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Hello, new summer journal.

 I want to live on a secluded island somewhere in the south pacific with Kane Burns and get high.

That was too harsh, Pix.   

Fuck.

What to write?

My favorite song right now is "Sex and Candy" By Marcy Playground.

Perhaps I should begin with a timeline.

 I got my period at like, 13 years old. 

2 years later I went from cross-eyed freak to the coke bottled shaped Amazon I am today. I finished highschool when I was 17 and I was so looking forward to being able to drive and vote back then and now, the funny thing is, I do neither.  I don't have a car at the moment and I could give a shit less about voting. It's not a big deal once you can.

Hmmm. I sound like an asshole even in my own head.

Okay, Let me start again.

This is Pixie Lorraine Prince's diary. If you are reading this you are a shithead!

 It doesn't belong to you, freak! PUT IT DOWN!

Now.

I'm sitting on the floor in my dorm room with my filthy feet propped up on my packed suitcases. 

It's almost time to go home.

 I haven't written in journal form since I was 12. I suppose if I am going to start this again, I better document some of my life's most recent events. 

My biggest accomplishment, other than my recent college graduation is that since December of 1996, I have been a member of Omicron Omega Alpha Inc., a historically Black Sorority with a chapter at my college, Sand State University. 

Deeeeelight! 

That's our call. If you hear a bunch of women making that noise part the waters, we're coming through... and it is scary.

I've been a sorority girl for three years but I still can't believe it at times that I am finally a "Them".

 I wanted to join one of the more popular organizations at first, since my cousins and aunts are Deltas and Zetas but OOA seemed like something that represented my interests better. (Plus their pledge fees were way less and the girls weren't snobs.)

Being at Sand State was incredibly fun. As a matter of fact when I was an undergrad, Sand was awarded the second biggest party school in the nation. Now that's a stat to be proud of.  I am sure it had something to do with me. 

No, I'm not conceited.

 I'm delusional.

 There is a difference. 

The thing to remember though is Sand State is the school kids in Indiana go to if they want to be teachers or if they couldn't get into Indiana University. Teachers and rejects are notorious partiers. Everyone knows that. 

And of the notorious partiers, I am their leader. 

Was. 

Was ...their leader.

 My sands, or the girls who joined the sorority the same time I did, are Jasmine, Crystala and Marie. I am number 4 in our line instead of 6 because two girls dropped out on the first day when they found out we couldn't wear make up for three months.

The weirdest thing was that I never saw those girls on campus again. I think OOA had them killed.

Marie and I are the closest. She is number 3. Your number means everything. Being a 3 she always says that the Earth is her planet. Because it is the third one from the sun. The crazy part is that she is serious about the shit. Say three strikes and you are out around Marie and she will yell out, Damn Skippy! 

Marie is the only one of my sands who is from my hometown of Indianapolis, the most horrifying place to live in the Midwest. It's sick there because in Indy, as it's called by the White locals, people hate you with smiles. In Nap, as it is called by the Black Locals, if someone tries to kill you, they probably liked you more than your neighbors that avoided you did.

 It's true.

I hate it there.

Marie and I talk like everyday, about everything.  We talk about our eventual escape from the cornfields of Middle America and all of the household items that we can use to make ourselves more attractive on the cheap. 

I like oatmeal face scrubs and buttermilk baths.

That's not true, we talk about almost everything. I don't talk to her much about guys in my life.  It's not her fault that I don't, I just ain't into sharing like some other people. She sees me do certain things and thinks she knows me but I never disclose anything much because I don't trust females. None of them.

 Not even myself.

Marie has no idea that I am completely jealous of her. She is terribly beautiful with her stupid perfect hair and her stupid honey colored skin. 

Its annoying. She's got what I like to call a Kodak face. No matter the angle, she always looks good. And sometimes people can't tell she is Black because of her fair skin and wavy hair. Every guy I have ever dated would have dropped me in two seconds if she had shown any interest in them. I shouldn't say that but I know it's true though.

I keep the relationship part of my life completely private when it comes to her, not that I think she would ever betray me but after the Amy Lynn incident I will never let another girl get that close no matter how fucking cool we are.

Jasmine just moved to Cincinnati right after school and I don't know how long it will be until I see her again. She's really crazy too. She's from some small town in Wisconsin. Poor Jasmine gets way too excited about every little thing.  Nothing must ever really happen in Wisconsin. She cut all of her damn hair off so now she looks like she is from Africa. Fortunately she has pretty enough cheekbones to carry being bald. Because of the darkness of her skin people assume she never had any hair in the first place which is why I hate that she cut it into a stereotype.

Crystala decided to go to graduate school where we went to undergrad, Sand State. Crystala is from Los Angeles and her folks got a job in the Midwest so she was forced to slum it with us. You can tell she thinks she is better than everybody because she always has to flaunt her new purses and shoes like anyone gives a shit.  I don't think she will ever leave that damn school because she has made her self so important to the adminstration. She was the president of every damn club she joined during school, even our Sorority. I think she is going to be a professional student before its all said and done. She is trying to convince me to stay and do grad school at Sand as well. I haven't made a decision on that to date. 

My bags are packed so for the time being, I'm leaving.

Seriously, I've already fucked pretty much everyone that I thought was worth it, so I'm not sure what advantages going to more school here would have for me. I need to branch out, see the world, do new guys.

Oh and I like fucking. A lot. It's not a big deal like people seem to think. It's exercise. A stress reliever. Medicine. 

Night games are fun. There is nothing wrong with me I'm not like a nymphomaniac or anything. I just have to have sex all the time or I get grouchy and irritated and can't concentrate.

Unlike Jasmine who knows she is going to get married and be with child in 3.5 years, I have no idea what I am going to do with my life. I wish I had two nickels to rub together but as usual, I have zero dollars and zero cents.  Money isn't right as of now or Marie and I would have planned a roadtrip to see Jasmine instead of going with Crystala to Pennsylvania. We would go see her out of respect since she is our sands but we really want to go back to PA.

Everytime we go somewhere though it seems I have no damn dough. 

Broke ass former English Major.

This wasn't much an of an issue in the past but now that we are college graduates its going to be a tough sell. I already know what the speech is going to sound like.

  Jasmine would say, "Pixie you know what your problem is? Your damn hair fetish. You would have money if you didn't buy so many weaves."  

Crystala would then chime in, "It's true Pix, you would have money if you didn't have to drink and smoke every day, that's where all your loot goes, girl." 

And Marie would feel like an asshole if she didn't put in her two cents. Since she and I are the closest she would have no problem saying, "Bitch, you would have money if you starting charging some of the guys you're sleeping with!"

 I love her, but she is kind of a bitch.

I figure I will be broke for a while, since I just graduated from college yesterday and I better do something fun before I have to move back to Nap next week. 

It's officially my last summer to act like a child so I am totally going to fucking act up! Especially since I have to go back to the hell I call home. 

  I may apply to Sand State at Crystala's request when I get there because the idea of having to stay in Indianapolis, Indiana makes my skin crawl. I must admit I wish I had other options. 

Not a lot of job options for English Majors who don't pursue teaching at a Teacher's college.

My family isn't any worse than anyone else's, don't get me wrong, I just hate them. They expect so much out of me and I am constantly afraid I won't be able to deliver on their dreams of my potential.

Plus graduating from college wasn't all it is cracked up to be. All I felt the entire ceremony was panic. I have to get a real job set into my brain muscle and it was a completely depressing experience. I was pretty high too so everytime I laughed hard, tears would stream down my face and people kept handing me tissues.

My other constant nagging disappointment is my personal love nightmare, the merry-less go-round with Kane.

I used to date this guy, Kane Burns, right? Sometimes I don't know how to feel about the "used to" part.  It felt like we were in the same skin most of the time and I was not opposed to it as you might think. We were together so fucking often that people said our names as a run-on .

"Where are PixienKane?" Crystala would scream across the cafeteria.

 "Are PixienKane coming?" Jasmine would say standing in the door of a Student Union Greek party scanning the crowd for us. 

We were inseparable.

But I, in Pixie Prince fashion, royally fucked that up.

We were together for almost three years and most people marry someone one they were with for that long, especially if they lived together and they are from the Midwest. I know that if I ever wanted that kind of life with him I could have gotten it, if I just committed to being a humble, subservient, sweet dog on a short diamond studded leash. I will admit that I have had some trouble with the monogamy and submission areas of the whole relationship thing, I just don't think I am built for traditional.

What could I do? My highschool boyfriend looked like a troll next to the football players in college. So I branched out.

And the Greek guys were freaks. They would do anything anywhere with anyone. Sober or not.

 See, when I was in highschool I did nothing and went no where. 

I wasn't allowed.

Total fucking prude.

We were members of a church that was borderline cultish since I was five. I literally thought that if I ever let someone stick their dick in me before I was married that I would spontaneously combust. Hence all of the clothes burning we did as kids.

 I never heard a secular song til I got on campus. I thought the guy's name was pronounced, TooPak Shackherd, thats how sheltered I was.

But I am working on these things though, I really am!  I  mean there is a sliver of a chance in hell that someday if I play my cards right, I can get my man Kane back.

I'm even organizing my lovers so I can remember who I hate and who has potential. I don't want to sleep with the bad ones again out of the desperation of waiting for Kane.

 After talleying everything up recently, apparently in the past 6 years I have slept with 25 men. Thats about 2 different blokes every three months. 

 Fuck the world, I like variety.

 I get bored easily especially when anyone starts talking about love. I can't love anyone else.

 I love Kane.

 He's it for me. 

And I  hate most of those turds I've slept with anyway.  I don't really know if 25 is a lot. Is it? Is 25 men a lot for 6 years? I don't really talk about it much so I have no one to compare it to. But I had a lot of catching up to do honestly, because I only had two boyfriends in highschool-both, black crispy little trolls who looking back, weren't that great in bed.

Maybe 25 is a little bit high but maybe I am afraid I'll be missing out on my soulmate's beef stick if I commit to just one guy's unsatisfying bologna sandwich.

 I'm surprized Kane even tolerated me for as long as he did. No seriously. I think I did most of those guys on the list when he was my boyfriend.  I loved him you see, so when I got an urge to do something outside of the box he would refuse me. I didn't want to break up. He just didn't want to fuck as much as I did.

That shit ain't fair.

He loved me, I could tell, but then he would say things like, "again?!"whenever I touched him.  I guess six times a day could drain a guy. I felt bad when I wanted to have sex with him, so I just stopped pestering him and had sex with other willing participants.

I would have sex with someone else if Kane and I had an argument about the Chicago Bulls.

I would have sex with someone else if I got high or drunk and Kane was sleeping.

 I loved him, how could I wake him just for some dick? 

That's rude, right?  It wasn't a big deal to me and it seemed like the right thing to do at the time to keep the peace.

 He hates me now.

I'm still having a hard time figuring out what I did wrong.

I don't think I will be in a serious relationship again anytime soon because I don't understand how it is supposed to work apparently. I never really saw a good example.

Its just too much of a hassle to deal with someone's wants and needs all of the fucking time. 

I mean look at my parents. 

They stayed together long enough to have me and then fall-apart city. Hell, if we are being perfectly honest, Trevon should have been my husband actually and I stayed faithful to him all through out high-school until I went to college and met Kane. 

Trevon was a super slut.

 I knew all about it but I stayed. That's the way I was raised. You pick someone and then you stay with them, hell or high water. I forgot all about that shit as soon as I got away from home.

And anyway, why is ok for Trevon to fuck everything in a skirt but not ok for me to do the same thing to everything in boxers? Everybody was happy in the moment, so what's the damn problem?  

I hear that all the time.

 "Pixie, you know what your problem is", is the story of my life.

Everyone knows the answer, except me.

 I knew, the first day I met Kane, that he was going to be with me forever. And now I've gone and ruined all of my chances at that.  But I don't think I could marry anyone other than Kane, even if I tried.  And I don't regret being with any of them honestly. I learned a lot of important shit, like about when to pull out and how to make someone cum with just a lick on the nipple and a fingertip up the ass.

That information could be quite useful someday.

But I do regret the games I had to play- sneaking around and lying.

I'm going to hang with Jasmine I would say and then call Jasmine to tell her that if Kane calls, I'm in the bathroom or outside on the terrace smoking a joint.

This kind of shit hurt Kane pretty badly and he wasn't big on showing emotions so I honestly never knew it until it was too late. We had a fundamental disconnect- he likes clothes and I like it when clothes are off.

 I wish that he could just see things my way. Makes me feel ill inside we're not together.

So how do I handle the despair? I fuck someone to make myself feel better.  

Sex is the remedy for everything for me.

 I am still a hot blooded woman and I have found a couple of new guys to be a bit intriguing lately. All the wrong guys of course. Especially Ford. It is evident in his stride that at anytime he could make a phone call and a mouth would land on his nutsack like magic. I wouldn't admit to anyone out loud that I would be the first in line ready to jump on that offer because, you know I am a Sorority girl now and I do have a reputation to uphold in the community. Right? 

That still sounds crazy to me!

 I have no idea why they let me in. 

I don't have a perfect body or anything. But I know what it was. My GPA!

 I may be a slut, but I'm not stupid.

 I don't want things to be this way, I mean I would consider turning my flirting with Ford into a real relationship if there was a such thing with someone like him but what do I know about Ford other than he is from Illinois, a member of Omega Psi Phi and the most fantastic lover I have ever known?  No really, I made a list remember and he's at the top:

25.  Donald AKA The Freak. He'll do anything. Anywhere. As long as you let him take a shit afterward.

24. Andrew AKA Oral-gel. Says I taste like thin mints.

23. Robert AKA Big Bobby. Its like riding a horse bareback!

22. Charles AKA Lazy Corky. He's working with a lot but he mostly lays there.

21. Mr. Montgomery. It was only once but it was worth it.

20. J. Wells. His breath smelled like tomato soup.

19. My little Ernie. He always wanted to have sex outside on lawn furniture. It was weird.

18. Mark? I think his name was Mark. Nothing to remember unfortunately.

17. Reese AKA Candle wax.

16. Tru. He had a girlfriend and I could see why she kept him around!

15. John D. He still scares me. He makes Donald look like a choir boy.

14. Jason the shower guy. Who only fucks in the shower?

13. Zach AKA Bloody Nips. He made my nipples sore he sucked so hard on them!

12. Flabby Middle. He was fun like a waterbed.

11. Sensual Jeb. The best massage ever!

10. Michael Holiday. It was quick but it was dirty.

9. G.C. He has the greatest mouth.

8. My first, Albie. He told me he loved me the whole time. So sweet for a crispy little troll.

7. Dorian AKA Captain Football. Thank you for the jacuzzi!

6.  Shawn AKA Super Licker. I thought I would die after 3 hours!

5.Justin AKA Big Country dick. I don't see how he could find pants in his size!

4.  My highschool sweetie, Trevon. He taught me everything I know.

3. Rashaad. The dirtiest, sweetest, nastiest, hottest lover. Ever.

2. Kane Burns. The love of my life. Being with him was like fucking the angel Gabriel, if you could just get him in the mood...

1. Ford Nathan. He was so good, I was drunk off it for three days. Literally.

See? Now that I think about it, somebody is missing, but they are obviously unimportant. Now onto the people that I haven't hit yet:

Sugary Sam

I like Sugary Sam but he isn't any more stable from what I understand than Ford is. People call him sugary because he dresses so nice and I guess that means he could be gay. He likes the nickname from what I heard which is a little strange. And he is a total slut.  Sam has a great body but he's not as fine as Ford is. Ford has a lot of problems unfortunately. Ford was a junior in college when I was a freshman. I just graduated after 5 years, and Ford, well, Ford is still a junior. The rumor is he's had a lot of girls at school, but he's hush hush about who. I appreciate that part. Don't know why I would want to be serious with either one of those nasty disgusting bastards but you always want what you can't have.

 I took a break to eat but I'm bored so I'm going to write some more. 

I'm really excited about going to Pennsylvania with my sorority sisters. I wish I could live there it seems so peaceful. My friend Gina lives and there, and so does Flapjack and G.C. My girls and I have had a lot of fun out there and all our friends in PA miss us just as much as we miss them. I hope my homegirls don't feel badly for having to spot me again, cause I am always broke these days. I wonder if GC's girlfriend will be at his wedding, oops I mean graduation. That's why were going, because our friends out there graduate a few days after us.  I will have to hold my drink a lot better than I did today. Doesn't matter if she is there or not, I'm on my period, so I can't fuck GC anyway...technically.

Bottoms up.

So the moral of the story is since I don't see any short diamond studded dog leashes in my immediate future, here's to Pixie's last party summer, single and shallow!

 



  

    The Amy Lynn Incident

         Oh, Journal,

Back when I was dating Trevon in highschool, nobody could tell me shit.

Well, I mean freshman year they could have told me anything because I was a total hound then. The blessing came when sixteen hit I was so thankful. Tits and ass grew out of nowhere. I knew that I was very smart and quietly cute in a naughty librarian sort of way when I was a Sophomore. At least that is what I thought in my head. 

After the growths and bumps and body lumps began to emerge during Junior year, all of a sudden if you looked at me long enough, you'd fall in love with me. 

That was what I was being told anyway.

It was overnight magic. 

Boys would slip me their numbers in secret because just 18 months earlier they were talking about how I had an alien sized forehead and buck teeth. 

I loved the attention, I will admit-almost as much as I loved burning the numbers of the assholes who used to dis me the year before.

My teachers all knew that I was going to college, so for most of my classes Senior year, I acted as their assistants. I looked good and I walked around in charge of every damn thing.

It was a nice resume boost coupled with the AP courses I was taking for college and plus since there was nothing else they could teach me, it made sense for everyone that I help out instead of sitting around staring into space or writing dumb notes.

The best part of the gig was that I got to drive their cars all over town getting photocopies and pretty much ran errands all day.  I was so responsible. I didn't drink or smoke back then and I still had enough of a nerdy exterior to get away with murder.

My English teacher, Ms. Halando, had a bad ass royal blue two seater Mercedes Benz convertible that she used to let me me drive to get coffee for the teacher's lounge or cigarettes for her. I thought I was so cool. It would take me forever just to drive ten feet so I could floss at stop lights acting like her whip was my whip.

 One day I come back after one of my long T.A. trips in the afternoon to her 4th period sophomore English class to drop off her "supplies"; a milky way and a lottery ticket.

Since she was teaching and I did not want to interrupt, I did the responsible thing and just sat in the back of the room popping my gum like I was shit hot, twirling the Mercedes keys around my finger. 

I got started saying "shit hot" from Trevon. 

He used to say it all the fucking time. 

I was pretty intimidating to the youngsters, I mean I was a Senior basically auditing their dumb ass classes and they talked in hush tones around me because they didn't want me to tell on them. Respect.

That's when I met Amy Lynn. Amy Lynn was sitting in the back row, filing her nails. Amy Lynn was every cartoon character stereotype of an inner city black girl you had ever seen- assymetrical haircut, dyed some unnatural blood red color, extra thick ghetto broken English accent, heavy set but still squeezing her size 22 ass into size 16 garments that would constantly roll up and always trying to pretend her huge boobs were fucking huge because she was sexy, not because she was blubbery.

Amy Lynn wasn't paying attention to Ms. Halando because what the hell did she need English for?

 I thought that she was comical, like a sad clown. 

Amy Lynn was too busy popping gum and filing down her dragon clawed fake nails, laughing and joking about getting drunk or high to listen to a lecture on predicates.

The funniest thing about Amy Lynn was that she was the whitest of white. She couldn't tan if she tried. But if you closed your eyes and listened to her speak you would have thought she was raised in the projects, only had one parent and that the one she did have was on drugs that Amy Lynn sold after school somewhere. 

Only the contrary was true I found out later.

 Her parents both made decent money and they lived in the 'burbs. They were model Midwestern Republican up-right citizenry and she was an urban thug. 

Amy Lynn was clearly acting out and looking for some serious attention.

 That part, I could understand. 

She had spent that whole lession talking about fucking and I found out later that at this time this bitch was still a virgin. Frontin'.

I would never have spoken to her in my life if we had not crossed paths this day.

I overheard her say the following:

"I told my nigga he can't be calling me after 11 and shit, I ain't no hoe."

I have no idea what happened.

Before I could even take a deep breath, I was up and standing over her desk.

Ms. Halando was droning on and did not stop me. It must have happened pretty damn quickly.

I said to her, "Excuse me sweetie, what did you just say?"

All the other Sophomores gasped.  I was never the one to fight but everyone knew me, I was kinda popular. My cousins had gone to the same school when I was a Freshman, and because I had hung out with all the "somebodys" on campus, my horrific Freshman year book picture was accidently printed in the Juniors section. So the stupid kids thought I had been in highschool for 8 years. That scared them. All the teachers adored me because all my older cousins were geniuses so they assumed I was too. 

What can I say?

Win Win.

Without missing a beat, Amy Lynn in her hood accent goes:  "I SAID, I told my nigga he can't be calling me after 11 and shit cause I ain't no damn hoe!"

 I smiled at her and touched her shoulder. Felt like I was squishing goop between my fingers.

"That's what I thought that you said, honey," I explained. "I could care less how you talk to these clowns when I'm not around, but as long as I am anywhere near you, if you say some shit like that again, I will fuck you up."

That's exactly what I told her.

In my head.

In real life after she said it the second time, I was terrified. I thought, this girl is fucking hardcore. I felt like I might get my glasses broken tusling with her, since she had so much to prove.

What I actually said was, "This 'nigga' of yours, is this a Black guy?"

And she said, "Yeah, so?"

And I said, "Are you Black?" Which I clearly knew she was not.

And she blew a bubble and said, "Nuh uh." She was clearly depressed by that fact.

So I said, "Probably a good idea if you watch out for the slang terms you use while you are in English class, sweetheart. It might be offensive to people who overhear only part of your conversation. Someone might misunderstand what you mean, you know?"

I gulped. I was like, please don't hit me in the fucking face.

She nodded and whispered, "Okay cool, girl, you right." And she faced front the rest of the class.

My arm pits were sweating. I did not want to get beat up by some random, wannabe, fat-ass, Sophomore white chick.

After that, she followed me around school like a puppy. A real Black friend, yay for her!

She said if I could teach her how to be classy, she would teach me how to act Black if I wanted. I should have been offended.

It never occurred to her that I was actually Black but I said okay anyway so she didn't beat me up. I actually learned quite a bit more than I wanted to.

We hung out all of the time. I helped her with her homework, she came over and spent the night with my family, we did everything together. Most certainly the odd couple.

 Because she was my best girl friend it only made sense that she would eventually meet my boyfriend. I talked about how good he fucked me all of the time.  At school in the parking lot I would tell her all about him crawling across the floor to me like a panther to eat me out in my Grandma's favorite rocking chair. When we had slumber parties I would tell her how we had sex in his parent's bed for 48 hours straight while they were out of town on vacation and that he fucked me so hard that my pussy was actually swollen and sore for days.

Sharing these stories was a mistake.

 I'm not sure what brought us all together- oh wait, I remember, he drove me to Sand State and Amy Lynn came along. She was about to be a Junior in high-school then. Didn't hit me until today that he had to drive her back to Indianapolis alone and he drove her up to Sand State alone. That's all the time he needed.

After I got to college Trevon and I broke up and soon after that there was a Jade concert back in Indianapolis that I had to go to or else! I was rocking huge Janet Jackson from Poetic Justice synthetic braids in my hair then and so were the singers in Jade. Amy Lynn got tickets for herself and I and I went back home for the show one weekend.

 I was so geeked because I had never been to a concert before that wasn't about Jesus Christ saving me.

It was damn near freezing outside that February night in Nap and we were both giddy about the concert until things took a terrible turn in the backseat of the car on the way to the show.

Trevon had given us a joint to smoke before we left.

Amy Lynn said, "This show is going to be shit-hot."

That threw me for a loop.

Shit hot, shit hot, shit hot.

Maybe I said it so many times, that she was imitating me, I told myself.

Trevon and I had been broken up for about 5 days at that point, but that was our routine. Every six months or so he got caught with his hands up another skirt and we broke up for about 6 days and then he would say something sweet to me  or eat me out or buy me something nice and we'd get back together. One time when we broke up because of his cheating his stole 40 bucks from his mom's purse to buy me white roses and left them on the door step at my grandma's apartment.

This, I had also told Amy Lynn.

She was sitting in the back seat with me, wearing two long corn rows, with a white rose on the right side of her head.

 I told this girl so much about him and his fucking style, I guess as soon as the green light turned red in her tiny little brain, she figured the best way to know for sure if I was lying or not was to take his dick for a spin.

Amy Lynn goes, "Um so what are you getting Trevon for his birthday this week?"

This question didn't catch me off guard immediately. She was my best friend so I responded, "Girl nothing, I'm not buying him a damn present if I'm not fucking him anymore."

As we got closer to the venue my stomach started to hurt because I could not remember ever telling Amy Lynn when his birthday was, or ever being around her with him on his birthday in the past.

She asked me, "Pee Pee, what's the matter?"

 She called me Pee Pee. 

Very annoying.

I said, "Are YOU getting him something?" With heavy emphasis on the YOU part.

She said, " Yeah, girl I got him a card. Who knows what else he might get!"

After she said that I kicked her in the fucking face, pushed her out of the car and went to the concert alone.

In my head.

In reality I just said, "So what are you guys supposed to be, talking now or something?"

She just nodded yeah and filed her nails down, poppin gum, looking out the window like nothing just fucking happened.

I don't remember the show. I do not remember getting our tickets, going in or hearing one single song. My mind was racing. I hated them both and I was going to fix them- that was all I could hear echoing in my mind.

I was no longer high and that pissed me off the most.

After the concert, I dropped off Amy Lynn and I told her that I knew from experience that dating Trevon would be a bad idea.

Amy Lynn told me that they had talked about it just the day before and that since I said I didn't want him anymore then she didn't see what the fucking problem was.

I let her walk away and that was the last time I ever saw her.

I went into the apartment and called him immediately.

He picked up after the first ring. He was always depressed when we broke up and sat by the phone every night, waiting for me to call, I kid you not.

I said in my sexiest, sultriest voice, "Von, what are you getting into tonight?"

I don't think he knew who I was at first. This was the reason we broke up all of the time because he couldn't keep his bitches straight in his own damn head.

Once he realized it was me I invited him over.  He knew the drill. I lived with my grandmother when I wasn't at school and she worked nights at the hospital and if he was going to come over he would have to ride his bike over to our apartment anytime after 12:30 AM. He couldn't drive his car because it was noisy and the neighbors were nosy. They had already told on us once before.

I put on a slutty tight white teeshirt, no bra. I took some old jeans and cut them into the shortest short shorts in the world, the kind where your ass cheeks hang out the bottom.  I put on the highest black pumps in my Grandma's closet and I doused myself in cologne and greased up my legs so that my skin looked like it was cooked in Brazil. I stood at the door and waited for him. I literally stood there. I was so shitty I couldn't sit down.

 When he came in his jaw dropped. I learned this move from Sandy in Grease. I never looked like this before because I was a good girl and not allowed to dress provocatively. I didn't know the shit would work in real life. His dick was hard before he walked through the doorway. 

I told him to get on his knees as I shut the door behind him with my pump that was a size too big.

I told him that I was feening for his tongue and one week was entirely too long to go without getting some head. I told him he was the best. ( At that time, he was.)

He pulled my shorts down and ate me out on his knees in the middle of the living room.  The first thing I thought was I should have drawn the blinds so noone walking by would see him. But it started feeling really good and I stopped caring. 

I stood there with all my anger, trying everything I knew to do not to make a sound. I thought about piles of dog shit on the side walk and my ugly high-school gym teacher eating it between two slices of bread.

I didn't want him to know that it felt incredible. 

After he saw no emotion from me I leaned down and said, "Baby. I think we should get back together because I can't imagine ever being without your tongue for one more day."

He wiped his face with the back of his hand and agreed that it was the right thing to do by nodding profusely.

As soon as he agreed I pulled up my pants and went to the
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