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“Zora Cooper, I would like to introduce you to B.” Malcolm limped into the living room with a stranger, wincing slightly from the gunshot wound he acquired three days earlier. His gray eyes sparkled against his smooth brown skin. 

A stout white man walked through the door and smiled. His green eyes appraised me in the same way I appraised him. B wasn’t anything like I expected. When I spoke to him on the phone, I pictured his at least six feet tall not this five feet maybe five inches tall man with a pushed in nose. I saw him as a man with a tone body, not perfectly toned, but not this flabby man either. The top of his thinning white head barely reached the middle of Malcolm’s chest. He was so tan that when he smiled his skin cracked like old leather resulting in his eyes melting into his inflated jowls. His toothy smile emphasized his under bite causing his mouth to pull down gently at the corner.

It came to me in an instant, B looks just like a bulldog. The wrinkles made me question his true age. I would guess between seventy and eighty but the way he moved made me think he was way younger. 

“Zora, it is so wonderful to finally meet you.” 

I stared at him through the slit of my eyes wondering why he was here, in the middle of my living room. This was the first time he showed his face to me in all the years I’ve worked for him. The hair on the back of my neck tingled. His presence placed me on edge.  

“I would shake your hand but,” I stated showing him my broken arm in the cast, “Marina tried her hardest to kill us.” 

My anger began to grow as this smiling man stood in front of me pretending everything was all right. My spine cracked in my ear when I twisted my neck. I shifted my eyes towards Malcolm. He shifted uneasily under my stares. He knew B was coming today. I should have known by how he was acting all attentive to my needs this morning. He even offered to make an appointment to have someone do my hair. 

“I was trying to keep an eye on Marina, but she continues to slip through my finger. When my Intel finally tracked her down here, it was too late. You two were already on your way to the hospital in the ambulance.”  

“If only you were quicker. Would you like a seat or something to drink?” I offered not really meaning it. 

“No, I wanted to check on you and make sure you are all right.”

I studied him a few beats more before asking, “What do you want from us, really?”   

“Is it a job?” Malcolm asked, finally finding his voice. “How big can it be that you came here to visit us? Neither Zora nor I are at our best right now. I don’t know about Zora, but I can’t work like this.”

“No. It isn’t a job, far from it. I am here to invite you both to my island for a bit of recuperation.”

I glared at him through untrusting eyes. Even Malcolm had a hard time believing B’s words. B laughed softly before sitting on the couch across from me. 

“My personal plane will pick you up and bring you to my island a month from today. You two should be completely healed by then so you can enjoy the peace and quiet of my home. Both of you will be my honored guests. I am throwing a retirement party for myself five weeks from now. I am tired and I have more than enough money to live off for the rest of my life no matter how short or long it will be.”
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A flash of red invaded my sight when Malcolm spoke for me promising we would take him up on his offer. There was no discussion on my part but if he wanted to go that was on him. I picked up and dropped the remote control several times before finally sitting it back on the end table. I imagined the black object flying across the room and hitting him in the middle of his head.

“How dare you speak for me? I never agreed to join him or you,” I growled while approaching him with my good hand squeezed in a tight fist.  

“Because B is not telling us something. You feel it and I feel it. I want to know what he wants us to do. And if he is retiring, will we be out of a job? Or will he introduce us to our new boss. And why are we arriving a week before everyone else flies in.”

He had me there. I allowed the anger to disperse and relaxed my hand.  I reached down for Rex, scratching behind his ears trying to figure out what B did not say. 

“Just so we are clear, I will not leave Rex for two weeks to entertain some eccentric old man who snaps his fingers and expects us to come running.”

Malcolm rolled his eyes. He and Rex came to a truce after I was shot. Rex no longer growled at Malcolm much and Malcolm no longer walked on eggshells around him. Aware he was being talked about; Rex lifted his head to stare at us. 

“B extended the invitation to the mutt. He owns the twenty-acre private island where we are going. Rex can run free and play.”

I stared at Malcolm for a long moment trying to piece our conversation together. This whole thing wasn’t sitting well with me. I made up my mind I wasn’t going no matter what B insisted. Last time I checked, I still had freewill.  

I was getting annoyed, instead of hitting something I stood up to leave. Rex’s nails clicked on the floor as he followed me. I told him to stay, and he sat down and whined. I had no direction, I just wanted to get out of my house. The walls started closing in on me and I no longer could stand the sight of Malcolm. 

“Hey, Mom. Hey, Dad,” I yelled when I entered my parents’ home ten minutes later. “Where is everyone?”

“In the kitchen,” Mom answered. Mom, Dad, Langston, and Maya were eating dinner when I walked into the kitchen. 

“Where’s Chocolate Drop?” Maya asked, glancing over my shoulder for Malcolm. 

“Probably at the house.”

“Oh, yall are having a lover’s spat,” Dad joked. 

“Not a couple, Dad. He is my roommate.  Separate bedrooms.”

“I am sure that isn’t what he wants,” mumbled Maya. 

Dad started to laugh followed by the rest of my family. This was another bad choice I made today. I am racking them up.  I rolled my eyes and grabbed a piece of fried chicken off the plate. 

“But seriously, sweetheart,” Dad continued. “Are you supposed to drive?”

“Probably not but I had to get out of my house.”

“Why?” Langston asked. 

“Just got a visit from my boss and Malcolm and I will be leaving in a month.”

“He expects you to work like that,” Mom squealed. 

“I don’t know what he expects but he expects Malcolm and me to be ready. I just wanted you to know I will be gone for at least two to three weeks. Not sure how long.”

“Be safe,” Dad said. 
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