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Chapter One

Get out the vehicle niggers! The white polic eman yelled the degrading term in a fierce old nasty
southern twang. Wounded by his assault, in the dim light of dawn, | squinted through pouring rain and
was able to detect freckles on the face of the white officer. But what captured my attention and held my

eyes swollen with panic was the shotgun the cop had aimed at my head.

There we were four young black men of the hip-hop generation; our hands were locked in cuffs at
the back. We were shoved to the ground and forced to bathe in Oklahoma City s autumn windy
showers. As we laid face down, muddy polluted water dripped across our lips. Black Dickey soaked

and shriveled inside my boxers.

Why did these two white policemen hate us? Why did they want to kill us? And right there lying in
the chilly waters of fall the question that had dogged me all my life made me shudder. Why had it
been impossible for me to live in this city this long without ever forming a single intimate relationship

with awhite person?

* k%

The leaves had been dying again. They had blossomed into golden browns, russet red oranges, and
lemon yellows. The sun had sucked the green life out of them and now the autumn s rains had blazed
through Oklahoma City with sweeping winds that shook every tree s foundation. Dead |leaves were
spread like blankets all over the yards in our neighborhood. At an eye s glance one could see the dead
foliage had assembled into artistic exquisite patterns. Then the winds would blow, sweeping the crusty

leaves into poetic crackling sounds, destroying one piece of art for another.



Despite the fact that they don t pack the brisk cold punch of Chicago s windstheresaresiliency in
the super force of the Sooner State s often hundred-mile per hour gust. Hundred s of blustering
tornadoes blow through the state injuring and killing people and causing millions in property damages

annually.

That night gigantic thunderbolts had knocked the power out in our home three times. On the last
occasion the electricity stayed off. | navigated through darkness and found a flashlight. Since 1AM | d
burned the twenty-first century s mid-night oil with this miniature spotlight. Flipping through my notes
and my psychology textbook pages was becoming more of atask of my will than it was to improve my

mind.

According to the battery powered digital clock the phone began ringing at 5:50 AM.

Hey Dawg! What s-up? It was my cousin Danny and | knew he wanted something from me to be

calling this early.

| ve been busting my brains all night for an early morning exam. In adrained tone | informed him
of the frustrating details of last night. | was hoping he would make our conversation quick. | didnt

want whatever he wanted to disturb my recall memory for the test.

Ah bro

The ah and the pause from my dear cousin was the hint that he needed my help. Since childhood

our bond as best buddies had matured into a caveman of ahs and pauses.

Uh hey bro | gotta get to this gig! You gotta hop over here and drop me off downtown. Danny

sounded desperate. Aunt Betty must be on his back. | checked the time on the clock again.



The answers to what might be test questions had been rehearsed inside my head for twelve straight
hours. All night intermittent lightening and gigantic blast of thunder mysteriously enchanted me.
Somehow the noise and the outburst of illuminations had intermingled with my learning in a way that
was invigorating. Thunder and lightening, these two entities had devel oped a cozy relationship with my

thoughts and as we travel ed through the darkness together we d become friends.

According to the Jewish humanist psychologist Abraham Maslow human beings have a hierarchy of
needs and these wants must be satisfied for that person to function at full speed. Folk s physiological
requirements should be met. People need to feel safe and every human being needs to fed like he or
she belongs somewhere. After those are achieved a person is capable of feeling good about themselves
and their lives and familiar with what feeling good self-esteem truly feels like. Self-Actualization
happens to people when they are able to achieve their full potential. If people are given those basic
freedoms they are able to achieve peace with themselves and are at liberty to give lovingly to the

world.

The first twelve years of Danny s life he was always hungry and afraid. Brought up by an alcoholic
drug addict prostitute Danny had been left alone on several occasions with grown-ups that had shady
morals. Some of their street instincts were absorbed into Danny s blood. Maslow believed a person had
to acquire certain psychological attributes from one level to ascend to the next. Wherever Mamma and

| ranked on Mr. Maslow s echelon, we whole-heartedl y embraced Danny with all the love we had.

| calculated that my good deed, delivering Danny downtown, would take approximately an hour.
Afterwards a sixty-wink nap would give me thirty to forty minutes to rehash the exam and the drive to

CSU was twenty minutes.



A gush of Oklahoma s autumn s wind spurted thr ough the weary pores of my warm night owl skin.
The downpours and all-night gentle steady drizzles had soaked the earth. | walked to my car squashing

into dead brown |eaves and golden grass.

| rolled off in my silver Camry with the exam notes on the top of my brain ready for regurgitation.

With Snoop Dog s latest CD as background, | supplied myself with mental test questions and answers.

| sped through drip drops of rain and daybreak s murkiness down Prospect to 36" street, turned east
and hopped on Interstate 35. Five minutes later | arrived on the lower eastside of Oklahoma City. |
exited on Northeast 16" and Douglas Boulevard and drove down an incline street that ran parallel to

the highway. At the bottom, a puddle of dirty water doused the Camry s fresh wax and the windshield.

Blinded, | stopped at the four way stop sign and turned the windshield wipers on faster. Suddenly
out of last night s leftover rain, shallow echoes turned into rumbling beats and those rhythms became a
resounding crescendo of thunder blast. The noise appeared to alter into a flash that illuminated across

the skies and the glow melted the moisture from the clouds into a ferocious downpour.

All alone, wrapped in the cozy warmth of the defroster, | was feeling safe in the car from nature s
savage conditions. | became enthralled with the rap-tap-tap prattles of water that bounced against the
armor | was in. Intimately, autumn s wet weather snuggled and shivered up my spine and the warmth
of dga vu curled up beside me and became my private passenger. From the grave | heard the

cultivating hymns of my Grandmother and briefly saw the loads of moles caked on her red tanned face.

Boy you have the prettiest big brown eyes. G laring into my soul, with a grand smile she would

hold my chin in one hand and many times repeat those words.



| was four years old and | was in her lap that day when we stopped at the same four way stop sign.
Wiped slowly into my view were portions of what use to be one in a handful of the nations black

owned hospitals Edwards Memorial.

Shed told Walter Edward s story many times and | began hearing Grandmother s captive husky

cadence.

Walter Edwards made his first fortune selling scrap iron to the United States government during
World War I1. In the spring of 1945 his wife, Francis, fell ill and was taken to the basement of one of
Oklahoma City s best-segregated hospitals. Off in some cryptic vault that s where the doctors tended
to the coloreds! Her frown would scrunch the tiny whispers underneath her nose. In the cellar aint
no place to be when you re sick. Twisting her big- bronzed lips she would complete this cycle of her

physical aggressive outrage.

In those days, that s how white folks defined equal. Her story had an ache in it. Whenever she
spoke of the old days it was like she was pulling the scab off an unhealed sore. Mean and nasty things
had been done to her and the old woman was still hurting, those old days were still slapping her upside
the head. Grandma would wave her finger in my face, clarifying her feelings of racism for a four-year-
old to understand. When her eyebrows relaxed | knew some of her ancient anger had dissipated, and we
both knew she d made her point. Rolling her sugar-sweet cinnamon eyes down on me, they assured me

she was right and blacks had been mistreated and in many offensive ways.

Without delay he removed his honey from the second class conditions. Walter flew her straight up
north to the Mayo clinic and they treated her with dignity and cared for her in livable conditions and

Francis recovered.



The rich black couple knew everybody didn t h ave money to go north when sickness comes on the
family and that there was a need for afirst class caring hospital for blacks in Oklahoma City. You had a
great uncle, while he was going blind he traveled over two hundred miles from Paris, Texas on a
buckboard wagon to be treated right here. Uncle Ed could sing a song prettier than an eagle could soar.
The doctors here did their best but the old black gangly blues man lived along time as blind man. He

was wearing dark shades and | saw the long legs of the sightless man float calmly through her ancient

eyes.

In April of 1948, Edwards Memorial hospital was built for the black community. It was three

stories high and had 105 beds.

Today the old Edward s structure serves the community as a nursing home. The answers to why
blacks were segregated in the first place haunted me in my fourth year of life. | still shake my head,
bewildered and ask segregation, why? Even though | was living in the remnants of the actual full
blown concept of Jim Crow, what blacks endured then was as foreign to me as the idea of surviving on

Mars.

Across the street from Edwards Memorial were The Projects.  As | headed towards them, fear

jumped on my back and rode with me.

On the governmental subsidized apartment s premises, brutal murders, felony assaults, drugs, and
prostitution, were as steady and as gruesome as the morning s downpour. Along with Danny and my
aunt, other unfortunate poor people lived there. | always said a silent prayer for all of them and myself

when | entered and exited the downtrodden dwellings

| entered the parking lot and avoided most of the potholes but not all of them. | had often thought of

asking my cousin if he d meet me out on the street, | didn t consider this suggestion in this rainstorm.



| parked in the middle of the complex on the side that faced 1-35. In the shadows | saw Danny
huddling under a staircase, the steps ascended to my aunt s apartment. But Danny wasn t alone there

were two other men with him. Obviously they had found away to keep dry as they waited.

The three dark silhouettes jogged the short distance through the haze of water over to the car and |

roll the window down a smidgen.

Hey Bro. Leaning towards the window Danny gr eeted me. Water splashed off his brim and
swilled over his face. The face-bath and his grimace gave his genuine smile a cynical street-smart

smirk.

What s up? My quirky smile was an innuendo t hat Danny understood. | was asking for an update

on his situation why two other men were with him.

Twisting away from the window he tipped his hat in the direction of the two mystery men behind

him.

Thisis Buddy and Jarvis. Through blurred da ybreak s light and webs of water | could see Buddy
was husky, he resembled a shorter condensed version of Danny. Danny was six feet two and was two
hundred thirty-pounds of stout thick muscles. Buddy was a yellow fellow with a mole smeared on his
nose. Jarvis was charcoal; flimsy thin and maybe his skinny frame stretched him into barely five feet

and nineinches. They both gave me a-hey-brother-man nod.

Drop us off downtown. Were al going to unlo ad warehouse trucks today.

Cool. | nodded.

A large murky cloud parted and behind the smoke was a glare of daylight. Briefly it revealed the

age of the autumn day.



| headed down Grand Boulevard. As | drove, peering through the rainstorm, | was able to see
obscure images of wild dying golden weeds and shadows of rotten trees. Once upon a time on those
soggy vacant grounds a section of a hard working pulled-up-by-bootstraps and almost self-sufficient

black community had existed.

Somehow riding in the downpour and morning s murky dimness became eerie. Mysteriousness

crept into the Camry and | began dreaming.

* k%

James Sewart played the character George Bailey in the famous Christmas movie It s A Wonderful
Life. Over a half century ago Walter Edwards was this real life personality personified. Sewart
portrayed a man who owned the Bailey Buildings and Loans. He was able to offer reasonable home
loans to working class citizens in a small town. Walter Edwards showed the same compassion for
African Americans in Oklahoma City. Mr. Potter, the villain/antagonist in the adorable Christmas
story was a rich and powerful businessman. He wanted to own everything in the tiny township. In real
life, FHA/VA government loans, banks, real-estate agencies, neighborhood associations with
restrictive covenants, home loan companies, KKK, and racist whites embodied the fairytale Mr. Potter.
They were not and had never been in the business of getting along, supporting or graciously giving
home loans to Black people. All his life, George Bailey had sacrificed his dreams in order that others
could live the American Dream. In a society that detested the sight of African Americans, against all
odds, racism, discrimination, segregation, redlining by financial institutions, Mr. Edward s journey
was much more problematical. After investing his money in this vacant section of the city he hired
craftsmen and they trained African Americans and the Edwards Edition was built. That s when the
brother decided to test the 14™ Amendment. Did blacks have the same rights as whites? He had to fight

with city, state, and federal officials and finally the door was opened for blacks to receive government



home loans. In a time of degradation and second classed citizenship most blacks were not able to have
a Wonderful Life but because of Walter Edwards they had a better life. To them he was their George

Bailey in the flesh.

* k%

Snapping out of the daze | continued gazing through the hazy weather. Far across the baron field |

believe | began to hear undertone echoes of hammers tapping.

| turned west at the light on N.E. 10" street and realized this old section of the Edward s Edition

was gone forever.

Put some new jams on man! Danny said, he sna rled semi-agitatedly. He turned the CD volume
down and began searching through my CD s. His guest remained silent. | tuned him out and practiced

answering test questions in my head.

| coasted pass our old al amateur, Douglas High School. The two-story campus was spread across at

least two blocks.

A stoplight and a left twist of the steering wheel and we were on Martin Luther King. Danny slid in

aP Diddy CD.

The raindrops were making their own beat on top of the Camry. The competing rhythms caused a

disruption and | began to wander away from mentally masturbating test questions.

Whenever they traveled on the road every black person | d ever known had developed a six sense.
They could always detect when a cop was nearby. Was it the suspicious folklore we were all brought
up on the reason we d developed this third eye instinct? Were we more afraid of the law than whites?

Was my cultural bias brainwashed upbringing only a symptom of the black/police relationship? Was



paranoia of the police transmitted at conception in every black person s DNA? Are cops the rea gang-
bangers, the original OG s? Without a clear comprehension of how and why law enforcement had set
off a second sense in African Americans | knew that the instinct and the police was part of the reality

for al the blacksthat | d ever known.

When | made aright on N.E. 8" Street none of us visibly looked for them but | felt the whole groups
eye s scrutinizing through the violent streams and spot the squad car. Were the cops sheltering
themselves from the storm at the old abandoned Phillips 66 service station or were they hiding? Were

they waiting on us?

Black Dickey shuddered and in a whisper said, Were four young black men of the hip-hop

generation driving in an African American economically challenged area. Thisis dangerous!

Oh shit! There s the man. Buddy the biggest one of the two back seat travelers blurted what our

African American nature sensed.

An assassin s thunderbolt and flashes of lighting lit up the skies. The powerful surges splattered

more water out of the skies, drenching the window shield. | switched the wipers on even faster.

| peered through the rearview mirror and spotted some murky headlights following us. Suddenly a

red light swirled on and Black Dickey sank between my thighs. | drifted to the curve and parked.

The churning cherry flashes in the dark of dawn and the turbulent weather gave the appearance that

adeadly accident had occurred.

Get out the vehicle niggers!



Two white cops stood over me and | was drowning under heavy raindrops, and another frightening
reality rushed in. Nationally one out of three African American men, sooner or later, ends up in prison

and this state ranked third in the country for doing the dastardly deed.

Kaboom! Suddenly, the skies let loose another resounding thunder blast. If someone was watching
me it may appear to him or her that the roar of the weather, the eerie shadows of the morning, or the
chilly downpour was the cause of my shivers. But it was something much more insidious. A shrieking

overwhelming humiliating feeling was beginning to make me believe | was less than human.

| d heard the old horror stories of segregation but | hadn t lived long enough to understand the after

affects of Oklahoma s eighteen Jim Crow laws.

In the first half of the twentieth century, this red state danced the Jim Crow jingle. In every sow
rhythm step as the good old white folks of Oklahoma hooped and hollered, square danced to these
orchestrated savage synchronized sequential beats, they tore into the heart of United States
Condtitution. The laws they created restricted and isolated blacks for years. These handed-down
inhumane institutionalized devices along with white superior demeanors have devastated and

demoralize blacks. They ve denied African American their civil rights.

These American Constitutional privileges were originally conceded way back in 1868 in the 14 ™
Amendment after the end of slavery. This added revision in the constitution was suppose to guarantee
that the ex-slaves would be treated as equals under the laws and as citizens of the United States. At the
beginning of twentieth century, Oklahoma, a new state, would start the process of instituting the illegal
segregation Jm Crow Laws. Those white lawmakers wanted to make sure that equality for blacks
would never happen in the latest settlement in the country. In 1964 the federal government passed
another civil rights law that defeated most of the Jim Crow Laws, and again, this legal process was

suppose to officially end segregation. But just like the Constitutional law approved almost a hundred



years earlier, the dominant culture in Oklahoma still didnt recognize African Americans as equals.
Only God knows the amount of inequalities and the magnitude of the transgressions that have been
committed against the dignity of African Americans and the amount of misery perpetrated on the soul

of the world.

The stream of water that s beginning to invade my nose does not bother me. Instead my mind is
flooded by questions | m afraid to ask. Back in those days what were white people thinking? Were they

stupidly ignorant, selfishly evil, or were they afraid of black people?

The water starts strangling me but | barely cough. | m afraid that if | move too aggressively the
white cops will blow my damn head off. As far as | could see the influences of those earlier decisions

were still affecting my life.

Blacks and whites in Oklahoma treat each other like they re from different planets. | wish we had

more of aloving relationship. | dont believe we really know each other.

* %%

(Blacks stood in lines for four and five hoursin order to vote for Barack Obama and he lost all of
Oklahoma s seventy-seven counties. Oklahoma was the only state in the country that John McCain won

every county, making the state reddest of red states.)

* k%

It seemed asif it was only yesterday when Mamma was teaching me the ABC s and quizzing me on
multiplication tables one through twelve. As | stood outside the police car the taste of filthy water from
the puddles began to settle in with my saliva. And as the rain doused my face a sudden realization hit

me; a black man s childhood into manhood happens almost over night!



As | bathed in autumn swind and rain the days of my yesteryears began to pass through my life.



Chapter Two

The word Oklahoma means red person. Why white Oklahoma educators are proud to point out
this ssmple basic fact about the state s Native American history has always seemed weird to me. Even
though Native Americans have never profited from the state s rich oil treasures or been apart of the
power structure that would give them a voice in politics, the portrayal of Oklahoma as a red
persons home this tidbit of information is extremely deceptive. The people preaching this one pony
sermon forgot to emphasize the lawless murders and the devastating destruction of indigenous culture
that occurred when the land was taken. All these annihilations have affected the crimson people and
these events are not enthusiastically part of the state s public education. They certainly wont tell you
in a school textbook that African explorers were the first visitors to arrive on the native s land. You
wont see this on the evening news and there are no documentaries or movies in the works to
enlightened Oklahoma or America of this fact. Only a handful of historians and authors, like Lerone
Bennett JR, Ivan Van Sertima, Ceclia Klein, and David Hurst Thomas, write about the African skeletal
bones that were dug up in Oklahoma, and the African artifacts that were found throughout Central and
South America. If white folks knew the truth about this part of Oklahoma slost history, | wonder, in an

African language, what would be the term for black person ?

Only ten years after the 13" Amendment would officially abolished Slavery, in 1875 when
Oklahoma was till Indian Territory and when ex-slaves and freedmen had become Buffalo Soldiers,
the brave militiamen were riding sweaty old horses over the crimson soil. Back then tumbleweeds

drifted, buffalos roamed, coyotes howled, bears growled, rattlesnakes crept, and all were king of the



wilderness. The black warriors protected the Natives land, keeping white homesteaders, the boomers,

from invading and steeling what was left of Native terrain in America

First, they took half of the territory. Then they took it al. Six, God-grab-it-while-you-can land runs
occurred from 1889 through 1892. And then, beneath the hot sun and under grueling conditions, in
saddlebags the wooly haired warriors hauled the Industrial Revolution into the newly formed
townships. The Buffalo Soldiers would assist in erecting telegraph and telephone lines for the soon to

be new state.

Lucky or unlucky, my mother was my persona historian. At times growing up | disliked and
discounted her unpleasant and cruel observations about the history of white people. But according to
her When 200 black folk arrived in Oklahoma City, part of the first 1889 land run; they were forced to
settle in a small section of the city called Sandtown. Later when Oklahoma became a state in 1907,
that s when they made illegal alienation and unconstitutional segregation from African Americans

legal. Black people were legitimately set apart from the rest of the world.

These good old boys of the city sfirst couns €l set out to destroy the freedoms, aspirations, hopes,
and dreams of the ex-daves and their descendants. The laws gave them legal permission to treat
African Americans different and less than other humans. The legal authorities dealt with them harshly
and black people could only work in low paying service jobs and were cgjoled and threatened and not

allowed to integrate with decent white people.

Under the cherry flashing light | began to hear Mamma go on to say, We d been working for free;
building this country for almost 300 years and instead of rewarding us they banished us from their

sight.



| was only four when | first recall hearing the first version of her proclamations. | didnt know if

Mamma was teaching me the ways of white folks or teasing me by telling evil horror stories.

You dont even treat a mule like that. Somet imes her opinions and words were different but |
could always feel the pain and anger in them. Mamma could be giving me a bath, cooking dinner, or
she could be outside with her friends, | d be playi ng with mine. | d hear sadness and see her hurt eyes
and she d be testifying again. And as | caught a ball, learned a new video game and came of age | d
wrestle with accepting her historical narratives. | didnt and still cant understand how other humans

could be so cruel to people because of the color or their skin?

During and after all those land runs, whites even embraced po ass immigrants that was fresh off
the boat. Germans, Italians, Czech, Jews, Polish, of course the English and Irish, their own precious
bloodlines, all were brought into the fold of whiteness. They welcomed them into their
neighborhoods. Although there were resistances adju sting to each other s customs and traditions
soon the white society flourished like one big happy family. They all attended the same schools, given
the privileges to vote and run for public office and pursue the American dream. These shared
commonalties and vegetated intimacies and understandings, caused them to see everything white as
human so having sex among the different groups became accepted And Mammas sermons on

white folks would go on and on.

| was aso four years old when Urban Renewa came a-knocking at our door. Mamma said our
family was among the last few survivors of what use to be a vibrant black neighborhood. African
American teachers lived their whole lives to educate. Y our children were their children and the whole

community was one big family. She would say.

Vibrant! Huh. Wood rats as big as possums crawled in the ceilings in the day and the critters

crunched on the walls for snacks at night. Scared of a flood of them gnawing through the foundations



and munching on me | would usually fall asleep with my eyes wide open. | could hardly believe there
was ever anything dynamic about our little shabby framed house. Chips of white paint were al the

cover that was left on our weather beaten decaying home.

The neighborhood had been half-torn down, and abandoned houses and businesses were
everywhere. Some buildings and homes had been removed but their concrete foundations were left still
intact. And there were samples of use-to-be dwelling s wreckage; bulldozed piles of rubble were right
beside homes where black families still lived. Weeds and trees and uncut grass grew sparsely over
blocks on deserted lots. There were streets with potholes big enough for a child to hide and never be

found.

Inside our shotgun built home, on her hands and knees, Mamma was unable to scrub the huge black
corrosion off the old linoleum floors. My bedroom was in the living room on the couch and on the
opposite side we had a gas stove that heated the whole house. For privacy Mamma would use a

bedspread or a sheet as a door to enclose the next room for her bedroom.

Blocks up the street in every direction white families were buying up land. They were building the
kind of brick houses that you see on TV. And new constructions for businesses were springing up
daily. Gentrification is what Mamma called it. Across the tracks, that s what white folks called
where we colored folks had lived; this was the property most blacks had once owned or rented. It was
near downtown Oklahoma City. The area was once the cheapest rea estate in the city, and now with
the new construction, and since most blacks had been relocated, the price of this land was off the
charts. The sage that rested in Mamma s grit perso na validated her sentiments as if African gods were

guiding her gradual head nod.



Back in the day most black folks never could get private or government home loans. If you were
white you officially qualified for a mortgage. Gnashing her teeth and rolling her tanned eyes Mamma

would express her frustrations.

Watching white folks with families or any families while | was growing up often disturbed me. |
often daydreamed what it would ve been like if my Dad had lived, if | had been afforded the
opportunity to have areal family. My dad was killed in a car crash when | was two years old. | keep an
old photograph of him in my wallet. Like me, he was tall but he had golden brown features. Mamma

and | have more of areddish tan.

The owner of our home sold the shabby shed to the city. It was our good fortune that Mamma had
recently graduated from Oklahoma University s Nursing School. Because she had to take care of me, it

had taken her eight long agonizing years to get her degree.

During that time | only remember Mamma busy working, studying, and being a nurturing and
sometimes neurotic mother. The only time | saw her calm and excited about her life was on Sunday s

in church.

When she received her baccalaureate, Reverend Melvin Stokes had Mamma stand before the whole

congregation and share her blessing. | d never seen her smile so big.

That day in May the sun appeared to shine brighter. Mamma wore a satin Easter canary yellow dress
and her glad-to-be alive beaming grin illuminated the whole chapel. Tears flooded her eyes when she

stood at the podium and gave homage to Mrs. Ada Lois Sipuel-Fisher.

God thank you for giving Ms. Ada the courage to stand up against the racist Jim Crow Laws. Ms.
Adabroke down the color line. Under malicious conditions, in 1949 she was the first African American

in the south to ever enter a white University. Mam ma paused and sluggish raindrop tears ooze down



her cheeks. Mrs. Adass spirit appeared to be weeping underneath Mamma s skin causing an emotional

tremble.

After a round of amens from the flock, Mamma acknowledged Mrs. Nunley. She was the first

black woman to enter Oklahoma University s nursing school.

| was only four and | didnt understand the significance of Mammas joy of graduating from a
predominately white school or the awe that the parishioners bestowed upon her for achieving the task.
Starry eyed, they gawked as if she was Jesus, as if shed performed a miracle, like graduating from a

white college was the same as walking on water.

As achild I didnt know that the adorable Ada, whose gentle face and perfectly trimmed body, fit
more in a man s sexual fantasy, or as a pin-up in JET s beauty of the week, or that this pint sized
woman was a pound of dynamite! The delicate little lady didn t look like your typical revolutionist. B ut
Ms. Ada was more than a black man s vision of a beauty queen. | found out she was a woman of steel,
a black superwoman. And her mission was to rescue every black child s dream out of the torturous
hands of Jim Crow. The mild mannered sweet young woman was part of the strategy the NAACP used

to set up a showdown for the history making 1954 Brown vs. Board of Education decision.

All summer long Mamma was decked fashionably in linen whites. Faded bloodstains were on her
uniform as she played Florence Nightingale in St. Anthony s emergency room. The eviction deadline
drew near and Mamma worked doubl e shifts, she was busy saving lives and money to pay down on our

first home.

On awindy autumn day in Oklahoma City, our family finally began living the American dream. At

four years of age | remember being strapped in the front seat of our Chevy as we escaped the old tarred



bumpy potholed streets in our neighborhood. | knew we were close to our new home when the riding

became soft and easy.

As| strained my neck and peeped through the window, | began seeing houses similar to the ones| d
seenon TV. But | didn t see any white peoplelike | d seen on TV. Most of the homes were brick. They
were different sizes and all of the homes had garages. On a smaller scale, we were moving into an

African American version of my TV America.

It was like we were driving right into a scene right, into one of my favorite movies, The Wizard of
Oz. The street we drove on was Springlake Drive, this was our Yellow Brick Road, and the

neighborhood, Park Estates, our Land of Oz.

We passed a manicured park where children were swinging, climbing up and down a dlide, and
running around making wild faces. Kids hopped out of sandboxes and chased one another. There was
exhilaration and joy in the Land of Oz. From living life in the dingy black and white photographs of the

ghetto | was now observing clear color even in the form of grimy knees.

The bricks to our new home were like fudge ice cream that had melted into a rich vanilla. Two
chocolate posts held up the extended roof and as the top sloped over to the ground level cement porch,

it al'so gave shade to athree foot raised stone flower garden.

Mamma pulled the car up to the dark auburn one car garage door. | hopped out on the driveway and
trotted a trail that fitted into our first walkway and the concrete magically transformed into a porch.
The front door and the windows were all trimmed with the same delicious dark chocolate as the posts.
Mamma unlocked the door and barefooted | darted across an orange rug that tickled my toes and made
my feet bounce. Our home had handles that rolled the windows out instead of us using our hands to

raise them. And God blessed us with central heat and air. All | had to do was turn a knob to warm or



cool myself. Even though Mamma and | never used the dishwasher we had one. Mamma said it was
too slow and we would end up cleaning everything twice but when Mamma wasnt at home | use to

sneak and turn the electronic washer on and listen to the engine run.

One bedroom for Mamma and one for me and our car lived in the garage with our new washer and

dryer. Yip-pee! No more tripsto the Laundromat.

Our backyard had two tall oaks and one pecan tree. It was tiny but we had our first patio and the
Bermuda grass on the plot of land was arich dark green. A nightlight hovered above the patio and our

storybook home had a six-foot tall picket fence. | would later install a basketball goal.

| had my own bedroom and | was euphoric that first night. | believe this was the first hours of
darknessin my four years of living that | was able to close my eyes and coast into a deep sleep. | didn't

worry if wood rats would eat me alive. A gentle peace guided me to sleep and slept beside me all night.

Mr. James Green had a friendly smile and perfect teeth. His pearly whites were almost hidden
underneath his un-even salt n pepper mustache. He was our short dark pot bellied next-door neighbor.
His wife Essie was also chubby and also had a smoky glaze and her wide nose articulated her African
features. The Green s didnt have any children. He had been an airplane mechanic and after twenty
years of service to his country hed retired from the Air Force. Mamma said he was lucky because
back then they didnt let many black men in that branch of the service and that was during the Viet

Nam War .

The Greens had lived in the neighborhood for years. Mr. Green always wore a clean but oil stained
auto-mechanic uniform, | presumed he dressed this way because he used his driveway to repair al the

neighbors cars. Frequently well into the night, shadows from a droplight would appear through my



back bedroom window, it was Mr. Green working. Later when | became a teen-ager the droplight from

the mechanic s driveway would shine on his prot@g&s face, me.

Lavender was the color of her family stwo-car garage and a golden trim traced the top of their fiery
red brick home. Five years of age, Trisha lived in the house across the street and her home was twice
the size as ours. She had two long jet-black wavy Native American ponytail braids. As she trotted up
and down the street, waggling down her backside, the threads would do an exotic dance. Her eyes were
big and spry. She had cute pink kissable baby-doll lips and when | first laid eyes on her my four-year-
old body had its first instinctual sensations. Trisha had a peach complexion and | was in awe of this

older thin girl s physique and her polite impish accent.

Her father was a tall man roughly built and lived in brown skin. His head was completely gray. He
drove tractor-trailers across country to support his family and | believe he was years older than his

yellow-layered wife.

One year older, Trisha was two inches taller and her long legged strides carried her quicker around
the neighborhood than mine. She introduced me to all the children near our ages in the area. In the
summertime we swam and played baseball at the park, rode bicycles, and explored the creek in the
woods right outside the neighborhood. Our pick-up unsupervised basketball games lasted well after
sundown, and Oklahoma City s best basketball players were created in those backyards. On rainy or
snowy days Trisha and | watched TV together, played board games, and sometimes | would introduce

her to my wonderful world of video games.

On awarm summer night when | was eight and my Cutie Pie was nine, Trish seduced me. It was a
Friday night and Trisha s parents had dinner plans and Mamma was working a double shift. We were
left alone to take care of each other. After watching some TV and playing video games, the little

Cinderellafacegirl said, Do youwant tof ?



Her language didnt shock me; Trisha had always had a bad mouth. The invitation made me
nervous. How was | going to handle her tender body parts in a gentle way? | had had a crush on her
from the moment | d laid eyes on the fairy-tale angel. And | was astonished that the princess of my

heart was asking a mere peasant like me to do the nasty!

But she was the leader so | followed her precious polka dot panties into my bedroom. She pulled
back the bedspread and fluffed the pillows with some quick hard pats and mashes. Then she slipped out
of her brown skirt, yellow blouse, and her chocolate spotted panties. She leaped on the bed backwards,
removed her training bra and ordered me to come on. Two bumps the sizes of large grapes were on her
chest. A line of tiny hairs prickled down from her naval to the top edge of her pooh-nanny. As she lay
on her back with her legs spread, gazing at her pooh-nanny she let out a ticklish giggled and then

glared at me.

Come on get on top of me!' with adevil-may-c are smile, impatiently she ordered.

The olive veins on her wrist showed up in the inner sides of her elbows and were engraved in her
neck. The streaks | d seen with Trisha completely dressed were under her armpits and now | saw the
jaded stripes on top of Trisha s private parts. Fascinated by her nakedness | carefully crawled on her. |

didn t want too hurt her.

Stick it instick it in! She begged.

| can always remember being fascinated with my genitalia. Even at three years of age | was amazed

how my secret dong-dong would become hard as steel without me even playing with it.

| raised my bootie and guided my pre-puberty limp penis down on top of her. Trisha used two
fingers to spread her sacred spot open. When we came together, gradualy we both began gyrating,

imitating what we thought were sexual motions. At this critical time when | needed penetration my



penis demonstrated to me again it had a mind of its own. It wouldn t get hard. | was unable to pierce

between Trishas lips. Flimsy, it constantly slid against Trish s gap.

Whoal That feelsgood. Trishasaid, beaming up at me.

I humped and rubbed up against the cherry brown outsides of her cavity for five minutes. Then

Ok that s good. Now get up! Trisha was done  feeling good so she ordered me to remove my

naked body off her sleek little frame.

We were done with this activity of play. We didn t speak of our night of curious sexual exploration,

that night of naked naughtiness, for years.

Girls mature sooner than boys do and | was a year younger than Trisha. When you re a teen-ager, a
year younger than a female is akin to living time the way a dog experiences living life; girls are aging

like dogs.

For a while she was faster afoot until her grapes grew into round juicy melons and her butt puffed
shapely into pre-womanhood. | was busy swelling into premature manhood. In fact when | was thirteen
| shot up to six feet. And that s when | discovered | could fantasize and visualize Trisha naked. Upon
seeing her womanly butt and huge juicy breast, my penis would turn into steel. And as | played with it,
this amusing experience took me on a fantasy trip that produced unbelievable pleasurable orgasmic
seizures. The first journey would leave my whole body jerking in happy-land, uncontrollable spasms

for more than a minute.

| was still playing with my penis and video games when Trisha began riding off into sunsets with
older guys that drove sports cars. My heart would weep when | d see her arriving home in a brother s
car at 3 in the morning. The motor would be running, cold smoke piping out of the exhaust she would

hop out and flee to her front door and each time | would think, had she asked him to f her?



* k%

Over the years | ve had hours upon hours of moral lectures on life delivered by Mamma. She
cooked, | sat at the breakfast table; she barbecued while | shot hoops; during any and all activities she
constantly preach her ethics on sex, respect for your elders, and of course her favorite was educating

me on the immoral behavior of white folks.

She told me our brand new nice home and this neighborhood was part of society s hand-me-downs.
It was built in the 1940 s for white folks. That s when a black person couldnt buy a home in this

area. Shewould say.

Even though the Supreme Court had said that t he Oklahoma neighborhood segregated law was
unconstitutional there was and are sections of this city just for blacks and then places for the rest of the
folks in the city. The NAACP led the fight against the racist law. And in 1917 the Supreme Court
declared the segregated law illegal but for years and still today neighborhood associations are using
restrictive covenants to get around the segregated housing laws. In 1948 the Supreme Court declared
integrated neighborhoods unenforceable. Damn stupid Supreme Court! They can send men to the moon
but let us want something and they cant piss straight. Mamma would shake her head and raise her

eyebrows in disgust.

Unenforceable? Snarling, and justifying her scowl she would add, Congress didnt put any
money into an agency that would allow an organization to investigate and prosecute the violators. The
government didnt create an atmosphere that would allow an intimate relationship for blacks and
whites to flourish. Instead the Veterans Administration, Federal Housing Administration, and al the
banks participated in redlining. In the late 1940 s while white Gl s were receiving home loans the
government began building the projects in the black community. The older | got more details were

added to some of the same stories.



When | was younger hardly any of Mammas reasoning made sense. Even though in our
neighborhood all | saw were black people. It scared me to believe that so many people were against
children of my color. Anyway, al | saw on TV were good white people. They made me laugh and

appeared friendly.



Chapter Three

Months before our move to Oz, the city had hired a demolition company to tear down the boarded
up half-abandoned apartments over on N. E. 30" and Prospect. Police dogs had been frequently used to
bust drug dealers, and it seemed like every Saturday night there was a murder, or a shooting on the
apartment s premises. This was why, Mamma said, they finally destroyed the apartments and replaced

it with a school.

Thelma Parks Academy it s about time they nam ed a school after a black woman! Mamma
exhaled and the words rolled out as arelief. This was her answer to along vigilant prayer. After she
read the newspaper, she strutted over and opened the refrigerator door, grabbed the pitcher of cold

water, poured a glass full and guzzled.

We ve had to fight to have schools that we at tend named after us. Woodson, Dunbar, Edwards,
Page, Douglas and F.D. Moon, they are all names for black men. It s about time an African American
woman was given her due! She placed the pitcher b ack inside the refrigerator and a grave worried
pause took over her face. It should ve been called Clara Luper. She performed most of the heavy
lifting during the Civil Rights era. The bothered gaze quickly vanished. Dont let me catch you

drinking out of thiswater jug and spreading germs young man. With a stern face she winked.

There was a list, another list, and another list; black parents had registered their children and wanted
to get them into the brand new school. Finally, only days before school started, You made it son!
Mamma read the letter from the school board with a prize-winning smile that lit up her face. We had

won the lottery.



On a stormy September morning Mamma had us up early and we were waiting on the steps for the

first day that Thelma Parks Academy opened its doors.

Fast forward, | skipped right through Kindergarten and first grade! Since Mamma had already
taught me the ABC s and how to spell one-syllable words and shed read me most of Dr. Seusss

books, | was far ahead of the other students. Naturally | became the teacher slittle helper.

By the third grade a lot of the other students had caught up with me, and we were equal in our
educational abilities. During the first nine weeks, half of the grades | received were 3 s, the other half

were 4 s, equivalent to B sand A sin grown up lan guage.

My disappointed and intolerant Mamma glared at the report on me and said, | m not raising a lazy
good for nothing dummy in my house. Y ou d better do better! No No. Y ou re going to do better! Go
and get me every assignment you ve had thisyear. Mamma slowly meticuloudly started hovering over

me like a mother hen, teaching me discipline and how to study.

Through other boys | was introduced to the art of peeping under little black girl s skirts. Asthey sat
at their desk we d sneak and take a peep at their panties. In the mornings it became a game for us. Who
could find the best views and try and find the girl that was wearing the prettiest colors. And of course
whoever found the view of the prettiest girl s underwear was the winner hands down. This devious

activity became a bonding experience for us, part of playtime, arecessin the classroom for the guys.

In the fifth grade | had my first white teacher, Mrs. Byrd. She had reddish-brown hair, was young,

thin, and for some reason | thought she looked good, especially in pants.

Hmm. Used to be against Oklahoma law for any of us to be taught by a white person. Mamma

said, as she shook Mrs. Byrd s hand and gazed on the young pretty teacher with suspicion.

After Mamma had embarrassed me on the first day of school, | decided to confront her.



That was along time ago Mamma. | know you ve had white teachers.

Yes son | have, and none of them in this city understood black culture. She frowned. Most of
them were afraid or condescending. It s hard to communicate with or have respect for folk that think
their ways are always better than yours. Plus they dont have a clue and most of them dont know or
care about how their laws and ways have hurt black folk. Therefore | ve never met a white person in
this city that believes they need to offer us an apology and that means | dont believe we can have an

honest relationship.

Mamma was making me paranoid of the white race so | didnt trust her at least where Mrs. Byrd
was concerned. My physical instincts were developing and | began to experience secret desires to see

my teacher naked.

Often in class | found myself staring at the educator. | studied her pointed nose; it was sharp and
narrow, it was different from most people of my color. | noticed whenever she became frustrated she d
bat her blue eyes and the nervesin her jaw would quiver. | watched her tiny lips articulate perfect white
southern Okie accented sounds. Little white hairs grew under her nose and over her make-up.
Embarrassingly, | secretly watched Mrs. Byrd s tits wiggle around in the flimsy bras that she wore.
Shamefully, when she wore pants, | found myself gazing for the split in her hips and on the sly | d
glance for crinkled panty seams. Automatically | would avert my eyes down on the upside triangle
imprint made in the front of her dacks. My cousin Danny had exposed me to naked female
photographs from magazines. As | ogled those obscene pictures | would ponder this question: When a
woman wears pants, the outer imprint creases in the material that formed an upside down triangle
around the pubic area, was this image a sampling of the shape and mass of her pubic hair? Was this

inflection directly proportional to what was hiding behind the material? That s when | began to imagine



my teacher naked. Were the hairs over her vagina long or short, straight or curly, cherry or black or

brown?

Whatever lay on the other side of her cotton or nylon panties | was beginning to sense it had to be a

bag of goodies!

* %%

My cousin Danny was husky, dark red, a shade darker, and two inches shorter than | was. He was
Mammas only and younger sister, Aunt Betty s son. He was born a month before | was. And for the

first twelve years of hislife helived in horror hell with a crack head prostitute alcoholic Mamma.

Mamma would get calls at 2 AM from the police station; | was beginning to believe that the cops
had our number on speed dial. Under many dark skies we had to ride downtown and get Danny at the
station before he was turned over to child services. Usually there d been araid at a crack house or his
mother was out on the streets selling her body, shed have him with her and an undercover officer

would bust my aunt.

You need to stop taking or leaving this boy with those street punks when you go out whoring.
Bring him over to my house. Mamma would condemn the actions of her addict alcoholic sister.
Sometimes before Aunt Betty went out whoring shed call or bring Danny over to our house and then

other times she d forget. But | guess when you re t alking to an addict you can t expect consistency.

What isfellatio? Out of seven-year-old Dann y s mouth he would ask Trisha and | these and many
other sexual questions? After seeing us baffled Danny would school us and always answer his
guestions. It s when a man gets his thang sucked. Trishawould frown and call him nasty but | knew
she was secretly fascinated by his advanced sexual knowledge. She was always asking me where he

was when he wasn t at my house.



As we grew older a lot of girls seemed to like the bad-stepping-explicit-carnal-conversations
Danny s persona offered. With his hip-hop swagger Danny perfected his nasty talk to girls and ended

up doing the nasty with alot of them.

One wintry freezing day, when Danny and | were nine and Trisha was 10 years old, we all stood in
my backyard puffing on a cigarette. Breathing in cloudy cold air and exhaling out smoke, we wheezed.

We choked. | got ill. Danny got addicted and so did Trisha

* k%

Women s underwear, bras and slips use to be a female s private affair. | grew up watching girls out
in public aimost naked. Cotton and silk flimsy colorful Jezebel s bustiers, camisoles, tanks, tees, and
use-to-be negligdes were transformed into arousingsexy blouses and skirts now openly worn as outer

fashions. | had abird s eye view scrutinizing nipples and booties as girls formed into women.

In Jr. High my tender innocent eyes were wide opened. | witnessed camisoles woven in delicately
fine fabrics generously exposing large sections of budding breast. | saw exotically pierced belly buttons
and from that point my imagination was lead spiraling downstairs by trails of frizzled pubic hairs. On
the gy, and rubbernecking, | gawked at teenage girls wearing pants so tight, so firmly fit, the material
would look like it was glued between their hips. And most of their britches hung so low | could see

large parts of their panties. G-strings flashed and | saw half-naked hips. That was the style.

This was also my first experience of being in classes with white girls. Soft red heads, chilled plums,
electric blacks, funky cherries, iced coffees, copper blasts, red pulses, red copper spritzs, lively
auburns, and they had a rainbow of other stylish hairdos. Tender pink tits began sprinkling pixy dust in

the air and magically enlarging my penis. | had unbelievable urges to touch, fondle, and squeeze the



pae skin. It was an exciting titillating time for me to be changing into a man. | experienced a ton of

unrestrained indiscriminate urges and extraordinarily involuntary hard-ons.

Back in grade school, black girls had flirted with me, girls such as Shanika, Chandra, Teressa,
Jopaz, Belinda, and Robin. On separate occasions these fine little dark skin goggled-eyed girls had
merrily swayed my hand, batting dreamy eyes at me, and bashfully requesting, Would you be my
boyfriend? | was becoming aware of how | appeared to females. As | gazed in the mirror | considered
myself to be an attractive guy. Since these girls also thought that | was | began to believe | really did
have it going-on! | began to walk around Thelma Parks Academy with my head up and full of

confidence.

In Jr. High my penis was on a nonstop hard-on. Obvioudy living with this condition, | was more
than motivated and was driven to fulfill my instinctual desires. | appreciated the X rated magazines my
cousin had previously offered but | wanted to know and experience more. On the Discovery Channel
there was a documentary on the mating habits of peacocks. The female peacock would spread her
colorful feathers to show her sexual affection to the male that she d selected to mate with. In Jr. High |
observed some of those fine colors light up as shy affectionate smiles appeared on some of the black
girls. But none of the little southern belle Oklahoma City white ladies shined a single tinted feather on
me. Their constant rejection began to make me fedl hideous. | m sure un-appealing people must feel
this hideous sensation from the world all the time. At least | had the approval of the people that looked

like me. But still hideousisaweird feeling to absorb into your skin.

From the time | boarded the school bus in the morning until the time | stepped off the bus, waving
good-bye to my friends and returning home, | had to frequently hide unsolicited indescribable

embarrassing hard-ons. A glimpse at a white girl dressed in something slinky exposing her breast and



the thought of dliding in behind a black girl s shapely booty, at puberty my penis didnt judge what

color the female was.

I d lie in bed with grease, lotion, and occasionally if neither were available | would use only my
bare hands. | d fantasized my penis penetrating luscious precious nookie. Black, White, Asian, Latino,
Native American, wed do it doggie-style, missionary, and sideways. Acrobatically | would flip flop
them on top and we d have sex until | saw the veins in their neck stretch. | heard their pleasure moans
grow into orgasmic screeches as | gazed into the gawk of their hysterical eyes. My ecstasy juice would

explode over the sheets and drip down the chokehold of my hand.

But | was one of the few miserable guys that suffered all the way through high school without ever
getting any. | d like to say remaining a virgin was my choice or blame it on my obedience to Mamma s
strict Christian teachings and the tons of medical information she d freely passed on. | was a virgin

venereal disease free and baby less. This was not because my penis picked this lifestyle.

The young ladies | dated always made the choice. On every occasion | tried hard as hell to get them
naked in order to get some real satisfaction. Desperately | wanted to release the rage stored inside my
penis deep into a coochie. | served them dinner and fine wines, underneath full blue moons | tussled
with sisters in cars and we wrestled on top of covered beds in secluded motel rooms. We shared
sensuous kisses and | had a few bumps and grinds and as the evenings would come to an end often |
was left with puked sperm stuck in my boxers, gluing them to my pants. Frequently as | touched and
stroked my rhythms into and against a woman s body and as | felt and sensed her passions rise, every
time when | believed | was on the verge of getting some | d always hear, Stop! Stop! The gentleman
that | was trying to become would reel in the fierce desires inside my penis. And to my penis
heartbreaking dissatisfaction | d take the young lady home. My ding-dong wouldn t get wet inside of a

woman until my second year in college.



With nothing better to do | hit the books hard. And | ended up receiving scholarship offers from
colleges al over the country. Mamma believed my best bet as a black man for success and actually
graduating was staying close to home. Central State University was a twenty-mile drive and the school
had the largest assembly of black undergraduates in the state. Youll have a support system there.

Sincerity mired with worry Mamma would tell her son.

| had known Loretta Graham since seventh grade. Back then | had an eagles eye gaze that
meticulously observed inches of baby-fat falling off by the pound on some of the chubby girls. |
vigilantly gawked at even the thin girl s bodies as their booties puffed and their tits protruded. | saw
their physique s budding into curvaceous ripe women. | ogled breast and juicy compressible hips and
the combinations together easily energized and super-sized my genitals. Loretta never wore two and
three inch pumps. She always dressed down in clothes that were unassuming, like flat Oxfords, Mary
Jane s, and charming Hush Puppies. Colorful turtlenecks discretely hid sneak peek previews of her tits.
Silk embroidery blouses were bashfully buttoned to the top emphasizing her character s essence.
Clever and classy she hid behind outfits offering silhouette images to the horny guy s imagination.
Behind the sheltered garments | assumed her mid-size perky breasts were splendidly plumped at about
32 inches. | had never heard her swear or impolitely yell at another person. She was always gracious.
We d never had areal in depth conversation, only civil chitchats, at school, football games, parties, and

whenever we ran into one another at the local markets.

L oretta Graham was a deep dark creamy chocolate sister and she lived only eight blocks away from
the lonely bed | d spent puberty choking sex s ache out of my penis and splattering excessive sperm all

over my bedding.

Still avirgin my sensitive sexual desires were similar to a bloodhound s instincts, | was always on

the hunt. | began to sniff at Loretta our freshman year at CSU. | believe that s when we both spotted



and saw the lover in the other for the very first time. Weeded out of our social sights was the clutter of

folks we d hung with separately since Jr. High.

In a College Algebra class that was the original time my penis passions began to desire Lorettas
petite package as a splendor for pure sophisticated pleasure. There were only four blacks out of forty-
four students in that group. Out of that four | was the only Electronic Engineer major and she was the

only one preparing for adegree in Computer Science.

We began studying together, and discussed programming, the Internet, and how we were going to
make money in the new age of the computer world. African culture and African American history were
branded on Lorettas heart. Video games, basketball and football were still my fixations. Art
exhibitions and dramatic plays we appreciated together and we agreed and argued on their themes.

With my superficial senses and her rich sensibilities our beloved journey had begun.

We spent over a year of exhilarating explorations in tongue dueling. Always completely dressed, the
body heat from those explicit inquisitions would always lead us to humping in many forms of sexual
impressions. But these erotic actions were still leaving me lingering as a tortured soul. If | got lucky
with Loretta, able to walk away with samples of sticky semen in my underwear, | considered the quest

for sex a success.

We watched the others intellect digests several textbooks, regurgitate the fine print and score high
on tests. | rubbed against her tits for support. And sometimes when she was exhausted she d fall asleep
in my lap for comfort. For over four semesters, nineteen months, we d finally bonded as one. | could
feel her exhaling the air that | breathe. When we were drained form studying and when | begged for sex
making her weary, she d satisfy me with passionate kisses and cuddles and often we d fall asleep in

each other sarms.



Maybe it was my aggressiveness for sex; did my countless solicitations finally ware Loretta down?
Did she decide she should just give in to get me off her back? | didnt know and at the time my carnal

appetitesdidn t care.

It happened in the springtime, Spring break. It was the early days of April and aweek earlier Loretta
had taken me out to dinner to celebrate my 20™ birthday. That day as Loretta sucked on a hot saucy
Texas barbeque short rib, she licked her lips; surprisingly she offered her body up to me as a birthday

gift.

You re twenty and a man Kayin my man! Starin g dead at me she batted her eyes with the nave
purity of an angel. But Lorettas tone was strong and | could feel the presence of a woman s promise

coming at me.

| want to give you the gift awoman gives her man. | want to make love to you. Her words seemed
to soar from heaven from God amighty. It was an ov erdue answer to along vigilant pleading prayer.

Finally | d gotten aresponse! And | could see and fedl it! She and it was sitting right in front of me.

| gobbled down dessert, homemade apple pie. | dont recall if the pastry had a sweet taste or even if
it had a delicious flavor. | was stuck with a mouth-watering appetite for the menu that sat across from
me. Hot barbeque sauce was smudged on the edges of her mouth and suddenly | had a fetish, a craving

to lick Loretta s mouth inside and out.



Chapter Four

Loretta was like a lot of young people | had grown up with; she was being raised under the old
school morals of her grandmother. Only thirty years old, Loretta s mother had died of sickle cell when
Loretta was at the untainted age of five. Since her grandmother grew up in the pre-Civil Rights era and
before all the revolutions of the sixties her sensibilities on raising children were steeped in stringent old

school philosophies.

Loretta worked part-time for the post office and | was a thirty-eight hour aimost full-time save for
Wal-Mart. School and work ate up most of our lives. We needed quality and personal time to christen our
new adventure. We wanted this treasured experience to be special. We made up our minds to escape and
put some distance between the ethics of our childhood, get away from the two iron-fisted matriarchs that
had raised and ruled us. And it had to be a get-away place far from the grinding pressures of school and
work. Our natural maturational instincts as mammals were desperate to express lust anywhere at |east
mine were. But as compassionate sophisticated humans we needed a secret private place to do our
business. And athough Loretta had placed the sex proposa on the table | agreed our first time should and

would be treated tenderly with much love. | needed her to feel safe and at ease.

The foothill of a mountain iswhere | was to become a man. The wooded area that rented cabins was

located eighty miles southeast of the city.

L oretta had begun taking birth control pills months earlier and even though we both knew we were

virgins we had long ago supplied each other with the results of the HIV/AID stest.



Dont forget the prophylactics? When we spok e on the phone that morning and as | listened to her
last minute precautions | imagined seeing distress on Loretta s face. Afraid, maybe she was, but | knew
beneath her concerns that there was a composed woman that didnt forget how to pronounce the
medical term for arubber. Birth control pills plus a condom Loretta didn t want to have an accidental

pregnancy and neither did I.

Old Chi-Lites and Stylistics CD s romanced us during the quiet hour and half drive. Loretta was
frigidity. Frequently and briefly her stares upon me were serious. Occasionally her vacant daydream

gazes carried her eyes out the window over the countryside. We avoided discussing our mission.

Hilltops jam-packed with mountain rocks hid our hide-away cabin site from the main highway. The
valley was populated by newly, ripened green trees and spring s bounty blossomed in colorful wild

flowers, and fresh country air sung a happy song to our lungs.

Wed arrived early on a clear sunlit morning. We unpacked and inspected the accommodations. The
usually meek Loretta boldly swept and brushed the winter s nest of spider webs off the ceilings, in

shadowy corners, and behind the cabin s doors.

| caught Loretta nonchalantly peeping at the shine on the fine chocolate that glazed over the
grandfather headboard, the place where we were going to do the nasty. | studied the old style frame and
wondered if the headboard, mattress, and springs were sturdy to suit our purpose. Playfully | shoved
L oretta down towards the mattress and to brake her fall instinctively she snatched my arm pulling me

on top of her.

Nose to nose gazing into each other s eyes Loretta broke our tense silent conversation. We have
clean linen and plenty of fluffy pillows. She said. And like a prude she began sniffing the sheets and

politely lifted my hands from her waist, hinting for me to get up and off her.



Y oung dandelions and wild flowers sprouted, butterflies danced and baby honeybees buzzed on the
side of us as we strolled side by side over the dirt trail around the lake. We veered off the path and laid
a pallet under a huge cedar tree. The spanking new leaves flourished us with shade while we relaxed

and lazed and picnicked and as we gathered in the seasonal fragrances.

Dusk brought with it gust of left over winter winds. With wood orderly stacked by the old fashioned
fireplace | started afire. | was bending down, kneeling in front of the fire and was almost hypnotized
by the wavering sapphires as they blended into the golden blazes, when suddenly Loretta primped out
of the bathroom wrapped in a towel, and it covered only her precious private parts. Enthralled by her
ready-to-do business forwardness | dropped the logs and met her endearing gaze. In atrance our bodies
became like magnets. We began to move in slow motion and without breaking the spell Loretta
without hesitation unleashed the towel. And the unveiling of her body, it was aesthetically engaging

and gratifying and the most incredibly delicious painting | d ever laid eyes on.

Water beads dripped between her wet chocolate breasts and as our bodies got closer, the dribbles
were also moving in slow motion. The stream trickled down and circled her navel. In my mind | drew a
square that was fixated on how precisely and compactly plumped her 32 tits were and how well they
fit on top of her dark dlim waistline. My appetites raged. At the bottom of her figure a massive
gleaming patch of moist curly jet-black vaginal hair dissolved the drips. The upside down triangularly
shaped bush took my gawk along and | spotted a smidgen of her vaginal opening. Whoa! | could feel

my entire body emerging into an erection.

L oretta s nakedness was pleasurable to my eyes but my gawk made the bashful dark brown beauty

droop her head.

In one move | was standing close to Loretta and with my middle finger | guided her chin up until our

eyes reunited. We embraced and our skins sunk into one person. The friction of my stiff penis against her



vagina hars sent tiny muscular shrills into my nerves and sent my protruding organ into an

uncontrollably vigorous frenzy.

Swooping all 110 pounds of Loretta s bare flesh into my arms | carried this bundle of sex and laid

her self-disciplined assets across an old secure mattress.

Outside the bedroom window of the house made of logs | was startled by a night owl s hoot. |
became awestruck by the streams of the moon s blue light that poured through the open curtains. The
beams covered Loretta like a transparent blanket and gave the impression of her innocence in a radiant

angelic glow.

| joined the suspense of my fascination. Suspended over her bare flesh | relaxed my chest muscles
into the squishiness of her breast. Our private manes became entangled. My penis brushed against her
vagina and rested between her inner thighs. This snuggly position my penis found itself in seemed to

have automatically produced an action that made her hips flex and her legs to spread wide.

Faint whispers of deep breaths were breathed into my ears when my penis began tugging into the
tightness of her hole. Although my penis was covered with plastic | was invigorated by the trickle of
her vaginal cream. The tip of my penis head jerked impulsively and plunged into her affectionate
heated waters. The thrilling glide was full of enchantment and it was a joy ride into what appeared to

be a bottomless pooal.

This was heaven the dream meeting the reality of every inspirational fantasy | d jerked-off to. But
those visional baptisms didn t prepare my solid rock organ for this joyous New World it had entered. If
my life never ever got any better and if | had to die that moment it would be okay. | had felt, seen, and

entered the Promised Land.



The deeper | penetrated her, the volume and the intensity of her ekes and ahs shifted and became
dramatically brazen. She grabbed a tight hold on my back, bent her knees and swung them up even
with her head. The acrobatic curl of her body into a round ball appeared to widen her vaginal walls. |

snatched up her hips with both hands and drove in deeper.

A dight rhythmic wiggle of her hipsand | lost the reins of my penis. Spastic spurts of ecstasy seized
power. Jerking convulsively | began dousing what seemed like an ocean into the pregnancy inhibiting,
disease protecting bag. | could fed semen overflowing the edges of the rubber into her sexual pond and

dripping against her vaginal walls.

My dwindling manhood was gaculating when Loretta yelped, Did you come already? | flopped

alongside her reeking in my first bad after sex funk. My shame slid in as a shield between us.

It was the quietest and longest fifth-teen minutes in my life. Secretly under the sheets | rubbed my
penis like it was a magic lamp. | wished for my rod too posses the urgency | felt. | needed a quick
redemption of my manhood and that meant an instant hard-on! Laying with my back to Loretta the
seconds lingered and the humiliation howled at me like a lone wolf in the woods. Pre-mature
gjaculation was destroying the perfect dream | d envisioned for our first time. Finally the wish came

true. | was hard again and ready to redeem the dream.

A second, third, fourth, fifth, again, again, again, again, and again with every entrance into th e
Promised-Land semen was squirted before Loretta was given adequate pleasurable satisfaction. During
one intermission Loretta dashed into the bathroom and | heard water running. | assumed she was
wiping any of my access juices off. As | lay aone, lying in the company of guilt and shame and

silence, | began to hear the sound of faint baby cries echoing from the closed door.



We tried several more times that weekend, until Loretta finally complained that she was sore. | had

flunked sex education 101.

It sok Kayin. | never thought sex would be f un anyway. She lied to make me feel better but | still

felt like a deviant wimp.

| counted how many revolutions were made on the Camry s 14-inch tires on Sunday night s londly
eighty-mile drive home. Some of the displeasure of the sexual nightmare that | believed Loretta
experienced seemed to have faded underneath the dark shades of her chocolate skin. And other pieces
of the horrid experience were expelled out and through the night black car window that her blanked

face stared into.

Instead of gawking at the sensuous pictures in the magazines that Danny had given me it was time
for me to begin reading the articles and researching and studying all the nasty, educational publications
| could find. | needed a cram course in sexual techniques. | ended up downloading multiple sex videos
from the Internet. Some were instructive but others were just freaky. As| listened to women squeal and
watched the grimaces on their orgasmic faces | began taking photographic memories of the moving
physique of the men that brought them to that joyous place. | had to absorb al the sex information |
could find and figure out how to simulate them in order for me to stimulate the female anatomy. | was

desperate and needed get an A on the subject.

Weeks would drift through our lives before | was given another opportunity to see Loretta naked
again.
| rented aroom at a motel off of Interstate 35. Liquid Love was sensuously carved on the bottle and

the greasy substance had a doodled drawing of a vagina twinkling; the aphrodisiac had made the sex

organ come alive! It tasted like chocolate covered cherries; the potion was a warming massage lotion. |



held the plastic bottle up and showed it to Loretta while she rolled out of her bra. She gave me a wry

smile.

This time the experience would be different. | would take my time before | came. That s what |

hoped for and what | had promised her.

Self-conscioudy she slipped out of her panties. She lay on her back exposing her jet-black curly
vagina hair and | was gawking again. | tried to slyly disguise the look into a natural glare. She arched
and spread her legs. Her luring explicit image added fuel to my aready excited appetites. Suppressing
my penises urges, those intense desires that begged to immediately plunge into her, | tried to think
about something else. | wanted to approach the situation differently. | decided to examine Lorettas

vulvaasif | was her private gynecologist.

| dropped samples of the Liquid Love on the edges of two fingers. Loretta s pubis was covered with
dark thick curly hairs. With the fingers | grazed a single wave of her hair. | lifted and released the hair

and then frisked my fingers through all the fur.

Smut was the color of the outsides of her outer labia. Applying my thumb and middle finger, | held
Lorettas outer labia opened. The top of Lorettas hood was charcoal and the insides were dark pink.
With my eyes amost touching her vulva | lifted her hood and spotted her clitoral gland. | made a
mental note her clitoris was there, somewhere in the background. Her charcoaled inner labia was
wrinkled and resembled the noodle on aturkey, the insides of it were pink and moist. The urethrawas a
tiny hole near the top of the vaginal opening. And there was a slither of skin that stretched to Lorettas

anal opening. This must be her perineum | reasoned.

Drenching my fingers with Liquid Love | performed as the videos had instructed. | stuck my index

finger inside Loretta and began making small circles around the top of her hood. Lorettas hips



immediately flinched and soon her vagina was rolling slight rhythms with my finger. Soon shed
arched her legs in a leaping frog stance and her butt began dlightly gyrating, adding a more upbeat

tempo. Wow! Gazing at her squirming flesh made my hormones shoot into overdrive.

Eke-ah! The sensuous sound eased between Lor ettas lips. Casually Loretta reached one hand
down and guided my finger to a spot that was higher and closer to the top of her hood and she shoved it
deeper inside. She was setting the pace motioning me to touch her with gentle larger circular strokes.
Loretta had been a virgin but obviously she d had experiences with an object or maybe, like me, shed

used her own hands. She knew her body well enough to know what made it feel good.

Eke-ah! Woo-whoa-woo! Lorettaintensely cont rollably squealed. | believe what | was doing was
new to her body and the good-girl was trying to muzzle what she was feeling. Uncontrollably her knees

leaped up to her head and her vaginal rhythms increased. She was making love to my fingers.

Ah shit! After five minutes of my fingerssc  rewing her the Christian girl let loose a slow kinky
sinner s screech. Inside the nerve endings of my fingers | began to feel Loretta s clitoris enlarging. Her
vaginal walls swelled, her hole shrunk and the heart-beat of her eager organ had a suction choke hold
on my fingers. Loretta s eyes tweaked and she propelled my touch even deeper inside. Her hips started

thrusting out of rhythm and her legs flung spastically.

Eke-ah! Woo-whoa-woo! Oh-my-god-she-it! As my Christian lovers body pulsated with
pleasures, she exasperatedly shouted. | watched her breathing gradually dwindle into weaker sighs, her
tit trembles ceased, and her pounding heartbeats eased. Her legs slowly drooped into limpness. Finally
there it was, the after sex glow was painted on her face. She had that satisfied radiance. Her moans and
seizures were sequential flashes of the ecstasy scenes | had seen in the videos. But this was real and

| m sure thiswas a Divine gift that had been given to both of us.



Since Loretta had gotten off, my confidence as a man was almost restored. | wanted to see if my
fingers could escort her to that magical place again. | explored and located more sensuous spots inside
her. | made her moan and come again, and again, and again. As | began to beat my chest for being
better in bed this time around, the guilt and shame of pre-gaculation was fading. Entering me was a
newborn courage. It was time for me to release the monster inside my stiff penis. | had to take another

chance and place it inside her manhood-eating seductive juices.

I mounted my six four frame over my ladies five foot four inch body. Whoa! Her virgina walls
were already pre-energized, orgasmic and juiced with electricity and | was able to easily dlide inside

and experience the extreme potency of her vagina s magnetic vigor.

Loretta began to wiggle her hips and the dippery wet sensations fast started my ass into an
uncontrollably shudder. And when | felt her black sleek body dlithering against mine | became
hysterical. It felt like | was rubbing against a serpents skin. Her moist malleable tissues were
launching an array of sensual impulses. All of her simulating highly charged sliding motions instantly

filled my whole body with ablissful rage!

But thistime | had to manage my penis and prevent premature gjaculation. | pulled up and almost
out of her sea of pleasures. Shifting down to a lower controllable gear | changed the direction of the
beat. My peniss heartbeat slowed and | began to measure the enjoyment of every intense wave of
satisfaction. If the gratification got too intense, once again | modified the rhythm. Often in powerfully

passionate moments | had to switch the entire track we were boogying to.

As | navigated inside her my penis slowly started exploring Lorettas vagina parts. By its
sensitivity, | located her clitoris. | flirted with the organ with gentle jabs and sporadically switched my
rhythms. Loretta squealed when | moved with her passionate clitoral thrusts. When | felt her vagina

tighten and sensed a muscle forming in her clitoris, | knew it was time to plunge into a faster speed.



Loretta slegs began wobbling into convulsions. | opened my eyes and saw her eyes tweak and roll. She

tossed her head back as if the magnitude of the pleasures were too strong for her tiny body to contain.

Eke-ah! Woo-whoa-woo! O-0-0-god-damn-K-a-yin! A spastic Loretta screamed.

Later aswe lay side by side | got excited watching large sweat drops glide over her naked body. She
gradually eased in one sustained deep breath. Releasing the air brought a big smile that consumed her

face. It was the afterglow again.

After we laid motionlessin silence, an invigorated L oretta began snaking her body down the side of
my torso. She arrived at my genitals and she sat up in the bed with her legs crossed. Switching roles
from how this episode of our sexual exploits began that evening, with her thumb and index finger,

L oretta began to examine my wilted organ.

Look! The size of your red and olive veins resemble muscles. | tilted my head and it looked

floppy to me.

A new sense of wonder and mystification was what | saw in my lover s eyes, as she glared at it.

Your penis is twilight black at the shaft then underneath this scraggly black hair next to your
testicles your natural caramel color reappears. Now | was beginning to understand some of her

awkward gawks. My penis was two-toned.

The soft sensitive way Loretta held my rod between her two fingers was beginning to arouse me.
The abject she held in her hand was obviously a new discovery to her eyes. As she groped her fingers
up and down the length, twirling it in her hand, squashing it, feeling its durability and thickness,
unintentionally she was stimulating my pole. | could sense ounces were being added and magically

right before her pretty little oval eyes my Jackal and Hyde transformation took place. As she observed



my penis metamorphosis, the characteristic features of her curious exploration changed and she

became the face of a happy little camper.

Everything and everyone needs aname. | like the black part of your penis. It s closer to my color.
She shrugged her naked shoulders and sheepishly smiled. How does Black Dickey sound? Loretta
had a neurotic compulsion to classify and organize anything and everything. And | believe she got off
on massaging this obsession. | also thought it was her profound appreciation for the object that

introduced her to the wonderful world of intercourse orgasm that she decided to name her guru.

Lorettaand | began to have lusty musty sex just as much as we hit the books and that was whenever
we weren t in class, working, or sleeping. We found ourselves craving each other between classes and
seeking out nearby vacant halls on campus. | would pin Loretta in a corner and Black Dickey learned
how to sniff out Loretta s clit while she was fully clothed. If the gratification became overwhelming for
me while we were dry humping | could always switch the dip and the tempo, and even if | soaked my
shorts, pre-gjaculated, | would continue grinding into her clit until her body squirmed into seizures.
And in bed cuddling, after she was drained of multiple orgasms, frequently my baby would burst out
crying. | believe they were tears of joy. | became a sex-pert on every inch of Lorettas skin that was

erogenous and we |earned that was most of her.



Chapter Five

| majunior, a college student in this community | wanted to scream! With his aim still beaded on
us | was afraid to even breathe. If | moved a faction | was sure his fingers would flex and | d be shot

with both barrels.

Aswe lay on the side of the road he rotated a pinpoint aim on us, and without my permission, | saw
the other cop ransacking the Camry. We were being treated like America s most wanted terrorist, and |

felt likel was Ben Laden.

Madow. Maslow. Maslow. This was a direct attack on my security and as a 21 year old black man

growing up in Oklahoma s America, | was already experiencing developmental issues.

My attention drifted from the dark roadside and funky tasting water to the lit up clean decency of
the university s classroom. Professor King, sorry | m missed the test; | was uh uh How could |
begin to explain to him my humiliation? And was it even possible for a white man to understand my

situation?

Hey! The cop in my car kneeled on one leg in the back seat, leaned out the door and held up a

plastic bag. Here sthe drugs!

Drugs? What? Gritting my teeth | gently screamed. | gawked up at the forty something pudgy white
cop and saw he was pleased with his discovery. An ugly sneer of hate towards us seemed to give him
pure enjoyment and his contorted frown let us know he was getting ready to inflict even more misery

into our lives.



Drugs! What the hell was going on? Like a bag of manure | was snatched to my feet. The
freckled-faced policeman shoved me hard and | stumbled up against the squad car. What in God s
name had Danny gotten me into? Danny vigorously shook his head, denying any association with the

drugs.

Buddy and Jarvis were placed in the back of the patrol car. Danny and | waited in the wet weather.
The thunder and the raspy interference sound of the police radio entertained us. After fifth-teen

minutes, finally, a transport patrol car came for us.

Black and white cars were all over the station s parking lot. My guts twisted and an alarm went off.
Why was | experiencing overwhelming dread when | was surrounded by an army of police vehicles?
And it hit me! All me life, al the conversations | d ever had with people in our community concerning
race, they all echoed one fact. In the daily lives of a lot of Oklahoma City s African Americans it
wasn t the religious Islamic fanatics shouting Jihad that we were afraid of; it was the people that we

paid to protect and serve that were our terrorist.

Handcuffed, in custody, | began to think of myself as a prisoner of war and | believed | was at the

headquarters of the enemy.

As Danny and | were escorted up on the wretched aged elevator for booking, | glared at him again

with disgust.

I Il get us out of this mess! Danny mumbled under his breath after reading the fury in my gaze.

The cops separated us and | wouldn t see my cousin for awhile.

The civilians that worked at the station gawked at me like | was a nasty piece of shit. | was

fingerprinted, photographed and lead to a cell.



It was called a holding tank. The large stone room was like a modern day dungeon and the place

reeked with filthy stale liquor, dried urine, and fecal matter.

In a space with fifteen rock slab beds | was jammed in with thirty-six other bodies. Drunks were
passed out in passageways and one inmate was using the trunk of the commode for a pillow. Connected
to the top of the stool was a push button drinking fountain, the fumes alone were enough to pollute the

water. Dysentery and cholera, and dying from some disease flushed through my mind.

The stench and dying from an iliness was only a distraction. Being beaten to death was my major
concern! My intestines felt like they needed to shed some feces. If one wrong word uttered from my
lips was misinterpreted or if | mistakenly had inappropriate eye contact that challenged an inmate, |

could easily be killed. Black Dickey snuggled between my nuts for safety.

Some of the sober inmates lay across the brick beds, some played cards or read tattered books, while

others strolled back in forth and mumbled secret troubling conversations. | joined in the private walks.

| finally dlid into a corner to sort out what | d say to Mamma. Another hour passed, and lunch was
served. | skipped the milk and tossed the stale bread with the chunky peanut butter into the trash tha t

was lunch.

A few hours later | overheard a group of inmates informing others that since it was aready late
Friday afternoon we would al have to wait until Monday to be arraigned. No judge to set bail meant |
was there for the weekend. Black Dickey s three nights and two days expectations of ecstasies with
Loretta were thwarted. For the past six weeks we d skimped and saved and schemed at spending this
weekend together. Easy inexpensive, accessible, affordable, getaway sites were becoming a way of life

for us.



Over the course of the next three days two brutal fights broke out right in front of me. A gash on the
side of one mans head spewed blood on my white shirt. Blotches of red were absorbed into the
material that had already dried and semi-shrunk. In another battle, the prisoner had his right eye clawed
out of the socket and he had to be rushed to the hospital. There were several all night treats of brawls,

constant arguments, and | listened to stories even more pitiful than mine.

| had pulled an all-nighter preparing for a test and even though | was dog-tired for the next three
days fear kept my eyes wide-opened. Dead-tired, under devastating circumstances, | was living wide-

awake in a hellhole and forced to observe the worst of human behavior.

On Monday morning Mamma was in court for the bail hearing. She saved me from further madness

by promptly placing up our home in the Land of Oz for collateral.

Depleted from any signs of sanity | stared out the window speechless in a stupor while Mamma

drove me home.

My Lord, my Lord, my Lord! My sister and her son; they re delivering our entire family to the
wicked white oppressors on a silver platter. My Lord, my Lord, my Lord! Mamma shook her head in
disgust and eyeballed a horrifying stare in my path. The gawk gave me a menta spanking. Her puffed
gape opened my wrecked depression and splattered guilt into my blood stream. The situation was
partly my fought and | should have used better judgment. But was it bad judgment? Was | responsible?
If | was white helping out arelative and his white friends would | even be in this situation? Would my
mother or | be questioning my judgment? Still, | wrestled with whatever measurable accountability |

may have had for the predicament | wasin.



As she pulled in front of the house she noticed my Camry was missing, Damn they ve got your
car! | was still traumatized by all the drama and Mamma had chaotically rushed to my rescue; wed

forgotten to get my car from the pound.

You stay here. Go get some rest. | [l get Mrs. Green to drive your car. Mamma took pity on me

and asanurse | m sure she d diagnosed | was suffering from PTSD (Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder).

Y ou take a bath before you crawl into bed. S he coiled her face to emphasize my obvious odorous

jailhouse funk.

As the warmth of water showered my skin, | tried to scrub the whole filthy experience of jail out of
and off my life. Already dazed, water beating against my body seemed to hypnotize me and | began

reflecting.

Water shed moments: Before moving into Oz, | was incapable of using that adjective to describe my
previous short life experiences. As | palmed my genitals in one hand, graciously and generously, |
began massaging suds all over Black Dickey. As | held my organ | became sensitive to his
disappointments and triumphs. Aware that | had a snowball s chance in hell of ever getting some from
a white girl in Oklahoma. And for years the sum of all of my begging from a sister was zero, each day
that passed without soaking my penis in a vaginal hole had brought him more gloom and despair. |
acknowledge that High school graduation had been a proud moment for me. Getting a scholarship and
into a college nearby had been a dream come true. Those private achievements were expected, all
products of hard work and a demanding mother. Neither could compete with my habitually starved
carnal desires. | wagged Black Dickey and thought, oh how elusive and heartbreaking sex had been for
him! Loretta had given me sex and that had been my second watershed moment. She gave me this
precious gift and her world changing endowment had Black Dickey weeping with joy! Marinating

Black Dickey in her juices and becoming the meat sandwiched in the middle of her womanly buttered



bread, palming and squeezing her tight muscular smoked thighs, in these riches | d found my pot of

gold my nirvana!

| held my face up, turned the pulsating speed on high and allowed the water to thrash down. Shea
butter was massaged into my hair. And in an uncontrollable frenzy | scratched deep into my scalp. |

was trying to remove the affliction of being in jail.

Watershed moment: Walking, talking, and eating, were normal learned human behaviors. And as
far back as | can remember, woven into Oklahoma City s black community, | d heard cops were
ruthless and notorious. As the white cop held that huge double barrel shotgun at my head, when | saw
the hate in the white man s gawk and felt him wishing | d make a false move, when | knew he wanted to
blow my damn head off that was another watershed moment! His community had taught him it was
ok or a good thing to kill a black man. In my brief existence | had witnessed acts of violence and | had
engaged in some fistfights myself, | d never been | ocked inside a cage with constant bizarre aggression.
Injail | was trapped, vulnerable, exposed to indiscriminate unrestrained explosive brutality. The state,
the police had the power to do anything they wanted to do with my life | concluded, and that was a

reality and another watershed moment.

| stepped out of my spell and from the tub and | was the walking dead, a zombie. | headed to my

bedroom.

On edge in the privacy of my own space and inside my skin and on the outer shell | was naked as a

jaybird when | dove towards the bed. And in mid-air | was snoozing before my head hit the pillow.

For fourteen hours | lay in bed dead to the world. Tuesday morning | staggered awake and

unsuccessfully tried to shake off the nightmarish weekend. The aroma of bacon let me know | was back



in Oz. And getting to school on time buzzed ahead of the dread | was feeling and this was the impetus

that steered my assinto gear.

| found a plate of eggs, bacon, and toast that Mamma had placed in the microwave. The nurse had

aready left to save lives.

Physically nourished and aert | was ready to feed my brain. | marched outside and was shocked
when | spotted that my car had been beaten-up. The sleek Camry resembled a hoopty. The hood was
buckled. Already traumatized | carefully inspected the inside of my car. The front and the back seats
were shredded. Electrical wires were yanked and left dangling underneath the dashboard. It was asif a
band of crack-heads used butcher knives searching for dropped hits. | remember watching TV detective

programs and cops always used the term, tossed the vehicle.

Vinyl seat covers would take my meady savings. Then to rewire the signal/lights, air/heater,
radio/CD Player, windshield wipers and just thinkin g about all the cost was causing my head to hurt.
Do it myself! | decided. | [l buy new wires and spend the whole weekend on my back under the

dashboard. | popped the key in the ignition; the motor was fine.

The insolated life | had once known had been violated and that day in all my classes my
concentration drifted. Repeated flashes of the evil cop and the shotgun barrel; an open eye socket,
globs of blood, streaming funk from the jail, and a plucked eyeball rolled around in my head. These

frightening videotapes were vividly replayed and relived all day.

Briefly interweaving these nightmares, inside the corridors of the clean learning environment, |
began to stare at each white student with suspicion and envy. How did these reds and blond-headed
people spend their weekends? Was all their worries consumed with passing college courses? Did they

wonder if a shotgun would be pointed in their faces when they left school ? Were the pink people living



in fear of an upcoming trial and the prospects of facing prison time? Did any of them have these extra

pressures?

At the end of the day, the only way | figured | could halt the haunts from the horrible watershed
weekend was to replace it with my most important wish that came true. If | had to beg for it, | had to

get some of Loretta s loving!

Without crushing my ego further by my anxious pleas Loretta was ready and willing to console and
give me her special treats. My queen broke her strident restrictive schedule and we both skipped work

that night.

Loretta s grandmother had one of few rarely framed houses in the neighborhood and it was down
the road from ours on the southeast edge of Oz. A stairway of crimson brick led to the porch and pasty,
wooden rails decorated it. On the wooden deck there was an old fashioned swing and in the spring and
summer exotic potted flowers surrounded it. Before Loretta gave me some, out in night s darkness, we
use to bump and grind fully clothed on the old swing. The rickety squeaks would echo the rhythms our

bodies made.

Loretta s grandmother was like many elderly bl ack Oklahomans. They had migrated from Texas to
escape small Jim Crow towns. When she arrived with her husband in the prairie town in 1955 they
found an already established segregated Oklahoma City. Most of the jobs available for black women
were private housekeepers for white women and bed making clean-up jobs in the downtown hotels.
She chose the latter. With the revolutions of the sixties and by the sweat of her brow life did get better
for Lorettas grandmother. She was able to retire as a factory worker. She and her diseased husband

bought their modest three-bedroom house in the Land of Oz in the mid-seventies.



That night under autumn s orange dlice of the moon the winds blew easy and the relationship

between Loretta and | eased into another phase.

Loretta s cozy faintly lit living room was adorned with African Art. Photographs of Black Eve and
gueens Nofretari, Hatshepsut, and Tiye, rocks and miniature artifacts from Mt. Kilimanjaro and the
pyramids, these African relics gave the area an imposing mystique. And | was in awe of their majestic

gpiritual meanings.

Is that you Kayin? Lorettas grandmother hol lered from the rear, she was in the den. In the midst
of the culturally roya scenery | had my pants unzipped; my hands were under Loretta s dress gripping
her ass, while Black Dickey was rolling with the rhythms of Loretta s clitoris. An ebony laced trim silk
skirt; the soft material had made it easy to feel Loretta s sensuousness and to dive into her vibe. But our
excitedly energized bodies caused us to stumble and the noise had gotten Lorettas grandmother s

attention.

Yesmaam! | shouted. | released Lorettasb utt, we gazed at each other intently, exhaled, and our

salivating erotica slowly eased away.

Come on back and visit! Even though | suspec ted the old lady knew | had been intimate with her
granddaughter | prepared myself to respect her request. | zipped my pants and assumed the innocence

of an angelic studious college boy.

To get to the den | had to pass through the kitchen. Collard greens, black-eyed peas, meat loaf and
homemade cornbread, the southern tangy flavors spiced the air and gave me a rush. The scent felt like

it was full of nutrients and the odor had the effect of smelling sauce being administered. Ah!

Hi Kayin! Have you had dinner? We have plenty . Mrs. Graham was swallowing the last of her

meal. After she gave the festive invitation she fiddled a toothpick to the side of her mouth. Always



wearing her fashionable purple robe the old lady shoved her serving stand to the side and leaned,
relaxing in a brown leather recliner at a 90-degree angle. A blanket was folded on her lap. The TV was
on CNN. Beside the empty plate on her serving table there was a giant cup of sweet ice tea and her

thick granny bifocals.

Hi Mrs. Graham, thanks, but | already had sup per. Woo! Whatever it was you ate, it sure smells
like it tasted delicious! | rubbed my tummy and proceeded to drop a kiss on the old womans

charcoaled forehead.

As she picked her teeth she gave me a hard inquisitive gaze.

Now tell me what did those blue and gray clad evil Klansmen do to you? Elderly black people
have a unique way of expressing what they mean without any apologies. She flexed the chair into an
upright position and flicked the TV off. | explained my situation and then spent the next amicable half-
hour listening to the trials of the black men of her life and how abusive they d been treated by

Oklahoma City s Police Department.

| m getting sleepy. She yawned. Once again | kissed her on the forehead. | extended a hand and
helped her to her feet. Mrs. Graham grabbed the cane that leaned against the side of the recliner. We
walked side by side to her bedroom. Now you gone and visit with Retta. With a dy eye the old

woman winked.

A guest bedroom separated the two ladies private spaces. As | leisurely walked down the hall Black
Dickey began to worry. Would Loretta have her head buried in a book or could he pick up where he

left off in the living room?

With an ear pressed against my baby s door | gave it a light tap. Sada s sexy lyrics were barley

audible. Loretta cracked the entrance. Under an indigo lamplight s dimness | glanced down and



became a captive of her tiny slinky rose negligee. She widened the door, gracefully offering me her
hand Loretta and curtsied; it was a classy southern invitation, one that | readily accepted. As shetilted |
was exposed to her round firm dark mochatits. | was amazed that my sneak around lover had asked me

into her boudoir and was seductively nearly naked.

As | glided through the entrance, behind me | heard a soft click. | peaked back and, Loretta
mischievously was quietly squeezing the door shut. Are we still tiptoeing into love making, | surmised.
| quickly summed up our discrete, secret-from-our-guardians, love affair: Sneaking and hiding away on
the mountain; and creeping away on weekends as if we were only best buddies; sneaking around
experimenting in interstate motels; humping in bump-n-grind quickies in deserted hals between
classes. Our sexua relationship had been hush-hush, kept underground from my mother and her

grandmother. Had we advanced all the way to the inside of my bashful baby s home?

I quickly removed my canary yellow v-neck sweater and dropped my trousers and boxers in the next
stroke. Whirling Lorettaup into my arms | laid her face down on the bed. The negligee flounced up and
exposed a large portion of Lorettas creamy chocolate thighs. Awkwardly, Lorettas ass had perched
upward, and in this unnatural pose and the way the sheik red fabric fell above her bootie, to my already
horny gaze, the posture was a perfect photographic expression of eroticism. Black Dickey robotically

snapped the shot and turned-on.

I mounted her doggie-style. Reaching underneath her | embraced the firm and squishiness of her
tits. Loretta eased her hips into half and double shift rhythms and feeling safe in the comforts of
Lorettas bed | added corresponding cadency wiggles. Black Dickey slide up and down sides of her
ass-hole and he was unexpectedly splendidly stimulated. Eke-ah! Kayin. Sensuousness radiated off
the strip of skin between Loretta s vulva and her ass, her perineum. Stroking the area had also aroused

her. The sudden increased feeling impulsively jolted me into sslamming Black Dickey into Lorettas



twat. She quickly scuttled the rhythms of her hips into spasms. Electrified by her swift passionate

seizures, with long thrust, | soon followed. This was the quickest she d ever came.

After she disposed the rubber Loretta, crawled between my legs. She hugged Black Dickey with one
hand. With the eyes of an angel she winked a devil may care lure up a me and then in the direction of

Black Dickey.

Loretta slipped a fresh condom on Black Dickey. She slid her moist tongue up the side of Black

Dickey and when she reached the shaft he was back, hard as a rock.

My friends said thisis a special gift a woman gives to the man she loves. Imitating a bad girl s
smile Loretta plunged Black Dickey between her smoldering smokey lips. The friction of Lorettas
jaws plus her saliva as a lubricant gave her tongue slick wiggles, a power that sent a scream of new

original ecstasiesinto Black Dickey.

| knew Loretta hadnt read a book on oral sex and | doubt if shed previewed any other how to
instructions on the topic. If any classes were offered on the subject in the Bible belt of Oklahoma, | was
certain she hadn t enrolled in any of those courses either. She was a rookie oral sucker not that | could
tell what an experienced penis licker felt like but Loretta made a mistake when she began nibbling on
Black Dickey. Her teeth nicked a nerve near Black Dickey s head and the pain for him was similar to

my fear when | gazed up the barrel of that shotgun. Instinctively | snatch her head off my penis!

Damn! The stinging ache caused meto cuss.

| m sorry did that hurt? The shame-faced ang € asked. | nodded. Loretta began to puff soothing
tiny breaths all over Black Dickey. She whistled soft air over my balls and then licked and sucked
them. Then she placed a rejuvenated effervescent Black Dickey into her mouth. | began to feel the

actual rhythms of lovemaking and her whole orifice started to have reflexes like a vagina.



Newness brings interesting reactions and old comparisons. The way that Loretta would grab my ass
and hold it in place with an ironclad hand while she was coming, | began to have a similar response.
Consumed in passion | embraced the back of Loretta s head until her tongue performed like a clitoris

and allowed the snake dlitters to wrestle the juices out of Black Dickey.

The entire evening was an unsullied episode and a spiritual experience for Loretta and me. Shed
offered me an oral intimacy and her new warm sensitive loving was exceedingly pleasing for Black
Dickey. | was extremely needy that night and by her unselfish actions | knew shed sacrificed her
Christian beliefs. But that night | felt Lorettas faith was changing. Without hesitation she d allowed
her tongue to touch my soul completely. Her generosity was soothing to my injured psychic and
Loretta had trusted our relationship to advance, we d entered into the solitude of her sacred bedroom.
And even more imperative for Lorettas sake, since shed paid half the bills for years, shed finally
exposed our secret sex life to her grandmother. The simple changes that Loretta put forward that night
nourished my convictions in our relationship. Her support moved our connection to more than just two

horny student-lovers | believe we were beginning to live our lives as grown-ups.

Get up Kayin! Kayin get up! | struggled to g et an eyelid opened. | awakened and a butt naked

Loretta stood bowed over the bed slinging her chocolate crispy round firm tits above my head.

Honey get up you re going to make me late. | have early classes this morning. Meekly and with a
stern tone my baby pleaded. Being aware that | was awake, Loretta quickly threw on a robe; she
grabbed a make-up kit, some bathing lotions and stuck them into a plastic see-through bag. | believed

when she hastily hiked out of the door she headed to the bathroom.

No alcohol was served last night but after our new sexual liberation | was druggy. Still tripping

between the horrid weekend and the substitute cure of last night, | tried to make sense of what had



happened. Was our honeymoon over? Was Loretta my new unpredictable sinning lover back to being

the uptight Christian, and the up and coming black professional businesswoman?

| heard pulsating morning fresh water splashing down the hall and the image of a stream beating
against her naked body drove flashback yearnings to have more of last night s delights. Black Dickey

Sprung into action!

Since the two women had shared this household for years | figured they probably hardly ever locked

any of the inside doors, including the bathroom and | wasright.

When | silently dlid opened the shower door water was splattering on the face of my petite piece of
gooey dark chocolates. | gazed upon Lorettas wet nakedness and again | was mesmerized. Water
rushed over her nipples and down on her trimmed feminine hips. Steady streams rolled in and out of
her naval asif this part of her body s structure was a waterfall. Her thick vaginal bush looked like trees
absorbing water in arain forest. And the way rain forests are a lively green the wetness gave Loretta s

vaginal hairs an alluring rich dark wavy appearance.

Butt naked | stepped inside and under the sprinkles.

Startled and shy by my unexpected entry into her privacy, Loretta cautiously, involuntary, folded

one arm to cover her breast the other hand shielded her vaginal hair.

Batting her eyes as if they were dismissing her surprised panic, her gawking eyes were immediately

drawn to the dangling of a gloved Black Dickey.

Oh! You are going to make me late. Tehehe! L oretta delivered a halfhearted appeal and then let

loose a spunky little girlish giggle.



As water bounced between our bodies | moved quickly and was up on Lorettas girly gaze. | lifted
her legs up and pinned her against the linoleum wall. Loretta sprouted her legs around my waist and her
arms formed a tight seal that circled my body she f it into me like a missing piece. The full-throttled
massaging water swished across the rhythms that my naked ass made and Loretta s passionate squeals

were muffled under the splash of water beats.



Chapter Six

| loveyou. There was no more than an inch of air between our lips when Loretta whisked that old
poetic stanza into the wind and into our world. Through a tiny space and with the molecules of a

magnet, the verse heaved us together. We kissed and said our good-byes outside in her driveway.

| drove off and repetitiously the vibe | love you rode with me like a god. Other than my mother and

grandmother, Loretta was the only other woman who d shown real affection for me.
After school | got on Goggle and searched for alocal attorney.

Mrs. Lora Mae Williams wasn t the cheapest and probably not the best lawyer but on the phone she
was the best salesperson. She had worked in the D.A. s office and had an intimate relationship with the
prosecuting attorney s staff. She planted that idea in my head and that s why | chose her. It was

comforting to believe | had someone white that had a personal bond with my persecutors.

Mrs. William s had time available that evening and | made the appointment. As soon as | hung up
reasons to fret pounced on me. Youre a college student and you dont have any mo ney to hire a
lawyer. My misfortunes had already placed our home on the chopping block and now | d have to ask

Mammato co-sign on aloan. Damn!

There s nothing in this world like a mother s love. On the drive to Tinker s Credit Union Mammas

only question was how and why | d chosen Lora Mae for alawyer, not once did she ask how much.

Only blocks away from the filthy institution where | was held hostage in the city jail, Lora Mae s

office was on thefirst floor of an old building that demanded remodeling or demolishing.



Lora Mae Williams was a squatty mid-forty something woman that looked extremely white. Her
blond hairstyle was highlighted in ginger and the black roots gave it an exotic gleam. Like most white
women in Oklahoma City Mamma thought all of them overdid it in the make-up department. With a
dlanted nose Mamma would say, Too thick on the eye-shadow and too heavy on the face powder!

Why do Okie white women insist on dressing like clowns?

Stacks of books, pamphlets, loose papers, tacks, and a roll of clear tape cluttered her desk. Either
Mrs. Williams was a busy lady or she was a sloppy pig or maybe a little of both. She wore an out-dated
navy blue Brooks Brothers business suit. The pants she wore were too short wade-waters. Her most
assuring and endearing credentials continued to be her familiarity with the district attorney s office. |
know those guys She said, nodding, adjusting her  glasses. In a southern matter of fact way she was
saying she could handle them. We left her office almost convinced that she could persuade the

authorities of my innocence.

Cool misty breezy nights were the forecast for the weekend. Cuddling under the covers with my
sweetheart Loretta is what Black Dickey had designs to do, but on my back under the dashboard

repairing the Camry iswhat | did.

| was under the weather that was the reason | gave Professor King for missing his test. | did the
make-up exam. It was probably a more complicated examination. Ninety-five percent, that was my
score. There are no excuses for missing atest. This was the motto of the slim beaked nosed dictator.
The King had already delivered his rules at the beginning of the semester and if for some God forsaken
reason one did ignore his warning the highest grade a student could receivewasa C. | was lucky the

tyrant gave us the opportunity to throw out our lowest score.

The following week Oklahoma s autumn winds blew heat through the rustling leaves and the sunny

temperature was a balmy eighty degrees. The robins, redbirds, scissor-tails, jay-hawks, and a variety of



warm weather birds had already flown further south, only small swallows and a few other colorless
birds circled the skies and waited on the harsh winter weather that lay ahead. A jailbird | had known for

all the seasons of my life called me collect it was Danny.

I had known this man al my life and there was never aday | hadn t thought of him, this was true
when | was locked up and certainly since | d been out. Hateful and angry reflections illuminated the
thoughts and images | had of my cousin. Neither my aunt, nor any of his friends had money for bail.
And even though | wanted to break his neck, | hoped and prayed my cousin would find his own way

out of that hellhole.

Hey bro, what s happening? Danny had been gi fted or at least had nurtured and perfected a slick
cool whisper in his voice. As a teenager when he spoke on the phone hed use this soft sensuous
undertone to get girls into bed. | was jealous because | couldn t imitate the sound and | was unable to
bed a girl. This time | picked a muddled anxiety in his polished tone. Living life in that dungeon for
three whole weeks is an existence | couldnt phantom. Danny had spent at least six months in the
county jail before and he was fearless in a fight, maybe it wasnt so bad for him. | wanted to believe

that idea

We joked, laughed, spoke of old times growing up and the high school years. Then | began to ask

him about the drugs

Shshsh, not right now bro! Danny shushed me asif he knew someone was ease dropping.

Can you get hold of some money and bounce me up outta here man? Danny s hip-hop swaggering
tone had an undercurrent; | felt his desperation and sensed the dribble of a little boy s cry. | felt
powerless. | had no money or assets and | didnt know any rich black folk. Because of his record his

ball was more than mine.



I Il see what | can do man. Yeah. | gave Dan ny false hope, clinched my fist, bit my tongue and
regretted that | d suggested an impossible promise. The truth, | knew of no one who could help him. | d
never seen awealthy black man in Oklahoma City. And since my arrest | was beginning to believe God
had only blessed a few of us in the whole world with the riches and accesses that | believed ordinary

white people could have or had.

Man | know those brothers and they werent carrying when they got in your ride. Man that was a
whole goddamn pound those cops lifted! Man where were we going to sell that much stuff at six in the
morning, it was raining cats and dogs, you were taking us downtown! What black person do you know
is doing business downtown right under the man s nose in this cow town? Man | don t know why but
these mother s are setting us up! | imagined Danny s head sneaking and ducking a look-see on the
other side of the receiver, if the phone was bugged, then he could hide, and no one would be able to

hear us. My cousin used that sort of logic sometimes.

Growing up in a southern city where many blacks had a hate-on for the police, and experiencing the
bone curling repulsiveness in the white cop seyes | almost believed Danny s account about the drugs

being planted.

The best | could offer Danny was to supply his cigarette habit. | carried him a carton of Kool s on

my weekly visits.

A week before Thanksgiving ice formed in the clouds and dropped deadly icicles all over the Prairie
State. Huge deadly frozen pointed particles hung from rooftops. On the limbs of weak withering wintry
trees, the frost appeared to be part of a weird winter harvest. Some of the frost snapped the frail limbs
guickly while other icicles lingered and the heavy weight gave the tree a weeping willow swaying
posture, but finally the gravity of the massive loads would snap the helpless limbs like twigs. Cars

skated through the streets and swerved off into ditches and into each other. The freeze snapped



telephone and electrical wires. Entire communities were without power. Mother Nature spared Mamma
and | and most of the black folks of Park Estates, but down on the lower eastside where Danny s

mother resided, that neighborhood was one of the electrical casualties.

Aunt Betty spent the next bitter cold eleven days with us. For her convenience | converted the

garage into adin. She slept on arollaway bed and used a space heater to stay warm and cozy.

On day four we gathered at the breakfast table and Aunt Betty divulged her discontent for being

second class.

White folks are going to get their shit turned on first. She perched her lips like a child and sipped
through the steamy smoked swirls of black coffee. A dark crucifix scar was branded in the middle of
her crimson-yellow forehead, a left over war wound from her drugging, drinking, and prostitution days.
The mark appeared to come alive whenever she was angry. Still possessing a tight petite figure at forty-
one, the blemish was the only imperfection | could see she had. And even though Aunt Betty had
begun taking college classes at Oklahoma State s extension center in Oklahoma City, and had been
sober almost eight years, she had never allowed herself to believe the illusion her existence could ever

be as precious or as equa to Caucasians in Oklahoma City.

Hip-hop grew up in America s ghetto streets and Aunt Betty had lived the street life. When | was a
budding teen-ager, Aunt Betty was in her early thirties. She was a wiry party-girl, and her lean body
paraded in mini, and wildcat skirts, silk camisoles and low rider pants. She exposed her slender
crimson sexy tummy and tender tits. In my pubescence, silently and without me wishing, Black Dickey

had had incestuous erotic passionate daydreams of a naked Aunt Betty.

Girl you know that s the truth. Mamma chewed on her bacon and confirmed her sister s protest.

Always the big sister in many ways, Mamma had a tinge of bulk in her stature.



Hurry up and eat! | I quiz you on your mid-t erm Organic Chemistry exam. Mamma sucked up a
mouth full of grits and made the suggestion to Aunt Betty. Her little sister was studying to become a
nurse like her. Both sisters still had housecoats on, rollersin their hair and | was eating breakfast in my

burgundy robe.

| dressed then | entered the living room and saw the two ladies had moved from the dinning table
and were lodged at the living room table. Mamma had a book propped in her lap and | assumed she had

asked Aunt Betty a hard question because Aunt Betty appeared bewildered.

| bet Danny-Boy s freezing his buns off! Aun t Betty leaped from her chair and rushed to the front
door. She parted the three tiny purple curtains at the top and stared through the glass. Her gaze became

frozen into the outside weather s coldness.

Mamma rose from her chair, she placed the textbook on the black octagon marble coffee table and
followed her sister to the door. Mamma began massaging her fingers on top of her little sister s

shoulders.

We were middle class, a family that used most of our income to pay monthly bills. We hadnt
planned on the disaster of an arrest. There were no monies set aside for bondsmen and lawyer fees. It

was hard to watch huge tears drip form Aunt Betty s maimed defeated eyes.
That was our morning before our lives entered the world and Thanksgiving was three days away.

* k%

Although | recelved most of the same information and | sat side by side with white students in
classrooms, | aways felt they had a cultural advantage. Like hip-hop, soul, blues, spirituals, and slave

songs were steeped in black codes, most of my instructors, teachers, and professors were white, and



they had their own innuendos. | believe these cryptograms were unintentionally and intentionally easily

communicated to my white classmates.

You ve got to work twice as hard and be twice as smart as the white students. This was the Black
folk s Declaration of Independence, and throughout my life, Mamma had repeated that handed down
coded policy principal. This affirmation was born in America and became the standards whites set up
to judge African American achievement. The forefathers who wrote the United States Constitution had
laid down the gauntlet. Legally, originally and officially the document said a slave s life was worth

only three-fifths the value of awhite person s.

The semester ended ten days before Christmas and an upcoming trial was sizzling inside my head
like a fuse on a lit bomb. To pass finals | had to man-up and muster strength from African American

ancestors and use their old handed down mantra.

After two and a half years of burning the mid-night oil, practicing the twice better than rituals, at the
end of the term | was more than a four point student. According to the evaluations of their customs, |
was almost equal to a white person. More than an average Negro more than three fifths of a person, at

least | wanted to be seen thisway in the eyes of a Oklahoma white judge and jury.

Preparing for the Baby Jesus Christmas holiday, | found myself immersed in a mixture of moods.

Parts were inspirational, there were bits of melancholy, and a bunch was erotic horniness.

Since last spring | d been hustling to pay for a finedly woven camel coat for Momma, and | was

thrilled | was ableto get it out of lay-away on time.

A corduroy Jacket and matching purse was the natural pimp-down style Aunt Betty was shooting
for in her new life. | got the set at a Nearly New Shop it was fun to see my despondent aunt beam

with Christmas merriment.



| delivered Danny his regular carton of cigarettes plus | placed money in his account for special
goodies. | received the usual depersonalization mean and nasty stares from the staff at the police

department.

Empty your pockets. With a spiteful scowl an d a pig s face the white woman blurted. Her glower
overshadowed the wrinkles above and below her skeleton lips. The detestable grimace had silently

added Nigger to her demand.

Put your belongings in here! She dlipped a m anila envelope through an opening underneath the

protective glass.

| placed my wallet and keys inside and she dlid the package back to her.

Write your name on it! She snapped, obvioud Vy irritated at my stupidity.

Even though | d never considered striking a female, | wanted to haul off and bitch-slap her. But the

visitor sroom of ajail wasnt the best place to exercise crimina conduct. | imprisoned my emotions.

In only aweek stime Danny s creamy skin was a shade darker. A bumpy rash had grown across his
cheeks. Since Danny s incarceration his stout physique had lost at least twenty pounds. His cool style

had changed to edgy.

Bro you know | appreciate the gifts. A man has got to have candy bars and something to read up in

this shit house. Danny managed to show gratitude t hrough his tortured frown.

Sitting across from the man behind bars in the orange jump suit, | shook and bowed my head,

knowing | couldn t give him what he wanted most fre edom!

Driving away from the house of pain, | was suddenly filled with an overwhelming horror. Danny

was street tough and he was withering. If my green asswasin acell | d be eaten alive within a week.



* k%

| rarely dressed up in a suit and tie and since high school | usualy wasnt a regular at church

services, but with atrial looming | needed al of God s loving careto carry me into the New Y ear.

Since Loretta and | belonged to different churches, she went her way and | was Mamma s escort to
our mid-night candle-lighting service on Christmas Eve. Our congregation, close to three hundred
faithful, was made up of the neighborhood s working class. | grew up knowing every member. | knew
al of their peculiar habits and most of their imperfections. This was the church that | freely swam

under the waters in baptism and graciously gave the spirit my pubescent heart.

In the same manner as we d done before | d become avisitor, Mamma and | sat in the sanctuary in

our usual middle row mid-section pew seats.

The children s choir sang Away in a Manger. Their innocent harmonies whisked me off into
dreamland. Degja vu! | use to be one of them. | became soothingly wrapped into the romantic idea of

being achild again.

The adult gospel singers crooned a soulful Slent Night , Noel , and Hallelujah. There were a
lot of old-heads among the adult vocalist and | had a rush of imposing memories. | recalled when some
of the men had hair and when it was darker and when the women were a few pounds lighter. | thought
of occasions when several of them had disciplined me for running in church or for talking during a
sermon. The first time | read a verse at the podium Sister Frazier adorned a gleaming smile on me and
her spirited glow gave me the feeling that | belonged up there. When the minister announced all the
scholarships | had received, with everyone in the congregation applauding, my eyes were drawn to
Brother Ervin. His wholehearted claps caused his whole chubby body to wobble. There were more

recollections of personal intimate conversations and incidents with individuals in our fellowship and |



became serenely absorbed by those good old days. | believe | finally had a clue of the meaning It

takesavillage.

The temple was quiet as a mouse when my childhood Sunday school teacher Sister Mary Robinson,

appeared at the podium.

The light of hope With perfect diction that s how she began. Stran  gely the title of her message

slammed against my heart like aton of bricks. | desperately needed hope in my world.

Reading from the book of Matthew, she began eloquently telling the story of The Three Wise Men.
With precise articulation, her opening testimonials floated off her tongue into the air sprouting wings
and the words appeared to soar straight to heaven. Always solemn, the biblical theatrical storyteller
narrated Isaiah 40 1-5 The Prophesy of the coming of Jesus. She skipped to Luke and read, while in
the background the congregation saw the children pan amine a performance as Mary and Joseph and

how the baby Jesus was born in a manger.

And at midnight it was an amazing sight to witness a church full of black folk, each holding a lit
candle in the darkness, singing Joy to the World. Caught up in the moment, | reflected werenot ev en

seen as equalsin this state; yet, here we stand singing in harmonious bliss. Feliz Navidad.

Outside, underneath a harvest moon, as | stared up into the clear crispy black skies, | saw sprinkles
of the Big Dipper. Under the glare of the parking lot light Mom huddled with a group of her fellow
Christian women friends. | propped my butt against the fender of the Camry and maintained the
amazement of being seduced by the winter s chilly air, the glimmer of the stars and the mysteries of the

night. Feliz Navidad.

As | drove towards our home, | saw a car suddenly shut off its lights in front of Trish s house.

Glaring at the vehicle | oozed pass it. Though the dimness of night | guessed that the car had a cherry



color. Working my memory harder, | believe the car sort of resembled the spanking brand new

Mustang Trish s parents had given her as a wedding present.

Two years ago Trish had met a man, married him, and moved to Cleveland, his hometown.

As| dlid from the Camry | heard footsteps. | listened, and the shoes clicking a happy dance up to the
driveway, sounded familiar. Squinting, | tried to recognize the unique stride generated by the

advancing silhouette.

Was it my first love? Wasit ?

Hey Kayin! Sweetie! On Christmas Eve, from m y past, in the darkness, a sensuously endearing

accent greeted me.

Trish! | zoomed in and spotted her adorable dimples. In two long quick strides | was in her face.
With tingling amazement we gawked into each other s eyes. And for the first time since our youthful
play at sex encounter, | moved closer to my teen-age fantasy lover, and with no fear or hesitation, |

started caressing Trish s voluptuous buttery body.

Trish had dyed her rich deep black hair. She was now a honey blonde and had bunched her long
tresses into abun. Arm in arm and giddy, we danced an African American jig as we promenaded out of

the wintry air and into the affectionate heat of my home.

Trish s house key didn t fit and her cell phon e needed charging. When she d moved her parents had
changed the locks. Two days earlier her father had told me that he and his wife would be out of town

for the holidays. He d ask me keep an eye on the pl ace.



| helped Trish remove her auburn suede coat and was amazed and turned-on by the way her body s
curves emerged in plain navy blue fatigues. Even an ordinary exercise uniform had emphasized how

amazingly attractive she was.

The old jerk-off memories sprung back into Black Dickey and his lusting hunger quickly became a
gawk in my eyes. | decided to divert the intention of the gaze and gave a critique of Trish s fashion

sense.

| eyed her fine-looking ass up and down and then had to mask my aroused hormones with a
perplexed expression. You re wearing pumps with t hat outfit? With a worn-out expression, Trish
explained, | drove all the way here in house-shoes and when | unfastened my suitcase the pumps fell

out.

Mamma and | were full of Feliz Navidads for our homecoming home-girl. We gathered around the
dinning table, and Mamma popped a bottle of chilled champagne. She gave a festive toast, happy and

excited, we warmly welcomed her!

An hour of strolling down memory lane and it was 2 AM, Christmas morning. After working a ten-
hour nursing shift, and the annual Christmas Eve ritual, deep had infected Mamma s body. | m going

to bed. Mamma said, yawning as she stumbled out of her chair to her feet. Her eyelids were heavy.

Youre staying here until your parents return. Mamma stared into the married young woman s

eyes and made the southern hospitable elder s demand.

Kayin change your linens! She s sleeping iny our bed. You slegp in the living-room on the couch.

Mamma pointed at me and ordered.

| fetched Trish s luggage from the Mustang. While Trish brushed her teeth and showered, | placed

fresh linens on my bed.



Lying on the couch and almost comfortable under the covers, my eyes were slinking into sleep

when | began sniffing. It was a sensual sexy scent and it aroused Black Dickey.

Hey. Come talk to me. My life is ruined! The hall light around the corner feebly illumined the
living room. | peered from my pillow into a shadow, but Black Dickey clearly saw images that perked
him. Trish stood mid-waist to my gaze and he followed a streak of water that was dripping down
Trish sforehead. Unrestrained by the bun, her golden curls glowed from the glimmer of the hall slight.
She was draped in a velvet nylon see-through gown and it drooped over the floor. Panty-less and bra-

less, he was gazing upon a dream! Since puberty he d imagined her naked.

It was fuzzy gazing through the fine material but instinctively he strained and could definitely see

her mystical upside down triangle. Patches of her dark vaginal hair were staring down at him.

Veering above her pointed pouched out navel, Black Dickey now wide-awake arrived on her fertile
round tits. The stimulation stirred a petit mal seizure in him. Quickly snapping out of the trance |

finally witness the innocent appeal in the wounded eyes of my friend.

Come lay with me sniff-sniff and hold me. Te  ary-eyed Trish reached for my hand, gesturing
for me to follow her to the bedroom. In my room as children we d played at love making, this was a

different and bigger bed, and everything about us, was bigger.

| dlid behind Trish in the bed. Black Dickey squashed into her spongy hips and she cozily placed my

arms around her, securely and firmly pressing them against her breast.

As | got good and comfortable and sexually ready, Trish began sniffing out soft cries. This was an
unusual and an unnatural position for Black Dickey to be in. | had to caimly constantly talk to my

psychopathic Neanderthal urges. To ease Black Dickey s eagerness, to automatically hump, | had to



remind myself that | was there to console Trish. | was her therapist. | was there to be afriend to her and

afriend exclusively!

Trish twisted around and faced me. Suddenly an edgy quiver attacked Trish s body and she cried

like a baby.

Kayin that nigger s beating on me! Huge drop s of tears overwhelmed her eyes and cries mixed

with atwisted sadness mauled her face.

God damn him! | had a sudden glimpse of her husband and if | could choke a mental picture of

the bony runt he would be dead.

We embraced and Trish wept into my shoulder.

| cant go back to a man like that! She decl ared, and tears flooded her eyes again and she made a

hurt aching holler and the awful pain caused her face to contort again.

| began to caress my friend s body with caring gentle strokes until she fell asleep in my arms. Black

Dickey limped into catnaps until finally he wilted into a snooze.



Chapter Seven

| woke up Christmas morning with an angel in my arms.

White light frizzles, a making of a mustache had grown on my childhood fairytale princess, but |
could still see the spryness of afive-year-old on her face. | watched Trish s body inhale and exhale and
noticed a light snore wobble her nose. Thrashed all over her head, Trish s golden hair appeared like a
crown that was tilted on the queen. The all night cozy closeness of our bodies and our present embrace
had awakened Black Dickey. He yanked into the squishiness of her hips, eagerly desiring to salute this

beautiful royal leader majestically!

| eased out of our entanglement, slid from the bed, tiptoed into the bathroom, gripped Black Dickey

and gave him the pleasures he d been denied all night in the moral world.

Water offers me a different release. Spraying the warm tingling liquid on my skin makes me breathe
easier and better. | can actually feel the cells in my body replenishing. My muscles relax and my

thoughts are freed.

Early morning, bubbly, bright and naked, as| dried off | had an inspiration. My hard working loving
Mamma was asleep in one room and Trish was in my bed, the memories of the first loves of my life

mellowed me into a generous Feliz Navidad mood.

Usually I m not the chef in the family. | m an only son raised by a single mother and the grandson
of afarm girl who was raised in southern traditional cooking. | was Mamma s little helper, a country

boy at heart and | had spent a ton of time out in the sun growing every eatable vegetable imaginable.



Fresh from the garden into Mammas kitchen, | grew up breaking lettuce, picking bugs and worms off
greens and removing the stems. Mamma had me shucking corn, pealing potatoes, shelling peas,
washing pinto beans until the water wasn t brown and then transferring them into more water until they
swelled. | was taught how to brail, boil, bake, fry, and prepare an assortment of casseroles, stews, and
soups. | ve gutted a pig, caught and cleaned fish, wringed a chicken s neck and de-feathered the bird.
| ve even fed and milked cows, but | ve never had t he heart to slaughter the big friendly-eyed animals.
In our house it was Mamma who did the daily duties of cooking. On Christmas Day Mamma and Trish
will awaken to the aroma of atwelve pound stuffed turkey, and sniffing the tangy fragrance of nutmeg.
| d learned how to nestle this sacred ingredient into made-from-scratch pumpkin, sweet potato, and

pecan pies.

The pies were done, black-eyed peas, collard greens and the yams were ssmmering, and the big bird

had almost finished baking. One by one the two drowsy women in the house stumbled into the kitchen.

A smirk mixed with pride and surprise managed to appear in Mamma s sleepy gaze. Mamma strutted

to the counter and dipped her finger into the sweet potato pie.

Woo! That s good stuff! Yum! Yum! Yum! Mamma gave me a wink and a big grin that said,
That s my boy! Then she began to do what | knew s he would, she proceeded inspecting and taking
over her kitchen. Opening the oven she plunked afork in the turkey and the chef began sniffing all the

pots and pans on the stove.

Nuzzled with her hands tucked inside her Christmas red silk robe, Trish sauntered into the kitchen.
Her eyes were sleepy and she leaned her head to one side. She looked like a grumpy little child. From
sleeping on it, Trish slong silky uncombed golden-hair had been squashed. It was lopsided and swayed
in the same direction her head was slanted. If | didn t recognize the moods of my grown-up cover girl

the imbalance of her head would appear that the weight of her mane had influenced the bend in her



neck. Similar to the way birds are alerted when danger is near and the group disburses and flies away,
or when the seasons change and the flock cruises south for the winter; | knew my childhood

sweetheart s head tilt was due to her sensitive moody nature.

Drawn to the flavors, Trish shuffled her furry house-shoes over to a vessel on the stove where
Mamma awaited holding the top. Mamma dipped a wooden spoon inside the pot of black-eyed peas
and stuck it under Trish s nose. Trish sniffed the aromas and Mamma began to spoon-feed her like she

was a baby.

UMM! UMM! UMM! This flavor umm-umm savorsin  segments throughout my entire mouth.
UMM vyes, thisisgood! The food seemed to perk her signature impish smile. She flounced her hair to

the other side and her eyes shot wide open. The pin-up girl assumed another fickle photogenic pose.

| should ve married you! Trish said in a liv ely flirt as she tossed her tresses backwards. |
diagnosed the flirt, as innocent and assumed lobbing her locks was the disgust she passionately felt in
the partner she d chosen. | also knew her teasing remark was a for sure sign she knew | still lusted for

her.

Leave my son alone. Shaking her head and cut ting her eyes at our guest s naughtiness, good-

naturedly Mamma shoved her shoulder against Trish s.

| believe the reason our family didnt have a Christmas tree that year in fact we hadnt even
bothered decorating at al was because of my arrest . Mamma and | had been reasonably happy
regardless of the penalties of living as second-class citizens in Oklahoma City. But this time the
consequences of my circumstance had agitated a host of melancholy feelings and they were affecting

our household.



The naked winter trees out in our backyard peeped through the living-room window at Mamma,
while she gave me a video camera for my Christmas present. In that space, usually our Christmas tree
offered us privacy for this tender moment. | hugged and kissed Mamma when | offered her the

Christmas treat | d bought.

Set on 350 degrees for four hours the twelve-pound turkey was done and eatable. | turned the
temperature down to 200 degrees and allowed the bird to saturate in its own juices. On Christmas Day |
wanted every bite of the bird to slice like butter. | wanted the flavor to savor and hang around on their

tongues, sort of like the love | had for them.

Overnight Trishs cell phone recharged and she called her parents in Houston. They were
celebrating the holidays with her grandparents. | found a football bowl game on TV. At halftime |
tuned out the gala festivities long enough to pay attention to the commotion in Mamma s bedroom. The
ladies were giggling like teen-agers, probably remembering old stories, and likely laughing at some of

my misadventures.

My fly girl assumed her final pose for the evening. Trish was born authentically exquisite from head
to toe. Clothes were costumes she used to hide her exotic mysteries. From the hallway she entered the
living room and our holiday masquerade show had begun. Fluffed and parted in the middle Trish slong
golden locks pranced and framed her beautiful face. Her hair highlighted the impish alluring attributes
of her dimples. The childlike devil-may-care pixie had her unique skin care signature, a natural
moisturizer that gave her mellow-yellow creamy complexion a glow. The elegance of a purple long-
sleeve cashmere tunic turtleneck emphasized the smooth precision of the queens royal forty-inch
breast. Her short black cotton Fiji wrap skirt fitted teasingly inches above her knee high Franco Sarto
Barco black leather stretch boots and the accessorized three inch heels placed her on a pedestal that

teasingly showcased her sex appeal.



Aunt Betty baked the best tasting apple pies a human body could stand! She strutted nonchalantly
through the front door in a pair of snow-white slacks and | quietly heard her Christmas red zip-neck
fleece pullover singing Jingle Bells . The ouitfit articulated her trim magnetic physique. Whiffs of her

delicious goodies streamed five feet in front of her.

No make-up, country and ordinary, Mamma wore fashions that gave dignity to her no non-sense
persona; her clothes were expressions of the prestigious symbols of her life. A poppy flora pin-tuck

dress with shoulder pads and soft pleats gave Mamma a conventionally graceful neck to ankle profile.

Second classed in the perceptions of many white Oklahomans, Mamma, Aunt Betty, Trish, and |

gathered around the festive table | d prepared.

Most of my life | ve learned bible verses. At four years of age Jesus wept were the sentiments |
use for biblical prose and the poetic phrase became my mealtime blessings. On my tenth birthday
Mamma demanded that | originate a reason to thank God. Bashfully, with my eyes shut and head
bowed, every appreciation had fifteen-second intermissions. | managed to bless the cake and candle,

the air and the sunshine, and of course Mamma. At the end | thanked the Creator for giving uslife.

That was a fine blessing son! You should always say and do what you know. Nodding, she
continued. As the young man of this house, thisll be your responsibility for al our meals from now
on. Mamma bit into a piece of cake and gave me an adamant smile. Since that time that s the way

meals in our home have been.

Inspired by the Christmas season and the individual qualities of the people before me, the prose |
used for our blessings were the unique gifts each had added to my life. We held hands and there was an

empty chair for Danny.



Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Years Day the se were holidays where African American

second class households stuff themselves just like there relatives, white Americans.

After dinner we all had evening plans. | escorted Trish across the front yard.

Hold up Kayin. We stopped at the edge. Trish groped her coat pocket.

Good thing Daddy hid some keys in the back yard. She popped out a set of keys, and wrestled
another trinket out. The package was tiny and cutely decorated, she handed it to me. Green jingle bell
designs were in a sea of red and a blue ribbon was tied like shoelaces around the neatly wrapped

Christmas gift.

Feliz Navidad, this is for my handsome homey! Chilled fog and a Spanish accent steamed from
Trish s luscious crimson lips. Tiptoeing on her three-inch hedls, hugging my shoulders she pulled my

lips down on hers.

Trish was skipping off in Christmas frostiness and was half way across the street; and she d left me

horny and perplexed. | ripped the gift open. It was a bottle of Viagra pills.

The next time we do it | want to make sure yo u re hard and ready! Trish yelled with her back to

me but | could feel her naughty gaze penetrating my soul.

In less than an hour the prairie town s winds gust were up to eighty-five miles an hour. The little
Camry fought through the surges. Christmas was one of the less lit days of the year and the light had
disappeared by the time | arrived at Lorettas house at 5:30. Loretta and | had plans to exchange gifts

and see amovie.

| gave Loretta her Christmas gift. It was a present for a busy up and coming professional woman.

That s what | thought of when | shopped for her. A Gateway computer and it was last year s model. |



had added more speed and memory to the used lab-top. Polished it until it sparkled. | stuck the
computer inside a leather carrying case, wrapped and tied a red ribbon around it. As she observed the

awkwardly figured bundle, | watched Loretta slip slowly into anxiousness.

Ahjust what | needed! She planted asoft ki ss on my welcoming big smiling lips.

My charming Christmas gift form Loretta was a digital XM Satellite radio. | hooked the system up

to the Camry and plowed through the winds en route to the theater.

Because Trish had kept Black Dickey awake last night, | dozed off into a snore several times during

the movie. Each cathap cost me a nudge and some hard stares from Loretta.

Powerful air-streams shoved Loretta grandmother s three bed-roomed framed home into a settling
shudder. The amost tornadic winds roared against Loretta s bedroom window. Maybe it was our fear and
the sound of the bluster that caused us to clutch together tighter. Cozily, Black Dickey wiggled with
Loretta s half rhythms and as he twisted deeper into her storm shelter we both experienced a bunch of new
and wild ecstasies. When Black Dickey would propelled his head upward, he repeatedly ascertained the
joy of his Christmas present and Loretta s clitoris was the gift that kept on giving. Nature s powerful gust
had the two erotic instruments perpetualy embracing, kissing, and dancing to Opera, some Old Negro
Spirituals, some Ragtime, some Be-pop, some Jazz and blues, and some old time rock n roll and soul.
They skipped over hip-hop and Lorettas clit and Black Dickey hit their stride with William Tell s
Overture of The Lone Ranger. The robust surges had Black Dickey bumping Loretta s clitoris like he was
riding Silver and L oretta s flimsy backbone bucked asif her G-spot was being punched with spurs. Finally
the pleasure monster invaded the bed. Hi-ho Slver! Climaxing simultaneoudly into orgasmic seizures our

bodies abruptly resemble two out of rhythm drunks attacking each other. Feliz Navidad!



On the eve of the New Year, a breezy spring heat of seventy-five degrees blew through the naked
winter trees and scattered dead |leaves up and down streets and over yard after yard. Mamma and | ate
black-eyed peas at Lorettas grandmother s house. | n the company to the two religious monarchs, no

alcoholic beverages were served.

It s best to stay off the streets and away fr om all those fools. With a corncob stuck between her

thumbs and index fingers, Mamma shook her head, agreeing with the wisdom of Mrs. Graham.

Did anyone see the exquisite, amost mansion- like, homes middle class blacks own in Atlanta?
Everybody ceased chopping down and waited on more good news or an explanation for my

sweetheart s revelation.

There was a segment featured on 60 Minutes a couple of weeks ago. Loretta began to initiate a
soft personal eye contact with her listeners. Educ ated, hard working, middle class African Americans
were living in spacious brick homes down there. Her optimism was met with our shared doubtful
glares. Loretta lowered her head, forked up a taste of cinnamon coated yams. Secretively, she eyed up

at me giving me a go-along-with-me gaze.

Seconds passed and finally Mamma emphatically said, After almost five hundred years in this
country it s about time we got something decent. T his time it was the elder Mrs. Graham doing the

agreeing by nodding.

How would you like to live in Atlanta after g raduation Kayin? The idea of moving away brought
loss into the gaze of our guardians. My naive lover s question transported us away from the New
Year s celebration. Big eyed, the women gawked in silence and awaited my answer. Although | had
never officially proposed marriage to Loretta we al understood matrimony was more than likely in our

future, but that ritual would be secondary and take place after our main cap and gown ceremonies.



| m sure that as soon as a black person gradu ates college they cant afford the cribs illustrated on
60 Minutes. Even though that TV show wants the world to believe we ve come that far, | dont believe
America gives gifts to us like that. The conscious spirit of a collective history of African American
grief appeared on the two women s aged frowns, slowly lowering and shaking their heads, they were
agreeing with me. They eased back to the festive dinner while my lover injected a jagged stare in my

direction.

L oretta s sharp gaze caused my heart to skip a beat and that irregular rhythm made me think. As we
began to break bread, loom and doom had hung in the air over my upcoming trial. Changing gray skies
into blue, Loretta had tried to passionately insert inspiration into all of us. Probably not realistic but she
was the most optimistic. She had suggested that we had a future. Black Dickey sank between my legs.
He began feeling the sting and meaning Loretta s prudent gesture held. He probably wasn t getting any

loving on New Y ear s night.

After dinner | drove Mamma home and quickly doubled back to Lorettas place. As | approached
the porch Black Dickey squirmed like a dog with his tail tucked between its legs. | knocked, hoping to
be exonerated and see if we could get past my innocent disagreeable gesture. | loved her and she
needed to know that. | needed her comfort and support. And Black Dickey and | needed a serving of

her black specia peas for good luck!

Surprisingly after only alittle begging by midnight | was given permission to invade Loretta s bed.

Soon the fireworks and gun blasts of all the black gangster cowboys, the hillbilly white boys, and
the decent gun totin citizens of the red state in prairie-town U.S.A. were muffled. Black Dickey s head
was tucked inside Loretta s soundproof castle of ecstasy; celebrating, he brought the New Y ear in with

his own version of abang.



* k%

School didn t start again until mid January. | n the meantime, | worked more hours at Wal-Mart. The
anxiety of living and not knowing what was going to happen with my impending tria lived with me
during the downtime. Violently, | wanted to hit or take a swing at something or somebody, to ease the
fear, tension, and frustration. Instead of hurting someone or tearing something up | decided to use my
bare hands to build Mamma a gift. Home Depot  supplied the lumber and starting from scratch, |
began to assemble new cabinets for the kitchen. The Internet was a source of instruction plus | had the

assistance of atechnical book from the library.

Understanding architectural drawings, using a saw and hammering all used to be awkward tasks for
me. Growing up | busted fingers, drove nails in crooked and mistakenly with a saw | invented
innovative mathematical angles. | learned carpentry skills by the seat of my pants. Every time |
screwed up, in those painful moments, that s when | really missed my dad. It was the money! | was
eight years of age when | overheard Mamma confiding in Mrs. Green. Most of the time we argued

about not having enough money.

Then, at twelve years of age, Mamma unburdened her heart to me.

Your father was angry the way white folks treated him here in Oklahoma City. He wanted to
escape to the West Coast. Memories of what a depar ted father felt and craved were the only consoling

comforts | had of him while | was budding into my own life.

On January 6, | was in the sound insulation of our garage and in the middle of striking the hammer,

| barely heard the phone ringing. It was my attorney, Mrs. LoraMae.

| need to meet with you and your mother tomor row! Instead of her usual confident assuredness

there was an uncertain urgency in the chubby woman s flat southern tone.



Is everything ok? | tried not to mimic her i nsecurity but I m sure she felt my uneasiness.

| heard office clatter in the background and | felt Lora Mae shelter the phone with her palm. | heard her

whispering to someone.

Uh no, everything sfine. We need to plan you r case that sall.

Maybe she was busy and everything was ok. But | couldn t shake the lingering fedling of doom and it
stayed with me into the afternoon. | cut uneven boards and the hammer hit my hand more than my aim
struck the nails. | didnt worry Mamma with the weight | felt from the call, | only shared with her what

LoraMae had told me.

Mamma s day shift and her overtime didn t agree with Lora Mae s office hours. | was a grown man

and thiswas my case. | decided to meet with Mrs. Williams alone.

It was overcast, blustery and cold that night. | stood outside on the porch and stared into a dreary
blue half moon. The strong winds were pushing strands of gray clouds across the sky. But it appeared
as if the mysterious darkness that surrounded the moon was causing the streaming gray matter s flow.
Closing my eyes, | ventured into a more intimate darkness. | began imagining and visualizing the
golden-brown dead grass that was across every yard in our neighborhood. As | held my head up
towards the heavens tears streamed from both corners of my eyes. Reflection and an instant
clarification defined my weepy dreariness. | realized | was unleashing dread. | pictured and felt the

heartbreaking emotion racing and screaming around the astrophysical universe.

The next day | drove downtown to my attorney s office. Walking toward Lora Mae s building the
top of my body curiously twisted and gazed over the traffic, down the street and up to the jailed
windows of the police station. Shivers of fear crawled through my overcoat and overwhelmed the

breezy chills my body was feeling; it was panic causing me to shudder.



McGregor Williams & Shannon Law Office was painted on the window of the entrance to
the office door. | must ve been in shock on my first visit. | only remembered seeing Suite 105 with

Williams imprinted on the glass.

The receptionist had her ginger blonde head tilted; she was busy typing on the computer. Gazing
down on her, | could see black roots underneath the exterior color. She elevated her face and | felt her
instincts involuntary do a double take. From behind the desk, hesitantly, she gawked at me from my
shoes right up to the top of my six four frame. | was sure she d seen black clientsin her office before. |
was also sure the opposite sex of a species could automatically feel a physical attraction. Even though
it was un-cool, inappropriate behavior for a white woman in Oklahoma to have those sensations for a
black man, | knew she was checking me out. | d never seen a direct, overt flirt from a white woman. |
had to rely on my own animal intuition. | d seen this unusual animalistic, involuntary reaction before
and |1 d witnessed white women fret and embarrassingly retreat and douse water on their fiery

biological natures.

The receptionist was in her late twenties and her reaction ignited the curiosity of Black Dickey and
he began speculating. What color were her vaginal hairs and how pleasurable hed feel dliding inside

her. But he and | knew, in Oklahoma, that opportunity would never happen.

I m Kayin Jackson. | m here for my two-thirty appointment with Counselor Williams. There was
nothing sexual with her gawk this time. Even though there are many of us who speak as | do, alot of
southern white folks seemed amazed by a black man that used correct English. After her brief

awkwardness once again she composed herself and offered me a seat.

Newsweek, Sports Illustrated, PC World, and then | was the one culturally inebriated. On a

glass coffee table in a downtown Oklahoma City office, scattered among a pile of reading materials, |



spotted a copy of Oprahs magazine. Wow! Oprah could get into places that we homeys were not

alowed.

Wearing a red bow tie with a white shirt, a short, slender Peabody looking white man with a
receding hairline stepped from the hall that lead to the intimate offices. He looked around and gaped

underneath his thick glasses until he saw my face.

K-aan Jackson. | wasthe only oneditting inthewaiting area.

Thats Ky-ye-en. | said. | m always dlightly disturbed by the way most southern whites

mispronounce my name.

Miss Lora Mae will see you now. Was Lora Ma es down-home southern sweet-tempered
charisma just an act or was it her way of being marketable? She d shaken hands with Mamma and me
and had requested we refer to her as Lora Mae. | stood and towered over the Peabody look alike. |
tilted and gazed into the eyes of this puny white man. He fidgeted. He didnt say Mrs.; hed said
Miss. | began figuring, this was his southern way to say, nigger , show some respect to a white

woman. | thanked him with a nod and aggressively stepped around him.

When | entered, Lora Mae had her head down. She was busy searching through all the messily
scattered papers on her desk. Without gazing up and formally acknowledging my presence, she tipped

her head motioning for me to have a seat.

After sitting for afew seconds Do you know R obert Johnson and uh Jarvis Conrad? She spoke
rising her head and faced me. Jarvis, | recognized was one of the passengers arrested with me and |

assumed Buddy s real name was Robert.

Are they the two guys that were sent to jail with me?



Yes! Emphatically Lora Mae retorted.

No | dont know them. Like | told you earlier , I met them the morning we were stopped by the

police.

Are you sure? She gawked intensely at me. It was as if she was attempting to see into my soul.
This white woman, | assumed had limited contact with black folk and was trying to use whatever
perceptional abilities she d developed with her other black clients and was trying to see if my reactions

could give her ahint, if | waslying.

No. | told you | met them that morning. Brie fly lowering her head, indicating she was not

convinced but moving on.

Well. She scratched her nose. They re bad g uys on probation with previous drug convictions.

Did you know that? She gave me another dead gawk.

Look. LoraMae, | dont know them. They dont know me! | said defiantly. Dead silence became

the other person in the room.

They both made bond. Downheartedly, gingerly raising her left eyebrow the professiona white
woman professed. The district attorney s office wants to try all of you in one case. | ve argued for a
separate trial. | believe the judge is going to go along with the DA. Those guys have violated probation,

mistakenly they were released and | don t believe they |l show up for court.

In that report and in Lora Mae s frail tone | was sensing all of my optimism about her, trusting she
had an all embracing loving relationship with the DA s office, that she was part of the inner circle of
white people who had power over people s future, that perception dissipated. Black Dickey became as
feeble as the gradual slope that was taking over Lora Mae s posture. Pathetically her body said she was

having reservations about my case.



So what does that mean? | snapped. My whole b ody became an angry muscle and that force made

thefat on LoraMae sjawsjiggle.

Crack cocaine is a mandatory sentencing offense. It1l be hard to work a deal. Lora Maes
assessment was getting bleaker. My case was beginning to look as lifeless as a Native American s

heartbeat was at Wounded Knee.

Banging on the cluttered papers on the white lawyer s desk | cried out. | m innocent! | dont do

drugsand | didnt put any drugsin my car. There s got to be another way out of this mess!

The physical disgust | expressed made this white woman s whole body quiver. My anger had
frightened the heavyset white woman. Assessing, as | gazed into her frightened cat eyes, our first
private adventure into the essence of our black and white relationship was making me afraid of this

moment and she was obviously scared shitless.

Where uh where s your mother? Or | m calling the police that s what | felt Mrs. Williams
wanted to add when she asked for Mamma. Behind her gold-rimed glasses, Lora Mae s feline eyes
were terrified. Now she was cautiously watching me closely and had slightly recoiled backwards in the
black leather chair. | had my overcoat tucked under my arm and | was wearing a gray wool suit,
decently dressed as a businessman. But in her white Oklahoma eyes, | was an angry black man and she

was a white woman and we were secluded.

| exhaled and | fought and resisted but | knew | needed to ease this white woman sfear.

My mother sworking today. The guardedly car efully chosen words came forward in a calm tone.

L eaving the reception areal didn t bother to notice if the receptionist was gawking at me sexually
and when | |eft the building with my head down | wouldn t permit my eyesto dare peep in the

direction of the police station.



Chapter Eight

Eke-ah ! Woo whoawoo! Loretta begrudgingly released the pleasurable moans. Trudging
against her vaginal walls Black Dickey dlid half way inside her landing the middle of him inside her
creamy slush. The sensual melodies of Luther were in the background. Loretta positioned her knees

even with her head and Black Dickey rolled dower and then twisted in deeper.

Woo-whoawoo! He bumped against her clit and this time the moan came as a blissful cry.
Loretta s backbone was arching and with the power packed shrills oozing out of each of our rhythm
thrusts my spine curled and started reacting with her smooth flexes. We were flimsy like two cats.
Instinctively her hips spread wide opened and automatically when her hips wiggled this was an
intimate signal to Black Dickey, she was telling him she was ready for some bang-bang substantial

penetration.

Eke-ah-Woo-whoa-woo! The whine thistime wa s more from the tempo changes our bodies were

making. We were relaxing into each other and becoming one with her was always exhilarating.

Moments later and the animal in us came completely alive and we became the passions of our

desires!

My tongue licked Lorettas ear and | whispered, Ah Eke-ah! My body flipped into spasms and
Black Dickey shook loose and filled the plastic glove with orgasmic juice. Sweaty and sticky, Black

Dickey gasped hisfinal breath. He had performed hard blue-collar labor, worked the twat that he loved,



and was pleased with his work. He beamed with self-esteem. If there was a TV set, a cold beer, or a

couch available, he was collapsing, and watching the game.

| rested on top of Loretta and exhaled in the sounds of our settling heartbeats. Since no game was on
and my Christian principled lover didnt stockpile beer, Black Dickey felt completely safe stewing in
the warmth of her juices. As he snuggled against her vaginas all encompassing embrace | heard him
whisper. | dont want to move. After the depressing appointment with Lora Mae, hiding and sinking

into Loretta s affections were the only saving graces for that day.

All the overtime | was able to accumulate at Wal-Mart ceased after the first month of the New Y ear;
the stringent, stingy giant cut me back to no more than thirty-eight hours a week, two hours short of
receiving any real benefits. Since | was only part-time the company had me on duty three weekends out

of the month.

Before work, | spent half the time interpreting and constructing the architectural design for the
cabinets and the other haf | was in agony over my other case. Building Mamma's cupboards was
becoming more of alesson in endurance than a labor of love. One day, as | hammered, | drifted in and
out of the here and now. | saw the white officer aiming the shotgun at my head. Slamming the hammer
down on my pinky brought me back to reality. Later, as | was sawing, a tape played over and over in
my head. | was debating if | d used bad judgment by allowing two unknown black guysinto my car. A
splinter dlid up another finger and snapped me out of the guilt driven emotional disturbance. Finally |
was seduced by smell and the foul squalor of the jail overpowered the labor of love fegling. | was done

for the day.

Was | responsible for this whole damn mess? Was | using the cabinetmaking gift for Mamma to

somehow unconsciously punish mysealf for even having to face jurisprudence?



| was frustrated with my lack of ability to break through the skin barriers that kept me from effectively
communicating with white folks in Oklahoma. Our typical conversations began with the changes in the
weather and that lead to lot of nothingness and that lasted for afew more awkward seconds. | wish | d had
amodd to follow but | didn t know of any blacks i n Oklahoma City that had first-class relationships with

whites. | d never been inside a white person shome and | didn t know any black person that had.

School started on Monday and for the next few weeks | was in and out of a funk. As| sat in the
classrooms | saw professors lecture in low motion. | was suspicious of the wisdom they offered. Were
they brainwashing me? At times | found myself stuck in a daze. | was trying to anayze, figure out how
different the world was for the white students. Some days | would pick one out of the bunch of blondes,
brunettes, and redheads and make an effort to pierce through their hair and understand how prejudice
worked in their brains? Did they have a neurobiological sticky substance transferred in their DNA?
And did this gene make it necessary for them to place their needs ahead of mine? Underneath their
different hair colors, how many of them saw me as a nigger just like the cop had. Identifying,
understanding, and trying to recognize and realize the real relationship that | had with my fellow white

collegians became more important than what any teacher was saying.

| was already paranoid of cops but now every time | drove the streets of Oklahoma City, if | spotted
a squad car, | automatically began to probe the officer s physic. How many blacks had they arrested
and humiliated, beaten and maimed, or even killed? Driving the roads themselves became a guide to
deeper explorations. The troopers with this evil DNA, how potent were the genes generations ago and
how dreadful had they treated my ancestors? Fearful evaluations of white people in Oklahoma City

would creep into my awakening thoughts like the night s darkness bleeds into a sunny day s light.

By the beginning of March, on afine bright day, | was serenaded into a mellow consciousness by an

early spring robin. Perched on the ground underneath my window, the bird appeared mesmerized by a



stunning budding red tulip. Enchanted, the spring bird began performing a ballad with a poised cadence

that washed away my sins and glorified the flower s birth.

After eating breakfast, | bathed and as | shaved Lora Mae called again with the sordid details of the
trail. This time she explained my dire situation in an even bleaker tone. She had tried to get the case
thrown out because the police had performed an improper search but the officers said we were stopped

because of suspicious behavior and the drugs were in plain sight.

If only it was cocaine. Worn out and exasper ated the white woman prayed hopelessly for a
different world. And, if only | was white | completed her thought. Cocaine was a more potent and a
more expensive version of crack therefore it was a white man s drug with lesser penalties, negotiable

punishments.

Lora Mae s last effort had been to see if she could bargain for a guilty plea. If the district attorney
would consider me a first time offender then a conviction would mean probation instead of prison. |
wheezed at the disturbing conciliatory second prize! | had done nothing wrong. And Mamma had
daved and lived alife of sacrifice in order for her only son to see better days. How would she feel? She

was my shero! | couldn t shame her dreams by being a convicted felon.

But the prosecutor denied offering me that measly subsequent pacification. Consultations between
LoraMae and the DAs office had halted. The court date for the four black, hip-hop, crack drug dealers

was set in two weeks.

Fear paralyzed me. | was loosing hope of ever living and experiencing my dreams. Panicky |
decided to ditch school and work and just sit back and analyze my life. But while | was scrutinizing |

got lost. | began to submerge into a bottomless pit of despair.



With the shade drawn in my room | hunched down in an old antique rocker. The chair had belonged
to my grandmother. Like a merry-go-round, | swayed back and forth living in horror and speculation of

an unknown future.

Kelly madefunof Regis, on TheView Bar baraWalterstried to hide her political views, and
on All My Children and One Life To Live thecas t members dedicated their lives to living through
dramatic dilemmas. The crisis that | was facing wasnt personified in any of the scripts on daytime
television. The ladies didn t discuss my life on The View; Regis lived on Park Avenue and his dreams
carried him on a one way ticket to Notre Dame; and on the soaps no white person, nor was there a

black character facing jail-time because of his or her complexion.

Oklahoma was third in the nation in sending African Americans to prison. My father wanted to
escape the state for a more humane life. Did living in this town mean living with this great disconnect
with whites? Was a black person shooting dice and was it only a matter of time before the dice rolled
snake eyes and they crapped out? And what if that black person lost their freedom, or ended up shot

dead by the police? | asked questions | felt my father had already asked and answered.

For the next twelve days, ditching school and work, after Loretta had fed Black Dickey s appetites, |
retreated to my bedroom and sloped in Grandmother s rocker. Instead of studying and preparing for

examinations | was being educated and entertained by slowly swinging into arhythm of misery.

Tossing and turning, a day before my trial, | awoke before dawn, restless. | sprang out of bed and
jumped into my sweats. It had been a while since | d jogged but instinctively that morning my body
was compelled to move. A silver quarter moon, fading into the western horizon, greeted me. A light
southern breeze drifted through my manicured, miniature mustache and soaked into the contours of my
skin. As my footsteps approached the end of the block, from behind a lofty oak fence, | heard the

barking of the Harper s shepherd. The harsh noise jeered and momentarily threw me off rhythm and



inspired me to move faster. | dashed around the corner, down several blocks until 1 was out of the
neighborhood, away from the inhabitants of the lower middle class working families of Park Estates. |
passed dark open fields and shady wooded areas, my heartbeats were pounding, and after a mile
outside the neighborhood | slowed to atrot. A cardinal flew afew feet over my shoulder, squawked, as
if to say Hi, or Good morning, or Move out my damn way! The wayward flying creature
disappeared into the dim dawn. On my way home, the past jogged inside my sneakers. A childhood
memory crawled in me and snuggled. Along this very roadside, a gang of us had traveled a trail and it

lead to our secret creek in the woods.

Breathing heavy, peering through faint light and overgrown weeds, | spotted the entrance. Tall wild
weeds had overshadowed the narrower dirt path, probably because it was less traveled by today s

youngsters and nature had taken over. | cut sharply into the passageway and headed for the water.

As | jogged | began seeing myself as a child. Agile and on autopilot and without looking down |
skipped over small branches and rocks on the trail. | was sweating and skittering, fearless of tripping
over an unseen object. | knew my feet were delivering me to the old thick branch. The bough was a
huge limb that had fallen across the water. A foot wide and five feet long, the branch hovered only four
feet above the three feet deep clear streaming waters. And at the tender ages of eight, nine and ten
fantasyland lived on that bridge. With our individual illusions and our collective adolescences
imaginations we used the stick to practice our balance walking the tight rope we called it . We would
skip and dash across; someone was aways pulling or pushing and someone was always splashing in
the water. For the lower middle class children of Park Estates, the forestry fun spot was economically

affordable and this was our circus in the woods.



The rain and snow, weather and time had withered the old oak s color. It had been over ten years
since my last visit. | was bigger and as | gazed around the world of my childhood playground, the

surroundings appeared smaller and afar cry from frolicking in a wonderland.

Green moss, scrawny twigs, and other vegetation had grown on the dead log. Beneath the shallow

use-to-be clear waves, the silver pebbles were dingy.

Impulsively, | had a desire to climb on top of the withered log so | did. Carefully | eased onto the
branch and then flexed my two hundred twenty pounds to see if it was steady. It was. | advanced to the

middle of the log and decided to sit.

Staring at the soiled rocks brought on a nostalgic feeling. | recalled as akid | had sat in this same
spot. Sometimes, | d be completely alone, swinging my legs and daydreaming. | started dangling my

legs. Somehow, the rhythms of my legs made me desire to be a carefree child again.

Removing my sneakers and socks, barefooted | alowed the coolness of the water s mist to touch

between my toes. The pricklestickled and | smiled.

Silence. | listened to dawn s winds crackling through the trees and heard leaves scatter. | thought |
actually heard sounds of water particles bursting between my toes. | leaned across the old branch,
closed my eyes and relaxed into nature s echoes. Black Dickey settled down, shrinking. He snuggled

and sandwiched himself between my testicles for cover and a pillow.

After hushed moments of meditation a strong gust of wind made the trees rattle. A dog barked and a
car horn blew and | saw the image of a judge and ajury. My heart quaked, my toes curled, and Black

Dickey trembled.

To have someone judge me when | d done nothing wrong. The wrong outcome of that verdict was

intoxicatingly painful. Excruciating sadness seized me. My mouth became filled with poison spit. |



coughed, and spewed the pitiful taste into the stream and watched it dissolve, contaminating the
polluted pebbles. The infected suds of saliva made me think of the nasty toilet/water fountain in the
jail. Fedling second classed, | wondered about when this was a white neighborhood. White children
must have played and stared down into this same brook. Was the water fresher for their eyes? Had
blacks defiled the pebbles? Or was this world made for black people to inherit whatever things white

people left for us? With my head hanging, | moseyed back to the house.

That evening | held my head high and Black Dickey rose to the occasion. Anticipation and the act of

stretching Loretta s vaginal muscles affected both of us that way.

L oretta opened the door that night and | was immediately captivated. She was barefooted. Her dark
brown face was clear, no lipstick no eyeliner. | admired and was turned-on by the snugness of her
outfit. The dark chocolate sheer material melted into her burnt skin. Resembling a belt, the dress had
golden dandelions parading around her petite waist. As she moved the flowers appeared to come aive
and sensuously dance. Black Dickey yanked when he saw the way the outfit profiled her pointed

nipples! She was bra-less.

Tonight Loretta was the chef. | brought chilled Chardonnay. We d pre-arranged this cozy night
together and although dread and misery had slowly inched each step with us up to this date, the awful
feelings were absent tonight. Would this be our Last Supper as a couple? | believe we both felt the
pressure of an unknown tomorrow and that evening we consciously made ourselves vulnerable and

present for each other. We celebrated like alcoholics on their last binge before going into treatment.

| couldn t take my eyes off her. It was like | was having an out of body experience. Every move she
made inspired a precious dream about her. When she sighed as she raised a pot from the oven, and

when she dlightly sniffed the food and grimaced with bliss, it all reminded me of her sensual moans. In



my imagination | saw Lorettas unpretentious appeal for sex. The savory scent of smothered onions

reminded me of Liquid Love, the potion | d used to give Loretta her first orgasmic satisfaction.

She forked up ajuicy steak and added it to my hefty plate of gravy, mashed potatoes, collar greens,

and hot buttered cornbread.

| bet you re going to love this. Loretta sen suoudly licked the tip of her tongue over her lips. The
robust aroma of black southern gourmet food and a tease from her made my mouth water and Black

Dickey was swelling.

Who needed eating utensils as a tool to devour the pleasures before me? | ate like a caveman,

tearing into the meat with both hands then sucking the fat flavorful grease off my fingers.

And wow! | couldnt believe what happened next. | thought my horny hormones were playing
games with my head. It was straight from the script of an African American X rated video. Dainty
Little Loretta performed an agile plunge that was seductive and the lunge landed her exquisitely sleek
hips on top of the dinning table. She lifted her skirt enough that | could see she was panty-less. Flat on
her back she dlithered and using a finger motion she pointed at her twat, then slowly in a sultry

southern African American low sensuous tone, Eat me!

My eyesinflated but not as quickly as Black D ickey did! To see the demure schoolgirl completely
out of character; the sight of her aggressively demanding exotic sex, for some depraved reason this
newness was making my skin ooze with an excessive eagerness for her body! Feverishly, | was hard as

steel. Black Dickey was awee bit jealous that she wasn t seeking pleasure from him first.

| gracefully slid my palms under her firm thighs, eased her dress up and exposed her twisted vaginal
hairs. My appetites raged! With a moist tongue | delicately swiped the top of her opening. A rich dark

chocolate was what | tasted! She had perfumed her pubic parts with Liquid Love s Sveet Chocolate



CherryDesires. | swiped again. Loretta squirmed. | started licking up and down her alcoves and she
produced her natural vaginal juice and moaned. She worked her sturdy hips to the sucking circular
rhythms of my tongue thrashes. Her quivering thighs made the table rumble. With both hands she
rigidly pinned my head against her vulva. My lips were smothered and there was a heavy exchange of
our fluidsmy spit and her sex juice. Woo-whoawoo -shit Kayin! The academic God-fearing

woman sgquealed.

Up and down | began vigoroudy slapping the top of Lorettas clit. With my lips pasted to her organ
her whole body started riding buck-wild on my head! Woo-whoa-woo-shit Kayin! Whoa stop! |
mean don t stop! Woo-whoa-woo-shit wee-sweetie! L  oretta trembled. Her hips began flopping in

orgasm haven and so did the dinning table.

She was bubbling and moaning with lusty pleasures when | lifted her half-naked, chocolate aromatic
flesh. Blowing on the entrance of her twat | lugged Loretta s exotic scent along with the spattered

ingredients of our dinner into the bedroom.

Loretta s unending spastic progressions had excited Black Dickey. There was a bloating in him in

every one of her exasperating breaths. By thetime | laid Loretta on the bed pre-cum was trickling down

my leg.

While | slipped on the baby prevention protector, Loretta was easing into a comfy lovemaking
position. On her back, she was arching her knees even with her shoulders and tilting her head back.
This basic acrobatic position seems to open her vagina wider and | knew the gymnastic gesture
provided Black Dickey easy access and faster penetration to her hottest erogenous spots. Lorettas
black amphibian body was squirming on the sheets; steaming ecstasies had a hold on her. | believe she
was submitting; she wanted to take me to the erotic heaven she was already living in, and quickly. And

angling her head she was preparing her body for more of the kingdom that would come.



Black Dickey dipped into Lorettas yawning, creamy hole. Ah-h. Animated with ecstasy he

wheezed.

Woo! Loretta hissed.

Ah-hum! Black Dickey said as herolled in rh ythm to Loretta s dippery hip wiggles.

| glared down on her smiles of joy and occasional pleasure squints and suddenly L oretta unbuttoned
her huge brown eyes. This would be the first time we would stare into each other s soul hypnotically

for most of alove making session.

After riding on top and at a side angle, experiencing the wonders of our robust orgasms, | heaved

my exhausted frame and my lifeless penis over on the flexible mattress.

As we lay on our sides, me at her back, gazing at Lorettas earlobe on her perfect chocolate
complexion, | spotted a pimple. Piercing into Loretta s big browns seems to have sharpened my senses.

| noticed aflaw on her for thefirst time.

Later as she lay flat on her back butt-naked, in-between her tits | glared at pinch marks; obviously,
her bra that fastened in the front had made the imprints. Her color was a shade lighter amid the two
round firm dark tits. Aswe prepared for doggie style Loretta twisted on her tummy and heaved her butt
upward. Arched between her coal black cheeks there was an even darker smut sandwiched in her inner

hips.

Round three: Loretta was on her knees when she hoisted her vagina over Black Dickey. And for the
first time | saw how the rich fullness of her threaded vaginal hair trickled up and as the fur approached
her navel the brush, sputtered into baby frizzles. Easing out a gentle wheeze she gradually guided
Black Dickey inside. Gazing up at her softball sized, baby-sucking mammary glands, | tugged at the

twins. As Loretta dlithered back and forth, humping and stroking, finding her rhythm, pleasure squints



appeared on the sides of her eyes. Tenderly | pinched her sturdy nipples and then traced a circle of tiny
bumps that were around her smoked-colored areolas. | eased my touches to an area that was even
softer her lactiferous. As | compressed them | bega n imagining, if Loretta were breast-feeding right
now milk would be splashing down on me. Underneath her nipples, on top of the outward extending
dope, | flexed her subcutaneous, mashing the lobules. Extremely supple, the tissue felt like Jell-O
wobbling in the palm of my hands. Automatically | began to squash them like | was a farmer milking a
cow. In chorus with my milking Loretta had begun bouncing long stride rhythms. Energized by her

moves | gazed up and saw she d angled her head backwards, her neck muscles were straining.

Eke-ah ah woo-woo Kayin! An exasperated L oret ta heaved the sigh and collapsed on my chest. We
breathed together until our respiration paces were meek and we were almost asleep. Loretta lazily
winged her leg up and over my frame allowing her dead weight to plummet sideways into the safe soft
mattress. | lifted Lorettas lifeless arm and kissed a crimson vein that was in the palm of her hand.
Another blood carrier appeared on the only bright part of her wrist and quickly faded into her
blackness. Under the shades of her armpit | saw a red pressure point again. Lying sideways, we

snuggled face to face and as our eyes closed a black mole smiled at me from the bottom of her lip.

A chill awakened me that morning and with sleepy eyes | saw we were uncovered and butt-naked.
The quilt was crumpled on the carpet. For awhile the heat |eft over from our lovemaking had sustained
the warmth in our bodies. Black Dickey was rubbing against Lorettas ass and her flimsy body was
curled into a bow. One of my arms was flung over her shoulder hugging her tummy and the other was

smothered underneath her neck. Seconds after my observations L oretta s eyes were alert.

We got up and a strange silence flirted around us. Quietly we glared at each other and in the depths
overshadowing our stare was fear. That day an intimate intense odd terror hovered over our normal

routines.



Loretta had the water running when | did in the shower. The poetry of echoes from water bursting
off the floor and wall s ceramic acoustics was what | heard. | eased down and touched the back of her
ankle and like a horse her foot rose. Scrubbing the bottom | tried to take snapshot memories of her
ankle. The bone was tiny, the texture stout and firm. As | formed foamy suds on Lorettas vaginal fur |
watched the gleaming black hairs uncurl and drift into dread-locks. All juiced and leathered her pubic

hair resembled asalt n pepper afro and it looked like an elderly photograph of Fredrick Douglas.

The last night before and the morning of my trial | was strangely seduced by a power to learn of
Loretta s flaws, and the private splendors that made her more than just an ordinary woman. And as |
drove home, | remembered thinking, outside of Mamma, this was as close as | d ever felt to another

human being.



Chapter Nine

All the way from the kitchen, sizzling greasy bacon popped, and the aroma hopped out of the skillet,
trotted through the dining room, across the living room and when | entered the front door it smacked

me in the facel

Have a seat son. In ablue cotton robe, Mamm a s back faced me; as she flipped the pig over onthe
other side; she was obstructing the frying pan. | sat down at the table. In some ways | identified with
the blistering strips of bacon. This was a day we could both be fried and eaten. While Mamma scooped
the bacon from the skillet, | gazed at the gray strands in the back of her short perm, and thought, her

worriesfor my life were in those new and fresh wandering threads.

Before getting dressed for my engagement, | quickly completed the project | had begun at the
beginning of the year. | hung Mamma s new cabinets on the kitchen wall. | d painted them charmingly

cherry Mamma s complexion.

Usually only one cup of Java suited me for an entire day. Unusually | sipped on a second steam of

the coffee with cream while | suited up nice and neat.

Save your money and buy quality material that will last. Mamma s sage advice was in the back of
my head as | observed my ensemble. Five sport coats and two complete suits waited in the wings. Was
| ready for: sexy, cute Oleg Cassinis canary yellow silk; romantic-horny Belvest s chocolate

cashmere; funny-flamboyant Arnold Brant s orange khaki; serious-business Ralph Lauren Donegal s



gray tweed; or a merrymaking-partying Orvis Signature s windowpane burgundy lambs wool ? None fit
my mood or the occasion. | couldnt dress flashy for the white sober traditional crowd | was trying to
impress. In the back of the closet, an angelic-conservative Arnold Brandt s Mediterranean blue silk
wool outfit began to flirt with my affections. The ocean color telepathically told me what | needed and
assured me that it would be perfect for these unusual circumstances. You havent done anything

wrong and this is how you should be seen. The marine blue material whispered the idiom like a

passionate lover.

| wore blue and Mamma had on a classically conventional cotton white blouse under a gray wool
blazer and matching skirt. The spring day was sixty-five degrees and there was a gay freedom in the
blustering air. | let my window down on the car s passenger side to absorb the prairie s air. | wanted

the breeze to relieve the tension | was feeling.

The courthouse was an extension of the jail. Half of the structure embodied old red bricks and the
new portion was made of soft auburn stones. The tilesin the hall reflected the part you were in; mirror-

shine vs. adingy tarnish.

White men and women were fully clad in their predictable business costumes. They clutched their
fine leather brief cases as they walked and talked, rushed and discussed, and as they stood in the halls

and conferred. These were professionals, folks that | admired and was in-training to become.

When Mamma and | got off the elevator we saw Lora Mae pacing in front the courtroom door.
Before we could walk 20 paces to meet her shed glanced at her watch seven times. Underneath her
round glasses | could see her eyes had grown big on her face and her eyeballs were trembling. The

meat on her chubby jaws jiggled. She inhaled, stared at Mamma and me and exhaled.



Your cousin won t be here today. He made some sort of a shady deal with the district attorney s

office. Like our previous encounter the therapist- lawyer studied our faces for areaction.

She watched my temples bulge with fear and anger contorted my face. | had love for Danny but my
ass was on the line. He was possibly the only one that could clear me. How was it possible for a man
without a paid lawyer, who couldn t make bail was able to pull off a dea? Black Dickey winced. He

wished himself to become a belt so that he could whip Danny s ass!

What kind of deal? Mamma blurted the questio n to the panicky professional.

A trickle of snot seeped from Lora Mae s nose. She sniffed then removed a hankie from her brief

case and wiped.

The district attorney s office wouldn t say o fficially but I m sure he gave up adrug dealer.

And what did he get in return? Mammacried i n a sharp tense tone and the lawyer s nose twitched.

He s been released and all charges were dropp ed. Mamma has never tried to hide her anger away
from white people and she didnt concea her rage from Lora Mae. Her whole face puffed-up with

emotion and Lora Mae s reaction was to turn and pace in acircle.

We dtill have time to plead guilty. Kayin cou ld do one year in lock up in the county and three years
probation. That s the best deal they |l probably of fer. She inhaled and immediately critically studied

our faces.

I m not guilty of any damn crime! In explos ve anger | shouted. Individuals of a group near us
quickly spread into a pack of white people down the hall, and soon it seemed as if everybody in the
building was gawking in our direction. Lora Maes eyes tweaked. | d frightened her again and

apparently all the white folks at the courthouse.



In front of the crowd of white on-lookers, Mamma scratched her fingernails into the white lady s
expensive black suit and yanked her into her body. With her teeth clenched Mamma whispered into
Lora Maes ear, Lady, you take care of my son! Be ing the Christian woman Mamma was, bitch

was silent in her threat.

The courtroom had towering monumental lights and as we entered they began to impose an
incredible shrinking feeling on me. The furnishings were exquisitely carved in the French classical
manner the adjudicator s bench, the lawyers tables and chairs, the pews where the jury sat, even the
judge s mallet was stained in a lustrous rich maple. For a young guy that began life living in a house

with rats chewing inside the walls, jurisprudence s over-hyped setting was extremely intimidating.

The gray haired, white woman, judge had prickly piercing features. Oklahoma s harsh sunshine had
engraved wrinkles and made her appear older than what | thought she was. During the proceedings
from her lofty pedestal, she would often cut her eyes unsympathetically down on me. And behind her,
draped over the entire wall, were four massive headshots photographs of judges of the past. They all
had their own unique solemn frown of distinction. And | assumed these men were on the bench during
Jm Crow. And there they were pasted proud, unapologetically. They were honored as the history of
justice in Oklahoma City. | wondered how many black families had they hurt, killed, and treated like
second classed citizens because of the unjust segregated laws? Intently gazing on them | began
studying their faces, and under the influence of suspiciousness | began overtly seeing evil and
hypocrisy, egotism and cynicism in their souls. Had any of them intimately ever known any black folk?
And that is the question that has haunted me my whole life the lack of camaraderie between blacks

and whites in Oklahoma.



The prosecutor wore thick glasses. He was young, wiry with greasy-hair, a clean-cut white fellow.
When he talked to the jury he made hand gestures in my direction, and made a few glances over at

me but never did he ever look directly into my eyes .

Before the proceedings even began, the whole exhibition had already demoralized me. From the
authority of the judges hammer down to the spit shine varnished floors, an overwhelming pitiful
shame had me in flight to somewhere, any place that | could crawl in and hide. Why was | feeling so

damn unworthy? | couldn t answer that question.

To start the show, up front on center stage, Lora Mae and | were seated together at a table. There
was a carved, dark chocolate pew behind us where Mom and Loretta sat. Spottily filling of the

courtroom were people with their own up-coming cases and their worried families.

Diagonally to the left of us was a knee high decorative wooden gate, the entrance to the people who
would judge methe jury s box. My peers, so they sa y. None of these folks looked like me. The
sunshine, the Oklahoma winds and the rainy weather was the total depth of the things we had in

common. Instead of a nurturing relationship with white people, nature was our only bond.

With a mule s face she had unusually large lips for a white woman. No matter who was on the stand

testifying her eyes would dart down on her silver-plated timepiece.

There was too much make-up on the short auburn haired chubby white woman. She had stretched
the buttons to their limits just to fasten up her silk blouse. | hoped it was true that plump folk were

friendly.

She sneezed, she coughed, and she blew snot out of her long sharp nose and constantly wiped it with
a hankie. The hefty fifty-ish bleach-blond white woman would disrupt testimony and the lawyer s

arguments by these perpetual interruptions.



Strawberry hair and a freckle face were behind the academic glasses worn by the white woman in
her early forties. Her itchy eyes kept her squinting and her obsessive-compulsive nature caused her to

constantly clean her eyewear.

A purple strip ran through her blond hair. She was about my age. Her luscious lips made Black
Dickey horny. Her southern big blue eyes would never consider giving him any. Pale was the only
emotion inserted on this American beauty, a southern white rocker-raised on blue grass, | thought. She
was the hip hop generations counter-part. What did we have in common for her to care about my well

being? And, here she was, judging me.

Only one of the two officers that had humiliated me out in the pouring rain showed up to testify, and
he was the one that had aimed the shotgun at my head. When | spotted him, a new concentrated version

of hate and an unknown fear attacked my psyche.

There he was, on the witness stand, and this time instead of pointing a shotgun at my head and
spewing out offensive language, the white cop masterly lied, presenting his new reality of the crime.

He insinuated to his audience that as a black man in Oklahoma | had no integrity.

We had the suspicious vehicle under surveillance at the Villa apartments on Douglas Boulevard
and Northeast 16™ street. Dressed moderately in a black suit, the g ood-old-boy police officer pointed

me out to the jury.

The defendant parked, got out of the vehicle, proceeded to walk to a stairway and that lead him to a
known drug dealer s apartment. In approximately fifteen minutes the defendant returned with three
other black men. Why is he lying? whispering ang rily, | nudged Lora Mae. | never got out of the
car. And the police cruiser was ahead of us, hiding at an abandoned service station. Sh-sh-sh! Lora

Mae sternly quieted me. Gritting my teeth | rolled my eyes at my paid protector, thinking, shes



suppose to be my inside-of the-system white person, why isnt she stopping these lies? If thisis the

way justice works, the polite courtesy of courtroom decorum stunk.

| believe the drug pick-up, the transfer, hap pened there. We pursued the defendant and stopped
them on 8" and Martin Luther King. My partner and | removed the suspects from the vehicle. | asked
the defendant if it was aright to search the vehicle and he approved. With good old boy southern
charm the dishonest cop barbed his head in my direction. His description of the incident and
stereotypical depiction of blacks as drug dealers was stolen right out of a bad Hollywood script. And
his Okie audience the jury was on the edge of their seats by the drama, and | imagined them
intensely smacking popcorn! This John Wayne, serve and protect, officer was like a brother, an uncle
or cousin, someone the jurors knew and trusted. Black Dickey stewed. He was helpless. There was

nothing he could do about white folk s perceptions in this city.

When the prosecutor held up the large plastic bag full of drugs the little fifty something redheaded
freckled white woman juror snarled her leaky nose. There were dight eye blinks of disgust on some of
the juror s stone faces and simultaneously, automatically they all stared at me. Even though they didn t

make a sound | could hear loud rumblings. The muffled noise made Black Dickey squirm.

Lora Mae s cross didn t budge the confidence of the white peace officer. What time the cops began
to scrutinize our behavior, weather | entered inside a drug dealer s home, and if | gave permission for
the search seemed to be immaterial and missing in action in her questions. Anyway | began to assume,
like Lora Mae probably had already concluded, a white peace officer s word against a suspected
notorious nigger drug dealer would only amplify a belief aready believed by the jury. | couldnt

compete with the beliefs they already held.

The dean of students at the university, Professor Glean, a white man testified on my behalf. This

young man has good morals and has quality academic standards.



Reverend O. L. Wilson praised the volunteerknd done in the community. “I've known this
young man his whole life. His mother is a Christimaman and she raised him with God’s hands!”
Loosening and freeing his large body out of they gifi the tight fit of the chair, the dark skin man

became animated; after all he was a southern Ipiaacher.

He spoke to the jurors like he was telling skary of Jesus to innocent children. His sermaygled
for his listeners to believe an unadulterated pectihhat he painted of me; at times, the preacher ma

had me believing | was the Son of God.

“He’s obedient to his mother, the church, aredcommunity! Never ever heard anyone ever say the

devil was ever in this young man. This young mamsothe Lord!”

Calmly | spoke with an eloquent soft politemesid desperately tried to hide any trace of Africa
culture. | wanted the jurors to see me as one emthDressed down in the cool sapphire suit |
presented intellect, no Ebonics and no soul tanhige folk. With deep affectionate southern sinteri
have-mercy-on-my-sowas pumped through my heart in the answers | @t/ to my lawyer’s
inquisition.

Casually Laura Mae strolled over to the jurdexed them and relaxed her hands on the marble

gate. She raised her left hand pointed it at metarsiled her head in the same direction.

“Some of you have sons and daughters...a neightboousin that’s hard working! Hard working
and attending school.” Back and forth her neck mdofrem me to a stare directed privately at each
juror. A sneeze interrupted Laura Mae but her syaged steady on them and me. “...Striving to make
a better life for himself...A young man that’s trying contribute to his community. Well that's who

this young man Kayin Jackson is.”



