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“Vengeance has a Name.” 

In the flashing light of the dance floor, the ice dripping men and the half peeled women- 

dancing provocatively, hoping to get lucky later that night. Jessica stands over by the bar looking 

out into the crowded crowd. A dark, tall figure approaches her. She looks up into his face only to 

see the flashing lights bouncing off his soft-toned complexion. “What’s a pretty girl like you 

doing over here all by yourself?” Jessica looks at him and wonders who he’s talking to. “My 

name is Junior.” He holds out his hand, but Jessica looks at it thinking whether or not she should 

respond. So without thinking twice, Jessica blurts out, “Jackie” and shakes his hand. “That’s a 

beautiful name.” say’s Junior. 

“Thanks.” Say’s Jessica in a nervous voice thinking to herself why she just lied. There 

was an awkward silence between the two. The music was going and so were the people on the 

dance floor. “The club is packed tonight.” Junior say’s desperately trying to hold conversation.  

“Really? I thought it would always be packed.” 

“It is, but usually the bouncers stop letting people in after a certain amount. I guess 

tonight’s a special night.” He turns toward Jessica and gives her a flirty smile. She looks away in 

shyness. “You don’t come here often do you?” he leans over the bar. “No. Actually, I don’t go 

anywhere often.” 

Jessica was a workaholic. She was the first to get to work and the last to leave. Her daily 

routine was to be up by 5am and to bed by 10pm. She was an accountant. She had no husband or 

kids, so for her free time she would do more work. There was no fun in Jessica’s life. It was all 

work and no play.  



“So what brings you out tonight?” Junior asks. 

“My friends said I need fun in my life. So here I am.” 

“Are they here with you?” 

“Yea. You see that girl in the yellow dancing all crazy.” 

“Yea.” Junior looks out at her amazed. 

“Well she and the girl next to her in the red are my two best friends.” 

“Wow. Why is she dancing like that?” 

“I don’t know.” Jessica says while laughing. “She’s always been a wild child.” 

“Well, she looks like she’s having a seizure.” As the night goes on, Junior asks “Hey 

Jackie would you like something to drink.” Jessica stares into his face. “Jackie? Oh! No, no 

thank you.” As their conversation goes on, they’re interrupted by Amber and Ashley, Jessica’s 

two best friends. “Hey, we’re ready to leave. Amber’s wasted.” Ashley say’s while holding 

Amber up off the ground.  

“It was nice talking to you Junior.” 

“It was nice talking to you too.” As Jessica and her friends were about to leave Junior 

shouts out, “listen, I don’t usually do this, but can I have your number. Jessica looks at him in a 

“Did you just ask me that?” kind of way. She was thinking if she should say no or just give him a 

fake one like she did her name. But before she could even answer, here comes Amber, “203-555-

6192.” Jessica spins around in shock. “What? He’s cute,” Amber says in a drunken slur. 

“Well did you get that?” Jessica say’s to junior shrugging her shoulders. He pulls out his 

cell phone, “yea, I got it.” Junior wasted no time. The next day at work, coming out of Jessica’s 

bag was “vrmmp, vrmmp.” It was a text from Junior. It said “Hi BEAUTIFUL. What you doin? 

=)” flattered by that, she responds “Working. How bout you HANDSOME?” 



“workin too” 

“How could you be working when you talkin’ to me?” 

“The same way you talkin’ to me =)” 

The texts kept coming. A few months later, you couldn’t get Jessica away from her 

phone. It was becoming annoying. All you heard was clickity, clickity, clickity, click. She hardly 

got any of her work done, and her friends or family barely heard from her. Everyone was 

concerned about Jessica because they are used to seeing the workaholic. One day her boss Mr. 

Connelly called her into his office for a talk. “Jessica, have you been feeling well?” he walks 

around her chair robotically. 

“Yes. I’m fine.” 

“You haven’t been yourself lately.” 

“I promise you I’m fine Mr. Connelly. I just been a little distracted is all.” 

“Well, you know Jessica, there’s no time for distractions here.” He sits on the desk and 

folds his arms. “You know you were up for that promotion. I don’t want you to lose that 

opportunity.” 

“No sir. Neither would I.” 

“Good! So we have an understanding. I want those Letterman papers on my desk first 

thing Monday morning. 

“Yes sir.” Jessica gets up and exits. As soon as work was finished, Jessica went home and 

got started on those Letterman papers. It was Friday night and she had only two days to get this 

done. She knew she wouldn’t be able to speak to Junior, so she put her phone on silent and got to 

work. Finally, it was eleven o’clock Sunday night and Jessica was finished. She had realized how 

much work she got done without talking to Junior. She started to think maybe she and Junior 



should take a break for a while. She was exhausted, but she was curious to see if Junior texted 

her. She went over to the drawer, looked at her phone, and had 73 text messages from him. She 

read the first few messages and they were the same as usual. “Hey BEAUTIFUL.” He said this 

same phrase for about five more messages. Then they started to say “R U ignoring me?” and 

“JACKIE. R U REALLY IGNORIN MEE?” Jessica read on. As the messages went on they 

became more aggressive and then downright rude. 

“You stupid BITCH. You’re nothing but a slut.” He also wrote, “You need to take that 

stick out your ass and loosen up a little JACKIE.” Fuming and outraged, Jessica texted Junior 

back, “Who the hell do you think you are?” 

“I’m Junior you dumb bitch. The one and only.” 

“You’re beyond disrespectful. Lose my number NOW.” 

“JACKIE you’re the disrespectful one not texting people back.” 

Disgusted and fed up, Jessica doesn’t know what to say back. Pacing back and forth 

about to drill a hole in the white furry carpet, Jessica stops in the middle of the room, smiles and 

says “My name is not JACKIE.” 


