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Chapter 1
New Chapter


 

Whenever you Fuck someone who is in a position of
Power and things don’t go the way they desire, they have the Power
to Fuck your life up.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I had a special feeling
that

Things were meant to be

He inserted gently

Fitting perfectly

I was the door

He slid in easily

Like a key

Completing me sexually

Like the final puzzle piece to a
jigsaw.

We share a bond on the
mattress

Sexual chemistry.

Thesiz

 

Decisions.

Every day we’re faced with millions of them.

Life is all about choices.

We tend to pick the ones that best suit us.


           
Live for the moment because tomorrow isn’t promised is the
motto that she lived by.

Carpe Diem.

She was playing with fire, walking barefoot on a trail of hot
ashes, living a life that could possibly leave her with a lifetime
full of grief and regrets.


           
She didn’t care.

His love making was so potent.  The potency level was so
high it made her become an addict.

Lust is a powerful thing; it has the ability to make people
believe things that aren’t true.


           
The first time they had sex was special.

Just the thought of that night was exciting, it always left her
moist.

Memories of that night played back like film.  Whenever she
was in the mood but couldn’t have instant access, her memories and
imagination gave her temporary pleasures.


           
Her actions were planned, premeditated.


           
Her head rested on his chest, listening to the rhythm of his
heartbeat.

It was hard to believe what had just taken place.  She
didn’t regret engaging in the sex, she was just scared about
whether or not he could hold water by keeping things a secret.

“Promise me that you won’t tell a soul about this” She
asked.

He couldn’t stop smiling.

“We were suppose to have that conversation before we got
naked.” He replied.

She playfully pushed his arm as they continued to lay side by
side.

“This isn’t something that I would want anyone to know. 
Besides, who would believe me anyway?”

He was right.  They were on two totally different
levels.

He would be considered a liar amongst his peers because they
wouldn’t believe such a thing to be true.


           
Who does one side with: Emotions or Logic?

She knew that her actions were wrong, but her heart told her
otherwise.

The guy was younger than her, but when it came to the bedroom,
he was experienced well beyond his years.

He handled her body like a sexual God, bringing her to orgasm
after orgasm.


           
It was simply the best she ever had.

Every time her eyes set on him, she wanted to run in his arms,
rip his clothes off, and jump his bones.

She desperately tried to keep things professional but it was a
struggle beyond reason.


           
All she wanted was to climb on top of him like the numerator of a
fraction and ride him the way a jockey rides a horse at the
Kentucky Derby.


           
She was indeed a freak with needs.


           
The only time she wasn’t horny was when sleep befriended her, even
then, she dreamt about being penetrated.

Their sexual relations were a conflict of interest, interfering
with her career, but people fail to realize that excitement,
danger, and adrenaline can become addictive.


           
Not a soul could ever know about their undercover meetings.

They were sworn to secrecy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Past


           
Latrell would always sit in the backseat, pretending to be asleep
while his mother went to work.  It wasn’t a real 9 to 5 where
you have to clock in and stay a certain amount of time, nor was it
a specific location.  His mother was self employed, making
just enough money to feed her habit.  From the backseat, he
watched her head go up and down like the men who sat in the
driver’s seat had a miniature trampoline in their laps.


           
The sounds, the continuous sounds of grown men moaning only lasted
for minutes at a time.  The youngster thought that his mother
was playing some type of game where she sucked a Popsicle. 
Yea, it had to be.  She couldn’t have been doing anything
other than that because that’s the way it sounds when the flavored
ice on a stick starts to melt and you try your best to suck it all
up in a timely fashion before it spills on your shirt or makes your
fingers sticky.


           
He thought that his mother was a professional at sucking
Popsicles.  Latrell often wondered would he have a trampoline
in his lap when he got older.  Every man that got in their car
had one thing in common and that was the way they made his mothers
head bounce up and down.  After bouncing her head on the man’s
lap, she never failed to open the door to spit out the juices from
the man’s Popsicle.  He observed how the men would always wipe
themselves with a napkin or whatever else they could find before
zipping their pants back up.


           
After spitting, Anita would shut the car door and have her hand
out.  Hardly ever did the men not pay her, they always handed
the money over without complaining.  Only once did a man cry
broke.  He saw another side to his mother when that
happened.

Anita swiftly pulled out a knife that she always kept in her
coat pocket and placed it close to his neck.

“Give me my money.” She demanded and it worked.

Anita always received the money she was owed for making her head
bounce up and down like kids jumping on a trampoline.

Anita would try to wake her son up after getting paid and he
would fake a yawn and stretch.


           
Over the years his mother would stop jumping on trampolines in the
car only to do more than exercise her head skills in motel
rooms.  Dirty, slimy, unclean motels where pets wouldn’t even
want to spend the night at.  Anita didn’t believe in getting a
babysitter.  What’s the point of paying someone to watch her
child when he could easily tag along?  That method would
definitely save her money to get high with.


           
His mother and the men would make him a pallet on the floor while
they had sex in the bed.  Following sex, they would go in the
bathroom and stay for hours.  Latrell would wake up with a
bladder that couldn’t hold urine any longer.  Anita and her
friend for the night would be in the bathroom strung out on
drugs.


           
The bathroom was always an adventure.  He never knew what he
would discover.  Dirty syringes would reside on the floor,
vomit, or bottles of alcohol.  He would step right over the
dormant bodies to make his destination at the toilet so he wouldn’t
miss his appointment with nature.  They never noticed him
being in there, never did they wake up while he used the
bathroom.  Sometimes he wondered if they were dead or
not.  That gave him time to see what he could find in the
men’s pockets.  Some days were better than others.  Some
of the men were just as broke as them, while others had large
amounts of money.


           
Even as a youngster, he wasn’t greedy.  He never took the
entire stash, only just enough to ensure that he would have
something to eat for a few days.  The last thing a son wants
to see is their mother get her ass beat.  That was probably
the only thing that stopped him from taking more money than he
did.  He didn’t want Anita to be accused of something that she
didn’t do.


           
To make the boring trips to the sleazy motels interesting, he would
search the few channels that were offered with hopes that a
basketball game was on.  If not, he would place a trash can at
different spots across the room and pretend that it was a
basketball hoop.  Any object that was round could be used as
his imaginary basketball.  Socks or crumbling up paper to make
a ball, whichever was more convenient at the time.


           
As he became older, his love for basketball grew more and
more.  The same thing can be said for his mother’s drug
addiction.  Like countless other children, Latrell was forced
to grow up early.  He had to take care of himself since his
mother wasn’t so good at parenting.  He did what was needed
for survival.  Stealing food from the corner stores, stealing
clothes from the mall, and trying to find a warm place to stay
since his mother would be missing for days, sometimes weeks at a
time.  The heat and electricity would be off in the house, so
he learned and adapted to do without a lot of things.


           
By the time he was 11, he started hanging out with three other boys
from the same neighborhood.  They called themselves Future
Bosses.  They went around trying to make a name for
themselves.  The group tagged every corner store wall, school
building, and abandoned house with graffiti.  They wore each
other’s clothes, shared food, and helped one another with
homework.  That was one of their rules: everyone had to go to
school and maintain good grades to stay eligible for sports. 
They were a family, at least the only family that Latrell ever
had.  Rival crews knew not to mess with them because they made
examples out of people.  After they put an older group of boys
in the hospital for trying to mess with them, the word quickly
spread that they weren’t to be tampered with.


           
Some call it joy riding, others call it carjacking, but one day
changed the crew forever.  Latrell was at basketball practice
when the crew decided to steal a car and go for a little
ride.  The ride wasn’t little, and the other members of his
crew didn’t make it home that night.  They crashed the car,
leaving all of them dead.  With them being gone, a part of
Latrell was deceased as well.


           
It was a hot and sunny day at the playground when he was approached
by one of the many neighborhood hustlers named Darnell. 

“I didn’t notice you since ya crew aint here.” Latrell ignored
him and kept practicing.  He had to get use to being
alone.  It was only a week since the accident.  He
thought that keeping busy would take his mind off the issue at
hand.  He silently wished that it was a nightmare even though
the misfortune was nothing less than reality.

Darnell purposely dropped a twenty-dollar bill down on the
pavement.  Latrell stared at the money with his basketball in
hand.  Twenty dollars to a poor child is equivalent to a
thousand.

“I thought that would get your attention.”  The hustler
stated with poise.  “Let’s see what you got.  I’ll put my
twenty up against your five.”

Latrell gave it some thought.  “I only got three.”

“That’s good enough.  I’ll take that.”

They played a few games.  Darnell was losing but continued
to bet.

Twenty minutes later, Latrell’s pockets were two hundred dollars
richer.  He couldn’t believe it.  At the time that was
the largest amount of money that he ever possessed.  The
hustler used Latrell as bait.  Darnell was money orientated so
he thought of ways to make some extra cash.

Darnell walked him home but Latrell was skeptical.  He was
afraid that the hustler would rob him of all his recent
earnings.  Latrell eyed objects on the concrete for a
potential weapon just in case the gambling man was to strike
without warning.


           
For the following three summers Darnell would pick Latrell up and
take him to different parks around town and sometimes out of
town.  They hustled their way to fame with Latrell being the
young and energetic basketball stat that was schooling grown men on
the court.  Darnell always kept the higher percentage of their
earnings.  Latrell didn’t mind because it was more than enough
income for him to survive on.


           
Darnell was the only male figure that Latrell was consistently
around.  In his eyes, Darnell was like a big brother.  He
would always watch how Darnell talked and maneuvered around
females.  The youngster picked up a lot by just being around
him and observing his every move.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Present

An irritated Latrell looked at the time on his radio every
thirty seconds, hoping that Darnell would show up within the next
five minutes.  His patience were growing narrow. Time is
money.  A minute lost is a dollar lost.  Darnell
finally pulled up thirty minutes behind schedule.


           
Latrell felt like an anxious preschooler waiting to sit on Santa’s
lap.  Latrell jumped out of his car with an empty book bag,
eager to get inside of Darnell’s car before the drug dealer had the
chance to check out the scenery.


           
Once inside of the car, their palms met.  Latrell observed
Darnell’s clothing.  Dark denim jeans, a cherry Boston Red Sox
fitted hat sat sideways on his bald head.  A red knitted
Rocawear polo shirt.  A fresh pair of white Air Forces trimmed
in red completed his outfit.

“Let me call you back.”  Darnell hung up the phone and
reached in the ashtray for a half smoked Black and Mild.

Darnell pulled out a red lighter.

“Even your lighter matches.  Looks like you model for some
tobacco company.”  Latrell said while laughing.

Darnell lit the tobacco stick, took a draw from it, and blew
smoke inside of the car.

“They need to sponsor me.  I keep them rich by buying their
products.”  Darnell said as he fingered his beard while
looking at his reflection in the car mirror.

“Those things will kill you.”  Latrell said as he fanned
the smoke away from his face.

Darnell’s laughter made him cough as smoke got caught in his
lungs.

“You got some nerve telling me what will kill me.  You in
here waiting to buy drugs that you’re about to distribute to
unstable minds who feel that they need to get high to make it
through their day.”

Latrell looked out the window, listening to the truth behind
Darnell’s words.  He did have a group of customers who felt
that smoking marijuana helped them threw their day.  Latrell
never really looked at it as an addiction.  He just thought
that his clients enjoyed stimulating their minds.

“You can tell that you’re still young.  Everything you do
can kill you.  Hell, pussy can kill you too.”  Darnell
took a drag from his cigar before continuing.  “It’s ironic
how we all came from a woman’s vagina, but now its polluted with
all types of diseases.  If you have sex with the wrong chick,
it can be your demise.  It’s the 21st Century young
fella’.  Born from a pussy, die from a pussy.”

Its funny how some people without education are sometimes the
smartest people in the world.  It’s a thin line between street
sense and textbook knowledge.  The majority of people who have
school smarts couldn’t last a weekend in the streets.

“I’m enjoying this parking lot education, but I need to get on
the ball so I can type a paper for class in the morning.”

“I admire that.”  Darnell paused momentarily.  He
looked over to the passenger seat to look Latrell in the eye.

“Promise me that you’ll graduate and go to college. 
Basketball is your ticket out the hood.”  He sighed as he took
another drag from his cancer stick.  He blew smoke out of his
nostrils, making him look like a raging bull.


           
Latrell couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of
Darnell’s mouth.  Darnell was always hardcore with an I Don’t
Give a Fuck attitude.  Latrell thought that he was an
emotionless creature.  After hearing what his role model said,
he realized that even criminal minded people have feelings.

One of Darnell’s phones rang.  He reached for both of them,
obviously confused about which one was ringing. 

Darnell reached in the backseat to grab the Nike gym bag that
contained tightly sealed packages of marijuana.  He tossed a
package in the young man’s lap.  Latrell looked over the
contents.  He smelled it.  The fragrance sent a tingling
sensation up his nose.  He knew from experience that the worse
it smelled, the better it was.  The better the product, the
more money he could make off of it.

Latrell reached into his pocket and counted out three hundred
and fifty dollars.  He handed the money over to the tobacco
smoker.  Darnell counted the dead presidents, shocking Latrell
by handing one hundred and fifty dollars back.

“What you doing?” Latrell asked in a confused tone as he filled
his book bag.

“Hold on.” Darnell pressed the mute button on his phone. 
He turned in the direction of the young man, looking him directly
in his eyes.  “Buy your girl something nice.”  Darnell’s
face portrayed a mischievous look.

“You giving me a quarter of a pound for two hundred?” 
Latrell knew it was too good to be true.  It had to be a catch
somewhere.

“Yea.  I got some money on the Saginaw High game with this
one guy.  I might need you to do me a favor.”

Latrell shook his head.  He didn’t like the sound of
it.  Darnell was always up to something, always scheming on a
way to get some extra cash.

“What I gotta do?” Latrell asked as if he didn’t want to
know.  The game Darnell commented on was more than two months
away.

“Blow the game.” Darnell said with coolness.  Latrell
immediately shook his head.

“No way! Can’t do it.”  Latrell handed him the money
back.  “My team means more to me than a hundred and
fifty.”

“What about this?”  Darnell reached into his pocket
revealing seven wads of money.  Each wad was neatly wrapped in
a rubber band containing a thousand dollars.  He didn’t feel
right without having at least five thousand on him at any given
time.  He wanted the freedom of being able to buy whatever his
eyes desired right on the spot.  Darnell was what one would
call a thousandaire.  A six figure man that’s worth
at least three hundred thousand.  Ghetto rich.  All of
his income was dirty money.  Money gained from sinful
doings.  Dice games, drug trafficking, and betting on whatever
he could.  Pro, college, even high school sports.  His
dream was to one day become a millionaire, have pretty faces feed
him grapes as they walked around his mansion topless, and drive
custom made cars that would make celebrities jealous.

Darnell tossed the money back in Latrell’s lap like it was a hot
potato, along with two of the seven wads that he revealed. 
Extra money could always be used.  Latrell thought about his
mother and her drug problem.  He was saving money for a new
life.  He had faith that his mother would become clean one day
with the proper support.

“Damn man.  Why you doing me like this?  First you
tell me to graduate high school and attend college to better
myself.  Then, you put me in a situation like this.”

Darnell knew that money was the root of all evil.  Given
the right amount of cash, a person would pull a trigger to kill
their family quicker than a virgin’s ejaculation.  Money gave
Darnell power.  People couldn’t tell him no.  It has mind
control over people who haven’t had the chance to buy the things
they always wanted.  Presidents are dead, but their faces are
on money, so in a way, they still rule black people.  We’re
still slaves.

“It aint like I’m asking you to kill somebody.”  He shot
Latrell a hard look.  A look that silently challenged his
manhood.  Darnell knew that his plan was working.  He
noticed that Latrell’s body language said no, but the money made
his mouth reconsider.

“Alright.  This is the last time I’m fucking with you on
this betting shit.”  Latrell put the money into his
pocket.  “Don’t even think about me doing something for you
when the playoffs start.  This is my last chance to win a
state championship.”  Latrell slammed the door without saying
another word.

Darnell smiled a smile of pure evil, his red wardrobe made him
look like the devil.  The only thing missing was a pitched
fork.

Latrell entered his car with heavier pockets due to the two
thousand dollar advance.  It would be 100% profitable because
he cared about his body too much to have it invaded with
toxins.  Rule number one is never get high on your own
supply.  He was real good at saving money.  He had
discipline, for every twelve dollars he made; he would put eight
away and only spend the remaining four.


           
He left the premises reciting lyrics from a song by a local artist
named Pipes.  Escape The Trap was his theme song.
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