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( Eventually Sex will Cripple A Person's Emotions )

Love has potential to be the best thing that has ever happened to you, in that same

breath can become your worst nightmare. Only when the love starts to become toxic does the

relationship begin to spiral downhill. True, when you love someone, you don't just give up when

the going gets tough, but when you don't know when to cut your losses and walk away, then 

you become trapped in an unhealthy relationship. The one thing that holds 1 out of every 3

relationships together is sex. The relationship was built off physical chemistry. Sex

becomes the only aspect of the relationship you both enjoy. Well, what about the toxic

relationships that aren't bound together by sex? Have you ever held ya breath against

someone and when you started to gasp for air you held it in a little longer, because you didn't want to be the first one to give up?... Well, that’s the same resistance to being the first one to give in. It’s the same reason why a lot of people are stuck in toxic relationships today. When you love someone, sometimes it’s hard to let go, but you must for your best interest. At the end of the day, your happiness is key, so you have to pull away.... "But what happens when it’s

too late to ESCAPE?"
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(Chapter 1)

"L.A........... L.A......." I heard a voice call out. "Wake ya bitch ass up," the voice yelled out as a

burst of cold water splashed across my face. When I went to wipe my face, I noticed that my

wrists were shackled together and connected to a knotted rope.

"Where am I?!" I yelled out, "Who are you?!" I followed up as the voice in the darkness let out

a chuckle.

"You can yell as loud as you want L.A. no-one’s going to hear you," the deep voice

responded. I couldn't help but to think how familiar that voice sounded and then it hit me. But

it couldn't be.

"Bossman?" I asked before I began to hear clapping.

"Ding, Ding, Ding we have a winner," he responded as the lights came on. I looked at him

standing in the doorway with half of his face badly burned.

"But........ But how.......how...... how is this possible?" I said sitting there speechless, trying to

piece together words. He didn't even attempt to offer any response. There was just a moment 

of silence, then I heard a thump, “What was that!?" I asked. Bossman just looked and smiled.

"Well, I'm not one to ruin surprises but I have someone here that seems eager to see you, sit

tight," he said as he walked out of the room. I couldn't figure out why or how Bossman was still

alive, but I damn sure wasn't trying to stick around to see what it was that he wanted from me. It

took me a few tries, but I finally made it to my feet and attempted to dash toward the door. I

was swept off my feet and onto my ass by the rope that connected my shackles together,

which seems to have been attached to a steel beam on the ceiling, where I was seated. A stiff

pain shot up my back from the fall, as I rolled over onto my side.

"Well, well, well L.A. I have to say I always knew you weren't the brightest candle on the cake,

but I figured you would be smart enough to know that I wouldn't dare leave you alone in a room.

Unchained with the door to ya freedom wide open," he explained, before I felt his boot damn

near penetrating my side. He then grabbed the other end of the rope, which hung in front of the

light switch and pulled down on it. The more he pulled the further back the rope pulled me until I

was right back where I started. Bossman didn't stop pulling on that rope until I hung about 3

feet off the ground. He reached into the hallway and dragged in someone sitting in a chair. I

couldn't make out who it was because their face was covered.

"Bossman ....... What do you want, man? Why are you doing this?" I asked, but again he didn't

offer a response. “Bossman!" I called out and he still didn't respond. He only continued to tie

up the legs of the person sitting in the chair. "James! You son of a bitch, you hear me fucking

talking to you!? Answer me!!" I protested out of pure frustration. I watched as he removed the

cloth from the head of the individual sitting in the chair and right then my heart sank to my

feet.

"Oh, I didn't know we were on first name bases Frank, what's wrong, cat got ya tongue?"

Bossman said as he let out a light snicker. Tears began to run down my face as I spoke.

"Mama?" I said in more of a question like manner, before he grabbed her by her hair lifting her

head up. "James, what is it that you want....... whatever it is you don't have to involve her," I

added, damn near pleading for his mercy. Trying to convince myself that he might have a

heart and would let her go. "Oh... so you are capable of using your inside voice?” he said 

sarcastically as he continued. "Well L.A. now that I have your attention, I feel a little more 

inclined to answer a few of your questions. But choose wisely, you only get 3."Bossman said 

as he rolled over a small table and stationed it on the side of my mother. From where I was 

hanging, I couldn't really see what it was that was on the small table. I could see my mother 

begin to panic when she glanced over.

"What the hell is that?!" I asked. Bossman rolled the table over to the other side of my mother,

where nothing was obstructing my view. I then saw what it was that my mother was freaking out

about. And slowly but surely, I began to get a frog in my throat as he responded.

"Oh this? These are just a few tools I plan on using." And with that comment, frustration

immediately started to set in.

"Use on who?!" I asked before looking down at the sea saw, hammer, scalpel, and a grill lighter

that laid across the table.

"Your mother," he responded with deadly conviction.... There was a slight moment of silence.

Then he continued, "I actually have the easy job here, it’s you that has to make the difficult

decision. You must choose how she will die," he finished.

"You son of a bitch!" I shouted as I began squirming back and forth trying to shake loose. “Why

can't you..." I started to say before being quickly cut off.

" Ah, ah, ah....... if I was you, I would be careful with the next question that comes out of ya

mouth, because it will be your last," Bossman said.

"What?! Wait, you said I got three!" I protested.

"Exactly, and you've already wasted two," He swiftly responded. In that moment everything

slowed down and I felt my lips begin to move yet I had no idea of what was making its way out.

"Why.... why are you doing this?" I asked as I felt a tear run down my cheek.

"Why am I doing this? Did you really just ask me that ridiculous ass question? Well, if it

hasn't kicked in by now, then I guess it's only right to tell you, he said as he went to lay my

mother on the floor. He walked over to a similar makeshift contraption that I was hooked up to,

only this one was connected to her legs. He continued speaking as he pulled down on the rope,

elevating my mother higher and higher off the ground.

"You stripped everything from me.... EVERYTHING! My mother, my father, my sister, and

my girl and yet you honestly thought that wouldn't come back and bite you in ya ass?" 

Bossman asked posing a rhetorical question as he reached for the scalpel on the table then 

continued.

"Mama E, is there anything you would like to say to your son?" he asked as he removed a 

piece of cloth from her mouth....

" Son... I love you-" she said as tears trembled from her eyelids. She continued, " I want

you to take...." Everything slowed down and her voice died off as I watched Bossman run the

scalpel clean across her jugular vein.

"I love you too mama," I softly muttered as I closed my eyes.

"Hold ya head up L.A., it will be over in a moment. And maybe then you'll see how it feels to

have nothing, to lose everything!" he said as he made his way over to me. I watched until

my mother hung there lifelessly before the rage began to set in. "Is that realization of

emptiness starting to set in yet?" he asked with a grin on his face.

"You self-centered piece of shit, do what you’re going to do to me, but you better make damn

sure, you kill me because I have every intention of killing you," I said, spitting in his face. He

placed the scalpel to my neck as he spoke.

"Bad news ........ you can't kill what's already dead!"

I woke up panting. That dream gave me a banging headache.

When I opened my eyes, all I saw was darkness! To make matters worse when I attempted to

reach for my face, I realized that both my ankles and wrist were bound to a chair. I tried to

move the chair but failed miserably. The damn thing was bolted to the floor! I have on

nothing but my boxers and socks. I am beginning to worry! I don't know where I am

or how I got here. I tried my hardest to get my hands free, but I couldn't. Whatever bondage this

is, it was done very tightly. Literally moments after I gave up on freeing up my hands, I hear the

sound of heels coming from behind me. Then a door opened at my 6 O'clock. Just enough

light from the hall entered the room allowing my vision to no longer be impaired.

"Hello...? Who's there?!" I asked but silence was the only thing I heard. I know there’s

someone there. Answer me DAMNIT!" I added. Even though there was a little light in the

room, I was still unable to turn my head enough to see who was behind me.

" Well, I'm glad to see that you’re awake now," the familiar voice said in a soft tone. I started to

hear a combination of rusted wheels and high heels getting closer. The squeaking of the rusted

wheels came from an old utensil table that dentist would use to hold the tools to clean your

teeth. The table had a cloth over it, but I can tell by the impressions that there is something

underneath. I started to smell the fragrance of a woman. The closer the sound of the heels got.

"Who are you? Where in the hell am I?" I asked but there was no response, only the sound

of heels. The heel clicker finally made its way into my line of sight. The only angle I got at first

was from behind. She stood there in a pink laced panty and bra set with a pair of pink and

black Jordan heels. There was only one other woman I have ever seen that fit on......

"Janel?!" I asked. She spun around with a grin on her face.

"I figured you would know who it was from behind," she said as she made her way over to me,

climbing on top of me before continuing. “Besides, that's really the only angle you've been

seeing me from for the past few months," she added in a soft tone close to a whisper in my ear.

As she ran her tongue down the side of my neck, she started kissing me all over my neck and

chest. I felt her hand sliding into my boxers grabbing my dick.

"Janel .... I told you that I was done," I said...

"Well L.A. if that's how you feel... she said pausing as she reached over to remove the cloth

from the table. There lay a knife, gun, and a meat cleaver. She grabbed the gun and shoved 

the barrel right down my boxers as she continued, “I might as well kill you now." 

For you to understand how we got to this point. I have to take you back to a few

months ago....
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Your love is like a drug that I just can't get enough of, so I guess I'm addicted.

They say love is war and war is love. No one said it would be a picnic but loving you is worth so

much more than every woman I’ve been with.

See we both have our separate issues, you know shit we have to deal with,

Battle wounds and broken hearts that type of pain kills shit but through it all we found each other

and baby that's real shit.

See you’re the woman that I want to spend the rest of my life with.... bite lips,

Rough sex in the morning... light kiss, then turn around and be the same woman I make love all

night with

But it’s not about the sex though... Don't get me wrong I’ma nympho,

But making you climax ain't the only thing I’m in foe....

And you can attest to that I mean just look how far we've made it,

Just kissing, barely touching, no oral or penetration never once did I propose or entertain the

conversation so without a doubt my love for you is genuine and your heart right now is the only

thing that I'm penetrating.

I don't do this often because my words can get twisted, see here she goes again enticing

me with this drug knowing that I'm addicted.......
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Opening my eyes, I can't help but to thank God for blessing me with another day, and 

waking up to my beautiful fiancé is a major bonus... Look at her, just lying there with nothing 

but a sheet halfway covering her body. See we have a “No Clothes Policy,” just in case of days

such as this one where clothing would just get in the way. I slowly rolled her over onto her back.

Making sure I don't wake her up, once I remove the sheet I just sit there for a moment and

admire her temple. I pull her down to the edge of the bed and kneel to one knee as I

spread her legs placing them on my shoulders. I start softly kissing her inner thighs.

She's still sleeping, but clearly her body is awakening. Because the closer I get to her pussy the

wetter she gets. I slowly and softly run my tongue up and down between the lips of her

pussy, to first please my taste buds. Then I go in for the kill. I wrap my hands around her thighs,

and go to work. Moments later I hear her begin to moan and I feel her fingers roaming

through my hair.

"Mmmmmhh... baby what are you doing?" she asked.

"Shhhh..." I simply responded as I reached up wrapping my hands around her neck. "Relax," I

added in a soft tone as I continued to play with her clit with my tongue. After a few moments, I

feel her thigh muscles tighten up and her back arch; and her moans are sounding more and

more soothing. She grabbed me by my hair and pulled me up to eye level. It seems like she's 

ready. She wrapped her arms and legs around me, twisting her body with a swift

maneuver she was on top of me.

"You know I don't like being woken up out of my sleep, right?" she asked as she reached down

and began stroking my dick.

"Yeah, I know! I knew you would like this wake-up call," I said as I watched her softly kiss me

all over my body while slowly working her way down.

"Mmmmmh ... is that right?? Well maybe I could get use to this," she said as her soft warm lips

kissed the head of my dick. I watched as she kept making it disappear but before she could

finish, I had to stop her. This morning isn't about me, so I pulled her up to eye level then eased

my dick into her warm, tight, wet pussy. We both let out a moan of satisfaction. I watched

as she placed her hands on my chest, she started rocking back and forth. Her nails dug 

deeper into my skin and her eyes began to roll to the back of her head.

"Oooooo.... daddy I'm about to cum!" she yelled as I felt her pussy muscles tighten. I leaned 

forward encasing my arms around her body forcing her to take every inch with no motion. 

Feeling my dick thrusting inside of her sent her into a bliss! As she reached her peak, she tried 

to run but I wouldn't allow her to. With my grip firmly around her waist, she settled for just 

sinking her teeth into my shoulder as she came. Both out of breath I softly whispered in her ear,

"Do you want to have my baby?" The question shocked me more than it seemed to bother

her. She placed her hands on my chest, easing me to my back, laying on top of me and 

whispered, "I can't wait to have your child," she said. Realistically, I'm not ready for a child but 

everything with her feels so right and I know with her by my side anything is possible. While

on top of me and my dick deep inside of her, she turns around and begins slowly leaning 

Forward then throwing herself back. It’s sending me into hyperdrive watching the lips of her 

pussy wrap around my dick, so tightly and turning it into a whiteout. I let her take control and 

do her thang for awhile and in doing so she was able to bust a few more times before the 

finale.  When I was ready to reach my boiling point, I laid her flat on her stomach and I climbed 

on top of her. I ran the tip of my dick up and down the lips of her warm, soaking wet pussy 

before ramming every inch of me into her. I watched as she gripped the bed and sheets with 

one hand and with the other hand she held the pillow that she was screaming into. As I felt 

myself about to pop, I take a fist full of her hair and yank it, pulling her face from the pillow.

"Ooooooo Shit!" Monique yelled. Letting out a loud moan as I threw this dick as deep as 

Possible inside of her. And just like firecrackers we both popped. It was like her soul had been 

touched the way her back arched downward into the bed. I rolled over and she climbed on top 

of me laying her head on my chest.

"I love you Monique," I said as I fondled her hair.

"I love you too, Baby," Monique responded, gazing into my eyes. “I’m about to go get in the

shower," she added as she climbed off of me.

"Okay baby, what do you want for breakfast?" I asked as I sat up. She pushed me back down 

To my back.

" No, you always cook for me! Let me shower then I'll make Bigg Daddy some breakfast," she

protested followed by a soft kiss on the cheek.

"You, cook for me?" I said with a bit of a snicker.

"Yeah L.A. I can cook," she responded with her hands on her hips.

" I'm cool with that," I said, smacking her on her ass as I went on. "Maybe I should wake you up

like this more often." Monique turned her head back toward me as she walked away.

"Whateva punk!" she said, trying to hold back her smile. I laid there in the bed for a moment,

trying to calm myself down from all the excitement that just transpired. After a moment or two,

I went ahead and made the bed with fresh bed sheets. Cleaned up the mess in the room

from the wild night before. By the time I was done cleaning up, I had lost track of time, but the

aroma of bacon in the air brought me back to reality. I made my way to the kitchen, there

she stood at the island in the middle of the kitchen with nothing but a pair of ocean blue lace 

panties. Her body glistening from her natural beauty and a little help from the skylight above 

her, she stood there cutting up some fruit.

"What'chu making?" I asked as I snuck up wrapping her up from behind.

"Your favorite," she said, reaching her arm back softly caressing the side of my face. As I'm

kissing her on her neck, she uses her other hand to feed me a strawberry. "Strawberry

pancakes, bacon, eggs, with a small side of hash browns," she added. After taking a bite of

that strawberry, I whispered into her ear

"Ready for round 2?" I quickly followed the question up with slowly caressing the lips of

her warm, juicy pussy with my fingers. Sucking all over her neck while firmly gripping her

breast.

" Yesss..." she softly moaned out as she reached back pulling her panties to the side guiding 

my dick into her tight pussy. I took my left hand and gripped the back of her neck bending her

across the granite countertop. With her face sideways and planted on the countertop I had only

made it halfway inside of her before noticing that she had already begun creaming all over my

dick.

"Well, maybe later...." I said in a soft tone with a smile on my face as I slowly pulled out.

"Why would you do that?!" she asked as she turned around and softly hit me across my

chest.

"Awww...." I simply responded as I reached in to pinch her cheeks...

"That's not nice L.A." Monique said slapping my hands down then turning back around to

continue cutting up fruit.

"Nah... you know Bigg Daddy likes to play the tease game," I said as I gripped her waist.

"Yeah, yeah whatever..... go get in the shower or something," she said, waving me off.

"I love you Mo Mo," I said, kissing her shoulder and spanking her ass as I walked away.

"Mmhhmm ... love you too punk!" Monique mumbled. So as planned I hopped in the shower, 

Doing my little one two. I'm standing there just letting the hot water run down my body. I 

couldn't help but to think about my life. Thinking about how if I had not gone through the  

struggles that I went through I wouldn't be the man I am today. I have lost a lot of loved ones 

throughout my time, but Monique and my mother which are the two most important people in 

my life that are still in my life. And I'll be damned if I allow anyone to change that. As I got out 

of the shower, I started brushing my teeth. I hear a phone ringing in the distance. It couldn't 

have been mine, my phone is on vibrate and the house phone doesn't have that ringer, so I 

assumed it was Monique's. The ringing eventually stopped, and I continued brushing my teeth. 

Not even a full minute later, I hear glass shattering and a loud screech coming from the kitchen.

I expeditiously wrapped a towel around my waist and ran towards the cries of agony. When I

made it to the threshold of the kitchen, I saw glass from what looked to be a coffee mug broken

into all different shapes and sizes on the floor. Instinctively, I became a little worried that

Monique may have hurt herself. I make my way around the glass shattered on the floor and

there she is sitting in the corner erupting in tears.

"Baby??? Baby??? Hey, what's wrong?" I asked as I kneeled to one knee embracing her.

"Why God? Why me...?!" Monique said as she tried to propel me away...

"Look at me. LOOK AT ME! " I hollered as I shook her by her shoulders. "Mo Mo, what is

it?" I added.

"James’........ James is DEAD!!!" she struggled to say before burying her head into my chest.

"What? Hey, hey, hey relax honey.... take deep breaths .... how did he die?" I asked despite,

already knowing the answer.

"I.... I'm not sure. My mother just called me and told me that he was dead and that she

wanted me to meet her downtown at the Coroner’s Office to identify his body."

"Okay, how is your mother taking it?" I asked, as the question slipped out, I knew that it was by

far the most idiotic question I could have asked.

"She's a mother who just lost her oldest child, which just so happens to be her only son L.A. so

how do you think she's taking it?!" Monique said with heavy indignation in her voice.

"You’re right Baby Girl, that was a very dumb question for me to have asked," I said as I wrapped my arms around her helping her to her feet. “Come on, let's get dressed and make our way down there," I finished. She shook her head in acceptance and we rapidly made our way to the room got dressed and went out the door. The whole ride downtown she's just sitting in the

passenger seat silent and continuously wiping tears from her soft cheeks. I couldn't help but

to think to myself, "How were they able to identify the body so quickly?" Shit in cases like

this, it usually takes four weeks, maybe even longer to positively identify a body. I didn't have

much time to analyze every possibility before pulling up to the Coroner’s Office.

"Listen honey it looks like your mother is already here. I know that this is hard on you as well

but right now, you need to be strong for her," I said as I leaned over to kiss her forehead. She 

just shook her head in acknowledgment that what I said was right. She then waited for me to 

open her door. Monique and I walked into the Coroner’s Office and instantly Monique saw her 

mother in the corner of the room off to the left, sitting in the fetal position crying.

"Mama!" Monique called out as she ran over to her mother’s side. I was not too far behind

her. "Mama, what did they say? Has anybody been out here to speak with you?"

"A detective came and spoke with me. I told him to hold off on telling me anything until you 

were here. I'll let him know you’re here now," she said in a weeping voice.

" Nah, Mama Mason, you stay put I'll go let them know," I said making my way towards the

front desk.

"His name is Detective Davis," Mama Mason called out.

"Hi sweetheart, how are you?" I asked the young lady at the desk.

"I'm fine, and yourself sir?" she responded.

"I've actually had better days as you can imagine. Could you please inform Detective Davis 

that the Mason family is ready to see him now," I questioned. The young lady picked up the 

phone and hit three numbers.

"Yes, Detective, the Mason family is ready to see you now. Okay," she said before hanging

up the phone and turning her attention to me "Sir? Detective Davis is on his way out."

"Thank you," I said as I turned and walked away.

"Oh, and sir? I'm sorry for your loss," she said, extending her condolences. Moments after

reconnecting with Monique and Mama Mason a dark skinned, mid aged man standing 6'3 and 

weighing about 140+ pounds appeared.

"Hello again Detective Davis, this is my daughter, Monique," Mama Mason said.

"Hello Monique, I am Detective Davis. I am the lead Homicide Detective in your brother’s

case," he said as he shook her hand.

"Homicide!?" Both Monique and Mama Mason called out almost simultaneously.

"Yes, your son, your brother along with another victim that we have yet to identify have been

Murdered," Detective Davis said.

"How!?" I asked

"I'm sorry and you are?" The detective asked as he looked at me with the side eye.

"A very close friend," I responded.

"Well, with all due respect if you’re not blood to the victim then you don't need to be included in

this conversation," Detective Davis said.

"And with all due respect, blood couldn't make us any closer, so as far as I'm concerned, I am 

family...Officer Davis!" I firmly stated.

"It’s Detective Davis!" he protested.

"Yeah! Whateva! Same difference, y’all all a part of the swine family right!?" I replied.

"What did you just say to me son?" he said as he stepped closer towards me.

"Detective Davis!" Mama Mason called out grabbing his attention as she spoke, “This

young man has been a part of our lives for years! And if anyone was to ask me what his

relationship to this family is, I would tell them that he’s, my son! So, with all due respect, 

anything you have to say to my daughter and I, you can and will say it in front of him!" Mama 

Mason finished. Even though I could tell by the look on his face that he still didn't want me 

present he just complied with Mama Mason’s request.

"As you wish Mrs. Mason. Now, if you all could please follow me." he said while opening up a 

Door leading to the back of the office. Down the hall standing in front of another door in the 

Hallway stood an older, white man with something like a lab coat on and glasses.

"Mrs. Mason this is Dr. Yacub, one of the top three medical examiners in the state," Detective

Davis said.

"Hello Mrs. Mason, it’s both a pleasure and unfortunate to meet you," Dr. Yacub said as he

shook our hands.

"Same here Dr. where is my son?" Mama Mason asked.

Dr. Yacub looked over at Detective Davis. After Detective Davis nodded his head Dr.

Yacub began to speak, "I must warn you all that what you are about to see may be hard to 

stomach," he said as he opened the door that he was standing in front of. It took my eyes a 

moment or two to adjust to the bright lights. I think the first thing we all noticed was the steel 

operating tables in the middle of the room with a white sheet over it. It’s clear that by the way 

it’s  protruding that something is underneath it. I looked over my shoulder and saw Monique 

holding Mama Mason. As Mama Mason wiped tears from her eyes, "Is it really that bad Dr. 

Yacub?" Monique asked.

"I'm afraid so," he answered as he pulled back the white sheet before going on. "Mrs. Mason,

Unfortunately, your son was burned beyond recognition. And because of these severe burns, I

was unable to obtain any blood samples".

"So how do you know this is my son!?" Mama Mason cried out abruptly interrupting Dr. Yacub.

He then opened the folder he had been holding and handed it to Mama Mason.

"Well luckily Mrs. Mason because of your son’s prior juvenile record my team and I were able to

identify him by his dental record in our system." Detective Davis stepped in and said before his

phone rang, "I am sorry Mrs. Mason I have to take this" he added before he stepped away....

" Did he suffer?" Mama Mason asked Dr. Yacub.

" No! Mrs. Mason, if you will take a closer look here," he pointed at the abdomen of the severely

singed body "and here," he said pointing at the frontal lobe before continuing. "These entry

wounds here tell me that your son was shot in both his abdomen and his head before being lit

on fire," he said.

"Okay so if a gun was involved there must be some shell casings that were found at the crime

scene that could lead to who killed my brother!?" Monique stepped in and asked, in more of a

matter of fact kind of tone.

" And that typically would be the case," he said handing her a sheet of paper out of the folder

before continuing, “but the bullet fragments that I pulled from your brother’s skull and abdomen

were not big enough to determine what type of gun was used and tested negative for any

prints. But in my expert opinion and taking into consideration the size of the entry and exit

wounds I would guess the weapon used was a Glock45," Dr. Yacub stated. I watched as Mama

Mason began to tear up and mourn, it was a painful sight to see but little did I know it was 

About to get worse. Moments later Detective Davis re-entered the room with a unyielding look 

on his face.

"Ah.... ah....... Mrs. Mason?" he said.

"Yes?"  she answered, wiping away her tears.

"One of my field officers is on
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