DAKI

CHAPTER ONE

Al Green's smooth, melodic voice filtered the headphone speakers. Soon, the cool, stirring prelude was accompanied by the dramatic flow of a string ensemble. 


Seventeen year old Dakita Jameson smiled. The action was evoked anytime the man's soulful music touched her ears. Daki reclined against the pastel colored shams lining the headboard of her double bed. She was an image of complete relaxation, despite the fact it was a Tuesday morning. The homeroom bell would be sounding in less than one hour.


Diane Jameson uttered a sharp curse, as she rushed into her daughter's spotless bedroom. Unfortunately, the gleam in Diane's lovely-slanted dark gaze was not one of a proud mother. Instead, it held the kind of contempt usually reserved for competitors or enemies.


Diane slapped Daki's foot, which dangled in sync to the rhythm of the music. In response, Daki squeezed her eyes shut tightly and attempted to ward off her mother's presence.


"Dammit girl, I don't have time for this mess. Get those things out of your ears so I can talk to you!"


Diane's husky, slightly nasal voice easily penetrated the music. Daki pulled the headphones away and fixed the woman with a scathing glare.


"I'll be home sort of late tonight." Diane explained, turning to the old white oak dresser and inspecting herself in its oval mirror.


Daki's lovely, brown eyes narrowed. "And?" she spat, tilting her chin up when her mother turned from the dresser. "Is that what you rushed in here to tell me?"


Diane picked a few lint specks from the navy pants she always wore to the factory. "Don't start with me, Girl." she sighed, focusing on her clothing.


Daki tucked a lock of her black, wavy hair behind her ear and shrugged. "So you'll be late, so what? What else is new?"


"Are you going to school today?" Diane asked, watching Daki shrug again. "Well, if you're not goin' can you at least clean up? I'm expectin' company tonight."


A tiny smile tugged at Daki's mouth while she shuffled through the cassette tapes cluttering one side of the bed. "Like I said, 'what else is new?' she drawled. "Which one of 'em is it tonight?" she asked, referring to the woman's numerous male companions.


Diane took no offense to Daki's words. "They're all friends, little girl." she replied with a smirk and turned back to the mirror. "Many of them make it possible for us to have all the things we have in the place," she explained, toying with the thick curls framing her attractive, molasses-toned face.


Daki's mouth turned down as she scanned her bedroom. "Unfortunately, that doesn't impress me, Ma."


Diane braced her hands on the polished dresser top and she took several deep breaths. "I don't know why I waste my time with you. Just do what I tell you." she ordered, heading for the doorway. "When I get back here tonight, I want the rest of this house lookin' as good as this room of yours."


Daki turned onto her stomach and selected another CD. "I'll see what I can do," she called. 


"I ain't in the mood for none of your shit tonight, Girl. Have it done." Diane warned, exiting the room much more quietly than she had entered.


Daki propped herself on her elbows and listened for the slam of the front door. When the familiar sound reached her ears, she began pounding her fists against the headboard; causing the weak wood to cry out beneath the vicious blows until she’d spent a good deal of her energy with the tirade. Of course, it was the usual conclusion to most mornings. 


At a very young age, Daki had resigned herself to the fact that she and her mother would never be close. She smiled at the thought. Close? Close was asking far too much.


Diane and Dakita Jameson were usually in the midst of a heated argument within minutes of being in the same room. In her daughter's eyes, Diane earned the title mother simply because she had given birth. Daki's father left soon after she was born, though she never really believed that. Judging from the line of men she had seen her mother with over the years, Daki figured the woman had no idea who had gotten her pregnant.


Diane Jameson had been a factory worker since high school. The money was very good, but Diane had always been a woman who enjoyed living beyond her means. Many of the pieces which furnished her cozy three bedroom Baltimore home, were compliments of her male friends. Diane felt no shame in the fact that many men frequented her bedroom. Gifts like new television and living room sets, made it all seem worth it.


Daki cast thoughts of Diane from her mind and eased off the bed. She decided to head out for school, lest she spend the entire day focused on the relationship with her mother. Besides, she thought, why jeopardize her perfect attendance record?


"Hmph, Daki you're a fool." she scolded, staring into a closet which was as organized as the rest of her room. Why she should be concerned with good attendance; when she had a mother who didn't care, was beyond her.


"I should be callin' my girls and tellin' them to come over for a day off." Daki contemplated, then laughed. The idea sounded wonderful. Except, she had no 'girls' to call.


It was no secret that most of Daki's female classmates thought of her as a whore. Several times, they had relayed the sentiment right to her face. Surprisingly, their intense disapproval had more to do with Daki's appearance, than her sexual habits.


Dakita Jameson, exuded an undeniable air of sensuality. Mentally, physically and spiritually, she was far more mature than many girls her age. Of course, her looks were what caused the jealousy. Dark and alluring, Daki had inherited every good gene her parents possessed. Her shoulder length black hair was a thick mass of waves. Flawless deep brown skin, large haunting brown eyes, a tiny nose set above a full heart-shaped mouth produced a combination few could ignore.


Still, despite her attributes, Daki was not a conceited young woman. Unfortunately, she never had the opportunity to share the warmth of her personality with a close girlfriend. From the time she began school; other girls wanted nothing to do with her. Daki couldn't understand their dislike, until she grew older.


At a time when most girls were discovering the enjoyment of tea-sets, Daki was becoming aware of the attraction between men and women. She observed her mother's suggestive, wanton behavior and was soon aware of her own sexuality. Diane's male friends would see Daki and gush that she was a gorgeous child. Not cute, not pretty. Gorgeous. To Daki, the word meant she had beauty along with sex appeal. As time passed, it was something she would learn to use. It became a powerful tool that followed her like a tangible shroud. Sadly, this "power" meant she would have to forgo female friendship-including her mother's. Daki decided she could accept that. Besides, there were always men and she had no problems gaining their approval.


Daki selected a flattering floral print spaghetti strapped dress and tossed it to the bed. A pair of strappy, blue platform sandals would complete the outfit. She nodded at the selection. The dress would flatter the buxom which had grown more ample over the last few years. The shoes would further emphasize the length and shape of her legs and thighs. Yes, she thought, the insults will fly high today.


Daki often wondered if her schoolmates knew how right they were about her. She wondered if they knew their insults about her being a whore were right on target.


"Nah…Their boyfriends would never tell them." she whispered, piling her thick hair into a loose ponytail. Then, staring at her dazzling reflection, she shook her head. "They couldn't possibly know I've slept with their boyfriends and gotten paid very well for it."


With a tiny laugh, Daki turned away from the mirror and bounced down the hall to the bathroom.

***


Daki strolled the narrowed halls of Fairfield High school with an air of unmatched confidence. Of course, she was stopped almost every two minutes by one boy or another. Still, she never treated the young men as though they were a nuisance. She left that chore for the rest of the female student body. Her ears were fine tuned to all the whispers which followed her passing. Surprisingly, Daki found it all amusing. The girls considered themselves her superiors, but Daki knew she was on a plane they could never hope to reach.


"Hey, Daki."


"Reggie." Daki drawled, flashing a mesmerizing grin to the tall, caramel complexioned young man headed her way.


Reginald Darwin's shy smile, surfaced. "Can I talk to you a minute?" he asked. 


"I'm goin' to homeroom, if you wanna walk me?" Daki proposed, expecting Reggie to decline. Instead, he fell into step beside her.


"So, what'sup?" Reggie asked, pushing his hands into the back pockets of his jeans.


Daki shrugged, her ebony gaze focused straight ahead. "That depends."


"On what?"


"On what you wanted to talk to me about."


"Oh yeah," Reggie gushed, remembering his reason for approaching her, "I wanted to know if you had anything goin' on tonight?"


Daki hid her knowing smile. "Why?" she asked.


Reggie hesitated, as he and Daki approached the classroom door. "You wanna go out?" he blurted.


"Go out or stay in?" Daki challenged, smiling when Reggie's black gaze grew uneasy. Though he called on her every other week, he always acted as if it were his first time.


Reggie sighed. "Stay in." he admitted.


Daki let her sultry stare scan the class. Just as she suspected, Reggie's girlfriend had already caught sight of them huddled in the doorway. "You sure you don't have anything already planned?" she asked, never taking her eyes off the girl.


Reggie glanced across his shoulder. "I'll call you after school." he said, heading on into the room.


Daki kept her laughter soft as she followed.


"What'sup, Girl?"


"That must be the question of the day." Daki sighed, rolling her eyes away from Craig Alms.


"Inquirin' minds wanna know."


Again, Daki rolled her eyes. Craig Alms was considered the most popular boy in school. Daki supposed he was cute enough, but looks had nothing to do with his almost nauseating popularity. Craig's family owned a chain of local sporting goods stores and were among the top of Maryland's African-American elite. Daki was not impressed. In her opinion, the tall, lanky senior was crass, arrogant and predictable. He was one of the reasons she was even considering leaving young men off her client list and focusing on an older set.


"What do you want, Craig?"


"Well, you know I got a birthday comin' up?"


"Is that right?" Daki replied, biting her lip to keep from smiling. Sometimes she surprised herself with the gift she had for reading people. "Well, make sure you give me the date so I can buy your card."


Craig's leering stare slid from Daki's chest up to her face. "I want somethin' better than a card."


"Like what?"


"Can you see me Saturday night?" Craig asked, stepping in front of Daki to prevent her from walking out into the school's front yard.


Daki's heavy lashes fluttered, as she directed her gaze past Craig's shoulder. "I don't think I have anything planned." 


Craig's grin grew wider. "Can I get the whole night?"


"It's your money, Baby." Daki whispered, patting her hand against his chest as she prepared to step around him.


"Hold up."


Daki turned and pinned the boy with an expectant glare. She knew what was coming next.


"It's my birthday, remember?"


"And I'll make sure I treat you good."



Craig stroked the fuzzy hair shadowing his chin. "Come on, Girl. It's my birthday."


"And that makes it the third time you told me that."


"Well, shit. Don't that qualify me for a free one or somethin'?"


Daki took a step closer to Craig. Her expression was, at once, naughty and sweet. "Free is not a part of my vocab when it comes to what I do. If you want it free, you need to see your girl. Now, if you got the cash, and I know you do, call me. We'll make a whole night out of it."


Craig wasn't angry. He threw his head back and laughed, before moving on.


"Snobby muthafucka." Daki whispered, the sweet expression leaving her face. Craig was always coming to her with one scheme or another to merit a 'free one'. Yes, she thought, cutting the young crowd out of her business sounded better every day. High school boys were cheap and they always expected something for nothing. Besides, an older man would pay an impressive amount for a younger woman, Daki told herself. Of course, the girl would have to be worth it and Daki knew that she was.

***


That evening, Daki walked into her cozy home, to find it filled with the aromas of a delicious meal. For just a moment, she leaned back against the beige wooden door and closed her eyes. She wished this were the scene every night. If only she and her mother could find a way to love each other, they could have such a nice life.


"Daki?! That you?!"


Daki opened her eyes and stared out over the livingroom. "Yeah right." she sighed, grimacing at the dream. Pushing herself off the door, she headed for the kitchen.


Diane was definitely whipping up a feast. A pot occupied every stove burner, something was baking in the oven and the table was set for two.


"This must be Farris Mack's night?" Daki drily noted. She smiled at the sharp look her mother flashed her way.


"What's that suppose to mean?" Diane asked, the question answered by Daki's expression. "I don't ho around." she haughtily announced.


"But if it weren't for your 'friends', we wouldn't have a home filled with so many lovely things, right?"


Diane offered no reply, but knew she had just contradicted herself. Still, she had to acknowledge Daki's quick mind. The girl was no fool. Unfortunately, Daki's keen, probing wit, simply gave her mother another reason to disapprove of her.


"I fixed you a plate." Diane sighed, turning back to the pitcher of tea she was sweetening.


Daki saw the plate set next to the microwave. She kept her smile hidden as she removed the foil covering. She uttered a short prayer of thanks, grateful that she would not be left to her own devices for that evening’s meal. She surveyed the heaping plate. Collard greens, homemade macaroni casserole, crispy fried chicken with biscuits and potato salad, created an aroma like no other.


"You can eat in the den." Diane called over her shoulder.


"Oh, I figured that." Daki retorted, replacing the foil on the plate. "Doesn't take a fool to realize the candle lights aren't for you and me. I bet you even baked him a cake?"


Diane slammed a spoon to the paneled counter top and turned. Before she could respond, Daki was on her way out of the kitchen.


"I'll be back for my plate after I change clothes!" she called.

***


Daki was indulging in another glass of the delicious tea her mother had prepared. She sat on the floor, reclined against the edge of the sofa. When she heard the sound of a throat being cleared, she smiled. Farris Mack, she predicted, knowing he would find a way to approach her before the evening's end. The boisterous 60something man was as tacky as he was flirtatious.


Her wicked juices flowing, Daki pretended she was unaware of Farris's presence. She stood and took a long stretch. When the man's sharp gasp reached her ears, she could barely contain her laughter. He began to clear his throat again and Daki turned.


"Mr. Mack." she greeted, with phony pleasantness.


The man's dull brown eyes actually appeared to sparkle. They appraised Daki's smooth dark skin, left bare by her denim cutoffs and halter. "Your mother told me to tell you dinner was ready." he announced. 


As Farris walked closer, Daki tried to mask her curiosity. Folds of wrinkled flesh seemed to hang from the man's honey-toned face. She wondered how her mother could even stomach having sex with him.


"My mother told you to call me for dinner?" she replied, when he stood before her. "That's strange, considering I already ate." she pointed out, watching him flush beneath his light complexion.


"Uh-oh, looks like you caught me." Farris admitted, quickly recovering from his mistake. His tired eyes focused in a bit more on Daki's face and he stepped closer. "You're a sweet lil' thang, you know that?" he whispered, bringing one hand to her face.


"Thank you." Daki replied, smiling when he pressed a kiss against her cheek. Her eyes widened in surprised, when she felt his mouth slide to her ear.


"Farris, where are you? Dinner's- Anything wrong?" Diane asked, when she found her daughter and her dinner date in the den. Her dark gaze was suspicious as her eyes darted from Farris's flushed face to Daki's cunning stare.


"I was just tellin' your lil' girl what a beauty she is. She's the image of you." Farris explained. 


"Thank you." Diane managed, still unconvinced. She offered Farris her hand and ushered him out of the den, without a backwards glance.


Daki folded her arms over her chest and smiled. There was one thing she was very sure of. She would never settle for a living room set or TV the way her mother had. No, if she was going to do this, she was determined to have much more to show for it.

CHAPTER TWO

"Yeah, let me speak to Diane."


"May I help you, this is her daughter."


"I'm an old friend of your Mama's, Sweetie. I just got back to town and I want to come by and see her. You know when she'll be back?"


Well, she should be in soon." Daki lied. "You're welcomed to come over and wait if you like."


"I just might do that sugar. I'll be seeing you."


Daki replaced the receiver and tapped her long nails against the message desk. "Hmm... now who are you?" she whispered.


When Harold Stanley arrived two hours later, Daki had changed into a simple, albeit seductive dress. When she opened the door, the man almost forgot he was there for Diane.


"Uh...Harold Stanley. I called for Diane Jameson." 


Daki gave a quick nod. "I know, I'm her daughter Dakita. Come in."


"So you're Diane's kid, huh?"


Daki shut the front door. "That's right." she called, leading the way into the living room.


"How old are you?"


"I'll be eighteen in four months."


"Is that right?" Harold replied, his round black eyes studying her with intense interest. 


"You sound surprised." Daki noted, patting the empty spot next to her on the sofa.


Harold lowered his stocky frame to the sofa. "Well, a girl that looks the way you do can make a man forget."


"And do what, Mr. Stanley?"


Harold was entranced by Daki's syrupy voice and wide-eyed stare. "Tell your Mama I was here." he suddenly said, jumping off the sofa as though it burned him.


Daki eased up as well. "Something wrong?" she asked. 


Harold raised his hands defensively. "No, no I just better go now."


"No problem, Mr. Stanley. I'll tell Ma you came by." Daki promised, stepping closer to the man. "And feel free to call me anytime. You know the number." she whispered, squeezing his shoulder. 


Harold cleared his throat and tried to mask the shock which appeared on his face. "Goodnight." he murmured, before leaving.

***


Diane and Harold Stanley eventually cross paths. They went out almost every night that week. When Harold came for Diane, he simply honked the horn and waited for her to come out.


"What the hell did you say to Harold?" Diane asked, one afternoon just after Daki arrived from school.


"Who?"


"Don't even try it, Girl." Diane ordered, blocking the doorway when Daki tried to walk out. "You know who I mean. I been out with Harold every night this week."


Daki fluffed her thick hair and shrugged. "What about him?"


"What'd you say to him?"


"Nothing, why?"


Diane propped both hands on her slender hips. "The man acts like he's afraid to come in here, or more like, he doesn't trust himself to come in here."


Daki crossed her arms over her chest. "So you just go on and assume I did something?"


"Dirty little ho. You probably already came on to the man." Diane sneered, her index finger inches from Daki's face.


Daki slapped at her mother's hand, before racing from the livingroom. Upstairs, she fell face down to her bed, wailing. Though Diane's words were true, that didn't diminish how much they hurt. As her tears subsided, the hurt turned to anger.

***


"I'm not ready to go yet, so come on in."


"Diane-"


"Harold, come in. I don't know what that child said to you, but I already put her in check."


Harold still appeared uneasy, but he walked into the house. Diane watched him get comfortable on the sofa, then returned to her bedroom to finish getting dressed.


"Hey Harold," Daki called, when she walked into the livingroom moments after her mother left. With an expression of mock concern, she peered around the edge of the sofa. "Well, didn't Ma offer you a drink or anything?" she asked.


Harold's tiny smile didn't falter. "We're leavin' in a minute."


"Well still," Daki sighed, taking a seat next to Harold, "she should've offered you something."


Harold turned to Daki, his thin brows drawn close. "What are you up to?"


Daki laughed. "Why does everybody think I'm up to somethin' all of a sudden?"


"You're young and playin' games that you don't understand."


"Oh, I understand, Harold." Daki corrected, leaning into him.


The alluring woman-child demeanor wore down Harold's defenses and good intentions. He cast aside his better judgment and caught Daki's forearm in a tight grip. He jerked her forward, as his other arm slid around her waist and his mouth crashed down on hers. He kept her pressed next to him as he unloosened the pins binding her hair. As the heavy mass tumbled across his fingers, Daki heard him moan. Then suddenly, he pushed her away.


"Tell Diane, I'm outside." he managed over heavy breathing. In the next second, he was out the door. Daki knew he'd be back.

***


"Can I speak to Dakita?"


"This is she."


"I been trying to call you all afternoon."



"Who is this?"


"Harold Stanley."


Intrigued, Daki set her backpack to the sofa and perched along one of the arms. "Oh, hello Mr. Stanley. What can I do for you?"


"I need to see you."


"For what?" Daki probed, though she knew the answer.


"Can you meet me tonight? Seven-thirty, the Marris motel?"


"A motel....How would I get there?"


"I'll send a cab for you."


"Mmm..." Daki sighed, contemplating how she would play him. The man had no idea what she was. "Listen, I have a babysitting job tonight. I need to make some money."


"I'll give you more than you could make at ten babysitting jobs. Now will you meet me tonight?"


"I'll be waiting for the cab." Daki assured him. The sigh he uttered, sent a rush of power churning through her. 

***


A white city cab pulled into the driveway at 7pm. The cab driver did a double take, when he viewed the stylish navy blue dress Daki wore. The knit material was close-fitting and the short length emphasized her shapely legs.


"Well hello. Sweetthang." The cab driver drawled, gracing her with an uneven grin.


"Hey." she replied, dismissing the man's lecherous gaze. "The Marris motel, do you know it?"


"Course I know it, but how do you know it?"


"Wouldn't you like to know?" Daki whispered. Her luminous brown eyes took on a steely glint and the driver knew the time had passed for small talk.


Within 20 minutes, the cab was pulling in front of the motel. The fare was astronomical, but Daki wasn't worried. Harold Stanley waited in front of the slightly weathered building. He had cash in hand.


When the nosy driver finally drove off, Harold wrapped his arm around Daki's shoulders. "Glad you made it. The room's this way."


Daki forced a tiny smile to her face, the man practically beamed with excitement. He escorted her to their door and motioned for her to precede him. The room was nothing plush, but it suited their purpose: to have sex, nothing more.


Harold bolted the heavy door, then reached for her.


"Not so fast." she said, extended her hand, palm exposed. "I believe you have something for me."


Harold grimaced, but reached for his wallet. "You know what they call this, don't you?"


"I know, but I call it living up to a promise."


"Right. So how much do you need?"


Suddenly, Daki was uncertain. Regardless of her cool, mature demeanor, she had never been with anyone as old as Harold Stanley. She only hoped he didn't turn nasty if her price was too high.


"One-hundred." she finally stated.


Harold opened his wallet and handed her two fifty dollar bills. "I hope you're worth it." he said, watching Daki place the money inside her purse.


Daki's cool smile belied her overwhelming sense of relief at the thought of having one hundred dollars in her pocket. That relief quickly gave way to a feeling of power, confidence and excitement. The giddiness had nothing to do with sex.


The act itself was nothing spectacular, in Daki's opinion. Still, she emitted the necessary sighs and moans to stroke Harold Stanley's ego. When they were done, Daki sat up and reached for her clothes.


"I have to get back. Ma gets off work at eleven-thirty." she said, moving off the tangled bed.


"What? You want to leave now?" Harold questioned, confused and disappointed.


"Yeah. She'll worry if I'm not there when she gets home." Daki lied, knowing full well that her mother wouldn't care where she was or if she ever came home.


Still, she had convinced Harold and watched him don his clothes. When they were dressed, he turned to pull her into his arms and kissed her.


"When can we get together again?"


"Whenever you're ready to spend another hundred. If you think I'm worth it?"


"Hell yeah, you're worth it and I will be calling."


"I look forward to it."


Harold took Daki home and told her he'd call in a few days. The moment she was inside the house, she rushed right to the shower.

***


"Lemme get those for you."


Daki raised her head and found herself staring into Craig Alms smiling face. "Thanks." she said, stepping from the cluster of books which slipped from her hands.


Craig promptly gathered Daki's things and stood. He handed her the books along with a small strip of paper carrying his number.


"Call me." he coolly requested.


Amused by his attempt at being suave, Daki pushed the paper back into his hand. "It don't work that way Craig. You call me."


"No special treatment for a classmate?" he whispered, his eyes focused on her chest.


Daki lost her temper. "How many times do I have to tell you no, nigga?" she spat.


Craig's smiling expression disappeared as quickly as it had appeared. "Whoreish bitch," he practically snarled.


"Cheap bastard." Daki retorted, her brown gaze icy.


Craig glanced around quickly to see if anyone had overheard the unfriendly banter between him and Daki. Then, he walked past her with his head held high.

***


"Dakita?"


"Hey Harold, this is Daki."


"Can you talk?"


Daki smiled, setting the bottle of nail polish to the coffee table. "Ma's out." she assured him.


"Look, I got a friend who wants to meet you. Tonight around eight-thirty?"


"Well, it's the same price Harold even if he just wants to meet me."


"You know what I mean."


"Yeah I know what you mean and I'm not ashamed of it." Daki snapped. "What's your friend's name?" she asked, not caring if he heard the anger in her voice.


"James Gerald." Harold replied in a meek tone.


"Why didn't he just call me?"


"He just wanted me to set it up since I know you."


"Where do I meet him?"


"He's going to send you a car around eight. You're going to The Sampson."


Daki's heart beat double-time when Harold mentioned the hotel. The Sampson was one of the nicest and most expensive places in town.


"Daki? You there?"


"Yeah...yeah I'm here. Did you say The Sampson?"


"Mmm hmm...that's what Jim said."


"Isn't that expensive for one night?"


"Yeah, but he wants you for the whole weekend."


"What? Isn't somebody gonna question him being away for the whole weekend?"


Harold knew what Daki meant. "He's tellin' his wife it's business."


"But he's never met me."


"I told him all about you."


"Does he have the money?"


"Yeah, now are we gonna stay on the phone all night or are you goin' to get ready?"


"Okay, I'm gone. Bye." Daki said, and slammed the receiver down. She turned to head upstairs, but stopped when her foot touched the bottom step. She wondered how she would explain being away for the entire weekend. With a shrug, she cast the worry aside. She figured her mother would probably never notice her absence. 

***


An hour later, Daki emerged wearing a short, black cocktail dress with matching pumps. Before she could twist the front doorknob open, Diane walked out of the kitchen. The woman took in her daughter's enticing attire and her brows rose.

"Going out?" she asked.


"Yeah, it was a last minute thing." Daki explained. 


"How long will you be?" Diane asked, eyeing the tote bag Daki carried. 


Daki brushed imaginary specks of lint from her dress. "For the rest of the weekend." she announced, preparing for the confrontation sure to follow.


Diane's expression turned fierce. "What did you say?"


"I'll be gone for the weekend."


"What the hell are you doin' going out for the entire weekend?!" Diane bellowed, the look in Daki's eyes supplying the answer. She studied her daughter as though she were a stranger. "What's goin' on with you?" she finally asked. 


"Nothing."


"What are you doing with Harold Stanley?" Diane asked, catching the momentary surprise which flashed on Daki's face. "I know he calls here and I know he's been here when I've been at work." she revealed.


"So?"


"What are you doing with him?"


"I slept with him and he paid me." Daki shared in a steady voice, then stood back to judge her mother's reaction.


Surprisingly, Diane's face registered no trace of surprise or shock. "Did he pay you enough?" she asked. 


Daki's lips parted slightly, but she managed a nod.


"How long have you been doing this?"


"A while. Why?"


"Just interested."


"I guess I'm not surprised that you're not upset."


Diane shrugged and folded her arms over her chest. "I'm not upset," she whispered, "I knew you'd probably do something like this one day."


"What? Sell myself?"


"No...but I could tell by the way you always flirted around my friends, you'd probably sleep with one of them."


Daki's brown eyes narrowed as she struggled to keep her tears from appearing. "The way I always flirted with your friends? That's a lie!"


"Daki please, I'm not stupid. I've seen you. The way you were all over Farris that night? I saw that."


Daki propped her hands on her hips and bowed her head. "That old jackass was all over me, for your information. From the time I was little, Ma. All those bastards come on to me!"


"Yeah, well I never hear you call stop."


"Well Ma, Farris Mack has a lot of money. But there's plenty for you, so why worry?" Daki spat, turning away so Diane couldn't see the tears stream down her cheeks.


Diane turned away as well. "I'm far from worried, little girl. You just make sure you protect yourself. A child at your age can fuck up your life. Believe me, I know."


Daki held her breath and suppressed the urge to cry out. "I'm gonna be late." she mumbled, leaving the house without looking back.

***


A few days later, Daki sat in the livingroom tinkering with her newest possession: a tiny camcorder. She set the small machine to one side and decided to record herself dancing. As she looked through some music, she reminisced about her weekend. Harold Stanley's friend had been a real gentleman. Even though she was only there as a sexual companion, he really treated her right. James Gerald wasn't a millionaire, but he had enough money to show her a very nice time. In fact, they didn't have sex until the end of the weekend. Daki allowed herself to dream one day she would meet a man who would treat her as special. Not because he was paying her, but because he wanted to. 


Diane entered her mind then, and Daki thought back to the ugly conversation they had before she left the house Friday night. It would have been so very different if her mother had been angry when she said the things she had. Of course, Daki knew she meant every word. Though the woman had never abused her daughter physically, her coldness was just as painful. 


Daki massaged her scalp and tried to drive the depressing thoughts from her mind. The phone rang a few seconds later and she was grateful for the interruption.


"Daki? It's me." 


Daki sighed at the sound of her mother's voice. "What?" she grumbled. 


"A friend of mine wants to meet you. I told him he could stop by the house tonight."


"You what?!" Daki cried, still shocked by the fact that her mother didn't care whether she prostituted herself.


"Did you have other plans?" Diane asked.


"What? No, no I didn't have anything set up."


"Good. He said he'd stop by at seven."


"It's almost seven now!"


"This is the first chance I had to use the phone." Diane explained, as though it mattered little.


"Bye Ma." Daki snapped, slamming the phone down. She didn't have much time to stew over what her mother had done, though. The front door rang just then. She glanced down at her attire which consisted of a gray tennis skirt and matching halter. With a shrug, she headed to the door.


On the other side, there stood a young man who could have been Daki's age. His hard looks made him appear much older and he was as dark as the night surrounding him.


"Are you Dakita?" he asked, his dazzling white smile making him hard to miss.


Daki stepped aside to let him. "Call me Daki." she said.


"I'm Joe. I hope you don't mind." he said, keeping his hand pressed against the door to keep it open, "I have a friend who wanted to be here too."


"What?" Daki's quick mind grew suspicious when she saw Craig Alms walk inside. His smug, shrewd smile told her she was in trouble. Damn you, Ma. You didn't even bother to find out who was coming over. Her heart beat almost painfully as she scrambled for a way out of the predicament.


"You kept turning me down, so I had to think of something else." Craig said, as he closed and bolted the front door. 


Daki backed further into the living room, until she felt two steel bands close around her body. She saw Joe grinning down at her when she looked back. His friendly smile was now mixed with something else. 


Daki began to struggle and Joe took both her arms and pulled her to the floor. With Joe on his knees and Daki lying back against him, Craig carefully slid off his jeans and laid them across the sofa.


"No, you muthafuckas get away from me. Craig, you asshole! Tell this fat son of a bitch to let me go!" 


Both men ignored her. Craig reached over to turn up the radio, then knelt before Daki. He braced his hand against her shoulder and used his free hand to rip the flimsy halter from her chest. Daki tried to snap at the offending hand with her teeth only to have Craig draw back and slap her.


The stinging blow disoriented her for a moment. As she lay there lifelessly, her eyes caught the flicker of a red light from across the room. The camera! She had left it on and the machine was recording the entire scene. Daki felt a tremendous sense of relief and relaxation. Unfortunately, Craig felt that too.


"Yeah..." he said, raising his head from her chest.”You like that, don't you?"


The comment sent Daki struggling again. She used all her strength, but Joe's grip was too powerful to break. Instead, she focused on the camera's red light and hoped Joe didn't see it as well. Of course, Craig's accomplice was more interested in what was happening on the floor. Daki continued to struggle, but felt a surge of triumph when Craig was inside her. She prayed she could keep her wits about her long enough to get that tape to the police.


When Craig had finished, Joe let Daki fall back to the floor. They left soon after, but not before Joe had his turn. The two men left as coolly as they'd arrived. The camera filmed Daki as she lay half conscious on the living room floor.

***


Diane Jameson walked through the front door some two hours later to find Daki still sprawled out before the sofa. A frown clouded her attractive dark face as she walked over to Daki and nudged her side. 


"What happened in here?" She asked, when Daki's eyes fluttered open.


"Your shot at pimping me got me raped." Daki announced, grimacing when she sat up and leaned against the sofa.


"What are you sayin'? What did you do this time? A nice guy wanted to see you and have a nice time!"


"That nice guy brought his boy over here and they raped me. If you don't believe me, there's a tape over there that recorded both of them fuckin' me and you can best believe I didn't want or ask for it!"


"You little bitch! How dare you talk to me that way! I'm your mother!"


"Since when?!" Daki spat. Then left the room with the dignity of a queen. All she wanted was to shower and bury her head beneath the bedcovers, but she knew that would be a mistake. Instead, she went to her room and packed as much as she could fit into her tattered luggage set. She called a cab and within 20 minutes, she was walking out the front door with the camcorder.

***


Daki checked into a local motel, after the rape and subsequent scene with her mother. Craig Alms and his accomplice were each charged and given separate trials. Daki was pleased, though mildly disappointed. She felt they should've been charged with rape and robbery, since they hadn't paid for services rendered. Still she felt unmatched happiness when both men were convicted. 


Now, seated in the empty courtroom, Daki experienced a sense of closure. Craig's sentencing was that day and he had been given ten years-the same as Joseph. Smoothing, her hands across the stylish, black pantsuit she wore, Daki relished her contentment. After casting one last look at the courtroom, she exited through the double mahogany doors.


"Dakita!"


Daki turned to find her mother rushing towards her. "What are you doing here?" she asked, a tiny smile tugging at her mouth at the thought of the woman coming to offer support. 


Diane poised her hand and placed a backhand slap across Daki's cheek. "I could kill you for embarrassing me like this!"


"Embarrassing you?" Daki cried, cupping the side of her face. "I'm embarrassing you? That's a laugh!"


"Shut the fuck up!" Diane ordered, unmindful of the stares she and her daughter were receiving. "Why couldn't you let this shit go?"


"They raped me!"


"They were going to pay you!"


"Bitch please!" Daki spat, her voice reverberating in the crowded hallway. "I don't give a fuck! That didn't give them the right to do what they did to me!"


Disgust radiated in Diane's dark eyes. "I'm ashamed of you."


"Then we're a perfect pair." Daki sneered. "I've been ashamed of you all my life." she admitted, watching her mother wince. "Surprised?" she queried, taking a step closer to Diane. "Anything I'm doing or have done doesn't even begin to compare to all the shit I've seen you do. Oh, I don't blame you for the way you never tried to raise me. I understand you were always so busy. Fuckin' around with one married man after another. Not to mention all the single ones. Or, were there any single ones?"


Diane was prepared to deliver another blow, but Daki caught her arm before she could follow through.


"I'm leaving. You don't ever have to worry about me embarrassing you again." Daki whispered, thinking she saw a flicker of something besides hate in her mother's eyes. Dismissing it, she dropped Diane's arm and headed towards the courthouse exit.

