
 

 

 

My name is Keenan Ellis, pleased to meet you. I’m the starting point guard for Tempest State 

University in Virginia, one of the most successful basketball programs in the country. We’re going 

into this season as the consensus top-ranked team in the country, riding a forty-game winning 

streak and the status as the defending national champions, with the whole college world gunning 

to take us down.  

You know my face; I’m on every pre-season All-America team you can think of and a lock for 

the top pick in the NBA Draft after I finish my college career. I even have a nickname that you 

can’t help but remember: White Chocolate. I picked up that nickname in high school, thanks to 

my biracial heritage; my father is African-American and my mother is South African. 

Yeah, I’m sure that has you scratching your head, but when your mother is a doppelganger for 

Charlize Theron, then you’ll understand how I got the nickname. 

Being me has its privileges, too. Not to say that I’m all that, but…okay, yeah, I’m all that. I 

could be on the cover of several different magazines away from the court based on my fashion 

sense alone. It ain’t nothing to see a model on my arm at different events that I get invited to. I 

ain’t gonna say nothing about the other perks that I get either; well, you know, violations and all 

that. But let’s just say, I get a pretty penny for the extraordinary plays on the court, if you feel me? 

All I need to do is win my second straight national champion-ship and break the career scoring 

record and I’ll go down as one of the greatest ever to do it on the college level. Next stop, multi-

millions in the pros.  

All my dreams are coming true, so you would think I would be on cloud nine, right? Well, I 

would be, and under normal circumstances, I should be, if it weren’t for a deal I made during my 

junior year with this dude by the name of Lucius B. Prince, or L.B. was what I called him, I would 

be able to enjoy my spoils without looking over my shoulder.  

Man, I remembered feeling the pop when the forward went low after I broke loose for a dunk 

and he knew he wasn’t gonna block my shot. It was the game against Trent State right before 

conference play when I tore every ligament there was around my knee. The coaches and training 

staff were all but convinced that I was done, and my teammates wondered if I could even walk 

again without a limp. 

The doctors were even less helpful, telling me if I wanted to be stubborn I could still play, but 



I would pay a severe cost once I retired. If I continued, even with proper care from my physician, 

I wouldn’t be able to walk without a cane after my playing days were over. Despite the 

advancements in sports medicine to deal with injuries like this, I was gone for a year. 

My parents tried to sound encouraging; my dad had worked for the railroad all his life, and 

mom stayed at home to take care of me and my little brother, so I knew that they had a stake in 

what might happen to me. Dad tried to sound diplomatic, saying I still could get a decent education 

and do some good with my life.  

I wasn’t trying to hear all of that. I was going to take care of my family so they didn’t have to 

work again. I told them all to go to hell; that I wasn’t done yet. I was so frustrated I told the hospital 

staff that I didn’t want to see anyone for the rest of the night, including my family. I needed to be 

alone, the fear and uncertainty of my future feeling like someone was squeezing the life out of me.  

I was stuck in my private room, watching the four walls and listening to the machines as they 

conspired to drive me insane. I pleaded with God to explain to me why I was going through this 

pain. Why had He punished me? What did I do to Him? 

Tears began to flow as I shouted out for someone to help me get my life back. I didn’t want the 

one that everyone swore I had to live—a life without basketball. I shouted into the darkness, 

desperate to get the frustration out of my system. “I want my life back!” 

I didn’t know what I expected after that. The silence was deafening, eerie didn’t quite explain 

how quiet it was in those moments after. The only noise was the incessant beeping of the machines 

that checked my vital signs.  

I thought I heard something a few moments later, but it was hard to tell since the pain medicine 

they had me on made me feel like I was hallucinating. I didn’t trip out too much; the nurses had 

already checked on me, and there wouldn’t be a need to get a visit from anyone for at least a few 

hours. I settled into my bed and closed my eyes to try and get some semblance of sleep before the 

next rotation came through to poke and prod for the next round of blood work.  

In the next instant, I heard someone shift the chair next to my bed and sit down, startling me in 

the process. The pain meds had me loopy, so I couldn’t tell if I was awake or in a dream state. All 

I knew was when I looked to my left, there was this dude lounging like he had every right to be 

there.  

He was a well-built dude, looked like he’d balled back in the day, and he wore a Tempest State 

t-shirt, so I had him pegged for a booster or an alumnus coming to see about one of their stars.  

“How badly do you want to prove all of them wrong? Are you willing to do anything to get 

your old life back, Keenan Ellis?”  

“Anything, whatever it takes.”  

“Remember that when the time comes to settle up. Remember your promise to me.” 

I didn’t think anything else about it as I went to sleep that night. I thought he was some crackpot 

agent that wanted me to sign with him or something. Little did I realize what he’d done and the 

aftermath of that action. 

About a month after the surgery, the doctors and the coaches were in absolute shock over the 

recovery, and to a degree, I was, too. My leg was as good as new, and no one could figure out how 



it happened. All of that confusion soon faded when a pretty chocolate sistah came into the hospital 

room with flowers and a note on the card. 

Anything is possible … give ‘em hell! L.B. 

And that’s what I did, I gave them all hell. 

I didn’t have a choice … I fell for the crossover and became the Devil’s All-American. 


