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Not A Word

 


Dare looked at
the woman he was supposed to love for the rest of his life as she
got ready for work. He and Anita had been married for two years,
with no kids, but it was a decision that they had made together.
They started off as friends, from a young age, then they became
lovers, so when they agreed to get married, they decided to enjoy
life for a few years before the kids started to take up their
time.

They did enjoy
life for the first year, and during the second year all the many
outings and travelling started to reduce because of work
obligations, strict working hours and not enough free time. And
most importantly, they just started to naturally drift apart and
talk less, partly because Dare had once accused Anita of cheating
on him and the other part because Anita got offended and felt
betrayed by Dare for even thinking that.

Dare’s
accusations weren’t that baseless. His suspicions started when he
noticed that his cologne was reducing at a very fast rate when he
knew that he wasn’t using it like hairspray and also that his wife
never used it. There was also always a forgotten sock under the bed
or used towels in the bathroom that neither he nor Anita had used.
And most of the occurrences were when he went on business
trips.

The first time
he had confronted her of cheating on him and even going as far as
bringing a man into their matrimonial bed, she denied it, claiming
that she had no idea where the strange items had come from, and
also that she had even believed the items belonged to him.

Dare had
recently returned from a trip only to find out that he was missing
a tee shirt, his cologne had gone down again, his toiletries had
been moved around and there was a singlet folded in his wardrobe
that didn’t belong to him.

Again, he had
confronted his wife and again she had denied it, saying that she
had found the singlet under the pillow and believed it was his, so
she folded it and put it in his wardrobe. Dare didn’t know what to
do. He watched his wife as she got ready, then she left. He, too,
got ready and left, thinking of how he was going to stop all the
lies by catching his wife in the act. The only way he could do that
was to come up with a plan, which he was going to think about.

 


***

 


The bar was
filled with young professionals, some still in their corporate
wears and jacket, and most of the women in skimpy clothing. It was
Friday night, and while some people went to work in their casual
outfits, some didn’t.

Dare was
meeting up with some of his friends at a bar, but he didn’t want to
go home first to change into something more casual. He wasn’t in
the mood to drive home and he also didn’t want to see Anita. He
hoped she would be asleep when he got home late at night. He simply
sent her a text message, saying that he was going to be with his
friends at the bar and that she shouldn’t expect him back home
anytime soon.

She had replied
to him, not acknowledging his text, but saying that she would never
cheat on him, but he deleted the message after reading it and
tucked the phone in his pocket. He ordered a drink and sat at a
table waiting for his friends to arrive when the first showed
up.

“Oh boy, how
are you?” It was Rotimi. He gave Dare a rugged handshake that ended
in a brotherly hug, then added, “You didn’t go home first?”

Dare shook his
head. “No need.”

“Okay, let me
grab a drink,” Rotimi said, and went to the bar.

Just as Rotimi
was returning, Pius showed up too. He greeted both of them, then
looked briefly at Dare. “You didn’t go home first?”

“Don’t mind the
bastard,” Rotimi replied, making himself and Pius laugh. “That’s
the same thing I asked him.”

“I wanted to,
but I had a long week and if I had entered the house, I wouldn’t
have been able to come out again,” Dare lied.

“Good thing you
didn’t, because I would have killed you if we all came here and
didn’t see you, especially as you set up this Friday night
hangout,” Pius said.

“That’s why I
didn’t.” Dare smiled, a smile that betrayed sadness to the
observant eyes.

“Well, you had
better remove the jacket,” Rotimi said. “Or everyone would ask you
the same question as they come in.”

They all
laughed, as Pius got up to go and get a drink at the bar. Dare
removed his jacket, but it didn’t stop the other guys, Ikenna,
Chiji and Fola from asking why he hadn’t gone home to change.

Pius returned
with bottles of drinks and glasses for the table. He never really
liked buying a glass of drink and standing up to go and refill at
intervals, especially as he drank his drinks in gulps and hardly
got drunk. He was always the last man standing... or sitting.

“Hmm, you
should be a barman or at least a bar owner,” Fola said, as Pius
dropped some of the bottles on the table. A barman followed him,
carrying a tray with some more bottles and glasses on it.

“Your father
should be a barman,” Pius joked, and everyone laughed.

As they all sat
and drank, they talked about work, about ladies, although three out
of the six were married, about football, about Nigeria as a whole.
All of them contributed, except Dare, who kept mute and kept
looking into his glass as he drank and refilled.

“Dare, you have
been quiet,” Chiji remarked. “You brought us here oh, better
talk.”

“Looks like he
wants to compete with Pius,” Fola said, and everyone laughed.

“Or rather,
looks like he is trying to get drunk so that he wouldn’t look at
his wife tonight,” Rotimi added, as he laughed. Others muffled a
laugh or said “hmm,” while Dare wore a straight face. He could have
killed Rotimi on the spot if possible, just for saying that.

“What’s up,
man?” Ikenna asked, gulping down his own drink.

Dare wanted to
tell them what was really going on, but because of what Rotimi had
said, he suddenly didn’t feel like telling anymore. He was
embarrassed. He and his friends had always discussed wife,
girlfriend or side-chick problems, and he had always been on the
commenters’ side, and never on the hot seat.

He didn’t know
how he would be perceived for his revelation. His friends always
admired his marriage and the relationship he had with his wife,
although it seemed as if it was out of jealousy and as if they
hoped that one day it would crash, and he would end up like them —
cheating, lying and treating their partners awfully. Even Rotimi
talked about his wonderful marriage to Anita and their rock-solid
relationship so often, sounding more of envy than admiration, that
Dare was afraid to say things were not going well for him at
home.

“Dare, talk to
us now,” Pius pressed further. “We are your guys.”

“Abeg, it’s
woman problem,” Rotimi said. “His ever so precious and faithful
wife must have done something.”

Dare looked at
Rotimi, angered. “Why would she have done anything?”

“Well, because
she is a woman and—”

“What type of
stupid talk is that? Not all women are the same.”

“The same way
not all men are the same,” Rotimi said. “That’s just the way
it—”

“Okay, so what
is your point?” Chiji interrupted, trying to avoid an impending
argument.

“Dare isn’t
like the rest of us, so I know that the problem isn’t from him,”
Rotimi replied.

“Dare?” Ikenna
called, urging Dare for confirmation.

“I think... I
said, ‘think’ oh. I think Anita is cheating on me,” Dare eventually
said, and they all kept quiet for a few seconds.

Then Rotimi
yelled, “I knew it.”

“Men, my guy,
what are you going to do about it?” Pius asked.

Dare looked
confused. “I thought the plan was that you all will help me out and
tell me what to do?”

“The thing is,
we are normally the problems and we cause more problems for our
partners with our problems,” Pius, notorious for constantly
cheating on his wife, said. “Our partners have never been the
problem, so we don’t know how to tackle this one oh.”

“But how do you
know she is cheating?” Fola asked.

“I think... I
don’t know,” Dare replied. “I see socks under the bed sometimes,
singlet in my wardrobe that she will say belongs to me, when I know
it’s not mine. Then there are used guest towels in the bathroom and
my cologne keeps going down. Recently, one of my favourite tee
shirts was gone.”

“There’s
nothing to think about there,” Rotimi blurted. “It’s obvious. She
isn’t as nice and faithful, and all of those other things you kept
saying about her.”

“Until I catch
her in the act, I can’t say for sure.”

“With all the
signs present?” Ikenna asked.

“She still
maintains her innocence.”

“Guy, wake up,”
Chiji added. “So what are you going to do until she is proven
guilty? Will you just come to the bar everyday to drink and get
home after she has slept?”

“You surely
can’t catch her in the act that way, because you would be out all
night, when all the action happens.” Fola made a provocative
gesture when he said ‘the actions happens’ and everyone laughed,
except Dare.

“Unless you
look for a way to watch her all the time,” Rotimi suggested.

Dare looked at
Rotimi again, then stood up. “I should leave now.”

“Guy, hold on
nau, we were just joking,” Pius said. “We really don’t know
how to help you here. Maybe you should really catch her in the act
first, but you won’t be able to tolerate her until then... if you
eventually catch her.”

“I won’t be
able to live in the same house if I suspected my wife was
cheating,” Fola said.

“And you are
actually the worst cheat in this country,” Ikenna pointed out, and
they all laughed.

Fola gulped his
drink, then said, “Well, men and women are different.”

“Please don’t
go there. Men and women are the same, if they cheat, then they are
both cheats, end of story.” Ikenna also gulped down his drink.

“So what should
I do?” Dare brought the focus back to himself.

“Ditch the
good-for-nothing cheating bitch,” Rotimi said. “If she cheats on a
faithful and loving man, then she doesn’t deserve you.”

Everyone looked
at Rotimi, then Dare walked out of the bar. He wasn’t angry at
Rotimi’s stupid suggestion. Rotimi had always been annoying, even
when he joked, and he was a hater under his skin. Rotimi had
actually given him an idea, so he had to think more about it.

 


***

 


A few days
passed without incident, and although Dare was still suspecting
Anita, he said nothing to her. He had already put his plan in
motion, so anytime from then on, he could catch her in the act and
decide on what to do moving forward. During the period, they
completely stopped talking; even greetings were a luxury. They were
both angry at each other for many reasons. It was now a case of
being married yet living single for them.

Luck struck
when Dare was to travel for two days and he told Anita. He was
hoping that she would slip and be caught, but at the same time, for
the sake of peace and love, he hoped that she wouldn’t. When he was
about to leave, he told Anita that he still loved her and that they
could talk about everything when he returned, then work out a plan.
Anita hissed. Apparently, she was still upset about his accusations
and even more upset about him proposing a solution.

 


***

 


The day after
Dare left, Anita had taken a few days off work. She was working on
a project and after completing it, she and her team members were
given the opportunity to take some days off work and Anita took two
days. She felt good staying at home and even better not having to
see Dare for the two days straight while she rested.

She sat in the
sitting room watching T.V. when her cell phone rang. She looked at
the screen and sighed as she saw who was calling her.

She picked up.
“Hello.”

“Hey, sis, how
are you doing?”

“What do you
want?” Anita sounded harsh.

“Ah. Is
everything okay?”

Anita sighed
again. “Sorry about that. Okay, you call me almost everyday to ask
if I or Dare are at home, so I’m guessing that is why you are
calling again today.”

“Yes.”

“Even with all
the asking, you still never come to visit us when we are eventually
at home, so what is the point? I told you what time I would be back
home yesterday and you still didn’t bother to stop by or call back
to say you weren’t coming anymore.”

“Sis, I don’t
know why you are upset with me. If Dare is upsetting you, I don’t
think you should take it out on his younger brother. I’m your
younger brother too, oh. It’s me, your one and only Dolapo fresh
boy.”

Anita laughed.
Dolapo always knew how to make her laugh.

“Anyway,” she
said. “I’m at home today and tomorrow, but your brother has
travelled. He will be back tomorrow. So there you go. You can come
anytime today.”

“Okay, thanks
sis, I will.” Dolapo hung up.

 


Anita didn’t
realise she had fallen asleep until she heard a loud bang on the
door. She woke up immediately, reoriented herself, then went to the
door, wondering who it was when she remembered that she was
expecting Dolapo. Instinctively, she looked through the peephole
and saw someone else. Surprised, she opened the door.

“Rotimi, how
are you?” She hugged him slightly, then made way for him to
enter.

“I didn’t
expect to see you at home,” he said, smiling mischievously at her.
“I’m doing very well. How about you, pretty lady?”

Anita smiled,
rolling her eyes. “I’m doing all right myself, and I didn’t expect
to see you here either,” she replied. “In fact, I was expecting
someone else.”

Rotimi’s ears
stood up at the mention of that. “Expecting someone else,” he
repeated.

“Yes. Anyway,
Dare isn’t at home.”

“But he isn’t
at the office either. I figured he would be here, since...” Rotimi
stopped.

“Since
what?”

“Never mind,”
Rotimi said, dismissively. “So where is he?”

“I’m surprised
you don’t know he has travelled and will be back tomorrow.”

Rotimi was
aware of that, but he pretended not to be. “Really? I didn’t know
that.” He then smiled lustfully at Anita and went to hug her again.
“I’ve missed you, Anita.”

“Same here, it
has been a while,” she replied, under muffled breath. Rotimi was
hugging her too tight. “I’ve missed all of you actually. You guys
hardly come to hang out here anymore.”

“Hmm,” Rotimi
replied, as he buried his nose into her hair.

The hug was
lasting way too long, and Anita started to feel a bit
uncomfortable. She pulled herself away forcefully when Rotimi’s
hands travelled down her back and landed on her bum and when he
planted two kisses on her temple. He was already breathing
heavily.

“What are you
doing?” she asked.

“I thought you
were enjoying the touching and the kisses on your head.”

“Is something
wrong with you?” Anita looked offended. “Dare is your friend for
goodness’ sake.”

“So would it
make it any better for you or justify the things that you do, if I
wasn’t Dare’s friend?”

“What are you
talking about?” Anita asked. She stomped towards the front door,
opened it and left it open, then added, “In fact, don’t answer that
question; just get out. I wouldn’t tell Dare what happened here
today, but if it repeats itself, I would surely let him know.”

Rotimi smiled.
“I guess you want me to leave, so that I won’t meet the ‘someone
else’ you are expecting when ‘he’ shows up.”

“The ‘someone
else’ is my brother-in-law Dolapo. He is coming to visit, and I’m
not having anything to do with him, because I’m sure that’s where
your mind is already headed.”

“Women.” Rotimi
shook his head. “I mean, if you are already cheating on Dare, one
more wouldn’t hurt, whether it’s with his friend, brother or even
your driver. Cheating is cheating.”

“Who told you
that I’m cheating?” Anita didn’t know when she closed the door that
she had been holding open.

“Dare of
course,” Rotimi said. “That’s why I checked him at home. Since he
can’t stand the sight of you right now, the only time he can come
home is when you are at the office, and at night, he prefers to
chill at the bar until he is sure you have slept off. He knows you
are.”

Anita was
quiet.

“Why are you
acting so clueless?” Rotimi had a sarcastic look. “What were you
expecting? The used towels, the socks under the bed, the used
cologne, the mysterious things in his wardrobe and the missing tee
shirt? And now, you are expecting ‘someone else’ and saying it is
Dolapo. Maybe it is even Dolapo you are sleeping with.”

Anita froze for
a second, surprised that Dare had even gone as far as telling his
friends about his suspicions, but then, what Rotimi had said,
especially the last sentence made her come to a realisation. She
stormed out of the sitting room and went straight for the bedroom.
She began to ransack the whole room.

It made
absolute sense to her. Dolapo had a spare key, and he obviously
came into the house all the time to chill and probably make out. He
would certainly use the Jacuzzi with whoever he had come in with,
throw his own things around, use Dare’s cologne, then leave with
Dare’s clothes. She had never even checked if all her things were
intact. For all she knew, his flings or girlfriends, or side-chicks
were going off with her things as well.

She continued
searching. Dolapo had called the day before to ask if she or Dare
were home. He would have certainly stopped by again. She looked
into Dare’s wardrobe, but couldn’t tell if there was anything
missing or out of place. She didn’t know how Dare had left it or if
he had even left it in a certain way to trap her.

 

She looked
under the pillow and at the edges of the bed when she saw it...
half of a condom wrapper. She laughed as she looked at it, shaking
her head in the process. When she looked up, she saw Rotimi looking
at her. She didn’t know that he had followed her and didn’t know
how long he had been standing there, watching her.

“Look, if Dare
sent you here to seduce me, so that he can prove to himself that
I’m cheating on him, then you can tell him that it didn’t work.
It’s obviously Dolapo that has been coming in here to use his
things and throw things around,” she said, and shook her head
again. Then in a whisper, she said to herself, “I’m going to call
Dolapo and scold the hell out of him.”

Rotimi didn’t
say anything. He just stood there, looking at her.

She walked
towards the door to leave the room, while saying, “You can leave
now and—”

Before she
could complete her sentence, Rotimi, who had come into the room for
a different purpose, lifted her up in one full scoop and threw her
on the bed. And before she could even understand what was going on
or why he had done that, he jumped on the bed and began to rip her
dress apart. At that moment, she understood what was going on or
about to happen, so she started to fight him off and scream for
help, but it was clearly impossible.

He put his
whole weight on her, making it difficult for her to breathe. When
it was clear that she was no match for him, that she couldn’t fight
him off and that her screams couldn’t go beyond the bedroom door,
she lost hope. She didn’t cry, because she couldn’t bring herself
to.

Rotimi
eventually subdued her.

 


***

 


Anita lay on
the bed, her pillow soaked with tears. She hadn’t moved from the
spot since the day before, after Rotimi left with a part of her.
She was hurting badly and blamed herself for opening the door in
the first place.

She had heard
her cell phone ringing in the sitting room, even almost all through
the day before, but she didn’t move. She was feeling very weak,
sad, upset, hurt; feelings she could not put together coherently or
explain. She thought it could be Dolapo, but then, she expected it
was Dare, since he was due back home in the evening. Her phone was
still ringing in the sitting room and she still made no attempt to
get up and get it.

“Rotimi was
calling you,” Dare said, as he entered the room. The room looked
disorderly and had a smell he couldn’t place. “Why is Rotimi
calling you?”

“I hate you,”
Anita replied.

“What?” Dare
was surprised.

“You have what
you wanted, are you happy now?” She finally got up and went to the
bathroom, then locked herself inside.

Dare stood
shocked for a second. He knocked on the door. “Are you okay?”

Anita didn’t
respond immediately. She knew that Dare had prearranged the whole
thing, and although she didn’t initially know how far he would go,
just to prove that she had been with another man, she didn’t
believe that setting her up that way could even be in the plan.

“Anita?” Dare
called.

“Please, leave
me alone. I hate you.”

“Anita.”

“It’s over...
this marriage is over.”

“Anita?” Dare
yelled this time, then sighed. His cell phone rang in his pocket.
He looked at the screen and saw that it was Pius calling. He picked
it up. “Pius.”

“Dare, my man,
how is it going?” Pius asked.

Dare wasn’t
sure how it was going. He had just received words that he didn’t
expect to hear upon his return. “I just got back home now.”

“Is that what I
asked you?” Pius laughed. “How are you though?”

“I’m not sure.”
Dare walked out of the bedroom and into the sitting room.

“Why, what
happened?”

“I just got
back and Anita won’t talk to me. She just said that she hates me
and then added that our marriage is over. I don’t understand.”

“Ah. She didn’t
say why or any other thing?” Puis asked, sounding surprised.

Dare shook his
head, even though Pius couldn’t see him. “No, she didn’t. She just
asked me if I’m happy now.”

“Hmm.” Pius
sighed. “Does it have to do with the plan you had?”

“I’m not sure,”
Dare replied. “She knows nothing about the plan and I haven’t
confronted her about anything yet. I just got back.”

“Hmm.”

“What’s with
all the ‘hmms?’”

“I’m not sure
what’s going on or if I should be telling you this, but I know who
your wife is cheating on you with. I’m sorry.”

“What? Who?”
Dare asked. “Were you following her or watching her?”

“My guy, I’m at
the bar with the other guys, and Rotimi—”

“Rotimi?” Dare
interrupted.

“Guy, calm
down. Rotimi has good information that Dolapo is always at your
house. He might be the one betraying you and sleeping with your
wife.”

“But Dolapo is
like her younger brother. They both would never do such.” Dare
paused for a second and didn’t know when he said “hmm.”

“Guy, are you
coming to the bar? We are all here now and we will be here for a
while.”

“Seriously?”
Dare hissed.

“I know you are
angry, but think about it first before you do anything,” Pius
replied. “Have a drink or two, and let’s work on a plan, then you
can decide on how to confront them both.”

“I already have
a plan, I will work with it.”

“What are you
going to do?”

“I’m going to
the office first.”

“The office? By
this time? It’s almost eight p.m.”

“Yes,” Dare
replied, and before he hung up, he added, “I will see you all
later.”

 


***

 


Dare got to the office and spent some time
there, after which he got what he wanted and decided to go to the
bar. He wasn’t thinking straight and didn’t know what he would
actually do at that time. He tried to calm himself down, then made
a few phone calls while in the car, and after about thirty-five
minutes, with some traffic on the road, he got to the bar.

He wasn’t smiling when he entered the bar and walked up to his
friends, who were all a bit drunk, except Pius, who was always the
last to get drunk. Dare ignored all the greetings and hailing, and
went straight to Rotimi. He lifted Rotimi up by the collar and
started to land him heavy punches on his face.

Everyone broke out of their drunkenness
immediately and stood up, shocked. Dare kept on throwing Rotimi
brutal punches, not minding if he was going to break Rotimi’s jaw.
People who sat around them all got concerned and raised an alarm.
The music stopped playing and the lights were turned on. They could
see a drunken Rotimi with a bloodied face; Ikenna, Chiji and Fola
looking back and forth between Dare and Rotimi; and Pius holding
back a struggling Dare, preventing him from causing any more
damage.

“Guy, what is wrong with you nau?” Pius asked. “I told you that he knew Dolapo was sleeping
with Anita. You were supposed to confront the traitors and not beat
up the messenger because you are angry and can’t handle the
truth.”

“Anita isn’t cheating on me with Dolapo or
any other person for that matter. Rotimi raped her.
Bastard.”

“What?” Pius exclaimed, as well as the other
three friends. “Are you sure?”

“I can kill myself and every other person
here right now, that’s how sure I am.”

With that reply, Pius let Dare go, and Dare
went to finish the job. He threw Rotimi a few more punches and
almost broke a bottle on Rotimi’s head when the police showed up.
Dare had made a few calls and informed the police about what had
happened. They picked Rotimi up, slapping and kicking him, as they
carried him away.

 


***

 


By the time Dare got home, Anita had packed
her things and was already on her way out. She could have left the
day before, but she didn’t. She wanted Dare to be there physically
when she told him that she hated him and that the marriage was
over. And even after she did, he simply called her name a few
times, answered his phone and left the house. There was no point of
her remaining there.

“Anita, baby, please wait,” Dare said, then
held her on the shoulder.

Anita shrugged him off. “Leave me alone. I
never want to see you again.”

“I’m sorry, baby. I’m sorry for thinking that
you were cheating on me and I’m sorry for how I’ve been behaving
since then. I should have talked to you... I should have
listened.”

Anita kept dragging her box, as she made her
way out, but Dare held one edge of the box in an attempt to make
her stop.

“You want the box? You can have it. I don’t
even want it.” She left the box and made for the door, but Dare ran
in front of it and blocked her. “What’s the meaning of this
nau? Can you
please excuse me?”

“Anita, I need you to listen to me. I’m
sincerely sorry. I know that you weren’t cheating, and especially
not with Dolapo. I was wrong to ever think that you would.”

“Dolapo? Why...?” Anita started to ask, then
realised that Rotimi must have said something, probably lies. She
was angry and hurt again. “Rotimi, of course. Please, I need to go
now.”

“I know what Rotimi did to you, and I
apologise. I never planned for that to happen and I assume that’s
what you meant when you asked if I was happy now.”

Anita didn’t say anything; she just stood
there and looked down, fighting back her tears.

Dare held her in his arms, and began to
say, “I thought you were cheating on me, and after I had told my
friends about it, Rotimi indirectly suggested that I watch you all
the time and it gave me an idea, because the only way I could do it
was to put up cameras in the house.”

Anita pulled back immediately and looked
at him, then looked down.

“And good thing that I did,” Dare added. “I
saw Dolapo come into the house twice two days ago with two
different girls, and they did all sorts of things around the house
and in our room. He touched my things and went through my wardrobe.
The girls went through your things as well and might have taken
some tops or scarves.” Dare hesitated. “I also saw everything that
happened the day Rotimi came here.”

Anita started crying, as she continued
looking down, and Dare held her closer.

“How would you ever think that I could do
such? Set you up like that? And still come back home to meet you. I
would have to be the devil himself,” Dare said.

Anita still said nothing.

“I got a call from Pius, saying that Rotimi
knew you were cheating with Dolapo, so I ran off to the office to
watch the recording. I was mortified when I saw it, and had to
force myself to watch it, but I couldn’t watch until the end.” He
raised Anita’s head and wiped her tears from her face. “I lost my
mind and beat Rotimi up. I also made a few phone calls and got him
arrested. He would be locked up for a very long time, and would
only be released if I say so... and I don’t ever plan on saying
so.”

Anita forced a smile, but more tears
streamed down her face. All of that was too late, as the deed had
already been done, but she still appreciated the last-minute effort
he had put in to make sure that Rotimi paid for his crime. She also
wondered what would have happened if Dare hadn’t put the cameras
up... would he have believed Rotimi and would he have divorced her?
Would he have even believed her if she eventually told him what
Rotimi had done to her? She would never know the answer to all of
that, because she was never going to ask.

“Please, don’t go,” Dare whispered to her.
“I’m sorry... Please, say something.”

Anita wiped her tears, and without saying
anything, not even a single word, she went back into the bedroom
and closed the door behind her.
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