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This is the sequel to my first book, An
Unbelievable Beginning, which is based on the first fifteen years
of my trials, and tribulations in dealing with life. This book
picks up when my life really turns itself upside down, and goes
from bad to worse. I was released from reform school after serving
one and a half years, and went right back to committing petite
crimes, which led to armed robberies and a nine year sentence in
the big boy’s jail. After being incarcerated for three and a half
years, in a very dangerously unhealthy jail, I learned what the
word “Survival”, meant. I understood what the word, “Violence”,
stood for, as I witnessed it every day and night of the week. You
could lose your life, as quick as a wink of the eye, and you always
had to watch your back, no mater where you were! I was released
into the world of sex, drugs and rock n’ roll in 1968. When I first
went to jail, there were no drugs, and not really a lot of sex
going in my life, but upon my release, I made up for lost time.
After experimenting with drugs, I became a dealer, the sex was more
abundant, than what I could have ever imagined, and I could do no
wrong, and life was sweet. Unfortunately I had a lot of hate built
up in me, form being in that hellhole of a jail for three and a
half years, and I could not control my temper, which led to a few
people getting the hell beat out of them. I had a major motor cycle
gang looking all over the place for me, so they could kick my ass.
I had two encounters with two virgins, which were mistakes, and as
usual I was thinking with the wrong head. I had a buddy get shot
six times, and take the gun away from the guy who shot him, and
kick his ass. The drug seen became part of my life, and the
Budweiser’s flowed every day, every night, as I had turned my life
into one big party, which I would soon regret!

Chapter # 1

Going Back To Lock Raven

 I am fifteen now, and I pretty much
knew that I was going away again, but you never know. This was the
big week, the week that I either got a break, or got a new place to
sleep for God only knows how long. Nobody did this to me, but me,
so I guess that I will just have to take it as it comes or as they
say ‘grin and bare it. Larry called and asked about when I was
going to court, and if need be he would help me; get a lawyer. I
told him that I didn’t think even Parry Mason could help me, and
the judge told me that if I came back before him again, he was
going to send me on a little vacation for quite a while longer then
that time. And besides that, the cops set me up so good this time,
a million dollars wouldn’t get me off. This made me think ‘I had
better go get laid before I go back to Lock Raven as it might be a
long time before I get laid again. I don’t have enough time to go
through all that dating bullshit, before I get laid, I need it
right away.

Larry said, “I know just the girl that will
take care of you, for sure!”

I told him, “Now granted be, I’m desperate,
but I don’t want some big old fat girl, with zits all over her
mug!”

Larry laughed and said, “You know that I
wouldn’t do that to you, you’re just like a brother to me. You’ll
just have to trust me on this one; I know that you will dig this
chick, she is fine and built like a brick shit-house, and love’s to
fuck. I fucked her one night and I thought that I was going to have
a heart attack; she just couldn’t get enough. I banged her four
times and she asked me to do her just once more before I left. I
told her that there was no way that I could get it up again, I
thought that she was going to cry, but I could not do her again and
I got the hell out of there while I could. I’ll tell you one thing;
she will put something on you that will last you until you get out,
Ha! Ha! Ha!”

I would have bet that Larry was just fucking
with me again, I guess we will see. I asked,” So what is she a
nympho or what? I mean I ain’t going to catch something, am I?”

Larry laughed and said, “Maybe a heart
attack, but she sure will put a smile on your face, that’s for
sure.”

I replied, “Come on man, you’re fucking with
me, my dick is hard and I need to get laid, because where I’m
going, I probably won’t see a girl for a long time!”

Larry said, “I’m not fucking with you, this
is for real, this girl will put something on you that soap and
water won’t wash off and she has a thing for bad boys. I’ll tell
you what; I’ll set it up for tomorrow night, we’ll meet a Hot Shops
and you can take it from there. Ok?”

I told him, “You better not be fucking with
me!”

He said, “I swear, I’m not fucking with you
man! Do you have some place that you can take her? I mean she isn’t
going to let you bang her in the laundry room of some apartment
building.”

I replied, “You know, that is a good
question. I can’t take her home; my mother would have a shit-fit.
But, I’m sure that Roy and Jack will let me use a bed for a bit.
Then again, the way you are talking; I’ll need it for quite a bit.
I’ll have to go over there tonight and make sure that they put some
clean sheets on the bed, and air that place out.”

Larry laughed and said, “Yeah, those guys
sure do have some stinky feet. I’ll tell her to meet us around
seven-thirty, then you are on your own. I’ll see you tomorrow
night.”

I hung up and took a shower and headed over
to Roy and Jacks. While walking over there I started thinking,
‘what if they tell me no, where will I take her? No, they wouldn’t
do that to me, we’re tight, and they know that I’ll probably get
sent up when I go to court; so they’ll let use a bed, because their
good people. Besides that, if she is that horny, they can get some
too!’ When I arrived at their apartment building I noticed that
Jacks car wasn’t in the parking lot. Roy didn’t have a driver’s
license because he couldn’t read or write, so he had no car to park
in the lot. I thought, ‘I’ll go up to the drug store and get a
burger and a coke because I know that these guys are probably are
going to get me drunk tonight, and probably tomorrow night too, as
they know that I’m going on vacation and they will want to give me
a nice send off.’ While walking back to the soda fountain, I saw
something that I hadn’t seen for a while people, lots of people
just like before; sitting at the soda fountain laughing and having
a good time. Everybody was here; no more hiding out at home
anymore, this was cool! Danner, Justin, Joey and a shit load of
girls were hanging out at the drug store again. I felt good, even
though I knew I was going back to Lock Raven.

Danner yelled out, “Hey! You ugly
motherfucker, what are you doing? I heard that you have to go to
court this week, and they are going to send back to Lock Raven
again. Man that sure sucks; you just got out not to long ago and
now you are going back already. You just have bad luck man.”

I replied, “Yeah, they probably will send me
back, so I’m getting fucked up before I go. I’m going over to Roy
and Jack’s tonight and get shit-faced. I figured I stop here and
get something to eat before I went over there; hell, I might even
drink some of that fucking moonshine tonight, because it’s going to
be a long time before I get shit-faced again, so might as well do
it up right!”

Justin said, “You know, I think I’ll come
over and party with you guys tonight.”

Danner and Joey said, “We’re coming too! What
time?”

I said, “As soon as I leave here. I’m waiting
for them to get home now, and then I’m going over to their
apartment; getting an early start and getting as fucked-up as I
possibility can because I have to make it last for a helluva long
time!”

About that time I looked at the end of the
soda fountain counter and to my surprise I saw Vivian walking
toward me with that sexy smile on her face and damn, God she sure
looked good, she looked damn good. She came and stood beside me and
wrapped her arms around my arm and with a sad face, her bottom lips
sticking out and said, “I heard that you are going back to jail and
we haven’t even gone on a date yet; I sure am going to miss you
Ronnie, I regret not being able to go out with you before you went
back.”

I replied, “I will be thinking about you
every night that I’m in there, and I won’t be in there for ever, so
don’t you forget all about me, okay?”

She replied, “I never would do that, and you
know it.”

This girl is starting to get me hot, and I’m
wondering why in the hell I didn’t follow up on her; now she
probably won’t be around when I get out, or worse, married. Damn
she looked so damn good, and to top everything off, she is rubbing
those huge boobs on my arm again. I can’t take too much more of
this, and I damn sure can’t stand up right now. I’m thinking,
‘maybe I’ll forget the nympho, and try and get in Vivian’s pants,
but on the other hand, I’m sure to get laid tomorrow night by the
nympho for sure, and Vivian doesn’t give it up all that easy, but I
would really like to try her on just the same, and that would last
me until I got out!’ God she made me horny and she knew it.

She gave my arm a squeeze and told me, “I’ll
see you when you get out; don’t forget to call me,”

She gave me a little peck on the lips, turned
and walked away and she looked as good going as she did coming. I
have a feeling that I will soon regret this day, as a matter of
fact, I know that I will; it’s like letting something slip threw
your fingers, and never to be seen again, and that’s the story of
my life.

I told the guys, “I’m going to get a pack of
cigs and then we will split.”

I walked over to the counter and there stood
this asshole that really gets on my nerves. I looked up at him and
asked for a pack of Pall Malls. He stood there with this stupid
look that he always has on face, and asked for my I.D. and the way
that I was feeling he would have been better off walking through
hell with a gasoline suit on, then piss me off.

I told him, “Look asshole, don’t give me a
fucking hard time; just give me a fucking pack of cigarettes!”

He looked at me with a smirk on his face and
said, “If you don’t have I.D. I don’t have to sell you
cigarettes.”

My reply was, “You’re right motherfucker; you
don’t have to sell me any, but when you get off work tonight, guess
who is going to be waiting out front for you; to kick your fucking
ass?”

He looked at me for a minute, and decided it
was probably wiser to give me the cigarettes, than get his little
punk ass kicked. He turned and grabbed a pack and threw them across
the counter at me. I picked them up and threw them back hitting him
in his chest with the cigarettes, and told him, “Strike two
asshole, and here is some food for thought, I don’t have a fucking
thing to lose, so you make the call!”

I told him, “You are fucking with the wrong
person. Now get it right, before I jerk your fucking ass from
behind that counter, and beat the white off you!”

He glared back at me, reached over and put
the cigarettes in my hand and said, “Thank you Sir.”

Danner and Justin were sitting at the soda
fountain laughing their heads off. Danner yelled over at me, “I
think you should pop him anyway Ron!”

Everybody at the soda fountain was looking at
me and they were wide eyed, egging me on, pop him, pop him Ronnie;
as nobody liked him because he likes to throw his weight around and
they all knew that he was fucking with the wrong guy, and so did
he. I turned, looked at him and he turned to the people at the
fountain; looked at me, and backed up, so he would not be in my
punching range.

I put my cigarettes in my pocket and said,
“What the fuck, lets get out of here before I go to jail early!”
Justin and Danner were still laughing their asses off as they
walked by him.

Danner told the asshole, “You lucked out this
time, and next time you won’t be so lucky motherfucker!”

We walked over to Roy and Jacks apartment,
which was about two minutes from the shopping center. I asked, “Do
you believe that asshole?”

Danner said, “I don’t think that you’ll have
any trouble out of that guy anymore; I thought that he was going to
shit his pants; he turned white like he was going to pass out.

Everybody wanted you to hit him so bad, and
he knew it. He came close, didn’t he?”

I said, “He had no clue, as to how close he
came to going to the dentist, and getting his grill redone. He
thinks that because he is older, he can ride roughshod on everyone
that comes into the drug store. Someone needs to teach him that is
not the case with everyone that comes into that drug store. Now,
let’s get on with the partying!”

When we got to the apartment, you could hear
the country music just blasting away. I heard Roy singing to the
song and seeing how he was tongue-tied, none of the words that he
was singing sounded like the song, and we all looked at one another
and laughed. I banged on the door as hard as I could, because the
music was so loud, as Roy would have never heard me knocking. A
minute later the music died down, and Roy opened the door. He stood
there in his work boots and dirty pants with a big smile.

He said, “Come in, come the hell on in you
son of a bitch. I heard that you are going back to jail again. Shit
you just got out; don’t you get tired of that fucking place? I mean
it’s like you’re making this place your second home? When are you
going to straighten yourself out, after you spend most of your life
in jail? Is that what you want to do? You have already wasted too
much of your young life already!”

I replied, “Yeah, it does get old but I got
this cop that has it in for me, and he wants to turn me into a
snitch, and I ain’t going for it. I just as soon go back to jail,
before turning into a fucking snitch, and besides that, they kill
people in jail who get labeled a snitch and that ain’t going to
happen to me!”

Roy grabbed me around the back of my neck,
squeezed and told me, “That a boy; I know that you would never give
anybody up, and that’s one reason that Jack or me would do anything
for you.”

I said, “Now that you mentioned it, there is
one small favor that I really need you to do for me, and I wouldn’t
ask if I didn’t have to; you know that right?”

Roy replied, “Yes I know that, and anything I
can do for you, I’ll do, no question’s asked; you know that me and
Jack look at you like a little brother; there ain’t nothing that
either one of us wouldn’t do for you!”

I looked at him and said, “Thank you man, I
knew that I could count on you. This is what I need; I need a place
to take this girl, and get laid before I go back to jail, and you
guys place is the only place that I can think of to take her, and
if what my buddy tells me is true, you might get some too!”

Roy laughed and said, “No that’s OK, she is
probably jail bate, I’ll have to pass on that one, as I don’t want
to go to a place like you are going to.”

He laughed and said, “Since you are going to
jail, let’s go up to the store and get a case of beer and give you
a good send off.”

I looked him dead in the eyes and said, “Roy,
you and Jack are very good people, and there ain’t nothing that I
wouldn’t do for you two either!”

He smiled and said, “I know that; now let’s
go get that beer!”

While walking to the store Roy asked, “So,
how long do you think they will give you?”

I replied, “Don’t know, maybe a year, maybe
eighteen months, I don’t really care, I’ll do it standing on my
head, Lock Raven is a meatball, nothing to it; I’ll be out in no
time!”

Little did I know, Lock Raven had changed a
helluva lot, and I would soon find out just how much, and I would
not like it?

As we arrived at the shopping center Roy
asked, “You want me to hold on to that shotgun until you get
out?”

I replied, “Yeah man that would be cool. I
didn’t really want to leave it at my apartment, because if my
mother found it, she would turn it into the cops and then they
would know exactly who the shooter was in that rumble. I can’t
leave it with Larry, I’m afraid he’ll get pissed at someone and use
it, and cops would get it; then I would be facing more time than
what I already have and right now, and I have enough for the time
being.”

Roy laughed and said, “You got that right, no
problem, I’ll hold it for you until you get out, and you know that
you don’t have to worry about it. I can’t write, but I’ll get Jack
to write for me and I’ll send you some money for whatever you need
while you are there.”

I said, “Like I said before, you’re just too
much, and I do appreciate it, thank you man!”

We got the beer and a couple large bags of
pork skins, and headed back to the apartment. Roy being tongue-tied
made it hard to understand what he was saying, but I got most of
it, and when I did not I would ask him what he said.

When we got there we saw Jack’s car in the
parking lot. I said, “Jack is home.”

When we walked into the apartment there was a
paper bag sitting on the coffee table with what was left of a
twelve pack in it; every one grabbed one, and had a beer in their
hand, the music was roaring, and the party was on.

Jack tossed me a beer, laughed and said,
“Going back to your other home, huh? You are just a fuck-up aren’t
you? I heard that the cops set you up because you wouldn’t snitch.
How long are you this time?”

I replied, “Yeah, Yeah, that’s me, just a
fuck-up, but you know what? I ain’t taking anybody with me, I ain’t
snitching to get out of this shit. I’ll do the time and put it
behind me and that will be that!”

Jack said, “Well we’ll miss you around here,
but they won’t keep you that long, so don’t worry; anything that
you need, just write and ask, and we will be here when you get out.
Now grab another beer and let’s party.”

I chugged the one down; opened another one,
and so went the night. I watched Roy walk back into the bedroom,
and returned with this quart Mason jar full of that good old
moonshine. He opened it up and sat it on the coffee table; reached
into his pocket and pulled out a book of matches.

He said, “Let’s see how good this stuff is!”
He lit a match and threw it into the jar and right away a flame
surrounded the floating match.

Roy said, “Now that is some good shit man,
who wants some?”

I said, “Fuck it, I’ll try some; it’s going
to be some time before I get shit-faced again, might as well.”

Roy went into the kitchen and came back with
some glasses and started pouring a little into each glass. I
watched Justin and Danner grab theirs first and put it up to their
nose and smelled it.

Justin smelled it and was the first one to
say, “What the fuck, you not really going to drink this stuff are
you?”

I told him, “Watch me!” I knew this was going
to be rough, but I did it anyway because they never would drink
theirs if I didn’t drink mine. I threw it down my throat, it burned
like hell, like liquid fire, I mean it took my breath away; I
couldn’t breathe. Roy and Jack busted out laughing; I watched
Justin and Danner sit their glass back down on the table. After
catching my breath I looked at them and said, “No, No! Ain’t going
to be any of that shit; pick those glasses back up, and throw it
down like a man. I drank mine now it’s your turn, now get on
it!”

I watched those two look at each other and I
knew what they were thinking. I said, “OK, I’ll do another one,
just so you see that it is not that bad!”

I couldn’t believe what was coming out of my
mouth. Roy and Jack had these big shit-eating grins on their faces
as I poured myself another shot; they were having just too much
fun. I grabbed a beer in one hand, so that I could chase it down
quickly. I said to myself, ‘Here it goes” and threw it down. This
one wasn’t as bad as the first one, but it still burnt the shit out
of me, and really tasted like hair tonic. I chugged the whole beer
down which made it a lot better.

I cleared my throat; opened another beer and
told Justin and Danner, “Now, it’s your turn. Both of you guys do
it at the same time, and no fucking around, you said you wanted to
party, so let’s party!”

They looked at one another and said, “What
the fuck!”

Then they drank their moonshine. They both
gagged, I though Justin was going to barf right then and there.
Then Danner ran to the bathroom, and barfed his guts out. I laughed
so hard I almost pissed my pants. Roy and Jack were laughing just
as hard as I was. They grabbed theirs and threw them down like
nothing.

I yelled, “Danner! Get your little sorry ass
out here and do another one, you little pussy.”

Danner yelled back, “I’ll be a pussy, but
there ain’t no fucking way, that I’m drinking anymore of that
fucking shit, no fucking way. You fucking people have to be crazy
to drink that shit. I mean you could remove paint with that
stuff.”

About that time I had to run back to the
bathroom myself, before I pissed myself. I told Danner, “Get the
hell out of the way, I got to piss.”

Danner looked at me and said in a quiet
voice, “I ain’t drinking any more of that shit man. That shit is
too strong. That shit will kill you. That’s why Roy and Jack are
the way that they are. That shit has warped their brains; I ain’t
drinking any more man. Don’t ask me to, because I ain’t!”

I told him, “OK, I won’t.” We went back into
the living room, and everybody was still laughing. Justin got the
jar and asked Danner, “OK, lets do another one; we are here to
party with Ron, right?”

Danner said, “Yeah, I’m here to party, but I
ain’t drinking anymore of that fucking moonshine!”

We all did another shot and chased it down
with a beer. About that time I started to get a real good buzz
going. I knew that I was going to be hating it the next morning,
but I said what the hell, won’t be getting a buzz for quite some
time, so might as well enjoy it while I can. We sat around, drank,
and drank, and drank, until I to had to run to the bathroom. I
barfed until I thought that I was going to die.

Then I heard Justin yelling, “Hurry up, I
can’t wait!’ I heard Roy and Jack in the background laughing their
heads off. Then the door flew open and Justin pushed me out of the
way, and barfed his guts out. I walked back into the living room.
The first thing out of Danner’s mouth was, “What’s the mater man,
can’t handle it huh? Ha! Ha! Ha!”

I looked over at him and said, “I don’t even
want to hear it out of you.”

I was really fucked up, so I said, “I got to
get home while I still can walk.”

As I was walking home I must have barfed ten
more times, and I swore that moonshine would never touch my lips
again; for any reason. I got to thinking, ‘that’s why all those
hillbillies are so damn crazy.’ I remember Jack telling me how it
was made and if it is not made right, it would make you go blind. I
think I got some of that bad shit, and I hoped that I don’t go
blind. After arriving home I passed out as soon as I hit the bed.
The next morning I woke up with one hell of a hangover and every
time I turned my head, I had to run to the bathroom and barf. I had
never ever been that hung over before, and it would definitely be
last time that I drank that shit. I went back to my bed and stayed
there for the rest of the day. When I woke up, I looked at the
clock and if I didn’t hurry up and get a shower and shave, I would
be late, and might miss out on my last piece of ass that I was
going to get for a long time. I got dressed, cleaned up, and
hurried to the Hot Shops. I still felt like shit, but I just
couldn’t pass this chick up. When I got there Larry was already
there and sitting in our regular booth. When I walked in he looked
over at me, and smiled, he waved for me to come over. The closer
that I got to the table; Larry started laughing.

He looked up at me and said, “What the hell
happened to you? You look like shit.”

I slid into the booth and said, “Never drink
any moonshine; it’s poison, it will kill you man.”

Larry laughed and said, “Let me guess, you
were over at Roy and Jacks last night, and got fucked up, right?
You guys are never going to learn, Roy and Jack were raised on
moonshine, and it doesn’t affect them like it does you guys.”

I replied, “You got that right, and I mean I
got fucked up. I’ve never been that drunk, ever! I think that shit
short circuited my brain. I do realize they were raised on shine,
I’m glad that I wasn’t!”

Larry couldn’t stop laughing. Next thing that
I knew, Larry was pointing over to the front door. I looked to see
what he was pointing at, and there stood this beautiful young girl,
and I mean beautiful. She had long straight black hair, which
shined from the light above her head, and just like Larry said; she
was built like a brick shit-house. Really nice boobs, small waist
and a great looking set of legs and a beautiful face. I just
couldn’t believe it, she was absolutely fine. I wondered why
someone this good looking would give it up to a perfect stranger,
such as me.

I looked over at Larry and said, “You got to
be shitting me, this ain’t the girl your talking about, don’t fuck
with me man, I know this is some kind of joke, or put on. This girl
ain’t going to go jump into bed with me!”

Larry laughed and said, “I’m not shitting you
man, she is all yours and you can do anything that you want to do
with her; she is a freak and will do what ever you ask her to do,
and anyway you want to do it.”

I looked across the table and told Larry, “If
this is for real man, I’ll never be able to repay you, and if it is
not, I’ll never be able to forgive you man!”

About that time she made her way over to the
table and sat down right next to me in the booth. God, not only did
she look damn good and she smelled terrific as well. She Looked
over at me and said, “You must be this Ronnie that everyone’s
talking about. Larry has told me quite a bit about you and so have
a lot of other people.”

I couldn’t help but stare at her. Her eyes
were electric blue; she had straight white teeth and a beautiful
complexion; no zits or scars, just a fine, fine looking chick. I
looked over at Larry with a shit-eating grin on my face, and told
him, “You are alright man.”

I looked at her and said, “And you are one of
the finest looking chicks that I’ve ever laid eyes on.” After I
said that she reached over and put her hand on my thigh and
squeezed. I thought that I was going to jump right out of my
seat.

She smiled and said, “What’s the matter, are
you ticklish or something?”

I looked at her and said, “You might say
that.”

Larry got up and said, “Well you two have
fun, and I’ll see you when you get out.”

I replied, “Thanks man; catch you when I get
back home, take care and I’ll see you then.”

I shook his hand and he split and told him,
“Later man!”

She looked up at Larry and said, “You can
come too, and we will have a real party Baby!”

Larry smiled and said, “You know that sounds
really good, but I have a date with my girlfriend tonight, and she
would get very pissed if I didn’t show up, maybe another time.”

She said I’ll be looking forward to that
Baby!” Then she over at me and said, “Are you done eating?”

I replied, “I can be.”

With a big smiling face she said, “You have
some place that we can go? I have something for you that I think
you will really like.”

I looked at her and said, “I’ll bet you do,
let’s go, it’s not far from the shopping center.”

She replied, “I hope not, I have to be home
in two hours or I’m grounded for a month.”

I got to thinking, ‘two hours, boy this
sounds like I’m in for a hell of a ride.’

As we were walking across the parking lot she
squeezed my arm hard and said, “You know what? I really like you,
and wish that you weren’t going away; we could really have some fun
together. You know what I mean?”

I looked at her and said, “You wouldn’t want
anything to do with me; I’m always going to jail, and we wouldn’t
see very much of one another.”

Then I thought to myself, ‘Yeah, that’s just
what I need, a girlfriend that has fucked all of Langley Park, I
don’t think so; I already have enough problems as it is. Besides
that I would probably be fighting every time that I came out of the
house, and lose all of my friends.’

While we were walking through the breeze-way
of the shopping center she looked at me, and she said, “I don’t
believe what they say about you, I don’t think that you would shoot
anybody, you just don’t seem that way, and I mean you seem like a
real nice guy.”

I looked at her and said, “I don’t know who
is spreading that rumor around, but that’s a bad bone, I didn’t
shoot anybody, and never would, and I am a nice guy.”

She looked at me with disbelief on her face
and said, “If you did not do it, then who did, everyone said that
you did it!”

I thought it best not to tell her any more
than she already knew, as it was, to many people already knew and
that wasn’t good. Sooner or later it would get back to the cops,
and this little one year bit that I have to do now would grow to a
hell of a lot more time than I have to do now.

I said to her, “Now look! Even if I did know,
I wouldn’t say so, as it might get somebody sent up. That is the
way people go to jail, everybody talks about it, and sooner or
later it gets back to the cops, and someone goes to jail. Do you
understand?”

She replied, “Yes I do, but I wouldn’t repeat
it to anyone, I swear. I wouldn’t want anyone to go to jail because
of what I said; I know better and I know what you are telling me,
so let’s just drop it and talk about something else, ok?”

I thought to myself, ‘I had better keep my
mouth shut before she catches an attitude and goes home, and I end
up not getting laid, or anything else.’ We arrived at the
apartment, we went upstairs. I knocked on the door, but nobody
answered. I thought to myself, ‘Oh, this would be just great; these
guys forgot about me, and went somewhere.’ So I knocked again, no
answer, so I tried the doorknob; it was open, so we went in. No
Roy, No Jack. I wondered where they went; they knew that I was
bringing this chick over. Well maybe they were giving us a little
privacy, and that was cool.

She grabbed my hand and pulled me over to the
couch and said, “Come on we’re wasting time!”

I thought to myself, ‘how weird is this, who
is fucking who here? I mean, I’m always the one trying to fuck the
girl, not the other way around, but I liked it, mater of fact, I
liked it a lot. As soon as we hit the couch; she had her hot little
tongue deep in my mouth; moaning, groaning and running hands all
over my body. Next thing I knew, she pulled away and started
unbuttoning her blouse; she pulled up pulled her bra up and exposed
one beautiful set of boobs to me, and of course, I went for them
right away. This girl was extremely healthy, and I mean really
healthy. She smiled and thrust those nice firm boobs right in my
face. I heard her moaning, and I kinda figured that she was ready.
Right about that time the front door opened and there stood Roy and
Jack with their mouths wide open, and one helluva a look of
surprise on their faces. I don’t know if it was from walking in on
us; or they saw those big beautiful boobs. Which ever, they said
sorry, and went back into the hallway. I laughed; she pulled her
blouse together, and I yelled to them and told them to come back
in.

Jack was the first one in and he said, “Sorry
for walking in on you two, but we thought that you would be back in
the bedroom.”

Roy was looking over Jacks shoulder trying to
get another look at those beautiful boobs, but she had her blouse
pulled sort of tight, and he couldn’t see too much, but they could
see enough, and this chick really didn’t care. I think that she was
one of these expositions kinda girls and liked to show it. Roy and
Jack went into the kitchen and got themselves a beer.

Jack asked if we wanted a beer and I said,
“No thanks, not after last night.”

She leaned over and whispered in my ear,
“Let’s go to the bedroom.”

She didn’t have to ask me twice. I replied,
“You got it, let’s go.”

We got up and her shirt came opened, she
looked at Roy and Jack standing in the doorway of the kitchen,
smiling, and watching everything that was going on, looked at her,
and she said in a bashful tone of voice, oops! Sorry about that,
and we started back towards the bedroom. They were standing in the
kitchen drinking a beer. I looked over at them with a big shitting
grin on my face.

I said,” See you later man.”

As we walked back to the bedroom, I heard
Jack say, “God damn! That is one beautiful young girl.”

Roy replied, “You dot that right!”

When we got to the bedroom I was hoping that
the room didn’t stink of feet. I opened the bedroom door; this
strong aroma hit us in the face. It smelled like someone broke a
bottle of after-shave lotion; it reeked, almost to the point of
making you gag.

I told her, “I’ll tell you one thing, it sure
beats the hell out of the way it usually smells in here.”

She grabbed me and said, “I don’t care, I
just want you to fuck the shit out of me!”

I replied, “Sounds good to me!”

Off came her blouse, she told me to unhook
her bra. I did as she asked, and those big boobs looked better than
they did in the living room, when they came out of that bra. Next
thing I knew, she was undoing my pants; dropping to her knees,
pulling my pants to the floor, and doing to me, what I couldn’t get
most girls to do. I thought that I was going to burst right then,
and pulled her up to me. She pulled me to the bed while slipping
her skirt off; then sliding her black lace panties to the floor,
then she pushed me down to the bed, and jumped on top of me. I’m
thinking,’ this is one wild girl, and I know that I won’t soon
forget this day; that’s for sure.’ We got into it so passionately,
that we fell of the bed, and finished it right there on the floor.
After the third time, we laid there in the bed and I’m thinking, ‘I
don’t know if I can go again.’

Larry sure was right; this girl is hot; about
that time she jumped up and said, “Oh shit! I got to get home
before my parents do, or I’ll probably be grounded until the time
that you get out of jail!”

She hurriedly got dressed and so did I. We
went out into the living room, she told Roy and Jack, nice meeting
you; I got to go!” She gave me a big kiss and told me, “I’ll see
you when you get out.” She opened the front door and she was
gone.

Jack said, “Where in hell did you get a fine
looking girl like that? Plus that girl has one hell of a set of
knockers on her; I mean I haven’t seen a pair like that since that
porno movie I saw last month!”

Roy said, “You dot that right, they were
really nice, and I mean that. We didn’t think you were ever coming
out of that bedroom,” and laughed.

I smiled and said, “Had to make it last, for
at least for a year or so. She was really fine wasn’t she? I
thought that Larry was fucking with me, when he said she couldn’t
get enough; I mean that girl wore me out!”

With a shit-eating grin, Jack said, “You
should have called me; I would have loved to do that young sweet
thing; she was finer than that last chick you guys brought over
here before.”

Roy said, “Oh no you wouldn’t, she is jail
bait. They would put you in jail, and throw the key away!”

Jack said, “As fine as she was, I wouldn’t
mind going to jail, for an hour in the sack with her, she was just
fucking beautiful!”

I replied, “Let me tell you something, you
couldn’t last fifteen minutes, before they wheeled your ass out on
a stretcher; that chick would wear you out my man, Ha, Ha, Ha!”

Jack said, “I don’t care, I still would like
to give it a shot, win, lose or draw!”

Roy said, “You’re going to jail tomorrow, go
get a beer and while you’re at it, get me one to. You don’t have
that much time left, better get loaded before you can’t get loaded
for a while.”

Jack said, “Yeah! While you’re at it get me
one to. By the way, how old is that girl? And when is she coming
back?”

I replied, “I have no idea how old she is, or
when I’m going to see her again, much less, getting her back over
here. Who knows, she will probably be married by the time I get
out. Let me get the beer.”

Well I threw down beer after beer, until I
had enough; I think that I was still drunk from the night before.
It made me feel good that Roy and Jack thought that chick was fine.
I know for a fact that Roy wouldn’t do her, but Jack on the other
hand might; even though he is twenty-seven, he is a horn-dog and I
wouldn’t put it pass him. He knows that I don’t have any feelings
for her and if I did, he would not mess around with her; besides
that he couldn’t handle her, he thinks that he is a stud, but she
would show him that he surly wasn’t, and that was for sure. Roy
told Jack to give me a ride home so that I could give him the
shotgun. I wasn’t even worried about it, I knew that I would get it
back when I got out and I was grateful they are keeping it for
me.

While driving me home Jack asked me, “Are you
ever going to straighten your life out Ron, or are you going to be
one of these guys that make it a habit of going to jail? I mean
come on, I’ve only known you for a short while and you have gone to
jail once, and now you’re going back again. What is it going to
take? I like you, and I hate to sit back and watch you throw your
life away in jail. One of these days you won’t be as lucky, like
you were with that shotgun business. If you got caught doing that
shit, they would put you away for a hell of a lot longer, then what
they gave you this time, and you know it. I don’t want it to sound
like I’m harping on you, but I like you, I’m trying to talk some
sense into you.”

I replied, “Hey Jack, I appreciate it, and I
know that if you didn’t care you wouldn’t be laying this on me. I
think about it all of the time and I wonder where my life is going;
what I’m going to turn out to be. But you know what, up to this
point my life has been, to say the least, a bit bumpy. I have
basically raised myself; I had to fend for myself for a long time;
as far back as I can remember. This is what I am; I guess this is
the way the rest of my life will be. You know if a bunch of guys
jumped you and your buddy, stabbed him, almost killed him, and beat
the living shit out of you for nothing; you’re going to tell me you
would turn the other cheek, and let it slide, and do absolutely
nothing about it. Come on Jack, I know you to well, and If that
happened to you, someone would be dead and you know it too.” Jack
use to carry a hawk-bill knife, and he would use it, for sure.

Jack replied, “Look I know that your life has
been rough up until this point, but that doesn’t mean that your
whole life has to be that way. You’re still young, you got a lot of
years a head of you, and you can change it, if you want to, and
it’s all up to you. Think about it.”

I told Jack, “Like I said, I do appreciate it
man; no one has really given a shit about me, or what happens to me
except you, Larry and Roy. So thanks, but you know what, you have
to follow the road that leads you to where ever you’re going; like
it or not. You think that I like going from institution to
institution; not really having a home that I can call home, having
to walk around with a shotgun under my coat, to keep the assholes
off of me, do you think that I really like this shit man?”

Jack said, “You know everybody doesn’t have
it the way that they want it, everybody wasn’t born with a silver
spoon stuck in their mouth. Life is what you make it, if you want
to be a guy that never learns, then that’s the way it will be; you
will be in and out of jail the rest of your life, maybe end up
dead, it’s up to you!”

Down the road I would find out that Jack had
never spoken truer words, I wish that

I had listened to him; my life would have
been a lot different, and I wouldn’t have wasted so much of those
precious young years in jail, the years I’ll never get back, ever!
We arrived at my apartment; I went in and got the shotgun, wrapped
it in a towel and took it out to the car.

I handed it to Jack and told him, “Take care
of my baby for me.”

Jack got out of the car and said, “I ain’t
riding around with this inside the car; I’ll put it in the trunk
until I get home.”

He grabbed my hand, shook it and said, “I see
you later, take care, and try not to get into any more trouble
while you’re in there, they might let you go early.”

I watched him drive off, and knew that he was
a good friend that really cared about what happened to me. I went
into the apartment and went to bed. Even though I drank all that
beer I could not sleep, I just laid there and stared up at the
upper bunk thinking, ‘I really don’t want to go back, I wanted to
stay here, but not if it meant that I had to become a stinking
snitch, I would never be able to hold my head up again.’ I got up
the next morning, got my good clothes out, and got ready to go to
court. My mother asked me if was ready to go, as she was calling a
cab. The cab arrived a short time later; we got in and headed for
the Courthouse in Upper Marlboro, to get my so called justice! The
driver dropped us off at the front steps of the courthouse. I could
tell from the look on my mothers face that she knew that I was
going on vacation again. I hated to have her go through all of this
court bullshit, but since I was a minor, she had to be there, that
was the law.

We stood at the bottom of the steps and I
pointed up to the window with the bars on it and told my mother,
“That’s where they put you until they take you away.”

We found the courtroom that said juvenile on
the door. We went in and sat down and I listened to the judge
handing out some heavy-duty sentences. I looked over at my mother
and said, “Doesn’t look like the judge is in a very good mood does
it.”

I sat there and waited for my name to be
called, when in walked the cop that set me up. He bent over and
told me, “There is still time to change your mind; I will talk to
the judge and get this squashed and you can walk out the front door
a free man.”

I just sat there and looked forward when he
asked again, “What do you want to do?”

I glared up at him and told him, “Fuck you
motherfucker, I ain’t telling you shit!”

He looked down at me and said, “Okay tough
guy, have it your way, I’ll see you when you get out!”

He walked up to where the judge was, and
pointed to me, and said something to him. Then went and sat down in
the front row looking back at me and smiling, I gave him the finger
again. The judge finally called my name. I got up and walked up to
the front of the courtroom and stood in front of judge, and waited
for justice to be served.

He looked down at me, read my record and
said, “Son, you just can’t stay out of trouble, can you? What is it
going to take to make you see the light?”

I told him, “I can stand here all day long,
and tell you until I am blue in the face, and you wouldn’t believe
that I did nothing, and that I did not do this. That cop sitting
over there set me up and he knows it!”

The judge got all loud and said, “So what
you’re telling me is that you were framed and that you are actually
innocent, and this police officer is telling this court a lie,
perjuring himself. Is that what you are telling me young man?”

I looked up at him and said, “I told you that
you would not believe me’ its my word against his, and I already
know what the outcome is going to be, so lets get on with it!”

He looked down at me and said, “Do you have
any idea how many times a day that I hear, “I’m innocent, I didn’t
do it, I’ve been framed?”

I replied, “No sir, I surly don’t, but
probably a lot, with these cops in this county!”

He said, “That will be quite enough young
man, I sentence you to one year to eighteen months at the Maryland
Reform School for Boys, and I hope this straightens your way of
thinking out. Take him away bailiff!”

The bailiff came over to me, grabbed my arm,
and led me to a side door and down the hallway to that stinking
little cell that I hated; to wait for someone to take me to Lock
Raven. Just like before, I sat there and sat there, until they
bought another guy into the cell.

This little pussy was balling his head off
and saying, “I don’t want to go to reform school, I don’t want to
go!”

I told him, “Shut your fucking mouth man,
before I really give you something to cry about!”

He stopped crying, wiped his tears from his
eyes. I asked the kid, “So why are you in here, what did you do to
get yourself in here man?”

The kid looked over at me with red swollen
eyes and said, “I wouldn’t go to school, so they gave me a year to
think about it.”

I asked him, “This is not your first time in
court is it?”

He said, “Yes it is, this is the first time
that I’ve ever been in trouble in my life, I swear!”

I heard the key’s banging against the door,
which meant, maybe I was getting out of this stinking cell. The
door opened and the cop called the kid out. I was right; they were
just scaring him, or he would be staying in here until they took us
both to Lock Raven.

I was getting hotter and hotter, I was really
wanting to get out of this cell, even if it meant going to Lock
Raven. I started banging on the door trying to get the cop to tell
me how long I was going to be in here. Well I banged on that door
until my hands turned red and I couldn’t bang anymore. Finally I
heard the keys in the door, when it opened there stood a cop with a
hand full of chains and handcuffs. He put one chain around my waist
and put the handcuffs on and hooked them to the chain on my waist,
and then he put these ankle things on me and told me that I would
learn how to walk in them. Well if things weren’t bad enough he
makes me walk down the hall with all these people staring at me. I
saw my mother standing over against the wall crying as I went
by.

I told her, “Don’t worry, I’ll be ok!”

Then I saw that kid standing with his parents
with a big smile on his face. Good for him, he gets to go home.
Sometimes these scare tactics work, sometimes they don’t. Hope it
works out for this kid, as it sure didn’t work for me. The cop took
me down and put me in a cop car, and off to Lock Raven we went. It
seemed like we would never get there. The cop wasn’t all that bad;
he stopped, got me a hamburger, fries and a coke at McDonald’s. I
asked the cop if he would take the cuffs off while I ate because it
was hard getting the food to my mouth with my hands chained to my
stomach.

He told me, “Sorry I can’t do that.”

I said, “Come on, I swear I won’t try to
escape!”

He still said no. I figured what the hell,
I’ll try and eat with them on. It was like trying to eat out of
your lap. I thanked the cop because he didn’t have to buy me
anything and it came out of his pocket. I thanked him and down the
road we went. We finally got there; it was a long ride. It was just
about dark; the cop took me to the administration building and
turned me over to that asshole Mr. Blake. He went through my
papers.

He told me, “Back again? I knew that you
would be!”

This time you go to the senior side as you
have had a birthday and you’re too old for the junior side. Things
have changed a lot since you have been here. I didn’t know what he
was talking about and I learned from last time that you don’t talk
to him, unless you want to get popped upside the head, so I just
kept my mouth shut and waited to see what he was talking about. He
took me into the back room and told me to put all of my clothes in
this bag and get dressed in the jail clothes.

After I finished getting dressed he said,
“Come on, I don’t have all night.”

I told him, “I am going as quickly as I
can.”

I came out and gave him my street clothes. He
told me to come on, let’s go to the housing unit that I would be
staying at. I had never been on the senior side, it was entirely
different form the junior side these buildings were huge, two
stories tall, with a basement; where as the junior side was only
one story. These buildings had pillars in the front like the White
House in Washington, D.C.

We got to this one building and he said,
“This is where you will be living, and remember what happens to you
if you cause any trouble. In case you forgot, I’ll remind you, I’ll
pay you a little visit, do you understand?”

I said yes Sir and in the building we went.
When we got inside I saw what he meant by, “Things have changed.”
There were colored guys in here now, and I mean a lot of them.

I saw a bunch of guys in this one big room
watching TV; they all turned to see the new guy, checked me out and
went back to watching the TV. This huge colored man and this
colored lady came out to meet us.

Mr. Blake said, “I have another one for
you.”

The lady spoke first, she said, “Hello, we
are Mr., and Mrs. Tucker, and that’s how you will address us, do
you understand? Now let’s get you a place to sleep.”

I thought, ‘well these two aren’t that bad;’
I would soon come to find out that was the furthest thing from the
truth. That woman would just as soon smack the shit out of you, as
look at you. She took me over to her husband, and told him to find
me a bed; I knew now who wore the pants in that relationship. He
took me up these huge sets of stairs and down this long hallway
into this large dormitory; he took me over to this bed with the
mattress folded in half and told me, “This is your bed. Make sure
that it is made right, every morning, someone will show you how.
Tomorrow Mrs. Tucker will assign you a job and let me tell you
something, don’t get on her wrong side, as you won’t like it!”

I said, “Yeah, what’s new; I learned a long
time ago, about how to make a bed.”

I made my bed and went down stairs to the
rec. room. I thought that I saw someone that I knew, and sure
enough there stood Eddy. I walked over to him and said, “How’s’ it
going?”

He looked at me as if he didn’t remember me,
so I asked him, “Don’t you remember me from the junior side?”

He turned to me and said, “Yeah, I remember
you, you were the guy that took the worst ass-whipping that I’ve
ever seen. They talk about it on the junior side to this day, best
damn boxing match there ever was. You got more points for losing,
then the guy who won, yes I remember you. What did you get sent up
for this time?”

I told him the whole story and he said, “You
know that happens all of the time, even where I live, you would be
surprised how many snitch. But sooner or later they come back here
and we make them wish they hadn’t. A snitch has a hard way to go in
here; everybody hates them, and we let them know it. They usually
get a pillowcase over their head and every body beats the shit out
of them, if not, they get a shank stuck in their sorry ass and that
usually does it.”

I looked around the rec. room and it was hard
not to notice that the majority of the people there were colored. I
asked Eddy, “Where did all these colored guys come from? They
weren’t here when I was here.”

Eddy replied, “The law said that every one
has to be mixed up, so half the guys that were here went to another
place and half of the colored guys came here. I guess they get
caught more than the white guys, because it’s not fifty-fifty any
more, it’s more like ten to two and getting worse. Most of these
guys come from Baltimore and they stick together, so watch your
back because you will be fighting one guy, and two more sneak up on
you from behind and blind-side you; then you have to fight all
three of them, they won’t fight you one on one, they fight you
three or more at a time. They call this double banking, so watch
what you say or do, because they look for something, so they can
jump you for it, and this bullshit, it really makes it hard to do
your time, but once they know that you’ll fight back; they usually
leave you alone. They look for the weak ones, and go after those
guys, because they know they won’t fight back. There are a couple
of guys here that if I see them on the streets I’ll shoot them on
site, no bullshit about it!”

I told Eddy, “You watch my back and I’ll
watch yours!”

Eddy replied, “That sounds good to me
man.”

Then out of the blue this buzzer went off and
almost gave me a heart attack, which made me think, ‘where ever I
go, there is some kind of fucking bell, or buzzer going off all of
the time and it is becoming a real drag.

Eddy said, “That means it’s time to go to
bed; catch you in the morning.”

The buzzer went off early in the morning, so
I went into the bathroom to wash my face and brush my teeth. Well,
these colored guys took over the sinks, and I had to wait until
they got done before I could use one. I got to thinking, ‘this shit
sucks, I don’t know how long I can keep my cool before I go off and
hurt someone.’ After I was able to use the sink, Eddy came in and
said, “I forgot to tell you; these guys think that they should be
first at everything, so the white guys have to wait until they get
done, before we can wash up! Don’t worry about them, fuck um! It
isn’t worth going to the hole for. By the way I forgot to tell you,
if you’re late for meals, you don’t eat, and Mrs. Tucker doesn’t
play any shit. When she tells you to do something, you had better
do it or she will pick up whatever is close, and try and hit you in
the head with it; she is off her rocker, I mean sick, real sick! We
hurried downstairs so we could eat breakfast. He took me into this
huge room; the ceilings were at least twenty feet high, there were
big round tables with white tablecloths on them. There were eight
people at each table; everybody was just sitting there waiting and
looking at Mrs. Tucker. She looked around the dinning room with
this mean look, and checked everyone out, one at a time. God she
was a mean, evil looking bitch, and I surely wanted nothing to do
with her.

Then she said, “You can eat now!”

I’m thinking, ‘what the hell kind of bullshit
is this, I don’t believe it, this can’t be happening; what have I
gotten myself into this time.’ After we ate we just sat there;
everyone was being real quiet.

Then Mrs. Trucker said, “The new boy, you
come and see me after breakfast, everyone else dismissed.”

Everyone quickly hurried out of the dinning
room; I went over to where Mrs. Tucker was sitting and asked, “You
wanted to talk to me?”

Then all of a sudden she looked at me and
screamed, “Did I talk to you? No I didn’t, so you stand there and
keep your God damn mouth shut, until I do. Do you understand?”

All I could think to say was, “Okay.”

She glared up at me and screamed, “What did
you say? You call me ma’am when you talk to me, do you understand
boy?”

This caught me off my guard, the only thing
that I could think to say was, “Yes ma’am!” Eddy was right, she is
as nutty as a fruitcake, and I have to stay out of her way as much
as possible. Then just as my luck would be, she tells me, “You are
going to work here in the dinning room with me, and I better not
catch you fucking around, or standing around; or I’ll make you wish
that you were never born! Do we understand one another?”

I thought to myself, ‘how many times have I
heard that.’ I gritted my teeth and said, “Yes ma’am.”

She told this guy named Johnny, “Show him
what he is going to be doing.”

I just could not wait to see what that woman
wanted me to do. Johnny told me, “Come on I’ll show where
everything is and what you will be doing. First you go into the
kitchen and get one of these gray rubber containers, and then you
go around to all of the tables and collect all off the dirty dishes
and silver wear and bring them back to the kitchen to be washed.
Then you go to this closet.”

Which he opened the door and there were all
these blocks of wood, about twelve by twelve with bristles on the
bottom. He said, “Two times a day you take one of these
scrub-blocks and put this piece of army blanket on the bottom, and
buff the floors until you can’t see any shoe marks, and they shine.
Mrs. Tucker checks them, so they better be right. Then usually
after lunch you don’t use the blanket, you scrub them with the
bristles. Every Saturday starting right after breakfast you strip
the old wax off with the bristles, then you buff it with the
blanket, then you take this can of wax and in a circular motion you
put it on the floor. You let it dry, and then you take the bristles
and remove the excess wax, put the blanket on the bottom your block
and buff it out, got it?”

And like I said, “She checks them all of the
time, don’t mess with her, just do it.”

I said to myself, ‘if this ain’t the biggest
bunch of bullshit I’ve ever heard of in my life. I mean come on,
how many times a day, does it take to shine these stinking floors?’
Well, I rubbed and scrubbed until I had to take some of the army
blankets, fold them and put them under my knees so they didn’t hurt
so badly. After a couple of months there were calluses on both
knees. I need to get another job this one is killing my knees, and
just how shiny does a fucking floor need to be? I think that this
is just another way to keep you busy and out of trouble, while in
this fine, fine place.

When Eddy came back to the housing unit I
asked him, “What the fuck do you have to do to get another job,
this one sucks!”

Eddy asked, “What else do you know how to
do?”

I just know that there has to be something
else that I can do. I replied, “Last time I was here, I worked in
the paint shop with Mr. Ray. What do you think the chances are of
getting that job back?”

He asked, “How did you and Ray get
along?”

I said, “Great, he even wanted me to come
back up here to live, and he would get me a job on the
outside.”

Eddy said, “Well if that’s the case, I work
in the other side of the building, and I see Ray all the time. I’ll
tell him that you’re back and want to come back to work for him.
There shouldn’t be any problem, I’ll do it tomorrow.”

I told Eddy, “Thanks man, I appreciate
it.”

The next day Eddy told me, “I talked to Ray
and he was glad to hear that you were back and he would talk to Mr.
Blakeley and get you transferred as soon as he could.”

I said, “This broad Tucker is flat out nuts,
I got to get away from her before I lose it and end up in the hole,
and get one of those good ass whippings I have been hearing so much
about! I sure would like to catch her down where I live, she would
never leave PG County, and you can take that to the bank!”

One week went by, then another and I started
to wonder if I was ever going to go to the paint shop, as I can’t
take to much more of this woman; she is making me crazy, all I
think about is knocking her sorry ass out! Just the other night at
the dinner table I was sitting there, and a couple of the guys
sitting at my table were just whispering; she heard them and threw
a fucking plate at them, and almost hit me in the head, this woman
belongs in a rubber room, and that’s for sure. Finally Mr. Blakely
came by and told Mrs. Tucker that I would be working in the paint
shop the following day. This was just like Christmas to me; you
couldn’t have given me a better present other then that, with the
exception of my release papers. You know, I guess you don’t get the
cream of the crop type people to do a job like this, but you would
have to think that they would screen these people a bit better than
they do, to keep out the crazies; but then on the other hand, I
guess you have to be crazy to take a job like this, and that woman
sure fills those shoes and when her husband hears the word, shit,
he is looking for a place to squat and that’s surely pitiful, but I
guess he does that so he doesn’t have to hear her big no nothing
mouth. If I was him, I would have killed her a long time ago

Her husband was a huge man that only said,
“Yes dear, I’ll get right on it.”

After being transferred to the paint shop
time flew by and I had kept my nose clean so there was a good
chance that I might get out in a year; plus Mr. Ray wrote me a real
good recommendation which should do the trick; because God only
knows I’ve had my fill of this place and I’m ready to leave! My
year was up a month ago and I’m still here, I guess they are going
to make me do the whole eighteen months. It was like someone let
the air out of my balloon. I thought about running, but if I got
caught they would give me more time, which I really didn’t want; I
had too much as it was. Pop Hayman dropped in the housing unit and
talked with the crazy woman; this was very unusual, the only time
he came by was to whip someone’s ass, and take them to the hole. I
wondered what was up, and then he called my name and thought that I
was getting my ass kicked for something, and reluctantly I went
over to where he was. I kept my distance, as I knew that he would
haul off and punch you out without warning, because I have seen him
do it time after time. I think that he gets off on it; this is
definitely another person that belongs in a rubber room, and he too
had better never come to Langley Park!

He told me to get my things together, that I
was being released. This made me grin from era to ear, as I was
finally getting out of this fucking place and none too soon!

 


Chapter # 2

First Love


Arriving home at the old apartment, things were just as they were
when I left, a year ago, I’m sixteen now and nothing had changed. I
knocked on the apartment door and my mother opened the door.



She said, “Welcome home, I hope you learned
your lesson this time, and keep your nose clean so that you don’t
have to go back again. By the way your probation officer called and
he wants you to call him right away, and he said that you had
better do it or he would send you back to Lock Raven tomorrow!”

I replied, “Yeah, Yeah! I’ll call him later;
he can wait. I’m starving, hope there is something to eat; I’m sick
of that state food.”

She said, “There is food in the ice box, help
yourself.”

I got something to eat and decided to call
that probation officer and get it over with. He said that he wanted
to see me right away. I caught a bus and headed for Hyattsville to
meet this new probation officer. Just from talking to him for a few
minutes on the phone I knew that he was going to be a pain in my
ass, and make my life as miserable as he could. When I got there, I
went to his office.

He told me, “Sit down, I’ll be with you in a
few minutes.”

This dude was a big guy, probably six foot
four and well over two hundred pounds and had a big attitude. This
probation officer was nothing like the last one that I had; I knew
right away I wasn’t going to get over on him. I sat there for a
long time and wondered if this was his way of letting me know who
was running the show. Then I heard him yelling at someone, it
wasn’t nice either. I looked over at this skinny little girl.

I asked, “Is this guy your probation officer,
does he always yell at people like that?”

She replied, “Yeah he does, and I hate his
guts. I wish he would die before I go in there. That’s all he does,
is yell and put you down, and tells you what a piece of shit you
are. I hate him; he has already sent me back Montrose two times and
he is probably going to send me back again.”

She asked, “What did you do to get here?”

I told her, “I just got out this morning and
as soon as I got home I was told that I had to come down to this
fucking place and see this fucker, or he was going to send me right
back; what an asshole!”

She looked over to the office door and said
in a low voice, “Do what he tells you to do or he’ll send you back
in a heartbeat; he doesn’t fuck around. He used to be a cop, but he
shot and killed the wrong guy, and he ended up here; that’s why he
has that attitude, he hates this job and he makes everybody’s life
a bitch. I hate him!”

I thought to myself, ‘boy this guy sounds
like someone that I’m going to hate as well; just my luck that I
get an asshole like this!’ The door opened and out came this kid
with red swollen eyes; you know that he was not a happy camper.

The probation officer told the girl with a
smirk on his face, “It’s your turn Becky.”

He looked over at me and said, “I’ll get to
you as soon as I deal with this girl. You just got out, right?”

I said, “Yes I did, and how long do I have to
wait, I’ve been here for over an hour?”

Well this is not the right thing to say; he
went off. He started screaming at me, “You think that you’re a bad
ass don’t you? You think just because you got out of jail today,
that you are going to do as you want, do what you did before you
went back to Lock Raven. Well guess what punk? You thought wrong;
you are going to do what I tell you to do, when I tell you to do
it, and you’re going to like it, or I’ll send you back so fast; it
will make your head spin. You got it punk? I have dealt with punks
like you for years, and I know how you think, that means that I
will always be one step ahead of you, do you know what I’m saying
punk?”

I replied, “Yeah, I’m not deaf, I heard you
loud and clear!”

I’m thinking to myself, ‘who the fuck does
this guy think I am. Who is he calling PUNK?’ Then he stood right
over me and said, “You’re one of these wise guys that thinks that
he is bad. I’ll tell you something punk, you and me are going to
bump heads, and you are in for something that you are not going to
like. Before I’m done with you, there will be no doubt in your mind
as to who is running the show; do you understand what I’m telling
you punk?”

I said, “First things first, I ain’t no punk,
and I don’t care if we do bump heads, I’ve bumped heads with people
all of my life!”

He didn’t like what I said one bit, I saw the
muscles in his jaw tighten up, and he told me, “Yeah! We’ll see
wise guy. I’ll see you in a couple of minutes!”

I guess this was supposed to scare me! He
went into his office and slammed the door behind him; the glass in
the door shook, and I thought it was going to break. This is my
luck, I get away from that crazy bitch at Lock Raven screaming at
me all of the time, and end up with this asshole; will it ever end?
Now I know what that girl meant; it was not hard to hate this
cocksucker; he just put a bad taste in your mouth, and I was
surprised he wasn’t working at that hellhole that I just came from,
he would fit in perfectly. There were a few people that I really
wanted to shoot, but I put this asshole was at the top of my list
and he had better get a grip before he gets something that he
doesn’t want. I’m starting to wonder if there are any sane people
left in this world.

I listened to him scream at that skinny
little girl; this guy was just another bully that needs to be put
in his place. I guess this guy thinks that intimidation is the only
way to deal with people, that you belittle someone and really make
them feel like they are a piece of shit, to get them to do what you
want them to do. Well I’m what you call a hardheaded kind of guy,
and I know exactly what the outcome is going to be; I’m going back
to Lock Raven, and there’s no doubt about it. As a matter of fact I
should go upside his head right now and get it over with because if
he keeps running his mouth at me, I do know what the outcome is
going to be.

The door opened and out came that girl and he
yelled out at her as she was leaving, “This is your last chance,
and then you go back, do you understand me young lady? Now get out
of here and shut the God damn door!”

The girl looked at me and said, “Thanks for
pissing him off, he took it out on me!”

I told her, “Sorry, but I just can’t put up
with the way that he talks to me; didn’t mean for it to come back
on you, sorry!”

She replied, “That’s okay man, I know exactly
what you mean; I wish I was a man, I’d punch him right in his
stinking face, or shoot his stinking ass! Remember what I told you;
don’t get him pissed off, don’t confront him, just do as he says
and he won’t be so hard on you. I think that he gets off on people
like you. Then again, you’ve already got him pissed. Well good luck
man, I hope it works out for you; I’m getting the fuck out of
here!”

She took off, and I started thinking, ‘I
really don’t want to go back to jail, but I don’t know if I can
deal with this asshole and take all of his shit and keep my mouth
shut. I guess we will see, and if I can’t, then I guess I’ll just
have to go back and finish the rest of my time. I just hope that he
doesn’t piss me of to the point that I can’t deal with it anymore
and blow his fucking head off!’

The door opened and he told me, “It’s your
turn tough-guy. Now get your ass in here; we have a few things to
talk about!”

I bit my tongue, and thought to myself, ‘just
be cool and don’t let him get you riled up, and make you blow it.’
I went in, sat down in front of his desk, and was not looking
forward to this little meeting.

First thing out of his mouth was, “So! You
think you’re a tough guy do you?”

I was really having a hard time with this, so
I just looked down at the floor and told him, “No I don’t think
that I’m a tough guy.”

He yelled, “What the fuck are you doing
looking at down on the floor? I’m over here; you look at me when I
talk to you, GOT IT PUNK?”

I looked up at him and said, “I got it!”

This is one of the hardest things that I’ve
ever done and I don’t know how much more of his shit I can take
before I lose it, as I don’t do well with people calling me a punk,
and I don’t forget about it either. Mrs. Tucker was bad enough, and
now I have to deal with this asshole, somebody really hates me
upstairs!

He looked over at me and said, “That’s
better. Now we can do this my way, or the hard way, it doesn’t make
any difference to me, I just put my eight hours in and go home.

You on the other hand, can go back to Lock
Raven this afternoon; all I have to do is call downstairs and get
an officer to lock your ass up for the night and send you back
tomorrow. Do you understand what I’m telling you?”

I replied, “Yes, I understand what you’re
saying.”

He looked across the desk at me and asked,
“Well, what’s it going to be; my way, or the hard way?”

As I gritted my teeth together until I
thought that would break, I reluctantly I said, “We’ll do it your
way.”

God, I’m really hating this, and I’m really
hating this guy, more so then anybody else that I’ve ran across in
my life. Guess I’ll just have to bite my tongue and do what he
tells me to do, and hope that will keep him happy and off my back
until I get off of probation, and the way it looks now, that is
really going to be so hard to deal with. We sat there for over an
hour, him telling me what I was going to do and what I was not
going to do. One of the major things that he told me was, I was
going to go to school every day; even if I was sick, and if I was
sick and didn’t go because I couldn’t, then I had better have an
doctors excuse or I’d be taking another trip to Lock Raven. I was
told that I was not aloud to be out of the apartment past nine
o’clock. He also wants me to bring my report card from school, so
that he can check it out. This guy is just being a one hundred
percent pure asshole, and is going to make my life miserable.
Little does he know; I can take whatever he can give; I hope I can
anyway. It is not like he is getting a cherry, I have been taking
shit from people all of my life, and it looks like he is not going
to be any different, so big fucking deal, have at it bitch. I so
wished, that I could him out in the fields where Earl lived, and he
would not raise his voice to another person, nor would he be
missed! The next day I went to re enroll in school. When I got to
the principle’s office I looked into his office and there was
someone else sitting at his desk, someone that I had never seen
before. I looked over at the vice-principle’s office and that jerk
was still here, sorry to say.

The lady that runs the office came to the
counter and said, “I know you, where have you been?”

I replied, “Away on vacation for a
while.”

She said, “Oh, you mean reform school. What
can I do for you?”

I told her, “I have to re-enroll in school as
soon as I can.”

I then asked her, “What happened to the old
principal?”

She said, “He had a heart attack and had to
retire, but that’s nice of you to ask.”

I said, “Well that’s too bad, I was looking
forward to seeing him again, he was alright with me!”

I’m already tired of walking. I had to walk
all the way to school, then all the way home; you’re talking about
twenty or so miles. I’m thinking about stealing another car, so I
don’t have to walk so damn much. I thought about it for a while and
decided that I would ride that stinking school bus and try to keep
my nose clean, for a while anyway. When I got home I called my
buddy Larry to let him know that I got out Lock Raven and was ready
to party, and hopefully get hooked back up with that chick that he
sat me up with before I left. I thought about her for many, many
nights at Lock Raven, and would sure like to try her on one more
time; it had been a very long year. Well just my luck, he wasn’t
home, so I decided to go see if there was anyone up at the drug
store.

On the way I stopped by Roy and Jacks even
though I knew that they were still at work; I left a note on their
door to let them know that I was out and would stop by later on
that night. When I opened the door to the drug store I hear a lot
of laughing; this was a good thing. It meant that there were some
of the people that I knew in there. As I got close to the soda
fountain I could see the people that were laughing, I did not
recognize anyone. I thought this very strange because all of my
friends hung out there; not these people; I wondered who they were,
and where they came from. I went back to the end of the soda
fountain by the magazines, sat down and ordered a hamburger and
coke. I had been thinking about the drugstore hamburgers the whole
time that I was away. I sat there at the counter when I felt
someone looking at me. I turned to the laughing crowd, and noticed
this girl looking at me. She then got up, and walked over to where
I was sitting and asked me if my name was Ronnie. She wasn’t bad
looking, just a bit young.

She said, “Don’t you remember me?” I looked
at her and for the life of me, I could not place her.

I said, “No, I’m really sorry but I sure
don’t.” I know that I had not been in the sack with her as she was
just too young and I eyed her body, she did have a helluva set of
boobs and a nice little compact body. I hated to sound like I was
stupid, but I had to ask her, “So, who are you; have we met
before?”

She stood back, put her hands on her hips,
and said, “I’m Vivian’s sister, and I just can’t believe that you
don’t remember me!”

I looked her up and down and couldn’t believe
my eyes. This was a snotty-nose little girl that was really homely
and had no figure what so ever, not like her sister. Now here she
is with lipstick on, nail polish and a still growing set of
promising boobs. I’ll have to admit; she did look damn good for
being so young, and I could see that she one day would be a looker,
just like her sister. I looked at her boobs, and wondered if she
had stuffed her bra with something, because they just looked too
big for her body, but then again, big boobs run in her family, so
they probably are real. If she wasn’t so young, I would love to
find out. Before I went back to Lock Raven, there were so many
other girls that I had known that did stuff their bras, because
they were flat chested, and the real bummer about that was, when
you would make out with them they would not let you feel them up,
because they didn’t want anybody to know that they did stuff their
bras with God only know what. Well I wasn’t about to find out about
this one; her sister would definitely kill me, and I still had
hopes of getting into here pants. I knew that what I was about to
ask her wasn’t cool, but I had to ask her anyway.

I asked her, “So! What in the world have you
been eating? I mean you have grown so much since the last time that
I saw you; I didn’t even recognize you with boobs and
everything!”

This made her blush and I knew that I
shouldn’t have asked her that. Guess I’ve been away too long, I
need to get laid, but not from some young kid, but I would wait
until she was a little older, and give it a shot then!

She looked down at her boobs and said, “Big
breast run in my family, you should know that; you do remember my
sister, don’t you?”

I laughed, and I replied, “Oh yes! I sure do
remember Vivian. By the way, where is your sister?”

She looked at me and said, “Vivian and Robert
got married a couple of months ago and she moved in with his
family. But, by the way she talks, she is not very happy; she keeps
talking about moving back home.”

This made me think, ‘maybe I still can get in
those pants if she moves back home.’ The more that I looked at this
girl, the more of Vivian I could see in her. Then I said to myself,
‘get a grip; she is too young to be messing around with. Although I
was so very horny; I knew better than to fuck around with her.’
Later on that afternoon, I headed up to the Hot Shops. I stopped at
the drug store first. I sat in my old stool and looked over to the
stool next to me. I saw this cute young girl sitting there.

I asked her, “So who are all of these kids
here and where is everybody at, that used to hang out here?”

She replied, “This is our hangout now, every
one that you know hangs out at the Hot

Shops and they won’t be there until later on.
They’re like a bunch of vampires; they don’t come out of the house
until it gets dark. We all joke about it.”

This made me think about that asshole
probation officer; if he caught me down there at night he would
surly violate me, and send me back. I have to see all of my friends
to let them know that I’m home and ready to party. I thought about
it for a while and decided to go wait for Jack and Roy to get home;
the probation officer won’t think of looking for me there. If he
did, then I would sick Roy and Jack on his sorry ass, and see if he
could intimidate them, like he tries to do with me.

I finished my burger and started to walk out
when someone from the crowd counter said, “Welcome home
Ronnie.”

I turned to see who said it but everyone was
looking at me, so I just said, “Thanks!” and walked out of the drug
store, but you know, it sure made me feel damn good. It was still
early, so when I got to Jack and Roy’s apartment, I sat down on the
front stoop and waited and waited, for them to come home. I was
getting bored and decided to go and see if Justin was home. When I
got there I knocked on the door, no one answered so I decided to go
back to the shopping center and hang out on the wall by the
breezeway, hoping someone came by. Well I sat there for over an
hour and nobody came by’ then I thought about what Vivian’s sister
said about no one comes out until dark. I decided to go back to
Roy’s, when I looked up and couldn’t believe what I saw. Walking up
the breezeway from of the shopping center side, came that piece of
shit probation officer of mine, I couldn’t believe it. He looked at
me and shook his head. I knew that I hadn’t done anything wrong,
but I felt guilty anyway.

He walked up to me, goy right up in my face
and asked me, “What the fuck are you doing here? You were supposed
to enroll in school! Do you want to go back the second day that
you’re out?”

I looked at him and said, “I already have
done that, I did it earlier today! How did you know that I was
here? You never told me that I couldn’t go to the shopping
center!”

He replied with a nasty tone, “Don’t worry
about how I knew that you were hanging out at the shopping center;
that’s none of your business how I knew. What I want to know is,
what are you doing here, why aren’t you home where you belong?”

I told him, “Hey, I just wanted to see some
of my old friends; that is not against the law, is it?”

He replied, “Don’t get smart with me you
little punk; I said that you are not suppose to be hanging out
anywhere. Do you understand what I’m telling you; don’t you
remember our little talk? Are you stupid or something, or you just
don’t understand English, what is it?”

I saw one of the kids that were inside the
drug store, sitting at the soda fountain, come up the breezeway. He
stopped about halfway, and listened to what was going on, turned
around, and beat feet in the other direction, which made me think
that the cops were looking for him, and he thought that this
asshole screaming at me was a cop.

I jumped down off the wall; this startled him
and he threw his hands up as if we were going to box me or
something, and I laughed at him.

I told him, “I’m not going to hit you man,
I’m not that stupid, and I understand English very well, thank you
very much!”

He glared back at me, and in a smart tone of
voice he said, “I wish you would hit me punk; that would give me a
reason to knock your head off, and nobody could say a thing to me
about it. Now you want to try your luck, and take a swing at
me?”

If he only knew how badly that I wanted to
punch his lights out, he wouldn’t be running his mouth at me, and
making my life more miserable than it already was.

I told him, “No I don’t, because if I did, I
know you would have me charged with assault, and I would go back to
jail, and besides that, I probably wouldn’t stop!”

If he only knew how bad I wanted to cave his
face in, he would go back from where he came from, stay there, and
forget all about me. I started to walk away when he grabbed my arm,
spun me around. My reflex’s kicked in and I almost nailed him, and
I wasn’t going to take too much more from this asshole!

He yelled, “You don’t walk away from me when
I’m talking to you PUNK!”

I jerked away from him and told him to keep
his hands off me. About that time all the kids that were in the
drug store came out, and were in the breezeway watched everything
that was going down.

They started yelling, “Get your hands off of
him, get your fucking hands off of him, asshole. He didn’t do
anything, leave him alone!”

This caught him off guard, as well as me. He
didn’t know what to say. He turned to me and asked, “What’s this,
your gang, aren’t they a bit young for you? Remember what I said,
and if I call you at your house, you had better be there!”

He then turned around real quick and walked
towards the crowd of kids, which was the only way for him to get
back to his car. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. They were
yelling all kinds of shit at him all kinds and the only thing he
could do was say, “Yeah! Yeah! You’re all nothing but punks, and I
know that one day, I’ll be seeing some of you down at my office,
and we’ll see then, now get the fuck out of my way!”

All I heard was, “Fuck you, fuck you asshole,
fuck you, and get out of here before you get your fucking ass
beat!”

You know, I thought they were going to jump
on his sorry ass, because they would get right up in his face and
tell him all kinds of shit, and I thought that it was really cool
that those kids, that didn’t even know me, stuck up for me, and put
that asshole in his place, something that I could not afford to do.
I know that the next time that I saw him I would have to pay for
it, but I didn’t care, because it was worth it. I do know one
thing; I know that I would give anything to catch that motherfucker
out in the field, where I shoot my shotgun, I would surly even the
score for once and for all.

After he left I yelled down to everyone,
“Thanks a lot, I don’t forget, you guys are really cool, you did
what I can’t, thanks!”

I turned and walk away. When I got back to
Roy’s I thought to myself, ‘this guy is really going to put damper
on my welcome home partying, what I am going to do?’ I do know one
thing for sure, I have to get a watch so I can get home before nine
o’clock, and hopefully after a while this asshole will leave me
alone when he calls and I am always there. I only have five months
left on my sentence, and then I’ll be rid of that son of a bitch; I
just hope that I can make it that long, and I don’t blow. Finally
Jack pulled into the parking lot; I couldn’t wait for him and Roy
to get out of the car. When they saw me they did a double take,
they didn’t know that I got out. You know, I really did miss these
two guys a lot, as they were like family to me, I was really glad
to see them.

Roy was the first one to say, “I don’t
believe that they let you out, you son of a bitch.”

They both were as glad to see me, as I was
them. We went up to the apartment and when we got in, it still
smelled just as bad as it did before I left; now I’m going to have
to get used to it all over again. I was telling them about the
probation officer that I got and the little stunt that he pulled at
the shopping center, and what all the new young kids that hung out
there told him, I just couldn’t believe how much things have
changed.

Jack got me a beer and said, “I wish that I
had been walking by when that happened

I would have put something on him, which he
would not soon forget. That shit ain’t necessary, trying to make
someone blow it, so that you can send them back to jail. That’s
bullshit and I do wish I had been walking by, we would have seen
how big of a man he really is!”

We sat there and drank a lot of beer, and
they told me everything that happened while I was away. I told them
all about Lock Raven, and Mr. Ray’s paint shop, and the nice lady
Mrs. Tucker. I looked up at the clock and I only had ten minutes to
get home. I asked Jack if he would give me a ride home and of
course he said no problem.

It was almost nine when I got there, Jack
said, “You better hurry and get in there in case he calls. You’ll
have to come by early tomorrow.”

I told him, “Thanks for the ride and I’ll
catch you tomorrow.”

No sooner, then I closed the door to the
apartment, the phone rang and sure enough, it was the asshole. He
told me, “You’re God damn lucky that you were home punk; I had your
papers right here in front of me, ready to go, and yes I was ready
to violate you. By the way, who were all those punk kids, were they
your gang?”

I told him, “You told me that I had to be
home by nine, that’s why I’m here. I don’t have a gang, and I don’t
have clue as to who those kids are.”

He replied, “I don’t believe you, I think
that you are a lying little punk, and like I told you before, no
missing any school, or you’re going back, and I can’t wait to send
you back, so you had better stay on your P’s and Q’s, or you’ll be
taking that long ride back to Baltimore, to your second home!”

Then he slammed the phone down on the
receiver. I thought to myself, ‘God I wish these five months were
over, so that I could get away from that nutty son of a bitch, that
guy belongs in a rubber room to, and I’m sure that’s where he will
end up, because he has lost it, for real; a nut job for sure.’
Going back to school was one of the best things that I ever did. I
met this pretty girl named Ruth Ann, and I would surly remember her
for the rest of my life; my first love. One reason is I have her
name tattooed on my upper arm. She was five foot five, curly long
blond hair, blue eyes and a great figure and absolutely precious.
Her mother dropped her off to school before I arrived, she would
wait by the flagpole until I got there; then we would just
talk.

One day I asked her if she would like to go
to the movies; she said yes which made me extremely happy, to say
the least. I was afraid she would say no because of all the
negative things that her girlfriends told her about me. It was no
secret that I was a fuck-up, and constantly in trouble with the
law; everyone knew it. This made absolutely no difference to her as
she liked me for who I was, not what I had done. Friday took a long
time coming, it didn’t seem like it ever would get here. Ruth Ann
called about five o’clock and told me that her mother was going to
drop her off at seven o’clock. I got cleaned up and headed for the
theater. My timing was perfect; we both got there at the same time.
She got out of the car and I went over to meet her mom. We said
hello and all of that, and she told Ruth Ann that she would pick
her up around nine thirty. I walked up and got the tickets. Ruth
Ann tried to give me money for her ticket.

I told her, “No way, when I ask you out, I
pay for everything. What would I look like, taking your money?”

She replied, “I just thought that you might
be a little short, and I don’t mind paying for my ticket. Tell you
what; I’ll buy the popcorn. How does that sound?”

I told her, “That falls under
everything.”

She said, “Okay, What ever you say.”

She put her hand in mine; we went inside; got
the drinks and popcorn. We went and looked for a seat. I looked
around for a place that was a little darker and less people, so we
could have a little privacy. We sat down and waited for the movie
to start. The lights went down and the movie started. I didn’t
really know if I should put my arm around her or not, because she
wasn’t like the rest of the chicks that I’ve been around. Then to
my surprise she grabbed my arm and put it around her shoulders.
This blew my mind, I was really starting to like this chick, and
like her a lot. Now that big question came to my mind; should I
kiss her or not? Well what the hell, I’ll take a chance; what could
she do, except not kiss me, slap me, turn away, or whatever. I
leaned over to kiss her, and low and behold, she met me half way.
Oh I was in heaven then. She was one hell of a good kisser, her
lips were so soft and sweet, plus she smelled really good, and I
loved it. I don’t even remember what the movie was about, we
made-out the whole hour and a half, and it sure took a toll on me.
When the lights came back on my bubble popped, as I knew that the
night was just about over and she would go home, and this made me
feel just about as good as when the judge told me that I was going
on vacation. We walked outside and waited for her mother. She
leaned over to kiss me, and said that we had better kiss now,
before her mother got there. This kiss, so much different then the
ones in the movie, so much better, as I got to put my arms around
her, and pull her close to my body and felt her boobs pressing up
against my chest, and I knew I had have this girl.

She told me, “My mother will let me stay out
a little longer the more she gets to know you, and you will have to
come to my house to meet my father, and if he likes you, all the
better. My mother is the one who says what is going on, and what is
not.”

About that time, I saw her mother’s car
pulling into the shopping center. I wanted to kiss her good night
but I didn’t think that her mother would like it, so I just walked
her to the car, opened the door and when she got in, I leaned down,
I said, “Good-night,” to her and her mother. My heart dropped as I
watched her drive off. The next day she called me around noon.

She said, “I had a really good time last
night, and hope that we could go out again.”

I replied, “How about tonight, how about
every night, how about until there is no more nights?”

She laughed and said, “That would be pushing
it a bit; my mother wouldn’t go for it this soon. Later on; after
she gets to know you things will be different and she will let me
go out with you a little more, and stay out a little longer.”

I said, “This is sounding better and better
all of the time; I just don’t know if I can wait that long, I want
to be with you all of the time and that’s not even enough. By the
way, how do you know what your mother will let you do; I mean do
you have a crystal ball or something?”

She replied laughingly, “I know because
that’s what she let my older sister do.”

I said, “That’s a good sign, how long does
all of this take? I’m not going to have to wait until you’re twenty
one, am I?”

She said, “Just two or three dates and if my
father likes you, I know my mom will, then it will be sooner.”

I hung up and as soon as I did the phone
rang; it was Larry. “He asked, “How come you didn’t call me when
you got out? I had to hear you were out from someone else. I was
wondering what was up with you.”

I replied, “I did call you first thing, but
no answer, I was going to call you again today; you just beat me to
it.”

Besides all of that, I got this probation
officer that is on my back, constantly. He even came to the wall,
where I was and got all in my shit, I just don’t believe it, this
guy is nuts, I mean fucking crazy man. The only thing that comes
out of his mouth is, “I’m going to violate your probation and send
you back,” plus he has a bad habit of calling me punk, and you know
how much I hate that!”

Larry said, “I know exactly who you are
talking about. This guy used to be a cop and they busted him down
to a probation officer, because he was trigger happy and killed
this unarmed guy. They had to get him out of the police department,
so that’s why he is there in the probation department. They say
that he has violated more people then any probation officer ever.
Damn buddy, you are going to have to do the rest of your probation
the way that he wants you to do it or he will send you back to Lock
Raven; in a heartbeat.”

I replied, “That’s just fucking great, five
months of hell, that’s how long I have left on my sentence! I just
went through 13 months of hell with this crazy bitch at Lock Raven!
I’ll just have to watch what I do; bet you never thought that you
would hear that coming out of my mouth, huh? I want to thank you
again for hooking me up with that chick; she was just too fucking
much man; that was a hell of a send off buddy, thanks. Where is
that chick anyway, is she still around?”

Larry said, “You know, I really don’t know. I
haven’t seen her down at the Hot Shops for a while. Why, do you
want to do her again?”

I said, No! No! I have a chick I really like!
I was just wondering if she was still around, I thought about her a
lot at night, at Lock Raven.”

Larry laughed and said, “Yeah, I’ll bet you
did. I wouldn’t mind trying her out again myself; she was the best
lay that I ever had. You know I have a couple of places lined up;
I’ve been waiting for you to get out, because I know that you would
need some bread. These places are a meatball, in and out, quick
style. We could put a couple hundred in our pockets with very
little trouble. What do you think are you up for it? We can do this
tonight, or this weekend.”

I replied, “You know what? I sure could use
some money; I don’t have much left in my stash. Let me think about
it. I’ll tell you something else; there is a snitch somewhere, and
we got to find out who it is or you will be going back to the joint
with me. I know this for a fact, because the probation officer knew
exactly where to find me the other day, and there’s no way that he
just happened to walk to the back of the shopping center and find
me; someone told him that I was there, that’s how he found me. We
have to find out who the snitch is and take care of business,
before I go back to jail!”

Larry said, “This is bullshit, I don’t say
anything to anybody about what I do! So I’ll ask around and find
out who has been busted lately, and we will find out who the snitch
is. He has had to snitch on other people; I just haven’t heard of
anybody getting busted, or anybody saying that someone snitched on
them. Someone will know who is suspected of someone snitching: I’ll
spread the word around for everyone to keep his or her ears and
eye’s open. This is bad, real bad. I ain’t doing anything until I
find out. But don’t worry, if you need some bread let me know, I
will take care of you, I’ve some stashed!”

I said, “Thanks buddy, I knew that I could
count on you. Here is something else to think about; if the ex
cop/probation officer knows what is going on in Langley Park, so do
the cops. You can’t slack up on this; you got to get on it right
away before someone goes to jail. We have to know who the snitch
is!”

He said that he would get on it and get back
to me with in a week. Well, as long as I don’t do anything, then no
one can snitch on me. I do know one thing, I know that I have to go
to school and be home so if that asshole calls me, I’ll be at home;
this is going to be a long five months. I decided I would walk up
to the drug store and see who is there. I’m hoping to see the guys
and do a little partying before it gets too late.

Arriving at the drug store, I saw Justin
standing out in front. I yelled, “Hey you!”

He looked around until he saw me, then his
face lit up and he came over to me and said, “I don’t believe it!
When did you get out? I thought you had another six or so months
left.”

I said, “Yeah I did, but that place is packed
to the max. They are cutting all kinds of guys lose, to make room.
You know that place is integrated now and it’s full of these guys
from Baltimore, I mean, half of the city has to be in there; they
have people sleeping on the floor. Plus there ain’t anything but
fights going on, and if you don’t know how to fight; you learn
fast. It’s tough to do time in that place.”

Justin said, “Well that surely sucks! Come on
inside, Danner is in there and I know he will shit where he sees
you. We haven’t been partying much lately and he’ll be glad to see
you.”

We walked to the soda fountain; Danner was
throwing tongue down this girl’s throat. I walked up behind him and
whispered in his ear, “I’m next!”

He abruptly stopped, turned around and said,
“What the fuck are you doing out?”

In addition, in a low voice he said, “Did you
escape or what?”

I laughed and said, “I told the people that
run that joint, that my buddies missed me, and they didn’t have
anyone to party with, so they let me come home to entertain you
guys.”

Danner laughed, and introduced the girl that
was sitting with him. She looked at me and said, “I’ve heard all
about you, and I heard that you party hard, and I’m looking forward
to it, and my sister would just love you!”

I replied, “I like this girl already.”

She slid off of the fountain stool and the
skirt she had on slid all the way up to her panties, she could have
cared less. This girl was the finest girl that Danner had ever had.
She was very cute and had a helluva body and I wondered what she
was doing with Danner.

I looked over at Danner and laughingly said;
“I see that you are moving up in the world brother; you finally
found a nice looking chick.”

He grinned and said, “You got that right.
Tammy and me have been going together right after you got sent
up.”

He grabbed her around her waist and said,
“So, is she a looker or what?”

I didn’t want to say what was on my mind, so
I kept my mouth shut. This made her blush a little; but Danner was
absolutely right, she was a looker, and she looked like she could
really put something on you. The thought did come to mind, that if
she ever got rid of Danner I would surely like to try her on. The
soda fountain stools were all taken, so I stood up and ordered a
coke and burger. I looked around and there were a couple of the
kids that got on my probation officer.

I nodded to them and said, “Thanks” Other
than Justin, Danner and Tammy; I knew no one else in the store.

I asked Justin, “So, who are all these new
faces? I’ve only seen one of them before. I can’t believe that this
place has changed this much in just a year, and where did all these
young girls get these bodies at?”

Tammy looked at me and laughed. She asked me,
“How long have you been away? You must be really horny, I have a
sister that I can fix you up with; she is not very smart, but she
looks good, and she puts out.”

I had to laugh and told her, “If she looks as
good as you I might very well take you up on that. I haven’t been
away that long it’s just that these girls look different from what
I remember. They are showing a helluva lot more skin than
before.”

Danner said, “Ever since these short skirts
came out, all the young ones look pretty damn good now, but they
are jail bait, so watch yourself, or you will go back to jail.”

I replied, “They look good but I’m not stupid
and I’m not going back for that, I don’t care how much skin they
show me.”

Tammy said, “Yeah they look good, but most of
them are just little dick teaser’s; they don’t put out, like I said
my sister’s does.”

I told her, “I’ll keep that in mind.”

Justin said, “Let’s get Roy or Jack to get us
some beer, so we can give you a welcome home party!”

Tammy said, “That sounds good to me; want me
to call my sister?”

I’m thinking to myself, ‘it sure sounds like
she is trying to pawn her sister off on me, which id starting to
make me wonder what is on that lovely mind of hers.

I said, “No, that’s ok, but I’ll keep it in
mind!”

I pulled Danner down by the phone booths and
asked him, so what is up with this sister thing? Does she have a
wooded leg or something?”

Danner said, “No, actually she is a very nice
looking girl, and has a helluva body. I think that her boyfriend
broke up with her and she is all down in the dumps and Tammy is
just trying to hook her up with someone so she’ll stop moping
around the house. Tammy tells me all she does is cry, and Tammy
can’t take much more. If I were you, I would go for it, she is a
nice looking chick; she looks a lot like Tammy, and if I wasn’t
going with Tammy, I’d fuck her in a heartbeat, I might anyway!”

About that time Tammy yelled, “What’s going
on, are we going to party or what?”

We all walked out of the drug store and
headed for Roy and Jacks. We were in luck; they were home. The
closer that we got the louder the country music was blasting.

Tammy said, “Please tell me that we won’t
have to listen to that hillbilly music; that’s all my parents
listen to and it drives me crazy!”

I said, “No they will let you listen to
whatever you want to’ especially as good looking as you are.”

She said, “I’m not that good looking.”

I gave her the once over and told her, “Oh
yes you are!”

Justin said, “Yeah right, you’re not good
looking at all!”

I knocked on the door and Roy opened it and
said, “Y’all come on in. Roy asked, well who is this?”

Danner said, “This is my girlfriend
Tammy.”

Roy said with a big grin on his face, Glad to
meet you, don’t mind the mess; we don’t have a woman around here to
clean up.”

I went back and knocked on Jacks door. I
yelled, “Jack! Are you in there Jack?”

Jack answered, “Yeah I’m in here, I’ll be out
in a minute’ go get yourself a beer! Who is out there anyway?”

I told him, “You’ll see when you come
out!”

I went into the kitchen and opened the icebox
and got a beer. I yelled out to the living room, “Who wants a
beer?”

Everyone said, “I do, I do!”

I got the beers and gave everybody one. Jack
came out of his bedroom, God he was reeking of after-shave
lotion.

He asked, “So, what’s everybody doing?”

Then he came over and gave me a great big
bear hug, and told me that they missed me and it was good that I
was out. I watched his eyes, and I knew exactly where they were
going to go, and sure enough, they went right to Danner’s
girlfriend, and they very well should because she was a looker,
probably the best looking girl that anyone has brought over to
their apartment, beside that chick that gave me the send off party.
I looked at Jack, shook my head and laughed. Looking at this Tammy
chick did make me think about hooking up with her sister, but then
on the other hand, these chicks that break up with their boyfriends
only want to talk about them and I don’t need to hear that shit
right now.

Besides that, I have my eye on something that
I really do want and she is a, “Nice girl.”

Everybody put their money together and gave
it to jack; he folder it in half and stuffed into his pocket.

He looked over at me and said, “Come on, I’ll
need some help carrying two cases of beer back here.”

Justin said, “He can’t go, but I’ll go with
you, seeing how I’m going to help drink the beer.”

I said, “Any other time after five months I
can go, but now is not a good time; I don’t know when that asshole
might show up and it wouldn’t look good for you to be seen with me,
especially with a couple cases of beer in hand!”

Jack said, “You’re right, I forgot all about
him and I surly don’t need to get busted for buying beer for
minors.”

I had to laugh when Jack walked to the front
door. He just couldn’t help himself; he had to get one more look at
Tammy’s legs, which were almost fully exposed from sitting on the
couch with that short skirt on. Tammy saw Jack looking at her legs
and she couldn’t have cared less. The way that I see it, is if
these girls didn’t want you checking them out, then they shouldn’t
be flaunting what they got. Bottom line, they love guys to check
them out; that’s why they wear the clothes they do. I looked over
at Roy, and he to made me laugh; he was doing his best not to look
at Tammy’s legs, but he just wasn’t very successful, I caught him
taking a peep every time that he thought that no one was watching.
Roy is something else, and I had to laugh, and thought how good it
was to be out and to be with my friends again. It seemed that they
walked out the door and walked back in with the beer. Jack brought
the beer in the kitchen, put half in the refrigerator, took the
other case, and put it on the coffee table.

Jack said, “Have at it y’all, life is short,
drink up!”

Everyone grabbed a beer and the party was on.
Jack also got some pork skins, some were hot and some were not.

Jack told us, “You guys have to get some
grease in your stomach; before you start drinking.”

I asked jack, “You got anymore of that
moonshine? I’m sure that Tammy would like to try some.”

Danner said, “No way is she drinking any of
that shit, because I ain’t carrying her home over my shoulder and
her barffing all over my back!”

Tammy said, “I would like to try some; I’ve
heard so much about it from you and your little experience drinking
it.”

Danner said, “There ain’t no way that I’m
letting you drink that stuff, no way!”

Roy cut in and said, “Not to worry, we don’t
have anymore left.”

I couldn’t help but notice that Tammy was
starting to get buzzed. When Danner got up to use the bathroom;
Tammy started to get a little frisky and a lot friendlier. Next
thing I knew, she stood up and started unbuttoning her blouse.

She said, “You guys want to see a real set of
boobs!”

I was the first one to say, “Hell yes we
do!”

She got the blouse off, and let me tell you;
she had a very nice set of boobs, even with the bra on, and we
couldn’t wait for her to take that bra off. She started dancing to
the music, and reached around to undo her bra when Danner came back
into the living room.

Danner looked at her and said, “I just can’t
leave you alone for a minute, can I?”

He looked at us and said, “She is so proud of
her boobies, and just loves to show them off; you guys want a
peek?”

I watched the look on Roy and Jacks faces;
they looked like a couple of kids at Christmas time waiting to open
their presents. Once she got the go ahead from Danner she reached
around and unhooked her bra and removed it. Everyone cheered as
this was a helluva site; she was surly stacked, and she knew it and
had the prettiest, pink hard nipples that I had seen in a long
time, and she didn’t mind showing them one bit, nor did we mind
looking at them. Danner seemed to like it. He was showing off his
girlfriend and he wanted us all to know how lucky that he was to
have a fine looking girlfriend like her.

He looked at us and said, “Okay, you guys
have seen enough, show is over!”

I thought that Roy was going to cry when
Danner said that. He grabbed her blouse and bra and told her to
come to the bathroom so that he could help her put it back on.
After they got up and went to the bathroom.

Roy was the first one to say, “God! That girl
is one healthy young girl, and I wish that I was young again, I
would ride that for weeks, hehehehe!”

Jack passed the church key and beers around
and said, “That sure doesn’t happen around here all of the time;
and it sure was nice! He is going to have to bring her back
sometime, because I could look at her boobs all day long! Do you
think that she would give it up for a bunch of money, Ha! Ha!
Ha!”

He laughed and grabbed the pork skins, and a
beer sat back in the armchair and grinned. I looked up at the clock
on the wall and knew that I only had about a half of an hour before
I had to leave and start home, so if the asshole called, I’d be
home. This is really getting to be a drag on my partying, and I do
not like it one bit. After getting Jack to drive me home, I asked
my mother if anyone had called. She was already drunk and probably
wouldn’t have answered the phone anyway and if she did, she
wouldn’t remember. When she gets that way, it’s like she is in her
own little world and nothing bothers her, she just doesn’t care;
probably my fault.

I just shook my head and went to my room. No
sooner than I closed the bedroom door the phone rang. I hurried
back into the living room and answered the phone. Sure enough, it
was the probation officer.

He told me, “It’s a damn good thing that you
were home, and you can count on this all of the time; at least for
the next five months!”

Then he hung up; no good-by, no fuck you, no
nothing, just hung up on me. Oh well, fuck him. I went back to my
room and laid down on my bed and thought, ‘I wondered how long this
guy is going to make it before somebody blows him away?’ Then the
phone rang again. I was hopping that it was Ruth Ann, so I hurried
back to the living room. Well to my surprise, it wasn’t Ruth Ann;
it was the asshole again. Now I know how he works, he waits until a
few minutes to go by, then he calls you back to see if you left
your house after he calls.

He told me, “This is just to let you know
that you had better not think that just because I call once, you
can leave your apartment and I won’t call back. You got it?”

The fucker hung up on me again; God! I’d love
to catch him out in the field. First thing Monday morning I was out
there waiting for the bus. This one little jerk tried to start a
conversation with me. I don’t know if it was because these kids
were around three years younger than me or what; just didn’t want
anything to do with any of them, as I felt like I was in
kindergarten.

I told him, “Look, you don’t know me and you
won’t know me, so shut the fuck up before I knock you out!”

The kid looked at me and decided that it was
best just to leave me alone. The bus finally showed up. I got on
first, so that I could get the last seat in the back of the bus. I
liked to sit there because no one was behind me. I looked around at
the kids on the bus and I was the oldest, with the exception of the
bus driver. This made me think, ‘if I don’t complete a year at
school so that I can pass, this is going to get a lot worse than it
is right now.’ When we pulled into the parking area to be let off
of the bus, I looked out the window and there was Ruth Ann waiting
for me to get to school. She was three grades ahead of me and knew
all of the teachers, so if she was late, it didn’t matter as she
was a straight A student, and she could get away with it.

I reached over and grabbed her books and
said, “I’ll carry those.”

As I reached to take the books out of her
arms my hand accidentally touched her boob. I said, “Sorry.”

She said with a smile on her face, “That’s no
big deal; don’t worry about it, lets go to class.”

I thought, ‘God I wish we were someplace else
other than this damn school.’ After walking her to her class, I
went to mine. When I walked through the door, everyone looked at
me, which made me feel very uneasy.

The teacher said, “It’s nice that you could
join us today. Do you think that tomorrow you could get here on
time?”

I said, “Sorry, I had to use the
restroom.”

I went to the back of the classroom and sat
in my chair; I started thinking about this Friday night when Ruth
Ann, and me go to the movies. The teacher caught me off guard and
asked me something about what she was talking about. I didn’t have
a clue so I asked her to repeat what she said because I didn’t hear
her.

She glared back at me and said, “If you are
going to attend my class, you have to pay attention to what is
going on. Do you understand me Ronnie?”

I said, “Yes, sorry I’ll do better.”

This teacher was one of my better teachers
and I really didn’t want to piss her off, so

I’ll just have to try and pay attention a
little bit harder. She wouldn’t send down to the principles office,
but the rest of my teachers would in a heartbeat. The week went
very slow and I was loaded down with homework, so after school I
didn’t go out, I stayed home and did it. This was really getting
old, but thinking about Ruth Ann, I decided that I would give it my
all and get this school thing over with.

Finally, Friday was here. Ruth Ann told me,
“My father wants to meet you, Larry and his girlfriend before we go
to the drive-in movies. Don’t worry, he’ll like you, don’t
worry!”

I replied, “I’ll do whatever it takes to make
your parents know that you are in good hands, and nothing is going
to happen to you while you’re with me.”

She replied, “Yes, I surely do know
that!”

Larry picked me up early and I told him that
he and his girlfriend were going to have to come in the house and
meet Ruth Ann’s parents. He said, “No problem.”

We went and picked his date up first and
headed to Ruth Ann’s to meet her family.

Normally I wouldn’t give a rat’s ass what a
chick’s parents thought about me, but this was entirely different,
I wanted them to like me so they would continue to let her go out
with me. At this point in my fucked-up life I really wanted this to
come off without a hitch, as it was very important to me. I had
never felt this way about a girl before and it was a new experience
for me, and I didn’t want to blow it. We arrived at Ruth Ann’s
house; pilled out and went to meet the parents. When we walked in
the house, her father who was not all that big of a man was sitting
in a big armchair which made him seem smaller than he really was.
He was smoking a pipe, turned and looked us over.

He said, “Come in, come on in. I’ve heard a
lot about you, now I get to meet you.”

I replied, “I’ve heard a lot about you as
well and was looking forward to meeting you Sir.”

Ruth Ann came down the stairs and said, “Has
everyone met? If so we have to get going or we will miss the
beginning of the movie.”

Her mother and father seemed like really good
people, someone that I could get along with. She went over and
kissed her father good-by on his forehead, and we left for the
movies. When we got there someone asked what was playing and I
thought, ‘who cares, I’m not planning on watching it anyway; I’ve
got something else on my mind and it ain’t watching the movie.’

We found a place where there wasn’t a lot of
other cars and parked. I asked Ruth Ann, “Do you want anything from
the snack bar?”

She said, “I don’t know, let’s go and
see.”

I was glad that Larry gave me some money
because I would have hated to ask Ruth Ann for money. We got our
snacks and went back to the car. The movie started and so did I.
The back seat was huge, so there was a lot of room to move around
in. I put my arm around Ruth Ann, and she snuggled right up next to
me. God she smelled good, and felt hella good as well. I reached
over and kissed her; she like melted in my arms so the kissing
became very intense, very quickly and we both were getting very
worked up. I wanted to feel her boob, but I didn’t want to get her
mad. I decided to accidentally let my hand slide down on her boob
and see what her reaction would be. Well I slid it on her boob; she
didn’t get mad, she got hot. She was moaning; I was getting so
worked up, I thought that I was going to bust a load in my pants. I
figured I would try and go a little farther and get my hand inside
of her bra. I undid the buttons on the front of her shirt; she
didn’t say anything and let me continue.

After her shirt was open I ever so gently put
my hand inside of her shirt and on her boob. I couldn’t believe it;
she was letting me do whatever I wanted to do, so I figured I’d
really get bold and try and get my hand inside of her bra. She was
panting and thrusting her body towards me; I said to myself, ‘it’s
now or never.’ I slid my hand inside of her bra; she grabbed it and
pulled it out. I’m thinking, ‘should I try again, or wait for the
next date and try again.’

She kept on thrusting her tongue inside of my
mouth, and then to my surprise she took my hand and put it on her
boob again. So I went back to feeling her up, the more that I did,
the more she worked up she became. I figured what the hell I’m
going to try and get my hand inside her bra again. This time I
pulled her bra up over her boobs, where they were both exposed; she
said nothing I felt her firm young breast, and her erect nipples;
she was going crazy, then she really blew my mind; she pulled my
head down to her boobs, so I did what she wanted me to do; I took
her hard nipple into my mouth and gently sucked it, and kissed both
of them, this was tearing me up; I didn’t know how much more I
could take. She reached around and undid her bra so that it
wouldn’t be in the way and I continued to caress those beautiful
young boobs. About that time, Larry and his girlfriend stopped
making out and said that they were going to the snack bar. I
thought, ‘hot dog, now I’ll see exactly how far that she will let
me go.’ We started kissing again and getting hot again, so I slid
my hand onto her knee, she let me so, I started moving it up the
inside of her leg; God her thighs were so soft and firm; she let me
continue so I did. Then out of the blue she said, “Please stop!”
Then slammed those legs shut like a clam, and I knew that this was
as far as she was going to let me go; this was the end of the road,
and I reluctantly removed my hand.

She said, “I’m sorry, please don’t be mad at
me, I want you too, but we’re going too fast, I’m sorry!”

I replied, “I’m not mad and I’m sorry that I
got carried away; you just made me so hot I couldn’t help
myself.”

She asked me if I would hook her bra and I
did. Then she buttoned her shirt back up, and told me again, “I’m
sorry!”

I told her, “Don’t worry about it.”

She replied, “I guess you won’t want to go
out with me again.”

I told her, “Are you crazy? I’m not letting
you get away that easy; things will happen when they happen, okay?
I’m not going to push it; I’ll wait until you’re ready.”

She reached over and kissed me very gently
and said, “You’re so sweet; I have never met anyone like you, and I
really want to go out with you again.”

I replied, “Oh yes! We are definitely going
out many, many more times; and that’s for sure.”

She leaned over and kissed me again, with a
lot more enthusiasm then the last kiss. This kiss became longer and
longer, and I started to get more excited the longer that it we
kissed, the more excited we became. Then to my surprise she stopped
kissing me on the lips, and started kissing, and sucking on my
neck, which really got me going.

I can’t believe that I did this. I pushed
away and told her, “We can’t do this again I can’t handle it, I’m
hurting already.”

She said, “I’m so sorry, I don’t mean to
tease you; I just like kissing you, it’s like I can’t get enough of
you and I have to go home. I wish that I could go home with you,
but I can’t!”

I said, “I’m the one that wishes you could
come home with me, believe this!”

Larry and his girlfriend came back to the
car. When they got in the car, they had no cokes or anything else
in their hands.

I had to ask, “I thought that you guys went
to get something to eat?”

Larry replied, “No we weren’t getting
something to eat; we had to use the restrooms.

Besides that the movie is almost over, where
have you two been, we didn’t see you in the car?”

I said, “Busy!”

Larry turned, smiled and replied, “Welcome
home Ron.”

The night was coming to an end and I didn’t
want it to, but I had to get her home when I said I would or they
probably wouldn’t let me take her out again. When we arrived at
Ruth Ann’s house I got out and Ruth Ann was right behind me. I
walked her up to the front door. I was getting ready to kiss her
good night when the front door opened and there stood Ruth Ann’s
mother.

She asked, “Did you two have a good time? It
was very nice of you to walk her to the door; not many people do
that anymore.”

I turned and started to walk to the car and I
said, “Good night Mrs. Hicks, good night Ruth Ann, I’ll give you a
call tomorrow.”

I got in the car and first thing out of
Larry’s mouth was, “Boy you two were really going at it; that’s why
we went to the snack bar, so that you could get laid.”

I told Larry, “No, she is not that kind of
girl; but I’ll tell you what, I sure wish that she was, I got a bad
case of blue balls, I mean really bad!”

Larry laughed and said, “That chick digs you;
she will give it up to you; if you can get her by herself. She’s
one of these goody-two-shoes and she ain’t going to do it with
anybody around, I can tell you that right now!”

Larry’s girlfriend said, “I feel so sorry for
you, I can only imagine how you feel, right now. As much moaning
and groaning that you two were doing, I thought that you guys were
going to do it right in the back seat; as a matter of fact, it
really turned me on, so I know how you feel, especially after being
locked up for all of that time.”

I said, “I didn’t think that we were making
that much noise; it didn’t seem like it anyway, I tried to keep it
down, but she just really turned me on, and you don’t have any idea
how I feel right now!”

Larry then said in a laughingly tone, “It
wasn’t you that was being loud, it was your girlfriend. She is a
hot one, and one day, you will score, I can tell!”

Larry dropped me off at my apartment. I said,
“Good night and thanks for taking us along, without you, I probably
would had to hang out at her house and that would have sucked!”
Another couple of words for the file, (Very Very, Horny)

Chapter # 3

A
Virgin

I stayed over at Ruth Ann’s so much that they
considered me one of the family, and I really liked her parents as
well. One day I asked Mrs. Hicks if she would peg my pants (making
the pant legs tighter by sewing the seams in the legs) she said,
“No problem, just bring them over and I’ll take care of them. Her
mother and father turned out to be really cool; her little brother
was another story, we just didn’t hit it off form the jump. I don’t
know what his problem was and really didn’t care. Her parents would
even go to bed early so that we could be together alone. I thought
that was cool, but that little shit would not go to bed and leave
us alone. When we wanted to go somewhere, her mother would take us
and pick us up. They knew that I didn’t have drivers license or a
car, so I couldn’t very well bring a stolen car over to her house
and pick her up. One-day luck smiled on me. I was going to be able
to get Ruth Ann over to my apartment where we for a change could be
alone, and hopefully we could make love; not fuck! The other girls
that I got in the sack, I fucked; it did not matter with me
afterwards, just another fuck. Ruth Ann on the other hand, I think
that I truly did love, as the feelings that I had when I was with
her were genuine, and she was the only one that I truly wanted to
be with. Ruth Ann, I think also wanted to make love with me as much
as I did her. I told her that I would pick her up at the bus stop
the next morning right before the bus came. I thought about this a
helluva lot, thought that it might not be the best thing to do
because I didn’t want to pressure her into something that she
really did not want to do, and I end up losing her in the process,
but I just had to have her, as I could not do anymore of the blue
ball’s thing.

One of the girls that she was friends with
that rode the bus with her asked, “Aren’t you going to school
today?”

Ruth Ann replied, “Oh yes, my boyfriend is
giving me a ride; see you there.”

I said, “We have to go or you’re going to be
late.”

Judging by the look on her friends face, she
didn’t believe Ruth Ann. The bus came just as we were pulling off.
We got on Riggs Road and headed for my apartment.

Ruth Ann was very quite, so I asked her,
“Something the matter? You know if you don’t want to do this, we
don’t have to.”

She replied, “No that’s not it. I just never
have skipped school before, and especially with a boy, so this is
all very new to me and strange as well. Where did you get this
car?”

I hated to lie, so I told her, “I borrowed
it,” which was the truth.

She slid over next to me and grabbed my thigh
and said, “There is nothing that I wanted to do more that be with
you and I don’t care what it takes; I love you, and want to be with
you, forever.”

When we arrived at my apartment there weren’t
any parking spaces far enough away from the apartment, so I went to
the next lot over, found one and parked. Ruth Ann didn’t know that
the car was stolen and I wasn’t about to tell her.

She asked me, “How come you are parking so
far away from your apartment?”

I replied, “Its better parking here; no one
to run into your car.”

Well I surely did hate lying to her, but what
was I going to do? When we got inside the apartment she went over
and sat down on the couch. I asked her if she wanted a coke, she
said yes, so I got both of us one.

I told her, “Come on, let’s go to my
room.”

She looked at me and said, “Okay,” and to the
bedroom we went. She went over and sat on the edge of the bed, I
sat down beside her. She seemed very uncomfortable which made me
feel like we were doing something wrong, something that she did not
really want to do.

I asked her again, “Are you sure that you
want to go through with this. If not, then we won’t, and I will not
be mad at you. I love you and I want you to want this as much as I
do; if you’re not ready, then you’re not ready; I will wait until
you are.”

She leaned over and kissed me, so I guess
that means she wants to do it. I kissed her back very passionately,
and she responded, and I knew that it was on. She lay back on the
bed pulling me with her. I thought that I would try and take it
slow, but this wasn’t the case. When I kissed her she absolutely
went into a fit of passion. She was taking my clothes before I
could get hers off. She had this dress that was ideal for this; it
had a zipper that ran from the top of the dress to the very bottom
and easy to get off. She lay there just in her bra; panties,
stockings and guarder belt, she looked hella good, and hella sexy.
I lay down next to her and she was all over me. She sat up on top
of me and unhooked her bra and let it fall to the bed. This
actually was the first time that I had seen her boobs in the
daylight. I did a lot of playing around with them, but I had never
really seen them because we were always in the dark.

Let me tell you, those were the most
beautiful boobs that I had ever seen. My hands went to her boobs
like magnets too steel, and this really got her going. I rolled her
over and started kissing her, which really got her going. I put my
hand down between her legs, it was different this time, and she
opened them wide, and let me do what I’ve wanted to do ever since
that night at the drive-in. I tried to be as gentle as I could be,
but she became like a wild animal. I pulled her panties off and
then my shorts. I slid in between her legs, and kissed her softly;
she lay there and waited for me to enter her. I tried and found out
that this wasn’t going to be easy, for she was a virgin. I thought
to myself, ‘I’ve never had a virgin before; and was I suppose to do
something special to her or just do what I know. Since I only knew
one way, which was the way I had to do it. It hurt her badly; I
asked her if she wanted me to stop.

She answered me by digging her fingernails
into my back and pulling me to her. I said to myself, ‘I guess that
I really don’t understand women, but this was definitely worth
waiting for and I’ll remember that day, until the day they put me
in the ground. It was definitely the best sex that I have ever had
in my whole life and I doubt if it will ever be topped.’ We both
climaxed at the same moment and it was like I was struck by
lighting; I had never had a climax that was this intense before. I
rolled off of her and we lay there with her in my arms
side-by-side, exhausted. This was the best day of day my life, as I
had never had the fulfillment, that I had that most wonderful day,
and I would never forget it, never ever!

Later on Larry called; I answered it and told
him, “I surely did not want her to go back home, I think that I
love the chick, and don’t say anything to anybody, okay?”

Larry said, “I won’t, don’t worry about it
man! Now back to business, hate to have to see you take her back
home, but I don’t want for her to get in any trouble for skipping
school, and being with you all day.”
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