Forbidden Territory

By: Anthony Greer


She is the most beautiful creature I have ever seen.  She has a soft, caramel complexion with natural, sandy brown hair and sun capturing, seductive, slender hazel eyes that you could get lost gazing in all day.  Full, erotic lips and complete with the standard African-American voluptuous, curvaceous figure, that any man with a bad heart would be afraid to look at because of the way one glance at her would make your blood pressure rise.  This is definitely not the same quiet, unsure, four-eyed, undeveloped, pestering little girl that left for college four years ago.  Angel was now an outspoken, confident, well-developed woman who wore contacts and I am now considering pushing up on.  I don’t care what no one says, time is not that generous to anyone.


I know the rules though.  She is off limits.  Not to be looked at in that way by me. She’s my best friends little sister.  Forbidden territory.  Besides, she wouldn’t want me.  She knows how I live.  Just like her brother, Travis.  

Travis and I are hustlers.  We live for the streets.  It’s been that way for as long as I can remember.  Every since his family moved across the street from me and my mom twelve years ago, we’ve been best friends and in the streets.  No, I don’t think girls like Angel want me.  We come across the ghetto fabulous girls, not the exotic.  We date the streetwise, not the college educated.  We attract what they call hood rats, not the sisters.  I’m not on her level.  She outgrew us both without us noticing a thing.  No, she wouldn’t want me and her mother or brother wouldn’t let it happen anyway.  That’s just the way things are.  Angel and Isaiah would never happen.


My name is Isaiah Winters. My mom gave me the name Isaiah.  She said it’s in the Bible or something.  It’s kind of funny though.  All the dirt I do and I’m named after someone in the Bible.  Go figure.  Everybody calls me I-Roc, like the car, or just Rock.  I have my own house on 100th and Hoyne in the Beverly area of Chicago and a Cadillac truck and the only job I have is the street.  Hustling has definitely been good to me.  Me and Travis would strip cars, sell weed, host crap games, do small time pimping, jack delivery trucks, anything that has the possibility to make us money.  True hustlers.

It was the beginning of May when Angel returned from her college down south.  Travis and me were over to his mother’s like we are every Friday morning to help her take care of her yard when his sister walked in.  I’ve seen her come home for the summer for four years now, but I never saw her like I saw her this year.  She seemed in control of the world the moment she walked in the living room of her mother’s house.  She wore tight fitting blue jeans that hugged her hips and a semi-loose t-shirt that showed off her most impressive visible features.  Her hair was like silk as it lay down to her shoulders and curl at the end at her command with a bang that slightly covered the right side of her face.  It drove me crazy.  Angel looked like an angel.  I couldn’t help but to stare.


“What’s up lil’ sis’?  When did you get in”, Travis asked while hugging Angel.


“I got in last night.  You need to stop messing with that herb because I told you last week that I would be in on Thursday.”


“You sho’ did.  I forgot all about it.  Check you out, trying to look all grown.  You still ain’t special.”


“Forget you Travis.  Hi Isaiah.  What’s wrong, you cain’t speak no more?”


“Hi you doin’ Angel.  You looking nice.”


“You ain’t looking bad yourself.  I might have to get me some of that.”


She was definitely a new person.  Forwardness was never one of her strong points.  “You need to cool out girl”, I said trying to hide my obvious smile.


“Yeah, cool that shit out.”


“Shut up Travis.  I was just playing, damn.”


“And watch yo’ mouth in mama’s house.”


“Don’t start with me already.  Like you don’t curse.  Hell, I’m grown.  You cain’t tell me what to do, what to say or who to date.  If I wanted Rock, I would have him.”


She ain’t told a lie yet.  She is damn sure grown and she could have me in a heartbeat.  I really need to get that thought out of my head, both of ‘em.


“It don’t even swing like that shorty”, I said.  “Ain’t nobody laying claim to me.  I roam with my dogs.”


“See Rock, you would be a prize catch if you would stop hanging around with this fool and saying dumb stuff like that.  His ways are rubbing off on you.  Humph, you wasn’t talking like that when you came to see me at school.”


“What!”  She is playing in dangerous territory.  “Don’t even play like that girl”, I told her.


“Yeah, don’t play like that girl.  You still ain’t too old to get smacked by your older brother.  You keep talking shit like that and I’ll do it too.”


“Whatever Travis.  All you talk is noise.  See you later Isaiah.”


“Later.”


The way she said my name was even erotic. I-S-A-I-A-H.  It just rolled off her tongue and sounded so natural coming from her mouth.


“Man, yo’ sister is a trip.  She coming up in here talking all that mess.”


“You sure it was all mess?”


“Yeah, what you talking ‘bout?”


“You ever been down to her school?”


“Man, stop bullshitting and let’s gone and finish that yard.  I got things to do today.”


“My fault Rock, I don’t know why I’m tripping.  I know my partner better than that.  Hell, she like yo’ sister too, right.”


“Yeah, like my sister.”


If I ever looked at my sister like I looked at Angel, my mother would have killed me a long time ago.  Brothers don’t get a hard-on looking at their sisters.  Luckily I had on some baggy jeans and a baggy shirt so it wouldn’t be noticed.

“Anyway, you wouldn’t want me to put a cap in yo’ ass over that.”


“Whatever man, lets just finish this.”


“Okay whatever.”


I couldn’t tell if he was playing or not.  Travis has always been over-protective of his sister, but we’re partners.  He couldn’t be serious.  Or could he?

After I finished helping in the yard, I went home, showered and went over to the Lion’s Den, a small sports bar in Lynwood that I co-own with this guy Darryl.  Darryl, who frequently attended our high roller game, is a drug dealer who wanted to legalize his income and open a sports bar.  He came across this space in Lynwood for sale and dropped twenty thousand down on it but he didn’t have any money to put into the place and get it running.  That’s where I came in.  I could have just given him a loan like I often do for people at thirty percent but I wanted in on this deal.  Lynwood didn’t have any black owned sports bars so the brothers out there had to go to the overcrowded Fifty Yard Line in Harvey or would have to go all the way into the city.  This had the potential of a goldmine.  So I bought in on the bar as a partner getting forty percent of the before tax take.

It’s a Friday night so the club is popping as always.  The DJ is bumping and the girls are pouring in by the dozen.  You know when the women come the ballers aren’t far behind.  I start setting up the loft upstairs which doubles as the V.I.P section, for a ballers’ game.  Not a high rollers game, just for those with a little money to spend.  These games might do up to fifty dollars a roll.  I charge one hundred a head to get in and I get a percentage of everyone’s winnings.  These games do good but not as good as my high roller games.  As usual, drinks and blunts during the game are free.  

I left Darryl upstairs to host the game while I watched the bar downstairs.  I already collected two thousand dollars before I went downstairs.  The place was packed.  The DJ was playing ‘My Body’ by LSG.  Ladies were on the small wooden dance floor grooving seductively to the heavy bass while the three tenors whined about getting their groove on, when I saw her sitting over in the corner with one of her girlfriends.

