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Got Me Twisted

By Tina Brooks McKinney





Chapter One

EBONY QUEEN

 


 



It’s strange how one bad decision can have a domino effect on so many lives. This thought resonated in my mind as I watched them lower my mother’s body into the ground. It was not the send-off I would have chosen for her, but beggars couldn’t afford to be choosy. Thanks to my mother’s error in judgment, I was so broke I couldn’t afford to pay attention, let alone bury her in the style she’d become accustomed to. Hell, I was lucky to get this much. New York City, just like other cities, was strapped for cash, and budget cuts were the only things people were talking about. Vital programs were being scratched, so instead of having a three-man crew whose job it was to bury the indigent, I had a man and a shovel who was anxious to get this part of his job finished. I should have felt grateful for the meager service, since it was the best the city was willing to do, but I wasn’t. I wanted to believe my mother was dancing on streets made of gold, but it was hard to do when her body was encased in a shitty box.

My mother, Candace, was a true diva. If she wasn’t already dead, she would’ve had a stroke knowing her final resting place would be in a plain pine box. She believed diamonds were another article of clothing and she raised me the same way. It broke my heart just thinking about the simple brown dress she wore, also provided by the city. I never felt so alone and miserable in my entire life. Guilt plagued me but there was nothing I could do about it.

My neighbors gawked, coming out of their fancy apartments, to witness my disgrace as the feds came and confiscated everything we owned. I was twenty-one and had never worked a day in my life. But I never had to because my mother had a plan, a vision that ended the day she was killed. I thought I was prepared for every contingency in life, but I was sadly mistaken. All my training was contingent on having money, and I was broke as a joke without a pot to piss in or a window to throw it out of.

My mom’s only brother, Leon, sent me a bus ticket to Atlanta and a couple dollars for spending money. He would’ve come to the burial; however, he was busy burying his wife Kym, who was killed the same day as my mother. I reminded myself that I should have been feeling grateful to him since he offered my grown ass a place to stay, but I wasn’t. I was angry, bitter, and to be honest, I wanted revenge. I wanted everyone involved in my mother’s death to suffer the same way I was suffering.

My mom used to call me her ebony princess. She said I took the best from her: my dark brown skin, straight brown hair, and a big old butt. She told me I would grow up to be a queen. Of course I told her I was already a queen, and she quickly countered by saying there was only one queen bitch in our house, and I wasn’t it. Now that she was gone, I inherited the title but there was no throne. I didn’t feel like the queen as I looked around at the few people who gathered to pay their final respects.

“Are you okay?” someone asked me, gently touching my shoulder. I recoiled from the touch. None of the faces surrounding me looked familiar, and I hated them all, but it didn’t matter. “I’m fine,” I mumbled, but I really wanted to yell and scream, Get the fuck away and give me a moment! I was sick of people asking me the same question over and over again because they didn’t want to know how I really felt. They expected me to put some smell-good on it so I lied, told ‘em I was fine. When I really wanted to say, Hell no, I ain’t okay. My mother is dead.

Another thing they said that was getting on my damn nerves was, “Is there anything I can do?” Hell yeah. Bring my mother back and while you’re at it, tell the feds I want our shit back. Those slimy fuckers took everything. My mother’s jewelry, furs, clothing—hell, the bastards even took her shoes. They boarded up the front door of our penthouse apartment and sent my black ass packing with only the clothes on my back.

This should not have been happening to me. My mother’s boyfriend, Mel, the lyin’ piece of shit, was nowhere the fuck to be found. He’d promised my mother he would protect us, but the bastard removed all evidence of his life from our house the moment the news of my mother’s death hit the wire. I was gonna find the little-dick mother-fucker and make him pay for leaving us. The very least he could have done was make sure his woman had a proper burial.

Though I promised myself I wouldn’t cry, it wasn’t working. How could I not cry? My life, as I knew it, was over, and I was ill prepared to do anything about it. My mother loved money, but she obviously wasn’t good at keeping it because there was nothing left. I tried to stand tall, I wanted her to be proud of me, but I couldn’t help it. On the outside I looked like a queen. On the inside, however, I was a sick, twisted sister. Everyone I loved and trusted had let me down. This was not the life my mother planned for us.

Mel, my mother’s sponsor, was a small-town drug dealer from lower Manhattan. He harbored aspirations of growing his operation into something much bigger, but he hadn’t found anything bigger than a corner to sling dope from. Mom pumped him up, gave him the courage to go out on his own and as a result, he provided for us. The feds questioned me for hours, and I didn’t tell them anything. The truth of the matter was that even though I was my mother’s best friend, her ebony princess, I didn’t know anything. The only thing I did know was my aunt Kym was involved, but the feds already knew that.

The man with the shovel shouted, “Let us pray.” He brought my attention back to the present. However, I didn’t know what to pray for. I felt I should be realistic, but my mind wasn’t cooperating. I didn’t want to move to bumfuck Atlanta, but the answers to all my questions had to be there. Besides, my uncle was the only person who stepped up to help me. All the other wannabes my mother associated with were nowhere around. I wanted my mother and my life back. I wanted the fairy-tale ending my mother predicted I’d have.

The tears fell and it was like a dam breaking. Through my tears, I watched the city employee throw dirt on my mother’s box. My heart pounded as I watched in horror. Visions of bugs and shit passed before my eyes, and I felt like fainting. Her grave would be marked by a simple rock. The only thing I had left of my mother was a satin pair of Jimmy Choo shoes I had smuggled out of our home.

“I’ll be back, Mom, I swear. I’m gonna get you an elegant marker befitting a queen, I promise.”




Chapter Two

RESHUNDA WYLDE

 


 



“Dad, can I drive the car today? I have graduation practice tonight after school and I don’t want to catch the bus in the dark.” I knew the answer to the question before I asked it, but part of me wanted him to say no because it would mean he was at least paying attention to me. I didn’t care about graduation practice. In fact, I didn’t care about much since my mother died. I’d graduate because I knew I needed at least a high school diploma, but anything after that didn’t seem as important to me. I didn’t feel like celebrating, even though I knew that’s what she’d have wanted.

“Yeah, the keys are on the counter.”

My dad was grieving as well, but instead of leaning on me, he avoided all contact. It had been two months, and he still kept his pain inside, but it was hurting us both. My best friend Valencia was trying to keep me on point. She was the one who talked me into going to graduation practice. She said that we needed to fake it until we made it . . . or some shit like that. Although Valencia also lost her mother, her situation was a lot different from my mine. Her mother was in jail, so she could still communicate with her if she chose to. My mother, on the other hand, was dead. My dad said he hoped she was rotting in hell for all the pain she caused, but I preferred to think of her in heaven watching over me.

“All right, I’m gone.” I didn’t expect a response from him. He didn’t talk much anymore. He loved me, I was sure of it, but I was bothered that he didn’t understand we were both grieving and needed each other now more than ever.

Crying had become second nature, and I was tired. My mother meant the world to me, and I didn’t know how I was going to make it through life without her. To make matters worse, I was having trouble adjusting to having my cousin, Ebony, from New York living with us. Her mother was also killed. A double homicide, and to make matters worse, Valencia’s mom was the only suspect in custody. Ebony resented Valencia because of it and this presented a problem for me.

Ebony was cool and all, but we only had a two-bedroom apartment, and I was beginning to feel like it was Ebony’s room and not mine. She wore all of my clothes and rarely lifted a finger to wash them. Dad said we didn’t have enough money to buy her some new things, said we had to make do with what we had. Humph, easy for him to say, he didn’t have someone else’s nasty ass wearing his drawers.

I suggested family counseling, since my mother was the backbone of the family, but he claimed we’d be fine in time. I was still waiting for that to happen. I swatted away my tears as I drove the few blocks to Valencia’s apartment. She lived on the other side of the railroad tracks and it was like stepping into another world. I didn’t like getting out of the car so I called her on her cell.

“Come on, hussy, we’re going to be late.” I pulled down the visor to inspect my face. My eyes were red, but there was nothing I could do about it now.

“I’m coming, I just need to put out the trash.”

She was huffing through the phone like a Hebrew slave. Put out the trash? That’s a man’s job. I thought to myself. I saw her coming around the back of the building, wiping her hands on a piece of paper.

“Yucky-poo, don’t be putting your nasty hands on the seats,” I shouted.

“Bitch please, ain’t nothing wrong with my damn hands. Besides, you act like this car is all that.” She got in, slamming the door and folding her arms over her ample breasts.

I smiled. Valencia was beautiful. She was tall, slim, and light-skinned, and when she got mad, her whole face turned red. I enjoyed pushing Valencia’s buttons just to see her face change. It was comical to me.

“I’m just sayin’, why ain’t your daddy putting out the fucking trash?” I pretended not to notice her anger as I pulled away from the curb.

“I put the trash out myself to save the roaches the trouble of carting it out their damn selves. They leave shit all over the place when they try to carry it themselves.”

What the hell? Was she serious? I shot her a questioning look and she caught me.

“Oh God, don’t tell me you thought I was being serious.” Valencia was laughing so hard she rolled over on the seat.

My cheeks heated up when I realized she was fucking with me, again. “Shit, how the hell was I supposed to know. We don’t have no roaches in our house.” I started laughing too ’cause I actually pictured roaches carting shit out under her door.

“Girl, you’ve got to step up your game or else folks gonna be tellin’ you all kinds of shit and your dumb ass will believe it.”

“I don’t believe everything I hear . . . I just listen more when it’s was coming from you.” We were silent for a moment. That was the closest thing to a compliment I was gonna give her so I hoped she recognized it.

“Word.” She nodded, accepting the compliment. We pulled up in front of the school and parked.

“What’s up for tonight? Got any plans?” I asked.

“Not really, after practice I was just gonna go home. Why? What’s up?”

“Ebony wants to hang out at the mall, so I told her I was going to swing by and scoop her up so we could hang.”

“All right then,” Valencia said with a sad look on her face.

“You can come with us.”

“Naw, I’ll pass. You know me and your cousin don’t get down like that. Besides, I don’t have any money, and I don’t do window shopping.”

I locked the car. I was getting tired of being caught in the middle. I felt like I had to make a choice between hanging out with my best friend or my cousin, and I hated that shit. My cousin didn’t have any friends in Atlanta, and she used it against me when there was something going on she wanted to do. We walked to our respective classes in silence. I was excited that we were down to the final weeks of school; however, it made me sad that my mother wouldn’t be around to see me graduate. She talked about the importance of having a high school diploma almost every other day. She wanted more for me than she had for herself. When I walked across the stage, I would be doing it for the both of us.

“All right, I’ll see you at practice.”

“Peace out.”




Chapter Three

EBONY QUEEN

 


 



I was waiting for Uncle Leon to leave the house so I could do some snooping. I wanted to see if he still had my Aunt Kym’s things in his room since all the other rooms had been checked. I was hoping to find out who her Atlanta connect was. I wasn’t satisfied living in the dump my uncle called a home and I was ’bout to make things happen for me to change my situation. With any luck, he might know who killed my mother and provide me with a means to make some quick money.

I knocked on my uncle’s door to see if he’d left the house while I was sleeping. Since I’d moved in, Leon rarely left his room except to go to work. If he ate, he took his meals in his room. “Leon, can you run to the store and get me some tampons?”

“Huh?”

Damn. I was disappointed that he answered. “My period, it started and I need some tampons.” I was lying my ass off, but it was the first thing that came to mind.

“Shit, don’t Reshunda have some?”

“I checked in the bathroom but I didn’t see any. I’m bleeding really bad.” I snickered.

“Aww damn, that’s entirely too much information,” Leon groaned. I knew it would get to him. Men hated to hear anything about the complications of being a woman.

“Did Aunt Kym leave anything in the bathroom?” I prodded.

“I threw all her shit away—ain’t none of it left in here.” He didn’t bother to open the door, and I could tell by the tone of his voice he was done with the conversation. I didn’t mean to upset my uncle, but I didn’t want to waste my time rooting around in his room for something that was not there.

“Don’t worry about it; I’ll use some toilet paper.” I was slightly disappointed but I was not down for the count. I had one other option to make the type of money I needed to make, and that was dancing. I’d been taking dance lessons since I was three years old and those lessons were about to pay off. Though I was sure my mother wouldn’t approve of me dancing, I couldn’t think of anything else I was able to do short of selling myself on the street.

 


 



Finding the club my mother often spoke of was easy. Finding the nerve to go in was an entirely different ball-game. According to the Internet, Cheetah was a private strip club with all white dancers. My mom said drugs flowed freely into the club and because of the clientele they weren’t hassled by the police. The ratings weren’t great but I intended to turn things around if they would have me. I grabbed the door handle and slid inside the dimly-lit club. At first, I was overwhelmed by the smell of smoke but I quickly adjusted to it. I searched for a bathroom so I could change my clothes.

I’d taken MARTA, Atlanta’s subway downtown and had to walk over two blocks to get to the club. I expected a bouncer or someone else to stop me at the door but I assumed that since it was mid-afternoon, it wasn’t necessary to have someone sitting at the front counter. I slipped into the bathroom unnoticed. I was literally shaking as I pulled off my clothes and touched up my makeup. I was expecting someone to come in and grab me at any moment, which intensified my nervousness.

The first thing I’m gonna buy is a car and some decent clothes, I thought as I removed the shirt and jeans that covered the bathing suit I’d swiped from my cousin. As I rolled my clothing up, I knew there was a good chance I would be thrown out of the club on my ass. So I had one chance to make a good impression, a bold one, one that could not be denied. I wore the stilettos my mom had worn the night before she died. I’d smuggled them from the house before the feds forced me out. Leaving my clothing in the stall, I stepped close to the mirror to admire my appearance.

“Not bad.” But it wasn’t edgy enough. I could not afford to be turned away. I needed money bad and I was sure this was where I needed to be to make it. I untied the string from my neck, freeing the twins. If my double D’s didn’t grab the attention I needed, I was barking up the wrong tree. I tossed the top into my bag and used my hair to conceal my boobs.

“Perfect.” I turned from the mirror and sashayed my sexy ass out the bathroom. Inside I was shaking, but on the outside where it counted, I was one bad bitch. My alter ego, Queen Deep, took over and sauntered to the center of the stage.

 


 



Queen Deep looked down on the men seated at her feet who stopped moving as if frozen, drinks held midair. She smiled. Four white males gaped at her, tongues practically hanging out their mouths, and she hadn’t moved a muscle. She scanned the room, looking for the manager of the club. Impressing the men gathered at the bar was important, but without the approval of management it would all be a waste of time.

Queen Deep bent over, eye level with the patrons, and licked her lips. Her hair brushed the stage, the twins saluted. The man directly in front of her dropped his beer. The glass bounced off the bar and landed on the floor.

“What the fuck—” A red-faced man stumbled into the room, adjusting his pants.

“Shut up,” the gentleman whose glass hit the floor commanded.

The sound of her butt cheeks clapping overshadowed the country music playing in the background. She knew she had their undivided attention.

She stood up, whipped her hair over her shoulders and turned slightly, allowing the gentlemen a side view. She snapped her fingers and the DJ started playing a sultry beat she didn’t recognize.

A fifty-dollar bill floated to the floor. Queen Deep bent over backward, her toned legs held high in the air, her boobs dangerously close—she puckered her ruby red lips—lowering her legs one at a time, she flipped over. Licking her lips, she turned, facing the room and executed a perfect split. She posed with her legs wide open, a tiny strip of material covering her clit as the bills continued to litter the floor. In less than five minutes, Queen Deep became the first black dancer for Club Cheetah.

 


 



I counted my money during the cab ride home. Reshunda and I were going to the mall so I needed to get home to change.

“She’d better not bring that bitch Valencia with her.”

“Excuse me?” The cabdriver asked. He’d been eyeing me ever since he picked me up from the club. Dream on, motherfucker. I chuckled.

“Just talking to myself.” I stuffed my money deep in my purse. I didn’t like Valencia, and she made it clear the feeling was mutual. Unfortunately, due to circumstances that had nothing to do with us, we were forced to tolerate each other. The cabdriver stopped a block away from the apartment building just as I instructed him to do.

“Can you come back, say around ten o’clock, and pick me up?” I could’ve asked Reshunda for a ride but I didn’t want her to know about the club just yet or about what Queen Deep did there.

“Uh . . .”

I slipped a fifty-dollar bill into the tiny slot that separated us. “Well?” I opened the door, my impatience written all over my face. I could not stand indecisive people. Either you do or you don’t, you will or you won’t, plain and simple.

“Yeah, I’ll be here.” I slammed the door, walking away from the cab without looking back. He almost sounded like he was doing me a favor even though I tipped his ass fifty dollars. This confirmed my decision to make purchasing a car my first order of business.

“Asshole,” I mumbled. I was already counting the money Queen Deep and I would make.

 



“You ballin’ out of control, ain’t you? Where’d you get money?” Reshunda inquired. She’d been acting funny ever since we got to the mall.

“This cheap shit? You should have seen me shop when I had some real money. This is some change I got from one of the corner dudes trying to get up in my stuff.”

“You fucked him?” She spit the soda she was drinking out of her mouth. Droplets clung to her chin as she tried to wipe away the mess.

“Hell no. Girl, there are more ways to get money from men than fucking them. Didn’t your mother ever teach you that?” I was surprised at how backwoods and naive my cousin appeared.

“No, I guess she never got around to it.” From the hurt look on her face, I could tell I’d bruised her little ego. I realized that at times I sounded a lot more harsh than I meant to be, but what could I say, it was the New Yorker in me. I was going to have to work on that, especially when I was dealing with Reshunda. Up north, we don’t waste words; we said what we meant and keep it moving.

“Reshunda, I’m sorry. That didn’t come out the way I intended.”

“Oh, it’s okay. You didn’t offend me.” She turned away as if something had suddenly caught her attention, but I saw the wetness in her eyes. She wasn’t a bad kid, just a little slow when it came to ways of the world.

“Hey, do you like this?” I held up a cute yellow halter I’d been eyeing, but I was willing to get it for her as a peace offering.

“It’s cute,” she sniffed. I grabbed two pair of shorts and another top and pushed her off into the dressing room.

“Here, go try these on.” Her face lit up like a neon sign and her frown completely went away. As she disappeared from view, I realized that I didn’t need to teach her shit about how to get money ’cause she worked the hell out of me to the tune of sixty bucks without even trying. I laughed. “Humph, my cuz may have some potential after all.”




Chapter Four

VALENCIA ROBERTS

 


 



“Reshunda, wait up.” She was practically running down the hallway. If she heard me calling her, she didn’t acknowledge it. We hadn’t spoken in a while and this was the first time I’d seen her in over two weeks. I had called her several times and left messages, but she never returned my calls.

“What the hell is this heifer’s problem?” I walked to class trying to figure out what, if anything, I’d done to warrant the silent treatment from Reshunda. We’d been friends for over seven years but we never stopped speaking to each other even when we were arguing. My mind kept recalling the last time we’d seen each other and it just wasn’t making sense to me. The last time I talked to her, she asked me to go shopping with her and her cousin. I said no but that shouldn’t have surprised her, since she knew how her cousin felt about me. It wasn’t like I didn’t want to hang out with her. Why would she wait one week before graduation to pull some shit like this? I knew the answer; it was right in front of my face. Ebony. There was no other explanation.

Reshunda and I had an appointment in the counselor’s office to confirm our choices for college. Our plan was to attend the same school and possibly share a dorm room. We should have done this during the first couple months of the school year, but with all that had been going on, neither of us had gotten around to it and now we were running out of time. I waited for Reshunda for a few more minutes before I decided to meet with the counselor alone. Reshunda wasn’t as passionate about school as I was. She did okay in school but had to constantly be reminded to do her homework.

For me, going to school was the only means I could think of to escape the life I was living. However, in order to go, I would need financial assistance because Gerry, my stepfather, had made it clear on many drunken occasions that his only obligation to me was to provide a roof over my head until I graduated from high school. After that, I was on my own.

I rapped on the glass pane of the counselor’s door.

She was seated at her desk and looked up when I knocked before she waved me in. “Valencia, come on in. It’s good to see you.”

Bad memories assaulted me as I closed the door. The last time I’d been in Mrs. Wells’s office it was to find out that my mother had been arrested. It was all over the news and she wanted to make sure I was going to be okay. I hated that my life was put on front street, and I was looking forward to starting over at a new school in another city, where people didn’t know my name or my family history.

“Hi, Mrs. Wells.” I took a seat, pulling out the paperwork I had been given in the beginning of the school year.

“Where is your partner in crime? I thought she was coming with you,” Mrs. Wells said, laughing, as she came around her desk.

“I don’t know, she was supposed to be here.” I didn’t know what else to say. Even though I didn’t understand what was going on with my friend, I wasn’t about to say it to Mrs. Wells. That would be like talking behind Reshunda’s back, and it was something we swore we would never do to each other.

“Wait right here, I need to get your file.” She stepped out, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Reshunda weighed heavily on my mind, but I realized she was going to have to decide for herself if she was going to continue going to school. I could browbeat her into signing up, but if her mind wasn’t in it, it would be a big waste of time and money. Leaving her would be hard, but it was time I started putting myself first.

“Well, I’m glad you made it. Let me see what you’ve brought me.” She held out her hands and I passed my paperwork to her. Using my file and the papers I supplied, she started typing on the computer. It made me nervous thinking about what she could possibly be typing as her fingers flew over the keyboard. Her head was bowed so I couldn’t read her facial expression, or her computer monitor.

It didn’t take long before I had her attention again. I didn’t realize I’d started to sweat until a droplet dripped into my eye, startling me. Mrs. Wells handed me a tissue, her face severe, which didn’t make me feel any better. I felt like I was in the principal’s office instead of my counselor’s.

“It is warm in here.” She picked up my folder and used it to fan herself while she waited for her printer to stop.

I nodded my head in agreement.

She grabbed the papers from the printer and reviewed them. Apparently satisfied, she pushed them toward me. “Valencia, your grade-point average is great and under normal circumstances, you would’ve been eligible for several scholarships and grants.”

The only words I heard were normal circumstances—everything else was grayed out.

“Normal circumstances? What does that mean?”

She cleared her throat and started talking to me as if I rode the short, yellow school bus on the regular.

“Each year, every college is allotted a certain amount of money for scholarships. My job as your counselor is to help you apply for those scholarships and to find any grant money that may be used to supplement those funds. However, those funds are limited. This is why we asked each of you students to fill out your paperwork early. We should have started planning for your future last year. If a plan was in place, it would have been simple to narrow down which paperwork needed to be filed. Now, since it’s the end of your senior year, there aren’t any scholarships left. There may be a few grants, but most of them are for colleges here in Atlanta and you indicated that you want to attend college out of state .”

She didn’t need to say anything else. My hopes and dreams were evaporating right in front of my eyes. I used the tissue she’d given me to wipe my eyes so I could see the paperwork. The words were blurred and I couldn’t read it.

“I tried to get here sooner, Mrs. Wells—”

“Honey, don’t cry, it’s not the end of the world. There may be other options.”

“Options? What options?” I clung to her words like a life vest thrown from a sinking ship.

“Well, your parents can cosign with you for a student loan.”

I used to think Mrs. Wells was very bright, but obviously the bitch spent her spare time smoking crack. Rage the likes of which I hadn’t felt in months surged through my body. I wanted to reach across the desk and smack the shit out of her. I took a few seconds to compose myself. I shouldn’t have had to remind her of the circumstances that prevented me from coming to see her earlier. I was certain every stinking detail was listed in my file and the bitch hadn’t bothered to read it.

I tried to hide my anger when I spoke. “Are you fucking kidding? Don’t you remember calling me to your office to inform me my mother had been arrested?”

She started shaking her head with an uncomfortable look on her face.

“No? Seriously, is that what you’re trying to say to me?” I stood up placing my hands on her desk, eye level with her. I wanted her to really see the words coming out of my mouth. Her face had turned a brilliant shade of red but I didn’t give a fuck.

“Well, I’m sure you remember calling security to remove my stepfather from your office when he showed up to get me, pissy drunk with his dick hanging out his pants? How ’bout when he peed in your trash can. Does that jog your memory?” I was screaming at that point.

“Valencia, please sit down. There’s no need to raise your voice!” Her lips were tight, her pupils dilated. I was ready to snatch the bitch and catch a case just like my mother.

“Then do your damn job and help me. I’m sorry I didn’t meet your deadline but I had some other shit on my mind.” I sat back down, but a visual of the worst day of my life kept replaying in my head. I assumed Mrs. Wells would’ve called security, but to my surprise she kept shuffling papers around on her desk as if my outburst hadn’t happened at all.

“Let me see what I can do. Can you come back tomorrow at the same time? I should have some answers for you then.” Closing my file, she stood up.

I continued to stare her down as I walked backward out of her office. She wouldn’t forget me again.

 


 



“Long time no hear, bitch,” I said as Reshunda came out of her English class. She jumped at the sound of my voice. I stepped in front of her and boxed her in. I was still hyped up from my encounter with Mrs. Wells, so it wasn’t a good time to mess with me.

“You scared me.” She looked around anxiously.

“Are you looking for someone?” I didn’t like the vibe she was giving me, and I wasn’t in the mood for any more bullshit.

“Yeah, you know Caleb, don’t you? Well, he said he would walk me to my next class.”

I wanted to believe her but something was not right. She was off somehow and I could not put my finger on it.

“Oh, really . . .” I turned my head and scanned the almost empty hallway. I decided to ditch the rest of my classes and I was hoping to get Reshunda to go with me, but she appeared uncomfortable as hell just standing near me.

“Yeah. Don’t you remember I told you he was cute?” I followed her eyes, hoping to see Caleb headed in our direction. I didn’t want to catch Reshunda in a lie, especially about some unnecessary dumb shit.

“What happened to you at the counselor’s office?” I was angry.

“Huh?” She wouldn’t look at me. She glanced at her watch.

“We were supposed to meet Mrs. Wells at eleven.”

“Damn, I forgot. Uh . . . I need to get to class.” She started walking around me, suddenly very interested in school.

“Fuck class. Let’s get out of here. I really need to speak to you.”

“What?”

I’d seen the look in her eyes before. She looked trapped. “All right then, I’m out.” I wasn’t about to beg the bitch to go with me. I didn’t know what the fuck her problem was, but I was not sticking around to find out. I really wanted to talk to her about what happened in Mrs. Wells’s office, but she hurt my feelings.

“Valencia, wait.”

I wanted to keep walking but I didn’t know how to turn my back on my friend.

“What?” I demanded, with my hands on my hips.

“Fool, stop trippin’. Let’s get out of here.” She smiled and grabbed my arm. Her sudden change in attitude made me suspicious and it did not mix well with my precariously emotional state.




Chapter Five

RESHUNDA WYLDE

 


 



Valencia and I went to the McDonald’s closest to our apartment. I didn’t want to talk to her at school just in case our conversation got loud. I’d been meaning to call her over the past few weeks, but something always seemed to get in the way. We weren’t talking on the way and that in itself was unusual, but I didn’t know what to say and Valencia had this sullen look on her face. I kept trying to think of something to say but my mind remained blank.

“So what’s up?” I asked when we got our food and sat down. I tried to front like everything was one hundred between us, but failed miserably.

“You tell me. You’re the one acting all shady.” She picked at her fries. Valencia was starting to get on my nerves. She acted like we were lovers instead of friends.

“Shady? How am I acting shady?”

“For one, you don’t call anymore.”

“Damn! I’ve been busy and shit.”

“Busy, doing what?” She stuck another fry into her mouth, her eyes piercing mine with their intensity.

“School shit, what else. Wasn’t it you who told me I needed to knuckle down? That’s what I’ve been doing.” I stretched the truth but I prayed she wouldn’t see through my bullshit.

“Is that so? Then why didn’t you meet me at Mrs. Wells’s office for our eleven o’clock appointment?”

She had me, I was busted. I remembered we were supposed to meet the counselor but I’d been putting off that visit even before my mother died. The truth of the matter, I didn’t feel like going to school. Ebony had told me it was a waste of time and money. She said all I needed was a high school diploma because of the economy and I was inclined to believe her. Every day on the news, they talked about the college graduates who couldn’t get jobs because of the economy.

“Damn, I forgot. Why didn’t you call and remind me?” I realized my mistake as soon as the words left my mouth.

“Bitch, I’ve been calling your ass for weeks. You know what! Fuck this shit.” She stood up and pushed her fries onto the floor. “I ain’t gonna beg your ass for nothing. Peace out.” She walked to the door with her head held high.

I felt like a piece of crap. I ran after my friend. “Val, wait. I’m sorry.”

“Talk to the hand.” She kept on walking, taking a piece of my heart with her.

We’d been through so much together, I couldn’t believe I’d taken her friendship for granted. “Bitch, I said I’m sorry, damn it.”

“Reshunda, I ain’t up to no games. It’s been a fucked-up day—so I don’t need any of your bullshit.” She continued to walk.

I had a hard time keeping up with her because Valencia was at least two feet taller than me. Plus, she was damn near running trying to get away. I reached out and grabbed her arm but she snatched it back.

“Damn.” I stopped in my tracks. I’d never seen Valencia act this way, and suddenly I knew exactly how she felt.

“What?” she spat. Her hands were balled into fists, which was also a first for me.

I’d seen Valencia jump on someone else but she never took this stance with me. I wasn’t really worried about her hitting me, but it bothered me nevertheless. A small group of people who’d been standing around on the corner watched us.

“Would you calm your angry ass down so I can talk to you?” The last thing I wanted was to create a scene because it could make the situation a lot worse than it already was.

“It’s hot as a hell out here. I’m going home.”

“Fine, I’ll call you later.”

“Whatever.” My mind told me to run after her and try to make things right but my stupid pride would not allow it. I was caught in the middle. My best friend and my cousin hated each other and each of them were vying for my attention. I was left feeling guilty for spending time with either of them.

“Shit.” I started walking home, but with each step I became more and more determined to either squash whatever the problem was with Ebony and Valencia or tell them both to leave me the fuck out of it. Ebony never came right out and said she didn’t want me to be friends with Valencia, but she’d get this funky look on her face every time I mentioned her name.

“School over already?” Ebony startled me when she pulled up to the corner in a black Honda Civic.

“Where the hell did you get this car?” I asked as I took a step off the curb. It wasn’t a new car but it was certainly newer than my father’s car and it was sporty.

“A friend. Get in.”

I was nervous about getting into the car. I was pretty certain she hadn’t stolen it but who’s to say her friend didn’t steal it. I didn’t want to get caught up in some bullshit, especially if she hadn’t bothered to question the owner about the validity of its title. I slowly walked around to the passenger side and got in. Hell, I didn’t even know if Ebony had a license, but my stupid ass still got in the car with her.

 


 



As soon as my ass hit the seat, she took off, barely giving me time to close the door and put on my seat belt. “Damn, can you slow the fuck down? You ain’t in New York.” I immediately regretted my decision to get in the car.

“What?” Ebony asked as she eased her foot off the gas and gave me a sheepish grin. “Hey, isn’t that your little friend?” I followed her finger as she pointed to Valencia. She blew the horn and had the nerve to wave as she sped by. I wanted to crawl under the seat when I saw the look on Valencia’s face.

“Why the fuck would you do that?” I demanded. If I had any doubt about Ebony trying to break up my friendship with Valencia, it was cleared up then.

“What are you talking about? You told me to be friendly to her.” She had this silly look on her face as if she didn’t understand why I was so upset, but I wasn’t fooled by her little act.

“If you were going to fucking wave, why didn’t you stop and give her a ride?” I was furious.

“Oh, do you think she wanted a ride?” Ebony asked, trying to play dumb.

“It’s a hundred fucking degrees outside. You know what, stop the fucking car. I’m not playing these games with you.”

“Are you serious?” Ebony’s foot never left the gas as she sped up the street.

“Yes, I am.”

Her lips curved into a pout as she pulled the car over. Ebony was a spoiled bitch, used to getting her way, but it was not going to happen this time.

“I’m getting my nails done, if you go with me, I’ll treat.”

She was trying to buy me off again, but this time it was not going to work, even though my nails were a hot mess.

“Ebony, you need to understand and respect that Valencia is my friend. What you do to her, you do to me. If you don’t like her, that’s your problem, but you’re going to have to find another way to deal with it. I won’t be stuck in the middle.” I slammed the door behind me and took off at a slow trot to fix things with my friend.

 


 



“What do you want?” Her voice was devoid of emotion when she opened her door.

“Valencia, stop it. Can I come in?”

She stepped out of the apartment, closing the door behind her. I could tell she’d been crying.

“I thought you said you were going back to class.”

She wasn’t going to make this easy for me, but if the shoe were on the other foot, I wouldn’t have either.

“I stopped by to apologize for acting like an ass for the last few weeks.”

“That’s an understatement.”

Her verbal barbs were beginning to annoy me. She folded her arms across her body, but to me it felt like she was pushing me away.

“But you have to recognize the part you played in it,” I pleaded, trying to get the focus off me.

“Me? What did I do? I didn’t change, you did.”

She looked astonished that I would even go there with her.

“I didn’t change.” I wanted to say so much more but didn’t know where to begin.

“Yes, you did.”

She started counting off my infractions on her fingers.

“You stopped taking my calls and you damn sure didn’t bother to call me. Hell, we don’t even walk to classes anymore. What’s up with that?”

She was flinging things at me so fast I didn’t know which one to address first.

“Damn, it sounds like we are dating and shit.” I started laughing, but Valencia was still holding onto her anger and failed to see the humor I was trying to interject.

“Who put that dumb shit into your head? Wait, let me guess. I’ll bet money it was your cousin.”

“What does my cousin have to do with this?” Now I was mad too.

“She has everything to do with it and you know it. We have never been at odds with each other until she came along.”

I couldn’t take it anymore. The two closest people in my life were pulling me in different directions and it was tearing me apart.

“I said I was sorry, dammit and I’m done begging. Y’all got me twisted.”




Chapter Six

EBONY QUEEN

 


 



“Damn, there ain’t nowhere to park!” Part of me was agitated because all of the spaces were taken, but the other part of me was elated because that meant the newsletter the club sent brought out some new patrons. New patrons equated to mo’ money for me. Things had changed since my first night at the club—I became a headliner with a whole new set of perks. They told me they were going to do a feature article, but I had no idea it would become a full-blown campaign. The other girls in the club hated me, but I was used to that. I was about to leave the parking lot when one of the club’s bouncers came out to meet me.

“Ebony, leave your car with me, I’ll take care of it.”

“Another perk?” I asked, grinning from ear to ear. I liked the star treatment the club was giving me.

“Something like that. The boss doesn’t want anything to happen to you.”

“I like the way he thinks. Thanks, Rick.” I blew him a kiss as I stepped out of the car. I knew the names of all the guys working the club but it was part of my strategy. If I treated them right, they would look out for me if shit ever got ugly in the club.

“Not a problem,” he said, winking at me. He wasn’t a bad-looking guy, but I wasn’t looking for a love, I was there to make money and he couldn’t afford me.

“This baby is new, so make sure you take good care of her.”

“I got you, ma.” He winked again as he got behind the wheel. I watched him safely maneuver my car into a tiny space before I went inside. They say membership has its privileges, and I was going to take advantage of each and every one offered to me. I entered the club through the side door heading to the back rooms to get dressed. I was eager to get out on the floor; the sound of dollars hitting the floor called my name.

I was making a lot more money than I originally anticipated, for a few hours a night. However, the real money wasn’t made on the floor, the real money was in the back rooms, exclusively available to the men that could afford to be there. Access to these rooms wasn’t granted to everyone and it wasn’t only about the money. Money was paramount but you also had to be someone to enter those doors. These were the rooms the celebrities visited where their privacy was guaranteed. I hadn’t made it inside those sacred rooms yet, but I knew it was only a matter of time. I did, however, luck up on a man who sponsored my car.

Cheetah’s didn’t approve of us meeting the gentlemen outside of the club, but as far as I was concerned, what they didn’t know wouldn’t hurt them. I did a F&B with the credit manager of Honda in Covington: He fed me and I bled him dry. I sucked the cum out his balls and the money out his wallet. Not bad for a few hours’ work and the best part about it, I didn’t have to share that shit with anyone.

Cheetah’s made all the dancers parade down the stairs into the main showroom but I wasn’t feeling that shit. It was a nightly cattle call with each girl trying to outshine the other. I stood at the top of the stairs and watched the other girls move. It was ridiculous to me and if there wasn’t money involved, I wouldn’t have done it, but I was about making mine.

I waited until the last dancer took her spot on the floor before I descended the stairs. We were required to dance two full songs before we worked the room for private dances. Unlike the other girls, I didn’t compete for attention, it was given to me. I waited until the first record had played before I strutted onto the stage. I struck a pose in the middle of the stage as the other dancers slithered around in various stages of undress.

Their bodies begged for money and to me, made them look pathetic. I waited. As the second song ended, the girls left the runway to dance in their designated areas. Little, if any money had been tossed on the floor and what was there wasn’t enough to pick up. They had wiggled their asses for two songs straight and hadn’t made a dime. This equated to a freebie and Queen Deep didn’t do shit for free.

The DJ played an oldie called “Gold Digger” by Jamie Foxx. I used the drumbeat as an intro, following it with my hips. I’d borrowed a white shirt from my uncle’s closet. It fell to my knees and touched the tops of my thigh-high fishnet stockings. The first three buttons of the shirt were undone. A red tie, loosely knotted, was around my neck. The tie was so wide, it could almost be used as a sash. I had on black spiked heels, which made my legs appear even longer. I also had on a hat that I’d purchased from some thrift store. I knew I looked hot and when I was sure all eyes were on me, I tipped the hat and threw it on the floor.

Queen Deep took over my body and I watched as she worked the runway like a hooker on the stroll. Everyone in the room appeared to move in slow motion, giving her their undivided attention. It was like taking candy from a baby. As she began my striptease, money rained inside and around her hat. I was having what could only be described as an out-of-body experience because Queen Deep was doing things I never would have done and I was granted a bird’s-eye view. She unbuttoned the rest of her shirt and allowed it to drop to the floor . . . more money hit the floor. More money rained . . . the harder she rocked her hips. Soon there was a thundershower in the joint when Queen Deep went deep; hips dipping on the way to that first bounce of ass flesh, what she called the uptown bounce because it pulled money out of men’s pockets. The bounce started with the firm, full roundness of her ass and jiggled, working its magic up into her titties. She cupped them in both of her hands as they shook like jelly. When she bent over, spread her legs and touched her toes, the first twenty-dollar bill hit her in the crack of her ass . . . and stuck there. She didn’t realize how turned on she had become until the floor became covered with bills, and then a sudden rush of blood to her clit pushed her pussy into overdrive.

She got down on her knees and began seducing the women who were brave enough to enter the club. I was a little surprised to see them but it didn’t make Queen Deep stop her seductive dance. She turned me on, so I can only imagine how they felt. She parted her legs and waited, finger crooked, singing, She gives me money! Her voice was hetero-sexy! She paused, waiting for them to give her enough motivation to continue.

“Do it,” the blond lady said as she slid a fifty-dollar bill into the moist strip of cloth that barely covered Queen Deep’s swollen lips.

“Thank you baby.” She blew the woman a kiss and the crowd went wild; even the dancers stopped shaking their money-makers. She made a clap with her ass cheeks to the music and then she fondled my twins. My nipples were taut, standing tall and firm as she blew on them. She pulled my hat toward her, fondling the money. She pulled the bills from her stocking tops and G-string and stuffed that into the hat too. The men were begging her to take off the rest of her clothes, but I wouldn’t let her. By the time the song ended, I didn’t need Queen Deep to do my dirty work anymore. I could handle it from here on out because I had the confidence to dance alone. I collected my money and left the stage. I was elated and floating on a currency high. I couldn’t wait to get to my dressing room to count my money.

Some redheaded bitch snatched my arm and twirled me around, causing money to spill out of my hat. Behind her were several other dancers. The ballsy bitch looked like she wanted to bust a cap in my ass and was the obvious spokesperson for the group.

“Who the hell are you and what da fuck was that about?” She spoke with an Italian accent. Her tiny breasts bounced against her thin chemise cover.

“I beg your pardon?” Homegirl was lucky I didn’t punch her in her fucking face. I didn’t take too kindly to people putting their hands on me. I snatched my arm back, daring her to try to touch me again.

“That stunt you pulled out on the stage. You’re not supposed to be grandstanding and shit.”

“Yeah,” the other ladies cosigned. They moved closer to the redhead in what could be construed as a show of solidarity. There was not a black face among them and it didn’t matter. I was glad to be back in charge because Queen Deep was a lover, not a fighter, and I was about to whip some ass if any one of them heifers stepped to me again.

“Then I suggest you take it up with the manager ’cause I’m not the one.” I tried my best not to laugh at the hatred on their faces.

“Hey, what’s going on here! Break it up,” Trent, the manager, announced as he walked into the center of the congregation. He was a no-nonsense type of guy and most of the ladies were afraid of him. I walked past the ladies with their mouths wide open into my private dressing room and slammed the door.

“Get back on the floor. You aren’t getting paid to just stand around, damn it.”

I had my ear pressed against the door, listening.

“Who is that bitch and how did she get her own dressing room?” one of them demanded.

“That ain’t none of your business and if you want to continue working here I suggest you move your ass,” he replied. I laughed this time because he put those bitches in their place. I was in the process of changing my clothes when I heard an urgent knock on the door.

Thinking I was going to have to handle one or more of the ladies, I snatched open the door. “I know you bitter bitches don’t want no parts of me.” I held a straight-edged razor in the palm of my hand and I was prepared to use it.

“Oh, my bad.” I stepped back from the door and allowed Trent into my room. I placed the knife on the vanity just in case I needed it. His eyes roamed my body but I didn’t attempt to cover myself from his lustful looks.

“Damn, you know how to use that, ma?” Trent asked, eyeing the weapon.

“You damn right and I’m not afraid.” Actually, I was a little afraid, but I wasn’t about to let him or anyone else know it.

Trent’s face broke into a smile, as if he wasn’t worried about the nasty business in the hallway. “Just be careful you don’t wind up cutting yourself.”

“No worries, I know how to handle mines.” If he noticed the double entendre he didn’t acknowledge it.

“You were fantastic tonight. I’ve gotten so many requests for you, I can’t keep up.”

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” I thought he came in my dressing room to complain, but obviously that wasn’t the case. I wanted him to get to the point so I could continue making money.

“Yes, of course.” Trent was a man after my own heart. He loved money just as much as I did. I walked away from him to finish getting dressed. I was confident he would look at my fat ass, so I made sure I jiggled it extra hard. It didn’t bother me to give him a free show. He was going to be my fast ticket to the top. I pulled a gold lamé two-piece outfit out of my bag that I’d picked up from the Rave.

“Do you mind if I get dressed?” I smiled at him. I could tell he was thrown off his game when I stepped out of my thong. He didn’t answer, but I could tell by the swelling of his dick that he didn’t have a problem with it. I discarded the stockings for the next set. I wasn’t going to wear anything but the gold thong and bikini top, which barely covered my large titties.

“Damn ma, thank God I have enough sense not to shit where I eat because I’d be tearing that ass up right now.” He grabbed his dick for emphasis.

I wanted to laugh at his arrogance. Although Trent was a handsome older man, he couldn’t afford me. I wasn’t about to give up my goodies for a manager.

“Perhaps another time, another place,” I said suggestively, even though that shit would never happen. Not unless the motherfucker hit the lottery for millions. I looked over to Trent and he appeared to be deep in thought. His brows were knitted together as he combed his goatee with his fingers. Something about his pensive look made me nervous so I edged closer to my knife. I wanted to be ready just in case he lost his fucking mind and tried to take something that didn’t belong to him. My money was laid out on the vanity next to the razor and I wasn’t about to play with my money or my sex.

“You remind me of someone I used to know,” he said. His dark brown eyes, normally clear, appeared to be cloudy.

“I hope that’s not a bad thing,” I flippantly replied.

“No, it’s cool. Look, on the real, I can’t let you back in the main room tonight. The girls are ready to kick both our asses.”

I started laughing. I wished a bitch would try to step at me. I’d slit her throat with my razor and keep it moving.

“What are you saying? You want me to go home?” My heart sank because it was still early and I knew I could triple the money I’d made in just one song.

“Hell no, but I do need things to calm down a little before you go back out there. I want you to do some photos for our newsletter and Web site. We did the special e-mail blast but I think we need to turn up the heat. Maybe even your own personal video greeting. Starting tomorrow, you will be working the executive room.”

I was speechless. I thought I was going to have to fuck my way to the executive rooms but this nigga was giving me the key. My hands trembled as I put the finishing touches on my outfit.

“All this sounds nice, but I came here to make money.”

“How much do you think you’d make if you were out on the floor right now?”

I could only speculate, but I wasn’t going to lowball it.

“Two thousand easily,” I bluffed.

We stood in the middle of the room staring at each other and I could tell he knew I was bluffing. He looked over at the pile of money I had stacked on the vanity and it scared me.

“Okay, I got you. Take the pictures, do the video and I’ll have your money ready for you when you’re done.”

“That’s what I’m talking about.” My clit twitched. Trent didn’t realize just how close he came to getting broken off, but I quickly dismissed the feeling. Screwing Trent could fuck up my money and I was not about to do that.




Chapter Seven

VALENCIA ROBERTS

 


 



Reshunda and I started walking. I wasn’t sure we’d ever get back to normal, but I wanted to try.

“We never really talked about what happened to our mothers.” She stumbled and I could tell she was shocked by my statement.

“What is there to talk about?” Reshunda’s whole demeanor changed.

“There’s no need to get mad about it. It’s done and there’s nothing we can do about it.”

“Why do you even want to talk about it then?” Reshunda demanded.

We were getting close to our school so we went around back to the outdoor tables we used for the cafeteria eating area. We sat on the benches.

“Because I have so many questions. Don’t you?” I thought she was going to ignore me, because she didn’t answer right away.

“Yeah, I have questions, but who am I going to ask? My mother?” She stared at me with a defiant look in her eyes. She tried not to cry but it was a losing battle. Her shoulders shook as she let it go. We’d been here before. I put my hand around her shoulders as we both cried.

“Did your mom say anything, or was she acting differently?” I asked.

Reshunda’s shoulders shook even more. “No, I wasn’t speaking to her that day, I was in my room with the door locked when she left the house. I’m so mad, she died before I could say I was sorry.”

My heart hurt for my friend. “I think she knows.”

She pulled away and wiped away her tears. “How do you know?”

She was angry again, but I couldn’t blame her. I went through periods of irrational anger myself. There were times I just wanted to hit someone and it took everything in me not to do it.

“Moms know. It’s like they have this maternal instinct that lets them know everything about their kid. You know what I mean, like when you’re in the other room doing something you shouldn’t be doing and they bust you. I think they’re born with that shit, or maybe they even develop it once they have a child. Hell, I don’t know, but I know it’s something like that.”

She looked at me like I were crazy, but it got her laughing and it was good.

“Yeah, she was good at it. Heifer made me sick, I couldn’t get away with shit,” she agreed.

“Tell me about it.” I had been busted on a number of occasions so I knew from firsthand experience.

“Val, did your mom say or do anything that was out of the ordinary?” Reshunda’s voice was so low, I could barely hear it.

“Not really. Your mother called; I answered the phone. She sounded upset, but I assumed she was pissed off at your dad or something. My mom asked her about some dude named Trent and the next thing I knew she was running out the door.”

“Trent, who the fuck is Trent?” Reshunda demanded.

“I ain’t got a friggin’ clue. I was hoping you knew.”

“You know what you gotta do, right?”

“Yeah, I know. It’s getting dark. Let’s go home.”

 


 



I had put off going to visit my mother for as long as I could. My conversation with Reshunda convinced me to put aside my fears and swallow the bitter pill I’d been holding in my mouth, that my mother was behind bars. Guilt tormented me because I felt bad about not visiting her sooner, but part of me was ashamed of her. She spent so much time telling me to do the right thing, and there she was knee deep in shit and facing life in prison.

“I’m going to see my mom today.” I announced to Gerry, my stepfather. He grunted. We didn’t have too much to say to each other, but it wasn’t a new thing. He never talked to me. If he wanted to tell me something, he always told my mother, which made her the bad guy. I understood this and kind of respected it, since he wasn’t my father. However, ever since my mom was gone, he didn’t have anyone to speak for him so we just coexisted in silence.

When he didn’t answer, it made me mad. “Have you seen her?”

He looked at me like I sprouted another head. “For what?” he barked at me and it caught me off guard.

“For starters, she’s your wife.” I could’ve listed a lot of other reasons, like till death do us part, in sickness and in health, blah, blah, blah, but it shouldn’t have been necessary.

“She didn’t act like my wife.”

I didn’t know what to say. Something was obviously wrong between them, but as far as I was concerned he should’ve at least visited her. He got up from the table, letting me know the conversation was over.

“What about an attorney? Did you get one for her?” I didn’t give a shit about what was going on before she went to jail, all I was concerned about was the here and now.

“With what? I don’t have that kind of money to throw around. Your mother should’ve thought about it before she got involved with the bullshit she was in.” Instead of going into his room, he went out the front door. He didn’t even have a shirt on, only a wife beater with a hole over his right tit. He was livid, but so was I.




Chapter Eight

RESHUNDA WYLDE

 


 



Valencia got me thinking again. She also made me realize that it was okay to feel the loss, but I had to push past it to get better. I’d been keeping a lot of emotions and resentment inside and it was hindering my growth. I needed more out of life and the only way I was going to get it was to improve my situation. I looked around my room and immediately felt disgusted. Ebony was a pig, and it was clear she must have had a maid or someone else cleaning up behind her.

I pulled the laundry basket out of the closet and picked up my clothes Ebony had either worn or tried on and discarded. It didn’t make any sense. She changed clothes more than me and she didn’t even go to school.

“I wonder what she does all day? It damn sure ain’t cleaning up after herself,” I said out loud. She was asleep when I left for school and most days was gone when I got back. On the weekdays, she shopped and it was another thing that troubled me. I wondered where she got all the money she flashed.

 


 



“Where the hell have you been?” I asked Ebony when she stumbled into my room. She startled me because I’d been sleeping when I heard her come in. I glanced at the clock—it was well after three in the morning.

“Girl, you scared the shit out of me.” I turned on the light so I could see her. Her words were slurred and her makeup smeared. She dropped her heels in the middle of the floor and pulled a short dress I’d never seen before over her head and deposited it on the floor as well. She didn’t have on any underwear either and didn’t seem to mind standing in front of me naked as a fucking jaybird. I couldn’t help but to notice how nice her body looked.

“You didn’t answer the question.” I folded my arms across my chest, annoyed she’d already started junking up the room I’d just cleaned. I drew the line with washing her clothes but I did lump her clothes into a pile in the closet.

“Where’s all my stuff?” Ebony complained as she flopped down on the bed.

My eyes were drawn to her large breasts. I wondered how she managed to get them in my small tops without ripping the seams.

“In the closet. You had so much shit on the floor I couldn’t even walk in here.”

She laid back on the bed, closed her eyes and basically ignored me.

“Turn off the damn light.”

Oh no, she didn’t come in and start barking off orders like she was the boss of me.

“You need to pick your stankin’-ass clothes up off the floor. The maid quit.”

She chuckled like I was joking but I was dead serious. I was done playing nice with my cousin.

“What the hell you got stuck up your ass?” She attempted to rise up on her elbows but failed miserably. She fell back across the bed, turning her face away from the light.

“The only thing up my ass is you. You’ve worn all my clothes—without asking, I might add—and then you tossed them on the floor; you come in here at all hours of the night and don’t say shit to nobody, and you walk around here like your shit don’t stink.” I had worked myself up to a good mad, but even though I touched on a lot of things, I hadn’t said half the things that were really on my mind.

I’d been walking around on eggshells with Ebony because she had lost her mother, but the bitch didn’t give a rat’s ass about me and my feelings. Never once did she acknowledge that I’d lost my mother as well. Everything was about Ebony, and something in my gut told me this wasn’t new behavior for her. She probably treated my aunt the same way, but it was going to stop tonight as far as I was concerned.

“You are not my mother!” she hissed at me and rolled over, placing a pillow over her head.

“Thank God for small favors.”

Drunk or not, she lunged from the bed.

If she meant to scare me she had picked the wrong bitch this morning. “What? I’m supposed to be scared?” Her eyes narrowed to tiny slits but I didn’t know if that was from anger or if it were due to her inebriation. My bet was on inebriation, since she was rocking on her feet.

“You might want to sit your drunk ass down before you fall down.”

She weaved back and forth.

I wanted to fuck with her so badly and dance around the room but I was too upset to play games. Ebony needed to get her shit together.

“Why the hell are you fucking with me? I ain’t do nothing.” She stumbled back to her bed.

I shook my head in disgust. Although Ebony and I needed to talk, it would be fruitless to try and do it tonight. I wanted her to remember what the fuck we talked about. I turned out the light and tried to go back to sleep.

“I thought so,” she said with false bravado before the telltale sounds of snoring filled the room.

This only aggravated me more. I wanted to get up and go someplace else but there wasn’t anywhere else to sleep in our tiny apartment. “Shit,” I mumbled as I turned over.

 


 



“What time is it?” Ebony asked when she finally woke up.

I ignored her. I normally slept late on Saturday but I’d been up since Ebony’s early-morning arrival.

“Did you hear what I said?”

“I heard you.” I continued to sip the coffee I had brewed. My father and I shared a cup before he went to work. It was the first time we’d done something together in a long time, and I decided to make it a weekly ritual for us.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” She went over to the teapot but it was empty. She slammed the pot down but picked it up again, irritated.

My smile was hidden behind my cup. “Ain’t nothing wrong with me. There is a big-ass clock on the wall, why can’t you look for yourself, or must I do that for you too?” I hoped she didn’t miss the sarcasm dripping from my voice.

“Reshunda, I don’t feel like no shit this morning.” She walked over to the kitchen sink and ran some water into the pot.

“In case you haven’t noticed, the sun doesn’t rise and set around Ebony.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? You’ve been ragging on my ass since last night.”

“Oh, you remember that?” I was surprised, especially since she fell asleep so quickly.

“Yeah, ain’t nothing wrong with my memory.”

“Good, then remember this: Do not wear my clothes again without asking and keep your shit off the floor. If you want to sleep in filth, that’s on you, but the next time I come into my room, and I stress the my room part, and find shit on the floor, it’s going in the trash.”

“I wish you would throw my motherfucking clothes away.”

I felt like we just went full circle. She obviously didn’t get anything I was trying to tell her.

“Whatever—throw something else on the floor.” I got up and went back in the bedroom and slammed the door behind me. Her dress from the night before was still on the floor and I promptly tossed it in the trash can. Once I finished the laundry, I hung all my things in the closet. I pushed all of her things to the far right side, away from mine. Most, if not all of her things still had price tags on them, which annoyed me even more.

“Why the hell is she wearing my shit when she has all this new shit!”

Ebony came in the bedroom waving a paper towel like a flag, but I was still heated. I tried to ignore her as she removed her dress from the trash and hung it in the closet. If she was pissed, she didn’t let on, but I think she got my point.

“You got plans for the day?”

“No.” I turned up the volume on the television. I knew where this was going. Ebony would talk me into going to the mall, she’d buy me some trinket and we’d put off talking until the next time I got sick of her shit.

“I waved the white flag, damn it.”

It was hard to stay mad at Ebony because we looked so much alike. I gave her my undivided attention. “Where were you last night and all those other nights?” If she wanted to talk, I was ready to listen. She remained silent so I returned my attention to the television.

“I didn’t want to tell you because I knew you weren’t going to approve.”

“Tell me what?” I was all ears, especially if it meant I could be ballin’ out of control like she was.

“You promise you won’t tell Uncle Leon?”

I needed to think about that for a minute. I wasn’t a snitch, or anything like that, but I’d be damned if I was going to sit back and be quiet if Ebony was into some stupid shit.

“Are you fucking around with drugs?” In our neighborhood, slinging dope was nothing new. If Ebony chose that path to fortune, she was on her own.

“Hell no, I ain’t stupid.”

The jury was still out on that one as far as I was concerned. I waited for her to continue.

“I’m not telling you unless you promise to keep my secret a little longer.”

“Okay, I promise, heifer, but if you’re lying to me and it’s drugs, I’m singing like Beyoncé.”
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