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      Welcome to 

      From Shadows to the Block. A collection where the characters don’t just exist–they breathe, they fight, and they survive… if they’re lucky.
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      Essence rolled over and rubbed her itchy eyes. One of the first rays of sun broke through the pink and black polka dot Hello Kitty curtains. She pulled the covers back up over her shoulder, trapping the overnight heat.

    


    

      

    


    

      “Essie,” whispered her sister, Serenity, her voice scratchy. “You up?”

    


    

      

    


    

      Essence stretched her legs and groaned.

    


    

      

    


    

      “Yeah,” she said, her body shaking through the stretch.

    


    

      

    


    

      “You think mommy will get us a dog?”

    


    

      

    


    

      Essence stiffened. She sat up in her bed and turned to see Serenity sitting on the edge of her twin bed. Her pajama pant leg was hoisted up to her knee. Her braids hung over her shoulders in perfect bundles.

    


    

      

    


    

      “You crazy? You know what she said. No pets,” Essence snapped.

    


    

      

    


    

      Serenity crossed her arms, frustrated. Her face scrunched up as she moaned with disappointment. 

    


    

      

    


    

      “I really wanted a puppy,” she said, pouting.

    


    

      

    


    

      Essence tossed the comforter off, swung her legs off the bed and crossed the room to join her sister on her bed.

    


    

      

    


    

               Essence leaned over and bumped her shoulder to her younger sister.

    


    

      

    


    

      “Tee-Tee,” she Essence started, “you know we get pretty much whatever we want.”

    


    

      

    


    

      Serenity tightened her grip on her arms and let out a soft huff.

    


    

      

    


    

      “We had that fish one time. She got rid of it the first day. Then she got rid of the bowl the day after. We didn’t even get a chance,” she cried.

    


    

      

    


    

      Essence put her arm around her sister and pulled her closer. She leaned her head over and their hair tangled together in identical, obsidian links. 

    


    

      

    


    

      “You remember when you told her you wanted a new dress and we had it before you went to bed that night?”

    


    

      

    


    

      “Yes,” Serenity said, mumbling under her breath.

    


    

      

    


    

      “And remember when you wanted that new iPhone? And you had it the next day? And it was in a color that we hadn’t even seen before?”

    


    

      

    


    

      “Yeah, Essie. Dang,” Serenity said, feeling silly.

    


    

      

    


    

      “My point is that we don’t have anything to complain about. Mommy takes good care of us,” she said, hopping off the bed and padding over to her dresser.

    


    

      

    


    

      Essence looked at herself in the mirror. She smiled at her perfect teeth and her unbelievably bronze skin. Her eyes were big and wide, with deep dark centers that went on forever like the furthest reaches of space.

    


    

      

    


    

      Serenity stood up and slouched over to Essence’s dresser and dropped down to a knee beside her big sister.

    


    

      

    


    

      The only person she looked up to more than Essence was her mother. She watched how Essence preened in the mirror and how she would fix her immaculately designed braids each day. 

    


    

      

    


    

      She marveled at her creativity with bows and scrunchies, even though she couldn’t even remember what she had done with half of them.

    


    

      

    


    

      Serenity, like Essence, had bronze, blemish free skin. She had a slight gap between her two front teeth, but it wasn’t anything she worried about. Nobody at school ever picked on her about it. So it was never a big deal.

    


    

      

    


    

      Even her mother said that the slightest imperfections are part of what made them beautiful.

    


    

      

    


    

      “I wouldn’t have you any other way,” she remembered her mother saying with a big smile.

    


    

      

    


    

      Serenity’s smile crossed her face as she watched her sister tie up her hair into knots.

    


    

      

    


    

      “Can you do mine like that?”

    


    

      

    


    

      Essence was about to answer as a soft knock at the door interrupted.

    


    

      

    


    

      It was their mother, Theresa. Her hair was  styled perfectly in a smooth bob, with auburn highlights. Her lips bore a large grin exposing her bright teeth. Her eyes glowed in a light brown, almost yellow hue. 

    


    

      

    


    

      “Girls,” their mother said softly, “breakfast is ready. Then you gotta get ready for school.”

    


    

      

    


    

      Essence turned her beaming smile to her mother and gave her a nod.

    


    

      

    


    

      “Okay, mommy. We’ll be down in a second.”

    


    

      

    


    

      Serenity hopped up and bounced with excitement.

    


    

      

    


    

      “Can we have sausage patties instead of links?”

    

