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In the Company of Wolves




An hour and twenty-three minutes. That’s how long it took my girlfriend to finish getting ready. I know this because I started watching Twin Peaks over an hour ago, and was inching to the halfway mark of a second episode. I wasn’t even paying attention. It was more something to listen to in the background, while I scrolled through my social media accounts. 

“Clem, are you ready?”

I looked up from my phone, trying not to roll my eyes. “Babe, I’ve been ready. Since two hours ago.” A quick shower was all I needed. And with hair this short, I spent a whooping fifteen minutes in total. Calla’s was longer, and she seemed to wash it every day; something about her hair getting greasy. She had to duke it out with a comb and blow dryer.

“Clem. Baby.”

“What? I’m dressed, aren’t I?” I gestured at my body. Clean shirt, clean pants, shoes, check. Done and done.

She sauntered towards me, the bells around her waist jingling with each step. “Baby, you are not wearing that to Christmas dinner with my family.”

“What’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” I could understand why she would say no to the dashiki. Truthfully, I already felt very much out of place as the only black person showing up. I didn’t want to make a scene.

“You can’t show up in a Space Jam shirt on Christmas! It’s tacky.” I couldn’t take my eyes off her chest, which practically jiggled every time she moved.

“You’re dressed like a stripper Santa, but I can’t rep the Tune Squad and my boy, Michael Jordan?” I lightly tugged at the bright blue fabric.

“It’s called being festive, Clem”

“Calla, I can see your cleavage. How is that appropriate for the little Baby Jesus?” I appreciated the view and her black stockings, but I was her girlfriend.

“I’m wearing a shawl over it! It’s a Christmas theme. I told you this.”

I flicked the antlers on my head. “I’m in the Christmas spirit, even though I think it’s offensive to actual deer.” Thank goodness I was having dinner with a bunch of wolves instead.

“And please. Clementine. If you’re going to wear Nikes...can you wear the ‘nice ones’?”

I glanced down at my shoes and back at her. “What’s wrong with my custom made Lion King Air Force One’s, Calla?”
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