
​
I find myself in a salsa club. Heavy Latin beats are blaring above the speakers. The girls are excited to be there and the atmosphere is fun. One guy keeps staring at me. I am a little uncomfortable and I join the rest of my group in the dancing. We dance one song and then the music goes down low. We have a seat in a booth.

​
Mercedes girl, you are so lucky! Mia glowers.

​
Yeah, girl, you’re the only one of us with a boyfriend!

​
And he’s sitting at home all alone thinking of you!

​
I doubt it.

​
Girl, that man love’s you!

​
Please.

​
It’s true. He guards you like a jewel.

​
I know though. That’s why I’m worried.

​
Why because he adores you?

​
Why am I always the one with a “so-called” boyfriend? I’m needy.

​
Don’t be down on yourself. That’s not true. I can always count on Mia to be supportive.

​
It seems I can’t be strong on my own. Every time I look around I have a new boyfriend.

​
Mia, Maybe Mercedes has a point though, says Sole. You should give yourself time to breathe.

​
Don’t listen to Sole. She doesn’t know what she’s talking about. Love never lets the relationship get this far. She always cuts it off. You need to stop being so scary. You just enjoy this man. We all wish we were in your shoes.

​
Yeah, girl.

​
I don’t know girl, but you are doing better than a lot of us!

​
Just be happy!

​
I force a smile as the music resumes to full volume and Mia and Mercedes can’t avoid the dance floor. They start dancing together.

​
Mia and I crash on the bed. There is some chit chat but our conversation is cut short because the phone rings. I reach to answer it.

​
Hello?

​
I need to talk to you.

​
Bitter?

​
Well, let me get out of the way of love! Mia quickly gathers her scarf and purse and heads out.

​
Later Mia.

​
I arrive downstairs to meet Bitter.

​
Where are, we going?

​
To the pond. I must tell you about how I feel about something.

​
We are at the pond. Well, okay. Tell me.

​
It’s very serious Mercedes.

​
Okay serious! I make a face saying…So serious!

​
Mercedes there’s no one else but you. Am I your only?

​
Why wouldn’t you be?

​
Are you telling me the truth? Because I know you lied to me the other day. I called back. There was no one on the other line. I saw Betrayal leave. I saw him walk you to the pond. To this very spot. I’m not mad that you were with him, but I am more upset that you lied to me.

​
​
​
Oh, Geez. That’s the only time I ever lied to you Bit. I’m sorry I did it. But I didn’t know if I should tell you or not.

​
I hope it never happens again, because I have something I want to tell you.

​
I listen attentively.

​
Mercedes, I was thinking about what you said that night that we argued. Mercedes, I’m not sure if now is exactly the right time to bring this up, but I feel very strongly for you. He grasps my hands. I didn’t mean what I said the other night. When, I said I didn’t love you.... I do. Girl, I love you. You are like a bright angel that makes me feel like I have wings to fly and do anything I ever dreamt of. I can see us together... forever.... raising a family, making love every night. Even growing old together. Cause I can talk to you for hours and I never get tired. I never get bored. I love you, Love.

​
I feel an uncontrollable wetness below my nose.

​
Why do you look so sad? Love. I just told you how I feel about you.

​
I know. I chuckle as I begin to cry.

​
Aren’t you happy? I mean, I’ve been wanting to do this for some time now. I feel bad about how I treated you. I was scared. But you have been real with me all the way, Love and I want to make it up to you. How would you feel about me taking us out to eat and going on a real date for a change? I care for you a lot. You make me want to be a better man. You do still love me, right?

​
Don’t Bit, I sob. Don’t tell me you love me. Not now, I just don’t know how to feel anymore.

​
Can’t you feel my love? Bit places his hand on mine and guides it to his heart. I’ll admit that at first, I was worried about what others thought, But I’m listening to myself now. Who cares if you’re a freshman?

​
I turn away from him.

​
I want you to wear my pledge necklace. It’s very special to me. I would feel better if you held it for me. You know you’re going to be my diamond if we cross next semester.

​
I can’t take it Bit.

​
Mercedes, what’s going on? I just told you, I love you. Why won’t you say it back to me?

​
Bitter I can’t.

​
There’s no stopping love now, baby!

​
Bit, I’m serious. I can’t. I bury my face in my hands.

​
Bit puts his arms around me. Baby, what’s wrong?

​
I don’t love you.

​
Tears are in his eyes. How can you say that?

​
Bitter, you can’t take away this pain that I have.

​
What pain is that?

​
It’s not that I don’t want to commit to you... I consider his eyes for a moment. Start to sob again. Stand up and start to walk away. Stop and look back. Bitter is already behind me! Oh, Love. He touches my back yet I move to avoid his touch.

​
Love!

​
I sit back down. You don’t understand Bitter!

​
Bitter sits down.

​
Nobody has ever said those words to me. But all I ever wanted was to hear those words! But I didn’t know it hurt so bad.

​
What?

​
That I can’t feel love for you. I’ve never had a real love. And that scares me.

​
Mercedes, I understand. I never thought I would be sitting here confessing my true feelings for you. I never thought I could feel this way. To open my heart to a stranger. To give my heart, already open and wounded, to you. I never imagined. But I’ve thought about it, and I do. I love you. Everything about you. Why don’t you believe me?

​
It feels weird. It feels like an uncharted country that I just wandered into. I’m so afraid. Do you think my parents touch me? They don’t even hug me. They never have showed me how to love. They are so distant. But the way you touch me. The way you hold me. I’ve never felt. And I love it. But what if it ends? I couldn’t survive. I’m too fragile to accept your love.

​
Mercedes, you are different from your parents. You are Love. You are the embodiment of the word. Just look at you. You want to love. You are capable. Well, look okay. I don’t want you to answer me now. I just want you to wear my necklace. Take care of it for me over the winter break.

​
He places it around my neck.

​
I don’t know how to love, Bit, I only know how to form my lips to say those words!

​
Well, don’t say them until you’re ready. He touches my lips with his index finger and kisses me on the lips.

​
We walk from the pond to the dorm. Betrayal is chilling on the front steps of the dorm as if he was waiting for us to get back.

​
How did it go?

​
It’s going.

​
Hey Betrayal, I say, making sure there isn’t a trace of tears left dried to my face.

​
He just looks at me.

​
Oh, yeah. Mercedes, Betrayal told me about how you like him.

​
What?

​
But we’ve lost no respect for you.

​
I look from Bitter to Betrayal.

​
I love you, Mercedes.

​
I shake my head in disbelief and begin to cry. I take off running, but Bitter catches me by the arm. Why are you doing this to me?

​
I love you.

​
I don’t love you. I told you that I’m not ready.

​
But Love, I am ready. Why does that sound so strange to you?

​
Cause you’ve never said it until now. When things are crazy and I’m falling apart. When I don’t know, which way is up. And your friend is playing games with my head.

​
A stern demeanor takes over Bitter. He sees me getting further and further away from him. I think he feels humiliated. He pulls me off to the side away from Betrayal.

​
In a loud whisper, he says, do you love me? Say you love me, if you do!

​
No, I won’t.

​
He loosens his grip as his tears well up.

​
I like your friend I add curtly.

​
You don’t mean that.

​
So, what if I don’t. I’m not ready for this!

​
I walk over to the stoop and sit next to Betrayal.

​
He won’t talk to you!

​
Why not?

​
Because I told him not to.

​
That’s ridiculous!

​
I told him to stay away from you.

​
But he’s my friend!

​
Not anymore.

​
Just say something to me Bet. I examine his face. Tell him. Tell him what you told me. Tell him.

​
He won’t talk. But don’t worry, he told me everything.

​
Betrayal tell him. Betrayal!

​
He won’t talk.

​
​
​
Did he tell you, how he feels about me?!

​
He didn’t have to.

​
Well...

​
That doesn’t matter.

​
It doesn’t matter? Doesn’t it bother you that you that he likes me?

​
​
​
I never told her that, Betrayal turns to Bitter. I like her as a friend.

​
You see, it doesn’t matter what he said Love, he’s my boy and I got to believe him over you.

​
That isn’t love. You don’t love me. And I don’t love you. You’re impossible!

​
I walk off.

​
Sorry man, said Betrayal.

​
That’s some bull. It’s not like I don’t have a hard-enough time as it is.

​
Their voices fade the further away I tread.

​
I am not sure why I show up at the next poetry reading but I do.

​
After the reading, Bitter gives me a letter. I reluctantly accept it.

​
​
​
Just take it, and read it. Okay? Think about us.

​
Dear Mercedes,

​
Usually when I want to express my emotions I use poetry, but in this case, I’m making an exception. I thought the situation between you, me, and Betrayal was resolved? You really have no reason to feel uneasy or weird about the situation at all.

​
We’ve lost no respect for you and I still love you. Why does that sound so awkward to you, anyway? I only say what I mean and I mean that. In fact, I feel so much better since professing to you my true feelings. If you’re scared about becoming involved with me and it not work out for whatever reason, don’t be. If you’re trying to keep yourself from becoming too attached to me, please don’t do that. I want you around me.

​
When you’re not around I’m almost always thinking about you. I’ve never enjoyed being around someone as much as I enjoy being around you. I’ve never been so willing to commit to someone as much as I am ready to commit to you. I may never find the right words that fully conveys my feelings for you; but to quote Prince: “Until the end of time, I’ll be there for you. You are my heart and mind, I truly adore you. If God one day strikes me blind, your beauty I’d still see. Love’s too weak to define just what you mean to me.”

​
I’m begging you to please get past any hindrances that are keeping you from completing or rather allowing our relationship to reach its full potential. You and I can make beautiful music together (no pun intended) I can honestly say that I can see myself with you for the rest of my life, I’m ready. I’m ready to return to you the love you have to give.

​
You don’t ever have to worry about saying “I loved him, but he didn’t love me,” ever again. I’m ready to show you how beautiful a mutual, reciprocal relationship can be. I’m ready for, Love. My limits know no bounds when it comes to what I would do for you. Please give me a chance to be the happiest man alive; please, give me the chance to make you the happiest woman alive.

​
Eternally and Lovingly yours, Bitter

​
Why did I decide to call Betrayal?

​
I don’t think so Mercedes, Bitter is pretty upset about the whole thing. I hated lying to him. And I told you that he’s like my brother. I couldn’t jeopardize our friendship for you. I’m sorry.

​
I really need to talk. I have some things to sort out. Please talk to me.

​
I’m coming.

​
We meet in the lamplight. Betrayal is dressed in my pajamas.

​
Look, girl. All I know is when he talks about you, his face brightens up. Okay, he glows now that he’s with you. He’s had other girls and all, but you are the only one he talks about. He writes about you! That’s something. Did Bitter tell you about his childhood?

​
Yes

​
So, you know what he’s been through? Well, if the man could still find a place for you.... Love, his fiancé ran off on him. He’s found love and lost it before, he doesn’t want to lose you. He’s seen more hell than you can imagine. He’s been neglected, abused, shot at, drug dealing, everything. It takes a real man to get past that. To come to college, get an education and fall in love. Mercedes, somehow, he has found a place in his heart for you. And I think that you should honor that. I know that you feel him. So, what’s the real issue?

​
I’ve never been in love before, but I know I love him. He’s my heart. I feel him. But I also fear I will lose him. In fact, after today, I know I’ll lose him.

​
You never know, Love.

​
I will. That’s what I’m afraid of. And it just hurts too much to feel so much love. You remember what I told you about my past? Well, it’s hard me to get over that.

​
You can get over it!

​
​
​
Oh, so easily said. Could you get over rape! The loss of dignity. The loss of self! Every day I pray to be cleansed but I can still feel him pushing it inside of me! I cried every night after that. I had to call a hotline to get over that. And you know what I did! After my father told me it was my fault! I decided the only way to stop my tears, was to do it again. You fool yourself for so long, you can’t tell if it’s real or not. He took my virginity! That was my prize. That would have been my gift to Bitter. But I can’t even give that to him. What does he see in me anyways? I’m depressed. I can’t get my grades up.... I’m falling apart!

​
Wow. I didn’t know you were that close. But look... a real man doesn’t keep tabs on how many relationships you’ve been intimate in, all he focuses on...is you. Look. There are a lot of girls on campus. Bitter could talk to any one of them if he wanted. All I know is that he loves you. And as for the rape. Look inside yourself. You must celebrate the things that you do good. The music you make. Your poetry you write. The way you dance. Your smile. Just have faith and believe in yourself. Things will straighten themselves out.

​
You think?

​
I know. We look at each other for a moment.

​
Can I have a hug?

​
Sure.

​
We hug for a long time.

​
You feel better? Don’t let anything steal your pride. Okay. And tell that man how you feel about him. He loves you.

​
You’re right. What in the heck did I see in you anyways?

​
That’s what I want to know.

​
Just the qualities that he didn’t show me when we broke up.

​
I’m glad you figured it out.

​
Thank you... (A long hug)

​
As I walk away, I look up to see Bitter’s silhouette disappear from the attic window.

​
