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Dedication

For anyone who ever needed a little coaxing to find themselves in all their kinky glory when life threw a grenade into your plans. May you all find your inner Nyx.

-  Ruby
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This is a love letter to my younger self who always dreamed of being the human I am today, to those who have always believed in me, to the castle, the sapphic kink community, and to my future wife: may we always be as adventurous as my delusional mindscape

-  Captain
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Hello my lovelies -

I truly hope you enjoy all the sexy goodness that Nyx and Blythe have to offer. However, below is a list of things that might trigger you and that is the last thing I want to do! So, take a gander and if you feel something below might trigger you. Please skip this book and check out one of my other ones. 

Happy Reading!

Spanks and Kisses


-    Ruby and Captain
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Great Expectations
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I wasn’t prepared for what I saw when I walked into the bar. I wish I had brought my cane because the sight of what I saw as I walked in the entrance threw me off balance. She was exquisite. She was tall, I’d say close to six feet. Jet black hair, shaved undercut that dropped to a V. It left a long sleek, bite-able neck exposed. But not naked because of the laurel vine tattoo that snuggled up against the cut of the V. I watched as her shoulder and arm muscles rippled as she lifted what looked like a very heavy box, probably of liquor, since we were in a bar. She lifted it onto her shoulders and breezed past me, almost bumping me, but gliding by. I chastised myself for being such a gawking superficial woman at this moment. If I saw this scene in a movie and it was a man looking at a woman, the way I looked at her, I’d be upset with myself. 

But no, I was just admiring a good looking individual. There was no shame in that. I’m sure some people wouldn’t even be sure if they were looking at an AFAB. But I knew a masc lesbian when I saw one. It didn’t matter that I had exceptional gaydar, this was a female owned lesbian bar. There were rumors of a new owner that few people had met yet. Or if they had met them, no one was talking. I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or a bad thing. 

I paused for a moment, then turned away to leave before turning back and going inside. Evan told me to meet him there, and I had begrudgingly agreed. I rarely went out anymore and he knew it. But he also knew this was one of my favorite bars to go to. Or at least used to be. I sighed and headed to the bar. Leaning on one of the bar stools was still safer than standing with nothing to support me.

I didn't have time to order anything before Evan got there.

“Hey there gorgeous, sorry I’m late.”

“It’s okay, I haven't been here long.”

“Look at you taking a seat at the bar!” Evan smiled with a nod of approval.

“Don’t get excited. There was nowhere else to sit, so this will be a short-lived meeting. What’s up? Why did you want to meet me here?”

“One, you need to get the hell out of the house more.”

“I go out all the time.”

“Work and errands do not a life make. That doesn't count.”

“Well, I’m working on it.”

“And that’s where I come in. Viola!” With much fanfare, Evan took a piece of paper out of his pocket. “It’s a personal trainer.”

“Can I get you lovely humans a drink?” The bartender asked.

I turned to see the gorgeous creature from before. My voice caught in my throat as the exquisite one poured a beer for the woman next to us as she waited for our response. She was the bartender? Sweet baby Jesus, I didn’t know if I could handle this. Could I even look her in the eye, let alone form words to give my drink order? Before I had time to think, Evan rescued me. 

“I’ll take a martini and what do you want? Your usual?”

“And what would that be?” the bartender asked me. 

Her  amber brown eyes swallowed me whole. I tried to put a smile on my face and not look like a slack jaw cartoon character. Her voice was intoxicating. It was a mixture of sensual musk and lithe laughter on a breeze. She could read the back of a cereal box and I’d want to hear the whole thing multiple times. This was bad. I was instantly attracted to her. I doubted I was her type. Looking past the age gap, in my history I found those as intoxicating as her had a type that was far from what I was. Well, maybe that was a good thing. Wait - Why was I being so deprecating? I was a fucking catch! Clearly I was in a moment of self doubt. I needed to leave that shit at the door.

Evan gave me a gentle nudge, but I just nodded. A momentary daze had taken my power of speech.

“She’ll have an amaretto sour.” 

“Coming right up.” She moved away to make our drinks.

Evan continued where he left off. “I got the name from one of my buddies at work. Apparently, they work with a lot of clients like you. His sister had mobility issues, and she swears this trainer is a miracle worker.”

“Do they meet all of my requirements? Don’t waste my time if they can’t work with me on my own terms.”

Evan shrugged. “They’re a personal trainer. Isn't that what you wanted?”

NYX
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“Here you go, enjoy.” I put an Amaretto sour drink in front of the speechless woman, and she looked at me with that sweet deer in the headlights look. I tried not to laugh. Miss Amaretto sour was having a moment of gay panic and I loved it. Hell, I lived for it. She was so cute. She looked extremely nervous and maybe ready to faint. I wasn't sure,  but her level of nervousness was adorable. I did a quick assessment based on what I saw in front of me. Middle-aged, beautiful plus size woman. Maybe gay, maybe bi. But certainly not straight. Uncomfortable being here, but very comfortable with Martini boy. I put his drink in front of him. He gave me a nod of thanks before returning to his conversation.

“No! I need one that isn’t fat phobic. One that will not pressure me to lose weight when I am focused on my balance, mobility and flexibility. Health means different things to different people. And I won't work with one that only equates healthy with skinny, with no room for interpretation. And of course I prefer if they were queer.”

I tried not to eavesdrop, but I had just been dropping off their drinks when the lovely firecracker started her diatribe. 

Martini boy had an answer. “Well, I don't know all of that. You’ll have to ask them.”

Amaretto shoved the piece of paper into her jean pocket and then rubbed her thigh. She looked like she was in pain. She turned her head to look around the bar.

“Hey Nyx! Got a minute?”

I turned to the other end of the bar where the voice had come and gave a nod. One of the regulars, who I called feral Amy, needed attention. I tapped the bar in front of martini and amaretto. “Let me know if you folks need anything else.” I walked away, but still heard Amaretto.

“Evan, go grab that empty table before someone else can. I can't sit here anymore. My leg is killing me.”

“On it!”

I watched as Martini quickly got up and scooped up the freshly vacated table. I signaled for a server to clean the table before focusing  on my attention seeking regular. Out of my peripheral vision I could see Amaretto stand, hold for a moment while she composed herself and then take herself and her bag to the table. She didn’t have a limp, per se, but her gait was off. Probably one reason she wanted a personal trainer.

I hadn’t seen Amaretto in the bar before. As one of the new owners, I was still trying to learn about the regulars and the passersby. I wondered what Amaretto was. She didn't feel like a passerby, but if she was a regular, it had been a while since she had been here last. I was curious to see when she would pop back in. But for now, feral Amy needed my attention.
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Unlike the average working person, I loved Mondays because Mondays were always one of my days off. Mondays were my Sundays. We never had concerts on Mondays unless it was the holiday season. But we weren't there yet. Summer was still sticking around with autumn on its heels. Sundays were matinee days and yesterday had been amazing. But, after sitting in concert pose last night, my muscles needed a break. It had been a beautiful concert, and the audience was full of amazing energy to absorb as we played, but that didn’t mean that my muscles didn’t ache from keeping them still. Trying to not allow them to cramp up on me. It was torture. Yet I kept doing it to myself repeatedly because it was my job.

After about twenty minutes of stretching, it was time for some meditation. I made myself comfortable in my lawn chair and held my meditation beads in my hand. I played some lyrical meditative music. Fifteen minutes later, I was into the most beautiful meditation. I had visions of traveling in Europe, and someone was holding my hand. Someone I trusted, who I lusted after and admired. Someone who treated me like a princess, yet spurred me on to be the best version of myself possible. And had tattoos and soft skin. And someone who smelled amazing. It was intoxicating. Yet I couldn’t see their face, and I couldn’t hear their voice. But still it was amazing. It filled my soul with love and made me tingle. I was embracing the moment and the feelings the universe wanted me to feel.

I had no idea how long the feeling would have lasted if the sounds of a loud motorcycle engine hadn’t interrupted it. The sound kept getting louder and louder until all I heard was motorcycle and music. It was a song I’ve heard before, by a group I couldn’t remember the name of. It wasn’t one of my preferred musical groups. Ack! New neighbors. The house next to me had been for sale for several months. I saw a wooden ‘sold’ sign the day I came back from the bar with Evan. But that had been three weeks ago. No one had been around until today.

I got up and peeked over the fence we shared. I took a step back in shock as I watched the rider take off  their helmet and saw a flash of a familiar undercut and tattoo before a cascade of jet black hair appeared. It was shorter than the last time I saw it, but still looked amazing. I slinked down and went back into my house, quietly closing the door behind me. Closing blinds as I went from room to room. Buttons, my maltipoo, whined as she looked up at me with that questioning look. I could tell she was thinking, ‘mama what the hell are you doing?’ Scooping her up, I headed to my bedroom. Once she was comfortable on my bed, I went to my window. Pulling down the blinds, I peeked out between two of them as I reached for my phone and called Evan. He picked up on the second ring.

“What’s up, bitch?”

“It’s her! She’s here!” I hissed into the phone.

“Who’s she? Aliens? Mormons? Demons? The ice cream man? Be specific woman!” 

“It’s that bartender, Nyx!”

“Oh! You mean the one you hoped I didn’t notice you became catatonic around? That one?”

“Shut up! But yes. She is moving in next door as we speak!”

“Shut the fuck up!” Evan laughed. 

“It’s not funny!! I’m watching her move in right now. She has a loud motorcycle.” 

“This is kismet, you know that, right? Wait, how do you know her name?”

“I heard someone shout it and she walked towards them, remember? It was right before we got the table. But what are you talking about?”

“You and the bartender! It was meant to be.” Evan sounded overjoyed.

I laughed. “What exactly was meant to be? She makes great drinks and is stunning. End of story.”

“Nope! Not even close. You can deny it to everyone and everything in the universe. But you had and still have the hots for her. The way you talked about them made it so obvious!” Evan chortled.

“That’s ridiculous. I made one small comment after we left.” I huffed.

“Right, keep telling yourself that. You can’t convince me you haven't gotten off at least once thinking about her.” Evan teased.  

I scoffed. “Don’t be a pig. That never happened.”

“Okay if you say so,” Evan mocked me. “So tell me, what can you see them moving in?”

I peeked between the blinds again. “Well, she has an animal carrier on the back of her bike. So she has some kind of animal. Although that’s a terrible way to travel with a pet. I would never do that to Buttons.”

“Maybe the carrier is empty. I’m sure she has another form of transportation. I mean, we’ve got fierce winters here. This isn’t a bike only state.” 

It was like Evan was psychic because just as he said that, an SUV pulled up and the person who got out resembled Nyx, just a little younger and with longer hair that was a shade of red, not black. If I had to guess, I would say they were siblings. Sisters in the conventional use of the word. Although it was becoming obsolete. Simple terms like brothers and sisters were no longer applied on every occasion. But siblings still did, and probably always would. And since I didn't know her pronouns, I was sticking with siblings. But yet here I was referring to her as her and that could be completely wrong. In fact, I wasn't even one hundred percent sure that Nyx was her name. I could have heard it  wrong. Oh, hell!

“Damn you, Evan! How did you know that? And son of a bitch, you were right, I think her sibling just pulled up and the car has a cat in it. It’s not in a carrier. It’s roaming around eager to get out.”

“Ha! Told you!” 

“Shut up. I hate that you're right all the time.”

“I’m coming over. We can watch  them move in together, maybe start up a conversation. Welcome them to the neighborhood.”

“No!” 

“Too late! I’m already out the door and I’ll bring the wine.”

NYX
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I climbed off my bike and took my helmet off. I smiled as I surveyed my new backyard. My back yard. This was my first house, and I was already in love with it. It needed a little work inside and I wanted to plant some different plants in the yard. Some medicinal plants and a little vegetable garden. Now, I loved plants, but we weren’t always the best of friends, so we’d see how this would go. But the first thing was to set up my gym in my garage. 

I took a breath and let it out slowly. My heart was racing, and I needed to slow it down. I tapped my chest a few times until I felt calmer. I still couldn't believe I had started my personal training business, bought my first home and bought out my sister’s partner so that I was now half owner of Scissors, the most popular lesbian bar in town. I had done all of this in only a few months. Sometimes I thought I was absolutely crazy. The rest of the time, I knew it was the best thing I could have done for myself. I was thriving and intended to continue to do so. I wondered if I could convince my sister to change the name. Scissors was just so cliche.

I turned when I heard something next door. Looking over I saw my neighbor slinking into their house, but couldn’t get a good look at them. I laughed and shook my head. I hoped to get along with whoever that was, but only time would tell. As I moved my bike closer to the garage, my little sister, Aribelle, pulled my car into the driveway. She got out and did a little dance. 

“This place looks great, but I need the bathroom like now!” she cried.

I tossed her the keys. “Go on  in. I’m going to grab Lilith.”  I went to my car and opened the passenger side door. Lilith, my black and silver rag-doll cat, was pacing in the passenger seat, not in her carrier. “Come on, Lilith, time to explore our new home.” I put her on my shoulder and headed inside. Just as I was about to open the door, I saw the neighbor again peeking out from behind a curtain. Just two chocolate brown eyes. I waved, and they moved away. Tomorrow I’d go over and introduce myself. But for now, I needed to wait for the moving truck and get it unpacked. It would be here any minute.

BLYTHE
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In thirty minutes, Evan was at my house with a bottle of wine and several bags of popcorn. He arrived about twenty minutes after the moving truck had arrived. “Don’t worry, we are all set to watch the move in movie. Not only did I bring wine but, I’ve got popcorn. There is caramel, kettle corn, white cheddar cheese and, of course, movie butter. So where are we watching the moving show from?” He asked with a sly smile on his face.

“Um- nowhere. I will not gawk at them like I’m a nosey Karen.”

Evan walked over to the blinds in the living room and opened them. “That’s done. You don’t have to. I’ll snoop for the both of us.” He opened the window all the way up. “You know, just in case they call out asking for some sugar.” He sat down and opened every bag of popcorn.

“Fine, leave it open. I’m going to get some glasses.” I headed to the kitchen. This was just silly. I lived in a great neighborhood, with amazing neighbors. It was one of those places out of a book where everyone was friends and everyone decorated for Halloween and Christmas and a block party was held in the late summer months. Crazy, I know, but it worked for all of us here. I wasn’t sure how Nyx would fit in. Or if she would even want to. Damn, that was super judgy of me.

So what if she saw me through the window? It’s not like I was staring. I was just living my life, and I had no control over what Evan did or didn’t do with his time. I returned to the living room and for the next two hours, we watched them move in. Or rather Evan watched them move in and I read a book, sneaking a look every once in a while.

“Her friend is cute!” Evan poked my side, making me look up from my book. “I wonder if she’s seeing anyone.”

“I believe that’s their sister, not a friend. They look like siblings. Can’t you see that?”

“I thought you weren’t looking.” Evan laughed. 

I gave him a playful shove. “I only glance over every once in a while.” That was a lie. I watched more than I read. Granted, the movers were doing the bulk of the heavy lifting, but Nyx was getting right up in the mix. Watching them move was turning my insides to hot lava jelly. They were the first person I had been so intensely attracted to since my ex, since the cancer, since my life had imploded and then glued itself back together. They were just that scintillating to me. At the bare minimum, I wanted to lick the sweat off of Nyx. And right now there was no maximum to what I wanted to do, or what I would let them do to me. I swear I was losing my mind. I just needed to get laid. It had been too long. Or maybe it just meant I was finally ready to date again. “Hey Evan, what do you think about me starting -” 

Evan wasn't listening to me. He was hanging out the window talking to someone. I didn't even see him get up. That's what happens when I get too much into my head. I miss shit! “Who are you talking to?” I whispered.

Evan waved me over. “This is Blythe. She owns the house. I’m just her bestie, but I practically live here.”

I pursed my lips and shook my head. Evan gave me a look. I rolled my eyes and walked towards the window as I plastered a smile on my face. This would not be awkward at all.

“Aribelle, this is Blythe. Blythe, Aribelle, she is the sister of your new neighbor, Nyx.” 

Okay, solid confirmation that her name was indeed Nyx. I waved at her. “Nice to meet you.”

“Well, well, what do we have here?” Nyx strode over with a huge smile on her face as they looked over at me. “It’s a small world, after all.”

“Do you two know each other?” Evan asked, with a straight face, knowing full well how I knew them.

“Amaretto sour with very firm boundaries on what she wants in a personal trainer.” Nyx put her hands up. “I wasn’t eavesdropping. Just an occupational hazard.” 

“I, I wouldn’t call them boundaries. I just know what I’m looking for.”

Nyx nodded and smiled. “A boundary. Be proud of the ones you have and your need to have them respected. No shame in that.”

I smiled. “You’re a very observant bartender.”

Aribelle looked from Nyx to me, and laughed. “Oh! You think they are a bartender? No, no, they own the bar. Well, we own the bar. I made them buy out my old partner. Never go into business with anyone you date. They may eventually become an ex.”

“TMI Aribelle!” Nyx warned.

Evan put his finger up. “Hold that thought for one minute.” He grabbed my hand and dragged me out the front door to the side driveway that was right next to Nyx and Aribelle. We were all now about three feet from each other. “Who is they?” Evan continued. “Come on, spill the tea. We are all amongst friends, aren't we?” Evan batted his eyelashes at Aribelle.

“No, just neighbors,” Nyx noted.

“Acquaintances at best.” I chimed in.

“But for the record, the they is me. My pronouns are they/them.” Nyx smiled.

I needed a minute to wrap my mind around this. Nyx used the pronouns they/them. Alright then, non-binary, check. I was good with that. “Oh, I’m sorry, I called you she earlier.”

Nyx laughed. “It’s fine. You had no way of knowing.”

I was mortified. I always did my best to respect people’s pronouns. It was such an easy courtesy to do. 

“Do you all need any help? Or are you hungry? I can always order some pizza.” Evan offered.

Nyx shook their head. “No, we’re good. Just waiting for the movers to finish and then I was  going to order some Chinese while we started unpacking some boxes.”

Aribelle moved next to Evan and put her arm around his shoulder. “I, for one, would love some pizza. I mean, by the time it gets here, the movers will be done. And since your new neighbor is extending an olive branch, I think it would be extremely rude not to accept. You don't want to be rude to your new neighbors, do you, Nyx?” She gave her sibling a saccharine sweet smile.

Nyx gave their sister a look but smiled at Evan and I. “Thank you, we would love to join you.”

“Excellent! Is pepperoni alright?” Evan asked.

Aribelle shook her head. “I’m vegetarian, and Nyx is pescatarian and dairy free.”

Evan clapped his hands in excitement. “Oh Aribelle, I can tell you and I are meant to be friends! This is perfect! You see, I found this new place.”

Place? What new place? Was he making this shit up? “What new place?” I questioned.

“Shush you!” Evan wiggled his fingers in my direction, never taking his gaze from Aribelle and Nyx. “It’s a new place that specializes in vegetarian and vegan pizza. Right downtown next to a yoga studio. Anyway, I’ve been dying to try them, but this one over here is a Capricorn. Very set in her ways. Getting her to try something new isn't always the easiest thing. But now I can make her. Hee hee!”

“You don't need to go to any trouble for us.”

“Oh yes I do! Blythe would insist. Wouldn't you Blythe?”

Evan, infuriating as he was, was right. It was an easy accommodation. I nodded. “It's no trouble. Besides, contrary to this one’s assessment of me, I do like trying new things. And hey, if I hate it I’ll order a pizza I like and make Evan pay for it.” I smiled.

“On that point we agree to disagree. But mushrooms?” He asked Aribelle. “With vegan cheese?” He pointed at Nyx.

“That sounds great. We’ll just finish up with the movers and come over in about thirty minutes. Sound good?”

“Perfect, see you then.” Evan took my hand and walked me back inside my house. “Maybe we should straighten up a bit?”

What was happening here? I was no longer the host in my own home. “Um sure, you straighten up in here and I’ll make sure the guest bathroom and kitchen look decent. I hope neither one of them is allergic to dogs.”

“Nyx has a cat and Aribelle drove it there. I’m sure they aren’t.”

“Thanks for volunteering my house by the way. Fun times.”

“Oh you love it! You love showing off your cozy little home, you love playing hostess, and let's face it you're lusting after Nyx. It’s a win win.”

“Fine!” I crossed my arms over my chest. “Maybe I do. But then you must admit you have the hots for Aribelle.”

“I’ll concede that, maybe.”

I sighed and shook my head. “This is all your fault. It better end well.”

“Who knows what the future may hold. But now the door is open. So do yourself a favor and walk through it!”

“Just order the damn pizza.”

NYX
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“Was that really necessary Ari?” I had sweat dripping down my back, my body ached and now I had to be social.

“Look, Blythe is your new neighbor, so it might be a good idea to get to know her. And you said at the bar she was talking about needing a personal trainer. If she hasn’t found one you could put your hat in the ring.”

“That’s pretty presumptuous of you. That was almost a month ago. I’m sure she has found someone by now.”

“And if she hasn’t, you’d be perfect!”

I laughed and shook my head. “You think so do you?”

“I know so!”

I put my arm around Aribelle’s shoulder. “Come on, help me finish this up so I can get cleaned up since we now have dinner plans.”
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The Morning After
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It was a small world after all. How the hell did I buy the house next to the woman at my bar who I was trying to figure out if they were a regular or not? Like what were the odds? The goddess must have put her in my path for a reason. Being real with myself I had to admit there was something about her. I had no specific type. There was no need to limit myself to any of the amazing women in the world. Because really, what was better than women? The answer was nothing. Having Blythe next door could turn into a real bonus. And maybe now she would let me help her. I completely understood why she was being picky about a trainer. I was hoping if I scratched her back, she’d be willing to scratch mine.

Dinner had been fun, and afterwards Aribelle had all kinds of questions about Blythe and Evan. It was clear she liked them. There wasn’t much I could tell her. My first and only interaction with them had been at the bar almost a month ago. Last night was a start, but now would be a great opportunity to get to know her better. I watched as Lilith walked the fence between our properties. “Don’t be presumptuous Lilith. You may not be welcome in her garden.” Lilith answered with a meow and a swish of her tail before she jumped down onto Blythe’s side of the fence.

“Lilith!! Get back here!” I hissed as I walked over to the fence to find Lilith curled up next to Blythe. I didn’t think she even knew Lilith was there. She had earbuds in and her eyes were closed. Looking closer I saw a crystal in her hand. She was meditating. This additional fact intrigued me even more about her. She meditated, she used crystals, she cared about her health. She was checking box after box. As I watched her, I could feel the vibrations emanating from her body. She was creating so much energy. It was rolling off of her like waves coming onto the shore. Blythe was so beautiful right now. She was like a wondrous flower that I wanted to help flourish and bloom. Her vibrations were shifting. I could sense them. Time to stop staring and go work out. If Lilith bothered her, I'm sure one of them would let me know. I put my ear buds in and headed to my gym.

BLYTHE
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My day always started off right when I meditated. Even if the rest of the day was shit, it was a little less shitty because of my meditation. Today I came out of meditation and was pleasantly surprised to see a lovely cat curled up next to me. Buttons was staring at us from my bedroom window sill. She did not look happy to see her mommy cozied up to any animal that wasn’t her. The cat must have sensed Button’s watching because next thing I knew she sat up, stretched and climbed into my lap. It only took a minute for Buttons to bark through the window. 

I laughed. "Oh, you're a cheeky one, aren’t you?” I said to the cat as I scratched her back. She purred in response.

I wondered if this was Nyx’s cat. From what I’d seen I knew they had a cat. But I hadn't gotten a good look at it. I picked up the cat and walked over to the fence. Nyx was doing some strange push up I had never seen. Not that I knew much about anything that had to do with exercise. Looking just past the garage I saw in their garden the groundwork for a new bed of seeds. I wonder what they had planned to plant. “Is this your cat?” I called over the fence, and waved.

Nyx looked up. They stopped the push up and took out their earbuds.

“Yeah, is Lilith bothering you?”

I shook my head. “No, I just wanted to find out before I adopted her for myself. She's quite the love bug.”

Nyx got off their knees and brushed off their hands as they walked towards the fence. “She's only like that with people she likes. She's very picky, but she can tell a good person from a bad one.”

I smiled. “I guess I’m a good person then.”

“I guess so.” Nyx smiled as she leaned against the fence. “Shall I take her back?”

“I hate to part with her, but I need to let my pup out.” I pointed to the window.

“Yes, the lovely Miss Buttons. She was very shy last night.”

“Give her time, she’ll come around. She was the runt of the litter, and a rescue from a terrible breeder, hoarder situation. It makes her a bit gun shy when she first meets new people.”

Nyx reached over and took Lilith from my arms. “Thanks again for last night. It was a pleasant introduction to the neighborhood.”

“Are you all settled in?”

“Almost, I just needed to get my gym setup first. Everything else will fall into place, eventually. But it’s all in good shape.”

Buttons started barking from the window. “Well, I'm being summoned.” I reached over and scratched Lilith’s head. “You’re welcome over anytime Miss Lilith and so is your?”

“Daddy.” Nyx laughed.

“And so is your Daddy. Have a good day.” I waved at them both as I headed inside to get Buttons. It was time for her walk.
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Welcome Wagon
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I thought tonight would be a great night to be the good neighbor welcome wagon. Nyx had been here a little over two weeks and although we had chatted, and had that one pizza dinner when they first got here, I had yet to officially welcome them to the neighborhood like I had for so many people before them. I pulled the vegan chocolate chip cookies out of the oven. Because of the pizza night I was careful to make them dairy free. It was easy finding the proper ingredients to substitute in my regular amazing chocolate chip cookie recipe. They smelled fabulous as I let them cool on the rack. I pulled out one plate from my welcome plate stack. They were nice plates that I didn't expect or need back. I had a stack I used for holidays as well. I loved baking, but it was just me in this house so I was more than happy to share the wealth and my creations deserved more than a paper plate or a boring plastic platter. 

Once the cookies had cooled enough, I arranged them on the plate then wrapped it in colorful green cellophane and secured it with a bow. I smiled at my festive decorating skills. It was a little over the top, but then again I could be over the top. Looking down at my outfit I realized I had flour all over me. That’s what I get for baking without an apron on. I went to my room to change and stood in front of my closet dumbfounded about what to wear. After five minutes I realized I was trying to find an outfit to impress them. I wanted to look cute for them. 

What the hell was wrong with me? I slapped my cheek several times hoping to snap out of it. Nyx was my neighbor, nothing more, nothing less. There was absolutely no need to look cute. I just needed to be myself, like I had been for every other new neighbor that had come into the neighborhood over the years. I didn’t make myself extra cute for them and I wasn’t about to do it now. With that being settled I put on a pair of dark blue jean shorts and a coral tank top. I slipped into a pair of flip-flops and headed to the kitchen to grab the cookies and headed next door.

Holding onto the porch railing I went step by step up their porch with my good leg always leading. I  paused at the top, giving my leg a minute to adjust and not seize on itself. I was surprised to see they had already painted the porch. It used to be a weird tan-ish brown color and now it was a soft eggshell white. It looked so much better. How did I miss the painting? I was usually much more observant. But I had been working a lot. We had a new movement opening in a couple weeks with a guest conductor from Germany and he was hard on us. Hard, but brilliant. Rehearsals had doubled over the last month. I would be thrilled when the show opened in two weeks and we could all relax a bit. The shows themselves were always the best part. It was so easy to get lost in the music and give it my all. I loved the rush it gave me.
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