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Dolores drove fast listening to house music, honking her
horn, zipping in and out of traffic. She pounded the steering
wheel to the beat of the music.

Brad stood by the bathroom door. “Come on now, I know
you can use it faster than that!”

“Don’t rush me!” Nina shouted.

“Why you doin’ this to me?”

“If you shut up, maybe I can finish.”

“Is this your idea of revenge or something?”

The door opened slowly and Nina strolled out.

“Where are my keys?” she said with an attitude.

“Right here!”

Nina rolled her eyes, snatched her keys, and walked to
the front door.

“Hurry up, damn!” Brad shrieked.

Dolores chirped the alarm on her Explorer and headed up
to Brad’s apartment on the third floor. Nina passed her on the
stairs wearing a mischievous smile and looking at Dolores like
they were old friends. Dolores returned her smile, perplexed, and
continued up the stairs. Brad was slow to open the door when she
knocked. When he finally did, Dolores walked in and took off
her coat, making herself at home. Brad was jumpy.

“Here’s your stuff, babe.” Dolores handed him a bag.

“Thanks,” Brad said. For the first time Dolores noticed

his strange behavior.
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“What’s wrong with you?”

“Nothing,” Brad answered. He wiped a bead of sweat
from his forehead. Dolores grabbed her jacket and headed to the
bedroom. Brad’s eyes widened. He rushed to Dolores, grabbing
her jacket out of her hands. “Here, I’ll do it!”

“I can put my own jacket up.”

“No, no I got it.” Brad hustled the jacket to his bedroom.

“What’s wrong with you?” Dolores asked again.

“Nothing,” Brad said from his bedroom.

Brad peeked his head out. “I have to take a shower.”

“All right, but hurry up. I have to tell you about work,”
Dolores said.

Brad rushed to the bathroom. He took off his clothes and
started to brush his teeth, when he noticed in the mirror a small
hickey on the side of his neck. “Shit!”

Dolores turned on the television. And flopped down on
the couch. As she did, she caught sight of a cigarette butt with
lipstick on it resting on top of the television. Her eyes sharpened.
Dolores eased off of the couch and picked up the cigarette butt.
She scanned the living room then marched straight to the
bedroom.

She looked around, then heard Brad turn on the shower.
Acting like she was up against a shot clock with time running
out, Dolores looked at the bed and quickly snatched back the

covers, putting her nose to the sheets. She took in a big whiff.




WAITING FOR MR. RIGHT 17

Brad stood outside the shower, testing the temperature of
the water. As he was about to step into the shower, he was
grabbed by his arm. Dolores had a tight grip. She stared at him,
searching for the truth. “What the hell you doin’?”” Brad said.

“No, what the fuck have you been doin’?”

“What are you talking about?”” Brad tried to hide his guilt
while Dolores continued to stare at him.

“You know damn well what I’m talkin’ about.”

“Girl, you crazy.” Brad tried to step into the shower, but
Dolores pulled him back so he couldn’t wash off the scent of the
other woman, they both knew existed.

“Why you tryin’ to get in the shower, Brad?”” Brad gave a
sheepish grin, trying to play it off.

“I don’t know what you’re talkin’ about.”

Dolores’ eyes were glossy, and the steam around her face
seemed to be coming from her vexed expression and not the
shower.

“Just be a man and admit what you did.”

“You’re not gonna make me say something that didn’t
happen.” Brad jerked back and forth. He shook his head and tried
to get into the shower, but Dolores pulled him away. Brad
grabbed her wrist, trying to get her to let go. “Stop acting stupid.
Why are you acting like this!?”

“Okay, I'll stop.”
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“Damn!” Brad shouted. They took their hands off each
other and stood face to face.

“Just do me one favor.”

“What?!”

“Do me one favor, Brad.”

“Will you leave me alone then?”

Dolores nodded yes. “Close your eyes.”

“No. Stop acting stupid.”

“No, I’m serious; close your eyes.”

“This is so ridiculous.” Brad sighed. “Fuck it, I’ll close
my eyes.”

Dolores looked at Brad with repulsion. Brad looked at her
with some hesitation, then closed his eyes. Suddenly, he heard
the sound of Dolores, sniffing his penis. His eyes sprung open
and he jumped back. “What the fuck are you doing?”

Dolores rose, disgusted. “You piece of shit.”

“What are you talkin’ about? Look, if you got something
on your mind, then just say it and stop playin’ games.”

“Brad, I don’t need you to say anything. Your dick just
said it all,” Dolores said in a calm voice, with heart-aching pain
behind it. She tried to walk away, but Brad grabbed her arm. She
snatched it away and stormed out of the bathroom.

“Dolores, Dolores, I'm sorry!” Brad slammed his fist

against the wall, angry with himself.
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Dolores stormed out of the building and into her truck.
Brad came running out, wearing only a towel around his waist.
Dolores quickly started the car and tried to pull away, but Brad
jumped in front of the car. The Explorer came to a halt. Dolores’
eyes grew narrow. The thought of running Brad over would be a
delicious reality. Brad stood in front of her car, one hand on the
hood, the other holding his towel. Their eyes were locked.

“Baby, come upstairs so we can talk about this.”

“Get your ass from in front of my car.”

“You’re gonna have to run me over then.”

“Don’t tempt me.”

“Please, baby, come back upstairs.”

Dolores used her index finger to call him over. Brad gave
a slight smile as he walked over to her. Dolores let her window
down halfway, leaving just enough room for Brad’s face. She
looked at him with soft eyes. Her chest rose and fell at a much
slower pace, showing Brad that she had calmed down.

“Brad, do me a favor?”

“Anything.”

“Take the ring back. Don’t get it sized or nothin’, just get
your money back for it. Because I could never, ever trust you
again. Just stay out of my life.” Brad’s eyes fell. He knew she
meant it and that she would never forgive him. Brad stepped
back from the truck. Dolores looked straight ahead and sped off,

leaving Brad standing alone in the street—his towel around his
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waist and his hand resting on his head. Suddenly Dolores’ truck
came to a screeching halt. She backed up. Brad sighed, hoping to
be forgiven. He stepped up to her window to talk, but before he
could get a word in she snatched his towel from around his waist,

and sped off, leaving him ass naked in the middle of the street.






