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“I do believe in serving the Lord and trying to do everything that is pleasing to God. I’m twenty-three and just graduated from the College of Theology here in Atlanta. I plan to follow in my Father’s footsteps (heavenly and earthly) and minister to people’s souls. My name is Omar I’m 5’11 and one hundred and fifty pounds of dark brown flesh. I also am packing nine and a half. That’s what he made me write.”

“I ain’t made that nigga write nothing. He wrote that nine and a half shit himself. Left Bug Tussle Alabama to come up here and go to Preacher School. Nigga be doing his ministering in the clubs. They call me Rock Hardwood. I strip. That’s how I serve niggas. I dance and sling my ten in their sweaty faces close to their greedy lips for tips. I’m six-one, and yella as honey. Me and my muscles and this ten and a half dance for your money.”

“As you can see, he’s not trustworthy. He won’t give his real name. At first he said ten, and now it’s ten and a half. I go out to the clubs because friends invite me. How can I serve the needs of man, If I don’t know the dark deeds of man?”

“Yeah right, nigga.”

“I wish he wouldn’t call me that.”

“You was answering to it the other night in your room. I heard that deep voice in your room calling you nigga this and nigga that. ‘Nigga, get on your knees!’ ‘Nigga, open your mouth!’”

“I was under duress.”

“You was under dick. That’s what you was under.”

“The reason why we are roommates is not for me to listen to criticize me. It’s to ease each other’s financial burdens. Your dingaling swinging is not enough to help you pay rent and your car note.”

“And who told you to get this bourgie two thousand dollar a month apartment here in Buckhead Atlanta? You ain’t got you no church members to fleece yet. Trying to live high on the hog.”

“You don’t give a damn about none of the people who give you their hard earned dollars. At least I’m trying to send souls to Heaven.”

“They in heaven when they touch my big greasy veiny dick.”

“Keep that thing in your pants. It’s evil and a tool of Satan. I watch how you lure men toward hell with your dick. I watch how the veins swell up around it and how the precum drips from the tip like nectar, and those foolish men fall to their knees and lick the drops as if it’s holy water.”

“If my dick bothers you, why don’t you stop barging in on me when I’m in the bathroom? I do recall you watching intently yo’self the other night at the club. I bet I be the subject of your dreams. No doubt I was the subject of your Junior Sermon on Adam and Eve you preached at that big ass church you go to. My dick was your “serpent that tempted Eve.” They said you really preached. Your’ Daddy Eddie Longlegs had to get up and shout. My dick be the serpent and you be Eve. Eve who barges in on his roommate every time he be in the shower.”

“I don’t barge in on you. I do wish this apartment had more than one bath. This is so inconvenient two bedrooms and a Hollywood style bathroom. You could lock the door if you wanted to. “

“I did lock it, but the lock mysteriously broke. You got a toilet and sink on your side of the tub you know.”

“The linen closet is on your side. And you know how clumsy I am. Always breaking things.”

“I like it when we both be on our toilets shitting at the same time.”

“That’s disgusting. I do not plan that. Our bodies seem to be on the same clock. I’m going to put a radio on my side of the bathroom to drown out your awful noises.”

“All I’m goin’ to do is open the door and let you smell it.”

“You are the most disgusting roommate I ever had.”

“And the finest. That’s why I’m here. You told your fat classmate at the preacher school...”

“College of theology...”

“College of The hoes. You tol’ that fat nigga you didn’t have no spare room just so I could move in. There was no room in the inn for Big Ben. Lawd!”

“I’m interested in your half of the rent and nothing else.”

“Well I’m interested in all of your ass and maybe something else.”

“It will never happen. I’m a Christian young man with morals and dignity.”

“I’m a Christian with balls and dick. I speak the truth about who I am.”

“I speak the truth about me also.”

“Yeah like when you walk into my room late at night just wearing a towel.”

“I have the decency to put on something. I got up to get a drink of water. I heard your music playing and asked if you wanted a drink. I’m not like you darting through the house butt naked or standing on the patio in the wee hours of the morning butt naked smoking that stuff, or greeting your visitors at the door butt naked, or cooking butt naked. Some hot grease is going to pop you down there and make you wish you had worn an apron.”

“You sure know all the times I’m naked. I think you got a cam in here.”

“I have no such thing.”

“I know when you naked too.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Like when you tip into my room late at night and stand there watching me breathe.” 

“Nigga, please. You must be dreaming.”

“I made you say “nigga.” You got a little bit of street dog in you.”

“I am a Christian and proper young man.”

“When you take your clothes off to clean my room and lay on my bed right in the middle of my funk—is that proper?”

“I do no such thing.” 

“Oh?”

“Ok, you caught me naked cleaning the house once because I thought you were gone whoring for the day over on Auburn Avenue.”

“I told you I was coming back in fifteen minutes. You get naked and put on perfume every time you clean the house, nigga?”

“I was trying to hide the funk in this house.”

“And I smell that shit you like to wear all mixed up in my bed covers.”

“That’s a lie. It’s the scent of one of your weak tramps you smell. I’m not the only man who wears Calvin Klein.”

“You the only one I know who sprinkle it around your stomach and ass. That’s where I smell it. Right around where somebody’s belly or ass been laying in my bed.”

“You have a very active imagination. I guess it takes all of that to deal with the creatures pawing after you and to pretend you’re providing a ‘public service.’”

“I am providing something better than your preaching. At least they have something to jack to when they get home. I know I done helped many a nigga fall asleep imagining I was making love to them. Jacking is safe sex.”

“I wouldn’t know. The bible speaks about God killing Onan for ‘spilling his seed.’”

“I don’t know about Onan, but I know you like it all over your chest, nigga. You want some more don’t you?”

“How dare you snatch my towel!”

“Get on the floor! Get down on them bony knees.”

“But Daddy, the ceramic bruises my knees.”

“I’ll bruise your head if you don’t do like I say.”

“Yes, Daddy!”

“Open your mouth. Wider than that. Wider nigga. Pull your lips apart so I can shove all my dick in your mouth. Don’t want to feel your teeth scraping it. Yeah let me hit them tonsils. Yeah. Keep them lips wrapped around it. I don’t care about you gagging. Gag, nigga! You better keep my dick in your mouth. That’s it nice and slow. Yeah I like to see that spit dribbling down your chin. You slobbering like you ain’t ate for days. Slobber nigga! Slobber! Now lick them nuts.”

“Daddy your nuts so big.”

“Shut up talking and stuff ‘em in your mouth. Yeah roll ‘em. Let your tongue slide over them hairy nuts. Yeah puff them jaws out like a chipmunk. That shit feels good. Now suck my head some more. Just the head, nigga. Damn, your lips feel like an asshole. All tight. Put some Vaseline on them lips. Damn lips tighter than a seventeen year olds’ ass. That’s right keep them lips tight. Whew! All right that’s enough of that shit now. Get up and grab my dick. Lead me to your room.”

“But I just made my bed... Ow!”

“What I tell you about talking back to me? You’ll get some more of this belt. Now lead me to your room. Squeeze it hard and lead me to your pretty pink bed, nigga. Crawl up in that bed. Keep that ass in the air. Rub your big nipples across the bedspread. Your hard nipples spreads your asshole like a flower openin’ up. Now wink that asshole at me nigga while I stick my tongue up in it.”

“Oh, Daddy, you’re tongue’s so long. I feel it tickling my heart, Daddy.”

“I wish it was long enough to come up your throat. Your ass smell good, nigga.” 

“Your tongue feels good. So rough and hard. I like it just as much as your dick. Ooh spread my legs. Ooh put your head up in my ass.”

“Ow!”

“I give the orders! Now make that ass wink and pucker like a one eyed nigga! That’s it! Now Preach your little sermon like you did last time.”

“That’s blasphemy...Ow!”

“I said, preach nigga!”

“Oh Lord I want this dick, this fine hot dick between my ass cheeks. Oh yes Jesus. I need this dick Lord. I want that staff that you gave Moses, Jesus!. God, I want this serpent that you sent to tempt Eve, Lord! I want this dick. I want it to part my ass like the red sea. I want this dick. I want it to crucify me Lord. I want this dick to raise me up like you raised Lazarus.”

“That’s it, nigga. Preach!”

“I want this dick every morning, noon, and night, Lord! I want all of this dick up in me. I want my ass to swallow this dick like that whale swallowed Jonah. And like Jonah, I want my ass to hold that dick and rock that dick and nurse that dick for three days, before it spits in the land of Nineveh. Oh Lord. I want that dick, Jesus.”

“Keep preaching nigga, while I beat your asshole with this dick.” 

“Lord help me bear this cross.”

“That’s it! Call on Jesus to help you take this dick. Tell him to come down off that cross!”

“Please don’t make me say such things.”

“Don’t tell me what to do, nigga. I’m your Daddy. I’ll make you read the bible as I fuck you. How you like that? Don’t fuck with me.”

“Ow! Daddy, why you spanking me so hard?”

“For watching me when I sleep.”

“Ow! Daddy!”

“For laying in my bed when I’m not home.”

“Ow! Daddy.”

“For jacking in my bed. Reach under your pillow and get that Magnum Super. Slide it up my dick with your lips. Yeah that’s the way. Now get your grease. I like the way you keep that shit in an oil can. Makes it easy to lube that pretty brown asshole. You goin’ to be my pussyboy?”

“Ohh Daddy, yes! Oooh That hurts so good. Oh Daddy. I will be your good pussy boy. Oh Daddy yes!”

“Turn over and wrap your legs around my waist. I like the way your heels massage my ass.”

“Ohh Daddy yes! I want you deep in me. Deeper, daddy. Deeper. Fill my ass with all that dick.”

“Damn Nigga. Oooh that shit feels good. Oooh nigga ohh nigga ohh nigga Dig in harder with your heels.”

“Oh Daddy. Make them balls slap my ass, daddy, Make them balls slap my ass! Oh Daddy daddy, yes!”

“Omar Omar Omar! Aw shit nigga! Aw shit. Shit. Damn. Damn. Damn. Ooh shit, nigga.”

“Was it good, Daddy? Was that ass good?”

“You made me call your name, nigga.”

“And you made me cum all over my stomach.”

“I don’t see no cum, nigga. Where your cum at?”

“Oooh, nigga, you so nasty. Let me kiss you, so I can taste me.”
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I’m Sister Clarabell Hocklight. I live next door to these young men in this apartment my daughter and son-in-law pay for twenty miles from them. They call this Buckhead. They live in Stone Mountain. Now don’t get me wrong, the apartment is nice and all. Has a double microwave oven and a Jacuzzi bathtub. I don’t know if them water jets hitting the intimate parts of the human body is pleasing to the Lord. But they please the body of a widowed “mature” Christian woman as myself. But still, I’m twenty miles from my daughter and grandchildren. Now if my daughter had any sense she would have put that husband out here in this apartment and kept her mother who can offer good advice on diet and raising children close to her. But that ain’t what happened at all.

So I was out here a month when a nice Christian young man moved in next to me. He was so polite—just a skinny little thing with pretty baby teeth. I would hear him and his friends having late night bible discussions. He told me he went to Pastor Long’s Rebirth Born Again Cathedral of Saints Church of Holiness. I was intending to bake him a nice pie as soon as I got over this arthritis spell. Then a week later, I saw what was built like a Roman Soldier from the time of Jesus move in. Well I guess you can call it moving in. It was fast car roaring, tires screeching to a halt, and out comes a duffle bag and one of them flat TV’s. Life next door has not been the same. It’s just all kinds of moaning’s and groaning’s and hog noises like you ain’t never heard. Sounds like a pig farm over there. Men with long hair and women with short hair going in and out all times of the day and night. I was talking to a Policeman about it. He said I’d need to have some kind of real concrete knowledge of illegal stuff going on over there before they could look into it. He asked what did I see? Well, it ain’t seen nothing. What I can see? It’s what I can hear that concerns me. He said I needed to be specific. I gets me a big Bama Apple Butter Jelly Glass, so I can hear more specifically. And Lord my ears catch on fire!

Sister Betty was out here to visit me the other day, bless her heart. I let her listen with one of my smaller jelly glasses pressed to the wall.

“Sister Hocklight, what in the world are they doing? Who is he calling daddy?” Sister Betty looked at me with eyes wide as silver dollars.

“I think that thing with the braids is the one he calling daddy.”

“Lord such gagging and choking. Is he killing the boy?”

I took Sister Bettys Jelly glass and poured her a little shot of Jack Daniels to calm her nerves. “I started to call the cops one night until I heard them cooing and figured I’d better mind my own business.”

“And you say they go to Pastor Long’s Church?”

“One of them do. The smaller cute one with the short hair and long eyelashes. He came over to borrow a cup of sugar for a cobbler he was making for his Church. Such a sweet boy.”

“What’s his name?”

“O...Omar I think he said.”

“Has the other one introduced hisself?”

“Naw that rude devil just stand in the door way in his drawers letting in and letting out all kinds of funny looking men.”

“Did you ask the nice boy, who that thing was?”

“Yes I did. He said he was a roommate. He needed someone to help pay the rent. I asked him how much the rent was?”

“Sister Hocklight, don’t you know how much the rent is out here?”

“Heck no, Sister Betty. My Daughter’s heathen husband made her pay up the rent for a whole year and didn’t tell me a thing about the cost.”

“Well I guess they didn’t want to burden you.”

“I’m burdened enough with the shenanigans going on next door, Sister Betty.”

Sister Betty just shook her wig wearing head. Then they started up again next door and me and Sister Betty emptied our glasses and stuck them against the wall to hear some more of that Satan’s work.

I do think that Omar boy is a Christian boy, but he is beholden to that devilish one with them braids lapping around his neck and them broad shoulders. I hear them over there now. I think a woman is over there with them. Well I guess you call it a woman. She built like a Mack truck in my opinion. But here take this jelly glass and listen to what they’re up to.

******
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“I see you’ve finally come out for air. Lord, I don’t know how much more of these foul goings on in this house I can take.”

“What you talking ‘bout, nigga?”

“I’m talking about you and that fish basket you have in your room.”

“What about her?”

“All I’ve heard all day is her hideous screaming and you banging that headboard as if you were trying to break through the wall. And evidently you’re not finished. Here you are standing in the kitchen with that thing of yours all wet with her juices.”

“Some good juice too. I was knocking her back out.” 

“I was so embarrassed. My Bible Study group in here trying to study the word of the Lord while listening to all of that ungodly screaming.”

“You punks should have come joined us.”

“Hah! That’s quite funny. My senses were was assaulted enough by her running out of your room in her lace panties and those big tits flopping all over the place and those hideous black berry sized nipples.”

“She got some big ones.”

“And then you came running right behind her with that thing swinging from side to side like a club or some evil snake.”

“You sho was paying attention to her and me.”

“How could I not? You two glistened with lust and iniquity. I hope no one reports back to Pastor Long, what kind of den I’m living in.”

“You should invite him over to watch next time.”

“What? And have the man fall out with a heart attack?”

“Ain’t nothing gonna fall off his ass but that two-bit rug he wear on his head.”

“His hair appliance is worth much more than that cheap Jezebel lying in that lair of yours.”

“She said she wanted to meet your ass. She said, ‘Who dat coffee colored nigga in them tight ass jeans?’ I told her that’s my punk roommate. She said she like punks. She’s a dyke. I’ve seen her put on a strap-on and wreck a punk’s ass.”

“Well that would explain why she hasn’t gagged and barfed all over the place after sucking that ass smelling piece of yours. I’m sure she’s been sucking it like a popsicle.  And move yourself out the way so I can get to the bananas on the counter. I’m going to make a banana pudding. I hope you haven’t shoved one up her ass or that vagina of hers. Ow! Go slap her ass like that.”

“You gonna make the banana pudding in your draws?”

“There’s nothing wrong with being comfortable. Besides, I’ve had a nice shower washing the funk in the air off me. Ow! If you slap my ass one more time...”

“What you gonna do, nigga—open it wider for daddy?

“I’ll do no such thing. Get on back to Jezebel. I think I hear her growling.” 

“Come in the room with us.”

“Keep on wanting and wishing. Fish is not on my menu. Ow! Let my arm go. Stop pushing me!”

“Baby this is Omar. He gonna join us for some fun.”

“Pleased to meet you, Ms. Baby. I’m a Youth Minister at my church. I would love to join you two, however I hear the Lord calling me to fight the devil.”

“He go to Daddy Longlegs church—Rebirth. He one of Longlegs’ special punks. Oh Yes—he just as sweet as he looks.”

“I’m a Junior Minister in training for service to the lord.”

“You going to service this dick. Take off them draws. You impolite, got on draws while the rest of us is naked.”

“Since when have you been reading Miss Manner’s column on naked etiquette?  Ow! How dare you snatch my Versace undies. Those things cost more than a night of your tips from the boys at the club.  Oh? Did I say too much? I’m sure you haven’t told Ms. Baby about your illustrious occupation.”

“You ain’t going to be doing much more talking. Them lips about to be busy.”

“Ow! Stop choking me. Get my head from under your hairy musty arms.”

“Shut your ass up, nigga or you’ll get some more of this belt. Baby, put some of that lipstick on them thick lips of his. Yeah get that nigga’s lips nice and greasy and red. Yeah, now put some on your lips. I want my dick covered in lipstick. Yeah that’s it. Now y’all get busy and give me some brain.” 

“How dare you push me down there with this tramp.”

“Hold up! Baby, take this belt and whack that niggas ass a few times. Beat him like you his step mama. Teach him some manners.”

“Ow! Lord.  Lord help me!”

“You gonna act right now? Huh nigga?”

“Yes Daddy!”

“And?” 

“Yes Mommy!”

“What you gonna do to Daddy’s dick?”

“Suck the juice out of it.”

“Aight then. And what you gonna do with Mama’s pussy?”

“Lord, I’m truly in hell now. Please don’t make me! Please don’t make me go down there! Please don’t!”

“Aight, nigga, I don’t want you throwing up all over the place. But you gonna suck them nipples though.” 

“I will do no such thing. I don’t want those hideous things near my mouth. And take your finger out of my ass.”

“This finger in your ass got that mouth wide open. You like that don’t you, nigga?

“Ooh. Oh, Daddy. Oh yes, Daddy.”

“Now what you gonna do with them nipples?”

“Lick them and suck them for daddy.”

“Yeah that’s what I want to hear. Hold up. Let me put some of this whipped cream on them.”

“I was saving that for the banana pudding I’m making for Pastor Long, Daddy.”

“Daddy Longlegs need some of this sweet pussy pie. He’d let you punks alone if he had some of this. I’m going to video this shit.”

“Lord I’m ruined. My face will be all over one of those hideous internet sex tubes. Ow!”

“Shut up that talking and get to licking and sucking. Yeah that’s it. Suck them big nipples. Run that tongue over them. Yeah work the tip of that tongue over each nipple. Yeah swirl it around. That’s it make ‘em stick out.  Yeah. Now nibble them. Look at you turning them red as strawberries with your lipstick. That whipped cream must be good to ya. Damn nigga! You sucking them like they baby bottles. Yeah that’s what daddy likes to see. Suck them nipples. Poke them red lips out. Kiss each nipple. Softly. Kiss ‘em like they some lips. Flick that tongue over them.” 

“Yeah that’s hot baby. I told you it would be. Got you ready to cream, I know. But don’t cum yet. Get ready to do your thing.”

“What is that she’s strapping on? It looks like a bazooka. I’m out of here.”

“You ain’t going nowhere, nigga. Spread them ass cheeks.”

“Ow! Help! I’m being assaulted by the Queen of the Amazon!”

“Shut your ass up and pooch that booty toward this camera. Go on, baby, grease it up good. Slide that thang in. Yeah work that nigga’s hole. We ‘bout to get rich from FUCKTUBE DOT COM.”

“Lord, I’m ruined. I know for sure I’ll be thrown out of the church.”

“Here let me throw these lace panties over your head. Now nobody can see your face.”

“Oh my God! Has she been soaking these things in a fish tank or what?”

“Shut up, nigga! Yea ease that strap-on up in that ass a little more, baby. I want you to hit that niggas’ g-spot.”

“Ooh! Oh, Lord, yes!”

“You got it baby. Yeah slap that nigga’s ass.”

“You like what she’s doing to that ass, nigga?

Yea, Daddy.  Oh, Ms. Baby. Oh, work that ass. Oh work it.”

“Make that nigga’s ass clap, baby! That’s it. I wanna hear plenty booty clapping. That’s it. Make that ass sound like a firecracker. Now turn over and ride that dildo, nigga. Yeah hold up, let me slip them panties back over your head. Now grab her tits nigga and ride that piece. That’s right, ride it like you’re on a bucking horse. Yeah nigga, you’re at the rodeo. Ride nigga ride! Make it smell funky up in here.”

“Lord, I can’t believe this is me. Ohh I’m about to come! I’m going to come. Oh Lord! Oh Yes! Yes!  Whew. That was good. Now I think I’ll go wash up and fry us some fish.” 

“You ain’t going nowhere, nigga. We ain’t through with you. Now both of you get down there. Daddy needs some head. Baby, you get on one side and nigga, you on the other. That’s it. Both of you work your lips over this ten.”

“Nine and a half.” 

“Shut the fuck up! Yea now go up and down. Pucker them lips out nigga. Pooch ‘em out like you an African. Yeah look ugly. I like to make a pretty nigga and a pretty bitch look ugly. They call me the transformer. I turn pretty into ugly. Both of y’all look up at me. Slide them lips up and down that pole. Baby, suck the head while this nigga slides his lips up and down my shaft. That’s it. Tag team that dick.  Ooh Yeah. Switch places. Yeah nigga flick that tongue over that pee hole. Ooooh. Damn. Okay baby, now you lick my ass while this nigga bags these nuts. Yeah baby put that tongue all up in that hole. Yeah pretend like it’s your girlfriend’s pussy.  Ooh baby your tongue feels like a vibrator. Oh, girl. I know why bitches be runnin’ after you. Keep them nuts in your mouth nigga. That’s it. Oooh, I’m about to bust. Switch places. Get your tongue up in my ass, nigga. Pretend you eating that banana pudding that Preacher Longlegs love so much of. Yeah, girl, pull on them nuts. Damn y’all making me look ugly. I can’t wait to get this on Fuck Tube.  Oh Shit! Whew!  Put your faces together and open your mouths. Damn! Damn! Damn! Get that nut. I’m going to bust on both your faces. Yeah that’s it. Stick your lips out.  Oooh shit, I’m coming! Damn! Whew. Lick it off each other’s face. Yeah. That’s it. Lick that shit off each other. Y’all some hot mother fuckers. I’m gonna be rich!”

****
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“OW! WHY ARE YOU POPPING my ass now? I did what you wanted me to do with that tramp.”

“Yeah, but you look like you was enjoying it too much.  Bend your ass over. I’m ‘bout to put you back in your place. Make sure you remember my dick’s name. You was too much into her strap-on. What’s my dick’s name?”

“Big Poppa, Daddy. Her dick was good, but yours is always the best.”

“Well bend over and grease that hole. Spread it wide for ‘Big Poppa,’ before I put some stripes on that ass.”

“Yes daddy. Ooh, Big Poppa smells like pussy.”

“He’s fixing to smell like ass now.”

“Let me sniff Big Poppa.”

“Get your freaky ass down there. I thought you didn’t like pussy.” 

“It smells good on your dick, daddy.”

“Lick it, nigga.”

“It taste good too, Daddy. Can I suck it, before you stick it in my ass?” 

“Damn straight, nigga!”

“Ooh Daddy make me gag on your pussy dick. Ohh yes, Daddy. That pussy smell all on your balls. It’s all in your dick hairs. Oh, Daddy give me all of that sweet pussy dick. Make me your bitch boy, daddy!”

“You love, Big Poppa, nigga?”

“I love every inch of him.”

###
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“LORD, SIS. CLARABELL, I swear Satan is in that apartment.”

“He sure is, Sister Betty.”

“I need me another shot of Jack Daniel’s.”

Poor Sister Betty had to have three shots of Jack before her nerves calmed down. My nerves have been clamed down for a long time. I was married to a man for forty years. Well what else could I be married to? He been dead for twenty. So I’ve had a long time to calm down. Sister Betty, she ain’t never been married. She thinks all mens is some kind of King on a white horse. Well she needs to stay unmarried until the day she dies. A man is a dangerous and a book of secrets. 

Now take my daughter. She thinks her husband is all of that. She let him rule her. She scared of his fists. Now he don’t physically hit her. His fist is all psychology and booming voice. Women let men rule over them like they is some kind of children. That negro’s name is Saul. But it ought to be Sally. My Daughter, she going to find out his secret. Me? I think I already know. He got more twist in his walk than that girl singer Beyonce. Yeah, my daughter going to find out soon enough. Then her nerves is gonna be worked up. She’s gonna come get her Mama out of this boxy ass apartment to be by her side. You’ll know soon enough. The computer don’t keep no secrets. This next stuff I heard, like to have burned my ears off. I had to pour boiling water in my jelly glass and set it in the sun for three days. A certain preacher is all mixed in with this shit. I mean this stuff.
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