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Dear Reader:


What if you found yourself in this position: one of your friends is cheating with another friend’s husband. Some of you might tell the married friend, but how difficult would that be? Or perhaps you would confront the husband and not discuss with either friend.


In Loyalty Among Friends, Pat Tucker and Earl Sewell, in their second coauthored title, deal with this controversial situation with Ava, who finds herself in the middle of the lives of two friends.


I’m sure you will enjoy the journey of this dramatic tale of infidelity, lust and trust between the married Ava; Bailey, the sexy flirt; and Jayden and Sylvia, the married couple. See how this entangled web plays out in this state of affairs that puts friendships to an ultimate test.


Check out the authors’ first project, A Social Affair, which highlights the world of online cheating.


As always, I appreciate the love and support shown to Strebor Books, myself, and our efforts to bring you cutting-edge stories.


Blessings,
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CHAPTER ONE


Bailey


When I finally came up for air and seductively crawled up the length of Richard’s lean, naked body, I could feel the heat rise, among other things. With his essence still on my lips, I was ready for him to reciprocate the pleasure I had just delivered.


“Daayum, that was good,” he managed.


His voice was shaky, and he was still breathing hard like he had trouble catching his breath. I beamed with pride. If I didn’t know anything else, I knew how to please a man. He rubbed my breasts as I rolled over to his side of the bed, and tried to adjust my body next to his.


“Whheew, girl! It’s been a while since I had some expert head like that. That was good!”


You’re damn right, it was good. I have the aching jaws to prove it.


“I’m glad you enjoyed it, daddy; now it’s my turn,” I cooed.


Usually, I didn’t like playing tit-for-tat like that, but this one seemed a little slow. His body was nice, but he was a lazy lover, and who had time for that? I didn’t have any problems letting a man know exactly what I wanted.


Suddenly, Richard rose and sat upright. He swung his long legs over the edge of the bed and onto the floor. I lay there confused, wondering whether he needed some water or something before round two.


He looked over his shoulder at me. “Uhh, what’s your name again?”


I began to fume. “Bailey. You know, like the liquor.” I didn’t even try to hide the sarcasm in my tone.


“Oh, yeah, that’s easy enough to remember. Well, uhh, look here, Bailey, I got an early meeting tomorrow morning,” he said. Then, he yawned.


I drew my eyebrows together. “Are you serious right now?”


“Oh, nah, nah. It ain’t nothing like that. I mean, it was real nice meeting you, but like I said, I gotta get up real early in the morning.”


It was my turn to pop up in bed like a jack-in-the-box. The heat that crawled up my naked back threatened to sear my hairline. My neck started twisting before I could get my words out good. “You’ve got to be kidding, right?” I hissed.


“See, Hailey. Now, calm down. It’s not like that. It’s not what you think.”


I got up from his bed, and stormed around his junky room, picking up my clothes. What man in his right mind brings a woman home to this pigsty?


“It’s Bailey!” I snarled, as I snatched my bra off of the old-fashioned lamp shade and put it back on.


“Oh, my bad, my bad. Yeah, that’s right. Bailey, like the liquor, right?”


If looks could kill, Richard would’ve been a corpse. Once I was dressed, he grabbed a robe and got up to follow me to the front door.


“Shit, where’s my purse?” I looked around his crowded living room, frustrated. I really need to be more selective.


He glanced around the dark room, like he was trying to be helpful. I wanted to knee him in his groin, to take away some of the bliss I had blessed him with earlier.


“Hey, I’ma call you,” he lied.


I grabbed my purse from his coffee table and rolled my eyes.


He opened the door and waited.


Before I stepped out, I looked at him and said, “Save the bull; you don’t even have my number, remember? I followed you from the club and we were gonna exchange numbers once we got here.”


“Oh, yeah. My bad.”


When the fool yawned again, I shook my head.


“Later. Hope you’re late for your meeting,” I said, as I walked out.


“Oh yeah, thanks,” the idiot responded.


I felt like crap as I walked down the long hallway from his apartment and got on the elevator. There had to be a better way. I was sick and tired of meeting losers and falling for their lame lines and excuses. At the club, good ol’ Richard was all gung-ho about hooking up, and us having a possible future together.


He had filled my head with so much bull that he had me thinking we might actually make it to the altar. I knew I had just met him hours earlier, but he’d fed me so many lines about being tired of the dating scene, I thought he might be different. He’d said he was ready to leave the clubs and slow down. I could relate to everything he’d said. I felt the same way.


I wasn’t trying to screw him the very first night we met, but I thought we had mad chemistry. I agreed with him that we needed to get to know each other better in a quieter place. At the time, it made sense since his apartment wasn’t far from the historic Gaslamp Quarter in downtown San Diego.


Besides, he had already told me his intentions, and I felt like I needed to take a chance if I ever wanted to find true love.


As I drove home, I couldn’t help but beat myself up. I was successful in every other aspect of my life. I was college educated with a MBA, worked in commercial real estate, and took very good care of my body. I didn’t understand why I couldn’t find a man. Scratch that. Bump a man. I wanted a husband!


Hell, I had no problems finding men. They were drawn to me like flies to shit! Unfortunately, I couldn’t seem to hang on to a decent one to save my life.


Thank God I had enough sense not to tell Richard that I lived close by too. I lived at one of San Diego’s trendiest addresses. The Alta was a soaring twenty-one-story building with designer stores, cafes, and restaurants. The mixed-use building also had a combination of trendy lofts, condos, and penthouses. Every day, I walked into spectacular views of the scenic San Diego Bay, and at night, it was sparkling city lights.


My two-bedroom condo had everything—dramatic, vaulted ceilings, tons of window walls that allowed natural light to pour into every corner of the space, and a large, private terrace. The only thing missing was my Mr. Right.


After I pulled into the underground parking garage, I got out of my car and tried to push thoughts of my horrible night aside.


“I’m done with the losers in the club. I mean it!” I muttered as I rode the elevator up to my place. I was physically and emotionally exhausted.


The sun was coming up by the time I showered and changed for bed. As I lay in my massive, four-poster, king-sized bed unable to sleep, I considered taking an Ambien. I quickly decided against it, since I was meeting my best friend, Ava, for brunch and I didn’t want to oversleep.


Suddenly, thoughts of whether I’d share my story with her crowded my mind. Ava and I had been friends since the second grade. But our lives had taken such different paths that sometimes I put distance between us on purpose.


I loved Ava like the sister I never had, but the truth was, I looked better than her. I was more successful, yet she was happily married, and I was still miserably single. It just didn’t make sense.


Over the last five years, we’d grown closer and I was happy about that. I told myself it wasn’t Ava’s fault I couldn’t find a husband. It sure wasn’t for a lack of trying. Both Ava and her husband, Isaac, had tried to fix me up several times, but nothing ever stuck.


I decided I’d tell her about what had happened last night, but I’d give her the abbreviated version. What in the hell was so wrong with me? In the darkness, I lay wide awake, staring up at the ceiling.


“Dear God, why did you make me so beautiful, yet unlovable?”





CHAPTER TWO


Ava


“Iiiisac!” I screamed.


My husband worked my last nerve with his hour-long showers. What in God’s name was he doing in there? I hated to burst in on him. I knew he’d want some sex, and I wasn’t in the mood. But his irritating mama had already called three times, and she refused to hang up.


“Mrs. Goodson, can’t I get him to call you back when he gets out? I guess he can’t hear me,” I said into the phone.


“I’ma wait for you to go get him. I ain’t got all mornin’ to be waitin’ on Isaac’s call. I got thangs to do,” she replied.


“Yes, ma’am,” I sighed and got up from my nice, comfortable bed. I padded over to the bathroom in our master suite and knocked on the door. “Honey, your mom is holding on the phone.”


“Tell her I’ll call right back!”


“Not gonna work. She’s called three times already.”


I twisted the handle and walked into the steam-filled bathroom. It smelled so good in there. I loved the scent of my husband’s body wash, and scolded myself for not wanting to join him in the shower.


He opened the shower door and walked out dripping wet. After he took the phone, he reached over and tapped me on my behind.


“Quit,” I said.


“You know you like it.”


Isaac’s body couldn’t qualify him for any athletic teams. He had a little too much around the middle, and a budding beer belly. But I loved every inch of him.


His last physical wasn’t the best, and the doctor told me I needed to change both of our diets. I was trying, but it wasn’t easy. We both loved my Southern cooking.


My husband’s abdomen may not have been able to compete with any six packs, but he was a good, handsome man with a kind heart. When he started balding in his late twenties, I told him to shave his head. That had been his signature look long before it became the most popular style for black men.


Isaac was about five feet ten inches tall, with copper-colored skin. He had broad shoulders and a square face.


“Hey, Mama,” I heard him say into the phone as I left the bathroom.


There was no point in going back to bed. I had a brunch date in a couple of hours. I went into the kitchen to start coffee, and tried to figure out what to fix for Isaac. Truth be told, I probably didn’t need to be brunching at all. I had picked up a good twenty-five pounds, and couldn’t lose them with all the cooking I did.


Luckily for me, Isaac didn’t seem to mind.


“I love me a woman with curves,” he’d say. If he liked anything else, it wouldn’t matter. We’d been married for nearly twenty-two years, and neither of us planned to go anywhere. I fixed Isaac an egg and avocado breakfast sandwich and got ready for my brunch date.


I was meeting Bailey at the Grant Grill. It was closer to her, so I figured she’d probably beat me there. I thought about Isaac and his complaint about his food before I left.


“Hey, where’s the meat?” he’d asked after he bit into the sandwich.


“Doctor said to lay off the sodium.” I’d grabbed my bag and kissed him on his forehead.


“Humph, well what you ’bout to go eat?”


“Brunch food.”


“Bring me back a doggie bag,” he said.


Minutes later, I parked, rushed into the restaurant, and scanned the room searching for Bailey.


“How many?” the hostess asked.


“Oh, I’m meeting a friend here; not sure if she’s here yet,” I said.


“Would you like to go take a look?”


Just as I was about to walk all the way into the restaurant, Bailey’s high-pitched voice startled me.


“Ava Goodson, get over here and give me some love, girl!” Bailey rushed over, threw her arms around me, and squeezed. She pulled back to give me a dramatic, signature air kiss to each cheek. “I’m so glad you finally made it.”


I knew I was late, but I didn’t think I was that late.


“You look good, Bailey.” And she did. The male eyes that followed her every step were proof of that. Everything about Bailey was loud and designed to grab attention.


“You ladies ready?” the hostess asked.


“Yes,” I answered. We followed her to a table.


Heads turned and eyes gawked as Bailey sashayed in all her designer-infused glory. I wasn’t sure whether it was her gray contact lenses, fake lashes, or her figure-hugging wrap dress that did it. But Bailey was known for her attention-grabbing outfits.


When she’d invited me to brunch, I thought relaxed, casual, and comfortable attire would do. I should’ve known better. Compared to her, I might as well have been wearing a dusty, old potato sack.


My jeans and Jones New York blouse made me look more like her assistant than her girlfriend.


Once seated, Bailey looked around the room and gave her admirers one last smile. She saved the dramatic frown for me.


“Oh my God, Ava! Wait ’til I tell you about my horrible date last night.” Her expression deadpanned.


I swear a few heads snapped in our direction. The hungry expressions on the men’s faces all but begged her to give them the chance to make it up to her.


“Date?” I was confused. “I thought you said you were going to the club last night.”


I knew good and well that if Bailey had a date, we would’ve been on the phone analyzing everything down to the matching bra and panty set she should wear. Something wasn’t adding up, but I wasn’t sure I was in the mood to do the math.


“Girl, I did. That’s where we met, errr, I mean, agreed to meet,” Bailey said.


I frowned.


“So, what did you expect? Who goes out on a date to a club, Bailey? Whose idea was that?”


Bailey rolled her eyes at the ceiling and gave me an exasperated look. “You are so lucky you have a husband. I’m telling you, these men out here…” Bailey scrunched up her nose. “There’s nothing good available, believe me.”


“Yeah, but, Bailey, you should never take a date to the club or let him take you to one for that matter.”


“Well, when I agreed to go out with him, who knew he was talking about the club? Then, when we went back to his place, and he could barely keep his hands off me,” she said. “It was awful!”


“If you guys went to the club, when did you go to his house?”


“Oh, sweet Jesus! Ava, girl! Don’t look now, but he just walked in. And look at that Plain Jane he’s got on his arm! Ugh! We need to go somewhere else. I’ve lost my appetite.”


Panic settled in quickly. I didn’t want to leave after the heavenly scent of fresh waffles had teased my senses. I didn’t understand why we couldn’t stay there, but the answer came quicker than I expected.





CHAPTER THREE


Jayden


The morning alarm on my cell gurgled like an old telephone. I opened my eyes, sat upright, and placed my bare feet on the carpeted floor beside the bed. I extended my arms high above my head, stretched, and yawned. Reaching over, I turned on the hotel lamp next to the bed. I glanced over my shoulder at my wife, Sylvia, who had on her black eye mask and ear plugs. She wasn’t a morning person like me or our son, Greg, who was in an adjoining room. I knew that he was awake. I heard water from his bathroom as it rushed through a pipe in the wall. We had arrived in Seattle yesterday from San Diego where we lived. Greg and I had come to participate in a half marathon. I rose to my feet and while heading towards the bathroom, I listened to my toes pop like breakfast cereal drowning in a bowl of milk. Aging is a bitch, I thought as I entered the bathroom.


When I finished my ablutions, I came out and headed toward my running gear which I had laid out the night before. I put on my heart monitor, shorts, and running top with my bib number already attached. I threw a pair of light jogging pants and a matching long-sleeved shirt on top. I grabbed my hat, watch, keys, and duffle bag which were filled with other necessities. I lightly knocked on the door that connected my room with my son’s. He opened it, and I stepped inside. I saw that he was already dressed.


“Hey, Dad. I just need to put on my shoes and I’ll be ready to go.”


“Take your time. There is no rush.” I shoved my hands deep into the pockets of my jogging pants and waited.


“Where is Mom?” Greg sat at the foot of the bed to put on his running shoes.


“She’s still asleep.” I moved toward a window to take a peek outside.


“I thought she wanted to be there at the start of the race?”


I shrugged. “Your mother is notorious for saying one thing and doing another. You know that.”


“You’re right, but she said that she would watch our bags for us so that we wouldn’t have to leave them in the tent area.”


“Son, let me give you a bit of advice. It’s something that I’ve learned over the twenty years I have been married to your mother. When she is asleep, don’t wake her.”


“Dad.”


“What? It’s the truth.” I moved toward the door of his hotel room. Greg looked at the adjoining door, considering waking up his mother.


“I’m going to go let her know that we’re leaving,” he said.


“Suit yourself. I’ll be in the car waiting.”


A few minutes later, Greg exited the hotel and approached the car. He opened the door and got in.


“She’s coming,” he said as he settled into the back seat.


The thought of having to wait irritated me. I glanced at the clock. It was 4:45 a.m., and the race started in an hour.


“It’s going to take her forever to get herself moving and get down here.” I impatiently thumped the steering with my thumb.


“Why don’t you like waiting for her?”


“It annoys me. I like showing up early, and your mother believes in being fashionably late. Thanks to her, we were late for your junior high and high school graduations.”


“I remember that. You guys arrived after I had walked across the stage. That’s just her way, Dad,” Greg defended his mother.


“I swear, sometimes I believe your mother has some type of late gene in her DNA.”


Greg sat silently, and I reclined my head against the headrest. Thirty minutes later, Sylvia came out of the hotel and got into the car.


“Okay, I’m ready, but you need to find a Starbucks or coffee shop where I can get a cup of coffee before we get to the race,” she said.


“We don’t have time to do that. You’ll have to figure out where to get a cup once you’re there.” There was bitterness in my tone of voice as I backed up and sped off.


“Damn, slow down. You don’t have any reason to be so wound up.”


Greg spoke up from the backseat. “I didn’t want to ask this, but are you guys going to be okay when I leave?”


“What do you mean, honey?” asked Sylvia.


“I mean are you guys cool with each other?”


“Of course we are, honey.”


“Dad?” Greg wanted confirmation from me, but I remained quiet.


“Your father knows he’s crazy about me, honey,” Sylvia gave the response she believed was locked in my head. I glanced at her and thought about some of our wasted history. A hard line formed on her lips as she positioned her head against the headrest and closed her eyes. There is an overdraft fee in my bank of tolerance for you, I thought to myself as I headed toward our destination.


When we arrived, the race had begun. Greg and I had a limited amount of time to warm up before we stripped down to our running shorts and tank tops. We infused ourselves into the throngs of runners who steadily marched out onto the race course.


“Do you want to try to catch up to our pace group?” Greg asked as I adjusted my running cap.


“Yeah; come on.” I picked up the pace. My son had started running with me when he was nine years old. He was a natural distance runner. He was tall and lean like me, and was in excellent shape. He had gone away to college on a running scholarship and had received his undergraduate degree in broadcast journalism. In a few days’ time, Greg would leave home for good. He’d accepted a job offer for a position at a television station in Chicago.


“Come on, old man.” Greg roused the competitor in me.


“Have I ever told you the story of the old and young bulls?” I asked as we snaked our way around slower runners.


“No.”


“Well, there were these two bulls. One was young, and the other one was old. They were father and son. They were sitting on top of a hill looking down at a bunch of cows grazing in the pasture. The young bull turned to his father and said, ‘Why don’t we run down the hill and get one of those cows for ourselves?’ The father laughed and said, ‘Why don’t we walk down the hill, and get them all?’ ”


“Ha, ha.” Greg chuckled as we caught up to our pace group. We settled comfortably into our individual strides as we ran alongside each other.


“I’m proud of you, Greg,” I said breathlessly as we continued along.


“I know, but don’t get sentimental on me during this race.”


“Who said I was getting sentimental? Saying that I’m proud of you is another way of saying, ‘I can’t wait for you to get the hell out of the house so that I can have my life back’.” I laughed as we turned a corner and zoomed past mile one.


Greg and I continued to run side-by-side until mile eighteen, which was when he began to pull away from me. I still had enough strength and endurance left in my body to keep pace with him. Not this time, I thought to myself.


As he pulled ahead, in a metaphorical way, I was letting him go so that he could become his own man. I had kept him out of trouble and gotten him through college. He was a smart and ambitious young man with the challenges of life ahead of him. I would no longer be at his side the way I had been most of his life. He was now in full control of his own destiny.


The moment was a time of change for me as well. It was the dawn of another stage in my life. This time, I would work hard not to make foolish errors as I had done in my youth. I felt warm and bright, to the point of bursting, like the sun was rising from somewhere deep inside of me. I welcomed the feeling. I had been waiting on its arrival for a long time.





CHAPTER FOUR


Bailey


“Who’s ready to make some money today?” My battle cry was always the same every morning as I strode into the office. With my heels click-clacking against the tiles, I was on a natural high after my high-powered workout. My loud and boisterous entrance always shattered the soft jazz that mingled with work chatter, ringing phones, and the constant buzz of office machines.


I had to bring an energetic vibe into the office. My team at Baccard Development, an international corporate real estate management firm, could get a little lax. And when we were lax, we didn’t make money. I needed them to understand that every single day was high-stakes poker, and I only played to win.


“Your messages, Miss Jones.” My assistant, Diane Brown, handed me a stack of slips. Diane, a fiftyish woman with a mane of sculpted, jet-black curls, refused to upgrade to the new digital message system. She was old school.


Over the years, I had earned Diane’s respect, largely based on my performance. I brought in tons of business, and business meant money. She had the ear of owner, Barron Baccard, and I knew Diane’s reports about me were favorable.


The building we were housed in was at eighty-nine percent capacity, which was excellent in this economy. I was on the verge of bringing in a new anchor for the penthouse space. I was on fire when it came to work. I loved the corporate real estate environment, and was able to thrive because it was a male-dominated industry. I may not know how to keep a man, but I certainly knew how to make men money.


Once inside my office, I sat behind my massive glass desk, flipping through the messages Diane had given me. Seeing nothing pressing, I checked my calendar and noticed two meetings. Since both were scheduled for later in the afternoon, I got up to lock my office door.


“Diane, hold my calls for the next two hours, please; I have a video chat with our Belize offices.”


She glanced up from her desk, her face lined with confusion as she looked at me. Diane liked to be on top of everything in the office. But there were times when I had to let her know who was really in charge. For the most part, we all worked well together and that’s how we were able to be successful.


“It’s a last-minute call that I personally scheduled,” I told her.


“Oh, okay,” she said curtly, nodded, then started to bang on her computer’s keyboard.


Once I locked my door, I leaned against it, sighed hard, and tried to calm myself. I walked to my large windows and closed the blinds. I needed quiet time. I needed to focus. The mess that was yesterday’s brunch still had me uneasy. My mind drifted back to that moment in the restaurant.


“Nooo! I said don’t look!” I’d told Ava as we sat at our table. But of course it was too late. The minute the words fell from my lips, her head had snapped in his direction.


“Who?” Ava had asked.


I sighed hard and tried to lower my voice.


“That’s the jerk I told you about from last night, Richard what’s-his-name,” I said through gritted teeth as I eyed him. “Oh my God! Would you look at her?”


“I can’t take it. Either you want me to look or you don’t!”


The moment Richard’s eyes connected with mine, he stopped cold in his tracks. He stared like he had just seen a ghost. The librarian look-alike he was with stopped too, and followed his gaze to me. The woman’s hands flew to her hefty hips, and her neck began to snake.


By now, they were inches from our table. The woman had the nerve to twist up her face at me, and then scream, “Is that the bitch’s panties I found behind the pillow on your sofa?”


Oh no she didn’t! Unable to control myself, I sprang from my chair. “Who you calling a bitch?”


The look on stupid Richard’s face was pathetic. He glanced at me as if he was pleading with his eyes, then nervously back at his woman.


Suddenly, she used both hands and shoved him hard in the chest. “I’m so sick of this shit with you. I keep telling you to stop picking up these skeezers at the club, but you just can’t stop!”


Gasps filled the air. Every eye focused on us. I was used to being the center of attention, but not like this. I was so pissed at Richard.


“Skeezer?” I belted out a laugh and started toward her.


Ava jumped up and blocked my path. “No, ma’am!” she whispered. “You said it yourself, he’s not worth it.”


Richard stumbled back, but caught his balance, and looked at me with sheer disgust. “She ain’t nobody, Belinda. I picked her up in the club, and she all but begged to follow me home. But, babe, I didn’t touch that bitch. I just let her suck me off.”


I felt myself stiffen, as rage tore through every cell in my body. I was ready to kill. “You filthy, lying bastard!” I shrieked.


The woman looked me up and down, with a menacing glare.


“I don’t even know her name. Tequila, or some mess like that. C’mon, babe, you know she ain’t even my type,” he cried. “Look at her!”


The woman snatched a glass off a nearby table, and doused Richard’s face in ice water. He hollered like a banshee, and threw the entire restaurant into an uproar.


Other customers stopped to stare. They pointed, whispered, and took in the scene. The staff seemed unsure about what to do, and Ava looked mortified. I wasn’t sure if it was what Richard was saying, or the big, nasty scene that unfolded in the middle of the trendy restaurant.


When my cell phone rang, I snapped out of the horrible memory, and glanced down at the caller ID. The word Blocked flashed across my screen.


It was the fourth time this caller had dialed my number. Instead of ignoring it again, I slid my finger across the screen and placed the phone to my ear to answer. “Bailey Jones.”


“Bailey, I heard you got mad skills with them lips. I think I’m close to your office; I can come right over,” the caller said.


“What the fu—” I swallowed the stinging reply that sat on the tip of my tongue, and ended the call.


“Yup, I really need to be more selective,” I murmured aloud.





CHAPTER FIVE


Ava


Getting up out of bed when I felt like it was incredible. I played hooky from work today, so I wasn’t on anybody’s schedule or clock. Isaac was an engineer for the city, and had given me the option to quit my job a while back. I didn’t mind working, but I enjoyed days like this.


My job at a construction company wasn’t anything to brag about, but it helped pay the bills. I worked in Human Resources, alongside my best friend, Sylvia Henner, but I was mostly a paper pusher. Needless to say, I couldn’t wait to get on the phone with Sylvia so I could fill her in on my eventful Sunday. She’d been gone all day yesterday to watch her husband and son compete in a marathon. She called me during her commute this morning, but Isaac went in late, so we weren’t able to dish like I wanted.


After a light breakfast and a cup of coffee, I had to keep myself busy to stop from calling her. I looked around our meticulous home, but nothing was out of place. The contemporary décor was brimming with bright colors, golds, and various hues of blue. I walked into the formal living room and fluffed the bright turquoise pillows. They really popped against the dark-chocolate, leather sectional. I used the tip of my house shoe to smooth out the area rug and scanned the room again. Unable to find any busy work in there, I made my way back to the kitchen.


“Oooh, let me check in on Bailey,” I said aloud. I hated to call her on the office phone. That damn Diane was worse than an FBI agent on assignment. She wanted to know who you were, why you were calling, whether your call was business or pleasure, your Social Security number, what and who you claimed on your taxes, and so on and so on. It was absolutely exhausting to talk to her. I pulled out my cell phone and hit the button to dial Bailey’s.


“Hey, lady, how you feeling today?” I asked cheerfully.


When she sighed hard in my ear, I rolled my eyes. I didn’t understand how she did it. Bailey’s life was always completely drama filled. I had all but given up on trying to help the child find a man. I inhaled and braced myself for the latest episode of As-Bailey’s-World-Turns.


I was the calm and laid-back type, but Bailey’s zeal and wild ways made her the polar opposite. It never seemed to matter before since we mostly complemented each other. We got together once a week, or once every couple of weeks, to shoot the breeze, dish the dirt, or just to hang. Despite our stark differences, we’d been close for as long as I could remember.


“Girl, that fool Richard keeps playing on my phone,” Bailey said.


“Playing on your phone?”


I couldn’t believe Bailey’s luck with men. It seemed as if she found one loser after another. I had run out of advice for her a very long time ago, and was simply hanging on for the ride. And with Bailey, that ride was anything but smooth.


“I was calling to make sure you were okay after the drama at brunch yesterday.”


“Oh, girl, please! Of course I’m okay. Why wouldn’t I be? I mean, it’s very clear to me that Richard was trying to juggle two women at one time,” she responded matter-of-factly.


I didn’t want to burst Bailey’s bubble, but that man had been pretty clear that they were not on a date like she had told me. According to him, he’d picked her up in the club, and took her back to his place. I hated when she felt she had to lie to me. I was never judgmental. She knew she had no business picking up men in bars and clubs. Who does that these days? I wondered why she wasn’t scared of getting HIV or some other sexually transmitted disease. But I wouldn’t dare ask.


Bailey carried on. “Yeah, I’m gonna have to call the cops if he doesn’t quit.”


“So that woman he was with, are they in a relationship?” I asked.


“Girl, I don’t know. He’d been trying to get with me for so long, I finally decided to throw his homely behind a bone and that’s how he acts?” Bailey huffed. “He’s just mad I wouldn’t give him a taste. I get so tired of these bums trying to act like they ain’t got no damn common sense when I tell them I’m not feeling them.”


“Is that what really happened, Bailey?” I couldn’t take it anymore. “I mean, c’mon. Keep it real.”


“Umm, what’s that supposed to mean, Ava?” Her question was thick with sarcasm. I could picture the expression on her face, so I backed off.


I wasn’t trying to fight with Bailey. I really was only calling to check up on her. After we were tossed out of Grant Grill, I wasn’t sure I ever wanted to show my face downtown again.


“I’m just saying he was talking all crazy. But you know what? I could tell he was one of those men who’d probably say anything when he got caught red-handed.”


“That’s exactly what happened, girl! I’m telling you, if that chick knows like I know, she’d dump Richard’s behind. He ain’t nothing but a lying, dirty snake in the grass,” Bailey said with mock authority.


When my other line clicked in my ear, I was relieved and happy to take the call.


“Hey, Bailey, that’s my other line and I need to grab this. We’ll catch up later, okay?”


“Go ahead, girl. I need to get ready for a meeting anyway. I’ll talk to you later.”


I quickly clicked over to the other line. “Sylvia! Girl! Do I have some hot drama to share with you.” I hollered into the phone without as much as a hello.


“Dang, girl, lemme guess. It’s that Bailey friend of yours, huh?”
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