
Devin  
Chapter One: One Last Cry  

“It’s over. I can’t do this anymore.”  

I looked at the phone like touching it would infect me with an incurable disease. “What 

do you mean, it’s over?”  

“I need something different, Devin,” she explained. “What we had was good, but we 

want different things now.”  

The voice over the phone, the one that only a week ago sang in high octaves to any deity 

who would listen over how much she loved me while I was digging in her yoni, now sounded 

like poison, making my ears bleed.  

“You’re really serious? Yeah, this is a joke,” I spat. “You want to make me beg to keep 

you and what we have or something? Yeah, that’s it, that’s got to be it.”  

“Don’t make this harder than it has to be,” she pleaded. “I’m not the woman that I was a 

couple of years ago when we met. Our dreams are different now. The paths that we’re taking are, 

too.”  

There was no doubt in my mind where this conversation was headed. She wanted to 

throw the “marriage and kids” thing in my face again. We’d been arguing about that the last few 

weeks, but it seemed like she was almost adamant about it over the past few days, nearly 

popping off an ultimatum.  

As I listened to her drone on about her so-called evolution, it dawned on me. She’d 

upgraded me. She thought doing this would let me down easy. She could have dropped me off a 

cliff and it would hurt the same way.  

“I know this isn’t easy, but hopefully we can still be friends, baby.” Her voice was calm, 



but I didn’t want to be. “It doesn’t have to be bad between us, baby.”  

Friends? Really? No thanks, not in this lifetime. That was the final straw. I wasn’t about 

to be anybody’s emergency option in case things didn’t go well with the upgrade. Nope.  

“You’re right, this is over, and no, we can’t be friends.” I felt the need to regain some 

semblance of dignity, despite the fact that my heart was breaking. She was not about to hold any 

power over me. “And don’t call me baby, you’ve lost that right. In fact, lose my number and 

don’t call me anymore.”  

That conversation was weeks ago, but the wounds felt fresh every time I thought about it.  

All the signs were there, but I didn’t see it coming. If I was honest, I didn’t want to see it 

coming. If I’d stuck to the rules and stayed on my game, I wouldn’t be looking so stupid, but my 

nose was too wide open, thinking she was the “one”. Under normal circumstances, my instincts 

would have been hypersensitive enough to warn me of the impending blindside hit.  

I looked back on everything I’d done, all the sacrifices I made for this relationship, more 

than my fair share. But I guess that wasn’t enough for her. That’s what I got for ignoring my 

base instincts and letting her get so far inside that I couldn’t tell which way was up.  

The one thing that gnawed at me was a decision that would have stunted my growth if I 

wasn’t associated with my employer. I gave up big money about a year ago, turning down some 

overseas photo shoots that would have made me a superstar in the fashion industry. Being an up-

and-coming photographer, turning down jobs wasn’t an option unless there was a damn good 

reason. I thought that she was that damn good reason.  

That was my first strike.  

Hindsight was 20/20, with the laser focus of an FBI sharpshooter.  

I was lucky that it didn’t kill my career and I was able to parlay my skills to become one 



of the most sought-after video producers in the industry, with the prospect of being able to be the 

next Ryan Coogler. Now that he’d gotten Black Panther trending so hot that it had the whole 

industry buzzing on a whole other frequency, there was no doubt that it would earn a cool 

billion-plus at the box office in the next few months. That was where I wanted to be, and that 

was where I was going to be. Thanks to the filmography classes I took at USC when I was 

younger, I might be well on my way to doing that, and it didn’t hurt now that I was situated in 

“Hollywood South”.  

I had fallen victim to the spell that love had cast over my heart—a heart I thought I’d 

protected. Cupid’s a dead motherfucker, God as my witness.  

Being the logical thinker that I was, I had to be honest with myself and check my own 

ego at the door. Maybe I set myself up for this fall. After all, I had my rules, and my number one 

rule was to never fall in love until they fell in love with you.  

I thought I had that rule covered. I should have thought twice to be sure. But, that’s what 

I got for thinking I had all my bases covered.  

Okay, so I wasn’t all the way innocent. I mean, who jumped out of a plane without a 

parachute? I kept a few women who were still in my corner, and some continued to make passes 

at me, despite my relationship. All of them knew who she was, and for the most part, they were 

okay with that.  

Could it have been that Karma was making me pay for not being “all in” with my 

relationship? I could have waxed philosophical for the next few days playing the “what if” game, 

but I no longer cared. As far I was concerned, my game was still on point; I allowed my feelings 

to get in the way. It was her loss, regardless of whether I thought she was worth letting all of the 

side pieces fade to black in order to make her the center of my universe.  



The moral of this story? Never make someone a priority when they saw you as nothing 

more than an option. The problem with that moral was that I didn’t make sure I was not an 

option.  

That was my second strike.  

There was no room for strike three because I got tossed out of the game for arguing the 

call.  

Jenna Whitmore was everything that I thought I wanted in a woman: ambitious, 

aggressive in her business dealings, sensual to a point to where she could have any man eating 

out of the palm of her hand. She knew what she wanted, and she knew how she was gonna get it. 

She had the type of drive that made me want to match hers tit-for-tat, and the way my life was 

set up in that moment, I needed someone who fit what I needed from my woman.  

Despite all the pros of the situation, she did have her downside; that damn hindsight thing 

again. She was never affectionate away from the bedroom. She was nonchalant at times, and the 

words “I love you” didn’t have the same effect as I thought they should have. I tried to convince 

myself that none of that mattered. I loved her, or at least I thought I did.  

My friends and family had a fit when they found out. My best friends, Anton and Quinn, 

couldn’t believe that I’d chosen Jenna in the first place. In their eyes, there were other women in 

my “harem” that were much better suited for me. Natalia, my best female friend, never liked her, 

and in retrospect I saw the reasons why.  

I wasn’t trying to hear any of them, though. I’d made my choice, I had to live with it, and 

that was what I told my friends and family. There was no point in going back on my word at this 

point, and I didn’t have time to hear the “I told you so” speech from anyone.  

I charged all of that to the game. I made myself a promise that I wouldn’t let my heart 



make any more decisions from now on—once it mended. Until then, I had plans to treat my body 

like an amusement park roller coaster, and you had to meet certain requirements to ride.  

It was an unusually warm Saturday evening when Anton called me. He had the bright 

idea of rolling through the clubs downtown and midtown club circuits, since we both had the day 

off tomorrow. It figured he’d wanted to go out more now. He was in the midst of a bad dry spell 

and he’d picked up on my old habit of picking up a new bevy of beauties every few months or 

so, and this time of the year was prime feeding time.  

At the beginning of the year, I entertained around four or five women, depending on my 

mood and what I had a taste for. After that, the war of attrition bore out who the weakest links 

were until one remained. I had no problems getting back to that plan, but there was no 

motivation anymore because I was still healing from losing Jenna.  

“Yo, D, we heading to the Havana Club, you down?”  

“I don’t know, bruh, I’m not feeling being around people tonight.”  

“Come on, bruh, I’ll even come through in the Yukon and grab you. I got a sweet tooth 

for some chocolate, and Quinn’s coming, too. It will be like old times.”  

Anton made a very strong case, and I couldn’t argue. I didn’t have to drive, either? Man, 

listen!  

“I’m down, bruh, I’ll see you at my place in thirty.”  

“All right, bet. See you in thirty.”  

I hung up the phone and my mind began to think back to what my father told me when I 

was in high school and I lost my first love.  

My father was old school, last of a dying breed of players from back in the day. You 

know, the ones that had a “mistress” that the wife knew about, but as long as he was taking care 



of home, the wife didn’t care too much about who else he was fucking with. He’d had me and 

my brother later in life after he’d gotten all of his love of random women out of his system and 

decided our mother was the one for him.  

He saw me trying to look like I wasn’t crying in my bedroom after the “love of my life” 

at that time decided that she wanted to be friends. “Son, it only takes thirty seconds to get over a 

girl.” I could still hear him laughing as he said it. I didn’t find it so funny since my heart was 

hurting as much as it as. “You lose one, pick up a few more. It ain’t nothing like a few new dime 

pieces in your pocket to make you feel like a new man.”  

I took that lesson and ran with it for as long as my heart and body would let me. For a 

while, it worked, and I didn’t have to worry about my heart being broken until I felt like I wanted 

to bother with putting it out there to be broken again.  

Pops said it took thirty seconds.  

Well, looking back on it in the midst of my current pain, I realized that it took a lot longer 

than thirty seconds—a lot longer. Jenna was not some random chick on the street that I’d been 

playing around with. She was supposed to be my forever. This one was going to take a long time 

to get over.  

But like he told me, the best way to forget about the last one was to pick up on the next 

one—or a few next ones. But I didn’t want to forget about this last one. It hurt too much. 


