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      Taurus

      Surrounded by excited kindergartners, I finish my 5-year-old friendly presentation for International Minotaur Day. And while the kids cheer and clap at the end, the screeching only starts when I reveal the hidden box full of snack-sized truffle chips.

      “Wow, friends, what do we say to Mr. Del Toro?” Their teacher shouts over the cacophony.

      “Thank you, Mr. Del Toro.” The children yell, jumping up from the rainbow rug and racing over to grab a bag of chips.

      Making my exit, I bump into my brother’s girlfriend Elizabeth, who is the principal at Branwen Beach Elementary.

      “How did it go?” She asks when she sees me.

      “Really well. This was a great idea, Liz. Having us come talk to the students about minotaurs today. Thanks for setting it up.”

      “Of course. I am already getting great feedback from the teachers.”

      Turning the corner, I spot my youngest brother Angus speaking to a woman who has her back to me, but still looks familiar. That dark blue hair stirs up some butterflies in my stomach, but I don’t know why. My brother notices Liz and me, then waves us over to him.

      “Taurus, remember Janice? She catered for us that one Christmas Eve? With that divine pumpkin and lentil shepherd's pie.”

      These words turn my butterflies into a goo of nerves. Oh. That’s why I recognize this woman.

      Janice turns, smiling, and our eyes meet. She is just as stunning as she was on that Christmas Eve, the first and last time I saw her. We had barely interacted, but the woman would pop up from time to time in my fantasies. Feeling my cheeks set on fire as I remember some situations I imagined ourselves in, I hardly notice when Angus takes off with Liz.

      “Hi, Taurus. I remember you. So glad your brothers enjoyed the meal I catered.”

      Her dark eyes study my face and I get lost in them until I realize I am just standing there like a buffoon.

      “Uh, how’s business?” I ask, feeling my face grow even warmer.

      “Pretty great. I don’t know if you’re aware, but I also have a small shop where I sell flavored and specialty cooking oils.”

      This bit of news brings me into the present.

      “Oh, really? I will have to check that out. Maybe our truffle farm can partner with you at some point.”

      “Truffle oil is the bomb. I would love that.”

      Damn, this blue-haired, curvy woman is sexy and cute. And moving her body like she’s about to walk away. Think, Taurus, think.

      “Well, the bell is about to ring, so I should go and pick up my nephew.”

      “Yeah, OK. It was nice seeing you.”

      That’s not thinking fast, Taurus.

      Smiling at me, Janice turns to walk away.

      “Oh. Uh, Janice? Hold up.”

      Turning back, her dark eyes meet mine. They’re incredibly interesting looking, with a tiny white patch on each one.

      “I, uh, well. Um, well, the farm is hosting a holiday party fundraiser thing in early December and we don’t have a caterer yet. We are, uh, still working on the details, but do you have a business card on you?”

      “Sure. I do have a wedding the first Saturday that month and a bat mitzvah the third Saturday, but otherwise I am open as of now.”

      Making quick mental notes of those two days, I take her card and thank her. Janice gives me a smile that makes my cock twinge, waves goodbye, and heads down the hallway. I stand there like a fool, watching her round ass sway as she walks away until she turns the corner.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “You said we are doing what?” My twin, Thoreau, says the next day during our weekly farm meeting.

      “I think it would be good for business. And our reputation. We can invite the who’s who of Corvid Valley and surrounding areas.”

      “And who would we raise money for?” Our eldest brother, Serapion, asks.

      “Well, we can discuss that, but I was thinking about the Corvid Valley Single Parent Foundation?”

      Angus nods his head approvingly.

      “That’s actually a pretty cool idea. What day would we do it?”

      “Not the first or third Saturday, that much I know.” I say.

      “Why?” my twin asks, arching an eyebrow at me.

      “Uh, well, I’d like to use Janice as our caterer. She, you know, she did such a great job with our Christmas Eve when you first got together with Phoebe, Thor.”

      “Dude, why are you stumbling over your words like a schoolkid with a crush?” He teases.

      Serapion bellows out a laugh.

      “You have a thing for this caterer, don’t you?”

      Looking at my brothers’ stupid shit-eating grins, I feel my body warm.

      “I don’t even know the woman. Anyway, it sounds like we are in agreement. How about the second Saturday of December?”

      “Sure, why not, lover-boy?” Serapion says and I choose to keep my temper in check.

      Standing up, I go to leave the room.

      “I’ll go text her now. We done here?”

      “Uh, no, we still have to discuss our next year’s farmer's market plan.” Thoreau says, lifting the file in front of him.

      Rolling my eyes, I slump back down at the meeting table.
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        * * *

      

      Sitting at my desktop in my bedroom, I smile when I see Janice has emailed back, confirming her availability for our party. While mulling over a clever way to respond, a notification pops up on my screen.

      Why the fuck is Stasha trying to friend me online? I hit the decline button and within a minute, she messages me on the social media app.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hey baby, I miss you.

      

      

      

      

      

      Seeing red, I quickly respond.

      
        
          
            
              
        Stasha, no clue what you think you are doing here, but you ended us months ago. In a really shitty way, remember? I’m not interested in being your friend and don’t want you to contact me again.

      

      

      

      

      

      Typing notification dots immediately pop up and I am suddenly looking at a naked photo of my bitchy ex-girlfriend.

      Temper taking over, I type out a long tirade, telling her off. But, before I hit send, I delete it and click the block button.

      Stasha isn’t worth my time.
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