
 
 

Episode Twenty-Six 
 
 

Even if I was tired and in a piss-poor mood, I had to go filming with Seth and Tyler. They 
arrived at the house right on time, like always. Tyler brought me a large iced coffee with caramel 
and handed it to me wordlessly.  
 

“Thanks,” I smiled, taking a small sip from the straw as I went to go get my keys. I 
passed them to Seth.  
 

“How are you doing, boss?” He asked softly.  
 

“Mm,” I hummed in the way of an answer. “Miserable, honestly. But I guess I’ll have to 
get over it.” 
 

“Bella is really awesome. She’s a good kid,” Tyler stated, grinning to himself as he 
nodded. “I like her. So does Lauren. I think that you two are really nice together,” he said 
awkwardly and then smiled at me. He wasn’t great at showing his real emotions. “I can 
understand why you’d be sad. At least it’s so much easier than it used to be to stay in touch. 
When we were teenagers, we still had dial-up. And you’ve got all the money in the world to up 
and visit whenever you have a chance,” he rambled. 
 



“You’re right,” I smirked a little. “I'm just dramatic. You know how I am. It’ll be fine. The 
coffee helps. Thanks.” 
 

“I don’t know, man. Bella might be the kind of woman to be a little dramatic over,” Seth 
chimed in. “But just a little.” 
 

“Yeah, I think that she likes just a little drama,” Tyler smirked, obviously thinking about 
the baby stuff still. He shook his head a little to himself. Lauren was going to win that so fast. I 
wouldn’t doubt that she was knocked up by the end of next year.  
 

“It felt wrong to watch her leave yesterday,” I admitted as we walked to the car in the 
garage. We were doing a food video first, but my stomach was mildly upset. I had eaten so 
much shit the evening before. 
 

I laid out across the entire backseat, wedged in one corner. 
 

“Well, when you find the one, it’s hard-” Tyler started. 
 

“Really?” His best friend laughed, looking over at him. He made a little face that I didn’t 
understand. “The one? I mean, I adore Bella, but he’s not in love with her already. Right?” 
 

There was a long silence. Seth turned around to look me in the face while the car was 
still turned off. I raised an eyebrow at him, challenging him to ask again. But then he huffed and 
pulled a twenty from his wallet before handing it to Tyler.  
 

“You two are assholes! Yeah, okay. Fine. I am in love with her. Jesus. I wondered how 
fucking obvious I was. And stop betting on it! Or at least be sneakier about it. It’s insulting for 
some reason,” I snapped as I pouted with my arms over my chest. “Were you seriously betting 
that I was already in love with her?”  
 

“It wasn’t really a wager, in my opinion. It was a sure thing.” Tyler folded the cash and 
put it in his pocket. “But yeah. It’s pretty obvious.” 
 

“Really? Like that? You’re in love with her? After a couple of weeks?” 
 

“You wanted to ask her out, too. There was a good reason for that,” I sighed in reply. “It 
was love at first sight for me and-” I snorted. “She got to watch me looking like a tool online for 
literally weeks before. And she still agreed to be my girlfriend for some dumb reason. I don’t get 
it.” 
 

“You’re a good guy. She has a lot of excellent reasons to want to be your girlfriend,” 
Tyler countered, only sucking up a bit. “I’m sorry that you’re miserable right now. I’d be pretty 



sad without my girl, too. If you need to talk… Let me know. And don’t worry. It’s going to work 
out for you two, I think. She likes you too, Eddie.” 
 

“I think so, too,” I smiled a little. “I mean, I think that she’s really into me. And I hope that 
it’s going to work out. I want it to. I… I really do.” 
 

That night when we were eating dinner around the table, I got a text from Bella. It was 
really late there, past midnight, at least. I smiled when I saw it. It was a picture that she took of 
the moon behind the Empire State building from her apartment. The message read, “the view 
from my bed.”  
 

I smiled to myself.  
 

“Sending dirty pictures already?” Seth teased. I scoffed, turning a little red at his joke.  
 

“Hardly.” I showed him the photo. “From her apartment. I got the tour this morning.” 
 

“Oh, sweet…” he mumbled, looking at it. “Let’s take a picture for her.” 
 

The three of us got into the frame, very clearly eating Zankou’s chicken again. Seth 
sipped from his cup, and the containers were all in the frame. I decided to send her a message 
that she would enjoy.  
 

“We need you to tell us about murder.” 
 

“You know what I want to do? A true-crime show with her. She understands why I think 
that it’s interesting and doesn’t judge me for it,” Seth said, and then he smirked a little to himself 
before shaking his head. “You know what? I am an asshole, I’d probably already be in love with 
her too. The first time that she nerded out about serial killers with me, and she’s probably own 
me. Plus, her tits and coffee.” 
 

“You are so weird,” his friend grumbled through a bite of chicken. “I agree about the 
other two.”  
 

My phone buzzed again. “I bet Seth knows the story. Get some good sleep tonight.” 
 

“I think that you’re right,” I showed him the text with a chuckle.  
 

“You know, true crime is a big fucking deal right now, right?” He reminded me once 
again. “I know that I’m harping on it. But you should seriously look into it. And if Bella does half 
as well as she does at off the cuff with you… I mean, it’s something you should consider.” 
 



“Yeah, you’re right. If anything else, it’s something that she is at the very least interested 
in. I should learn something.” 
 

“Or not. You’re a couple. Not the same person. You don’t have to like the same things,” 
Tyler added quickly. He just didn’t want to do murder stuff either.  
 

“No, of course not. But Seth’s right. It is a thing. Research never hurt anyone.” 
 

I tried to sleep that night. Really, I did. I was exhausted. I smoked myself near stupid, 
just trying to get my mind to shut off. Bella was in bed, and I was still too sour at Jasper to talk to 
him again. I had been pouring out all my emotions onto him for weeks and not really giving him 
much back. I shouldn’t have been surprised that he was reaching his limit on my bullshit. He 
took it a lot more than most. I knew that sometimes, I could be too much.  
 

I hated that he felt that I bullied him, but I knew what he meant, though. Pushiness was a 
virtue when you were the youngest. Otherwise, you might not get the attention that you needed. 
It still wasn’t an excuse to be a twat.  
 

But I had yet to finish pulling my panties out, as he so kindly worded it, so I was going to 
give it or another day or two until I found my head. I was sure that the pictures they took of me 
after Bella left were shite.  
 

I already missed Jasper, though, and not being able to whine to him about missing her 
made it all that much worse somehow.  
 

When I laid in bed, I could do nothing but think of both of them. I shouldn’t have been 
surprised that I dreamed about them.  
 

Just witnessing the dream, I watched as if I was sitting somewhere in a chair across the 
room. I had no power in it. Jasper was lying in my bed. He was stretched out in his sleep pants, 
shirtless and barefoot, like I had seen him a thousand times before. His thick arms were above 
his head, and his face was lolled to one side, staring right through me. He was expressionless 
until something began to rustle at the end of the bed. He smiled slowly, looking down at the 
noise.  
 

Bella crawled on top of him while wearing my hoodie. She looked just as she had our 
last day together.  
 

They spoke to each other, not that I knew what they said. She straddled his waist, 
smiling as she talked to him. She was sitting up, her hands hidden in my hoodie, with the 
sweetest little expression on her face. Occasionally, my girlfriend would bite her lip and giggle, 
her hands resting on his chest while his fingers slid up her bare thighs. He was looking up at her 
hungrily, enjoying their closeness. He peered up at her as if he was in love with her.  



 
She was clearly enjoying his attention because she leaned down to kiss him on the lips.  

 
My hoodie came off, revealing her nude body underneath. Jasper had his hands in her 

hair, kissing her in return. Forcefully, he shoved her onto her back. She laughed, drawing him 
closer with her thick thighs around his waist. Her tiny fingers danced along his jaw and over his 
ear then slid down his neck.  
 

My girl’s eyes never flicked in my direction, not that I was actually there. She rolled her 
face to the side so that I could see her expression, though, her eyes closed in pleasure as he 
kissed her neck and shoulder. I had seen him make out a hundred times and walked in on him 
fucking dozens more, so I had a fair idea of how it would look and sound. In my dreams, he 
never had his stupid mustache that I hated. I could imagine his freshly shaven skin against hers, 
warm from the shower. The scent of his aftershave filled my nose in the dream and actually 
made my mouth practically water with desire.  
 

“Tony,” dream Bella moaned my name. I had never heard her say it, but I know that is 
how it would sound. He moved down her breasts, his plush pink lips kissing between them to 
her stomach. “Tony,” she whimpered again as her fingers twisted into his blond curls in that way 
she did when she liked what was being done to her. Her shoulders arched toward his mouth, 
wanting more.  
 

Then her eyes focused on me, wide and her gaze sharp. “Tony.”  
 

I shot right up in bed, sitting up surprisingly violently. My heart was pounding in my 
chest. Shoving both palms into my eyes, I bent my knees as I tried to catch my breath. My 
fingers tangled into my hair, pulling it.  
 

Looking down at the erection that stretched my sleep shorts still after a few minutes, I 
sighed.  
 

I had said that the idea of seeing Bella with another person would turn me on, and I was 
right. I hadn’t expected it to be with Jasper, though. The dream was probably hotter than it 
should have been for me. Especially after the one that I had about him a few days before that I 
kept thinking about. My skin flushed even though I was alone, embarrassed by my own 
thoughts. It was like watching very specialized porn almost. It wasn’t real, but I still felt guilty.  
 

Giving up, I decided to take a hot shower and just edit until I was blind.  
 

When I tried to go to sleep again, it was after the sun had come up. I attempted to rest, 
but my body wouldn’t relax, and I couldn’t stop thinking about Bella. Or Jasper. Or the dream.  
 



I gave in and sent one of them a text with a picture of me in the bed, looking worse for 
wear. I titled the picture 'sleeping is for suckers.'  
 

“You don't have to work today. Go back to bed,” Bella answered right away, making me 
smile.  
 

“I tried.” 
 

“Did you get any sleep?”  
 

“Only a couple of hours. I edited all last night. I'm probably just going to get up and edit 
all day anyway. Are you having a good day, at least?”  
 

“It's been alright. I've been describing our sex in great detail over waffles,” she replied. I 
actually laughed out loud. Knowing Bella, it was probably true.  
 

“lol, sounds fun. Should I be worried?” I asked in return.  
 

“She’s just disappointed I don't have pictures.” 
 

The idea of Bella being naughty in photos was… so hot. It made my erection come back 
angrily even though I did something about it in the shower earlier in the morning.  
 

“Next time,” I suggested with three winks. 
 

“I look forward to it,” she indicated with her own wink.  
 

“Me too,” I said out loud. Quietly, I sighed to myself. Looking down at my shorts, I 
mumbled, “I’d tell you to go fuck yourself, but that’s what you want.” 
 

I threw my sheets off of me with a huff and decided to go work out instead. 
 

That day, I worked until my eyes were sore and literally twitching. I ordered a pizza for 
dinner and ate all of it myself with a few beers. Afterward, I sat by the pool with a joint, 
exhausted and aching. I stared at my phone for a long minute. Finally, I gave in again.  
 

“Hello?” Jasper answered after the third or fourth ring. He sounded breathless. 
 

“Hey. Do you have a minute?” 
 

“Of course, darling. Yeah, just give me a sec,” he mumbled, moving the phone away 
from his face, and then I heard him hurry off to somewhere more private. I heard a door close in 
the background. “Okay.” 



 
“So, pick my underwear out of my vagina? Bruh, that’s a little harsh.” 

 
There was a moment of silence. “Yeah, it was. I’m sorry. I’m… just- I’m honestly jealous. 

I miss you so goddamn much, and she gets to spend all this time with you.” 
 

“I can-” 
 

“And I know you can. But I have a career here.” 
 

“You hate that place!” 
 

“I hate the assholes that I work with, not the job. But I have other things here. My other 
friends. My family-” 
 

“Your father treats you like rubbish. Your Mum has moved away. Your grandparents 
have passed. Fuck him. I hate how he abuses you,” I growled in annoyance, too drunk to keep it 
in. “You could at least get a better job at a news station here if you really want that to be your 
career.” 
 

“I couldn’t afford it, and I won’t take a loan, Tony.” 
 

“Okay. Well, we’ll figure something else out. No Loans. You could just stay at my place 
for free then until you get on your feet. I don’t have a house payment anyway. And then once 
you were stable, you could start paying for the utilities. You know, like before.” 
 

He laughed. “I love you. Thank you for being my friend.” 
 

“Even if I’m a bully? Yes, I know that I am. I just- I just want you to be happy too, and I 
know that you’re not.” 
 

“It’s not your responsibility to make me happy.” 
 

“I want to try,” I answered. “I can at least help if you let me!” 
 

Jasper sighed. “Yeah. I know. You know, we have to grow up, right? We’ve got to do 
some of this shit on our own. What do you suppose Bella is going to think of you begging your 
best friend to come live with you because you don’t want to be alone?”  
 

“She lives with her best friend actually and would one hundred percent understand,” I 
said with confidence. “I got to see her. The roommate. She’s cute, too. Pale and petite. She had 
pretty blue eyes. She reminds me of the anime girls that you used to draw with the chubby 
cheeks and tiny noses back in school.” 



 
“Oh, what’s her name?” 

 
“Alice. Doctor Mary Alice Brandon.” 

 
He chuckled softly. “Doing some online stalking now that you’re alone?” 

 
I laughed as well. “Yeah, but she actually told me that part.” 

 
“Your girl likes to be around smart people, it seems.”.  

 
“She’s too sharp. I think that she’d get bored,” I commented with a sigh. “She went to 

NYU, by the way. She has a degree in music. She plays a bunch of instruments and has a 
beautiful voice, too. I heard her sing on Halloween.” 
 

“You do like your artistic types,” he teased.  
 

I nodded my head, looking down at my drink. “I do. I like creative people. I’ll admit it. 
Everything would be so boring if there weren’t artists. I want so badly to be one of those 
people.” 
 

“Stop. You know that you are. So, how are you doing? Really?” 
 

Biting my lip, I leaned my head back as I considered it. “I’m not currently throwing a 
tantrum, but I’m not exactly happy. I miss her already. I think she does too.” 
 

“I’m sure that she does.” 
 

“It still feels like a mistake to let her leave. It feels… wrong.” 
 

My friend sighed, thinking about what he wanted to say. “Well, if it is, you two will figure 
out a way to fix it, I think. But it wasn’t a mistake,” he stated quietly. “Just don’t stress out so 
much. She seems like an easy-going person. Maybe take a cue from her.” 
 

“Probably not unwise,” I agreed as I looked up towards the Los Angeles skyline. “I am 
truly sorry if I have bullied you, recently or in the past. I know that I am a pushy motherfucker 
sometimes when it comes to things that I want. It’s just another thing that feels wrong. But we 
will figure it out. And I will try to be better at respecting your decisions, even if I don’t understand 
them or like them.” 
 

“I wonder how long I could let you go on for if I just let you talk,” he mocked with a light 
laugh.  
 



“A while probably,” I chuckled in return awkwardly. “I mean it, though. I am sorry.” 
 

“Apology accepted. But you’re still kind of a cunt.” 
 

“Yeah,” I laughed more genuinely. “Good. We’re on the same page then.” He scoffed at 
my answer. “So, I haven’t slept in days. I’m going to try and probably fail. But I’m starting to hear 
colors and shit, so…” 
 

“Man, suck it up and take the meds.” 
 

“And sleepwalk into the pool? Nah. It’s fine. I’ll get to sleep eventually. I’ll talk to you 
later. Have a good day at work, hm? Text me later. I’ll send you some shit when I wake up.” 
 

“Alright. I look forward to seeing it. Goodnight, Tony.”  
 

“Night, mate,” I sighed as I hung up.  
 

I took a picture of the moon behind the mountains from the loveseat, no clouds or stars 
in sight. I sent it to Bella. “Goodnight, darling.”  
 
 
 
 
This goes with Episode 24 of Imperfect Pictures. 
 
 


