
 

Inside Look 

“The Girls You Don’t Take Home To Mama” 

Intro 

The Beginning 

 First and foremost, I want to thank you, the reader, for taking the time to read this 
self-help book. I ask that you overlook the flaws in grammar and punctuation, as this is 
my very first book. It certainly won’t be my last! In fact, I am already writing a sequel to 
this one; I have many other ideas and topics that I’d like to discuss with you. 

This book can be enjoyed by everyone, although it is written primarily for a male 
audience. I am sure female readers will find it equally informative and enjoyable. The 
content should be of particular interest to those who frequent strip clubs or, better yet, 
those girls you don’t take home to Mama. Now, before we get started, let me make this a 
little simpler for me. Since this book has such a long title, from this point on, I will refer 
to the ladies in question as “the Girls.” OK, keep up with the class, students. 

You know the girls your mother continuously warned you about when you were 
growing up. I know my mother warned me all my life. But did I listen? No! The more she 
warned me about them, the more I wanted to make them a part of my life. Now, in 
retrospect, I wish I had listened to Mama, but it is what it is. For those of you who never 
dared to cross the lines, it is my intention to bring you out of that box you’ve been living 
in for so long. Maybe I can open up your eyes to a few things—just maybe. This is also 
directed to the young adults, those fresh eighteen-, nineteen-, twenty-, and twenty-one-



year-olds, who are living life right now. You think you are on top of the world. Don’t fall 
off! 

Now, I am not a reporter or someone who walks around writing about other 
people’s lives and then puts it all in a book. Everything that is written in this book has in 
fact been a part of my life at one time or another. Believe that! Keep in mind that I was 
young, dumb, and living life, just like some of you are right now. If I could change the 
hands of time, I wouldn’t! Out of all the crazy events in life, I did help create two 
beautiful children, and that I will never regret. This book will speak about my 
experiences involving the trials and tribulations of dealing with the Girls. Hopefully you 
can learn and apply this to your life so that you don’t make the same mistakes that I and 
so many others have made. 

I know some people are going to be mad at me. Oh well, some may even 
contemplate legal action…Bring it! I also know I am exposing a lot of dirty-ass women 
who are walking around here. Well, I guess it’s time for them to clean their shit up or get 
exposed for what they are—girls you don’t take home to Mama! Some will like or even 
love this book, and some will hate it. One thing’s for sure: once you read it, you will have 
a different outlook on life in general. I wanted to keep this first book short and to the 
point but also fast paced, with some funny stories and a whole lot of truth. Love it or hate 
it, but at the end of the day, you have to respect it! Don’t apply everything that I’m saying 
in here to yourself or your relationships, because it might not apply to your boyfriend or 
girlfriend, your husband or wife, or your loved ones. Keep an open mind while you read 
this material. 

There are books that teach how to maintain healthy relationships. Well, this isn’t 
that type of book! This is the book that tells you why you should not even mess around, 
let alone be in a relationship, with one of the Girls. You may even identify with a 
character or two because you know someone who has experienced—or you yourself may 
have experienced—a scenario similar to one you will read. Don’t you wish someone 
besides your mama would have warned you? 

I know! I know! I should have written this book a long time ago. It didn’t really 
occur to me that I had something to talk about that could help others out. I thought, Man, 
I sure know how to pick them dirty, nasty-ass females, huh? Why can’t I ever find a nice, 
good girl? Why do I always find these nothing-ass females who live in the night life? 
Huh? Why? Then it hit me. I know a lot about these types of girls and can explain to you 
why we males like these females and why we shouldn’t take them home to Mama. I 
didn’t need to research anything about strippers, porn stars, escorts, prostitutes, or 



skeezers/sluts. I didn’t need to ask for advice from anyone. Nope, nope, nope! I knew all 
of these things because these are the types of women I always surrounded myself with, 
played with, hung out with, had fun with, smoked with, and drank with—and so many 
other things that I can’t go into detail about. That’s a topic for another book. 

The stress, heartache, pain, lies, drama, sleepless nights, broken promises, phone 
calls, stalking, money you will spend, money that will come up missing, dreams, hopes, 
faith, beautiful women, hotels, motels, strip clubs, movies, late nights, early mornings, 
ups, downs, and disrespect! I could go on and on for a while, but I am not going to. I am 
going to provide a method to the madness, a way to see through all the bullshit! I am 
going to tell you—well, provide you with—what you need to know about how not to 
become a victim and how not to get sucked into being a sucker. But I can only tell you 
what I’ve been through, lived through, and seen with my own two eyes. I won’t write 
anything that I didn’t do firsthand or see. So take all this knowledge, wisdom, and 
understanding, and don’t be that person who says, “That won’t happen to me.” Because it 
will; trust me. Don’t think you can beat the odds. The house is stacked against you. And 
you know what they say about the house? The house always fucking wins! I am also 
going to write about some factual events that have taken place around the world, so you 
know what we are up against. We live in crazy times—very crazy times. 

So relax and get something to snack on while you read through this short but very 
helpful book. And remember the lessons and morals that are being put at the forefront. 
Laugh with me, and feel my pain. Just try to picture yourself walking in my shoes. Please 
enjoy yourself, and let yourself get into the book. Open your eyes and ears to see whether 
you’re dealing with one of “The girls you don’t take home to Mama.” Remember that if it 
looks like a duck, sounds like a duck, and walks like a duck, then most likely you’re 
dealing with a motherfucking duck! How do you tell whether you’re dealing with a duck? 
Just pay attention to the book. But I don’t call them ducks. It’s just “the girls you don’t 
take home to Mama.” 

I almost forgot: I’m so sorry, Mama, that I was such a nasty ass! I know you raised 
me better. Like you said to me a long time ago, “You learn, and then you live, but some 
of us have to learn more than we are able to live.” I just hope that I am able to help 
someone out who might be heading down that path. So here it is. I have held this up for 
way too long. Welcome to the book. Love does come in many shapes, sizes, and colors. 
But love shouldn’t come with stress and a heart attack. 



God bless all strippers, porn stars, escorts/prostitutes, and skeezers/sluts for their 
contribution to the creation of this book. Thank you. Without you, this book would not 
have been possible. Again, thank you very much. 

Chapter 1: Why? 

Why is an excellent question. So why wait? Let’s get straight to the point. Why do most 
men prefer strippers, porn stars, escorts/prostitutes, and skeezers/sluts? Here are some of 
my personal opinions presented as answers to the question why. 

 As vibrant teenagers, we all looked at or watched some type of adult 
entertainment. Some of us more than others—but in truth, all of us—have watched with 
glassy eyes, masturbated to, and had fantasies from looking at the Girls. I mean, let’s be 
real with ourselves: Who wouldn’t want to have sexual relations with a beautiful, big-
butted, big-breasted, wild, and exotic woman? I can just see the smiles stretch across your 
faces right now! Imagine a sex-crazed woman who is willing to do whatever you want or 
suggest, just to please you. It’s an enticing thought. Most men are more than willing to 
interact with this woman, even if she happens to be one of the Girls. 

 This attraction is ingrained in us at a young age. We are attracted to the girls 
named Candy, Molly, or Sugar from those porn movies and magazines that we hid 
between our mattresses and inside our sneaker boxes. We didn’t want to be caught, 
especially by Mama. We can all laugh at this because right now we all are thinking about 
our favorite porn magazines and movies. I remember those late nights watching my 
favorite porn movie entitled The Girls Next Door. Do you remember that one? After 
watching that movie, how many of you, like myself, began investigating your neighbors, 
trying to find out whether there was a lonely, sex-crazed woman living next door? Hey, it 
could happen, we thought. It has happened to others, just not us—yet. The key word here 
is yet! The possibilities are endless in the world we live in. 



 In the following pages of this book, I will attempt to answer some of those 
questions based on the experiences I have had with these types of women. I will define, 
explain, and even present some real-life stories to bring about my points. Take note of the 
name of this book, and understand that the operative word here is don’t. If your mother is 
anything like mine, you have been given anecdotes your entire life as to what kind of girl 
you should and should not associate with. Don’t get me wrong. My mother warned me 
about so many wrong turns, but being the inquisitive young fellow I am, I just had to go 
down that path myself. Just about 9.99 times out of 10, Mama was right. I’d never tell her 
that, but how did she know about all of those pitfalls? So now I feel it is my obligation to 
inform as many as I can about some of these pitfalls, so they don’t make the same 
mistakes I did. To start off, the attraction is only human nature. 

The Stripper 

Why the stripper? I can hear the song “I’m ’n Luv (Wit a Stripper)” in my head. Can you 
hear it? Relax and listen as I take you away for a minute or two. Imagine this… 

 Music is blasting in the background. Your chest is vibrating because you can feel 
the bass playing through the leather seats you’re sitting in. Green, yellow, red, blue, and 
white lights are flashing around you. The darkness, mixed with the UV lights and 
machine-generated fog, has created a mystical atmosphere, which is inhabited by 
beautiful and exotic half-naked strippers. Oh yeah, this is why we frequent the strip clubs. 
Strawberry, apple, and vanilla scents fill your nostrils so much that you damn near choke. 
Out of the corner of your eye, you see a stripper with a nice butt, big breasts, and a cute 
face, with silky-smooth skin shining from the thin layer of baby oil covering her body 
and bits of glitter here and there. Then you make eye contact. “Damn,” you say to 
yourself under your breath. She’s moving like a tiger stalking her prey. She moves real 
close, and the next thing you know, her breasts are in your face. She’s blowing her warm, 
sweet breath in your ear as she whispers in a sexy, innocent voice. So now this sweet-
sounding, beautiful stripper says to you, “Hi, my name is Mercedes. I would love to talk 
to you. Would you like a lap dance?” This is why many of us fall victim to these women. 
The one-on-one, highly emotional conversations and that face-to-face personal 
interaction with beautiful and exotic women who just happen to be half-naked could be 
the reason we are attracted. All of this makes one think, How can I be this lucky? 

 Wait…Wait! Stop relaxing now! You are not lucky at all. By now you should 
realize that if you didn’t have bad luck, you wouldn’t have any luck. You are about to 
become a victim or, should I say, a trick. You know that this stripper who proclaims her 



name is Mercedes has never owned a Mercedes of any kind, make, or model. You also 
know deep down inside that she is just trying to get a little, if not all, of the money you 
have in your pockets. You cannot be upset about this, because this is how business is 
carried out in the adult-entertainment industry. We are simply paying to be entertained by 
beautiful and exotic women who are halfway or all the way nude. This is why we go to 
strip clubs and pay ten dollars for watered-down alcoholic drinks and twenty dollars for 
lap dances—all in the name of entertainment. It’s just the ones who forget that all of this 
is only entertainment and who wind up believing the fantasy or get suckered by one of the 
Girls. 

 We are also attracted to the confidence a stripper displays, acting like her shit is 
sweet when we all know it’s not. Watching these women onstage dancing and exposing 
their bodies in front of a room full of men makes us slightly more competitive for their 
attention. This is when the dollars begin to rain. Lastly, the “look, but don’t touch” 
philosophy is enticing. These strippers appear to be so perfect, and most of us are 
intoxicated while we’re being stimulated by their performances. This is why so many of 
us believe that we’ve fallen in love with a stripper. Throughout this book, I will share 
with you some of my many stories about my interactions with strippers. Still think you 
are in love with a stripper? 

The Porn Star 

Why porn stars? Why are we so infatuated with porn stars? Let’s just speak the truth, 
because the truth shall set us free. I love porn stars! I think it’s safe to assume I am not 
alone in my regard for the characters portrayed in some of the more-than-PG-rated 
movies. I don’t have a particular favorite; I love them all. Yes, I said it! 

 Have you ever met a porn star before? I have. She wasn’t a famous porn star, but 
to me, a porn star is a porn star. The porn stars I’ve had the opportunity to meet were very 
nice, outgoing, and humorous and had easy outlooks on life in general. I remember 
meeting a porn star who would always say, “Fuck it.” That was her answer to everything 
in life—“Fuck it!” It was after hanging out with her for a couple of weekends that I 
realized most porn stars have a different outlook on life. Some might consider it a little 
too carefree. This is one of the many reasons why we are attracted to porn stars. 

 Most porn stars portray themselves as nasty—really nasty! So nasty that it’s sexy! 
I mean, after watching a female porn star get gangbanged by three or four guys, you’re 
not going to want to run up to her and tongue kiss her. But it’s still sexy and attractive 



watching her do her thing. Deep down inside, you agree with what I’m saying, because 
this is the truth. I know that, even if you can’t bring yourself to say it out loud. It’s OK; 
I’ll say it for you: “We love the nasty, sexy sex that porn stars do!” This is why we like 
porn stars and porn. Whether we are sneaking to watch or watching it freely, it is exciting 
and entertaining and gets us very aroused. 

 Deep down inside, we all have fantasies about having sex with porn stars. Porn 
stars are down for whatever. We are attracted to the idea of being able to do whatever 
freaky shit we want with porn stars without it being called nasty—but sexy nasty. This is 
the truth. That is why I and so many of us tend to fall in love with porn and the stars who 
are in it. In fact, I even thought of becoming a porn star. I know that I’ve got what it 
takes, and I’m not camera shy at all. Let’s all be honest with ourselves right now; at one 
point in our lives, we all wanted to be porn stars and get paid for doing the one thing that 
we all love to do—have sex! I think we all know why we are attracted to, like, and fall in 
love with porn stars. In a few chapters, I will share some stories about my encounter with 
a couple of porn stars. 

The Escort/Prostitute 

Why do we interact with escorts/prostitutes? Now, this is a subject where many people 
become confused. Escorts/prostitutes are a lot like strippers and porn stars. The main 
difference is an escort/prostitute will offer her services to anyone and everyone who is 
willing to pay the fee. Straight to the point with sexual interaction—that’s how it works. 
Get in, and get out—no dinner-and-a-movie routine, no spending time with her children 
or field trips to the zoo, no surprise prepaid spa treatments. It is a few hundred dollars or, 
should I say, “roses,” for either the half or whole hour. It is either an incall (where you 
come to her, normally a hotel or motel) or an outcall (where she comes to you and to your 
home or hotel). There is no serious intimacy unless you want to pay for that. Everything 
is safe sex—condoms, condoms, and more condoms. Some would assume that escorts/
prostitutes are STD-free since they practice safe sex more than the average sexually 
active woman. It could be true, but why would you take the risk and find out by having 
unprotected sex? Use protection at all times. When you are dealing with these types of 
women, a lot of the extra stuff that is normally required in order for you to achieve sexual 
relations is thrown out the window. This is why we like escorts/prostitutes. 

 You can call any escort/prostitute and get the same services with the same 
understanding. For those who are reading this and assume that I’m talking about your 
average street hookers, you are confused. I am talking about every woman who charges 



for sexual relations or sexual favors. Don’t be blindsided. These are the women who hang 
out at bars and clubs or post ads on the Internet for adult entertainment and friendly 
companionship. Don’t be fooled by these women’s smiles. At the end of the day, it’s 
about payment for sexual services. Supply and demand are at an all-time high. Whatever 
they call themselves now—escorts, prostitutes, hos, adult entertainers, pinups, go-getters, 
hustle babies, sugar babies, Daddy’s girls, call girls, the list can go on and on—at the end 
of the day, it’s still prostitution. 

 Allow me to break down a little scenario for you. Say you’re having a sexual urge 
or desire, or you could just be a little stressed out and want to get a load off your chest. 
You pick up the phone and dial some strange number that you found while looking on the 
Internet for adult entertainment or friendly companionship. The phone rings two to three 
times, and then a sexy voice answers by saying, “Hello.” You respond by saying that you 
saw her ad and that you’re very interested in seeking out her services. You request an 
outcall and give her directions to where you are located. She tells you that she’ll be there 
in fifteen to twenty minutes, and a half hour later, there is a knock at your front door. 
When you open the door, a beautiful woman is standing there smiling, and she asks, “Are 
you ready?” Another half hour passes, and you are now feeling relaxed; your stress is 
gone. You’ve just experienced a sexual encounter with an escort/prostitute, and now your 
pockets are a little lighter, but the experience was well worth it. As she leaves, she turns 
and says, “Call me whenever you need me. I really enjoyed our time together.” And then 
she heads off into the night. Simple and straight to the point! This is why some of us fall 
in love with these escorts/prostitutes. If you said, “Hell yeah,” to this scenario, then you 
are one of many readers who feel the same way. So again, why an escort/prostitute? You 
should really be asking yourself, “Why not an escort/prostitute?” (My mama would slap 
me across my face right about here!) 

The Skeezer/Slut 

Why do we like skeezers/sluts? I guess I need to define them first. These are the types of 
women whose main concern is not money but sex. Most of us have had encounters with 
skeezers/sluts. They simply enjoy having sex, and they always want more sex! There are 
some of us, to this day, who are still sexually attracted to skeezers/sluts, and there is a 
handful of us who still reminisce about our past involvements with these types of women. 

 Let me paint a scenario: it’s three in the morning, and you are coming back from a 
party without any luck for some female companionship. You’re going through your phone 
contacts, and you see that one name. Yes, it’s the name of a skeezer/slut. You know the 



name very well, but you don’t say it out loud, because we all know how skeezers/sluts get 
down and around and how they like to become well known to the public. Back to the 
story. 

 It’s three in the morning. You’re a little intoxicated, and you need to get a load off 
your chest. So you call her number, and on the third ring, a female answers—“Who is 
this?” You reply by reminding her who you are. She quickly remembers you and claims 
that she got a new phone and lost all her contacts. Now, we all know those familiar lines, 
and still we all act surprised when we hear them for the third or fourth time. Then you ask 
what she is doing right now and whether she’s busy. Now, common sense should tell you 
that it’s three in the morning and that this woman should be fast asleep, but there is 
nothing common about this girl. She claims that she has been watching movies all night, 
and then she asks about you. You really want to cut to the chase and just flat out ask her 
whether you can come over. But you don’t; you continue to bullshit with her until she 
finally tells you to come over and hang out. That’s why we like skeezers/sluts. Then the 
both of you laugh for a minute or two because she’s been ready for you, and she knows 
that you’re ready for her. In fact, she still has her panties off from the last guy who left 
her place fifteen minutes before you called. But hey, who else is going to be up at three in 
the morning? An escort/prostitute will, but you are on a tight budget right now, and 
money is low. This is why we are attracted to skeezers/sluts; they are convenient and 
cheap. 

 I know you’re probably thinking about the last skeezer/slut you were with, or 
maybe you’re wondering whether the woman you are with now is a skeezer/slut. Don’t 
play yourself, my friends—you know whether she’s a skeezer/slut. Don’t put on a 
blindfold because you are thinking with your dick head instead of your big head. But then 
again, we always think with our dick heads, and there are always skeezers/sluts close by 
to satisfy our wants and sexual desires. This is why some of us fall in love with skeezers/
sluts. Keep reading. There’s more in the next chapters. 



Chapters 2: Widely Accepted 

 When I was young and growing up, it was kind of special to meet or know a 

stripper or exotic dancer. It was something like a mythological tale. There used to be the 
idea that a stripper had, like, a Bruce Wayne/Batman lifestyle. For example, by day she 
was a beautiful, small-town, high-school math teacher, and at night she turned into the 
bad-girl stripper working in the big-city strip club to pay off her student loans and get 
whatever else she needed. 

 As for porn stars, remember that popular kid in school who used to bring all of his 
dad’s Playboy and Penthouse magazines? He used to bring them to show off and sell at 
school. My friends and I used to think that all porn stars were millionaires who lived in 
mansions in Hollywood, California. 

 Now, as for escorts/prostitutes, when I was young, I thought that they were 
working only on street corners and in alleyways, and I would see them on late-night 
episodes of Cops. And those escorts/prostitutes were more like bums and crackheads. It is 
nothing like that today. People used to think of escorts/prostitutes as having drug issues 
and missing teeth and roaming the night. But times have changed. 

 This brings me to the creation of this chapter. Strippers, porn stars, and escorts/
prostitutes used to be taboo—like something people hid, didn’t talk about, and never 
admitted to being a part of—until now, because in today’s society, they are welcomed. In 
fact, these are widely accepted careers. It’s not that rare to be living next door to a 
stripper, and across the street lives an amateur porn star, and four houses down from the 
porn star live two escorts/prostitutes. Just look at the reality show Kendra on Top. Kendra 
was one of several women who lived in the Playboy Mansion with Hugh Hefner as—let 
me emphasize this—one of his girlfriends. She now has her own reality show. Somebody 
is watching it! Now, what category would you place her in? 

 Exotic dancers, adult-film entertainers, escorts—or shall I say friendly 
companions—however you want to dress it up or water it down, today these are all 
widely accepted adult-entertainment jobs. The sex industry creates billions of dollars, and 
to be in the industry, you don’t need a high-school diploma or a college education. The 
industry is open for all the barely legal eighteen-year-olds and up who are willing to 
perform. Pretty females who want to make fast and good money are ready to be shown 
off to the world. These females are joining the industry by the thousands. “Why?” you 
might ask. Because it’s becoming widely accepted! 



 Years ago, you would never heard of anyone taking “pole-dancing” classes, not 
out in the open anyway. It was only an activity that you would hear about or see in the 
adult-entertainment clubs. Now, it is widely advertised as a method of physical fitness 
combined with aerobics and Zumba classes. A porn star in the making can learn moves 
and techniques alongside the everyday housewife and account executive. Criminal-justice 
courses are also a good place to learn about laws regarding adult entertainment. Students 
can learn about the “thin lines” that indicate when or whether a law is broken and how to 
avoid committing them. Additionally, there are sites on YouTube where videos on how to 
avoid law enforcement and techniques to use in order to detect if a customer is in fact 
part of a trap. For instance, undercover officers posing as customers cannot legally have 
any sexual contact with the would-be prostitute. So, if a prostitute were to ask an 
undercover to show his genitals before they negotiate a price for her services, the 
undercover, by policy, would have to decline, thus exposing his or her true motives. 
There are underground films made to break down basic forms of prostitution for 
beginners disguised as entertainment only. These films are for the workers as well as 
potential customers.  




