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​Chapter 1
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ON A HOT AND HUMID August day, Micah “Mike” Postell, a former college basketball star, who mysteriously disappeared from the Carver A&M campus two years ago, drove down the back road of a small Southern Delaware town named Shiloh. 

Carver A&M is an African-American university with a bad reputation due to the wild parties and crime that happened regularly on campus. A&M is located in the predominantly White rural town of Shiloh, with a population of fewer than 20,000 people.  

After a three-hour drive from his home in Philadelphia, Mike arrived at the campus entrance and stopped at the security gate. 

The security guard approached the car, looked inside, and was shocked to see him back in school after such a long absence. “Mike, is that you?” he asked.

Mike coolly nodded his head but didn’t say a single word.

The security guard smiled. “Welcome back.” Then he let him drive through the gate.

Mike drove inside and headed to the rear of the campus. He parked in the parking lot located near his new dormitory. 

He got out of his car, opened the trunk, and began unpacking while continuing to blast music from his car speakers. He went back and forth, taking his possessions from the car to his upstairs dorm room. 

Two of his former basketball teammates—Victor Mason, a loud and aggressive street tough who hailed from Brooklyn, and Felix Santiago, a laid-back Hispanic from Compton—played an intense pick-up basketball game on an outdoor court not too far away. A couple of students hanging out in the parking lot noticed Mike standing near his car and stared at him closely, stunned to see him back in school. 

Mike finished unloading his car and entered his dorm room to start unpacking his belongings. He began by taking his clothes out of the suitcase and hanging them in the closet. Located near the suitcase's bottom was an old picture in a glass frame securely wrapped in a white T-shirt. Then he took the picture out with extreme care and gently placed it on the nightstand beside his bed. 

The picture was of his grandmother, who raised him since he was five-years-old. Due to her health issues a couple of years ago, Mike had to drop out of school to regularly care for her. But now that her health had improved, he decided to return to school to continue his education. 

He took a few more clothes out and placed them inside the dresser. Finally, one last item remained in the suitcase. Lying on the bottom was a worn-out Bible that he took out and placed inside the nightstand drawer. After he finished unpacking, he left the room and went back down the stairs to turn off his car stereo and shut the trunk. 

Curtis Ivey, another former teammate, spotted Mike from afar. He was a well-mannered gentleman from Atlanta who was a freshman when Mike last attended school two years ago. 

He turned to the crowd of people gathered around the basketball court. “Hey, everyone, look who’s back in town.” 

Felix immediately halted the game and glanced over toward Mike. “I told you guys he’d be back this year. I begged him all summer to come back down here.”

There were a handful of players on the court and about 25 spectators. While Mike leaned against his car, some of his former teammates walked over to him. They were happy to see him back on campus and provided their greetings.

“Long time no see,” Curtis said, tapping him on the shoulder.

“Mike, come on, man, we need another player,” Victor said. “I got $50 riding on this game!”

“I just got here; give me a sec,” Mike said with his distinctive deep voice.

“No way, he’s on my team,” Felix said. “I saw him first.”

“Yeah, but you ain’t pick him on your team first. It’s too late, man. Play with who you got, and let’s start up a new game—double or nothing.” 

Mike locked his car door and returned to his room to change into his athletic gear. 

Felix gave up on the argument and headed back towards the court, upset. 

“Don’t cry, man. Just play with the scrubs you got,” Victor shouted with a grin.

As Victor strolled back to the court, he passed by Farrah Swift and two of her friends, who were on their way to the student center. The student center, officially named The Spot, was a highly popular hangout on campus. A place where students congregated for events, late-night parties, and just to relax with their friends. 

Farrah, the head cheerleader at A&M, was well-known for her stunning beauty and shapely figure. She was 5-feet-9-inches tall, light-skinned, with naturally green eyes to go along with her long, dark brown hair. Her two friends, Bianca and Nicole, were cheerleaders as well.

“Hey, Farrah, are you going to the party tonight?” Victor asked. “I was wondering if maybe we could hook up afterwards.”

“I’m sorry, Vic,” she said. “I’m just going with my girls, but I might see you there, OK?” 

“That’s cool with me. And you’ll definitely see me there later tonight. Believe that!”

She smiled at him as he continued his stroll towards the basketball court.

Mike finished changing his clothes. He headed out of his room and back down the stairs with a shirt in hand. Farrah and her two friends observed him coming down the steps and got a glimpse of his muscular abs just before he put on his shirt. Farrah, who had a big crush on Mike two years ago, sported a smile from ear-to-ear, excited to see him back in school.

“Isn’t that Mike Postell?” Bianca asked.

“Yeah, that’s him alright,” Farrah said while staring intently at his 6-foot-2-inch, 180-pound frame. “Come on, let’s go.” She motioned to her friends to walk with her.

The three beautiful women were anxious to get a chance to talk to him and hurried over in his direction. 

“Hi, Mike!” Farrah said. “I heard you were coming back this year but didn’t believe it until now.”

He glanced over at her. “What’s up, Farrah.”

She gave him a big hug. “I haven’t seen you since you visited last homecoming. I truly missed you.” 

Mike embraced her back by nonchalantly hugging her with his left arm. 

Bianca and Nicole were very eager to speak to him but were a little intimidated by his reputation. Mike had a sort of an aura surrounding him and a quiet confidence that caused many to view him as a local celebrity. Many people didn’t know much about him personally because he didn’t engage in private conversations. He was highly respected and had a tough Philly demeanor to boot. 

Finally, the woman both got the nerve to speak up. “Hi,” they said with softly spoken voices.

“What’s goin’ on,” he replied.

“So, how’s your grandmother doing?” Farrah interrupted. “I hope she’s doing better now.”

“She’s alright. I still take care of her and stuff sometimes.”

She gazed at him in his glassy, dark brown eyes. “That’s good to hear.”

After being lost in his eyes for a few seconds, she regained her senses and stroked her hair. “I’ve been worried about you,” she said.

Before she could utter another word, she was interrupted by Victor. “Mike, come on, man,” he yelled from the basketball court. “We’re ready to get this game started! I got some money to get from Felix over here.”

Mike didn’t pay any attention to him. Victor, who was from the notorious ghetto of Bed-Stuy, Brooklyn, was known for being overly obnoxious at times. Many around campus were afraid to speak up to him due to his aggressive, bully-like persona. 

“Are you going to the party at The Spot tonight?” Farrah continued, biting down on her lower lip.

“Nah, I don’t think so. I might just chill tonight and get some rest—just got in today.”

“I understand. Well, if I don’t see you tonight, I hope to see you around campus very soon.” 

“Alright.” He turned to walk away.

Suddenly, Farrah reached out and gently touched his hand. “I’m glad you’re back.”

He looked at her beautiful eyes and then headed towards the basketball court. 

Bianca and Cherise waved to him. “Bye, Mike.”

The three women firmly fixed their eyes on him as they watched him stroll away with his trademark bow-legged walk.

“Damn, he is fine!” Nicole declared. “It’s about time we have a real man here on campus. I’ve grown tired of seeing these same old bums around here over the last few years.”

“You’re right about that, girl,” Bianca added. “He can come over to my place anytime!” 

They both laughed.

“Excuse me!” Farrah said. “You all need to back off. He is mine!”

Bianca and Cherise briefly glanced at each other, shocked by her stern comment. They both could tell that Farrah meant what she said. Once she had her sights set on a man, they knew from past experience to stay out of her way.

Mike finally arrived on the basketball court to play a game of three-on-three. The players briefly greeted him but were eager to start the game. 

“Start it up,” Felix said.

“We got this game.” Victor grinned. “I hope you got your money ready cause I need to get some new sneaks after the game.”

“Shut-up and check ball!” 

The game began with both teams scoring back and forth. There were a few scantily clad women lining the court watching the game. Most of them were cheering for Mike and his teammate Felix, who stood a tall and slender 6 feet 9 inches in height. 

The game continued with Mike scoring a lot of points and making brilliant passes to his teammates. Intensity started to pick up as Victor and Felix did a lot of trash-talking toward each other. The two then engaged in aggressive pushing and shoving, causing the other players to break them up. 

As play resumed, Victor caught an alley-oop pass from Mike and dunked the ball hard over Felix. He stared him down and then started flirting with some female spectators nearby.

“Game point!” Victor said.

He checked the ball up to Felix, who angrily tossed it back. Victor immediately passed it to Mike, who drove down the lane, spun, and made the game-winning fadeaway jump shot over Curtis to seal the win.

“That’s game. Pay up, man!” Victor said.

“You ain’t getting nothing!” Felix exclaimed. “All you did was foul me the whole damn game. When you start playing like a man, you’ll get paid like a man.”

“Fouls—are you serious? This ain’t them sissy courts that you’re used to out in Cali. There ain’t no fouls in streetball. You better give me my money!” 

He jumped in Felix’s face, and it looked like a fight was about to break out as they pushed each other. But Mike calmly intervened by grabbing Felix by his arm and pulling him away from Victor.

“You can keep my half,” Mike said to Felix.

“Man, are you crazy? That’s $50!” Victor said. 

Mike ignored him again. 

After hearing Mike’s generous gesture, Felix calmed down. “Thanks, man. I appreciate it,” he said. 

Victor’s face showed signs of anger because Mike bailed Felix out. He immediately took his portion of the prize money from a female onlooker who held it in her hand. Then Victor left the court with his arm wrapped around her while shouting obscenities at Felix. He tossed the portion that Mike said Felix could have in the air. 

Felix shook his head and then bent down to pick the money up off the ground.

A few short minutes later, the crowd that gathered at the court dispersed. Mike stood there all alone and glared up at the hot sun as its rays beamed down on him. He decided to head back toward his dorm to relax for a while. He took a water bottle out of a cooler left on the court and returned to his room.
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​Chapter 2
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DR. THOMAS LECTURED on financial principles to a full classroom of about thirty students. Class started promptly at nine o’clock in the morning, and it was 30 minutes past. Mike opened the door and coolly strutted into the classroom. The lecture abruptly stopped, and the students all looked at him as if they’d seen a ghost. 

Mike looked around the room for an empty desk. He spotted one in the back, directly next to his good friend, John Miller, and sat down. John was a rich, suburban White kid from Alexandria, Virginia, and the senior captain of the basketball team. 

“How are you doing today, Mr. Postell?” Dr. Thomas asked. “I see you decided to join us this year.” 

The class laughed at his sarcastic joke as they were very much aware of Mike leaving school two years ago but did not know the severity of the reasons why he left. 

Mike half-smiled and leaned back in his seat while the professor continued the lecture. “What did I miss?” he whispered to John.

“Here are the notes,” he said, handing him a notebook. “Get ready because we have a test tomorrow, too.”

“What—on the first day?”

The boring lecture continued for another half-hour. Many of the students dozed off at their desks. John passed a note to Mike that read: Coach Turner heard you were back in school. He wants to see you in his office as soon as possible. Mike nodded his head to acknowledge.

He continued copying John’s notes when class finally ended. The students gathered their belongings and quickly exited the classroom. Two girls on their way out the door purposely walked by Mike to try and grab his attention while he placed his notes in his book bag.

“Hi,” one of the girls said in a sexy voice.

“What’s goin’ on,” Mike said, getting up from the desk without even glancing at her.

“Mr. Postell, can I speak to you for a minute?” Dr. Thomas said from across the room.

Mike slung his book bag over his shoulder and slowly headed toward him. 

The two girls walked out of the room and stopped in the hallway. “He didn’t even notice you,” the girl said to her friend.

“Well, at least he spoke to me. That’s more than you can say.” They both continued on their way to their next class.

Mike stood in front of Dr. Thomas, who then reached out to shake his hand. 

“You know I was just joking earlier,” Dr. Thomas said.

“I know.”

“I’m glad to see you back in school again. What made you decide to come back after such a long break?”

“Nothing,” Mike rubbed his head, “just trying to get my life back on track.” 

“Well, you made a good choice by coming back down here. I think you have a lot of potential to do great things. I want to see you pass my class this time around.”

“I’ll try.”

“Look here, Mike; I’ll make a deal with you. If you come to at least half of my classes this semester, I’ll pass you no matter what grades you get on my exams. I just want you to show up here. It’ll mean a lot to everyone.”

“So all I have to do is come to class the first month, then I don’t have to come back again, and I still pass.”

“That’s not what I meant,” he said, embarrassed for even speaking of such a deal.

“Too late, Doc, you said it!” he said as he quickly marched out the classroom door.

“OK, you got me. I don’t go back on my word.” He shook his head. “The first month of classes, and you pass.”

—-
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Mike was in the hallway and approached a group of students gathered in front of the bookstore. They were discussing an unfortunate incident that recently occurred to a faculty member. Upon passing by the students, one of them stopped him.

“Hey, Big Mike, I want you to meet my little sister,” the student said. “She’s new on campus, a freshman this year.”

“Hi, it’s nice to meet you,” his little sister said, shying away from making eye contact.

“What’s up,” Mike said.

“Did you hear about what happened to Ms. Hobbs?” the student asked Mike.

“Nah, what’s the deal?” 

“Her house burned down last night—it’s nothing but ashes. She lived right outside of the campus behind the stadium. It’s a real shame.” 

“Is she alright?” he asked, concerned for her wellbeing.

“Yeah, she’s fine, just some minor burns. We're planning on starting a fundraiser to raise some money to help her get back on her feet. She lost everything in that fire.”

He shook his head in disbelief. “Man, that’s rough.”

“I don’t want to keep you. I know you’re busy, this being your first day back and all, so I’ll talk to you later.”

Mike flipped up his chin. “Later.” After taking a few steps, he unexpectedly stopped and turned back around. He reached into his pants pocket and took out his wallet. He pulled out a crisp $20 bill and walked back over to the student. “You can add this to the fund,” he said, handing him the money.

“Thanks! I know Ms. Hobbs will appreciate this.”

Mike headed down the hall towards Coach Turner’s office.

“You were right. He is a really nice guy,” the little sister said to her brother.

“Yeah, he’s definitely the man around here.”

—-
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Mike arrived outside Coach Turner’s office and knocked on the door.

“Come on in,” he said. 

Coach Gerald Turner coached at A&M for several decades. He was in his late 60s and not in the best of health. Physically, he was a big man, about 50 pounds overweight, though not very tall. 

Mike slowly opened the door and entered his office.

“I had a feeling that was you, Mike. I’m glad to see you. Have a seat, please.” 

He sat in a chair directly in front of the coach’s desk. 

“How have things been going for you?” the coach asked.

“I’m fine; everything’s cool,” Mike said.

“How’s Florence doing? I haven’t seen your grandmother since she was laid up in the hospital a couple of years back.”

“She’s fine. She’s a little better now.”

“I’m glad to hear that...very glad. As you well know, I’ve known your grandmother for over 40 years, and she was a big help to me when I was sick myself in the hospital a few years ago, remember?”

Coach Turner was also from Philadelphia and grew up in the same neighborhood as Mike and his grandmother. 

“Yeah, I remember.”

“So, I heard you started playing ball again,” the coach said, referring to the rumor that Mike was playing basketball back home during the summer. “How long has it been?”

“About a year off.” 

“Felix told me you played in the Uptown Park league this past summer up in North Philly.” 

Felix decided not to go back home to California during the summer and took the three-hour drive from Southern Delaware up to Philadelphia a few times to visit Mike and see how his former teammate was doing. 

“Yeah, I saw him up there. Those were some tough games uptown.”

“It’s definitely a tough league, but as you know, if you can play up North, you can play anywhere. How’s your jump shot? Is it still smooth as silk?”

“It took a couple of months, but it’s getting there.”

“That’s good to hear...really good to hear,” the coach said with a grin.

Mike reclined in his chair and drank out of a water bottle while glancing at the clock. He was eager to get going but still tried to figure out why the coach wanted to see him in the first place. 

“John told me you wanted to talk to me about something.”

Coach Turner took a sip of coffee. “Well, Mike, I’ve been coaching here for over 35 years. I think this is it for me. This is going to be my last year. I’m getting tired and may hang it up. It’s been a good run, but it’s time for me to move on to something else.”

“Thirty-five years? Man, that’s a long time,” he replied, surprised by his announcement.

“Yes, 35 long years and never once made it to the Big Tourney. If there’s one thing I wish I could do before I retire is to go to the big one and be on that national stage with all the cameras and media attention. The whole atmosphere would be something to treasure for a lifetime. It would be the crowning achievement of my career.”

The Big Tourney is a college basketball tournament where only the best teams get invited. Since A&M was a small college and didn’t play in a major conference, they would have to win the Black College Conference (BCC) tournament to get an automatic invite. Making it to the Big Tourney was something that the university had never achieved in its 105-year history.

“There’s still an open spot on the team if you want it?” 

Mike glanced down at the floor and thought about it for a while. 

“I really want you to play. We missed your scoring and leadership over the last couple of years. I think this year we have a chance to make it. We have all the tools, but we’re missing leadership...your leadership. We are going to need you back if we are going to make it to the tourney this year.”

“I’ll think about it,” Mike said.

“How are your grades?” 

“Don’t know—it’s been a while. Don’t think they were that good the last semester I was down here.”

“Have you talked to your advisor yet?” 

“No, haven’t had time.” 

“Come on, let’s go talk to Mrs. Harris,” he said, struggling to get up from his desk. “She can tell us where you are academically right now. And I’ll see if she can pull some strings for you.”

They left the office together and took a long journey toward the advisor’s office.

—-
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Three basketball teammates—Felix, Curtis, and Victor—were hanging out in the campus courtyard. It was sunny and 70 degrees outside. A couple of cheerleaders—Bianca and Nicole—strolled by them dressed in revealing outfits.

“What’s up, Bianca!” Victor said, grabbing her around the waist. “What about the party this weekend—you going?”

“Of course, you know I’ll be there,” she replied, smirking.

“That’s good cause you know I’ll be up in the party freakin’ you all night, you know what I’m saying.” 

“Vic, are you sure you can handle all this?” She rubbed her backside.

“Come on now. You know the girls call me Big Dog.”

“You mean more like Big Chihuahua,” Felix said, causing both women to laugh.

“Really, though, we got a little get-together planned after the party,” Curtis jumped in, speaking with his heavy Southern accent. “I would be honored if you two lovely ladies would come on by. We’ll provide the drinks; y'all just provide the companionship.”

“I’m down. Just tell me where,” Nicole responded.

“It’s going to be at my apartment. Just give me your number, and I’ll call you later in the week.” 

She ripped a piece of paper out of her notebook, wrote down her number, and handed it to him. 

“See you, men, later. Bye,” both women said, swinging their hips as they strolled away.

“Damn, look at that booty!” Victor said, watching Bianca from behind.

“Now, I got one more thing to say.” He turned towards Curtis. “Come on now. Who in the world says lovely ladies? We don’t talk like that up North. Man, you are straight country.”

“Well, this country boy just got Nicole’s number.”

“Score it: Atlanta - 1, New York - 0,” Felix laughed.

“Man, forget you both,” Victor said. “We’ll find out what the real score is this weekend, trust me.” 

—-

[image: ]


Mike and Coach Turner arrived at Mrs. Linda Harris’ office. They were both sitting in front of her desk while she reviewed Mike’s academic file on her computer. 

After a few tense minutes, she turned away from her computer and looked at them. “According to the U.S. Collegiate Athletic Eligibility Guidelines, if you were to get at least a 3.0 during the first semester, you would be eligible to play by the second semester. That means the earliest you could play again is December 15.”

“Mid-December! The season starts in November!” Coach Turner exclaimed. “That’s about ten games he would miss.”

Mike glanced at the coach. “I haven’t even decided if I want to play yet.” 

While they were still talking, Tiffany Davis, a Psychology major at A&M, came strolling behind Mrs. Harris’ desk. Mike glanced up at her, and they both briefly made eye contact, causing her to smile at him. 

Tiffany worked for Mrs. Harris as her administrative assistant. She was highly intelligent and also tutored other students at the university on a part-time basis. 

She was from Alexandria, Virginia, and went to the same high school as Mike’s friend John Miller.

Tiffany was a beautiful woman with golden-brown skin. She had a genuinely nice personality, long black hair, and a beautiful smile. 

She conducted herself like a true woman, which was very rare on campus.

“Remember, Gerald, Mike didn’t attend school for two years,” Mrs. Harris explained. “Based on his previous grades, he is not eligible to play right now. It’s unfortunate, but that’s the best I can do for him at this time. I’m sorry.”

“3.0?” Mike muttered under his breath as he reclined in his chair.

Tiffany approached Mrs. Harris and handed her a folder. 

“Thanks, don’t forget to schedule that appointment with Dean Thompson at three o’clock. It is very important.”

“Yes, I’ll call him right away,” Tiffany said, immediately heading towards the phone. 

“Micah,” she called him by his real name, “I think if you really concentrate and work hard, you can make it. You’re going to need some help, though. I can assign a tutor to help you study and get those grades up. But it’s ultimately your decision. You’ll need to decide if you want the assistance or not.”

Mike shook his head, expressing that he didn’t like the idea of having a tutor.

“Mrs. Harris, give us the best tutor you got!” the coach jumped in.

“But I haven’t heard from Micah yet.” 

Both she and Coach Turner stared directly at him for an answer. He just sat there with his head down. It was quiet in the office as they anticipated his response. 

Finally, he lifted his head. “I’ll call you guys later and give you my decision.”

“That’s fine, Micah. Take your time,” Mrs. Harris said. “But if you ultimately decide that you want a tutor, you’ll have studying sessions three nights a week—every Monday, Wednesday, and Thursday—at six o’clock in the evening. I’ll have your tutor meet you at the library on those days.”

“Remember what I told you earlier. The team needs you; I need you.” Coach Turner put his hand on Mike’s shoulder. “I know you can do it.” 

Mike took a deep breath, got up, and headed out of the office. 

“He’s one of the good ones,” Mrs. Harris remarked as she watched Mike close the door behind him.

“He’s been through a lot in life,” the coach added. “I hope nothing happens to his grandmother with her health problems and all. I don’t know how he would react.”

“But he’s one tough guy—a real man. I think he can handle anything life may throw his way.”

“I’ll definitely agree with that.”

—-
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The next day, Mike was in his dorm room, lying on the bed staring at the ceiling with his hands behind his head, thinking about his future. His first thought was that if he decided to play this season, how much work he would have to put in the classroom just to become academically eligible again? It was a long shot and could end up being a big waste of time if it didn’t work out.

He also wondered about the slim possibility that the tutoring sessions could actually help him get on track. And if he did play again, he could possibly play professionally after the season. When he last played, there were pro scouts occasionally checking out some of his games. If he were to make it professionally, he could use the money to help pay for his grandmother’s growing medical bills and move her out of the ghetto. 

On the other hand, if Mike decided not to play at all, what were the chances of graduating and getting a degree? What kind of career would he have? Who would hire him? He did like the fact that he was in school at the moment and not back in Philly. He closed his eyes and decided to sleep on it.
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​Chapter 3
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IT WAS WEDNESDAY EVENING. Tiffany had just walked inside the library. She anxiously looked around for the new student she was scheduled to tutor. Mrs. Harris had not told her the person’s name. She only revealed that he was a handsome man, nothing else.

The library was mostly empty, and after a couple of minutes of searching through the aisles, she finally spotted a man seated in the back of the library. She walked over to his table and immediately recognized who he was, Mike Postell, the man she had seen talking to Mrs. Harris a few days ago in the advisor’s office. She wondered if he was the person she was supposed to tutor since there was no one else around, and he did fit the description of being handsome. He was leaning back in the chair, reading the sports section in the local newspaper. 

She hesitated to approach him because she didn’t want to insult him if he was not the right person. 

After thinking about it for a while, she got up enough nerve and decided to approach him. “Hi, are you here for a tutoring session?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he replied, not looking up at her as he continued to read.

She smiled after hearing his response. “Mrs. Harris told me to meet you here tonight for our first session.”

He folded up the newspaper and pushed his books out of the way. “You can sit down,” he said, pulling out a chair next to him.

“Thank you.” She sat down and crossed her long legs. 

He finally took a good look at her. He thought for a few seconds and then leaned back in his chair again. “I’ve seen you before.”

She gently stroked her hair. “Yes, earlier this week. I was in Mrs. Harris’ office when you were there with Coach Turner.”

“Yeah, now I remember.” 

“I’ve been assigned to be your tutor for the next few weeks.”

“Cool.” He nodded his head in approval.

Tiffany placed her backpack on the table, took out a book on Strategic Management, and opened it up.

He looked into her light brown eyes. “What’s your name?”

“Tiffany.”

He extended his hand out to her. “Nice to meet you, Tiff.”

“It’s very nice to meet you, also,” she said, a little surprised by his gentlemanlike gesture.

Suddenly, a woman came walking by and waved at Mike. He just nodded his head at the woman as she smiled. Tiffany glanced at the woman and sensed she was trying to flirt with him. Based on her first impression of Mike, she assumed this type of thing must happen to him a lot.

“Do you go by Micah or Mike?” 

“Only my grandmother calls me Micah. You can just call me Mike.”

“OK, Mike, it is. Your advisor told me that you’re having trouble with Strategic Management.”

“Yeah, Strategic Management, Business Management, Accounting I, Accounting II, Geology, you name it,” he said, causing her to laugh and sport her beautiful smile again. “I took this class like three times already.”

“Hopefully, this will be your last time. If I can be a good enough tutor...I mean helper for you.” She started to blush. 

“Yeah, hopefully.”

The tutoring session was about to officially begin. 

“Let’s start by filling out this form.” She handed him a piece of paper. 

“A test already?” 

“No, Mike. It’s just a questionnaire,” she explained, giggling. “By filling this out, I’ll be able to get an idea of what areas you are having trouble with. Then I’ll know a good starting point for us to begin.”

He took the sheet and began to answer the questions, writing with his left hand. 

“Oh, you’re left-handed.”

“Yeah.”

“I am too.”

After putting down a couple of answers, he stopped and looked up. “Tiff, I’ll give you a little warning; no one can read my handwriting.”

“Why is that?” 

“You’ll see,” he said while continuing to write.

—-
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Farrah and the rest of the cheerleaders were practicing inside the gymnasium late in the evening. They were performing the school cheer.

“Come on, girls! Let’s do it with some attitude,” Farrah shouted.

“OK, let’s go!

Carver A&M;

We are the PANTHERS.

Carver A&M;

We are the PANTHERS.

And we are the B...E...S...T!”

The women finished their cheer and leaned over, exhausted by the intense workout Farrah had just put them through over the last couple of hours.

“We’ll take a quick 15-minute break, and then we’ll go over it one more time,” she said.

“Fifteen minutes!” Bianca contested. “We’re going to need a ten-hour break.”

“She’s really working us hard today,” Nicole added.

“Well, I can understand a little. We have to get ready for the homecoming competition coming up next month against Mervo Tech.”

The cheerleaders took a seat on the bleachers to get a much-needed breather. Suddenly, the double doors swung open, and Antwon Saunders, the school drug dealer from South Central, Los Angeles, strolled into the gym. He leaned up against the wall to check out the practice and observe the cheerleaders while going through their routine. Antwon was tall and skinny, about 6 feet 4 inches in height, with a thin build. He attended A&M for the sole purpose of selling drugs to the other students, along with the local townspeople. He had several connections on the West Coast that sent their drug supply to New York and then down to Delaware. Though many in the school administration knew of his illegal dealings, he somehow avoided being kicked out of school even after run-ins with the campus police. Many believed that he might have some university officials on his payroll.

“There goes Antwon,” Bianca said to Nicole, biting down on her lip.

“Girl, don’t be trying to mess with that drug-dealing gangster! He is nothing but trouble.”

“Drug dealer—what are you talking about?” 

“Don’t tell me you haven’t heard. Where have you been for the last few years? They say he’s part of some gang out in Los Angeles. The only reason he goes to this school is to make money selling drugs. And from what I hear, he’s making a ton of it.”

While they were still talking, Antwon came walking by them. They immediately stopped their conversation, so he wouldn’t overhear them talking.

“Hi,” Bianca said, waving.

He had his attention fixed elsewhere and arrogantly nodded back to her as he continued to stroll along. 

Farrah was stretching on the main floor, preparing to lead the next routine. While she was bent over, Antwon’s eyes zoomed in on her impressive backside. He casually approached her from behind and continued checking her out as she remained unaware of his approach.

“What’s going on, Farrah,” he said, gently patting her on the butt.

She was a little startled and quickly stood up straight. “Hey, Antwon,” she said in a disturbed tone as she backed away.

“I’m going to Atlantic City this weekend. I want you to come up with me.”

“Sorry, I don’t think I can make it, but thanks for the invitation.”

“What’s the problem?” 

“I have to prepare for our big cheerleading competition coming up in a couple of weeks,” she said, trying to appease him though she had no intention of going anywhere with him. “I’m very sorry. Maybe next time.” 

“Alright, next time, baby.” He grabbed her around the waist.

“Maybe,” she replied in a low voice, turning her head away from him.

Then Antwon coolly marched away and exited the gymnasium. Farrah took a deep breath, relieved that he didn’t get angry at her for turning him down. 

Bianca and Nicole observed the entire conversation across the gym and approached Farrah.

“Girl, are you crazy?” Nicole asked, perplexed by her comments to Antwon. “Why did you even say, maybe? You just left the door open for him to ask you again.”

“That’s not my question,” Bianca jumped in. “My question is, why did you turn him down in the first place?”

“I’m not focused on Antwon right now. I got my eyes set on someone else.”

“I bet I know who that is,” Bianca said. “Keep dreaming, Farrah. You might as well join the long line of the other hundred or so women around here trying to get with Mike Postell.”

Nicole laughed.

“You’ll see.” Farrah marched away. “I always get what I want.”

—-
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Mike and Tiffany were about 15 minutes into their tutoring session at the library. Aside from the librarian, they were the only two remaining inside the building.

He completed the questionnaire. “Done,” he said, handing it to her.

“OK, let me review your answers,” she said. “It’ll only take a couple of minutes.”

She picked up the paper and squinted while trying to read his illegible handwriting.

He observed her and said, “I told you it was bad.”

“I didn’t believe you at first. I thought you were just playing around. But you never told me the reason why your handwriting is almost unreadable.”

“If a teacher can’t read it, they can’t grade it.”

Tiffany giggled at his response. 

Then Mike immediately stood up and went over to get a drink from the water cooler. He filled up a cup and took a few sips. He decided to take a quick break and leaned up against the wall. 

He yawned, stretched his arms in the air, and accidentally knocked over a book on a display stand. 

He looked at the book lying on the ground and bent down to pick it up. He read the title, how to make it from the Bottom to the Top. He seemed interested in the title and decided to read a few pages. 

Tiffany gazed at him from across the room, smiling as she watched him reading the book. After scanning over a couple more pages, he put the book back on the stand and then sat at the table. Tiffany looked down at the paper and continued trying her best to make out his handwriting. 

She pointed to one of his answers. “Mike, can you tell me what this one says?”

He grabbed the paper and put it up to his face to get a closer look. “I think it says, Promotion is one of the four Ps of the business cycle,” he responded with doubt, as he had a hard time deciphering his own handwriting.

“Great! You got that question, right!”

Suddenly, he started getting impatient and wanted to move the session along faster. This session was his first time studying in over two years, and he had difficulty getting back in the swing of things.

“I’ll read the last one for you,” he said. “The business cycle consists of the planning, implementation, and management stages.”

“The first part is right, but the second part is incorrect. Please try again. You’re almost there.”

“Hold on, don’t tell me.” He rubbed the top of his head. “It’s production!”

“Correct; good job again!” 

“I should have put that answer down the first time.”

“Well, that’s it for today,” she said, placing the questionnaire back in her folder.

“For real?” he said, initially thinking the tutoring session would last much longer. “That was quick.”

“Yes, that’s it for our first night. I don’t want to hold you up any longer. I know you have more important things you’d rather be doing.” She smirked.

He stood up and grabbed his books. “Alright, see ya tomorrow, Tiff.”

He walked a few steps, stopped, and then turned back around. “Six o’clock, right?”

“Yes, six o’clock.”

He headed towards the double doors. 

“Bye,” she said, watching him leave.

He heard her but didn’t turn around. He just kept walking straight towards the exit and coolly extended his arm in the air, waving as he exited the library. She smiled after seeing his gesture.
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Chapter 4
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A FEW OF THE GUYS DECIDED to go to the Shiloh Mall to hang out. Felix drove his shiny, black SUV down the main highway. Mike sat in the passenger seat while Victor sat in the back. 

Felix said, “Yo, Vic, Christy finally gave me her number.”

“You mean Christy Perez?” Victor replied. “Man, she’s one of those relationship chicks. You plan on getting married or something?”

“What’s wrong with that? Would you rather bang a relationship chick or a club girl?”

“A club girl, no doubt! Look, man—say a girl has five one-night stands with five different guys a year, right? A relationship chick has one guy, but she gets worn out by this dude day in and day out. Man, that’s like 300 to 5. Chick’s stuff probably is all worn out, and you know the dude is probably cheating on her, too. How many guys you know are faithful? Dude probably got an STD or something.”

“I don’t care about all that stuff. All I see is the booty. I ain’t trying to make the chick my wife, no matter what her plans are.”

“You’ll care when that chick starts stalking your ass—talking about marriage—saying I love you this, and I love you that.”

“Mike, what is this dude talking about?” Felix asked, trying to get Mike to side with him.

“Don’t mess with them relationship chicks,” Mike said in a low-key voice. “I’ve seen a few spill blood over stuff like that.”

“Told you—Mike agrees with me!” Victor said, laughing.

They continued driving and approached a red light at an intersection. A blue convertible containing two Puerto Rican women pulled up on the right side of their car.

“Check them girls out in that ride!” Victor said, staring at them.

Felix looked over as well. “Damn, those girls look good,” 
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