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Introduction


Lauren Smith. A divorced mother of three. A thirteen-year-old daughter, Roslynn; a ten-year-old son, Franklin; and a five-year-old daughter, Ashley. She loved her children, but they were a handful.


Roslynn talks back, has a bad attitude, and is doing poorly in school. She had been kicked out of two different schools the previous year. Franklin just wanted to play video games all day. He refuses to do any chores or clean up after himself. He was very lazy and dependent. Ashley, the youngest, was an epic crybaby. She will cry for just about any reason. Even when everything is going perfectly fine, she will cry just to ruin the fun for everyone else. She wets the bed on purpose and loves to draw on the walls.


They reside in the suburbs of the North County of San Diego in Carlsbad, California. Lauren is a registered nurse and a successful Realtor. She has been divorced and separated from her husband, Jackson, for over two years. Jackson works in the culinary arts industry. Currently: he is the manager at Denny’s. His goal has been to open 50 restaurants across the United States. This is a dream he’s had since he met his now ex-wife, Lauren.


Lauren invested financially in all of Jackson’s entrepreneurial ideas: a catering truck, a food cart at the mall, a bakery, and a bar-b-que restaurant. The problem was that Jackson did not apply the same enthusiasm to his business as he did when begging his wife for help with these business ideas. He complained constantly but never fixed anything, which was a winning strategy that ran all the businesses into the ground.


Lauren finally opened her eyes and realized that she had had enough. Reality hit her like one hundred tons of missed opportunities dropped on the center of her head. She decided that she wanted to be catered to. She wanted to laugh more, feel protected, and be comforted. She wanted to live on the edge a little. Maybe enjoy life with a man who is successful, handsome, and wise. An intelligent, fit, nicely dressed, and funny person. A person who also knew how to fight and would protect her and her family with his entire being.


So, Lauren packed her bags, grabbed her kids, and said, “We are moving to LA.”
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Chapter 1


Lauren’s friend Tammy was a successful and wealthy clothing designer. She was well known throughout LA and resided in a suburb known as Baldwin Hills.


Baldwin Hills is also known as Black Beverly Hills. Many politicians, doctors, comedians, actors, and entertainers call this Los Angeles community home.


Being that Lauren was doing pretty well financially; she was able to move into the Baldwin Hills community expeditiously.


Two months after moving into her new neighborhood, with new neighbors and new school districts for her children, she was finally ready to start dating. She met up with her friend Tammy for   at Roscoe’s House of Chicken and Waffles in LA, off La Brea. It was packed, and there was a long wait to be seated. As luck would have it, Tammy’s friend Angela was at the front of the line with the rest of her party. Angela invited both Tammy and Lauren to join their party. When they were finally seated, there was a table of seven. Tammy, Lauren, Angela, Bruce ̶ Angela’s husband; Patricia ̶ Angela’s sister; Paul ̶ Patricia’s fiancé and Mero, short for Jameiro, Bruce's little brother.


Mero was waiting for his date to arrive, but she was running late. As the group introduced themselves and exchanged greetings, the waiter arrived and asked the party for their drink order. Before Lauren could respond to the waiter, Mero piped up, “Let me guess, water with lemon.”


“Actually, I’ll take an Eclipse with no ice, please.” She tells the waiter, then turns to Mero and asks, “What made you think I would want boring old water? I moved to LA for the exact opposite of plain and lackluster.”


Everyone at the table stares at Lauren and Mero as he responds to her. “So, you moved to LA to turn up, spread your wings and fly, huh? Well, maybe your destiny is closer than you think,” he said suggestively.


“ALRIGHT NOW MERO!” Angela exclaimed loudly as she and the rest of the table laughed.


“Well, you are both single.” Patricia interjects, “Maybe you guys should go out and get to know each other. As a matter of fact, how about we separate and let the two of you begin.”


As the others prepare to move to a different table, Linda, Mero’s date, walks in.


“Well, so much for that idea.” Patricia laughs, and the group returns to their seats.


Mero stands up to introduce Linda to everyone, Linda is a Mexican American. She teaches preschool at Budlong Elementary. She is also a gym instructor at a 24-Hour Fitness off Crenshaw and 120th, as well as the adult choir director for her church.


“Hello, nice to meet everyone,” Linda said as she sat beside Mero.


Angela rolls her eyes and looks at Lauren.


“So, Mero, how long have you and Linda been hanging out?” Lauren smirks and squints her eyes.


“We’ve been on a couple of dates,” Mero said.


“Four, actually, with thousands more to go,” Linda said, smiling aggressively at Lauren with her head tilted. She then turns to Mero, “Isn’t that right, Mero?”


“You already know.” He responds.


Paul raises his hand to get the waiter’s attention. “Excuse me, ma’am, can we order now? I’m hungrier than a vegan at a family Thanksgiving dinner. Geesh.”


“I’m sorry it’s so busy. What can I get you guys?”


As the table began ordering, an altercation seemed to be occurring in the line right outside of the door. It got extremely loud, and the crowded line ran inside the restaurant, trampling over each other in the chaos.


Someone yelled, “GUN!”


Everyone inside the restaurant started fighting to escape. Lauren was frightened. Bruce, who is a licensed bodyguard, pulled out his gun and secured his table, demanding them all to get down. Two gangs, The School Yard Crips and the Harvard Park Brims, were at war, fighting hard, throwing chairs, silverware, glasses, and anything they could get their hands on.


Innocent people were getting injured. Gunshots echoed through the restaurant.


Diners all hit the floor, trying to hold their families together. The gunman was taken to the ground and restrained by a citizen while others helped to control the scuffle. Bruce grabbed two of the gang members in a very tight chokehold until the police arrived.


There were a few injuries but no casualties. Mero looked at Lauren. She was balled up under the table and panting heavily with the rush of adrenaline through her body.


“Lauren, you can come out from under the table now,” Mero said, “everything is under control.”


She slowly gets up, lifting her head cautiously.


“Are you having second thoughts on the LA turned-up life?” he asked with a smile.


She looks at Mero with relief. “I’ve never experienced anything like that before,” she said.


“Gunshots ringing my ears, being around real gang members trying to rip each other’s hearts out.” She continues. “No, No, Mero, I needed that, and I want more.” Her eyes grew large, and she felt truly alive for the first time in her life.


Later that night, Lauren pondered about a lot of things that were on her mind. The utmost being how serious the gangs were in LA. She knew that she didn’t want her son in association or affiliation with any gang, so she decided to sign Franklin up for football. She researched good kids' football leagues and parks to play in and decided to sign Franklin up to play for the Packers at Athens Park.


Athens Park had an after-school learning center for kids four and up, open from 2 - 8 pm. They also had a swim team, a baseball team, and one of the best cheerleader squads in the city. That was perfect for Lauren. She could drop Ashley off at the learning center, Roslynn at cheer practice, and Franklin at football practice.


The following day after work, she and the kids headed to Athens Park. As she exits the 110 freeway, she finds traffic backed up along El Segundo. Hundreds of motorcycles cruised up and down El Segundo with loud pipes and music blasting. She has never seen so many bikes. There was an extensive collection of motorcycle clubs there. LA Deuces, Rare Breed, 2nd to None, Choppers, Magic Wheels, Crucial Influence, Eastside Hoggs, and many more.


As Lauren finally got space to merge onto El Segundo, she was flagged down by one of the bikers. He was pointing at her tires as if they were flat. Lauren pulled over as the biker continued to inspect her tires. She pulls over, and the biker kneels to look at her front tire. Turning off the car, she hops out to see what’s happening.


“You definitely need a new one.” He said as he shook his head and grinned.


“I know. I haven’t changed my tires in two years. Does it look that bad?” Lauren asks.


“Nah, your tires look good,” he said, still grinning.


“Then why do you think I need a new one?”


“I never said that you needed a new tire. I think you need a new man. Ain’t no way my lady would be pushing a Honda Accord. A woman as fine as yourself should be in something foreign. Have you looked at yourself lately?” He continues, “I saw how you looked at the bikes passing by. Like they were a drink, and you were thirsty. I saw how beautiful you were. There was no way I was going to let you drive off without me at least trying to shoot my shot. I wouldn’t have been able to sleep tonight.” He finishes with a smirk.


Lauren thought to herself. Wow, LA boys really are different. She noticed how his attire fit him. He was clean, had excellent teeth, and BLING BLING. A Rolex watch, a heavy gold chain, and a bracelet with white diamonds. But what she found most interesting was how clever he was and his confidence. Even though she was enjoying his performance, she couldn’t let him know that.


“Are you a serial killer?” Lauren asks. “You probably pull over every pretty girl you see. I’m guessing you’re probably a pimp or a big-time drug dealer. Your bike looks expensive, and that chain looks like it’s about half of a million. Why do you have a rat trap on that chain anyway?”


The biker laughs and nods his head. He picks up the heavy piece hanging from the gold chain. It’s a big rat trap, gold with white diamonds.


“Well, the chain is not 500k, closer to 50k, and my piece is 75k, so about 150 thousand around my neck. My Rolex was a birthday gift, and my bracelet was about 12k. This jewelry doesn’t define me. It’s just material. I will admit, I do love to look good, and gold does make my skin pop. He laughs. If I saw a child being attacked by a dog, I would rip this chain off and strike the dog down to save the baby's life. This chain doesn’t make me. I make this chain, baby. The trap represents how wicked this world is. It’s all a trap, and we humans get seduced by situations and fall into those traps. Whether it’s getting trapped by scammers for money or opportunities, relationships, love, etcetera. This reminds me to stay in my right mind and not fall for anything. We all love to chase the cheese, but so many end up trapped in the end.”


“You’re right.” She blushes. “Very wise words. So, what’s your name?” she asks.


“I’m Cameron, but most people know me by K.C., King Cameron. You can call me Cameron until you're comfortable calling me King.”


They laugh as Cameron continues, “I see you have your little blessings in the car. He motions to her children, I don’t want to be a distraction, so why don’t you text me your name.”


They exchanged phone numbers, and Lauren texted, "I have the same name as Nipsey Hussle’s wife.


Cameron responds with, "OK. Okay, nice to meet you (New New) LOL."


Lauren laughed, got back in her car, and began driving to Athens Park. It was crowded. There were so many people there that Lauren had to park her vehicle on Broadway Street.


Getting out of the car along with Ashley and Franklin. Roslynn refuses to leave the front seat.


“Roz, come on,” Lauren coaxes. “I’m not playing these games with you today. COME ON NOW!”


Roslynn doesn’t say a word. She just locks the doors and puts on her headphones. She leans the seat back and closes her eyes, ignoring her mother completely.


Lauren walks over to the passenger side of her car and yells, “OPEN THIS DOOR RIGHT NOW!”


Roslynn pushes the car door open with force, jumps out, and yells, “WHAT? WHAT? WHAT? I’m not going to no stupid park with no dumb kids. I don’t wanna be a cheerleader. I wanna go home.”


“Fine. I’ll sign Franklin up for football and Ashley for the after-school program. You need to meet us by the office by the time I’m done. I’m not playing with you.”


Roslynn rolled her eyes and said, “Yeah, OK.” before hopping back into the car and slamming the door.


About two hours later, Lauren had finally finished signing up Franklin and Ashley for their after-school activities. Roslynn had not yet appeared. Lauren left Ashley and Franklin in the front office and went to retrieve Roslynn. When she got to the car, she found that her eldest daughter was no longer there. Panicked, she ran back to the park office, looking frantically for Roslynn. She checked the bathrooms, the baseball field, eating areas, and the swimming pool. She started asking people at the park if they had seen Roslynn, describing her as having a caramel complexion, about 5 feet tall, with braids, and wearing a pink Guess hoodie, gray pants, and pink and gray Crocs.


Several park staff members helped search for Roslynn for about ten minutes before Lauren thought about calling the police.


A little girl approached Lauren, “I think I saw your daughter.” She said, “She started walking down Broadway that way.” pointing south.


Lauren grabbed Franklin and Ashley and drove down Broadway. She pulls over next to three Mexican men fixing a car on 135th and Broadway and asks, “Excuse me, have you seen a little twelve-year-old girl wearing a pink hoodie walking down this way?”


The men didn’t know English very well, but they understood enough to nod their heads and point south.


She continued south and pulled up to Rosecrans Street. A car dealer was on the corner, and she asked the salesman, “Excuse me, please, have you seen my daughter pass by? She’s wearing a pink hoodie.”


“Yeah, I saw her,” he said, “she was walking east towards Compton.


“Compton? Oh, heck no.” Lauren replies more to herself than the salesman before hopping back in the car and turning down Rosecrans. She tries not to stare too hard at the pedestrians as she passes.


At a gas station on Rosecrans and Avalon, she sees five black dudes hanging out. They were all dressed in red, and one had a beanie that said Bompton. Another had a tattoo on his forehead that said 135P. Lauren was scared to ask them about Roslynn, but she was desperate to find her daughter.


She rolls down her window and asks the group, “Excuse me, have you seen a little girl in a pink hoodie and Crocs walking by?”


The guys started talking amongst each other, and the one with the Bompton beanie said, “Yeah, I saw little blood. She was in the store like 30 minutes ago. She walked out eating some bookies.”


Lauren said, “Eating what?”


The guy repeats, “Bookies, Blood.”


Still confused but not wanting to wear out her welcome, she said, “Which way did she go?”


The guys pointed north down Avalon.


Lauren begins driving again—north past 139th, 138th, 137th, and Piru street. At 135th Street, she sees a big crowd of teenagers fighting in a shopping center on the corner.


Lauren saw a pink sweater on the ground. She stopped the car and jumped out screaming, “GET OFF MY BABY!”


As she got closer, she noticed that that was not Roslynn. With panic rising higher, she took a deep breath and turned around. Roslynn was sitting in the nail shop, LA Nails, getting her feet done and eating cookies.


Lauren opened the door and yelled, “GET YOUR BLACK BEHIND IN THE CAR RIGHT NOW!”


“Hold on, she’s almost done,” Roslynn said, motioning a half-eaten cookie at the nail tech.


A teenage girl sitting in the nail shop heard how Roslynn was talking to her mom, so she walked up to Roslynn and said, “You heard your mother. You better get up now, or I’m gonna beat you out of that chair.”


The girl stood over Roslynn. Six more girls walked in and asked Roslynn if there was a problem. Out of fear, Roslynn hopped out of the chair and ran to the car.


Lauren looked at the girls and said, “Thank you very much.”


The girl who had told Roslynn to listen to her mother said, “No problem, ma’am. They call me T-T. If you ever have problems with her again, bring her back to Bompton. It’ll be my pleasure to work on that attitude.”


“OK. I’ll keep that offer in mind.” Lauren said with a small smile. “What does T-T mean?”


“Tiny Trisha,” T-T replies.


“Nice to meet you, Trisha.”


“Trisha, not my name. My government name is Marilynn. My big homegirl from the hood is Trisha. Then there’s little Trisha, Baby Trisha, and then me, Tiny Trisha.”


“Yeah. I’m so confused but thank you.” Lauren replies while nervously walking out of the nail shop.


Lauren’s anger returns in full force when she looks at Roslynn. “You are really killing me, Roz. You had us driving around Compton looking for you. We could’ve gotten SHOT! You have got to stop this disrespectful behavior.”


“Yeah. Whatever. Take me home.” Roslynn replies, thinking her mom was the same as always. All talk, no action.


Lauren looked at T-T through the nail shop window and shook her head. T-T and the rest of her crew came out of the shop and approached the car.


“Is there a problem that needs to be fixed?” T-T asks through Lauren’s open window.


Lauren looked at Roslynn, and Roslynn said, “No, we’re fine. Sorry, mom.”


“You better be,” T-T said as she and her crew backed away from the car and Lauren enters traffic.


“I have her phone number, just in case,” Lauren said as they continued their quiet ride back to Baldwin Hills.




Chapter 2


Early Saturday morning, Lauren woke up to a text: “Mastros, Ruth Chris, Flemings, The Stinking Rose, Yard House, Morton’s”.


It was from Cameron.


Lauren texted Cameron back with???? Then writes, "Oh, so you’re asking me on a date?


Cameron texted, "You don’t see not one question mark on my text, ha-ha."


Lauren texted, "So you’re telling me that you’re taking me on a date?"


Cameron replies, "Would I have to ask you if you wanted a million dollars? Or how to make you smile? Then why would I ask you If you're ready to begin the life you’ve always wanted with the man of your dreams?"


"Mastros," Lauren finally replies after re-reading his text several times.


"Be ready at 7:45; making reservations now. Send me your location." Cameron texted. 


Lauren could not believe that she had a date. She was finally starting to feel alive again.


Lauren immediately began working on getting a babysitter lined up. She called Tammy and told her about her date tonight. She asks Tammy for recommendations on where to get her hair styled, eyebrows arched, and nails done. Tammy let her know about LA Nails in Compton.


Lauren said “Heeeeeeeck NO!”


Tammy laughed. “OK, girl. Go to Carson Mall. You can get your eyes arched and a Mani/Pedi. I’ll set you up with a hair appointment with A-1 Hair Luxuries.”


Lauren lined up her little brother to come down to LA to watch the kids. Brandon is 21 and lives with their aunt in San Clemente. He is a full-time student at Saddleback College in Mission Viejo. With her brother on board to watch the kids, Lauren started her Saturday morning with a shower and a cup of coffee.


She began cooking breakfast for the kids. She made banana pancakes, bacon, eggs, and some cantaloupe slices. Lauren turned the food down to low and began to clean. She turned Pandora on to the Ginuwine station, and as she was wiping the table, she heard a knock on the door.


She checked the clock and said to herself, “I know he didn’t mean 7:45 am.” She looks out the peephole and finds a man standing at the door.


“Good morning. My name is Javier, and I’m the gardener around this neighborhood. I noticed you are new to the area and don’t have a gardener yet, by the look of things.” he said, casting his gaze on the unkempt front yard.


Lauren laughs, “You’ve noticed, huh? Well, yes, I definitely need a gardener. Would you do the front and back yards?”


“Yes, I do all kinds of landscaping. I can even install a sprinkler system in your yard if you’d like.” Javier said with an honest smile.


“OK, let’s start with the yards first, and we will work from there.”


“Great. I will start immediately.” Javier said as he walked away.


She stepped off the porch to see about fifteen people mowing lawns and trimming trees along the street. They all worked for Javier.


Javier drove a beat-up pickup truck, wore raggedy threads, and was not afraid to get dirty. She looked up the information on Javier’s card to find that not only did he have his own landscaping business, but he also sold livestock to the markets in town and owned three car washes in Los Angeles. Javier’s net worth was sixteen million.


She found herself a bit attracted to Javier because he was so humble yet so wise. She searched for him on social media to see if he was married or dating. Still, unfortunately, he didn’t have much of a social media presence beyond his business advertising.


Lauren went back inside to finish up breakfast when Ashley walked into the kitchen. She opens the pantry and grabs a bag of cookies.


Lauren took the cookies from Ashley and said, “No cookies, baby. I’ve made you some breakfast.”


Ashley bursts into big crocodile tears, “Mommy, I want cookies. I don’t want breakfast.” With a sweep of her arm, Ashley knocks all the food onto the floor, scattering pancakes, eggs, and bacon across the tiles.


Lauren’s face went red, and she grabbed Ashley, wanting to swat her, but with great mental restraint, she didn’t. She let her go and told her to go to her room. Ashley, knowing she could walk all over Lauren, turned, opened the pantry, and grabbed the whole pack of cookies. She then proceeded to the fridge, grabbed a Capri-Sun, and headed to her room. Defeated, Lauren put her face in her hands and laid her head on the cool tile of the kitchen island.


Walking into the kitchen, Franklin asks, “What’s for breakfast, Mom?”


“Look on the floor,” she replied with frustration and sadness.


“No, thank you. I’ll just have some cereal.” he said, looking at the mess on the floor.


Franklin started pouring his cereal as the doorbell rang. Looking through the peephole, Lauren frowned. It was Jackson, her ex-husband. Lauren returns to the kitchen, leaving Jackson at the unanswered door.


“Franklin, what is your dad doing at my house, and how does he know where we live?”


“I told him last night. He’s our dad, right? He does have the right to know where we are, doesn’t he? He came to give me some games for my Xbox.”


With anger rising, Lauren looks at Franklin and shakes her head. She walks back to the door to Jackson, who is constantly leaning on the doorbell.


“Good morning, Lauren. I see you just moved without asking me how I felt about it,” Jackson said in a tone that was just asking to start a fight.


“I don’t have to ask you how you feel about anything that concerns my life. You can’t just pop up to my home unannounced. This is my home” she said with barely disguised anger.


“I have three reasons why you should. Just ask Roslynn, Franklin, and Ashely. They are my kids, too, and I have the right to know their whereabouts.”


“WHERE were you when Franklin broke his arm at school?” she retorts. WHERE were you when Ashley got bitten by the neighbor's dog? WHERE are you when I’m paying Roslynn’s ortho bill, Ashley’s gymnastics class fees, and Franklin’s haircuts? She says, WHERE are you when I’m driving them to school? You know that I need gas to drive YOUR kids around, right? Are you at the grocery store shopping for your kids to make sure they have full bellies? What about school shopping? Going into a million stores? Do you think that’s fun? Are you paying for the electricity? Television? Gas? The water that they use to take showers. WHERE ARE YOU, Jackson? You’re somewhere else. Running from real responsibilities!


You just show up with video games while I’m here keeping YOUR kids fed, housed, and educated. You are pathetic.” Lauren continues, her voice dripping venom with each word. Oh, if you really want to be there for your kids, I just signed Franklin up for football here in LA. That’ll be $300 just to join. He will be needing protective accessories, a uniform, and cleats. Can you help with that?”


“I try my best. I’ll be able to buy my kids whatever they want in a minute; watch me.” Jackson sulks under Lauren’s angry stare.


“You’ve been saying that since day one. The sad part is you really could if you applied yourself to the work as much as you do to evade it. But no, you’re too busy being a toddler and not a responsible adult.” Even though she is livid with him, she motions for him to come into the house.


Seeing his father, Franklin runs into his arms, yelling, “Daddy! Daddy!”


Hearing their father’s voice, the girls come running into the living room and throw their arms around him.


Lauren’s phone rings, so she walks to the patio to answer it. It was Brandon, her brother. “I am so sorry, Lauren, I won’t be able to make it. I’ve come down with the stomach flu.”


Sisterly concern dampens the anger at Jackson. When she realizes, she will have to cancel her date with Cameron, she feels ultimately defeated.


“Take care of yourself, bro. Love you,” she tells Brandon before hanging up the phone.


She was about to text Cameron, but he beat her to it with his text that read, "Our reservations have been granted. Can’t wait to see you later.”


Lauren stared blankly through the patio door and saw her children loving on their dad. A light bulb came on. Jackson can watch the kids. They are his, after all.


“So, Jackson, how long do you plan on hanging around?” Lauren asked as she stepped back into the kitchen.


“As long as you let me. I don’t have a shift at work until tomorrow morning,” he replies.


“Want to take your kids out somewhere later? Like the movies or the Universal Circus down the street? I’m sure they would love that.”


Jackson’s face brightens. “Ashley would love the circus. We can go to the 2:00 pm show.”


“Nah, don’t go to that show. They don’t have the best performers at the early show. The real performers do the 6:00 show. Don’t be short-changing my babies.” She said, laying it on thick.


“Really? I didn’t know that. OK, we can get tickets for the 6:00 show.”


“Good. I’m gonna run some errands while you are here and can watch the kids. You guys will probably be gone about the time I’ll be back.”


“Thank you. I really appreciate it.” Jackson smiles.


The kids scream joyfully, happy to spend time with their father, while Lauren heads out to get dolled up for her date. First up, the Carson Mall to get her Mani/Pedi and eyebrows done. Then to A-1’s to get her hair styled. Lauren was starting to feel pretty good about her life. Around 6:00, Lauren came home. As she had hoped, Jackson and the kids were gone. She cranked up the music while she showered and started getting dressed. Maxwell, Eric Benet, Raphael Saadiq, Erykah Badu, and Lauren Hill were the soundtrack to her beauty regime. She spritzed perfume on her wrists and neck and took one last look in the mirror. It was 7:30, so Lauren decided to text Jackson to check on the kids.
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