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  To my beautiful mother, 
I miss your hugs and kisses more than life, but the one thing I won’t ever have to miss is your love because I can still feel it wrapped around me every single day.
It’s still San & Tan forever.
∞






  
  DANCING WITH A STRANGER


My stomach was full and my balls were freshly drained. According to the laws of manhood I didn’t have much to be complaining about at the moment, but a nigga like me always could find something if I wanted to because I wasn’t happy. 
And I hadn’t been for a while.
Twenty-five was far from ancient, but it seemed like ever since hitting that milestone last year I wanted something more out of life.
Something new.
Something different.
“Theo, get up! I can’t find my bra,” Nat complained as she tossed around the pillows that we had just tossed aside to make room for us on the bed.
After the car accident I had outright refused to get the bulky ass hospital bed that the doctors recommended for me because my California King always made me feel like one. Instead my mama had just brought over more pillows than the law should allow as a compromise since I really did have to keep my head and feet elevated while I recovered.
I had healed up better than anybody expected and fast too so I could have gotten rid of them by now, but I guess I had gotten used to rolling over and feeling like somebody was there with me again since Nat rarely was.
She had given me plenty of head to help with the healing, but as soon as I was back up and walking again so was she.
“What you need it for anyway?” I yawned out about her little ass titties before she hit the back of my head with one of the bigger pillows. 
“You need to be helping me look for it before one of your hoes finds it,” she spat since she swore I was knocking down everything in LA but the palm trees when it couldn’t be further from the truth.
It was actually just a few here and there and it would’ve been none if she just admitted that she wanted to be with me again.
“Nah. You know you’re the only hoe I bring in here,” I said sounding serious then ducked when I saw her getting ready to hit me again. “Bae stop. I’m playing.”
I took my time stretching and rolling over because I had been felt the underwire underneath me. I just wanted her to stay until I went to rehearsal later, but I didn’t exactly want to come right out and ask her to.
For over two years now I had been trying to get us back on track, but nothing I did seemed to work. It was funny though because even though she claimed not to want a relationship with me, she seemed to only stop by to fuck then feed me just often enough to keep me from finding something real with somebody else.
Our present situation had stopped satisfying me at least a year ago, but I kept allowing it because I just wanted any piece of her that I could get my hands on. Well that and a part of me was proud of the fact that she still hadn’t found somebody that could do it like me.
I couldn’t put all the blame on her for where we stood though since we had both did our share of straying over the years. And truthfully the main reason we always found ourselves right back where we started was because the sexual chemistry we had was off the charts.
But it didn’t mean much anymore without the connection that we used to have. I would have taken that over everything too because I couldn’t ever really see myself getting it from somebody else. And no it didn’t hurt that she looked like a model except she had a little more ass, but even if she didn’t I wasn’t like a lot of these niggas out here. I put loyalty over everything and no matter what I would always still rather be with my day one.
Still I had been warning her for a while now to either piss or get off the pot, but she didn’t believe me. And I guess she had no reason to since I never followed through before.
“Hold up. You still coming to my show tomorrow, right?” I asked after realizing that she was already fully dressed and about to walk out without saying goodbye.
“I thought I told you I had to work.”
“Ask Neek to do it for you,” I suggested because getting her little sister to fill in was her go to whenever she wanted to do hoe shit with her friends.
“Mm mn. Nobody is trying to get a headache from your screaming ass fans anyway. I might come by after if I’m not tired,” she said throwing me a bone that I happily caught because something was better than nothing even though if it were her I would’ve just put on a smile and some ear plugs.
But I had learned a long time ago to stop expecting me out of other people. I still needed the reminder every now and then though.
There was no way I would ever be able to prove it, but I did have a theory that she loved me more when I didn’t have shit but a couple dollars and a dream to my name. Back then if I couldn’t count on shit else, I knew my rent would be due and I knew my baby would be front and center at any hole in the wall spot that would let me perform.
Her plus was her minus though because I did generally love that she never treated me any differently based on the size of my deposit slips. To her I would always just be the same dusty nigga that used to borrow her car to go to the studio while she had class.
I knew everybody thought that she was too good for me then and that I was just chasing a pipe dream, but as luck would have it she didn’t even use her degree and had ended up working in her pop’s sneaker store. Meanwhile I was cashing out every time I pulled out my pen to write a new love song.
I guess her life not going how she planned so far had soured her up some, but ultimately I knew that nothing had changed her for the worse more than losing our baby boy a few years ago. Neither one of us was ready for a kid at the time so it was probably for the best, but it sure as hell didn’t feel like that then...or even now.
We went from picking out names and cribs to a casket and deciding if an obituary was even necessary for a stillborn. It wasn’t and honestly just looking at the only picture we had of him on one made shit even harder than it had to be.
And even though his death was nobody’s fault, I still felt responsible for filling that hole in her heart that had been caused by our loss. And more than anything I wanted to be the one to bring back the old Natalie Carter then finally turn her into Natalie Smith…at least that’s what I used to want.
I didn’t want to dwell on that all day though so I pushed Nat and all that came with her to the back of my mind when I got up to shower. I turned my phone off whenever I was with her so when I powered it back on for a playlist I expected a few missed calls, but not the fifty-two that I saw. My frown instantly turned upside down because I knew what it meant.
I officially had my first number one single.
My manager Jonathan confirmed it by popping the cork on a bottle of champagne as soon as he answered my FaceTime call.
“Ay you heard back from ol’ girl about the video yet?” I asked about the dancer that had made the viral video that led to all of this.
Since hers first popped up a few weeks ago thousands had followed doing and attempting to do her original choreography. All of that traffic had driven a song that I had to fight my label to even include on the album all the way up the charts.
I hated that shit like this and not just raw talent was what the music industry had become, but I wouldn’t complain about it now because it was finally working in my favor. I had been singing my heart out, writing the best songs, dancing til I dropped while playing the drums, keys, bass and guitar.
I was like talent personified, but it had barely gotten me on the world’s radar until Tempest Randall’s fine ass decided to shake hers to my song.
She got an instant follow back on social media the first time I saw it. And I didn’t know why I was surprised to see that she was already following me since she had danced to my song after all. Usually I wouldn’t follow women, not even fans, out of respect for Nat, but I was finally feeling tired of sparing her feelings when she didn’t bother doing the same for me.
“Right. I knew it was something I forgot to do,” he said about contacting Tempest as he unconvincingly snapped his fingers out of frustration. “But I already had another chick in mind anyway and shorty is baaad,” he emphasized. “We can just send your girl flowers and an autograph. She’ll love it.”
Off top I could tell he was lying to me because that was the only time he started speaking a mile per minute. I knew exactly what I wanted to say to him, but I thought it over for a couple seconds because Jonathan had been like family since before even becoming my manager.
“J, be real with me. You set a reminder for everything and your phone stays glued to your hand. So if you forgot that means you didn’t write it down and if you didn’t write it down it’s because you knew you weren’t gonna do it in the first place.”
I kept my voice calm because I didn’t want confrontation during what was supposed to be a moment of celebration, but I knew if he didn’t start telling me what I wanted to hear and soon then my volume control would be the least of his worries.
He let out a deep sigh like he had something important to say, but it was just more bullshit and theatrics. “Alright I’mma level with you. No this ain’t your first video, but it’s definitely about to be your introduction to the world so the visuals are just as important as the music. Now the girl you want is cute for a big girl, mad talented, all of that, right? But we need somebody that’s gonna take this to the next level and she ain’t it.”
“Wait so you don’t want her in the video because she’s a ‘big girl’?” I asked with quote fingers. “Nigga you’re a big girl,” I reminded him since he had been eating good off of me for years.
And it wasn’t like I hadn’t noticed that she didn’t look like the average video girl. It just wasn’t an issue. If you had it then you just had it. And she had it. All of it and then some.
“Now stop fucking around and get her. She’s already probably about to run my pockets for asking so late anyway.”
“Alright. You got it. But don’t say
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