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BLOW OUT THE CANDLES 

 Amaré 

Sliding the blade down the right side of my face and stopping right at the jawline, I took the razor and held it under the water from the showerhead to rinse. Watching the thick foam with traces of black hair dotting it fall in slow motion, the bullshit of the past week came into focus. 

 The last time I had a week like this, it took a marathon shower like this one to wash away the stress of it all. Hel , I ended up having to force myself out after a while.  

With both hands pressed firmly against the rough, uneven stone wal  at the front, I leaned my body forward to let the water rinse off the remaining suds and shaving cream. The body wash that I was using around that time had a hint of black soap and honey, I think. I had picked it up at an open-air market a while back and haven’t been able to find that shit since. It smel ed amazing, too. 

 I’m going to be so tight in the morning.  I remember saying that out loud, referencing the slight pull in the smal  of my back, the result of a bad habit that I’ve had since col ege: going to the gym and working out extra hard. .too hard, actually. .as a stress reliever. If nothing else, I’m a creature of habit. And I definitely pay for it at times, but it feels good during. Somehow, I always forget my number two fix for stress—showers like the one that I had just completed. 

____________ 

Turning off the water and sliding the glass shower door to the right, Amaré Stevenson reached for the towel on the hook and thought to himself… I wonder if she’l  be outside tonight? 

After toweling off, he wrapped himself from the waist down in a thick terry cloth wrap and stood in front of the mirror at the sink. Placing his hand on the glass, he swiped from top-right down to the bottom-left corner, looking through the condensation build-up. Brushing his teeth, he simultaneously looked at his recent gains from the gym. In case you didn’t know, every man alive looks at himself in the mirror after a good workout. Vanity aside, it’s just an inherent action. 

The Assistant Director of Communications at a non-profit in the city, he had been loathing the effects of his recent work schedule. This past week alone… His boss started her maternity leave. Her secretary fel  il  on day two. And then news broke of a botched merger between the company and their direct competition. 

His inbox and office phone were both jumping non-stop, all day, all week. By lunchtime on Wednesday, Amaré had contemplated quitting twice. By the close of business on Thursday, he had made up his mind that he just wouldn’t come to work on Friday. .nor any day after that. 

Then when he was looking through some folders for an impromptu meeting that was scheduled, he saw a message card from a speaker that the company booked for a conference one month ago: 



Even Superman gets punched in the fuckin’ mouth every now and then. But then he gets up, says something corny, and saves the day. Stop crying, find your corny line, and keep fighting. 

 

Basil Cooper,  Lisab Actuality 

This proved to be all that Amaré needed to get back on track, as the displaced Queens, NY 

product righted the ship and pushed through the last day. But the man was missing the gym, which was why he hit it so hard earlier. His physical appearance was something that he took immense pride in, and thanks to recent occurrences, his downtime was in flux. This meant an extremely sporadic workout schedule that, at times, found the six-foot-three former col ege rower away from his sanctuary. Thankfully, his recent change in diet, plus AM and PM band work, was paying dividends. 

Outside of the bathroom, toothbrush stil  in his mouth, he grabbed his phone and beamed the last slow jam mix he had made over to the stereo.  When technology gets it right, boy, I tel ya,  he thought to himself. But then, thirty-eight seconds into track one, he thought,  why in the fuck am I torturing myself like this? 



Fresh out of the shower… 



Still wet… 



Naked… 



with Carl Thomas’ “Lady Lay Your Body” seducing the tweeters of the speakers strategically placed around the master bedroom. And not a single female to entertain on his bed.  I’m a fucking funny guy, alright,  he thought. 

Stepping back into the bathroom, he rinsed out his mouth and put up his toothbrush. 

Moving over to the bed, he lotioned down, grabbed some boxer briefs out of the top drawer and a pair of basketball shorts, slid them on with some ankle socks, and after rubbing some of Vic Jagger’s Bruh Mane product onto his freshly shaven face, head to the front of the house. 

Against his preferred intentions, Amaré unplugged his work cel  from the charger in the kitchen and scrolled through emails and missed texts. After a couple of quick replies, he put the phone on silent, plugged it back up, and stepped outside to grab the mail.  Not falling into that off-hours work trap,  he thought. Before his foot even hit the porch, he was reminded of why he loved where he now lived. Although he missed home, the quiet found in this suburb four hours away in Maryland provided him a different level of happiness. 

Closing the mailbox, he looked through the mail on his way back up the driveway. Before stepping back onto his porch, he peeked over his left shoulder to see if a light was on three houses down and across the street. Seeing that it wasn’t, he stepped back into the house and closed the door. It was 8:17 p.m. on a Friday night, and after the week he had, there were zero intentions of going out, save for maybe a bite to eat. For now, he went to the kitchen and let his white French bulldog, Bel a, inside from the backyard. She probably enjoyed their new surroundings more than he did, especial y the massive fenced-in yard. 

After playing with her for a few, he laid down on the couch and started catching up on some of the shows that were taking up space on his DVR. Bel a curled up in her doggie bed near the fireplace and drifted off. 

  Three-plus hours later, Amaré was stirred awake by his personal cell vibrating repeatedly in his pocket. His eyes cracked open slightly, but he did not move from where he was lying. Slowly sitting up, he pulled his phone out of his pocket and saw that it was his ex, who had recently been trying to reach out. Rolling his eyes, he saw that he’d missed a few other calls too, none of which he planned on returning. He shot a text to his boy to let him know he was in for the night, then put his phone back to sleep. 

He looked over by the fireplace, and Bella’s head slowly raised momentarily. “Go back to sleep, B.” 

And she did just that. Her awakening was almost like she sensed his stirring and thought that she needed to console him or something. Looking over at the clock, he noticed that it was 12:03 

a.m. He hadn’t eaten, and nothing in the kitchen appealed to him, so he decided to run around the corner to the brewery and find the lightest thing that they had imaginable. Get in and get out. Avoiding al  temptation to stay out longer, he pulled on a white tee and a pair of custom Huaraches, al owing his subconscious to order his steps. 

His plan ended up working because he was able to customize a salad with some gril ed salmon, eat, knock back a glass of wine and some water, and get back home by 12:49. Tossing his keys, he walked over and picked up Bella, carrying her to the doggie bed in his office. He laid her down, petted her head, and walked down the hal  to his room. 

Less than twenty minutes into some much-needed sleep, Amaré was awakened by loud music from a car coming up the street. The reason this actual y startled him was because it was a rarity in this neighborhood, so much so that he jumped out of the bed, looking just like one of the neighbors that he and his boys used to frown up at when they were younger. He peered out of the blinds to see what was going on. 

A charcoal-colored Lexus RX Hybrid was slowing to a stop across the street. While he appreciated the vehicle, his mouth dropped open when he saw where it parked. Three doors down. 

“Damn, she got a dude?” he said out loud to no one in particular. 

The grin that plastered itself across his face when only two women got out of the car, though? That face could have been used on a movie poster for an upcoming comedy. And right after that pleasure-filled sigh, he became the average man in America, looking on as two sets of women’s legs got out of either side, and his eyes locked on every inch of them both under the light pole. 

One woman was a tal  and slim blonde. Because of the time of night, he didn’t catch her face, but her body was legit. About five-foot-seven, five-eight, he guessed, without the four-inch heels that she was wearing. The other one was much shorter, maybe five-foot-one or so, with a real familiar frame and long thick curls running down her back.  There she is, and looking good as shit too,  he thought. 

She had on jeans that had to have been painted on. Red heels in her hand, a black top with the thinnest spaghetti straps, with a jacket laying over her arm. Casual, sexy, very nice. He subconsciously licked his lips at the gap between her legs from her being ever so bowlegged. In full voyeur mode at this point, the only thing missing, he figured, was something to drink and 

snacks. Continuing to look on through the blinds, he noticed the tal er one reach into the trunk and hand the shorter one sixteen bal oons before she kissed her cheek and drove off. 

“Ain’t nothing about that woman a teenager, B,” he said aloud as visions of her curls in his hand being pulled, her head lifting, and her mouth dropping open as she rocked her hips and took every inch of him deep inside from behind came rushing back to his frontal lobe like it was on an IMAX screen. Her moans were unlike any other woman that he had ever been inside, containing a hunger that sucked him in with each slap of her bare ass against his thighs. 

After she walked inside, he let ten minutes pass before brushing his teeth again and pulling on a white tee. Swapping his shorts for some grey sweatpants, he stepped into his Timbs and headed for the door. Crossing the street and jogging past the two houses before hers, he hoped like hel  that no one was up or peering out of their windows. Because even though he was grown, what he was in the mood for was not anyone else’s business. Especial y none of their neighbors. 

 Yessenia 

 My feet hurt,  I thought. Finishing the last of my fourth Orange Crush (orange vodka, orange juice, and Sprite), all I could think of was kicking these heels off and passing out. Against my wishes, my homegirl dragged me out of the house for my birthday. And, I have to admit, I actual y enjoyed myself. But I had to let her know off top, I’m not doing the club, and don’t take me to see or do anything corny. 

Of course, she knew exactly what not to do. We’ve been tight for almost ten years now. So tonight, we pre-gamed at a bar, slid by Royals for some dancing with the grown folks, and finished up at my favorite lounge. Good times had by all. I could have done without some of the hating looks from two of her girls that tagged along, but whatever. As soon as they saw that I wasn’t their competition and was strictly about the dick, they lightened up. Silly hoes. If they paid attention, they’d know that Natasha doesn’t like women as tal  as she is. I thought back to our last conversation… 

“I hate to be a party pooper, mami, but I need to head home.” 

“Awww, you sure? I know you said no clubs, but I was hoping you’d change your mind and go to Relay with us,” Natasha had said while batting her eyes dramatically. 

“No, ma’am. You won’t catch me falling asleep in the club and looking like someone’s mama. 

I can just Uber home so you ladies can keep the party going.” 

“Ooh, that sounds like a good idea,” said one of the two tagalongs. “That way, we can just head straight there. This is right around the time that they open up the glass wal  facing the harbor.” 

The look that my homegirl shot in their direction was damn near frightening. I real y did mean it when I said I’d rideshare it home, but the extra commentary from that big bitch wasn’t necessary. Thankfully, my girl knew that the last thing I wanted was to be involved in or witness a homicide. We’d been in our share of fights back in our younger days. Don’t let the smooth taste fool you. Neither of us like drama, but if you bring it… 

“You don’t live that far,” she replied to my Uber comment, ignoring the others. “Stop it. 

These horny hoes can wait. I’ll run you home on your birthday because you’re almost my baby mama, and I take care of my responsibilities.” 

____________ 

Yessenia could do nothing but laugh at her best friend as she thought of the events earlier that night, something that she found herself doing regularly. The pair yin and yang each other perfectly, just like they always had since the beginning. They’d met at a club years ago when Natasha ran into the smaller Latina outside of the ladies’ room. Despite her advances, Seni (as her friends referred to her) politely turned Natasha down. But due to the woman’s persistence, she gave up her number and said they could do coffee one day, never expecting the call. Three days later, it came. And once it was understood that Seni did not swing that way, the two befriended one another nonetheless. 

Natasha was a former competitive-level swimmer from Ukraine. Her height and Eastern European features made her irresistible to damn near everyone, men and women alike, and then she had the nerve to be a very cool individual on top of that. But where her girl was stil very much into the party scene, Yessenia had mel owed out. By the end of her birthday night, she was legit tired and was full-on holding out hopes of seeing her new neighbor, Amaré.  All six feet and three inches of him, with all that New York swag,  she thought to herself, remembering their last encounter.  Mmmph! I need another taste.  

The richness of Amaré’s dark chocolate skin in contrast to hers was a memory that consumed her thoughts. She had never in her life had anything remotely close to a one-night stand, but there was just something about him. His intense gaze. The way his top lip curled when he smiled. When he pulled his shirt off in her living room that one night, she couldn’t describe what came over her as she was suddenly pushing him down on the couch and taking his nipples in her mouth one at a time while she undid his belt and zipper. The way his large hands held her waist and control ed her, combined with the way that he fil ed her up when she slowly straddled him, caused her to cum instantly that night. It was the first of two orgasms that dominated her thoughts for over a month. 

Natasha was able to keep her fans at bay long enough to get them to sit tight because she was going to drive the birthday girl home. Tel ing them that they could go on without her if they wanted was more than enough for the Asian one, who was adamant about staying in the Ukrainian’s good graces for lustful reasons. 

During the fifteen-minute drive, Yessenia and Natasha were either laughing about the night’s events or singing annoyingly loudly to J Balvin’s “La Familia” album, simply enjoying each other’s company as always. 

Standing outside at the curb in front of Yessenia’s house, Natasha went into her trunk and pulled out sixteen bal oons with a Cheshire cat grin. “Happy birthday, beautiful!” 

“Awww! Thank you, mami! And thanks again for taking me out tonight, I really had a great time. Now you hurry back to your clique before they put out an APB on you.” 

“Yuck! They can be annoying as hel  sometimes. But in doses, they aren’t that bad. Okay, get some sleep, and I’ll catch up with you sometime tomorrow.” 

Natasha hopped back in her Lexus and peeled off toward the stop sign before the birthday girl could close her door.  That chick and her heavy foot,  she thought. Once inside the house, the 

heels which had been in her hand from the moment they left the lounge were dropped onto the floor by a speaker. Rubbing her bare feet into the thick plush carpet, Yessenia tossed her jacket onto the arm of the nearby loveseat. On a whim, she peeked out of the stil -open door and up the street, looking three houses up. She pouted like a child when she didn’t see any lights on, closing the door. 

“I know he keeps late hours, but he’s probably asleep by now,” she said aloud. “If I was sure he didn’t have a girl, I might chance a knock on the door, even if it is…1:11 a.m.,” she continued while looking at the clock on the wall. 

Tying the bal oons to the back of a chair in the dining room, Yessenia grabbed a bottle of water from the table in her kitchen. Taking a sip on her way upstairs to the bathroom, she didn’t fight the thought of her neighbor and that first moment that they met face-to-face. She had admired him a few times during her late-night relaxation moments on the front porch. But the feeling of his hands on her skin after he had responded to her cal ing out to him on that random evening…damn. She thought back to their conversation. 

 “Beautiful weather tonight, right?” 

 “Amazing. You’re not a ghost, are you?” he replied into the darkness, not able to see who he was talking to. 

She had laughed at the thought because she did not expect that reply at al, even though the cover her awning provided at that time of the night did render her almost invisible to those on the street. Yet his reply to her assurance of being a real person had led to the best sex that she had ever had. Again, total y unexpected. When she snapped back to the present for the second time tonight, her hand was caressing the front of her braless top. She lightly applied pressure and pulled on one of her hardening nipples.  There is a part of me that just knows I saw what looked like his blinds being cracked open and him looking out. But at the same time, why would he be doing that this time of the night?  She silently asked herself this as she continued caressing her breasts. 

“Too much vodka, Seni!” she finally confirmed out loud, leaving a trail of clothing in her wake from the bathroom to her bedroom. 

However, once she reached her bed, she realized that her body was tired, yet she wasn’t sleepy. Not being much of a TV watcher, she took out her silver hoop earrings, put her thick curls up in a messy bun, and pulled on her favorite pair of cut-off denim shorts. Walking back downstairs in her bare feet, she figured that she’d enjoy the peace and quiet of the nighttime. 

Grabbing a beer out of the fridge, she laughed at the thought that she’d had a few minutes ago, thinking that she would somehow see her neighbor tonight. It was past his prowling hour, she rationalized, as each time she caught him out, it was always at night between 11:45 and midnight, usual y out walking that adorable puppy of his. But it was clearly past that time now. 

 And why do I know his schedule?  she thought to herself.  Get a hold of yourself, mami. I know it was good, but fuck! 

A Dos Equis in hand, she forced herself to stop thinking about what was clearly not going to happen, accepting that she’d had a very good night for her birthday, and that would have to be enough.  It was enough,  she thought. And even though she would not have the kind of nightcap 

that she real y wanted, she settled for the one that she could. On the way to the front door, she grabbed her head stash and customized vaporizer. She froze in place as soon as she opened it. 

“Hey,” she said in a surprised tone from her doorway. 

“What’s going on?” Amaré replied, closing her front gate. 

“I’m good now,” she replied with a sly grin, the alcohol in her system clearly emboldening her normally low-key demeanor. 

He could tell from her extra-toothy grin that she’d been drinking wherever she was earlier. 

He also could tel  that she looked just as good now as she did earlier with her heels in her hand. 

Her thick thighs, spotlighted by the slivers of moonlight peeking through the homes across the street, were distracting him mightily. 

“Happy belated birthday, Yessenia. I wish I knew. I would have gotten you something.” 

“Thanks, pa…Amaré. How’d you know?” 

“The bal oons behind you,” he said, pointing to the ones behind her in the dining room. 

Until he spoke her name, she had pressed mute on everything he said after, “What’s going on?”, drinking him in from head to toe.  Why did he come over here in sweats and Timbs?  He had to know what he was doing. 

She was definitely feeling good. He could tel  because her eyes were much tighter than they were the last time he was this close. Tonight, her smile was much more wicked. More daring. 

And when he rested his hands, thumbs inside his waistband, fingers subconsciously framing an ever-swel ing piece of himself, she licked her lips and never shifted her attention.  How fucked up are you?  he asked himself. 

His untied boots beat a rhythm up her front steps that sounded like nineties hip-hop when he moved toward her. The heat emanating from his body grew more electric as he smiled down on her, their bodies a mere breath apart now. Her lips were level with the bottom curve of his chest that showed prominently through the thin fabric of his ribbed tank. His eyes danced across her exposed col arbone, down between where her breasts kissed one another and welcomed a single bead of sweat conjured by the sticky night air. Her nipples were erect and cal ing out to be teased and licked, barely hidden beneath a thin black halter. 

She craned her neck to the side to look up at him, her lips foreshadowing scenes of what they both wanted to happen while saying nothing at al . He slid one of his hands against the outside of her thigh and around to the inside, causing her body to shiver as his fingers traced upwards slowly. Grabbing the beer bottle and gently pulling it from her grasp, he dragged its cold, sweating hardness up the front of her and took a sip from it. 

“You don’t mind, do you?” he asked, taking a step forward to fully invade her space, relishing in the feeling of her breasts pressed against his abs and what felt like her lips kissing his chest as his own hardness pressed against her thigh. 

Stepping backward, he moved over to the side of the door and sat on the wicker couch on her porch. Resting the bottle on a smal  matching table, he turned in her direction. “Don’t mind me,” he said, noticing the small herbal refreshment that she held in her other hand. “Enjoy what you have there. Don’t let me ruin a good time.” 

The slight indecision Yessenia had was quelled with Amaré’s last statement. She finally stepped down onto the porch. Turning the front porch light off, she pulled the door to, walked by him, and sat down. Firing up her vaporizer, she took a long pull off of it, leaned back, and 

draped one of her legs over his. He smiled to himself at this and took another big gulp of the Dos Equis, leaving barely a swallow at the bottom of it. 

“You’re really tall, papi.” 

“That’s not a problem, is it?” he replied, the last of his willpower dying at her calling him papi,  with her alcohol and smoked green-flavored tongue. 

He laid his head back and rested his hand on her thigh, pinky and ring fingers grazing against the edges of the thin fabric covering her warmth—the source of said warmth now peeking from the bottom of her cutoff denim. She licked her lips and looked over at him, but his eyes were closed. He appeared to be as relaxed as she felt. Pulling off of the vape pen again, she touched the tip of her tongue to her top lip and let smoke bil ow out the sides as her hand found his navel. She eased the fabric of his tee up, then slid her hand down inside of his boxer briefs, finding what she had been looking for since the last time. The first time. He did not flinch, nor did he make a move to stop her. 

“Papi?” 

“What’s on your mind, birthday girl?” 

The man had left his house hoping to get another piece of his petite-in-height-only neighbor. 

Unbeknownst to her, she had been on his mind since that chance encounter too. Her lips, so full and plump, were like crowned jewels on her face. And the way that she rode him that same night… She handled him like she had read his particular manual. He loved it the best when she faced him because the shapes that those lips formed with each orgasm she took for herself left him speechless. 

Stroking his heaviness slowly, the feeling of his warm erection in her hand excited her. She repositioned her body on the cushions so that she now rested on her knees and began nibbling on his earlobe. Whispering to him… 

“I want to see it, papi. Can I?” 

At this, it was his turn to smile a wicked grin. Standing to his feet, he pulled the vaporizer from her fingertips and brought it to his lips. Inhaling long, he placed it on the table beside the beer and put his thumbs in the waistband of his sweats, pulling them and his boxer briefs down in one smooth motion. His skin seemed to glow in the light provided by the stars in the night sky. She wished that they were inside so that she could fully enjoy the sight of him, but there was something about this moment that kept her glued to the porch. The way that it bounced from behind the elastic sent her over the edge as the memory of the pleasure-filled pain provided from each inch that pushed inside her the last time flooded her mind. 

The quickness with which she slid in front of him and took him into her mouth shocked him and pulled him out of his smoke-filled haze. He exhaled slowly, blowing out what he was still holding onto while she licked and slurped on him from the bottom. Those sinful lips of hers pulled at what felt like the sheer fabric of his soul. He looked down at her just as she changed positions and was staring him down. Her left hand went up his shirt, and her nails dragged down each ripple in his abs at the same time that her right hand reached behind him, gripping his ass as she pulled him deeper inside of her mouth. 

“Fuck, mami! Is it my…birth…day or yours?” 

She gagged herself trying to deepthroat him, recovered, and tried it again as though it turned her on. Going with the moment and the quietness of their street, he slowly pulled himself away from her and lifted her onto her feet. She looked at him with confusion as he 

turned her around and sat down to peel the denim down over her hips and down her thighs. 

She looked over her shoulder at him with a grin that disappeared when he pressed his face against her bare ass and penetrated her pussy with his stiff tongue. 

A moan jumped from her lips at the sudden sensation. His tongue widened, lying flat against her warmth, then narrowed, masterfully flicking against the underside of her clit. She grabbed onto the railing to keep from falling over and arched her back while spreading her legs, giving him more room. He rolled her clit between his tongue and top lip, massaging it skillfully, alternating from that to sucking on her lips one at a time, darting his tongue in and out of her at a depth that forced her to bite her lip to keep from crying out. As the curses came more rapidly, she uttered in a pleading tone, “¡Te quiero dentro de mi,” begging for him to be inside of her. 

“Mmmmmmmmmm…” he hummed on her clit. “Ye…ss…en…ia,” he said around it after. 

Dragging his tongue through her lower lips then up and between her ass, he eased a condom out of his pocket and over his thick erection as he whispered into her ear, “Sí, me encantaría,” 

and pushed inside of her without warning, letting her know in both ways that he wanted to be inside of her just as bad. 

The much taller Amaré slow-grinded his length in and out of her from behind for the next twenty minutes, varying his stroke depth and rhythm. Not to be outdone, Yessenia shifted slightly to his motion. Standing on her toes, she danced her hips in figure-eights around his erection, causing them both to exchange moans. After the third one, she almost col apsed as her legs gave out from under her. He moved his fingers away from where he had methodically been applying rhythmic pressure to her clit while filling her up over and over and over again to catch her. 

Yessenia banged on the railing from the sensation of multiple orgasms that were still causing tremors to rol  throughout her body like ocean waves. Amaré walked her to the door with his arms around her waist, dragging his long fingers across her clit and dipping them in between her folds slowly while she reached one arm back and around his neck. She bit her bottom lip and found herself teasing her own nipples with her other hand, loving the extra relaxed and satisfied state that this man had sent her into yet again. 

After opening the door and helping her inside, he went back out and cleaned up their impromptu party. When he came back in the house, he found her passed out, the effects of a long night having final y taken hold of her. He carried her upstairs, moved a bottle of water that he found on the dresser to the nightstand beside it, and pulled a sheet up over her. Kissing her on the top of her head, he left her house quietly, passing out himself as soon as his body hit his own bed. 

The next morning around 11 a.m., sunlight and the birds that seemed to love a particular branch near her bedroom window stirred her awake. A knock at the door forced her out of the bed, causing her to wonder who was invading her space on a Saturday morning. Placing one foot on the floor, Yessenia stood up too fast and fel  down on her hands and knees due to soreness in her thighs and hamstrings, apparently having lain dormant until she attempted to use them. The only good thing that came from this pain was the memory of what happened during the bewitching hour rushing back to her in that instant. She smiled as she steadied herself and slowly pulled on a soft pastel green robe, making her way downstairs. 

“Good morning, sleepyhead!” Natasha said with a bright smile as the door opened. She held up a big to-go bag of breakfast from First Watch. 

“Mami, yes!” Yessenia replied, then paused briefly in pain. “Mmmph…okay…” 

Her friend looked at her curiously for a moment. “You alright, Seni? I know it’s been a minute since you’ve been out, but damn. You look like we used to back in the day after going out Friday, Saturday, and Sunday night.” 

“Yeah, I know. Come in, come in. I’ll put some coffee on. And thanks for this, girl, it is beyond clutch. I’m starving.” 

“Dammit. Here, you take this. I left my phone in the car.” Natasha walked back through the screen door and outside. 

Returning moments later, she strode into the house and headed straight for the kitchen. 

Walking with purpose, her voice made it around the corner before she did. “So, were you going to tel  me you had a new neighbor?” 

“What are you talking about?” Yessenia replied, eating a piece of bacon and holding out a cup of coffee to her friend. 

“I just went to the truck to get my phone, and this tal  god of a man in a Yankees fitted was walking by. He must’ve felt me looking at him because he turned around after he passed. Said he liked my truck. He had the cutest white Frenchie with him too. And a laser-lined goatee. 

Bitch, he was beautiful.” 

“Oh.” 

“Oh?” Natasha pul ed the cup away from her lips before she could take a sip. She stared daggers at her long-time friend, looking her over from head to toe. Suddenly, her eyes widened. 

“Wait!” 

“Girl, yes! And my legs are still shaking,” the shorter woman replied with a wide grin. 
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