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This is dedicated to the most beautiful brown face, cutest little smile, and brightest eyes I have ever known. You are as sweet as pink cotton candy and my heart flutters when you call me “Mommy.” “ Twinkle Twinkle Little Star” sounds like a hit on the Billboard charts from your mouth.
I love you, Braelyn!

 

Bedroom Bully


JOURNAL ENTRY:

Audra

All the local drunken regulars were at the local bar watching a search for a maniac when Kayla shouted out, “I don’t think I could ever be raped. I enjoy dick entirely too much.” She took everyone’s attention away from the television.

“I think everyone heard you,” Jackie, her seemingly shy friend said while nudging her.

“I don’t care. None of these cheap bastards bought my drinks”—she got even louder—“and they never do, so I don’t have to act like a lady for anyone in here.”

“Yeah, but you never know who’s listening,” Jackie said, “and hearing you say something like that about sex could plant a bad seed in one of their sick minds.”

“So what? I haven’t had any in a while,” Kayla said and pointed at a man across the bar. “If I planted a seed in your mind, let me know, ’cause you can have it, baby.” Everyone around the bar laughed.

I don’t know if it was what I was drinking or the fact that I too was longing for sex, but I found myself pondering her statement about rape. I secretly agreed with her. I couldn’t see someone having to force me to have sex. I love it. Unless it was the neighborhood crackhead. What puzzles me is how she made the connection between the news story and sex. She was a bona fide freak. We were all gathered at the bar with our eyes glued to the forty-two-inch plasma television watching a tragic story unfold in our backyards—literally. Some new faces were at the bar because they couldn’t get to their houses. The Miami-Dade police had all streets within a ten-mile radius of the crime shut down as they vigorously searched for the maniac who shot and killed two police officers at a routine traffic check. Florida’s turnpike was shut down, and police were randomly searching cars entering or leaving the Cutler Bay area. It was a hot mess on a Friday night.

Regularly scheduled television programming had been preempted all day. People were told to stay indoors, and those who lived in the area where the crime occurred were told to stay with friends or family until the situation was completely under control. It was crazy. I left work at five, took the train and a bus to get to my car only to be stuck in traffic for two hours because of some asshole with a death wish. He had to be suicidal, because as soon as they showed his picture on the news, a black man, everybody knew that the police would make Swiss cheese out of him the first chance they got.

“I wonder if they would’ve done all of this if he shot just the average person,” Kayla asked her friend. “Those bastards would be at Dunkin’ Donuts.” A few of us laughed at that thought. Her ranting was nothing new; she came in all the time. We all gathered at this local watering hole several times a week like Christians meeting for Bible study. She always drank screwdrivers and she was always at the bar on Fridays at six thirty-five. I know because I get there at six fifteen.

I don’t know how Sammie’s became the hot spot for drinkers. It could be that drinks were always two-for-one, and the characters who walked through the door couldn’t be found anywhere else, not even on soap operas. Tonight, a dude we all call Dirty Harry, because he is a white guy who always wears a cowboy hat, was there. I can always count on Harry to be there. It’s sad but refreshing to see a familiar face. I also like seeing Anthony, a good-looking brotha who is a manager at some local office. He was better looking before he started having sex with half the women who hung out at the bar. Now he got one of them pregnant. Crystal, the sloppy drunk, has given all the male bartenders head. She always made sure to do a good job, so she expected more than just the two-for-one deal, but she was always too drunk to notice that she was still paying full price.

As we all know, the spirit of alcohol temporarily delays good judgment, so people around the bar go home together all the time, and then, “lo and behold,” things are never the same again. You’ll see Jamal and Tamika chatting it up week after week, then all of a sudden she’d rather stand up if the only seat at the bar is next to him. That’s the result of the two-for-one special and a lonely Friday night.

I have also gotten caught up. The men of Omega Psi Phi used to stop by after some of their frat meetings on the first Saturday of every month. At times, it would be only four or five of them and other times it would rain purple and gold everywhere. The eye candy was sweet, and they would behave like dawgs, barking and hopping.

However, there was one guy in particular who caught my eye. I had nicknamed him Mr. Suave. He was very charming and I would have to change my underwear every time I saw him walk through my door. It was orgasmic. His essence just reeked sex. His dark brown chocolate eyes would stare at me from across the bar and would tell me just what he wanted. I hoped to God that he knew he could have it.

One glorious night seven months ago, it all came to fruition when I left my cell phone on the bar and went to the restroom. I returned to my phone and noticed a text message: “What color panties are you wearing?” It was from a number I didn’t recognize.

“You have the wrong person,” I replied.

Another text came in: “I beg to differ, Ms. Low-Cut Pink Shirt.”

I glanced around the restaurant and bar in search of someone who knew me. “Who is this?” I asked.

“Answer my question and I’ll answer yours.”

I already had four tequila sunrises and probably needed to take my butt home, but oh, no. I wrote back, “Black . . . lace . . . 
thong.”

“You look delicious.”

“LOL! C’mon, for real, who is this?” I asked playfully.

“One of the bartenders said that you call me Mr. Suave.” Before I could pick my mouth up off the floor, another message came in: “Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Darryl.”

I couldn’t believe that we were talking . . . texting . . . or whatevering. “Hi, I’m Audra.”

“Nice name, but I’d rather continue calling you what I’ve called you in my mind for weeks.”

I couldn’t even look up at him. I just stared at my phone. “What’s that?” I typed.

“Sexy as hell,” he wrote to me again. “May I call you that?”

“Sure.” I blushed and finally glanced over at him. He was staring at me.

“May I join you?” he asked.

I could already feel my lower lips throbbing. “Yes, you may,” I typed, fighting to be polite.

Darryl was six one or two, athletic build, dark chocolate, with striking and unique features and perfectly aligned pearly white teeth. He was handsome, smooth, and sexy. He was wearing khaki slacks, a beige shirt, and a speckled brown tie. I wondered how long I could wait before that tie was dangling in my face as he sweated on top of me.

He came over and sat next to me. We talked, and I blushed as the right corner of his upper lip curled when he smiled. I had a feeling we’d be lying naked somewhere together before midnight. Now, I don’t make a habit of sleeping with strangers. But this guy had captivated my mind for weeks without ever speaking a single word to me, so I had to be honest with my body.

I didn’t resist him that evening or any other evening since then. Darryl takes full control during sex. He doesn’t “let” me do anything; he tells me what he wants me to do and I do it. I have these naughty fantasies of being forced, so he is perfect. He spanks me and likes me to call him Daddy. I love it! He roughs me up and puts it down hard-core like he is overdosing on Viagra pills.

Whenever we were done drinking, talking, and flirting, we were naked. As we spent time together outside of each other’s bedrooms, he recognized a good woman in me. Darryl was 75 percent what I was looking for in a man. He was good-looking, independent, employed, and educated, and we were sexually compatible. Problem? That other 25 percent. He had a girlfriend, a fear of commitment, was as selfish as a three-year-old with no siblings, and could express his feelings only when he was drunk. We’ve been together seven months now, and for the last five months he’s been making up excuses for why he can’t leave his girlfriend yet encouraging me to hold on. “It’ll be just me and you soon enough. I’m working on it. Just let me do what I have to do, but don’t leave me,” he kept saying. The minute I found myself believing him I knew that I was playing myself.

It was now after eleven and the bar was crowded. Everybody seemed to be there except Darryl, who had promised he’d meet me for drinks. It seemed the more often we saw each other in private, the less I saw him at Sammie’s, which told me that he was probably “relating” with some other chick who is normally in there. I sent him several messages throughout the night asking him to come over, until he finally wrote back to say he wasn’t on his way and didn’t know what time he would be. I text-messaged him back, “Fuck you.”

“Here you go, Henry.” I handed over my bill and forty dollars. “Keep the change.” I headed out the door. The night air was awesome, but that’s every night in Florida. I was feeling all the drinks I had and desperately wanted to be cooped up under a man tonight—my man, or at least the one I was sharing. Damn, I was angry. My vibrator would hit the spot, but not like him.

I couldn’t cry to my best friend, Casey. She’d say, “As I’ve said a million times, fuck Darryl. Call somebody else. I don’t know why you waste your time with his ass anyway, he doesn’t even like black women. He’s not gonna leave that Spanish chick for you. Can’t you see that?”

She’s right, but I would never tell her that. I was faithful to Darryl because I hoped that someday he’d choose me. I ignored the fool he was making out of me every day. I went into our relationship knowing about his girlfriend. I thought I could handle it since our relationship was purely sexual. But now that I’ve turned the page and fallen for him, I get physically ill when I know that they’re together. However, all it takes is for him to tell me he loves me. Then my heart is tranquilized and I’m willing to wait another day.

On my drive home, Casey called. “Wow, you answered! Let me guess, Darryl is nowhere to be found?”

Of course, I was upset but I tried to play it off. “I have better things to do.”

“Like what, masturbate?” She laughed. “I don’t know when you’re going to find you a real man and drop Darryl’s part-time ass.”

“I’ve never had a problem finding a man,” I informed her.

She teased, “Okay, then, find one tonight and let him blow that back out a lil’ bit.”

“Why?” I giggled. “I’m not about to catch crabs to prove anything to you.”

“You need to prove some shit to yourself,” she said.

“Whatever!” I shook my head.

Casey started talking and my mind zoned out. I’ve never in my life had a problem getting a man, even with these couple of extra pounds on me. I’m still pure fire. Dick was and will always be just a phone call, a text message, and or a knock on a door away, and much like Domino’s Pizza it could be delivered to me in thirty minutes or less. However, I couldn’t bring myself to have sex with anyone other than Darryl. To be honest, on nights like this, I have allowed a friendly young brotha to bless me with his tongue, but nothing more.

Casey was still talking about some sale at Macy’s. “Hey, I have to go,” I told her. “I’m pulling up to my place and have to take all of my work things in.”

“All right, but be sure to lock up behind yourself. You know that psycho killer guy is still on the run.”

“I can’t believe a brotha done some crazy mess like that.”

“He’s kinda cute,” Casey said. “You saw the pictures of him?”

“Hello! He’s a murderer,” I reminded her.

“They want his ass bad too; they got everything on lock trying to get his ass. He is as good as dead anyway. It’s an eye for an eye; even if he surrenders they’re going to kill him for killing those cops.”

“Yep.” I parked my car. “All right, girl, I’ll call you tomorrow.”

“Peace,” she said. “Go get your double-A battery on.”

“Shut up.” I laughed.

I grabbed my purse, then popped the trunk and rounded the car to get all of the things I needed to do my work over the weekend. The last thing I took out was my rolling laptop carrying case. I started humming J. Holiday’s “Bed.” I loved that song, plus it was playing one of the last times Darryl and I were together, and that was exactly what he did: put me to bed. I hadn’t seen him in a week, and I was missing him like a mother separated from her newborn baby. Though I had cursed at him via text message, I already knew that I would call him another three or four times before I went to sleep.

As I pushed my key into the lock, I felt a strong hand on my side. I automatically smiled. My baby hadn’t forgotten me.

“Don’t say a word, don’t scream, and I won’t hurt you.” That voice didn’t belong to Darryl.

I jumped. “What?”

“Don’t talk. Just open the door,” he instructed me.

“What do you want?” My hands dropped and the keys dangled in the doorknob. “Please don’t do this to me.”

“Just open the door, lady.” He made his gun visible.

“Oh, my God.” Tears came. “Please don’t hurt me.”

“Just open the fuckin’ door,” he said angrily.

As I turned the key, I remembered an episode of Oprah where the self-defense instructor harped on never allowing someone to take you to a second location. The second location is where you are raped and or killed. The second location is where your body will be found. I turned the knob pushed the door open quickly and twisted to run, only to double over and trip on my own damn laptop bag. “What the fuck are you doing?” He looked down at me. “Get up and get in there!” He pointed the gun at me.

I heard someone talking on a cell phone a few feet away around the corner. I needed to buy time so that she could see me, or him, or the gun. “Please, you can go inside and take whatever you want.” I pretended to bargain. “I’ll tell you exactly where my money is.”

He was irritated. “Get in there.” The gun made a clicking sound I had heard only on TV, and it always meant that the person it was aimed at needed to move his ass. So I did.


JOURNAL ENTRY:

Dean

I thought about tossing the gun, but it had gotten me this far. My heart was pounding, and my sweaty palms could hardly grasp the gun. I feared something would take over my mind and I might slip into psycho killer mode. That couldn’t happen. I was still Dean Tyson, thirty-seven years old, educated, and a loving father. I was still me, but somehow I had fucked up. I would never have thought I was capable of shooting any one. Why did I do it today?

“Sit down,” I told the woman, pointing to the sofa in her living room. “Is anyone else in here?”

“I live alone.” She sat down with her hands held up like I was a bank robber. “You can have all of my jewelry and money,” she begged. “I won’t call the police if you take it and just leave.”

“You can put your hands down,” I said.

She lowered her hands but kept crying and running her mouth. “I’ll even give you my ATM pin number, you can—”

“Shut up,” I blurted out.

“You can withdraw everything.”

“Shut the fuck up!” I shouted even louder. “I don’t want your money, jewelry, or your ATM card,” I said. “I just need to sit here in silence for a minute, until I figure out what to do next.”

Finally, she was quiet. She said she lived alone but I made her walk me through the entire condo to be sure no one was in the house. The first bedroom was converted into an office. The walls were caramel brown and it was extremely organized. The second room was also neat and what I guess was the guest bedroom. The third room was her room. It wasn’t as tidy as the rest of the house, but it was still nice.

“Sorry, I didn’t make my bed this morning.” She seemed a bit embarrassed even with these circumstances. “I was running late and just threw things around.” She was crazy. Did she forget I had a gun?

“Get back to the sofa,” I said.

“I mean, I could clean it up if you like.”

“For what?” I asked. I wasn’t going to leave her in there alone.

“To make things nicer here for you,” she answered with a nervous smile. “Maybe it’ll help to take you to a happier place and time.”

I had to laugh. “I am not a nutcase.”

“Maybe it’ll help you think.” She kept reaching. “You said you needed to think about something, right?”

“I’m sure you’re an educated woman, but don’t try that psychology bullshit on me right now.” I ushered her back to the living room. “I’m educated as well; I’m not some thug.”

“Shit me.” She got slick. “You’re here to rob me. I can’t tell.”

“Number one, I’m not robbing you,” I corrected her. “I don’t need your shit and I’ve said that to you over and over again. I don’t want your money. I just fucked up really bad today and need somewhere to be right now.”

She sat silently across from me on the love seat. Finally I had a chance to think.

“You’re that guy they’re looking for, aren’t you?” she said.

“What?”

“Are you Dean Tyson?”

“Oh, shit!” I fell back against the seat. “How do you know my name?”

“Well . . .” she hesitated. “It’s been on the news all day.”

“What are you talking about?” Was I hearing her right?

“Oh, my God.” She looked increasingly frightened of me. “You killed those cops on the turnpike.”

“I didn’t kill anybody. I shot at them.”

“Well, they’re dead.”

“C’mon.” I laughed. “I think I might have gotten the first one in the leg and the other in the arm.”

“They died,” she announced.

“They’re not dead.” I didn’t believe her. “I didn’t kill anybody.”

“Those men died.” She pointed at the remote control on the table.

I turned to CNN, and, sure enough, even though it was close to midnight the reporter was working overtime. The headline read, “Manhunt, the Turnpike Cop Killer,” right next to a picture of me. It was my MySpace profile picture.

The news reporter said the first cop was shot in the chest and died on the scene, and the second was hit in the upper thigh, near the femoral artery, and lost a massive amount of blood. He died on the helicopter that was airlifting him to the trauma center.

“What the fuck?” I said. The gun dropped into my lap. I had to hold my hands to my head because the room was 
spinning.

Suddenly I heard my neighbor Mrs. Lopez’s voice on the television. “He is normally a very nice guy. He keeps to himself a lot.” She paused. “He’s been inside my house several times to fix things or help me with heavy objects.” She started to cry. “Just thinking that my life was in danger all that time is scary.”

“Are you fuckin’ serious, Ms. Lopez?” I was pissed.

She went on with the interview. “When I saw him this morning there was something in his eyes that said hate, ya know? It was like he wanted to hurt someone.”

Yeah, but there was nothing hateful in my eyes two months ago when she grabbed my dick through my sweatpants and wanted me to put a “hurtin’” on her fifty-year-old pussy. Nothing was hurt besides her feelings when I turned her down. Now look at her.

Next up there was street newspaper vendor Hal. “Yeah, ah, Dean is a good dude.” He spoke with his regular Boston accent. “I see him most every mornin’, right here on this corna. Taday was no different, he said good mornin’ and bought a pappa.” I hadn’t bought a paper that morning. I guess he lied to paint a better picture of me. “He musta jus’ snapped, ya know?”

I think my mind went black for several minutes. My friends and family were all probably going insane about this, but what was my baby girl thinking? Did Destiny think her father was crazy? What would happen to her now? Would I ever see her again? My profound thoughts were interrupted by Alicia Keys’s “No One” blaring from the woman’s cell phone.


JOURNAL ENTRY:

Audra

Alicia belted “No one, no one, no one” from inside my purse. My heart skipped a couple of beats because it was my ring tone for Darryl. I had an idea. “Do you want me to turn it off?” I asked Dean.

“Yeah,” he said, then quickly changed his mind. “Naw. Actually, hand me the bag, I’ll turn it off.”

Well, there went my chance to dial 911. I handed the purse to him, and the phone started ringing again. “No one, no one, no one . . .”

He ransacked my bag and somehow Darryl was on speakerphone. “Baby?” he said. “You there?”

Dean eagerly motioned for me to respond. “Hey!” I said.

“So what’s the problem tonight?” He was ready to argue.

“You know that we were supposed to meet at Sammie’s. Where are you?” I asked. I always asked this but never knew what was a true or false answer from him. He’d be in Chicago and tell me he was in Tallahassee. He’d say he was in Orlando when he was really in Key West or right down the damn street. He never allowed one person to know too much about him at all. Not only did he loathe being vulnerable, but that would trigger his commitment phobia. What a keeper I had!

“I’m on my way to your place,” he said. “I miss you, baby.”

Even in the midst of being a hostage I was still falling for Darryl’s shit. “Really?” I blushed.

“Yes, baby, I love you.” I could tell he had been drinking. “You know that?”

“I love you too.” I was still cheesing.

“Even though you like starting drama all the damn time.” He laughed. “What was that ‘fuck you’ text message all about?”

“You know what it was all about!” I said sternly.

“Enlighten me.” He chuckled.

I tried to prolong the conversation, expecting Dean to disconnect at any second. “I thought I was going to see you earlier tonight.”

“With ‘thought’ being the operative word. You thought wrong. I had already told you that that wasn’t likely, Audra.” He was a real jerk sometimes.

I was embarrassed that someone else was hearing the way I allowed him to talk to me. “You can be such an ass, Darryl.”

“Dammit, baby, don’t start that shit tonight. You know that I have to put in my time with her on Friday nights so that my weekends are free,” he said.

“You must’ve put in your time with her every night. I haven’t seen you and hardly heard from you this whole week.” I really didn’t intend to say all of that in front of a stranger, but when a woman’s fed up . . .

“We’ll talk when I get there. I’m on my way.” Talk? Yeah, right. He knew that nine times out of ten his dick could and would rectify any situation. “I can’t stay long, because I have to go see her and spend the night at her place. She’s mad about some bullshit.”

“Excuse me? Didn’t you just say that you were with her already tonight?” I asked. “You are such a liar, Darryl.” I wanted to burst out in tears. “Don’t bring your ass over here. I have company.”

“Company?” He was shocked. “Company? Who?”

“Does it matter?” I asked. “I should’ve started having company a long time ago. I take a backseat to Jasmine every fuckin’ day and I’m sick of it.”

“Baby, I put you first whenever I can.” His drunken voice slurred. “Let’s talk about this when I get there. My battery’s dying.” He always had an excuse to end a phone call whenever I wasn’t saying things to glorify him. “I’ll be there soon.”

Dean was shaking his head. “You can’t come here, Darryl,” I repeated.

“Why the hell not?” he shouted.

“I told you—I have company. Not tonight.”

He went quiet for a few seconds. “Are you serious?”

“Yes. I have someone over and I’m not opening my door for you.” It felt good to say that to him. “Darryl, I can’t keep waiting on you to choose me, so I made a choice for myself, and he’s here.” With that said, Dean ended the call and I turned off my phone. I pouted for the next five minutes and Dean sat staring in my direction. I’m sure he didn’t give a damn about me and my “man” problem. He was in much deeper doo-doo. A couple of tears leaked out of my eyes. “May I go get some Kleenex?” I asked.

“No,” he answered, but it appeared as though he didn’t really hear me.

“Can you get it for me, then?” I had tears, eyeliner, mascara, and snot hardening on my face.

“No,” he replied.

To hell with that! I was fed up with all men now. I stood and sauntered my ass right past him and down the hall to my room. When my fingers touched the doorknob, his hand was around my neck pulling me back toward the living room. “Didn’t I say no?” He pushed me over to the sofa. “This is no time to be bold, woman.”

“I need to clean my face.” Suddenly something came out of my mouth that shouldn’t have. “I’m not afraid of you. Just like you didn’t mean to kill those cops, I know you’re not going do anything to me, so whatever!”

Dean gave me a look so evil that the devil would tremble. “Because those cops are dead I can do whatever the fuck I please. A life sentence is a life sentence. If they give me ten I can still only serve one. So don’t take this shit lightly.”

I was now lying on the sofa staring at the ceiling, wishing and hoping that Darryl heard something in my voice that triggered concern, knowing that a killer was on the loose, and he had called the police. However, after thirty minutes passed, I realized that he was probably glad to be rid of me. Jasmine was probably scratching his back up and screaming, “Fuck me, Papi!” somewhere fifteen miles away. The thought made my stomach lining rush up toward my mouth, as it did every time I knew he was making love to her.

Bam! Bam! Bam! Knuckles were beating on my front door. Dean and I looked at each other. He pointed the gun at me and motioned for me to stand up. I seriously didn’t know who could be at my door at this hour of the night if it wasn’t Darryl, but Darryl was too proud to be told not to come over and do it anyway. You couldn’t tell him anything you truly didn’t mean. Dean walked with me to the door, and I looked through the peephole. It was Darryl.

“It’s him,” I whispered.

“Audra, open the door,” Darryl said. “I know you’re up; I see the light.”

“What do you want me to do?” I asked.

“Will he go away if you don’t answer?” Dean looked confused.

“He might, but you turned my phone off. He’s probably been trying to call me.” I wanted him to let me open the door. “Maybe if I just go out and talk to him he’ll leave.”

“Do you think I’m stupid?” he asked.

“Well, what do you want me to do?”

“Audra!” Darryl got louder and louder. “Open the door.”

I had never heard him so eager for my attention. “He’s going to wake up the neighbors,” I lied. The people next door had moved out the week before.

“Open it,” Dean instructed, “but talk to him with the chain on. If you give him any signal or signs I’ll”—he paused and looked me dead in the eyes—“I’ll hurt you.”

“Okay.” I was scared. “What do you want me to say?”

“Just get rid of him,” he said. “Tell him that you have company, just as you did over the phone.”

“Okay.” Before I unlocked the door I unbuttoned my shirt.

Dean looked perplexed. “What are you doing?”

“I’m supposed to have company, right?” I smiled.

It was another lie. I really wanted my shirt open so that I could signal to Darryl with my left hand. Dean was standing on my right behind the door.

“Audra.” Darryl knocked again.

I opened the door. “What are you doing here?”

“I told you I was coming,” he said with a smile as he noticed my opened blouse. “Damn, I love your tits, baby. I’m glad you ready, ’cause I’m dying to suck on them nipples.”

“Sorry, but I have company, Darryl, as I told you.” I widened my eyes to signal something was wrong, but he wouldn’t look away from my breasts.

“Stop playing the drama queen role with this ‘company’ bullshit.” He pushed the door to get in and was stopped by the chain. “What are you doing? Open the door.”

“Darryl.” I shaped my fingers to look like a gun and held it up so Dean couldn’t see. “I have company.”

“You won’t have anybody up in there with you.” Darryl, for the first time ever, seemed jealous. “You won’t do me like that, Audra.”

“I’m tired of being lonely. You’ve been promising to break up with Jasmine now for months.” I kept trying to make him look at my fingers, but he wouldn’t. “I can’t take that anymore.”

He pushed the door again, and this time Dean got annoyed. He pulled off his shirt and stepped to the other side of me, gently pushing me aside, and removed the chain from the door. He kept the gun hidden behind the door as he confronted Darryl. “Look, bro, she asked you not to come over in the first place, right? So what’s the problem?”

“Who the fuck are you?” Darryl asked.

“That’s not important.” Dean was maneuvering his face away from the light sneaking in through the doorway. “What is important is that you get home safely, ’cause it sounds like you’ve had one too many drinks.”

“Don’t tell me what the fuck I’ve had.” Darryl looked over at me. “Who in the hell is this guy?”

“Let’s talk when you’ve sobered up some, Darryl,” I said, trying to keep him calm. “I’ll call you tomorrow.”

“Naw.” He shook his head. “Don’t call me tomorrow, don’t call me Sunday or any other goddamn day. I’m not on call.”

All the months I wasted being runner-up flashed before my eyes. My rage vomited through my mouth. “You’re not on call? That’s funny because that’s all I ever was for you—on call, like a damn emergency room nurse. The only time you call me is when no one else shows up. So fuck you!” Dean didn’t have to close the door; I slammed it.

I felt like a cancerous growth had just been removed from my body. I was through with Darryl’s heartless, selfish, inconsiderate ass.

I marched off to my room. “Dean, just shoot me.” I needed a moment and I was taking it. I pounced onto the bed and buried my head in my pillow. Though I couldn’t find it in me to cry another tear for Darryl, my heart felt like I was weeping heavily. In deepest of thought I removed all the layers that made up Darryl and revealed that he was just a good fuck. There was no substance to him, no conversation, nothing to respect, no future, no joy, no commitment, no financial stability, no security, nothing. There was nothing to him, but I had mistakenly allowed him to grow on me.

“Hey!” I had heard Dean enter into the room minutes before he said anything. “I know that you’re a little sensitive right now, but because of my situation I can’t let you be back here by yourself.” I didn’t care if he saw my weakness; I wasn’t about to pretend to be strong. Plus, he was the one with the gun. He knew I was powerless. “Are you okay?” he asked.

I hesitated. “Yeah, I’ll be fine.”

“Okay.” He wasn’t leaving the room. “I’ll chill over here on this La-Z-Boy, and you can stay in the bed and get some rest, or sleep if you want.”

“Thanks.” Did he think I did time in a penitentiary or something? I couldn’t sleep with guns and shit nearby. Sleep? There was no way I was going to be able to sleep in the same room with a man wanted for murder and holding the murder weapon in his hand just a few feet away from me. “What about you?” I asked. “Are you going to sleep?”
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