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The late afternoon sun warmed the dog park, casting long shadows across the open field as Lester arrived with his energetic Boxer, Buster. Lester, a tall, muscular man with dark skin, found a spot near a shaded bench, letting Buster off his leash to explore.
A moment later, Alexis stepped through the gate, her bright blonde hair catching the sunlight. Her golden retriever, Sunny, trotted happily beside her, his tail wagging a steady rhythm. Alexis, fit and graceful, scanned the park before heading toward an open patch of grass where Sunny could run.
Buster, always keen to make new friends, bounded towards Sunny. Before Lester could call him back, the Boxer made an enthusiastic, if entirely inappropriate, attempt to 'greet' Sunny. Alexis gasped, then laughed, gently pulling Sunny away.
Lester rushed over, his face flushing with embarrassment. "Oh my goodness, I am so sorry! Buster, no!"
Alexis smiled, her eyes crinkling at the corners. "It's alright. Sunny's used to it. He's quite the charmer, aren't you, boy?" she said, ruffling her dog's fur.
Lester offered a sheepish grin. "He means well, truly. Just a little overzealous."
They started talking, first about their dogs, then the best walking trails, their jobs, and shared stories of life in the city. Minutes turned into what felt like mere moments. The sun began to dip, painting the sky with orange and purple hues, but neither noticed the changing light.
An hour had vanished. They stood, still deep in conversation, until Alexis glanced at her watch, a look of surprise crossing her face. "Wow," she said, "I had no idea it was so late."
Lester checked his own phone, equally shocked. "Me neither. Time really flew."
A comfortable silence fell between them, broken only by the happy panting of their canine companions.
"Well," Alexis began, "I should probably get Sunny home."
Lester nodded. "Right. Me too." He hesitated, then continued, "It was really great talking to you, Alexis."
"You too, Lester," she replied, a genuine smile on her face.
He fumbled in his pocket for his phone. "Would you, uh, mind if I got your number? In case Buster needs another 'playdate' with Sunny?" He winked.
Alexis laughed, pulling out her own phone. "I think Sunny would like that very much."
They quickly exchanged numbers, a shared glance of something more than just politeness.
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The next afternoon, Alexis settled into a booth at their favorite downtown cafe, a familiar buzz of conversation and clinking silverware filling the air. Her friend, Chloe, already waited, sipping an iced tea, her bright smile a welcome sight.
"Hey, you," Chloe greeted, setting down her glass. "You look like you're floating. Something good happen?"
Alexis grinned, pushing her menu aside. "You have no idea. I met someone at the dog park yesterday."
Chloe leaned forward, intrigued. "Oh? Tell me everything."
Alexis recounted the encounter, her voice animated. "His name is Lester. He's tall, really tall, and muscular. Very handsome, with the most amazing smile. And he was so kind, so genuinely nice." She practically glowed as she spoke. "We talked for ages, just like we'd known each other forever."
"Wow," Chloe said, a thoughtful expression on her face. "So, are you going to see him again?"
Alexis's smile faltered slightly. "I don't know. I haven't heard from him since we exchanged numbers." A small sigh escaped her lips.
"Well, what are you waiting for?" Chloe urged, a hint of playful exasperation in her tone. "Text him! It's the twenty first century, you know. Don't play these old school games."
Alexis chuckled. "You're right, I know."
Chloe winked. "Plus, I've heard black men are, shall we say, quite generously proportioned."
Alexis rolled her eyes good naturedly. "Chloe! You always have to bring it down a level, don't you?"
"Just keeping it real," Chloe retorted, a playful glint in her eyes. "So, seriously, have you ever even 'been' with a black man before?"
"No," Alexis admitted, a blush rising on her cheeks. "But it's not about that, not at all. He's nice. Really, really nice."
Their coffee arrived, and they lingered over their cups, the conversation drifting to other topics before coming back to the intriguing new man in Alexis's life. As the afternoon waned, they stood, exchanging a quick peck on the cheek before heading their separate ways. Alexis walked out into the crisp air, Chloe's words echoing in her mind. Maybe she should just text him.
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Alexis walked out into the crisp air, Chloe's words echoing in her mind. Maybe she should just text him. She pulled out her phone, her thumb hovering over Lester's name. A quick breath, and she typed a simple message: "Hi." She pressed send, then tucked her phone away, a nervous flutter in her stomach.
Hours passed. Six of them, in fact. Her phone remained silent. Each time it buzzed with a notification, her heart would leap, only to sink again when it was just an email or a news alert. By late evening, a familiar disappointment settled over her. She sighed, convincing herself Chloe was wrong. He probably had been just polite, just being nice at the dog park.
Just as she was about to put her phone on silent for the night, it lit up. Lester. Her eyes widened.
"So sorry for the super late reply!" his message read. "Been slammed at work all day and had my phone on silent. Just saw this. How are you?"
A wave of relief washed over her. She quickly typed back, explaining her own day, the initial worry about his silence instantly forgotten. They exchanged a few more friendly messages, easy banter flowing between them, just like at the dog park.
Then, his next message popped up. "This is probably a long shot, but I'd really like to take you out properly. Dinner sometime this week?"
A smile spread across Alexis's face. "I'd love that," she replied without hesitation.
They quickly agreed on a night, a new Italian restaurant downtown, and the time. Her excitement for the week ahead instantly bubbled over.
The evening arrived, and Alexis felt a nervous thrill as she stepped into the bustling restaurant. Lester was already there, standing by their table, a warm smile lighting his face as he saw her. He looked even more handsome than she remembered, dressed in a sharp blazer and dark jeans.
"Alexis, you look beautiful," he said, pulling out her chair.
"Thank you, Lester. You look great too," she replied, feeling a blush rise.
They settled in, the low hum of conversation and soft jazz music filling the air. Their initial nervousness quickly dissolved as they started talking. They shared stories about their childhoods, their dreams, and even their silliest dog park mishaps. Lester had a gentle humor, and his eyes crinkled charmingly when he laughed. Alexis found herself effortlessly sharing details she rarely offered on first dates.
Over plates of pasta and glasses of wine, they discovered more shared interests – a love for hiking, old movies, and trying new foods. The conversation flowed easily, punctuated by genuine laughter. As the night wore on, a comfortable warmth settled between them. There were moments, brief glances across the table, a prolonged hand gesture, a playful retort, that hinted at something more than just friendly conversation. A spark, a soft current of mutual attraction, shimmered subtly in the air. The hours flew by, much like that first day at the dog park.
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