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Carmella Candi, Ivy Gardiner, and Lillie-Rose
McIntyre are best friends. Strong minded women, who defied the
fairy tales, tore up the pink fluffy dresses and enjoyed pulling
Prince Charming through the ringer and giving him a run for his
money. They decided when 'happily' became 'ever after'.
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Ivy
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Carmella
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Lillie-Rose

 



 


Disclaimers:

 


1. No baby mama drama, no drugs, and no bang
bang shoot'em up. Just boy meets girl, good old sexual tension, and
sweet romance like the great American love story should
be.

No, this is no ordinary tale. Written in acts
and scenes, each scene is written with a particular girl in mind
and they may cross over and join one another. The main characters
have their special avatars and each couple has a theme/favorite
song. Watch for the signs and the road will be easy to travel. I
hope you enjoy it.
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Be aware, small vignettes
(pictures) are used to denote the main
character of each scene.

 


Pop Gardiner
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Interlude: STAY -Scenes of a Breakup

 


Act 1-Love Me, Love Me Not
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Scene 1--

Ivy Gardiner - Thorn in My Pocket
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Carmella Candi - The Cooking Class
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Lillie-Rose McIntyre - In All the Right
Places

 


Act 2: If Only In My Dreams

Scene1: Without a
Doubt

Scene 2: The Golden Noose

Scene 3: Smoke in the Mirror

 


Act 3: Matchmaker, Matchmaker

Scene 1: A Tale of Two Loves

Scene 2: A Tale of Two Loves 2

 


Act 4: Tripping the Prince

Scene 1: What’s That I See?

Scene 2: Run, Run As Fast As You Can

Scene 3: Following Breadcrumbs

 


Act 5: Love is in the Air

Scene 1: White Horses

Scene 2: Breaking Spells

 


Act 6: Dragons, Trolls and
all Those Distractions

Scene 1:
Cry Me a
River

Scene 2:
Beware of the
Dragon

Scene 3:
All is
Relative

Scene 4: The
Test

Scene 5:
The Pea

Scene 6:
The Pod

Scene 7:Stuff Dreams Are Made Of

Scene 8: Break It or Make It

Scene 9: Things Your Mom Never Told You

Scene 10: What’s the Plans

Scene 11: Waking Sleeping Beauty

 


Act 7: On
Ruby Barnes
Mountain

Scene 1: Dusting Off the Prince

Scene 2:Diamonds in the Sky

Scene 3: Plucking Daisies

 


Act 8: Dancing in Glass Slippers

 


Act 9: Ever After


 


 


Musical Selection:

~A THORN IN MY POCKET~

Ivy Gardiner & Bernard Wilson

Jason Mraz I Won’t Give Up

 


~THE COOKING CLASS~

Carmella Candi & Franklin Henderson

2NE1: I Love You

Bruno Mars:
Locked Out of Heaven

 


~IN ALL THE RIGHT PLACES~

Lillie-Rose McIntyre & Nathaniel Henry

Rhianna: Like a Diamond

Justin Bieber: As Long as You Love Me

 


 


All of these songs are available on
Youtube.com

 


 



Interlude
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Stay-Scenes of a Breakup

 


Sometimes, no matter how hard we try,
mis-understandings can ca use heartache. It is the hope in the ones
we love, the belief in the relationship we thrive for, that will
illuminate and correct the problem in the end.

 


Musical Selection: Stay by Rihanna


Stay

 


Scene 1:
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Lillie-Rose: Standing in the
living room of her home, silently accepting the accusations and
verbal abuse being directed at her by the one person she believed
would never turn on her.

 


"Nathaniel, just so you understand, I don’t
think I was ever dishonest with you about anything dealing with my
past life.”

Lillie-Rose fingered the
curtain as she looked out of the window to the garden. The three
hummingbirds fluttering around the feeder reminded her of herself,
her friends and their love interests. Things were so tempting and
sweet, despite the element of
danger.

“No, you just never speak
of it.”

The bite of anger in his tones struck a cord
and she turned quickly, her attention strictly on his face.

"There's nothing to talk about. I’ve never
pretended I was as pure as the driven snow like Ivy or once bitten
like Carmella. What can I say about the marriage other than it
dragged me through the mill. So much so, I promised myself I would
never put my life in such a precarious state again, but I lied. I
fell in love, and I love the relationship we’ve been having and I
don’t have a problem with it.

“Oh, really? That’s not
what I’ve been hearing. Every time I’m anywhere near Branson he
feel it's his duty to regale me with scenes from your past together
or worse, enlighten me to your present rendezvous.”

“What?” Stunned by the
accusations and afraid to protest and clear her name, Lillie-Rose
stood mute. Mute in both mind and voice.

From his stance at the door, Nathaniel
glared at Lillie-Rose, where she stood in statuesque silence. Her
back, stiff and ramrod straight, pressed against the frame of the
bay window and her face turned slightly at an angle was deceiving
in its simulated peaceful repose. Because her lashes were lowered,
he couldn’t tell if she were looking at him or into the garden. He
wasn’t even sure she was listening to him. After his first question
she’d completely shut down. Whenever she threw a glance in his
direction throughout his tirade, all he was able to see was a tinge
of fear.

What was she really afraid
of? Had Branson been telling the truth? If she would just answer,
he would tell her it wasn’t a problem. He could understand if
they’d engaged in a youthful rendezvous, after all Branson
was Ivy’s brother. Many girls fell in love
with their best friend’s brother. He could forgive that, but he
knew he wouldn’t be able to forgive her if the snide remarks
Branson was continually spouting had anything to do with
the present.

“Lillie-Rose, Honey, will
you please just answer me? Tell me everything Branson is saying is
a lie. I honestly don’t believe him. As a matter of fact, I think
he’s a bold faced liar, but I want to hear the words from your
mouth. Have you been sleeping with Branson, recently?” Nathaniel
watched Lillie-Rose’s body shudder as if disgusted and he happily
took it as a sign of denial and hurriedly added another question.
“He told me about the baby. Is that why you want to keep your past
with him a secret?”

Lillie-Rose jerked her head in his direction
at the remark and looked him straight in the eyes.

“Yes, he told me all about
it.” Nathaniel stepped closer, ready to offer her comfort, but
without her taking a step, he felt the very essence of her being
shift away from him.

Lillie-Rose watched him
lifting his hand towards her and
immediately recoiled. She’d been here before and she didn’t trust
the innocuous touch. The lying, deceitful stroke of steel encased
in a soft hand. She wanted to part her
lips and answer him, but they refused to separate, too afraid of
the retaliation.

“Did he tell you how he
nearly got me killed with his insane jealous-ridden lie? Did he
tell you how his best friend beat me so mercilessly I ended up
losing the child and spending a week on life
support?”

Lillie-Rose wanted to
scream those words at Nathaniel, but she didn’t
let a sound pass through her lips. All she could do was remember
and relive the last time she was questioned like this, then her
every denial earned her another merciless punch
or ruthless kick. She’d learned her
lesson. Besides, any contribution to the argument was unnecessary,
Nathaniel’s next words were answer enough for the both of
them.

“Okay Lillie-Rose, don’t
answer me. I’m just going to have to believe what he has told me.
You regretted breaking up after losing his child and then I come
into the picture and make him see where he messed up. I’m going to
have to believe you two never really ended the relationship you had
as kids and I’m going to step out of the picture.” Without another
word Nathaniel turned to walk out of the door.

Rushing forward, she made
to grab for his shirt tail and missed as he slipped through the
opening, closing it softly behind
him.

Lillie-Rose pressed her
forehead to the closed door. The snap of the lock’s click in the
chamber triggering the tears she’d held in check during their
argument. What had she done? How could she
have sat quietly while the man she loved beyond life walked away
from her? There was no way she could deny even to herself the
silence she had enveloped her emotions in had been the death of
such a promising relationship. All she’d had to do was answer his
simple questions. All she had to do was deny the accusations. The
only thing she’d had to do was agree with him
when he called Branson a bold faced liar, because that’s exactly
what he was. But she’d held her tongue and let her
fear keep her mouth shut. A mouth which could have cleared the air
and not let the man she loved leave with a lie encased in his
heart.

She’d let the brutal words and violent
accusations determine her present and destroy her future. She’d let
what would have been a beautiful night remind her of the near death
beating she’d taken from an abusive ex-husband. With silent tears
streaming down her cheeks, she turned, pressed the back of her head
to the door and let the weight of her body drag her down and into a
sitting position. Before her butt touched the floor, she pulled her
cell from the back pocket of her jeans. She needed to talk to her
friends.


Scene 2:
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Ivy, stunned and speechless, watches the man
she knows in her heart to be the man of which fairy tales were
written, walk out of her flower shop and more than likely, out of
her life.

 


Sighing heavily, Bernard
closed his eyes for a second before looking in Ivy’s direction. He
was angry and hurt. The hurt over ruled so much all he wanted to do
was cry, but not in front of her.It was all that he could do to keep
himself from running out of the building like a heartbroken little
girl,the dismay and disbelief ran that deep. He pinched the space
between his eyes to cal himself.

“Ivy, I can’t even tell
you how I feel about this. I’ve mentioned it many times before. So
many times, in fact, that I am beginning to think I sound needy.
I’m finding it very hard to believe there is nothing going on
between you and Nathaniel. You say you’re trying to match him with
Lillie-Rose and yet I never see him with her. I always seem to find
you huddled next to him, you smiling up at him or you deep in
conversation. I can’t handle myself being so jealous and if you’re
trying to play some kind of game to keep me in this emotional hell,
I have to tell you, it hurts. Do you even realize what you are
doing to me? Can you imagine how you make me feel?”

Holding back the tears
shoving to escape, he paused to clear his throat and grab the reins
of his emotions. The small action bolstering his determination to
show her he had become tired of the ridiculous peek-a-boo she’d
been playing with their relationship. Four months of
love-me-love-not, had taken its toll.

“I don’t know what you
were trying to prove with the little scenario you were delivering
with such perfection, Ivy, or whether or not Nathaniel is a part of
it, all I can tell you is this, you’re killing me. I can’t prove
myself any better than I already have. If you’re trying to make me
jealous or you’re,” he paused to clear his throat again. “Or you’re
really in a relationship with him; I need you to understand I will
not stand around and watch as you try to pull together some
fanciful fairytale life. If I haven’t shown myself to be yours by
now, then I never will. When you get your story straight, call me.”
He stepped back and reached for the handle of the door. “You know
where you can find me. I’ll be the one standing next to the white
horse.” Bernard stepped through the door so quickly Ivy had no time
to react before he closed it and was gone.

Ivy slid slowly into the chair behind the
desk as if she were in shock and every previous action was way
beyond her scope of understanding. What the hell had just happened?
One minute she casually flirted with Nathaniel and slyly peeking
out of the store’s window trying to gauge Bernard’s reaction. And
the next she’s practically scraping her heart off the floor.

Through the tears streaming down her cheeks,
she watched the blur of his car turn the corner and quickly
disappears from sight. What in God’s name had she done?

She let the belief she had
some kind of magical power over Bernard ruin her relationship. It
seemed a little humorous to see beads of
sweat pop up on his forehead every time he saw her in proximity of
Nathaniel, forgetting he couldn’t read her
thoughts and that the mind could take a picture and make it
different to everyone seeing it. She’d pushed it too far and now
knew the joke was on her. How in God’s name was she going to make
it right? Pulling her cell from the desk drawer she punched at the
app that would pull her friends into a three way conversation. She
needed help with this problem.

 



Scene 3
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Carmella: Devastated and heartbroken, follows
her dream as he prepares to leave her for good.

 


Franklin climbed into the
driver’s seat of his car and pulled the door shut before rolling
down the window. He’d walked out of Carmella’s house and
hadn’t turned back as she called out
behind him. He was tired. For weeks they’d dated or rather met each
other around town because Carmella wasn’t sure she could trust him
yet.

He watched her as she
approached slowly, her fingers twisting and untwisting around and
into each other, bottom lip pouting and trembling, a solitary tear
resting on the tip of her lower lashes. This was the hardest thing
he’d ever done in life, but it had to be done. As much as he wanted
to grab her up and hold her in his arms, he had to back away and
let her figure out what she wanted with her future. He could no
longer pretend he didn’t care as much as
he really did. Stifling his urges, his passion, his love,
while waiting for
her “to be sure,” was breaking his heart.
He had to call the relationship off.

 


Carmella heard the words Franklin was
saying, but couldn’t comprehend. She could see his lips moving, but
her mind was blocking her ability to put the sentences in any
logical context. What was he saying? She shook her head to clear
the fog, but it didn’t help. She no more wanted to hear him than
she wanted to hear what he was saying. Was he really saying they
should break-up?

“What are you saying?” Her
voice came out in barely a whisper.

“I’m saying this is not
working for me. I can’t keep coming here day in and out and not
know how I will find you. What frame of mind will you be in? Will
you love me or will you push me away? I can’t take it anymore. I
can’t be the toad you kick around because you aren’t ready to have
a prince in your life. I’ve been telling you this for days now.
Call me when you’re ready to stop thwarting my every effort to make
this relationship work.

Carmella watched as he drove off slowly. So
slow, she could have run after him and stopped him. She could have
reached out and grabbed the door handle before he left the drive.
When the brake lights brightened, she released her breath, so sure
he was returning, only to catch her breath again at the sight of a
squirrel darting safely between the tires as he drove out of sight.
She pressed her palm to her chest in the hope of steadying her
aching heart. Tears rolled down her face as she whispered softly to
the empty sky, “I want you to stay.”
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Once upon a time there
were three girls without a love of their own...








Act 1:

Love Me -Love Me Not
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Scene 1
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Ivy Gardiner: Thorne in My Pocket

 


Musical selection:

I Won’t Give Up by Jason Mraz

 


The first drop of the freezing liquid
hitting her neck and rolling down the collar of her shirt shocked
her into immobility. The book bopping her on the head and the
deluge of water immediately following had her jumping up and down
in dripping amazement.

One
minute, she was sitting on the steps
outside of the church contemplating how to introduce herself to
Bernard Wilson, the man fantasies were made of, and
the next she was facing him in a wet, clinging t-shirt.

“Oh, Ivy, I am so
sorry.”

Bernard placed the arm
load of books on a dry step and proceeded to try mopping Ivy down
with the wad of paper towels
held in his
hands. Pulling the shirt away from her
body, Ivy grabbed his wrist with her free hand to stop his
movements. The physical effect of his fingers brushing her breast
definitely not one she wanted him to come in contact
with.

“Damn, I’m really sorry
about that and the cursing in your presence.”

His apology sounded so sincere, but the heat
in his eyes burned her, letting her know he was well aware of her
feelings

Clearing her throat, she
tried to change the subject. “Do you always carry so many pieces
of paper towels around? Makes me wonder if you...”
Pausing and lifting her head from her efforts
to soak some water out of her shirt, Ivy caught the
tail end of Bernard’s smile just before he lowered his head and
reached down to retrieve his books. She laughed, a little relieved
to know parts of her dream were reciprocated. “Did you really mean
to wet me like this?”

“Oh no,” Bernard chuckled
self-consciously along with her. "Well, not as much as
this,
for obvious reasons.” With a nod of his head, he
indicated the appearance of her hardened nipples, literally naked
through the sheer material of her thin white shirt. “Honestly, I’d
thought a few drops would fall on you and
then I could have played the hero and offered you drying materials,
and afterward we would have a full conversation instead of the
cursory ones we have inside the building. Unfortunately, when I
turned the corner at breakneck speed, trying to catch you before
you drove off, I stopped short at the sight of you on the bottom
steps and the water sloshed out of the glass. Stupid me trying to
keep it from tilting, dropped a book, reached for
it,
and the glass tilted anyway and here we
are.”

Ivy, standing with
mouth gaped, listened
intently. She was
infatuated.
The fact he knew her name
and
had gone through such ridiculous tricks to get to
know her better, made her care less how he
met her, but extremely happy, he had finally
taken the initiative.

“Are you okay? Are you in
shock, Ivy?” Bernard snapped his fingers in
front of her face. “You haven’t said a word or
changed expression in the past two minutes."

"Yes, I’m fine. Kinda glad
actually, I was sitting here trying to figure out how to ‘casually’
bump into you and now it’s done. We can’t go out for a cup of
coffee with me looking like an advert of a bar contest.
Can we set a date for a rain check?”

“Yes, of course. Give me
your phone and I’ll put in my number. That way you can call me
whenever you’re ready to set the date.”

With an ease that kept her calm, Bernard
took the cell from Ivy’s slack fingers, tapped his number in,
returned her phone and was stepping back before she could
react.

“Now, remember, Ms. Ivy
Gardiner, I’ll be waiting.” And with that
he turned and walked away. Whistling as he went.

Sighing deeply, Ivy
held the hand holding the phone, close
to her chest and giggled like a little girl
promised a coveted gift. If it all worked out, he would be exactly
that, a long
awaited gift. Tall, very dark,
dimpled, courteous, Bernard. The fantasy she’d
purposely kept tucked away from the
critical observance of her cousin, Carmella and their
closest
friend, Lillie-Rose. She didn’t want
to be ridiculed as a hypocrite. After all, they’d spent their youth
promising each other they would do the
chasing and the choosing of their prince. Refusing to lie around
like a pampered sleeping beauty chewing on apples, being chased
around by dwarfs, and waiting for a prince to rescue
them.

Well, she was older now,
love had shown its beautiful face and, as far as she was concerned
she had her prince in scope. If it took
her to find her friends their mates so they would all have a happy
ever after, so be it. She would write their story and then squeeze
them into their scenes.
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Bernard whistled all the way to his car, the
act, more as a means to calm his rapid heart rate than to entertain
himself. He’d watched Ivy for months of Sundays not to mention the
nights of the singles’ meetings. She was usually surrounded by her
two friends or hanging with various female members of the
congregation so he never approached her, until he realized, every
time he looked in her direction she was smiling at him. He decided
to take the bull by the horns.

Sitting behind the steering wheel he smiled
in anticipation at the sudden ringing of his cell. Without glancing
at the caller id, he answered the phone; laughter in his voice. By
the end of the conversation, he was beating the wheel in
frustration. His job was sending him away for a month and it would
be a while before he would be able to get to know Ivy. Closing his
eyes in a moment of frustration before starting the ignition, he
comforted himself with the belief everything would work out.


Scene 2
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Carmella Candi- The Cooking
Class

 


I Love You - 2NE1

Locked Out of Heaven - Bruno Mars

 


Franklin, staring at the cutting board as he
sliced and diced onions and bell pepper, could hardly concentrate.
He watched Carmella from the corner of his eyes as she stopped and
made a comment to each of the other class members in turn. The
anticipation of having her by his side made him shiver. He amazed
himself at the near misses he made at the tips of his fingers. The
scent of her perfume filled his nostrils even above the odor of the
onions. Carmella Candi. What's in a name? Everything. She was
beautiful, the beautiful smooth color of caramel candy. Probably
the reason her parents named her such a sweet name. He just wanted
to spend time with her to see if she was as mouth- watering as a
piece of candy. At the moment he, just accepted the fact their time
together was spent with a full class of students.

Carmella slowly walked
around the room, pausing frequently to
encourage or give instructions to the ten members of her Cooking
for Love of Health class. She had purposely gone counterclockwise
so that she would finish her rounds with
Franklin - shy beautiful Franklin Henderson. She could hardly
remember the first day each waking moment began with overflowing
thoughts of Franklin or when her every heartbeat hadn't throbbed to
the rhythm of his name. Carmella watched Franklin from the corner
of her eye as she neared his station; no matter how much he tried
to hide it, she would see him tremble every time she entered his
presence and it intrigued and excited her.

"Franklin, if we were
really cooking, and you continued chopping those veggies the way
you are, you wouldn't have anything to put in your pot." Carmella
touched his left shoulder as she looked over his right. The locks
of her hair fell across her brow and brushed the collar of his
shirt. She pushed her hair back and hooked it behind her ear as she
continued talking. "And if you aren't careful, you'll be adding a
few fingertips. Okay class lets…" Carmella drifted away from his
station to stand in the middle of the room. The remainder of her
sentence faded away in his mind to be replaced by the loud thump of
his heartbeat. Fanning himself with the end of his largest spatula,
Franklin looked around, subconsciously hoping no one had noticed
how he was feeling. Franklin looked
straight into the eyes of Bernard Wilson, the only other guy in the
room. As nonchalantly as possible Franklin tried to stare him
down but failed.

Smirking in a knowing fashion, Bernard shook
his head as if in pity before turning his attention to
Carmella.

Wiping the counter surface with a fresh
towel, Franklin began to clean his station. The class was almost
over, it would be another week before he would see Carmella here
again and he still hadn't gotten the nerves to ask her out. Setting
the station in order while working out in his mind just the right
scenario for asking her, he missed the end of class instructions
and slowly followed the only other straggler walking out of the
room. Another want-to-be suitor, only this guy spent most of the
class openly throwing hints. Hints Carmella was able to ignore
while Franklin would find himself having to restrain his every
muscle from busting the guy in the head with a meat mallet. As
Franklin neared the door the guy slowed to turn back around and
Carmella reached out and grabbed Franklin by the sleeve of his
shirt.

"Hey, Franklin wait, I want to talk to you
for a minute."

"Uh, yeah." Franklin cleared his throat.
"What's up?"

"You can go ahead, Bernard."

"I thought I would walk you to your car." Bernard leaned his
shoulder against the door jam and smiled into Franklin's eyes, his
amusement blatantly obvious.

"That's okay. Franklin will walk me. Won't
you, Franklin? I have a few things I need to discuss with him. Go
on."

Bernard slowly straightened and gave
Franklin a measured look. For a moment, Franklin thought the guy
was going to buck up to try and fight him and he purposely switched
his coat to his left arm. He wanted to poke out his chest, hold out
his arms and give the ‘what ya gonna do' pose, but again he
restrained himself. "Don't worry, man. I can walk her. It won't be
a problem." he answered.

Silently, the couple
watched Bernard as he walked to the end of the hallway and got into
the elevator. Franklin turned to Carmella. "What did you want to talk to me about?"

"Nothing really, I just didn't want to get in the elevator
with him. Last week it took almost thirty minutes to get him to let
me climb into my car. That one can't take ‘no' for an
answer."

"Wow, it's that bad?" He moved through the
opening of the doorway when she gave him a little push. "I know he
likes you, but I can go and put a little hurt on him if you want me
to. I'm a third degree black belt." Franklin smiled. "If you think
that's too violent I can hit him with a little of my Tae Bo moves."
He demonstrated a sequence of punches and jabs to the open air.

Carmella laughed softly
and pulled the door shut behind them. "Naw, that's okay." She locked the door and started to walk
towards the elevator. "Come on, walk with me. He's probably still
down there."

Entering the elevator,
Carmella stood against the wall, crossed her arms and rested her
back on its cool surface. She really wanted to spend more time with
him, but hadn't gotten brazen enough to initiate the asking.
Franklin stood facing the door, fiddling with his coat button and
watching her in the door's reflective surface. He cleared his throat when he saw that she was
watching him.

"So Franklin, why are you taking a cooking
class?"

He coughed.
"Huh?"

"Why are you taking a
class? You don't have a wife or girlfriends you're trying to
impress, do you?"

"Uhm, no."

"Then why take the class? It's not like you ever pay
attention." She pushed away from the wall as the
doors
opened to the basement floor parking garage. "If
you were acting like one of the other hundred guys who've taken the
class,
yet spent most of the evening trying to
hit me up, I would think you liked me, but you say nothing." She
walked through the door, pulling his sleeve as she exited. "Come
on. My car is over here."

He followed her without
telling her he knew her car, had known it for weeks before
he’d
decided to take the cooking class. For one thing
it wasn't hard to remember her car; no one else he
knew drove a little red Aston Martin, and for the
past year they had attended the same church even though he tried to
stay out of her way.

"How can you afford this car teaching people
how to cut onions and celery?"

"I cut a lot of onions and celery."

"Right."

"You know, Franklin." She
pushed the required tab on her key fob and opened the car's door.
Sliding into the driver's seat she placed her finger near the
button that would start the car and paused. "If you want to wait
until you have gone through a few more classes before you ask me
out it's okay. I won't tell you ‘no', but please ask before you cut
your fingers off. You are lethal with a knife." She
started the car. "Besides, I don't think it would be
fun to date someone without fingers. You won't be able to use
chopsticks." Carmella laughed, pulled the door from his
hands,
before slamming it shut
and
driving off. At the first stoplight she pulled
out her cell, pushed her earpiece in her ear and made a conference
call to her two best friends.

"Girl, I don't know what
to say." She sighed softly after regaling her friends with the
night's adventures and being questioned about the next step in her
plans. "Yeah, he walked me to the car tonight. No, he didn't ask me
out. I've given him my phone number and many opportunities to ask
me for a date. No, I don't think he's gay. I can tell by the way
he's always checking me out. I believe he's just an upright person
and not pushy. Maybe I'm the one being too arrogant and I'm scaring
him off. I know he likes me, so tomorrow after singles’ night at
church; I'm going to ask him to go out with me for coffee so we can
talk. Yeah, I’m sure he'll be there. He's
always there and every other single female in the congregation will
be there trying to prey on him. It's now or never. Girl, I know.
I…." As soon as the light changed Carmella shifted into drive and
sped through the traffic the same way her mind and conversation
sped through her frustration of waiting for Franklin to ask her
out.

 


***

 


Left standing alone in the
damp, chilly night air, Franklin admonished himself for being a
coward.
Shoving his arms into the sleeves of his coat the same way he
wished he could shove his head through the wall, he
watched the last chance of the evening slip away
with the last flick of Carmella's
car lights. Turning, he walked a
few steps over and got into the
passenger seat of the waiting car. Banging his fist on the
dashboard a couple of times in frustration, he took a deep breath
and prepared himself to hear the ridicule from his
roommate.

"I guess that means you still didn't ask her
out, huh?" The slight British accent from the man behind the wheel,
sounded a little too pompous and it set him off.

"What do you think? And
here's something, Bernard." Franklin turned to face the driver of
the car,
practically sneering the other man’s name. "Why'd she tell me it took nearly
thirty minutes for her to get you to let her leave last week? I asked you to just make sure she got to her car
safely. Not to practically stalk her. "

"Man, I was just tryin' to
do you a favor." Bernard pulled into the busy traffic. "It got her
to choose you tonight, right? Man, you've been in love with this
girl a long time. What's your problem? You used to be the player.
No girl could get away from you. Now you can’t even get into the
game."

"I don't know what the
problem is. I'm not the person I used to be and chasing women
doesn't seem to be the game I wanna play anymore. Something about
the way I feel for her is just different and I don't
want to mess up."

"How long are we going to
be doing this? I can't continue to lie and be an idiot in the
class. I'm supposed to be a man of God, a man of integrity. You may
have to step back and let God handle this one for you, if she's
meant to be yours, then she will be."

They pulled up outside of
the house they shared and went inside. Bernard threw his coat on a
chair and walked into the kitchen. He grabbed a bottle of water
from the fridge and a banana from the cabinet before returning to
the living room and flopping onto the couch. With his feet on the
coffee table, he pointed the banana at
Franklin and shook it for emphasis.

"This act I'm putting on
for you is making me look like a jerk and when you marry the
girl,
she’ll never like me because
she'll think I am a liar and a fake. Can't have that,
man you promised I could be the
first kid's godfather." Bernard caught the falling half of
the
banana and stuffed it into his mouth.

"We're not even dating yet and you have us
married with children."

"I can just see it." Bernard's voice was
muffled by the mouth full of fruit. "I know she's the one God has
sent for you. I just feel it. She's into the church, on fire for
God and she doesn't sleep around. Believe me, I know. I think she
would've pushed me in front of her car and run me over if she could
have gotten away with it. I am being one of the most obnoxious guys
I could think of and I can't stand myself. Those old ladies in the
class today were really ticked at me. One of them passed behind me
acting as if she were going to the sink, and instead, she whispered
in my ear that she would hit me in the head with her rolling pin if
I didn't start to behave. Man, I can't be gettin' beat up by old
women just so you can walk Ms. Carmella Candi to her beautiful
little red car. If you don't tell her something before the next
class I am going to have to exonerate myself by standing in front
of the class and telling Carmella the truth. This is starting to
get embarrassing."

"I know, I know. I just don't know what to
say."

"Let's start with tonight,
what did she say when you were alone in the elevator? You did talk
to her, right?" He took in his friend's lowered gaze and the slump
in in
his shoulders as his answer. "No? Why not?
Man, you missed a good chance. Okay, what about when you were
standing by her car?"

"In the elevator she asked me why I was
taking the class and I couldn't answer. I was so embarrassed at
being caught staring at her reflection on the doors and when we
were by her car, she told me I could wait to ask her out on a date
after a few more classes but to hurry before I cut off my fingers.
And then she laughed about something dealing with not being able to
use chopsticks."

Bernard choked on the gulp of water he had
just taken and began to laugh heartily through the strangling
coughs and the near vicious thumps on his back from Franklin.

"Man, even she knows how
much you like her. If you don't step to the plate soon, she'll
think you're a wimp - or worse gay - and put you out of her mind or
in the friend category. You have her cell
phone number; call her. Wait, where you goin'?" he called to
Franklin's retreating back. "Franklin Emmanuel Henderson, do I have
to act like your momma and call you out? Man up and call the woman.
What can you lose?"

"What do you mean ‘call
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