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Tarnished Lives,

Happily Ploughing through Ravished Faces
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To Melrose

And all who Embrace Humanity 

Recaptured Insights

Though my thoughts are twisted in various ways I personally question, life as a whole, is on another twisted demented forum. 

Playing hard to get worked for our ancestors, the ones who destroyed norms of interacting and relating in societies.

In my defense, I didn’t know I would be held responsible.

She halted and turned back, with an interestingly puzzled look of: “who the fuck is this dick? And how in the fucked-up heavens does he know my name?” Hold that thought: I shouldn’t use the words fuck and heavens in the same sentence.

Come to porn, one enjoys a variety. Some yell and scream like farm animals in late labor. Given the latter, I truly and absolutely watch porn for the acting. 

I enjoy reaction of individual whose eyes I have smothered in plain sight.

Worry less, I am not a complete opportunistic twat, there is an option of faking an orgasm. Guys learnt the trick too.

I don’t think I will ever forget the first time I faked an orgasm. Later, I sneaked into a bathroom when she fell asleep, to wank off.

You my dear, that is life handled through a vagina; tough and tight, capable of taking it all in. 

Do people care how great you are? Of course, they will care if and only if they are to benefit from your greatness in some way. 

There is this thing called love, a bitchy bitch of all bitchy bitches.

Individuals who miss the good old days, fuck you.

There you are butt naked on a couch, browsing through wickedly weird porn, the kind you question yourself, “what the hell is wrong with I?”

Other creatures of Mother Nature are tormented with a fact that they are left with little or no choice: adapt to the surrounding or be revoked from it. Man, on the other hand, has screwed Mother Nature directly in the arse, from all angles and directions.

“I don’t like the gay because I am scared of getting raped”, clearly stated a thirty-two-year-old, when I asked why they are bothered by same sex relationships.

How has the human race turned out to appreciate violence more than passion and affection?

Joseph Batte @bttjoseph

Cherished Minds ......
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Trailing Thoughts ....
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Sudden Resolutions 
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Since a beginning of time, man never loved a way he looks. Don’t be a demented retard who thinks that I am neglecting those who possess female genitalia. For the sake of humanity, I am using man for all. Despite of whatever theory you hold unto; as in how life came to be, at some point, we realize that man never wanted a way he is. Over the years, he has struggled to change himself, not only in one way, but in all aspects pertaining to living.

Other creatures of Mother Nature are tormented with a fact that, they are left with little or no choice: adapt to the surrounding or be revoked from it. Man, on the other hand, has screwed Mother Nature directly in the arse, from all angles and directions. 

Change is part of life, widely accepted by many, though a few drill changes into their lives. Some humans have set reminders, to-do lists, and worst of all, new year’s resolutions which many never think of again, once the first week of January seizes to exist.

Many are excited and joyfully embrace a new year. I doubt if displayed happiness is for getting rid of a shitty old year, or having great expectations for another year, hoping for better living.

It is speculated that a new year brings forth good fortune, and a time to get one’s shit in order. It’s a delusion; cut the crap and admit: nothing has changed. The sun rises and sets in cycles over the horizon, a day maintains twenty-four hours, seasons vary but remain the same, new tiny humans are born, egotistic cunts continue to exist, so will your lifestyle. 

Ouch, that must have hurt, but suck on it.

New years are demented delusions of self-proclaimed world dominators, thinking the world revolves along imaginations. Sadly, these demented world dominators are forcing others to believe, that a new year brings forth new beginnings, meant to improve lives of many. Though it sounds pleasing and encouraging, it is a complete lie, and these world dominators must be held accountable.

We clearly know that the Great Mayans who initiated the calendar system basing on lunar cycles screwed up. If the Great Mayans screwed up, who are these so-called world dominators claiming to be right, bringing forth good news? Cutting to the chase, let I grind and grill forth, the worst of all, yet most drawn new year’s resolutions, I have heard of. They are delusional false hopes of tarnished dreams:

Other than flipping to a new calendar; plus going more digital which is making updating of most shit automatic, I shall start with an obvious: Exercise more: Mwahahaha, oops, shit, I made a promise to be polite this year. But, but, jotting it down on paper, without making daily adjustments is not going to yield a difference. The sun will continue dry humping the moon, and you my dear will accept a fact that you are a lazy damn arse couch potato, propagating into fertile soils. What I am trying to say is that, you are meant to increase further in size. This is the problem of trying out this adult thing called covering up and being polite. I should keep blurring it out loud, so others mock you too. 

Others mocking you, will happily mulch fertile soils propagated into, belonging to a shithole you reside in. Though new years are revolving through time and space, creativity is on a virtue of being forgotten, and will soon be no more. 

Being a glorified and praised WorkOut Junkie, let I help you out in this arena: Be specific and precise. Jot down a few beginners’ exercises. Take a step further and do them, no matter how simple they look. I know, many are excellent at exercising with their eyes, but, but, it is time to get your butt up.

Healthy Eating: Sort of goes a long with exercising, both aiming at prolonging one’s life, and having a healthy lifestyle. Better shagging comes along, since a healthy body is meant to last for hours. It used to be a myth, but it is now known, one can last for as long as they wish. Throw in a few orgies, spicing up your life. Wait, hope you are not including the latter to your resolutions? Otherwise, I have to charge you, nothing comes free lately. An opportunistic world we are alive in, comes with a price. 

I drifted off a bit, but it was purposeful. Back to this eating healthy thingy, thanks be to dieting and cheat days, where a good number of individuals starve themselves, and later pigout. Not forgetting those who care for animals, galloping down large amounts of green matter. These illiterates think that plants don’t have feelings, neither feel pain, nor cry. Have you ever stabbed a banana plant and it smiled back at you? Those are its “tears” which flow out you idiot. 

About the cruel and harsh tone of the language, sorry not sorry, get over it. 

Get out more: Can you put down the damn screened thingy? Now stay away from it, without sneak peeping at it for the next few hours? Alright, let us make it a few minutes. Any takers?

How do people expect to get out more, yet whenever someone asks them out, they come up with an excuse? I am aware, there is plenty to accomplish, but one has to make a choice. It isn’t an easy one, once in a while, take a break from busy life.

Call I your guardian devil, and breakout of your comforting shell. There is plenty to do, day in and night out: experiencing life, it is waiting for you.

Reconnect with friends: I wrote a memo about it, used the memo to wrap a joint, and later smoked it. I don’t smoke. I love my body so much, and besides, I am too weird, strange and random to do drugs. However, I am tempted to try them out, once I get a willing friend to record I, during the entire episodes.

Unfortunately, reconnecting with friends remained in a thought processing system I own, never crossing over to the decision-making session. Perhaps representatives of the decision-making committee were hang up, learning new slangs, springing up daily. Do people literally sit there and think of new slangs, portraying how incompetent fathers and mothers of languages were? Those twats are doing a fantastic job. So are you, by forgetting missed calls you intentionally missed.

You pretended to be busy, and it became a habit. Thanks be to breaking of shit. It is common courtesy to respond to someone who inquires why you never answered their call, “my phone broke”. Why not standup and proclaim, how the other is a total dickhead, and you don’t want anything to do with them?

It is alright, accept being a selfish and cool bastard of a stranger.

Family time: Sweetie, you spent the festive season roaming back and forth like angels visiting hell. How in the bloody heavens will you adjust your untamed movements to fulfill that shit?

It was during the festive season you had to create time for family. This would include cheap and easy chit chat; pretending how much you missed them. Plans with family members would be made, which you are aware of, that you will never fulfill. You would sound adorable and cute, while making those forfeited plans. 

There are family members we wish, we would press a button and make them disappear. Unfortunately, we are stuck with them; forced to love and appreciate them. You can avoid them, but no matter where you go, they will be there when you return. Fake a smile and move on. 

More me Time: Should I ask what the heavenly hell you’re bloody grooving about? Is it a series of random thoughts escaping your mind? You have struggled over the years to keep them in, only to blur them out load, during a friends and family gathering. 

Creating personal time is essential in evaluating and improving one’s life. Self-reflecting and re-drawing of plans are achieved. This calls for being selfish and mean. But, but, sacrifices will be made. It is a toughie, you will be hated and talked about, but it is worth it. Your skin’s complexion will improve, and a theme of happiness will be felt and experienced.  

Appreciate more: Sounds easy and picture perfect, but are you willing to tell a stranger on a busy street downtown that you admire and love their hairstyle? Or the lady next to you on a bus, how cool her purse is? And no, don’t write a small chit and throw it into her ravished face. Also, I am not giving you an idea of making her purse forcefully yours. 

Appreciating small things in life, as well as people around is vital. Unfortunately, it is a difficult thing to incorporate in one’s life. In case you prefer going big, kickstart the fucken year with a ducken kick arse party. Don’t be a trailing shithead at it, by stepping out in the latest and most expensive label clothes. I must be the first to receive an invite to the party. It was my ideal you damn bitch. 

Positive to shit: Allow I to fucken stop you there: As far as the International Constitution of Socializing rolls, your lips need to get bleached; only and perhaps only then, will you view positivity in shit trending in your life. I know all about it. I am certified in positivity, but also own a doctorate in fucking-up life. It isn’t a life I chose to live, it picked I. 

It is rare but good, for one to choose to see the positives in life, rather than chanting out evil in everything. Try it out, provided shit never ricochets, ripping demons out of your butthole.

Care Free: A human pedigree is designed for members of its race to care about life. Can we change it?

I have heard about that thing, of worrying less, in a pretext of caring less about people and situations around. It sounds pleasing and reasonable, but are you willing to become a free-spirited individual? Can you go against instincts you were born with, raised and trained in for years? 

Shit never ends well, unless you own up to it. Members of society will be there, reminding you that you are doing it wrong, and against norms. However, a last I checked, the Judicial Social Courts of Conduct, notified I that it is I first, before anyone, or anything else. In society, there is, and will always be an exception. So, why the hell not proceed and be care free? And eat life with a big spoon?

Accept challenges: Speechlessness, tingles my delicate moist lips. I leave that new year’s resolution to your brain. It is a food for thought, whether you accept the challenge: take it up and smash it, or accept being challenged, continuing to live a boring life.

Toss crap in form of drawn and anticipated new year’s resolutions a side, and blaze up smiles, rocking in to a fucken new year. Prepare for a jam-packed year, with lots of fun, doing whatever delusions please your corrupt brain. 

Keep calm and cool... I will be watching ... 
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I May be a Racist
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There is this hot smoldering white girl, 5’6’’, skinny as a whore, figure eight, tanned with a silver lining, smiley and charming, plus down to earth like hell. She’s outgoing, with an urge of adventuring and enjoying the outdoors. Intelligent, brilliant, direct, brief, and always precise about what she wants or needs. Topping it all, sex jokes are her thing, accompanied with blind jokes. Dancing and clubbing are a bonus, twitching randomly off her body. Indeed, there are greater forces in existence, constantly ploughing a platinum shit right out of a dry humped life, I mascaraed in.  

I had a massive crush on her, back in the good olden days of college. It was a time of exploring through this thing called hangouts. Hangouts at times made zero sense, but they were worth it. Anyway, back to the white girl who had it all and I crushed on, it started innocently with her calling I black boy. 

First off, she initiated the conversation, a rare trait for females of this screwed-up twenty-first century. These females act up, wanting to be mighty queens in charge of imaginary massive empires. Yeah right, keep your vaginas to yourselves; am out. So, this white girl was a rare member of the female gender, and yes, I called her a female. It has nothing to do with a time she flashed her vagina, screaming out loud, “I am a female who deserves a right to pick my vagina wedgie in public, now lick it”. 

Holy shit, where in hell has this bitchy bitch been all my life? Not only was her demanded right strange, I was intrigued and hooked. Although I had plenty to memorize and recite in preparation for end of semester finals, I saved a spot for her in my brain. This saved brain space included vibes and hints of her cool and authentic accent, as well as a semi-groovy way of twerking, in her style of walking. A white girl twerking in those early years of the millennium was a rare thing. As you notice, the pile of rarity about this white girl I had a massive crush on, was expanding; but shit, she was, and still is, white... 

Insights she offered kept I at bay, stimulating a lower appendage of mine to keep short circuiting, even during a serious success and failure situation. A firm no, it wasn’t purely sexual, but a brain battle too, enhancing a cool thrill of attraction for her. I had to be in her; no wait, that’s not what I meant, I meant win her, as in the brain battle thingy.

Unfortunately, living in a community where color is confused with race, came in between. To reduce on level of awkwardness from nearby observers, whenever she called I black boy, I replied with a smile and called her white girl. Through that time, I had a good feeling, that one day her and I will play mummy and daddy. Sadly, she jumped in with a brown boy.

I needed an explanation for that shit. How the heavens did it happen? Okay, I know, her and I never had an official date, but I thought that was what she wanted? Everything in its natural format. I was damn wrong, she later got married to the brown guy. This never at any single moment interrupted my attraction for her. I imagined of them getting divorced in the next month or two, so then she would crawl back into my strong arms.

Years bet months out, and they were still together. Two years in, they had a retarded bouncing baby girl. Shit! I hope that baby was conceived behind a dumpster. Oh, I wasn’t stocking her, only on a lookout for a dear friend, and a potential wifey. Anyway, I got a thinking, it must be her parents’ not approving her being with a black boy. She preferred the colored, so her parents tolerated the brown, to satisfy their daughter’s guilty pleasure. Those lame white arse parents never wanted a black thing being part of their family. No, you idiots, I wasn’t going to marry you. Your smoking hot daughter who picks vagina wedgies freely in public is the one I was interested in. You should have piped the living fuck out of our relationship.
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