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"Girl, you just don't know," I said. "I am willing to do anything ... anything... to have David." I was looking in Kathy's face when I said it, and I was smiling. But I was dead serious.

"He is the best looking boy in school, Cindy," Kathy said, changing the channel to an all Rap video channel. "But I don't know if it's worth all that though."

I slurped a sip of my orange soda and said, "Worth all of what?"

"Doing anything to get him. That anything could be something that gets you into trouble."

I gave Kathy a funny look. I said, "Trouble? What do you mean trouble, what kind of trouble?"

"The kind of trouble desperate people get themselves into," Kathy said. She had a devilish smile on her face, teasing me.

I busted out laughing when I should have been insulted. But that was the way Kathy was: Straight forward with no cut card. Kathy - always on joke time - was tall and thin, with dark brown eyes and a light brown complexion. And she had red, mid-length wavy hair. Kathy was pretty, but she wasn't as pretty as I was. I was a short, petite girl with a honey complexion and button hazel eyes. And like Kathy, my hair was wavy too, it was just longer, down my back to my waist.

"I'm not desperate," I said, still laughing. I was lying right in her face because in some ways I was desperate for David Duncan. I liked him just that much. Had been in love with him since eleventh grade, when he transferred to our school from Calvert County. All the girls in school had mad crushes on David. Not only was he fine, he was getting letters from Georgetown, Maryland, and Duke to play basketball.

We had just gotten out of school, still in our blue and tan school uniforms, chilling in Kathy's bedroom. Her average-sized, rectangular bedroom had matching wooden and plastic furniture.  The floor was dark wood and the walls painted with a paneled dado. Wall lamps and Chris Brown posters lined the walls. And the room was decorated with a pink and baby blue princess theme, that Kathy had since she was a little girl. 

Kathy's room was one of four bedrooms of their colonial home in Waterford Cove. The Cove - as we called it - was a sparsely populated neighborhood in Fort Washington, Maryland. All the half million dollar homes - including the house I lived in - were built in 2005. 

Kathy's older brother Carl was away at college on a football scholarship. Some school down in Atlanta. And her adopted younger sister Tanya was out with her parents grocery shopping.

Kathy looked at me, really curious, and it caught me off guard. Kind of made me feel a little uncomfortable too. She said, "When you say anything, what exactly do you mean, Cindy?"

I shrugged and got up, and I walked over to the window, squinting my eyes up at the sun. "I don't know," I said. And I really didn't know.

"But, Cindy, David has a girlfriend, that wouldn't be right."

I turned and gave Kathy my own devilish smile. "Fuck her," I said. "Fuck Amanda Moss." And I was ready and prepared to stomp Amanda's guts out if I had to. Anything... to have David.

Kathy, going in her purse, shook her head, smiling. She pulled out chocolate candy. She said, "You think Amanda is the type who will fight you over David?"

"She can come on. She can bring it. And I'll kick her ass too. I don't like'er anyway."

"You don't like'er anyway because she's with David," Kathy said, putting a piece of candy in her mouth. "Excuse my manners, you want one?"

I frowned, looking at her as if she had gone stone crazy. "Kathy, you know I can't eat that, it has peanuts in it."

"Oh, that's right, you got peanut allergies."

"Yeah, you trying to kill me?"

"No, but Amanda will when she finds out you're trying to steal her man."

"I wish the fuck she would try. I wish she would get in my face about David."

Kathy gave me a devious smile. "Would you run and get your father's gun."

"I wouldn't need my father's gun, I'd kill Amanda with my bare hands." Then I thought about it. I started to laugh a little. "What if she did try to kill me."

Kathy and I looked at each other and busted out laughing at the thought of Amanda ever jumping in my face over David. That's if she ever had the guts to get in my face. That's when a big black wasp flew into the bedroom, right through the bedroom door, as if Kathy invited him in. I damn near fell out of the window, trying to get out of the way. 

"Girl, there goes a damn bee," I said, running around the room, screaming as if I had gone crazy.

Kathy grabbed a teen fashion magazine lying beside her, and got up from her bed, eyeing the bee. "Girl, calm down, it's just a bee. My God."

"Straight up, if it stings me I'll die."

The bee stopped chasing me and flew over to the window, where he landed on the window seal. Poor thing, he probably thought the window was open so he could fly back out and back to its nest. But Kathy wasn't having it. Before that big ass bee knew what hit him, Kathy smashed his unlucky ass against the window. He didn't die right away. He buzzed and kicked. Suffering. Until Kathy finally whacked him again, taking him out of his misery.

Kathy looked back at me as if it was nothing. By this time I was on the other side of the room. She picked up the dead bee by his bent, damaged wing, opened the window, and tossed him to his grave.

I frowned and said, "How can you just pick it up like that?"

"I'm used to it," Kathy said. "I kill a bee almost every other day. They're always getting in the house. Especially this time of year, around spring time."

"If that thing would've stung me I would've been lying in the middle of your floor. Flopping around like a dead fish, foaming at the mouth."

"Girl, you're allergic to everything," Kathy said, laughing and sitting back on her bed.

"I'm not allergic to David though," I said smiling. And I couldn't wait to see him at school to let him know that.
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Most of us were sitting in our seats at our next class, and the halls were about empty. The last bell was about to ring. And I was facing David at his locker, damn near about to kidnap him and take him to my house for lunch.

"You know you're messing things up, don't you," I said.

David blushed, acting like he didn't know what was going on, but he did. "Messing what up?" he said, shrugging.

"You know."

David, still blushing, said, "No, I don't know, what am I messing up?"

I stood there, giving him the most disappointing look that made him break out laughing. David was always smiling and laughing, teeth like white pearls. Then I flashed him my cutest smile, so cute it made him stop and stare directly into my eyes. He knew I was the prettiest girl in school, and he knew he wanted me. David was not all that tall and was pretty thin for a guy who was all-state in football. He had a complexion that was like melting chocolate, with light brown eyes and thick, curly hair. Always wearing his letterman jacket, a black T-shirt, jeans and butter Timberland boots. He was perfect.

I said, "David, how can we ever be together if you're still with Amanda?" 

David looked at me like I was clueless. "Because I'm with Amanda."

"Which doesn't make sense to me."

"Why doesn't it make sense to you?"

Our eyes locked and I knew then I was truly in love. 

"Because we make a good looking couple."

David looked at me, disappointed. "That's it? Because we make a good looking couple?"

"Yes. And, plus, I like you. A lot."

I didn't see him walking up on us, probably because I was all in David's face. Ryan, my ex-boyfriend, gave us a hard murdering glare as he walked by. We broke up about a month ago, and he wasn't taking it well. David had the nerve to wave at him, with a what's up nod. Ryan didn't wave back. He just shook his head and kept walking. Oh well. David is my man now, so get the fuck over it.

I heard you and Ryan broke up," David said, peeping down the hall at Ryan. I knew he wasn't scared of Ryan. David was an all-state football star. He would have pumbled poor, sad, broken-hearted Ryan. David was the kind of guy who didn't believe in disrespecting anybody. And he probably felt he was disrespecting Ryan by talking to me, especially with me trying to book him in Ryan's face.

"We been broke up. Fuck him. Now... back to me and you. So what's up? You gonna let me take you to the prom or what?"

"Cindy, cmon now-"

"You know you'd be going to the prom with the prettiest girl in school."

David started blushing, and he was so cute when he blushed. "You know I know you're the prettiest girl in school. Hell, everybody knows that."

"Of course everybody knows," I said, shrugging.

David stared into my eyes, but it wasn't with love. "But it's about love," he said. "For me it is anyway."

Then, from out of nowhere, four-eyed Amanda walked up on us. And she was glaring all in my face like she had a problem. I started to smack her glasses to her next class to be there waiting for her. I hated to admit, but I had to admit, Amanda Moss was a cute girl in her own little corny way. What drew the boys to her was her sandalwood complexion and long, curly, baby soft hair. And she had big Bambi eyes with long eyelashes, and her glasses made her look like a librarian or something.

Amanda, looking hard into my face, said," David, why are you standing in the halls talking? We need to get to class."

I just looked at her, and I knew I had a nasty look of hate on my face. And she had the nerve to act like she was ignoring me, like I wasn't even there. What a snotty little bitch.

"Okay, David, we'll talk," I said, walking off and smiling back at him. I was pretty much letting him and his geek looking girlfriend know that I wasn't hardly done with him yet. He was going to be mine. Whatever it took.

I parked my red 2016 Volkswagen Beetle in front of our house as I always did, just as it started raining. My mother didn't allow me to park in the driveway that much. She hated waking me up to let her and my father's cars out of the garage so they could get the work on time.

I zipped into the house and out of the down pouring rain. I had to be honest with myself, I didn't have any choice but to. I kept thinking about David Clark. And I couldn't stop thinking about him. I went to bed thinking about him. I woke up thinking about him. And I saw his face on my breakfast plate before school. I wasn't the type of girl who had crushes on people. People had crushes on me. That was something I was used to. Boys always got on my nerves, pouring their hearts out to me, and me breaking those hearts, shooting them down. I always thought David Clark was cute, he was the cutest boy in school. But I was too into Ryan to be to have a crush on anybody. We had been going together since tenth grade. But Ryan got on my last nerve, acting crazy and obsessed with me. Every time another guy would look at me Ryan was kicking their asses up and down the street. One guy he put in the hospital. I heard the guy hadn't walked straight since.

I knew Amanda was crazy in love with David, her boyfriend-soon-to-be-my-boyfriend. I could tell the way she looked in his eyes that she would die for him. And I could tell the way he looked in her eyes he was in love with her as well. Seeing them in love made me sick, made me want to run for the toilet to earl out my feelings. There were times they would give each other a quick kiss on the lips and whisper Love You, see you later to each other. Hearing that made me sick too. I really hated that bitch.

When I got to my room I kicked my shoes and socks off and got out of that wet school uniform. And I couldn't wait to get to the fresh bag of Doritos waiting for me. I put on some sweatpants and T-shirt, and as I was doing that I couldn't help thinking about Amanda too. How she looked at me when she saw me trying to book her boyfriend. And I thought about what Kathy said. How Amanda was going to end up getting all up in my face about it.

I slipped into my parents' bedroom, leaving wet footprints all over the rug. I knew where my dad kept his gun. He didn't know I knew where he kept it, but I knew. He kept it in a metal lock box in a huge safe in his walk-in closet, that he sometimes forgot to lock. My mother would get on my dad sometimes to make sure to lock it because of my little brother Xavier, with his bad ass.  They were afraid he would get ahold of it and shoot up the house and all of us with it.

I kneeled down to my father's safe and checked to see if it was open, and it was. I knew the combination anyway because I'd seen him open it a bunch of times. And there it was. His .9 millimeter pistol. I just wanted to make sure he wasn't hiding it somewhere else. I wanted to know that I could get to it just in case Amanda got stupid.

Then the doorbell rang. I eased the safe shut and dashed over to see who it was. When I saw Ryan's mother's red Cherokee Jeep, I got pissed. I was in no mood for him. And why was he ringing my doorbell? It wasn't like we were still together.

I stood there at the window until Ryan got tired and left. The only problem was he didn't leave. He just
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