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Chapter One



Savannah wiped away a tendril of hair with
the back of her hand, which had fallen across her flushed, sweaty
face and stuck there by sweat on this hot and humid day. Not only
was she hot and sweaty from the hot, muggy day, but cooking shrimp
jambalaya over a hot stove didn’t help. Her momma was sick in the
hospital again, and her cancer returned to haunt her. Therefore,
Savannah was stuck cooking for her father and brother Thomas John,
or T.J. for short. Not only that, but she was also cleaning up
after them both; now her momma wasn’t there to do anything, and it
wasn’t as if the men would help either.

She missed her momma a lot and hated that
her cancer was back. This time, it had spread too much, and nothing
could help her. This time, it was terminal. Seeing her mom looking
frail and sick in her hospital bed was hard. She missed her best
friend, the two doing girlie things together. She loved it when
they enjoyed a pampering day at the spa, but all that was just a
memory now.

She was now the dutiful daughter since she
was the only daughter. She not only worked full-time as a secretary
in a law office, but she was also the cook and housekeeper.
Therefore, these days, she was always in a rush before, during, and
after work. Her daddy was a strict southern father, a stickler for
routine and duty, expecting dinner on time, on the dot, without
fail. But it didn’t stop there because good southern daughters did
the cleaning and laundry and provided hot meals on time. Her father
expected it and demanded it, leaving Savannah with little
choice.

Savannah was looking forward to this Friday
night. Seeing her honey, Beau, was the highlight of her week.
Sighing as just the thought of him made her smile. She couldn’t
believe how lucky she was. All her friends were jealous when she
started going out with Beau since he was such a hunk. He had long
brown hair down to his shoulders, just the thought making her sigh.
Luckily for her, he also kept himself in fantastic shape. His deep
emerald green eyes were like pools to sink yourself in. Which
always made her swoon, and he came with perfect six-pack abs, too.
Beau’s cute ass, which he kept dressed only in tight jeans, caused
her to shiver with delight. Groaning, she felt her clit start to
throb. Oh god!

Not now, girl; you’re supposed to be
cooking here. Therefore, keep your mind on the job. “Oh Shit!”
she yelled out, suddenly remembering about dinner. You don’t need
to make yourself any hotter than you are, girl. Ruin this dinner,
and you will be a hot mess and not in the way you would like. You
are risking a yelling from her daddy or a slapping behind the head
as the usual result of any ruined dinner. He yelled at her for
wasting good money by ruining their dinner, and it wasted good food
and money in his eyes.

She jumped suddenly when she heard the front
door slam, signaling that her daddy had arrived home. While waiting
for him to enter the house, she wondered what mood he would be in
today. She slowly stirred the bubbling pot on the stove, wondering
while waiting for him to say something. It was always better to let
him make the first move and make it easy to judge his mood. That
was one thing she had learned from experience over the years.

Standing there holding her breath, waiting
to see how things would go, she was relieved finally to breathe
easier when he eventually entered the kitchen. Sober for once,
along with the look of being in a good mood for a change. His good
mood would be short-lived since she had lived in this scenario
before. She couldn’t tell this time if it were due to him having
been to visit her mother earlier in the hospital like he said he
would. Maybe the thought he was possibly going to see her mom after
dinner or, more than likely, the cold beer waiting in the
fridge.

“Smells good. What are you cooking,
Savannah? Also, what time will this meal be on the table?” raising
an eyebrow quizzingly at her.

“Usual time, Daddy, 6 p.m.” relieved she
would have it ready for a change. Otherwise, there would have been
another dramatic scene, the more unnecessary drama she didn’t need
from her father, ending with a punishment of some kind.

“Good, it better be,” he demanded.

She gulped down the large lump in her
throat. “It will be. I promise.”

“I’m only checking to be sure.” At the same
time, he bent down to get a beer out of the fridge, then stepped
into the living room. He turned the T.V. on before sitting in his
favorite chair to drink and watch T.V. His daily routine never
changed. Savannah rolled her eyes; you could set your watch with
him.

She watched him leave the kitchen, guessing
that the argument was over since he seemed content with a beer in
his hand. Which meant one of two things: he’d been earlier to visit
momma, which she hoped for her mother’s sake. Or the other
alternative, he wasn’t going at all since he was drinking his beer.
Praying he wouldn’t have time to get too drunk before dinner so it
wouldn’t end up being one of those nights again for her and
T.J.

Next, she cut up some bread, which she
plated up and put on the table, ready to have with their dinner.
She also got the plates and cutlery out to place on the table.
While setting the table, she glanced up when her father came out of
the living room. He always made such a big show of looking at his
watch before reaching in and getting another beer out of the
fridge. She didn’t say a word, just kept on with her task, hoping
she was making a reasonable effort at not noticing what he was up
to.

“It had better be,” he grunted, cracking his
can of beer, crudely belching, then returning to the living
room.

She was nearly in tears with the stress of
doing everything herself and coping with a full-time job. Her
father’s attitude sure didn’t help matters. What could she do? She
was stuck here for now. She was saving her money to get away and
make a new start somewhere else. There was no way she could stay
here with her father. He was bad-tempered and drunk most of the
time. She deserved more since it was unlikely that her mother would
be coming back home again. Unfortunately, she still didn’t have
enough money to escape, but she was nearly at her target. She
needed to get a place big enough for T.J. and herself. She couldn’t
leave him there alone with her father.

She returned to the kitchen and got a pot
from the cupboard to serve their jambalaya when ready. She stirred
the stew again. Not much longer now, she thought. Quickly
glancing up at the clock to see how much time she had left to get
dinner on the table. Oh, shit, only ten minutes. She took a
spoonful to taste, blowing on it to cool it down. “Yes, it’s
ready,” she muttered to herself. She began dishing it into the
serving pot, ready to put it on the table. When she’d placed it on
the table, she called out to her father and T.J., “Daddy, T.J.
dinner is ready.” She sat at the table, ready for the two to appear
for dinner.

She wondered why they were taking so long.
While waiting and listening, she finally heard her father getting
up from his chair in the living room. He made her jump when he
flung the kitchen door open with force, hitting the wall. He had
been drinking somewhere else earlier since he appeared drunk
already since she’d only seen him have two beers after arriving
home.

He looked down at his watch to check the
time and drunkenly yelled at her, “just as well, girl.” Then, he
slowly made his way over to the table, stumbling just before
sitting down. “Where’s your fucking brother?”

“I don’t know,” she stammered. ‘I’ll check.
I think he’s in his room,” she said hurriedly. She got up and
headed towards T.J.’s bedroom. She knocked loudly on T.J.’s bedroom
door before entering, not even waiting for a response. Shaking her
head, typical she thought in his bedroom with his headphones
busy gaming. She tapped him on his shoulder, making him jump,
swinging around in his chair.

“Dinner's ready, T.J. Hurry up; he’s in a
mood already,” she told him.

“Okay, I’m coming,” T.J. said, removing his
headphones and following her to the dining room.

“You’re late. What were you fucking busy
doing, boy? In there playing with yourself over dirty magazines, I
bet,” he yelled at T.J.

“N-n-n-n-o-o-o-o S-s-s-i-r-r,” he stammered
at their father. “Just listening to music with my headphones on,
Sir.”

“Hummppff!” he scowled back. “Well, you’ve
made dinner late for everyone now. I hope you’re pleased with
yourself. Punishment will be coming after dinner.”

“S-s-s-s-o-o-r-r-y S-s-s-i-r-r! I won’t do
it again,” making him look down at the table in shame.

“It’s my fault,” Savannah said. I should
have gotten him out of his bedroom instead of just yelling out like
I did.” She tried desperately to take the blame from T.J. back on
herself, hoping she would be the one to get punished and not
T.J.

“Better not do that again then,” he sneered.
He thumped his fist hard on the table, making everything jump along
with Savannah and T.J. “If you know what’s good for you, Savannah,”
he jeered at her, “or you’ll be paying for it big time.” He didn’t
know why, but it gave him such a thrill, making them jump to his
every whim.

She didn’t understand why he had all this
anger and resentment toward her. She knew he missed her mother due
to all the attention and work she did for him, but why take it out
on her? She couldn’t help it if she couldn’t match her mother’s
skills. She was doing the best she could.

Cringing when she sat down, she knew it
would be one of those nights again. He’d only had two beers here,
so God knows how many. I wonder what his problem is today. Sure,
there must be something else going on as well. She began watching
her father warily while he took a spoonful of dinner.

He spat it straight out back into his bowl,
yelling, “What the fuck do you call this shit? It’s disgusting” he
yelled out. He picked his bowl up and threw it against the kitchen
wall. “Clean that mess up now, girl!” He yelled at her while
pushing his chair back from the table and standing up. God, it gave
him such a thrill and high doing that just now. He could even feel
the beginnings of a hard-on. It gave him such pleasure. He grabbed
another beer from the fridge as he passed by on his way back to the
living room. Looking at the mess he made on the wall, he took great
delight in watching it slowly drip down the wall, smirking at his
excellent work.

When she heard him complain about the meal,
she closed her eyes, waiting, wondering, knowing something was
coming. Knowing something would go next but not knowing what it
would be. Harsher words or some physical reaction? It still managed
to make her jump whenever it came. With that thought came the
bowl's sound smashing against the wall. Tears began slipping out
from under her closed eyes. She thought the dinner she made tasted
nice. It wasn’t her fault her food never tasted as good as her
momma’s in his eyes. Nothing she cooked nor ever did would be good
in his eyes. She pushed her bowl back, her appetite now gone. She
went into the kitchen and got some cleaning cloths from the
cleaning cupboard to clean up the mess. She began picking up all
the broken bowl pieces and throwing them in the bin. She filled a
bucket with water and began cleaning the mess off the wall before
getting down on the floor to start cleaning the mess that had
dripped down off the wall onto the floor.

“I’m sorry I got you into trouble, Sis,”
said T.J.

“It’s okay, T.J., it’s not your fault. I
wish momma were still here. I think no matter what I or rather we
do, it will always be wrong in his eyes, or he’ll find fault with
it.” She sniffed as the tears started again. T.J. came over, picked
her up off the floor, and hugged her.

“I’m sorry, sis. I wish I could stand up to
him,” he said woefully.

“No, T.J.,” pushing him away. “You shouldn’t
have to. You’re only seventeen. You’re only a child; he’s the
adult,” she cried. “Plus, he’d only beat you up. Things would be
even worse. Please don’t do anything rash, for my sake, okay?
Anyway,” she sniffed. “You have your college game to look forward
to on Friday night. Gotta be looking good for that,” she smiled at
him through tears.

“Yeah,” he said as he put his arms around
Savannah, giving her another hug.

“Come on! Let’s go finish your dinner,” she
said, squeezing him tightly back. Brushing her tears quickly away,
she kept him company at the table while he ate his dinner. “I’ll
just finish cleaning that up later. If he doesn’t like it too bad,”
she said, wondering where this new-found courage came from.

While they were sitting at the table, the
living room door suddenly flew open, giving them both such a
fright, making them jump together. She noticed he made a point of
looking to see if she’d cleaned the mess up yet. “What’s that shit
still doing there?”

“I’ve cleaned some of it up. I’ll do the
rest when T.J. finishes his dinner. I’ve got manners. I don’t leave
people eating by themselves.” Shocked at herself, she courageously
spoke back to her father like that.

“I’ll do the rest when T.J.’s finished his
dinner,” he mocked her, sneering. “No, you are fucking not. You’re
going to get down there and clean it up right now, Missy,”
continuing to point his finger at her, stabbing it in the air.

“Yes sir,” she said begrudgingly, getting up
from her chair to finish cleaning up the mess while he stood there
watching her.

Fortunately, he soon lost interest and
wandered off to get another beer out of the fridge. “I better not
still see that mess there next time I come out here, Missy.” He
carried on back into the living room without looking back. He was
gloating at the knowledge that he had managed to get her to snap to
it immediately, and she had done as he had demanded of her.

By the time she had finished cleaning it up,
T.J. had finished his dinner. Savannah cleared everything off the
table and then washed the dishes. T.J. helped her by drying the
dishes and putting them away. She looked around, safe in the
knowledge that everything was now put away and the kitchen was
clean and tidy. She could go to bed and sleep. Safe in the
knowledge that her father couldn’t rip her out of her bed in the
middle of the night to clean up the kitchen. She had a quick shower
before finally relaxing in bed to read. She didn’t get to read for
long before eventually succumbing to sleep.

She awoke the following day when her alarm
went off. Groaning, she rolled over to see the time, then pushed
the snooze button. She decided she had enough spare time to stay
there for a bit longer before she had to get up.

She rubbed her eyes and sighed. She had to
get up this time when the alarm went off again. She couldn’t stay
there any longer. She got up, showered, dressed for work, and put
her makeup on. She went down to the kitchen to prepare breakfast
for T.J. and herself. When she got down there, she could hear the
loud, uneven snoring coming from the living room; her father had
never made it up to bed last night and was unlikely now to need
breakfast.

She put cereal on the table before removing
the milk from the fridge. After setting breakfast on the table, she
went to T.J.’s room to ensure he was awake. Typical, he was sound
asleep. T.J. gave his everyday resistance, groaning before rolling
over, trying to ignore her. She smiled secretly to herself. She
softly told him, “Come on, T.J., it's time to get up, or you’ll be
late for school.” She turned around to leave him to it while she
ate breakfast.

T.J. eventually entered the kitchen,
scratching his head while yawning loudly. “Morning, sis” he
mumbled.

“Morning, Mr. Happy,” she chuckled back.
“Come on, hurry up, or you’ll be late for school,” she chirped.
“I'll head off to work when I finish my coffee here. Make sure you
get ready, okay? No sneaking back to bed,” she said, raising her
eyebrow at him.

“Yes, I know! I must keep my grades up to
stay on the team,” he sighed before taking a mouthful of cereal,
looking forlornly down at the table.

“Yes, you do! Don’t forget that T.J. Beau
and I will be coming to your game tonight so you will have some
support from us. I will stop off and see Mom for a little bit after
work. There are some leftovers in the fridge to eat for dinner. If
you want a bite to eat before heading off to the game.”

“Nah! The guys and I might grab a takeout
after school. We can hang out for a bit before the game.”

“Okay then. Do you have enough money, T.J.
to buy some food?” she asked, grabbing her wallet.

“Yeah! Thanks Sis.”

“Okay, I’m going to head off to work now,”
putting her wallet away in her purse. “Will you be all right?” she
nodded towards the living room where their father was sleeping.

“Yeah. I’ll clean up the breakfast dishes
before I go. Hopefully, I’ll be long gone when he comes
around.”

“Thanks, T.J. You’re helping me out here. It
helps me get to work early. I can hopefully leave work a bit
earlier to see Mom, then I’ll see you later tonight at the game,
okay? Which reminds me, I better leave him a note.” Grabbing a pen
and paper, she quickly scribbled a note telling her father she was
visiting her mom in the hospital. There were leftovers in the
fridge for his supper since she would go to T.J.’s game after her
hospital visit and leave it on the table for her father to see.
Would it get ignored, she wondered?

“Okay, I’m going now, T.J. I’ll see you
tonight,” she smiled.

“Ummm, yeah. See ya, sis,” he mumbled again
at her through another mouthful of cereal.

She shook her head, smiling as she picked up
her purse to head out the door. She got in her car today instead of
catching the bus, which would save her time and lots of waiting
after work. After a twenty-minute drive, she arrived at the law
firm where she worked as a secretary. She parked her car in the
staff parking lot and headed into the office. First, she went to
the kitchen to make a coffee, ready to sit down and start work for
the day. She breathed a sigh of relief when she got to the kitchen.
Someone had got there before her and put the pot of coffee on. I
was delighted the coffee was brewing, and she didn’t have to make
it for a change.

After grabbing a cup of coffee, she sat down
at her desk. She set her cup of coffee on her desk, ready to start
the day. She began by sorting through the mail sitting on her desk.
She was expecting a busy morning, as usual. On a Friday, the
partners would throw everything at her to have everything done by
lunchtime. They would be free for their regular boozy two-hour
lunch at midday. After lunch, they were usually out for the rest of
the day, doing house escrows or court with their clients to get as
much work as possible before the weekend. This usually made her
Friday mornings very busy, and she was glad when lunchtime rolled
around. Usually, their office would then quieten down for the rest
of the day since all the partners would take off for the rest of
the afternoon. However, sometimes, this made Friday afternoons drag
a bit since it was quiet around the office. Luckily, though, she
would have enough to keep her busy today. This would keep her busy,
so it didn't give her time to sit around worrying about her
mom.

She loved going to visit her mom but hated
seeing her sick in the hospital. Her mom’s lymph gland cancer had
returned, now in its terminal stages. She had been feeling the
effects more this time around and needed to remain in the hospital
for treatment. St Johns was a well-respected hospital offering only
the best care for all its patients, so she was glad they could
afford great palliative care for her mom.

Savannah was glad she could leave work when
the day ended. She stopped off at the florist next door to the
office. She picked out a lovely bouquet of colorful wildflowers,
hoping it would cheer her mom up and make her room smell beautiful.
She also hoped it would help mask some hospital smell hanging in
the air.

When she exited the florist, she turned the
corner to go down the small side street where her car was parked.
Suddenly, she had an eerie feeling. She didn’t know why. It felt
like someone was following her. She cautiously turned around now
and again, but no one was there. She shook her head, thinking she
was just being silly, but still, she couldn’t shake the feeling
that she was being watched. She quickened her pace to get to her
car. Just your imagination, she kept trying to tell herself.
There’s no one there. You’re just being ridiculous.

When she got closer to her car, she got her
car keys out of her purse. She pushed the button on the electronic
key to open the doors, glad her car would be open when she got
there. She opened the door and quickly got in, slamming it shut
behind her and locking it. Feeling safer now, she gently placed her
mother’s bouquet on the passenger seat beside her and her bag on
the floor. She started her car for the short drive to the
hospital.

When she arrived near the hospital, she
found that car parking was at a premium. She found herself having
to drive around looking for a parking spot. Cursing at her bad
luck, she would have to go everywhere looking for a parking spot.
Eventually, after driving around the block a few times, she finally
came across someone arriving back and getting in their car. She
breathed a sigh of relief when she eventually found a car space.
She was a bit worried, though, as to where she now had to park. It
was down a dark side street, and it was now dusk, and there didn’t
seem to be any street lights around for some reason—only one at
each end of the small side street.

Still unable to shake the feeling of someone
watching her, she shivered in her seat. But it would just have to
do for now if she wanted to see her mom. She picked up her mom’s
flowers off the car seat and smiled. She loved their beautiful
scent, and it made her car smell beautiful. She remembered she
hadn’t rung Beau to check that he was still coming to T.J.’s game
with her. She began rummaging around in her purse until she found
her cell. She dialed Beau’s number. “Hi baby, it’s me?” she grinned
when he answered.

“Hi, babe. How are you doing?” he breathed
sexily over the phone.

“I love it when you call me. That makes me
tingle all over. I’m good. I’ve just arrived at the hospital to
visit Mom. Just ringing to check you were still coming with me to
T.J.’s game tonight, baby?”

“Yes, I sure am, my little Jellybean. Any
excuse to spend time and be with my honey, you know that,” he said
huskily. “Anyway, while I’ve got you, I thought we could go out for
dinner afterward, and T.J. can come along. That’s if he wants to
hang out with us oldies.”

I giggled, “Thanks, baby, you’re very good
to me and T.J.” She loved how Beau knew about their situation at
home and that he often included T.J. “I’ll meet you there,
okay?

“Okay, I’ll see you there. I love you,
Jellybean.”

“I love you too, baby,” she said, smiling.
She loved his cute nickname for her. “Bye, I can’t wait to see
you,” she squealed excitedly, feeling like a teenager again.

“Bye, honey. Miss you,” he whispered through
the phone to her.

“Miss you too,” as she kissed him through
the phone. She then clutched her cell to her chest when they
finally hung up on each other. She smiled happily as she threw her
cell back in her purse and exited her car.

She began walking briskly down the street,
relieved when she finally reached the well-lit hospital entrance.
She entered the main doors, heading for the elevator to take her to
her mom’s room on the fifth floor. She felt tears pricking her
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