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Gentle light from the candles on the nightstand gave the room a warm, cozy glow. The floral scents from the candles and linen spray felt calm and relaxing. Mya was lying on her back in the fresh sheets. She chewed her bottom lip when I came out of the shower. I was only in there for a few minutes. She’d obviously changed clothes and set the mood quickly. 

“Well,” I said with a smile. “Hello, beautiful.”

My eyes rolled over her face and the thin straps falling off her shoulders. The bronze color was the perfect complement to her dark brown skin. 

Mya smiled and looked down at the covers. Her curly, textured hair fell around her face—almost like a halo for my angel. “Bring your pretty self over here.”

The way she licked her lips and peeled the covers down to her hips could’ve melted me on the spot. Once Mya slid off the bed, I made a spinning motion with my hand. 

“You like it?” Mya tucked a curl behind her ear, only for it to fall back in front of her face when she looked down at her silk nightgown. 

“You know I love it. Bring your pretty self over here.” My hands went to her hips. 

Mya adjusted her straps and twirled her hair around her finger. Her eyes rolled from the floor to meet mine when I grabbed her hand. “I really missed you.”

I kissed her palm. “Nearly lost my mind in there without you.” 

Mya’s eyes almost looked glossy. “Yeah?” 

“Of course.” 

I’d been waiting for it since early afternoon. When her soft lips went to mine, it was more than the peck she gave me before driving home. It was sweeter than when she kissed me goodbye before I went in. Everything was lost in the feel of her—the smell of her. Our lips parted when my hands went from her lower back to the straps on her shoulders. “Nervous?” 

Mya smiled and nodded. 

I tilted her chin up. “Don’t be.” 

Mya’s eyes went to the floor. Her hands rubbed her upper arms. “I just don’t wanna be bad.”

I held her face with both of my hands. Feeling her silk nightgown against my body was something I’d been dreaming about since being apart from her. “I’ll be good enough for the both of us.” Seeing the way she licked her lips was my cue to claim them. Her soft skin, running my fingers through her hair, and listening to her every sound of pleasure made me the happiest man in the world. Crazy how thinking like that before asking this beautiful woman to wait for me would’ve sounded corny. 

Now, lying next to her, staring into her glossy eyes after loving her, I knew we were both thinking the same thing. I planted a kiss on her head before I went to the bathroom to run a bubble bath. Looking around the white-tiled bathroom that surrounded the huge garden tub, I could hardly believe I was free, and this was my home now. The door creaked open behind me just as I turned the silver nob to turn off the hot water. Reaching for Mya’s hand, I stepped into the tub. 

Her body rested against mine when she sank into the bubbles with me. I leaned my head back and closed my eyes. Words didn’t need to be exchanged between soft kisses on my chest or bathing each other before we fell asleep in each other’s arms. 

When I rolled over in the empty bed the next morning, I could hardly tell the sun was even up through the thick drapes. I raked my hand over my face and rubbed my eyes. The white robe lying on the edge of the bed became clear when my vision did. I threw it on before heading downstairs. 

Gospel music was blasting, and Mya was whisking something in a bowl. She raised the whisk, letting the sticky, white frosting string into the white bowl on the white, reflective counters. Mya stood out like a rose in her pinkish dress, surrounded by white cabinets, countertops, and appliances. “Hey,” Mya said with a smile when she finally looked up and saw me. 

“What’s up?” 

Mya rested her head against me when I embraced her from behind. “Hmm,” she sighed, “Making some lemon blueberry scones. They should be done soon.”

I chuckled. “Not me getting spoiled.” 

“Ha, don’t get too used to it. I go back to work in about two weeks.” 

I frowned. “Two weeks?” 

Mya turned to wrap her arms around my neck. “Mm-hmm.” She nodded with a smile. “I wanted to spend a little time with you.” 

“I see.” 

Mya giggled when my hands rubbed her backside. “It’s been five years. We’ve got catching up to do.” 

“That right?” 

Mya laughed out loud and rolled one shoulder when I nipped the side of her neck. 

“Hold on, now, Julius. My parents will be here pretty soon. So,” Mya pointed at the length of my body, “kinda need you to get un-naked.” 

I laughed out loud, looking down at the white robe I was in. 

“You’ve got clothes in the closet upstairs. I got them from your cousin while you were gone.” 

“You’re the real MVP, you know that?” Mya smiled and gave me a single nod. “Speaking of my cousin, I’ve gotta run and go see him.” 

Mya was silent. She walked over to the coffee maker and made herself a piping cup of coffee. She stared at me over the rim of her mug. “You just got out, Julius.” 

I sighed. “Don’t start, Mya.” 

“I should’ve started a long time ago. Your family’s ‘business’ is what got you locked up in the first place.” 

Seeing her roll her eyes and air-quote what my family does had me counting to ten in my head and cracking my knuckles. "It’s also what took you on expensive dates all around the world, bought you jewelry, and made a silver spoon girl like you fall in love with a guy from downtown like me.” 

“Take a look around my house.” Mya’s eyes scanned the kitchen. 

“Our house.” 

“That I paid for,” she blew steam away from her mug, “without your help. You think I fell in love with you because of expensive things?” 

“No, but we wouldn’t have met without me rubbing elbows with wealthy executives and board members at fancy country clubs and charity balls.” I took a step towards her. The way we locked eyes was jacked up. “Young lawyers fresh out of law school can’t afford nice houses uptown while paying off school debt.” 

Mya’s gaze went to her coffee. 

I headed upstairs. Getting out of here sooner rather than later was probably for the best right now. 

I slid into some jeans and a black t-shirt. I was clasping my favorite gold chain around my neck when I heard the bedroom door creak open. 

Mya sighed. 

I walked into the closet, flicking the light on to see my sneaker boxes neatly stacked on the top shelf. I looked around for a step stool. I knew she had one. Ever since I’d known her, Mya always had shoes on top of shoes stacked as high as her tall ceilings would let her. When I found a step stool by the door, I stood on it to grab the first pair of shoes I saw that wouldn’t send others toppling over. 

Mya was standing by the door frame with her head down. “Just be careful, okay?” 

“That doesn’t sound like an apology, Mya.” I slid past her and sat at the edge of the bed. 

Mya sighed as I slid my shoes on. “I’m sorry.” 

“I don’t believe you.” 

Mya rolled her eyes. “What do you want, huh?” 

I scoffed. “I don’t know, accountability? And you not doing that ‘this is my house’ B.S. every time we disagree. I’m not here for that, Mya!” 

“I’m scared, Julius!” 

“I get it. Don’t change the subject.”

“Dealing with Isaiah and the rest of your family in the Cobras—"

“I get it! The bullet went sailing next to my head, remember?” 

“Yes,” Mya sobbed loudly. Tears fell down her cheeks. 

I stood up. “Still not an apology. I’ll see you later.” 

“Be quick about it. My parents are coming for breakfast.” 

I didn’t say anything. On my way to the garage, I yanked the keys from a wall hook by the door. I didn’t give in to the urge to scream at the top of my lungs when I pulled out of the garage and headed Midtown.

The windows were pitch black when I pulled up to Isaiah’s bar. I got out the car anyway and tried the door. Surprisingly, it was open. Every light was turned on. The black floors and furniture still made the place look kinda dark. Selah, my cousin Isaiah’s wife, stood behind the bar, counting money. I nodded toward Teddy. He smiled and gave me a wave. “What’s up, cousin?” 

Selah smiled when she whipped her head over her shoulder to see who was talking. “Welcome home!” 

I leaned against the bar. “Thank you. Is Isaiah around? I need to talk to him.” 

“He’ll be in tonight.” 

I nodded and looked around the place. The bar was like a sleek island in the middle of the room. “What’s it been like out here?” 

Selah shook her head. “Crazy. I don’t know everything—"

A smile swiped across my face as Selah and I spoke in unison, “but you know a little something.” Both of us laughed out loud. 

“It’s been crazy around here since the shooting. I don’t quite know what’s going on with Los Elegidos, but all the local businesses have been feeling it, including ours.”

I let out a faint whistle. “I can only imagine.” 

“How’s married life treating ya?” 

I laughed and rested my head on my forearm for a second. “See, this is how I know you be holding out. How’d you know about that?” 

“Isaiah told me. Congratulations!” Selah looked down at the cash she was counting.

I shook my head.  “Thank ya, thank ya
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