Daniel’s in the Lion’s Den

By Kristy Basolo

A full bottle of Jack sits on her kitchen table between us.  “Quality,” the label reads.  Just like she is.


I look off into space, as usual.  With Jack still in the bottle, I will never look her in the eye.  She realizes this too, and gets up to grab some glasses.


She points to the whiskey.  “Cherry Coke OK with that?”


“Yeah, it’s cool.”


She is always doing this, playing girlfriend.  She knows Jack is my weakness.  She knows my career dreams and how much I love my dad.  I still notice the sliver of her black thong that is exposed when her shirt rises as she reaches up to grab the glasses from the cabinet.  Damn.  She’s the only girl to ever see me cry.


She drops the ice cubes into the glass and the clatter makes me jump.  She turns her head so I won’t see her smile, but she’s entertained by my skiddishness.  Her small, perfect hand grabs the bottle from the table.  Her hair falls in her face as she tries to open it.  I want to reach over and brush it away, but I’m frozen.  Trouble.  I take the glass from her and tip it back.


Be a man, Jack startles me from his perch on my shoulder.  Make your move.


“So where’s everyone body else tonight?” I know the answer to my question.


“Something wrong with my company?”


She knows the answer to her own question, too.  I want to be here, and there’s something on my mind.  I won’t talk to her without some liquid courage flowing through my veins; I won’t let her in.  God, if only I didn’t feel so guilty just sleeping with her.

Just go with it, Jack whispers.  She’s content with the friends-with-benefits situation … why can’t you be?



We walk into the living room, drinks in hand.  My spot on the couch next to her looks smaller than before.  She asks which movie I want to watch first, and clicks off the light.  I’m distracted by how close I am to her.


Don’t attempt to grow morals, Jack warns me.
I can smell her.  I need to know if she feels the same way.


“Listen,” I say, and laugh nervously. “We can’t keep doing this.”


She looks away so I won’t see her disappointment.  Or maybe so she won’t see mine. 


“I don’t want to cause problems at work, with our jobs,” I say.  “I just can’t keep doing this, it’s tearing me up.”


She looks at me, doubtful.  She knows I’m full of shit.


“Besides, I think I’m in love with my girlfriend,” I lie. “She’s coming up here to school next semester.”


She looks me straight in the eye.


“Now if that were true, that’s a good reason,” she says calmly.


I ask her how she feels about the situation, looking for a way out.  But of course she respects my decision and doesn’t say much.  It’s too late to turn back.

Now you’ve done it, you stupid bastard.

She sits there for a long time, looking away from me so I can’t tell what she’s thinking.  The light from the blue T.V. screen plays tricks on my eyes; she might be crying.  Finally, she gets up and goes into her bedroom.  I hear her bed creak as she lies down.


Jack and I have a long conversation.  I had barely realized his presence and then he was gone; I feel lightheaded and slump over on her couch.  He won’t respect me in the morning.
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