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PROLOGUE
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In 1862 two young women from different backgrounds, were neighbors on adjoining farms in Arkansas. Letisha Thomas, born to negro parents Charles and Renae Thomas. Her parents were slain, following a raid on their farm by union soldiers in the midst of the Civil War. Letisha was eight years old at the time of her parents, demise and was the sole survivor, left behind to fend for herself.

The Carruthers, Ben and Sarah on the other hand, were a white family living on an adjacent farm. They subsequently, take Letisha in and raised her as their own, along with their own daughter Samantha, who was nine years old. The two girls only a year apart in ages, grew up to be close like real sisters.

Now in their early twenties, the two young women decide it was time to leave their small town of Denton, Texas and move to the big city of Fort Worth, Texas to seek their fame and fortune.
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CHAPTER 1
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Letisha Thomas or LT, as she was called and Samantha Carruthers, everyone called her Sam. These two ladies had it all, beautiful faces and bodies to match. LT, was a young black woman, twenty-two years of age, and stood five foot five inches tall, with dark eyes, and flawless ebony skin. She had long shiny raven black hair, that fell over her shoulders. Men were drawn to her beauty and she enjoyed the attention it brought her.

Samantha, was a white woman, a year older than Letisha. At age twenty-three, clearly, she was Letisha’s opposite. Samantha was rather tall, with a slender body. She was five foot seven inches tall, with blue eyes, alabaster skin and shoulder length blonde hair. The two young women, were best friends and more like sisters, nearly from the time they first met.

They had been raised on adjoining farms, in northern Arkansas. As the war between the north and south raged on, the Carruthers farm and the Thomas farm, had both fallen prey to the battle of Pea Ridge when Union forces had overrun the Confederate militia there. Letisha’s parents had both been killed on their farm during a raid by Union soldiers. Her two older brothers, had previously moved away from home, and both had joined the Confederacy and where engaged somewhere in the fighting? It was unfortunate, but they wouldn’t survive the brutality of war either.

Ben Carruthers and his wife Sarah, along with their only child Samantha, had their fill of the war and now that the battle at Pea Ridge had taken their farm, it was undeniably time for them to move on. So, Ben and Sarah, their daughter Samantha and Letisha Thomas, the newest member to their family, prepared for the journey that lie ahead.

On a warm sunny day in the late spring of 1862, the family packed what few meager belongings they had, into a small covered wagon, and joined two other neighboring families, in a make shift wagon train and headed west for Texas with the hopes of beginning a new life there? Samantha and Letisha were a year apart in age by now, they were thirteen and fourteen years old respectively, being best friends and like sisters, they were inseparable. The family was excited to be traveling on to new territory and hopefully provide them with new opportunities.

The Carruthers family, settled into their new surrounding in the small community of Denton, Texas, which was about forty miles or so north of Fort Worth, the nearest big city. Just like before, Ben Carruthers with the help of his closest neighbors, before long, they had built a suitable home for the family to live in. After that, it was back to what he knew best, the business of farming. He focused on growing corn, wheat and hay. They also had a couple dairy cows, to provide milk, to meet the needs of the family.

By the time the Civil War ended three years later, the Carruthers hundred and seventy-acre farm, was really beginning to do well. The girls all the while, were getting older too and were becoming more mature as well. By now they were seventeen and eighteen years of age. They were at the age, when they were noticing young men, and without question the young men certainly noticed them. They had become, very attractive young women.

For Ben Carruthers, the hours of working on the farm were long and hard, but every Sunday, he would load his family into the buckboard and drive them into Denton to attend Sunday service in the small Baptist church. He was adamant about bringing the girls up right and proper. But of course, they were also exposed to young men, who buzzed around them, like fleas on a dog. It would be another full year, before the girls would finally venture out on their own into the big city of Fort Worth, Texas.

By the time Samantha reached the age of twenty, she had already caught the eye of Bo Hines, the son of Denton’s Pastor, Carl Hines. Bo’s real name was Bolton Hines, but the boys he hung out with all called him Bo for short. They liked to tease him, by calling him B Hine, when his father and any other adults weren’t around. Bo was a tall strapping young lad, with a mop of unruly blonde hair. Samantha and Bo were friends and had also been classmates in the tiny Denton school house. Even though Bolton Hines, was the son of a pastor, he didn’t exhibit the type of behavior, you’d expect, from someone who had been raised in the Denton Baptist church, He was a wild young man, who liked to show off and tease and display affection to Samantha by holding her hand or giving her a kiss in public.

There were also several black families, who lived in the community of Denton as well, with young men Letisha’s age, so she too got her fair share of attention from the boy’s as well. She didn’t have a fella picked out like Samantha, but she had several that liked to bestow their attention on her, whenever she was around. With Letisha, it was like a case of bees to honey, the way they were always chasing after her. She had been a very popular young girl among the colored folks in the community.

One day when the Carruthers family came back from Denton after a day of shopping, Bo had gone along with them and presented Sam with a gold locket on a chain. She couldn’t imagine where he’d bought it, or how he’d even had the money to pay for what she thought to be, such an extravagant gift. Never the less she had him clasp it around her neck. She had never had a piece of jewelry such as this, and was appreciative that he had given it to her.

That night when the girls lay in bed talking in whispers, Sam showed LT the necklace Bo had given to her earlier that day. After that night, the two women talked often, about the boys, or young men in their lives. It seemed the young men were always trying to steal a smooch or hold their hand, whenever they got together, either at a church social, or an occasional barn dance and the like. Where ever the girls went, there were sure to be guy’s trying to win their favor.

Samantha broke up with Bo, after she found out, the locket he had given her, he had stolen from a store, the day they had all gone shopping together in Denton. She found out he had been seeing other girls as well. The whole affair had left her devastated and depressed. It had dashed any hope for a budding romance with Bo. That night in bed, she told LT that she was tired of their current surroundings, and she felt like she needed to get away from their little town and explore the possibilities of life in the big city, like Fort Worth had to offer. She wanted to know if LT felt the same way, and if she was willing to go with her and the two of them travel to the big city of Fort Worth together. LT thought that might be a nice experience for the two of them.

The next morning after breakfast, Sam and LT talked to their mother about their plan, while their father was out working in the fields. Sam told their mother, now that they were grown women, they needed to find out what life held in store for them outside of Denton and that they would both like to go to Fort Worth and find suitable jobs to begin living on their own. Their mother was taken aback by their sudden decision to leave home. But she knew the girls were getting to be at that age, where they wanted to be more independent and venture out on their own.

Their mother had long been dreading the day, they might decide to leave home, but she realized they both were more mature now and were certainly old enough, to finally be making decisions and living life on their own. She told them, “let me discuss it with your father and see how he feels about your decision and we’ll go from there.” The girls were glad they had shared their plans with their mother, but they were a little skeptical as to what their father might have to say about it?

The next day started off like any other, their father was out of the house early tending to the daily chores when the girls sat down to breakfast with their mother. She had a grim look on her face and right away, Sam and LT got a sinking feeling in the pit of their stomach, they didn’t think their father shared their enthusiasm, about living on their own. After breakfast was over and the dishes were done, their mother said, she needed to talk to them. They went out on the front porch and sat down with her, all the while holding their breath. “Your father shares my concern for your well-being, but he knows as well as I do, that the two of you should be able to choose where and how you both want to live. And although we will miss you terribly, you deserve that chance. The girls were beside themselves at hearing the good news.

Early next morning, their father went into town for supplies, and when he returned, he surprised them by having purchased two tickets for them to take the stage into Fort Worth the following day. They both hugged him and their mother, and were simply beside themselves with joy. They got right to work packing what they could. They each had a carpet bag filled with their clothes and a few necessities. He said, he would drive them into town the following morning to catch the stage. Their mother would be staying at home and that disappointed them, but there was only so much room on the buckboard for them and their things.

On their last day at home, they enjoyed a nice breakfast together. Then sadly they kissed their mother good bye and loaded their carpet bags aboard the wagon for their trip into Denton. When they arrived at the stage depot, they had less than an hour, before their departure. Their father gave them each a few dollars cash to eat and rent a place to stay in the big city. He didn’t have much money to spare, so they would have to find jobs and quickly, that was for sure. Then for the second time that day, now they had to say goodbye to their father. Both girls teared up, as he hugged them and told them, he loved them and he and their mother would miss them dearly. With that said, he gave them a solemn wave and slowly pulled away from the depot and was gone.

The only thing, the two young women could do now, was rely on each other. They arrived in Fort Worth on the Butterfield Stage with little more than the clothes on their backs and the few dollars their father was able to give them. The money wouldn’t go far, so they had to find a place to stay and then there was the matter of having to eat. They had to take some course of action, drastic as it might be and soon. In the big city, they both stood there wide eyed looking at their new surroundings. They were simply in awe of how different, life was here and how much bigger, Fort Worth appeared to be, compared to their little farming community in Denton.

They meandered up the street from the stage depot, with all they owned, crammed in two small carpet bags, Sam’s mother, Sarah had given them. Now that they were in Fort Worth, it really looked big and foreboding to the young women, compared to the small community they had just left. They caught a lot of looks from many men, as they trudged along hand in hand. Fortunately for them, they had their good looks, and the clothes on their backs were clean and they looked presentable as well.

After they walked a short distance, they happened upon a saloon. There were a bevy of men standing outside on the boardwalk, looking them up and down. A sign over of the establishment read: ‘Gentlemen’s Pub.’ To their surprise, they saw a couple rather nice-looking ladies, entering the establishment. These ladies were young, like Sam and LT and they were very nicely dressed, if not a wee bit on the provocative side, as well. Their hair and makeup, was exquisitely done. Sam and LT’s, first impression of these women, was they must be entertainers of some kind.

Suddenly, a nice-looking gentleman in a suit and tie, seeing the two young women, approached them on the boardwalk in front of the pub and gestured for them to come inside. With some apprehension, they decided to follow him into the establishment. Once inside, he led them both through a door, just behind a long mahogany bar, that stretched almost the length of the wall. They could see the bar was lined with men of every size, shape, color, and description, drinking beer and spirits of one kind or another.

Once they stepped inside his plush office, he took a seat behind a big ornate desk. A picture of a nude lady hung on the wall behind him. He pointed at two chairs in front of his desk, and they reluctantly sat down. “My name’s Wilford Chambers,” he told them, “I own this here establishment. Are you ladies, possibly interested in a job?” They both eagerly nodded their heads. “Let’s start with your names, then shall we?” 

LT spoke up first, “I’m Letisha Thomas, the colored beauty said,” then she looked over at Sam. 

“And I’m Samantha Carruthers, we’re both here from Denton.” With that, he smiled. “Most folks call her LT and I’m Sam. 

“Well, I answer to Will, so I guess, we all have, something in common with our names.” 

The women just stared back at him, with a bit of a bewildered look on their faces.

Will Chambers was rather handsome, and looked like he might, be in his early forties. He was tall and had a nice build for his age. “Well, ladies, I’m mainly in the entertainment business, entertainment, for men that is. Do either of you sing or dance?” he asked, looking first at Sam and then LT. 

They sat there quietly for a minute. Then Sam spoke up, “I sing a little, but mostly in the bath,” she chuckled. 

LT said, “yeah and she’s quite good,” then she chuckled, as well. 

“Now looking at LT, he said, “and what’s your talent my dear?” 

“I’m afraid, I don’t have any talent,” she stammered. 

“Well your talent must be your beauty, that’s quite obvious to me,” he chuckled. Now that made, even a lady of color blush.

“We’ll explore your singing talents at a later time, but for now, I have a room full of men out there, as I’m sure you have already noticed.” The two women, nodded in unison. “They need someone like the two of you, to cater to their every wish and desire, if I may put it, in those terms. I have several rooms upstairs, just for the purpose of their enjoyment and while affording both comfort and privacy as well.” The two women weren’t stupid, they knew exactly, what he was really eluding too.

“Here’s the deal ladies, I can see, you don’t have very much with you. I’m willing to front you each five hundred dollars and you can pay me back later. With the money, you can buy some nice things that will please those men out there. In return we will split what you earn fifty-fifty to start, and I supply the rooms upstairs.” They both listened to his droning on and what seemed like a never-ending proposition.

“I believe you can find suitable lodging nearby at the hotel, or there are a couple boarding houses nearby as well. Some are a bit more expensive; I might add. For a place to live, you could even share a room for all I care, but that’s up to the two of you. “A word of warning though, if I should find out, that you’re not being fair and on the up and up with me and try to hold out, shall we say. Then our arrangement will come to an abrupt and unpleasant end.”

He reached in his top desk drawer and pulled out a wad of hundred-dollar bills and tossed them on the desk in front of the girls. “One more thing, ladies, I don’t set your hours, but the more you work, the more we both earn. So, hopefully you’ll make it rewarding for both of us.” Then he gave them both a pleasant smile and stood up, to shake their hands.

They smiled back, but didn’t offered to shake his hand, instead they took the money, picked up their carpet bags and left the pub. On their way out of the pub, they happened to see the two women, sashaying around the barroom floor, amongst the men and gambling tables. Over on a far wall, they could hear a man playing a piano, striking up a rousing tune on the upright piano, but neither of them recognized the tune, he was playing? As they were leaving the pub, a cowboy coming in, tipped his hat to them, giving them both a big toothy Texas sized grin.

It was now late in the day and they were hungry, but first things first. They found the hotel, Will had mentioned, called The Crow’s Nest Hotel. By appearances, it wasn’t anything fancy to be sure, but they needed a place to sleep and leave their carpet bags, so they went inside. They decided it would be better, if they shared a room for now anyway, it would save them money. The desk clerk wasn’t much more, than a freckled faced young man, who appeared to be all of twenty? He had a head full of tousled reddish blonde hair and wore a pleasant smile. He had Samantha sign the guest book, then handed her a key to room eight, which was on the second floor. The hotel had three floors in all.

Sam and LT dragged their weary bodies up the staircase, there were several men, eyeing them, as they headed up the stairs. The room was small, but surprisingly tidy, an extra quilt lay across the foot of the bed. It was seventy-four degrees outside; so, it was doubtful, they’d be needing that quilt just yet? The room had a dresser, wardrobe closet, a wingback chair and a small table, with a ceramic pitcher and wash basin on top of it. But the hotel, didn’t appear to have any bath facility?

They each stowed their carpet bag in the wardrobe closet, then headed back out in search of a place to eat. To their good fortune, or maybe not, they spotted a café called the Grist Mill, which was directly across the street, so they ambled over and went inside. They decided to have a quick lunch, toasted cheese sandwich and hot tea, neither of them cared much for coffee. The café was clean, and was moderately busy for late afternoon, the waitress was friendly as well. “Are ya new in town?” she asked them. They both nodded. “I thought so.” She said, her name was Gayle.

When she brought their lunch and set it down, she hesitated a moment. “Are you staying across the street?” They both nodded. “Well, I know a nice boarding house, if you’re interested. I room there myself, it’s called the Barkley Inn. It’s just a couple blocks from here and it’s clean and quiet, just saying.” 

Sam and LT thanked her. After they finished eating, they decided to go over and check out the boarding house, it was just a short walk. When they found the boarding house, the landlady was an attractive widowed woman, perhaps in her forties? Sam guessed. She was short and slender, with medium length, auburn hair and seemed very friendly. They both liked her right off. The landlady said, she was also the owner, and that her name was Irma Mae Barkley. She showed them a room to their liking, so they decided then and there to rent it.
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CHAPTER 2
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This was certainly a new experience for the two women. It was only their first day in the big city and already they had a job and a place to live. It couldn’t get much better than that, or could it? They left the boarding house and went up the street and found a mercantile. Using some of the money Will had given them, they each bought some personal items; clothing would just have to wait until tomorrow. They were both getting pretty tired, so they made their way back to the hotel with their purchases tucked under their arm.

When they were settled into their room at the hotel for the night, they figured out how they would share the bed, since they weren’t used to sleeping in the same bed together. Back at home, they each had their own bed to sleep in. LT chose the left side of the bed and Sam said, “guess that leaves me on the right side,” then they both giggled, like two schoolgirls. There was little reason to bother putting their purchases away, since this room would only be theirs for the one night.

Once they were in bed, they were so tired, they immediately fell asleep. In the morning, they both awoke at almost the same moment. They hurried and got dressed and were anxious to get on with whatever the day had to offer. Their first thing was, of course, breakfast. They walked down the street, which was already laden with wagons and people on horseback going this way and that. The town was already busy, at this early hour. There was no way, Denton could compete, it was a sleepy community by comparison.

At the Grist Mill Café, people were chatting and chowing down in earnest. Sam spotted Gayle the waitress from the night before. She took them to a table and once again, they both ordered a light breakfast, eggs and bacon and hot tea for the most part. Then Sam asked Gayle, where they might find a ladies clothing shop, she was more than happy to assist them. They told her, they would be moving into the boarding house, she had recommended the day before, the Barkley Inn, she was pleased to hear that.

After they finished with breakfast, they found the ladies apparel shop and a couple more shops to their liking, that were already open for business. LT pointed out to Sam another lady shopping for a dress. She said, “she’s one of the girls, I saw in the Gentleman’s Pub yesterday, I remember seeing her.” They both watched the lady, while she shopped, paying close attention to the type of apparel, she appeared to show an interest in. They went over and scanned the same racks of clothing. They both selected a couple dresses, kind of bawdy garments, if you will. Then they followed her to an adjacent shop, that seemed to specialize in ladies, undergarments. Again, they watched her from afar, at the same time, hoping she wouldn’t notice them watching her. When she finally left, they had a better idea, what it was they should be shopping for.

They spent the first two or three hours of the morning, selecting some nice gowns to wear to the Gentleman’s Pub. This was all quite new to them, but they were having fun shopping at the same time. After another hour or so of shopping, they were beat, with so much walking and carrying their purchases, they were ready to get back to the hotel. They both decided, if they were going to look like the other girls in the pub, they’d best forgo having any lunch. As far as their new wardrobe, they’d just have to get used to their change of appearance, fancy shoes and dresses, they were sure it wouldn’t happen overnight, they both agreed.

They didn’t waste any more time at the hotel, so they gathered up their belongings and checked out. With all they had to carry now, they were glad, they hadn’t bought anything more. They were loaded down enough, but they quickly made their way over to the Barkley Inn. They didn’t see Mrs. Barkley, when they entered the Inn, but with key in hand, they quickly found their room. Sam said, “it certainly looks a lot more-homey, than that musty old hotel, we just spent the night in.”

They were both anxious to settle in and try on their new duds, they hadn’t seen one another dressed quite so nicely before. They both turned away from each other and quickly stripped down. When they finally turned around to gaze at each other, they couldn’t believe their own transformation. LT looked gorgeous in a gown that was cinched snuggly at the waist. Likewise, the gown Sam tried on accentuated her curves nicely too, more than she would have ever imagined. All they could do, was ooh and aww, at how different it made them look and feel.

When they finished trying everything on, they took time to put everything away, as neatly and organized as possible. They wouldn’t have any trouble, sharing the allotted space. “I’m getting a little hungry,” LT confessed. Their overall excitement over their new gowns, had abated some now. They put the clothes back on, they had worn before and went over to the café to have a light lunch, of tomato soup and a cup of hot tea.

As they were sitting in the café eating, even dressed as plainly as they were, they still got their share of approving stares and smiles from the male diners. “Are we ready to embark on our new line of work?” LT said, finding it hard to say the word, ‘profession’. 

Sam grinned and said, “yeah I guess, we don’t want Mr. Chambers to get upset with us, before we’ve even really started, but I am a bit nervous too.” “Oh, just do what feels comfortable,” 

LT told her. “Well, that’s what I’m going to try to do,” Sam said, giving her a nervous laugh.

One thing both women had overlooked, they would be in a saloon, or Pub as it chose to be called. Neither one, had ever been exposed to beer or hard liquor before, nor to anyone, meaning men, consuming the same. They drank wine a time or two at the holidays, but that was the extent of their experience with drinking. That made both women feel, a bit more nervous.

By the six o’clock hour, they decided it was now or never, they couldn’t very well turn tail and go home, this was their home now. They both got dressed and each chose to wear a similar style of gown, their dresses exposing just a bit of cleavage. LT wore her hair down long and straight over her shoulders, like she always did. Sam chose to wear her blonde hair pinned back, they both looked very attractive in their new attire. They each wrapped a new knitted shawl around their shoulders and headed for the Pub.

When they walked into the pub, they saw Will Chambers, standing at the bar. He gave them the once over and smiled his approval. “Well hello ladies,” he said, “could I interest either of you in a drink?” Some of the men standing at the bar, were certainly taking notice. “How about a glass of brandy,” he suggested. Not wanting to offend him, they said, “of course.” The barkeep came over and introduced himself, as Jay Henry. He was a wiry little man with a warm smile and an abundance of energy, they could see that right off. He quickly poured them each a glass of brandy. Will took them over to a table near the piano and they sat for a few moments with Will, their new boss, sipping their brandy. “This will be your reserved table from now on, when you’re not otherwise busy,” he told them.

“We’re happy to have you ladies join us,” he said, smiling broadly at the two of them. Just about then, the man sitting at the piano, who had introduced himself, as Gil Avery, began to fire off a rousing rendition of, ‘Camp Town Races’. Will looked at Sam and said, “do you know that song?” She nodded, then slowly at first, she began to sing along. By the second chorus, she was standing and went over near the piano, she even surprised herself, singing loud and clear, as Gil played along on the piano. Some of the men near her, began to clap and some even got up and strutted around, doing a little jig, clearly enjoying her singing. Even Will seeing how the men were enjoying themselves, was pleased, as he watched and listened.

After the song ended and the saloon had returned to normal, the men went back to their drinking. Will looked at LT. “I’ve never had a woman of color working for me before, but I must say, I am rather taken with your beauty. LT was feeling a bit self-conscious and could almost feel her face become flushed. “Would you allow me to show you our upstairs?” She nodded. He took her hand and led her over to the staircase, while the eyes of perhaps, a dozen or so men followed them. She gave a subtle wave of her hand to Sam, as they passed by the piano. Sam was already breaking into another song with Gil, pounding the keyboard to a rendition of ‘The Eyes of Texas’, an old tune from 1864, it had been a Confederate marching song.

The men in the saloon were a bit confused, by the sudden appearance of this striking blonde beauty, belting out yet another song. She certainly had a set of lungs on her. They didn’t know, if she was simply there, as an entertainer, to sing in the pub, or was she a soiled dove, who could really belt out a tune? Either way, the men enjoyed hearing her sing and watching her, as she sashayed around the barroom, moving her hips to the beat of the music. The men were all fully enjoying, everything she had to offer.

A few minutes later, Sam saw LT come down the staircase, she wore a smile on her face, as did Will, following closely behind her. She sat down at their reserved table, as before. Out of the corner of Sam’s eye, she saw two other girls meandering around the gambling tables, giving them the evil eye. “Who are they?” she asked Will. 

“Oh, don’t mind them, the tall willowy blonde is Gwen and the little redhead is Lucy. They entertain the same as the two of you, perhaps they’re a little rougher around the edges and don’t possess as much class,” he said looking over at LT. She didn’t know how to respond to his comment. Both the doves were a little younger. Sam could see they looked as though; they could both be tough as nails.

It was Sam who noticed that the clientele, gambling and drinking up at the bar seemed to be a higher class as well. The men were all, clean by appearances and nicely attired. She didn’t see anyone packing a six-shooter. Will noticed her looking around and especially noticing the behemoth man at the front door. He was ruggedly handsome, with dark hair and a slight shadow of a beard. Sam guessed him to be in his mid-to late thirties, he was heavily muscled, but he wasn’t packing a firearm either. She had noticed him collecting men’s guns at the door, if they were wearing one, before he let them enter. 

Will chortled, “that’s Angus Cole, my security man. He’s here to protect you girls and me too, if need be.

“As the sign on our pub say’s, A Gentlemen’s Pub. We cater mostly to business types, store owners, lawyers, doctors and even a few cattle barons. Both girls looked around and nodded. “This is cow country, the main trail to market, the Chisolm Trail, as it’s known. Both women just shook their head kind of, overwhelmed, by all, he was telling them. Then Will turned to Sam, “Oh, by the way, you have an amazing voice. I’m happy, you’ve chosen to display those talents here.” Sam started to speak, but instead Will took her by the hand, “let me show you our upstairs facilities too?”

LT watched the two of them head for the staircase. As she sat there, a rather nice-looking older gentleman came over to their reserved table, where she was sitting. He was just about to introduce himself, when out of nowhere, Angus appeared, Johnny on the spot. He smiled at both of them, then ushered the fellow away from her table. But she didn’t know why?

It was perhaps a few minutes later, when Sam returned to their table, but no Will? Both women looked around to see him approaching, with two more glasses of brandy. Please ladies, enjoy your drinks, then Sam if you would pleasure me with another song? She nodded, “of course,” she said, as they both exchanged a warm smile.

When she finished her song and the barroom had once again settled down, Will rejoined them at their table. “You ladies look tired; did you say you were staying at the Barkley Inn?” They both nodded. “Good then, I will have Angus bring the surrey around front and escort you both safely home. He can pick you both up, at shall we say, about six o’clock tomorrow evening and bring you both here. He’ll continue to drive you both here, unless you tell him not to, for whatever reason that may be?” They had wondered about getting to and from the pub every day even though it was just a short jaunt, perhaps a few blocks they had to travel. Still a nice gesture on his part to see them stay safe from harm and the elements.

After they finished their drink, Sam went over to Gil at the piano and leaned down and whispered something in his ear. He responded with a jarring rendition of, ‘Yankee Doodle’. Once again Sam obliged the crowded pub, by singing the rousing tune, as she strutted around the barroom. The pub broke into thunderous cheers and applause. She appreciated the lively response she was getting from the men.

Shortly after talking to Will, Angus appeared at their table and casually escorted the two ladies outside to their waiting Surrey. “I almost feel like royalty, she giggled to LT. When they were both comfortably seated, Angus drove the surrey to the front of the Barkley Inn. He helped each of them out of the surrey, then waited until he saw them safely enter the boarding house. Then in a flash he was gone. It was after midnight, when they entered the foyer and headed to their room. The landlady was nowhere in sight. She probably had already retired for the night, they surmised. They hurried up the stairs to their room, moving as quietly as they could, so they wouldn’t disturb the landlady, or any of the other tenants.
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CHAPTER 3
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In their room, they were both tired really tired, but excited at the same time. Sam told LT, she was really excited to finally get to sing, and then she said, “I think they seemed to like me too.” 

LT smiled, well I always told you how good you were and now others can see and hear you too. 

“I saw you go upstairs with Will, and...?” 

LT said, he was very nice to me, he said he’d never hired, nor had ever been around a woman of color. He was every, bit the gentleman, I thought him to be.”

They both quickly undressed and hung their dresses neatly in the wardrobe. After splashing some water on their faces and toweling off, they turned the bed down and crawled in. “It was awfully nice of him to see that we get home safely too,” Sam commented. “He’d probably say, he’s protecting his investment,” she chortled. 

“I was kind of dreading the walk home, short as it is, and I’m so tired,” LT said, with a yawn.

“Did you see the other two girls, they were watching us, giving us the evil eye treatment,” now Sam stifled a yawn, as well. 

“Yeah, but they will probably like us, when they get to know us better. At least, I hope they will,” LT said. Then she rolled over on her side, and both women were quickly in a deep peaceful slumber.

The next morning both women slept in. Their over excitement, the previous night had exacted its toll on them. Finally, Sam awoke and was lying there listening to LT’s soft snores. When they were both finally awake, they slipped on their new robes, grabbed their towels and soap and made their way quietly down the hall, to enjoy a nice quiet bath.

One of the nicer perks of the Barkley Inn, boarding house, was the piped in water, not hot mind you, but at least tepid and comfortably pleasant. They both bathed quickly and then they went back to their room and put on casual cool dresses. They were anxious to go do some more shopping, since they still needed to add to their wardrobes. Downstairs Irma Mae was flitting around the kitchen, when she saw them, she invited them to share a nice breakfast with her. She was anxious to know how their first day of work as she called it, had gone. Sam and LT figured that Irma Mae, thought they were both entertainers at the club, as Irma Mae had referred to it. She probably thought they both sang and danced at the pub. For now, they didn’t see any reason to make her think otherwise.

When they went shopping afterwards, they had to go easy with their money, but they did manage to buy another dress, and get some everyday casual duds and more comfortable shoes. They should be set for now, at least they hoped. In no time they were both laden down with a couple shopping bags, filled with new items. They had never owned so many nice things, as they did now. When they took their purchases back to the boarding house, Irma Mae was sweeping off the front porch. She invited them to have sandwiches and tea with her. They were beginning to really like the landlady. She wasn’t nosy and didn’t prod them with any questions about their personal lives, or their past and that made them feel really comfortable around her.

After lunch and a short visit with Irma Mae, they both returned to their room. Again, they tried on their new things. Tonight, at the pub, they knew it would finally get more serious for them, and they’d be meeting and seeing other men, as it were, only now it might involve entertaining them. They were both excited and a bit frightened as well, by what lie in store for them? They took a short nap, so they would look and feel their best. Then they went over to the Grist Mill for an early supper. They saw Gayle in the café, and talked for a few minutes with her, she was busy as usual, but they hadn’t seen her, over at the boarding house yet?

She said, she had served a couple of men earlier and had over-heard them yakking about a couple of new women in the Gentlemen’s Pub and that one of them, could really sing. I knew it had to be the two of you, they were talking about. “I wish, somehow, I possessed some of your talent, then maybe I wouldn’t be stuck in this place slinging hash,” she chortled, pushing a lock of fallen hair, back off her forehead. She gave them a friendly nod and went about her normal business waiting tables in the café.

When they returned to the boarding house, they each slipped into one of their new gowns. LT looked very stunning in the gown she chose to wear, it was a shimmery black, gold and silver gown with short sleeves trimmed in gold, which accentuated her toned arms and flawless skin. She chose a pair of black low heel slippers with bows, to complete her outfit. Sam wasn’t to be out done, wearing a burgundy gown, with a rather modest neckline, and a cinched waist, that gave her body an hourglass look, and really accentuated her curvaceous figure. Both women chose to wear their hair up tonight, which made LT appear to be somewhat taller than Sam.

Angus picked them up right on schedule in front of the boarding house, as Irma Mae looked on. The surrey ride was short, but no matter, they arrived quickly and without a hair out of place. They thanked Angus, as he accompanied them inside the pub. All eyes in the place, were on the two women, as they made their grand entrance. Gil was seated at the piano and immediately began to play a lively rendition of, ‘The Eyes of Texas’, it had somehow become Sam’s theme song now, or at least so it appeared.

Will stepped out of his office and walked over to the edge of the bar, gazing over at the two women, he gave them an appreciative nod. They proceeded to sashay around the barroom floor, as Gil started playing yet another tune, only this time as if on cue, Sam began to sing right along. LT stepped up to the bar and Jay the barkeep, set a glass of brandy in front of her. She thanked him and took a sip of the refreshing liquid. Sam hadn’t finished her song yet, when she saw a gentleman who had been ushered away the night before, came over and spoke to LT.

He said, “my name is Charles Betts, but you can call me Charlie.” He was a tall rather good-looking gentleman, with dark hair and a fair complexion. “I’d be honored, if you’d allow me to buy you a drink,” he said. LT held up her glass of brandy. He paused. “But perhaps you can, after we’ve gotten better acquainted,” she said, swallowing the remains of her brandy, then led him over to the staircase.

No sooner had Sam ended her song, when she too was approached by a gentleman, he wasn’t as tall or as handsome, as the gentleman with LT. He managed to catch Sam’s fancy and before he could even tell her his complete name, they were both following in Charles and LT’s footsteps up the staircase.

A new chapter in the lives of these two strikingly beautiful, women had begun. Will continued to keep an eye on them as well, he could see a bright future in his two new employees and the money, they’d make for him. Gwen and Lucy stood watching slack jawed, as these two new beauties, had seemingly taken center stage. From here on out, they would likely become the shining stars in the Gentlemen’s Pub. The two women had embarked on a new and formidable future and Gwen and Lucy, had taken notice.

Two months, then three went by rather quickly. Will Chambers business at the Gentlemen’s Pub was really flourishing even more now, thanks to the popularity of Samantha and Letisha, or Sam and LT, as they were called. The two women, eventually became friendly with Gwen and Lucy, after a short time. There was certainly never any shortage of men wanting to drink, gamble and enjoy the pubs extra offering, which kept the four women busy.

Irma Mae must have known long before now, that Sam and LT were more than showgirl entertainers, but if she did, she never made mention of it. To her they were simply entertainers, and that’s all, that mattered to her. They all, seemed to get along fabulously together. Gayle Roth the waitress, in the meantime from the Grist Mill Café had gotten married and was no longer living at the boarding house. A new tenant had taken over her room, but Sam and LT, hadn’t met her just yet.

One night after they came home from the club, as they all called the Gentlemen’s Pub now, Sam could tell, something was on LT’s mind. Now Sam was worried, she hoped LT wasn’t sick or was thinking about wanting to leave her now, after all this time, all these thoughts were racing through her mind?

“What is it LT, what’s bothering you?” 

“I’ve been holding out on you and Will too.” 

“Oh LT, whatever do you mean?” 

“I’ve been cheating on you and Will.” Sam gave off a nervous chortle, she couldn’t imagine what it was LT was about to say to her?

LT left the settee and went over to the dresser and pulled a small box from the bottom drawer. When she opened the box, Sam could see what looked like a substantial amount of cash, stashed inside. “I’ve been taking money and not reporting it to you or to Will,” she said. 

“Go on, tell me about it,” Sam urged. 

“Whenever I’m with a patron who’s unaware, I sneak a little extra cash out of his wallet or pants pocket, whenever I get the opportunity.” 

“Oh, LT that’s a little risky, what if the client, was to catch you?” “I know it’s a terrible risk, but it’s one I feel compelled to take.” 

“Will, would most certainly fire us, if not kill, maybe both of us?”

“I don’t care, it would serve him right. He gets half of what we bring in and maybe even more. He’s making money off us, what with all the business in the pub and all, and that’s more than I think, he’s entitled to, if you ask me. We do all the work and you’re even singing in the pub, that is, you and Gil, and for what? All these men coming in the pub have lots of money and yet, they pay us peanuts for our service. We’re responsible for much of the business, the Gentleman’s Pub does and still were working for practically nothing.”

“I’d like someday for us to be able to buy a place of our own. Maybe not a saloon or what have you, but maybe a nice classy restaurant or someplace, where you could continue to sing and entertain, that’s what I hope to gain from all this,” LT said, as tears started forming in her big dark eyes now. Sam wiped away LT’s tears, not knowing what else to say or do. LT went on to say, “and yesterday when we were at the emporium shopping, I saw the clerk leave the cash drawer wide open, while she waited on a customer, so I helped myself to a little of the cash there too, when no one was looking. It was right there in the drawer, just begging to be taken. The clerk was so oblivious, maybe she realized later some money was missing, but I’m sure she had no idea it was me, who had taken it?”

Sam just shook her head in disbelief, and was a bit saddened at what, she’d just heard LT tell her. Now she was no more than a common thief. Sam didn’t know how to handle the situation at the moment. 

“We’ll never get what’s due us working at the pub and giving Will Chambers our hard-earned money,” LT said. She held up the cash, this is yours as well as mine. Then she put the money back in the box and stashed it back in the bottom drawer. 

Sam was still reeling from all she’d heard, but in spite of it all, she still loved LT and knew she’d done it for their own good.

When they went to bed, Sam lay awake for quite a while after that, just thinking about all, LT had told her. In truth, she knew LT was right. Will wasn’t giving them anything, just reaping the rewards. True it was supposed to be a fifty-fifty split, but then was it really? How could they really know for sure? It appeared to her, the pub had noticeably flourished, since they got there. Men were telling her, they’d heard about her singing and they’d come from Dallas, Amarillo and all over, just to hear her perform and... Most every night, the pub was packed with men flashing a lot of cash around. As for LT, she was a big draw, for Will as well. A buxom beauty, or black dove, was what the men liked to call her, and they all loved her for it. Even her being a woman of color, the men were enamored with her beauty and otherwise.

In the days that followed, Sam started to join right along with LT. She’d seen men carelessly handling their money and flashing it around, like it was, of no consequence to them. So, she finally started to take advantage of every opportunity as well, all the while telling her conscience, she wasn’t really stealing, but taking what, was rightfully hers. Up to now, they had been taking from her, now it was time for her to take some of it back.

One night after being with a very prominent banker in town. She asked him what would happen, if his wife were to find out, where he was spending his nights away from her. He sure as the devil, wasn’t working late at the bank. She didn’t know how the banker gentleman had interpreted her words, perhaps he even felt a little threatened by them, in any case, he slipped her a few extra dollars, he said, “this is just for you, to ensure your lips stay sealed.” Sam wasn’t really meaning to threaten or extort money out of him. But he said, “let’s just be sure to keep this night between the two of us.” Later that night in their room at the boarding house, Sam pulled more than a hundred dollars out of her garter, it was the extra money, the banker had given her in secret.

They knew they were taking a big risk. What if Will Chambers was to become aware, that now they were holding out on him, and scamming his clientele in the process. They knew what he’d do to them, he’d take it out of their hides. He might even go so far, as to have them beat up or killed, they imagined. They were his big star attractions now, but he was a businessman and he would never tolerate their robbing him blind, that they were sure of.

The fourth of July approached, and it was a big celebration in Fort Worth. The main streets were all decorated with banners and flags commemorating the big day. There was a big street festival with politicians giving speeches from the town square, along with fireworks. It sounded like the war had begun all over again, fireworks and gunfire were exploding all over the city. Sam and LT dressed for the festivities, wearing satin gowns. Sam was dressed in Red trimmed in white and LT in blue, also trimmed in white. They were quite the patriotic duo, a stunning spectacle to be sure.
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