
Young and Gettin It 
 

Chapter 1 - Introduction 
 
It’s true what they say . Don’t judge a book by its cover. One glance at me and your initial 
thought is, ‘he’s just a mundane negro from Brixton’ but come a little closer and I won’t 
hesitate to put a piece of cold metal through your damn skull. I didn’t always want to be this 
15 year old hitman; but when your father decides he wants to be a typical nigerian man and 
run off with a woman half his age, someone’s got to step up and provide for the family. It hurt 
me to see my mother so distraught after my father left us, shit had me bawling my eyes out 
for a few days. I knew I had to make him pay and that’s how I discovered my hobby. 
 
I started working as a hitman for my cousin Michael, after he found the firearm that 
tragically took my father's life. Michael was an accountant and worked in one of those 
enormous buildings in Canary Wharf.  He was shocked and surprisingly impressed, I  still 
remember the grin on his face while he was stroking his latent beard saying, I didn’t know 
you had it in you Mark. Working for my cousin wasn’t so bad, despite him being such a 
sinister creep but who could say no to £80,000 a year; certainly not me and neither could my 
mother. New pair of red bottoms every month and a new BMW every year for her birthday. 
Never had I seen her enjoying her life so much, but only if she knew sooner the route of my 
money; maybe she might have been able to prevent me from ending up in Thameside. As a 
15 year old making that amount of money, I had everything any kid my age would die for. 
IPhone X, PS4 you name it. I became the most popular boy at Walton High, their very own 
David Beckham. ‘The Wolf of Walton Street’ (some people called me). Even the year eleven’s 
and sixth formers wanted me a their parties. At that moment in time, I felt like nothing could 
ever bring me down. But little did I know that the next 5 years in Thameside would be one 
heck of a journey for me. 
 
Now, I’m no Mr. Lover-Man like Shabba Ranks but I certainly had a lot of experience with 
falling in and out of love. My most excruciating break-up was when I was 11 with a girl called 
Jade. She managed to do something that no other girl had done before; rip my heart in two 
like a piece of ordinary A4 paper. Maybe I should have listened to Mr. Shakur when he told 
me “shoulda seen she was trouble”, he could have prevented the heartbreak ...the 
heartbreak that led to me having such a cold heart.  
I’ve never really been good with making friends, (and if I’m totally honest), I only have two 
main amies; Screw it up Stewart and virgin Tommy. We all met on the first day at Walton 
High, and despite me only knowing Stewart for a few hours, he’d already managed to screw 
up a situation for me. He went around telling all the girls that I fancied them. I spent the 
whole week trying to break the news to them, that Steven was lying to them. Shit was harder 
than trying to convince 5 year olds that Santa Claus doesn’t exist. And Tommy… his 
nickname was only given to him recently. The only 15 year old at the time who was still a 
virgin. I wonder if he still is, maybe one day he’ll come see me in Thameside.  
 
Despite them being my closest friends, I never told them about my sinister occupation...well 
I couldn’t, it probably would have scared the shit out of them. They found it hard to believe 
that Tupac is dead. I don’t know what startled me more; the fact that they still thought 



Tupac was alive or the fact that they couldn’t name me a single song that he’s sung. Some 
true fans they are. Despite their lack of Tupac knowledge they are always there for me. Like 
the time I was about to get jumped by some North London boys. There was about five of 
them and three of us, but we gave them a beating they would never forget, probably left 
them looking worse than Klitschko after Joshua was through with him.  
 
 
They were all great memories I had, probably some of the brightest memories but too bad I’ll 
probably remember them in a dark place. Probably the last memories I’ll have by the time I 
leave Thameside. Now you must be thinking, What’s Thameside? and how come he’s there? 
Well firstly, Thameside is a prison, and why I’m there is a bit of a long story……….. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


