
I Called Him Temptation: Day 46 

 

“I would order wine, but you know I can’t drink, so I’ll just get tea.” I say, glancing over 

my menu at him. 

“Why not? Tryna stay sober or so--oh, oh yeah. You’re still basically a kid.” 

“Gross. You sound like a creepy old man, and you know I’m a grown woman.” 

It still doesn’t feel real, being here with Tino after all the back and forth with him. I had to 

take almost a whole week away from him until I was ready to see him again. It was 

hard, but I needed to do what was in my best interest. After the whole “my baby” thing 

and thinking he was hiding a baby or babies, we talked it over with some of his friends 

at the park near my school. I believe him. Of course he’s not a wild baby daddy. His 

friends said so! They say you are the company you keep, and his seem like chill people, 

a couple of them I know from high school. 

He started visiting me less and if I wanted to see him, it was at a different friend or 

cousins place. Or outside his apartment, never inside. However, he dropped a bunch of 

heavy stuff on me, all before disappearing for nearly 2 weeks acting like nothing had 

happened. when he popped back up. 

“Yeah, so… I lost my phone and couldn’t find it. But I got a new one! Everything was 

already backed up to it!” He said during a call. “Are you mad? Mage, are you mad at 

me? Please don’t be mad! Don’t be mad, please?” 

I was mad. When he asked how he could make it up to me, I said nothing, just sighed 

and shook my head, but he couldn’t see that through the phone. He couldn’t see my 

tears either, so I said I had to go. That’s when it happened. He said he wouldn’t let me 

hang up until  I said yes to going on a date. So I said yes, expecting nothing more than 

Burger King or McDonalds. Then he said he’d surprise me and text me the details. 
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“What are you thinking of ordering, baby?” He asks. I roll my eyes. “Baby sugar? 

Better? Oh, and you can order whatever you want, I got you.” He smirks. 

“Mmmm, I think the chicken parmesan sounds, no, wait.” Whatever I want, huh? “The 

chicken and shrimp carbonara sounds good. What are you getting?” 

“Damn, girl!” He says. I raise an eyebrow and he clears his throat. “I mean...damn girl 

that’s a perfectly reasonable price for such a meal.” 

“Mmhm…” 

“I think Imma get breadsticks. Nah, I’m playing. I’m getting alfredo pasta.” 

“Wow, you’re goofy,” I say. “Where have you been?” 

I mean really, where had he been? Even though I didn’t want to, I missed him. Even 

with all the tears and stress and worrying, I had missed him. Now, it was like he was 

actually going to make it up to me for all the disappointments and secrets.I sipped from 

I rubbed his hand across the table as we talked about anything, just like we used to.  

Until he brought up my ex. Again. 

“I swear it’s like you wanna get-- ooh, I’m not even gonna say it ‘cause you’re gonna get 

offended. But then how could you if you offended me first? Like?” I rub my eyebrows 

down with one hand. 

The waiter brings the food to our table and Tino silently nods until he leaves. I take a 

deep breath, staring at his hands. His fingers, those dirty fingernails.  

“So, you really didn’t sleep with your boyfriend while I was gone and tell him how you 

might love me more than him?” 

I dig my fork into my food., but I don’t really feel like eating anymore. I also don’t want to 

waste food, so I eat. Mmm, is this what regret tastes like? 
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“Ok, I see how it is.” I say. “In that case, so you haven’t been screwing women and teen 

girls when you disappear? Did you tell your ex you found someone who reminds you 

sooo much of her? And, and do you sleep with those friends we hang out with?” 

I don’t know how he’s looking at me right now, if he’s looking at me. I can’t even look at 

him right now, but I’m trying. I take a long sip of tea as he grasps for words. Why did I 

say yes? To this? 

“You-you… wow, I don’t know why you would say that. Even if I was doing that, would it 

really matter that much?” 

I roll my eyes and don’t say anything. 

“Oh shit,” He sighs. “I was just playing! Shit, I messed up again. Let’s start over. No, no 

let’s not start over. I’m a man, I know when to fix what I’ve broken, so you’re right. I 

shouldn’t have said any of that, even though I was just playing, some things I have to 

learn to not make jokes about.” 

I’m shocked. I really can’t tell if he’s still joking or actually being serious. I think he’s 

serious. He’s never owned up like this before. Maybe this wasn’t a mistake after all. A 

smile starts to spread on my face before I shake my head. This isn’t something to act 

proud over! It’s really the bare minimum if I think about it. Make him beg, Mage! Do it! 

I nod slowly and wipe my mouth with my napkin. I get up and smoothe my dress down, 

taking another sip of tea before walking away from him. His mouth hangs open. 

“What? Honey, where you going?” He grabs my wrist. “You aren’t about to leave, right? 

Cause that would be…” 

“Be what? Dumb of me? Is that what you wanna say?” 

“No. Du-ramtic. Dramatic! See? Baby, honey, don’t leave. I’m sorry.” He shakes my 

arm. “I’m sorry.” 
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“See,” I say. “It doesn’t feel good to be accused of dumb stuff, does it? So are you 

gonna stop acting like an asshole and keep bringing it up? Because I will leave if you 

keep doing it.” 

“Fine, yeah. I’ll stop. I’ll be a good boy, like a dog.” 

“Ok then.” I sit back down. 

A few minutes later, the waiter comes back and asks us if we’d like dessert. I tell him I 

want cheesecake to-go because I’m making sure he pays more than a few dollars for 

this. When the waiter leaves, Tino starts checking his phone under the table. 

“Um, who are you texting?” 

“I’m not texting, I’m checking something.” 

“Yeah, OK.” 

My eyes drift behind him toward the entryway where a woman is staring right into my 

soul. I don’t recognize her, so I move my fork through my food to distract myself. Tino 

keeps talking. 

When I look up again, with my mouth full of food, the lady is almost right at our table. 

She’s short with long, blonde hair, long, pink nails with pink eyeshadow to match, and 

what I’ve just noticed is a baby bump. I stop chewing, staring at her. Then I look at Tino, 

also staring at her, mouth open. 

“Um, hi?” I say, fully confused. 

”Bitch, don’t ‘hi’ me! Who the fuck you think you are?” She basically shouts. 

“Oh no. No, no, no! Hold the hell up! I know you not talking to me like that and I don’t 

even know you!” 

She turns her back to me. “Nigga, what are you doing out with this basic bitch at Olive 

Garden?” 

©Rae Jordan 2020 4 



“Nefi, I already told you! You knew where I was going!” 

“What is going on?” I ask. 

The woman looks back to me with a disgusted look. “So I finally get to meet you. You 

know, my girlfriend found you on Facebook and told me she’s seen you around. Even at 

my place. bitch!” 

Her place, seen me, pregnant. Then she started to look familiar! Oh, I think I know who 

this is. This isn’t a woman, it’s a girl! 

“Oh fuck!” I pop out of my seat and point. “Are you his pregnant, 17-year-old cousin?” 

She jerks her head back. I look at him, south ontop of his crossed hands. Wait, I’m 

stupid. 

“Cousin? You called me your cousin? Nigga, you really ain’t shit.” 

“So that baby?” 

“Is his son! Yeah!” 

I feel the tears coming. I look around at the shocked stares and it feels like the whole 

restaurant is silent. My whole face is hot with all kinds of emotions, but mainly 

disappointment. This wasn’t how the night was supposed to go. This was supposed to 

be the date I had been waiting for, not Jerry Springer type drama. 

“Baby, acting...like my baby.” 

“You barely even take care of your other two kids! Glad they ain’t mine!” 

“What!? So you were lying! I feel like such a cheap, rotten hoe,” I throw my napkin in his 

face. “You can have him.” 

“Mage, it’s not like that. Fuck, Nefi, why’d you--Mage, baby!” 

Got all cute, for nothing. All that time, for nothing. See, I knew it the first time, I knew he 

was lying about those kids he was showing me pictures of. Now I gotta find away to get 
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home. I can’t stop crying. The tears just won’t stop, even though I keep telling myself 

he’s not worth these tears. I guess life just has to be that way sometimes. 

 

He wasn’t the man of my dreams. He was a liar. We both were, but this was next level. 

He did have kids. His motorcycle was a lie. Where he lived was a lie. Not hurting me 

was a lie. His good guy act was a lie. All those parking lots, all those hours at the 

college when I could have been learning new songs or taking new photos. He had me 

missing Donelius.  

“You make me so happy. I’ve haven’t been this happy in a while.” I once told him as I 

drove him to his baby mama’s place. I’m the dumbest hoe this side of the South. 

I got played and had a smile on my face the whole time, happy to be his fool. I sure was 

his hoe. I did everything I said I wouldn’t do. I pushed away all my standards to be with 

him. I wanted him to be my man, and I was ready to risk it all. All for some stupid date.  

“I’ll take you on a date and treat you like the queen you deserve to be treated like.” 

Maybe this time, it was time for me to treat myself like a queen and cut Tino out of my 

life. No more dates for this girl. 
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