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    PROLOGUE


     


    F.A.T. Doesn’t Mean What You Think It Does


     


     


     


    Dear Diary,


    What the hell did I do to deserve this?


    I’m so fuckin’ done.


    —Tanisha
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    I was twenty years old when I flew in a plane for the first time. It was the summer of 2005 and I was headed to Los Angeles to film Bad Girls Club. I was convinced that I had finally gotten my big break. As I boarded the plane in New York I thought, I, Tanisha Thomas, am going to Hollywood and I am never coming back...


    I’ll be honest, my imagination really ran wild. By the time we touched down at LAX I had envisioned it all: I’d be a Hollywood starlet with the paparazzi always on her heels, a HOT and sizzling “damn he’s fine” man by my side, two kids, and a Shih Tzu that I’d carry around in a designer purse. The vision was oh so crystal clear. I’d be filthy rich, successful and, most importantly, I’d be in love.


    And for once in my life I’d be in shape, sexy and fit. Did I forget to mention fit?


    I was so excited I nearly skipped and twirled off the plane. Are you rolling your eyes yet? Well, bear with me. I can’t help it. You see, I’m a Virgo, so my success is written in the stars. I mean, don’t hate the girl, honey, hate the horoscope. The Universe wants me to be rich and famous! I’m driven to perfection and fabulousness, and I’m persistent and ambitious. Once I put my mind to something, that is it!


    That’s it, right? Well, all these years later, let’s check in with my progress on the amazing “vision” I once had:


    Career: I’m never ever satisfied, and work can never seem to come in steady or fast enough. But, I’ll give this one a check.


    Weight: Still doubling down on the Spanx, sometimes tripling (depending on what I ate that week) but at least my hair and make up is always laid for the gods!


    Fine ass man: Um, does my vibrator count?


    Two kids: You know what? I think we can stop now.
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    I’m convinced that my life is one big Lifetime movie and I have the lead role—even though I never auditioned. I am telling you, you simply can’t make none of this shit up! My life is so crazy it makes Dawson’s Creek look like a children’s lullaby.


    Here I am, nearing thirty, still at home, my husband ducking and dodging the divorce papers like they’re the plague. I’m barely eating but the scale refuses to move, and I’m running into my neighbors—some of who are married by the way—and all my exes on the dating sites! Oh, and I still don’t have any kids (smh). Did I forget to mention that part?


    For someone that always seems to have the master plan, my life never goes as expected. Mind you, it’s not just about me not having kids. It’s about that twenty-year-old girl in a plane for the first time, riding high off the feeling that her first big break would mean a lifetime of love, happiness, and success. And now, years later, nothing in my life is happening quite the way I thought it would. From my family driving me insane to picking up the damn check almost every time I go on a date, from facing the dreaded scale day after day, and seeking acceptance in the public eye, I’m fed up and tired. F.A.T.


    I’m tired of complaining, though, and I’m sure you’re already tired of hearing it. Which is why it’s a good thing for both of us that every obstacle I’ve encountered has made me a better person—and I’m thankful for that. I may not have reached the milestones with my career and family that I thought I would at this age, but mentally and emotionally, I’m light years ahead.


    I’m here to tell you that there’s no handbook for this thing called life. Screw what it’s supposed to be like and learn to roll with the punches. What screws us up is not what happens to us— it’s that picture we keep in our minds of what it all should look like.


    When life throws you lemons…throw that crap back and demand chocolate, dammit! Nothing is going to go as planned. All you can hope is to still have your hairline and be “better” not “bitter.”


    I’m so different from the woman I was last year, and the year before that. Five years ago I would have probably punched you in the mouth if you offended me, now you’d be lucky if I responded. It took a lot of work to get here. A lot of work, and a whole lot of drama.


    So buckle your seat belts, and get ready to learn from all of my mishaps and mistakes! If I could save at least one of you the trouble then maybe just maybe it was all worth it.

  


  
    CHAPTER 1


     


    First Love, Or Sometimes

    You Need To Slap A Bitch


     


     


    This may come as a shock to you, but I’ve never been one to hold my tongue.


    My dad, on the other hand, rarely showed raw emotion, so when I was in the third grade I was surprised to come home one day and find him heartbroken over my broken piggy bank.


    It was Valentine’s Day and I’d decided to go all out on the love of my eight year-old life: Raymond Taylor. Raymond was fine! He was an athlete, and he had nice, caramel skin, big brown eyes, and full, perfect lips. All the girls liked him, and I knew I needed to go all out to prove that I was destined to be Mrs. Raymond Taylor.


    You’re probably thinking that I wrote Raymond a nice little Valentine card, or slipped him one of those notes asking, “Do you like me? Check ‘yes’ or ‘no.’”


    Well you’re wrong. I cashed in my life savings.


    Were you paying attention during the prologue? I wasn’t kidding when I told you I was determined.


    I’d kept a ceramic piggy bank on my dresser, a pink pig with a ballerina skirt and a crown that contained all the allowance and birthday money I’d ever earned or received over the years. I tried to shake the money out of it but when that didn’t work, I smashed the damn thing! Then I waltzed my little butt down to the drug store (while my school driver waited for me outside) and bought a giant box of chocolates and the biggest teddy bear I could find! When I returned home, arms full of Valentine’s Day bounty,


    I found my dad sweeping up the remnants of my piggy bank. He eyed me up and down, looking distraught.


    “Daddy, what’s wrong?” I asked, totally clueless.


    “Baby,” he said, voice quivering. “Did you spend all your money on those presents? Who are they for?”


    “Raymond Taylor,” I said, smiling from ear to ear. He lost it. My reserved, soft-spoken dad was crushed. “Daddy,” I pressed him. “What’s wrong?”


    Then he spoke the words that would haunt me until this very day. The prophecy, the curse, whatever you want to call it.


    “Men are going to be the death of my little girl. I just know it.” I was eight years old going on nine and I had no idea what he meant back then, but boy was I about to find out!


    Daddy was right. Don’t believe me? Let’s skip ahead to the fifth grade and Christopher Johnson. Did I say Raymond Taylor was fine? Well Christopher was super-fine. (And Raymond shared my chocolates with the rest of our fourth grade class, so fuck him). Christopher and I were in a school play together and one day during rehearsals he grabbed my hand and pulled me toward him.


    “Hey Tanisha,” he whispered. “Do you want to go together?” “Um, yes!” I replied, bursting with excitement.


    So we started going out—whatever that means in fifth grade. God knows, if my mother had found out, she would have beaten the life out of me. But I was happy! I felt like a star. Here was the boy that everyone else wanted, and he wanted me. Plus, I didn’t have to spend all my money to get him to be my boyfriend.


    But about a week later, I noticed a lot of not-so-discrete whispering and giggling behind my back. Never a good sign.


    “Girl, what’s going on?” I asked my friend, Felicia.


    “I don’t know if you know,” she said, “But Lucette says she’s going out with Christopher.”


    “No girl,” I insisted. “Christopher is MY boyfriend... That would never happen!” Felicia told me not to worry, and that it was probably just a rumor.


    But I just had to find out for myself. So that day at lunch, I walked up to Lucette and straight-up asked her. “Lucette, are you going out with Chris?”


    She smiled looked up into the ceiling then back at me and shook her head yes. Bitch had some damn nerve stealing my man! I mean we were classmates, wtf?


    I started to walk away, but then this rage came over me. I was trembling, I was so angry. So I turned around and smacked her. I mean it wasn’t an ordinary slap either, lol. I pretty much back-handed her. Could you believe I was fighting since the fifth grade?


    She burst into tears and fled the classroom. While I stood there feeling like Denzel Washington in Training Day.


    I’d already thought that people were talking shit about me and that cheating son of a bitch Christopher. But after I slapped Lucette, the gossip went to a whole new level! Everyone was talking!


    “That’s why you can’t keep a boyfriend,” my classmates told me. “It’s because you’re crazy.”


    How is this my fault when he cheated on me? I wondered. Am I crazy? What’s wrong with me?


    I ended up going out with Christopher’s best friend a week later. He was cuter anyway.


    Here’s what I learned. You might be cursed when it comes to love, but you’re not helpless. So:


    
      	
1) Always stand up for yourself. And be prepared to smack a bitch or two.


      	
2) When it doesn’t work out, try dating his friend. Or his cousin. At the very least, it’ll piss him off beyond belief.


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 2


     


    Bad To The Bone


     


     


    “Save this—one day I’ll be famous.”


    This is how I signed off on every piece of correspondence— every letter, birthday card, maybe even a receipt or two—from the moment I learned to write legibly until the day I taped my first TV show.


    Call me cocky, call me an attention whore, but I always knew I had an “it” factor. When I was growing up in Brooklyn, my parents couldn’t turn on Star Search without having to watch the Tanisha Thomas sideshow. I’d sing, dance, and do cartwheels in the living room. I outshone every motherfucker who competed on that show.


    I’ve always been a creative person. I started writing poetry when I was in third grade, and I was actually really good at it, if I do say so myself. I went through an intense phase of wanting to be a journalist, and I would set up a newsroom in our kitchen, reporting on current events from elementary school.


    Breaking news, we ran out of chocolate milk today.


    My parents would play along, listening intently and laughing when I cracked jokes. I enjoyed the attention, of course, but I also got a particular thrill out of having an audience and controlling the room. It was all eyes on me—and I wanted to keep it that way. When I turned twelve, my mom and dad enrolled me in dance and theater classes. It’s possible that they just got tired of watching me stage performances all over the house, but whatever their motivation was, I was thrilled. I loved improv—the energy, the spontaneity, having to be witty and think on my feet.


    Wit. Hmm…something that would most definitely come in handy later on.


    I was so fortunate to have parents that encouraged me at a young age. Well, for the most part anyway. As I got older, though, my relationship with them started to fray—particularly with my mom. Sure, I wasn’t an easy teenager. I was determined to do things my own way, and I was stubborn as hell. But my mom was very critical of my appearance and of my willingness to speak my mind. She had a difficult time expressing her feelings and showing emotional support, and while she was willing to pay for acting lessons for a couple of years, she didn’t believe that I could really make a career out of it.


    When I was in high school, I had the lead role in my very first play, The Insanity of Mary Girard. Being on stage for our opening night was such an incredible feeling—I’ll never forget it. I had never done anything so energizing and exciting. I had a fire inside me that night, and it showed. I killed it.


    I had begged my mom to come to our opening night, but she couldn’t get off work. She didn’t understand how much the play meant to me—she hadn’t been very supportive about it in the weeks leading up to our performance—and it really hurt me that she hadn’t tried harder to make it to the show. But as forthcoming as I’ve always been in all aspects of my life, I couldn’t bring myself talk to my mom about it. I tried to play it off like it didn’t matter, but my drama teacher and mentor, who directed our play, encouraged me to speak up.


    “It’s not okay,” he said after the play was over. “This is a big deal for you. You need to have a conversation with your family about supporting you.”


    I considered his advice for a while and decided he was right. When I got home that night, I confronted my mom. Our conversation went nowhere; we ended up getting in a heated argument, and that was that.


    The tension between my mom and me got worse over the next year or so. I started acting out. I got a reputation for mouthing off in school, and I became ridiculously boy crazy. It didn’t help that I was beautiful, either. Honey, it was a gift and a curse. Perky boobs, nice booty, tiny waist—you couldn’t deny it. I even had a teachers flirting with me, at age thirteen! All the boys were looking, especially the bad boys. They liked me best.


    That was a fun time.


    Then my parents got divorced, and my mom got an awful new boyfriend. I was unhappy and angry at home, and it showed at school. I was unhappy and angry at home, and it showed at school. I started mouthing off, getting in fights, and hanging with the wrong crowd. My mom and I were at each other’s throats. Do you think I’m strong and opinionated? Well, you should meet my mom. She’s very intimidating and aggressive, and she called the shots in our household. She was also a cop, and I learned early on that with a name like Tanisha and a mom who is NYPD, people don’t mess with you.


    Let’s just say I take after her.


    But when I was growing up, we didn’t see eye to eye. My mom’s from Grenada, and coming from a West Indian background, her focus was always family and school first every. Friends weren’t even on the list. She didn’t understand why I wanted to have a social life. She was always trying to keep me at home, and it made me want to do the opposite.


    Despite our very tumultuous relationship, the older I get, the more I realize that I have a lot of my mom’s traits. Yeah, we’re both strong, outspoken women, but it’s more than that. Our attention to detail is insane. We’re both the biggest germaphobes you’ll ever meet. I hate Band-Aids. If the chair or a couch has a rip in it, I won’t even sit on it. I smell like rubbing alcohol because I’m always rubbing my hands with alcohol. My mom is the same way.


    If only I was like that with guys and snacks! I would be skinny and I wouldn’t have so much drama!


    Anyway, by age fourteen I had had it, so I up and moved out.


    I was convinced I’d never come back. (Story of my life.)


    I was on my own for a long time. I lived in the basement of an apartment building with some friends. All I wanted was to find a sugar daddy to take care of me. And it wasn’t long before I did. I fell in love, and I thought that I would be set for life. But things didn’t work out, unfortunately. I couldn’t make ends meet, so at nineteen I had no choice but to move back home. I felt like a failure. When I was still in school, I had teachers telling me that I wouldn’t ever make anything of myself. They said I had a bad attitude, and made bad decisions, and that I’d end up on welfare with three kids by the time I was twenty-five. At the time I thought, “You can go fuck yourself.” But there I was just a few years later, living in my mom’s basement as an adult, after five years of living independently. I ended up with a job as a waitress at Applebee’s but they demoted me to takeout server because I was too rude to actually interact with people. I had a boyfriend, Clive (you’ll hear more about him later), but not much else going on.


    I was depressed.


    Then one day, everything changed. I was watching TV on the couch, flipping through the channels, when I saw a casting call for a reality show.


    Are you a bad girl?


    “Yeah!” I said out loud, chuckling to myself.


    Do you do whatever you want?


    “Hell yes!” I practically shouted.


    Then send us your application for Oxygen’s Bad Girls Club… I had never seen the show and but I thought, “Why the hell not?” and filled out an online questionnaire.


    Apparently I wasn’t the only one who thought I’d be a good fit. The next day, I was hanging out with two of my friends, and one of them mentioned that he’d submitted an application for a reality show on my behalf.


    “What? Which show?” I asked.


    “Bad Girls Club,” he replied. I couldn’t believe it. “Why?”


    He laughed. “Tanisha, because you’re the definition of a bad girl.”


    It had been years since my performance in The Insanity of Mary Girard, years since I’d thought about being on stage and dreamed of becoming rich and famous. Sitting in my mom’s basement, with no clue what I was going to do with my life, I tried not to get my hopes up.
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