded him with a flashlight. Matt covered his eyes quickly and leapt forward. He slammed into the person and they fell to the ground.


As Matt fell upon the assailant, the person flipped him over. Matt landed onto his back on the cold, hard ground, knocking the wind out of his lungs. His chest ached. The attacker stood over him. His eyes slowly adjusted. The person sat on his stomach and pinned his arms to the ground with their legs. Matt couldn't move.


The dark figure leaned closely to Matt's face. He recognized the person immediately. "Aimmee?" he asked.


She smiled and nodded. "What are you doing here?" he inquired.


"We just came from Club Sphinx."


"We?"


"The Sistas," Aimmee mumbled.


"Oh," Matt said. He paused. "Slow night?"


"Sort of. Not that much excitement."


They fell silent. Matt squirmed beneath her. "Could you get off me now?" he asked.


"No. . .I like you just the way you are," she responded, a smile on her face. She came closer to him. Inches from his face. He could feel and smell her sweet breath. He moved his head forward in an attempt to kiss her, but she leaned back, their lips just missing each other.


"Oh. . .low blow!" he whispered.


"I'm an expert at that," she said, teasingly.


Matt wiggled his arm loose and pushed Aimmee over. She fell onto her back and Matt leapt on top of her. He held her arms down as she had done to him. She struggled at first, but then calmed down.


"Turned the tables," she said. "Impressive!"


"Thanks," he mumbled. They were quiet again.


"Te quiero," Aimmee spoke softly in a Spanish accent.


"Uh. . .yeah," Matt said.


"Well. . .are you gonna kiss me or not?"


Matt smiled. He let up his weight and leaned towards her face. She shifted her position and shot her legs out from under her into Matt's stomach. He flew off of her and into the bushes. She laughed as she got up and dusted her clothing off. "Shouldn't let your guard down," she warned. She walked back out towards the street.


Matt pulled himself loose from the prickly bush. He straightened his clothing. "Women!" he said to himself as he headed towards where Aimmee went. When he came to the edge of the street, in the middle of the road stood a Jeep Cherokee. All the Brothas and Sistas were standing around the vehicle, just talking and chilling. But he didn't see Lee and Tasha. She was probably the other shadow that they had seen earlier. Matt wondered. . . . . .

*
*
*
*
*


Tasha held Lee down hard. He couldn't budge underneath her. But he didn't care. This was his woman and he was glad to see her. She came close to his face and he could smell her tantalizing fragrance. She kissed his chin and then his forehead. Lee was shaking now. He couldn't wait much longer for her to kiss his lips. She smiled at his anticipation and felt his body quivering beneath her. She kissed both his cheeks.


"Come on," Lee begged. "Don't make me wait."


"Wait?" she asked, as if not to know what he meant. "Wait for what?"


Lee frowned up. A flash of adrenaline filled his veins and he managed to roll over, forcing Tasha down on the ground. He kissed her lips, gently at first, then deeply and with much want. She smiled at his urgency. She returned the kiss with more feeling and excitement. He moved away.


"No more?" she asked, disappointed. She was smiling. Lee could barely control himself.


"Not now," he whispered.


She nodded. They got up and walked into the street where the Jeep Cherokee had stopped. They spotted Matt on the sidewalk, he was walking towards them. "So, it was Tasha, huh?" he asked.


Lee smiled. Matt welcomed the Sistas to the Grove. 


"Hey Matt," Jessica said. She hugged him tightly. "Did you enjoy yourself?" she asked sarcastically and smirked at Aimmee.


Matt looked towards Aimmee. She was blushing. "You could say that." He laughed and leaned against the Cherokee. "Where'd you get the phat ride from?" he asked.


"We. . .borrowed it," Annette stuttered.

Teef coughed, "Bull shit! Oh, excuse me."


Annette smacked him on the back of the head. "Keep playin', Teefer!" she yelled in her high, squeaky voice. The two groups just lounged, talking and catching up on things. It's been a while since either of them has visited the other's territory. They've just been to busy. After a while, they all separated, walking in different groups to different parts of the Grove.


Jessica, Joe, and Charles walked together. It was early, maybe three in the morning now. No one was tired. They just wanted to talk.


"So, how's Greg?" Charles asked. Jessica walked between him and Joe. They walked beneath streetlights and around many roads.


"He's fine. I haven't seen him in about a month, though," she said. "What about you Charles? How is Anne. . .and Atalia. . .and Lydia. . .and Maria. . .and--"


"Okay okay!" he said, cutting her off. "They're all fine. Goodness. Why don't you ask Joe about his women?"


"Fine," Jessie said. "How's Cherise, Joe?"


"That's all?" Charles asked, surprisingly.


"Unlike you, Charles," Jessie teased, "Joe can keep a relationship going. Ain't that right, Joseph?"


Joe was laughing uncontrollably. He held his stomach which ached from all the warmth. He calmed down a little. "Oh, Cherise is just fine," he said.

*
*
*
*
*


Jason and Suzy walked side-by-side, hand-in-hand. They went to an area where there was a small lake and they sat on a bench. It had been quite a while since they had some quality time alone. And they enjoyed every moment of it. Jason held Suzy in his arms and they just stared at the moonlight reflecting off of the surface of the lake. It was a calm, beautiful scenery.  Peaceful. . . . . .


"How have you been?" Jason asked.


"Better, since. . ." She paused.


"Since Lynn died?" he finished.


Suzy nodded. Lynn had been a member of the Sistas. Suzy and her were the best of friends. They shared everything with one another. But one day, while at Club Sphinx, a terrible fight broke out. . . . . .and someone had gotten a gun passed the bouncer. The person fired wildly, wounding many of the customers. . . . . .and Lynn. God, there was so much blood, she remembered. Matt. Matt was covered in her blood. He was crying.

They rushed her to the hospital where she died three hours later. Matt lost it after that. That was three years ago. Matt had been through a mental hospital, a psychiatrist, and many doctors. He was doing a lot better now. But he was still on edge. But it took more to revive Matt. Friends. The Brotha Hood and the Sistas. They had helped him through it. And Aimmee. . . . Aimmee had been a Godsend. She understood Matt's feelings and she provided the most help for him. They had grown close over the years. She, too, suffered a serious loss when Lynn died. Everyone had. But Matt and Aimmee had felt it the most. That's probably what had drawn them together. 

"Yeah," Suzy continued. "The Sistas have really been doing a lot lately, keeping our minds on other subjects. You know?"


Jason nodded. He held her closer and comforted her. They rested.

*
*
*
*
*


Teef and Annette were across the lake from Suzy and Jason. A mist had settled over the lake and they couldn't really see the couple on the other side. But they paid more attention to one another, anyway.


"So how are things at the Club?" Teef asked.


"Pretty cool. You guys should come down some time. Matt hasn't been a Dee-Jay there in a long time. . .ever since Lynn was killed."


"Yeah," Teef said, nodding and staring off into the distance, thinking about the past. "Those were the days."


Annette turned his face towards hers. "Don't be upset. Tonight we're together. Let's not reminisce about old times."


"Alright," Teef said. He smiled and put his arm around Annette. They kissed and a gentle breeze blew over the lake. It was getting colder.

*
*
*
*
*


"Wanna wear my jacket?" Matt asked Aimmee.


Matt and Aimmee walked along the many sidewalks. They passed many streets and roads, circling the Grove over and over again. It was starting to get a little chilly outside. The wind blew gently over the quiet land and everything was silent. Aimmee rubbed her cold arms as goose bumps began to surface on her skin.


"Sure," she replied. Matt took his Black First Down Jacket off and placed it on Aimmee's shoulders. "Thanks."


Matt nodded. She put her arm through his and leaned her head against his broad shoulders. They walked together, oblivious as to what was going on around them. They didn't care much about anything else, except being with each other. They've never had quality time to share with one another. Either Suzy was chillin' with Aimmee or Lee was rapping with Matt. This night was a first.


"Are you okay?" Aimmee asked, noticing Matt was a bit distant.


"I still see her," Matt mumbled.


"In your dreams?" she asked.


Matt nodded. "When are you gonna let her go?" she inquired.


"It was my fault. I should've been there."


"No, don't blame yourself."


"She wanted to be with me and I wanted to be the fucking Dee-Jay."


"It's not your fault."


"I could've taken that bullet in the shoulder or something. Anything. Only if I had been with her instead of spinning those shitty records to impress the crowd."


"Please, Matt."


They stopped. Aimmee took his hand in hers. His eyes were glassy-like. A tear rolled down his cheek. Aimmee wiped it away. "We'll get through this," she reassured him. She turned his face to hers. "We'll get through it, together." Matt nodded. She hugged him, comforted him. He was trembling.

*
*
*
*
*


Tasha came up for air. Her lipstick was smeared all over Lee's lips and neck. They were sitting on a bench on the side of the road. Tasha and Lee seldom talked when they were alone. They used body language. The language of pleasure and excitement. Lee exhaled and ran his hands along her back. She smelled so good. She looked into his deep, mysterious brown eyes. As she watched closely, she noticed that the brown faded away into a grayish color. It was amazing.


"How'd you do that?" she asked.


"Matt taught me. He taught all of the Brotha Hood. He said you don't need hazel eyes to change your eye color, although it does help. You just need to concentrate."


"Concentrate?" she asked, perplexed.


"Yeah, you need to focus on one thing. Clear your mind of all thoughts. Know your surroundings and become in tune with yourself. Basically, you need to understand."


"Understand what?"


"I don't know. It's hard to explain. But Matt did it. He taught us all."


"That's amazing. Where'd he learn it from?"


"It happened on accident one day."


Tasha looked at Lee like he was crazy. "On accident?!" she said. "How is that?"


"You know how the death of Lynn has affected him."


"Yeah."


"Well one day, he locked himself into the bathroom. He proceeded to thrash out at everything, hurting himself, punching walls, breaking one of his own ribs. He went into a violent frenzy. All he could think about was Lynn. When he shattered the mirror, he stared into a fragment of glass and noticed his eyes changing. From brown to green, to gray, and finally to red."


Tasha nodded. "Matt's been through a lot lately, huh?"


Lee nodded. "I'm just glad Aimmee's there for him."


Lee's mind began to wonder, and he lost his concentration. His eyes returned to their normal color of brown. Tasha smiled. She rested in his arms. They stared at what was left of the moon. It was about four thirty. They both drifted off into a peaceful sleep. And they dreamed of nothing. Which was good for a change. . . . . .instead of the nightmares.

*
*
*
*
*

PREDATOR AND PREY:
A HAUNTING PAST
One Week Later. . . . . .


Morning came. The sun rose high into the sky and shinned it's bright rays onto the green land below. The dark shadows retreated and the world was illuminated once more. It began to get warmer and the wind had calmed. The sweet fragrance of flowers lingered in the air. Animals ran to and fro, playing games with one another. The blue sky was cloudless and the light from the sun produced a rainbow over the tiny lake in Deer Park.


Lee awakened. His right eye slowly opened. It was so bright. He couldn't open his left eye because it was swollen shut. Lee's head was bandaged and he was strapped to a hospital bed. A hospital. He was in a hospital. Why? What the hell happened? He couldn't remember a damn thing. He must've taken a nasty fall or a bump on the head, cause he was sore. His lip was swollen. His right arm was in a cast. He couldn't feel either of his legs. Lee was fucked up.


Lee looked around. The hospital room was completely white. Beside him was a tray with eggs and toast on it. He couldn't reach the tray. His left arm wasn't responding at all. Lee opened his mouth in an attempt to scream, but nothing escaped his lips. He couldn't talk either. His throat was deathly dry and the inside of his mouth was sticky with saliva. What happened?

*
*
*
*
*


Askia Kamara, Chief of the New Jersey Police Force. He walked through the police station to his corner office. He carried with him a cup of coffee. He sipped it as he opened his office door and closed it behind him. He sat at his desk and rested the hot mug on a coaster. He picked up a stogie from his ashtray and pulled a lighter from his pocket. As it sparked while he flicked the starter, there was a small tapping at the door.


"Come in," he shouted. The door opened and Lieutenant Chris Soskin headed in. Askia lit his cigar and took a long puff from it. He exhaled the thick smoke and it hung in the air for a while. "Can I help you, Lieutenant?"


"Yes sir. We have an information update on the five murders last night."


Askia took another puff of his stogie. "Oh yeah, what we got?"

"We've identified all the stiffs."


"Who were the unfortunate bastards?"


"Lateef White, A.K.A. Don Juan of the Brotha Hood, Jason Soskin, A.K.A. Dice of the Brotha Hood. Annette Torres, leader of the Sistas. Tasha Wells and Suzanne Moncada, also members of the Sistas. All murdered around ten o'clock last night in Club Sphinx. Multiple stab and gunshot wounds. More of a slaughter house than a simple murder. Blood was scattered all over the place. Many samples were taken and many DNA tests, but no one else's blood was found."


"And survivors?" Askia asked.


"Yeah. Three. Get this. One is in the hospital, battered and bruised. The doctors believe he has temporary amnesia. He's beat up really bad. It's Lee Woolfolk, A.K.A. Deuce of the Brotha Hood. If he regains his memory, he can probably shed some light on this shady subject."


"The two others?"


"Matthew Johnson, A.K.A. Dolla-Dolla of the Brotha Hood and Aimmee Torres of the Sistas. Found covered in blood. Both are traumatized by the deaths of their people. We can't link them to any of the murders. Not one. We think the murderer got away."


"Where are the two witnesses now?"


Chris cleared his throat. "They're down at the county jail. We can only hold them for two more hours. Then, we have to let them go."


Askia plucked the ashes from his cigar. "Have transportation go down to the jail and bring the two here so that I can question them."


"The jailer won't allow it," Askia mumbled.


"Why the hell not?"


"They've been granted immunity from any and all questioning."


"Immunity?" he shouted in surprise. "How the hell do low lives like that get Immunity?"


Chris shook his head. "I don't know sir."


"Call the court house and see if you can get us a grant approval so that we can question these witnesses. They are essential to the further advancement of this ongoing investigation."


"Yes sir!" Chris said. He walked out of the office and closed the door behind him. Askia placed the stogie in the ashtray and leaned back in his chair. This was going to be a long day.

*
*
*
*
*


Lee finally got the feeling back in his left arm. He lifted it slightly and pressed the panic button by his bedpost. He rested his arm by his side again. That little effort drained him. He could barely move a muscle. The doors to the room opened and a pretty nurse stepped into the room. She went to his bedside. "Is anything wrong?" she asked.


Lee tried to speak again. His mouth moved, but only a high-pitched whine emitted from it.


The nurse left the room. She returned with a pitcher of water and a glass. She filled the glass up and placed a straw in it. She used a small remote to prop the hospital bed up and she placed the tray over him. She put the glass onto the tray and placed the straw in Lee's lips. He drank the water. It was the greatest thing he had ever tasted. It refreshed him. Replenished his energy slightly. The stickiness disappeared and his throat was moist.


And he could speak. "H-hi," he managed to say. "W-where am. . .I?"


"You're in Rancocas Hospital. You were admitted last night. Don't you remember?"


Lee shook his head. "W-w-why am I. . .h-here?"


"You were involved in a terrible tragedy.  You were one of three survivors in Club Sphinx last night."


Club Sphinx. . . . . .where had he heard that before?


"You were found with a woman. Her name was Tasha-"


"T-tasha," Lee mumbled. "W-w-where is she?"


"She's dead."


Lee slumped in the bed. He was remembering. Gunshots. Tasha caught in the line of fire. Shot in the chest and neck. Then he took a bullet in each leg. One in the right arm. One grazed his forehead. An empty gun. The attacker had rushed Lee. Beaten him to a pulp. His lip was busted and his left eye was swollen shut. He passed out from all the pain. But who? Who had attacked them?


"There were four others found dead, too. The police believe they were friends of yours. . . . . .I think they said the Sistas--"


Annette and Suzy. Killed by the same assailant.


"--and the Brotha Hood."


Jason and Teef. So many of them, so fast. How? Who?


"But you were lucky. And so were two others."


"W-w-who else sur. . .survived?" he asked.

*
*
*
*
*


Askia fingered through a couple files on Matthew Johnson and Aimmee Torres. Seems they've both been arrested for minor crimes, nothing major. They never spent a night in jail. All of their cases were thrown out of court on the basis of improper conduct. And, above all of the other shit listed, they had been granted Immunity by the government. How?


Askia shook his head. "How the fuck did you get Immunity, you asshole?" he said as he looked at a photo of Matthew Johnson. "How?"


A knock at the door. "It's open," Askia announced. The door opened. It was Chris. "Yes, lieutenant?"


"We got the grant approval,” he replied as he pulled a slip of paper out of his coat pocket. “The witnesses are in the questioning room. Both are a mess. I suggest you don't eat anything before you go in there."


"Thanks for the warning," Askia said as he raised up from his chair and took the slip of paper from Chris’s grasp, placing it in his back pocket. He straightened his jacket and headed past Chris into the main hallway. As he passed his secretary's desk, he yelled back at Chris, "Go over to Rancocas Hospital and check on the other witness. See if he doesn't remember anything. Call me if you get anything."


Chris nodded. Askia opened a door. He went down a deserted hallway. At the end of the hall stood two guards, armed with M-16's. As Askia neared the door, the two guards stood in his path. Askia unhooked his gun harness and handed it over to one of the guards. The other guard unlocked the door and held it open for him to enter. Askia went in and the guard closed the door behind him.


Inside, there was a large, rectangular table in the middle of the room. At the far end sat Matthew Johnson and Aimmee Torres. Chris was right. They were both filthy. Their clothes were torn. Matt and Aimmee both had dried blood all over them. They wreaked of death. The smell was almost overwhelming. Askia swallowed a lump in his throat and sat down at the head of the table. Where to start, he thought.


Askia pulled a tape recorder out of his inside pocket. As he placed it on the tabletop, Matt lifted his hand. "That won't be necessary, Mr. Kamara. We're just fine without it."


His voice was surprisingly calm and deep. Almost mesmerizing. And his eyes were clear. Literally. You could see your own reflection in them. It gave him a spooky demeanor. Scary almost. But Askia didn't let this man intimidate him. He clicked the recorder and placed it back into his pocket. "Shall we begin?" Askia asked.


"Yes, lets!" Matt mumbled.


"Can you tell me exactly what went on last night?"


"No. We're not entirely sure yet!"


"Well, recollect from your knowledge, please."


Aimmee shifted in her seat uncomfortably. "We don't have to answer any of your questions. We have fucking immunity, you prick," she demanded.


Askia pulled the slip of paper out of his back pocket. "This piece of paper gives me all the right I need to question you assholes!"


"What do you want from us?" Matt asked. "We were almost killed last night. You should be out there trying to find the killer."


"Who did this to you?" Askia asked.


"Why should we tell you? You don't give a shit about us," Aimmee yelled. "You just want to solve this case and move on with your miserable life without ever hearing of us ever again."


"Yeah, something like that," Askia said with a smile. "But for two solid hours, your gonna answer any and every question I ask. Or I'll throw the book at you. I'll stick this slip of paper so far up your ass, you'll be tasting it for another month."


"Is that a promise?" Matt asked sarcastically.


"Shut the hell up and let's start!"


It was quiet. "Thank you. Now, let's start from the beginning. Perhaps when you noticed something strange."


 Matt nodded. And he began. . . . .

Five Days Ago. . . . . .


Lee and Charles straightened their black suits. They were gonna meet with the Brothas and Sistas at Club Sphinx tonight. Jessica was gonna bring Greg, but Charles was gonna go solo. He figured he would add a couple more ladies to the list of broken hearts. He tucked his tie in his jacket and let the handkerchief lie out of the breast pocket. Lee tossed him a bottle of Joop for Men spray. He took a couple sprays and then placed it aside.


"Are you ready, Deuce?" Charles asked.


"Let's bounce, Diablo!"


They both exited the house in a Gangsta stroll to the driveway. Charles pulled a remote from his back pocket and clicked a button. The garage door moved up slowly. As the moonlight shinned into the garage, it reflected off of the jet-black surface of a Porsche. It was a magnificent piece of machinery. Lee opened the driver's side door. He got in and picked up the cellular phone by the dashboard. As Charles got into the Porsche, Lee dialed Joe's house. There was no answer.


"Try Cherise's house," Charles suggested.


Lee nodded and called. It rang twice before it was answered. "Hello?" Cherise answered in her soft voice.


"Hey Cherise, how are you?"


"I'm fine. You?"


"Chillin'. Are you and Joe gonna make it to the Club tonight?"


"We sure are."


"Good. Matt's going to your house to get a ride with you guys, alright?"


"Sure. I'll see you later, Puppy!"


"Bye." Lee hung up. "Let's roll, brotha!"


Matt put his vest on. He threw his Overcoat on and sat by the phone. Not long after he was ready, the phone rang. He picked it up. "Hello?"


"Cherise and Joe are going. Be at Cherise's house in ten minutes. See ya there, bro."


Click. That was fast, Matt thought. He placed the phone back onto its cradle and walked to the front door. He went out the house and locked it. He placed the keys in his pocket and began to walk towards Cherise's.


"Come on, Cherise. Matt will be here any minute," Joe yelled.


"Just a second," Cherise called back to him.


Joe checked his watch. They were half an hour late to the Club, already. Matt should've been here at least ten minutes ago. He wondered what held him up. His mind cleared when Cherise stepped out of the bathroom. He gulped. She was wearing a white dress that was V-shaped at the neck and a slit riding up her right thigh. Her hair was up in a bun. She was breath taking.


"Ahem. . .are you. . .ready?" Joe asked.


She nodded. "Wait a sec," Joe said. "Let me put on my silver-tipped boots. They'll look phat in the strobelite." He ran past the family room into her bedroom. A knock at the door startled Cherise. She strutted to the door and opened it.


BANG! Joe jumped at the loud sound. It sounded like a gunshot. Joe left Cherise's room and peered down the hallway. On the floor, laying in a crimson puddle was Cherise. Her white gown was ruined, stained with blood. Her face stared at him, lifelessly. Blood dripped from her agape mouth. A hole was visible in her navel area.


Joe froze. "Oh my God!" he whispered. As he neared her dead body, a dark figure rushed to him, tackling him to the ground. Joe cried out as his head crashed into the wall. He almost lost consciousness, but held his ground. He pushed the attacker off of him and got to his feet. The person was in a full black body suit. Even his or her face was covered completely. But judging from the person's build, it was most likely a man. Joe whipped around. His glimmering silver tipped boots caught the man off guard. It ripped at his chest, tearing his suit and cutting his chest a bit.


Joe attempted to attack again. He whipped around once more, but missed the man completely. He felt a fist collide into his family jewels. Joe went down hard. He hit the ground and held himself. He felt a foot crash onto his shoulder and shatter his collarbone. Joe winced in pain. He felt a foot press down on his face. The guy lifted Joe's arm. He twisted and pulled, bones cracking and shifting as he pulled Joe's arm around and around in the most abnormal angles. He released Joe's arm and then snapped Joe's neck in a smooth movement.


"When you came to the door, it was open?" Askia asked.


Matt nodded. "Did you see anyone or hear anything?" Matt shook his head. Matt spoke, "I came in and saw Cherise on the floor, dead. When I looked further, I saw Joe dead, too. Both murdered. It was an ugly scene. I much rather not describe anymore of it."


Askia nodded. "What did you do from there?"


"Well, I walked to the Club. I had to let the crew know that one of our own was dead."


Aimmee broke in. "I remember seeing him at the entrance. He was covered in shadows. I ran to his side and asked him why he was so late. He lifted his hands into the light. They were blood-soaked. I screamed. The whole Club went quiet. The bouncer moved Matt out of view, as not to panic the others. Then the club was evacuated. We all met at a table that night to discuss what we were gonna do about it."


"Did you see who did this?" Charles asked.


"No," Matt said, shaking his head. "I just came in. Cherise was dead. Joe was dead. I kneeled beside him and sprang back in surprise when I realized that I had placed my hand in a puddle of blood. . . . . .God, so much blood."


Aimmee had her arms around Matt, trying to comfort him. He was shaking uncontrollably. "It's over now!" she reassured him.


Lee and Lateef's faces were cast in deep shadows. They were pissed off. Cherise was a good friend, but losing Joe, too. . .it was too much to bear. All of the ladies were in tears. The atmosphere was terribly dismal.


"What do we do?" Jessica asked. She was huddled in Greg's arms, her face was wet from crying.


Lee spoke for the first time, "We have to wait for this guy to make another move. We have nothing to go on."


Matt nodded. "Are we all in agreement?" he asked. "Don Juan, Dice, Diablo?" Silence.


Matt held out his arm and his hand was flat out. Lee put out his hand. Lateef, Charles, and Jason joined in. Their heads hung low and they had a moment of silence for Joseph Swe.


In unison, they all called out, "DRAGO!" Then, once again, the club fell silent.


"What did you plan to do?" Askia asked.


"Just what was said," Matt mumbled. "We were gonna wait for this guy to make another move. See if we could catch him in the act."


It was silent. Askia cleared his throat. "Don't stop. Continue!"

*
*
*
*
*


"I'm not sure. The cop didn't tell me who the other survivors were," the nurse answered.


Lee struggled against the bed strap. "C-could you loosen these for me? This strap is chaffing me!"


The nurse unbuckled the strap. "Why was I strapped to the bed?"


"You were spasming, convulsing."


"From what?"


"We gave you some sort of a drug. You reacted allergic to it and we had to counteract the medicine with a couple doses of morphine. But don't worry about that. You seem to be a lot better now."


The building intercom buzzed loudly in the small room. A voice announced, "Nurse Heller, you are needed in Emergency room 102A." The nurse left the room. Lee picked the glass up with his arm and drank the remains of the cool water. As he placed the glass down, there was a slight tapping at the door. A doctor appeared in the doorway. "Mr. Woolfolk," he said. "You have a very important visitor to see you." Lee nodded and the doctor stepped aside. A man around Lee's age came in. He wore a trench coat and hat. His clothing seemed quite damp.


"Hello sir," the man said. "I am Lieutenant Chris Soskin from the New Jersey Police Force." He flashed a badge. "I'm here to ask you a view questions about the event that occurred last night."


"Wet outside?" Lee asked.


"Yeah," the Lieutenant responded. "It just started coming down." He moved towards a window covered by shades. He flicked a switch on and the shades went up, buzzing noisily. Outside it was raining. Not hard, but not too soft, either. "There's a slight chance of a thunder and lightning storm." The Lieutenant pulled a chair up beside Lee's bed and sat. He removed his hat and placed it aside. He glanced at Lee's empty glass and the pitcher of water.


"Let me fill that up for you," he said as he lifted the pitcher and began to pour it into the glass. The water sloshed around the glass. Lee picked the glass up and began to drink the water. It was as refreshing as ever. He finished it in three gulps and returned the glass to the tray beside the pitcher. He looked at the Lieutenant who was studying his every move. "Are you ready to begin, Mr. Woolfolk?" he asked. Lee nodded.


"Good," the Lieutenant mumbled. "That's very good."

*
*
*
*
*

PREDATOR AND PREY:
REMEMBERING

Matt tapped his fingers on the table nervously. Aimmee was leaning on his shoulder. Last night when they were picked up, they were arrested without questioning or even being read their rights. They weren't allowed to bathe and wash the fowl stench of blood from their bodies and clothing. Aimmee was becoming very agitated at the thought of her companions’ blood covering them. Askia didn't care. As far as he was concerned, they were here to cater to his every command.


"Go ahead," he urged Matt on. Aimmee had been quiet for quite some time now. Matt nodded and continued. . . . . .

Two Days Ago. . . . . .


The two coffins were lowered into two different graves, side-by-side. "May God have mercy on their souls," the preacher said as he closed his bible. Two young man began to fill the graves with dirt. Joe's family and Cherise's family were ushered away in a sleek, black Limo. The Brotha Hood and Sistas remained at the grave sight. Aimmee, Annette, Tasha, Jessica, and Suzy were all in tears. Joe had become a valued member of the Brotha Hood and highly admired by the Sistas.


As Jason said his good-bye's and laid a red rose on Joe's casket and a white rose on Cherise's, he saw an unfamiliar face across the graveyard. The person was watching them warily, as if studying them for some reason. Jason pretended not to see the young man. Jason tapped Lee on the shoulder. "We have a tail," Jason mumbled. Lee looked up slowly and scanned the area. He saw the mysterious man standing at a gravestone, observing the behavior of the funeral gathering.


"Who was it?" Askia asked.


"Don't play dumb," Matt insisted. "You know good and well you were on our case from day one, after Joe and Cherise were found dead. The tail was Lieutenant Chris Soskin. Don't interrupt me again with a stupid ass question or I'll slap your ass with a lawsuit on misconduct. Do I make myself clear?"


Askia cleared his throat and straightened his tie. He swallowed a lump that was forming in his throat. "Go on," he mumbled.


Matt smiled. "Thank you. Anyway, where was I?"


Askia spoke, "You had a tail. . ."


Matt snapped his finger. "Oh yeah. Well, after that, Greg decided it was too risky to stay in Willingboro. So he, Jessica, and Charles moved away that night. . . . . .and it was a good thing, too. Me, Lee, Jason, and Lateef met at my two sisters’ apartment building that night. It was another night of surprises. . ."

*
*
*
*
*


"Don't you remember what happened that night?" Chris asked Lee.


"Not a thing. . . . . .except--" he paused.


"Except what?" Chris asked.


"My woman. . . . . .dead!"


"Oh! You don't remember anyone else that was there?"


Lee shook his head. Chris continued, "Do any of these names mean anything to you? Jason Soskin--"


Jason. His close friend. He remembered him.


"--Lateef White--"


And Lateef. All of them were close. A tight crew.


"--Annette Torres, Suzanne Moncada, and. . . . . .Tasha Wells."


All of them. Part of his life somehow. . . . . .and Tasha. He remembered every bit of her. The touch of her soft skin. Her body. Loving curves, slender neck, smooth legs. Her body pressed up against his. Her lips. Her smell. Her taste--


"Well," Chris said, breaking off Lee's train of thought.


Lee was silent. Chris finished, asking, "Were they or were they not members of the Brotha Hood and the Sistas?"


A freight train described best the returning of his past life. All his memories. All of his nightmares. All of his life. His friends. The Brotha Hood. . .the Sistas. . .all gone. A trap. A meeting at Club Sphinx. Charles was back, Lee remembered. But why? What did he want? These details he still couldn't make out. How were they all connected?

*
*
*
*
*


"What were you doing that night at your sister's?" Askia asked.


"Discussing the Lieutenant and why he was following us," Matt replied. "We weren't sure why, but we figured he was trying to link one of us to Joe and Cherise's murders."


"What mishap occurred that night?" Askia asked.


"Well," Matt started. "We were just talking when. . . . . ."


The phone rang. Robin got up and answered it. She was gone from the room for maybe a few minutes. Matt, Lee, Jason, Lateef, and Kristin sat around a table. They had been talking mostly about the murders the day before. Robin returned to the table. She said nothing. So Lee broke the silence.


"Who was it?" he asked.


"Oh," Robin said, as if she were shocked that he had asked such a question. "It was Annette." A pause.


"What did she want?" Jason asked.


"Aimmee," Robin mumbled.


"Aimmee?" Matt asked in surprise. "Isn't she home?"


"No. . .she's missing," Robin finished.


Matt was still. The atmosphere became thick with tension.


"Could I get some coffee or something?" Matt asked, interrupting the recollection. "My mouth is dry." Askia would've protested, but he didn't want to break out into an argument and waste his precious time. Askia nodded and he got up. He knocked on the door and a guard opened it.


"Get me some coffee and tell Officer Jon Soskin to dig up as much information on Jessica Pressley as he possibly can," Askia whispered to the guard. He nodded and closed the door. Askia returned to the table and sat down again. "Can we continue while we wait?" he asked.


"I don't think so!" Matt said.


Askia cursed to himself. This was getting to him.

*
*
*
*
*


"Well, do they?" the Lieutenant asked madly. Lee wasn't responding to a word that the man had said. He was too busy contemplating everything, wondering what had occurred in the past twenty-four hours, how all of this happened, and why it happened. He couldn't think clearly. But then, something came to him. The nurse had said there were two other survivors. Who were they? Maybe the Lieutenant knew.


"Sir?" Lee asked.


"What?"


"I. . .I heard there were t-t-two other survivors. D-do you know who they were, perhaps?"


"Oh," the Lieutenant said. "Yes." He pulled a folded up piece of paper from his inside pocket. He unfolded it. "Do. . .Matthew Johnson and Aimmee Torres mean anything to you?" he asked.


Blackness. A total darkness. Lee knew the names should've met something to him. But they didn't. Who were they?


"Do you h-have a photo of t-them?" Lee asked.

*
*
*
*
*


The guard opened the door and he called Askia out into the hallway. "Sir, I've got something," he said.


"What?" Askia asked.


"Jessica Pressley. She and her boyfriend Greg had moved out of New Jersey to Philadelphia. They had an apartment building on Second Street. I checked the Pennsylvania State records on resident’s and. . ." He paused.


"And?" Askia urged him on.


"She's dead, sir."


Askia's mouth fell agape. "And Greg?"


"Him, too. Both were killed."


"What about Charles Gilbert?"


"Sir?" the guard asked perplexed.


"Matt had said that Charles had left with them."


"Well, there has been no record of a resident named Charles."


Askia snapped his finger. "That's it!" He snatched the coffee from the guard’s hand and headed back into the room with an air of confidence. He placed the container on the table and slid it to Matt.


"Go on," he said with a devious smile on his face.


Matt sipped the coffee. "This. . .coffee tastes like shit. But, what the hey, coffee is coffee is coffee. Right?"


"Please continue," Askia said politely.


"You know, you should really process these beans. They begin to mold if you don't store them properly. Then the coffee tastes like shit, as demonstrated in this little mug."


"Stick to the story," Askia said, still keeping his cool.


Matt sipped the coffee once more, then he decided to continue. . . . . .


"Where is she?" Matt asked worriedly.


"Gone. . .missing," Robin said in broken sentences.


Matt slumped in his chair. He was scared. Losing Lynn in his life--


"Lynn?" Askia broke in. "Who's Lynn?"


"Let's not get into that. She was an old. . . . . .friend. She was killed in a serious accident at Club Sphinx one night. You should remember, you were the commanding officer at the scene of the crime."


"Oh yeah," Askia said, jocking his memory. "Lynn Salvucci."


"Yeah," Matt whispered. He fell silent.


Askia noticed Matt's apprehensiveness. He tried to stray from the touchy subject. "So," he said. "You were saying?"


Matt shook the memories from his head and started again. . . . . .


Losing Aimmee would really destroy Matt's life. Losing two women to tragic deaths would shatter his world. Lateef got up from his seat and he stood by Matt. "Don't worry about it," Teef said. "I'm sure she's fine." He lightly punched Matt in the chest.


"Ah!" Matt groaned. He held his sore chest.


"What?" Lateef asked.


"Nothing," Matt said.


Lateef tapped Matt on the chest again. "Shit, man!" Matt yelled in pain. Matt unbuttoned his shirt. On his chest was a large scar. It appeared to be quite recent. Matt rubbed the sore skin and closed his shirt up.


"Where the hell did you get that from?" Jason asked.


Lateef walked over to where Kristin was standing. He didn't notice the red light shinning on his shoulder. A scope light. As Lateef turned, his foot hit a leg of the table and Lateef tripped. A gun blast sounded. The scope light shinned from Lateef's shoulder to Kristin's chest as Teef stumbled over. A bullet crashed into Kristin's chest, her sternum shattered from the immense pressure.


Kristin fell over in the chair and slammed to the floor. Her blood splashed onto Jason's shirt. Jason sprang up from his chair and threw the table over. It stood on its side and bullets could be heard tearing into the wood and splintering it. Matt jumped at Robin as bullets whizzed by them. They crashed hard to the floor, Matt on top of her, shielding her body.


Lateef and Lee hid behind the table. Teef whipped his two semi-automatic handguns out and cocked them. He stood above the table and fired towards an open window. He ducked back down and gunfire splintered the wooden table once more. Then it was quiet. Lateef got up and held his gun steady. "I'm going after him!" he shouted. He ran to the window and jumped out in a graceful form. Matt looked up from the mess. Kristin was sprawled out on the floor. A puddle of blood below her. Her eyes shut tight.


Matt cursed to himself. He slowly rolled off of Robin. "It's over!" he said. Silence. "Robin?" A short pause. "Robin?" He looked at Robin. She was staring at Matt, lifeless eyes. Matt looked below and saw a bullet wound in her torso. Blood was spilling from her like a slowly dripping faucet.


"God no!" Matt whispered. He looked up from her dead body. "NO!"


Matt stopped. He lifted the mug shakily to his lips and attempted to drink. He couldn't. He placed it down again. Aimmee rubbed his shoulders to comfort him, but, regardless, he still was trembling. A tear dropped onto his cheek and rolled down his face.


"Did Lateef get the killer?" Askia asked.


"No," Aimmee said. She knew Matt had to recuperate before he talked again. "He came back a little later with nothing."


"How would you know?" Askia asked her. "Where were you?"


"I needed to blow off some steam. I walked around aimlessly until I came to Matt's sisters apartment building."


"How did you know to find them there?" Askia asked.


"Matt told me earlier. And why the fuck does it matter? Are you implying something officer?"


"No, just wondering," Askia finished. "Can you continue for him, Aimmee?" he asked nicely.


"I guess," she said bravely.

*
*
*
*
*


"Yeah, right here," Chris said as he removed a photo from his inside pocket. He handed it to Lee. A glare from the ceiling light shaded the photo and he couldn't make out the faces. Lee shifted his position and looked carefully at the picture. The photo was of a man and woman, standing together. The man was holding the woman in his arms. They both were smiling. Lee looked more closely. . . . . .


Lee dropped the photo. It floated carelessly to the ground and came to rest. "Oh my God," Lee murmured to himself. He began to chant the phrase over and over, "OhmyGod, ohmyGod, ohmyGod, ohmyGod--"


"What?!" Chris asked. "What is it?"


"OhmyGod, ohmyGod--"


"What's wrong? Do you know them or not?"


"OhmyGod!"


"What is it? Are they in trouble?"


"Oh God!"

*
*
*
*
*

PREDATOR AND PREY:
FINALE

Aimmee cleared her throat. She sipped Matt's coffee. "Well, we couldn't find the time to arrange for their funerals just yet," she began, "So we hid their bodies to avoid unwanted police intervention."


"Where are their bodies now?" Askia asked.


"Still at the apartment building in Rittenhouse. 39 Rittenhouse Drive."


Askia got up and went to the door. The guard opened it. He gave him instructions to send a coroner over to the apartment buildings and find the bodies. The guard agreed and left. Askia returned to the table.


"Go on," he said.


Aimmee nodded. "Well, the next day we received a letter from Charles Gilbert. He was back in town."


Askia smiled. Aimmee ignored his sudden expression change and continued, "He said to meet him at Club Sphinx that night." She stopped.


"Is that all?" Askia asked.


"Yeah, the letter was pretty mysterious. We hadn't seen Charlie in a few days, so we figured it was important."


"So what happened that night?"


Aimmee shifted uncomfortably in her chair. "Well. . . . . ."

Last Night. . . . . .


The Sistas and the Brotha Hood arrived at the Club around nine o'clock. They were all worried about what would take place in the Club. They wondered what Charles had in store for them. What was going on? Soon, their questions would be answered. They went up to the door. It was locked. Aimmee pulled out her set of keys for the club and unlocked the door. They entered warily into the club. It was dark and musty. No one was there. At least that's what they thought.


Jason stood with Suzy, Matt stood with Aimmee, Lateef stood with Annette, and Lee stood with Tasha. It was quiet. Too quiet. Something was wrong. "Alright," Jason said, breaking the horrible silence. "We should split up. Something is telling me that Charles was either in trouble or he brought trouble with him. Maybe he's in the club, hiding or something. Suzy and me will take the north end. Matt and Aimmee cover the entrance. Lateef and Annette take the east side and Lee and Tasha take the west side."


Everyone agreed eagerly. They split up. Jason and Suzy went to the north end of the Club. It was the open dance floor. Dark as hell, it was. You could barely make out your hand in front of your face. Yet the couple ventured forth. As they stepped into the middle of the floor, the strobelite turned on, startling them. Jason covered his eyes from the piercing light that danced around the room. Then he was hit from behind. He slammed into Suzy and they both fell to the floor.


Jason felt the barrel of a gun stick into his back. It was a shotgun. He closed his eyes. "I love you, Suzy," were his last words. The shot sounded and the charade of bullets tore through Jason and into Suzy. The strobelite clicked off and that end of the Club was quiet again.


Lateef and Annette walked around tables and chairs. They came to the bar when they heard the gun blast. They stopped suddenly. They would've rushed towards the sound had they not have been attacked minutes afterwards. A dark figure sprang from the shadows and knocked Lateef to the ground. He then grabbed Annette and elbowed her in the mouth. Lateef swept the legs of the attacker and he fell to the ground. The person pulled a knife out and stabbed repeatedly at Teef's legs. Teef cried out in pain as the blade tore through muscle and flesh and, finally, into the floor itself.


Teef couldn't move. The person turned around and faced Annette. Blood was dripping from her mouth. The shadow pulled a gun out and fired three rounds into Annette's chest. Annette flew back from the impact and crashed into a table set. The chairs fell on top of her as she slammed to the ground, dead. "NO!" Teef yelled in defiance. He ripped the knife from his leg. He cried out as he rushed the attacker. The attacker dodged a fatal wound, but took the blade into his right forearm.


The pain didn't stop him. He spun around and round-housed Lateef in the face. Teef flew into a table and fell hard to the ground. He was in serious pain.


Lee and Tasha were running towards the commotion. They ran into Aimmee who was crying. "What's wrong? Where's Matt?" Lee asked.


"Someone attacked him. I ran. I was so afraid. I heard gunshots. I think Matt's dead."


As Aimmee finished her sentence, she was pulled into the darkness by an unknown person. Her body was flung into the wall of the club. She crashed to the ground, unconscious. The attacker came after Lee and Tasha. Lee cried out in pain as a chair slammed over his head. He fell to the ground. He slowly raised to his feet. He heard Tasha cry out to him. She knocked him over and Lee fell to the ground. Lee watched in horror as a bullet tore into Tasha's chest. Another in her neck. Blood poured from her body and rained onto him. She fell on top of him. Dead.


"NOOOO!" Lee yelled. He was silenced by a fist that collided into his eye. His vision blurred. He felt a hot bullet enter into his left leg and then his right. Then he felt a bullet tear into his right arm. Lee was crying out in obvious pain. Another just missed killing him, but grazed his forehead. The sound of empty chambers echoed through the dead air. The gun was tossed aside. The attacker stood over Lee's bleeding body. He proceeded to beat and kick Lee. Lee couldn't scream anymore. He passed out from too much pain.


Aimmee awoke from her unconsciousness. Her head ached. She walked back to where Lee and Tasha were earlier. She slipped on the wet floor and fell to the ground. Aimmee landed beside Tasha's body. Aimmee screamed. She had fallen into a puddle of crimson blood, seeping from Tasha's dead body. Aimmee got up and hid in the darkness. She didn't want to die. She walked to the table sets and paused. She saw Lateef. He was still alive. But not for long. A shadow was standing over him. He was holding a gun, aiming at Lateef's head.


Aimmee heard them talking to each other.


"I can't believe it," Teef had said. "I should've known it was you."


"Well, you didn't," the guy whispered. Aimmee couldn't make out his  voice and his face was hidden in shadows.


"Well, I'll see you in hell. D--" BANG, BANG! The gun sounded and Lateef went limp. Aimmee covered her mouth. The person walked backwards and disappeared into the shadows. Just then, a hand grabbed Aimmee. She screamed. It was a bloody hand. The person came into the light.


"Matt!" she said in surprise.


She helped him to his feet. They hurried towards the exit. She knew deep down in her heart that everyone had been killed. They ran out of the club into the night. They were surprised to be greeted by police sirens.


"FREEZE!" Lieutenant Chris Soskin had yelled.


"You're not telling me the whole thing," Askia said forcefully.


"What do you mean?" Aimmee asked.


"You saw who shot Lateef, didn't you?"


"No. . .it was too dark."


"You know who it was."


"No, I don't."


"Yes you do. You know exactly who did this to your whole squad."


"What are you talking about?" Aimmee asked. She was confused.


"Charles Gilbert!"


"What?!"


"He killed Lateef, didn't he?"


"Are you crazy?" Aimmee asked.


"You know it's true."


"No."


"He killed Lateef and Annette--"


"No."


"--Jason and Suzy--"


"No."


"--Tasha--"


"Never."


"--Kristin and Robin--"


"I don't believe you!"


"--Joseph and Cherise--"


"No."


"--Jessica and Greg!"


"What?" Aimmee asked.


"That's right," Askia said. "Jessica was found yesterday in her apartment building with Greg. Both dead. Killed!" Aimmee stared at him with wide eyes. "Only Charles knew where they were," Askia yelled. "He was the only one who knew anything of where they had gone. And he was the one who has been wreaking havoc on the Brotha Hood and the Sistas!"


Aimmee stared at him with wide eyes. Could it be true?


"You saw him at the club last night, didn't you?"


"No I didn't see--"


"DIDN'T YOU?!" he yelled with such fierceness.


Aimmee broke out into tears. ". . . .yes. . .I did!" she finally said. She held her face in her hands and cried. "It's true!"


"He shot Lateef White and ended all the lives of your fellow mates. He killed them all. He did it."


Matt finally snapped out of his trance after hearing all of the conversing that had just gone on. "Not Diablo," he mumbled.


Askia nodded. "Before Lateef could reveal his name, Charles shot him. Lateef was the only eye witness."


"Then where is Charles now?" Matt asked.


"Disappeared. Not found in the Club. Must've escaped."


Askia's watch started beeping. He looked at the watch. His time was up. . . . .and he had just solved the case. "You two are out of here!" he said.


"What?" Matt asked.


"You're time is up. Get out!"


Matt and Aimmee got up from the table. The door opened and the guards stood apart. Matt held Aimmee closely as she cried. As they walked past Askia, Matt looked back and said, "You cold, heartless son-of-a-bitch! You used us just to solve your case and sleep better at night. Well, you'll never hear from us again. Soon we'll be out of your hair. . . . . .FOREVER!"


They walked out of the room and down the long hallway towards the exit.

*
*
*
*
*


"What is it?" the Lieutenant asked.


Lee was shaking and still chanting, "OhmyGod,"


Chris grabbed Lee by the arms and shook him. "Tell me, damnit!"


"It was them. They were the killers," Lee finally said, pointing at the photo that now lied on the ground.


"What?" Chris asked in surprise.


"They killed the Brotha Hood and the Sistas!" Lee yelled.


"What?" Chris repeated in disbelief.


Lee remembered the night perfectly.


The group headed into the Club and split up. Lee and Tasha went to the west side of the club. But before they could inspect anything, they heard gunshots. A scream. Annette. They ran to where Lateef and Annette had gone. They hid behind a table set and watched. A dark figure shot Annette in the chest three times. She slammed into a table. She was dead. The figure turned around. Oh God, it was Aimmee. Aimmee shot Annette. Then she turned around to face Lateef.


She shot him, too. Then she ran into the darkness. Lee and Tasha froze in fright. As they headed towards the exit, Lee was tripped. He fell to the floor. Tasha was screaming. Her screams were silenced as a bullet slammed into her chest. Another lodged into her neck. She fell on top of Lee. Lee saw the shadow. It stepped into the light. Matt.


Matt pushed Tasha away from Lee and fired rounds into both of Lee's legs and then into his arm. He aimed for Lee's head, but missed and just grazed him. His gun empty, he began to beat Lee down with a medley of punches and kicks. Lee cried out, but was silenced and fell unconscious.


Lee finished his story. The Lieutenant was in shock. God, he had to call Askia and quick. He ran out into the hallway and to a pay phone. He lifted the phone and dropped a quarter into the slot. He dialed the police station and waited. It rang. Askia's secretary picked up. "Hello?"


"Get Askia," he said.


"Askia is busy right--"


"NOW! It's important!" he yelled. He hoped he wasn't too late.

*
*
*
*
*


Askia watched the couple leave the grounds. It was raining outside and he could hear thunder booming. He went back towards his office. As he passed his secretary's desk, she called him, "Phone!"


Askia went into his office and picked the receiver up. "Hello?"


"Chief? You're not gonna believe this," the Lieutenant said.


"What?" Askia asked.


"Lee identified the killer. . . . . .or should I say killers."


"What do you mean?"


"It was Matthew Johnson and Aimmee Torres."


"What?"


"Lee Woolfolk gave me a full recollection of the night before."


"Oh my God," Askia mumbled.


"What?"


"Are you telling the truth?"


"Yes sir. I suggest you place them under arrest now. We'll come down with the charges and get Lee to appear in court."


"We can't do that."


"Why not?"

*
*
*
*
*


Matt and Aimmee hurried down the road towards the hospital. When the police station was out of sight, they stopped and hugged each other tightly. They had just gotten out of the police station.


"We did it!" Matt said. He held Aimmee close to him.


"Kiss me," she whispered. And he did. Her lips pressed firmly against his. They were so soft. Matt felt her warm tongue enter into his mouth. He returned her gesture and increased the passion of the kiss. Then Aimmee backed away, a smile forming on her face, revealing her dimples.


It was raining and thundering outside. The hospital could be seen in the distance. They had to finish this fast.

*
*
*
*
*


"You let them go?!" the Lieutenant asked in surprise.


"I had to. Their time was up and they gave a convincing testimony about the events that occurred last night."

"Well go get them, Chief!"


A short pause. "I know where they're headed."


"Where?"


"You said Lee can identify them right?"

*
*
*
*
*


Lee was still. He had just remembered all of what happened yesterday. The Lieutenant had rushed from the room in a frenzy. He wondered why. He could hear the thunder booming. Then, he heard an unfamiliar sound. A squeaking sound. Like a window opening. Lee couldn't turn his head and look at the window. He didn't need to. Two shadows fell upon him. He knew they would come. Aimmee and Matthew.


"Hey Lee," Matt said. His eyes were burning red.


"How ya feeling buddy?" Aimmee asked.


Lee closed his eyes. He had been waiting for them. He knew they wouldn't let him live if he were the only one who could identify them.


"You killed Charles," Lee mumbled.


Aimmee nodded. "He knew about us, too. So we found him and killed him before he could make it to the Club that night."


"You killed Joe and Cherise?" Lee asked.


Matt nodded. "And you killed Kristin and Robin?" Lee asked.


Aimmee nodded. "It's time," she said.

*
*
*
*
*


"Whatever you do," Askia said. "Keep Lee alive. I'm sure he's the first person they'll try to silence. We need him to testify in front of a Grand Jury."


"Alright," the Lieutenant said. He hung the phone up. He ran back to Lee's room and opened the door. The window to the room was open and rain was pouring in. Chris went over and shut the window. Strange, he thought. He looked at the ground. Among the small puddles of water that had formed, he saw footsteps leading to Lee's bed. Chris followed the footsteps and went to Lee's side.


"Was someone in here?" Chris asked. Lee wasn't facing him. He touched Lee's shoulder. Lee rolled over and his face stared blankly at Chris. His neck was broken. He was dead.


"Shit!" Chris said. He ran out into the hallway. He went to the front desk. Just as he arrived there, Chief Kamara stepped into the building.


"They got'em!" Chris said.


"Damn!" Askia said.


Just then, two doctors walked by them and towards the exit. They walked casually to the front entrance and one opened the door for the other. As they stepped out, one of the doctors looked back. His eyes were red. Askia noticed them immediately and so did Chris.


"HALT!" Askia shouted. The two doctors ran outside.


Askia rushed to the exit and opened the doors. They were gone. All he could see was rain. All he could hear was thunder. As he looked frantically for them in the rain, he remembered what Matt had said before they left. It echoed through his brain as he cursed to himself:


"Well, you'll never hear from us again. Soon we'll be out of your hair. . . . . .FOREVER!"

THE END
