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I dedicate this book to all those beautiful human
souls who could understand a man named, Iceberg Slim and, the life
he had to live.

“Why
did Justice really always wear a blindfold? I knew now. It was
because the cunning bitch had dollar signs for eyeballs”

-Iceberg Slim, Pimp: “The Story of My Life!”







RUTHLESS PAMELA JEAN

This book is a work of fiction. The characters,
incidents, and dialogue are artistic, written creations, and are
not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events or
persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.






CAROL MITCHELL BOOKS

© 2021 by Carol Denise Mitchell.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be
reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any
form or by any means without the prior written permission of the
Carol Mitchell Books Publishers.

CDMBOOKS: cdmbooks@aol.com







Additional writing credits by Carol Denise
Mitchell

2011 Readers favorite book award, African American
Literature Book Club, (AALBC) http://authors.aalbc.com/carol.htm,
September, 2006 News Letter named Mitchell, one of their “Authors
You Should Know,” for her comprehensive handbook, “Your Rights,”
regarding employee employment rights.






Additional Writing Credits:

2011 Award-winner what Happened to Suzy, Carlton
Press, (1994).

Mitchell resides in Phoenix, Arizona, where she is
at work on a wide range of fascinating writing projects







RUTHLESS PAMELA JEAN

By

Carol Denise Mitchell

Author of:

Noah True Love Never Dies!

“There is enough love for all!”

-CD Mitchell







Other books by Carol Mitchell

What
Happened to Suzy

Noah, True Love Never Dies

Rovella Starr (A Love-Starved Bitch)

Your
Rights What Employers Do Not Want You to Know

The
Mad Sister

Ruthless Pamela Jean

RUTHLESS PAMELA JEAN Doing for Self!

Carol Denise Mitchell







 Table of Contents

The
Opening

Chapter 1

Hello Pamela Jean

Chapter 2

The Worst Day in Pamela’s life

Chapter 3

The Tunnel

Chapter 4

Run for your life

Chapter 5

After the beatings

Chapter 6

One year later

Chapter 7

So Cool

Chapter 8

9 years later

Chapter 9

Moving on

Chapter 10

Moving on

Chapter 11

Pamela Comes Out

Chapter 12

Two Years Later

Chapter 13

Plastic Surgery

Chapter 14

Brand new me

Chapter 15

4 Months later

Chapter 16

Pamela Jean The new me

Chapter 17

Raymond Tavares The Plan

Chapter 18

The Investigation

Chapter 19

The rough day

Chapter 20

Protection

Chapter 21

The Offer

Chapter 22

The Meeting

Chapter 23

2 Years Later

Chapter 24

Funny Feelings

Chapter 25

Kendra Pane

Chapter 26

Goodbye Kendra

Chapter 27

Marla Wade is Coming

Chapter 28

The Wedding

Chapter 29

Five years Later

Chapter 30

I love my wife

Chapter 31

The Tape

Chapter 32

The Issue is Trust

Chapter 33

No more blood

 



∞

RUTHLESS

PAMELA JEAN







 The
Opening

While there were little girls with colorful ribbons
in their hair that were treasured by all who saw them, these girls
named Patrice, Kendra, and Marla, no doubt were born with a silver
spoon in their mouths. Each grew up with both parents in the home.
There was a mother, a father, and a dog in their cookie cutter
landscaped homes. These girls, all popular in school, all graduated
from Ivy league institutions; all lived the faultless lives.
Unfortunately, their ultimate road to success would lead them to a
roadblock, a girl who had not lived such a blessed life. Did you
know that one day a warped flower would fully bloom to be at the
helm of these perfect three girl’s lives? For beauty is only skin
deep, survival for them all was real. Paying the bills is real.
Where there was love, attention and undying adoration for Patrice,
Kendra and Marla, the girl named Pamela Jean Metcalf lived a damn
cold life. Pamela Jean was dangerous, inside out. With so many
knives piercing her back, survival meant finding and securing
control and never letting go. Two of these girls would betray her.
One girl would go to jail. See who ends up dead, while another of
these girls was going to genuinely love one bad ass woman named,
Pamela Jean Metcalf. Let me see now. Here is the quiz. Was loving a
woman with a cold heart an excellent choice for our dearly
departed? Enough said. Let us go look at how it all began and how
it all will end.






“My Name is Pamela Jean”






There was a time when Pam’s mother Betty Justine
Metcalf, protected her most disliked daughter the best she could,
even when the poor mother learned her daughter was different. From
her insane goals, her insidious, crazy, thoughts of wanting to be a
pimp; there was some work to do on Pamela Jean. To adapt to a
fictional pimp as a viable role model meant the issue was school
bullying. Pamela did suffer from the kind of childhood abuses no
child should ever suffer. While the abuse was not dealt with
properly, Pamela Jean internalized the pain. Her lifelong goal was
to create a plan that would be an ultimate payback to the childhood
abuses she suffered. The hatred kids laid on Pamela began in
pre-school. None of the name-calling or mayhem ended until her
formative years were over. It was the kind of cruelty that weakened
some. On the contrary, it made Pamela Jean believe she could change
her life, when one day she found an old book on her school bus.
Even at 8 she became fascinated with a pimp named Iceberg Slim. Of
course, at first, Pamela did not know what prostitution meant. All
she knew was it sounded like a remarkable thing to do to the bad
little girls that tortured her daily. Subliminally, Slim’s premise
would become the impetus for Pamela Jean’s successful Escort
business.

To Pamela, Slim was a man in control. Were he alive
today, the kids would not be messing with her. The book made her
laugh; but it also made her believe control over bad kids was
possible. So, whether her choices were conventional or not, little
PJ knew early in life, it was not her fault her flaming red hair
was nappy, her skin was too light, her eyes were too black, she was
thin as a boy, and had a big butt. One day the world was going to
pay for calling her names; then there would be a blue link to make
them smile. One day there would be a man who loved her the way she
was. One day, they would stop throwing rocks at her; they would
stop in making her life miserable. The time had come. 8-year-old
Pamela had enough. It was the only time she got off the gold school
bus needing answers from her mother. “Mama?” Pamela Jean hollered,
as she raced through the front door of her Tudor home in Pomona,
California.

“Yes Pamela?” Betty asked, as she received her only
child at the front door.

“Why do I look like a white boy, mama?” young Pamela
asked her shocked mother.

“You’re a girl. Come on Pamela. I have to go to
work,” Betty said to her daughter. They had never talked about race
like this before.

“At school they call me names, mama. Why is my skin
so light?” little Pamela asked her mother, as Betty snapped on her
white nursing cap for work, Pamela’s babysitter was on the way for
her 3:00 shift. She was not going to tell her that her dad, very
dark skinned, asked her the same question about her coloring before
he left. It was why none of his relatives, ever came around.

“It’s not important, honey. You are my beautiful
angel,” Betty answered back, meaning it. She told her daughter
before, she had recessive genes, and this was true because Betty
never messed around on her father. In fact, PJ, as she was
sometimes called, looked like her great grandmother, Nettie, on her
father’s side. She had even pulled out the old family album to show
Pamela Jean the photos. However true this was, facts was not doing
Pamela any good at this moment. She was treated like hell at
school. She wanted to know why!

“No mama,” the sad child pleaded shaking her tiny
head back, and forth, as she tugged on her mother’s white uniform
for answers. Pam continued, “at school they call me names,” Pamela
defended, looking up into her mother’s dark, sad eyes. Betty
stopped getting dressed to find out more.

“What kinds of names are they calling you, Pamela
Jean?” Betty asked, her sad daughter. What Betty heard next was
nothing short of a nightmare. It was becoming clear she had a score
to settle with the school’s principal.

“They call me white girl. They call me Lima Beans
and asked me why my skin was not done. They say I did not stay in
the oven long enough for color. Where’s my melanin mama?” the sad
child cried. After yelling from her gut, a mad PJ wanted answers.
“I want to be like everybody else?” she groaned. With tears wetting
her dress, to see her daughter holding her belly and screaming in
such pain, hurt Betty.

Next, Betty hugged her baby.

“Get it all out honey,” she said while she rocked
little Pamela Jean in her lap. Later, Betty called her supervisor
to tell her she would be late today. Betty was no genius. She was a
simple woman who had been hurt by men. She ate too much and worked
too hard. She lacked the vocabulary and spunk to defend her own
daughter. Pamela’s father never wanted the baby.

“Bitch,” Pamela’s father said to her one day, “that
light skinned baby with those big pink lips and nappy hair ain’t
none of my daughter,” he claimed. Betty would not forget that day.
Her heart felt as if it had been cut out her chest!

“I ain’t never fucked nobody but you, Alfred” the
big woman pleaded, while Alfred was headed for the hills. They had
been together 10-years. She thought he would be happy to have this
baby.

“I can’t raise Pamela by myself!” Betty pleaded.

“Find that nigga you got pregnant by. Have his ass
deal with that ugly ass white baby,” the cruel Alfred demanded. It
was the day, the moment, and hour that Betty gave up. It was his
baby. Only Alfred Metcalf had another woman he loved more than
Betty. His two-year affair with a 60-year old woman was the real
reason Pamela Jean’s father left Betty.

That fact alone left Betty through for life. Later,
in the principal’s office, Betty wanted to know why her daughter
suffered so at this school. The principal apologized profusely. “It
is not our policy to discriminate. Those who do are suspended upon
notice,” he replied. Lies. To see Betty crying on the heels of
Principal Thompson’s lying explanation, at 8 PJ knew from an early
age, taking control was what would define her future. Betty,
however sincere, was too weak to defend her only child’s
terror.


 Chapter
1

Hello Pamela Jean

Before any success happened in Pamela’s life, there
was great pain. Known as the ugliest girl in school, the quiet
Pamela Jean had to fight through the first 18-years of her life
without telling her mother Betty, who always said the wrong things.
While most girls go by a formula in life, that is passed down to
them by family members, average Pamela Jean Metcalf, grew up in
North Pomona, California with her own plan because her beginnings
were not particularly good; therefore, somebody had to pay for the
horrible life she lived.

The girl lived a brutal life that was difficult
enough for bad girls to want to kill Pamela for being ugly.
Ridiculous! By the time Pamela was 17 she had been ostracized by
grade school kids, mocked by a teacher, and nearly burned alive in
a tunnel. Losing her mother at a youthful age, she was left alone
to make decisions that would change her life; her bad decisions
would be based on these shallow moments or those themes she did not
even tell her mother about.

It was a kind of pain she tucked away to use for
later life. From pre-school, and beyond, Pam was victimized by
others mostly Black kids because her skin to them was too light;
her African features were too broad. Some kids reminded her that
her skin was the color of the cake batter. So, in pre-school one
mother went mad. She told officials not to let her daughter play
with the white girl with the dark eyes. Her eyes were jet black
like a killer to some. Other parents did not want their kids in the
same room with the mean-looking Pamela Jean Metcalf, who received
taunts the way a good catcher would catch a fastball. To bullies,
Pamela was not the kind of girl you wanted looking at you for long.
Kids teased her too because she was to them a scary looking girl
that no one else looked like. Because her skin was so light, some
kids continued calling her Lima Bean, until the sad little girl
internalized these insults, thinking she would grow up to be a pimp
like Iceberg slim to make these hoes go out there; and make her
some money.

Pam sent older kids to the libraries to get her more
Slim books. In a strange move, the pimp became her savior, her
muse. She was known to be the girl without tears; she was weird;
her thinking was odd. A quick learner, She did not think like
others. Instead, she wrote on the bathroom walls that she was
available to do your homework for a dollar, to agitate dumb kids.
She could take punches or deliver them to others when it was
completely unexpected. Pamela never showed her emotional side to
the kids that tortured her daily; so, the combination of this all
made Pamela seem dark. Examined by tons of doctors, the conclusion
to Betty was:

“Your daughter is a high-functioning kid that needs
a sibling. She also needs to go up a grade to be challenged. In
fact, she is rare in that bullying does not affect her negatively.
It foster’s a strange sense of power in her spirit that will allow
her to succeed at crazy levels, hence why she uses the outlandish
metaphor she wants to be a pimp,” most of those doctors said.

At one time, Pamela was so void of emotions, for a
year Pamela Jean did not speak, until the teacher’s cute black
Labrador dog, kissed her face one day. Out of all the kids in her
class, the dog left the teacher’s desk to run into her lap. It was
a momentous change for Pamela, who did not have a friend. But she
found plenty of love in the teacher’s dog.

“You’re beautiful. You look the way I want to look
one day,” Pamela told the nice dog, shocking the entire 6th-grade
class. The teacher called Pamela’s mother right away to deliver the
good news.

“Your daughter is talking again, Mrs. Scott said
when she delivered the great news to Pam’s mother. The older Pamela
got; the worst the insults were until the pot boiled over!
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2

The Worst Day in Pamela’s life

“Hey, Pam!” shouted a high school classmate. little
Pam who stood all of 5’5” was dressed in a new red velour, Puma
jogging suit. Today, she used her white Nike shoes to kick pebbles
in the glass-filled sand. She was good at ignoring bad people when
she kept walking towards the backfield that she took home each day.
She had been down this treacherous road of people name-calling her
before. When somebody says hey to you at 2:30 in the afternoon, and
they ain’t spoke to you all day at school, you better keep walking.
That is what Pamela learned to do. Her little legs just kept on
going while the bad kids began to cause her brain to paint an ugly
picture, that was one day going to be her life. Pamela saw a lot of
money in her vision. One day she was going to be the one giving the
orders. She would tell them what to do, not them her.

“What’s up with the lima beans?” another girl asked
Pam. When Pam was 15 these kinds of comments from rude kids
followed her home daily. With no brothers, sisters, or cousins to
fend for her, Pamela was good at being the quiet girl. She knew how
to take punches how to keep it moving. There was never a complaint
to the teacher, to the principal to no one, not even her mother.
One day a girl who was supposed to be her friend, led her to a dark
tunnel at Pomona High School with these hateful comments.

“Margaret wants to talk to you at the tunnel,”
16-year-old Carla Angelo said to Pamela, who was the same age. It
was a muggy day in Pomona; all Pam wanted to do was go home to see
her mama, have dinner, talk about the day, watch a movie; then go
to bed. Pamela was hoping she had left class early enough to avoid
these bad girls, and damn if they were not here trying to fuck with
her in the middle of the coming rain. It was not the first time
they had made fun of her. Now two girls wanted to holler at her
near a lone tunnel, near her home.

Later, the two girls caught up with Pamela. One girl
picked up an old newspaper. Next, she took a yellow cigarette
lighter out her jean pocket. She smirked at Pamela, and lit a fire
using old newspapers as a torch. The other girl talked to Pamela.
She was trying to do something few people were successful at.
Nobody scared Pamela.

“We don’t like you,” said Carla. She pushed Pamela.
“Who the fuck daddy leaves their family for an old ass stank bitch
on crack,” the girl said in Pamela’s face. Pamela never appreciated
bitches getting in the family grill. Her mother had not even told
her where Alfred Metcalf was at. If this bitch wanted trouble, she
was in the right place. Nobody talked about the low-down nigga.
Only thing she had in common with Alfred was blood.

“Bitch, and you think I give fuck?” Pamela shot
back. Pamela, in typical form, put her hands on her hips. She
stared both girls down until all there was left to do was walk. Her
pink lips began to tremble, her dark eyes stayed focused on the
ground before her. But her model was always; never let these bad
girls see her cry.

“Where we are going?” Pamela asked, trying to shrug
off the urgency of this event. The girl named Margaret was insulted
that Pamela asked a question. She was not even scared. With that,
she raced towards Pamela. Next, she got in Pamela’s face, as it was
only the three of them walking through the thick grass that led to
the tunnel. None of the others ever took this way home from school.
In fact, there were red, black, and white muddy signs posted along
the marsh: Private Property. No one was supposed to be in this
area. There were muddy, bright yellow danger signs, everywhere!

“Bitch!” Margaret shouted because she was offended
that Pamela was not mad. “Don’t you see Carla putting fire to that
newspaper? What the fuck is wrong with your white ass not talking,
not crying, not doing nothing to save your ugly ass life?” the mad
girl screamed.

“Let me holler at you black bitches. If you get
nothing straight you fat ass bitches, get this shit right. I ain’t
scared of Y’all. I am Black, and your name-calling is old.

I ain’t worried about my life.” Pam shot back
meaning it. By 16 Pam had been called these bad names all her life.
You only needed to say this shit one time. After that, you live
with the name-calling until you do not hear it anymore.
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3

The Tunnel

“Bitch, if you was black, you would look like me,
and Carla and maybe like your own absentee daddy,” Margaret said in
Pam’s face. Both girls were caramel-colored with long hair, and
today they wore a matching black Nike jogging suit with gold Nikes.
They were the two most popular girls in high school. Did not matter
to Pamela. She was not impressed. Neither Carla nor Margaret were
getting the fear they sought from Pamela. There were no tears,
rolling out of Pamela’s eyes. She was not crying out of fear.
Instead, the bold Pamela was mapping out what she would have to do
to these girls to getaway. In typical form, Pamela did this in
non-verbal form. If they were not going to back off, Pamela knew
she would give these bitches something they would remember. These
were not the bad girls worthy of a warning. She was in charge. In
fact, Pamela was more in charge than anyone could imagine. There
was no pain. However, there will be victory in kicking their
ass!

As the three girls walked to what was supposed to be
Pamela’s end in a tunnel, Pamela decided if these two bitches were
going to burn her in the nearby tunnel, if that were God’s will;
there was not a damn thing she could do about it anyway. Nobody
could bring a cell phone to school. Even though she brought one
anyway, she was in a rush this morning. She left her iPhone at
home. Somebody was going to die today. Pamela knew unequivocally it
was not going to be her. There was not any help to be found. As the
girls pushed, and shoved Pamela, she did not sweat these bullies.
In fact, a light mist proved there was going to be rain. That is
why with the rising winds, Carla had such a demanding time keeping
the newspaper in flames. As the two would-be terrorists walked
behind the prey, Pamela heard them laughing at her. They were not
that far from the tunnel entry. She looked in the sky hoping it
would hurry up, and rain.

“No sense praying,” she thought. The only person
that cared about her was her mother. Her father, Alfred was a punk.
He left for a woman around the corner a few minutes after she was
born. There were no siblings. No Aunt’s or Uncles. There was
nothing she could do about this. Be strong. Be perfect. Do not miss
was written at the forefront of Pamela’s mind. No doubt. She was
going to survive this near-death experience. Her mind was sharp.
Her dark eyes moved back, and forth, on the ground because she
watched the shadows of these sick bitches; knowing exactly where
they were behind her. She looked for a knife or a broken bottle.
She wanted to pick up whatever she saw to handle this situation.
Later, when they did at last reach the entryway of the tunnel,
Margaret stopped first. Carla was able to ignite a huge flame. With
Margaret holding down Pamela’s shoulders, fat Carla got in her
face, and placed the hot torch close to Pamela’s neck.

“Good thing I got this thing lit before the rain,”
Carla laughed. “Say your prayers, Pamela Jean. This is the last day
of your life,” Carla shouted.

“Bitch!” Pamela shouted. She deflected Carla’s torch
off her neck. Next, Margaret shoved a resisting Pam into the
tunnel.
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4

Run for your life

“Run for your life Lima Bean!” Margaret screamed.
Picking up her speed, Pamela, the lead star on the high school
track team ran for her life. For a minute Carla got close enough
where Pamela felt the heat of the torch against her neck for a
second time. As Carla’s flame began to fade, Margaret, and Carla
began chasing Pamela. But Pamela was light in weight. Her fast
moves gave her leverage that increased her chances of surviving
this cruel attack, while she choked on the smoke. Motivated in
spirit, Pamela closed her dark eyes tightly, rejecting the prospect
that she could be burned to death in this dark tunnel. She sucked
in deep breaths, while the rocky walls of the blackened tunnel
appeared to be moving towards her on each side. Before long Pamela
was moving like lightening. A roar of thunder that hit the freeway
above, caused Pamela to give this run all she had. While both mean
girls were fat, and were breathing hard, Pamela knew if she stayed
strong, she could win this battle. The would-be attackers were not
lean like Pamela was. They could not catch up as both girls gave
up. To Pam it appeared both girls were walking. The noise from the
880 freeway that housed the tunnel left Margaret, and Carla, unable
to communicate with one another. Neither one of them was going to
be able to handle light-weight Pamela on their own.

While the murder game changed, Pamela raced through
the tunnel for her life. Fear gave her muster, and next, whatever
fear she felt in her heart was gone. Pamela swung her little arms
harder until she saw a dim light that let her know she would soon
be free at the end of the long tunnel. Thank God, after all that
muster Pamela Jean, had reached the other end of the tunnel alone,
with plenty of time to map out a plan. Outside, it was pouring down
rain. Even with that, the brave girl would not ever forget the
sweltering heat against her back. Pamela was so fast; she reached
the end of the tunnel far sooner than either Margaret or Carla
would. With that, Pamela was able to choose her weapon. She could
use rocks, bricks, or coke bottles, to settle the score with two
bitches that tried to kill her. Terror made her stronger. Pain
began to build something in Pamela’s heart that was cold. She was
very calm as she waited for the two fat girls to meet her at what
could have been her death end. Strong, in victory, Pamela would not
leave for a minute until the girls made it to the end of that dark
tunnel. There was after all, only one way out. They would be here
soon. Neither of them would have the energy after their failed
attempt to kill her; to change direction. Suddenly, the controls of
this end were launched in Pamela’s
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