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Samantha Marks was sitting in a drab room in some crummy apartment watching late 

night television. Her bloodshot eyes stared at a nineteen inch Hitachi TV set. Apparently, Sam’s 

brains cells were fried from watching too much Sex in the City. Her head was slightly lopsided, 

and her cheeks were bulging out, but that did not stop Sam from stuffing her face with more Ben 

& Jerry’s Phish food ice cream. Her 12-year-old cat named Pumpkin slowly crawled towards 

Sam’s knee in order to beg for food. 

Normally Sam would not mind giving Pumpkin a taste of her ice cream, but after the 

veterinarian said, “Pumpkin is a tad rotund, and needs to go on a diet,” Sam reconsidered.

“No,” said Sam, “Get out of here.” She kicked Pumpkin aside, but then he swiftly 

retaliated by scratching her in order to get revenge. “Stupid cat!”

She slowly rubbed her scratch on her right ankle feeling the roughness of her wound. 

Shortly after, she resumed what she was doing. Sam scooped up a full spoon of ice cream filled 

with tiny little chocolate fish. She suddenly stopped and looked down at the chocolate fish. For a 

good minute and a half, Sam stared down at her spoon just looking at the fish. She then shut her 

eyes and pictured what it would be like to be a fish. She would be free from everything, free from 

all the taxes, mortgages, and adult stuff like that. All she wanted to do was swim all day and 

swim all night without a care in the world. She pictured being a little silver fish exploring the 

wide-open seas, and then she heard a loud sound. The sound was familiar, but she could not 

place it. She swam closer to the sound and then a great white shark popped out just making this 

ringing noise. Sam finally realized that the sound was her telephone. She picked it up right before 

it went to her message machine. 



“Hello,” she replied while yawning.

“Hey Sam, it’s me Laura,”

“Oh hey Laura what’s up?”

“Nothing much, I just wanted to know if you wanted to come clubbing with us.” 

Sam hesitated for a long time and then finally muttered, “Um… I don’t know.” 

“Come on it will be a lot of fun; it is better then sitting around all day on your butt 

watching Sex in the City. Plus, it would be good for you to get out once in awhile.”

“I guess your right, but I don’t have anything to wear.”

“Sure you do, don’t you have the red dress that you wore to your brother’s wedding. You 

will look hot in that.”

“Alright fine you win, I’ll go clubbing with you guys. Can you pick me up in like an 

hour?”

“Sure, see you soon.”

“Alright bye.”

Sam put down her beloved Phish food ice cream, and switched off Sex in the City. She 

turned her head and cracked her neck, and then slowly wiggled out of her La-Z-Boy chair, as she 

wiped off all the cat fur that was on her blue Jeans. Before venturing off to her closet she reached 

up and stretched, and as she stretched, her chest and belly bulged out. 

Sam found herself in front of a small-unorganized closet. She knew exactly where her 

sexy red dress was, right in the back of her closet next to her high school graduation gown. Even 

though she was older now, she still had the notion that there might be a monster in her closet, and 

that he was just hiding. She quickly went in her closet, snagged the red dress, and slammed the 

door behind her. On the door of her closet, there was a full-length mirror, which had a large crack 



down the middle. She slipped out of her old shaggy clothes and tossed them on the floor. She 

gazed into the mirror, and looked down. She hated the sight of her body, mostly because of her 

enormous belly. According to Sam, if she wore this dress, she would look like she was 

smuggling a basketball. 

She took a deep breath and worked up the courage to slip into the dress. She struggled to 

get into it. The dress was a tad snug, but she was in it, although she still had to zip it up. Sam did 

not mind being alone all that much, she just wished someone could be there to just help her out 

with the little things like zipping up a dress. The zipper was as stubborn as a politician, so she 

sucked in her gut and forced that zipper to zip. Sam had won the battle, but had she won the war? 

She still had to get out of the dress eventually. 

Time flew by and Sam got ready for a night on the town. The telephone rang again, and 

Sam picked up the phone already knowing who was on the other line. 

“Hey Laura.”

“How did you know it was me?”

“Lucky guess.”

“Alright so come down already, we are all waiting.”

Sam hung up the phone and raced down the stairs. She finally made it downstairs, but had 

regretted going down so fast, because now she was winded. 

“Hey girl,” Laura came running to embrace Sam. “Wow, looking great, foxy mama.” 

“Thanks,” Sam said while blushing. “Who else is in the car?”

“Oh just some girls from my gym. I don’t believe you’ve met any of them. But oh my 

God, it is great to see you. Well lets get our groove on.”



Sam and Laura got into the full car. Sam immediately felt out of place, but did not want 

to seem like a downer. All these skinny women stared at Sam just grinning. There was a long 

awkward pause after all of the hellos and name exchanges. 

Sam finally made the first initiative by saying, “So Laura was telling me you gals go to 

the same gym.”

“Oh yeah we all go to the same gym with Laura, imagine that,” said the blonde.

“How often do you go to… what gym did you say you went to?”

“I didn’t, the gym we all go to is called Curves, and we go about two or three times a 

week,” said the blonde again. 

The other two girls were silent. All three girls were perfect in everyway. They reminded 

Sam of robots. After enduring what seemed like the longest car ride of Sam’s life, Laura finally 

parked and shut off the engine. 

“The club is called The Pit,” said Laura, “I know… what a lame name, but it is a pretty 

chill club and tonight is ladies night, the first drink is free.”

The line was incredibly long, but this comforted Sam, because deep down inside she was 

terrified to step foot in The Pit. The music was blasting, Sam could hear it from outside, and 

every time someone opened the door, the music got extremely louder. There was a large 

muscular man guarding the door. He had a tight black polyester shirt on and a head set in his left 

ear. He decided if you were “cool” enough to enter The Pit. There were people who looked like 

they had waited there all night. There were also people who would cut to the front of the line and 

slipped right pass everyone with no problem. 

Laura was clearly the leader of our group, so she went up to large muscular man and said, 

“Hey babe, why don’t you let me and my girlfriends in.” 



The man lifted the rope and started to let us in. We all started to file in until he stopped 

me, by re-attaching the rope to the hook.

“Hey I’m with them,” Sam shouted.

He looked at Laura, and Laura rushed back and said, “Hey be cool, she’s with me.” 

The man hesitated, but he finally let Sam into the club. Sam noticed that the glass door to 

enter in was fogged up and she wondered why. Shortly after opening the glass door, she realized 

why it was so fogged up. The reason was that the club was so hot from all the body heat. It 

literally felt like being in someone’s pit. It even smelled like someone’s armpit as well. At first, 

Sam’s eyes started to water from all the strobe lights, but then they started to adjust. She felt the 

vibrations from the music in her chest. 

Laura had to yell over the music, “Isn’t this frickin'’ awesome?”

Sam lied and said, “Yeah.”

“Let’s get a drink.”

“Okay.”

On a normal day, Sam would not normally drink, but for some reason, Sam craved 

alcohol. She did not want any alcohol beverage for the taste; Sam wanted alcohol to feel numb. 

She wanted to forget about all her troubles and let loose. Sam and Laura went to the crowded bar.

“Hey is there any chance we could get some service around here?,” Laura barked.

“Yeah, what would you like?” Said the bartender.

“Umm… I think I will have a margarita,”

“Make that two margaritas,” suggested Sam. 

Sam plugged her nose and swallowed down the fruity flavored margarita. She hated the 

taste, but she started to feel relaxed. The night went on and Sam ordered many more Margaritas. 



Sam’s body started to have a mind of its own; she danced as if no one was looking. After dancing 

for a while, she stopped to get another mango margarita. She felt light headed, and the lights 

were making her dizzy. 

Laura snuck up on Sam, and had a smirk on her face, “Hey guess what I got?”

“Whaz that?” Sam slurred. 

“I got some shrooms, you want some?”

“Ahhh… Ummm… okay.”

Sam had never had “shrooms” before, but she was so inebriated, her judgment was too 

impaired. Sam ate the “shrooms” and felt no effect. She started to wobble her way back to the 

dance floor. The strangest thing started happening. The floor seemed like it was falling, or 

perhaps Sam was flying. Everyone, but her was below her looking up at her with those green 

glowing eyes. Everything started to spin, and become distorted. At first, Sam was having a blast, 

but then glowing red teeth accompanied these glowing green eyes. The red teeth were jagged and 

sharp. Sam started to fall into the glowing red teeth. She could feel pain all over her body.

“GET OFF ME, I DON’T WANT TO BE EATEN, GET OFF, GET OFF, GET OFF!!!” 

“Honey, are you okay,” said Laura.

Sam did not see any red teeth anymore, all she saw was everyone staring at her, “There 

were red teeth, and…”

“What are you talking about,” Laura said in a distorted voice. 

Then Sam saw Laura. A glowing red light was coming from her mouth. It was the sharp 

red teeth and Sam started scream until she passed out. 

Sam could hear muffled voices, and then she opened her eyes. At first, her vision was 

blurred, but then they focused a little, although the room did not stop spinning. Her head 



throbbed and her body ached. She realized there was a doctor waiting over her bedside along 

with her friend Laura.

“What is going on and where am I?”

“You are in a hospital. Now I need you to listen carefully. What kind of drugs were you 

on?”

“What… I dunno some kind of mushroom.”

“I see, maybe that explains it.”

“Explains what wwwhat are you talking about?”

“I’m sorry to have to tell you this, but he didn’t make it.”

“Who?”

“Your baby, it didn’t make it. Its lungs were full of water, and it died. You had a 

miscarriage.”

“I’m so sorry Sam,” said Laura. 

“Why, said Sam, and then she began to weep. 


