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For all those that have lived through a WTF

moment and lived to tell the tale. 
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First, I would like to take Aunt Flo for stopping by each month. Without your monthly visits, this book would never have been. 

Second, I would like to thank whoever invested tampons, because without you I would be walking around with a diaper under my pants twelve times a year.

To my husband who has to put up with me becoming a big BEOTCH and yelling at him for being alive when he annoys me. 

For all those about to read this book... I’m sorry about chapter five. 

And last, to my mom, quit complaining about menopause and those damn hot flashes. I would rather have those and not the beaver fever each month. Love you!  
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“No, no, no! Not yet, not yet, not yet!” I scream at my vagina as I run for my bathroom the moment I feel the arrival of my period, two days ahead of schedule, might I add. I don’t bother to close the door behind me as I drop my pants and underwear before I plant my ass on the cool toilet seat. 

Looking down, I pray I made it in time to save my favorite pink lace panties. I am relieved to see I made it just in time. What I mean is, I made it before any part of the red river left its mark on them. I should have known better than to wear them this close to Beaver Fever Week. My only defense is that I felt bloated this morning and I wanted to feel sexy one last time before I turn into the Stay Puft Marshmallow Woman for a week. I figured I had a few days before I had to worry about my favorite Victoria Secret panties and that they would remain safe from harm. Unfortunately, I was wrong. 

With a sigh of relief, I look up to see my Rottweiler, Bella, staring at me from the doorway. She is my bigger-than-expected eighty-pound rescue dog that was listed as a pug and miniature pinscher mix. She was only supposed to grow to, at most, twenty-five pounds. Yeah, not. After I brought her home and she reached her twenty-five pounds, she just kept growing and growing and growing. Eventually, I took her to my vet to confirm her breed. He just laughed and told me I had a female Rottweiler and not the little ankle biter I thought I was getting. I have to admit I felt like the dumbest blonde out there as he pointed out the obvious signs of her breed. Once I overcame the shock of it all, I came to terms with the fact that rescuers do the best they can but they are not experts in all breeds. Yeah, she is bigger than I was ready for given the size of my apartment, but I wouldn’t trade her for anything in the world. 

On any other day, she would have playfully chased after me down the hall after I jumped off the couch and sprinted to the bathroom, but not tonight. Instead, she followed calmly and is now just sitting in the doorway with those big brown eyes staring at me, like she knows now is not the time to mess with the one that feeds her. I smile at her when she steps forward and places her head on my thigh. 

“Hey Bella, it’s ok,” I tell her as I pat the top of her head and give a scratch behind her left ear. “Mama is just going to bleed for a week, but will live to tell the tale.”

She slowly lifts her head from my leg and tilts her head at me letting me know she has no freaking clue what I’m telling her. She scooches closer to me and leans her body against my leg, I give her another pat on the head and scratch behind the ears before I reach over her to open the cabinet door below my sink to retrieve my economy-size box of tampons. 

“FUCK!” I shout when I find only one super-sized tampon left in the box.

How is this possible? I never would’ve let my stash get this low.

“Damn it, Ava Bennett!” I scold myself as I grab the last tampon and toss the box to the floor.

Bella tilts her head in confusion toward me.

I continue scolding myself. “You are twenty-three years old and should know better!” 

I smack my palm on my forehead when I remember why I am out of tampons. I completely forgot that when my friend Sue was here last weekend during her Beaver Fever week, she forgot to bring her own tampons so I told her to use mine. Thank God I warned her that she’d better leave me at least one super, just in case I forget to get more. So, what did she do? She used all of them, except the one. Do I know myself or what? Of course I would forget!

I unwrap the little rat-bastard and well, you know what I did next. If you don’t, well then you have had one sheltered-ass life and I don’t have time to go into all the details of what one does with a tampon, so I will just say this: the little white mouse went to visit the beaver in her den, leaving only her little tail to be seen. If you still don’t get it, I can’t help you.

I flush and pull up my pants then, after washing my hands, I wander off to my bedroom to trade in my super-awesome sexy panties for my super-not-sexy it’s that time of the month black granny panties. Bella follows close behind me and jumps on the bed once we enter my bedroom. You would think she is staring at me to get a better view of my craziness but, she doesn’t really care how crazy I am as long as I feed her twice a day and toss her a treat anytime she comes in from outside. I give her another pat on the head to tell her that I love her. 

After pulling the tent they call panties on, I fall backwards onto my bed and allow Bella to comfort me. She licks my face a few times before placing her head on my chest. Her head moves up and down with each breath I take as I contemplate my choices. 

One, I can get up and make a run to the store now and get this over with, or two, I can procrastinate by finishing the sappy romance movie I was watching before I was so rudely interrupted, then go to bed and deal with it when I get up in the morning. 

On the one hand, if I procrastinate, by morning my granny panties will look like a freaking crime scene happened while I slept and, on the other hand, if I go now I will have to deal with weird middle-of-the-night shoppers. 

Damn it, Sue should have known to leave me at least two supers. 

And she calls herself my friend. 

Slowly and with a huge amount of effort, I contort my neck to look at the clock on my nightstand—It’s twelve thirty-seven in the morning. Ugh, I hadn’t realized it had gotten so late. I guess my super awesome Friday night filled with a few stupid romantic movies, popcorn, and snuggling with Bella was more entertaining than I thought. This is what happens when you are twenty-three, have no money, live alone, currently without a boyfriend, and you are PMS-ing to the point of not wanting to go out with your friends. 

“Urrr, focus Ava, focus,” I tell myself as I rub my temples. 

Ok, finish the movie or drive my ass to store? Well, it’s not as if I haven’t watched The Notebook like a thousand times before, so I suppose the smart money bets on me getting my lazy, bloated, chocolate-craving ass up to head to the store for an even more exciting-action packed Saturday.

“BARK. BARK.” Bella lifts her head from my chest before she scrambles off the bed and runs to sit, barking, in the doorway. 

I’m startled but not surprised. She often does this to me, so much that I wonder if she knows what I’m thinking. Can dogs read our minds? Do they have some sixth sense that allows them to know exactly what their human is thinking? 

I give her my best squinty-eyed look of curiosity as I ponder the possibilities. She, in turn, wriggles in excitement and inches her body closer before jumping back onto the bed and nudging her nose against my arm. 

“FINE, I’m going!” I tell her as I jump off of my bed.

I hurriedly toss on some clothes, then do a quick check in the mirror to make sure I don’t look like a complete wreck before grabbing my keys and cell phone and heading for the door. 

This sucks. I really don’t want to be doing this. Mental note, call Sue in the morning and yell at her. Then again, why should I wait until morning? I pull out my cell as I walk down the stairs of my apartment building. I bring the screen to life and bring up my messenger app. 

 

Ava: SUE!! You SUCK ASS! You left me one damn tampon and now I have to go to the only store open in the middle of the night, you know the one! If I end up on some website because of this, I will NEVER forgive you. 

 

I know she won’t wake up to my message because she sleeps like the dead. Even so, she will definitely call me when she gets up. And she better be sorry!
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While pulling into the mostly empty parking lot, I remind myself I’m only here for a few things and this mission should be an in-and-out operation, hopefully with very little damage to my checking account. 

Even though there were plenty of open parking spots closer to the door, I parked next to one of those cart port things out of habit. I always try to park next to them so I don’t have very far to walk to put the cart away. 

I started doing this when I realized most drivers in an oversized parking lot are assholes; if you take even ten seconds too long to pull out of your spot, they start honking and tossing out dirty looks. So anything I can do as a pedestrian to limit my exposure to them is just smart thinking, you know, the whole self-preservation stuff. I realize that it’s almost one o’clock in the morning and the chance of running into one of the aforementioned assholes is slim to none. Still, I don’t feel the need to take any chances—those fuckers will wait for a spot that is two spaces closer even if there are five open spaces available. 

After putting my car in park, I turn off the ignition and grab my purse, then I flip down my visor, slide the mirror cover open, and proceed to give myself one last pep talk on how I am not going to detour from my assigned mission. 

“You will not buy anything you do not need! You will keep your eyes to the floor when passing shiny things! You will not enter the clothing area! You will stay focused at all times!” I sternly tell my reflection with an I-mean-business glare. 

As I flip the visor back up, I think about how someone can walk into a store for two or three items, then come out an hour later carrying ten bags of crap they didn’t need and feeling like it has only been fifteen minutes. What power do these walls hold over us? Is there some kind of time warp that happens once you walk past the automatic sliding doors?

I take a deep breath and again remind myself that my checkbook cannot take a big blow this week. I unbuckle my seatbelt, open my car door, then step out. It's a nice, warm summer evening; the night air is scented with a faint hint of burning firewood and I realize someone must be having bonfire. I haven’t been to a bonfire in ages so I make a mental note to call Sue and see if she wants to have one next weekend, assuming I survive this week and forgive her for forcing me to venture out at one o’clock in the morning. 

As I walk, my eyes wander around the parking lot and land on the large, blue sign glowing in the night. My mind starts to wander again about the power of this particular big-box store. You hear stories about casinos getting people to stay and play longer by pumping oxygen into the gaming areas, offering free-play cards, free night stays and, most important, free alcohol. Could this superstore giant be pumping oxygen into the air along with their well-known strategy of placing shiny items on end caps for maximum impulse-buying potential? I should probably stand outside and rent blinders to anyone entering, that way they only see whatever is directly in front of them. I could be a millionaire in a week. 

Once my thoughts reach their conclusion, I notice it’s eerily quiet. The normally busy parking lot is empty of people and only a handful of parked cars are scattered around the lot. I am overcome with a sudden sensation that I am being watched. I take another glance around the lot but there is no one to be found. I still can’t shake the feeling, so I quicken my pace and continue to look around and make sure I am not being followed. I know I'm being paranoid, but better safe than sorry.

I finally reach the giant sliding doors but I’m forced to stop dead in my tracks when I see a man and a woman obviously in some kind of fight, yelling and running toward me. The man is running away from a woman who is chasing him, screaming, and is only a few steps behind him. Any other time, I would have sidestepped as fast as I could, avoided eye contact, and kept walking past them while pretending I didn’t notice a thing. Unfortunately, tonight is not my night because the man is approaching too fast and I don’t have time to get out of his way. 

He’s tall, wearing a hooded sweatshirt and jeans, and he grabs my arms as he passes by me. Before I can react, he spins around behind me in one fluid motion to use me as a human shield against the woman chasing him.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, keep this crazy ass bitch away from me!” he shouts next to my ear.

“Get over here you limp dick mother-fucking butt-clown!” she yells as she throws what looks like frozen chicken nuggets toward us.

“I said I was sorry! It was a joke!” he shouts back while keeping his grip on my arms and his body behind mine.

“Um, could you let me go? I really don’t want to get in the middle of whatever this is,” I yell back to him while trying to hold up my hands to block the flying nuggets.

Damn it, I should have stayed home and dealt with the vagina crime scene in the morning I tell myself as the woman continues throwing frozen chicken nuggets at me and the man. 

The couple completely ignore the fact that I am there and continue fighting as if I am an invisible shield, rather than the irritated innocent bystander that I am. 

“Baby please, I really love your chicken wings, they are so sexy. I love you, you are the sexiest woman in the world. Please stop.” 

“You’re just sorry I heard your smart-ass little fucking comment. I work all damn day like a damn fool and you lay on the fucking couch playing with yourself, but I gotta come home and cook dinner for your lazy ass. Then you have the nerve to say shit about my body as if I woke up one day and decided I wanted these flabby ass things floating around”

“Baby, I love you and I promise I will never make fun of your chicken wing arms again,” he says round me. “My mama had wings, too. It wasn’t a big deal, just means you’re getting older. I mean bigger... I mean, shit... Did I tell you how much I love you?” 

I flinch at the man’s words. I definitely felt bad for him at first, but now I want to smack him too. I can’t say with a hundred percent certainty that I know what the hell they are arguing about, but given her rant and seeing her biceps waving at me with each thrown chicken nugget—not to mention the references to chicken wings—he made the horrible mistake of joking about her arms along with the other stuff she said. He is not helping himself with his sorry excuse of a so-called apology either. She is not a large woman by any means, she is average size and maybe in her late forties. I remember my mom getting those flabby upper arms too but we never would make a comment about them. Ever. 

“Fuck you. The day you were born your mama looked at your birth certificate and realized it was an apology from the damn condom company. She should have sued,” the woman shouted while throwing yet another nugget.

“Baby, please—" the man starts again, peeking his head around my shoulder. 

“OK ENOUGH!” I shout, shaking my shoulders free.

They both stop long enough for me to step away from him. I yank down my shirt that had bunched up and then snatch my purse back onto my shoulder. 

“I am in no mood to deal with your chicken-wing-drama. I am PMSing, cramping, and I’m only here to get some fucking tampons, that’s it. I am not here to referee the two of you. If he’s such a lazy asshole who has no respect for you, then just hurry up and leave his ass already. And while you are at it, leave me out of it,” I yell, puffing out my chest standing tall to let them both know I mean business.

They both look at each other with wide eyes. He takes a few steps back before the woman places her hands on her hips and, her eyes all pissed off, starts shouting at me.

“What in the hell you just say to me? Did you really just tell me your kitty is having its monthly then call my man a lazy asshole? Bitch, who the hell do you think you are?” She screams taking a few steps toward me.

 My eyes go wide and immediately regret opening my mouth. I should have gotten free and ran for cover. Why did I have to go off on her? When I don’t respond, she starts throwing the rest of her chicken nuggets at me as hard as she can.

I pull my purse up to my face to block the flying breaded chicken hunks coming straight at me. Why, why me? All I wanted was to sit at home and enjoy a few cheesy romantic comedies while cuddling up to Bella. Yet here I am, dealing with this shit in the middle of the night. 

“I’m sorry Please stop. I just want to get a box of tampons and go home. Please just leave me alone!” I shout between the thumps chicken nuggets pelting against my purse.

The woman either doesn’t hear me or doesn’t care because she just keeps mumbling under her breath and throwing chicken at me. Luckily, she finally runs out of nuggets. As soon as I hear her complain that the bag is empty I pull my purse down from my face and search for an escape route. I assess the woman first, and she still looks pissed off. I am frozen in place as I watch her crumple up the empty nugget bag, toss it at the man, then stomps towards me in a huff, anger still filling her expression. I glance past her to see the sliding doors are close behind her. If I can just get through them, I should find asylum in the safety of the retail giant, where they have employees that will hopefully help me get out of this ridiculous situation.

I manage to pull my right foot from its frozen position and lurch it forward, my left foot follows my right’s lead, and I am on the move. My feet move quickly but I am not sure I will make it past her, she saw me start to move forward and has quickened her pace. I brace my body for her fury should she catch me. 

I keep my eyes locked on her and I breathe a sigh of relief when I watch as she fumbles her steps, giving me a bigger window of opportunity to slip past. Or so I thought. As I take two giant steps past her, I am only about four feet away from my retail sanctuary when my right foot lands on a now partially-thawed, but still half-frozen chicken nugget. My right foot sildes sideways and I lose my footing, followed by complete loss of balance. I try with all my might to stay upright by flinging my arms wildly in the air, but I fail and fall face first onto the hard concrete where I lose any dignity I had left. 

One good thing that comes from me taking a nose dive to the ground is that the sight of me flailing around trying to maintain my balance apparently causes the crazy woman to stop charging at me long enough for her to point and laugh hysterically, along with forgetting her desire to hurt me.

The man bursts into a genuine belly laugh, and I watch from the ground as he wipes tears away from his eyes. Still laughing, he uses my clumsiness as an opportunity to apologize to the woman again, this time in baby talk. 

I listen as he tells her how sexy she is, and how much he loves her, and that she is his whole world. She, in turn, apologizes for throwing chicken nuggets at him, then they kiss, but this is not a normal kiss. They collide against each other with the force of a tornado, their hands everywhere and tongues moving all round, in and out of each other’s mouths. 

I want to vomit or hand them a paper towel, I’m honestly not sure which I want to do more. When they come up for air, they continue speaking in baby talk to tell each other how much they love one another.

They stop for a moment, just long enough to give me a dirty look, then they walk toward the parking lot arm-in-arm and exchanging continuous kisses. 

I keep my eyes focused on them, in case they decide they want to come back to finish what they started with me. They are soon on the other side of the parking lot crosswalk and I slowly lift myself off the cement. Once upright, I begin brushing off the dirt from my shirt. I can’t help but feel a little—Nah, make that a shit ton!—irritated with my vagina right now. I look down toward my lady parts like a crazy person who thinks her vagina can hear and understand her.

“You couldn’t have waited eight more freaking hours? What the hell did I ever do to you?” I yell louder than I should have.
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I finally pass through the sliding doors and manage to brush off as much irritation as I can except I wonder how in the hell I turned into the bad guy in the domestic drama one of the players forced me into. I have been involved in some crazy shit before but I will never fully understand how I managed to pull this one off. I shake my head again as I grab a small shopping basket from the stack on the floor just past the security detectors. 

Finally clearing my mind of all the crazy, I remind myself I just need to get tampons, chips, and chocolate, then I will get my ass home and crawl into my bed, cuddle with Bella, and forget this night ever happened. 

As I head toward the feminine products aisle, I pass by one lonely cashier who must be bored silly manning her empty lane. She is an older woman with short brown hair with lots of grays showing. She politely offers me a smile and small nod as I walk by her. I smile in return and think to myself how nice and sweet she looks. Her smile is inviting and kind. She looks like the type of lady you could sit and talk for hours with. In a weird way, she reminds me of my grandma, well a much younger version of course, which in turn reminds me I should call my grandma since it’s been a few weeks since we talked. 

Looking around the mostly-empty store, I feel like I’m walking through a ghost town. You know, like the ones you see in old westerns where the hot cowboy is walking down the middle of the dirt street alone, prepared for the dirty, ugly toothless man to come around the corner looking to pick a fight. The images of Kurt Russell & Val Kilmer walking down the dirt street on their way to kick some Cowboy ass rushes into my mind. Maybe I should ditch the romantic comedies and watch me some Tombstone when I get home. Nothing says hot bad boy like Kurt Russell, or so my mom would say. 

A few moments later, I turn down the shampoo aisle and head toward the back wall. As I approach my salvation, I notice faint sounds of heavy breathing and soft moans. My gut tells me to stop, turn, and run and, if it wasn’t for my dribbling vagina, I would follow my gut and run. Instead, I am forced to keep moving forward toward to the wall of tampons and pads. When I get to the end of the aisle, I peek my head around the wall of overpriced shampoo to see a guy and a girl doing some heavy petting in front of the condoms and lube display. 

The girl is petite long-haired blonde wearing skinny jeans and a ripped blue tank top. The guy appears to be a few inches taller than her as his neck is bent over to meet her. He is wearing jeans with a slightly oversized shirt, and his short brown hair looks like it hasn’t been brushed in a few days. 

The girl’s back is to me and she is oblivious to my presence. The guy, on the other hand, spots me almost immediately. To my surprise, he stops ramming his tongue down her throat just long enough to give me an acknowledging nod then returns his full attention back to the girl, if you call grabbing-her-ass-and-nibbling-her-ear-while-she-bites-at-his-neck ‘attention’.

I call it unnecessary, however, it could be the hormones talking. 

Not wanting to get involved in any more couples drama, I turn my body so my back is to them as much as I can then tilt my head down to examine the floor while continuing my trek to the back shelves and the box of tampons I so desperately need. When I am close to the menstrual merchandise I don’t stop to contemplate my choices or seek the lowest priced box, I walk to the wall of cotton plugs, bend down just enough to grab the box I normally buy, and toss it into my basket, all while keeping a quick, steady stride to avoid interrupting the couple. 

I am a few steps away from the safety of the shampoo aisle when I hear the girl speak in a low, embarrassed tone to the guy.

“Just ask her. Maybe she’ll know where we can get some.” 

In my haste, I hadn’t noticed they paused their little make-out session long enough to have a conversation, one that I am sorry to say seems to require advice from a third party, meaning me. I pretend not to hear any and continue walking at a normal pace.

“I’m telling you they just don’t make them in my size, I’m cursed to ride bareback for life baby,” he responds in a cocky way as if he’s trying to be sweet but sounds like a giant douche.

You have got to be shitting me! I want to run over and punch him. He is pulling the old "I’m too big for condoms" scam on this poor, naive, shouldn’t-be-having-sex, should-be-at-home-scrapbooking sweet girl, and she really has no fucking clue he is full of shit. I will never understand women like that. How can she be so naive? Whatever... I don’t have time for this crap. 

“Excuse me!” the girl shouts.

Damn it! I was so close. I was just about to take the last step I needed to hide in the shampoo aisle when she decides to speak up. I’m too close to them to pretend I didn’t hear her, but far enough that I could make a run for it. I want to run, run as fast as I can to avoid having to deal with Naive Nelly here but instead I hear my mother telling me to help her, so turn my attention to them and see her walking toward me. 

“I’m sorry, I really am, but can you help us?” she asks, her face turning a bright shade of red.

My Mind is screaming no, no I can’t, yet my sense of female camaraderie insists I help this poor, clueless, foolish, girl.

“Sure, what’s the problem?” I ask with the biggest, fakest smile I can muster.

“So my boyfriend and I are going to… well, you know… for the first time, and, well, I want to be safe and use a condom, but he says he needs extra-large and, well, they don’t have any here. He thinks we’ll be ok if he just pulls out before… well, you know, but I really don’t feel comfortable with that. Do you know where we can get extra-large condoms?” she asks with naive puppy-dog eyes.

I look over to the guy and he is just staring back at me with a shitty-ass, joker-style grin as if, in some way, I should be jealous of this poor girl or ... worse offer to join them. Gross. 

“Um, how old are you?” I ask trying to hide the annoyance from my tone.

“I just turned nineteen last week,” she answers proudly.

“Didn’t you ever take a health class in high school?” I ask her while shooting the guy an evil glare.

“Oh, of course I did, we learned CPR and about the human body and—” she starts to tell me.

“Didn’t they teach you sex-ed in that class?” I interrupt, still shooting daggers at the guy.

“Well they did talk to us about STI’s and if we are going to have sex the best way to avoid an STI was the use a condom, but what does this have to do with where they sell extra large condoms?” Her puppy dog eyes now look confused.

Are you freaking kidding me? Am I really dealing with this right now? I realize I am not much older than she is, but this is insane. Is this what the world is coming to? Am I being punished for something I did or didn’t do in a past life? 

“Ok, listen. He’s jerking your chain and just doesn’t want to wear a condom. There is no way in hell he is too big for any of the condoms on the shelf over there. If I were you, I’d keep those legs closed until you get home and have a long conversation with your mother or, I don’t know, maybe a doctor about the real-life version of the birds and the bees.” 

The words fly out of my mouth and I am powerless to stop them. I don’t even try to hide my irritation hidden between the lines. Nope, it is right out there in the open for both of them to hear.

The guys cocky grin turns to dust as I speak and his eyes harden once he realizes his night is not going to go as planned. I wish I could say I felt sorry for blurting it out the way I did, but I don’t feel sorry at all. This fucking guy is taking advantage of this poor girl and couldn’t give two shits about her. Sorry buddy, no easy lay for you tonight. 

“Lady you got no clue what you’re talking about,” he snaps at me.

Lady? Lady? How old does this fuck-face think I am. I’m like five minutes older than he is, which only irritates me more.

“Oh, he wouldn’t lie to me, we are in love, and you don’t lie to the ones you love,” the girl confesses as she grasps his hand in hers and tightens her fingers around it. I watch as his cocky grin starts to make another appearance.

“Whatever.” 

I roll my eyes, turn my back to them and start to walk away when I hear the doe-eyed girl tell her boyfriend “Well if you really think pulling out will be ok, then I guess I am ok with it.”

What in the ever-loving fuck? I assume that means she isn’t even on birth control. My blood begins to boil and I can’t help myself. I whip back around to see he is kissing her once again. The smug bastard is probably already thinking he is getting what he wanted, how he wanted it, and doesn't care about any consequences. Seeing them like that I know I can’t leave now or my Membership to the Secret Order of the Ladies Club would be revoked for sure. I take a deep breath and walk back toward them. The guy spots me first and his face turns to stone when he meets my eyes. 

“Listen here you little shit bag, don’t you dare play your fucked-up little games on her. You want to plant your seed somewhere then go jerk off in the shower like the rest of you idiotic crotch goblins do.” I pause to take a deep breath, then turn my attention to the now wide-eyed girl before I continue. “And as for you, no guy who loves you is going to make you do anything you are not one-hundred-and-fifty-thousand percent comfortable with! You need to get off this losers train and go home, bake some cookies or make a quilt or something. He’s just looking to get in your pants, that’s it. This is not love, this is a fucked up game for him.” I finish by waving my finger between the both of them so she is not confused by who I am talking about. 

“Yo, who you callin’ loser. You just jelly that my girl got a real man, with a big dick. So why don’t you get your nasty, bleeding ass out of here,” he roars, pointing at the tampons in my basket.

 I have no choice but to stand there, shake my head, and laugh. Does he really think that he sounds smart by trying to insult the most natural part of being a woman, and that I honestly could give two shits about how big his dick is? But let’s have some fun.

“Ok, homeboy. Tell you what, I will get down on my hands and knees and suck your huge dick like it’s never been sucked before if you can prove to me one thing,” I say with a teasing smile.

His eyes widen as the corner of his lip curls up.

“Wud you got in mind?” he says as begins to molest me with his eyes.

I smile and turn my back to him; I quickly set my basket down on the floor and pull open my purse. I dig around for a few seconds searching for my emergency condom. Don’t judge, a girl always has to be prepared. 

I quietly rip open the foil wrapper and unroll it just enough to allow for a good grip. When I’m ready, I turn back around to face him as I put on my best seductress face. I slowly saunter over to him keeping the condom hidden in my right hand. Once I reach him I extend out with my left hand and place it behind his neck in order to pull him close to me. I have him right where I want him. I can feel his body tighten in anticipation. I pull my right hand up from my side to also curl it around the back of his neck. I push my body close to his and bring my lips close to his without paying any attention to the girl.

“Now, do you want to experience the best blow job of your life?” I whisper slowly.

He nods his head and with my body so close to his I can feel some movement between his legs against my thigh. I pull away slightly so I can look down and give the appearance that I am impressed with the small tootsie roll growing into a slightly larger tootsie roll between his legs.

“Well, now if you could just prove to me that your dick is bigger than your head I will drop down to my knees and give you pleasure you didn’t even know existed.” I smile.

“What?” he asks in confusion. 

“You heard me, show me that your dick is bigger than your head.” I repeat. 

“Doe, you crazy. Ain’t no man’s dick bigger than his head.”

“Well stud, if you claim to need an extra-large sized condom, yours would have to be.”

“Please, ain’t no condom gonna fit on no head.” He laughs pointing at me like I have lost my mind. 

“I’m so glad you said that,” I smile, eager for what is going to happen next.

In one ninja-like move, I grab the condom I have been hiding with both hands and stretch it as wide as I can before pulling it over this dick-for-brains head. I pull it down over his eyes and let it snap into a tight hold once I get past his nose. I might have been doing the world a favor if I had covered his mouth too, however, I wasn’t convinced that using the I am on my period dealing with a fucking idiot would be a good enough defense for attempted murder. 

The once lovesick naive girl looks at what I hope will be her ex-boyfriend in horror. He is clawing at the latex condom wrapped around the majority of his head, screams something about sperm juice, and crazy bitches.

I return my attention to the girl and see her jaw laying on the floor. “This is a regular sized condom,” I say. “So if some guy tries to tell you his dick is too big for a condom, you better fucking run because that means it’s bigger then this idiot’s fucking skull and no vagina wants that shit crawling up in there. Now, please, go home, find a nice guy who can speak correctly, and never have sex until you are married.” 

The guy is still trying to get the condom off when I finish. The girl just looks at me, nods and allows me to pick up my basket and walk away without another word. That is until I hear her find her inner goddess and that goddess is not happy. 

“You asshole! You piece a shit liar! She’s right, isn’t she? You don’t love me, you just wanted to deflower me didn’t you! Well, you can’t have my flower!” she shouts and finishes by throwing up her right hand in the air to meet his cheek with a fierce slap.

I want to invite this chick to join the Ladies Club right then and there. That slap was impressive as hell.

“Ouch, that fucking hurt,” the guy squeals. 

I turn my back to them and start heading down the shampoo aisle, convinced my job here is done, when I turn my head just in time to see the chick thrust her right knee into his crotch with all the anger of every woman on earth, sending him holding his dick and groaning to the floor. I don’t every try to hold back my laughter as I continue to watch the shit show. She pulls her cell phone from her back pocket and snaps a few pictures of him laying on the ground, the condom still covering his forehead and part of his ears. His face is a great shade of magenta with a beautiful purple undertone. I can only assume she plans to show the pictures to all her friends and hopefully a few of his too. When she seems to be done she looks over to me.

“Thank you!” is all she shouts before turning the opposite direction and stomping away. 

All I can think is I really hope she is the one who drove.
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Walking down the aisle, I can’t seem to shake the smile from my face but, at the same time I cannot believe I freaking did that. What if he calls the cops and wants to press charges? I will be so incredibly screwed if he does. How would I explain shoving a condom over a guy’s face to the police? The vision of the police laughing at me then putting me in cuffs to haul my ass to jail fills my mind. How would I tell my parents? As an added bonus, my imagination throws in just how embarrassing it would be if I were to end up staining the upholstery of the cop car because my one and only tampon overflowed. I cringe at how that would only increase my level of humiliation this evening from a five or six to a nice round ten. I’m gonna kill Sue if I go to jail!

I pull out my phone to text her fair warning. 

 

Ava: If I end up in jail tonight, it is entirely your fault! I just shoved a condom over some douche’s head so, yeah, if you have to bail me out, fair warning, I’m gonna kick your ass. 

 

I feel better after hitting send and think who am I kidding? He would never dare call the cops on me. How would he explain what happened to the police? He unwillingly allowed a girl to shove a condom over his head, which left him open to get his ass partially kicked by another girl. He is never going to tell anyone that story. And even if the picture gets shared among his friends I am sure he will come up with some story that explains it. 

I let out a small laugh as the vision of his face a split second before the condom made contact with his skin floods my mind. He thought he was all gagsta or liv’in the thug life and then BAM! he gets owned by a girl with a condom. I guess the bright side of me getting my period tonight is that I got to take out some of my pent up PMS aggression on someone who deserved it.

I’m still smiling as I start to pass the five-dollar movie bins and slow my pace so I can scan the top layer. I’m not sure what it is about this damn bin. I know there’s nothing in it that would be a must-have movie classic, and yet it calls to me like a siren in the night. Each time I pass the oversized plastic box I feel I an uncontrollable desire to waste a few minutes rummaging through to see if I can find a hidden treasure. This time is no different. I stop next to the bin and toss movies around so I can scan the hidden titles. 

A few minutes later, I’m on cloud nine when I find a two-movie collection: Kate & Leopold along with Serendipity. They’re a must-have shark week DVD since they’re both great romcoms, plus how can I turn down five dollars for two movies? I can’t! It would be a crime worth calling the police on me for. I am riding the excitement wave as I toss the movies in my basket, silently congratulating myself on my awesome find. That is until I hear a soft voice speak. 

“Disgraceful.” 

The word startles me. I look up from the bin to find the speaker. I don’t immediately see anyone, so I turn to look behind me. I am slightly surprised to see a little old woman, shorter than I am, and she’s staring back at me. I continue to look around us to find who she might have been talking to. When I see no one else, I can’t hide the confused expression on my face. 

“I’m sorry, are you talking to me?" I ask, pulling my hand up to my chest.

“Who else would I be talking too? You are the only one around,” she replies sharply.

“Did you say disgraceful?” 

“Yes,” she replies sharply with a scowl on her face.

I am so confused. I have no idea who this woman is, or why she is talking to me. Does she think I am someone else? Is she lost? Why is she here so damn late at her age?

“I’m sorry can I help you in some way?” I ask her.

“You can help me by dressing properly for an outing, you kids these days have no pride, and it is disgraceful,” she informs me.

What? I mean What? I don’t understand her meaning. Dress properly for an outing? I am hardly dressing improperly for a trip to the store, in the middle of the night. 

I look down inspecting my clothes, blue jeans no holes in the wrong places, in fact, there are no holes at all, my newish black tee shirt wrinkle free with no stains, oh my god stains. My heart skips a beat thinking about what I can’t see. Did I freaking leak? Panicked I take a casual, yet panicked look to my crotch. Thank god, all clear. I look down to my shoes, they are nothing special, but I wouldn’t call them disgraceful. So now I’m thoroughly confused by this woman.

“I’m sorry, I’m not sure what you mean,” I say, using my most respectful tone.

Any other time I would have shrugged it off and walked away assuming she was crazy, but she caught me at just the right moment. I was excited about my find and now she has me a little curious.

“You kids today, you don’t know how to dress yourselves properly, you just have no respect for you or your family name. That is what I mean,” she snaps.

My eyes blink slowly. Her answer wasn’t an answer at all. This woman truly is off her rocker. She had to have escaped from a retirement home or funny farm, or something. Rather than continue this insanity I smile, then nod in agreement and turn my attention back to the movie bin, quickly pick up a movie and pretend to read the back.

“You are so ignorant that you don’t even know your crime do you?” she blurts throwing her arms up, her voice full of annoyance. 

“My crime? I am sorry, you’re right, I have no idea what you’re talking about. If my clothing has somehow offended you in some way I apologize, but there is nothing wrong with the way that I’m dressed,” I tell her, keeping my voice as soft and polite as possible. 

She might be off her rocker but, she is still my elder and my grandma would pull out her wooden spoon and throttle my ass if she found out I sassed an elder. 

She glares at me for a moment then she rolls her eyes and begins shaking her head. I stand watching, waiting for whatever comes next, and just as I think this little trip on the crazy train might be over, she starts to walk toward me with a scowl on her face. Thoughts of the headlines flash in my head as she moves closer to me, “Granny throws helpless woman over her knee and spanks her for wearing jeans in public,” or maybe, “Granny washes woman’s mouth out with soap in public bathroom as punishment for back talking.” On the other hand, possibly “Woman sent to stand in corner at local retailers to think about what she has done.” 

This is karmic payback for my condom attack, I just know it. Damn it, I should have stayed at home. Note to self: call Sue and yell at her for using all my damn Tampons. 

The old woman reaches behind me and I feel her pull tightly at the tag on the back of my shirt. 

“I don’t know how you dare leave the house like this, it is disgraceful,” she said pulling her arm away.

“Excuse me?” I responded, my tone not hiding my new level of irritation. 

“You kids these days, just a bunch of disrespectful youths. I tell you, they have no respect for their appearance or their elders,” she mumbles as she starts to walk away shaking her head

My jaw about hit the floor. I was half tempted to run after her and tell her what a crazy old woman she was, no way would a normal person be this agitated about a tag sticking out of a shirt. Luckily, I was distracted by a melodious voice.

“Don’t mind her.” 

When I turn toward the voice to meet whatever new hell I will be shoved into I am shocked to see a tall, make-your-knees-weak handsome man standing on the other side of the movie bin. My jaw once again hits the floor.

“I wouldn’t take anything she says to heart. She’s a little senile, comes in all the time and finds ways to complain about something,” he tells me.

“I, ah, um,” I stutter.

“Are you ok?” he asks

It’s only then that I realize my mouth is still gaping open and that I haven’t managed to say a real word.

“Sorry, yes, I’m fine, I was just um, well it was a little weird,” I tell him, letting a small embarrassed laugh out.

“I’ve seen her around a few times. She’ll use any excuse to scold someone.”

“So you don’t find my tag offensive?” I joke.

“Well of course I do, how could I not, it is fashion rule number one, isn’t it?” he jokes back with a smile.

We both begin to laugh, and I can feel my cheeks blushing.

“Thank you, I think I needed that. My name is Ava,” I tell him.

“I’m Liam.”

“So what brings you to here so late?” I ask.

“Oh you know, just needed to pick a few things up. You?” He says pulling his basket up and setting it on top of the movies. 

I scan the basket and see a car air freshener, an As Seen on TV gadget that I can’t quite see what it is exactly, a small roll of bubble wrap; all odd things to need in the middle of the night. Then again am I only thinking that because I am painfully aware of what is in my basket. I quickly angle my body to the side attempting to hide the basket from his view. God, I hope he didn’t get a chance to see what was in mine. 

“Same here, I just needed a few things and I couldn’t sleep.”

“Well I should probably get going.” He smiles making perfect eye contact with me.

“Oh, ah, me too,” I stutter trying to act casual while glancing down to the floor. 

“Maybe I’ll run into you again sometime.” 

I smile. “I look forward to it.” 

Liam nods then shoots me one last smile before he turns to walk away in the opposite direction. Can I really just let him walk away? There was definitely some eye flirting going on. No, if he wanted my number he would have asked. Or maybe he likes women to take charge and ask for his number, or maybe he has a girlfriend, or maybe he is gay. 

Oh, fuck it. What do I have to lose?

“Wait,” I shout.

Liam stops and turns back toward me.

“How about I give you my number, you know, in case you want some company next time you have to make a middle of the night shopping run.” 

Liam begins walking back toward me, his eyes locked to mine.

“Sure, I’d like that.”

“Give me your phone and I will put my number in.” 

Liam pulls his cell phone out of his back pocket with a noticeable hesitation; before he hands it to me he looks up toward the ceiling fixating on something for a second before his eyes come back to me. 

It’s odd for sure but I don’t care and quickly plug in my number into his contacts then hand the phone back to him.

“So am I allowed to call you even if it is not for a middle of the night shopping spree?” he asks ginning, again looking to the ceiling.

“Absolutely, I would love that” I answer with a smile.

As I turn to leave I glance up toward the ceiling trying to find what he is looking at. I don’t see anything interesting and shrug it off.
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Coming down off my Liam high, I start to think about the old woman again and how this has been one hell of a freaking weird night. I wonder what the hell is going on with the stars. Is it a full moon? Is this a bad version of a gremlins parody movie, where after midnight any normal person who ventures to the twenty-four hour chain store, goes fucking bat-shit crazy? I don’t know what the trigger is here but, they seem to be multiplying. All I want to do at this moment is get some sugary goodness and some salty heaven and get the hell out of Dodge, go home to veg out for the next few days and wait to see if Liam calls me. 

I quicken my pace toward the food aisle as I repeat to myself, “Something salty and something sugary, something salty and something sugary, something salty and something sugary then I am out of here.”

I avoid looking at anyone I pass, even the employees pretending to be busy as I walk by them. To stay focused I start thinking about what food I might want to comfort myself over the next forty-eight hours while I endure the whole I’m bloated, tired, cramping, angry for no reason, why can’t they play anything good on tv rollercoaster of fun. 

The salty goodies of aisle twelve catch my eyes first. I quickly turn down the aisle with the walls filled with boxed fat disguised as healthy treats on one side and the bagged oil saturated potatoes all waiting to attach itself to my ass on the other. Normally I try to limit the amount of junk food I eat, but not today. Not that I have any issue with junk food, it’s that I have absolutely no self-control. If I let myself, I would eat enough Ranch Doritos to build a bridge from my apartment to the moon and back, with no regard for waist size or cholesterol level.

My week of Beaver Fever is the only time I allow myself to eat whatever I want however much I want. It helps me keep the rest of the month’s eating habits in check and makes having my period all that more enjoyable. 

I finish scanning both walls, then I toss Ranch Doritos, Pringles, and Cheetos into my basket. Before heading for the sweets, I take one last look to make sure I don’t want anything else. I spot the pizza-flavored, gluten-free chips. Now, I have no intention of getting the wrongfully-flavored pieces of cardboard, but, it does make me think about pizza; I may want to grab some frozen pizzas and pizza rolls before I leave. 

I leave the chips behind and start heading toward to the candy aisle. As I walk, I smile at the thought of the hot melted cheese stringing as I pick up a slice of deep dish topped with pepperoni. My mouth starts to water at the thought of the crispy crust resting on my tongue. Yes, I am definitely getting pizza! 

My mouth stops drooling by the time I turn the corner to locate one of my favorite period candies: Hershey’s White Chocolate Bliss. It has a mind-blowing hard chocolate shell that melts away to reveal a soft center of creamy chocolate that will send you into ecstasy the moment it hits your taste buds. Let me put it this way, if it was between sex and a Hershey Bliss, I would take the Bliss in a heartbeat. Actually faster than a heartbeat, because the heartbeat would have to try and catch up with me. Why you ask? Because putting this little morsel in my mouth is a guaranteed orgasm. 

I grab two bags and toss them into my basket and when I look back up I spot the classic little red box of Chocolate Covered Cherries. I haven’t had them in years. The memories of getting them in our stockings for Christmas reminds me of how much I used to look forward to them. I used to eat them slowly; I only allowed myself one each day so I could savor them longer. My taste buds would scream for another, but my mind was made up, only one per day. 

Yep four boxes straight into the basket, I am not dealing with that old one-a-day rule this week. I turn to search for something more to nibble on that wasn’t chocolate, when I spot a little old woman walking toward me. 

I take a deep nervous breath then release it when I see it is not crazy old tag lady. This one seems like she is really sweet, as we make eye contact she smiles then nods at me as we pass each other. I grab a few more artificially sweetened treats before I decide I have enough stock for now. All that is left if to grab my frozen salvation and I will be on my merry way.

“Excuse me, miss?”

Now what? I ask myself when I hear the nice woman call out to me. If I was the disrespectful youth the other woman thought me to be I would just keep walking, however, I am not so I don’t. I put a big smile on my face, spin on the balls of my feet and face her.

“Yes?” I reply

“Could you please help me? I am not as tall as I used to be and I can’t seem to reach the sugar packets,” she asks me softly.

Yes! Something quick and simple, not crazy, and perfectly normal.

“Of course I can,” I tell her as I walk back towards her and the sugar packets.

“Oh you are such a sweet girl for helping an old shrinking woman,” she laughs.

“It’s no trouble at all, really, I'm happy to help.”

The woman points to the brand she wants on the top shelf, I reach for it effortlessly. Standing next to her I see there was no way she was going to be able to reach them. She would have had to climb up on the bottom shelf, balance herself and then try to reach the top shelf that still probably would have out of her reach. 

“Would you believe I used to be five foot eleven?” she asks me as I hand her the small box.

“Ah, really?”

“Oh heavens no, I’m just pulling yanking your chain. But I have shrunk over the years,” She says tapping my arm in jest.

I smile empathetically. “That’s a bummer, I can’t imagine what it would be like.”

I desperately want to walk away now that I have completed her request, but she continues to make small talk. I always feel bad when I am in this situation. I have no idea if she is lonely, looking for a friendly ear, or just being polite. 

 “Well I tell you, growing older is no picnic, but there are some perks,” she says smiling “You get to watch your children and grandchildren grow up, you get to experience life in ways you can’t yet imagine. Then when you get to be about forty-seven you get to ditch that monthly reminder you are a woman,” she says with a wink.

“I’m sorry?”

“Oh I’m just teasing you; I saw the feminine product in your basket.”

“Oh, I get it,” I laugh politely.

“I do have to say though that when my monthly was finally done and over with for good I sat down and had a glass of wine to celebrate. Well, it might have been more than one glass.”

“Yes, I suppose that is something to celebrate,” I laugh.

Why are we talking about this? Is it rude if I tell her I have to go? How long am I required to stand here? 

“I remember the cravings and the bloating and I say good riddance to them,” she says excitedly tapping my hand.

“Yeah, I suppose it’s the curse of being a woman,” I smirk.

“I must say though, your choice of Chocolate Covered Cherries is an interesting one. I haven’t been able to eat them since I got my very first monthly,” she tells me while staring into my basket.

I know I am going to regret asking this, I feel it in every bone in my body. Unfortunately, even knowing that, I can’t stop the words from flying out of my mouth.

“Oh, really why is that?”

“Well, you see, my mother had purchased a box for me to make me feel better about starting my monthly. She knew I love them, you see. But it was a hot August day and I let the last one sit out too long. See, back then we didn’t have air conditioning. Anyway, by the time I went back to the box, the last one was partially melted. When I picked it up, the chocolate flattened in my hand and ran down covering my fingers, and the cherry almost fell to the ground. I ended up having to lick my fingers clean.”

“Well that doesn’t sound so bad,” I say confused.

“Oh that part wasn’t, but later that day when I had to make a bowel movement I looked down at the paper in my hand after wiping; well it looked like I had crapped out a box of melted chocolate covered cherries. So haven’t touched them since,” she explains. 

After she finishes her story the woman smiles, and walks away.

“Have a good night dear,” she says, waving good-bye. 

My jaw drops to the ground. Did she really just say that? I think I just threw up in my mouth. Did she really just fucking tell me that story? Seriously, I think I am going to be sick. 

There is no way I will be able to get that visual out of my head anytime soon, so there is no way I am going to enjoy my treat. I reach into my basket and pull out the four boxes of what was to be cherry goodness with a side of wonderful chocolate and slowly put them back on the shelf. 

“Screw you Sue.” I mumble as I pull my cell phone out of my back pocket.

 

Ava: You have ruined Chocolate covered cherries for me for life. I hope you are happy with yourself. 

 

Sliding the cell phone back into my jeans pocket, I hold back the urge to vomit as the image slams back into my mind. I am so done with this night. I just want to go home. I might even want my mommy to hold me and tell me everything is going to be ok. 
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I need to get the hell out of the place as fast as I can. I start power walking toward the frozen section to grab a few pizzas A few aisles down, a nice-looking male employee lifts his head from stocking an endcap full of Chicken in a Biskit and Easy Cheese, he tries to say hello to me as I approach. I rudely throw my hand up in a don’t talk to me pose that shouts I am on a mission, so do not say one word to me. The man’s smile fades into a scowl and he turns back to his shelves. 

I take a hard turn down the frozen section that holds the key to me getting out of this shit-show. I find my go-to frozen pizza waiting for me behind the thick glass. I don’t hesitate for a moment before I swing open the door, reach in, and grab three pepperoni Totino’s Party Pizzas and slam the door shut. 

That’s it, off to checkout I go, with everything I needed plus one little extra, my movie. All in all, I have to say I didn’t do too bad. I am going to get out of this place with very little damage to my wallet. 

As I approach the self-check-out, I am shocked to see a rope in front of the entry point, and all the lights above the machines are off. Dang it. I love self-check-out, no cashier trying to make small talk before they ask you if you would like to donate a dollar to whatever charity they are raising money for this month. I always feel so guilty saying no to them, I do say yes when I can, but I am not exactly living the most financially-stable life. 

I keep walking down to the middle of the row of check-out lanes, toward the only light-in-a-box that is turned on. Lane number 10, the last step before I can go home to Bella, put on my comfy pants, and crawl into bed. I imagine Bella sprawled out on my queen sized bed waiting for me to get home. 

I finally turn into the lane to find two people ahead of me in line. Well, one person and one fairy, I think. Directly ahead of me is a middle-aged woman with a cart full of groceries and in front of her is a medium-tall balding man wearing a white leotard and a pink tutu with fairy wings made from what looks like old metal coat hangers and pink tulle. A white halo made from several white pipe cleaners—I think that is what it’s made of—rests over the top of his head. His face is covered with a scruffy beard, which, in my opinion, just brings the whole look together. 

The woman looks back at me and shakes her head while rolling her eyes; she is obviously not impressed by this person’s choice of wardrobe. Lucky for him, the mean old woman isn’t around. She would have had a field day with this guy.

The cashier scans Mr. Fairy’s last item and reads out the total.

“That will be twenty-five dollars and thirty-seven cents.”

“Isn’t that wonderful, I hope quarters will work,” the man says, faking a female tone.

The cashier’s eyes about popped out of her head when the man lifts a red velvet-looking drawstring bag and begins scooping out quarters.

“I, um, well, don’t you have a debit card or something?” the cashier asks him.

“Oh no Dearie, the tooth fairy never carriers such things, I only ever have quarters on me,” the Tooth Fairy says in his feminine voice. 

I cannot believe this is happening to me. What in the hell is this world coming to when you can’t get tampons in the middle of the night in peace without crazy people lurking around the corner. 

The man continues to count his quarters, aloud. 

“One, two, three, four, that makes three dollars. One, two, three, four, that makes four dollars.” 

The woman in front of me huffs loudly then begins rubbing her temples. My guess is she doing this to calm herself and keep from strangling the strange man. At that moment, he pauses and turns toward her.

“Is there a problem here?” he asks.

My eyes have no choice but to focus on his mouth as he speaks in a snarky tone to her. I notice several of his teeth are missing. I can’t, I just can’t believe this madness. This has to be a dream. Scratch that, this has to be some kind of nightmare brought on by stress, or hormones, or something I ate. No way can this actually be happening. 

“Nope, by all means, please keep counting out your quarters, it's not like I have anything better to do than to sit here and wait for your crazy ass,” the woman fires back.

“Listen here. Quarters are a legal form of tender and the preferred currency of my people, so get over it.”

His feminine voice has disappeared to reveal a deeper, scratchier male voice.

“Your people?” She barks. “And just who the hell would they be? The clinically insane or the I’m desperately seeking attention kind of people?” 

“At least I’m not one of your people. I’d hate to be a frigid bitch with that hooking-witch nose,” he snarls back.

Oh hell, he did not just say that. With those words, the woman lets loose on him, her fury flying out without a care in the world.

I make eye contact with the cashier, who mouths a silent, I am so sorry, to me.

I smile at her and shrug my shoulders. Like, what can you do? After another minute, I place my basket on the floor because I might be here for a while. After a few more minutes of listening to them bicker back and forth like an old married couple, the woman asks for a manager. Well, demands one is more like it. At this point, I start to feel a rumbling in my tummy. You might know the one. The one tells you that it’s time to find a bathroom soon or you will be incredibly sorry. 

Had this night not gone so horribly wrong, I’d be at home right now instead of standing in the line from hell, still trying to pay for my crap while watching the damn Gong Show. If I had any guts at all I’d just take my basket and walk out the damn door without paying. I think this wretched store owes me for the shit I have dealt with tonight. 

My tummy grumbles more and I realize I do not have much time. Luckily, the Gong Show in front of me seems to be coming to an end. The manager arrives, manages to calms the two flaming idiots down, and helps both the guy and the cashier count out quarters as quickly as possible. The woman, still not happy by the look on her face, has finally shut her mouth long enough to let them just get it counted out and move on. With my tummy not getting any happier, I look up to the ceiling and count the exposed beams, trying to keep my mind off what is coming very soon. That is, until the woman makes yet another crappy remark then I hear coins tinkling to the ground. 

If you guessed the woman said something like, “You and your people need to be locked up on the funny farm,” then the now super-pissed-off fairy swiped all the neatly stacked piles of change into the floor in a fit of rage, you’d be right! I was too busy counting beams to pay attention so I missed the actual explosion, but now the arguing continues. 

I try to grab the manager’s attention to suggest that she open another lane to check the woman and me out, but I can’t get a word in over the tooth-fairy wannabe. Finally, I have to make a choice: drop my basket and leave, run to Walgreens for tampons, and just go home, or just use the bathroom here and hope this mess is over when I get done. 

My tummy is screaming for the bathroom, like right now, so I guess it’s making the choice for me. I grab my basket, walk around to an empty lane, and cross over to the bathrooms. The door has a giant sign reminding shoppers that baskets and carts are not allowed in the bathroom. Not wanting any more drama tonight, I quickly place my basket on the bench sitting between the men’s room and the ladies room and swing the door open. 

I can feel the pressure building toward an eruption and wonder if I might have waited a minute too long. I push open the stall door and with lighting speed, I unbutton my jeans, pull them and my granny panties to the floor and slam down on the porcelain throne. 

Just as I am getting ready to let the gates open I hear... a low clearing of the throat. Shit balls of fire, someone else is in the bathroom with me. Fuck, fuck, fuck. If I let the gates open now, I will not only break common bathroom etiquette but will probably scare the woman to death. 

I clench tight and start concentrating on anything except for what I need to do. Luckily, I hear her taking toilet paper off the roll as it spins loudly, and then I hear her zipper close after a few seconds. Ok here is my chance; come on, come on, come on, FLUSH! As soon as I hear the music in the form of the toilet flushing, I can let the gates open for a brief second and release some of the pressure. 

Waiting.

Waiting.

WAITING! COME ON ALREADY! FLUSH DAMN YOU!

It feels like an eternity waiting for that flush, what the fuck is taking her so damn long? It's the little silver stick attached to the back of the toilet, it is not hard to find! 

I can feel the beads of sweat forming on my forehead as I curl my toes. 

Oh my god woman, flush the damn toilet already! I am going to explode any second. My body is starting to shake and I can’t hold it much longer.

Then to my relief I hear the sound I have been longing for, the textbook sound of the click before the flush. The roar of the water fills the air and I release.

The feeling is pure ecstasy! The pressure in my tummy immediately starts to subside, giving me some much-needed relief. As soon as the roar ends, I clench one more time to wait for her to leave. 

The woman takes her sweet-ass time washing her hands, then drying them. I’m sure she’s trying to kill me here. I hear her drying her hands with the paper towels and I think she is actually fully drying them. Come on lady, do what we all do. Dry them a little and use your pant legs to finish as you walk! I am close to exploding again when I hear her clear her throat and I assume walk toward the door. As soon as I hear the door close behind her, I release once again, letting out a loud extremely satisfying moan.

Ten minutes and three flushes later I am empty and ready to finish this trip from hell so I can go home. I reach over to the large grey dispenser to reach for some toilet paper. Unfortunately, my hand only finds the rough feel of the cardboard.

“Noooooo,” I shout in disbelief “No, no, no, no, SHIT!” 

This cannot be happening, this really cannot be happening right now. 

“You have got to be shitting me,” I shout.

There has to be a second roll on the other side, there just has to be. I feel for the plastic slider and try to push it over. It won’t budge. 

“Ok, I can do this, be smarter than the plastic, you are smarter than the plastic,” I coach myself.

I pick myself slightly off the seat and pivot to the right so I can get a better angle. Bending my head down to get a better look I find a little black button and push it. The slider moves easily to the other side, however, all I find is more cardboard.

“Fucking A!’

After taking a moment to bang my head against the stall wall, I lift myself up again and pivot back to the left, as I press my bottom back down onto the seat I feel it. My eyes widen as I feel it. The gross warm wetness of my poo now attached to my leg.

“SON OF A MOTHERLESS GOAT!” 

I plow my face into my hands and use all my strength not to cry at this stupidity. Ok, think. Maybe if I shout for the cashier she will come to help me. It is worth a try anyway. 

“HELLO!” I shout.

“HELLO, CAN ANYONE HEAR ME?”

Nothing.

After a few more attempts of getting someone’s attention and failing miserably, I have no choice but to call the store. I retrieve my cell phone from my purse and quickly do a Google search for the number and hit dial. I listen to the opening greeting wishing that a live person would answer, but no, once the greeting is done I am asked to press a number for the department I want to talk to. 

“If you know the extension you are trying to reach please press it now. For the bakery press one, for sporting goods press two, for seasonal press three, for customer service press five.” 

I quickly press five and wait.

“Customer Service this is Peg, how can I help you?”

“Hi Peg, I am sorry to bother you, but I am in your bathroom and I have no toilet paper in my stall, would someone be able to come bring me some, please?”

“Excuse me?” the understandably confused woman asks.

“I am in the bathroom and there is no toilet paper, I need some, can someone bring it to me?”

“Lady I do not have time for these games, it is two-thirty in the morning and I am not falling for any pranks tonight.”

“No, wait!”

Before I can get the words out Peg hangs up on me. I guess I shouldn’t be surprised she didn’t believe me. I’m not sure I would believe me. And given the way my night is going, why would that have worked. Wait, did she say Two-thirty? What the hell, where had the time gone, I really need to get home and crawl into my bed.

Ok, well I have no other choice, I am going to have to make a break for it and pray that no one walks in on me. I quickly unlock my stall door and with my pants still around my ankles I shimmy to the stall next door. 

“YES!” 

I find a very full roll of toilet paper, with lightning speed I unroll a large wad into my hands and shimmy back to my original stall. I didn’t want to risk someone coming in now and seeing the mess I made. I make fast work of cleaning up myself and the seat before pulling my pants up and grabbing my purse to leave. 

About then I realized I was getting a little full, if you know what I mean. Dang it, I should have opened the box and brought at least one of them in with me. Scanning the room I find the large silver machine that every ladies room has. I dig to the bottom of my purse for a quarter.

A few minutes later I am ready to try checking out again and more than ready to go home to Bella. 
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I pull open the bathroom door to exit the ladies room with a newfound pep in my step, knowing I am moments from getting out of this insane asylum. Or so I thought, as I look down to the bench to where I left my basket to retrieve it except ... that it’s gone. You have got to be kidding me! Where is my basket? I look to the left, nothing; I look back to the right, nothing. I walk over to the Service Counter, still nothing. With no other choice, I walk over to the only cashier.

“Excuse me, did you see where my basket went? I set it on the bench over by the women’s bathroom door.”

With a guilty expression on her face, the cashier looks over my shoulder toward the bathrooms.

“Oh um, you mean you were still in there? I am so sorry, we thought you left and decided not to get the items.”

“Huh? Why would I leave without getting my stuff?” I demand.

“Well with all that was happening with that strange man who thought he was the tooth fairy I thought you decided to leave.”

“And why would I have put the basket by the bathroom if I was leaving.”

“Oh I don’t know, I guess I thought you just put it down as you were leaving.”

“Whatever, do you still have it?” I speak slowly trying to hide my annoyance but failing. 

“I’m sorry I don’t, my manager took it to put all the items back.”

My eyes must have jumped out of my skull and threatened to slap her because she took a small step backward like she is getting ready to make a run for it. 

“You are messing with me, right?” I ask with a forced laugh.

Her guilt-and-fear-filled eyes tell me that she is not messing with me. I admit I was being rude but I have had about enough of this night. I give her another evil glare before rolling my eyes and turning to go grab another basket. 

This night cannot honestly be happening; this is the most ridiculous night of my life. No one will ever believe me that this ever happened. 

I reach the hand-held baskets and grab a new one, then begin marching back to the feminine products aisle. My face must scream do no talk to me, do not even look at me because the two people I passed turned wide-eyed and immediately turned away the moment they made eye contact with me. I have to admit I was fully ok with that, since this is the most pissed-off I had probably ever been in my life. That is, until I hear my name in a sweet voice next to me.

“Ava, hey there you are. I was looking all over for you.” 

“Liam? What are you still doing here?” 

I don’t know why but my mood is immediately changed. I am no longer pissed off Ava now I am giddy, butterfly-filled Ava. 

“Ok so, I actually work here; I’m an undercover shopper,” he tells me leaning over to whisper in my ear. 

I don’t know why he has to whisper that, but then I catch a hint of red forming on his cheeks. Is he embarrassed? I don’t know why he would be, it sounds like a lot of fun. In a way, he is kind of a spy. I picture him lurking around corners waiting to see a would-be thief stows some goods away in their pockets or bag, the thrill of jumping into view telling them to freeze, or chasing them around the store before taking them to the ground. I feel the adrenaline already coursing through me. That’s when I remember he was looking for me; does he think I stole something? 

“Oh, ok. So why were you looking for me?” I hesitate. 

His cheeks are still flushed. “I have a favor to ask you.” 

“Ok, why didn’t you just call me?”

“I wasn’t sure if you had left and might be sleeping.”

Oh, how sweet is he? He’s not that wrong, I wish I were at home sleeping, well maybe not now that something good might actually come from this night straight out of the Twilight Zone.

“What do you need?” I try to hold back my excitement, he has a favor to ask, god please let it be that I get to be his sidekick. 

 “I think there is a woman shoplifting in the make-up aisle and there is no reason for me to be over there. Can you come with me and pretend to be my girlfriend?” he answers still whispering. 

My heart would leap from my chest if it wasn’t for my ribs holding it in. This is going to be the best night of my life. He needs my help to catch a shoplifter. Maybe he will even let me take her down if she does. 

“Yes I’d love to help. What exactly do you need me to do? But first, why are you whispering?” My words do not hide my excitement.

“I am whispering so no one can hear me, as I am a secret shopper, and all I need you to do is pretend you are shopping for make-up or for whatever else you see in whatever aisle she is in. That way I can play the bored boyfriend and keep an eye on her.”

“Why don’t you just use the camera to watch her?” I ask, trying to calm myself down and not seem too eager. 

“Because people are sneaky, they have become experts at hiding it from the cameras. That is why they need people on the floor watching from a different angle.”

Helping catch someone in the act of stealing feels like a great way to blow off some steam. I would love to watch their face as they try to explain the reasons for the theft while their face is pressing against the floor from the weight of one of us on top of them. This is going to be great! While I am pretending to further contemplate his proposal I take a look at his basket again. Same items as before a car air freshener, an as seen on T.V. gadget and a small roll of bubble wrap. Now that I know what he is doing, it's a pretty pathetic attempt at pretending to shop.

“Ok first of all, you need to ditch the stuff in your basket. They scream I am really here to watch you.”

“How do you figure that?” he asks in a slightly defensive tone. 

“Ok let me ask this, how old are you?”

“Twenty-five, why?”

“Because what twenty-five year old is going to go shopping in the middle of the night to buy that crap? Think about it, if I am a shoplifter trying to avoid getting caught, the moment I saw a guy your age with random shit in his basket near me I would assume he was there to watch me. If you ask me a package of tube socks, KY Jelly and a box of Kleenex would be much more convincing.” I blurt quietly.

Guessing by the stunned look on his face, I might have taken this one step further than I needed to prove my point. Of course, I’m now wondering if he will delete my number from his phone as soon as he is done pretending to be my boyfriend. 

Then I see the corner of his lips twitch. 

“You know, I never thought of that. When they trained me, they just said I should always keep something in my basket and maybe change my shirt every few hours.”

“I think they should think about who they have walking around and what would make the most sense to have in the basket, also the time of day. But I’m no expert so who am I to criticize?”

“I’ll definitely keep that in mind in the future.” He grins at me. “So. Are you going to help me?”

I smile back. “Sure, why not? Sounds like fun.” 

 Liam walks over to an aisle with Band-Aids and other first-aid stuff and places his basket on the floor, then he turns and leads us toward the beauty aisles. My heart is pounding when we turn down an aisle and I see a medium-sized woman wearing a very baggy grey hooded sweatshirt with light blue knee high capris and a giant black purse, perfect for shoving large quantities of merchandise into, hanging from her left shoulder that no one could miss. 

We stop about four feet from her and I begin looking at eyeshadows. I pick up, more like fumble to pick up a few color pallets and try pretending to concentrate on which one I would actually buy. I am using every muscle in my body to fight back the urge to stare at her. I want nothing more than to sneak a peek at what the woman might be doing. 

I can feel my willpower starting to fail me, my eyes start the mutiny by trying to catch a glimpse by rolling to the right. My neck muscle is twitching as I fight the urge to turn my head and allow for my body to win the rebellion between what I want to do and what I need to do. I need a distraction, and so does Liam. He is staring at her like she is a two-legged cat chasing a blind squirrel up a tree. 

“Hey Pookie bear,” I blurt softly in the best fake girlfriend, slightly high-pitched voice I can muster. 

“Yeah,” Liam’s eyes widen and arm themselves with daggers as he answers. 

“Do you think this color would look good on me?” I tease shoving a pallet of green eye shadow inches from his face.

“Sure, why not?” His tone is less annoyed, but still leery of what I’m up to.

“Hmn, I’m not sure green is really my color,” I say and toss it on to the bottom rail of the display along with the two others I was holding.

I have to use everything in me not to burst into laughter when his eyebrows dip together giving me a dirty look as he watches me making a mess of them, rather putting them back in the slots I found them.

“This one is more me, don’t you think Pookie bear?” I tease once again as I pull the larger multi-tone pallet from its place on the shelf. 

Liam looks down at the rectangle case that holds a very dramatic array of shimmering bronze-tone eye shadows. 

“Sure, everything looks good on you,” he answers back, his mildly sarcastic tone hanging on each word.

I think it is time to turn it up a notch. He has to know I am actually trying to help him. No couple our age is going to silently look at make-up at two thirty in the morning. 

“Come on, that’s not true. Remember when I tried that deep navy blue for that party last year? It looked like I had been in a fight, and everyone asked if I was ok, and I was like of course I am, why wouldn’t I be?” I blather. 

“Not really,” Liam doesn’t look like he is catching on, and the irritation in his eyes is unmistakable. 

I turn my back to the woman so I am facing Liam head on, I pop my hip and lock his eyes with mine as I open them wide and mouth the words play along.”

“Come on, remember I had the bouncer at that bar we went to pull me aside and ask me if I was ok, and asked if he needed to teach you a lesson about hitting women?”

“Nope, not even a little,” he says, giving me the stink eye. 

“Oh my god how can you not, that was the same night Jill hooked up with Jack and we made fun of them all night long! We even got the bartender to fill one of the pails they use to hold ice and bottles of beer, with water and vodka with like ten straws.” 

I can see he was noting wanting to play along with my game. His cheeks start to twitch with each word I say. I can only hope he is fighting back laughter but it could be anger, it’s not like I know him that well. I give him one last wide eye glare and roll my eyes to the side trying to let him know this is for her benefit.

Liam’s eyes look past me for a moment, then he dips his head while his right-hand raises to push his hair back. 

“Oh yeah, that was the night you started dancing on the bar and fell off when you tried to do a booty drop,” he quickly snaps at me, whipping his head upright.

Finally, he gets it. I might not have gone as far as having me attempt a booty pop on top of a bar, but hey it’s all in fun. 

“You promised you would never bring that up again,” I snap, turning back to face the shelves. 

“What can I say, that was really the only memorable part of the night,” he proclaims. 

Out of the corner of my eye I watch as the woman slowly walks to the end of the aisle and takes a left. 

“What are you doing?” Liam whispers.

“You were staring at her way to hard, there was no way she was going to do anything with you staring her down like she was a criminal. I assume you are trying to catch her in the act rather than prevent it.”

“What are you, some kind of shoplifting expert?” 

“No, but I used to work at Claire’s in the mall when I was in high school. I used to catch shoplifters all the time, but I could only call Mall Security once they left the store. I learned a few things along the way about spotting them.”

“Fine, so got any other bright ideas? You scared her away!”

“I will let you know when I think of something. And we didn’t scare her away,” I giggle. 

“You are crazy, you know that?”

“Yep, so did she take anything?” 

“Nope.”

My disappointment was hard to hide, I was hoping we would get to run around the corner and tackle her. 

“Hum, ok, what is in the next aisle?”

“Nail polish and stuff like that I think.”

“Perfect, you wait here and in a minute follow me, asking me if I’m almost done, oh and act like you are really irritated.”

Liam doesn’t question my plan, he just nods and does what I ask. I grab a few random products from the closest shelf and toss them into my basket. I keep one in my hand and casually walk over to find some nail polish. 

The woman doesn’t bother to glance over at me when I round the corner, she does remove her hand from a package of fake nails that for now are still hanging on the hook. I walk over to a display of nail polish and start holding the package of eye shadow up to each bottle to see what colors match it best. I grab a few bottles that look good, open the top and paint one of my nails with each color.

A few seconds later Liam comes around the corner, a little faster than I would have liked. His eyes go straight to my fingernails. 

“What are you doing?” he shouts, eyes glued to my hands. 

“Testing the color, what does it look like?” I snap coolly as I widen my eyes.

Liam’s eyes bounce back and forth from my painted fingernail to my eyes. This dude obviously has never gone shopping with a girl before. 

Annoyance fills each word as it leaves his lips. “Ah, ok, so are you done yet?” 

“No I still need to grab shampoo and we need toilet paper, oh and I need some candy, chips and didn’t you want a pizza when we get home?” 

“Sounds like we might need to pick up some tampons too,” Liam deadpans. 

My heart stops, my jaw tightens, and I can feel my cheeks start to flush. Shit, he did see what was in my basket before. What do I say, what do I do? Not exactly the first memory I want him to have of me. I have to say something. He is staring at me, the corner of his lip slightly raised. Do I admit it, do I play it off? Well, what would I say if he was one of my ex’s? Aha!

“Nope, fully stocked you fucker, what are you trying to imply?” Squinting my eyes as I question his meaning. 

“Nothing, just seemed like you wanted all the food in the place and that is a tell-tale sign of, well you know.” He plasters a coy smile on his face as he denies any intent to imply I was PMSing. 

“Whatever, do you need anything else?” 

My heart is back to a normal rhythm and my cheeks no longer feel like they are on fire. It’s not that I’m embarrassed about my period, it’s just that it's the last thing you want a guy thinking about when you first just meet. I want him thinking about how cute I am, how funny I was, what it would be like to kiss me, not the fact that I can bleed for a week and survive as if nothing happened. 

My thoughts are stopped when I see Liam shakes his head in answer to my question, then I see the corner of his mouth twitch, fighting a smile maybe. I can only assume for now that he saw her take something as his eyes were fixed on her. 

“Come on let’s go get a pizza and go home, I’m hungry and tired,” he says with a wink.

“Fine, you’re no help anyway, I'll come back tomorrow with Jill.”

“So you can come home with a bunch of crap you don’t need? I don’t think so.”

“Whatever. Go grab the toilet paper and pizza and I’ll get the shampoo. Meet you at the check-out in like two minutes.”

Liam nods then walks away. I put the polish back and head to grab a bottle of shampoo. I quickly toss a random bottle into the basket and walk toward the checkout.

“Hey,” Liam blurts popping out of the First Aid aisle, damn near scaring me to death. 

“What the! Where the! Are you trying to give me a heart attack?” I splutter. 

“Sorry, that was great. I have to admit I was skeptical she would actually do it in front of us, but she did.” 

“Good, so you got what you needed. Do we get to go take her down now?”

“Um take her down?” his eye not hiding his confusion. 

“You know. We confront her, and when she tries to run, we chase after her so when we catch up we get to tackle her to the ground. 

“Ah, no. No tackling is needed,” he says, his eyes tightening as he answers me. 

“Oh. So now what?” I ask disappointed, the adrenaline still rushing through me wanting to be released.

“Now we wait, she has to leave the store before we can do anything. I let the manager know I witnessed the theft and she will take it from here.”

“That seems a little anticlimactic,” I grumble, feeling dissatisfied I won’t be able to see a WWE style smackdown as she tries to make a run for it. 

“Well kind of, I guess. The manager will call me when the police get here so I can give my statement. For now, I go back to watching the store,” he explains, shrugging his shoulders. 

If he could see into my thoughts, he would see me smacking my head right now with a 2x4. How stupid was I to think that we would actually tackle someone to the floor? I guess I just thought with the way this night had been it wouldn’t have been anything out of the ordinary. 
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Liam and I stand in awkward silence for a few moments, him looking around the ceiling while I concentrate on a yellow box of Bengay on a shelf to the left of us. If this were a date, I would know the right way to make an exit; if this were a date there would be a natural ending. I have no idea how to make a graceful exit with this, so I guess I will just rip the band-aid off before I embarrass myself. 

I catch Liam’s eyes give him a soft smile, I give him one last chance to be the one to break the ice, unfortunately, he doesn’t take it.

“I need to get going. I still have some shopping to do and well, you know, it is getting late,” I remark flipping my basket softly around my legs.

“Oh yeah, for sure, and I guess I should get back to my patrol,” he notes sarcastically.

Even though I didn’t get to see or participate in a WWE smackdown event I still had fun pretending to be Liam’s girlfriend. It actually made having to redo all my shopping again worth it. 

“I suppose I will just have to wait for you to call me sometime.” 

“I guess you will, but I promise you won’t have to wait long”

“You better not.”

We continue to stare at each other for a brief moment, neither one of us wanting to make the first move. In a way I think it’s kind of cute that he doesn’t want to leave, I hope he feels the same. Then again he might think I’m just desperate.

“Okay, bye then,” I say giving him a meek-ish wave.

“See you later.”

I turn around and make a beeline in any direction that leads away from him. I can’t say that it was the most graceful exit ever but, it was an exit that didn’t leave me walking away with a red face in embarrassment, so... I guess I’ll take it.

Seeing that I was closest to the tampons I should grab them first again. They are, after all, the reason I’m here, but I don’t want him to see me walk towards the feminine product aisle so I decide to start with the food.

I don’t make it far when I feel my butt vibrates telling me I have a text message. I quickly pull the phone out from my back pocket to see that I have a text from Liam.

 

Liam: thank you again for your help, I really couldn’t have done it without you. I’m sorry for the awkward good-bye. 

 

It’s nice to know I wasn’t the only one feeling awkward.

 

Ava: You’re welcome I had a lot of fun maybe we can do it again sometime. I’m glad you’re not the only one that thought it was awkward.

 

Liam: if I’m being honest I really wanted to kiss you but since I’m on the clock and there are cameras everywhere I couldn’t risk it.

 

Holy shit he wanted to kiss me. Well, if I’m being honest with myself, I wished he would have. But really who wants to have a first kiss in the First Aid aisle? Then again to have those lips on mine would be nice. I hadn’t yet allowed myself to take in just how cute he is. I love that he is taller than I am, which really isn’t hard to do since I am only five foot three. His sandy blond hair and blue eyes remind me of a surfer from California.

 

Liam: I’m sorry, was I being too forward?

 

Crap, I let my mind go off to never, never land and left Liam waiting for my reply. He must think I’ve branded him a creeper. 

 

Ava: No, no, I’m sorry I was just thinking about how I kind of wish you had kissed me.

 

Liam: I just thought it would be weird being that we just met and really all we’ve done is watch for a shoplifter together.

 

Ava: I completely agree. I guess we’ll just have to wait for our first date.

 

My fingers are tingling as I type, excitement rushing through my veins and butterflies fluttering in my stomach. 

 

Liam: I promise you won’t have to wait for long, how does next Saturday night sound?

 

Ava: Perfect what time?

 

Liam: How about 6 o’clock?

 

Ava: Sounds good how about I meet you at Bubba Joe’s?

 

I know what you’re thinking; a place called Bubba Joe’s doesn’t exactly scream first date material. But its name is very deceiving. Bubba Joe’s is actually one of the top-rated restaurants in our area. The owner, Bubba, caters to everyone with a menu that won’t break the pocketbook. What’s nice is you can walk in and get a steak dinner and then go next door for a few drinks and dancing with a live DJ and that never fails to bring a good time.

 

Liam: Sounds like we got ourselves a first date.

 

I can’t help the glowing smile that has formed on my face as I read his message, and I can’t believe a guy I met no more than an hour ago has this effect on me especially when I’m PMS-ing.
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Staring at Liam’s messages it hits me like a frozen chicken nugget. I might have to forgive Sue; I don’t want to because I've gone through a whole lot of shit tonight. But, there it is. If she hadn’t used all but one of my Tampons, I wouldn’t have had been here tonight and I wouldn’t have met Liam. Meeting him has kind of been worth going through all the crap. Damn it. I have to forgive her don’t it? 

I take a deep breath as I close Liam messages an open my messages to Sue then begin to type.

 

Ava: So... I think I forgive you. I don’t want to but I just met the most amazing guy. I can’t wait to tell you all about it. So.... yeah... I will call you tomorrow. 

 

By the time I’m putting my phone back in my pocket I’m just getting to the chip aisle. I rushed through grabbing Cool Ranch Doritos, a bag of Cheetos and some Pringles along with I want to grab more but, at this point, I just want to grab some shit and get the hell out of Dodge. Next, I'm off to the candy aisle where I will again grab at random bags of candy in hopes that something good will land in my basket. However, I am careful to avoid the chocolate covered cherries. My whole body shakes thinking about my previous conversation.

Next, I rush down the pizza aisle and quickly grab two pepperoni pizzas, I think tonight is also an ice cream kind of night. Without hesitation, I race to the next aisle where the ice cream is and grab a carton of mint chocolate chip, I’m about to close the door when the black cherry carton calls out to me. 

I feel I’m making record time as my basket gets heavier and heavier. Just one last thing, the tampons. I imagine Liam should be scoping out a different part of the store right now.

I waste no time moving past the register, glanced over to the cashier who seems to still be a bit intimidated by me as she throws her gaze to the floor as mine catches hers.

I’m almost home free when an elderly man in electric scooter turns out in front of me from the self-checkout lanes. I’m not sure if he saw me or just didn’t care if he almost runs me over. To be fair I was moving rather quickly making little noise. He still doesn’t seem to think I’m here so I slow my pace so as not startle him.

When I say, I slowed my pace, that's exactly what I meant. I went from warp speed to snail speed. I know these carts can go so much faster than he’s currently going but I suppose when you’re that old you’re not really in a hurry. Thinking about that, why is he here at this time of night, shouldn’t he be at home resting?

He finally turns down an aisle in front of me and on, any other day, I would turn down the aisle to see if he needed any help. However, given my experiences tonight, every bone in my body says run, run you stupid girl run. 

Unfortunately, my mother raised me better than that so, I slow my pace even more to watch and see if he needs any help.

Of course, my first instinct is spot on when I see him try to stand to reach for a stick of deodorant from the top shelf. He frail body trembling as he reaches up.

“No, no, please let me,” I offer as I walk toward the man.

“Oh aren’t you a sweet young lady.”

“It’s my pleasure, really,” I smile.

“Which one did you want?”

“I would like the original Old Spice, if you don’t mind.”

“Absolutely”

I reach above him as he takes his seat back in the scooter. I point to one of the Old Spice options that has a red label and says Original on it. He nods his head so I grab one and place it in the front basket of the scooter. 

“Did you need anything else?”

“Actually—”

Fuck, are you kidding me? I was just trying to be polite and, instead of saying no thank you and moving along, he is actually going to take me up on my offer. Ug! I just want to go home!

“What else did you need?” I ask respectfully. 

“Just a couple of things if you’d be so kind. I would really appreciate it.”

“Of course I’m happy to help.”

He starts to move his scooter forward and I follow slowly, occasionally he points to an item and I grab it from the shelf. 

So far we have a new toothbrush, toothpaste, a new razor, shaving cream, and shampoo. I think we’re done when he stops in front of the condoms. God, please no, I cannot help this man buy condoms. What does he need condoms for, anyway? I’m guessing any woman that he would be with would’ve already gone through menopause. Oh god, no, please don’t tell me he’s having sex. He looks like he’s about eighty. 

“Sweetie, could you be a dear and grab the Yours and Mine box of KY jelly?” 

Oh sweet muffin tits, I think I’m going to throw up on this man’s lap. It’s not just that he is asking me to grab him a bottle of KY, it’s the fact that he said it so nonchalantly, as if this is something completely normal. And, yes, I get that it might be normal in his world, but it certainly is not in mine.

Using everything I have not to give this man my partially-digested dinner, I quickly grab the box and toss it into the basket on the front of his scooter while avoiding eye contact.

“So is that it?” I ask quickly ,praying he’s not going to ask me to grab the butt plug that is all of a sudden staring at me.

“Just one more thing if you don’t mind, can you walk back with me to grab a bottle of sparkling wine?”

“Oh I’m sorry, they don’t sell alcohol this late at night.”

“That’s okay, Sweetie, I can’t have the real stuff anyway. Too many medications. I need the nonalcoholic variety.”

I just can’t catch a break.

“Of course I would be happy to grab one for you. Do you want to wait here and I’ll be right back with it in a minute?”

“No, I can go with you just in case there’s a variety to choose from.”

First thing tomorrow morning I’m throwing all of my morals away, no more of this Good Samaritan crap.

After what feels like twenty minutes later, we’re finally rolling into the aisle with the nonalcoholic wine, aka sparkling apple juice selection. To my surprise there are actually five different kinds, you can choose from sparkling white grape, red grape, rosé grape, apple, and even grapefruit. 

The man takes a few moments to look at each bottle, his gaze moving from one bottle to the next while telling me that he has a special date planned for the new Lady that came into the nursing home tonight. He informs me that it’s pretty cutthroat there so he couldn’t wait until morning to gather supplies. In case you are wondering, it's three men to each woman in his nursing home and, if you don’t claim a new gal quickly, you're out of luck. About the time he finishes his explanation, he finally decides to get both a sparkling white and sparkling red grape since he is not sure which she will like best. If he hadn’t picked soon, I was fully prepared to break my rule on not breaking my bank account and buying him each and every bottle on the shelf. 

After placing the bottle in the basket for him, I once again ask if he needs anything else. Why would I do that you might wonder? Well, it’s because I can’t help myself. My mom always told me to help others in need because one day I might be that person. Today I just hope I am never that woman that all the men in the nursing home are chasing after with a bottle of KY Jelly. 

His last request is to escort him to the checkout then help him to the taxi that is waiting for him outside. I really wanted to say no and offer to have the cashier get someone to help him, but I couldn’t do it. He is, after all, a sweet man who just needs my help a little longer. And really, I’ve been here damn near all night as it is. What’s another ten or fifteen minutes? 

When we arrive at checkout number five, I’m happy to see nobody is in line ahead of us, andthe cashier lady is patiently waiting. I immediately unload the man’s basket onto the conveyor belt. She quickly scans each item in places them into one of the plastic bags with a smile plastered on her face, not saying a word about the collection of products, but still avoiding eye contact with me.

The man slowly pulls out his wallet from his back pocket and carefully counts out the bills needed to pay. The cashier politely takes the cash from him and makes change, handing it back to him. 

“Did you want me to check you out also?” she asks looking at my basket still on my arm. 

“Actually I’m not quite finished shopping, I stopped to help this gentleman. Would you mind if I left my basket with you while I helped him outside?”

“Not a problem at all ma’am and I promise we will not put your items away again.”

I force myself to give her a nod and a smile. I’m still holding a grudge from earlier. I mean really, she couldn’t even poke her head in the bathroom to see if I was still there? But whatever, when I am home in my bed I will get over it.

The cashier takes my basket and sets it behind her register until I return. The man begins scooting towards the exit while I follow. Thankfully, he’s decided to use a faster speed so it doesn’t take as long to get outside. At first glance I don’t see a taxi waiting, but thankfully I hear an engine start and see lights turn on a moment later. As a black four-door sedan pulls up in front of us, I’m a little confused since he said that he had a taxi waiting.

“Sir, I thought you said you had the Taxi waiting for you ... this is a Town Car.”

“Taxi, Town Car, they’re all the same to me.”

“If you say so.” I say, raising my eyebrows and nodding my head. 

“Did you get everything you needed Mr. Joe?” the driver asks.

“I sure did and this sweet girl assisted me,” the man tells him. 

The driver looks to me and smiles. “Glad to hear it, sir.”

Sir? This guy is talking about being in a nursing home and he has a driver that calls him sir? Why doesn’t he live at home and just have a personal nurse? He seems to be able to afford it. 

I watch as the driver helps Mr. Joe into the back the car and then moves to open the trunk. I take that as my cue to grab the bags and bring them to him. The man of course protests but it’s too late and it’s only three bags. Once I hand over the bags to his driver, I take that to mean my job with him is done.

“It was very nice to meet you, Mr. Joe. I hope you have a lovely time with your new friend.”

“Thank you, young lady. You were a great help. Hey, Jimmy, could you tip the lady for me? Two should do it,” Joe calls to the driver.

“Oh please, that is not necessary, really. I was happy to help,” I argue, waving my hands and backing away.

“I insist,” Joe calls from the car. 

I watch as the driver approaches me while pulling out his wallet. I can hear my mom screaming in my head to refuse any monetary compensation for a good deed but really its two dollars and I don’t feel like arguing anymore.

Jimmy pulls out two bills from his wallet, then folds them before extending his hand to me. I nod and call out a thank you to Joe once again. Jimmy nods toward me, gives me a smirk then walks back to the driver side and gets in. A second later they are pulling away with me waving them off. 

Once they are gone, I unfold the bills to find it’s not the two dollars like I assumed it would be, it is two hundred dollars. My jaw drops and I want to pee my pants. TWO HUNDRED DOLLARS! For helping someone who could be my own grandpa do some shopping? What the heck is going on tonight? I have to be on some crazy TV show. I want to run after them, this has to be a mistake, and then Jimmy’s smirk comes to mind. He folded the bills so I couldn’t see what they were, then he handed them to me and didn’t linger. This was no mistake, this is for real. My chest tightens and I want to cry right now. 
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After returning Joe’s scooter to the charging area, I wipe the few tears that fell from my eyes and walk back through the giant sliding glass doors prepared to grab my basket, go get my tampons, and get the hell out of here. It has been a night to remember, but now I just want to go home. 

That is until I see the shoplifter Liam and I saw walking in my direction with the store manager not far behind. The woman walks at a normal pace with a cool expression on her face and a single plastic bag in her hand. I suppose if you are going to be in here that long you should at least buy something and, if you are a repeat shoplifter, it must be easy to hide the guilt from your face. Take me for example. I would get caught just thinking about stealing because my dad says I have a horrible poker face.

As the woman gets closer to the door I find a loaf of bread near the produce section to look at. I have a direct line of sight to watch the show if I stay here. Is it wrong that I really want a chair and bag of popcorn right now? 

I have to use all my strength not to stare at them like I know what is about to happen. In an attempt to distract myself I pick up two loaves of French bread and pretend to examine them while facing their general direction. I am a genius. Maybe I missed my calling and should be a detective, or work for the CIA or something. The thought makes me giggle, that is until I see the shoplifter cross the threshold of the doors.

“Excuse me, ma’am,” the manager calls to the woman.

I watch as the shoplifter turns towards the female manager, the cool, calm expression still plastered on her face.

“Yeah?” The woman answers.

“Could I ask you to please accompanying me back into the store?” 

“May ask why?”

Wow, this thief is good. She is being incredibly polite, her stance is non-threatening, and her face remains cool as a cucumber. Meanwhile, my skin is crawling with excitement, my hands are now squeezing tightly around the bread, guess I get to buy them now, and my stance is ready to pounce. 

“We can discuss it in my office.”

“Then I will have to decline your offer.”

“It wasn’t really an offer, I need you to accompany me back into the store, please.”

 “Make me,” the shoplifter clips.

And here is when things are about the get good, I can just feel it. Her stance changes from non-threatening to defensive bordering on hostile. Her arms, which were once casually by her side, are now crossed in front of her chest, her right leg is extended forward with her weight pushed onto her left leg. Looking at the woman, she’s obviously either going to attack the manager or take-off running, at least according to the countless episodes of Blue Bloods and Castle I’ve watched. They’ve made me an expert, in my opinion.

“Excuse me,” The manger puffs.

“You heard me; unless you plan to explain why you’re detaining me you have no right to force me to stay.”

“No one is forcing you and I am not the police so I’m not the detaining you, I am simply asking you to join me back in the store.”

“And I’m telling you no.”

“Then we can stand here until the police arrive and they will detain you.” The manager explains and she two crosses her arms in front of her chest.

The shoplifter’s eyes widen, even at my distance, I can see her breathing quickens. There seems to be a bit of a standoff happening. I am so excited that I can barely contain myself. I feel like a kid at Christmas who finally caught Santa coming down the chimney.

“What’s going on?” A familiar voice calls from behind me. 

I turned to see Liam holding his partially-filled basket and staring at the two women.

“Remember when I asked if we were going to tackle the shoplifter?” I tease.

“Yeah”

I smile. “Well, I think she’s going to get tackled, just not by us.” 

Liam immediately starts shaking his head. I’m guessing by his reaction this is nothing new in his world, but for me this will be the third-best thing to happen to me tonight. First being that I met Liam, the second that I managed to earn $200 dollars while shopping. I know my friends are already not going to believe the night I’ve had, and this will just be the icing on the cake. I should take pictures to prove it happened.

The women continue to stare at each other in silence, each waiting for the other to make their move, I suppose. I think this is a perfect time to pull out my phone and open my camera app. 

My excitement grows when I see a squad car drive past the doors. A moment later a single police officer strolls through the door, his hands resting on his utility belt. I can’t help but feel he should’ve called for backup.

“Ladies,” the office greets with a head nod. 

“Hello Officer, my name is Barb and I am the store manager, We have reason to believe this woman shoplifted and is so far, refusing to cooperate,” the manager explains.

“Ma’am, can I get your name?” He directs his question to the shoplifter.

“It’s Rhonda and I didn’t steal anything,” she answers calmly.

I feel this is the calm before the storm. There is no way this is going to stay civil for long. 

“Okay, I understand that. However, Barb seems to think you did, so if you would allow me to search your bag and person we could probably get this cleared up pretty quickly,” he offers. 

“No, I certainly do not consent to any type of search and, unless you’re arresting me, I believe I’m free to go,” Rhonda retorts.

“Barb, do you have any proof that Rhonda stole anything?”

“I have my secret shopper who personally witnessed it.”

“Would I be able to speak with him or her?”

That’s when Rhonda makes her move. She throws her plastic bag at the police officer, hitting him in the face, then runs back into the store. I’m not sure why, other than because the officer was between her and the door but she definitely could have swung around him.

Barb immediately grabs her walkie-talkie and starts shouting demands to the people on the other end. It's hard to make it out with my attention fixed on Rhonda, but it's something about cameras and locking doors.

The police officer quickly gains his composure grabs his radio, and requests an additional unit. 

I just knew he was going to need back-up.

Liam and I watch as she runs past us. I suppose this would be a good opportunity for me to make my wish to tackle her to the ground come true. I hesitate because it’s one thing to want to do it, but it’s another to actually make the move when given the opportunity. Yes, I’m basically saying I’m a chickenshit who likes to talk a big game. 

Rhonda quickly disappears down the clothing aisles leaving both Liam and I speechless. A few moments later Barb and the police officer approach us.

“Liam, I know your shift is getting ready to end soon but I have a feeling this is going to take a while. Do you mind staying?” Barb asks with a deep sigh.

“Not a problem Barb. Happy to help.”

Barb pays no attention to me while she talks with Liam and then leads the officer away. They walk casually down the main aisle in front of the cash registers, both of their heads turning toward the clothing section.

“So they’re really just going to leave the front door unprotected?” I ask.

“Nope that’s what the cameras are for. They already know exactly where she is and will watch her from the eyes in the sky.”

This is starting to feel very anticlimactic again.

“Okay, so now what?”

“Nothing. They’ll wait for the other police officers to get here and then they will eventually pull her out of whatever hole she’s hiding in.”

“Does this happen a lot?”

“Not typically, but it has happened before.”

“So there’s really no reason for me to stick around and watch the show.”

“Not really. It should be pretty straightforward.”

Disappointment must shown on my face because the smile Liam gives me is enough to make me forget why I am even here in the first place. If he would just kiss me now, that would definitely land in the number one spot for the best thing to happen tonight.

“Look at it this way, you got to see me one last time before you leave.”

I smile. “There is that.” 

“Well, I better go deal with this. I’ll see you next week.”

Liam hesitates before walking away, contemplating kissing me again maybe? But with the eye in the sky’s attention on the front door, I suppose it wouldn’t be wise for him to kiss me with an audience that could cost him his job.

I watch as he walks away along in the food aisles before I turn toward the cashier who’s hopefully still holding my basket. When I reach the checkout lane, I find her concentrating on my basket. I didn’t mean for her to take this so seriously.

“Hello, I’m back for my basket.”

“Hi! I have it right here for you, but I had to put your pizza and ice cream back because they were getting soft and melty,” She rambles as she picks up the basket and hands it to me.

“Oh yeah, I completely forgot about them, thank you.” 

“I would be happy to replace them for you. I don’t want you to have to go get them again.”

“No it’s fine. I can grab them, thank you.”

I get a different basket and make a beeline back to the freezer section for the third time. I immediately grab two frozen pepperoni pizzas then swing around to the next aisle to grab the mint chocolate chip and black cherry ice cream.

I’m almost home free, just need the Tampons! I head towards the feminine hygiene aisle at the back of the store, once again determined to get what I need and get home to Bella.
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I’m only a few aisles away from hanging a right and getting my tampons when I hear shouting and yelling behind me. 

“Freeze, stop right there!” a male voice calls.

“You mother fuckers stay the hell away from me! I haven’t done anything wrong!” I hear Rhonda shout back.

“Then let’s talk about this and get it cleared up.”

“To hell with all of you! You ain’t taking me down.”

When I turn around, I see Rhonda running to hide behind one of the center kiosks full of promotional shampoo bundles. On the opposite side, no more than twenty feet away, are three police officers. The one I saw from before and two more who must’ve just gotten here.

The police officers slowly approach Rhonda but don’t get far before she starts picking up bottles of shampoo and throwing them at the three cops.

Shocked, I watch each bottle leave her fingers at lightning speed, but the policeman easily shift their weight side to side to avoid each shampoo-projectile. 

“Ma’am you need to stop throwing the shampoo or we will arrest you not only for shoplifting but also assaulting a police officer.”

“I have the right to protect myself,” she shrieks.

She grabs more bottles and throws them, one hitting the ground and bursting open at the three men’s feet. 

“We haven’t done anything to you, ma’am.”

Rhonda starts shouting, “Police brutality! Police brutality!” 

“Ma’am we only wanted to talk to you.” 

She shouts again. “Police brutality! Police brutality!”

“Ma’am!”

“Police brutality, police brutality, police brutality!”

Okay, that’s it! This is getting fucking absurd. I just want to get my fucking tampons and go home. I have been through far too much tonight to let a freaking police standoff with the crazy shoplifting woman be why I still cannot get the fuck out of Dodge.

I’m so over this crazy ass night. I’m done being the nice girl, and I’m just plain tired, but the best reason of all is that I’m PMS-ing. If this goes bad and I end up in front of a judge, then I’m sure he or she will completely understand what I’m about to do next.

I place my basket on the floor, take my purse off my shoulder ,and drop it next to my basket. I kneel down to a sprinter’s stance, take one last deep breath, and, with all the strength in my body, I push off.

This bitch won’t stand a chance. She is no more than thirty feet from me and doesn’t have a clue what is about to hit her—a five-foot-three, hundred-and-thirty-pound ball of pissed off girl.

Rhonda is just about to throw another volley of shampoo bottles when my body meets hers and we go tumbling to the floor. I feel the breath leave her as her left side hits the concrete with me on top of her. It only takes her second to realize what happened and to start thrashing around.

I quickly grab her arms and pin her to the ground on her back, throwing my knees on top of her biceps for better control.

“Listen here, you crazy-ass munch of a person. I don’t have time for your bullshit and neither do these police officers who are just trying to do their job. You know you fucking stole that shit so I suggest you confess to it already so we can all move on with our lives. Some of us have other shit to do besides watch your dumbass make a fool of yourself because you know how this is going to end.”

“Who do you think you ar—” Rhonda starts.

“Nope! I suggest you direct anything you have to say to the police. I don’t want to hear it! I don’t care what your excuse is! I don’t care what you think you thought you were doing, I don’t care about you at all; all I care about is the fact that I came in here an eternity ago to get some fucking tampons and all I have done is deal with stupid-ass mother fuckers all night, with the exception of Mr. Joe and Liam. So now you can choose to remain silent or you can confess to these nice officers. Those are your choices.”

Halfway through my speech Rhonda finally decides to give in and stop trying to fight me off of her. She has nothing to say once I finished but just stares at me with wide eyes, probably still trying to figure out how I took her down. I look to my right and see all three police officers staring at us with their jaws to the floor.

“A little help here guys?”

Without a word, all three men snap out of their daze and rush to our side. Once I feel they are close enough, I release Rhonda and get back to my feet. 

“Do you need anything else from me?” I ask the officer closest to me.

“I think just a name, phone number and address should do it,” the wide-eyed officer answers.

“Fine.”

I walk back to grab my basket and my purse. I quickly pull out a piece of paper and write my name and information on it then hand it to the officer.

“If you need anything else you know how to reach me,” I call out as I begin walking towards the cash registers.
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When I reach the cash register, the wide-eyed cashier greets me with a forced smile, no doubt because she just witnessed my takedown of Rhonda. Normally, I would offer some small talk, pleasantries, and such, but I have no more to give tonight.

We stand in silence as she rings up the items in my basket, placing each one carefully into a plastic bag. My eyes fixate on the ceiling as I picture the security team either stunned in shock or laughing their asses off at what they saw me do. And I give ZERO fucks.

The cashier rings the last item and gives me my total. I pull one of Joe’s hundred dollar bills out of my pocket and hand it to her, then she quickly makes the change and tells me to have a great night. I thank her and beeline for the door. This time, no one is getting in my way. No one, and I mean no one is going to stop me from leaving!

I cross over the threshold of the large glass doors, the parts are lined up nicely to my right with scooters and claw game to my left. A few seconds later, I’m passing the second threshold and I breathe the sweet, sweet air of freedom. I pause briefly to take in this moment that I’ve waited so long for.

The air is cooler but still warm and the light breeze kisses my cheeks as I strolled casually to my car. I’m only a few feet away when I pull up my key fob and click the unlock button then hit the button for my trunk. The trunk door opens with ease as I approach. I carefully toss my bags in and slam the trunk door closed and head for the driver’s door. 

My hand reaches for the handle and I’m sure my escape is eminent until I hear someone call my name. 

“What new fresh hell is this?” I ask myself out loud.

I turn slowly to see who could possibly be dumb enough to mess with me right now, and I’m happy to see it’s Liam.

“Are you crazy?” he blurts.

I laugh. “Not the last time I checked.” 

“Seriously? You could’ve been hurt.”

He is obviously trying to show that he is concerned for me. Normally I would find this cute, but it’s just irritating with my current mood.

“Liam, I appreciate your concern, but I had it under control.”

“You tackled her!”

“Yeah, I was there. I remember.”

“You tackled her!” he repeats.

“Yes I know—” I say, confused. I thought we covered this.

He laughs. “You freaking tackled her!”

Before I can ask if he’s okay, Liam rushes towards me. His lips connect with mine without warning, his arms wrap around me, and I melt into him.

His tongue passionately caresses my own, bringing me to the happiest place I’ve been all night. I could live here for an eternity in his arms. Unfortunately, he stops before we reach that point.

 “What was that for?” I ask still trying to catch my breath.

He grins at me. “Well, I figured I should kiss you at least once before you leave in case you do something else stupid that could get you killed.”

“Oh, give me a break! I was never in any real danger.”

“Okay, maybe not deadly danger, but you seriously could’ve been hurt.”

“But I wasn’t,” I smirk

“I’m not going to win this argument am I?”

“Nope.”

“Then will you at least promise never to do anything that stupid again?”

“I can’t promise that.”

“Fine, then will you please not do anything else that stupid before next Saturday?”

“That I can promise you.”

“Thank you.” He pauses and glances back toward the store. “I have to go back inside. The police will need my statement for shoplifting.”

“Then you’d better get going.”

I watch as Liam runs back into the store, he stops to look back once as he crosses the threshold  through the big glass sliding doors, then he disappears into the void.
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It is now three forty-two in the morning and I am finally pulling into the parking lot of my apartment building. I am exhausted, tired, my feet hurt, my eyes hurt, and my cramps seem to know my bed is near because they have decided to make things extremely uncomfortable for me in that area. At least they waited until I was almost home.

I waste no time retrieving my bags from the trunk and head to my apartment where Bella will most certainly be waiting for me by the door. 

I unlock the security door to the building and slowly walk up the stairs to the second floor. I’ve always liked living on the second floor as it gives me a sense of added security since I live alone, but tonight it feels like a curse. The thought of a Peeping Tom or a burglar would keep me up at night if I was on the first floor, and there is no elevator so I get a small workout every day. But tonight the stairs only remind me how tired I am, and feel more like torture than a quick workout. 

Once I reach the top, I walk the short distance from the stairs to my apartment and breathe a sigh of relief as I push my key in the lock and turn it.

Bella, of course, doesn’t disappoint. Her excitement to greet me nearly knocks me over as I walk in the door. She jumps up and begins licking my face, her doggie kisses are exactly what I need. I toss my bags aside and fall to the floor, allowing her to snuggle me properly. 

I swing the door closed with my leg and lay in my entryway with Bella and want to drift off into sleep right here. But I just had to get ice cream and pizza, didn’t I?

“Hey, Bella, be a good girl and put my groceries away will ya?” I say to her.

I watch as she drops her body to the ground in a huff and rests her head on the floor.

“Come on girl I know you can do it!”

Bella lifts her hear to stares at me and tilts her head to the right.

“Okay fine, I’ll do it myself.”

I make a mental note to myself to look up training dogs to put away groceries on YouTube tomorrow. Yawning, I slowly push myself up off the floor and grab the bag of frozen items. I manage to use what little strength I have left to open the freezer door and shove the pizza and ice cream inside.

“Well, Bella, what do you think? Should we head to bed and deal with the rest of the groceries tomorrow?” I say, slamming the freezer door closed.

She wiggles her stub tail and yarns.

“Yep, I completely agree.”

I flip off the kitchen light, then the lamp next to the couch I left on thinking I was only going to be gone for twenty minutes. Bella runs past me as we head to my bedroom, eager to cuddle as we fall into dreamland. It is our nightly routine. 

Bella jumps on the bed, circles twice, and plops down in her spot, her stubby tail wagging as she waits for me to change into my pajamas. I flip my light off and use the light from my cell phone screen to light the path to my bed, the last thing I need tonight is to stub my toes on the corner of my bed. 

I flip back the comforter and top sheet then crawl in. The coolness of the cloth washes over me, the soft pillow top swallows my aching body, and I know sleep is not far away. I turn my phone to silent knowing Sue will get my messages soon—she is one of those early to, rise, early to workout, early to blah, blah, blah people. But I do text her one more time so she isn’t worried when I don’t answer.

 

Ava: Ok so I’m just getting home, I’m still mad at you because, well, I did end up having a run-in with the police. But it’s not what you think. I tackled someone, long story. Anyway, I’m gonna crash and I promise I will call you when I get up!

 

I add a kissing emoji before I hit send then set my phone on my nightstand. My bed is like laying on a cloud, and it feels so good. I roll to my side and pull Bella into my arms so I can rub her belly as I drift off, then it hit me like a ton of bricks. I roll onto my back and rub my hand over my face in disbelief.

“Motherfucking shit! I forgot the tampons!”
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After realizing I failed in the only mission I actually had last night, I said fuck it and went to sleep. There was no way in hell I was going back to the place. EVER! Ok well, maybe not ever but for at least the next twenty-four to forty-eight hours. At this point, I was willing to deal with whatever mess I woke up to rather than risk another nightmare encounter. 

Luckily, when I wake up around noon the period gods have smiled upon me. I flip my comforter over to the side and see that there is no bloody crime scene of a mess in my bed to deal with. I grab my phone and am pleasantly surprised that I am even able to make it to the bathroom with no flooding, if you know what I mean. I take a look at my phone and see several missed messages, one from Liam and six from Sue. 

 

Liam: Goodnight beautiful. Text me when you get up.

 

Sue: OMG, I completely forgot to buy you some more, I am SOOOOO sorry, please forgive me!

 

Sue: I would hate me too, no one wants to deal with an angry vagina with no tampons.

 

Sue: You did WHAT! I need all the DETAILS! 

 

Sue: EEEEKKK you met someone! 

 

Sue: I want to hear all about it, let me know when get up. I’m visiting my grandma today. My parents moved her into the assisted living yesterday so I want to see how she is settling in. but when you call I WILL answer. 

 

Sue: I’M WAITING!

 

Butterflies flutter when I read Liam’s simple text, he really is a sweet guy. Sue responds as expected. I can just imagine the wheels turning in her head. When I read the second to last message, I cringe. Mr. Joe mentioned... nope not gonna think about it! Sue’s grandma is a sweet old lady that is like a second grandma to me. So no, I am NOT going to let my mind go there. 

I force my mind away from Mr. Joe and Sue’s grandma back to my current situation. I still have no tampons and no interest in leaving my apartment today. This was going to be problematic. I have two choices: run back to the store or call Sue and make her run to the store for me when she is done visiting her grandma. If I go now, I’ll have them and won’t have to worry about leaking all over my couch. If I wait for Sue to get here, I’ll have to pray I don’t make a mess of this place.

As I’m sitting on the toilet contemplating the choices in front of me, I hear my door buzzer. Confused as to who would be stopping by without calling, I quickly wipe then wrap some toilet paper around my hand to make a poor-girls period-pad. After pulling up my pajama pants, I flush and run to my closet to throw a shirt on over my tank top, because I am not willing to put on a bra for this. Once the girls are hidden under my oversized blue Nike sweatshirt, I run to the entry pad next to my door. 

“Hello,” I speak into the speaker while pressing the answer button.

An official sounding voice asks, “Is this Ava Bennett?” 

“Yes."

“This is Officer Bradley, we met last night.”

“Oh! What can I do for you?”

“I have a gift for you.”

He has a gift for me, why? What kind of gift does a police officer give you and what reason would he have to give me a gift?

“Ah, okay, do you want me to come down?”

“Not necessary. If you buzz me in, I’ll be happy to bring it up.”

I hit the door button on the entry pad that temporarily unlocks the security door. I unlock my door and peek my head into the hall to wait for Officer Bradley.

Being on the second floor, I fortunately don’t have to wait long. I watch as he rounds the corner with a medium-sized package in his hand wrapped in pink polka dotted wrapping paper.

“I don’t mean to alarm you, it’s just me and the guys thought we should thank you properly for your assistance last night.”

He must’ve known I was nervous, given the fact that my eyes are about ready to pop out of my head. 

“Seriously, that really isn’t necessary.”

“It may not be necessary but it’s what we felt we needed to do after what you did for us last night.”

“It really wasn’t anything. I was just doing my part to help.”

“Well, let’s be honest, it was a pretty dumb thing to do, but it helped us out a lot so we wanted to thank you.”

I’m not really sure what to say. He both called me dumb and admitted it helped them, making it sound like a fool did a stupid thing and good thing at the same time. 

“You’re welcome?”

He laughs. “Yes, just please just promise you’ll never do anything like that again.”

“I promise on my honor I will not do anything that dumb again,” I say, giving him a three-finger salute. 

“Then I’ll leave you be. Hope you enjoy your day,” he says, handing over the package.

Before I can say anything more, he turns on the balls of his feet and walks away.

Curious to see what kind of gift they felt appropriate to give as thanks for my stupidity, I rush back into my apartment and place the box on my coffee table. Without skipping a beat, I start ripping off the paper to find a plain, brown cardboard box.

The box is held closed by a single piece of scotch tape making it easy for me to slide my fingers through the flaps to pull them open.

A card lays on top of white tissue paper. I waste little time ripping open the envelope. The front of the card has a cartoon dog drawn with him lying in a bed with a thermometer hanging out of his mouth. The caption says, “You’ll be back to yourself in no time...” I open the card “...Complaining, Get Well Soon!” I’m not sure they read what the card said before the signed it with a note “Thank you for your help tonight, it was entertaining. We noticed you didn’t purchase the tampons you said you needed, so we thought we could help you out. Enjoy. Oh, and we tossed in a few extra things we thought might help.”

I toss the card onto the coffee table and rip the tissue paper out of the box. To my utter shock, I find three boxes of tampons, one box of light flow, one box of medium flow, and one box is super flow. Alongside the tampons are a box of Midol, a bottle of Advil, a heating pad, a bottle of bubble bath, and, I kid you not, three boxes of chocolate covered cherries. 

I want to hug them so hard right now, and then I’ll die from embarrassment. 


[image: ]

A Week Later:

 

Well, I managed to survive yet another beaver fever week. I admit it was close. My middle of the night adventure could’ve ended differently and, looking back on it, Liam and Officer Bradley were right. I was an idiot for tackling Rhonda. I could’ve been hurt, Rhonda could have been hurt, and then I could’ve gone to jail for assault.

Thank God none of that happened. I was extremely lucky, as Liam likes to remind me. Yep, that’s right Liam. We have been texting for the last week and talked on the phone twice. He seems like the man of my dreams so far, but tonight will be the true test. It’s date night!

We’ve already learned so much about each other that I’m not sure what we’re going to talk about tonight. I found out that he only has a few months left before he graduates. Wait for it... He’s going to be a police officer!

Working as a secret shopper has been one of his more interesting jobs. Before that, he driftied from job to job, not sure what he is going to do until he was pulled over while driving through La Crosse, Wisconsin by Officer Jesse Cox that he finally realized what he wanted to be. 

Apparently, Officer Cox could have arrested Liam since he was going twenty-three miles over the speed limit, Officer Cox chose to give Liam a lecture and a ticket for ten miles over the speed limit instead and made him promise to never do it again. If Liam had gone to jail that night I’m sure he would’ve ended up in a much different place in life.

The other fun fact I learned was about Mr. Joe. Turns out he’s the founder of Bubba Joe’s, and he also owns the nursing home. He likes to spread his money around. He only charges the bare minimum for residents of the nursing home, and he also offers the residents a car service available 24/7, year round. I guess that’s where Jimmy comes in.

I was not the first person he has given a large tip to. In fact, he enjoys doing it so much that he makes Jimmy wait in the car while Joe tries to see if someone will help him. I’d say it’s weird hobby, but if that’s what makes a guy happy who am I argue?

So here I am an hour away from meeting Liam and hoping he is everything he seems to be.

 

A Month Later:

 

I can hardly believe that it’s been a month since Liam and I started dating. He has been everything I could possibly hope for. He’s a gentleman, he’s funny, he treats me with respect, and, most of all, I am in love with him. 

I know it’s too soon to have these feelings but I can’t help myself. Tonight is the night I’m going to tell him. I just hope he doesn’t think I’m one of those crazy psycho chicks that latches on and never lets go. 

Then again, maybe I should be worried whether he feels the same way. 

I’m in the final stages of getting ready for our date when my phone buzzes. 

 

Liam: I’m running a few minutes behind. 

 

Ava: NP, see you soon.

 

Liam: Moving as fast as I can.

 

Liam thinks he’s taking me out to dinner, but I have other plans. I have made him my favorite meal, I have candles lit, soft music, and Bella has a rawhide to keep her occupied. Tonight is the night I also hope to find out if Liam is more than just a good kisser. And if you don’t know what I mean, I can’t help you.

When Liam arrives, I buzz him up with the excuse that I need a few more minutes. The look of shock and awe on his face when he comes to my door is worth all the effort I put into tonight. 

I immediately get my answer.

“Ava, this is incredible.”

“Oh, just a little something I whipped for us.”

“This is amazing,” says looking around the room as he moves closer to me. 

“It was nothing, really. I just thought we could stay in tonight.”

His eyes capture mine as he tips his head down to give me a soft kiss then his mouth moves to my ear.

“I love you.” He whispers then kisses my neck.

I melt in his arms, and with those three little words, I finally understand why the period gods tortured me that horrible night.

It was so I could find Liam. He is everything I didn’t know I wanted in a guy and from this day forward I am all his and he is all mine.

I never thought I would say this, but, thank god for periods and tampons!

 

 

 

The End
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Rae Matthews is a Minneapolis, Minnesota native who moved to La Crosse, Wisconsin in 2002 for a guy, of all things. There she started as a bartender at a neighborhood bar, eventually moving into telecommunications. Years later, she is now a wife and a ‘wicked’ stepmother. It’s a good thing she is a good cook, or they may have tossed her out on her tushy years ago.

Rae is also known for being a bit of a goofball. She loves to see people smile, and doesn’t mind if they are smiling and even laughing at her not with her. Her motto is, “Life is too short to not laugh as much as you can.” Rae regaled her friends with her stories for years, and she loves to tell them, even if her friends didn’t want to hear them. But now Rae is finally ready to share her stories with others.

As time goes by, Rae hopes to find more time to travel and take on new challenges while continuing her joy of telling stories, crafting, cooking, and generally just having fun.
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