Sabra Ramsey


What the hell is a woman to do when the man who’s given her the best sex of her life refuses to have sex with her anymore? This is my dilemma but one I’ve been somewhat successfully living with since Smoak Andreus Tesano made his self-righteous decision not to treat me…to treat me the way he did that day in his apartment. There, I said it and yes, I crave it. I’m done with denying it. I can at least admit it to myself, can’t I?


Oh I know what you’re thinking. How in Hades could I crave being used that way? I am after all Sabra Ramsey resident Ramsey bad-ass with attitude for days and bad language to spare. 


Let me tell you something about most of us bad-asses, that label is like an article of clothing- one that can be shed as easily as it’s worn. Maybe it can be shed easier than it’s worn.


Trust me, this need (desire or whatever the crap it is) to relive what happened between Smoak and me that day, was not born of anything dreamy or romantic. This thing has driven me absolutely batshit. I can’t even talk to Bill and Belle about it and I can talk to those heffas about anything. How do I tell the women I love most, respect most that I daydream of being submissive to a man?


Submissive, that word can only be voiced within the confines of my mind. Even there, it’s hushed. I didn’t even know such a need was part of me until Smoak…did what he did…


I was raised to rise above weakness and emotion. My mother made sure of that. She demanded I be strong- subservient to no man. I understand her reasons. After what I saw, I know why that was so important to her…


How do I explain that a woman raised to be a tiger, yearns to be a kitten?


Unfortunately, that submission trick only works with one man- doubly unfortunately is the fact that he’s vowed to never touch me that way again. Shit.


But don’t pity me. I have my ways of gaining satisfaction. Hmph that however raises another string of the unfortunate. For me, those ways of mine only work when I- 


Damn…you know what? I can’t do this. Hell, I’m talking myself in circles anyway, so what’s the friggin’ point? Whatever Smoak is here for, I hope it’s over soon and things’ll get back to normal. As normal as possible in my world. 


I’m outta here. I got a casino to run.
