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Chapter 1

Shanair

The immediate need to urinate awakens me up from my slumber. A frown covers my face, and at that moment I want to kick myself in the ass for having that glass of wine a few hours ago, because I knew better. I already knew this shit was going to happen, even before I went to bed because it always does. I swear I must have the bladder of a toddler. It doesn’t matter how small of a glass it is, or what type of drink I consume; it always runs right through me in only a short amount of time; leaving me to run to the bathroom almost every hour on the hour.

Irritated, I kick my feet out in frustration, because I know that once I get up out of this bed I’m not going to be able to go back to sleep anytime soon. The fact that I have to work in a few hours weighs heavily on my mind. What’s even worse is the point that it’s going to be a long shift. With that being said, I know that there is no way in hell that I’m going to be able to function for twelve hours without sleep. For that reason alone, I continue to lie in the same spot hoping like hell that I can hold my pee until my alarm goes off; or at least for a few more hours.

Yeah, that shit ain’t gone work, because the achy pain in the bottom of my stomach is telling me that if I don’t get my grown ass up right now, I’m going to be laying in my own piss soon. Since I don’t want that, I decide to get up.

With my eyes still closed, I huff before tossing the covers off of my body and blindly shuffling into the bathroom to relieve myself. I figure if I don’t open my eyes, there still may be chance that I just may be able to doze back off once I make it back to bed. Now that may be a
slim
chance, but it’s a chance, and I’m going to cross my fingers and hope it works out.

Without even bothering to turn on the light, I close the door, feel my way over to the toilet seat and pull my underwear down.
Terry really needs to drink more water, because this bathroom smells just like a fucking Porto potty. There is no way in hell that his pee should smell this damn strong,
I think to myself. As soon as I go to sit down, I lose my balance and fall backwards into the opened toilet seat. I cringe when my ass makes contact with the extremely cold water that’s inside the bowl.

“Oh my God!” I cry out, as I reach over and use the sink as leverage to pull myself up. “I don’t know how many times I have to tell his dumb ass about leaving the fuckin’ toilet seat up!”

With my panties still down and around my ankles, and a now wet ass, I hobble over to the light switch and flick it on. To say that I’m pissed is an understatement. Hell, I’m livid. Who the hell wants to get their ass dunked in toilet water in the middle of the night? I, for one, sure as hell don’t, and that’s the reason why I keep telling my boyfriend Terry, to make sure that he puts the damn seat back down when he’s finished using it. With the light now on, I squint and drop my head when it begins to sting my sensitive eyes. My body shutters from disgust when I feel the water slowly begin to roll down my legs, and I pray that that’s all it is, because if it’s pee I’m going to be sick. Once my eyes adjust to the light, I look over at the bowl and see that it is indeed urine, because the water is so dark that it’s damn near gold.

“Ugh!” I throw my head back and gag at the sight in front of me.

I’m more irritated now than I was before. I shiver and reach over to the tissue roll. When I snatch at the first piece, the roll makes a jumbling sound as it quickly spins around and around, disbursing numerous sheets at a time.
I hope all this noise wakes his hardheaded ass up.
Once I have just over a handful, I kick my underwear across the room and quickly remove the disgusting bodily fluids off my behind and legs. The tissue begins to break in my hand as I continue to wipe away the pee feverishly.
He gets on my fucking nerves with his dumbass.
Even after all the wetness is cleaned off, I still feel icky and know that the only way that I’m going to get rid of this nasty feeling, is if I take a shower.

“So much for trying to go back to fuckin’ sleep,” I mumble and roll my eyes, before tossing the crumbled up tissue into the wastebasket.

I discard my t-shirt and throw it on the floor, before I reach in and cut on the shower water.  While it heats up, my petty ass slams down the toilet seat as hard as I can, hoping that it will disturb Terry from his sleep. When I don’t hear him say anything, I sit down and finally take the time to relieve myself. When I’m finish, I clean up and step inside the shower curtain. Immediately I reach for my loofah, which is sitting in the caddy, and fill it with an excessive amount of body wash. Seconds later, I begin to scrub at my butt and legs with intense pressure.

I do this a few more times just to be sure that all of that nasty ass pee is off of me. By now my ass is stinging and my attitude is on one, because I know I wouldn’t even be going through this shit if Terry had listened and put the damn toilet seat back the way he found it; or better yet if his nasty ass would have just flushed the fucking toilet. Now that I think about it, how in the hell do you pee, and not flush? Wait…if he can’t take even take a quick moment to flush the damn toilet, does he even wash his hands? If not that shit is just nasty, and just thinking about the fact that I sometimes suck on his fingers, makes me sick.

After I’m done grossing myself out, I clean the rest of my body and wrap up my shower. I can guarantee next time, no matter how sleepy I am, I will not only turn on the light, but I’ll look behind me before I go to sit down. It’s a shame that I even have to do that in my own bathroom. I should make his nasty ass go down the hallway to use the guest bathroom. That way I won’t have to deal with this shit again. When I’m finished patting myself dry, I gather my clothes, drop them in the hamper and open the bathroom door. The steam that was once trapped inside the closed area floats out and into my bedroom like a thick puff of misty fog. As I step out of the bathroom, I prepare to turn out the light and climb back under the covers when I notice that Terry’s side of the bed is empty.

I scan the room quickly and my eyes land on the nightstand on the side where he lays, and I see that his phone is also no longer on the charger.

“I know the fuck he didn’t,” I mumble, hoping like hell that he hasn’t crept out of the house like he sometimes does.

Maybe he’s downstairs watching TV or making him something to eat. If not, we are really about to have a fucking problem.
With the towel wrapped tightly around my body, I exit my room and bristly walk down the hallway.

As I come to my son’s bedroom, I step inside and move closer to his bed. Just like he should be, Kendrick is out like a light and snoring. I guess being sick will do that to you. My baby has been ill for the last few days from a stomach virus. It’s so bad that I have to take him back and forth to the bathroom, because he’s too weak to go on his own. The doctor says that it’s normal, and that it will pass soon, but honestly I’ve never seen it this bad before. Even with that being said, I hope that he’s right, because I can’t stand to see my baby sick.  

After I bend down and place a kiss on Kendrick’s forehead, I step back into the hallway and close his door behind me. I then proceed to make my way down the stairs to the lower level.

“I’ll see you in a bit,” I hear Terry whisper before he disconnects his call and drops his phone.

What the fuck?

“Umm…who were you just talking to?” I ask, glancing down at the couch where his phone is now lying face up.

The screen is lit.

“Nobody.”

I flick on the light that’s attached to the ceiling fan. This causes him to squint.

“So you just told
nobody
that you will see them in a bit?” I question, as I stare at him with my head tilted to the side.

“Come on now,” Terry moans, and waves his hand dismissively.

“Come on now my ass! Who the hell were you talking to?” It only takes me seconds to make it over to where he’s sitting. Without saying anything else, I reach for his phone but he swats my hand away.

“What the fuck you think you doing?”

“Give me your phone Terry,” I order, with my arm extended and my hand out.

As I bend my fingers in a come hither motion, he looks at me as if I have lost my mind.

“Gone Nair,” is all he says in response.

“Really?” I place my hands on my hips. “If you weren’t talking to nobody, then why can’t I see your phone?”

“Because I ain’t gotta let you see my shit!” he yells, before standing up and gesturing toward the stairs. “Take yo’ ass back to bed, and quick fucking with me Nair. I was down here minding my own damn business.”

“You were minding your own business alright.” I peer at him with disgust. “I swear you ain’t shit.”

He laughs, “Okay, I guess I ain’t shit then.”

“You ain’t!” My finger is now pointed in his face. I’m angry that this muthafucka thinks I’m a joke. “You leave me,
your woman
, in bed to come downstairs and talk to another bitch on the phone.”

“I wasn’t talking to no bitch,” Terry tells me coolly. “Just go back to bed Nair. I gotta make some moves, I’ll be home later.”

I watch him as he grabs his blue jeans that were thrown over the arm of the couch. He pulls them over his legs, before standing and pulling them up around his waist. As he buckles his belt I watch him, my boyfriend, and the man that I love, getting dressed to leave
our
house to go and see another bitch. I don’t give a damn what he says, I’m no fool and I know better. After sitting to slide his feet into his boots, he stands again and walks into the kitchen. When he does this, I glance back to the couch and see that he’s left his phone unattended. Quickly I reach for it. My first stop is the call log. Terry reemerges a few moments later, but it’s too late; I’ve already seen all that I needed to see.   
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