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�Instead, prison was where she found change and education. 
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author of several novels. The Hottest Summer Ever Known is the 
first to be published, thus far. 

Valencia is also a well-known and accomplished singer in 
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� 

THE HOTTEST SUMMER EVER 

KNOWN�� 

 
 

The first official report on AIDS, appeared in June 1981.  
Since its outbreak of over twenty years ago, HIV has infected 
more than 60 million people, and AIDS has caused the death of 
more than 20 million people worldwide.  

The estimated number of AIDS cases through 2002, in the 
United States alone was 886,575, and 9,300 AIDS cases were 
estimated in children under age 13.   

 In Africa, 5,000 babies are born HIV positive every 
month. One for every two babies, that means half, will die of 
AIDS. 
 AAIIDDSS  iiss  RReeaall..  TThheerree  aarree  aa  lloott  ooff  ppeeooppllee  wwhhoo  ddoonn��tt  kknnooww  

tthheeyy  aarree  iinnffeecctteedd  bbeeccaauussee  tthheeyy  hhaavvee  nnoo  ssyymmppttoommss..  Anyone, no 
matter how healthy they appear to be, could be infected. It comes 
with no name or social status attached. 

 This is why you MMUUSSTT protect yourself.    

  

  **FFoorr  aa  mmoorree  ddeettaaiilleedd  oouuttlliinnee  oonn  hhooww  AAIIDDSS  iiss  ddoommiinnaattiinngg  

oouurr  eennvviirroonnmmeenntt,,  sseeee  tthhee  rreeffeerreennccee  sseeccttiioonn  iinn  tthhee  bbaacckk  ooff  tthhiiss  

bbooookk.. 
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PROLOGUE 
 

 A PREDATORY WOMAN 



 

 3 

**********  
SUMMER 

 

Some might call me scandalous. Others might consider me 
a ho. �Ask me do I care. 

My family claims my attitude is what�s wrong with me. 
Hey, this is me, the one they love to hate.  

I know I got it honest. ...Growing up in a violent, drug 
infested neighborhood, the crack-heads and thugs ruled. It was 
ruthless in Detroit�s most dangerous area, the low-down dirty East 
Side, where living was day to day. 

And my peeps were the most embarrassing. I couldn�t go 
nowhere with them dope fiends, shooting up that shit, making me 
look bad. 

Even under my own roof, it was all about survival. I can't 
remember when I didn't live in fear. �Fear from the terrifying life 
of drug addict parents. All breeds of bums stepping in and out of 
our space in the wee hours of the night led to a bad case of 
insomnia. It was all an ongoing nightmare. 

Unfortunately, I wasn�t the only one suffering in that hell-
hole. �There was my sister, Treasure.   
The name Treasure speaks for itself, she was once all I had. �My 
only hope in surviving the struggle, but things are different, 
nowadays; she�s become more like a thorn in my side. After Pops 
was brutally killed, and Moms followed close behind him, dying 
from AIDS, our relationship changed. She just doesn�t exist in my 
eyes.  

I mainly fault the next of kin for that. They spoiled her, 
treated her like she was the only one that existed. Even now they 
worship the ground she walks on, with her little piece of paper and 
fancy suits! Miss Big-shot attorney!  

Hell, I graduated from high school! But that wasn�t good 
enough for Grams. She couldn�t understand that I wasn�t feelin� 
the college thang. �A waste of time and too much damn energy 
to be standing in the back of some unemployment line. 
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Aunt Kim schooled me a little on the game, but overall, I 
taught myself. I found other ways to make that paper. ... spend 
others! Damn working for it! I don�t have time for no nigga ballin� 
backwards! These cats out here have to pay to play, and that�s the 
bottom line.  

So, while Treasure's pulling the wool over their eyes, I�m 
not hiding shit! I�ll let them believe the front that Treasure puts up, 
but I got to do me no matter what the cost. They�re so busy 
watching me, expecting me to fail, I just tell them, �Don�t watch 
me, watch my move.� I�m gon� do the damn thang. �Make it one 
of these days. I might not become an attorney or a neurosurgeon, 
but I bet whatever big fish I catch will be ballin� out of control. 
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********** 

TREASURE 
 

When I chose to become a defense attorney, it was for all 
the wrong reasons.  

Let me get straight to the point. I despise drug dealers! I 
consider them a threat to the population. They killed my parents, 
selling that poison to their souls.  

It was easy finding a law office to carry out my plan. I 
teamed up with the most prestigious firm in the city. They secretly 
had the same objective as I did; we handle nothing but drug cases. 
We shake their hands, take their money, and then send them up the 
river without a paddle! It would be easier if I could just click my 
heels and whish them all gone, but that would be too simple. I 
wouldn�t want to miss out on all the excitement of watching their 
reaction when the Judge says, �I now sentence you to LIFE�. 
They have no idea that I am the one that makes that all possible. 
Hey, my clients trust me. They give their freedom to me. Why 
wouldn�t they? I mean, I am their attorney, after all. That�s the 
least I can do for my loss, as well as for the children enduring 
now, what I had to then.  

No one could begin to understand the affect my parents' 
death had on me. From that day forward I made a commitment to 
lock up every drug lord and bring down every drug organization 
that crosses my path. Truly, I didn�t believe it would be this easy. 
�The way I manipulate these desperate criminals keeps me 
motivated  

At one time business slowed up for a moment, due to our 
firm losing too many cases. So, we created a plan to win a few 
high profile cases to rebuild our reputation. Now, our cases are on 
overload. 

I receive this natural high every time I receive a case of a 
young man responsible for distributing large quantities of drugs to 
our communities. I can�t explain the feeling. I look into his eyes, 
silently crying out for help; and a vision of my Mom appears, 
laying on her deathbed, gasping for air, taking her last breath.   
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I only want one thing, your freedom, I say to myself, 
staring back into his eyes, half listening to him plead his 
innocence. My anger intensifies and I become vile. I begin to fill 
him with promises I have no intention to fulfill, and tell him all the 
things he want to hear. 

A prosecutor once asked me, �Ms. Lewis, why didn�t you 
become a prosecutor? It�s obvious that your desire is to lock 
criminals up.�   

I knew he was patronizing me, but I wasn�t offended at all 
by his approach. I knew I was doing the right thing. You see, a 
prosecutor's motive is blatant, but I wore a disguise. I thrive off 
my client's trust. Someone like him wouldn�t understand. This is 
personal. 

This is the dark side of Treasure. I know that it seems 
cruel, but it�s my way of dealing with my pain. Not only am I 
fighting the pain of losing my parents, but I also have to wake up 
everyday knowing that I will not hear the sound of my sister�s 
voice, because Summer hates me. She can�t let go of mistakes 
from the past, while I�ve grown past our differences. I wish she 
would do the same, but that would be something only she could 
change. She just doesn�t know that I�m here for her. I�m not 
perfect like everyone seems to think I am, and I�m certainly not 
striving for perfection. I just want us to be a family. My life has 
been so incomplete without her. I worry deeply about, Summer.  

I guess to keep a lot of this stress off my mind I hide 
behind my work. I�m hurting so bad, the pain sometimes seems 
hard to bear.  

I can remember a quote I read somewhere that went 
something like, �Hurting people, hurt people�� Wow, now that�s 
deep. 
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ONE 

 

THE NIGHTMARE 
 

**********  
SUMMER  

 

People say death comes in threes�. First, my Dad, then 
Mom, and now me� 

Here I am lying in bed with my sister�s husband, 
preparing to do the most vindictive, spiteful thing I�ve ever done! 
This is all her fault! None of this would have happen if she wasn�t 
so damn perfect! Now they both have to pay, in more ways than 
one�  

It was the first day of summer and I was hot as hell. I 
could barely breathe in this stuffy room that my sister called her 
solitude, but I was able to tolerate the heated situation. 
...Especially, if it meant destroying the bitch! 

�Mmm,� I moaned. 
I like that.  
The sensation I�m feeling from him right now is kind of 

hard to describe. He had my arms pinned over my head, caressing 
all my weak spots. Hubby knows what to do when it comes to 
pleasing a sista.. 

�You�re a freak,� I teased, watching him.  
�Humph, I know,� he crooned.  
He was gentle in every way. I love a man that practices 

gentleness with my sensitive spots, especially my tits.  
�There,� I whispered, guiding him into the right direction. 

�Let me see what you can do with this,� I whispered, leading him 
down to my hot lava. He was leaving a trail of moisture from my 
neck�to my navel�to my� 
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Sss�Mmmm� That�s it Boy�right there� 
 He knew exactly what to do.  
I was having too much fun for the moment. I needed to 

focus and get down to business, because Treasure should be 
making her way home in another hour or so.  

Time is of the essence Baby Boy. 
My hands pressed into his smooth bald head, pulling him 

deeper inside to the hive of my bitter honey, smothering him, 
wishing death could come and take him easily. His suffering was 
truly not what I wanted to happen behind my scheme. He was an 
innocent bystander.  

Wrong place, wrong girl, Player.  
He seemed so sweet for my sister. Well, that was until he 

met me of course. �No man married, gay, rich or famous can 
resist me. I had acquired skills in Seduction 101, earning an A+. 
My man, your man, whichever one wants to play. I don�t hold 
them up; I get down to business. It�s a heartless game, one that I 
play very well. I could give a fuck about the next bitch. I�m 
strictly out to get mines. 

The Hubby was a little difficult at first. I suppose he had 
to weigh the risk and consequences of giving in to me. Yet, here I 
am laying here naked, ready to take his life within a few strokes 
from his raw flesh. 

You ready ta die Baby-Boy?  
I stared into the crown of his head, watching him have me 

for lunch.  
�Take me,� I demanded. 
�You can�t handle this girl,� he said rising up on his knees 

exposing his erectness.  
Damn�  
No wonder my sister complained about stomachaches!  

On the other hand, he doesn�t intimidate me. I�ve had bigger, but 
it�s probably going to take more energy than I anticipated to pull 
this thing off; I�m just anxious to get this whole thing over with. It 
already took a lot of work to get to this point. Now's my chance to 
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give my sister an invitation to death. �Thanks to her hubby, with 
his no-good-ass.   

How foolish could he have been, to fall for the big butt 
and the smile? Humph, like most men, they trust the beauty and 
allow their flesh to make a decision that could ultimately cost 
them their life.   

So I say, FUCK the world! ...And everybody in it, 
including Treasure.  

That�s right, Boo. You and Hubby are goin� with me.  
�Hold on baby girl. Let me grab something.� He reached 

over me to his wallet on the nightstand.  
�What do you need baby? Let me get it for you,� I said.  
�I�m tight...I got this.�   
To my surprise, he pulled a condom from his wallet. 

Before I could react, he started tearing it open with his teeth, 
grinning at me, anxious to move on to the next level. I had to think 
fast! The condom idea was out of the question!   

�Baby,� I said, caressing his hardness. �How are you 
supposed to get a good feeling with that piece of rubber between 
your flesh and mine?� I stared seductively into his eyes.   

�Humph,� he chuckled. �Trust and believe, your boy is 
going to get his baby.� He pulled the moist rubber from the 
package. 

�But I don�t want it,� I whined, lubricating my finger, and 
then rubbing his nipple and his hardness simultaneously. 

�Convince me how bad you want me inside you without 
it,� he slurred, losing focus. I watched his head fall back, arms fall 
to his sides, and condom hit the floor. It was over. I won! I now 
own his soul. I led him to another position, me on top this time. 
�My control spot. 

�What if you get pregnant?�  
�Shhhhhhhhhh�� I placed my finger across his lips.  
My warmth was sitting on top of his flesh, straddling. 

Death waits patiently for him.  
Sorry  boo�  
I stared into his eyes.  
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�You win,� he said surrendering.   
It was time for the kill, but before I could guide him into 

the deep path of destruction, the door swung open!  
�WHAT THE!!� He looked around me to a face that was 

far too familiar to the both of us. 
�POP! POP! POP!!� Stray bullets scattered the room and I 

took cover, diving to the floor, not realizing I was hit.  
I could feel something burning, something fighting its way 

through my flesh! �NOOO!� Were the only screams I could utter. 
�The last screams to be heard. I was alone in my puddle of blood, 
fighting for my life.  

PLEASE GOD! DON�T LET ME GO OUT LIKE THIS!!!  
I fought for prayer, for a response! Silence, only silence, 

no one heard me. God turned his back on me. I was balled up in a 
fetal position, trying to alleviate the pain. Blood found its way 
through my air passage and I couldn�t breathe! My vision became 
blurry. My hands and legs felt so cold.  
 All is lost�    

Suddenly, I felt the presence of someone standing over 
me. This person is screaming, crying, holding her hand over her 
mouth.  

�HELP ME!� My eyes cried out to her.  
Tears plunged down the sides of my face, I couldn�t move. 

My heart rate was rapidly rising and falling. ...The pressure from 
the pain forced me to ball my hands so tight that my nails 
punctured through the flesh of my palms.  

Darkness started to settle in. The unknown cries, started to 
fade, and I knew the game was over. I could no longer breathe. My 
body would soon rest under the earth. My eyes were no longer 
under my control, rolling up into the back of my head; I felt 
pressure in my brain. I wanted to yell. I wanted to live. I wanted 
another chance! The only thing promised in life, finally caught up 
with me;  

DEATH� 
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********** 
 
Then I woke up� 
Sweat covered my body, as I exhaled harshly; I threw the 

damp sheet away from me, jumped out of the bed, and raced 
toward the bathroom! My hands covered my naked frame, rapidly 
searching for wounds! 

AIN�T THIS A BITCH!  A FREAKIN� NIGHTMARE!!   
I laughed nervously. I was still unsure whether there was 

something real about what I had just encountered. I stared in the 
mirror, glancing over my body, and continued checking for 
wounds. I needed reassurance. I turned the faucet on, water 
splashed everywhere from the pressure. I pulled a hand full of 
water up on my face, making sure I was awake.  

�A nightmare,� I sighed and sat down on the edge of the 
tub.  

This dream was too real; the reality of it was too close for 
comfort.    

And why the hell would I be dreaming of screwing a 
husband that doesn�t exist? Treasure probably will never get 
married. Men like freaks, humph, not geeks! Her face was blurry; I 
couldn�t see her. I wonder what that meant.   

I had a disease of some kind, something deadly I assume. I 
didn�t want to die alone. That scares me. As bad as I want to 
ignore this, it might be in my best interest to see a doctor. I 
guess�I don�t know, maybe. Doctors make me uncomfortable. 
They give bad news. I�m not ready for bad news. 
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TWO 

 

TIMBER MONTGOMERY 
 

**********  
TREASURE 

 
Timberland Montgomery is one of my clients. Mr. 

Montgomery is being charged with �possession and attempt to 
distribute narcotics.� I first took on this case having no idea what 
he had been through, until I met his child, Timber.   

I�ll never forget that day his wife came into my office to 
retain me. I started not to take the case. Her husband didn�t meet 
my criteria. He was small fish, I didn�t carry poles small enough to 
reel him in, but seeing his wife, accompanied by this beautiful 
little girl gave me a change of heart.  

I was so amazed at how much this beautiful child 
reminded me of Summer. It took me back to the good �ole days. 
Thoughts of the loving memories we once shared touched me 
deeply, so I invited Mrs. Montgomery into my office to at least 
hear her out. 

�I�m sorry for the chaos here. Make your self 
comfortable,� I offered. 

�Thank you,� she said anxiously taking a seat, sitting her 
child on her lap. 

I made myself comfortable across from them. "I�m sorry, 
your name again?" I had a lot on my mind as I rattled through 
papers.  

�Kenya, Kenya Montgomery.�  
�Mrs. Montgomery, how can I help you?" 
Then the child spoke, �And my name is Timber Lee 

Montgomery!� She flashed a warm welcome smile. 


