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CHAPTER 1

 


SIMONE

 


 


 


He was coming! Simone knew he was
coming.

 


She could feel it in the air. It was colder,
thinner. The atmosphere was pitch black, darker than dark.
Everything was always more extreme, more heightened when he was
coming. The tree branches scratched at the windows from outside.
The wind whistled a chilling tune, and fat raindrops plopped on the
windowsill. It was the soundtrack of her trepidation.

 


She was alone, surrounded by nothing but the
dark shadows that engulfed her as she floated in the darkness of
the starless, midnight air. But she knew that she would not be
alone much longer because he was on his way. She knew it because
she could feel the fear breaking through from inside of her. She
could feel her heart pounding, fighting relentlessly as if
struggling for freedom from the imprisonment of her chest. The
pounding was getting louder, so loud that she knew he too would
hear it soon. If the lights were on, she was certain she would have
been able to see her heart throbbing in and out, back and forth,
trying to escape, faster and louder. Her heart was about to
explode!

 


Oh my God, am I dying? Am I having a heart
attack? Yeah, that’s it I’m dying of a heart attack.


 


 


Oh God, please take me before he gets here.
He’s coming! Lord, please take me now! I want to die.

 


She wanted to escape that place and become a
beautiful angel bearing brilliant, white wings and long, flowing
hair. She would have wings so massive, fluffy and white, that she
would be God’s favorite angel. She would dance in the clouds and
slide down the rainbows, laughing and playing with angelic
benevolence. It would be just like a fairytale. She was certain the
Lord would finally answer her prayer that night. He would not let
her down. He couldn’t, not again.

 


She could still feel her heart pounding, but
she refused to move or make a sound. She just closed her eyes
tightly, squeezing them shut as hard as she could.

 


I know that in a minute I’ll be gone. Any
minute now, I’ll be up in Heaven, smiling and dancing with the
angels. The pounding will stop and he won’t be there. He will never
come again.

 


She allowed a flush of serene calm and
happiness to overcome her.

 


Any minute now…

 


“Hey, baby girl.”

 


He’s here! Why is he here? Why am I still
here? Lord, I asked you to take me up to Heaven. I asked you to
take me from this place. Why won’t you save me from him? Why would
you leave me here to suffer? Don’t you love me? Don’t you want me
to be happy? I’ve been good. I do my homework everyday after
school. I do everything my mother tells me to do. I make sure my
clothes are neat and clean. I get straight A’s. I brush my teeth
every morning and night before I go to bed. I pray every night and
go to Sunday School every Sunday. I do everything I am supposed to
do and you


 


 


just left me here. I’ve asked you every
night to save me, to take me to Heaven. Why won’t you answer my
prayers?

 


“Are you sleeping?”

 


Simone refused to move or open her eyes. But
her heart was still pounding. She was certain he could hear it. He
knew she was awake, petrified with dread. She could hear his
breathing; it was louder than the pounding of her hammering heart.
His breathing was heavy, as if derived from exhaustion. With every
inhalation, she could imagine him sucking the breath right out of
her lungs, leaving her to die a slow death of suffocation. He was
staring at her. His eyes were piercing her through the night. He
could see her through the darkness, right through her purple fleece
blanket. The blanket kept her covered and did the best it could to
shield her from his eyes, but she knew it wasn’t working. She
suddenly flinched as his cold presence snapped her back to a brutal
reality. She was no longer floating in the midnight sky. She was at
home, in bed, eyes still shut tight, heart still pounding
uncontrollably and wishing she were dead. He knew she wasn’t
sleeping. He knew she had been up all night, fearing that he would
come, and praying that he didn’t.

 


He knew that she hated him and he hated
himself. He told her the night before last. He hated himself for
loving her and craving her the way that he did. He wanted to take
her every night and he tried to fight it, but his desire was just
too strong to control. The nights that he did not come were the
times that he was able to win the battle with himself. Those nights
were becoming sparse.

 


He would often talk to her about when she
was a baby. He remembered holding her when she was just a few
months old and looking down at her wiggling in his arms. She was
so


 


 


tiny, chubby, and pink, the prettiest baby
he had ever seen. He would put his finger out for her to hold and
she would grab it with the strong grip of a grown man. He would
always laugh about that. He used to talk to her about what she
would be when she grew up. He imagined her being a famous actress,
singer or model. With a face like hers, she was destined to be on
somebody’s stage. Simone had an undeniable beauty. With the kind of
face that one would only come across once in a lifetime, she was
too pretty to be called pretty. She was extraordinary. Her skin was
the color of roasted almonds. Her jet-black hair, thick and curly,
grazed the small of her back. Her huge, green, emerald-like eyes
were hypnotic. She had a perfectly symmetrical face with striking
features that hit you with the impact of an explosion if you were
lucky enough to catch sight of her. She was phenomenal and he was
mesmer- ized from the day she was born.

 


He promised her, from the beginning, that he
would be the best father possible, and he kept his promise
throughout the years. He made sure that he played with her
everyday, just the two of them. He bought her anything she wanted,
before she would have to ask. She always had the best of everything
and he made sure that she attended the best schools. Even on his
busiest day, he took the time to help her with her home- work. Her
hair and clothes were always impeccable. Her poise and grace were
flawless. Most of her peers hated her for her beauty and even more
so for her perfection. He never let her forget how much he loved
her.

 


He sat on the left side of her bed. Still,
she wouldn’t open her eyes, but she knew he was still looking at
her, longing to touch her. He pulled back the purple blanket and
exposed her shivering, petite frame. He tenderly touched her face
and


 


 


wiped the salty tears from her cheeks. She
was lying there frozen with her hands glued to her sides as if
prepared for burial. She tried her best not to make a sound, but
eventually a sniffle crept through against her will.

 


Come on-- Come on, just do it! What is
taking him so long? Why is he making me go through this?

 


Another sniffle interrupted the silence, but
it was not her own. She finally opened her eyes to see her father,
his back turned to her, crying. The cry was a soft one at first,
then with uncontrollable sobs. His broad shoulders shook as his
face rested in his large hands. Simone was confused and did not
know how to react. Dumbfounded, she fought the urge to comfort him.
This man had ruined her life. This man caused her infinite pain and
self-loathing, yet she could not help but to feel sorry for her
father.

 


“I’ll pray for you, Daddy.” She looked up at
him and softly said this just above a whisper.

 


He turned to face her with tears streaming
down his face. He was overwhelmed with love for her – this time the
kind of love a father is supposed to have for his daughter. He
wanted to hold her, but resisted the urge to act. How could he
continue to destroy the one thing that he adored more than life
itself? How could he be so monstrous and self-serving? He was
killing his beloved baby and he knew it. He despised himself.

“I love you, Simone. You know that don’t
you? You know that I love you more than I can begin to express to
you. Don’t you ever forget that I love you, baby. I do this because
of how I love you. No matter how hard you try, you just can’t
control who you love. You’ll understand that when you get older. I
know you think I’m horrible and that I want to cause you


 


 


pain, but that’s not true. You have to
believe that. I don’t want to hurt you, baby girl. I want to love
you and I want you to feel the same way. You are everything to me
and I’m just too weak to fight it when I know that I should.”

 


Simone remained silent. Tears ran rapidly
from her eyes. She knew that he loved her. She read it in his eyes
every time he looked at her. She heard it in his voice and felt it
in his touch. There was no doubt that he loved her. He was in love
with her. She listened as he continued his attempt to justify the
sick actions and irrational feelings he had for his 14-year old
daughter with the word “love.” Love. What was love anyway? She
thought she knew at one time, but if this was love, she wanted no
part of it. Love was pain. Her father was in love with her because
she was the most beautiful creature he had ever laid eyes on. Her
body had developed into that of a beautiful young woman, sparking a
lust in his eyes. He constantly told her how gorgeous she was and
she hated it.

She hated the image that stared back at her
while looking in the mirror. She hated it so much, that she tried
to avoid her reflection at all times. She kept her head down when
passing mirrors. It felt natural to avoid pictures and to hide her
face whenever possible. God had cursed her with her looks. He
damned her to a life of misery and pain -- at the hands of her own
father.

 


“I know you love me, Daddy. I just wish that
you didn’t.”

He stood slowly, letting the tears fall
freely down his face and forced himself to walk out of the room
with slow, measured strides. He had won the battle for that night.
But the following night he was defeated yet again.


CHAPTER 2

 


RYAN

 


 


 


Her hands trembled uncontrollably as if
powered by AA batteries. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t
stop the shaking. She tried clasping her hands together then
sitting on them and laying them flat on the cocktail table, but
nothing could stop the trembling. Her head throbbed with a
vise-grip headache. Her stomach twisted and turned into knots. She
was crying in jagged spasms that smeared her lipstick and caused
black mascara to streak her face.

 


I’m crackin’ up!

 


Ryan clutched at her head to stop her
shaking hands and calm her headache. As she applied more pressure,
she could feel her veins pulsing on her temples. The pounding was
agonizing, thumping to the tempo of emerging insanity. She quickly
started grabbing and pulling at her hair, trying desperately to
snatch a handful of freshly permed locks right out of her head. Her
loud sobs escalated into screams due to her self-inflicted pain.
She continued to screech and bellow until her throat was raw.

 


Then she began to pace the floor, carving a
trail in the carpet between the living and dining room. She stopped
in the living room with her back against the wall only when her


 


 


legs collapsed from exhaustion, forcing her
ankles to twist awkwardly and her four-inch stilettos to cave
beneath her weight. She slid down the wall onto the floor. With a
loud thud, her favorite painting came crashing to the floor. The
couple depicted was holding each other in a loving, lusty embrace;
they seemed to taunt her in her misery and relish in her pain. They
were so in love, happy and dancing without a care in the world.

 


Why is this happening to me? I’m going
crazy.

 


She cursed the painting and held her
throbbing head between her legs as she continued to weep. She was
convinced that she was going insane and needed to be committed to a
psychiatric hospital.

 


This isn’t natural. This
isn’t normal. I’m out of control.

She imagined being strapped to a gurney,
wearing a white straitjacket as a gang of stiff paramedics hauled
her away. They would deposit her into an all-white rubber room and
shoot her up with hard to pronounce anti-psychotic drugs to stop
her kicking and screaming. The thought of the drug injec- tion
almost calmed her as she imagined the numbing relief it would
provide. It was as if she was depersonalized -- standing outside of
herself, watching a character on a soap opera. She saw herself
completely breaking down. She was beginning to become nauseous as
everything around her continued to spin out of control.

 


She was alone. No one could understand what
she was going through. No one would be able to relate to her. There
was no hope and no help. This was the end. Ryan held herself
tightly and began to rock back and forth, humming a tuneless
lullaby.

It’ll be okay. Everything will be fine.


 


Then, she raised her head slowly as she
heard the soulful voice of her favorite singer, Sierra Nightly, in
the distance.

 


“We’ve been apart for too long. Baby, I
can’t do this alone…”

 


Ryan quickly jumped up from the floor as she
realized her cell phone was ringing.

 


“…So I’ll sit right here
until you get home.”

 


She couldn’t find the phone. She checked
both the living and dining room. She kicked off her shoes, and
before she could see them hit the floor, she ran into the kitchen.
Then she peeked in the bathroom.

 


“Anyone who’s ever been in love with you
knows just how this feels…”

 


She was becoming frantic, “Where is the damn
phone?” She ran upstairs into her bedroom. After tripping over
a

different pair of shoes, she checked her
dresser, nightstand, and then the armoire.

 


“Now I know there is no life without
you…”

 


Finally, she ripped the covers from her bed
and revealed her cell phone’s hiding place. With a glimmer of hope,
she looked at the caller ID to see her best friend, Lauren’s, name
glowing on the LCD screen. Her hopeful face turned into an ugly
scowl of anger and frustration. In her fury, she threw the phone
against the wall with all of the force she could muster and watched
as the screen shattered and the small device slammed to the floor.
She began to cry all over again.

 


“Shit, now I have to buy a new phone.”

 


She headed back downstairs into the
bathroom, reached into the medicine cabinet and grabbed her
prescription bottle of Xanax. She exhaled a huge sigh of relief as
she opened the bottle.


 


 


An angel must have made this drug up in
Heaven’s kitchen.

 


Xanax was the greatest thing created since
Ford created the assembly line. It would take her to another place.
Soon she would leave this crazy, tortuous world and enter into a
realm of calm and serenity. It would effectively extinguish her
pain (at least for the next 6-8 hours). Anxious to numb herself,
she poured water from the bathroom faucet into her hand and
swallowed the small pill with one big gulp. Relieved that the knots
in her stomach would soon be untied and the banging in her head
would come to a cease, she headed back upstairs to climb into her
bed and cry herself to sleep. It would all be over soon.

 


After two hours of much needed sleep, the
music of Sierra Nightly awakened her. Amazed that her cell phone
still worked despite her abuse, she lumbered to pick it up with the
grace and enthusiasm of a zombie.

 


“Hey, baby. I know you’re mad.”

 


She quickly snapped out of her Xanax-induced
haze. “Mad? Mad! Where the fuck have you been, Anthony?

 


You were supposed to come get me at seven!
That was eight hours ago! You had me waiting here like a damn
fool!”

 


“Baby, calm down.”

 


“Don’t you dare tell me to calm down! I
rushed home from work to make sure I had time to wash my hair and
get dressed before you came. I put on my makeup and even my damn
shoes! I just bought these shoes today on my lunch break. Five
hundred fucking dollars, Anthony! I sat here on my couch waiting
for you like a damn fool. I called you at least a hundred times.
You saw me calling you, but I guess you were too damn busy to pick
up the phone. You tell me right now, what in the hell were you
doing?”


 


 


Nothing this bastard could say would serve
as a justifiable explanation. He did it again. Again! After they
had just talked about this very thing that morning, he had the
audacity to stand her up again! It was becoming a habit now. This
was the third time in a month. What in the hell was going on? Was
there another woman? Had he fallen out of love with her? She was
losing him. He was slipping right through her fingers. What was
wrong with her?

 


“Okay, just give me a minute to explain.”
“Your minute starts now.”

 


“Okay. I had to work a little later than
expected, so I didn’t leave the office until about seven thirty. I
still had to go home, shower and change clothes, so I knew I was
going to be late. I would’ve called as soon as I left work, but I
left my cell at the office, and you know I don’t have a landline.
So by the time I got home and changed, it was like eight thirty. I
didn’t want to keep you waiting too long, so I was speeding on the
freeway trying to get to you. I was going at least ninety miles an
hour!”

Ryan listened impatiently, waiting for him
to get to the point. Drumming her fingers on the nightstand, she
prodded, “And then what?”

 


“Listen, I’m telling you now. Anyway, then I
got pulled over by the state trooper. You know when you get pulled
over it takes forever for them to run your plates and check your
license. Of course, I wasn’t pulled over by a black cop. It had to
be some racist, cracker-ass white boy with a damn Napoleon complex.
I’m telling you the dude was like 4’11” at the most!”

 


“Speed it up! I’m about five seconds away
from hanging up on your ass.”


 


 


“Okay, okay! So, instead of just writing me
a ticket and letting me be on my way, this racist asshole tells me
he smells liquor on my breath and tells me to step out of the
car.”

 


“Wait, I thought you said you were coming
from home after getting off of work. Where did the liquor come
in?”

 


“Well, I took a shot of Chivas with the rest
of the partners in the office because it was Bob’s birthday. It was
just one or two shots, not nearly enough to get arrested for a
DWI.”

 


“What? You were arrested?” She sat straight
up in her bed.

 


“Yeah. Can you believe it?” “No, actually, I
can’t.”

 


“I swear! I wouldn’t lie about something
like that.” “So what happened? You bailed yourself out?”

 


“Yeah. I had to pay like eight hundred
dollars. I just got out. They wouldn’t let me go until they said I
sobered up. That’s why I’m calling you from a payphone. I’ll get
every- thing cleared up by Monday for sure.”

 


She couldn’t tell where he was calling from
since she’d broken her cell phone’s LCD screen. She was beginning
to calm down. She could hear it in his voice. He was telling the
truth. Who would take the time to make up a story like that? Plus,
she couldn’t prove it didn’t happen. So if she couldn’t verify his
story, she had to trust him.

 


She just could not understand why he was so
inconsiderate as not to call. They hadn’t spent any time together
recently and she was so looking forward to their special date. He
was taking her to Morton’s, their favorite restaurant. The food was
excellent and the service was superb. The upscale restaurant was
the site of their first date and Ryan had cherished the place ever
since then. She could taste the decadent


 


 


five-pound, steamed lobster, dripping in
butter along with an insanely tender filet mignon, topped off with
a couple of bubbly glasses of Dom Perignon. It was sure to be pure
Heaven. She was certain that he was going to come through that
time. He had promised. He begged her not to leave him and swore
that he would treat her right from then on. She thinks he even
cried a little. He loved her. He never intended to hurt her. He was
just absentminded and careless at times.

 


What more can I ask of him?

 


Still, she had to play the hard-bitch role.
“Now, why in the hell would I believe that?”

 


“Come on, baby. You know I would never try
to hurt you. I’m so sorry for not stopping at a payphone and
calling you sooner. You know I do dumb things sometimes. Give me
another chance to make it up to you. I promise I’ll make it right.
You’re everything to me, Ryan. You have to believe that. You just
have to calm down sometimes. I really do get tired of you bitching
me out all the time because you always assume the worst. Think
about all the good things between us instead of focusing on the
negatives.”

 


Ryan did her best to suppress the smile that
was creeping up at the corners of her mouth. She had a good man.
She just had to learn to control that temper of hers. He was right;
she did always assume the worse.

 


If you weren’t always so negative maybe he’d
want to spend more time with you. No man wants a woman that bitches
all the damn time.

 


She was the problem and it was up to her to
fix it. She didn’t want to drive him away. She knew he loved her.
He had proved it many times on so many different levels. And
she


 


 


loved him more than she could say. She loved
him more than she loved herself.

 


“Breakfast tomorrow morning before work,
baby?” “Okay, but I’m telling you, you better not stand me up or
it’s over. I mean it.”

 


“Trust me; I wouldn’t miss this for the
world. Goodnight, baby. I love you.”

 


“I love you too.” As she hung up the phone,
she fully released that creeping smile. She laid back down and fell
asleep peacefully.

 


I have a good man who loves me. I’m so
lucky.


CHAPTER 3

 


JESSICA

 


 


The lavender scented candles gave off a
romantic glow. The fireplace wrapped her in a soft and cozy warmth.
Lorraine Dubois’ sexy, bluesy vocals wafted through the air,
tenderly caressing her ears. Her head rocked from side to side in a
slow and lazy sway. She was riding her own personal wave of
relaxation and comfort. A half-empty bottle of Riesling sat lonely
on the cocktail table, begging for more attention. She gave it a
promising look of return as she finished the last swallow in her
glass.

 


Jessica lay across the sofa with her legs
dangling over the armrest and her head propped up by pillows. She
closed her eyes and only opened them occasionally to watch the
reflec- tion of the fireplace’s flames dance on the wall. The wine
was beginning to take its toll, engulfing her in a feeling of
languid sexiness.

 


“This is crazy love; it’s crazy love….” She
sang along to Lorraine’s seductive ballad, feeling as if the song
was made just for her ears.

 


She was completely naked except for the
silkiness of her robe. Her feet were bare and her hair damp from
the shower.


 


 


Her finger and toenails were freshly
lacquered, and her body was exfoliated and smooth from her papaya
sugar scrub.

“When I cry for you, a piece of me dies for
you. There’s nothing like what we have, suga.”

 


She swayed to the rhythm and snapped her
fingers with the, now empty, wine glass in her free hand. She
lifted her head slowly and tried to reach the bottle but failed.
She sat up and planted her feet on the floor, careful not to smudge
the polish. She started to pour another glass, but quickly decided
against it. She had an even better idea. Instead, she reached
inside the right pocket of her robe and pulled out her “feel
good.”

 


Never interrupting her steady sway to the
beat of “Crazy Love,” she opened the dime-sized package and let the
aroma of the brownish-green herb float to her nose. She licked her
lips in anticipation. From her left pocket, she removed a small
package of rolling papers and began to roll a beautiful, fat joint,
perfectly round and incredibly inviting. She seemed to be rolling
her body along with the joint to the mellow, provocative melody
floating from the sound system.

 


Perfection.

 


She smiled down at her carefully crafted
work of art. She licked the paper to make it stick and then lit the
joint. The first toke was always the sweetest one, lifting her up
and carrying her to a harmonious world of slow motion and
tranquility. She let her head hang back as the effect of the
marijuana traveled through her system, making love with the half
bottle of Riesling already flowing through her body. Now it was
time for another glass. She poured carefully, cautious not to spill
a drop. She positioned herself back on the sofa, once again laying
back with her feet over the armrest. She took another


 


 


hit of the joint and closed her eyes,
holding the smoke in her lungs for several seconds before releasing
it through her nose. Lorraine was now crooning “Savor the Day,” a
special edition written only for Jessica.

 


She was floating, each hit taking her closer
to euphoria. Her left hand held the “feel good” as she let her
right hand tenderly massage the nape of her neck. Her head and
shoulders swayed back and forth, never missing a beat. She let her
hand slip from her neck to her chest, reaching inside the opening
in her robe to caress her right breast. She began to squeeze and
caress her breast in her hand and then used her thumb and
forefinger to pinch her erect nipple. She let a soft moan escape
her lips. She took another hit of the joint in her left hand, while
using her right hand to untie the belt to her robe. The robe fell
open, exposing her naked body. While her right hand was still free,
she used it to grab the wine glass and take a generous sip. Almost
immediately, she found her hand right back on her body. Her fingers
softly grazed her skin, traveling up and down her stomach. Before
she knew what she was doing, she let her legs fall open just as the
robe had done. She began stroking her inner thigh up and down
gently, until her fingers finally rested on the lips of her
vagina.

 


She took another hit of the joint.
Everything felt so good: the wine, the weed, the music, and now her
fingers slipping inside her vagina. She started with two fingers,
then three, then four, mostly moving in a circular motion, then
using her fore- finger and middle finger to drum inside her walls.
There was no conscious thought given to her actions now; she was
acting on instinct. She was giving her body exactly what it needed.
She removed her index finger, leaving the other three behind to
caress her wetness. The lone finger fondled her clitoris in


 


 


a way that made her soft moans graduate to
full-blown wails of pleasure. She had forgotten the joint dangling
in her left hand, as she began to work her hips, breathing harder
with every round. She had a goal to accomplish and she would not
stop until she achieved it. She continued to push her fingers in
and out, working her index finger on her clit and thrusting her
hips. It was coming. Her moaning and deep breathing became more
intense as her climax approached. Finally, it had arrived, her
sweet satisfaction. The orgasm was heavy as if it was waiting to be
unleashed, bursting through her body, causing shock waves and
shivers. Still breathing heavily, her body collapsed. The orgasm
drained all of her energy. Jessica laid her head back on the
pillows and instantly dozed off into a deep sleep.

 


“Damnit!”

 


As quickly as sleep came to Jessica, it was
snatched away. The feeling of burning ashes singeing her leg
abruptly awak- ened her. The forgotten joint had fallen from her
fingers and dropped to her leg, burning her flesh. She jumped up
quickly to brush away the ashes and put the roach in the ashtray.
Checking the clock on the wall, struggling to focus on the blurry
calligraphic numbers, she realized her time for R&R was
over.

 


Oh Lord!

 


She had to get moving. Everything had to be
immaculate, in its proper place. She started with the Riesling,
quickly draining the last few drops in the glass, swallowing it in
one gulp and pushing the cork back into the bottle. She placed what
was left of the joint in the plastic baggie containing the rest of
her stash and slipped the baggie back into her robe pocket. After
blowing out the eight lavender candles and


 


 


turning off the simulated flames of the
fireplace, she rushed the ashtray and wine glass to the bar and
washed them thor- oughly, making sure there were no traces left as
evidence of her guilty pleasures. She pushed the wine bottle to the
back corner of the cabinet beneath the bar, hiding it behind the
empty ice bucket. It vanished behind the dark shadows. She placed
the ashtray by its side. She hung the glass above the bar with the
other wine glasses, neatly in its place. She ran to the bathroom,
grabbed a bottle of fabric refresher and sprayed everything down,
from the sofa to the pillows, the carpet and her robe. The
refresher successfully masked the incriminating smell of her herbal
indulgence. Whoever created that inge- nious concoction had
succeeded in making the weed smoker’s life much easier. Jessica had
every scent.

 


After making sure that everything in the
entertainment room was springtime fresh, she fluffed each pillow
and set it in its place, double-checking for ashes on the cushions.
Perfect. Smiling with pride at a job well done, she removed
Lorraine Dubois from the CD player and headed upstairs.

 


Delores, the housekeeper, was busy cleaning
in the kitchen, fixated on the task at hand. The whole house could
have been on fire, but Delores was not leaving until that counter
was spotless. Jessica easily slipped past her without notice and
slid up another flight of stairs to the master bedroom.

 


Once inside, she stood in front of the
full-length mirror to inspect herself. There was much work needed.
Her hair had air dried into long, fluffy, bouncing curls. She
racked her fingers through her locks and shook her head to allow
the chestnut curls to fall seductively over her face. She removed
her robe and hung it on the hook inside the closet door. She
covered her body in coconut scented body butter cream. It was


 


 


her favorite and would have any man crawling
on his knees begging for a bite of her apple. She slipped on her
sexiest lace thong, but decided against the matching bra. She
wanted her nipples to poke playfully through her blouse. She
slipped on a pair of tailored, winter-white, wool slacks with a
matching blouse. The shirt was sexy, hanging off both shoulders and
tapered at the bottom, showing just a hint of her midriff. After
brushing her teeth, she put on her make-up. She carefully covered
her face with a light coat of foundation, and then added a light
brown liner to her lids to illuminate her smoky, brown eyes. She
added a bit of pinkish nude lip-gloss that gave her lips a sensual,
suckable factor. She was looking good and feeling even better. The
wine had her feeling a bit tipsy, but she liked the feeling. It
gave her a little extra sway in her hips. After a final inspection,
she was pleased with the outcome. She gave herself a double “A” for
“Absolutely Adorable.”

 


The front door opened and closed downstairs,
sending an echo that bounced of the marble floor in the foyer and
traveled up the stairs.

 


He’s home! Wait till he gets a load of
me.

 


Jessica eagerly pranced down the stairs to
greet Ross, her husband, home from work at his law firm. The sight
of him excited her, sending chills down her spine and an erection
to her nipples. It was amazing that she still got that feeling
after

16 years of marriage. He was the love of her
life, and she was ready, willing and able to show him just how much
she had been missing him all day long.

 


“How are you, Counselor?” She leaped off the
landing of the staircase, wrapping her arms around his neck and
smoth-


 


 


ering him with kisses before he had the
chance to set his brief- case down. He didn’t return her ardent
embrace.

 


“Jessica, please! Let me get in the door.”
He moved his head back to dodge any further kisses and released her
grip from around his neck. Her overenthusiastic display of
affection visibly annoyed him.

 


Jessica’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment,
“Oh, I’m sorry, honey. I’m just happy to see you that’s all. I’ve
been missing you all day. Here, let me get your coat and your
brief- case. I am going to wine and dine you and just cater to my
man. What can I do for you?”

 


“Well, for starters, you can tell me what
exactly is wrong with your hair. Did you forget how to use the
comb? I mean honestly, Jessica, you look like you’ve been in a
fight with a cat.”

 


She immediately began to smooth her hair
with her hands, slicking it back and pushing it behind her
ears.

 


Where is a damn ponytail holder when you
need one?

 


“Oh, I was just trying something new. If you
don’t like it, I’ll fix it. Really, it’s not a big deal.”

 


“Not a big deal? Is that what you think?
That your appearance isn’t a big deal? Is that why you are dressed
like a damn streetwalker? My God, Jessica, you don’t even have on a
bra! What were you thinking?” He contorted his face with
disgust.

 


Ross’ words stabbed her like a dagger to the
heart. The air abandoned her lungs and she felt small and weak. She
was ashamed and rushed to cover up. Biting down on her bottom lip
to keep from crying, she tugged at her shirt and stretched it to
hide her exposed stomach. She pulled the loose collar of


 


 


her blouse to cover her shoulders. Her left
arm stretched over her chest to cover her jiggling breasts.

 


She bowed her head in humiliation. What was
she thinking? This was stupid. It was absurd. Ross hadn’t touched
her in months, not the way he used to. He didn’t hug her and kiss
her like he used to. He didn’t caress her and cuddle with her. When
they did have sex, it was hardly lovemaking. It was a husband’s
duty to his wife, something that was done to her, not with her, not
for her. He used to be so passionate, taking his pleasure in her
wherever, whenever he wanted her. They were inseparable, but she
was getting old. Her body wasn’t the same as it was ten, or even
five years ago. Her breasts weren’t as perky, and her ass sagged a
little. Her waist was still small, but not nearly as small as it
used to be. She had gained five whole pounds in the last month,
ballooning up to 125 pounds. She caught sight of a few wrinkles in
between her eyebrows and could have sworn she had seen a grey hair
the other day. She was letting herself go. No wonder he wasn’t
impressed. She needed much more than just a new outfit and some
makeup. She needed a major overhaul.

 


“I don’t know what I was thinking. I’m
sorry. I’ll go and change right away.” Her head was still down.

 


“Of course you will, and put on some shoes
while you’re at it. I’m sure Delores will have dinner ready soon
and I don’t want you sitting at my dinner table looking like a
homeless hooker. Show some respect in my house.”

 


His dinner table? His house? The home they
purchased together, the home she spent two years decorating and
perfecting to his liking, the home that she loved so dearly, was
his home. She stood still in a choked silence as Ross casually


 


 


brushed past her, loosening his tie and
heading towards the den.

 


Jessica remained stationary, still standing
in front of the door, head down, holding her shirt and covering her
chest. She could no longer hold back the tears and allowed them to
fall freely from her eyes and drip onto the floor. She was
disgraced and disgusted with herself.

What was I thinking?


CHAPTER 4

 


SIMONE

 


 


Showering was a ritual for Simone. It was
not just a way to cleanse her body; it was a temporary solution, a
quick, sweet getaway. For those brief ten-minute intervals, she was
able to absolve any traces of her father’s violation. She washed
away his touch, scrubbed away his kisses and rinsed away his
moans.

 


She always started with her feet, scrubbing
the bottom surface he would tickle to wake her up in the middle of
the night. Then she would move to her legs and thighs where he
would grab to force her open right before entering her. Her vagina
was next where she reeked of his wretched ejaculation. Then she
moved on to her backside; he would always wrap his arms around her
and rest his hands on the small of her back. The simple embrace
would have normally been a sign of endearment, but to Simone, it
was a distasteful burden. Next, were her arms. He always expected a
hug when it was over. Although forced, it was a small reassurance
that his daughter still loved him and understood that he loved her
despite his abominable, repulsive actions. On up to her neck, where
he would kiss her softly, as if to comfort her until it was
over.

 


Finally, she came to her face, her beautiful
face. It was the


 


 


source of all her problems, the root of her
curse and the origin of her pain. It was the basis for her father’s
infatuation and the reason he decided to ruin her innocence, her
joy in life and her belief in him. Her face was the reason why she
wanted God to take her life. It was her damnation, her affliction,
her torment--her beautiful, ravishing face.

 


It was funny how girls in school were
jealous of the beauty she so desperately wanted to rid herself of.
Kristen Snider, in her fifth period biology class, lived to make
her life miserable.

 


“You think you so cute, don’t you? You think
you the shit cause all these boys like you? The only reason they
like you is cuz they know you a ho! Yeah, that’s right she’s a
certified ho. For the right price she’ll let you hit it any way you
want it.”

 


Kristen had the attention and admiration of
the entire class. She was cute, average height, with caramel skin
and light-brown, shoulder-length hair that she wore in a neat bob.
Her womanly curves were much more developed than Simone’s were and
she used every opportunity she had to show them off. She was the
most popular girl in the 9th grade. She wouldn’t let anyone steal
her shine, especially some bourgeois, stuck up, rich girl who
thought she was better than everyone else was. As far as Kristen
was concerned, Simone might have been pretty, but no one would even
notice by the time she was done with her. She was the unofficial
Queen of Stonecreeke Academy and she walked around as if she owned
the halls of the prestigious private school. The first day she saw
Simone and the reaction that she had gotten from the boys, she was
determined to sabotage her competition. Jealousy did not begin to
describe the type of hatred Kristen had for her. Her feelings were
irrational and outrageous. She worked hard to


 


 


build her reputation at the school, based on
a carefully crafted series of lies. The imaginary life she created
for herself had Stonecreeke’s student body in awe of her. It was
better than a Thursday night must-see TV drama. She refused to see
her hard work and determination go to waste.

 


In her time at Stonecreeke, Kristen had
replaced her 4-year old crack addicted mother with a 30-year old,
“successful prosecution attorney” who died while giving birth to
her. In place of her unknown father, there was Dr. William Snider,
the “renowned heart surgeon who was currently working overseas
providing health care for under privileged children in Doctor’s
Without Borders.” She stayed home with her grandmother, a
“homemaker and widow of a retired university professor.”

 


Her grandmother was, in fact, a housekeeper
making a very modest living cleaning the homes of the upper class
well- to-do’s of the suburbs for the last 30 years. To say Kristen
came from a humble background would be an extreme under- statement.
Unlike her fellow affluent classmates, Stonecreeke admitted her
with financial aid and a favor from the Dean, who was a former
employer of her grandmother’s.

 


To attend Stonecreeke Academy conferred high
status. It was unacceptable for one’s parents to be mediocre,
middle- class, under achievers. Attending Stonecreeke was a
privilege, and only the children of elite, prestigious families
attended. To reveal the truth about Kristen’s life and upbringing
would be complete ruination. Keeping up the ruse was easy. The
expectation was that every child at the Academy came from money, so
no one doubted her extravagant story. The fabrica- tion was one
that she told so many times, that she actually began to believe it
herself. Because of this, Kristen walked the


 


 


halls with her head held high with a false,
if fragile, sense of assurance. She was overly confident,
flamboyant and outgoing. Every girl wanted to be her and every boy
wanted to be with her. So it was only logical that she destroyed
Simone.

 


Simone looked on with a blank stare as she
listened to her opponent’s continuous rants. She said nothing.

 


This girl is stupid. She has no idea what
she’s talking about. I haven’t said anything to her all semester
and all of a sudden I’m her worst enemy. She thinks I like looking
like this? She thinks I like everybody looking at me and judging
me. Watching every- thing I do like I’m some type of circus freak?
She has no idea what I go through when I go home. No clue, but she
hates me. Stupid.

 


“Yeah, you better not say nothing or I’ll
come over there

and fuck you up. I’ll wipe your pretty
little face all over the floor.”

 


I wish I could just switch places with her
so she could see what it was like to be me. I bet she’d shut up
then.

 


Suddenly, Simone’s heart pounded rapidly.
She felt a lump that had risen from her stomach up to her chest,
then her throat. She felt a radiant heat flush her face as rage
over- took her body.
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