
O N E 

 

I couldn't give all that money to some 

bitch and worry 'bout her running... 

                              

 

Outside the Florida State Prison on a blazing June day was a strange location; especially for an inmate 

who had spent an eternity confined in the highly secured, impenetrable cell blocks. Jordan Pryce had 

anticipated this day for so long. The day he'd be standing on the opposite side of the thick walls and 

ghastly razor wire seemed like it would never come. After all, life in prison was highly unpredictable. 

     Standing thirty feet high, an industrial steel gate segregated him from the free world. He stood and 

waited until he finally heard the resounding clunk. A push of a button disengaged the master lock which 

held the gate closed, the chain rotated and the barrier lazily slid open. The moment Jordan stepped foot 

past the gate, everything felt completely different. The oppressive sun and delicate breeze were 

contracting yet almost new sensations. 

     In plain clothes again and a pair of Reebok Classics, Jordan inhaled the fresh air. 

     What a beautiful day to be free! At last... His head shifted over his shoulders, his eyes in search of a 

familiar face, anyone who might have known he was being released, but there was no  one. Not even his 

long-time girlfriend. Exactly how he wanted it. 

     Prison was the most crowded place he'd ever been; he was certain that removing the stench would 

take a number of showers. A shuttle bus transported him from the prison to the nearest Greyhound 

station, where he utilized his parting prison ticket. 

     I ain't never coming back to this muthafucka! I will go out with a bang before I let them pigs drag 

me back into this hell hole. 

     The bus ride from Daytona Beach felt like a lifetime of passing cars. The open fields and wooded areas 

stretched for miles alongside the lonely country road. Jordan was now miles from what had been his hell 

for ten long years, but freedom still hadn't struck him yet. When he finally arrived in Downtown Miami, 

he was eager to step into the real world, yet still cautious of the crowded streets after so many years of 

cohabiting with violent men. The nearest bank was within walking distance, so cashing his prison 

departure check would be a snap. 

     After getting mugged by Uncle Sam, he was left with enough cash to last a few days. On 15th Avenue 

and 7th Street, he flagged down a yellow taxi. Jordan gazed through the window the entire ride, 

fascinated by how much things had changed. 

     A lot of renovations had certainly revitalized various parts of the city.  

     This is for real. 



     It was hard to believe he was a free man. It didn't take long before the downtown tourists attraction 

drastically changed.  The taxi traveled into Overtown, one of the roughest sections in Miami. Young kids 

recklessly raced through the street on dirt bikes and ATVs. Wearing a helmet was considered uncool. 

The older guys congregated on porches or atop the hoods of their parked cars, smoking marijuana. 

Expensive paint jobs, chromed rims, and doors that opened like butterfly wings were a clear sign of 

pride and extravagance. The scenery was like a bad rap video, except that was everyday life for these 

men. 

     "All right, there we go." Said the driver in his indefinable accent. The taxi came to a stop. The house 

Jordan once knew wasn't at all what he remembered. It had been remodeled, painted a different color, 

and an iron gate had been erected around the property. 

     What the fuck is this? Jordan frowned, exiting the cab, saying to the driver, "Wait here." As he 

approached the gate, he saw a new name on the mailbox, but it wasn't enough to convince him. He took 

the flight of steps to the front door and rang the bell. Seconds later an older man appeared. 

     "What brings you to my doorstep young fella? Ya lost?" Despite the thick bifocals, the man squinted 

at Jordan. 

     "I didn't mean to bother-" 

     "Well, you did. Now, what is it you want?" No effort to disguise his rudeness.  

     Well, excuse me, you grumpy bastard. 

     Instantly, Jordan disliked the man and his attitude. Instead of damaging the decrepit man with an 

effortless blow, his lips smeared into a devilish grin. 

     "I'm looking for an old friend who used to live here. Ty'Quan and his mother Theressa Brown. She was 

the owner of this house." 

     "Sorry, son, there's nobody here by such a name. Like you said, 'She was the owner.' Past tense. Don't 

forget to close my gate on your way out." Overtown was far from neighborly; the door was shut almost 

immediately. 

     Fuck your punk-ass gate, you old fart. 

     Jordan Purposely left the gate wide open and climbed back into the taxi, destined for a new location. 

     Not only had the world moved on without him, so did the only family he had known. It was surprising 

to find out this  way that his mother and only brother had moved away to God knew where and sold the 

house they grew up in. Knowing absolutely nothing about it made him feel even more left out. 

     Time waits for no one, and I guess neither do those who say they love you. 

 

     Outside of a single-family home in Morningside, north of Miami, he exited the taxi and smiled when 

he saw the blue Mustang GT. He had only seen it in the photos. Now it was parked right in front of him. 

     At least somebody's home. 



     Jordan reached the steps and rang the bell. Tammikah's voice shrieked excitedly behind the wooden 

door after peeking through the peephole. He tried not showing it, but overwhelming excitement washed 

over Jordan. 

     "Oh, my God! Baby!" She swung the door open, nearly knocking it off its hinges. She jumped on him, 

wrapping her legs and arms around his body. Her kisses were soft, sweet, and sensual as they landed all 

over his face, forehead, and lips. 

"Oh, my God! Look at you." She slid off of him, and admired his muscular physique and handsome face. 

     "You smell so good." Jordan said, staring into her eyes with a smile. She pulled him inside, again they 

were glued at the lips. Ten years of sexual tension crackled between them. 

     Hell yes! Finally! 

     The feeling of her body pressed up against him was almost too much to bear. He pulled at her shirt as 

she began to moan into his mouth. 

     Fuck this shirt. I'm ripping it off. 

     Lost in the moment, he failed to realize the third party in the room and Tammikah had totally 

forgotten she was in the presence of company. The young woman sitting on the living room couch 

cleared her throat, interrupting the XXX rated scene, which she wouldn't have minded watching to the 

end. 

     Tammikah giggled like a bashful teen. "Babe this is my friend, Tisha," she said, straightening her shirt. 

     "I'm Jordan," breathing heavily, "nice to meet you." He Gently shook her hand. 

     "Likewise." Tisha smiled and awkwardly glanced at her friend as she stood and grabbed her purse. 

"Girl, I'ma leave y'all. Looks like you guys have a lot of catching up to do." 

     "All right, girl, I'll call you." 

     "You better." Tisha showed herself out.                     "Should I get you something to drink?" Tammikah 

asked, after securing the door lock. 

     "We'll have plenty of time to do that, baby." Jordan reached for her hand and pulled her close. Their 

bodies pressed against each other again. It had been too long since he had seen her face, and she was 

still as beautiful as he remembered.           Damn. 

     Her beauty was dazzling. Jordan just wanted to look at her for a minute. Alone with her at last, a 

moment he had only dreamed about was now a reality. 

     "I've been waiting for you." She cupped his face with her soft hands, staring back at those eyes of his 

as she got on the tips of her toes and savored a kiss. 

     Her body tensed as he lifted her and his waist was once again wrapped between her legs. 

 



     Tammikah buried her tongue in his mouth as he carried her and gently lowered her to the carpet. 

Grabbing, caressing, and ripping off clothes; his strength hardened her nipples. Jordan's body shivered 

from the magical touch of her hands on his bare.       He tore her panties off. 

     She did the same to his boxers. 

     Laying naked before him with lust in her eyes had Jordan mesmerized. 

     Damn. 

     Tammikah was always athletic and liked prioritizing her physical appearance over everything else. She 

must have done a million sit-ups in the last ten years. She was indeed beautiful, but also had a body that 

angered the lofty goddesses. 

     Tammikah slowly rolled onto her knees and arched her ass toward him. She reached back and 

dragged her perfectly manicured nails across her cheek. Her juices were readily flowing and running 

down her inner thighs, stiffening his shaft like a rocket. 

     Oh Yeah. 

     Jordan grabbed her ass with both hands and buried his face into her dampness. The cotton-candy 

smell of her pussy was intoxicating. 

     He lightly sucked and licked, sending her into squirms and twitches. He never once went down on a 

woman before, certainly not Tammikah, but she couldn't tell. After anticipating this exact moment for so 

long, Jordan was willing to do anything to her if it turned her on. Spreading her cheeks wide, he flicked 

his tongue inside of her pussy as she grabbed the back of his head and started to grind back into his 

face. But now she wanted more. 

     "Fuck me, baby!" she begged. 

     Jordan propped to his knees, slid himself inside her hot, slippery walls, and instantly felt weak at the 

knees.  

     Do... Not... Cum... 

     His breath quickened and a loud groan escaped his lips as he grabbed her waist and pommeled her in 

a rhythmic pump. She matched every slow stroke and rolled her ass against him. 

Her tightness, though stunningly slithery, held a firm grip around his thickness. Jordan wanted to go 

slow so it could last, but he couldn't help but to stroke faster. He knew this wouldn't last, not this soon 

anyway. 

     It had been a long time for Tammikah too, and she quickly started to feel her orgasm build. with 

every deep stroke she inched closer and closer until finally- 

     "Fuuuck..." She came so hard, her entire body shuddered in ecstasy. Jordan felt her body quiver and 

kept pushing. Soon, he convulsed right along with her as he exploded into the depths  of her canal. He 

fell next to her on the carpet. 

"That was..." Breathing heavily, Tammikah could barely speak. 



     "Too quick." Jordan couldn't mask the disappointment with himself. 

     "I was not gonna say that!" She began to laugh. "Don't worry, baby, we gonna work on makin' it last." 

She nestled into  his neck. "So why didn't you call? I could've gotten rid of Tisha before you got here, ya 

know?" 

     I wanted to sneak up on you to see if you was fuckin' somebody else. 

     "If I did, it wouldn't have been a surprise, now would it?" 

     "Oh, shuddup." She punched him. 

 

* * * * * 

 

NEXT DAY     

DESIGN DISTRICT  

N. MIAMI AVE & N.E. 42ND ST.  

 

     After getting a much needed haircut Jordan walked out of Platinum Kutz feeling like a new man. 

Before he could step onto the street and get into the waiting vehicle, he heard a voice calling his name. 

He turned to see who it was and was blind sided by a woman, who was now squeezing him in a tight 

bear hug. 

     "Oh, my God! Baby, it's been so long! You're all grown up! When did you get out? Why didn't you 

call?" Her arms were still wrapped around him and her head buried in his chest. It was an awkward 

moment--being mistakenly embraced by a total stranger while onlookers stared. A confused Jordan 

thought the woman had lost her mind. 

     When the hug wasn't reciprocated, she let go of him and slightly backed away, allowing him to see 

her face. 

     "Oh! Hey, Ma! How are you?" This time he was the one squeezing her in a tight hug. Theressa, the 

crazy woman whom almost knocked him down was the woman who raised him. His mother.      "I'm fine, 

baby, it's nice to see you. How long have you been out?" Her smile was unreadable. 

     "Not too long ago. The first place I went was the house in Overtown. That's when I found out that you 

guys no longer lived there. How's Quan?" 

     "We had to move out of there, it wasn't safe anymore. It's a long story." She paused, shaking her 

head. "Quan's doing pretty good. Got his own place somewhere down there in Coconut Grove. I was 

certain that he'd keep you up to date. I didn't know exactly when, but I knew you were getting out soon. 

It must've slipped his mind. He's got a lot going nowadays. Even I barely get to see him. You gotta check 

him out." 



     "Yeah, I'll be sure to do that. I'm so happy to run into you. Well, you ran into me." They shared a 

laugh. 

     "Oh stop it, look at you. You're all big and strong. An old lady like me would cause no harm running 

into you." 

     The last time Jordan had seen Theressa, she was practically skin and bones. The woman standing 

before him now was the exact opposite. He could have easily walked past her and not recognized the 

woman. She now favored the actress Niecy Nash in a few ways. She looked amazing. 

     Her skin was dark and smooth, and her straight hair was an inheritance of her ancestors from the 

West Indies.  

     "What are you doing out here?" Jordan asked. 

     "Just checking up on business, see that over there?" She pointed at a beauty parlor a few blocks 

away, "I own it." 

     Nodding, Jordan said, "A lot of things really did change, huh?" 

     "Yes, indeed. Well, who's the nice young lady?" Shifting her attention to the car where Tammikah sat 

waiting. Jordan waved her out of the vehicle and introduced them. 

     "Nice to meet you, Mrs. Pryce." Tammikah timidly greeted the woman with a smile. 

     "Sweetheart, you can call me Theressa. Pleased to meet you." Theressa's smile was quite welcoming, 

but discomforting at the same time. Her eyes shifted nervously.  Tammikah quickly picked up on the 

awkwardness. She wondered if she had said something wrong. 

     "So, we were on our way to grab a bite. Care to join us?" Jordan asked his mother, trying to shift the 

disconcerting moment. 

     "No, baby, I'm sorry. Y'all go ahead, I'm running late for a meeting. I tell you what, how 'bout we all 

get together at my place next Sunday for dinner?" 

     "Sounds great. We'll see you then, Ma." 

     "Okay, baby." She squeezed him in a tighter hug than before and kissed his cheek. She extended the 

same gesture to Tammikah. "Keep him outta trouble." Theressa whispered in her ear before breaking 

away. She waved, climbed into her Saturn Vue, and drove away... 

 

                           * * * * * 

 

 

LATER THAT DAY 

COCONUT GROVE  



 

 

     The southern section of Miami was rather breathtaking. Tall buildings, extravagant homes with ocean 

front views, marinas, and private yachts dotted the beautiful coastline. Nothing like the ghettos of 

Overtown. After watching Tammikah drive away, Jordan headed toward the single family property. He 

rang the doorbell awhile before a pair of eyes peered through the blinds. 

     "Holy shit! Is it you?" Quan swung the door open and couldn't believe his eyes. 

     "Yes, it is." Jordan responded, wearing a weak smile. 

     "Oh shit! What's fuckin' good, fam?" 

     "Not a damn thing, Brother." 

     "What a surprise. I was not expecting this." 

     "It wouldn't have been such a surprise if you bothered to stay in touch." Jordan invited himself inside. 

     "Well, come right on in. Mi casa es su casa." 

     "You know, this is a fine place you got yourself here, Brother." He proceeded to give himself a tour. 

Inside was spacious, but welcoming. The walls were painted white, matching the plush carpeted floor 

and leather sofas. 

      Impressive. 

     "Chandeliers and shit, this place must've cost a fortune." 

     "How long have you been out?" 

     "About seventy-two hours." 

     "And you just now coming through? What's up? You don't fuck with your brother anymore?" Quan 

stated jokingly, but he really wanted to know. 

     Guess I'm only pretending to not know where you lived. 

     "Checking the temperature, I see. Well excuse me, Brother, I should've known your ass was living 

next door to them rich white folks in muthafuckin' Coconut Grove, given that I ain't heard from you in 

years. The good question is what the fuck are you doing so far south?" It wasn't a question. Jordan had 

no interest in whatever answer his brother might have given.      He was indeed happy to see him, but he 

wasn't content with Quan to say the least. The last time he saw him, Jordan was standing in the middle 

of the street with a gun in his hand, watching his brother speed away in their getaway vehicle. Quan 

never visited him in all the years he spent in prison. He sent a few dollars, but nothing close to what he 

should have sent. He owed Jordan half of what they had stolen so long ago. Over one hundred thousand 

dollars. 

     The streets talked, and the rumors were unbelievable. 

     "I'll explain later. Meanwhile, I know you're coming home to basically nothing..." 



     To nothing or basically nothing? 

     "... You must need a place to stay. You can-" 

     "Thanks, but no thanks. I'm staying in the Bay area with my shawty." He rejected the offer, pulling 

open the sliding glass doors leading to a swimming pool in the backyard. 

     "Okay, I get that you might be mad at me for-" 

     "Mad at you for what?" Jordan stopped and turned to face his brother. "For leaving me? Not visiting? 

Not sending my money like you promised you would? Or because you blocked my phone calls? Which is 

it?" 

     There was something Jordan didn't know that could magnify  his anger towards his brother. Hate him. 

Maybe even kill him. A betrayal far more sinister than any of the things he had mentioned, but he 

wouldn't know it yet.  

     "Trust me, bro, I felt like a coward for leaving you there that night. And if you must know, it ate me up 

on the inside every single day you weren't here. I'm very sorry, Brother. And about the money, you 

wouldn't understand, but trust me, I did what was best for the both of us." 

     "Bullshit! You mean what was best for you." 

     "That's not true. I couldn't give all that money to some bitch and worry 'bout her running-" 

     "Woah! First of all, I'm not gonna tolerate the derogatory name calling. She has proven to be family 

more than you have. If she had run off with the money, that would've been my loss, not yours." 

     Quan twisted his face. "You're my brother, of course it would have been my loss." 

     "You neglected me and went against my wishes the moment I couldn't do anything about it." No 

word or action could illustrate Jordan's rage. Despite that, he remained composed, almost too 

composed for somebody who should've been strangling  his brother to death. 

     Jordan was well aware of the dislike between his brother and Tammikah. The two hated each other 

perhaps equally. Quan had always said that she was no good for him, and that she was just some gold-

digging bitch looking for a come-up. Jordan didn't know this, but his brother actually tried showing him 

that Tammikah was untrustworthy and wasn't at all wife-material. 

     Jordan never saw things that way, she was the apple of his eye and the most loyal woman he had 

ever been with. No matter what anybody said or though about her, they would always remain. 

     "Okay, I'm sorry." Quan threw his hands in the air. He knew that maybe things would never be the 

same again. "Come on, bro, you don't like the way I went about doing things I understand where you 

coming from." 

     Do you, really? 

     Quan continued to rationalize his  treasonous actions.       "But I would want you to do the same for 

me if the shoe were on the other foot. I wouldn't want you giving my money to some broad I just 

happened to be banging." 



     "You knew damn well she wasn't just some chick I was bangin'. You think I'd tattoo some broad's 

name on my neck that I just happened to be fucking?" 

     "You know damn well can't nobody see that tattoo on you black ass," Quan bust out laughing. Not 

that it wasn't funny, but Jordan's stoned face remained unaltered. "Come on, bro, money doesn't make 

us. You gotta allow me to make it up to you." 

     "And exactly how can you make up for something you were supposed to do ten long years ago?" 

Jordan squinted. 

     "You let me worry about that. First, we'll get you new clothes befitting today's wardrobe. And then 

you, me, and the boys at one of the hottest clubs in the city, how's that sound?"      There was a silent 

pause. Jordan didn't want to let his brother off that easy. He stared at him for a moment, though 

disappointed and angry, he was somewhat interested to see how things unfolded. Besides, Jordan didn't 

want to stay mad at his brother, not when he was willing to make things right. 

 

 


