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Warm Welcome
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July 2018

It was a hot one today folks,’ highs were 98 degrees with a 65 percent humidity, lows tonight will be 75. We are about to...switching stations...static: R&B music plays. 

After driving for hours from Trenton, New Jersey, Christina is now close to arriving to her new home in North Charleston, South Carolina. While cruising through the quiet suburb, she glances at the homes around the neighborhood. Christina is still unimpressed by the beautiful large southern style houses, “it looks the same as my last visit two months ago,” she says to herself, slightly irritated and grumpy from the long trip. Christina approaches her new home and pulls in the driveway. She parks and waits as her mind drifts away into deep thought. 

She smiles. Thinking back to her childhood and growing up in Culver City, California. The pride she felt to be in the heart of screenland. Christina’s smile soon fades when she recalls that gut-punched feeling she had the day her father got a better job opportunity in Princeton, New Jersey. Leveling up his position from years of being in financial management to finally becoming a chief financial officer. Christina’s parents made the decision to move to Trenton and her father commutes from there to Princeton. The year was 1998, Christina was thirteen years old when this happened. She hated every minute of living in New Jersey and promised herself when she turned eighteen; she would return to California. Though in 2000, the hatred she felt about moving to New Jersey died in the ninth grade at age fifteen, when a New Jersey native turns out to be the love of her life. It was then when Christina started calling Trenton home. However, eighteen years later, in January 2018, like déjà vu, her true love who is now her husband comes to her with news of a better job opportunity. He too has gotten a higher position of authority. Next thing Christina knew, four months later, they were buying their new home. Now that familiar gut-punched feeling has returned, and the anxiety of relocating is in full effect.

She places her hand on her stomach and groans in discomfort. It was then she realized why her anxiety was so intense, Christina has never visited the south. Her first and only visit was two months ago when she and her husband came to buy the house. Christina had plans to vacation places like Miami, Florida, and Atlanta, Georgia, but never follow through with them. Looking back, she notices her procrastinating got the best of her. South Carolina was not even in her vacation plans. The only thing she knows about the state is the hearsay she got from friends, who went there to visit their families, and their responses were never positive. They always came back complaining about how boring it was, and there was not much to do. “My grandparents live out near the woods and on a dirt road; you should see how dark it gets at night...creepy.” Christina recalled her friend Michelle complaining about her “trip to grandma’s house.” “There’s nothing but farmers down there. My uncle had me in the hot sun picking vegetables from his huge garden; he was getting ready to sell them.” Christina remembered how her other friend Jeremy nagged about his trip. Those were small towns they talked about, she thought. She took a moment and realized North Charleston is a large city. It is about the size of Trenton maybe larger, but the size of the town was not Christina’s only concern. She left her familiar surroundings and must start over new.

Well, at least there won’t be many cold winter days here, she thought, trying to weigh the pros and cons of being in this new city. Though, the thought of living in a town surrounded by so much water is disturbing. The Delaware River can’t compare to the vast amount that surrounds Charleston. “I know hurricanes are common here,” Christina thought out loud. 

She ends her mini program of “the weather channel” in her mind and soon realizes why she is here, and that is to support her loving husband, who is in the Air Force and stationed at JB Charleston. They wanted to move early and quickly so they would have time getting their new home together before they both became swamped with work. Coming down to South Carolina and taking this job meant a lot to her husband.

Okay, Christina, suck it up and stop being a baby, you probably love it here, she sighs.  She tries to calm herself down by listening to the soothing sound of Usher’s voice flowing through the air from the radio. For some reason, Christina feels an aggressive uneasiness; that’s more than her usual anxiety. She has an overwhelming feeling of something terrible is going to happen to them. What if a hurricane comes and destroys our new home, what if another earthquake hits like the one that occurred in Virginia in 2011 and shook the east coast it could happen farther down south next time, what if...no, stop. She refuses to let her worries get the best of her.  I’m overreacting. Christina snatches the keys out of the ignition and unbuckles her seatbelt.

As soon as she opens the car door, the sweet sound of Usher’s voice disappears. She steps out of her air-conditioned, navy blue 2016 Cadillac Escalade into the hot and humid heat. She reaches her arms up and begins stretching and twisting her body to pop her joints and cracks her back. To relax her sore and tired muscles from the long drive. Between getting gas and stopping to eat, it added additional time, making it a thirteen-hour trip. She just wanted to sit down and rest or even better lay down but knowing that wasn’t possible to do now because they still needed to unpack.  She takes a deep breath and exhales with exhaustion while she looks over her property. She admires all the trees that surrounded the property and continues throughout the entire neighborhood. They were different types and sizes, bringing not only plenty of fresh air but beauty to the small community. The freshly cut lawn and the neighbors on both sides of her home have done an excellent job keeping their lawn up.  It is beautiful and peaceful down here, no drivers honking their car horns, no sirens blaring. The sound of birds chirping and the leaves blowing on the trees from the breeze ...just tranquil, but the summertime here is scorching. I’m glad I dressed for this weather. She thought as she begins fanning herself. Wearing a red tank top and white Bermuda shorts, it is July, and even though evening hours were approaching, the humidity was intense. The moisture in the air was dense and muggy.

After being in the heat for three minutes, Christina can feel the beads of sweat forming on her forehead and sweat pouring down her back, but the view of her new home takes her mind off the heat.  In front of her is a beautiful two-story house made up of chardonnay colored ledge stones with black sidings, shutters, and a charcoal-colored rooftop. Their large porch was complemented with an old-fashioned porch swing giving it a southern appeal, the dream home she and her husband always wanted. Even though they lived in a luxury one-bedroom apartment in Trenton, it is safe to say a three-bedroom two-story house is an upgrade.  As she admires her home, she realizes it is taking her husband a little longer to pull up right behind her as he was supposed to. Christina opens the car door and leans in to grab her rose gold colored smartphone, that was sitting in the cupholder and calls him. 

“Hello,” he answered. 

“Where are you?” she asked. 

“Not far, I’m coming. I just...HEY, WHAT THE FUCK!” *Horn blaring*

Christina jumped from his sudden outburst. “What happened?!” she asked.

“This dumbass cut me off! Almost ran me off the road! New York tags, what the hell is he doing down here?” He asked rhetorically then huffs. “Anyway baby, I’m on my way. I need to get some gas.”

“Honey, you couldn’t do that afterwards? We got a lot to do and have to get that rental truck back on time or we will be paying for an additional day.”

“I know, and yes I have to get gas now. I’m riding on fumes.” 

“Hurry up please. It’s 6:30 pm, we have to unpack and get the truck back by 9:00 pm.”

“Yes ma’am.” he answered sarcastically.

Christina sucked her teeth. “Alright bye.” 

He chuckles. “Bye.”

Christina shakes her head in amusement, knowing them, things happen like this all the time. So, as she waits for his arrival, she heads inside their new home. When she walks in, she immediately notices that the furniture was delivered on time and laid out how she wanted but thinks she may have to rearrange a few things. Christina turns the thermostat to 65 degrees and makes her way upstairs. Wanting to check all the rooms and make sure nothing is missing or damaged. Christina stared at the empty, freshly painted walls and imagined filling the space with wedding photos and one-day pictures of her children. She sighed at the thought of having kids, hoping one day she and her husband will start a family. As Christina continued, she entered the master bedroom and saw the king-size bed there and already assembled. She was happy to know that all that was needed for her to do was make it up. I am so excited to put on the brand-new king size comforter set I bought to celebrate our new home. I have three to choose from black and gold, purple and white. While Christina debated on which color comforter set to use first, she’s interrupted by knocks on the front door.  She moves quickly towards the door; surprised by the knocking.

“WOW, DON’T TELL ME YOU LOST YOUR KEYS TOO!” 

Christina yelled while coming down the stairs hoping her husband would hear her, but when she opens the door, standing there was not her husband. It was a tall, dark complexion man.  He stood about six foot four inches and slim; his skin was a shade lighter than the black shirt he was wearing.  He was a West African man. When he saw Christina, who is a petite five foot three inches, slender, chocolate brown complexion, and with long hair that she placed neatly in a tight ponytail. He looks at her as if she is the most amazing woman he has ever seen. 

“Oh hi...can, I help you,” asked Christina startled that it was not her husband. 

“My name is Agali Sawadogo; I live next door.”  His accent was strong, like he came to America for the first time that same day. “I saw your car outside and felt it would be polite to introduce myself to my new neighbor.”

“Nice to meet you, I’m Christina; I’m glad you stopped by.”

“Trust me. The pleasure is all mine. Christina is a beautiful name.” He looks at her in awe.  “Are you moving in today, do you need any help carrying boxes?”

“Yes, I am, but I don’t need help, thank you; I’m just waiting on my husband to arrive.”

“Oh, you’re married,” Agali said with disappointment.

“Yes, I am.” Christina smiled.

“Marriage is a wonderful thing.  I hope I find a wife as beautiful as you are someday.” Agali continues to stare at Christina deeply.

“Aww, thank you.”  She let out a bashful giggle. 

“You are welcome. So, what part of Africa are you all from?”

“Oh, I’m not African, well what I mean is I was born in America, I’m Afro-American, and my husband is Puerto Rican.”  

After Christina said the race of her husband was Puerto Rican, Agali’s demeanor changed drastically.  He could not believe who he thought was the most beautiful black woman he had ever seen, had a Hispanic spouse.  He felt robbed, like a thief just stolen something near and dear to him.  

“Is something wrong,” asked Christina when she noticed his disturbed expression.

“No,” Agali answered defensibly, trying to look unbothered by what he just heard.

The rumbling of the moving truck approaches. Christina’s husband pulls in the driveway behind the Escalade and parks. He slowly climbs out of the truck. His muscles were also sore from the long trip and were dreading the additional work of unpacking. He saw Christina talking to Agali, wondering who he could be, and quickly made his way over to them.

“There’s my husband now; you can meet him,”

“I’m sorry I just remember I have something important to do at home,” Agali said while in a hurry to leave. The last thing Agali wanted to do was to meet her Hispanic husband or the thief as he refers him to. 

“Okay, but it will just take a second to say hi, here he comes now.” 

Christina’s husband is six feet tall, muscular, with an even brown skin tone like he just stepped out of a tanning salon. His hair was black and cut close military-style. Christina looks at him, smiles and continues with the introduction.  

“Babe, I want you to meet Agali Sawadogo, he is our neighbor and Agali, meet Torres Sosa.”

“How are you doing, sir, nice to meet you,” Torres greeted.  

Torres holds out his hand to shake, but Agali is reluctant to take it. Like he was disgusted by the sight of him.  Even though Agali immediately grew a hate for Torres. He didn’t want to offend Christina.  He did not agree with her choice in men, but Agali could not help that he was fond of her.  Agali shakes Torres’ hand and gives a broad smile showing the massive gap in the top row of his front teeth.  

“You are a fortunate man to have a wife like her,” Agali said, although his words were full of resentment. 

“Thank you, you’re right, I am.” Torres smiles and looks at Christina.

“That’s sweet.”  She began blushing; all she could do was smile at all the flattery she received.

“I must be going now,” Agali said as he rushes towards home.

“Ok, hope we can talk later,” Torres yelled as Agali reaches his yard.

“Yes, I hope.” Agali responds.

Agali turns and walks back towards his house, which is also two stories, made up of fiber cement sidings; it was grey and an older build than Torres and Christina’s home. It didn’t have the large porch, but a small set of steps and a platform in front of his front door.  When Agali reached his door, he looked back over at the couple then hurried into his home.

“Alright, baby, let’s get this truck unpacked, Vámonos!” Torres shouted, then slaps his wife’s behind. Christina giggles.

Torres goes and opens the truck, and it was then when Christina realized she forgot to get the suitcases from the car.  She goes and unpacks the Escalade while Torres sets up the unloading deck to the truck and climbs inside. Christina takes the luggage into the living room and quickly goes back outside to help Torres unpack the truck. Torres takes the small boxes and pushes them to the front so Christina can reach them.  As the couple playfully unloads the truck, Christina places a somewhat heavy box on top of the heavy box Torres is already holding, she laughs when his legs buckle from the weight.  Unknowingly they are being watched.  Agali glares out his kitchen window, still upset about Christina’s choice of husband.  Agali has dated American black women before, but since he is an abusive and very controlling man, the relationships never last long. Of course, Agali doesn’t see himself as the problem. He feels if women weren’t so stupid, he would not have to control their every move, and Christina marrying Torres makes his beliefs about how dumb women are even stronger.

“Here is a beautiful woman, who could pass as a Nigerian princess, is with not even an American black man but a Puerto Rican. She should be with me!” 

He utters in rage as he watches Christina and Torres play around while they unpack. Torres grabs her in his arms and spins her around. 

“Look at him showing off,” Agali grumbled. 

Agali glared out the window for over an hour. His heart swelled up with anger as he watched the couple unload each box or bag from the truck. He grunts from the pain of jealousy in his chest as he watches Torres grabbing Christina from behind and kisses her neck. 

Surprisingly, the couple never notices his glares; they played and giggled like teenagers experiencing love for the first time. The sight of it all was sickening to Agali.  He steps away from the window and goes over to the refrigerator and pulls out a twelve-ounce salmon fillet; he begins cutting it into four pieces.  

“I shouldn’t have to cook my dinner; that’s what a wife is for,” he grumbled.  

Agali felt by age 30 he would be married and started a family. He is 40 years old now, still unwed and no kids. The thought of still being alone angered him more. Agali stomps around in the kitchen as he continues preparing his meal. He pulls out a baking pan and aluminum foil and places the fillet inside the pan.  Then he grabs his seasonings, red wine vinegar, virgin olive oil, and a bag of rice. He puts a pot of water on the stove and waits for it to boil. Agali sets the oven to 400 degrees and preps his fish. He places the fish in the oven and adds the rice to the boiling water. 

Agali can hear the couple’s laughter, causing his rage to grow stronger. While his food is cooking, he goes back to the window to continue to watch the couple but notices they have finished unpacking. Christina is carrying the last small box inside. Torres closes the back of the truck and checks the latch making sure it is secure, then goes and hops in.  Agali watches as Christina goes inside, and Torres pulls out the driveway and drives away. Christina quickly places the last box beside the door, locks the front door, hops in the Escalade, and follows her husband to the truck rental store.  Agali steps away from the window; he goes over to the stove and turns off the pot of rice and pulls the fish back out of the oven and tosses it into the trash. The pain in his chest had moved to his stomach, and Agali had utterly lost his appetite. He rests his hands on the countertop and hangs his head low. He inhales and exhales slowly and glares at the floor as he begins to get lost in thought. They shouldn’t be together; they can’t possibly be happy. Anybody that tries so hard to look happy is hiding something. 

“I mean who flirts while unpacking?” 

Agali asked out loud as if he would get an answer to that question. He continues to go over in his thoughts of him and Christina being together. The feelings he has for her were confusing. He didn’t know whether it was love at first sight or the fact that he didn’t want Torres to have her. Either way, something needed to be done. 

“I must make her mine,” he whispered.

Torres and Christina returned home. They were both exhausted after such a long day. “Babe let’s finish unpacking in the morning,” Torres said as he and Christina entered the master bedroom. 

"I’m way ahead of you, I was thinking we can finish unpacking tomorrow afternoon and sleep in late,” Christina responded. 

“Mm-hmm sounds good to me,” Torres said as he kicked off his shoes.  Torres and Christina worked together, making up the bed with their new black and gold sheets and comforter set. 

“Yuck, I need a shower I feel so sticky,” Christina said while rubbing her hands up and down her arms.

“Me too,” Torres agreed. 

They both showered together, stayed undressed, then laid together in the middle of the king-sized bed. Torres laid flat on his back while Christina laid on top of him, rubbing her face against his muscular peck, listening to the sound of his heartbeat was very relaxing to her. 

“It’s quiet here and peaceful,” Torres whispered, breaking the silence in the room. 

“Yeah, it is,” Christina sighed.

“If I haven’t said it before, thank you for doing this, I know how you hated leaving, but this job could mean a lot more money and benefits, not to mention the position itself is an honor.” Torres softly spoke as he rubs her back then moves his hand down to her buttocks. 

“I know this opportunity means a lot to you” ... Christina pauses to gather her thoughts. “You don’t have to thank me; I’ll do anything for you.”

“Yes, I know, and I’ll do anything for you too.” 

Torres kissed Christina on the top of her head and held her tightly. Christina thought she should say more to discuss how she didn’t care about more money. It wasn’t like they were struggling to make ends meet. Money couldn’t replace the comfort of her family and friends. Christina knew she wouldn’t be able to see them as often as she used to and groans from that thought. 

“What’s wrong,” Torres asked when he heard her moan.

“Nothing...I’m just a little sore that’s all,” She lied. She didn’t want to sound like a whiny or nagging wife.

“Tomorrow, I’ll give you a full body massage,” Torres uttered as he began to fall asleep. She kissed his chest, squeezed him tightly, then drifted to sleep. About an hour had passed, and Christina had fallen into a deep sleep, and fades into a dream,

Christina finds herself surrounded by pitch-black darkness, and the only dim light that was in the room was shining on Agali. Christina looks all around her but can’t see anything nor tell where she was; all she saw was darkness and Agali. He stands there, glaring at her. Christina takes steps towards him. As she moves forward, she starts hearing low unidentifiable growls, the sound reminded her of a wolf’s snarls but more distorted, the closer she got to Agali the louder they got. Christina was aware not to go near Agali but couldn’t stop herself from moving closer to him. It was like she was in a trance, and he was drawing her to him. When she finally reached him, she stared up at him, and he stared down at her, looking directly into each other’s eyes. Suddenly, Agali’s eyes began changing colors. The white in his eyes was ultimately blood red, and his iris and cornea were white; his pupil was no longer visible. It was as if the iris and cornea were bleached. Christina’s breathing quickens as she stares up at Agali’s red and white eyes.  He huffs and growls and shakes violently. He shrieks an inhumanly loud cry, and his mouth begins to stretch wide like a lion’s mouth, Christina could hear the joints in his jaw dislocating, large, long fangs grew from his top and bottom rows of teeth, he lunges toward Christina, grabbing her by the arms with both hands; she inhales sharply and starts to shiver in fear. With his long black panther like fangs, he goes to attack.... Christina closes her eyes and screams.

Christina jumps up from the nightmare, shouting and kicking.

“GET OFF ME, GET OFF!” she yelled. Her eyes still closed, she swung her arms, causing herself to get tangled in the sheets.  Her fit awoke Torres. 

“CHRISTINA!  BABY, WHAT’S WRONG!”  Torres grabs her and tries to calm her down. “Baby, it’s me; it’s me. Calm down...you were having a bad dream!” 

He pins her to the bed, trying to stop her from fighting. Christina opens her eyes and looks around, gasping for air, trying to catch her breath. Her heart raced, but she was relieved to see that it was just a dream.  “Are you alright,” Torres asked when he notices Christina’s breathing steady. He gets off her and starts unraveling the sheets from around her waist and legs. 

“Yes, yes, I’m okay now.”

“What happened?” He asked, referring to her nightmare.

“I don’t want to talk about it right now; just hold me.” She whimpers. Christina lays wrapped in Torres’ arms as she tries to go back to sleep.
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On a bright Sunday at 10:00 am, Torres decided to sleep in what he considers late, so that he will be well-rested for his workout today with his friend and fellow member of the Air Force. He stretches his arms and gives out a long yawn, feeling rejuvenated from his restful night’s sleep. Torres sits up on the bed. He turned and saw Christina already up sitting on her side of the bed with her face buried in her hands.

“Good morning, baby,” Torres said as he moves over and rubs her back.  

“Morning,” she answers in a tired tone. 

“Did you get any sleep?” Torres asked, noticing Christina’s weariness. 

“Not really.” She yawned. 

“Are you still having nightmares?” 

Two weeks have passed since Christina’s disturbing dream with her and Agali, but every night since then, she has had this reoccurring nightmare. This dream was a lot worse than the “Agali nightmare.” At least that dream she could explain, but not this one. In these nightmares, she is still surrounded by the same darkness. However, what she saw in the dim light was no longer Agali; there lurking in the dark is a being the size and shape of a Kodak bear. Its whole body has long black shiny hair, and it was coarse like a lion’s mane, it had a nose like a pig’s snout, long fangs on the top and bottom rows of its teeth like a black panther, and six-inch-long claws. What made it even more frightening were its piercing glowing red eyes. Its eyes were not red and white like Agali’s were, but completely bright blood red. In all her dreams, it crouches down on all fours as if it is getting ready to attack. Completely horrified of it, Christina refuses to talk about it. Even though she knows better; her being a psychiatrist, and always encouraging the people she counsels to speak about their problems; she’s being hypocritical and ignores hers. Christina usually tells her husband everything, but not this. Most of the time, talking to him was comforting, but with all her education on the human mind, even she couldn’t explain why she is dreaming about an animal or a thing she’s never seen before, not in person nor on TV, nor anywhere else. If it were an animal, then there would be an explanation. Individual animals are a form of symbolism in dreams; what they are doing or the color of them gives a more detailed meaning. A general animal, like a bear, symbolizes a person’s ability to self-analysis. Of course, that “thing” in Christina’s dreams was no bear, just the shape and size of one. How was her mind able to come up with such an image and why has she been dreaming about it every night for the past two weeks? How it came to her is a mystery she’s too afraid to solve. Christina even tried putting herself in the client’s shoes, thinking about what she would tell someone who was having this problem. Doing this, she came up with a professional answer such as dreams are a mystery, and whatever emotional state the person is in can have a significant effect on what they dream. The problem is the beast presence in her dreams are too real, some nights, Christina swears it was breathing on her, and that feeling wakes her up. Thinking it could have been Torres sleeping on top of her as he sometimes does. Only to be disappointed to wake and see he’s laying facing away from her. Christina tries to block any memories of that creature, hoping soon the nightmares would stop on their own the same way they started and lies about what happened in her dreams. 

“Were you drowning again?” Torres asked. It was one of the lies Christina told him.

“Uh yeah,” she replied. 

“You’re probably dreaming about drowning because we’re surrounded by all this water, just relax.” Torres rubs her shoulders.

“Yes, you’re right; I’ve been stressed and experiencing REM sleep, which is causing my nightmares.” She said, trying to give him legitimate reasons for her nightmares and lack of sleep.  

“Stop talking like a doctor and talk to me like my wife; are you sure you’ll alright?”

Christina could hear the concern in his voice, and it upset her that she couldn’t just tell him what was wrong. However, she’s the professional, and even she couldn’t put into words what was wrong, so she doubted he could better explain it. Maybe I’ll tell him later, she thought. 

“Babe, I’m fine...Really,” she lied. 

“Are you excited about tomorrow?” Christina asked, trying to change the subject.

“There’s nothing to be excited about. Before I transferred, they gave me a heads up on what the position required and prepared me for it. So, it will pretty much be the same ole, same...”

“It’s not the same,” she interrupted. “I’m not just talking about the job, you are going to be around a lot of new people, everything down here is new and different for us.”

“Babe, it’s not that different you act like we’re in China or something,” he laughs as he tosses his feet on the floor, sitting right beside her. “Are you worried about adjusting to the area?”

“It’s not funny; this is a long way from New Jersey.”

“It’s going to be fine; we are not that far, just a hour and a half flight, I promise you won’t even need a passport,” he continued to laugh at Christina exaggeration to moving.

“Oh, very funny, but aren’t you concerned about making friends?” Christina could see that Torres wasn’t taking her as seriously as she wanted him to, and it was starting to annoy her.

“Not really because my best friend is already here with me, no need to make new ones.”

“Oh right, Josh, you two are inseparable, you guys went from going through high school, college, joining the Air Force together, and oh yeah no surprise that you both get the same opportunity to transfer.”

“Somebody sounds jealous.”

“I am not, so on your first day on this new base, the only person you are going to socialize with is Josh?”

“Pretty much,” he answered with a smirk on his face.

“You know what you are?”

“What baby, what am I?” he asked. Torres got up to grab a towel for his shower. He steps out into the hallway looking in the linen closet, causing Christina to speak louder to make sure he heard her.

“You’re antisocial! I notice the only friend you have is Josh! You’re rude to people, and he’s the only one who puts up with it!”

Torres grabbed the first towel his hand touched and rushed back in the bedroom to defend himself.

“Wait, hold up, just because you have a degree in psychology, does not mean you can start labeling people, and I’m not rude, I’m just honest. Besides, you know all the men and women airmen are like family to me. Josh is like the favorite cousin.” He responded. 

Christina gets up and looks him directly in his face.

“I am not labeling. I’m only observing.” She said with a playful but smart attitude.

“So, you observed me being antisocial,” he asked mockingly.

“No...well, all I know is, we come to a brand-new city, a perfect time to make friends with new people, and you choose not to.”

“I am not, not choosing to make new friends...”

“Huh?  Not, Not?” She laughs.

“Hey, you know what I’m saying, ok are you going to go out and make some friends?” he asked. 

“I am sort of, at my new job, you know I am going to be counseling abused women and I planned to make friends with them.”

“Well, enjoy.... I’m going to hop in the shower want to join me?” he asked with a seductive look.

“Um, as tempting as that sounds, I think I’ll pass and get some breakfast.”

“Ugh, you’re cold,” Torres mumbled in disappointment.

Christina laughs as she heads downstairs while Torres heads into the bathroom for a cold shower.

Day in and day out, Agali has been fixated on Christina and Torres, watching their every move from when they come from grocery shopping to watching Torres edge up the lawn and Christina plant flowers. He went as far as purchasing a pair of one hundred seventy-four dollars, binoculars so that he can spy through open curtains and open windows. With the constant stalking and obsessing over the couple, Agali grew more annoyed at what he saw. Hoping one day, he would see them argue or act distant towards each other but was disappointed every time. The couple had a happy marriage. Even behind closed
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