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CHAPTER ONE

​ Deserving

 


​ Sally wanted to cry. It had all happened so fast: Tom dumped
her, declared bankruptcy and moved to Canada. Before she knew it,
everything she had known in her entire adult life was done. She
made enough from her job as a dental receptionist to pay the bills
-- or so she hoped -- but she had been with Tom since she was
fifteen. She had never paid a bill. She had never found a place to
live. She had never signed up for cable or a cell phone
plan.

When she did the math, it turned out that her
income did not support the lifestyle she thought it would. Her only
option in the short-term was a crappy apartment in a sketchy
neighborhood, such a shitty place to live that she cried when she
picked up the keys from the landlord.

But she was determined not to fall apart. That
was what Tom would have given as a reason, if he were brave enough
to stick around and be asked -- he'd say he had to leave because he
couldn't handle seeing her struggle on her own. She didn't want to
prove him right by giving up. So she moved in to the bare apartment
and spent her first night on a mattress on the floor. The next day
she spent most of her limited funds on necessary food and
toiletries, then got back to her new place just after
dark.

"Hey, baby, wuzzup?" said a man who hung out
near her building's front stoop. He was tall and black, with
cornrows and one shining gold tooth, with colorful clothes and
glittery jewelry. "You lookin' good, sweetheart. You wanna come out
tonight?"

Sally's heart thumped as one of his buddies
flashed a menacing glare at her. She shifted her groceries to one
hand to open the door, but then the man with cornrows held the door
for her. "No..." She said, "No thanks."

He slapped her on the ass and grinned. "You
don't wanna take a ride on the C-Train?" He pointed to his crotch
and she gathered C-Train was his name. "Cuz I bet you do. The
C-Train takes you where you wanna go. Pretty girls like you always
come around in the end. I be there when you ready, baby. I'll make
you ready."

"Get the fuck out of here, C-Train," said an
unfamiliar voice, a woman. "That overgrown clit you call a cock
can't even satisfy your own hand, much less this very nice white
lady."
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