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PROLOGUE
Vinny hid in the bedroom closet of the plush condo he purchased for Chasity. Heart racing with anxiety, he opened the bottle of Oxycodone he held and popped two pills. He shed tears as he listened to Torian pounding her vagina as if he were killing her. 
“Oh my god!” Chasity screamed out in ecstasy. “You are the best! Keep fucking me!”
Furious, Vinny’s chest heaved, and he couldn’t control his jaw from grinding. His hand shook, almost causing him to drop his weapon and the pills. He shoved the bottle back into his pants pocket. I can’t believe this is happening. I trusted her with everything, and this is how she repays me. Vinny cocked the .45 caliber ACP pistol. I knew I should’ve listened to Rocco. He sniffled. The effects of the powerful opiate was starting to kick in.
“What’s that noise?” Torian asked, stopping mid-stroke after hearing a clicking of some kind. “Sounds like somebody’s in the closet.” Torian dismounted Chasity and grabbed his pants where he’d concealed his 9-millimeter. Before he could grip his weapon, Vinny rushed out of the closet busting shots.
Bang! Bang! Bang!
The first shot hit Torian in his shoulder, pushing him two steps back. He fell to the floor about two feet from his 9-millimeter. He lay there not making a sound, pretending to be unconscious, yet inching his hand toward his gun. The other two bullets landed in the headboard right by Chasity’s head.
“Vinny!” she screamed and flinched, holding her arms up in the air. “Baby, please put the gun down . . . It’s not what it looks like.”
“That’s all you have to say!” He looked at her with red teary eyes, seething in anger.
Bang! 
He let off a shot right by her head. Tears streamed down Vinny’s face. “I gave you everything! I took you from living in motels selling your ass, to a condo and a BMW! And this is how you repay me!” He lunged toward her as if to strike her with the butt of his gun.
She quickly guarded her head with her hands. “Wait! I can explain!” She forced a smile in an attempt to calm him down.
“I don’t want to hear it!” Vinny pointed the gun at Chasity. “I should kill you!”
Torian got his hand on his gun, but he didn’t have a clear shot at Vinny because of the angle. Vinny moved closer to Chasity, putting the gun to her head, which gave Torian the perfect advantage. Just as Torian’s index finger pressed on the trigger, Vinny saw him in his peripheral, turned, and let off two shots in rapid succession.
Bang! Bang!
One of the shots hit Torian in his chest, but not before Torian let off three shots at the same time. Two shots hit Vinny in his neck; the third shot pierced the closet door. He slumped to the ground while gurgling on his blood. Both men lay on the floor, gravely injured. 
Chasity stood viewing the carnage. Vinny tried to use his hands to squeeze the wounds in his neck to stop the blood from flowing. It was too late; in three minutes his hands unclasped his neck, and he lay peacefully still. Vinny was dead. 
She slowly turned to look at Torian as he lay motionless with his eyes wide open staring right at Chasity. Instantly she turned her head and squeezed her eyelids as tight as she could. She opened them and turned back to the same horrific scene. The man she really loved was gone. 
“This isn’t real,” she told herself. “Snap out of it!” She couldn’t believe what had just happened.
At that moment, her mind had been stripped of its ability to reason. Disoriented, she gazed at both bodies as if they were illusions. Suffolk County police officers entering the room with their guns drawn, brought her out of her trance.
“Get on the floor with your hands behind your head!” the officer yelled.
Unresponsive, Chasity stood there stark naked.
The officer, seeing her blank expression, realized she posed no immediate threat. Cautious, he moved toward her, took one of the blankets that lay on the king-sized bed and covered Chasity’s body. The other officers looked at the two bodies on the floor. They glimpsed the .45 caliber ACP next to Vinny, and the 9-millimeter lying next to Torian. 
The first officer put his gun away and grabbed Chasity by her shoulders. “Miss, are you all right?” 
She remained upright but in a catatonic-like state, experiencing the effects of extreme shock. 
After a half hour, the officer took her to a police vehicle, while the homicide squad combed over the scene. It was cut and dry: two men shot each other to death over a woman. It didn’t take long for them to surmise the situation. 
Still in shock, but no longer catatonic, Chasity was escorted to the precinct where she was placed in a small interrogation room. The officer helped her put clothes on before they left. Now she sat in the cold, gray room looking confused. The door suddenly opened, and in walked a tall, heavyset female with a detective badge hanging from her neck. Her black pantsuit and white button-down shirt fit her frame well.
“How are you doing? My name is Detective Jennifer Colon.” She wore a serious expression as she glanced at the paperwork she held. “Miss Chasity Tommyson, that’s you, right?”
Chasity met the detective’s gaze for a moment before turning her head and looking at the wall. She took a few seconds before speaking. “Yes, that’s me.” 
“Okay, Chasity. Can you tell me what happened today?” Detective Colon slammed the door and looked down at Chasity with disgust. Her long, dark hair fell over her face, hiding her curled lip and heated gaze. She moved her hair aside and stared at Chasity with unfriendly dark brown eyes before taking a seat.
Chasity’s eyes widened, but they didn’t blink. She seemed to be regressing into her guilty conscience.
“Take your time, take a deep breath,” Detective Colon suggested. “If you want me to help you, I need you to tell me how this happened . . . from the beginning.”
Slowly, Chasity took in a deep breath and let it out just as measured.
“It all started a year ago when I first met Vinny . . .”
Detective Colon pressed record on the mini video recorder that sat on a tripod. “Okay, take your time. Start from the beginning.”
Chasity closed her eyes, but when she opened them she began speaking. “I’m not at all what I appear to be. I have deceived many men by using my looks and my body to lure them into my world of lust. The warning signs were all around me, telling me to stop, telling me that there was danger ahead. But I didn’t listen, and now two men are dead. And it’s all because of me.”
Chasity paused and gazed into the camera wearing a slight smile. 

CHAPTER 1
A Sucker, With a Capital ‘S!’
 
 
Bay Shore Motor Inn
Bay Shore Long Island, New York
 
Chasity
 
"Middle fingers up / throw them hands high / middle fingers up/tell em boy bye/boy bye/I aint thinking about you/Sorry/naw I aint sorry." Chasity sang along with Beyonce to her new single 'Sorry' as it  blasted on the radio. 
“This is my new anthem! Because I really don’t give a fuck about these niggas!” Chasity spoke with passion while she inhaled a huge blunt, then she passed it to Kat.
“My sentiments exactly!” Kat replied as she reached for the blunt and inhaled.
Scantily clad in red Victoria’s Secret matching bra and panties, Chasity sat on the bed with her laptop open, checking her traps on the infamous “Front Page” website. Front Page was a way for tricks and ‘hos to link up via the Internet. She liked to use the word trap to describe the way she enticed weak men into her web of deceit and pleasure. Chasity was a modern day call girl, a prostitute, otherwise known in the hood as a THOT, an acronym for ‘That Ho Out There.’
“The day just started, and I already have three new traps lined up. At $250 apiece, that’s $750 for about an hour’s worth of work,” Chasity said to Kat, her best friend and partner in crime.
“The way these tricks be coming so fast, you can cut that hour into thirty minutes worth of work.” Kat inhaled the blunt and then passed it to Chasity. 
“I got this one trick that fucks me for the whole hour! I think that nigga be on something before he comes here,” Chasity responded.
The days of ’hos walking the strip trying to catch a date were a thing of the past. Nowadays these young thots knew how to use the Internet to their advantage by posting provocative pictures with an implied message. The tricks were up on the new technology, so they went on the sites looking for new ‘hos to trick on. That cut out the pimp and the risk of being seen by detectives walking on the ‘Thot Trot,’ the blocks where primitive thots walked trying to catch a trap. 
Chasity and Kat were two of the best ‘thots’ in Long Island. Both women were voluptuous with gorgeous faces. They were divas, so they always adorned their heads with expensive wigs, kept their toes and nails done, and wore the newest designer labels. They were known to frequent the VIP section in the hottest clubs, buying their own bottles, balling out!
Tall with big brown eyes, Chasity inherited a honey-brown complexion from her Puerto Rican mother and black father. Her pearly white teeth were esthetically pleasing to the eye. When she got dressed up, people often told her she resembled Beyoncé. She kept her stomach flat which made her firm, size 38D cups stand at attention. Chasity was a complete ten! 
Kat was a bit shorter, but her ass wasn’t. Ass for days, flat stomach, and a nice amount of tits, she was a little darker than Chasity, but people always mistook them for sisters. Chasity and Kat didn’t see the resemblance, but they chalked it up to them being around each other so much that they started looking alike. As a team, they were like the dynamic duo.
“That’s my number one trap texting me,” Kat said when her phone went off. “He’s here. I’m going to my room to take care of him.”
“Okay, my trap should be here shortly. I’ll see you for lunch,” Chasity said.
“That sounds like a plan.”
Kat went two rooms down. They always got rooms close to each other for safety. Being that they didn’t have pimps to protect them, they both kept revolvers close to them at all times. In the past, they had been violated by tricks who knew they didn’t have pimps. 
Shortly after Kat left the room, Chasity’s new trap knocked on the door. She knew it was him, so she sprayed herself with Chanel No. 5 before answering. Her motto was “Go above and beyond to please” to ensure that her traps stayed loyal. She answered the door in her Victoria’s Secret undergarments.
“Hi. Vinny, right?” she asked, showing her perfect rows of white teeth.
“Yes, I’m Vinny. You’re Cherry?” he asked in a nervous tone. Wow! This chick is fucking beautiful! I hit the jackpot! Vinny was stuck in thought standing in the doorway.
She quickly glanced at him from head to toe before inviting him in. “You can come in and make yourself comfortable.” 
Short, fat, and Italian with slick, black hair, Vinny wasn’t quite the looker, but he was very charming. He possessed a gentleman-like quality that made him attractive to women. He was like a knight in shining armor, without the shining armor.
Chasity had a sixth sense for men who were enamored by her. Her ‘sucker for love’ meter dinged off the charts with this new guy. At first sight she could tell he was smitten by her beauty. She was a pro at tempting men, so she knew exactly how to handle him.
“So, Vinny, what do you do for a living?” she batted her light brown eyes.
“I’m in the construction business.” Vinny stared at her in awe.
“Oh, I see . . . construction. Are you a foreman?” she asked.
“No. I own a construction business with my family.” Vinny kept rubbing his hands together in an attempt to calm his nerves. Get it together, Vin! he thought.
“It must be nice to work with your family.”
“Not all the time, but it beats working for some Joe Schmo.”
Chasity stared in his eyes and he got weak. She moved closer and he almost jumped. Normally, she would ask for money up front, but she was playing him all the way to the bank. She smelled money like a shark smells plasma.
“Relax, I’m not going to bite you. Unless you tell me to.” She smiled, and Vinny seemed to unwind a bit.
Getting right down to business, Chasity unbuckled his belt and pants and pulled his penis out. Vinny almost freaked out, breathing heavily. Immediately, she took him into her mouth as if her life depended on it. The force with which she sucked his penis made Vinny’s toes curl in seconds. She felt his sperm swelling up in his balls early, so she slurped with more ferociousness. 
“Oh my God!” Vinny yelled out in ecstasy. “I’m coming!”
“Mmmmm! It tastes so good!” Chasity said as she lapped up his semen.
Vinny’s eyes rolled around in his head. “You’re the best! I mean that.”
“Never had any complaints.”
“No, really. No woman has ever made me come that fast from sucking my dick before.” Vinny took out five 100 dollar bills. “I know you said it was only $250, but you were so good I’m giving you double!”
I got him! Hook, line, and sucker! “Aww, you don’t have to do that. You’re so sweet, Vinny.”
“No, I want you to take it. I want to see you every day if that’s possible?” He panted as sweat beads dotted his forehead and nose, looking at her like a puppy that needed attention from its master.
“Of course you can, silly!” Chasity laughed. “You’re so funny!”
“. . . Can we just cuddle for a minute?” Vinny knew that was a weird question.
“Sure, baby. Take your clothes off and get under the covers. You still have about fifty minutes left.” 
Vinny did as he was told. He curled up and went to sleep with Chasity as if she were his wife. He was officially open.
Damn this nigga hooked already, and I didn’t even throw this tight, wet pussy on him yet. Chasity let him sleep for an hour, then she woke him.
“Wake up, sleepy head. Time to go.”
“Damn, I was out of it.” Vinny got up and put his clothes on. “So, I’ll see you tomorrow at the same time?” 
“If that’s what you want, honey. I’ll be here waiting for you, baby.” She kissed him on the cheek.
Vinny finally left, and she watched him walk away to see what model car he drove. When he sat comfortably in a new jet black BMW 650i convertible, she knew she’d hit the jackpot. Everything about Vinny screams money. And I want it all!
Just as Vinny was leaving, Chasity got a text from her next client: I’m pulling in right now.
Chasity: Okay, I’m ready.
She went to the bathroom and rinsed her mouth out with mouthwash and brushed her teeth. As she was finishing up, there was a knock on the door.
With the same smile as before, she answered it. “Hi, Tommy. Come in and make yourself comfortable.”
Tommy was a regular, and he wasn’t a two-minute man. He was smart enough to pop a Viagra before his weekly appointments. Also, Tommy wasn’t rich. He was just a truck driver with an appetite for young thots. Every week he would spend his hard earned money on one hour of pleasure. 
Tall and light-skinned, the older black man had been married twice and divorced twice. Although he came equipped with a ten-inch penis, his last girlfriend cheated on him with his best friend, and that’s when he decided to deal with women like Chasity and call it a day. For him it was less headaches and no commitment, that’s what he enjoyed most about the situation. 
Tommy didn’t waste any time. Chasity knew that Tommy came to put in work, so she prepared her mind for the task of getting fucked hard. He took his clothes off and put his stiff penis in her mouth and shoved it down her throat. She moaned in protest, but she didn’t stop him from manhandling her. There was something about his roughness that Chasity enjoyed. He didn’t treat her like the doll she appeared to be. Tommy treated her like the thot he knew she was. And Chasity loved it.
For fifty-five minutes straight, Tommy pummeled her vagina before ejaculating and leaving her sore. “I’ll see you next week, same time.” Tommy was a man of few words. He was dressed and out the door minutes after he was done.
Chasity had twenty minutes before her next appointment, and she wasn’t ready. She dragged her sore body to the bathroom and took a long, hot shower. As she rubbed her vagina, she thought about her first trick, Vinny. I knew Vinny was a breadwinner! What if I can entice Vinny to the point where he’ll just take care of me, and I don’t have to be fucking like this for money?
It would be nice to be taken care of for a change. She became so engrossed in her thoughts that she lost track of time. 
There was a knock on the door. Her next trap was on time.
“Hold on, I’m coming!” she shouted from the shower as she got out and dried off. Got to get this money. It’s all in a day’s work. Chasity opened the door.
“Hi Paul. Come in and make yourself comfortable.”
The quick arm movement in her peripheral disrupted Chasity’s recollection. Detective Colon paused the video. “So, you met Vinny on the Front Page website.” A beat passed before she spoke again. “I’m going to do you a favor.”
“What’s that?” 
“I’m not going to arrest you for prostitution. Let’s just pretend like I don’t know anything about that. I’ll erase the whole first part when we’re done, so we both won’t get into hot water.”
Detective Colon pushed record on the video. “Continue.” Murderous slut! You just couldn’t keep your fucking cunt-hole closed!

CHAPTER 2
No Honor Among Thots!
 
 
Construction Site
Dix Hills, Long Island
 
Yo, I’m telling you, man. This chick was gorgeous with a body like a goddess!” Vinny took a pill bottle containing the opiate Oxy and popped one as he spoke to his cousin, Rocco. 
“You need to take it easy on the candy.” Rocco was referring to the blue pill Vinny just popped.
“I need it for my back pain; this shit is killing me lately.” 
“I’m just saying, it’s easy to get hooked on those things.” Rocco shook his head as he spoke. “Anyway, you said you found her on that website.”
“Yeah, Front Page. She goes by the name Cherry. Her pics do her no justice. She looked okay, but in person she was dynamite!” Vinny smiled just thinking of her. “I’m not sharing this one with you this time. She’s all mine,” he said in a serious tone. In the past they shared prostitutes.
“Well, let me know if she has a friend or something. I’ll fuck around a little. By the way, how’s Jenny and the kids?” Rocco asked.
“She’s okay. The kids are driving me nuts with their bullshit. I bust my ass so that they’ll have everything, and they still get into trouble. I’m going to court right now because Anthony stole clothes from the mall. Funny thing was, he had a pocket full of money when they caught him.” Vinny shook his head just thinking about his troubles at home.
“We did worse when we were his age. Sounds like he needs attention or something.”
“Then you wonder why I need Cherry’s services. In fact, I’m going to see her when this job is done.”
“You’ve been seeing her every day. She must have some good pussy. You can’t get enough.”
“I just met her last week . . . I can’t explain how she makes me feel. It’s like she’s dedicated to pleasing me to the utmost, Rocco. I could marry this broad, I’m telling you. ‘Ho or no ‘ho, I love this chick.”
Rocco frowned and shook his head. “Now you’re talking crazy, Vinny!” 
“It’s my life, and I can do what I want,” Vinny spoke calmly
“You have a wife and kids. You can’t throw that away for some two-bit slut you met online at some prostitution website!” Rocco fumed. 
“If you have a problem with it, you don’t have to fuck with me!” He got in Rocco’s face.
“Oh yeah! So you’re going to choose some cunt over your own flesh and blood?” Rocco pushed Vinny in his chest with both hands. Vinny stumbled two steps back. 
“If that’s how you want to put it!” Vinny replied, catching his balance.
“Fuck you, Vinny! One day you’re going to eat those words!” Rocco stormed off and hopped into his Ram truck and sped off from the construction site, leaving a small dust storm in his wake.
“Fuck me! No, fuck you!” Vinny took out his phone and dialed Cherry.
 
*******
 
“Suck that dick! Oooo! That shit feels sooo good!” Sincere said while Chasity gave him fellatio.
As she was performing, her cell phone went off. She saw that it was Vinny. Without taking her mouth off Sincere’s penis, Chasity answered the phone with one hand while holding his dick with the other.
“Hello, Cherry?” Vinny said like an excited teen.
She removed Sincere’s penis from her mouth. “Hey, baby,” she said those two words, then put his dick back where it had been.
“I need to see you.”
“Mm-kay.” 
“Can I come by like right now?” Vinny asked in a desperate tone.
“Sure . . .” She quietly slurped Sincere’s pole in between words.
“. . . I’m here, baby.” She continued sucking.
Sincere had to muster the strength not to make a noise because he wanted to moan in ecstasy. He knew he had to keep his composure, so he closed his eyes and covered his mouth with one hand.
“I’ll be there in twenty minutes.”
“Okay, baby . . .” She sucked it one hard time before speaking again. “I’m going to get freshened up for you.” She hung up.
“Yeah! I like that freaky shit! Talking on the phone while sucking on that cock! Ooo, you so nasty!” Sincere was close to ejaculating.
“We have to cut this shit short today, Sincere.” 
“What you mean? I gave you a whole ounce of loud for my usual hour. If you cutting my time in half, I’m giving you half an ounce!”
“Shut up and nut in my mouth!” She took him to the back of her throat, nearly swallowing him. “There it goes!”
Sincere filled Chasity’s mouth up with warm cream. “Ooo! And you swallow! You so nasty!”
“Now get your ass out of my room!” she demanded.
“I was just playing. You can keep the whole ounce. You always take care of the god. For real!” Sincere pulled up his pants and then buckled his belt. “I’ll see you next week, and we can square off with that extra half an hour,” he said as he stood outside the door.
“Whatever, Sincere!” She slammed the door in his face.
Chasity rolled up a gigantic blunt of Sincere’s top shelf marijuana and lit it up. She grabbed the bottle of Henny lying on the dresser and guzzled it. It took three more pulls of the blunt, then another swig before the room started spinning. Satisfied with the desired effect, she smiled and grabbed her laptop.
“Damn, a bitch got four new traps! This shit don’t stop! My shit stay lit!” She turned on the radio and Bobby Shmurda’s “Hot Nigga” played on the airwaves. Chasity turned the volume up to maximum capacity.
“Hey! Hey!” she shouted, doing the signature ‘shmoney dance’ that went with the song. “I send a little thot/to
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