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Chapter Three: Moving Out
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"Answer the fucking question!" Gary yelled as he slapped the controller out of my hand.

"Are you high?" I joked as I stood up and stepped away from him.

"Why can't you answer!" Gary got in my face. "It's a simple question!"

"You must be high or drunk or something," I tried to calm him down.

"You are fucking her!" Gary's face trembled in anger. "You are fucking my mom!"

"Gary," I said as I looked at him.

"Get out!" Gary yelled louder, and anger showed on his face. "Get the fuck out now!"

I grabbed a few things, including my phone, and left the house.

I knew of a place I could stay for the night.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"HEY," I SAID AS TRISH, one of my old booty calls, answered the door.

"Rooms already made," she smiled.

Trish was a stripper or, as she liked to call it, an exotic dancer. We were always there for each other when things got rough.

"He's not home, is he?" I asked.

"If he was, would I be letting you stay the night?" Trish stepped aside.

"I guess not," I walked into the small apartment. It was just like I expected a total mess.

It was one of the many reasons Trish and I never went from the fucking stage to the being serious stage. Trish was a druggie; her boyfriend was her dealer, and I was sure he was also her pimp.

I didn't find out that Trish slept with many others until later on in our relationship. She made the excuse that she had never charged me and tried to make it sound like I was someone who kept her stable, but the damage was done.

Since then, we have been just people who talked now and then.

"It is just for the night, right?" Trish asked as she slumped down onto the couch.

"Yeah," I smiled. "I still have the keys to my old apartment," I said as I moved some things off a chair. "Already talked to the landlord and he said he had to clean it up before I could return."

"Always being Tyler," Trish shook her head as she lit a joint. "Always two steps ahead of everyone else," she offered me a hit.

"I don't do that anymore," I told her. "And it's who I am," I stared at her.

In another life, Trish could have been a model. She had the figure of one of those runway models and the face to boot. Well, she did when I first met her.

Today, it was covered with bruises and scars. Trish liked rough sex, something I was into at one point, but not anymore; she liked being slapped and choked, and sometimes her clients went too far.

"Don't," Trish said as she covered her face. "It's not what you think," she stared back at me. "Jason is good to me, it's just sometimes some of them like to take it to the extreme."

"I know," I said as I got up.

'Fucking asshole!' Gary texted me.

It was the fourteenth text I had gotten since leaving the house.

"So, what did you do?" Trish asked.

I wasn't going to tell her what I had done to land me at her doorstep. If I had anywhere else to go on a moment's notice, I would be there instead of here.

"It's still back there?" I asked.

"Yeah, rooms don't tend to move on their own," Trish folded her arms and stared at the television. "Jason comes back at eleven, you should be gone by then."

I walked down the hallway and into the spare room, where Trish' entertained' her clients.

I was surprised that she had cleaned it up. Usually, it smelled like weed, alcohol, and sex. I laid out on the small bed.

Instantly, memories of my old past came flooding back to me. Shortly after college and before I screwed my head tighter, I ran with the wrong crowd. It was how Trish and I met. We had the same dealers and other shady characters.

It took me a while to get myself out of it, and I didn't look back. Even now, I could hear the sound of the streets calling me back.
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