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      If you’ve never read any of my #LiveStory’s, it’s always been helpful to draw on characters from other books. In this chapter, you’ll meet Nicole, who originally appeared in Love Like This (free book). Here’s a link, from where you can download the book.

      There are references to Parker, but his character is not named. He’s from, His Substitute Wife… My Sister - a completed book.  You’re also going to meet Jona, from Hope Is Love.

      And then there’s Shadow. Her story originally starts in another book, mainly in Hope Is Love. She’s too young right now to have her own love story, yet, by the time this story is over with, I might make it a part of the Heart of Detroit Series. I’ll see. Currently as of 2024, her story does pick up in She Works Hard for the Money.

      ‘Wicked Chances’ has turned into a whirlwind story that has swept me up into a world I didn’t think I could climb into.

      I would like to thank all of my readers from the live story who gave me the encouragement, support, patience and literary love.

      I would also like to thank R. Kelly’s song,’Religious’ (and yes I know he’s canceled) which took me through the rough patches and kept me together in bringing Sterling’s essence to life. The cast of Star Trek: The Wrath of Khan and Lockout with Guy Pearce also helped as well. (I know this sounds strange.)

      Recent update:

      Writing Notes:

      November 4, 2012, 5:27 pm | November 9, 2012, 8:03 am | November 15, 2012, 2:10pm

      November 20, 2012, 4:27pm | December 6, 2012, 3:00am | December 12, 2012, 4:15am

      This book is a 2nd version story. (Which is why the book is so cheap), but you’re getting 100,000 words of a good story. Hopefully a really professional edit will come soon. Thank you for your patience.

      Special Thanks to the following #SneakReaders for lending their insight when I needed it the most (near the end): S.Dunn, cyp316, Shuerray, NappyRedd, Melissa, Mrskt20, Stephanie, Juanita Jones, MrsDBo419, Mona, Linda, Jennifer, sylviagt8, Brande, Aisha, Melanie, Denise, denabean, Priscilla, Sheryl, Tansha S, Ida Louise, dee, Margaret, Tonica, ShaNee’ Jeffers, Phyllis and the wonderful Cre Morgan.

      And don’t forget to leave a review where you purchased the story and then tell others how this story made you feel and tag me on all social medias except Facebook: @sylviahubbard1 

      

      I will say there are triggers of SA and this will be your only warning. If you’re brave enough to go on a very emotional journey with Sterling and Blair, I commend you. If you’re not, then I understand.
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      Looking at the thermometer, Blair Wright sighed and shivered at the same time, already knowing what the mercury would read.  She felt failure envelope her because she had no money to make things better for her children.

      Looking at her sleeping babies bundled under four thick blankets; she wished she could just turn the thermostat and heat would pop out of the vents to warm the sparsely furnished one bedroom apartment.

      The room served as the bedroom for her children and herself. When the room was filled with their body heat, it was the warmest room in the apartment. Bracing herself against the chill in the middle of the night, she had to empty her bladder. Once that was done, she found herself going to check the thermostat.

      The guilt and frustration she felt for not being able to provide for her children closed in tightly against her chest. Even sending her son to school was difficult; he had no warm clothes to wear outside. It would only be a matter of time before someone would be concerned about him and start to inquire. Questions meant discovery and right now, Blair couldn’t afford anyone being too nosey about her children.

      Just the thought of them being caught and taken back to their old life made a chill of fear run down her back.

      Getting another cover out of the closet, she crawled next to her son and daughter. Lannie, a mini version of Blair, was six and Ray was ten. Funny, he looked more like Blair than his father and for that, Blair loved him even more; always praying that he would never turn out like his father. He was her man of the house because she had left their father, and he helped Blair tremendously providing care for Lannie.

      Ray Sr. had turned into a drug addict in eight years. First weed, then crack and then finally anything he could stick up his nose or find in a needle. Blair hadn’t minded the weed and had even smoked some with Ray Sr., but the lackadaisical expression and the docility of the entire experience drove her so insane that she had to stop on her own.

      By the time she had gotten pregnant with Lannie, things had gotten much worse. Ray Sr. was pimping Blair out to his friends and using her as his drug mule to bring drugs through Canada.

      Blair’s had heard the rumors of someone coming after Ray Sr. who was trying to circumvent the local dealers by bringing drugs through Canada, and that Ray Sr. owed a very large debt. Blair was not always one to believe the rumors; but when she had confronted Ray Sr. about the rumors, he slapped her in the mouth.

      Two days later, she listened in on a conversation he was having on the phone. His voice was filled with frustration, “Nawh, I heard what Fats Junior would do if he caught Blair making trips again. I ain’t sending her too soon cause I don’t want F.J. to hurt the mother of my children.”

      Blair wished he’d say more nice things like that to her.

      Ray Sr. continued in a very disappointed voice, “Ain’t nothing I can do about that; now that King Heart bought the debt. You know he won’t stop at nothing to get it, unless I move everyone to Detroit; where I know that motherfucker won’t dare go, if he values his life.”

      Fearing for her life and the lives her children might have to suffer; Blair, being tired of being tired, put a stop to everything and left; just packed up, and moved to Detroit from Chicago; where she prayed Ray Sr. would never find her.

      

      In Detroit, she could not apply for aid without getting on the “radar”, getting odd jobs had lasted for a while; but when the economy slammed Detroit, hard odd jobs were a dime a dozen.

      Paying for daycare was impossible without a job or state aid. Since she did not have identification, money was very tight.

      Now, it was winter. With Christmas weeks away, she was broken through and through.

      A growling noise came from Ray Jr.’s stomach. He flinched in his sleep. She could see his troubled face by candlelight. She remembered he had given his portion of cold rice to his sister saying he was full.

      Liar! Just like his father, but the sweetest and the most thoughtful boy. Ray Jr. was wise beyond his years, but he didn’t deserve to have to make these kinds of sacrifices.

      Sighing, Blair closed her eyes and tried to sleep. Tomorrow, she would see what she could dig up for them to eat and then concentrate on getting some heat in their apartment… even if it meant…
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        * * *

      

      Soon as she woke, she lit the candles in the bedroom, ran into the bathroom and quickly washed up with the freezing water. Looking at herself in the mirror, she sighed. Even though she was just turning thirty, Blair felt eighty on the inside. So much stress and worry filled her, and with no way to make things better; her body felt so strained. Worry lines were starting to appear in the corners of her large, brown, doe like eyes and the twitch she often did with her nose was creating more wrinkles in her laugh lines. Laughing was something she hadn’t done in a very long time and the sorrow in her eyes showed. Taking the braids out of her thick, dark brown hair gave her hair a naturally curly look, it was the best she was going to do with the grade Z hair that she just knew connected her to her African ancestors. Her soft, light brown skin was flawless and gave an exotic appearance to her face.

      At only five feet six, Blair thought she was decent looking. With a little makeup and maybe a better hair style from a real hairdresser she could turn heads with her full figure and small waist. Her breasts were more than a handful and her hips were wide. At a size ten, she remembered how Ray Sr.’s friends would pay top dollar to be with her.

      Sadly, none of that money came back to her and like a fool, she convinced herself at the time that she did it to make their lives better; but in truth, all that money went up Ray Sr.’s nose.

      Mentally pushing away the past, she fluffed up her hair, put some Vaseline on her lips and tried to look like she smiled more than she cried.

      Going back into the room, she hurriedly changed into some clean clothes and then put on her jacket.

      “I’ll be right back,” she promised Ray Jr.

      He looked skeptical for just a second; but then nodded. In her own world, his sister was busy playing with her toys. They both were triple wrapped to keep the cold away.

      “Keep this door closed and don’t go near the candles,” she ordered.

      He nodded again.

      Closing the door behind her, she prayed the Lord would keep them safe as she stepped into the cold streets and walked the block to the laundromat on a boulevard.

      Hopefully if the owner were there, she could convince the woman to give her a job cleaning. To her satisfaction, the green family van was parked on the side and Blair knocked on the door; instead of going through the front.

      Nicole Black, the part-owner, opened the door. She was a very beautiful, kind, Black woman about five years older than Blair.  Although she seemed young, she had worked hard for what she had. The laundry business had originally belonged to her grandmother, then her uncle, who had almost sold it before Nicole had skillfully worked out a plan with a rich businessman to buy it back and expand it. Not only did she own the Laundromat, but she also did private laundry services and dry cleaning. And sometimes she let homeless people come in and wash their clothes for free. She was familiar with Blair, because Blair often brought their clothes to get washed – at least once a month. The rest of the time, Blair would wash them at home in the cold water.

      Blair’s back was to the wall. The landlord told her that in three days he would go down and start the eviction process or she could use her body to pay up. He also threatened to call child protective services if she didn’t turn the heat on; but coming up with twelve hundred dollars was going to be even more difficult than coming up with the thousand she needed for rent.

      Right now, she just needed to get some money for dinner tonight. She would worry about everything else after she got money for that.

      Soon as the door popped open Nicole smiled a genuine greeting. Blair said, “Hi Nicky, ‘member me?”

      “Blair? Right?” Nicole guessed.

      “Yeah.”

      “Where’s your cute little girl?”

      “I had to…” She was about to admit she left the children at home by themselves but knew that would be a bad idea. “She’s at school.”

      “Really?” Nicole asked. “I thought she was three or four.”

      “She’s a small six actually,” Blair quickly corrected.

      Nicole nodded. “So come in, Blair.”

      Blair was glad for the invitation and hurried inside the back office of the Laundromat. The heat hit her hard, but she welcomed it. There was a big plate of donuts and hot chocolate on the table.

      “Want some?” Nicole offered, pointing to the food Blair was drooling over.

      Blair thanked her and quickly stuffed three donuts down her throat. Guilt filled her as she thought about her cold babies back at the apartment huddled together for warmth, hoping she would bring something back.

      As Nicole turned away to get some napkins and Blair quickly stuck two donuts in her pocket.

      Handing her a napkin, Nicole pointed to a chair for Blair to sit down, then she sat next to her. “You look tired.”

      “A little. Umm, you got something for me to do around here?”

      “Not off the books, Blair,” Nicole said. “Ernie gets here so early and does everything for us and at night Foster comes by to keep the place clean inside and out.”

      She knew Nicole was an honest businesswoman and if there was work to be done off the books, Nicole would have given it to Blair.

      “You know anyone who might?”

      “Not offhand,” Nicole said. “I’m sorry, Blair.”

      There was a knock on the office door. Blair gritted her teeth, knowing it was probably someone else looking for a handout.

      Nicole went to open the door and welcomed the guest in. To Blair’s surprise, it was not another beggar; but a nicely dressed, black woman about Blair’s age, with kind eyes, just like Nicole’s.

      “Hey Blair, I’d like you to meet my new sister-in-law, Jona,” Nicole introduced the woman.

      Blair shook the woman’s warm, soft hand.

      “Oh Jona, maybe you know something. Blair’s looking for some off the book work.”

      Jona’s beautiful, uniquely colored eyes surveyed Blair. “You’re a mom,” she guessed.

      “How’d you know that?” Nicole asked, amazed.

      Blair wondered that too.

      Jona pointed to the crust at the leg of Blair’s dark red, ankle-length coat. “Your babies like to grip your coattails to keep up,” she guessed.

      The woman was right and very perceptive.

      “So, you know anything?” Nicole asked again.

      Jona looked a little wary for a moment; but then said, “Eastern Market might have something you can do on Fridays and Saturdays.”

      That was all the way at the end of the week and Blair needed something today. “Thanks, but do you have anything sooner?”

      Nicole’s phone rang. “I’ll take this call and we can go after that, Jona.” She left the room leaving Blair alone with her sister-in-law.

      “What kind of money do you need, Blair, honestly?”

      “Right now, just something to feed my kids.”

      Jona gave a real hard, serious glare. “I’m not talking about your immediate needs, Blair. Give it to me straight. I’ve been on the streets. That’s why Nicole asked me, I know how hard it can be going from meal to meal. I didn’t have the hardship of kids tagging along with me, but I know it’s gotta be difficult to feed two more mouths. So, what’s the total damage?”

      “Three.”

      “Thousand?” Jona asked.

      “It’ll get me out of the pickle I’m in and at least keep me out of the shelter until after the holidays.”

      Jona walked up to her and pushed up both arms of the coat to check Blair’s arms.

      “I’m not on anything,” Blair assured her.

      Jona took a deep breath trying to gauge Blair. Fully and bravely, Blair gave her full eye contact. If this woman could honestly help her get out of the grave, she had dug herself in, she would be forever grateful.

      “What’s your deadline?”

      “Friday,” Blair answered without hesitation.

      Jona sucked air in her teeth and then blew air out through her nose. “What are you willing to do to get the money?”

      “To be honest, almost anything. My old man sold me to get the stuff to put up his nose and I ran away from that.”

      “Are you clean? Have you been tested?”

      The implication of what Jona was suggesting didn’t scare Blair away. “Just last month. I got a full work up at the clinic.”

      “I know someone who can help, and it don’t involve sex – well, at least not intercourse. I have never done it, but I know they can get you on that path to the money you need right away. You will be safe though, I promise.”

      In desperation, Blair admitted, “I’m willing to do anything right now.”

      Grabbing a pad and pen from the desk, Jona wrote down an address. “I will give you bus money, call this number in exactly two hours. Ask for Zilla. Wherever she tells you to go, be very clean when you get there. Pull your hair back in a ponytail and do not ask too many questions.” Jona handed her a paper with a phone number. “Put it away,” she ordered.

      As Blair stuck the paper in her pocket next to the donuts, Jona handed her a twenty-dollar bill. “Get the kids some real food and make the call. You didn’t hear anything from me though.”

      Blair nodded, taking the twenty, just as Nicole was walking back into the room.

      “Did you think of anything?” she asked Jona.

      “Not right now,” Jona lied. “But if I do, I’ll certainly let you know so you can tell Blair. Are we ready to go?”

      Blair walked out with Nicole and Jona. Waving goodbye, she rushed home. Giving Lannie and Ray Jr. the donuts, she left again to get some bread, celery, tuna, milk, cereal and juice. There would be dinner tonight and breakfast in the morning. Twenty dollars could go a long way, but she didn’t want to spend it all in case she needed to catch the bus somewhere.

      While she was at the grocery store, two hours exactly had passed. She asked the manager, who she often cleaned up for, to see his cell phone. He often allowed her to use the phone because he knew she didn’t have one.

      Dialing the number from the paper that was drenched in donut stickiness, the line picked up on the first ring.

      “Who’s this?” the voice growled.

      She couldn’t tell if it was a woman or a boy. “My name’s Blair. I’m looking for Zilla.”

      “Jona sent you?

      Relieved she had gotten the right person, “Yes.”

      “What you willing to do?” the person asked suspiciously.

      “If it’s legal, it’s possible.”

      “You pretty?”

      “That’s a matter of opinion,” Blair said.

      There was a pause and Blair could hear a small hum in the background. “I got something tonight. Eight hundred dollars,” the voice said. “Weirdo has a strange request...can you do it?”

      “What’s involved?” Although for that amount of money, she was willing to throw all morals out the window.

      In exasperation, the voice went high, “Didn’t Jona tell you?”

      “No, she didn’t.”

      “But she did specify no questions, right?”

      Dammit! “Yes,” Blair said, hoping she hadn’t ruined her chance to get some money to help with her problems.

      “At 4 a.m., come clean, keep your mouth closed and don’t ask any questions. Are you ready to take down this address?”

      Grateful and eager, Blair said, “Sure.”
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      Even though the water was cold, she still took a full bath. Chilled to the bone, she went out in the winter winds of Motown and caught the bus to Midtown. Beside some new apartments, there was an older style home behind a brewery. The smell of oats cooking was in the air, and she hurried down the alley. According to the instructions, there would be some steps that led down into a basement and then to a green door that would be unlocked.

      Entering into the basement, she found a large, black man just standing there with a thick, black beard. He had on a dark brown turtleneck and some matching pants with black Timberlands.

      “You B?” he asked.

      She wanted to correct him but decided against it and just nodded.

      His dark eyes looked her over from head to toe before he motioned for her to follow him through another door that led down some more steps. Checking his Movado watch, he said, “In about thirty minutes, you are going to take all your clothes off and put on this blindfold.” He pointed to a cold, silver table that was situated on a mechanism that raised and lowered the table. “Lay down on that table and no matter what you feel or hear, don’t move.”

      She shivered in fear. “Am I going to get hurt?”

      He narrowed his eyes. “I thought they told you not to ask any questions.”

      Crinkling her nose at her mistake, she just nodded.

      “I’m gonna lock this door behind me, so you don’t have to worry about anyone taking your shit and no one ain’t gonna come in here while you on that table.”

      She wondered why she had to do all this, but she remembered the “ask no questions” reminder. Thankfully, she had warned her son that she would be back late; but promised him things would be a little better by tomorrow, if he could just bear with her.

      Ray Jr. had only nodded and stuffed his second tuna sandwich into his mouth.

      When she was left alone, after hearing the lock turn when the big guy left, she saw the room contained absolutely nothing. The floor was even empty, except for a rug underneath the table. Upon closer inspection, she saw the footing of the table was very sturdy and she wondered just how far the table could lift. She was dying to know what happened in half an hour.

      Fifteen minutes later, she heard feet shuffling above her head. Someone was speaking, but it was all muffled. Yet Blair heard the words, “Welcome,” “Show,” “Performance.”

      Just like the man said, she removed her clothes. The room was semi-warm, but

      goosebumps still appeared on her very light-brown skin. The silver table was even colder, but since she was so used to being cold all the time, Blair quickly acclimated to lying there.

      The blindfold had Velcro on the end, and she could not see a thing. She forced herself to relax and started thinking of the times when Ray Sr.’s friends would just lie on top of her and “do their business”. She wouldn’t move or even acknowledge they were there. She had learned to go into her own head and pretend she was somewhere else.

      Yes, she was good at removing her mind from her body and when the pain or the horrible experience was over, she would take a long, hot shower to scrub away the memories, the shame and the stupidity she had gotten herself into.

      Now, she was in another situation just like that, at least this time she would make some kind of money from it. Curiosity was killing her, she wanted to know what was going to could happen to her for eight hundred dollars.

      Suddenly, she heard a creaking noise and the table begin to move. Blair had a feeling she would soon find out.
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      The table was lifting! Even though Blair couldn’t see a thing, she could feel herself being lifted; but she forced herself to stay calm. Those many nights in a dark room with Ray Sr.’s friends had fully prepared her to stay still; stay calm and stay quiet. The quieter she was the better chance she had for them to quickly leave her alone.

      “Is she alive?” a voice asked. “Or is she dead?”

      There were murmurs all around her, but she couldn’t see a damn thing. Lying still, she trusted her ears; the murmurs were deep, the sounds of men. Mostly men, she believed, surrounded her. Were they looking at her naked body? Should she feel ashamed?

      The room was colder than the other room, but she refused to move or even shiver. She had enough control to fight it all away and just lie there calmly.

      “Who would like to touch her?”

      WTH?!

      Despite this surprising question from “the voice,” Blair didn’t move. She took long, slow breaths so her chest hardly moved.

      A warm hand touched her shoulder, but quickly moved away.

      “She’s dead!” a woman exclaimed. “She’s cold.”

      The other voice sounded amused. “Now watch and enjoy!”

      Blair could tell some lights had dimmed through the blindfold and the room seemed to become startlingly quiet.

      Someone came under the table to secure it firmly and then Blair felt a warm presence move very close to her. A hand touched her face, caressing her cheeks and running their fingers from her forehead, over her eyes, nose, and even over her philtrum before taking a moment to run the tips of their fingers over her lips.

      These were male or masculine fingers. She could tell by the thickness of them and the strength behind them.

      Those hands moved to her chin, neck and shoulders. He lifted her arms and released them. She didn’t stop her arms from flopping back down, as if she were dead.

      No one had ever done this to her before. She was curious to see where this would go, while maintaining her composure.

      The strong hands moved over her arm and down to her fingertips. After doing the other arm, when he moved back up, his hands ascended to her breast. He cupped them and then felt around the nipples. She knew she couldn’t help the hardness that appeared, but she still maintained calmness as he gave her breasts ample amounts of time.

      She pushed her mind away from his hands as they moved even further down her body. If she paid attention to what he was doing, she would definitely begin to move. Blair thought about her babies and what she was going to do with the money they gave her.

      Unfortunately, she could not ignore her feelings when he moved over her. He was naked! He kissed her face and neck and even sucked on her breasts, hard!

      Go away! She ordered her mind, but her body was clearly aware of his manhood resting between her legs, which he had spread apart.

      Should she fight? Should she scream? Should she stop?

      Blair did neither, but her heart was racing, and she was glad he was on top of her because the others around her would see the panic.

      His manhood was hard, and his hands moved beneath her posterior to slightly raise her. He pressed his manhood against her crevice and rubbed up and down, becoming harder and harder.

      She used every mind control trick in the book to maintain her limp composure and not react to anything he was doing. He pulsed between her legs, and she was aware, as he became full enough to rub against her thigh as well as her womanhood, she could smell the rubber, he was wearing a condom.

      Relief filled her even more as he rocked his hard body against hers but did not enter her.

      He panted and huffed and finally released himself.

      She held her breath as he rose from her and moved off the table; getting away from her body as if he were discarding her. Not moving, she couldn’t help as a single tear ran down the side of her face, due to the shamefulness of the whole situation.

      The room erupted into voracious applause as the table began to descend.

      Even when the table stopped moving, she still didn’t move from where she was. Terrified of losing even a little bit of the money, she wanted to obey every order she had been given.

      A lock clicked and heavy footsteps came toward her.

      The blindfold was snatched off her face.

      It was the big man from before. “Get up, put your clothes on and get in the cab. It’s already paid for,” he ordered. “Hurry the fuck up.”

      She quickly got up from the table and put on her clothes; trying to at least cover herself from him.

      He came over to her and handed her a wad of money. She didn’t dare count it but watched him as he walked to the doorway.

      Just before he was about to leave, he stopped at the doorway, looked back at her and said, “Good job. I put extra in there ‘cuz you did a good job. Next time though, if you get called back, don’t cry.”

      He closed the door and left.

      She didn’t know if she wanted to get called back.

      Quickly dressing, she went to the door – it was unlocked.

      Going up the stairs, she saw a yellow cab waiting for her. The big guy was nowhere to be seen and neither was anyone else. Jumping into the taxi, she gave the cab driver the address to the Laundromat, because it was just down the street from where she was staying.

      Taking out the wad of money, she kept it low as she carefully counted each bill.

      Eleven-Hundred Dollars?!

      Holy Shit!

      She counted the money twice and then started to cry.

      And, what if they contacted her again? Wait?! How could they contact her?! Oh shit!

      Sitting back in the seat, she wondered what she should do next.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Going home, her immediate concern was to check on the kids. Leaving them alone at the house always weighed heavily on her mind, but she was glad she had instilled a sense of security and discipline in her children. The babies were asleep. She hid the money in the usual hiding place, the floorboards that had been empty for so long that cobwebs were taking over.

      Despite the cold water, she still took a quick shower.

      The experience had been degrading and embarrassing, but it really hadn’t been that bad. Not as bad as some of the things Ray Sr. had made her do.

      Lying with her children in the bedroom, she kissed both of their foreheads and for the first time in a very long time, she fell right to sleep.
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      A hard knocking at the door sent her into a panic as she rushed to the window to see who was at the door. It was the greedy, gross landlord.

      “You better have something for me, bitch!” he snarled.

      She ran to get the money. After counting out a thousand dollars, she ran down the stairs. “Get your ass away from us!” she screamed and shoved the money at his chest.

      He looked incredulously down at the money. “How’d you get this? You tramping yourself out on my property?”

      “I got a job!” she snarled. “Now get your raggedy ass away from me before I call the cops!”

      He snarled, but turned away and went to his car.

      Closing the door, she cried in relief. Her heart was racing, and her knees were weak. Slowly, she slid down the door until she was sitting the floor.

      Ray Jr. peeked around the corner with a smirk on his face. “That was cool, Momma,” he said.

      Fixing her face and smiling, feeling a lot better after her son’s approval, she said, “Your mom still has something there.”

      Coming to her, Ray sat down next to her and leaned his head against her arm. “Good, ‘cause I was scared Daddy might do what he promised.” She frowned and looked down at his concerned face. “What was that, baby?”

      “He said he was gonna beat you down.”

      “I’m sorry you had to see that, Ray. I’m sorry I didn’t have the strength to leave before you had to see any of that.”

      “If you would have left sooner, we wouldn’t have had Lannie,” he said observantly.

      Kissing his forehead, Blair held him close.

      One problem down and ninety-nine to go.
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        * * *

      

      With the extra money, Blair went to the store to get some more food and bought some items to close up the windows and doors to block out the drafts in the house until she could afford to get the heat on. While she was at the grocery store, she borrowed the manager’s phone, she called the number again. No one answered, but she left a message.

      “It’s me. B.” Using the name the man gave her last night; she hoped it would protect her identity. “I’m interested in making some more money tonight. If you can help, I’ll call this number back in exactly thirty minutes.”

      She walked around the grocery store for a while before asking to use the manager’s phone again, promising it would be her last time. If she made enough money this time, she would definitely get a temporary phone.

      

      This time when she called the number, that same voice from yesterday answered. Again, Blair couldn’t be sure if this was a female or a little boy.

      “You want more, huh?”

      Blair blushed. “Not necessarily that, but I’ll take what I can get if … well, if it doesn’t require sex.”

      The voice grunted. “Actually, Big Reg told me there were a couple of requests for you. Can you do a repeat performance? Private gigs pay more money; especially if it’s last minute, like this one  is.”

      She didn’t want to, but knowing if she did a good job, she could take some money down to the gas company and arrange some kind of payment plan for the heat.

      “Okay. I’ll do it again, but...”  She sighed. “I’ll do it.”

      “Be very clean before the job. The cab you caught yesterday will be where he dropped you off today at six exactly. There will be a blindfold on the back seat. You’ll put it on, lay down in the backseat and wait until the cab driver tells you to get out.   Easy peasy.”

      It didn’t sound so easy. Blair knew if it was that easy others would have been doing it as well. When she arrived home, she saw her children eating bowls of cereal and looking quite content, she told herself she would only do the job a few more times and she would never do this again.

      At close to six, she gave Ray Jr. strict instructions not to open the door to anyone while she was gone.

      “Mom where are you going?” he inquired. “Do you have a job?”

      “Something like that.”

      He accepted that and turned around to play with his sister.

      Locking her front door, she hurried down the street to see the cab pulling into the Laundromat’s parking lot. Getting in, she saw the blindfold on the seat and put it on her face.

      After forty-five minutes, the driver said, “We’re here.”

      Sitting up, she took off the blindfold and saw they were in the middle of nowhere with a large house the color of crème in front of her. The cab driver handed her an envelope and the trunk popped.

      “Get out and get the white box in the trunk. I’ll be back in four hours. Follow the instructions in the envelope precisely.”

      She shivered with nervousness but did as instructed. The white box in the trunk was not heavy and she took it out. Soon as she closed the trunk’s lid, the cab took off.

      Opening up the envelope, she read the instructions which had been printed off on a computer.

      Submissive:

      You will go into the home in front of you. To open the door, press 5353. Go in and immediately close the door. Take the stairs in front of you to the only double-doors that are open at the top of the stairs.

      Once inside that room, close the door, take off all your clothes and put on the items that are in the box. Lie on the bed, do not move and wait for further instructions.

      Under no circumstances will you speak or move once you are lying on the bed!

      The idea that she was referred to as a submissive was odd and the instructions were even odder, but she quickly obeyed. She wanted to get this over with.

      The home had very little furniture. It was as if no one lived there at all, but the home was spacious and most of all… warm.

      Blair took the spiral steps in front of her, two at a time. At the top, black double-doors were open in front of her.

      Going into this room, she noticed fresh-laid carpet on the floor and only a settee and a firm, queen-sized bed with a silk sheet on top, located in the middle of the floor.

      This room was bigger than her apartment!

      She bent down and touched the carpet. It was so soft! It felt more expensive and softer than any pillow she had ever slept on.

      A noise below her made her get back on track. Putting the box on the bed to open, she couldn’t believe what she saw.

      Inside were black-patent leather, four-inch stilettos, a diamond encrusted choker with a long steel chain attached to the back, and a Mardi-Gras masquerade mask; the eyes were covered with a mesh cap that was large enough to cover her entire head of hair.

      She had bathed before leaving home just as instructed. Remembering last time, she made sure “special parts” of her were extra clean. Unsure what to prepare for, she just hoped it was nothing worse than last time.

      After undressing, she put her clothes in the box and placed the box under the bed out of the way. She only carried identification, the money left over from yesterday and the keys to her home.

      Blair was smart, she wasn’t stupid enough to take the fake stuff, but she had to have some ID on her It wasn’t a good forgery job, but it was enough to get by certain things, like letting her sign up for free programs around the city.

      Unfortunately, it wasn’t enough to put her son back in school for the fall, but she hoped if she could get enough money now, she could afford some good fakes.

      She didn’t put the mask fully over her eyes. First, she crawled carefully onto the bed and then lied on her stomach. Taking a deep breath, forcing herself to relax, she pulled the mask down and was surrounded herself with darkness.

      She was not sure how to position her arms, so she placed her hands by her side and turned her face. There were no pillows on the bed, and she prayed she would be okay. At this point, every penny she earned counted and she didn’t want to lose a dime just because she wasn’t “submissive” enough. Yet, she wasn’t even sure how to be “submissive” when she really didn’t understand the word.

      All her life, she really hadn’t gotten school right. Once, a teacher told her she was dyslexic, but since she didn’t understand what that meant, she didn’t know how this affected her schoolwork. She could mimic people around her or pretend she understood what people were saying to her. In spite of this, she was a fast learner and could acclimate to any situation, but she just really never comprehended her schoolwork.

      When Ray Jr. came home from his first day of school, she remembered feeling worried all day because she thought he would have her same problems. Yet, he’d burst through the door laughing about how he really enjoyed going to school and wished he could go all the time.

      The sound of someone coming up the stairs brought her back to reality and Blair composed herself for the night ahead. Bracing herself, she really just wanted to see her children right then, instead of being here.
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      A door opened and someone came in walking directly toward the bed. The chain from the necklace was picked up from her side and laid perfectly centered down her back. Blair was glad for the mask, because she hadn’t expected to feel the cold chain lay between the crack of her posterior.

      She didn’t move a muscle though. Whoever was there straightened the mask to their liking and then straightened the sheet on the bed before leaving the room.

      Counting to pass the time, the next time she heard or felt something was when she got to number three hundred. The door to the room opened and she heard several sets of footsteps come in.

      “Gentlemen, tonight’s entertainment is sponsored by your hosts.” It was the voice from last night. “He was so enchanted by our entertainment yesterday he knew you would enjoy the treat again, but this time something a little different.”

      Blair was dying to know what was going to be different.

      “Would anyone care to touch?” the host asked.

      She could hear several voices raised and she prepared her mind to go far, far away.

      Warm hands touched her derriere, back and her legs. They were strong hands, but soft. These men probably hadn’t work hard a day in their lives. Still, that only meant that they made good money and soon that money would be hers; the thought prompted her to keep her ass perfectly still and control her breathing, so that her chest cavity hardly even moved.

      “Let the show begin,” the voice said.

      Brace yourself, Blair, she told herself.

      Physically, she was gone. Being completely limp and allowing someone to just touch her in a sexual way was a technique she had learned so well from being with Ray Sr. and his “friends.”

      Mentally, she was acutely aware that there were two sets of hands now touching her. They weren’t as soft as the other  hands, and they were touching her from both sides of the bed. She felt it them all over. When she was arrested from her concentration, she gnashed her teeth together harder and then pushed herself back into her world, where things couldn’t affect her or bother her or even hurt her.

      “The hands” weren’t hurting her. Actually, their touch was quite relaxing; then abruptly they stopped. A large body came onto the bed and moved over her body. This was a male body, she knew from the girth, the hairiness and the way he placed his weight on her body.

      He grabbed the chain and pulled on her neck. The way the necklace was constructed, it didn’t choke her; but it definitely made it uncomfortable. Blair remained limp. He reached beneath her, and his hand touched her breast harshly and even pinched her nipples. She grinded her teeth more but didn’t change her outer composure.

      From the sounds she heard the crowd seemed amazed at this and as she was released from the awkward hold, her body collapsed. The large body moved his hands down her back and moved his body down over her legs, while his hands rested on her posterior.

      Just as she thought the brutality was over with, he delivered a thick slap to her backside.

      She was grateful for the mask, because her eyes had shot wide open; but she drew everything inside of her to stay still. Another slap was delivered, even harder than the first. She wanted to kiss the mask because she knew her face had scrunched up tightly, but her body stayed still.

      The third tap wasn’t as hard as the second, but still severe.   She took a deep breath as the fourth one was delivered and hoped the applause was because she had stayed still; but right then she just really wanted to get up and go home.

      The large man moved from her, and another man got on top of her. This one wasn’t so large, but longer and taller. He laid his body perfectly on top of hers. His feet moved down her ankles and splayed her legs apart. He gripped her wrist and pulled her arms above her head. His torso was lean, yet powerfully muscular. She could feel the strength in his legs and arms.

      She felt his manhood slip between her lower cheeks until the tip of his manhood pressed between the gap of her womanhood.

      The idea of a man between her feminine lips and so close to her was erotic and intimidating at the same time. He had the power to do anything to her, yet he didn’t. He stayed within the realm of their agreement. The amazing part was that as he grew, he became long enough to touch the tip of her most sensitive area and every time he thrust downward, she felt her body become more and more aroused.

      Did he know he was making her wet? Of course he knew. The moisture that was letting him easily slide between her legs was because of her. She was giving him liquid power to continue his motion.

      Then, she could feel her body tighten up until hot liquid flooded over her thighs as he grinded against her so hard, she exploded as well.

      Yet only a whimper escaped her lips as her orgasm encompassed her entire being. He was gripping her hands, and she used his tightness to release her own restraint. Damn! That was completely unexpected; especially since she hadn’t had an orgasm in over eleven years.

      There was more applause and that gave her time to calm her breathing down and then lie perfectly still. The body that covered her was breathing just as heavily and she could feel him rest his chin lightly on her shoulder.

      “Let’s adjourn to the study for drinks, ladies and gentlemen,” the voice ordered.

      She listened to people file out of the room; but even when she heard the door close, she didn’t move--mainly because she wanted the money, but also because the man was still lying on top of her.

      When there was no one else walking around the bedroom, he moved away from her, and she heard him get off the bed.

      Minutes passed and her bladder started to talk to her. Should she move on her own? Or should she just stay?

      She needed this money badly and didn’t want to do anything to mess it up. Water ran to the left of her and then she felt a presence come back to the bed. She couldn’t help but gasp as a warm towel pressed up against her. NO ONE had EVER done this to her – AND HE WAS VERY THOROUGH.

      She was light enough to blush ten times and knew he saw that she was embarrassed by his concentrated effort to wipe his essence away from her. Was he worried about pregnancy? Was he diseased?

      When he was done, she heard him walk away from the bed, but in a moment his presence returned.

      “You can get dressed now,” a deep voice ordered.

      Sitting up, she immediately pulled off the mask to look up into the most gorgeous, teal eyes she had ever seen. And he was a white man! A very muscular white man about six feet tall. She could see he was very muscular because he wasn’t wearing a shirt, and he was just putting on a belt and closing his pants. His chest was sculptured like a lean male model and not a centimeter of fat could be seen. Her fingertips itched to touch his body to see if he was real, because she just didn’t trust her eyes.

      He had very, dark brown, soft hair nicely cut to frame his very gorgeous, serious face. His hair was longer in the front and tapered short in the back; giving him a very debonair appearance, as long as she didn’t look directly into those stark, bluish-seaweed eyes. He didn’t have to do much to look mean. His face was had a naturally serious appearance.

      He handed her a washcloth. It was slightly wet, but it was enough for her to clean up. Standing up, she wiped herself off quickly, although he had done a pretty good job. She took off the stilettos before bending down and getting the box from under the bed.

      He was watching her intently the whole time, as if he expected her to say something to him. Blair had never been in a room alone with a white man.   This man was too handsome for words, and she just didn’t know how to accept what they had just done together; and she was dying to know if he had been there the first night?

      No, the other guy felt different--heavier, wider and…hairier. This man wasn’t hairy. His chest was flawless, smooth, completely stripped of hair.

      Damn if she didn’t want to just touch his chest and then slide her fingers down to count out the packs on his stomach.

      “Don’t you have questions?” he asked. His voice was hard and naturally scratchy. He didn’t look like he smoked or imbibed any substances that would cause damage to his vocal cords. His outer appearance was stiff, as if he was more uncomfortable with her presence than she was with his.

      Why would he be? She wondered.

      She shook her head to respond to his question. The less she said, the less she would reveal about herself. Plus, she remembered the first thing Jona had said. Don’t ask any questions.

      “You just do this and go home?” he questioned, having the nerve to look bothered by this observation. He seemed like a person that was used to people asking him for something.

      She could tell by his neatly groomed nails and nice, naturally dark, olive skin that he took very good care of himself. Why should he look as if there was something wrong with what she did, because didn’t he just masturbate on top of her in front of everyone?

      She nodded, trying to hurry up and get out of there.

      He went to the end of the bedpost, where a white wife-beater and a dress shirt hung under a very expensive watch.

      This was the man who had been on top of her?! The one who had brought her to orgasm!? She should say something…right?

      She put on her clothes and watched him out of the corner of her eye, while he just blatantly watched her. Maybe he thought she was going to steal something. He was finished buttoning up his shirt, by then, she had all her clothes on and was trying to get the choker off her neck; but her fingers just couldn’t release the clasp.

      He came up behind her and pushed her hands away. When the choker fell from her neck, she caught it and turned to the man.

      He smelled like almonds and sweet musk – something expensive, but not overly strong. He was close to her again and his hard expression and tight lips unnerved her; yet that sense that he was more ill at ease in her company than she was with him amused her. She smirked at this observation because it couldn’t possibly be true.

      “What’s so funny?” he asked in a growl.

      Should she bite the bullet or indulge him? Blair had a feeling he wasn’t going to stop bothering her until she said something. Maybe she was making him uncomfortable because she hadn’t said a word. Giving her honest assessment of him, she said, “You seem nice; but you look mean, and you sound even meaner.”

      He stiffened more – as if that were possible; but he accomplished it perfectly. “That’s your opinion,” he said with a cruel narrowness of his eyes. “I’m just direct.”

      “Really?” she asked a little in disbelief at his statement and from assessing his body language. While she put the items back in the box, including the expensive choker, she asked, “So if I said you seem uncomfortable around me would that also be an opinion?”

      Before he answered, there was a knock on the door and the big man from yesterday came in with a gold box about the size of a small shoe box. The man in the room went to retrieve the box as if it meant something very valuable to him.

      “Where’s the box with your stuff, B?” The big man from yesterday gruffly said.

      Blair brought him the large box.

      “You put everything in there?” the big guy asked suspiciously.

      “Yes,” she said, as if it should be obvious.

      He took the box and said, “Your cab is waiting outside.”

      “She’ll be down in a moment,” the other man said irritably.

      The big man looked at her and Blair nodded, as if she needed to assure him, she was fine.

      When the big guy left, the other guy closed the door and faced Blair looking as if he was waiting for her to say something to him.

      She didn’t know if that was a good thing or bad thing that this guy was being rude to the larger man; but this guy’s persona seemed to radiate selfishness.

      “What’s your name?” he asked facing her.

      His tone of voice demanded that she answer, but Blair had gone through the gambit of men forcing her, beating her and yelling at her. Now that she was away from her former life and her kids well-being meant everything to her now, she was determined to stand up for herself and not just accept being treated like tissue on the bottom of someone’s shoe. Her identity meant everything to her and to give it away so easily was just not within her to do at this time.

      “I should go,” she said holding her eyes down to show only docility, hoping he would feel pity and let her go.

      “Why are you doing this?”

      “I really should go.”

      He didn’t move from the pathway to the door and his body was large enough to block her from leaving. Blair hoped the big guy hadn’t gone too far.

      Yet, being docile wasn’t going to cut it with him, so Blair decided to just lay out the truth with him. “What do you want from me, honestly? You don’t want to really know my name? You don’t really care what happens to me? So, what do you really want?”

      He looked conflicted and turned his body slightly away, but then back to her. Running a frustrated hand through his hair and even hitting his fist on his powerful thighs – thighs she remembered gripping her and how his body had gyrated on the back of her. She was only slightly curious as to how he would feel on top of her.

      “Can I meet you somewhere? Another day?” he asked, stepping toward her. There was an urgency coming from him, which she could feel radiating over to her. “Where we can talk comfortably.”

      “No,” she said determinedly. The negative statement shot out of her mouth quickly, harshly, as if he had insulted her and she stepped back, because his proximity did something to her senses. That was something that a man had not done in a long time, and it scared her, because that “something” had caused her to become something she didn’t want to be anymore.

      He would only make her become something she didn’t want to become.

      His eyes turned darker. He looked very angry; but he moved out of her way, letting her walk by him to get to the door. She held back her look of relief because she knew whenever she showed Ray Sr., she was glad, he would slap her on the side of her face with the back of his hand.

      This one just grabbed her arm just as she opened the door.

      “Please,” he said in a deep whisper with a desperation that stirred her soul.

      Looking up into his deep eyes that seemed to go from blue to green and then a mixture of both. “Bea,” she said, using the nickname they had given her yesterday.

      This sufficed. He let her go and handed her the gold box. Quickly taking it, refusing to make further eye contact, she hurried out of the room and down the stairs.

      The big guy was at the cab and opened the door for her to get in.

      “Z said call that number tomorrow at four o’clock.” He handed her a wad of money and frowned down at the gold box. “He gave that to you?”

      “Yes, when I was leaving out of the room.”

      “The whole box?” “And he didn’t take anything out?”

      “I don’t remember him doing so,” she answered.

      “What’d you do for him in that short amount of a time?”

      Insulted by the innuendo, she said, “Nothing!”

      The big guy smirked with a look of disbelief. “Enjoy and again, good job.”

      She got into the back of the car and the big guy closed the door. The driver didn’t say anything to her as she gave him the location to the Laundromat.

      When her heart stopped racing, she looked down at the wad of money that the big guy had given her. Counting out each bill slowly, she couldn’t believe yet again, twelve hundred dollars was in her hand. Once she was done, she picked up the gold box the other guy had seemed to shove in her hand.

      There was a latch on the box, and she had to press extra hard in order to open it.

      The cab was just pulling up in the parking lot as she pulled the lid up, she gasped at the contents inside of the box.

      This had to be a mistake.
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