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I always liked to hide when she did it. I

couldn’t handle the transformation.

Holding the warm blanket over my head,

covering my ears, I was safe. I’d close my

eyes, too. But not the whole time. I wanted

to savor my mother’s face before she threw

the mask on it. Before I couldn't even

recognize her anymore. I knew she’d be

gone soon after. That was the way it

always was. Mask. Grandma’s. Mommy

went to get Money. From men.But she

always told me that was how she fed us.

That mask was the reason she could keep

food on our table. I never understood why

my mom had to wear a mask to feed me.

None of my friends at school said that

about their mamas.
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     Daniel glared at her with his dark

eyes. He had dark skin, dark hair, and

even darker emotions. He had a body that

hit the gym everyday, and his wife, Roxy,

loved him for it. Spit gathered on his

tongue, but he kept his mouth

closed.             
     “I don’t want to see that shit on your

face today, babe,” he said. Roxy

struggled to draw a straight line across

her eyelid. Once she was done, she

swirled her hips towards him. She

always did her makeup in one of those

swirly desk chairs. A hot pink one she

wouldn’t let anyone else sit in.
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     “I’m sorry, babe. I know I’m taking

forever,” she glanced back at him and

smirked. “But babe you know I’ve got to

put my face on! I can’t leave this house

looking average.” She paused. “Like, I

really can’t.” He clenched his back teeth,

exposing his chiseled jawline. Roxy knew

he didn’t like this shit. 

     As a matter of fact, he hated it. They

had a conversation about it at least once a

week. It didn’t matter where they went.

They could be going for a hike, or they

could be walking the dog. Either way, she

had to layer it on. Today in particular, all

they were doing was going to get some

groceries.
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     “I just don’t see the point in you doing

all that,” he said, rubbing her shoulders. I

like my woman natural. Haven’t I told

you that all five years of our marriage?

That you don’t need all that war paint?” 
     She rolled her eyes.  
     “Boi, you can see me natural at night.

Right before we go to bed. Bonnet on and

everything,” Roxy scrunched her face. An

exhale fell from her lips. 
     “This is self care for me, okay? Can I

live?” Her hand shook more as she added

more eyeshadow.

     “Self care,” he scoffed. He picked up

one of her brushes with two fingers,

analyzing it like it was from outer space.
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     “Yeah that’s what you call it,” he said,

“but we both know why you really put it on.

You wear alll this crap for attention. Be

real.”

     She tilted her head and put her compact

down. “Really? If that’s the case...you wear

Jordans and get your hairline straight for

attention. I don’t stop you from doing that

though, do I?” 
     He narrowed his eyes. “That ain’t the

same shit,” he yelled. She ignored him and

hummed into the mirror as she finished her

face.

     Daniel watched her defy him like he

didn’t even matter. He clenched his fists. He

saw his mom in his mind’s eye. He could see

the strokes of paint caked on her face so

thick he could have carved his name into it.
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     Now, with each new stroke he

watched his wife paint on her face, anger

grew inside him. 

     The veins in his neck appeared, rising

thick like homemade bread. I’m so sick of

this shit. Looks. All she fucking cares

about. All she has energy for. Why the

fuck am I here? 

     He slammed the door, making her

jump.  
     “I’ll be in the car,” he huffed. By the

time they arrived at the store, his anger

was as solid as ice. She laughed silently

to herself, impressed with his ability to

stay mad. Behind her laughter, though, a

soft sadness lived.
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     “Babe,” she whispered. “I just don’t

get why I have to look like a hag in order

for you to be comfortable.” 

     Her voice strained as it got louder.

“You know I’ve never been comfortable

being plain. Being basic. You want a

plain jane for a wife? A wife who just

doesn’t give a fuck?” 
     He got out and slammed the door. She

hurried after him, rubbed his shoulder,

and he yanked himself away. She shook

her head and they proceeded into the

store, walking a few feet apart.



8

     He grabbed a buggy. She trailed

behind him, stopping here and there to

throw food in the cart. 

     She reached for some apples, and

once she selected two, a tall man walked

over to her. 
     “You might need this, pretty lady,”

the stranger said, winking at her. He

handed her a plastic bag to put her fruit

in. 

     Roxy wore a long, v-neck maxi dress

with roses printed on it. It hugged her

curves in all the right places. Many men

were staring for longer than a few

seconds as they moved through the store.



      "Thank you,” she replied. After she

took the bag, she glanced at her husband

and saw what looked like green scales

developing on his neck. He let out a deep

moan that only she could hear.          
      She touched his neck, caressing the

scales. Suddenly the green stain

disappeared. 
       “Babe, you okay?” she said.

   “Don’t worry ‘bout me. Homeboy

cheesin at you ain’t gon look good for

long if he keeps talking to you,” he said,

studying the stranger. 
     “Oh my god,” she mumbled to herself.

She smiled and scooted closer to her

husband. She reached for his hand, but he

juked her like a ball player.
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     “Nah, you know what?” he said. His

voice deepened as the veins in his neck

resurrected. 

     “How about you go shop by yourself?

Meet me up front in twenty.” 
     He rolled away with the buggy. She

dropped her head and went to grab a new

one. 

      Taking a deep breath, she continued

shopping solo. She picked up some fruit,

nuts, and then she headed over to the meat

section. 

      Roxy was fifth in line behind four men.

She tapped her foot while she drafted an

email to their couples therapist. The man in

front of her turned around. “Hi beautiful,

you can get in front of me,” he smiled.

“You look really nice today.”
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     He wore a Hawaiian shirt even though it

was freezing out. It was strange, but she took

him on his offer. She moved in front of him

and as she did, she felt his hand rub her

booty. It wasn’t a gentle rub, like an accident.

It lingered, and his fingers intentionally

gripped her round cheeks.         
     Roxy blinked fast and darted her eyes

around the store, looking for her husband.

She needed him, and wanted him, in that

moment. It wasn’t funny anymore. The game

was over. 

      She needed her husband close to her. To

defend her from this prick. Her lips quivered

and her hands shook. She clung to the buggy

for dear life. She was experiencing what her

therapist called a panic attack.
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     Suddenly she felt heat on her back. It

was so hot, she thought someone was

holding a lighter to her. She screamed and

threw her body forward. 

     When she finally got herself together

enough to turn around, she saw her

husband. 

     Daniel’s neck was turning green, and

bulging larger than it had the first

time. His entire neck went from a weak

lime color to a vibrant emerald. He burst

out of his sweatsuit, tearing it to shreds

like the Hulk. A roar fell from his mouth.

Everyone could hear him.  People were

frantic and running full speed for the exit.
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     Daniel picked up the Hawaiian shirted man,

opened his mouth, and blew out a stream of

flames, leaving the man unrecognizable. 

     There was a stick of what looked like coal,

where the man’s head used to be. The other

men in line left their buggies, sprinting for the

exit. Parents picked up their fearless small

children and ran out. 

     “I wanna see the dragon, mommy. It’s

cool!” a toddler said. Roxy froze there,

looking at a version of her husband she didn’t

even know existed. 

     Her knees buckled. She could no longer

hold her weight on her wobbly legs, and she

fainted. Her husband picked her up, burned a

massive hole in the wall with his breath, and

ran with her out to their car. Police cars chased

them through the city streets.
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     “Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit!” he yelled,

speeding. He saw his wife coming back

alive. Roxy looked at him and screamed, as

he was still in dragon form.          
     “You see what happens when you wear

all that damn makeup?” Daniel said as his

body slowly transitioned back into a man.

“Now I’m gonna be another black man in

jail.”           
     “You’re really blaming this on makeup

right now?” she yelled. The police sirens

cried between her words. She was

breathless.

     “Daniel are you a damn...a fucking

dragon?” she cried.He sat there silent,

focusing on the road and plotting a way to

get the cops off his tail. It looked like he’d

make it.
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     After fifteen more minutes of driving at full

speed, they made it to a secluded area where they

would abandon the car and walk home. They

walked into their house and sat down for dinner.

     “To answer your question,” he started, “I’m not

actually a dragon, no.”  
     “Well what the hell was that? An optical

illusion?”

     “It’s something I’ve always dealt with, kind of

like an alter ego...but... usually I have control over

it,” he said.

     She wrinkled her eyebrows. 
     “You know how I told you about how my mom

made ends meet, right? When I was growing up?”

     Roxy nodded, touching his arm. She knew it

was something he didn't like to discuss. 
     “Well,” he continued. “What I didn't tell you

about is how she used to leave me, right after she

put all that stuff on her face. Everytime.”
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     She studied his face with

curiosity. His eyes watered. 

     “It’s always pissed me off, just how

much she would do to herself for those

men. But she never had time to even read

me a bedtime story. To this day, I don't

feel lke I know her. It's like I had no

mother at all.

     She studied the discomfort in his face,

though not a tear had fallen. She had

never seen him cry. Daniel never cried.

He didn’t believe in it. 

     Roxy got up and sat on his

lap.“Daniel,” she encased his face in her

hands. “You are the most important man

in my life.” A tear streamed down her

face.
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     “And I’m never going to leave you. I love

my makeup and I’ve always felt inferior

without it, but if there's anything I can do to

stop this pain you feel...I’ll stop wearing it.”

     ”Daniel started to get hard. He studied her

face, and though he knew she was talking,

his head was on something else entirely. 
     “No, Roxy. You are sexy as fuck with

and without the makeup. But let me tell you

this, don't you ever feel inferior. Ever. I don't

care if they stop making makeup tomorrow

and you have to be barefaced for eternity.

You are my everything girl. I love your

chocolate ass,” he grinned, slapping her ass

cheek.
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     He spread her legs wide so they

wrapped around his waist. He yanked her

dress up while she unbuttoned his pants.     

With his hand he grabbed her soft breasts

and stuck himself inside her. He moaned

into her ear. 
     “You’re fucking beautiful.”

     They twirled their lips together getting

lost in the moment. She grabbed the back

of his head. He pulled on her hair as he

shoved himself deep into her center. She

was getting wetter and wetter by the

moment. He was drowning in her

freedom. 

     They closed their eyes and rode the

waves of ecstacy until neither one of them

could go any further.
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THE END.
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