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To all of those that have struggled, and have had to do things that they never wanted to do, to achieve their goals.  To the strugglers, scrappers, and survivors fighting to reach and achieve their dreams, who have had to take an alternate route to live their life's goal.  May you all reach your success, and achieve your dreams.  Always reach for the stars.

To my dearest 'Natalie'.....

You are truly a beautiful soul, inside and out.  I'm glad to have met you, and wish that all could have worked out between us.  May we meet again in another lifetime, or hopefully in this one.

Seductra: Web of Desire

© Copyright 2017

Written by Kevin Alberto Sabio

All rights reserved by the author.

No part of this project may be reproduced, retransmitted, or republished without the expressed consent of the own/author of this project.

CHAPTER 1

––––––––

Carverville City, North Carolina's vibrant southern appeal shines brightly, her southern charm, genteel ways, and laid back demeanor embracing all in her sphere. Located a few miles southeast outside of the Triangle research area, we are greeted by this bustling small city's warmth and vibrancy.  We witness her busy highways, and her burgeoning downtown area, her lush fauna and greenery connecting you back to nature.  We see her residents as they travel to and fro, witnessing their spirit and southern hospitality.

We arrive at the Carver-Delaney Community Center, with the local children running around and enjoying themselves, being involved in the various activities being offered to them at the center.  We come to one of the available dance rooms located upstairs from the main floor, where a dance class is being held.  You hear uptempo music being played from the stereo system, with Pharrell Williams' Happy reverberating through the speakers, and the room filled with small, school-aged children.  28-year-old Dasha Pagán leads the class, her 5' 6” dark caramel silhouette and flowing dark hair swaying to the music, leading the children through various dance routines.  Dasha is full of smiles and positive energy, enjoying her time with her students, as they are evidently enjoying the class and her company, as well.

“Okay, that was good, guys!  You're ready to do some more?”

“...Yes!”, they cheerfully reply.

“Okay, let's step it up a bit...”, she says as she turns to face the mirror, “...Okay, follow me!  Now, one...two...one, two, three, and...”

Dasha leads them through a new dance routine.  The children in the class follow her instructions, putting on a little show.  You can see how Dasha enjoys being with the children, and how much they love and admire her in return.  Yes, relocating to the south from New York 2 ½ years ago was definitely the best decision that she'd ever made in her young 28 years of life.  Getting away from the hustle and bustle, the negativity and dog-eat-dog atmosphere, the corrupt politics and the corporate nature of the dance scene and music industry was well worth it.

Dasha continues with teaching the children some more dance routines, as Mr. Williams, the community center's director, watches on from the doorway to the room.  As he watches Dasha and the class performing, a smile spreads across his elderly brown face.  He continues to watch them as they dance, laugh, and enjoy themselves.  He looks down, continuing to smile, but you can tell that he seems to be a bit troubled.  

The class has finally ended, and Dasha releases the students.  They say their goodbyes, and exit the room, with Dasha giving a few of the children hugs as they leave, showing their affection for each other.  A few also say goodbye to Mr. Williams, as they exit the room.  This causes Dasha to look up, and notice him by the doorway.  She rises up, smiling at him.  Mr. Williams returns the smile, and enters the room.  “Hey Mr. Williams!”, she warmly greets him.

“...Dasha!  Another successful class, I see...”

“...Yeah, all of the kids were able to get the routines all down.  They really enjoyed themselves today!”

“...Yes, I can see!  They almost made me want to come in here...”

“Well...you should have!”, she politely insists, “You're always welcome to join the class, you know that...”

“Oh...no, no, no”, he replies, chuckling, “I hung up my dancing shoes a loooong time ago.”

They both chuckle at his response.  Their laughter then dies down, and the mood becomes awkward.  Dasha senses this shift in his demeanor, and Mr. Williams' sudden attempts at avoidance.  She decides to question him on it, knowing how he is usually always so open with her, and his employees in general.  “Is...everything okay, Mr. Williams?”, she asks, “You seem a little...off...today”.

Mr. Williams' smile starts to slowly fade from his face.  Dasha sees this, and becomes apprehensive.  “Uh oh...”, she warily replies, now growing concerned, “That's not good...”.  Mr. Williams briefly pauses, looking up at her, now trying to hide his earlier apprehension.  “What's not good...?”, he asks.

“...You were avoiding.  That's not good when you're avoiding.  That always means bad news...”

Mr. Williams briefly pauses, and sighs.  He looks down again, momentarily pausing before speaking, trying to choose his words carefully.  “I...just got back from a budget meeting with Parks and Rec”, he sullenly replies, briefly pausing, “...It wasn't good”.

“How bad is it?”, she asks after a brief pause, sensing impending doom.

“...They're cutting the budget...again.”

“...Again?!”, she gasps, now annoyed at their inconsideration, “How do they expect us to get anything done, if they keep cutting the budget?!  This is ridiculous...!”

“I know, I know...”

“So...”, she wearily replies, “What's the damage this time?”

Mr. Williams pauses.  He swallows hard, and looks away from her.  He really didn't enjoy giving bad news to any of his people, and this situation was no different.  But this time...the impact of those decisions from the suits was going to be much worse.  “I...I need to make some staff cuts.  Maybe even eliminate a few programs...”.  Dasha pauses, seeing the hurt look on his face.  She then realizes what he's saying, and becomes hurt and heartbroken, a hurt look now covering her own face.

“What?!  No!  Aw man...!”

She turns away, hurt and angry, not really knowing who to be more mad at.  She knew this wasn't his personal decision, but it still hurt nonetheless.  Mr. Williams tries to console her.  “Look, Dasha...”, he pleads, “...I'm sorry!  They didn't give me much of a choice.  I've already lost three of my assistants, and a few other instructors-...”.

“...-Aw, come on man!  Don't do this to me!  Not now...not now!”.  She briefly pauses, looking incredibly hurt.  “Look...you know that I need this job!”

“I know, Dasha...I know...”.  He briefly pauses.  “Look, for what its worth...I want to keep the dance class going.  I...I just couldn't pay you to run it”.  He sullenly pauses, sad that he is unable to comfort her, and protect her like he wants to.  “I'll do what I can to help you out...dig into my own pockets if I have to...”.  

Dasha briefly pauses, and wearily sighs.  She looks over at this fatherly figure, and shoots him a reassuring nod.  “It's okay Mr. Williams...”, she says, “You do enough for us as it is...all of us”.

“...Okay”, he sadly replies, “I'll...I'll give you a minute...”.

Mr. Williams slowly backs away, and then exits the room.  Dasha just stands there, stewing in her own annoyance and frustration.  She then shakes her head, looks up to the heavens, and lets out a frustrated breath.

Dasha has finally made her way home.  She enters through the front door, and just drops her bags on the floor.  She makes her way over to the living room, plops down onto the couch, and lets out a frustrated breath.  A friendly female voice from upstairs suddenly calls out to her, apparently glad to see that she's home.

“...Dasha?  Is that you...?”

“Yeah...”, she wearily replies.

Kenya Slade's 5' 4” honey brown essence proceeds to come downstairs, one of her roommates that she shares the house with.  Still in her early twenties, looking like a young Jada Pinkett, Kenya's energy helped to keep her feeling young and in the loop, as far as popular culture was concerned.  Originally from Charlotte, they became fast friends when she first moved into town, and they instantly connected when they first roomed together.  She sees Dasha, and smiles at her.  “Hey girl!”, Kenya jovially replies to her, “...What's going on?”.  Dasha looks over at her, and wearily smiles at her.  

“...Hey Kenya”, she wearily replies.

“Wow...you look so tired!  Them kids wear you out today?”

“No...it definitely wasn't the kids this time...”

“So, what happened?”

Before Dasha can answer, they are abruptly approached by their other roommate, Dominique, coming in from the kitchen.  She is not in the best of moods, her business attire now ruffled after a long day's work at the bank branch that she works at.  The only native of the city out of the three women living in the house, her portly chocolate frame approaches the both of them, becoming very insistent.  “...-Dasha!”, she calls out to her in a somewhat scolding manner, “We have to talk...!”.

“...Dominique!  What's wrong?”

“Your student loan people called the house.  They've even sent a notice!”

She shows her the mail, sticking it out in front of her.  Dasha becomes shocked, taking it.  “What?!  But, how?!”, she asks, exasperated, “I never even filled out a change of address form...!”.

“...-I don't know, but you need to handle this!  I don't want these people calling my house all hours of the day!”  She pauses, now annoyed.  “I have enough problems to deal with...I don't need to add your bill collectors into that!  I let you move in as a favor, remember?”

“Yeah, look...I know, I know-...”

“...-Give it a rest, Dominique!”, Kenya counters, “You're not the only one here who's struggling...”

“Look...I'm not trying to be a bitch.  I just don't like bill collectors ringing my phone off the hook.  People can get put out of their homes for stuff like that-...”

“Yeah...and that's why we all decided to move in together, remember?”, Kenya sarcastically responds, “For all of us to lighten our financial burdens...?”

“...-Don't get cute with me, Kenya!”

“...-Then stop acting all bitchy, Dominique!  You treat us like we're a bunch of freeloaders!  We contribute to the house, too!”

“Hey...I'm the one carrying us!”

“...-Bitch, please!”, Kenya says, sucking her teeth, “You're a fucking bank teller, for crying out loud...!  You act like you're making serious bank...”.  She becomes annoyed, shooting Dominique a disapproving look.  “...If you're doing so damn good, then why the fuck you need us living here then?!”  

Dominique becomes incensed, and the two girls have an angry stare down.  Dasha senses the brewing anger, and tries to clam the situation.  “Look...Dominique”, Dasha interjects, “I'll take care of it.  I'll make sure that they won't call the house anymore...”.

“Fine...”, Dominique says, not taking her angry eyes off of Kenya, “...See that you do”.

Dominique gives Kenya one last dirty look, and then exits.  Kenya returns her own dirty look, and goes to sit next to Dasha on the couch.  “...Uptight assed heifer!”, Kenya hisses.

“Let it go, Kenya...”, Dasha wearily replies.

“...-I'm just saying!  She's not our mother...she needs to stop talking to us like we're some lazy ass bums, or something...!”

They both pause.  Though Dominique did have her moments when she needed to get her attitude checked, Dasha just didn't have the energy today to deal with her quirks.  Dasha lays back on the couch, and lets out a weary breath.  “Man...what am I gonna do?!”, she wonders out loud, full of fear and doubt.

“Ah...it won't be so bad.  Just set up a payment plan with them that you can afford.”

“That's kinda hard to do, when you don't have a job to help pay those bills off...”

Kenya pauses, and looks at her with utter shock.  She looks around to make sure that Dominique wasn't within earshot of them, to hear their conversation.  “What?!”, she loudly whispers to her, followed by a shocked pause, “...How?!  When?!”

“...Budget cuts to the Parks and Rec department...and today.”

“So...you're not gonna be teaching at the center anymore?!”

“I can still teach the class...I just won't get paid for it anymore...”

“Aw man...this is bad!”

“Yeah...tell me about it!”

The two girls sit in awkward silence.  Kenya looks away briefly, and then turns back to Dasha.

“Would...you be able to go to your parents for help...?”

“...-Eff that!”, Dasha says, making a dismissive sound, “They're still pissed that I changed my major to Dance and Theater, instead of doing Business Admin.  They'll just tell me the 'I-told-you-so' speech, and make me come home”.  She briefly pauses, becoming frustrated, shaking her head.  “...There's no way that I'm gonna go through all that...!  Have them rub it all up in my face everyday...?”

Dasha just pauses, shaking her head.  Kenya gives her a weary, but supportive smile, wanting to support her dear friend.  “Don't worry...”, she reassuredly responds, “We're gonna figure something out.  You're my girl...Ima look out for you.”

“Thanks, Kenya”, she replies, wearily smiling at her.

Kenya looks down at her cellphone, and realizes what time it is.  She turns to Dasha, torn between staying to support her friend, or getting to her job.  “...Oh damn!”, she gasps, “I didn't realize how late it was getting...”

“Your shift starts soon?”

“Yeah...”

“...Don't worry about it.  I'll be fine.”

“You sure...?”, Kenya asks, still concerned.

“...Yeah, I'm sure.”

“Um...okay.”  She briefly pauses.  “...Talk about this tomorrow?”

“...Sure.”

“Okay.”  She briefly pauses, again.  “I better go get ready...”

“...Alright.  See you when you get back.”

Kenya gives her a supportive smile, and hugs her.  They embrace for a moment, and then release each other.  Kenya then gets up, and exits the living room, going back upstairs to prepare for her work shift.  Dasha watches her as she leaves, and then gives a great big weary sigh.

CHAPTER 2

Dasha is at the community center, working on one of the computers in their computer room, with a notepad next to her with some scribbling on it.  She doesn't look to be in the best of moods, as Mr. Williams walks in.  He greets some of the other people in the lab, and then approaches Dasha.  She sees him coming over, and smiles at him.

“Hey, Mr. Williams...”, she confidently replies to him.  He smiles back at her in return, glad to see her focused and determined.  “Hey, Dasha...”, he replies, “...How you holding up?”

“Trying to be optimistic...”

“...But...?”

“Honestly...?”, she replies, briefly pausing, “...It's looking kinda bleak out there...”

“...Sorry to hear that, kiddo.”

“Yeah...me, too.”

“I'm keeping my ears open.  Sent out a few feelers after our talk yesterday...”

“Thanks!”, she replies, somewhat relieved, “Let me know what you hear.”

“You updated your résumé yet?”

“...Already emailed it to you.”

“...Good!  We'll find something for you.  Don't you worry yourself none.”

“...Keeping my eyes on the prize”, she says, “Just like you're always teaching us.”

“...That's my girl!”

The two share a smile, and then Mr. Williams exits, getting himself prepared to tackle his other duties for the day.  Dasha cracks her fingers, and gets a determined look on her face.  “Now then...”, she says to herself, cracking her knuckles, and getting herself mentally prepared, “...Let's go hunting!”.

*****

Dasha is in her bedroom, joined by Kenya, who is sitting on the floor.  Dasha is angrily pacing around, not in the best of moods.  Her adventures in job hunting hadn't gone the way that she'd planned at all, and was feeling quite frustrated about it.  These last few weeks of covert and fruitless job hunting had left her quite embittered, and attitudinal.  “This is bullshit!”, she seethes, “I've been at this for weeks...!”.

“Look...you can't give up hope, Dasha...”

“...The fuck I can't!”.  She angrily pauses.  “...Most of these bastards didn't even bother to call me back!  Fucking assholes...!”

“Yeah...it's tough out there for everyone...”

“...You're telling me?! I haven't found squat!”.  She angrily pauses again, briefly.  “I'm a college graduate, and have work experience for crying out fucking loud...!”

“Well...what about teaching?”, Kenya asks, “You know how you love working with kids...”

“Yeah...”, Dasha sarcastically replies, “There are a whole bunch of openings for a Dance, or Drama teacher in the public school system...”

“...Sorry!  I'm just trying to help...”

Dasha pauses, and lets out a breath.  She turns to Kenya, and immediately becomes apologetic.  “...Sorry, Kenya”, she wearily replies, “I didn't mean to take it out on you like that...”.  Dasha wearily pauses, her frustration returning.  “It's just...I just hate all this bullshit!  I've just never been in a position like this before...”.

“Yeah...and the last thing that you need is for Dominique to find out...”

“...Yeah, no kidding!”

Both girls pause.  They become weary by the weight of the situation, becoming momentarily silent, letting it all sink in.  Dasha finally stops pacing, and plops down on her bed, lying on her back.  “...This is stupid!”, she vents, “...I've been on Broadway...done musicals...music videos for all types of artists...I've even danced for Alvin Ailey for crying out fucking loud...!”.  She momentarily pauses, frustrated, “I can't find me a simple fucking day job?!”

“What about a part time job?”

“...Either they're not able to give me enough hours, or the pay is cheap as shit”, she wearily responds, “That gets me nowhere fast.  Hell, the rec center was only part-time as it is...”

“...Oh.”

“Man...I don't know what I'm gonna do.  I need something, and soon.  My savings are going fast...” 

Dasha lies there in frustrated silence.  Kenya awkwardly looks around, looking as if she wants to say something.  She becomes a bit fidgety, not really trying to look Dasha's way.  Dasha looks over at her, and picks up on this.  “What's with you...?”, she asks.

“Huh...?”

“What's up?  You're getting all nervous, and what not...”

“...N-no I'm not!”

“C'mon Kenya...”, she says, “I know you.  You get all nervous and jittery either when you're lying, or trying to hide something...”

“...N-no I don't”, Kenya replies after a nervous pause.

“C'mon Kenya.  What's up?”

Kenya pauses.  She takes a nervous breath, and tries to avoid eye contact.  She tries to choose her words carefully.  “Well...”, she starts off, “What...what if...”.

“What if...what?”

“What if...what if I...could...get you a job at the club where I work?”

Dasha pauses, stunned, immediately sitting up.  She shoots her a shocked look.  “What...?!”, she says, her voice going up a few decibels, “...No way!”.

“Look, Dasha...come on-...”

“...-I'm not gonna work as a stripper!”, she angrily responds, her voice rising.

“...-Exotic Dancer!  Look, I've been asking around at the club, and-...”

“...-Forget it!  I am not gonna be a stripper!”

“...-Exotic Dancer.  Look, it's not a bad gig.  You can make up your own hours...work as many, or as few days as you want-...”

“...-No way!  I can't work as a stripper! I'm not that desperate!”

Kenya pauses, looking at her and feeling offended, and somewhat disrespected.  She briefly sizes her up, her offense highly visible.

“What?!  You think you're better than me, or something?!”

“What?  No!  I didn't mean it like that-...”

“...-Then how did you mean it?!”.  She angrily pauses, now getting offended.  “...Excuse the fuck outta me that I never danced on Broadway!  I guess I'm just some dumb, ghetto ass hoochie mama to you, huh?!”

“What?  No!  Look, Kenya...I don't mean it like that-...”

“...-Bullshit!  That's exactly how you meant it!  Excuse the fuck outta me that I don't have the same dance résumé that you have!”

Both women pause.  Dasha looks down, now regretting her response.  Kenya just angrily stares her down, offended.  Dasha takes a breath, trying to backtrack.

“Kenya...I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to disrespect you-...”

“...-Yeah, well...you did!”.  Kenya pauses, more hurt
















































d2d_images/cover.jpg





