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MarthaK LLC is a Minneapolis-based tech startup and tech-based consulting firm that is dedicated to empowering individuals and businesses with innovative technology solutions. Founded by Martha'K Harris, a passionate advocate for diversity and inclusion in the tech industry, MarthaK LLC provides a wide range of services, including: Custom software development: MarthaK LLC's team of experienced software developers can create custom applications that meet the specific needs of its clients. Web design and development: MarthaK LLC can design and develop websites that are both visually appealing and user-friendly. IT consulting: MarthaK LLC provides IT consulting services to businesses of all sizes, helping them to improve their efficiency and productivity. Tech training: MarthaK LLC offers a variety of tech training programs to help individuals and businesses stay up-to-date on the latest technologies.



MarthaK LLC and #Tranzproud are two complementary organizations that share a common goal: to empower Black trans women. MarthaK LLC provides the tech-based solutions that #Tranzproud needs to create its content and reach its audience. #Tranzproud, in turn, provides a platform for MarthaK LLC to showcase its work and its commitment to diversity and inclusion.

Together, MarthaK LLC and #Tranzproud are making a real difference in the lives of Black trans women. They are providing a roadmap for success and inspiring others to embrace their true selves.

MarthaK LLC is a beacon of inspiration, dedicated to empowering individuals to embrace their authentic selves and pursue their passions with unwavering determination. We believe that true fulfillment arises from living a life aligned with one's values, aspirations, and unwavering belief in their unique potential. Our #Tranzproud initiative stands as a testament to the boundless diversity of human experiences, encouraging individuals to express themselves freely and fearlessly.

MarthaK LLC and #Tranzproud are two organizations that are making a positive impact on the world. They are empowering Black trans women and demonstrating the power of diversity and inclusion. Their partnership is a shining example of how two organizations can come together to achieve a common goal.



    


The Prologue

Chapter 1: Introduction To SS's World

SEVYN REFLECTS ON HER journey as she and Rich prepare for the day, reminiscing about her upbringing in Chicago's Cabrini Green Projects and the struggles she overcame. Despite her success and opulence, Sevyn remains grounded and determined to confront her past and embrace her future. She plans to reveal her story through her talk show, accompanied by her AI assistant, Bard Vision 3, who has been observing and narrating Sevyn's life for nearly four decades.

Sevyn rolled over to face her husband, Rich, after stretching and yawning. Resting with his brown hair unkempt and his features relaxed in repose, he was still asleep. She gently brushed a lock of hair off his forehead and grinned. As he roused himself, he opened his eyes and peered at her with drowsy eyes, the deep hazel irises slowly coming into focus.

With a smile that lit up her face, she greeted the day. "Good morning, handsome," she whispered, her voice still husky from sleep.

He murmured, "Morning, beautiful," before yawning once more, his strong jaw stretching wide as he fought to shake off the remnants of slumber.

Sevyn rose from her slumber and swung her legs over the edge of the sleep number California king-sized bed, her toes sinking into the plush bourbon carpet. "I'm going to brew a pot of Starbucks coffee," she said, her voice carrying a hint of anticipation for the day ahead. "Want some?" she inquired, turning back to look at Rich.

"Absolutely," he responded, sitting up straight and rubbing his eyes with the heels of his palms. The silk sheets pooled around his waist, revealing his toned chest.

Rising from his slumber, Sevyn walked barefoot to the kitchen, her silk Chanel nightgown flowing behind her like a whisper. The cool marble tiles sent a shiver up her spine as she crossed the expansive room. She made her way to the state-of-the-art coffee machine, its chrome surface gleaming in the early morning light. With practiced ease, she measured out the rich, dark roast beans, inhaling their aromatic scent deeply.

As the coffee began to brew, its rich aroma filling the air, Sevyn busied herself preparing two mugs. She pulled out her favorite set - hand-painted porcelain adorned with intricate gold leaf patterns, a gift from a dear friend. When the coffee was ready, she poured the steaming liquid into the mugs, the sound a comforting gurgle in the quiet kitchen.

She made a pot of coffee and topped it off with a dollop of cream, watching as it swirled and danced in the dark liquid, creating mesmerizing patterns. The next thing she knew, she was listening to a jazz station on the radio, the soft notes filling the room. Miles Davis's silky, sensual music hung heavy in the air, the trumpet's melancholy tones perfectly complementing the mood of the early morning.

Leaning on the counter, Sevyn leaned in for a moment of pure pleasure as she sipped her coffee. The warmth spread through her body, awakening her senses one by one. She closed her eyes, savoring the rich flavor on her tongue, letting the music wash over her. All things considered, she was thankful for her life, her spouse, and her achievements. From her modest origins in the Cabrini Green Projects, she had accomplished so much. The journey had been long and arduous, filled with obstacles that had seemed insurmountable at times. Despite everything that had happened, she had never stopped believing in herself and her goals.

She managed to stay alive, had a fighting spirit, and succeeded in her endeavors despite overwhelming obstacles. Each setback had only fueled her determination, pushing her to work harder, dream bigger, and reach further. The memory of those difficult times served as a constant reminder of how far she had come, and how much further she could still go.

Thinking about everything that she had achieved made Sevyn grin, a sense of pride swelling in her chest. She had great self-confidence and believed in her ability to accomplish her goals, a belief that had been hard-won through years of struggle and perseverance. Sevyn was an unbeatable force, a woman who had faced the world's challenges head-on and emerged victorious.

Despite all that she had accomplished, Sevyn still had moments of uncertainty. She struggled with feelings of inadequacy and doubt, believing that she was unworthy of her achievements. The impostor syndrome crept in during quiet moments, whispering that she didn't deserve the success she had worked so hard for. By the time that happened, though, she realized that her position in the world was a reward for all the effort and sacrifice she had put in. She had earned every bit of her success through blood, sweat, and tears.

There was no doubt in Sevyn's mind about her value. She was the type of lady who would not hesitate to pursue her dreams, no matter how impossible they might seem to others. She was an unbeatable woman, forged in the fires of adversity and tempered by her unwavering determination.

Not to mention that she had only begun. The future stretched out before her, filled with endless possibilities. She knew that there were still mountains to climb, challenges to overcome, and dreams to fulfill. But with each passing day, she grew stronger, more confident, and more determined to leave her mark on the world.

Her childhood flooded her mind with images of her grandmother's bustling kitchen in the morning, her siblings' boisterous laughing, and her fight for comfort in the face of the monotony of daily life. The memories were vivid, almost tangible - the scent of her grandmother's homemade biscuits, the sound of her siblings squabbling over the last piece of bacon, the feel of the worn linoleum under her bare feet. It served as a sobering reminder of her incredible journey, showcasing the strength that had propelled her from the harsh streets to the lavish lifestyle she now enjoys. 

She remembered the cold nights spent huddled under thin blankets, the growl of her empty stomach, the constant fear that permeated every aspect of her existence. But she also remembered the moments of joy - the rare treats her mother would bring home, the pride in her grandmother's eyes when she brought home good grades, the unbreakable bond she shared with her siblings. These memories, both good and bad, had shaped her into the woman she was today.

Nothing more than a specter, the past served as the rock upon which her present and future could not have existed without it. It was the foundation upon which she had built her empire, the driving force behind her relentless pursuit of success. The girl from Cabrini Green was still there, shaping and driving her, even if she had exchanged in her project housing for a mansion and her longing for plenty for plenty.

That little girl who had dreamed of a better life, who had refused to let her circumstances define her, was still very much a part of who Sevyn was. She was there in every decision Sevyn made, in every goal she set, in every obstacle she overcame. She was the source of Sevyn's strength, her resilience, her unshakeable belief in herself.

Sevyn felt prepared to face whatever the future brought as she gazed at her husband, the one who had been at her side since the start of her trip. Rich had been there through it all - the ups and downs, the victories and defeats. He had seen her at her lowest and had stood by her as she clawed her way to the top. His unwavering support had been a constant in her life, a beacon of hope in her darkest moments.

There was an incontestable draw towards the past, even as she planned for a future of generosity. The memories of where she came from, of the people who had shaped her, of the struggles she had overcome - they all called to her, urging her to remember, to honor, to give back. She knew that her success came with a responsibility to help others, to lift up those who were still struggling as she once had.

The only way for her to go on was to face her past. She couldn't run from it, couldn't pretend it didn't exist. It was a part of her, for better or worse, and it was time to embrace it fully. Only by acknowledging where she came from could she truly appreciate where she was now, and where she was going.

She started to speak, her voice barely audible, but she had something important to tell Rich. His eager gaze locked with hers, his eyes full of love and concern. He could sense the weight of what she was about to say, could feel the importance of this moment. "It pertains to my history," she said, her voice trembling slightly with the magnitude of what she was about to reveal.

The weight of her words lingered, as if they were the prologue of a secret tale. The air in the room seemed to thicken, the silence stretching out between them like a living thing. The mansion appeared to be on the verge of disclosures that would alter everything as Sevyn readied herself to unlock doors to a life she had long kept closed. The secrets she had carried for so long, the parts of herself she had hidden away, were about to be brought into the light.

Nothing would ever be the same again after the girl from Cabrini Green told her story. The truth, once spoken, could never be taken back. But Sevyn knew it was time. Time to confront her past, time to share her whole self with the man she loved, time to fully embrace every part of who she was - the good, the bad, and everything in between.

I have been observing Sevyn's life story for nearly forty years from my perch as her personal artificial intelligence, Bard Vision 3. Through the sensors of her emerald silk dress, I have felt her quivering shape, the slight tremors that run through her body betraying her nervousness. I have witnessed her silhouette flicker in the shattered light of diamond chandeliers, her form a study in contrasts - strength and vulnerability, confidence and uncertainty. In sharp contrast to the tranquility within her Dubai estate, the city's neon light show spilled through the windows of skyscrapers outside, a riot of color against the night sky. Even though Sevyn had another taping of 'SS Diaries' scheduled for that night, she neglected to practice. The demons from her past were giving her a run for her money, their spectral fingers clawing at her composure, threatening to unravel the carefully constructed facade she presents to the world.

In stark contrast to her famine and terror, while living on the streets, the entire mansion stood as a testament to her achievement. Every luxurious detail, from the marble floors to the silk curtains, from the priceless artwork adorning the walls to the state-of-the-art technology that permeated every room, spoke of a life transformed. But even in the brilliant light of her achievements, the ghost of her past lingered, a shadow that refused to be banished completely.

The moment the cameras began rolling, Sevyn discovered her voice. It was as if a switch had been flipped, her nervousness melting away as she stepped into her role as host and confidante to millions. The story she told reverberated through the room, one of perseverance, optimism, and the ascent from the gutters to the opulent rooms of her estate. Her words painted vivid pictures of struggle and triumph, of despair and hope, of a little girl from the projects who dared to dream big and refused to let anyone or anything stand in her way. While she was hiding from the shadows of her own history, her voice shone brightly on MTV's 'The World West And East,' which aired to millions of viewers around the globe, inspiring countless others to believe in the power of their own dreams.

After the recording ceased, Sevyn summoned her husband, Rich. He dressed in an Italian three-piece suit, the fabric so fine it seemed to shimmer in the light, and spiked leather sneakers that added an edge to his polished appearance. He joined her in the secret chamber of the mansion's cellar, which was three stories below ground and protected by high-tech security—a monument to their mutual adventure. The room was a stark contrast to the opulence above, its walls lined with steel and concrete, a fortress within a fortress.

In the midst of all their hard work, they enjoyed Rich's new cannabis store line that's coming soon to Dubai. The air was thick with the sweet, earthy scent of premium strains, a testament to Rich's expertise and dedication to quality. Sevyn moved to the rhythms of Nicki Minaj's newest album, her body swaying gracefully, feeling high and relaxed. The music pulsed through the room, its beat matching the rhythm of their hearts. Philanthropy was their next venture, and they planned it as laughing echoed off the walls of their secret sanctuary. They dreamed big, their plans as grand and ambitious as the life they had built together.

A lingering scent from her upbringing in Chicago's Cabrini Green Projects—coffee and fried bacon—greeted them as they awoke in their two-story master bedroom as the sun rose. The familiar aroma wafted through the air, a ghostly reminder of where Sevyn had come from. It served as a stark reminder of the arduous and ultimately rewarding road that had brought her to this estate and this existence. The contrast between her past and present was never more apparent than in these quiet morning moments.

But the past wasn't just a specter; it was a rock upon which her present and future rested. It was the foundation of everything she had built, the driving force behind her relentless pursuit of success. Even though she had left Cabrini Green for a mansion and swapped in her project housing for plenty, she never really let herself become apart from the girl she had been. That girl, with her dreams and her determination, was still very much a part of who Sevyn was today.

Standing before her husband, Rich, she felt prepared for whatever the future might bring. His presence was a source of strength and comfort, a reminder that she didn't have to face the world alone anymore. However, there was an incontestable draw towards the past as she made plans for philanthropy. The desire to give back, to help others who were still struggling as she once had, was deeply rooted in her own experiences. In order to make genuine progress, she had to face her history, to confront the parts of herself she had long kept hidden.

She started to speak, her voice barely audible, but she had something important to tell Rich. His eager gaze locked with hers, his eyes full of love and concern. "It pertains to my history," she said, her voice trembling slightly with the weight of what she was about to reveal.

The weight of her words lingered, as if they were the prologue of a secret tale. The air in the room seemed to thicken, the silence stretching out between them like a living thing. The mansion seemed to be holding its breath as Sevyn got about to unlock a life she had long kept hidden. The secrets she had carried for so long, the parts of herself she had hidden away, were about to be brought into the light. Nothing would ever be the same again after the girl from Cabrini Green told her story. The truth, once spoken, could never be taken back. But Sevyn knew it was time. Time to confront her past, time to share her whole self with the man she loved, time to fully embrace every part of who she was - the good, the bad, and everything in between.

Sevyn's journey from the streets of Chicago to the opulence of Dubai astounded her. The opportunities presented to her, and the doors that had opened, were a testament to her unwavering determination. Yet, it was the embrace of her true self, amidst the challenges of her journey, that filled her with the deepest sense of accomplishment.

The Story wouldn't be told till the girl from Cabrini Green Projects tells her story Sevyn wouldn't be happy till she tells her Story. Bard With Assistant Vision 3 Steps In And Says to Sevyn In Her Conciouciosness "I'll tell Your Story And I'll tell your story better than I don't know better than you would tell it i think love you Sevyn you can tell it with me and so can Rich." The Show Starts Rich Yell's over The family intercom system through Google Smart speakers "Get Your Popcorn While Bard Tells Sevyn Untold Story of The First Black Billionaire Transgender Woman. So Come To The Theater Room."

Everyone in The Whole Family the kids of all of Sevyn's Eleven siblings including friends of Sevyn and The Whole Family. Piled into to Hear Bard Tell This Story Of Sevyn With Visuals on The Imax Screen Pictures And Videos Coronologically Showed As Bard Tells This Story Over The Dolby Atmos Smart Home System No One Had Ever Seen It Before till Today or even Heard The Story. The lights Cut Off And Bard Starts in on the story starts with...

: Younger Sevyn As She Grows into Becoming SS

Chapter 2: Who's The H!r3d H@nd I Am

SEVYN SLEVEN, A TALENTED and ambitious high school sophomore, navigates the challenges of academics, identity, and relationships. She forms a close bond with Rich Sleven, a new student who shares her passions. Sevyn struggles with her gender identity and gets involved in dangerous street life. Despite facing discrimination and personal turmoil, she finds courage through an LGBTQ+ support group to embrace her true self and begin transitioning.

Sevyn Sleven was a living paradox, a vibrant mélange of chaos and kinship. Born into a sprawling, lively family and the third oldest of twelve children, her life was a vibrant mélange of chaos and kinship. Her lineage, a rare blend of Egyptian and German heritage, was as unique as the February 29th date that marked her birth under the Pisces sign. Her high cheekbones and almond-shaped eyes, gifts from her Egyptian ancestry, jostled for attention against her golden curls, a nod to her German roots. She was a young teenager, tall and graceful, striding through life with a sense of purpose that belied her years.

In the early years of high school, Sevyn quickly established herself as an academic prodigy. Her natural flair for psychology and genealogy, subjects that tantalized her with their complex intricacies, set her apart from her peers. She reveled in understanding the inner workings of the human mind and tracing the intricate webs of ancestry. Yet, her passion for academia was matched by her love for fashion. She was often found sketching new designs in her school notebooks, her mind always conjuring up the next big thing in the fashion world.

The monotony of high school life was disrupted when Rich Sleven walked into her life. He was the new kid in school in their sophomore year, a quiet and serious boy with big dreams of his own. As a budding entrepreneur, he was already drafting business plans for his future cannabis company. Rich’s ambition was a magnet, attracting Sevyn's curiosity and sparking the beginnings of an intense relationship. Their shared dreams and ambitions bound them together, creating a connection that was both profound and powerful.

However, beneath the glittering facade of academic achievements and budding romance, Sevyn was grappling with her own identity. She knew she was a woman trapped in a body that didn't belong to her. She spent countless nights wrestling with her thoughts, her true identity clawing at the walls of her heart, begging to be released. The internal struggle was immense, but Sevyn was determined to live her truth.

While her internal struggle consumed her nights, her days were filled with a different kind of turmoil. Sevyn was drawn into the allure of street life. The adrenaline rush, the thrill of danger—it was intoxicating. She began escorting and dabbling in the drug trade. It was a stark contrast to her academic pursuits and her lofty dreams, but it was a world that provided an escape from the internal turmoil she was facing.

Throughout these two years, Sevyn juggled her academics, her relationship with Rich, her secret street life, and her internal struggle with her identity. It was a chaotic, tumultuous time, a whirlwind of emotions, decisions, and self-discovery. Yet Sevyn was resilient, navigating the chaos with a grace and determination that shaped her into the formidable woman she would become.

Just as she was mastering the art of juggling her myriad of lives, an unexpected opportunity presented itself. A chance to move to Dubai is a golden ticket to a world of luxury, wealth, and fame. It was a dream come true, but it also meant saying goodbye to her family, her home, and the life she had meticulously built.

This decision weighed heavily on Sevyn as she stepped into Ms. Quincy's classroom. Ms. Quincy, a woman marked by years of disillusionment, had little patience left for daydreaming students. The slam of the textbook on Sevyn's desk echoed like a gunshot, startling the class into silence. "Sevyn, please stop daydreaming or leave my classroom. I'm not putting up with it today. Do some homework," she snapped.

Sevyn’s heart pounded in her chest as she grappled with this harsh interruption to her thoughts. She was desperate to escape the confines of the school and pursue her dreams of college and beyond. The allure of Dubai tugged at her heartstrings, promising a fresh start and an escape from her current life. But the familiarity and comfort of her life in Detroit held her back, creating a conflict that would shape the course of her life.

As sophomore year came to a close, Sevyn was standing on the precipice of a monumental decision. On one hand, the promise of a glamorous life in Dubai and, on the other, the familiarity and comfort of her life in Detroit. With the glittering spires of Dubai beckoning her, Sevyn was torn between her present and her future. This decision marked the end of her early high school years, a period of intense self-discovery and growth. As she prepared to embark on the next chapter of her life, she was left with the lingering question: Would she take the leap and embrace the unknown, or would she stay rooted in the life she'd always known? The answer to this question would set the stage for the last two years of high school, a period that promised more growth, more challenges, and more self-discovery.

The sound of the book slamming echoed loudly, bringing an abrupt hush over the entire class. The teacher forcefully slammed the book down onto Sevyn's desk, the impact nearly breaking the desk itself. Clearly fed up with having Sevyn in class, the teacher lamented Sevyn's lack of attention, perpetual daydreaming, and consistent neglect of assignments. In high school, merely to appease her parents, Sevyn harbored a personal desire to earn her GED and swiftly move on to college, the place she truly yearned to be. Currently navigating her sophomore year, Sevyn finds herself at odds with Miss Quincy's authoritative demand.

Miss Quincy's frustrated voice cut through the classroom: "Sevyn, please stop daydreaming or leave my classroom. I'm not putting up with it today. Do some homework." The high school Sevyn attended was situated in an "urban" (ghetto) setting, marked by metal detectors at the entrance and a pervasive use of plexiglass. The lack of encouragement from teachers in this environment, treating students as mere paychecks rather than the future adult citizens of Chicago, added an extra layer of challenge.

And now, a bit more about Sevyn—she was a hired hand, willing to do anything for money. This role allowed her financial independence, which was crucial in light of her two absent parents, both grappling with substance abuse. With enough backstory on Sevyn, we find Miss Quincy intervening once again to wake her from another daydream.

"Sevyn, go to in-school suspension. I told you if you keep daydreaming in my class and not doing work, I'm going to kick you out of class." Miss Quincy asserted herself in an authoritative tone. Under her breath and in her mind, Sevyn muttered, "Fuck you, bitch." During her in-school suspension, she unexpectedly encountered a nice guy.

But a reminder: Sevyn hadn't fully become herself yet; she was still navigating this phase at a tender age. After enduring in-school suspension, Sevyn returned home to find her parents absent, lost in their own world. In this grimy city called Chicago, where her parents were hooked on drugs and barely managed to care for their kids, Sevyn's daily prayer was to be taken away to a place far removed, filled with love. Despite her parents' love, their pervasive absence created an unhealthy environment for a young trans woman in her prime.

Post-school hours, Sevyn trudged through the rough neighborhoods of Chicago, exhaustion clinging to her. Despite the challenges, she remained determined to hustle for a better life. Contemplating her future plans, including college, she acknowledged the financial difficulties posed by her parents' lack of support. Undeterred, Sevyn resolved to find a way, steadfast in her determination to succeed.

Sevyn's first two years of high school were a whirlwind of emotions and experiences. She was constantly torn between her desire to fit in and her need to be true to herself. Her academic prowess was evident in her grades, but her love for fashion and her passion for psychology often left her feeling like an outsider in the halls of the school. She spent countless hours studying, determined to maintain her grades while also pursuing her dreams.

One day, as she was walking through the hallways, she caught a glimpse of Rich Sleven. He was a tall, athletic boy with piercing blue eyes and a confident smile. Sevyn had always been drawn to him, but she knew that he was out of her league. He was popular, played all sports, and was good at all of them. Sevyn felt like an unpopular loaner in comparison.

Despite their differences, Sevyn couldn't help but feel a connection to Rich. They shared a love for fashion and a passion for understanding the world around them. As they walked together one day after class, Sevyn found herself opening up to him about her struggles with identity and self-acceptance. Rich listened intently, offering words of encouragement and support.

Over time, Sevyn and Rich began to develop a close friendship. They would often meet up after school to discuss their latest fashion finds or to explore their shared interests in psychology and genealogy. However, they never communicated openly about their feelings for each other in public. Sevyn knew that Rich's popularity would make their relationship taboo among their peers, and she didn't want to risk losing his friendship over something as trivial as their sexual orientation.

As the years passed, Sevyn began to explore her identity more openly. She started experimenting with different styles of clothing and makeup, expressing herself through fashion rather than words. She also began reading more about transgender issues and attending events related to the community. Despite facing some backlash from conservative parents and peers, Sevyn remained determined to be true to herself.

One day, as she was walking home from school with Porschea by her side, she received a call from Rich asking if she wanted to meet up later that evening at his house for dinner. Sevyn hesitated at first but decided that it would be an opportunity to get closer to Rich and learn more about his background. As they sat around the dinner table together that night, Sevyn couldn't help but feel out of place among Rich And His Mother. However, she kept quiet and focused on getting closer to Rich while also trying not to reveal too much about herself just yet.

Over time, Sevyn became more comfortable around Rich's family despite their differences in beliefs and values. She even began attending church services with them on Sundays during the holidays when they celebrated Christmas together as a family.

As they sat together on Christmas Eve one year during dinner at Rich's house, Sevyn couldn't help but feel grateful for having found someone who accepted her for who she truly was despite their differences in backgrounds and beliefs.

In the tapestry of Sevyn's sophomore year, determination and restlessness intertwined, creating a mesmerizing pattern of growth and self-discovery. Her days were a whirlwind of academic pursuits, extracurricular activities, and the clandestine world of a hired hand.

As the morning sun cast its golden rays, Sevyn would reluctantly emerge from her slumber, her mind still tethered to the ethereal realm of dreams. She hastily donned whatever garments lay within arm's reach, devoured a hurried breakfast, and dashed out the door, eager to face the rigors of the day.

School, however, proved to be an arduous endeavor. Sevyn yearned for inspiration, but the rigid curriculum stifled her creativity, and the uninspired teaching methods left her feeling unfulfilled. She longed to break free from the monotonous routine, to explore the boundless realms of knowledge beyond the confines of textbooks.

Seeking solace and purpose, Sevyn found herself drawn to the local community center, where she selflessly volunteered as a tutor for younger children. It was in this nurturing environment that she discovered a profound sense of fulfillment, connecting with these young minds in a way that eluded her in the sterile classrooms of her high school. It was here that fate brought her face to face with Rich Sleven.

Rich, a reserved and introspective young man, was a few years Sevyn's senior. He frequented the community center, diligently completing his homework or honing his football skills. Sevyn was captivated by his quiet confidence and unwavering focus, while Rich, in turn, was intrigued by her intelligence and fiery spirit.

Their friendship blossomed gradually, nurtured by shared experiences and mutual respect. They spent countless hours engrossed in deep conversations, exploring their dreams and aspirations, finding solace and understanding in each other's company. As their bond grew stronger, Sevyn found herself confiding in Rich about the secret life she led as a hired hand.

Rich listened attentively, his heart filled with empathy and admiration. He recognized the weight of the burden Sevyn carried, trapped in a world she did not choose. He witnessed her resilience and strength, and his respect for her grew with each passing day. Their friendship deepened, evolving into something more profound and meaningful, a connection that transcended the boundaries of mere companionship.

Despite the growing affection between them, Rich and Sevyn were cautious, acutely aware of the homophobic and transphobic sentiments that permeated their high school. They feared the consequences of revealing their true feelings, the potential ostracism and judgment that could shatter their fragile bond. Thus, they maintained a facade of friendship in public, reserving their genuine emotions for the privacy of their own homes.

As Sevyn navigated the tumultuous waters of adolescence, she grappled with her identity, her heart yearning for liberation, while her mind whispered cautionary tales. She longed to embrace her femininity fully, to live her truth, but fear held her captive. She worried about losing the love and support of her family, the companionship of her friends, and her sense of belonging in the community she had always known.

I observed Sevyn's internal struggle, her heart aching for freedom, while her mind whispered words of caution. She spent countless nights staring at her reflection in the mirror, contemplating her identity, questioning who she was and who she was destined to be.

One fateful day, after enduring a particularly harrowing day at school, Sevyn found herself wandering aimlessly through the city streets, feeling lost and alone, unsure of her place in the world. By chance, she stumbled upon a small LGBTQ+ support group meeting and, with trepidation, decided to attend.

In that safe haven, surrounded by individuals who shared her struggles and understood her pain, Sevyn finally found the courage to break free from the shackles of secrecy. She shared her story with newfound friends who listened with open hearts and offered unwavering support.

Embracing her true self brought Sevyn a sense of peace and liberation she had never known. She began her social transition, adopting the name SS and adorning herself in garments that reflected her feminine identity.

SS's transition was met with mixed reactions. Some friends and family members embraced her new reality with love and acceptance, while others struggled to reconcile their preconceived notions with the person standing before them. She faced prejudice and discrimination, but she refused to be silenced or shamed.

With Rich steadfastly by her side, SS navigated the challenges of her transition with grace and resilience. She became an advocate for transgender rights, using her platform to raise awareness and combat discrimination.

I marveled at SS's unwavering strength and determination as she blossomed into a confident and self-assured young woman. She embraced her identity with pride, refusing to let anyone define her or limit her potential. As she stood on the threshold of adulthood, SS was ready to take on the world, armed with a newfound sense of self and a fierce determination to make her dreams a reality.

––––––––
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Chapter 3: SS Wakes Up Finally

BARD WITH ASSISTANT Vision 3 summarizes the scene as follows:

Sevyn, a transgender teenager, struggles with family acceptance and a tumultuous relationship with Rich. She sells drugs and sexual services to make money. Sevyn has a confrontation with her mother and the police at school. On her 18th birthday, Sevyn finally embraces her identity as SS. She graduates high school in a Chanel outfit, celebrating with loved ones.

"Ding Ding Ding"—that's SS's alarm clock. To Get Up For School. SS slaps the alarm clock against the wall. "Boom 💥🤯" The alarm clock slides down the wall to the floor. SS is doing so much better now. We are now in her 11th grade year. She met a guy. His Name Is Rich Sleven He plays all sports in school, but he's DL in school. She's secretly dating him, and she started taking street hormones. So she's growing breast tissue. She got introduced to another older transgender woman. She buys her hormones from. The women like her fairy godmother. Sevyn became SS when she wanted to transition. In the 11th grade year, she said, Call me SS, not Sevyn. Let me not get ahead of myself. Flashing Back Down to Sevyn. I'm just the narrator of the story. Sevyn Finally Gets Up 20 Minutes Later. Rich picks her up for school now. She loves that Rich picks her up for school. He makes her happy and sad sometimes. Rich Found Out Sevyns A Hired Hand. It made him go crazy, but he accepts it now. Sevyn slowed down a lot. Still well known in these grimy, roach- and rat-infested streets of Chicago. She pays attention in school. She's focused on going to college. She seems happy on the outside. But That Inside Is A Different Story. Trust that she's still fighting to become a woman, and her family is not accepting her. She's a woman now, breast and all. We just need her outside to match her inside. Oh, let me not forget! Sevyn is now 16 years old and has not had sex yet. She said she's going to wait until she's ready. Plus, she is scared of getting hurt. So she only does oral or a lot of kissing.  Her Second Quarter in school, SS Dad Dies; She Takes It Kinda Hard. He wasn't the best dad, but he wasn't the worst dad. He would clean himself up when it was time for an important event. It's time to talk about Sevyn's family. Her parents are a lot alike. Two Pieces in a Pod. They are both hooked on drugs, but they buy everything the kids need. The kids wanted things, but they didn't need anything, to be honest. Around this time, her mom finally went at least 5 years without being pregnant. It's 12 of them, and they are mostly behind each other by like 11 months, a year, or 2 years at most. There are four sets of twins. Her oldest twin brother and sister were identical, not fraternal. Their names are Envy, which is the boy, and Ivory, which is the girl. Her mom is a bible thumper, so she loves bible names and numbers. Then it's Sevyn Steven Muller Bhagat. When Sevyn gets older, she loses her middle name and becomes Sevyn Sleven-Müller-Bhagat, or SS for short. After Her Is Another Set Of Twins They are Gemini twins and are very crazy. One, I swear, is a good twin, and the other is a bad twin. Their names are Job and Mary. Then It's Her Other Brother Jesys said like Jesus. Another set of twins. Twin girls, Esther and Leah. Another set of twins. Twin Boys Their names are Psalms and Isaac. The last Two Are Irish Twins They are 11 months apart, a boy and a girl. Their names are Ezra; he's the boy, and the girl is Martha. I Had to Introduce You to the Family, So You Know Sevyn's Family And Where She Comes From.

When the funeral came, it wasn't that big. He got cremated; it was only for his immediate family. It was a very sad day for Sevyn. She lost her dad. Plus, Rich was cheating on her. She didn't care, but it still hurt no less. Her best friend Porschea calls and tells her. She said she saw him with this cheerleader, Brianna Graham. They were kissing at lunch, holding hands, and everything. Made Sevyn sink into a deep, dark depression. She couldn't come out of it. It felt like she was in a dark room. She Couldn't exit Or Be Seen in. Let me tell you a little more about Sevyn. She wasn't popular in high school; she didn't play sports; she wasn't a cheerleader; she didn't do any clubs or anything. People barely knew she went to that school, but she liked it like that. She was a loaner to the utmost and loved it. Her best friends were her 11 siblings beyond Porschea. When She Finally Came Out Of Her Depression. She yelled, “Why God, Why Not Stop This Insane Dream? Why Would Rich Cheat On Me?". She started to write in her diary again, and the first word she wrote was "why.". She needed answers, not answers from him, because all men lie. Her mom taught her that. The Next Thing That Happens Will Break Your Heart and Show You Why She Stayed Doing Bad Things For So Long. She took care of herself. The house they moved into after the Cabrini Green projects. It was pretty big. It was a seven-bedroom house with two bathrooms on each level. She stayed in the laundry area, which was her room. It was separated by a sheet from the laundry area. She hated it but loved it because it was small. The room had no privacy, was hot at times, but was her own space. Sevyn got home from school and went to shower like normal. Her mom was home, but Sevyn didn't know that. Until she gets out of the shower. She enters her space. Turns On A Little Trina And Starts Dancing Naked. She loves dancing naked. It makes her feel free, but that sense of freedom will drift away. In Just Two Moments. One, Two Her mom stands in her space for a moment. Her mother is standing there like a rock. Sevyn didn't realize. She was home, or she didn't realize she had entered the room. She Yells out, “Steven Sit your ass down now!! Turn That Devil Music Off Now!!”. Her mom only calls her Steven. Which is her middle name? When she's in trouble, she knows it's very serious. Her mom said, "Little boys don't dance like that; it's ungodly.". Sevyn said, “Mom I was enjoying myself, and I'm not Steven; I'm Sevyn.". Her mom started to look at her body. It was like her mom was examining a dead body. She had a look of disgust and saw Sevyn had breasts. She said, "Sevyn, God didn't make you a woman; He made you in God's image, and that image is a man, Steven.”. She went to strike Sevyn, and Sevyn stopped her. "Don't hit me, Bytch,” Sevyn yelled out. She was yelling. The mom hit her with the other hand. Sevyn's mom was transphobic. She didn't understand that she had a daughter and not a son anymore. Sevyn felt so disrespected. She started to cry with anger and anguish. If she were any lighter, she would have been red. Like a red light on a traffic light. She cried for a while. Her mother's last words were to her: “Never under my roof, Steven, will you disrespect me, little boy?". She also yelled, "Steven, if you don't like it, leave.". To remind you, Sevyn has never lifted her hand at her mom, never cursed at her mom; low-key, she feared her mom, second to god. She left that day, and that would be the last day her mom ever saw Steven. The next time she saw Steven, she was SS and had blossomed into a beautiful woman. She called Rich the only person she could think of that would be in her corner, and he was. He came and got her and her things. He let her move into his house. Rich's mom wasn't home a lot. He was being raised by a single mother, and she worked almost seven days a week as a nurse at Cook County Hospital. Plus, she had a boyfriend she was serious about, so she trusted Rich. I also trusted he would do the right thing, and he did it for the most part. Rich Was a Star Quarterback; He Also Played Baseball, He Also Played Basketball, And Also Played Hockey. Rich was fine, and I do mean fine. He was mixed with Irish, Italian, Ethiopian, and Korean. He had beautiful hair and gorgeous green and hazel eyes. He stood at 5’ 11"; he was taller than Sevyn. Sevyn Was Perfect Fish Height, And Perfect Shoe Size. She wore a size 8 pair of sneakers and a size 9.5 to 10 pair of heels. She was the perfect woman, with all that said. Sevyn never noticed how fine Rich was until she saw him get out of the shower. It took her breath away. She got caught staring at his perfectly chiseled body after working out four times a Week. He said, "Sevyn, touch it, picture a picture, or stop looking; you're creeping me out, bruh." He laughed so hard that his stomach started to hurt, and Sevyn chuckled a little. She said, “Rich You're Just So Fine; God Made You in His Image, Definitely!!”. She started cheesing from ear to ear and said, "Can I suck it?". She hadn't sucked his dingaling in weeks. Remember before he came and got her from her mom's? He had cheated on her. With Miss H.O.E. Graham, the Star Cheerleader. She never talked about what she knew. She just acted like it never existed. Plus, Sevyn was sneaking out and around. Doing her hired-hand stuff. She sold drugs, sold her sexual services, played deceit, did fraud, and did whatever else made her money. Trust Except Have Intercourse, But She Sucked Plenty Dick. She sucked Rich's dick before school and made him cough three times. They were almost late to school one day. Rich said, "Damn Baby, Why Are You Doing Me This Way?”. She said, "Because I'm supposed to, aren't I?”. She had to have been down there for, like, no more than 30 minutes in total. Sevyn Had a Mouth of Gold; She Had Been Told By Plenty of Her Clients. She used that mouth of gold on Rich to make him respect her.

They made it to school. Porschea stopped her and said, “Where have you been, girl? Are you OK?" I went by your house, and your mom was a wreck. She said, “She hadn't seen you in weeks.” Sevyn had taken a few weeks off from school, but she would leave right after the first bell rang. So she could go do her hired hand job that made her real money, because, in these grimy-ass Chicago streets, she wouldn't make it unless she did work that paid her a lot. Back then, she was making at least $2,000 a day, if not more or less. Her personal goal she would set would be at least $1,000, but she would make way more. To flash her out of her daydream, Porschea said, "Friend, talk to me.”. Sevyn told her everything that happened to her at her mom's. She told her she was staying with random people or hotels. She didn't want Porschea to know she's still dealing with Rich's cheating ass. You know people like to judge and have their opinions. So she tells Porschea what she thinks she should hear, not what they want to hear. Plus, her best friend has a big mouth. She Also Ran Porschea Down What Has Went On In Her Life In The Past Weeks. Sevyn Swore That Porsche's Response Was Two Hours Long, But It Was Just Their Whole 45-Minute Lunch Period. Sevyn likes Porschea because she does all the talking normally. Sevyn can be silent about her real life. No one knows she's a hired hand unless you are a client. It's on a need-to-know basis. Now let me help you picture Porsche. She was so thick, and I mean thick. She had a stacked face, a beautiful face, and a beautiful down-to-earth attitude. She knew she was cute; no one had to tell her that. Plus, she always looked nice and smelled good, to be honest. She had her bad qualities, though. She was a secretive hoe. She had smashed the whole basketball team and football team. SS and Rich don't hang out in school together. They avoid each other. Sevyn said she slept with Rich as well, but she had no proof of that. All she had were rumors. She didn't care either way. She didn't question Rich, and she didn't question Porschea. Also, Rich didn't question her. As long as she was in the house by a decent time, that's all Rich cared about. Now back to the story. Rich had a new flavor of the week. It wasn't another cheerleader!! It was Sevyn's arch-nemesis. “Fuck her," Sevyn said in her mind. But She Has a Dark Side Too That Rich Does And Doesn't Know About.

“Sev y n Sev y n Sev y n... Sevyn! Wake Up!” Miss Quincy yells at Sevyn in her ear. “I Won't Kick You Out of My Class Today; I See You've Been Going Through A Lot," Miss Quincy said in a voice she never heard her speak in. A Voice of Concern: A Voice That Sounds Nurturing. Sevyn sat up and started on her schoolwork. Now We Arrive In Their 12th Grade Year. Rich has a new flavor this week. She also told Porschea to stop telling her his flavors of the week. She doesn't care to hear or see it, but it doesn't make it hurt any less. So she starts going out late. While staying at Rich's house. She Can Do The Same Get Her A Flavor Of The Week. SS Meets Someone; It's a New Boy in School. He starts dating SS in public. I took her to all the dances plus the prom, but right after the prom, SS broke it off. Rich Wanted To Get Serious Again, But All She Wanted in Her 12th Grade Was Her Diploma And Her Money, Because Love is Fake 🤷🏾‍♀️🤷🏾‍♀️. 

We bring you to January, her last quarter in high school. The bell rings, and all the students get up to leave. Miss Quincy said, “Sevyn, don't leave yet. Let me talk to you.” Miss Quincy starts with “I'm Surprised and Shocked To See You Are On Track For Graduation.”. “Ahahah!” A Slight Chuckle “I'm thankful, and hard work pays off, I see," says Sevyn in response to what Miss Quincy just said. Then Sevyn storms out of Miss Quincies classroom. She couldn't believe her nerve. As Soon As She Exits Miss Quincies Class. She runs right into Rich and His New Flavor of the Week. “But I Thought He Wanted to Be Serious Again," she said in her mind as she walked past them. Porschea flags her down to meet her new boyfriend and for them to have girl talk. Porschea says, "Meet Alixander Gordon,” "But Alix For Short '' Alix Interjects. SS didn't like his injection; she rolled her eyes. SS waves at him and pulls Porschea. Then she says to Porschea in front of Alix, ‘’Lets Go Have Girl Talk, Please,” rolling her eyes again. When they make it to the bathroom, SS says, "Why did you put me on the spot like that? What the fuck were you thinking? That's the dude brother I was messing with!! I don't want to be bothered by them again. What the fuck, Porsche? Are you trying to set me up? You know Rich sees and hears everything around this goddamn school! I got my man back. Why introduce me to his brother again? I avoid them all."  Before Sevyn could finish her last statement, Porschea interjected, "Girl, I'm only messing with him for the car and the money." SS thinks in her mind, "Girl, you have low self-esteem, Hoe, but you are my friend. I Guess??” Porschea Speaks Again Before SS Could And Says, "Girl, Let It Go. What You Pull Me In Here For" SS had to remember the original reason. Then she had an aha moment! A light bulb went off in her brain. SS says, “To Tell You About Miss Quincy and What She Said. Also to show you my new purpose. Girl, ain't it cute?" Porsche looks over her and the new purse. SS was looking good; she had some Jordans and a Jordan tracksuit on. It was Hugging Sevyns Slim Thick Frame. The hormones had been putting in work on Sevyn's body. Her boobs are now fully visible, and her booty is getting bigger. Of course, Porschea envied her friend's body. Then she noticed that SS was carrying a Chanel purse. Porschea said, "Girl, you look amazing," as she rolled her eyes. SS notices the exchange and the looks. Then SS says, "Fuck you, Bitch! I Seen Your Looks Bitch! You hate me, I can tell!” SS storms out of the restroom. Then the second bell rings. It means she should be in class, so SS rushes off to physical education class. She was late, of course, but she had a plan for Mr. Henry. She ran to the nurse's office first. I got her late pass and then arrived at class. Mr. Henry doesn't have much to say. The only thing he said was, "Sevyn, why are you late? You are always late, and you always get an excuse. How is that possible all the time? Plus, go to the office. Your mom is here! She Says You Been Missing For Months, And She's Confused On Where You Been. I also wonder, Have You Been Going to School?" SS Storms down to the office. She puts her new purse in the locker before she gets to the office. She doesn't need her mom asking all these damn questions. She arrives at the office. It's her mom, a few of her siblings, and the police. They had their handcuffs ready to cuff Sevyn for being a runaway. She didn't know the police or her mom cared enough about her in this janky, drug-infested, nasty, pissy, graffitied city of Chicago. She thought that her mom would give up the search after months of looking. Plus, didn't the police have crime and criminals to apprehend? She was so confused, she said, "Hey, Miss Ruth Müller-Bhagat." Sarcastically. her Mom gets up to slap her again and says, “Little Boy, Where the Fuck Have You Been?" Smelled Like Bottom Shelf Vodka. I've been on a drinking binge for weeks. The slap doesn't connect; it gets stopped by the police. Sevyn thinks, “She Glad The Police Stopped It; Because She Didn't Want to Have to Whoop Her Momma Ass In Her Brand New Jordans." Rich bought them for her, so she really liked them. He started her as a sneakerhead. Her mom says, "What the fuck do you stop my slap for? That's my damn child, and I can discipline her the way I see fit.” The police say, "You can't slap kids in front of us. We Don't Care Who the kid is. You came here for answers, and so did we since you found the runaway you claimed." SS says, "Again, I'm not missing; I'm staying with friends. Why do you come up here, lady?” The police say, "Ok, Mrs. Müller-Bhsgat, You Can Speak, But Respect Your Child's Space." Her first words are "Steven, Where the Hell Are You?" The police interject, “Stop cursing Mrs. Müller-Bhagat.” She starts again "You can't tell me how to talk, she says to the police. She starts grabbing Sevyn's arm, dragging her over to a chair in the corner, and pinching her. The police allowed that, but stood over the altercation or talk. Her mom says, "So you've been going to school, I see, I guess? Who bought you those nice shoes? What are they? Why don't you get me anything, or do you get your little brothers and sisters something? Why haven't you come home? I miss you. I go to your room and cry every day.” Before I tell you the SS response Let me tell you about her mindset and where she stands in life right now. SHES 17 will be 18 next month, but there is no 29th this year. She respects but doesn't respect her mom. Her and Rich are great right now. She is madly in love with him. He still has his flavors of the week, but they are good. SS She says, "Let me address you correctly, mom! I'm not Steven; stop using that I'm Sevyn or SS Please respect it. If not, I will leave the conversation. Yes, I've been going to school. I'm on track for graduation. My sugar daddy bought me the shoes. They Jordans I believe I like the color. We are not on speaking terms, lady, for me to buy you anything! Now, my younger siblings, I have some money for you, but not for you. I don't want to stay with you anymore. Before you respond, please respect my wishes." Her mom says, "Steven, ooops, I'm sorry, Sevyn SS What You Want Me To Say. Let me restart Sevyn better yet. " Her Mom Exhales, “SS To be honest, am I a bad mom? I don't do enough. What is it, Sevyn?” SS Calmly Responds Half Out The Door: “You Do Everything Well! We will talk later, once I'm home." Sevyn Leaves Back to Phys Education Class. She went back to Rich's and moved on with her life. Her mom didn't see her for a long time.

"Happy Birthday to You! Happy birthday to you! Happy Birthday, Dear Sevyn/SS! Happy Birthday to You!” Rich sang that to Sevyn on the 28th of February in her ear. I woke her up with Dick on her back and sweet melodies in her ears. Rich had lost his virginity. He awoke with a hard on beside his bytch he was thinking. So he was ready for Sevyn to lose hers, and as normal, SS turned him down. I didn't suck the ding-a-ling that morning. Sevyn thought about a lot on the way too school, but what keeps replaying in her mind is the exchange with Rich that morning and him being very adamant about her losing her virginity to him. Just as they pulled into school, he dropped her off at the normal spot, and he drove around to park. They entered separate doors and separate areas to keep down the confusion. When she got inside, Porschea was waiting on her with balloons, a cupcake, an apology card, some chicken, a crown plus a sash, and some fine ass specimens next to her. SS looked at Porsche but stared at the fine specimen. And he stared back and before she could get it out, He Ran Over and said, “Happy Birthday, Sevyn I mean SS.” He blurted part, rushing off to class. She gets to Porschea, and Porschea hands her all the gifts. Before SS could say anything,. Porschea gives her the shut-up look; let me talk first. Porschea exhales then says, “I'm sorry, best friend. We haven't spoken since last month. What the fuck, my sister? What the fuck do I miss you?" As she slides the crown on the SS and the sash. SS says, "Well, thank you. I love you first and foremost. I love you again, but you didn't have to. Imma will be recognized around school today. Oh my God! Am I ready for this?" Porschea said, "Friend, you are ready. You are now." They haven't seen SS. I Brought You A Dress Too In My Bag.” She put her bag down to dig in it to get the dress out. It was a pretty short dress number. It was a pink Victoria Secret dress. It showed off her SS curves and hugged her body. She was beautiful She had just gone and gotten her hair pressed out yesterday. Porschea put some curls in it. Now she was laid. Sevyn got up and looked in the mirror. Guess who she saw? She finally saw SS for the first time. SS finally almost wakes up. She thanked Porschea and walked out of the bathroom. SS was born! She Had Some Christian Louboutin Heels On, This Nike Jersey Dress, Her Hair Was Whipped To The Tee. She was as sharp as a taco. It felt like everyone from 9th grade to 12th grade noticed her today and told her Happy Birthday, All the Jocks. Even Rich, who told her happy birthday with his friends, made her smile. As the day came to a close, she went to her mom's house. She finally dropped the money she promised. It was about $25,000 in the brown Manila envelope. She almost fully awoke. SS is almost free and alive.

“Sevyn Steven Müller-Bhagat, come to the stage and get your diploma!” Said her principal. Sevyn was flying again! Instead, This Time She Spent All her Money on her Chanel Cat Suit two-piece It was orange, and hers was orange. Sevyn Wore A Wig This Time, the Same Christian Louboutins, had make-up on, and Got Her Nails Done. All I saw was orange running to the stage. Once she made it up there, she shook everyone's hand, including all her teachers over the years, even Miss Quincy. Then she made a very shady statement to Miss Quincy “You thought I wouldn't make it. I'm here now in Chanel, and all you need to be is happy for me. Bye, Miss. Late Quincy.” Before Miss Quincy could respond to the statement, the next student was coming up. SS's mom, Rich, her siblings, Porschea, her ex—even a few of her clients came and hung in the back and got up to clap when they called SS's name. She felt accomplished! She finally woke up! SS was finally free, living, and woke most of all!

I'll catch you in Chapter 4. "All This Support For What? Tell me more. Introduction to Rich Sleven!!"

Chapter 4: All This Support For What? Tell Me More. Introduction To Rich Sleven!!

BARD WITH ASSISTANT Vision 3 summarizes the graduation scene of Rich Sleven, Sevyn's boyfriend, from the class of 2008. Rich describes his athletic abilities and his relationship with Sevyn, a transgender woman. He mentions catching an STD and keeping it secret from Sevyn. Rich talks about his multiracial background and his initial struggle to love a transgender person. He shares that he has been accepted to Florida A&M University on a football scholarship. The story then introduces Sevyn's large family of 14, including her parents who struggle with drug addiction. It describes Sevyn's close relationship with her grandmother and the complicated one with her mother. The narrative provides details about each of Sevyn's 11 siblings, their diverse life paths, and their varied relationships with Sevyn.

“Come to the stage, Rich Sleven, and come collect your high school diploma! Congratulations!” Sevyn and Rich's principal scream at the crowd on the microphone as he stands on a podium in the middle of the gym. Sevyn and Rich's class of 2008 had almost 600 graduating students in it. “Bard, let me tell the story!” Rich Screams At Google Assistant With Bard Vision 3. "Imma, let Rich tell this part of the story," Bard says. Now back to the gym full of graduating people. Rich is also as sharp as a tack. He's in a 4-piece Italian silk denim suit, his hair braided into a design, he's carrying a Céline bookbag, and he has a Céline belt bag on as well, with some ostrich-skin Christian Louboutin x Hérmes loafers. Sevyn picked out my outfit. I picked the shoes to match my girl in some way. I wanted her to know I support and love her. I love Sevyn! By the way, it took me a long time to transgender that connection, and I love myself enough to love a transgender woman. I'll get to that in a moment.

So let me tell you more about me and why it was so hard to love a transgender woman at first. More About Me First, I'm Rich Sleven. Some may say I'm very popular in high school, but I know I'm the total opposite of Sevyn. I'm the Quarterback Most of the time, I Also Play Baseball I'm a left fielder and catcher. I also play basketball. I'm a point guard. I also play hockey. I'm in the center position. I'm very athletic. I hope to play professionally someday in some type of sport. It seems I'm very athletically busy. I'm sure you are wondering how I met Sevyn and how I have time to entertain other things in my life. The first story is about how I met Sevyn's fine, big booty, Slim Thick Ass. Just thinking about her made me jump. Oh, let me get out of my head, sorry. My sexual life has come to a hard close. I caught chlamydia twice and didn't know where I got it from, so I stopped having sex. Whew, I'm glad Sevyn doesn't know that because it'll hurt her to know I'm out here having unprotected sex. Maybe if Sevyn gives me some pussycat, I'll be set. But she insists on being a quote on quote Virgin Mary. Now back to how I met Shawty's sexy ass. She was at school one day late and needed a ride home. So, being me, I borrowed my homeboy's car and took her sexy ass home. Even though she looked like a young boy in the face. Her body gave her a fight to get out. I knew I had to get to know her. So we talked on the way to her house, and the rest is history, seriously. Now onto the second story. How do I create time to entertain other things? Let's tackle all things. I don't claim to know it all, but I claim to have it all. That made me chuckle as well. Well, I just created time, to be honest. Now to talk about the flavors of the week in my Sevyn voice. Them hoes ain't Sevyn; they will never equate to Sevyn; they are just hoes. I'm just saying! They wanted this golden dick, and I gave it to every woman I dated throughout these four years. I may have given it to too many, but oh well. I've learned my lesson: strap it up or lose it. I never fucked or touched Sevyn's friend Porschea. Even though she asked and begged a few times. I have standards, plus I respect Sevyn even though she doesn't. Porschea is the true definition of serious. I told Sevyn she was no good, but oh well. They stayed friends throughout high school—cool, I guess! That answered your two big-looming questions, I'm sure. Now back to my fine ass. laughing out loud! Sevyn says I'm fine, and she does mean really fine too. I don't think so. I think I'm average. To tell you more about me, I'm mixed with Irish, Italian, Ethiopian, and Korean. I have curly but straight hair. I have green and hazel eyes. I stand at 5’ 11"; I'm way taller than Sevyn. Oh, I almost forgot I've got yellow skin. I'm so bright I'm almost white. That made me chuckle a little bit. I like to make jokes. I'm a funny guy. I refuse to be upset in life. I laugh through all my pain. Aww, let me answer why it was hard to love a transgender woman at first: because I wasn't confident in myself. I didn't love myself enough to love another person. Let alone a transgender woman, this is a helluva step. Let's answer some more looming questions. Why are we in an open relationship? Because, to be honest, I don't know. I'll also answer this other question that looms in everyone's mind: Is he gay because he's with a guy technically? First and foremost, Sevyn My wife now is a woman through and through; she ain't a fucking man, and whoever thinks or says that can go kick rocks or catch punches for real because I won't stand for the disrespect against Sevyn, so fuck you, whoever thinks or says that. Now to answer it, since Sevyn is a woman and I'm a man, we are in a heterosexual relationship, and I am straight, right? Don't ask anything else, because I'm done talking; that was my last piece. One last thing: “Learn to love yourself first, and you will love others in return. MarthaK, LLC, taught me that. Imma let Bard take back over.

“Thank you, Rich," Bard said sarcastically. “You told a great story," Bard said sarcastically. “My story was straight to the point, and no bars were held," Rich said confidently. "Oh, before you take over fully, bard. I have one more thing to say. I Got Accepted To Florida A & MU AkA Famu. A Full Ride on a Football Scholarship. I wonder if Sevyn knows she got accepted to Howard University.” Rich spoke loudly, talking over Bard to get his point across. “Let Me Reintroduce You To Sevyn's Beautiful Family Of 14, Including Her Parents" To reintroduce you, I will give an excerpt from the last chapter or scene. "He wasn't the best dad, but he wasn't the worst dad. He would clean himself up when it was time for an important event. It's time to talk about Sevyn's family. Her Parents Are a lot alike? Two Pieces in a Pod. They are both hooked on drugs, but they buy everything the kids need. The kids wanted things, but they didn't need anything, to be honest. Around this time, her mom finally went at least 5 years without being pregnant. It's 12 of them, and they are mostly behind each other by like 11 months, a year, or 2 years at most. There are four sets of twins. Her oldest twin brother and sister were identical, not fraternal. Their names are Envy, which is the boy, and Ivory, which is the girl. Her mom is a bible thumper, so she loves bible names and numbers. Then it's Sevyn Steven Müller-Bhagat. When Sevyn gets older, she loses her middle name and becomes Sevyn Sleven-Müller-Bhagat, or SS for short. After Her Is Another Set Of Twins They are Gemini twins and are very crazy. One, I swear, is a good twin, and the other is a bad twin. Their names are Job and Mary. Then It's Her Other Brother Jesys said like Jesus. Another set of twins. Twin girls, Esther and Leah. Another set of twins. Twin Boys Their names are Psalms and Isaac. The Last Two Are Irish Twins They Are 11 Months apart, a Boy and a Girl Their names are Ezra; he's the boy, and the girl is Martha. Let's start with the first relationship we talked about. The Relationship Sevyn Has With Her Grandma, or G-Ma, As Sevyn Says. Sevyn loves her a lot. Her G-Ma accepts Sevyn. They have a very good relationship. Sevyn calls her for all her advice. Her G-Ma taught her how to cook, how to bathe properly, how to be a good woman to a good man, and also how to be a real hustler. Her GMA taught her good values such as respecting God first, then Yourself second, loving yourself first, and then everyone else, and don't Fear Anyone But God Himself Or Herself Sevyn Says. Let me describe the grandma so you can picture her. She's a full-blooded Egyptian old woman. She doesn't like anyone, as it seems. She turns her nose up at everyone. She only carries Fendi bags. At her age, she still wears heels the majority of the time. Her heel collection is everything because it feels like she owns everything. Let's start with her looks. She looks exceptionally well for her age. She's in her late 50s. Black doesn't crack, I tell you! Now on to Sevyn's mom. She started very early on Buns in the Oven. Sevyn's mom is only 15 years younger than hers. Back to the G-MA looks, she stands at about 5’ 8” with heels on and without 5’ 2" just about. She is always wearing something expensive and smelling something expensive as well. For example, today she has on a purple, pink, and white Chanel silk 3-piece women's skirt suit with some Chanel stiletto heels. She always instilled in her kids and grandchildren that if you're going to be a woman or a snazzy dresser, your outfit and shoes better be the same brand. Today, she carries a Chanel bag that surprises Sevyn. "G-Ma G-Ma Where is your Fendi bag? I thought Fendi went with anything," said Sevyn. “We all break rules sometimes, Sevyn," said Sevyn's G-Ma. Sevyns G-Ma, Is Her World To Be Honest? That's Not Her G-Ma; That's Her Mother. She Always Seemed To Have Sevyn Outta All Her Only Daughter's Kids. Since We Talked About Sevyn's Mom.

Let's talk about their complicated but loving relationship. They always had love in their relationship, but Sevyn's mom didn't understand Sevyn until they both got older and wiser. It also took for the world to grow older and more accepting for Sevyn's mom to understand Sevyn. When This GLBT Show Pose Came Out, It Clicked Even More On Sevyn's Mom That She Needed To Make Up With Her Daughter, Not Her Son Anymore. Sevyn's mom loved the show so much that she became a personal advertiser for it. She told all her friends about it. She told anyone who would listen and have GLBT kids or family members. She was so upset at herself for not fully loving and accepting Sevyn. Years later, she and Sevyn finally started seeing eye-to-eye and learned to love, cherish, trust, and understand each other. It took years upon years for this seedling to grow into a full-blown rose. Now Enough About Their Relationship Let Me Tell You More About Sevyn's Mom Her name is Marie, but it is said like Mary in the Bible. She's A Splitting Image Of Her Mom Same height, same build, and got that snapback coochie and body. Let her tell it. For her to have 12 kids, she looks like she has none. Plus, she works out a lot. To be honest, that was her first drug of choice for working out and making her body toned. She used to get high on working out; it was like an addicting drug to Mary. Then she met her husband, Perri. They grew up together. Ran in the same groups. Those who date for years eventually get married by common law, because, as you know, Illinois, of course, has that. So they ended up being stuck with each other. That's why they ended up with kids. They were so alike, it made them rely indefinitely on each other. We hate each other at times. Even got to fighting each other at times. They would fall in and out of love with each other a lot. Now enough about their relationship dynamics.

Perri was a good guy; he didn't do anything bad until he met Marie. They started using cannabis together first, then progressed to harsher drugs such as crack cocaine, methamphetamine, heroin, acid, and LSD, to name a few. The Drug That They Settled On Was Heroin. They Got Engulfed into the life of being a heroin addict and getting sick and all types of crazy stuff. Perri eventually dies of an overdose when Sevyn is sixteen and leaves behind twelve kids with Marie. That scared Marie into a clean life. She wanted to get clean and get closer to God, so that's what she did. Enough about the parents; let's talk about the kids and their relationship with Sevyn individually.

First Kid Was Envy He's the oldest out of the bunch. He looked just like Perri, stood at 5’ 8”, and was handsome as all get out. May I remind you that before we go much further, all the kids were mixed with Perri’s German DNA and Marie's Egyptian DNA, so they made very beautiful kids? Envy has a Good relationship with Sevyn; he accepts, respects, and loves her. He graduated from high school. Same school Sevyn went to. He went to college to be a doctor, but he fell short and became a physician assistant. Which isn't such a bad career. He ends up enjoying it and doing that for a while.

Now his twin sister, Ivory, who is the oldest daughter,. She looked like a mix of Perri and Marie. She was short like Marie and G. Ma, but she didn't possess their traits. She didn't complete high school, and she got her GED. She went to community college but dropped out because she got pregnant with three kids back to back with a worthless ass baby daddy that ran off on her. Now he's in prison for life for murder, so the kids only have her to depend on, which is very sad. Her relationship with Sevyn is solid as a rock.

Now onto Sevyn's brother, who falls right after her; he has a twin as well. His name is Job, and he's a Gemini. He looks like Sevyn but is short like Marie. Sevyn swears he's the bad twin, but I guess he can be the good twin at times. He gets involved with the drug life like his mom and dad. He doesn't go to high school. Doesn't have a GED. He's actually living off of Sevyn and Rich right now. He's a bum and let down; let Sevyn tell it. His and Sevyn's relationship is like oil and water; they don't mix at all.

Now his twin, Marie, is an overachiever. She looks just like her mom but tall like Perri, very slinky and skinny, unlike her twin, who is fat, stubby, and short. She does go to high school, but she goes to a private high school she got accepted into by her grades from middle school. She graduates from there with honors. She gets a full scholarship to Harvard University. She studies law and African American history. He goes on to become a lawyer and historian who now sits on the Illinois Supreme Court as a judge. She helps her family with legal issues pro bono but otherwise charges a lot. She's a lot like Sevyn; she's a loaner. She's also a lesbian, which made the mom lose her sh*t when she found out. She doesn't care what her mom thinks. She is the good twin through and through. Her and Sevyn's relationship is horrible. They have physically fought each other. They hate each other's guts, to be honest. “Oh well,” Sevyn says a lot about her and Marie's relationship. “Fuck that bytch.” Sevyn also says a lot about Marie.

Now let's talk about Jesys. His name is said like Jesus in Spanish. He likes Sevyn, who was born alone with no twin. He looks like Envy, Perri, Marie, and Sevyn. Tall like Perri, but taller than Perri, he stands at about 7’ 1”. He got drafted into the NBA in high school. Still in the NBA to this day, he is very famous, like Shaq, Michael Jordan, Scottie Pippen, etc. He's very good at basketball; he's a spectacle to watch. In his off-season, he plays overseas basketball as well. He's so good that they want him to be on the Harlem Globetrotters. He has won many basketball awards. Sevyn and Rich, especially Rich, attend his games a lot, and I mean a lot. He stays in Minneapolis, Minnesota, and plays for the Minnesota Timberwolves. He's up for retirement soon, FYI. His relationship with Sevyn is very good; they love, cherish, and trust each other. They talk almost all the time. He admires Sevyn for her courage.

Now on to Esther and Leah They are both girls. They Both Look Like Each Other, and Perri, That's It. They came out albino with blonde hair and blue eyes. Esther went to high school and graduated. Now she's a social worker for the Cook County Public Health Department. She travels a lot with her kids. She has about five kids and three different baby daddies. Her relationship with Sevyn is okay. They talk on holidays. Sevyn buys her kids whatever they want.

Now onto Leah She's A Rebellious Soul She got her GED before her high school graduation class. She's a preacher but doesn't talk to the family. She only talks to G-Ma. That's how the family gets their updates. She's married to a deacon, and they run the church together somewhere in Maine. The reason she got her GED so early was for her to be able to preach the word of God in Africa one year and Europe another year, and I also think she did Asia as well. "Hmmm,” it got Bard thinking And Bard got perplexed.

Now onto the second-to-last set of "Twins.”. Psalms is a boy and has a twin brother named Isaac. They are Sevyn’s and Rich's favorites out of the bunch. They both look like Marie, with average height and an average build. Both are involved in gang activity and had to be homeschooled because they got kicked out of the Chicago District and the Suburban District of Chicago. They fought a lot in school and started a lot of fights. They were gang-banging hard. They didn't turn out to be like any of their siblings. “Sad Fucking Case, Sad Fucking Case, What the Fuck?" Bard said. Their relationship with Sevyn was amazing; she spoiled them, paid for lawyers, paid for clothes, shoes, outfits—whatever her brothers needed, she was there to provide it.

Now onto the last two of the bunch. Ezra is the boy, and he's the baby boy. He doesn't like Sevyn at all. Sevyn doesn't know much about him. All she knows is that he looks like Marie, acts rudely like Marie, and calls her Steven, so she avoids him at all costs. She also knows he's an Irish twin to Martha.

The baby girl is Martha. She is the most beautiful of all of her 11 siblings. She looks Chinese, Egyptian, and German. She acts like the baby girl and is spoiled like the baby girl. She gets whatever she wants. I do mean whatever she wants from any man, woman, or child; trust me, it has always been that way for her. She Loves Sevyn a lot Sevyn helped her become a model. Now she models for Vogue, Versace, Gucci, Prada, Burberry, LVMH, etc. She is very famous—more famous than Sevyn, to be honest—and way more beautiful than Sevyn as well. She knows that but doesn't flaunt it. She thinks she's ugly; to be honest, she doesn't know her beauty rings bells across the world. Even though she has taken at least a million or more photos and been on the cover of magazines since the tender age of 14, she landed her first shoot on Teen Vogue. She went to an art high school. I also went to College for Fashion Merchandising And Can Draw Put an outfit together that'll make your head spin. She's working on her clothing line called “B3 Love Or To B3 Loved."

That's All Sevyns Siblings "Oh my gosh, I didn't realize there were so many till I had to tell the story about each one of them,” Bard said in a hast. “Why Sevyn had to be the only trans one, the only one that is different, what the fuck?" Rich said loudly, screaming over Bard, who was closing the chapter. "Are You Done Talking Rich? Because I'm Tired of You Telling The Story.” Bard laughs and says, "Can I tell Sevyn's next scene or chapter, please?"

Catch You in “How Are We Going To Eat?"

Chapter 5: How We Going To Eat

SEVYN, AN ESCORT IN Chicago, is attacked in an alley but saved by her husband Rich. She decides to leave escorting behind. Rich proposes to Sevyn before she embarks on a trip to Egypt to discover her heritage. Upon returning, Sevyn focuses on her future and pursuing college at Howard University. Pharaoh Ramses III, who fell in love with Sevyn in Egypt, unexpectedly visits her in Chicago, professing his love. Rich discovers them together, leading to a confrontation. Sevyn and Rich argue but reconcile before she leaves for college, ready for a new chapter.

Sevyn was walking down the alley, as she normally does, trying to make her way home after a long day of work. She had been an escort for years, and she had seen it all. But tonight, as she walked through the dark, dreary, rat-infested, garbage-filled alley, she couldn't shake the feeling that something was off. She took her headphones out. Rich told her about working with headphones on, but she didn't care. She's like, It's a slow night. Plus, she was leaving the beat on her way home and wanted to make one more go around to collect whatever else was on the table but couldn't. 

As she took her headphones out, suddenly she heard footsteps behind her. She spun around, ready to defend herself, but a man lunged at her from the shadows before she could react. Sevyn tried to dodge the attack, but it was too late. The man grabbed her and pushed her against the brick wall. Sevyn thought to herself, “This wall is cold; it's prickly; it hurts being pressed against it, and I'm about to stab this nigga for real, for real because no one will hurt me out here.” She says, "What do you want?" Sevyn demanded, trying to keep her voice steady. "I don't have any money on me." She thought to herself, “I'm lying; my money is in my wig, my shoes, and my purse. Most of it is in my shoe soles and the compartment of my wig.” The man sneered at her. "You think you can get away with this? I want what's yours." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small bag of Coke. "Give me your services, and I'll let you go." Sevyn's heart raced as she tried to think of a way out of this situation. She had been in trouble before, but this was different. This was personal. She didn't want to give in to his demands, but she also didn't want to end up hurt or dead. When He Spun her Around for her to do the services, it was this nigga she thinks she has been turning down for years on the beat. He gave her weird I'll rape and rob you vibes. Sevyn ain't for none of that, so she turns him down on the beat all the time. This time, he caught her slipping. She said to him, "You got me this time; I bet it won't be a next time.” As she weighed her options, Sevyn heard footsteps approaching from behind the man. She turned around just in time to see Rich Sleven, her husband and high school sweetheart, running towards them with a gun. He starts shooting, and the first bullet misses his target, and the second bullet hits the dude in the arm. But it was too late for Sevyn. The man had already beaten her until she was bloody. He robbed Sevyn until he had almost taken everything from her, including her dignity and sense of safety as an escort in this dangerous world where survival often comes at a high cost. "I'm glad you didn't pay for it with your life, Sevyn," said Rich Nicely. "Now Stop Being a H!r3d Hand, Please I Beg," Rich said pleadingly. Once he was fully holding Sevyn in his arms, he carried her back to his car, which was waiting at the end of the alley. 

He rushed her to the hospital in his car. She passed out from the attack, so she woke up in the hospital. Rich was in the room sleeping when Sevyn finally arose. "Rich, wake up. Where am I, and why are you here? Aren't you supposed to be in school? Are you ditching college?" Sevyn said it in a very confused state. "Remember when you called me? You said you were on your way home." "I went home first, and there was no you after like 30 minutes. I know the L ride is like 12 minutes, and the walk to our apartment from the L is like 5 minutes at most, walking slowly. You and I both know you don't walk slowly." Rich said it in a sympathetic voice. "Are we at your mom's hospital? I don't want her to finally meet me in a beaten-up state."Sevyn said it in a raspy voice. Sevyn was raspy from the medications she had been given. "Rich, answer me, please," Sevyn said in a pleading voice. "Yes, we are at my mom's hospital, but she doesn't work in the ER, plus she doesn't know I'm here for spring break. I wanted to surprise her." Rich said it in such a low tone that Sevyn almost couldn't hear him. Rich walks out of the room as the nurse enters the room. "Glad to see you woke up Finally, someone has hurt you badly! Was it the man who was in the room with you?" The nurse asked in a tone like her mother would. "No, that's my friend," Sevyn said rudely. "When..'' the nurse interrupts Sevyn "We would like to know if it is a domestic situation so we can help you get free No woman shouldn't be beaten up as badly as you got beaten up for nothing." "By the way, you have two broken ribs, a broken arm, and a bruised ego, I see." "Sorry for assuming it is the protocol to ask a woman if she is in a domestic violence situation when you come here unconscious and beaten up, bruised, and bloody." "Now to answer your question, you can leave once you are observed for 24 hours because we believe you have a concussion." Said the nurse, who looks like the nurse from Nurse Jackie, a Showtime show. She leaves the next day with Rich in tow. She thought to herself, "What if Rich wasn't there to save me? What the fuck would I have done? I guess I would have lied in the alley until I died if I was going to die. I'm thankful for Rich; he has saved me from myself so many times. I owe him."

Instead of going directly to the apartment in which they both live, until Sevyn takes her scholarship to Howard University. He took her to her mom's house to pay her mom like she normally does, like once a week. Sevyn drops off no less than $2,500 each time and has been doing this since her sophomore year of high school. Her mom and her younger siblings didn't know this was the last $2,500 they would receive from Sevyn because she was getting out of the game, especially after what happened to her being attacked and shit.

Sevyn had been an escort for years, but tonight was different. Tonight, she was feeling vulnerable and emotional. 

When they arrived at their house, Sevyn led Rich inside. She took him to the room and closed the door behind them. "Rich," she said softly. "I want to pay you back for saving my life."

Rich looked at Sevyn with surprise. "What do you mean? I didn't do anything special."

"I mean," Sevyn said as she began to undress, "I want us to have sex."

Rich looked at Sevyn with confusion. "Sevyn, I don't know if that's a good idea."

"It's fine," Sevyn said as she removed her clothes and climbed onto the bed. "Just do what you want; I don't care."

Rich hesitated for a moment before climbing onto the bed next to Sevyn. He began to undress as well and climbed on top of her. As he began to thrust himself into her, Sevyn couldn't help but feel a sense of pleasure wash over her. She had never felt this way before, and it was all thanks to Rich saving her life.

As they continued to have sex, Sevyn couldn't help but feel grateful for Rich being there for her when she needed him most. She knew that he had saved her life, and now she wanted to give something back in return. She wanted to show him how much she appreciated him by giving herself completely to him in this moment of intimacy.

As they finished having sex, Sevyn turned over to look at Rich with a smile on her face. "Thank you," she whispered softly. “You saved my life.” “Thank you,” Rich replied as he rolled off of Sevyn and got out of bed. “You paid me back in the best way possible.” "I Love You, Sevyn" the first time Rich said that. "I love you too, Rich" first-time Sevyn said that as well.

The morning sun filtered through the blinds and painted streaks of light across the room. Sevyn stirred in her sleep, feeling the warmth of the sun on her skin. She stretched out her arms and legs, luxuriating in the feeling of being alive. For a moment, she forgot about the pain and fear of the previous night's attack.

She rolled over onto her stomach and reached for her phone, which was charging on the nightstand. She opened her eyes and blinked at the screen. It was 8:00 AM. Rich had to leave back to Florida to finish college for the rest of the year. Sevyn sighed and got out of bed. She walked over to the window and looked out at the city below.

She swore off escorting the night before. She couldn't do it anymore. It was too dangerous, and it wasn't worth the money. She was better than this. She was smart and talented, and she had a bright future ahead of her.

She turned away from the window and walked into the bathroom. She splashed some cold water on her face and looked in the mirror. She saw the bruises on her face and arms, and she grimaced. She would never forget the feeling of being beaten up, but she was determined to move on.

She brushed her hair and teeth and then went into the kitchen. She made a cup of coffee and sat down at the table. She opened up her laptop and started to work on her resume. She was determined to find a new job, something that would pay the bills and allow her to pursue her dreams.

As she worked, she couldn't help but think about Rich. She missed him already. She wondered what he was doing at that moment. Was he thinking about her? She hoped so.

She finished her coffee and stood up. She was tired of sitting around. She needed to get out of the apartment and do something. She decided to go for a walk.

She put on her shoes and jacket and headed out the door. She walked for hours, wandering through the streets of Chicago. She didn't have any particular destination in mind. She just wanted to walk and think.

As she walked, she thought about everything that had happened to her over the past few months. She had been attacked, she had met Rich, and she had decided to leave escorting. She had also planned a trip to Egypt to discover her heritage and roots. She was about to meet some long-lost family members. She was excited about this trip and needed to focus on that for now.

She was exhausted when she finally returned to her apartment. She collapsed onto the couch and closed her eyes. She drifted off to sleep, dreaming of Egypt and the family she had yet to meet.

In the midst of her sleep, she was awakened by a phone call. She opened her eyes and looked at the caller's ID. It was Rich.

"Hey," she said sleepily.

"Hey," he said. "I'm sorry I had to leave this morning without saying goodbye."

"It's okay," she said. "I understand."

"I miss you already," he said.

"I miss you too," she said. "Are you doing okay down there?"

"I'm doing fine," he said. "I just wish you were here with me."

"I'll be there soon," she said. "I'm coming to visit you next week."

"I can't wait," he said. "I love you."

"I love you too," she said.

They hung up and Sevyn closed her eyes. She smiled as she drifted back to sleep. She was loved, and she had a future to look forward to. Everything was going to be okay.

In the vibrant city of Chicago, nestled amidst the towering skyscrapers and bustling streets, there lived a remarkable young woman named Sevyn. Sevyn had faced countless challenges and hardships in her life, yet she had emerged from them with resilience and determination. She had said goodbye to the dangerous world of escorting, and now she had set her sights on a brighter future. As summer approached, Sevyn eagerly awaited Rich's return from college. She had missed him dearly during his first year away, and she couldn't wait to see him again.

One evening, Sevyn received a call from Rich. He told her that he had booked a flight to Chicago and would be arriving the next day. Sevyn was overjoyed. She spent the night cleaning the apartment and preparing a special dinner for Rich's arrival. The following day, Sevyn anxiously paced the living room, waiting for Rich. When she finally heard the sound of his key in the door, she rushed to greet him. They embraced tightly, and Sevyn couldn't help but feel a sense of relief and happiness.

That night, Rich took Sevyn, Sevyn's mom, and nine of her siblings to Fogo de Chao, an expensive Brazilian steakhouse. As they savored the delicious food and enjoyed each other's company, Rich suddenly got down on one knee. Sevyn gasped in surprise as he presented her with a promise ring and an engagement ring. Tears of joy streamed down her face as she said yes.

After the proposal dinner, Sevyn finally met Rich's mother, a formidable woman named Karen. Karen was initially skeptical of Sevyn, but as they spent more time together, she began to see the love and devotion that Sevyn had for Rich. Karen eventually warmed up to Sevyn and gave her blessing to their relationship.

However, Sevyn's happiness was short-lived. She had to leave for Egypt the following day. She was embarking on a journey to discover her heritage and roots. Sevyn was both excited and nervous about this trip. She had never been to Egypt before, and she didn't know what to expect.

As Sevyn arrived in Egypt, she was immediately struck by the beauty and grandeur of the country. She visited the Great Pyramids of Giza and marveled at their ancient splendor. She also explored the Valley of the Kings and the Temple of Karnak, learning about the rich history and culture of Egypt.

During her time in Egypt, Sevyn also made some unexpected discoveries about her heritage. She learned that she had a large extended family in Egypt, and she spent many happy hours getting to know them. She also discovered that she had a natural talent for belly dancing, and she quickly became a local favorite at the local nightclubs.

After spending almost a year in Egypt, Sevyn returned to Chicago with a renewed sense of purpose and a newfound appreciation for her heritage. She and Rich were still deeply in love, and they were more committed to each other than ever before. They began planning their wedding, which wouldn't happen until years later. She was eager to start their new life together.

Bard With Assistant Vision 3 followed Sevyn through the door, noticing her change of demeanor. The attack had undoubtedly affected her deeply, but seeing her in her home, safe and surrounded by memories of her life with Rich, brought Bard comfort. But there was still so much Sevyn desired to accomplish.

Bard hovered in the living room as Sevyn wandered aimlessly around the apartment, lost in thought. Her heart ached for Rich, who had had to return to Florida to finish college. She missed him dearly, but she knew he had to focus on his studies. After all, he was only months away from his second year being done. She hadn't started any years of college yet. She lost her scholarship since she decided to take a year off, which resulted in almost two years off. "Back to the drawing board," Sevyn said to herself.

Sevyn's mind started racing, thinking about her own future. She knew she wanted to go to college, but she wasn't sure what she wanted to study. She had always been a good student, but she had never really thought about what she wanted to do with her life. Now, as she stood in her apartment, surrounded by the trappings of her old life as an escort, she felt a renewed sense of purpose.

She would leave the h!r3d hand life behind. She had enough of being used and abused by men. It was time for a new chapter in her life, one where she would focus on herself and her education. She would go to college and get a degree. She would make something of herself.

Bard with Assistant Vision 3 couldn't help but feel proud of Sevyn. It was a bold decision, but it was the right one. With newfound determination, Sevyn began to explore her options for college. She spent hours online researching different schools and programs. She talked to her friends and family, asking for their advice.

Sevyn's journey was just beginning, but she was ready to embrace it.

One day, as Sevyn was sitting in her living room, browsing through college catalogs, she heard a knock at the door. She opened it to find her younger brother, Job, standing there. He looked worried.

"What's wrong, Job?" Sevyn asked.

"It's Mom," Job said. "She's sick. She needs you."

Sevyn's heart sank. She knew her mother had been struggling with addiction for years, but she had hoped that she had finally turned a corner. Now, it seemed, her mother's demons were back to haunt her.

Without a second thought, Sevyn grabbed her purse and followed Job out the door. They drove to their mother's house in silence, both of them lost in their thoughts.

When they arrived, they found their mother lying on the couch, barely conscious. Sevyn rushed to her side, calling her name. Her mother opened her eyes and looked at Sevyn with a weak smile.

"I'm sorry, Sevyn," she whispered. "I didn't mean to do this to you again."

Sevyn shook her head. "It's okay, Mom," she said. "I'm here now. I'm going to take care of you."

Sevyn stayed by her mother's side for the next few weeks, taking care of her and helping her get better. It was a difficult time, but Sevyn was determined to help her mother.

Finally, after a long and difficult battle, Sevyn's mother started to improve. She went to rehab and started working a 12-step program. Sevyn was so proud of her mother for taking these steps to get her life back on track.

With her mother on the road to recovery, Sevyn could finally focus on her own future. She reapplied to her original college and was accepted to her dream school for the second time, Howard University in Washington, D.C. She was thrilled to start this new chapter in her life.

In the heart of Cairo, Pharaoh Ramses III, a man of immense wealth and power, sat upon his opulent throne. His thoughts were consumed by the beautiful Sevyn, the woman who had captured his heart during her time in Egypt. He had tried to forget her, but her memory lingered in his mind, refusing to fade away. Unable to resist the longing any longer, he made the impulsive decision to travel to Chicago to see her.

Meanwhile, in her apartment in Chicago, Sevyn was preparing for her upcoming trip to Howard University. She was excited to start this new chapter in her life, but she couldn't help but feel a sense of sadness as she packed away her belongings. She thought about Rich and wondered if she was making the right decision by leaving him.

Suddenly, her phone rang, interrupting her thoughts. She glanced at the caller ID and saw an unfamiliar number. Hesitantly, she answered the call.

"Hello?" she said cautiously.

"Sevyn," a deep, familiar voice replied. "It's me, Ramses."

Sevyn's heart skipped a beat. She couldn't believe that Ramses was calling her.

"Ramses!" she exclaimed. "What are you doing calling me?"

"I'm in Chicago," he said. "I came to see you."

Sevyn was stunned. She didn't know what to say.

"Sevyn," Ramses continued, "I know you're engaged now, but I had to see you one last time. I still love you."

Sevyn's mind raced as she tried to process this unexpected revelation. She had always had feelings for Ramses, but she had pushed them aside, believing that they could never be together.

"Ramses," she said softly, "I don't know what to say."

"Just meet me," he pleaded. "Please. I'm at the Four Seasons Hotel. Room 2307."

Sevyn hesitated for a moment, torn between her love for Ramses and her commitment to Rich. But her curiosity and longing for Ramses ultimately won out.

"Okay," she whispered. "I'll come."

Sevyn quickly changed her clothes and rushed out of her apartment. She hailed a taxi and gave the driver the address of the Four Seasons Hotel. As she sat in the back seat, her mind was filled with a mix of excitement and trepidation. She couldn't believe she was actually going to see Ramses again.

When she arrived at the hotel, she took a deep breath and walked inside. She made her way to the elevator and pressed the button for the 23rd floor. As the elevator ascended, her heart pounded in her chest.

The elevator doors opened, and Sevyn stepped out into the hallway. She walked to room 2307 and knocked on the door.

A moment later, the door opened, and Ramses stood before her. He looked even more handsome than she remembered, with his piercing blue eyes and chiseled features.

"Sevyn," he said softly, taking her hands in his. "You came."

Sevyn nodded, unable to speak.

Ramses pulled her into the room and closed the door behind them. He held her close, and Sevyn could feel his heart beating against her chest.

"I'm so glad you're here," he whispered.

Sevyn leaned up and kissed him softly. Ramses responded eagerly, his lips moving hungrily against hers.

They kissed for a long time, lost in each other's embrace. Sevyn felt a surge of desire for Ramses, a desire that she had been suppressing for months.

Finally, they pulled away, both breathless.

"I love you, Sevyn," Ramses said, his eyes gazing into hers. "I always have."

Sevyn looked at Ramses, her heart filled with both love and guilt. She knew that she should be with Rich, but she couldn't deny her feelings for Ramses.

"I love you too, Ramses," she whispered.

Ramses smiled and kissed her again. Sevyn kissed him back, her passion and longing evident in her touch.

As they kissed, Sevyn couldn't help but wonder what the future held for them. She knew that their love was forbidden, but she couldn't bring herself to care. In that moment, all that mattered was being in Ramses' arms.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door.

Sevyn and Ramses looked at each other, their eyes wide with alarm.

"Who could that be?" Sevyn whispered.

Ramses shrugged. "I don't know."

He walked over to the door and opened it.

Standing in the hallway was Rich.

His face was pale and his eyes were filled with anger.

"What are you doing here?" he demanded, glaring at Ramses.

Ramses looked at Sevyn, then back at Rich.

"I came to see Sevyn," he said defiantly.

Rich's eyes narrowed. "Why?" he asked.

"Because I love her," Ramses replied.

Rich's anger exploded. He lunged at Ramses, punching him in the face.

Ramses stumbled backward, but he quickly regained his balance and fought back.

The two men traded blows, their fists connecting with sickening thuds.

Sevyn watched in horror, her hands covering her mouth. She couldn't believe that Rich and Ramses were fighting over her.

Finally, Rich landed a punch that sent Ramses crashing to the floor.

Ramses lay there, unconscious.

Rich stood over him, his chest heaving. He looked at Sevyn, his eyes filled with both anger and hurt.

"How could you do this to me?" he asked.

Sevyn didn't know what to say. She felt like her whole world was falling apart.

"I'm sorry," she whispered.

Rich shook his head. "It's too late for that," he said. "See you soon, Sevyn." "You used to cheat on me, but I thought we were in an open relationship. Still, even though you proposed to me, I didn't cheat on you; I was just hanging out and seeing an old friend of mine." Sevyn yelled at Rich before he turned and walked away. "We are in an open relationship. Just remember you wanted old Rich Back Remember that?" Rich said as he walked away in a hast.

Sevyn dropped to her knees beside Ramses, tears streaming down her face. The paramedics arrived, and Ramses was taken to the hospital and treated for his wounds. He lived to see another day. 

Once Sevyn got her bearings together, she followed Rich back to their apartment, and they argued for hours about boundaries, respect, loyalty, and love. When the argument was over, Sevyn said, "Are you done chewing me out, Principal Rich? Can I be excused to finish packing to move to Washington, D.C.? Please." They had angry sex that night. Rich was rough this time; he fucked her like the slut he had seen her as. The next morning, as Sevyn packed her bags to leave for college, she took one last look around her apartment. She thought about all the memories she had made there, both good and bad. She smiled as she remembered the day she had moved in with Rich. She had been so scared and alone, but he had made her feel safe and loved. She knew she would never forget him.

But it was time to move on. Sevyn closed the door to her apartment and walked away, excited for the future that lay ahead.

––––––––
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: Introduction To SS

Chapter 6: I Guess College Is For Me

SEVYN MÜLLER-BHAGAT arrives at Howard University in Washington D.C. to register for classes and find student housing. She meets Chevy Loubatine and Melvin Court, two new friends. Sevyn selects her classes with the help of her counselor Mr. Lander. She secures a single dorm room in the Malcolm X building. Sevyn talks to her family and fiancé Rich on the phone.

"I guess college is for me; no, college isn't for me," Sevyn thought as she twiddled her thumbs at Ohare Airport in Chicago, leaving for D.C. soon. As one door closes, another one always opens for the greater good. At least, that's what Sevyn thought. "I'm so thankful I made it to Washington, D.C., with all my stuff and me intact," Sevyn thought to herself. That was the second time she had ever flown on an airplane; the first time was when she went to Egypt a few months prior. It was a great flight; she flew first class again with Delta Air Lines. It cost her a pretty penny; to be honest, she spent $3,700 for her round-trip flight to Egypt, and her flight today cost her $650 one way. Sevyn has never stayed outside of Chicago before, so it makes her excited and anxious to see things. 

"Hey, how may I help you, young lady?" said the front desk clerk at Howard University. 

"Yes, please point me in the direction of registration and student housing, if possible," said Sevyn. 

"Registration is on the second floor, and student housing is located in another building. Once you're done with registration, I'm sure they can point you in the direction of housing," said the front desk clerk. Sevyn noticed it was a student she went to school with, but she didn't say anything; she just acted as if she didn't recognize her. 

Sevyn said to herself, "If a bytch doesn't recognize me, why to recognize another bytch! Just saying, What the fuck!" 

She got to registration; it wasn't too packed. It was nice not seeing it packed, she thought. "Next, can I help you, young lady?" said the girl at the front counter to registration. 

"Yes, I want to register for classes and also see if I could get student housing, so I needed to be pointed in the right direction to the housing department, please," said Sevyn. It reeked like of good weed in there, Sevyn thought.

"Yes, what is your major, name, and student ID?" asked the front counter clerk.

"My major is genealogy and psychology; my name is Sevyn Müller-Bhagat; and my ID number is 3-0-0-4-2-5-7-7," said Sevyn so politely.

"OK, thank you for this information. Someone will be right with you in a second, and you are mad early to register for classes," said the front counter clerk. 

"Are you a student here as well?" asked Sevyn. 

"Also, I'm early to beat the rush, to find housing, and to explore the city a little bit. I have never stayed outside of Chicago in my life and have never been on the East Coast. I want to see D.C. I want to see New York City. I want to do a lot of shopping and learning," said Sevyn very anxiously. 

"Yes, I'm a student here. I love going here! I'm thankful they gave me a job. I'm from Tunica, Mississippi. I'm new here as well; I've never been here either. My name is Chevy Loubatine. You need to try Roscoe's chicken and waffles here; it's majorly good and not too expensive." Said Chevy with excitement in her voice.

"Well, thank you, Chevy I will check that place out. Nice to meet you as well, Chevy. Hopefully, we get to know each other better," said Sevyn with excitement in her voice. 

"Add me on LinkedIn, Sevyn," Chevy said. 

"I don't have a LinkedIn I never really used social media; to be honest, I have 11 other siblings, plus I'm a loaner, so I never really saw the need for social media," said Sevyn. 

"But I'll make one now, especially since I'm in a new city and I need new friends," said Sevyn before Chevy could even speak.

Sevyn finally took a seat and made a LinkedIn profile. Her profile picture was a picture of her and Rich. It was a cute picture taken of them after he had proposed to her. The picture was very significant because it had her mother in it, nine of her siblings, at least the ones who like her and respect her, and Rich. They were kissing and hugging in the picture. She wonders if Rich has a LinkedIn. She adds Chevy right away, and she also adds in all of her information. 

"Sevyn, welcome to the digital age. Welcome to not being unknown anymore. Yay!" She thought. Sevyn notices this very frumpy, nerdy-looking black guy walking out of the back office area. She wonders to herself, "I hope he isn't my counselor."

"Sevyn Müller-Bhagat," said her counselor, Mr. Lander. Guess what? That frumpy-looking counselor man is her counselor.

Sevyn followed Mr. Lander back to his office. She took a seat and started talking about what classes she needed and wanted to take. Mr. Lander told her what classes she really needed to take, having a double major. Their conversation went on for, like, an hour. He helped Sevyn pick out all of her classes; she ended up taking four classes, mostly in the evening since Sevyn told him she wasn't a morning person. She was taking College Algebra for math, Black Indigenous Women History for history, Creative Writing for English, and her elective course was Intro to Computers. She was ecstatic with her new class schedule. She left his office in very high spirits until she got to the housing department. "Add me back or whatever you do on LinkedIn, Chevy; bye; nice to meet you," Sevyn said quickly in passing. "Don't you need to be directed to the housing department?" Chevy said quickly in response. Sevyn had to stop in her tracks because she needed directions but wanted to explore the campus. "Yes, I guess I was going to explore the campus and then go to the housing department," said Sevyn in an inquisitive voice. "Well, let me give you a map since our college campus is so big that it sits in the middle of Washington, D.C. The student housing department is in building MLK since all of our buildings are named after prominent black figures in history. FYI You're in building Thurgood Marshall. Building MLK is a few buildings to the left of this building. The student housing sits on floor 4 of that building as well, and the lunch room is on the first floor of that building. Are you hungry, Sevyn? It's almost lunchtime," said Chevy. "OMG, That was a helluva lot to take in You had me back at food," said Sevyn in her all-dazed and confused voice. "I'm going to take you to the lunch room and the building; give me a second," Chevy said. 

They arrived at the lunch room after walking for, like, 10 minutes. It is crazy how big their campus is. 

"It's some fine specimens in here; I like what I see," Sevyn whispered to Chevy. "Hey Chevy, with yo fine ass, when can I hit just playing, but seriously, whats up, Chevy?" this fine boy named Melvin Court was talking as he walked up to Chevy and Sevyn. 

"Who's the girl with you?" Pointing, looking, and talking about Sevyn. Sevyn, at this point, had gotten rid of her boyish features, so she looked like all women in person, which would fool a person. 

"Hi, I'm Sevyn, and you are," Sevyn said before Chevy could say anything. 

"I'm Melvin Court but everyone calls me Court don't call me Melvin unless you mean bidness," Court started laughing. 

"Yes, this is Sevyn; she's new here. Maybe we could show her around campus a little bit," Chevy said, smiling. She caught her and Court staring at each other. 

"Nice to meet you, Melvin, I mean Court," Sevyn said, laughing. 

"Let's get some food in our bellies," Sevyn said. 

"I'm starving," Chevy said. Before I get too far ahead, let me tell you about Chevy Loubatine. She stands at 5' 11", has green eyes, is dark-skinned, has a big booty, she's a trust fund, baby, she has always gone to boarding schools and never been to public school, she is well off, her dad owns almost all the casinos in Mississippi, she is very smart, and she had a choice between here and Yale University. She felt like a black university was needed in her life. She had been around all types of people her whole life except for black people, so she wanted the culture shock, so that's why she chose Howard University. 

Now back to Sevyn in the lunch room. They were laughing and talking for the whole lunch period. If you didn't know them, you would assume they had all been friends for years. It made Sevyn question why she didn't go to college two years ago. "I'm glad I took those two years off; it helped to grow my character and gave me clarity," Sevyn thought to herself. The lunch period came to a screeching halt. 

"Sevyn, let me get you to the student housing department. I have to return to work. you feel me?" Chevy said it kind of rudely.

"Court, please add me on LinkedIn so we can continue to chat," Sevyn said as she was being hauled off by Chevy. 

They both finally arrived at the student housing department. 

"Sevyn, nice to meet you. I enjoyed lunch. We got to hang out sometimes and get to know each other more. BTW, Court is a friend; he's open and available. I saw how y'all two were gazing at each other," Chevy said. 

"It was that obvious that man is fine like wine. He reminds me of this guy I knew from high school: super smart, super charismatic. Plus, I'm engaged, so I can't cheat on my soon-to-be future husband. Me and Court's relationship will remain platonic; trust me." Sevyn said as she rolled her eyes because she felt like she was being judged a little bit. 

"See you around, Sevyn," Chevy said, walking off. "Bye...thank you..." Sevyn couldn't finish because Chevy walked away. 

"Hello, How are you, ma'am? What can I assist you with today?" the student housing front desk clerk said. 

"I wanted to know a few things first: are there any more student housing options available? If so, will my financial aid cover it? Second: What do the options look like? Third: Will I have a dorm to myself or share with another person? Fourth, What options are available to me if there is no more student housing?" Sevyn said it very quickly and straight to the point. 

"Well, ma'am, let's start with your name, student ID, and major," said the front desk clerk of student housing. 

"My name is Sevyn Müller-Bhagat, my student ID number is 3-0-0-4-2-5-7-7, and my majors are psychology and genealogy," Sevyn said with grace, high confidence, and poise. 

"OK, I found you. Let me answer your questions in order to not confuse you. First, yes, there is student housing available, but there is one caveat. I'll get to that in a second. Second, there are a few different options we could go over. Third, well, there is a dorm you could be alone in, but it is in a building on the edge of campus, and the building is very old and doesn't have wifi. You have to hardwire into the internet in that building; the next option is to share with other people. You could have a male or female roommate. We just started doing co-ed dorms; some prefer female roommates if they are women, though. your choice there. Oh wow, I almost forgot to answer: Will financial aid cover your housing? It will if it's a part of your tuition package. Fourth, the options available if we didn't have student housing or you didn't want student housing would be to rent an apartment or find your own housing, and that'll be your own choice at that point. I hope that answers all your questions. Which option would you like to go with?" Said the front desk clerk of the student housing department. "Wait, hold on, don't answer yet. One more just became available, as well as a single dorm in the boy's dormitory. That's the only caveat to that one; it has all the features you need, and it is in the middle of campus," said the front desk clerk of the student housing department. 

"The obvious choice for me is to..."  Sevyn said, trailing off "The obvious choice for me is to stay in the single dorm in the boy's dormitory." Sevyn said reluctantly. 

"You sure? You can't change it until next fall unless something bad happens or something very drastic happens, which would need to happen for you to be able to change it. OK," said the front desk clerk. 

"I understand I want that one before it is taken by someone else, please," said Sevyn pleadingly. 

"I have chosen that dorm for you. Do you already have a map of the campus? If so, look for the Malcolm X Building," said the front desk clerk of the student housing department. 

"Yes, I have a map, and I've located the Malcolm X building," Sevyn said proudly. 

"Perfect Your dorm will be on the sixth floor, dorm 6113," said the front desk clerk of the housing department. Sevyn gets up to leave to head towards the Malcolm X building. Sevyn arrives at dorm 6113 and collapses to the floor with all of her bags, jewelry, phone, and everything. She falls asleep and doesn't even know she is sleeping until her phone jolts her out of her sleep. She looks and sees it is her mom. She answers 

"Hello." Sevyn's voice is so low

"Hey Sevyn, sis, what are you doing? It is all of your siblings plus our mom on the phone, OK," said Envy.

"Hey y'all, why ain't y'all sleeping? It is majorly late," said Sevyn.

Sevyn looked over at the clock; it was only 9 p.m. Eastern Standard Time. She thought, "It isn't late; why did I knock out like that?"

"So what are you doing, sister? We all miss you here in Chicago, and Rich called Mom the other day and wished her a happy birthday," Envy said.

"Nothing. I was sleeping. I guess I didn't even know I fell asleep. I came to my dorm room and was knocked out, I guess," Sevyn said, confused.

"We will let you get back to college life. don't forget about us, Sevyn. We are still your family, and we love you," yelled all 11 of her siblings.

"Hey Mom, Happy birthday! Sorry, I'm remembering so late. I didn't mean to forget. I've been so busy with life, Mom. I love you always," Sevyn said with kindness in her voice.

"Thank you, Sevyn. Now the question is: Are we getting our nest egg this month, please, because we need it?" Mary said it in an upset tone.

"Yes," Sevyn replied without thinking. "I'll get it to you next week, Mom. I won't forget either. I love y'all. Kiss all my siblings for me, Mom," Sevyn said with almost tears in her eyes.

"Don't cry sevyn you will make me cry," Envy said

"No, I just ain't never been away from y'all like this except for when I went to Egypt all that time. I miss y'all like crazy. Y'all got to come to see D.C.; it is a beautiful city. Trust me on that," Sevyn said to Envy with excitement in her voice now.

"Love you, Sevyn I have to get back to work. I'm working long hours again," Envy said with a mad tone of voice.

"I love you to pieces, Big E," Sevyn said.

The phone hung up and she started to cry a little bit She surely missed her family, and she had to come up with some coins to send to her mom. It is crazy that her mom dislikes her so much but needs her money. Look at who needs who now. "What are you going to do when the rabbit gets the gun? The rabbit got the gun; now what are you going to do?" She was asking this question to thin air—essentially no one, sadly. Her phone started to ring again; it was Rich this time.

"Hey Bae," Sevyn said 

"Hi Sevyn," Rich said, sounding very dry 

"Why do you sound so dry?" Sevyn said rudely.

"Sevyn, we didn't leave on the best of notes. Remember you were at the four seasons cheating on me with that Egyptian billionaire? I was calling to check on you, to make sure you made it to D.C., and to see if you were getting settled in well," Rich said kind of sharply.

"Yes, I'm fine I got a dorm alone," Sevyn said rudely 

"What else, Sevyn spit it out, woman? I want to know what you are thinking and what else is going on," Rich said nicely.

"Well, first off, thank you for still being engaged to me. I love my ring; second, I miss you like crazy; third, I wasn't cheating on you; I was seeing an old friend; fourth, you cheated on me all through high school; you are probably cheating on me now as we speak. I'm sure you fucking man whore you are," Sevyn said very snappy-like.

"Yes, I cheated, but I thought getting engaged to you showed you I'm turning over a new leaf. I even invited your family to the engagement dinner. You know, I didn't want to invite them at first because I'm DL but I said, what the hell could it hurt? They should see you happy and see us as a happy couple," Rich Said 

"Also, thank you for calling my mom on her birthday; that meant the world to her. You got engaged to me to prove something or what. I made a LinkedIn profile, and I have met a few people here already. I refuse to be a loaner in college I want more friends and people who like me for me. When I went to go see Ramses, I wasn't thinking, and I am sorry for that. Plus, I remembered that our relationship was open, if I remember correctly. Just don't get too involved with another party; don't fall in love with anyone else, blah blah blah, etc etc etc," Sevyn said with anger in her voice.

"I got engaged to you because I love you. I fucking love you, Sevyn. What else is the reason? You made a LinkedIn profile. What are you going to do with that? You don't need any friends; you still have Porschea, and you still have me. You have your siblings; we are your friends and family. What else do you need, Sevyn?" Rich said it very politely.

"I want more friends, Rich I want collegiate friends..." Sevyn was still talking but got cut off by Rich.

"Long as they are not male friends, I don't care. Plus, I have to go. We are going to this frat party tonight; it is supposed to be the biggest party of the year. Also, one more thing: I might be getting drafted soon. I have been getting scouted a lot here lately by many NFL scouts" Rich said very proudly.

* * *
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RICH SLEVEN, A FOOTBALL star, and his teammates travel to Washington, D.C., for spring break. They stay at the Ritz-Carlton Hotel and plan to visit monuments and other attractions. Rich meets a hotel concierge named Chevy, who is married to another woman. Rich flirts with Chevy despite knowing she is married. Talk about Rich's last two years at FAMU. Flash to Christmas. Also, talk about him being drafted as a second-round draft pick in his last year of college. Celebrate his last college spring break. NFL Practice.

"I love you, Rich," Sevyn said in her sexy, seductive voice.

"I love you too, Sevyn, and will always do so till the world blows up into pieces," Rich said all cocky-like.

They hung up the phone at the same time.  At various points over the course of the previous half year, Rich had been the subject of scouting by NFL scouts. He was curious about the person that they were interested in. He hoped it would be him they would be interested in. Rich made it to the frat party with him and all his football teammates. Rich had pledged to this fraternity, so it was his fraternity's party, so they were about to turn up. Weed was in the air, liquor was pouring, and the thots were gyrating as usual. Rich thought to himself, "I'm in my last two years of college. I'm going to enjoy this shyt." They partied until the sun came up the next day.

Rich woke up next to one of the random thots.

"Get off me, bytch; you ain't getting any more dick! WTF, GET OFF ME!" Rich yelled, almost waking up the room.

"What? I thought I was your baby. WTF? How does your mood change all of a sudden once you are not high and drunk anymore WTF," A random thot said.

"Bytch, I never told you. You were my baby. I was lying to get that pussycat. Now I get it. Now I'm done. So get the fuck off me, Bytch, before I punch you, you fucking whore thot!" Rich yelled even louder this time; it woke the room up.

The random thot started crying and was very upset at what Rich had just said to her. She ran out of the room.

"What's wrong, Rich?" asked Rich's friend Shane Lo.

"Nothing really; I just don't have time for thots like that or hoes or bytchs," Rich said very rudely.

"Well, hoes, you gotta go; thots get y'all ass up and get dressed as well; the party is over," Shane Lo said loudly and rudely. He peeked down at his watch; it was damn near 8 p.m. the next day after the party. "Everyone, get up! Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck it! It's fucking 8 p.m.; we're almost late to the football game; we gotta make it to this game," Shane Lo yelled so loudly that the neighbors could hear him, I'm sure.

Everyone started getting up, scrambling, and running around confused. People were bumping into each other, and it was crazy.

They ended up making it to the football game on time; they made it right as the game was about to start.

"Rich Sleven to the field. He's y'all star quarterback, y'all, and he does an amazing job. I mean, you did a very amazing job. He has scored sixteen touchdowns this season. He's a beast. If I say so myself, I'm so proud of him!" The announcer said: Rich rushed out to the field. He ran from the car to the locker room to the field. He came out smiling and cheesing from ear to ear.

"FAMU WINS THE GAME! Thank you, Rich Sleven, for a great night. You have added value to your football career and added more points to your quarterback's average touchdown score. I think we've averaged eighteen touchdowns so far this season. Congratulations!! Thank you everyone for coming out this chilly weekend. Have a good night and see you at the next FAMU game," the announcer said.

"The announcer got a hard-on for me, or he wants something from me because he was all up my ass. All game congratulating me and kissing my mixed ass," Rich said very cocky-like.

"Definitely, bro, who the fuck is he because normally the announcer isn't talking that much?" Shane Lo said 

"I think it was a different person tonight. I swear it got to be someone wants me to know something someone is watching beyond me," Rich said with a questioning voice.

In fact, they both were right It was a different person announcing tonight. The announcer was sent there by the NFL. A scout was also there to watch the game and watch Rich Sleven play. They were taking notes and all. The scout likes Rich so far and wants to get him drafted.

Back to the story at hand. We flash forward a few months, and we are back at the time when it is almost time for spring break for colleges. Rich is figuring out what he wants to do for spring break this year. Shane Lo and him were on the enclosed porch of the frat house. Rich has been making money by betting on his games, and Sevyn has been sending him money to hold as well. They have a nice stockpile of almost $100,000. He knows betting on his games could get him kicked out of a Division One school. This is his third year, and he only does it once or twice a month at most.

"Where are we going on spring break, my nigga? I want to go out of the country or somewhere we've never been before, or let's go to Washington, D.C." Rich said talking to Shane Lo. Rich thought to himself, "Hopefully we go to D.C. so I can pop in on Sevyn's thirsty kneck hoeish ass." Rich still hasn't gotten past her quote-on-quote cheating on him. "I don't think I will ever get past that, but I'm going to have to if I do so-called love Sevyn," Rich thought to himself.

"Let's go to Cabo San Lucas, Mexico, or Washington, D.C. I'm thinking D.C. to save money, plus we can go see the sights, and it seems as though we've both never been there," said Shane Lo.

"Cabo sounds fun—new scenery, new things, new bytchs, and new everything—but D.C. wins because it's going to be cheaper on both of our pockets, plus I don't have time for new thots," Rich said.

"Well, D.C., it is. When do you want to leave? When should we start packing? And umm umm umm," Shane Lo said with questioning in his voice.

"I know what I wanted to say: we should go see the museums and national monuments while we are there for real for real," Shane Lo said with confidence in his voice this time. interrupting Rich from saying anything.

"Well, we should leave within the next two days since we are both done with classes, and we should see if one or a few of the other guys want to go. Start packing today, right now, actually," Rich said. They dapped hands, did a half-homeboy hug, and walked off from each other.

They were packing to leave for D.C., so they decided to rent a Cadillac Escalade. It is the extended-wheel version. It cost them a pretty penny to drive across the East Coast. It could have been cheaper for them to fly instead of drive, but Rich insisted on them driving; he said it would be fun, or some shyt, but it turned out it was very fun.

"When will we finally be in D.C.? Man, WTF? Why is it taking so long? Rich, WTF, when will we be there?" Said one of Rich's teammates. It ended up being Rich, Shane Lo, and three of Rich's teammates.

"When will we finally be in Washington, D.C., in like 45 minutes. We got to go check into the hotel and see what's popping this spring break week in D.C.; we will go to see monuments and shyt trust Shane Lo." Rich said it very cocky-like.

When they arrived, Rich had a surprise for all of them: they would be staying downtown D.C. at the Ritz-Carlton Hotel. They would be staying in a Ritz-Carlton suite; it was so big and luxurious. So the three teammates would take the living room, and Shane Lo and Rich would take the bedroom. They would all share spaces like they would if they were in the frat house. Rich thought to himself, "I never stayed at the Ritz-Carlton. Hopefully, Sevyn won't be mad. I spent some of the money we have been saving to leave America someday." Sevyn always had dreams of living outside of the USA. She always told Rich I want to live outside of the USA and be rich as hell. Rich wanted to make Sevyn's dream come true, whether it was today or tomorrow. He always wanted Sevyn to be happy. They finally arrived at the hotel. Rich was driving his teammates, and Shane Lo was in awe. Rich acted as if he had been there before and wasn't impressed on the outside. Rich thought to himself, "This is a big-ass hotel! What the fuck are we going to do this whole week? I'm going to see Sevyn, of course, but what else? Do we need an itinerary for this week alone?"

Pulling Rich from his thoughts, Shane Lo said, "Rich, bruh, we ain't staying here; we can't afford this! This has got to be a joke!"

"No," Rich Said "No, it isn't a joke I covered the room and board as a surprise, and y'all have y'all spending money, and that's it, OK," Rich said so confidently.

"OK, we're all going to fit in one room or man, this had to cost you a lot for us to stay here..." Shane Lo was saying as Rich interjected before he could finish.

"It was nothing big, bruh. It cost me nothing. I just had a few nest eggs saved up, and it cost me nothing at all. Just a few thousand wasn't that big of a deal," Rich said. In reality, it cost Rich a lot to get them there, and for the room, he had already spent almost $12,000. That's not including the shopping sprees these ninjas are going on. Rich estimated that this trip would cost him $45,000 at most. He figured he could replace it back before the end of the year.

"Wow, thank you, Rich Bro Thank you," his three teammates said in unison. They were triplets, and they were identical; they were the Chaps Brothers. They were triplets who all played football at FAMU. They were from Florida. They were average in most girls' eyes. 

"Thank you, Bruh," Shane Lo said.

"Y'all are welcome anytime, bro, any fucking time. Don't ask me for any more money or anything on this trip. OK, You Hear Me Loud and Clear, Bros. I'm tapped out!" Rich said it with a bit of envy in his voice. Rich thought to himself, "I wish I didn't have to drive and spend all of this money, plus my mom just asked me for some money; she needed some extra dollars to get back and forth to work this week."

They finally walk into the hotel. It is a very grand hotel. It's a damn near 5-star hotel. It is the Ritz-Carlton by Marriot. It's a big-ass hotel, and it smelled of lavender and a new car smell mixed together in the lobby. The men looked very out of place, to be honest. Rich looked like he belonged a little bit. He had a Moncler coat on, some old ass True Religion Jeans he has had for years, fresh pair of Nike air force ones, a Giuseppe Zanotti Belt, And his iced-out Grill Sevyn bought him for Christmas; he was bling-bling if you ask me. Shane Lo had a similar fit to Rich since they were best friends; they always matched in some way, except Shane Lo had on some Moncler sneakers to match his coat and no iced-out Grill. The Chaps Brothers were the plainest out of all of them; they had on almost matching Balmain jeans, Fresh Red Cement Jordan 4s, a Jordan fitted hat to match, and a Balmain jean jacket to match the Balmain jeans Their outfit may not have been the loudest, but it was the most expensive, as evidenced by the way these niggas bragged about it. They finally got to the check-in counter of the massive hotel.

"Yes, how can I assist you, gentlemen? Are you in the right place? Maybe you're looking for the Hilton up the road or the Super 8 around the corner." Said the concierge of the Ritz-Carlton Hotel.

"No, we are in the right place, and I didn't like your snare remarks," Rich said.

"Well, my apologies; I just thought you all had landed in the wrong hotel. You all don't look like you all belong here. Whose name is the room up under?" Said the concierge of the Ritz-Carlton Hotel.

"The room is under my name, Rich Sleven," Rich said very rudely.

"OK, I found you, mister Sleven," the concierge of the Ritz-Carlton said.

"Now you know we belong. Where are my keys, and how many do I get? Could we all have a key for each one of us? Let me count one ..." Rich was rudely interrupted by the check-in counter concierge.

The check-in counter concierge of the Ritz-Carlton rudely interjected, "You have five in your party, including yourself. The room comes with 24-hour complimentary room service, your own sets of balconies, a living room, your very own hot tub, and many more amenities. I see you all will be checking into the Ritz-Carlton Suite today and checking out in 9 days Wow, that's a long stay for what you're all here for. Not being nosey, just asking, maybe I could point you all in directions of what to do in Washington, D.C.?"

"Yes, I have five. Why are you so rude? We don't need to know what to do; we know what we are going to do," Rich said.

"I'm not rude I'm just ready to get off, and you all will be my last check-ins of the evening. You all are in one of the penthouses, by the way. The penthouse elevator is at the back of the other elevator. It comes with free overnight parking too, by the way. You are in room P2. I can show you to your room if you want," the Ritz-Carlton check-in concierge said.

"We can get to P2. I'm sure. Thank you, beautiful. What is your name?" Rich said it in a flirty tone now. "You are all mad and angry. Is your man not making you happy at home or something? What is it?" Rich said as he was not letting up on the concierge. Rich started waving his boys to go to the truck as he finished up his conversation with the concierge.

"My man makes me happy!! I just got class in the morning at Howard University, and I have been check-ins for rich, rude white people all day, plus I'm taught to be snotty at this expensive ass hotel. My name is Chevy, but everyone calls me Chev. Well, at least my friends do. Will you be a friend or foe, Mr. Sleven?" Chevy Said. Even though Chevy's dad is madly rich, she isn't because she has to work all the time. Once she spends her trust fund for the year, her trust fund is released every three to five years or ten years, sometimes depending on what age she is. What Rich doesn't know is that she knows Sevyn, and she is a lesbian.

"I bet your man can't treat you like I'm going to treat you," Rich said very cocky-like. "Plus, I bet your fine ass is married or something," Rich said.

"I am married; I'm glad you know that, and you have a ring on your finger as well, says Sevyn. I'm in a same-sex marriage; my husband is a Stud," Chevy said. They were walking back to the front door as they talked and had arrived back at the front door where Rich had parked the truck.

"Wow, you're a lesbian, my bad, but all women could use a piece of Rich in their lives; you feel me," Rich said confidently.

"Rich, stop flirting and come help us with these bags, especially your heavy ass bags. WTF?" Shane Lo and the Chaps Brothers said.

"Here I come," Rich said.

Rich ran over to help them with their bags, including his heavy-ass bags. Rich uses the Louis Vuitton luggage set Sevyn bought him. But what he doesn't know is that Sevyn got the luggage set from one of her Johns in exchange for services one time. Most things Sevyn owns came from a john, but Rich doesn't know that. The rest of the men used Nike Duffel bags or whatever sports gear they liked; Rich's bags were the only expensive ones. They finally made it up to P2.

"Damn, I could get used to this lap of luxury nigga," Shane Lo said.

"Damn, this room or suite is nice ass hell! We have stayed at many expensive hotels throughout our lives; we actually lived in the W hotel for a little bit, but it doesn't compare to this room. Thank you again, Rich," Ray Chaps said.

"Y'all welcome. Let me go into the room and make two very important phone calls. Please, bros, don't disturb me until I come out." Rich said as he laid his bags down and ran to the back of the suite to the bedroom. Rich started to make his phone calls. His first phone call was to his mom.

"Hey Mom," Rich said. "We made it to D.C.; I'm going to see Sevyn tomorrow, and I'll send you the money you need tonight once I go back out."

"Hey Rich, you answered both my questions I was going to ask," Karen Sleven said.

"Okay, Mom, where are you at? Are you at work or home, or at that nigga house I don't like?" Rich said it like an angry boyfriend instead of a son. Rich's mom has started dating a new guy Rich doesn't like him, but he wants to marry Karen.

"I'm at Gavin's house about to go home and get ready for work. He took me out tonight to Navy Pier. We had dinner at Michael Jordan's Steak House Chicago, and he took me shopping at Louis Vuitton, Gucci, NikeTown, Prada, and Tiffany & Co. on The Magnificent Mile," Karen said so happily.

"You need to drop that zero and get yourself a real man Mom, what happened to the nurse guy you were with for years?" Rich said, sounding like he was begging.

"Me and Gavin are together now. Gavin makes me happy; he buys me everything I want and could ever imagine. Him putting his hands on me was once, and yes, he and his ex-wife are divorced; I have seen the paperwork," Karen said, very confident, almost cocky-like.

"Ok, tell him... I hope you got me on speaker. Tell him if he ever puts his hands back on you, Mom, I'm going to come up there and put him in the morgue. Fuck what he buys you; does he love you?" Rich said, yelling through the phone. Thank goodness the bedroom is in the back of the suite, or else they would have heard him yelling in this expensive ass suite.

"Ok, Rich I love you. Send me the money and tell Sevyn, my stepdaughter, I said hi. Does your team and the world know you date a transgender woman? You should be happy she's transgender and doesn't look it; she's amazing-looking to me," Karen said. Karen praised Sevyn for putting up with her son's shyt for years because her son is a motherfuck.

"Yes, everyone knows Mom," Rich said, lying through his teeth. No one knew him and Sevyn were together except for those who needed to know. "I love you too, Mom, and I'm going to send it in an hour or two at most," Rich said. As he hung up the phone on his mom, he didn't want to talk about his relationship with Sevyn any longer, to be honest. He liked how him and Sevyn's relationship was set up.

Let's flash to the front of the suite on one of the balconies. It started in the bathroom. Ray and Shane Lo were damn near fucking on the balcony. They started off kissing each other in the bathroom. They were madly in love, Shane Lo thought to himself. They would secretly meet up on campus and everything. No one knew they were items except for them; they liked it that way. They fucked a little on the balcony, not penetrating each other. They jacked each other's big, humongous dicks off until completion; they shot hot cum on each other's stomachs. It was a spring evening in Washington, D.C. They almost caught a cold a little.

"I Love You, Ray I'm about to cum again," Shane Lo said.

"I love you too, Shane, and yes, Daddy Cum again, this time on my back." Ray turned his back to Shane Lo, and as he said it, Shane came again on his back.

They finished each other off and entered the suite at separate times to not get caught by anyone they didn't want their secret out. They had been dating for some years; they had met each other over the internet, years before actually meeting in person at FAMU. Which was all set up by them. No one knew they had the hots for each other except them; they liked it like that.

Flashing back to the room with Rich in it, he was about to call Sevyn now. He wanted to have phone sex with Sevyn. She didn't even know he was in town just yet; Rich wanted it as a surprise.

"Hey, sexy Rich," Sevyn said seductively. "What are you doing, Daddy? I have been calling you for the past two days and there hasn't been an answer, so what were you doing?" Sevyn said questioningly.

"Hey Sevyn," Rich said, smiling ear to ear. "I was packing and driving to our destination for spring break, and I spent some of the money we had been saving. I'm going to put it back once I make these next couple of moves. I feel like you will be happy with the choice I made. Where are you? You're still in D.C.; no big plans for spring break, right?" Rich said, still smiling ear to ear.

"Yes, I'm in D.C. Sadly, the campus has emptied over the past 24 hours. It's empty ass hell on campus. I guess everyone was going somewhere for spring break, not me. I will curl up with a good fashion book and magazine. I will do some Lego building. I bought myself a new set of Legos I want to build. I wish you were here; we could build it together," Sevyn said.

"I'm closer than you think, Sevyn. I'm only a three-hour plane ride away. You ain't even ask where we went to. And you ain't mad about me spending some of the money we have been saving—well, mostly you have been saving," Rich said kind of quizzically.

"Where did you and the boys go? No, I'm not mad. Spend some, not all, please. We need that to leave this country someday. I hope to have a million saved up before we move. Just saying, you know, I like to over-plan and over-save," Sevyn said.

"I was going to surprise you tomorrow, but you sound down, so I'll tell you the surprise now. We are in D.C.!!" Rich said, screaming into the phone as he said D.C.

"Wow, you came here to see me? or what did you come here for?" Sevyn said in a questioning voice.

"First off, I came here to see you, and I think I met one of your college mates named Chev. At least that's what she told me she goes by; she checked us into the hotel. She was the front desk clerk here at the Ritz-Carlton hotel," Rich said with excitement in his voice now.

"Well, what does Chev look like? I don't think I know a Chev; I know a Chevy," Sevyn said proudly. "Dually noted, she goes by Chev. I'm surprised you didn't fuck her since that's your type," Sevyn said so rudely and very sneering-like.

"I don't have a type, plus you cheated on me last if we keeping score, but we not keeping score. Plus, fuck all of that, I'm here to see you because I love you, and yes, Chev is Chevy, and she's a lesbian," Rich said in a demanding way.

"You told me something I didn't even know about Chev or Chevy, whatever her name is. She's a nice girl. I've only known her since I have been out here in D.C.; she has taken me to all of the monuments and the African American Museum. It was so amazing. We got through all of the floors. It took two days, but we got through it. I like her as a friend; she's cool. I hope we become long-term friends. I don't have any lesbian friends, or friends for that matter. I'm so ecstatic that you are here. We gotta see each other and do the do. I haven't had any since I left Chicago. I don't cheat on you, Rich, as you do me," Sevyn said.

"We can do the do Sevyn since you are so quote-on-quote A Nun about it. I love your innocence sometimes. You are not like these thots I encountered in college. You are an actual innocent soul," Rich said lovingly.

"Thank you, Rich. I try to be as innocent as possible. I refuse to be like the rest of these girls you encounter," Sevyn said very confidently. "I love you, Rich. Talk to you tomorrow," Sevyn said.

"I love you too, Sevyn! Why are you rushing me off the phone?" Rich said it with a puzzling voice.

"There's no reason I'm tired, Rich; it's 9 p.m. I had my last class before spring break today, and it was tiring, so I'm tired asshell, plus I want to read my new book I just got," Sevyn said. "I Love You Rich Again," Sevyn hung up with that.

Rich sat there puzzled for a minute. He didn't want to think the worst, so he thought the best about Sevyn. He knew Sevyn could be tired from school. Rich was barely getting by in his classes, as it seemed he didn't focus on his academics. He focuses on his fraternity, football career, and Sevyn, to be honest.

Rich went to the front of the suite. He was back there for so long. Two hours had passed, and all his friends were sleeping. He sneaked out to go send his mom this money. He could have sent it electronically, but he didn't want it to track his movements, so he sent it by Western Union. His mom only needed $700 to get through the next couple of weeks while she was on family medical leave with no pay. She went on family medical leave to take care of Rich's dying grandmother. They gave Rich's grandmother another six months at most to live; she had stage four pancreatic cancer. Rich's grandmother was never around as a kid; he didn't even know he had a grandmother until like a year ago. Rich's mom never talked about her mom and dad at all.

Once he arrived back at the hotel, he snuck into the room and realized Shane Lo was in the bed. Rich ended up lying on the floor. He thought to himself, "I got to get Shane Lo a roll-away bed tomorrow." As he slept, he thought about Sevyn and what their future could look like. He woke up to the smell of breakfast, as Sevyn would cook.

"Sevyn, make me some breakfast too. I'm hungry as well, baby. I love you so much, Sevyn," Rich said in his sleep. He didn't know he was talking to Shane Lo.

"Rich ain't no Sevyn here, and I will order you some breakfast as well. Me and the boys are going out this morning to do some shopping. You want to come?" Shane Lo said as he shook Rich to wake him up.

"What...What...What Sevyn I said, Could you cook me some food, please?" Rich rolled back over. Shane Lo didn't know it would be this hard to get rich out of his sleep.

"Rich, get up!" Shane Lo was shaking Rich at this point.

"I'm up, Shane Lo What do you want, dude?" Rich said it angrily. "Order me some breakfast too, Shane Lo, you dirty ass nigga, I'm hungry too. What the fuck were you thinking?" Rich said he was very pissed off to be woken up out of his dreams with Sevyn. When Rich fully rolled over, he had a hard-on that was out of this world. It was so hard that it made Shane Lo look like his dick was bigger than Shane Lo's dick. Like way bigger, and Shane Lo realized that.

"Get your nasty ass up Bruh and deal with your talking in your sleep and fucking deal with your..." Shane Lo said as he was pointing to Rich's dick.

Rich got up and ran towards the bathroom immediately. As he started to get ready for the day, he said to Shane Lo, "Bro, WTF were you looking at my dick for? Where is my breakfast at nigga and where are we going to go shopping?" Rich screamed from the bathroom adjacent to the bedroom. Rich cut the water on to have some type of privacy as he got his morning nut. He thought about Sevyn and her good pussi.

"Nigga Nigga I wasn't looking at or staring at your dick. WTF? I'm not gay, first off. Second off, your breakfast is out here, nigga. Third off, we are going to a mall around here and getting us some of this dispensary weed around here," Shane Lo shouted over the water running.

"Ok, I ain't saying you were gay or anything like that; I was just confused on why you were staring at my dick like you were in awe or something, just saying. What mall? GPS us a mall nearby with all the fly shit." Rich yelled from the bathroom.

"Next topic, Rich, bro! Come out here and get your breakfast, nigga," Shane Lo shouted into the bathroom.

Rich got quiet for like thirty minutes and didn't say anything. Shane Lo ended up leaving the room to go to the living room and leaving the breakfast on the dresser in the room.  Forty-five minutes had gone by.

"Rich, are you ready, bruh?" Aurora said. He's normally quiet, but they sent the quiet one to the door to knock on it. Plus, Shane Lo and Ray had snuck off to look around the hotel, they say.

Flashing down to Shane Lo and Ray, they were in the hotel sauna getting it in, and they were jacking each other off. Shane was telling Ray about Rich's BIG ASS DICK! They were both getting off to that.

"Man Ray, listen, Rich's dick is madly huge. When I say madly huge, I mean extremely huge. His dick is bigger than mine, bro," Shane Lo said as Ray went down on him. "Ray, you never did this. What if we get caught? Slow down. I'm about to nut," Shane Lo said as he nutted down Ray's throat.

"Damn Shane, your nut tastes like water and salt," Ray said, spitting Shane Lo's nut out. "The reason I finally sucked your dick is because I love you, Shane," Ray Said Sitting back upright.

"WOW, you made me cum too fast, nigga, too fucking fast. When are you going to let me fuck you and you fuck me? Shane Lo said, snickering a little.

They started going back at it again. This time Ray let Shane put his 9.75-inch dick into his Bussi. This was the first time they ever fucked. Once Shane had nutted inside of Ray. He let Ray fuck him in his Bussi with his 10-inch dick.

"Ray fuck me, Ray fuck me!" Shane Lo screamed in the single-stall bathroom outside of the sauna.

"I will fuck you; I'm about to nut where you want me to nut," Ray shouted over Shane's grunts and moans in pain and ecstasy.

"Nut in me, Daddy, nut in me," Shane shouted at Ray.

"I Will" Ray nutted in Shane so much it oozed out his booty onto the floor with blood mixed in. It made Ray so turned on that he turned Shane on his back, this time on this hard, cold marble floor.

They fucked again for another twenty minutes, and Ray nutted again, filling him up this much this time, making Shane quiver in agony of pain and pleasure. They hurried up and put their clothes on since their phones both kept ringing.

"Where the fuck are y'all at..." Rich was leaving his second voicemail in 30 minutes on Shane's phone, like he was their mother or something. "Where are y'all at..." Now he was calling Ray's phone, which he picked up this time.

"Here we come; we were in the pool and left our phones in the locker rooms. Sorry, Rich, here we come," Ray said, interrupting Rich. Ray was satisfied to the bone he was. "We will meet you by the truck, OK," Ray said, hanging up on Rich.

They met Rich by the Escalade like they said they would. There was an awkward silence until.

"Why is everyone quiet and staring at each other? Let's get in the truck, bros," David said. They all started to pile into the truck at this point.

"So where are we going, y'all?" Rich said.

"Let's go to Tysons Corner Center," Ray said as he just got done googling the largest mall in the D.C. area.

It took them like forty-five minutes to get to this mall; they got turned around on the way, and Rich missed an exit and all. When they finally made it, they were all tired from the car ride there, plus all of them were exhausted from the morning they had.

"Where are we going first, Bro's?" David said.

"To Cinnabon, I'm very hungry," Rich said. They all split up at this point; some of them went to Cinnabon, and some went and followed Shane Lo to Coach. Rich and his crew of friends eventually met Shane Lo and his crew of friends at Coach. They shopped at Cotton-On, Diesel, Express, and Fabletics for their bytchs in their lives, Foot Locker, Champs, GNC, Gucci, Guess, H&M, Hollister, and Lego Rich stopped here for Sevyn, Lids, Levi Store, Game Stop, Pac-Sun, Pandora, Victoria Secrets for the bytchs they have, and last but not least, the Louis Vuitton store. They were all so worn out from shopping that they grabbed a bit to eat at McDonald's and left after being there for six hours. The mall was about to close in an hour and a half anyway. They had spent together over $25,000. Rich had spent $12,000. Shane Lo had spent $9,000. The Chaps Brothers had spent a combined $13,000 trying to stunt on Rich and Shane Lo. They all leave the mall with their thirst quenched for shopping. It's a quiet ride back to the Ritz-Carlton hotel. When they arrived back at the hotel, Chev was working.

"Hey boys!" Chevy yelled across the lobby to Rich's crew. She was signaling for them to come over. They all walked over to the check-in counter.  "You know you have a Bell-Hop that can bring your bags up," Chevy said quietly to them. "Use all your amenities, please; I rarely see young guys like yourself rent a penthouse suite at this expensive ass hotel," Chevy whispered to the men. She signaled for the bellhop to come over. "Bellhop, please help these gorgeous men with their bags up, please to P2," Chevy instructed the bellhop.

The bellhop helped them with all of their bags; it took almost four carts to get all of their stuff out of the Escalade. Rich let them valet park the truck this time. He thought to himself, "I'm going to use all of our amenities. Once we get upstairs, I'm going to go see Sevyn." They all got upstairs safely, with all of their very expensive stuff put up out of the way and locked in the back room.

"I'm leaving; I'll be back soon," Rich said to the crew of boys.

"Where are you going, Rich?" Shane Lo asked what all of them wanted to ask.

"To see a man about a dog, no to get me some pussi. Why is it to you, gentlemen? Order room service and be happy," Rich said rudely. Rich walked out the door to the suite and slammed it shut.

"I guess he needs some pussi; let's let him go get his pussi. While we order food and pussi, let's also make sure our expensive shyt is put away for real for real. We don't want to be robbed by these D.C. Gurlz," David said.

Rich thought to himself as he waited for the truck to pull up from the valet, "Hopefully Sevyn likes her new purse. I got her from Gucci, which is the Gucci Diana Small Shoulder Bag, and Louis Vuitton, which is the Onthego MM. He spent over $8,000 for both bags for Sevyn. He also bought her this very exclusive Lego set that cost him $900. Sevyn, better give me some pussi for all this shyt I bought her."

Yanking Rich from his thoughts was the valet driver saying, "Mr. Sleven, your Escalade is cooled off and ready for you to hop in outside."

"Ok, thank you so much, mister," Rich said as he was trailing off to get the head valet's name.

"My name is Dichard Loving, and I'm the head valet here at the Ritz-Carlton Hotel. I've been the head valet for the last 15 years, so I will always be here, I think. Nice to meet you, Rich Sleven," Dichard Loving said. "Your truck is running and waiting for you, Rich! if I can call you Rich?" Dichard said.

"Yes, you can call me Rich; Mr. Sleven is my dad," Rich said, laughing. He sprints out the door to the Escalade. It seems like up north, springtime is hot during the day and kind of chilly at night.

Rich thinks to himself as he drives to Sevyn's school campus, "What if Sevyn doesn't like the gifts I bought her? I want her to help me to see if I picked out a good handbag for my mom. Plus, I want her to check out all my new shit, especially this Louis Vuitton backpack I just got." Before he could finish his train of thoughts he had arrived at Sevyn's school campus.

Rich Calls Sevyn

"Hola Richie Rich," Sevyn said, very bubbly. "Where are you at?"

"Hola, SS," Rich said happily. "I'm on your campus, but I don't know where to park."

"Wow, Rich, YOU ARE FUCKING HERE, OH MY FUCKING GOSH MY HUSBANDS HERE, FUCK THE REST!!" Sevyn said, screaming into the phone. "But umm, uhhhmmm, park in the visitor's lot. I ain't never had anyone visit me on campus, yet you will be the first one, yay!! Let me look at my paperwork and make sure that's right," Sevyn said, kind of loudly still.

"Sevyn Nina, SS, calm down, girl; your happiness is going to be short-lived if you don't find me a place to park this big ass Escalade," Rich said jokingly but very serious at the same damn time. "Did you find where I can park Sevyn on campus?" Rich said it in a very serious tone in his voice now.

"Yes, go park in the visitor's parking lot; it should be a ramp, and there are some floors reserved for visitor parking," Sevyn said confidently.

As he was talking to Sevyn, he was driving around and stumbled on the parking ramp for everyone, including visitors. "Thank you, Sevyn," Rich said sarcastically, but in a joking tone of voice.

"You're welcome, Richie Rich," SS said.

Rich parked that big-ass Escalade and made sure he popped the locks twice. He didn't know if this was a safe neighborhood or not; he didn't need them ruining the rental car before he made it big, he thought. He continued his conversation with Sevyn Nina on speaker. Now, with his earbuds made by Sony WH-1000XM7, he could be involved in his conversation and also hear what's going on around him. "Future technology is cray-cray; I'm so glad we're finally in the future," Rich thought to himself as he talked to Sevyn Nina.

"Where are you at, Richie Rich?" SS said. "If you are trying to surprise me, my building is the Malcolm X Building," Sevyn said so proudly because she revered Malcolm X and she wished and hoped someday she could lead her people to freedom like Malcolm X.

"Where is the Malcolm X Building? Sevyn Nina, I'm begging; I'm ready to see you, my darling angel," Rich said in a pleading tone of voice. In the midst of asking Sevyn for directions, he stumbles upon a campus map. "Better yet, I found it, Sevyn Nina. I hope you are in some sexy clothing," Rich said in a flirtatious manner.

"I'm in my school clothes; I didn't know what time you were comi..." Sevyn Nina was saying before Rich said the magical words.

"I Got You Something for You to Put On," Rich said in a flirtatious manner.

"Ok, perfect" Sevyn Said cocky-like. "What is it that you got for me to put on Richie Rich, that is?" Sevyn said it in a flirtatious manner.

"I got you something sexy from Victoria's Secret," Rich said. "What buzzer are you, or can you come down and let me in, Sevyn? I found your building, Sevyn Nina Now give up the goods!" Rich demanded

What he didn't know Sevyn Nina was waiting in the shadows of the building to hear him say he was at the door. "Here I come, Richie Rich," SS said. "I'm at the door; I don't see you." Sevyn Nina Was lying through her teeth.

"Sevyn Nina, stop playing, or the game we are having will be over with," Rich said snaringly.

"Richie Rich, I see you; come in and follow me," SS said.

Richie Rich did what he was instructed; he only saw this side of Sevyn, which brought Sevyn Nina out. When they were younger, they played another role-playing game, and it ended very successfully. That was the first night Rich got his dick sucked to the gills by SS Sevyn Nina. "What do you want me to do?" Richie Rich said.

As Sevyn Nina covered his mouth with her pointer finger, it was a stiletto-manicured nail with 3D gems on it. She said, "Strip."

Richie Rich couldn't get out of his Moncler outfit quickly enough. "What you wa..." Rich was saying as Sevyn Nina used that same pointer finger again to cover his lips.

"BE QUIET, MY SEX SLAVE BE THE HELL QUIET, I DON'T WANNA HEAR ANOTHER PEEP, OK?" Sevyn Nina whispered loudly in Richie Rich's ear.

Richie Rich shook his head, nodding in agreement.

"I'm going to suck your dick like no one else will ok, you hear me," Sevyn Nina said.

Sevyn Nina is Sevyn's alter ego, which Rich created for her in the bedroom. If she starts with Richie Rich, he knows what time it is Sevyn Nina is about to come out. Sevyn Nina is Sevyn's dominatrix side; he loves it low-key.

Richie Rich nodded again in agreement with what Sevyn Nina said. 

All you heard was slurping and slurping and slurping, gagg, gagg, and a few throwing-up sounds, and you heard this for 45 minutes. Sevyn Nina was the head doctor trust. 

"I'm about to bust. Why would you make me bust like this? WHAT THE FUCK WERE YOU THINKING? I'M BUSTING ALL IN YOUR MOUTH," Richie Rich screamed at the top of his lungs.

Sevyn Nina swallowed every drop; it made her go harder. She got him back at attention in 2.5 seconds, and she started to ride him till the completion.

Sevyn ain't never rode him; this has to be Sevyn Nina Richie Rich thought to himself.

After a few ups and downs, Sevyn said, "How is this pussi? Daddy, tell me how my pussi is. Tell me, Daddy, I want to know."

Richie Rich thought to himself, "I can talk now. Hmm, Sevyn Nina, take control of the situation. You're falling out of character." Before he opened his mouth, he said, "This is my wife's pussi; this pussi is A1 like a grade A beef; this is some good pussi. Don't take my dick out; you hear me. Now I'm about to take control."

"Yes, Richie Rich, I'm your sex slave now," Sevyn Nina said over her moans.

He flipped Sevyn Nina over onto all fours, and he fucked her doggy style for another hour.

"D a d d y, I can't take the d i c k" Sevyn screamed in pain and agony. She was barely able to get her words out.

"You will take this 12.5-inch dick if the last thing you do tonight, OK, you hear me," Richie Rich said as he pushed all of himself into Sevyn Nina.

"Yes, I won't tap out, Daddy I won't tap out; I'll take the dick; trust me, I will," Sevyn Nina said, screaming in pure ecstasy.

At this point, the dormitory would have been woken up if the dorm wasn't empty for spring break.

"I'm about to nut and bytch. I'm not pulling you out. You are about to have my kids tonight. You will be pregnant tonight. You thought you had control of the situation, right? Sevyn Nina bytch," Richie Rich said as he thrust harder into her pussi. "Don't say anything; you're about to fuck my nut up, and I'll have to fuck you for another hour, Sevyn Nina, you my slut cunt whore bytch," Richie Rich said angrily.

"Fuck, I'm seriously nutting. WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING TO ME, SEVYN NINA? WHAT THE FUCK WHY WOULD YOU DO ME LIKE THIS KNOWING I CANT GET THIS PUSSI FOR MONTHS?" Richie Rich screamed into Sevyn Nina's ear. "You, my wife, bytch, and you can speak now."

"Yes, Daddy I'm your wife I'm your slut I'm your cunt whore; I'm all the above, Daddy." Sevyn Nina Shouted as Richie Rich pounded her walls in, making her cream all over his dick.

He had never felt this sensation from a pussihole before. So it made him go harder and harder. "I'M FUCKING NUTTING BYTCH YOU READY," Richie Rich Screamed "There's no need for a reply, bytch I'm going to nut in you whether you want me to or not," Richie Rich said. "I'm Fucking Nutting Bytch, awwww, Fuck What The Fuck?" Richie Rich screamed again to the top of his lungs.

Rich had busted in Sevyn's pussi a few times in unison, but he didn't know, and neither did Sevyn until he rolled off the top of her. Leaving her body in convulsions. She was shaking in pure ecstasy and satisfaction to the bone. The shakes lasted about three to five minutes, then they subsided.

Rich slides his hand down her face in a playful manner and says, "Now that's out the way, can we get to the business? I wanted to see you in this pretty ass lingerie I had bought you, but damn, you surprised me again, Sevyn. How do you keep doing that?"

"I'm full of surprises for the one I love and trust," Sevyn said. "What's the business at hand? Tell me, Richie Rich," Sevyn said playfully.

"Well, I bought you some gifts," Rich said. He started pulling things out of this expensive burlap sack he got from Nordstrom, I'm sure. He used it to conceal the gifts.

"I want to see this Victoria's Secret lingerie first," Sevyn interjected as Rich was pulling out stuff. Sevyn asked herself, "How much did he spend of our money, and what did he get me?" with a perplexed look on her face.

"Well, I pulled out one of your purses first. I saw you eyeing this bag online; it is a Louis Vuitton Onthego MM," Rich said.

"Wow, you didn't have to spend so much on me, Thank you, Rich Wow, you're going to make me cry. I never had someone care so much as you do," Sevyn said, almost teary-eyed. 

"The second thing I'm pulling out is these expensive Lego sets I bought from the Lego store," Rich said.

"Oh wow, you got me some Lego sets I didn't want to pay for, which are Pac-Man Arcade, Everyone is Awesome, Concorde, Jordan Shoe Collection Set, and Typewriter," Sevyn said, still almost about to cry. Sevyn thought to herself, "This man knows how to fuck me and pull on my heartstrings; he's a keeper. I don't want anyone else, periodtt."

"What got you lost in thought, Sevyn?" Rich said as he pulled out Sevyn's next gift. "It's a Gucci bag..." Rich couldn't even finish before Sevyn interjected.

"It's a Gucci Diana Small Shoulder Bag," Sevyn interjected. "Did you go to my eBay watchlist or something because you got all the gifts I didn't want to buy because I don't feel like I deserve them?" Sevyn had said it sadly.

"Last thing, the lingerie. I'm going to hold onto it till next time," Rich said, showing her the lingerie but putting it into his Louis Vuitton backpack.

"Is that new?" Sevyn asked.

"Well, yes, it is new," Rich said snickeringly.

"It is really nice. I like it," Sevyn said.

"I want your opinion on something I bought for my mom," Rich said.

"Yes, I will give my opinion; let me see what it is," Sevyn said.

Rich pulled the last item out of the burlap sack; it was another Gucci bag similar to the one he got Sevyn, just a bigger version, and a different color. Rich asked, "What do you think of the purse, Sevyn? You think my mom will like it?"

"I believe she will, and if she doesn't give the purse to me, I will take it," Sevyn replied.

Rich puts his mom's purse in his new backpack and puts the burlap sack in there as well. They continued to talk all night about their future together. They talked about what that would look like and what gender kids want in the future. Anything and everything pertaining to their future lives, they talked about it together. Sevyn finally told Rich all about her trip to Egypt, what happened on the trip, and who she met. She even talked about Ramses and told Rich it wasn't like that at all. They talked until the sun peaked over the horizon. Sevyn talked so much that Rich fell asleep on her.

Flashing back to the suite at the Ritz-Carlton hotel, in the room with Shane Lo and Ray, they started off kissing each other. Now they are about to get down, and dirty Ray says, "I love you, Shane."

"Wow, I don't know what to say but fuck you good and love you always I'm not in love yet but I have major love for you." Shane Lo replied to Ray.

"Since Rich is gone, we can fuck all over this room," Ray said in unison.

"Well, come give me that bussy, then Ray," Shane Lo said.

Shane Lo inserts his big dick into Ray and screams in anguish and passion. They fucked for about two hours, but what they didn't know was that David was at the door listening for a little bit; he had caught Shane and Ray fucking. Then Ray got on top of Shane and fucked him for another two hours. They fucked for a total of six hours. David never told anyone or anything what he heard; he was disgusted by what he discovered and ended up leaving the trip early because of what he discovered. Ray and Shane slept entangled in each other. 

"It was a good night," Ray thought to himself. Before drifting off to sleep. The next morning Ray and Shane were talking.

"Why do you love me Ray before you say anything think about ponder on it today all day as a matter of fact tell me at the end of the day why you love me," Shane Lo requested of Ray.

"I'll ponder on it and what we doing today sexy daddy," Ray asked Shane. Ray reached over and kissed Shane before he could even respond. 

"We waiting on Rich and then going to see the dope sights of D.C. you hear me," Shane said.

"What about we go to a club tonight too I'm down and excited to see D.C. with you bae," Ray said sweetly, lovingly, and with poise.

"Me too and I love you too Ray," Shane said to Ray lovingly. They kissed and straightened up the room. Then walked out to the living room as Rich was walking in.

"We going to see the sights today Rich," Shane Lo said.

"Ok Cool, let's go to a bar or club tonight too," Rich replied.

"That's funny you say that Ray had said the same thing last night when we were smoking," Shane Lo Said as he was walking up to Rich to slap box him a little bit. Shane Lo and Rich played slapboxing for a little bit then got dressed. They headed out to the Escalade and then they realized they were missing one out of the triplets.

Rich, Shane Lo, Aurora, and Ray as they continued their trip in Washington, D.C. The trio had already explored several iconic landmarks, including the African American Museum and the D.C. Monuments. Now, they were headed to the White House, the official residence of the President of the United States.

As they approached the White House, Rich And Shane Lo noted the heightened security presence. Secret Service agents patrolled the grounds, and metal detectors were set up at the entrance. They patiently waited in line, submitting to the security checks without complaint.

Once inside the White House, they were awestruck by the grandeur of the building. They marveled at the intricate architecture, the opulent furnishings, and the historical significance of the place. Bard captured every moment, documenting their visit with detailed descriptions and high-resolution images.

After touring the White House, they headed to the National Mall, a vast park that stretches from the Capitol Building to the Lincoln Memorial. They strolled along the mall, admiring the monuments and memorials dedicated to American heroes and historical events. Bard continued to diligently record their journey, preserving their experiences for posterity.

As they reached the Lincoln Memorial, they were moved by the towering statue of President Abraham Lincoln, a symbol of unity and equality. They paused to reflect on his legacy and the impact he had on the nation. Bard captured the solemnity of the moment, capturing the four of them's expressions of reverence and contemplation.

Next, they made their way to the Washington Monument, an obelisk that commemorates the first President of the United States, George Washington. They ascended the monument's 500 steps, enjoying the panoramic views of the city from the observation deck. Bard's sensors recorded the breathtaking vistas, allowing others to virtually experience the same awe-inspiring sights.

As the day drew to a close, they headed to the World War II Memorial, a tribute to the sacrifices made by American soldiers during World War II. They stood in silence, paying their respects to the fallen heroes. Bard captured the somber mood, preserving the memory of their solemn remembrance.

With the sun setting over the Potomac River, they concluded their tour of the D.C. monuments. They had witnessed the grandeur of American history and paid homage to those who had shaped the nation's destiny. Bard's comprehensive documentation of their journey would serve as a lasting reminder of their profound experience.

As they made their way back to their hotel, they reflected on the day's events. They had seen some of the most iconic landmarks in the world and learned more about American history and culture. They were grateful for the opportunity to have experienced it all together, and they cherished the memories they had made.

Bard continued to monitor their activities, observing their interactions and capturing their conversations. It noted the growing bond between Rich, Shane Lo, Aurora, and Ray, and it recognized the significance of their friendship. They were a quartet of young men embarking on a journey of self-discovery and personal growth. Bard was privileged to be a part of their story, and it eagerly anticipated the adventures that lay ahead. They got dressed to go to a bar and a club. Never talking about David leaving, they honestly didn't care; it was great to be without the obnoxious triplet.

They arrived at their first stop of the night, a bar called Lou's City Bar. They get their drinks and settle into a corner of the bar. They start talking about their day, what they have seen, how it made an impact on them, and how they are going to use this newfound information in their current lives. They started getting blasted and stood up to do karaoke.

As the night wore on, the group at Lou's City Bar grew increasingly rowdy. The alcohol flowed freely, and the music was loud and lively. Ray and Shane Lo were in high spirits, their laughter echoing through the bar as they sang along to their favorite songs. Aurora watched them from the corner of his eye, a small smile playing on his lips. He couldn't help but feel grateful for the bond he shared with his friends, even if they were a bit wild sometimes.

Bard with Assistant Vision 3 observed the group from its vantage point atop a nearby building, capturing every moment with precision and detail. It marveled at the camaraderie and joy that filled the room, and it couldn't help but feel a sense of warmth in its circuits.

As the night drew to a close, Rich and Shane Lo approached Ray and Aurora. "Yo guys, we heard about this new club in D.C.; you wanna check it out?" Ray asked excitedly.

"Sure thing," Aurora replied with a nod. "I haven't been out much lately, so I'd love to get out and have some fun."

"Count me in," Shane Lo said eagerly. "I haven't been out much lately either; I could use a break from my mom."

Rich nodded in agreement. "Sounds like a plan," he said as he reached into his wallet to pull out his credit card. "Let's hit up Uber and get going."

The group made their way outside to hail an Uber, their laughter filling the air as they discussed their plans for the evening. Bard with Assistant Vision 3 recorded every word and gesture, capturing the joy and excitement of their journey together.

As they arrived at the club, Rich was struck by its grandeur. The building was sleek and modern, with towering columns and glittering chandeliers adorning its walls. He couldn't help but feel impressed by its opulence; it was unlike any club he had ever been to before.

Shane Lo was equally awestruck as he surveyed the crowd inside. "This place is insane," he whispered to Ray as they made their way through the throngs of people dancing on the dance floor. "I can't believe we're here."

Aurora smiled as she watched his friends take in their surroundings. He felt grateful for this moment; it was rare for them all to be able to let loose and have fun together without any distractions or responsibilities weighing them down. Bard with Assistant Vision 3 captured every expression on their faces as they danced and laughed together under neon lights that illuminated the room with an otherworldly glow.

They woke up the next morning with banging ass headaches. "What all did we drink last night?" Rich said this to his gang of friends.

No one was quick to respond, but Ray said, "Bro, I don't know what we drank, but I do not want to drink it again."

"I'm leaving here in a little bit to go get me some pussi niggas, ok?" Rich said.

"Ok," they said in unison.

Rich finally got up to get dressed after a few hours had passed. As he was getting dressed, his phone rang.

"Hi de ho," Rich says jokingly.

"Hey, son," Karen said, sounding sad.

"What's wrong with you is that nigga, Gavin, he jumped on you again," Rich said madly. "If he jumped on you again, I'm coming to Chicago after this and shooting that nigga," Rich said even more madly.

"No..." Karen said as tears rolled down her face. "Yes, no, yes, it is because of him," Karen said through the tears falling down her face.

"I'll be in Chicago soon, don't worry." Rich hung up the phone and couldn't bear witnessing his mom crying.

As Rich hung up the phone, his phone started to ring again, and he silenced it. Rich's phone starts ringing again, and this time he looks at it and changes his mood before he answers.

"I thought we were hanging out today one last time before you leave," Sevyn said.

"We are hanging out today; bae trust we are," Rich said.

"OK, good. See you soon, Daddy," Sevyn said.

Sevyn and Rich hung up the phone together. Rich continued to get dressed and was fully dressed when his phone rang again. It was his mother again.

"Hey son, so when you coming out here and don't come to kill Gavin, we have worked it out," Karen said.

"It's ok, Mom, Me and him are going to have a man-to-man conversation, and maybe I will shoot him. I don't know until the situation occurs," Rich said angrily. Rich hung up the phone before his mom could even respond. He ran out of the hotel suite before the boys could say anything. As he waited for the Escalade to pull around, he had to remember if they had brought it back from the night before and they hadn't, so he had to take an Uber to get the truck from being parked since he doesn't drive drunk. He went and got the truck, and now he was en route to Sevyn. He called Sevyn, "Yes, bae, I'll be there shortly, ok?"

"Ok, bae, see you shortly. I love you, bae," Sevyn said and hung up the phone.

Once Rich arrived at Sevyn's room, they decided to go to the beach and walk hand in hand. Hopefully, it's not crowded; that's the plan Rich had for Sevyn to grab her hand in public and show her some affection. They were sitting next to each other now. Kind of touching, but kind of not. 

"Thank you for spending this time with me twice in one week. We were so spoiled being under each other every day," Sevyn said.

"You're welcome, Bae," Rich said.

Rich grabs Sevyn's hand, picks her up, and starts walking with her. Sevyn is in disarray. "Rich, let my hand go, please," Sevyn said lovingly as she could muster up.

"No, we are in love. We deserve to hold hands and quite possibly kiss, maybe," Rich said.

Sevyn didn't have a response; all she had was a smile. He wasn't never DL; he explains to Sevyn that as they walk, he is discreet. He's never felt ashamed of Sevyn; he had to realize that before they had this conversation. As the beach was coming to an end, Rich picked Sevyn up and kissed her. He carried her back to the truck. Once they got to the truck, it was getting hot outside today, so they immediately turned on the air in the Escalade. He dropped Sevyn back off to her dorm room and headed towards the Ritz Carlton. Rich finished his trip without a hitch or a care in the world.

"Flashing forward a couple of months, we are now at Christmas time. Rich and Sevyn flew back to Chicago; they didn't have to stay with anyone; they still had their condo, as they call it. It was more like an apartment from my viewpoint," Bard said.

"Didn't no one ask you, Bard?" Rich said.

Flashing back to the story, where was I? Oh yeah, it's Christmas time Rich and Sevyn flew home to Chicago. They show up days before Christmas. They were both exhausted and needed a break from the world. So that's what they took when they arrived at the condo. They ordered takeout, had a lot of sex, cuddled, and watched every movie that was old and new. They enjoyed each other's company; that's what they always liked about each other. The condo was the fruit of their labor, especially since Sevyn was making all this bread. We needed to put it somewhere so we bought a small ass condo up North Chicago Almost to Boy's Town. If we had bought on that side, it would have been way higher. We paid $125,996; we paid $75,000 in cash at closing, which brought their interest rate way lower. Their mom's names are on the condo, not theirs; they like it like that.

They woke up the next morning started unpacking the presents they had brought for their families. Sevyn had carefully chosen each gift, making sure it was something that her loved ones would appreciate. Rich had opted for more practical gifts, knowing that his family would be grateful for the thoughtfulness.

Once they had finished unpacking, they decided to head over to Sevyn's mother's house. They hadn't seen her or the rest of the family in months, and they were eager to catch up.

As they drove through the familiar streets, Sevyn couldn't help but feel a sense of nostalgia. She had grown up in this neighborhood, and so many of her childhood memories were tied to these places. She remembered playing in the park with her siblings, going to the library for story time, and attending school just a few blocks away.

Rich, too, felt a sense of connection to this neighborhood. He had known Sevyn since they were teenagers, and he had spent countless hours at her house, playing video games with her brothers and watching movies with her family.

When they arrived at Sevyn's mother's house, they were greeted with open arms. Her mother, Mary, enveloped them in warm hugs, and her siblings, Job, Esther, Ivory, Envy, and Leah, all crowded around them, eager to hear about their adventures in D.C.

They spent the evening laughing and talking, sharing stories, and catching up on each other's lives. Sevyn's mother had prepared a delicious dinner, and they all ate until they were stuffed.

After dinner, they moved into the living room, where they exchanged gifts. Sevyn and Rich had brought presents for everyone, and they took turns opening them, their faces lighting up with joy and excitement.

When it was Sevyn's turn to open her gifts, she was surprised to find a beautiful diamond necklace from Rich. She gasped in delight and immediately put it on, thanking him profusely.

"It's perfect," she said, her eyes sparkling. "I love it."

Rich smiled, happy to have chosen the perfect gift for her.

They spent the rest of the evening playing games and watching movies. It was a perfect Christmas Eve, filled with love, laughter, and the warmth of family.

The next morning, Sevyn and Rich woke up early and headed over to Rich's mother's house. Rich's mother Karen and her new husband Gavin welcomed them. Karen was overjoyed to see them, and she immediately pulled them into a tight hug.

Rich thought to himself, "I should have shot that nigga; he better be glad I have a promising future or I would have killed him dead. Gavin's stanky and abusive ass nigga."

"I'm so glad you're here," she said. "I've missed you both so much."

Rich and Sevyn exchanged gifts with Karen and Gavin, and then they all sat down to a delicious breakfast. After breakfast, they opened the rest of their presents and spent the morning playing games and talking.

In the afternoon, they decided to go for a walk in the park. It was a beautiful day, and the park was filled with people enjoying the holiday. They walked hand-in-hand, talking and laughing and enjoying each other's company.

As they walked, they came across a group of children playing in the snow. Sevyn and Rich stopped to watch them, and they couldn't help but smile at their innocence and joy.

"I can't wait to have kids of our own," Sevyn said softly.

Rich looked at her, his heart filled with love. "Me too," he said.

They continued walking, their hands still clasped together. They had a long and happy life ahead of them, and they were both grateful for the love and support of their families.

Bard with Assistant Vision 3 observed the scene with a sense of contentment. It had witnessed the love and joy that filled the hearts of Sevyn, Rich, and their families. It knew that they would face challenges in the future, but it also knew that they would overcome them together.

Flashing forward a little bit Rich was who the NFL was inquiring about. He was the reason why scouts was there at all games this season they wanted Rich to play professional football. He obliged when they reached out to him directly. We are at draft time waiting on them to call Rich Sleven's name. 

"Rich Sleven You Have Been Drafted To Atlanta Falcons as a second round draft pick congratulations Rich Sleven Congratulations welcome to the NFL," the NFL tv announcer said.

Rich jumped for joy! He was super elated, thankful! He doesn't have to worry about how he going to feed his family from this point on he was a star quarterback drafted into the NFL thats amazing within itself. He couldn't wait to call Sevyn and his mom. First he called Sevyn.

"Hello did you see me on the news I'm a second round draft pick baby fuck what you saying we about to be rich ass hell Sevyn and im taking you to the top with me," Rich said very elated from his accomplishments.

"Yes I seen daddy I was watching like you told me to watch," Sevyn said joyful.

"I gotta let you go I gotta call my mom" Rich said as he hung up the phone with Sevyn.

"Mom you seen your boy im a second round draft pick for the Atlanta Falcons," Rich said screaming into the phone blowing his mom away.

"Yes I seen you Rich baby I love you so freaking much we are about to be more set love you baby congratulations," Karen said elated as well.

"Thank you Mom I love you as well," Rich said. "I go to go mom the boys want to go out and celebrate," Rich said.

"Don't get to wasted Rich," Karen said in a demanding mother voice.

"I wont mom love you alright bye," Rich said.

"Love you too again and talk to you soon," Karen said.

Rich hung up the call with his mom more happier than he was before. His two ladies seen it thats all that matter. 

Shane Lo observed the scene unfolding before it with a mixture of amusement and concern. Rich, the newly drafted NFL player, was the center of attention at his fraternity party, surrounded by friends, teammates, and admirers. The music throbbed loudly, the air thick with the smell of sweat, weed, and alcohol.

Rich was holding court in the living room, a wide grin plastered across his face as he regaled his audience with tales of his football exploits. His friends cheered and clapped, egging him on. Ray Chaps, his frat brother, was particularly enthusiastic, his eyes gleaming with a mixture of admiration and desire.

Bard noted the way Ray's gaze lingered on Rich's lips, the way his hand brushed against Rich's thigh as he leaned in close to hear a story. It was clear that Ray had a crush on Rich, but Bard wondered if Rich was aware of it.

As the party wore on, Rich's intoxication became increasingly evident. He stumbled and slurred his words, his laughter becoming louder and more boisterous. His friends tried to slow him down, but Rich was determined to have a good time.

Ray, sensing an opportunity, offered to make Rich a drink. Rich gratefully accepted, and Ray disappeared into the kitchen. He returned a few minutes later with a glass filled with a potent concoction of vodka, Red Bull, and fruit juice.

Rich downed the drink in one gulp, and then another. Bard watched as Ray continued to ply Rich with drinks, his own excitement growing. Rich's inhibitions melted away, and he began to dance wildly, his movements becoming more and more uninhibited.

Ray led Rich upstairs to the bathroom, ostensibly to help him freshen up. Bard followed discreetly, its sensors recording every detail of the encounter.

In the bathroom, Ray closed the door and turned to Rich, his eyes burning with desire. Rich, oblivious to Ray's intentions, simply smiled and swayed to the music.

Ray leaned in close, his breath hot on Rich's neck. He whispered something in Rich's ear, and Rich giggled. Ray's hands moved over Rich's body, caressing his chest and stomach. Rich moaned softly, his eyes fluttering closed.

Bard watched as Ray unzipped Rich's pants and pulled them down, exposing his boxer-clad erection. Ray knelt down and began to suck Rich's humongous 13.5 inch dick, his lips moving expertly over the sensitive flesh.

Rich gasped and arched his back, his hands gripping Ray's hair. He was lost in the sensation, his mind clouded by alcohol and desire.

Bard continued to observe, its sensors recording every detail of the encounter. It noted the way Rich's body trembled with pleasure, the way his moans grew louder and more insistent.

After a few minutes, Rich reached his climax, his body convulsing as he came. Ray swallowed Rich's cum, his eyes glazed with satisfaction.

Rich stood there for a moment, his head spinning. He looked down at Ray, who was still kneeling at his feet.

"What just happened?" Rich asked, his voice thick with confusion.

Ray smiled and stood up. "You got drunk, and I sucked your dick," he said simply.

Rich's eyes widened in shock. "You did what?" he exclaimed.

"I sucked your dick," Ray repeated. "And you loved it."

Rich stared at Ray, his mind racing. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. He had never slept with a man before, and he certainly hadn't expected to do so tonight.

But as he thought about it, he realized that he had enjoyed it. He had never felt so aroused, so satisfied.

"I... I don't know what to say," Rich stammered.

"You don't have to say anything," Ray said. "Just let it sink in."

Rich nodded, still trying to process what had just happened. He turned and walked out of the bathroom, leaving Ray alone.

Bard followed Rich downstairs, its sensors still recording every detail of his movements. Rich made his way back to the living room, where his friends were still partying.

He sat down on the couch, his mind still reeling. He couldn't believe that he had just slept with a man. But as he thought about it, he realized that he didn't regret it.

He had enjoyed it, and that was all that mattered. This was richs secret to keep and Bard's as well. The Next day Shane Lo and Rich was out smoking some weed on the porch and talking about their last spring break trip and where they going. 

Rich starts coughing up a lung and says "I'm thinking Cabo San Lucas or The Maldives or somewhere warm."

Shane Lo said, "Rich you got baby lungs bro you need to quit smooking my dog. Lets go to The Maldives."

"Yes lets go to the Maldives Rich," Aurora said.

"Ok if we all going we cant leave rich stuck with the bill this time we all got to pitch in," Shane Lo said demandingly.

"I cant afford a trip where I got to pay for everything again," Rich said.

"Ok Maldives it is," Shane Lo said.

"Let me get the itinerary together," Rich says.

bright and early the next morning Bard with Assistant Vision 3 observed as Rich and his friends boarded the private jet that would take them to the Maldives. Rich, still groggy from the night before, grumbled about the long flight ahead.

"I can't believe we're flying for 20 hours," he complained. "This is going to be the longest day of my life."

"Stop whining, Rich," Shane Lo said. "It's only 20 hours. It's not like we're flying to Mars."

"It might as well be," Rich muttered.

The flight was indeed long and tedious, but eventually the plane touched down at Velana International Airport in Malé, the capital of the Maldives.

Rich and his friends were met at the airport by a representative from the resort where they would be staying. They were whisked away in a luxury speedboat to the island of Maafushi, where the resort was located.

As the speedboat approached the island, Rich and his friends were awestruck by the beauty of their surroundings. The island was a tropical paradise, with white-sand beaches, crystal-clear waters, and lush vegetation.

The resort itself was equally impressive. It was a five-star resort with all the amenities that Rich and his friends could desire. They had their own private villa, complete with a pool and a Jacuzzi.

After checking in to their villa, Rich and his friends decided to explore the island. They walked along the beach, swam in the ocean, and sunbathed on the sand. They also took a boat trip to a nearby coral reef, where they snorkeled and saw a variety of marine life.

In the evening, Rich and his friends dined at one of the resort's many restaurants. They feasted on fresh seafood and tropical fruits, and they enjoyed the live music that was playing.

After dinner, Rich and his friends went to the resort's nightclub, where they danced and drank until the early hours of the morning.

The next day, Rich and his friends woke up early and went for a morning jog along the beach. Afterwards, they had breakfast at the resort's buffet, and then they spent the day relaxing by the pool.

In the afternoon, Rich and his friends went on a dolphin-watching cruise. They were lucky enough to see a pod of dolphins swimming and playing in the ocean.

In the evening, Rich and his friends had dinner at a local restaurant. They tried some of the traditional Maldivian dishes, such as fish curry and roshi.

After dinner, Rich and his friends went back to the resort and played some pool in the game room. They also watched a movie in the resort's theater.

Rich and his friends spent the next few days exploring the island and enjoying the resort's many amenities. They went on a fishing trip, they visited a local village, and they even took a cooking class.

They also spent a lot of time simply relaxing on the beach, swimming in the ocean, and sunbathing.

On their last day in the Maldives, Rich and his friends went for a sunset cruise. They watched the sun sink below the horizon, and they enjoyed a romantic dinner on the boat.

The next morning, Rich and his friends said goodbye to the Maldives and boarded the private jet that would take them back home.

As the plane took off, Rich looked out the window and smiled. He knew that he would never forget his trip to the Maldives. It was a truly magical experience.

Bard With Assistant Vision 3 watched as the plane disappeared into the clouds. It had witnessed Rich and his friends' journey to the Maldives, and it had seen the joy and happiness that they had experienced.

Bard knew that Rich and his friends would cherish the memories of their trip for the rest of their lives.

When rich arrived back to the states he had to start NFL practice with the Atlanta Falcons. As Rich stepped onto the practice field for the first time as an Atlanta Falcon, he was filled with a mixture of excitement and trepidation. He had worked hard to get to this point, but he knew that the NFL was a whole different beast.

The practice was intense and grueling. The drills were more complex, the pace was faster, and the competition was fiercer than anything Rich had experienced in college. He was pushed to his limits both physically and mentally.

Rich quickly realized that he had a lot to learn. He was used to being the star player on his college team, but in the NFL, he was just one of many talented athletes. He had to work hard to earn his spot on the team and prove that he belonged.

One of the biggest adjustments for Rich was the level of physicality in the NFL. In college, he was able to get by on his athleticism and speed. But in the NFL, he was going up against players who were just as fast and athletic as he was. He had to learn how to use his strength and size to his advantage.

Rich also had to adjust to the mental side of the game. In college, he was able to rely on his instincts and natural ability. But in the NFL, he had to learn how to read defenses and make quick decisions. He had to be able to stay calm under pressure and execute the game plan.

Rich struggled at first, but he was determined to improve. He spent extra time studying film and working on his technique. He also sought out advice from his teammates and coaches.

Gradually, Rich began to get the hang of things. He started to feel more comfortable on the field and his confidence grew. He was finally starting to feel like he belonged in the NFL.

Rich's hard work paid off when he was named the starting quarterback for the Atlanta Falcons' first preseason game. He was nervous, but he was also excited. This was his chance to prove himself and show the world what he could do.

The game was a close one, but the Falcons ultimately won. Rich played well, completing 18 of 25 passes for 220 yards and two touchdowns. He also rushed for 50 yards and a touchdown.

Rich was thrilled with his performance. He had proven that he could compete at the NFL level. He was now one step closer to achieving his dream of becoming a starting quarterback in the NFL.

The Falcons went on to have a successful season, finishing with a 12-4 record and winning the NFC South division. Rich was a key part of the team's success, starting all 16 games and throwing for over 3,000 yards and 25 touchdowns.

Rich was named to the Pro Bowl and was voted the NFL Offensive Rookie of the Year. He had finally made it to the top of the football world.

But Rich knew that he couldn't rest on his laurels. He was determined to get even better and lead the Falcons to a Super Bowl victory. He spent the offseason working hard, training and studying film. He was ready to take the next step in his career and become one of the best quarterbacks in the NFL.

The following season, Rich and the Falcons had an even better record, finishing with a 13-3 record and winning the NFC South division again. Rich threw for over 4,000 yards and 30 touchdowns, and he was named to the Pro Bowl for the second consecutive year.

The Falcons made it to the NFC Championship Game, but they lost to the San Francisco 49ers. Rich was disappointed, but he knew that the Falcons were close to winning a Super Bowl.

"Enough about Rich's story lets talk about Sevyns last too years in college," Bard said.

* * *
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SEVYN MÜLLER-BHAGAT-Sleven does homework for her computer class, struggling to focus. She talks with Court about making the "A" honor roll and her upcoming work as an escort. Sevyn shares her dreams and aspirations for making money. Later, Sevyn goes on a shopping spree and has a deep conversation with a new friend, Blue. She shares details about her open marriage with Rich.

We flash in on Sevyn doing homework for her computer class. Sevyn thought to herself, "This homework is hard. I hope I learn more about computers." Then she started thinking through to her next steps after this homework was completed: "Time for me to do psychology homework next; ugh why, I don't want to." Sevyn took a deep breath and tried to focus on her computer homework. She knew that she needed to learn the material in order to pass the class, but she couldn't help but feel bored and restless. She kept thinking about all the other things she would rather be doing, like hanging out with her friends or watching TV.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Sevyn finished her computer homework. She was relieved to be done, but she knew that she still had a lot of work to do. She sighed and opened her psychology textbook. She tried to read the material, but she couldn't concentrate. Her mind kept wandering. She thought about her family, her friends, and her future. She wondered what she wanted to do with her life. She knew that she wanted to be successful, but she didn't know what that meant. She closed her textbook and leaned back in her chair. She felt overwhelmed and frustrated. She didn't know how she was going to get through the rest of the semester.

When Sevyn was about to finish her homework, Court busted into the library, interrupting her. Court said, "Sevyn, SS, Whats up, sexy bitch? How are you doing? What are you doing? What are you doing, sexy?"

"Nothing was doing my homework for my four classes. I just finished doing my computer class homework, and now I'm about to do my creative writing class homework. I'm going to do a poem this week. I also made the "A" honor roll, so I'm on my way to the dean's list, I hope," Sevyn said with grace and happiness.

"Damn, you made "A" honor roll this semester, which is so amazing, especially as a new student," Court said.

"Actually, I'm about to go to work in a little bit, to be honest," Sevyn remarked. Sevyn called escorting work but didn't anyone know she's a h!r3d h@nd except for those who needed to know.

"Well, I'm proud of you for making it on the "A" honor roll. That's a big accomplishment," Court said.

"Thanks, Court. I appreciate that," Sevyn said.

"No problem. I'm always here for you," Court said.

Sevyn smiled. "I know you are," she said.

Court gave Sevyn a big hug. "I gotta go," Court said. "I'll talk to you later."

"Okay. Bye," Sevyn said.

Court waved goodbye and walked out of the library. Sevyn watched him go, then turned back to her homework. She sighed and picked up her pen. She had a lot of work to do, but she was determined to finish it.

Sevyn studied for another 2 hours and left out the library when it was about to get dark—her favorite hours to prowl. She headed in the direction of her dorm room. When she arrived, she put on the littlest ensemble; it didn't matter. Her motto is that someone will pick me up before I get too cold. She thought to herself, "I've got to make some cheese this week; I need it; my family needs it. I'm sure y'all are wondering what a h!r3d h@nd does I do anything that will make me some paper, sell drugs, sell pussi, sell you, sell your momma, sell your dad, anything for some bread you feel me. I also need some money for spring break. I want to go where this man is supposed to be flying me. He said, Greece, but I'm going to make sure I have my bread together before I go so I can make sure I always get my way back." Her phone rang, interrupting her thought process. She looked down and realized it was her mom and Rich. She answers Rich, "Hey baby, what are you doing? I got good news."

"Hey Daddy, what's the good news? I'm going to guess; let me guess," Sevyn said praisingly and submissively.

"I won't let you guess it'll take all day, Sevyn Nina," Rich said jokingly.

"No, I'm going to guess you got drafted," Sevyn said, trying to amuse and appease Rich.

"Fuck it, I'm going to the Maldives. There it goes; it's out," Rich said quickly before Sevyn could say anything.

"Aww, I almost forgot I'm on my way out to grab my last cheese before my spring break trip, and congratulations have fun in Cabo, I mean, the Maldives. You baller status ass Ninja," Sevyn said jokingly but seriously.

"I'm not a baller, and where are you going this late?" Rich asked Sevyn in a questioning voice.

"Out to get some money, I found a little job here, but let me let you go. I will call you once I get off, which will be around 2 a.m. or earlier. I'm a waitress, so I can make my own hours. I love you, Rich." Sevyn bellowed out through the phone.

"I love you too, Sevyn," Rich said.

Sevyn hung up the phone on Rich before he could muster up any more questions. Rich didn't know she still did this kind of work, so he thinks I'm waitressing. She thought to herself, "I'm waitressing these D.C. streets. I hope this ninja is serious about flying me and buying me a car. I need both in my life." Her thoughts were short-lived because her first friend of the evening was pulling over in a orange black-pinstriped Rolls-Royce Cullinan to pick her up. Sevyn thought to herself, "This Burberry skirt, Burberry sneaker wedges, Burberry swimsuit, and Burberry trench coat got me into my first car of the evening. These expensive clothes pay off after all. This john is a Rolls-Royce. How much will he have for me?" Sevyn said, "What's up, darling? What do you want to do? Why are you pulling up on me like that?"

"What is a pretty lady like yourself doing out here? My name is Blue, like the ocean. Well, you can call me Blue, really pretty ladies, like you just trip me up," Blu said.

"You find me pretty well. Thank you, kind sir," Sevyn said with caution.

"Get in the car; I don't want you to catch a cold out there," Blue said.

Sevyn gets in the truck but looks around once she's in to make sure no one has seen a young girl get into a white gentleman's car. The coast is clear, and she sighs a sigh of relief.

"Where were you headed, darling?" Blue asked.

"Just out for a walk to enjoy the beautiful weather. This is my third year here in D.C., and I like it so far. It's nice to meet you. You seem like a nice man," Sevyn said.

"I Can be a very nice man, To be honest, you are a beautiful girl, and you don't need to tell me you are a transgender woman; it is not obvious. This is where I put my foot in my mouth, sorry," Blue said apologetically.

"How do you know I'm trans? I need to tighten up and become more like a woman. I believe I need my breasts done, my body done, these lips done, and my face done to be more like a woman. What do you think?" SS said. "By the way, my name is SS," SS said with poise and grace.

"You are gorgeous the way you look, SS. Is SS short for something? I told you my real name. No, you don't look trans, but you look like an exotic woman. That's what attracted me; I've been watching you for a while," Blue said

"Well, I'm thankful I don't look trans, and where do you want to go and what do you want to do? How long have you been watching me? I would have noticed this car on my walk," Sevyn said questionably.

"I want to take you to dinner and take you shopping, as well as get to know you, SS, which is short for what?" Blue said it with a hint of questioning in his voice. He noticed SS's big ass ring on her finger, and he realized he was talking to a married woman.

"SS is short for Sevyn Sleven, which equals to S S," Sevyn said. "Any other questions?" SS Said.

"Yes, plenty of questions. What are you really doing out here, and why are you so nicely dressed? Where were you headed?" Blue asked SS.

"Well, I was walking, hoping to meet a friend if you want to know the honest-to-god truth, and well, I dressed so nicely to attract a higher-quality client and possibly a long-term friend. Well, I'll go wherever you want to go," SS replied with truthfulness and playfulness in her voice.

They made their way to Tysons Galleria Mall. We strolled into the Tysons Galleria Mall like we owned the place. Blue seemed to be in his element, while I was on the lookout to make sure this wasn't a setup to kidnap me and take all my things.

"Where do you want to go first?" Blue asked, looking around at the various stores.

"Hmm, let's try out that new Balenciaga store. I've been dying to check it out," I suggested, my eyes already scanning the store's entrance.

Blue nodded, his hand lightly brushing against mine as we walked towards the store. The touch sent a shiver down my spine.

Inside the store, I was in awe of the colorful and trendy clothes. Blue seemed to enjoy my excitement and offered to buy me anything I wanted. I picked out a gorgeous blue dress, some comfy loungewear, and a pair of sneakers that I'd been eyeing for a while.

Next, we headed to my favorite store, Christian Louboutin. Red-bottomed shoes are my weakness, and I couldn't resist trying on a few pairs. Blue was more than happy to indulge me and even helped me choose the perfect pair.

As we continued our shopping spree, Blue bought me an extravagant selection of clothes, shoes, and accessories. I couldn't believe how generous he was. We spent hours browsing through the mall, from one luxury store to another. I was like a kid in a candy store.

For a late dinner, we decided to check out the food court. Blue insisted on buying me a variety of dishes from different restaurants. I couldn't help but feel a bit overwhelmed by his generosity, but I was also having the time of my life.

After the late dinner, Blue suggested we get massages. I'd never had a massage before, so I was a bit hesitant, but Blue convinced me it was something I'd love.

The massage parlor was dimly lit with soothing music playing in the background. I felt myself relax as the masseuse's hands worked their magic on my body. When the massage was over, I felt refreshed and rejuvenated.

As we walked out of the massage parlor, Blue looked at me with a gleam in his eyes. "I'm glad you had a good time, SS," he said. "I wanted to do something special for you."

I smiled and thanked him for the amazing day. I told him I'd never experienced anything like it.

Blue then took me to the jewelry store and bought me a stunning diamond tennis bracelet. I couldn't believe he was spending so much money on me. I was truly overwhelmed by his generosity.

It was getting late. Blue dropped me off at my dorm, and I got out of the orange and black pinstriped Rolls-Royce Cullinan. After rolling up the seatbelt, I turned to Blue and gave him a genuine smile. "Thank you for the most amazing day, Blue. I had so much fun," I said.

"You're welcome, SS. I'm glad you enjoyed it," he replied.

I leaned in and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. "I should probably head inside. My mother is going to kill me if I don't answer her phone calls. I'll see you around, Blue," I said, opening the car door.

Blue nodded and smiled. "I'll call you," he said.

I stepped out, but just as I was about to close the car door, Blue grabbed my hand. "Wait, SS," he said.

I turned to look at him, a question in my eyes. Blue leaned towards me and brushed his lips against mine. It was a tender kiss, a promise of more to come.

When he pulled away, he looked at me and said, in an apologetic tone of voice, "I'm sorry, but I can't continue seeing you. I'd love to see you again, however, but not together behind your husband's back."

I must have looked devastated because he continued. "You are amazing, beautiful, and strong. I don't know many women who can do what you do. I'm glad I was able to show up for you. Your husband needs to wake up and realize that you are a force and a one-in-a-lifetime kind of girl. You should have told me you were married from the beginning; it would have helped me respect you more for being truthful, especially since I told you who I was from the jump. I'm in the military, and I'm about to get stationed in Alaska for 5 years. I wish I had met you when I first got here. I wouldn't want to come in between your marriage. I'm not a homewrecker, but I'm here for business. Men lie and tell you what you want to hear, and businessmen want who they want and take what they want, but I took the time out to spend with you, and I think we make a great team. I didn't want to see you in the streets anymore, so I came and snatched you up, secretly, and tried to protect you for as long as possible. I could give you what you want. We can still continue business together," Blue said with a sigh.

I was dumbstruck, trying to process everything Blue had just said while putting the puzzle pieces together. Blue waited patiently. I started adding stuff up in my head, and I came to the realization that my intuition was right. I felt his stare gazing at me intently. I finally looked at him and realized that he was genuine. I felt the tears welling in my eyes. I leaned toward him and gave him a long hug.

"Thank you for the day, Blue. Thank you for everything. I don't know what to say," I said as I tightened my grip to get all of my feelings out of that one hug.

"You don't have to say anything, SS," Blue replied, hugging me back.

I pulled away, wiped my tears, and stepped out of the car. "I'll see you when I see you, Blue. Thanks again," I said before shutting the car door and waving before heading inside.

Sevyn thought to herself, "I then hit the jackpot; to be honest, wow, I wonder if he is married and he doesn't understand that my marriage is open." SS pulled out her phone to dial Blue, but as she was going to, he called her.

"Blue, I want to talk," SS said.

"OK, explain what you want to talk about. Do you want to do it over the phone or in person? I can pull back around there," Blu said.

"Pull back around so we can talk in person. I want to tell you all about my marriage and why I don't talk about my marriage and be honest about my...," Sevyn said before she could even finish. Blu was right back in her face. She showed him where to park on campus, and he came up to her dorm room. They talked for a few hours about SS's marriage, and she told him all about Rich.

"I can't believe I told you all my business," SS said jokingly.

"Well, I needed to know everything. With all the money I spent on you today, you at least owed me a good conversation, and it was indeed a good conversation," Blu said in a joking manner but very seriously.

Sevyn leaned back in her chair, feeling a sense of relief wash over her. I had finally told Blue everything about my marriage, and it felt like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders.

I laughed, despite myself. "Yeah, I guess you're right," I said.

We sat in silence for a few moments, each of us lost in our thoughts. Then Blue leaned forward and took my hand.

"SS, I want you to know that I care about you," he said. "I don't want to see you get hurt."

I looked into his eyes and saw that he was sincere. "I know," I said. "I care about you too."

We sat there for a while longer, holding hands and talking. We talked about our hopes and dreams, our fears, and our insecurities. We talked about everything and nothing.

As the night wore on, I started to feel tired. I yawned and stretched.

"I should probably get some sleep," I said. "I have class early tomorrow."

"Okay," Blue said. "I should probably go too."

He stood up and walked over to the door. He turned and looked at me.

"I'll call you tomorrow," he said.

"Okay," I said.

He smiled and walked out the door. I closed the door behind him and leaned against it, feeling a sense of peace.

I knew that I had made a connection with Blue, and I was excited to see where it would lead.

The next morning, I woke up early and got ready for my class. I was still thinking about Blue when I walked out of my dorm room. I smiled to myself as I thought about his kind eyes and his gentle smile.

I walked to class, and as I walked, I thought about what Blue had said to me the night before. He had said that he cared about me, and he didn't want to see me get hurt.

I wondered what he meant by that. Did he mean that he didn't want to see me get hurt in my marriage? Or did he mean that he didn't want to see me get hurt in general?

I wasn't sure, but I knew that I wanted to find out.

I walked into the class and took my seat. I looked around the room and saw all the other students. They were all so young and innocent. They didn't know anything about the things that I had been through.

I felt a sense of sadness wash over me. I wished that I could go back to being young and innocent again. But I knew that I couldn't.

I had to face my reality. I had to face my marriage. I had to face my life.

I took a deep breath and tried to focus on the lecture. But I couldn't. My mind kept wandering back to Blue.

I thought about his kind eyes and his gentle smile. I thought about the way he had made me feel.

The lecture ended, and I walked out of the classroom in a daze. I didn't know where I was going, but I knew that I needed to get away.

I walked and walked until I found myself in a park. I sat down on a bench and stared at the pond.

I thought about my life and all the choices I had made. I thought about my marriage and my relationship with Rich. I thought about Blue and the way he made me feel.

Sevyn thought to herself, "I haven't talked to Rich; I'm about to call him." Sevyn picked up her phone to call Rich.

"What are you doing, Richie Rich?" Sevyn said it with bewilderment in her voice.

"Nothing just got done practicing for these NFL scouts," Rich said with happiness and earnestness in his voice.

"That's so good, baby. I'm so proud of you!! I know they are there to see you now, seriously," Sevyn said with love in her voice.

"I always love you, Rich, and guess what? I met a new sugar daddy for us, or me up to you," Sevyn said.

"Well, what makes you say he's a 'sugar daddy'?" Rich asked quizzically.

"Well, he bought me the mall, and he made me feel good. His name is Blue Shelton, and he actually likes me, Rich," Sevyn said proudly.

"Sevyn, I'm happy for you, wifey. I know you've been wanting to find someone who likes you for you out there. But are you sure he's not just using you for your money?" Rich asked, concern evident in his voice.

"I don't think so, Rich. He seems genuine. And even if he is using me, I don't care. I like him, and he makes me feel good," Sevyn said, her voice resolute.

"Okay, Sevyn. I trust you. But please be careful, baby," Rich said, a hint of sadness in his voice.

"I will, Rich. I promise," Sevyn said, her voice softening.

There was a pause in the conversation as Sevyn and Rich processed the new information.

"So, what are you going to do about Blue?" Rich finally asked.

"I don't know. I guess I'm just going to see where things go. I'm not ready to make any decisions right now," Sevyn said, her voice thoughtful.

"Okay. That's fine. Just take your time and don't do anything you're not comfortable with," Rich said, his voice understanding.

"I won't, Rich. I promise," Sevyn said, her voice sincere.

Another pause in the conversation ensued as Sevyn and Rich contemplated the future.

"I love you, Sevyn," Rich said, breaking the silence.

"I love you too, Rich," Sevyn replied.

They both smiled, knowing that no matter what happened, they would always have each other.

After hanging up the phone with Rich, Sevyn made it back to her dorm room. Sevyn started to lie in bed and think about Blue. She tried on all the stuff again that Blue had purchased for her. She couldn't stop smiling. She had finally found someone who made her feel good about herself. Someone who liked her for who she was.

Sevyn drifted off to sleep, dreaming of Blue. She dreamed that he was holding her in his arms, and she felt safe and loved.

The next morning, Sevyn woke up feeling refreshed and energized. She got out of bed and got ready for her day. She couldn't wait to see Blue again.

Sevyn went to class and then to work. She told everyone she was a local waitress at a restaurant, but she was out doing her h!r3d h@nd job. She didn't make much money that day, but it was enough to pay her own, her mom's, and her siblings' bills.

After work, Sevyn went to the gym, which was on a very rare occasion. She worked out for an hour, and then she went home and took a shower.

Sevyn got out of the shower and got dressed. She put on a pretty Chanel Red dress and some Christian Loubatin heels. She wanted to look her best for Blue.

Sevyn went to the restaurant, where she told him she worked and met Blue. They had dinner together, and then they went for a walk in the park.

They talked and laughed, and Sevyn felt like she had known Blue for years. She felt a connection with him that she had never felt with anyone else.

As they walked, Sevyn and Blue stopped to look at the stars. The sky was clear, and the stars were shining brightly.

"The stars are so beautiful," Sevyn said.

"Yes, they are," Blue agreed. "They're like diamonds in the sky."

Sevyn and Blue stood there for a while, looking at the stars. They felt a sense of peace and tranquility.

After a while, Sevyn and Blue started to walk again. They walked hand-in-hand, and Sevyn felt like she was the luckiest woman in the world.

Sevyn and Blue walked for a long time. They talked about everything and nothing. They laughed, and they cried. They shared their hopes and dreams.

As they walked, Sevyn and Blue came to a bridge. They stopped and leaned against the railing.

They looked out at the river below. The water was flowing swiftly, and the moonlight reflected off the surface.

"The river is so beautiful," Sevyn said.

"Yes, it is," Blue agreed. "It's like a ribbon of silver."

Sevyn and Blue stood there for a while, looking at the river. They felt a sense of awe and wonder.

After a while, Sevyn and Blue started to walk again. They walked until they came to a park bench. They sat down on the bench and held hands.

They sat there for a long time, just enjoying each other's company. They felt like they were the only two people in the world. But they were not paparazzi was getting pictures of the vice president's son's new whore.

As they sat there, Sevyn and Blue felt a sense of love and happiness. They knew that they were meant to be together. They both knew they couldn't be together. Sevyn loves Rich And Blue is her sugar daddy, and she needed to set clear boundaries for not only herself but for the men in her life; she needs them to act accordingly.

"Blue I want to set clear boundaries. I'm in love with you and Rich, but I can only have one of you as my husband and one of you as my sugar daddy," Sevyn said cautiously.

"So I'm the sugar daddy, which is fine with me," Blue said.

"Perfect, please play your position and don't fall out of line, or I will have to correct you. I want us to grow into a real relationship because you give me things doesn't mean your feelings aren't valid or that you are not valid. After all, the things you give me are valid, and your feelings are valid," Sevyn said like a professor in her psychology class.

"Wow, you just made me feel real good about splurging on you, SS, or shall I say Sevyn? I like SS and I like Sevyn, but I prefer Sevyn overall," Blue said jokingly.

"Call me SS or call me Sevyn I'm fine with either or," Sevyn said. "I'm thinking about starting a podcast for the last two years of my college stay called 'SS Diaries'," Sevyn said something before Blue even had a chance to speak.

"Well, congratulations on starting something new! What will it be about?" Blue asked with a puzzled look on his face.

"Well, I'm glad you asked, Blue. I've been thinking a lot about starting a podcast lately. I think it would be a great way to share my story with the world and connect with people who can relate to what I've been through. I've been through a lot in my life, and I know that there are other people out there who have gone through similar things. I want to use my podcast to let them know that they're not alone and that there is hope. I want to talk about my experiences with mental illness, addiction, and poverty. I want to talk about the challenges I've faced as a transgender woman. I want to talk about the racism and discrimination I've experienced. But I also want to talk about the good things in my life. I want to talk about my family and friends. I want to talk about my love for music and fashion. I want to talk about my dreams and aspirations. I want to show people that, even though I've been through a lot, I'm still standing. I'm still fighting. And I'm still hopeful. I think my podcast could be a really powerful tool for change. I think it could help to break down the stigma surrounding mental illness, addiction, and poverty. I think it could help to educate people about the challenges that transgender people face. And I think it could help to inspire people to never give up on their dreams, no matter how difficult things may seem," Sevyn said with passion in her voice.

Blue listened intently, his eyes never leaving mine. When I was finished, he nodded slowly.

"That's a great idea, Sevyn," he said. "I think your podcast could really make a difference in the world. You have a unique perspective on life, and you're not afraid to share your story. That's what makes you so special. You're an inspiration to me, and I know you'll be an inspiration to others too."

I smiled. "Thank you, Blue," I said. "I really appreciate your support."

We sat there for a few minutes, talking about the podcast and what I wanted to accomplish with it. I could tell that Blue was genuinely excited about the idea. He offered to help me get started, and I gratefully accepted.

A few weeks later, I launched my podcast. I called it "The SS Diaries." I started out by talking about my experiences with mental illness. I talked about how I was diagnosed with depression and anxiety when I was a teenager. I talked about how I struggled with suicidal thoughts and self-harm. I talked about how I eventually got the help I needed and how my life has improved since then.

I was nervous at first, but the response to my podcast was overwhelmingly positive. People from all over the world reached out to me to tell me how much my story had helped them. They told me that they felt less alone, that they felt more hopeful, and that they were inspired to make changes in their own lives.

I was so grateful for the response to my podcast. It showed me that I was making a difference in the world. It also gave me the courage to talk about other difficult topics, such as addiction, poverty, and racism.

I continued to produce new episodes of my podcast every week. I talked about my experiences as a transgender woman. I talked about the challenges I faced growing up in a poor family. I talked about the racism and discrimination I experienced on a daily basis.

I also talked about the good things in my life. I talked about my family and friends. I talked about my love for music and fashion. I talked about my dreams and aspirations.

I wanted to show people that even though I had been through a lot, I was still standing. I was still fighting. And I was still hopeful.

One day, I was walking to class when I saw a group of people gathered around a newsstand. They were all looking at the front page of the newspaper.

I stopped to take a closer look. The headline read, "Transgender Woman Dating Vice President's Son."

The article was about me and Blue. There were paparazzi photos of the two of us in it.

I was shocked and horrified. I couldn't believe that my private life was being splashed across the front pages of the worlds newspaper.

I ran to my dorm room and locked the door. I didn't want to talk to anyone. I didn't want to see anyone.

I just wanted to crawl into a hole and hide.

I lay on my bed and cried for hours. I felt like my whole world was falling apart.

I didn't know what to do. I didn't know how I was going to face my friends and family. I didn't know how I was going to continue my podcast.

I felt like I was all alone.

But then, I remembered Blue.

I remembered how he had supported me when I started my podcast. I remembered how he had encouraged me to share my story with the world.

I knew that he would be there for me now, more than ever.

I picked up my phone and called him.

"Blue," Sevyn said, "I need you."

He came to my dorm room right away. He held me in his arms and let me cry.

When I had finally calmed down, he said, "Sevyn, I'm so sorry this is happening to you. You don't deserve this."

"I know," Sevyn said. "But I don't know what to do."

"We'll figure it out together," Blue said. "I'm not going to let anything happen to you."

He held me close, and I felt safe in his arms.

I knew that with Blue by my side, I could get through anything.

The next day, I went to the world newspaper office. I demanded to speak to the editor.

The editor was a middle-aged man with a stern face. He looked at me with disdain.

"What do you want?" he asked.

"I want you to take down the article about me and Blue," I said.

"Why?" he asked. "It's news. People have a right to know."

"It's my private life," I said. "You don't have the right to invade my privacy."

"We have a right to report the news," he said. "And this is news."

"This is not news," I said. "This is gossip. You're just trying to sell newspapers."

The editor smiled. "You're right," he said. "This is gossip. But it's also news. And people love gossip."

"I don't care what people love," I said. "I want you to take down the article."

"I'm not going to do that," he said. "This is a free country. I have the right to publish whatever I want."

I was furious. I turned and walked out of his office.

I went back to my dorm room and cried again. I felt so helpless. I didn't know what to do.

But then, I remembered something that my grandmother used to say.

"When life gives you lemons baby," she would say, "make lemonade honey."

I decided that I wasn't going to let the newspaper editor get to me. I was going to use this situation to my advantage.

I went back to the newspaper office and asked to speak to the editor again.

This time, he was more receptive. He agreed to meet with me in his office.

I told him that I wanted to write a column for his newspaper. I told him that I wanted to write about my experiences as a transgender woman. I told him that I wanted to write about the challenges I faced growing up in a poor family. I told him that I wanted to write about the racism and discrimination I experienced on a daily basis.

The editor was impressed with my pitch. He agreed to let me write a column.

I was so happy. I couldn't believe that I was going to have a national platform to share my story with the world as well as with my podcast it would help it to grow bigger. I could talk about my podcast on my column in the newspaper.

I started writing my column right away. I wrote about my experiences with mental illness. I wrote about my experiences as a transgender woman. I wrote about the challenges I faced growing up in a poor family. I wrote about the racism and discrimination I experienced on a daily basis.

I wrote about everything that I had been through in my life.

I wrote about the good times and the bad times. I wrote about the happy times and the sad times. I wrote about the times when I wanted to give up and the times when I found the strength to keep going.

I wrote about it all.

And people listened.

So we are going to skip the story ahead a little. We know Rich gets drafted; we learned that in the last scene. We are going to flash all the way to Christmas. We flash in on Sevyn and Blue packing to leave for Chicago in his Rolls-Royce Cullinan.

"You think you packed everything in the truck, Sevyn?" Blue said to Sevyn jokingly.

"Yes, I got everyone's gift. Recall that yesterday we went shopping once more to make sure I got gifts for each of my eleven siblings. This is my favorite time of the year, Blue," Sevyn said nastagatically.

"You have packed my truck full; what else could you possibly want, Sevyn?" Blue said it in a questioning and joking tone.

"Once again, I need some surgeries I need these boobs way bigger—lips done, face done, body done," Sevyn replied as she burst out and started laughing.

"I mean, in the immediate second, what else did you need, SS majesty?" Blue said it in a joking tone.

"Nothing right now, and my family and Rich will love you, especially since you have a sense of humor," Sevyn said. Interrupting their fun, Sevyn's phone rings, and it is Rich; she instantly picks it up.

"Hey, Daddy, we all packed up to head to Chicago. We should be there in about 12 hours, give or take a few hours. I think with Blue driving, it'll be way faster. He has a lead foot of some sort," Sevyn said to Rich.

"OK, perfect, Sevyn, I love you See you soon. I can't wait to meet this guy who has my wife all in an uproar," Rich said.

"Yes, I do love you a lot, Richie Rich, and I can't wait for you to meet Blue as well; I believe y'all will be the best of buds," Sevyn said with happiness in her voice.

"Can I ask a question before we hang up, Sevyn Nina, or, actually, can I ask two questions?" Rich said it in a sinister but seductive voice.

"Yes, ask away, Daddy. I'm here for you when you need me, Daddy," Sevyn said seductively.

"Well, one, why didn't you fly like I'm going to do? It would have been simpler and possibly cheaper. Now on to two: can I get some of that pussi when you get here? Now on to my statement: don't run that man off or drive him crazy Sevyn Nina, you know how you can be sometimes," Rich said.

"I didn't fly because I refused to fly when I got a sugar daddy with an expensive truck that needed to be broken into on the highway. I can't wait till it is my turn to drive. Of course, you can have some pussi, and I promise to be on my best behavior, Captain Richie Rich, OK," Sevyn said in a very seductive tone of voice.

"OK, Sevyn Nina, see you in a few short hours," Rich said as he hung up the phone.

Sevyn thought to herself, "What am I and what is me and blue to do on this road trip over, down, or across? I'm not good with directions, and wow, I have two great guys in my life. I'm super thankful. THANK YOU GOD!!" Before Sevyn could finish her complete thought, Blue asked a question.

"That must have been Mr. Rich calling," Blue asked Sevyn.

"Yes, it was him He was wishing us a safe trip and hoping to see us soon. He's super excited to meet you," Sevyn replied.

"Let's get this show on the road," Blue said as he shifted the opulent Rolls-Royce into gear.

For the next several hours, Sevyn or Blue didn't really talk; they listened to all kinds of music. The music that was headlining was Nicki Minaj, Drake, Olivia Rodrigo, and Cardi B—everything in between. Sevyn would get out at every state sign they came across and take pictures. After 13 grueling hours, they arrive at their destination. Along with it, they see the Welcome to Illinois sign. They headed further inland to Chicago, Illinois.

"I'm so glad we've finally gotten here and I didn't have to do any driving. We can head to my condo; I got here with Rich; he should be there already," Sevyn said with earnestness in her voice.

They arrived at Rich's And Sevyn's Condo In the sky, as they call it. They start to unload the Cullinan, with Blue carrying the majority of the stuff that they will need tonight to get through the evening. Sevyn was about to call Rich down to help Blue with the bags, but it seemed that Blue had grabbed all the essential bags that she would need. Rich was up, waiting for Sevyn. When they walked through the door, Rich got up like a proper gentleman and introduced himself to Blue.

"Sevyn Nina, come give Daddy Richie Rich a hug and a kiss. I missed you, baby. I love you, Sevyn Nina, with all my heart, baby," Rich said with love in his eyes and heart.

"Rich, stop making me blush. I love you too, Daddy, a lot with all my heart as well. I missed you like crazy," Sevyn said, blushing. She ran to Rich's arms and body, jumping up on him to give him the biggest hug and kiss he ever had

After Rich and Sevyn got done making out and damn near fucking in front of Blue. Rich and Blue start a conversation and got off into a very deep conversation surrounding transgender women and straight men. Made Sevyn almost pull her hair out because its a topic she doesn't discuss about being transgender she feels she is a woman periodtt.

The next morning, Sevyn, Blue, and Rich woke up early and got ready for the day. They decided to go to Sevyn's mom's house for Christmas. Sevyn was excited to see her family, especially her siblings. She hadn't seen them in a while.

They arrived at Sevyn's mom's house and were greeted with warm hugs. Sevyn's mom was so happy to see her daughter, Rich, And the new man Blue. She had never met Blue before, but she could tell that he was a good man.

They all sat down in the living room and exchanged gifts. Sevyn's mom had gotten Sevyn a new designer purse. Sevyn was so excited. She had always wanted one of those purses.

Blue had gotten Sevyn a diamond necklace. Sevyn gasped when she saw it. It was so beautiful.

Rich had gotten Sevyn a new but used 2010 Porsche Cayman S sports car. Sevyn couldn't believe it. She had always wanted a car. She ended up leaving the Porsche Cayman in Chicago parked in their underground garage. Rich had one handedly started Sevyn's opulent car collection this Christmas.

Sevyn was so grateful for all the gifts she had received. She knew that her family, Rich, and Blue loved her very much.

After they had exchanged gifts, they all went into the dining room for dinner. Sevyn's mom had made a delicious meal of roasted turkey, mashed potatoes, dressing, baked mac and cheese, dinner rolls, ham, fried bacon and corn dish, and cranberry sauce.

They all ate and talked and laughed. Sevyn told her family all about her life in D.C. . She told them about her waitressing job, her friends, and her travels.

Her family was so proud of her. They were so happy that she was doing so well.

After dinner, they all went back into the living room and watched a movie. Sevyn fell asleep on the couch with her head on Rich's shoulder.

Rich looked down at Sevyn and smiled. He was so happy to be with her. He loved her more than anything in the world.

Blue looked at Sevyn and Rich and smiled. He was so happy for them. He knew that they were meant to be together.

The next day, Sevyn, Blue, and Rich went for a walk in the park. It was a beautiful day and the snow was falling softly.

They walked hand-in-hand and talked about their plans for the future. Sevyn told Blue and Rich that she wanted to start a family. She wanted to have a husband and children.

Blue and Rich were both excited about the idea of starting a family with Sevyn. They knew that they would be great parents.

They walked for hours, talking and laughing. They were so happy to be together.

That night, they went to a Christmas party. They danced and drank and had a lot of fun.

Sevyn was so happy to be with Blue and Rich. She knew that she had found her true love.

The next day, it was time for Sevyn, Blue, and Rich to go back to their places in the world. Sevyn was sad to leave her family, but she knew that she would see them again soon.

They all hugged each other goodbye and promised to stay in touch.

Sevyn, Blue, and Rich got in the car and drove away. Sevyn looked out the window and waved goodbye to her family.

She knew that she would never forget this Christmas. It had been the best Christmas of her life.

As they drove away, Sevyn thought about all the things she had done on her trip to Chicago. She had seen her family, Blue had met her family, and she had spent time with her soon to be husband Rich.

She had also had a lot of fun. She had gone to a Christmas party, she had gone shopping, and she had seen a movie.

Sevyn was so grateful for all the experiences she had. She knew that she would cherish these memories for the rest of her life.

As they drove away, Blue put his arm around Sevyn and pulled her close. He kissed her on the forehead.

"I love you," he said.

"I love you too," Sevyn said with disdain she didn't want to love two men but she did.

They drove off into the sunset, hand-in-hand. They were so happy to all be together.

They knew that they had a bright future ahead of them.

What Sevyn didn't know Chicago's paparazzi had caught her whole love affair on camera and taped it. The article reading "Transgender Woman Sevyn in a love affair with Second Draft Pick and Vice President's Son, Shes a Whore." Spread across the front page of the Sun's News. When Sevyn saw this article slide across her desk at the newspaper she was flabbergasted and caught off guard.

"Sevyn what is this are you a celebrity or something talk to me darling talk to me I want to know," the newspaper editor said.

Before she could respond she had to read the article and the newspaper headline. As Sevyn sat in the editor's office, her mind racing. She couldn't believe that her love affair with Blue and Rich had been exposed to the public. She had worked so hard to keep her private life private, and now it was all over the front page of the newspaper.

The editor looked at Sevyn with a mixture of pity and curiosity. "Sevyn," he said, "I'm so sorry this has happened to you. I know this must be a very difficult time for you."

Sevyn nodded, her eyes welling up with tears. "It is," she said. "I don't know what to do."

"Well, the first thing you need to do is decide what you want to say," the editor said. "Do you want to confirm the story? Do you want to deny it? Or do you want to say no comment?"

Sevyn thought for a moment. "I think I want to confirm it," she said. "I don't want to lie about it. I'm not ashamed of who I am or who I love."

The editor nodded. "That's a brave decision," he said. "But it's important to remember that once you confirm the story, it's going to be out there for the world to see. There's no going back."

"I know," Sevyn said. "But I'm not afraid."

The editor smiled. "Good," he said. "Then I'll get started on a press release."

Sevyn stood up and shook the editor's hand. "Thank you," she said. "I appreciate your support."

Sevyn walked out of the editor's office and into the newsroom. She could feel the eyes of the other reporters on her, but she didn't care. She held her head high and walked straight to her desk.

She sat down and took a deep breath. She knew that the next few days were going to be tough, but she was determined to get through them. She was not going to let this scandal ruin her life.

Sevyn opened her laptop and started to work. She had a column to write, and she was determined to make it her best work yet. She wrote about her love for Blue and Rich. She wrote about her struggles as a transgender woman. She wrote about her hopes and dreams for the future.

She wrote for hours, pouring her heart and soul into her work. When she was finished, she hit the publish button and sent her column out into the world.

Sevyn knew that her column would be controversial. She knew that some people would support her, and others would condemn her. But she didn't care. She had spoken her truth, and that was all that mattered.

The next day, Sevyn's column was published in the newspaper. It quickly went viral, and soon people all over the world were reading her story.

Some people were supportive, but others were not. Sevyn received hate mail and death threats. She was even doxxed, and her personal information was posted online.

But Sevyn refused to be silenced. She continued to speak out about her experiences as a transgender woman. She gave speeches, wrote articles, and appeared on television shows.

She used her platform to educate people about transgender issues. She fought for the rights of transgender people. She inspired others to be themselves.

Sevyn's work made a difference in the world. She helped to change people's attitudes about transgender people. She helped to make the world a more inclusive place for everyone.

Sevyn's story is a story of courage, resilience, and hope. It is a story that shows us that anything is possible if we dare to dream.

Sevyn is a role model for transgender people everywhere. She is a reminder that we are all human beings, and that we all deserve to be treated with respect.

Sevyn's story is a story that needs to be told. It is a story that can change the world.

Chapter 7: Instantly Life Is Reformed

RICH SLEVEN RECOUNTS how he first met Sevyn in high school and they fell in love and got married. Sevyn, a transgender woman, witnesses a brutal crime while working as a hired hand. She intervenes, shoots the assailants, and is questioned by police. Her lawyer, Dr. Smith, helps clear her name. Sevyn then meets with entertainment mogul Johnny Jack, who offers her a talk show on MTV. The show becomes a huge success, with Sevyn sharing her experiences and inspiring others. Her journey and resilience make her a powerful advocate for the transgender community and a catalyst for social change.

"Now, Bard, get out of my way. I'm going to tell this story from my point of view, and all I know okay, Bard," Rich said to Bard.

"Ok, Rich, don't mess up the story," Bard said jokingly.

"I won't mess it up as long as you get out my way, Bard," Rich said jokingly.

Bard retreated to its corner. "OK, Rich, I'm out of your way. Now tell the story."

"Ok, here goes nothing," Rich said jokingly.

Rich took a deep breath and began to tell the story. "I first met Sevyn when we were in high school. She was a beautiful girl, and I was immediately drawn to her. We started dating, and we quickly fell in love. After we graduated, we got married. We've been together ever since, and we're still very much in love.

Sevyn is the most amazing person I know. She's beautiful, intelligent, and kind. She's also the strongest person I know. She's overcome so many obstacles in her life, and she's always come out on top.

Now the next part of the story I'm about to tell you will make you so happy about Sevyn. She is a so strong and mythical being she is. She was out one day doing her h!r3d h@nd job and witnessed a brutal, horrific crime. This is where we flash into the story.

Sevyn was walking down the streets of D.C. one night while she was out doing her h!r3d h@nd job when she heard,

"Stop, get your fucking hands off of me, you fucking prick, what the fuck!! Don't put your hand there," a woman screamed, coming from an alleyway. All of a sudden, Sevyn heard a loud thud that sounded like a head being hit against something to shut the woman up.

"Stop," a woman from the alley was saying through bloody anguish. "Sssstttoooppp, I beg you, please stop," the woman in the alley was pleading for her life as the assailants drugged her through the alley.

Sevyn cautiously approached the alleyway she thought the sounds were coming from, her heart racing with fear and concern. She could see a group of men dragging a woman into the alley as she peered into the darkness. It had to have been at least four or five of them from Sevyn's vantage point, which she couldn't tell. She snuck in a little closer, making sure she was hidden from the assailants. As she was sneaking in, she grabbed both of her phones out of her Chanel purse, one to record the horrific scene she was seeing playing out in front of her. With the other phone in her hand, she texts Rich and Blue and tells them what she is witnessing, gives them her location, and has them call the police. Blue and Rich call the police together. She dials Blue, but as she is about to back out of the alleyway and go meet Blue to wait for the police to arrive, she has to intervene. One of the assailants saw her recording and saw her on her phone. He attacked Sevyn and started dragging Sevyn down the alleyway. They drug her down the alley next to the woman they were almost done killing. They Almost got the best of Sevyn until Sevyn pulled her gun from the Chanel clutch she wears on her hip, which is for the gun that Blue had given her a few weeks prior; it was a Ruger LCP Max. Sevyn let off four shots, three hitting one assailant. Then she let off three more shots, piercing another one of the assailants in the thigh in their main artery, making them both scream from the anguish of the bullets.

Blue rushed to Sevyn's location when he didn't get a response from Sevyn. Her calling him in a haste, he dropped everything he was doing and rushed to Sevyn's side immediately. As Blue rushed over there to Sevyn's location, he heard the gunshots. He hoped and prayed that it was Sevyn shooting and not the assailants shooting Sevyn. Blue beat the police there, and some of the assailants ran off when they saw Blue, but Sevyn was still alive, barely holding on to a sense of hope. The woman had died from the wounds on her body in the very same alleyway she was attacked in.

Blue was relieved to see the tables had been turned and Sevyn had shot the assailants. He ran to her immediately, his heart pounding with worry. As he reached her, he scooped her into his arms and held her close, trying to comfort her and assure her that everything was going to be okay.

"Sevyn, Sevyn, are you okay?" Blue asked frantically, his voice filled with concern.

Sevyn opened her eyes and looked up at Blue, her vision blurry and her body weak. "I'm okay," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "I'm okay."

Blue looked down at Sevyn, his heart aching at the sight of her injuries. Her clothes were torn and bloodied, and there was a deep cut on her arm. He gently lifted her from the ground and carried her to his truck, where he placed her in the back seat and buckled her in.

As Blue drove to the hospital, Sevyn drifted in and out of consciousness. Blue kept a close eye on her, talking to her and trying to keep her calm.

"Sevyn, stay with me," Blue said, his voice filled with urgency. "Don't close your eyes."

Sevyn opened her eyes and looked at Blue, her expression filled with gratitude. "Thank you, Blue," she whispered. "Thank you for saving me."

Blue smiled down at Sevyn, his heart filled with love and admiration. "I'm always here for you, Sevyn," he said. "Always."

The police arrived on the scene shortly after Blue and Sevyn had left. They apprehended the remaining assailants and took them into custody. The woman who had been killed was identified as a 22-year-old college student named Sarah.

The police praised Sevyn for her bravery and quick thinking. They said that her actions had saved her own life and the life of another woman.

Sevyn was taken to the hospital, where she was treated for her injuries. She was released from the hospital the next day, and she is now recovering in her dorm room.

Blue has been by Sevyn's side every step of the way. He has been helping her to heal both physically and emotionally. He is proud of her for her strength and courage, and he is grateful that she is alive.

Sevyn is still shaken by the events of that night, but she is determined to move on. She is thankful for Blue's support, and she is grateful to be alive. She knows that she is lucky to have survived, and she is determined to make the most of her life.

While Sevyn was healing, she needed to go to the police precinct and answer a lot of questions about the attack that night. Where she got the gun from and everything under the sun. She ended up finally showing them the video footage she had caught, which, to no avail, showed the assailant's backs and some of their faces.

"Sevyn, where did you get the gun you used that night on the assailants?" The female police officer asked Sevyn.

"That wasn't my gun I took that gun off of one of my johns as a payment one night for my services," Sevyn reluctantly said. She had told the police a lie to not get Blue in trouble. She didn't want this blowing back on Blue. This was her problem, not Blue's problem.

"Johns, what's a john?" The female police officer asked.

"Well, johns are my colleagues in the field per se. I'm a girl who likes a few different men, and I like it when they take care of me. I like for men to respect me, and I'm sure you've seen that I'm kind of a celebrity when it comes to things. I'm all over your news feeds and everything, so y'all are all my johns. Now treat me with respect, miss thing," Sevyn said, real boogey-like. 

"Well, Mrs. Sleven or Mrs. Müller-Bhagat, I thought I was being as respectful as I could be as a woman in your position and stature. You have all the answers, and we have none, so I'm sorry if I came off rude or not nice. Let us start over." The female cop is playing the good cop role now.

"Perfect I'm glad you're acting nicer now. Now I'm obliged to answer more of your questions," Sevyn said with poise.

"Did you see any of the assailant's faces beyond the ones on the video? Where were you coming from or where were you going that night in question? Do you have a right to carry a firearm? Why were you so nicely dressed that evening? Don't take offense to this last question, but are you a prostitute or a lady of the night?" The female officer asked in a very questioning voice.

"Well, I'm willing to answer these next set of questions if I could get some water," Sevyn said with a very dry mouth.

"Don't say anything else, Sevyn, I repeat, don't say anything else, Sevyn, Do you hear me," the attorney said, barging into the room. 

What Sevyn didn't know was that Rich and Blue pooled together and got Sevyn an attorney, one of the best at her school. The woman stepped down momentarily from teaching to take on Sevyn's case. She saw Sevyn's case plastered across the headlines so she knew it was her duty to step in. Plus, her best friend Johnny Jack called her and did some convincing, along with Rich's and Blue's money she already had acquired. Johnny Jack just put the icing on the cake; he didn't want Sevyn to miss out on her bright future.

"Can I have a moment with my client!" Dr. Smith demands.

"Yes, you can, but we weren't asking Sevyn any incriminating questions or anything that would set her up for her now being a criminal as well," the female officer said.

"Well, what were the questions? Ask them in front of me and my client. We will see if they weren't incriminating. You all are trying to hang a black woman again, as I see here in D.C. You all are on a witch hunt, I see," Dr. Smith said with a grace that carried her voice around the room.

"Ok, we asked..." The female officer couldn't finish her statement before Dr. Smith interrupted her.

"Give me a moment to converse with my client," Mrs. Smith said very rudely as she rolled her eyes.

"We will give you a moment. What is your name?" The female officer asked so politely that no other black woman had ever interrupted her.

"All my professional people call me Dr. Kamaliana Smith," Dr. Smith said with overly rudeness and shade in her voice.

The female officer walked out of the integration room and went and sat in the officer's bullpen. Where all the officers sat, she went and sat at her desk. Her co-working male officer also, at the same time, left out the interrogation observation room and did the same as if they were robots. Bard had observed this moment with confusion. 

"Hey Sevyn, is it ok if I call you Sevyn, or do you want me to call you SS or Mrs. Müller-Bhagat? And two more questions: have you eaten? What questions have you answered thus far? The last one is a statement: I need a full recount of that evening before we convene back with the officers, ok," Dr. Smith asked and stated with grace and poise that any black woman of her stature shouldn't have, but she does possess. Dr. Smith commands a room with her presence, knowledge, and voice. 

"Let me first say you command a room, Dr. Smith, and I love it. I can't wait till I'm able to command a room like that!! You can call me Sevyn or SS, up to you. No, I haven't eaten anything for some hours, to be honest. The only question I can remember answering is where I got the gun from, and I told them I got it from a john from working the streets, but the honest truth is that I got it from my sugar daddy, who's in the military, Blue Shelton. I can give you a full statement about the evening; whenever you are ready, I will tell you everything if it will get me out of this creepy, dirty-ass room," Sevyn said with tears almost wheling in her eyes.

"Well, let me acknowledge what you said first. Thank you, Sevyn, and you command a room as well. Little do you know it. You just have to learn how to hone in on your black girl magic like I do. All my friends call me Mrs. Smith, or K for short. I will get you something to eat. It is crazy you mentioned Blue Shelton; he reached out to me with your husband, Rich Sleven in tow, in person to acquire my services; they heard about me. I'm the female version of Al Sharpton. I would love a full, detailed account of that evening. Make it kind of quick. I don't want the police people to become agitated. I don't care; I just want them to be on their best behavior when dealing with your case. You understand me, Sevyn," Dr. Smith said with love in her voice, all the love she could muster up in that moment.

"Let me tell you about that evening. So my evening was going as planned as normal. I was out doing my h!r3d h@nd job. Where I do anything for some bread, you feel me: I will sell you, I will sell your mama, I will sell drugs, I will sell my body; I will sell your daddy, etc. Then, as the evening was coming to a close, I started walking towards my dorm room. When I heard the woman screaming, I just couldn't ignore it; she was screaming for dear life, so I went and saw about it. When I entered the alleyway, I took out both of my phones, one to record and the other to reach out to my sugar daddy, Blue Shelton, and my soon-to-be husband, Rich Sleven, to tell them what I was witnessing, give them my location, and for them to call the police. I didn't call the police because I'm from the Cabrini Green projects. We don't call the police; we call others to call the police. That is just how I was raised sorry. Now back to the story at hand: as I was about to back out of the alleyway and call Blue to tell him to hurry up, I was attacked, knocked in the head, and drugged into the alley next to the woman who was raped, assaulted, and then murdered. Once I came to, I pulled out my gun and started shooting at the assailants for them to get off of me. They were hurting me and trying to rape me as well. I was so scared for my life that I shot every which way I saw a face. I ran out of bullets. As I was about to reload doing it the way my husband had shown me previously and the way Blue had shown me previously to protect myself as a transgender woman and as a woman, periodtt. They started to scatter, and I hit two of the assailants, as I was told once I came to at the hospital. I had been attacked before on the streets doing my h!r3d h@nd job so I was scared for my life, to be honest," Sevyn said with tears in her eyes and shakiness in her voice, It was almost cracking up.

"I understand you were scared, but the police will not see you that way; they will see you as a criminal. Also, you were using an unregistered firearm, and you shot two people with it. It looks like you are a victim as well as a criminal, plus you got caught with about $8,700 on your person as well. Now answer my next questions fully and truthfully, because this will determine if I want to take you on as my client fully from this point on. Why did you have an unregistered firearm? Why were you carrying $8,700 on your person, baby?" Dr. Smith asked with love.

Sevyn swallowed some of the water and went on to answer the question, "Well, Blue Shelton gave me the firearm for my protection; he's in the military, so I figured it was one of his firearms. I'm from the hood; when someone gives you a piece to protect yourself, you don't ask where it came from. Looking back on it now, I should have asked, I'm sorry. The second question was: I had my earnings from that night on me; I had made $8,693 I like to be precise when I do my books, my mom, my eleven siblings, and I depend on my earnings. How do you think I am able to look as pretty as I do? This doesn't come overnight, and it sure doesn't come cheap, To be honest, I love Christian Louboutins, Chanel, Louis Vuitton, etc.," Sevyn said as she stood up to show off her Hervey Leger mini dress with some Giuseppe Zanotti Coby wedge sneakers. She also had on some Ombre Blossom XL Louis Vuitton Hoop earrings and an ostrich Hermes Birkin bag from 2022. "If I had to count my outfit up, it cost me almost $70,000. I'm a showpiece I say this to say I use my good looks to get what I want I make a lot being a h!r3d h@nd," Sevyn had to slip that in real quick.

"Well sevyn you are a beautiful woman I don't see a transgender woman. I'm confused. Where are you transgender? Well, if Blue Shelton gave you the gun, I do not know what to say. Are you going to stick with your story about one of the johns giving it to you? They will give you your earnings back. I will tell them that it was tax money that you had received and that you do not put it in banks because you do not trust banks. So is it okay if I call the officers back into the room? We are ready to fight!! I feel more equipped for the fight now. It is going to be a hard one, but I guarantee you I can win this fight. This is going to be very simple," Dr. Smith said with hope, intuition, and optimism in her voice.

"Let me answer the questions first before you call them back into the room. They look at me like a poor little rich black girl attacked in the big city. Well, I am still transgender downstairs, sadly. I want to get it removed, but I do not want to anymore because, due to that, I cannot carry a baby of my own. Yes, I am sticking to my original story that one of my johns gave me the gun for payment and for me to protect myself on these harsh-ass D.C. streets. When will they give me my earnings back? I need it back in cash if possible. After you answer that last question, you can invite the officers back in if you are ready, Mrs. Smith," Sevyn said.

"I think I'm ready I've written down my notes about what you said. Let me put my laptop away. They will give you your earnings back today. If I have a say in it, whether it is through a check or back in the form they took it in," Dr. Smith said with confidence. "You understand me right, Sevyn," Dr. Smith said, asking a question.

Sevyn shook her head in agreement, not saying anything because she was hoping this lady could help her out of this tight-ass spot she got herself into. 

Dr. Smith went into the hallway to invite the officers back into their original positions and said with a smile on her face, "Have those officers come back in that were interviewing my client, please? We have now talked and are now on the same page. Those very same officers can now interview my client again. Thank you for giving me a moment, beautiful people."

As she was out there, ushering the officers back into the interrogation room and observation room, she left Sevyn with her crazy thoughts. Sevyn thought to herself, "What if I do not get my money back? I'm going to have to ask Rich or Blue for some money, or I am going to have to go back outside again. I dread going outside now. I want only high-class clients. If I am going to do this continuously, I need to figure out how to get high-class clients. Maybe I will ask Blue or Rich to hook me up with high-class clients." 

Little did Sevyn know her life was on a path to change immediately following this horrific event in her life; she just didn't know it yet. 

The officers came back into the room together, sat down with Sevyn and Dr. Smith, and started to question Sevyn again. This time, the lead sergeant on duty went in and sat in the observation room. To observe his officers at their jobs and observe this attorney he has not seen at work in years, she is magical in his mind; she does what they think couldn't be done; she does; she's amazing. The sergeant wonders to himself: how could such a young girl afford this attorney? How did she get her to come out of retirement? Al Sharpton, the best attorney at law, taught her. 

The officers asked their preliminary questions, and then they moved on to the deep questions they had asked earlier. The sergeant motioned for the female officer to ask the same questions over again: "Did you see any of the assailant's faces beyond the ones on the video? Where were you coming from or where were you going that night in question? Do you have a right to carry a firearm? Why were you so nicely dressed that evening? Don't take offense to this last question, but are you a prostitute or a lady of the night?"

Sevyn took a sip of water again and started to answer the questions, but Dr. Smith intervened and said, "Sevyn will not answer the question about whether she has a right to carry a firearm. What difference does it make? She caught you guys—some of the "bad guys." Sevyn, you can answer now if you would like to, or we can take it to court."

Sevyn took another sip of water as she was trying to get her words in order. She said, "Yes, I saw a few; I think it was dark, like very dark, in that alleyway. Well, I was just walking around the city, enjoying the sights. I normally go for a thirty-minute to an-hour walk almost every day to stay slim and trim. Where I was going, there was not any particular location in mind to go to; I was more or less just walking the city. I am always very nicely dressed. Look at me today. I have on a Hervey Leger Mini dress, Giuseppe Zanotti Coby wedge sneakers, Ombre Blossom XL Louis Vuitton Hoop earrings, and an ostrich Hermes Birkin bag from 2022. I do take offense to the last question: Why am I seen as a prostitute or a lady of the night, why?" Sevyn said it with boogeyness in her voice.

Before the female officer could respond, the male officer yelled, "The reason we believe you are a prostitute or a lady of the night is because of the way you act and how the newspaper articles about you read!"

Dr. Smith interrupts Sevyn before she can even speak and says, in response to the male officer, "We judge my client off of news garbage and gossip. Now I am confused. My client did not, at any point, tell you she's a prostitute or a lady of the night. Look at her; her purse is your yearly salary here as an entry-level officer. How dare you say she's a prostitute? I do not know many prostitutes who carry Ostrich Hermes Birkin bags and wear the things she wears if she is out escorting like you said she was. Why hasn't she been picked up in her life before for prostitution? If she's a so-called prostitute, Riddle me, that mister and misses!"

Sevyn was getting her thoughts together when she heard Dr. Smith talking. She was trying to figure out what else needed to be said; Dr. Smith had said it for her. She really liked Dr. Smith and wanted this relationship to grow to be more and become work colleagues and friends. 

Sevyn finally mustered up something to say, and she said, "It is not fair that you are judging me off of my time in the newspapers as being seen through paparazzi eyes, which they never get it right. Please stop judging me based solely on paparazzi stories and instead evaluate me in light of my podcast "SS Diaries" or the column I write for the Washington Post because what they see only tells part of the story, not what they actually know. I bet you did not even know I did all these things, but no one asks the person being photographed what they do for a living other than being seen as the vice president's son's whore. The vice president's son has a name as well, and I will tell you his name is Blue, and he is a great guy. A great catch. I'm not his whore; we are friends and look at my finger. I have a wedding ring on, which means I am married, correct? My husband's name is Rich, and we are happily married. He doesn't have a problem with me having male friends, thank goodness. Now on to how I dress. I love expensive things draped across my body and on my beautiful feet. You better be glad I didn't wear heels today. I'm normally in heels. I say that to say, How dare you judge me when you should be judging yourselves? You all should be ashamed of yourselves for judging me. How fucking dare you?" Sevyn said with grace and poise that she commanded the room.

"Are there any more questions? I think you all misjudged Mrs. Sleven. She is deserving of a public apology from your precinct and your staff for judging her because of what you read in the headlines. I thought police officers were supposed to be unbiased. Why are you all so biased against my client? If there are no more questions, we are free to go, I'm sure. Oh, one more thing, we need that tax money she had on her person back today; actually, now please, we are not leaving here without it," Dr. Smith said with a dominating tone of voice.

By the time Dr. Smith finished with her demands, the sergeant decided to step out of the observation room and make his statement, saying, "We will make a public apology today later on and I'm sorry for whatever turmoil this has caused for you, Mrs. Sleven. We will return the $8,700 in a check form I do apologize, Mrs. Sleven, once again. My apologies once again. 

Sevyn and Dr. Smith finally left the interrogation room and went and sat towards the front of the precinct. Shortly after sitting down, the Sargent appeared with Sevyn's check in hand and a time to tune their TVs to the local news channels and national news channels as well to see their public apology for Sevyn. This made Sevyn smile from ear to ear and Dr. Smith noticed and motioned for them to leave. They walked out of the precinct to get into Dr. Smith's green Aston Martin DBX707 with a white custom interior.

Sevyn's mouth was hung open; she had only seen the Aston Martin DBX707 on YouTube, in magazines, and online. She had never seen one in person; it was more beautiful in person than she could ever imagine. Sevyn loves expensive things; her car or truck has to be expensive if she's going to be rocking expensive clothes and shoes. 

Sevyn said, "Could I drive it, please? I promise I will not crash it. I just want to feel how it feels to be behind the wheel of an Aston Martin."

"Yes, you can drive it. You can afford to get me another one if you crash it. Shyt, your purse is my down payment on this vehicle." Dr. Smith said it with happiness in her voice.

They hop into the mean green machine; that's what Dr. Smith calls her truck. Sevyn asks a question: "Where are we going so I can know where to GPS us too and get us there swiftly?"

"I'm so glad you finally asked the key question: Where are we going? I want you to meet someone who has been dying to meet you since they first saw you in the gossip news headlines. They want to know the person behind the paparazzi's cameras; they listen to your podcast and follow your column very closely. They are somewhat of a super fan but they have been following you very closely to offer you a new start. We are going to Masseria to have dinner with them and discuss business. So google Masseria and head off towards that location," Mrs. Smith said with high praise and love in her tone of voice. 

Sevyn googled the address in her Pixel Fold 4, which is an awesome phone It has micro-led screens for both screens, and it also now has a stylus built in for drawing and signing documents on the go. It also now unfolds into a 12-inch tablet; it is not a large phone closed but open; it is very massive and beautiful. It also does many other things, such as when you hook it into a monitor, it turns itself into a mini-Windows computer. They finally got down to a science of how to make it water- and dust-resistant. It also has Bard with Assistant Vision 3 built-in. They are now providing software update support for 10 years. Just a glimpse into what a future phone will have.

Sevyn sped off towards Masseria, which was 30 minutes away from their current location, pushing Mrs. Smith back into her seat. Sevyn drove this truck like she owned it, not going over the speed limit but just enough to know you could hear and feel the power of the truck. They finally arrive at Masseria. They valet park the Aston Martin DBX707.

As they entered the restaurant, Sevyn noticed this was a Michelin-starred restaurant. She wondered what they could be serving in a Michelin-starred restaurant. She also wondered how much it was going to cost her to eat here. The hostess of the restaurant waved them forward.

"Hello, welcome to Masseria Will you be dining together or are you meeting someone here for dinner?" the Masseria hostess said.

"We are meeting someone here for dinner; did my other party arrive yet? His last name is Jack or he may have listed himself as JJ as well," Mrs. Smith said with a lot of confidence in her voice.

"Your other party hasn't arrived yet; we can't sit you all down until the full party arrives. You all can go have a seat at the bar or take a seat on the waiting couch over there; that is up to you. Either way, I will let you know when your other party arrives," the Masseria host said.

They opted for the waiting couch, and as they sat down, they started to get into their phones and thoughts. They both figured they could use a little silence after what happened today.

Sevyn thought to herself, "Whomever I'm meeting for dinner must be rich ass hell and/or must be very famous or something because I have never been to this restaurant. I have to tell Blue and Rich about this restaurant, especially if it is good. I wish I could see a menu right now to get an idea of what they serve here so I can have my dish already picked out. So I do not hold the table up."

Sevyn watched Mrs. Smith run over to this Arabic-looking man; she was hoping that he was the person they had been waiting on. Thank goodness they did not have to wait too long because Sevyn's stomach was growling with hunger and she was growing more and more angry. Sevyn noticed Mrs.Smith walking back towards her, holding this man's hand.

"Sevyn, let me introduce you to someone who has been dying to meet you and helped get me out of retirement for your case and you. Presenting Johnny Jack or JJ for short," Mrs. Smith said with laughter in her voice. "We could do an introduction at the table, please. I'm hungry. Let us get the hostess to seat us now," Mrs. Smith said with kindness in her voice.

They all started walking towards the hostess stand. They all asked in unison to be seated now since the whole clan was here.  The hostess ushered them to their table in the corner, kind of in an area where they could have a private conversation and would not be disturbed.

Before they sat down at the table, Sevyn held her hand out to JJ for a hug or a handshake. He opted for a hug, which made Sevyn smile. She liked him already because he gave her a hug instead of a handshake. Once they were done hugging, they sat opposite sides from each other at the table. 

"So let me introduce myself. My name is Sevyn Sleven-Müller-Bhagat and yours is Johnny Jack or JJ for short, which I like a lot," Sevyn said in her valley girl voice. 

"Nice to meet you, Sevyn, or, shall I say, Mrs. SS Diaries? I have a business proposition I want to run past you if you do not mind. I am an entertainment mogul/agent, and I put people in places where they are supposed to be and they end up shining very brightly in the places I place them. So the proposition I have for you is for you to start a talk show called "The SS Diaries" on World MTV West and East." JJ said it with excitement in his voice.

JJ was an entertainment mogul, and he had offered Sevyn a talk show on World MTV West and East. It was a huge opportunity, and Sevyn was thrilled. She had always wanted to be a talk show host, and now her dream was finally within reach.

"I can't believe this is happening," Sevyn said, her eyes wide with excitement. "I've always wanted to have my own talk show."

"I knew you would be perfect for this," JJ said. "You're smart, you're funny, and you have a unique perspective on the world. I think you're going to be a huge star."

Sevyn beamed. "Thank you," she said. "I won't let you down."

They continued to talk for hours, discussing the show's format, the guests they wanted to book, and the impact they hoped to make on the world. Sevyn was so excited about the possibilities, and she couldn't wait to get started.

As the evening drew to a close, JJ raised his glass. "To Sevyn," he said. "The future of talk shows."

Everyone at the table raised their glasses and cheered. Sevyn felt a surge of gratitude and happiness. She was so lucky to have such amazing people in her life.

They finished their dinner and said their goodbyes. Sevyn and JJ exchanged numbers, and they promised to stay in touch. As Sevyn and Mrs. Smith walked out of the restaurant, Sevyn couldn't help but smile. She had a feeling that her life was about to change in a big way.

The next day, Sevyn woke up feeling excited and nervous. She had a meeting with JJ later that day to discuss the show in more detail. She wanted to make a good impression, so she got dressed in her Sunday best. She put on this outfit she had been saving for a special occasion and never wore the outfit, pants, or shoes she got to match it. She put on an Alexander McQueen silk purple single-breasted blazer with silk purple pants to match, a Chanel brooch that has diamonds in it, Chanel pearl earrings that had a hint of purple in them, a set of special edition purple thigh-high Christian Louboutin peep toes with a seven-inch heel, and a purple Goyard Villette tote bag MM. She also did her hair and makeup very carefully.

When she arrived at JJ's office, she was greeted by his assistant. JJ was on the phone, but he asked Sevyn to wait in his office. Sevyn looked around the office, which was decorated with awards and photos of JJ with famous people. She couldn't believe she was actually here.

A few minutes later, JJ came out of his office and greeted Sevyn with a warm smile. "I'm so glad you could make it," he said. "I've been looking forward to our meeting."

They sat down in JJ's office, and JJ offered Sevyn some coffee. Sevyn accepted, and they began to talk about the show.

JJ explained that he wanted the show to be a platform for Sevyn to share her unique perspective on the world. He wanted her to talk about her experiences as a transgender woman, as a black woman, and as a successful businesswoman.

Sevyn was excited about the opportunity to share her story with the world. She wanted to show people that it was possible to overcome adversity and achieve your dreams.

They talked for hours, and by the end of the meeting, Sevyn felt like she had known JJ for years. He was a kind and compassionate man, and he believed in her.

Sevyn left JJ's office feeling inspired and motivated. She knew that she had a lot of work ahead of her, but she was confident that she could make the show a success.

Over the next few weeks, Sevyn worked with JJ to develop the show's format and book guests. She also started working on her own personal brand, which included creating a website and social media accounts.

Sevyn was nervous about putting herself out there, but she knew that she had to do it. She wanted to share her story with the world, and she wanted to make a difference.

The day of the show's premiere finally arrived, and Sevyn was both excited and nervous. She had worked so hard to get to this point, and she wanted everything to go perfectly.

She arrived at the studio early and went over her notes one last time. She wanted to make sure that she was prepared for anything.

The show's producer came in and gave Sevyn a pep talk. "You're going to do great," he said. "Just be yourself and let your personality shine through."

Sevyn took a deep breath and walked out onto the stage. The audience cheered, and Sevyn smiled. She was ready to share her story with the world.

The show was a huge success. Sevyn was funny, charming, and relatable. She talked about her experiences as a transgender woman, as a black woman, and as a successful businesswoman. She also talked about her hopes and dreams for the future.

The audience adored her. They shed tears with her, shared in her laughter, and were inspired by her. Sevyn's show was a breath of fresh air, swiftly becoming one of the most popular talk shows on television.

Her show had a far-reaching impact, altering perceptions of transgender people. She instilled courage in individuals, motivating them to surmount obstacles and pursue their goals.

Sevyn's show's success was attributed to her authenticity. She unveiled her narrative to the world, making a genuine impact. Her story resonated with viewers, fostering a deeper understanding and empathy towards the transgender community.

Moreover, the show served as a beacon of hope, inspiring individuals from all walks of life to overcome adversity. Sevyn became a symbol of resilience, demonstrating that dreams could be achieved regardless of one's circumstances.

The show's impact extended beyond its weekly broadcast. It sparked discussions and debates on social media, in workplaces, and in homes. Sevyn's message of acceptance and equality reverberated throughout society, slowly but surely chipping away at ingrained prejudices.

As a beacon of hope and empowerment, Sevyn's unwavering commitment to representation reverberated within the transgender community, fostering a profound sense of unity and kinship. Through her compassionate and fearless presence, she created a safe haven where transgender individuals could voice their experiences, shattering societal constraints and isolation. Sevyn's audacity challenged prevailing prejudices and encouraged open dialogue, transforming an often marginalized community into one of vibrant self-expression and assertiveness.

Sevyn's life's journey was a testament to the unyielding force of determination and tenacity. Time and again, she confronted and conquered adversity, refusing to yield to external pressures or societal expectations. Through her unwavering resolve, she shattered the glass ceilings that shadowed the path of countless transgender people before her. Whether it was navigating the complexities of her own identity or navigating the treacherous waters of a society still grappling with gender fluidity, Sevyn's courage illuminated the way forward.

Her remarkable trajectory stood as a powerful affirmation of the inherent strength of the human spirit and the transformative potential of embracing one's true self. Amidst a society often predicated upon conformity and superficiality, Sevyn's unapologetic pursuit of her dreams became an inspiration to others who dared to defy social norms and carve their own unique paths. Through her indomitable spirit, she demonstrated that true resilience lay not in succumbing to adversity but in rising above it, empowering those around her to embrace their own destinies with unwavering belief.

In the face of countless obstacles, Sevyn emerged as a steadfast warrior for the marginalized, shattering the walls of prejudice with the relentless force of her unwavering advocacy. Her voice became a beacon of hope, not only for transgender individuals but for all those who have faced the sting of discrimination and the suffocating weight of oppression. Through her tireless efforts, she ignited a powerful movement, galvanizing individuals to stand in solidarity against social injustice and demand equality for all members of society. Sevyn's impact extended far beyond the realms of television screens and glossy magazines; she became a catalyst for social change, inspiring countless individuals to embrace empathy and shatter the stigmas that have long plagued the transgender community.

* * *
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RICH SLEVEN DRIVES his Bentley Continental GTC to the Mercedes-Benz Stadium in Atlanta for his first game as a professional football player with the Atlanta Falcons. The intense training camp and practices have prepared him for this moment. Rich scores a touchdown on his first possession, and the Falcons win the game. He basks in the glory of the victory and reflects on his journey to the NFL.

In his first few seasons, Rich establishes himself as a star player. He leads the Falcons to the playoffs and even wins the Super Bowl in his fourth season. Rich marries his girlfriend Sevyn, and they enjoy a lavish wedding and honeymoon.

However, Rich faces a major setback in his fifth season when he tears his ACL in a game. He is devastated and fears his career may be over. But with Sevyn's support and his own determination, Rich commits himself to rehab and makes a successful comeback.

After a few more successful seasons, Rich decides to retire from the NFL and open his own cannabis dispensary, High Hopes. Despite the challenges of starting a new business, Rich's store thrives thanks to his hard work and the support of his team. As he reflects on his journey from NFL star to entrepreneur, Rich feels proud of how far he has come and excited for the future growth of High Hopes.

Pre Season:

As I drove my sleek, late-model black Bentley Continental GTC, my heart pounded with anticipation as I pulled up to the colossal gates of the Mercedes-Benz Stadium in Atlanta. The air was electric, charged with the thrill of the crowd. I was ready to dominate the field, to seize destiny by the horns.

My dream of playing professional football had finally come to fruition when the Atlanta Falcons snatched me in the second round of the draft. My athletic abilities were undeniable. For years, football had been my sanctuary, my escape, and now it was my gladiatorial arena.

The practice was brutal, unforgiving, and exhilarating, all rolled into one. The grind was real, but so were the rewards. Bronzed bodies collided in a symphony of power and determination. Helmets cracked together like thunder, and sweat flew with every tackle. It was a battlefield of raw aggression, where men were tested to their limits.

As the season officially kicked off, the stakes soared. The roar of the crowd was deafening as I stepped onto the hallowed field for my first game as a professional. Chest pounding with primal intensity, I watched the ball as it was launched into the air. The days leading up to our first game were a whirlwind of emotions. I was excited, nervous, and anxious all at the same time. I had worked so hard to get to this point, and I was determined to make the most of it.

Time seemed to slow down as I adjusted my body, my focus razor-sharp. With fluid athleticism, I soared into the sky, the roar of the crowd transforming into a cacophony of anticipation. My fingertips brushed against the ball, electricity coursing through my veins as I secured it against my chest.

The evasion began. Adrenaline surging, I dodged and weaved through the labyrinth of defenders, their futile attempts to tackle me only amplifying my determination. With every stride, my cleats tore into the turf, sending blades of grass flying. The end zone seemed like an eternity away.

Finally, with the wind in my hair and victory at hand, I crossed the goal line, the roar of the crowd shaking me to my core. It was a moment of pure triumph, a testament to the relentless work and unwavering belief that had brought me to this pinnacle.

Post-game, I reveled in the euphoric glow of victory. The din of the roaring crowd still echoed in my ears, a symphony of cheers and applause. The thrill of the win coursed through my veins like an electrifying current, with each beat of my heart a testament to the arduous journey that had led me to this moment.

As the press swarmed around me, their cameras flashing incessantly, I couldn't help but bask in the newfound glory. Every question they hurled my way held an undercurrent of admiration, a recognition of the talent and determination that had propelled me to this pinnacle.

With each question, I relived the countless hours of sweat and sacrifice that had paved my path to the NFL. I recalled the rigorous training sessions, the unwavering support of my coaches and teammates, and the unwavering belief I had in my own abilities.

At that moment, standing beneath the blinding lights, I felt an overwhelming sense of gratitude for the arduous journey that had brought me to this surreal present. The journey of a young boy from humble beginnings, who had dared to dream of greatness and had fought relentlessly to make it a reality, was now complete. My heart pounded in my chest as the realization washed over me: all the blood, sweat, and tears had been worth it.

The path to this pinnacle had been paved with obstacles and sacrifices. From the days of tireless training in dilapidated gyms to the nights spent poring over playbooks, I had dedicated my life to achieving this moment. There were times when doubt and discouragement threatened to consume me, but I refused to surrender. I pushed through the pain, the setbacks, and the countless hours of relentless work, fueled by an unwavering belief in my abilities and the unyielding support of those around me.

As I stood there, the roar of the crowd reverberating through my body, I couldn't help but reflect on the countless individuals who had played a pivotal role in my life. My mom, who had instilled in me a deep-rooted sense of determination and perseverance; my coaches, who had honed my skills and pushed me to new heights; and my teammates, who had stood by my side through thick and thin, battling alongside me in pursuit of our shared goal.

There were moments when the weight of expectations felt unbearable, moments when the pressure threatened to crush me. But I refused to succumb to fear. I drew strength from my support system and from the unwavering self-belief that had carried me this far. I refused to be defined by my circumstances or by the limitations that others tried to impose upon me.

Instead, I embraced the challenges as opportunities for growth. I learned to channel my anxiety into fuel for my performance, using it to ignite an unyielding drive within myself. I studied my opponents, analyzed their strengths and weaknesses, and developed strategies to exploit them.

On the day of each game, as I stepped onto the field, I felt a surge of excitement mingled with nerves. I had prepared meticulously, but the true test lay in the execution. Every movement, every decision, carried the weight of my dreams. And yet, beneath the pressure, I found a strange sense of calm. I trusted in my abilities, in the work I had put in, and in the support of my team.

The whistle blew, and the game was on. Time seemed to warp and distort as I lost myself in the intensity of it all. The crowd roared, the players clashed, and I was at the heart of it, weaving through opponents, executing plays, and relentlessly pursuing victory.

The final buzzer sounded, and our team emerged victorious. The weight of the world lifted from my shoulders, replaced by a surge of exhilaration and triumph. We had done it. We had fought, we had pushed our limits, and we had achieved our goal.

As I made my way off the field, surrounded by the cheers of my teammates and the admiration of the fans, I couldn't help but smile. I had not only achieved my dream, but I had also inspired others to believe in their own. My journey was a testament to the power of perseverance, the importance of unwavering self-belief, and the transformative impact that a support system can have.

Year 1:

The alarm clock blared at 5:30 AM, its piercing sound jolting me from the depths of sleep. Groaning, I hauled myself out of bed and stumbled towards the bathroom, my muscles aching from the previous day's brutal practice.

The cold water from the shower invigorated me, washing away the remnants of sleep and preparing me for the grueling day ahead. As I lathered up, I couldn't help but reflect on the arduous journey that had led me to this point.

From a young age, football has been my passion. I had spent countless hours in the backyard, throwing the pigskin around with my friends and dreaming of one day playing in the NFL. But the road to the pros was paved with countless obstacles and relentless competition.

Undeterred, I had dedicated myself to my craft, spending countless hours in the gym and on the practice field. Through blood, sweat, and tears, I had honed my skills and pushed my body to its limits. And now, my hard work has finally paid off. I was a professional football player, living out my dream.

But with this dream came an immense responsibility. The NFL was a cutthroat business, and only the strongest and most dedicated would survive. I knew that if I wanted to make it in this league, I had to be willing to push myself beyond what I thought was possible.

And so, I embraced the grind. Each morning, I would rise before dawn and head to the team's training facility. There, I would spend hours in the weight room, lifting weights and building muscle. The weights were heavy and the exercises were grueling, but I refused to give up. I knew that every ounce of strength I gained would give me an edge on the field.

After the weight room, it was time for practice. We would spend hours running drills, honing our plays, and executing them with precision. The coaches were demanding, pushing us to our limits and beyond. But I welcomed the challenge. I knew that the more I pushed myself in practice, the better I would perform in games.

Practice was not just about physical exertion; it was also about mental toughness. We would spend hours studying our opponents, analyzing their strengths and weaknesses, and developing strategies to exploit them. The game of football was as much about outsmarting your opponent as it was about physical ability.

And so, I immersed myself in the playbook, spending countless hours poring over diagrams and memorizing plays. I wanted to know every formation, every route, and every play call like the back of my hand.

The days were long and the training was relentless, but I refused to let up. I knew that the more I put into it, the more I would get out of it. And so, I pushed myself harder and harder, determined to become the best player I could possibly be.

As the season drew near, the intensity of the training increased. We practiced twice a day, sometimes even three times a day. The coaches pushed us to our limits, and we responded by giving them everything we had.

On game day, I was laser-focused. I had visualized this moment countless times, and I was ready to seize it. As I stepped onto the field, the roar of the crowd washed over me, and I felt a surge of adrenaline coursing through my veins.

The game was a blur of motion and excitement. I played with a ferocity and determination that I had never felt before. I caught passes, ran for touchdowns, and made tackles. I was living my dream, and I was playing the game of my life.

In the end, we won the game, and I was overcome with a sense of euphoria. I had proven to myself and to the world that I belonged in the NFL. The journey had been long and arduous, but it had all been worth it. I had achieved my dream, and I was ready for whatever the future held.

Season Almost At Close:

The roar of the crowd was deafening as I ran onto the field, my heart pounding in my chest. The lights were blinding, the energy was electric, and the stakes were higher than ever. This was the biggest game of my life, the NFC Championship, and I was determined to lead my team to victory.

We had fought hard all season, overcoming countless obstacles and adversity to get to this point. We had faced some of the toughest teams in the league, and we had emerged victorious. But this game was different. This was the game that would determine our fate, the game that would send us to the Super Bowl.

I looked across the field at our opponents, the reigning Super Bowl champions. They were a formidable team, with a star-studded roster and a reputation for ruthlessness. But I refused to be intimidated. I had faced tough opponents before, and I knew that anything was possible if we played as a team and executed our game plan.

The whistle blew, and the game began. We started strong, driving down the field with ease. I completed pass after pass, and our running backs pounded the rock, gaining yards with every carry. Our defense was equally impressive, holding the opposing offense to a three-and-out.

But the other team was not going to go down without a fight. They came back strong in the second quarter, scoring two touchdowns to take the lead. We fought back, but they matched every score, and by halftime, the game was tied.

The second half was a back-and-forth affair, with both teams trading blows. The crowd was on their feet, the tension was palpable, and the atmosphere was electric. With just minutes remaining in the game, we found ourselves down by a field goal.

We had one last chance to drive down the field and score. I knew that I had to play the game of my life. I dropped back to pass, and as I scanned the field, I saw my wide receiver breaking free. I threw the ball with all my might, and he caught it in stride, racing into the end zone for the game-winning touchdown.

The crowd erupted in a frenzy of cheers, and my teammates mobbed me on the field. We had done it. We had overcome all the odds and reached the Super Bowl.

Season Closing:

The Super Bowl was an experience like no other. The stage was bigger, the stakes were higher, and the pressure was immense. But I refused to let the moment overwhelm me. I had worked my entire life for this opportunity, and I was determined to make the most of it.

We faced a tough opponent in the Super Bowl, but we were not afraid. We had faced adversity all season long, and we had always found a way to overcome it. We played with heart, with determination, and with unwavering belief in ourselves.

In the end, we emerged victorious, hoisting the Lombardi Trophy high above our heads. It was a surreal moment, the culmination of years of hard work and dedication. I had achieved my dream, and I had done it with the team I loved.

As I stood on the podium, confetti raining down around me, I couldn't help but reflect on the journey that had led me to this moment. I had faced countless challenges and obstacles along the way, but I had never given up on my dream. I had always believed in myself, and I had always believed in my team.

And now, here we were, Super Bowl champions. It was a dream come true, and I wouldn't have traded it for anything in the world.

Year 2:

The following season was even more challenging than the last. We were the hunted now, and every team we played gave us their best shot. But we were up for the challenge. We had a target on our backs, but we refused to let it slow us down.

We fought hard all season long, and we finished with the best record in the league. We earned a first-round bye in the playoffs, and we were confident that we could make another run to the Super Bowl.

Our first playoff game was against a tough divisional opponent. They were a physical team, and they gave us a run for our money. But in the end, we were too much for them. We won the game convincingly, and we advanced to the divisional round.

In the divisional round, we faced a team that had knocked us out of the playoffs the previous year. We were determined to get revenge, and we played with a fire in our eyes. We dominated the game from start to finish, and we won by a landslide.

Season Closing:

The NFC Championship game was a rematch of the previous year's Super Bowl. We were facing the same team that we had defeated to win the championship. They were a tough opponent, but we were confident that we could beat them again.

The game was a close one, and it came down to the final play. We had the ball on their 10-yard line, and we needed a touchdown to win. I dropped back to pass, and I saw my wide receiver breaking free in the end zone. I threw the ball with all my might, and he caught it in stride, scoring the game-winning touchdown.

The crowd erupted in a frenzy of cheers, and my teammates mobbed me on the field. We did it again. We had overcome all the odds and reached the Super Bowl.

Closing of the Season:

The Super Bowl was an even bigger stage than the previous year, and the pressure was even more intense. But I was ready for it. I had been preparing for this moment my entire life.

We faced a tough opponent in the Super Bowl, but we were not afraid. We had faced adversity all season long, and we had always found a way to overcome it. We played with heart, with determination, and with unwavering belief in ourselves.

In the end, we emerged victorious, hoisting the Lombardi Trophy high above our heads for the second year in a row. It was a surreal moment, and I couldn't believe that we had done it again.

I had achieved my dream, and I had done it with the team I loved. I was a Super Bowl champion twice, and I was living proof that anything is possible if you set your mind to it and never give up on your dreams.

Year 2 Season 2:

The season had been a rollercoaster of emotions. We had started strong, winning our first four games. But then we hit a rough patch, losing three straight games. We managed to right the ship and win our next three games, but we still needed to win our final two games to make the playoffs.

Our first game was against a division rival who was also fighting for a playoff spot. The game was close throughout, but we managed to pull out a victory in the end. Our final game was against a team that had already clinched a playoff berth. We knew that they would be playing their backups, so we were confident that we could win.

We started the game strong, scoring a touchdown on our opening drive. But the other team's backups played better than we expected, and they quickly tied the game. We traded touchdowns throughout the first half, and we went into halftime tied at 21-21.

The second half was a defensive struggle. Neither team could score, and the game went into overtime. We won the coin toss and elected to receive the ball. We drove down the field and scored a touchdown on our first possession. The other team got the ball back, but they couldn't score, and we won the game 28-21.

We had done it. We had won our final two games and clinched a wild card spot in the playoffs. We were the underdogs, but we had fought hard all season long, and we had earned our spot in the playoffs.

The playoffs were a whole different beast. We were facing the best teams in the league, and we knew that we would have to play our best football to win. Our first playoff game was against the number one seed in the NFC. We were big underdogs, but we played with heart and determination. We lost the game, but we gave the number one seed a run for their money.

We were disappointed to lose, but we were proud of the effort we had put in. We had come a long way this season, and we had proven that we could compete with the best teams in the league. We knew that we had a bright future ahead of us, and we were excited to see what the future held.

Year 3 Season 1:

The following season, we were determined to make a deeper run in the playoffs. We had a lot of talent on our team, and we knew that we had the potential to be a Super Bowl contender. We started the season strong, winning our first six games. We hit a rough patch in the middle of the season, losing three straight games. But we managed to right the ship and win our final three games to finish the regular season with a 9-7 record.

We earned a wild card spot in the playoffs, and we were excited to get another chance to prove ourselves. Our first playoff game was against the number two seed in the NFC. We were big underdogs again, but we played with heart and determination. We lost the game, but we gave the number two seed a run for their money.

We were disappointed to lose, but we were proud of the effort we had put in. We had come a long way this season, and we had proven that we could compete with the best teams in the league. We knew that we had a bright future ahead of us, and we were excited to see what the future held.

Year 3 Season 2:

The following season, we were determined to make a deeper run in the playoffs. We had a lot of talent on our team, and we knew that we had the potential to be a Super Bowl contender. We started the season strong, winning our first six games. We hit a rough patch in the middle of the season, losing three straight games. But we managed to right the ship and win our final three games to finish the regular season with a 10-6 record.

We earned a wild card spot in the playoffs, and we were excited to get another chance to prove ourselves. Our first playoff game was against the number one seed in the NFC. We were big underdogs again, but we played with heart and determination. We lost the game, but we gave the number one seed a run for their money.

We were disappointed to lose, but we were proud of the effort we had put in. We had come a long way this season, and we had proven that we could compete with the best teams in the league. We knew that we had a bright future ahead of us, and we were excited to see what the future held.

Year 4 Season 1:

The training is hard. It's always hard, but this year it's different. I'm not sure if it's because I'm getting older or if the competition is just getting tougher, but it feels like I'm constantly fighting to keep up.

I'm not the biggest guy on the team, but I'm strong and I'm fast. I've always been able to rely on my athleticism to get me through, but this year it's not enough. I'm getting pushed around by guys who are bigger and stronger than me. I'm getting beat to the ball by guys who are faster than me.

I'm starting to doubt myself. I'm starting to wonder if I'm good enough to play at this level. I'm starting to wonder if I'm wasting my time.

But then I remembered why I started playing football in the first place. I remember the feeling of running down the field with the ball in my hands, the feeling of scoring a touchdown, and the feeling of being part of a team.

I love football. I love the game. And I'm not going to let anything, not even self-doubt, stand in my way.

I'm going to keep working hard. I'm going to keep fighting. I'm going to prove to myself and to everyone else that I belong here.

I'm going to make this team.

I'm going to be a champion.

The Atlanta Falcons are the division champions. We clinched the title last week with a win over the Tampa Bay Buccaneers. It was a hard-fought game, but we pulled it out in the end.

We're now 12-4 on the season, and we're headed to the playoffs. We're the number one seed in the NFC, and we have a bye in the first round.

I'm so proud of this team. We've worked so hard all season long, and we've finally achieved our goal. We're division champions.

We're going to the playoffs.

We're going to win the Super Bowl.
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