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The Friend


DeeDee agreed to go on a date with a guy she met online. He insisted that they each bring a friend. That ended up working out in her favor.
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I was not in the mood for the level of fuckery I was experiencing. 

“How can you even have a top five without Nas?” Wesley groaned.

“It’s real easy. I don’t like that nigga.” Anita huffed and sat back in her seat.

My eyes rolled back in my head and I tried to keep my scream internal. The day started with so much promise. I finished up the last final of my undergraduate career and convinced my best friend to go on a blind date with me. I had met Wesley in a chat room. A chat room Anita dared me to join. Then she dared me to go out with Wesley when he asked. It was only right that she come along to keep his friend Jabari company. Instead, she and Wesley had been arguing for at least an hour about everything known to man. The food at the restaurant he picked was terrible and I had developed the worst headache.

I shaved my legs for this?

“Excuse me for a moment.” I muttered before getting up from the table. I escaped to the bathroom, not that I needed to go. I simply went inside and looked at myself in the mirror.

What a waste of a brand-new outfit.

It was Wesley’s idea to make it a double date. He insisted that it might make me feel more comfortable. All his suggestion did was punctuate how he lied about his height. He said he was six feet tall. I wore three-inch heels that brought me up to six feet tall. I could rest my chin on Wesley’s head. His friend towered over him when we met outside the restaurant. 

Speaking of his fine ass friend...

Jabari was leaning against the wall when I came out of the bathroom. He was a tall drink of water as my auntie would say. The way his muscular arms looked in the short-sleeved polo he was wearing was doing things to me. He was rubbing his beard.

I want to rub his beard.

“I was starting to wonder if you jumped out a window in there.”

I laughed. “I thought about it.”

“Naw. You’da messed up this cute little romper you’re rocking.”

Two points for the new outfit.

“Are they still...”

“Yes.” He rolled his eyes. “I don’t think they noticed I got up. He went in on Outkast and...”

“She might stab him.” I glanced around the corner to see Anita and Wesley were still engaged in a very animated conversation.

Jabari gently touched my arm. “I don’t know if you are as hungry as I am but we could go get something with some flavor.”

There was something seriously irresistible about Jabari’s eyes. But I couldn’t break homegirl rules.

“I came with Anita. I have to leave with Anita.”

Jabari stood up straight, gaining a full six inches on me. “Okay.”

He took me by the hand and led me back to the table. Wesley and Anita were still arguing.

“How can Eminem not even be in your top ten. Do your ears even work? Are you deaf?” Anita leaned back.

“That guy is only popular because he’s white.”

“What the fuck are you even talking about?”

“Are y’all done?”

The bass in Jabari’s voice was enough to startle both me and a few people at nearby tables.

Wesley looked up at us. “What’s up? You gotta dip”

“Yeah. Y’all gave me a headache and this food is trash. I’m bout to take DeeDee to eat but she won’t leave without Anita. So, if you are done trying to defend your shit taste in music, I need to either take Anita home or get her some actual food too.”

I tried not to let my jaw drop. I glanced at Anita and she was grinning.

“Wesley is going to take me for dessert and try to redeem himself.” Anita winked at me. “Y’all have fun.”

Within seconds, and without Wesley saying a word, Jabari took my hand and led me out of the restaurant. We only went to the other end of the block. The spot Jabari took me to was crowded and had reggae music playing.

An older woman stopped him as he led me to a table. “You finally got a night off Jabari?”

“Yes ma’am.”

She looked at me and smiled. “Good choice of dinner company.”

“Momma Lorsey, this is DeeDee. DeeDee, this is Momma Lorsey. She runs this fine establishment.”

“Nice to meet you.” I smiled.

“How’d you get such a cute date Jabari? You never go anywhere to meet people.”

“Stole her.” He paused. “She needed some good food in her life.”

“You want the special?”

“Two fish specials. DeeDee is pescatarian.”

“Coming right up.” The woman headed back to the kitchen.

Jabari led me back to a table near a fan that was oscillating, providing a nice breeze. “Momma Lorsey refuses to turn on the air unless it is a code orange or higher.”

“You come here often?”

“Twice a week for seven years. Since I moved down here. Her sister and my auntie are best friends back home.”

“Where is home?”

“Trinidad.” He sat back as a waitress sat large glasses of water in front of us. “Is water good? I can order you...”

“Water is fine.” I put my hand over his for a moment to keep him from calling the waitress back. I smiled when he put his other hand on top of the pile. “I’m shocked you remembered that I am a pescatarian.”

“I’m embarrassed that Wesley forgot when you and Anita said it three times.”

I giggled thinking about Wesley’s insistence that I would love the chicken wings at the place we had just left. “I’ve mentioned it to him online before as well.”

“Damn. I might have to cut him from my friends list.”

“Don’t do that.” I used my free hand to sip my water. “Although, stealing his date might not be a good thing for a friendship.”

“He was wasting your time.”

I smiled at the seriousness in Jabari’s eyes. “And now Anita will waste his.”

“Will she?”

“Yup. She’s practically engaged.”

“Wait, so you were going to hook me up with someone who was already taken?” Jabari chuckled.

“No. I told Wesley that I didn’t need it to be a double date. He insisted on me bringing someone so I would be more comfortable. Anita was the only one free and it was her fault I was going out with him anyway.”

“What? Was it a dare?”

I smiled. “Yes. She says I work too hard.”

“Same shit he said to me when he said you could hook me up.”

“He doesn’t listen.”

“Not in all the years I’ve known him.” Jabari paused. “So, you were okay with meeting him by yourself?”

“I’ma big girl.”

“Are you really?”

Did this man just make my clit blush?

I ignored my rising temperature by trying to sip my water. “What do you do?”

“Security.”

“Like a bodyguard?”

“I do it all. Bouncer, bodyguard, and cyber security.”

“Wow.”

“In the process of starting my own business.”

“That sounds exciting.”

“It can be.” Jabari smiled.

Damn his smile feels sinful.

“What do you do?” He asked. 

I pulled my head out of the gutter it was in. “I just finished up my bachelors. I also work as an assistant to my advisor.”

“What are your plans for after graduation?”

“Graduate school.”

“Okay.”

“I kinda want to be a professor like my dad.”

“Nice.” Jabari sat back as the waitress sat two bowls in front of us.

“What’s this?”

“Vegetable soup.” He winked at me. “Good food takes a minute. Momma Lorsey wants to give us a taste for being patient.”

“Okay.” I inhaled a bit of the steam. “This smells amazing.”

“Does your father teach at Howard?”

“No. He’s at UVA. He also thinks I should teach high school and not go to grad school right now.”

“That sucks.”

“He doesn’t want to fund my next degree.” I mumbled. “Not that he funded the first.”

“You should keep going. I took a year off and that shit hurt when I started classes again.”

I took a spoonful of soup and then moaned at the explosion of flavor in my mouth.

“I’ma need for you not to moan like that off the first course.” Jabari smiled.

I licked my spoon. “I can’t help it.”

He groaned and leaned back in the booth. His leg rubbed against mine. Instead of pulling away, I leaned my leg against his.

“You’re older than Wesley?”

“By a year.”

“You finished grad school?”

“In December.”

I ate another spoonful of soup. “Did you move here from Trinidad?”

“Naw. I lived in the Bronx for most of my life.”

“Hence the mixed accent.”

“I guess.” Jabari chuckled. “You said UVA. You from Charlottesville?”

“Nearby. I grew up with my maternal grandmother.”

“Oh.”

“My mom died from delivery complications.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“I spent summers in Charlottesville and the rest of the year an hour away.”

“What is an hour from Charlottesville?”

“The woods.”

Jabari almost spit out some of his soup when he laughed.

“What? I grew up in a small town with just one grocery store and no stoplights.”

“Wow.” He wiped his mouth.

I could’ve kissed the soup off his face.

“Total opposite of the Bronx.”

I smiled. “Yup.”

“Are you an only child?”

“I have two younger brothers thanks to my dad.”

“I’m the second to the last of ten.”

“Wow.”

“My dad was trying to repopulate the planet or something.”

I giggled. “You have different mothers?”

“Ten kids from six different women.”

“Wow.” I sat back as the waitress sat two large plates in front of us.

We ate quietly for a bit. The food was so good that it almost took my mind off Jabari. Then I glanced at him while he ate. He had a way of eating his fish with both his fork and his fingers. It was hard to keep from groaning when he licked the tips of his fingers.

I could lick so much more of this man.

He smiled at me. “What are you thinking about?”

I laughed. “I’m not saying.”

“Why not?”

“This food is delicious.”

“I’m glad you’re enjoying it.” Jabari licked his finger and then wiped his hands on the napkin. “Want to know what I’m thinking?”

“Yes.” I answered quickly.

“I’m thinking I’m glad that Wesley fucked up the date.”

I laughed again. “He said you don’t get out often.”

“One night off a week.”

“Oh. Wow.” I paused. “Makes it kind of hard to date.”

“I can make time. I just haven’t had someone who inspired me to.” Jabari rubbed his leg against mine. “Until now.”

“I inspired you to take a break?” I wiped my mouth. I wasn’t the slightest bit embarrassed about cleaning my plate.

“You got me thinking about movie dates and walks in the park.”

I smiled. “That sounds nice.”

Jabari winked at me. “Not gonna lie. I’m thinking other things too.”

“Really?”

“Can’t help it.” He winked again and then pointed to a door as some people walked through it. “There’s a rooftop patio where we could chill or dance.”

“That sounds nice.”

Jabari left money on the table and led me to the door. We went up two flights to the roof that had been turned into a lounge, Jabari shook hands with the guy at the door. Then he led me straight to the dance floor.

The DJ was playing Soca music and I was thankful for all the Zumba lessons. Jabari was a natural dancer. As much as I avoided
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