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“I can take your man if I want to.” Mahogany Lox

––––––––
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RIANNA PACED ACROSS the creaking hardwoods of Apartment 3D. Hezekiah was supposed to have been there hours ago. He’d pulled this same disappearing act first three weeks ago, then last week, then a few days ago, and again tonight.

She shook her head as she peeped out the window at some kids in the apartment complex playing tag in the pot-holed lined street. Something was stinking; she could smell it! She’d been calling and texting him and he hadn’t responded since earlier that day.

Her mind was plotting, thinking about where he was, what he was doing, and who he was doing it with. She sure as hell hoped he wasn’t sneaking over to his ex-wife’s house.

She was nobody’s fool. Rianna could tell Hezekiah still had feelings for Fancy. When Fancy’s boyfriend got killed, Hezekiah ran straight to Fancy to comfort her, or that’s how he explained it. Why wouldn’t he check on her? He and Fancy shared history, a lengthy history. That history was the main freaking reason Rianna was against him moving into the same community where Fancy lived. She thought of a conversation they’d had about this a few weeks ago.

“I told you, New Holy Rock Ministries will cover the lease, nothing out of my pocket. You can imagine how nice the place is. I mean, we’re talking Lion’s Gate. Plus, it’ll give me time to decide if I want to buy another house or not.”

“Yes, but it’s in the same neighborhood where your ex-wife lives, baby,” Rianna said calmly, trying to sound concerned without saying what she really felt. “And what about, Pastor Stiles, your brother? Why can’t he move into Lion’s Gate instead? I mean, he is the assistant pastor.”

“I told you, Stiles just signed his new lease on his spot, and he’s content living where he is, for now,” Hezekiah said impatiently. “And as for my ex? Baby girl, you have nothing to be jealous of. She’s my ex-wife for a reason.”

“I still don’t like it.” She huffed.

“Okay, what if I hold off a couple months? I’ll stay where I am and pray on it some more.”

“Oh, baby, I love you! And you can always live here. I know it’s not much, but it’s quiet over here, nobody all up in your business.”

“We’ll see. I might do that.”

Rianna shook off the thoughts and went to her bathroom. Standing in front of the mirror and resting both palms on top of the granite vanity, she bit down on her bottom lip, frowned, and shook her head.

“Hezekiah McCoy!” she seethed like a mad woman. “Where the heck are you? Talkin’ ‘bout I don’t have nothin’ to be jealous over. That’s a bunch of bull—and you know it,” screaming at herself in the mirror. 

She turned and rushed out of the bathroom, went back in the living room, retrieved her cell phone, and plopped down on her deep cushioned sofa. Again, she texted him, and followed up with a phone call to his cell phone. Like the times before, Hezekiah did not answer.

[image: image]

“MAY I USE YOUR BATHROOM?”

Fancy weakly pointed over her left shoulder. “It’s up the hallway, on the right.

Hezekiah checked his phone when he entered Fancy’s bathroom. Rianna wouldn’t stop blowing him up. He shot her a quick text.

“@hospital visiting a sick member. Call you as soon as I can.

Hopefully his text would quieten Rianna’s behind down. He didn’t need a jealous, out of control, psycho woman chasing after him. He had to get her in check, let her know he was not going to be confined. His ministry wouldn’t allow it and neither would his flesh.

After sending the text, he switched his phone to silent and refocused his attention on his ex.

He walked back into the quiet, dimly lighted living room. 

Stepping up, closing any gap between them, he tenderly embraced Fancy and whispered, “You’re a wreck. I hate to see you like this.” 

Fancy succumbed to his touch, resting against his chest, allowing his massive hands to travel the familiar course of her spine.

“I’ll be fine,” she finally managed to say, weakly, while pulling away from him.

“Maybe I should stay the night,” he offered.

She looked at him strangely, her brows rose with a dreamlike gaze. Don’t do anything stupid, Fancy. You’re just in your feelings about Micah.

In her feelings or not, her body told her what her lips refused to openly admit.

“No, you should leave.” She pushed him away, but not with much conviction. Then a light bulb came on. “I wouldn’t want Rianna to come looking for you,” Fancy jabbed.

“I’m my own man. You should know that better than anyone,” Hezekiah shot back.

“How could you do this? I can’t believe you.” Fancy eyed him in disbelief before turning away and looking out the double glass patio door at the lake. “Wait a minute, what am I thinking? Yes, I can believe you would manipulate her to get what you want.” She turned back to him spitting the word out.

Hezekiah straightened up, stiffened a bit, but remained silent. He allowed her to continue her banter. He knew Fancy. If she had no one to argue back with her, she would settle down in no time.

“I saw you, you know.”

“You saw me? What on earth are you talking about, woman?”

“I saw you out in the church vestibule the day of Khalil’s wedding. You were all up in Rianna’s ear. For God’s sake, Hezekiah, have you no shame? She’s the freaking choir director. She’s certainly not...well, who am I to say anything?”
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