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Dear Reader:


It is my pleasure to present yet another captivating novel from bestselling Allison Hobbs, a “Queen of Erotic Fiction.” Now with her seventh novel, The Climax, Allison brings back two women, Kai and Terrelle, and their obsession with one man, Marquise. It is the follow-up to the bestselling Insatiable and will keep you engrossed as the twisted tale takes you on a ride from Philadelphia to California to the backwoods of South Carolina.

I first met Allison at the Baltimore Book Festival several years ago and was immediately impressed with her talent. Not everyone has a natural writing ability but Allison was born to create masterpieces such as the one you are about to read. She is ever positive and determined, much like myself, and will go far in this industry as her next four books are already scheduled for publication.

She is the author of Double Dippin’, Dangerously in Love, and Pandora’s Box; all published by Strebor Books. Allison took on the genre of “paranormal erotica” with The Enchantress and in A Bona Fide Gold Digger, Allison spins a seductive tale about the alluring Milan Walden, her secret sex life and her quest for wealth.

Thanks for supporting Allison’s efforts and for supporting my imprint, Strebor Books. I am overwhelmed by the legions of avid readers who genuinely appreciate not only my personal work but the works of the dozens whom I publish.

Now sit back and get ready for another erotic adventure with Allison Hobbs.


Peace and Many Blessings,
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Chapter 1



To the observer, it seemed Terelle Chambers was locked inside herself, unaware of her surroundings. Her caregivers at Spring Haven Psychiatric Hospital hand-fed her, manually moved her limbs, and even toileted her, but they treated Terelle dispassionately as if she were an inanimate object—something that required care. Her affliction, persistent catatonia, had robbed the young woman of even a glimmer of her former personality.

Aside from occasional sorrowful whimpers and anguished moans—fleeting echoes of a tormented inner world—Terelle had not uttered a coherent word in two years.

However, although she appeared to have retreated from the outside world, Terelle was keenly aware of touch, taste, smells, and sound. Her thoughts and memory were jumbled and disjointed but she was able to distinguish among the smells and voices and even the touches of the doctors and nurses who briskly performed their duties on her behalf without emotional attachment.

Awakened by the sound of footsteps approaching the bed where her rigid body lay, Terelle was instantly comforted by the feelings of compassion and love that emanated from the person who had entered her room and was now standing over her.

Saleema, she thought as a smile formed in her mind. She would have greeted her dearest friend with a hug if her unmoving arms and clenched, contracted fists would agree to such a gesture. She wished she could remember how to speak the word, hello, but the technique required to form clear and audible words escaped her.

Terelle inhaled deeply, trying to draw in her best friend’s fragrance. But instead of the pleasant hint of Saleema’s perfume, Terelle recognized a masculine scent. She gasped in alarm.

Long thick fingers tenderly stroked her cheek, calming her. The fingers inched upward and caressed the soft hair that curled at her temples. Terelle knew this person—this man. She recognized his touch—his essence. Was she still asleep? Was she lost inside a dream?

The squeal of the bedrail being lowered sounded much too real for this to be a dream, but in her heart she knew a dream was all this could be. Terelle’s lashes fluttered as she struggled to raise eyelids that felt too heavy to lift. The struggle ceased when she felt the weight of his chest pressing down upon her breasts. He kissed her cheek.

“Terelle,” he whispered her name. “You gotta get better, babe.” He squeezed her closed fist. “This ain’t the way it was supposed to go down.” His voice caught. She heard him taking in deep breaths. She felt his raw emotions. His sorrow. And his love. “I miss you.”

Marquise! Terelle wanted to look in his face, but she knew if she opened her eyes, he’d disappear as he did at the end of every dream. She could only be with Marquise during slumber, so she allowed herself to relax, praying to remain blissfully asleep forever.

“I know you got the strength to come up outta this,” he said, stroking her hair. “You can’t give up. We still can have a future together. Me, you, and Keeta.”

Markeeta! Oh God, my poor baby. She’d been enjoying the time spent in dreamland with Marquise long enough. It wasn’t right for her to remain in her inner world just to be with him. She had to get well for Markeeta.

“You can’t give up like this.” He caressed her arms and her hand and then leaned down and kissed her lips. The sensation of their hearts beating together nearly took her breath away. When she felt his lips touch hers, Terelle easily accepted that her life on earth had ended and she was finally reunited with her beloved. No dream kiss could feel like this. Had she died—was she in heaven?

“All that shit with that other broad wasn’t about nothing. Didn’t you listen to the message I left on your answering machine?” His voice sounded choked. “I gotta go,” he said suddenly and then abruptly pulled away.

Wait! Don’t leave me, she wanted to shout but couldn’t get the words out.

“I love you, girl. But I can show you better than I can tell you,” he told her, speaking words that were uniquely his.

Oh, Marquise. I’m not dreaming. It’s you. It’s really you! Tears moistened and unsealed Terelle’s closed eyes. In an act of sheer determination, she willed the muscles in her neck to cooperate. Forcing her head to turn, she managed to catch a fleeting glimpse of a very tall man pacing quickly toward the open door. Marquise!

His name was on her tongue, but she couldn’t make a sound. From the depths of her soul, she drew on the memory of the mechanics required to produce coherent sound. She tried to shout his name, but the sound that issued from her lips was an unintelligible whimper. Determinedly, she tried again and this time his name came out in a loud and clear shriek, Marquiiiiiiiise!

But instead of being comforted in Marquise’s loving arms, Terelle was held down by several pairs of strong hands, trained to restrain the chronically mentally ill.



The next day Saleema Sparks sat at Terelle’s bedside. Saleema gazed anxiously at her best friend, but Terelle did not acknowledge her. As usual Terelle was mute and wore a blank expression.

Holding Terelle’s limp hand, Saleema pleaded, “Talk to me, Terelle. Why won’t you say something? The charge nurse called last night. She told me you spoke. She said you screamed for…” Saleema swallowed. “She said you screamed for Marquise.” She squeezed Terelle’s hand imploringly and gasped when she felt a slight movement in Terelle’s fingers. Saleema’s eyes, shining with hope, flashed upon Terelle’s face.

Terelle’s vacant look was replaced by a grimace as she struggled to emit sound.

“Terelle! You’re back! I know you are. Oh, my God; I gotta get a nurse,” Saleema said excitedly as she pushed herself forward, prepared to rise. Terelle’s fingers wiggled urgently.

“No?” Saleema asked. “You don’t want me to get the nurse?”

One side of Terelle’s face twitched as she uttered a gurgling sound. Saleema looked into Terelle’s eyes. Terelle blinked rapidly. “Okay, I understand. You don’t want me to get a nurse. But I don’t know what to do. Are you in pain?”

“Maaar,” Terelle uttered with great effort.

“Markeeta?” Saleema said, nodding. “She’s fine, Terelle. Keeta’s beautiful. Four years old and smart as a whip. I’ve been taking real good care of your baby. I love her like I would my own but I make sure she knows you and…” Saleema’s voice faltered. “I show her pictures of you and her daddy,” she said in a voice filled with emotion.

Tears slid down Terelle’s cheek. “Oh, my God. You’re crying. But that’s a good thing,” Saleema said as she snatched a tissue out of box on Terelle’s bedside stand. She wiped the tears from Terelle’s eyes. “Your tears mean that you hear me. You understand everything I’ve told you.” Tears now welled in Saleema’s eyes. “Oh, Terelle. I missed you so much.” She bent down and gave Terelle’s prone body an awkward hug. “I’m so glad you’re back.” Then Saleema, unable to keep her emotions in check, began to sniffle. She reached over and grabbed another tissue to wipe her own eyes.

“Maaarq…,” Terelle said again. Saleema knew all along that her friend was referring to Marquise. But instead of acknowledging Terelle’s attempt to speak her deceased fiancé’s name, Saleema spoke animatedly about Terelle’s daughter, Markeeta.

Exhausted from the effort of trying to speak, Terelle closed her eyes. Saleema sat holding Terelle’s hand until her friend drifted off to sleep. Looking back at Terelle with concern, Saleema quietly left the room.

Saleema barged into the charge nurse’s office. “I want Terelle to have speech lessons.”

“Well, she’s been evaluated and unfortunately, despite her breakthrough last night, Terelle’s still not responsive. I’m sorry,” the nurse said sincerely. “Terelle is not a candidate for speech therapy.”

“Excuse me!” Saleema held up her hand in an exaggerated motion, which informed the nurse that she was not pleased. “The last time I checked, my name was written at the bottom of the check this hospital gets for taking care of Terelle Chambers. Don’t get it twisted; I’m not asking for anything. If she can’t get speech therapy here then I’ll take her to another hospital—a better one.” Saleema whirled around and strutted away.

“Ms. Sparks,” the nurse blurted. “I didn’t mean to offend you. I’m only reporting what the speech therapist wrote in her evaluation note.”

Saleema stopped abruptly, turned around. “You people told me that Terelle would never have meaningful or conscious interaction with her family or friends. That’s what the doctors said, right?”

The nurse nodded.

“Wrong! My girl is interacting her ass off—blinking, moving her fingers—trying to communicate with me. So do your job. No more tests. Call in a speech therapist who knows what the fuck she’s doing—”

“Ms. Sparks, that language isn’t—”

Saleema held up her hand. “Don’t be criticizing my language. I can talk any way I want. The way y’all misdiagnosed Terelle, you shouldn’t even be concerned about no cuss words. You better hope I don’t call my attorney and have him slap this place with a malpractice suit.”

“I’ll have another speech therapist evaluate Terelle.”

“No, I’m not trying to hear that,” Saleema said, wagging a finger. “No more evaluations, no more tests. The next time I come up in here, that therapist better be doing her job; I want her working with Terelle and giving her some real speech lessons. Ya heard?” Deliberately intimidating the now obviously frazzled nurse, Saleema threw out her arms in a flagrant combative gesture, glowered at the nurse, and then sashayed out the door.







Chapter 2



After reading an article on DNA, Kai Montgomery had an awakening. She’d come to realize that the narcissistic and unscrupulous conduct that had ultimately led to her unjust incarceration was not her fault. Her bad behavior, she’d learned, was genetically inherited. Her biological mother, a conniving and completely immoral human being, had passed on defective DNA. Her mother had diligently visited her long enough to deceive Kai into believing she could help her get the justice she deserved. Once she’d obtained her daughter’s banking information, the bitch absconded with the money Kai had stashed in a safety deposit box.

Now equipped with a clearer understanding of herself, Kai decided it was time for an abrupt halt to the martyr persona. She would no longer passively accept her prison sentence. She’d been behind bars for two years and quite frankly, enough was enough. Sure, she’d done some vile things to a lot of people, but it wasn’t as if they didn’t deserve to feel her wrath. Spending the rest of her life in prison for a murder she didn’t commit went beyond poetic justice.

She did not kill Marquise Whitsett, yet she was convicted of the crime and sentenced to life in prison. Kai refused to rot in jail for the rest of her life. Doing time was hell. Everyone thought that prisoners’ needs were met by the state. That was a crock! Survival behind bars was dependent upon financial security.

Kai’s adopted parents provided her with money to make purchases from the commissary, but what they gave was just a drop in the bucket compared to what they owed her. She’d deal with them one day. It was only a matter of time before she got out and got even!

Her scheming birth mother had informed her that her adoptive parents felt so embarrassed by the scandal of her murder conviction, they’d disinherited her and skipped to southern California. Providing her with only a post office box in Santa Barbara, her crafty parents made sure Kai could never contact them directly.

Someday, someway, she’d find her neglectful parents, but in the meantime, her thoughts of exacting revenge on people whose whereabouts were unknown were frustrating and unsatisfying. So she turned her thoughts to her most recent sex partner, a hot male prisoner named Mookie. Mookie reminded her of Marquise. Like Marquise, he was a real rough rider—tall, with a deep dark complexion, handsome features, and best of all, Mookie was well hung. Mmm! Just thinking about Mookie made her kitty purr.

With intense sexual images running across her mind, Kai wrote Mookie a graphic note. It was time for another rendezvous. Knowing just the person to make the delivery, Kai folded the crude lined paper, ripped from a composition notebook.

Kai found Taffy in the kitchen stuffing her face instead of stacking trays. “Whassup, Taffy,” Kai said. She’d had to adapt to prison life, including speaking the vernacular.

“Hey, Kai!” Taffy’s round face swelled into a big, expectant smile. A while back, Kai had considered riding Taffy’s tongue, but there were some gross rumors about the girl that made Kai steer clear. Anyway, Mookie was handling things now and quite frankly she was bored with having her pussy licked.

Taffy had finally taken a hint and stopped pestering her, but Kai knew the pathetic pig still had the hots for her, so she had to conceal her contemptuous superiority and handle the situation delicately. “I need you to get a note to Mookie for me,” Kai said casually. “He’s supposed to be hooking me up with a big-time attorney to handle my appeal.”

“I thought you didn’t have no money for a lawyer,” Taffy said suspiciously.

“I don’t. Mookie told me that the lawyer would take my case gratis,” Kai said, slipping into her natural pattern of intelligent speech. But remembering that she was talking to a damn-near retard, she explained, “Um, the lawyer will work on my case for free. He’ll accept a few favors for pay.” Kai gave Taffy a conspiratorial wink. “You know—I’ll have to give up some booty,” she further explained. “I wrote dude twice but he ain’t wrote me back yet.” Damn, Kai hated talking like an uneducated idiot, but when in Rome…

“Uh-huh,” Taffy said, inhaling food instead of chewing it.

“You know, Mookie has a cell phone,” Kai continued, sensing Taffy required more detailed information. “I want him to make a call to that lawyer.”

Men in prison had it going on. Their thuggish attitudes and muscular bodies had everyone from fat lonely girls on the outside to female inmates as well as correctional officers on the inside drooling over them. The women in their lives made certain male inmates kept their gear up and had access to cigarettes and drugs, and plenty of money on their books. Many male inmates even had internet access. Nurses and social workers were always willing to exchange sex with the gorgeous hunks for a little computer time.

Female inmates, on the other hand, had to pretty much scratch and scrounge and eat a lot of pussy for material gain. Fortunately, though Kai had been on the receiving end of oral sex with women, she’d never reciprocated. Thanks to the pittance she received from her parents, she’d never had to.

Forcing Kai to keep her company while she ate, Taffy changed the subject, and Kai had to endure the delay.

“Did I ever tell you we used to be able to work in the kitchen with the men?”

Kai shook her head, knowing Taffy was going to tell her a drawn-out tale.

“Yeah, girl, we used to work side-by-side with the men until this chick got pregnant by one of the male inmates. After that they had to separate us.”

Why is she telling me this? What the hell do I care? Kai wanted to slap the shit out of Taffy, but instead of showing annoyance, she wore an impassive expression.

“Anyway, that chick sued the state for millions.”

“Millions?” Kai lifted a brow. Sounded like something she would have done but she wouldn’t have enjoyed having to get pregnant for the money. Getting an abortion would have been on the top of her list, but still, she knew she would loathe the idea of something growing inside her. Yuck!

“Yeah, that bitch got a fat bankroll off the state,” Taffy said as she wiped sweat from her forehead with the back of her plump hand. Her other hand shoveled food into her mouth. Her eyes kept darting to the back of the kitchen, where several workers rattled pots and pans.

Taffy was a tray runner, a job that required her to distribute food trays to the female inmates. Overweight inmates like Taffy loved having that position because they were able to eat the food from the extra trays. Tray runners picked up the food trays from the men’s areas of the correctional facility also. Though separated by a metal gate, the tray runner was able to pass the men notes from female inmates. A tray runner could make exchanges of cigarettes and even drugs, all for a price of course.

Kai toyed with the note in her hand. “Look, if you get this note to Mookie, I can get you a perm kit or something.”

Taffy glared at Kai, and Kai was immediately sorry she had blurted out the offer of a perm kit. According to prison gossip, Taffy was so broke when she first came in that she ate some girl’s foul-smelling pussy in exchange for a perm kit and ended up having to get treated for gonorrhea of the throat.

“Mookie ain’t even here no more!” Taffy spat, her moon face etched in animosity.

“What do you mean, he’s not…” Kai couldn’t continue. Feeling a sudden bout of nausea and vertigo, she backed against the wall to steady herself.

“Your man Mookie is the one who got that girl pregnant. It took her a couple years to get the money. But she’s a rich bitch now. She paid off Mookie’s restitution. I heard she picked him up in a fly-ass Maybach yesterday. Bitch rode up to the gate with their little son strapped in a car seat. Yeah, Mookie and his bitch is two thorough-ass niggas. The bitch played the system and Mookie played you! Big time,” Taffy added with her face twisted in a sneer.

Kai gasped. She took in so much air, she choked. Coughing, she clutched her chest while tears burned her eyes. It was outrageous that someone as intelligent as she had been outsmarted by an ignorant thug. A poorly educated, practically illiterate convict and his ride-or-die chick had conned the system. Gagging and coughing from the shock of the unwelcome news and feeling humiliated beyond belief, Kai couldn’t keep her thoughts from turning to Marquise and his ghetto-trash girlfriend, Terelle—the psycho bitch who had really killed him.

“Need a drink of water?” Taffy inquired. Her darting eyes gleamed with something Kai couldn’t quite detect. Was it triumph? A second too late, Kai recognized that it was malevolence that danced in Taffy’s eyes.

As if on cue, two female inmates emerged from the shadows. Their smoldering hostility was almost palpable.

Knowing she was about to be ambushed, Kai opened her mouth to scream. But Taffy threw her heavy body across the table, then reached out and clamped a beefy hand over Kai’s mouth, muffling the sound.

The three women, undoubtedly brawlers from birth, easily dragged Kai’s bucking and thrashing body into a secluded pantry. Kai kicked and twisted to no avail. Amid institutional-sized canned goods, large sacks of flour, and corn meal, Kai was pinned down. Taffy removed her hand but it was instantly replaced by the dry and calloused hand of one of her brutal assistants.

“Did y’all know this bitch thought she was too good to have sex with me?” Taffy asked her cohorts. She folded her arms across her chest.

“For real?” one of the women asked, sounding personally offended.

“Whatchu gon’ do ’bout this stuck-up bitch,” inquired the other inmate. “I say she needs her face fucked up real good.”

Eyes wide with terror, Kai shrank back. Taffy glowered, her folded arms tightening as her anger mounted. Now filled with a sufficient amount of rage, Taffy sauntered over.

Kai wondered whether the crazed inmate would draw a crudely formed dagger or brandish a butcher knife or some other dangerous form of cutlery accessed from the prison kitchen. Trembling in horror, she imagined the pain and agony of having her beautiful face carved and disfigured. Oh, Jesus! She needed help. Where were the fucking C.O.s?

But instead of hovering over Kai with a shank, Taffy began to peel off her prison-issued uniform. “Bitch, I ain’t nevah want to eat you out. I was just messin’ wit your head. I heard you was a freaky bitch so I was runnin’ game so I could get you somewhere by yourself.”

Kai blinked in confusion.

“Oh, don’t get it twisted, bitch. You real cute and everything, I could fuck the shit outta you—but see, I’m loyal to the ’hood.” Taffy pounded a balled fist against her heart. “Bitch, I represent southwest. That shit that went down with my niggas wasn’t cool. I grew up with both of them,” she said, emphasizing her last words with three powerful punches to her open palm.

Both of whom? And what the hell had gone down? Kai would have asked if she were permitted to speak.

In response to the baffled look in Kai’s eyes, Taffy replied, “Marquise and Terelle! Them was my niggas, bitch. You killed Quise and fucked Terelle up for life.”

The information that passed Taffy’s lips was far worse than Kai could have ever imagined. The chubby tray runner had never let on that she knew Marquise or Terelle. Kai had never suspected that the woman had a personal vendetta against her. The conniving food addict had listened with feigned compassion when Kai first met her and had professed her innocence.

Trumped again by yet another vulgar hood rat, tears of defeat fell from Kai’s eyes and wet her captive’s hand. Were all the inhabitants of the ghetto educated in the school of treachery and deceit?

The hand that covered her mouth pulled away and balled into a fist. As quick as a lightning flash, a pair of knuckles crashed against Kai’s face. “This crying bitch got her nasty snot all over my hand,” the rough-skinned inmate told the other two. Using Kai’s abundant head of curly hair, the inmate wiped the mucous off her hand.

Kai’s mouth was uncovered and wide open but she couldn’t scream. Her jaw felt unhinged. She was certain she saw stars. But her ordeal was far from being over. Taffy had taken off her prison garb and now squatted over Kai’s face.

“Crying ain’t gon’ do you no good,” she informed her struggling victim. “My girl told you she was gon’ fuck up your face, but she forgot to add that I’m gon’ pussy-fuck that pretty face.”

As Kai feebly fought against her attackers, she instantly regretted having wasted so much time doing cardiovascular exercises in the prison gym. She preferred being slender and fit, but at this moment, she could have used some extra strength and would have gladly welcomed a set of powerful arms that rippled with manly muscles. If this travesty wasn’t an isolated event, if a series of horrific physical confrontations would take place for the duration of her prison experience, she’d have to incorporate heavy weight-lifting into her workout routine.

Grinning, the ugly inmates held her down firmly. As Taffy’s vagina hovered over Kai’s face, the stench of sweat and urine was so overpowering, it curdled Kai’s stomach. “HEEEEEELP!” Kai tried to scream, but the word came out raspy and slurred.

In an instant, Taffy lowered her putrid pussy, connecting it with Kai’s open mouth. Intertwined in Taffy’s pussy hairs were bits of toilet paper that stuck to Kai’s tongue. Thick, smelly secretions oozed from Taffy’s rank vagina and into the mouth that Kai was unable to close.







Chapter 3



There was a box in her room that emitted loud noise and had brilliantly colored, fast-moving images inside. But she couldn’t make out the images or remember what the box was called.

A woman Terelle had never seen came into her room to talk to her. Terelle kept her eyes focused on the shiny object the woman held in her hand. The object looked familiar.

“You’re staring at my pen,” the speech therapist said, sounding amused.

Pen! I remember that. Terelle was grateful for the information. Her memory loss was frustrating, there were a million unformed questions in her mind, but she was determined to relearn all the information she’d lost.

“Can you say ‘pen,’ Terelle?”

She could hear the word in her mind but she’d forgotten how to coordinate her lips and tongue to produce the sound. But with the same determination that she’d used to speak Marquise’s name, she instructed her brain to transmit the information to her mouth. Her tongue felt thick—too heavy to lift. But Terelle persevered. “Paaaah.” She heard herself and was greatly disappointed. She tried again. “Puuuuh.” The second attempt sounded worse than the first. Now angry and fueled by that anger, but rejecting the notion of giving up, Terelle opened her mouth wide. Something that felt like a powerful click went off inside her head. “Pen,” she was able to say clearly, stunning herself and the speech therapist as well.

Her eyes shot toward the box that had baffled her.

“TV?” the therapist asked.

She remembered instantly. “Television,” Terelle said with ease. If she could, she would have pointed to all the unknown objects in her range of vision, but she didn’t have to. The therapist began rattling the names.

“Bed,” the woman said, patting the side of Terelle’s bed. “Picture,” she exclaimed and pointed to a floral print that hung on the wall.

After teaching Terelle the names of objects, the therapist began listing the parts of the body—ears, nose, fingers, toes—helping to rekindle Terelle’s memory.

Atop the bedside table was a framed photograph of Terelle’s daughter, Markeeta. Despite her cloudy memory, she’d never forgotten Markeeta. With her eyes locked on the image of the daughter she hadn’t seen in person in two years, Terelle formed a coherent sentence. In a voice barely above a whisper, Terelle said firmly, “I want to see my daughter.”

After the therapist rushed from the room to report Terelle’s progress, Terelle, determined to make her body function, willed her muscles, joints, and tendons to move. She wiggled her toes and fingers. She lifted her hand a few inches from the bed but it dropped down, uselessly. She tried again and again until she could finally lift both hands and ball her fists.

The power of love could work miracles. It didn’t make sense, but Marquise was alive. How, what, and why didn’t matter. For the sake of her family, Terelle had to dig deep and get herself together.



Smashing through the set of double doors that led to a row of administrative offices, Saleema stopped at the first open door. “Where is Terelle Chambers?” she bellowed. “Her room is empty and nobody knows shit!”

“Who?” asked a befuddled secretary, looking up from her computer screen.

“Oh, this is a bunch of bullshit,” Saleema remarked, incredulous. “You don’t know where Terelle is? She’s paralyzed, so she damn sure didn’t walk outta here.” Oh, Lord, what am I gonna do if they tell me Terelle is dead.

“Miss, I don’t know—”

“Hold up, hold up,” Saleema said, shaking her head and waving her hand. “If I don’t get some information in about two seconds…” Her heart pounded with anger and trepidation. Saleema found it hard to speak. She muttered expletives and then took a deep breath to calm herself down. Quelling the fear that Terelle had died, she gathered her wits and spoke as calmly she could. “I swear to God…I’m about to flip,” Saleema spoke slowly and menacingly.

The secretary stole a glance at the computer monitor, her fingers clicking against the keyboard.

“Yo! Stop whatever that is you’re doing and listen to what I’m saying. Terelle Chambers is a patient here. She’s not in her room, the nurses don’t know shit, talkin’ about they just came on duty. But fuck all that—”

Offended by the profanity, the secretary grimaced.

“And fuck you, too,” Saleema shouted, responding to the secretary’s disapproving scowl. “Now if you don’t want me to turn this goddamn place out, get on the phone and get me some answers.”

The secretary quickly snatched the phone out of the cradle, pushed buttons and started talking fast. “Yes, I’m trying to locate a patient. Her name is Terelle Chambers.” The secretary listened intently to the person on the other end of the phone.

Saleema smiled to herself. She’d learned how to speak and behave in a dignified manner and did so when she conducted business with her clients. But experience had taught her that nothing motivated difficult people as effectively as getting real loud and ghetto on their asses.

“Oh, she’s in the sunroom?” the secretary said, turning to Saleema with a big smile.

Now, that’s what I’m talkin’ about!

“Thanks,” Saleema told the woman. However, the secretary had worked her nerves so badly, Saleema made sure there wasn’t a trace of gratitude in her voice.

She approached the facility’s sunroom, prepared to cuss out whoever had the audacity to take Terelle from her room without permission. That stupid person could have caused Saleema to have a heart attack. It’s a wonder I didn’t pass the fuck out when I saw Terelle’s empty-ass bed.

Shaking her head at the stupidity of some people, Saleema entered the sunroom. Her eyes swept the large, avocado-colored gathering place. “Terelle!” she screamed when she spotted her friend, who was amazingly sitting upright in a wheelchair facing a window that overlooked a courtyard with lush green trees, tranquil ponds, and bubbling fountains.

Maneuvering between wheelchairs and recliners, Saleema nearly tripped as she hastily dashed toward Terelle. Dropping to her knees, Saleema wrapped her arms tightly around Terelle’s waist. Soothingly, Terelle patted the top of Saleema’s head.

“You’re not paralyzed?” Saleema asked, lifting her head from Terelle’s lap.

“No, not anymore,” Terelle said in a whispery voice.

“You can talk!” Saleema shrieked with glee. Her girl had miraculously recovered; Saleema’s joy was immense and without measure.

A woman sitting next to Terelle smiled at Saleema. “You must be Saleema. I’m Catherine Alexander, Terelle’s speech therapist. Terelle has made amazing progress.”

“I see. Thank you,” Saleema said sincerely. Her eyes pooled with tears.

“Oh, I can’t take any credit. Terelle did this all on her own.”

“When can I take her home?” Saleema asked, rising from her kneeling position.

“Well…Terelle needs a lot of rehab therapy. But that’s something you should be discussing with her doctor. Due to this significant change in her physical and mental status, I’m sure the clinical team will meet with you soon and discuss discharge planning.”

“No disrespect, but I’m not worrying about that clinical team.” Saleema turned her attention to Terelle. “Are you ready to go home, girl?”

“Not yet,” Terelle answered softly. “But I want to see Markeeta.”

“Listen, I’m going to give you two some privacy. I’ll be seeing you tomorrow, Terelle. I’ll tell your care nurse that you’re in the sunroom. Nice meeting you, Saleema.” Smiling, the speech therapist waved good-bye to Terelle.

Terelle waved back and whispered, “See you tomorrow, Cathy.”

“Terelle, I prayed for you to get well. Me and Keeta prayed every day for this moment. She’s going to be so happy to see you—to talk to you. She’s in school right now; I got her in a fancy private school. She’s smart as shit. So, look I’m gonna bring her by tonight. Right now, I’m gotta run out and buy you some new loungewear. Styles have changed, girl,” Saleema said, laughing. “Like me, Keeta’s a fashion diva. She won’t appreciate reuniting with a mother dressed in played-out gear.” Saleema was so animated and giddy, she was talking fast and gesturing extravagantly.

Terelle chuckled.

“Ooo, girl. It’s so good to hear you laugh.” Saleema bent over and hugged Terelle again.

“Saleema.” Terelle spoke directly in Saleema’s ear.

Saleema broke the embrace and studied her friend’s face.

“Marquise is alive. He was here—with me.”

Saleema’s joy instantly disintegrated. Her pleasant expression cracked into a dreadful frown. She couldn’t bring Markeeta to see Terelle. Sure, Terelle could move a little and she could speak, but the words that had just spilled from her lips were crazy. Damn, I knew this shit was too good to be true.

Saleema knelt again. She held Terelle’s hand. She straightened her shoulders and took a deep breath. “Marquise wasn’t here, Terelle.”

“I saw him, Saleema. He kissed me.”

“No, Terelle. Marquise is dead,” Saleema insisted. “You shot him.”

“I remember everything. It was an accident,” Terelle whimpered.

“Yes, it was,” Saleema said softly, her voice distant as if she were back in the parking garage the day Marquise was shot. “You were aiming for that yella bitch he was cheating with, but you shot Quise by mistake. He’s dead, Terelle. And you have to move on for your daughter’s sake.”

Terelle shook her head. “He’s not dead! I have to tell Markeeta that her daddy is alive. He wants us to be together.”

Aw shit. My girl’s worse off than I thought. Terelle was still delusional; there wasn’t a chance in hell that Saleema would allow Terelle to tell Markeeta that her dead father wanted them to be together as a family. Damn shame that Markeeta would have to be kept far away from her mother. Hell, for all Saleema knew, Terelle might be planning some kind of murder and suicide plot so she and Keeta could be reunited in death with Marquise.

“Terelle, I can’t let you upset Keeta with that crazy talk. I don’t want to hurt you, girl, but I’d be slacking up on my duty if I didn’t do what’s best for Keeta. And personally, I don’t think it’s wise to let her visit you without supervision—”

Terelle’s eyes widened in disbelief. “You can’t keep Markeeta away from me. I’m her mother!” she shrieked.

“Terelle, I wouldn’t deliberately hurt you for nothing in the world. You know I want you and Keeta to be together, but I can’t let her see you if you’re gonna be trippin’. Listen,” Saleema said softly. “I’ll bring Keeta tomorrow—on one condition.”

“Oh, it’s like that?” Terelle stared icily, her voice was steel. “Okay, what’s the condition?”

Saleema hesitated. Unable to look her friend in the eyes, she spoke with her eyes downcast. “You can’t bring up Quise’s name.” It hurt Saleema to her heart to cause her best friend this degree of pain. But she was doing it for Keeta.

Breaking into Saleema’s musing, Terelle cleared her throat. “Marquise said he left a message on my answering machine—”

Saleema’s eyes bugged out; she nearly choked. She thought back to the day she heard Marquise’s last message. She tried to erase his voice, but she found out later, while listening to Terelle’s other messages, that in her haste and grief, all she’d done was fast forward the tape. And she still had the old tape locked in a safety deposit box. But how could Terelle possibly know? She shot Terelle a look of bewilderment.

“Marquise is alive,” Terelle repeated. “Now, bring me the tape.”







Chapter 4



Convinced her jaw was broken, Kai put in two requests to have her injury treated at the prison’s infirmary. Both requests were denied. Apparently, nothing that was less than life-threatening qualified as an emergency situation behind prison walls. The pain was excruciating and unrelenting. It hurt to open her mouth. It hurt when she tried to close it. It hurt to chew. It hurt to talk. And it hurt her—no, traumatized her—every time she ran into Taffy and her two cohorts.

That very morning as Kai and a stream of fellow inmates lined up for the standard prison-cafeteria breakfast, the barbaric trio sauntered over. As Kai collected her tray—a cold pack consisting of cereal, milk, and bread—and turned to make her way to her table, Taffy blocked her path.

“Lemme get that tray,” Taffy demanded. There was a chuckle in her voice but her eyes were deadly and cold. “You can’t eat nuffin with your jaw cracked and everything.” Preening for the crowd of onlookers, Taffy gestured excessively.

She was absolutely right. Kai couldn’t eat and had no qualms about giving up the unappetizing meal. Being that it was painful to speak, Kai handed Taffy the tray without uttering a word.

Insulted by her silence, Taffy leaned back in indignation. “Oh! You gon’ act like you don’t know me now?”

Even if she were inclined to speak, Kai couldn’t respond. Her jaw was not functioning; it felt out of alignment.

“Oh, aiight, it’s like that now. You knew me pretty good when you had your tongue stuck up my hole.” Boisterous laughter followed that remark.

Angry and humiliated, Kai maneuvered around Taffy. She wanted to run, but in prison there was no escape. Desperate for assistance, she looked in the direction of the two guards who were supposed to maintain the peace. Engrossed in a personal conversation, the male and female correctional officers on duty, didn’t give Kai as much as a glance.

Up to this point, Kai had made the best out of prison life. Having an overactive libido and a kitty cat that preferred the feeling of a stiff dick made it difficult for her to rely on other women to fulfill her sex needs. Over the past two years, never once did Kai have to coerce anyone into giving her oral pleasure. Dozens and dozens of female inmates lined up to lick her cat. Kai’s kitty was in such high demand, there were numerous times when the horny female prisoners fought over the opportunity to give her head. So where were all her adoring pussy lickers now that she could use some backup?

The sad answer came to Kai as she sat down at the cafeteria table. Her relationship with Mookie had made a lot of women extremely jealous. No amount of pussy licking, finger fucking, or clit bumping could compare to Mookie’s good-fucking dick. During the time that Mookie had been serving it up, Kai was forced to ration out her goods, allowing the horny, pathetic women only limited access to her pretty kitty.

Now seated at the table, Kai searched for a degree of compassion in the faces of her tablemates.

“Payback’s a bitch,” snarled Sasha, a manly, well-muscled, brown-skinned woman who used to write Kai desperate love letters daily.

Kai took another look around, but was met with hateful glares and looks of disgust. Distraught, she dropped her head, anxiously twirling a lock of curly hair. She was damaged goods, befouled and tainted by Taffy. No one would help her. And now with Mookie out of the picture, what the hell was she supposed to do about her sexual needs? Masturbate? Of course not! That was a preposterous notion. With a prison filled with hard-up, over-sexed women, why should she have to resort to self-pleasuring?

A sudden stirring made Kai raise her head. Taffy and company were headed toward her table. Hoping that a lack of acknowledgment would make them go away, Kai quickly lowered her head.

No such luck. Taffy slammed the ill-gotten breakfast tray down on the table. She grabbed a handful of Kai’s hair and yanked her head up. “Who you think you are? The prison princess or somebody?” Taffy broke out in malicious laughter and then tightened her grip on Kai’s hair, giving Kai’s head two hard yanks. The head yanks were nothing compared to what the jostling of her head was doing to her jaw. Tears of pain clouded Kai’s eyes.

“See, that’s your problem, bitch,” Taffy ranted. “You think you too good to associate with us. You acted so high and mighty, you had bitches taking numbers just to taste your pussy.” Taffy released Kai’s hair.

“I got an announcement to make.” Taffy cleared her throat meaningfully. “Y’all shouldn’t let her pretty face fool you,” she told the onlookers who appeared riveted by the hostile encounter. “She ain’t nuffin but a stone-cold slut. A nymphomaniac. I ain’t lyin’! Bitch had all y’all thinkin’ she didn’t believe in eating pussy. That was game.” Taffy curled her lips in disgust. “This bitch was grubbin’ on my pussy like she was at Red Lobster. Sucking so hard, I thought she was trying to suck out my ovaries and shit. Bitch got a tongue so long, it scared the shit out of me. I ain’t lying. She was diggin’ up in my coochie so damn deep, felt like it was all up in my stomach.” Taffy observed the incredulity on the faces of her audience. “I ain’t lyin’,” she repeated and held up her right hand in earnest. “Shit felt so good, my legs got to shaking and the next thing I knew, my thighs was clamped around the bitch’s face so tight I heard something go crack! I was like—dayum, I done broke the nympho’s jawbone.”

At this point, Taffy had the whole room, including the correctional officers, convulsing in loud guffaws. “But hold up, y’all,” Taffy told her amused audience. “Even after I felt her jaw break, I couldn’t stop workin’ it.” Taffy gyrated lewdly, demonstrating how she molested Kai. “But, check it, y’all—that shit was feelin’ too damn good to stop. Wasn’t nothing gon’ keep me from getting mine. I ain’t release her face from my death grip ’til I busted about three or four big-ass nuts.”

Though Kai tried her best to block the sound of the roaring laughter, she couldn’t. The sound reverberated all around her, echoed inside her head. How she loathed Taffy and the other two callous attackers. The pair who had restrained her while Taffy had sexually abused her reminded Kai of salivating hyenas.

“Hurry up and get your jaw fixed so you can give me some brain, too,” said one of the hyenas. “Can’t they wire it at the infirmary?”

“Probably,” the other hyena replied. “But she owes me some brain, too.” The grinning hyena hunched over and cupped her crotch as if it ached to be satisfied.

“How y’all figure that shit?” Taffy blurted.

“We helped you get yours, now it’s our turn.”

“Y’all trippin’. The other night was payback for Terelle. That bitch still owes me for Marquise. Shit, the way she killed my nigga, she gon’ have to come out of pocket and bankroll a bitch. Y’all feel me?” Taffy asked the room at large. Another eruption of raucous laughter indicated that every person present had taken sides with Taffy, which prompted her to take her threat up a notch. “What they call that shit, you know when you have to come out of pocket for some rank shit you did? Oh, yeah…restitution! I’m gon’ stay on that ass ’til she pays off the restitution she owes me for fuckin’ with my southwest niggas.”

The bizarre scenario had taken a grotesque turn. Had Kai been able to open her mouth, she would have shouted, “I did not kill Marquise Whitsett,” at the top of her lungs. She’d screamed her innocence inside the courtroom but she’d been found guilty. Wasn’t it bad enough that the judicial system had failed her? Now a demented prisoner, who was not even a blood relative of Marquise Whitsett or Terelle Chambers for chrissakes, was demanding restitution of all things! Could her life get any worse?

“Whatchu did to Quise is gon’ cost you some money and some brain,” Taffy told Kai. “But I ain’t feelin’ no quick shot in the dark in the back of the kitchen.” Taffy shook her head emphatically. “Naw, baby. Not this time.” A teasing light danced in Taffy’s eyes as she tangled her fingers in Kai’s hair. “Me and you gon’ need some long-term, private playtime.” She spoke in a low, seductive voice. Then Taffy threw a glance at the two correctional officers. “Can y’all see about making her my new celly?”

Her celly! Kai felt her chest constrict in fear. A feeling of dread consumed her. Her life had most definitely taken a turn for the worse.

“We could probably work something out, ain’t that right, Porter?” said the boxy female correctional officer to her partner, a lean male officer. Porter had a boyishly handsome face with a neatly trimmed mustache. Based on his wholesome appearance, Kai hoped he’d have some degree of honor—of humanity and come to her rescue.

“For a price,” Porter replied, dashing Kai’s hope. “But she’s out of commission,” he said, focusing his gaze on Kai. “What’s the point in keeping her in your cell if she can’t do anything?”

Kai felt at once hopeful and disgusted by Porter’s logic.

“Her mouth might not be working, but ain’t nuffin wrong with her pussy,” Taffy told Porter sassily. “Me and her gon’ have to bump pussies all night ’til she gets herself together.”

Amazingly, Porter nodded as if Taffy’s warped reasoning made perfect sense. Kai felt ill as she listened to Taffy’s and the correctional officers’ scheme. Revolted by the thought of having to suffer the stench of Taffy’s vagina again and terrified to the point of feeling nauseous, Kai’s hand flew to her mouth, but not soon enough to stop the gush of vomit that spewed across the table, splattering a few of her tablemates.

“No, the fuck she didn’t,” shouted a furious inmate, as she gawked at the reddish-colored vomit that had landed on her arm.

“We need to stomp that nasty bitch,” another female inmate cried out as she grabbed a napkin and wiped a bit of gook off her neck.

Now faced with the double threat of being handed over and locked in a cell with Taffy as well as being stomped by a mob of vomit-covered inmates, Kai felt herself growing faint while the angry crowd jeered her. Through the haze, just before her vision dimmed, she saw the bloodthirsty looks on their faces.

Kai suddenly slumped over and then tumbled out of her chair, passed out cold on the hard, concrete floor.



Kai regained consciousness inside the prison infirmary. She was handcuffed, which wasn’t surprising, but to her astonishment she lay atop an examining table, naked beneath a coarse white sheet. The handcuffs were painfully tight and she had no idea why she needed to be nude to have her jaw examined. Still, Kai appreciated being spared the horror of being thrown like a piece of meat into a cage with the ravenous Taffy. And she was exceedingly grateful to finally receive the medical attention she desperately needed.

A rotund figure wearing a white lab jacket entered the room. “Oh, great. You finally decide to wake up,” said an annoyed, pudgy, middle-aged man who Kai assumed was the staff doctor. He was totally gross-looking with greasy, thinning, dark-gray hair that was pulled back into a ridiculous ponytail. “My shift is almost over, but I suppose I have time to give you a quick pelvic exam.” The doctor gave a long, tired sigh.

Pelvic exam! Kai gawked at the doctor in alarm. Her eyes darted about anxiously. Frantic, she blubbered unintelligibly, trying to convey that she didn’t need a pelvic exam; she had a broken jaw, dammit. Couldn’t the quack of a doctor see that her face was swollen? What the hell was wrong with the idiot?

Ignoring Kai’s expression and murmurs of panic, the doctor flung off the top sheet. That single action caused the overweight man to breathe heavily. His blotchy, hanging jowls shook. His belly, which hung over his belt, quivered considerably. Looking like an ill-tempered Santa, the doctor peered at Kai with intense blue eyes and then patted her mons pubis. “Spread your legs,” he told her in a grumpy voice.

Slowly and determinedly, Kai tried her best to communicate her problem, but the doctor didn’t even make an attempt to decipher the gibberish that spilled from her lips.

Without bothering to snap on a pair of surgical gloves, the doctor squeezed lubricant into the palm of his bare hand. With his other hand, he tapped Kai’s kneecap, continuing his unreasonable insistence that Kai spread her legs. “I guess it’s hard on you girls to have to go so long without an intimate relationship with a man,” the doctor said, sounding illogically sympathetic. “I guess I’m pretty much the only male you girls can legitimately have any type of sexual contact with. Now, spread your legs,” he repeated irritably.

Deciding an abusive pelvic exam was preferable to having to deal with a pack of bloodthirsty inmates, Kai parted her thighs for the perverted prison doctor.

The doctor inserted a well-lubricated finger. Though Kai was completely appalled by the loathsome physician, an unexpected moan escaped her lips after the disgusting doctor inserted his thick finger, twisting and snaking it inside her vagina, giving her immense pleasure. The incredible sensation of his undulating finger served as a temporary painkiller for the prolonged aching that emanated from her lower jaw.

Kai rode the doctor’s finger. As if it were a dick, she clenched her walls around it and lifted her hips to take in more. Moaning, she thrust forward, encouraging the doctor to drive his chubby finger in all the way to the hilt.

Perspiring and panting as if he were giving Kai a hard fuck, the doctor’s paunchy jowls and belly shook as he pounded Kai with his finger. “You dirty prison bitches are so sneaky. You pretend to be sick so you can get in my examining room and suck my cock. Is that what you want to do?” he demanded as he gave Kai a hard finger thrust.

Unable to speak, and inexplicably aroused even more by the doctor’s obscene insults, Kai could only grunt in response. She arched her back and shuddered as knives of pleasure ripped through her.

The doctor hastily withdrew his finger while Kai was still in the throes of an orgasm. She could have smacked him for that. He sniffed the finger that glistened from Kai’s secretions. “Smells clean, but I can’t take any chances. You could be afflicted with genital warts or herpes. And your mouth…well, let’s just say that orifice can be as germ-ridden as a filthy vagina. Guard!” the doctor bellowed.

A stone-faced C.O. whom Kai had never seen and who apparently had been waiting in the corridor, hurried inside the examining room.

“Unlock the cuffs.”

The guard cut a suspicious glance at Kai.

“It’s okay. She’s not going to give me any trouble,” the doctor assured the correctional officer.

The tall, black man walked across the small room. He had ordinary facial features, but an extraordinary physique. He appraised Kai’s naked body with unmasked lust before he unlocked the handcuffs. Kai had considered grunting out an S.O.S. to the correctional officer, but judging by the brazen, lingering look the man gave her, it was clear that he and the doctor were in cahoots.

“I’ll call you when I’m done,” the doctor told the correctional officer. At the doctor’s orders, the C.O. left the room.

At the sound of the closing door, the doctor quickly unzipped his pants and released an erect penis with pre-cum bubbling out of the tip. “He’s ready.” His words were accompanied by rapid, lustful breaths. He was breathing so hard, Kai thought the stout doctor was in the throes of a massive heart attack.

“Use your hand,” the doctor panted. “Lube it up,” he told Kai in gasping breaths as he reached for a container of lubricant. “Work him over good.” The doctor glided his own hand over his shaft, his eyes glinting in lustful expectation.

It only took a few squishy strokes to get the doctor off. Just before he spurted out cum over Kai’s closed fist, the doctor’s eyelids fluttered; his eyes actually rolled to the back of his head. What a despicable degenerate!

“By the way, I examined your jaw while you were knocked out. It’s dislocated. I guess you hit that concrete floor pretty hard,” he said knowingly. “You’re lucky it wasn’t fractured or broken. Since you girls love to do each other such bodily harm, instead of bringing you here for treatment, the state should throw you all in a pit and let you battle to the death. Like the gladiators,” he said with a chuckle.

Kai’s attitude toward the doctor quickly changed from disgust to appreciation when he said, “Sit still so I can reposition your jaw.” Firmly, he held the mandible on both sides, pushing gently downward and rocking backward until a loud popping sound indicated Kai’s jaw was back in its proper position. “There you go. You’re as good as new,” he told Kai cheerfully.
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