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April Brown just finished a long three-day 2,400-mile ride from Cedar Hills Utah to 

Daytona Beach Florida. She was tired, agitated and so was her 5 year old daughter named 

Summer Brown. The only thing April wanted to do was go to her new home, lay down for ten 

hours and wait on the movers to bring her furniture and other household items. 

Prior to returning to Florida she did two things; she called her girl Tonya and made an 

appointment to see a psychiatrist by the name of Dr. Emily Rogers. Once in town, she called 

Tonya, and then Tonya came to meet Summer for the first time.  

April and Tonya had a lot in common; both were beautiful, had long wavy hair, slim 

around five feet and five inches, cared about their shape and appearances and both had beautiful 

smiles. The difference though, is that it would be easier getting a smile out of Tonya then April. 

If you were to ask April why she did not use that sun-warming smile she possessed more often, 

she would tell you bluntly, “smile all the time for what? Ain't shit funny!” and that is where the 

similarities ended. Tonya was materialistic and April was not. If it was not Dolce& Gabbana, 

Gucci, Prada, or anything remotely similar, Tonya wasn't interested. Tonya was a real life party 

girl and April was not. April was browned skinned with dimples and Tonya was light skinned. 

April did not drink or smoke but Tonya got it in.  April could be a little vain at times and quiet, 

but Tonya had to be the life of the party and at every party.  Another thing they had in common 

was a mutual feeling of joy and happiness when they saw each other.  

As Tonya drove down Ridge rd. looking for 2845, she saw April and Summer standing at 

the end of a driveway. April could see Tonya smiling and crying from inside the car as she 

quickly jumped out of the black on black drop top Chrysler 300 c, screaming “MY BITCH…MY 

BITCH”, while they ran to each other hugging and jumping up and down. 
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Tonya stepped back and observed the purple Prada bag, purple Louboutin Slingback 

Bootie shoes, purple and gold Chandelier Earrings, and the purple House of Dereon shorts and 

top set. “DAMM bitch…you look good,” says Tonya in shock. “But I see you still rockin them 

dam ponytails. At least you upgraded the gear…I am soooo glad you did that. But don't make it 

about the cloths bitch I'll get wit yo ass, looking like a cute ass Barney the Dinosaur”, she says 

smacking April on her ass and chuckling.  

April briefly forgot where she was at and who she was talking to, and then instantly had 

to get use to the bitch word being used all over again, because that's just the way Tonya talks. 

“Shit…you look good too, and that ass got fatter…you get some implants or something”, 

April says while poking Tonya's ass repeatedly with her finger. 

“Oh, bitches come back into town after five years and got jokes. Ain't no implants this 

way. This beauty is all natural.” 

“Yeah I got jokes. More than you and apparently my gear got more jokes too because 

they just shitted all over yours; in my DEEP Nicki voice, and I don't even like that bitch”, April 

says laughing loudly. 

“Whatever bitch I dressed down because I didn't want to make you look bad in front of 

my god daughter. But best believe bitch next time we step out I'm all over yo ass like a rubber 

with no lubrication. You is gonna be too irked.” 

“I mean---you still look good girl…what is them shoes…Payless two for 40 deals? And 

FUBU use to be hot so as long as no body see's the labels…you rockin that shit” she said as she 

busted out laughing. 
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“Fuck you bitch,” Tonya says laughing. “But on some real shit…I miss you April. I'm 

glad you came back.” 

Tonya looks down at summer as she clings to her mother's leg. “So this must be my lil 

beautiful god daughter Summer? She is too cute April. So what is we gonna do?” 

April takes a deep sigh and then says, “well…I wanna take my baby on the Black 

Heritage trail, and then I got that appointment, so I'ma need you to watch her for a few hours 

while  I go do that.” 

“Sounds like a plan to me,” says Tonya. 

April's appointment with Dr. Rogers was at 5 o'clock. It was 1:30 at the time, which gave 

them plenty of time to check out the Black Heritage Trail and then go to her appointment. Once 

they made the 18 stops on the trail, April said her good byes to Summer and Tonya as Tonya 

dropped her off at Dr. Rogers's office. 

April was nervous as she walked to the building. This was not her first time seeing a 

psychiatrist, but she was unsure as to what to do about her situation and in the past they always 

gave her the guidance she needed. 

On the outside of the building, Dr. Rogers had various flowers, plants and trees looking 

like a miniature jungle with pools and water falls. The sight of the landscaping put her mind at 

ease as she walked in and asked for Dr. Rogers. After about fifteen minutes of waiting, a door 

opened adjacent to the waiting lobby and a dark skinned middle-aged woman with gray streaks 

in her hair, a tan skirt suit, and tan Louboutin flats can out. She carried this air of elegance and 

respect, which further made April calm down.  
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Dr. Rogers looked at April and said, “April Brown?” April replied “yes” and she was 

signaled to follow Dr. Rogers. She walked down a hall and then they entered a room. April 

looked around the room and felt the calming effect that the decor provided. The room was light 

blue and had this Feng Shui vibe going on with the Asian plants, crystals, paintings and 

fountains. 

Dr. Rogers signaled April to sit down and then said, “Hello Ms. April Brown. My name 

is Dr. Emily Rogers. I understand that you have been in and out of therapy for over twelve years. 

So what is it that I can help you with today?”  

April sighs, and then takes a deep breath. “Well ... it's about a guy, Dr. Rogers. 

Everything I'm about to tell you happened a little over six years ago in like 2005.”  

Dr. Rogers's smiles, and then replies, “Well, tell me about this guy, and how you met 

him.”  

April smiles, and then says, “Well, I have to go back a little while to explain it all. At the 

time, I wasn't really the going out type. I just sat in the house, played on my computer, and went 

to work. I worked for a telemarketing firm here in Daytona Beach.  

I didn't have any friends, but there were a bunch of girls that I worked with named Tonya, 

Kim, and Sharmia. Tonya was my girl and still is. Kim was cute. She looked like she was black 

and Indian. Her complexion is hard to explain but she was dark skinned. She had this long thick 

jet-black hair. She was skinny with big lips and a big ass. She was popular with the boys and 

girls if you know what I mean. Sharmia on the other hand was bad, and I consider myself to be a 

bad chic, but she was colder then all of us. Hate to admit it, but I'm real. She was a little lighter 
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than me, had dimples like me, short hair and some big hazel eyes. I'll tell you about my girl 

Tonya later.  

Tonya, Kim, and Sharmia were always talking about a strip club that they used to go to 

every Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. Even though they knew I wasn't going to go, they would 

ask me any way, and they were faithful like clockwork too. “Bitch what's up?? Come to the strip 

club with us new girl.” But like I said I would always tell them no. but this one day in particular, 

I was so fucken bored out my mind the night before, that when they asked me to go I said, 'what 

the hell, might as well.'  

So, I gave it a shot. Took my ass home after work and got my hair, nails, and toes done. I 

didn't neglect any parts of my body. So, by the time it was time to go, I was feeling real good 

about myself. I was feeling like I was the shit. My legs were all smooth. I was looking too cute.  

So, my phone rings at about 11:00 pm and I was ready for that Thursday night. I 

answered the phone, and it was Tonya from my job. She was like, 'Bitch…I hope you ready for 

the night. Because it's about to go all the way down, and bring plenty of singles, we love lap 

dances.'  

I had to get use to the whole, calling each other bitches shit. Where I'm from, you call 

somebody a bitch, you get yo ass whooped. I'm from Lansing Michigan by the way; I'm not from 

Florida. But I've lived in multiple states in the last twelve years. I guess calling each other 

bitches is how they do. So, when in Rome, be as the Romans.  

But anyway, it was four of us altogether, Tonya, Kim, Sharmia and me. We went to this 

club called, 'Jumpin Jacks.' Now by the name, I thought it was going to be full of white folks. So 
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I'm telling them, 'I ain't trying to see no white boys dance.' They laughing at me, telling me, 

'Bitch…don't trip. We gonna get you together.'  

I walk up in the spot; I'm like, 'GOTT DAM!!! Black peoples everywhere. I didn't expect 

that. I felt like a kid in a candy store, and the strippers were to dam fine. The way shit was 

looking, the Earth couldn't go wrong.  

Tonya and them were regulars, hell ... they opened the spot. So we got to go right in. 

They had their own table, and a tab. The best part about having their own table was; it was right 

in the front where all the action at. So, like I said before, the Earth just couldn't go wrong. That 

basically means I was enjoying myself.  

The waiter comes over to our table and takes our order. The owner was in, and sent us a 

black label bottle of Mo'et. I didn't drink, so I don't know how expensive that was. But the owner 

must have known we was about to spend some money if they sending us free bottles of Mo'et. 

But anyway, we all chillen, smiling from ear to ear. I was a little nervous. It was my first time 

going out in a very long time.  

Kim opens the bottle of Mo'et, and then pours me a glass. I told her I was cool, because 

like I said, I don't and didn't drink. But for some reason, they weren't trying to hear that shit. 

They was like, 'Bitch, you need to loosen up', and made me drink the whole glass.  

After some time, I was a little tipsy, especially after the Hypnotic and the Dackeries. My 

buzz was something serious. I was feeling good as fuck, and then came the lap dances. I was in 

there trippen. I was like, 'Oh my goodness!' I knew I was gonna be frustrated as fuck that night. 

Them bitches I went to the club with was crazy, and I got caught up in the hype too.  
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The music was loud and jumping. And the best part was, everything in there was fine. 

But then this one guy came on the stage, and I was like 'DIZZAM!' I couldn't take my eyes off 

all--of --that! His stage name was [Mr. Man]. He was tall around six three or four, had tattoos all 

over the place. He had a crispy as line up and taper game. Waves was banging and the six 

pack…could of washed my thongs on them packs. He was brown skinned and put you in the 

mind of Morris Chesnutt and Genuine, but the shit worked out somehow. But anyway, my girls 

seen me looking all stupid and stuck and he did too. I was just giving him all my lil money. After 

his songs were up, I sat back down and was like, 'dam…it's been a while.'  But I'm not stupid, so 

I let my feelings go. But why did them silly ass heffas go and pay for me a lap dance with this 

dude? I was like, 'NO! NO! NO! I don't want a lap dance!' (Them bitches wasn't shit!)  

So, he gave me the lap dance, and all I could think was, 'Why is these chic's tempting me 

like this?' I bout lost my mind. So for the rest of the night, I couldn't keep my eyes off of him.  

By about one o'clock, it was time to go. I had to go to work in the morning, but I could 

say, that for the first time, in a long time, I went to sleep frustrated, but with a smile on my face. 

So you already know, every Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday I was posted up waiting on [Mr. 

Man], that was his name I forgot to mention that to you.  

One day, I went to Jumpin Jacks early, on some stalking shit. I was sitting at the bar, and 

then someone comes from behind me and says, 'My favorite customer.' When I turned around to 

see who it was, I almost didn't recognize him with his clothes on. So I said, 'Dam, you just 

messed up my fantasy.'  

He thought he was being funny, and was like, 'o, I apologize beautiful. Would you rather 

me take my clothes off while we talk?'  
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At the time, I thought that bullshit was funny because he thought he was all that or 

something. Brathas always got to have the big head when a bad chic show them some interest. 

And now that I think about it, the bratha was kind of corny. But we got to talking, and he asks 

me my name. I told him it was April. Then I asked him what his name was.  

'You already know my name.' he said.  

'No…! Ya real name. Not ya stage name. I want the one ya momma gave you.' I said 

smartly.  

And I did have a smart mouth, but come to think of it, he did too.  

'The name given to me by my mother was Gregg.' He said with that smart ass mouth. (I 

wanted to just smack him.)  

So, I was like, 'It's nice to formally meet you.'  

I mean, I'm a sophisticated Earth. I like to be challenged mentally, verbally, and I was 

hoping that the bratha had something to offer besides a nice posterior, and a smart mouth.   

So we talking and he tells me that he can tell I'm not from there just by the way I talked, 

and asked me where I was from. I told him I was from Michigan. He says, 'I guess they make 

beautiful sistahs all over the world.'  

I really didn't know how to take that, so I asked him what he meant by that. He tells me 

that he thought Florida had all the finest females. But I just proved him wrong because I ain't 

from Florida, but I'm the finest thang in Florida.  
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I had to laugh at that good weak ass game. I told him he was too silly. I asked him how 

long he had been shaking his moneymaker. He told me six months. Then I asked him what he did 

before he started shaking that ass. He told me that he didn't do shit really.  

He said he danced to pay for school and other things. Then he says, 'Ya feel me?' I really 

didn't' but I said, 'Yeah I feel you. You gotta do what you gotta do right?'  

Those beautiful eyes that were once looking into mine slowly went down to my  

hips and butt. Then he says, 'So besides looking fine, and walking nasty, what do you do?'  

To myself, I'm thinking, 'hold up bratha.' But I only said, 'Walking nasty?! I do not walk 

nasty.' 

He could tell that I was a little heated, so he tried to clean it up.  

'Dam beautiful...I apologize. I ain't mean nothing bad by it. I meant it in a good way. I 

just like how you walk. Don't be mad.'  

I hate it when brathas be talking to you, and sucking all on they teeth. That shit is not 

cute, and that's exactly what he was doing. But, after I soaked it all in, I told him, 'I wasn't mad. I 

just wanted some clarification on the whole [walk nasty] thing. But to answer your question, I've 

done a little bit of everything.'  

He looked at me like, 'Is that it?' Then he said, 'It's cool ma, I'll get that up out cha some 

other time. So, do you have a man Ms. April?'  
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Being the Earth that I am, I just had to be difficult. So I asked him did he have a girl 

without answering his question. Then he says, 'If I had a girl I wouldn't be sitting here talking to 

you.'  

See, the one thing that always pissed me off about dudes, is when they would lie about 

dumb shit, simple—insignificant---dumb shit. So, I made sure that he knew how I felt.  

'You expect me...see I do not like liars. You expect me to believe that you ain't got no 

girl!? You just fucked it all up. I'm about to finish my drink and take my black ass home. I'ma 

holla at you…Mr. Man.'  

I stormed off, and all I heard in the background was him saying, 'Dam ma, it's like that?' I 

didn't even give him a chance to finish saying what he was saying. I just knew he had to be lying. 

The bratha was to fine not to have a woman, and I knew I wasn't the only female to see that.  

I had a habit of doing that; not letting dudes in. I've been told that I play to many games. 

But if that's true, it's only because too many games have been played on me. I guess you can say 

that I learned from the best.  

One night, I was at home, it was a Tuesday night. Tonya called me and was like, 'Why 

you ain't at the club with us? Yo friend is here asking about you.'  

I made up a little dumb ass excuse, and told her I was tired, which I really was. But 

really, I didn't feel good at all. So, that's when I told myself, that I was done drinking. Fuck what 

my friends were talking about. I don't know how I let them get me started, but I damn sure knew 

how to stop it.  
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But anyway, I was so tired that I just laid in the bed listening to music, and then went to 

sleep. The strange thing was I couldn't get any sleep. I was thinking about how lonely I have 

been feeling over the last seven years. I was thinking how bad I wanted someone to hold me at 

night, tell me they loved me, and that they cared about me…Anything. I just needed something. I 

would have even been cool with just having a friend.  

I asked myself, 'why do you always ruin things before they happen?' I woke up on that 

thought, and couldn't do nothing but stare at the ceiling thinking about Mr. Man. After coming to 

that realization, I decided that I needed to apologize to Gregg.  

I had told myself when I moved there, that I wasn't going to move again. So that meant to 

me, that I couldn't make the same mistakes as I made before, everywhere else. So when that next 

Saturday came around, I went to Jumpin Jacks with my girls, (yeah I called them my girls.) And 

why not, is what I use to think. Why shouldn't I have friends?  

I was young, fine as fuck, and 26 was a good age to be. Yeah, I had problems, but I 

wasn't about to let them be the reason I was miserable anymore. So when Saturday came, I got 

myself all the way together. Hair, nails, toes, and can't forget the toes. It is Florida after all, 

everything here is open toes. After singing in the shower for about an hour, and getting right, I 

was ready to go. My girls came to pick me up. I had like a hundred singles on me. But, I was 

over that drinking bullshit.  

We get there, we get in free, we get the free bottle of Ciroc that everyone felt compelled 

to try and make me sip on, and then we get a million lap dances. I saw my friend, Mr. Man…aka 

Gregg, but his ass wanna play hard to get. I respected the game though: “I'm not only a client---

I'm the playa president.” I expected as much anyway. I would have done the same shit. But like 



SON OF THE SUN PUBLISHING 

 13 © COPYRIGHT PROTECTED 2012 
 

my boy Biggie said, “Ha---slicka then ya average,” so, I had a trick for his ass. I went and paid 

for three lap dances. They asked me who I wanted, and then I said, Mr. Man ... all three.  

We went to the private room; I got my dances, and then just came out with it. But you 

know I had to talk shit first. I was telling him to “Shake that azz---Show me what you working 

wit.”  

I kept on talking shit until I got a smile on his face and a laugh up out him. Then, I told 

him I was sorry for acting like a stupid as bitch. He was like, 'It's cool, I wasn't going to give up 

on you. I'm a hardheaded bratha. Plus, I'm a sucka for a big butt and a smile with dimples. But 

you got to make it up to me.'  

So, at first, I'm like; 'what kind of bullshit is he on?' But I played it off. I tried to have a 

sense of humor when I said, 'What you mean I got to make it up to you? Didn't I just pay for 

three lap dances? And, didn't I just give you all my lil money. Shit, we should be all good.' 

He looked at me and started laughing.  

'What's so funny?' I asked.  

'Naw ma…Shit ain't that easy', he said. 'You thought it was going to be that easy? I was 

being a perfect gentleman. I told you, you were beautiful, and I even showed genuine interest in 

who you were as a person, and this the good one…I didn't even try to get no ass! Then you just 

dogged me out because you assumed I lied to you about not having a girl. Naw ... ma, shit ain't 

that easy. You gotta make it up to me.'  

Me being the person that I was, you already know that I had to look on the bad side of 

everything and assume the worst. So I said, 'I hope you don't think you about to get some ass?'  
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'Dam! Woman! What the fuck is wrong with you?' he asked frustrated. 'You be on some 

cold bullshit. Are you always so critical? Do you always think a negga out to get you? You nice 

and all, but you ain't all that. Yo attitude makes you look ugly as fuck. Did I ever come at you 

like I was trying to fuck? Now I see why yo ass ain't got a dude.'  

Even though I wasn't trying to hear it, he did have a point. But, I wasn't giving in that 

easy.  

'No, you ain't never tried to fuck. But dudes down here come at females crazy.'  

'Did I ever come at you crazy? I ain't got shit to do with the rest of the male population 

here.'  

And again he had a point. And again, I had to be a smart ass. What else could I say about 

myself at that point in time in my life?  

'No, you didn't come at me crazy. But you could have just been more clever than the rest 

of them. '  

I will never forget the look on his face, and the way he looked at me when I said that. For 

that matter, I'll never forget how stupid I felt when he said, 'You know baby girl…that's a shame. 

I show you nothing but respect, and you play me like I'm a sucka. I ain't never been a sucka. But 

it's cool. You feel me? Holla at me when you can judge me based on how I treated you, and not 

how other men have treated you. '  

He walked away, and I was stuck there looking stupid. I tried to call him back, but he just 

kept walking. I felt like a cold jackass. Once again, I had put my foot in my mouth, and this time, 

I didn't even intend to do it.  
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I went to our table, and I guess they could see that something was bothering me. They 

asked me what was wrong, but I played it like everything was cool. But since everything really 

wasn't cool, I asked them were they ready to go and then we left.  

I went home and sat on the couch for a while, got right back in my car, and then went 

back up to Jumpin Jacks. I kept telling myself to just leave it alone and it's for the best. But, I just 

couldn't leave it alone. So, I made sure I parked my car right next to his, and sat on the hood of 

my car, waiting for him to come out.  

It's kind of funny, now that I think about it. Because when he came out and seen me 

sitting on the car, he had this look like, 'Dam! Is she stalking me?' I didn't want to give the wrong 

impression, so I just came out with it.  

'I'm sorry for treating you like all the rest of the dudes in the world. '  

He just looked at me with this blank face. So, I asked him what I had to do to make it up to him. 

He just stood there for a moment quite, trying to make me sweat before he said, 'Let me make 

you dinner?'  

I was at a loss for words. Rarely am I speechless. I couldn't figure this dude out. So I 

laughed, and then said, 'That's it? That's all I got to do is let you make me dinner?'  

He looked at me and shook his head. 'I see you one of them hard headed black women 

that drive black men to white women. I told you it ain't easy ma. I'm going to make us dinner, 

and then we gonna talk about how you gonna make it up to me.'  

So, we exchanged numbers, and then I took my black tired ass home. The crazy thing 

was, I wanted to call him that night, but I didn't want to seem like a hoe. So that was dead. 
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Besides that, I didn't want him to think it was something that it really wasn't. Wasn't no booty 

call shit jayin off this way. And for the record, fuck what he was talking about, I'm too cute. The 

rules of the game say that the man is supposed to call the female first. So, for as long as it took, 

he was going to call me, or we just weren't going to talk.  

When I went to work that Monday, my girls were calling me, “April freak day.” I got real 

defensive, and was like, 'I ain't a freak. And all you bitches full of shit.' I told them that i only 

went back to talk to him. But they didn't believe me. They thought I went back to get me some. 

So to cut all the drag, I said, 'Whatever bitches.' I let them believe what they wanted to. I'm too 

cute to be arguing with females. Besides, if they knew how long it's been since I had some booty, 

they wouldn't have said that. But it was cool. They were my girls, even though I had to hear the 

bullshit all day at work.  

As I got off work and was going home, I was starting to wonder if this fool was going to 

call me, and why he ain't called me, and why brathas always got to play games. That was the 

other thing that I was thinking about. But, when I got home and started watching Smallville, I 

wasn't thinking about him or men.  

So, I'm half way into Smallville, and it was getting good as fuck. Clark dumb ass finally 

tells Lana that he's from another planet. So, why did I start hearing this annoying sound coming 

from my cell phone? I was not about to stop watching my show just to answer it, so I just let it 

ring. Then, a commercial came on and it rings again. It was jackass finally calling. But I wasn't 

trying to kick it for real, for real. My show was on; I wasn't trying to kick it. So when I picked up 

the phone, he answered and said, 'what's up?' 

'Nothing', I responded.  'About to cuss somebody out if they didn't call me tonight.'  
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'Oh yeah? Is that right?' He says with a little chuckle.  

Then I was like, 'Yeah!!' He thought the shit was funny, and then his punk ass started 

laughing at me. I was light wait salty at him. 

'That's fucked up' he says. 'I feel sorry for whoever he, she, or they is. But anyway, you 

eat yet?' 

'No, but I was about to.'  

'Good, your place or mine?'  

'My show still on, so I'm not about to leave.'   

'Cool. I'm universal with mine. I'll be there in a minute.'  

I was about to hang up the phone, and then I thought about the fact that he didn't know 

my address, so how is he going to “be here in a minute”. So I say to him, 'Umm ... don't you need 

my address?'  

'Naw, I'm cool. Yo girl gave it to me.'  

See, on that note, I had to pause. I was so pissed. How them bitches just give this dude 

my address? For all they knew and I knew he could have been a serial rapist or liked killing fine 

ass black females to get some self-gratification over a female that used to dog him or something. 

You never know. He could have had momma issues that warped his mind.  

So I say to him, trying to minimize my anger, 'That's fucked up, so called friends giving 

out my address and shit. How they even know I wanted you to have it.'  
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He started laughing, but I didn't think the shit was funny. Then he says, 'Well, maybe 

they smarter then you. Plus, yo girl Tonya said you confused, and a little bit retarded, so she gave 

me your address.  

All I could say was, ‘Bye.’ And hang up. But the next time I saw Tonya, I had every 

intention of cussing her ass out. I ain't like what she did. But, I couldn't trip on that at the time; I 

had to straighten up my house, especially the bathroom. (And no Doc., don't get it twisted. I 

wasn't nasty, I just had some stuff in there I didn't want him to see.)  

A few minutes after I hid what I needed to hide, and then cleaned up, I got a knock on the 

door. Of course, it was Gregg, and I was cracking up when he came to the door with all these 

groceries, and his little chef hat. I was looking at him like he was crazy. He tells me, 'Don't hate', 

and then goes into the kitchen and starts pulling out lobster tails, shrimps, rice, onions, tomatoes, 

green bell peppers, mushrooms and garlic butter, plus, a few other little items. I had to give him 

props for the presentation, so I said, 'O.k. ---I see you. Represent Iron chef then.'  

I have to admit that when he came over and I saw the grocery bags I just knew he was 

going to have hot dogs in them bags. I just knew I was going to have to cook for him. And I told 

his ass that too. He seemed to think I was funny, but I was serious. All of that, of course, was 

new territory for me. I had given up on that kind of stuff a long time ago. So I had to make 

myself try and enjoy what was happening.  

When he started cooking everything, and my house started smelling all good, I was 

getting hungry just thinking of the smells. I kept going back in forth into the kitchen. The last 

time I went in there, I really got curious because he really looked like he knew what he was 

doing. So, I asked him did he use to be a chef before or something. I knew he went to school 
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before, so I asked him what did he go to school for. When he told me 'Culinary Arts,' I was just a 

tad bit shocked. I wanted to know how he went from cooking it up in the kitchen, to cooking it 

up in the club.  

Dam, I miss that smile. He just stood there with that smile, and said, 'Well, if you must 

know, I was a little bit of a playa. I always got compliments on my six-pack and a few other 

things. But what got me was, this female that I didn't know, asked me if I would dance at her 

girls birthday party. I thought she was on some bullshit. So I laughed and walked away. Then she 

said those magic words--- 'We-gonna-pay-you.' Shhhit ... I love money! So I turned around and 

asked her why she playing. She gave me an address and told me it's a birthday party, so ware my 

birthday suit. Ever since then, it's been a rap. I was doing my thang on the campus, and then I up 

graded, and started doing it in the clubs.  

I had met this female; her pride couldn't handle my job or the attention I was getting, so I 

stopped. But when we stopped kicking it, I started doing my thing again.'  

I really didn't know what to say after hearing all that. So I didn't say shit, just watched 

him cook. But, at the same time, I was trying to figure him out, and shit just wasn't adding up.  

After about an hour of cooking, the food was ready. I took the first bite, and--- OMG! My 

mouth had an orgasm. I could have gotten use to that shit. I told him he was hired, and that he 

was more than welcomed to come and cook for me every day. What I couldn't understand 

though, was why he was wasting his life dancing, when he should be cooking. So I asked him, 

'Don't chefs make a lot of money?  

'Yeah.' 
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'And you like to cook. And your good at it right?'  

'Yeah, I like to cook, and I guess you can say I'm good at it.'  

'So would you please explain to me again, why it is that you are a dancer and not a chef? 

And please don't say because you love women and you used to be a player. Because, if you didn't 

know, we women think chefs are sexy too. Plus, there is something so erotic and sexual about 

cooking. So, what's your excuse?'  

He looked at me and was like, 'Dam! You don't cut a negga no slack. I…' (at that point, I 

had to cut the bratha off. He broke one of my rules. Being that self is an Earth, I can't stand 

hearing black people using the, negga word.) 

'Ahhh…dam. Strike one. Please don't refer to yourself as a negga. I can't stand hearing 

black people calling themselves neggas. Now, what you call yourself and other people in your 

head is your B.I. Please don't take it personal, it's just one of my pet peeves.'  

He looked at me crazy, and then said, 'You know what? You a lot of work and you a 

control freak.'  

'No---I'm not.'  

'Yes---you are.  

'Well dam ... ain't we supposed to be getting to know each other? You won't ever get to 

know me, if all I do is bite my tongue.'  

I knew I had him when I said that, because he was stuck. He couldn't say anything. I bet 

he was trying to figure out a rebuttal. So, on the low low, that was strike two, his reaction time 
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was kind of slow. But all that was being said in my head, of course. Eventually, he figured out 

something to say.  

'You want to know what my excuse is?'  

I started looking at my watch, and then said, 'You see me looking at my watch don't you?' 

'And you got a smart ass mouth', he said shaking his head.  

See, it was all a game to me. I hadn't stopped smiling the whole time. But, I made sure he 

knew I was still waiting. He said, 'My excuse is, I went to see a fortune teller and she told me 

that I would meet a female around 5'5, with brown eyes, smile like the sunrise, a beautiful round 

ass, and a smart ass mouth. And you will know her when you meet her because she will be a 

control freak, and the end of you. '  

I looked at him like he was crazy. Then said, 'She told you all that? Why is you lying?' 

Then I threw a piece of balled up paper at him.  

He was like, 'Yeah ... she told me all that. And she told me to give you something when I 

met you. '  

I thought he was full of shit, but I couldn't ignore the fact that I was curious. So I said, 

'What she tell... '  

But before I could get it out, he done reached over and kissed me. Now, at first, it felt so 

nice. So dam good. And it had been so long since I had one. Then the reality of the situation set 

in, and I felt like I was doing something so wrong. So, I pushed him away, only to pull him back. 

I was so confused; I did not know what to do. I saw where it was going if I didn't pump my 
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brakes. It was like there was two of me. One wanted to just let go and just get broke all the way 

off, the other said, 'you got to tell him. You got to give him the choice you gave everybody else. 

But, it was so hard to make up mind. And, while I couldn't make up my mind, cloths were being 

thrown everywhere. I was screaming in my head, 'FUCK!! FUCK!! FUCK!!!' Then I told him, 

'No! Stop! Get up!'  

When those words came out of my mouth, I realized all I had on, were my thongs. I 

needed some time to think. And at the time, the only thing I could think about was getting broke 

off. I saw what he was working with, and that would have got all the nooks out my crannies. I 

knew I was going to be one frustrated bitch.  

In my head, I was yelling, 'DAMN!!' At the top of my lungs. I wanted to get broke off so 

bad. But the Wisdom body, thinking wisely, had to tell Gregg, he had to go. I said, 'Please don't 

be mad at me. I'm just going through some things and I hope you can understand that.'  

To my surprise, he wasn't mad at me. He was cool about the whole thing. He just told me 

to holla at him when I was ready. Most dudes would of spazzed out or tried to take something.  

I kept telling myself, 'If you don't have sex with him, then you don't have to tell him.' I 

convinced myself that if I told him, he wouldn't want to talk to me anymore, or touch me for that 

matter, and then everyone would know, and they would all threat me like I was some infectious 

disease. That was the mistake I made in the past, telling everybody my business, when they ain't 

need to know.  
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Hell, I liked Florida. I wasn't trying to move again. And at that time, I didn't see anything 

wrong with having friends. I didn't see why I should be miserable all my life. So, I made up my 

mind, I wasn't going to tell him or sleep with him either.  

So, when I went to work, everybody was like, 'Do he got that whip? Did he put it on yo 

ass? Did he make ya toes curl? He look like a toe curling matha---fucka. How many times he 

make you cum?'  

I was like, 'Got dam ... you bitches is worse than dudes.' So I had to tell them, 'I ain't that 

easy. I don't just give up the booty.' They looked at me like I was crazy. Sharmia and Kim asked 

me was I gay. That kind of pissed me off. I couldn't understand why they were so concerned with 

my sex life.  

So I was like, 'Hell fucken no I ain't gay!! Strictly dickly. I'm just not a hoe. I ain't even 

known that dude a month. What the fuck I look like?'  

So I guess we all had attitudes for the rest of the day, because they didn't speak to me, 

and I didn't speak to them. I figured there was a reason I didn't have friends for all them years. I 

never was the kind of female that had a lot of female friends. Bitches are too fickle for me to be 

kicking it with, so who needs them.  

I got off work and didn't say anything to anybody. I tried to stay away from the phone 

when I got home, but that just wasn't going to happen; I ended up calling him and he came over. 

I asked him if he would make me something to eat, and he did. When the food was done, we 

went into the living room and ate.  
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It's funny now that I think about it, because we went to the living room and started 

talking. It made me realize how much I missed having an intellectual conversation with a man 

that didn't involve sex.  

During the conversation, he said something to me that made me respect him even more.   

'You know I quit,' he said.  

I didn't know what he was talking about, so I said, 'Quit what?'  

To my surprise, he said, 'I quit working at the club. I put my resume over the Internet, 

and got like five hits.'  

After hearing that, I was so happy for him I didn't know what to do. So I'm like, 'dam… 

I'm proud of you. I see you just gonna keep surprising me. I see you really are different then all 

the other dudes I've met in my life, and the ones running around here.'  

Then out of nowhere, he says, 'Oh yeah, you can make it up to me by going to the Miami 

Heat's game with me this weekend.'  

Of course, I said yeah. I never had been to a NBA basketball game before. So, you can 

believe that I was glad I didn't tell him about me.  

Waiting on the weekend, to go to the game, got me through the week. Tonya and me still 

talked at work, but I didn't fuck with them other two bitches. I told Tonya about the Heats game. 

She seemed happy for me. Tonya was cool. She wasn't like Sharmia and Kim. They were some 

hoes. They were the kind of female that would meet a dude at the club or bar, and then wake up 

the next morning with him and his boy. That's just nasty.  
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So, Saturday comes, and we go to the game. The Lakers were playing the Heat. I didn't 

have a particular team that I was rooting for, but Gregg did not like Kobe. He kept calling him 

“bitches” and “crybabies.” I thought the shit was funny. I liked Dwayne Wade, he could play. I 

hadn't had that much fun since I was I8. I used to kick it back then.  

After the game, we ended up at his crib. It was my first time being there. His crib was 

nice. He had the whole African theme going on. Lion end tables, elephant lamps, panther coffee 

tables, big screen TV; he even had the jungle theme in his bedroom, with the queen size canopy 

bed.  

I knew, but I didn't know why his monkey ass kept trying to get me in his bedroom. I 

knew what it was when he kept throwing me on the bed and trying to wrestle. But, I was about to 

smooth, put some salt in his game. So I told him, 'It's nice to finally be with somebody, and not 

be constantly pressed for sex.'  

The look on his face was priceless. I thought it was so funny how we ended back up in 

his living room. But I could tell that he was getting frustrated with me. But, I didn't know what 

else to do, so I kept doing what I had been doing.  

I had started to get sleepy, so he asked me did I want to go home or stay there. I thought 

about it, and I was cool with staying there, besides I was tired of sleeping by myself. But that's 

when the bullshit got put in the game too.  

First, he tells me he has a butt naked policy in his bedroom. Then he asked me if I still 

wanted to stay. The first thing that came to my mind was [What if we have another one of those 
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episodes like before? Shit...I’m not going to have no cloths for protection.] So I was like, 'Fuck 

it. I'll follow your policy. But don't try shit smart ass.'  

This fool starts looking at me sucking on his teeth, like I was a steak or something. I was 

in the process of taking off my cloths, when he puts some more bullshit in the game. Now, this 

fool was saying, 'We got to get in the shower first.' He said he never gets in his bed without 

getting in the shower first.  

So, you know me, I'm like, 'What kind of bullshit is he on?' to me, getting naked in a bed 

is one thing, because it's a big ass bed. But the shower is something different altogether. It's close 

and more personal. So I asked him, 'What is you up too?'  

'I ain't up to shit,' he said. 'I didn't say we had to get in at the same time, but both of us 

getting in there. So, what are you going to do?'  

At the time, I was feeling adventurous, so I agreed to get in with him. He had a big ass 

bathroom and you could tell he had some remodeling done to it. The shower had to showerheads, 

plus a Jacuzzi tub. I had to wonder how much money he had made from stripping.  

Anyway, we get in the shower. I can see this fool looking at all the goodies. He walks 

over to me and gives me a kiss, but I turned my head. So then, he grabs me by my waist and 

leans me up against the shower wall. He pulls me to him and kisses me again. I didn't fight it that 

time. He started feeling on my booty, rubbing and caressing it. So, he turns me around, with my 

back to the wall and we start kissing. Then I feel his little…not so little monster starting to grow 

up my stomach. So, I grabbed it on reflex. His hands went between my legs. Touching areas that 

ain't been touched in so long; I bout lost my mind.  
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I was in conflict about what to do, but when he turned me around, to where my back was 

facing his chest, I still had it in my hand. Then he started guiding (it) and my hand somewhere. 

So, I hurried up and spent away. He was like, 'Dam baby! We been playing this game for a little 

over a month.'  

I knew he was frustrated, but it was a tricky situation for me. So I was like, 'I know, but I 

told you I wasn't ready.' He of course, wasn't trying to hear that. So he was like, ' You seem 

ready to me. You just need a little bit of help. And, I can get you there. I can get you ready.'  

But that's when I got to thinking about some shit. So, I said, 'hold up! You---just tried to 

go up in me with no rubber. What the fuck!? You trying to kill me or something? You trying to 

kill yourself?'  

Then, this fool hits me with this line that bout pissed me off. 'Shittt! As stingy as you is 

with the booty, I know you ain't got shit.'  

So then, I was really getting my black ass out that shower. This fool wanted to kill me or 

knock me up, and this Earth wasn't ready to give birth. So I was like, 'how the fuck you know 

that? How you know I ain't got shit? How the fuck I know you ain't got shit. We don't know each 

other like that. I don't know you like that.'  

He got real quiet, and then said, 'I know how to fix all this little bullshit. We can go to the 

clinic together and get tested for everything under the sun. After that, you can kill all them fuck 

ass games you be playing, or keep it moving.'  

After listening to him, I knew he was mad at me, but I still had to play stupid. So, I said, 

'Are you mad at me?’  
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He was like, 'Naw, I ain't mad. I know you want to get yo back blown out, and I want to 

blow you back out, so I don't understand all these dumb ass games you be playing. So this way, 

we both get what we want. We just gonna get tested ... flat out.'  

Well, I wasn't, and ain't, the needle kind of girl. Fuck a needle. So I wasn't on the getting 

tested shit. Personally, I didn't see anything wrong with rubbers. So I asked him, 'What---you 

don't believe in rubbers or something?'  

'Yeah, I believe in them. I use them all the time. But look, what is we doing? Because if 

we just gonna be cool and eventually have sex, then yeah, I'll use a rubber. But, if you are going 

to be my woman, I ain't trying to hear that rubber shit. So, we should just get tested. But, you tell 

me what it is?'  

I felt so on the spot. So I told him I would think about. He really was a patient bratha. I 

had to give him that. But then he tells me that we were going to settle the situation in the 

morning.  

Going to bed with him was strange, because I wanted to be with him, but at the same 

time, I knew I couldn't get tested. To be honest, I really didn't want to deal with any of that shit 

for-real, for-real. So, in the morning, I had every intention of acting like the whole thing never 

happened. I just hoped he didn't try to force my hand.  

I didn't get any sleep that night. He kept trying to be slick all dam night. So, I waited on 

him to go to sleep, and then I went into the living room, and slept on the couch.  
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I woke up the next morning to French toast and bacon. I don't fuck with that swine. But if 

homeboy thought he was going to get some of this, that swine shit was going to have to cease. 

Other than that, (got-dammit he was one in a million) I never met a bratha like that before.  

After we ate, it began. Looking at me from across the table, he hit me with, 'so what's it 

going to be?' I acted like I didn't hear him and grabbed my purse, and then went to the bathroom 

and locked the door. I turned on the water so he couldn't hear me. I took out the many pill bottles 

I take daily to suppress the HIV that had coursed through my veins for the last twelve years of 

my life….  
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