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Exercise

 

Sandjai woke up. The sun shining into his room reminded him that this day was about to begin, but that was the very last thing that he wanted to deal with. Summer was coming, it was his last year in high school, and he could think of a million things he’d rather be doing than getting up on a Saturday. And why was his alarm blaring dancehall at this ridiculous hour? It had to be his best friend screwing with his phone again. He knew one thing for sure. He wasn’t getting up. Nothing was going to ruin his sleep today.

He quickly turned off the phone, throwing his head back onto the pillow. He sighed and just as he was about to go back to his happy place there was a tugging at his bed. His foot started to feel a little damp, then more damp. He tried to fake sleep as best he could but ultimately had to give in.

“Fuck! I’m up!” 

Sandjai got out of bed and looked at his phone just as it started blaring at him again. This time it was country music. When did his friend have enough time to do this to his phone? He turned off the second alarm, looked down at the dog and sighed. The animal was all smiles and unconcerned that he didn’t want to be up. Sandjai petted him, glad the Rottweiler wasn’t the one jumping on top of him this morning and the Yorkie woke him up.

He went into the bathroom to brush his teeth, and the dog followed him. A shiny grey bubbling bundle of morning happy who seemed entranced by the human ritual. Sandjai shook his head and continued. When he was done his phone rang again, blaring Rihanna’s S&M. He answered it so hard his thumb almost cracked the screen.

“Hello?”

“Morning, sunshine. I know you’re ready for our morning run.”

“Do I have to?” Sandjai walked downstairs to the kitchen where his mom was smiling into a cup of coffee. Bryan was talking to him still but Sandjai wasn’t really invested in it.

He grabbed some bread and proceeded to make a sandwich. Bacon, lettuce, tomato, toast… more bacon, cheese… some more bacon and a nice thick slather of butter. Breakfast was served. One bite of the bacony goodness of this sandwich and he was floating on cloud 1,100,047. Just perfect. Now he could deal with the idiot on the phone.

“You’re eating bacon, aren’t you?” Bryan could hear the sound of pure bliss over the phone.

“Yes.” It sounded more like mmm, crunch crunch, mumble mumble, sigh, but it amounted to a yes.

“So, you’ll be at the park?”

“We’ve worked out every day this week.”

“You promised you’d help me get in shape. You’re the one with the six-pack. You’re the one who’s been going to the gym since you came out the womb. And I’ve seen your dad. You don’t need to exercise.”

“Why you have to be so dramatic?” Sandjai rolled his eyes for effect even though he knew Bryan couldn’t see him. 

“I’m fat, and you promised to un-fat me, so you need to get your ass down to the park by 7:30 like you promised.”

“You’re not fat. Leonard, he’s fat. You’re husky. And Huskies are cute.”

“Don’t compare me to dogs. And if you don’t come, I’ll tell Maria you said I’m cute.”

“You wouldn’t dare.”

“I would. I’ll tell her you’re a closet homo and you made a pass at me and got mad when I turned you down.”

“God, you know she’s a jealous psycho bitch, and she’ll believe you. Besides, we are only dating in her mind. I have an actual real girlfriend.”

“Who you’re avoiding breaking up with.”

“Stay on topic. Remember when you told her I was eyeing up her best friend Lucy? Do you really want me to go through that again?”

“Okay. I’m not that evil. But you’ve tortured me for three weeks now. I shouldn’t be the one calling you to come to me.”

“Alright, Bri.”

“Ugh. My name is Bryan. Why do you insist on saying Bri like it’s Sabrina?”

“Lighten up. I’m going to hop in the shower, and I’ll be there.”

“Do not stop by Susan’s for a quick fuck. Come straight here.”

“Why must you suck all the joy out of my life?”

“If I have to sacrifice orgasms for this run, so must you.”

“Seriously? You jerk off like five thousand times a day. I’m surprised you haven’t rubbed your dick raw.”

“We can’t all be chiselled south of the border gods with accents that literally melt the panties of women.”

“Alright. You win. I’m walking in the shower now. See you when I get there.”

 

***

 

“You’re late.” Bryan gave Sandjai his best accusatory glare. Sandjai dutifully ignored it.

“Just shut up and let’s do this running thing.”

Bryan was in a white t-shirt and basketball shorts. He was dressed like a guy conscious about their weight but trying to act like oversized clothes were something he liked. Bryan had chocolate skin, hazel eyes and was exactly five foot seven and a half. He took his half very seriously. Especially since Sandjai was six-two. Bryan was an okay looking guy; the problem was that Sandjai was the hottest thing since the first taco. When he was Pudgy, it wasn’t too bad. Pudgy seemed to work to his advantage. However, as Bryan got older, cute and pudgy up and left the building for thick and sexy. Unfortunately, only other people saw him that way.

“So how's things at home? Mom still being a—" Sandjai tried to make small talk to distract Bryan from exercise which he commonly referred to as evil torture from the Gods. Sandjai found Bryan’s distaste for exercise highly amusing. Bryan found his amusement at such things very unamusing. 

“God, don’t say it. I think she might finally be on her way out the door. Dad’s trying to save things again, but I can see even he has finally given up on her. Honestly, didn’t think that would ever happen. This would be the third divorce should it happen.”

“Man, that sucks.”

“Why aren’t you gasping for air yet?” Bryan asked. The distracting conversation was not distracting enough.

“We’ve only been running for seven minutes.” Sandjai laughed. Bryan glared at him as per usual. How was Sandjai managing to laugh and run when he was puffing and wheezing and felt like death. Bryan hadn’t failed to finish a run yet. How none had managed to kill him was a mystery better solved for when he wasn’t running.

“Americans are weird.” Random, but Sandjai felt it should be said.

“Your dad is American.” What Bryan meant when he said that was Puerto Rican hottie supreme. He was too tired to give that thought the attention it deserved. Breathing and running was hard enough let alone fantasising about his best friend’s hot father.

“Latin American. And he’s weird, too. But his Island roots balance that out.”

Bryan didn’t have a response to that, so he got back on topic. 

“Sister is crying every night begging Dad to fix Mommy. Brother keeps getting into fights in school. Me… depression. My older brother is the only normal one, or the most normal. And my youngest brother, well, he’s two. Maybe my mom will be gone long before she can fuck him up.”

The two of them ran in silence for a while. Neither wanting to dig much deeper into this area of conversation.

“It’s embarrassing running with you. All the girls just eye you up like what is he doing with that fat sweaty loser...”

“You’re not a loser. Stop fucking saying that. And you know they are checking you out, too.”

“Eww. Why would you say that?”

Sandjai chuckled. Nothing like mentioning girls found Bryan hot to hedge of a self-loathing episode.

“School is officially over in two months. Any plans?” Sandjai smiled at the grossed-out expression on Bryan’s face. He knew him well enough to know for the right guy Bryan would get naked with a girl. Bryan did not have him fooled not one bit.

“To be as hot as you?”

Sandjai laughed. “Real plans. And like I said: girls think you’re hot.”

“Stop right there. And do not follow it up with ‘but it’s true.’ That does not make it any less gross. Think I’m going to take a year off. Dad wants me go straight college, but I don’t know. I mean he’s this big-time engineer. Out there helping build bridges and impossible architecture. Education was his thing. And Bradley is well on his way to getting that psych degree. Younger bro is all inspired to become an architect so dad can maybe work on one of his projects one day. Me... I’m all, ‘fuck education.’”

Sandjai laughed. Bryan did well in school only because he took pride in his work. It had nothing to do with actually enjoying schooling. 

“I might write seeing as I inherited that talent from the bitch mom, which is your fault by the way. ‘You poem write,’” Bryan said, remembering back to the day they met. “I need a break. I’ll flip burgers or something for a while. You?”

“Go live with my dad.”

“Two male whores under the same roof. That’s bound to be fun.”

“He’s been married for four years now. He’s a new man.”

“If you say so. Fuck, my calves hurt.” The reality of exercise again crept into the conversation.

“We’re almost done.”

“Good.”

“Then to the gym.”

“I hate you.”  

 


Saviour

 

PAST

 

It was a warm summer day. Nearing the start of the new school year. Sandjai was walking alone in the park dealing with the prospect of starting a new life in a foreign country. His mother had gotten a job at a local university, and after years of being in her home country decided it was time to up and re-join the world of human science. Thirteen years to be exact. His entire life span so for.

Sometimes it was awesome having a celebrity mom, other times not so much. Why couldn’t they just go back to Suriname and be in a world more familiar? He never thought for a second his first venture north of the border would be more than just a vacation. It had its bonuses, though. He could see his father more often. A celebrity of another kind.

Sandjai’s understanding of English was exceptional. His speaking it left little to be desired but considering how other foreigners spoke, having been here for years, he was an English learning guru. Besides, he liked his voice and had no desire to lose any parts of its culture. His mother was blowing up his cell phone forcing him to come out of his thoughts. He sent her a text about how he had made enough friends to earn alone time wandering in the park. What was the point of living in such a good upper-class neighbourhood if he couldn’t enjoy the perks?

Shoving his phone into his back pocket, he wondered what happened to the not so overprotective mother he knew. And why didn’t she insist he learn English before? Had he known he’d need it at some point he would’ve insisted on it. Then he thought it odd he’d never asked his dad seeing as it was his second language too, and he was American.

Over by a tree, Sandjai saw a boy about his age, crying. Looking like the world had fallen down on him. He walked towards the tree, watching the boy writing in his notebook, tear out the page crumbling into a ball then write again. He’d then unfold some of the balls of paper and appear to copy from them before rolling them up again and tearing out another page.

Something wasn’t right here. When he got close, the boy didn’t raise his head. Didn’t sense Sandjai’s presence as he was so committed to the task of writing. Sandjai said hello. Or something that sounded like hello in his mind. This made the boy take his attention from the notepad. Sandjai got a glimpse of what the boy was writing as the boy looked up.

“Sandjai.” He pointed to himself so the boy would know it wasn’t a wrong word and his name.

“You’re cute.”

This wasn’t the type of greeting that Sandjai was used to. It also wasn’t something he couldn’t roll with.

“You name yourcute?” Sandjai stalled a bit punctuating his voice with sceptical tones giving the impression of, ‘this is typical for American names? Weird.’ With an eyebrow raise to seal the deal.

“And you have a sense of humour. Bryan.” Bryan said with a smile that made him look like a completely different person from the boy frustrated with what he was trying to write moments before.

“Brye in.” Sandjai said it as two separate words instead of one.

“Close enough.” Bryan looked back down and resumed writing.

“Poem?”

“What?”

“You Poem?” For the life of him, Sandjai couldn’t find the right word. How did he even remember poem before the word he actually wanted? The awkward silence lingered. Bryan looked at him blankly with an amused smile forming on his face.

“Write!” Sandjai spoke with so much excitement it was contagious. Bryan laughed.

“You. Poem. Write.” 

“Write poem,” Bryan corrected Sandjai’s sentence structure.

“You write poem?” Sandjai said slowly, unsure if resaying it was the correct thing to do.

“Yes,” Bryan responded.

“See?”

Bryan seemed reluctant to hand it over, but the smile on Sandjai and eager outstretched hand won him over. Sandjai took the notepad and sat on the grass beside him.

“You can read it okay?”

“I no speak good, but I read good.” 

Bryan thought Sandjai’s smile was ridiculously attractive. Where was this guy from and why didn’t he run away when Bryan blurted he found him hot?

“This how write poem in America?” Sandjai looked legitimately confused. If there was ever an Americans are weird vibes in one look, this look was that.

“It’s not really a poem.”

“No?”

Bryan was very well aware that if Sandjai could read English, then there was no way he couldn’t know what this was. Yet he was doing an exceptional job of feigning naivete. Bryan looked off into the distance. He didn’t want to admit what it was, but he took a deep breath exhaled slowly and spoke.

“It’s a suicide note.”

“Suicide. Like you kill self?” Sandjai pointed at Bryan when he said you which made it stand out just that much more.

“I was thinking about it.”

“How?”

“The tub. Slit wrists. I’ve tried before. Once. Pills. They pumped the drugs out of me, though.” Bryan released a dry laugh after he spoke.

“So this time work?”

Bryan didn’t know what to make of the sincere tone Sandjai spoke with. Almost as if he were asking would his next scientific experiment work. “I thought so. I hoped so. I don’t know.” 

Sandjai seemed to think to himself before handing the notebook back.

“I like. You write good.”

“Really?” Bryan was taken aback.

“Yes. Ocean part. Best. Really like.” Sandjai nodded enthusiastically with that amazing smile as he spoke.

“Um. Thanks.” Bryan was taken off guard by this response.

“You should write.”

“Huh?”

“Books, movies, poems. You make nice words.”

“You think?” Bryan started to read it again. It was rather eloquent. He’d never analysed anything he’d written before. It was all depressing shit so he never considered giving it more thought beyond their completion. Maybe he should go through all his journals. He knew one thing, though. The oddity of this situation had dissolved his desire to off himself this time.

“So,” Bryan tried to say his name, but it didn’t quite come outright. Unlike when Sandjai had said his name, Bryan was more determined to pronounce it correctly. Maybe he did have a more than mild connection to words and sounds after all. 

“So, Sandjai.” Bryan smiled. After a few gruelling moments of trying to get it right, he added, “What brings you over the border?”

He told him who his mom was, and Bryan practically had a teen boy orgasm.

“That’s your mom? Man, the breakthroughs she’s made. She’s a fucking genius. They even have an operation named after her. Some of my cousins from the University have books with her name on them. Can I meet her?” 

This was definitely not the same boy Sandjai saw when he walked over.

“Sure.”

“So how does one of the top minds in the world end up back in her home country. Don’t child prodigies take their fame and run with it.”

“Books, lectures. Make big money. Then have me. Go back home help community. Not need fame, she say.”

“She still kept up with the work, though. Published a few more journals. Your father?”
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