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SAMBA TO DEATH – PREFACE


The work of literature that indeed sounds like samba is wrapped in a cover of spectacular literature on a motorcycle. 
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This is another piece of art in a series of literary masterpieces by Dianna Diverno. Seemingly unusual, different, telling a story that follows an avant-garde group of bikers that ravage the famous Wild West of the American states. Various stages of behavior interweave through feelings and thoughts of the main protagonist of this adventurous reading – from triumphal to remorseful, from calm and timid to extremely combative. Following the path that has already been paved in the famous Wild West by heroes such as the Headless Rider or more recent Ghost Rider, we can recognize the thread that the author has been trying to incorporate into this work which emanates quality and above all, like Brazilian samba, impressiveness.  

It is a work with an interesting and developed plot in which you can feel the author´s influence being strong and powerful; the work that only slightly considers some historical facts that interweave through the narrative structure, and which indeed represent Wild West in a famous and recognizable way in which no material facts play the crucial role. The dimensional frames of the novel Samba do Death reach different proportions, first of all the literature is presented in a funny and film-adaptive way, therefore making this novel available to every reader, and the interpretation itself has proved that Dianna Diverno again and again follows the path of the world literature.

Whether she tries to catch the flow of reality in this region or the novel´s area in Arizona and Nevada and Texas, we can feel again that the author has managed in another literary attempt to present herself this time in somewhat different and modified fashion.

The horizon of expectations of the readers who faithfully follow the protagonist´s life through the story that exudes extreme tension is at the very end slightly unmet, but Dianna as in many other novels so far enjoys to emphasize her already traditional tendency to cherishing the open ending. 
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Chapter I – Love is in dancing


[image: image]


Alden club was crowded. The whole week during that month the guests were flooding in looking for fun, good humor, striptease and fabulous dances provided by the club´s management. All the best girls of Phoenix had to pass the critical eye of Henry Stone who selected them, taught them and made them make the best of themselves after which he would give them acts he found appropriate for each of them. 

Helga, a fiery German woman, with beautiful curves and ravishing face, always performed striptease which started exactly at midnight every working night of the club (which worked mostly on the weekends) and it lasted for twenty three and a half minutes. Striptease was the best act in Alden. Other girls were envious of this German girl who used her connection with Henry´s brother to get this position that she grabbed so hard with both hands and didn’t think of letting it go easily. The girls´ salary occasionally would be late from three to ten days. Yet, they would always be paid and twice a year Henry Stone thought it was necessary to award them with some bonus and a story about them in a radio or TV show. 

Selected magician tricks were performed by Mark; Dalia group performed a wonderful belly dance, while fiery samba performance was assigned to Jessica Alami who was always dressed in carnival clothes including: plumage, bra and thongs. She had a gorgeous body, much better than Helga´s but she never agreed to perform striptease. Samba was enough for her. Her performance made of two sambas and rumba was limited to eleven minutes and started at ten past eleven sharply and lasted till eleven and twenty-one. Henry Stone always endeavored to announce her performance and her dancing would be followed by humongous applause.

Jessica knew that in this case her samba performance was only an overture to Helga´s later stripping but she gave no weight to it. Just like Helga she was receiving her salary, bonus and a local radio announcement as “Fiery Jessica who tonight again performs a sensational samba to death”. At first, such a comparison of her dancing annoyed her and she didn’t get it very well. She once talked about that with her common-law husband who among his acquaintances was known as Steve.


- Don’t worry – he said in his rascally manner and pinched her cheek. – Your performance is to death... But in bed with me!


Later she got used to the announcement and it did not bother her to be Fiery Jessica. Even Henry Stone called her the same, and as the time went by she completely became numb to that. It seemed to her as if the whole Huston forgot that her name was Jessica Alami. Her mother, who comforted her about many things that happened to her in her life, used to say that people tend to forget.  

Jessica grew up without her father and that father absence always caused a unique and specific pain which could stand mostly those girls who yearn for father´s care and love. Her mother Evelyn tried in every possible way to make her up for the father absence that she even thought of getting married to a guy from Oregon. Unfortunately, the wedding failed and so did the unique opportunity for Jessica to have a father. 

Anyhow, at the age of 18 Jessica started living with Steven and joined his group of Riders of Death.  

Stage lights were pointed at her. Her body was beautiful, curvy only in the spots that should normally be curvy, with ravishing breasts and stunning legs. That night´s costume that she was wearing consisted of red thongs and instead of a bra she had two red nipple tassels. She had a belt with plastic red snakes around her waist that went all the way around her belly. Her eyes were covered with a red mask and she had plumage on her head. She loved that costume which was more revealing than hiding. Of all her costumes, and there were five of them, this one with its scantiness was her favorite. Especially for those snakes. The snakes had always been a special cult in her mother's beliefs. 

She heard the sounds of samba and the sounds of the trumpet that actually made her performance magnificent. 

With springy steps, which pointed to the fact to the ballet connoisseurs that Jessica used to do ballet, she entered the stage and made several bold trained turns. She heard a huge round of applause, fleshes were everywhere, she heard people babbling... then she forgot it all. There was only her and samba. Her samba. Samba that she grew up with, samba she listened to in the moments of solitude and peace while her love to the dance was getting bigger and with it her need for listening to samba. 

She made several more steps. She was spinning on the stage. It seemed as if sounds of samba were one with her supple body that twisted in the rhythm of Brazil. 

She noticed two men who were sitting at the table just next to the stage. They always sat there, took photos of her and sent her greetings. Henry Stone once told her that they wanted to meet her more closely. 

- Should I give them your phone number?!

Steve would kill her!

- No way - she answered shortly. Since then she strictly prohibited Henry to tell any man anything about her, to give them her phone number or address. Jessica had no a visit card, her visit card was Steve Carls. She did not need anything more than that. He was her pass to everything, her ticket to mob circles of Houston, her young love and her imprisonment that suffocated her with its chains.

She was aware of those chains that suffocated her even when she was spinning in an ecstatic dance wanting for the dance to never stop. Songs streamed from one to another. Jessica knew exactly where the sound of one ended and the next one began. Her rhythm changed smoothly to the beats of the song. Her peacock feathers made her figure even more beautiful and shaped while sweat was slowly going down her stomach and back. The sounds became stronger, louder and her dance was slowly bringing to an end. Murmur in the hall of the club was louder which was followed by a trumpet that signaled the very end of her brilliant samba performance and her fiery Brazilian carnival dancer styling which brought her so much fame.

She bowed twice while the applause was ringing in her ears. 

Henry stood aside and signaled her with a hand that it was time to step from the stage. She glanced once again at the two men who sat at the table next to the stage. They were looking at her and waving. She ignored them. Her dance of love was over.  

With that her presence was superfluous.

- You were excellent! Marvelous! Bravisimma my darling - her assistant Nicole waited for her at the entrance to a dressing room where she carefully and mildly removed expensive and heavy makeup from Jessica's face, her cheeks and eyelids. Small cotton wool balls in no time cleaned her face and a completely changed Jessica looked in the mirror. 

Yes, it was her even now. An ordinary Houston girl with blonde hair that was carefully tied under those feathers. 

- These red feathers are amazing just like this costume - Nicole enviously looked towards Jessica's breasts and her belly which was wrapped with red plastic snakes. 

Jessica shuddered at her look. If she hadn’t known her, Jessica thought, she would have thought in some other case that Nicole was one of those closeted lesbians that only waited a favorable moment to offer some more interested woman a fantastic time in bed reduced to plastic penis penetration... She had it enough with Steve anyway. 

- It's time to take off my clothes - Jessica said and stretched out. She had been working in that club for a year and a half already and five nights a week she performed at ten past eleven. It was her time, samba time and love dance time. 

Nicole went out so that Jessica could freely change her clothes. She took her costume off in no time and left it on a hanger. She performed in it the following night too. She was completely naked. Her clothes were on a shelf aside and she put on her trousers and a white blouse she came in. Unlike Steve Carls she wasn't a fan of black leather outfits and tattoos on her body. Just on the contrary even Henry Stone himself told her once that she wouldn't get a job in that club if she by any chance had a tattoo on her body. Tattoos were strictly forbidden in Alden club´s rulebook. Jessica at first didn't realize why it was like that. 

- Have you changed? - she heard knocking on the door which she then opened. It was Anita Johnson, a beautiful young girl whose performance was before Jessica's and she performed circus acts of stretching and folding. They called her "The Rubber Girl" but she didn't mind that. Just like Jessica, Anita too became numb to those nicknames. Every job had some special aspects with it - theirs was to get used to the names they were given by many media. 

Anita was in her dressing room in no time. She was wearing a simple sweat suit. As a matter of fact, unlike Jessica, Anita was a good girl who perceived the world and life through the scope of sport. All her beliefs, attitudes, principles and standards were exclusively seen through sport. Anita in any case could not behave differently. In case something bad happened Anita would just wave off – life goes on.

However, she seemed quite worried now. She entered the dressing room and quickly closed the door as if in a rush.

- Jess! – she started quietly looking at the girl who was arranging her clothes. The difference between Jessica Alami on the stage and in a dressing room was huge, and Anita was convinced that many people would not recognize her in daylight and dressed like that. 

- Yes – Jessica was still with her back to her so she did not notice her worried face.

- I am worried – Anita immediately moved on to why she came for to Jessica.

- Why? – Jessica turned to her. 

- It has come to my ears that...

- What?! – now Jessica got worried too. She also heard of many things.

- That the Masked is in the town. You know what that means?

Jessica nodded. Was she supposed again to go through the same hell?

- So you heard that too?

- My sister told me that few hours ago she had seen a bunch of choppers rushing down the main street. It seems that the masked Joe hasn´t had enough of the bullshit that he´s made recently. They say he spent some time in some prison and then he got away with it, of course... The Masked has got connections – Anita concluded. She was watching Jessica for a few moments who was thinking about the only thing that was missing – another war between motorcycle clans in Houston so that some of them would withdraw from the street scene after scuffling and beating. 

Choppers would occasionally drop by to Houston, but since Carls was the one who led his Death Riders very successfully and with a touch of protection, that only implied that the Masked Jokers were occasionally conquering other territories. They would periodically go to Las Vegas. Black Abraham was a huge fan of roulette and all types of card-playing. He would spend enormous amounts of money on cards and gambling and, among others, on women too. Everybody who was a member of Masked Jokers followed Abraham´s example of debauchery, arrogance and impudence.

- Does Steve know that? – asked Anita when she noticed that Jessica was not answering.

- He is probably informed. I haven’t seen him since yesterday – she said quietly. She hated that habit of his – he would simply disappear for a couple of days with his squad after which he would gun his engine and for sure come back to Houston in order to rush the streets with the police at his heels. Not once had Steven Carls been taken to the police for disturbing public peace and order, and not once had he spent there couple of days.

Nothing could surprise Jessica anymore, except...

-If he doesn’t find out, you tell him anyway that the Masked is back!

- Ok – Jessica confirmed. Her legs hurt, she had enough of that day and everything, she could not wait to go home, take a bath and go to sleep.

Anita soon said goodbye to her and Jessica got ready. She left the club leisurely. Thundering laughter of the audience was coming to her ears. Augusto Sherifez was just performing his mega-act of making laugh the audience. Augusto was a dwarf, he was only a meter and a half tall, and he was chubby, but he was one of the best comedians that Jessica had ever met in her life. He could bring the audience to its feet at a lighting sped, and more than once his mega-acts of making laugh the audience had been aired in many local radio stations in Phoenix. It seemed that Augusto and Helga were the greatest assets that Alden had, and Jessica didn’t think of it as a problem that she had to compete with them. One eleven-minute act was more than enough to her.

Night air felt good to her. She could hear the noise of motorcycles and the bustle of the city in the distance. She realized that it all was unattractive her. 

She was walking towards her car not noticing that some man was watching her for quite some time. 

The house that she lived in with Steven was ordinary house. It was a tableland in which majority of Steven´s friends had their own houses. Some of them lived in trailers. It was enough for them, especially if they were single. 

The house that she and Steve rented was a lovely low-set house of the standard American style with beautiful shutters and balcony flowers. It had four rooms and a kitchen, but the bathroom was tiny and reduced to a toilet, shower and a small washbasin with an old mirror above it.

Jessica was the one who was paying the rent while Steve was doing his best to provide food. They made an impression of a harmonious and beautiful couple. 

She reached home with her five year old Audi and noticed that Steve got back with his Riders. There were at least ten motorcycles of different brands. Suzuki, Yamaha and Ninja were in front of the house arranged one behind another like sardines. Very loud music was coming from the house which automatically made Jessica see the obvious fact that she would not get enough sleep that day in spite of hangover. 

Steve Carls was out of town for thirty six hours already. He and the Riders used to leave the city for a ride across precipitous and very dangerous landscapes of Phoenix, and they would often ride through canyons well aware of the risk and danger. Only some of them would carry parachutes on their back in case they lost control over their petrol pet. Just two of Steven´s friends had slipped and disappeared in a canyon. Parachutes were of no help there. 

She heard the sound of the guitars and sighed deeply before she entered the house. 

Steven´s friends John Junior, Carlos and Sax were standing at the very entrance and talking something. They used to swear a lot, catcall girls and behave in an extremely primitive and awful way. They were drinking canned beer and talking about girls. When they saw Jessica they stopped talking. 

- Hey, Madam – started John Junior. He used to tease her all the time. – Finished with your little act of salsa carnival? – looking at her with true interest. On one occasion few of Steven´s friends went to the club to see Jessica´s Brazilian samba act. They were delighted, mostly about her body. One of them once said something about that in front of Steven. Steve almost beat him to death. 

No one had ever mentioned samba again. It was a forbidden topic. 

- Yes – she glanced at him. She felt an extreme aversion for him. With long black hair, always unshaven, wearing clothes smelling of sweat and beer. Regardless of that he was always boasting with riding the best motorcycle – Yamaha...

- I bet that most men were drooling over her – John Junior turned towards those two – you just see what tits this chick has.

The two guys looked towards her. 

Knowing that the conversation would take place in the direction of her tits, Jessica went inside. She didn’t want to listen to any retelling of that topic which staged among Steven´s squad only when he was away. 

There was around ten of them in the house. The music was playing turned up to full. There were even some unfamiliar chicks that Steve´s friends had picked up down the road. All the rooms in the house were closed.  Jessica angrily rolled her eyes. She already knew what was going on behind the closed doors. 

She had spoken with Steven about that so many times. And it would end up the same way – with a simple slap on her cheek. Because Steven believed that his friends deserved to have some fun.

Too bad that that fun was provided in their house. Not just once had Jessica changed creased bedding with various marks on it, thrown away bottles and beer cans, broken glasses. And not once had she noticed some objects missing from the house. Even the police intervened twice.  

This night threatened to be a hell. It was a matter of time when the inspector Stanley would knock the door with an arrest warrant. 

Jessica sighed and started looking for Steven. She didn’t see him anywhere. That caused wrath. The wrath that she didn’t like, that was showing how much she still was dependent on him and to what extent his care and attention meant to her.

- Where is Steve? – she asked fat Marcus.

Marcus was high and pretty drunk too. He just grinned showing two golden teeth in the upper jaw. 

- In the room! – he sneered at her.

She knew what that meant and pressed her lips.

She opened the door of one room. There was Cliff with two girls. They didn’t even notice she opened the door. They were naked and left to their own satisfaction. She closed the door and opened the door to their bedroom. 

It was at the very moment when a beautiful young lady was kissing Steve. Steven was lying on the bed naked, not even covering himself when Jessica dropped in. She stood openmouthed for a few moments. It was a familiar situation, something that she had already gone through, she had already experienced... She wasn’t even feeling the pain that she thought she might.

- Bastard! – she said loudly through clenched teeth. 

The girl who knew her job very well just glanced at her. 

- Stevie, who is this? -  she gasped in a low voice quite confused. 

- My sister, don’t worry – he waved off and showed her with his hand to come closer. He started kissing her on her neck and face pretending that Jessica was not in the room at all. His hands were over the girl´s breasts and he slowly took her corset off. 

He would equally gently take off Jessica.

“Bastard” – came through her mind when she left the room and slammed the door, “he could be a bit more original!”

She could not wait any longer to see the young prostitute get to work. At one point her eyes glistened with tears. It was no time for suffering, especially not in front of her husband´s squad half of whom were drugged but mostly drunk. 

Guns N Roses´ “You Could Be Mine” was playing. Axel Rose´s voice was echoing in her ears in some symbolic way, the way the alluring note of samba was resounding in her. During those five years of living with Steve, Jessica had listened again and again to all songs of the group, and Axel Rose seemed to her very familiar and close. Just like her mother used to listen to the songs of the Beatles and Elvis Presley. “Viva Las Vegas” was one of the songs that Jessica as a little girl started dancing to and showing the first signs of a talented dancer...  

Now Axel Rose annoyed her with his voice, his sweet caressing that made bikers suffer for it, people who were looking for fun and mostly people who were on a serious road to nowhere or to downfall. 

With true loathing on her face she was watching what was going on in the room that supposed to be her living room and which in this case was a true striptease bar. Two girls were dancing on a table. About four men were sitting aside and watching them. The girls tried to dance to the beats of the song and here and there they would unbutton their blouses... the men were devouring them with their eyes.

Jessica was watching them for a few moments realizing that their dancing is really poor, that all of that was just a show performed to entertain the boys and that all of that was truly awful. She glanced towards cigarettes butts, towards two syringes next to them and a young man in the corner sitting with a tourniquet around his biceps waiting patiently for a junkie trance to hit him. He sighed deeply and looked furtively at the girls who were dancing on the table and pulling up their skirts. 

All that had the other side, the coin was not gold just on the one side. The other side of the coin was that in those performances girls were readily showing their bodies, offering to everybody and making porn movies. As a matter of fact, a similar DVD was sold in numerous copies and countless pirate copies were made because human nature would not be the way it was if it weren’t yearning for all sorts of loathsomeness.

She sat on the bed, next to the four men who were devouring with their eyes the girls on the table. 

- Carlos, get another beer! – shouted one of the men. – Would you like one, Jess? Carlos, one more beer! Jessica decided to join us this evening – Carlos was watching her with true interest. He was looking at her blouse and face. 

Among other things Carlos was one of those who had seen her Brazilian samba act and he was delighted with her body. Though he had never said it publicly neither had he let her know that he was among the group of horndogs who were lustily undressing her with their eyes, knowing that that bloody Carls was a very lucky man to have such a treasure for himself. All of his casual relationships were lame, just like the girls he would pick up roadside. Carlos couldn’t understand Steve´s attitude that “the grass is always greener on the other side of the fence”.

Carlos was watching Jessica stealthily for a few moments, admiring her body which was perfectly shaped even in those trousers and blouse, her hair which was casually collected, her lips that were strongly pressed showing sincere and heavy wrath. And most of all he admired her body dancing so passionately to the beats of samba, her panties and bottom aware that she had the best bottom he had ever seen in his life and that Steven Carls was a jerk. Since Carlos did not have courage to talk to her regarding that issue, he could instead just watch her for a few moments. In his wildest dreams Jessica Alami often had her place with her plumage and breasts sticking out under those nipple tassels.

- Drink! – he offered her a beer can which he obligingly opened, admiring the way she took the can and brought it to her lips. Just looking at her took his breath away so he focused his attention again to a half-naked girl in front of him who, to tell the truth, even to his experienced evaluation, was not as ten percent good as Jessica. 

Jessica was feeling very, very bad. First there was a long evening interwoven with her dancing, then the madness in the house and the fact that her Steve could not behave as normally as supposed to – all of that made her wonder. 

It was time for her to finish with the old way of life. There was time for everything. And it was time that she left Steven. She had already done it twice but she would always come back aware of the fact how much she enjoyed his presence, him being next to her and loving her. Well, at least she thought he loved her. Or he loved his motorcycle more – elegant blue Suzuki with specially ordered pictures drawn on its reservoir. She herself didn’t know to what his love was directed to. 

Now she was trying to imagine him with that girl in the room. She had no peace so she got up from bed, walked over the table where two girls were performing striptease act. Guys were looking at her, but she ignored them. She opened the door just that much to see the girl on her common-law husband´s thighs and she heard their sighs, but hey were ignoring her.  

- Move harder! – she heard Steve´s voice so much familiar to her and that order was the order he had told her million times so far and she would obediently do whatever he would tell her...

He lacks originality – she concluded and shut the door realizing that none of what was going on in that room was of the least interest to her. The outcome of that all was the same – plain sex, drunk orgasm, followed by sobering and his stubborn and pathetic whining to forgive him his five minutes of sin. The history of those events was the same, the originality was long ago forgotten so when Steven Karls ended up in such a situation again, he would anyway make the same nonsense – he would go astray and so as another prostitute with him. 

Going astray is a normal phenomenon today. Stumbling is normal phenomenon in human lives, with time everybody comes in a situation to deviate. The question is when and to what extent people can be honest with themselves or whether they will simply allow the sin to take them to the very bottom in the jaws of ruin and misery.

She did not stumble now. But she felt like that. She was not on the bottom now, but she felt that way. As long as she was with Steven she had all the chances to still feel the way she felt, knowing that the feeling of misery, poorness and going astray was the highest step that she would ever step on. 

But for how long anymore?

She sat again in the same place she was sitting before quite pensive. She didn’t notice Carlos´s lost look on her. She stopped noticing long time ago other men´s seducing looks who would give half of their lives to spend just five minutes with her.

By tomorrow when he got sober, she was going to listen to his stories and whining that all of that was just fooling around, coincidence, that it was going to never happen again and that he was drugged and drunk. She had had it enough. Tomorrow she was about to finish it all. Forever... and ever.

Even if that meant that she would spend the rest of her life in a cheap motel with the sound of Brazilian samba that was relaxing her.

She drank a beer and then went out for some fresh air. She enjoyed peace. She stared for a moment at a long line of motorcycles that were placed side by side in front of the house. She used to enjoy a lot for being a part of Death Riders. Many girls envied her for being in a relationship with Steve. Everybody thought she won the lottery. She thought the same for a while. But later the other side of the coin came to light. She didn’t have to take part in his parties. He explained that to her and then he invited a bunch of wasted friends and prostitutes.

At first his occasional parties hurt her, she made jealous scenes, she would scream and be hysterical. He beat her twice and she left him twice. She came back both times as a guilty dog would come back to its owner. She hated herself both times for what she was doing and she was aware both times of the fact that she adored him. 

But what was the price of that adoration?

Enormous – she concluded with a sad expression, being aware that she would be much better with someone who was better, who didn’t have new Yamaha, who wasn’t obsessed with rushing around, who wasn’t spending his father´s money in such a brash and unsophisticated manner.

She already listed those reasons for million times so far. She already knew that all. And she hated that.

She turned towards the house with her eyes full of loathing, hatred and pain, as if there were plain spooks wearing black clothes and riding fast motorcycles. Neither Black Abraham nor his gang of his lunatic choppers did do any better. Game rules were the same. It was just that Black Abraham loved casinos in Las Vegas. 

Luckily, Jessica thought comfortingly, Steve had never shown any affinity to gambling. His only flaw were chicks and that only occasionally. Wasn’t that normal from some point of view?

Some of her friends such as Amanda and Fiona who mostly lived ordinary lives, one of whom was a housewife and the other a hairstylist, were going through the same hell. Sometimes their husbands would have occasional affairs, they would sometimes leave them and then come back with their tail between their legs as if nothing bad had happened. She saw Amanda once all beaten up. 

She herself didn’t know what to think about everything. It was possible that the standard rule was governing her life – she didn’t know about anything better and what she had now seemed to be the best possible choice she could have ever made.

She had nobody to talk about that. Her mother literally gave up on her the moment Jessica Alami decided to live with Steve Carrington.

Jessica could still recall her mother’s words:

- That man is a disaster. You are not going to be happy.

She could feel her words as a curse that was slowly peeling off her skin. Jessica did not think like that then. She thought that the future that Steve was giving her was the best possible future he could ever give her. 

She was wrong.

There were better options. Her mother did not see that. She did not either and that was the fault to everything. When a man is young he doesn’t have the same alternatives and the richness of judgment. Death Riders were not the best alternative in her life. Just like she was not satisfied with dancing in Alden.

She spent half of the night pondering over everything wondering if she was going to think the same tomorrow. 
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Chapter II – The Life of Jessica Alami 
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Jessica Alami finished the ballet school. She started dancing ballet at the age of six on a proposal by her nursery-school teacher in a nursery she was going to. Namely, the teacher Marilyn noticed that Jessica had extremely supple body moves in several gym exercises. She called Jessica’s mother and told her that the girl was talented and recommended taking some kind of dance. 

Jessica got enrolled in the first year of ballet and she met all of her mother´s expectations. She was the best ballet dancer among “flowers” as those in the first year of ballet were called...

At the primary school she made friends with Amanda who also went to ballet classes. Since Amanda was of a poorer structure, she didn’t have the pliability and was slightly overweight it was clear that Amanda would never be the first among “bees” as they called the ballet dancers who were still in primary education. She also was friends with another girl named Marylyn.  

In the sixth grade Jessica fell in love for the first time and wrote poems. It was then, because of that Antony, that she started studying and analyzing Brazilian dances. Also in the sixth grade she saw for the first time what Brazilian carnival looked like which made her enthusiastic more than she ever thought it would.

Just the look at gorgeous, pretty dancers of traditional Brazilian dances fascinated her to the extent that she definitely wanted to get a chance to try those costumes and to dance the way they did. Although Amanda said that such dancing is like paradise bird dancing and peacock strutting, it was obvious that Jessica did not share her opinion. Peacocks were part of zoos, paradise birds part of Amazonia, and carnival dancing style was something that Jessica provided to herself in the very Las Vegas. 

In the seventh grade she secretly, so that her mother wouldn’t know, got a book about the origin of Brazilian carnivals and what those carnivals meant to Brazil and Rio de Janeiro. Such a carnival, Jessica thought then, surely drew attention with its freedom, appearance and the fact that the art itself was just like freedom. Only if a man was free could he create big and beautiful acts. 

Dancing was like a huge piece of art. If a man wasn’t capable of doing creative stuff then it was better for him not to create anything because everything that he would make would look like nothing in comparison to greats´ pieces of art.  Such rules were applicable to dancing too. If somebody had no talent to dance, like Amanda, then it was better for them to sit down and watch what was going on the floor. Otherwise it would be just taking up the area. 

The area that she was preparing in her life which was focused around Brazilian carnival. It was the area in which she most wanted to show her dancing skills...

The opportunity for that arose when she was at High school, as a mere coincidence.

She was with Marylyn in a day walk of their dog Rudolf and they were jogging in a nearby park. Rudolf was barking at anything and everything and Marylyn was trying to keep him under control all the time. The two of them didn’t think about what they looked like to other passers-by while they were running like crazy after Rudolf who was chasing other dogs and pigeons. 

As a mere joke Jessica started preforming some moves from ballet. Marylyn was laughing at her moves because it did not look good while they were chasing Rudolf. Jessica was anyway dancing in the park unaware of passers-by...

When they finally managed to catch Rudolf who was happily holding a pigeon in his mouth eager to devour it as soon as possible, a man approached them who had been following them a great deal of their walk intrigued with Jessica´s dancing skills. He was watching her for a few moments realizing that the girl was very talented.  

She was fifteen then and she fell in love for the second time in her life knowing that dancing Brazilian dances was just what she needed. 

- Excuse me – he approached them staring at Jessica. 

- Yes? – although they were taught not to talk to strangers, Amanda still turned towards the stranger. Rudolf shortly growled ready to bite and attack a person that was talking to his owner. 

The stranger was staring at Jessica who was a bit breathless because of that unusual run.

- Yes?

- Your dancing is...

- Ballet – she finished instead of him.  

- I know it´s ballet – the stranger politely bowed. – Let me introduce myself. My name is Robert Tennessee. I am a dance instructor by the way... 

- Carnival dance instructor?! –Jessica blurted out out of nowhere and looked closely at him. He had dark eyes, dark hair and a chin scar. He did not seem as an instructor. 

- Call it as you wish, though you are the first lady to call that dance that way. It is about modern American dances among which are samba, rumba, mamba and...

- Tango – Jessica continued guessing. It was all far beyond a regular, classical, boring and trivial ballet that she did just because her mother wanted that. 

- And tango – Robert smiled showing beautiful white teeth. He glanced at Amanda and the dog that growled. – Anyway, I would like to commend your moves. They are very well practiced and I can see that you are very talented, Miss... Miss... - it seemed as if he wanted to hear her last name.

- Alami – she said quietly proud of her dancing skills. – Jessica Alami. 

- That name sounds very nice – he said.

- My grandmother gave it to me – Jessica smiled wondering what that stranger wanted from her. 

- I would like to ask you if you are interested in enrolling in a school of dance. You have many possibilities to try and considering your moves I’d say that you are a born dancer – he couldn’t help but expressing his own delight. Those moves, that boldness, that spin – it was rare to find. 

- Yes – she could not believe what he was asking her and what she was just answering to. She only did not know who he was.  

As if reading her thoughts, Robert who she would later call uncle Roby out of love, pulled out a visit card and gave it to her:

- Call me at my office when you are free. I think you are capable of putting a mark on new dance era in this region.

The fact that she was going to put a mark on dancing in that region was one of the facts that occupied her in the following days. The fact that she got the invitation to join a dancing school from, as she read in the business card a Latino dances instructor, was a great honor in her life and her views. 

She did not speak about that with her mother and the first classes she took in arrangement with Amanda who covered her with the story that they were going for a picnic. 

She proved herself good in the first few classes and uncle Robert showed her his full support and enthusiasm. He took her personal data and Jessica was fascinated with dancers she had met there. She was most touched by the Rose´s married couple because both were performing fantastic dances with even better moves. Uncle Roby told her that they had been international champions until they withdrew from the dance floor.  

Her first dancing classes at Robert’s school were such that they reminded her of the movie “Dirty Dancing” where Francis Houseman took dancing classes and her snobby parents didn’t even know that. Patrick Swayze was amazing in that movie and Jessica wondered if there was chance that she met some Patrick at Robert´s dancing school. 

She met John, who was shorter by a head than her and who mostly annoyed her with his moves. She progressed anyway and she was happy because of that. 

When Amanda asked her what was going to happen with their ballet, she answered shortly:

- Let´s forget about ballet. It´s obsolete.

Her being over ballet very much caught the eye of a woman as Evelyn was who started questioning such frequent picnics of her daughter, so she set Jessica in front of her and started a topic about sexual intercourse. 

At first Jessica didn’t realize what her mother was telling her. They misunderstood each other. 

- If you are not prepared to all the consequences of a sexual intercourse you have to be ready for the following – then she started an hour long speech about how it was bad to get into early sexual relationships, how it was bearing a huge responsibility with it and that she should know everything about preservatives and AIDS. 

At the end Jessica asked her what she was talking about.

- About your new boyfriend. 

- What boyfriend, Mom?

Then followed a half an hour long speech about Robert´s dancing school, where Jessica thought it would be best for her to put all her cards on the table. Yes, picnics were a made up thing, of course that she was not wasting her time around local groves with basket and cookies. It was about a dancing school, a sensational dancing school and uncle Roby who opened the door of art to her. 

- Dance is art, Mom. Ballet is a forgotten dance type. 

Their views and attitudes in art differed very much and Jessica was well aware of that. Her mother insisted on her finishing it all and finalizing with ballet. Jessica thought differently. Likewise her new instructor she believed that she was talented for that kind of art and she showed her several trained acts that she picked up from the classes she took secretly. 

Evelyn Alami was watching her with constant doubt. Dancing classes? Why not, but only in her presence.

Jessica went to her next class accompanied by her mother. 

- You´ll see, Mom, uncle Roby is awesome.

Everything went peacefully and Jessica danced her part. At the end when she was performing an untrained act with her annoying partner, Evelyn Alami was sitting with her hands on her lips realizing that her daughter was right. She was a born dancer with genes pointing to Latino American dances.

With Evelyn Alami´s consent, Jessica continued her schooling at uncle Robert´s. She learned
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