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Dedication to my partner, Cardell, who has stuck beside me through thick and thicker times. Also, to the individuals who encouraged my voracity to read, learn, and embrace my own pace. 

Leonina and Tia Lilly 

G-Ma handed me the purple palm basket with the textured brown ribbon on the side. The intricate gift basket contained: the freshly warmed biscuits; a bag of herbs; and Tia Lilly’s freshly tailored night robe. Rumor has it, that Tia Lilly’s husband was recently found in a compromising position with somebodies’ grandmother. And her now ex-husband, makes an occasional ceremonious display of ‘re-ruining’ her life.
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“Good morning Mistress Tia Lilly. As promised, we have your silk robe and we added the burgundy lace as discussed.” I give her a kind, neutral smile. Tia Lilly has a new face, and an expression that I have never seen before. 

Tia Lilly giggles to herself in a rehearsed manner, “Burgundy, how pretty. Specifically, I asked for plum. Are all the new imports on this side of the commune, color blind like you.” Tia Lilly snaps in a zigzagged fashion downward. A red light, vibrated within a rhodochrosite crystal shard on her wristwatch. Tia Lilly pressed a button on the side of her dessert-emulated headphones and clinched her fist. Madam Tia Lilly Suarez Johnson deeply exhaled a concerned breath. She placed a finger on her wrist and double tapped. “When I was your age, I was busier, I worked out three hours a day and kept up with my waistline. Although, it has been a lot easier, not having to work, revive, then recharge at the station every week. I can’t keep this model too long without upping the insurance premiums. Our copper-colored eyes, are not the only adaptations, that we gain for being on this side of the commune.”
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