The sycophant and the narcissist 
10:20 pm, down on the street Amelia was getting in her car, crying again. she looked back anxious at number 9 before screeching off. Dolly was sure Amelia hadn’t seen her watching; she never let the curtain twitch. The pacing footsteps of Dan, Heavy, restless, in the flat above, echoed through her.  
Why do bitches always do this dolly contemplated? Another slut using him, getting their groupie fix and orgasms. This one was sickeningly dull. like a twig, easy to snap, but its him that gets left broken. 
this 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 the desperate men in the town. available to swallow their bullshit and giggle on cue. 
12:52 AM, she’s back… eurgh, they’re talking, she left her phone behind, by accident of course. She loves the drama this one, it’s mind-blowing how he always forgives, always takes the time to fix things. 
Dolly appreciated Dan’s skill, he never cut corners, a true artist. Nobody could deny his talent, beautifully unique music. There is pride in doing things thoroughly. and yet again he was giving himself away to somebody who could never fully appreciate him. And judging by the noises coming down into dollies bedroom … “o fuck, o fuck, yes, o god, it’s too big” they were not a good fit.  
Silence… that girl must be sleeping, got what she came 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. twiggy, or whatever she was called, didn’t have the magic touch. 
2:20 am, Dolly lay in her soft pink bed, below his, her cheek uncomfortable on the tear-soaked pillow, moist red hair sticking to her face. The sound of his heavy sobbing invading her brain, her pain reflecting his. that bitch undoubtably sleeping soundly in his unwashed sheets. 

As she listened, thoughts of what lay ahead danced through her mind. it would be left to her, to pick him up again. To clean his dirty socks and dishes. It hurt to hear him talk of the pain they caused. she was the only one consistent in his life, an important role.  he would see that eventually. The last time it was bad she brought him lasagne, just to make sure he was eating. He wouldn’t answer the door until 5:32 pm, the smell of stale air and stagnant existence hung heavy, his duvet on the sofa, curtains closed. poor guy. It was totally understandable...The anger, the lasagne hitting the door frame by her head. But she knew how to calm him, nobody could give a blow job as good as her, not after all the times he had talked her through it. 
4:45 Dolly was giving in to sleep, her thoughts crisscrossing into dream, rising from her body up through the ceiling, into his bed, into his body, their souls snug in his sexy man-shaped skin, a perfect fit... But… The banging…where was she? Awake in her bed and things were being thrown. Dolly could hear the bimbos’ pathetic voice dripping down through the floorboards, wet with unearned tears. The bitch was conscious. about time she confronted the pain she’d left in the room. 
Girls like her give women a bad name, hysterical, needy, selfish, and manipulative ... always with the mind games. It’s no wonder were still fighting for equality. Why did she give Amelia her copy of The Bell Jar, she wouldn’t understand feminist literature anyway?	 
Dolly made herself a cup of tea, neither of them were going to get any sleep. Leaning against her polished cooker, stirring tea, and eating grapes, she calculated the pattern that was playing out upstairs. They were no longer in bed; Dan had reached the height of his pain. He could obviously take no more and by the sound of it, was dragging her down the hall. hopefully towards the door. Her tearful pleading was just annoying by now. I mean, if he is so awful why does she keep coming back? 
5:30 pm, A new day. As Amelia ran from his apartment, her parting words closing their chapter “Fuck you, you deluded self-obsessed maniac.” Today was going to be a good day. Dolly lay on her bed, picturing him, on his bed above her. The early morning sun began glistening through their windows, onto their bodies. She would wait till afternoon, then go and comfort him. Actually, why wait? He needed her now, how could she leave him to suffer alone. 
Climbing the steep staircase and knocking on the door in anticipation, his warm embrace on her mind, she could hear purpose in his footsteps as he approached to greet her. the door flew open and the force of his hands on her chest took her by surprise. his words hit her. “you’re back for more already, you fucking desperate bitch,”.  suspended in mid-air before she fell, elbows crashing, tumbling, carpet burns. The sensation of force on the back of her skull fizzing into her nose, blinding pressure. why was she wet? Slowly she crawled through her still open door and dragged herself onto her bed. it was blood, pooling on her pillow. her face uncomfortable as she lay on her bed below him. It wasn’t his fault, that bitch…
6:05 am, the morning sun was warm on their bodies as she closed her eyes for the last time, below him.
 Rising from her body, up through the ceiling, anticipating getting back under his skin. But she didn’t fit. He lay curled, naked, foetal. She would have to stay to protect him from them. He needed her. 





