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Welcome to Jersey City
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“Awareness is a blessing,

but transformation is most certainly a bitch.”

Mistress Fuchsia

I felt as if I had done something wrong, something bad, but it felt so right. In a fluke of a Tuesday evening, after too many whiskey sours, I had gotten lucky and found a perfect ten. Six foot two, creamy chocolate skin, perfect washboard abs. It wasn’t the worst thing I had done – far from it! If I had to pick a one night stand, this one was worth writing home about... and attaching photos.

A girl had to brag when she could. I mean so many other mornings bore the faint resemblance of hell with a throbbing headache and a warm body next to me that I would never have slept with sober. This morning, however, the walk of shame had a sense of pride in it.

I stood outside his brownstone, admiring the sun. My makeup was gone, but I felt great inside. He stopped just short of the metal gate that kept strangers (except for me) out of his basement level apartment. He was wearing only sweatpants, no shirt. I couldn’t believe I had slept with him last night. His pecks were round and perky, his waist tight, and his lips juicy as a peach. He leaned over to kiss me goodbye and I kissed him back. With that I turned around, whipped my hair over my shoulder and peered back to wave at him as I walked away.

My Mercedes Benz E-Class was parked two blocks away. Hopefully no one on Grove Street had scratched it! The streets of Jersey City could get a little wacky at night. I had parked it across the street from Bar Majestic, in front of city hall. It was amazing the adventures I could get into within three city blocks. 

I knew my day at work would be better now that I had something fun and tantalizing to fantasize about. If I had to pick two words to describe the night, it might be ‘baby arm.’ How does a man that beautiful ever get endowed with so much goodness? It must be like the parable of the talents, he who had more, gained more. He certainly had his share of talents... except that he didn’t eat pussy. Well, okay, so he wasn’t perfect.

I head home for a shower so I can get to the Bronx by 8 am. Today I have to put the screws to someone... in a different way than I did last night. This will be fun, just wait and see.

I’m washed, groomed and ready for business. I have on denim slacks, a Theory top and my Jimmy Choo peep toe, patent leather pumps. Oh and of course, Chanel sunglasses. My steel toe boots and hard hat are in the trunk for the construction site walk. Now I’m sitting at the entrance to the Holland Tunnel, inching my way through. Thank God I learned how to cut people off!

When I said I was going to move to New York, I never thought I would end up in Jersey City. I knew a few people on this side of the river, but what sold it for me was the space. When I found my gorgeous condo with a two-car garage, I knew it was love at first sight. Being from New Mexico, I was used to more space (too much space). There was no way in hell I was going to make it up four flights of stairs and wedge myself into a tiny Manhattan walk-up apartment. I stayed at a friend’s one night. The bathroom was so tiny you could wipe your ass and brush your teeth without moving a centimeter. Now I have three stories all my own with four bathrooms. Yes, I said it - four bathrooms. I can pee on every level of my home, which comes in handy for a workaholic lush like me.

The hangover is kicking in and the late night is taking its toll. I’ll stop at Dunkin’ Donuts and get a red-eye to pump me up for the day (that’s a shot of espresso in regular drip coffee). Caffeine is every drunk’s best friend. That and a croissant sandwich.

If I was going to fit into my custom green Gucci dress for my birthday, I would have to cut down on the carbs, though. Too bad I don’t do coke, or I could I lose ten pounds in no time. Not that a few inches slows me down, honey. I go after what I want, and I get it. Speaking of coke, Captain Ehab (name changed to protect the guilty), better not be hungover today. I need him to back me up with the General Contractor.

I wanted to come to NY to conquer and make some money. Get away from that sleepy, podunk town of White Rock, New Mexico. What a shithole! Land, land and more land. A girl wants to make some money and buy designer clothes and all people want to say is “slow down.” Well fuck that! Kailee Johnson ain’t slowing down for nobody, no how. I got things I came to do and I’m gonna do them.

I remember singing Sinatra, “If I can make it there, I'll make it anywhere. It's up to you, New York, New York!” Then Ehab told me how New Jersey was a town of hard knocks too. He told me if I could make it in New Jersey than I could definitely make it anywhere. He wasn’t lying. Jersey ain’t no joke. But I came here to conquer, and that’s what I’m gonna do.

A little background for those who need it – I’m in charge of sales for JCE, aka Jersey City Environmental, a mid-sized contractor that provides environmental services across the tristate area. I get a percentage of every job I sell. I go to construction sites by day and make things happen. At night, I wear designer shoes and spend the money I make. Got it? Good.

I just parked in front of Public School 113 in the Bronx. When you go on a NYC construction site, you better be ready to play the game or else they will chew you up and spit you out. Good thing I’m tough! I take off my heels and put them in the shoe bag so I can lace up my black steel toe boots. I have to stay safe, but I need to look my best at all times. I grab my notebook and my phone. I take a deep breath. Repeat after me, “I’ve got this handled and no one is going to fuck with me.”

I waltz onto the jobsite with gigantic swagger. I push open the door to the trailer.

“Hey, I’m here to see Howard, the foreman.” I whip my business card out of my pocket. “Kailee Johnson with JCE.”

“Howie!” the guy calls.

“What?”

“There’s a gal here to see you. From JCE.”

Howie groans. I know things have been a clusterfuck here. But that’s why they sent the cleanup crew – me. Watch and learn, kid.

Howie extends his hand to shake mine. I squeeze it firmly (an absolute necessity). Come in with a limp, clammy hand and they will run right over you.

“Your material’s in my way,” he grunts.

“It doesn’t have to be,” I retort quickly.

We walk outside to look at the site. I’ve got a bunch of blue, 55-gallon drums filled with material that will seal the foundation of the building right up. Thing is, these guys have delayed us multiple times in the last few months, which means JCE is looking at the possibility of eating thousands of dollars of expired material if something doesn’t change, fast. I’ll let you in on a secret – JCE is not going to bend over and take responsibility for someone else’s fuck up.

“All the material in those drums will expire in 2 months," I say while searing a hole in his soul with my eyes. “We’ve been told we could install it this week for the past month.”

Now I pause. I mean, I don’t say a freakin’ word. Ball’s in his court now.

“Move it around back, then I can do what I need to do. We’ll get you in before the material expires,” he says.

“Alright, and what about payment?”

“We sent you that last one, didn’t we?”

“Yeah for twenty percent of what we billed – doesn’t even cover the cost of what we have sitting here!”

Now Howie’s thinking.

“Move the stuff today and send me another requisition for payment. I’ll get your money out this week.”

We nod in agreement, then share a handshake. He hands me the keys to the forklift and I get to work. A few pallets of material block their critical path. I’m doing him a favor, so he has to follow through with what he promised. If he doesn’t, he knows he won’t hear the end of it. Men are used to women bitching them out. It feeds into their mommy complex. Either they expect a pat on the head in approval or to get chewed out for what they did wrong. Whatever the moment calls for, I am happy to accommodate. Men are easy like that. Just make sure the money flows in and we get paid. What they don’t know is that I get my commission check when the boss gets paid. Captain Ehab – JCE’s owner - doesn’t like it when the money is late, and neither do I.

I work up a sexy sweat moving material around on the construction site. Finally, I situate the last pallet of drums in the staging area and turn off the forklift. I walk back over to the trailer when I notice Howie isn’t holed up inside of the office. He and the rest of the crew are standing outside the trailer watching me.

I throw him the keys. I’ve got to finish strong.

“Make sure they don’t pour the concrete over there or we won’t be able to access any materials,” I say waiting for his response. 

“Got it,” said Howie. “I will call you Monday for scheduling. Oh, and send over that invoice.”

I give him a thumbs up and walk off the site. I don’t even need to look back to know that everyone and their mother is staring at me. You’d think they’d never seen a woman before!

That was a win. Of course it was, I put my mind to it. I am determined to make things work and be a success. I pride myself on my integrity and professionalism. Then I don’t fuck around. And it works.

Now it’s on to a conference call at the office with a potential client. Will try and wrap it up by six tonight. Lucca called and he has his son next week, so my birthday celebration with him has to happen tonight. Party time!

The JCE office is nestled in one of those unusual residential zones in Jersey City. It is not a high-rise corporate cubicle wasteland located in the posh and polished Jersey City waterfront. Here, I make as much as some Wall Street bankers, so those yuppies can have their polished office space and waterfront view.

I walk into the office and it’s business as usual. Ehab’s got his music blasting full volume while he works in his corner office. Lee’s nose is to the grindstone. He says hello without moving his eyes from the computer screen. Gingerbread is in the garage drinking beer and talking to the crew. Rico, one of our laborers, shoots a pool ball into the back pocket of the pool table.

Man these people fuck around so much it drives me crazy. If I could I would get a leather outfit and a whip them back into focus. We’ve got work to do! If I’m going to grow this company like I planned and become a millionaire, we need contracts. If playing pool on a Wednesday is their idea of ambition, they get no love from me.

I peak my head into Ehab’s den of iniquity (aka office).

“What’s up, K!” He yells over the music, a huge smile on his face.

He turns the noise down a smidge, but I still have to yell. He’s rearranged his office. The gun rack is now located directly behind him. All he has to do is twirl his chair around, grab a shotgun and start firing. Hopefully he doesn’t get drunk at his desk one day and start shooting. I bring in the money for him, so he would pop me last. His poster of Ronald Reagan is newly framed. The bottle of Johnny Walker black is unopened, but close by. For now, his glass is empty.

“You ready for our call in twenty?” I ask him.

“Yup!”

“Great, I will be back in 15.” 

“Kailee! I got this invitation for a political event tonight. If you can go, please represent us.”

He hands me the invite.

“Sure,” I offer.

I will have to text Lucca and reschedule, but that’s not a big deal. Why would he think my schedule is so open that I’m available on a day’s notice, anyway? If there is one thing I’ve learned, you can’t be too accessible for a man or they take you for granted.

I’m changing into my outfit for tonight’s event. In case you didn’t know (I wasn’t aware before moving here), New Jersey is a small and highly political state. A political cesspool, if you will. Hudson County, where Jersey City is located, is a notoriously politicized town. Every so often, a few people in City Hall get taken away in handcuffs for corruption. Governor Byrne (from the 70s) is quoted as saying, “I want to be buried in Hudson County so that I can remain active in politics.” Yeah. It’s that kind of town.

So back to the outfit I’ll be wearing tonight. I always put my best foot forward and that means I am dressed to the nines. I have on a silk teal colored top with a jeweled brooch – not too sexy, though. I want to be taken seriously, so I have just enough décolletage to let them know I am a woman, but not so much they get the wrong idea.

I have on tailored skinny cigar pants from Theory and platform, patent leather Louboutin’s. The red bottom reminds people that I mean business and yes, my shoes cost more than the ticket to this event. I have on a gorgeous houndstooth jacket I bought at Nordstrom recently, paired with David Yurman “Jackie O” pearl earrings surrounded by diamond clusters, and a large garnet diamond ring on my finger. Of course, I am wearing my 18 karate rose-gold Rolex that I bought last year after we closed a large deal. And, I was able to squeeze into my Hoboken hair salon last minute for makeup and hair, so I look fabulous. If you couldn’t tell, I don’t mess around. How you present yourself says power or no power. I want everyone to know what type of person they are dealing with.

I arrive to the event fashionably late, about twenty minutes into the networking portion of the evening. The lobby of the Westin in Jersey City Newport, shiny with 100 foot ceilings, is bustling with people. Everyone is congregating near the bar. Drinking is as much a part of JC life as the politics. Good thing I can knock ‘em back. Oh, and get used to the “JC” abbreviation for Jersey City. I’m not going to spell out the whole thing every time for this adventure we’re on. Be forewarned, it does NOT stand for Jesus Christ (unless he happened to be a massive sinner).

I enter the crowd regally, as always, saying hello to the city council members, bankers and chamber members. I waltz to the bar to get a drink. Along the way I run into my good friend Sarah, a savvy and sexy businesswoman who’s been working the JC scene for decades.

I keep it simple tonight – Jack and diet coke, dinner of champions. I start up a conversation with someone I’ve never met at the bar and whip out my business card. Hors d'oeuvres are passed around on tiny trays by waiters with white gloves – steak on tiny toast points, tuna tartar on rice crackers, bruschetta and baby lamb chops. For the $500 price of the ticket, the least they can do is get you liquored up and give you cute little pieces of meat.

There is some new Irish guy running for JC Mayor, that’s why we are all here. If you need something done – let’s say JCE needed a permit for some environmental work we were doing, we absolutely must have the politicos on our side. If this guy, Democrat Jimmy Delaney, gets elected and we didn’t show any support, we could potentially be screwed and not in the way one wants to be, capish? Don’t get me wrong, Ehab is no Democrat. But Hudson County is a Democratic stronghold and to pretend the Republican candidate is going to win would just be plain stupid.

I make sure to introduce myself to Delaney and his entourage – some of whom I know already – and give each one my business card. They need to know that JCE supported him early on so he won’t forget who his friends are.

Delaney is a down to earth, jovial guy. He’s been known to grab a brewsky and a microphone and sing one of Sinatra’s finest. But none of that matters for today’s event. He’s already been pre-selected by the establishment to win and do what he’s supposed to do. Merit and democracy is of little consequence to this event. Money and power is what matters, that is what speaks, it’s what makes this tiny, yet powerful universe go round and round.  

I’m having a blast. I’m on my second drink of the night and someone decided I needed a double (who am I to refuse?). It’s about that time for the dog and pony show, so we all gather round the central stage so Delaney can give us his spiel. He begins:

“I was born and raised in Jersey City, so I know firsthand what a great place this is and also the challenges we face. When I was growing up – a poor Irish kid out here – who knew one day I would be running for Mayor of the greatest city in the great state of New Jersey. I am ready to do what it takes to give us a vibrant economy for our businesses, and to continue to grow the powerhouse that is our gold coast – the waterfront. I look forward to being elected Mayor of Jersey City this May.”

Everyone claps because that is what you do at these events. You are effectively at an ass kissing party. You aren’t going to get any rebels or revolutionaries coming here to speak their mind or protest poverty or represent the Montgomery projects or anything else of that sort at these things. Besides, those people couldn’t afford the ticket to these events anyway. These events are exclusives to the “in crowd,” those who know and want to be players. That is what I am – a player. I’ve only been in this town a few years, but already I have some big stuff on lock. I’m poised to become the person in business and politics that I always wanted to be – powerful, wealthy and respected.

Schmoozing continues and I love it. I’m sipping my third adult beverage of the evening and I’ve collected more than a dozen business cards from people I hadn’t met before. I am on fire. I happen to look over my shoulder to see Captain Ehab entering the room. He’s got on a black suit and cowboy boots, walking with a swagger that only comes from a complete and utter lack of regard for other people. His dark hair sways back and forth as he moves, his olive-toned skin is blushing (most likely from alcohol consumption). He says hello to some of his acquaintances and grabs a drink at the bar, a double Johnny Walker black on the rocks. It’s going to be a long and crazy night, but hey, I’m down for it. Ehab sees me and walks over.

“How’s it hanging, K?!”

“Great! Check out all these business cards I’ve collected,” I give him a sneak peek into my Chanel purse.

“That’s awesome!” 

He’s exuberant.

The event is slowly winding down. I introduce Ehab to Mike, one of the heads of a local construction development company. Mike alone could keep our company busy and fed until next Christmas.

“What do you say we blow this place?” says Ehab, inviting Mike. 

Mike nods a yes. I shrug, ‘sure.’

Ehab walks swiftly to the front of the hotel where he has awkwardly parked his huge, black Lincoln Navigator in the driveway so that it blocks half of the valet area. He still has his car keys on him. He passes the valet a twenty dollar bill as he jumps into the driver’s seat of his Navigator and starts the vehicle. It isn’t until I get in the car that I realize he took the whiskey glass from the hotel and placed it in the center console to keep on drinking. Mike jumps in the back seat, I sit shotgun (of course). We are off to the races! No mention of where we are going or the courtesy to ask of where we would like to go. This is the game he plays. Ehab just high tails it down Washington Boulevard in the direction of Hoboken. I have an inkling where he might be headed, but I just kick back and enjoy the ride.

Sure enough he turns down Willow Avenue and makes a sharp left under the overpass, parking his car near the apartment buildings. Squeeze lounge, that’s where we’re headed - the ultimate venue in adult entertainment. Mike gives me a look that asks, ‘is this seriously where we’re going?’ And the answer is an emphatic “yes, it is.”

Mike is an executive for a reputable Jersey City company. Given the antics of the politicians in this town and its culture, he is no slouch. He definitely understands the arena he is working within. But he is a polished businessman in a tailored pinstripe suit who works for a large and reputable firm. Yet here he goes, walking into the sleaze (oops, I meant squeeze) lounge, showing his identification like every other red blooded male (and female) that walks in the front door.

The stage is front and center with a huge bar surrounding it on all sides. It’s actually a fantastic setup. You can see the girls and the stage from every seat, and it’s surrounded by all the alcohol you could ever want. It’s a bikini bar – meaning you don’t get to see nipples or snatch or anything like that - and of course in the back they have rooms for private dances.

I comfortably sit at my favorite seat and wave hello to Alina – my favorite blonde, a Russian gal who is way too smart to be here. Then again, I know she won’t be here for too long once she finishes her college degree. Some of them do get out of here alive. 

I order another jack and diet plus a shot. I can’t feel my buzz anymore. Ehab orders yet another double Johnny Walker and whatever Mike’s having. He orders a beer – safe choice. 

“Do you want to start a tab?” the bartender asks.

“Sure,” says Ehab. “Kailee, you got this?”

I nod yes and whip out my black Amex. Those who have heard about it think it’s a big fucking deal. It’s supposed to be a status symbol. But the majority of people don’t know what it really is. They always comment about its weight (it’s made of titanium) and how it’s heavier than any credit card they’ve ever seen, but they don’t know WHAT IT IS. You have to spend at least $250 G’s a year on this mother just to qualify for this exclusive card, which comes by invitation only. There is no spending limit and the initiation fee is thousands of dollars. But to most people who take payments, it’s just another credit card. 

Mike and I talk about a project that will need some environmental work in the near future – a great opportunity for JCE to forge a new relationship with a key player in JC. Mike tells me to call him tomorrow to discuss pricing, and I will.

I slap $50 on the counter and ask the bartender for one dollar bills. I spread about twenty of them out for the girl on stage.

Alina swings back around the bar to chat with us. I can tell Mike likes her – the blonde hair mixed with intelligence and wit goes straight to his head (or some other body part).

“Do you want a lap dance?” I ask him.

“From you?” he winks. 

I laugh. 

“I meant from Alina, but she could give us both a lap dance if you’d like?”

“It’s $80 per song,” she says.

Impulsively I grab Mike’s hand and we head to the back room with her. She closes the curtain and pushes us both down on the couch. She whips her long, blonde hair around. Her ass is facing me. She has on shorts so tiny she may as well not be wearing a thing. She bends over in front of my face. The edge of her pussy sneaks out of the side of her bottoms. It’s beautiful, really. Tiny, pink and cleanly shaved. She sits down in my lap and rubs her ample bottom on me. I’m getting really turned on. She smells like rose petals and her hair is freshly washed. Unlike a man, she is soft and supple. I really needed this!

I don’t pay attention to Mike, but out of the corner of my eye I know that he is eating this up. He tries to play nonchalant, as if he is not turned on. But what red blooded male wouldn’t be? Even some of my gay friends would agree this was hot!

Alina turns around, dips her head in my crotch and then slowly rubs her head up my torso, brushing her hair softly against my face and then grazing her lips against mine. She leaves me wanting more and turns her attention to Mike. She turns around, placing herself directly on his crotch, and grinds back and forth on his dick. Then she straddles him and nuzzles his face between her breasts. She leans in to give him a little tongue, then grabs me so that we are all tonguing each other. I’m ready to cum in my pants.

Softly she says, “It’s been four songs.”

I hand her four 100 dollar bills.

“Should we go back to my place?” I ask.

Alina nods.

“I’ll get ready and meet you in the front,” says Alina.

I grab Mike’s hand and pull him up.

“I can’t stand,” he says.

“You’ll be fine, just try not to knock anything over.”

I can see his dick bulging through his pants. He is well hung.

We return to our seats at the bar and I order another double jack and diet. I look around for Ehab – who I almost forgot about – and see him on the other side of the bar. He knocks back a shot of something. He’s grinning from ear to ear and waving his hands around. He’s totally wasted, pretty typical by this point in the evening. I watch him walk over to the bathroom. I chug my drink since Alina will be out any minute. Mike asks for a round of shots – three to be exact - Kamikaze’s.

I watch Ehab exit the men’s room. He walks along the other side of the bar, stopping next to one of the dancers. Here is where it gets interesting. I see his hands disappear behind her and it appears she has been prodded in the ass because she jumps up and nails him in the jaw with her fist. The owner of the club and the bouncer rush over. Each grabs one of Ehab’s arms and drags him out of the Squeeze like a drunken rag doll.

I down my shots with Mike and Alina, ask for another round and the bill. Then I head out front to see what’s going on. 

The owner Frankie has Ehab nailed against the wall and he’s yelling at him.

“Don’t you ever come to my club again. If I find you touching one of my girls again I will bust you up ten ways to Sunday. You understand?” He knocks Ehab against the wall one more time for effect.

Ehab’s sort of chuckling, drunk off his ass and totally unaware of the wrong he has committed (or so used to being a sinner that it doesn’t faze him).

“I’m sorry, really sorry,” he slurs.

“Get the fuck outta here!” says Frankie, pushing Ehab towards the curb.

Ehab stumbles. The bouncer, a six foot two Jamaican dude with 40 inch arms, just stares at him. One false move and he’s gonna get knocked out. As long as the police aren’t called and he’s not arrested, we are okay. I watch Ehab saunter, wobble a bit, all the way back to his vehicle. He gets inside, turns on the car and rolls around the corner, right over the curb and back to JC. He’s drunk and driving, but it’s not the first time and it won’t be the last. Besides, everyone knows that God watches over drunks and fools.

I walk back inside and collect my things. Alina, Mike and I hail a cab and head to my place. The fun continues.

We arrive at my place and walk up the front entrance to the main level. I put on some music and pour us drinks. Good thing I just restocked the bar. I recently purchased a huge bottle of Belvedere vodka and some freshly squeezed grapefruit juice. Plus I went to Saks and bought a new four piece set of crystal tumblers. My timing is impeccable.

I head to the living room with the drinks on a silver tray. Mike and Alina are already going at it on the couch. I put the tray down on
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