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After a while, no one cared what happened. 

Slip was long gone and we all moved on and got over it-everybody did. Everybody except Pucker, who deserved it anyways, they all knew that too. 

The naïve girl that I was, I would participate in rebuilding ego the whole time, when I knew he really had no foundation. I just wanted his mind, his pride and his heart to work in my favor-because I loved him. I did know enough to know that if I did that, I could at have that.
I would observe that. I would observe everything about him, about his close circle of friends and about him with his friends. They were all he had and I felt like he was all I had. So I watched closely.

Since I can remember life beginning for me at age five, all I did was observe people, and twice as much if they are apart of my life. Him-three times through, because I loved him.
While he thought he had power over me, he really had none.  
The monster I had created actually made him think that he had power, when in truth; the strings to cut it on or off were in my hand. It took me a while to notice because I was too naïve and too busy observing. When instead of observing, but rather-doing; I had the power of choice: I could have easily merged with the besties and made him feel and look bad, or continue doing what I was doing: catering to his ego to make him look and feel good. Regardless, with the smoke clear, I knew, like his besties knew; he was really powerless-without my help either way-on both sides. And lastly, I could just unplug altogether… 

When I got to Right Hand Man’s house, we hung out there for a while then, we decided to head to the park. When we got there, all of Pucker’s friends were there. We all sat at the table and ate, talked, played cards and laughed while they all threw insults and jokes at one another like it was a sport and game of ping pong. 
Pucker showed up and changed the mood of the whole atmosphere. His friends did not even want him around. It was obvious. I kind of felt bad for him because not only was it obvious that there was a lot of laughter and fun going on before he showed up, but he was most probably put in an awkward position because I doubt that Right Hand Man had run past him that I would be coming out. Pucker’s surprised look on his face to see me sitting there told it all. All he could do was roll his eyes at me and fold his lips in anger. Because the mood at the table was not on his side, I was completely guarded from his scorn. 

We hadn’t spoken since the night when I hung up on him after leaving me in the back of the doctor’s office building-so, he did not know how all this happened: me, at a picnic out with his friends.

For the next half hour or so, everybody tried to pick the momentum back up but it was hard-Pucker’s presence made it hard. At dusk, as the park started clearing, Pucker walked over to his car without saying goodbye to his buddies and had yet to even say “hello” to me, let alone “goodbye.” His entire walk and body language spewed: “fuck her-and y’all too.” 

At that moment, everyone kept glancing over at me and averting their eyes; embarrassed for me. 

Right Hand Man caught up to him and yelled where we all could hear: “Man what the fuck is your fucking problem? ‘The fuck is wrong with you? Man fuck you! You know what the fuck you’re doing!” 

Pucker yelled back: “Fuck her, you take her home!”

Embarrassed for me, his friends began to offer.

“That’s okay y’all. Fuck him. My mom’s asleep, I can get her car to take her home,” said Right Hand Man. 

When we returned back to Right Hand Man’s house, he paced around looking for his mother’s keys. A few minutes later, Pucker came knocking at the door, asking Right Hand man for something that I guess Right Hand Man felt he could’ve waited later to ask: 

“Man, fuck you. Don’t come over here with that, man. That shit can wait ‘til later dude,” said Right Hand Man.

Pucker screamed aloud: “SHE SHOULDN’T HAVE BROUGHT HER ASS OUT HERE ANY FUCKIN WAY!”

He then walked up to me and grunted as if he wanted to grab me by the arm like some toddler having misbehaved at the shopping mall: 

“What the hell are you doing over here anyways? Huh, why Angie?” he said, sounding like de ja vu-asking: “Why Angie?” that fateful day that he rolled upon Slip and me.

Only this time, my being out and in the vicinity and with his Right Hand Man, was completely innocent. And truth be told, I did miss him. I felt bad about ignoring him during the whole time I was doing it. 

While at the park, I secretly had hopes that he would see me and wisp me away. We would make up, make love and work out what we had been going through-work over what I had been feeling-but that didn’t happen. 

I just let him stand over me, scolding and grunting-angrily. 

I did not look up at him. I just remained quiet. 

He then slammed the door to leave.

On the way home, Right Hand Man and I did not say one word to each other. 
He was angry, too. 

I could tell that he wanted to vent, but although he had respect for me and cared about my feelings where Pucker was concerned; the fact still remained, he was still Pucker’s Right Hand Man. So, whatever venting he needed to do, was certainly going to go down at the very moment he left my presence and returned to Pucker rather than to me. 
When we arrived to my apartment, I thanked him for the ride home. 

“You’re welcome Angie, I’m just irritated right now,” he offered.

“No problem, I understand,” I returned.
The next few weeks were horrible with Pucker and I was a nervous wreck. But this time, I refused to get caught up into his vicious cycle all over again for any length of time past the time I began to get the shakes, anxiety attacks and crying spells. 

I refused to. 

I had been working my new job and focusing on getting my own apartment and spending whatever spare time I had with friends and people who kept my mind off and away from that damned Pucker. I meant business about it. 

I refused his calls. 

I refused to see him. 

I refused anything-him. 

When I finally got my own apartment, I had even neglected to tell my friend Tina because she and Right Hand Man had been pretty chummy and I could tell that like a vulture, Pucker was somewhere near Right Hand Man working overtime trying to get either a phone number and at best; trying to find out where I had moved to.

After about three to four months, and life going on for me; I figured that life was going on for Pucker as well. I eventually resumed a normal friendship with Tina into that time-feeling secure that she understood my plight where keeping Pucker away from me, was concerned.  

I was feeling so good and so alive again, busy taking care of my business and living a life that I was growing more accepting of living-all things considered.    

My apartment wasn’t too far away from my mother’s house, which was where, if I had to use the telephone, I did, because I hadn’t made enough money to get my own telephone cut on at my new apartment as yet, nor was I in a hurry to get one. 

Low and behold one night while just coming into the house for the evening after work I heard a faint knock at the door and then the window.

I turned my radio completely down and the knocks were repeated. 

I frowned, curiously, because only a few of my friends knew where I lived and they wouldn’t have shown up unannounced, and especially at that ten o’clock night hour.

I walked into the living room and pulled the shade back to follow the pecking at the window. It was Pucker. I took a deep breath and stared him in the face from behind the glass like this must have been a mirage of some type, or a fun mirror in a bad dream.

“Open the door Angie-please,” he said, from behind the window.

I stood there. My heart dropped. 

He put his face up to the window: “I just want to talk to you, please. I need to talk to you, really, please,” he begged.

“How’d you find out where I lived?” I asked from behind the glass on my side.

“Just open the door, Angie. I’ll tell you. Open the door,” he said.

I walked around to the front of the house, opened the door and stood on the porch with him. 

“What are you doing here? And how did you know I lived here? Who told you?” I asked, already having the answer in the back of my mind, I just needed confirmation.

“Angie, please let me come in. I-I-I need to talk to you real bad,” he asked, as if he was in a tight. 

“You can talk to me right here. How do you know I don’t have company right now?” I asked, trying to sound as brave and as fearless as I was mentally and emotionally detached from him by this time. 

“Come here-right now!” he grunted and grabbed my arm like a toddler being dragged through the mall for misbehaving.

He leaned against me at the kitchen sink and began to grind into me while holding my face tightly, telling me he missed me. 

“Don’t you miss me?” he kept repeating, grinding harder trying to make his body talk to mine.

He began to kiss me and tried to hold me stiff enough so that he could try and sink his teeth into my neck-knowing that once upon a time, that would set me off into an arousing frenzy. But this time, I refused.

I started fight him off of me. 

He was not used to that kind of thing coming from me. He got angry.

He then began to pull at my jumper and shirt to rip then down my shoulders. The more I tried to fight him, the harder he pressed his knees into my body. 

It was so painful.

“Get OFF of me!” I yelled. 

“Quit yelling Angie! And quit PLAYING! Acting all silly and shit!” he grunted, sounding as if I was playing a hard game of “hard to get.”

He had no understanding that I meant business about him not touching me. 

He then wrestled me to the floor and snatched my jumper down, pulled his dick out while climbing on top of me, trying to put it inside of me the best way he could. He just wanted to shove it in and breathe.

I began to fight him some more.

He pressed his knees into me and grabbed me by the jowls: 

“Quit-playing-Angie-and-acting-all-silly-and-shit!” he grunted and demanded with his knees dug firmly into my thighs. 

“You’re fucking somebody else right now? Huh?” he asked. 

“I heard that you call yourself having a lil’ boyfriend-pulling at you, I know you aren’t stupid. You know better, don’t you?” he asked, as if he was trying to assure himself rather than to get an answer.

I did not give him one, either. Instead, I lay there stiff as a board like I was playing dead.

The moment he moved his knees from my thighs I made a move for it and grabbed my jumper to pull it back over my shoulders.

He then climbed above me, trying to force his dick in my mouth. 

He was rabid. 

“Get OFF of me Pucker, I mean it! I’m NOT playing!” I yelled.

“No. Don’t do this to me Angie. I miss you. Quit trippin! I’m sorry. I apologize. I miss you!” he must have said a thousand times, trying hard to convince me to relax so that he could get this feeling he had inside of his body off and out.

I refused.

He became angrier and refused to be apologetic and courteous any further. 

He then ripped my jumper back from out of my hand with the force of an angry mad-man as if to show me that he had the power and the strength and had been letting me think I did, up until that point.

It was like he dared me to object, scream or push him. I did not.

He then shoved himself inside of me like he was fresh out of jail from doing a twenty-year bid for serial raping.

I lay there wanting to scream to the top of my lungs with a thousand thoughts going through my head from: “What will happen if the neighbors hear me?” “Will they call the police?” “What will happen then?” “Is this mother fucker raping me?” “Is this rape? I’ve had sex with this man a thousand times.”  

He fucked me and thrust and fucked me and thrust and moaned and grunted as if we lay there having our normal consensual sex and as if he was invited. Only this time, I refused to let him hear a sound utter from my voice. This time, he didn’t even care that he wasn’t getting any moans of pleasure from me because this time, it was definitely not about or for me-it was all about and for him. He did not care. He just wanted to breathe again.

I just lay there and cried and let him have his way; climb on top of my and do his business. I refused to fight with him anymore. I knew it would not be a good idea to.

I let the tears fall back from my eyes, into my ears-plugging them up while I worked hard to tune out his pleasure that he was getting. 

His whole body was pulsating. He was breathing: hard.

He was sweating profusely mixed with my tears. 

As he pulled out of me-he hurriedly grabbed my hair and sat me up to meet him to finish him off as if we were having an agreed upon erotic lovemaking session that I too, was enjoying with him. 

He insisted on getting his usual. This had nothing to do with me. I was just the body-laying there.

I was shocked.

I just wanted him gone. I just wanted him to leave. 

I had been doing so emotionally well and had felt so cleansed of him in every way up until that very moment. 

So many thoughts were going through my head that this all felt like a bad dream. Like I was having consensual sex with some stranger who was loving every minute of me taking him all in.

He gasped and moaned like some heroin addict getting a hot shot. 

It was disgusting. 

When it was over, I pushed him away from me and scooted myself back up into the kitchen sink. 

He stood up over me: “Get up. Why are you still sitting down there acting all silly and shit? Get UP!” he reached down and grabbed me under the arms and lifted me to my feet like that kid that had fallen to the floor-misbehaving at the mall.

“Now see. Why were you acting all stupid and shit? All that fighting! You know you missed me too!” he whispered, with his finger in my forehead. He had the kind of smile on his face as if the two of us were about to be on again and what we just had was good make-up sex.

“Are you gonna call me? Are you gonna call me Angie?” he asked.

I didn’t respond. I just wanted him to leave-immediately. 

He knew that something went wrong in this and he just wanted out before more could go wrong. All he was concerned about at this moment was that he got what he came for and as far as he was concerned, nobody got hurt; no harm-no foul. Somewhere in his mind, he made love to me and I wanted it-and missed it and him.

He just fixed his pants and slid to the door, then out of it like a real thief in the night. He knew he was wrong, but in this moment, he did not care-at all.

When he shut that door, I slid back down to the floor in front of the kitchen sink feeling like such a loser all over again.

I felt like all the work I had done on my emotional and mental plumbing was backed up-yet again. 

I was over craving sex with him and over him: period-even down to being over hearing the sound of his voice. 

I had really moved on in every way. 

And in just that short time, in that one night; I felt like my past three to four months walked right out of that door with him. 

I sat there in front of that sink balled up into a knot with my arms around my legs, crying myself senseless and sleepy, when all of a sudden; a knock at the door broke my sleepy tears.

My eyes got big-I already knew that this could not be him at that door. He was too much of a coward to show back up, and if he didn’t care enough to see me through the back of a dark building on a dead end street; he sure as hell didn’t care enough to come back to the comfort of my home to make sure I was okay. So, I knew this knock did not belong to him. 

I got up and walked around to the living room window to peek out of the shade. It was Dana. I was shocked that she happened to show up at my apartment at this hour, but just like at my graduation, Dana always seemed to appear at the most surprising times, unannounced but on time, nonetheless.   

I hurriedly ran around to the front of the apartment to open the door for her. 

I was so glad to see her-I immediately began to cry. 

“Why? What’s wrong Angie? What’s wrong?” she asked-startled. 

I told her everything that happened. 

She wanted to head straight over to my mom’s house so that we could call the police.

“No, I’m sorry Dana. I cannot do that. That’s just too much. I can’t do that,” I told her.

“Yes you can! That is rape! That is crazy!” she proclaimed.

“No, I’m not dealing with that-I’m not dealing with him. He can just go away-forever,” I said.

“He did-for four months and looked what happened tonight!” said Dana.

I continued to shake my head “no.” 

“No-I’m sick of him! If you’re not going to call the police-the least you can do is call his parents and tell them! He needs to learn a lesson!” she asserted.

“I really want to leave it alone altogether Dana-I just do,” I replied.

“Well, let’s go over to your mom’s anyways because I have to call me a cab to go home. I was really going to stay over here for the night and go home in the morning but I don’t even think you should stay here tonight,” she said.

I looked her: “Dana, you may as well hang out here until the morning with me as you planned, because I assure you-he’s too much of a coward to come back over here at least this night-trust me. I know better. I really do know better…” 
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