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To Mrs. Dolly Sellers


You showed me a mother’s love
when I had forgotten.
Rest In Peace.




“God gave man the strength to conquer the world, but God gave woman a vagina to conquer man.”


—TREASURE BLUE





Prologue


First off, let’s get one thing straight. If you are a hater, a broke broad, or simply a girl who believes that a woman’s place is supposedly in the kitchen, barefoot and pregnant, this book is NOT for you, so I suggest you put it down, find one of those Dr. Seuss books, and continue living in la-la land, or go wash your feet or something.


Now, for those who live in reality that are still reading I’ll assume that you are none of the above, so we can move on and you might learn a thing or two.


Let me start by telling you a little something about myself. My name is Betty Blaise—that’s pronounced “BLAZE”—I’m twenty-two, and I’m in my last year at Columbia as a psychology major. I got my own three-bedroom condo in Harlem, a 2013 X5 BMW (paid for, mind you), and all the designer clothes that’ll make Kim Kardashian envious.


I’m saying all this to say that a girl got these things all by her lonesome. Well, not everything, I did have some help but I’ll tell you about that later. But if you want to know the sweetest thing about it all, I’m still single and don’t need a man to justify my cause because I get it how I get it, and that’s all that matters to me right now.


I know what some of you are thinking, and let me clear this up right now—I’m not a stripper, dancer, or anything else these broads call it that requires them to undress and shake that ass for a dollar. I’m not knocking their hustle, but that’s not what I do. And no, I’m not a prostitute, nor do I open up my legs or sleep with men to pay my bills.


If you are still with me and want to learn more, kick back and let me share with you some of the secrets I’ve learned about men.


I’m what you may call a working student practicing the art of making love without taking off your clothes. Yes, fuck men, but I do it mentally, filling the void that many, many women choose not to do, and I make much more by doing it that way than I would lying on my back. If you think about it, it makes perfectly good sense. See, all you got to do is be aware of the mind of men and to understand that you not only have to stimulate men’s loins, but you must also equally stimulate their intellect as well, and that’s where I come in. If I could get a nickel for every time a brother tells me that’s what they are missing from his wife or girlfriend in their relationship I’d be one rich bitch.


Now here’s the second secret: a woman must learn to think like a man. Yeah, I know Steve Harvey put out a book with the same premise, but trust me, I was living this shit since he was hosting Showtime at the Apollo, so I’m hardly impressed. Let’s be real. What could a nice, happily married man who’s been out of the game for years tell women who are in the game, living and breathing this shit, how to play their position? Steve is telling you what he hears. That’s called ear hustling, and like I said, I’m knee-deep in this shit. I could sum up in ten seconds what it took him in one book to say:


BETTY’S FIVE RULES TO ANY RELATIONSHIP:


1. Never love a man who doesn’t love you back.


2. Never give a man who won’t give back.


3. Never try to keep a man who doesn’t want to stay.


4. Never cry over a man who won’t cry over you.


5. And the most important. Every man GOT to know, from the very beginning, that if they should ever disrespect or violate you for ANY reason, they MUST know you would not hesitate to leave them without looking back.


That’s all you need to know if you are just looking to have a fruitful relationship. Period!


I don’t make claims to be the prettiest girl in the world, don’t have natural hair flowing down to my ass, nor am I light skinned with hazel eyes, and I damn sure don’t have Indian in my family like all these dumb bitches be claiming.


I’m five feet ten, brown skinned, have brown eyes, and wear many different weaves. Just say I keep my shit tight. You can call me what you want, but when it comes to styling, I’m the black Erica Kane for real.


So, I know you must be wondering where I got all my game from. Well, I got it from my mother, talking to and observing the nature of men, but more importantly, studying the human mind. My mom in her day was the best that ever did it, and she passed all her knowledge down to me. She gave me her diaries, The Blaise Diaries, sort of like a family inheritance. Back in her day they called her Black Betty. I really don’t know why they called her Betty because it’s not even her name, so I don’t know where she got that from.


Unfortunately, like all playettes in the game, somewhere down the line she fucked up and paid for it by breaking the very rules she taught me. But, trust me, that will never be me. My plan is to get my doctorate degree and never have to rely on no man ever.


My mother’s downfall was that she let her heart dictate to her, instead of her head. Yes, she made a living stripping and occasionally selling her body, but my mom came from nothing and had to do what she had to do to survive. Without giving up too many details, I’m going to take you into my world and show you how it’s done and hopefully you can learn something from it. But I warn you, you must take caution when you use these secrets because things aren’t always what they seem and you’ll see what I mean.




FLY BETTY: A girl or woman, as knowledgeable in the streets as she is intelligent, and has that look and attitude that every woman wants.





BOOK 1


The Second Betty





Chapter 1


Betty Blaise agilely maneuvered her slender, almost perfectly proportioned lean body through Columbia University’s crowded hallway, taking unnaturally elongated strides, accentuating her long, stunning legs. Betty had just received her final grades in Ethics, and she was livid. Outfitted in a spectacular short red dress, expensive matching silken high-heel shoes that clacked loudly with each determined step, she made students and staff members part ways, reminiscent of the cinematic biblical scene when Moses parted the Red Sea.


With a fierce, determined face, Betty rounded the corner, reached in her Coach bag that dangled precariously over her shoulder, and pulled out a transcript before she reached the professor’s door. Betty entered the office in a blind anger, in total disregard of the PLEASE KNOCK BEFORE ENTERING sign that was displayed in bold letters on the door.


When she entered his office, Betty took three quick and deliberate steps and was already at the front of his desk in the small, cramped, paper-clustered office. “Professor Dvorkin, may I have a word with you?” she huffed, trying her best to control her anger.


Professor Dvorkin wore a fuzzy, well-worn tweed jacket, a white, cheap, collared shirt, a striped tie, and pleated blue trousers from Old Navy that saw better days, and brown loafers. His entire attire looked if he’d simply woke up, dressed, and was out the door bypassing any form of a once-over in a mirror. Professor Dvorkin’s round, salt-and-pepper bearded face peeked out from under the Wall Street Journal he’d been reading.


“Ms. Blaise, as usual, you show clear disregard for policies by overlooking the sign on my office door. Now what is it that you want, Ms. Blaise?”


Betty wasn’t in the mood for hearing his normal self-righteous syllogisms and was far too riled up for formalities. She spewed her displeasure by slamming the transcript down on his desk and demanded, “I want to know why you gave me a B in your class, Professor.”


The arrogant professor knew quite well why Betty was in his office and was fully prepared for confrontational meetings, as had happened with many of his students at the end of the semester when they received their final grades. He knew why his prized student, the one he was mystified by, who gave him more erections during class than any female student in his entire tenure of teaching had given him, was there. Betty knew in an instant he was feigning ignorance by the way he smirked as he examined the final grade on the transcript. With a shrug of his husky shoulders, he said, “Yes, I gave you a B. Congratulations; you passed my course, and now have a great day.”


“But, Professor Dvorkin, I don’t deserve the B you gave me. I got all As on every one of your tests, and I didn’t miss one single day of your classes, so why would you give me a B?”


“Yes, it’s true you aced every one of your tests and never missed any one of my classes, but—”


“See?” Betty quickly interjected, feeling she’d proven her point.


“—But,” Mr. Dvorkin repeated, “class participation is twenty percent of your grade as well and you sat duly content in the rear of the class, never once raising your hand or participating in classroom discussions.”


Betty couldn’t believe her ears that something that simple had ruined her 4.0 average. He handed her a sheet of paper, and she took it. “That, my dear, is your syllabus that all the students sign at the beginning of the semester. It clearly states my requirements for my students, and class participation is one of them.”


Betty stared dumbly at the paper as if it was a snake. “But . . .”


“But, Miss Blaise,” he mockingly repeated, “that is your signature, correct?”


Betty felt her pleas grow dire as her shoulders fell in defeat and grew desperate and did something she never did—beg. “Mr. Dvorkin, please, this is very important to me. I won’t graduate cum laude without a perfect 4.0 average, and if you give me a B, it would ruin my dream.” Betty strived and worked harder than any student in his class, but she knew she wouldn’t have a chance in hell of graduating cum laude without an A. She worked too hard and too long for anything less than perfection for four straight years and refused to let something like class participation be the determining factor, so she decided to use what got her over her whole life—her beauty and charm.


Columbia University was an Ivy League college, with some of the greatest minds from all over America vying one day to graduate summa cum laude—the best of the best—with the greatest honors. For a girl who was literally born in the gutter to a mother who was a drug addict, who later went insane, this accomplishment would be validation—redemption of her mother’s sullied past.


She softened her eyes for the professor with a pouting and glossy-lipsticked mouth and cooed with all the vocal range of an innocent little girl. “Professor Dvorkin, I agree with what you’re telling me, I really do, but do you think you can reconsider and discuss this further over some coffee? I know a great French bistro not far from here.”


Professor Dvorkin grew an instant hard-on under his trousers. He secretly lusted over black women, mainly his students—had fantasized about them for many, many years.


He had many lewd and lascivious thoughts, and he would never risk his career or his marriage, but Betty was his most prized possession in his sordid mind.


Betty recalled how at the beginning of the semester he would compliment her by saying she reminded him of the black model Naomi Campbell. She could tell by the way she caught him staring at her during class he was probably a pervert who fantasized jerking off thousands of times to his wife’s Victoria Secret magazine. Betty couldn’t deny the fact that she and Naomi could’ve been twins. She’d been told that thousands of times since the age of fifteen because of her high cheeks, robust, full lips, sharp, piecing eyes, and smooth, dark caramel skin that illuminated in light.


She was the reason he arrived at his class earlier than usual, just to get a glimpse of her, front and back view, to take to memory so he could pleasure himself off that lewd fantasy. The professor was lost for words, but recovered quickly and couldn’t wait for her to leave his office so he could potentially give himself the greatest climax yet.


“Ms. Blaise, save yourself from embarrassing yourself any further. The answer is no. It will be no today, no tomorrow, and no chance in hell.”


Betty burned with rage within and could do nothing but stare grim-faced at him. “Accept the grade you received and move on. So, if there’s nothing else, I have other students to see, thank you, Miss Blaise, and have a great day.” He coldly turned back to his Wall Street Journal, and swiveled his chair around exposing the back of his huge head.


Betty winced from his coldness. She wanted to slap him sideways, but instead, she turned on her heels and fumed out of the office.


Betty was even more upset than when she arrived, and when she exited the campus she could hardly think straight. She wanted to cry so badly but refused to accept defeat, something she never got used to. She had to think her way out of it; better yet, scheme her way out of it, she thought, and the one way to clear her head was to go home, take a bath, and get some rest before she hit the club that night since it was Friday. But first, she had to run a few errands and had some shopping to do.


Betty jumped into her 2013 BMW X5 black-on-black Jeep in haste, slamming the door, still feeling the sting of the professor’s words. She turned on the ignition, and the soulful sound of Keyshia Cole’s “Love” blared through her custom-built Bose speakers. The angst that she had just seconds earlier experienced instantly subsided, and she snuggled back into her comfortable, plush seats, closing her eyes, and sang at the top of her lungs until she was purged of any anguish. Suddenly her cellphone began to vibrate. She looked at the number and decided to take it. It was Fabian.


She and Fabian had become fast friends about five years ago, and it was he who turned her on to the secret society of the entertainment world; he was a drama queen from day one, and she liked his eye for fashion, and liked him for his honesty, directness, and ability to make her laugh. Fabian was small in stature. He had honey-hued, flawless skin that any woman would die for and was an impeccable dresser. Though he was two years Betty’s senior, he looked as if he was still in his teens.


They met at a listening party for a top rapper when Betty was denied access because she wasn’t on the party list. Fabian took notice of her because she was carrying a five thousand dollar Hermès bag. He was curious to know how such a young girl could have one, so he talked to the bouncer who he knew very well and got her in. He was very well-connected. They’d been the closest friends ever since. He worked as a sales associate at an exclusive high-end women’s clothing store on Fifth Avenue in Manhattan.


This was perfect timing because that’s where she was going anyway, and she needed the hookup at the cash register. They did this for years, and it worked out sweet for the both of them. Betty would pick out five to ten outfits that she liked; the most expensive, of course, and match them with the same number of the most inexpensive pieces. Because of Fabian’s eye for fashion, he would just ring up the least expensive pieces and place the expensive pieces in the bag. They made off like bandits for years, and Betty would give him a nice sum for his services in return.


“Hello,” answered Betty.


“Cunt, where you at?” he questioned. “They just got a new line of Marc Jacobs and Chanel in and those shits are fierce.”


“Girl, I’m on my way; I’m in my car in front of the school.”


“Well, bitch, you better get it moving cause these white ladies are already waiting for them to rack, and they will be gone by the end of the day.”


“All right, I’m coming. Bye.”


“Bye, bitch,” Fabian ended with a chuckle.


Betty never paid Fabian any mind when he cursed her because she knew he would take the shirt off his back and give it to her. She decided to take the eastside of Manhattan toward the highway, and when she approached 59th Street, she suddenly heard a lopping sound coming from her tires and pulled to the curb. She got out, checked her tires, and then cursed when she saw her front right tire was as flat as a pancake. The timing couldn’t have been worse, she thought. Betty looked around in frustration but was relieved when she saw directly across the street an auto repair station. She couldn’t believe her luck. She quickly scurried across the street and entered the shop as if she owned it and approached a Spanish guy who appeared to be working on the engine of a car.


“Excuse me, sir.”


The man, thinly built in his mid-fifties, raised his head from under the hood and was instantly taken by the beautiful young girl standing before him. He smiled and grabbed a towel to wipe the grease off his hands and answered in a thick accent, “Yes, Mami, how can I be of service to you?”


“My car just caught a flat, and I need it fixed in a hurry.”


“My name is José. Where is your car at?”


“Betty,” she answered as she pointed. “My car is right there across the street.”


He smiled. “I’m at your disposal, beautiful Betty, just lead the way.”


Betty smiled back and was very happy that he dropped what he was doing to take care of her problem. She was used to men doing that for her since she was fifteen and knew how to handle it. He looked at the flat tire and told her to drive it into the shop. When he put the truck up on the lift and removed the tire, he had bad news for her.


“Mami, this tire cannot be repaired. You need a new one.” He spun the tire around to show Betty the large hole that was in it.


Betty closed her eyes and let out a weak sigh and asked, “Well, do you have another tire that I can buy?”


“No, this is a special type by BMW; you need to purchase a new one at the factory. But don’t worry, you must have a spare one in the back.”


Betty winced, and said, “No, this one is my spare from the last flat. I left the old one in my storage room. I didn’t think I’d get a flat so quickly.”


“Oh, Mami, you got to always keep a spare with you.”


Betty knew he was right and wanted to punch herself. “Where is the factory at?” she inquired.


“On 11th Avenue by the Westside Highway.”


Betty looked at her watch and cursed.


“If you got somewhere to be, I can get the tire for you and you can come back when it’s ready, but you got to give me the money first.”


Betty wanted to kiss him because she didn’t want to lose out on the items at Macy’s. “How much?” she quickly asked.


He wiped his brow with the sleeve of his uniform shirt. “I know it’s over one hundred dollars so give one fifty just in case and you’ll be OK.”


Small price to pay, thought Betty and reached in her purse and gave him three hundred. He looked at the money and frowned.


“No, Mami, that’s way too much—”


Betty waved him off. “Don’t worry about it. You’re doing me a favor, so I’m not taking no for an answer.”


Still uneasy, he gave her a raised brow and asked with uncertainty, “Are you sure?”


Betty nodded. “I’m sure, José.” She left her cell number and asked him to call her when he finished. He happily said he would. She smiled and hailed a cab and knew she just saved well over three hours time and was on her way to Fabian’s boutique to do a shopping explosion. She decided to put the professor situation behind her—for now. She was sure she could make the good professor an offer he could not refuse.





Chapter 2


KNOW THE RULES . . .


There are rules to this shit and a woman will fare much better if she only knows the rules to the game—the man game. The way I see it, the more men you talk to, the more you learn. They are not that hard to figure out. See, once a man realizes that you’re not a typical hoochie mama, he begins to respect you. They will no longer look at you as a mere piece of ass and become protective and begin treating you like black diamonds, and you know, nobody ever leaves their expensive diamonds just lying around like house keys. No, they guard them with their lives, and when that happens—jackpot!


After that, he will give you whatever you want just to keep you, as well as give you straight knowledge—the game, which, in my opinion, is equally as important as money—most times. With wealthy or rich men, and I’m not talking about men with old money, I’m talking about the men who became rich because of their talents, their gifts, such as athletes, or people in the music industry—they are a special pedigree altogether, and it’s no longer about working harder; it’s now about working smarter.


An hour and a half later, Betty walked out of the store with over five thousand dollars worth of clothing, but her sales receipt said only nine hundred and seventy-five dollars. Betty would give Fabian his cut later that night when they met up at Club Vertigo that was having an exclusive by invitation only birthday party for an NBA player. Betty was about to hail a cab when her phone rang—it was José. Perfect timing, she thought. José told her that her car was ready and she could pick it up whenever she wanted. When she got outside, however, six bags in hand, she cursed as it began to drizzle. All she thought about was not getting her hair wet as she looked around for a cab.


Betty ran to the curb as the rain began to fall harder and waved for a Yellow Cab, in a futile effort. All the cabs had occupants so she quickly gave up, opting for the train station opposed to getting her hair wet any further. Betty hadn’t ridden the train since high school, and it seemed like a foreign experience. She didn’t even remember how much the fare was or how to work the metro card machine, so she just waited in the long line at the Sixth Avenue line token booth. She purchased a metro card and entered the subway to the F and D line to 59th Street.


When Betty got on the northbound D train, she took the first empty seat she saw, struggling with all the bags in tow.


Relieved, she patted her hair, happy that not much damaged was done, then scanned the contents of her bags, praying the rain hadn’t ruined her fine, expensive clothing. Probing through the bags, she noticed a grim, unkempt-looking man whose face was obscured by the black hooded sweater he wore standing directly in front her by the door. She could tell he was wearing headphones listening to music from the sounds that blared from under the hood. He was staring intently at her bags when their eyes suddenly locked. Never in her life had she seen eyes like his that bore straight through her—almost deathly she thought. Across from him also sat a homeless man slouched in the seat with a matted-looking jacket covering his head as he slept.


For the first time she noticed how empty the train was and cursed herself silently for forgetting how dangerous the New York City Transit System was, especially during the holiday season. She decided the best thing to do was to show no fear and match the man’s stare to leave no doubt in his mind she was far from weak and damn sure wasn’t a tourist. The man finally turned away and continued bobbing his head to the music he was listening to, allowing her to breathe again.


Never the fool, she lifted her purse flap and removed her keys out of her purse that had a three-inch flip knife attached to it and opened it, just in case. Betty learned from her Uncle Chubby to always stand your ground and fight to the death if she had to, but there was something about the man’s presence that sent chills through her spine. When the train finally pulled into 42nd Street station, the once-empty train filled quickly with commuters scattering in total disregard of discretion in a desperate search to secure a seat.


Betty tucked her bags between her legs to give the occupants some room to pass when a loud group of teenage boys ambled in just as the train doors were about to close. They were unruly and rambunctious as they walked toward the rear of the train and passed a cluster of nervous passengers. Soon, the passengers began distancing themselves from the group and headed toward the other end of the train and into another train car, sensing they would be trouble. Seeing their fear made them grow even tougher and bolder by the second. When they finally settled in the rear of the car, one of them noticed the lone girl with all the packages—Betty.


“Hey, baby,” said one of the boys, “look like you spent some crazy loot with all those expensive-looking bags you got. What you got in them?” He approached her and attempted to grab one of the bags.


“Touch my bags, motherfucker, and I’ll cut your throat.” She exposed the knife, letting them know she was no easy mark.


The teen paused in his tracks, unsure of what to do next until his friends began egging him on with taunts. “Oh shit, this nigga is scared of a bitch with a butter knife.”


It infuriated the boy and forced him to maintain his already bruised ego. He turned and leered at Betty. “Bitch, I will take that li’l-ass knife from you and take all yo’ shit!”


Betty stood up. “Then try it, motherfucker. I’m right here.”


The boy stared into the determined girl’s fiery eyes and was sure she meant it and laughed it off. “You lucky you’re a bitch and not a nigga or else I would take that Mickey Mouse knife and cut that pretty face of yours to leave you something to remind you of me for life, bitch, word to mother.”


Betty’s heart raced with adrenaline and fear, but she refused to show it and challenged his threat with her own. “Yeah, and I’ll send you back to that bitch of a mother of yours in a casket. Now try me, motherfucker! Come get some.”


His cohorts’ laughter grew louder, infuriating the young boy even further. He feigned a smile, but Betty knew her words cut through him. He waved her off and turned to walk away, when suddenly, and without warning, he unleashed a vicious brutal punch to Betty’s mouth, causing her to fall backward into her seat.


“Now, you bitch, talk that shit now.”


Betty’s head was spinning; she was dazed, but fear made her regain her equilibrium. Gripping the knife tighter she gritted her jaw and went on the attack and raised the knife high in the air when suddenly the young boy was snatched off his feet. The eerie man wearing the black hooded sweater became the assaulter. He began beating the teen like a rabid animal, digging hungrily into its prey with brutal and bone-breaking rains of punches on his young victim. The man grabbed the boy by his neck with a vile grip and lifted him to his feet and pulled him closer to his face. The young boy didn’t know what hit him, off balance, beaten to a stupor when his assailant spoke eerily through gritted teeth.


“So you want to hit girls, motherfucker?”


The helpless boy’s friends attempted to intervene by surrounding and threatening him. “Yo, let my nigga go or we fuckin’ you up, man.”


The man removed his hood from over his head, exposing a huge, hideous razor scar on the side of his face and scowled at them all. He didn’t look human; he looked almost like a wild animal with small beady eyes that favored a great white shark. He tossed the boy he had in his grip to the side as if he were a rag doll, but, at the same time, maintained a tight, secure grip on his collar. He was not quite finished with him. “Li’l nigga, don’t talk about it; be about it. Step to me and come get some.”


“It’s five of us and one of you, and I’m holding.” The boy who spoke up first reached in his waistband and coolly gripped a small caliber pistol in front of him. He just knew the man in front of him would falter and run away as he’d watched so many men and boys before in his short lifetime whenever he pulled his piece. The man tossed the dazed teen to the floor like a piece of rubbish. To the teen’s utter surprise, the man flashed a sinister, almost sadist smile and said, “Squeeze that shit.” He approached the one with the weapon.


The man stared into the young boy’s eyes who was totally transfixed. He was studying those young eyes, never batting an eyelid. At once, the teen was lost and unsure what to do next and turned his head toward his friends for answers. When he received none, he realized he had made a fatal miscalculation of judgment.


Whether it was pride, stupidity, or both, the boy chuckled and said, “Motherfucker, I ain’t gonna shoot you, my nigga, because a bum like you ain’t worth doing life over, but me and my niggas are gonna stomp yo’ punk ass out for putting your hands on my man.”


The teen stuffed his weapon back in his waistline as his three friends surrounded him from all sides and smiled. “Four on one, my nigga. Fuck are you gonna do now?”


The man was still unfazed, looking from one boy to another that surrounded him and all of them ready to pounce, and said, “Oh, I didn’t introduce you to my man?”


The young leader looked around the now-empty train and saw no one that posed a threat. “Yeah, where they at?” the boy responded with confidence.


The man simply pointed to the man slouched down sleeping in the seat. All the boys chuckled, when another said, “What, that bum is your help? It’s only two of y’all and four of us.”


They readily stepped toward the man when he answered, “That’s where you wrong, my dude. It’s me, my man right there, and 3-5-7.”


The slouching man revealed a huge .357 Magnum from under his coat, making them all stop in their tracks. They scattered, leaving their fallen friend and fleeing into the adjoining train cars. Betty, still in a daze, was even surprised by the size of the weapon and the man holding it, who was now very alert. He was dark, real dark, with wild, bloodshot eyes that looked like they hadn’t seen sleep in weeks.


The man then turned his attention back to the boy on the ground and wrapped his gargantuan hands around his collar and whispered chillingly in his ear, “Time to pay the piper, motherfucker.”


He ordered the teen to stand to his feet. “So, you want to slap women, huh, my dude?”


The young boy could not answer as he eyed the floor like a child.


“So, you said she’s a bitch, right, my man? I want you to spell bitch for me.”


The boy finally looked into his face to see if he was serious and asked, “What?”


“Motherfucker!” the man snapped. “Don’t make me have to ask you again. Spell bitch.”


The man who was slouching finally stood to his feet. He was equally intimidating at first stare, with wild, tired eyes that looked as if he hadn’t slept in weeks either, nappy dreaded hair, and dark black skin.


As the boy stared back at the weapon, almost losing his bowels, he quickly turned toward his captor and answered, “B—”


Before the boy could call out the next letter, the shark-faced man slapped him viciously across his face.


The boy cringed in pain, but was ordered to remain standing up straight.


“Finish spelling!” he ordered.


“I—”


Once again, the man unleashed another slap to his face until the boy finished spelling the word. The man looked at Betty and simply asked, “Hey, Ma, you want a piece of this?”


Betty slowly walked up to her attacker and stared him in his eyes and unleashed a vicious knee to the boy’s groin area. He instantly fell to the ground in pain, but Betty wasn’t finished with him as she kicked him in his face and ribs. Betty was breathing rapidly when she finished with him and hadn’t noticed that the train had pulled into the station. She was oblivious to all the people who were watching and applauding her. She turned to look for the man who had saved her, but he was nowhere around. Betty quickly scooped up her bags and exited the train. She couldn’t help but think about the man that saved her and how mysterious the encounter had been, but in her mind she thanked him.


When Betty finally arrived back at the auto repair station, she was met by José with a smile. He was taken aback by the blood on her mouth and inquired, “Mami, what happened to you?”


Betty shook her head, and José pointed to his mouth. “Your lip is swollen and has blood on it.”


Betty touched her mouth, not knowing she was bleeding. “Oh, I was almost mugged on the train, but I’m alright.”


José shook his head. “Oh, Mami, I’m sorry to hear that. This is why I don’t like this city anymore; we didn’t have local crime back in Cuba. The government was our only enemy.”


“Is that where you’re from?”


“Yes, I came to New York in the early eighties. I was part of that whole Cuban ‘crime wave’ as your country called it.”


“You mean the Mariel boatlift?” Betty inquired.


“Yes, Mami, you smart; you know your history,” José said with a cunning smile. “But, don’t believe everything you read, or American movies like Scarface. Not all the Cuban people were criminals; the majority is good, hardworking people. Back then, most of us were imprisoned for speaking out against about our conditions and the Cuban government. We revolted against them by fighting back, so whoever Castro suspected being against him was thrown in jail or executed. So, we formed, how you say, a community interest group and waged our own war against them just to stay alive.”


He shrugged and finished, “But, America has been good to me and my family when we got to New York and here I am.” José frowned and went to retrieve a tissue for Betty.


“In Cuba, where I’m from, the community dealt with criminals by ourselves,” he said with disgust. “We didn’t need the police to handle our crimes.”


“So, how did you deal with the criminals?” Betty asked out of curiosity, always in thirst for knowledge.


“It was swift justice. I myself was a specialist.” He saw Betty’s questioning eyes. He cautiously looked over both shoulders and whispered, “Let’s just say when I worked on their vehicles that once they got in they didn’t get out.”


José was thirteen years old when he joined the resistance and was trained to rig cars to explode when they turned on the ignition.


Betty was familiar with Cuba and Castro’s history, especially their civil revolt and knew exactly what he meant. A smile returned back to his face, and then he shrugged. “But that was long time ago. I’m an old man now.”


Betty nodded and thanked him as he helped her load her bags into her truck. When she got into the car, she immediately checked her lip in the rearview mirror and cursed at the sight of her wound. She sighed loudly, immediately debating whether she should risk going out in public with a bloated lip. Then suddenly, as if she had an epiphany, her eyes lowered to a slant and smiled almost wickedly.


She thanked him one last time, and he added, “If you ever have a criminal you can’t handle, look me up and I’ll come out of retirement only for you,” he joked.


Betty waved him good-bye and peeled away from the curb.





Chapter 3


RULE #1


Be bold. A man’s ultimate woman has always been the consummate “Freak in the sheets, but lady in the streets.” Think about Lil’ Kim, and you can call her what you want, but she made some of the hardest niggas blush when she took the microphone and told them what she wanted them to do to her sexually as opposed to what she could do to them. She flipped the game on them and played on men’s weakness—pussy!


She made men think she had the world’s gushiest pussy and the best head in the Western Hemisphere and all she did was cut out all that middle shit, the good girl image, and spoke her mind and told them, “Lil’ Kim got the ill deep throat and how she make a Sprite bottle disappear in her mouth.” She is rendering niggas silly because they never heard shit like that, and they won’t have a comeback. Sounds like some shit a man would say, huh? Again, she’s thinking like a man. If you think about it, a woman is not that much different from a man when it comes to thinking. For example, women scheme to get the paper, men scheme to get the pussy. What’s the difference?


CLUB VERTIGO 11:45 P.M.


“Oh, look at her, Betty. Isn’t that the same outfit she had on two weekends ago? Now you know that bitch is crafty,” said Fabian as he and Betty sat in the lounge area of Vertigo, an upscale nightclub located on the eastside of Manhattan on Twenty-first Street. Betty nodded. After Fabian fussed over Betty’s attack and her swollen lip, he started back gossiping about the regular attendees.


The nightclub hosted many industry parties and brought out some of the richest and most notable celebrities and athletes the city had to offer. On the flipside, it also attracted some of the hungriest gold-digging women the city had to offer. This is where Betty met most of her clients, and there were many to choose from in spite of the stiff competition.


There is a circle of women that are sort of a fraternity, unknown to the vast majority of people outside the industry, whose sole purpose and ultimate dream is to one day get impregnated by a famous and rich athlete or entertainer. This is their version of hitting the million-dollar lottery. They plan to be set for life by simply having a love child from one of them. There are, however, certain prerequisites and requirements to even be part of such an illustrious circle.


The vast majority of these young women are between the ages of nineteen to twenty-eight years old, whose faces and bodies are nearly flawless—in other words, they are drop-dead gorgeous and they know it. Most of these women learned about this society by default, through meeting one such wealthy suitor by happenstance at a big city exclusive party, restaurant, or an industry connection and became addicted to the money, glamour, and lifestyle. And once they had a taste of that inner sanctum, they couldn’t see themselves living any other way and would do ANYTHING to maintain or achieve it, by ANY means necessary.


But, great looks and a super fine body are only a mere fraction of what it takes to snag these wealthy and highly sought-after men. Luck, timing, and persistence are also determining factors, but, hands-down, the single most prerequisite is how well they can manipulate and lie—and great acting skills don’t hurt. That may sound cold and callous to some, but that is the only way to have equal footing with these kinds of men. Most of these young millionaires are arrogant and used to having thousands of women, not excluding men, cater to their every whim and beck and call. The only thing they like more than pussy is more pussy, and they don’t trust nobody but their mamas, so it would take a very special woman to ever be respected by them.


Traditionally, these women aren’t always friendly among the competition. They are sometimes divided into cliques, so they are downright mean and catty in the circle of women who they see throughout the party circle, time after time because it is a business for them. Still, they have to be cordial at best and maintain a high classy image and reputation and never act ghetto.


Betty was no such woman. She didn’t need any cliques or validation because she believed she was in a class by herself, so their tradition and rules did not apply to her—her mother had ensured her of that. She made her own rules, and that’s why all the other girls silently hated her.


There was another class or group of women that had few morals and even fewer values, but still had big ambition—and they were called jump-offs. These women did unspeakable sex acts and nothing—absolutely nothing—was forbidden, which made them too nasty to ever consider marrying, yet much needed because the wealthy elite couldn’t get satisfied like that anywhere else, not even their real girlfriends or wives. These women knew their positions and were fine with it, so long as they got paid for their services. They were despised most next to groupies by the other upper echelon society of women who felt they were not only ghetto, but they were fucking up the game for the rest of them by settling for less—much less. The inside joke about them was that if the athletes treated them to Red Lobster, gave them a bootleg Coach bag and enough money for some Ugg boots, these women were in ghetto heaven.


If these jump-offs got involved with a NBA or NFL player, who happened to be the easiest targets, they stood to gain millions if they became their jump-offs, which was a woman who had elusive rights of sex for money whenever they were in town. They didn’t care about the men having a wife or girlfriends; they knew their position and played it well. Many of these jump-offs could hit the jackpot if they came up pregnant by one of the athletes, and if that happened, they had the courts behind them. From then on, they could live very comfortably for the rest of their lives on Easy Street.


Some of these women knew their man used condoms when having sex with them, but what these scandalous women would do was try everything in their power to convince them it was safe to have sex with them because they were on the pill. If all else failed, they would prick small holes in the condoms and pray that they would come up pregnant that way. In extreme circumstances, some women would go as far as to retrieve the used condom and use a turkey baster to suction out the sperm and inject it into their vaginas, hoping to come up pregnant that way. If that didn’t work, and as a last resort, they took matters into their own hands and blackmailed the men by saving the sperm for the right moment and framing them by saying they were raped and threaten to go to the police if they didn’t post millions of dollars into their bank account. The person was likely married and the publicity would kill him, so a couple million was a small price to pay to keep their reputation intact.


RULE #2


After a man romances you, takes you on fabulous trips, and spends a gang of money on you, and you are still not feeling him, don’t drag out the relationship. Never get greedy—just end it. No matter how close the two of you get, you got to end the relationship in a timely fashion or it will blow up in your face.


Because, despite how protective he may feel about you and how he believes you are his friend, his very nature is to feel that he still can hit that so he will never give up trying. Two things will happen after that if you don’t break it off: either he will become obsessed with you and you’ll end up with a stalker, or he will grow cruel and get fatal attraction on your ass.


Either way, you are fucked. To offset this, you will have to give him what I call the ninety-day rule. Three months is ample enough time to gain his confidence and a hefty sum to help out with, say, your mortgage, car note, and tuition, get it? On the flip side, it’s just enough time to make a break without him catching feelings behind it.





Chapter 4


NINETY DAYZ . . .


When they arrived at the party, they were immediately given access and escorted to The Platinum VIP area. This part of the night was fun for Betty and Fabian as they watched all the desperate girls flaunt callously, vying for the men’s attention.


“Great day in the morning, Betty, look at Sherri play herself out,” said Fabian, as they watched one of their acquaintances follow behind an A-list rapper around the club like a puppy.


“Yeah, I see. The girl doesn’t know when to stop. She should have gotten the hint when he stopped taking her calls,” said Betty with a chuckle. “These chicks just don’t get it. Acting like that will only make him distance himself from her.”


“Oh, Lord,” said Fabian, “look like the security gonna get a free blow job tonight. He’s letting them in the VIP.”


“Please, bitch. I see you waiting for Main Man right now, and it’s way past your so-called ninety-day rule.”


“Don’t even try to play me like I’m a chicken. I keep my shit tight, and it’s only been eighty-one days, and I’m cutting him off tonight.”


Fabian turned his lip up. “Well, if you don’t want him, slide him my way because I think he’s on the down low anyway. I see how he look at me.”


Betty simply laughed him off and responded, “Why do you think everybody is on the D.L., Fabian?”


“’Cause I know my people. Trust me, Main Man is down with the program. You may be getting a degree in psychology, bitch, but I already got a Ph.D. in common sense, from the University of Spotting Niggas on the Down Low, and Main Man graduated first in his class.”


Betty couldn’t help but laugh out loud. “Fabian, you were the first one complaining he doesn’t like you. What makes you think he would ever want to get with you?”


Fabian quickly responded, “And those be the main ones who want to get with. Trust me, I been in the life for a long time and seen the hardest thugs you ever want to see when they in the public, but behind closed doors . . .” Fabian rolled his eyes, pursed his lips, and said, “Girl, they turn into a little fairy lifting up their tutu while bending over for you to do them.”


Betty frowned. “You are so crazy.”


“I’ll be crazy, but if I tell you a duck can pull a damn truck, you need to shut the fuck up.”


Betty chuckled loudly as Fabian continued. “But, what you need to do is direct him over to my fine ass and let a bitch like me rock his world and I’ll have him quacking like a dead duck, and then he won’t have to worry about your conceited ass.”


Betty just waved him off. “Fabian, you are full of it.”


“Anyway,” Fabian remembered “where’s my eight hundred dollars you owe me from today?”


Betty reached inside her purse and pulled out an envelope and gave it to him. Fabian was so excited he began bouncing up and down in his seat.


“Did I tell you we got a shipment of Chanel handbags coming in next week?”


“I’ll see you then,” Betty laughed. They sat back and chatted about everyone in the club when suddenly their rivals took a seat behind them chatting loudly. Betty and Fabian knew nearly every one of them, but there was always one who would simply be over the top and spiteful for no other reason but jealousy. That one was a girl named Sherri. She was young and drop-dead gorgeous. She was a regular in the music video circuit, but was renowned for even more famous oral skills and the ability to never say no. But her ghettoish, childish, and petty behavior made nearly everyone detest being around her—and she hated Betty, especially because she knew that her ex, Main Man, was with her.


“I remember when I was fucking Main Man . . .” Sherri said loud enough for Betty and Fabian to hear, trying to draw a reaction. “His dick was so big I refused to fuck him anymore. I just let him eat my pussy. He called me last night and said he wanted to fuck this gushy sweet shit, but I told him I couldn’t because I just got my pussy back in shape from last time.”


Betty and Fabian couldn’t help but laugh at her stupidity and couldn’t help from showing it. They laughed so hard that she grew vexed and said under her breath, “Black bitch,” then she walked away in a huff with her friends.


Main Man was a dashingly handsome and popular rapper from Queens. He was only twenty-five years old and already had been in the entertainment business for nearly eight years with many hit records under his belt. He was known to have dated many beautiful women, mainly industry groupies or predatorial women that actively sought out wealthy public figures. He had a reputation for beefing with many rappers, and then putting out diss records. He remained in the news and in magazines, which is the reason he stayed so fresh and relevant.


Betty first saw him over a year ago at his listening party for the release of his first single on his fourth album. Tons of pretentious women were flocking Main Man that evening and literally threw themselves at him—everyone except Betty who Main Man first noticed.


He had seen her many times after that at various functions and after-parties, and she always held a high degree of class about her he thought, and he became curious that night.


Main Man sent one of his boys over to her to ask if she wanted to come over to meet and have a drink with him. Betty turned to look at who the man was talking about. She saw who it was and saw that he was surrounded by a host of scantily dressed and beautiful women. She smiled at the man and asked politely, “So, what is he drinking?”


The man smiled knowingly and answered, “We drinking Dom, baby. What do you know about that?”


Betty was not impressed. “Tell him I said no thanks,” she said politely. “I only drink the top of the line champagne.”


The man took offense and said, “What the fuck you know about the top of the line shit? That shit is five hundred dollars a bottle! You can stay right here sipping on that cheap-ass drink you drinking with your broke ass!”


He walked off in a huff and told Main Man what had happened and went about his business. Moments later, a bar runner came over to Main Man’s lounge area with a bottle of champagne standing in an ice bucket. Main Man immediately waved at the employee and informed her, “Lady, I didn’t tell you to order me any more champagne.”


He examined the bottle closer and continued. “Especially that red label shit.”


The employee continued placing napkins and glasses around the table. “This is already paid for.”


He immediately asked, “By whom?” The bar runner gestured with her head over her shoulder. “The lady over there wearing all white.”


RULE #3


Wealthy men will always remember how women treated them when they were poor and broke, versus how they are treated now that they have money—a huge difference, and they will definitely know you are only interested in them and are out for their loot, so they don’t trust anybody but their mama. They are very guarded when they are dealing with women and will almost always look at you as a ho before a housewife. But, no worry, they are still a man, and they have needs.


My job is to exploit that fact and do the very opposite of what they are normally used to and what other women would do. For instance: Say you’re in a club and a guy taps you on your shoulder and asks you your name. What you do is do the very opposite and ask him for his name. If he tells you some shit like, “My name is Sincere” or “E” or whatever street name they fancied back on the block, ask him what his mother calls him, and go by that. Then if you are really feeling him, he will ask to buy you a drink. Once again, flip that shit on him and offer to buy him a drink instead. This will be like speaking a foreign language to him; he won’t understand it, and you just separated yourself from the hundreds of women he is used to dealing with.


Now this is important. When it comes to the number exchange, never give out your number, never; only take his. If he is really feeling you, which he is, he will be waiting for your call and that’s when everything will fall into place.


Their eyes immediately honed in on Betty, and Main Man looked at his cohort he sent over to talk to her. “How much did she pay for the bottle?”


The bar runner looked at the bill receipt. “Seven hundred and fifty dollars even. That’s the most expensive champagne we have in the house. Dom Pérignon Rose.”


Main Man was speechless as he stared at Betty with even more interest. He quickly reached inside his pocket and pulled out a wad of money and peeled off eight one hundred dollar bills and handed it to her. “Give this back to her and keep the change.” She took the money, nodded, and walked off.


He was baffled. Nothing like that ever happened to him before, and it bruised his superstar ego. He instantly wanted to possess or conquer the strange and eccentric woman in white. Learning from his first mistake, he went over to her shortly after and introduced himself to her formally. He was immediately smitten by her natural beauty, grace, and especially—her mind, and was strung ever since. The more they dated, he soon learned that Betty wasn’t the typical woman he was used to being out with and treated her with nothing but the utmost respect.


What intrigued him the most was that she seemingly did not want or need anything from him. He saw how she lived, what she drove, and the career that she had and that rendered him defenseless because he had never met a woman like her who carried herself that way.


Betty began to show him how to manage his money better and how to carry himself better in the public and changed him into a totally different person in a matter of months. It wasn’t long before he began to give her anything she wanted without her even asking. Betty knew he was sprung when he gave her her own American Express Black Card that had an unlimited spending limit. Main Man would have given her anything, she knew, but being true to the game and knowing the nature of the young, rich, and famous, it was best if she ended the relationship, the sooner the better.


When Main Man finally made his way over, Fabian whispered in Betty’s ear, “All right, girl, your soon-to-be ex just entered the club. Make sure you don’t leave me. I need a ride home.”


Betty nodded. Fabian stood up and said, “Time for me to go on the prowl. I might wind up getting lucky and find one of those super-homo thugs up in here.”


The extravagant huge club was filled with a mixture of celebrity entertainment figures and high-profile athletes, and everyone wanted to meet Main Man. It took Main Man thirty minutes just to make it over to the plush VIP room where Betty was because everyone wanted to talk to him or shake his hand. Main Man was a popular rapper that was on the come up and projected to be the next huge rap sensation, maybe even bigger than Lil Wayne one day. Though he had a platinum-selling album out and millions of fans, Betty knew that he still had a lot of growing up to do because he was a typical kid from the ghetto that wasn’t used to newfound money and blew through it like it was going out of style before he met her. She taught him how to manage his money better.
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