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My favorite quote from this story:

“That’s some Mcgyver shit!” Rita said.


 


Dialogue

As a writer, I often find that dialogue is one of my
favorite things about telling stories. Although location and
description peak the imagination and help fill out the story,
dialogue to me is the meat and potatoes of a story. Just like how
we relate to each other in “Real Life”, without dialogue,
everything would feel like a big void. Where would it all be in
reading fiction if we didn’t have dialogue to bring the mental
picture home? What I remember most about my favorite TV shows,
books, plays and movies is the snappy, comical, depressing,
frightening and profound words the characters say; even if I forget
some of the action and drama, what I always remember is the
dialogue. Enough of that. Maybe I’ll go into it more later, on my
blog. I’d be interested in learning your thoughts. In the meantime
I hope you enjoy some of the dialogue in Girl’s Night: Spoon Fed
2.


 


The Girls

Tamara Collins

Rita McClure

Melissa Shue
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The Others

Det. Kevin Abruzzo

Det. Kenyon Tyler

Warren Littleton

Tatum Reid

Corey Reid

Mr. Alvin Bailey

Daniel Baines, goes by D.

Kelly Anne Harper

Mr. Bruce Pearson






Honorable Mention

Christopher, young doorman at The Krishner Hotel

Aileen, bartender at Dylan’s

Leon, bartender at Spectrum Bar and Grill

Chucky, Corey’s random friend
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Friday, 1:59pm, Rita hurried off the elevator toward
Kelly Anne’s office. She didn’t want to be late. She made it to the
door, rang the bell and heard the buzzer right away. She twisted
the doorknob, pushed the door and walked in. She was surprised to
see Kelly Anne standing at the receptionist’s desk with the phone
up to her ear. Kelly Anne smiled at Rita and motioned for her to go
into the office. Rita was confused at first, but soon caught on.
Kelly Anne whispered, pointing with her free hand to the landline’s
receiver, “Sorry, I’ll be right there.”

Rita smiled, nodded, and then walked around
the left side of the reception desk, to the very clean office
beyond it. She went inside, looking at the Kuerig machine as she
passed. She remembered how relaxing the chamomile tea was that she
drank there a few days ago. She sat down in the chair in front of
Kelly Anne’s desk. Suddenly she felt awkward, still not sure how
she felt about seeing a therapist, but aside from that she liked
Kelly Anne. I think I need this.

Kelly Anne walked quickly into the office,
settling at the desk, looking at the watch on her wrist.
2:01pm.

“Sorry Rita. I pride myself on being
punctual.”

“It’s fine,” Rita said.

“Receptionist went home with a migraine. I
told her to see about that, then a former patient of mine, his
mother called.”

Rita smiled, “It’s no problem. You look
flustered.”

“I am,” Kelly Anne said with a smile.

“Shall we switch seats honey?”

They both laughed.

Kelly Anne folded her hands on top of the
desk. “Who says a therapist can’t get flustered? It happens all the
time.”

“Just kidding,” Rita said. “I am so not
qualified.”

“Thanks for the laugh,” Kelly Anne said.
“Rita you have a vivacious personality and I needed it.”

“Thanks. You’re so down to earth Kelly Anne.
Is everything okay?”

“It is, just got some bad news about a former
patient. I have to digest it.”

“Should we reschedule?”

“Rita no, no. I’ll be fine. This is your
time.”

Kelly Anne could see the curiosity in Rita’s
eyes.

“Go ahead, you can ask me.”

“Ask you?” Rita said.

“About my former patient.”

“Oh,” Rita said. “Isn’t there something about
a confidentiality thing?”

“Not in this case,” Kelly Anne said. “He
stopped seeing me about a year ago…and…and he passed away.”

Rita was immediately stunned, but wasn’t sure
why. She couldn’t respond as quickly as she wanted.

“Rita are you okay?”

“He…he passed away?”

“Unfortunately yes.”

“He was your patient?”

“He was.”

Rita saw a look of regret on Kelly Anne’s
face.

“I’m really sorry,” Rita said.

“You’re curious,” Kelly Anne said.

“Is it that obvious?”

“We’re all curious Rita.”

“But I don’t even know him.”

“You don’t have to.”

“What does that mean?”

“We’re all somewhat curious about death, some
are even fascinated by it, especially suicide…he, took his own
life.”

Rita looked off to the side, her eyes
focusing on something other than Kelly Anne. “That woman at the
party, ate a gun on top of me…what would make….I never understood,
but maybe I do.”

“Have you ever thought about it Rita?”

Rita’s eyes went back to Kelly Anne with a
bit of surprise in them. “Haven’t we all?”

“That’s quite a question,” Kelly Anne
said.

“You have an answer?”

“Of course not.”

“Then how can you help someone? That poor
man.”

“I don’t have an answer for that Rita.”

“But aren’t you a doctor?”

“Yes.”

“Then you must not be a very good one.”

Kelly Anne stared at her in surprise for a
split second, and then smiled warmly.

“I’m sorry,” Rita said. “That wasn’t fair of
me.”

“No it’s okay” Kelly Anne said. “I guess we
really should switch seats.”

“What?”

“I can’t help but feel somewhat responsible,
he’d been my patient for almost two years before he stopped
coming.”

“He just stopped coming?”

“Yes. Wouldn’t answer any of my calls or
emails.”

“You just heard from his mother today?”

“I called her about two months ago I was so
worried about him.”

“What’s been happening?”

“His mom said he’d been distant with
everybody, including her. She begged me to take him back, but I had
to explain I can’t force a patient to see me…he wouldn’t answer me
at all.”

“What was his name?”

“Robert.”

“How old?”

“Thirty-two.”

Rita grimaced. “What would make a young man
like that….,”

“I was trying to explain, suicide, with all
the answers professionals think they have, can be hard to
diagnose.”

“What do you believe was bothering him?”

“I believe he had a chemical imbalance. We
had been talking about it before he stopped coming.”

“Was he taking anything?”

“Antidepressants, some of which I take issue
with.”

“Thank God!” Rita said.

“Hey Rita, let’s switch seats again.”

“Fair.”

“You are my patient now and I want to help
you.”

“Thanks.”

“I hope you trust me.”

“I do. I’m sorry for what I said.”

“I understand Rita.”

“You do?”

“You have a curiosity about Robert’s suicide,
why?”

Rita looked away from her abruptly, avoiding
her eyes.

“Rita?”

Rita turned back to her. Kelly Anne saw tears
welling in her eyes.

“I…..I also tried to take my own life.”
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Tamara shifted her eyes back to the woman, looking at
the set of keys she had on the bar. The keys were on the Las Vegas
keychain Melissa told her about. This has to be her. The
woman checked her phone quickly, and then looked at the entrance.
It made Tamara curious. Is she waiting for someone? Tamara
had to make a move soon, before the woman left.

“Excuse me, hey,” Tamara said.

The woman didn’t seem to notice as it was
becoming louder in the bar.

“Excuse me,” Tamara said, louder.

The woman turned to her, but didn’t say
anything.

“Sorry, I’m a keychain geek. I love yours.
I’m sure you got it in Vegas, right?”

The woman picked up the keychain and looked
at it herself. “I lived there. My fucking husband gave it to me as
some kind of joke.”

“Fucking husband?” Tamara said. “Girl!”

“Just found out the asshole has another
woman!”

“Oh my God, so sorry,” Tamara said.

“Some bitch Melissa!”

Tamara almost spat out her whiskey,
“Whoa…that’s a bitch!”

“Tell me about it!”

“What’s your husband’s name?” Tamara
said.

The woman gave her an odd stare, and then
sipped her drink. “What kind of fucking question is that?!”

“What?” Tamara said.

“Why would you ask his name…who the hell are
you?”

Tamara raised her hands. “Hey, didn’t mean no
harm.”

“Why would you ask his name? What are you
nosing around for?”

“I’m not nosing around,” Tamara said, and
then looked around for Rita. Rita was watching them. “Look, I’m not
being nosy…my husband is cheating on me too, just trying to
understand the shit.”

The woman looked down at her glass. It was
almost empty. She looked back up, turning to face Tamara.

“It’s not your fault I’m a bitch!”

“Sorry if I seem nosy,” Tamara said,
extending her hand. “Tamara, call me Tam.”

The woman looked down at her hand like she
was unsure, and then slowly shook it. “Tatum.”

“Nice to meet you Tatum.”

“You too. Sorry I’m such an untrusting
bitch.”

“It’s okay. I get it,” Tamara said.
“Jermaine, that fucking asshole! Caught him screwing her in our
bed!”

“What?!” Tatum said. “That’s whack! You
should kill his ass!”

“Girl I want to.”

“Do it!”

“Girl if I thought I could.”

“You can!”

“What are you saying?”

Tatum looked down at her phone. “Tam I got to
go.”

“Oh really?”

Tatum slid off the barstool, pushing a twenty
under her empty glass and stuffing the rest of her bills in her
purse.

“I really wish we could talk,” Tamara
said.

“Maybe we will,” Tatum said. “I come here a
lot.”

“Hope to see you again then.”

“Your husband,” Tatum said. “Is he
loaded?”

“Loaded?”

“He got money?”

“He’s not broke,” Tamara said.

“Then kill him!”

Tamara smiled, not sure what to say.”

“Since you asked,” Tatum said. “The asshole’s
name is Warren!”
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Rita saw the stunned look on Kelly Anne’s face.

“Rita, I’m sorry, when?!”

Rita started trembling, shifting her eyes to
the floor with tears in them ready to fall.

“Rita it’s okay you can talk to me.”

Rita looked back up, waving her hand forward.
Tears were rolling down both eyes. Kelly Anne nodded, knowing Rita
was choked up.

“Take your time Rita….we don’t have to talk
about it now.”

Rita started shaking her head, but Kelly Anne
didn’t know if it was a yes or no to discuss it. She grabbed tissue
from a box on her desk and passed them to Rita. Rita took them and
started dabbing at her eyes.

“Take all the time you need.”

Rita continued to shake her head, and then
cleared her throat, attempting to talk.

“Are you okay Rita?”

“I…I can’t believe I just told you….anybody
that,” Rita said. Her voice was hoarse and she was trying to clear
it.

“You haven’t told anyone?”

Rita shook her head.

“Do you want to talk about it now?”

“I don’t know if I can.”

“That’s fine,” Kelly Anne said. “You let me
know when. I’m here for whenever you want to talk about it.”

Rita nodded.

“Rita, there is one thing I want to make sure
of, as a professional. I have to make sure, that currently you’re
not a threat to yourself.”

Rita’s eyes widened. “What?!”

“Rita in my profession we take suicide very
seriously.”

“You think I want to kill myself now?!”

“I have to be absolutely certain Rita or
there are protocols.”

“No, oh no,” Rita said. “I got past it…it
just makes me sad to think of where I was then….no I’m not thinking
of harming myself…it’s just when you talked about Robert, it
brought it all back. No I’m good, really!”

“I understand,” Kelly Anne said.

“That was at a very low point in my life,”
Rita said.

“Can I ask how long ago it was?”

“Maybe, five years ago I think.”

“And you’re really okay with it now?”

“For that I am,” Rita said. “Can we talk
about it later?”

“Of course,” Kelly Anne said.

“Really I’m fine.”

“I believe that Rita.”

“Thanks.”

“We still have a half hour,” Kelly Anne said.
“Is there anything else you want to talk about?”

“So many things,” Rita said.

“Like before, start where you want.”

Rita hesitated. Kelly Anne waited patiently,
smiling kindly while Rita tried to regain her composure and collect
her thoughts.

“My love life or lack of it,” Rita said.
“It’s always a topic for me. It’s been nothing but a mess.”

“We touched on it,” Kelly Anne said.

“I guess it’s really a way to know if someone
is a whack job, by their love life.”

“That’s not really true,” Kelly Anne
said.

“How can you say that? I’m a prime
example.”

“Why do you see your romantic life as a mess?
As you call it.”

“Because it is,” Rita said. “I’m only
attracted to one type of man, too insecure to explore other
men…nothing lasts…that’s an undeniable mess.”

“You think that means you’re unstable?”

“Isn’t that what we’re talking about?
Yes!”

“Then most of us are unstable,” Kelly Anne
said. “Including myself.”

“Are you married?” Rita said, looking at
Kelly Anne’s hands. “I don’t see a ring.”

“Almost did,” Kelly Anne said.

“What happened?”

“We decided it wasn’t going to work and went
our separate ways.”

“Just like that?” Rita said. “Do you still
communicate?”

“No.”

“He must be a terrible person.”

Kelly Anne smiled, “No he’s not.”

“Really? But you don’t even talk to him.”

“It was a decision we both made. We do have
choices Rita.”

“He in Chicago?”

“Not anymore, Colorado, Denver.”

Rita shook her head slowly, like she was
thinking of something.

“What would you like your love life to be
Rita?”

“I want what everybody else does,” she said.
“To love someone and be loved.”

“That’s easy to say isn’t it?”

“But a tall order!” Rita said.

“But it can be achieved.”

“Seems impossible for me.”

“If you really want it.”

“Are you dating?” Rita said.

“Not right now.”

Rita raised a brow. “How long has it
been…since you dated?”

“Um,” Kelly Anne said, recalling. “Since
Vince…the man I was talking about I’d say almost a year, ten months
to be exact.”

“You’re okay with that?” Rita said.

Kelly Anne chuckled, “Yes, why wouldn’t I
be?”

Rita shrugged, “Isn’t that a long
time…without…you know, dating?”

“And sex?” Kelly Anne said, and then
laughed.

Rita laughed too, “Well, yes.”

“It’s all individual I suppose,” Kelly Anne
said. “I’m fine where I am without Vince.”

“Vince,” Rita repeated. “Nice name, strong,
sexy.”

“He’s a great person.”

“But you don’t talk anymore.”

“Like I said, we have choices Rita.”

“I guess I don’t know the story,” Rita
said.

“I’ll tell you someday.”

“But we’re here to talk about me.”

Kelly Anne smiled, shaking her head in
agreement.

“I guess for now I’ll settle for meddling in
someone else’s love life,” Rita said.

Kelly Anne looked curious. “What do you
mean?”

Rita made a short laughing sound. “My friend
Melissa, my high school friend….,”

“The girls?” Kelly Anne said.

“Yes. She thinks her boyfriend is cheating on
her and we’re going to help her find out.”

“How?” Kelly Anne said.

“We start tonight, by spying on him outside
his condo building.”

“Wow!”

“You think it’s wrong?”

“I’m no judge Rita.”

“He’s going to be with Mel tonight, Melissa,
we call her Mel. We think we may find the woman he’s cheating
with.”

“I see,” Kelly Anne said.

“Mel was going to
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