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    Dedication


    This book is dedicated to my Aunt Sara Katherine Rose who was taken from me before we had the chance to meet one another. I'm often told I act just like her and my attitude resembles hers, which in my opinion isn't a bad thing. Even though we never got the opportunity to meet one another, I love you beyond words Aunt Kat, until we meet, your niece Rocky.


    I'm also dedicating this book to two of my Uncles, James Rose and Glen Senior. The both of you always backed my decision to write, you encouraged me to do it when others told me I was crazy for thinking I could be a writer. I love you both; I miss the hell out of the both of you. I'm going to make you proud!
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    Qortni


    I used to give a fuck, then I stopped; you see the life of a pastor's child is not all it's cracked up to be. I'm not perfect, shit far from it to be real.  


    My name is Qortni Monroe; I'm nineteen years old from New Haven, one of the meanest cities in Connecticut, I recently dropped out of college 'cause I couldn't keep my scholarship money and change my major so I decided to just quit. I didn't just quit and do nothing with my life; I enrolled into a writing program that was strictly for writing and breaking into print. 


      In 2004, a year after graduating from high school I met this guy by the name of Qamar Daniels and we began chatting through BlackPlanet, then Yahoo Messenger, then finally meeting in person. 


    On October 19, 2004, Qamar and I made it official, we officially became a couple. I officially was in a relationship with Satan himself and I wasn’t even aware of what I was getting myself into. It still amazes me how someone can make himself or herself appear to be the best thing since sliced bread, but in all actuality they're the worst things since women getting their period once a month. 


    In the beginning everything between Qamar and I was real cool, conversations were always on point, we'd fall asleep on the phone with one another, 'cause neither one of us wanted to be the first to hang up; yeah, I used to do corny shit like that. Anyhow, his friends seemed to like me, as I think back on it now, maybe they liked me a little too much back then; they had a very unique way of getting to know me, a way that I didn't think too much of, and didn't think anything was wrong with how we began getting to know one another. 


    "So, Qortni, what's your sign?"  Asked Qamar's cousin Nathan,


    "I'm a sexy Gemini."


    "Cool, what's your favorite position?"


    "Doggy style, all day every day."


    "Damn, how come I couldn't have met you first? I don't think Qamar will know what to do with you or how to handle you, real talk," chimed in Nature. 


    Just as Nature was about to ask me a question, Qamar called for me.


    "Qortni, let me holla at you for a minute," he said with a hint of aggravation in his voice.


    "Excuse me guys, I'll be right back."


    I left Nature and Nathan sitting on Qamar's sun porch and made my way into Qamar's mother's house.


    "What's up bae? How come you sound irritated and mad?"


    "Why the fuck are you out there telling these guys your favorite positions like it's all good?"


    "They asked and I answered."


    "You don't see anything wrong with you telling that type of shit to my cousin and peoples?"


    "What the fuck is the big problem? You're acting like I'm outside fucking them; they're asking me questions, and I'm answering. What? You want me to not answer the questions when they ask me?" I asked with my hands on my hips and my neck rolling.


    "Don't you ever again in your life disrespect me like that again, do you understand me? If they ask you questions like that, you better tell them that you are not at liberty to divulge that type of information, do we understand each other?"


    I began laughing, was he serious? "Last time I checked, I was a grown ass woman, I don't have a ring on my left ring finger, so if anyone wanted to ask me what ever questions they feel as they want an answer to, I will answer."


    "You must think I'm joking," he said getting into my face and stepping into my personal space.


    "I never said you were joking, but I want you to realize that as long as I'm not sucking their dicks or fucking them, I'm not being disrespectful. I'm merely having an adult conversation with them; now chill the fuck out," I told him before walking back out to the sun porch.


    Nathan and Nature must've heard the conversation Qamar and I were having and thought it would be best if they left because they were nowhere in sight when I got back to the porch.


    Being that they left, I decided to get my bag and bounce as well. Qamar really had some shit with him, so instead of staying over any longer I just thought it best to give him his time to cool off.  I stepped into his mother's kitchen and as soon as I turned the corner into the kitchen, I was knocked on my ass, courtesy of Qamar and his left fist,


    "What the fuck is your problem? Why in the hell did you punch me? Are you out of your mind?" I asked with the most perplexed look on my face.


    "Oh, you must have thought you were goin' to have the last word and just go on about your business?"


    "Do you realize you just put your fucking hands on me? Do you realize that by doing that you just signed your own death certificate? You spoke your piece, I spoke mine, and I waked away, end of story."


    "Nah shorty, it's not the end of the story 'til I say so," he told me, having the audacity to try and help me up.


    I pushed his hand away, getting up off the floor by myself; I went to his mother's bathroom and noticed my left eye was beginning to swell. I retrieved my bag from the kitchen and started to walk to the front door, but noticed Qamar sitting on his mother's couch with tears flowing freely from his eyes. I didn't want to stop and ask what his problem was, but seeing him cry, the little angel on my shoulder told me not to be cold and ask him if he was all right.


    "What's the matter Q?"


    "Shorty, I apologize for putting my hands on you, I did it out of frustration, and I allowed my frustrations to get the best of me," he replied wiping the tears from the corners of his eyes.


    "I'm not going to say that you putting your hands on me is cool, 'cause it's damn sure not. I've been thinking about our relationship for a while, and I think one of two things need to happen. One, we can take some time off from one another, or two we can go to counseling to work through our problems with the help of someone professional."


    "I definitely don't want to take any time off 'cause that'll open up the possibility of you meeting some other nigga, I ain't even trying to hear that. On the flip side, I don't want to go to some shrink who will start judging me the moment I open my mouth to them. We'll just work through our problems together."


    I wasn’t agreeing with his reasoning but I thought it best to keep my mouth shut 'cause I really didn't want my right eye to match my left. 


    "How about we both sleep on our options and come to some type of conclusion in a day or so?"


    "I have already made my decision shorty, I just told you that."


    "Fine Q, I won't argue with you. Listen, I'm about to head on home, I'm tired and my head is pounding," I told him while standing up and grabbing my bag off his mother's sofa. 


    "Aight shorty, call me when you get in, I'll have my phone on, but I'm about to link back up with Nature and Nathan."


    "Okay, talk to you later," I responded while making my way to his mother's front door.


    As I was leaving, I looked at my eye and noticed it was full-fledged black and on the verge of swelling shut.


    I tried my best to style my hair so that when I walked into my house no one would notice my eye. I didn't want to have to explain to all the nosy ass people in that house why my face looked like I lost a fight to Mike Tyson.


    As soon as I got in the house, I went to my room, grabbed my pajama pants, a tank top, my robe and a towel, and made my way to the shower. I made sure to put the lock on the bathroom door 'cause some people in this house have no type of common courtesy and will just barge into the bathroom to either pee, shit, or just to converse. Now, correct me if I'm wrong, but family or not, it's never politically correct for any family member, male or female, to ever just feel free to utilize the bathroom while I'm in the shower. I pinned my hair up and just stared at my eye, which was black and completely shut; I swear I wanted to kill Qamar for doing this shit to me.


    I put my iPod in the dock, selected my slow jams playlist, then stepped in the shower and allowed the hot water to relax me. As I was washing up I heard banging on the bathroom door, it was my mother asking if she could use the bathroom. I told her I'd be out in a little while, but she wasn't trying to hear that.


    "Qortni, take the lock off the door, I'll be in and out in less than five minutes, now unlock the door!"


    I cut my shower short, turned off the water and music, grabbed my towel, and almost took the lock off the door until I caught a glimpse of my black eye in the mirror.


    "Qortni, what in the world are you doing in there? Open the door, I'm about to pee on myself."


    "I'll be out in a minute, damn, I didn't know it was a crime to take a shower without interruptions around here. You do realize there's a bathroom upstairs with a working toilet," I replied to her while fixing my hair to cover my eye.


    When I finally opened the door my mother gave me a look that would've killed me if looks could kill. As soon as she got in the bathroom and shut the door, she asked why I had the lock on the door in the first place and what took me so long to unlock it and let her in. 


    "I already told you it would be nice if I could take a shower uninterrupted and undisturbed once in a while. Who wants to take a shower with someone pissing in the toilet? The whole time you were standing out here waiting for me, you could have gone upstairs and used that bathroom up there."


    "I don't live upstairs, I live down here, so I'll use this bathroom whenever I damn well please. You don't pay any bills around here so next time you decided to lock a door around here, be prepared for me to take tit off the hinges," she said with much attitude.


    "It's not that serious in the first place, I know you can't stand being interrupted when you're in the shower or tub so what makes you think I want to be? Just have some respect and consideration for everyone in the house just like you want us to have for you, is that asking too much?"


    "I'll have some consideration when you start paying some bills around here."


    I laughed, whom did she think she was kidding? "Well, you don't pay any bills around here either so looks like we're in the same boat now doesn't it?" I responded to her.


    I was getting fed the fuck up with her attitude, walking around here like she owns this house or something, when in fact her and my father pay my aunt rent every month to stay here. 


    "I don't know what your problem is, but whatever it is, you need to fix it. Don't think for a moment that just because you're nineteen years old means you're too grown to get the taste knocked out of you. I'm not one of your friends on the outside, I'm your mother and you will respect me as such, do I make myself clear?" she asked opening the bathroom door and stepping into my personal space. 


    I didn't even bother to respond, I merely walked away from her 'cause if the answer that was on the tip of my tongue slipped out, there was no question in my mind that she and I would have come to blows and I have already had enough of that type of excitement for one day.


    When I got up to my room, I noticed Qamar had called and texted me a total of ten times. I honestly didn't feel like being bothered by him tonight, I just wanted to relax, pen a couple of pages in my journal and vibe out to my music until I fell asleep. Instead of returning any of his calls or messages, I decided to put my phone on silent and just enjoy the quiet time I most definitely needed. 


    


  
    Qamar


    I


     can't believe Qortni isn't answering any of my calls or messages, can't believe she didn't even hit my jack to let me know she made it to her crib safely. I know I was fucked up for putting my hands on her, but her smart-ass mouth got me vexed, and instead of walking away like I should have, I brought her to the school of Ike Turner.


    Was I wrong? Absolutely, and I'll openly admit that to y'all but I'd never admit it to Qortni; my pride level is ridiculously high. She really pissed me off earlier though, like really, what chick in their right mind would openly tell their man's friends what her favorite positions are and how good they are at giving head? She totally disrespected me and I had to check her ass. Did I mean to hit her as hard as I did? Absolutely not, but shit happens. 


    After she bounced I called Nathan and Nature to see what they were getting into for the night 'cause I was damn sure not trying to stay in the house. 


    "Yo, Q, ya shorty dipped? Nate and I heard the both of you going at it and we weren't tryin' to get in the middle of that shit," Nature asked me. 


    "Yeah, she bounced. What y'all niggas getting into tonight? I'm not trying to stay home tonight."


    "I don't know about Nate, but I'm chillin' with my shorty right now, and most likely the rest of the evening."


    'Aight, well, you get back to your shorty, I'm going to call Nate and see what he's doing for the night."


    "Aight black, I'll link up with y'all tomorrow."


    "Bet."


    After getting off the phone with Nature, I tried reaching Nathan but to no avail, and I found it kind of odd that neither Qortni nor Nathan were answering their phones; I prayed that they weren't somewhere together, 'cause that wouldn't be a good look for either one them, real shit. 


    I decided to play the crib for the evening since Nature was with his shorty and Nate was nowhere to be found. I hopped on the Nintendo 64 and started playing Golden Eye 007. I was getting into my game until I got a message on my phone from my homegirl Talisha. She and I have been cool for damn near our whole lives, just from growing up in the same hood. Qortni and Talisha don't really get along. Qortni thinks that for some reason or another Talisha has some feelings for me, but I highly doubt it, at least I haven’t gotten that vibe from her.


    I read the message from Talisha and she said that Qortni was at Van Dome nightclub and had a bunch of niggas around her. As soon as I read that, I didn't even bother to text her back, I got dressed, got in my aunt's car and made a mad dash to the club; no wonder why Qortni wasn't answering my calls or messages. I guess me punching her earlier wasn't enough for her ass; guess I'll have to show her ass a thing or two tonight. 

  


  
    Qortni



    E


    very so often while I was listening to my music and writing, I'd glance at my phone and this one particular time I glanced at it and noticed my cousin Amberlin sent me a message about going out with her; my initial thought was to ignore her, but then I thought about who I was dealing with and if I didn't respond to her she'd end up coming over to the crib, no matter what time it is. I texted her back and told her I'd have to decline because I wasn't feeling too well and I was already in bed. 


    Instead of texting me back, Amber called me.


    "Damn bitch, it's only a little after ten and you're in bed already? I was hoping we could do our infamous twin prank we always do."


    "Not tonight chica, maybe next weekend, I just need to vibe out to my music and write tonight, got too much on my mind to be in anyone's club shakin' my ass."


    "Alright chica; oh, before I forget, do you have a sweater dress I can borrow? I bought these banging ass ankle boots today from the mall and I need a cute, form fitting dress to go with them."


    "I actually have a grey one you can have, I haven't even popped the tags off of it yet, it's getting a little snug on me some reason."


    "You don't mind giving it to me? I just need it for tonight."


    "I don't mind at all, you can come to the crib now and get it if you like."


    "Okay, I'll call you when I get outside."


    "Bet."


    Amberlin's mother and my father are siblings but if you didn't know any better you'd think her and I were twins. Twins run in our family, my grandmother and grandfather both come from families where twins are common; I always said I wanted at least two sets of twins, a set of boys and a set of girls. If Qamar and I stay together long enough to procreate we'll have about a one hundred and fifty percent chance of having twins because twins run in his family as well. 


    Back before Qamar and I started dating, Amberlin and I would dress alike and paint the town red, making guys really believe we were twins, and now that I think about it, I miss those days. We would have guys heads all messed up, I remember one time we had this guy thinking he had slept with me when in fact he really slept with her, yeah those were definitely the days. 


    Amber sent me a text when she got in front of my house 'cause she was on the phone with her boo of the month so I put on some shorts, grabbed the dress from my closet, and met her at her car. I took it upon myself to let myself in her car without getting an official invitation' and waited 'til she finished talking to her dude. 


    "So trick, are you really staying in the house tonight or are you linking up with someone other than Qamar?"


    "Bitch, what did I tell you? I'm staying in, vibing to my music and writing until I fall asleep. I ain't checking for no one but Qamar," I told her as gently placed my right hand over my right eye that was swollen shut. 


    "Qort, what's wrong with your eye?"


    "Nothing, I just have a terrible migraine that's all," I told her in a voice that even I would not have believed. 


    She turned my face towards her and pushed my hair back off my eye.


    "Qort, what the hell happened to your face?  And don't even bother trying to lie to me."


    "Q and I got into and argument earlier today and he allowed his emotions to get the best of him and socked me clean in my face," I told her while repositioning my hair to cover my eye again. 


    "Please tell me that punk ass nigga isn't still breathing, please tell me he's in someone's body bag."


    "Amber please, yes he's still breathing, it's not totally his fault, and I did kind of provoke him to do this."


    "Qort, there is never, and I repeat never a viable excuse for a man to put his hands on a female in a violent manner, I don’t give a fuck what words may have been exchanged or even if you muffed him in the head, there's no excuse for your face to be looking like that."


    "This is the exact conversation I've been trying to avoid with everyone since this shit happened," I told my cousin while opening the car door.


    "Qortni, I'm coming over to scoop you in the morning, we're not done talking yet; we need to have a serious one on one, heart to heart talk."


    "Aight, just call me when you wake up and we can make moves from there."


    "All right chica, love you," she told me as we embraced in a hug.


    "Love you too mama."
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