The sycophant and the narcissist 
10:20 pm, Dolly was curtain-twitching, down on the street Amelia was getting in her car, crying again. Upstairs Dan was pacing.  Dolly could hear his restless steps above her. 
Why do bitches always do this? Yet another idiot using him, getting their groupie status and regular orgasms. This one was sickeningly noisy about it too. And ultimately, they leave him broken-hearted. Two of them even took his babies with them! 
He was going through it recently; this latest bimbo had been torturing him. Fawning over all those men she served coffee to … how did he put it to her yesterday? She was the entertainment for all the desperate men in the town. Available for anybody who wanted to “pop in for coffee”, available to listen to their bullshit and giggle on cue. He was good with words. 
12:52 AM, she is back… eurgh, They’re talking, “she left her phone behind by accident”, of course, she did. She just loves the drama this one, it’s mind-blowing how he always forgives, always takes the time to try and fix things. 
Dolly appreciated Dans skill, a man who never cut corners, a true artist. Nobody could deny his skill in his work. His music was honestly unique. He took pride in doing things thoroughly.  He was nothing if not thorough and yet again he was giving part of himself away to somebody who could never fully appreciate him. Although, judging by the noises coming down into dollies bedroom … the bimbo appreciated his level of attention right now. 
Silence, that girl was clearly asleep, she got what she had come for. But Dan wasn’t so easily placated. His feelings were deeper, Dolly knew he wouldn’t be able to just go to sleep with such emotional conflict unresolved. 
She had tried to be friends with this new girl, she has been up for smokes with them and had even taken her to a feminist rally. But it’s hard to truly connect with somebody when you can see the harm they are causing. Of course, she would be asleep … she was always moaning about being unwell … obviously, she was full of energy when it suited her, but as soon as there was something that he needed to resolve she was having a flair up. 
2:20 am, Dolly lay in her bed, below his, her cheek uncomfortable on the tear-soaked pillow. He sat above her sobbing. Her pain reflecting his, that bitch lay sleeping soundly in his sheets. 
As she lay listening, the thoughts of what was to come running through her mind, Dolly could see it would be left to her to pick him up again. It hurt to listen to him open up about the pain they caused him. But it was important to be there for him, she was the only person who was consistent in his life, he would see that eventually. She couldn’t bear it if he spiralled into depression again, and she was sure he was back on the charley. The last time it had got bad she had tried to bring him some lasagne ... she only wanted to make sure he was eating. He wouldn’t open the door until 5:32 pm and he had been sleeping in the living room ... the smell of stale air and stagnant existence hung heavy, curtains closed all day. poor guy. It was totally understandable that he got angry and threw the lasagne at her. How is he expected to control his emotions under these circumstances? But she knew how to calm him, nobody could give a blow job as good as her… well not for him. Not after all the times he had talked her through it. 
4:45 Dolly had almost given in to sleep, her thoughts and anguish crisscrossing into dream, when the crashing made her suddenly re-join the party. Evidently, the bimbo was also woken. Dolly could hear her pathetic voice dripping down through the floorboards, wet with unearned tears. At last she was conscious, about time she confronted the pain she had left in the room. 
It was hard to believe that she had ever considered Amelia a friend. Girls like her give women a bad name, hysterical, needy, selfish, and manipulative ... always with the mind games. It’s no wonder we still have to fight so hard for equality. She should never have given Amelia her copy of The Bell Jar, it was only to try and help him. But it’s obvious that she wouldn’t understand feminist literature.  
Dolly made herself a cup of tea, it was clear neither of them were going to get any sleep tonight. As she lent against her cooker stirring her tea, she calculated the pattern that was playing out upstairs. They were clearly no longer in bed and Dan had reached the height of his pain. He could obviously take no more and by the sound of it, he was dragging her down the hall, hopefully towards the door. Her tearful pleading was just annoying by this point. I mean, if he is so awful why does she keep coming back? 
5:30pm, the beginning of a new day. As Amelia ran from his apartment, her partings words finalizing this chapter were “Fuck you, you fucking deluded self-obsessed maniac.” This was going to be a good day. Dolly could tell as she lay in her bed, that he lay on his bed above her. The early morning sun just beginning to glisten trough their windows onto their bodies. She would wait till afternoon to go and listen to him and to comfort him. Actually, why wait? He needed her now, how could she leave him to suffer alone. 
Dolly climbed the stairs and knocked on the door in anticipation, she could hear the purpose in his footsteps as he approached the door to greet her. She could picture his big, tattooed arms wrapping around her whilst he sobbed.  The door swung open and the force of his hands on her chest took her by surprise. she was just organizing his words in her mind… “you’re back for more already, you fucking desperate bitch,” but she couldn’t assemble them in any order. It seemed like she was suspended for moments in mid-air before she fell. Darkness cleared as she opened her eyes, the pain now moving from the back of her head to the front of her face, the pressure was blinding. why was she wet? Slowly she crawled through her still open door and dragged herself up onto her bed. She could see now that it was blood, it was pooling on her pillow. Her face wet as she lay on her bed below him. It wasn’t his fault, that bitch…. 
6:05 am, the morning sun is warm on their bodies, and the final glimmer of light filters through her eyelids before they closed one last time. 





