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Ayanna is a stressed-out school counselor and ready for Spring Break. Then her boyfriend decides they need to take a break to reevaluate their relationship. She posts her frustration on social media. Then Zack, an old flame, slides into her DMs. He offers to help her enjoy her break.

“I just think we should take a break to think about where things are going with us.” Mike had his back to me as he sat at the foot of the bed.

I still stared at him. I knew he could feel me staring at the back of his head but he didn’t turn around. The post-sex haze had completely faded away and, when I was tired of staring at the back of Mike’s head, I looked around for my clothes. 

“Are you going to say something?” Mike spoke without turning around.

I got up and started to get dressed. “Okay.”

“That’s it?” He finally turned and looked at me.

I decided I didn’t want to look at him anymore so I got dressed with my back to him. “Yup.”

“We’ve been together for over a year and I just want to make sure we are moving in the right direction. A break would be good so we can clear our heads and...”

“I said okay.” I snapped. I really hoped he didn’t open his mouth again. A headache was forming and I wanted to get home to two Aleve and a glass of wine.

“Ayanna...” Mike stood up.

I pulled my shirt on and walked out of his bedroom. My shoes, jacket, and purse were in the living room of his apartment. By the time I got my shoes on, Mike was standing there looking at me. He was still naked. He was a good-looking man. But the site that had gotten me excited only two hours earlier now made my head throb. I quickly thought about anything I might have left in his apartment that I would not want to have to replace. All I could remember was having toiletries in his bathroom. We had just gotten to that point. We weren’t even at the point where I was leaving clothes.

“Ayanna, don’t go. I want to talk about this.”

I cut my eyes at him, grabbed my coat and purse, and left out the door. 
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HOW DO I CHANGE MY relationship status to “On A Break”? Asking for an annoyed me.

I posted the status while taking Aleve when I got home from Mike’s place. Then I closed the app on my phone and went to see if I could scrub him off of me. I didn’t even think about the status again until my best friend Charmaine called me the next day after work.

“What’s up Char?” 

“I meant to call your ass last night but it was late when I saw your post.” She paused. “What’s going on? On a break?”

I sighed. “He said he wanted a break.”

“A break for what?”

“To see if we are on the right track.”

“You need a break for that?” She sucked her teeth. “Old ass fuck boy.”

“Exactly.”

“What did you say?”

“I told him okay and then left.”

“You didn’t entertain a discussion?”

“Naw. I had a headache.”

“Good. That didn’t deserve a discussion. How you forty years old and need a break to figure out what to do with your relationship?”

“Girl, don’t get me started to lying.”

“Shit is giving me a headache.” She paused. “How was work today?”

“Not too bad. No major meltdowns. Regularly scheduled meetings with a few students who all just seemed to be stressed about what high school they are going to.”

“Not like last week?”

“No.” I shook my head like she could see me. The week before I had three separate students in major crises. With one of them, I had to involve Child Protective Services because of some things that were going on in the home. That was always a tough call to make. It was one of my more stressful weeks as a Middle School Social Worker. One of a series of tough weeks.

“Spring break is soon, right?”

“Two weeks.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Relax. Probably sleep and catch up on some reading.”

“You should go somewhere and do something fun.”

“With who? You’re going to be working.”

“I dunno. Maybe by yourself.” Char paused. “Never mind. I don’t like that idea. Doesn’t seem safe.”

“Exactly.”

“We’ll go somewhere this summer.”

“Sounds nice.”

“Your DMs probably look crazy. I can tell it just from the number of guys shooting their shot in response to your post.”

“Ugh.” I groaned. “Now I gotta weed through all of that.”

“Let me know if you get anything interesting.”

“I will.”

“Talk to you later.”

“Later.” I disconnected the call and just glanced at my purse in the passenger seat of my car. My phone had been in there all day. I decided to check my mentions and DMs while I ate dinner. Maybe it would be entertaining. 

As soon as I got in the house, I kicked off my shoes and headed straight for the kitchen. I turned on some music and started dinner. After surveying my options for a few moments, I threw together some frozen shrimp, frozen vegetables, pasta, and a jar of sauce I had in the cabinet. When it was finished, I fixed a container for lunch the next day and a plate to eat right then. I walked past my dining room table and got comfortable on my couch with my tablet. Took a few bites of my food before I opened up the app to check my mentions and DMs. 

Just like Charmaine told me, there were several responses to my status. A few from women who posted in solidarity. Then there were a few guys that made me laugh with their inquiries into my status. I went to my DMs and was pleased to see there were only three new message threads. My eyes immediately skipped over the first two and went to the third. It was from a familiar name. Zachary and I used to have an on-again/off-again situation in college. It went on from sophomore year until I graduated and moved away for graduate school. We were mutuals on a few different social media platforms and occasionally had quick conversations in recent years. I opened his message to see if he was poking fun at me.

Can an old friend get your number?

Under his message was a phone number. I stared at it for a few moments before picking up my phone and typing the number into my text message app. 

Me - Hi old friend.

I sat my phone down and went back to my tablet. I checked the other two messages and realized that I should have just skipped over them altogether. One was a very unimpressive, unsolicited dick pic. He got blocked quickly. The other was a guy shooting his shot using language I heard my students using. A bit of investigation helped me learn that he was somewhere in his early twenties. With no intention of being a cougar, I deleted his message. I decided to post a selfie I had taken during my lunch break. Then I heard my phone vibrate on the side table. I picked it up to see a message from Zack.

Zack - YaniBelle

Zack - How are you?

I smiled at him using the nickname he gave me in college when he found out my middle name was Isabel.

Me - I’m good.

Me - How are you?

Zack - Pretty good.

Zack - Especially seeing that picture you just posted

Me - LOL

Zack - You have spring break coming up, right?

Me - Yeah

Zack - Any big plans?

Me - Just to relax and catch up on some reading.

Zack - Come visit me

I had to read his words a few times for them to register in my brain. Then I tried to figure out how to respond. My brain wasn’t being helpful in that regard.

Me - Huh?

Zack - Come to Miami and visit me

Zack - I’ll buy your ticket

Zack - I have a guest room you can stay in or can get you a hotel room if it makes you more comfortable

Me - Miami is going to be full of kids on break

Zack - I’m not in that part of Miami

Me - We haven’t seen each other in forever

Zack - Exactly

I felt like I should be more conflicted than I was. Everything in me was telling me to say yes. There wasn’t even a hint of doubt in my mind or any small voice saying that this wasn’t a good idea. It was like almost two decades hadn’t passed and he was calling me so he could see me. I was just as eager as I had always been.

Me - Don’t you have to work?

Zack - I’m the boss. I’ll give myself a few days off.

Me - LOL

Me - Must be nice

Zack - So am I buying this ticket?

Me - Yes
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“I STILL CAN’T BELIEVE you are going to visit this man.” Char looked at me while the nail technician began her pedicure. “Did you decide to get a hotel room?”

“Nope. I’m going to stay at his place.”

“Ayanna, you haven’t seen this man in forever. What if...”

“He’s a serial killer?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t think he is. We’ve been talking a lot since we exchanged numbers. He is the same Zack I remember from college.”

“It could all be a front.” Char paused. “Are you getting the same color on your hands?”

“Yes.”

“I like your braids.” She reached over and tossed a few braids over my shoulder.

“So, you are going to stop fussing now?”

“I want you to take a picture of his driver’s license and the back of his car so I can see his plates. I need his address and all his social media handles.”

“I told you who he was on social media.”

“I know. I looked. But I want you to type it up in an email. I already know where he works but put that in the email too.”

I laughed. “Seriously?”

“Yes. If something happens to you, I have something to give the cops unless you want me to find him and deal with him myself.”

“Nothing is going to happen to me.”

“That’s what the victim always says on those true crime shows.” Char raised an eyebrow. “I’m not playing. I want all that information.”

“Fine.”

“I also want you to have a good time.” She leaned over and spoke softly. “You had the wax appointment?”

I laughed. “Yes.”

“So, you are ready for whatever. Good. I’m proud of you.”

“Thanks.”

“When we leave here, we will go to the mall so you can get some new lingerie for the week.”

“I don’t need...”

“Yes, you do.”

“If I let him see what I have, it’ll be new to him anyway.”

“It’ll make you feel good.” She nodded. “Trust me on this.”

“I guess.”

“And you said if you let him see like you don’t already know you’re gonna let him.”

“Only if the energy is right.”

“Well let us pray for good energy then.” Char paused. “Why, again, didn’t you two work out years ago?”

“Neither of us was ready to settle down and I moved away for graduate school.” I sighed. “We were so young.”

“Do you wish you would have tried?”

“No.” I said quickly. “Like I said. We were young. I wouldn’t
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