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Chapter 1



If I knew yesterday that I would be fighting for my life today, I would have done things differently starting with last night. First of all, I would have gotten laid for real. I would have been fucked until my feet curled over and my back refused to stand straight. I would have gone downtown to a club, scoped out two fyne brothers, possibly cousins, took them home and fucked the daylights out of ’em. Sounds freaky but you would be surprised at the thoughts that flow through your head as the blood oozes out of your body.

Prior to today, the very thought of being with more than one man never appealed to me, but after all that I have been through over the last couple of months, the sheer freak in me has arrived.

If I had a chance to do things differently, I would not risk picking up someone with either a tiny dick or one that was rendered useless after a few minutes, so, nothing less than two men would be acceptable.

“Oh God, what about my children. I don’t want to leave them alone,” I moaned even though no sound escaped from my lips. The fact that they did not come to my mind first does not by any means lessen the love that I feel for them. Hell, I wish I would have thought about them first but shit, let’s be real; I’m bleeding here and can’t control my thoughts or dementia at this point.

At least they have my mother who’ll continue to watch over them and make sure they do well in school and whip their asses if they don’t. I can’t help but to cuss at the powers that be that got me here, but bear in mind, I was not about to cuss at God since I might be meeting him soon.

Vivid images flood my head. I flash forward to all the special moments that will occur in my children’s lives, their proms, dating, marriage and then children, my grandchildren.

Whoa, hold up, what the hell am I thinking; I am not even ready to think about either of my children dating or getting married, much less fucking! My injury must be worse than I thought.

I have a pre-designed plan for my daughter which is to lock her up at the onset of puberty, not letting her go until she turns twenty-one. If she only knew, she would be chanting, “Bleed, Momma, bleed.”

For my son, I want to do everything in my power to keep those scrawny chicken heads away from him. I want him to grow up to be a real man, one who is self-reliant and self-supporting. Did they hire someone to try to knock me off?

Ok, I am pissed now. How the hell did I wind up here? Yeah, I did my shit, but was it worth this? Sammie came out of the house and lifted my head onto her lap. She gently rocked me encouraging me to hold on. I had so much to tell her but I could not speak.

“Hold on, Marie. Hold on,” she cried, dropping more tears into my already full eyes.

The blinding light that I saw in the distance was getting brighter and kept drawing my attention. When I first arrived on the porch, I turned my head to keep it out of sight, but I kept checking it to make sure it did not come any closer. Damn, where is Five-O when you need them?

My mind sought to gallop along a path of fantasy of which I had no control. I simply refuse to go softly into the light!








Chapter 2



Sammie Davis was accustomed to chaos in her life. Lord knows it was so common to her it could have been her middle name. If things weren’t stirred up, then she was not happy. For Sammie, it had always been that way and it drew me to her like a bee to honey.

Me? I can’t live that way. I am too used to law and order. But when I do get the urge to creep on the wild side, Sammie is my freeway of choice. Truth be told, I’m an undercover drama junkie. I want to hear about it, I just don’t want it anywhere near my back door!

I met Sammie on the most embarrassing day of my life. It was the first official day of spring and the temperature had reached 70 degrees. I wanted to wear something very colorful to celebrate the arrival of the season. I chose a bright pink skirt set that accentuated my shapely legs. I purposefully left my coat hanging in the closet.

I am an avid commuter. I prefer taking the subway to work because I hate to drive. The morning I formally met Sammie, in my haste to leave the house I grabbed my old maternity slip. It fit securely when I left the house and did not shift when I climbed into the car, but as I was rushing to catch the train, the slip chose to show its tattered condition. Not realizing what was happening, my leg movement became restricted. I was in trouble. Sammie stopped me from kissing the concrete by snatching me up by the scruff of my neck. Sammie didn’t laugh, as I would have done after witnessing the steps I had just performed. Maybe her heroics were a normal course of events to her, but to me, she was a savior.

I was relatively new to the Atlanta area and I have no sense of direction so I could not tell you whether I lived west or north of the city. But I can tell you, with exact detail, about every woman’s hairdo on my stop and how she acquired it. I can tell if it is sewn, glued, stapled or borrowed ’cause hair is my thang! I can’t do shit with my own but I pay a handsome wage to have it done. Mine is God-given and chemically altered. When it comes to hairstyles, Sammie is the queen of the weave. She kept me constantly guessing what the hell she would do to it next. One day, she showed up with this yellow hair that was woven into a birdcage. I was totally outdone because Sammie’s hair always matched her outfits no matter what color she wore. I always wanted to ask Sammie who did her hair but she intimidated me. Now that I’d made an ass of myself, I really didn’t know what to say to her.

I had noticed Sammie as she started appearing at the Indian Creek train station about six weeks before the incident. She had a presence that commanded your attention as she confidently strolled to the train every morning never appearing to be rushed. On the other hand, I arrived at the station hell-bent on catching a train and willing to knock somebody on their ass if they got in my way.

No matter what the weather, Sammie always appeared in the shortest of skirts and the highest of heels. One thing that stood out about Sammie was that she didn’t have the usual baggage like other women carried. We carried canvas bags, grocery bags, dog-eared novels, tennis shoes, Walkmans and bottled water. But not Sammie; she never carried anything other than a tiny clutch, which was always coordinated with her outfit and her hair. I envied that clutch because there was no way my shit would have fit in that tiny little bag. Her bag was so tiny that not even my cigarettes and lighter could be squeezed into it, and I wouldn’t dare leave the house without them. Silently, we boarded the train. Sammie took the seat next to the window. After a moment’s hesitation, I sat down beside her. Despite Sammie’s flamboyant yellow attire, I could not help but to steal glances at the sheer coordination between her hair, mini skirt and the clutch. Her black leather shoes even had yellow lines running across them. I always wanted to wear yellow but did not have the confidence to do so.

Feeling embarrassed, intimidated, and a bit of an idiot, I could not muster up the courage to say thank you. She just looked out the window as if nothing had transpired. She was so damn cool! God, I wished I could be that cool. We continued to ride in silence for the next two or three stops.

The sun had not risen so it was still dark outside, but Sammie continued to gaze out the window. I wanted to say something witty to Sammie but old fears and insecurities captured my tongue.

“That was the funniest shit I have ever seen in my life,” Sammie declared.

“Excuse me, what did you say?”

“I said that was the funniest shit I have ever seen in my life,” she said, trying to suppress her boisterous laughter. “You were about to eat the concrete big-time!”

“You’re right,” I uttered a small giggle still torn between humor and humiliation.

“And, what really blew me away, you left the shit in the middle of the sidewalk. That’s what I can’t get over!” Sammie said with her hand covering her mouth trying to physically contain her laughter.

“What was I supposed to do, pick it up and claim it? I don’t think so!” I replied in a huff.

The train was approaching Georgia State station, near the mecca of downtown Atlanta. It was also my queue to begin gathering my stuff. The slowing of the train matched my thought process.

Picking up on my distressed state, Sammie said, “Girl, it was not that serious. You tripped; that’s all. At least I think that’s what your ass was doing!” No longer able to hold back, she exploded with laughter.

Her laughter was what I needed to make me loosen up. Once we settled down, I introduced myself.

“Hi, I’m Marie Morgan and normally my clothes don’t attack me.” Sammie laughed again and I joined in. Whoopee, I’ve finally found my witty retort, I thought to myself proudly. “I just grabbed the wrong slip this morning. I didn’t feel it until it tripped me up and you saved my ass.”

Together, we departed the train and began walking down Peachtree Street. My job was about three blocks away and I was glad that I had worn tennis shoes instead of high heels like Sammie wore. I set the pace and surprisingly Sammie kept up with me.

“I just wish I could have seen your face as you were going down! Girl, when you started wind-milling your arms I didn’t know if you were trying to fly or fighting off a fucking bee,” Sammie said, chuckling all over again.

“You know what’s the worst part? I thought I was looking too cute this morning when I left the house! I was switching my ass off like I was walking down the runway in a spring fashion show. Then I realized I was about to miss the train and all hell broke loose!”

Explaining the situation was like lighting a fire under her ass ’cause she started laughing, saying, “Not to mention raggedy slip breaking loose!” I was beginning to get tired of being the butt of a bad situation. I glanced at my watch.

“Look, I really need to hurry ’cause I don’t like to be late. You want to meet after work for drinks?” I asked, speeding up my pace.

“Sure, where do you want to meet?” she asked.

“Hell, we could meet at Five Points. What time do you get off?” I was almost running at this point.

She yelled back, “I get off at five o’clock.”

“Me, too,” I yelled back over my shoulders.

If I had thought that our meeting at Five Points would have changed the course of both of our lives, I don’t believe that I would have bothered to show up.








Chapter 3



As promised, Sammie was waiting for me when I arrived at Five Points. I was looking forward to unwinding over cocktails. Work had been a bitch that day. Thank God it was finally Friday.

Sammie waved at me as I approached. I grunted and said, “Come on, I need a good stiff drink.” Sammie turned and followed me as I stormed past her. I decided to try Fat Tuesday’s ’cause they usually had an awesome happy hour. I wanted to get drunk and see some cuties at the same time.

“Who the hell peed in your coffee?” she asked, attempting to match my pace.

“Girl, it was a day from hell. My mind just was not in it and I could not wait to get the hell up out of there.”

“Well excuse me, Ms. Morgan,” she huffed.

I stopped in my tracks and whirled around to face her. “Damn, I don’t even know your name and I’m going off on you.”

“I understand, girl; don’t sweat it. Let’s go get our drink on! My name, by the way, is Sammie, no ‘y,’ with an ‘i.e.,’ Sammie Davis and before you start with the jokes, let me just say that I am not ready to talk about that with you. Just call me Sammie and we will be okay.” She took the lead down the escalator as if she knew where we were going.

Shit, she shut my ass up. I was ready to ask a million questions when I heard her name. Not wanting to risk a physical altercation, I quietly followed her. Working our way through the nine-to-fivers we entered Fat Tuesday’s and scooped up the first two seats we saw at the bar. We both ordered strawberry daiquiris.

Looking around, Sammie said, “This place is really nice. This is my first time here,” she continued. As I scanned the crowd, I noticed that there were not any black men in the growing crowd yet. Sammie must have read my mind and asked, “Don’t the brothers come here, too?”

“Yeah, but they don’t show up until after six.” I took a sip of my drink and glanced over at Sammie.

“Where are you from?” I asked.

“From all over really. My brother was born in North Carolina, my older sister was born in California, and I was born in Germany. I was a typical army brat living in a lot of houses but never having a real home to claim. Living wherever Uncle Sam sent us.”

“So what brought you to Georgia?”

“We moved to Atlanta after my dad retired from the military. This is my mother’s hometown. But I moved to California with my husband when I was eighteen.”

“You’re married?” I asked, shocked that she had married at such an early age.

“Yeah, something like that,” she answered, not bothering to elaborate any further on the details of her life to someone she barely knew.

“What about children? Do you have any?” I inquired.

“I have a boy and a girl but they have always lived with my mother here in Atlanta. I just got back from California about two months ago.”

“How long were you in California?”

“Ten years.”

“You left your children in Atlanta for ten years!” I exclaimed with a hint of judgment in my tone, not able to comprehend how a mother could be separated from her children, and by choice.

“Look, I was young, dumb and in love. It’s a long story and this is not the time or the place for it, okay?”

I threw my hands up. “Hey, no problem. Been there and done that.” I continued sipping on my drink and asked her if she wanted another round.

“Sure,” Sammie replied. “I know that you have kids or you wouldn’t have had on that maternity slip. How many kids do you have?” Sammie asked.

“I have two: Kevin who is four and Keira who just turned six last week.”

“What about a man?”

“Legally separated,” I exclaimed proudly.

“Legal or not, separated is separated in my book,” Sammie responded. “Were you born in Atlanta?”

“No, I’m originally from Baltimore.”

“So what brought you to Atlanta?”

“My dad passed away and I moved here to be closer to my mother.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. When did he die?”

“It’s been a few weeks but it still hurts. My father and I were very close.”

“My dad died also several months ago,” Sammie acknowledged plainly.

The bar started to get a little louder and the crowd began to swell.

“I need to make a potty run,” Sammie announced, sliding off the barstool. “Where is the bathroom?”

“In the back to the right,” I said, pointing in that direction. I watched Sammie move through the crowd and had no trouble following her progress since she was a bit taller than most of the patrons.

Sammie took her time coming back from the bathroom and I was already on my third drink.

“Damn, girl, you ain’t wasting no time, are you?” she said as she eyed the fresh drink that was sitting before me alongside the two empty glasses.

“If you had a day like I had, you would be drinking like a fish, too,” I answered back defensively.

“What do you do?” she asked.

“I’m a paralegal with White, Miller & Stevens.”

“Go on with your bad self,” Sammie replied, finishing up her second drink and signaling to the bartender that she was ready for another. I chose that moment to go to the bathroom myself. When I got back to my seat, Sammie was deep in conversation with a guy whose head only came to her chest. She quickly finished her conversation as I inched onto the stool. As I did, I noticed her put something down her bra. She did not say anything about her new friend and he promptly left as if dismissed on cue.

“Now, where were we?” I asked.

“You were telling me about your job,” she said.

“Oh, right. What about you, what do you do?” I inquired.

“I am a jack of all trades. Right now I’m temping at Equifax. I really don’t like those boring ass desk jobs but I needed something. We are staying with my mother right now and it ain’t working out too good.”

“I know exactly what you mean. When I first got here I stayed with my mother. Mom and I were cool but I was used to having my own space.”

“I know that’s right!” Sammie responded.

I stole a glance at my watch and realized that it was getting late. “Girl, I am really going to have to cut this night short. My mother is watching my kids and I am sure she is ready for them to go home. I need to stay in her good graces especially since she keeps the kids for me while I work.”

We paid our check and were headed to the door when another guy grabbed her around the waist.

“Take care, Sammie. I will talk to you soon,” he said. Sammie just smiled at him. For someone that was “married” and new in town, I noticed that Sammie sure attracted a lot of male attention. But this was just the beginning.








Chapter 4



Sammie married the first man that asked. At the tender age of eighteen, he took her from her parents’ house and moved her halfway across the country to California. His name was Jessie Alexander and he was six years her senior. Jessie took Sammie to California because he wanted to mold her into a super-model. She stood at 6′2” and her beauty was unequaled. She looked like an Egyptian Queen and her movements were as sleek as a jaguar’s. Jessie loved showing her off. His aspirations for her were motivated by his greed for money. Jessie was a hair designer by trade so Sammie was like a giant black Barbie doll to him. He did her hair, her makeup and even chose her clothes. He also scheduled numerous appointments with various modeling agencies trying to break into the fashion industry.

Despite his best efforts, Sammie never received those high-paying jobs mostly because her heart wasn’t into modeling. She just went through the motions to keep Jessie happy.

Jessie was a pretty boy. He had light green eyes and clear caramel-colored skin. His eyes were slightly slanted and he had very long eyelashes to which he secretly applied mascara. His hair was longer than that of most women, and he wore it either in a bob or a ponytail. He was conceited, arrogant and egotistical. He was unaffected by the looks he received from his daring hairstyles. Most people thought that he was gay because he was a hairdresser and because of the way that he carried himself. He stood about 6′2” and was rail thin, weighing perhaps 155 pounds soaking wet.

Jessie was frustrated that Sammie was not making the money that he believed she could make. He had invested a small fortune building up her portfolio on one hand and exploiting her on the other.

During the day Jessie promoted her beauty and at night he exploited her body. On her twenty-first birthday, Jessie found a small strip club in a remote section of town that catered to an unsavory clientele.

“Jessie, why are we celebrating my birthday here?” Sammie inquired, not quite comfortable with all the women in various stages of undress.

“Uh, I just thought it would be different, that’s all,” he mumbled in response.

Sammie tried her best not to look at the women but everywhere she looked all she saw were tits and ass. A waitress came within shouting distance and Sammie stopped her.

“May I have a gin and tonic, please?” Sammie ordered, while looking at Jessie for approval. Not that she really needed his approval to have a drink; she just needed to know if they could afford it. Jessie nodded his consent.

“Look at her,” he said, pointing to a lightskinned woman on the stage. She had bent over at the waist and was sucking her own pussy. She alternated between fondling her breast and sucking herself, which was driving the men wild.

Sammie glanced in her direction and quickly averted her eyes.

“What about her?” she inquired, studying the tablecloth as if seeking answers to life’s most difficult questions.

“She can’t hold a candle to you, baby,” he said. Sammie fully looked up at him for the first time since entering the bar. He called her “baby” and it had been some time since he had done that. She looked to the stage to see if she could see what Jessie had seen.

“Look, she can’t even move like you. She looks all stiff and unnatural!” he said. The waitress placed Sammie’s drink on the table and she quickly drained the glass. She signaled for another refill. Jessie did not even notice that the waitress had been there since his eyes were glued to the stage and it had his full attention.

Jessie held up a bill and the woman on the stage came over to the table. She did a special little dance in front of Jessie and Sammie turned red. She could not stand to watch the woman but it was even worse watching Jessie as he slobbered all over himself. He tucked the bill in the front of her g-string and the woman went back to center stage. He turned his attention back to Sammie with a what do you think look in his eyes, obviously expecting a response from her without asking.

“She’s all right,” Sammie said, not knowing what else to say to describe the other woman.

“She could learn a lot from you,” Jessie said.

“Is that a compliment?” Sammie asked, not sure how to take his remark.

“Yeah, if you don’t know nothing else, you sure know how to shake that ass,” Jessie said, eyeing her midsection.

She no longer felt like she was being complimented. Jessie continued to ignore her for the rest of the night.

Over the next few months, Jessie continued to take Sammie to the strip clubs at least three nights a week. He never told her their destination until they pulled up in front of the dimly lit bars. Sammie eventually learned to tolerate it. However, she still felt uncomfortable openly staring at the women. She tried to imagine them with clothes in a fashion show but could not get past the tits and ass on display.

One night they arrived at Paradise. The club was real crowded when they got there but a table had been reserved for them in the front row, close enough to the stage for Jessie to get his hands on any of the dancers if he wanted to and did. Sammie saw the same dancer that she had seen the first night Jessie had brought her to the club. She was talking with the manager. They were both looking in her direction and she began to sense an uncomfortable feeling in the pit of her stomach again. Sammie knew the woman’s first name was Kim but that was the extent of her knowledge.

She looked over at Jessie and he had a shit-eating grin plastered on his face that usually meant he was up to no good.

“I want you to do this for me,” he said. His voice was gentle but it had an underlying tone that said, if you don’t, bitch, there will be hell to pay.

“Do what?” Sammie asked, leaning closer so she did not misunderstand or misinterpret what he was saying. She also wanted to get out of the eyesight of Kim and the manager. The hair at the back of her neck began to stand up as she noticed the maniacal look in Jessie’s eyes.

“You know damn well what,” he snapped. “Don’t pretend like you don’t know why I have been bringing your ass here. You’re not that stupid,” he jeered.

His evil side surfaced and Sammie swallowed a knot of fear that formed in her throat and threatened to close off her airway. She knew what he wanted but she was unwilling to give it to him.

“Please, Jessie, not that,” she pleaded.

“Shut up! You’re sniveling,” he shouted back. “We need the money, plain and simple.”

“But we can make it some other way. I’ll get a full-time job,” she declared.

“Doing what? Your dumb ass didn’t finish high school! You ain’t making shit with those modeling gigs I managed to get you either,” he announced.

“Jessie, I have never done this type of stuff before. I can’t,” she said as tears welled up in the corners of her eyes. Just then Sammie noticed Kim making her way to their table.

“Bitch, you better not embarrass me in front of Kim. You’re going to dance and you better make it good,” he growled at Sammie, slamming his hand against the table to emphasize his point. The force of the blow caused Sammie to jump.

“Are you ready for the spotlight?” Kim asked, grabbing Sammie’s hands and propelling her out of her seat. She winked at Jessie as he patted her on her partially clad behind.

“What the fuck?” Sammie interjected, looking to Jessie for understanding of what was expected of her. What she was getting loud and clear was that Kim and Jessie had developed some kind of relationship.

“I, uh,” Sammie stuttered still confused.

“Don’t be shy, girl,” Kim said. “We all acted like this the first time. Jessie tells me you’re a natural and born for the stage! For tonight, you can borrow some of my things but after that, you will be expected to bring your own.” She turned and pushed Sammie towards the door. One final look at Jessie’s stern face told Sammie that she had no choice in this matter. He did not smile as she walked away. His face was frozen like a block of ice, wearing a menacing sneer that was meant solely for her.

Kim led Sammie into the back dressing room. She cried inwardly. She knew she had little to no choice in this matter if she didn’t want to receive an ass whipping from Jessie when she got home. It was evident that he had arranged this before they arrived at the club.

“Don’t worry, honey,” Kim said, trying to console her. “The first time is always the worst. Just pretend that you are home alone with Jessie and no one else is in the room. He told me how hot you make him when you dance for him,” Kim went on.

“Jessie told you that?” Sammie asked in a state of shock. First of all, she had not danced for him since they first moved to California and second, now days he acted bored. She wanted to ask her just how well she knew Jessie but thought better of it.

“You have a great manager,” she said with a broad grin. “I wish I had someone like him to look after me.”

“Manager?” Sammie choked. “Is that what he told you he was to me?” Sammie asked, unable to contain the fire she felt upon hearing her own husband refer to himself as only her manager.

“Yeah, sugar. Count yourself lucky,” she said with the utmost sincerity. “Some of us are not blessed with good management.”

If she only knew, Sammie thought to herself. She wanted to correct Kim on the true nature of their relationship but she was not ready for the big beat-down that would ultimately follow if she did.








Chapter 5



To the best of Sammie’s knowledge, Jessie did not make it home last night. When her set was up, she quietly left the club and took a cab home. This was happening more and more on a regular basis, but Sammie refused to think about it and instead relished her temporary freedom. This was her only down time.

Over the past few years, Sammie had fought against dancing in those sleazy clubs. She had pleaded with Jessie to allow her to attend open auditions for modeling jobs but she no longer had the body for it. Dejected, Sammie became accustomed to the smoky dimly lit room.

Alone, at last, she leisurely stretched and belted out a hearty yawn. Scratching first her crotch, then her armpits, Sammie climbed out of the bed. She did not know how long her reprieve would be but she knew she was going to make the most of it.

After checking the driveway to make sure his car was gone, Sammie ran into the kitchen and pulled out the box of chocolate chip cookies she had hidden in the crock-pot. She glanced at the clock and realized that it was almost noon. It was unusual for Jessie to let her sleep this late on a weekday but she quickly dismissed her worries.

Gratefully, she bit down into the cookie and breathed in its sinful smell. With each bite, some of the tension that had been building in her neck and shoulders eased. Suddenly, she remembered the potato chips she’d hidden in the bathroom cabinet behind stacks of toilet paper. She quickly ran to the bathroom and retrieved her stash. She put the snacks on the table and grabbed a two-liter bottle of Dr. Pepper from under the sofa.

She could not eat these types of foods when Jessie was around so she decided to have a bonafide feast in his absence. From the linen closet, she retrieved some chocolate cupcakes and a bag of Doritos. She tore off the top of the Doritos and crammed a few in her mouth on her way back to the kitchen.

With her bounty laid out before her, she sat down to enjoy her feast. She briefly looked down at the frayed nightgown she wore and paused long enough to wipe her hands before tearing into the bags before her.

“I wonder who he’s with this time?” she said out loud, but those thoughts did not slow down her fevered consumption. She alternately shoveled sugar and salt down her throat with pauses in between gulping her soda. She remembered the onion dip in the refrigerator and knocked over her chair in her haste to get it.

“Uh!” she said after letting out a loud satisfying belch. Crumbs spewed out her mouth and landed on the front of her nightgown but she didn’t even notice. She also had a smudge of dip under her chin. She was so preoccupied with her meal, she did not hear Jessie’s car when he pulled into the driveway. She also did not see the dark shadow that paused at the kitchen window momentarily blocking out the sun.

“What the fuck!” Jessie exclaimed when he saw Sammie hunched over the kitchen table and more importantly with all the junk food scattered all over the table. After watching her for a few minutes from the window, he approached the front door. He masked the anger he felt and noisily opened the door.

Sammie’s head snapped up when she heard his keys jingling. She quickly threw all the evidence of her binge in the trash. She ran to the refrigerator and grabbed a carrot, which was an acceptable snack, according to Jessie. She bit into the carrot hoping it would hide the smell of chocolate on her breath. She did not expect Jessie to kiss her but you never knew with him.

“Hi,” Sammie said brightly despite the brick of fear lodged in her chest.

“Um,” he grunted in response. “What are you doing?” he asked angrily.

“Just having a snack,” she replied, holding up the half-eaten carrot as evidence.

“I can see that; I ain’t blind,” he flipped back. “Is that all that you have eaten today?” he asked, going through the mail that was left on the table from the day before.

“Yeah, I’m still trying to watch my weight,” she said, allowing her breathing to relax thinking she was in the clear.

“Where did you get that from?” he inquired, pointing to the carrot that she was holding.

“The refrigerator,” she said, not understanding his line of questions nor where they were going.

“We had carrots just like that in the refrigerator?” he asked. “Are those the same ones I bought last week?”

“I am not sure when you bought them but I got them from the fridge. I sure didn’t buy them ’cause I rarely have money for anything other than cigarettes.” She really wanted Jessie to leave the room so she could take out the trash and destroy any evidence left of her binge. She was mad that she had to throw out her remaining goodies but wanted the opportunity to take them back out if they hadn’t spilled onto the other garbage in the can.

“Those look like real special carrots to me,” Jessie said, walking closer to Sammie. “And that’s all you have had today?” he asked again. She turned the carrot over in her hand examining it. She didn’t understand why he was making such a big deal of the carrot anyway but she continued to play along. She took another bite of the carrot before she responded.

“Yep, this is it,” she said, wiping her sweaty palms down the sides of her tattered nightgown.

Jessie was fuming. Not only had he caught her eating forbidden items, but she had the audacity to lie to his motherfucking face, he thought. He was a mere two inches from her when he punched the shit out of her.

“My carrots don’t leave crumbs, you dumb bitch!” His punch knocked Sammie clean off the chair and left her breathless. His fist hit her squarely in her face, busting her lip in two places and causing her nose to bleed profusely. Dazed, she did not know what he was talking about. She shook her head, trying to clear it, sending small drops of blood onto an already dirty white linoleum floor.

He stood over her, shaking with rage.

“Not only that, you would sit there and lie to my motherfucking face!” He drew back his leg and kicked her in the ribs. “I have been busting my ass for the last few years trying to make something of your sorry ass and all you do is lie to me!”

He bent down to get up close to her face. He had been drinking and she detected another aroma that resembled cheap perfume. Sammie drew an involuntarily deep breath, which caused her to immediately start coughing. She sprayed more blood on the floor and Jessie slapped her repeatedly in her face. One blow landed over her left ear, causing it to ring. Tears rolled from her eyes as the pain traversed through her body. Still dazed, she did not get what he was talking about.

She looked down at her nightgown and for the first time noticed the crumbs mingled with her blood from her bleeding lips and nose. Jessie pulled her up from the floor by her hair, shoving her when she reached her feet. She pulled back from his grip fearing another assault. Disgusted, he pushed her body back against the wall. Her hands trailed the walls, painting them with her blood and tears.

Jessie swung at Sammie once more but this time he missed her head and his fist crashed into the wall. The cheap plaster immediately folded, leaving a hole in the dingy white wall. Instinctively, she raised her hands to defend herself when he drew back his arm. “Shit!” he exclaimed as he repeatedly shook out his pain. Jessie turned around in circles shaking his hand. He looked so ridiculous going in circles, Sammie had to stifle her laughter. If he hadn’t been trying to hurt her with that hand, Sammie might have felt sorry for him. “Rat bastard,” she mumbled to herself.

“Clean yourself up before I kill your fat ass,” he said between clenched teeth. Sammie scurried past him and did not stop until she reached the safety of the bathroom. She sat on the toilet stool and tried to collect herself.

Jessie had hit her before but never in the face. She finally realized that he’d seen her feeding frenzy and was afraid of what he was going to do to her next. Her nose was still bleeding so she stuffed it with toilet paper. She glanced in the mirror and was stunned by the person gazing back at her on the other side. Both of her eyes were blackened. The blow to her nose must have caused that damage because she could not recall him hitting her in the eyes. Her bottom lip was indeed split in two places and swollen to twice its normal size. Fresh tears pricked the back of her eyes.

“I have really had enough of this shit,” she said to her reflection. Her life had changed so drastically since she’d left Atlanta and for the most part it was not for the better. She liked the fact that she did not have to constantly deal with her mother but Jessie was worse than her mother in a lot of ways. He dictated everything in her life, from the clothes she wore to the way she styled her hair to the friends she was allowed to make. And since she had started dancing, he had stopped showing her any type of affection. She could hear Jessie enter the bedroom and she got up and turned on the shower. She used the guise of the running water to hide her anguished cries. Her life was spiraling out of control and she had no way to stop it.

“Fat bitch,” Jessie exclaimed, slamming the bedroom door behind him. “I’m not gonna take this shit!” he jeered as he hit his other hand on the top of the dresser. His hand that hit the wall was still sore so he protected it. He withdrew a small vial from his breast pocket and poured out two thick white lines. He deftly rolled a ten-dollar bill into the shape of a straw and quickly snorted the heroin he had laid out. Instantly, his body began to relax and his head cleared. His head dropped forward onto his chest and he began to plan Sammie’s punishment.

“She will pay for this shit,” he proclaimed as he dozed off on his feet.








Chapter 6



Jessie impatiently waited for Sammie to emerge from the shower. The dope had him chilling but he was still pissed with Sammie for her defiance and he needed to teach her a lesson that she would not quickly forget.

“Hurry up,” he barked through the closed door. His nose began to run. He was battling the sniffles and the constant nasal drip. This was some good dope, he thought. All he really wanted to do now was take a nap, but he knew that if he did not deal with Sammie right now, he would lose all control that he felt he finally had over her.

“It don’t take that long to wash that fat ass of yours!” he yelled, opening the door and letting in a cool draft that enveloped Sammie’s wet body. Sammie had been getting bold with her defiance and Jessie had had about as much as he could stand.

He slammed the door shut and stomped back into the bedroom. Moments later, Sammie emerged with her head hung down low. She was still dripping water and that enraged Jessie even more. Briefly he felt a familiar tingle in his loins that he used to feel when he saw her nude body but he quickly suppressed it. He could not get past her improper behavior and deception.

“Do you have any idea how much money I have invested in you?” Sammie did not know if he really expected an answer so she kept quiet. This only enraged Jessie further. He beat his hands on the dresser not wanting to hit her again since she would have to be leaving soon for the club.

Financially, they were on shaky ground. The money that Sammie made from her modeling gigs was long gone. Even the residuals were spent before he received them. He was supporting them solely on the money she made at the booty clubs and his day job doing hair. Unfortunately, his clientele at the shop was dropping because of his drug abuse so he needed her to be in top physical form for him to survive. The owner of Magic Weave told him that if he didn’t come up with $700 for his booth rent that he could pack up his scissors. “Fuck him,” he uttered out loud.

Facing her for the first time since she came out the bathroom, he saw the evidence of his anger. He momentarily felt a tinge of guilt but it quickly evaporated when he thought of all the things that were on the line if she failed. He needed money and he needed it now and Sammie was his only means to get it.

“No matter what I do for you, you continue to try to fuck it up!” he exclaimed. Jessie had worked his self up to a pretty good mad now and Sammie was afraid to even look at him let alone defend herself.

“We have been out here in this fucking hothouse for four years and don’t have shit to show for it!”

Sammie went to the closet to pick out her outfit for that night. She thumbed through the thick closet looking for something that she could still fit into. All of her show clothes were too tight on her now pleasantly plump body. After several minutes of going from one end of the closet to the other, Jessie stomped over and pushed Sammie out the way. She stumbled but did not completely lose her footing.

“Here, wear this,” he said, shoving a bright red dress into her chest while moving past her to select her shoes. This dress used to be her favorite but that was before she gained all that weight. It was a short spandex outfit that once accentuated her shapely hips and thighs but now did nothing but mock her former figure.

“Put it on,” he spat when he noticed her hesitation. She wanted to protest but thought better of it since he was in such a sour mood.

Sammie struggled to get the dress over her head. It briefly locked up around her shoulders and she had to force it over her hips. It stuck to her like glue and folded around her growing stomach and ass. Jessie grunted in disgust as he watched her.

“That is what all those cookies and cakes have done to your body!” he snapped at her as if she didn’t already know.

“I know. I will do better; you will see,” she said although she had promised those words before in vain.

“Can I change into that black dress you bought last week?” she asked pleadingly.

It was a size bigger and was not quite as revealing as the one she was currently wearing.

“We don’t have time for you to change now! Just hurry up,” he exclaimed. Fearing another physical assault, Sammie swallowed her pride and went into the bathroom to put on her makeup. Ever watchful, Jessie followed her and grabbed her compact from her shaking hands.

“Sammie, I have had enough—you hear me? Sit down and let me finish this.” His voice was loud but it was not the same angry, irate voice that she had heard earlier. She was hopeful that he had somehow regained his senses.

He artfully applied her eye shadow, mascara, and blush. He even penciled in a tiny mole on the right side of her face, which made her look more sexy and exotic. He then turned his attention to her hair and quickly swept her micro-braids into an uncomplicated French roll with tiny braids of hair hanging down framing her face.

Even though Sammie was still angry with Jessie she had to give it to him when it came down to makeup and hair. He was truly blessed and had the talent to make even the ugliest women look like beauty queens. Since she was already beautiful in her own right, he did nothing but enhance her outer beauty. Oddly, when he was working on her face or hair, she truly believed that he loved her.

They arrived at the same seedy club that they had been going to for over two years. Realizing that this was their destination for the night, Sammie sucked in her stomach and strolled into the club as if she owned it. This was a walk that Jessie had pounded into her head and it allowed her to alter her personality to be able to perform.

Instead of promoting and exploiting Sammie’s body, Jessie should have concentrated on her acting abilities. Only an actress could have pulled off the charade that Sammie’s life had become.

Jessie took a seat in the far right corner of the room. Sammie looked in his direction as he wandered off but knew that she was expected to take a seat up front and center of the stage. She was no longer ashamed to be in the front row with women prancing in her face. Her dance routine was to pretend that she was an audience member who got caught up in the moment and climbed onto the stage and stripped.

Jessie would pretend that he was a customer so enamored of her routine that he kept throwing money at her. He would hype up the audience of lustful men so that they, too, would dig deep into their pockets and throw money at the stage.

Her face still hurt as well as her ribs where Jessie had kicked her earlier. She tried not to think about those injuries as she waited for her introduction. Sammie scanned the crowd. She noticed Jessie was now talking with Kim in a corner booth and that her hands were all over him. He appeared to be oblivious to her even being in the room.

“Scotch on the rocks,” she requested of a passing waitress. “Make it two doubles,” she added. The waitress, Amber, arched her eyebrows and turned to look at Jessie and Kim. She patted Sammie’s hand and headed straight to the bar. Tears pricked the back of Sammie’s eyes, but she refused to turn and look back into that corner. Instead, she fought back the tears and stared straight ahead at the dancing women.

Sammie drank both drinks in quick succession. She tugged at the hemline of her dress and prayed that she would be able to get it off without getting stuck when it was her turn to dance.

From her seat, Sammie began taking her dress off from her shoulders, leaving her breasts uncovered. Normally she would have waited until she was actually on stage to undress but getting out of that dress was hard enough without trying to be sexy with it. She was lightheaded but she assumed it was ’cause of the drinks. Small beads of perspiration broke out on her forehead.

On cue, Sammie jumped up from the audience and yelled, “Hey, party over here!” while waving her arms above her head. Her large breasts were swinging back and forth as she swirled her hips to the beat of “Friday Night” by Earth, Wind and Fire. She bent over and continued to seductively slide the dress over her hips. Remarkably, it came down a lot easier than it had gone on. The men went wild. She stepped out of her dress and began making her way to the stage. The DJ slowed down the beat as Sammie approached the lip of the stage. Jessie and Kim came over to the table she’d just left and sat down.

Sammie kept her eyes focused on the other members of the audience until Jessie called her over. She stopped directly in front of him and squatted down with her legs wide open giving both Kim and Jessie a frontal view. She grabbed one of her boobs and put it in her mouth, gently sucking on it. She used her other hand to play with her clit.

Sammie was no longer lightheaded; she was down-right woozy. She did not realize that Kim had moved from her front-row seat to the lip of the stage stopping directly between Sammie’s legs until she felt Kim’s hands moving up her thighs. Kim was wearing a black g-string that contrasted with her bright yellow skin. She had removed her bra as well and the tips of her small breasts were erect. Kim’s hands worked their way up Sammie’s thighs until she reached Sammie’s breasts. Kim grabbed them firmly and looked intensely in Sammie’s eyes. Kim stood directly in front of Jessie, leaning on the stage with her ass jutted in Jessie’s salivating face as he fingered Kim’s round ass.

Sammie sought to see Jessie’s face but could only see the top of his head as he bent to examine Kim’s crack. He gave new meaning to the term, head up her ass, Sammie thought. She was confused about this turn of events and her limbs felt lethargic and heavy. Kim put Sammie’s breast in her mouth while continuing to rub her hands on her thighs and in between her legs. Sammie struggled but did not have the energy to protest much.

Jessie peeked around Kim’s ass and smiled at Sammie. This was the first real smile that she had received from him in months.

The predominantly male audience exploded to their feet trying to get closer to the stage. Kim pinched Sammie’s already erect nipple sharply as she bent down and put her tongue onto Sammie’s already enlarged clit.

“Mmm,” Sammie moaned as she fought the emotions that shifted back and forth between pleasure and pain, passion and acute embarrassment. Kim released the pressure on Sammie’s breast and nuzzled her face in Sammie’s cunt. Instinctively, Sammie locked her knees around Kim’s face. Money was raining down all over them but Sammie was oblivious. She forgot the audience, Jessie and even the fact that it was a woman who was making her feel so good. She gave herself up to the moment, offering her hips to get closer to the source of her pleasure.

Jessie was finger-fucking Kim and grabbing up the money being thrown at the same time. Although he had intended to use this night to teach Sammie a lesson, he found that he was enjoying the action as well.

Sammie screamed in climax as the song ended. Kim raised her head, and smiled. She blew a kiss at Sammie.

“Um,” Kim said as she seductively licked her wet lips. She wiped her chin and licked her hands while devouring Sammie with a look of pure satisfaction on her face. Sammie, suddenly realizing the enormity of what had just occurred, suppressed the urge to gag. She stood up and dislodged the money that was stuck to her sweaty body and quickly ran from the stage.

“Oh God, what the hell have I done?” she uttered through her tears. When she reached the shabby dressing room, she threw on the robe that she kept in there and nauseously waited for Jessie to come. Sammie was deeply ashamed, and could not control the tremors that shook her body.

The owner of the club, Owen, stomped over to the table where Kim and Jessie were sitting. Jessie was pleased with the money he had made and was eagerly counting out Kim’s share. Since Kim was bisexual, she only wanted $50 to perform oral sex on Sammie. She enjoyed it and would have done it for free but Jessie insisted that she take a share. He intended to put Kim in his stable and the $50 was an incentive of more to come.

“What the fuck did you two think you were doing?” Owen demanded. He was torn between greed, lust, desire and disgust. He had run this club for over twenty years and he had never had anyone openly have sex on his stage before—much less, two women.

“Chill out,” Jessie said as he threw him his share of the take from the set.

Realizing how much his share actually was, Owen’s anger quickly subsided. Carefully examining the hundred-dollar bill he held in his hand, he carefully turned it over in his hands to make sure it was real. He shoved the money into his pocket and continued to rave.

“You can’t just have sex on stage, no matter what it pays. What if the law had been in here? They would have shut me down, man!” He huffed.

“But they didn’t. I had my boys watching the doors. It’s cool. Breathe, man, it’s over!” Jessie said.

Owen shook his head not knowing whether to continue to protest or stay quiet.

“We need to discuss a business proposition,” Jessie said.

“What would that be?” Owen asked as his curiosity was piqued.

Owen took a seat and together he and Jessie decided to continue the show but on a more private scale. Owen agreed that he would present the freak fest to the high rollers that frequented the club. They’d have to pay $500 for a private set to see Kim and Sammie together. If they wanted to participate, naturally it would be extra. Everyone was happy with the business arrangement except Sammie. In fact, Sammie was the only person that was not consulted about the deal.
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