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Dedication

This book is dedicated to the First Amendment of the U.S. Constitution. Circa. December 15, 1791.

“I believe in freedom of speech, but I believe we should also have the right to comment on freedom of speech.”

- Stockwell Day

“I live in America. I have the right to write whatever I want. And it’s equaled by a right just as powerful: the right not to read it.”

- Brad Thor

“We should silence anyone who opposes the right to freedom of expression.”

- Boyle Roche

“Confidence is knowing who you are and not changing it because someone else’s version of your reality is not their reality.”

- Shannon L. Aldor

“I hope you love Black Balled—but if you don’t? I respect your right to say so!”

- Andrea Smith




Prologue

Online Newspaper: Bluffington Gazette
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March 13, 2013

Title: Quincy’s Soul

Genre: Crime/Suspense

Author: L. Blackburn

Publisher: Self-Published

Status: Book 1 in the “Soul Searching Series”

Babu’s Grade: DNF

The Gospel According to Babu:

For those of you who follow my weekly column, and at last count my editor said it was somewhere just shy of four hundred thousand, you know that I am brutally honest, in particular, where self-published (or as they prefer to be called “Indie”) authors are concerned.

Let me digress for a moment to educate those not familiar with the “Indie-Author” label. It means independent as in independent of a publisher. And there’s a reason for that. If their manuscripts had potential, then they would’ve been picked up by a legitimate publisher, right?

Of course I’m right. Babu is always right!

Now that’s not to say that many good works of fiction have not been born of an Indie Author, but as my most ardent followers will attest, that is simply a fluke.

An accident of nature.

Now, back to “Quincy’s Soul.” The fact that I couldn’t bring myself to finish this—and I use this word loosely—work of fiction was no accident. Let me put this into perspective so that anyone considering one-clicking this bitch might give it a second thought.

Given the choice between having a root canal with no anesthesia and finishing Quincy’s Soul?

I choose the root canal.

Given the choice between burning my corneas and finishing Quincy’s Soul?

Bye-bye corneas.

Given the choice between having my dick sucked by a cannibal chick wearing braces?

Well, I think you get the picture by now and it certainly isn’t a pretty one, is it?

Now on to the specifics of this book.

L. Blackburn’s synopsis of Quincy’s Soul held some minimal intrigue with the promise of hard core criminals who take the hero hostage and for weeks, torture and play mind-fuck games with him in order to break him to get some secret code that holds the key to our national security.

The promise of torture is real; unfortunately, it’s the reader who is tortured.

And the mind-fuck?

You guessed it. L. Blackburn’s overdone plot will definitely fuck with your mind. It’s white bread trite and sophomoric in places. And that brings me to my next point.

“What does the “L” in L. Blackburn stand for? I’m hoping like hell it stands for “Latisha” or “Lydia.” While this book tried (and failed miserably) to have a fast-paced, testosterone-induced rush of action to put the readers on the edge of their seats, the whole time I was reading the first twelve chapters, that old song played in my head.

What song you ask?

That old Aerosmith tune kept playing over and over again in my head, “Dude Looks Like a Lady.” Only exchange “Looks” with “Writes,” and there you have it.

So, L. Blackburn, if you are a lady, then please, for the sake of not alienating the handful of readers you may have garnered, stick to writing what you know. How about cute little chick-lit stories—first deflowerings or romantic triangles? I daresay even tales of yeast infections or ingrown pubic hairs would be less painful than the drivel you attempted in Quincy’s Soul.

And if you are a dude, L. Blackburn?

Well, then my best advice to you is come out of the closet; stop hiding behind your lacey doilies and be the woman your writing says you can be!

Put on your big girl stilettos and see what happens!

That’s it for this week’s review! As always, you are free to voice your comments, criticisms and opinions right here, and don’t forget to visit my Greatreads page if you’re a member of my following and we can always chat there. I welcome your feedback and opinions, but remember, I reserve the right to tell you if you’re full of shit or to fuck off, and if necessary, block your ass, but that’s the beauty of Babu’s Book Talk!

Speak Your Mind
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I have a few minutes until the flood of “beeps” will start hitting, signaling me that my followers are loyally sending me condolences and best wishes for a better next read. I won’t lie, the stroking feels fabulous.

I get up and grab a beer from the fridge and a bag of pretzels to enjoy when the first responders start weighing in on my column.

Beep!

Let the stroking begin.

Hitting a key on my laptop, my column comes up. I scroll down to the comment responses as a cluster of more ‘beeps’ sound one right after another.

Hot damn!

Krissie wrote: Gosh, I’m sorry you couldn’t finish it, but still I appreciate that you shared your honest review with us!

Babu wrote: Aww thanks, hun. **hugs**

Lil Likes Books wrote: Condolences you had to suffer through this. Sending hugs.

Babu wrote: Thanks Lil. In everyone’s life, a little rain must fall.

Book Bitch wrote: Well that sucks! Guess I should pass on this one. Thanks for saving me from it! **kisses**

Babu wrote: That’s why I’m here, BB. To save all of you the unnecessary pain and distress. Muah!

Loves Lizzies wrote: How miserable for you, love. I will send positive vibes that your next book will be enjoyable!

Babu wrote: Thanks, Lizzie! I’m trying to let the alcohol wash away the bad taste I was left with on this one!

Cindy Lou wrote: Well, I guess all we can do is thank you for your honest and objective review. You take a lot of pain for the sake of your followers, so just need to say that we appreciate your saving US from the PAIN. You are a valuable asset to the literary world. Don’t ever leave us!

Babu wrote: That’s why I’m paid the big bucks, Cindy Lou!

Lefty wrote: You know your review tickled my funny bone big time! I love your way with words! I did have this on my TBR list, but I’m dumping it. Thanks for making my reading decisions–-squeeeee!

Babu wrote: Nothing says ‘thank you’ quite like $$$

Ruby Red wrote: Okay, well here’s the thing, you didn’t finish the book so why would you leave a review? How can you leave a review for a book if you didn’t finish it? That kind of blows my mind. Now, I finished this book and disagree about the plot being overdone. Maybe if you had just hung in there, you would have seen what a compelling story it turned out to be. It’s such a shame when critics don’t understand a book and why things happen in it because they didn’t take the time to read it through the ending. But it’s your loss I guess.

Fuck! Looks like I have a dissenter in the ranks. Get ready to blow this bitch into oblivion.

Foot soldiers—man your stations!

Babu wrote: Are you kidding me??

Lefty wrote: Ruby Red it sounds like you’re questioning Babu’s intelligence and disputing his opinion?? How fucking dare you! Without Babu, we wouldn’t know what the hell to read! Why don’t you take your sorry, trolling ass and crawl on back to the bridge you live under!

LeLeaveMe-Aloney wrote: Babu, please ignore the likes of Ruby Red. She obviously doesn’t understand the magnitude of service you provide to all of us. How in the hell would we know what to read and what not to read if not for you? The fact that you have over 400,000 followers speaks volumes about the value of your opinion—of our opinions when it’s all said and done! Keep on keepin on, dude!

Cindy Lou wrote: Block Ruby Red, Babu! You don’t need trolls like that coming onto this site and voicing their opinion of your review! It’s blasphemy pure and simple!

And that ladies and gentlemen is how it is done.




Chapter 1
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Babu? What the fuck kind of name is that? It’s like a bad porn name he chose after watching Aladdin one too many times. “Abu and Babu sitting in a tree…” There is a plethora of smart-ass responses I want to throw at him for that less than stellar…No. Scratch that, it’s pathetic.

The sorry excuse for a review posted this morning on the web’s biggest book critique site just obliterated my latest novel. I poured my blood into that manuscript, searching my inner tortured soul to describe the scenes of the captives begging for their lives. It was all supposed to be a metaphor depicting the lives of Indie authors who live at the mercy of their characters and overbearing imaginations.

Motherfucker.

Now, the four hundred thousand plus members of Babu the-monkey-fucker’s column will be shelving my greatest novel, all because the man seemingly does not get laid on a regular basis.

Or maybe at all.

I try to picture the guy in my mind, giving him scraggly grey hair, round glasses adorning beady brown eyes and thin lips turned down into a grimace.

The Scrooge of the Indie World.

The Charlie of the Literary Factory.

The Pain in my Fucking Ass and not in a good way.

Staring at my computer, I am about two mouse clicks away from giving him a piece of my mind when I’m saved by the bell. My cell is ringing atop my kitchen counter, buzzing away and doing its own little dance informing me that someone is trying to reach me. I should answer. I really should face my agent, whose name is flashing on the screen. There is no need for this conversation, because I already know what he’s going to say: ‘Ignore him, Larson. He’s an asshole, man. Quincy’s Soul is a fucking masterpiece.’

Luckily, my agent Brent is a die-hard fan so he easily strokes my ego the way the blonde-guy from last night stroked my dick for hours. Sighing, I pick up the cell just before it goes to voicemail answering in my typical one word greeting, “Blackburn.”

“Larson. Shit, man, did you see the review?”

Little naive Brent. Did he actually think it wouldn’t be my first destination before even pouring myself a cup of coffee? What the fuck planet has he been living on?

“The hell do you think, B.? Of course I saw it, and I’m telling you right now…”

I’m ready to go off on my only friend if it ensures that I keep my sanity in check.

“Do. Not. Respond. Larson, I swear to fucking God, if you leave a comment, your career is over. Done. Don’t be stupid, man. For once in your life just listen to me and not your hot-tempered need to confront every asshole who thinks he’s the best thing since Hemingway went to rehab.”

Jesus, someone needs to remind Brent that Hemingway wrote shit when he was sober so his little rant means nothing. Plus, I’m pretty sure that genius never went to rehab.

“Brent, he called me a pussy. No, worse, he called me a fucking woman! We’ll see if he’s so cocky when I stick all nine inches of my dick down his throat and pump my load all over his face.”

Crude? Yeah, a little bit.

Yet, interestingly enough, my words are closer to a children’s tale than his pretentious reviews. It’s not even fit to be used as toilet paper. Too harsh for my pretty ass.

“Who cares, man? And please, I’m begging you, do not throw visuals of your cock in some dude’s mouth at me. It makes me …uncomfortable.”

Now, Brent is just trying to make me laugh…poor sap.

“Shut the fuck up, B. You love my visuals, said so on my manuscript.”

I hear him chuckle, which calms my nerves for an iota of a moment, but his next words bring my focus back to the review. “Look, all I’m saying is that he didn’t even finish the book. Readers will take into consideration that it wasn’t read from cover to cover. Plus, your fans love you. Don’t let him get to you. Ignore him and this will blow over by tomorrow.”

He’s right. Of course, he’s right and I should undoubtedly take his advice, close the tab on Babu’s Book Talk and start writing the follow-up to Quincy’s Soul…Harsh Reality. I know all of this, I really do. But fuck it, I just can’t. It’s one thing to attack my work, my genius, some have called it. But my personal life? Oh hell, no. That will not fly with me.

“I gotta go.”

I hear Brent yelling at me, begging me not to respond but it all goes silent as I press the red button to end the call.

Alright, Babu. Game on.

L. Blackburn wrote: Thank you, Babu, for that life-altering review of my work. No, I do not use the word lightly because, unlike you, I actually “worked” to finish my novel. Your review, however, is subpar seeing as you could not even be bothered to read the entire book. Since I’m a generous guy, I have decided to answer all of your inquiries about my gender, my shoes and…was that my dick size you were interested in knowing? Well, just in case, it is eight inches at rest and ten while getting sucked. For convenience sake, I usually tell people the average of nine. Happy? Oh, right…my shoes. I don’t wear stilettos but if you’re into that kind of cross-dressing I do know a good place you can go that’s very discreet (I’ll send you a private email if you’re afraid of getting caught wearing a lace thong). As far as my name is concerned? Fuck you. You don’t deserve to have it unless you’re curious about how it would sound pouring from your lips just before you come all over yourself. Get a real job.
Sincerely,
L. Blackburn

I read my trash answer twice before I press the send button and basically say farewell to my career. Funny, there is that Hemingway reference again except I’m sober and suicidal, apparently.




Chapter 2

BABU

 

I power off my e-reader and toss it over on the sofa, pressing my fingers to my eyes and rubbing the tiredness out of them.

What the fuck did I just read?

Why does it even matter? It all pays the same which is in the high six figures. My following grows every quarter by seven to twelve percent, which has my editor Clark jizzing himself. The advertising revenue alone generated by my column more than pays both his salary and mine.

Put out one review a week and then spend the rest of those days answering the peeps who leave comments, opinions and wisecracks on the website and on Greatreads. And the dissenters? Hah! As if I would ever let them have the last word, stupid fucks.

The Indie book reviews always garner a shitload of activity in my reviews’ comments. You see, the problem with Indies is that they have thin skin, because if they didn’t, they’d submit their masterpieces to one of the Big Five and take their just desserts. Most of the time that would be a boilerplate fuck-off notice on formal letterhead, if they get a response at all.

Now some of them, at least, have managed to latch on to an agent, but that is no guarantee of literary success. An agent is just another leech who sucks a percentage of royalties out of the pot, and usually that is on foreign rights to self-published books. The agents then pick and choose which future manuscripts they might try to shop to the big publishing houses right here in New York.

So, yeah, I am well aware of the publishing circle-jerk that exists, but hell if that hasn’t all changed with the influx of self-published Indies. Like anything else, it’s just another way for any idiot to get their fifteen fucking minutes of fame.

Am I right?

Fuck yeah. I’m always right.

My attention is drawn to the light scratching on the door of my loft. It’s after five in the afternoon.

Muffy’s here.

Fucking pussy at my door.

I open it, and the long-haired, gray angora feline sashays into my apartment like she owns it.

“Meoww,” she whines, looking up at me.

“Purr for me first, baby,” I reply heading towards my kitchen where I know she’ll follow. This is a daily routine for us.

Mrs. Ida Whatley’s prized kitty loves the caviar I feed her daily. I don’t dare tell the old lady that I do, otherwise, she’ll expect me to cat-sit for her when she makes her semi-annual journey to Palm Beach to visit her sister.

No fucking way am I up for that shit!

I place two spoonfuls of the fresh caviar into Muffy’s bowl by the stove. She has her purr going on high volume. I place the bowl on the floor next to my feet and watch as she quickly runs to it and begins devouring the Beluga.

“Only the best for you my lovely pussy,” I say, feeling myself smile. “If only other female species were so quickly satisfied by so little,” I say to no one.

That reminds me.

I grab my cell from the granite countertop and press Linc’s number.

“My man,” he answers with his usual ghetto panache.

“Yeah, Linc. I’m in the mood for some company tonight. About seven?”

“Who’s your poison, Boss?”

“I think I’m in the mood for an ‘L,’” I reply, watching as Muffy cleans the last of the Beluga from her bowl and licks her whiskers.

“Done, Boss. Loretta will be at your place promptly at seven. Any special requirements for her wardrobe or accessories?”

“No. Not tonight. Just make sure her swallow reflex is up for the game.”

Muffy is finished and contentedly grooming herself like the pristine cat that she is. Just then, I hear Ida calling for her in the hallway.

“Time to go,” I say.

As I open my front door, I catch Ida ready to knock. “Oh hello, Mr. B,” she says, smiling her wrinkled smile. She’s eighty-three but that has not diminished the sparkle she still has in her blue eyes.

I’m not a social person. That much you need to know. But I have somehow managed to allow Ida Whatley into my inner circle, which is made up of just two.

Me and her.

“Hello Mrs. Whatley,” I greet. “Muffy came over for her daily visit.”

“I just don’t know what it is with my cat,” she replies, bending down to scoop Muffy up into her arms. “She never takes to anyone the way she’s taken to you. That means you’re a good person, did you know that?”

“I didn’t, but I’ll take Muffy’s word on it,” I reply, giving her a wink.

“Oh, Mr. B,” she says, flashing me a shy grin, “I don’t know why some fancy woman hasn’t already staked her claim on you! I mean, I know you date, but how do you expect to keep a girlfriend when you don’t take them out?”

I shrug and give her a look of confusion. “I don’t know, Ida. I guess I just can’t find one that likes to stay in with me.”

She shakes her head, tossing out a couple of tisks. “Such a shame,” she replies. “Such a shame.”

“But hey, I’ve got a date tonight so we’ll see.”

“Fingers crossed, Mr. B.,” she says, walking down the hallway towards her apartment. “By the way, loved your review of Quincy’s Soul. Made mincemeat out of that Indie, didn’t you?”

She is still cackling in amusement as she closes the door of her apartment.

Yeah, Ida Whatley knows that I’m Babu, and she doesn’t hold that against me. In fact, she’s quite entertained by my reviews and recommendations. I have to admit I’m intrigued that a woman her age embraces the Internet the way she does. My own mother, who is way younger, is still intimidated by the information highway.

Go figure.

Back in my apartment I hear the familiar sound from my laptop indicating that “I’ve got mail!”

I walk over to the desk and flip it open. I scroll downward to the comments and there it is:

Reply from L. Blackburn.

Hell hath no fury like an Indie scorned.

I have to admit, his response gives me a couple of LOL moments.

What a douche bag.

But this is what it’s all about.

Draw the Indie tools out into the open; expose them for the amateur wannabes that they are. Call them out on their unprofessionalism in responding to literary criticism. Tell them not to quit their day jobs.

Finish the book?

Is the dudette serious?

Did the he-she not read just how painful those twelve chapters were for me in my DNF review?

Hah!

This is going to be a fun-filled week.

Cha-Ching!




Chapter 3

LARSON

 

Forty-two.

That would be the number of times I have checked the blog for a message from His Almighty Highness of Literary Criticism. The man is known for his cut-throat responses, his overwhelming need to have the last word, his Indie blood sucking desires.

I may be going insane, at least just a little, because I am now obsessed with his inevitable riposte. Running my hands through my already disheveled hair, I make my way to the kitchen counter where my newly-brewed coffee awaits me. With both hands gripping the counter, I let my head fall forward and take deep, measured breaths.

I need to let this go. Bastard has no idea what it’s like to spend days upon days sorting through the innumerable voices that scream for my attention. The man simply reads to his heart’s content and then whips up a mediocre literary review before he calls it a day. He’s lethal, he’s brutal and he has no empathy for the absolute gut-wringing trials and tribulations that we all face while chasing our dreams.

Ding.

Fuck.

“Don’t look. Don’t look. Don’t fucking look, Larson. Listen to the voice of reason. Brent was right, just ignore the bastard,” I whisper, trying to convince myself. Taking in a deep breath, I raise my head to the ceiling and slowly open my eyes that now stare straight at the perfectly white plaster above. Breathe.

I reach for the coffee pot, forgoing the espresso machine for the larger, less caffeinated concoction and pour myself a life-sustaining amount of brew in my Quincy swag mug. I can do this. I can be the adult here.

Ding.

No, he did not leave two messages, did he?

Shit…

Ding. Yep, that’s it. My career is over.

Ding.

Putting two sugars in my cup, I slowly twirl the contents and inhale the sweet aroma of my most compelling addiction. Well, besides sex. If it weren’t dangerous to do so, I’d fuck and drink coffee at the same damn time, but I digress.

Ding.

Dammit.

Once I’m satisfied that the sugar has effectively sweetened my java, I take out the spoon and place it methodically into my mouth, licking up the enticing droplets.

Ding.

Jesus fuck. I’m going to kill someone.

Slightly turning my head to glance at the computer, I see a long list of messages that fill the screen. This is it; my demise. A fucking critic has destroyed my five-year career for what? A thrill? A self-empowering moment? A blood-sport?

Correction…I killed my dream all by myself as soon as I decided it was okay to write a message to the douche bag like the fifteen-year-old idiot that I apparently am.

Ding.

Don’t people have fucking jobs instead of wasting their time on the Internet?

Lowering my mug to the marble counter, I fasten the strings of my pinstriped pajamas and make my way to the bathroom. I should shower, maybe even shave. I look in the mirror and run a palm over the two day growth along my jaw line.

Writing is time consuming but I love every second of it. Editing is hell on earth especially when Madeline, the editor in question, is no holds barred. The woman is an expert on grammar and syntax, not to mention a maniac when it comes to using synonyms.

These last four weeks of editing and formatting have taken about five years off my life. My eyes have lost their usual piercing green, leaving them dull with fatigue. The dark brown hair that was always well groomed is now a mess with silver making an unwanted appearance along the sides. My naturally tan skin has a pasty hue that tells me it’s time to get the fuck out and make nice with the sun.

That’s what I’ll do. Go out, go running, and get laid. In that order, with just a little shower thrown in for good measure. I think I’ll keep the two day beard, men love to feel my whiskers scraping alongside their thighs before I suck off their cocks like the master I am.

Already, I feel better knowing I have a plan that doesn’t involve writing, editing or dealing with ass munchers who know nothing about the sacrifices of an Indie author.

Fuck you, Babu, and your magic carpet ride.

Pushing down my pajamas, I reach for my running shorts and a half decent tee shirt before making my way back to the kitchen to finish off my coffee. I can do this. I can ignore the dinging, beeping and all around annoying symphony of sounds that surround my virtual world.

Ding.

Assholes.

“Just one look,” I tell myself before taking the three steps to my open laptop. “Do not freak out, Larson. Keep your fucking cool.”

Unfortunately, my cool left the building the minute I gave in to temptation and verbally reamed the critic’s ass.




Chapter 4

BABU

 

Loretta is on her knees in front of me. Linc did me justice with sending the “L” that I ordered. Of course, I’ve been Linc’s steady customer for more than four years now. And he’s been paid very well for providing the services I require, when I require them. He ensures that his ladies accommodate whatever my mood requires, including any of my idiosyncrasies, regardless of their nature.

He understands my requirements, and he never questions them. He knows that it’s always at my place. I never go out. I don’t go to fancy hotels or penthouse apartments. His ladies are A-list—beautiful, clean, disease-free and always discrete. They come to me. I don’t go to them.

Ever.

Loretta is looking up at me now. She’s already blown me once just to take the edge off, per my instructions as soon as I allowed her through the door.

“How was that, gorgeous?” she asks, her voice practically a soft croon. She is quite beautiful. Straight, long dark hair; chocolate brown eyes with a hint of Asian ancestry evident. She’s slender, but big breasted—no doubt possessing the best fake tits money can implant.

“That was just fine, Loretta,” I respond.

“What shall I call you?”

“Sir,” I reply. “You will call me Sir.”

“Very good. What is it you would like me to do for you now, Sir?”

I reach down and grab my new digital camera from the polished oak table next to my desk and position it on the tripod next to the sofa. I preset the timer, and get the wide-angled focus set.

“I want you to get my cock hard again, using only those full, pouty lips of yours. I want you to moan and call me “Sir” while you do it, and tell me how fucking big and hard my dick is, and how much you want to suck my cum from it. Do you understand?”

She nods calmly.

“Good. Because I’m going to video record the whole thing. You have nothing to worry about. This is for my own private and personal use. When I come, I want you to take as much as possible into your mouth. Do. Not. Swallow. When I finish, I will hand you this book,” I instruct, nodding to the paperback gifted copy of “Quincy’s Soul” that was sent to my editor in exchange for an honest review. I’ve already placed it on the table. “I want you to let my cum spill out all over the front cover. Any questions?”

She looks at me for a moment, and then replies, “No questions. I understand.”

“Good,” I reply, giving her a smile. “Let’s begin.”

I lean over once more, and push the “record” button on my camera, making sure it is angled to only catch from my waist down.

Loretta begins her slow, sensual tonguing of my shaft, and immediately I feel myself rising to the occasion. All eight-plus inches. Her tongue is working its swirling magic, and her moans are worthy of an academy award. Her hands play no part in getting my dick hard, which is exactly as I had instructed.

Within several minutes, she’s deep throating me like a pro, even allowing the head of my cock to hit her gag reflex several times, which adds to the confirmation that I am well-hung.

Because I am.

Her soft, sexy voice croons aloud, marveling at my thick, long cock, assuring me just how much she loves it. She tells me it’s the biggest cock she’s ever sucked.

Our session continues, and I feel my balls tighten up as I prepare to unload my jet stream into her sexy, waiting mouth. Her moans get louder, her head bobs faster as I fuck her mouth with the full intensity of my need to show L. Blackburn just how it’s done.

I rock back a bit on my heels just a bit as I feel my cock throb several times and then I still as the spasms of warm cum are released into her mouth.

As I finish, I reach down and hand her the book, and then I slowly back out of her mouth. I grab the camera from the tripod and focus it downward as she takes the book, raising it just enough for the title to show, and allows her mouthful of warm jism to dribble down the front cover at a slant, spilling over the title and running down to the bottom edge where the name ‘L. Blackburn’ is printed in fancy gothic font.

Perfection.

I turn off the camera, setting it back down on the table. “Very good, Loretta,” I praise. “You were perfection. I’ll let Linc know just how pleased I was tonight with your performance.”
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Later, after Loretta has gone for the evening and I’ve had my supper of grilled salmon and a tossed green salad, I shower and then sit down to check my column for comments.

More than a dozen others have been posted since L. Blackburn left his earlier. Most of them are berating the author for his “bullying” tactics against a literary critic, especially one of my caliber, one of my followers wrote.

Here’s a sampling, and I have to say, my followers absolutely reinforce on a weekly basis that, yes, I am a God when it comes to book critiquing:

Cindy Lou wrote: L. Blackburn are you not aware of proper protocol here? Let me educate you, Babu has an opinion of a book. His opinion is right. Your book is wrong. So stop being an ass and attacking the critic!

Xenia wrote: Show some class L. Blackburn or your name will be submitted as a Badly Behaving Author and then a flock of carpet bombers and sock puppets will attack you and you’ll be fucking sorry!!

Shelby-Doo wrote: Uh, L. Blackburn—I’m not certain but I’m pretty sure that authors aren’t allowed to comment here. Don’t you have some Author Bitch Group you can post in and not bully this critic? Shame on you!

Yes. Shame on you, L. Blackburn.

Five more of them simply thank me for my review and mention they will definitely not be one-clicking this bitch. They console me for the pain I have endured and send their best wishes that my next read is a pleasant one.

Hah!

Only one commenter advises L. Blackburn to ignore the criticism and continue to live his dream.

Seriously?

Probably the mo-fo’s mother, or some trolling fan-poodle!

I type a short and crass response to L. Blackburn’s diatribe: Maybe if you suck J. Grisham’s dick he’ll give you a pointer or two.

I pull up my sock puppet’s email address and copy and paste L. Blackburn’s email address into the ‘To’ field. I attach the video of Loretta blowing my dick, complete with my cum spilling out of her mouth and running down the front cover of his loser book to the email.

There.

When I click “Send,” I feel the smile spread across my lips. This fucking feels nearly as good as the orgasm I had earlier.

I grab my e-reader and head off to my bedroom to finish another WTF Indie book.




Chapter 5

 

LARSON

 

Earlier, I decided I would go running to empty out the incessant conversations that reside permanently inside my head. I needed this time to concentrate only on my breathing and the monotonous sounds of my footsteps. I was ready, I was willing and above all, I was desperate to go. That, however, was hours ago. That was before I gave in to temptation and looked at the laptop that sat on the table, taunting me.

Mistake number two of my shitty day.

Among the litany of accusations throughout the messages on the blog, the one that had my blood pumping was the “bullying.” What the motherfucking fuck? How am I the aggressor? How am I the one doing the victimizing? All I want to do is write, try as best I can to silence the voices that wake me in the middle of the night forcing me to settle for a maximum of four hours sleep.

I should not have commented on that review. Idiot. Brent is going to have my ass for this, and he’ll be in the right.

In the middle of my self-inflicted flagellation the pop-up signaling an incoming email takes my attention away from my internal rant. Switching tabs to my perpetually open email account, I frown at the sight before me.

I don’t recognize the address, am even surprised it didn’t go directly to the spam folder. I have two accounts, one personal for my agent, my family and my extra-curricular activities and the other for the fans, blogs and other authors. The latter associated to all the social media that take up more time than I care to count.

Promotional work is going to be the death of me. The countless inbox messages propositioning me for sexual activities. Men, women…some I have no fucking clue what gender they are judging by the irrational names of their profiles. Facebook, Twitter, Instagram…I have them all, including Tsu, which claims it will be the new platform of social media.

Whatever.

I rarely run those things. My personal assistant, Lisa, has the details to my accounts and, more often than not, she is the one keeping up with that shit. Except during promotional time. It’s a vortex. Once you enter the world of “buy my book,” you get lost in a black hole of smiles, chats, negotiations and giveaways.

Strategizing is the name of the game where the number of players is growing every day. Ever since publishing went viral with the self-made authors birthing books like rabbits, the market has been saturated. At least that is what most critics think. It’s bullshit, if you ask me. Readers will always buy good books, no matter how many of us are selling.

The key is to put it out there and advertise the fuck out of it. I know I’m good, and it sure as hell doesn’t take a genius to realize that! However, I suck at social skills, which is what has put me in this exasperating predicament. I have to deal with self-proclaimed judges of literary creations, like that banana-eating piece of shit Babu. Again, what’s with the name? Seriously?

Shaking my head to clear my mind from the dark desires to shred the man from gut to neck, I click on the email and again…I frown. Or maybe I scowl because I have just realized who sent this little love note sprinkled in arsenic.

Staring at the one-word message with a video attachment, I consider the option of discarding it, clicking the trash button and ignoring the offending message all together. The problem is that I’m a curious asshole and this type of carrot has always clouded my better judgment.

“What are you sending me, you prick?” I ask out loud. There is no doubt in my mind that he is trying to trick me, trying desperately to poke me with the proverbial stick; one I’d like to shove up his ass.

Taking a deep breath once my distorted mind has made yet another crappy decision, I open the attachment. I regret that move the instant I see a pretty brunette on her knees blowing the pants off some guy. It does not take a genius to realize who the recipient must be. Babu is getting his dick blown and has apparently decided to share this pleasurable moment with me.

Oh, joy.

Turning up the sound because, yeah, I’m a glutton for punishment, I put the video on full-screen and watch, in rapture, as the woman’s lips slide up and down a pretty decent-sized cock. Her rhythm, though, is off and from where I’m sitting I’m pretty confident her suction is too timid.

We men prefer a nice tight grip from root to tip with a little swirl of the tongue around the underside before releasing the head and licking up our pre-cum.

It is what it is, but women are too soft, too gentle, and too damn sweet. I know this since I haven’t sworn off women as of yet. There is something about them that still keeps my interest. Their silky skin is quite the turn on, their mewling noises still get my dick hard and yeah, I like to sink into a nice tight pussy once in a while.

The problem is that I like to fuck hard, and men satisfy that need for me much better. Ideally, I prefer a nice threesome with another guy and fit chick. Best memories of my life involve a fuckfest where everything and anything goes.

Again, I digress.

While my thoughts are collecting those vivid memories, I zone back into the video and realize Babu is about to blow except he’s grabbing for something.

A tissue, maybe?

What a joker. If I were him, I’d come all over her face and then make her…

What the fuck?

Is that my book? I frown because, really, what is there to say when some dude who is about to explode after getting a decent blowjob, grabs for your book and…Motherfucker!

I watch, my anger boiling to the point of no return, as he comes in the woman’s mouth and brings my book up to her lips where she in turn lets his spunk run all over my cover. I would have thrown the computer across the living room had I not been a tiny bit turned on by his audacity.

Babu wants to play?

Well, asshole, game on.

Clicking the reply icon, I proceed to give him a detailed explanation of everything that went wrong with that visual, including the woman’s blowjob techniques. The nice guy in me even gives him some tips on how she could have made the climax more interesting. Or maybe, he could have just blown his load directly on the cover. For obvious reasons, I omit the possibility of being a tad turned on by the visual in my mind.

Before I send the message, I take a little selfie of my best asset and make sure to add a catchphrase to the picture:

“Eight inches and soft, yet it would still make you feel much more pleasure than her mouth ever could.”

I press “send” before I grab my running shoes, my iPod and a bottle of water. Five minutes later I’m out the door and pounding away the memories of my nemesis’ hard, pistoning cock with every step on the hard black asphalt.

It’s dark out, but I don’t care that I’ve wasted the day away licking my wounds. I’m rejuvenated now, and hopefully, there’s still time to hook-up before the night is over. I will only be thinking of one dick—the one I will be using to fuck my future lover.

Where is the mind bleach when you need it?




Chapter 6

BABU

 

It’s Tuesday afternoon.

I fucking hate Tuesday afternoons.

It’s the one day each week that I’m forced to leave my loft and go out into a world that I’ve tried to avoid for the last two years. Everything in my life comes to me. My groceries are delivered, loft is cleaned weekly by a service, and dirty laundry is picked up, and then brought back clean and pressed. Everything I need, from appliances to my wardrobe, is ordered online and delivered to my door. Linc keeps me hooked up with “dates,” and I work from home.

So, the only time I actually have to go out is to keep my weekly appointment with my shrink, Dr. Benedict, who refuses to make house calls.

Son of a bitch.

My cab is waiting for me as I walk out into the March sunshine. It’s only a twenty minute drive to lower Manhattan, where Benedict’s office is located.

For twenty minutes, I feel my jaw clench as the cabbie weaves in and out of downtown traffic; my thoughts are scrambling with every blast of a car horn or screech of tires on the pavement. The echoes of sirens in the distance remind me of just how exposed I am when I’m not tucked away in the safe sanctuary of my loft.

It hasn’t always been like this. There was a time when the crowded sidewalks, traffic jammed streets, plethora of noise and smells of the city made me feel alive. I actually embraced the lifestyle I’d come to know and to be a part of. The chaos of New York City kept me on top of my game, invigorated me in every sense of the word. I relished my work, and as my column gained notoriety in the business, I was deluged with review requests.

And then things changed.

The cabbie’s voice breaks through my recollections. “Hey, mister? We’re here.”

I pay him, quickly exiting the cab and heading through the glass doors that a doorman has politely opened for me.

I can do this.

One, two … buckle my shoe.

The elevator doors open, and I suck in a deep breath as I step inside.

Three, four … shut the door.

I would consider taking the stairs if the fucking shrink wasn’t located on the fifteenth floor. At least it’s not overly crowded this afternoon. I may just survive the journey without hyperventilating today.

Five, six … need a nirvana fix.

Bell dings. Door opens. I step out and exhale slowly.

Seven, eight … damn right I’m straight.

My mind wanders. L. Blackburn is one conflicted mo-fo. What was up with that asinine reply he gave to my sock puppet e-mail to which I’ve ignored up to now.

But I have a plan.

“Well, I see you’ve survived yet another elevator ride,” Dr. Benedict says as I step into the inner office of his shrink sanctum.

Asshat.

“Yes, it was a breeze,” I reply, mentally flipping him off. “I think these three hundred dollar an hour sessions are finally starting to pay off.”

“Why don’t you let me be the judge of that? Now, tell me how this past week has gone? Any local excursions?”

“No time. Busy with reading and reviewing.”

“I see,” he replies, scribbling on his notepad. “Read anything good lately?” He chuckles at his own lame brand of humor.

“Actually, the book I’m reading for this week’s review is quite good,” I reply, studying my nails and making a mental note it’s time to call Brittany over for a haircut and manicure. “Last week’s book sucked donkey dicks. The he-she who wrote it is stalking me.”

“You don’t sound alarmed about that,” he acknowledges, quirking a questioning brow.

I smirk. “Well, maybe that’s because he provides no real threat. He’s simply a cyber bully.”

“I see. And he hasn’t actually threatened you … like before?”

I frown at his casual reference to the maniacal author who had physically stalked me two years prior and followed through with her cyber threats. “Well, if you call emailing me a picture of his flaccid dick a threat …”

“What?”

“Yeah,” I chuckle, sitting up straighter. “Dude’s a fucking faggot who can’t write for shit. Didn’t like my DNF’ing his piece of dung novel.”

“Mr. Babilonia, have you considered toning down your reviews?”

“Please, call me Babu, and why would I want to do that?”

“Well,” he says, and then pauses, “it’s just that I follow your column, and you can be fairly brutal in a non-constructive way.”

“Listen,” I reply, my voice getting just a bit louder, “I’m not playing shrink to a bunch of wannabe authors. I tell it like it is. If they can’t handle the truth, then fuck ‘em all. I’m not there to correct their lack of talent, Doc. They either have it or they don’t. If they don’t, it’s best they realize that now and find another hobby or a different career.”

“But you must realize with the following you have, what you publish online can make or break an author, right?”

“It’s called power, Doc. I have it because I’ve earned it. Those who follow me know that I’m honest—they might not agree with the brutality of my honesty, but they respect the fact that it’s my right to voice it.”

“With one major exception. Delores Friedman.”

“Fuck you!”

“I’ve made you angry.”

“No fucking shit!”

“It’s why you’re here, and at some point, you have to recognize the power she still has over you.”

“The cunt is in prison. She has no fucking power over me.”

“Really?”

“The fucking bitch stuck a knife between my ribs in a crowded elevator. I clocked her out. She went to jail. End of story.”

“You’ve left the part out where you annihilated her New York Times Best-Selling series, calling it rubbish that any sixth grader could have written.”

“It was the truth. Hey, just because her shit hit NYT doesn’t make it a classic. It just meant she sold a shitload of copies. I recall that I pointed that out to her. I even gave her kudos for her obvious marketing and promotional talents.”

“I believe you referred to those talents as ‘those for which any snake oil salesman would have admired her?’”

“Tomayto, tomahto.”

Doc Benedict shakes his head. “My only concern is that you may find yourself at the receiving end of another … weapon.”

“Trust me, Doc, I’m not about to let that happen. And I won’t for a second consider backing down—or toning down what I do. That means I let that psychotic bitch win. I’m healed. All that’s left is a tiny scar on my left side.”

“I have to disagree, Babu. Your non-physical scars run much deeper than that. Until you start forcing yourself to join the living again, and that means going about your life the way you did prior to the attack, then I’m afraid Delores Friedman has won.”
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Back at my loft, I finish my review for this week’s column.
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March 20, 2013

Title: Dire Straits

Genre: Crime/Suspense

Author: Eliza St. Clair

Publisher: Harper-Rollins

Status: Debut Novel

Babu’s Grade: 5-Stars

After coming off the disaster of “Quincy’s Soul” last week, “Dire Straits” was a blessed reprieve. L. Blackburn could take notice of this properly written debut novel in the crime-suspense genre. St. Clair’s characters were well-developed and realistic. No whining in this book or overdone self-pity to the extent readers vomit in their mouths as I did with “Quincy’s Soul.”

St. Clair keeps the plot flowing with just the right amount of twists and turns, so that the reader is not only engrossed, but thoroughly invested in the outcome of the story. Flashes of the past are sprinkled throughout the book, which brings the reader to the cusp of indecision as far as ascertaining “whodunit.” I won’t spoil the surprise, but I can assure you that this is one book you’ll find spunk-free.

Great job, Eliza St. Clair! I look forward to reading and reviewing your next installment in the series!

Side Note: I appreciate the support of my followers last week relative to the “critic bashing” I received from the thin-skinned L. Blackburn, who evidently felt the need to not only lash out at me with insults, but go on to host his own ‘whine-a-thon’ in the comments section of my column. Hopefully, L. Blackburn has finished licking his wounds, and has now moved on to showing his love to his pocket pussy.

That’s it for this week’s review! As always, you are free to voice your comments, criticisms and opinions. And I’m free to tell you if you’re full of shit or to fuck off. That’s the beauty of Babu’s Book Talk!




Chapter 7

LARSON

 

“What in the living hell, were you thinking?”

I have been waiting for this since last weekend. It did not take Brent very long before contacting me, threatening my balls for my hasty reply to Babu and, FYI, I still hate that name.

I knew it was a mistake as soon as I pressed the send button, but am I ready to admit to that? No. Not because I was right in defending my honor. Not because that wannabe critic was wrong. Not even because I’m a masochist hiding in the well-elaborated clothing of a sadist. Okay, that’s a bit of a hyperbole but fuck it, I like exaggerating. No, I refuse to admit it was an error on my part because I am, and always will be, one stubborn motherfucker.

In any case, it’s a done deal so there is no reason to dwell on the events as they are up there on the wide world of the web and there is absolutely nothing I can do about it.

“I was thinking that I at least deserved to voice my own opinion.” I’m sitting in the center of my soft leather couch, my legs spread, and my arms laying across the back in a seemingly relaxed posture. I’m anything but. Brent knows this, he knows me.

Towering over me, he has a look of pure disappointment with a tinge of anger displayed over his quite handsome face. This man, who I have known for nearly three years, is the closest thing I have to a best friend. I am no idiot, by any standard of the word, but I know he sees me more as a client than he does as a friend, which is why I pay him a considerable percentage of my sales. He gets the job done, sending out my manuscripts to various, ridiculously popular review sites, bloggers and even some of the Big Five Houses. To Brent’s utter frustration, I have never accepted the deals from those places.

Yeah, I know. I’m a narcissistic asshole who thinks he is better than them. That’s because I am. No matter what Babu says, my books are tight. The characters are believable, the plotlines are perfectly designed, and the endings are always a surprise. I mean, come on, I’ve read my stories. Hell, I’ve written them and sometimes, even I’m astonished by what I’ve accomplished. So yeah, I’m not giving three-quarters of my sales to publishing houses that pocket my earnings like they actually did something to earn them. Sure, they have editors on staff. They have marketing departments that help get an author’s name out there and an entire building with minions running around making sure their slaves push out book after mind-numbing book. I will not be a part of that.

“Since when have you become a pain-slut, Larson?”

Funny, I was just thinking the same thing. Maybe I should start writing erotica, that shit is getting some serious attention out there.

With a smirk adorning my lips, I arch an eyebrow and just stare at my agent/publicist. “Why? You want to try your new whip out on me, Brent? I thought you batted for the other team.”

So I’m an asshole. Sue me.

Brent just shakes his head with his hands firmly planted on his hips as his eyes briefly close, probably trying to rein in his rising anger.

“Man, you are self-destructing. Do you know how many letters I have received in just the last few days? Not emails, fucking handwritten letters?”

Interesting.

“You mean people actually use paper and pens these days?” Of course, I would focus on that little detail. I mean, come on, the fact these people have taken the time to lay out a piece of paper, search out a pen and sit themselves at a table to write my agent says something very clear to me.

Passion.

“Jesus, man. You really are an egocentric prick, aren’t you?”

“Is that a rhetorical question?” Because, really? Do I seriously need to answer that?

“Have you met me? I know what I’m worth, Brent, or I wouldn’t be here today selling a fuck load of books.” Okay, so that would be another hyperbole since I have only sold about two hundred thousand since I began writing.

Brent sighs before he flops down onto the couch next me, rubbing his eyes with his palms. “Yeah, handwritten and as much as I hate to admit this, your book has actually been selling like crazy since your little ping-pong bitchfest with that critic.”

My head snaps to the side, my back ramrod straight as I stare at my very well paid friend. “You’re shitting me.”

I do not even recognize my voice, it sounds almost in awe. Of myself? Not really. I’m in shock. Since the email fiasco where I sent a picture of my well endowed cock to my enemy, I haven’t so much as looked at the Internet.

“Nope. Sales have been skyrocketing. I guess it’s true what they say…negative exposure is still exposure. Most are just curious bystanders but yeah, you’re number thirty-two on USA Today and eighteen on NYT.”

Now my mouth is gaping, my eyes feel like they are about to pop out of my head. Brent sighs and shakes his head.

“I guess congratulations are in order?”

“Do I have a chance to stay on there?” I ask, springing to my feet, heading straight to my laptop that has been sitting on my kitchen table, lonely, for the last few days.

This entire “thing” with Babu has completely wreaked havoc on my writing, instilling a temporary writer’s block. Or maybe I am just tired. That would seem more plausible as there is no way I am ready, now or ever, to admit that cocksucker has any influence on my art.

“Probably,” he answers on another sigh. Brent is trying to make me feel like a petulant child, but he’s shit out of luck because I feel almost high on my adrenalin boost.

“Okay, so what’s our strategy? When’s the closest author signing?”

I need to get out there, shake hands, kiss blushing women’s cheeks and spread the charm I know I possess.

“There is one more thing, Larson.” Brent’s tone makes my shackles rise, my body freeze. Well-trained instincts are telling me this is not good. For fuck’s sake, could I not get at least a five minute break, here?

“Don’t.” That’s my answer to his pussy-footing around. Something has happened, and I have only heard this tone with him over one particular subject.

“You need to be aware, man. Shit could go down if you don’t nip this in the bud.”

This?

I know what this is, but I choose to ignore my presentiment.

“No, I don’t. I just want to focus on my sales and get back to writing.”

Brent understands this; he knows that I live for my books. “Seriously, you need to hear me out, Larson. This could be big, we have to talk about it.”

My laptop is firing up as I take out two mugs and serve us both a healthy dose of coffee.

Black. Well, not entirely, since mine is spiked with Jack Daniels. I save the Scottish shit for when I drink it straight.

Walking over to Brent, I hand him his cup and bore my gaze into his dark brown eyes. Again, I notice he is a handsome man. Not a gay bone in his body and completely in love with his wife of six years now. He and Marlene have a little girl, Sue Ann…Suzanne…Suryana? Fuck, I should know this.

“You only use that defeated tone when there is one bitch of a problem on the table. Is it too much to ask that I bask in the beauty of this moment? NYT, Brent. I have sold books, I have been number one on major booksites. Hell, I’ve hit the middle on USA Today before, but never…NYT. Please, man. Just give me a few minutes, at least, before my whole world comes crashing down.”

Notice my signature charm working its magic? Ignore my exaggerated tone, like that of a battered child begging for the beatings to stop. Jesus, since when am I such a fucking drama queen? Oh, yeah. Since always.

“Okay, Larson. Fine. You really laid it on thick right then, yeah? Been practicing your puppy eyes in the bathroom mirror again?”

I laugh, hard, because shit…I kind of have.

Visibly relaxing, we both take a sip of our coffees and make our way to the laptop where I proceed to search out the listings. And sure as shit, I’m in on both USA Today and NYT for this week.

Fuck you, all you non-believers.
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