
Chapter XI 

“What?” replied Alan in a high screechy voice.  He laughed and looked at his wife as if what she said was 

beyond reason.  He humored her words to try and cover the awkwardness and fear coursing through his 

very veins.  Quickly he quipped “I know right.  I don’t even have to miss it cause I already have the 

sexiest girl at every bar.” He hopped down from the stool and walked over to her and grabbed her butt 

and kissed her on the cheek.  “See” he said.  “Who else gets that automatically when they go into a bar?  

I don’t want anything else.  But that sweet pwussy.  Sweet pwussy Saturday”  He spoke in a goofy fake 

gangster rapper voice that they all immediately recognized.  It was as if the lie were too untrue for him 

to even utter it in his real voice.  Nadja scoffed and grabbed the back of his head tussling his hair.  She 

let his head go and slapped the side of his arm swiftly and sharply mumbling angrily “Don’t say shit like 

that.  He’s in my class”.  He flinched at the slap. Immediately he placed his hands in his hair to comb it 

back over to the side as it had been so neatly before.  “Damn woman, that shit hurt…  We’re married 

and  he’s a grown man.  He knows what married people do on Plies favorite day of the week.  ‘Sweet 

pwasssy Saaaaatday’”.  David laughed.  He shook his head showing that he understood completely the 

reference and they began doing impressions of Plies ‘Sweet Pwassy Saaaaatday’ posts.  “It’s Sweet 

Pwasssy Saaaatday.  Sprankle some sugar on that pwassy.  Drop the mutherfuckin rod in that pwaaasy.”  

They laughed and laughed.   They went back and forth, over and over.  David pulled out his phone and 

looked the videos up on YouTube.  He showed Alan some of the newer ones.  Nadja shook her head.  As 

hilarious as she thought the posts were she was annoyed that Alan had made her laugh.  She wasn’t 

faking a laugh as she had been over the past few weeks.  This actually made her laugh and she didn’t 

want to laugh honestly with him.  She wanted to laugh at him. 

 


