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INDERA: My Whole Life Has Changed




Hello there. I’m baaaaaaack! Live. Direct. And in your damn face! Well, don’t just stand there with my door open. Come on in and take a load off your feet. Oh my God! It’s good to see so many familiar faces. Did you miss me? Of course you did. Well, Chile. Fasten your seatbelts ’cause Miss Indy is in the house and I definitely have some dirt to dish. But before we get started, I would like to thank those of you who kept me in your thoughts and prayers during that whole shooting ordeal. And to all the brothas who showed me mad love. Thank you. Maybe I was a little too hard on some of you the last time we were together. Please accept my apology. Even if you wanted to slide that dick up in my…What? Don’t try ’n front. It was inevitable for you to want some of this sweet sticky molasses. I ain’t mad at ya, though. Now, don’t get too happy ’cause I still can’t stand lying, cheating-ass men. But as long as you stay in your lane: everything’s peace.

But make no mistake. If there were more women out here—like me—who let you know from the gate that cheating on wifey isn’t cute, perhaps you’d think twice before creeping. And the same thing goes for you cheating women. ‘Cause your grimy asses are no different. Some of you trick-ass hoes have fucked over some really nice men. But that’s neither here nor there for me ’cause I have more important things to be concerned about. What you do behind your closed doors and on your mattress is your business. I am only concerned about what I’m doing. And the one thing I am not doing is sleeping with somebody else’s man. Been there, done that.

Yes, ladies, you are finally safe from the likes of me disrupting your homes and dogging your cheating-ass men.

Now, with all that said, sit back and kick off your shoes ’cause Miss Indy is about to get this party started, ’cause you know a party ain’t a party until I run all through it. So, let’s just do the damn thing!

Well, let me see. Where do I want to begin? Hmmm. Now, I know some of you are just dying to see what I’ve been up to. Inquiring minds just wanna know, huh? Well, first things first. Britton is back in the States. I’m not sure for how long though. Right now he’s in California, running behind that psycho Latin love of his. I can’t understand for the life of me why he is still with her. He says because she’s the mother of his sons. Please. The only thing that Burrito did was spread open her legs to deliver them. Miss Goya—oh, excuse me, Lina—is too damn busy with chasing stardom and licking pussies that she just can’t be bothered being a mother to her sons. Now back in my day, I would just slap her ass for playing him out. I never liked her from day one but he has told me on several occasions to mind my business. So that’s what I’m doing. I just keep my mouth shut. Surprising, huh? Trust me. A few times I really wanted to sling her across the floor. But I keep things peace out of respect for Britton.

Sometimes I don’t understand him. I mean, it’s not like he doesn’t know that that heifer is sleeping around on him. After all, he walked in on her. Ooops! Don’t let him know I told you that. He’d kill me.

Well, if his sons didn’t look so remarkably like him, I’d wonder if they were his. But I guess, since she likes rubbing clits instead of riding dicks, there’s no room for denying he’s their father. Not that I have a problem with her being with other women ’cause, as some of you know, I had my share of the other side back in college. And let me tell you, it was good while it lasted. But to rub it in Brit’s face is a bit too much. And I don’t like it one bit. Well, like he said, it’s none of my damn business. So, moving on.

Anyway, despite that piece of news, he’s happy being a father to his beautiful twins. My godsons are so darn adorable I can’t stand it. And spoiled rotten. I just love watching Britton’s eyes light up every time they call out, “Daddy.”

Now, Miss Chyna? She is still the picture of elegance. And she is finally doing her. Ever since her first speaking engagement at Howard University, homegirl has been traveling around the country addressing the plight of adolescents. Ole glamour girl’s calendar of events for her own children has been replaced with speaking engagements and tours.

Between traveling and running Soul Quests, she is making major power moves. I just love seeing this take-charge side of her. All of her kids are grown and on their own for the most part, with the exception of wild-ass Sarina. That’s another story. And I’m not going to waste my time with the details. All I’ll say is, that girl constantly keeps shit stirred up. I hate to talk about anyone’s child, but she is crazier than a bed bug in heat. But that’s their baby.

Outside of that drama, Chyna is enjoying life with her husband, Ryan. While their sons Jayson and Ryan Jr. are managing their four funeral homes, they’re vacationing along the Slovenian Coast. I never thought I’d admit having an ounce of admiration for Ryan Sr. but times have changed. He truly loves my soror and keeping the flame in their marriage burning seems to be his only focus. All in the name of love. That’s a beautiful thing. Now, their youngest son, Kayin, is finishing up his last year at Morehouse and planning to attend law school next fall. And word has it he and Britton’s niece, the one who goes to Spelman. Oh, I can’t think of that child’s name right now. But, supposedly they are head over heels for each other. Hmm. Young love. How sweet. If you ask me, they both sound whipped. But, you didn’t hear that from me.

Okay. Moving on to my Damascus. Oh, excuse me—I mean Tee. Well, he’s a bona-fide celebrity. You’ll have to excuse me if I flip back and forth, calling him Damascus to Tee. It changes depending on my mood. Anyway, as you know he gave up that stripping scene and replaced it with putting pen to paper. His book The Young Brotha Behind The Mask has hit the bestsellers list. He’s sold over four hundred-thousand copies of his book, and the sales are still flowing. ChaChing! He’s just blowing up all over the place. And in between radio-and-talk-show interviews, he’s mentoring a group of teenage boys in a youth detention center and working on his next book. Oh, and get this. He even transferred his Norfolk State credits to John Jay College and completed his degree in criminal justice. Seeing him go across that stage to get his degree brought tears to my eyes. And you know I laced him lovely, don’t you? I sure did. With a 2000 Range Rover and a Cartier. I’m just so proud of him.

Of course he still has a flock of salivating women tryna bed him down. You should see how some of these trick-ass women bat their eyes and flirt with him. It is sickening. Humph. Most of them know him wearing his thong from his stripping days. And then there are those who know him with nothing on from his fucking days—and let me tell you. I never realized how many females he had banged his dick in until after we got together. I knew he was a pussy fiend, but damn! Wherever we go in the tri-state, there’s usually one chick who’s either lusted him, sucked him, or he’s slayed. Talk ’bout a male whore. Geesh! He swears most of his conquests were strictly tea-bagging him (sucking his nuts) or piping him out, aka sucking his dick dry. Humph. Whatever.

Fortunately, I don’t go to many of his book signings for the sake of keeping peace. I mean. It is so unnecessary the way some of these trollops throw themselves at him. He kindly dismisses them with an autograph. I stare them down. Although, there was one time when I had to pull this sista to the side and forewarn her that she was pressing up on my man. I tried to be ladylike about it when I approached her in the bathroom.

“Excuse me,” I had said. “I don’t appreciate you trying to brush your titties up against my man.”

Well, homegirl tried to get ghetto on me talking ’bout “so.” So? Now it’s one thing to step to someone’s man when you don’t know his woman’s there, and it’s another to do it right in her face. Particularly in mine, okay? That is grounds for an ass beating. Don’t you think? So when she went to click her heels toward the door, I snatched the back of what I thought was her hair. Miss Thing yanked her big head around to face me, then snapped, “You don’t know who you’re fucking with, bitch.”

“Really?” I responded, slapping her face with her ponytail. “Then I suggest we get better acquainted.” Before she could open her mouth to say another word, I had slung her into the bathroom stall and jacked her up against the wall. I dug my nails in her throat. “Listen up, bitch. I don’t fight over a man. So if you want him you can have him. But don’t ever think you’re gonna disrespect me and do it in my face.” I let her go. She tried to catch her breath, holding her neck. “Do I make myself clear?”

“Very,” she said, glowering at me, heaving in and out. I slapped her again with her nasty-ass wig piece, then tossed it in the toilet. Baldheaded ho. She had the game fucked up, okay. Like I said. I will not fight over any man. But I’ll be damned if some dick-thirsty bitch will quench her thirst at my expense.

So as you can see, I’m still the same old Indy. Still wreckin’ and checkin’ shit. Other than that, what’s up with me? Well, you know how I do. I’m just flowin’ and makin’ things happen. The last time we were together, there was some discussion around me selling Weaves and Wonders. Well, I decided against it. As a matter of fact, I opened up another salon in Jersey and I’m looking at a potential spot in Connecticut. Shit. I’m a businesswoman. Okay? And trust me. This time, there is no room for anyone to steal from me. Not that I want to rehash old memories, but the last bitch who kept swiping a few dollars from the register ended up with her fingers cut off. So if anyone else is crazy enough to try it on my time, then they’ll catch it too.

Speaking of catching it, that whole court ordeal with Alexi was a trip. Of course I was ordered to pay all of her medical bills for slashing her face up and I’m financially responsible for any therapy sessions she might need. That was the handiwork of my high-powered attorney. And let me tell you, she needs every bit of it. ’Cause Miss Finger-snapping, fly-guy Alexi looks a mess. Humph. She’d been better off if she’d kept the tribal gashes and slashes I gave her instead of that raggedy graph job her no-frills plastic surgeon gave her. The child looks like a circus ho, okay.

In any case, the charges of attempted murder and aggravated assault against me were dropped since it was deemed in self-defense. However, I was ordered to attend anger-management counseling—like I really needed it. Humph. Fine with me. But I betcha she’ll think twice before pulling another cutter out. Oh, my bad. The only cutting she’ll ever do now is with her teeth.

Chile, you should have seen that fifty-foot bitch coming into court waving her nubs in the air—being all dramatic ’n’ shit—tryna accuse me of being responsible for her fingers being chopped off. Do you know that she-man tried to sue me for permanent damages? Oh please. The bitch had no evidence and no witnesses, so she looked like a damn crazy-ass, fingerless fool. And then he—oops, I mean she—had the nerve to try to attack me in the waiting area when I finger-snapped her and whispered—as she walked by, “You betta work, Miss Knuckles.”

Anyway, as I was saying before I got sidetracked—there’s always gonna be a need for the bald and knotty-headed, hairy-faced, crusty-footed sistas to have a place to go. So why not keep ’em coming to Weaves and Wonders, right? After all, we do offer the best service around. And now with my new lineup of Dominican and African sistas on board, “Weaves and Wonders” is wrapping, weaving and braiding the hell outta heads.

I’m also still very involved in Nandi’s Refuge. The crisis shelter I created—in honor of my beloved mother—almost five years ago to meet the needs of victims of sexual and physical abuse. Quiet as it’s kept, my heart goes out to all of the kids who enter those doors. And I make it my business to ensure they feel safe and nurtured for the time they are with us. Yes, as hard as it may be for you to believe, I do have a heart. I’m just not wearing it on my sleeve for all to see.

Anyway, whether it’s in one of my salons or at the shelter, I expect nothing but professionalism from my staff. And when it’s not, all hell breaks loose. Girl, I had to go off on my shelter director when I heard Miss Thing hollering and screaming at some of the girls for not following instructions. I almost said, “Bitch, you betta check yourself, hollering at my girls like that.” Instead, I waited for her to finish her tangent, then invited her into her office for a little supervision.

“Girlfriend, are you sucking on paint chips?” I politely asked. I figured if she were neurologically impaired from lead poisoning then I might be willing to get her the proper help she needed. When she denied it, I fired her ass. I don’t know where the hell she thought she was, but Nandi’s wasn’t where she needed to be.

Many of my kids come to Nandi’s to get away from the verbal abuse that goes along with whatever physical and/or sexual abuse they’ve been exposed to. So why the hell would I allow them to be yelled and screamed at. That chick had the mission statement fucked up, okay. So now I have the task of tryna fill the position. And let me tell you. You should see some of the whack jobs that come stumbling in for an interview. Humph. I wouldn’t trust ’em with a dead hamster. So, as you can see, I am a very busy woman these days.

I know, I know. You wanna know if Tee and I got married. We did. After he signed a prenuptial agreement and an affidavit forfeiting any claim to any of my business ventures I made before or during our marriage. Of course he hemmed and hawed about not wanting my money—which I’m sure is and was true. But I am no damn fool, okay. Love doesn’t have shit to do with protecting my financial interest. And no man—husband or not—is going to enjoy what he didn’t bring into this relationship. Make no mistake.

 

See. Tee will never know just how much I am worth. The only money he’ll know about is the money we accumulate together. That’s where so many people go wrong. They get so involved with someone and all of a sudden everything they’ve worked for becomes their partner’s. Wrong answer. What you bring into a relationship is what you leave with. Especially when you’re rocking a portfolio like mine.

And then there was the issue of where we’d live. He didn’t want to live in Brooklyn—although he has agreed to until our home is built—and I refused to live in his brothel of a townhouse in Jersey. Because we both know, he had more tricks in and out of that den for whores than I care to know about. And, before I’d even go up in that spot, I demanded he get rid of every piece of furniture he might have been able to screw on. Of course, that just about emptied out the house. Which was fine by me. Oh, let’s not forget the boxes and boxes of women’s phone numbers I personally burned in the fireplace, along with his little black, booty-call book. “You won’t be needing this,” I snapped as I tossed it in the flames. He just smiled.

Well, of course, smart-ass Tee wanted me to toss out all of the expensive trinkets I’ve collected over the years from no-good, lying-ass men. Now you know Miss Indy was not having that. We must have argued for three weeks before I decided to give in. So I tossed everything. I sure did. Right into storage and into a safety deposit box. Okay? Give away diamonds and minks? I think not. He must have lost his damn mind. But, as long as he thinks everything has been disposed of, he’s happy. And I’m all about keeping my man happy. That’s right. My man. Not yours. Mine.

Excuse me? Did I hear someone say something slick? Didn’t I have to read a few of you the last time we were together? Must I go there again? Oh. I thought so. Just because I’m a married woman now, don’t think I still won’t black on your ass. Please. Don’t take me there. I’m tryna be a gracious hostess. But, if you force my hand, I’m gonna have to bring it to you. So please. Let’s get along.

Anyway, after six months of house hunting and arguing over locations, we’ve settled on having our house built in the Fort Lee area of Jersey. Of course he didn’t think it was necessary to live in a gated community. But we’ve compromised. I get the gated community and he gets to have his game room. Who would have thought deciding on where to live would turn into such a big ordeal?

I still don’t understand why we can’t stay here. Humph. But since he wants to move, our home is gonna cost him every dime he makes on his book deals and then some.

Wait a minute. Stop the press. Before I go any further, I think we better clear the air about a few things. Now what was this mess I heard about some of you not liking me? Well, let me fill you in on a little something: Whether you like me or not doesn’t make me or break me. Okay? I was fly then, and I’m fly as hell now. So don’t hate the playa; hate the damn game. And this mess about me being no different than any other ho because I slept around with your man? Bitch, please.

The difference was and still is that I slept with your man to break him down. Not because I needed or wanted his sorry ass. Somebody needed to let him know that cheating on your dumb ass was going to have consequences. And like I told you back then, it was all about money, sex, and control. I’d run his pockets—not that I needed his change—then send his tired ass home to you. And make no mistake, as most of you know, a broke man was a no-can-stroke man. Believe that.

Now, don’t roll your eyes at me. It’s not my fault your men loved trying to suck the guts out of this hot pussy. And since you wanted to go there, just remember every time you’re kissing him you taste me on his lips. So, if I was a ho, I damn sure wasn’t a broke one. Now flip open your checkbook and let’s see what type of currency you working with. Another thing. If you don’t like me so damn much, why the hell are you here all up in my business tryna see what I’ve been up to? Humph. Just what I thought: Nosey ass.

What? That’s why someone shot my ass up, is that what you said? Now, let me tell you one damn thing. Yeah, I got shot. And? As you can see a bullet didn’t keep a sista like me down. I’m still keepin’ it movin’. So what’s your point? I wasn’t pressed when he pulled the trigger—well, actually, I was but I didn’t let him know it. Shit. Even though I was not ready to die, I didn’t beg his ass to spare my life, either. Please. I beg no one for nothing. So I took it like a soldier. Could you? Humph. I didn’t think so.

Anyway, I guess pulling that trigger made him feel powerful. The poor thing couldn’t handle having his card pulled, exposing him for the weakling he is. It’s my understanding that his wife left him shortly after I put him on blast for all to see. Shit! If you ask me, he should have been relieved that I blew his cover. I mean. I just can’t imagine him being happy living a double life the way he was. It was time for him to face the music and get it all out in the open so he could dance the dance—if you know what I mean. Oh well, the truth hurts. And so does a damn bullet to the chest, okay. But I’m still standing. And that’s all that really matters, wouldn’t you say so?

Anyway, he’s out and about for the moment. But, you mark my words. It’s only a matter of time before he’s clipped and bagged. It’s been almost three years and the police still haven’t been able to track his ass but my “connections” have. Well, they did have him under watch up until the last four months. Homeboy is missing in action as we speak. And of course, I’m not the least bit happy about it. How the hell he dipped out is beyond me. But, like they always say: you can run, but you can’t hide. So in the meantime, I’m having him hunted down like the rabid dog he is.

Excuse me? Oh, you want to know what I have in mind for him? Well, you tell me. What do you think should happen to a man who came up in my shop, shooting me, then beating me in my head with a blunt object? Hmm. Let’s see. How about something really creative, something to let him know he fucked with the wrong one. Well, whatever I decide, you best believe he’ll wish he never tried to come for me. Trust.

Again, as many of you know, Miss Indy is…well, let’s say I know someone, who knows someone, who knows someone who can take care of whatever needs to get handled. Don’t get it twisted. It’s just too bad he did. But for now, he can live a little. But the minute he’s found, it’s a wrap! I’m gonna give him his just reward for trying to leave me for dead. Believe that! So as you see, he’s sloppy with his.

If he were really on point he would have sealed his mission with a bullet to my head. Now don’t you worry yourself about whom I’m referring to, just know it ain’t over by a long shot. And if some of you keep trying to come for me, I’m gonna have something for your ass too. Okay?

So as I was saying before I was rudely sidetracked, I am now Mrs. Indera Fleet-Miles and my wedding was the most talked about social event for weeks. It was a true star-studded event. Dignitaries and celebrities of all sorts were there. So security was tighter than a buffalo’s ass. If you didn’t show your color-coded invitation, you didn’t get in. Simple as that.

Anyway, my twelve bridesmaids wore slinky, ivory strapless gowns with matching slingbacks and elbow-length gloves. And Chyna—my Maid of Honor—was laid out in a sleeveless, silk crepe fan-tailed, hand-beaded gown with a form-fitted bodice. My four flower girls were precious in ivory Cinderella gowns. The ringbearers and groomsmen were handsomely dressed in black Ralph Lauren tuxes while Tee wore black tails. He was just too damn fine.

And you know I was fierce from head to toe. My gown? Oh, I thought you’d never ask ’cause you know I’m not one for bragging. It was an elegant Vera Wang piece. Custom designed of course. Ivory silk, spaghetti-strapped with plunging neckline and cutout back, beaded with 10,000 Austrian crystals. Four strands of crystals and beads in the front and back are what held this masterpiece together. Glitter, glitter and more glitter. That’s all I can say. Girl, it wrapped this body like a moth in a cocoon. Hell, with a body like this, there was no need to leave anything for the imagination. I figured I might as well let the Brothers drool and the Sisters gag. After all, it was my day to shine. And that is just what I did.

I even pulled out my twenty-carat, princess-cut diamond necklace and accessorized with a pair of Australian teardrop pearl-and-diamond earrings. And of course I wore my mother’s tiara. Chile, it was glitz and glamour. Oh, how I wish my sweet mother could have been there to see her baby come down that aisle.

Girl, it was fierce when the trumpeters blew their horns, announcing my arrival. Everyone gasped when the double doors opened. Even the judge who officiated the ceremony couldn’t keep his eyes off me as I swayed and sashayed down the thirty-foot aisle to Pure Soul’s instrumental version of “We Must Be In Love.” I was so happy my homegirls could reunite to sing for me. Humph. It’s a shame they ended up one-hit wonders. They had so much potential. Anyway…

Oh, who walked me down the aisle? Chile, no one. I decided at the last minute to work the crowd solo. And just as I was preparing to take my place beside my sexy groom, my sistafriends sung their a cappella version of “We Must Be In Love” to declare to my guests what I was feeling. Oh, yes! We must be in love, I silently hummed.

Britton—being Tee’s best man, and my dearest friend—stepped around to kiss me on both cheeks before resuming his place as I turned toward my handsome groom. Girl, that nasty man stared and licked his lips at me during the whole ceremony. I just kept smiling my most innocent smile, then winked my eye at him. That’s right. Eat your heart out, boy, I thought to myself. All this sweetness is for you.

So we shared our personal vows and pledged our love and commitment to each other before three-hundred-and-seventy-five guests. I was a nervous wreck. But I refused to break a sweat and stain up my gown. And I damn sure wasn’t going to let tears of joy ruin what little makeup I had on my smooth, flawless skin. And just as Tee prepared to greet my neatly painted lips with wet, warm chocolate-drop kisses, one hundred white doves were released from heart-shaped cages while thousands of pink rose petals dropped from the ceiling. Sorry you couldn’t be there. But if you’d like, I’ll send you a few photos. Better yet, you can peep us in Ebony and Jet, spring 1998 issues.

Our candlelit reception was a lavish paradise filled with hundreds of roses, orchids and birds of paradise where our guests feasted on marinated shrimp; deep-fried lobster tails; miniature crab cakes, and sipped on Cristal champagne until the main course was ready to be served. Chile, everything was scrumptious, and elegant. But, the most meaningful part of the evening was when Jesse Powell and Brian McKnight sang. Yes, they did. Girl, it was all over. Tee and I danced our first dance as husband and wife to Jesse’s “You.” And when Brian sang “Never Felt This Way,” he poured so much of his heart and soul into that piece that when he finished the place shook with applause.

But honey chile, when my girl Mary J. got up from her seat and decided to sing “I Never Wanna Live Without You,” I was shocked. And by the time she did her rendition of “Our Love,” I was in tears. Girlfriend threw down! Do you hear me?

Tee grinded so deep into me I thought he’d rip a hole in my dress with that pipe of his. He smiled, then whispered in my ear, “I love you so much, baby.” My pussy sucked in my thong as he slowly tongued me down. “You got my dick so hard, baby. Let’s sneak away for a quickie.” You will not funk up my dress, I thought to myself. “But I’ll give you a little sumthin-sumthin to tie you over. I slowly licked and sucked on his bottom lip. “You want this sweet pussy,” I teased. Everyone clapped and stomped as I led him off the floor toward our bridal suite.

And after dinner and before the party really got started, Tee’s frat brothers and my sorors gathered on the floor, encircling us in a double circle with my sorors creating the inner ring and his frat the outer ring. Each took turns singing our hymns while Tee and I held hands, facing each other. When they were done, the place lit up with frat and soror calls. And then a few of his brothers, you know—the ones filled with one glass too many—gave everyone an impromptu step show of rhythmic hand clapping, stomping and chanting. And then a few of my younger sorors worked it out, kicking, sliding, clapping and hip jiggling. It was definitely a memorable night. Tee and I kissed. The DJ segued into “My Love is Free” by Double Exposure. Then that elegant ballroom turned into a sweatbox of house and club mixes for my old school club heads before giving way to some hip-hop and a little bump ’n grind, make-your-pussy-wet music, okay. Girl, we gave ’em a taste of Bentley’s, Bond’s International and the Red Parrot, partying until about 6 a.m.

The honeymoon? Well, we spent four weeks in Europe: Hungary and Austria. I’d really love to tell you all about Budapest with its Chain Bridge and beautiful scenery but that place left a bad taste in my mouth. I didn’t care for that Transylvanian goulash, or chicken paprikash. And I don’t do pork chops, so nothing they served appealed to me. Besides, the shopping was lousy. Still in all, we were enjoying the nightlife until a drunk Hungarian made a lewd comment to me, then called Tee a nigger when he stepped to him for disrespecting me.

Chile, listen. It almost got ugly. Tee had to yoke him up and was about to slide his wig back. But I stopped him. Racist bastard! If it weren’t for a few witnesses, we would have been hauled off to jail. Imagine that. Miss Indy and Tee locked up and tortured in a foreign country. That would not have been cute, okay.

Now, Austria was absolutely breathtaking. Sailing the Danube River, climbing the Alps—yes, Miss Indy climbing mountains—strolling and shopping along the Graben and Ringstrasse, wining and dining, riding horse-drawn carriages, opera shows and did I mention shopping? Yes, shopping, shopping and more shopping. I loved it. Tee was full of surprises. Who would have thought he had such a romantic side.

Chile, listen. If you ever get a chance to go, you must do Vienna. And you must try their world-famous Sachertorte. Oh, and there’s nothing like Austrian chocolate. Humph. It’s almost as creamy and smooth as Tee’s lovemaking. Now the coffee, I wouldn’t recommend it to anyone unless you are a seasoned coffee drinker. That strong-ass mess had me shittin’ for days.

 

Excuse me? Oh. You wanna know if I could handle him. Girl, listen. When I told you I was gonna need a big-ass bag of Epson salt to soak my pussy, I was not kidding. That fool tried to beat this love tunnel up something fierce. ’Cause you know I teased the hell out of him up until our wedding night. For eight months, I tortured the hell out of his ass. Hotoil dick massages, phone sex, nude video clips of me with a few of my sex toys, you name it. Of course, he didn’t get up in this sweet juice until he ate me inside out, okay. But once he got it right, I let him slide up in this sweetness and homeboy tore me down. Okay. And I loved every inch of it!

Now, now! Let’s take it down for a minute. Close your mouths and wipe the slob from around the corners of your lips. There’s no need for you to try to be all up in our bedroom ’n shit. ’Cause I know how some of you dick hungry hoes can be. But, I’m not pressed. However, in case you wanna try to get a little taste of his chocolate-coated love stick, make no mistake if he gives it to you, he’s yours till death do you part. Which would be sooner than you’d like. Anyway, back to my story. Where was I?

Oh yes. My honeymoon. Well, let me say we might have been in Europe for four glorious weeks but we spent the first eight days locked up in our suite like two wild animals, feasting on each other’s lust. And believe you me; I threw this love gravy on him. Hell, mama had to go into her trick bag and show him a few things. Okay? There was no way I was letting him think he put a spanking on me without showing him how I like to really get down. But afterward, chile, listen. All I can say is, thank goodness for yoga and meditation exercises; otherwise, I’d be checking in for a pussy implant.

Humph. Let’s fast-forward. Close to three years now, and we should still be living happily ever after, right? Well, most of the time. But one thing’s for sure: The honeymoon is definitely over. Trust me. And the one thing that has kept us from killing each other is the fact that I’m busy with my businesses and he’s usually on tour with his book. Otherwise, it would be World War III up in this piece. Believe that.

I know I’m not always the easiest person to live with but Tee can be a real pain in my ass, literally and figuratively. I love him with all my heart and he’s good to me. But living with him is a whole other story. I think we should have just shacked for a minute before jumping into a marriage. ’Cause let me tell you: being married is a lot of hard damn work. Hold up. I’m not saying we’re having major problems. I’ve just never had any patience with a man or for any of his idiosyncrasies.

For starters: smacking his food when he eats or grinding his teeth at night. Then there’s the issue of leaving the toilet seat up. This is not cute, okay? I’ve gotten one wet ass too many in the middle of the night. And squeezing the toothpaste out from the middle instead of from the bottom drives me crazy. Then him leaving his dirty underwear in the middle of the bathroom floor wrecks my nerves. And I can’t stand when he doesn’t rinse the tub out after he uses it. Please. I am not Suzie Homemaker, okay?

Well, Chyna made it clear that I would have to pick and choose what my battles would be if I wanted to keep my sanity. So I try not to make a big deal out of everything but sometimes I find myself ready to go off. Like when he comes home asking me if I’ve cooked dinner. Dinner? You better try take-out. Better yet, how about taking me out. Or when he’s been home all day and the house looks a fucking mess. How can one person have a whole house upside-down in a matter of hours? Then there’s the fact that I am still not used to waking up every day and going to sleep every night with a man in my bed. Now don’t get me wrong, it’s a wonderful thing when I’m horny as hell—like right about now. This kitty cat is throbbing for a strokin’.

Girl, sometimes I wake up early in the morning horny as hell, rolling up on top of that pipe and riding the hell out of it. Humph. It’s times like this when I don’t mind an all-day and all-night fuckathon, okay. But let me tell you—even when I’m not feeling it—Tee’s nasty ass is tryna dig his dick in me. Yes, he gives it to me dickliciously. Make no mistake. But damn. His long-winded ass plunging that dick in and out of me three, sometimes four, times a night is a bit much.

I thought if I wore underwear and a pair of shorts on those nights when I’m not particularly in the mood would deter him from tryna get some. But, I’ll go to bed clothed and wake up with one leg in and one leg out of everything. Now what kind of shit is that? It’s like I have to stay awake just to keep my pussy safe.

Another thing that has thrown me over the edge is this dog he’s brought home. Had he prepared me, I probably wouldn’t have overreacted. But when I walked in the house and heard what sounded like big-ass hoofs coming at me, I snatched open my satchel and yanked out my road companion. “Freeze! Or I’ll blow your fucking brains out,” I yelled at this monstrous thing. I was wrecked, okay? Tee had the nerve to come down the stairs laughing ’n shit like the joke was on me. Humph. The joke woulda been two bullets to his friend’s big head.

“What the fuck is that?” I snapped. A Rottweiler he tells me. Now you know I was too through.

“Well,” I said, staring it down. “That thing is not staying in this house.” He wagged his little stump of a tail.

“Damn, girl. It’s only a puppy,” he said, rubbing and petting him. “Look, he likes you.” I looked down at his big-ass paws. My right eyebrow went up. My left eye narrowed to a slit. Tee grabbed him before he could run up to lick me.

I clenched my teeth. “Tee, get that thing out of this house. Puppy or not, it is too damn big to be up in here.” Puppy? Humph. He looked more like a bull to me.

“No, he stays inside. This is his home, too,” he said, wrestling with him in the middle of the foyer. “So you might as well get used to him.” He grabbed his chain and headed for the door. “By the way, his name is Bullet.” The door slammed. End of discussion.

“So you think?” I said, looking dumbfounded. Well, the minute he and Bullet went outside for a walk, I double-locked all the doors. And outside is where he and man’s best friend slept.

Don’t get me wrong; dogs have their purpose. And many of them are cute. But they can have their purpose and be cute outside. I am not feeling any dog in the house.

Lastly, Tee wants a baby. Well, actually he wants three. Now that is definitely something I’m not interested in. Not now anyway. And, whenever I am ready, I might be willing to pop out one, but three? Now that’s asking a bit much. Humph. It’d be just my luck to give birth to three sex-crazed boys, running around tryna hump every little girl in sight. Having some girl’s parent calling me up talking about my son was caught in their daughter’s bed. Please. Or worse: boy-crazed daughters. Lord no. The last thing I want to deal with is some sex-hungry child.

Anyway, I have my reasons for not wanting children at this moment. First of all, I’m about making money, not making bottles. Second of all, changing designers is more appealing to me than changing shitty diapers. The only ass I want to wipe right now is my own. I told him we should wait at least four years before starting a family. But that’s not good enough. He wants to start one now. What the hell is the rush? He had the nerve to say, “Isn’t your biological clock ticking? It’s not like you’re a spring chicken.” I wanted to slap the piss out of him. I’ll have him know, I’ll be one of those women who go down in history giving birth to a healthy baby at eighty years old. Until then, I would rather use this time learning to adjust to living together and getting to know each other better.

If things don’t work out between us, I do not want to be stuck raising a child on my own. Not that I don’t want our marriage to last but I have to be realistic. Shit happens. And I am not the one to be tied down to a house full of kids, chasing after a child support check. Besides, I am not too keen on fucking up my shape. There’s no way I want my titties dropping and my ass spreading.

Of course, Britton thinks I’m being selfish and feels I shouldn’t have married him if I wasn’t willing to give him the one thing he wants: a family. I never said I wasn’t willing. I just said I’m not ready. Britton is always tryna read into shit. He makes me sick when he does that.

He recently said to me, “Indy, you are gonna find yourself by yourself if you don’t stop playing with Tee’s emotions.”

“Boy, what in the world are you talking about? I’m not playing with his emotions. I love him and you know I wouldn’t do anything to hurt him.”

“Then tell him what you’ve been doing for the last six months.”

“I can’t,” I said, feeling cornered. “He wouldn’t understand.”

“Well, what do you think is gonna happen when he finds out? Don’t you think he’s gonna be hurt?”

I sucked my teeth. “I’m not doing anything other than protecting myself and keeping him satisfied at the same time. Besides, he’s not gonna find out anything.”

“Whatever,” he retorted. “You seem to have it all under control. Just don’t come to me when it backfires on your ass.”

“Humph. I like your damn nerve,” I snapped, rolling my eyes up in my head. “Tee knows I’m not ready to have a baby.”

“Yeah, okay,” he responded sarcastically.

“See. Unlike, Miss Hollywood, I’m not trying to have a baby unless I’m prepared to be its mother.”

“Indy, don’t start—”

“No. Don’t you start,” I interrupted. I felt myself about to go off for no apparent reason other than not wanting to hear his lecturing.

“You got some serious issues, girl…Amar put that down…stop banging on the window…Listen, I gotta go. Amar is trying to bust the damn window out. I’ll call you when the kids are in bed.” He hung up before I could respond.

The balls of him! I’m not the one with the issues. I’m very clear on what the hell I’m doing. He, on the other hand…. Never mind. I’m not gonna go there. Oh, I suppose you want to know what Britton and I were talking about. Well, that’s for me to know and for you not to find out. The last thing I need is your busybody asses all up in the mix tryna shake shit up for me. It’s bad enough I gotta hear it from Britton. All you need to know is that I love Tee and I am only doing what I feel is in my best interest. What’s wrong with me wanting him all to myself without having a crying baby to tend to?

What? I know you’re not still tryin’ to come at me? Well, let me tell you one damn thing: This is my body and I’ll do what I want to do with it. Other than my monthly flow, I control what the hell comes out of this pussy. Okay?

Unlike so many of your dumb asses, I’m not gonna have a damn baby just to keep some man. Do you really think he’s gonna stay with your simple ass just because you were stupid enough to have his seed. Please. And some of you bitches are regular breeding machines. Out here fucking like bunny rabbits and got babies by three and four different men. Whatcha tryna do, build your own nation? And what about those of you who still sleep with him—even when you know he’s with someone else—because “that’s my baby’s daddy.” Silly ass. The only thing you are is an easy lay, a used-up piece of pussy. So why don’t you wake the hell up and move on. He has.

Ugh! And let’s not forget those of you who don’t even know who your babies’ daddies are. What, you had to pick another name out the hat because the last man who you thought was the father failed the paternity test? Nasty bitch! And let me not get on you crotch-rot hoes who have had five and six abortions like it’s a fashion trend. Wake up, you dirty tricks, that’s not birth control. And you Baby Mama Drama Queens are ridiculous using your kids as a weapon against their fathers or fighting his new girl because you can’t accept the fact that your trifling ass was dismissed. Get over yourself.

Oh, and don’t even get me started on you bitches who put a piece of dick before your children. How the hell you gonna choose a man over your flesh and blood? Neglect your kids for a stiff dick, and sweaty fuck. Bitch, you need to be beat down, then tossed in an incinerator. That’s right. Up in flames your hot ass needs to go. Crazy ho.

And I know you don’t want me to get on you welfare whores who think it’s cute lying around collecting a check once a month, thinking the more babies you have the more money you’ll get. Stupid ass. You’ll pop out babies so you can get free milk and cheese. Bitch, please.

Humph. Do we really have to do this? I had hoped to share my story with no drama and no damn stress. But I see a few of you have a lot to say about what I’m doing. So before you come for me again, I really suggest you be careful. ’Cause if you don’t, you will get a tongue-lashing you’ll never forget. Now let’s move along, before I have you pack your purse, and put your ass out.

Oh my phone’s ringing. Excuse me for one minute. “Hello.”

“Hey, baby.”

“Hey to you, too. Where are you?”

“On the turnpike. I should be home in like forty-five minutes.”

“Hmmm. I can’t wait.”

“Yo, baby, whatchu got on?”

“Nothing.”

“Word? Yo, my dick is hard as hell. I can’t wait to get up in that pussy. I want you so fuckin’ bad.”

“Ooooh, baby. And this pussy wants you. I’ll be nice and wet for you.”

“Damn, girl. You gonna make me bust a nut on the side of the road. It’s been two weeks so you know I’m backed up.”

“Boy, please. I know your nasty ass better than that.”

“Yea aight. You know the score. It ain’t the same as being up in you. And tonight, it’s on all night.”

“Why wait? Pull that juicy dick out now and let’s get it poppin’.”

“Baby, you ain’t said nuthin’ but a word.”

Oh, excuse me. I would love to sit around and chat with you but Tee is on the line. As you see, he’s horny and I’m getting ready to work him into a sexual frenzy. With a little phone sex, I’m gonna bring him on home with a stiff dick and wet hand. So I’ll have to get up with you a little later. See ya.
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BRITTON: All That I Can Say




I don’t know how in the world I allowed myself to get caught up in all this mess with Lina. I never expected a one-night stand, on the beach in the Dominican Republic, would have me stressed the hell out. If it weren’t for that night three and a half years ago, I’d probably still be living in my tropical paradise—stress-free, carefree and debt-free. But no, I had to go and let my raging hormones take control of my rational side and force me to release a stream of horniness into her eager canal. Now, I’m her baby’s daddy.

If only I would have known what type of mother she’d be, I would have probably kept my lonely penis in my pants and continued entertaining it with my hand and blow-up dolls. Better yet, I should have dressed for the occasion and worn a damn condom. No. Like I said, I should have just stuck with solo stimulation and called it a day. I’m telling you, the hand never lets you down. Just nut and go. It’s one sure way to avoid all this craziness. Oh, well. I’m now a nut short and three years too late to be crying over spilled milk.

What I should have done was left her ass when I walked in on her sexing it up with one of her girlfriends two years ago. But what do I do? I join in. And what’s really foul is that I liked it enough to ménage à trois, not once, not twice but thrice. How was it? The bomb! I’m telling you. The pleasure of having two tongues, two lips and two wet love boxes wrapped around my manhood was enough to drive me insane. They sucked and licked and rode me until I was drained of sweat, sperm and plasma. In a word, they greedily tried to kill me with pleasure, taking all of my bodily fluids with them. I had to really catch myself before I got strung out. ’Cause I was truly one orgasm away from getting turned out. I see now why Tee used to love having more than one woman in his bed. It’s definitely an experience, like no other.

But ever since I fell into Pandora’s box, Lina has been trying to get freaky with it without exercising any type of discretion. Now the sight of her disgusts me. She thinks it’s cool to bring her female companions into this house to roll around in the sheets at her leisure. Well, it was when I let my kinkiness get the best of me and was a horny participant. But now I’m done with her and her sexual excursions. I had to finally check her and let her know she would have to bump pussy somewhere else. It’s not like I didn’t know she was bisexual. It’s something we openly discussed. And I’m cool with it. But the agreement was she could do her thing as long as she respected me, our sons and, this house. Unfortunately, she’s done none of the above. So she can moan and meow on the side of the road as far as I’m concerned. But I’m not having it here.

I guess a part of me thought she’d eventually decide to let go of that part of her life since she was so willing to seduce me—okay, maybe I seduced her. But I didn’t ask her to bear my children. Hell, I didn’t even know she was pregnant or had given birth until she showed up at my doorstep three months after they were born. I can still remember—as if it were yesterday—the day she walked into my house acting as if not hearing from her for months was cool.

Granted, we both understood our two-month fling was just that, nothing more, nothing less. She would return to the U.S. and I would remain in the D.R. But she was insistent we keep in touch, which is what we did for several months until she stopped returning my phone calls. A courtesy call to say, “Hey, I’m not feelin’ you anymore,” would have been the decent thing to do. Instead I got nothing. No explanation. No regard. So I erased her name out of my phone book and went on doing my thing. Then out of the blue she shows up at my door, waltzes in giving me the lame excuse that she had been meaning to call but things were really hectic for her.

Then, when she waved for her friend Carmen—who was carrying a huge woven basket—to come inside the house, I actually thought she had packed a picnic basket full of treats to surprise me. What a laugh that was. Oh, I was surprised all right! Instead, she pulls back a white blanket covering two curly-haired, red-faced baby boys. And says, “Britton, I’d like to introduce to you, Amir and Amar. Your sons.” My sons! I should have known then something was wrong with her.

Indy had warned me about her when she came to D.R. to visit me. For some reason, she didn’t like Lina from the start. True, they got off on the wrong foot when Indy called the house to speak with me. But—instead of getting me—Lina had picked up and all hell broke loose. Not to mention, Lina called her a bitch which you know didn’t sit well with Indy at all. I had to really patch that one up before the two of them actually met. Thank goodness their paths didn’t cross when Indy showed up at my door. It woulda been ugly, I’m sure. I’ll admit, Indy’s much calmer than she was three years ago, but had she gotten ahold of Lina back then…there’s no telling what she’d have done. I had to practically beg her to let it go. And surprisingly, she did.

Nevertheless, she didn’t mix her words. She made it very clear, “Keep that puta outta my sight and I won’t have to handle her.” Truthfully, I don’t think she really gave Lina a fair shot. But, as always, the problem is: Indy’s worse than my sister Amira when it comes to my relationships with women. No one is ever good enough. She had said, “Brit, that Chicken Fajita is nothing but trouble. I know you like her and all, she may even seem nice and sweet, but I’m telling you her spots will change. Mark my words.” Well obviously, I didn’t listen. You see where I’m at: stuck between a rock and a hard place with two children and a woman I’m not in love with.

Don’t misunderstand me. There was a time when I really thought I was falling in love with her. But what I soon realized was that I was in love with the idea of being in love. Truthfully, it had been a while since I’d opened up my heart to anyone. And she was the first woman—in a long time—I even considered worthy of entering my emotional space. I don’t regret having met her. After all, she is the mother of my sons and was one of the most beautiful women I’d laid eyes on. And, as everyone who knows me knows, I’ve always been a sucker for a gorgeous girl with long, wavy hair. Well, I used to be. Lina has definitely helped confirm that beauty is only skin-deep. Because let me tell you, she has shown me another side of her that is uglier than sin. I just regret being so damn impulsive and not more responsible. Had it not been for that first night down on that secluded beach, I would have never tasted the fruits of her love garden or slid through the valley of her womanhood. Humph. And I damn sure wouldn’t be here.

I will say this much, I miss the tranquility of the Dominican Republic. Don’t get me wrong. It’s good to be home—home being the United States. But home isn’t where my heart is. My heart is back on sandy white beaches, bronzing under golden Caribbean rays and splashing in sparkling turquoise water. Instead, I’m restless under palm trees and sick to death of being surrounded by plastic, star chasers. Everyone here seems to have been under the knife for some type of body reconstruction: nose jobs, liposuction, breast implants, ass lifts; you name it, they’ve got it. I’m telling you, this place is just full of confused, chiseled-up fools. Half of the time, I can’t tell if it’s real or Memorex. I’ve never seen so many phony, pretentious people in my life. It makes my stomach turn. So if you ask me, the City of Angels is more like the Land of Make-Believe.

You don’t know how bad I want to be back on my terrace in Sosua, sitting in the nude, sipping on iced-tea spiked with a tad of Barceló—an island rum, and enjoying life with my sons. Back in my impulsive days, I’d be on the next flight out of here. I guess fatherhood has calmed me. So here I am—heartless—in California, hoping that Lina will get her shit together and try being more of a mother to our sons. I understand her desire to be an actress, but at what cost? We have two beautiful sons who hunger for her attention. Yet, the only thing she can muster up is half-assed kisses and hugs when they’re already in bed sound asleep.

Granted. When I came out here with the kids, I agreed to be the primary caretaker while she pursued her acting career. And I’ve had no problem being Mr. Mom. I wouldn’t trade watching them meet their developmental milestones for all the mint in the world. But what disturbs me is Lina’s nonchalant attitude. No matter how hard I try to involve her in our children’s lives, it’s painfully clear that being a mother isn’t her number one priority. I can’t believe I came out here with hopes of us raising Amir and Amar together—as a family. How silly of me!

I even convinced myself, against my better judgment, that she and I might be able to build a life together. But obviously, it was foolish of me to think that she and I wouldn’t outgrow this love affair. I know one thing. It’s a good thing when I opened the door to my heart I left the chain lock on. Otherwise, I’d be all fucked up. Believe it or not, I’m really cool with there being nothing between her and me other than sex. Yes, even though she disgusts me, I still sleep with her. Well…I did up until two months ago. I don’t know what or whom she’s doing these days. Condom or no condom, I decided it was better to be celibate than sorry. Oh she still creeps into my bed, trying to get an occasional dose of my love but—as horny as I get—I don’t give in. Well, okay. A few times I let her wrap her lips around it. Come on. I have needs too. And when I’m tired of having her mouth milk my penis, I’ll shut that down too. In the meantime, I do what I got to do. Slowly but surely, I’m even getting sick of that.

Every time I think about this, I want to scream. I could have kept my ass in the D.R. with my sons and she could have sent us postcards, updating us on her climb to fame on the silver screen. But no, I travel across the country to be the devoted fool. Now, I’m not one to bust anyone’s bubble but, between you and me, she’ll be getting no Grammies or Oscars anytime soon. With her non-acting, can’t-remember-her-lines self. So she just ought to practice her role as a mother. Please don’t think I’m bitter. I’m just keeping it real. And the reality is she won’t make the A-list—or B-list, for that matter—in this lifetime.

I think back on my own life and I truly can’t fathom not having had my mother in my life as a child. She was—and still is—the most important person in my life. Doesn’t Lina understand that mothers are truly special, especially the ones who love you no matter what—unconditionally. Weathering all of your personal storms with warmth and understanding. Praising you. Cheering you on. Pushing you to achieve. Well, that’s my mother and she’s the reason I am who I am today. My unexpected visit from her last month reminded me of how much she means to me.

“Mom,” I had said, surprised and happy to see her when I opened my door. “What are you doing here?” I was wearing a big smile on my face.

“Is that any way to greet your mother,” she had said. “I came to see my baby. Now are you gonna let me in or do I have to spend the night on the stoop?” I grabbed her overnight bag, stepping aside to let her in. We embraced.

“Why didn’t you tell me you were coming out here? I would have picked you up at the airport.”

“It was last minute,” she said, scanning the room with her eyes before taking a seat on the sofa. “I was worried about you so Jay put me on a plane to come out here to see you.”

“Aww, Mom. Why didn’t you just call and ask me how I was?”

“Because, I wanted to see for myself how you were doing. I’ve been so worried about you.”

“Mom, I’m fine,” I said, sitting next to her. “You have nothing to be worried about.”

She gave me a half-eyed stare, studying me before she spoke. “Boy, I carried you for nine months and I gave birth to you. When you hurt, I hurt. And I don’t care how old you get, you will always be my baby. My heart told me to come out to see about you. So here I am.”

“Mom, don’t worry,” I repeated, trying to reassure her. “Everything’s fine.” She scooted closer to me, wrapping her arms around me.

“If you say so, sweetheart.” She kissed me on my forehead. “I would lay my life down for you and your sister because the two of you are all I have. I would die to keep either of you from hurting.” I just hugged her. It took everything within me to keep from breaking down. Even at thirty-eight, there was still nothing more powerful than being wrapped in my mother’s arms.

So the only reason I’m still on this corny, plastic-ass Pacific coast is because I hold on to the notion that Lina will eventually wake the hell up and realize our sons need her just as much as they need me.

For the sake of my sons, I stay because I know what life has been like for Indy and Tee growing up without their mothers in their lives. I don’t want Amir and Amar to experience that. No matter how inconsistent Lina’s involvement might be, she is still their mother and I don’t want to be responsible for them feeling isolated from her. Although, she’s doing a damn good job of that on her own.

Just the other night, I had said to her, “Lina, you need to make some decisions as to your role in our sons’ lives because this part-time mothering…” I corrected myself. “I mean this lack of mothering isn’t getting it.” She just stared at me like I had spoken in a foreign language or something. “Hello. I’m speaking to you.”

“Brit, I don’t have time for this right now,” she said, sounding agitated by my remark. She turned around and walked toward the kitchen. “I have to—”

I cut her off before she could go into one of her weak-ass excuses. “When do you ever have time?” I snapped sarcastically, following behind her. “Why don’t you take this,” I said, slinging her black leather daily planner over at her, “and find a day when you can pencil your sons into your busy schedule since everything has to be such a damn production for you.” It landed at her feet.

“How many times do I have to tell you, you can’t make me choose? We both agreed that you would take care of the kids while I pursued acting. And now you’re trying to act like I’m abandoning them.”

“Those are your words, not mine,” I said, rolling my eyes up in my head.

“Well,” she snapped. “I’m not giving up my acting career to sit home, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“What career?” I asked in mock surprise, laughing. “It’s been three years and you’ve done one TV commercial, one small part in a low-budget flop of a film, and you’ve been an extra on one overrated TV show. I wouldn’t call that much of a career. So no. I’m not suggesting you give up anything. What I’m suggesting you do is spend more time with our sons. Better yet, why don’t you try acting like a mother, or is that concept too abstract for you to comprehend?”

“Fuck you, Britton!” she snapped, storming out of the house, and slamming the door behind her. Okay, maybe I was wrong for laughing at her. I really wasn’t trying to be condescending or anything. I’m just so damn sick of her neglecting her responsibilities as a mother. Hell. There are plenty of actresses who juggle their careers and parenting. And they seem to be doing a good job. So why can’t she?

I mean, damn. I would be more understanding of her pursuing her career if she made an honest attempt at being a part of our sons’ lives. But she doesn’t. She’d rather run the streets, hobnobbing at premiere parties. Which would be fine if she realized her other duties as well. And it wouldn’t hurt if she were pulling in some decent money on a regular basis.

Hell. What about my career? I haven’t worked a full-time job in almost three years. Well, if you want to count the time I lived in the D.R. then I’d say I’ve been unemployed—by choice—for four and a half years. When it was just myself I could up and leave at the drop of a hat and not worry about anyone but me. Which is what I did when I left Jersey for the Dominican Republic. This young heart threw caution to the winds and ran free. But, now I can’t. I have two kids who have to have a roof over their heads, clothes on their backs and food in their mouths. And everything out here is expensive.

I have bills up the ass and my savings has dwindled down to almost nothing. It’s a good thing I have my consultant work, otherwise I’d be standing in line at someone’s soup kitchen and checking into a shelter. What I really need is a full-time job to maintain a comfortable lifestyle ’cause this check-to-check living isn’t cutting it. But every time I get a halfway decent job, I wind up having to quit because no one can handle Amar. He’s been thrown out of three daycare centers in the last six months. All three being white owned and operated. Not that I’m prejudiced or anything. But let’s face it, many of them are not in tune to our children’s developmental needs and they damn sure aren’t always culturally sensitive.

Three months ago, I had to have a school meeting with the director of one of his preschools. She insisted that Amar was ADHD and needed medication. When I asked her how she’d come up with her diagnosis for my son, she stated, “Well, Mr. Landers, Amar tends to have difficulty playing quietly and he often butts into other children’s games.” I just sat there, staring at her in a daze.

“And?” I responded. She continued, shifting in her seat while darting her eyes around the room.

“And he often engages in physically dangerous activities without considering he might get hurt.” I folded my hands in my lap, then ripped into her.

“Let me explain something to you, Ms. Duncan. My son is far from ADHD. If you knew anything about children—particularly boys—you’d know that fidgeting and rambunctiousness are typical behaviors for many of them. You’d also know that half of normal children are more active, more inattentive or more distractible than average.”

“Mr. Landers, I’m only suggesting—”

“No,” I interrupted, placing my elbows up on her desk, then clasping my hands together. “You’re assuming. I don’t know where you got your credentials but the last time I checked you weren’t a psychiatrist. Now, I would think Amar would need to have at least eight symptoms that fit the criteria for an ADHD diagnosis, wouldn’t you say so? Based on my calculations, you are five short.”

“Well…” She paused. There went those darting eyes again. It was like she were playing a tennis match with her eyeballs. “There are other behaviors as well, but the ones I’ve mentioned are of much concern. Mr. Landers, I believe your son could benefit from a trial of Ritalin or some other medication to—” I cut her off before she could finish.

Ritalin? I couldn’t believe this woman was sitting in front of me with her bouncing eyeballs, suggesting my child needed medication. He’s only three! Aside from the side effects, there is very little research on its safety and effectiveness in kids under four. So no one really knows what the long-term dangers might be. It just really disgusts me how more children are haphazardly diagnosed with Attention Deficit Disorder (ADD) and Attention Deficit Hyperactivity Disorder (ADHD)—and placed on medications as young as three, all because some professionals would rather base their diagnosis on subjective observations rather than considering the possibility of other factors that may be responsible for ADHD-like behaviors.

I know many parents and teachers want a quick fix when it comes to dealing with children who present behavioral challenges. But what many parents don’t know is that for every child diagnosed with ADHD, only two to three percent are truly affected by it. Believe me when I tell you, Amar is not one of them. So, I’ll be damned if I’m having him drugged the hell up based on the observation of a wandering-eyed director.

“You don’t know jack about what my son needs. And he damn sure can’t benefit from being in a setting where he is constantly harassed. Did you consider he might just be an overactive child who needs redirection and positive reinforcements; something he clearly doesn’t get from here. The only thing you are concerned with is getting your monthly fees while ripping off hard-working parents.” I wanted to tell her I thought she needed medication for all that rapid eye movement she did; instead, I excused myself from her office, grabbed my son’s things and stormed out of there.

I don’t know whom the hell she thought she was dealing with. But, I’m not the one. Call it what you want, but the bottom line is—and was, there are too many African-American children in special education settings and/or on medications due to misdiagnoses. Which in the end—as far as I’m concerned—does more harm than good.

I apologize for going into another one of my tangents about the educational system, but stuff like this burns me up. Anyway, before I went off course, I was saying how I’m unable to keep a job because no school has been able to handle Amar. And since Lina’s behind is always too busy or no where around, that leaves me to “pick him up immediately.” Which is what I do without any hands-on disciplining—something I like to refer to spanking as. But last week, I lost my cool when Amar’s teacher called, demanding I come get him.

“Mr. Landers. This is Mrs. Thimball from the Children’s Day Center.”

“Hello, Mrs. Thimball,” I politely said, bracing myself for her news. “How can I help you?”

“You can help me by coming to pick up you son, now!” she yelled. “I am a patient woman but I will not tolerate an unruly child, especially one who bites. Now come get him or I will sit him out on the curb!” She slammed the phone down in my ear before I could say another word. I snatched up my car keys and ran out of my office. The only thing I kept thinking during my twenty-minute ride there was that this deranged woman had my son sitting on some curb, waiting to be picked up like a trash can. I was heated. Now, I don’t believe in hitting a woman but I was prepared to run her ass over in my car.

Luckily for her, she didn’t follow through on her threat. When I pulled up to the entrance, she greeted me with a limp, dragging Amar behind her. “Take your son and keep him home. I will reimburse you for the rest of this month’s tuition.”

“Well, can you at least tell me what happened?” I asked, scratching my left temple.

“Your son bit me on my ass! That’s what happened,” she snapped. I blinked my eyes in shock. I’m not sure if it was because I had never heard this prudent woman curse or if I couldn’t believe what I heard he had done.

Apparently, Amar was mad at her for placing him in timeout for the fifth time for talking loud and disrupting the rest of the class. So while she was writing on the chalkboard, he ran up behind her, then sunk his teeth into her flat rear end. She screamed bloody murder while he clamped down on her butt cheek, leaving his teeth marks. I can’t tell you how embarrassed I was and how bad I wanted to say something to ease this woman’s mind or give her something to soothe her behind. But, I didn’t and I couldn’t because there was nothing I could say or do to make her feel any better. So I did the only thing I thought was right. I asked Amar to apologize. He refused. “She twisted on my ears, Daddy,” he said, glaring up at her. Tears welled up in his eyes. I quickly glanced at his left ear. It was still red.

“Amar, apologize to Mrs. Thimball,” I directed. “She’s mean to me,” he said, trying to hold back his tears. I ignored Mrs. Thimball’s mumbling under her breath. Something about young people having babies and not being able to control them.

“Amar, this is not a debate. Now apologize.” Again, he refused. So I asked him two more times, each time much sterner and with more bass. And still he refused. So I grabbed him by his arm, pulling him into me. I then pulled down his pants and spanked his bottom until it was red. I opened the car door, directing him to get in and sit still. He climbed up onto the seat, screaming and wailing. And before Mrs. Thimball could storm back into the building, I caught up with her, asking her to please clarify Amar’s claim that she had pulled on his ears. I purposefully walked up a few steps further to make sure we were out of Amar’s view.

“I most certainly did,” she replied with indignation in her tone. “He was pulling on another student’s ear, laughing. I asked him if he’d like it if someone pulled on his. So I yanked both of his little ears to let him see how it felt. Then I put him in timeout.”

“Did you twist them?” I asked, trying to maintain my composure. My heart was beginning to pick up its pace. I could feel it beating in my throat. She stood there with a blank look on her face.

“Your child bit me. That should be your concern, not whether or not I pulled or twisted on his little ears.”

My head was starting to pound. “Mrs. Thimball,” I said, taking in a deep breath. “Did…you…pull and twist my son’s ears?”

“Yes, I did. To teach him that pulling on other children’s ears is not nice. Nor is it acceptable behavior in my class.” I stepped in closer to her, then spoke in almost a whisper.

“Mrs. Thimball,” I said, clenching my teeth. “That was inappropriate on your part.” And before she could open her mouth to say anything else to defend her actions, I grabbed the top of her right ear and tried my best to twist it off. She yelped in pain. “Don’t you ever put your hand on my child.” I let go, turned around, then walked back to my car with her holding her ear and rubbing her behind as she made her way back to her classroom.

On our way home, I tried to explain to Amar why he was spanked and how I was really upset that he would behave in such a manner. I wanted him to understand that he can’t go around biting people when he gets angry. See. When I discipline—whether it’s timeout, loss of privileges or spanking—I try to use it as a form of teaching and I hope they learn from their mistakes. Amar, however, just looked at me like I had three heads or something. Obviously, paying me no mind.

Being a parent, I now understand what my mother meant when she’d say, “This hurts me more than it hurts you,” because, although I tried not to show it, I was all broken up inside. So I did the only thing I could. I pulled over on the side of the road, got out the car and opened up the passenger side door for Amar to get out. Kneeling down, I took his shoulders in my hands, and locking my eyes, I said, “I’m sorry for spanking you but you have to listen when Daddy tells you to do something. Do you understand?” He nodded with his bottom lip poked out. “I don’t like it when I have to spank you. I gave him a hug. “I love you.” He just stood there, glaring at me with his lips poked out.

I rack my brain, trying to figure out where in the world he gets his temperament. My mom says he’s just how Amira was. Mean. Amira agrees, laughing. But what I know she really means is, he’s just like my father, ’cause that man—God rest his soul—was evil. I just have to shake my head sometimes. ’Cause wherever this side of him comes from, it’s the nastiest streak I’ve ever seen in a three-year-old. Oh, he’ll get mad at you and before you know it, he’s either thrown something at you or clopped you upside the head with it. He has no problem using his little heavy hands to get his point across. Something I don’t put up with. That kind of aggression is a clear indication of him potentially becoming a bully. And I’m not tolerating that. Period.

He’s also very stubborn. Now that he probably does get from me. I’ll tell him to do something and he’ll just stare me down. Well, two can play that one. So we stare each other down until I start counting to five. By three, he knows he had better start moving, or else. I try very hard to be patient with him. But he really tries to push the envelope to the edge with his falling out and making scenes when he can’t have his way. I usually don’t feed into it. I just leave him in the middle of the floor, road or wherever he falls out and keep it moving. Then he finally decides to get his behind up, stomping and screaming at the top of his lungs. But when he gets the best of me, I snatch him up and give him a one-two swing. That generally snaps him out of his fit. Like I said, I don’t make it a habit of spanking but every now and then I gotta warm his bottom as a last resort. I’ll be the first to admit, he’s a handful. But he can also be very loving.

Now Amir has a much calmer disposition. He’s every bit of me. Moody. So when he gets into one of his little funky states, I just give him his little space. Eventually, he comes around. He’s also quiet and tends to keep to himself. Like me, he doesn’t bother anyone. He just sits and observes everything and everyone. But if you press him the wrong way one time too many, he will fight you. But fighting is clearly not his nature.

Most of the time you don’t even know he’s in the house unless you get up to check on him. And nine times out of ten, he’s into something he has no business being in. But all you have to do is give him one of those looks and he stops whatever he’s doing. I have to admit, the boy’s a little manipulator. He has a habit of looking up at you with his big round eyes, giving you the saddest puppy-dog face I’ve ever seen. And then for added effect, huge crocodile tears cling to his long lashes. You wanna know something? It works!

With both of these boys, I have to have eyes and ears in the back of my head at all times. Amir likes scissors and markers; he’ll write on anything in sight. Amar likes hammers; he’ll bang the whole damn house down if you let him. The boy is so daggone destructive it’s nerve-racking. If he’s not flooding the toilet, he’s breaking up his toys, or climbing up on tables, trying to swing or jump off of something.

So as you can see, I don’t get a moment’s peace until they are sound asleep. By the time I get back from the park or zoo with them, feed them, bathe them and get them settled down it’s already eight o’clock. Then it’s good night, sleep tight; don’t let the bedbugs bite. And by the time I shower, attempt to manually relieve my sexual tensions, then finally fall asleep, it’s time to start my day again.

I tell you, it never ends. Sometimes I just wanna scream, “Where’s my goddamn help around here!” But I don’t. I simply take it in stride and handle my responsibilities as a man, and a father. Bottom line: my sons didn’t ask to come into this world, so they shouldn’t have to suffer because they have a mother who chooses to be irresponsible and irresponsive.

I tell you, sometimes I feel like I’m about to lose my mind when I’m dog-tired and they’re running around, making more noise than I can stand. I just feel like beating them quiet. But then, out of nowhere, my voice of reason takes over, reminding me that they are just innocent children. So I pop two Advil instead, and let them be.

But I will say, when everything is all said and done—regardless of how trying my day might have been—tucking them into bed at night and kissing them on their foreheads makes everything worthwhile. Being able to tell them how much I love them is something I wouldn’t change in this world. And hearing the word daddy is the most wonderful feeling.

And although having children has slightly altered my life, I’ve grown. I’m focused. And I’m very happy. I just wish Lina could feel all that I do. I can’t imagine not waking up to their morning ritual of jumping on my bed, yelling for me to get up. Not hearing the pitter-patter of their little feet across the wood floor would drive me insane. As much as a handful they can be, I can’t imagine my life without them in it. That’s one of the reasons I have a difficult time understanding how any man can walk away from his responsibilities as a father. I don’t think I could ever look myself in the mirror every day and honestly feel good about myself, knowing I abandoned my children.

Making a baby damn sure doesn’t make you a man. And walking out on them—be it financially, emotionally, physically, or mentally—makes you even less of one. All I can say, nothing but death will keep me out of their lives. I’m prepared to take the good with the bad, the bitter with the sweet. And this is coming from a man who was adamantly against ever having children. But things change. And as Lina has shown, people change. Well, I’m prepared to move forward with my life for the sake of them. Sadly, Lina will soon realize that all good things must eventually come to an end.
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SARINA: Crazy Maze





If only we lived in a world absent of prejudices, a place where we could love each other, regardless of preferences. Free to love a sista or a brotha. Free to show displays of affection if you dare. With a man or woman, who should care? See. I am as easy and free as I wanna be. Blowing in the breeze, fucking and sucking and choosing my own destiny. Oh, can’t you see. It’s only by chance that I’m a victim of circumstance. Oh, that’s me! Standing up to fight adversity. Don’t you see? I deserve a chance to grow, to roam. To be free to love, free to be me. As freaky as I wanna be. ’Cause my back is aching, my belt’s too tight. My coochie’s aching from the fuck I had last night. HeeHeeHee.

You know. I could have been a famous fashion designer by now, if it weren’t for all those playa-hating bitches in my class, plotting to steal my ideas. Oh, I heard the whispers, “Will you look at what she has on…What in the world?” I saw the wide-eyed stares and the sidelong glances. But I fixed them. I kept all of my sketches in a locked portfolio, then slipped my portfolio into a locked briefcase. And I kept the keys hidden in the sole of my shoe. There was no way I was going to let those fashion frauds get a hold of my masterpieces. Didn’t they know I’d been breaking fashion barriers since high school? Well, of course they didn’t. That’s why I dropped out of art school and decided to take my show on the road without any interference from anyone. And now I’m the proud owner and designer of Sarina Creations, specializing in one-of-a-kind patterns and designs. Yes, the outfit I have on now is one of my very own. A deer fur halter-top with matching hip-huggers. See. I even have fur-covered slingbacks. The handcuff belt and dog-collar choker are for added effect. You like?

You should see how I turn heads when I prance up and down the runway. Okay, the sidewalk. Big deal. Runway, sidewalk, same difference; it’s still my show. Okay, here we go. I lick my red-painted lips, bat my curled lashes and, at times, I might even blow a kiss at a friendly yet unfamiliar face. And then I bring it…serve it…work it. Sashaying down the catwalk during rush hour. Strut, spin, and pose. Strut, spin, and pose. And all eyes are on me. It’s always the jealous ones who laugh at me but I always get my share of whistles and, every now and then, someone might throw a few dollars in my tin bucket.

Last week I made ninety-eight dollars. Humph. Not bad for a day’s worth of work. But I never get a standing ovation. Who cares, though? I’m still going to be famous with or without their support. By the way, I’ll be up and down Kennedy Street signing autographs tomorrow around noon, just in case you want to come out and show me some love. What? Kennedy Street where? Duh, Washington, D.C., where else?

Oh, excuse me. For those of you who might not have heard about me, let me formally introduce myself. I am Sarina, the twenty-year-old daughter of Ryan and Chyna Littles. The black sheep of the Littles’ clan. I guess you can say, I was born into this world with two strikes against me: being the ugliest, and the blackest, of their four children. Before me, my light-skinned mother—with her silky hair and emerald-green eyes—gave birth to three beautiful boys; light, bright babies with green eyes and straight hair. Then me. Soot-black with dark eyes, knotty hair—okay, so it was thick and long before I cut it off. But it still wasn’t silky. Then there’s this wide nose and my big lips. Yet, she claims I was her precious bundle of joy; her beautiful baby girl. Please. How could anything looking like this be precious? If you ask me, it seems more like a curse.

To this day, I still have a difficult time believing that she’s my mother. I’m certain she stole me from my real mother. I know she did. I don’t care what anyone says. I mean. How could the law of genetics allow a woman who can pass for white give birth to someone with deep, dark skin. My father—whose skin is as dark as mine—insists that she did in fact deliver me from her womb. I still have my doubts; however, I’ll take his word for it. After all, he was there. And he would never lie to “Daddy’s little angel.” Well, he did. There were no little angels—dark as night—living in hell. But, I accept what he says, nonetheless. After all, I am the spitting image of him, from his wide nose and thick lips to his dark-brown eyes and dimpled chin. I am my father’s child. Oh, sure that impostor has always tried her best to smother me with undeserving hugs and kisses. She always told me—even if they were lies—how beautiful I looked and how special I was and how much she loved me. I just didn’t feel worthy of such adoration.

One thing I can say; as ugly as I was, my parents never treated me any different than my brothers and they never let them tease me. They were always so nice to me, probably because they felt sorry for me more than anything else. They most likely were thinking what I was already feeling: poor thing.

But no matter how hard they tried to make me feel wanted, no matter how many kind words she might have said, I still never felt like I belonged. I can still remember the first time I brought my third-grade friends home from school to play and one of them asked me, “Who’s that lady?”

“That’s my mommy,” I had said. They all stood there with their mouths hung open in shock.

“That white lady’s your mommy?” they asked in unison.

“She’s not white,” I snapped with an attitude. “She’s black.”

“But she’s not black like you,” Blue-eyes responded.

“So, she’s still black,” I argued.

“Well, how come you don’t look like them?” Blondie asked, pointing at the picture of my three brothers and me. There I was: the dark spot sitting in the middle of the two youngest with my oldest brother standing behind us. “But you’re so black. You don’t look anything like them.” I took that as an insult and put them little snot balls out. I never invited them over to play again. I think I cried the whole weekend. My mother tried her hardest to comfort me but nothing she said changed the way I felt.

“Sweetheart,” she had said, rocking me and wiping away my tears. “Black is beautiful. Don’t you ever be ashamed of your skin tone; you are Mommy’s beautiful angel.” I heard her every word but it didn’t matter. Unless she was able to scrub the black off me, there was nothing she could do. Nothing she would say could ever change my ugliness. That was the first and last time I’d shed a tear over the color of my skin. From that moment on, I would accept my curse dry-eyed and unmoved.

Oh, of course, she claims she never favored my brothers over me. She has tried desperately to reassure me that I was her favorite, telling me her lies about how she saw black as beautiful and how she believed having babies with dark, rich skin would validate and solidify her blackness. Ha! She even had the nerve to take it a step further to say, I—Sarina Dalon Littles—represented everything beautiful for her.

Nonsense. I don’t dislike my brothers. I don’t fault them for their being everything I should have been—light-skinned and beautiful. The blame falls on that woman with the flowing, butt-length hair and beautiful creamy skin. Those sparkling green eyes should have been mine. Do you know, I have dreams of cutting out her eyes and wearing them around my neck like emeralds. Oh, I think they would go fabulous with this green-feathered pantsuit I designed out of goose feathers. No, silly! I didn’t kill any geese. I took the feathers out of all the goose-down pillows in Chyna’s house, then dyed them green. For Heaven’s sake!

Anyway, she wants me to accept her excuse that she gave my brothers more attention because she didn’t want them to go through life like she did, being confused about who they were. She claims she wanted them to develop into strong men who were proud of their blackness, knowing their lightness would make it hard for them to feel connected to any ethnic group. Hog balls!

Between you and me, I don’t believe none of that shit about her feeling worthless until she gave birth to me. What kind of fool does she think I am? She doesn’t know shit about feeling worthless. I spent my childhood wishing I could disappear. At ten, I read the Bluest Eye by Toni Morrison and cried. Then I saw white flashes. I think it was then that I had my first hallucination. I couldn’t imagine there being someone else in this world as ugly as me. Pecola became my best friend. I was so happy to have Pecola in my life. My playmate and I had things in common. We were alike in our ugliness and our hunger for attention. But we were also very different. She wanted blue eyes and I wanted green. Her parents fought. Mine rarely spoke. She was raped. I wasn’t. I’m glad my daddy didn’t rape me. Oh, how my heart went out to Pecola. Still does. That’s why I protect her from harm’s way. I will never let anyone hurt my sweet Pecola again. She’s been through enough in her life. It’s such a shame. So, I guess looking back I wasn’t so bad off, after all. I just didn’t think anyone could be worse off than me. Hell. Come to think about it. Back then no one ever had to rape me. They still don’t. I’m usually willing to just give it away.

Thinking back, I sure did give it away a lot. HeeHeeHee. I started pulling my panties down in sixth grade, showing the boys my hairy cooch. Thanks to my mother, that’s all I could do since she had me chained to her hip. Those girls would call me names but they sure didn’t have titties like mine or have hair between their legs. So I had all the boys as my friends. Ha! I’d sit on the back of the private school bus and play “peeka-boo” with all of them. I showed those snotty, flat-assed girls.

But, baby. Once I turned fourteen and was able to convince my father to allow me to attend public school—which was no easy task, thanks to my busybody mother—I had the boys lining up to get some of this poontang. It didn’t matter to me that they called me “tar baby” and “charcoal” behind my back. In my face, they always said how good I made them feel. I knew they didn’t like me for me. It didn’t matter. The only thing that mattered was that I got their attention. I learned to accept my ugly blackness because as long as I had a bangin’ body it didn’t matter what my face looked like. So my big basketball ass and cantaloupe-sized titties became my prized possessions. My mother would have the nerve to tell me to be proud of my skin color because “black is beautiful.” Well, if black is so damn beautiful, why the hell did the kids at school tease me?

Well, my sophomore year was the last time anyone called me out of my name. That’s right! Enough was enough. Once I fought these three bitches—at the same time—no one else dared to dis me. I guessed all those karate lessons paid off. This ugly, black whore, as they called me—over some stinking boy, no less—whipped their asses real good. All because I fucked one of their boyfriends and he gave her syphilis. Big deal. Like it was my fault he didn’t wear a condom. Just take your dumb ass down to the clinic and keep it moving. Please. Those boys knew I liked it raw. Come to think about it. Those nasty dogs were probably the reason I’d had numerous STD’s. Oh don’t worry. I haven’t had anything in a long time, and I’ve never gotten anything I couldn’t get rid of. Syphilis, chlamydia and trick-o-molasses—hahahaha! I mean trichomoniasis—are the only things I’ve had. So who cares? Life goes on. One thing’s for sure: all the boys loved this pussy. HeeHeeHee. A few even told me how big it was.

Shoot! I keep me a diary of all the boys I’ve been with. Last time I checked I was at seventy-eight. Oh, no! Wait a minute. Let me recount. Umm. You know what. I forgot to add the two men I did in the bathroom of that Shell gas station last week. And then the other day I was in the backseat…no, scratch that one. Sucking dick doesn’t count. Anyway, once I reach two hundred, I’m gonna get someone to make a mold out of my pussy so I can sell it. HeeHeeHee.

Oh, I know what you’re thinking. You think I’m just downright nasty. Well, at least I’ve never been pregnant. Half the girls my age were either having babies or having abortions. Stupid. My parents didn’t even know I was fucking until my nosey-ass mother walked into my room—without knocking—and caught me in the act. I was seventeen then.

See. I was slick with mine. Little did she know, I had been sneaking boys—and girls—in and out of my bedroom window since I was fourteen years old. Before that, we just did it on the side of the house or in the woods. And do you know she had the nerve to beat me? Sure did. She took an extension cord and tried to strip the skin off me. See here. I still have the scars to prove it. That was the first time she had ever laid a hand on me. And I almost think she would have killed me if my father hadn’t kicked the door in to save me. Can you believe it? My own so-called mother wanted to kill me.

Okay. So maybe I called her a white bitch and attacked her first. I didn’t appreciate her barging into my bedroom and throwing my company out. I was right in the middle of a climax. She could have at least waited until we were finished. What would have been so wrong with that? I’m sure she wouldn’t have liked me to storm into her room without knocking. Not that she was getting any. HeeHeeHee. She thinks I don’t know, but I know. I know all about her and my father sleeping in separate bedrooms while she tried to act like all was well. Ha! She probably was too frigid for him. Pathetic sow! She spent her lonely nights, running around meddling in my business instead of tryna get her groove on. I bet you the only thing being squirted in her was an old dirty douche. Heeheehee. Anyway, Miss Perfect wouldn’t know how to back that thang up if her life depended on it. I bet you.

Oh well. That’s now water under the bridge. They are back together, playing the happy couple. And I guess she’s finally getting some. Either way, I’m just glad that woman finally has a life of her own and is staying the hell out of mine. She’s the cause of me being in all this mess anyway. As a matter of fact, it’s her fault I was placed on a nut ward when I was seventeen. The only reason I was hiding under that desk in my room, naked and with a knife in my hand, was because someone had come into my room trying to rape and kill me. Why else would I be screaming? They said I was a danger to myself, and others. Go figure.

Since then, every time I turn around someone is trying to have me put away because they feel I engage in bizarre and self-injurious behaviors. Bizarre? Please. I don’t know where the hell these people get this donkey crap. Just because I shaved my head bald and my eyebrows off, doesn’t mean I’m exhibiting bizarre behaviors. I had a legitimate reason: there were bugs crawling in my hair and on my face. Is it my fault that no one believed me? Besides, I like wearing wigs. I have a different wig for every day of the week. As a matter of fact, I have a wig in every color and every style imaginable.

And this mess about me being self-injurious? Please. I’ve never heard such nonsense. These stupid-ass people are still talking about shit I did two and three years ago. Like the time I had been missing from home for three weeks and was found in Baltimore walking in the middle of oncoming traffic. Big deal. I was seventeen, carefree and liked living on the edge a little. So what if I was drunk.

Then there was the first time I slit my wrists. I was eighteen. It wasn’t like I wanted to kill myself. I was trying to rid myself of this person inside of me. She kept whispering and taunting me to let her out. So I said, “Okay, bitch. You want out, you got out.” So I took a serrated knife and sliced into my skin until blood freely flowed, releasing her from her misery. I woke up two days later on another psychiatric ward. Four weeks later, I was discharged.

Now, the second time I slit my wrists it was to release the poison that flowed through my veins. You see. The waitress at this little diner I used to go to—before they banned me from entering their establishment—tried to kill me. Oh yes she did. She sprinkled rat poison over the croutons in my salad. I’m certain of it. So I attacked her. I took off my wig and beat the everlasting shit out of her. Yes sirreeee buddy. That’ll teach her to tamper with my food. They even had the nerve to have me arrested. I couldn’t believe how the police humiliated me. Placing those damn cuffs on me like I was some dangerous criminal. I tried to tell them I wanted to file attempted murder complaints on that scraggly heifer but they wouldn’t hear of it. Instead they charged me with assault.

My mother had to come down to bail me out. Hahahahahaha! I went upstairs to my room, pulled out my razor—the one I kept hidden under the rug—and, with quick, deep motions, I sliced my wrists. So off I went, back to the looney bin, where I vegetated for eight weeks. Both times, I tried to explain to those idiots that I wasn’t suicidal but they wouldn’t hear of it. Not even my parents believed me. Now do you think I would inflict that kind of pain on myself if I was really trying to kill myself? Let’s be for real. Cutting your wrists hurts.

So, if you haven’t figured it out. Everyone thinks I’m crazy but to hell with what they think. I’m probably the sanest person you’ll ever meet. If you ask me, my parents are the crazy ones for spending thousands of dollars on shrinks and medications. Since I was thirteen, I’ve had every type of counseling invented. I’ve had four psychiatric hospitalizations in the past three years and, in the past two years, I’ve gone through five psychiatrists and not one has been able to change shit about me. Don’t they get it? There is nothing wrong with me. They are just educated idiots. I can’t stand them.

Well, I did like Dr. Rogers but he got scared when I got up from my chair and showed him my pierced clitoris. HeeHeeHee. He snapped his pencil in half and broke out in a sweat. He was scared of this young stuff. Hell. I thought a fine-looking black man in the business of probing minds might wanna try probing my insides instead of my thought processes. I dared him to stand up to let me see his hard-on. Scaredy-cat. Anyway, outside of him, the rest of those doctors are jack-offs.

For one, most of them are usually some tight-assed, abuse survivor who’s in recovery of some sort. And most of them are either on medications for some underlying disorder themselves, in treatment, or both. Humph. All that tells me is that they are just crazy-ass, credentialed nuts, getting off on trying to get inside someone’s head. Particularly mine. Well, I’m too smart for that. I always flip the script on them. And before you know it, I’ve assessed all of their insecurities and diagnosed any and all psychosis in their pathetic lives. Just the way I did yesterday with Dr. Shapenski, my therapist for the last six months.

“Hello, Sarina,” he begins, smiling. His upper lip curls under, showing the top of his big gums. “How are you today?”

He waits for my response. I just stare at him. His nose begins to inflate and deflate like a balloon. I laugh.

“Okay,” he continues, flipping through his notes. “Last week, I gave you an assignment. I wanted you to write down all the things that you like and dislike about your mother so we could discuss them today. Were you able to do that?”

For the life of me, I can’t understand why this pasty-faced fool doesn’t just read the damn back notes. Every report, every session says the same damn thing: I hate that bitch! She has done nothing but try to ruin my life. So there is nothing to write down. He should already know this. She knows it. The whole world knows it. So why in the name of Pippy Long-stocking does he insist on wasting my damn time and his?

I take my hands and gently rub my nipples in slow circular motions over my white blouse. They begin to swell like ripened fruit. I continue to rub until the gnats in my mind stir with excitement. He doesn’t flinch, seemingly unnerved by my protruding nipples. Doesn’t even shift his eyes from mine. He waits for me to finish. Then the fruit flies decide they don’t want to play anymore. I stop.

“So, Doctor, tell me something. Do you love yourself?”

“How is that question relevant to this session, Sarina?” he asks, shuffling papers in my thick manila file. He makes me sick, answering my questions with a question. I glance down at his fat stubby fingers as they grip his Reflections pen. They remind me of swollen Vienna sausages. He writes something illegible in my progress notes. I silently laugh to myself, imagining him jerking off, then licking his fingers.

“Sarina, tell me how are you feeling these days?”

“Horny,” I respond, crossing, then uncrossing my legs. I spread them wide, then fan them shut. Open. Shut. Open. Shut. His eyes never leave mine. I make a mental note: Next time I’ll wear a short skirt and no drawers. I glance down at his fat feet stuffed into his Cole Haan loafers. Limp dick, I think. I burst into laughter.

“How are you sleeping at night?”

“Alone. Do you love yourself, Doc?” Again, he ignores my question. I feel his brown eyes trying to pierce through me. I stare him down, fanning my legs. Open. Shut. Open. Shut. Tell him to lick your bloody pussy. I ignore the voice. Open. Shut. Open. Shut.

“Sarina, you seem somewhat distant today. A little preoccupied. Are you taking your medication?” Would serve him right if you got up and slapped him. I will myself still.

“Are you taking yours?” I ask, smirking, shifting my weight in the leather chair. He raises his eyebrow. Ah-hah! I slip my hands under my thighs, then kick off my heels, plopping my bare feet on his oak coffee table, then stretching open my toes. He continues to not answer me. But I’m patient. Patient, get it? HeeHeeHeeheeheehee.

“So, how are things with your family?” he asks, waiting to see what I’d say or do next. I smile. But inside I’m laughing.

“How are things with yours?”

“Everyone’s doing well, thanks for asking. Now, I’d like to know how things are going with you.”

“When did your wife leave you?”

“Excuse me?” he asks, shifting his eyes from mine.

“Your wife, when did she leave you?” He sighs, clearly getting frustrated.

“Sarina, what makes you think my wife left me?”

“Your socks aren’t matching. You have on one black and one blue sock.” His face turns red as he glances down at his feet. “Let me guess. She left you for a younger man.” I wait for his response. He shifts in his seat instead. I remove my feet from his table, slipping my feet back into my shoes.

“I don’t blame her. I woulda left you too. I guess she got tired of your impotence and premature ejaculations. You know there are surgical procedures and medications for such sexual inadequacies. I bet you ejaculated as soon as your wee-wee touched her warm, moist coochie?” HeeHeeHee. “Two pumps and a hump, and you were done.” He closes my file.

“Sarina, how do you expect to get better if you don’t take your medications as prescribed? You can’t stop taking them when you want.”

“The same way you expect to. Like you, I can do whatever I want. Whatcha gonna do, tell my mommy and daddy? Call my big bad probation officer?” I ask, sarcastically. “I’m a big girl now, Doc. And before you start asking me your goddamn stupid-ass questions again. No, I’m not suicidal. No, I’m not homicidal. No, I’m not hearing voices.” He brushes over his hair with his left hand. That irks me. It reminds me of an old dirty rug. Go ’head, snatch it off his head. “Why don’t you take off that stupid-looking toupee?” I shout.

“Sarina, I think that’s it for today,” he says, glancing down at his watch. “I’ll see you again next week. I’m going to write you another prescription before you leave.” I get up to walk toward him, then lean into him. My nose almost touches his. His breath smells of old coffee and stale cigarettes.

“The hell if you will,” I snap, raising my voice in his face. But I know better than to give him an invitation to have me put away. I refrain from threatening him or becoming physically aggressive. I lower my voice, then smile. “I am no more crazier than you are, Doctor.” I grab his face, then kiss him on his forehead. “God loves you even when you don’t. Now have a good day.” I grab my purse, then head for the door, leaving him flustered.

Quack-ass doctors, to hell with ’em all! Who needs medications? I stopped taking mine three months ago and as you can see, I’m doing just fine. Trust me when I tell you, I might be black and ugly, but I damn sure ain’t crazy. As a matter of fact, I’ve decided to take my one-woman show on the road and take a bite out of the Big Apple. So eat your heart out, ’cause Sarina is in a New York state of mind!
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DAMASCUS: Give Me The Lovin’




After two weeks of touring and promoting my book, The Young Brotha Behind the Mask—which has gotten mad reviews from The New York Times, The Washington Post, Kirkus Book Reviews, Newsweek and the list goes on—I’m glad to be home. Waking up in a hotel room with a stiff dick and nothing but my hand to pop off these nuts was starting to throw me over the fuckin’ edge. Not that I have a problem with busting a nut in my hand, I just enjoy having a snug, hot hole to bury this log in, feel me?

See. Back in my stripper days, I’d have more wet holes to slide this pole in and out of than I knew what to do with. I had pussy up and down the East and West coasts begging for this big, black…well, you should already know the rest. Women would drop their drawers and pay to take a ride on all this. Word is bond. I banged a lot of backs out in my day. Hell, I even tried to crush a few windpipes, na’ mean.

But now, instead of dropping dough to feel this pipe or suck down these nuts, they’re spending it to read my book. Yep. I’m happy to announce, the days of Tee, aka T-Bone—my stage name—waking up to dick-thirsty beasts and trying to fill an empty heart with empty sex is long gone. Word up. The only woman I’m stripping for these days is my wife. And my heart is filled with more love than I ever thought possible. Do I miss all the pussy? Nope. Hell, most of the time, my dick was in it but my mind was somewhere else, feel me?

I mean. Bustin’ the nut was good but the shit that went along with it was beat. Like chicks wanting to cuddle and kiss after I’ve just busted a load down their throats. I’d be like, “Yo, what the fuck! Your tramp ass just let me nut in your mouth. And you want some extras? Yo, get real.” My motto was: Stick ’n move. And that’s just what I did. Stuck it and kept it movin’.

Hell, being an author is really no different from when I was a dancer. I still got chicks tryna check for me. Yo, peep this shit out: A couple of weeks ago I was in Jersey City doing a signing at Sacred Thoughts Bookstore when this thick-hipped sista with a small waist and wide ass asked if she could take a picture with me. I was like, “No problem, baby. Do you.” So she gets one of her girls to snap the flick for her. Man, listen, this chick stood up on her tippy-toes and licked my damn neck while pressing her pussy up into my thigh. Her girl snapped the damn flick before I could jerk away. Yo, I wanted to really check her ass but I just bit my lip. I figured it was only a picture and I wanna keep my readers happy as long as they don’t get too out of hand, know what I’m sayin’? However, I know if Indy had been there it woulda been on up in that piece. ’Cause the one thing she’s not havin’, and that’s a sista tryna play her close. Word up.

But, between you and me, I’m glad she stays home. ’Cause I don’t need the stress, feel me? Hell, when I’m doing a signing somewhere, I’m out there tryna sell books, not knock boots. Now, if I were single, it would be a different story. I’d have that back crackin’ and the pussy smackin’ but I’m on some different shit now, na’ mean?

Yo, but you wanna hear some crazy shit. A few months back I did a book signing at Ourstory Books and Gifts in Jersey and there were like six chicks up in that piece who had let me beat the pussy up at one time or another. I was buggin’. And of course, that just happened to be one of the signings Indy decided to attend. But after the signing, I had to let her know that I had broken my dick off in a few of ’em. Yo, I know I didn’t have to tell her, but what the fuck. That’s the one thing we both agreed to do, let the other know when someone we’ve hit off is in our space.

Hell, it ain’t no secret that I was the meat man, packing beef and butchering the hell outta some pussy. So depending on where we’re at, we sometimes run into a few old customers, feel me? So to keep down on the confusion, I always let Indy know what time it is, and vice-versa. That’s just how we do it. But keeping it real with you, I don’t like it when she points out some cat she was gaming. Even though I know Indy has a past—like I do—the idea of knowing some other nigga was up in my wife just doesn’t sit well with me.

Anyway, after I told her, she shook her head, then leaned in, whispering in my ear, “I know you didn’t fuck big girl standing over there in the blue dress too, looking like a damn grizzly bear.” I shrugged my shoulders, throwing my hands up in mock surrender. “Ugh. I forgot. You’d fuck anything with a hole back then.” She planted a kiss on my lips, then walked off, making it perfectly clear—without saying a word—that I was no longer available for their sexual pleasures. Every woman in that piece cut their eyes at her as she made her way around the room, smiling and shining. Two of them were even bold enough to flirt with me when they thought Indy wasn’t looking. And another tried to be on some slick shit, slipping me the digits on the sly.

Yo, I’m telling you. If you a single cat making moves, there’s no reason for you not to be getting pussy on a regular. If you aren’t…nah, I ain’t even going there. Bottom line: if you ain’t hittin’ skins, then something must be wrong with your ass. Shit, with all the women available to brothas, even a little-dick nigga can get his nut off if his game is tight.

But for the life of me, I can’t understand how some of these sistas just play themselves out the way they do. Do you know, just the other night I had a sista who had read my book walk up to me and ask me if we could have a fling. All because, as she put it, “I heard you packin.’” I was like, “Be easy, Ma. Slow it down.” I had to shake my head ’cause it was shit like that that kept me knockin’ backs out and scraping knees up back in my pimp-daddy days.

Man, listen. I could write a book on some of the things women have said to me after I’ve banged up their insides, like “I want respect.” Yo, now that’s some funny shit. I’d laugh at that one, then hit ’em with, “Baby, you just sucked me and my boy off, you nasty. So, no man’s gonna respect you when you can’t even respect you.” Some of ’em just couldn’t grasp that. I guess it was a little too far outta their reach.

A few have even hit me with, “I love you so much, Tee.” Now, that’s a laugh! I mean, how you gonna catch feelings for a cat who just slayed you and your girl at the same time? C’mon. The only thing any of them were lovin’ is this big, long dick. Issues. That’s what they have. A whole lot of unresolved shit going on. Word up! So, hell nah! I don’t miss the pussy one bit. Besides, Indy knows how to give it to me just how I like it.

Don’t get me wrong. It’s been a few times when I almost caved in and let some chick suck down these milk duds. Not because I was feelin’ them, I just wanted to nut. Like, last week while I was down in New Orleans at the Essence Festival. Man, let me tell you. There were some freaks out there willing to put in some work. I ain’t gonna front, a few times my dick tried to entice me to give in. But then, out of nowhere—before I could even make a conscious decision on my own to bounce—I’d hear Indy saying, “Let that bitch suck your dick if you want.” It’s like she has eyes and ears every fuckin’ where. So, I’d just take my ass on up to my hotel room, jump in the shower, beat my dick, then get on the phone and talk to her until I fell asleep. Besides, I’d rather not let some chick who doesn’t mind getting her knees dirty fuck up my thing. Keeping it real, it’s really not worth it. I don’t care how much brain (head) she gives. Call it pussy-whipped, call it strung out, call it whatever you want. The bottom line: this brotha’s grounded and in love.
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