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"How was your date with Jennifer?" I asked.

"Dude, it was fucking amazing!" Lance smiled. "We went out to that restaurant you told me about and after went dancing at the club, it was great!"

"See, your boy knows a thing or two about dating, huh?" I smiled.

"Yeah, really did me good," Lance nodded.

"Got a second date, this Saturday," Lance smiled.

I smiled.

Lance was a good friend, and we did many things together. Like today, we were at the shooting range.

"So," Lance turned to look at me.

"Oh, no," I shook my head. I knew when Lance Harris said so, or I was thinking, it meant he wanted a favor.

"Come on!" Lance pleaded.

"No," I shook my head as I loaded my gun.

"You haven't even let me ask you yet!" Lance pleaded.

After we left the range and sat down to eat, I let him ask me for a favor.

"Jennifer has this roommate," he started.

"Fuck no!" I yelled as we sat outside the burger spot.

"Seriously?" Lance stared at me.

"Anytime someone says their girlfriend or wife has a friend, or roommate it's bad," I told him.

One of the other guys at one of the other tables nodded as he looked at me.

Lance was quiet for the rest of the day.

When I returned to my apartment, I felt sorry for shutting him down, so I called him.
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