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He was my bad boy.

My only bad boy so far. Being around
him just made me want to fuck. And fuck hard.

Fucking. Love making. Foreplay. All of
it was a welcomed occasion for me and I devoured it like the good
fucking girl that I was.

The day that always seems to get me
over the edge was like any typical day. But this day, I just needed
him. I needed him and his dick. Inside of me hard, thick, and for
however long he could stand it.

I remember getting ready for work that
morning, kissing him goodbye, and driving off. For the rest of the
day though, I just couldn’t get him off my mind. Who he was. How we
met. The love I had for him. It just turned me on throughout the
day. Made my panties so wet that I couldn’t even stand for fear
that I would give myself away.

Have you ever had days like that? Days
where an extra pair of panties in your purse would do you some
good? Well, that was definitely me on that day. Unfortunately, I
didn’t have an extra pair in my purse so I confined myself to my
desk. I only dared myself to get up to prepare for lunch. If I had
the unwelcomed pleasure of being interrupted by a supervisor or
fellow co-worker, I typically responded to them with little to no
attempt to remove myself from my swivel chair. Fortunately, there
were no long discussions or meetings, so being glued to my desk for
the day seemed to work out in my favor.

I remember calling him as I normally
did on my lunch break to see how his day was going.

“Hey, honey. How’s your
day?” I asked, crossing my legs, trying to find some type of
comfort with the pool of moisture that was gathering around my
crotch.

“It’s going well babe,” he
said. “I’m just finishing up this design. It should be finished on
time so I’m not stressing over it.” Damn. Even his voice made me
wet.

He worked on computers all day.
Designing websites, advertisements, and stuff like that. Not my
interest but it made him a pretty good income. Enough to support us
both if he wanted to. If I wanted him to.

“That’s great, sweets,” I
said, not trying to reveal how horny I was by the sound of my
voice. He could usually tell, but today, I didn’t want to give it
away. “Well, I miss you. I’ll see you when I get home?”

“Of course, babe,” he
said, in a nonchalant voice. “I miss you too. See you later. Love
you.”

“Love, you too,” and we
disconnected our lines.

See. That’s what I loved
about him. He was not afraid to say I love
you first. Actually, he
was the first to
say I love you.

We had been dating for a
few months then. I already knew that I loved him. I loved who he
was. I loved what he represented. I loved the way he carried
himself as a man. I loved how he cared for his family. Most
importantly, I loved how he cared for me. I just wasn’t sure if it
was time for me to tell him that I cared so much for him yet. Not
in that way.
Plus, I didn’t want the awkwardness of him feeling obligated to say
he loved me just because I said it first.

Have you ever been in that situation?
I’m sure you have. When one person says I love you and then you
don’t want them to feel stupid or like you don’t give two shits
about them and their feelings. So, you go ahead and tell them you
love them back. Well, I didn’t want that. Not with him. I wanted it
to be more. I wanted us to be more.

Anyway, on this particular morning, I
remember waking up from a long night of passionate love-making. I
had to get back to my place and ready for work in the
morning.

I turned over to kiss him before I
left the comfort of his warm bed and said, “I’ll see you
soon.”

I turned back around to get up from
the bed and figure out where my clothes had landed the night
before. Then, I heard him say…

“I love you too.” My heart
dropped right there on his bedroom floor.

I know he was trying to be all
nonchalant about it as he normally carried himself. He didn’t want
to seem like a love-happy, weakling. Not even if it was just the
two of us. It was ridiculous really, but I liked that about him
too. I had the hugest grin on my face. He’d just said he loved me!
The first time he admitted it! How could you not love
that?

“Aww, babe. I love you so
much!” I said, as I turned around and placed the gentlest kiss on
his lips. He laid there with his eyes closed as though he was going
back to sleep. No smile. No response. Just mellow. Like he’d said
it a thousand times before. These were the memories that came to me
this day. Just like any other day. And it made me appreciate him.
Made me love him more.

So, as I sat there, in my
office, waiting for the time to go by, I just thought about these
times. How happy I was with him. How much I loved him. How
in love with him I was.
And it made me want him more.

Damn, I was so
horny.

The day seemed to take forever to end.
All I could think about was him being inside me. Our bodies moving
to our own rhythm. Only God knows that I didn’t get any work done
that day. How could I with sex on the brain?

Finally, it was five o’clock and I
rushed to make it back to the apartment that we now shared. I
didn’t know what I wanted to say or what I would do when I got
inside and saw him. All I knew was that I needed him right
away.

As I made my way up the stairs to our
apartment, I reached into my purse for our door keys. I could hear
the television on as I reached the door and knew he had to be
watching the news.

Great! Sex is always more
important than the news.

I put the first key into the top lock
and unlocked the door. Then, I put the second key into the bottom
lock and turned the knob. My heart seemed to be racing a thousand
beats per second. Still, with no release from the moisture, I knew
that the only way to relax it was to ride. And that’s just the type
of mood I was in.

I opened the door and saw
him sitting on the sofa in his blue jeans, t-shirt, and socks.
Goddamn he was sexy. My bad boy sexy. Not pretty boy,
light-skinned, curly hair sexy. Bad boy sexy. This was the image I
was visualizing all day and he just seemed to be waiting there for
me. Laid back, hands on the remote, watching TV.
So goddamn sexy.

“Hey, babe,” he said as he
sat up straighter. He opened his arms to give me a hug. I looked at
him with a gaze so intense, that he immediately put his hands down
and turned his head towards me. He lifted an eyebrow as if to ask
what’s up. He knew that look. The look that said I’m ready to fuck
you RIGHT now. And he was ready. He was always ready.

“I see you’re ready
today,” he said, as I walked towards him. I could see the slight
smirk on his cheek. I didn’t respond. I couldn’t respond. I had
dick on the brain. And all I wanted to do right now was suck the
hell out of it.

“Hey,” I said, as I leaned
down to give him a soft kiss on the lips. He continued to look at
me, questioningly. I knew he wanted to ask what was going on with
me or what happened. At the same time, he welcomed my assertiveness
so I knew it was not a big deal.

I got on my knees, reached for his
belt, and unbuckled it. He lifted himself up slightly to help with
the tension of it around his waist. I looked down towards his
crotch and could see that he was ready for me as the thick bulge
protruded from his jeans. I unzipped his pants and pulled down his
boxers slightly so that I could gain access to his manhood. Just
looking at it made my mouth water.

I licked my lips and
slowly began to taste him. I allowed my tongue to glide up and down
the length of him, focusing only slightly on his tip. His dick
tasted like chocolate. The best
chocolate to me. And I was ready to devour it
whole.

I looked up to see that he was
enjoying himself already. His eyes were closed, his mouth slightly
ajar, and he started to place his hand on the back of my head. Not
hard, but gently. Even the gentleness of him during love-making
made me smile. Made me want to taste him more. Made me want more of
him inside of me.

I repositioned myself so that I could
get a better angle of him as I slowly placed his manhood inside my
mouth. I closed my eyes and tasted him. The salty taste of him
mixed with the smoothness of his shaft. It seemed like the perfect
combination.

I began to move up and down the length
of him, as I placed a little pressure around him with my lips. I
made sure to guard my teeth with my lips as I moved up and down his
shaft and slowly gathered him towards the back of my throat. Having
the whole length of him inside of me made me feel powerful. Made me
feel like I was able to conquer him. Able to conquer having him
inside of me. Me pleasing him in this way. It was one of the best
feelings in the world.

As I continued with this steady
rhythm, I could feel him pulsate in my mouth. I knew he was about
to cum. He opened his eyes and looked down towards me.

“Damn, Tee. You are so
beautiful,” he said, as he continued to watch me work. He closed
his eyes again and I continued to do my magic performance on his
dick. He loved it. I knew he did. I heard him project several
expletives from his mouth as I felt his cum shoot towards the back
of my throat. Usually I would let it gracefully slide down the
length of him, but today I decided to feel it ease down the inside
of my throat. It was warm, almost like warm pudding, going down my
throat, and it was good.

He lifted me up by my chin and began
to kiss my lips. He placed his tongue inside my mouth and I began
to suck it softly. I couldn’t get enough of tasting him.

I began to climb atop of him, mounting
him with my legs folded up, cupping his waist. I moved my lips
towards his ear, one of his weak spots. I gently nibbled on his ear
and began tenderly sucking his earlobe. He let out quiet moans as
his hands began to cup my round ass, giving a firm
squeeze.

I moved lower, down the length of his
neck. Another weak spot. I felt him start to rise again. Yet
another thing that I loved. His ability to get hard right after a
quick cum.

He slid his hands more firmly around
my pants, sliding one hand down the crack of my ass and towards my
feminine wetness.

“Damn,” I could hear him
say. “You’re like a river. Makes me wanna taste you.” I smiled in
response.

“Not right now, sweetie.
I’ve been waiting for you all day. Couldn’t wait to get home,” I
said, as I unbuttoned my pants so he could get better access to my
goodies. I stood up to slide my pants off my waist along with my
panties and then returned to straddling him. I moved my hand to
feel for his hardness and slowly lowered myself on top of
him.

This is what I needed.
This is what I’ve been waiting for.

I closed my eyes as I enjoyed the
fullness of him inside me. The length of him was like sweet ecstasy
my pussy devoured it. I placed my hands on the back of the sofa to
maintain balance and began slow movements against his
body.

This is going to be a good
ride.

“Fuck,” he replied at my
aggressive behavior. I could tell he wasn’t ready for me to be
ready so soon. He closed his eyes and leaned back as he continued
to place a firm hold on my ass. I leaned back as well and began to
feel him deeper inside me. Feeling his length. Feeling his
thickness. Full and completely inside of me. I closed my eyes and
let myself go.

I let my mind think about this man and
why I loved him so much. Why I was completely happy with him. Why I
was completely satisfied. It was times like this that made me feel
like one. One with him. Connected with him. Mind, body, and soul. I
didn’t want to give that up for anything.

I could hear the sounds of our bodies
slapping against one another. The feel of our bodies pounding,
thrusting hard against each other. Our voices moaning to the
essence of this movement, making its own rhythm. Making its own
song. Again, I let myself go.

I felt the stimulation inside my body
force its way towards my clitoris. I didn’t want to come yet. Not
yet. I wanted to stay in this moment just a little bit longer. But,
as our bodies continued in their own sweet rhythm, I let myself go
and I came. I came with a force that was so powerful that I almost
immediately felt weak. He always did this to me. As much as I tried
to control it, he had control of me. He always made me
cum.

He tapped my ass to signal that he
wanted to enter me from behind and I was a willing participant. I
unstraddled him, leaned over, held onto the back of the sofa, and
spread my legs. He slowly entered me again and this time it seemed
like I felt him deeper. I loved any position with him, but this was
one of my favorites.

He moved to his own beat, this one
rough and steady. He placed his hands on my hips and thrust his own
against mine. Again, our bodies fell into a rhythm that took us
both away. I began to moan loudly with the pleasure of each thrust.
He maintained one hand on my hip as he allowed the other to grip my
hair. And as we continued this pace, I knew I could release myself
fully to him.

“I’m about to cum,” I said
in a breathless whisper. Seemingly, only audible to myself. I
didn’t even recognize it. It was so soft but deep at the same time.
I was definitely breathless.

“Shit,” was his response.
He began to speed up his pace to feel the friction of my vaginal
walls against him. Continuing back and forth. Back and forth.
Pumping. Grinding. Flesh against flesh. My pussy juices making
squishy noises as we sexed against the living room sofa.

And then we came. Together. Our bodies
relaxed against each other on the living room sofa and we gave each
other a passionate kiss.

“I love you, babe,” I
said, as he gathered me in his lap and we sat together on the floor
of the living room.

“I love you, too, babe.
Always,” he replied. And we laid there for a few moments longer,
relishing in the happiness of us.

That’s what I remembered on my lonely
nights. That’s what I remembered when I needed to relax. When I
needed to escape. That’s what I remembered when I saw him in the
bread isle of the grocery store today.
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One thing I hate is a sneaky ass man.

Sneaky ass men who don’t give a
goddamn about their women. Their loyal women. Their loyal women who
worship the goddamn ground they fucking walk on. The ground that
they’re obviously not worthy of standing on and he was definitely a
sneaky ass man.

About a year ago, when
everything seemed to be perfect – we sexed right, we played house,
we lived the good life and I could really see this as long-term
potential – the lying bastard had the nerve to be
sexing someone else. I
mean goddamn! We were sexing enough on the regular and here he goes
to get some mediocre pussy when he had quality grade A with me?
Exactly! The shit just didn’t make sense!

Anyway, here I am, a year
ago, walking into our place. I’m hearing sounds like elephants
smashing holes into walls and I look around because
obviously I’m in the
wrong goddamn place. This can’t be my fucking place. This can’t
be my fucking
place with my fucking man. My fucking place with my
fucking man fucking some mediocre bitch? Fuck no!

So, I go and grab a cast iron skillet
that my mother so generously donated to me as a housewarming gift
when we moved in together. I figured if I was going to be smashing
some elephants tonight then I had to make sure they went down and
went down hard. I was ready.

I’m surprised that the
noises didn’t stop after I made my way towards the bedroom. I mean
the cast iron skillet was under a lot of pots and pans so you had
to be damn near deaf if not already to not know someone was in the place. So, I have
to take a step back and brace myself because this goddamn bitch had
to be brave. In my goddamn place, fucking my
goddamn man, and she doesn’t have the decency to
stop and put some fucking clothes on? A towel? Something? Goddamn!
Pisses me off even more. It’s time to break some necks.

So, I head towards the bedroom door
and hold the cast iron skillet up like I’m ready to swing baseball
bats, placing a firm grip on the handle like my father taught me
when I played softball at eight years old. I didn’t want it to slip
out of my hands before I got a good swing in.

I slam the door against
the wall and I see this skinny chick grinding the fuck out of
someone who’s supposed to be my
man and my mouth drops. I’m looking at the tattoo
of a jaguar on the back of this broad’s shoulder and staring at it
because I know I
have the same damn tattoo that my best friend and I had done
together for our twenty-first birthday five years ago. This
couldn’t be my best friend fucking my
fucking man in my
fucking bed. Fuck no!

“G?” I ask, heading
further into the bedroom and looking at the two of them still
naked, her on top of him in our bed, him looking scared as shit
that I’m about to kill his ass. I had to be sure this was
my best friend because
the best friend that I knew would never want to hurt me like this. The best friend
that I knew was
with me through thick and thin just like I was with her. Just like
I did when she was getting smashed in the face by her no good
boyfriend at eighteen years old. Not that best friend.

Seeing her there on top of my man made
me think about that moment again so long ago. We were heading out
for a typical Saturday night on the town when G gets a phone call
from her boyfriend. Her boyfriend is questioning her about where
she is and who she’s with and obviously being very disrespectful. G
is getting upset and nervous, so I tell her to relax. I tell her
that she needs to take a little break for a while because obviously
this dude is insecure, or something, to be questioning her every
move and person that she’s with. She agrees with me, attempts to
calm him down, and then we head on to a local night club
nearby.

However, as we arrive at
the night club, I’m taken aback to discover her boyfriend is there,
leaning against the entrance of the door like he’d been waiting for
us. I’m obviously surprised because I know on the ride to the club I
didn’t see her texting anybody and I don’t remember her telling him
where we were going that night so I’m wondering how in the
world this man was able
to stalk her like this and find out where we were. So, I decide to
ask.

“Did you
tell Tim we were going
to this club tonight?”

Knowing G, she probably
did tell him, dumb ass, but she can’t figure out when. It had to be
when we were getting in the car. As I started up the car, I noticed
her whisper something to Tim over the phone. I thought she was
saying how much she loved his sorry ass but she had to have told him where we were
going.

G shrugs her shoulders like she has no
clue as to what I’m talking about and proceeds to exit the car
door. I see the look of wickedness on his face and can almost make
out that Tim is in no mood for hugs and kisses tonight. Tonight he
definitely looks like he’s pissed the fuck off and full of
rage.

As we make our way towards the door, I
notice his nostrils flare as he looks like a skinny rhino trying to
take in air. I quickly look around for some security guards or
anyone with muscle because I know with him looking like this we’re
going to need some protection.

“Hey, Tim,” I hear G say.
“What do you want?”

G asks him this so innocently like
they weren’t just arguing less than thirty minutes ago. Doesn’t she
pay attention to body cues and facial expressions? Is this bitch
insane?

He’s going to break your
fucking face!

I grab a hold of G’s hand because
obviously she’s not smart enough to know when to protect herself
against danger. I squeeze it to warn her that she should approach
him with caution but she ignores my attempts to try to stop
her.

“Wait a minute, G,” I
whisper to her so only she can hear. “Let’s talk to him from a
distance. He looks like he’s still upset with you.”

G pushes me away and walks ahead of me
as she goes to greet Tim with a hug. That’s when my breath gets
caught in my throat as I see him grab her by the neck and elevate
her at least a foot off the ground.

“What the
fuck, bitch. Didn’t I
tell you not to ever disrespect me?”

He spits the words out of his mouth as
he proceeds to choke her in front of the club. I have to admit,
this has to be some goddamn crazy shit I’m witnessing here. I’m
still looking around, wondering why there aren’t any security
guards at the door. Weren’t there supposed to be security guards? A
video monitoring system? Something?

At this time, since I don’t see any
other witnesses or people here to help me, I decide to take my buck
twenty-five having ass and try to pull her away. I race towards
them in front of the club door that appears to be made out of
metal. I’m thinking if I bang on the door or open it, someone has
to be inside to help. As I near them at the entrance of the club,
however, he immediately drops her to the ground and she crouches
down, holding her throat, trying to gasp for lost air.

“What the
fuck is wrong with you?”
I scream towards him, trying to hover over G, attempting to protect
her against this monster.

“This has nothing to do
with you. It’s
about me and her,” he says, grabbing her by the arm and causing me
to fall to the ground.

“I’m sorry,” I hear G
plead with a weakened voice, looking at him with tears streaming
down her face.

I take this chance to rush up the club
steps and open the door where I see three tall, thick, muscular
looking guys dressed in security guard uniforms. They’re standing
around the receptionist desk laughing with a couple of the female
staff. The video monitors are in front of the desk, displaying four
images, one image shows the recordings of what’s going on outside
of the club.

I shake my head, looking
at these guys, thinking to myself what kind of weak ass security
guards they must be if they aren’t securing anything.

“Goddamn, guys! I need
some help!”

I scream the words at the group
standing before me, ignoring whatever menial conversation they were
having before I entered the building. They all stop their
conversation and I direct my eyes toward the security monitor,
displaying a vision of my friend still being physically assaulted
by her boyfriend.

“Oh, shit,” I hear one
guard say and they all begin to rush towards the front entrance of
the club. They get there just before we all witness Tim, pull his
arm back and punch G straight in the jaw. She passes out, her body
laying limp on the ground.

“What the fuck,” another
security guard says out loud, more to himself than to anyone
else.

He is bewildered just as all of us are
and I’m worried that she might be dead. I stand back as two of the
security guards quickly take hold of him. One proceeds to tackle
him to the ground, pushing his body forward so his back is facing
away from us. Another forcefully places hand cuffs behind his back
and uses his knee to hold him still while the last one standing
uses his cell phone to call the cops.

“Are you alright?” The
first security guard asks G, who is now beginning to regain
consciousness. Her body is still lying motionless on the ground but
her eyes are moving slowly. She tries to make a sound but can’t,
struggling to speak from the impact of Tim’s deadly blow against
her face. I kneel down and try to comfort her as we wait for the
police and ambulance to arrive.

“You don’t need this
bullshit,” I tell her. “You don’t need this bullshit in your life.
You deserve better than this.” I continue on, helping her lean on
me for physical support. She leans against me willingly and begins
to cry. She cries hard. She cries for the physical pain that she’s
in but she also cries for the mental pain. She hadn’t realized
things had gotten so bad. She thought Tim just had an issue with
expressing his love the right way. He’d experienced abuse before
with his own parents and didn’t want the same with her. However, G
could tell from that day, there was no helping a lost cause like
him for now. He could get the help he deserved but she wasn’t going
to be a part of it. From that day forward, she left the
relationship and never looked back. That was the last day G ever
let a man put his hands on her and she had been there to help
her.

That’s why, after years of
supporting her, and being a loyal friend to her, it was so
heartbreaking to see her sitting there, on top of my
ex man, riding him like
she was on a fucking horse.

“I’m sorry G, I didn’t
mean it,” I hear my man – well, ex
man – say.

“Oh you didn’t mean
to accidentally slip your dick into her vagina? Sex doesn’t just happen,
asshole. This shit was intentional.”

I walk closer to the bed and stare at
my “best friend” like I’m looking at a total stranger.

“G?” I have to ask this
again because she still hasn’t acknowledged my presence, and
remains mounted on top of him, staring at me like
I’m not supposed to be
here.

“Look, I’m sorry, Tee. I
really am. I didn’t mean for anything to go this way. I just came
by to wait for you to come home and well…one thing led to
another…”

Was she
serious right now? She
must have thought I was as dumb as she was.

“Bitch, you’re still
sitting on top of him! Dumb ass. Get up, get your shit, and get
out,” I say, pointing to the door. I drop my cast iron skillet
close to my feet, disappointed that I would have to use my swinging
arm for another day. I lean against the bedroom wall as I wait for
her to get dressed, exit the apartment, and close the
door.

Once I hear the door shut,
I look back at the idiot now sitting in my bed, waiting for me to say
something.

“What are you still doing
here?” I ask, so frustrated at myself and wondering why I wasn’t
aware that something had been going on between them
sooner.

“I’m sorry, Tee. I know
you’re upset, but really we didn’t mean for it to happen. It
just…happened and then we couldn’t stop.”

They must think I have
clueless or naïve written across my forehead or
something.

I say nothing, and instead
do the same thing that I did towards G. I point a finger to the
doorway and direct him to leave my
apartment. He continues to offer several pleas of
apology but I refuse to hear any of it.

“You can get your shit
tomorrow but you’re not staying here tonight.”

I tell him this in a serious,
emotionless tone and refuse to look at him. Right now, the look of
him is disgusting and I can’t wait for him to leave my apartment so
that I can remove the sheets from my bed and take up rest on my
sofa for the remainder of the night. I watch him as he follows suit
with what G did just minutes before. He gets dressed, grabs his
keys, gives me one last apologetic look, and heads out the
door.

That was the end of our relationship a
year ago. The dramatic end of a relationship with my sneaky ass man
and my sneaky ass best friend. So, you can imagine my surprise when
I see him in the grocery store today. Believe me, it was definitely
an unwelcomed surprise. I always thought if I saw him again it
would be too soon, but I guess God didn’t grant me this wish. Not
today.

I decide to be cordial and greet him,
feelings of disgust still playing in my mind. Thoughts of the last
traumatic encounter not completely erased from my brain.

“How are you doing,
Tee?”

“I’m good, Frank. How are
you?”

I ask only out of pleasantry. Not
because I give a damn.

“Good,” he says as he
looks at me up and down, trying to take in an eyeful of me in my
fitted jersey dress and three-inch heels. “I miss you.”

“Umm hmmm” is my reply.
What else do I say to a sneaky, cheating ass man? He stares at me
for a few seconds longer, I’m sure probably regretting his past
decisions.

“Well, it was good seeing
you again,” he says with a wink. He reaches into his pocket and
grabs his wallet, pulling out a stack of business cards. He looks
at the information and extends a hand to give me one.

“This is my new contact
information. If you ever need anything…and I mean
anything, you know I’m
always here for you, right?”

“Uh huh,” I respond to
him, holding onto the card, refusing to place it in my purse. I
stare back at him emotionless, waiting for him to get the message
that I didn’t have much to say to him.

“Well, I hope to hear from
you soon,” he says. He tries to grab my hand, hoping for one
flirtatious touch goodbye, but I quickly pull my hand towards my
body and away from his grasp. He plays it off like he’s trying to
wipe away something on his pants.

He waves goodbye and I follow him down
the aisle with my eyes and out of my sight. I shake my head, as I
allow his business card to fall freely to the floor, praying that
the Lord never sees fit to put a worthless piece of a man into my
life like that again. So far, since the end of that relationship,
the Lord has been merciful.
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Goddamn this man is sexy.

If the previous encounter dampened my
mood, this man sure did dampen other places. He was the epitome of
sexy.

I’m standing here waiting in the
checkout line of the grocery store as I see this gorgeous man
standing behind me. Tall. At least six feet. Eyes the color of ice.
So clear. Almost translucent. Hair cut low to his head with a hint
of facial hair like he was attempting to grow it into a decent
goatee. Skin complexion that probably still looked good after a
tan. Dress shirt with cuff links, beautiful silk tie, and pants
that were definitely tailored. Shoes that were high quality but the
brand name was uncertain.

Mmm, mmm, mmm. I love a professionally
dressed man. Delicious looking man. Had my mouth watering already,
envisioning several ways to mount him.

I place the small amount of groceries
I’m carrying in my basket on the counter and grab the divider so
that he can put his items behind mine.

“Go ahead,” I say, using
my hand to direct him to the counter like I’m some sort of sales
girl.

 

“Thank you,” he says in a
deep tone.

God, even his voice is
sexy.

I try to peruse the magazines above
the checkout counter, making sure to hint towards one that seems to
be directly in reach of his ring-finger. This must be my day. No
ring appears to be visible.

“Excuse me, sir,” I say,
making sure I give him the most innocent look that I possibly can
in spite of the erotic thoughts traveling through my brain. “I
don’t mean to bother you, but would you hand me that magazine over
there?” I point to the magazine within inches of his hand and he
turns his head as his hand reaches out to grab it. I take my own
chance to grab a quick look at him from behind and am pleasantly
surprised. He has a nice ass too.

“Here you go,” he says
with a sexy smile. His teeth look like they’re straight enough to
be used in a toothpaste commercial.

“Thank you,” I say, as I
quickly grab the magazine from his hand a flip through the
pictures, not really caring who or what details lie
inside.

I wait anxiously for the cashier to
ring up my items before I decide to do something risky like
accidently bump into him on purpose.

“Do you live around
here?”

I’m looking around
surprised because I think
I just heard this gorgeous stallion ask me a
question.

Well, goddamn sexy, I’ll
live anywhere you want me to live.

“Yes, I do actually. A few
blocks up. What about you?”

“I just moved here.
Relocated from New York.” Hmmm, a New Yorker.
Interesting.

“Oh okay. Well, how do you
like it here so far?” I’m trying to think of anything to ask him
besides if he needs a sex partner. I’m struggling to think of other
questions because his gorgeousness seems to be clouding my thought
process. The only thing my mind is able to do right now is think of
hot, sweaty, steamy sex with him as my subject.

“I like it here actually.
I mean it’s definitely different. Don’t get me wrong, but I like
the change of environment. The scenery. The culture. It’s good for
me.” He definitely didn’t speak like a New Yorker. There was no
accent to pinpoint a specific location. I try to think of
something…anything to say, to make up small
conversation.

“Well, that’s good. It’s a
nice area. A great town. The people are very friendly and
welcoming.”

I’ll be friendly and
welcoming to you at any
time.

“Yeah, I’ve noticed that.
I’ve only spoken to my immediate neighbors so far, but overall I
can tell that people genuinely care about each other here. I’m
looking forward to staying for a while.”

“Good, I hope you do.” I
give him a friendly smile and am thankful that the cashier has
finally rung up the last of my grocery items. She’s been listening
to our conversation, but pretending like she’s been deeply
monitoring the scanner on her computer screen.

“Thirty-six, forty-two,”
she says, looking quickly at me and then giving my new “neighbor” a
friendly smile. She’s into him too. I can tell from the way she’s
slightly squinting her eyes. A flirtatious smile that almost
reaches the corners, giving those smile eyes that say I like you
but am waiting for you to make the first move.

I reach into my wallet and pull out my
credit card, swiping the magnetic strip against the card reader. I
press the credit button on the screen and then the decline button
when it asks me if I want cash back. As the signature screen comes
on the display, mister sexy leans over towards me and quietly
asks,

“Would you be willing to
show me around?”

I slowly look towards him, as he is
still standing relatively close to me, waiting for a response. I
lean back, trying to get some personal space, before I attack him
with deep, throaty kisses in the front of the checkout line. I take
in a deep breath and look at him out of the corner of my
eye.

“Of course, I would. Any
time,” I say, in a calm, collected voice. I’m glad my self-control
is working today and my libido is not overacting. He extends his
large, well-groomed hand to me and waits for me to extend mine in
return.

“My name is James by the
way,” he says, shaking my hand. I can feel the touch of a business
card as he slides it across the tips of my fingers and releases it,
placing his hand back into his pocket.

“Tee. Short for Tina. Nice
to meet you, James.” I look back down at his business card and
notice he’s into real estate. The title of the business card
actually appears to have his
name as the company name. Impressive.

“Same here,” he says with
a smile.

“Well, I guess I’ll see
you around,” I say. “For that tour.” I gather my things and flash a
flirtatious smile at him as I prepare to walk out the door. I turn
to get one last look at him again and notice he’s watching me.
Actually, he’s watching the sway of my hips as I near closer to the
door. He looks up at me as I turn around, noticing that I’ve been
watching him as well. He gives me a quick wink and a wave as I
continue to walk out the store, swaying my hips for him to continue
enjoying the view.

I reach my car and put the groceries
in the empty trunk as I remember to put James’s card in my purse. I
turn around and walk toward the driver’s side of my door as I
notice the sound of the car beside me beep, alerting that its owner
was heading towards it. As I look up, I notice my new “neighbor”,
James walking towards me with his small bag of groceries in
hand.

What a
coincidence.

“You own the
Benz?”

I ask him this because I’m picturing
so many things I can do in his car. The front seat. The back seat.
On the hood.

“Yeah. What a coincidence
that we parked beside each other.”

He looks at me with a small grin on
his face, as though he’s thinking about something else but doesn’t
want to let me know.

“You know what? I know I
gave you my number, but do you mind if I get yours? I’m a little
old school and my dad always taught me that a gentleman should
always make the first move.”

Thank God for
daddy.

I’m standing here,
speechless right now, not knowing what to do. My heart is still
pounding in my chest, admiring the look of this gorgeous god who is
speaking to me in the middle of the grocery store parking lot. I
mean not that I’m unattractive or anything. I know I make quite a
few heads turn on a regular basis. Yet, I’ve never been approached
by a man this…beautiful before. I don’t know how else to describe
him. I typically date average looking guys. Guys that get some
stares occasionally but not too much of a competition that I have
to beat some heads in or something for disrespecting me when we are
together. More of the boy next door rather than someone who could
be on the cover of GQ magazine.

“Sure,” I say, reaching
into my purse to grab a pen and piece of paper I can use to quickly
jot my number down. I find a pen and an envelope that I have
stuffed into the bottom of all my unnecessary items in my purse. I
tear off a piece of the envelope and begin writing. As I’m writing,
I look up at him with my eyes, not moving my head. I notice him
admiring my bountiful cleavage so neatly tucked away into my dress
and smile.

“Here you go.”

He quickly redirects his eyes to mine,
smiles, and slowly takes my paper.

“You know most people use
cell phones now,” he says, almost laughing at me, but not. I roll
my eyes, embarrassed at myself.

Why didn’t I think of
that? And why didn’t he suggest it? More opportunity to look at my
girls, I guess. I’m not mad.

“Well, I guess, I’m a
little old school too, huh?” I say, rhetorically. He lets out a
quiet laugh.

“Yeah. I guess you are.”
He looks down at the paper and back up at me, eyes hinting at so
much more than a friendly conversation.

“Well, you’ll definitely
be hearing from me soon,” he says, opening the back door of his
car, placing his groceries onto the floor, and closing
it.

“I look forward to it,” I
say, as I enter my car, close the door, and put the key in the
ignition. I see him follow suit as he enters his own car and waits
for my engine to roar to life as I prepare to pull off. I wave
goodbye to him as I head out of the parking lot thinking how glad I
am that James is my new “neighbor.”

Suddenly I have the theme song of Mr.
Roger’s neighborhood roaming through my brain.

***

It’s seven thirty-two in the evening
and I’m just finishing up my cooking. I dish out a plate of baked
chicken, salad, and seasoned pasta and grab my glass of wine
waiting patiently for me on the kitchen counter. As I move to sit
at my dining room table and read an article from my favorite
fashion magazine, I hear the musical chime of my cell phone ringing
loudly from my purse. I locate it on the entrance table of my
apartment, place my hand in to grab it, and say hello.

“All men should
die.”

I immediately recognize the voice of
my younger sister Mia and shake my head.

“What’s wrong, Mia? Did
something happen with you and Todd?”

Mia and Todd have been
dating for the past three years. They were the couple that always
seemed to make you sick. Have you ever had a couple that always
seemed to be in love with one another? Touching each other?
Grabbing each other? Kissing and saying I love you
all the time? Well, this
was Todd and Mia. It was very sickening.

“He’s late again, Tee! For
the third night in a row! He better not be cheating on
me.”

“Calm down,” I say,
rolling my eyes. Mia is obviously the overly dramatic one. “Todd
worships the ground you walk on, Mia. I’m sure if anything is going
on, he’s probably just actually
working late at his job. I mean, didn’t you just
say he got a new promotion that requires him to work longer
hours?”

I hear the deep sigh of Mia’s voice in
my ear and know that she’s trying to make sense out of what I’ve
just said.

“You’re right, Tee. I
guess I should just calm down. I know I worry all the time and
you’re probably sick of me…”

You’re right about
that!

“But I just love him so
much, you know? I don’t want anything crazy to happen between
us.”

You mean like what
happened with Frank and me?

“Look, Mia. I
know that Todd
absolutely loves you. He’d be crazy
to be unfaithful to you after everything you’ve
been through over the years. And even if he were unfaithful, and
missed out on the great opportunity to keep you as his life
partner, you’d deserve better anyway.”

Now, that was the absolute
truth.

“You’re right, Tee. I need
to just relax. He should be home in a little bit anyway. Maybe he’s
got a lot on his plate right now….with the new workload and all.” I
hear Mia let out another deep sigh before she continues. “Well,
just give me a call if you need anything. If not, I’ll see you at
mom’s graduation dinner on Sunday, right?”

Oh, no! I completely
forgot about that!

After seven years of going to school
in the evenings, our mother finally earned her Master’s degree in
business administration. She was excited but we were overjoyed as
well. It was a struggle with her paying her school tuition along
with ours but in the end, she knew that it would all be
advantageous. She was able to earn a lot of scholarships and
financial assistance due to her age and supporting two of her four
children with college degrees. It really worked out for her at
almost no cost.

“I’m absolutely going to be there! Thanks
for reminding me, Mia. I’ll see you then. And don’t worry. I’m sure
Todd will be walking through that door in a few
minutes.”

As I hang up the phone, I begin to
think about how grateful I am to be born into a family full of
strong, supportive, educated women ready to lend a hand whenever
needed. This is what helps motivate my purpose in life.
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It’s Sunday afternoon and I’m at my mother’s house watching
her put one of her famous pies in the oven to bake. Somehow she’s
under the impression that fifty or so dinner guests will be able to
squeeze into her small little house but I try to persuade her
against it.

“Mom, do you think we
should put some holiday lights and tables in the backyard?” I’m
estimating we can at least fit half the guests back there if we use
two of our picnic tables and ask the Sanchez family next door to
borrow theirs as well.

“I’m not sure, sweetie,”
she says with obvious concern on her face. “I know that we can fit
some in the basement and around the house. Don’t you think it’ll be
too hot outside for the dinner?” I look at her quizzically, knowing
that there is absolutely
no space to fit twenty people in the house. So,
trying to double or triple that number just is not going to
work.

“Mom, if you want to
comfortably have fifty dinner guests,” I emphasize the word fifty.
“Then, I highly recommend we start setting up tables in the
backyard. I’m sure they’ll be much more comfortable there than
cramped up in a tight space like this.”

My mother looks at me, knowing I’m
right but still concerned about the “comfort” of her
guests.

So, let me just explain my mother if
you haven’t already figured her out. My mother is the type of woman
who is always focusing on others far more than she focuses on
herself. When there is someone she feels needs shelter, financial
support, or food, she’s always willing to provide those things
without a question of repayment.

Once, there was a school friend of
mine who was offered the above stated privileges. Not that she was
a good friend or anything. I mean we weren’t even close. She was
just someone I spoke to here and there when we saw each other
around school or on the way home. Well, one day my mother got word
that she was homeless. So, she actually went to the school
administration and her parents and offered to provide them with
housing for a few months until the family was able to get back on
their feet. It lasted for about half a year but my mother made it
work. Even with having four children of her own to raise, she
didn’t see benefiting from all she’d been afforded without offering
a helping hand to someone else. Let’s say she was adamant about
following the golden rule of doing for others what you would want
them to do for you.

“You’re right, baby,” she
says, removing her apron from around her waist and hanging it on
the wall beside the kitchen door. “Well, would you do me a
huge favor and ask the
Sanchez’s if we could borrow their tables for the evening? I think
Chris is actually there visiting this weekend. I’m sure he can
help.”

Chris? I haven’t seen him
in forever!

“Sure,” I say, walking
towards the door, now curious about my past neighbor/friend who
used to confide in me. It’s been at least ten years since the last
time I saw him. Back then, Christopher Sanchez was a skinny kid
with a baby face, chasing girls who could care less about his
existence. Around me, though he was always quiet. He never really
talked much but came to me about his latest love interest. I always
wondered if he’d ever found his true love that he’d been searching
for but after high school we’d lost contact. Being two years ahead
of him, I went away to college while he was left behind on his own
to battle the world of love and war.

I head down the steps of my mother’s
front porch and see Mr. Sanchez washing his car in the driveway. I
can’t believe that so many years later, Mr. Sanchez still looks
fine as hell. I remember as a teenager, I used to have the hugest
crush on him. I was never bold enough to actually approach him
about my teenage fantasies but I have to admit there were several
nights I would envision him coming over to borrow a cup of “sugar”
and us fucking on the living room sofa until just before my mom
came home. But that was so very long ago. I was still innocent
then.

“Hi, Mr. Sanchez, how are
you?” I ask, waving a hand toward him as I quickly put those past
fantasies behind me.

“I’m well, Tina. How are
you? How’s your mom? Do you need help with anything?”

Even his biceps are
bulging today. Didn’t even think he’d still have that effect on
me.

“We’re fine, Mr. Sanchez,”
I say, heading closer to his driveway, standing just close enough
not to get splashed by water or inhale fumes from the cleaning
solution. I can’t help but fantasize about accidentally having a
wet t-shirt contest with a person of one in the front yard of our
quiet neighborhood street. After a few seconds, I remember why I’m
out there.

“Actually, Mr. Sanchez,
we do need some
help. Do you happen to have any long tables we can borrow for our
event tonight? Mom is trying to put a couple of tables in the
backyard and we could really use your help.”

Mr. Sanchez holds the water hose
loosely in his hand and lets the water trickle out of the spout. He
looks at me as though he’s thinking about something. It takes him a
long moment to answer and I start to wonder if he’s had fantasies
about me as well.

“Yes, Tina,” he says,
clearing his throat. “We do have a few long tables in the basement.
I’ll see if Chris can bring them over for you.” He gives me a
friendly grin and places his water hose firmly in his hand. I try
to erase new found fantasies of Mr. Sanchez, me, and the water hose
quickly from my mind.

“Thanks so much, Mr.
Sanchez,” I say, heading back towards my mom’s house. “By the way,
do you think I could stop in to talk to Chris for a minute? I
haven’t seen him in so long and it’d be great to catch up on
things.”

Mr. Sanchez looks at me with
questioning eyes. I think he’s wondering if Chris and I were ever
an item in high school, but in a few seconds, he seems to dismiss
the thought with his eyes.

“Yes, Tina. He’s inside.
Feel free to go in. I’m sure he’s in the basement watching
television or something.”

“Thanks, Mr. Sanchez. I
shouldn’t be long. I’ll let my mother know you said it’s
okay.”

“No problem,” he responds
back. I head towards the entrance of his house and quickly glance
back at him. I can see him trying to maintain focus on rinsing off
his car while concurrently trying to ignore my feminine
existence.

Yeah, he’s fantasized
alright.

I walk up the front steps of the
Sanchez house and knock on the door. Mrs. Sanchez answers and I
give her a warm smile. She is just as sexy as Mr. Sanchez. Having
an attractive couple like that should be a sin.

“Hey, Tina,” Mrs. Sanchez
says in her bubbly voice. “How are you? Come on in!”

I immediately greet her with a warm
smile and a hug, as she’s always seemed to have this effect on me.
She seems to have this effect on everyone. She could probably make
you lick the shoes she walks in and give you the friendliest smile
while doing it. Sweet and sexy all at the same time. It always made
me think about what the Sanchez’s sex life was really
like.

“I’m good, Mrs. Sanchez.
Just getting ready for this dinner tonight. How have you been?” I
ask, as she walks in front of me, guiding me towards their living
room sofa. I’m jealous of her well-rounded hips and long
legs.

“I’ve been hanging in
there, Tina. Working hard and trying to stay healthy.” I look at
her flat abs, curvy hips, perfectly shaped bust and wonder where in
the world she’s able to maintain her figure. She has to be nearing
her fifties, if not already but doesn’t look anywhere over
thirty-five. It must be the genes.

“Well, you look wonderful,
Mrs. Sanchez. Whatever you’re doing is definitely working,” I say,
sitting down quickly on their sofa. I see Mrs. Sanchez blush and
then humbly thank me for the compliment.

“So, how’s life treating
you, Tina? Any love interests? Married? Kids?”

“Not yet, Mrs. Sanchez.
Someday, I hope, but not yet. For now, I’m just putting all my
energy into working and keeping my family sane.” I laugh off the
idea of having a family of my own as an actual possibility. The
last possibility definitely faltered that hope for a
while.

“Well, don’t worry, Tina.
It’ll happen for you someday. You’re still young, smart, and
attractive. I’m sure the right man will come along.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Sanchez. I’m
sure he will someday,” I say. I don’t let my mind focus on becoming
depressed with false hopes of an actual long-term relationship in
the near future. I redirect the conversation to the reason why I
came in the house in the first place.

“Mrs. Sanchez, I actually
came over to see if Chris could help bring some tables over to our
house for my mother’s celebration dinner. I already spoke to Mr.
Thomas and he said it was fine.” I see Mrs. Sanchez look like she
has some wheels working in that beautiful head of hers. I wonder
what she’s thinking.

“Sure, Tina,” Mrs. Sanchez
says, as if she should have thought of the idea earlier. “Go ahead.
Chris is downstairs. I’m sure he wouldn’t mind seeing you again.
It’s been a few years, hasn’t it?”

“Definitely,” I say,
thinking back on the last time I’ve seen Chris. “About a decade
actually. It’ll be good to see him again.”

Mrs. Sanchez quickly moves towards me
and helps me off the sofa. Her hands feel soft and her nails are
well manicured. Plus, she smells like a mixture of flowers and
sunshine. A very welcoming smell. I can’t help but think that maybe
I have a secret crush on Mrs. Sanchez as well.

“Well, go on down,” she
says, giving me a strong push towards the basement door. “He used
to talk about you all the time. He hasn’t seen you in years. It’ll
be good for you two to catch up.”

She seems to be a little too anxious
and excited for me to see Chris again. I start to wonder what her
true intentions are for me to see her son. Does she know something
that I don’t know about? Picking up on these vibes starts to make
me feel nervous and now I’m not sure if I want to see Chris again.
I quickly shake off the feelings of nervousness and allow my brain
to reduce anxiety-provoking thoughts like I’ve been trained to do
in the past.

“Alright, Mrs. Sanchez,” I
say, opening the basement door. I can hear the television blaring
from downstairs as I open the door wider. The basement light is on
and it illuminates the room. I can tell sunlight from the patio
doors are also brightening the room as well.

“It was good seeing you
again,” I say, giving her a quick smile. She smiles back at me and
walks into the kitchen, putting what appears to be dishes in her
dishwasher.

I slowly head down the stairs of the
basement and take in the difference of the room compared to my
mother’s. They’ve definitely made some renovations to the place as
the whole house appears to be updated and decorated with a modern
feel. A clean color splash of white, soft gray, and brown adorn the
fabric colors and paintings of the house while family style seating
and entertainment features like a pool table, bar, six seat dining
table, and large flat screen plasma television encompass the four
corners of the room.

I make out the image of a person
sitting on the sofa and assume that it has to be none other than
Chris. He’s sitting there with a white t-shirt on, dark denim
jeans, and socks on his feet as his legs are crossed comfortably at
the ankle on the table in front of the sectional. I clear my throat
to alert him of my presence and continue to make my way down the
stairs. When he turns around, my heart drops to my stomach and I
forget how to move. He has to be by far the sexiest man I have ever
seen in my twenty-seven years of life.
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I have to admit I’m speechless.

It takes a moment for my
heart to catch up with my breath as I try to remember again the
teenage boy I used to always have conversations with in high
school. It’s so difficult for me because the man I’m looking at now appears to be
nothing like the boy I once knew. This man was tall, had a strong, well-defined
jaw line, muscles that obviously protruded from his shirt without
much effort, and a demeanor about him that was oh-so-sexy. A new
kind of confidence that I’d never seen in Christopher, the
boy.

“Chris?” I have to
question him because my mind and eyes are not trying to agree with
each other right now.

“Hey, Tee! Long time” he
says, flashing me a friendly smile. He stands up, pushing himself
off the sofa, and dashes towards me, quickly pulling me into his
arms. He smells like a mix of flowers and woods, masculine yet
sweet. I inhale it deeply and return his embrace. It is definitely
a strong one. I don’t want it to end. He slowly pulls me away and
looks at me at arms’ length, still holding on to my arms. I feel
like a little girl compared to his size.

“You look amazing,” he
says to me. He grabs my hand and leads me to the sofa where he’d
been sitting moments before.

“Wow, Chris,” I say, as
words slowly come back to my lips. “You look…” What words can
describe him? He’s definitely not the boy I once knew. Not
physically at least. This is someone I know nothing about. I
haven’t felt this way in a long time.

“Thanks, Tee,” he says
with a small laugh, not waiting for me to finish my thought. “I’ve
been working out.” Another laugh escapes his lips as though a
personal joke to himself.

“It’s still the same me
though,” he continues. “Just a little older.” He still has both my
hands in his. They seem to swallow me up.

“So, tell me, how’ve you
been?” He asks me this question, as his beautiful hazel eyes seem
to boar into mine.

I look at him and don’t want to tell
him the crazy drama that has been going on in my life since the
last time I’ve seen him. Ten years of bullshit is nothing someone
wants to experience.

“I’ve been dealing,” I
decide to say. “Working as usual and trying to maintain my
happiness,” I try to leave it at that. Love and loss. That about
sums it up.

“What about you?” I ask,
quickly redirecting the conversation to him. His life seems to be
much more interesting than mine right now, especially with the new
appearance and persona he is projecting.

It’s hard for me to ignore Chris
slowly rubbing his thumb against my hand. Why is he doing this to
me? It’s beginning to arouse me and I’m confused about the feeling.
I quickly grab my hands away and fold them in my lap. He notices my
reaction and smiles.

“Are you okay, Tee? Am I
making you nervous or something?” He slowly grabs my hands again
and proceeds to rub them with his thumbs like before. I do my best
not to move them. The sensation is making tingles move from the
spot of his touch up the length of my arms. I inhale deeply and
give him a questioning look.

What are you up to,
Christopher Sanchez?

“I’m not up to anything,”
he says, as though he has a new found talent in mind-reading. “I
promise I won’t bite,” he continues with an innocent smile. Then,
he slowly gathers me in his arms so that I’m almost sitting on his
lap, and whispers in my ear, “Unless you want me to.”

This is enough! I. Can’t.
Take. It.

I quickly push myself away to the
other end of the sofa before I can no longer control myself. I take
in a deep breath and am still wondering who this new person is
sitting in front of me. Chris is now staring at me with the most
alluring eyes and I’m trying not to be caught in a trap.

“Chris, what are you
doing? I can’t even think
about you like that,” I say, more to myself than
to him. “You’re like a little brother to me,” I continue
on.

He leans back against the arm rest of
the sofa, further distancing himself from me. He looks over at me
with a smirk.

“Really, Tee? Little
brother?” He seems to say this with a laugh.

Well, not really.
Definitely not my brother. And unquestionably not little.

“Honestly, Tee, I’m not
trying to attack you or anything. I like you. I’ve always been
attracted to you. But right now, I really just want to know
how you are
doing. Nothing else. Sorry, if I’m coming onto you strong or you’re
picking up some vibes. I don’t know. We’ve always been cool like
that though. It was never an issue before.”

Funny, I never remembered
him holding and caressing me when we were younger. Did I ignore it
then?

“Look, seriously, Tee,” he
continues. “I really won’t bite. I just want to catch up. Are you
really okay? I heard your mom is having a graduation dinner
tonight.”

I continue to look across the sofa at
him. I didn’t realize the space was so big. It almost extended the
length of two sofas, enough to fit seven people on the long side of
the sectional.

“Yeah, actually, we are
having it tonight. You should come by. I’m trying to set up a space
in the backyard for more seating, if you’re able to help out.” I’m
still trying to come to terms with how sexy he’s looking right now.
How in the world am I going to handle him and his bulging biceps
lifting tables across my mom’s back yard?

Lord, please give me
strength.

“Oh, no problem. Anytime.
I’ll get started now,” he says looking for his shoes that I notice
are conveniently sitting beneath me on the floor. He looks over at
me and smiles again. He hasn’t seemed to stop smiling since I’ve
come into the room.

“You know what, Tee? I’m
not sure how long you’re going to be around here but you should
come to my club,” he says to me. He’s now sitting closer to me, one
hand reaches down to get his sneakers while the other hand is
placed on my thigh for support. I feel like a teenage girl being
touched for the first time.

“You work at a club? I
thought you did advertising or something,” I say, struggling to
maintain comfort and composure under the guise of this man. I’m
trying to focus instead on what my mother said of him a few years
before. It definitely had nothing to do with how drop dead gorgeous
he was now. I wonder what kind of club he works at in the
area.

“Yeah, I was a business
major actually. Now, I co-own this club with my partner. It’s right
outside of the city. Very discreet with exclusive membership. Most
people there are confirmed ahead of time but we give a few guest
passes a night for new potential members. It’s been making a pretty
good profit over the past few years.” He puts his shoes on,
relieving me of the sexual tension that appears to be one-sided.
I’m surprised Chris seems to be unfazed. Almost like he’s subtly
seducing me with his movements.

“I can give you and a
couple of friends some passes if you want to stop by,” he says
grabbing a set of car keys off the table in front of the sectional.
The idea of Chris co-owning a club definitely has me intrigued. I
haven’t been to a club in a few years and this would be a great
opportunity for a girl’s night out.

“Sure, Chris. I’ll visit
your club,” I say. I gradually begin to relax as he distances
himself from me.

“Good,” he winks back at
me as he climbs the stairs. “Don’t go anywhere. I’ll be right
back.” He leaves me waiting for him, in his parents’ basement, for
what seems like hours. At least while he’s gone I’m able to breathe
normally again.

I take the time to browse around at
the books placed beneath the large table in front of the sectional.
There are several books placed neatly in a basket, smallest to
largest. Some are magazines, some are novels, and the larger ones
seem to be photo albums or scrapbooks. I decide to peruse the
larger photo albums.

As I pick up one of the albums and
open it, I am taken back to fifteen years ago when the Sanchez
family initially moved into the neighborhood. They were a young
family and everyone was surprised that they had a teenager in their
home. Their youngest child, Chris’s sister, Melissa, was six years
younger than him. They were a pretty quiet family and seemed to
blend in well with the diverse community of neighbors. A growing
middle class neighborhood that seemed to welcome
everyone.

I flip through the pages of the album
and notice pictures of Chris, Melissa, and their oldest brother,
Jon fill the pages. I journey through a transition of them from
birth into adulthood. As I look at the last few pages, I stop at a
picture of Chris with a beautiful young woman on the front. She
looks to be biracial or Hispanic or Pilipino. Definitely exotic
features. Chris appears to look the same as he does now except with
less muscle. They’re wrapped in a loving embrace and I begin to
wonder if he’s ever had something serious with her
before.

I start to close the album but my eyes
catch the glimpse of another picture tucked away, in the back of
the album. It seems like an odd placement but doesn’t quite fit
into the rest of the photos. I open the book wider and pull out the
photo. I smile as I notice a picture of me in a prom dress standing
beside Chris in their front yard. Chris has his arm wrapped
comfortably around my waist and we both have fake grins on for the
moment.

Wow, I’d forgotten all
about this day.

I flip to the back of the photograph
and read the words inscribed there.

Tina Roberts. Forever,
my ♥.
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