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When I look back over my literary career, I can’t help but think about all of the love, dedication, and support that my loyal fans have given me. I’ll be honest and admit that I didn’t want to write this book. I knew it was going to be a headache and a migraine, and it truly was.

When I received the first revisions from my editor, I wanted to crawl beneath a rock and never come out. Every single page was marked with red ink. The second revision was marked with even more red ink. I really felt as though my character, Amaryllis Price, was trying to kill me. She haunted me in my sleep, taunted me during the day, and stomped on my brain constantly.

This is my fifth novel, and by far, the most difficult. I was informed that I was thousands of words short and didn’t have enough pages to meet the requirement for publication. That’s when I cried like a two-year-old that had her favorite candy taken away.

 

Pressure had gotten the best of me, and there were times when my mother would call to offer encouragement. She knew that I was discouraged and on the brink of throwing in the towel. I felt like putting the pen down, stepping away from the computer, and aborting this project. My mother reminded me of my fans that were waiting to read what Amaryllis was up to since my last book. She told me that I had no choice but to believe in myself and trust that God would get me through to the last page, and He did just that.


I’m truly thankful that my readers wouldn’t leave me alone. They were contacting me on Facebook. Every day, when I opened my e-mails, I saw “When is Crossroads coming out?”

So, to all of my readers who just had to have your way, this one is for you!

 

Happy Reading,

Kita








crossroad: (kros-rd) a crucial point especially where a decision must be made

Merriam-Webster’s Dictionary




crossroad: (kros-rd) “When I’m trying to do right but come face to face with a situation that makes me wanna act like a straight-up ghetto fool.”

Amaryllis Theresa Price
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Prologue



“The doors of the church are open,” Apostle Donald Lawrence Alford announced. He stood in the pulpit behind the podium and spoke to the congregation at Progressive Life-Giving Word Cathedral in Hillside, Illinois.

Amaryllis Price and her best friend, Bridgette Nelson, stood up from the pew and walked to the front of the church. They joined others at the altar who were eager to give their souls to the Lord or join the church.

It had been seven days since Amaryllis’s return from visiting her sister, Michelle, in Las Vegas. And it had been seven days since Amaryllis had left the hospital, caught a taxi to Michelle’s church, and threw herself at her sister’s feet, begging for forgiveness.

Amaryllis was keeping her promise to Michelle, that she’d join a church when she returned home to Chicago. As the two friends stood to confess their love and devotion to God, Amaryllis reflected back to what had brought her to this point in her life.

She had been trained by her mother, Veronica, to be a product of her environment. During Amaryllis’s teenage years, the back door to the home she had grown up in on the south side of Chicago was never locked. In fact, Amaryllis remembered it as a revolving door that constantly moved back and forth. As a drug addict left with his next fix he’d bought from Veronica, a pimp entered to collect what was due him: a peek at Amaryllis’s body.

At the impressionable age of thirteen, Amaryllis had been sold into a life of drugs and sex. She had been taught how to walk into the back room off the kitchen and strip for various men. Veronica had convinced Amaryllis that she was safe because the men weren’t allowed to touch her. She was only there for their viewing pleasure. All Amaryllis had to do was turn around, bend over, or spread her legs when the men told her to. She was forced to watch men satisfy themselves in her presence.

Because of Amaryllis’s obedience, she had become the envy of every teenage girl in her school. Veronica had made sure to splurge where her daughter was concerned. A genuine Gucci bag, Fendi bag, Prada bag, or Louis Vuitton backpack was Amaryllis’s reward for helping Veronica keep food on their table.

“See, baby, Momma didn’t forget about you,” is what Amaryllis remembered Veronica saying when she came home, often with gifts.

“My heart is beating overtime, Amaryllis,” Bridgette said as she snapped Amaryllis out of her thoughts. “I mean, what do we say when Apostle Alford gets to us?”

As he got closer to where she and Bridgette stood, Amaryllis saw the apostle shaking the hands of everyone standing at the altar. “I don’t know, but I remember Michelle mentioning something about receiving the right hand of fellowship.”


Amaryllis looked to her left and saw the organist smiling at her. She returned the smile, but it was his wink that made her turn her head quickly. As soon as she did so, Apostle Alford was standing directly in front of her.

“Praise the Lord, daughter.” Apostle Alford’s smile was illuminating.

Amaryllis didn’t know how to respond to his words. Had he given her an order?

Apostle Alford repeated himself. “Praise the Lord, daughter.”

Amaryllis became nervous. Oh, God, what is this man talking about? She didn’t want to appear to be ignorant or dumb, and she didn’t want to be disobedient. She lifted her hands in the air, closed her eyes, and did what she thought she was supposed to do.

“Hallelujah. Thank you, Jesus. Glory to God.”

When Amaryllis opened her eyes, she saw that Apostle Alford and everyone else was gaping at her. No one said a word. Uh-oh. What did I just do? Amaryllis became embarrassed. He’d told her to praise the Lord, hadn’t he? Well, that’s what she’d done, or so she thought.

“What’s your name, daughter?” the apostle asked.

“Amaryllis Price.”

“And what brings you to this altar today?”

“I need to change my way of living, and I need God to help me.”

“Do you believe that Jesus is the Savior of the world?”

Amaryllis thought about the apostle’s question. “Yes, I do. I believe that Jesus died for my sins. I also believe that He is risen.”

Apostle Alford smiled again and extended his right hand to Amaryllis. “Welcome to Progressive Life-Giving Word Cathedral.”


Amaryllis placed her right hand in the apostle’s hand and smiled. She now had a pastor. Amaryllis Theresa Price, who was once a teenage visual prostitute and had grown into a devious, scandalous, vindictive woman, had a church home and pastor.








Chapter 1



“How long will your car be in the shop this time, Amaryllis?” Bridgette asked one evening as she and Amaryllis jogged along a bike trail beneath the smoldering sun. The trail was located a half-mile east of Ashland Avenue, on the south side of Chicago.

“It’ll be ready tomorrow. Tyrone said that he’d give me the money today to get my window fixed. This is the second time someone has smashed my rear window this month alone, and it’s starting to scare me.”

“I know what you mean, girl. A few weeks ago all four of your tires were slashed, and now someone keeps smashing your window. Are you sure you don’t have any enemies lurking around?”

Amaryllis hesitated before she answered. “No. Not that I know of.”

This time last year, Amaryllis Price had been a professional husband stealer. Her sister, Michelle, who lived in Las Vegas where Amaryllis was visiting, sounded convincing when she came to the airport to see Amaryllis before she boarded her plane back to Chicago. Michelle had told Amaryllis that she’d forgiven her for drugging James Bradley, Michelle’s then fiancé, and taking nude photos of him and Amaryllis. Amaryllis turned one of the photos into a puzzle and basically stalked Michelle by sending her the puzzle piece by piece for eight weeks leading up to her wedding.

Michelle fought back tears. “Listen, in spite of what happened, we are still sisters, you hear me? I told you that we only got each other, so we gotta take care of one another.”

Amaryllis’s eyes also started to flood. “How can you still love me after what I’ve done?”

“Amaryllis, no one in this world is perfect. Now that you have a Bible, I want you to read Colossians, chapter three, verse thirteen. It tells us that if we don’t forgive others, we won’t be forgiven by God.”

Just that morning, Amaryllis had told her father, Nicholas, that Michelle would get over the hurt she had caused her. Now she had a change of heart. “Yeah, but still, I’ve done some evil things to you. I can’t imagine that I’d be as forgiving if I were in your shoes, Michelle.”

“It comes with growth. In time you’ll get there.”

Amaryllis’s flight number was called. “Well, I guess that’s my cue.”

Michelle helped her gather her bags. “Make sure you find a church home when you get back to Chicago.”

Amaryllis placed her carry-on bag on her shoulder and stood, still looking at Michelle.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” Michelle asked.

“Because we look identical, but we’re so different.”

“You have the power to change that, Amaryllis.”

“Michelle, you are a great example for me to follow in this walk with God, and I love you for who you are. If I can be half the woman you are, my life would be just about perfect.”

That statement brought more tears to Michelle’s eyes, and she hugged Amaryllis again. “That’s the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me.”

They held each other for a long thirty seconds, then Amaryllis’s flight number was called again. Michelle broke the embrace and held Amaryllis’s face in her hands. “I’m proud of you, little sister.”

After that, Amaryllis recalled her ex-boyfriend, Randall Loomis, telling her that he’d forgiven her for various devious acts she had performed while living with him for two years.

Bridgette was driving them home from work one evening when they were just about to pass by Randall’s church. Amaryllis asked Bridgette to pull over because she had some unfinished business with Randall and she needed to get some things off her chest.

Prior to Amaryllis arriving at Randall’s church to speak with him, it had been exactly an entire year since the last time she had seen him. She stood across the street from Holy Deliverance Baptist Church, watching the festivities, the day that Randall and his best friend, Pastor Cordell Bryson, had gotten married to identical twin sisters. It had been a double ceremony. Eight months prior to his wedding day, Randall’s last words to Amaryllis were to pack her things and get the heck out of his house.

She knew that all of the grief she’d caused Randall had left a bitter taste in his mouth but she had to face him. After getting out of Bridgette’s car, Amaryllis walked up Holy Deliverance’s steps and entered the vestibule. Immediately she saw Randall in the sanctuary speaking to a group of young men. It was a Monday evening. Amaryllis remembered that Randall spent “Men’s Night” every Monday evening at church, mentoring young men. When Randall saw Amaryllis standing in the vestibule, he motioned for another man to take his place. He then excused himself, exited the sanctuary, and approached Amaryllis.

She had expected Randall to be angry. Amaryllis was prepared for him to show that he still held the grudge for all the trouble she had put him through. Had Randall thrown her out of the church without listening to a single word she said, Amaryllis was ready.

What she wasn’t prepared for was the huge smile on Randall’s face when he stood in front of her. Amaryllis was nervous and didn’t know how she would get the words out, but his smile had soothed her.

After Randall greeted her, Amaryllis asked him listen to what she had to say and not interrupt her. He obeyed and kept quiet as she confessed to gambling his tithe money and not giving him messages when his mother had called their home wanting to speak to him.

Randall was calm, cool, and collected as Amaryllis poured her heart out and asked him to forgive her for going to church with him and acting out. She begged him to forgive her for coming out of their bedroom, naked, and walking into the kitchen when she knew that Pastor Bryson was visiting. Amaryllis had confessed to Randall that she asked Darryl and his goons to pour acid on Randall’s car and put sugar in his gas tank. Then she confessed to powering off Randall’s cell phone that night when Pastor Cordell tried to reach him for an emergency at the church. That was the fatal night when Brandon, a sixteen-year-old boy, came to the church, distraught, looking for Randall.


Randall had met Brandon one morning on a train that Randall was driving for the Chicago Transit Authority. Randall sensed that the young man was troubled. When he approached the young man, Randall had asked him his name. Brandon introduced himself to Randall but wondered what he wanted. Randall, the director of “Men’s Night” at his church, had created a program where troubled youth could come and speak about their problems and get the proper help and guidance they needed. Just looking at Brandon’s tattered clothes and shoes told Randall that the young man was trying to catch up to life.

Randall told Brandon about “Men’s Night” and invited him to come that evening. Brandon had informed Randall that he couldn’t make any promises because he was the primary caretaker for his younger siblings. His mother was a dope addict. After hearing the youth’s story, Randall knew that he had to get him to his church that evening for mentorship.

Because Brandon was the sole provider for his family, he was forced to drop out of high school and work two part-time jobs. When he had finished his second shift, Brandon arrived home to find his next-door neighbor, Mrs. Beasley, banging on his front door, yelling for Brandon’s mother to open the door. Mrs. Beasley told Brandon that The Department of Children and Family Services had come by earlier that day and taken his younger brother and two younger sisters away. When Brandon opened the lock and entered the run-down apartment he shared with his family, he found his mother lying on the floor, unresponsive. A needle was found near her arm. When the paramedics arrived, they tried to resuscitate her but failed.

That evening, Brandon found himself at Holy Deliverance Church looking for Randall.


It was Pastor Bryson that saw how troubled and out of sorts the youth was and invited him to his office. Randall had called Pastor Bryson that afternoon and informed him that instead of keeping his commitment to “Men’s Night,” he’d be spending time with Amaryllis. Randall had also told Pastor Bryson that he’d met Brandon on the train that morning and to look out for him and treat him well but Brandon would only speak to Randall. Pastor Bryson had called Randall’s home and cell number but couldn’t reach him.

Amaryllis was home when the call came in from the church. After Pastor Bryson had left his message for Randall to call him back as soon as possible, Amaryllis erased it. It was then when Randall’s forgotten cell phone rang and again, Amaryllis listened to Pastor Bryson’s message, then erased it before leaving the home she and Randall shared.

Randall was in his car waiting for Amaryllis. She had insisted that she be the one to go back inside and get his cell phone when he realized he’d left it behind. When she gave Randall the cell phone, he didn’t look to see that the power was off.

The next morning, Randall read in the Chicago Sun-Times newspaper that Brandon had died. It was printed that the police had assumed he committed suicide.

As Amaryllis stood in Randall’s presence and confessed that she was the reason that Pastor Bryson couldn’t reach him to come to the church and counsel Brandon, she was sure that it would send Randall into a rage. Randall had done the exact opposite. He assured Amaryllis that she had already been forgiven for the things she’d done. Randall was more than happy to share with Amaryllis that he and his wife had adopted Brandon’s brother and sisters and the family of five were living happily ever after.


Randall was more than pleased to learn that Amaryllis had gotten saved when she was in Las Vegas. He prayed with her, giving her advice on how to survive in the Christian world, and sent her on her way with a clean heart.

Amaryllis knew without a shadow of a doubt that Randall hadn’t vandalized her car.

“What about Darryl?” Bridgette asked.

Darryl. That was a name that Amaryllis had hoped to go to her grave without ever hearing again. “I haven’t seen or talked to him in a long time, Bridgette. Last I heard, he was doing time for rape.”

Bridgette exhaled a sigh of relief. “Good for him. But had you pressed charges against that fool and his boys for raping you, he wouldn’t have had the chance to rape another woman.”

Chills ran down Amaryllis’s back in the ninety-degree late August heat. She’d never forget the horrible pain that Darryl, a guy who had much more money than Randall, and three of his professional athletic friends, had inflicted on her. She had gone to Darryl’s house for what she thought was one of their regular booty calls. It turned out that Darryl had another plan in mind when Amaryllis arrived at his mansion in Long Grove, Illinois.

What started out as a one-on-one fling went wrong when Amaryllis felt a hand—not belonging to Darryl—caress her back. That visit had ultimately landed Amaryllis in the hospital with a broken pelvic bone and plenty of bruises.

She remembered arriving at Darryl’s mansion. When she walked in the unlocked front door, Darryl had yelled for her to come upstairs. In the master bedroom he was lying on the California king-size bed. Darryl was naked, and Amaryllis knew that foreplay wouldn’t be necessary. He was ready for her.


She asked Darryl who the other three cars parked in his driveway belonged to, and he told her that friends of his had stayed over the night before.

Amaryllis undressed and got into bed with Darryl. He sat up and asked her how freaky she could be and how far between the sheets was she willing to go. Amaryllis told Darryl that for the right price she could be very freaky. In other words, as long as the money was right, there were no limits. He reached beneath his pillow, pulled out a money clip full of dollar bills, and gave it to Amaryllis. She removed the clip and counted ten thousand dollars. Amaryllis smiled at Darryl and said, “For this, I can be extremely freaky.”

Soon after Amaryllis straddled Darryl, she felt a strange hand touch her right shoulder.

When she looked around, Amaryllis saw three naked men standing next to the bed. She recognized their faces from a time when she had danced at a bachelor party that Darryl had hosted at his home. The man who touched her shoulder was the groom. She saw the ring on his finger.

When she tried to hop off Darryl and cover herself with the sheets, Darryl yanked her arm and pulled her back on the bed. He reminded her that she had just been paid to allow the three men to have their way with her as well.

“You said that you could be very freaky,” Darryl smirked.

“Yeah, as you wanted me to be, Darryl, not them.” As she responded to Darryl, Amaryllis eyed the other men in disgust.

When Amaryllis told Darryl that his strong grip was hurting her arm, he gripped even tighter and held her down while the men raped her one by one. As much as Amaryllis fought back and screamed, they had overpowered her.

Later, Amaryllis left Darryl’s house with a broken pelvis and was driving herself to Illinois Masonic Hospital when she passed out behind the wheel of her late model Nissan Maxima. She veered into a ditch on Interstate 294. It was only by the grace of God that she survived such an attack and car accident.

When Amaryllis woke up at the hospital, she couldn’t remember how she got there, but she did recall Darryl telling her that if she mentioned his name in what had happened to her, he would kill her. So she lied and told the doctor that she had slipped and had fallen down the stairs at her house.

Amaryllis shook the shivers and all thoughts of Darryl from her mind. “Look, Bridge, Darryl basically told me that if I even thought of mentioning his name in what happened to me, he’d kill me. You know, as well as I do, that he’s crazy enough to do it but I honestly don’t believe that he’s terrorizing my car.”

The sun was beginning to set as their three-mile run was coming to an end.

“Well, if Darryl isn’t your stalker, who could it be?”

Amaryllis stopped running and bent over to place her hands on her knees. She panted for air. “Your guess is as good as mine.”

Bridgette mimicked Amaryllis and placed her hands on her knees, barely getting enough air into her lungs. “What…about…Randall?”

Amaryllis looked at her running buddy. “No way. Absolutely not. Black is happily married with three kids now. He’s also an assistant pastor. He ain’t thinking about me.”


It hadn’t gone over Bridgette’s head that Amaryllis still referred to her ex-boyfriend, Randall, by the nickname she’d given him years ago. “You still call him that, huh? You still call him Black?”

“Yeah, I guess so.” Amaryllis shrugged.

A very dark-skinned man with dreadlocks jogged passed them. “Good evening, ladies.” His Jamaican accent was evident.

“Good evening,” Amaryllis responded.

Bridgette took a good look at him when he ran by. His glistening muscles sparkled.

“It is now.” Bridgette got a whiff of his cologne in the wind. “Ooh, he smells good. Did you hear his accent?”

“Yeah, it kinda makes you wanna go to Jamaica, doesn’t it?”

Bridgette thought about that question. “Let’s do it, Amaryllis. Let’s go to Jamaica.”

Amaryllis stopped panting and looked at her friend. “Are you serious? When?”

Bridgette raised the tone in her voice. “Yes, I’m serious. We both have a week off in November.”

“Really? I mean, are you really serious, Bridgette? Don’t play with me.”

Bridgette raised the octave in her voice to prove her point. “Yes, I am.”

The roommates started to walk toward their apartment building. “Okay, I’m game,” Amaryllis agreed. “When we get home, we’ll search the Internet for prices on all-inclusive packages. I can go for some fun in the sun.”

Bridgette looked behind them and saw the man with the dreadlocks a quarter of a mile away and said with a Jamaican accent, “See ya’ in Jamaica, mon.”

When the two women turned the corner on Ada Street, Amaryllis noticed a light-skinned woman wearing dark sunglasses and a long black wig. She was sitting behind the wheel of a black Lexus SUV parked across the street. As they got closer to their high-rise building, Amaryllis was sure that the woman was watching them.

“Hey, Bridge, is that woman in the Lex watching us?” she discreetly nodded in the woman’s direction.

Bridgette looked in the direction that Amaryllis had nodded. “Who is that?”

Amaryllis shook her head. “Heck if I know.”

They stared at the woman as she stared back at them. They watched as the mysterious woman inhaled smoke from a cigarette and blew it in their direction. She then tossed the cigarette out of the driver’s window, switched the gear from park to drive, pressed down on the gas pedal, and burned rubber away from the curb.

Bridgette got a glimpse of the license plate that read HOT ICEE “Who’s Icee?” she asked.

Amaryllis didn’t have a clue. “Icee? I don’t know anyone named Icee, but I sure could use one in this hot weather.”

They quickly dismissed all thoughts of whom Icee could be and entered their condominium building. Upstairs on the seventh floor, after entering their unit, Amaryllis pressed the play button on their answering machine that sat on an end table in their living room.

“Hey, baby, this is Ty. I’ll be over there around eight o’clock tonight to bring the money for your window. Can you make some of that spaghetti? The kind you put your feet in.”

Then she walked into the kitchen and saw Bridgette standing there laughing. She knew Bridgette’s chuckles were a result of Tyrone’s message.


“Amaryllis, you got that brotha hooked. I remember that time when you actually put your foot in a pot of spaghetti and stirred it. Tyrone licked it off your toes like he was eating peach cobbler.”

Amaryllis laughed at the memory. “Yeah, Tyrone is a fool.”

“I don’t know who’s the fool. You for sticking your bare foot in a pot of spaghetti, or Tyrone for sucking tomato sauce from beneath your toenails.”

Amaryllis chuckled as she filled a pot with water to boil noodles and set it on top of the stove. “Apparently, Tyrone thought he was gonna get some nooky that night. I have to constantly remind him that I’m not knocking boots with him.”

Bridgette gave her friend a high five. “All right, Amaryllis, go on with your bad self. You ain’t done the nasty in how long?”

Amaryllis was proud of herself for keeping her legs closed. She had reached a milestone. She was saved, looking forward to becoming sanctified, and actually enjoying being celibate. Though it had been a struggle, she had managed to keep her promise to God. She vowed to remain celibate until marriage. There had been nights when Amaryllis slept with a pillow between her legs, crossed her ankles, and prayed to the Lord to keep her from giving in to her boyfriend’s advances.

“It’s been a few months. And if that’s what Tyrone is hanging around for, then he can just press on, because my thighs are closed and under construction. God is repairing some thangs. Tyrone can’t even sniff it.”

Bridgette laughed and gave Amaryllis another high five. “I’m with you on that, girl. You sho’ can’t let him get close to it. ’Cause if you do, it’ll be all over. Tyrone will be following you around like a puppy dog with its tongue wagging. I can just picture him out in the hallway, sniffing and scratching all around the door sayin’, ‘Open the door, Amaryllis, I know you’re in there.’”

Amaryllis laughed. “That’s true, Bridgette. These fools out here are crazy. Back in the day when I was in the world doing my thang, I dealt with this guy who wanted to have my scent in his mustache just so he could smell me all day.”

Bridgette’s mouth dropped wide open. “Ooh, Amaryllis, you ain’t saved.”

“I am saved. I said that happened back in the day.”

Bridgette exited the kitchen and made her way toward the back of the apartment.

“I’m gonna hop in the shower. Before you stir the spaghetti with your foot, set aside a bowl for me.”

 

At two minutes after eight o’clock, Bridgette answered a knock at the door. She looked through the peephole, then opened it. “Hey, Tyrone, come on in.”

Amaryllis’s boyfriend entered the condominium and closed the door behind him.

“What’s up, Bridge? Where’s my baby?” Tyrone greeted.

“She’s in the shower. Have a seat in the living room. She’ll be out soon.”

“Maybe I should, uh, go and hurry her up,” Tyrone said mischievously.

Bridgette gave him a stern glare. “Maybe you should sit your behind down in the living room like I said.”

Amaryllis’s celibacy was in full swing and going strong. Bridgette intended to keep her friend on the fast track. That was the deal they had made with one another when they had gotten saved a month ago. Bridgette would do all she could to help keep Amaryllis’s panties on, and Amaryllis would return the favor and help Bridgette stop cursing.

Tyrone knew that Amaryllis and Bridgette were straight-up ghetto and didn’t take any mess from no one. So he did exactly as he was told. In the living room he sat on the sofa, grabbed the remote control, and surfed through channels.

Bridgette filled a bowl with spaghetti from a green pot. While she was showering, Amaryllis had opened the bathroom door, poked her head outside, and told Bridgette not to eat from the black pot. Bridgette got a glass of grape Kool-Aid, then took it and her bowl of spaghetti to her bedroom, closing the door behind her.

Tyrone was into a wrestling match when Amaryllis came into the living room, dressed in a pair of jogging pants and a tank top.

“Hi, honey,” she greeted him.

Tyrone admired her beauty as she came and sat next to him. When she plopped down on the sofa, he inhaled her aroma. “You smell yummy. What is that?”

“It’s the new body wash by Issey Miyake. My sister, Michelle, sent it to me from Vegas.”

Tyrone pulled Amaryllis into his arms then sniffed and kissed her neck. “Well, I’m gonna have to make sure you don’t run out of that stuff, ’cause I likes me somma dat.”

When he released Amaryllis, she saw a long scratch on his right arm. “What happened to your arm?”

“What do you mean?”

She ran her fingers over the scratch. “This scratch on your arm, it wasn’t there yesterday.”

Tyrone looked at his arm as if seeing the scratch for the first time. “I don’t know. I guess it must’ve happened at work today.”

“Ty, you teach the eighth-grade. How can you get a scratch like that while grading papers? This looks like a knife cut.”

Tyrone snatched his arm from her grip, then stood up. It wasn’t his intention for Amaryllis to see the wound. He reached in his pocket, pulled out three one hundred-dollar bills, and handed them to Amaryllis. “Here’s the money to get your window fixed.

I can come by here tomorrow evening and take you to get your car from the shop.”

Amaryllis took the money from him, folded the bills, and inserted them in her bra.

“Thanks for the offer, but Bridgette will take me to get my car after work tomorrow.”

“Cool. Did you cook the spaghetti?”

Amaryllis wasn’t done with her interrogation. “Is that a knife cut on your arm?”

The octave in Tyrone’s voice changed. Clearly he was becoming irritated. “No. It’s not a knife cut, Amaryllis. I don’t know how the cut happened, okay?” He turned and walked toward the kitchen. “Can we please eat?” His words were quick and to the point, as though he really wanted to change the subject.

A warning siren went off in Amaryllis’s head. She sat on the sofa wondering what the heck his problem was. She was only showing concern for Tyrone, but his strange behavior caused suspicion. Now, she became even more curious about the wound.

They had only been dating for three weeks. The wound on Tyrone’s arm was fresh. Amaryllis didn’t want to believe that he had gotten caught up in domestic violence with another female; however, Amaryllis was from the streets. She had seen it all, and she had done it all, and the only way to remind Tyrone that she wasn’t to be played with or played on was to put fear in his heart.

She followed him into the kitchen and got a plate from the cupboard, then topped his plate with spaghetti as she spoke softly to him. “You know, Ty, where I come from, all I have to do is buy a crackhead a pack of cigarettes and a forty-ounce, and they’ll do almost anything. For example, if I ever caught you cheating on me, I could have you kidnapped, then taken to a secluded area where you’d be tortured and buried alive.” Her tone was calm and mellow. She spoke as if she were simply asking Tyrone what time of day it was.

Tyrone sat at the kitchen table looking at Amaryllis. She stood at the stove, in front of a black pot, preparing a plate of spaghetti with her back to him. He didn’t say one word as she brought his plate to the table and set it in front of him. He watched as she filled another plate of spaghetti from a green pot and placed that plate on the table, then sat across from him, bowed her head, and closed her eyes.

“Father God, we thank You for this meal…” she began to pray.

Tyrone swallowed hard and didn’t close his eyes. He kept them open throughout Amaryllis’s entire prayer. Deep down inside, he knew she meant what she had just said.

Anybody who could make a statement like that and immediately pray to God was unstable and not to be played with. And they were eating spaghetti from two separate pots. Tyrone couldn’t help but to wonder why.

“…In Jesus’ name, amen.” After saying her prayer, Amaryllis opened her eyes, looked across the table at Tyrone, and blew him a kiss. She could tell by the expression on his face that she’d put something on his mind, and that was exactly what she had meant to do.

Amaryllis inserted a forkful of spaghetti into her mouth and noticed that Tyrone wasn’t eating. “Go ahead and eat, honey. I put my foot in it, just like you requested,” she teased.

Tyrone looked at the spaghetti and wondered what else Amaryllis was capable of putting in it. At that moment, he thought that maybe she really was unstable. She was Creole, after all. Tyrone had heard horror stories about Creole women and the lengths they’d go to get what they wanted. He could only imagine what was in his spaghetti.

The sauce wasn’t orange, but a deep red. Maybe that was why Amaryllis was eating from a different pot. He took a bite and swallowed.

All of a sudden, Tyrone got sick to his stomach. He put his hand over his mouth and ran to the bathroom. He made it to the toilet just in time. Amaryllis heard him in the bathroom hacking and coughing and puking his guts out, but she remained at the kitchen table enjoying her dinner. There was a time when she could have taught a class on cheating. She was the champ at doing it. But cheaters don’t like to be cheated on.

 

Bridgette was already dressed for work Friday morning when Amaryllis stepped out of the shower. As usual, Amaryllis was causing them to be late.

Bridgette was at the bathroom sink putting the finishing touches on her makeup.

“Amaryllis, would you please hurry up?”

Amaryllis quickly dried her body and hurried to her bedroom. “Okay, Bridge. I promise I’ll be ready in ten minutes.”

Bridgette followed her. “You should’ve been ready ten minutes ago. You know I’m trying to get this promotion, girl. I can’t be late.”

“Bridge, you ain’t even gotta trip, because no one else applied for that job, which means it’s automatically yours. Get somewhere and sat down before you bust a blood vessel.”

Bridgette made fun of Amaryllis’s newfound English. “Sat down?”

“You heard me.” Then Amaryllis noticed the suit Bridgette was wearing. “And that’s a bad St. John you got on. Where did you get it from?”

“Your closet.”

Amaryllis stopped dressing and looked at Bridgette. “You got on my suit?”

“It’s a shame to have so many clothes that you can’t keep up with them.”

Amaryllis couldn’t believe the gall of her roommate. “Bridgette, is that really my suit?”

Bridgette opened the door to Amaryllis’s walk-in closet. “Look at all of these tags still hanging on these sleeves. I figured that if you ain’t gonna wear them, I might as well.”

“That’s what you figured, huh?” Amaryllis couldn’t see herself just walking into Bridgette’s closet and helping herself to whatever she wanted. Where was the respect?

Bridgette modeled the suit in Amaryllis’s full-length mirror. “Yep.”

“How about I figure out a way to snatch you bald for stealing my clothes?”

“Amaryllis, half of this stuff you don’t even wear.”

“Heck, I can’t wear it if you got it on, and you look fat in my suit; take it off.”


“Uh-uh. We are running late, and I already sprayed this jacket with Vera Wang cologne. I ain’t taking nothing off. Let’s go.”

Time was of the essence. Amaryllis didn’t have the time to bother with Bridgette right then. Truth be told, Bridgette really did look cute in the suit, and Amaryllis wasn’t serious when she told her to take it off. She probably would’ve given Bridgette permission to wear the suit had she asked. Still, Bridgette needed to know and respect boundaries.

“That’s all right, I’ll fix you,” Amaryllis threatened. “The very next time you touch my closet doorknob, there’ll be a surprise waiting on you.”

Bridgette wasn’t the least bit fazed. She’d been borrowing Amaryllis’s clothes, without permission, for years, and it was always the same threat. “Amaryllis, I couldn’t care less about you putting a lock on this door.”

“Oh, I ain’t gonna put a lock on it. But the next time you touch my closet doorknob, your behind will fry like chicken wings in a deep fryer.” Amaryllis walked to her closet and touched the doorknob, then started shaking as though she were having a seizure. After ten seconds of role playing, she looked at Bridgette. “That’s gonna be you if you try to go into my closet again.”

Bridgette chuckled at her roommate. She didn’t take the threat serious. “Yeah, whatever. Let’s go.”

Amaryllis stepped into her Baby Phat stilettos, and Bridgette followed her out of the apartment.

When they stepped out of the elevator into the lobby, Amaryllis stopped at the security desk to talk to Marvin Johnson, the security guard on duty. Marvin was seventy-three years old and had been guarding the high-rise on the morning shift ever since Amaryllis and Bridgette moved in over a year ago.


Every morning at 6:15 A.M. sharp, Marvin made sure that he was alert and ready for Bridgette and Amaryllis to make their appearance. When the elevator doors opened and Amaryllis stepped off looking as fine as she wanted to look, Marvin’s eyes would pop out of his head at the sight of her beauty.

Bridgette, on the other hand, was a different story. She and Marvin were like oil and water. The two of them just didn’t mix. In an entire year, not one day had gone by that Bridgette and Marvin hadn’t argued about something. Just as much as Marvin looked forward to flirting with Amaryllis, he also got a kick out of arguing with Bridgette.

As the two women approached Marvin’s desk, he adjusted his eyeglasses and spoke first. “Good morning, Beauty and the Beast.”

Bridgette rolled her eyes at him, and Amaryllis chuckled. Amaryllis knew Marvin had a crush on her, and she also knew he craved to meddle with Bridgette.

“Hi, Marvin, how are you this morning?” Amaryllis asked.

He showed Amaryllis the few teeth he had. “I’ll be doing much better if you come around this desk and sit on my lap.”

She laughed at him. “Marvin, you are a married man with grandbabies. You can’t do anything for me.”

Just talking to Amaryllis caused him to drool. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

Bridgette looked at him in disgust, already upset that he referred to her as “the Beast.”

“If she did sit on your old wrinkled lap, she’d slide right off because you got so much Ben-Gay on your legs.”

Marvin looked at Bridgette. “You’re just jealous because I ain’t giving you no play.”

Bridgette placed her hand on her hip and shifted all of her weight onto one leg. Every morning she made a vow to not let this man take her out of her anointing, but she lost the battle each time Marvin opened his mouth. “Jealous of what, Marvin? The only thing you can play is blind man. You’re cockeyed in one eye and can’t see out of the other. Each one of your eyeballs is rolling in different directions. Heck, I don’t know if you’re looking at me right now or someone across the lobby. And those aren’t glasses on your face, those are telescopes. The lenses are so thick I bet you can see what the Martians on Mars are doing, can’t you, Marvin?”

Amaryllis laughed. “Ooh, Bridgette, you promised God you’d tame your tongue.”

Bridgette pulled on the coattail of her suit jacket, already angry that she had to repent so early in the morning. “Girl, he takes me there.”

Marvin wasn’t done with Bridgette. “You ain’t saved. You ain’t nothing but a witch sittin’ up in church.”

“At least I go to church. On Sundays, your antique-looking behind sits around the house all day waiting on somebody to come by and change your diaper. You know what, Marvin? You’re gonna mess around and find out how much of a witch I can be. I can say two words that’ll make all three of your teeth fall out. You look like a snaggletoothed pumpkin. You better be glad I don’t celebrate Halloween, because I would stick a candle in your mouth and sit your old behind in my window.”

Amaryllis hollered out and laughed so loud at Bridgette she got everyone’s attention in the lobby.

Marvin was used to Bridgette’s harsh words. He had become immune to her confrontational attitude. He loved to get her riled up in the morning. Bridgette didn’t know it, but she was like a cup of strong black coffee for Marvin; she kept his adrenaline flowing.

It made Marvin’s day when Bridgette argued with him. He didn’t know if Bridgette was serious or not, but Marvin enjoyed every minute of it. “Who you callin’ old? The cracks in your face is deeper than the crack in my—” Marvin started.

“Marvin, don’t you dare!” Amaryllis scolded him before he could finish his phrase.

She looked at Bridgette and Marvin. “You two go through this every morning. You need to charge people to watch the show you put on.”

At Marvin’s last, unfinished statement, Bridgette was hot and ready to fight. “Uh-uh. It ain’t about no money. I’m getting ready to jack him up for free.” Bridgette stepped out of her heels and pulled off her earrings. “Now you see what you did, Marvin? You got me out of my anointing. I ain’t had to act a fool all weekend. Now come from behind that desk so I can knock the dust off your old behind.”

Marvin stood behind his desk going back and forth with Bridgette, but he never moved from his spot because he knew just how crazy she really was. He’d seen Bridgette come out of her anointing, as she called it, plenty of times. There was a time when Marvin witnessed Bridgette curse at a man for taking his time going through the revolving doors to exit the building.

“You slow *$%#. Would you hurry your *@# up? I got somewhere to be.”

When the man didn’t move through the revolving doors any faster after Bridgette’s outburst, Marvin saw her step in the next opening of the doors and place both of her hands on the glass in front of her and push the doors to go around faster. The poor man didn’t know what to think when the sliding glass door slammed into his back and forced him ahead. He lost his balance and fell forward on the ground just outside of the building. When Bridgette had made her way out of the building, Marvin saw her put her sunglasses on her face, step over the man, and proceed to walk down the street. It was a passersby that helped him stand. By the time he was on his feet, Bridgette was long gone.

Each time Bridgette challenged Marvin to come from around his desk to fight, he stood his ground where he was.

Amaryllis picked up Bridgette’s shoes and gave them to her. “Girl, put your shoes and earrings back on.”

Bridgette yelled over her shoulder as Amaryllis practically dragged her out of the building. “You better be glad I’m late for work.”

Marvin stuttered when he got excited. “Nah, y-y-you b-b-b-better be g-g-g-glad you l-l-l-late for w-w-work.”

Amaryllis almost had Bridgette out the door, but not out far enough. “You best not be here when I get home, Marvin,” she continued yelling.

Of course she knew Marvin wouldn’t be there. His morning shift ended at noon.

Finally, Amaryllis pulled Bridgette outside of the building. “Why do you let Marvin work your nerves and make you show your behind like that? Aren’t you tired of repenting for the same thing every day?”

“Heck, he’s lucky you were there to protect him. One of these days you ain’t gonna be around, and I’m gonna whoop Marvin’s old *#@.”

Amaryllis shook her head at her roommate. “You can’t stop cussing to save your life, can you?”


“I’m a work in progress. God ain’t done with me yet.”

They got into Bridgette’s car and headed downtown. Had Bridgette looked in her rearview mirror while driving to work, she would’ve seen that HOT ICEE was hot on their trail.
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