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Be careful with your kisses. They make promises you're not prepared to keep.
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Subscribe and stay up to date on new releases, book events, special discounts. You'll also have the chance to be included in the monthly drawing for subscriber appreciation prizes! 

Click here or visit my website and click Subscribe! 

This sensitive drama takes you inside the mind of Traci, the best friend you love to hate from the original bestselling hit, A Good Wife, by Kenya Moss-Dyme. 

In that twisted tale, Malcolm and Traci’s plan to legitimize their affair blows up in their faces as secrets are exposed and a lifelong friendship is recklessly destroyed. ‘Traci’s Story’ finds Traci attempting to rebuild her life after finally being released from the prison of Malcolm’s lust and her own selfishness. 

Along the way to redemption, she confronts her painful past and faces some harsh truths about her life choices. But who is Traci, really? Is she a sympathetic soul with wounds of her own – or is she just a cold-hearted vixen with ice in her veins? 

Find out as we explore the darkness in Traci’s heart as she seeks forgiveness from Alesha, the only real friend she’s ever known. The question remains - can she forgive herself?
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"YOU KNOW, I WATCH ALL of these therapy shows where the women are crying and confessing to being raped or molested by their fathers, brothers or uncles, and I think....maybe that happened to me, and I'm suppressing it?"

Traci took a deep breath and looked down at her lap, picking away imaginary lint from the fabric of her skirt.

"So I just sit and think, way back, way, way back to my earliest memories of my childhood."

"And?"

Traci turned and looked out the window.

"I read this book once; it was a true story about a girl who was born with some kind of condition that caused her to need a blood transfusion at birth. Then she had a lot of emotional problems growing up, you know, and they think it was because of the transfusion screwing up her chemistry, you know?"

"Sounds interesting," Dr. Wayne agreed. "I'm not an expert in the physical body but I can believe that: your blood runs through every part of your body, including your brain. It's entirely believable that the chemistry of your blood could be responsible for many different abnormalities..."

"That story stuck with me forever. I wanted to find out if that ever happened to me but there was no one to ask..."

"Because of your mother's death."

Traci swallowed hard and nodded before continuing.

"So I just came to the conclusion that I'm just really fucked up. That's my only answer," she shrugged. "Sometimes, people are just really fucked up for no reason. There's no explanation, there's no traumatic incident that set me off on the wrong path, there's no perverted relatives that touched me, there's no chemical imbalance – I'm just fucked up. Why can't that be the answer?"

"What I'm hearing is that you don't think there's a reason for the things you've done, that it’s just who you are. Is that what you're saying, Traci?"

Traci nodded, slumping her shoulders in defeat. 

"Everything doesn't have an explanation."

"Do you really believe that?"

Dr. Wayne waited for a response but Traci stared at the floor, silent.

"Traci? Is that what you believe? Or is that what you're telling yourself to avoid taking responsibility for your choices?"

When she raised her head to look at the therapist, Traci's eyes sparkled brightly with tears that threatened to spill. 

"Sometimes, shitty people are just shitty people."

***
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“Now you're not so special anymore.”

––––––––
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A SPRINKLE FROM THE clouds made Traci smile. 

She felt it on the tip of her nose, just a tiny wet dot, but it was enough to let her know that rain was coming. She held up her palms to see if more might follow, but only one additional drop fell into her hand.

Her feet stopped in the middle of the sidewalk, hands open to the sky, waiting for another sign that rain was approaching.

"Come on, please," she begged the sky. 

After a few seconds, another drop, bigger than the last.

Rain meant no recess. No recess meant she would be safe in the classroom another day. 

She made it through the doors moments before the first bell rang, just the way she timed it. She wanted to slip into the room a minute or two before the teacher arrived, so that if anything happened in the coat area, the teacher would protect her. Those minutes before the official start of class were a dangerous time for Traci. Hair was usually pulled, clothing often torn, lunch inevitably smashed, all for a few laughs. 

Kids were cruel. They weren't the sweet, smiling little angels that you saw on television, they were unapologetically mean and hateful and extracted sweet satisfaction out of inflicting pain on others. They would scope out the weakest in the room and make it their mission to wear that child down until they begged for mercy. In Mrs. Begg's class, Traci was anointed the weakest. She wasn't the weakest because she wore out of season clothing and received free school lunch. She was the weakest because this big butch Candy said so.

At McCarroll Elementary, Candy Spratt ruled the 6th grade class. She had a legacy pass. All of her older siblings had attended and promoted from the school so she was treated as if her family were the Kennedys of the ghetto. All of the teachers knew her before she even arrived at the school and they loved to ooh and ahh and comment on how much she looked like this sister or that brother. It gave her an automatic in with them and it seemed she could never get into trouble for anything she'd done, even when the evidence was indisputable.

Candy was 82 pounds of pure evil, giftwrapped in a cloak of high yellow, as Traci's grandmother used to call people with light skin.  Wherever Candy went, kids fell like dominoes. Candy was never the suspect, instead, she was the one explaining to the teachers exactly how it happened, while the injured child simply nodded in agreement, afraid to cry or signal for help, for fear of greater terror at the next opportunity. 

She stalked the coat room every morning before the teacher entered the room and called for order. Candy would position herself at the entrance and make fun of every kid that passed – at least, the kids that weren't in her little crew of followers. Luckily, Candy focused her torment and degradation on just one child at a time. She would choose a new one every few weeks and ride that child until it no longer excited her, and then she'd select another. You could always tell when it was time for a new victim because Candy would sit calmly at her desk in the back of the room and gaze over the room as if she were at market, weighing and validating each kid. The students could feel her eyes on them as they tried to ignore her and silently pray that they weren't the lucky winner of that lottery. 

This particular day was auction day for Candy, and she was positioned just inside of the entrance, eyeballing the classroom from the Bad Chair, a hard red plastic chair used to punish the kids who misbehaved during class. Candy sat quietly in the chair with her legs crossed at the ankles and arms folded across her fat stomach, leaning against the backrest and eyeballing each student from head to toe as they walked by.  She was looking for something to jump on, that was her tactic, take it all in from the barrettes in your hair to the shoes on your feet, think of something horribly affecting to say out loud about you and get the most giggles from the others, then gauge your reaction. 

If you showed weakness – if your eyes watered and your lip quivered, she'd know she had her next toy. But if you were strong enough to ignore her, it wasn't going to be much fun so she'd move on. Or, if you had the balls to fire back with a retort about her fat ass or her and her siblings being foster kids because of their mother being a crackhead prostitute with no knowledge of the fathers – well, you were just asking to be beat down after school by Candy and at least two of her siblings that she would call for help.

As soon as Traci stepped over the threshold of the classroom, she felt Candy's presence to the left and her breath caught in her throat as she tried to hurry down the first aisle to get away from the glare. It had been two weeks since Candy selected her to harass and Traci was mentally counting down to when it would be time to pass the baton to another. Seeing Candy in the seat at the front gave Traci the slightest hope that Candy might be choosing new prey a little bit earlier than usual.

"Bitch."

Traci kept walking. First row. Second row. When did the rows get so far apart?

"You heard me, bitch!" Candy shouted and the classroom fell silent.

Traci kept her head down and made a sharp left into the next row, bumping her hip into the desk at the top of the aisle.

Three rows behind her, she could hear Candy's deep throated laugh at her stumbling.  

"Clumsy bitch!" 

She just wanted to get out of Candy's line of sight. The teacher should be entering the room at any second so she only had to stall Candy a little bit longer and the imminent threat would be over, for now.

She sank into the first empty seat at the end of the row of chairs, next to a small, mousy–looking girl in the desk directly across the aisle. Traci didn't know her name, had never seen this girl before today, but suddenly, she hated her. The girl was absorbed in making a toy horse trot across the desktop, tilting it back and forth pretending that it was real, while mumbling and making sounds under her breath. The horse was white in color with an elaborate plastic jeweled saddle and gold–painted bridle across its nose. Traci watched the girl play for a while before speaking.

"What's that?" She asked, directing her voice across the aisle..

The little girl stopped playing and turned her back slightly away from Traci, shielding the horse beneath her forearm.

"It's mine," the girl replied softly.

"I know it’s yours, I didn't ask you that – I said what is it?"

"It's a horse."

"Duh, I can see that."

"Then why'd you ask?" The girl looked over her shoulder at Traci and moved her arm over the top of the toy.

Traci sighed and rolled her eyes. "I was just making small talk, gee whiz, don't be a bitch."

"Don't say that!" The girl covered her mouth with her hand and widened her eyes. "You're gonna get in trouble!"

"You must be new here, huh?" Traci laughed. "I do what I want."

She tried to look confident as she flipped open her binder to retrieve her homework. Inside, she felt slightly ashamed that she was enjoying being rude to the new girl, it made her feel powerful in a space where she was usually completely powerless.

She removed her work from the binder and arranged her pen and pencil next to it on the desk, then turned her attention back to the new student.

"So what's your story? When did you get here? I've never seen you before."

"Today's my first day, we just moved here from Midtown," the girl replied, eyeing Traci warily from the side.

"What's the deal with the horse – you like horses?" Traci pointed toward the toy tucked securely under the girl's arm.

"I do, a lot, I have a lot of toy horses but this one is my favorite – I got it for my birthday yesterday." 

"What's so special about it – it's just a plastic horse."

"See, look at this," the girl uncovered the horse and raised it for Traci to examine. "It's got my birthstone – see, garnet – that's the red stones, and my momma bought it from a woman that makes them special at the art fair."

"Special at the art fair," Traci mimicked her. "What's your name?"

"Alesha, what's yours?"

Traci sneered and turned to pick up her pen and doodle. The little mousy girl with the black rimmed glasses bored her, besides, she needed to watch for Candy's next move, as the teacher was now in the class and Candy was moving through the class toward the back of the room. She locked eyes with Traci and turned on her heels to head down their aisle, and Traci felt a chill run down her spine as she watched the big girl amble down the narrow aisle.

Candy stopped in front of Alesha's desk and stared at the horse in her hands. Traci felt as if she were shrinking in her chair from fear and the closeness of Candy. She withered and tried to melt into the floor beneath her feet, hoping that Candy would be more fascinated with Alesha than her. She drew circles on a blank sheet of paper in her binder, around and around, pressing the ink so deeply into the paper that it imprinted on the pages underneath.

After what felt like hours, Candy moved her big feet and continued down the aisle. Alesha stared at her back moving away and then looked curiously at Traci, looking for answers. Traci refused to raise her head and meet her eyes; she couldn't let the girl see the fear in her eyes or the tears that were about to spill over. She needed one person that she could feel stronger than, and that person was Alesha, in that space and in that time, and that was all she had.

When she was certain that Candy was a safe distance away, she relaxed and exhaled, then raised her hand to request a bathroom pass.

***
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SITTING ON THE TOILET, Traci leaned forward to brace the stall door with her hand. The door locks in each of the stalls had been replaced with magnets to hold the doors closed, turning bathroom breaks into an unnerving balancing act. She relieved herself with an eye toward the floor underneath the half door and an ear toward the steel door at the entrance. She finished and slowly opened the door just a crack, focusing on the sink, seemingly a mile away. 

She already knew the number of steps it would take before she could touch the porcelain; this was, after all, a daily ritual. Six steps. Six steps because she was in stall #3. Had she been in stall #4, it would be seven steps. Eight steps from stall #5. She knew the count by heart, all the way down the row of toilets. She also knew the calculations for each sink, but she always used sink #2 because it was the one with the hottest water. The other sinks took forever to deliver even the most tepid water through the faucet, so everyone aimed for sink #2 unless you were in hurry, or one of the nasty kids who didn't bother to wash their hands at all. 

She allowed herself to release a few tears of frustration and relief after her brief encounter with Candy, but only for a moment before steeling herself and preparing to return to the room.

Her fingers wrapped so tightly around the edge of the stall door that moisture began to form in between, so she took a deep breath and pulled the door open, stepping around it and beginning her steps toward the sink. She breathed a sigh of relief when she touched the porcelain, and quickly extended her right hand to pump the foam soap and her left hand instinctively began twisting the handles for water. 

Her eyes jumped back and forth from the entrance to the task at hand, noting every second until she would be finished. Ten seconds. That's how long it normally took her to wash, dry and be back in the safety of the hallway. Because she was working faster than usual, she finished in six seconds and decided to use the extra seconds to duck quickly and splash her face with water.

She straightened her back and glanced into the mirror above the sink and shrieked when she saw Candy's wide face standing directly behind her. She jumped, startled, and spun around hitting her hip on the edge of the porcelain sink.

"What's wrong, little girl?" Candy sneered into her face, pressing her body forward and trapping Traci against the sink. Traci winced at the pain of the porcelain digging into her thigh bone and she reached her arms behind feeling for an escape into the small space between the sinks. 
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