

Mendell’s Law

By

C. Anthony Mitchell



    
        
          Mendell's Law

        

        
        
          C. Anthony Mitchell

        

        
          Published by LV media Consulting, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MENDELL'S LAW

    

    
      First edition. April 30, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 C. Anthony Mitchell.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235623897

    

    
    
      Written by C. Anthony Mitchell.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

FORWARD

CHAPTER 1 | The past

CHAPTER 2 | The Present

CHAPTER 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5 | The Past

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9 | The Present

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15 | The Past

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 22

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30 | The Present

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Chapter 42

Chapter 43

Chapter 44

Chapter 45

Chapter 46

Epilogue

Sign up for C. Anthony Mitchell's Mailing List

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Thanks to all who love and support me, and especially to God who loves me unconditional. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            People ultimately stand behind their choices because life has its demands.
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(An Author’s Note)

It is with considerable pride that I have completed Mendell’s Law. After this challenging work, I have a confession to make. This confession is a by-product of my earliest training. In my first year of college, I took Composition 101, where the instructor clearly explained the value of honesty in writing. Let me be honest with you.

When I started writing this novel, I aimed to tap into the stable revenue source that urban literature has become in recent years. That is a simple truth. However, as the saying goes, something happened on the way to grandmother’s house. Unintended truths came out. At so many moments, as I sat drafting this novel, a part of me screamed, Oooh, you bet not say that! Or Folks gone, thank that’s you! But still, in my quest for honesty, I pressed on. (Please excuse my diction in the last statements. It seems that, with some things, when I talk to myself, it’s in my grandmother’s voice.) It is weird.

It used to be my impression that the best-kept secret in the Black community was pedophilia. Life and experience have taught me that I was incorrect. This problem was not exclusive to my community. Back when I was young, it felt like it, though. Recently, I discovered that this problem is no longer as under the radar as it once was. More men and women are coming forward. Yet, as recent news reports indicate, the situation remains a significant issue.

This novel is not autobiographical. Though I am a survivor of sexual, drug abuse, and addiction, this story focuses on the strength required to overcome the many violations that destroy so many lives. I was nearly destroyed, and depending on who you ask, I was. However, writing saved my life. Most of my life was spent behind bars. Did my experiences with abuse and addiction cause the choices that led to my self-destructive situations? No, not at all. I was a white-collar criminal who enjoyed my behavior because I sincerely felt society owed me because of my own bad experiences. In quiet moments, I recognized that my distorted thinking was, in some way, a result of my emotional struggles and psychological illnesses. Because of abuse, this book became, unintentionally, a testimony to overcoming and triumphing over the insidious monsters trying to annihilate us, the abused, and me. During this process, writing, I am purged.

This book is a fictional story about two men and their choices to either overcome or succumb to the booby traps of the abuse they endured as children. It addresses many violations. When you think about it, how many of us have been victims of intentional mistreatment? How many of us have had no choice but to watch our mothers or siblings suffer abuse from people who were supposed to love them, like Mendell’s mother, who was hurt in this story. How many of us still wrestle with the demons behind being called fat, too black, not black enough, ugly, stupid, worthless, unworthy, and other names meant to destroy our self-esteem? Like China, a teenage runaway, you’ll meet in these pages.

This book is about challenging fragile machismo and confronting our lies. It is about asking if my living serves a purpose. Nobody wants to hear about the molested gladiator, and even less about the gladiator molester, like Anderson Cater, the successful intercity businessman and soul-stealing pedophile you will suffer in this novel.

To some extent or another, we are all one or more characters in this novel. I intend to make public the opportunistic homosexuals like the ones in my fictional jail, Mayfield Reformatory. You must know that we have all, in some way, become accustomed to situational passivism, as exemplified by the character Steve Mason, who discovered a truth and kept it to himself because it was detrimental to his business.

This book is about single mothers who know extraordinarily little about male puberty. How does she explain and understand the erection that is the bane of adolescence, like Kenny’s mother, Toni, discovered when she came home early from work and found her otherwise perfect son had fallen victim to hormones, which he did not understand. Here, it is my concern that I highlight the deficit that no male role model plays in the burgeoning sexuality of fatherless youth. Boys and girls.

It was not my intention to be so honest. With the bold eroticism, at some moments here in these pages, surely, I do not preach, but for me, and all of you, I strip myself of any hypocrisy so those who read my words can begin, like the Hippocratic Oath partly dictates, heal thyself. That is my plan with God and prayer. For me, that’s the healing yourself ingredients.

This book is dedicated to all the mothers, sons, and daughters who have survived domestic violence. To all those who felt ineffectual as they watched exploitation helplessly. I see you! I hear you! I feel you!

Lastly, but not least, to every sister and brother incarcerated who has felt my pain and inspired me to embrace that voice inside, even when it was not a voice conducive to proper “jail equipoise”, I am your confidant and expression. 

I love you all sincerely because I first learned to love myself genuinely.

Peace&love.

C. Anthony Mitchell

Mendell’s Law:

Called also the LAW OF INDEPENDENT ASSORTMENT, a principle of genetics subject to many limitations and exceptions because each pair of genes dominates the other in expression, and characters are inherited alternatively on an all-or-nothing basis. Also called the LAW OF DOMINANCE.

PROLOGUE

Present

Mendell set content. He'd come so far over the years, overcome so much. Recently, he'd gotten up close and personal with pain. Fate seemed to have decided, at this point in his life, that it was essential for him to absorb all his lessons. Still, a certain calm engulfed him. Life had hurt him in so many ways, in both strange and unexpected ways. He guessed today's situation resulted from his reaction to that hurt. Mendell smiled inwardly. For many years, he'd been unrepentant about his actions. He'd rejoiced in many of the things he'd done. However, that was before his beautiful fiancée, Donna, came into his life. 

He wondered whether his life decisions reflected what he thought had been stolen from him. The childhood he deserved, maybe? Was it the no-father thing? Or was his unusual desire never to be one of the sheep that fed into the philosophy of nine to five, like most of America? He sat and itemized; he decided that his childhood had been stolen primarily by his own decisions. 

However, there were obstacles too. His mother was run amok spiritually, a result of physical abuse, and his grandmother was driven to her death by circumstances particular to poor women, low pay, hard work, and an abusive husband. And then there was Kenny..........

***********************************
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A NOISE BROKE INTO his thoughts. Mendell heard the locks to the door disengaging. The door swung open with force, hitting the wall behind it and making further progress, digging a hole through the concrete, one aggressive push at a time. Two detectives came in looking as though they hadn't eaten in months, and he looked just like a full-course meal. 

They started with the old cop standard, good cop, bad cop. Mendell stood, doing an incredibly respectable job of looking unconcerned in his flawlessly cut Tom Ford suit. It was a soft, rich mahogany brown with light tan pinstripes, paired with a black silk shirt open at the collar, $2000 beige Bally loafers, and a $40,000 Rolex. Looking good under these circumstances was not easy in the greasy bowels of the Lucas County Jail’s bacterially infected interrogation room. The room was littered with old gum, hard and brittle. Spit, tobacco, and smears of feces were on every wall in the room, and dried puddles of urine stained most of the corners in the small enclosure. He kept his eyes on his accusers as they moved slowly towards him.

“Bitch, the tall skinny black detective with a pit marked face started, we should have thrown away the key the first time your crazy ass tried to murder motherfucka’s! But hell no, some do good ass judge thought your insane black ass had some smarts and was too young to be such a vicious murderer. But guess what? All we had to do was wait, huh?” the detective finished, sarcastically, watching to see if his words hit home. He got nothing. The other cop, a fat white guy, circled the room and stood behind and beside Mendell. The man reminded Mendell of that fat white baby that flew around with undersized wings, aiming arrows of love at unsuspecting humans. Mendell knew love was the last thing on his mind as he stood behind him. His only concern, Mendell knew, was how to get the well-dressed, arrogant nigga to admit he’d gutted a human being 30 years ago. Mendell knew precisely what they wanted. 

The fat white man started gently.

“Mr. Blu, please excuse my partner’s behavior. Being a black man himself, he sometimes goes overboard when it comes to the murder of a successful black entrepreneur in the area,” the white detective said, soft as a gospel singer, hoping to gain Mendell’s confidence. Thinking he was making headway, since Mendell had not commented, he continued, speaking to his partner. 

“Come on, Mike, lighten up, let’s hear what the man has to say. There could be a very reasonable explanation for Mr. Blu’s name coming up in the vicious murder of an area businessman. It’s been some years, so let’s get some background first. Look at him in that expensive suit; he looks like a business owner himself. Let’s all just get settled down and clear this mess up. I’m sure that’s your intention, right, Mr. Blu?” the detective asked, oozing fake concern.

Mendell gave an exaggerated yawn, sat down, looked directly into the face of the Black detective, and said, as pragmatically as he could, “I would like to talk to my lawyer, cocksuckers.” He answered, smiling sweetly. 

The fat white detective, furious at Mendell’s slight, of not acknowledging him, turned quite red. His partner reached across the table and smacked Mendell in the mouth so hard that he saw white stars circling his head like a cartoon character.

“Your mother is the cocksucker you bitch ass faggot!!” They both left the room to the sound of Mendell’s maniacal laughter.

Long after the detectives left, Mendell stared at the graphic graffiti covering the back of the heavy steel door. He was right. He had known all along what they wanted. It could mean the end of the life he had come to love. He knew he was a better person for all that life had thrown his way. He understood life had indeed polished him. Yet, say what you want about change, about being a better man, and God knows that was, and is, his desire, but that smack had the power to undo and erase all progress. Just like that, the murderer in him had returned like an old lover delivering a steamy kiss.
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CHAPTER 1

The past
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Calvary Christian Center was jumping. The saints were truly in the spirit. The saints, that's what you call the parishioners in a Pentecostal holiness church, were spinning, dancing, flipping, speaking in tongues, and falling out cold. The church band sat in the second tier: the drummer, organist, pianist, guitarist, and praise team. The praise team was a group of singers who set the tone for group spirit by clapping their hands and yelling phrases like "Praise God," "Thank you, Jesus," and "Hallelujah, Lord." Now, the praise team was mainly responsible for the frenzy the members were in; it was them, and each member's belief that making a joyful noise was most pleasing to God.

The third tier was the baptismal area. This was a large tub, about 4 feet deep, 10 feet long, and 5 feet wide. Nothing impressive. But the focal point for all looking up was a beautiful Jesus. The fresco was painted by a local Black artist who thought it was an innovative idea to depict Jesus between joints. His conversion didn't last long. He'd soon “backslid” behind the fact that while painting the spectacular work, he had been under the influence of reefer and the skirt of the head deacon’s wife, sister Kathy Long. Nobody remembered his name. The Frisco was signed “Undecided,” perhaps a testament to the artist’s indecision regarding salvation. Nevertheless, over the pool was an unprecedented rendition of Jesus. Coco brown skin captured in radiant watercolor. A rich-looking beard, black and curly. Above his head was a nimbus of yellow light, surrounding his beautiful, long, curly hair. Outstretched arms and the most perfect hands ever depicted in paint, sacrosanct, came to mind as anyone looked at them.

Mendell watched his mother, her eyes shut tight, swaying and convulsing in the Lord. When things got like this, it was scary. It stuck you to your seat—so many different things to see. Sometimes things seemed so out of control. Sometimes it made him concerned for his mother, but it also captivated him. There were so many interesting things to watch that his neck sometimes felt like it was on a swivel. He moved closer to the bench in front of him. Tasha, a young college girl, was up shouting again, new to being saved; her passion for Christ was intense. When she fell out, as she always did, and if he was in the right spot when it happened, he’d see under her dress, looking between her legs. He enjoyed the sensation he felt between his legs when doing this.

Just then, his best friend, Kenny, slid up beside him. Kenny’s mom, Toni, was Mendell’s mother’s best friend. Toni, just like Mendell's mother, was a seamstress. Their moms had to be the best-dressed women in the church. They were always wearing something new and stylish, and seldom wore the same thing twice. Mendell and Kenny had fallen asleep many nights as their mothers made dresses late into the night. Kenny knew what Mendell was waiting for, so they barely acknowledged each other as they waited for the payoff. They didn't have to wait long. Tasha went into her spin and fell out right in front of the boys, legs spread wide open. This was Mendell’s best look ever. She fell out with her knees up, and if Mendell knew what a pussy lip looked like, he would have known he had his first and best view of the outer regions of a vagina, ever. Quickly, ushers moved to cover the girl's partly exposed genitals. He barely felt it when his mother smacked him hard in the forehead and told him to sit back once she caught him sitting there, mouth wide open, looking up the young woman's dress. Kenny laughed so hard that Mendell elbowed him in the side when his mother wasn't looking.

“It’s not funny!” Mendell said, embarrassed.

“Maybe not to you, but if you saw how you were looking at Tasha’s Kit-cat, mouth wide open, you’d be laughing too,” Kenny replied, giggling at his friend.

Kit-cat? Mendell puzzled.

––––––––
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MARY, MENDELL’S MOTHER, felt Jesus throughout her body. The spirit of the Lord had given her, without a doubt, the knowledge that her choice to give her life to God had been the best decision she had ever made. Finally, the fear of developing into her mother, Celey, was not on the horizon, waiting for her to take that first drink. Jesus had saved her from all that. Yet, God’s plan was still such a mystery to her. Why had God allowed her to marry Carl? Carl was not saved and was doing all in his power to turn her head from the Lord’s will. Carl made it clear daily that a Godly life was not for him. Just as she was walking out tonight, he’d decided he wanted sex. Mary cringed involuntarily, reliving the humiliation.

“Come here, Mary!” Carl yelled belligerently.

“Hold on, Carl, I’m trying to get ready for church, and I’m running late.”

“Come here, woman!”

“What man?” she replied, resigned as she entered the bedroom. He was standing behind the door, and as she came in, he quickly closed it. She saw the look in his eyes; she started her plea.

“Come on, Carl, not now, I don’t have time for this,” she pleaded.

“Don’t have time for your husband? What part of Jesus is that? Don’t the Bible say something about honoring your husband? He wrapped his arms around Mary, kissing her neck and face.

“Please, Carl, I’m going to be late!” She said, trying to escape. Carl smacked her, knocking her onto the bed. Looking down at her menacingly, he replied, “Stand up bitch!”

Looking at him hatefully, Mary stood. Grabbing her shoulders, he spun her around, placed an arm around her neck, and, in a loose headlock, he began choking her. With his other hand, he reached under her dress and pulled at her panties until they ripped. He held her at the neck and waist, grinding provocatively. Hot tears rolled from her eyes as she felt him release her at the waist and pull down his pants, keeping the choke hold on her neck. She felt his erection at her vagina, pushing to find purchase. She was degraded entirely when he moved into her.

“Carl, you’re hurting me!” She spoke as she pushed his arm down to catch her breath.

“This is what you need to worship! Tell me you worship this dick, Mary!”

“You’re hurting me!” She repeated.

“Say it bitch!” He yelled, pulling her hair as he pumped her wildly.

“Say it!” He said, again. For fear of Mendell hearing, she softly repeated, “I worship the dick,” completely demeaned.

“Louder!”

“I worship the dick,” she said a little louder. She could feel he was about to cum, so she started pushing back and quietly chanted, “I love the dick. I love it, Carl. Oh Baby, I love it!” Soon, he was burying himself deeper and deeper. She buried her pride, then her face into the pillow, and pushed him in as far as he could go. He shuddered and collapsed on her back, spilling his seed into her.

“I love you,” Carl whispered. Without saying a word, Mary moved from beneath him and headed for the bathroom to clean herself.

Mendell moved away from the door, wondering why his mother was crying if she loved Carl. And who is Dick?

Mary sat down as the church ended its devotion/praise service. Silently, she prayed, Lord, I cannot continue like this. I won’t suffer this man like my mother suffered my father!”
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CHAPTER 2

The Present
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Mendell studied the street. No sign of police. So far, so good. This was the last bank. $17,000, not bad for two hours' work on a Saturday morning. Three of his four recruits sat in the back of the rented Jeep, giggling and happy as they could be to have over $1,000 each in their dirty little hands. The three in the back and one in the bank were from a downtown homeless shelter. He could not wait to get rid of these motherfuckas. Nevertheless, he smiled as he watched them through the rearview mirror.

“Hey Biggs, (that’s what they thought his name was), you got any weed?”

“Sure don’t, be patient, this endeavor is almost over, my man. We all must keep our heads straight until this mission is complete.”

“Nigga, we done! Clay responded, “And as soon as Karman comes out of that motherfuckin bank, this mission will be complete, if I say so myself,” he finished jokingly. Of course, the other two fools, Brian and Mike, thought that was the funniest shit they had ever heard. Another example of how the simplest comments were off the hook funny when broke ass niggas had money in their pockets, effortless money.

“Brothers, I’m sure you are familiar with the adage, ‘Don’t mix business with pleasure.  Well, in this case, that adage applies. Also, even though your jobs are mostly complete, the whole play isn't over until Karman is back, all the checks we didn’t use are disposed of, and there's no trace of our activities left.  I don’t indulge in mind-altering substances. However, once you are on your way, you, my brothers, can expand your minds to the farthest regions of space and time.

“Nigga, I love the way you put shit! You sound like some discount Lex Luther! Plus, you get a nigga off his nuts!” Clay replied, still joking.

“Look, here comes Karman.” Mike interrupted; his voice was low. Having never stopped watching the bank, Mendell had his eyes glued to her. He was watching her every nuance. She was smiling, which is always a good sign.

Mendell put the Jeep in gear, keeping his foot on the brake until she was in. As she shut the door, Mendell pulled to the light. She reached into her purse, pulled out the bank envelope, and handed it to him. Pulling down the street, he expertly peeled off five one-hundred-dollar bills, gave them to the woman, and put the remaining $3,700 into the driver’s side door with the rest of the morning's bank envelopes. He mashed the gas towards the shelter, turned up the Twista CD, and hurried to get these fools back to the shelter. With that thought in mind, he peered into the rearview and caught the only white boy in the crew staring right at him like he knew a secret nobody else was aware of, curious, Mendell thought, before dismissing it.

After leaving the rental counter to return the Jeep, Mendell headed for his car. A white Lexus 430, white on white. He kept his ride understated. The only adornments on the high-end automobile were lightly tinted windows and 24-inch chrome rims. He climbed in, opened the glovebox, and placed two $10,000 money rolls inside. The remaining $2,500 went into his breast pocket. He pulled Jay-Z’s Blueprint 2 CD out of its case and pushed it into the CD player. He fired up half a blunt he’d left in the ashtray and pulled out of Reagan National Airport feeling on top of his game.

He drove leisurely around downtown Washington, DC, enjoying the sights on a beautiful spring afternoon. The cherry blossoms were out. Tourists from all over America were out and about to enjoy the sights and sounds of the nation’s capital. Especially enjoying the beautiful pink and white blossoms as far as the eye could see around the DC Tidal Basin.

His cell phone rang, disturbing his peaceful moment. When he noticed who was calling, he smiled broadly and pressed the connect button on the steering wheel.

“Hey, baby, what’s up?” Mendell answered, glad she wasn't there to see how happy he was she’d called. Their relationship was new, and he was incredibly pleased with this woman.

“Hey Boo, you know I’m mad at you, right?”

“For what?” He replied, playing along.

“After last night, how could you just get up and leave without so much as a goodbye”? Donna asked, sounding like she was seriously pouting. “When I woke up this morning to discover my man had disappeared like a thief in the night, I had to wonder, was our enthusiastic night so meaningless? Was the wetness between my legs because I needed my man, or is this what my mother was referring to when she said, A man will get that pussy like a thief in the night and leave you nothing but wet. Have I been pussy robbed, Black man!? He couldn’t help but laugh.

“Please accept my deepest apology,” Mendell started. “After your extraordinary performance last night, you looked too beautiful and sweet to disturb.” Additionally, I had to be up and out by 4:30 am to attend to something significant, which was much too early to wake you. How about we get together later tonight, drive to New York, rent a room at The Plaza, then spend all day Sunday reading the Sunday Edition of the Times. You and I, some room service, and nothing on but skin? Does that sound like a man trying to make a better impression on the cause of your moist lady parts”?

“Wow! Sounds like a deal! A girl could say a lot about you, but cheap isn’t one of them. And let me tell you right now, I love how you make up.” Donna said pleasantly.

“It’s a plan, then. I’ll pick you up at about 9:30 tonight. I’ll make the reservations online this afternoon when I get home.”

“Cool, Boo,” Donna replied.

“So, what are your plans for the rest of the afternoon?”

“Nothing. Now that I have plans, I’ll have to see if I can get my hair and nails done. I don’t want to seem complacent with my appearance now that I have your interest.”

“Having my interest is something you must never concern yourself with! I’m 99 percent sure you might be the one.” As soon as it was out of his mouth, he wished he could take it back; it was an awkward moment. Quickly, he added, “But now, I am going to have to get off this phone because these fools in traffic are acting like they are on the road alone!”

“Alright, be cool, call me back if anything changes,” Donna replied, a little stunned.

“Alright, peace,” he said and disconnected, smiling inside and out.

Pulling up to his house in Laurel, Maryland, on the outskirts of Washington, he’d finally relaxed after a morning of high-wire activities. Controlling the homeless was no easy task, especially after they had money. He pulled into the garage. The house was in a brand-new subdivision called Willow Mills. Once a wooded area, it had been cleared to make room for a gated community of four cul-de-sacs with six houses in each circle. Each home boasted top-of-the-line materials, no-expense-spared models ranging from 3 to 5 bedrooms and 1½ to 3½ baths, with variations depending on what you could afford—middle-class living at its best. Mendell’s home was a three-bedroom, two-and-a-half-bath Tudor-style house with a small lawn, circular driveway, and two-car garage. Pulling into the garage next to his 960 Ducati, he exited the car and headed into the house. Securing the house alarm, he headed straight for the sub-zero fridge in the ultra-modern kitchen. He reached in, grabbed a whole bottle of Prosecco, and took it to the head.

The kitchen was a major plus since Mendell loved cooking. He pulled on the sparkling wine and headed for his favorite seat, a large red leather contemporary recliner he’d found at an estate sale in Virginia. It was fire-engine red, with big, oversized cushions and perfectly broken in. Beside the chair was a small mahogany table, another estate sale find, with the remote and gilded coasters. After clicking on ESPN and getting comfortable, Donna’s phone call and the Prosecco brought pleasant memories of last night’s pleasurable adventures to the front of his mind.

Mendell had met Donna in the bank as he stood in line to make some deposits. There she was in front of him—unquestionably the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. She was about 5’4", 120 pounds, with light brown skin, soft auburn dreads framing a flawless face, perfect almond-shaped eyes, and the longest natural lashes he had ever seen. Please, God, he prayed, I’ve got to have her.

“Excuse me, would you have a pen I could use?” When she focused her full attention on him, he understood why some cultures believed the camera could steal your soul. He felt like she could see right through him to the very depths of his intense desire. He wondered if he was breathing hard, or whether she could hear his heart. Because he could, and it was loud in his ears. She was blessed with soft brown eyes; they were big and round, like a child's, yet they evoked the image of a predatory adult lioness. It took all his willpower to maintain eye contact. As she looked at him, it was like she was summing up whether he was prey or a plaything. It seemed she was calculating his intentions in an instant. She broke eye contact (thank God) and reached into an oversized Coach bag to find a pen. Finding one, she reached out to give it to him. She still hadn’t spoken. As he reached for it, he wrapped his whole hand around hers and said, “I know this is going to come as a surprise, but we’ve met before. It’s somewhat disturbing you don’t remember me.”

“Yeah, don’t tell me, in your dreams, right?” She liked his look, but she hoped he had a better line.

“No, not dreams, nightmares! Right at the point I look into your spectacularly beautiful eyes, I wake up disappointed, discombobulated, and distressed that I never got your name. In the dream, it seems like my only mission, and I fail repeatedly. Sadly, it is recurring. Sweating heavily, I rush to get back to sleep, and sleep eludes me. My entire day from then on is just a bothersome process until another opportunity to sleep presents itself. It’s very frustrating. Please end my suffering,” he finished, giving his most sincere, genuinely hurt face.

Nice clean-up, she thought, especially liking his innocent face, but said, “Is that also why you won’t let go of my hand?”

“Sorry,” he replied, reluctantly releasing her spectacularly soft digits.

She was watching him now, handsome, she thought. “My name is Donna. That was some story,” she said, pausing because she didn’t know his name.

“I’m Mendell, Donna.” She liked how he said her name, as if she were important to him.

“Is your imagination always so vivid?”

“You have no idea. Join me for lunch. I’ll run some of my more fantastical and astonishingly fabulous prose by you,”

“Can’t wait,” she responded, sardonically.

“You like Mexican?” He asked, playing innocent again. One thing led to another, and she was his girl before long. 

Last night was their first sexual encounter.
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CHAPTER 3
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They dated for six months before sex. After two HIV tests, and many nights of heavy petting, deep kissing, three mutual masturbation episodes, and four reciprocal oral situations, last night they’d truly committed; she’d become his wholly. Mendell quickly concluded that it was worth the wait. She was highly climactic and intensely sexual. She’d put together a night that captured his attention on many levels. He was sincerely thinking, after just one night, this might be the one!

Donna’s home was a townhouse in Alexandria, Virginia, a small bedroom community outside Washington, DC. Her place was about 30 miles from his. So, by the time he got there, he was well into the many fantasies his experiences with her had been conjuring for months. She’d told him earlier that tonight was the night, and he could barely contain himself thinking about what she might have planned. She didn’t let him down.

When he arrived, an envelope was taped to the door with his name in large, calligraphic-like letters, a classy touch, he thought. He pulled out the letter, and his groin tightened in anticipation. It read: You are about to enter a zone of no inhibitions. Your every desire will be fulfilled. Don’t judge my actions. Tonight, I am your angel. Tonight, I am your slut. But remember, too, though you are king, you are also the victim of my strong passions and desires. Enter at your own risk. Your masculinity will be assessed. Your endurance will be judged. Your patients will be rewarded. You have earned my respect. Come, lover, and collect your prize.

Your last test: find a hole to stick your key in. 

There was a key taped to the bottom of the note. Hoping for the obvious, he tried the key at the front door. It did not fit. He stepped back and looked up at the windows, wondering if he was being watched. He started around the house. There was a gate in the back. He walked towards it. Light shone through the cracks in a wooden fence separating the front yard from the back. He stepped to the wall and noticed no locks; expectantly, he tried the handle. Locked from the inside, damn! There was no other way except over the fence. Shit! He thought, as he came to the realization he was going to have to climb over a fence for the pussy!

Donna had an end unit, but he looked around anyway. It wouldn’t do him any good to end up in jail because some neighbor thought he was some poontang poacher just released. He put the key in his pocket and climbed the fence, misjudged the height on the other side, and fell hard on his ass! Fuck! As he sat there wondering whether he would need chiropractic assistance, he looked around the backyard. It was common as far as backyards went: a well-maintained small yard, a patio, and flower boxes under the ground-floor windows. There was a light shining over the back door of the townhouse. Getting up slowly, he walked over to it. The door was a standard type, with a pane of glass in the window, a brass knocker over a brass handle, and a lock. Mendell looked through the window, his jaw dropped to his chest, and his dick made a mad rush to grow out of his right pant pocket!

There she was, magnificent. She was sitting on a low stool, naked, her knees up. Her heels were on the lip of the stool, arms resting on her knees at the elbow, her hands limp at the wrist. Her head was bowed, as if she were meditating.  Dreads hung, obscuring her face. Candles were everywhere. One candle, a large white one, was sitting on an expensive-looking ornamented plate at the foot of the stool, illuminating her legs, thighs, and her bald love-box in a soft flickering light. She reminded him of a beautiful painting one might see at the National Museum of African American History and Culture in Washington, D.C. He was captivated by the healthy pinkness of her, glistening in moist promise. He licked his lips.

All around the room, there were Chinese lanterns of every color. He could hear George Benson’s, Masquerade, playing softly. He put the key in the lock and turned; he didn’t even remember hearing the lock click. All he remembered was that the next thing he knew, he was standing in the room; it smelled of lemons and a faint jasmine.

He called, his voice thick, “Donna.” She looked up and took his breath away. Her face was made up like an Egyptian Queen. Black mascara painted her eyes, ending at the corners of her eyelids, highlighting her already magnificently beautiful peepers. Her lipstick was a peach color that made her lips glow in the flickering light, so that he imagined them edible. Big gold hoop earrings adorned her ears, and an extremely thick herringbone necklace gave the impression of royalty as it shone brightly in candlelight.

As he walked towards her, she stood. He was about to tell her how captivatingly beautiful she looked, but she put a finger to his lips. She took his hand and led him further into the basement to a room he’d never seen, her firm buttocks moving to a primal beat innately instilled by African ancestors. He followed. Once inside, he noticed a large sunken jacuzzi filled with daisies, rose petals, and lilies. He imagined he smelled a sea breeze where there was none; the moment was surreal, to say the least.

She’s been holding out on me, he was thinking as she turned to him, looked him in his eyes, and still not saying a word, began rubbing his erection through his jeans. Her eyes never left him. The moment left him spellbound. It seemed he was watching the whole event from outside his body. His lips couldn’t help themselves as his mouth met hers and his hands kneaded her soft, voluptuous ass. Her hands started expertly at his belt, and before long, his pants were around his ankles. She reached between his legs and caressed his dick at the base. The nail on her baby finger scratched at his balls softly, collecting them and letting them drop with just that one finger. She stopped her machinations after a few minutes and then bent to help him out of his boots. His schlong rubbed against the side of her face, and was temporarily caught up in her dreads as she untied his “Tims”. She stood, and he noticed for the first time that he was in an area with a vanity table and chair. She pushed him back into the vanity chair and removed his boots, pants, and underwear. Then she stood, and he joined her. She spun around and pushed her ass into his member, pressing it to his stomach in the cleft of her butt cheeks. She ground his shaft, running it past both her warm holes. She moaned softly as his fingers pinched her nipples as he bent over her back, thumb and index finger moving in time with their breathing. She placed her hand over his and broke the spell his digits expertly sortiled. She pushed him down into the seat at the vanity and walked over to the jacuzzi. Her hips moved in a manner reminiscent of the famous catwalk prance, a style that has become a staple on runways worldwide. Her plump ass and thick legs were shining with the moisture created by the candles and heat simmering within them both.

The smells, the light fog from forty candles, all worked to ignite a passion that left Mendell drunk with lust. He looked down at his member and was shocked at its girth and length, having never felt so excited before. This woman had pulled out all the stops, and he loved it.

At the jacuzzi, she bent over to feel the water's heat, looking over her shoulder and smiling provocatively. He pulled off the last of his clothing, pulled the shirt over his head, and moved towards the tub. Just as he moved up behind her, she turned and spoke her first words of the night softly. Her face inches from his, she looked deeply into his eyes, “Tonight I am yours, use me as I’ll use you. If you never misuse me, you’ll gain a friend for life. Step into the tub, Mendell”, she asked sexily. When she said his name, it was like she had never said it before. Hearing it now filled him up and made him complete. Surely this woman was the one!

Speechless, dick throbbing, he stepped into the tub, and she washed him from head to toe, running the scented water all over him. She then sat down at the edge of the jacuzzi and pulled him forward into her mouth. She grabbed his ass and took him in as far as she could. It was all too much: the sights, colorful and bright; the sounds, melodic and soothing; the smells, refreshing and exotic; her attention to detail; and her beautiful lips encompassing his manhood; he came. Deep from the pits of his nuts, he spurted a glob of semen that felt thick and gelatinous. For the first time, she swallowed his seed, the whole time looking intently into his eyes with those beautiful brown eyes of hers that conveyed a commitment unspoken but real and serious.

Recovering quickly, he sat down in the water, disappearing for a few seconds, then sprang up quickly, catching her under her legs by surprise as he stood. He grabbed her just right, her bottom still on the side of the tub, her legs resting on his shoulders. He moved in for the pussy and gently attacked the clitoris. He made love to this woman with his mouth like he’d never kissed and sucked a pussy before because, in his mind, at that moment, she was the only woman that had ever deserved this sort of attention. He got so carried away on at least two occasions that she almost slipped under the water because he concentrated on every area of her love box. He was rewarded several times; his face looked like a glazed muffin by the time he was through. They made love in the jacuzzi for hours, got out, and made love on every surface in that basement. They laughed, screamed, begged, whispered, pushed, pulled, yelled, rubbed, jumped, and petted each other. By the time they made it to bed, they were in a slow mode and finished the evening making slow love, kissing so passionately neither was pumping when they came that last time, together. They fell asleep in each other’s arms, holding one another tightly in the newness of their fervidity. That next morning, when Mendell took his shower, his knees had carpet burns, his tailbone felt broken, and his dick was raw from the head down to his empty balls! He was thinking, as the hot water soothed his aches and pains that morning, he’d learned the meaning of it hurt so good.

Clinging to the afterglow of a great night, he was disappointed that his house phone interrupted his reverie. First, that was odd because not many people had his home number. Secondly, he had to get up and head for the small office he kept just off the kitchen to answer it. Shit! 

Resigned, he got up and headed for the office.

“Hello”, he answered aggressively. There was silence.

“Hello!” He repeated, thinking he had come from the front room for nothing, having missed the call just as he focused on the caller ID.

“Yo, Manny, what’s up, Dog?” It was Kenny. They had been friends for over 30 years.

“What’s up, Kenny?” he answered groggily. The beer, the weed, the early morning, and the late night were finally taking their toll.

“Listen, man, I’m being followed!” His friend was frantic.

“What?”

“Yeah, man, I was coming out of the mall, as I headed to my whip, I noticed this dude sitting behind the wheel of his car. Just a man sitting, waiting for his bitch to come out, right?

“Right.”

“Wrong, as soon as I passed, the nigga took my motherfuckin picture with a cellphone! My first reaction was to pull up on the fool. But unarmed, I thought better of it, so I headed for my car, got in, and peeled out. 

“Kenny, you are a married man. You’re a veteran. You work your ass off every day breaking concrete, a job that has your ass up before the crack of dawn, and you are there religiously. The idea of crime at any level sends your stomach into convulsions, and your bowels twist up so bad you once had a bowel movement right in my car seat.

“Nigga, you promise never to mention that shit!!”

“Sorry, you’re right, I did. But my point is, why would you, of all people, be under surveillance!? Tell me that,” Mendell asked, incredulous. Have you been smoking weed? Mendell questioned further, hoping for an easy explanation for his friend’s paranoia.

“Yeah, I smoked a blunt today, but I’m telling you, Manny, I’m being followed. And if you would stop being the asshole, you can sometimes be, and let me finish my story, you might see my concern!”

“Ok, continue.”

“Alright, so after I peeled out, I kept looking in my rearview. Just when I thought I might be tripping, I looked over at my passenger-side mirror, and two cars down, he was following me on the downlow!

“So, what did you do?”

“I went down a block, made a left-hand turn from the right lane, sped down another block, and made another left into an alley and pulled between two dumpsters, got out, and walked until I found the Starbucks I’m at. This is where I’ve been the last two hours.”

“Kenny, you are tripping!”

“Manny, I’m not tripping! I need you to take this shit seriously for once in your life!”

“Ok, ok, calm down. At least tell me this: why? Why do you think you are being followed? “It's that Cater-Mason shit, man,” Kenny whispered.

“Kenny, don’t say another word!” Mendell fumed.
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Stunned into silence, it took Mendell a full minute to recover. 

“Get to your car and meet me at the Bad Boy. I’m on my way, and Kenny, don’t say another word to anyone. Where is your wife?”

“Work.”

“Ok, keep this between us, I’ll see you in 30 minutes,” he slammed the phone down as the murder of Anderson Cater replayed itself in full detail. The only person who knew what happened was falling apart after 30 years! Mendell knew there was no statute of limitations on murder. There were no bitches, lovely homes, fancy cars, or designer clothes in prison. “Damn!” Mendell reasoned. This is not good. He surmised.

Once back in the car, Kenny sat at the wheel crying. He knew he was falling apart. All the time, he thought he was being watched. He knew he was not a weak man, but he also knew he was descending into a place he did not recognize and had no idea how to recover.

Mendell was his best friend. Someone he knew he would die for and with. Someone he knew had his back no matter what. He was the best man at his wedding, for Christ's sake. But he could not shake the things he’d been through at that period in his childhood, and he was having problems with the things he’d seen that day Anderson was killed. He remembered seeing Mendell covered in blood, crying and laughing, eyes wild and unfocused, an image that haunted his spirit to this day from deep within. Even crazier, just 8like that, he’d snapped back. Calmness replaced chaos, and Mendell, just a kid like him, knew just what to do. He hid their involvement perfectly. Never was a question asked of them, and to this day, the murder remains unsolved.

Still, Kenny trembled. He felt the past catching up to them and had a clear sense that the monster was about to reappear, especially if whoever was following him started following Mendell. Kenny feared that the beast might be him this time.

He reached into the glove compartment and removed his new best friend. He looked around, then patiently placed the crack on the pipe, looked around again, before igniting the stem.

Bad Boy was code speak for a five-star strip club called The Camel Toe on Georgia Avenue in the inner city of Washington, DC. Code-speak because Karen, Kenny’s wife, was notorious for checking up on where her husband was, who he was with, and what he was doing. Strip clubs were not on her approved list. In her opinion, strip clubs were not conducive to a healthy, successful marriage.

This club was one where buck naked was an understatement. Many times, Mendell had imagined he’d be able to perform a complete gynecological examination had he had the medical experience. Women here opened their legs so wide he could have sworn he’d looked between a woman’s legs and seen creation forming! So, code speaking was necessary in this situation.

Today, though, pussy was far from his mind as he drove to the club. His mind was focused on Kenny. He was coming closer to the realization that years and years of smoking chronically had spaced his friend out. It was the little things. In conversations, he would often stray off into left field, frequently forgetting things, and his attitude was unpredictable and, most of the time, unstable. The other night, Kenny and his wife Karen, Mendell and his girl, Donna, all sat enjoying themselves in a Georgetown jazz club called Blue’s Alley. Everybody felt good behind the extensive drinks, good food, and top-of-the-line jazz talent.

“Are you trying to make me fall in love with you?” Donna whispered in Mendell’s ear, and for whatever reason, Donna’s question made him laugh, one of those belly laughs. He attributed the outburst to the drinks, and at least a semblance of truth. He looked around the table, uncomfortable with the truth put into words, and Kenny was looking directly at him.

“Oh, looking at me makes a nigga bust out laughing, huh?” At first, Mendell thought he was joking and playing around, some weirded out attempt to be funny like that bar scene in Goodfellas, where one character says to another, “I’m funny to you!? What I say makes you fucking laugh!?” But as he looked closer, he saw tears in his friend’s eyes. The tears men get at the peak of frustration. It wasn't very comfortable. This was his closest friend, and he had no idea what was causing him such pain. All of us sat at the table in a sort of semi-shock. We were at a loss for words and didn't know what to do. But Karen, God bless her heart, loves her man and saved us from embarrassment by jumping up with one of those “This is my song!” screams and pulling Kenny to the dance floor.

Now, to put things in perspective, this was a jazz club. There was a grey ass couple in the back dancing beside their table. The atmosphere was laid back. Yet this woman pulls Kenny to the front of the club, in front of the band and the audience, to slow-dance to a rendition of "Take Five," a definite up-tempo song. They were looking offbeat as hell! Both Mendell and Karen loved Kenny very much. However, that night, Karen loved Kenny so embarrassingly that it made him uncomfortable.

Yep, something was wrong with my man, Mendell thought anxiously. Today, he planned to find out before Kenny made a mistake that would ruin both their lives.

Mendell stared at the glistening folds of the stranger’s pussy, having arrived at the club on autopilot. By his third drink, he was becoming concerned about what was taking his friend so long. But feeling the glow of alcohol, and watching young, beautiful naked women, his concern was slipping away. Something was to be said about a strip club's special appeal and power.

What turned into a long, tedious day had Mendell in a contemplative mood. There he sat, he thought, among some of the most beautiful women in the city. Women who were voluntarily forgoing a familiar premise of dignity, such as wearing clothes. Saying, metaphorically, look at me with my shield removed. The covering that protects my nakedness, flaws, and that fat ass you always wanted to see as your co-worker, wife’s best friend, or church member, pranced through your life. That set of breasts you sit across from every morning on the subway, bus, or train. That celeb you are fantasizing about. Here it is! Look at me now without the social-minded restrictions that drown your desires. It's my pleasure, here, to allow you your fantasy. I’ll appear my sexiest. I’ll gyrate, and do all things taboo, like spread my ass cheeks and open the lips of my pussy. You can even touch, stroke, or lick it. All in public. This moment. In this place. You are king. It is at your feet that women lay for only monetary attention. It does not matter how ugly you are or feel. It does not matter if you have halitosis. It is not a concern that you have six kids, a nagging wife, and a dead-end job. At this moment, in this space, you reign. This dark place is your kingdom, and the fantasy of gorgeous, unlimited pussy is a dollar and a two-drink minimum. As a popular credit card suggests, Priceless!

“What’s up nigga?” Kenny started as he sat down. As Mendell looked closely at him, for the first time in a while, discombobulation came to mind. Something was worrying this man to the point of destruction. At that moment, Mendell knew the murder of Anderson Cater, more than 30 years prior, was sending his friend to an early grave. The question now became: would he be going to the grave alone, or would he require company?

“What’s going on with you, Kenny? Talk to me, man,” Mendell asked, sincerely.”

“Manny, for about six months, I have been dreaming about what happened that night in the basement of that funeral home. I believe I have been followed and watched for about the same time. Every night, these last few months, I wake up in a cold sweat, reliving those hours until you found me on that cold stainless-steel table. Sometimes I wonder if it would have been better if you hadn’t. No, just listen,” Kenny held up his hand before Mendell could speak, “What that son of a bitch did was so wrong. To this day, I can’t make love to my wife without sometimes feeling like a fraud. Those three days were the scariest of my life, but I think, and this is so hard to admit, a part of me began to enjoy it.” Kenny confessed.

“Kenny, you were 15 years old!” Mendell blurted
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