
  
  
      
        
          Fiesta

          
		      
          Tanzania Glover

        

        
          [image: ]

          Booking With Love

        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Tanzania Glover 
First Edition. 2026.
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner without the express written permission of the writer or publisher. The use of brief quotations is allowed in book reviews.
Cover Art by Scheba Derogene
www.tanzaniaglover.com
Booking With Love
332 S Michigan Ave
Suite #121- 2217
Chicago, IL 60604
www.bookingwithlove.com






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        LA TAPA
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        EL PLATO PRINCIPAL
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
         EL POSTRE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        FOLLOW ME
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  LA TAPA


Before eight I never had a problem being alone in the dark. My mama used to proudly say that I’d been born brave since my twin sister Monica could only ever fall asleep with all of the lights turned on. But me, her pride and joy, her little man Monte, couldn’t even be bothered to ask for a night light before I was out cold and slobbing on my pillow.
After eight though, well let’s just say that the matriarch of the McGhees could finally lovingly tease both of her kids for still being scared of monsters and for keeping her light bill sky high for years to come. Moe growing out of it long before I did had for sure made my soul burn slow like ether, but thankfully she’d kept up the act until I forced myself to man up when we started junior high.
And even though we had never talked about the reason why I all of a sudden needed the light on too, like always my wombmate just knew when to have my back. Like any other siblings of course we got into it every now and then, but at the end of every day she was still my best friend and I had been hers. But all of that changed when an unexpected bomb with baby hairs got dropped into our lives.
By the time we were sixteen, running through Moe’s friends was pretty much a rite of passage for me so I had already been preparing to go in for the kill with Lee when Moe smugly let me know that the fresh meat I wanted to hunt was even fresher than I would have guessed. But even more surprising than finding out that the certified dime was only thirteen at the time was being told that she was in foster care. Because Lee didn’t look like a foster kid even though I wasn’t all the way sure what they were supposed to look like in the first place.
She didn’t look dirty or like what she had probably been through, but not having the same name brand clothes and shoes like most of us kids in Hyde Park definitely made her stand out. Moe helped her work with what she had though and her plain clothes were automatically upgraded by the bangin’ body they hugged regardless.
I was just a horny kid then so keeping my hormones in check was a hard ask, but even I knew that keeping my distance was the right thing to do too since she already had enough on her plate without me adding to it. Ignoring her was easier said than done though because it seemed like she was always around and being told that I couldn’t have her lil’ cute ass just made me want her even more.
And getting to know the real her over the years through all the laughs and conversations that came through the thin wall I shared with Moe didn’t exactly help either. A lot of their mindless chatter was about dumb boyband shit and gossiping about kids from school, but sometimes it went deeper than the surface and I was reminded that she wasn’t a normal kid like us. When she left our house she didn’t have a loving family to go home to. She didn’t even have a home sometimes.
But she never let any of that get in her way and never made excuses ever. I’d tried to scare off as many niggas as I could, but there was only so much I could do without making the block hot. After a while though I relaxed some because she didn’t really seem easily impressed by anybody and only cared about getting good grades for college. I admired that about her because girls were the only thing that could hold my attention then even if it was only temporary.
I had overheard her calling herself an underdog a couple times, but watching her grow up with her head on straight right before my eyes had me convinced that she was at least part wolf. Because even as a kid myself I knew that while constantly being in survival mode might make you tough, it was no way to live long term.
But as I got older and learned how to put my feelings into words, I realized that the rose that grew from concrete was a much better description for her. Especially since before I was even old enough to know all that came with the job, I’d appointed myself to be her personal gardener. I discretely watered her roots, pulled her weeds, made sure she got plenty of sunlight and neutralized every threat that even thought about touching her pretty petals.
For years I did it all under the guise of just looking out for Moe’s friend who had become like family, but Lee and I both knew there was something else at play. More times than I could count I’d caught her young yearning eyes watching me the same way that I wasn’t supposed to be watching her back. That still didn’t stop me from being caught off guard though when one day out of the blue she finally decided to kick it up a notch.
It was rare for us to ever be left alone and even when we had been before she always acted like a saint, but I guess there was something about her finally being on Dawson’s campus as a student with us that made her feel like she was an equal and grown enough to step to me. Out of respect for Moe I’d went against my dick’s deepest desire and denied Lee on two separate occasions, but unlike Peter I didn’t have it in me to do it a third time.
In my defense though there had been a lot going on at the time and I’d been stressed out of my mind about my grades and family shit. I’d also been depressed and backed up for weeks and knew if I didn’t get some kind of relief soon that I might literally erupt so when I found myself stuck in Lil’ Lee’s room for Thanksgiving break, I gave in. I took her up on her previous offers of spending one night together and I had regretted that decision every day since.
Because by far the best pussy would always be pussy that you weren’t supposed to be in. Or have your face in. Or your fingers. You weren’t supposed to know just how warm and snug it felt when it was wrapped around you and definitely not how sweet it tasted. But once I had made the mistake of fucking around and finding all that shit out, there was no going back.
Even with as much as it had once ruled my life, as much as I had single-mindedly chased it down every second I was awake, I had still never been the type to put pussy on a pedestal. And with good reason too since every girl had one and I knew from experience that the right combination of words at the right time could open it up faster than my locker at school. But Lee’s had helped transformed me in ways that I still couldn’t explain. In one night it did what Moe and even my friends had been begging me to do for years: stop fucking so damn much.
“I can’t wait ‘til you wake up one day and it just falls off.”
“Nigga slow down. Save some hoes for the rest of us.”
I had never been a shy nigga, but I could barely look her in the eye after that night without feeling her curious hands and lips on my favorite body parts. And it didn’t help that along with her pussy, she also had the best poker face I’d ever seen. I didn’t understand how she, knowing the shit we had done to each other, the secrets we had traded and everything in between, could just go right back to the way things were.
It had felt amazing, but I’d still laughed to myself when she used her tongue to playfully write her name on my dick that night, only now I questioned if there really had been some sort of magic or spell involved because almost every day since had been spent trying to convince myself that maybe there were worse things in the world than betraying Moe.
For years she had threatened to beat me black and Sigma Blue for trying every friend she brought around, but she didn’t outright ban me until right before Lee came to Dawson. I knew that wasn’t a coincidence so she got my word that from then on I would no longer fuck anybody I met through her. In the moment I had meant it with all my heart too, but by the time I’d finished burying my dick a G inside of Lee I knew I had fucked up big time.
I had shared my body with so many before her that sex wasn’t even special anymore. I purposely kept everybody at arms’ length with straight fucking and no real intimacy so it literally never bothered me when a girl hit and quit me because at the end of the day I’d still beat, but after getting a peek at real warmth and affection with Lee I started craving that shit all the time.
Fortunately for Moe but unfortunately for me, Lee’s loyalty didn’t lay with the McGhee who she had laid with because she didn’t even bother pretending to consider that we would ever be more than what we had been before that night. Moe’s stable and supportive presence had been the only constant fixture in her life so I understood exactly why choosing her came so easily…but in a weird way it kind of broke something in me too. 
I didn’t show it and of course on the surface I accepted her decision because the timing was all the way off and we both had a lot to work through outside of already being in two different places life wise. But since there really wasn’t anything I could do about it regardless I convinced myself that the lingering feelings were just me still wanting somebody I couldn’t have. I’d known it was deeper than that even then though.
And while I would never say she was the only reason why I dropped out of my grad program the following year, because she wasn’t, she had definitely played a bigger role than I liked to admit too. Being around her before I had experienced her wasn’t exactly a cakewalk to begin with but after was asking for trouble especially since as long as she was around nobody else really managed to catch my eye anymore…and she was always around even when she wasn’t.
Even despite the obvious constant temptation it brought on, the three of us sharing the off campus house that the man formally known as my dad had rented seemed like a cool idea at first, but some shit should’ve just stayed an idea. Me suddenly moving out had nothing to do with my feelings for Lee though and came about when even moreso than usual Maurice decided to lord his money over my head.
And apparently I was asking for it due to my “over the top” reaction to the baby he was having on my mama and the fact that he was even letting his young hoe name the lil’ nigga MJ. I wasn’t the least bit jealous of that though since it wouldn’t be a hard name to live up to because he had never been shit. At best he was a live-in Disney dad and at his worst he was never home to the point he was negligent.
Growing up I had idolized him for giving us the best life money could buy so I told myself it didn’t matter that he couldn’t make my Little League games or play catch with me on the weekends. More than anything I wanted to believe that he was out working hard to provide for us and that if he could have been there then he would have been.
I got my first deadbeat wakeup call at about ten years old, but I was still too young, foolish and naïve to take the hint that outside of how we looked to other people, he really didn’t give a fuck about anybody but himself. Twenty-one was the beginning of the end of days though and by the time I’d graduated undergrad at Dawson I’d openly questioned everything about him to the point where money was the only leverage he had left to demand any respect from me and he knew it.
Every time a bill was due I was called soft and reminded that when he was my age he was taking care of two kids and a wife and not living off his daddy or any other man like I was. By that point
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