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Chapter 1

Ntumba

The first time I tongue-kissed a
boy was on the staircase of our
building complex. I kept throwing
silent farts. The powerful rotten
egg smell filled the area where we



were kissing. He must've moved
me around maybe three or four
times to escape the funk. Each
time he did, I slid one out when he
started to kiss me. I couldn't help
it...all I kept thinking about is, if
my dad saw what I'm doing right
now, he would whoop my a@#.

I also assumed the boy was
probably thinking this and that.
He's going to dump me. He s going
to tell his friends everything. Any
minute now, he’ll get sick of this
and run.


https://www.facebook.com/hashtag/s?__eep__=6&__cft__[0]=AZUaYP_AySp5JzW28klPNZ6NFkqznLFyhWtAfOwXn78ljwcpkEPQiZxxsD1Xwj2zc-cpXgIly207Y2enfIHPLJvVN-op0ELEkHRrHa0S0i9Z709NSgqCltmtnLGAb1kTo74U7NSX9cqUz1Rcyf5hTPjBVwVYoWTapV_ZN28ZnyzZLGKVoMOqfXZ0Jp8ZtvH0SrbSIbp56QM2f2SSSYwlyjlHq6eCj-E_jY74a4gv2_oTiveqVTEslmxnoHO-VrHvdtrGft_lE8FMP19Gg6F4ATH0&__tn__=*NK-R

P.S. To grown men:

What are you
thinking—relationship-wise?
Asking for a friend.




"Well, because no one is listening.
That’s really what it is. They like
to say, you know we’re here for
you, we’re listening...when it
truly doesn’t matter. You know,
not for men." -Wise Morrow

Back to the farting scene:

But he didn’t.

He was very supportive, kept
fixing things by moving me
around, and he stayed in the
relationship. Years later, I told a
friend this story. She said, Never
post that on social media. Well,
[’m not hiding that teenager
anymore. [ want her to be the one
to walk in the sun—all of her.
Those embarrassing moments.



Her childhood trauma.

Her teenage to late-30s
micro-depression.

All of it. She worked hard to heal
from every piece of it.

People look at her now and think
nothing bad could have ever
happened to her. I am proud of
her. (Me.)

I let drops of holy water dance on
my forehead, drank the blood of
Jesus, completed a ten-day silent
meditation, and sat through
several therapy sessions. So yes...
yes, I've worked on my shadow
side.



Here we are, two grown women,
sitting across from each other,
talking over vegan food at her
favorite spot in the West Village,
New York. I summoned her—my
favorite Congolese. She looked
me straight in the eye and said,
“As women get older, they start
working more on
themselves—emotionally.”

As men get older, they get stuck
in an emotional stage and don’t
grow (they don’t do the work).
Think of it as they all come with
an issue...it’s a matter of figuring
out what issue you want to deal
with.” Since she’s married to her
perfect mate, I believe her.



P.S.

To grown men:

I usually ask this on the first
date—

"Do you have a mental health
tool?"

(Not physical. Emotional.)
Well... do you? Asking for a
friend.




I can’t remember much of what
my late mother said about what
men think. But I do remember
this:

“The pretty ones got snatched
up quickly... I got married
when I was 15. I didn’t finish
high school.”

And she was—the most beautiful
woman in the world. You see, my
mother was a young mother, lover,
wife, and sister-friend. She wasn’t
“love savvy,” but she knew about
love. She knew about kindness.
That’s how I learned kindness.
After all, she married my father—
A man with not-so-great mental
health, and a personality that was
very challenging to navigate.



And still, she remained patient.
Sensitive. Selfless. Sometimes I
would catch a glimpse of her
sadness and knew her mental
health had been affected perhaps
since her childhood.

All her sister-friends would say,
“I don’t have many friends...
but your mother—she’s my best
friend.”

That’s where I got my friendship
skills. From her.

She did say,

“You can study. Focus on your
studies—marriage can wait.”
So [ waited.

And waited.



Until... I started noticing what I
perceived as synchronicities...
little signs that the one is coming.
Waiting for the one be like...






As I mentioned in Book I, I don’t
believe in fortune tellers. But a
very close friend once texted me a
YouTube video of a particular one.
I didn’t take it at face value.
Instead, I interpreted her
move—sending me that video—as
a clue.

What fascinates me most is
something the tarot reader said in
Book III—and I’m paraphrasing:
“It’s like the twins have an
umbilical cord connecting
them.”

Hmm... what does that mean?

I could tell you exactly how that
line resonates with me now, here
in Book IV. As I mentioned



before, I was already receiving
internal clues back then—vivid
dreams about Aim. Now, it’s
evolved. Lately, it’s been
energetically experienced visuals.
It’s like I’'m daydreaming the
visual of myself in spirit form
being in two bodies and
energetically feeling like my spirit
is in two bodies...except the face
of the second body is not clear. If
that makes any sense.

I started getting a gut
feeling—that I was finally going
to meet Aim in real life. I was
going on vacation to Maryland
and passing through New York.



Naturally, I packed three date
outfits.

[ mean... this could be it!

We meet on Saturday night at the
after-party.

We go on a breakfast date Sunday
morning.

By lunch, we’re boyfriend and
girlfriend.

By dinner—engaged.

And by midnight? Married.

That’s why the three outfits were
absolutely essential. Saturday
night at the Kennedy Center,
among others performing, I was
most excited to see Rapsody
perform my favorite song of hers.



But on the other end, my
“gut-feeling man” was not sitting
synchronistically in the seat next
to mine, as I had imagined.

Still, there was hope.

The after-party.

YES, of course—the after-party!
It made more sense this way.

He would be the one to spot me—
Just like the tarot reader said:
“He could always spot her... in
a crowded room.”

“Her” meaning me. He-he.

In the past, a couple of popular
men at different dance clubs have
noticed me in the crowd more than
once. They would walk past me
repeatedly throughout the night



without saying anything, so I
chose to ignore it.

I knew he was going to spot me in
the crowd, sneak up behind me,
and dance with me—slow dance,
like back in the '80s. Okay... so
that didn’t happen. But there was
still hope—four days left of my
vacation. Anything could happen
in four days!

Nothing happened.

I had a great time traveling from
Maryland to New York and back
again. It was like a mini tour of
fun, reading my children's book to



students, and enjoying delicious
food...and I saw friends and family
that I love so dearly. But another
part of me was so angry at God...I
wanted to beat his a#@. What was
that gut feeling about? What were
all those synchronisticies about?

Then I calmed down after being
home for a minute. I realized that
wanting to beat God’s a#(@ was
really just being angry at myself. |
am God—or in the image of God.
And that kind of energy, directed
at myself, can’t create anything
good.



The hard truth to swallow is that
Twin Flames don’t always end up
together in this lifetime. That’s
what my Reiki practitioner told
me during our session—it’s
something I already knew. Often,
Twin Flames come into the same
lifetime not to stay together, but to
catalyze spiritual growth. After
that, they part ways... and
sometimes meet a soulmate
instead. Right now, I’'m talking to
two potentials.

They’re both good men. One lives
a great distance from me and
works long hours, so we haven’t
spent time together yet. The other
is going through a financial
transition. I know what you’re



thinking—what s wrong with just
being his friend until he gets back
on his feet? My response 1is:
whatever happened to being there
when times are hard? Besides, he
might see me as a gold digger if |
only pursue something romantic
once he’s financially stable again.

So, which potential do you think
is more likely to work out? Is my
Twin Flame still in the picture
without me knowing it? My Reiki
practitioner had a lot to say about
sensing my Twin Flame’s presence
in my energy during our last
session.

What does it all mean?

I’m spilling the tea in Book V.



LOVE

SAVVY

1 believe that God and the angels spraks to everyone through the
medivm of our comlori_whether it's svnchronicities, social media
prosts, movies, or what one person says. This has been happening
recently in my love life. With all this nudging_.1 don‘t know what
Kind of conspiracies God and angels have for me Lol Ddecided to
interview other women in similar positions..on a jeurney s lind
thiir life partner with the goa

sl marriage. We're in this logether
wa'll—as it all unfolds!
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