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Jeannetta Walker expertly changed lanes on
the Golden Gate Bridge, zooming easily past an over-loaded minivan
that was driving entirely too slow. She couldn’t understand why she
felt like she was in such a hurry—she definitely wasn’t
that excited to be spending the night with Dee. Then again,
she had to admit that even sleeping over at her questionable old
college roommate’s new apartment, was much better than waking up at
four a.m. to rush to the airport for a busy nine a.m. flight.
Jeannetta was now a year-and-a-half out of college, and had always
been a morning person, a skill that had come in very handy for
early economics lecture, but even for her, four in the morning was
a little excessive. Taking in her gorgeous Californian
surroundings, while still keeping her keen eye on the road,
Jeannetta knew that she didn’t mind driving through the scenic
city. She took a few deep breaths to steady herself and calm her
worries about Dee. This night was going to be totally fine. Whether
the week ahead would be, however, she wasn’t so sure.

Is this cruise going to be an absolute
disaster? Jeannetta desperately thought to herself for the
millionth time, as she eased off the highway at the exit Dee had
given her. I mean, it’s not like there are any hard feelings
between us…not too hard anyway…she continued musing to
herself, it’s just…Dee probably never left college. And we never
got along all that well in college to begin with.

The last time that she spent more than
twenty-four hours with her college roommate after graduation, the
two girls had spent the entire weekend in the drunk-tank. She took
a deep breath as images of a large and entirely empty bar came to
mind. Jeannetta widened her eyes at the sight of the bartender,
hastily trying to clean around the two of them. She raised one
heavy hand to her forehead, hoping it would wake her a bit. There
was an obnoxious squeak as Dee slid her half-full Long Island Iced
Tea toward Jeannetta. She raised her eyebrows in an expression that
practically dared Jeannetta to finish the whole thing in one gulp,
all—of course— under the guise of “reuniting and bonding.”

But that was neither here nor there. The
issue at hand was the upcoming week. In a very rare impulsive
moment, Jeannetta had agreed to go on a weeklong cruise as another
“reuniting and bonding” experience with Dee. Ever since she had
agreed, Jeannetta had been wondering if it was really the best idea
for either of them. Dee seemed excited and unaware, as always, but
Jeannetta wasn’t quite sure about Dee’s motives. Had Dee genuinely
been lamenting over lost time? And did that mean she was trying to
make up for lost time by inviting Jeannetta along? Or had she
simply not changed a bit since her wild party days of college? If
she hadn’t changed, did this mean she had assumed this cruise was
going to be another “fun time”? Jeannetta genuinely didn’t know.
Hopefully, the following week on the cruise would enlighten
her.

Come to think of it, Jeannetta didn’t know
very much about the cruise itself, only that the voyage was going
to be a weeklong aquatic journey to Puerto Vallarta. Dee had won
the cruise through—well, through something—Jeannetta wasn’t quite
sure what. She barely had an idea what Dee did to make a living, as
Dee had never exactly developed any grand knowledge or real-world
skills during college. She didn’t expect Dee to have a steady job
like hers, or even to have a job at all. This was the first of many
reasons why her invitation was entirely unexpected. Jeannetta
hadn’t heard from Dee since the infamous drunken reunion which had
come exactly one month after graduation, and at that time Dee had
showed absolutely zero signs of joining the real world anytime
soon. Still, when Dee asked her out of the blue to come along,
Jeannetta had allowed herself to get just a little bit excited
about this cruise. Since she’d started her new job immediately
after graduation, she had not had a break. As much as she felt
guilty for admitting it, the fact that this cruise was a free,
all-inclusive vacation was the most appealing part of going at all.
That knowledge was what had eventually convinced her to take Dee’s
invitation in the first place. Was it Dee’s invitation to actually
attempt to rekindle their friendship?

Jeannetta put a stop to these thoughts as her
GPS parroted that she had reached her destination. She looked to
the right in time to watch the breathtaking large apartment complex
come into view. Its grand brick walls seemed to extend as far up as
the heavens. She could see from the outside that each unit had a
full-sized patio, complete with, from what she could tell,
name-brand outdoor furniture. Flowers hung from the rails in
intricate designs, lying within each other as if rearranged every
day. Her lips split open as she sucked in deep breaths at the
sight. Suddenly, she was embarrassed at the simple Levi jeans and
Banana Republic blouse she wore. Perhaps an evening gown would have
been more appropriate. She pulled up the circular driveway,
practically crawling along the cobble-stoned pavement as she took
in the marble fountain that dominated the center of the lawn. A sea
of green grass, like what could be found in a catalog, surrounded
it. Gazing around in awe, she pulled the new coupe she had leased
with her new salary into the elite-looking parking garage in the
middle of downtown San Francisco. Gazing around in slight disbelief
at her hoity-toity surroundings, she rolled down her window

“Hi, I mean, um, hello.” The words seemed to
force their way out of her mouth as she struggled to pretend she
was richer than she actually was. Despite all of that effort, her
voice shook nervously, and she found herself unnecessarily playing
with her key chain.

The attendant just stared at her, his body
barely moving underneath his suit of all white fabric.

“I’m here to see Dee Shanahan in apartment
thirty-one-oh-two.” In truth, she wasn’t totally convinced she was
in the right place.

The older gentleman pecked his keyboard
meticulously and replied in a matter of seconds, “Ms. Walker?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Perfect! Here are your extended-stay parking
pass and your elevator access card. Ms. Shanahan has graciously
offered you her assigned parking spot for the week. She doesn’t
need it herself, of course, because she uses the town-car,” the
guard explained. He handed Jeannetta a stack of papers and sent her
on her way with a wide smile. “She is expecting you.”

“Thank you,” Jeannetta uttered. Her head
still reeling with shock and confusion, Jeannetta stifled a chuckle
because she didn’t know how else she could respond to this strange
event. And her imagination was having a field day. That’ll be
all, Jeeves! I wish you a most gracious evening!

When had Dee’s lifestyle gotten so
sophisticated? Jeannetta never had the distinct pleasure of meeting
her roommate’s parents, or any other family members for that
matter, but she had never expected them to be anything more than
ordinary from the sort of daughter they had raised. In fact,
considering Dee’s over-the-top behavior in college, she expected
them to be ordinary but conservative; overbearing and
overprotective with strict rules they thought they enforced for
Dee’s own good. She pictured the type of white-picket-fence parents
who would ground Dee for a solid month after finding out she had
taken a tiny sip of wine when she was underage. Only a childhood
like that could begin to explain why Dee had felt the need to
devote all her time and energy to breaking free and partying way
beyond her means. Still chuckling, and now shaking her head
slightly, Jeannetta found her way inside the building to the chrome
elevator.

Now more than ever before, she was curious.
Her mind wandered back to the topic of the cruise itself, and how
Dee had come to be a part of it in the first place. Is she a
travel agent now? That seems like a job she could maybe hold down,
but it’s a stretch. Did she win a radio sweepstakes? She was always
listening to that silly pop station in our dorm. But that meant she
would have had to put the effort into actually calling the station
to win… Jeannetta mused endlessly. The only scenario that made
any sense, she imagined, was Dee essentially striking it rich, and
then blowing all the money on booze, clothes and luxuries, like
this cruise. That, she thought with certainty, sounded exactly like
the person Dee had always been.

Even though Jeannetta was curious, she knew
that it wasn’t really any of her concern from where, why, or how
Dee’s unexpected earnings came to be. She told herself that what
she really should have been thinking about was how exciting this
cruise was going to be. She needed to get excited about it again,
and really, it was easy to be excited about a vacation in Mexico.
One quick and easy flight from Oakland to San Diego, five days on
the cruise-liner to Puerto Vallarta, a day onshore, then a flight
back; this vacation was going to be exactly what Jeannetta
needed.

After a few moments’ wait, the elevator doors
opened and Jeannetta stepped inside. She took a look at the
engraving next to the floor buttons

TO ACCESS FLOORS 29-31 PLEASE USE YOUR
ELEVATOR ACCESS CARD

“Hmm.”

She had never experienced anything like this
in a residential building before, only at her fancy office
downtown. Dee’s new habitat must really be top-of-the-line, she
realized. Nervous again, Jeannetta swiped the card the parking
attendant had given her and pushed the button for floor
thirty-one.

As the door started to close, she heard a
voice echoing through the hallway. “Hold the door, please!”

Automatically, Jeannetta shot a hand out and
held the closing elevator door. Her first instinct was, and always
had been, politeness. Into the elevator stepped two men, one
shorter than the other, and two laughing girls.

“Thank you,” said the first man.

He was tall and on the thin side, with short
dark hair and a neatly groomed dark beard. His eyes seemed to
pierce right through her in a way that suggested his plea to hold
the door open was more of an order than a plea. His buddy was on
the lighter side, blonde and carefully clean-shaven with blue eyes.
The darker man, who had spoken, smiled at Jeannetta as he brought
up the rear of the pack. The girls, bottled blondes, were dressed
in sequined little black party dresses and were still laughing as
the elevator doors closed. One of them was trying to fix her pump,
and the other was shushing her as she struggled to stop giggling
herself. Jeannetta had a sneaking suspicion that the festivities of
their night involved alcohol and were already well underway.

“Floor thirty-one, please— oh, same floor,”
said the bearded guy with a smirk at Jeannetta.

She smiled at him without saying anything,
and intently watched the floor counter as it reached the
thirties.

28, 29, 30, 31.

“Thirty-first floor, intimate apparel,” said
the bearded guy in a goofy high-pitched voice.

The blondes busted up laughing, for who knows
what reason. The joke definitely hadn’t been that great. Jeannetta
rolled her eyes and took a glance at her companions. The blonde guy
only looked amused that the girls were laughing so hard, and the
bearded guy was still looking at Jeannetta. She raised her eyebrows
at him and edged her way closer to the door, and then stepped off
the elevator as soon as the doors opened. To her half-amusement and
half-trepidation, she barely made it halfway down the hallway
before she felt the vibrations of a heavy and over-exaggerated bass
line under her feet. She also realized, with more of the same mix
of feelings, that her elevator friends were following her.

None of this came as a huge surprise,
Jeannetta supposed. She had known exactly what she was getting into
as she made her way to Dee’s apartment. She also knew,
unfortunately, how the night (and the following morning) would
undoubtedly unfold. Out-of-control party equals an out-of-control
hangover afterward. Classic Dee. Now all Jeannetta could do was to
sit back and try to endure it. She stopped at Dee’s door, one of
only two on the floor, and sighed heavily before going inside.

“Oh, hey!”

The gang from the elevator had finally caught
up with her. It was the bearded guy who spoke again, sounding like
he was meeting a long-lost friend. The two guys and the blondes
were trailing close behind him, and naturally the whole annoying
gang had stopped outside the same door with the party music.

“So I take it you’re pleasantly acquainted
with the lovely owner of this humble dwelling?” the dark guy
continued, the words snaking out of his lips as he leaned against
the door frame and looking at Jeannetta through squinted eyes, as
though he thought he was incredibly suave.

Jeannetta, however, thought otherwise. Who
the hell talks like that? She couldn’t entirely tell if this
guy was being serious or if he was just a goof. For his sake, she
genuinely hoped it was the latter.

Again, her internal politeness compelled her
to answer him. “Yeah, she was my roommate in college. That
was…well, that was fun.”

Jeannetta couldn’t help letting out a
discreet snort, remembering just how much “fun” her college years
with Dee had actually been. Fun. Yeah, right. Taking care of
that girl had brutally taken away years of her life, years that
might have been much more pleasant than these, but that she would
now never have the pleasure of living or knowing. She had actually
done the math one night, sitting exhaustedly outside the bathroom
while Dee was busy puking out her alcohol-filled guts. Jeannetta
had figured that for each hour she had ever spent taking care of
Dee past two a.m., six months were shaved from her life. Over the
course of a typical four-year college career (and a grueling extra
semester to fit in the last classes she had always wanted to take),
it was more than enough to make a dent in removing her emotional
stability. Adding tonight to the mix, I’ll probably be dead by
forty-two.

“I bet it was,” he replied in that same dark
voice.

“That was sarcasm,” she replied in a dry
voice, secretly wishing she could break him out of whatever
daydream he was so stuck in, that made him think he was the second
coming of James Bond.

“Right,” he replied, a smile spreading across
his lips, as if he had “known” that all along.

Jeannetta stared at the doorbell, which was
six inches long and decorated with a frame Jeannetta was quite sure
could be no less than pure gold. The button, with its mahogany
casing, was nothing like Jeannetta had ever seen.

“Well....” The man murmured impatiently.

It occurred to Jeannetta that she was
blocking the door and awkwardly staring at the doorbell. She
cleared her throat and pressed the button, still trying to make
herself look comfortable when she was anything but relaxed.

“You know, that's really grand, anyway.” The
guy, for reasons totally unbeknownst to Jeannetta, genuinely seemed
excited. “Hey you guys! This girl roomed with Dee Shanahan in
college.”

The blondes stopped their giggling
conversation for a split second, just long enough to shoot her a
disinterested glance for the sake of appeasing Suave Guy. However,
the blonde guy perked up a bit, his blue eyes widening in surprise
and interest.

“No way!” he exclaimed, actually sounding
less drunk than Jeannetta had expected. “Dude! Studying Chandler
Shanahan’s investment strategies and broker case studies are, like,
the only cool thing about being a business major! Hey, what’s your
major?”

Oh my God. They’re college kids. Dee’s
throwing a college party. Fantastic.

“I actually graduated a year and a half ago,”
she replied. Her politeness compelled her to answer his question
anyway. “But I was an econ major. I have a job with a finance
company now.” As she said this, she began to ponder what the guy
had said. Investment strategies? Broker case studies? So her
dad was on Wall Street? It wasn't entirely unbelievable.

The blonde guy looked her up and down, his
interest obviously on the incline. “Hmmm…” he ended, with a
slightly disgusting smile that she knew he thought looked
cute. “That’s cool. You’re cool, babe.”

Jeannetta absolutely couldn’t say the same,
but before she had the chance to give him her patented “dream on,
buddy” look, the door opened. Jeannetta’s back was turned to the
doorway at this point, but she clearly heard a girl scream the kind
of ear-shattering scream that only excited and intoxicated girls
scream. She knew there could only be one culprit.

“There’s my bitch!” wailed none other than
Dee.

Jeannetta turned to face the door just in
time for Dee to throw her sloppy arms around her in a wild,
balance-jarring hug. She stumbled a few steps backward, throwing
her own arms around her in an attempt to regain balance. Her jaw
swung open as she struggled to breathe through Dee's choking grip.
Through all of this, she was vaguely aware of the fact that Dee was
splashing droplets from the wine bottle in her hand on Jeannetta’s
new, but thankfully black, sweater.

“Have fun,” The pseudo-suave voice of the
bearded guy filled her head as she felt his breath on her ear. She
peered in his direction just quick enough to watch his posse and
him around their spectacle into the party.

“Oh my God! Oh my God, bitch! You’re
here! You’re, like, fuckin’ here!” Dee squealed on, holding her at
arm's length. Jeannetta stared at her perfectly styled hair and
make-up that hadn't quite had the chance to smudge yet. She was in
what Jeannetta knew to be a slightly dangerous phase: Drunk enough
that everything seemed like the most exciting occurrence ever, but
not yet drunk enough to be slurring her words. Therefore, she
wouldn’t be slowing down any time soon.

“Sure am,” Jeannetta said with a slightly
pained and quirky grin, trying to remain excited.

“C’mon!” exclaimed a jubilant Dee. She
wrapped her thin, ring-covered fingers around Jeannetta's hand and
yanked her through the doorway, with the exuberance of a little
girl leading her best friend to her room on the night of a
long-anticipated slumber party. The only difference, really,
between Dee and such a little kid, was that Dee stumbled instead of
skipping.

Despite all of the unnecessary crap that she
had endured from Dee, Jeannetta maintained a firm grip on her
optimism. The over-exuberant redhead in the electric blue party
dress sauntering like a giddy sorority girl in front of her, was
not going to steal her enjoyment. After all, she definitely had a
few good experiences with Dee; remembering those good times kept
Jeannetta’s heart grateful. Dee was a good person with good
qualities that Jeannetta knew and enjoyed. Alcohol, however, had
become a crutch – a cruel vice and all-consuming force that steered
Dee’s every move. Feel sorry for her, Jeannetta; Dee cannot help
herself; she has an addiction. Jeannetta reminded herself, and
upon doing so, her anxiety gradually began to subside. Soon, she
found herself following Dee haphazardly through the large party
that was spreading through the penthouse apartment.

Again, Jeannetta felt a deep shock resonating
through her. She couldn’t believe this apartment was Dee’s. The
party scene was expected, sure, but the digs were not. The
apartment opened up into a massive studio with floor-to-ceiling
windows that made up the rounded back wall. Through the wall of
windows, Jeannetta could see the high-rises that made up the city
of San Francisco. The lights of the city dotted the dark, cloudy
night like some sort of secular galaxy. Jeannetta couldn't help but
feel disconnected from the rest of the world here on the
thirty-first floor of a place she previously thought only existed
in movies like Pretty Woman.

She shifted her gaze away from the windows to
the densely furnished interior. Everything was white, black, or
red. Jeannetta cocked her head to the side as she tried to guess
how much money each piece of décor cost. Even the full-size
kitchen, which Jeannetta assumed Dee never used for any kind of
cooking, was fully stocked with top-of-the line supplies. The whole
apartment looked like something out of a glamorous movie. Brim full
with people, but not overcrowded with people standing
shoulder-to-shoulder like a typical college party, the building’s
impressive size worked perfectly for this scenario. Never a fan of
claustrophobic dorm parties, Jeannetta was thankful for the
spaciousness of the building, even realizing that the sheer number
of guests would constitute a considerable-sized house party.

Where the hell did all of this come
from?

Jeannetta was heavily confused, but also
vaguely pleasantly surprised at her friend’s sudden success. She
never expected that Dee would even make it out of her parents’
house, let alone secure a place that was so extravagant.
Things must have been going stupendously for her to be able to
swing this. Maybe that meant that Dee had finally gotten her act
together.

As if reading Jeannetta’s thoughts with some
odd drunken telepathy, Dee spoke up as she led her friend through
the party to the kitchen.

“I know, right? This is crazy, huh?”
shrieked Dee, gesturing excitedly to the grand entity that was her
apartment. Weaving around, she continued her exuberant babbling as
if she was simply picking up a conversation that had trailed off
between the girls earlier in the day.

“So, after Mother left Daddy, he got really
depressed. Like, really.”

Jeannetta tried to imagine a really
depressed rich man. All she could muster was an expensive black
leather couch, a black seven-hundred dollar robe, and an entire
bottle of the most expensive Scotch sold in North America.

“I had to get a job and everything. Oh God,
it was nuts. I hated it.”

Of course she did. What kind of job could Dee
had actually secured? Images of a skinny Dee, looking damp from her
hours in front of the McDonalds fryer, a sedentary frown on her
face, and eyeliner smudged all around her eyes, came to mind.

“But then, one day I came home, and Daddy
said he was at his last stray, I mean straw. He said he going to
make a change or some shit, I dunno.”

Now it was the same man, only he had
haphazardly thrown on something resembling a suit, and was quickly
taking his last swig of Scotch from the previous fabricated image.
His mouth was moving as, Jeannetta had assumed, life-changing words
came out of it. Dee was probably on that same leather couch,
clutching the remote, her face frozen underneath her seaweed mask,
and her eyes turning to mush as a result of her watching three
hours straight of Bad Girls Club.

“I wasn’t really paying attention. But the
next thing I knew, he picked up and left.”

Dee paused at this point to struggle to open
more bottles from the wine cellar next to her impressive stainless
steel refrigerator. Jeannetta took both the bottles and the fancy
electronic wine opener from her, figuring it would be much safer if
she did so. Now unoccupied, Dee kept babbling on.

“A month later, he came back home with this
big smile on his face. He kept saying he had done it. Done what? I
dunno. But he started talking about investments, stocks, ‘money
this’ and ‘money that’ and ‘how it was so easy.’ I guess he struck
gold or some shit.”

At this point, Dee took a large glass,
probably best described as a goblet that looked like it was made of
expensive crystal, from the rack above the wine cellar. She barely
managed to slam it on the counter before violently staggering once
again. Jeannetta watched with wide eyes as she poured her a glass,
not bothering to ask if her friend wanted red or white. Jeannetta
would have strongly preferred white, but she didn’t bother to say
anything to Dee.

Dee, meanwhile, continued her winding
story.

“Then he started writing all these
weird books and working more. I guess he, like, built this little
following?”

Jeannetta thought wildly of a parade of
businessmen with pointy white hats and wands in their right hands.
Shanahan's Army.

“I mean, he was on Letterman and all this
shit.”

Letterman? For a brief second,
Jeannetta regretted the pact she made to herself about avoiding
nighttime television. Imagine what a joy it would have been to turn
on the television to the face of Mr. Shanahan?

“Then a couple months ago, he told me out of
the blue he bought a place for me so I didn’t have to live with him
anymore, which was totally cool with me. He also told me he
was going to support me so I didn’t have to work anymore if I
didn’t want to. So duh, of course I haven’t! It’s kickass!”

To finish off her wild story, Dee took a big
gulp out of her own personal wine bottle. As the heavy mouthful of
purple liquid went down, her lips split into a wide smile, showing
a row of purpling teeth and a short peek of a matching violet
tongue. Another reason Jeannetta preferred white wine over red.

Jeannetta, meanwhile, was dumbfounded. This
was just the kind of story she would expect from Dee, but somehow
she was still dumbfounded to think that it was happening in real
life. She just couldn’t believe Dee actually had all of this luck.
It wasn’t like she’d done much to deserve it. But that was how
Dee’s life had always seemed to work: Tons of fortunes were just
handed to her.

Trying to collect her thoughts, Jeannetta
glanced around her at the party. Seemingly subconscious to the
deafening music, people everywhere danced and swayed. There was
hair flying everywhere, bodies pressed together, arms intertwined.
Groups of people pressed into the darker corner and against the
window, loudly conversed with each other and fought to make their
voice heard over the music. The odd person or two stood in front of
the windows, moodily taking in the night sky. Jeannetta glanced at
a small loveseat nearby just in time to watch a couple collapse
onto it in a mess of sweaty kissing and tonguing. Classy.
She then saw the blondish guy from the elevator whispering in the
ear of one of the blondes who had come to the party with him. The
girl laughed loudly, and playfully slapped his chest as his left
hand inched slowly down her waist and her hip.

Yep. Really classy.

Jeannetta sighed yet again, beginning to
accept this latest chapter in Dee’s always melodramatic saga. It
makes sense. Why shouldn’t my weird college roommate have
the sheer dumb luck to come into her father’s fortune that was born
out of grief and despair and probably sheer dumb luck…

She caught herself there, remembering that
quick judgment wasn’t fair, especially when she’d never met the
person she was judging. No, he really has had a lot of success.
I bet he worked hard to get there. But, really, she is happier for
her windfall than the fact her father made the most of a tough
situation.

“That’s awesome, Dee,” Jeannetta finally
said, genuinely. “I’m really glad everything worked out for you.”
She finished her short speech with a smile and took a small sip of
the wine Dee had poured her. It filled her mouth, and then
reluctantly seeped down her throat, lingering on her tongue and in
her cheeks in that way that only expensive wine did. “So now that
you aren’t working anymore, how do you you spend your days? What do
you do now?”

Dee spread her arms wide for reasons unknown
to Jeannetta, splashing a little wine on her, admittedly beautiful,
hardwood floor. “This! It’s just like college, but without the
homework! Speaking of, we need to get you drunk, bitch! After all,
we gotta ship to catch. Might as well catch it in style.”

Oh wow. She really never did leave
college.

“Right, because being hopelessly hung over is
exactly the definition of in style,” the words tumbled out
of her mouth before she could stop them.

Dee raised a perfectly groomed eyebrow and
leaned in closer. Even without her speaking, Jeannetta could
practically taste the alcohol emitting from her pores. “That's what
Bloody Marys are for,” she whispered seductively.

“Naw, I think I’m okay tonight.”

“I beg to differ,” she argued.

“I hate getting on planes hung over,”
Jeannetta insisted.

“That's the only way to get on a
plane,” she joked.

“Airports are too much of a nightmare,”
Jeannetta complained.

“C'mon Jeannetta,” Dee pleaded, throwing her
hand on her face in a gesture that she assumed was supposed to be
reassuring. “You need this.”

Jeannetta used every inch of self-control
within her to stop herself from bursting out in laughter at the
sheer irony of that statement. Does anyone ever really need
alcohol? No.

“Come to think of it, you should probably
start drinking some water,” she replied, carefully removing
Jeannetta's warm hand from her face. “Maybe take an aspirin,” she
continued, dabbing at a sticky spot on her cheek, that Jeannetta
assumed was the remnants of a bit of wine. “Or three. Get this
party wrapped up. You know, we have to get up kind of early.”

Jeannetta cringed after she heard herself say
this. She hated being bossy or aggressive, especially with a
friend. She’d had to crack the whip a few times with Dee over the
years, but she had certainly never liked doing it. Left to her own
devices, she almost never got angry or assertive at all, always
choosing instead to smooth over her feelings with a polite façade.
She liked to resolve conflicts rather than fight about them,
especially with friends.

And that thought got Jeannetta to wondering:
Was Dee really her friend? It certainly seemed that way to others.
They should be friends after everything they’d been through,
right? And if they hadn’t cultivated a friendship yet, now
definitely wasn’t a bad time to start. Embarking on a fancy,
all-expenses-paid cruise to Mexico, Jeannetta needed to recuperate
from the past year of work and years of chasing after Dee. Despite
her personal views and all the doubtful thoughts she’d had in the
car, Jeannetta found herself thinking that this was not a bad time
at all to rekindle—or even start—a friendship.

“So wait, what exactly is all of this?”
Jeannetta asked Dee now, looking to change the subject, and
gesturing loosely to the party around them.

“Oh, this? This is my going away party,” Dee
said, with a sly smile.

“You’re having a party to celebrate going to
a… party?” Jeannetta asked, confused, but not surprised.

“Yeah, well…” Dee leaned in. “Can you keep a
secret?”

“Sure,” said Jeannetta with mild
trepidation.

“Okay…well,” she paused, as if building up
suspense. “I told all of my friends I was going on a Habitat for
Humanity trip. As far as anyone here knows, I’m leaving tomorrow to
help build houses in Uganda.” As Dee told this secret plan to
Jeannetta, she slightly cocked her head to the side, as if she were
gleefully saying: “Aren’t I clever? Lol.” She took another
swig out of her wine bottle, tilting her head back, and getting her
wild red hair all over Jeannetta’s shoulders.

Jeannetta sighed yet again and took a
conservative sip of her wine. She hadn’t been in the mood for red,
but now she had to admit that it was good... like, really
good. She took a sizable swallow.

Once again, her mind strayed over every one
of her previous experiences with Dee: all the football games, dance
meets, frat parties, dorm parties, house parties, and innumerable
other parties. Once they went with Dee’s latest flame of the week
to a croquet tournament, the point of which was really just to
dress pretentiously (sundresses paired with
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