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Melissa, Warren, Tatum


 







He’s sleeping with the enemy!


 







Quote from this story:

“What are we supposed to be,” Rita said. “Some Get
Christie Love types?”


 


The Girls:

Tamara Collins

Rita McClure

Melissa Shue

Lisa Jennings






The Others

Warren Littleton

Tatum Reid

Corey Reid

Alvin Bailey, Private detective

Det. Kevin Abruzzo

Kelly Anne Harper, Rita’s therapist






Honorable Mention:

Rick, the Lyft Driver outside Warren’s condo

Raquel, Melissa’s college friend

Lily, Warren’s assistant at work

Leon, bartender at Spectrum Bar and Grill
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“I can tell you don’t want to be here,” Kelly Anne
said. “Why did you come?”

Rita looked down at the clean blue carpet,
and then back up, avoiding the nice young woman’s light brown eyes,
and then she looked around the small, but pleasantly decorated
office, finally, halfway looking back up at the woman. Kelly Anne
smiled.

“I suppose I need help,” Rita said.

“Help with what?” Kelly Anne said.

“Help with my life.”

“All of a sudden?”

“Probably all along,” Rita said.

“I’d like to get a better grasp at why you
came here,” Kelly Anne said.

“My friends,” Rita said.

“Specifically?”

“Lisa and Kevin.”

“Who are they exactly?”

“Lisa is a longtime friend, love her. We went
to high school together. Kevin is her….her, I’m not really sure
what he is. He was her boyfriend before. He’s a cop.”

“A cop?”

“Yes.”

“Must be traumatic,” Kelly Anne said.

Rita nodded.

“You tell me,” Kelly Anne said. “Why would a
cop suggest you see me?”

“You don’t know?” Rita said.

“How would I know?” Kelly Anne said. “When
you made the appointment, you didn’t say why.”

“Oh, I guess not,” Rita said. “I must be
confused.”

“Confused about what?”

Rita hesitated, sat back a bit more in the
ultra plush chair, and then looked at the spotless desk in front of
her. Only a computer, phone and a few glossy pamphlets were on it,
and Kelly Anne sitting behind it. Kelly Anne was pretty, young for
what Rita thought a shrink would be. She had freckles and short,
curly brown hair. She was a light-skinned African American
woman.

“Maybe I should’ve been seeing you…I mean a
psychiatrist,” Rita said.

“I’m a therapist,” Kelly Anne said.

“Whatever.”

“Why should you be seeing me?”

“It’s a very long story,” Rita said.

“I have time if you do,” Kelly Anne said.

“I don’t know,” Rita said.

“You don’t trust me?”

“Sorry, but I don’t,” Rita said.

“Is it my name?”

“What?”

“Kelly Anne.”

Rita delayed, “Maybe.”

“It’s not Conway.”

“Good point,” Rita said.

“I get it,” Kelly Anne said. “By the way it’s
Harper.”

“Harper?”

“Yes, my last name.”

“Oh.”

“We still have an hour,” Kelly Anne said.
“Either you want to talk or you don’t have to stay.”

“I want to talk,” Rita said. “I need to
talk….,”

“But?”

Rita sighed, “This is new to me. I never had
anybody to talk to….I don’t know where to start.”

Kelly Anne smiled warmly at Rita and it
relaxed her a bit more.

“You’ve already started,” Kelly Anne
said.


 


2

Melissa woke up easily, but she hadn’t slept that
well anyway. She heard Warren’s light snoring and thought she heard
him mumbling before dawn. She turned her head on the pillow and
looked at him. He was lying on his back with his head turned a
little away from her. He looked fairly peaceful and started snoring
a little louder. Oddly, beads of sweat had formed on his forehead,
but it wasn’t warm or humid in Melissa’s bedroom. She also noticed
that his body temperature seemed warmer than what she remembered
lying next to him. Is he getting sick? She continued to
watch him; he had always been handsome to her, but not in the sense
of a pretty boy. Warren was a tall, broad man with big shoulders,
big hands, long thick legs and large feet. He was in decent shape
for 46, worked out when he could, but had a slight protruding
stomach due to all the traveling for work and late night eating. He
was in pharmaceutical sales.

Melissa liked his new haircut. It was shorter
than she’d ever seen on him, cut military style, buzzed on the
sides and a bit fuller on top. She smiled watching him, but her
smile faded quickly. She still didn’t trust him. She removed the
covers from her top half, rising up to see his phone on the
nightstand on his side. She saw it there. It looked like it was
turned off, but she
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